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l.'l"l"!’l..l G_O’l ER BLO&:-O“o

1t nleaps within a oasxst ears ; i
"Pls twinnl aboat within ribtion fatr
And fnst one steand of shinin: hair =
That little olo¥se blossom,
Ono solase sWeut remaing am
From youthful pieasucn's withered benm
It wakes agaln love's early drvam--
That little elover blosson.

A little elovar Llossom §

*Iis naught at all to yon,
But more than gold
Or gems untold

I prizo lta ded huae,

It hreathes of morn and mpuntain hrooks,
O1 birds and bees nnd flowing nooks .
*Tis worth & world of musty books,
. That little slover blossom.,
I prins it moat of all [ snn
Becayas It brings In girlish glu
mﬁm Inss who give It me—
; 'l’hll Hittle clovur blossom.
_j_. Ill_ile clover blossom !
It wialds u wondeons power
No words can tell :
Its saorad spall—
That little faded flower.
—Samuel ll. I'eok. in Atlanta Journal,

A MISUNDERSTAND]NG

HE world is til o
misunderstand
ings,

@82 Now, o misunder
standing isan awk-

‘ward ' thing — the
sort of thing that
sometimes mnkes
shipwreck of lives
that otherwise
would sail smooth-
ly enongh into the

haven whare they would be.
This is the story of & misunder
standing.

. - - L] . L

The very first time he saw her he

said to himself: *Now, there's the girl
- I should like to marry."

Bhe ¥ps just his sort, but 1t was the
old iﬂ‘- 7 of the attraction of oppo-
aitel, ‘a story ae old as the hilln, He
was big, ghe was small; he was dark,
ghe was fair; he was quiet, she waa
lively ; and so on, ad infinitum. She
oeriainly was a very taking little girl,
and she had a pensive way of contem-

. plating one with her great blue oyes
that wae altogether fascinating. Bob
Helmsleigh went down belore that
ook like a leal before the wind.

Bob was not partioularly clever or
amusing, or, indeed, particularly any-

_thing but honest. Honest he was,
from the crown of his eclose-cropped
head to to the soles of his militnry
baots, and as simple-minded s a
child. Hitherto he had never been in

" earnest about a woman, but he was in

. earnest now, and it was a sober, sol-

» emn, downright.esrnest. Henceforth

* there would be but one woman in the
world for him,

He would have liked to take herin

those great strong arms of his and tell
her so, but such a courss of sotion
was out'of the question, for she was
engsged to his old chum, Phil Mars-
den.
i Now, Phil Maraden was the sort of
man that lady novelists describe as
“one of Fortane's favorites.” In
plain English, he was goed-looking,
well off, a thorough sporteman, a good
hand at all games, and popdlar with
men sud women a'ike. A luocky mor-
tal all round, but it never oconrred to
Bob to envy his friend until he saw-
Gwen Warrington, Then a new,
strange feeling stirred in Bob'shonest
heart. It was not exactly jealousy,
but rather a wistful, patient wonder
why one fellow shonld have all the luck
snd everything elss, while the other
fellows were loft out in the cold
Well, one summer the officers ol
- Bob's regiment took it into their
beads to give s bell. It was a final
flare up bafore the —th moved into
fresh guarters, and they spared neither
trouble nor expense to make it a suc-
cess. At this ball Bob waaintroduced
to the fature Mrs. Phil Marsden, snd
they danoed ngood deal togethar. Bob
had » splendid swing, and Gwen was
the lightest waltzer in the room, so
- they went like clockwork.
| Gwen gave Bob more wallzes than
" .phe gave Phil, but the latter did not
goem_ to mind, and that, of course,
was rather a queer state of things.
F Bob noticed if, which was remarkable,
| for in an ordinsry way hia perceptions
were juit ns blunt as are most men's.
U] gay, Miss Warrington," he ob«
peawad, teutatively, s he and Gwen
went ont together yot once again, “it's
nﬂpll,r good of old Phil to'let you
ivé me 5o many dancss ' Shows ‘he
selsh, sny way, doesu’t it
RO TSR |

e

‘ nge oame over her expressive
1809} » change that Bob did not guite
like to ase,

“Salfish | she ashioed. **Oh| Phil
is never solfishh where [ ani doucerned,

| I can nssure you, Mr. Helmslaigh.

He has no desire to tup me all to
himgell,”

There was mo obvions auswer to
thia speech, atid so Bob sald nothing,
As a mintter of fact, the situation wne
just & little beyond him.

