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Crested Wheatgrass
Fits in Well in Cattle
Ranch in Montana

Bozeman, Sept. 29.—Crested wheat-
grass fits in acinurably with any cattle
ranch set-up in Montana, says Ralph
D. Mercer. extension agronomist at

Montana State College.

Ranchers us areas wnere overgrazed
ranges and shortage of winter feed are
limited factors, will find that a well
planned progra.n of seeding some ac's-

age each year o this hardy 'tooth re-
sistant crop will soon increase he

carrying capacity of the ranch.

Here are some of the things which
Mercer says such a program will do:

, Furnish early spring pasture when the
haystacks are about gone. Furnish calv-

ing pastures which would make possible
a larger calf crop and stronger calves
to turn on the range. Provide breed-
mg pastures where controlled breeding
can be practiced and better results ob-
tained with fewer but better bulls.
Furnish fall grazing, hay or seed as
the set-up may require, and serve as
warm-up pasture where the ranch is on
a cow-calf basis.
In addition crested wheatgrass offers

an opportunity to put back into grass
production range land on which the
graas cover has been reduced and par-
ticularly where military grass has taken
hold, Mercer said.
The agronomist also reminds ranch-

ers that fall is the best time for seed-
ing crested wheatgrass.

COMMENT
(Continued from page 8.)

porated under the laws of that state
alone simply because no other state in
the union would grant a charter that
would extend such privileges as robbing
American people of their homes and
believe it or not up to July 1st of this
Jeer more than 200,000 homes have
been ioreclosed by this corporation and
gentlemen this government of yours
and mine stood idly by and watched
the proceedings go on.

Still it is sacrillgious for the broken,
emaciated water users of this valley to
demand of our Congress what that Con-

gress agreed to furnish them twenty-
five years ago.

Let's look at some facts from an un-
biased standpoint, facts that cannot be
disputed as far as financial returns
from an average 90 acres in the valley
Is concerned.

I feel safe in saying that at Ir..ast 50
per cent of the 80 acre tracts in this
valley could be classed in the upper
brackets as far as production is con-
cerned. From facts gleaned from sev-
eral different farmers in that class I
lave ascertained that their cash income
this year, in view and due exclusively
to a shortage of water, will possibly re-
turn to them $1,000; from that we rill
reduce such expenses as $180 for water
and taxes, $50 for fuel. $150 for running
expenses such as upkeep on machinery,
doctor bills $50, electric lights $38, fire
insurance $5, fences, bridges, mainten-
ance of buildings, $50.

Statistics gathered from the natural
resources committee shows that the
average family numbers five, however
your school enrollment in Lake coun-
ty will show an approximate average of
Mx
Taking into consideration the possible

tact Butt disaster does not overtake
you in any form and considering fur-
ther that no major or minor cotes-
trophies shall enter to break the tran-
quility of your domestication you are
left a small sum of $499 for all future
liabilities throughout the year including
the schooling of four or five children.
Figures don't lie. If you think they

will, contact your bank book and com-
pare your deposits with your disburse-
ments.
I would like to say to you confident-

ly but bear in mind I request you not
to mention that which I am about to
disclose. A friend of mine said to me,
"Sailing, I don't believe you should
mention figures and facts as you have
even though your information be auth-
entic. I think we should keep them to
ourselves."
I ask you, when Christ walked by the

big tree that was not bearing any fruit
even though his followers were en-
hungered to the extent of bitterness
did he say to that fig tree, "Prosper oh
ye fig tree and continue to grow." I
rattier think not; if I remember cor-
rectly he caused it to blight and be
destroyed. The moral:
Why should we sit idly here in the

flathead valley or let me say why have
we sat here over a period of 25 years,
a good many people having hauled Wit -
ter all that time, people who have
watched their crops burn up and their
pastures wither and die, people who
have gone out and dug trees and plant-
ed them on their lawns, people who
have planted orchards and watched
them die—is it because your confidence
in those who have represented you has
been destroyed, is it because you have
been intimidated by those who should
cooperate with you. Why is it I pray you
tell me that the business men of this
valley, your county officials including
your excellent board of county commis-
sioners, are ready to lend their every
Possible assistance in urging the im-
mediate completion of this pumping
Plant, while so many of the water users
seem so indifferent.
I wonder why 5,000 of us water users

didn't wire our President while he was
vacationing In Yellowstone park re-
questing his presence here at a mass
meeting, after all he is only our ser-
vant.
With kindest personal regards to all

water users and taxpayers, bearing mal-
ice towards none, I am yours to corn-
mand.—E. K

