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| CRIPPS, THE CARRIER |

R. D. BLACKMORE
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CHAPTER IL
“Of all glow people in this glow place

§ am quite certain that there ia none
#80 slow as Cripps, the carrcler,”

This “hot spache,” as the paticnt Znc
ehary woull perhops have ealled (1, pnss

od the lips of no less a person than old
'qnh-» Delnnder Me, on the 20th day
of Decomber (the duy after that
an with), was harrying up and down the
ny, ktraleht walk of his kitehon gorden,

wa hee

anl running every now and then to o
ost of vantage, from which he could |
rohk over the top of his beloved holls
hedge, nnd make ont some o the zig-bng
of the narrow Inme from Bedidey, A hit
ter blaek frost hod now set in, anid
Bauire Xnoew that if he wanted anvihing
more fetched ont of his gronnd, or nny
th": noew ot Inte 0, M migat be weeks
belore he ¢

the

it her chanee of dolog it

Be he made o ol bestle, and stanpand, |
and ran, nnd did all he eanld 1o ol
Liw e, who knew him ton well (o con
cern themgelvss nbout any of his men
aces,

1 tell you we are all eanght napping
Thomas, I tell you we gught to b

ashamed of ourseis The
foch in the geround already.
carrofs, pursuips, beet<sroot, even horse-
radish for our Christinng beef—and upon
my soul, n row of potatoes never oven
dug yet! Unless I am afler yon nt every
corner—well, I am blessed if 1 don't aee
our keeping onions!"

Trost 18 an
Artichokes,

"“{?""‘%‘,’,_..

MR. OGLANDER HELD UP THE B

Farming, planting, gardening, breesding,
tenining of dogs, and so on—all of these
quiet delighita fell softly on a very ne-
tive mind, when the vigor of the body
began to fail. He loved his farm, and
he loved his garden, and all his attompts
ut Improvement, and nothing better thaun
to point out his own mistakes to rash
admirers. DBot where a8 the plensure
of showlng things to strangers who know
nothlng? The old man's grand delight
of all was to artonish his own daugh-
ter, lhils only child, Grace Oglander,

This it was that made him work so
ard at the present moment, He was
determined to have his kitchen garden
n fiest rate winter otder by the time his
fanghtes home from a visit
te her nunt at Clowley Now thlis sister,
Mrs, Fermbtage, bhad promiged to bring
home their joint pet Greacie in time for
the dinner at o o'clock that very dagy
il to dine (l with them; so that it
wis needliul to look olive, amwd to make
quick step of evervthing Moreover this
good Bquire had some little fnsight inte
the waya and meaning of the wenther of
the neighborhood. He know
a short-tafled field mouse that a  long
frost was coming. The sharp dry rustle
of the npturned leaves of lolly and of
ivy, the lLeavy stoop of the sullen aky,
the pntehes of spaded mould nlready
browning with powdery crispness, the
upward shivering look of the grass, and
the loss of all gloss upon everything.

hhull?ll cnme

e

ns well as
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RIGHT WREATH OF HAIR.
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“Now, measter, ‘ee no call to be 8o
grum! None of they things'll be a hap-
orth the worse. The frost'll ony swaten

L]

*You sany, I know all your talk. Hold
gour tongue. Sweeten them indeed! And,
when we want them, are we to dig them
with mattocks, pray? Or do you thick-
keads expect it to thaw to order when
the pot is bubbling? Stir your lazy
legn, or 1'll throw every one of you
on the workhouse, the moment the first
snew falls.”

The three men grinned at one another,
and proceeded leisurely, They knew
souch better than the Bquire himself
what his gentle nature was.

“Man and boy,” sald the oldest of
them, speaking bLelow his breath, as if
this tyranny had extinguished him; *in
thls heroe gearden have 1 worked, man
and boy, for threescore year, and always
gi’en satisfaction,  Workuss!  What
would his father a' said, to hear tell in
thly gearden of warkusa?  Workuss!
Well, let un coom, If a' willl Can't be
harder work.”

