THE SILENT BATTLE

8y H. M. EGBERT.
L

Timming bhad stood between the
Eather and his son, “Wild Hill" Lov-
et on many occnsions. He had
watched the boy develop into a drunk-
ard; spendthrift, and prodigal. He had
wondered at the father's self-control,
and he had guessed at the love that
tolerated the son and made a shield
for his failings.

Therefore, when “01d" Timmins
realized that his employer was upon
ghe verge of a breakdown, he knew
that something unprecedented must
bave occurred.

“Mr. Lovett, you are not feeling well
today,” he ventured {o suggest.

Then, for the first time In thoso
forty years, “Battleshlp” Loveit gave
WRY.

“Timmins, I am the father of &
blackguard,” he burst out. "1 have
borne with the boy, hoping against
hope that he would make something
of himself. 1 hoped and believed that
he lad ot least retained the instincts
of n gentleman, | aee | was mistaken,
Last night he Insulted Miss Audry
Parkinson at & reception. The daugh-
tor of my old friend, Timming. It was
her first experlence of socinl lfe In
the BEast, and what Impression she
will take back with her tomorrow! He
wus drunk and he tried to kiss her”

Tm porry—I'm sorry, Mr. Lovett,”
Taltered the old secrotar

“Mimmins, 1 cun unburden mywalf
to you a8 | can to nobody else. You
bave seen my son become what bo is
toduy. What shall 1 do? Shall I cut
him olf? How will that help either
of us?"

“Mr. Lovett, I'd let iim ses that he
ban lost your loye, I'd teach him n
tegson that would nt least bring him
to replize what he 8. I've (aken the
Hberty of thinking about the mattor,
alr, ond what 1 wonld do 1s this

1L

“Well, Mr. Groat?”

*“Wild Bill” Lovott, a Hitle unstoady
on i feot, looked nt his father's lnw-
yor, Mr. Groat hiad sent for him and
bad handed him the new will, drawn
up by “Battleship” Lovett at the sec-
retary’s suggoestion, to read; but "Wild
Bll" Lovett had been unable to dis
cover any meaning in the dancing let-
Lora,

“The meaning is, Mr, Lovett, that
your father ngroos Lo pay you ten dol
Isrs n wool, ko long as you abatain
from communicating with him,”

The affect an the young fellow waa
amuzing. A deop Aush oversprond his
face; he stralghtened bimsell and
starved angrily ut (e lawyer,

“Did he suppose I would accopt his
churity on that condition?" ho asked,

"Frankly—-yes. What Is your docl
alon1"

“Frankly — no," answerod “Wild
BUL" and marched out of the room,
his hond orect, Wi logs for once benr-
Ing him by the shortest pogsible route
‘hetweon two polinta,

Hult an hour sfteryward tho father
and (he clerk were seatod I e luw-
yur's nifleo, Hstenlig {o the story.

“1t seemod to awaken hix manhood,”
anld Gronl. "1 don't believe he la all
bud. ‘The trouble Ix drink.”

“Hattleship” Lovell slghed.
cight there,” he answered, "It he
-gould overcoma that! Thoming, |
agrood o your plan, but you sep
thors fa linpe for the boy. Let's eall
it oft"

“No, Mr. Lovett,” sald Timmins,
Nrmly, but respecifully. “You ngreed
1o lel we put It Into operntion. Well
—thls Iy the time not Lo glve way to
sympathy,”

Lovoelt sonfor sighoed ngnin.  “Woll—
1 lke your decislon,” he sald, “Dut
it goes hard, when one's own son s
‘the subject for the exporiment,”

That attornoon & note cama from
TWild DALY "1 have fallon protty
low," Lo wrote to his father, “but 1
will not necept your terms. 1 am go
ing awny. When | have made o man
of myoelf I shall return.”

1,

“You can get n meal If you are will-
ing Lo work for it, I reckon.”

Pl Lovett looked whimsienlly at
the woman who confronted him in the
doorwsy of the western ranchbouse,

“Madam, I've never worked in my
lite,” hie answored,

“Then 1 guess It's time you bogan,
Thero's the woodplle. You'll find an
ax In the corner, When you've split
Yuit a cord you can come to supper.
And thore'll bo a dollar as well”

The deputy, who came home u little
Iater, learned from his wife the moeun-
fug of the sounds in the woodshod,

“Thore, that's enough!"™ sald the
doputy. “You ecan come In. Protty
avell done, too.”

