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OLD FRIENDS.

We love them very dearly, the old familiar
places,
The road where every turn we know, the
trees that o'er it bend;
The meadow grasses waving, and the lit-
tle flower faces,
And the lifted hills benignant, each one
a steadfast friend.

We, love the soft and springing sod, oft
as our footsteps press it—
The little wayside briers that reach thelr
clinging fingers out;
The lowly nest half hidden in the dusky
hedge—God bless it!
And all the common things that gird the
common day about.

" There's one wide branching maple that was
tall when we were tending
The baby lambs beneath it in the years
of long ago.
There's one great shadowy oak that stood,
its friendly shelter lending
To our parents, when they courted, its
tenting shade below.

The trees, the hills, the pastures, the lanes
we oft have trodden,
Of us they are a part, our blood has
caught a thrill from them.
We may walk to-day In purple, where once
we walked in hodden,
But the selfsame soul Is in us; we are
theirs in root and stem. .

We love them very dearly, the old famillar
places;
In Heaven I think the road will wear a
look like ours at home;
The flelds of living green recall the pleas-
ant beckoning faces
Of the meadow-lands that hold us fast,
how far soe’er we roam.
—Margaret E. Sangster, in Youth's Com-
panion.

CHAPTER L

T WAS years since we had met. We
l parted in anger—she in tears. She
smacked me, and I (that I should have
to admit it!) smacked her back.

“You're a nasty, horrid, eruel boy!”
she said, sobbing.

The tears brought compunction, but
the adjectives prevented avowal.

“Anyway, you're only a girlish girl.”

“I'm not!” she responded, stamp-
ing her foot. So we parted.

When I came down from Oxford,
many years after, it was deemed neces-
sary that I should engage in some use-
ful employment. My dear mother was
most emphatic on the matter. I did
not attempt to temporize.

“Mater,” 1 said, “I leave the matter
sntirely in your hands; I have the
greatest confidence in your discre-
tion.”

She kissed me tenderly, remarking
that T had always been a good son.

We have an estate in Blankshire, and
are in our little way country magnates.
My mother, who is a woman of sur-
prising energy, immediately com-
menced asking many curious people to
our dinner partics. In a short time
I was the accepted conservative can-
didate, with (I was informed) fair
prospects of ousting the radical mem-
ber at the next general election.

Politics were, therefore, my profes-
sion. Of course, I have to make
speeches, but I am very intelligent, and
people have published handbooks.

In the intervals, which were not
short, I lived in London happily. Lon-
dom is a pleasant place, and I enjoy it.
T went out a great deal, knew many
nice girls, and irritated many mothers.

I once overheard a mother taik seri-
ously to her daughter in a conservatory.
I:was behind an adjacent palm, and
could not easily get away. She alluded
to me unflatteringly, and wound up:

“He has oniy a thousand a year,
and will never have much more. So
you must not encourage Gerald Meri-
vale. Now mind, Gertrude.”

Gertrude wept a little (I am sure of
this, because her nose was a little red
when we met later), and stopped en-
eouraging me. I did not blame her.
She was quite right. I confessIlike a
girl with robust common sense.

But it is not about Gerturde I am

writing. It is of Alice Mansell, the
“she” alluded to at the commence-
ment,

Little Bobby Durden came to my
elub and began to talk excitedly to
me about a “stunner.”

“You've no ideah,"” he said.

“It is not kind of you to say so.”

“I'm talkin’ about the girl. She's
just come out, and by Jove, isn’t she a
oner!”

“What girl?" I asked.

“Her name’s Alice Mansell. My aunt,
Lady Ockington, is running her. The
daughter of Mansell, the Railway John-

ny. They say she’s a hundred mil-
lions.”

I yawned a little. Ecstasies always
bore me.

“I know as a fact,” I replied, “that
the figure you mention is considerably
below the mark.”

His jaw dropped. “Really!” he said.
“Or are you at your confounded sar-
casm again?”’

“Introduce me,"” I said, “and you shall
be best man.”

“Look here, let me tell you—" he be-

an.

“You shall have as much wedding
eake as you.iike,” I interrupted, sooth-
ingly.

“You're a—"

“A regular tuck in.”

“] tell you you're an ass.”

“You presume on your aunt,” I said.
severely.

“But you needn’t introduce me. I
had forgotten for the moment. I know
her. She was my playmate. I used to
hit her. In fact, I think I adopted her.
I forgot whether as a sisterora daugh-
ter. One of the two. She is very fond
of me.”

