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fci^rmw" 

FALL. 

Flecks of yellow, blots of red, -J» 
In the green boughs overhead; < 
Withered herbage In the grass ' 
Of the' pasture: where I pass; 
These v and many btherv«lgna. j# ** 
Midst the cedars and the pines, ; 
Seen as plain as light at dawn, <j?$» 
Tell ^fee-tale that summer's gone. 

Summer gone, but linger still 
Beauties rare on plain and hill; • ' - ; 
Tints fKat rival rainbow dyes 
Set hijgpammer evening skies, 
GemnHM meadow, fen and lea, ^ v 
Brkhtw shells from out the sea. 
Summers gone, but left are all / " ,• 

itless splendors of the faU. « 

lrest flowers remain; |f | 
id In endless chain; 

nterspersed like gems 
bow on graceful stems;™ ' 

rting everywhere, 
beauties bright and fair; 

e blooming on the lawn, 
that the summer's gone. 

Bob-white In the pasture land. 
To his sweetheart near at hand. 
Pipes fab love notes, soft and clear. 
As those trilled when June was here. 
Flicker teeters through the air,,-
Quite as lf he did not care 
Whether: seasons go or stay; 
He'll happy either way. 

And the flicker's view is mine; 
Winter's frost or summer's shine. 
Each hath pleasures, heaven sent. 
For the heart where dwells content. 
—C. H; Doing, in Washington Star. 
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How Daffy Found 
^ Her Talent. m 

By Susan Hubbard Martin. 

?f f ??f f y f f y?ir 

((T WISH I had a gift," said Daffy 
1 with a disconsolate sigh. 
It was Monday, blue Monday, and 

Daphne, commonly called Daffy, had 
slipped over early to Kate's studio; 
Cousin Kate, who with her magic 
brush wrought such exquisite and 
glowing little pictures; 

Cousin Kate was mixing paints pre
paratory to a hard morning's work. 
The canvas stood already on the easel 
in the" best light the little room af
forded. Cousin Kate looked the true 
artist that she was in her plain dress 
and long white apron. She was a tall 
young woman, with clear eyes, abun
dant chestnut hair, and a firm sweet 
mouth. 

Daffy was unlike her as possible, be
ing small and slight, with great dark 
eyes, and cheeks as full of color as a 
ripe carnation. 

"If I could paint as you do now," 
went on Daffy soberly, "I would be 
happy; but I can't, and you know 
how poorly I have always played and 
sung. I love music, but I can't make 
it, any more than old Michael can 
who cleans our yard. Then there's 
writing. I'd like nothing better than 
to be able to write fine things, but 
there's no use wishing-that,-for I 
newer could compose even a passable 
letter." 

Cousin Kate looked at the £ift>op-
ing, discouraged face before slue an
swered. It was no. wopder, for in 
spite of her sadnesd Driffy was such a 
pretty, refreshing sight in her brown 
suit and picturesque hat. 

"Daffy," ishe asked suddenly, "where 
did you get that hat, my dear?" . 

"This?" answered Daffy indifferent
ly. "Oujb of my head," she added. "I 
make my own hat& I always do, you 
know. Why?" she questioned a mo
ment, later. 

Cousin Kate looked at the hat 
again. 

"Whjr," she repeated, "because it's 
beautiful* dear. llie v6i^..:prettiiest 
hat I've seen this season, arid you 
made it. Yet here you are bemoaning 
the hard fale that has bestowed upon 
you no gift. My dear, it may be an 
art to paint a,,picture, or write a, 
poem.- I am not so sure that it-is not 
as great a one to send, out upon this 
gray old world a; little being like 
yourself who can put together colors 
so d^iiititly and effectively, and create 
a bonnet. Why don't you turn it to 
account?" v-

Daffy laughed. "How can I?" she 
answered. "Here I am, papa's only 
ehick and child, with more money 
than I need, and nothing to do but 

f look happy. That's all the dear man 
requires of me. He loves me as I am, 
dear father, and wouldn't, exchange 
me for the greatest Utterary and artis-

- ,, tic light in existence. That's the 
•way with these dea* fathers,, they 
give all and expect nothing. Hut be-

j* cause . I am so rich in: his love and 
l;care is no reason that I want to sit 
"down arid be a useless cuinberer of 

„,f the earth. There's no necessity for 
earning money, but I would like to do 

' ?• something to help somebody, just a 
little." The girl's voice broke and 

^{something very like tears rose in the 
iJ^dark eyes. 

