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HEY had gnams
reled. It was
not the first
disagreement
that had oe-
curred be-
tween them,
but it was the
first real quar-
rel of their
married lives
¥ach was angry, hure and unreason-
nhle and said things for which there
was no excuse execept the futile one
that grown people will sometimes act
like children. Itall hinged upon the
mere suggestion by George Maynard
that his entire family should be in-
vited to eat their first Thanksgiving
dinner with them.

“Very well,” said his wife, “if you
ask vour family, of course I must ask
wise.”

“1 don’t sec any ‘of course’ abont it
Wa cannot have all onr relations visit
us at once,” said George in a huff.

“But you scem to forget.” said his
wife, bridling, “that I am quite as
icnd of my father and mother as you
are of yours. I should not eare to sit
down to dinner on the anniversary of
our wedding with not asingle relative
of my own present.”

“Yom seem to forget me, Alice.™

*You're no relative,” said Alica. “I
want ny own people.™

“Well, my peopie shall be thy peo-
ple, and my—"

“They shan’t!” interrupted his wife,
angrily. “1didn't marry a tribe.”

. "“ind what about me? 1 didn’t mar-
ry a whole family, did 12"

“l think yom are horrid. George
Mayoard, 8nd I'm just going home to
apend my anniversary. And there
won't be any d-i-n-n-ew, 80 there!”
and the voung woman indulged in an
undignified fit of weeping.

Rothing txasperates the average

jaan like a woman's tears, when that
woman happens to ba his wife. If it
‘were his sweetheart, he would melt at
the first =sign of the briny shower. It
it wero the housemaid, he would give
bern dollar and would tell her there
‘were still as good fish in the seaas
ever were eaught. Iut when he has
anade the woman cry he has sworn to
cherish, he goes straight oot and
baogs the door. This is what George
Maynerd did. He jeommed his hat on
bis beal, squared his shoulders,
plunzed his hgnds into his pockets,
wand walked down the strest whistling
B devil-may-care tune.
, "8hé’il have t‘he old folks, or she
won’t have me,” he said between his
teeth, and incremsed his pace to such
an extent that he nearly sprinted over
o baby in a ecab propelled by its
mother.

This ealled down such anathemason
his head that he was glad to escape
with a profound apology. &nd then he
began to draw a comparison between
his Alice and other women, the result
of whieh was that he wound up by say-
i”f 8s he reached his office:

‘she’s a darling, and I'm a brute;
&hé shall have her own way about her
folks. What sort of a wife would she
be, anyway, if she didn’t love her own
peopic better than any others in the
world, I'd just like tokn w?”’

And a small voice—where do these
insinuating small voices come from?—
bede him remember that he was glad
toget her®on any terms, and would
have cheerfully adopted the whole
family—small brother included—rath-
&r than have given her up.

*That woman who exchanged her
ferm land for city property has been
here again,” said hisconfidential clerk
as Mr. Maynard entered his office that

. mworning.

“*Another woman?” he groaned, tak-
ing off his greateoat; “what does she
want now?”

“Oh, she is dissatisfied. Says we
haven't dealt fair with her, and wants
a% acounting of all moaeys paid to our
firm since she began to do business
“ith “&!!

*Why, the woman must be crazy.
Ttis we who have lost in the deal
Her ramshackle old promerty is abso-
lutely worthless for cow pasture. And
e gave her valuable city lots in ex-
change, more's the pity."”

“That’s what I told her, and she be-

3 ©ame very abusive, and had just left
te office when you came in. She’s on
the warpath, and no mistake.”

*“I'll settle the business once and
forever,” said Mr. Maynard, and, seat-
ing himself at his deslc, he peoned =a
rapid communication to the woman in
the case:

“MABAME—From this tlme forwand I wish to
have nothing more to do with you or your sf-
falrs in amy shape or manner. All further

* communication must be held through my law-
© = yer, whose address T luclose.  Respeetfully.

TUEORGE MAYNARD ™

At thal moment a telegram was
handed to Georre. It was from his
partner, who wished him to be in a
wpeighboring city at one v'elock on that
day. where a very important case
needed his attention. He looked at
the clock. Ile had twenty minutes to
~ yeach the depot, get his ticket ard
catch the next train. lle was often
called out of town in this peremptory
_maanner, and he was prepared at his
. offtce for such an emergeney. As his
 glerk hurried some papersinto a valise
. for him and ordered a hansom he sat
* down and wrote a few lines to his wife:
“DEsr CLD GIRL: We must not guarrel
gwer our Affairs. 1 foel shaky every vtime 1
m of this morning. Forgive me. dearest
ws kiss aud make up. Oh. by the way, 1
pot be home unill Toursday. The Cress
jms‘m ison Wire me If you need any-
ieg. Love spd kisses.  Your own
“GRORGR"

sent his letter to Alice by mes-
er and dropped the other in a

i box and went off guite light-
hearted and happy. for he hoped to
wio—-this

and that meant more

sel! “Your effectionale dauvghter
Alice.™

Then she mailed the letter and felt
happy in having done her duty. She
had just sat down to plan cat a menu
for the coming dinner, when tha house
maid ushered in a massenger boy.