He thought of Gwen's worda altor-
ward, though, aud of the faintly bik
tér tone in which they were uttered,
but he did not venture to brosch the
subject again. It was tioklish groand.

He saw nothing more of either Phil
or Gwen until the antump, and then

he ran into them at the house of @

mutual friend, whera he had gone for
a week's shooting, This time the idea
that all was not right between the

lovars atrnak bim more fcreibly th
beiore. . They we?a ap;srentry (:2

good terms with oneagother, and they
never disagreed, but Phil had lost his
old geninl spirita and become moody
snd discontented. He was always

either in the clonds, or swearing at
his lack. Gwen had changed, too,

Her manner had grown tired and
listless, and $here wos a wistful, won-
dering look ip her eyes that it hurt
Bob to see,

Poor old Bob! He could tell thal
pomething was wrong, but he could
not make ont what 1t was, though he
puzzled that honest head of his until
he thought that he was going to have
brain fever. The new look in Gwen's
eyes haunted him. It was always in
his brain in the day:time, and it kept
him swake at night. He folt impelled
to.do something—but what? That was
the question,

At last cne day he found Gwen all
by hersell in the library, erying over
the fire, and that was the olimax. He
never conld bear to seea woman in

tears, and when it oame to the woman
he loved, why-—

““Miss Warrington,” he said, hnr-
riedly, *‘Miss Warrington, yon are
in tronble of some sort. Will you
tell me what it is!” Then, as she did
not answer at once, his hand fell
heavily on her shoulder, and he add-
ed, “For God's sake, don't ory.”

Gwen ohecked her sobs with an
effort, aud raised her tear-dimmed
oyes to his face.

“0Oh I'Mr. Helmsleigh, ’she exclaimed,

“T am in great tronble, and---and yon
are s0 good and kind, If only you
could help me.”

“(Jivo me a chance,” Bob returned,
shortly. *‘I'm a stupid sort of a chap,
I know; no good at tall talk. Bur if
there's anything in the world I ean’do
for you, I'll doit. Do you believe
me?"

“Ohb, yes,” snswered Gwen, putting
ont her hand to him with sn impulsive
gesture, while the tesrs brimmed
over afresh.

Bob took the trembling little hand
snd held it in a strong, close clasp--»
clasp that séemed to carry help and
comfort with it.

““That's right,” he said, *‘Now, let

me hear all about it. But don't ery
—for pity’'s sake, don't cry like that.
You'll send me mad if you do. Come,
dry your eyes."
" “Jy'sabout Phil,” Gwen went on,
moppiog her eyes obediently. “Of
sourse, it's about Phil. Ob; Mr. Helm-
aleigh, you have known Phil so much
longer than I have, and you must no-
derstand him better. Can you tell
me why he is so-—so queer with me?"”
This wessomewhat of a facer. Bob
ran his fingers through his short dark
hair snd drew s deep breath.

“Daon't you know?” he ssked,

(Gwen shook her hend.

#No.”

“'Well, I'm blessed if I do,” said
Bob.

Gwen went on in a low, hurried

tone.
“Phil has never been to me what

other girls' lovers are to them; vutl
don't know why. I only wish I did.
fle seomed fond enough of me before
we wers ongaged, but now--well, ol
course the whole thing is a miserable
failure, snd it gets worse. It isu't
that Phil is unkind to me; he is na
kind and good aud patient as s man
sould be. He considers me before
irimself ; there is nothing he ¥ouldn’t
do for me, but--but—he dossn't love
me. Thet is the root of the whole

matter.”

.’

Gwen sbrugged her shonlders, sad

Her Voin bnhﬂwﬁh a pﬂhﬁn lit-
tle quiver that werb sieaighi so Bob's
hears. He looked down af the ohild-
ish forlorn figure, half lost in the big
leather obair, and felt a wild impulse
to take it in his arms, But he re-
strained the impulse somehow.

“Well,” he said, s quietly s ke
could, “it’s » piddle, isn's itf I wish
[ could help you to read it. Old Phil
must be a lunatie—nothing less thnn 8
lunatic."

“No," Gwen asunswered, sadly, *‘he
is not & lunstio—far from it—but
there is somethingI don't understand."
She looked np at Bob again, snd laid
her hand lightly on his arm. Buacha
pretty little hand. It looked like a
snowflake on his ‘rongh ooat . sleeve.
“Will you do something for me?” she
asked; *“I know I can trust you, and
you are Phil's oldest friend; but you

must say if you mind very much.”
Bob turned hie head away, for he

dared not meet her eyes just then, But
he took hold of her hand and squeezed
it hard.