THE STORY

CHAPTER I—Brooko Reyburn visits the
once of Jed Stewart. a lawyer, to discuss
the terms of an estate she has Inherited
from Mrs. Mary Amanda Dane. Unwittingly
she overhears Jed talking to Mark Trent. a
nephew of Mrs. Dane who has been di,.
lpherited. Mrs. Dane had lived at Lookout
House, a huge structure on the sea, built
by her father and divided into two, for her

iTstiolg xpeaark's r skietri!n.
hearing her on the radio had invited her to
call and developed • deep affection for her.
Mark discloses that Mrs. Dane had threat.
tined to disinherit him if he married Lola.
from whom he is now divorced. He says he
foes not trust Henri and notilde Jacques,
Mrs. Dane's servants. He says he is not
interested in an offer of Brooke's to share
the estate with him. Jed defends Brooke.
She angrily interrupts them when in dies.
cussing matrimony, Mark says he would
not marry "that schemer."
CHAPTER II—Leaving her departmeb.

store Job, Brooke refuses an offer to "go
stepping" with Jerry Field, • carefree
young man who wants to marry her. At a
family conference she learns she must live
at Lookout House alone, since Lucette her
younger sister who is taking her job, her
brother, Sam, a young playwright, and tier
mother Dian to stay in the city.
CHAPTER III—Jed and Mark are

astounded when they hear from Mrs. Greg.
ory, • family friend, that she had wit.
neltsed a hitherto unknown will with Henri
and Clotilde two weeks before Mrs. Dane
died. Brooke had arrived Just as she was
leaving. Jed suggests that Mark open his
part of Lookout House, get friendly with
Brooke and try to find out about the will.
Jed agrees to stay with him. Mark accepts
Brooke's invitation for • family Thanks.
giving dinner at Lookout. Mrs. Reyburn
announces on Thanksgiving eve that she has
been Invited to England.

She looked at the door which
Mary Amanda Dane had told her
opened into the twin house. Some-
thing uncanny about it. Whenever
she was in the room it drew her
eyes like a magnet. Mark Trent's
house was on the other side. It had
not been lived in for years. What
a waste. Had his wife refused to
live there? His wife? She couldn't
think of him as having had a wife.
Why think of him at all?
She resolutely switched her

thoughts to her surroundings. This
was the same room in which she
had first seen Mrs. Dane in her
wheel chair, but how different. Then
it had been drab and heavy; now it
glowed with soft color. She would
never forget the pathos in the wom-
an's eyes as they had met hers,
nor the eagerness of her greeting.
She had registered a passionate
vow to make her lovely and attrac-
tive in appropriate clothes. That
had been her job--then--and a
thrilling job, too, to help women
make the most of their good points.
How Mary Amanda Dane had

fooled her about money. The crip-
pled woman had kept her feet firmly
on the ground when it came to
spending. Planning inexpensive, at-
tractive clothes for her had been an
exciting challenge. She had suc-
ceeded. The frocks had been charm-
ing, and with her drab wardrobe
the invalid had shed much of her
crabbedness. Lovely clothes did
that for a woman. Pity that more
husbands didn't realize the fact.
Now she was gone and had left a
small fortune behind her. Why had
she denied herself so many of the
luxuries of life? Brooke blinked long
wet lashes and said aloud, as she
had said many times since she had
come to live at Lookout House:
"Thank you for everything, Mrs.

Mary Amanda. Thanks billions."
She swallowed the lump which

rose in her throat whenever she
thought of the woman's incredible
kindness. Hardly the time to go
sentimental when at any moment
the family might burst in on her.
They were on their way to spend
Thanksgiving. For the first time
they would see the changes in the
house; she had postponed their com-
ing until it should be in perfect or-
der.
The honk-honk of an automobile

horn outside was followed by voices
singing lustily:
" 'Over the river and through the

wood,
Trot fast, my dapple-gray!
Spring over the ground.
Like a hunting hound
For this is Thanksgivivg day.'"

