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THE LOVE LIGHTS OF HOME.
The bird to the nest and the bee to the

comb,
When the night from the heavens falls
dreary,
And Love to the light in the windows of
home—

The Yight of the love of my dearie.
And love to the light, like a swallow In
_ Might,
When the storm Llows the stars from the
blue of the night:
And a kiss from the red rose, a smile from
the white,

In the gardens that bloom for my dearie!

Ths ships to the barbor from over the
fonm,
When the wey has been stormy and
; weary,
And Love to the light in the windows of
home—
. The lght of the love of my dearic.
And Love 1o the light, like the bloom from
the light,
WWhen the spring suns weave wonders of
red and of white,
And the darkness of winter is kizsed to
the bright
In the gardens that bloom for my dearie.

The bird to the nest and the bee to the
comb,
And never a night shall fall dreary
While the lights in the beautiful windows
of home
. Are lit by the love of my deariel
And Love to the light, like a bird from the
night, i
Where angels in lilies Love's litanles write,
4And a kisx from the crimson, a smile from
the white,
In the garderns that bloom for my deariel
~Frank L. Btanton, in Harper's Bazar.

A FEMALE CREW.
BY ARDEN.

“Now which one?” asked Polly. ana
®he stood on tiptoe that she might de-
termine the point.

Bhe was a plump Polly.

She wasa short Polly, and the mantei-
piece was a high one, so that there was
no other thing to da than to stand on
tiptoe while she gazed zt two faces
and wondered: “Which one?”

They were not female faces, but Polly,
though young, was old enough to take 2

' very positive interest in masculine faces.
She had already deciged which one she
would like to marry, and would she have
been surprised if some day, out of that
surface of paper on the mantel-piece,
had broken a voice: “Polly, my deur, as
I love you, will you marry me?”

But he had maintained a grave silence
because only a picture, for which reason
nobody could claim eredit for unusual
discretion of specch for ¢ man. Yes,
dumb, dumb, and that gave Pollys
warm affection a chill. Then he was
her “first cousin Joe,” and a kind of a
brother, was he not? That gave her
marrying fever a still colder ehill. This
voungy man was very handsome. His
eves were as expressive as Polly’s, and
that is saying a good deal. Her eyes
were black, =oft and loving. Anyone
that had eyes as handsome as Polly
+Ricker's owned an excellent piece of
property. His features were very reg-
ular. The lines of his mouth showed
firmness, vet tenderness, and Tolly,
first looking round to see if Aunt
Nabby were “peekin’,” had kissed the
picture the very day of our story.
Aunt Xabby was not given, though, to
*peekin’.” That very moment she was
frying doughnuts because Polly liked
them. The other picture on the mantel-
piece was that of an honest, reliable
soul; but Polly had no affection for him.
Bhe was a visitor under the roof, and in
the two weeks that her visit had
stretched across, she bad learned very
munch about the history of beings whose
only presence was that of pictures. Had
%ot Aunt Nabby said that this plain.
srnsible face belonged to a sailor, a
young captain? .

*Jh, the other iz a seaman only; but
1 had rather marry a handsome sailor
than » homely, stiff captain™ was
Polly’s opinion.

She sighed.

She was thinking that the handeom«:
snilor was only Cousin Joe. She hesi-
tated a moment, kissed the photograph
ngain, and then went downstairs to look
out of a window fronting the seaand to
pity sailors,

Evervbody in the neighborhood had
something todo with the sea, which was
only a bit of a way off, and kept pound-
ing night and day on the rocks, making
mll the fuss it could to attmct as much
attention as possible. To keep this un-
ruly sea in any kind of subjection cvery
one must do something. Uncle Ronald
TNicker was the keeper of the yellow life-
saving station on the rim of the gray
sands,

Uncle Ronald was a bhig, burly, good-
natured kind of a fellow. Aunt Xabhy
was & slim, slender womsn, whose
thoughts were guick moving, darting
ot like swallows' wings, and her eye
sparkled Tike a run of brook water the
day the =pring has lifted the lid of ice
covering it.

Said Uncle Ronald 10 Aunt Nabby, in
the hearing of Polly at the window:

“I'd like to have you, Nabby, clean up
at the station, if you will, sweep round
nud =0 on. Xothin' doin’ there in sum-
mer, but [ want to keep things sort of
slicked up, and I'Il "low you the pay for
it. T've got to be off to my tater-patch
t'other side of the back pastur’™

“1 will, Ronald.”

Ronald Ricker left the room.