“I always did think you conceited,
but I'm dashed if ever—" :

“Will she be at the Martens’ this aft-
ernoon?” I asked.

He replied reluctantly in the affirm-
ative.

“If I bhave time I'll run in and see
her,” I said, taking up a newspaper.

“I suppose you'll kiss her,” he said,
scoffingly.

“Certainly.”

Bobby retired, uttering inarticulate
sounds and red in the face.

CHAPTER II.

I went to the Martens that after-
noon. As I was entering the drawing-
room I encountered Bobby at the door.
He grinned indictively.

“She’s in there,” Re said, J>rking his
thumb over his shoulder. “Go andkiss
ber.”

I took no notice of his foolish re-
'‘marks, or of the laugh from the group
of men around him. It is better toig-
nore vulgarity when you have no rep-
artee, .

I crossed the room to speak to Lady
Marten. The room was crowded. AsI
was speaking to her Lady Ockington
arose from her seat and came to her.
She was followed by a girl, whom I rec-
ognized (though how she had changed
and how beautiful she had grown!) as
Alice,

While Lady Ockington was saying
her adieus I turned to Alice. I saw she
recognized me.

“Alice, my dear!” Isaid. Ifelt rather
than suw Lady Ockington wheel about.

Alice put out her hand and smiled.
I took her hand.

“What @an immense girl you have
grown!” I went on. “You've grown too
big to kiss!”

She looked surprised, but I bent for-
ward and kissed her lightly on the
cheek.

“Mr. Merivale!” she said, but I
thought she did not look offended.

“Oh, you must still call me Jerry,”
I said, hastily. “I suppose you will be
leaving school soon?”

Lady Ockington, who had been re-
garding me as if I were an intrepid
frog, interfered.

“Miss Mansell has left school some
years,” she said, in an awful tone.

“Oh, she has a governess, I suppose,
Well, Alice,” I said, “I hope you are
a better girl than you used to be.”

“Alice, we must go,” said Lady Ock-
ington.

“Good-by,” I said. I still held her
hand. “I will call some day and take
you to the waxworks.”

She smiled as she left me and fol-
lowed Lady Ockington from the room.
I was glad she smiled. I should not
have acted as Idid.

During this incident the stillness in
the room was terrible. Conversation
began again. I turned to Lady Marten
and began to speak of Pinero'’s coming
play. But she was laughing con-
vulsively.

“You wicked, dreadful young man,”
she said. “Mr. Durden told me what
you intended to do, but I couldn’t have
believed you would have dared. Not
even you. And Lady Ockington there!"

I protested that Miss Mansell and I
were old friends. Nothing could shake
her conviction that we had never met
before; that I had kissed a girl who
was an entire stranger. This was the
general impression, thanks to Bobby's
foolish talk.

But I am not as bad as all that.

The next day I called at Lady Oc-
kington’s house. I did not expect to
be admitted, but I felt it would only
be kind to eall.

The door was opened by an unin-
telligent page boy. Lady Ockington
was out. Miss Mansell was in. Joy!

On the stairs I encountered the but-
ler, who knew me. He directed a kill-
ing glance toward the lad. But it
was too late.

Alice was alone in the room. She
came to me with the prettiest air of
confusion. I took her hand.

“Alice—Miss Mansell,” I said, “for
the last 24 hours my friends have
been telling me that I have made a
mistake. Did I make a mistake?”
“Mr. Merivale,” she said, “for the
last 24 hours Lady Ockington has been
telling me you didn't make a mistake.
Did you make a mistake?”

It was all right, she was smiling.

“Alice—Miss Mansell; I cannot tell
a lie unnecessarily; it was not a mis-
take—it was intentional.”

She shook her head.

“I don’t think it was quite nice of
you,” she said.

I responded eagerly.

“You are quite right; it was hor-
rid. But I have an explanation.”
“Explain,” she said, majestically.
At the moment we heard a ring.

“It is Lady Ockington!” exclaimed
Alice.

“Shall I hide?"” I asked.

“We are going to the Pinkerton’s to-
night,” she said, looking out of the
window as Lady Ockington entered.

CHAPTER I1L

The general election was on. I had
to make four speeches every night, be-
sides canvassing during the day. I

should have preferred not to. But I
had an agent. He said he was my
agent, otherwise I should have

thought our positions were reversed.

