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LTTTL LVER BLOSSOM,
1t 5 w thin a enskat rare ;
D ctwine Lasoat within ribhon  fufe,
Arl netone stran ] of shiniay haier =
t littis mlover hlosaom,
(i e swe st remains a-zlaam
I'ro ithful pieasure’s withered beam
It wooosnran lov s early deoam-=
That ittie elaver blossom,

A little vlover !Jl’)FS’)m!

'Tis naazht atall to yon,
Fat more than gol 4
() riens untold

I prize its Inded hae,

It Lreathes of morn and mountaln brooks,
Oftirts anl bees and lowing nooka
"Tis worth n waorll of musty books,

That lttla elover blossom,

1 prive it most of all | ase

Jeernsn t brings 1o giclish gles

1 unie lass wao zav: it me —
I nnt little elover blossowmn,

A little elaver blossom!
It wiskds o wondrous power s
No words ean tell
I's saerad spoll —
That little faded flower,
= sumuel M, Peck, in Atlanta Journal,
| ———

A MISUNDERSTANDING.

HE world is full ol
misunderstand:

_ngs,
3 Now, o misnnder-
standing 1san awk-
ward thing — the
rort of thing that
rometimes ninkes
shipwreck of lives
that otherwise
would sail #mooth-
ly enough 1into the
baven where they would be,

This 5 the story of & misunder-
slaudines,
- . - L] L
The very first time he saw her he

fntd to himself: ““Now, there's the girl
I shonld like to marry.”

She was just his sort, but 1t was the
old story of the attraction of oppo-
He

wan big, she was small; he was dark,

sites, A story as old ny the hilis,

she was fomar; he was gquiet, she was

She
certutuly was n very taking little girl,

lively; and so on, ad infimitum,

and she had a pensive way of contems-
pinting one with her great blus  eves
that was altogether fascinating.  Bob
Helmsleigh went down before that
look hike n leaf before the wind.

Bob was not particularly elever or
amusinge, or, imdeedy particalarly any-
thing bot honest.  Honest he was,

from the crown of his close-cropped
headl to to the soles of Lis military
boots,  and

chiald.

s Hllll[‘lll'-fllill-ll"l NS a
Hitherto he had never heen in
carpest about a1 woman, but he was in
carnest now, anld 1t was a sobar, sol-
cmn, Jdowanright earnest. Henceforth
there would be but one womau 1n the
world for him,
-

He would have liked to take herin
Biose great strong arms of his aud tell
her so, but such a course of action
was ont of the question, for she was
eg2azed to his old chum, Phil
well.

)11“8-

Now, Phil Marslen was the sort of
man that Ilady novelists deseribo as
“one of Tortune's In
Plain Eaghlish, he was goold-lnokine,

favorites. ”

well off, a thoron i sportsman, a good
handat all games, and popular with
twen aud women a'ike, A lueky mor-
tal all ronud, but it never ocecurred to
Bob to eavy Lis friend until he saw
Gwen Warrineton., Then & new,
strange feeling stirrad in Bob's honest
Leart. It was not exactly jealousy,
I

but rather a wistful,

paticnt wpnler
why one fellow shonld haveall the luck
sl everything else, while the other
fellows woere left out in the colll

Well, one summer the offirers of
Bub's rogiment it into their

It was a tlnal
--th moved into
{rosh quarters, andtheysparad neither

100k
Leads to give a ball
tlare up before the

tronble nor expense to make it a sue-
At this ball Bob was introduced
to the future Mrs. Phil Marsden, and
they danced agood deal togethear. Bob
Lad a splendid swing, and Gwen was
tho lightest waltzer in the room, so

they went like elockwork.
Ciwen

Lt NS

pave Bob more waltzes than

ghe gave T'lnl, but the latter did not

seem to mindl, aul that, ol course, Y

was rather a queer state of things.
B v notice l it, \\-hu'h wWASs romnrkal\lo,

for in an ordinary way his perception’s
wern jist as blunt as are most men's.

“l say, Miss Warrington, ' he ob-
served, tentatively, as he and Gwen
went out together vet onceagzain, “'it's
swfully good of old Phil to let you

give me 80 many -dances, Shows he
isu't selfish, any way, doesn't it?"

Gwen sbrugged her shonlders, and
n change came ovor her expressive
face; a change that Bob did not quite
like to see. :

*‘Selfish !"” she echoed. ‘‘Oh! Phil
is never selfish where I am concerned,
[ can assure you, Mr. Helmsleigh.
He has no desirc to keep me all to
himself."

