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Bradford had all the ease of bearing
that they instinctively felt belonged to
@ gentleman, but his turnout was be-
yond the pale, and the grooms hesitat-
ed to give it 'the shelter of the pertectly
equipped stable,

Perkins, however, did not hesitate,
and before Bradford could open his lips,
came through the doors that were fasten-
ed wide open, and, with a wave of his
bhand' said, in freezing tones, “Yoa've
oome in the wrong way:; the entrance
gate and ticket booth is below, as the
sign shows.”

‘“I wish to0 see Miss Latham,” said
Bradford, handing his card, and at the
eame time with difficulty suppressing a
violent desire to knock the man down.

‘“Not at home,”” replied immovable
Perkins, wvouchsafing no further informa-
tion.

‘“Then take my card to Mrs. Lathem,’”
thundered Bradford, nettled by his slip
in not asking for both at the first in-
stance, and, as the man still heésitated,
he strode past him through the porch
and into the hall.

As Perkins disappeared threugh . ome
of the many doorways, Bradford stood
stil for a moment before his eyes
focussed to the change of light. The
pillars of the hall that supported the
balcony corridor of the second story
were wreathed with light green vines,
deolicate greem draperies screened the
windows, the pale light coming from
many Japanese lanterns and exquisitely
shaded bronze lamps rather than out-
side. Half a dozen little arbours were
formed by large Japanese umbrellas, umn-
der which tea tables were placed, and
the sweet air of the summer afternoon
was changed and made “suffocatingly
heavy by burning incense.

Of course all this paraphernalia be-
ionged to the festival, and yet Bradford
was not prepared to find Sylvia living
in such daily state as the other sur-
roundings implied. He knew that she
belonged to a prosperous family, but
his entrance to what he supposed would
be, as the name implied, a country cot-
tage, wap a decided shock to him.

He had been drawn irresistibly toward
Sylvia almost from their meeting in the

Horace’s Mother.

fecture room several years before, but
the could hardly allow himself the luxury
of day dreams then, and it was not un-
til his promotion had seemed to him to
Pplace him upon a safe 'footing, that he
had paused long enough to realize how
completely she was woven into all his
thoughts of the future. Now, as he
waited there, a broad gulf, not a cross-
-able river, seemed to stretch before him,
not alone financial but ethical,—a sweep-
ing troublous torrent, the -force of
which he could neither stem mnor even
-explain to himself,—verily the surging
of the Whirlpool at his feet.

Babbling girtish voicées waked him
from his revery, and half & dozen young
figures, disguised in handsomely em-
broidered Japanese costumes and head-
gear, their eyes given the typical
almond-shaped and upward slant by
means of paint and pencil, came down
the stairs, followed a moment later by
a taller figure in still richer robes, and
80 carefully made up by powder and
Paint that at a distance she looked
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little older than the girls. Coming to-
ward Bradford with an expression of
Playful inquiry, she said : “Is this Mr.
Bradford ? I am Mrs. Latham. Did
you wish to see me? TI’ve only a mo-
ment to spare for at three o’clock I lose
my identity and become a Geisha girl.”’

Bradford was embarrassed for a mo-
ment, even quite disconcerted. Why
should he have taken it for granted
that BSylvia had spoken of him, and
that he should he known to her mother?
But such was the case,and he felt bit-
terly humbled.

“T was one of Miss Latham’s instruc-
tors at Rockcliffe two years ago. I

.have returnmed now to spend the wvaca-

tion with my mother, whom perhaps
you know, at Pine Ridge, and finding
that you have come to live here—I—
ventured to call.” If poor Bradford
had desired to be stif and uminterest-
ingly didactic, he could not have suc-
ceeded better.

‘“Ah, yes—Rockcliffe—Sylvia was there
for a couple of years, and will doubt-
less be glad to hear of the place. I
myself never approved of college life for
girls, it makes them so superfor and
offish when they return to society. Even
two years abrmoad have not- put Sylvia
completely at her ease among us again.

‘“We do mot live here; this is merely
a between-season roost, and we leave
again naxt week, s0 I have not met
your mother. The only ‘one of the
name I recollect is an old country egg
woman back somewhere in the hills to-
ward Pine Ridge. You will find Sylvia
at Mrs. Jenks-Smith’s, just above, at
the rose booth. Pardon me if I Yeave
you now, I have so much on my hands
this afternoon.

Thus dismissed, Bradford went out in-
to the light again. He noticed for the
first time that his horse and buggy,
standing unheeded where he left them,
looked strangely out of date, and as
he went down the stéps, the horse turn-
ed his head, and recognizing him, gave
a joyful whinny that caused the grooms
to grim— - He could feel the color rising
to his very eyes, and for a moment he
determined to 'go home without making
any further effort to find Sylvia, and he
felt grateful that his mother. haa de-
clined his invitation to tome with  him
to the festival.

His mother, ‘‘the egg-woman’’ | What
would she have thought of Sylvia’s
mother thus painted and transformed in
name of charity ? He experienced a
thrill of relief at the escape.

As he found himself on the free high-
way omnce more, he faltered. He would
see how Sylvia bore herself in the new
surroundings before he put it all behind
him. This time, he found a bit of
shade and a fence rail for the too
friendly nag, and entering the Jenks-
Smith grounds afoot,. followed the erowd
that was gathering.

