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~as to tellin’ a story of moor men an’
wich-like, things happen out ‘pon this
oauld gray an’ brown world same as is
ciher places, but they bant o’ much ac-
count ‘cept to ourselves. Ican cail home
wan tale, though as I'll tell "¢, if you
mind to hear it. *Tis "bout the courtin’
ol a chap by the name o' Vogwell.

*“Bill was a writer of signs an’ sich-
like, an’ chap of his hands most ways
wi’ a general sense in gwaine through
the world which doan come to many as
Foung as it comed to him. He was al-
WaYs surprisin’ clever or else mazin ful-
ish. Theer wern't no half measures
"boutun. He lived wi’ his father in the
Iaet house o’ Merivale, an’ because sign-
writin® wasn't enough to keep him, he
built ten bee-butts, an’ strawed "em so
clever as a reg’lar datcher an’ sawled
pure heather honey at a shillin® a pound
an’ did braave pon it. His father
weern't o' no account, though a gude
man. Fuzz-cuttin® was his job—fuzz-
cattin® an’ fern-cuttin’ in autumn time.

“Then comed the matter o paintin’
that mign, an’ Master Applebird, who
_-oould fling’s money about like a duke
when he'd a mind to, which was "bout
wance ina month o’ Sundays, gived Hilly
the offer to paint & gert picter on wood,
an” frame it an” hang it awyr the inn
fusce. I mind just what Applebird said
for 1 was theer and’ heard: ‘I'll give
e ten shillin® for the job, if "tis done so
as all folks can see what's meant by un.’
Applebird done it really 'cause he
kpawed John Comer, of the ‘Red Heifer’
inn, Princeton, had just got a fine
sign drawed by a Plymouth chap; an’
Applebird would have sooner gived up
buziness altogether than let Comer best
him anywheer.

*“So Bill Vogwell got his brushes an’
paints an® ‘iles together an” made a
square o' boards, an” done out the hunts-
man, wi'a carpenter’s pencil, copyin’ the
same frofn-a butivul almanae what a
grocer to Travistock had gived away to's
customers the winter previous. Maaster
Applebird ordained as the picter should
be done in a tallet outside the inn; an’
theer Bill worked day by day till the
thing was done. An’ Polly Appiebird
watched un’ drawin’ an’ paintin’; which
is wheer this tale starts proper. She
wis & maiden of sebenteen year old, so
brown as the moor in autumn, wi' eyes
wheer you cude "ardly see the pupils sep-
arate from the blackness of the paart
which is brown or blue or gray in differ-
ent folks. Her hair was jack-daw color,
_ ¥f you knaws that. Ted'n zactly black,

mor yet blue, but betwix’ an® between,
wi’a dancin’ light as gaws from wan to

“SITE AN' BILL GOT AS THICK A8

ouUT O
*tother. Her lips was red asa ripe quar-
render apple an’ allus just a thot open.
You'd a swored she was a French fur-
riner or some sich thing; but "tweer’t so
at all.

“She an’ Bill got s0 thick as thieves
afore the picter was out ¢" hand, an” he
dawdled that cunnin’ an’ craafty awver
the paintin’ that 'twae best part of &
month ‘fore be allowed the thing was
dope. An', poor [ulcs, just "cause auld
Applebird weer mazin' pleased wi’ the
sign-board, they must think as he'd be
mazin' pleased with the painter, tu; an’
they kept comp'ny unbeknawnst to un
for & matter ¢’ three moaths or more.
Then “twas that bent, erooked limb o’
Batan, by name Benjamin Yole, what
spied theer little game, an® bro't the
climax to the courtin’. Yole hadn’t no
business of his awn, being pensioned
from the clay-works awin' to breakin’
his legs in an accident. But he crept
sbout Merivale wi' his wicked ears
flappin’ for every coorious thing as
might happen. He knawed some harm
"hout cvery man, wummon, cheel an'
cat In the village, an’ hadn’t no kind
word to say for anybody on God's airth

