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Rhubarb comes on early in April and is about the first 
product to be marketed.

As early as weather conditions are favorable and it is 
/possible to get the land in shape, crops that can be planted 
without injury at this time of the year are put idto the 
ground. Lettuce, cabbage, peas, early beets, radishes, 
onions, potatoes, parsnips and parsley are the ones planted 
at this time.

When weather conditions are exceptionally favorable 
lettuce plantshave been set outthe latter part of February. 
Then they are covered with salt hay, which is raked away 
as soon as the weather is settled. Every effort is made to 
get the lettuce plants into the ground early.

Onion sets are used for the growing of mature bulb 
onions, in order that the bulbs may mature in July, before 
the New York crop, grown from seed, comes on. At this 
time also onion seed is sown for late bunch onions and for 
sets to plant in the fall for spring bunch onions.

About the fifteenth of May the land on which early 
spinach has been planted is clear. This is then planted to 
tomatoes. Many of the tomatoes are grown on stakes. 
The staked plants are set two feet apart in double rows four 
feet apart.

Beans, both kidney and lima, and Savoy cabbage seed 
for plants, are also planted at this time. These follow some 
early planted crop, such as radishes or lettuce. Snap 
beans, a rapidly maturing crop, fit in well.

In the middle of June carrots and beets are planted for 
winter storage. Sweet corn is also planted at this time.

By the latter part of June the strawberries are out of the 
way and in their second year. They are not profitable for 
more than two years, so they are plowed under and late 
potatoes replace them. Also celery, or a fall crop of let­
tuce grown from seed, may be placed on this land. Late 
potatoes also follow early cabbage.

In July the early crops, such as lettuce, beans, peas, 
beets and onions, are all out of the way, leaving the ground 
free for the more important crop which is to follow- 
celery. This is set on any ground that is free.

Later in the summer, in the latter part of July, lettuce 
is sown for a fall crop and sometimes is intercropped with 
strawberry plants one year old. Spinach is also sown for a 
fall crop. Turnips are sown with grass seed on land that 
had lima beans on it.

Of course crops do not always follow one another in 
exactly this same plan, but the results are practically the 
same. There is something to sell the year round. Crops are 
planted in succession to suit existing conditions.

To some of these crops more importance is attached 
than to some others. These specialties are rhubarb, celery 
and roots. The accounts have shown them to be the most 
profitable. About forty acres of celery is trenched, and ten 
acres more is sold before cold weather. Fifteen acres of 
carrots, five acres of beets, five acres of parsnips, ten acres 
of turnips, five acres of Savoy cabbage and about eight 
acres of potatoes are put into pits for the winter.

A truck farm of this area, where crops are grown so 
extensively and follow one another in such rapid succes­
sion, demands a large amount of labor, of which a certain 
amount must be experienced—trained to carry out the 
details of cultivating, harvesting and preparing for the 
market the particular crops. During the busy season of 
spring and summer about forty men are employed. In the 
fall, when celery and roots are being put away, fifty or 
more men are necessary, if they can be obtained. About 
twenty laborers are retained during the winter.

The celery and roots are out of the way in March. Seed 
sown outdoors does not begin to produce marketable crops 
until May, but rhubarb fills the breach nicely in the spring. 
The early product brings three to three and a half cents a 
bunch, and the price drops gradually as the season advances 
to one cent a bunch, at which price it is profitable. The 
market takes large quantities of it and it moves readily. 
Many days nothing is hauled except thubarb—about 
15,000 bunches a day—and it is always disposed of at a 
profit. About fifteen acres of rhubarb is grown.

Celery is the most important specialty in this three- 
piece combination. Ten years ago the owner began to 

make a specialty of celery, studying the details necessary 
to grow a good crop, and the methods of putting it on the 
market in the best possible condition. From a compara­
tively small beginning, feeling his way as he went, he has 
increased his acreage in this crop until now about fifty 
acres is grown each year.

One of the great secrets in growing tall, well-blanched 
celery is in “handling” it. This consists in pressing by 
hand loose soil about each celery plant in order to make the 
celery stalks stand erect and to facilitate the throwing of 
more soil about them with a celery banker, which forces 
the hearts out and makes the stalks taller.

The early celery in the fall is bleached with boards and 
paper. These are allowed to remain about the plants for 
about ten days, when the plants are bleached sufficiently 
for market. The bulk of the crop is trenched in the field 
where it is grown when the weather becomes cold and 
stays cold.

All roots for storage are dug and the tops twisted off in 
the fall before freezing weather. On the same day they are 
placed in pits five or six inches deep, three feet wide and 
about twenty feet long. Sufficient distance is allowed 
between the pits so it is possible to get into them with a 
cart.

So important are beets and carrots considered, that it is 
not policy to depend upon seed from seed companies. The 
market has certain standards for color and shape and is will­
ing to pay for them. Accordingly seed from roots that have 
these requirements is saved. Celery seed is also grown.

The owner firmly believes that every trucker is judged 
by the package he sends, and that a package is judged 
according to the poorest specimen in it. In order to meet 
the keen competition of the big markets, close grading is 
necessary, and the product must be placed before con­
sumers in an attractive way. Every effort is made to put 
produce on the market clean, neat and fresh-appearing.

It is hoped that a system of accounts will solve all the 
various problems. It has been shown that some crops can 
sell for a low price seemingly and yet yield a good profit.
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B
OSTIL sent Holley and Farlane on ahead to find 
Cordts and Hutchinson, with their comrades, and 
to acquaint them with the fate of Sears, and to warn 

them to leave before the news got to the riders.
The sun was setting gold and red over the broken 

battlements of the canons to the west. The heat of the day 
blew away on a breeze that bent the tips of the sagebrush. 
A wild song drifted back from the riders to the fore. And 
the procession of Indians moved along, their gay trappings 
and bright colors beautiful in the fading sunset light.

When Bostil and his guests arrived at the cor­
rals, Holley, with Farlane and other riders, was 
waiting.

“Boss,” said Holley, “Cordts an’ his outfit 
never rid in. They was last seen by some Navajos 
headin’ for the canons.”

“Thet’s good!” ejaculated Bostil, in relief. 
“Wai, boys, look after the bosses.
Slone, just turn Wildfire over to the boys with 
instructions, an’ feel safe.”

Farlane scratched his head and looked dubious.
“I’m wonderin’ how safe it’ll be fer us.”

“I’ll look after him,” said Slone.
Bostil nodded as if he had expected Slone to 

refuse to let any rider put the stallion away for 
the night. Wildfire would not go into the barn, 
and Slone led him into one of the high-barred 
corrals. Bostil waited until Slone returned, and 
then they went toward the house.

“ I reckon we couldn’t get inside Brack’s place 
now,” remarked Bostil. “But in a case like this 
I can scare up a drink.”

Lights from the windows shone bright through 
the darkness under the cottonwoods. Bostil 
halted at the door as if suddenly remembering, 
and he whispered huskily: “ Let’s keep the women 
from Teamin’ about Sears—tonight anyway.”

Then he led the way through the big door into 
the huge living room. There were hanging lights 
on the walls and blazing sticks on the hearth. Lucy 
came running in to meet them. It did not escape 
Bostil’s keen eyes that she was dressed in her best 
white dress. He had never seen her look so sweet 
and pretty—for that matter so strange. The flush, 
the darkness of eyes, the added something in her 
face, tender, thoughtful, strong—these were new.

