FARM AND DAIRY

JML not fer sorrow falter not
But onward, upward till the

for sin,
goal ye win.—F. A. Kemble

Heads and Hearts

cEy
HE impossibility of putting an
T old head upon young shoulders
forms the substance of ome ot
our most popular and ponderous plati-
tudes; whereas it is really a matter
for simple and unalloyed thanksgiv-
Less cheerful fs it to reflect
in these days of civilization,
. microbes, and absurd head-
gear, many & pair of young shoulders
is doomed to bear a head that might
serve as an advertisement of the
scythe as used by Time himself. Bald-
ness, like- poverty, is mo crime, but
like poverty, it is & hard punishment
So, at least, thought Willy Preston as
he turned from the glass and, lighting
a clgarette, begua to pace the floor of
bis elegantly furnished bedroom

Half an hour ago he had consulted
a great speclalist During the past
three years he had consulted many
specialists reputed to be great, and
had tried innumerable specifics de-
clared to be infallible. But the great
specialist had done what none of the
other speclalists, what none of the
specifics, had succeeded in doing: he
had caused Willy to abandon hope. In
a cool, unemotional voice he bad ad-
vised the young man to purchase &
had left his
presence even sadder than he had en-
tered, and poorer by five gulneas.

A wig at twenty=ix! Willy rebelled
at the thought. Endowed with thous-
ands a year, yet unable to purchase &
single hair of his own! He realized,
as he had never realized before, that
money could not buy everything His

sensitiveness was extreme 1t had
been wretched to be bald as an egk.
but would it be any less Wi tehed to

know that his infirmity was covered
by artificial means? He pondered thn
question deeply and bitterly. He
thought of his friends—the men at
the clubs, the girls he knew. Already,
in imagination, he heard their amused
remarks and saw their emiles. It
made little difference that such re-
marks and smiles would not be In-
tended for his ears and eyes He had
enough faith in his fellows to belleve
that mone would even hint at the
transformation in his appearance Baut
how could they help talking about 1t
with- laughter or— worse—pity? No!
he would be bald to the end

Winter was approaching Could he
endure another winter like the last
three. His head was as senaitive as
his heart. In cold weather he could
not raise his hat to a lady without im-
mediately emitting & loud and violent
sneeze. Did the lady stop, it was &
full minute ere he could answer her
greetings. What a ridiculous figure
he must have cut, on more occasions
than he cow)d remember, though, to
be sure, he remembersd more than
enough! Of course, you will say that
this young man need not o exnosed
his Infirmity more than wa absolutely
pecessary. But Willy Preston was not
built for & recluse, even in & moderats
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and when he chanced to forget his
affliction he was voted delightful com-
pany by men and women. For an hour
or two, perhaps, he would be the Lfe
of & party; then suddenly he worid
become aware, or imagine himself
aware, of sundry eyes fixed on that
which he sometimes ruefully termed
his Sahara; he would flush momen-
tarily, struggle bravely for = littie
while, and finally relapse into a sta'>
of depression that lasted for the re

“No. For—er— everyday
Simpson.”

The admirable Simpson's counten-
ance expressed nothing. “1 should
think Jenkinson, in Albemarle Stroet,
would be reliable, sir," he sald,

“I have been advised by my doctor
to wear & wig" said Mr. Preston, with
& wan smile,

“Yery good, sir,” Simpson gravely
replied.

“80 1 think you might go round to
the shop you have mentioned, and ask
them to send someone here at once
to—er—well, to send someone here at
once.” .

“Very good, sir” And the invalu-
able Simpson departed.

“1 suppose he's having a good
jaugh,” thought his unhappy m
“There's something 3o absurd about &
wig, though I don't see wh e
should be. It's no worse than Lhe eye
glasses and false teeth that will g
and grin at it. Oh, confound it all! 1
needn't be so touchy.” '

..

Preston paid forty guin:

and then decided that he

for a wig,
could never

bring himself to don it The weather
was Ily mild for b
everybody was saying, which ought to

have made !°r. Preston prepare for &
change. The change caught him one
afternoon while strolling down New
pond Street. He was peculiar'y alive
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mainder of the afternoon or evening
Now, haltiug before the mirror, he
surveyed his head, as he had surveyed
it too often in the past, when, after
or the of some

to cold. “Wow!" he said, suddenly, un-
der his breath, and increased his pace,
Presently he glowing mildly and
feeling satisfied with life in genoral
Opposite Long's Hotel he met the

lotion or other, he was wont to search
opefully for some change, however
slight, on the barren expanse. But to-
day there was no hope in his gaze—
only a sorrowful question. Would it
not be better, after all, to wear a wig?
he asked his reflection. A wig might
after all, be but a nine days' wonder
People would soon forget that Willy
Preston wore a wig. Ah, but—would
they? There was an elderly gentle-
man in one of his clubs who had worn
a wig for thirty years, and half the
members still referred to him in his
absence as “Wiggy" And yet—
those awful, sudden sneezes in pubdlic
places!

