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LITTLE XKINDNESSES.

I?Tml were tolling up & weary hill
: ‘Bearing a lcad beyond your strength to

-:"alldng each merve untiringly, and still
1 ll:nh:ll:g and losing foothold here ond
And ench one passing by would do so much
As £ive one upward 1:ft and go their way,

Would not the slighiest relterated touch
belp and kindness lighten all the day?

3 you were breasting a keen wind, which

: And buffeted and chilled you as you
Strove,

TilL, baflled and bewlldered quite, you lost

Power to sce the way, and alm and

move,

And one, if ouly for a moment’s space,

Gave you shelter from the bitter blast,

Would you not find it easier to face

’ storm again when the brief rest was
past?

“There is o little and there Is no much;
, - We welgh and measure and define in vain,
A look, a werd, a light responsive touch
Can be the mint=ters of JoF to pain.
A_ man can dle of hunger, walled In gold,
1 & crumb may quicken hope Lo SLronhger
breath,
And every day we give or we withhold
Bome little thing which tells for life or
death.
—Susan Coolidge.

BREAKING A RECORD.

DY ROBERT BARR.

The manager of the London & Glas-
gow air line railway, Mr, SBwipes, sent
me an invitation marked “private,” say-
ing that he wus bound to beat the rec-
ord made by the Lake Shore & Michigan
Bouthern railroad now that they had
come out in print about it. He added
that he thought record breaking in the
night time all right enough, if the
record breaker did not say anything
about it in public, but if newspaper ac-
counts were to be written then the
race should be open to outside parties
‘who might wish to know the time with-
out asking a policeman. He added that
when the-New York Central broke the
Engligh record they did so with their
e 11 State express, which anyone
could have traveled on who had the
money to pay his fare. This, he
claimed, was the right way of breaking
& record if you are going to write about
it afterward. Nevertheless he was go-
ing to follow the Lake Shore & Michi-
gan Southern fashion, just to see what
his railroad could do, amd he invited me,
B8 & person owning an American watch,
to come upon the trip, but begged me
to say nothing whatever about it, for,
he said, instead of breaking the rec-
ord, we might perhaps break ogr necks,

-~ He added that .he regretted that he

owned only an old silver turnip of a
watch himself which wouldn’t split the
minutes, let alonc the seconds, and so
he would like to have a really good
watch with which to keep the time.
I was to meet him at the London ter-
minus of the London & Glasgow air
lipe at exsctly 12, midnight, three
weeks ago. There was some little rigk
in going cut at that hour, for it is well
known that one of the most obnoxious
and oppressive laws made by Queen Yie-
toria herself is that every man in Lon-
don must be in his own house at 5:40
o'clock, and have lights out and be in
bed at nine. Anyone out after that
bour is liable to arrest, so I stole up and
down through by streets and dodged

* the policemen uuntil I come o the ter-

minus. Here I was amazed to find an
immense locomotive and one flat car,

- with two camp stools on it.

“What's this for?” I said to Swipes.

“We're going to break the record
with this train,” he replicd. “I want to
have it as light as possible, for an ordi-
nary carriage meets with such resist-
coce in passing so quickly through the
atmosphere that I concluded to take a
freight car, and if we have a smash-up
it won't be so expensive.”

“But you don’t expect me to sit on
onec of those stools in the open air from
bere to Glasgow ?” I cried, aghast.

“0Oh, that’s all right,” he said. “The
stools are fastened to the floor of the

" cor, and I have shawl straps with which

¥you can fasten yourself to the stool.
There won't be sny trouble on that
pcore.” P

“Where are the other fellows?" I
ashked.

“There aren’t any,” he answered.
“When you are going to break a ree-
ord the fewer you have on board the
better; watches differ, and it would b
bad If there was a quarrel about time;
Your watch shall be the only official
time plece in the company; mine, as
I think I told you in the letter, general-
Iy loses two hours out of the 24, so I
think we had better not trust to it.”

I strapped my=elf to one stool and
Bwipes strapped himself to the other
and at 12:15 we pulled out of Maryle-
.bope terminus. It was agreed that we
were not to begin the record until we
bhad passed Highgate, and were thus
safely out of the influence of London.