“Polly. soon as I have finished these
ere doughnuts—then—eome on!™ cried
Aunt Nabby. *“We will run that life-
zavin’ station this forencon. They shall
have a female erew to-day. Youget the
brooms ready. It is a worn-out thing
down at the station. 'We'll be lively and
start soon.”

A small but sprightly broom-brigade
soon charged upon the station and cap-
tured it without difficulty. Windows
were thrown up, the brooms set to
whisking, and the dust routed.

The living-romn below, the men's
headquarters by day, speedily -was
swept. The boatroom, with its appara-
tus of surfboat and breeches-buoy, life-
car'mnd Lyle gun, rockets and signals,
received prompt attention, and this foor
also was thoroughly swepl. Aunt Xab-
by remained to do some “cleaning out™
behind the door where obe of the other
but less particular crew had teft a heap
of dirt. Polly, singing away, went up-
stairs hopping like a rohin from

to stepi landing on the threshold of
the masculine crew's quarters by night.
#ds look all right,” said Polly,
eving #ik $8n Béds. neatly egvered with
iy stlset’in two prim vows along
‘and southern walls of the

room. sl they look aliright, but I

3 H

:_'This was a plotfrom on thie joof, railed
Here

needy craft on the water promptly in
structed.

“Giuess women's eyea can see as quick
as men's,” murmured Polly, “and we
will have it =0 to-day.”

On her way up a short flight of stepe
to the lookout she halted in a little re-
cessg and examined the box of signals
kept there. Since her arrival she had
been very much interested in the signal
department, and, instructed by Unele
Ronald, felt that she could now handle
those sigonls as readily as the keepet
himseif.

“Don't [ wish that Cousin Joe, whom
1 never saw only in his picture, were off
on the water and needed some signaling
from the shore!™ &

If she had followed the promptings of
her heart and the signal vocabulary per-
mitted, <he would have at once signaled:
“I love thee, Joseph.” But he was just
Cousin Joe, and repressing any demon-
stration of special interest, she lifted
the scuttle in the roof, threw it back,
vlimbed upon the platform, and looked
off.

Her heart started wp and began to
beat like a thresher’s flail, for there was
a schooner fiying a signal. She knew
what it meant. Was it Cousin Joe off
there? Whoever it was, & signal of
“distress™ was fluttering above the ves-
s¢l. Should Polly run and get Uncle
Honald? When in summer during the
zeason of closed dmors and vacant rooms
at the station, an¥ disaster might hap-
pen on the water, the proper procedure
was to run for the keeper and notify
him. At the head of & many of the old
crew as he could gather from the corn-
fields and fish-houses, the keeper hur-
ried to the station, operating as might
be advisable. Uncle Ronald, though,
was off on a “tater-patch,” & mile away.
In the meantime th: whole United
States navy, ducking their heads one
after the other, could sink off this very
station.

“Wasn't a female crew running this
station to-day 7" soliloguized Polly. “T'll
answer that signal myself.”

The schooner was so near the shore
that if her rails had been set the appro-
priate signal would have been the JD
of the international code of signals:
“You are standing in todanger,” but this
vessel had dropped her canvas, as if
meaning to hait anyway, and then she
had a suspicious look, as if sinking.

“I'll let them know they are recog-
nized, and that they may expect help,"
thought Polly, working swiftly.

Turning away from the staff, at
whose head now fluttered this signal
like a tongue of cheering speech, Polly
ran down the short stairway into the
crew’s night quarters, then down the
stairs, dropping to the kitchen, and
cried, in jerks:

“0Oh—oh!—zounds!—suntie—quick!
Danger!”

“What 2"

“Quick!'™

She was now darting through the
outer door.

“Git your uncle, Polly!™

“Too—too—far off! Come!™

Aml Xabby sprang after Polly.

“Let's—take—uncle’'s—boat,
Nabby!™

“We go off ™

“Yes—yes! You can row; socan L."

“Good for ye!™ cried Aunt Nabby. *1
am with ye.”

They rushed uncle’s boat down to the
firm, shelving sands. They pulled it
through the low-running surf, and soon
were alongside the schooner in distress,

“Duick-—quick!”™ said a sailor, bring-
ing a box to the vessel's rail. “We ranon
the rock in the night, lest onr boat,
though we got off the rock, started &
leak, and have been settlin’ ever since—
therey I'll go back with ye. Then I'll
pull off and get another load. Cap'n is
in the cabin gettin’ things up. You are
good to come off—women, too. Ready ?
Hum—iow? All together. Pull!™

The hoat was rowed ashore, the box,
precious with papers and money, car-
rie:l‘ vp the sands, and then the sailor
said:

“Lemme go back alome. T will make
more rovm for the next load, with cap’n
or anyone that comes.™

“I won’t marry that captain, running
on & rock,” thought Polly. “He must
ve stupid and homely. Give me a hand-
some sailor.”