Among other things he made me go
to church on Sundays. It was nec-
essary, he said, to conciliate the
church people. We also went to the
Methodist chapel to conciliate the
dissenters. The result was we an-
noyed both.

At the church I recognized a lady
with Alice’s back hair. She also had
Alice’s profile. In fact, it turned out
to be Alice herself. She was visiting
her uncle, Col. Western, with whom
she had lived in her younger days.

I told my agent that our great de-
fect was a want of lauy canvassers,
He proffered his wife. I accepted her,
but said I would call on Col. Western
and see if I couldn't pick out a few
more.

“But Col.
us.”

“He is most good natured,” I re-
plied. “1 am sure he will lend us a
few.”

My agent sighed. He was a consci-
| entious man, and had scurples as to
whether I was a fit person for the
house of commons. “If he were only
as sensible as some of his speeches!”
he said to my mother once.
| Nevertheless, I sent my mother over
to Col. Western’s, and she returned in
| triumph with Alice, who, as it hap-
| peus, was a radical of the most un-
bending principles.
| We used to canvass together. The
agent’'s wife came too. Alice thought
this best. The agent expostulated at
| the absurdity and waste of time in-
Ivolved in three people doing the
| work of one. We pointed out how
; much more thoroughly the work was
idone. When we had all had a turn
at the fortunate elector he was not
in a condition to refuse his vote. But
the agent would not be silenced till
Alice got his wife to stop him with
a glance,

The polling day came. Alice and my
mother, the agent and I drove from
polling booth to polling booth. To-
ward eight o'clock the agent came
to me dolefully,” and said he feared
my return was improbable. I was

Western is opposed to

very sorry for the poor man. He
had worked so hard. When I told
my mother she burst into tears. She

must also have been sorry for him.
Alice comforted her like the dear,
kind girl she is

“It is 118 own fault,” said my moth-
er, when she was comforted; ‘he is
so flippant.”

I assured her he was most serious
minded.

“Who?"

“The agent.”

She became sorrowful.
had to comfort her. To do so she said
kind things about me, but my mother
would not agree with her.

“He has disappointed me. He will
not obey me, I'have begged and begged
him to pay attention to Miss Western,
of the castle. We should have had
their influence.” She wept again. Alice
comforted her.

My mother went on: “He will not be
serjous. If he would only marry some
solid, strong-minded girl! But, no, he
insists on going his own way. YetI'm
his mother.”

Alice turned her reproachful gaze
on me.

“I think it is very unkind of you not
to marry when your mother tells you
to.”

“But the ladies won’t have me.”

“I don’t believe you everasked them,

“To do so would be preposterous.”

“Why would it be preposterous?”

“Take your case, for instance.”

“My case?” She blushed violently.,

My mother was startled. “Gerald, T
forbid you to talk any more nonsense,”
she said, rising hastily and leaving the
room,

We were left alone.
lence, broken by Alice.

“Did your mother really and truly
ask you to propose to me?”

“Really and truly.”

She reddened charmingly.

“Why didn't you?”

“I do! I do!” I responded, eagerly,
rising and going foward her.

“Your mother is so sorry about
you,” she said. “She is so unfortu-
nate in her son. I should like to make
her happy—"

She was silent, pondering.

“If you are not returned to parlia-
ment it will break her heart.” She
brightened up. “We will compromise
the matter. If you are not returned,
I accept you.”

There was a si-

entered the room between tears and
smiles.

but Gerald is always absurd.
know what I want,
were standing on my head.”

Later on we went to the declaration

jority of 20. My mother immediately
began to weep bitterly.

1 looked at Alice. They were shout-
ing for me to address the crowd.

She was looking on the ground. *“I
always wanted to be an M. P.'s wife,”
she whispered.

For the second time I kissed her in
public.—Black and White.

FIVE TOWNS MOVED.
Rallroads Went Arvround These In
South Dakota, and They Had to

Go to the Rallroads.

