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The Ranch at the Wolverine

A Story of Love and Adventure on Idaho’s Plains

By B. M. BOWER

CHARLIE FOX ARRIVES AT THE COVE AND HELP
RUN THE PLACE—HE SOON DISCOVERS EVI-
" DENCE OF CATTLE THEFT.

S MARTHY

altornoon with Marthy,

night «t the MacDonnld runch.

Synopale~Mnrthy and Jase Mellke, ploneers, have for (wenty
womrns made n bare living out of their ranch at the Cove on Wolverine
ek In the mountain range country of Idaho,
Muchionalds, lviag several miles away, have a dnughter, Bllly Loulse,
now about nincteen yeers old, whom Maorthy has seerofly helpod to
edurittd At the time the story opens Billy Louise i3 spending the

tho girl mects nn Interesting stronger, who s invited to stuy over
Ward Warren and Billy Loolse he-
cotae flem friends.  Jeso dies and Marthy burles his body withont aid,

Thelr neighbors, ‘the

CHAPTER 11l—Continued.
sl

“You saw mommie, of conurpe,
eame from home P

“No, 1 did not. 1 got us far as the
oreck and saw Hloe's tracks coming
dJown, 80 1 just sort of trmiled along,
seelng St was mommic’s daughter I folt
ment gy talking to.”

YMommie's danghter” laoghed o 1it-
te and Ingthectively made a change in
the sdbjed.

“I've got o po In and wneh the
disbies” she sald, stepping back from
him. “Of coorse nothlug was done in
the enbin, and I've been dolng n little
houseclenning. .1 guess the dashwater
i85 bot by this time—if {1 hasn't all
Bokled awog”

Ward, ag n matter of course, ted his
horse to the fenoe and went Into the
oiabin with ber. ¥e nlso asked her to
stakoe him to a dish towel, which she
did after a good deal of rummaging,
Ho stood with his hat on the back of
his head, & clgurette between his lps,
aud wiped the dishes with much ap-
parent enjoyment. He objected sfrong.
Iy to Bllly Louise's assertion Lhat she
meant to jorub the floor, but when he
found her quite obdurate he. changed
his method without in the least degree
yielding his polnt, though for diplomat-
fo rensons e appeared to yield,

He carried water from the ereek and
Dlled the tenkettle, the big ron pot and
both palls. Then, when Billy Louise
bad turned her bae'. upon him while
#be locked In n dark corner for the
mop, e mddenly sefzod hor under the
arma abd Ufted ber upon the table, and
before she had finished her astonished
guzpings be caught up a pall of water
and sloshed 1t upon the floor under her.

You

Then he grinned in his triumph,

Billy Louise gave a-squeal of consgter-
oatlon and then sat absolutely still, |
sturing round eyed throngh the door- |
way. Ward stepped back—oeven his |
eomposure was slightly  Jarred —and |
twisted his Hpe amusedly.

“Hello," be sald after a few blank
seconds. “You missed some of it, didn't
you't"
‘ating.  “Wiil you come in?"

b “N-oo, thank you, I don't believe 1
wilL" The speaker loaked in, howeyer,
saw Dilly Louise perched upon the ia-
Ble nnd took off his Lat

down and left streakn of muod behind,

Hia tone was mildly commiser- |

He was well | motoly personal, He kuew enough abont
aterwd with dirty water that ran

*1 must hiave got off the road,” he sald, | 0 the way home predicted that the |

follow an down"— he waved a hand
vuguely before bhe took up the broom
again. “Yoo'll find her, nll right,” he
added encouragingly.

“Oh, Ward! Thot must be Marthy's
nephew.,  What will be think ™

“Does it matier such a deuce of a
lot what he thinks?' Ward went on
with his interrupted serubbing.

