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CHAPTER 11.—(Continued.)
Saxton was walking beside Raridan
in the lower hall. He felt an impulse to

. express gratitude for his rescue from the

&
¥ for his bank.

£
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. #~-gered bhere, 1
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loneliness of the twilight; but Raridan,
falking incessantly, and with hands
thrust eapily into his trousers’ pockets,
led the way into the reading room.

“Hello, Wheaton, I ddu't know you
were at home,” he called to & man who
sat reading a newspaper, and who new
rose on seeing a stranger with Raridan.
“This is Mr. Saxton, Mr. Wheaton."

“Oh, yes,” saud the man introduced as
Wheaton. “I wondered whether 1
shouldn’t see you here, Mr. Porter told
me you had come.”

Wheaton seemed ve serious, and had
not much to say. ¢ had just come
bpm~, from a terious trip to the western
part af the State, he siid, 6n an errand
bl e He was tall, slim and
a was . a lﬁqudmt of “
indiferemce in his _.nck eyes, though h:
had a well-established reputation for en-
ergy and industry,

“Mr. Porter told me you swere guar,
hope they can make yon
comfortable. I'm personally ulieved t
you have come. Your Bosto
were getting very impnnent'ﬁa '

Il do all in our power to ald You:

course Mr. Porter has said all that to
you." His smile was by a

of
h“ummmdhﬂﬁmwh"

it fax|
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to thle business ‘relations
ton, but turned the conversation Into
general channels. They sat together for
an hour, Raridan, as was his way in
any company, deing most of the talking.
“They weemed to have thé club house to
themselves. Now and then one of the
negro servants came and logked in wpon
them gleepily. A clerk at the desk in

the hall read in peace. A party of young |
people could be heard entering by the |

side dbor set apart for 'women : and muf-
fled echoes of their gaiety remched the
trio in the reading room.

“That's back in the incurables' ward.,”
sald Raridan, in explanation to Saxton.

“It isu’t nice of you to speak of the
gentler sex in that way,” admonished

" Wheaton.

“Oh, there are girls and girls,” said
Raridan, wearily. “It does seem to me
that Mabel Margrave is always hungry.
Why can't she do her eating at bome?”

“He's simply jealous,” Wheaton re
marked fo Baxton. “He always acts that
way when be hears a girl in the ladies’
dining room, and doesn't dare go back
and break in on some other fellow’s par-
ty.” ;

“When you show signs of mental decay,
it's time for us to go home, Wheaton.”
Raridan held out his hand to Saxton.
“I'm glad you're here, and you may be
sure we'll try to make you like us, Whea-
ton and I live ip & barracks around the
corner, with a few other homeless wan-
derers. 1 hope to see you there. Don't
be afraid of the Chinaman at the door.
My cell is up one flight and to the right.”

“And don't overlook me there,” Whea-
ton interposed. “I suppose we shall see
you down town very often. Mr. Raridan
js the only man in Clarkson who has no
visible means of support. The rest of us
are pretty busy; but that doesn't mean
that we shan't be glad to see you at the
Clarkson National.”

CHAPTER III.

William Porter lived well, as became
a first citizen of Clarkson. His house
stood at the summit of a bill pear the
end of Varney street, and the gradual
slope leaping up to It was a pretty park,
whose lawn and shrubbery showed the
intelligent care of a good gardener. The
dry air was still hot as John BSaxton
climbed the eement walk which wound
over the slope at the proper degres to
bring the greatest comfort to pedestrians.
The green of the lawn was gratefal to
Baxton's eyes, whica dwelt with relief on
the fine spray of the rotary sprinklers
that hissed coolly at the end of long
lines of hose. Interspersed among the
indigenous scrub-oaks were elms, maples
and cedars, and the mottled bark of white
birches showed here and there, The lawn
was broken by beds of cannas, and it was
evident that the owner of the place had
a taste for landscape gardening and
spent his money generously in cultivating
ft. The house Iitself was of red brick
dating from those years in which a Man-
sard roof and a tower were thought in-
dispensable in serious ‘domestic architee-
ture. There was a broad veranda on the
river side, accessible through French
windows of the same architectural period