. but hisself. This here Yole soon spied
how Polly Applebird an’ Bill Vogwell
would go ont o’ Merivale differn’t ways,
as innercent as bees, an’ yet somehow
get drawed togetherarter. Full of this
noos he clattered, all crutches an’ spite,
into the ‘Huntsman': Rest,’ an’ axed to
oece landlord theer an’ then. Mind you,

prison for't, though T pay every lawyer
in Exeter to send ‘e, said the landlord
o' the *Huntsman's Rest,” dancin® wi’
wrath. *‘'Tis against the law, an’ you'll
suffer for it; an' whiies you'm in clink,
the gal shall starve for me; so now you
knaws wheer youstand. An’never you
darken my door agin, or I'll wring your
damn neck myself.

“But Bill didn't take much stock in
him. 'Y bant feared o' prison,” he sez,
‘an’ I'd gaw w-morrow an’ do ten years
for Polly so cheerful as a tadpole. Do
"e thinlk us loves one rnother like two
ornery folks? Why, she'd cut her hand
off for me, an' I'd do no less for her.
An' us be gwaine to marry, Maaster Ap-
plebird, sir, s0 wheer's the use o talk-
in'?

“Then the auld man, who'd never
heard the likes ¢’ zich sarce sinee his
own son went soldierin’, falled back
be’ind the bar wheer he stood, an’
*peared doubtful whether he should
let fly a pint pot at Bill, or keep hisself
dignified.

“*Yon poor bee-keepin’ twoad of a
bwoy," he says, scornful, ‘you gert silly
gaby, to dare an’ think my darter gude
enough for the likes of you.’

“*1 mever did think =0, an’ I doan’t
now, Maaster Applebird, but facts be
facts; she'm gwaine to marry me, an’
I'll bear the punishment like a man,
an’ so all's said.”

“In coourse all weern’t said, by a
darned long way, but the rest o’ the dis-
coourse fell "pon the ears of them in
the bar. for Bill he went off so haughiy
as a turkey cock wi’ his nose tip-tilted
an’ his lips curlin’ like a peel’s,

“XNot even that snake, Yole, though he
limped many a gude mile for no other
purpose, ever seed them two together
again, but they met purty continuous
for all that. An’ Bill axed her if she’'d
judge il a terrible evil carcumstance if
he done six weeks in clink (for rix
weeks it was, an’ no more, as Blanch-
ard, the policeman, tawld un), an” Polly
said that so long as they was married
fust, and she knawed she couldn’t be
tokened by her father to no other,
she'd let him go and think it no shame.

“Meantime, arter the trouble wi’ her
faither an® before the final coorious
happening, there was a fire in a croft of
auld Applebird’s, an’ & linhay, as didn’t
matter, was hurned down, and a Huge
gert wheat-stack, a= did matter a lot,
was saved by Bill Vogwell and two
other chaps—chiefly through Bill's
long-headedness. For Bill, though a
hot-headed fule of a lad in some ways,

¥et had a braave sight o' common sense,

THIEVES AFORE THE PICTURLE WAE
HAND.™

with as gnde a nerve in un as you might | by

see 'teen Exster an' Plymouth. Aunid
Applebird thanked Bill for what he'd
done, wi' a face same as though he was
chewin' of a lemon all the time. Then
days passed an’ "twas known that Polly
Applebird weer gwaine up to her aunt
a8 lived to Exeter. An’ so she weer;
but theer was more in the trip than met
the eye, 'cause Bill he'd ordained to

under age. The law be on her falther's
side like, so to save trouble an” gete the
job out 0" hand, 1've comed right along,
an’ if you'm ready for me, I'm ready for
you. "Tis a six weeks’ job, an’ the day
bein' Monday, an” the hour noon, maybe
you cud: make a note of it in wan o'
your prison books.”

“1f 1till had axed the man to hang on
he couldn’t a looked more surprised.