“I'm awfuolly giad be ame, anyway,”
knid Rilly Louise, “I won't bhave to
gtay all nlght now. I was going to™

“In that ense the yvoung wnn is wel-
come us o0 gold mine. Here they ¢come

he and Mew Martha, You'll have to
intréduce me: I hoave never met the
lady." Ward hoastily retorned the mop
to It corner, rolled down his sleeves
and pleked up bis glaves, ‘Then
stepned ontedde apd walted beslile Billy |
Lotise, looking not in the least like
man who has Just wiped o lof of dishes
and serublied o floor,

The nephew, striding along behinAd
Marthy and showing head and shoul-
ders above her, seemed not to resent
any little mischance, puch ag muddy
water flirted upon him from a broom.
He grivned reminiscently as he came
up, shook bands with the two of then
and ditd not let his glance dwell too
lang or too often upon Billy Loulse nop
too briefly upon Ward.

When Ward went to the stable after
Blua hall an hour later Oharlle Fox
went with him, His manner when they
were nlone was different, not so exub-
erantly cheerful--more frank and prac-
tical,

he

| were reasong why this partioniar sub-

“Honest, it flooced me completely to
see what that poor old womnn hag been
up against down here,” he told Warren,
stulling tobucco into a silver rimmed
briar plpe while Ward saddled Blue,
“1 don't know a deuce of a lot about
this ravch game, but If that old lndy
enan put it across 1 guess 1 ean wabble
along somehow. Too bad the old man
coshedd In Just now, but Avnt Martha
a8 good ns told me he wasn't much
foree, so maybe I can play n lone hand
here a8 ensy as I could have done with
him,"

Afterward, when Ward thought it
over, he remembered gratefully that
Charlie Pox had refrained from at-

teipling any discussion of Billy Louise
or from adking any questions even re-

men o appreciate the taotful sllences
of the strapger, and when Billy Lonlse

*'m Jooking for Juson Mellke's ranch,” | Denbew wis golog to be a success Ward

muder her skirls and continued to stare
unbly. Ward, glaneing at her from
the corner of his oyes, stepped consid

Caught Up a Pall of Water and
Sloshed It on the Floor.

fately between her and the stranger
% that his broad shoulders qélte hid
br from the mun's curious stare,
FYou've struck the right place” he
#d calmly, “This is it.” He pleked
| another pail of water and sloshed it
hon the wet floor to riose off the mud,
| h—Mrs. Mellke in?' One could
ML accuse the young man of craning,
U he cortainly 41d try to get another
Smpas of the persun on the table and
ded becavse of Ward, _

iBbe's down In the meadow,” Blly

p Iurmured,

he's down 1o the meadow,” Ward
heated (o the bespatiorsd young man,
Just go dowa past the stable and

.

N

W

Billy Lonise tucked her fect farther | (410 not feel like Qualitying the verdiot,

CHAPTER IV,
The Mystery of the Missing. |
HEN Charlle ™ox rode down to
the Wolverine & month or so

Inter, tled his horse under the
shed and came up to the eabln as
thouzh he knew of no better place in
all the world ; whon he greeted *“mom-
a4 though she were something
precious In s slght and talked with
her phout the things she wis most in-
terested In and actually made her feol
ns If he were lmmensely interested al-
80, Billy Loulse slmply ecould not hielp
adumiring him and Hiiog Wim for his
frank good nature and his kindness,
slie bad pever before met & mun jnst
lika Charlle Fox, thongh she had known
many who were what Ward once called
“parlor broke."”

It was not antil Charlie wga
that he gave Rilly Lonise ¢ h that
hig errand was not yot necompRitied.
Bhe walked down with Iim to where |
his horge was tied and so gave him a
bloom against the dull brown of the
chunce (o spenk what was in his mind,

*Yon Enow, I hate to wention lttle
worrles before your mother,” he sald.
“Those pathetle eyes of hers make me
ashawed to bother boer with a thing.
But I am worried, Mlss Loulse, 1 came
over to usk you If you've seen anything
of four calves of ours. 1 know yon
ride a good deal throngh the hills
They dissppeared 8 week ago, and |
can’t find any trace of them. 1've been
looking all through the hills, but 1 can't
locate them."