There was no olvious -answer to
this specch, and so Bob said nothing.
As & matter of fact, the situation was
just a little berond him.

He thought of Giwen's words after-
ward, though, and of the faintly bit-
ter tone in which they were uttered,
but he did not venture to broach the
subject again. It was ticklish ground.

He saw nothing more of either Phil
or Gwen until the antumn, anl then

he ran into them at the house of ¢
mnutual frien 1, where he had gone for
a week's shooting. This time the idea
that all was not right between the

Jowvers strn2' bim® more foreibly than

beiore.  They were apparently oo
gool terms with oncanother, and they
never disagreed, but Phil had lost his
oid geninl spirits and become mooly
and  discontented.  He was always
either in the clouds, or swwringa”ht
his luek. Gwen had elianged, too
Her grown tired and
Jistless, and there was a wistinl, won-
dering look in her eyes that it hurt
Bob to see.

T'oor old Bob! He counld tell thal
pomething was wrong, but he conld
not make out 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 1n the day-time, and it kept
him awake at night. He felt impelled
to do something-—but what? That was
the question.

At last one day he found Gwen all
by herself in the Mbrary, erying over
the fire, and that was the climax. He
never could bear to see a woman in

manner had

tears, and when 1t came to the woman
he loved, why -~ )

““Miss Warrington,'” he said, hnr-
riedly. “‘Miss Warrington, yon are
in tronble Will you
Then, as she did
his hand fell
heavily on her shoulder, and he add-
ed, “For God's sake, dou't ery.”

of some Bsort.
tcll me what it is!"”’
not answer at once,

Gwen checked her sobs with an
effort, aud ratsed her tear-dimmed
eyes to his face,

*“Oh | Mr. Helmsleigh,"she exclaimed,

“I am in great trouble, an1---and yon
are so gool and kind.
could help me."”

If only yun

“(}ive me a chance,” Bob returne 1,
Bhul’t])’. “I'm o ﬁtll[ii-l sort of a ehap,
I know; no good at tall talk.  Buc if
there's anyvthing in the world T ean (o
for vou, I'll do it. belicva
me?"”

Do you

““Ob, yes,” answered Gwen, putting
out her hand to him with an impulsive
gesture, while the tears
over alresh.

brimmed

Bob took the trembling little hand

and held 1t in a stronz

z, close elasp--a

clasp that seemed to carry help and
comfort with it,

“Tuat's right,” he said. *“Now, let
me hear all about 1t. Duat dou’t ery
—for pity’s sake, don't cry like that.
You'll send me mad if you do.

Come,
dry your eyes.’

“It'sabout Phil,”” Gwen went on,
mopping her eyes obediently. *‘UI
sourse, it’s about Phil. Oh, Mr. Helm-
sleigh., you have known Phil so mach
longer than I have, and you must nn-
derstand him better.
me why he 18 so—so queer with me?”

This wassomewhat of a facer. Bob
ran his fingers through his short dark
hair and drew a deep breath.

“Don’t you know ?"" he asked.

Gwen shook her head

.'.\-li_"

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

Can you tell

(iwen went on in a low, hurried
tuno.
““‘Phil has never been to me what

other girls' lovers are to them; but 1
don't know why. I ouly wish 1 dul
He seemed fond enough of me before
we were engaged, but now--well, of
course the whole thing is a° miserable
failure, and it gets worse. It isn’t
that Phil is unkind to me; ha 15 as
kind and good and patient as a man
could be. He considers me before
himself ; there 1s nothing he wonldn’t
do for me, but--but—he dozsn’t love
me. That is the root of the whole
matter.”

A

.chanece for me,

Her voice broke with a psthetic lit-
tle quiver that went straight to Bob’s
heart. He looked dowa at the child-
ish forlorn figure, half lost in the big
leather chair, and felt a wild imphlse
to take it in his arms. Buat he re-
strained the impulse somehow.

“Well,"” hesaid, as quietly as he
conld, “it's & riddle, isn't it? 1 wish
I could help you to read it. Old Phil
must be a lunatic--nothing less than a
lunatic.”

“No,” Gwen sanswered, sadly, ‘“‘he
is not a lunatic—{far from it—but
there issomething Idon't understand.™
She looked up at Bob again, and laid

*her hand lightly on his arm. Sucha

pretty little hand. It looked like a
spowflake on his rough coat 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 tarned his head away, for he

dared not meet her eyes just then. But
he took hold of herhand andsqueezed
it hard.

““Anything,” he said.

“Then,” Gwen went on, ‘‘try and
find out from Phil what it is that has
come between us, and if 1 can do any-
thing to put it right. I have tried
ond failel. But you may succeel.
Will you try?"

