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TO SHOOT OR BLUFF?

Synopsis. —Warned by hla physi-
clan that he has not more than six
months to live, Dan Falling sits
despondently on a park bench, won-
dering where he should spend those
six months, Memories of his grand-
father and a deep love for all
things of the wild help him In
reaching a decision. In a large
southern OQOregon city he meets
people who had known and loved
his grandfather, a famous f(ron-
tlersman. le nwakes Lis home with
Bllas Lennoex, a typleal westerner,
The only other members of
household are Lennox's son, *"BilL"
and daughter, snowbird.” Their

Lthe

abode I8 in the Umpqua divide, and
there
short

Falling plans to live out the
Fpan of lite which he has
dd Is his From Lhe frst
s health slows 4 marked
and in the compan-
nnox his son and
fita wouods life
he had been born to it By
inking and & remarkable
display of “nerve’ he Len-
1 nox's life and his own t
| are atincked Ly a
Lennox des
tUon of his grandfather, Duar
1 ing 1, whose fame o Wi
Is a household word M le
that an organized band of outlaws,
of which Bert Cranston Is the
leader, Is setting forest fires, lLan-
dry Hildreth, a former member of
the gang, has been induced to turn
te's evidence Cranston shoots
idreth and leaves him for Jdead,
Whisperfoot, the mountain lon,
springs on HNidreth and finishes
him,
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And as for Whisperfoot—the terror
that choked hls heart with blood be-
gan to wear off in a little while, The
man Iny so still In the thickets, Be-
sldes, there was a strange, wild smell
In the alr. Whisperfoot's stroke had
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gone home so triue there had not even |

been a fizht, The darkness began to

lft around him, and a strange exulta. |

tlon, a rapture yunknown before In all
his hunting, began to creep into his
whd blood, Then, as n shadow stenls,
he went creeping back to his dead.
. . . . . . - .

Dan Falling had been studyving na-
ture on the high rldges; and he went
home by a back trall that led to old
Bald mountain. The trall was just
A narrow serpent in the hrush:
it had not been made by gangs of
Iaborers, working with shovels and
picks. DPossibly half a dozen white
men, In all, had ever walked along It.
It was just the path of the wild crea-
tures, worn down by hoof and paw
ard cushion since the young days of
the world.

It was a roundabout trall
but yet it had its advantages. It took
him within two mlles of Snowbird's
lookout station, and at this hour of
day he had been particularly fortunate
In finding her at a certaln spring on
the mountain side, It was rather a =ip-
gular coincidence. Along about four
he would usually find himself wander-
Ing up that way. Strangely enough,
at the same time, It was true that
she had an Irresistible impulse to go
down and sit In the green ferns beside
the same =pring. They always seemed
to he surprised to see one another. In
reality, either of them would have
been consldernbly more surprised had
the other falled to put In an appear-
ance. And always they had long talks,
as the afternoon drew to twilight.

“But T don’t think yon ought to wailt
g0 late before starting home,” the girl
wonld always say. “You're not a
buman hawk, and It Is easler to get
lost than you think.”

And this solleitude, Dan rightly fig-

home,

ared, was a good sign. There was
only one objectlon to It. It resulted
In an unmistakble Inference that she
considered him unable to take eare
of himself—and that was the last
thing on earth that he wanted her
to think. He understood her well

enough know that her standards

were (he standards of the mountains,
valulng strength and seif-relinnce
above all things e didn't st p to
question why, every day, he trod so
many weary miles to be with her.

Ske was a3 naturnl as a fawn; and
many times she had quite taken away
his breath. And once she did it Hter
ally. He didn’t thiftk that so long as
death spared him he would ever be
able to forget that experience

her birthday, and knowing of It In

time he had arranged for the delivery |

of a certaln package, dear to a girlish
heart, at her father’s house. In the
trysting hour he had come trudging
over the hills with it, and few experi-
ences In his life had ever ylelded such
unmitigated pleasure as the sight of
her, glowing | hite and red, as she took
off itz wrapping paper. It was a Jolly
old gift, he recollected—and when she
had seen it, she fairly leaped at him
Her warm, ronnd arms around
neck, and the softest, lovellest lips In
the world pressed his. But In
days he didn't have the strength that
he had now., He felt he could endure

thosa

TLE,

and |

It was |

his l

BROWA AND

the same experience aguln with no
embarrassment whatever, Iis first lm-
pression then, besldes abounding, In-
credible astonishment, was that she
had quite knocked out his breath. But
let it be sald for him that he recov-
ered with notable promptness. [His
own arms had gone up and closed
around her, and the girl had wriggled
free,

“But you mustn't do that!™ she told
himn,

“But, good Lord, girl! You did 1t
tome! Is there no justice In women ¥

“But T did It to thank you for this
lovely gift. For remembering me—
for belng good—and cop-ldernte.
You haven't nny cause to thank me."