Billy Loulse had not seen them, el-
ther, and she begged for particulars
"1 don't see how they could get away
from your cove,” she sald, “unless your
bars were down,”

“I'he bars were all fight. It was lust

mie*

2|

Priday, 1 thiok, J'mn pot sure. They
were iu the little meadow above tho
house, you see, 1 was away that nlght,
and Avot Martha Is & Htle bhard of
hearing. 8he wouldn't hear aoything

1

unless there were conslderable nolse
| I ening bome the next forenoon-1 was
over 0 Beaback's--and the Lars were

LB sav: VMY e Wl

| SOlnetimes,

in place theu. Auut Martha Led uot|

———

been up the gorge nor had any one
come to the ranch while I was gone
8o you see, Miss Louise, here's n very
pretty mystery.”

“You think they were driven off,
don't you?" Bllly Loulse asked a ques.
tion with the words and mnde a state-
ment of It with ber tone, which wae a
trick of hers.

Charlle Fox shook his hend, but s
eyea did not complete the denial. “Misa
Loulse, I'd work every other theory to
denth before 1'd admit that possibillty.
I don’'t know ull of my nelghbora so
very well, but I shonld hesitate a long,
long time—"

“It needn't have been a nelghbor,
There are lots of strange men passing
through the country. DId you look for
tracks ™

“1 did not, 1 didn't want to admit
that possibility. 1 decline to admit it
now." The chin of Charlle Fox squar-
ed perceptibly, so that Billie Louise
caooght a filont resemblance to Marthy
in hig face. "I enw o man accused of
a theft once,” he sald, “The evidence
wag—or geemed—abuolutely unassalla-
ble. And afterward he wag exonerat-
ol completely, It wng just a horrvible
mistike. Bot bhe left school under a
clound. His life was rined by the
biunder, T'd bave to know nbsolutely
before 1'd accuse any one of steallul
those enlves, Miss Loulse. 1'd have to
see them in n man's corral, with his

brogd on them—I believe that's the
way it's done out here—and even
then—"

“Where huve you looked?' There

Ject was painfal to Billy Louise. “And
you sure they didn't get out of
that pasture and wander on down the
Cove, nmong all those willows? It's a
perfect jungle away down, Are you
sure chey aren't with the rest of the

ire

S

——
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and all aroumd, And I'll
lookout for the cnlves

Many men wanld have objected to
the unconsciong patronige of her tone.
That Charlle Fox did not, but accept-
ed the spirit of helpfulness in ber
words, lifted him out of the small na-
tured clugs,

“It's awfully good of yon,” he mald.
“Youn know a lot more about the bovine
nature than 1 do, for all I put in every
spare minute stodying the subject. I'm
tnking four different stock Journals
now, Miss Louise. I'll bet | know a lot
more abont the different strains of va-
rioue breeds than you deo, Miss Cattle
Queen. But I'm beginning to see that
we only know what we learn by ex-
perience. I've a new book on the sub-
Ject of heredity of the cattle, 1'm go-
Ing home nud see If Heabeck hasn't
stnmbled wpon a stranin that can be
traced back to your native mountain
slicep.”

Billy Lonise laughed and said good-
by and stood leaning over the gate
watching him as he zlgzagged up the
hill, stopping hiz horse often to breathe.
She began to wonder, then, nabout those
calves, Vented ond not rebranded,
they would be easy gnme for any man
who first got hix own brand on them
She meant to get n description of thein
when she saw Charlle again—it waos
Hke his Ionocence to forget the most
essentinl detrlls—aud she mennt to
keep her eyes open., If Chafie were
right nbont the ealves not belng any-

keep a good

cattle? 1 don't see how they could
icave the Cove onless they were driv-
e out.”