“You know who that fellow {a?" the
ddoputy ssked his wife, when Bill had
wrisen from the table.

“Not dangerous?”

In the Bast—perhaps,
At takos more than a rum-soakod (dler
‘to bocome dangerous In this part,
That's Blil Lovett, son of the million-
alre that owns those big Interests up
Falrbanks way."

“Hut what has he dono? Hia wite
wlutched at hin arm. She had taken
Hking lo the young man, whose courte
ous demeanor was hardly that of a
desporado.  “You're not—not going
to—-1"

“Oh, that's all right,” responded the
daputy eastly. “He lsn't wanted, He's
not wanted. That's the trouble. But
his futhor's anxious about him, though
he doesn't want the young man to
know, There's o Miks Parkinson—
you know old Parkinson of the Al
mnch? Wall, sho knew him, and 1t
sooms sho apotted bim getting off a
traln, and wired his father. The old
man siked her to keep an oye on him,
nnd let him know what the boy s do-

80 wo deputies bave beon notl.
thero's o reward coming, If

we koep him out of mischief."
| With the now elation In his heart,
Bill Lovett started for the atation. He

*You'ro

thrilled by the evident strugzle in (he

man's fure. What did he mean to do?

Bhe eaw him cross (he road toward
the saloon that stood invitingly oppo-
site the depot. She watched him with
sinking heart. Hill Loveit approached
the door.
not see hls face now, but she saw Lim
tremble as if grappling with an imp'
cable adversary, some spiritual force
for evil Her heart stood still.

Then she saw Bl turn aside and
stagger away, Lo fight his silent, win
ning battle alone,

Iv.

“You ean have the ranch on your
own terms,” sald Carr.

“But—I can't offer better than—"

“Bee here, young man,” interposed

Ha stood there. She could |

MRS, ROBIN REDBREAST.

Mrs. Robln Redbreast was discour
'aged over since they came north In
| the oarly spring, Mr. Robin Redbreast
had found fault with her. First It was
| the place where the nest was built

the ranchman brusquely. "1 believe | Robin told her they could have a nest
in talking stralght. You came West| i, ¢ho apple tree or in the old elm at
an outcast. NobO_d:r had any use 107 | tna end of the lane, and Mrs, Robin
a drunkard. Don't wince; you KnoW | hug gelected the apple tree because
it's trus. | offered you work, but you | gne thought the apples would be near
didn’t know who asked me to. Well |54 hand whon she was on the nest,
never mind that. You promised We | byt after they were settlod Robin told
you'd keep straight. You did. her if they had gone to the elm they

"You proved my best worker. ¥oU | would not have the sparrows bother-

beat up Blg Hendergon, when be tried
to make you drink whisky instead of
mineral water. 1 rospected you for
that, 8o did the nelghbors. I'm going
Bouth to live, and 1 know & man when
I mee ono. So, {f you want the ranch,
it's yours on those terms.”

“Fll tske it, then sald BilL “Put
~Mr, Carr, 1 can't talk any mora now.
I've—I've got an appointment.”

Hy lenped Into the saddle and gal-
loped away. Carr watched him with
a queer, twlsted smile on his face.

“Ones | was afrald” he muttered,
"But now—well, that girl hasn’t any-
thing on him."”

That girl listencd to 1ill's story with |

downeast eyes. 8She knew that but
for her the one-time homeless ouleast
wonld by now be under the sod, or liv-
ing w lifo In death. She hod done
all for him. He knew lttle of thut,
of her Intereession for him with Carr,
and of her communication with his
father, nothing. But he knew he loved

her, and ho darad to suspect that she

loyed him,

“Audry, now 1 can tell you," sald
“Wild BUL" “T love you, dear, I'm not
worthy to tell you so, but I love you,
and I've walted till T could make good
before | sald 1t to you, Carr's golng
to let me have the ranch. Audry—"

He knew It now, and he looked at
her with neredullty and self-condem-
nation before he drow ler to him. He
pressed his lips to hers with awe and
a rushing tonderness that swept away
all doubts and fears,

V.