“*1 thot to come here quiet, an” do the
time, an’ then go home along, an’ no-
body any the worse,’ he sez.

* Caan't be,” sex the man. *I wish I
cuuld take e in, for I'm sure you'd do ns
all a power o' good, but you must get
the usual introductions. 1 daresay the
maid's faither’ll manage all that for ‘e
right an' reg’lar when you go home
an’ tell un what you've done.’

“‘Esgs, he will, sure 'nough,’ answers
Eill, ‘awnly I'd hoped to save un the
trouble. Us was gwaine to keep the
weddin’ secret till I'd took the punish-
ment of the law on it. Then when th’
auld man up an’ said as he'd send me to
chink, I should up and said back as I'd
bin."

*“That was the end of Bill's notion.
He tramped it home to Merivale, an®
next day marched off to see the innkeep-
er an’ tell un how matters stood. Apple-
bird was in & sweet mood, luckily
envugh, for wi'in the hour he'd sawld
the rick what Bill had raved for a
fi*-pun note more’n he'd reckoned to gete
for't. But it made it barder for Bill in
& mannero’speakin’, because before he'd
ot time to bring out his bit of noos,
Applebird sez: ‘Ah, Rill Vogwell, you've
come st the right moment, my son.
Here'a five shillin’ for 'e along o’ savin
the wheat-stack awhile simve.’

“Bill, be spawk theer an’ then, wi'out
takin' the money:

* ‘What you sez be righter than you
knaws, master. 1 be your son. Me an’
Poliy was of a mind, an’ us married each
olher in Exeter essterday marnin’. Us
bant in no hurry, as you'm so set again
it; but us tho't as theer weern't no harm
in makin® the future sartil, so us was
married.’

“Auld Applebird sat back behind the
bar, an’ he was tu surprised to be angry
for awhile. Then, arter he grasped hold
o' what Rill had said, he rent a stable
boy for a policeman an’ tomgued Bill
proper.

“*Egs, fay, I knawed you'd do that,’
sez Bill, while he waited an’ Applebird
drawed breath. ‘I knawed you'd have
the law o' me, an® when I was in Exeter
arter we was married, Polly an” me went
down to the gaol, an’ I was for gwaine
in theer an' then to save ’e trouble, but
they wouldn't take me. You'd got to
summons me furst,and then I'm brought
up in due coourse afore a justice, an'
he sentences me to six weeks for mar-
rvin’ a gal under age. I tho't to have
gaved e all that confusion, but it can’t
be, they towld me. So you'll have togo
through wi' it, an’ I get six weeks."

“'Six weeks, you damn young rip*
bust out Applebird, sweatin® wi’ raage.
‘T’ll have ’e theer for six years hard la-
bor, if lawyers can work it.*

* “They can’t,’ sex Bill. 'SixweeksI'll
get—then I'll come back to Merivale.”

“It happened that the p'liceman
conldn’t be found just then, an’ Bill,
sayin’ es he would be at his faither's
house, went off. He waited till evening,
but no p'liceman comed. Next dny he
went to see Maaster Applebird again;
an’ the auld man tawld un tegetout the
bar, but he said nothin® *bout the p'lice-
mun. An' Tour followin' marnins he
went to knaw when the pliceman was
comin’. Then Polly comed home an®
faced the moosic; but you see, Polly was
wound too tight around her father’s
heart for un to cast her off or anythin®
cutrageous like that. Then in the
spring Bill's father died, an’ "twas found
he'd saved a matter of eighty-three
pounds in silver, which had took fifty
year o' fuzz-cuttin to do. But theer it
wes, an’ when auld Applebird heard as
Bill meant bayin® fraish paper for the
cottage walls an’ improvin® the plaace
general he was interested; an’ when he
heard Bill was "specially axed to painta
gert elephant on a sign at Travistock for
two pounds ten he was *‘mazed with won-
der.