“Nes, I thought of that—strange as it |
may seem.” Charlle's voice wun nnof-
fended. On the contrary, he geemed
glad that she took 80 keen an interest
in bis afMalrs. It hog been a week,
yon know, since they flew the coop. 1
did hunt every foot of that Cove twice
over. I drove every hoof of gtock up
and corraled them and made sure these
four were not in the herd. Then 1
hunted through every inch of that wil-
low jungle and all along the bloff and
the river, Miss Louise, I put in three
daye at It, from suncigse till it was too
dark to see. Then I began riding out-
gide, There isn't a trace of them any-
where. 1 had just bought them from
Beabeck, you know. - 1 drove them
home, and because they were tired,
und so was I, 1 Just left them in that
upper meadow as I came down the
gorge. 1 hadn't branded them yet. 1—
1 know I've made an awful boteh of
the thing, Mlsa Loulse," he confesged,
turning toward her with an honest dis-
tress and a sell-tlaying humility in his
eyea that wiped from Bllly Loulse's
mind any Inciplent tendency toward
contempt. “But you see I'm green ot
this ranch game. Aud I pever drenmed
those calves weren't perfectly safe io
there. The fence wans new and sirong,
and the bars are absolutely bars to any |
stock larger than a rahbit.

“1 huate to bother you with this, and
1 don't want you to think I have come
whiniig for sympathy,"” be said after
a minute of moody sllence. “But, see-
ing they were not Lranded yet—with
our brand—1 thought perhaps you had
run across them and pald no attention,
thinking they belonged to Seabeck”

Billy Loulse smiled a little to herself.
If he had not been quite ao “green at
the rauch gome" he would hive men-
tioned brands at first as (he most im.
portant polnt lusicad of tacking on the
information casually after ten minutes
of other lesa vital detalls

“Were they vented?” she asked, sup-
pressiug the smile so that it wus mere-
iy a twiich of the lips which might
wenn anything.

“I—yes, I think they were. Tuat's
what you call It when the former own-
er puta his brand in a differcat place
to show thut his ownership has censed,
lan't It? Heabeck puts his brand up-
slidle down''-

“I know Beabeck's vent,” Bllly Loulse
cnl in. There wns no need of letting
such n fine fellow display more ig-
norance on the subject. “And I should
have noticed it If I had seen four
calves vented fresh and not rebranded,
Why In the world didn't you stick your
brand on at the same time?" RBily
Lonise was losiug patlence with his
Eroenness.

“I didp’t have my bravding iron with
me,"” Charlie answerad humbly, "1
have done that befors. when I bought
those other cows and calves, I1—"

“You'd better paclk your iron pext
time," she retorted. “If yon cau't get
& little bunch of calves ten miles with.
out losing them—"

“But you must understand 1 ald, 1
took them home and turned them luto
the Cove, 1 know—I'm an awful chuomp
ut this*

“The calves miay not be absolotely
lost, you know, Why, 1 lost a big
steer last spring and never found bim

HIL 1T was going to eell a few head. |

Then he turned up, the biggest nnd fat-
test one Io the bunch, You can't tell. |
They got themselves in queer places
I'tl evme over tomorrow

“If You'll Let Down the Bars, Mr. Fox,
I'll Hit the Trail”

where In the cove, then they had been
driven out of it, stolen. Billy Loulse
turned dejectedly away from the fence
and went down to a shady nook by the
creek, where ghe had always llked to
do her worrylng and hard thinking.

The next day she rode early to the
Cove and learned some things from
Marthy which she had not gleaned
from Charlle. She learned that two of
the calves were n deep red except for a
wide, white strip on the nose of one
and white hind fert on the other; that
another was spotted on the hindquar-
ters and that the fourth was white,
with large, red blotches., 8She had
known cattle all her life, She wonld
know these If she snw them anywhere.