Bostil pondered while she welcomed his guests. 
Slone, who had hung back, was last in turn. Lucy 
greeted him as she had the others. Slone met her
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with awkward constraint. The gray had not left 
his face. Lucy looked up at him again, and differ­
ently.

“What—what has happened?” she asked.
It annoyed Bostil that Slone and all the men 

suddenly looked blank.
“Why, nothin’,” replied Slone slowly, “’cept 

I’m fagged out.”
Lucy, or any other girl, could have seen that 

he was evading the truth. She flashed a look from 
Slone to her father.

“ Until today we never had a big race that some­
thing dreadful didn’t happen,” saidLucy; “This 
was my day—my race. And oh, I wanted it to 
pass without—without ——”

“Wai, Lucy dear,” replied Bostil as she fal­
tered. “Nothin’ came off thet’d make you feel 
bad. Young Slone had a scare about his boss. 
Wildfire’s safe out there in the corral an’ he’ll be 
guarded like the King an’ Sarch. Slone needs a 
drink an’ somethin’ to eat, same as all of us.”

Lucy’s color and her smile returned, but Bostil 
noted that while she was serving them and 
brightly responsive to compliments she had more 
than one steady glance at Slone. She was deep, 
thought Bostil, and it angered him a little that she 
showed interest in what concerned this strange 
rider.

Then they had dinner with twelve at table. The 
wives of Bostil’s three friends had been helping 
Aunt Jane prepare the feast, and they added to 
the merriment. Bostil was not much given to 
social intercourse—he would have preferred to be 
with his horses and riders—but this night he out­
did himself as host, amazed his sister Jane, who 
evidently thought he drank too much, and de­
lighted Lucy. ,

Bostil’s outward appearance and his speech and 
action were never wholly reflective of all the work­
ings of his mind. No one would ever know the 
depth of his bitter disappointment at the outcome 
of the race. With Creech’s Blue Roan out of the 
way, another horse, swifter and more dangerous, 
had come along to spoil the King’s chance.

Bostil felt a subtly increasing covetousness in 
regard to Wildfire, and this colored all his talk and 
action. The upland country, vast and rangy, was 
for Bostil too small to hold Sage King and Wild­
fire unless they both belonged to him. And when
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old Cal Blinn gave a ringing toast to Lucy, hoping to live 
to see her up on Wildfire in the grand race that must be run 
with the King, Bostil felt stir in him the birth of a subtle, 
bitter fear.

At first he mocked it. He, Bostil, afraid to race! It 
was a lie of the excited mind. He repudiated it. Insidi­
ously it returned. He drowned it down—smothered it 
with passion. Then the ghost of it remained hauntingly.

After dinner Bostil with the men went down to Brack­
ton’s, where Slone and the winners of the

before the flood—to make sure my dad’s bosses couldn’t be 
crossed. Somebody figgered the river an’ the flood. An’ if 
my dad’s bosses starve I’m goin’ to kill somebody!’”

Brackton took up the lantern and placed a hand on the 
door ready to go out.

“Then a rider punched Joel—I never seen who—an’ 
Joel had a fit. I dragged him in here. An’ as you see he 
ain’t come to yet.”

“Wai, Brackton, the boy’s crazy,” said Bostil.

day received their prizes.
“Why, it’s more money than I ever had 

in my whole life!” exclaimed Slone, gazing 
incredulously at the gold.

Bostil was amused and pleased, and back 
of both amusement and pleasure was the 
old, inventive, driving passion to gain his 
own ends.

Bostil was abnormally generous in many 
ways; monstrously selfish in one way.

“Slone, I seen you didn’t drink none,” he 
said curiously.

“No, I don’t like liquor.”
“Do you gamble?”
“I like a little bet—on a race,” replied 

Slone frankly.
“Wai, thet ain’t gamblin’. These fool 

riders of mine will bet on the switchin’ of a 
boss’ tail.” He drew Slone a little aside from 
the'others, who were interested in Brackton’s 
delivery of the different prizes. “Slone, 
how’d you like to ride for me?”

Slone appeared surprised- “Why, I never 
rode for anyone,” he replied slowly, “ I can’t 
stand to be tied down. I’m a horse hunter, 
you know.”

Bostil eyed the young man, wondering 
what he knew about the difficulties of the 
job offered. It was no news to Bostil that 
he was at once the best and the worst man 
to ride for in all the uplands.

“Sure, I know. But thet don’t make no 
difference,” went on Bostil persuasively. 
“If we got along—wal, you’d save some of 
thet yellow coin you’re jinglin’. A roamin’ 
rider never builds no corral! ”

“Thank you, Bostil,” replied Slone earnestly. “I’ll 
think it over. It’d seem kind of tame now to go back to 
wild-horse wranglin’—after I’ve caught Wildfire. I’ll 
think it over. Maybe I’ll do it, if you’re sure I’m good 
enough with rope an’ horse.”

“Wal,” blurted out Bostil, “Holley says he’d rather you 
throwed a gun on him than a rope! So would I. An’ as 
for your handlin’ a boss—I never seen no better.”

Slone appeared embarrassed and kept studying the gold 
coins in his palm. Someone touched Bostil who, turning, 
saw Brackton at his elbow. The other men were now 
bantering with the Indians.

“Come, now, while I’ve got a minnit,” said Brackton, 
taking up a lantern. “ I’ve somethin’ to show you.”

Bostil followed Brackton, and Slone came along. The 
old man opened a door into a small room, half full of stores 
and truck. The lantern only dimly lighted the place.

“Look thar!” And Brackton flashed the light upon a 
man lying prostrate. Bostil recognized the pale face of 
Joel Creech,

“Brack! , , , What’s this? Is he dead?” Bostil 
sustained a strange, incomprehensible shock. Sight of a 
dead man had never before shocked him.

“Nope, he ain’t dead, which if he was might be good for 
this community,” replied Brackton. “He’s only fallen in 
a fit. Fust off I reckoned he was drunk. But it ain’t thet.”

“Wal, what do you want to show him to me for?” 
demanded Bostil gruffly.

“I reckoned you oughter see him.”
“An’ why. Brackton?”
Brackton set down the lantern, and pushing Slone out­

side said “Jest a minnit, son,” and then he closed the door.
“Joel’s been on my hands since the flood cut him off 

from home,” said Brackton. “An’ he’s been some trial. 
But nobody else would have done nothin’ for him, so I had 
to. I reckon I felt sorry for him. He cried like a baby thet 
had lost its mother. Then he got wild lookin’ an’ raved 
round. When I wasn’t busy I kept an eye on him. But 
some of the time I couldn’t an’ he stole drinks, which made 
him wuss. An’ when I seen he was tryin’ to sneak one of 
my guns I up an’ gets suspicious.

“Once he said: ‘My dad’s bosses are goin’ to starve an’ 
I’m goin’ to kill somebody! ’ He was out of his head an’ 
dangerous. Wal, I was worried some, but all I could do 
was lock up my guns.

“ Last night I caught him confabin’ with some men out 
in the dark behind the store. They all skedaddled except 
Joel, but I recognized Cordts. I didn’t like that, nuther.