“O1d" Timming did not at firet ree-
ognlze the stalwart, bronwed young
man who, accompanled by his wifo
and fouryear-old son, called at "Bal-
tleship's" oMee. Then ha was so flue-
tored that he could hardly tnke the
land that was coldly outstrotehed,

“Wild Bill®  was as much ome
barrassml as Timmine at the mesting.
Ho lnd forgotten all about the old
man,  Heeing bim wan ke mesting
one rotumed from the dead, Al his
past folliss seemed to look at him from
Timming' oyos,

Hut Timmins was forgotton again In
the reunlon, Imperturbable old “Dat-
tloship® Lovett broke down.

“1 haye made good,” sald BULL, "1

ing them.

| Poor Mra, Redbreast sald nothing,
[ but she sighed as she put the ohildren
' to bed and wondered what had come
over Robin,

| “These children should be taught to
| fly,” sald Robin onp morning. “They
!lhould be learning to find worms for
| themselves, 1f you were any sort of
& mother you would have begun some
days ago.”

"Why, Robin," replled his wifs,
“they are only bables; they would be
gure to fall off the limb the first try. 1
will tesch them [n o short time, bhut
Lhey are not strong enough yet,"

Mra. Redbreast hurried with her
work that morning snd then she put
the childron close together in the nest,

The Nest Was Empty.

“Don’t you move,” sho told them, "I
am going to market to gét somothing
niee for dinner"

“Gilive ma the vory tendorest worms
you have," she suld Lo the market man,
“and 1 waut them fat, too.”

Then Mrs, Redbreast wont home by
the way of the cherry tree nnd plekod
o basket 01l of the most deliclous
cherries she gould find,  *Then,” she
sald a4 aha hurrfed home, i this din.

kept my promise.”

“I wos afraid that 1 should neyer |
goo you ngain,” suld the old man husk- |
iy |

“010" Timming heard (hat. He had |

followed HIN's earoer with the Interest
of ona who had devised the means of
rodemption. Now hig schems seemed
to have recolled on him, He Imagined
the Intenslty of the young man's ro-
sentment.

“1 did my best for the lnd,” he mut-
tered; and, sitting down, he wrote out
n lotter of resignation and sent it In
by tho boy. Then he took down his
anclent hat from Ite hook, clappeld It
on Nis head and  started
stroot

But 'Mmming’ legs woere old, and
long before he bhad time to disappear
into obscurity his employer and Bl
were reading the note together,

“Why, | meant nothing unkind," pro-
tested B

“Hring him back, then,” sald “Hat-
tleship”

Threo hounda of Bill's nether Mmba |

cqualed ffty short toddles of Timmins,
The old man, struggliog dismally
wlong the streot, became aware of a
glant who barred the way.

He looked up Inte Bill's face.

“Como baek, you pid fool,” sald DILL

“Mr. Lovett, 1—1-"

Bill lnughed and pleked him up in
lis nrme,  Carrying him lke a strug-
gling chlld, he rushed up the stalrs
and doposited his burden upon the
floor of lls fathor's office.

“Tlmming stays, and—I apologize to
him," he sald.

“I'ho best thing 1 ever heard you
say, young man,” sald & remembered
volce,

Mr. Groat, the lawyer, had come in
to complete the reconclliation,

VL

“Battleship” Lovett had ridden lato
hin Inst harbor, after a year of the
groatest happiness that he had over
known, leaving his entire fortune to
his son

The young couple was returning
West, Bill had decided to turn over
s intorests in the East to his father's
ropresoutatives; he had made the West |
his home. There he had found his
manhool—nnd Audry,

Ho wan turning over his father's
papers, when he came upon n promis
sory note for $55,000,

He started, starod at it; and all at
onco the secrot was dinclosed.

“My futhor bought the Carr ranch
tor me!" ho eried.

And s saw that she knew.

“Then you were halping me all the
time!™ he exclalmed
tonch with him ™

Audry nodded, and smiled to keop
back the tears.