She nlso discovered for herself thar
they could not have broken out of that
pustore and thpt the river bank was
Impassable because of high, thick bush-
¢s and miry mud in the open spaces.
Hhe had a fight with Blue over these
lntter pluces and demounstrated beyond
doubt that they were miry by getting
him io to the kuees in spite of his vio-
lent objectlons. ‘They left deep tracks
belind them when they got out. The
calves had not goue luvestlgating the
bank, for there was not a trace any-
where, and the bluff was anbsolutely
unscalable. Billy Loulse herself wonld
have felt doubtful of climbing out that
way. The gray rim rock stood stealght
and high at the top, with never a crev-
ive, so far as slie could see, and the
porge was barred so that it wos Im-
posalble to go that way without lifting
heavy poles out of deep sockets and
sliding them to one side.

“I've got an idea nbout a gate here,”
Charlle conflded suddenly. “There
won't be any more mysteries lke this.
I'm going to fix a swinging gate in
pluce of these burs, Miss Louise, 1
shall have it swisg uphill ke this,
nnd I'll have a welght arranged so that
it will always close liself if one |s care-
less enough to ride on and leave it
oper. 1 bave it all worked out tn my
olleged brain. 1 shall do it right away
too. Aunt Marthy is rather npervous
about this gorge now. Every eveuing
she walka up here herself to make sure
the bars are closed."”

“You may as well make up your
mind to it,” sald Billy Loulse frrele
vantly In & tone of ab=olute certainty.
“Those calves were driven out of the
gorge. That menns stolen. You needu’t
accuse mny one iu purticular. 1 dom't
sappose you could. Hut they were
stolen.”

Charlie frowned and glanced up spec-
ulatively at the blufl's rim,

“Oh, your mountain sheep theory is
no good," Bllly Loulse giggled. “1
doubt if a lzard even would try to
leave the Cove over the blaff,” which
certainly was a sweeping statement
when you consider a lizard's babita
A mountain sheep couldn't anyway."”

*“They're hummers to ellmb—"

“But calves are not, Mr. Fox. Not
like that. You know yourself they were
gtolen, Why not adanit it 3"

“Would that do sany good—hbring
them back? he countered, looking up
at her,

“N-o, but I do hate to see a person
doliberately shut Lis eyes in froot of a
fact, We may as well ndmit to oue-

'y

‘T I cun and take g lgok gt thet pastyre | selves that there I8 & rustler in the

v e

eutintry. ‘I'hen we can look ovut for
him.*”

Charlle’'s ayes had the troubled look.
“1 hate to think that. Aunt Martha
Insists that is what we are up against,
but—"

“Well, she knows more about It than
You do, belleve me. 1f you'll let down
the bars, Mr. Fox, I'Il hit the trail,
and If 1 find out anything 1I'll let you
know at once.”

When she rode over the bleak up-
innd she caught herself wishing that
ahe might talk the thing over with
Ward. He would know just what
ought to be done. But winter was com.
Ing, and she wonld drive her stock
down Into the fields she had ready,
They would be safe there surely. Still,
she wighed Ward would come. Bhe
wanted to talk it over with n man who
understood and who knew more about
such things than she did.

The fate of the four helfer calves be
came permanently wrapped in the
blank fog of mystery. Billy Loulse
watehed for them when ghe rode out In
the hills and spent a good deal of time
herctofore given over to dreaming in
trying to solve the riddle of their dis-
t ppearance, Charlle ‘Fox Insisted npon
keeping to the theory that they had
merely strayed. Marthy grombled
sometimes over the loss, and Ward—
well, Ward did not put In an appear
ance again that fall or winter and se¢
did not hear of the incldent.

CHAPTER V.