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

That same evening he broached the
gubject to Phil. It was rather a big
fence to tackle, but he shnt his eyes
and rode hard at it, going straight to
the point in his blundering, honest
way.

Phil Lesitated a little at first, but in
the end he told the truth.

““Yon see, old chap,” he said, “‘it'e
like this. The whole affair is a ghastly
mistake ali through.
posed to Gwen at all.”

I never pro-

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

he echoed. *‘Then how, in_
nawma, aia you get engaged?”

“Well,” said Phil, aldressing him-
gelf to the fire, “‘it happened in this
way. You remember Charlie Thomp-
gon of the —th? Well, I was stiving
down in Devonshire with him Iast
summer, anl there I mat Gwon. She
took my fancy awfally at first, and [
seamed to take hers; so wa stariela
lirtation, aud that worked all right
nntil her sister Lily appeared on the
scene. Yhen 1 saw her —Lily, 1 mean
—1I knew I was done for. She's—she's
different from other girls, somehow.

“Well, T soon made up my mind to
ask her to marry me, but I was a bit
shy aboat it, anl, like a fool, before

[Heaven's

speaikinz to her I thought I wonll try
anl finl ont from Gwen if there was a
I mentioned it to her
one eveoning, and tried to ask her to
put in a gool word for me ; but I must
nave made an awful idiot of myself,

for, to my aorror, she thought I was
proposing to her, and before I knew
where I was she had accepted me. It
was all up with methen. Ifelt queer,
I ean tell, Bob; and when I found she
had really cared for me all the time,
when I thouzht she wus only playing
me at my own game, Lhadn't the pluck
to tell her tho mistake she had made.
I was a coward, I know, but I literally
could not do 1. I just let things
slide, and trusted to lack to get me
out of the scrape. You see the result.
Luck deserted me for once, and here
I am—stranded. I've behaved like a
fool and a scoundrel all round, and the
worst of it 1s no one 1s satisfied.
miserable, so 18 GGwen, and so is Lily

Iam

—and all througch a misuoderstand-
ing. Is there anything I can do to put
things straight, old chap? Without
behaving more like a scoundrel than
ever, I mean. What would you do in
my place?”

‘n his

his head with

Bob thrust his bands deep
pockets and nodded

wreat gravity.

“Tell the trath.” he answerad,
tersely ; “‘it’s the only thing yon can
do, and you ouglit to have dloneit long
azo. Jove!it's a tizht fit, thoash "

Phil fairiy groaned.

“If I thonght Gwen hal g.;-w:a up
caring for me U'dtell her fas: enonzh, ™
he rejoined ; “bnt 1 dou’t thunk
has, anl—how ean I toll her?

she
No,

1o
waatever

hang it all! T can’t. I shail have
see the thing through now,
comes.""

Bob has silent for a mon2atl or two,
blinking solemnly at the dire,

“Tell you whatit 1s,”” he sail at

last, ““Miss Warrington has plenty of
plack, and she’s as straight as they
make 'em. You ought to be straizht
with her, Phil. It seems to me that
the more she cares for youn, the more
right she has to know the trnth. I
may be wrong—I'm a stupid sort of
chap, I know—but that's the way I
look at it.”

Good old Bob! His honest heart
and simple micd had led him straizht
to a truth that wiser men have often
missed. -

The story is quite an old one now.
It all happcned Iast year, aad Pail
and Lily are going o be married next

month.

And the others?

Well, it was only one day last week
that Bob said suddenly to Gwen:

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

And Gwen flushed a little as she
answered :

‘““Yes, of course 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 armvof her chair. *¢Tell you what
it is," Bé went on, looking at her with
all his honest heart in his l'onest eyes,
““I wish you would let me g on helping
you; through life, I mean. 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: “‘I will"—London
Truth.

N
Acquired Faclal Expression,

The compressed lip so loved (and so
often misinterpreted) by novelists is &
sign of weakness rather than strength.
1t tells of perpotunal confliots in which
the reserves are called into the fray.
The strong will is not agitated into
strenuous action by the small worries
of the hour, and tho great oocasions
which eall for its whole forces are too
few to produce a permanent impross
of this kind upon she features. The
commanding officer, nssured of his
men’s obedience, does not habituslly
keep his lip muscles in a state of ton-
sion.
most absolute monarch on carth. He
carries authority and power in his
face, bat it resides in his oye and the
coafident assurance of his easily set
mouth. Every spar and shaft and
muscle in his floatjzng realm must obey
him, and he knows it. This is proba-
bly a reason why tlo sca captain’s and
the engine driver’s show a certain
similarity of type. The engine driver
can make his captive giant, strong as
ten thousand men, oboy the pressure
of his finger. His lips are ususlly
calm, like thoso of tho statues of the
wielder of thunder bolts on Olympus.
Who ever saw o man commanding a
maa-of-war or driving a locomotive
with the contentious lip of a school
usher?

