l “I1f vou have finished your dessert,”
she said, ‘“let usgo down to the den.
I had it placed there, and when you see
it I will tell you about it, and—oh,
Horace, I hope you will think I did
right.” There was alittle catch in her
-| voice that made him serious at once.

y4, THE TOLLGATE.

The old red bridge, roofed o'er and wal
Still spans the river brown o
‘Where both the dusty roads converge
And join their Waya to town:
The tollgate on the further side
Still swings Its battered pole,
And idly lounges in the shads
The man who takes the toll

How many days—how many years—
Since I was here, 1 wunder,

And heard the 100se planks 'neath the wheels
Resound like mimle thunder?

What meed of joy has been my part,
Whut sheaf of cares my dole,

What storms have swept across my hears

. Sinne laat I pald the tolll

Ah! Memory plays & sorry triok,
The present fades from sight —
Agalin the bridge’looms vague and dark
Agalost the moon's faint light;
And Rob and I, hand clasped In hand,
Pause by the swinging pole
One happy minute, ere we crogs—
And Robin takes the toll
—Laura B. Bell, in Home and Country.
e e

“AS A DAY IN JUNE”

BY MAY D. HATOH.

“By the way, Nan, did McWilliams
get you that picture at your limit?”

Mrs. Horace Hubbard hesitated a
moment before answering, and the
color which fluttered so easily into her
cheeks flushed them now while she
vainly tried to subdue it and look
calmly across the daintily-appointed
table into her husband’s face.

The shaded candle-lamps gave a most
becoming and illusive light, but the
hazel eyes of Mr. Horace Hubbard,
famous among his friends for their
marvelous keenness of vision, detected
the sudden pinkness and the unsteady
gaze of his wife, and he laughed softly
as he waited.

*I wish you would not laughso I
withdrew the order.” She tried to
counteract the effect of her momer ta 'y
wavering by the dignity of her loae,
but, conscious of failing, she smiled
back at him a little shamefacedly.
“And in its stead"—she had quite re-
covered her composure now—"I1 gave
an unlimited order for another.”

This statement, though it surprised
her husband, did not startle him. Un-
ruffled, he went on with his dinner,
which was nearly at an end. It had
been a very good one, ordered with
care by Mrs. Hubbard, who was an
artist in many ways, and the salad
they had come to had ‘“‘an epigram-
matic crispness to finish off this poem
of a dinner,” Mr. Hubbard had said,
just before his question about the pic-
ture.

1t would have taken a great deal to
disturb him that evening, it was such
a relief to be at home again. He had
been off for a couple of weeks with a
party over the railroad of which he was
& director, and the restfulness of his
own house and the presence of his wife,
who had managed to keep herself
always interesting to him, brought
him that content which is very near to
happiness.

*I thought, my dear,” he said, his
handsome eyes twinkling just as when
he had rung door-bells as a youngster
—41 thought that Cazin was the one
thing in the world you needed to give
you a happy heome; and now, just like
& woman, you change your mind.”

“Well, what would you have me at
thirty?" she asked. 'A bigot?”

He knew she was only avoiding the
main subject, and sipped his Burgundy
meditatively while the salad was taken
away.

“Did you get the other— the one for
which you gave the unlimited order?”

Mrs. Hubbard smiled brightly at
him. *“Yes, and it really is lovely;
not quite like the Cazin, but I would
rather have it.”

He looked at her puzzled. There
was some mystery here, which time
wonld solve, but which his wife did
not seem disposed to clear quite yet.
She looked so charming, however, in
her pale-blue evening gown—he had
alwyays preferred her in blue—that he
wak willing to wait; in fact, he rather
enjoyed it, for the opportunity it gave
him to rally her about one of her few
weaknesses.

“I thought you had put on that
gown in honor of my coming home,”
he said, as if he were hurt; **but I sup-
pose it is the picture. Or perhaps you
want me to go somewhere.”

*No, I want to stay at home to-
night. The Dudley-Biliings asked us
there to a card party, but I declined.
I thought youn would rather [ did.”

“Nan,” he cried, *'I don’t care what
you have paid for the picture, if you
have saved me that.”

Mrs. Hubbard laughed gayly. *1
really did not want to go myself; so
you need not thank me for refusing.”

“You're improving,” her husband an-

swered, and looked soadmiringly at her
‘that the pink color came flying back.
He would have gone over and kissed
her, if the little English butler, whom
she was training’ to be an old family
servant some day, had not entered just
then with the dessert.
..*Whom is the picture by?" Hubbard
asked, meekly—'if [ am not too curi-
ous.” He was as curious as most men
about the affairs of his wife, although
he never bullied her into telling him
of them.

“]t is a very good Inness.” He gave
a sigh of relief. *‘One painted some
years ago,” she went on, “but in his
best manner, I think."

%I am glad it's an Inness. I was
afraid, my dear, that you had been sac-
rificing. your desires to help some
struggling young artist, and would in-
sist on aot only buying the picture, but
on hanging it, too, no matter how bad
you really believed it In your heart.”

“You were afraid of no such thing,
Hérace. You never knew me to en-
eonrage bad work in your life.”

“Well, perhaps not; but I am grati-

‘$hat at last you are getting broad
‘enough to break loose from French
prejudices and take what is just as
good i an American way.”