The Little Devils of Doubt.
HE spring had come, and Wolver

T ine canyon, with the snn ahining

down aslant into its depths, was
n picturesque gash in the hills, wild
enongh In all consclence, but to the
normal person not in the least degree
gloomy, The jutting crags were sun-
lit and warm. The cherry thickets
whispered in a light breeze and shel-
tered birds that gang In perfect con-
tent. Not a gloomy place surely when

gpell upon the land,
Blly Loulse, however, did not re-
spond to the eanyon's enticements. She

{ brooded over her own discourngements |

| nnd the tantalizing little pwzzles which
somehow would not lend themselves to
any convinelng solution., She was In
thnt condition of npervous depression
where ghe saw her finest cows dead by
bloat in the alfalfa meadows—and how
would she pay that maclinery note
then? Bhe saw John Pringle calling
tmexpectedly and insistently for his
“time,” and where would she find an-
other man whom she conld trust out
of her sight? John Pringle was slow,
and he was stonpld and growled at poor
Phoebe till Dilly Lonise wanted to
shake blm, but he was “steady.” aud
that one virtue covers, many a man's
faults and keeps him drawing wages
regularly. ’

Her mother bad been more and more
inclined to worry as the hot weather
came on, Lately her anxlety over
small things had ratber got upon the
nerves of Billy ILouise. She felt il
‘used and downhearted and as if noth-
ing mattered much anyway. She pass-
ed her cave with a mere glance and
scowl for the memories of golden days
in her lonely childhood that clung
around it.

She was in this particularly dissatls-
fled mood when she rode out of the
canyon at lts gpper end, where the
hills folded softly down Into grassy
yalieys where her cattle loved best to
gruze. Since the grass had started In
the spring she had kept her little herd
up bere among the lower hills, and by
riding along the bigher ridges every
duy or so and turning back o wander.
ing anfmnal now and then she had held
them In a comparatively small area,
where they would be easlly gathered in

of Marthy's, And there wae a big roan
over on Snake river. Bllly Loulse
knew them all, 08 a housewife knows
her flock of chickens, and If she missed
seelng certaln leaders In the scattered
groups she rode untfl she found them.
Two old cows and one big ped steer
that seewed always to have a follow-
ing wore bells that tinkled pleasant
little sounds In the alder thickets along
the creek as she passed by.

She rode up the long ridge which
gave ber a wide view of the surround-

stared moodily at the familiar, shadow
splotched expanse of high plled ridges,
with deep, green valleys and deeper
hued canyons between Bhe
them, every one, But today they fail-
ed to steep her senses in that deep con-
tent with Iife which only the great out-

how satlsfyiug 18 the droft and how
soothing,

——
—

Billy Loulse becomes wvery
wmuch discouraged over the state
of famlily financea. She hears
and seea things that make her
doubt Ward.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Crepes and Pongess.

Crepe de chine, in spite of its name,
does not come from China but from
Japan, Italy and Frapce, There are no
factories for making silk plece goods
in China, all the weaving belng done
by hand.  With the exception of pons
gees, the products of the Chinese looms
are not popular abroad, except In
Oriental countries, belng too heavy,
although the patterns are wanderfully
beautiful sod tha colors exceedingly
rich,

‘The ponfees are woven lo the bomes
of the peasants, and as they come from
rinny looms no two pleces are ever exe
aetly awllke In welght, flucness, color
und texture, The Shantungs come from
le Liutang district, aud thé Naushal
from e Nighal

loved |

doors can glve to one who has learned |

e = ————

SHOULD RELY ON ARCHITECT

Common Sense Owner Will Make Ne
Suggestions Within Provinee of
Expert, It Is Ascerted.

Architects face severnl hurd prots
lems in the construction of u house for
a new owner, "The Intter belloves that
sinee the wmoney which pays for the
house 18 his he mu=t be glven the lib-
erty to deelure what builder is to gel
the job after all blds are in, The
owner forgets that the architect knows
mwore about hullding than he; that he
18 an expert in that Hne amd for thu
reason the owner has hired dm., The
common sgense owner makes no sug-
gestiong within the provinee of the
architect, but relleg on e Judgoent,
Should the owner be allowed his own
wny, he would oftenthines get into hot
wuter, says an exchange.