He had many serious difficultles In

80

thinking It out, And only one con-
clusion was obtalnable—that Snowhird
kissedl ns naturally as she did any-

thing else, and the kiss meant exactly

| what she sald It did and no more.
But the fact remalned that he would
have walked a good many miles far-

| ther If he thought there was any pos-
sibility of a repent,

But all at hix fantasles were
suddenly aod rudely dispelled by the
Intrusion of realitles, Dan had been
walking sllently himself in the pine
needles, As Lennox had wondered at
long ago, he knew how by Instinet:
and lnstinctively he practiced this at-
talnment as soon as he got out Into
| the wild. The creature he had heard
was fully one hundred yards distant,
yet Dnn could hear him with entire
plalnness. And for a while he couldn’t

onee

even guess what manner of thing it
might be.

A cougar that made so much no'se¢
would be lmmedintely expelled
the union.

from
A wolf pack, running by
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Dan Saw His Purpose.

sight, might crack brush as freely;
but a wolf pack wonld also bay to
wale the dead. Of course it might be
an elk or a steer, and stil] more likely,
n bear. He stood still and listened,
The sound grew nearer,

Soon It became evident that the crea-
ture was elther walking with two legs,
or else was a four-footed animal put-
ting two feet down at the same In-
gtant, Dan had learned to walt, He
stood perfectly still, And graduoally
he came to the concluslon that he
was listening to the footfall of an-
other man,

fut It was rather hard to Imagine
whnt n man might be doing on this
lonely WL, Of course [t might be n
deer hunter; but few were the valley
sportsmen who had penetrated to this
far land. The footfall was much too
henvy for Snowbird, The steps were
evidently on another trall that Inter
sected his own trall one hundred yards
| farther up the hill. He had only to
| stand still, and In an Instant the man
l would come In sight,

e took one step Into the thickets,
prepared to concenl himself If It be
came necessary. Then he walted. Soon
the man stepped out on the trafl,

Even at the distance of one hundred
yards, Dan had no dificuity whatever
in recognizing him. He could not
mistake this tall, dJark form, the sofled
slonchy elothes, the rough halr, the
| @itent, dark features. It was a man
| about his own age, his own helight
| but welghing fully twenty pounds
more, and the dark, narrow eyes could
bels to no ons but Bert Cranston.
He carried his rifle loosely In his arms
He stopped at the forks In the tratli
nd looked carefully In all dir
Pan had every reason to think that
Cranston would see him at first glance
Ouly one clump of thicket sheltered

nne
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| and unconcernedly walked down the

| “tenderfoot™

him. But because Dan had lmrrml!
the lesson of standing still, h«-nuso.-l
hls olive-drab sporting clothes blended |
softly with the colored leaves, Crans-
ton did not detect hlim, He turned |
and strode on down the trall,

He dldn't move quite llke a man
with Innocent purposes, ®* There was
something stealthy, somwething sinlster
In his and the way he kept
such a sharp lookout In all directions. |
Yet he never glanced to the trall for
deer tracks, as he would have done |
had he been hunting. Without l'\-'l‘ll|
waltlng to meditate on the matter,
Dan started to shadow him.

Before one hundred vards had been |
traversed, he could better understand
the joy the cougar takes In his hunt- |
Ing. It was the same process—a cau- |
tlous, silent advance In the trall of |
prey. He had to walk with the same |
eautlon, he had to take advantage l"f[
the thickets, He began to feel a curl- |
ous excltement,

Cranston seemed to be moving more |
earefully now, exam!ning the brush |
along the trall. Now und then he|
glanced up at the tree tops. And all
at once he stopped and knelt in the
dry shrubbery.

At first all that Dan could see was
the glitter of a knife blade., Crans-|
ton seemed to be whittiing a plece of |
dead plne iato fine shavings, Now
he was gathering ploe needles and
small twigs, making a lttle plle of |
them, And then, just as Cranston |
drew his match, Pan saw his ;n:r]m.i

Cranston was at his old trade—set-
ting a forest fire.