“] have not changed my mind at all
;bcﬁ:t the merits of the two men,” Mrs.
Hubbard rejoined. *I suppose I shall
have to find another Cazin some day to
i1l the aching void the loss of this one
has left.” She rested an elbow on the
table, her head on her hand, and gazed
g moment dreamily into the memory
of thé twilight Cazin she had relin-
quished. ‘“‘But the Inness is certainly
charming,” she finished, cheerfully,

‘and went'on with her ice.
WWell, “if. you still preferred the
. Casin, why in the name of common
s@didn't you get it?” her husband
:4Did McWilliams persuade you
']ﬁ"g‘-: thé: lnness? Though T
jagine you being persuaded
%o do anything after you have once
"made up youramind." He did not say
this critically, but wonderingly, for he
'had been married ten years and knew
‘his wife’s characteristics remarkably
‘well, though he still; Fegarded them
‘with tenderness. e j
v “Edward,” sald Mrs. Hubb::;l. “dis-
.m' jasing. t e -embryo seneschal, “'we
i t;'h':h -l:mr coffee duwnstairs 'to-
¢."_ Then, rising, shé went over to

‘into DY
eannot

p % husband’s chair, and, standing be-

4 him, put her hands affectionately

on the hair that was notas luxuriantas

*'0f course you have done right,” he
said, turning and putting his arm
arcuud her; ‘‘and if all the eritics on
both sides of the ocean should say:
‘Mrs. Hubbard, you have made the
mistake of your life in not purchasing
that hay rick in the twilight by Cazin,’
my opinion only of the critics would be
lowered, my dear.”

“You are always such a comfort,”
she said, gratefully. Wiping off with
the back of her jeweled little hand a
tear that had trickled out of one eye,
she scratched her cheek with the sharp
end of a diamond and turquoise ring,
and stopped their exit to ask her hus-
band if it had left a mark. Then they
went down to the den in the front
basement, while Hubbard wondered
secretly why the new treasure had
been put in that sequestered spot.

It was a very inviting room, made
gay by some gas logs at a moment’s
notice; with chairs to lounge in, and
two or three divans covered with soft-
toned rugs and luxurious with all the
down silk pillows that were not guite
smart enough for the freshly done-over
drawing-room and had taken omn a
pleasing pliancy from use.

Books of all descriptions erowded
several plain Chippendale cases—es-
says, histories, poems, books on science,
on philosophy and novels; not the rare
editions that were kept in state in the
library proper, but the books they
loaned to intimate friends, and marked
if they liked, and doubled over and read
without covers.

A large round table in the middle of
the room was centered by a generous
lamp, a joy to read by, and upon it
still more books—the latest arrival—
magazines, and tobacco in every form.
At one side of the room was a rack of
pipes with the names of a few choice
spirits written thereon and ready for
them whenever they should come.
On the walls, which were something
between a cream and a pink in tone,
hung a motley array of pictures,
water-colors, etchings, prints and
photographs; for every one of them, for
one reason or another, they had a
special fondness. =

In front of the close white sash-
curtains at the windows were other
straight heavy curtaine of gray satin
with a charming border of pinkish
flowers on a gold ground. These
curtains were among Mrs. Hubbard's
earliest collections of her childhood's
home; she had clung to them through
years of plushes, Tuarkish mixtures
and brocades, while they seemed to
repay her regard by keeping a mar-
velous silvery sheen to the end of
their usefulness.

Nothing had ever been bought

purposely for this room; like the
curtains, everything seemed to have
drifted there, and whatever was

found to add to its comfort stayed,
like the friends that were once ad-
mitted. Upon an easel, Nan's own
working one, rested the new Inness,
easily the most striking bit of color in
the room, and carefully placed fora
good lignt.

‘‘Here it is: do you like it?”

Mr. Hubbard was ever slow in ex-
pressing an opinion, but slow too in
changing it, so this had its advanta-
geous side. Nan waited impatiently for
him to speak.

“Don’t you like it?" she cried, be-
ginning to be hurt.

1t was a picture of about sixteen by
twenty-four, which gave the impres-
sion of a perfect June day—the fore-
ground of green meadow land, broken
a little to one side by a brook, a dark
mass of the artist’s living trees at the
back, and overhead adeep-blue breezy
sky.

It was delightful in color, done in
rather a low key for an Inness, and to
artist and laymen alike bringing near
the joy of a beautiful stretch of coun-
try one day like those we remember.

“Yes, I like it,” he said, decidedly.
“‘And now are you quite ready to tell
e why you changed your mind?” But
she was not ready even then, until Ed-
ward had placed the coffee on a low
table between their two casy-chairs,
and Hubbard's cigar was lighted.

“I noticed the picture the first day I
went to see the collection,” she began;
“but I was so in love with the Cazin I
suppose I did not say anything about
it. The last morning before the sale I
went down once more. I was there so
early there was scarcely anyone in the
rooms, and I wandered about as happy
as I could be, with you away, of
course.” Hubbard raised his eyebrows
skeptically, and she went on: ‘“‘Among
the few people there, though, I noticed
an old man I had seen at so many oth-
er exhibitions that I never could tell
whether I had really ever met him or
just thought I knew him from having
seen him so often.

‘“He was very shabby, but clean; a
big man, with rather heavy features
and perfectly white hair, and he kept
up a nervous bobbing of his head all
the time, but seemed to be nunconscious
of it. I had often wondered who he
was, and somehow or other always as-
sociated him with my father, though I
did not know why. Heseemed to know
a good deal about pictures, always
picking out two or three of the best to
hover around, and [ thought that he
might be a dealer, except that he
looked too poor. He interested me so
much that I had often been tempted to
speak to him; you see, I have not quite
got over the Bohemian tendencies I
used to indulge when I painted instead
of buying pictures.”