“Anything,” he ssid.

“Then,” Gwen went on, *‘fry sad
find out from Phil what it is that has
come botween ns, and if 1 can do any-
thing to put it~zight. I have tried
and failed. Bub you may succeed.
Will you try?"

“Yos,” said Bob, just as he would
have said it, if she had asked him to go
to the other end of the world for her.

That samo evening he broached the
subject to Phil. It was rather a big
fonoce to tackle, but he shnt his eyes
and rode hard at it, going straight to
the point in his blundering, honest
WAaY.

Phil hesitated a little ot first, but in
the end he told the fruth.

“Yon see, old ohap,” he said, ‘‘it's
like this. The whole affuir is a ghastly
mistake all throngh. I never pro-
posed to Gwen at all.”

Bob gave a great start.
“‘You never proposed to her at all?”

he echoed. *“Then how, in Heaven's
anme, aia you get engaged ?”

““Well,” said Phil, aidressing him-
self to the fire, ‘it happened in this
way. You remember Charlie Thomp-
son of the —th? Well, I was staying
down in Devonshire with him last
summer, and there I met Gwon. She
took my fancy swially st first, and [
seemed o take hers; #o wa startedn
flirtation, snd that worked all right
until her sister Lily sppeared on the
scene, When 1 saw her—Lily, 1mean
—TI knew I was done for. Bhe’s—she's
differont from other girls, somshow.

“Well, I soon made np my mind to
ask her to marry me, but I was a bit
shy abont it, and, like & fool, before

spesking to her I thought I would try
and find ont from Gwen if there was »
vhance for me, 1 mentioned it to her
one evening, and tried to ask her to
put iv & good word for me; but I must
have made an awlul idiot of mysell,

for, to my aorror, she thought I was
proposing to her, and before I knew
where I was she had accepted me. If
was all up with methen. Ifelt queer,
I can tell, Bob; and when I found she
had really cared for me all the time,
when I thought she was only playing
me st my own game, [hadn't the pluck
to tell her the mistake she had made.
I was s coward, I know, but I literally
could not do 1t I just lel things
slide, and trusted to luck to gef me
out of the serape. You see the result.
Luck deserted me for oncs, and here
I am—stranded. I've behaved like a
fool and a scoundrel all round, and the
worst of it is no one is satisfied. I am
miserable, so is Gwen, and #o is Lily
—and all through & misunderstand-
ing. Is there anything Ican do o put
things straight, old chap? Without
behaving more like & scoundrel than
ever, I mean. What would you do ia
my place?”

Bob thrust his bsnds deep in his
pockets and no:lded his head with
great gravity.

“Tall the truth,” he answered,
tersely; “‘it's the only thing you can
do, and you ought to havedoneit long

5. ~Jove! it's a gight fit, though."

Phil fairly groaued.

“If T thought Gwen had given up
earing for'me I'd tell her fast enongh, ™
he rejoined; “‘but I don’t think she
hins, snd—how ‘ean I tell her? No,
hang it alll Lean't. I shall have to
see tha thing through now, whatever
comes."" N

Bob has silent for a moment or two,
blinking golemnly st the fire,
| *“Tell you whetit is,"" he said ot

lnl. "Hi. Warringion has pldniy of
pluck, snd she's as strilght as they
make ‘em. You ought to be straight
with her, Phil. It seems to me that
the more she eares for you, the more
right she has to kuow $he $roth. I
may be wrong—I'm a stupid sort of
ochap, I know—Dbut that's the wsy ;l
look ‘st it.”"

Good old Bob! His honest hurt
and simple miud had Jed him steaight -
to a truth that wiser men have often
missed, _

Tbe story is quite an old one now.
It all happened lnst year, snd FPhil
and Lily are going to be married next
month.

And the others?

Waell; it was only one day last week
that Bob said suddenly to Gwen:

“I say, do you remember what hap-
pened a year age to-day?”

And Gwen flushed o little as she
answered :

“You, of conurse I do, I was in
trouble, and I asked you to help me—
and you did,”

“And I did,” said Bob, and then he
put his hand over hers as it lay idle on
the arm of her chair. ““Tell you what
it is,” he went on, looking st her with
all his honest heartin his lonest eyes,
“[ wish youn would let me g on helping
you; through life, I menu. I'm not
much good at talking, but I know what

I mean, and I'll always do my best for
you. Will you try me? Will you—
Gwen?"

And Gwen said:
Truth.

- —————
Acquired Facial Expression.

