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ing fence. Onh, crazed metcor of blood-

 clotted feather and fury; once the
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Crooked Toe

By CHARLES EDWARD HEWITT"

4 o dm—

“pPa!" said Warren "Townsend, be-
tween snuffling gasps, as he ‘cleaned |
up' preparatory for the nvonday meal;s
“thet dratted prize turkey hen we had
shipped from New York stole a nest

1o'eres._in ther bresh. I seen her |
:zin’ in this. forenoon Wwith. ther.!
same ‘haven't done nothin’’ kind o
look Carlo Purp has when he's been
hidin® & \Runc. 1've fixed her,” how-,
somever. The next specklied beauties'll
be sot in ther old iged be'i; ovnless she |
hists her blame caréass over eight toot |
o wire feance.”

'hus ‘mid tangled brier and odorous |
pine, a blue-blvoded offspring of civil-
ization kicked = way into being, midst |
ten &sping, moist cousins of the wild;
in whose sylvan birthplace he had been
unceremoniously placed while yet in-an
embryo stage. of egg-hood. 1t was at |
the very threshold of -his momentous
career that the little brown-mottled
fellow obtained that which distinguish-
ed him henceforth from all his Kind.
and proved in later life such a menace
to his existence. As he rolled out of i
his clinging shell, the great middle toe i
of a wildly gyrating right foot becanie

entangled in a loose thread of adhesive !

shell skin; and during the long strua-
gle for life which ensued (lasting fully
five minutes) the imprisoned member |
wae drawn around outward, the skin
thread then taking a turn about the
right little toe, forming a very effectual |
bind. When the little turkey. was at
last free of his shell, the contorted !
member was still held in its stranae
position, and ere the ‘skin bandage had
worn away. the pliable cartilage had !
set in a perfect semicircle.

This defect in his lower extremity |
troubled Crooked Toe not at all. He
stole upsto.unsuspecting, fijes; crougched
at the matérnal warnings, and ‘yanked
off tender tops of young grass blades
with all the abandon of a truly con-
centrated: -nature.. He could stretch
fully half an~inch- higher than the
largest of his mates, consequently ob-
taining many choice morsels beyond
their reach, and waxed plump and
large during that critical period of: pin-
feather growing, which weeded out five
of the flockis weaklings. A, - fox
pounced upon’ one: other : who foolishly
disobeyed the hen’s warning ‘“putt;”’
8o - the ever-guarding turkey mother
had butf five of the original -eleven to
Jedd before het'proud lord:and.master
at autumn’s first mellowing breath.

In the flock which now gathered to-
gether about the great breasted tom
were some two dozen young of-various
sizes, on whose full-feathered sides of
amher. hue the scunlight glinted as
burnished copper; on all save one;—
whose great blue-black back loomed
even now perceptibly above the leading
tom’s. At once through the initiative
foresight of the denizen of the wild,
the fierce old leader had scented a fu-
ture rival in Crooked Toe; therefore,
giving the .young tom bare space to
feed in peace, so that from a plumd
well-fed bird the youngster soon be- |
came scrawny and ill at ease, never
sure of an unharried moment.

Gi & crisp mornig in late October
the flock had wandered from its ac-
customed haunts to” the rich feedinz-
ground about old Sheldrake—midst

whose whispering, sombre-hued cloak |
gleams many an oasis of crimson and
gold—where wild grape and bittersweet
together extend their offerings of |
orange and purple to the harvest gods,
—and while lagging behind, his heart |
gmouldering with- a slowly igniting |
flame of rebellion, Crooked Toe spied '
a . particularly productive mountain !
vineyard, unnoticed by the others. How '
eagerly he tossed down great clusters ‘
of the luscious fruit; gorged until the !
distended crop would hold no more,
then sank down in the sun’s aolden
w-armth to forget all troubles of spirit
-d flesh in nature’'s sweet balm of
g.2en.