The distance from London to Glas-
gow is 401.5 miles. We had for engineer
Peter McGump, who was a Scotchman,
and therefore knew the poad to Glas-
gow well, and Billy Jones, of White-
chapel, did the firing. We had no
brakemnn, because, as Swipes =aid, it
was not on the brakes we were going to
depend for breaking the record.

The engine was known as the Mary
Jane, aud familiar to all the tors
on the road as “Iler Golden Hair Is
Hangin' Down 'er Back.” She gets this
pickname from her great speed, and

" from the fact that the smoke with the

sparks in it tralls out behind like a
banner.

After leaving Highgate Peter gave

her more steam, and the speed began to

“Hold on, it's the telegraph poles you
are counting.”

“No, it isn't,” he replied, “it's the
mile posts”

“Nonsense,” T cried. “At that rate
we are going at the rate of 163 miles an
hour.”

“A hundred and eight it is then,” k¢
said. “Stoke her up, Peter.”

L then called the general manager’s
attention to the fact that it was not
etiguette to tell an engine driver ic
"stoke up,” as that duty was per
formed by Billy Jonee. Ile apparently
learned for the first time that engin
eers do not do their own stoking, and
he thanked me for the information. Al
last the mile stones passed so rapidly

J that Swipes could not keep track ol

them, so we abandoned the attempi te
count them and iook only the stationa,
arx we had a record of the distance be-
tween them. I saw now by making a
calcilation between two stations that
we were going at the rate of 160.45 an
hour, and my hair would have stood on
end were it not for the fact that it was
slanding straight out behind. The
oscillation was somewhat dreadful, and
once I realized with horror as we swung
sround a curve that all four wheels
were off the track, and that we were
flying in mid-air; luckily, however, the
wheels came down on the rails and ail
was well once more. By this time the
stations passed us In ome continuous
streak, as if we were running throughn
the suburbs of a big city, and 1 was won-
dering all the time when we would come
to the town, but finally I realized that
it was impossible to keep time with my
excellent watch, and so we would have
to lump the thing by calculating how
long it took us to come from London tc
Glasgow. The lid of my watch, which
I now inadvertently exposed to the
breeze, snapped and blew away, and [
saw that the gold of the hunting case
was beginmning to flake off, so I put it
in my pocket to save the rest of it. I
knew it was not yet two hours since we
left London, and (o my amazement 1
spied the spires of Glasgow. I recog-
nized the place becanse I was born there.

“That can’t be Glasgow,” I shouted
to Swipes. “If it is we have traveled
something like 200 miles in an hour,
and the Lord only knows what speed
we attained in making up for the time
when we were crawling on at 70 and
50.”

“That's Glasgow all right enough.”
said Swipes. Then he yelled to Peter:
“Faor heaven's sake, shut off steam!
Don’t you see where we are?”

But Peter was struggling with his
engine, and all at once be yelled back
at us: *

“I can’t stop her, sir!”™

“Heavens and earth,” said I.
is to be done?”

“I don’t know,” snid Bwipes. “It’m
my own fault. I told Peterin the hear-
ing of the engine, and she i one of the
cutest engines on the road, that we
were bound to break the American
record, which is 5310 miles. Yon see, it's
only 4015 miles to Glasgow, and I'll bet
sou that brute is bound to do the other
169 miles to-night, even if she has to do
it on the highway. The railway stops
at Glasgow, and I don’t know what's
going to happen.”

As he concluded the sentence there
was o crach and a bang, and the next
moment we were in the principal street
of Glasgow tearing alomg the rails of
the street ear line. Luckily, the same
law being in force as was in London,
nobody was out on the streets, and so
we went at the rate of 8475 miles an
hour up the main thoroughfare of Glas-
gow and finally struck the north road
for ths Highlands. Deter was strug-
gling all the time with his engine, but
could not make any progress in his en-
deavor to stop her.

When we gut aLout 50 milex on the
main road from Glasgow, sometimes
slowing down to 63 miles an hour, on
the hills, Peter with a white face turned
toward ns and shouting:

“My God,sir, we're on the Craigneput-
toch Loch ronad, and the Creigneputtoch
Loch is at the end of it about 50 miles
ahead.”

“How far fs it from London?” yelled
Bwipes, putting his hands beside his
mouth 1o make the sound earry.

“The middle of Craigneputtoch Loch
is just 510 miles from London, and it is
over 1,000 feet deep in the middle,”
shouted Peter.