Bhe thought of Cousin Joe and the
homely captain perched in state on the
mantel-piece at the house,

As if looking behind and discovering
her thoughts, the railor remarked:

“It wa'n't the fault of our cap’n that
we were on that rock, or narybody’s.
Things will happen, you kpow."

“I wouldn't marry him anyway,” si-
iently resolved Polly.

As the boat was rustling through the
surf, Aunt Nabby said:

“Now, Polly, we are the crew to-day,
you know, and must do jest as the crew
does to the shipwrecked. I'lletartafire
in the kitchen stove in the station. 1
taw some coffee and sugar down there
in the pantry, and I'll git some milk and
cake and birkit. We'll fix 'em. You
witch by the staff, as it comes. Rest
of the crew is agoin' to the station.”

Load after load was safely brought
from the schooner, which all thix time
was settling. With the last boat-load
came the captain. Polly atarted when
she saw him step on the sands. Why
hadn't she seen it while he was in the
boat nearing the land? If Consin Joe's
picture had left the mantel-piece, and,
turning up, had stepped out of the
beat, she could not have been more sur-
prised. This was Cousin Joe himeelf.
She sprang forward.

“Why, Cousin Joe, is it you?” she
eried, this short surfman flying up to
him, reaching as high as she could apd
throwing her arms about him.

“I—I—1—" stammered the young
man, blushing, though not displeased.
“1—i—thank you with my whole heart
for helping us s0 nobly, but I am not
your Cousin Joe, sorry to say!™

XNot Polly's Cousin Joe?

“Why. why!™ she murmured, in con-
fusion, starting back.

Another voice, thisugh, was speaking
—somebody from the station—and
Iaughing beartily. “Dick Warner, I do
declare—ha, ha! Glad to see ye hum!
Polly, Polly, dear, come here! Thisis
Dick Warner.” i

“I thought it wax Cousin Joe—that
picture on the mantel-piece,” snid Polly,
blushing and hanging low her hesd.

“Xo, no,” screamed Aunt Kabby, “you
made & mistake. Cousin Joe is t'other
picture—ha, ha! He'll be hum soon!™

Yes, the real Cousin Joe came home
eoon, and just in time to bear of the ex-
tagement between a certain young fe-
male surfman and Capt. Richard Warn-

Awnt

er.—N. Y. Ledger.

“I'HEM GOLDEN DAYS”

The Sage of Rocky Cresak Look-
ing Backwards.

Bon Chris Wenver Comes Up from the
Uld Settiemest — “Long Lather
sad the Widder’—Buek Mil-
ligan’s Race.

“How would it suit you, Rafe, for
us to make a cross mark and spit in it
k. this morain amd
turn ronnd and
go backand take
a fresh start and
be a pair of har-
um-scarem boys
onct more?”
says he. It
would suit me
perfectly all
right and to a
nat's bristle,
AL Ben Chris,” says
h that me and Ben Chris
Weaver—the plsymate of my childhood
and boyhood, friend of my manhood
and ride partner in a thousand trials
and troubles and temptations—we then
went on to talk mbout them good cld
times that use to be in our young and
gallin days.

sLeag Luther and the Widder.™

The crops was then laid by and it
was right in between fodder pullin
and cotton pickin time, you understand,
and Ben Chris he had come up from the
old Panther Creek settlement on a short
visitation for a few days with me, as he
is wont to do about onct a year.

“Hit is jest naturally marvelsome to
me, Rufe, how many strange and pe-
curious things come to pass on the earth
and amongst men,” Ben Chrizs went on
to say. “On my way from the old sei-
tlement up here the other day, when I
struck the pleasant skirt of woods out
cn the ridge this side of Big Walf ereek:,
who do you reckon I met up with? No-
body but Luther Ridgeway — Long
Luther, a3 we boys use to call him.
And the most strangest thing about it,
Rufe—when 1 druv up Luther was
hunkered down ga the same spot of
earth and under the same big oak tree
where me and you found him and had a
fight with him one Sunday mornin 30
years ago this summer.”

And then Ben Chris he went on to
tell the story, which it was old as his-
tory with me and him, but it may be
new to you.