“Joel was surly an’ ugly. An’ when one of the riders 
called him he said: ‘Thet boat never drifted off. Fer the 
night of the flood I went down there myself an’ tied the 
ropes. They never come untied. Somebody cut them—jest 

“So I reckon.; An’ I’m afeared he’ll burn us out—he’s 
crazy on fires anyway—or do somethin’ like.”

“He’s sure a problem. Wal, we’ll see,” replied Bostil 
soberly.

And they went out, to find Slone waiting. Then Bostil 
called his guests, and with Slone also accompanying him 
went home.

Bostil threw off the recurring gloom, and he was good- 
natured when Lucy came to his room to say good night. 
He knew she had come to say more than that.

“Hello, daughter,” he said. “Ain’t you ashamed to 
come alone—facin’ your poor old dad?”

Lucy eyed him dubiously.
“No, I’m not ashamed. But I’m still a little—afraid.”
“I’m harmless, child. I’m a broken man. When you 

put Sage King out of the race you broke me.”
“Dad, that isn’t funny. You make me angry when 

you hint I did something underhand.”
“Wal, you didn’t consult me.”
’‘I thought it would be fun to surprise you all. Why 

you’re always delighted with a surprise in a race, unless it 
beats you. . . . Then, it was my great and only chance 
to get out in front of the King. Oh, how grand it’d have 
been! Dad, I’d have run away from him the same as the 
others! ”

“No, you wouldn’t,” declared Bostil.
“Dad, Wildfire can beat the King!”
“Never, girl! Knockin’ a good-tempered boss off his 

pins ain’t beatin’ him in a runnin’ race.”
Then father and daughter fought over the old score: the 

one doggedly, imperturbably; the other spiritedly, with 
flashing eyes.

The argument was different this time, however, for it 
ended in Lucy’s saying that Bostil would never risk 
another race. That stung Bostil, and it cost him an effort 
to control his temper.

“Let thet go now. Tell me all about how you saved 
Wildfire an’ Slone too.”

Lucy readily began the narrative, and she had scarcely 
started before Bostil found himself intensely interested. 
Soon he became absorbed. That was the most thrill­
ing and moving kind of romance to him, like his rider’s 
dreams.

“Lucy, you’re sure a game kid,” he said fervidly, when 
she had ended. “ I reckon I don’t blame Slone for failin’ 
in love with you.”

“Who said that?” inquired Lucy.
“Nobody. But it’s true—ain’t it?”
She looked up with eyes as true as ever they were, yet 

a little sad, he thought, a little wistful and wondering, as 
if a strange and grave thing confronted her.

S

“Yes, dad—it’s—it’s true,” she answered haltingly.
“Wal, you didn’t need to tell me, but I’m glad you 

did.”
Bostil meant to ask her then if she in any sense returned 

the rider’s love, but unaccountably he could not put the 
question. The girl was as true as ever—as good as gold. 
Bostil feared a secret that might hurt him. Just as sure 
as life was there and death but a step away, some rider, 
sooner or later, would win this girl’s love. Bostil knew 
that, hated it, feared it. Yet he would never give his girl 
to a beggarly rider. Such a man as Wetherby ought to win 
Lucy’s hand. And Bostil did not want to know too much 
at present. He did not want his swift-mounting animosity 
roused so soon. Still he was curious, and wanting to get 
the drift of Lucy’s mind he took to his old habit of teasing.

“ Another moonstruck rider! ” he said. 
“Your eyes are sure full moons, Lucy. 
I’d be ashamed to trifle with these poor 
fellers.”

“Dad!”

■ “You’re a heartless flirt—same as your
mother was before she met me.”

“I’m not. And I don’t believe mother 
was, either,” replied Lucy. It was easy 
to strike fire from her.

“Wal, you did dead wrong to ride out 
there day after day meetin’ Slone, be­

cause, young woman, if he ever has the nerve to ask me 
for you I’ll beat him up bad.”

“Then you’d be a brute!” retorted Lucy.
“Wal, mebbe,” returned Bostil, secretly delighted and 

surprised at Lucy’s failure to see through him. But she 
was looking inward. He wondered what hid there deep in 
her. “But I can’t stand for the nerve of thet.”

“He—he means to—to ask you.”
“The h------ A-huh!”
Lucy did not catch the slip of tongue. She was flushing 

now.
“He said he’d never have let me meet him out there 

alone, unless he—he loved me—and as our neighbors and 
the riders would learn of it—and talk—he wanted you and 
them to know he’d asked to—to marry me.”

“Wal, he’s a square young man!” ejaculated Bostil 
involuntarily. It was hard for Bostil to hide his sincerity 
and impulsiveness; much harder than to hide unworthy 
attributes. Then he got back on the other track. “Thet’ll 
make me treat him decent, so when he rides up to ask for 
you I’ll let him off with no! ”

Lucy dropped her head. Bostil would have given all he 
had, except his horses, to feel sure she did not care for 
Slone.

“ Dad—I said—no—for myself,” she murmured.
This time Bostil did not withhold the profane word of 

surprise.
“. . . so he’s asked you then? Wal, wal! When?” 
“Today—out there in the rocks where he waited with 

Wildfire for me. He—he------”
Lucy slipped into her father’s arms and her slender form 

shook. Bostil instinctively felt what she then needed was 
her mother. Her mother was dead and he was only a 
rough, old, hard rider. He did not know what to do—to say. 
His heart softened and he clasped her close. It hurt him 
keenly to realize that he might have been a better, kinder 
father if it were not for the fear that she would find him 
out. But that proved he loved her, craved her affection.

“Wal, little girl, tell me,” he said.
“He—he broke his word to me.”
“A-huh! That’s too bad. An’how did he?”
“He—he ” Lucy seemed to catch her tongue. 

Bostil was positive she had meant to tell him something 
and suddenly changed her mind. Subtly the child vanished; 
a woman remained. Lucy sat up self-possessed once more. 
Some powerfully impelling thought had transformed her. 
Bostil’s keen sense gathered that what she would not tell 
was not hers to reveal. For herself she was the soul of 
simplicity and frankness.

“Days ago I told him I cared for him,” she went on. 
“But I forbade him to speak of it to me. He promised. 
I wanted to wait till after the race—till after I had found 
courage to confess to you. He broke his word. . . . 
Today when he put me up on Wildfire he —he suddenly 
lost his head.”

The slow scarlet welled into Lucy’s face and her eyes 
grew shamed, but bravely she kept facing her father.

“He—he pulled me off—he hugged me—he k-kissed 
me. ... Oh! it was dreadful—shameful! . . . 
Then I gave him back—some—something he had given 
rne. And I told him I—I hated him—and I told him no! ”

“ But you rode his boss in the race,” said Bostil.
Lucy bowed her head at that.
“I—I couldn’t resist!”
Bostil stroked the bright head. What a quandary for 

a thick-skulled old horseman!
“Wal, it seems to me Slone didn’t act so bad, con­

siderin’. You’d told him you cared for him. If it wasn’t 
for thet! ... I remember I did much the same to 
your mother. She raised Cain, but I never seen as she cared 
any less for me.”
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“I’ll never forgive him,” Lucy cried passionately. “I 
hate him. A man who breaks his word in one thing will do 
it in another.”

