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_enipg of speed, and then Lovett was
 ponecious of a frightful crash as he

. then he seemed to be
' _down. down.

he S Tammany Farmer.

‘The Blessings of Covernment. Like the Dew from Heaven, Should Descend Allike Upon the Rich and the Poor.”

W. @. KENTZEL, Editor.
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A Wasted Opportunity.

By A. A. Bmith.
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IDING in a chair car was an unac-
customed luxury io Martin Lovett.
or several years—just how many he
<ould not recallhis usual mode of
transit had been by way of the rods
or in box ears, with an occasional jour-
mey on the “blind baggage,” when he
was in great luck. So he leaned back
and enjoyed the Inxury of the swift mo-
tion and the cushioned seat. The
rhythmic “clickety-click,clicket yv-eliek™
of the wheels was conducive to a
dreamy, resiful languor, and for the
time being he was almost indifferent to
ihe black pall of failure which {ate, or
eircumstances, or his own ineficiency,
had cast over him.

Lovett was a tramp printer, and for-
tune had dealt eapriciously with him.
There had been times when she seemed
to smile upon and beckon him onward,
and then she would vanish like a mock-
ing sprite and plunge him deeper into
the abyss of despair. Again and again
he had entered the race, urged forward
by & subtle instinet which adversity
could subdue but never quite destroy.
Again and again thete was the same re-
sult, urtil now he lay humbled and
passive, with only an oceasional gleam
ol his old kope and energy.

Vague shadows of thoughts flitted
throngh his weary brain as the grest
train rushed along—impressions as
light and indistinet upon the mind as
were the flitting trees and fences io
the eye. The scenes of his early life
tonched lightly upon his memory, and
dreamily once more he felt the prompt-
ings of ambition, the alternating ela-
fion of success with the sting of de-
feat, and in fancy he was once more
grasping at the elusive sprite of oppor-
tunity. But a litile more distinet than
all the other shadows which pressed
upon‘him was the never-ending prob-
lem of existence, and behind it the
epecter of what might yet come to him
—sickness, starvation, and somewhere,
in some neglected =pot, a nameless pau-
per’s grave. He had never gquite sue-
ceeded in banishing that specter,
though in his intervals of buoyant res-
olution he had driven it to the back-
ground. Its gaunt presence was vague-
1y outlined in his mental vision now,
and mechanically he thrust his hand in
his pocket and felt of the coins therein.

Their toial was two dollars. That
meant that with his customary econo-
my in dietary mattcrs he was sure of
more than half a week of existence,
and in that time something was sure to
“turn up.,” His hard life had taught
him te be philosophically submissive
to cireumstances when he could not
control them, so once more he drove
the specter back into 1the dim prospect-
ive and thought not of the morrow as
he watched the flying landscape or
gazed dreamily at his fellow passen-
gers.

His eyes fell vpon a prosperous-look-
ing old gentleman to the right and a
few seats in front of him, and suddenly
he threw off his lethargy and awoke to
a lively interest, though why he could
bardly tell. He remembered seeing the
old gentleman in a bank in the town he
had just left. He remembered that the
cashier had given him moneyv—rolls of
bills—and that he had put them care-
fully away in a small hand bag, wkile
the banker good-naturedly chaffed him
about his indiscretion in earrying so
Juuch money about. There was the
same hand bag now, held on the lap of
the benevolent-looking old gentleman,
who did not appear to be in the least
disturbed by the possession of so much
treasure. While in the bank eashing
his small check for the work which
had enabled him to ride in the chair
car Lovett had witnessed the trans-
action, and now the sight of the treas-
ure aroused a pang of cupidity and
sent a thrill throngh his long dormant
Epirit.

He knew the bag contained $2.000.
Two thousand dellars! What a golden
ficld of opporiunity the possession of
such a sum would open to him. Onee
before he had possessed as much and al-
most it had proved the foundation of
success, but he had lost it through his
lack of discretion and experience. He
had lived and learned since then and
knew that if he could but venture again
he would not lose. Two thonsand dol-
lars; perhaps it was but a 1rifle to the
man who owaed if, but what would it
not mean to him? Then, with a bitter,
eynical smile he roused himself from
his wild fancies and turned to wateh
the mad race of the fields and trees as
the irain sped along through the deep-
ening twilight.

It passed a little station with a
church near by. There was a tem-
perance meeting within, and through
the open window he heard the strains
of a song which brought the tears to
his eves, and a flood of memories swept
over him. It was a simple little tem-
perance song: “Where is my wander-
ing boy to-night?” His mother used to
sing it 1o him when he was a boy, and
it was his favorite. As he heard i1 ke
thought again of his strong-hearted,
cheerful, honest mother, who had
taught him lessons in honor and moral-
ity which even his hard life had never
quite effaced, and in an instant the
mind of this man, whose life had never
been shaped by priestly council and in
whose esrly irmining the element of
Christian character had supplanted
creed and dogma, turned from its bit-
ter, eriminal covelousness of the money
to memories of home and mother. Lox-
ett was impulsive and somewhat un-
etable. Perhaps the poesession of 1hose
qaalities rather than those of eold, eal-
culating, selfish judgment largely ac-
counted for his faflures.