The rose garden of five year's well-
trained growth was extremely beautiful,
while the pergola that separated it from
the formal garden of the fountain, and
at the same time served as a gateway
to it, was utilized as the booth where
roses and fanciful boxes of giant straw-
berries were to bhe sold.

Bradford, standing at a little distance,
under an archway, scanned the faces of
the smart married women who bustled
about canvassing, and the young girls
who carelessly gathered the sumptuous
roses into bouquets for the buyers, mak-
ing a great fuss over the thorns as
they did so. Then one tall, white-clad
figure arrested his attention. It was
Sylvia. She handled the flowers lov-
ingly, and was bestowing patient atten-
tion upon a country woman, to whom
these pampered roses were a revelation,
and who wished a bowquet made up of
samples, one of each variety, and not a |
mass all of a color like the bunches
that were arranged in the great baskets.

As Sylvia held the bouquet up for the
woman’s approval, adding a bud here
and there, pausing to breathe its fra-
grance hersel! hefore handing it to the
purchaser, Horace’s courage came back,
She was plainly not a part of the
vortex that surrounded her. He could
not even venture a guess if she eaver

gave him other than a friendly thought;
but a feeling came over him as he stood :
in the deep shade, that some day she
might be flonely and need steadfast :
friendship, and then the opportunity to
serve her would give him the right to
guestion. i

Your Guarantee of Goodness

The name “SALADA? on the sealed lead pack-
ages is your strongest guarantee of all that is
best anc{ most fragrant in tea

—clean, whole leaves—with the delightful flavor
of the fresh leaves brought to your table by the
sealed lead packages. s

BLACK, GREEN OR MIXED :

I want all you farmers to get this fact riveted in your mind : stock—that
the only am’;nals that are paying you a profit are those that are digesfing their feed—
bowels regular every day and absolutely free from worms, - - :

And it is just at this very'time of year when stock are notin that condition, becanse
they are c(iioped up, deprived of exércise and forthe last few months have been on dry
feed, which does not contain the laxatives and tonics souhnndant[y supplied by grass,

Dr. Hess Stock Tonic

Aids Digestion = Makes Stock ll_éa!tlw_ mwm ,

Being both a Doctor of Medicine and a Doétor of Veterinary Seience T formulated
Dr. Hess Stock Tonie to aid digestion, make stock healthy and expel worms,

This scientific, 21-year~old preparation contains highly eoncentrated tonies that
improve the appetite and aid digestion, laxatives for regulating the howels and
vermifuges that expel the worms. .

Remember, it’s the cow in the pink of condition that fills the milk pail, the steerwith
an appetite that lays on fat, the horse that enjoys its dinner that pplls on the bit, the
hog that is healthy and free from worms that gets to be a 200-ponnder in six'months,

Dr. Hess Stock Tonic will positively put your stock in these conditions. Sosmam
I that'it will, that I have authorized your local dealer 1o supply yoi'with enotgh for
all your stock and if it does not do as I claim, return the empty packagesand get yous
money -back. &

Dr. Hess Stock Tonic is never sold by peddlers—only by relidble dealers whont you
know. I save you peddler’s salary and wagon and feam expensés.cas these prices
prove : 25-1b. pail $2.25; 100-1b. sack $7.00. Smaller packages in proportion (duty paid).

If not sold by your dealer, write direct to e

DR. HESS & CLARK, Ashland, Ohio

" Dr. Hess .
Instant Louse Killer

Kills lice on pouliry and all farm stock.
h Tha hoodin, 1 the D et
on the e or,

dust bath, the hens will distribute it.
destroys 'bugs on cucumber, squash
melon vines, cabbage worms, etc., siugson
rose bushes, etc. Comesin handysifﬂn ~tep
cans, 1 Ib. 35¢, 3 Ibs. 8¢ (duty pds I
guarantee it.

Dr. Hess Poultry Pam-a-ce-a

’ A splendid tonic that tones up the dormant
egg organs and keeps the hens scratching
ang happy and laying all through the winter.
Shortens moulting riod and promotes
rapid feather growth. -Nothing better to
make chicks strong and healthy. Chenlp—n
penny’s worth is enough to feed 30 fowl per
day. Sold only by dealers whom yoy know.
Never sold by peddlers. 1% Ibs. 35¢; 5 Ibs.
85¢;25-1b. pail $3.50 (duty paid). Guaranteéd,
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Great Athletic Book loc

hunt or fish? Be sure
DoTEs Sren b

to
< how
ot Wi Biesmice ED SRS Bt
reat opportum or you men. Fine busipess, very . !
Makes you strong, healthyyand"gkﬂlrul. hunter &nd fisherman have this XS

another day without it. Book is fres sand
mrm Everym.y'mhh valu-
mounting for others. Write tode~ and get fras beek. now.

{ Prol. J. W. ELWOOD, Taxidermist. 5031 Efwoed Bhiz, Omzha, Neb.

X k showi
Send 100 o o Py ing freat holds
@ few at this price. Don’t nd at once—today.
Farmer Burns Scheol of Wrestling, 7531 Ramge, Bld., Omaha, Neb.