A maid admitted Baxton and left him
to find his own way into the drawing-
room, through which a breeze was blow-
ing pleasantly from across the valley,
Baxton sat in a deep wicker chalr, mop-
ping his forehead. He heard a light step
erossing the ball, and a girl, still singing
softly to herself, passed back of him to
a little strnd which stood by one of the
drawing rcem windows., The back of the
wicker chair hid him; she was wholly
unconscious that any one was there, The
breath of the sweet peas which she was

did not know of his presence In the house,
and that she would certainly discover him
' when sbe tumed to go, he rose and feed
ber. R
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her head slightly as she

side. He was remonstrating with: the
gardener about the position of the sprink-
lers, which he wished reset in keeping
with ideas of his own,

“Well, Evelyn?' be said, as he eame
up the steps. Saxton could hear the
young woman making au explanation in
low tones to her father, Mr, Porter
stood suddenly in the door,

“Well, this beats me,” he began, effu-
gively, coming forward and wringing
Saxton's band. “I'm not goilng to try
to explain. I simply forgot, that's all.”
He took Baxton's arm and turned him
toward the door where the girl still stood,
smiling.

“Evelyn, this is Mr. BSaxton. He's
come to dine with us, but I forgot all
about it. See here, Evelyn, you've got
to square this for me,”™ he concluded,
and she came forward and shook hands
with Saxton.

“I don’t know how it can be ‘squared.’
This is only one of father's lapses, Mr.
Saxton. You may be sure he didn't mean

to do it”
“No, Indeed,” declared Porter, “but
I'm ashamed of mysell.” He waved the

young people to seats and vanished into
the hall,

Porur retnraed L'd *DTN" inm m

THE GIRL PASSED TO A LITTLE STAND.

tistics as to the number of t.ees that had
The
came to announce G.mnner, and Perter
talked on as he led the way to the din-
ing room. As they were taking their
seats a boy of 12 took the place oppesite
Saxton,

“This is my brother Grant,” said Miss
Porter. The boy was shy and silent and
looked frail. The efforts of his sister to
bring him into the talk were fruitiess.
When his father or sister spoke to him
it was with an accented kindness. H»
would not talk before a stranger, but his
face brightened at the humor of the oth-
ers.

“You'd better get Mr. Baxton to tell
you how much fun ranching Is,” said
Porter, turning to the boy, who at onece
became interested in Saxton.

“I'm going to be a ranchman,” thu lad
declared. “Father's going to buy me the
Poindexter ranch some day.”

“That's one of Mr, Saxton's properties.
Mayhe he'd trade it to you for a thn whis-
tle.”

“Is it as bad as that?" asked Saxton.

“Just wait until you see it. It's pretty
bad.”

“The house must have been charming,”
gaid Miss Porter.

“And that’s about all it was,” replied
her father.

It was warmer outside than In, but
Porter pretended that it was pleasanter
out of doors, and insisted that there was
always a breeze on the hill at might.
Raridan appeared at the step presently.
They all rose as he came up, and he sald
to Saxton as he shook hands with him:
“I see you've found the way to headguar-
ters. All roads lead up to this' Alplne
beight—and [ fear—I fear—that all
roads lead down again,” he added, with
a doleful sigh, and laughed. He began
making himself greatly at home, He as
sured Mr. Porter, with amiable insolence,
that his veranda chairs were the most un-
comfortable ones he knew, and went to
fetch himself a better seat from the hall

“Mr. Raridan likes to be comfortable,”
said Miss Porter in his absence,

“But bhe finds pleasure in making oth-
ers comfortable, too,” Baxton ventured.

“Ob, he's the very kindest of men,”
Miss Porter affirmed.