“Oh, dear, Gieorge has gone off to
that herrid trial,” she sald to herself
as she tore open the envelope and
read the letler it contained. The girl
locked at her curiously, for she sat
white and rigid like a woman turned
to stone.

“Is there any message?” asked the
boy.

*None,"” said Alice, with white lips,
and sat down in her own room to
think.

She could not make it seem true.
That George, her George, should have
left her forever after a paltry quarrel,
seemed an utter and vagde ithpossi-
bility. DBut was it a paltrv quarrel? |
Had they not both said words that
would better have been left unsaid?
She clasped her poor little aching head
and tried to think—think—think.

Of course, it is easy enough to guess
what has happened. George, dear old
stupid, had put the letter for the real
estate widow ja the envelope ad-
dressed to Alicc, aad the result is what
we have seen.

But the poor girl hi4 not yet reached
the topmost pinhacle of despair. While
she was stiil trying to eolicet her
thonghts, several hours after the first
blow had fallen, there came a second
one. The housemaid appeared upon
the scene with a second letter in her
hand. It had been opened and was not
addressed to her.

“There's a crazy woman downstairs,”
=aid the girl. *I cannot understand
what she means. She is old and ugly,
and she says Mr. Maynard is a wicked,
designing man, and has trifled with
her affections. You ought to see her,
ma'am!”

Then Alice read the letter, which
should have been addressed to her, but
no such thouzht enlichtened her dis-
tracted mind. Nor did it add very
much to her wisery, either, for she was
suffering all that was possible at the
moment.

When things are at their worst they
always begin to mend A% that mo-
meénta man’s voice—a dear welcome
sound to one pair of ears—twas heard
downstairs. There was a trief alter-

“I DIDS'T MARRY A TEIBE."

eation, and George Maynard mounted
the stairecas: in about four jumps,
roshed into the room and caught his
wife in his arms.

“Sir!™ she exclaimed, with a whole
volume of mu].ignation concentrated in
one word.

“I1t’s all right, darling,” he ex-
claimed; “I've seen the old cat down-
stairs. It seems that I put your letter,
sweetheart, into the envelope ad-
dressed to her, and vice versa. I sup-
pose you got hers and didn’t know
what to make of it?”

Alice never came s0 near fainting in
her life, but she braced up and listened
to Oeorge’s explanation about his
missing the train and going back to
the office to finish up some work be-
fore he went home. And soon they
were both langhing heartily over the
mistake which had so aroused the
widow, who was given her own letter
and gotten rid of unceremonionsly.

The dinner? Oh, that was the sne-
cess of the season, as all holiday din-
ners shonld be. A few days before the
event George wrote a letter to Alice’s
father and mother inviting them to be

nt, as it was their anniversary.
He did not intend to let his wife out-
do him in generosity, and it was a
goodly company that sat down to the
feast, where turkeys and venison were
flanked by small forcsts of celery and
islands of cranberry sause.

But there was something there be-
sides the essence of things good to eat
George and Alice had both experi-
enced the truth of the poet’s verse:

“And to be wroth with one we love
Dotk work like madness 1n the brain.™

They beamed with love and recon-
eiliation, and om this principle of
altruism they developed & warm at-
moaphere of holiday sunshine to which
all present contributed.

As the realization of a danger past
is & source of thankfulness, this spirit
appropriate to the occasion filled the
hearts of the young host and hostess,
and never, even on their wedding day
a year previous, had they been so en-
tirely satisfactory to themselvesand
their friends as on this holiday occa-
sion.—Detroit Free Press.

She Learned a New Word.

For some time after her mar-
riage with Napoleon Empress Marie
Louise was extremely ignorant of tke
French language. On ome occasion,
seeing her husband look vexed over
a letter he had received from the court
of Austria, she ingunired of him what
was the matter. *Oh, nothing.,” re-
plied Napoleon, “your father is an old
ganache, that is all” Marie Lounise
did not know that this was Freneh for
fool, and took the first opportunity of
;sking a4 courtier what it meant, say-
ing that the emperor had applied the
expression to her father. *It means
some one very learned and wise™
stammered the unfortunate conrtier
The empress was perfectly satisfied
with this explanation and pleased to
learn & new word. A day or two after
&he rtceived the Archchancellor Cam-
baceres in 8 crowded salon. Some
question was beiog warmly discussed
in the circle, and her opinion was
asked. Wishing t0 be very gracions,
Marie Louise turned to Cambaceres

Fand said: **We will refer that point to | And

the archbishop, for we all know he is
the greatest ganache in Paris "—De-
troit Freo Presa

—Rye is said to grow wild in Anato-
lis and Turkestan, as well aa between

FARMER AxD PLANTER

NOXIOUS GRASSES.
How to Extirpate the Nut Grass or Ceoe
Pestc

A eirenlar (illistrated) on nut grass,
ils description and remedies, has just
| been issued from the division of bat-
any of the United States department
of agricnlture. In accordance with the
instructions therein econtained the plnn
of campaign to extirpnte nut grass is
Eimply to prevent it matufing seed
above ground. Nearly evervbody
thinks tﬁmt the nuisance reproduces
ftself from the nut alone, whereas it

pagates a thousand times more
rom the seed. Hence, to ef-
recmaily and quickly destroy nut