“Naturally, of course, Rufe, you are
bound to recollect that famous Sunday
mornin and the furious twistification
we had with Long Luther Ridgeway.
We was both then right smert chunks
of boys and gallin around considernble
at the picnics and protracted meetins
and on Sundays. If I remember right
we had started off that very Sunday
mornin down to old Pilgrim's Rest
church, where a three days® meetin was
then goin on In session, whilst Luther
he had started over the creek to see the
Widder Iollis. Now you will recollect
that Luther was way yonder older than
me and you, Rufe, and big as both of
us put together, but yet at the same
time he was the most awkward and
bashful youngster 1 ever saw. There
was about 15 inches of his legn bent
down for feet, and then he stood six
feet seven inches in his socks. So fur
as I know, Rufe, the good Lord never did
make what you mought cal a pretty
man, and when he made Long Luther
Hidgeway He must of done His level
best in the other direeilon. Consequent-
ly up fo that time Luther never had
been out amongst the calico and the
ribbons any to speak of. But somehow
or somehow else had got up a right bad
case of poneness on the Widder Hollis,
and it was the private opinion of every-
bedy in the settlement that the widder
was willin to meet him balf way with
her double-breastied compliments.

“Well, at any rates Luther had started
over the creek to see the widder, and
weather was so furious hot that day
till he had shed his shoes and was bitin
off the distance at sbout six feet with
every lick, and barefooted as he ever
was when he come into the world. And
if you recollect, Rufe, when we rid ont
on the ridge that mornin we found him
bunkered down there under that big
oak tree moanin and groanin like his
heart would break. He had stumped
the big toe of his left foot and tore the
nail off on a root of that cak tree. To
us it was a tremenadius funny sight—to

see Long Luther hunkered down there | of

boldin his wounded toe with both hands
and cryin and blubberin like s little
boy, lookin off now and then down
the road fowands the widder's
bouse and sighin and sobbin like his
heart would bust wide open. When 1
look back now and think abont it
serious, Rufe, I can see where we done
wrong, but we was nothin but healthy
buman boys then.

“And that’s how come we put in, we

| s *resh and clear as } 1t bad only cou
te om yesterday, but Ben Chris
Be went oa to tell me ali ubout it.

*You see Buck he was the onlyesi
beby of the Milligan family, though at
that time he was a great lubberly boy,
plenty big enough to put away the
things of a child and take up the things
of a man. Late one evenin the old man
had sent Buck down to the paster with
his horse, and it was first dusk when
he got there and turned the horze in
and started home.

“In the main time, you understand,
Rufe, me and you or some of the nig
gers had been tellin Buck some out-
landish and hair-raisin stories in re-
gards to snakes, and if there was any-
thing in this round created world which
that boy jest naturally eouldn’t stand
the naked thoughts of, was snakes.
50 he turnmed the horse in the paster,
flung the bridle across his shoulder and
started in a swingin trot for the big
house, which it was a mile, or may be u
little better, that he had togo.

“Now then presently Buck he looked
back and thought he saw a thunderin
big snake runnin after him and right
at his heels. It was now about night
~the moon was comin out, and his first
thought was that a coachwhip or one
of these big black runners was right
in behind him. Well, man, sir, from
what Buck has since told me, if evera
white boy sifted sand and burnt the
wind in a foot race with a harmless
plece of cow leather, he waa that boy.

“But to hear him tell it, Buck couldn™t
run away from the blame thing worth
a cent. Every time he turned his head
and throwed his eyes back, there was
the snake scorchin the very earth un-
der his hecls. He run like a quarter
horse somewhat further than a mile,
which by then he was a slap out ol
breath and had to give up the race. Tn
the horrors of that orful moment he
drawed his pocket knife, jumped up
on a stump and turned to make a
fight for life, when lo and behold, he
didn"t see a blame thing but the tie reia
of his bridle, which he had been drag-
gin® behind him and runnin from it, as
he thought, in a race for life and death,

“If that had been me or yom, Rufe,
the rale facts in the case never would
of leaked ount to the general publie. But
in go fur as T know Buck Milligan never
did eat any soup with Solomon to speak
of, and consequentially he didn’t have
no better sense than tolet the cat ont of
the wallet, whilst the joke was too good
for us boys to keep.”

He Woulda't Be n Goose.

“Now the way in which Buck Milligna
give the news away concernin his ter-
rible footrace with the tie rein of his
bridle always did put me in .nind ot
Dink Ashcraft and the story he use to
tell of how he got into a tremendins
bad confusionment with Miss Rosebud
EBuckalew oncst upon a time™ And
Ben Chris had to stop and let his laughin
spell pass off before he could proceed
with the proceedins.