“Eighteen months dawdled by, an®
then comed the tail to the story, as [
said. Wan day Applebird secs his dar-
tier helpin’ the servant gal downstairs
with two boxes, an® he also sees a bwoy
wi’ a barrow "fore the inn door, waitin®.

“ ‘Wheer be gwaine? he ses to Polly.

“‘Down long te my husband, Bill
Vogwell's house,” ez Polly.

“iNever—not while I can stop e/
he answers back. but rather tame like,
for theer was mauny things in his mind
that time,

“‘God bless "e, faither,’ she sez, ‘God
bless ‘e, but you caan't stop me. Do
‘e knaw the day? she sex,

“‘No." he sez.

“‘My birthday,’ she sez. ‘I be comed
of age, an’ I loves "¢ 50 dear as ever, an’
Bill no less than I did when us was
married. “Tis my bounden dooty, dear
faither,” she sez.

meet her theer quiet and marry her
*fore the registrar. The plan was her'n,
an’ what was to follow comed out o'
Bill's own noddle—a purty darned silly
notion; tu, for Bill, you see, was half
a janious and half a idiot, an® them two
halves got mixed now an’ again.

“Off went TDolly, innercent seem-
lw’ly as a gusechick; and Bill had a
301.1 that tuke him out o’ Merivale same

ay.

“All went merry as need be. They
et as planned the next-day, an’ off they
traapsed, an’ thoer weern't no sort ¢’
difficulty about the job, for marryin's
ensy a8 lyin® if you get two of a mind.
Then comed the durn rum thing what
Eill done. He and the gal, as was hi
lawful wife, walked straight away to
the prison, an’ as they went her grawed
tearful an’ cuddied of his arm closer’n
closer, an® shivered all over when sire
seed the gart walls o' chink a-towerin®
afore "ém .

“ “They won't hurt *e? she said, sob-
bin' quiet.

“"Not them,' he said. ‘The timell
poss like a dream along o thinkin'
you'm my awn wife by law, what none
short o’ God A'mighty couldn’t take
from me.! ?

“Wi’ that he ringed the goal bell, an’
8 braave noise it made; an’ a chap opes
o little bit of a gute in the middle of 8
big wan, an’ axes Bill his business.

*“I wants to see the head p'liceman,’
= -

*“Well, you caan’t, for he'm to-
day; but p'raps, when all’s -ill;.;::’!:ht

* | sarve 'e? sex the man.

“And Vogwell,

|officer of some sort, reckoned he would |
do, an® act out his businesa short and |

* ®Tis like the ‘ere,’ he mpid. ‘T be new

15 viek o oy Jomtul e, oy b’ |

“The auld man answered nevers word,
but he stood at the door with his gert
double chins all rampled up as he put
hiz head down like » bull snortin’ an’
puffin’. 5o be watched her go, an’ then
went in the door. Nobody seed un all
that arternoon, but when evenin’ came
an" the lights twinkied out o’ Merivals,
like & row o’ glow-worms climbin® the
black hill, Applebird he put on the vel-
veteen coat he used for rabbit shootin’,
an’ brushed his white hair till it shone,
an’ counted out a tidy littie pile of sov-
ercigns from a bag, an’ took his stick,
an’ tawld the stable-boy, as aiso served
in the bar, he'd be back in an hour or
Jess. Then he sneakied down the hill
sn though he was gwaine joachin’;
but he stopped at the last cot, an’ looked
at a light in the kitchen winder’ an'
seed two heads close together eatin’
supper at a little noo table. Then he
tramped up the pethway soft, but Polly
heard an® knawed the step; an® "fore
he reached the door “twas open.™

A Wemen the Canse of Bt.

Mrs. Chaffie—Johnnis, your teacher
writes that you ddn't study at homs,
apd that vou didn't know your lessom
yesterday. What were you deing yee-
Mny_u_fm‘.’

THE SKIN AND ITS CHILDREN.