**When you painted what, Nan?”

“Canvasses, of course; you don't sup-
pose 1 ever thought I painted a picture,
do you? But don't interrupt.

“That morning I was watching my
old {friend, speculating about him as
usual, when I noticed him suddenly
discover that”—she waved her hand to-
ward the Inness—*‘and the poor old fel-
low looked as if he had been struck by
some one. He sat down on the bench
nearest it, his white head shaking
more than ever, and rubbed his hands
piteously together. I could not stand
it any longer, and flew down and
asked McWilliams who he was.

““The moment he said the name of
‘Heathly’ I remembered where I had
met him. When 1 was a little girl,
papa had taken me to his house to see
his pictures; for he had a superb col-
lection then himself.

* “That's old Heathly,’ McWilliams
said; ‘I always let him in here when
ha's sober, though he never has even
the price of an admission nowadays;
but all the dealers know him, and don’t
mind having him around for the sake
of the prices he used to pay for what
he happened to take a fancy to.’

“When I went back he was sitting
just where I had left him, with the
tears running down his cheeks.

*I went right up to him. ‘Mr. Heath-
1y,’ I said, ‘of course you don’t remem-
ber me, but I used to be Nan Murray;
you must remember my father, John
Murray.’ He looked at me a little be-
wildered at first, and then seemed to
Foollect himself. ‘John Murray! Are
you his daughter?’ he said, and tried
to smile; you never saw anything so
pitiful in your life, Horace, as that
smile.

4 'Yas,' I said, and kept hold of the
band he had put out, and patted it a

him. 'I went to your house ev-r sv
long ago, and remember seeing such
quantities of pictur es there.” I stopped
then, afraid [ had been saying the
wrong thing, but he looked a little
comforted, and I saw it was a relief to
him' to talk, and so sat down beside
him.

}  “ “That was one of my pictures,’ he
said, pointing to it. ‘I haven't seen it
for six or seven years. It was Corinna's
favorite of all we had. Do you remem-
ber my wife? he asked, straightening

‘She is dead, you know.’

** ‘No; I don't think I ever saw her.
But what a beautiful picture it is!’

i i¥es, isn't it? I wish I could have
kept just one,’ he said, his chin quiver-
ing pitifully for a moment, and then
he regained his self-possession. ‘I
failed in ’87," he went on, ‘lost every
dollar, and that had to go wi.sh the
rest; but, thank God, it came when she
could not feel it."

*“ ‘I am so sorryl Was it necessary
to give them all up?’ I asked. I knew
what it must have meant toa man who
cared like that.

‘ ‘Everything. First she went, then
the money, then my pictures, and then
—my friends. You are like your fa-
ther,” he said. ‘[ see him once in
awhile even now. He has a heart; he
does not forget.’

“I said 1 was glad he thought me
like him, and drew him on to talking
more and more until he told me most
of his life. He started a poor boy, and
married when he was still poor, but
was beginning to get on a little. They
were New England people, with some
education, I suppose, and ambitious to
improve themselves as they grew rich-
er. They never had any children, and
they both loved pictures. He did, at
least, and I believe that must have
been why she did, as she followed him
in everything then, as she had worked
for him while they were poor. He
finally went into Wall street. Every-
thing he touched ' turned out well, and
they were as happy ‘as could be, when
she; died, eight years ago. That
seemed to have broken hiy nerve, for
he began to lose his head from that
time. | He told me that after she had
gone the pictures were his greatest
comfort; he used to spend hours
among them, and they somehow
brought her nearer. They had selected
them together, but this one of all had
been her favorite, because it raminded
her of the view they had from their
first real home in Montclair.

*They never knew whether it really
was done there or not, but, as Inness
sketched around that country. a great
deal, they thought it probably was.

*Then his money began to go, and
he seemed to lose his grip on managing
his business, till finally the smash came
and he gave up everything. It broke
his heart, I think. ‘I can't seem to
pull up and make a fresh start,’ he
said; ‘I guess I'm too old; for I have
had a couple of chances, too.' He
blushed when he said this, and I
thought of what MeWilliams had told
me about his drinking.

**Then he went back to the picture.
‘It's a wonderful bit,’ he said. ‘Do you
see the way that brook winds clear
back to the trees?—though you don't
notice it at first—and the shadows on
the grass are so transparent they seem

.| to come and go while youn look:: When

I came across it suddenly to-day it
brought her right tome. IfIcouldonly
have it back again, the rest wouldn’t
seem 50 hard; it would help me to re-
member better.’ I said good-by to
the Cazin that minute, Horace.”
Mrs. Hubbard stopped with a little
sob at the thought of old Heathy's
hopeless an and - Hubbard
pushed the low table 'between
them away, and she moved nearer
and leaned her head against his arm
while she finished.

*I asked hfm to let me give him the
picture then; I knew it would not bring
more than the Cazin, and that I could
—although I was almost afraid to offer
it to him; but I put it on the ground of
old friendship.

‘“‘It would not do any good, my
child,’ he said. ‘I could not keep it.’
And he blushed again. ‘Ishould be
glad to keep track of it, though, so I
could see it onee in awhile.’

“Do you wonder I told McWilliams
to get it for me? 1 could not do any-
thing else; could I, dear?—with you
away, too. After I had arranged
about it I told him he could come
whenever he liked to look at it, and
stay as long as he liked, and need
never ask to see anyone, but that Ed-
ward would show him right in here.
He could not thank me, but I knew.”