BIA; on any land infested
i with lt the soll should be frequently

stirred during the growing period of
suramer 80 as to stimulate each tuber
!lmd seed to spront. The best season
for fighting it is between midsnmmer
and frost time. Although myriads of
the sprigs will show themselves above
the ground in a day or two after each
working of the soil, even in the spring
months, yvet the seed stems will not
shoot up till late in the season, and the
secret of suteess is to cut down every
tall stem while in the flowering stage
at the latest, and the earlier the bet-
ter. The old method of destroying
goco, or nut grass, by cutting it
off beneath the ground every time a
sprig appears above the surface is a
useless expenditure of labor. It is req-
uisite only to plow or chop down the
grass at the regular intervals of work-
ing Indian corn, collards, or any other
crop. DBy the above method two years
are ample time in which to rid any
ground of coco. In fact, one season is
sufficient to subdue it, except that in
subsequent years a few scattering
gprigs will show themselves, which
can easily be prevented from going to
seed by close attention. One cause
that has enabled coco so long and so
defiantly to hold its sway in the south
ia that there are so few ecrops which
a=¢ hoed or plowed in the fall of the
year.

in nddition to the abowe methods of
destroying nut grass by cultivation
and cutting, another which has re-
ceivad too little attention may be
profitably applied. Choke it out with
a8 viforous crop. After the summer-
cultivated crop is harvested, plow and
prepare the land thoroughly; then
seed il hearily to some wintler crop
adapted to the soil. Crimson clover is
the best for the purpose in most locali-
ties, and is at the same time a very
profitable ecrop for improving light
soils and for winter grazmg. Winter
vetch may be used to advantage
in some places; and cropping with
rye or rescue grass for winter grazing,
to be turned 'amlvr for green fertilizer
in the spring, s far preferable to leav-
ing the land bate. The winter crop in
any case should be plowed under inthe
spring and f{ellowed by a well-cunl-
tivated summer crop. The increased
fertility of the soil resulting from the
treatment will enable the farmer much
more easily to kill out any remnant of
nut grass or other weeds.

Extreme care shonld be exercised
that only pure seed be sown, for by the
thoughtless use of impure seed the
farmer is fostering the evil which at
other times he is trying by costly labor
t« prevent.

A SMALL FARMER

Demonstrates the Value of Maaure—If In
Worth All it Costs.

I am poor, get along badly enongh,
and thinking there might be others
trying to make a living on a little
place, thirty to thirty-five acres in enl-
tivation, with eighty or ninety acres in
pasture, I wanted to say a word about
manure. 1 have been reading farm pa-
pers for seven or eight years. 1 some-
times take seven or eight papers, and
never less than two or three farm pa-
pers with them. I read the experiment
station bulletins, and some from other
stations, and letters from different men
on composting and different ways of
improving the land. Now my common
pony farmers, as I call myself and
others of my means, think, because
they can’t get the ingredients for mak-
ing a compost heap, or that the drop-
pings of theirstock is scattered a little,
that it is more trouble to collect than
it is worth the time.

I keep rix to eight milch cows with
their calves, one yoke of oxen, and pen
everything at night, and have put up
in 1894 1,700 cubic feet of manure. 1
clean the pen every day, it takes only
8 few minutes each time, and the pen
is clean every night to milk in. My
wife and children do the milking and
clean out generally while they milk in
the morning, or if it is plow time, at
noon while my team resta bit. I do
not know the moncy value of manure,
but I do know that any passer by can
tell where the manure was put on and
where not.

The first year I had only one cow.
In 1891 I put in eight rows of cot-
ton in the summer. Some prospectors
were passing by the field, saw
the difference in the eight rows
and cotton on each side, drove around
to the honse to ask what caused
the difference. 1 told them. They
said they had always heard that ma-
nure would cause a crop to burn worse
in time of drought. The eight rows
were taller and had double the cotton
on them than the others did, and in
time of hard drought at that, They
said that they were convinced now
that manure would pay inany country.

I worked once several years ago on
a farm. The owner bad perhaps one
hundrad head of stock that lay around
the pens and in the lanes at night. In
February he hitched to a scraper, and
the land being moist there was a seam
abont 3 or 4 inches deep. He took
off this layer, duomped in piles and
hanled it ont on his corn field and I
know that he made a great deal more
eorn by it, and he said he received more
on the labor of that week thanany other
two during the year. I would be glad
to see more manure used, and one
thing more, I don’t think a man -ought
to let cattle and horses in the ficld to
eat ap the grass and stalks, as in this
mt__l land it lies too close and needs

something to malke it loose.

I have never used any chemical fertil-

FEEDING FOR MILK.

Coaclusions Meached by Ezperiments ia
Canada.

The experiments of the Central exs
periment farm at Ottawa, Can., have
been summarized as follows:

That when a cow is in full milk and
full flesh, she will give her normal
quality of milk for at least a limited
time, even although the quality and
quantity of the food be very deficient

That when in good eondition & cow
will take off her body whatever is defl
cient in the food, in order to give hef
normal quality of milk.