"Daffy," said Cousin Kate slowly, 
fi^'did you see old Mrs. Fiske at church 

v yesterday?" 
Daffy nodded. 
"Did you notice anything about 

iher?" went on Cousin Kate, her head 
bent over her palette. 

'^Nothing except that she looked 
older and shabbier than usual, poor 
old soul. Yes, I did too- I noticed 
that her old bonnet had about given 
out. How long has she worn it, 

te?" -s 
Seven years," was the answer. "I 

k®ow, for I remember. It looked 
w«ll; enough once, but the wind and 
snow and sleet of so-many winters 
have at last wrought its ruin. You 
say, Daffy dear, yofe don't need mon
ey. Here is a chance to help some 
one who can't give it for things, 
can paint a picture, but I couldn't 

D»ffv#t**. "V#y,"J>he 
merfnyT AJready ine pro! 
dull morning was swept away, 
"thank you for your suggestion, 
cousin mine,** she went on. "I'll take 
myself home, and see what I can 
evolve from my boxes of ribbons arid 
velvets. Poor old Mrs. Fiske! With 
that old battered bonnet in view, out 
of very; pity I wouldn't be qurpftsed* 
If I created, a maste«^e(cfe»'«'4^#ia,- Q: 

A light kiss and Daffy was gone "out 
of the studio and up the street*"!*)? 
ward home. • fe 

It was yet early, and as she ojtettea 
the massive front door and trippell 
upstairs to her pretty roomHm 
hummed a glad little song in very 
lightness of heart. Her blues were 
gone and her fingers fairly pushed to 
begin her ifacinating work. t y 

At lunch time she came downstairs 
with a glowing face, dancing merrily 
in upon papa who had just come 
home. She held something carefully, 
in her hand. "Papa," she demanded, 
if nobody told you, what would you: 

call this?" 
She held the sbmething before him. 

It was a black velvet bonnet, daintily 
and exquisitely made. There was a 
pretty bow of lace and satin in the 
front, and a little at one side drooped 
a lovely purple flower. There were 
wide, rich, black satin strings to give 
it a last and perfect touch. 

Papa looked at it critically before 
he spoke, then he smiled. "Bless my 
soul!" he cried, "if it isn't a bonnet, 
and the very prettiest one I've seen 
this long time. An old lady's bonnet, 
isn't it, my dear. It must be, for it 
looks a good deal like the one mother 
used to wear." 

It is a good deal like it," said Daffy 
well pleased. 

"Where did you get it, dear?" ; 

"Made it, papa." ~ " 
Papa stared. Hitherto he had re

garded his gay, bright girl as some
thing of a butterfly, beautiful to look 
at, but incapable somehow of produc
ing anything half so sensible and use
ful. 

Seeing his interest, Daffy, without 
further preface, seated herself on his 
knee and told him all about it. "Lis
ten, papa," she began. "Do you know 
I was feeling blue this morning." 

Papa pinched the rosy cheek and 
laughed. 

Well, I was, and I went over to 
Kate's for sympathy. I was bemoan
ing the fate that I couldnt play, or 
sing, or paint, as she does, when she 
pqt this idea into my head. You know 
I always make my own hats. I love 
to, some way, and can always suit 
myself better than the finest madams 
anywhere in the city. Well, Kate 
cheered me up by saying it was almost 
as great a gift to create a bonnet as 
it was to paint a picture. Isn't that 
just like the dear girl? Then she 
finished by calling my attention to old 
Mrs. Fiske's bonnet." 

Old Mrs. Fiske's bonnet ?" repeated 
papa. "The old lady who lives down 
by the church and who is so very 
poor?" 

Daffy hooded. "The same," she an 
swered. 

Well, her old bonnet is nearly fall
ing to pieces," she went on, "and Kate 
put the thought in my heart to make 
her a n6w one. So I came home in a 
hurry and' have worked steadily all 
the morning. Behold the result." 