Bostil sadly realized his little girl had reached woman­
hood and love, and with them the sweet, bitter pa^gs of 
life. He realized also that here was a crisis when a word— 
an unjust or lying word—from him would forever ruin any 
hope that might still exist for Slone. Bostil realized this 
acutely, but the realization was not even a temptation.

“Wai, listen. I’m bound to confess your new rider is 
sure swift. An’ Lucy, today if he hadn’t been as swift 
with a rope as he is in love—wal, your old daddy might 
be dead!”

She grew as white as her dress.
“ Oh, dad! I knew something had happened,” she cried, 

reaching for him.
Then Bostil told her how Dick Sears had menaced him— 

how Slone had foiled the horse thief. He told the story 
bluntly, but eloquently, with all a rider’s praise.

Lucy rose with hands pressed against her breast. When 
had Bostil seen eyes like those—dark, shining, wonderful? 
Ah! He remembered her mother’s once—only once, as a 
girl.

Then Lucy kissed him and without a word fled from the 
room.

Bostil stared after her.
“ Damn me! ” he swore as he threw a boot against the 

wall. “I reckon I’ll never let her marry Slone, but I just 
had to tell her what I think of him!”

XIX

S
LONE lay wide awake under an open window, watching 
the stars glimmer through the rustling foliage of the 

cottonwoods. Somewhere a lonesome hound bayed. Very 
faintly came the silvery tinkle of running water.
For flve days Slone had been a guest of Bostil, and the 

whole five days had been torment.
On the morning of the day after the races Lucy had con­

fronted him. Would he ever forget her eyes—her voice?
“Bless you for saving my dad!” she had said. “It was 

brave. . . . But don’t let dad fool you. Don’t 
believe in his kindness. Above all, don’t ride for him! He 
only wants Wildfire and if he doesn’t get him he’ll hate 
you!”

That speech of Lucy’s had made the succeeding days 
hard for Slone. Bostil loaded him with gifts and kind­
nesses, and never ceased importuning him to 
accept his offers. But for Lucy, Slone would 
have accepted. It was she who cast the first 
doubt of Bostil into his mind. Lucy averred 
that her father was splendid and good in every 
way except in what pertained to fast horses;
there he was impossible.

The great stallion that Slone had nearly 
sacrificed his life to catch was like a thorn in 
the rider’s flesh. Slone lay there in the dark­
ness, restless, hot, rolling from side to side, 
or staring out at the star-studded sky—miser­
ably unhappy, all on account of that horse. 
Almost he hated him. What pride he had felt 
in Wildfire! How he had gloried in the gift 
of the stallion to Lucy!

Then on the morning of the race had come 
that unexpected, incomprehensible and wild 
act of which he had been guilty. Yet not to 
save his life, his soul, could he regret it ! 
Almost it was not he who had been responsi­
ble, but an unknown savage within him. He 
had kept his word to Lucy, when day after 
day he had burned with love, until that fatal 
moment when the touch of her as he lifted her 
to Wildfire’s saddle had made a madman out 
of him. He had swept her into his arms and 
held her breast to his, her face before him, and 
he had kissed the sweet parting lips till he 
was blind.

Then he had learned what a little fury she 
was. Then he learned how he had fallen— 
what he had forfeited. In his amaze at him­
self, in his humility and shame, he had not 
been able to say a word in his own defense. 
She did not know yet that his act had been 
ungovernable and that he had not known what 
he was doing till too late.

She had finished with “I’ll ride Wildfire 
in the race—but I won’t have him, and I won’t 
have you! No!”

She had the hardness of her father in her.
For Slone the watching of that race was a 

blend of rapture and despair. He lived over 
in mind all the time between the race and this 
hour when he lay there sleepless and full of 
remorse. His mind was like a race course with 
many races; and predominating in it was that 
swift, strange, stinging race of memory of 
Lucy Bostil’s looks and actions.

What an utter fool he was to believe she had 
meant those tender words when out there 

under the looming monuments she had accepted Wildfire! 
She had been an impulsive child. Her scorn and fury that 
morning of the race had left nothing for him except footless 
fancies. She had mistaken love of Wildfire for love of him. 
No, his case was hopeless with Lucy, and if it had not been 
so Bostil would have made it hopeless.

Yet there were things Slone could not fathom—the 
willful, contradictory, proud, cold and unaccountably 
sweet looks and actions of the girl. They haunted Slone. 
They made him conscious he had a mind and tortured him 
with his development. But he had no experience with girls 
to compare with what was happening now. It seemed that 
accepted fact and remembered scorn and cold certainty 
were somehow at variance with hitherto unknown intuitions 
and instincts.

Lucy avoided him if by chance she encountered him 
alone. When Bostil or Aunt Jane or anyone else was 
present Lucy was kind, pleasant, agreeable. What made 
her flush red at sight of him and then pale? Why did she 
often at table or in the big living room softly brush against 
him when it seemed she could have avoided that? Many 
times he had felt some inconceivable drawing power—to 
look and to find her eyes upon him, strange eyes, full of 
mystery, that were suddenly averted.

Was there any meaning attachable to the fact that his 
room was kept so tidy and neat, that every day something 
was added to its comfort or color, that he found fresh 
flowers whenever he returned, or a book, or fruit, or a 
dainty morsel to eat, and once a bunch of Indian paint­
brush, wild flowers of the desert that Lucy knew he loved?

Most of all it was Lucy’s eyes that haunted Slone—eyes 
that had changed, darkened, lost their audacious flash, and 
yet seemed all the sweeter. The glances he caught, which 
he fancied were stolen—and then derided his fancy— 
thrilled him to his heart. Thus Slone had spent waking 
hours by day and night, mad with love and remorse, 
tormented one hour by imagined grounds for hope and 
resigned to despair the next.

Upon the sixth morning of his stay at Bostil’s, Slone rose 
with something of his former will reasserting itself. He 
could not remain in Bostil’s home any longer unless he 
accepted Bostil’s offer, and this was not to be thought of. 
With a wrench Slone threw off the softening indecision, and 
hurried out to find Bostil while the determination was hot.

Bostil was in the corral with Wildfire. This was the 
second time Slone had found him there. Wildfire appeared 

to regard Bostil with a much better favor than he did his 
master. As Slone noted this a little heat stole along his 
veins. That was gall to a rider.

“ I like your boss,” said Bostil with gruff frankness. But 
a tinge of red showed under his beard.

“Bostil, I’m sorry I can’t take you up on the job,” 
rejoined Slone swiftly. “It’s been hard for me to decide. 
You’ve been good to me. I’m grateful. But it’s time I was 
tollin’ you.”

“Why can’t you?” demanded Bostil, straightening up 
with a glint in his big eyes. It was the first time he had 
asked Slone that.

“I can’t ride for you,” replied Slone briefly. 
“Anythin’ to do with Lucy?” queried Bostil. 
“How so?” returned Slone, conscious of more heat. 
“Wal, you was sweet on her—an’ she wouldn’t have 

you,” replied Bostil.
Slone felt the blood swell and boil in his veins. This 

Bostil could say as harsh and hard things as repute gave 
him credit for.