“And evon in my worst depths 1 had
your guardianship and never knew it)
Why, Audry? DId you care for me
thent"

She nodded agaln and, leaning her
choek againat his, looked at the note,

PR S
In full with a few tears, a fow
heartaches, and unlimited pride in my

son. W, G Lovett"

Into thol

“You were In/

ner dossn't sweesien his temper nothe
Ing wilL"

"What did you bring?" asked the
lttle Hedbrenets.  "Can we  have
some?"

“You keop quiet,” sald thelr mother,
‘You can bave some when dinner s
ready and not before”

Mra. Rodbreast areanged her dinner
and stood and admired the effect. It
| looks good enough to eat,” she said
| “I do not see where Robin can be"
| Hobin appeared at that minute and
| looked around, hoping to euteh her
| with the dinner unprepared. He had
enten wome erambs and grain he found
in the yard and was not vory hungry,
therefore he felt in the mood to find
| fuult with the best dinner that could
| bo Berved,

Mrs. Hedbreast watched him with
anxious eyes. “Are these not niee, fat
worms,” sho asked after walting a
minute,

“Oh, yes, thoy are fat,” answered
Mr. Robin, "but will you never learn
that the biggest nre not always the
bout? My mothor wsed to select tho
host worms | over ate. 1 wish you
| would begly to get ke her, but I do
| hot suppose you ever will."

“Why, Robin, you told me that you

Hked the fattest worms [ could find
| the other day,"” sald Mra. Redbreast,
| wiping away a tear that rolled down

her choek, “you sald the ones 1 had

Ilnat weok were oo léan, but 1 am sure

you will find the choerrles nice.” she

ulllllud. without waiting for him to re
piy.

"They are too ripe,” sald Robin, hop:

Mng out to the end of the Hmb 1
| might just as well not come home to

dlnnoer; there {8 never anything fit to
| oat,”
| Robin walted around a fow minutes,
| but his wite did not answer him or
| fpeak to him again, and she gave the
i little Redbreants tholr dinner and thon

began to clear tho table, and Robin,
| #eeing that there was no uso trying to
quarrel with hor, flow away.

It took Mra. Robin all the rost of
the diy 1o necompliah what she set out
| to do, and when night came she had
{ all the little Rodbroasts fn a nest two
limbs above thelr ows, and she told
them to go to sleap and not dure to
neep.

Then Mrs, Roedbreast bagan to
watch for Robin, 8he hud not long
| 1o walt, for he flow bome early to get
| his supper. Having had his dinner
carly made him very hungry,

Ho throw hia eap Into the nest and
looked about, but fustedd of the nice
supper he had expocted to fod the
nowt wan empty, not only of food, but
the whole famuy was gong.

Robin hopped around on the mb,
looking behind the leaves, and then
he looked on the ground. for he
thought the IMtle onos must have
fnllen out of the nest and thelr mother
was watching over them, but no, they
wore nowhere In sight. Robln was
hungry, as 1 have said, and thero was
no supper, and he sat on the edge of
the empty nest, looking very forlom
and feeling very unhappy,

Mrs, Redbreast, of course, was
watching him, and when she thought

down. TNobin was so gind to see her
that be forgot to ask her where sha
had been. He flew right over beslde
her and pecked her bill, which, of

course, was & kiss. “Whesd are the
children? he asked; "1 miza thelr
shatter,”

“Oh! 1 thought they wera old
enough to have a nest by themselves,”
sald the wise Mrs, Redbreast, "and

they are asleep In the bough above
Now I must set your supper, I am a
little late. What will you have?”

"Anything you have,” replied Robin.
"You need not fret about keeping me
walting, for I am sure I was a litle
late getting home."”

Mrs. Redbreast did not reply, but
she prepared the nlcest supper she
could and they sat down to it

“You certainly can make nlee bis
cults,” gald Robin, helping himself to
the third, “and s for that dinner this
noon, 1 guess I wos not hungry. My
stomach has been a lttle upset for a
few days, because | ate some cherries
before they were quite rips”

“You must be more careful,” was all
the reply that Mrs. Redbreast made,
for she knew that was the best way.

Later, when Robin had settled down,
she started to go to the children.
“Don't be gone long,"” sald Robin, “1
think after all you had better bring
them down hers and then you won't
have to be away so much.”