“In them days Dink was in the awk-
ward and goslin stage of life, Rufe,
which I reckon you understand what 1
mean by that. You can recollect mo
doubts when you didn't know for cer-
tain what to do with your feet and
hands, and ecouldn’t think of anything
in particular to say to the girls. You
conld think of plenty to say till you got
right in amougst the calico, and the
laces, and the ribbons, and the like of
that and then dadblame it your talkin
machinery would run slap down and
stop.

*“Well from the way Dink use to tell
the story, it would seem like he was
lovin Miss Rosebud harder than a mule
could kick backwands down hill with
both feet and he had made his engage-
ments to go with her to night meetin
over at old Ebenezer church. Dink
lowed he had fixed up a whole long rig-
amarole of sweet and pleasant things
to tell his mainest girl that might but
soon ms he got with her he forgot every
blame thing he had thought of in the
mnin time. And from all appearmenta
it looks like Miss Rosebud was also a
timid young thing and couldn’t do any
off-hand talkin to speak of.

“So they talked about the weather
and the crops, and got off a few short
stanzai in regand to the moon and stars,
and then by gracious they struck a
knot anid couldn't move a peg. They
went on till by and by the general si-
lence got plum heavy and painful and
oppressin.  About that time they passed

FARMER AND PLANTER.

THE COTTON FIELD.

Do Net Leave It Bare Duriag the Nemt
Wimter.

The south is fortunate in having a
staple money crop, which, if properly
used, is the least exhaustive crop on
scil that can be grown. And yet, un-
der the system that has been parsued
in the south, it is well known that the
s0il has become depleted. But it s
Bot Lthe growiog of the cotton that
has exhausted it. Of the cotton fiber
not over two per cent. comes {rom the
sofl, all the remainder beingz the re-
sult of the assimilation of carbon from
the air under the influence of the sun-
shine. The matters that are drawn
fro;i the soil are maioly in
the stems, leaves and seed
Even the oil thatis in the seeds 1s the
result of the same assimilation of car-
bon from the air. It should be plain
then that if the plant and the meal
and hulls of the c¢ropare returned to
the soil, the growing of the cotton
crop should not exbaust the land to
any serivus extent. Hutthe land has
been exbansted mainly by the syntem
that has been pursued in the culture
of the plant. Year after year the land
is kept exposed to the sun in the clean
culture demanded by the erop, and
all winter the bare soll lies exposed to
the washing of the heavy rainfall of
the south, and these influences have
been far more responsible for the ex-
haustion of the cotton lands than any
growing of the crop itself. How to
avoid these untoward influences

S10P THE LEAK.
Dea" Buy Meat When Yeu Can Just a8

2 Well Eaise It Yourself.

Tho farmers in the south have made
& step in the right direetion in deter-
miniog to raise hogs on their farms,
thereby securing their own meat at
home and stopping s drain onm their
pockeis. This was & serious leak, and
although not fully stopped, has been
materially checked. The results at-
tending this change of policy have
been so satisfactory that it should
stimulate every farwer in the south
1o adopt it. With a climats and sofl
favorable to the enlture of & va-
riety of crops, by diversifyying his ag-
ricultural p its the southern farmer
is enabled to raise his pork at & very
small cont.

Az an indication of the beneficial re-
sulis flowing out of this change of
policy, and an incentive to its general
adoption we cite one or two instances;
although we ecould give several pages
of them, these will suffice to point the
moral. In the vicinity of Selma, Ala.,
the merchants formerly purchased
every year from 300 to 350 carloads of
wesiern meat at a cost of from 8 to 14
cents per pound, aggregating $700,000
Now, the chauge of policy on the part
of farmers has reduced the purchase
of meat to 200 carloads, which st the
present low price of meat, only foots
vp $170,000. This is a saving of $530,-
000, and an immense reduction of ex-
penses.

At Auniston, Als., the purchases of
Western meat have been reduced fully
two-thirds. In North Carclina, South
Carolina, Georgia and other atates, the