“Yes, I am sweet on Lucy an’ she won’t have me,” said 
Slone steadily. “I asked her to let me come to you—an’ 
tell you I wanted to marry her. But she wouldn’t.”

“Wal, it’s just as good you didn’t come, because I 
might------ ” Bostil broke off his speech and began again:
“You don’t lack nerve, Slone. What’d you have to offer 
Lucy?”

“Nothin’, except—but that doesn’t matter,” replied 
Slone, cut to the quick by Bostil’s scorn. “I’m glad you 
know, an’ so much for that.”

Bostil turned to look at Wildfire once more and he 
looked long. When he faced round he was another man. 
Slone sensed the passion of this old horse trader.

“Slone, I’ll give you pick of a hundred mustangs an’ 
a thousand dollars for Wildfire!”

So he unmasked his power in the face of a beggarly rider! 
Though it struck Slone like a thunderbolt he felt amused. 
But he did not show that. Bostil had only one possession, 
among all his uncounted wealth, that could win Wildfire 
from his owner.

“No,” said Slone briefly.
“I’ll double it,” returned Bostil just as briefly.
“No!”
“I’ll------ ”
“Save your breath, Bostil,” flashed Slone. “You don’t 

know me. But let me tell you—you can’t buy my horse! ”
The great veins swelled and churned in 

Bostil’s bull neck; a thick and ugly contortion 
worked in his face; his eyes reflected a sick 
rage.

Slone saw that two passions shook Bostil— 
one, a bitter, terrible disappointment; the 
other, the passion of a man who could not 
brook being crossed. It appeared to Slone 
that the best thing he could do was to get 
away quickly, and to this end he led Wildfire 
out of the corral to the stable courtyard, and 
there quickly saddled him. Then he went into 
another corral for his other horse, Nagger, 
and, bringing him out, returned to find Bostil 
had followed as far as the court. The old 
man’s rage apparently had passed or had been 
smothered.

“See here,” he began in thick voice, “don’t 
be a fool an’ ruin your chance in life. I’ll------ ”

“Bostil, my one chance was ruined—an’ 
you know who did it,” replied Slone as he 
gathered Nagger’s rope and Wildfire’s bridle 
together. “I’ve no hard feelin’s. . . . But 
I can’t sell you my horse. An’ I can’t ride 
for you, because—well, because it would breed 
trouble.”

“An’ what kind?” queried Bostil.
Holley and Farlane and Van with several 

other riders had come up, and were standing 
open-mouthed. Slone gathered from their 
manner and expression that anything might 
happen with Bostil in such a mood.

“We’d be racin’ the King an’ Wildfire, 
wouldn’t we?” replied Slone.

“An’ supposin’ we would? ” returned Bostil 
ominously. His huge frame vibrated with a 
slight start.

“Wildfire would run off from your favor­
ite—an’ you wouldn’t like that,” answered 
Slone. It was his rider’s hot blood that 
prompted him to launch this taunt. He could 
not help it.

“You wild-hoss chaser,” roared Bostil. 
“Your Wildfire may be a bloody killer, but 
he can’t beat the King in a race!”

“Excuse me, Bostil, but Wildfire did beat 
the King!”

This was only adding fuel to the fire. Slone 
saw Holley making signs that must have meant 
silence would be best. But Slone’s blood was 
up. Bostil had rubbed him the wrong way.

(Continued on Page 1205)“Days Ago I Told Him I Cared for Him.” She Went On. “But I Forbade Him to Speak of it to Me"

9
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WILDFIRE
(Continued from Page 1185)

“You’re a liar!” declared Bostil with a 
stride forward. “ It was no race. Your wild 
boss knocked the King off the track.”

“Sage King had the lead, didn’t he? 
Why didn’t he keep it? ”

Bostil burst out into a torrent of inco­
herent speech. Slone did not make out what 
Bostil meant and he did not care. When 
Bostil got out of breath Slone said:

“We’re both wastin’ talk. An’ I’m not 
wantin’ you to call me a liar twice. . . . 
Put your rider up on the King—an’ come 
on, right now. I’ll------ ”

“Slone, shut up an’ chase yourself,” in­
terrupted Holley.

“You go to blazes!” returned Slone.
There was a moment’s silence, in which 

Slone took Holley’s measure.
“What am I up against here?” de­

manded Slone. “Am I goin’ to be shot 
because I’m takin’ my own part? Holley, 
you an’ the rest of your pards are all 
afraid of this old devil. But I’m not—an’ 
you stay out of this.”

“Wai, son, you needn’t git riled,” replied 
Holley placatingly. “ I was only tryin’ to 
stave off talk you might be sorry for.”

“Sorry for nothin’! I’m goin’ to make 
this great horse trader—this rich an’ 
mighty rancher—this judge of grand 
horses—this Bostil! I’m goin’ to make him 
race the King or take water! ’’

Then Slone turned to Bostil.
“Come on! Fetch the King! Let your 

own riders judge the race!”
Bostil struggled to control himself.
“Naw! I ain’t goin’ to see thet red boss 

killer jump the King again!”
“Bah! you’re afraid. You know there’d 

be no girl on his back. You know he can 
outrun the King, an’ that’s why you want 
to buy him.”

Slone caught his breath then. He real­
ized suddenly, at Bostil’s paling face, that 
perhaps he had dared too much.

“I’ll go now, Bostil.”
Slone nodded a good-by to the riders, 

and turning away he led the two horses 
down the lane. Lucy saw him coming.

Slone halted. “ Lucy, I’ve done it now— 
played hob sure.”

“What?” she cried.
“I called your dad—called him good an’ 

hard—an’ he—he----- ”
“Lin! Oh, don’t say dad------ ” Lucy’s

face whitened and she put a swift hand 
upon his arm—a touch that thrilled him. 
“Lin! there’s blood—on your face. Don’t— 
don’t tell me dad hit you!”

“I should say not,” declared Slone, 
quickly lifting his hand to his face. “ Must 
be from my cut—that blood. I barked my 
hand holdin’ Wildfire.”

“Oh! I—I was sick with—with----- ”
Lucy faltered and broke off.

Then Slone began to relate everything 
that had been said, and before he con­
cluded his story his heart gave a wild throb 
at the telltale face and eyes of the girl.

“You said that to dad!” she cried. “Oh, 
dad richly deserved it! But I wish you 
hadn’t—oh, I wish you hadn’t!”

“Why?” asked Slone.
But she did not answer that.
“Where are you going?” she questioned.
“Come to think of that—I don’t know,” 

replied Slone blankly. “I started back to 
fetch my things out of my room. That’s as 
far as my muddled thoughts got.”

“Your things? . . . Oh!” Suddenly 
she grew intensely white. “You mean to— 
to go away—for good?”

“Sure. What else can I do?”
“Lin! . . . Oh, there comes dad! He 

mustn’t see me. I must run. Lin, don’t 
leave Bostil’s Ford—don’t go—don’t!”