Mra. Redbreast flew up to the nest.
The children wera nll right, but she
sat on the side of the nest for o fow
minutes walting for what she knew
Was sure Lo come.

“Are you coming down pretty soon,”
called Robin, fiying up to the next
limb.

And Mra, Redbreast knew she had
won and that Robin had been brought
te reallze his fault, and for the rest
of the summer {hére was no wory
fault-finding.

MUST PAY THEIR JUST DEBTS

Rev. Dr. Charles E. Jefferson Gives
Reasons Why They Cannot Re:
pudiate and Do Her Share.

In the Woman's Home Companion
the Rev. Dr. Charles 1. Jefferson of
tho Broadway Tabernacle has a ser
mon to grown-up daughters, In it he
glves the following reasons why wom:
an must forego tho privilege of re:
pudiating their debts and pay up lke

men,

“A woman, no less than o man, (8
in the grip of inoxorable moral law,
and each allke must pay to the utter
most farthing what he owes,” says the
doctor. “A girl on the threshold of
womanhood Is in most cases a charm-
Ing ereature, and because of the chivale
rie devotlon which {s pald her she i
In danger of losing sight of the de-
mands of the oternal law. She must

must begin in the home, She must
pay her debts to her parents, and to
her brothers and sisters. Blder dangh-
tors enn do for thelr younger slstirs
what no one elsg can do. Standing

er glaters, they ean do much to bring
both sides into cloger sympathy, e
cause of thelr wider experiencs (hey
can underitand thelr mother, and be
cauge of their youth thoy ean enter
more fully nto the feolings and wishes
of thelr younger sisters.”

POULTRY BUSINESS FOR BOYS

Mongrel and Long Toe-Nailed Hens
Are Only Loafers and Eat Profits
—5ell Them Off.

Ara you going to walt until you
grow up before you go into business?

That's o long time to wait,

Why not start now and learn now
while mistakes ure not as fatal?

Get your Iather to lot you take care
of the poultry, If he la the right kind
of & father he witl be only too glad to
let you tuke hold of the work. And.
then make a business of them.

First, catch all those mengrel and
long toe-nalled bens and glve them to
the church supper for m stew. They
don't lay any egge. They are only
loafers who eat up all the profits
which the good hens make for you.
No business man would keep a stock
of shoes thut he couldn't sell at a

Arranging Hen and Eggs.

profit. Thers |8 no more reason why
you should keep hens around the
place that don't pay.

Then fix up tho poultry house so
that it is dry and clean. No business
man would keep his stock In n leaky
store.  How mueh more lmportant it
is that your poultry be kept clean
and dry!

And last, but not least, make some
money out of It. Get vour father to
give you everything you make above
whit were his last year's profita. You
are a stockholder in the company, tell
him, and you want your share of the
profits.  When he sees the falrmess of
the proposition, he can't very well re

B TR
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'HAT CONTAINS A MIRROR

| Masculine Vanity Is Ministered To by
New Device Which Has Made Its
Appearance.

The ladles, with their vanity bags,
party boxes and palnt and powder at-
tachmenta on thelr chatelaines, have
pothing on the men, for it seams by
recent developments that the males
are given almost as much to the primp-
lug art ss the women are

A cap has receutly appeared for

i
i
1

3 ' male use which has s mirror sec

Inside, so that when you see &8 man
take off his hat or cap and look pleas-

THE TOREST OF CYPRESS

HERY 1s a lone tree in Lom-
bardy that accomplished what
o milllon men sulfered and
slaved to do, It stood In the
path of the great Slmplon road, and
mt the sight of ite statoly groce Na-
poleon turned the road from a stralght | that are o pale fude green againet the
line, thet its beputy might remalp | lemoncelored horigon and the seiting
min's heritnge. 1t I8 the cypress of {sun, A motor trip slong the coast
Sommao, and stands ns a monumoent |line gives one the effect of a kaleido-
Lo the greatness of one man and a les | scople change of coloring, the rapid
gon to those who would sacrifice |suuuenulm: of which should vary with
beauty to the god of galn, says Mark | the speed of the motor were it not for

ity of color. The shore line i broken
and fagged, with here and there a
atretch of ivory-colored sand beach,
terminated and hWroken by precipitous
oliffs, ngalnegt which the indigo sea
burle its pearls and sheects of water