That an extra supply of nutritious
food at all times increases the quality
of milk, but the percentage of fat is
not in any way improved by it, if any-
thing the tendéncy being rather the
other way.

That an extra supply of nutritions
food almost invariably very slightly
inereases the selids not fat of the millk.

That & ration poor in food ingre-
dients has a very slight tendency to
reduce the =olids not the fat in the
milk, but has little appreciable effect
on the fat.

That with a poor ration s cow in full
weight will lose earcass weight, while
on a rich diet she will gain weight.

That although the percentage of fat
in a cow’s milk may vary daily, we at
present seem unable to control ‘these
variations, or to account for them.

That for limited periods up to one
month or thercabout, all ordinary
quantities and qualities of foods seem
to have no material effect on the quali-
ty of the milk.

That the only food which seems to
have any material effect on the per-
centage of butter in the milk is an ex-
cess of brewers' grains,

That very succulent grass has had
only a very trifling effect in altering
the percentage of fat.

That most foods may convey some
flavor in the butter, but scarcely any
of them will alter its percentage inthe
milk.

That some foods exercise a material

cffect in raising the melting point of
butter.

That the aim of all producers of millk,
butter or cheese should be to feed what
will give quantity in moderate amount
and of a mixed nature. and the pro-
duce will be the best that the cow can
Kive.

The extra quality must be looked for
by improving the breeds and judicious
selection, rather than by any special
foods or method of feeding.

That the variations in the percentage
of fat in a cow’s milk are caused by
something, but what that sumething is
we at present do not know, thongh, if
we did, we might not be able to influ-
ence the quality.

Cows in Cold Weuther,

Under fairly good housing, eows in
eold weather will use up 60 per cent.
of the food they eat to keep their
bodies warm, and when exposed to the
cold by standing in the rain and cold
wimds they will apply 80 per cent. of
the food they eat to keep warm. Now
is mot 20 per cent. or ome-fourth of
what they eat worth saving by making
them comfortable in the stable? And
this is just the time of year to begin
that work. Do not put it off, but look
up some old boards if you ean not af-
ford new ones, or get some tarred pa-
per, that is about as good and much
cheaper than boards. Go to the woods
with the wagon and the children
and get loads of leaves out of the
stump holes and fence corners and
store them where they will keep dry
{for use as bedding for the ecows. Thers
is no greater pleasure to a good man
than to see his cows on a cold bitter
night standing knee deep in leaves in
their stalls, with no breezes blowing
around their legs. He can sleep well
at night because he knows he has done
a good act, is making money by it, and
moreover will have a comfortable
place to milk in the morning. There
is mothing so inspiring to aclionas a
little selfishness in our philanthropy.
—Home and Farm.

HERE AND THERE

—The extremely low price of cotton
does not keep cotton-growers, who raise
their own meat and bread, from still
taking a somewhat hopeful leok of
future prospects.

—1In order to get ahead in farming,
one must have & head, and a tolerably
loog one at that. In fact, the farmex
of to-day must be a sort of hustling sub-
soiler in getting at the bottom facts of
the business.

—Wheat will henceforth be a rival of
corn for hog feed, even when better
prices rule. Especially when ground
up with oats and corn is it unrivaled
for good meat and fattening qualities.
It should always be well soaked to be
well assimilated.—Western Swineherd,

—The farmers of Chattinooga county,
Ga., have a much larger acreage of
wheat now growing than formerly.
Ewvidently, there is a determination to
grow all that is consumed. To follow
this course will lead to prosperity in a
very few years.

—Norfolk, the leading seaport city
of Virginia, has oneof the largest horse
markets in the south. The supply
eomes mainly from Kentucky and the
states in the west and northwest. Tay-
ers come from the principal Atlantie
coast line cities.

—The eggs from hens will hatch bet-
ter than those from pullets, and chicka
from hens will be stronger and more
vigorous. 0ld hens will also lay as
well as pullets, if properly managed,
and they will usually begin to lay di-
rectly after moulting. Food znd care
will show its effect, no matter what
the breed may be.

—Carroll eounty, Georgia, s re-
ported to have alarger number of hogs
than for many years. It is said that a
eouple of well-grown March pigs will
bring more money in that locality
than a bale of 5-cent cotton. By rais-
ing one's supplics at home, and mak-
ing cotton the surplus crop, prosperity
will be assered.

—Russia has produced this Fear, ac-
cording to the estimate of the ter
of agriculture, 272,000,000 bushels of
wheat, as compared with 336,000,000
last year. Her rye crop is 792,000,000
bushels, as against 752,000,000 & year

The barley yield is 176,000,000,
and that of oats 672,000.000. There is
no famine in the czar's empire this
year.

“—Potato raisers of the east receive
an average price this year of 55.5 cents
per bushel at the farm. To equal the

 valoe of the product of an acre of cot-

ton, it would require & crop of about
:ﬂhuheh per zcre; snd toequal an

SQUIRE RUFUS SAN DEBS

Tells & Charming BStory From
Backwooda Life.