" The little village was left far behind
_when there came a sudden grinding of
" the brakes, a scarcely perceptible slack-

was hurled forward. As he grasped a
broken chair he knew the wreckage of
the ear was piling up about him, and
falling down,

Fie had been merely stunned, and ina
gnoment he struggled to his knees.
Mﬂnw about him, but as he
#ﬂ .bumthemdmlmntm

F Same up, and then a great light
1he wreck. The splintered

derstood.

of rescuers was mingled the horrible
snap and crackle of the flames,

As Lovett struggled to his feet his
eyes fell upon the old genileman, ly-
ing as if dead in a hollow piled with
breken and splintered chairs, and his
rizid fingers were still clasped about
tke hand bag with its precious package
of bank notes.

Perhaps the thought struck Lovett
that the old man was dead and bevond
the need of money, and 1hat Fate,
which had so persistently frowned up-
on him, now revealed an opportunity
he should grasp. But more likely he
did not think at all, as he instinectively
glanced around to =ee if he was ob-
served, and then crept toward the ap-
parently lifeless form.

He unclasped the rigid fingers and
took the bag; then, breaking it open
and thrusting the package of bills into
his bosom, he threw the empty satchel
into the flanes which were creeping
toward him. Then he lifted the old man
in his arms and bore him to a place of
safety, and for 1wo awful hours he
worked like a hero, fighting back the
flames, pulling and lifting at great
masses of wreckage, tenderly helping
to release the wounded from the debris
and reverently bearing the dead away
from the flames. Then when human
means had been exhausted and the rest
wag abandoned to the fire he boarded
the special train which was in waiting
and with the others proceeded to the
nearest town and to a hotel.

The package in his bosom bulged out
noticeably, and he took it out to dis-
tribute the money through his pockets.
As he took off the wrapper his eyes fell
upon & name and address. It was
“Mark L. Brigham, 301 Queen street,
Blank City.” He meant to destroy it,
but mechanically he folded and placed
it in one of his pockets.

The hotel had been transformed into
a hospital. On every side he heard the
commands of doctors, the hurrying feet
of attendants and the cries and groans
of the sufferers. He moved about some
of the cots, but now that the fever of
action was over the sight of so much
suffering sickened him, and he passed
out into the cool night air.

For several years, since his misfor-

dued his self-confidenee, Lovett had
wished that he could own a small news-
paper in some quiet country town, away
from the ruinous competition that had
been his undoing in more pretentious
places. More than ample means were
now in his possession, and it was witha
sense of relief like that of one who steps
from a stifling dungeon into the pure at-
mosphere that Lovett sat and gazed at
the stars and planned for the future.

The distant whistle of a locomotive
aroused him 1o action. As he started
toward the sireet he passed an open
window. and glancing in he saw two
‘doctors just leaving the room. Upon the
cot lay the okl gentleman he had robbed
and rescued.

“He doesn’t need us any more,” one
of the surgeons was saying. “Badly
stunned and broised, that's all. He'll
be all right in a day or two.”

Lovett hesitated for an instant, then
with compressed lips he hastened to the
depot and bought a ticket, ard his des-
tination was a town a hundred miles
from Blank City.

Twilight was deepening in elegant
Queen street as a solitary figure, bowed
and halting, paced slowly back and
forth. The man seemed swayed by con-
tending impulses, now halting before a
quiet mansion, now pushing on reso-
lutely as if to leave the neighborhood.
A block or two away he passed a church
where the people were gathering. He
heard the siraius of a magnificent or-
gan, and then a sweet voice took up the
song: “Where Is My Wandering Doy
To-Night 2™
The loiterer stopped and listened.
“Just like the plot of a Sunday school
story,” he muttered, with a cynical
smile. “That fong’s bound to follow
until it gets me.”

He passed on down the street, ihen
returned and stood drinking in every
note of the sweet voice. It was so dif-
ferent from the rustic readering in the
village church a week before, and yet
it was the same song—the simple little
hymn of his boyhood days.

“But there’s nothing very strange
about it,” he muttered again. “Itisn’t
necessarily my guardian angel that’s
dinging that song into my ears just for
my benefit, They're singing it in every
church in the land, I reckon, in these
days of temperance revivals.”

But Lovett turned and walked down
the street. At No. 301 he rang the bell.
“Is= Mr. Brigham in?"

“Mr. Brigham does not wish to be dis-
turbed.” replied the servant. *He has
been very ilL"”

Drawing a deep breath like a re-
prieved eriminal, Lovett turned and
started up the street. The echoes of his
mother’s song was still ringing in his
ears, and now he heard the voice again.
How the sweei tones rose and fell. £o re-
plete with tender memories, ealling him
back from his pitiful hesitation.

Once more he returned to No. 301,
“You may tell Mr. Brigham that I
must see him. My business is very im-
portant.”

He followed the servant into the li-
brary. Anm old man, gray-haired, wan
and pale, but with an eye az keen as on
that awful night a week before, looking
up as he entered.

“Mr. Brigham, I have breught yon the
money you lostin the wreek; hereitis."
The old man looked from the extend-
ed hand to Lovett's face in open-
mouthed astonishment.

“Well, young man,” he exclaimed at
Iast, “you are a queer one. Where did
you find it?"

“I got it in the wreck,” said Lovett,
quietly. “There's nothing to tell. I
have brought it all back except a little
I used to come here.”

Mark L. Rrigham = keen eye scanned
the young man’s face agair, and he un-

“But why did yon bring it baek? Did
you fear detection?™

Lovett considered a moment.