(o her shure of the worll's work. She !

betwaen thelr mother and these young: |

Daniels, former superintendent of na-
tional parks, In Amerlcan Forestry.
That Napoleons are scarce we
know, but are there so few who
| have not oven enough of his vision
to see and appreciate the glory of a
maguificent foreat or the eternal mira-
cle of a waterfall that they will con-
tinue to squander these birthrights by
inliseriminately hewlng down the for-
o8ty and damming np the streams?
Thera stands not one cypress, but
a grove of them, of surpassing beauty,
on our western coast. True, they ate
not of that tall, stately variety, with
formal, architegtural lines; they are,
on the contrary, the exact or complote
reverse, for they are gunarled and
twlated: but they are beautiful in their
relting as unyihing that the eyes of
man may rest upon. There {8 but o
compnratively small area where they
still grow, and they are ns distinet
nmong the other conifers of their re
glon as wra the Sequoln Glguntey
amongst the conifers of the Slerrn
| Nevada, In fact, In many respects
| they remind one of the “bilg trees”
ag Lthey are called; for they have o
|most  digtizet  Indlylduality  which
| mikes them stand out alone.
|  They are to be found only in a cor-
tain locality, and their age is much
digputed. 1 have heard this estimated
[to ba from 100 to 7,000 yeurs, and
| thers sooms (o bo no reconciling the
lvarioua  contestants, However, the
question whether they have seen one
lor twenty generations of time would
{seom to be of small moment, In the
|lig!ll of the fact that they are strug
| gling through the lakt few yoars of
|one generation of Amerfcan tourists
But thay seem to stand the storm of
| "oh's" and “ah's” with the same for-
ttude with which they resist the gales
iand blasts of that beloved seacoast
| on the very edge of which they spread
their opiraled roots. Growibhg down
to the actiipl verge of the #ea, with
bare branches stretehed out Hke arms
toward the lend of the setting sun, the
question of whather they are the van-
puard of an anclent western growth or
| the stragglers of the great eastern for-
estn that were cut off by the Pacifie
lis simost alwnys the flrst subject of
confecturoe on the part of the tourist,

Picturesgue Shore Line.

About 125 miles down the coast
froma Sau Francisco lles the Bay of
Montarey, at the southern extremity
of which the first cypress trees ore
to bo found. Theso treos possess more
| the eharacter of the cedar of Lebanon
than they do of any variety of cypress,
| apd are known to those who burden
their minds with etvmological detall
a3 the cupressus marerocarpn, From
this point, which Is known as the Del
Monte peninsula, and which forms the
poutliern shores of this wonderful sap-
phire bay, pleturesque groves and oo-
canional {solated apecimens are dotied
glong the coast for some twenty-odd
miles to Lobos point.

Hero, again, tha old adage, "1t never
raing but it pours,” Is barne out by
tho rlot of exquisite beauty which con.
frunts the observer on every side: Na-
ture seems (o have concentrated on
this locallty in the development of ex-
tremes of picturesquencss and intens-

¢m gix-cylinder machine with the free-
fdom granted the tourlst by the own-
ers of the property. As it Is, however,
conditions would appear to be re-
versed; for, with the average driver,
the speed nlong these wonderful drives
I8 such that the constant prayer of the
tourist Is that some accident mnay
happen which will allow him suffi-
clent time to fix upon his retina one
permanent pleture of the exquisite
eolor harmonies of the sapphire bay,
the Ivory-colored bench line, the ail-
ver-gray trunks of the trees, and the
deop blue and bright yellow-green of
their tops,

Seventeen-Mile Drive.