It was not many days later that the |
following conversation took place be-
{ween Farmer Townsend and his son
\/arren: ‘‘Came acrosst an almighty
big turkey track, on ther west side o’
Old Sheldrake, this arternoon,” the eld-
er man said. “Wished ye could win<
him, Warren, Whilst ther new snow
makes good trackin’.” o

“I came on a whole bunch o’ turkey
trails over t'other side o’ Mill Brook
Way, yesterday forenoon,” spoke up
Townsend junior; “led by a whooping
tom, too. Foot stretched three inches,
bar thunder.”

“«Shucks!” returned his father;
“warn't a carcumstance to Old Crook-
ed Toe. His steppers’ll cover four inch-
es o' gravel; or I'll eat my hat. You
watch fer ’em Sonny.. Ther old feller
fergot to cut his nails, and ther right
big toe's growed like a fish hook.”

Thus spread the fate of Crooked Toe,
who had eluded one evil only to bring
unto himself a ten-fold greater. In

his favor, however,- was the wild crea- (I
turc's indomitable fear of man, com- |
bined avith- the. nurtured sagacity of |
genevations of civilization; and many a
time the youthful Townsend lay prone
for hours behind some huge rotting
trunk, guarding & run-away of the bent
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! toed tom, to rise stiff and baffled, all

unknowing of a motionless object with
unblinking cyes watching from yonder
heavily-clad fir.

As spring crept through the valley
and mountain, dispersing the ice king's
horded drifts into the raging torrents
whence they came, each faint blush of
arousing day was heralded from Shel-
drake's sombre side by the challenge
of a mighty gobbler that strutted

! back and forth in the increasing glow,

quivering deflance to the world of
wings. Long of limb and great of
frame, with drooping wattles that swell
from white to purple and purple to
crimson with a tingling charge of bat-
tle gore; he was indeed a noble foe to
ook upon.

From far down the dusky mountain,

. one warm morning in May, came float-

ing to the challenging onc the co¥
“Yonk, yonk” of a love-lorn soft-eyed
poult.

“(obble, sgobble, gobble, sgobble!”
thundered Crooked Toe, - head back
drawn, tail fanned, making way with
long jerking strides toward this sweet
music for which his lonely heart has
been yearning long. “Gobble, gobble,
gobble, gobble!” (“I yaur lord am com-
ing!”’) he roars, and halts a brief sec-
ond, for from below ascends the strid-
ent battle cry of a wild tom. The
glossy barred tail is now flattened, and
the great neck stretches out straight as

the mighty bird skims over bush and
| prostrate trunks. There he stands ¥

the young hen’s side! that hated
persecutor of youth; his amber sides
vibrant with fury; the wicked jet eyes

_shooting forth sparks of potent scorn
- at . this aspirant to the forest throne.

Five paces between they pose as grav-
en images, for one brief instant—then
together hurtle, the impact of their
huge bulks sending many. a feath-
ered mother from her  brooding
sleep in 'screeching terror. Around
and again around’ they pirouette,

rying beak; but you, Copper King,
your neck is too short to gaint a
throttle-hold on this giant son of a
generation of giants. Xyen now your
haughty head, marred by many a
crimson ooze, is bornre resistlessly

down. In a wavering circle you tot- .
ter: silken tassel and shining breast
dragging mire and bramble. Yet hold: ;
Fate has saved you to garnish another

feast.

Grab ther hulkin’ dark un, whilst I nab
ther wild. tom,” comes audibly from
a near-by clump of blueberry, and
though the wary poult has long since
flown, the panting toms, conscious of
naught, save blood, struggle on.
Noiselessly, and almost imperceptibly,

| the dreaded man and his stalwart son

approach the battling ones. Forward
suddenly pitches Crooked Toe, as his
long legs are lifted clear of the ground.
Crack! crack! crack! his mighty vin-
jons beat the tousled tow-head and
blocky shoulders.

“Help me, Pap! He's yankin’ loose!”
young Townsend yells; so, loosing the
smaller bird, the farmer, with his son’s
aid, at last succeeded in securing the
huge gobbler.