“What a nuisance you are,
sald Porter, as the young man fussed
about to find a place for his chair. “We
were all very easy here till you came.
Even the breeze has died out.”

Saxton got up to go presently and
Raridon rose with him. He and SBaxton
went down the walk together.

“They seem to have struck up an ac-
quaintance,” observed Mr. Porter.

“Mr. Baxton is very mice,” said Evelyn.

“Oh, be's all right,” said her father,
ensily.

Warry,”
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CHAPTER IV.

John Saxton trotted bis pony through
A broken gate Into a great yard that bad
once been sown in blue grass, and the
center of which lay the ecrumbled ruins

| theft, disease in the herd

1 ranchmen's

Kansas towa. Thu -pu
lated and the tmokﬂta& mon
ument to blighted hopes, - !h Lousn
«were inhabited by squatters, whb had not
been on his hooks at all, and who paid
no tribute to Boston. He was viewed
with suspiclon by these tenantsy -‘l.nd on

inguiry at the county seats, _ found
that they were lawless men, t it
would be better for uim to let alono.
It was patent that they would Bot pay
rent, and to eject them me the
magintenance of a principle use- |
less expense and violence. x

“This certainly beats them dﬂ' Sax-

ton muttered aloud.

He had reached In his itinevary what
his papers called the Poindexter proper-
ty. He had found that the place was
famous throughout this part of the coun-
try for the idiosynchasies of its some-
time owners, three young men who had
come out of the East to show how the
cattle business should be managed. They
had secured an immense acreage and
built a stone ranch house whose curious
architecture imparted to the Platte Val-
ley a touch of medievalism that was lit-
tle appreciated by the neighboring cattle-
men. One of the owners, a Philladelpbian
named Poindexter, who had a. weakness
for architecture, contributed the build-|
{-ings and-his two associstes béaght the
cattle. There were one th ‘acres
1 of rolling pasture here, much Iylu
alobg the river, and a p
conld bardly have failed to. %but
‘in buying and selling,

destrudtion. Blm ‘uulr
money was exhansted, Poind
associdtes Jived in considerable : u:d
enteftained the friends who came to' see
them according to the best of
Eastern country life within, and théir}

{'own wmild approximation of Wéstern life

without: Tom FPoindexter's preegptor in
architecture, an elderly gentleman, with
‘4 sense of humor, had found a pledsure
‘which he hardly dared to express in the

| medieval tone of the house and buildings.

“There’s a remnant of the Poindexter
hergd ont there somewhere,” Wheaton had
said to Sexton. “The fellow SBnyder, that
I put in as a caretaker, ought fo have
gathered up the loose cattle by this time;
that's what I told him to do whea I put
him there.”

Saxton turned and looked out over the
rolling plain. A few rods away lay the
river, and where it curved nearest the
house stood a group of cottonwoods, like
sentinels drawn together for colloguy.
Scattered here and there over lht plain
were straggling herds,

There was much in the place to appeal
to Saxton's quiet humor. The house
was two stories high and there was a
great hall, with an immense fireplace at
one end. The sleeping rooms opened on a
gallery above the hall. An effort had
been made to give the house the appear-
ance of Western wildness by introdueing
a great abundance of skins of wild beasts
—a highly dishenest bit of decorating,
for they had been becught in Chicago.
Under one wing of the stairway, which
divided to left and right at the center of
the hall, was the dining room; under the

other was the ranch office. 9

“Those fellows thought a good deal of
their stomachs,” said Snyder, as Saxton
opened and shut the empty drawers of
the sideboard.

“l suppose our mortgage covers the
sunset, too,” SBaxton said. Nearly every
portable thing of value had been remaved,
and evidently in baste; but the heavy
oak chairs and the table remained. Snay-
der did his own modest cooking in the
kitchen, which was in great disordet.
The floor of the office was littered with
scraps of paper. he original tenants
had evidently made a quick settlement ol
their business affairs before leaving, Sny-
der did his own modest cooking in the
on the long bench that was built into one
gide of the room, and a battered valise
otherwise marked it as his lodging place.
Baxton viewed the room with disgust; it
was more like a kennel than a bedroam.