From the hotel at Del Monte 8 won-
dertul drive, known ns tha Seventeen-
Mile drive, follows the coast line pust
the historie old bulldings of Monteray,
gkirting o mission wall and along the
pandy beach past homes of innumera-
ble seg fowl, and plunges (nto u forest
of pinea that forms the Dbackground
to the first grove of oypress trees,

amongst the spectral trunks, giving a
glimpse here and there of the blue
horizon and jagged polnts of promon-
torles, burying itgelf now and then
in the dark ond gloomy shade where
the growth s dense,

About four miles beyond the first
grove of cypress trees |8 the famous
Midway point, which, until the advent
of a fleeting exposition, was the most
photographed tourist lure on the Pa-
cific coast. It comprises a rock pro-
montory that projects out fnto the sea,
with its toes lapped by the gentle
waves of the Pacifie, whose ardor has
been tempered by the reefs and sub-
merged rooks farther out st sea, upon
whose treacherous points the coast-
wise traflic of this distriet is frequent-
ly wrecked. Upon the summit of this

ful band of an Imaginative palnter,
grows o lone cyprees tree, the roots
of which nre almost entirely exposed
to the air. The top of this tres, how-
over, 18 brillinnt grean, and when sil-
honetted against the sky of the set-
ting sun I8 indeed a slght to behold.
Farther along the const the drive wid-
ons along the sghores of Pabble beach,
past the homes of men whose milllons
nre in the banks and othera whosa for-
tunes nre still in their heads, to Ar-
rowhead point, and beyond to the fa-
mots mission that marks the mouth
of the Carmel valley. Beyond the
point where the Carmel river empties
into the sea ls Lobos point, and the
quaintest and most curlous cannery
on this coast. At the latter-numed
point of Interest they preserve .the
toothsome abalone, a sea product that
s pecullarly indigenous to this local
ity.

To Clean Marble.

common soda, one part of pumice
stone and one part of finely powdered
salt. BIft the mixture through a fine
sleve and mix it with water, then rub
it well all over the marble and the
staing will be removed. Hub the mar-
ble over with salt and water, Wasl
off and wipe dry.

Up to Date,

“it'a a real joy after all—thie upto-
date ¢partment-house living,” sald the
bride of a year or two to the friend
who wao paying a duty cail. “The
| shorbot vou're eating Is & month old.”

The visltor unconsclonaly delayed
an ancending spoonful,

"Don't he worrfed,” smiled the
bride, “the loe 1s all right. I've kept
them longoer than that. You see, my
Ingt alterncon ‘at-home' came on a
rainy day, and | had a distressing
numbor of lces laft over. Now, Il
that had bappened In a house with
only nn leochest, all of the rofresh-
mente would have gone to waste. The
caterer wouldn't have laken any of

confessod Gaunt N, Orimm. “Just
now he is considerably exerciaed over
the religious bellefs of Christophaer
Columbus,  This s foollshness, in my
opinfon, for there Is nothing he ean

bus of being entfrely in error. And
1!1 Is espacially futile when right here
‘ in his midst, 80 to say, Is the question
of world disarmament, about which
{ha ean do fully us much anybody
olse"—Kanaas Olty Star,

tho unholy combination of the mod- |

IFrom there the rond winds in and out |

point, as If placed there by the play- |

To clean marble take two parts o. .

do ahout it, even If he convicts Colum- |

This s the New “Vanity Hat" for
Men, With a Looking-Glaes In Top.

antly Into fts depths you will know
that he 18 not exsctly foolish, but that
he I8 beholding hils own countenance
in the mirror,

The mirror 16 secured in such a man
ner that there ig provision for the e
commodition of cards, paper and mom.
orandum, but let ua hope that this will
not be resorted to hold a supply of the
littla French aheets of powder and
rouge which are affected by the ladies

Sanitation In French Army.
Hot baths and nall-brushes Hgure
| prominently in n certnin army order
tssued to the French cooks entrusted
with the preparation of menls for the
youngest class of soldiers, nged nine
teon, who have just been called up for
thelr truining. The following are
sample regulations posted up In the
barracks: (Cooks must take a hot
bath, with soap, every morning. Be
fore serving soup they must wash
their hands {n hol water, Every sve-
ning when the waork {8 ovor they must
wash thelr hands and arms fo hat wa-
ter and carefully brush thelr nalls, A
plentitul supply of mottled sodp and
nall:brushes will ba distributed. The
balr must be kept closo cropped.
White linen overalls and caps are to
be worn {n the kitchen by ooolks, who
must change them three tmes 6 weok.
Befors sitting down to table thoy must
soruby their handa with hot water, soup
and a nallbrush,