The gay chorus was followed by
laughter and vociferous cries:

"Whoa there! Stand still, Light-
ning! Whoa!"
Laughing, Brooke dashed for the

front door. It was so like the Hey-
burn family to dramatize its arrival.
In a rush of cold air and excited

greetings she piloted her mother

and sister to the library. The star-
tled parrot shrieked, "Stop! Look!
Listen!"
"Bey, You don't need a burglar

alarm with that announcer. You
ought to loan him to a bank."

Lucette made a gamin face at
the parrot as she slipped out of her
ocelot coat. She dragged off her
hat and patted the swirl of her
dark hair.
Brooke hugged her mother. "It's

wonderful to have you here, Celia
Reyburn, and aren't you devastat-
ing in that eel-gray ensemble!"

"Not as devastating as you are
in that shimmery white, daughter.
It brings out the copper lights in
your hair."
Brooke laughed. "We are like

two diplomats exchanging compli-
ments, the difference Is that ours

Come from the heart. Where's
Sam? Don't tell me Sam isn't corn,
ingl"
Lucette held a lighter to a ciga4

rette with a faint hint of bravado.
"Don't cry, darling. Sam came.

Didn't you recognize his voice sing-
ing as if his little heart would burst
from joy as we approached this
baronial hall? Doubtless he is kiss-
ing his peachy convertible good-
night in your garage. He's crazy
about that coupe you gave him,
Brooke. He has named it,, Light-
ning. And can it go! Who's the tall
gent with the undertaker expression
who pulled our bags from the car as
if he were extracting upper and low-
er molars?"
"Henri. He and his wife, Clotilde,

worked for years for Mrs. Dane.
I kept them on to help me settle.
They take a lot of handling, believe
it or not."
"I believe it. This room looks

like part of a House Beautiful exhib-
it. It's corking."
"Wait till you see the rest of the

house, Lucette. Here's Sam. I
would recognize his bang of a door
if I heard it in Timbuctoo. Wel-
come to Lookout House, Sammy!
It's wonderful that the theater
closed just at this time."
"Yeah! It's all in the point of

view. There are them who think
otherwise. However, I'm not kick-
ing."
He caught Brooke in a bearlike

hug. He kept his arm about her
as he looked around the room.
"Swell joint you've got here. I

like the greenhousey smell from
those plants. Say listen, we've
missed you like the dickens, haven't
we, Mother?"
-We have, Sam." Celia Reyburn

steadied her voice. "We'd better
stop emotionalizing and get ready
for dinner. I have kept house years
enough to know that promptness
at meals helps to keep the home-
maker's life's walk easy."
"You would think of that, Moth-

er. It isn't dinner to night. I planned

Laughing, Brooke Dashed for
the Front Door.

buffet supper, not being sure at
what time my relatives from the big
town would arrive. Come upstairs
and I'll show you your rooms."
A family might get on each oth-

er's nerves, as of course it did at
times, but there was nothing like it,
Brooke concluded fervently, as after
supper on a floor cushion in front
of the library fire she leaned against
her mother's knees.
Perhaps It was because she had

been too absorbed in her own con-
cerns before to notice, but Sam and
Lucette seemed to have grown old-
er, to have changed, seemed also to
have something weighty on their
minds. What was it? What had
happened?
As if she knew what she was

thinking, Lucette burst out nervous-
ly:
"If Sam can stop that nut-munch-

ing marathon, perhaps he'll an-
nounce the latest Reyburn news
flash."
Brooke sat erect. "What news?"

Sam took careful aim at the par-
rot's perch. The nutshell struck Its
bullseye and roused the dozing bird.
"Hell's bells!" he croaked, and

ruffled his feathers.
"Looks as if he were caught in a

typhoon, doesn't he?" The laughter
in Sam's 'voice vanished. "Mother
has been invited to spend the winter
In England with her friend Lady
Jaffrey."
"Sam!" With the exclamation

Brooke was on her feet. "Do You
mean it? How perfectly grand! She
lives in an old castle, doesn't she?"