"And a very pretty result, I am 
sure," said papa, touched in spite of 
himself. "So you're going to* present 
it to her, are you? Well, be careful 
to do it gracefully, and if you need 
any capital to carry on this mission
ary enterprise, come -to your farther;' 
I'm not sure but that it's a real Chris-
tion .one, too," went on papa thought
fully, "for many a good sermon has 
fallen on stony ground because of a 
shabby hat 'or bonnet.' The MfeaMr 
nevwforgets it, if the, minister;d<jjes. 
Put a good hat on ii woman'Si hejad 
and you add to the pastor's Useful
ness, and at the same tiriie increase' 
her self-respect. So good luck to your 
new; work, little daughter,' and may 
it flourish arid prosper." :: 

It was. Monday, afternoon. Mrs. 
Fiskei was washirig dishes in her little 
kitchen. It was blue Monday with 
hsr .jtoo for the moaning .had been a, 
discouraging one. 'The wrinkled hands 
shook a little as she ̂ lifted from the 
water the coarse, and! c&cked dishes, 
placing them on the little ropgh 
table. Mrs; Fiske vras 71; and her'Hair 
was white, old and poor, and now she 
could no logger w;ork as she had al
ways done.' Living alone as she did, 
she had fallen into the habit of talk
ing to herself. 

When she ha^ put the few dishes 
away into the old wooden; pupboaaad, 
the first thing she did was to go into 
the ^ext room. There was a closet 
in it^arid she went to it and took from 
it air' old, dilapidated bandbox. She 
lifted the lid and drew from it a bon
net, a battered, dingy, black bonnet, 
with ruisty, worn strings. As she 
looked at it, her old eyes filled with 
tears. "Yes," she whispered, "it does 
look bad, dreadfully bad. I—I won't 
wefcr it any more. I heard one of the 
Sunday school girls giggling at it,yes? 
terday when she thought I . didn't 
hear. I'll certainly have to stay away 
from church after this. It'll be a 
cross, and a heavy one, but-

There was a light knock at the door. 
Mrs. Fiske put the bonnet hurriedly 
away and went to answer it. A young 
girl stood there with a sweet, dark 
face and- brilliantly glowing cheeks, 
She held a. bandbox in one slender, 
gloved hand 

It was Daffy. .Mrs! Fiska's. yrinkled 
face lighted. "Whyj. i^it jsnjt.rMiss 
Daffy, she cried, '• "Come' in^dear, 
I'mso glad tb see ̂ rotf."'' •' 

Daffy: entered, then inriaTijSew min
utes she plunged into her subject. 
"Mrs. Fiske," she began,, her cheeks 

want 

But—I j make all "lay own, you know, and it 
wme to qil" to make you one too. I 

** carefully as I eouM^Hid 
to accept it with 4y lojfe. 

much, but I want ytrtf 
know I loved to do it for you. 
made me happy all the morning and 
now I want it to make you happy 
t o o . " 7  •  .  .  

A's 'iihe' spoke, she tllrewit from Its 
tissue: paper wrappings* -Sueh-abeau
tiful, tasteful, artistic little bonnet, 

Kn. Fiske saw it and her chin quiv-
(fa:!?"Why, its bewatiful^she cried, 
post ibeojttiful. I njgyer had.ariything % 

pretty; in toy life?;~and you; 
9" V". ffr" 

la Tim CoMlraetloii Xature and Me-
Are ^BVAiiaeljr and El An* 

er*t, you tjj»y 
nooded; tnen something in 

the sweet, old, wrinkled face movetl 
her to confidence and she told her all 
abqut it, how she had sorrowed over 
lack of gifts and how Cousin Kate had 
helped her. 

"You dear child," said Mrs. Fiske, 
when she had finished. "You dear, 
good child. Why, don't you see,*' she 
went on, "that you're doing the Load's 
work'just the same as'the minister 
and the missionaries? I'll prove it to 
you." 

Then she told Daffy all about the 
shabby bonnet and how she had deter
mined never to wear it any more. 
"And if it hadn't been for you. Miss 
Daffy," she concluded, "why, I\1 have 
had to sit at home next Sunday in* 
stead of listening to the minister's 
grand, good sermon. When you reach 
my age, and have served God all your 
life, to miss the Sunday morning wor
ship means something, my dear. I 
won't thank you, I can't, but the Lord 
'11 bless you richly, Miss Daffy, dear." 