“There’s where she’s making for,”
eried Swipes, unbuckling the straps and
clinging to the stool.

The hills now rose grandly around us
in the darkness and we saw the black
water of the loch.

“Jump, Peter, jump!™ eried Bwipes,
as he threw off the straps.

Peter did so, and I cut the strap that
held me. Instantly we were all—Pefer,
the stoker, Swipes and myself—lying
on the hillside on the heather. The
doomed train had plunged right into
the center of the lake. It had com-
pleted its 510-mile race and used np the
fraction by sinking 1,000 feet to the
bottom.

Luckily, none of us were hurt in the
slightest, with the exception that
Swipes sustained a compound fracture
of the thigh, Peter had both arms bro-
ken, Jones had all his ribs and one ankle
smashed, while I had my veracity
sprained so badly that no one has ever
been able to believe a word I have ut-
tered since.—Detroit Free Press.

THE UNDER. EARTH.

“What

Be

S0 elow was the advance in the util-

be something uppalling.

' _*“0h, it's nothing to what we'll have
by snd by,” said Swipes, as he watched
me making an ineffectual grab at my

- hat, which disappeared in the darkness.

tion of the earth’s products that
when our ancestors first came to this
country there were not more than about
20 substances other than building
stones or gems which were won to com-
merce from the under earth. These
were scantily used; the amount of jron
required per capita vach year probably
did not exceed five pounds, and the
amount of coal consumed was even
lexs. At pr t the 1 mp-
tion, of Iron in this country smounts
to about 250 pounds, and of coal to more
than 11, tons per head. The num-
ber of earth materials and their im-
mediate products which enter into

RUFUS SANDERS,

Two Homsly Btories from tho
Yorks of the Creels

Pld Bilses Watson and Her “Little Bteve™
=Jdeoms W. Siagger Went a-Fishin
asd Got Snake Bit-Essay
on Man,

White people, do you know what it
and how it feels to be a
. country bo 7,
and the only-
est boy on the
place at that?
It you don't
know, all the
preachers amd
poets and phi-
losophers and
politicians  Im
in the whole
disco vered
world can’t tell
you. But I re-
member—by jingo, I remember like it
was yesterday—how infernal handy a
cotton-headed, hatchet-faceted, shirt-
tail boy is around a farm.

Little Steve Was Dead.

It takes & whole passle—of one stufl
and another—to make me sorry about
anything. [ am so tremendius glad
and light an trashy in the general sur-
roundins of my natural-born self, till
it is mighty hard for me to find any-
thing in this green and bloomin old
world to feel sorry for.

But the old lady Watson—which the
Watsons they have been livin down
there in the forks of Long Creek for
years and years—she come by our
house one day last week and made me
rorry. I was sorry when she come,
end sorry when she went away, and I
am sorry till yet. I doubt mighty se-
1ious if I could tell you what I am sorry
about and who I am sorry for. Dut, at
any vates, [ am sorry.

“A pore old broken-hearted, God-for-
saken womnn, with her gray head
bowed down in sackcloth and ashes,
has come to mix her tears and share
her sorrers with you,” says Mises
Watson when she first driv up to the
horeerack, and hit s rainin. Then me
nnd mother we went out and told the
old lady to light and come in and take
a chair and make herself at home till
the shower passed over. And she went
with us,

“Little Steve is gone, Rufus,” she
went on to say between her sobs and
tears. “Little Steve is dead and gone.”
and with that she broke down and
turned loose and cried and cried as if
her beart was split wide open. By
thiz time mother she had been hit in
a soft spot, nnd the tears rolled down
her pretty cheeks aa fast and fres ss
the rain drops from thet April shower.
Dut she braced herself up as best she
could and put her arms around the
tremblin nnd troubled old soul—soft
snd tender like and soothin as she
could—and quoted some familions
Scripturs and told her it would all
turn out for the best somewheres down
the lipe. It mnybe mounght not look
that way at onct, but some of these
days she.could, ree. wherein it was
»il for the right and all for the best.

Finally at last, in her nervious, jerky
way, the old lady told us abou! the sad
and suddent death of her little Steve,

and the general facts of which we had-

heard before.

fo Handy and Eo Peart.