“It wasn't that,” he =aid. *“XNo, it
wasn't fear of detection. Nobody could
have found out, You know. I really can’t
tell why I brought it back. I expected
it might make me trouble, of course.”
A kindly light broke over the keen
face of the old man. He stretched out
his band.

“No, it will not get youinto trouble, I
must know more abont you. Izhall be
able 1o g0 10 my office to-morrow. Will
you call and see me there?”

'} wmﬂ-r—-xg

“Thank you,” eald Lovett, quietly, *T
Times-Democrat.

tunes had taught him caution and sulb-.

HANDSOME WINTER SKIRTS,

They Will Be Made Looser iIn
Fit and FHave More
Fullaeas.

‘There scems every reason to hope that
common sense will be allowed to prevail
and that the grotesque tightness which
has disfignred a great many cf the re-
cent skirts will net be allowad to play
havee with our winter dres=ses. In the
very nature of things, the =kirts are
bound to be narrow and tight fitting,
but there is absolutely no reason why
we should submit to wearing ugly and
ungracefal skirts, in which it is difficult
to walk, except in the mincing gait
peculiar to China. and impossible to sit
lown with any reasonable hope of ever
being able to get up again.

Quite the newest gowns in Paris and
Vienna. although they are frequently
made with tunics and draped double
skirts, have none of them that exag-
gerated tightress which prevailed dur-
ing the smmnmer months, ard there are
some really charming gowns in fine
cloth, which have been made by a very
well known Parisian mediste, in which
the skirts harg with quite a graceful
amount of fullness from below the
hips.
One of these, for instance, is made in
nut brewn cloth, very fine in texture
and light in weight. The underskirt is
plain and fairly full, while the tunic is
cut in vandyke points and edged quite
simply with some six or seven rows of
fine stitehing. The upper part of this
tunic, althongh it fits the figure beauti-
fully just below the waist, has the inde-
seribable fullness and freedom which
mark the gown at once with the chie
distinction of novelty.

The eoat bodice. which is very smartly
trimmed in front with double rows of
tiny gold buttons, may also be said to
mark a new departure. In place of the
jaunty little basques which have been so
eminently characteristic of the smart-
est coats this season, the jacket in ques-
tion has basques which are of some
sevenor eight inches in depth and which
zslope in front in a downward direction.

Several stiteched strappings of cloth
trim the upper part of this coat and the
sleeves, as well as the rounded revers,
while in front it ehows, when open, a
very pretiy underbodice of smocked
and gathered surah in a soft shade of
green, which harmonizes to perfection
with the brown of the cloth.—Washing-
ton Star.

USING COLD HOMINY.

Fancakes. Discunits and Waflles
Are Tmproved by the Ad-
ditlom of Ii

Delicions hominy pancakes can be
made by adding a cupful of cold beoiled
hominy to the r:le for wheat pancakes
made with sour mitk. Sift two cupfuls of
flour and rub a rounded tablespoonful
of butter or lard throvgh the flour. Add
two cups of thick sour milk and stir
thoroughly. 1f convenient let them
{ 86t thus mixed for several hours, or, if
you desire your griddle cakes for break-
fast, let them stand this way over night.
Just before serving add a cupful of cold
or hot beiled hominy and a rounded tea-
spoonful of soda, dissolved in a little
cold water. Beat well and fry them in
even, roand eakes on a smoking hot
griddle

Hominy bhiscuit may be a new thing

to 2ome cooks. Sift two cupfuls of flour
with two rounded teaspoonfuls of bak-
ing powder. add a cupful of cold boiled
hominy and rub it through the flour
with a heaping tablespoonful of butter.
When a fine even mixture is the result,
add erough milk to make a goft biscuit
dough. Cut it into biscuits and bake
them in a very hot oven. Maple sugar
seraped fine is very nice served with
these biscuit. The hominy seems to
lighten the biscuit and keep them moist
and tender.
A cupfuel of hoginy may be added in
the =ame way to the flour uzed in mak-
ing wheat muffins or wafiles. He careful
always to add the butter and the cold
hominy together to the sifted flour and
bgking powder, and rub them very thor-
oughly together. so that the grains of
hominy are evenly distributed through
the flour. After this add the milk and
bake guick!y.—N. Y. Tribune.

ENGLISH PLUM PUDDING.

How to Frepare a Deliciouns Desnert
to Follow the Tarkey at the
Christicts Dinner.

Seed first one pound of raizing, when
preparing to make an English plum
puddicg, mix with them a pound of
currants and half a pound of minced
orange peel: dust over a quarter of a
pound of flour. Chop fine one pound of
suet; add to it a quarter of a pound of
brown sugar. hall a nutmeg, grated,
three-quarters of a pound of stale, dry
breadcrumbs. Mix all the ingredients
together. Ileat five eggs, without sep-
arating, until light; add fo them half
a pint of grape or orange juice; pour
over the dry ingredients and mix thor-
oughly. The mixture should not be
wet, but each particle should be mois-
tened. TPack this into small greased
kettles or molds. Tt will fill two three-
pound kettles. Put on the covers, stand
the molds in the steamer, and steam
steadily for ten hours. The easier way
is to get the ingredients ready the night
before; mix and put them on early in
the morning. allowing them to cook all
day. Take them from the steamer, re-
move ihe lids of the kettles or molds,
and allow the puddings to cool; then
replace the lids and put the puddings
away. They will keep in a cocl place
for several months or a year.—Ladies’
Home Journal.