She rose and went over to the ple-
ture, looking at its sunshine through
A happy mist like that which kept the hearsof

Eden green

‘‘Has he been here yet?' Hubbard
asked, busying himself with lighting
a fresh cigar.

“Yes; he came to-day, and asked for
me first. You wonuld have thonght he
had made a new fortune, to see how
happy he was."”

**He has won the best woman in the
world for a friend,” said Hubbard.
Then there came a familiar knock on
the window, and, while Mrs. Hubbard
fled to cool off her bedimmed eyes,
Hubbard himself let in one of the
chosen spirits of the pipes.

Y‘Glad to see yom, Dick,” he said.
“Come in. Mrs. Hubbard will Le down
in & minute. She has just been ex-
plaining to me the fine points of this
new Inness. What is your opinion of
it?"—Lippincott’s Magazine.

HE DIDN'T WANT LEECHES,

His Injury Was Such That Suotlon Was
Not Neaded.

“What's good for a black eye?”
asked a tough-looking young man of a
Michigan averdfe druggist, the other
evening. ‘

‘“‘Leeches are considered first rate,”
replied the druggist, “but where's the
black eye?” -~ ¢ ¢

“1t'll come ' later on—in about a
hour from now. I'm hunting a feller
down to lick him,and I thought I'd
have things all fixed if I got a black
eye. I'll probably drop in about ten
o'clock.” ; )

“All right—come any time.” :

At half-past ten the young man re-
turned, and after a glance at him the
druggist said: S

*So you didn’t find your man?*

“Yes, I did,” was the reply.

*But you didn’t have a fight?”

*“Yes, I did.”

“Well, he didn’t black your eye, any-
how?” v

*No, he didn't black my eye, but
look here!"

He held out five teeth which had
been knocked ount of his mouth and
his whole face wore a look of disgust
as he pawed them over with his finger
and continued: L s

%] don't know much about leeches,
but I'll bet dollars to cents they can't
put these things back in my jaws!
Guess the man I want to see is either &
shoemaker or a dentist!”—Detroit Free
Pres& - i i i.»

—**And, pray, who are you?" gaid the
violet blue to the Bee, with surprise at
his wonderful size, to her eyeglass of
dew. *I, madam,” quoth he, ‘am a
publican. Bee collecting the tax on
honey and wax. Have you nothing for
me?"—Father Tabb. = -~ 1

'—The happiness and misery of men

depend no less upon temper than om
fortune.—Rochefoucauld. :

L)
moment, I think. I was so sorry for.

up and speaking with more dignity.

'
[}

3

EQUESTRIAN STATUE OF GENFRAL GEORGE GORDON MEADE.

e 'Theabove is an outline drawiog uf the colossal statue of General George Gordon Mead
made by the sculptor H. K. Bush-Brown at his studio rew Newburgh, N, Y, for the battletield o
Gettysburg. The statue will ve unveiled at Gettysburg vn October 1, along with the equestrian

gtatue of General Hancock, by F. Edwin Elwell.

The Meade statue will stand on the knoll to

the right of the Bloody Angle, immediately in front of General Meade's headauarters.

HAe Enew Better. .

“You reedn’t tell me that women
have no sense of humor,” said Ricketis
to Fosdick.

“Well?” !

“I overheard & stuttering man pro-
pose once, He said: ‘I 1-l-love y-y-you
d-d-d-devotedly, m-m-my d-d-d-ear B-
B-B-Blanche. W-w-w-will y-y-you
m-m-m-marry m-m-me?’  And after the

delivery of this declaration on the in-§

stallment plan the minx had the audac-
ity to say: ‘O, George, this is so sud-
den."”—Town Topics.

A Rude Awakenthp.
Oft those who read their title clear
To mansions In the sky,
Will wake up rudely yet. I fear,
To find in Spaln they lie.
—Puck.

OVERTAKEN BY FATE.

B :
“So old Mr. Brown is married at
last?”
“Yes; a furriner, I ’eard.”
“A foreigner? No; an English lady.”
“0Oh, I ’eard as 'ow she wasa Tartar.”
—Judy.

The Origin of Words.

Little Fannie (looking over a book)—
What a lot of words there are. I won-
der where they all come from?

Little Jennie—They come from quar-
reling.

*F'rom quarreding?”

*Yes, you know, when people quar-
rel one word brings on another.”—7ex-
as Siftings.

. FProvoked.

Mrs. Witherby—I was terribly put
out to-day when Mrs. Lowtone called.
The servants were out and I had to
answer the bell.

Witherby—Pshaw.
does that make?

Mrs. Witherhy—If they had been in
I wouldn’t have had tosee her.—Drook-
lyn Life,

What difference

Day Dreams.

Farmer—Look how many blossoms
are on those trees. If every blossom
would bring forth an apple [ would be
rich next fall.

Dr. Bolus—And if every apple were
eaten when green, and every cater got
a colie, my fortune would be made right
off.—Truth.

J Not Selfish.

“Why do you and Bobby quarrel so
much? I hope my Willie is not u sel-
fish little boy.”

‘‘No, mamma, I'm not selfish, but
Bobby is. He always wants to play
the games 1 don’t want to.”—Harper’s
Bazar.