“He was so Landy and so peart, Rufus
~-Dbut you all knowed littlc Steve,” says
ehe, and then it seems like she broke
out in & fresh place and would jest nat-
urally weep herself away. “It never
was 50 late or so soon, 50 hot or so cold
but what 1 could call on little Steve and
he was right there,” she went on,
wringin her hands and rockin to and
fro. He was sich a help and comfort
and blessin to his poor old widdered
mother.

“My other boy Bob—he ia still with
me in the flesh. But even when he was
the right size Bob was never so peart
and handy and ready and willin as little
Steve. And then ns to Ilob—he has
now come up to that pint in life where
he aint fitten for nothin mueh but
to Joafer and swell and swash around
durin the day and go gullin every
night the good Lord sends. If Bobaint
& man—with a few scatterin whiskers
on his face and woman on his brain, he
is fool enough to feel like one, which
ajuounts to the same thing with his old
mother.

“But little Steve—he was so nimble
and 80 quick, so handy and so peart,
Rufus. e could stay up later and git
up sconer, and go faster and come
quicker, and turn off more odds and
jobs in less time than any boy that
ever come to light amongst the Wat-
sons. If in his love and wisdom the
good Lord had but only took Bob I
could stand it a whole heap better.
But to see little Steve—my onlyest little
Steve—put in his coffn and toted out
and hauled off and laid away to resi—
it was too much for his pore old
widdered mother to bear.™

And with that the old Indy let loose
onct more, and wept and went on &t
sach a tremendius rate till I thought in
my soul she would faint on the spot.
But mother she made a rush for the:
eamphor bottle snd her last year's
turkey tail fan,-and between the two
we brung the old soul to her senses.

“How can 1 forget my little Steve,
and how can I ever give him up? He
was 80 handy and so peart. Insummer
heat or winter cold he counld git up at
the break of day and split the'klnElln
and fetech in the wood and make the
fires and feed the stock, and draw the
water and tote out the slops and drive
up the cows and rope off the-calves and
churn the milk, and sweep the yard
and hoe the garden and tend to the
chickens and rock the cradle and nurss
the baby. I reckon no doubts ouf lit-
tle Steve in better off where he is—be-
yond this vais of sufferin and of sin.

times, and the golden days you went
through round about the old log
echoolhouse— in them plain old days
when p want 50 o ded par
ticlar as to keep two schools a runnin,
one for the males and one for the fe
males—when the boys made fiyin Jen-
nies, grapevine swings, seesaws and
eich like—when you boys and girls
went rovin after chinkypins and chest.
nuts, after heart lcaves, after sweet
shrubs—when the map is bilin upards
and the bark slips on the hickory, and
you feel like you would love to make
some whips and flutes end whistles—
anything to please the children—when
you feel too dadburn lazy to do sny-
thing to speak of—

Well, that’s the time for fishin.

So it come to pass one day last weell
—the weather was so warm and dreamy
like and pleazant—that Bunk Weather.
ford and old man Jeems W. Siaggerd
they took their hooks and lines and bait
gourds and went down on Murder creek
a fishin.

Maybe you would love to know wha
in the thunderations is Jeems W. Stog-
gers? You ask me ruther gquick and
guddent, but I will tell you all I know,
He I= a son of old Mises Siaggers. In
his own wild and wicked way, he in a
rizht tolerable good man. But so far
as I know, the pulpit and the amen
corner never have been eeriously threat-
ened with his manly presence. As to
religion, Jeems W. Staggers never did
even sorter make out like he had got
any, and I reckon Aunt Nancy New-
ton was right when she put him
down as “about the most wickedesi
man in this wide and wicked world.”
But the good Lord never blowed the
breath of life into a better soul than
old man Ebenezer Staggers, which he
was a preacher of the word in his day
and generation and the father of Jeems:
W.

No more of that. It leaks out now
that Bunk and old man Jeemna W, didn™t
have no tremendius big run of luck in
regards to fish. But a man by the
name of Jeem: W. Staggers got snake
bit, and that is what makes me tell you
what 1 do.