k of

should be & matter of interustto every
thinking farmer in the south. It bas
long been a notion in the south that
the cotton ecrop will not adapt itself
to any farm rotation as is practiced
by all improviog farmers In other sec-
tioms. This is an error. The cotton
crop can be as well cultivated in & ro-
tation that will constantly tend to
build up the soil as any other money
crop that is grown in this eountry.
But the rotation that would be best
with the crops grown northward is
not of mecessity the Tbeat for
the ecotton farmer. Every culti-
wvator should study his speeial
money crop, and adapt all bhis
farming to the purpose of incressing
the capacity of his soil for the produc-
tion of that erop in the most econom-
ical mannper. BHig crops can doubt-
less be made by piling on fertilizers
with & Iavish hand, but whether such
a course is economical is very ques-
tionable. Growing crops merely by
the aid of complete fertilizers is plant-
ing, but it is rot farming in the true
sense, Lnt farm rotations thatare
adapted to the crops and climaliz con-
ditions in the northern states are sel-
domn the best for the cotton belt, But
it is perfectly feasible to decvise
crop rotations that will suit our
sofl and climate, and that will
cosble the southern cotton farm-
er to keep stock, and feed them well
and build up the produnetiveness of his
acres for the staple crop, for, no mat-
ter what may be said by pessimists,
cotton is and must be, over the great-
er part of the south, the main money
erop, and we must learn to grow it on-
der the changed conditions that leave
no profit to the old-style planter.
Now, while the crop is growing, is the
Lime to plan better practices for the
folure, and we would say in all earn-
eslness, prepare now to have some
soll eover growing cn your cotton field
next winter to keep the plant food
from all being washed out.—Cor. Farm-
ers’ Home Journal

THE BACON HOG.

Semething About the Animal that is Bup-
plautiog the Lard Hog.

Mr. John Cownie, in his response to
our address of welcome at the swine
treeders’ meeting, and, we believe, in
the course of his discussion, took w»
the cudgels against ‘vhat is known as
the bacon hog and conteaded that the
flesh of the typical Iowa hog, whether
Poland -China, Berkshire, Chester
White or Duroc, was superior to the
so-called bacon hog of England, Ire-
land or Denmark. In the same con-
nection he stated that the American
Leef was equal to or superior to beef
made on English pastures, and that =
large per cent. of it was sold as best
English or prime Scotch, while the in-
ferior British beef was labeled and
sold as American. We have gone to
butehier shops in Dublin, bought Amer-

a drove of geese grazin by light
along the road, and it scems aa if the
sight of them geese made Dink think
something to say.

“ ‘Miss Rosebud,' say= Dink,
you hate to be a poose?

* “Well, 1 don’t know so much about
that, Mister Asheraft,’ says Miss liose-
bud. ‘The goose is both usefnl and
ornamental. When killed and cooked
it is good for food, and when picked its
feathers make nice, soft beds and pil-
lows. If I had to be a fowl I would
as soon be a goose as anything else.”

“‘Well, I would hate to be a goose,

‘wounldn’t

did, and langhed at Luthers troubl
and poked fun at him, and bedeviled
him about the widder till he got foamin
mad and brung on a fight, wherein all
of us was monstrous busy for a few
minnits, but nobody bad hurt.

“You see time is & mighly fortune
teller, Rufe. In spite of his sore toe and
all of his great trials and tribolations,
Lopg Luther brushed the dirt off of his
Sunday clothes, took his shoes in his
hands and went right on down the road
to see the widder. One time subsequent-
ly to that he told me of how the widder
tied up his zore toe in sperits—turpen-
tine apd brown sugwr, and he tarried
over there with her all day. Inthe gen-
eral run of time and pursuvani to ad-
journmect, they closed the trade and
went and got married. Henceforwards
after that, from all I can hear they have
walked upright and faithful in the ten

Miss Rosebud—I wonld mortally hate
to be a goose,” says Dink.

““Why would you hate to be a gooae
so mortal bad, Mr. Asheraft? says Mizs
Rosebud.

“ 'Oh, my,’ says Dink, ‘jest becauss 1
would have to lay =uch a big egg.’

“And then from the way Dink was
woni to tell it, two long and wemry
hours passed away before him and Mins
Rosebud could think of any other axd
further remarks {0 make.®

Thus and so Ben Chris went on te
talk about them golden days of our boy-
hood, and the boys and girls we use i
to run with, till blesa gracious it was
clogt to midnight when we set the ral
traps and wound wp the clock and
blowed out the light and went to bed,

RUFUS BANDERS.
Medictne Up te Date

“Hello, Sinker! I hear you've been
sick.”

“Ygs. 1 went out camping and made
an ass of myself sleeping in the open
air.” *

“What was the matter?”

“The doctors didn’t seemn to agrec.
Lir. Lancet said something about a can-

g gesied condition of the mucous mem-

i, the world woald be full of hang:

Lrane, and Dr. Pellet said I had a eold
in my heod.”
“When did Dr. Lancet graduate?™
“Last spring.” ,
“And Dr. Pellet?™ : x
“Q, be’s been practicing for 40 yeara.”
“That’s all right, then. They prob-
abiy meant the mme thivg."—Chicago
Tribune. 2
A Nyieadship Shattored.