A Man Who Has Counted the Huirs of the
Hamas Head,

l THE SENSATIONS
Attending & gieal Op
seribed by & Patlent.
A gentl who has recently suc-

an De

There are 334,000 hairs on the h
body. Prof. Charles Stewart, who de-
posed to this at the Royal institution re-
cently, has courted them. He would
not, of course, be particular to a hair
or two one way or the other, but thison
the average is the result. The skin has,
therefore, a very respectable family of
offsprings, for the biologists can show
ns bevond all doubt that hairs are after
all only special parts of the skin that
naiure has modificd in this way in order
to better protect and kecep warm her
highly important works within. The
human skin is & much more complex
sort of fabric than is properly imagined.
The true skin is right underneath. Yon
can make its acquaintance with the aid
of a file or the sharp corner of a door
lock. The outer skin or cuticle is really
a continually-renewed shield of horny
scales, which are the cast-off dead cells
of the living layer below. The under
skin is the real business article, full of
cunning little “touch nerves,” Dblood
vessels, lymphaties, sweat glands, fat
glands, hair follicles and what not.

The follicles are the pits in which the
hairs are grown, something like celery,
and nature has cxpended apparently a
quite ridiculous amount of care on
these structures. The hair in vach eell
is 4 direct growth of the skin. It grows
at the rate of half an inch a month. The
coloring matter, as we know, is apt to
fade nnd leave us at the mercy of those
who commend fluids which “are not
dyes.” Prof.Stewart thinks it quite pos-
gible that sudden fright may blanch the
pigment “in a single night,” but how it
i3 done, since this pigment in most cases
iz far away from any visible nervons
control, he fails to see. Some people
have a peculiar sparkling look about
their sandy hair. The professor traces
this to alternations of white and col-
ored growth, which he finds correspond
with alternate periods of 12 hours'
normal growth. The pigment is, per-
baps, not deposited during the night,
but is during the day, or vice versa.

“Fach particular hair” stands up
“like quills upon the fretful porcupine™
(which, by the way, arc also hairs) by
virtue of un erector muscle, one end of
which is fastened to the bulb of the hair
and the other to the point near the sur-
face of the skin. When the muscle con-
tiacts under nervous excitement the
hair is puiled up vertically (it usually
lics a little slantingwise). The “pull™
on the muscles is also seen at the point
of attachment in the skin, giving rise
to the little dimples which, in conjune-
tion with the erect hairs, produce the
appearance known as “gooseflesh.”

Other children of the =kin, but only
* in number, are the nails. These
arise out of sharp folds in the skin, and
are essentinlly very tough, horny ma-
terial built up from the living skin cells,
much in the same way as hairs are built
up. The growth is at the rate of about
the thirty-secondth of an inch a week.
The nzil is fastened to the under skin
by a peculiar system of locking teeth.
While talking about the skin Prof. Stew-
art did not overlook the “sweat glands,”
which lie buried in the under skin, ex-
tracting from the blood gome 50 ounces
of watery waste products a day. These
pass out through corkscrew passages
in the outer skin, emerging in the shape
of the myriad little pores, which we can
just make out by the aid of an ordinary
pocket lens. There are about 76,000 of
such openings on the palm of one’s
hand, Prof. Stewart has counted them,
but again he will not risk kis reputation
for strict veracity on the question of a
single pore one way or another. It is
averapes he deals in, feeling, of eourse,
that the public are not exacting in such
matters.—London Graphic.

FEEDING THE LONDON ZOO.

cessfully passed through a most dan-
gerous operation has siritten n deserip-
tion of the proceeding from his stand-
point, from the timme he was placed on
the operating table to the day he walked
out of the hospital a well man. He re-
lates it as follows:

“*Feel & bit shaky, eh?" aszked the
surgeon. ‘A tablespoonful of brandy,
please, sister. Now, that’s better.’

