—

heat—the fetid life—

fotld fover loo— ~,

: ed paddy st-etolies,
the quivering dome of blue—
gy onra’ al h

Ab the shacks of aplit baniboo.
¥ toll the Occldent

o ma tha Banst

. He can't bel h:ul.!lhr calm

I hen avery w! N Ceus
And

od
I wall
To susteh thelr lving feast

the lisards crawl through the nipa

4 —Erwin Clarkson Garrott,

AN EXILE. -

He cun't be lh‘e stilinons
b # tropic day.
He“g. most !trn“ there's & land
erp people really pray.
He knows the brasen hoat
&;;u the careless calm dismay.

The parrols mock him overhead--
. rds ‘neath the eave—
TSt maver Wil deculvel
ever w ulve)—
.M'id t?lo“dnn are mm:thl and the montha

Kre yearnm
That scorn Lhe last- reprieva. =
Then—if thou have a soul at all— ti
nd if you ever Caro— :
u have a little tme— ]

A
And it
)vml‘l can sure ra)-—

{ Whie |
For God's sake drop & letter 1o
Ah exfle over there.
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It was carnival time, The streets ol

New Orleans were thronged with sight-
poors sooking places of vantage from
which to view the parnde of the
Knights of Momus. ’
. Canal street, the central thorough-
fare, was brilllant with a myriad of
plectric lights. Brightly 1lluminated
trolley-cars filled the four tricks of the
“meutral strip, and the grand stands
which covered the sidewalk sheds
wera festooned  wi.g  Incandescent
Hghts, Laughter and song were every-
where outdoors and every moment the
happy throng was increased by new ar-
rivals.

But in the office of the World-Demo-
crat was nelther galety nor brilliancy.
At his desk the city editor ruefully
contemplated his assignment book, and
tried to (magine how, without hirlug
extra help, he was to carry his papes
through the next few days to the cul-
mination of Mardl Gras without being
badly “scooped."”

Yet hiring more men was out of the
question, for the managing editor had
flatly refused his latest request to In-
crease the staff. He was alone In his
office, save for two copy-readers, and
on his st were at least three assign-
ments that should be covered.

The door opened and a slender youth
of nineteen, with a vallse in his hand,
entered, and gtepped up to the desk.

“Excuse me, are you the city edl-
tor?’ He spoke as quickly and as ner-
vously as he walked, but his volee had
& note of unconguerable cheerfulness

that made It pleasant to hear. He gat
down and leaned forward.
"My name I8 Thompson, Wlilbur

Henry Thompson. Here is my card,

8lr. Let me see—what did you say
your name was? Duncan?  Thank
you. Now, Mr. Buncan, I've come

down here to work for you. ['ve just
come to town. You give me an assign-
ment right now, and I'll leave my bag
here and look up & bunk after | mel
through tonight."

“Work for me?" exclalmed the amaz-
ed editor. “Why, my boy, | haven't
any work for you! [—"

“No work for me?" interrupled the
visltor. “Why, Mr. Duncan, there's
always work for me (o do! 1'm one
of the besl newspaper men you ever
saw. The fact Is, I came down here
especinlly to work for yon. No work
fo .ae? Look on that assignment
book and teld me there's no work!
Now come, glve me an assignment and
let me atart.”

The city editor had fairly lost his
breath. Never in his career had he
thus been besought, nor had he ever
before declined 8@ man whom he so
much desired at first sight to amploy.
But he had his chiefs refusal fresh in
mind.

“I'm sorry; Mr. Thompson,” he sald,
“but | have orders not to Increase my
stafl. [ cannotl take you."

“In that &l1?" exclulmed the visitor
“And all that work on your book?
Now see here, Mr. Duncan, | come from
Leake County, Missiaslppl. Ever been
in Leake? it's got more water, slr,
than any other county in the state
Yes, slr. You're golng to laugh. But
it doesn't. Never a drop leaks out,
sir. Now, Mr. Duncan, ['ve got con-
sumption. I've got it bad, The doctor
up at Jackson says I've two years lo
llve If T take care of myself, but 1 can’t
be cured. When he told me that, I sald
to myself, "Two years! What cannot
a man do In two years? Those shall
be tae bést two years of my life.’

“I'm going to make them the best
two years, Mr. Duncan. I'm a news-
paper man. 'l‘;ained on Joe Garret's
paper up in Leake. | iooked all over
our exchanges for the best Bouthern
paper. That was yours, sir. ‘Al
right,' 1 gaid. “I'll go right down to
New Orleans and work for that paper.'
That's why I'm here.

