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tL. . HOME.
Beside the gate the canna lilies bloom:

Along the walk, all weighted down with
de*-.

Red and white roses give up their perfume.
And varl-colored balsams peeping

through
Give beauty to the door yard; and the trees

Weighted with foliage arch graceful
down

And softly scatter far, stirred by the breeze.
Green shadow's deep’nlng slowly Into

brown.
And In a shaded nook ferns wave their

fronds.
And coxcombs flare out like an ambient

flame;
And glory vines despising trelllsed bonds.

Wave cup-shaped blooms, and cast an
azure glame

Low overhead, till one must needs bowr low
In passing underneath to scape a crown

Of blossoms that weave slowly to and fro.
And droop a largess of rare beauty down.

That Is my home—a cottage home and
small;

It has no fretting spires or angles deep;
But mock-birds build a-near it; and they

call,
And call each night until I fall asleep.

It matters not no pillared porticos
Do girdle it around on ev'ry side;

Man wants but what he wants. Content-
ment flows

Sometimes down lowly ways; I’m satis-
fied.

Right well I am! no crowds shout loud ac-
claim

When 1 pursue through city thoroughfare
My h umble way; lew are who know my

name.
And they’ll forget It soon nor give a care;

But in my cottage home my wife doth wait.
And nights my baby girl runs to her dad

With flying footsteps from the opened gate,
Bounds in my arms! and I am more than

glad!
—J. M. Lewis, In Houston Post.

f A Posthumous 1
I Lover J
I By FRANCES MARION EDDY v

(Copyright, 1903, by Daily Story Pub. Cos.)

MISS NEELIE'S golden youth had
long ago merged into the silver

path until she had long passed life’s
of middle age. In fact, it had never
held the bloom and sunshine of most
maidens, so she had trod an unloved
meridian.

When the Widow Unban married for
the third time. Miss Neelie reflected
at length upon the unjust distribution
of marital felicities and soliloquized
audibly concerning the forwardness of
some women. “Not that I’d care about
changin’ my way of livin' now—” she
assured Phineas, the black cat. who re-
ceived i£l her communications with
feline reserve,—“but 1 really would
like to know for once in my life how it
would seem to have some man say
soothin’ things to me w ith intentions.”

She was in this receptive frame of
mind one winter evening as she sat
toasting her feet preparatory to re-
tiring. The clock was wound, the doors
w’ere locked and the soapstone was

warming itself at the fender. Miss
Neelie sat swinging to and fro in her
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OF MIND.

little rocking chair with her gray flan-
nel dressing-gown wrapped cosily
about her, and her eyes fixed upon the
glowing coals. Suddenly she felt that
she was no longer alone and turning
with a little apprehensive shiver she
sawr the door from the hall slowly
swing inward. A tall person, complete-
ly enveloped in some dark wrap,
entered and paused as though expect-
ing a greeting.

“Do not needlessly alarm yourself,
dear madam; I have not come to harm
you, but simply to visit you as a friend;
—one, in fact, bent upon the most deli-
cate embassy.”

“Why, you’re a man!” gasped Miss
Neelie, recovering from her semi-par-
alysis with a conversational jerk, de-
lighted at the possibilities of the oc-
casion. ,

“I have that honor, madam,” re-
sponded the apparition with a Ches-
terfieldian bow, “but do not mistake
me for one in the flesh. This is my
astral body and even now my Karma
lingers without yon doorway.”

The significance of this address,

couched as it was, failed to penetrate
Miss Neelie’s perceptions.

“Ob, do call your Karina right in. It

it dreadful cold in the entry. It can
lie right here on the rug; Phineaa
won’t mind, he’a real peaceable for a
cat/’

The spirit looked slightly pained and
replied with an air of wounded dig-
nity:

“My good lady, I am not speaking of
an animal, but a disembodied intelli-
gence. When in the bonds of the flesh
I was a person of advanced thought!
One of the very few who, perceiving
the injustice of mundane conditions,
sought to secure equality in all things
for all classes. It was not, however,
until after the disintegration of my
mortal shell that the higher phase
the equalization of the affections—

presented itself to my no longer ob-
scured mental vision. One of the most
pathetic sights to a sympathetic spir-
itualized intelligence,” continued her
guest with polished monotony of tone,
“is the observation of some worthy,
capable female soul passing through
life unloved and unwooed.”