Dressy Skirts Have Drop Linings.
The skirts for evening or house wear
are now being made with separate lin-
ings. The linings are very fully
trimmed with small ruffles around the
bottom, one falling well over the other,
and they are also much trimmed with
lace and muslin ruffles on the inside as
well. The stiffening is much deeper
than in the tailor skirt, almost a full
vard in depih, and although the same
tight and drawn effect is very notice-
able around the top of the skirt the bot-
tom has a more dzrided flare, and the
skirt is wider. The back at the top
is quite as plain as the tailor =skirts.—
Demorest’s.
Fur Slippers.

Among the extravagant frivelities of

geason are fur negligee slippers
lhhhul with big lace bows and a dia-
mond beadest pin, which is much more
fashionable than a buckle. Others are
of velvet trimmed 'ﬂh flre—DeﬂnH

REVOLT OF MR. M'CARTHY

For Onc Night He HHad Ilis Way and
His Say in Hix Own Home Part
of the Time.

This happy family lives in a tough
house. The further up toward the roof
you go the tougher it gets, and they
live at the top. The cat tries to lock
like a respectable cat when she is on
her good behavior. Batit is wasted ef-
fort, for everybody knows what the
eat iz after the dizclosures made by
Mrs, 0'Toole wien she is tipsy enough
to tell the truth. Mrs, O"Toole is the
mother-in-law of Mr. McCarihy. She
has her say and her way while Mr. Me-
Carthy iz trying to lead the life of a
sober man amd going about his own
business. The truth is, Mr. McCarthy
prefers to be sober. He lets his wife
and his mother-in-law drink his share,
and he makes uwo complaint, and he lets
them call him names while they drink,
and he makes no defense. But all this
time he is simply keeping his thoughts
to himself, and what is in him when he
is sober comes out when he is drunk.

Mr. MeCarthy took a notion the other
night that he wanted to speak his mind
freely and easily to his mother-in-law,
so Lie went out and drank himself up to
the required cournge. Then he stag-
gered up the stairs and marched to his
own castle door like its lord and master.
He was let in as if he were a man with
a recognized right, and when he stalked
in old Mrs. O'Toole scampered out like
an alert old deer. Ier say and her
way were ousted for that night, and
she had no ohjection to make, for this
was an oecasion when the rights of an-
other commanded her respect.

“Take your ugly Irisb mug out
here!™ shouted Mr. MeCarthy, not see-
ing any face at all, but knowing that
two faces were turned in his direetion,
wherever they were. “You ought to be
punched back into Ireland, you old
Irish biddy!"

“Irish, am I?" asked Mr=. O‘Toolt
from a safe distance. “An’ phwat air
you an' the loikes of yez?"

“I'm going to put you out,” said Mr.
McCarthy. “I'm going to put you out
to-night, you old drawed-up, skinny-
shanked biddy!”

This proved too much for Mrs.
0O'Toole. Tke ruler in her resented it,
and, pitching her voice in its highest,
shrillest key, she began ealling him
hard names, while Mrs, McCarthy
pitched into him with sleeves up and
gloves off. In a few minutes Mrs. Mc-
Carthy had floored Mr. McCarthy. and
every time he got off another opinion
in regard to his mother-in-law, bang!
would go his head against the floor,
Mrs. MeCarthy worked silently. She
looked as il she might be doing some
sort of off-hand work that would yield
her a return for exertion, Mr. Mc-
Carthy took no notice of her atten-
tions to himself. With one choke he
could have put a quietus on her erergy.
But it isn’t in him when sober to strike
a woman, and it doesn’t occur to kim
when drunk to do it.

All this time the cat set back under
the bed making big eyes at the perform-
ance and congratulating herself that it
was Mr. MeCarthy's night instead of
Mrs. O'Toole’s. Though Cat O'Toole—
that’s her name in full—is a cat, she
experiences a lot of human misery. But
it has =saddened her young life, for
when Mrs. O'Took is drinking she ex-
pends all the ugly force within her upon
Cat. It is Mrz. 0'Toole’s cat, and surely
she has a right to treat it as she pleases.
Mr. McCartky got his say out and let
Mrs. 0'Toole have the last word. Mrs,
McCarthy then began giving him a few
extra punches for looking so foolish
and vacant, and more than all because
he was slowly assuming that expression
of not caring whether school keeps or
not. His thead wobbled as it went up
and down and his mouth opened and
elosed. “This went on till My. MeCar-
thy gof what he considered énough,
and he'turned over nnd said, as cool as
if he were sober:

“Mary Ann,” he said, *do you know
you ought to be punched back into I're-
land, too? I am going to punch you
there next week.”

Mary Ann stopped the punching and
bouncing of Mr. MeCarthy's head short
off and set up a howl that sent the cat
out to Mrs. 0'Toole. It broke her heart
entirely to have him even intimate that
America could be home to him without
her, and she cried =o bitterly that Mrs.
0'Toole’s own heart fairly bubbled and
bursted, and she went softly to Mr. Me-
Carthy's side. She patted him gently
on the cheek.

“Come on, son,” she said, winningly.
“Come, get on the bed. God bless you!
God bless you, my child!™

“Take your ugly Irish mug out o’
here, I =aid!™ shouted Mr. McCarthy,
giving a vicious kick in her direction.
Thoroughly exasperated at this re-
buff, Mrs. 0'Foole cut a bee line for the
door and jumped into the hall as if pur-
tued by snakes.