For two very good reasons, Dan
dldn’t eall to Wim at once. The two
reasons were that Cranston had a rifle
and that Dan was unarmed, Jt might
be extremely Hkely that Cranston
would choose the most plansible and
effective means of preventing an Inter-
ruption of his erlwe, and by the same
token, prevent word of the crime ever
reaching authoritles, The rifle
contalred five eartridges, and only one
wns needed,

But the ldea of backing out, unseen,
never even oceurred to Dan, The fire
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Cupid Hath
Ears
—_—
By MARTHA MACWILLIAMS,
| * — =
& 1921, by MeClure Newspaper Byndicatia
“l am always glad to find a widow
at a house party,” chuckled Ned Me
| Crne, *“Then 1 am sure 1 wont be
bored. One Is certaln to be amused
with one of the species around., 1

wonder why old MacNelson still fol-
lows ln Hortense's wake!
wunted him, she'd have taken him long
ngo

From her comfortable place in a
hammock, under whilespreading trees,
Lila Marshall regurded Ned where he
on a low stool near enough to
keep the hammock swaying gently.
“Ask me something hard " she drawled
lazily., “Horty has sense,
Joy life as long as she can!
think that Mac as a husband would
weasure up to Mac the lover? I'll
suy he won't, Look at my worse half,
playing tennis on a hot morning like
this, trying to feol himself that he |8
young enough to attract lttle Peggy
('Nell! Pass the chocolates, old boy!
My disllusionment hasn't affected my

appetite yet”

sut

| I..-:ung

| haps he had hiready.

If she had |

Let her en- |
Do you |

“(h, say, you're jJealous of that
cllld. Aren't you the slily one when
It's plain as day your good oid scout
sees that the child Is crazy about
Mace and that the presence of Hor-
tense Is a real thorn o the child's
quivering flesh? He's Just entertain-
Ing her to keep her from missing
Mac's attention. Dida't Mae rush her
to death the first two (duays we were
Liere, until Hortense arvived ™

Lila sat up stralght. *Is that the |
trut she demanded. “If It I8, you
Just get your six feet of good-looking

]l up to the court at onee and
make Peggy O'Nell have the tiwe of

young thing upstairs, that pretty IiltleI
creature on whose soft cheeks 1Inf'J
dewn of babyhood still lingered., Mae
why, he had belonged to her for
three years, lHe had been her con-
stunt cavaller. e had never allowed
her to be lonely or to feel, In a mo
went of depression, that she did not
to any oune. Mac
should fall In love with Peggy! Per
Her heart grew

Suppose

very tender toward him, Xhe palled
n light cover over his shoulders,
tucking it solicitously about him. It
would not do for him to take cold
while a tooth was op a rmmpage

At first the sound was soft lke
the contented purring of a kitten
that has just lapped up a bowl of
cream, Then It grew a bit harsher
untll finally It rose and rose with
the raucous hideousuess of a glant

file belng scraped neross an fron bar.
Muc¢'s mouth became a voleano, emit-

ting frightful sounds,

Hortense moved her chair back
from bhlin a little, It was terrible,
She wished suddenly that the pretty

Pegegy would run down the stalrs and

happen to pass the door. A sight
like Mac with his mouth open and |
snoring so fervently would forever |

destroy any lllusions she might have |
about the fascipating man, But |
Peggy did not come. Ned was con-
ducting one of those whirlwind eam-
palgns that sweep g0 many girls into |
bondage before they are aware of |

the chalns,

Suddenly Mae opened his eyes and
gropingly held out a hand to her,
“Marry me, my dear, or cut the strings
that bind! You've been a good pal
for a long time™

Hortense Inughed shakily, “1—1
wns thinking of marrying you, Mae,
but—but you snored Just now, Ughl'
She shuddered a IHitle. "It was ter-
rible, Mae, really, terrible! It sound

ed ke o buzz saw.™
From upstalrs come a gale of light

lanughter, with the tinkling, musical
| ripple of the very young Mac sat
up alertly. There was an expectant
look on his handsome face, “So, you
ure golng to cut the sirings, then?
I'm not golng to hang gn forever, |

1

would have a tremendous headwny be- | her life !