We Wonder.
‘We wonder If in time of cleaning :
House new women will
Break their fast with cold potatoes,
Off the window siil
. —MInneapolis Journal
SHE HAD

STUDIED FRENCH.
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43fave you any bon-vivant this morn-
ing?” il &
“Boned what, mum?”. . |
‘‘Bon-vivant. Why, that’s French
for ‘good liver!’”—Life. :
Matrlmonlal Item.
" Cyniecal Old Bachelor—What makes
you grin lilkke an idiot? fig b s
Young Happicus—Oh, I am the hap-
piest of mortals! To-morrew I get mar-
ried. !
Cynical—Yes, I suppose you are the
happiest man’ in town to-day.—Tam-
many. Times. 7

Hea Had His, Revenge. -
Weary Walker—I wish ter thank
you, madam, fer savin’ me life, ¢+ "
Lady of the House—Why, how? .
Weary Wallkker—By refusin’ ter give
me anything ter eat. The gent you
gave the piece of ‘pie to yesterday'is
1ead.—Brooklyn Life. =~ . = ... .
: A Memory System. sy
“Hoax—I was trying to think of a
man’s name to-day and couldn’t: Then
all of a sudden a shower cameon. .. |
: Joax—Well, whati had 'that to do
with it? L iiles $ i e i--'ii._._
 Hoax—Everything. - His name (was
Record. .\

‘wig is on straight.~Truth:

’ Feminine Asperities.

Celia—Mr. Flitter is such’' pleasant
cowpany! But then he says such hate-
ful things. He actually had-the audac-
ity to tell me last evening that he didn't
think you were stylish.

Delia—You call that hateful? You
should hear a few of the things he says
about you!—Boston Transeript.

An Objection to Matrimony.

Mrs. Bombazine—Mr. Gilhooly, you
have been engaged to my daughter
Jane for more than two years. Why
do you not marry her?

Gunooly — My dear madam; that
would never do. It would mnot be an
easy matter to find another such nice
sweetheart as Jane.—Tammany Tiwnes.

A Woman’s Tongnue.

Clara—I wonder if it is true that
one's likely to catch something from
being kissed?

Maud—Of course not. You've been
kkissed enough but you haven't caught
anything yet, have you?—N. Y. Her-
ald.

Cause for Worry.

Debtor (apologetic)—The payment of
that account is a source of constant
anxiety to me, I assure you.

Creditor—Very likely. You're afraid
you might forget yourself and pay it.—
Chicago Record.

Not Happlly Expressed.
New Office Boy—A man called here
to thrash you a few minutes ago.
Editor—What did you say to him?
“I'told him I was sorry you weren't
in."—Life.

Walting to Hear.
Prospective Pere—Do you know any-
thing definite of your prospects?
Woodby Suninlaugh—Why, no. You
must remember you have said nothing
to me as yet.—N. Y. World.

Ouat of [Ier Reach.
Foreign Count—I am’reputed to be
worth a million.
American Girl—Then we must part.
Seven hundred and fifty thousand is my
outside figure.—Puck.

" Perfoct Bilss.
Dear summer malden. I would say
The nicest way to woo,
This season, Is to swing all day
in a hammock bullt for two.

—Judge.
WELL POSTED IN SCRIPTURE.

“Ain’t it said, madam, that givin'to
de poor is lendin’ to de Lord?”

“YQB\."

‘‘Well, would you mind lendin' de
Lord a quarter?”—Life.

The Summer Mald,

Ob. 15n't she a gay. romantic girl
‘When she sets out to puss away the summer?
Though first she dreams of nothing but an
earl. . %
At last she 13 contented with a drummer. -

—Judge.

United They Ride.
Bloobumpeér—Mr. and Mrs. Darley
are both bicycle enthusiasts.
Spatts—That is true. They married
each other for wheel .or woe.—Town
Topies.

A Backward Bov.

Green Gates—Is your son doing well
at college? .

Halsey Putnam—Nat as well as I ex-
pected; he is only playing center field.
—DBrooklyn Eagle.

His Principal Attraction.

“You seem to be cultivating old
Kajones.’” What do you see'about him
to admire?” - datel sl g

“His| daughter Laura.”—Chicago
fribupe. |, |

. Too Trae. '
pa? Does it mean all the money?

Pa (bitterly)—Yes, all the money a
man can scrape . together, and more

| too, sometimes.—N. Y. World.

: 1t Depends,
mo'.il‘t'ling?” bk . ,
““Ihat depends. A woman who looks
best in black should wear it until she
is engaged ngain.’—Life. - |
Ham—What stru¢k’ yer th’ most, Un-
cle Hiram, on yer yisit ter New. York®
Uncle Hiram (mournfully)—Bun
steerers, my son.—-—'Judqa.. :
; Not the Answer E @ui:.na.' ;
Miss' El'der-*MisEl" pp, will you
kindly tell me whether my— .
_Miss'Flypp (hbérmpﬁ:;g_}-—?’eg_. your
;hrky RS E‘m ' ‘lz.? :
. He—Hoyw would you feel if I wrote
_you a love letter? : : y

' Bhe—I shonld w

nt you to be there

gk (e A Ten<Cent Core. ' '\
~ “Wyld — Can't: you overcome' your
thirst'for rum? o o ol D
i ‘Tramp—Yes, sir, with a dime.—Life.
S (R P A L LY S L e LA B R LS BN
: A l'op'li_hﬁ"-‘#o_lnli’l!( i e b
| Huison—Wiat is Drown trying fo-
Bl sheimattsm now?, '+ ot

Judson—Profanity —Truth.

i

‘| molasses into food for cattle.

