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Cleaning the Silver
HE majority of us have a ten-
dency to regard the ecleaning
of our silverware as quite a
big task, and perhaps some of us set
the duty from one day to an-
other, until finally we get up enough
courage to make a start, Just re
this
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“Winning the Wilderness

+ (Continued from page 14.)

Just before the stage—a covered
wagon drawn by two Indian ponies—
reached the Jacabs House a young
man croased the st:det and entered
the door. Some men are born with a

cently a for

task of rubbing and scouring has
come to our attention through our
United States contemporary Farm
Journal. The euggestion is recom-
mended by themselves and also by
the United States Department of Agri-
culture. Here it ia:

Take a graniteware cooking utensil
deep enough to allow the silverware
to be covered by the solution. The
solution, consisting of a teaspoonful
of baking or washing soda and a like
amount of table salt to each quart of
water, Is next brought to a boil in the
graniteware utensil, and a clean sheet
of aluminum is dropped in. The tar-
nished silverware is then immersed

in the solution &o that it comes in
contact with the sheet of aluminum.
The tarnish will disappear in a few

| seconds. The silverware should then
be removed from the solution, eed,
and dried with a soft cloth; this gives
A satiny finish. If a burnished sur-
face is desired, the silverware must
| from time to time be polished lightly
| with  some abrasive polishing ma-
| terial
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No Strike for Her

daddy left his job today,
Up where the masons climb,
oy The men are out for higher pay
And shorter working time.
They're sworn to stick,
| Nor 1ift a brick
| That comes off from a truck,
| But mother, patient mother, hasn't
| struck.

or sdvanced plagers, Oue lewson weekly.
make everything plain. Only expenss
Be_par day to cover cost of postage and music
'":nu- for PREK bookiet which explains every.
Scheol of Music 76 Lakaside Buibding, Chicage

| our sister Kate is home from her
wELL DRILLING wm | Nice stenographic place
PAYS |'The striking typist girls declare

Own & machine of your own. Cash | | That wages need  brace
o T o paAny tyles and | | She does not please

Write for Slrcular. | To pound the keys
“WILLIAMS BROS., 444 W. State S0, linchs, N.Y For pay she doesn't like,
| But mether in the kitchen doesn’t
—| strike.

@ ’ [And Brother Bill has left his job
’Q | __ At motoring a car
¢ ¢Z O_ | He says the mgpagerial mob

| Pushed tyra too far,

Wl No more he'll make
GI To turn a braké
| He thinks he's ehowing pluck,
————

But ‘mother, weary mother, hasn't
You say that, too — if you want more
" Bagy to learn. - Steady work st o 1y [ stresk

ite Auto-Knitter Hosiery (Canada) | . .

t. 301 ¢ 57 College St., Toronto. | And Unele Biil, who up to date
— — | Has been a dry goods clerk,

This morning at the hour of eight

| Refused to go to work

Are You the Man? | 5o saio 1t “wrong

To toil so long
Where women shoppers hike."

Do you know if there is a s "
special representative of Farm ‘l!ul mm:t;rnln the kitchen doesn't
and Dairy in your district If
not, why don't you grasp the
opportunity? We want one man
in each and every dairy district
in Canada. Are you the man?

If 80, we will not only give you
exclusive territory, but will send
you the names of prospective % |por Ned and Mame and Mike,
subscribers, and in every way ¥|pu: mother in the kitchen dossn't
assist you to get the business. strike.

We know how and we will show
you how. Write us to-day before
oo et e f vl ekt The daily ration in leaves of the

HERE 19 your. district, caterpillar is equal to twice its own
AGENCY DEPT. welght. If a horse were to feed at
the same rate he would have to eat a
Fu-tD.iry' P.lerl;q‘,().t, ton of hay every 24 hours. Frobish
says that a certain flesh feeding larva
will 24 hours, 200 times
its oviginal weight, a parallel to which
DEAL WITH in. the human race would be an infant
) consuming in the first day of its ex-

Farm & Dairy’s Advertisers | frmmn'on e At ds

Her working day bas hours: sixteen,
| _ Outside the undon ranks.
No salary she's ever seen,
Her pay's a careless “Thanks,”
Yet night and day
She slaves away

~—New York World.

that other men must rec
nize everywhere. To this man's quiet,
“Hello, gentlemen,” the crowd re
aponded, almost to a man:
Doctor.

cognized by such greeting, and a place
was given him at once. Only Champ-
ers, the big man, turned away with a
scow!

“Always gets the best of everything,
even to the first chance to get his
mall,” he muttered under his breath

But the mail was soon of secondary
interest to the dealer in real estate.
mtters were of less importance to him

than strangers, and a stranger had reg-
Istered e desk and was waiting
whil rt called out the mail in
the p: e department. Champers
leaned over the shoulders of shorter
men to read the entry in a cramped
little hand, the plain name, “Thomas
Smith, Wilmington, Delawsre.” Then

he looked at the man and d.ew his own
conclusions.

Dr. Carey was standing beside the
letter counter when Todd Stewart
read out, “ Mr. James Shirley,'” and
with a little serutiny— * ‘Southwest of
Carey's  Crossing,’ Anybody here
know Mr. James Shirley?”