“Jumin’ Sally!” ejaculated Towns-
end the elder, mopping his beaded
brow. “The critter’'s a sure ’'nough

devil. Ain’t nothin’ but a yearlin’

l
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tom, neither. But it do beat all, War-
ren, how a pure blood Mammoth
Bronze come to be hikin’ around “this
mountain by hisself.”

“By Cripps! Pap!” Warren exclaim-
ed suddenly, bringing a huge psn
down on his thigh with a resoundins
thwack. “Ye know thet prize turkey
hen from New York laid her fust eex
some’eres in ther bresh, last seed time?
Well! . This .here's thet egg hatched
out, by some tarnation manner.”

“Believe yer right, boy,” exclaimed
the farmer, rubbing his horney hands
together. “And, under those circum-
stances, ther cus is the best blooded
tom in all Vermont; fer we didn’t raise
airy one larst season, on account o'
thet danged fox. We'll trim his off
wing, and leave ’'im inside ther eight
foot wire, along with a couple o’
breeders.”

Ah, Crooked Toe! They whom you s0
craftily evaded during the dreary,
lonely winter season have slung
your mighty weight on their shoulders
at the very threshold of glory. “Snip!”’
and your hope for freedom is in twain.
Twice, thrice, and again your bleeding
head is cruehed against cruel wire. That
was truly a noble skyward leap! But

a useless wing sends you spinning to

spur glancing epur, beaking par- |

|
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“Quick! You. gibbering blatherskite! |

glory of a mountain morn, to sink hat-

fled at last, but not beaten!
“He'll spruce up an’ take notice &
ther galls purty quick,” the farmer re-

marked to his son, some days later, as

tney watched the captive disconsolately
standing in_a far corner of his enclos-

fure. “He's cominencin’ to find corn bet-

ter livin' than acorns, I reckon; and

when some o his cussed wild trainin’
wears off, ther hen'll find th've ketch-!

ed a mighty iinc ladies’ man.”

put the wild “trainin” failed to wear
off. “Yonk! Yonk! Yonk” the viliant
battlecry has changed to ‘Yonk!Yonk”
from rosy dawn to night owl's hoot;
the wild caged thing cries; not quite
alone. as the breeders have been given
a more appreviative spouse. To eat,

sleep and send that plaintive call echo-

ing toward Sheldrake's pine-ciad cr st
is all that remains for Crooked Toe
now; and so the summer, with its ac-
companying moult, passes, and unrec-
koned by captors and captive alike the

mighty wings arc again in their barred

perfection.

“I'll be mighty glad when this ever-
lastin’ ‘Yong! Yonk!" gets done with,
Warren,” said the good wife to her
protector on the afternoon j)receding
Thanksgiving, as the two ruminatively
eyved the big gobbler. “I've heared no-
thin’ but that infernal squak since ther
pesterin’ crittur was fetched.”

“Wall,” drawled the farmer. “He’s
ther only tom thet'll turn their pint-
ers to ther fifty-pound mark this side
o’ Madison Show, I'll bet a cookie,” s0
saying, he strode away to “edge up”
the fatai axe.

1s that the yelp of g far-distant soft-
eyed poult which floats to the listen-
ing exile on this his day of doom?
“Gobble! Gobble! Gobble! Gobble!” he
rumbles the first challenge during his
long desolate confinement. The spell of
silence being broken he strutted back
and forth, uttering his deep toned bat-
tlecry until the golden sun sank behind
Sheldrake's violet i screen.

What is that? Surely those guttural
notes came from nonz of the farm
toms! Crooked Toe, about to enter his
rogsting shed hears the sound and be-
comes as rigid- as stone, .Can’ that be
the hated rival of the wild, once 8o
nearly - conquered, come to mock him
in his helplessness?

Now the enclosure where the big
turkey was confined stood some dis-
stance from the other out-buildings, at
the base of a rocky knoll that jutted
about six inches from the top of the
enclosing wire, and as the shadows
were envoloping all in a dusky cloud
the Copper King followed by his fa-
vorite hen, stepped upon the knoll and
peered down at the captive elbow.