Mr. Preston
brushes, and flung
under the bed

“You're as much good to
gramophone to a deaf mute!”

S0 saying he passed into his sitting-
room, and there rang the bell for his

his hair
savagely

snatched up
them

me As A

man.
“Simpson,” he sald, endeavoring to
iy, and falling signally,

way of He was

sociable. Moreover, people Hiked him,
and liked him quite apart from his
money; he was asked evervwhere,

now who

prettiest - girl in London—in hix
opinion at any rate—Miss Dorothy
Fremery, He ralsed his hat. She

stopped.

“Oh, Mr, Preston” she begin, “I
wonder if you could help—""

He snatched forth his handkerchief
and sneezed, and sneezed, and snoezed

“What & dreadful cold!" she ro
marked sympathetically enough. But
to the unhappy young man It soemad
that she made haste to bring her con
versation to a close. “You really
ought to do something for that cold,
Mr. Prestoi she sald, holding ou*
her hand. “Grandpa has got one just
the same. I'm going to buy him &
cap for woaring In the house Good
bye, and thank you o much for tak
ing tickets for the concert.”

“Gooddye,” sald Willy, dejectedly
ralsing his hat, with the same result
as before,

For the next four days he remained
in his rooms, denying himselt to all
callers, The wig was upon his head
now as well as on his mind. Cradu
ally he realized that it was a comfort
to the former If not to the latter; by

reconciled

also, he .
Tt was certalnly &
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triwmph of the barber's art. Bim; .y
tended it in a roversntinl sort of .y
but never referred to It Only, o1 (hy
ho sald onsunlly:

“What about hats, sir?”

“Hats!” exclaimed Willy, then, o),
of course, Bimpson, you had bette: g

“Very good,

On the afterncon of the fifth iy
Wity summoned all his courage ang
sot out for his favorite club iy
passed soveral acqualntances oi the
way. No doubt they did thelr bet gy
concoal the fact that they noticc|

change; none of them, however wy
ontirely sucoossful, A fow yard: (rog
the door of the club Willy per  jvy
two ladles of his aoquaintan . 4
proaching, Mo dived Into o oo
vonlent oab and drove to (' s
Cross—the first place that ¢ to

his tongue—and back
L]

Tt

off his hat and hung It up in (1
yvoom, Then he squared his sh

e
threw up his chin, and with a ».:,
his  pleasant  boylsh count nane,
marched for the smokeroom hind
him, In the oloakroom, two vousy
men grinned and whisvered  They
had no grodge against Willy T'recto
but they consldered themas the

humorists of the club. T had
visked axpulsion on more thar
caslon,  Within three minu
decided to risk It again. Th
merelos of the wicked are noihing
those of the practical joker

Willy went bravely into the <moks

room, and found several of h ads
in the famfllar corner, Reall that
the situation was as awkwar! for by

s an for himself, he
leave. After all, he had made te
plunge, got over the worst: the net
:;Mlnl would be w much casle

alr,
He sought the oloak-room
han had folt

. foeling
for d
t! th were smiles In v';
smoke.-room, but smiles were natugd
enough In the elrcumatar [
smiled now, softly, as with care
placed hix hat on his head 11 wasm §

quite comtortable at the bk
time ho would got used (o the mw
conditions, Mo nodded choortully iy
one or two members, and I«

The humorists followed ot o

distance,
“Those 1ttle hooks w
spiration,” sald the one
“Hope ho dossn’t take o

the other
Willy 414 not take‘a cab  THavig
gone so far, he was doter ity

through with the matter
aoquaintances  he met,
would his ordeal be comnl
wrowing confdence ho st rallag
Iy forward. Yeu; it was m

Ll

ton of hraying It out for o fow dan
Just then Lady Carrothers v
past In her Daimler <miie

clonsly, and up wont W\

hand
" Mk toaring 1) )
his head Por an Inst h m
dazed.  Porhaps, merc

not hear the gampe of
though he felt them lons
covering his wits, he stuffod
Into his hat, erammed the I
hin eyos, and plunged for 'h
eab.
Noxt morning he quitted Lo
an Indafinite poriod
L)

It was one of those Mar
compel the seyerest erlt
try's woather to helteve

nticipate summer.  Th
sky was pale and unbiemished,
afr stil), yot erisp and sweet A

the valley of the Croo the hill
in all thelr naked majesty, er
wi
up the shou!

young men and women eat,

SR 55 diadtn tan s Bl

0
i
a