“You see, Dufe, I hod went down
the creek, whilsi Bunk he look up the
crcek,” says old man Jeems W, in
giving out the facts to me. *“] wasao
scandlous bad off for one good mess of
fish till I could smell the gravy, jou
understand, and consequentially 1
didn’t go down there lookin for snakea
But, by thunder, I found one, Rufe,
ond he found me. All of a suddent I
stumbled over one of these big old
rusty moccasins, and he nailed me on
the calf of my left leg. Naturally, of
course, I jumped up and down right
there in the same place till the snake
turned loose and 1 had stomped him
to death. Then I laid down and hol-
lored for Bunk, and him a mile up the
creek. BSo there I was, Rufe, way dowd
there in Murder ercek swamp snake
bit, three miles from home, ten miles
from the doctor. with my old leg swell-
in to beat six bLits, and narry drap of
sperits. Somelbin bhad fo be done
Rufe, right away immediately, apd for
the first time in my life I felt like ]
would love to pray. Hut, to be plum
honest with you, I didn't know how,
Up to then, you understand, L never had
seraped up any acquaintance with the
Lord, and I felt like I was a rank stran-
ger to Him. In the main time the
hurtin and the swellin went on, with
Bunk Weatherford a mile up the creek.
5o at last I pitched in and told the Lord
who I was and where 1 come from, and
then prayed to the best of my feeble
ability.”

A Bad and Funny Bight.

From the way in which Bunk Weath-
erford tells the news, it must of been ¢
sad and funny sight to zee old marp
Jeems W. Staggers sayin his prayer:
for the first time down there in Murder
Creek swamp.

“When I come up to where I eould
see Jeems W.,” says Bunk, “he was lay:
in there on the ground flat of his back
‘wavin his hands on high and gesturin
at a fast and furious lick. And to the
best of my recollection, this is what 1
heard him say in a loud voice:

“‘Oh Lord, I reckon you don’t know
me. Dut I am snake bit. My name is
Jeems W, Staggers, 1am the wild anc
wicked son of old FParson Ebenezer
Slaggers, which 1 reckon you knoweé
him. lle was a preacher of the Worc
accordin to the old school Baptists
and a mighty good man. I am his
onlyest son, and snake bit at that
©Oh, Lord, have mercy on my lost and
ruint soul. Yours truly, Jeems W
summi "

That was & day of terror and of
trouble, and no doubt Jeems W
thought his time had come. Dut by the
blessins of Him with whom a thou
sand years are as a watch in the night
the old man still lingers yet a little
while in the border land. The doctor:
say he will recover and git well, and
I do hope he will. Sometimes it takes
a heap to bring a man to his senses, but
it really looks to me like Jeems W.
Staggers has now come up to the forla
of the road.

For why? Well, the other day on my
return back home frem a trip dowa in
the stump hill country I rid around by
there to see how Jeems W. was comie
on. Inthegeneral confabulation which
followed, he went on to tell me how
thankful he ought to be, and how he
loved the name and recoilections of his
good, old father.

“And 1 mnever will feel plum
natural,” he went on, lookin lovinly
down upon his snakebit leg. “I never
will feel plum natural and right, Rufle
1ill I can git up from here and slip ofl
down to the lot and sing n few stanzas
from that good and familinr old song:

“ ‘Amasin grace! how sweet the sound,
Which saved & wreich like me.” ™

Man, born of woman, is of few day:
and sorry teeth, and full of fool notiona

But yesterday he was too big for his
breeches. . To-day he is small potatoes
and few in the hill, with the rows six
feet wide. To-morrow—the good Lard
knows what pot.

Some people have sence, snd some
people have fits.  Rurus BAXDERS.

Love’s Youag Dream.
Little Girl (st achool)—What did the
teacher send you bere for?

Little Boy—8he said 1 was bad, and
must come over and sit with the girls,
*I like you. Can you stay loug?™

“QOuess not. [ wasn't very bad.”
“Well, you be badder pext thae.”—
N. r.!w 3

Literury Kote.
Mrs. Brown—You dress is s puriect
{1 Mra, Jones—My beshand used blank | |

when De. sow the  Blll—Towe

FARMER AxD PLANTER.

HEAVY COTTON YIELD.

4 Oeocgla Pianter Te's How He MNade

:‘.m Foumnls of Bewd Cotton oa One

Loy

How did I make 7,089 ponnds of seed
eotton on one acre?