.Wllli;g-—whnt does alimony - mean,

“How long should a widow wear

| THE FARMING WORLD. |

MOLASSES FOR STOCK,

[ta ¥attenlng Propertles Are Said to Be
i1+ . Great and Bensficlal :
Owing to the recent changes in leg-
Islation in regard to beet-root sugar in
Europe, the question of how to dispose
of the residuum molasses to the bess.
advantage has assumed paramount im-
portance. Itis proposed to turn the
Already
on several European markets a product:
is sold for stock feed containing 60 per
cent. molasses, 40 per cent. cocoa oil
cake, which costs a fraction more than
one cent per pound. Another fodderis

|composed of 20 per cent. cottonseed

flour, 40 per cent. palm nuts and 40 per
cent. molasses., Some factories under-
take their own mixing, and’ the sub-
stance produced contains 14 per cent.
protein, 3 per cent fatty matter and 50
per cent. non-nitrogenous matter.
The results of feeding ecattle on these
rations have been most satisfactory.
Sheep have .also been fattened on a
molasses diet. One of the best ways of
giving molasses to cattle is to mix it
with their drinking water, and aston-
ishing success has been obtained by
adding to the water given to cattle

1about two pounds molasses per diem

per head. As cavalry horses have
been found to do good work on a con-
tinuous diet of sugar, it has
been thopght that cattle might
thrive on molasses alone. This belief,
however, has ©been disproved by.
Prof. Maercker, who concluded that
the maximum of molasses that it was
advisable to feed per 1,000 pounds live
weight and per diem was 3 to 4 pounds
for oxen and 2§ pounds for milch
cows. Bhat this was a wise restriction
has been evident by the results that
have followed when the proportion of
molasses was exceeded. Experts now
say that the best results are obtained
by using 50 per cent. of fodder and 50
per cent. of molasses. The utilization
of molasses for cattle-feeding is not
new; it has been practiced in many
countries for over half a century. In
the West Indies one of the events of
the beginning of ‘‘crop” on the sugar
estates is the first feed of ‘‘chop-
tops” given to the working cattle. The
top part of the sugar-cane is sliced fine
in a cutting machine and piled into
troughs. Rock salt is then pounded
fine and strewn over the fodder and
over all is thrown a top-dressing of
rich molasses. The cattle revel in the
mixture, and after having fairly gorged
themselves, they will linger to suck up
the molasses that has trickled down
Icto the bottom of the trough. Before
many weeks have passed they are fat
and shining, and horses and sheep,
which also take kindly to the food,
give ample evidence of its fattening

and beneficial properties.—St. Louis
Globe-Democrat.
DAIRYING IN FRANCE.

Efforts to Discover the Cause of the De-
cline In Butter Exports.

The different breeds of dairy cows
so highly esteemed in England and the
United States are, with the exception
of the Durham (as the shorthorn is
there always termed), entirely un-
known in France. In thatcountry the
people have almost as many breeds of
their own, each highly reputed in its
own section, though the fame of the
Normandy alone has spread across the
water.

Dairying in France is a'very impor-
tant industry, and French butter for-
merly brought the highest price in the
London market; but the butter-maker
‘would appear to have grown careless
or the market more critical with the
increased competition from other coun-
tries, for an official inquiry is now being
made into the cause of the decline in
dairy products.

It is generally believed that the
change in the feed is responsible for

FLEMISH DAIRY COW.

the trouble, and the government has
issned general instructions to the farm-
ers Lo give better feed and care to their
cows and to employ suitable rations of
a kind that will give flavor and texture
to the butter, Fermented feed is not
recommended. ‘The question of wash-
ing the butter still remains an open
one, the two processes producing
equally good results. General practice,
however, tends rather to the discon-
tinuance of the washing. The inquiry
has aroused publie interest in the dif-
ferent breeds of cattle. Our illustra-
tion represents what is termed the
Flemish dairy cow, the breed that pre-
dominates in tlie northeastern part of
France and the ad)oining kingdom of
Belgium. :

SIMPLE HAY CARRIER.

So Easily Made That Scarcely Any De-
scription Is Needed.

The home-made hay carrier I prom-
ised to the readers of this paper is
shown by inclosed drawing. There is
scarcely any description needed. How-
ever, & few words of explanation may
not be out of place. i
. The drawing shows a portion of hay
barn, the rest being cut away to take
less room in printing. The home-made
attachment is shown at A, which con-
sists of a piece of wood 2x2 inches of
good oak. At either end is securely
bolted a clevis, one to be attached to

:
i
)
i
i
H
i

0

the hay carrier pulley above and the
other to harpoon. The length of the
wood piece is such as to just allow of
the hay to clear the:tie F. To each
purline, B and C in cut, is attached a
pulley near middle of bay. Over each
of these pulleys passes a rope; one end
is fastened to the attachment at'E and
the other end hangs loosely in the bay.
Be sure the ropes are long enough to
reach to bottom of hay when the har-

poon is on the wagon.’
the harpoon is loaded and it is desired
to drop the hay toward the end of bay

marked D, the man in the bay grasps
the end of rope at D, and ‘pulls the

T0) The -ation of the other rope

idoes ‘not pack.in the:middle'as it'does

When

three and four times a week, and they

' The operation is as follows: After|"

; % il 5 _{:harpoon toward ‘the pulley! B, while |
toexplam every part.—Brooklyn L.mp' the man; on the. load _p?ull! _the trip

'ﬁ'ﬁé'wm. “The attachment A is val-|
' uable'in mowing clover hay, a8 the hay |

when, every forkful is. in one place.|
hen mow gets oo full to ase attach-
_ment, rempve it axid ‘attach harpoon'to |
| carrier in usual' way.—C. L. Reamer, in{
2] Ohig Faymer Sicien L ]

Boking
Powd er
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ev:\'“‘“ettvﬁa .