fore he could summon help. .\ll]wugh| Ned stretched hlmself and dust-

It was near the lookout station, every | ¢d a fleck of Imaginary dirt from

condition pointed to a direstrous nro.| his spotless flannels, “You're a eruel

The brush was dry ns tinder, not ll:)i woman to rush me around after a

heavy as to choke the wind, but }’(‘tl fledgling who hasn't sprouted pin

tall enough to carry the flame Into| feathers yet. 1 don't like them be-

the tree tops, The stiff breeze up the | fure they're seasoned. It's so much |

ridge would certalnly carry the flame
for miles through the parched Divide
before hielp could come, In the mean-
time stock and lives and homes would
be endangered, besides the Irreparable
loss of timber. There were many
things that Dan might do, but giving
up was not one of them,

After all, he did the wisest thing of
all. He simply eame out In plain sight

trall toward Cranston, At the same
instant, the latter struck his mateh,

As Dan was no longer stalklag,
Cranston Immediately heard his step,
He whirled, recognized Dan, and for
one long Instant in which the world
seemed to have time In plenty to make
a complete revolution, he stood per
fectly motionless, The match flared In
his dark fingers, his eyes—full of sin
gular conjecturing—rested on Dan's
face. No Instant of the Ilatrer's life
had ever been fraught with greater
peril,  HMe understood perfectly what
was going on In Cranston’s mind, The
fire-flend was enlmly deelding whether
to shoot or whether to blaff It out
One required no more moral cournge
than the other. It really didn‘t make
n great deal of difference to Cranston,
t he declded that the killlng was
not worth the cartridge, The other
course was too easy, He dikd not even
dream that Dan had been shadowing
him and had seen his intentlon. e
would have laughed at the Iden that n
could thus walk behind
him, unheard, Withont econcern, he
senttered with his foot the litle heap
of kindling, and slipping his pipe Into
his mouth, he tounched the flaring
match to It. It was a wholly admir
able little plece of acting, and would
have decelved any one who had not
seen his previous preparations. Then
he walked on down the trall toward
Dan,

Dan stopped and lighted his own
pipe. It was a curious little truce.
And then he leaned back agalnst the
great gray trink of a fallen tree.

“Well, Cranston,” he sald elvilly
The men had met on previous oc
caslons, and always there had been
the same Invisible war between them.

“How do you do, Falling,” Cranston
replied. No perceptions could be =0
blunt as to miss the premeditated In-
sult In the tone. He didn’t speak In
his own tongue at all, the short, gut
tural “Howdy™ that is the greeting
of the mountaln men. He pronounced
all the words with an exaggerated pre
an unmistakable mockery of
Dan’s own tone. In his accent he
threw a tone of slekly sweetness, and
his Inference was all too plain. He
wans slmply ealling Falling a milksop
and a whiteliver; just as plainly as
If he had used the words,

The eyes of the two men met,
Cranston’s lips were slightly curled in
an unmistakable leer. Dan's were
very stralght. And In one thing at
lenst, thelr eyes looked Just the same.
The puplls of both palrs had contracted
to steel points, beight In the dark gray
of the Irlses, Cranston’s looked some-
what red; and Dan's were only Iurd1

cislon,

and bhright.

Snowbird ts the rescue.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Has to Ba Clever,
“She's a claver conversationalist™
“She has to be, to cover up the
breaks hor husband mkﬂ.:

more comfortable to talk to a finlshed
produet ke you, A man doesn’'t have
to exert himself——-"

Lila grinned indulgently. “And he's
sufe, playing around married women.
Go on, brace up, Ned!
sort, Assume your own reponsibilities
In the world, A renl love would do
waonders for you"

It was not untll that evening at
dinner that a compllieation of af-
fulrs began to be subtly manifested
to the guests. Peggy O'Nell was
the personification of springtime, In
8 little apple-green frock, and n
wisp of flesh-colored tulle display-
ing rather than hiding the beauty
of her white throat and armsg, she
mwade a striking contrast to the hand-
some Hortense, around whose flash-
ing black eyes and too red HUps the
acid of tlme was already etching un-
mistukable lines,
had no heart If he had not heen at-
tracted to Peggy that night, her fresh
Innocent lovellness, her blg, dreams
filled eyes, her fluttering attention to
those around her. Lila's shrewd eyes
spon saw evidence that she had cer-
talnly started something when she
hnd sent handsome Ned McCrae toward
the tennis court that morning. For
Ned, after years of philandering,
seemed “hard hit” by the sweet young
girl Just out of school. And Mae-
Nelson for the first time In his three
venrs arduous pursult of the gay, fas-
cinating widow was watching Pegey
with an undeniable lHght In his face.