With Neelie sniffed with embarrass-
ment at this obvious personality, but
without waiting for a reply from her
the speaker continued earnestly:

“When we are in this abstract state
w’e perceive charms where once we
would have seen none. Inspired by
motives too lofty to be understood by
one whose ideas are still in a chrysalis
of clay, I have arrogated to myself the
right, naj' more, the obligation to
ameliorate this deplorable state of af-
fairs.”

“Elegant language!” was Miss Nee-
lie’s mental comment. “Shouldn’t
wonder if he’d been an exhorter or a
campaigner in his day.” Then, aloud:
“If it wouldn’t be presumin’, sir, would
you mind tellm’ me what your business
was when you went around like other
folks?”

“A perfectly natural question,
madam, considering the circumstances
and your sex. When in the bondage of
the flesh I canvassed the country set-
ting forth the virtues of a certain in-
ternal remedy known as ‘The Helper
to Happy Homes;’ good for all nerv-
ous affections, palpitation of the heart,
blind staggers and asthma. Unex-
celled for the cure of chilblains and
wonder-working in cases of earacliel
Lady, is your little child restless at
nights and fretful, take a teaspoonful
of this great specific—’’then recalling
himself as Miss Neelie piinotuated his
speech with a faint gurgle of maidenly
disclaim at so unseemly a suggestion,
—“pardon me. madam! 'hour pol;te
and defferential attention, united w ih
the fact that only for a brief time 1
have been untrammeled by the gross-
ness of my earthly environmon t, caused
me to suffer a temporary illusion and
for the nonce I believed mysc\f again
in the flesh urging the merits of a most
worthy cause. Instead, 1 find myself
alone and at night with one whom 1

recognize as an affinity and whose
yearning heart even now cries out to
me for sympathy and consolation.”

Miss Neelie, like many others, pos-

EXPENSE OF OCEAN SPEED.

Experiment!* Recently Made by the
British Xavy Prove of

Great Value.

What it costs to increase the speed of
a ship by one knot has lately been de-
termined with great accuracy in the
steam trials of the British armored
cruiser Cape of Good Hope, says the
New York Times. On her full power
trial this vessel of 14,100 tons displace-
ment attained a mean speed of 23.05
knots an hour. By the speed curves
plotted from the trial results ic appears

that to go from half speed—ll.os knots
lo full speed—23.05 knots—needed,

roughly, 26,000 additional horse-power,
of which the late knot alone absorbed
8,621 horse-power.

In other words, to increase the speed
of this cruiser from 22 to 23 knots con-
sumed as much power as was needed
to propel her at 16 knots; or, to put it

in still another way, the power required
to propel her at full speed would have
propelled two vessels of the same size
at an average speed of 19 knots an hour.
At full speed her coal consumption was
26 tons an hour, at 19 knots it was about
11 tons. This means that at full speed
she would move .85 knot for each ton of
coal burned under her boilers, while at
19 knots the distance would be doubled
for the same coal consumption. This il-
lustrates very clearly the price paid for
high speed afloat. Applying the ratios
thus established to steamers of the At-
lantic merchant fleet it will be readily
understood why the “greyhounds” earn
more applause than dividends.

Story Toll by Menns.
M. Rambout, an attache of the Elysee

palace, the official residence of the presi-
dent of France, has been collecting

menus of state and other dinners for 20
years and now has 8,000. The names of
the dishes of state banquets indicate the
relations or alliances sought for with
other nations; for instance, “Ala
Russe’ figured prominently at the time
a Rusisan alliance was desired. The
most recent menus show dishes “a TAn-
glaise,” indicating the desire of the re-
public for more friendly relations with
England.

Considerably Changed.
“But you once said that I was the

apple of your eye," she pouted.
“Maybe," he responded; “but you

have been evaporated."—Judge.
,

TALK OF THE RATTLER.

Philadelphia. Zookeeper Says* the
Snake Sound* a ("nil with

It* Rattles.

“What is a rattlesnake's rattle
for?” said John Lover, the zoo keeper,
in response to a question by a Phila-
delphia Record man.

“It is a call,” he resumed, answering
his own question. “The rattlesnake
with it calls his mate. A man was
telling me the other day that he stud-
ied the rattle question last year in the
west. He said it is mainly as a call
that the rattle is used, though different
sounds can be made with it, and these
sounds appear to have different mean-
ings.