Then she flew round the corner of the 
house. Slone, collecting his thoughts, hur­
ried into the little room that had been his, 
and gathered up his few belongings. He 
was careful to leave behind the gifts of guns, 
blankets, gloves, and other rider articles 
with which Bostil had presented him. Thus 
laden he went outside, and tingling with 
emotions utterly sweet and wild and be­
wildering he led the horses down into the 
village.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Old Dogs and New Tricks
(Concluded from Page 1191)

The reason is not very hard to discover. 
All kinds of experiments are constantly tried 
in every farming community, and most of 
them fail. Those who fail in doing old things 
in a new way, or in trying to do new things, 
either quit farming in that country, by the 
process of going broke, or they change over 
to methods known to be successful.

'This is the underlying reason, and it is a 
perfectly sound economic reason, why Wil­
liam’s father and mother, and the fathers 
and mothers of thousands of other young 
people, are likely to be a little pettish when 
new things are shoveled forth on the break­
fast table by boys and girls who are filled 
with the new wine of the scientific educa­
tion. In the main the old folks know that 
they know how to farm; and the proba­
bilities are that when William is as old as 
his father, while he will have adopted a 
great many new methods based upon scien­
tific knowledge, he will be as much a back 
number with reference to his son as William’s 
father is now with reference to William.

The thing we older people should do, how­
ever, is, I think, to recognize all the time 
the fact that a lot of things are being learned 
every day which will sweeten the bitter milk 
of living for us if we only apply them. As a 
matter of fact, William’s mother and father 
did, in the instance which I have mentioned, 
make an examination into the facts which 
their son suggested, and found out that the 
bitter milk was caused by contamination in 
the dairy barn.

Every one of us older people ought, it 
seems to me, to master the whys and where­
fores of some one of these things—I was 
going to say every day, but we cannot do 
that, so let us say every week. This will 
give us open minds, and we shall find that 
an old dog can learn new tricks if he tries.

The words on a printed page are a dread­
ful jumble to the eye of the person who has 
not learned to read; but when he has even 
half learned them, they already begin to 
look understandable and friendly.

After the struggle with the bitter milk, 
and a few similar problems, father and 
mother began to understand the alphabet

of bacteriology. The mastery of one truth 
is a half conquest of the next; and as a mat­
ter of fact these conquests are important to 
us. It meant a great deal to the first farmer 
who found out that his cows gave bloody 
milk, not because some member of the 
family had killed a toad, but for the reason 
that something was wrong with the cow.

It will be different with the next genera­
tion if they are properly educated. The boys 
and girls will learn these things while their 
minds are plastic.

If the boys and girls in the rural school 
are started off seeking and finding the causes 
of things relating to their farming, by the 
time they reach maturity they will find 
order and meaning without the headache of 
which William’s mother complained, in the 
great mass of the known facts of science and 
practice, just as we find them in the matter 
on the familiar printed page. We may not 
take all of it in at a glance, but it doesn’t 
repel or confuse us; and we know very well 
that we can master any part of it in a short 
time if we wish.

The real basis of our treatment of many 
farm problems—like the bitter milk, for 
instance—is new stuff not more than ten, 
twenty or thirty years old. It is our motor 
car of necessary knowledge; and driving 
it is not quite so natural as handling the 
lines across the dashboard.

We should not be expected to do the thing 
with perfect ease, or to master it all at once; 
but the children who learn the newer facts 
at the age of five and upward—why, if the 
right sort of rural schools are promoted and 
established, these children will know the 
science of things as completely as we know 
the practice, and they won’t have to go to 
the arithmetic all the while to find the rules 
for their operations, or to the instruction 
book for the way to finger their exercises, or 
to the dictionary for the pronunciation of 
their words as we have to do.

But going to the books is for us mature 
people the only way to become familiar with 
these things; and we really cannot afford 
not to become familiar with them as rapidly 
as possible.
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That is because the great strength, even grain, moderate cost, and resistance 
to decay make Southern Yellow Pine the best wood for silos.
If you want to get the Farmers’ side of silo service, told by practical farmers 
themselves, send for the best and most informative Silo Book printed— 
“How To Choose and How To Use a Silo.” It is full of valuable facts, and 
it is FREE. Please fill out the coupon with pencil.

SOUTHERN PINE ASSOCIATION,
641Z Interstate Bank Bldg., New Orleans, La.

Send me, Free, your Book of Silo Service Facts---------

Southern Pine Association
641Z Interstate Bank Bldg. 

New Orleans, La.

Slip SERVICE
That is what you want in that silo you are 

going to build — Silo Service.
Therefore, keep these facts in mind:

Of all the silos in America today, an overwhelming majority are built 
of Wood, because practical farm experience has proved that silos of wood 

make and keep silage best, cost least, are easiest to erect, and are fully as 
durable as any other substantial farm building.
And just as the great majority of all silos are built of wood, so are the great 
majority of wood silos built of

Southern Yellow Pine
The Wood of Service

NAME

RO

FILL SILOS 
QUICK FARMERS 

Xaccount 
ROOKThree sizes, 6 to 18 H. P., direct 

drive to main cutterhead shaft, 2% 
in. in diameter, powerful 6-blade fan 
on same shaft. Emery wheel attached.

Sold on trial

SILO FILLERS
MFarmer’s account 

and record book, 
also catalog.
BOSENTHAL CORN 

HUSKER CO.
Box 24 

Milwaukee, Wis.

PATtrNITQ Write for How To Obtain a Patent 
ILIN 1 kJ List of Inventions Wanted. $1,000,000 

in prizes offered for inventions. Our four books sent Free. 
Send sketch for free opinion as to patentability.

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 702 Ninth St., Washington, D. C.

AWhiteScotchCollie curled up beforethe fire 
gives homes a touch of easy comfort that 
comes no other way. A Collie blends into 
the best of all dog natures, every desirable 
quality. Greatest shepherd in the world— 
unsurpassed watchdog—partner for boys— 
fearless protector of girls—companion to 
grown folks—graceful and sensitive pet of 
young ladies—fearless, affectionate, intel­
ligent, faithful, activeand rugged. Oursare 
island raised—pedigree stock. A pair will 
raise $200 worth of puppies inayear. Send 
for list of puppies. (No old dogs for sale.) 
White CoUie Kennels,DepLA,Osbkodi,Ws.

will reduce inflamed, swollen 
Joints, Sprains, Bruises, Soft 

Bunches; Heals Boils, Poll 
Evil, Quittor, Fistula, or any 
unhealthy sore quickly, as it 
is a positive antiseptic and germi­
cide. Pleasant to use; does not 
blister under bandage or remove 
the hair, and you can work the 
horse. $2.00 per bottle, delivered. 
Horse Book 7 K free.

W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F., 57 Temple St., Springfield, Mass.

ABSORBine
*“^TRADE MARH RtG.U.S.PAT.OFF.

The Blue Grass Farm Kennels 
of Berry, Ky.

offer for sale Setters and Pointers, Fox and Cat Hounds, Wolf and 
Deer Hounds, Coon and Opossum Hounds, Varmint and Rabbit 
Hounds. English Bloodhounds, Bear and Lion Hounds, also Aire­
dale Terriers. All dogs shipped on trial, purchaser to judge quality. 
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded. Sixty-page. highly illus­
trative, instructive and interesting catalogue for 10c in stamps or coin.