‘The prize acre of collon made by me
ia a part of a field of cight acres, and
has heretoiure produced two aand one-
half bales to the acre, apd the eight
Bcres one year made a yield of three
bales of cotton per acre. It is upland;
the original growth ocak and hickory,
was clenred some fifty or sixty years
ago; soil, a red, sandy loam and clay
subsoil; was in corn in 1803 and catsin
1804. 1 prepared the acre by breaking
deepearly in January with a two-horse
Dixie plow. First of April I cross plowed
with Boy Dixie plow; opened farrows
mcross the acra about two feet mpari
and about eight inches deep, and in
those furrows 1 distributed 1,800 pounds
of compost; listed on this compost with
a long steel scootar; then broke it deep
running diagonally aeroaa those lists.
Run off rows four feet apart, opening
wide furrows about sight inches deep,
and put 800 pounds of sompost in thess
rows or furrows. Run a long scooter
in those furrows as deep as it could be
plowed, mixing the compost with the
sail; bedded on those furrows with
Boy Dixie plow, small mould board,
and planted the aere on the 20th of
April.

When the cotton first came up, the
plant did mnot look ms stromg and
healthy as I thought it ahould, owing
to the cool weather, but when the
weather became warmer, the cotton
grew off rapidly. It was plowed four
times, using short scooter and heel
scrape 22 inches long. The plowings
were at intervals of about ifteen days,
Was hoed twice, chopping to a stand
two to two sod a half feet apart, mak-
ing stand four feet rows and two or
two and a half in the drill, snd plant
in a place or hill. Good seasons pre-
vailed until the 30th of June, drought
from 30th of June until 4th of Angust.
This nere of cotton did not scem to
suffer very materially during the
drought. From August 4th too much
rain for cotton until September 12th,
causing the cotton to shed or throw off
somo of its squares. From the 12th of
September, the balance of the seasons
were gaod for cotton, giving time for
maturity of the young fruit.

The compost used was made by this
formula: 2,100 pounds cotton seed snd
1,000 pound acid phoaphate and 100
pounds muriate of potash. This was
manipulnted or mixed with hose, and
I put layers of this compost about
cight inches in thickness, and layers of
well decomposed stable manure about
six or eight inches thick; put thia
away in pens. In haunling out to the
field, had dug square down, mixing
ingredients thoroughly,

The cotton seed used or planted I
saved or improved by bhaving carefol
hands go over the cotton fleids and se-
leet the eotton from large and well-
dereloped bolls and bolls having sfive
locks. Planted the sced from this se-
lestion in a plat of ground apart from
the olher cotton, and selected again
from this plat, and planted again the
rext yoar, and so on for five years.
Now the seed I have from these selec-
tizns are very fine and prolifiec. I
bkave nono for sale this year. I expect
to select my sced azain this year, and
wiil grow enough to spare my farming
friends.—VW. @. Cross, in Bouthern
Cultivator.

CULTIVATING ORCHARDS.

An 0d !‘nlt.ﬂlnwelr Lays Out the Safest
ol

An old frult grower says it Is the
safest plan to cultivate an orchard at
least five years after it is planted.
“But,” says the gencral farmer, whose
main interests are in other crops, “1
do not raise fruit for sale except in-
cidentally, and 1 can not afford the
time from my more important momney
crops to regularly cultivate my or-
chard, unless there is some orop be-
sides the fruit, which will pay me for
the time and labor.” While cultivating
the orchard per se, is the ideal plan,
there are certain minor erops, which
might be denominated orchard crops,
whose cultivalion does not interfere
with the development of the trees, and
under the above conditions, which the
farmer urges, it is highly advisable to
plant them between the tree rows
rather than leave the orchard entirely
without ecultivation. Deep plowing
too near the tree shomnld be avolded,
but, until they attain their full devel-
opment. there is ample space in the
middle of the rows for corn, eot-
ton, ground peas, sweet or Irish
potatoes, wmelons—any crop, in fach,
which requires comstant cultivation,
Orain of any kind should never be
sown in an orchard, on penalty of
permancat injury to the trees, not
only because these crops prevent cul-
tivation just at the senson .the trees
need it most, but Lecnuse they take
from the soil the very eloments most
needed for their proper development
Any of the crops ncmed may be culti-
vated without injury to the trees, pro-
vided always that ths young iree
roots are protected agalnst injury
from deep plowing; the plowing near
the trees should slways be shallow,
and the limbs protected ss far as
possible from mutilation or other in-
jury. After the trees have attained
their growth & crop of late cow peas
is an exccllent emricher of the
When the trees reach baarin
stage, the orchard may sown
grass or clover, if the sod is not
lowed to stznd more than three or
years. [loga and pounltry
scavengers in an orchard, as t
stroy many of the insect enemies,
also the fallen fruit, which is often
barbor for protecting and developin,
myriads of these Cattle and
horses should never be allowed to run
in an orchard. We have ascen ome

in value to pay for his food for a
month.—Southern Cultivator.

