iz two and a fifth
Sac runs m‘
bushels, Yom
ures pretty mecurnts
terms of bushels to €
states average about
els to the acre).) g
As we leave the Barm
shows me Louetta, hiw
peasats have horses, and- X
a8 proud of this one as & Oniifornin
ranchman wonld be, say, of 8o Bixs
plane. Louetta can go the
teen miles to Montauban, he 88
in two hours, or even better If @
I8 fool enough to let hel trot GoW
| hilL The last part he cannot
me understand in words, so he sets
it out. ;
We walk over his place. There
i not, he says, much to be peen
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when they makean
.;ﬂth-h._ On thelr mm

was from pity and éompassion: for
no one knew better than Tony with
what mercllessness Hendron had
driven himself and how he had
borne so long his emormous borden.
But partly this frembling: was from
an emotion far less worthy, It was
Jealousy again of Dave Ransdell,

Jealonsy more bitter and hard than
that which had possessed him when
they both were on earth-—and
rivals. For here they were rivals again
and with the conflict between them
| mecentuated,

How' Hive had hugged Dave and
beld to him ang Kissed him|

To be sure, had all embraced

~ Hvery'

extreme tepalon. It was

“Her Name's ra,” Baid Ransdell.
. "Nobody Brought Her Over. Ev.
aryons Denled They Had Any.
thing to Do With Her Being on
_Board. But There 8he Was.”

ask you to think of a city made of
many colored maetals: bullt like the
gpokes of a wheel around a vast
central bullding. Think of a dome
of 'transparent metal over It. And
then remember, particularly while
I read that every Btreet, every
bullding, every object in the whole
metropolls was in an amazing state
of preservation.

*Remember that there was not a
alngle sign of human habitation. 1
‘have already told you that the peo-
ple were luman—very much like
gurselves—but there was not a algn
of them or any remalins of them ex-
cept for statues and palntings and
representations which we called
photographle for lack of a better
word and for record opn thelr re
markable visual machines. Bear
all that In mind. Here, for ex-
ample, is what Eliot wrote on the
evening of our first day on Bron-
son Beta, [ will gkip the part that
describes the city In general”

CHAPTER VI

NY began to read from Eiiot
James' diary: “Tony and I are
now seated In & bedropm ' of an
apartment in one of the lrge bulld-
loge. The night of Bronson Beta
bhas descended, but we have light.
In fact, the adventure of light s
the most bizarre which has befal-
len us minece we penetrated this
gpectacular and silent elty. As
twilight descended we were about
to return to our alrplane. We were
at the time on the street. We had
visited one or two buolldings and
the effect of . the silence combined
with the oncoming darkness was
more than we could bear, We counld
not rid ourselves of the feeling that
the city was Inhabited; we could
not cease looking quickly over our
shoulders in the hope, or the fear,
of seeing somebody, As we stood
unccrtainly. on the streat the sun
vanished altogether, [t8 orange
light reflected by low-lylng cumulus
clouds,. The sky took om a deeper
gréen and at a word from Tony I
‘would have run from the place.
Soddenly, to our utter éonfounda-
tlon, the eity was bathed In-Mght.
The lght eame on without'a sound.
Its source, or rather {ts sources, was
invisible. It shone down on the
stteels from behind cormices. It
burst luminously wpon the walls of
the glant buildings.
*The interiors of many of them

WHEAT AND WINE

HE hillsides of Plerre La-
fargue lle central to that re-
gion which the  French call
Midl and celebrate as a gi-
ant source of wheat and wine. His
farm 18 17 miles uphill from the
pleasant gray city of Montauban, in
the province of Tarp-et-Garonne.

At Montagban po one had ever
heard of Plerre Lafargue, [ exert-
ed my French, displayed my clip-
ping from L'Tilustration, and insist-
ed all over town that soch a man
lived, for had not le gouvernement
Francaise, a government In matters
of record gingularly precise; had
not the minlster of agriculture of
the republic himself but lately be-
stowed the order of agricultural
merit upon the heads of 760 peas-
ant famlilles, farmers of the same
land for three centurles or more?
And who of these anclents of the
earth stood first In the ecitation of
the ministry, with officlal record of
having farmed the pame flelds for
1,152 years? *“Voyez! The family
Lafargue of Molleres, Tarn-et-Ga-
ronpe, Plerre Lafargue, present pro-
prietor.”