It was the next Sunday morning. 
It had been a busy week and, as it 
happened, Daffy had not seen Cousin 
Kate since that Monday mcrning. 
But as Daffy walked up the aisle she 
saw Kate already in her pew. Just in 
front of them sat Mrs. Fiske. The 
white hair shone like silver, arid on 
it rested the new bonnet in all its 
fresh and dainty loveliness. The old; 
face beneath it looked almost hand
some. She saw Daffy arid nodded hapi 
piiy. 
. A group of girls came in directly 
afterward. "Mrs. Fiske's got a new 
bonnet," one of them said in a shrill 
whisper. . "My, ain't it beautiful, 
though! I wonder now what she's 
done with her Noah's ark?" 

Daffy blushed for them, so did 
Cousin Kate, as she reached over and 
pressed the little hand. It was a good 
sermon that morning, strong, fine, 
helpful, and as Mrs. Fiske listened, 
she was glad that in the hard Week 
before her, she had the thoughts of 
it to help her through. And as she 
drank it in, her old heart swelled with 
gratitude to the slender, dark-eyed 
girl in the pew near-by who had 
worked to bring it about. 

"Dear Lord, bless her," she whis
pered softly, "and keep her, and be 
good to her. for Jesus's sake." 

As they walked home, Cousin Kate 
took Daffy's arm. "The bonnet is 
beautiful dear," she said in her sweet, 
grave voice. "Was I riot right? I still 
think the little girl who can contrive 
such magic out of ten slender fingers 
and send it out upon this trouble-filled 
world to perform its mission is every 
bit as great and -useful as the artist, 
the painter, or the writer. I couldn't 
help but look at Mrs. Fiske's face 
through the sefmon. It preached a 
message too.. :I'm.proud of you, Daffy 
dear.". 

"Really ?" said Daffy humbly. " 
Really; and now that you have 

lit A CURIOUS WIKDMILL. 

A windmill is apt to Jms a 
prosaic anft u$y cons#uct&n, 
many attetnpt.8i.have bee^jnjfde 
varying sueces^to beautify tlpcsefteryl 
useiul and economical power produc-l 
ets. Our erig^li'ving illustTates ̂ how 
nature and mechanics are sometimes 
blended. The trees serve only as a 
support for the'platform! at the top, 
and as side rails of a ladder, it being 
necessary only to provide rounds. 
The traes Serve also to stay the iron 
supports. The windmill, which was 

A TREE WINDMILL 

built by J. G. Benster, of Moline, 111., 
is of peculiar construction, there be
ing no gear wheels nor crank, the 
power being transmitted by an in
volute wheel which is a part of the 
steel wheel to which the fans are at
tached. The surface of the involute 
is perfectly smooth, as is also that of 
the wheel attached to the pitman car
rier, the one rolling upon the other. 
The mast is of tubing, the pitman 
being carried down inside. The 
wires for throwing the mill out of 
gear are attached to a thimble on the 
outside of the mast. From this it will 
be seen that the trees are not needed 
for actual support. , ; 

A number of these mills have been' 
attached to trees and have been giv
ing excellent results. It is also pos
sible to carry the mills around on a 
wagon and set them to work at any 
part of a field.—Scientific American. 

RURAL DELIVERY. ,ift'-y. 

How the System Has Materially Add
ed to the Caah Value of' 

-• Farm Lands. 

The most recent provisions of the 
rural delivery system make every wag
on a post office and a money order 
office as well. Stamps are sold, money 
orders are both issued and paid, and 
letters are registered. The carriers 
are allowed to deliver packages, other 
than mail parcels, when such tasks do 
not interfere with prompt service. 
The faribers were at first inclined to 
look at the plan as short lived: The re
ceptacles, which they prepared for the 
mail were, in thousands of instances, 

t of the crudest material that could be 
found yo.ur talent*;you won't hide it j found about the farm#. Tomato cans, 
in a napkin, will you, dear?" stove pipes "turned on end, cigar boxes 
•' [ Daffy laughed. "No fear of that," | and tin pail9 ail served for mail boxes, 
she answered. ."The manufacture of j and one farther in Washington coun-
missionary hats is to go on. Papa will ty, 'Pa.v'Constructed-a box by making 
furnish the capital, I the labor. You 
needn't be afraid. I haven't found my 
talent, after all my discouragement, 
,tp hide it either in a napkin or a band
box," she added, with a happy little 
jaugh.—^-Young People. 

GUARDED BY FLOWERS. 

Au Equestrian Static in Germany 
Thu Protected from Romping 

Children. 
•  •  . .  ;  ;  

A pretty story, which shows an ad-, 
mirable trait common to almost all 
German children, is told the Youth's 
Companion by a recently returned 
traveler. 