“Pammuss, Tummuss, you may say
that;” sald another lazy rascal, whaking
his head, with his heel on his spade,
and then wiping his forehead laboriously;
# %is the sweat of our brow, Tummuss,
nenae of 'em thinks on—but there, they
was boon to be driving us!"

Bguire Oglander made ns If he heard
themn not; and then he hurried to the
hedge again, and stood on the wall of
the leaf-mould pit, and peered over the
beard of hollies, And this time he spied
i the distance Cripps, or at any rate
Rhe tilt of the Crippslan eart, jogging
smedntely to the rhythm of the feet of
Dohbin.

“Hurrah!"” cried the Bquire, who was

) as young in mind as if he had no

Iy. “By George, we shall be just in
time, Nover mind what I said, my lads,
1 was a little bit cross, I know. Take
out the ¢rumbs from the bottom of your
trencher, and go two lnches deeper. Our
mew potatoes are come at last!”

Bquire Oglander, having retired now

thoe army and all warfare, was

2

and the shuddering rattle in the teeth of
a man who opened his mouth to the wind
at all—many other things than these,
as well as all of them, were here

But the strange thing, in this pres-
ent matter, was that Squire Oglander
was bent not only on digging potatoes,
but also on planting them, this very day.
Forsooth it was one of his fixed dates
in the chronicles of the garden, that
happen what might, or be the season
Whatsoever it chose to be, new potatoes
and peas he would have by the last day
of May, at the latest. And this without
any ignoble resort to forcing-pit, hotbed,
or even cold frame: under the pure gaze
of the sky, by that time they must be
l‘n.?d,v. But in the highlands of Oxford-
*hire this requires some skill and man-
wgement. In the first place, hoth pea
and potato must be of a kind that is
ready to awnke right early; and then
they must be humored with a very choice
place;:  and after that they must be
shielded from the winter's rages. If all
these “musts” ean he complied with, and
several “ifs"” are solved aright, the gar-
dener may hope to get pleasure from his
enrly work,

_"lnnicie and ountside, all look alive!”
cried the Squire, running to and fro;
“Gracie will be home; Miss Grace, I
meau, and not a bit of fire in the draw-
g room grate! No Christmas boxes
for any of you! Now, I did not mean
that, Mary, as you might know. Inside,
the women and outside, the men—now
what is this paper for, my dear?

"“That there Cripps, sir, have a sent
'un ln. He be gettin® so perrikular!”

“Quite right. Quite right. Business is
husiness. No man can be too particular.
I.qt him sit down He wants me to sign
this paper, does he? Very well: tell him
to come next week, My fingers are
cramped with the wind, Tell Cripps—
now don’t you be In such a hurry, Mary;
Cripps Is not a marrying man,"

“As if I would touch him, with a pair
of tongs, sirl A Hookham to have a
Oripps, sir! A man who always smells
as if he had been a' combing a horse!”

“Ah, r Mary, the grapes are sour,

warely deroted to the hearts of heacr,

Tell bache'or Crizps te go0d 22 Lie bag

é

| leaf by a fort

a titched him sigce, but me."
U ovesmmteud,

And bring me the little truck basket,
Mary: I dare say that will hold them.
st In time, they are only just in time.
To-morrow would have beon a day toe
late."

The Bquire wnn to pay & gulnea for
thin bushel of enrly Oakleaf potatoes, a
sort that was warranted to beat the Ash-
nnd to crop tenfold
ne much, The bag had
the Henley eoach from a nursery, nnd
left at the “Black Horse” In 8t, Clem-
ent's, to be ealled for by the Beckley
carrier.

"Stay now,” cried the Bquire: “now 1
think of it we will unpack the bag in

* brewery, Mary., ‘iney have had a

# there all the morning. And it will
#ave making any m- in here, Mins
Grace Is comiong, bless her heart! And
she'll give It to me, if she finds any dirt.”

“But, sir, if you please, Master Cripps
never hurryeth.”