Five well established South Dakota

dations this year and dragged across
the prairie to theirresistible magnet of
newiy-settled countries, a railroad ex-
tension. The Chiecago, Milwaukee & St.

mour west. through Charles Mix coun~
ty. in South Dakota—which never had
a. railway before—and from Bowdle
west of the Missouri river. Purposely
the surveys missed all the towns and
new townships were plotted. Asa re-
sult Geddes and New Platte, the new

ty extension, and Evarts. on the Bow-
dle extension, are thriving communi-
ties of 20 pei:ons each. while Selby,
Bloomington. Edgerton. Castalia and
0ld Platte are now only memories.
The railroad’s towns have been
boomed to a
seems imminent. A $10.00 hotel of 60
rooms is building in Geddes; there are
three banks there and many general

but the streets are daily lined with

and blacksmith shops do a big business.

just now.
towns a solitary church or cottage
stands sentinel among the gaping cel-
lars from which homes have been
dragged. The streets are grown up to
weeds. The howl of a lonesome dog
voices the wail over blighted hopes for
which the railroad’s survey is account~
able.

It is no longer considered worth
while to find the towns in running rail-

road surveys; the enterprise of the
times dictates town making. At the
first intimation that a railway was

prices for land and clear titles were,
moreover. almost out of the question.
So railroads of the west now quietly
purchase a town site, plot it, sell the
plots, and pocket what is received
for them above the cost of acreland as
clear gain. There is no trouble about
right of way or dickering with obstin-
ate town councils. So a railroad goes
out of its way to leave the old towns
high and dry and in consequence the
old towns migrate. Neverin the history
of the country has there been such a
wholesale migration as the Milwaukee
road caused this year. First Old Platte
swallowed its pride and disappoint®
ment and ore building after another,
stores. homes and saloous. were hauled
to the new town site. Horses and
thrasher engines were hitched to the
structures, and away they went. up hill
and down dale over the wundulating
prairie three and a half miles to the
place the raiiroad company had picked
out for a town. Castalia moved its
buildings ten miles to Platte. Ed-
gerton and Bleomington both divided
their buildings between Geddes and
Platte. One of the biggest struc-
tures moved was the general store
owned by M. C. Cool, which was
300 feet by 400. It was moved
with all the merchandise on-the shelves
from old Platte to the new DPilatte.
Business went on all the time it was
going over the prairie.

There seems to be a future for new
Selby, Geddes and Platte. They are
surrounded by rich farming lands and
will be the shipping points for the
grain and cattle of great regions.
Platte will get the shipments of wheat
from the farms between the Niobrara
and the Missouri, than which there are

no richer in South Dakota or the west.

Again Alice |

SWIFT MODE OF RUNNING.

Ski-Running im Norway Is a Muoh
Faster Mode of Travel Than
Indian Snowshoeing.

It is a very difficult task to explain
to one who has never seen ski or ski
running what it really means. Ski are
really very simple instruments. They
consist of two long narrow strips of
wood, pointed and curved upward in
front. In Norway the ski are generally
about seven or cight feet in length and
from three to four inches in breadth.
At the center under the foot they will
be about an inch thick or a little more,
beveling off to about a quarter of an
inch at either end. The under surface
is flat, often .with a groove along the
middle, and is made as smooth as pos-
sible. They are fastened to the feet by
a loop for the toe, fixed near the center
of the ski, and a band, which passes
from this round behind the heel of the
shoe, and which can be tied very tight,
writes Dr. Nansen, in Land and Water.

I remember an incident which hap-
pened to an acquaintance of mine in
America many years ago. He was an
engineer, and was surveying for a rail-
way far west on the prairies. The win-
ter had set in, and deep snow had cov-

' by chance, came out of INs cottage

She ran and told my mother, who
" pretending not even to have noticed.

“It seems a ridiculous arrangement,
I don't;
I feel as if I

of the poll. T was returne. by a ma-

“I am an unfortunate man,” I said.:

{ the Norwegian helped them to make

towns have been torn from their foun-'

Paul road this year has built, from Ar-;

railroadtownson the Charles Mix coun- '

| may well be possible that he could

point. where collapse !

stores. At Platte the growth has been :
so rearly instantaneous out of treeless
prairie lands that it is still in disorder,

scores of teams and the saloons, stores

The real estate men are flying high |
At the sites of the deserted |

headed toward a town up would go the - '
" % ¥ \ | such jumps is very generally 70 or

ered the fields. Being a ski:lful skirun-
ner, he made himself a pair of ski. The
same day he had been out trying these
for the first time, a group of Indians
came upon a track consisting of two
parallel grooves or furrows in the
snow, and having never seen a similar
trackR before, they followed it up to
make out what kind of an animal it
might originate from. They followed
the track straight to the door of the
Norwegian’s cottage, where they saw
two strips of wood leaning against thie
wall. They measured the track and
they “measured these wooden things,
and found that they were of exactly
the same breadth.