In a German city she saw a fine 
equestrian statue in bronze, around 
the base of which bloomed a gay lit
tle garden. , 
; The visitor excliaimed with delight 
over both the flowers and the statue, 
and expressed some wonder that the 
blossoms were left ehtirely^ unprotect
ed by either railing or notice. 

"In our country I am afraid some 
of the children might be tempted to 
pick a flower now and then, as this 
seems aside from the busy part of the 
city," she said to her German friend. 

"Oh, that would never be here," said 
the friend, in amazement. "Why, the 
garden was planted because the chil
dren would mount to the back of the 
horse arid ride, and the bronze was 
getting the wrong sort of polish; but 
when the flowers began to come up 
there was no more trouble. 

"Our children are very fearful lest 
they should hurt any little growing 
thing, and they would see the green 
peeping through the earth and not 
take another step toward the tempt
ing horse." , . . . 

———:— . 
' Rot Always Oat of Irish Soil. 
Marius is a'^famous cyclist, and his 

superiority iB unquestioned by all who 
know him. 

One of his acquaintances Informed 
him the other day that he was trying 
hard to go faster than he. . 

"My dear fellow," said Marius with a 
compassionate Bmile, "I've tried to do 

rosier than ever, "I have a little knack: that myself, but I've never been able 
oi making hats, I love to do it. I to."—Le Figure, * JVj-s v -

^ r-Sh "J 'i %rUM, tesJrsSi!' 
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over an old hobby horse and mount
ing it upon a stake in front of his gate. 
The carrier often discovered the box 
nailed to the nearest fence. or attached 
to a tree half-way between the road 
and the family residence, instead of 
being within easy reach of the mail 
wa»np. 

It is estimated that the value of land 
along rural delivery routes has in
creased from two to five dollars an 
ac^e. , Then, too, there is an educa
tional value in. the rural free delivery, 
in' that thousands more magazines and 
periodicals are finding their way to 
people's homes. The oldest route in 
the United States runs out from Hope, 
Irid. More carriers are now making 
.daily rounds within ;the boundaries of 
this state. If they went in a straight 
line in reiays they would cross the 
continent every day. The total length 
of the routes is 5,395 mile9, and the 
srea covered is 8,914 square miles. 
They serve 196,712 people who two 
years ago were compelled to travel 
from one to ten miles for their mail. 

Dispoalnar of Coal Ashes. 
What to do with the coal ashes is a 

problem with some. They are of little 
or no value as a fertilizer, but can be 
u?ed with advantage on roads or paths. 
The ashes may be spread and a little 
soil thrown over them, when they will 
soon harden. Another plan is to level 
the walkway, excavating a few inches 
below the general surface,:pour on a 
coating of coal tar and. then cover 
thickly with ashes. When dry cepeat 
with more coal tar and ashes until 
three or four coatings are given. In a 
short time the walkway will be as hard, 
as stone. 

!«?»;• • Jl •- • - .'. •• v-y 
?^,Nearle«!t Causes Blgp Loss. 
Not many years' 'ago farmers 

thought that it; made'cattle "tough" 
to stand out .through the <cold days, of 
winter, shivering from head to foot. 
They did^not seem to know that; cold 
takes: off a large .share of animal heat 
which they can get only frorii food, 
and the more they .are exposed the 
more food they will need. Most folks 
know better how, of, if they don't^ 
there's a society with a long name that 
stands ready to teach them.—Farm 
Journal. * * „ V 

THE BUFFALOjOOHG: 

fclle Interest an 
•ad Mmiik la All 

' Halted ft 

One of the most important and en
couraging of -the-jnany , conferences 
and meetings winch have CeenliSISIil' 
Btiffalo this year in connection with 
thePan-American exposition was the 
good roads congress. It 'was note-
wqcthy^or^s size <md for the prom-

Si? moST BScklwj^Sfe tof 
ACgHifipv^lizati on. 

Dqjjjpgates were present from 42 of 
the Mates, and from Belgium, Mexico 
and fipanada. They were representa-
tiveJSien, as a rule, and very much .in 
earnest. The proceedings of the con
gress showed that its members real
ized the vast importance of good pub
lic highways in the development of 
any country's business and resources, 
and in promoting the welfare and 
happiness of its people. There was a 
general determination to improve ex
isting conditions in the United States. 