“*We will proceed with the chloro-
form, Mr. Richardson,' the great man
said:

“At these words a young doctor stand-
ing at my head bent ofer me, holding
towel in his hands. He managed to rais=
my lower jaw, and nlso to place the
chloroform-saturated towel over my
mouth and nostrils at the same time. A
sweet, burning, half-pleasant, half-
sickly odor was emitted as I breathed.

“ ‘Hreathe away quietly, and begin
{o count slowly up to a hundred.’

“‘Ome, two, three, four, five, six,
seven,” I murmured, and then, some-
Low, a confusion of thought came upon
me,

“Yhere had I got to? It didn’tin the
least matter, I knew, but still it wor-
ried me. But yet while even in the act
of deciding to go on counting again, to
begin at the beginning, [ found that I
was being suffocated, but still it was
pleasant suffocation. I was uncertain
as to whether I should struggle or not.
That also didn’t sesm to be of much
consequence, Queer throbbing sounds
seemed to be acting on the depths of my
brain—I can give no clearer descrip-
tion. There was a heavy, steady, but
mighty loud, beating of my heart, each
I'eat of which appenred to churn up my
brals.

“And now I was hearing music-—the
divinest of music. The bass notes were
supplied by the throbbing, heavy sound
in my brain, but around me—just as
though thousands of tiny fairles were
playing the very sweetest airs on thou-
sands of most delicately-tuned harps,
and the sweetest of little tinkling gold
and silver bells—the treble portion of
the melody was being enchantingly
played. I thought I waainasunny gar-
den, gorgeous with the fairest flowers
and scented with their perfumes. 1was
free from all disense, was delirionsly
happy and contented; the Elysian fields
were around me; I wanted for nothing
but to be left there and to lie and laze
for millions of years.

“But then suddenly the gardens be-
came dark as night; a rushing, roaring
wind swept over them; a crash,asof all
thi= world’s artillery being discharged
at once, seemed to annihilate me and
everything else, almost before 1 could
realize any change from the glorious-
ness of my previous sensalions! Then
came nothingness.

“Coming to earth again, I found my-
=2lf in my bed in the ward. The house
surgeon was feeling my pulse. 1 just no-
ticed that there were screens across the
bed, and that T felt comparatively
sleepy, but a trifle sickly. Surely noth-
ing could have happened since I fell
into the chloroformed sleep.

““Why, didn't they do the operntion.
ofter all?" 1 asked. The doctor smiled.
‘My dear fellow,’ he said, ‘I oughtnot to
say it, perhaps; bat if you only knew
what you have gone through during the
past two hours you'd know why I smile
at your guestion. Why, man, you have
gone through an operation which has
only been performed twice before in
this country. Ohb, yes, they did do the
operation, after all. Now, ask no ques-
tions; lie still, don’t talk, but try tc
sleep. Your life has been saved; you've
a good constitntion, and if you do as
vou are told you'll walk out of this place
in less than three months a new man’

“I did, but I have never forgotten the

operation of which I felt nothing."™—
Cincinnati Enquirer.

Yariety and (Quantity of the Provisk
Required by fts Deal A 1y.
The London Zoo is. perhaps, the mos

popular scientific institation In Eu-

rope, and its expenses are heavy. A

recent report says that the denth rate

of its denizens is high, about 379 per

1,000, and about 1,200 animals are added

every year, of which one-sixth nre pur

chased. The provision bill comes to
over £4,000 a year, which means that
it coats only a little more than a penny

a day per capita to feed 2,500 animals.
The flesh-enting animals are not sup-

plied with prime joints of beef at this

rate. Their fare is horseflesh and goat-
flesh. Hay, clover, 'bran, oats, maize,
wheat and barley for grass and grain
eaters form a large item, and 244 bush-
els of canary, hemp and millet seed
are demanded by the birds. The fish-
eaters consume 17 tons of fish annually.