“The best two years of my life, Mr,
Duncan. Do you reallze what that
means? And I'm golng to give them
to you. Now—now do you say you
bave no work for me? Why, you
can’t drive mo away. 'I've got two
" yedrs to glve you, and you must take

He spoke with eager impetuosity,
His rapld sentences moved the city edl-
tor. He knew not what to say 1n re-
piy, but at last he anawered:

“Wall, Mr. Thompson, [ baven't any-
. thing for you, but If you want to hang

on, you'd better go out and get & room
- somewhere and Jook in agaln.”

. “"Room? Im New Orleans in carni-
(val? 'm not so rich, sir. Dunean.
sir! I'll just step down to the
and & berth on one of the
urafon boats for the night and leave

p. Vil be back"

o after ke was gone the
leaned  back in
bad
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those two years successful and worth
while?

Ah, well, here It was seven o'clock
and the men would be coming back
goon, and nothing done. “Go to work,
Puncan,” he sald to himself. *“You've
got forty years and you can't make up
your mind to make any one or all of
them especlully good.”

A moment later he called one of his
copy readers.

“Here, Newmun," he sald, "“I'll have
to help out on copy, 1 guess, You
take a run up to the Harmony club, 1
haven't & man near thers, and there’ll
be something special when the parade
gets to the turn.”

He entered the assignment and
breathed a sigh of rellel. There was
one legs to look after. Now if nothing
happened—well, he would get through
somehow.

An hour later he was husy at work
at his desk, and did not hear the door
open. He seldom did, for that matter.
In & newspaper office one hears only
what concerns onesell. Half a dozen
reporters were bustly clicking thelr
typewriters, n single copy-reador was
struggling with a mass of copy at the
table, and Mr. Duncan himsell was
literally “"swamped” In the mass of
telegraph “Mlmsy” and local Items
which covered his desk. There was a
quick step on the foor, and Mr. Wil-
bur Henry Thompson of Leake stood
beslde him,

"Goodness graclous, Mr. Duncan!
and you sald there was no work for
me! QGive me some of that copy and
let me help you out. 1'm one of the
best copy-readers you ever saw.”

He walted for no consent, but picking
up & handful of typewrliten paper,
the newcomer walked hastlly to the
table, while a couple of reporters turn-
eod and stared &t him and the city edl-
tor fairly gasped.

“l1 say,"” Thompson demanded of Lhe
amazed copy-reader, - “what are the
heads? Got a style sheet? Thanks!
Oh, these are easy."

Duncan had risen to his feet, and
now whalking to the table, he looked
over the young man's shoulder. With
A rapldity which was a novelty in the
office, Thompson's pencll was fving
along the lines, correcting spelling,
punctuating, parngraphing, now and
then deftly Inserting a subhead, now
crogsing out a line or a wentence, In
the eyes of a newspaper man [l was
indeed beautiful work and the city edl-
tor watched It & moment, and then de.
cided not to interfere.

After a moment Thompson looked
up, cast his eyes about for the basket
In which to file hlz copy, saw a hook
Instead, called “Copy-boy!" loudly,
and “spindled” a story. The boy took
It to the city editor, who hardly
glanced at It

“All right,” he sald,
was taken to the
The hest twe years had begun.

“You koow,"” sald Duncan, at mid-
night, *I can't pay you anything when
[ have another man to send. 1f | get
stuck 1 can pay you space once In a
while, but if you o aay other work I
can't pay you"

“That's all right.,” declared Thomp-

and the copy

son. “Don’t want pay till 1 prove my-
selfl. What I want Is work. Two
years, Mr. Duncan, and I'm deter

mined they shall be two fifle years,"

For three weeks Wlbur Henry
Thompeon performed labors of love in
the office of the World-Democrat. Oc
casionally, when the office was amply
of reporters and an emergency rose,
tne city editor was able to send bim on
an assignment for which he could glve
him space rates; §0 the young man was
able to pay his board, and that was all
he asked. He was a bright, cheerful
youth, and was in a day a general fa-
vorite In the office. Hin briskness Ald
not fll, his cheerfulnms was never
wanting, his optimism was never con-
quered. There waa no better copy
turned In at the “W.D's" desk than
came from his pencil

He had found & boardiog house when
the carnival crowds bad departed. One
day there appeared al table & man
whom he recognized as & famous
traveler, just returned from a long
Journey through Cenlral and Bouth
Amerlea.