“You dare do it!” she shouted, hunt-
ing around in her brain for some mean
name that would suit the impudence of
him. *“You don’t dare to put me out,
you—you—you bedbug, you!™

Just here some one below rapped on
the wall for order. Mr. Ml:{.‘urlhy called
to his mothér-in-law to come in, and not
have folks think she was fussing.

A little later they all pulled the
draperies of their couches about them
and lay down to pleasant dreams.—N,
Y. Sun.

Nuat Ples.

Line a number of patty tins with a
rich puff paste, fill these with bread and
cover with a piece of prettily cut
and crimped paste. When these have
been baked a golden brown remove
from the oven, and while they are cool-
ing prepare a filling of nuts—the kinfds
best liked; there should be g variety,
chopped fine; to every teacupful of nuts
add four tablespoonfuls of sugar and
one-half cupful of rich cream; any fa-
vorite spice or flavor may be added if
desired—but this is simply a matter of
individual taste. When both filling and
shells have become  sufficiently cool
carefully remove each shell from the
pan, each cover from the shells, alzo
the bread, in whose stead you now place
the nut filling. These, when properly
prepared, arc simply delicious and a
most worthy Christmas dainty.—La-
dies’ World.

ry Bia

To one qnarl. of berries add one pint
of water and one pound of sugar. Cook
until nearly tender, then thicken with
cornstarch- rubbed smooth in & Httle
water. Boll ten minutes and turn into'
a mold to cool. Berve with whipped

cream or cream and sugar,—Good

o' | proportions are appreciated, and he

=N, ¥. Wlﬁ.

THE TRUE WASHINGTON.

Incrensed Fame of the Father of His
Couniry a Century After
His Death,

Itean be said that not only the fame of
Washington has greatened during the
tentury that has flown sinee his death,
but the knowledge and understanding
of him have likewise largely increased.
The seulptor Daniel Freneh, in the
Washington that he has modeled for
the Paris monument, has expressed the
grandeur of his fame, Here, with sword
and brow lifted toward Heaven, he ap-
pears as a world hero; there is some-
thing of the demigod, of the creature
of tradition, of myth, in attitude and
azpect.

To be sure, there was an unusual dig-
nity about the person and reputation of
this hero, both during the time of his
greatest activity and later in his career.
Thereare none now living who can make
diréet report of the effect of his pres-
ence upon beholders, but there arc
many who have had from those why saw
nird an account, at first hand, of this ef-
feck. The present writer can never for-
get a description of his appearuace,
from the lips of an old gentlewoman
who had been one of the band of chil-
dren who sirewed flowers before him
at Trenton, on his way to his inaugura-
tion at New York. And, besides, there
are many printed records of the dignity
of his bearing, and the impression of
majesty produced upon individuals and
the multitude.

As this couniry has grown, and ¢5 the
importance of his work is more and
more appreciated, and, too, as Le re-
cedes in distance, Washington’s true

looms even more grandly. Compared,

ed, with the very unselfishness of
his'actions and the nobility of hisaims,
most of the world’s conquering heroes
and makers of nations seem, in moral
comparison, a herd of self-seeking vul-
garians.

Yet, while he has joined the ranks of
the world's demigode, he has, at the
same time, become nearer and more
human to us through a closer study ol
his personality. *“The true Washing-
ton” is & mo less dignified but much
more sympathetic figure. If we know
the fierceness of his anger, we honor all
the more the power of his self-control.
1f we recognize the intensity of his love
for country life (and something of a re-
vival of the love for such a life makes
the present generation more appre-
ciative of this amiable trait), stiil the
keener our sense of his sacrifice toduty
in relinquishing that life for the camp
and the halls of government.

In order to exalt the wisdom of Wash-
ington, and to. insist upon the impor-
tance of his farewell advice to his peo-
ple, it i not necessary to impute to him
supernatural enlightenment. And yet,
s0 clear and right was his thinking en
themes of government, and so valuable
have proved his principles in operation,
that he would be a rash counselor whe
waald call for the utter disregard of
any one of these principles. Certainly
as to the conditions to which his advice
direcily applied, eveniz have proved
thet he saw not only deeply but far. At
what point any of his epecific views may
cease to be of service as a present guide,
it wil! be diffienit. indeed, todetermine;
and there will always be danger that a
wave of sentiment may at any time
drive a not phlegmatic people from
moorings afterward found to be the
safest.—Century.

USES OF THE TELEPHONE

Some Refinements of Practice as
Noted by an Observant Visitor
in the City.