And now followed a very close in-
vestigation of these marvelous crea-
tures, which were carefully measured
on all sides. When the Norwegian, as

door, the natives darted away from
the ski and looked at something else,

The Norwegian showed them, however,
the ski and how they were used. They
wished now to try them, but using
them as they were accustomed to do
their snowshoes, they made slow prog-
ress, and found them poor and slippery.
The Norwegian then put them on and
proposed to race with the Indians, and
they were quite willing. But the sur-
prise of these swift Indians, on their
light snowshoes, was great when they
discovered that they were only able to
keep pace with him for a few hundred
yards and then rapidly dropped behind,
even though they were racing over
their well-known prairies. Afterward

ski, and some of the Indians leartted
to use them tolerably well, although
men who are not trained to use ski
from early boyhood very seldom be-
come skillful ski runners.

The motion employed im ski-ing has
no resemblance to that employed in
skating. While they are moved the
ski are always kept strictly parallel
and as close together as possible, and
should not be lifted from the ground—
like Canadian snowshoes. On flat
gronnd they should constantly be kept
giiding over the surface of the snow,
while being driven forward by alter-
nate strokes from the hips and thighs,
and the body is thrown forward in each
stride. The length of the stride may
be increased by propulsion of the staff
which the ski runner carries in his |
hand. Uphill, if the gradient be steep,
the ski runner will have to tack from
side to side, following a zig-zag course
or go sideways, bringing the ski al-
most to a right angle with the slope.
But downhill the ski runner often goes
with a tremendous speed, and then it

“outstrip the birds in flight.” The
ski now slide readily, and the steeper
the slope the greater the speed. the
one thing necessary being to maintain
the balance and to steer clear of all
difficulties, such as trees and preci
pices. The ski runner can go every:
where, over hill and valley, and noth:
ing stops him so long as there is suf
ficient snow to move over.

A great art in ski running is th:
jumping upon ski. Itis generally done
down steep hillsides, which in the
middle have some natural break in the
ground, or where a bank of snow is
bujIt. Sliding with a great pace from
the top of the hill onto this bank, the
jumper, owing to the sudden break
in the ground, is thrown far into the
air, and after a longer or shorter jour-
ney through space, he alights on the
slope below and continues his headlong
course at an even greater speed than
before. As » rule. he will even very
much increase the length of his leap

UNLOADING OF CORN.

Extension Box Which Saves Lota of
Work and Adds to the Capac-
ity of the Wagon.

A useful device can be made and at-
tached to the back end of a wagon box
so that shoveling out may be begun at
once upon reaching the crib. It will
also add several bushelscapacity to the
wagon box. Make a sloping floor, a, a
few feet long with cross-pieces on the
lower side at b and ¢. Let the floor be

UNLOADING CORN MADE EASY.
as wide as the outside of the wagon
box. Then put on short sides nailed
securely to this sloping floor, and ex-
tending forward a few inches past the
sides of the box and on the outside of
it. Take out the end gate and gate
rods, put on this attachment and bore
holes to correspond with the holes in
the box and with four bolts secure it in
place. The lower cross-piece, ¢, should
2xtend out a little beyond the wagon
bed on each side and come down
against it, the sloping floor resting on
the bottom of the bed an inch or two
from the back end. If desired this at-
tachment can be fastened on with
stout hooks and staples instead of
with bolts.—Orange Judd Farmer.

CLEANING BY STEAM.

The Only Absolutely Sure Way eof
Keeping a Creamery in 8 Whole-
some Condition,

A Canadian dairy instructor says:
I am sorry to say that the creameries
of Canada are not being improved as
much as they should be, particularly
in the way of equipment and samita-
tion, or in providing switable store-
rooms which can be held at a low tem-
perature for storing the butter im. A
great number of the summer creamer-
ies are being run on the cream gather-
ing system. This necessitates an
abundant supply of cold water which
is oftentimes allowed to run over the
floor, or in open gutters, and has a
tendency to keep the room damp and
prevent the churn and butter worker
from becoming dry, and the result is
that they soon become foul smelling.
The remedy for this is to conduct the
water away in pipes, and also attach a
hose and a steampipe. After the
churn is thoroughly washed, close the
lid and insert the end of the hose in
the buttermilk outlet, and then steam
thoroughly for 20 minutes. The in-
tense heat will destroy all germ life,
and leave the churn dry and clean.
This is also an excellent device for
steaming the butter worker and uten-
sils, and also the cans or tanks used
in drawing the cream.