Oorang Airedale 
Terriers

The 20th Century
All-Round Dogs

Classy Young Stock 
For Sale

OORANG KENNELS
Dept. F La Rae, Ohio

AIREDALE TERRIERS
Most Popular Dog to-day because of sterling merit. IDEAL FOR POUL­
TRYMAN, guards birds, kills rats, skunks. INDISPENSABLE IN ORCHARD. PEERLESS 
WATCH DOG for home, family, stock. Easy keeper. SPLENDID PLAYMATE for children. 
ABSOLUTELY FEARLESS (used by Allies in trenches), faithful, highly intelligent, a "one 
man” dog. HIGHLY PROFITABLE, good bitch earns upward $200 yearly, pups easily reared, 
readily sold. Puppies, grown dogs, bitches, from FINEST AIREDALE BLOOD IN WORLD, 
pedigreed, registered, certified. AT STUD, Havelock Goldsmith, magnificent imported son of 
internationally famous Ch. Crompton Oorang, fee $15; express bitches to Weston. N.J. Safe 
delivery, honorable dealing, satisfaction guaranteed. Booklet and references on request.

VIBERT KENNEL, Box 2a. Weston. N. J.
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DoY)u Want to Go to College 
Next Fall?

Round the Farm
The Business of Dairying  
Live Items About Livestock . .
The Market Garden............................
Commercial Fruit Growing  
Everyman’s Garden............................................
The Poultry Calendar
Thirty-Six Pullets—Ry S. D. William . . . . 
The Leghorn Broiler—Ry Roy F. Irvin .... 
Chaff  
Living Room and Bedrooms—Ry Nellie Kedzie

Jones
Filling the Jam Closet—Ry DoroZiy RZaie. . . 
The Struggle for a House Dress—Ry Helen

Chrisline Bennett
The Girls’ Club
My Child  
Home Canning  
Kitchen Helps—Ry Florence Spring ....

RIVER FARM
BELLOWS FALLS, VERMONT

Jn the fertile Connecticut Valley, 2 miles from Bellows 
Falls, Vermont, and on fine state road. 100 acres bottom 
land; 375 acres hill pasture, and woodland. Slate roofed 
hou^ and barns, with running water. Ten miles boating 
on the nver. Will include a fine retail milk route. Stock 

® desired. For particulars, write owner. Price 
$10,000. O. G. Dey, Bellows Falls, Vermont

SALT WATER FRONT FARMS 
on the CHESAPEAKE BAY and its tributaries. 

MATTHEWS & CO.CAMBRIDGE, MD.

WE WILL PAY YOU $120.00 
to distribute “Successful Farming’’ in your locality. 
Money-making book for farmers. Write at once forournew 
Institute plan. 60 days’ work or less. No money required. 
International Institute, 481 Winsloti Bldg., Philadelphia

There is no reason why you should not 
obtain the education you want whether it 
be at college, musical conservatory or tech­
nical school. Certainly lack of funds offers 
no obstacle. Each year we pay the college 
expenses of hundreds of young men and 
women. What we have done for others 
we’ll gladly do for you. Write for informa­
tion about our plan.

Box 431, Educational Divition

THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY, PHILADELPHIA, PENNA.

 

Bulb Bargains
Plan now to plant our large, clean, high quality 
bulbs. Each order receives the careful personal 
attention that insures satisfaction.

DllfTh Rlllfic — Until July 1st only, we will vuicn DUlOS — sell our imported Dutch 
Bulbs at 20% discount from list prices. Hya­
cinths, especi^ly “prepared ” for early flowering; 
Daffodils and Jonquils; Tulips and Crocuses.

Ppnnioe increase in value from year to 
A cuulCd year and last a lifetime. Our 
peonies are remarkable for size and vigor. Prices 
are extremely moderate. Varieties in a wide 
range of color and long season of bloom.

Write at once for price list and catalog.

ROSEDALE NURSERIES
S. G. Harris, Prop. Box G, Tarrytown. N. Y.

Free Catalosr j" explains —ling how you can save 
money on Farm Truck or Road Wagons, 
also steel or wood 
wheels to fit any 
running gear. 
Send forit today.

Electric Wheel Co.
9 Elm St., Qoincy, HL

By Parcel Post—Ry A. L. Sarran  
A Germ-Proof and Fireproof Cow House—Ry

Maximillian Fleischer
Seven Little Litter Mates—Ry William Rey­

nolds Buller
What’s the Matter With Corn?—Ry John M.

Eward
Pedigreed Poultry—Ry William A. Lippincott. 
A Business Truck Farm—Ry C. E. Brehm . . 
Wildfire—By Zane Grey
Profits From Hillside Acres—Ry Lilly Johnstm.
Carrying the College to the Farm—Ry Harry

R. O'Brien
Does it Pay to Plant a Forest?—Ry Samuel J.

Record
A Calf-Saving Venture—By Ernest Chamberlain 
Editorial  
Old Dogs and New Tricks—Ry Herbert Quick . 
National Farm Progress

A Complete Six Months’ Index, Issued in January and July, Will be Mau,urn Upon Request
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it over pitchers holding 
soup, milk and other liquids to be placed in 
the refrigerator; wrap larger squares about 
poultry after it is prepared for the oven; 
also tie lettuce ready for the table in these 
squares, shake off superfluous water, rest 
on a plate and put in the ice box. In this 
way it can be kept crisp and fresh. Make 
srnall bags of cheesecloth for herbs and 
spices; also keep a number of squares 
through which to strain soup, jelly, coffee 
to be used in desserts, and in which to wrap 
flsh, for boiling. Several thicknesses of 
cheesecloth quilted together make the very 
best kind of dishcloth.

As much garbage as possible should be 
burned in the range when a coal fire is 
going, unless there are animals to eat it. 
Cremation is the most sanitary way of dis­
posing of kitchen waste. If there is a vege­
table garden the garbage may be buried 
furing mild weather. Dig a deep hole, leave 

small spade near by, and cover the garbage 
dth a little earth each time it is deposited, 
nd occasionally a shake of lime.
Keep the sink and trap clean and sweet 

by pouring down once a week a kettleful of 
boiling water in which a handful of washing 
soda has been dissolved. Turn on the hot- 
water faucet for a few minutes after the 
soda water has been used. Scrub the sink 
well with soap and hot water after each 
meal. Saucepans, kettles and tins which 
have become burned on the bottom may be 
cleaned by boiling a solution of soda water 
in them for half an hour and then scrubbing 
them with a brush. Use washing soda also 
in the water used for scrubbing the kitchen 
floor if there are grease spots,

A whisk broom after becoming too worn 
to use on clothing makes a fine sink brush. 
Trim off the edges with a pair of strong 
shears until the stiff part of the brush is 
reached. To dry after being used hang on 
a hook outside a convenient window.

An excellent scrap basket for the corner 
of the kitchen sink is made by driving rows 
of holes with a hammer and large nail in the 
bottom of an ordinary lard pail; empty fre­
quently and keep bright and clean with 
mineral soap. Keep a small strainer hang­
ing over the sink and through it pour coffee 
and tea grounds and everything containing 
sediment, and tip the contents into the pail. 
This may save you many plumber’s bills. .

Buy brushes the size and shape of ordi- I 
nary nail brushes, and keep them near the 1 
sink to use in scrubbing potatoes, carrots I 
and other vegetables. I

Keep a pair of kitchen scissors hanging 
over the sink. ■ You will be surprised to find 
how often they can be used—for snipping 
parsley, chives, shredding lettuce, orange 
peel, and so forth. Keep them sharp!