Afterward, when there wans dane-
ing In the blg ballreom on the third
floor, It appeared even to Hortense
that good, dependable Mae was roving
nt last. And just then, fate stepped
In and took a hand in the game,

Mac had been out somewhere on
the lantern-decked balcony with the
pretty exponent of springtime when
he suddenly presented himself before
Hortense. “Girl,” he sald, “I've got
the devll of a toothache. What In the
Sam HIl am I golng to do about It
way out here In the country? [I've
tnken on an couple of drinks but they
don’t belp a bit”

Hortense rose qulckly, There
seemed to be a motherly quality In
the touch of her white hand on his
arm. "“Come on down stalrs to the
den and I'l fix you up! I'll stop
on the way and get my medicine ense
out of my room. 1 travel prepared
for any and all emergencles”™

“Spoken Just llke a true widow”
Inughed one of the men sitting near,

When Hortense entered the cozy
little den a few minutes Ilater she
found poor Mac huddied on the couch,
his face burled In the cushlons. Noth-
Ing on earth ean s unnerve A an
o m eruelly aching molar when he
s miles away from dental help, “Here,
swallow this[” she commanded, sitting
down beside him. She gave him a
little white talWet. “Then I'll paint
around the tooth with lodine and ac-
onite and by that time the mald wiil
be here with a hot water bottle, I'll
fix you up In no time.™

And she did. Poor Mar, In the act
of dozing off In blissful rellef from
paly, reached out and patted the
widow's hand. “Good old girl” he
sighed happily. “You're much better
for me than one of these little young
things that don't know how to make
a man comfortable.” And after that
he slept, hot water bottle clutched
tightly to his face.

Hortense regarded him with eyes
from which the scales had sudden-

You're a good |

| Say?™

A man would have |

Iy been snatrhed. He was thinking
—possibly thiuking seriously of that

Horty, honest, now.” He touched his
cheek where the paln had lately at-
tacked him., A smile of gratitude came
Into his eyes. “You'd be such n eom-
fortable sort of wife Horty, nnd—and |
I'm used to you. Can’t you, now?

All at once Hortense capltulated,
Perbaps It was another burst of langh-
ter from upstairs that determined
her, “Snoring’s not the worst fault
a man can have, Mae,"” she consoled
herself. “I think—perhaps—well, 1|
know this time, IU's——yes."”

KINSHIP TIES ARE STRONGEST

Bond of Brothers and Sisters Is
Closer Than That of
Sweethearts,

Pauline I1s an only child: for her
one gntewny Into romance Is barred
and bolted.  No childish memorles of
loys and sorrows shared In the earll-

cst, most lopressionnble years will
forge for her the strongest of all
chains—that between children born of

the same parents,

In Serblan folk lore the tle between
brother and slster s more often the
theme of romance than that between
sweethearts—in this tie of kinship lles
A mystle significance, George Ellot
recognized It In “The MIl on the
Floss,” the great English classie of
brotherly and sisterly love,

In “Wuthering Helghts” Catherine
Earnshaw crles out passionately of
Heathellff, “lle's more myself than 1
nm! Whatever our souls are made
of, his and mine are the same."

Such a bond as thers was between
those two—strange, combative, but all
powerful—Is seen many a time between
brother and brother, sister and slster—
perhaps most of all between brother
and sister—a bond which finds no ex-
pression In caresses or words of af-
fectlon—but I8 nevertheless strong
unto death, Its origin sunk deep In ele
wental truth,

Bweethearts may kiss and cling and
swenr eternal fealty ; marrey ; then tire,
nnd seek divorce—but who shall ever
he divorced from that elemental tie of
kinship? “Am [ my brother's keep-
er? asked Caln, and throughou! the
nges some deep Instinet hos answered
“yos "

Thus It Is that to many an only
child 1s a pathetle, If not a tragle
flgure, barred from a thousand joys
and hopes and purifying sorrows, too,
Paullne may have hosts of friends
when she s grown up; she may
marry and have children—but there
Is one most preclous ecomradeship In
life that she will never know.—Londop
Mall,

Globe Lightning.