That is the region toaward which
much of the trade of New Orleaus Is
looking. Here was the man who would
know about it. He had come into the

| beards as a slgn of

composing-room. |

sell that to you. [ dom’'t wani pay.
I've earned enough zor my board al-
ready this week, That's a present, Mr.
Dnn;:ln. Won't be able to make many
presents in two years. Only one more
Christmas, maybe, Got to get In ex-
tras. You print that for me”

8o it was printed. It was & clear
“beal.” Not another paper had & lne
on Mr. Bolling's return. And in the
éarly hours of the next forenocon Mr,
Duncan was roused from a sound sleep
by the telephone bell to answer the
querles of gals chief.

“Who did that Bolling interview?"
wad the question.

“Thompson.”

“Well, you put that man at work.
Thirty dollars a week. You ought to
have had sense enough to. put him at
work long ago."”

$o the best two years of Thompron's
lite were provided for. Busy years
they were, years In which he did all
that & newspaper man can for the up-
bullding of his city and of his paper,
years in which his cheerful helpful-
ness shone like a sun in the dingy
office of the World-Democrat. From
the copy-boys up to the chlef himself,
and back to the stero-room and the
steam-table, every man and the so-
clety editor, too, swore by Wilbur
Henry Thompson, and blessed the day
that brought him to New Orleans,

But as the days wenl on he grew
weaker and thinner. clis volce was as
cheerful but not as strong, his step ns
qulek but not as firm.

Ac last came a day when his desk
wag vacant, Duncan was worried.
Hulf & dozen reporters gathered In one
corner, discussing the absence in low
tones, A telephone bell rang, and Dun-
van answered, A weak volce came to
him through the recelver:

“Hello! Hellp, Duncan? Say, this Is

Thompson. Well, I'm afrald the two
years are up. U'm In the hospital,
Nice place, Gentlest nurse you ever

saw. Good-by, Mr. Duncan!
been fine years to me."

The city editor dropped his head on
his arms #nd cried, He could not help
It. Nor could any of the others when
they heard the message,

They took up a collection hastily.
The chief added to it and Wilbur Hen-
ry Thompson was rushed to Californln
But it was (oo Iate for any lasting
#ood. A month after he reached the
coasl the final message came, The best
two years of his life were ended.—
Youth's Companion,

They've

QUAINT AND CURIOUS.

The best oranges
Caprl.  All are small.

One can noderstand why the artisia
go to Italy, but not why they should
aver come away

The store windows In Wiesbaden
ghitter with amethyst fewelry, Much
of It Is very beautiful. '

In a thousand mliles of Hurope a
careful obseryer saw bul one rubblsh
heap—some old metal cans at Carls
rube.

In Haly are at

The Rlalto In Venlee, where Antonlo
girded Bhylock many a time and oft,
has stores on glther side full of cheap
wares.

There wre at least six places In New
York where macaroni is better cooked

than at the best hotels In Venles,
Naples, Rome or Milan.
In ancient Rome men only grow

mourning. In
Egypt all went clean shaven; but In
Assyrin only the slaves and peasants
shaved,

The number of marringes reglstered
In Ireland In 19056 was 23,961. The ex-
ceas of births over deaths was 24,298,
but this was more than offset by the
emlgration of 36,902 persons.

A jeweler, no matter how dishonest,
would not steal the jewels in a watch,
for they are valueless; they cost only
10 cents aplece. In antique watches
the Jewels were oflen costly. In mod-
ern walches they are never worth
muore than $15 a gross,

Farmers in Richmond county, on
Dry Creek, North Carolina, are
ploughing up eolns. On  the soulh
glde of the creek copper pileces bear-
ing the name of George Washington
are being found, and on the north side
the colns unearthed bear the nnmes of
kings of Englund.

A German governess was recently
punished for lese majeste becauso
she wrote ber name In a hotel register
directly beneath the signaturesof the
King of Baxony and two princosses,
Royalty has (o be very partionlar
about these things In order to keep
from belng contaminated,

On the apex of the Prince of Wales'
crown, which he wears on spectal oo
casions, is a curlous featner, or, rath.
er, a tuft of periwak feathers, the top
of which Is adorned with a gold
thrend, This feather Is satd to be
worth £10,000, and has the distinction
of being the only one of its kind In
the world. It took twenty years (o
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A LAND OF GREAT DIS-
TANGES,

THE VASTNESS OF SOUTH AF-
RICA APPALS THE TRAVELER

Clvilization Looks Out of Place as the
Train Crosses the Veldt—Beautiful
Mornings and Sunseta and Days of
Quist, but Ndisy Nights—A Change-
less Land.