Have a regular place in which to keep, i 
; neatly folded, a few of the paper bags I 
[which come into the kitchen. Slip the hand I 
(into one when polishing the stove. * 

Use newspaper and tissue paper freely, 
having a convenient place in which to keep  „ 
both. Wipe out frying pans, greasy baking water tank a moment or two.

TABLE OF CONTENTS
June 10, 1916

PAGE 
1177

Cheesecloth is 
one of the most use­
ful kitchen aids.

FLORIDAS;,';

FOR SALE

Berkshire Stock Farm
near Williamstown, Massachusetts 

365 acres, of which 150 acres are under culti­
vation, the balance pasture and woodland. 

Exceptional water supply.

Owners’ house completely modern­
ized; steam heat; electric light. Also 
farm house and superintendent’s bun­
galow. Modern cow barn with fifty 
steel stanchions; milk room, equipped 
with electric machinery and ice house 
for refrigerating. 7500 incubator; 165- 
foot brooder house with complete 
equipment for poultry raising. Also sev­
eral other barns of various descriptions.

Will be sold at a low Ugare, Easy terms.
Full particulars and catalogues of

GEO. R. READ & CO.
30 Nassau Street New York City

HOW To GROW ROSES —Tells how to plant, 
prune and cultivate. Lists over 600 varieties; 121 

pages—16 showing roses in natural colors. Price $1 with 
coupon good for $1 when returned with $5 order. Order 
today. The CONARD & Jones Co., Box 5, West Grove Pa

APOLLO-KEYSTONE Copper Steel Galvanized Sheets

AMERICAN SHEET AND TIN PLATE COMPANY. General Office.: Frick Building, X

KITCHEN HELPS
By Florence Spring

tins and dripping pans 
with tissue paper, to re­
move most of the grease 
before the pans are put into 
the dishwater. Save the
twists of oily paper to use in kindling the 
fire. Lay tissue or other absorbent paper 
under croquettes, fishballs and other fried 
food, to take up the extra fat before serving. 
Use newspaper for ^ving the stove an 

I extra rub after preparing the meals. Lay a 
I double paper in front of the stove while 
I basting meat or frying; it will save the 
I floor from many spatters. Also lay paper 
I on the kitchen table while cleaning silver 
( and polishing brasses, then roll it up and 

burn it.
When trying out scraps of fat meat and 

skimming ham, take the fatty debris not 
useful for other purposes, twist it in a piece 
of newspaper or a paper bag and lay it 
aside to put in the stove when you want 
a hasty hot oven for a few moments only. 
This often saves an entire raking down and 
starting up of your body of coal.

(
J Use old cotton, neatly hemmed in towel 
size, for wiping glasses. It will give a polish 
superior to linen or crash, and never leaves 
a deposit of lint. Wash dishtowels every 
morning and dry in the sun if possible. 
Rinse them in cold water after each meal. 
If the dishes are properly washed, towels 
are easily kept clean. Discard the dish- 
cloths after they begin to be ragged; shreds 
and lint often make serious trouble with the 
drain pipes.

When making apple sauce or apple pies 
in any quantity—unless you live on a farm 
where apples abound—save the skins and 
cores, cover with cold water and boil until 
soft and tender. Strain, boil juice twenty 
minutes, add an equal measure of sugar, 
boil five minutes and you will have a glass 
or two of apple jelly.

Wash eggs before using and use the 
shells, dried, for clearing coffee.

After using the Dover egg beater, do not 
put it to soak; the oil will soak from the 
gears and next time will fly into what you 
are beating. Rinse the egg or other mixture 
off at once and dry quickly.

Have an extra meat chopper, if possible, 
screwed in some corner of your pantry, in 
which to make bread crumbs and to do all 
dry grinding.

Keep a small bowl of pieces of butter on 
the cooking table during the day. Much 
time is saved in finding butter soft and 
ready to spread, cream or braid with flour 
in sauces.

Keep a bowl of chopped parsley on hand 
in pantry or refrigerator, to use in sauces, 
creamed potato, or to sprinkle on fish, fowl 
or steak as a garnish. If too much is not 
prepared at once it will keep perfectly. In 
winter ask your market man to bring you 
five cents’ worth of parsley each Saturday; 
use it fresh two or three days and dry the 
remainder by spreading on paper on back 
fof the stove. Powder it coarsely and keep 
in a small glass jar to use during the rest 
of the week.

If you wish to iron a ribbon or a bit of 
silk in a hurry draw it tightly over the hot-

200-Acre Farm, $800
Bordering lake; 40 acres in tillage; estimated 1000 cds. 
wood; 200,000 ft. timber; only 1Y2 miles to market; on 
main road; near neighbors; cottage house; maple 
shade, broad view; 40-ft. barn. Aged owner must sell 
if taken immediately price only $800, half cash. Wood 
and timber should pay for it twice over. Details and 
traveling instructions, page 7, our big spring catalogue, 
illustrating and describing hundreds of real bargains 
in a dozen states. Write to-day for your free copy 
E. A. Strout Farm Agency, Dept. 2791, 150 Nassau 
St., New York.

Southern Farms Are Profitable
^t our illustrated lists of good farms in Virginia, No. 
Carolina, W. Va., Md. and Ohio at $15 per acre and up. 
Excellent little farms in colony of Little Planters, Shenan­
doah Valley, at $250 and up, complete on easy terms. Fine 
climate, good markets; best general farming, fruit, poul­
try, trucking and livestock country on earth. Write for 
full information now. F. H. LaBaume, Agri. Agent. N. & 
W. Ry., 204 N. & W. Ry. Bldg., Roanoke, Va. 

SPEAKING OF YOUR HORSE-
Have any trouble with his 
shoes? Nails hold properly? 
Do they stand thetests of speed, 
rough roads, hard work?

Capeivell nails have solved 
the horse nail problem for thou­
sands—they’ll do it for you. — 
Just have your blacksmith use that brand. Best nail 
in the world at a fair price—not cheapest regardless 
of quality.

A RELIABLEFARM MANAGER wants responsible 
n permanent position. Have had practical and scientific 
experience in managing large farms, handling pure-bred 
stock for records and shearing. A-1 references as to char­
acter, success and executive ability. American, married, 
temperate, honest and a hustler. Address

BOX 52, The Country Gentleman, Philadelphia, Pa.

IDEAS WANTED Manufacturers are writing £7^ VV MINI DU for patents procured through 
me. Three books with list hundreds of inventions wanted 
sent free. I help you market your invention. Advice Free.

R. B. OWEN, 107 OWEN BLDG., WASHINGTON, D. C.

Fine Rugs Old Carpets
Send for Catalogue.

Denworth Rug Mill
LARGE FARM WANTED I 

Complete with stock and tools, in exchange for Boston,! 
Mass., investment property, rented for $10,000 yearly. I

Henry J. Steinberg, Webster. Mass.|

Eight weeks’trial subscription to Florida’s only Agricultural 
weekly. Tells facts. Answers questions about soils and 
crops. Address FLORIDA GROWER, Box A, Tampa, Florida