Joseph H. Krauss, editor of Sclence
and Invention, went a long way toward
reproducing *that most puzzling of all
big electriénl phenomena, “glole™ or
“ball™ lightning, This seems to be pro-
duced when a fork of lightning strikes
in such manner that it Is not Immedl-
ately conducted novny, It then forms
an incandescent ball, which hlsses over
the ground with mirnculous speed In
an Irregular course, and Is fnally dis-
sipnted, sometimes with a powerful ex-
plosion. Tt may last severnl seconds,
and in this brief time ean do great
dumage. It has been known, sald Mr.
Krauss, to bore Its way through the
walls of a bullding like a bullet.

There's the Difference,

The wise producer looks to the
“fAxing of his fences™ The plodder
goes along haphazard and howls at
conditions and the lack of profit, but

| apout

| botter
| hen ean be secared If the hens are ma-
| ture and In good condition at the start,

dnes nothing and gets nowhere—F. P,
'M * 4 M

POULTRY
FLOCKS

EGGS FROM BACK YARD FLOCK

Owner Should Be Satisfied With Ne
Less Than Ten Dozen Eggs Per
Hen, Say Experts.

(Prepared ¥y the el Sintes [Departs
ment of re )

The average novice ean reasol ally
expect to get an average of at least
ten doren eggs per hen a yenr from his
smiill fAeck In the back yard, say poul-

try specialists of the Unlted Stntes De-
partment of Agr On the basis
f two to each the
fumily this will give 20 dozen oggs 1
year to each person, which amount is
hanlf way the general
average of farm and clty eonsumption,
No back-yard poultry Keeper should be
satistled with less than this. He should
try, however, to get ns much more ns
llu-i\"ill‘.

To provide an egg a day for each
person two hens would have to lay
183 egis each a year. This Is by no
means an lmpossible average for sinall
flocks. It is perhaps not too much to

culiure,

hens member of

bl ween

A Common Mongrel Back Yard Flock.

say that In case, where the person at-
tending the flock in a position to
look after the wants of the WMrds three
or more times a day an avernge of
than thirteen dozen eggs per

Is

and have the vitality to earry them
through a year of heavy laying.

For the farm the avernge of 100 eggs
per hen Is advised as the lowest that
should be accepted ns s=atisfactory,
while for the back yard 120 s insisted
upon as the lowest avernge, although
In genernl the conditlons in back yards
ure less favorable to poultry keeplng
than on farms,

WHY CULLING IS PROFITABLE
Unculled Flock of 992 Hens Laid 3576
Eggs in Week and 3520 With
79 Taken Out.

An unculled flock of 002 hens lald
4576 eggs In the week before belng
culled, Seventy-nine wenk layers were
cast out. The culled Mock of H13 came
right back the next week with a ree-
ord of 3520 eggs, while the T9H culls,
living under precisely simllar condi-
tlons, and dolng thelr very best, were
Inylng only 85 eggs. The market
vilue of the eggs layed by the cvlls
was around $350, The cost of fyed
alone for them ot a cent a day for
ench hen was $8.53 for the week, Flg-
ures like these, say the poultry special-
Ists ot the unlversity farm, show the
importance of keeping only the best
Inyers, Lessons driven home in the
farm bureau's and extension division's
enmpalgn for frequent euldng of Nocks
should put thousands of dollars In the

pockets of poultry ralsers,

| GEESE ARE QUITE PECULIAR

Different From Other Fowls as They
Must Be Mated Previous to
Breeding Season.

Geese are pecullar auimals, They
ought to he mated several months
prior to the breeding season to obtaln
the hest results; therefore breeding
stock should be bought In the fall, and
all changes In matings made then,
Matings are not changed from year
to year unless results are unsatisfac-
tory. And this Is the pecnlinr feature
of It. If the matings are changed, 1t

Is necessary, usually, to keep the previ.
ously mated geese so far apart they
cannot hear each other.

Keep llme always In rench, plenty of
gravel or grit and a good dry dust
bath for the fowls,
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Glve the growing stock all they want
to eat. They won't pay unless they
grow, and they can't grow unless well
fed.
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Reparate the males and females,
Both will stand the hot summer weath-
er better If separated, and the eggs

will also keep better,
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days they will suffer greatly

they have constan! access to
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The farmer who falls to mave some