*] don’t suppose this is new to you,”
gaid a visitor in the city, “but it was tc
me, and I thought it was pretiy good.
I had oecasion to call on a2 man con-
nected with a big econcern occupying
offices in a tall downtown building. 1
went into this building and went up kit-
ing a good way in an elevator, and then
got off and went 1o the man’s offices.
“In the first room I found a clerk; sit-
ting at a desk, who asked me who 1
wanted to see, and when I told him he
didn't get up and go and find out and
come back and let me know, but he
just spoke into a telephone that stood
on his desk, and in about three seconds
he looked up and said that I'd find Mr.
So-and-g0 in such a room, indicating the
door; and he was there all right, and
the clerk in the outer office had ascer-
tained that fact, and that he was disen-
gaged, all in less than hall a minute by
telephone. I thought that was pretty
fine. It was a saving of time for every-
body, and with this sort of an arrange-
ment one man could tend to it all, and
atay right there in the office, ready to
receive everybody that came in, too.
“Now, I don’t know anything about it,
but I venture to say that a part of that
telephone outfit was a switchboard
somewhere about that clerk’s desk, o
that not only was it possible o tele-
phone from that outer office to any of
the other officés, but that n man in any
of the other offices could telephone to a
man in any other by means of this
switchboard. Suppose the head of the
coneern, for instance, or any member
of it, wanted to consult with somebody
belonging to it who is in another rcom.
He doesn’t get up and go aver there;
nor does he send over or up or down to
have the other man come and see him;
he just speaks into or at the telephone
that stands on his desk, and says: ‘Give
me Mr. So-and-s0.” That's to the clerk
in the outer office, you understand, the
man that I saw; and he just connects
the wires, and these two men sit right
where they are, at their own desks in
their own offices, and talk just as they
would if they were standing side by
side.

“Certainly one of the most wonderful
time-saving contrivances is the tele-
phone.”—N. Y. Sun.

He Left It to the Jury.
Lawyer (acting for Uncle Rastus)—
Now, Uncle Rastus, teil the jury some-
thing about the value of your cow.
Uncle Rastus (proceeding to do so)
—Yo' see, gemmen, afore the cow got
killed by the kyars I didn’t set nc
great price on her. Las' summer me
an’ Joe Sellers haggled over $15 which
I tho't she'd ought to fetch. He sed
it was too much, aud mebbe it was
fur the kind o’ cow she war at that
time. But when an animal done gets
mixed up with a pow'ful corp’rashun
and is befoh a co't of Iaw, its price
am bognd to be consid'bly deduced. 1
'specta $100 is 'bout what the mem'ry
of that cow am wuth today an’ |
leaves it to you gemmen to say ets o

SURPRISED AT HIS HONESTY.

Instance in Which a HRalls
road Claim Agent Was
Ensily Deaten.

Dne

“I am sorry to say,” remarked an old-
time railroad man, “that the estimated
value of lost luggege, according to the
claimants, is very seldom borue out by
facts in cases where the property is
afterward recovered. Of course there
are excepilions, and that reminds me
of an amusing story. About a year ago
an old gentleman from Hartford, Conn..
who came here on a winter visit re-
ported that one of his trunks had beeg
lost. We did our best to trace the miss.
ing piece of baggage, but not a clew
could we unearth this side of Washing-
ton, and finally we called on the ownex
to give us a detailed description of the
contents. with valuation. In afewdays
he sent in a list, which struck me as be-
ing very modest nnd reasonable until 1
came to the item: ‘One family Bible,
$205." Of course we couldn’t stand for
any such elaim as that, and we made an
energetic protest, but the old gentle-
man refused to budge an inch. ‘The
Rible is worth every cent of the money,’
he insisted, ‘and I want that or noth-
ing.'! ‘Do you mean it is worth the
amount as a rare edition,’ I asked, ‘or
merely that it has a sentimental value
to you and your family?" ‘It's worth
$203 cold cash to anybody,” he replied;
‘no sentimental value about it.”

“The natural inference was that a
volume held at so high a figure must
be either very old or scarce or very
beautifully bound, but, strange 1o say,
I could get no exact information en
the subject from the owner. He admit-
ted that he didn't even know the date of
the edition, and, to make a long story
short, I reported the claim as being a
barefaced and outrageous effort to hold
up the road. About two weeks later]l
was delighted to hear that the trunk
had turned up &t a way station, where
it had been left by mistake with some
theatrical baggage. 1t was forwarded
to New Orleans, and I sent for the old
gentleman to identify his property. ‘1
must insist particularly,’” I said, when-
be arrived, ‘on having a look mt that
3305 Bible.! ‘Show it to you with pleas-
ure,’ he replied, and, reaching under a
lot of clothing, he drew out a shabby
black volume., Before I could make
any comment he flirted the pages to
-and fro under his thumb and new ten-
dollar bills began to fly out like pressed
flowers, There was aliogether $210 in
the book, but the old man said he wasn't
quite sure about the last bill and kad
‘split the difference.” 8o it turned out,
after all, to have been an honest valua-
tion. ' Since then I haven't been quite
so cock-sure on surface appearances.”
—N. 0. Times-Demoerat.

MONDAY FOR SOBERING UP.

Im Chill Little Is Expected from
»* Scervants and Employes
omn That Day.

Monday it a dies non in Chili. People
have learned by long experience that
they can expect little from their serv-
ants and emploxes on that day. They
eall it “San Lunes"—sobering up day.
A manufaeturer goes to his shop Mon-
day morning to find that only a few of
his hands have reporied for duty, and
sven they are in a seedy condition. In
some establishments, in places where
labor is plenty, the hands who are ab-
sent on Monday get no work during the
week, but this rule cannot be applied in
most of the cities, because labor is so
searce that employers are at the mercy
of {heir help, and arg compelled to toler-
ate their delinquencies.