%I suppuse you are fomg of Bhalre-

speare,” sald ome legitimate actor to an-

ican cuts and the same cuts of the
best Irish for the purpose of testing
the same on the table, and invariably
paid & penny more for the Irish. Om
one occasion we asked the butcher
what he did when he ron out of the
Irish, and with dable d
be told us he sold the American and
charged a penny more for it. It is,
however, different with the hog. We
have studied the gquestion om the
ground and began with Mr. Cownie's
convictions. We are free to say we
were mistaken as he Id ind him-
self if he would do as we did, try Irish
b in parison with our own.
The fact is, the best Irish, English
and Danish bacon sells from 25 to 33
per cent. more than the same brands
of American. Partof it may be preju-
dice, but the Englishman has no more
reason to be prejudiced sguinst Amer-
ican bacon than he haa agalnst Dan-
ish, and Danish stands as high or
higher than the best Irish or English.
The fact Is, our pork, as it finds its
way to the English markets, is too
fat. The best Lacom there is made
from yonng bogs cight or ten months
old, weighing as nearly as possible
arovnd 175 to 180 pounds, and ia abont
the same condition that Mr. Cownie
wonld likke to bave his hoga go into
the fattening pen for their last two
months feed on corps. We bave a sus-
picion and more than a suspicion that
the singeing pigs, weighing about 173
pounds and in the same condition, are
sold for English bacon and st the

want to emphasize is that our hogs
weighing from 250 to 300

P|less value for

pur £ meat has been
largely decressed. s

The complete adoption of this line
of practice by the farmers of thesouth
will stop the great drain upon them
and relieve cotton of ouc of its bur-
dens; and there is just as litile reason
and logic in our reliance on the west
for beef or mutton.

These leaks have waated away ounr
subsiance too long. Let us stop them
effectually. —Dixie Farmer.

Nize Times in Tem Breedinag Wil Tall.

if you keep one cow It is very nec-
essary she should be a good one, or &
great portion of the year the family
will have to be supplied with butter
from some neighboring dairy; or the
groeery store will kindly furnish yon
with some of ita molded, streaked
prodact.

It you keep a dozen cows it isof
eéven more Iimportance that they
should be good ones. bred along dairy
lines, Then yon have a partial assur-
anco at least that the increase of your
herd (presuming, of course, you nse »
male of undiaputed parentage) will be
even beiter than their ancestors 1
do not wish to be understood as say-
ing that from this breeding yom will
always get good cows sny more than
I wounld say & cow of unknown ari
never was & good cow. But Ido say
that innine cases out of ten you will
get good cows, while in taking your
chances with any kind cof breeding
which happens to be convenient, in
nine cases out of every tem your cow
will be a failure fAnsncially. Yon
can’t afford to keep a cow that does
not pay ber board and leave yon »
surplus. It costs no more to keep n
good cow than s poor one.—Ex,

Meniean Sheap.

The old Mexican sheep are the dl-
rect descendants of the original Span-
ish Merine brought over 300 yenrs ago
by Spaniards to Old Mexzico. They
have been bred with scarcely any out-
cross, and are a very distinctly marked
breed They bave long legs, & long
thin body, not very de=p; small, rather
long neck, and a long, thin head, care
ried high. The wool is fine and thin,
To the eye they appear almost worth-
less a5 mution sheep and of still
wonl. Their good
points are that they are hardy, excel-
lent travelers, will keepin good con-
dition on the poorest and driest of
ranges, are fairly prolific, and can be
herded in bunches of almost any size.
They fatte easily, though never gete
ting plump and fat illke the morthernm
sheep. When they reach the Chicago
market, if in good eondition, they out-
sell all other sheep, for they shrink
very little in dressing, the meat has
an excellent flavor, and the hide is so
thin, firm and soft as to command she
highest price.—Rurnl World.

HERE AND THERE
—A good authority says that blsck

hogs sre hardier than others because
their skin is tongher and less liable

igin | the measure, but that careful stody

—Unele Bube—"Say, don't electric
cars kill preity often ‘round
were?”’ Blopay—“Naw; only oneet."—
Up-to-Date.

—*“We must part now, darling, but ta |

make the separation less abrupt, I am
going on a slow train.” — Flicgends
Blactter.

—*At this point she broke down and
wept scalding tears.” “Dear me! She
must have been boiling over with rage.”
—Cincinnati Enquirer.

—Moses—*Dat ar is & likely-lookin®
mule, Hastus.” REastus—"Yo" find cut
be's mo'n likely ef you git neah 'm; he’s
liable."—Cincinnati Enquirer. i

—Fuiddy—"In » tight place, ¢h? Not
positively atranded, I hope.” Duddy-—
“No, not entirely; we still have a large
ficating debt.”—Bostén Transeript.