There are some odd items in the com-

missariat. One can understand the i3

tons of biscults, the four tons of rice,
and the three tons of potatoes, but the

3,400 bunches of watercress, the 1,200

quarts of shrimp, the 7,500 fowls” heads

are among the unexpected, Carrotsand
greens are popular. The latter include

300 dozen of cabbages. And there are

epicures who demand 24,000 eggs. The

muta dispensed by vigitors are far from
supplying the needs of the animals,

429 cwt. of monkey nuts figure in the

annual consumption. Dates, grapes

and raising have a place in the menn.

Oranges are eaten to the tune of 17,

000, to say mothing of 14,000 bananas,

The children’s buns are cloying, but

they are supplemented officially by 5,300

quartern loaves and 5,100 quarts of

milk. There is also the hideous item
of the living food of the snaken, who
are not held by ancient windom to be

symbols of evil for mothing—N. Y.

Bun.

immanss Fortmsas in Trees.

The timber wealth of the: United
States gives a yearly product of over
$1,000,000,000, or twice the value of the
entire output of all the inines put to-
gether—gold, gilver, coal, iron, copper.
xinc and the rest. This is a resource
worth keeping, sud yet we are cutting
.nto our capital at the fearful rate of 73
per cent. each year, as only about 2§
per cent. of the timber market Is repre-
rented by mew growth. As for losses

*rom the fires that are started by Joco- |
| nictives, cattlemen; berry pickers, bunt-

ers and incendiaries, it gives a sufll-

CAMPING OUT IN A TREE.

A Maa Whe Tried It Says It's  Great
Eaceess
Everybody who has ever camped out
in Niles canyon knows that there is a
ber of things to be considered in
selecting a desirable site. 1f you pitch
your tent near the water the air is like-
Iy to be close on warm days, to =ay
nothing of the ons guit
On the other hand, if your ient is
pitched on a hillside, it is difficnlt to
find = level place to build a fire and all
the water has to be carried up from the
stream below. Of course it is more con-
venient to be near the water, but under
ordinary circumstances not =0 con:-
fortable as being a few feet above it.
Henry Gibson thinks that be has
solved the -problem and at the same
thme procured a number of advantages
he had not looked for. He is one of the
first campers in the canyon and intends
to remain all mgmner, so that it is likely
that many of the later arrivals will take
advantage of his way of pitching a tent.
Gibsoa's scheme consists of utilizing
3 big cottonwood tree. He selected one
with spreading branches, and in the
rpace between them he coustructed a
platform of flooring similar to thoee
generally used under tents when they
are placed on the ground. One of the
branches had to be sawed off, but the
platform was made to fit in between
the others as micely as could be. On
this platform he has pitched his tent
the same as he would om the ground.
By the use of & ladder it is eany to gel
up or down. There are wd-

PASSING OF THE BRONCHO.

in 8 Few Yearmm He Will Have Disap-
peared Eatively.

1t is a fact, and in some respects not
to be regreited, that the broncho is fast
disappearing. He has served his pur-
pose as no other horse in the world
could do. But changed conditions of
the country have done aviay with this
onoe necessary evil. For evil, in many
ways, he was; in evil and good he never
has had and never will have an equal.
But the broncho to-day is mot what he
was, for into almost every nook and
corner has been carried new blood to
eross with this tough and evil-minded
little warrior and more often to his det-
riment than to his betterment.

Croeses of all kinds have been tried,
but in nearly all cases, for two or three
generations, the evil of bad temper and
“cussedness™ comes to stay, and at the
same time the half-breed loses the
staying qualities of the genuine bron-
cho. Croeses with Clyde, coach, Nor-
man, hackney and thoroughbred have
proven a failure. With all the fore-
going, except the thoroughbred, al-
most a total failure. From actnal ob-

il
il

servation the first cross to Clyde, h
Norman and hackney are almost en-
tirely worthless. It makes them in
mize between the broncho and the sire.

Not big enough for draft, not fit
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for drivers on t of temper, lack
of speed and homely conformation.
For saddlers and cow horses they have
lost the sure-footedness, staying quali-
ties and indomitable courage that the
genuine broncho, nine times out of ten,
has. The cross from the thoroughbred
is betier. In many cases it gives them
more speed, but the distance must be
shortened. The broncho-th ghbred
cross is not, as a class, 50 teachable as
the broncho proper.