Humilation’s dregs of bitterness in

, bropelling

‘ows below hold reaching

misfortune’s cup renders the prisoner
again meotionless for an instant. But
see! With baleful eye he crouches!For-
sotten is the useless wing! Up! Up! he
comes, beak, claw and beating pinion
upward, and #fMs top is
reached!

Oh! lost lef’s chance! The mocking
foe has sprung to knock you back,
Crooked Toe; and even now the shad-
aring and
waiting axe. “Ah, with lightning side
step learned in youth's parrying, he
evaded the flying amber bolt,and down
to the waiting arms fell the Copper
King.

“This here bent-toed turkey beats all
I ever seen, Pup!” nMttered Townend

_Junior from a cloud of steam, as he

plucked the scalded bird suspended
from the harn door, by the full moon’s
silvery light. “He was durned hard to
git, warn’t a mite o' use as a breeder
ain’t half ther size he looked to be,
and ther triflin’ cuss hed jest larnt at
kilin’ time, thet he’'d grow new wings.
down and dark, ine:eheth gMB 7z;bb
I heered a great scufflin’
twixt sundown and dark, in
ther critter’s yard, an’ hustlin’ in, bv
ginger! thar ther old feller was, walk-
in’ up ther eight foot wire as though it
wa'n’t nothin’ but a stone wall. Luck
was ag'in ’im thet throw, howsomever,
for a fox, or some varmint, skeert 'im
back.”

“Scems like a hoo-doo business from
start to finish,” replied the farmer,
knocking the ashes from his corn cob
pipe. ‘“Mebhy it's his blame club foot
thet’s worked them devil tricks.”

“Here, Carlo Purp; chew up ther
hoo-doo.” said Warren, completing his
task; and the ‘“‘purp” happily “chewed”
—but not the supposed hoo-doo.

“Never knowed a farm turkey taste
8o gamey,” remarkcl Cousin Ed Town-
send, as he smacked his lips over the
juicy brown meat.

«Old Crooked Toe was raised wild,
ye know, Ed,” said the host, between
great mouthfuls.

“Mighty strange,” spoke up Ike
Townsend of South Fork. ‘“As me ani
Jimmy druv around Sheldrake this
mornin’, I ketched sight o’ two tuykey
trails in larst night's sift o’ snow. 3
jumped out tew see which way thev
plinted, out o' cureosity, and blamed
ef one warn’'t a four-inch track with
ther right big toe hookel.”

“Take my advice, Tke, and leave thet

there trail alone,’” put in the bustlinz |

good-wife; it's ther mark o’ ther old
Boy hisself, and ef my teeth warn’t sot
in his meat this instant, I'd say Old
Hooked Claw war a sure ‘nough ha'nt.”

And while they gorged on the flesh of
the Copper King, amid Sheldrake's
whispering -pines Crooked Toe strutted
beside the soft-éyed poult.

LITTLE LEAKS COST U. 3.RAIL-

WAYS $300,

000,000 A YEAR

S —— AT

The railroads of America waste $300,-
000,000 annually through small leakages
in their operations, according to an en-
gineer of repute whe  has analyzed
their methods. In the stopping of these
leaks this enginger sees the solution
of the present problem: and he declares
that there need be no question of cut-
ting wages or raising freight ¢ates if

the railroads would only attend to the |

ceaseless drain of petty . unnecessary
waste on their resources. Moreover he
asserts that there is no necd of the
talk of car famines.

Harrington Emerson, until recently
siandardizing engineer of the Ameri-
can Locomotive Works, New York,
says thess things.

‘Railroad officials,” he said, ‘“have
no conception of the results they could
achieve by endeavoring to bring their
staffs to the highest average of effi-
c¢iency, and the use only of equipment
up to the highest possible standard.

SMALL LEAKS IGNORED.

“Up to the present the chief officials
have been engaged in getting the traf-
fic and moving it within the limits
laid down by the law. Knough atten-
tion has not been given to stopping
small leakages, which, in a great sys-
tem, run into the millions.”