"Hey, pipe down. Brooke. There's
- -

a nigger in the woodpile. Wait fill
You hear the condition."
"A condition in Lady Jaffrey's in-

vitation, Sam? I can't believe it."
"Be quiet, children. Let me

talk." Arms crossed on the back of
the wing chair in which she had
been sitting, Celia Reyburn faced
her family. Her cheeks were pink;
her eyes, as blue as her son's, were
brilliant with excitement. Sh e
clasped her hands tightly as if to
steady them.
"The chair recognizes the lady

from the big city," Sam encouraged'
with a grin.
"What's the condition, Mother?

Don't you want to go?"
"Very, very much, Brooke, but

I shouldn't enjoy a moment of the
visit if I left your brother and sister
in that apartment alone. Perhaps
I'm a selfish woman, but I would
like to and will go, if my mind is
perfectly at ease about Lucette and
Sam. If they will come here to you,
and if you will have tjagai—"

'Wave them! Mother, don't be
1001iShi I have been rattling around
In this big house like a dried coco-
nut in a shell. Of course I want
them—but will they come?"
"Who's being foolish now?" Lu-

cette flung her cigarette into the
fire. Her cheeks were almost as
red as her painted lips. "Of course
we'll come, Brooke Rayburn. Of
course we'll play ball Mother's way.
Sam and I aren't cold-blooded fish.
If taking to the sticks to be chap-
eroned by big sister will make
Mother's visit happier, we'll settle
down here with bells on. She's
earnettall the fun she can get. She'll
have one grand time and mow those
stiff Britishers down in swaths and
come home Countess Whoosit, or I
miss my guess."
"Lucette!" Celia Reyburn pro-

tested indignantly.
"Don't mind her Mother," Broke

reassured. "By the time you re-
turn your younger daughter
have • acquired all the social
graces—"
"Just a minute! Now I make a

condition. I come only if I keep on
with my job."
"It would mean early and late

commuting, Lucette."
"I've thought that out. In Sam's

convertible we can make it."
"But you and Sam won't be com-

ing down at the same time, end—"
"Don't be so sure, Brooke." Sam

aimed a nutshell at the parrot. "The
theater has closed permanently and
I'm up against one of those simple
economic problems, where's the
next job coming from? I'll go to
New York to see off Mother and
take my play. Now that producers
have begun to sniff around for bar-
gains, I may get my chance."
"Sam—dear—" Brooke attempted

to lighten her dismayed voice. Bad
enough for him to be out of work
without having her turn sob-sister.
"You'll find something. I read the
other day that the theater is on the
up-grade. If you don't—oh, Sam-
my, what a chance for you to write!
Why not give your play a try-out
here? We'll do it for the town's
welfare fund, in the Club House the-
ater. What a chance to try 'Is-
lands Arise' on the dog!"
"News flash! The Reyburns stage

a play!" Lucette cut in.
"Why not?" Brooke persisted ea-

gerly. "Most of the summer homes
are to be kept open during the win-
ter and—Answer the phone, will
you, Sam? Take the message for
me. I've been pestered to death by
tradespeople and insurance agents
wanting to sell me something. Tell
them I'm out of town for the eve-
ning—anything."
The silence of the room was

broken only by the snap and hiss
of the fire as Sam Reyburn put the
receiver of the handset to his ear.
"Hulloa.—Yes.—Miss Rayburn is

out of town for the evening.—Sure,
she'll be back tomorrow.-0h, it is!
—Yes, I'll give her your message.
She'll be pleased purple.—I get
you. I'll tell her. 'Bye!" He laid
the phone on the stand.
"Who was it, Sam? What will

please me purple?" Brooke de-
manded uneasily.
"A party by the name of Trent."
"What did he want?"
"Not much. Only to say that he

accepted your invitation for Thanks-
giving dinner with pleasure."

CHAPTER IV

Brooke noticed Mark Trent's
quick glance about as he entered the
dining-room at Lookout House. She
felt an instant of self-consciousness
as she took the seat against the
variegated yellow background of
tall mimosas and acacias Which
filled a broad bay-window, which
her mother refused with a quick
shake of her head and a smile. She
Immediately forgot herself in pride
of her sporting family. Each one
was so gay, so determined to do his
or her share to make the party a
real festivity. Holidays were hard
days since her father's death, but
always someone who was alone had
been invited to keep the feast with
them. Thinking of others helped
Immeasurably to bridge the sense
of loss, Celia Reyburn argued.