“Once this man saw seven hogs at-
tack a rattlesnake. The reptile began
to fight pluckily, and -while he fought
he rattled loud and long. Three other
snakes came with great speed and
courage to his aid. A dreadful battle
followed. The snakes, though they
fought well, were all killed.

“The rattle is also said to charm or
hypnotize birds so that the snake can
seize them easily, but in this story my

friend doesn't take much sj;ock. It’s
as a call, he says, that the rattle is
used most—a love call, generally, with
which the male snake summons his
mate.”

Wooden Bowlders.
The most singular forest growth In

the world is encountered in the Falk-
land islands, a dismal region constant-
ly swept by a strong polar wind. What
appear to be weather-worn and moss-
covered bowlders are scattered about,
and when one of these curious objects
is seized in an attempt to overturn it,
strong roots are found to hold it down,
these “bowlders” being, in fact, native
trees, which the wind has forced to
assume this shape. The wood appears
to be a twisted mass of fibers, almost
impossible to cut up into fuel.

A Woman of the World.
Mr. Verarich—Do not, do not answer

hastily. I will give you time to re-
flect, if you wish.

Miss Beauti—lt won’t take long
How many clubs do you belong to?

“Well—er—five or six, but—”
“Then I will be your wife. I prob-

ably will not see you often enough t
matter.”—N. Y. Weekly.

FARMER AND PLANTER.
WHEN REUBEN GOES TO TOWN.

Penonal Appearance im Likely to
Have Weight if He Hfti Bul-

-neu to Transact.

We all go sometimes, and we take
with us stuff from the farm to sell.
That is a part of our business, and it
is quite a study how we may do it
most successfully. Not every man is
a success as a marketman for his own
produce. It is a dread to one to go
about town soliciting in his own be-
half. He is glad when the ordeal is
over and he has disposed of his milk,
bis butter or his vegetables. Such a
man should not drive himself to fol-
low this occupation. He should turn
his stuff over to someone who enjoys
meeting men in this way. And some
do. They make a success of it because
they like to rub against men in their
own homes, and take pleasure in a
few moments’ chat.

Hut when the farmer goes to town,
whoever he is, or whatever he has to
sell, he should dress for his work. The
slovenly, rough-looking man with a
week’s beard on his face can not pre-
sent his wares to the city customer
as successfully as the one who is well
dressed, clean, and shaven as if he
were going to “have company.” Folks
notice such things, much as we may
think to the contrary.

Then, every article should be put
up in a neat way. If it is butter he
is Selling, let the package be as neat
as a pin. I know a man who has a
print of his own, with a beautiful
flower on it. The butter he puts into
this mold is simply fine. Folks look
at ft, and see how attractive it would
be on the table, and they buy it, and
pay a little more for it than they
would if it were simply packed in a
square or round roll. If the butter
is in jars, let them be scrupulously
neat—neat to look at, and neat to
taste and smell.

And that leads to the thought that
the butter and other produce offered
for sale must not only look nice, but
must be nice. You can not build up
a reputation on looks alone. If the
butter sold looks well, and yet is poor,
with short-keeping qualities, you have
really done yourself an injury by tak-
ing so much pains in packing. You
can not make poor butter good bj'
putting it into a beautiful mold. The
first thing to do. then, is to learn how
to make good butter. If it is fruit or
vegetables you are offering, see to it
that they are all nice, choice apples
or vegetables clear down to the bot-
tom. I have been in a position my-
self to know how it seemed to buy
such things of fanners. I knowr how
often the nicest stuff is put on the
toj), while down a little way one will
find the small and imperfect fruit or
vegetables. That is an actual loss to
the man who sells. He might better
put the very poorest on top, or bet-
ter still, make two assortments, put-
ting the good in one crate and the in-
ferior in another, and having prices
to correspond. He would make just
as much, and establish a reputation
for strict honesty.

And then, be honest in every way.
If you promise to deliver stuff on a
certain day, be there. If the lady of
the house makes a mistake in giving
you change, correct it, even if the er-
ror was in your favor. Keep track of
all the jars and other packages you
leave about town, and call for them
when empty. Many men lose con-
siderable sums by failing to get back
the jars, etc. Study men and women.
Try to please your customers, and
be fair. Then expect success. Y"ou
w ill be worthy of it, and it will come.
—E. L. Vincent, in Farm and Ranch.