LUTELY PUR

A Polish for Tan Shoe s,

Now that tan-colored shoes are so
much worn a hint as to how they may
be preserved indefinitely may not be
amiss. A clever little woman of my
acquaintance had a handsome pair of
very light yellow low buttoned shoes
that were ruimed as far as appearances
went. Her husband was to bring her
some dressing, but he would not return
until night and she wanted to wear
them after lunch. 8he put her wits to
work; wet a soft muslin rag with
water into which a few drops of house-
hold ammonia had been poured,rubbed
it with a little Castile soap, and applied
it first to the back of theshoe. It work-
ed admirably. The entire shoe was
thoroughly clean in five minutes. She
kept one hand inside the shoe to
hold it in shape, and was care-
ful not to wet the rag so much
as to soalt throngh the leather to
the lining, and also to rinse off well
before drying. While damp she
smoothed them into fine form, then
stood them away for half an hour to
dry. Then she took a soft flannel rag
and rubbed them well over for a min-
ute or two. This gave them a natural
gloss. She has worn these shoes for
six weeks, cleaning them in this way

are as soft and pliable and presentable
as the day she bought them.—Ladies’
Home Journal.

Didn't See World's Falr?

If you failed to visit the great World's
Fair in Chicago in 1803 you ought to visit
the next greatest fair of modern times—the
Cotton Stites and Internationul Exposition
in Atlanta, Ga., from Sept. 18th to Dec.
Bist, 1895.
1f you will please send your name and ad-
dress to T. W. Tcasdale, general passenger
sgent C., St. P,, M. & 0. R'y, “The North-
estern Line,” an illustrated pamphlet de-
scriptive of this great exposition will be
maliled you FrReE, and the chances are you
will feel so interested that you will want to
see the great show, and of course when you
lan your trip you will look to your com-
ort and secure your tickets from Minne-
apolis, 8t. Paul or Duluth to Atlanta, either
via Chicago or Kansas City, via the best
line—"The North-Western Line.”  am..

SEILLED LaBor.—Friend—“I'm told that
most prescriptions cost little or nothing to
make up.” Druggist—*"Yes; but we charge
for deciphering the penmanship and trans-
latlng the Latin."—Iuck.

Ten Thousand Miles or Thirty,

It matters not which, may subject you to
sea sicliness on the “‘briny deep.” hether
you are a yachtsman, an ocean traveler, out

or a day or two’s fishing on the salt water,
or even an inland tourist in feeble health,
yvou ought to be provided with Hostetter's
Stomach Bitters, a valuable remedy for
nau colic, biliousness, acidity of the
stomach, malaria, rheumatism, nervousness
and sick headache. Lay in an adequate
supply.

Biery—*“Maw, I should think it would
be a heap more careless to cast pearls before
chickens than to cast em before swine.”
His Mother—“Why so, Billy?" Billy—
“’Cause they'd cat 'em.”

He Lacked the Nerve to Make Her Happy.

Upon receipt of ‘your address we will
mail1 free a package of beautifully illus-
trated transparent cards, picturing and ex-
plaining just how and why men frequently
suffer from nervous troubles that preveut.
thelr QDLIE the Fyne Mang av e rygnt time.
Edition limited. Ad., mentioning this pa-
per, Sterling Remedy Co., New York City
or Chicago.

“Some men,’ said Uncle Eben, ‘‘am so fah
sighted dat dey kain't, possibly 1ib ter ketch
up ter de benefit ob dah discoveries.”—
‘Washington Star.

GeT our prices on Groceries. If you need
furniture send for our Catalogue—whole-
sale prices to farmers, Combination Spring
Wagon—fully warranted — £49.75. Fine
Concord, $#44.75. The Estes & Wood Co.,
8t. Paul, Minn,

Ir the balloon sleeve is to be a part of the
surf costume this summer the ocean will
have to be enlarged.—Nashville American.

Nornrxa is rarer than the use of ‘aword
in its exact meaning.—Whipple.

ON THE ROAD

. to recovery, the
young woman
who 1s taking
Doctor Pierce’s
Favorite Pre-
scription. In
maidenhood, wo-
manhood, wife-
hood and moth-
erhood the ** Pre-
scription” is a
supporting tonic

\ an nervine

that’'s peculiarly
adapted to her

. ? needs, regulat-

/ : ing, and strength-

ening the system
and curing the
derangements of the sex. Why is it so
many women owe their beauty to Dr.
Pierce's Favorite Prescription? Because
beauty of form and face radiate from the
common center—health. The best bodily
condition results from good food, fresh air
and exercise coupled with the judicious
use of the ‘‘ Prescription,”

It reaches the origin of the trouble and

it.

2 LOOK FOR THIS

LOCK

—1IT I8 ON——

TeBEST SCHOOL SHOE

bt 7%—$1.25 4 11 10 134-81.75
g0 100<—1.50 ® 110 3 —2.00

IF YOU OAN'T GET THEM FROM YOUR
DEALER WRITE TO

rH‘Aﬂluuu-Bnowme_ 60.,

B8T. IO

Now IS The Time

" «.TO INVESTIGATE THE....
Saint Paul and Duluth Country.
-GOOD LAND.