“COonnals pas,™ sald a serlous
looking man In a blue smock, one
of a group gathered from labor In
a wayside vineyard just above the
biggest church In town. *“Connals
pag” cried all the others cheer-
fully, and offered me pinard, a sour
and watery wine,

Along the one mean street of
Molleres, floally attalned, the resl-
dents seemed furtlve and strange,
They answered questions with slde-
wise glances In words hard to un-
derstand. Then they wonld call
others, and all would gather In al-
lence to stare. But some one ran
for the priest, who came now with
authoritative gestures, clearing the
way. A positive man with a two-
day beard, and commanding man-

-ner. His people fell back respect-

fully.

“Yes, I know very well the farm
of Plerre Lafargue, I know it very
well Indeed.” For he was born hlm-
self a Lafargue, In that house,
Plerre 1s his brother. Always, in
order to keep the farm entire and
in the'family, younger brothers have
vielded full proprietorship to the
eldest, or to that brother who
wished most to stay, Of the pres-
ent generation, a slater too 18 In
holy orders, having ylelded her
rights to Plerre.

The famlly title to the farm runa
hack to 772, but full names and
dates and papers are avaflable only
from about the time of Columbus,

It i1s sirely a hill farm, all hill,
on which this family has been stick-
ing 1t out all these centurigs. And
a amall one—some 60 acres of small
fields, partly wooded, falling away
from a hilltop on which has béen
leveled aspace enough for a small,
square house of stone and plaster,
a goodsized stone barn and =
strawstack.

Sixty acres, most of It so #teep
that in America it would probably
be written off at once as pasturage
or waste land. A story-and-s-half
house, ahout 40 by 40 feet, with a
Jow roof peaked from all sides to
the middla. A right blg house, at
that, as Dresent houses go, bullt In
1704 by the great-great-great-great
‘grandsire of the present Plerre, So

el

flelds, Antolne Lafargue, a direct
forbear, was tilling, sowing and
taking erops when, far to the west,
a sallor—go It 18 told—saw a sea-
gull and Columbus discovered a New
World,

Not only that: the Lafargues had
been there 720 years then; and
there have passed less than fve
centuries since. When SBhakespeare
was born they had been there, farm-
ing, for nearly 800 years.

The title to this lund I8 glven
In & few lines of the last will and
testament of ouwe Johannls La-
fargue, written In Latin, dated An-
gust 20, 772, in the relgn of Char-
lemagne. In the eleven and a half
centuries since, the famlly line of
direet descent, of active ownership,
has never been broken,

As 1 go to the front door, Plerre
Lafargue comes out of his barn, He
has been bedding down his cows,
and |s after pome more straw. A
browned, wiry little man of airty,
small, almost gnome-like; he can't
be an Inch over five feet. He wears
a blue smock and heavy wooden
shoes. He sees me and comes
toward me hesitatingly, but* with
nothing of that hang-dog diffidence
I had met with among the people
in the village. This small peas.
ant's head Is stralght up, and he ls
telling me, 1 think, that he Is very
sorry, but that he can understand
hardly & word 1 say.

Pierre takes me to the barn and
shows me the five of his work cows
that are In stalla His boys, Jean-
Marle and Denls, are out with the
other four, hanling stones for road
buliding. These hauling jobs help
in times llke this when the wheat
is threshed and the grapes are not
yet ripe, he saya

The cows are of the province.
They look llke Jerseys grown as
big as Holstelns, and work right up
to the day they freshen. Except for
what the calves take, they glve no
milk. They are better than oxen,
Pjerre says, because they breed and
multiply. .

And they are much better than
horses to work with, he adds. One
does not have all these straps of
harness—a yoke, slmply, and there
you are! And no reins; one talks
with them and thay obey.