& Runaway “Wedidin Match™—The “Mar-
valsome™ Tiinge That Ooe Jisipless
Litile Baby Can Do—-Natare,
the FPeacemaker, Wins.

Copywrighted 1858,

“She 1s the
onlyest giri in!
the family, butl 1l
wouldruther see
her deand and
buried — honest .
to Cod, Rufe, 1
would a blame
sight ruther see |
her dead and|
buried right| i
now — than tc| |
* gee her tied v
for life wit
v that triflin

John Cliff Tomlinson.”
Aly oid friend and fellow servant, Ben
Chris Weaver, was talkin with his
moath. He was talkin to me, and talk-
in in eold, dead ecarnest. It was exact
Iy Hke Ben €hris said. Rosy May was
the onlyest girl in the Weaver family.
She was as pritty as red shoes and blue
stackins and yaller buff garters, and
pa wonder to me that Ben Chris had
gok his heart all wrapped up with her.
I feckon no doubts that it seems to him
like she was made to order and handed,
down, as it were. It was a little better
thana year ago when Ben Chrissaid that
tome. It wasindurin the Christmas and
New Ycar holidays of 1503 and 1804,
and there was tears backed up in Rhis
eyes as big as glass marvels when he
said it.

CEE A
Another Man In the Uase.

But whiist Ben Chris was her own
dear daddy it had come to pass that he
want the onlyest man in the world that
was lovin Rosy May worse than a town
hog loves slops. John Cliff Tomilinson
was down with the same disease, and
he had it mighty bad. And what was
partieular hurtin to Ben Chris, it
seems like Rosy May returned the
young man’s courtin and earryin on
with her double-breasted compliments.
To be plum plain about it, John Clifl
and Rosy May was swecthearts, and
they had been playin the game to beat
Hobtail. They had got along so smooth
and easy and conjuvial like till it now
begins to look as if they would bring
on a weddin match in spite of high
water and cverything else.

Ben Chris had done all he could do
and said all he could say in tryin his
level best to bust up the game, but it
want oo use. lHe had come up to
house to have and hold a family talk
with me and git my general opinions in
the case. Meand Ben Chris Weaver
ait no more kin than me and you, but
wd was boys together and youngsters
together, and for many years we have

men together. We was borned

brung up in the same settlement.
\\ @ went to the same old schoolhouse to-
gether. We paddled in the same branch
and played in the same sand bed, and
fished in the same creek and travelled
the same road and covered the same old
stompin ground together. Whereas, it
is plum natural and right for us to jine
hands and swap lies and be friends in
our old days.

1t want no ways strange or surprisin
to me to see Ben Chris with his bristles
up and his head dead set agin a weddin
match between Rosy May and John
Cliff Tomlinson. I didn't have to put
in and ask no questions in regards to
the whenceness and the wherefores of
the case. The Tomlinson generation
of people are mighty good folks in a
general way. But as Ben Chris put it,
John Cliff was the black sheep and the
scrapegrace of the whole entire family.
He had plenty of sense and push and
zo, but he always went the wrong way
when he got started. He was wild and
wayward and reckiess and rowdy., He
worked hard and made good crops, but
his money went as fast as it came, and
sometimes a whole lot faster. He didn't
talee nothin that belonged to sumebody
else, and he didn't make no debts that
he want willin to pay. But he would
look upon the great American cocktail
when it was red and flavored with
limon peelin, and he would fight, and
run horse races, and play cards, and
play——the devil generally. But while
these things were all bad enough,
what was worse and still more of it
with Hen Chris, John Cliff had took and
jined in with the Third party. Now if
there ever was a pizen, crazy, screamin
Democrat in this whole discovered
country his name is Ben Chris Weaver,
and it aint no trouble for you to see
how it was that he would ruther see
Rosy May dead and buried than to see
her tied up for life with a Third party

man.
* & @

“The Onlyest Thing ta Da."

“Takin this case like you have to
take a horse when you trade with Andy
Lueas—as the hair stands—I don't see
but the one thing for you to do, Ben
Cliris,” says I, “and that is nothin—jest
simply nothin. I have seen the like be-
fcre, and I know exactly how it is
Whensomever a young man and a
young woman—both of them sound
and healthy and abont the right age—
pnt their heads together and take up a
notion to go and git married, there
aint but the one wey to stop the game,
and that is to kill off the man. You
ave most too old now, Ben Chris, to
start in and thin out the human family,
whereas the game wiil have to go on.
If nothin else will do but for Rosy May
ard John Cliff to git married, more
than probable it will work out all
rigtht sometime and somehow and some-
wheres down the line. Rosy May has
come down from good stock and she is
the right sort. She would make agood
wife for the meanest man on earth, and
there is nothin that can work up the
good materials in & man like =
and noble woman. It looks to me like
if there ever was » wild, aohappy devil
In this world that needed a sweet and
gentle woman to take hold rnd
straighten him oot John CHiff Tomlin-
soa is the rooster. And it may be for
allwe know that the good Lord has
ra‘sed up Rosy May for that particular
business. At any rates, Ben Chris, if
they have already fixed it up and set-
tled it amongst themselves to bang
tieir elothes on tha same peg, right or
wiong, hit or miss, it fs plum vanity
and vexation for lnep ou frettin
and fumin about You can kick and

powertulag!nthegﬂinwith me” says

“They may go on and gis
mrned whether or no like you say.
From all I can see and hear I reckon
o doubts they will. Dut it never will
be with my say so, and it never will
come to pass st my house. If Rosy
May was to take sick and die I reckon
I conld stand to see her hauled
off and  buried, but I wil
never stand still and see her leaye our
home to be the wife of sich a torm
down,dronken rowdy sas John Cliff Tom-
linson—never, Rufe—never whilse the
sun shines and the world stands.”