The typical expressions of the mem-
bers of those three liberal professions
which Sir Thomas Browne says are all
founded upon the fall of Adam are
well enough rec>znized to have been
long the prey of the caricaturist. The
several distinctive traits of each, and
the poasible causes which give rise to
them, are too complex to be dealt
within a single article. Speaking very
generally, the cleric’'s face is indica-
tive of authority (of the thin-lipped
kind) and of a dignified sense of the
sanctity of his office. The doctor's
jaw and mouth are less rigid, ye} tell
of decision. ‘His eye 1s vigilant and
sympathetic, and his whole facial aspect
conveys the idea of a fuand of untapped
wisdom. The lawyer's countenance is
confilent and confidential, with a
pouncing slertness of the eye, and a
prevailing expression of weighty per-
spicacity. —Popular Science Monthly.
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FARN AND HOUSEHOLD.

PLANT QUICKLY AND CAEREFULLT.

When setting and transplanting
treees and shrabbery great care should
be used not to expose the roots to.sun

snd wind longer than is absolutely

necessary. Another important item in
transplanting trees, to 1nswre their
living and starting to grow at once, 1s
to use very fine soil to fill the boles,

being sure that it comes in contact
with the roots at every point and is
made very firm about them. Thetree
is not safe if set carelessly in lumps
and clods and left loose; the first act
of growth is to start new roots, and
they want somfithing to feed upon. —
American Farnfer.

BARREN APPLE TREES.

Apple trees that grow in manured
and caltivated soil run mostly to wood
snd vield no fruit. Too rich a soil is
not desirable for an orchard, and the
best orchards are found on a fairly
wood limestone gravel that Sis well
drained. @~ When the land has been
made too rich, root pruning 1s advis-
able. This is done by digging a trench
around the tree in the winter or late
full, three feet deep, anl cuttinz the
roots at a distance of twelve feet or so
from the tree. The trench may be
filled with poor soil, which will check
the growth of wood and tend to the
production of fruit buds. Rather close
pruning in the spring, just as the buds
are swelling, will have the rame ten-
dency. This checks the growth .of
leaf and turns the sap into the remain-
ing branches, and fruit buds are thus
formed that will yieid the next year.
A dressing of half a bushel of lime,
air slacked, spreal about each troo,
will be useful to euncourage fruit
growth. —New York Times,

“BREEDING AND FEEDIN.; SHEEP.

From av address.on *‘Principles in
Feeding and Breeding Sheep” given
before the students of the School of
Agriculture, of the Ohio State Univer-
sity, by Professor Hickman of the
Ohio Agricultural Experiment Station,
the following summary is made:

It does not seem practicable to }:r'n-
duce the highest grade ¢f wool and the
finest quality of mutton from the{:s_p_me
flock.

While it is possible to obtain both
these products from the same flook,
either one or the other will be of in-
ferior quality.

The production of a superior quality
of mutton from the merino 1s
practicable.

The breeder, if fully qualificd for
his business, can breed to suit his
fancy. The sire is the more important
factor in breedinz and shonld be the
production of the most carefal breed-
ing for a series of years; he should
have all the qualifications of a molal
possible to unite in one anima!.

The dam must have, first of all, a
good, strong constitution, next adocile
disposition, and finally the power of
transmitting these to her progeny toa
marked degrec. The production of 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 requiriag 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 until after the lambs have ar-
rived.

Lambs should have feed other than

that taken from the ranther, after they
are five weeks old, aud shonld have
some grain feed throughout the flrst
year.

Corn alone is not ia general a good
feed for sheep of any age or kiod
Wheat bran, gronnd oats, and a littie
oil meal are good grauv: foods, and
roots, sach ns mangei-warzels aad
turnips, are sdmissible adjuncts; en-
silage ia also one of the best fuodls,
wspecially for breeding ewes.

not

FARM AMD GARDENS NOTEM

Mazure the orchard occasionally,

case for the smount of esch claim.
Of these, twenty-eight made affidavit
that they owned no more than the law
allowed them, thue preventing attach-
wents. Then nnder the decision of
the Supreme Court they were arrestel
for petit larceny and bound over in
the sum of $3)) each. All baut six
zavethe bonds. Thoe postal laws make
it petit larceny to take a paper and re-
fuse to pay for it
a

' gapecisily the old orchard.