Ag.an illustration of what he meant,
Mr. Emarson tcok the grease-cup on a
locomotive. It is a trifling part of the
engine? To the automobilist, who uses
but on: machine, it matter very Httle
if he pavs $1 or fifty cents for it. But
to the railroad, which needs 30,000 a
vear, a saving of ten cents a cup
means $3,000 mcre for its net earnings.
In the same way small economies in
the manufacture and use of thousands
of parts which a railroad needs in its
daily business mouat up to enormous
sums -

Fuel is, of course, one of the chief
expenses, yet when Mr. Emerson point~
ed out to one of the chief railroads of
the West some extracrdinary fluctua-
tions in their coal records, the only
explanation he could get from the
highest officials wes:

‘Ch, the records are wrong. “‘(».!

never go much by them.”
On another important systcin run-

.

There is no need of any
effect a quick cure it is only neces

Chamberlain’s Gelic,

and

one suffering long with this disease, for to
sary to. take a few doses of

Gholera
Diarrhoea Remedy

In fact, in most cases one dose is sufficient. It never fails and can be

relied upon in the most severe and dangerous cases.

It is equally

valuable for children and is the means of saving the lives of many

children each year. In the world’s history

with greater success.

no medicine has ever met

PRICE THIRTY-FIVE CENTS. |
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ning into Chicagc he was told by the
efficlal in charge that he quite be-
lieved the company Irst at léast a
dollar’s worth of coal on every car it
brought into its yards. As it passed
through the suburbs there was endless
petty pilfering, and it was nobody's
husiness to put a stop to it.
GENERAL LEAKAGE IN FUEL.
“Now, the effect of this is,” said Mr.
Emerson, ‘“‘that no railway today has
any statistics whi¢h will show how
much coal a locomotive ought to con-
sume on a trip and how much it ac-
tually does.

“A locomotive may be held for hours

jon a siding waiting a clear track. No-
. body bothers about the fuel which is

being burned, and without accurate re-
turns and proper standarizations
there is no way of discovering accu-
rately that the delay has cos®the com-
pany in coal alone a very considerable
sum.”

Tools are another source of large ex-
pense to railroads, according to Mr.
Emerson. “Why, in one company,” said
the engineer, “it was thought a great
thing that when the workman decided
he must have a new file he was forczd
to produce the old one.”

The remedy Mr. Emerson has for all

| these troubles is standardization. He

points out that it is impossible for the
higher officials to attend to petty de-
tails. They must, therefore, deiegate
them to their subordinates. He says
one cannot expect a vice-president,
drawing his $10,000 or $15,000 a year, to
give much attention to the make of a
file or lathe needed. He will delegate
such questions to his superintendents
and they will pass them on to their
master mechanie, who will ask the fore-
man's views, until finally a fifty-dollar
a month man has the last word, and
the great railroad is ruled by a fifty-
dolar a month judgment.

Not only would the finances of the
railroads benefit, in Mr. Emerson’s op-
inion, by the instructions of a stand-
ardization of repairs, but the workmen
would be much the better off.

DEVELOPS BETTER WORKMEN.

“In taking up the study of shop effi-
ciency,” he said, “I had a moral as well
as an economical motive. I saw that at
present the  workmen is between the
tyranny of the foreman — a Very real
one, indeed—and the oppression of the
union. If the work is standardized the
actual value of each man is ascertain-
ed. I can tell you precisely what some
of my men were doing at a given hour
three years ago.

“Some of them, I find, are more than
100 per cent. efficient. These I pay at
a higher rate. They are too valuable
for me to let go. I would not let a fore-
man. discharge them, and they will not
leave me at the bidding of a union be-
cause they know they can never get
as much anywhere else. I have found,
and I can produce the testimony of
working men to show it, that by using
the standardizing method, I gradually
build up 2 force of unusually efficient
men and keep them contented at the
came time that I save money for the
company which employs them.”

- *r—
FISH AS TURTLE CATCHERS.