Taken all in all, in my mind, for the
work cut out for him, no cross has
ever been an improvement in the first
generation. Seventy-five, 80 or 100
miles in ten or twelve hours has not
been a very unusual ride for me on the
good, old-fashioned little ero of the
plains. I had need, during the trouble
among the Creeks in 1882 and 1883,
to go from Muskogee, L. T, to Oak-
mulgee, I. T., the distance being 43
miles. I had just 414, hours to do the
trick it I accomplished what I wished.
I did it, and with no apparent hurt to.
my mount, for the next morning he was
as willing and ready, as the horseman
says, to go “high, wide and handsome™
aE ever.

Show me any other kind of horse
that can do such work on scout fore
and plenty of abuse and [ will take my
hat off to him, be he of what breed he
may. They are fast passing away, but
they were the pioneers of a new coun-
try, and their footprints show in every
wild place where the white man first

the United States. Good-by, old friend
and enemy of the past. You have
served me well in both good and evil,
and many aches and pains that I still
here make me remember the evil, but
“their good deeds shall live after them.”

—American Sportsman.
NEW BUILDINGS UNHARMED.

Observations of the Cyclone’s Destractive
Wark ia 62 Lonis

The destruction of buildings in St
Louis was confined almost altogether
to those built many years ago. In the
business district and along the levee
every brick building demolished had
been built a great many years ago.
An examination of the bricks and mor-
tar that had been thrown into the
streets showed that the first was soft
and the latter had little adhesiveness
and crumbled between the fingers with
very little pressure. On Becond street,
devoted to the commission and kindred
trades, were several brick buildings
with the fronts or cormers torn out
and the roofs gone, while beside them
in the street were modern, well-con-
structed buildings, much larger and
offering more resistance to the wind,
which escaped with only such injuries
as broken windows, cansed by the flying
bricks from old buildings. In the heart
of the retail business and hotel dis-
trict, where the Planters’ and Southern
hotels and the new mnd fine modern
office and business buildings arve, the
damage was confined to plate glase
windows, shattered by flying debris,
and to telepbone and telegraph wires,
and signs end windows. A man wio
was in the tenth story of a large build-
ing when the storm struck it, felt the
shock of the wind, but the building
stood like & rock against it, while two
blocks away, old buildings, erected
when leas care was given to construc-
tion, were being torn to pieces, their
brick fronts hurled into the streets and
their roofs throngh the air. In some
cases the sheet-iron roofs of fine, new
business buildings were injured by
the wind catching at the corner of a
cornice and getting under the iron and
ripping it off in rolls. In Lafayette
park the statoe of Benton stood un-
harmed, surrounded by broken and up-
rooted trees and the wrecks of flimsy
pagodas and boathouses.

In the Mill Creek Valley, a fashion-
able portion of South 8t. Louis, where
nearly every residence was damaged,
the houses were of the ante-bellum type,
with heavy stone porticos supported
by Corinthian columns. Many of them
were so old that the cracks showed
under several coats of paint, with which

santages in pitching a tent this way,
the principal one of which is that it in
Ligh and dry and the occupants run lit-
tle danger of taking cold. Besides this,

i

sxposed
able extent to the sun, the leaves fall
off. ‘Thia character of plants muat be
cured in the cotk, or under
order to secure a fair quality of hay.
It is & mistake to that our

spontamscunaly
in pasture and meadow, areall inferior
hay grassos. Bome of them are better

showed his face in the western part of | 4

the bay, when
well, and the siock eat it well amd
thrive upon i —Farm Gazetta,

THE FARMER'S HOPE.

Right Liviag ou the Farm the Basis of
Its Fruities.

The condition of the farmer and his

inlerests is the basiks of the

most important ¢itimen. To the farm
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