PIGS IN CLOVER.

How an Illinois Farmer Has Suc-

ceeded In Solving the Farm
Labor Problem.

An Illinois farmer has achieved con-
siderable success in solving the farm
labor problem. He raises a goodly
number of hogs, \rnt- he grows and
fattens them on such feeds as they
can harvest themselves. This class of
feeds, together with the wT ork of har-
vesting them, keep his hogs in a very
healthy and thrifty condition, and he
has little fear of disease One of his
main crops for pork making is clover.
He feeds just a little corn along with
the clover pasture. If for any reason
■his clover fails or he does not have
quite enough of it, he finishes out
with rape and soy beans, making a
deduction for the corn fed of ten
pounds of gain per bushel, he has had
his hogs make a gain of 465 pounds
per acre from the clover alone during
the summer. This, at 5 cents per
pound, means $23.23 per acre, which
seems very good for a clover crop
without any expenditure of labor in
the harvesting. In 1901, the excep-
tional d'ry season, his hogs did not do
to well in gain, but did not fall much
short in the price received. The clo-
ver alone, after the proper reduc-
tion for all the com fedv made a gain
of 375 pound's per acre. This, at 5%
cents per pound for the pork, made
$21.62 per acre. On June 1, 1902, 4.79
acres were drilled to soy beans in
row* two feet apart, using three-fifth*

I

of ft bushel of seed per mere. Into ihj
area were turned, on September 11*
132 pigs weighing- a total of 10,18®
pounds. On October 7 they were
ag-ain weighed, when they were found
to have made a gain of 4,186 pounds,
or 1.22 pounds each per day. During
this time they consumed 108.65 bush-
els of corn. The 4,186 pounds of pork
at 6 cents per pound would amount
to $251.16. Allowing 40 cents a bushel,
or $43.46 for the corn fed, leaves
$207.70, or $43.36 per acre for the soy-
beans without any labor in harvest-
ing. There is no question but sueb
a system of management gives thrift-
ier, healthier pigs and renders an at-
tack of cholera less liable than where
they are heavily fed with corn,—

Prairie Farmer.

FERTILIZING COTTON.

All Fertiliser* for Cotton, If Lint U

What i SouKht, Must be Rich
in Potaab.

There is nothing new in feeding
plants or animals for special qualities
since all of our valuable farm plants
have been developed from forms
much less useful. In the case of cot-
ton, it is possible to produce seed, at
the expense of lint, by applying regu-
larly fertilizers promoting the
growth of seed, but cotton planters
are interested in the lint production
mainly and without regard to the
quantity of seed that may incidental-
ly be obtained.

It is well known that each of the
principal plant foods, that is, potash,
phosphoric acid and nitrogen, has its
special function to perform, and an
over-supply of one or the other of
these plant foods at the expense of
the others may influence grow-th dis-

To illustrate, some
plants by what might be called over-
feeding with nitrogen, fail to produce
any seed. By the same means fruit-
ing may be very materially changed.
On the other hand, an excessive use
of phosphoric acid may check the
growth and develop seed on plants
half grown.

This illustrates the influence of
plant food in industrial plants, and
brings us to the main point of the
sketch—the fertilization of cotton tor

lint.
Chemical analysis shows that the

lint of cotton contains much more
potash than nitrogen, and perhaps ten

times as much potash as phosphoric
acid. From this, however, the planter
is not to suppose that potash alone is
needed for lint cotton and that nitro-
gen and phosphate are of little im-
portance, because to make • lint we
must also make stalks, leaves ami
bolls. The point is simply that to in-
sure lint in good quantity and qual-
ity, we must have a free supply of
potash in the fertilizer. Now, curi-
ously enough, commercial cotton fer-
tilizers are often compounded from
cottonseed meal and a-cid phosphate,
neither of which contain an appre-
ciable amount of potash. These ma-
terials are used because they are
common in the south, and not so
much a matter of cost. Potash costs
per pound about the same as phos-
phoric acid and about half as much
as nitrogen, but it must be imported
and hence, potash is apt to be lack-
ing in average commercial fertilizers.
The lint making problem, however, re-
quires potash, and all fertilizers of-
fered for cotton must be examined
for this ingredient.