The mistress of a household allows
her servants a Sunday off in turn, but
seldom expects them to report for duty
on Monday, and is never surprised to
receive o message from the police sta-
tion, Carpenters, masons and other
mechanies seldom work more than five
days in a week, for the reasons I have
given, and there is a proverb that the
shoe chops are never open on Monday.
The same customs attend the celebra-
tion of legal holidays, and it requires
five days for the people of Chili to ex-
press the patriotic emotions inspired
by the “Diez ¥ Ocho de Setiembre™—the
15th of September—or the “daisy ocho,”
as it is familiariy called—the anniver-
sary of Chilian independence. Every-
body prepares for it. Houses are fresh-
Iy painted, flagpoles are raised over
every roof, bonfirez burn on the sur-
rounding mountains, fiestas are held
in every park and plaza, special masses
are sung in the churches, all the banks,
business houses and manufacturing es-
tablishmente are closed, schools are dis-
missed, labor iz suspended on all the
plantations, and e*erybody, young and
old, great and small, engages in the fes-
tivitics with a zeal and enthusiasm that
is seldom seen elsewhere.—Chili Cor.
Chicago Record.

Reating the Museles,
When a man is tired he stretches his
arms and legs and yawps. Birds and
animals, =0 far as possible, follow his
example. Birds spread their feathers
and also yawn or gape. Fowls often do
this. Fish yawn; they open their
mouths slowly until they are round,
the bones of the head =cem to loosen
and the gills open, Dogs are inveterate
sawners and stretchers, but seldom
sneeze unless they have n eold. Cats
are always stretching their bedies, legs
and claws, as everybody knows who has
a cat for a pet. Horses streteh vio-
lently when and after indulging in a
roll; but not, as a rule, on all fours, A
stag when siretching sticks out his
head, stretiches MNis forefeet out, and
hollows his back apd neck as though
trying to creep under a bar. Mozt rum-
inant animals sireteh when they rise
up after Iying doww. Deer do it regular-
1y; sodocows. This fact is so well known
that if a cow when arising from lying
down does not sireich herself it is a
sign she is ill. The reason for this is
plain—the stretch moves every musecle
of the body, and if there be any injury
anywhere it hurts.—Philadelphia Dis-
patch.

Moral Susslom.

Old Gentleman—Do you mean to
say that your teachers mever thrash
yon?
Little Boy—Never!
at our school
“YWhat's that?”
“0Oh, we get kep' in, and stood ap
in corners, and lecked out, and locked
in, arl made to write one word a thou-
sand times, and led at. and j ‘|
at, and that’s all."—Collier’s Weekly.

Like Qiveas Biils,

We have moral

very little money causes them tfo be
stukwmwb'h i

Some people are like circus bills; a |

FARMER AXD PLANTER.

INTENSIVE CORN CULTURE.
The Resulis of Experl Fostered

by the illindis Beard-of Agrie
culture sve 87 Intervest,

For the past three years the Illinvizs
board of agriculture has offered a
subetantial premium for the largest
yield of corn upon a single mcre of
ground. Each year the crop taking

ord of the preceding year, and each
year the prize has been taken by white
corn. In the first two contests, Mr. J.
H. Powers, of Whiteside county, se-
cured second place. This year (1899)
with a yield of 196.27 bushels he ce-
cured first place, In an interview with
a representative of this journal, Mr.
Pcwers described his methods of cul-
tivation and general results.

The acre in question was one of a
seren-acre field of wupland bottom,
bluck loam. The whole field was
planted to the same variety of corn,
but on this record acre it was planted
thicker. For the past six years the
field was in clover sod and used as a
hog pasture. When it was broken this
year the seven acres were all fertilized
alike. To each acre was applied 16
louds of stable manure from cattle and
hcrses fed on shredded corn fodder
and grain, the manure being kept un-
dex shed cover until used. In mo purt
of the field was any commercial fer-
tilizer used, mor has any ever been
used.

In plowing, the ground was well
broken to the depth of seven or eight
inches, disked thoroughly and dragged
four times with a harrow before plaal-
ing. Up to this time the whole seven
acres had the same treatment. Corn
on the record acre was planted with a
dropper, so arranged as to drop as
fust as possible, thus almost drilling
the corn in. When the plants were
from four to six inches high the field
wa: thinned to two or three kerneis
to the hill, the hills being about It
inches apart in the row, and the rows
three feet six inches apart. The ficld
was harrowed three times betwcen
planting and appearance of the corn
above ground, and onece after its ap-
pesrance.

The corn was eultivated four times
with riding ecultivator, although 3ir.
Powers walked in bandling it. The
fiist cultivation was deep, reaching lo
the bottom of the plowing. At the
second cultivation, the inside shovels
were Taised, and at third and fourth
cultivation all shovels were raised, giv-
ing very shallow plowing. After cul-
tivation was all over, Mr. Powers went
tbrough the corn once with o hoe, anid
after that as much time as was neéers-
sary to promptly remove all suckers
and weeds was given it. The season
was in every way favorable for the
crop until the last four weeks before
ripening, when it was too dry. It will
b> noted that practically the only dif-
ference in the cultivation of this ficld
and the ordinary corn culture lies in
the extra amount of persounal labor
given in stirring the soil before and af-
ter planting. The soil, which was 2
bleck loam with elay subsoil, waz
naterally fertile, but not more so thaa
a great deal of the Illinois corn land.

Mr. Powers kept a record of the
amount of laber given the crop, and
according to his figures, erediting his
time at regular rate of wages and the
coel of team and toola at what it
would have cost to hire them by the
day, the cost of producing this acre of
corn was about $30, which included an
allowance for interest on the value of
the land. It does not include the off-
set for the value of the fodder, which
he said at a low valuation was worth

'$10, making the net cost of producing

this 10627 bushels $20, or about 19
cents per bushel. As the average ccst.
including the same items which Mr.
Powers includes, of producing corn in
Illinois is not far from 18 cents per
bushels, it follows that intensive corn
celture pays.—American Agricultural-
ist.