It was on a Friday when Ben Chris
come by my house totell me about his
trials and tronbles and tribulations
concernin Rosy May. He passed the
night at onr house and the next mornin
he saddled ep and lit out for home. Bo
and behold when he got there a terri-
ble confusionment wasgoin on amongst
the neighbors. Where was John Cliff
Tomlinson? He had took a suddent
trip to Georgia. Where was Rosy May
Weaver? Bless goodness, she had took
and went with him. They come back
one day during the followin week, but
by that time they had got tied up to-
gether in a double bow not, which the
same nothin but death or a chancery
court conld undo. It had come to pass
exaetly like I had told Ben Chris. No-
body didn't kill of the man, snd nothin
didn't break, and—they got married.

D )
Kniture Takes ler Coursa.

What did Ben Chris do when he got
home and found that the cat hap jump-
ed and the cake was all dongh? He let
in, he did, and done exactly what 1 had
told him to do—jest simply nothin.
But when John Cliff and Rosy May got
back into the settlement they didn't
hang out at the Weaver any to
speak of. John Cliff hadn't lost noth-
in in that particlar neighborhood. Roay
May sent home after her clothes, and
when she got the clothes she likewisa
also got word from Ben Chris to the gen-
eral extent that she muost moye her
washin for good and all

“She took the bit in her teeth and
went dead square agin the word and
wishes of her old daddy,” says he, “and
I reckon we can now manage somehow
so as to git along withost her henee-
forwards and forever. She has made
the bargsin and she must stand by it.
Tell her there ain’t nothin here for her
to come back after. Tell her, too, that
1 have put a lock on the front door and
a new latch on the front gate, and the
the key amd the string will alwaya

hang on the inside to John Cliff Tom-| i her

linson and his family.”

The next time I went down in the old
settlement to be certainly of course 1
called by to swap & few lies with Ben
Chris Weaver. I had heard what coms

my | to pass in regards to the weddin match

between Rosy May and Johu Cliff, and
likewise also about the word Ben Chria
had sent them touchin the latch string
and the key. [ soon found out that
Ben Chris still had his bristles up and
his feelins terrible bad hurt with the
Tomlinson branch of the family. But
it was pothin to me and none of my
business, so I dida’t mix and meddle
myself up with other beople.

I then went over to the Tomlinson
place to see how Rosy May and John
Cliff was comin on. Whereas, both of
them showed up to be as happy and
snug as two bugs in a rug, only Hosy
May would slip off and take a big cry
about oncst a week on account of the
word she had got from her daddy
when she sent back home after her
clothes. BShe wanted to know if I
couldn’t do something to cool off the old
man and bring on a general reunion in
the family. She lowed I was good and
smart—not mentionin general appear-
ments—and if anybody conld manage
Ben Chris it was me. Baut I told her it
wonld be all vanity for me to poke my
finger any deeper into that family pie.

“But Chris will yet come down to his
knittin and everything will work out
all right for you, Rosy May,” says L
“All you have got todo is to lay low
and to say nothin and let nature take

her course.”
" & #

. Amd Nature Wis the Fight.

So Rosy May she took my word for it
and in the fullness of time it come to
pass that I was right. Nature took her
course and win the fight. A year went
by, and whilst I was down in the old
settlement durin the Christmas and
new year holidays of 154 and 1505,
about the first man I went to see was
Ben Chris Weaver.

“Dadblame it, Rufe, have you heard
the news?” says Chris before I could
hiteh my borse and light. I had heard
the news, but I didn’t let on that way.

“Rosy May has got a baby—a bustin
big baby, Rufe, and a boy baby at
that,” Ben Chris went on. *And Aqnt
Naney Newton says he is the livin, spit-
ten imsge of me,” and I thought in my
soul the man would fall in a duck fit.

¥e then went in the house and Ben
Chris showed me a lotter which he had
writ to Rosy May and John Cliff, which
the same it was as follows:

“Dear Rosy Mar: You and Johm
Cliff must come home aud bring the
baby. By gatlins, 1 am most crazy to
see that boy. 1 have lost every dad-
blame key on the place and there ain’t
no lateh on the front gate. Your lovin
father, B. C. Weaver.”

4 & @

Of course Rosy May and John Cliff
come up to spend & few days with Ben
Chris and the rest of the family and
brought the baby with them.
tell me that John Cliff is behavin him-
self the bulliest sort mowadays, and
Rosy May told me on the sly that she
is considerable in hopes of making =
good democrat ont of him befors next
election.