“My ranching wasn’t so bad after all,
he muttered. “If you have a pony we'l
take a ride around the fences.”

(To be continued.)
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No More “White Breadt™

“White bread is abollshed in the
United Btates,” it Is stated in tele
graphic dispatches, referring to the
ruling of the Becretary of Agriculture
that millets must not bleach fluur. The
ruling went Into effect this week, but
millers have until June 3 to dispose
of the bleached flour still In stock, It
is declared that there will be s much
difference between bread made from
unbleached flour as there is between
angel] cake and Sponge cake, The four
will be of a creamy color instead of
white, and/the bread will be MHght
golden in color. But there will be ne
difference in flavor, and-the bread ‘will
have an additional guality to commend
ftself to the conswmer, because it will
be jJust llke that “mother used, fto
make,” in the good old days before the
crage for bleached flour came Into
vogue.—Rochester Democrat.

Unguestionably,

“Don't yon think this dealing in fo-
tutes is awful? asked the young woin-
an who would llke to reform the
world. ;

“1 don't know much about (L, eon-
fessed the woman with suspicliously
blonde hair, “but I'm sure it must be
much nicer than dealing In pasts™-—
Kansas City Times. :

Wine., ]
“I accepted him because he's so sens
sible and practieal.”
+ “How did you find it out?”
“He walted tHl after Lhrlltmu D

pm"—c;mm ‘4
every tevolution of itx arh
wheels & ives four puffs.

Driving wheels average about tweatly
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need a great deal and will'fly a long
distance to get it.

If there Is no running stream or
lake of pure water it is well to
place a pall of fresh r near the
apalry every day.

Bees use water to dilute the heavy,
thick honey left over from winter to
make it suitable for the young larvae
and also to make the cell wax pilable.

Bees should be protected from the
wind on the north and west by a close-
set hedge or high fence. '

All the weeds should be kept down
in front of the hives. Mow a plot 6
fest wide and then cut the weeds and
grass close to the ground with a hoe.

An hour once a week spent on the
care of the bees will bring larger re-
turng for the effort than any other
labor on the farm.

A newspaper man in Chlouo. who
liyes a few miles out In the country,
lut year sold $225 worth of honey to
three big hotels. He says he did not
spend more than an hour a week look-
Ing after his bees during the season.
—F. and D. Journal.

'"‘ ‘" M.- .

Feed chickens the first day or two
appn a mixture of bread crumbs
is{grated fine add hard-botled egg chop-
ped fine. Keep water before them
In a amall fountain, so they can.drink
but not get into it. In a few days
 teed upon rolled oats, finely cracked

Give the bees plenty of water. They |

U
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Valuwe of & Small Stream,
An Interesting example of the value
of a small stream for light and’ power

mento, Cal. A trout stream has been

of electricity has been used for doing
such light work as washing and iron-
ing, also for cooking and lighting In
the home of the owner. As the stream
is very small during the dry months,
an old miner's ditch has béen dammed
to form a’' reservolr of 100,000 cable
feet. capaelty. The plant cost: u.aoo
and In a single year _Iul I'&N
worth of work. ]
— ] :
. Portable Canning Machine.
A machine by which the farmer can
prépare aind c¢an his frults,
corn, beans, or any other farm

corn and any small seeds. 'Add a

which can be canned, in the flelds
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There is a difference of opinlon

the most, and vice versa.

pendicular distance from the draw pin
The lever arms in this case are A. B.
how much one horse Is ahead of the ot
amount as the other.

horse pulls ahead of the other his le

than the one behind.

In . dlagram (3) the clevis pins a
one horse pulls ahead his lever arm &
behind lengthens.
than the horse behind.