A MATTER OF IMPORTANCE.

The Scleetion. Testing and Care of
the Breeding Doar Shoald be
Well Loaked After.

'We have often tried to impress upon
the minds of our farmers and breeders
tke importance of this matter. We
have known cases where breeders who
expected to raise $1,000 worth of hogs
tle coming year would not attempt
the purchase of a male pig until the
last moment, sometimes even wall-
ing till after the holidays, and then
find they could secure only an indiffee-
ent pig (the choice ones having been
scld), which, when put to the breeding
test, would prove utterly useless, aul
after losing perhaps six weeks would
bz compelled to discard the animal
and try to secure another,which would
sometimes prove little better than the

first.

QOur practice when breeding pure-
breds was, in purchasing a young, un-
tried male, to try and secure him at
least gix months before we expected to
use him heavily, and thus find by act-
ual test not only whether or not he
was s breeder, but also whether he waa
a satisfactory breeder; and in many
instances, as all breeders are aware, it
proved to be a wise precantion, a-
msny young animals prove worthless
to the breeder who is striving to build
up and improve his herd.

For the man who is raising hogs for
the market it is not necessary to b«
quite so particular, but we think it
would pay him well to secure a pig at
least three to six weeks before he ex-
pects to do his breeding, and get bim
thoroughly aecustomed to hiz new
surroundings, as a breeding male of
any kind is usually restless and fret-
ful for some time after being nwver?

the prize has been larger than the rec- |

feed, using corn
will find the results highly satisfae-
tory.—Blooded Stock. :

There is Money im M_-‘M_ m
that Have Usmally Beem Ak
loewed te Ge to Wnate,

is troken up and mixed with water.

partment that this food will'be |

ularly valuable for our cavalry

tropics, and that the food eakes ocun
be made at minimum cost in Cuba and
the southern staies, where th ds
of tonz of low grade molasies go to
waste annually, and where tha cane
refuse, g:mmiﬁne.!mualm&u
satisfactory an absorbent base as corn
stalks. The cost of making the food

be from $22 to $25.

Some Hox Yard Dowm'ts.
Don’t attempt to raise too many
pigs. Don't over-commend your herd.
It will not pay.
Don't talk about your neighbor and
his faults. Don't fail to send your
culls to market. - That is where they

Don’t do businesswith these '
fellows. Stock from such herds is like-
Iy to be nearly unsalable.

Don’t sell out because hogs are low,
and by so doing be in shape to buy
again when they are high.

Don't expect & “killer” from every
litter. If you succeed in getting one
great pig in a year you are Jucky.

Don't imagine you can build up your,
herd by attempting to pull some other

Ihn‘tnegleetthehmawhihuwl
‘thea remember they need
care and overfeed them. Be 2 hog man
every day of the year.

Don't be an imitator’ and use the
same wording and gemeral style in

“big fellow.” It usually serves omly
to draw attention to the other mau.
Don't claim to have the best lot of
pigs you ever raised. The other fel-
lows are sure to say all that; so youn
had better say something a little dil-
ferent.—Farmers’ Home Journal.

Remember This.

A horse should always be allowed to
drink before the feeding, and for this
rezaon: The stomeach of the horse isof
such a conformation that if he is given
his food first, and then allowed 1o

being carried away by the passage of
the latter through the stomach, and as'
a consequence colic is not infrequently

four times a day, apd feed quite as
often, in spite of the practice com-
moif with very many grooms. The
water has a tendency to allay any fe-
verish symploms thai may arise, and
considering the nature of the work,
fer example, that a hunter has to per-
form, and the dry food upon which
he is fed, s little attention should be

HERE AND THERE.
—The time will come when pressed
¢hredded corn fodder will be as salable
as hay, and until that time comes, un-
til people at large are educated toknow
it-nlm,ﬂrmmm feed it and
zell their hay.

,Mltwmm“t
vmmwh,lﬂmm ‘af the
waste places, if not too large.

—'The Utah experiment station dis-
covered that pullets paid 188 per cent.
profit on the cost of the feed they ate
and at one-year old the profit was 113
per cent. The difference of 70 per
cent. in favor of young stock.

—The comparatively low price of
corn and cotton and the high prices
mlw\)ei.n“ received for hay, hay seed
ani live stock are eonvincing evidence,
and are leading farmers to study
changes in_their crop and their rots-
tion.

—XNo flock of hens can lay i the
poultry house is eold, as it requires too
much food to ereate warmth for iheir
bodies. They will be unable to pro-
duce egze, simply because ihe cold
takes from them the elements that
sirould be devoted to egg. produetion.
—Most of the successes with poultry

gide issne and made subsidiary to some-
thing else. Fruit growing, market gar-
dening, bee culture, and last, but not
least, farming. mmapﬁmsmm
closely wedded ro poultry. |

ANOTHER som OF WEALTH.

very encouraging, It is said at the de-

cakes under favorable conditions would

herd down. Snnhuuanpudwarsin—_

your advertising a= that used by some

drink afterwards, thers is always o
probability of portions of the former

brought about. Moreover, the animal,
thould be allowed to drink three or’

paid to this matter.—Southern Phmter. -

have been met when coupled with a

——mmlhud-mkm'

rer