BREEDING ANIMALS.

veriation, sud which has Mitle powves
desirable charsctaris-

fo transmit its
tios to ita For this reason i

will lesson greaily ths

cholera striking your heed. Itis no
doubt largely due to this canse—
breeding immature animale—that we
have 80 much slckness in swine
throughout the country; this in ad-
dition to the niggardly way of keep-
ing swine by many tarmems, could we
:ixpect anything else?—Southern Cul-

vator.

Fer Begiuners in Tobuccs Culturs.

A small erop well cultivated and
cured will pay better than a large cne
half done.

A eanvas-covered bed is the safest
The cloth costs very ltile and will
doubly repay the sost of purchase.

Do not place the cloth too low over
the plant bed; four or five inches above
the plants is & good distance. Btreteh
it tight all around snd do not let 1§
say in any place.

In making plant beds, while it must
ba well pulverized, do not bring the
soll undernsath on top. Dig straight
down and chop upfinaly. The subsoil
injures the plant if brought on top.

A deep, rich soil, overlaying a red
clay subsoll, I8 best suited for dark,
heavy shipping tobaccos. A grasy,
sandy or slaty top soil, with a yellow,
porous subsoll, is best for yellow
wrappers and smokers; thess grades
are in great demand and command
better prices than any other.

In building houses, do not plsce
them too near each other. Where you
have plenty of toom, put them from
40 to 00 feet apart. The danger from
burning them is lesa,

Build your barns when you have
nothing else to do. Make them good
and tight, as you will save fuel and
time by so dolng’ Ventiation is
needed, but you mmst have It so yom
can control it st will,

In order to make s suceess of tobaceo
culture, you must pay attentiom to
overy detall of eultivation. Remember
that unless you give tobaocco the atten-
tion it requires, you will not sucoeed.
In fine tobacoo there i3 good money,
but of all cropa tobacco requires
the closest attention. If yon do this,
you will be rewarded for your labor
and time Iin recelving good prices for
your tobacco when it is put upon the
market.—Dixle Farmar.

FURAGE CROP3.
They Are sa Importeat Faster ia Farm

Provide amply for all drafta on our
food snppliea by crops of millet, sor-
ghum, forage corn, soja beans and
peas, In our annual drought, which
is to be expected and should be pro-
vided against, our pastures become
more or less parched, and those sueen.
lent crops flll in & period when our
stock might oitherwise be deprived of
green food, which contributes largely
to their health and of which they
are very fond, Besides feeding the
stoek, the and weoja beans
also feed the land, and If an extra
area ls planted, the hay or silage
will be found = valuable addition t¢
the winter ration for all farm animals.
Sorghum has a three-fold velue—as a
green food, to furnish sirup and tc
aid in filling the silo. These crops
may be planted at odd times from
early spring until the middle of sum-
mer., BSorghum should be planted
like corm, only closer in the drill
The rows for soja beans should be
about two and one-half feet apart,

-‘m.mm;-nht."-ﬂﬁ
mow, To which the sun merely
H‘Iﬂl’. to answer: “Come of the

—Gen. Fompuss—*] am to speak at 8
banquet to-night, snd I :nnt you ta
“What do you take me for—a gas
fitter ?"—Truth.

—Theodora—"They say Misa B. cele-
brated her 16th by attending
the Leap Year ball” Priscilla—
“What? A female medical student si:
young?' Theodora—"The ball waa
held on February 29, you know."—
Wrinkle.

—Mpr. Crimsonbeak—*The time fors
person to learn is when be js young.
As a proof of this, remember that a
man never forgets his letters.” Mrs,
Crimsonbeak—"He may not forget his
own, but 1 take notice he often forgets
those of his wife."—Yonkers States-
man,

—Brown—"Just had a talk with
Thumpioann, the pianist. He "says
that in the early part of his career
the critics ussalled him without
merey.” Robingon—"Must have been
discouraging.” Brown—"It was. At
one time he was on the point of baving

his hair cut."—Brooklyn Life.