.. SURE CROPS.

.. @GOOD MARKETS.
Do Not Buy Land Anywhere Until You
' See What We Have to Offer You.

" HOPEWELL CLARKE,
LAND COMMISSIONER, : ST. PAUL, MINN.

To SBerTLE THE BaBY.—Hicks—*‘Got any
knock-out drops?” Druggist — “What]
What do you want them for?” Hicks—
“‘Baby’s got thecolic.”—N. Y. World.

Hamllton-Brown Shoe Co.'s Sales.

Sales for June, 1895, ...civeie cinnsannes £518 697 12
i bt 1894, . .093.28
Gain for June, 1895. enes B63.003.84

Total sales for 1895 up to July 1.....$2,574.765.00
I |- Y SR R T
Gain for 1895 up to July 1.... . B187,121.48

Proses—*‘So you were in the Iowa cy-.
clone. At what point did the storm ledve*
the towni” Dobbs—¢It didn't leave the

town—took it along.”—Truth,

Dox'r forget to writa the Estes & Wood
Co., Bt. Paul, Minn., to send you samples
of their twine — 600 ft. Manilla, 5%c;
Btandard Twine, 4%0. 1t will soon advance.

Lapies in stockholder's box (who are be-
ing hissed for talk'm? loudly)—**As if we
hadn’t heard the ‘Tell’ overture before!”—
Fleigende Blaetter.

SAFETY to mother and child and less un-
pleasantness after confinement resull from
use of **Mother's Friend."” Bold by druggisis.

Sae—*This is so sudden! You must ask
mamma.” He—*Oh, that's all right. Bhe
has given me several hints already.”—Puck.

WE think Piso's Cure for Consumption is
the only medicine for Coughs.—JENNIE
PiNckarD, Springtield, Ills., Oct. 1, 18M.

““WiaT's that terrible ery Ihear?” “Oh, ;
that’s our college yell!” *It must be acol-
lege of dentistry.”—Puck.

‘Hall's Catarrh Cure
Is talken internally. Price T5e.

PrecEPTS are like seeds; they are little
things which do much good.—Seneca.

KNOWLEDGE

Brings comfort and improvement and

tends to personal enjoyment when
rightly useg.e The many, who live bet-
ter than others and enjoy life more, with
less expenditure, by more promptly
adapting the world’s best products. to
the needs of physical being, will attest
the value to health of the pure hq%
laxative principles embraced in
remedy, Syrup of Figs.

Its excellence is due to its presenting
in the form most acceptable and pleas-
ant to the taste, the refreshing and truly
beneficial properties of a perfect lax-
ative; effectually cleansing the system,
dispelling colds, headaches and fevers
ant{)e permanently curing constipation.
It has given satisfaction to millions and
snct-—ith tie ZPPIOVAT UL WG mrcdienl-
profession, because it acts on the Kid-
neys, Liver and Bowels without weak-
ening them and it is perfectly free from
every objectionable substance.

Syrup of F';Fs is for sale by all drug-
gists in 50c and $1 bottles, but it is man-
ufactured by the California Fig Syrup
Co. only, whose name is printed on every
package, also the name, Syrup of Figs,
and being well informed, you will not
accept any substitute if offered.

Beecham’s pills are for bilious-
ness, bilious headache, dyspepsia,
heartburn, torpid liver, dizziness,
sick headache, bad taste in the
mouth, coated tongue, loss *of
appetite, sallow skin, etc., when
caused by constipation'; and con-
stipation is the most frequent
cause of all of them.

Go by the book. Pills 16¢ and 25¢ a
box. Book FREE at your druggist’s or
write B. F. Allen Co., 365 Canal Street,
New York. ) :

Annu_al sales more than 6,000,000 boxes.
ASK YOUR DRUGGAIST FOR
* R
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«* THE BEST %
Dyspeptic Delicate Infirm and

AGED PERSONS

* . JOHN CARLE & SONS, New York.’' #

BEST IN THE WORLD,

oY Aur

\- a0 for W\
R\ cheapnessiine prepa - Welfs
-\ m\m\_@\_m\\x unrwahed B/ £

THE RISING SUN
STOVE POLISH in
. cakeg for general
" bla g of a stove.
THE SUN PASTH
POLISH for a quick
after-dinner s
applied and
ished with a

EWIS’ 98 % LYE

POWDERED AND PE
(PATENTED) = &
The strongest and pures ]
made, Unul?ea:ther Lye.tt%’

Morse Bros., Frops,, Cantox, Mass., U,

o fine pewder and packed indtan
with removable lid, the con:
arealways ready for use, °
make the Mm perfumed

SRR
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Gen. Agents, MILA., En.

i ST HOME

FOR A

fret 4 4: ROOKS, vy, Somarili Fapese Ea
0You Wanta FREE HOME

L SAW MILLS, Corngnd
; " Feed Mills,

-F,i!..!!,.. E,.l!ﬁ::-s.re.__ Ef WilEs:
b e
I.'} A_ N. -K.......G. R -‘ N ] 15“. 3

ing |
wuste pipes, disinfecting sinks, ‘!

Ina Ll‘"‘n %r us"u.'mr iKD P TY
3 RICAN TRIBUNE COLONY 00..
LR BTt o
S aoarmal Bisck TNVANAFOLA NSARE

stale that you saw the Advertisemeat In this

3

o
v