BRIEF DAIRY NOTES.

Remember that the milk should be
cooled as promptly as possible after

i it is drawn from the cow. Cool and

aerate thoroughly, in order to prevent
the milk from retaining unpleasant
odors.

Ice water will chill and kill as well
as fill the cow, and the thoroughly
chilled cow cannot secrete milk free-
ly. The dairyman who forces his
cows to drink through a hole in the
ice in winter should not expect a good
flow of milk from the cows.

The milk cows should have abun-
dant supplies of water. Milk is 75
per cent. water, and that fact shows
how necessary water is to the cows.
Moreover, the very fact that so much
water must be drunk by the cow
indicates that the water should not
be much below the temperature of
the cow’s body.

Artificial ponds are mot liable to
contain pure water. Such ponds are
generally located in natural depres-
sions on the farm, and into such de-
pressions there is sure to be more
or less drainage of filthy water. If
the dairyman deems it necessary to
have such ponds, he should at least
fence them in, so that the stock can-
not turn them into filthy wallows and
sources of discase.—Farmers’ Voice.

Nautritive Rnatlo in Food.

by taking a spring just as he leaves
the projecting bank. The length of |
80 feet, and in the latter years jumps |
exceeding 100 feet are recorded.

Just to Go NSomewhere.

It would be interesting to know to
what extent the summer resorts profit |
by a simple desire to get away from |
home, without regard to the destina-!
tion. The following conversation,
overheard in one of the inland lake
towns of Wisconsin, certainly demon-
strates that no place is a summer re-
sort to the residents therein.

“This town has considerable of a
reputation as a summer resort, hasn't
it?” asked the stranger.

“Yes, indeed,” answered the native.
“We have rowing, fishing, sailing,
bathing, camping, the very best of
accommodations, and all the sports
to be found anywhere, including golf
and tennis.”

“And yet I sce many of your finest
houses are shut up.”

“Oh, yes. Most of the people who
can afford it go away for the sum-
mer."—Chicago Post.

Secret Kept(m"—é::lurlen.

Chinese porcelain was common in
Europe for 400 years before a Ger-
man potter succeeded in finding out
the process of making it. This Chi-
nese pottery is scattered all over the
world, and everywhere valued, but no-
where was the distribution more cu-
rious than in western Canada. Early
in the century a Chinese junk was
cast away on the Pacific coast of
America just south of Vancouver is-
land, and its cargo of willow pattern
plates fell into the hands of the Hud-
son Bay company's officers. Still in
the remotest trading posts of the fur
traders a few specimens remain.—N.
Y. Herald.

Cows give a trifle more milk when
receiving some succulent food, such
as roots and ensilage, but practically
the same amount of butter or other
milk solids. We select the cheapest
foods and so mix them that the cow
zets about one pound of carbohy-
drates. If we should feed a much
wider ratiom, that is, one that comn-
tained more carbohydrates and ecar-
bohydrate equivalent than the
amount stated, she would gradwally
lay on fat, shrink in milk, and failure
to breed would probably follow; but
when the above mentioned mutritive
ratio is maintained, no such difficul-
ties are encountered.—Prof. Haecker,
in Rural World.

Variety Promotes Growth.

Variety of food is essential to rapid
growth of young stock. Experiments
made in feeding pigs for four months
on potatoes alone caused rickets, or
softening of the bome. Other pigs,
from the same litter, fed upon po-
tatoes, oatmeal and phosphates, had
normal skeletons, but there was a dif-
ference, according to the phosphates
added. Those fed upon phosphate of
potash had porous bones. The pigs
that were given phosphate and car-
bonate of lime (as food ingredients)
were healthy, thrifty and grew rap-
idly. L

Dakota Woman Orchardist.

Mrs. Laura A. Alderman owns the
largest orchard in South Dakota. Ac-
cording to W. N. Irvin, chief of the
division of pomology of the department
of agriculture in Washington, she has,
near Harley, Turner county, 150 acres
in which are 8,000 trees, two acres be-
ing given to plums. Besides the trees
there are 1,000 currant bushes, 1,000
gooseberry bushes, 500 grapevines and
three acres of strawberries.

WE NEED GOOD ROADS.

The Quicker This Idea Ia Generally
Accepted the Better for Na-
tional Prosperity.