They are slow? Perhaps, but
what would yon? With them one
may in a day plow an acre, and
there are plenty of days on which
to plow. One may do with two
horses as much work as with four
cows? Yet the two horses cost
more than twice as much to feed
as four cows, And at the end of
the year one has only the manure
from two horses Instead of the
manure from four cowsa

One ecan never, he says, have too
many cows. He has nine head,
generally more, o his 60 acres, only
about two-thirds of which are un-
der cultivation. He wishes he had
work enough, feed enough, for three
times as many., A man's riches are
not to be measured In acres as much
as In cows. He keeps bls In the
stable; he will not turn them ount,
He lugs green feed and pumpking
in to them, and feeds them clover
hay, even though there Is pastur-
age enough on the steeper hilisides
for the greater part of the year.
There are no fences on his farm,
but that Is not the reason for his
not pasturing; there are plenty of
small boys round about who could
mind cows. No, it Is because, with
pommercial fertilizer all but oot of
the question for farmers with such

ry with le-

at this time of year. That is troe
What I get of his farming planm, I
plece together out of what 1 can
see, what I understand of his ex-
planations, and what I know of
the other French wheat farms on
which I worked for a day or so at
various times,

His vines enter llttle Into bis la-
bors, They are malnly along the
edges of flelds as port of cropped
fence row. With little attention,
they give enough grapes for the
family to tread with bare feet Into
enough wine for the house.

Patches of cuitivated crops such
as potatoes, cabbage, fint corn,
pumpking, and perbaps wsorghum
are placed more or less withont
plan, year after year, according to
the needs of the house and barn
and the needs of a tilled crop to
clean up a place where weeds have
become bad. Crimson clover is
sown In different parts of the
wheat from year to year, with
the tendency to patch with a le-
gume, a8 It were, a part of the
fleld that is wearing out. A le-
gume I8 a plant with the power to
take nitrogen as a gns from the
alr and store It as plant food In
the soll,

But the main thing hera 18 wheat,
wheat, wheat, a8 much as the land
can stand up under. Sometimes fal-
lowing Is necessary, particularly to
kill weeds, but In general you ¢an
may that the rotatlon Is wheat every
other year—wheat and a cultivated
crop, or wheat and clover, or wheat
and forage,

They plow for wheat and plant
in October. If wheat Is following
wheat and the land s very weedy,
they may plow in midsummer and
then plow two or three times again
before broadeasting the seed, Plow-
ing Ils always back and forth, rath-
er than around and around, Two
cows pnll what we would eall a
swivel plow, with the 1dle plow-
ghare riding upside down directly
over the other. Land Is further fit-
ted with a sort of splketooth har-
row, buot with blg, blunt-edzed
knivea Instead of spikea. Loeal
blacksmithse mnke them,

If clover I8 to follow, It 18 broad.
enst in the young wheat the March
following. They split thelr seed
into three plles, broadcasting two
of the plles as they walk length-
wise of the fleld, and the rest aw
they walk back and forth In the
short way. They cut It elther with
a scythe or with a mowing ma-
chine, tle the bundle with straw,
end set It op in long, narrow
shocks, uncapped. It 1a hanled In
nlmost at once and bullt Into a
beautifal hopeyomb stack to awalt
the thresher. They bulld these
shocks so high that they have to
have & man oo a ladder relaying the
shenves to the top. They top them
off so carefully that they are ab-
solutely waterproof. And then they
put on the hawthorn cross. 1Tt Is
gald that no stack of grain or straw
in this part of the country has ever
been struck by lghtning If it had
at the top a cross made of the
wood of the hawthorn (tree.

Here on Plerre's farm during
wheat season the men and women
get up at 3:30 In the morning., That
Is to feed the cattle, which take &
long while to-eat. Out to the fleld
by daylight, around five. At 6:80,
breakfast, often eaten’ afleld—wine,
bread, an artichoke, ar a sausage,
and perhaps a plece of cheease,
Aronnd 11:00, back to the house to
feed the cattle, with perhaps a
bite to eat for oneself, and to sleep,
generally on the ground In the
shede. Thuns ontl]l two, them back
to the fleld to goute, a supper much
llke breakfast. At 8:30 or 9:00,
the end of the day, a blg bowl
goup, and to, bed,

That leaves but six and
Bours Tor aleep. Al! but it

£
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