What is more to the point, it was 
abundantly shown that great prog
ress was / being made. Particularly 
gratifying reports came from the 
south, where the highways have been 
worse than anywhere else in the 
country, although tha.t is saying a 
great deal. One of the principal rea
sons why the use of the saddle horse 
has beeil much more common in the 
south than in any other section has 
been the extremely bad condition of 
the roads for wheeled vehicles. 

Yet this is a part of the United 
States where it is much easier to 
maintain good roads than it can be 
in colder regions. The greater part 
of the south has little freezing weath
er in winter, and hardly any in the 
autumn or the spring. Therefore^ 
the maintenance of good roads is 
freed from one of the most serious 
difficulties encountered in the north, 
which is the breaking up of highways 
by -frost, deep and long continued 
winter and winter thaws. 

There was a general agreement 
among representatives of all parts of 
the country that the rise of public 
interest in good roads was steady and 
strong', and it was believed by the 
delegates from every section that 
much progress would be made in the 
next few years. This hopeful view is 
probably well founded. In nearly every 
important district there are enough 
good roads, or samples of good roads, 
to serve as object lessons, and it is 
certain that wherever people have an 
opportunity to use and enjoy fine 
highways they will demand the im
provement of other roads near by. 

Comfort and convenience in the use 
of public roads seem necessities to 
those who have any opportunity to 
ride on highways such as all prosper
ous countries ought to consider in
dispensable. Then ways and means 
of building and maintaining them are 
found, even though it may have 
seemed impossible to do so when all 
the roads were bad. 

/The United States has a very un
favorable winter climate in the great
er part of the country, from the point 
of view of the road engineer; but 
American energy and prosperity 
ought to be equal to the task, none 
the less, of giving this country a sys
tem of common highways as. good as 
the average of European roads. We 
should be unwilling to . admit any 
longer inferiority in that important 
feature of social arid economic devel
opment. 

SELF-OPENING GATE: t 

The Han Who Invented It Has Had 
One in Constant Use for a Num

ber of Years. 

This gate is a light one, hung by 
ropes which pass over pulleys near 
the top of. long posts, and counter
poised by weights upon the other 
ends of the ropes. Small wheels are 
placed in the ends of the gate to 

I'M*! 

/ f y  S E L F - O P E N I N G  G A T E .  |  j  . ;  

move along the inside of the posts 
and thus reduce friction. The gate is 
raised by means of ropes attached to 
the center of the upper side of the 
gate, from which they pass up to pul
leys in the center of the archway, and 
then out along horizontal arms, at 
right angles to the bars which con
nect the tops of the posts. By pull
ing . on the rope, the gate, which .is 
but a trifle heavier than the balaric-
ing weights, is raised, ind after the 
vehicle, has passed,^ the gate: falls of 
itself. In passing in the opposite di
rection another rope is pulled, when 
the gate is t-aised as-before. A sub
scriber has had one of these gates in 
cpristapt. use fox a number of years 
and finds it soi satisfactory he de
scribes it foi* the-benefit of others.—E. 
Way, in Farmi and Jlome. • 0 , 

Despite all of the laws to tlie con
trary, skimiried cheese is yet sold for 
"full cream," and oleomargarine for 
feal butter. . Where is th$ remedy?.. 

The road to knowledge is 
cession of switches. 

• auo-

A LEADING AGRICULT-
T 3AYS OF WEST
ERN CANADA. 

Prof. Thomaa Shaw mt 
Calverslty Gives mm (Jahlasei 

Q»la«—. 4 

In a letter to "The Firmer,"St. Paul, 
dated Sept, 1 s1901,-J?rof—Thomas 
Sha\y, of the Minnesota State tjjiivei-
sitfvias 
having. maUemtriiTU^i^h'Waster*.. J 
Canada: 

'The capabilities of the immens^, 
area known as Western Canada arr-3f; ̂  
but little understood on this side of the * > 
line. Our people are apt to look upon. 
it as a region of frost and snow,a couH!j«i 
try in which but small portion of th^i|f^ 
land relatively will ever be tillable^!? 
because of the rigors of- the cUma 
True, the climate is cold in winte: 
but Western Canada has, neverthelei 
just that sort of climate which make 
it the most reliable wheat producing^ 
country in all the continent. 