The dinner was a success. Brooke
breathed a little sigh of relief as she
rose from the table. This Thanks-
giving dinner had been the first en-
tertaining in her own home. Of
course the guests had been her fam-
ily and Mark Trent only, but she
had felt pride in having it a SIC-
cess.
As she served coffee from the

massive silver tray in the living-
room, she glanced at Mark Trent
standing before the fire. With his
elbow on the mantel, he was talk-
ing to Celia Reyburn seated MI a

corner bf the couch. The Orchids
he had brought her added the per-
fect touch to her amethyst frock.
Orchids tor her mother, gardenias
for Lucette, and deep fragrant pur-
ple violets for his hostess. He had
said it with flowers. A lavish gen-
tleman. Had Henri turned chalky
as he had announced dinner, or had
she imagined it? He had stared at
Mark Trent as if seeing an unwel-
come apparition.

With a groan of repletion Sam
pulled himself out of a deep chair.
"Boy, let's get out and walk! I

feel like a stuffed, trussed turkey.
Why do we eat so much more on
Thanksgiving? Because we haven't
any sense. Notice that I'm acquir-
ing the analytic method, question
and answer. Anybody here got the
energy to take the shore walk?"

"I'll go with you, Sammy." Celia
Reyburn smiled at her tall son.
"Elaine Jaffrey is a great hiker;
she will probabljr walk me all over
the British Isles. I must get in
practice. Just wait until I change
my shoes."
"Boy, I'm glad we have one spOrt

in the family. I'll bet Lucette has
a heavy date, and is expecting
someone. Coming, Brooke? Com-
ing, Mr. Trent?."
"Mark to you, I hope, Sam. Do

come, Miss Reyburn," Mark Trent
urged. "Ws a grand clay. After
hours of storm, there is enough
wind to make the surf worth look-
ing at."
"Worth looking at" were colorless

words to express the grandeur of
the shore, Brooke thought, as,
standing on a jutting crag, holding
on her beret with one hand, skirts
blowing, she looked down at the
driving current, cold and stealthy
in places, in others foaming and
tossing white-edged green waves
against 'ledges transformed by the
magic of the slanting sun into rud-
dy copper, dark brown in the crev-
ices. Spray, diaphanous as a mist
from a giant atomizer, iridescent
as jeweled malines, shimmered in
the light. Beyond the surf a dozen
lavender winged gulls floated on the
water. An amber green wave out-
lashed its predecessors, hissed,
roared, broke against a ledge, and
showered Brooke with crystal
spray.
"Oh!" Instinctively she clutched

Mark Trent's arm. "It—it took my
breath!"
He drew her back to the path,

pulled out his handkerchief, and
wiped her wet face.
"I should have known better

than to let you stand there."
"It wasn't your fault. I adored

it. It made me feel as if every
inch of me had been electrified.
Why is it that when we are to-
gether I need to be rescued from
difficulties? I want to thank you
for—"
"Please, don't."
She wondered at the embarrassed

fierceness of his voice.
"I taon't. except to add that I

know I owe my life to you. There,
that's over. I prwntse never to
mention it again
Spurred by the stimulating air,

she took her courage in both hands

dallid‘ci.nW'ptoinukingoeywd"apirs. Mary Amanda
lease be friends? I

Dane had any money, really I
didn't, Mr. Trent."
In the instant that she waited for

his answer, sun, sea, the roar of the
surf were blotted out. Only his
straight-gazing eyes meeting hers
were real. They touched her heart
quickly, passionately. Then Mark
Trent thrust his handkerchief into
his pocket.
"Forget that Mr. Trent stuff. Be-

ing legatees in the same estate— /—
my aunt left me a bank account, Col. Fred Watson

friends, oughtn't it?" His voice was 
AUCTIONEERyou know—ought to make us
Gratis Phone Cr

light, but she sensed a tinge of 
ida' IllismLirony. "We'd better keep going if "Aalt the man whom Ihaye sold"

before dark. Your mother and Sam 
Sale Dates Made at This Minswe are to walk around the point

went on some time ago. What did
she mean when she spoke of hiking
over the British Isles?"
"She is going to England to visit

her college classmate. Of course.
I'm crazy to have her go, but—but
I didn't realize how precious she
was until I thought of her being so
far away."
"Are your brother and sister go-

ing?"
"No. They are to be with me

while Mother is away. I am so
glad. It will give me heaps to do.
I'm not used to this poison-ivy lei-
sure that looked so alluring before
I had tried it. My life was so full
befpre—" 