Tho compressed lip so loved (and so
often misinterpreted) by novelista ia a
sign of woakness rather than strength.
1t tells of perpetual confliots in which
the reserves aro oslled into the fray.
The strong will is not agitated into
strenuous action by the small worries
'of the hour, and the great ocoasions
whioh oall for ita whole foroes are too
fow to produce a permanent impross
of this kind upon the features. The
commanding officer, nssured of his
men's obedienoce, doea not habitually
keep his lip muselos in a state of ten-
gion, Look st the sea oaptain, the
most absolute monarch on earth. He
earries authority and power in his
face, but it resides in his oye'snd the
gonfident assurance of his oasily set
mouth, Every spar and shaft and
mnscle in his floating renlm rmust obey
him, snd he knows it. Thisis proba-
bly a roason why the seasosptain’s and
the engine driver's show & certain
sumlnrity of type. The engine driver
can make his captive giant,ystrong as
en thonsand men, obey thedpressure
of his finger, His lips are usually
calm, like those of the statues of the
wielder of thunder bolts on Olympus.
Who ever saw & man commanding =
maa-of-war or driving a locomofive
with the contentious lip of a school
usher?

The typiocal expressions of the mem-
bers of those three liberal professions
which 8ir Thomas Browneisays are all
founded upon the fall of:; Adam are
well snough reoognized to -have been
long the prey of the cariosturist. The
soveral distinotive traits of each, and
the possible csuses which give rise to
them, are too complex to be dealt
within nsingle article. Speaking very
I generally, the ecleric's face is indica-
tive of authority (of the thin-lipped
kind) and of a dignified sense of the
sanctity of his office. The destor's
jaw and mouth are lea~ Figd, yeb toll
of decision. His eye is vigilsat and
sympathetic, and his wholefacial aspect
conveys the ides of a fund of untapped
wisdom. The lawyer's countenance is
confident and mﬂdantnl, with a
pouncing alertness of the eye, snda
pravailing expression of weighty per-
spicacity. —Popular Beience Monthly.

Subscriptions Must Be Pald.

A newspaper in Illinois recently
Lrought snit agsinst forty-three men
who would mnot pay their subsecrip-
tions, and obtained judgment in each
cnge for the amount of esch elaim.
Of these, twenty-eight made affidavit
that they owned ne more than the law
allowed them, thus preventing sttach-
inents. Then nader the decision of
the Supreme Court they were arrested
for petit larceny snd bound -over in
the sam of '§$300 each. All but six

“I will"—London

kit larosny to taks apaper and re-

"gﬂn bonds, The postal laws maks

to pay for it

[}

PLANT QUICKLY AND:CAREFULLY.
When setting and transplsnting
trees and shrubbery grest ocsre should
be used not to expose the roots to snn
and wind longer than is sbsolately
necessary. Another important item in
# | transplanting treck, to ineure their
living sud starting to grow at once, is
40" use very fine soil fo fill the holes,
being sure that it comes in contact
with the roots at every point and is
made very firm about them. The tree
is not safe {f set carelessly in lumps
and clods and leff loose; the'first not
of growth is fo start new roots, and
they want something to feed \upon, —
American Farmer.

e——

BARREN APPLE TREES,

Apple frees that grow in msnured
and cultivated soil run mostly to wood
snd yield no fruit. Too rich a soil is
not desirable for an orchard, and the
best orchards are found on a fairly
good limestons gravel that is well
drained. When the lsnd has been
made $00 rieh, root prasing is advis.
sble. Thic is done by digging a trench
around the tree in the winter or late
full, three feet deep, and pcutting the
roots at & distance of tweive feet or so
from the tree. The trencir may be
filled with poor soil, which will.check
the growth of wood and tend to-the
produoction of fruit buds. Rather close
pruning in the spring, justas the buds
are swelling, will have the same ten-
denoy. This checks the growth of
leaf and turns the sap into the remsin-
ing branches, and fruit buds are thus
formed that will yield the next. year,
A dressing of half a bushel of lime,
air slacked, spread about each tree,
will be uselul %o encourage fruit
qrowth.—New York Times,

BHEEDING AND FEEDING SHEEP,

From an address on “Principlea in
Feeding and Breeding Sheep" given
before the students of the School ol
Agriounlture, of the Nhin State Univer-

Ohio Agricultural Experiment Station,
the following summary is made:

It does not secem practicable to pro-
duce the highest grade of wool and the
finest quality of mutton from the same
flock.

While it is possible to obtain both
these products from the same flock,
gither one or the other will be of in®
ferior quality.