“Well, we don't want Cripps. We
only want the bag., Jem will bring it
into the brewery, it you want to sit with
Cripps. Cripps is tired, I dare say.
These young men's legs are not At tér
much,  Btop—enll old Thomas; he's the
best after all. If 1 want a thing done,
I come back to the old folk after all."

"Waell, sir, T don't think you have any
renson to say that. Howsomever, here
cometh Mr, Kale, Mr. Kale, if you
plenge, yon be wanted,”

Presently Thomns Kale, the man who
hnd worked so long in the garden there,
followed his master ncross the court,
with the bag of potatoes on his back.
The weight was a trifle, of course, heing
scarcely over half a hundredweight; but
Thomas was too old a hand to make too
light of anything.

“I've knowed the time,” he said, set-
ting down the sack on the head of an
empty barrel, “when that there weight
would have failed, you might say, to
cronk my little finger. MNow, make so
bold—do yon know the raison?"

“Why, Thomus, we cannot expect to
he nlways so young as we were once,
you know."”

“Nout to do wi' it. Less nor nout.
The ralson lie all in the vittels, mais-
ter: the vittels is fallen from what they
wan,'

“Thomas, yon give me no peace with
your victuanls, Yon must groan to the
cook, not to me, about them. Now cut
the cord. Why, what has Cripps been
about 7"

The bag was made of stont gray can-
vasa, not mso thick as mackmg, and as
the creases of the neck began to open,
under the slackening cord, three or four
red stripes were shown, such as are
sometimes to be found In the neck of a
leather mail bag, when the postinaster
has been in a harry, and dropped his
wax too plenteously, But the stripes in |
thesa crenses were not dry and brittle,
ns of run sealing wax, but e¢lammy and
damp, as if some thick fluid had oozed
from dripping fingers.

“I don’t like the look of it,” eried
the old Bquire; “Cripps should be more
enreful. He has left the bag down at

=
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A Fine Table Fowl.

For some years the old English game
fowl of England has been coming to
the front. We see much in print aboul
the révival of the old English gama
'hls fowl occuples a foremost place
18 table poultry. They are most dell
ente and fine flavored fowls, a well
known fact to those who have feasted

O

on what we call plt game., In fact, b
Is sald that they outrank the pheas
nnts in dellency when served on the
table, They grow very fast and are
always plamp and ready for the spif
nny time after they are slx weeks old

The colors bred are black breasted
reds, brown breasted reds, duckwings
blue reds, piles, black, white and span
gles, the latter the most popular. A
shown by the lllustration, these fowl
ira beantifully built and free fron
the long shanks of our standard games

I'hey have full, plump breasts an¢
wnger bodles than our exhibition
gnmes, In fact, they are the same

pur plt games, only they are bred t«
exhibitlon form and color and not fo
the plt.—Country Gentleman.

Practical Bheep Barn,

The plan shown Is Intended for 1
sheep barn, although It would answes
squally well for cattle, and is arrangec
In such a manner that hay is stored

his brother the butcher™s. [ am sure
they never sent it ont like this, Not that
I am of a squeamish order, but still— |
good heavens! What lg this that I nee?"l

With scarcely time for his cheeks to
blanch, or his firm old hands to tremble,
Squire Oglander took from the mouth
of the snck a coil of long, bright golden
hair. The brown shade of the potatoes
benenth it set off ita glistening beauty. !
IIe knew it at a glance: there was no
such hale in all Oxfordshire but
Gracle's. A piece of paper was rough- |
ly twisted in and out the shining wreath, |
This he spread in the hollow, of his palm,
and then put on his spectacles, and read
by the waning light these words, “All
yon will ever see of her."

CHAPTER 111, [

Worth Oglander, now in his seventieth
year, although he might be a trifle fat,
wns a truly hale and active man. His
limbs were arx sonnd as his conscience;
and he was well content with his life and
age. He had seen a good deal of the
world and of enemies, in the stirring
times of war., But no wrong lay in the
bottom of his heart, no harm ever done
to any one, except that he had killed a
few Frenchmen, perhaps, as all English-
men used to be forced to do.