"Before you had Lookout House
stuffed down your throat, you mean?
I don't see why the. dickens Aunt
Mary Amanda tied that string to
her legacy, forced you to 'live in
this house."
"It wasn't a string, and she didn't

force me. I like old towns, and I
love Lookout House."
"My mistake." Trent's laugh

turned to a frown. "What are me
town fathers thinking of to allow a
gas station stuck out on this road?
Has that house been sold?"
Brooke promptly defended the

brilliant equipment in front of a
small white cottage.
"I don't know who owns the place,

but doubtless the town fathers were
thinking of giving the poor man
who has started the filling-station
another chance. I heard that he
had money, lost it, began to drink
too much, and that a friend set him
up in business here hoping to steady;
him."
"Who told you the story of his

life" •
"Henri." . ---4
"Henri: Does lie know the man?"
"He will have to answer that ques-

tion. He asked me to buy gas at
the new filling-station, and I do to
encourage the poor fellow to keep on
trying to make good."
"How about encouraging honest

Mike Cassidy who started the ga-
rage at the end of the causeway
years ago and has served the public
faithfully and unselfishly? He has a
wife and five children to support."
Why did his voice rouse opposition

in her, Brooke wondered. She had
doubts herself lately as to the per-
manency of the filling-station own-
er's reform. Twice when she had
stopped for gas, a young Irish girl
had reported the boss as "sick"
and she had wondered if he were
backsliding. Mark the Magnificent
need not know that, however.
"Don't you believe in helping a

man to come back?" she asked
crisply.
"I do, most decidedly, but I be-

lieve also in helping an honest hard-
working man like Cassidy, who has
had the strength of character to
leave drink alone, to keep his kids
in shoes. Come on. We are almost
quarreling. Why should you and I
fight over a filling-station owner?"
"You're right, when we have so

many other things about which to
disagree."
Brooke's brown eyes met his, in-

tent and darkly gray; wistfulness
tinged her voice as she urged.:
"Speaking of disagreeing — will

you please behave like a sensible
person and take the family treas-
ures which belong to you?"
"Aunt Mary Amanda left them to

you.''
"I know, but it isn't right for me

to have them, and what's more, I
don't need or want them. I'd rather
go without rings all my life than
wear one of those gorgeous things
she left, which are rightfully yours.
Mr. Stewart has put all the jewelry
in a bank vault for you. I have
Mother's lovely china and glass and
furniture which have been in stor-
age since our home was broken up.
I've had everything which belonged
to your family moved to the chauf-
feur's apartment over th:! garage.
There seems to be very little silver.
Perhaps your aunt gave it to you?"
"Silver! Very little silver! She

had the Trent service which came
originally from England and any
number of beautiful pieces. That
silver is a family tradition. Where
is it? She didn't give it to me. What
does Stewart say about it?"

(continued Next Tuesday)

S

Coal...
SAVE on your fuel bill. Pool
your order for HOTHISB
and BEARCREEK Coal. All
grades and any amount. Bee

L. A. Gipe
or leave orders at Barris Hardman

and Brown's Feed Store,

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE SOCIETY

Poison, Montana.. Announces a

Free Lecture
on

Christian Science
Entitled Christian Science, It's Unlimited Possibilities

By Robert Stanley Ross. C. 13 B., of New York; Member of the Board of

Lectureship of The Mother Church, The First Church of Christ. Scientist,

In Boston, ailassachussetts

In the Lincoln School Auditorium

FRIDAY, OCTOBER 1st, at 8 p. m.
The Public is OwilleAr Lashed to Attend