• ' : . • •, 
AN IMMENSE 4&BA;. .v 

Western <Qanada is not only, an im-^,_ 
mense area, but the same description^! 
will apply to those portioiis of thujas 
country that are capable of being suc-»g^ 
cessfully tilled or grazed. Nearly al^ 
of the prairie Province of Manitoba canjg J 
be brought under cultivation, although 
probably not one-third of its suik«,| 
face has been laid open by the plough, 
Assiniboia to the west is a grain an$~ 
stock country. Saskatchewan to th§ 
north of Assiniboia has high adapts^ Jfc 
tion for the same. This also may b& 
said of Alberta to the west. Here lies ^ 
what may be termed a grain growing 
and stock producing empire, the re
sources of which have been'Tjut little 
drawn upon comparatively, viewed 
from the standpoint of the agricultur
ist. When it is called to mind that 
even in the Peace River Country, sev
eral hundreds of miles north of the 
Canadian boundary, wheat was grown 
which won a premium at the World's 
Fair in 1S93, the capabilities of this 
country in wheat production loom up 
more brightly than even the Jirilliant 
Northern lights of the land that lies 
toward the pole. 
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ADAPTED TO STOCK AND GRAIN, 
PRODUCTION. 

The region under consideration is, 
however, mainly adapted to growing 
grain and grazing stock; Much of it 
is adapted to growing both grain and 
stock, but certain areas, especially 
towards the mountairi, are only adapt
ed to ranching, except where irriga
tion will yet be introduced. This, of 
course, can be done successfully along 
the many streams that flow down from 
the Bockies, and water the country 
towards the east and north. The 
adaptation of the country for wheat 
production is of a high character. 
The cool nights that usually charac
terize the ripening season are em
inently favorable to the filling of the 
grain, and to the securing of a plump 
berry, and consequently large yields. 
The crop this year is a magnificent 
one. In Manitoba and the Territories 
it should certainly give an average of 
more than- 20 bushels per acre. But 
should the yield be not more than 20 
bushels, the crop will be a most hand
some one, owing to the large area 
sown to wheat. Many farmers only 
grow grain. But those who do suc
ceed as well in growing oats and barley 
as in growing wheat, hence these foods 
for live stock should always be 
abundant. Some grow cattle main
ly -and others combine the two. 
The last named, of coursev" * is 
doubtless the safest of the three 
during a long course "of years, that 
is to say, where such farming is prac
ticable. 
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QUALITY OP LIVE STOCK. ' 
It was a pleasurable surprise to 

note the high quality of the stock. The 
average of quality in cattle is higher 
than the average of cattle in our State, 
Unless in the dairy classes. This opin
ion is not reached rashly or without -
ample opportunity for investigation. 
I spent three long' days in the show 
ring at Winnipeg making the awards 
in the beef classes. I question if any 
of our states, single handed, could 
make such a showing fn cattle. It was'' 
my privilege to make the awards at 
several shows, and at all of them 
were evidences that much attention is 
given to the improvement of the stock. 
I noted carefully the character 6f the 
herds that grazed-along the railroad 
and everywhere the high. average of 
the quality of the stock was in evi« 
d e n c e .  X " 1 - : x  

SEASONS FOR QUALITY IN STOCK. 
The quality of the grass is 

good. Many of the settlers came 
from Ontario, and had been schooled 
as to the Value of good stock before' 
going west. The railroad's , and the 
Government have taken a deep in
terest in making it less difficult and 
costly to the farmers to secure good ' 
males. yi::

: t-i'A 
Those who are anxious of changing^ s? 

their residence should bear in mind 
that the lands in Western Canada are 
many of them free and others reason
ably cheap. 

Information will gladly be given by 
any -agent of the Canadian Govera-
^eft, whose advertisement appears 
elsewhere, : 1 

Last year the pope's vineyard in the 
gardens of the Vatican yielded 
bountifully, but owing to some care-' 
lessness in putting up the wine, much 
of it spoUed, and had' tp be sold at 
*ix. cents a quart. Tlfls year thelfe 
was a prospect -for another • good' 
liar vest, when a hailstorm, destroyed -
the whole crop and damaged the 
Vines so badly that they will probabM, 
he barren next: year^ ; t 
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( A German authority states that ^ 
inouth .to the source of the ? -

.Rh ine ,  725  cas t l e s ,  f ormer ly  the i l  
homes of warlike chiefs, are to be i-
iound overlooking its waters. 
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