“Whoever has played this trick with
me,” said the Bquire, as soon ns he
recovered himself, “is, to say the least
of it, a blackgaurd. Even for a Christ-
mas joke, it is earryiug things a great |
deal too far. I have played, and been
played, many practical jokes, when thera
was nothing else to do. Dut this is be-
yond—Thomas, rum and feteh Cripps. 1
will get to the bottom of this, I am re
solved."

In a minute or two Master Cripps
enme in. His face was a little flushed,
from the power of the compliments paid
to Mary, but his eyes were quite firm,

“Horvant, sir,” he said, touching his |
forelock, nearly of the color of clover
hay; “all correct, 1 hope, Squire, safe

and sound and in good condition. That's
how I denver all goods." y .
“Pall me the meaning of this As he

spoke Mr, Oglander held up the hright
wreath of hair and pointed to the red
stains on the sack. Cripne, as beliooved
a slow-minded man, stared ot the hair, '
and the bag, and the Sqguire, the roof
of the brewery, and all the tubs, and
then began feeling in his hat for orders,

“Cpripps, are you dumb; are you tipsy,
or what? Or are you too much ashamed
of yourself?"”

“[ ain't done naught for to be ashamed |

of—mie, nor my father avoore me."”

“Then will you tell me what this
means? Are you going to keep me all
night 7" 2

“Squire, 1 never, I never see'd 'un, I
know no more than a sto-un. I know no
more than the dead, 1 do.”

“Where ..l you get the bag? Was
it like this? Who gave it to you? Have
you let it out of sight? Did you see
anybody come near it?”

“Squire, 1 can’t tell'e such n many
things. They heft up the barg to me
at the ‘Black Horse,' where the bargs ia
always left for you. 1 took no heed
of "un, out of common. And no one have
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his s griven through the center alley.

| cost will not exceed $500.
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over the pens at the sldes, and thh
space s filled directly from a wagor

The space at each slde of the alley
is divided up Into separate pens by
the feed racks and each pen has a sep
arate window and door. This glves

- — _ _—
ran paw pew paw
/6 xR0 mxRe xde exko

ALLRY s rear wipa

Ny

PEN PN PEN PFEN
fXRE /6XR0 xts xR
. - ~ Ty
Leaveaw

Iwowimg 788rE
say Fresaf Fuid®
Py o ¥
Aliry

ARRBANGEMENT OF THE BARN,

plenty of light and permits egress tt
yards outslde. While this barn is onl)
ten feet at the slde, It glves ampl
stornge for hay and a Iarge amount o
room without any waste space. T

Whitewashing the Trees,

Whitewash may often be applied ts
fruit trees, especially apple trees, t
good advantage. For this purpose thi
brine may be slaked In the usual man
ner with cold water, though hot wate
{8 preferable for that purpose, By add
Ing some skimmilk to the wash It can
be made to adhere better to the bark
To make it adhere still better, somy
people add a thin solution of glue t4
the wash. This whitewash should by
of such a consistency as to be easlly
 applled with a spray pump, and the
application should be made In thy
spring. It alds in keeping off fungowm
diseases and Insect pests.

Woolless Bheep.

A varlety of sheep grown in the Bar
| bndos Islands is being Introduced ints
the Southern States under the dlreo
tion of the Department of Agrieulture
| The breed s clalmed to be excellen
for the production of mutton, Th
babits resemble those of the goat—
great browsers, easy keepers. The lac)
of wool enables them to endure warn
climates without suffering from th
heat, These sheep are fawn colo
streaked with black, males weighing
about eighty pounds, and females sevy

DERANGED NERVES

JISTRESSING TROUBLES LEFT BY
8T, VITUS AND GRIP.

tWoman AfMicted for Yeara by Strange
Spells of Numbness and Wenkness
Recovera Perfect Health,

When she was fourteen vears old, Mrs,
{da L. Brown bhad 5t Vitus' dance.
8he finally got over the most noticeable
Tentures of the strange ailment, but was
inll troubled by very uncomfortable sem«
wtions, which she recently described as
{ollows :

““One hand, half of my face, and balf
of my tongue would get cold and numb.
These foelings would come on, last for
tbont ten miuntes, and then go away,,
wvernl times a day, Besides I wounl®
have palpitation of the heart, and m
strongth wonld get so low that I co
hardly broathe. As time went on th
gpells kept coming oftener and growin
worse, Thenumbness wounld sometimes
extend over half my body.*

“ How did yon get rid of them?"