The work of the League of American
Wheelmen in behalf of good roads is re-
ceiving recognition from some of the
most influential sources in the coun-
try. The Washington Times gives the
following editorial opinion:

The question of road-building in this
country is receiving, as it should, in~
creased attention from the public of
late. There is no topic on whch dis-
cussion is more profitable, and none
upon which it is more important that
public interest should be awakened.

The problem has been, in this coun-
try, an exceedingly difficult one, owing
to the immense extent of territory over
which highways have to extend and
the diversified nature of it. In no other
civilized country has a single modern
government had to wrestle with the
problem of making good, solid roads
over thousands of miles of country,
some swampy, some mountainous, and
all more or less untamed by the hand
of man. The Romans laid foundations
of good roads all over Europe, and still
remain the champion road-builders of
the ages. But we had no Romans in
this country to lay foundations for us,
nor had we barbarians whom we could
press into involuntary service to do the
stone-breaking, even if we had wanted
to emulate the works of Caesar.

Another thing which has complicat-
ed the matter of making turnpikes is
the rapid and phenomenally success-
ful development of the railroads. They
have cast their network of steel wires
all over the country and absorbed the
transportation business, so that where
they went it was not so very necessary
to have roads that would stand heavy
hauling or promote fast driving. In
Kentucky, famous for her good roads,
travel by coach or horseback was com-
mon, and it was worth while for the
community to make it easy and swift.
Moreover, the configuration of the
country favored road-building.

Of late years the bicycle associations
have urged an improvement in the
highways. A bicycle is a less patient
animal than the horse, in some re-
spects. It will work untiringly as long
as it is humored, but it has to be hu-
mored. A good horse will endure—
because he must—struggling out of a
boghole which has mired him to the
depth of a foot or two, or picking his
way over a sidling mountain path cov-
ered with rolling stones, but nobody
can get a bicycle to do that. A horse
will stand the spur, whereas if aspur
was used on the tire of a bicycle it
would calmly lie down in the road. In
short, the wheel is an exacting crea-
ture to ride, and the bicyelist verysoon
discovered that for his own comfort,
if he intended to ride that wheel at his
own sweet will, he will have to bestir
himself and make the legislatures pro-
vide good roads for him to travel.

By whatever means the roads are
improved, it is well that it should be
done. The difference between a good
road and a bad one may mean much to
the community. It may make or mar
the civilization of the whole region to
be more or less accessible by turnpike.
The quicker this matter of public high-
ways receives proper attention the bet-
ter off the public will be.

KEEPS WHEELS GREASED.

Amn Automatic Oller Which, Accord-
ing to Its Inventor, Saves Labor
and Lubricanta,

The labor of oiling wagon wheels
by the usual method is somewhat
arduous, and he who can perform the
task without soiling the hands and
clothes is an exception to the general

AUTOMATIC WAGON OILER.

rule. With the idea of doing away
with the necessity for removing the
wheels every time the axles are
oiled Van Don Roe, of Maury City,
Tenn., has designed the artomatic
oiler illustrated herewith. It con-
sists of an elongated oil cup secured
to the hub between two spokes, with
an opening cut through the hub and
box to allow the oil to flow to the
shaft. Inside the oil cup is a weight-

ed plunger, which reciprocates at
each revolution of the wheel, thus
forcing a small quantity of il

through the minute opening in the
wheel box. The force of the fall of
the plunger is broken by a coiled
spring at either end of the internal
chamber, thus making the device
noiseless, and it is only necessary to
keep the shafts and boxes in good
condition. — Cincinnati  Commercial
Tribune.

The World’s Grain Crops.

A synopsis of the estimate of the
world’s grain crops made by the Hun-
garian minister of agriculture makes
the total production as follows: Wheat,
2,468,799,000 to 2,525,553,000 bushels;
rye, 1,362,096,000 to 1,398,986,000 bush-
els; barley, 874,012,000 to 908,064,000
bushels; oats, 3,078,904.000 to 3,121,470,
000 bushels; and maize, from 2,778,108,-
000 to 2,814,998,000 bushels. Supposing
the countries the crops of which are
included in these totals to be the same
that were covered by the Hungarian
estimate of a year ago, these figuresare
higher than those generally accepted.

Prepare Watering Troughs.