| Profiting by Europe's War,

In 1912 the valte of laces imported
Into this country amounted to a litte
over §38,000,000; In 1918 nbout $04.-
250,000 worth of Incss wans lmported,
and In 1914 the Importitions dropped
conslderably, tha amount bolng be
tween §28.000,000 aud $287,000,000. The
sharp decilne In the wmount of laces
fmported i 1014 was undoubtedly duo
to the war In Europs, and this condi
tlon undoubtediy worked to the advan.
tage of domestic maunfnciurers, Fig:
ures ure not avallable In regard to the
Importation of lnces for 1916, but un-
doubtedly they are far below normal
because of the exivting conditiong In
Hurope and algo on account of the
rapld strides the industry has made In
thls country, together with the In
creased quantity of lneog manafactured
here.

Bmokeless Powder Making Booma.

Smokeless powder Is Lelug manufac
turad {n larger guantities in the United
States than at any other period In
the natlon's history, Census Director
Rogers announced. The outhrenk of
the Huropean war gave a great impe
tus to production. Latest statistics
compiled reveal that produclicn s
year ago passed the 25,000,000-pound
mark, the figures representing the
output of both private and govern
ment-owned estabiishments, At pros-
ent, with scores of new explosive
plants running full blast, experts say
that production can be conservativaly
sstimated at 50,000,000 pounds s year,

Uncle Sam's 8ky Gun.

The ordnance department of the
army has developed & high-angle gun,
based on experiments with the Deport
gun, which bag & gplit trail and a re-
coll system especially adapted at a
high aogle.

As the result of lmportant experl
ments, the ordnance department now
possesses & gun which It thinks will
be superior to the French gun, justly
celebrated for its spesd and bandl
ness, which will be eminently suited
for firing at aeroplanes,

Game Sanctuaries In National Forests.
According to the Geological Re
view, Dr. W. T. Hornaday is urging
upot congress the passage of a bill
authorizing the secretary of agricul-
ture to take over thoms parts of the
national forests that are not adapted
for other purposes and establish in
them game eanctuaries where game
birds will bo bred and set free,

Gulity.

"] sentence you to three days' im-
prisonment,” said the judge. “By the
| way, your face seowss  famillar,
‘Huen't | seen you before?"

“Yes, your homor,” replied the pris-

be was punished enough she Bew |t

fuse. them back. But, you see, every

Got Into business for yourself this apartment in this house has a refrig
winter—the poultry business. Give ! erating plant You can keep things
your hens comfortable quarters. Fueed | ¢5 aat as long as a cold storage ware-
them right and care for them m| housa. It's very nten” .
fully. And If you don't make a Suc-| wygg It fs," sald the bride's caller,
cess of them, you aren't the business 'y yery nice sherbet, indeed.”
man wo think you are.

It you have any queéstions to nak,
write to James G, Halpin, Madison
secrotary Wisconsin Poultry assocle
tlon,

Useless Fretting.
“My mnephow, Elbert Petty, puts In
the most of his time at worrying about
what does not greatly concern him,”

First “Outaiders.” onar. “I'm the man who did the Ino-

Untll the nomination of Franklin | terfor decorsting in your house.”
Pierce for the presidency of the Unit-| “Ah, yes, now I remember. DId I
od Statea, the word “outslder” was un- | say three days? Well, just make that
known. The committes on credentinls | sentence three years instead.”
cameé in Lo make Its report, and could |
not get into the hall because of the Aeroplane Quickly Wears Out.
ctowd of people who were not mem.| The Hfe of an seroplane In netive
bers of the convention. The chalrman | service s only thres or four months,
of the convention ssked If the chalr- it has been found by experience.
man was ready to report, and thel
chilrman of the committee nnsweoped : Criticlsm,
“Yea, Mr. Chairman, but the commit. “What did you think of Rantar's
tee s unable to get inglde on necount | rendition of Hamlet, last night?"
of the crowd and the pressurs of the  “Well, If Hamlet wasn't mad befors,
outaiders.” The newspaper reporters | I'll bet he is by this time,”
took up the word and used It