A curious mode of catching turtles
is practiced in the West Indies. It con-
gists in catching a ring and a line to
the tail of a species of sucker fish,
which fs then thrown overboard and
immediateiy makes for the first turtie
he can spy, to which he attaches him-
self. The fisherman then hauls both
turtle and sucking fish in.
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‘Only 75 Men’s 15.00 Imported Tweed Suits,

+ Rodger's Siiver Kuives and Forks, worth $4.25.
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Make It Speak and See It Fy at

Our Saturdey Bargain Sale.

HIS will be the last chance to buy many
of the great offerings we have been
showing. Oaly a few of each line left and

-after Saturday we expect to have our

counters clear for Fall Goods.

MEN'S CLOTHING DEPARTHMENT.

Only 35 dozen Men’s 65c soft front Shirts, Sat. price §
Only 10 dozen Men'’s $1 soft front Shirts, Sat. price
Ouly 25 dozen Men’s 25¢ Black Cashmere Hose,
Saturday price
Only 8 dozen Men's White Overalls, Saturday price
Only 25 dozen Men’s Black Overalls, Saturday rice
Only 15 dozen Men’s 65c White Shirts, Sat. price
Only 25 dczen Men’s 25¢ Ties, . . Saturday price
Only 20 dozen Men’s 25¢ Police Braces, Sat. price
Only 50 Men’s $10.co Canadian Tweed Suits,
Saturday price

o
oo
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Saturday price
Only 60 Men’s 15.00 Black Clay Worsted Suits,
Saturday price
Only 200 pairs Men’s $2.00 Oxford Pauts, Sat. price
Only 100 dozen Men’s self-opening Umbrellag,
: : o Saturday price

O = o O ©
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THE KING HAT will sell for ‘ o
Ladies’ and Gents’ Patent and Oxford Shoes at whole:

~.  sale pricés : . ,
Men’s Light Gray Top Coats‘ from AL $2.98 up
DRY GOODS DEPARTMENT,
LADIES’ COSTUMES MUST GO.

Saturday price $1
Saturday price {
Saturday price {
Saturday price
Saturday price
Saturday price
Saturday price
Saturday price

Ladies’ $30.c0 Costumes, .
Ladies’ 25.00 Costumes, .
Ladies' 20.00 Costumes, .
Ladies' 15.00 Costumes, .
Ladies’ 13.r0 Costumes, .
Ladies’ 7.00 Short Box Coats,
Ladiess 6.00 Short Box Coats,
Ladies” 3.75 Short Box Coats,

Cut Glass and Silverware at Prices That
wone Will Make 1t 60 suvsin

Saturday price $7,
Saturday price §
Saturday price §

3
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$9.0> Silver Water Pitchers, .
7.co Siiver Water Pitchers, .
.00 Cut Glass Water Pitchers, . i

Saturday price

Saturday price

Saturday price

Saturday price

Saturday price

Saturday price

Saturday price

iy SO

Cold Meat Forks, worth $1.25,
Cold Meat Forks, worth 75¢,
Silver Sugar Spoons, worth 75¢,
¢1 oo Butter Knives. . -
ssc Butter Knives, . ’
$1.00 Globe Alarm Clocks,

LADIES’ CLOTHING DEPARTHIENT.

Saturday price
Saturday price
Saturday price
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150 Ladies’ $1.50 Wraprers, .

-5 Ladies’ 2.25 Wash Suits, .
138 Ladies’ 1.25 White Underskirts,

75 Ladies’ 1.00 White Underskirts, Saturday price
200 Lad.es’ .75 White Underskirts, Saturday price
300 Ladies’ Corset Covers, Saturday price {5¢. up.
Iadies’ $1.25 D & A or P C Corsets, Saturday price
Ladies’ 1.00 D & A or P C Corsets, Saturday price
Ladies' .50 D & A or P C Corsets, - Saturday price
Our Special Tape Girdle Corsets, ! ! only
Ladies’ $2.25 All Wool Golf Vests, . Saturday price
Ladies’ 1oo Shawls, . . . Saturday pricz
Ladies’ 2.75 Shawls, . : : Saturday price
300 Shaker Blankets, regular $1.35, . Saturday price

08,

Dock St. and Market Sq.
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