—"Hare read that article ‘How to
Tell a Had Egg?' " *“No, 1 haven't; but
my ndvice would be if you have amy-
thing important to tell abad egg, why,
break it gently."—Household Words.

—Dick—*But how do you know he is
& sign-painter?” Harry—“Hecause he
wrote & sentence in which there were
sixz apostrophen, and he got every single
one of them in the wrong position.”—

—A Safe Bet.—*Is your mamma in?™
“What's your name?” “T'm Mr. White-
band, the pew minister.” “Them 1
giresa mamma'’s expectin’ you—'cause
she's bet a dollar you'd be sure to come
on wash day."—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

—Stablekeeper (referring to robe)—
“By the way, shall I put in a buffalo?
The ride over the mountains will be a
little stiff.” Enaglish Blood—*Counldn’t
you let me "ave a "orse, you know? I'd
rather not drive a buffaio the first tims,
you know.” — Washington Evening
Times.

EMIR OF BOKHARA.

Bews Grasefully to the Wil of the Rus-
sian Gevermasent.

The emir of Eokhara is ome of the
most cantions and calculating of orien-
taln, who knows how to bow gracefully
to the inevitable and to take eredit to
himself for not bettering his own ven-
erable head against a granite wall. I
remember a striking incident that char-
acterizes his practical philosophy and
kis inhorn sagacity.

Some time ago the finance minister,
M. Witte, determined to erect a custom
house in Bokhara, and to levy dutiesom
all products and manufactures entering
into the country. It was generally be-
lieved that this innovation would dis-
please the emir, who erroneounsly sup-
posed that the proceeds of the customs
wonid go to fill the Russian excheguer.
The Hnance minister, therefore, called
upon bim with a number of siatistical
documents and official returns, & care-
ful study of which wounld, he thought,
convince the emir of the advantages of

never took place. The minister begun
the convermation by ssking whether he

claimed the Asiatic potentate, and the
conferenee came to a sudden and satis-

can take home duty free.  Then be sells
them at a considerable profit to his na-
tive merchants, who enjoy no such priv-
ileges. No man is more careful of his

scorf and di d by p i
that find a favorite breeding and foe
aging place in a scurfy skin.

—A decoction of lynn bark has long
been used in place of flax seed meal in
bowel di and
It is soothing, demulecent, and at the
same time nutritious. The green bark
is best, but dried may be used when
fresh green bark can not be obtained.

—The feed for driving horsesin sum-
mer ahould contain the least possible
fat or heat-producing matter. Corn is
rich in fats, and by overheating the
blocd predisposses a horse to founder,
azoturia and other serions dis-
eases. Driving horses should have no
corn at all in summer.

—Light, warmth, pure air and clean-
liness are sbsolately essential to =
horse's health. Sunshine iz natore’'s
best germicide, bot it should be ad-
mitted into the stalls only when the
horses are absent, and awnings should
be provided to temper the heat during
the warmest hours of the day.

—Turkey raising Is becoming more
profitable and popular. Like sheep,
they grow and fatten in the fields om
what would be otherwise lost; besids,
their eating of insects by the millian
is & banefit to the cropa. A good crop
of turkeys brings o fine- income fora
little expense. Their long legs enable
them to move easily anywhere. :

—The shoes of a horse should never
be driveti on ss tight in summer as in
winter. Protracted hot weatber canses
the shoe to absorb. moisture from the

h

. a"m part in the case—Youth's

inside of 24 hours a man showed up
there with a water bicyole.™

“Of " ahe ret d Y :

“There's to be a bleyele uled on the
market next winter, too,” he added.

“Quite likely,” she admitted.

“] suppose the cranks will be taking
the machines to bed with them before
long,” he sald, sarcastically.

“Only ome thing prevents it now,”
she answered.

“What’s that?" he ssked.

“A pnenmatietire that's large encugh
to serve as a pillow. When some genis
invents a tire that can be made intc an
airpiliow Ibelieve bicycles will even sup-
plant poodies and pug doge."—Chicago

mmusmm
in the Nature and Belemse column, &
carrespondent writes to us that the
brilliant color of a
bouse attrseted bees, which found that
they had been fooled when they tried to
get the honey from the flowers pictured
oa the paper. - Thia dues not contradiet
the parsgraph referred to, which only
ssserted that the odor Is even more
powerful than the sense of color in at-
ructing insects. Probably both senses
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