—“Charley is so tender-hesried,”
said young Mrs. Torkins o her hus-
bapd's friend.” “Ishe?” “Yes. Last
night, when he came home Iate, 1 heard
him tell romebody who had walked
that far with him that the kitty was do-
Ing well. Just think of a man as busy
as he is taking so much interest in »
poor dumb animal:”

—-Mr. Crusht—*“This is {he aoniver-
sary ‘of our wedding day, love.” To-
dny we have bren married a year.” Mrs.
Crusht—"That's right, dearest; =snd
what do you think of married life in the
light of the year's 7 MNr.
Crusht—*1 don’t think at all, love; you
have relieved me of all pecessity for
that.”—Richmond Dispatch.

—Diamonds Innumerable.—*Excuse
me, Mr. Parnothing,” said the London
lady to her very wealthy acquaintance,
“but isn’t mining very interesting?
“YVery, ma'sm.” “I am very
on that score. Tell me, do diamonds
come in quartz?™ “Oh, I suppose some
people that work on o small scale get
‘em that way; but I had ‘em comin’
in galions, ma’am.”—Washington Star.

HUNTING DOWN A BANDIT.

A Stery That Ilusirsiss Seme Fhades of
z Life ia Cotebcn.

The other duy I told your readers
the story of Bomelll, who secured the
price put on the bead of a well-known
brigand by murdering an old pilgrim
amlpﬂmiuoﬂhllhﬂyll‘lhtutm

An even

nresque, and it breathes the
faithfulness and bhonor of the Corsican
characier.

“An Ajaccian friend,” writes a corre-
spoudent In the island, “tells me that
Cappa waa borrified by the conduet of
Bopelli, and, none the less, much af-
fecied by the news of the murderer’s
arrest. Cappa felt himself hemmed in
on all sides, and fled to the mountaing
of Prunelll-di-Sium-Orbo. This district
has been long famous for the courage
and hardiness of iis sons. In Louis
XVIIL's reign-a few of its hillamen
kept 5,000 soldiers at bay. Here Cappa
withdrew and hid himself in o lonely
valley, watched over by shepherd
{riends, and here the hunted outlaw fell
gick. The mountsineers tended him as
well as they were able. An old priest
also ministered to his comfort, and,
while soccoring the needy body, tried
as well to play the ‘soul friend” to the
bLandit. He influenced Capps suffi-
ciently to make him promise never
agsin o use gun ov kuife in killing a
fellow man.

“Capps was still ill when the annual
festa of a distant village came around.
The shepherds had no fsars for thelr
guest. They did not kmow that spies
were set to watch him. The men of
the valley were seen leaving the place,
ond information was sent to the nearest

the seed planted about twelve or fif- | E®

teen inches in the drill, Broadcast
the millet peed, about & bushel teo
the scre. Cow pess may be sown
in the middle furrow st the last
working of the corm, or

they may alsc be planted broadsast asg
o separnte crop, sied even if we fall to
harvest them, work and

of their will be fully e
turned in thele
land. Wea would not adviss, however,

green stufl.—Dizie Farmes.
HERE AND THERE

Miselsaippl the pine land owned by
them occupies 3,100 square miles, s to-
tal of 1,084,000 acres, of which 1,837,500
acres are in Loulsiana and 251,700 acres
in Mississippf.

—It will eost a little more o keep
the hens upon lvlrlltyﬂnnlﬂhq

t of the|yond

safety! When be had all bui galsed
wall be saw & single gendarme closs to
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entangled :
long hair of the tail of ome of them. The
little creature bad evidently bees im
search of material wherewith to lina

Mﬁ-ﬁhpmh.nﬁh—
pediment fastened In & ires o among
stones death is pretty sure to be the re-

other prominent men of the day be had.
his regular servants and they served re-
freshments such as were in those days
to be found in the bomes of the plain

country. No one ever heard of set din-
ners with regular decoratioms in o stilt-
ed manner, such as prevail at the pres-

Out-| .t time. The entertainments were of

a primitive nature, that is to say, they
were of a homelike nature. k

- “Another thing thet sppears to meas
remarkable is the ehange which has oe-
curred in official Jife in the national cap-
ital. Im the days before the war it was
customary for gentlemen from the
south who came to Weashington as mewe
‘bers of the house of o
as senators each to bring with him a
young man, who was {0 act as private
secretary, for the purpose of beimg

the =
southern people st that time. The pri-
or
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