DRAFT ON
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(A. B.) the lever arm of the one behind becomes shorter.
horse ahead, having a large lever arm, has the advantage and pulls less

® ;

regarding lhe"imlllnx ability of each

horse in a team. Bome are of the cpinion that the horse ahead is pulling

The draft on each horse depends entirély on the relative lengths of the
lever arms, and the lengths of the lever arms depend on the pesition of the
clevis pins with respect to the draw pin.
pins and the draw pin are in & straight line, hence the lever arm is the per-

In upper diagram’ (1) the clevis

(A) to the line of draft of each horse.
and A, C., which are equal, no matter
her. One horse always pulls the same

In diagram (2) the clevis pins are behind the draw pin, and when one

ver arm (A. C.) becomes longer and
In this case the

re ahead of the draw pin, and when
hortens and the lever arm of the one

The horse ahead, having thd lever arm shorter, pulls more

little beef scraps to the food. In the
course of two weeks whole wheat can
be given. This Is the dry method of
feeding, which is coming Iinto vogue
guite extensively. Here Is another
method of feeding: Mix dry two parts
of corn meal, one part of finely ground
wheat bran and one part of beef
scraps. . After they are thoroughly
mixed add boilling water In sufficlent
quantity to make a stiff dough. Cover
the vessel and let It cook. . Feed the
dough warm or cold, but never hot.—
Denver Field and Farm.

i Ralsing Pigs.

The cheapest way to put gains on
young pigs 1s through the sow, She
has a strong digestion and can turep
soarse grains and pasture into aasily
digested milk. Careful experiments
show that a pound of weight taken
from the sow will make more than 1
pound of gain on the pigs, the flesh
of the young animals contalning more
water. The sow should be fed to pro-
duce a high milk yleld, and the pigs
should be kept with her until they get
to eating a full feed of grain and pas-
ture.

Morgan Horses,
Forty years ago the Morgans wera
the favorite road horses. This strain
traces to a single ancestor, Justin Mor-
gan, foaled in Vermont In 1793, his
blood being largely thoroughbrad,
From him descended the Blackhawk,
Bashaw, Golddust, Ethan Allen, Ben
Franklin and Gen. Knox and Danlel
Lambert families. The Morgan type
I8 short of leg, thick and round barrel,
Intelligent lnd of n-t eomn und

orchards in which the vegetable or
frult is growing, Is described In Popu-
lar Mechanics. Mounted on a wheel
barrow arrangement, the machine can
be pushed from one orchard to another
or from a tomato patch to a cornfield
as necessity requires. Water for the
process Is heated by a kerosene burner.

Handling Geene,

In hapdling geese they should always
be taken by the neck, and when lfted
Jfrom the ground the body should be
turned with the back toward the per-
son handling it. In that position it
cannot strike, and will remain qufet
and doecile. The body can be partly
supported by'nelzing the first joint of
the wing with one hand. If the goose
is held facing one, it will strike hard
blows with Its wings or scratch with
ita feet.

Work Heurs of Farmers,

Prof. Boss of the Minnesota Agricul-
faral College, mays that statisties of
the actual hours of labor on the
nine hours a day In summer and be
tween four and five In winter, Prof.
Balley of the Farm Life Commission
tells the stcry of the schoolma’am
working from 9 to 4 until she married
a farmer, and had to work from 4 to
9. Moral, schoolma’'ams make good
wives for farmers.—QOberlin Times.

Tranaplanting,

In transplanting any vegetabls
plants let it be done In the evening,
if possible. Press the soll irmly about
the roota and water well. If, after the
water disappears, dry earth Is cov-
ered over the wet, It will prevent bak-
ing of the soll about the roots when

purposes may be found mnear Sacra : Iy close to us it Is whed we Afe In

damned up and the power In the form |

Nthwlthoutworhhlllclm
without hands.