Remember that the egg shell 1s por-
- ons, and that auy 6ith on 1t will alfecs
the inside injuriously,

Sawdnst in the manure heap repre-
sents so .
plaster is an absorbent that is aiso a
fertilizer.

much igert matter; land

Experiments in seedinz oats indi

—

the correct amount of seed to use, the
largest yield of grain beiag derived
from that quansity on the land.

One of the most important points ia

agricultural operations is thorough-

ness of culture, This applies not only

to corn aad other grain crops, but also
to small fraits, young orchards, eto
It has boen suggeste<d that in neligh-
borhoods where orcharde are small
younng mion with pluck aad energy
conld get a spraying oatfit and baild
up & lucrative business spraying oe-
chards,

- A eafo rule in fruit growing is to

plant good varieties, to cultivate well,

Rot to let them overbear, and thoa ta

sell asnear home as possible, selling
as good fruit as though you were ship-
ping it away.

An agricultural paper says that if ¢
cow gets choked with an apple or
potato, holding up its head and breek-

ing an egg in its mouth is a sure oure.
The same romedy 18 recommended tor
horses under similar circumstances.

Sow a plot to buckwheat for beq
pasture. You will get grain enough
to pay for the labor, and the bees an
abundant honey supply. Buckwheat
is one of the very best things you can
have to feed the hens during the win
ter

Grass clipped from the lawn by the
lawn mower is fine food for fowls of
auy kind that are kept in confinement,
and il it is so uwed the lawn mowe
'may be made to pay for itself, and th:
lawn be a source of profit as well &
 pleasure.

RECIPES.

Prune Pie—For one pie take one
cup of eouvked prunes, remove the
seeds, sweeten with granulated suga:
add a little butter and half a cupful of
oream. Bake in a hot oven with twe
erusta,

Lemon Vinegar Pie—Four well

beaten eggs, one cup of sugar, vne cup
of vinegar, a small lump of buttar, twe

tablespoonfuls of lemon oxtrack
Thicken the eggs while beating with
two tablespoonfuls of flour aud mix
all together. Bake with a bottom
crust only.

Btewed Tomatoes—Pecl and slice
one qunrt of fresh tomatoes and put
them into a granite or porcelsin stew.
pan and add a very little water. Putin
one tablespoon of butter and one of
sugar, salt and pepper to taste. Have
ready one pint toasted bread, cut into
amall dice; place in a tureen snd pous

over it the boilirg tomsatoes. Serve
st once.

Lemon Jelly—Put one box of gela
tine in a bowl and pour over it one
capful of cold water, and let it stand
over night. In the morning grate the
rinds of two lemons; sdd the juice of
four and pour pver it one pint of boil-
ing hot water, two cupfuls of sugar.
Add to the whole the gelstine and one
cupful of cold water. Strain. This
must be made about three hours be-
fore wanted.

R R——
The Modern Table of Stone.

Near the foot of Drake's Hill, on the
publie roalside, a short distance east
of Bristol, Vt., stands a rock or nse
tural bowlder, uvon which, in letters
six inches long aud ous inch deep, is
engraved the of the Lord's
praver. During his travels in Egypt,
Dr. Joseph C. Gireene, of Buaffalo, N,
Y., =aw several roadside memorials,
and it was during that trip that he re-
solveld thas he would have *“‘Bristol
Rock”™ enzraved, should he ever be
azain permitted to return to _w_h:il
In the spring of
18392 Dr. Greene mais s trip from
Baftalo to Vermont for the ex-
press puarpose of carrying out his
long-cherished Jesires. He engaged the
Bristol stonecutter, W. N. Mclee, to
do the enzraviong, sul after the letters
hiad been cut they were painted by ane
Smith. The

reanit 13 that Vermont bhoasts the only

whole

native country.

other Dristolian, H. S

mo lern ““lalile of stous'" 1o the cuUug-

‘rj‘ L—3t Luu i l:-.-pfl blie.
—_— I — e .

A Pathetic Inc:dent

It was u ruost pathetic apology that
I heard on vy way down town 1n an
The car was
crowded, and a1t stopped | saw two
As they did so, one
of the women secidentally stepped on
It

Ji1d seem awkward uniil the woman

op«n car this morning.
women get on,
tize oot of one of the passenzers.

(aroiug to the passenzer sail: “'Par

cate that eight pecks per acre is about

;

doa me, but 1 am totally blind."—
Hartford Pust. ° '