The stranger made a hasty step for-
ward, but Dr. Carey had already taken
the letter,

“T'll take care of that for you, Stew-
art,” he sald quietly. And turning, he
looked into the eyes of the stranger.

It was but a glance, and the latter
stepped aside.

Men formed quick judgments on the
frontier. As Carey passed the register
he read the latest entry there, and like
Champers he too drew his own con-
clucions. At the door he turned and
said to Jacobs.

“Tell Bo Peep to have your best
horse ready by one o'clock for a long
ride.”

“All right, Doctor,” Jaubs respond-
ed

Half an hour later the Jacobs Honse
dining room was crowded for the mid.
day meal. Dy natural selection men
fell into their places. Stewart and
Jacobs, with Dr. Carey and Pryor
Gaines, the young minister school
teacher, had a table to themselves. The
other patrons sat at the long board,
while the lttle side table for two was
fMlad today with Champers, the real
estate man, and the latest arrival, Mr,
Thomas Smith, of Wilmington, Dela.
ware

“Who's the man with the dark mns.
tache up there? Thomas Smith ask-

d

o

“Doc Carey,” Champers replied with
a reowl

“You don't seem to need him?
There was a donble meaning in the
query, and Champers ecaught both

“No ways,” he replied.

“Has some influence here? the
stranger asserted rather than ques-
tioned.

“A lot. Has the whole town under
hoodoo, Tt's named for him. He ha:
all the doetoring he ean do and won't
half charge, sd's no other doctorll
come here. That's no way to bufld up
a town. He'd get up at one o'clock in
the morning to doetor a widder's cow.
Now, sure he would, when he knows
even a dead cow’d make business for
the buteher to render up into grease
and the eattle dealer to sell anothe:
ow."

“Not your style of & man then? the
stranger chserved.

“Oh, pshaw, no, but, as 1 say, he's
got the whole country hoodoo'd. No

tice how everybody give him right of
way to get his mail first? Why him?
And bhear him order the best horse?
I'll bet a tree claim in hades right
now that he's off somewhere to doo
for some son of & gun out of cuseed
good will”

“Who 1s this James Shirley whose
mail he seems to look after?™

‘There was a half-tone lowering of
the voloe as Smith pronounced the
name, which was not lost on Champ
ers, whose business was to catch men
at all corners,

“Jim Ehirley lives out in one of the
rich valleys west. Him and a fellow
named Aydelot have some big notions
of things out there. I don’t know the
doc’s claim to control his mafl, but
nobody here would “deny Carey any
danged thing he wanted” Champers
twisted his face in disgust.

“You are In the real estate business
here? Thomas Smith asked after a
pause, as if the subject fell into en

th new lines

” Champers answered ab
sently with eyes alert on the opposite
wall

d like to see you later, Mr—»

“Champers — Darley  Champers,*
and the dealer in land shoved a sofled
card across the table. “Come in any
time. This cold snap will soon be
over and I can show you no end of
land worth a gold mine any time you
are ready. But make it soon. Land's
goin’ faster here'n you Delaware feb
lers think, and"—in a lower volee—
“Doc Carey’s drivin' over it all the
time, and that Jew of a Jacobs ain’t
In business hero on account of no lung
trouble, and his hatred of saloons is
somethin' pisen.”

They finished their meal in silenge
for they had come to an understand
ing. The afternoon was too short and
cold for real estate business to be
brisk, and nobody in Carey’s Cross
ing noted that the front window of
Darley Champer's little office was
covered with a newspaper blind all
the rest of that day, nor did anybody
pay attention to the whereabouts of
the stranger—Mr. Thomas Smih, of
Wi nington, Delaware—during this
sam. time. Nobody, except Joha
Jacobs, of the Jacobs House, whol®
gained his knowledge mosatly by In
stinct; never, at least, by rude inquiry,
He had been up on the roof helping
Bo Peep to fasten the sign over the
door which the wind had torn loose
From this place he could ses sbove
the newspaper screen of the window
across (he street that Champers and
Smith were In a tremendonsly earnest
consuMation. He would have thought
nothing of it had not Champers chano
ed to sight him on the roof and Im
mediately readjusted the newspaper
blind to prevent observation.

“T'll offer to sell Darley a window
shade cheap to-morrow and see how
he bites,” and the little Jewish mer
chant smiled shrewdly at the thought.

Out on the trall that day the snow
lay deeper to the westward, hiding the
wagon ruts. The dead sunfiower
stalks made only a faint black edging
along the white monotony of the way
and semetimes on bleak swells there
were no markings at all. Some dis
tance from Carey’s Crossing a much
heavier snowfall, covering a wide
swath, under which the trails were en-
tirely lost, had wandered in zigsag
lines down from the northwest.

In the early afternoon Dr. Horace
Carey had started west on the surest
horse In the StewartJacobs livery
#table, taking his old-fashioned saddle -
bags with him through force of habit,
and by mid-afternoon was floundering
in the edge of this deeper snowfall,

Nature must have meant Hormee
Carey for the plains, He was of

(Continued on page 'I.l{
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