Truth pever stops Mu
around the world.

Give the Lord a chance and He will
will give you a chance. =

Our needs can never be greater tham
God's promises for théir supply,

The man who delays to do the right
thing 1s not likely to ever do It

The preacher should nét forget that
the devil always goes to church,

Not what we can do but what we
can bear Is the real test of character.
If there is a time when God is espe-

a lle

,

| Pollowing Christ oaght t4 conset in
something more than wearing a red

button and going to ehureh in plul-
ant weather,

The man ‘who l0oks toward the well-
watered plains of Bodom with a long-
Ing eye will soon be wearing out shoe
leather In trying to get to them. '

| R R
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“Yes, dogs’ may®be all right’ e
'lucunuy admitted the nervous maRm,

’ =5 “blit somehow | always was scared of
DOUBLETREE. ) 1

.In.lndlhorl.llmmtorealluth
fact. ‘This business of conquering a
dog _by. looking him straight in the
eye d 't always work out the right
way. 1 never cared to test the matter
myself, but I kpew one fellow who
dld.
And there is a foolish saying that
barking dogs won't blite. Another
fallacy. 1 once knew an old shepherd-
dog that would bark and bite at the
same time. 1 still carry a scar on my
shin as a proof.

“l was farming at the time, out In
Kansas, and the dog belonged on the
next farm.  The old fellow who owned
bim sald he wouldn't bite. We had
Just moved down from the eity, you
know, and it was necessary for me
to call at the old farmer’s house for
milk.

“At first Shep wouldn't allow me to
enter the gate. Shep was the dog's
name. [ tried all sorts of Induce-
menis—called him by name in the
friendllest tone at my command, or
threatened him with Imaginary stones.
Finally the old farmer would relleve
the situation 'by escorting me Into
the yard, with Bhep sneaking along
about two inches In the rear of my
legs. Very comfortable.

“But as time went on I became bet-
ter acquainted with the shepherd dog,
and as long as 1 wore overalls and
toted my 1k pail, he permitted me
to enter thé front gate without chal-
lenge. On these occasions he assumed
a benevolent alr,.as if he was really
granting me a large favor. It was a
favor.

“But one time I ealled on the old
farmer on a matter of business, and
had discarded the overalls and milk
pall. As I entered the gate |1 saw a
book agent marching boldly up the
yard. The poor fool didn’t know about
Shep, and he falled to see the dog as
he came tearing up the lane.

' “'Hey, there!' 1 shouted, In a warn-
ing voice. ‘Climb that tree quick or
that dog will chew you up!’

“But the poor chap didn’t have time
to budge, for Shep was traveling .llke
a Kansas tornado. [ shut my eyes for
A moment, from sheer pity, and them
opened them again to view the trag-
edy. That dog had passed the book
agent entirely, and was still coming.
He was after me.”

, His Poatseript.

It was Saturday, and Mrs. Cushman,
having arrayed Bobby In his Sanfay
best, was u!uupfli‘ to keep him
occupled while shé dressed hurriedly,
pending & visit to the photographer.
“Write mother a letter on your cellu-
lold tablets,” she coaxed.

Bobby looked out of the window and
across the street for Inspiration—and
found it. His fingers moved briskly,
and In less than three minutes he wasg
displaying his letter and pressing It
upon his mother attention.

“*‘Dear mother,' she read. ‘The boys
across the street in the Lothrop’s
yard are playing a new game.. I
should like to see It. May I go?

“‘Your affecshonate son, Bob,’

“That is rather short, Bobby,™ she
sald, still econxing him, with a glance
at the cloek., “Youn go back to your
room and write mother a little post-
seript” |

Bobby departed joyously, but when
the last refractory hook had ylelded
and his mother, drawing on her
gloves, hurried t6 his room, It was

empty.
OB Bobby’s deele lay the letter, with
r 133 i&h.

%‘a*-w &4

He lost part of his coat tall. " -
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