It ia plum marvelsome to me to ses
what big changes can be brought on in
a family by one helpless little baby.
But nature is a powerful peacemuker
if you will only but let her have her
time and take her own course.

Rurus SANDERS.

TuE government secret servico gives
notice of & dangerous counterfelt §2 sil-
ver certificate, series 1891,

Tug southern corn crop will be near-
ly 100,000,000 bushels, according to
the United States agricultural depart-
ment, ou increase of 45,000,000 bushels.
gas inspector of Indiana in
his anoual report to the legislature
says that the natural gassupply is like-
1y to be entirely exhausted in less than
four years. e estimales that since

SINGLE LIFE A FAILURE.

Woman Without Home and Children Has
Lost Life’s Deat Treasures.

“Can women be as happy nnmarried
as married?” said a prominent physi-
cian who had opportunity to study the
gquestion, the other day. *‘No, Idonot
think so. In the first place, an nunmar-
ried woman has not the same sort of
youth-preserving interests that 2 mar

a woman of remarkable character, she
can not fail to grow more or less ‘set
and ‘selfish;’ and it is sorprising to
know how much mental states affect
the health. Why,” continued the doe-
tor, warming to her subject, *'1 believe
that half the cases of nearesthenia and
nervous depression in my practice are
caused, not by overwork, but by the
need of some absorbing interest. The
average woman must have a place
where she is supreme, not only over
the inanimate objects, but over live
beings. She must have intense per-
sonal interests. It is not enough for
her to be a part of the big machine.”

The docter paused and looked as
though she were reflecting on the sad
lot of numerous patients Then she
roused herself and went on:

“It isn't so bad when one is twenty
or twenty-five. But it is a little worse
when one is over thirty, and sadder
and more trying still after forty. At
first the enthusiasm, the novelty, and
freshness make life interesting enough
and full enough, but little by little the
glamour fades and her profession is
not enough. Women are so constituted
that they live largely in the emotions.
They need a home—and a home means
husband and children. They are very
few women large souled and broad
minded enough to expend their a flec-
tions wisely, to keep their hearts young
and fresh through sueh remote and
impersonal means as hospitals and
flower missions. There are a few, of
course, but cheery, unselfish, and
young as they manage to keep them-
selves, one always feels that even they
would have been happier married.

“One great trouble with the present
hue and cry about woman's work and
her independenee,” continued the doe-
tor, “is that it makes the youny woman
put off her thoughts of marrying until
it is too late. I don’t mean too late for
them to grow into adaptability with
their husbands. The vears after a
woman is first throngh school and has
ha d her first experience of life, either
professional or social, are years of
settling down. 1f she gives herselfup
‘eareer’ and to ‘living her own
life’ and all that, she rapidly gets into
a state where she is really unfitted for
matrimony. She may find her career,
with all its attractions and possibili-

time it is difficult for her to grow into
domestic life after a few years of pro-
fessional life. It is all a problem,”
continued the doetor, sighing, “and I
dam say it will not be setiled in one

With which gloomy conclusion and &
sigh the doctor abandomed the gues-
tion.—Chicago Times.

ENGLAND'S FIRST TEA.

It Was Introduced from Chins Early In the
Sevemteeath Ceninry.

There was no knowledge of tea in

ried one has. Moreover, unless she is | €

ties, unsatisfactory, but at the same.|

NOT AFRAID OF MEN.

I-emdmn-uh mm
—They Are “Dead Game.”

“I've hunted a deal,” said ®»
young Englishman, ‘“and while 1 never
bad shot at one of those fellows, I have
come to the conelusion that every wild

animal will get ount of a man's way H’

he can. A man is safe with the worst

will spring on him from behind. I've
had men who hunt tigers and lions tell
me about it, and they have come %o
about the same conclusion.”

the power of human eye, and he banked

on the proposition that animals were

naturally afraid of men. So he just
braced himself in the trail, stood still,
and looked at the bear. As soonasthe
lnimalsawhmhemlathim. 'l'he
collision k ked my friend

The bear just made one grab mﬁgﬂt -

him about the hip somewere. He 1ifi-
ed him up and shook him like a terrier
would a rat. Then the bear threw him
away and went on. That one bite
crushed my friend’s hip to a pulp. The
only thing 1 wonder at is that the
grizzly didn’t stop and eat him up—
simply & question of his not being hun

This brought out another story of
an adventure that oceurred down om
mountain, Monarch’s owp
range. An old fellow wounded a bear
and before he could get in another shot
—this was before the time of magazine
rifles—was knocked down the hill by &
blow from the beast’s paw that broke
his leg. He fell over quite s bluff and
that gave him s few seconds to think.
He pinned his faith to the First reader
story that s wild animal will not mo-
lest a man if he lies perfectly still and
pretends to be dead. The hunter lay
where he stopped rolling, sud when
thcbeuumedownnndﬂomiwerhm
he did not move.
It really seemed hmﬂlo the ani-
mal, which stond across  him

It was a pretty nervous situation. The
hunter felt the butt of his six-shooter
against his fingers and thought he
wounld get hold of that, in order to
have one desperate chance in case his
ruse did not work. He got hold of the
pistol with the least possible motiom,
but the beast saw it and in an instant
bad erushed the arm in his jaw. The

pain made the man faint; be never

eould tell how lmghnwurnﬂd’lﬂa,
but when he
the bear was gone. Old Gerheart,

Gorman's Station apd Laneaster, and
every bear-hunter who goes into the
moantains from those points is given
the benfit of his discouraging story.
His vitatity and insensibil.