It is very simple after all. The
state inspection calls for an analyses
of fertilizers stamped or printed on
the package. Nitrogen (or ammonia)
potash and* phosphoric acid are all
marked in percentages. For lint cot-
ton, the potash in fertilizers should
not be less than 3 per cent, while the
ntrogen may be lower in case cow
peas or less leguminous plants pre-
ceded the cotton.—11. Garwood, in
Farm and Ranch. -

HERE AND THERE.
—The acreage of tobacco is greater

than that of last year by about 7,000-
acres, or 0.7 per cent., and the condi-
tion is 85.1.

—Exports of corn from the United
States for the twelve months ended
June 30, 1003, amounted to 74,360,370
bushels, against 26,324,268 for the cor-
responding period of the year pre-
vious.

—The world’s visible supply of cot-
ton on July 10, as reported by tho
New’ York Commercial and Financial
Chronicle, was 2,065,475 bales, as com-
pared with 2,199,849 balea at a corre-
sponding date last year.

—There were exported from the
United States in the fiscal year ended
June 30, 1903, 200,947,637 bushels of
wheat (including flour as wheat 1
against 232,684,420 bushels for the liks
period of the year before.

—Thirty-cent butter is not mad®
from milk churned whole, nor from
stripper cows, nor from butter sold
with its butter milk easily seen. The
gilt-edged article must be as free
from these flaw's as from flies anq
dirt.

—They say that the cow’s olfacto-
ries are about ten timen as acute as
those of man. If this is true, the nec-
essity of keeping the freeding trough*
the drinking vessel and all the sur-
roundings of the cow becomft#
very apj^wea*-

sessed that singular rectitude of char*
acter which is more the result of lack
of opportunity than any especial in-
herent moral integrity* This delight-
ful temporizing with the unusual and
impeachable was as rain in the barren
desert of her experience.

The oft-hoped for and long-deferred
was here at last! She wished that the
erstwhile Willow Hoban could be wit-
ness of her triumph, although she shud-
dered to think of what might be the
results of that rotund lady’s florid
volubility if all the facts were made
known..

In the meantime her guest had
drawn nearer and now sat at the oppo-
site side of the hearth eyeing her with
spectral ardor. Miss Neelie bridled her
gray flannel shoulders with rosy co-
quetry and impiously thanked her
guardian angel for the delay in put-
ting up her hair in crimping-pins. It
could hardly be hoped that even so im-
material a suitor as hers would be en-
tirely obvious to such unbecoming
externals as crimpers. At last she
found voice again.

“I believe, sir, that j’our intentions
are perfectly honorable, but how can
a live woman and a—and a—well, you,
get married? 1 don’t for the life of
me see!” This last rather explosively,
as she felt that any allusion to her
lover’s unsubstantial it y was tactless,
not to say positively indelicate.

“Cornelia,” the ghost replied, “yon
wilfully misunderstand my meaning.
My soul turned and looked upon yours
and instantly knew its correlative.
Such worthy traits of character, such
noble and beautiful mental character-
istics as you possess cannot be over-
shadowed by external appearances or
dimmed by any eccentricilies of
speech! Physical attributes have no
charm for ns of the spiritualized
vision; they arc looked upon as mere
carnal appendages of a fettered, intel-
ligence. As to marriage! In this re-
lationship. which I now seek to estab-
lish with you, such material ties are
considered folly ard weakness. No
higher bond can be urged, no more
holy union instituted, than the recog-
nition of spirit for spirit, even though
one be hampered by the bondage to
flesh. Cornelia, my soul-bride, my
hitherto unloved! I see you yielding
to the force of my reasoning and to
your own inclinations. Permit me to
console you with the assurances of
my deathless devotion and press upon
your lips the nuptial kiss.”

So saying, the specter arose and
stretching out his transparent hands,
sought to draw Miss Neelie to liis ca-
daverous breast when, with one great
erv of terror and revulsion of feeling,
she rose to her feet and looked wildly
about the ro>m.

The log had broken into beautiful
glowing coals; the wind moaned down
the chimney like a lost and thwarted
spirit; Phineas lay upon the rug, a
semi-circle of contentment.

“I must have dozed.” said Miss Neelie.