Naturally the owner in awarding the
contrnct would seleet the lowest iyd-
dor heenuse he 18 the lowest bidder
The lowest bldder may not be of suf-
ficlent finaneial means to meet obligu-
tionsg In case he s given the contract,
and mechanies” Hens tie up the con-

the fall. A few head of Beabeck's stock |
Lhind wandered in among hers and somae |

steer that bore the brand of Johnson, |

\f_\l,ng :\[’an"l"il:l.’l in
| ment Is often forgotten, and

struction of the house, wmaking the
owner the loser smd not the builder.
The architect, who probubly knows

the huitliler is not the proper man to
build the bouse, advises agalnst him,
In this way the architect protects his
¢lient becnuse Ly of his
work, is able to diserimicate belween
the unscrupulous and the scrupulous
bullders, and the financially-fited and

ne, reason

| the peace of a sunny morning lald its | ihe builder with weak finuneoes.

|AMERICA 15 MAKING TILES

Decorations in Spanish, Moorish and
Other Decigns of Past Centuries
Add to Beauty of Homes.

In this conntry the making of tiles
has been tuken up with enthusiasm Ly
potters, The vary greatly in
nugd te showing Spanish,
Maoarish, German, old English and oth-
designs,  The Interesting wny in
which they may be used to decornte n
odern facade is shown In 4 house
iy Nineteenth street, New York city.
The tiles are set oft with espeeial re-
finement and brilligzoney by the rongh

rement background,

The large panel over the door Ig of
n plexsing, medium blue color, and the
decoration s of a peacock, the whole
panel heing in four parts” These wore

stylos

color siure,

Lid o

taken from the Basillen of St. Apollin--

arls at Ravenna, Around it Is a horder
of tiling and cement and the =M
tiles which ornament the ground showe
two swastiln forms.

One of these is copled from a T
it Tyro, the other copled from one ex
savated at Persepolie.  This doorway
Is forther enhanced by larpe gonles
pots, one on elther side. These
made of the same materinls, a gray,
negative conerete, with tfles of his
torle design In Jdall greens and Llues
and browns imbedded in the material
f the vage. The tulip design on one
ol thes Is eighteenth contury
German,

fire

VISR

Mistakes in Drainage.

It hes heen learned by experience
@ well as by experimental Investiga-
tion that the influenee of a tile drain
in removing witer from soll of uni-
form charneter is Increpsed by low.
ering the drenin. A draln lald at a con-
siderable depth along one side of a
road s better thun two deains at less
depth, one on vach slde of the ropd.
provided the soll 18 of o uniform
character.  Unfortunately, this aguali-
the general

a single

Hiinte

line of tile is Inld along one skde of

| n rond where the eonditions ave such

ing hills and stopped Blue, while she |

that it cnnnot possibly perform the e

sired work. In n enb=oll which chpre s
from sand to a compact, falrly Iraper
vious clay at six feet, It would be un

wise to Install drains deeper than s
feet, for otherwise they would !
materinl yvielding very little water, and

! i1h

might even prove less effective than
dralns laid at the level of the clay
surface.

Evrors In Finish.

Prospective bullders shonld plan o
muke thelr dwelling not o mere houge,
but a home, Indifferent looking rim
shonld be svolded. Color in wool
work, whether stulned, ennmeled or
paninted, i8 the keynote of taste is
homelike rooms,  Dalotiness, wurmth
of tone and artistie effect are totally
dependent ppon the kind of wood on
whirh the deslred color gcheme is car-
rled out.

Greenwich Village.

For the benefit of ont-of-town tours
Ists, 1 may explain that Greenwich
village Is situnted at the crossronds
of Fourth and Tenth streets, [T I8
Inhabited by Bohemians who nre try-
Ing to live us though they were In &
Russlan povel. Thelr diet consists of
trufes and thelr chief in
running pluyhouses too small to hold

Industry

any nudlence.~E. E. Slosson in the
New York Independent.
Order in the Garden.
All strong dr striking features In
parden should he at some distanes

from the residence and from each oth
pr, 80 that ench shall he u of
Interest for that partdentur part of the
garden, Never have a clutter of such
things, elther about the bouse or elsa
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