‘1t goemed for a long time as if I noves
conld get rid of them. It was not un
ahout #ix yearsago that I found arem
that bad virtue enongh in it to renc!}a
pase, That was Dr. Willinms' Pink
for Pale People, and they have since em
tirely cured me."

“Did it takeo long to effect a cure?™

“No!l Ihadn’t taken the whole of the
first box before I snw o great improves
mont. Bo I kepton using them, growin
botter all the time,until I had taken eigh
boxes and then I was perfectly well, and
I have remaived in good health eved
gince with one exception.”

“ What was that? "

*Oh! that was when I had the grip.
[ wns in bod, under the doctor’s care,
for two weeks, When I got up I
Areadful attacks of dizziness, I had tol
grasgp hold of something or I wounld
right down. I was just miserable,
when I saw the doctor was not helpin,
me, I began to take Dr. Willinms'

Pills again, In a short fime they cur
me of that trouble too, and I have ne
had any dizzy spells since."” :

Mrs. Brown lives at No. 1705 DeWits'
street, Mattoon, Illinois, Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills are without an equal for the
rapid and thorough oure of nervous pros-
tration. They expel the poison left in the
system by such diseases as grip and are
the best of toniecs in all cases of wenk-
uess, They are sold by every druggiss.

FACE LIKE RAW BEEF,

Burning Up with a Terrible Itching
Eczema—S8peedily Cured by Cuticura.
“The Cuticura Remedies cured me
of a terrible eczema from which I had
suffered agony and pain for eight long
years, being unable to obtain any help
from the best doctors, and trying many
remedies without success. My sealp
was covered with scabs and my face
wns like a plece of raw beef, my eye-
brows and lashes were falling out, and
| felt as If burning up from the tem
rible itehing and pain, Cutlcura gave
e relief the very first day, and made
a complete cure In a short time. To my
great joy, my head and face are now
clear and well.—Mlss Mary M, Fa)ll
i West Main St, Westboro, Masa

The Thames flows at the rates of
two mi es & hour.

Mrs. Winslow: BOOTHING BYRUP for enil-
iren teething, softens tbe gumas,redunces infla-
mativ .allays pain cures colie Price 250 bottle,

There are 10,090,000 Germans ia
the United States.

Milllons in Onts,

Balzer’'s New National Oats yielded
Mich., 240 bu,, in Mo., 255 bu., in N.
810 bu., and in 30 other states from
to 300 bu. per acre, Now this Oat if
erally grown in 1905, will add millions g
bushels to the yield and millions of
lars to the farmer's purse!

YOYQYO |

Homebuilder Yellow Dent Corn grows
like a weed and yields from 157 to 200
bushels and more per acre! It's the bige
gest yielder on earth!

Balzer's Speltz, Beardless Barley, Maea-
roni Wheat, Pea Oat, Billion Dollar Grase
aud Earliest Cane are money makers fou
you, Mr. Farmer.

JUST SEND THIS NOTICR A¥D 100

in stamps to John A, Balzer Seed Co., 1a
Crosse is., and receive their ?_l(g %u

is
and lots of farm seed samples, U,

St.Jacobs Oil

Stralght, strong, sure, 13 th
.Iwuuhoﬁ M'lw. et

Rheumatism

Neuralgia Sprains
Lumbago Bruises
BacBKache Soreness

Sciatica Stiffness
Price, 25c. and 50e¢.

entyfilve pounds,