Europe before 1517, when int

began between Portugal and China. It
was first actually brought to Europe
in 1610 by Dunch merchants, and some
years later was introduced into En-
gland. In China there are two words
for it—te, (pronounced like the French
the,) and cha—and we formerly used
both words. There is a letter from a
Mr. Wickham, in 1615, asking a friend
to proenre him “‘a pot of the best sort
of chaw,” and in this friend’s own ae
counts occurs the item: “Three silver
porringers to drink chaw in.” Pepys

ity to shock are the basis of a thousand
tales that have been recited sbout old
Monarch. The killing of the Pine

mgentain terror in the southern part

of the state is one of them. This bear
was {or years the despair of the sheep-
men and cattlemen of that vicinity.
He was shot several times, but always
got awey with his pame. Ome day
they loaded up an old Belginm musket
with ten drams of powder. For a pro-
jectile they took a twelve-gnage

shell and filled it solid with lead. They

says, on the 25th of September, 1660:
“] did send for a eup of tea (2 China
drink,) of whiech I had never drank %e-
fore.”

Nearly seven years later, howerer,
he comes home one day and finds his
wife making tea, as if it had becomea
muach more common thing. Neverthe-
less, the price was very high. In 1880,
Mr. Garway, the first London tea
dealer, sold it at from 13s. to 50s. per
pound, and it was valuable enough in
1664 for the East India company to
make a p t of two p Is of tea
to Catherine, queen of Charles II. By
1725 the price had fallea to from 12s. to
30s. It was kept np partly by an im-
port duty of 5s. on the pound, but
mainly by the enormons export duty
| levied in China. These daties were
the great diffienlty in the carly trade
with the Chinese empire. At one time
sn additional 10 per cent. was added.

The Canton merchants petitioned
against this, and in 1786 the emperor
agreed to take it off, but he said mer-
chants must come to hear this act of
grace read on their knees. However,
they all met together and resolved “on
their honor not to submit to this slav-
ish posture,” and the emperor was ap-
parently obliged to give in.—Good
Words.

Got the Coolk.

Mr. Newedd—What !
in the house? I gave you money to
buy one.

Mrs. Newedd—Yes, my love, but I
found I hadn’t enough to buy a stoveand
hire a cook, too, so I let the stove go.
But the cook is here, and she's a treas-
ure. She]ﬂsjust gone out to pet us
some and ¢k —N. Y.
Weekly.

Rorlag in Vain for Sympathy.

“This is the fourteenth time I have
called here,” said the man with the
bill, in an injured tome. *I earn this
money in collecting it. Mr. Ardup.”

“Well, why shouldn’t you earn it,
same as anybody else?” demanded Mr.
Ardup, in surprise —Chicago Tribune.

His Troable.

Guppins— Billings, you look as if you
had been losing aleep.

Billings (whose room is just above a
music-teacher’s)—I have. I suffer un-
told misery at night from
guitar.—Chieago Tribune.

Her Advics

terly, “you would like to bavé me get
off the earth. Bat I can not.”
“Have you tried soft soap?” asked

No cook-stove | the

“] suppose,” observed the tramp, bit- |

‘the woman in the blue gingham dress,
dispassionately.— Puck. _ _.

gun
with the muzzie blown off. Plenty of
blood and the signs of a fearful strog-
gle showed that the discharge
hurt something. They followed
blood-stained bear track for half
mile before they found their
The slog had torn away half of t
bear’s jaw, had passed entirely through
his body, mangling lights, liver, and
the rest of it, and had eome out omn his
back a few inches from the tail. And

grizzlies in the Pine Mountain country
for any ambitious hunters, and the
people in that section will receive
kindly any man who thinks he can de-
cresse the number.—Saa Francisco Ex-
aminer.

Would Not be Admitted.

Asummnnmm-m;
of the fi
over which Jud'e Gridley Fenidsesl.
and in which Austin Blair assisted in
prosecntion, and M. V. Mont-
gomery conducted the defense. Week
after week the trial dragged aleng,
the judge, lawyers, jury and audience
grew tired of the proceedings. Agmin
and sgain Blair objected to the tac-
tics of .the defense, but it was of no
arsil.

Ome day the g 1 fatigne d
to have resched its climax. The port-
ly judge waa dozing in his chair.
Blair, thin snd pale, was resting his
head on his hand. the very picture of

“What's that?” eried the jndge, with
a start, “an earthquake?’

“Well,” replied the old war goverm-
or, wearily raising his head, “if it ia,
your homor will rule it cut.”—Detrait
Free Presa.

A Teader Consclente.

The Minister's Wife—A mnﬂeﬂ

here for assistance to-day. He told me