The produstion of a superior quality
of mutton from the merino is not
practioable, '

The breeder, if fully qualified for
his business, can breed to suit his
fancy. The sire is the more important
factor in breeding and should be the
produoction of the most careful bread-
ing for s series of years; he should
have all the qualifications of a modal
possible to unite in one animal,

The dam must have, first of sll, a
good, strong constitution, next adosile
disposition, snd finally the power of
transmitéing these to her progeny toa
marked degree. The productionof a
cross-breed cannot be relied on for re-
producing a fixed type.

The ram in all cases must have the
best of care at breeding time, hus-
banding his strength and requiring of
him the least possible exertion,

The ewes at breeding time shounld
not be in high flesh, but in good thriv-
ing condition. Grain feeding should
be light unti! after the !nmhc huo ar-
sived.

Lambs should have feed othor ihnn

that taken from the mother, after they
are five weeks old, and should have
some grain feed throughout the first
year.

Corn alone is not in general a good
foed for sheep of any age or kind
‘Wheat bran, ground onts, and a little
oil meal are good gram: foods, and
roots, maoh as mangel-wurzels and
turnips, are asdmissible adjuncis; en-
silage is also one of the best foods,
vapecially for broeding ewes.

PARM AND GABDEN NOTES,
espeoially the old orchard

Remember that the egg shell is por-
ous, and that any fiith on it will affect
the inside injuriously,

Sawdust in the manure hoap repre-
senta so muoh inart matter; Ilsnd
plaster in an absorbent that is alac a
{ertilizer.

Eaxperiments in seeding oota indi:

wity, by Professor Hickman of the]

Manure the orchard ocouionnll;,'

‘young men vlﬂi pluck lll

could get & spraying outft and &
up & lmmm
chards,

phntgoadmto
nottolctﬂnmwubur.'

ugoodfrnitutlwﬂs‘hm

ping it away.
An-srhnlwrdptw-m

gsow gets choked with an &

potato, holding up its head snd &
.ngmegginihmouthusm

The same remedy 18 momuol?l '
horses under similar circomsinn
Sow a plotto buckwhest for
pasture, You will get grein er
to pay for the labor, and ‘the
sbundsnt hopey supply. Bue
is one of the very best things
have to feed the Lens during the
m‘ -. r ."I = i
Grass clipped from the lawn ]
lawn mower ve food for
‘suy kind o kept in coif)
fﬂlaifit is 6o weed the law
may be made $0 pay !orihdl’.

-

oream. n&em-hotmwith
evusts.

Lémon Vinegar l'ie-—?m '
beateni egge, one cup of sugar, ons
of vinegar, s small Tamp of butts
tablespoenfuls  of lemon o
Thicken the eggs whilo beating

two tablespoonfuls of floir. and miRy

all together. Bake with » be
crust only.

Stewsd Tomatoss—Péel and
one quart of fresh tomatoes and
them into a graniteor poreelsin sbe
pan and add » very little water. Putin
one tablespoon of butter .and one
sugar, salt and pepper fo taste.
rudympintmmw
small dioce; pl-oeinntwuﬂ”
over it the boilirg hﬂm Berve
at once.

Lemon Jelly—Puat one box of ge
tine in a bowl and pounr ovar it ]
oapful of cold water, and lot it -h-q,

rinds of two lemons; add the juios of .
four and pour over it one pint of boil='s
ing hot waeter, two oupfuls of m
Add to the whole the gelstine and ¢
cupful of cold water. Btrain. T
must he made about m hﬂ
fore wanted.

e ——

The Modorn Tllln-d m

pnblm roadside, s shork M

of Bristol, V., stands s rook qr
l:u'al bowlder, upon which, in latter
six inches long and one indh dalp.
engraved the whole of the
prayer. During his travels in Eg
Dr. Joseph O, Greene, of Bufl

Y., saw several roadside memoris
and it was during that trip that ke

1802 Dr. :

Baftalo to Vermant

press purposs. of urrm out
long-cherishad desites. Ho o

Bristol stonecntter, W. N.

do the engraving, snd after the Is
had been cut they were painted & .?
other Bristolian, H, S Buuﬂ..
result is that Vermont boasts §
modern “‘tabls of stons' in the eo
try.—3t. Louis Bepublio.
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A Pat

1t was n most path '
I heard on my way *‘ .
open ear this moraing.
orowdes, and ns it aboppe
women get on, As §
of the women sosiden
the foot of one ol
(id seem aw k!ﬂ"d.

. draing to th F 1

one st g pros pa e bt

nma.but
-.-|

. |F
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lord I

over night. In the morning grabathe