One of the things that usually gets
little or mo attention is the supply of
watering troughs at convenient places
about the stockyards; and this neglect
most frequently happens during the
winter feeding period, just when stock
need regular and full supply of water.
The old-fashioned wood trough and
tanks will do, if nothing better can be
had; but the advantages of galvanized
troughs for hogs, sheep, calves and
poultry, and the galvanized steei tanks
for cattle and horses, are so great that
extra expense is warranted in using

them.—Prairie Farmer.

HELP FOR WOMEN
WHO ARE ALWAYS TIRED.

“I do not feel very well, I am so
tired all the time. I do not know what
is the matter with me.”

You hear these words ev:xz'day; as
often as you meet your fri just so
often are these words repeated. More
than likely you speak the same signifi-
cant words yourself, and no doubt you
do feel far from well most of the time.

Mrs. Ella Rice, of Chelsea, Wis.,
whose portrait we publish, writes that
ghe suffered for two years with bear-
ing-down pains, he, backache,
and had all kindsof miserable feelings,
all of which was caused by falling and
inflammation of the womb, and after
doctoring with physicians and numer-
ous medicines she was entirely cured by

Mges. ELLA RicE

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound.

you are troubled with pains,
fainting spells, depression of spirits,
reluctance to go anywhere, headache,
backache, and always tired, please re-
member that there is an absolute

remedy which will relieve you of your
suffering as it did Mrs. Rice.
is monumental that Lydia E. Pink-

ham’s Vegetable Compound is the

reatest medicine for suffering women.

0 other medicine has made the cures
that it has, and no other woman has
helg:gso many women by direct advice
as Mrs. Pinkham ; her experience
is greater than that of any living per-
son. If you are sick, write and get
ber advice; her address is Lynn, Masa

‘What Shall We
Have for Dessert?

This question arises in the family
every day. Let us answer it to-day. Try

Jell-0,

adelicious and healthful dessert. Pre-
in two minutes. No boiling! no
king! add boiling water and set to
cool. Flavors:—Lemon, Orange, Rasp-
berry and Strawberry. Get a package
at your grocers to-day. 1o cts.

If you have been pay-
ing 84 to 85 for shoes,
atrial of W. L. Doug-
s 83 or 83.30 shoes
will convince you that
they are just as good
in every way and cost
from 81 to $1.50 less.
Over 1,000,000wearers.

t makers of men’s 83
and $3.50 shoes Ia the world. We make
and sell more $3 and $3.50 shoes than an

other two manufacturers in the U. S.

Weare the

ex or money
than they can get elsewhere.

oot D AT e P
any other make is use
ARE THE -h . Your dealer should keep
them ; we give ome dealer exclusive sale in each town.
Take no substitute? Insist on having W. L.
Douglas shoes with name snd price stamped on bottom.
11 your dealer will not get them for you, send direct to

lz. enclosing price and 25e. extra for carriage.
af.rfé'.‘?ﬁﬁ"""'n“"' and 'idhth. plgn 7\' cap toe.
reac 'ou anywhere. atal Free,

W. L. Douglas 8o Co. Brockton, Muass:

A | Knmm«m saddle per-
fectly e

dry in the hardest storms. J§'}

Substitutes will disappoint. Ask for
1897 Fish Brand Po:ransm ol
itis entirely new. If not for sale in

P your town, write for
J ss, z

. Boston,
PREPARATIONS:

. A.J. TOWER
EZ-0-N
Ez-0-Nat Soap, per cake, 25¢
Ez-0-Nat Eczema Cure, - SOc

Your money refunded if it does not
cure any case of eczema, or skin
diseases of any kind. Order by mail.

i

EZ'U'".T cu" Salt 33 l.ln:xliy .ﬂ:.‘..

vy
umm’-mu::‘c::'“- E:" 1
ogwe.
ROEBUCK & CO., CHICACO.
A Quick Dessert.

Getapackageof Burnbam's Hasty Jellycon
at your grocer’s, dissolve it in a pint of
boiling water and let it cool. The result is
a delicious and healthful dessert. The
flavors are: lemon, orange, raspberry, straw-
berry, peach, wild cherry and the unflavored

“calisfoot” for wine and coffee jelly. All
grocers sell it.

ALLEN' S 1RON
TONIC BITTERS

R e

TRIAL ELECTRIC BELTS
that cure. “Guide to Health" free.
)\ PRO VED ELECTRIC BELT 00.,

Dept. 3, 245 First Aven we. 8., MINNEAPOLIS, MINN.

LRARD OF.
SEARS,