It 18 fashionable to allude to a rail-
way journey in South Afrlea in tones
of thinly velled scorn and contempt,
to condemn it ms tiresome, complaln
of it as uninteresting, sayn a writer
In the Pall Mall Guwette, There is
space—almost undreamed of space.
And that Is all, Through the East the
traveller llves in the past. He feels,
if he has any Imagination at all, that
for the moment he has become part
of an anclent civilization which still
survives the traln and the telegraph;
he moves through cities with a story
in every stone; each mile brings new
plctures of the might and wealth which
fill the moat enchanting pages in the
book of history,

In America you cross a land of the
future. The clties are marvels of In-
Africa you seom to live always in the
country there Is an echo of the hum
of restless enterpriae, the murmur of
a people confident they are hurrying
on to realize a great destiny.

But across the great plateau of Bo.
Afriea you sem to live nlways in the
present. It becomes a domlinaling
Idea. You cannot ploture a past save
ke the present, or imagine a future
differing from today. The veldt is,
and it looks as If it will always be as
It i&. The slender thread of steel
which crosses Its [llimitable space,
the little towns set down at such great
distances from one another, play no
part In the scene. They are there, it
Is true; but they look fortultous, out
of place. Tralns clang across the
Karoo, and pant up the hillsides from
Natal; but the veldt ignores them. It
does not adapt Iself to them. The
slow moving ox wagon alone fits in
the picture; the mail train, with its
searchlight plercing the darkness and
peace of the night, Is, and always will
be, a thing apart. [t always seems to
me that there Is something curlous,
almost uncanny, about the great
spaces of southern Africa—something
you do not find In other great lands.
The haste of modern life clashes with
the spirit of the veldt. There Is a
sflent protest sgalnst the introder.
The country calls disease nnd drought
to Its ald to prevent its freedom belng
shackled by the honds of elvilization
and the handcuffs of progress,

The space destroys speed.  As you
hurry northward or eastward from
London in n mile a mipute express
the close set villages fly past, in-
creasing the Impression of haste; but
let the same engine pull the train
northward from the Cape into the
heart of Afrlen and Its spead will
seem to slacken. Steam cannot eat up
the distances of such n continent, and
there are no contrasts, no near land
marks, by which to measurs the on-
ward rush.

Yet such a journey, monotonous as
it Is, brings scenes which give It a
fascination of its own. No one can
paint in words or on canvas the beauty
of a Bouth African morning just after
sunrise. Your carriage stands wstill
at pome wayside statlon, with {ts soll-
tary one story house and Inevitablo
dwarfed tres. Away, as far as the
eye can see, stretches the thin grass.
land. The Iandscape holds nothing
lo nitract save Its space; but the sun-
shine. {s something England never
knows, the air s like a draught of
champagne, the marvellous clearness
and freshness—which no other land
can aqual—glive new lfe, No breese
yet awirls (he dust across the plalo.
All the world is still, as though lost
in silent worship of the loveliness of
the moment.

A few sleepy Kafirs, wrapped elose
In blankets which display & rainbow
of color, gaze with languld oyes at the
panting monster. The white man and
his ways are familiar today In the
heart of the Dark Contlnent. Yet
there are men llving who remember
the time when the coast (ribes bellev.
od that white men were a production
of the sea, which they traversed In
large shells, thelr food belng the tusks
of elephants, which they would take
from the beach If lald there for them,
placing beads in their stead, which
they obtained from the bottom of the
sea. History has been made qulckly
In South Africa. .

A shrill whistle, and on again Into
spiace. All day you clatter forward—
& little uncertainly at times. There are
mysterlous wayside halls In the wil-
derness, when you seem to bave run
out from the world and been side track-
ed far from the haunts of men; there
are waltings at tiny sldings from
which not a habitation s visible, and
where the only possible traffic appears
to be & wild buck or an occaslonal
stray bullock. The land is empty. The
Bwarms of natlves you expected to see
are absent; the country looks desert-
ed. Bpace—ouly space. ' Now and
then there glides Inlo the pleture a
tow® with a name known to history,
the site of a slege, the feld of e bat-
tle. The impression

plain,
All day the train tolls inward, grow-
ing weary at times ns lhough dls-
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ror of whose name has desolated the
countryside. The last glorious glow,
which the painter could reproduce,
dies away, and a chill breeze sigh
throtgh the dry grass, The train
puffs-wearily on in the blackness of
the night; ever forward, with the

happens & curlous thing. The country
becomes people, There Is a grindlog
stop. A few lights flicker, hoarse
voices shout unintelligible orders,
there grises a hanging and a clatter
Ing sufMclent to wake the Beven
Sleepers. 'What happens—how It hap-
pens—why It happens—no ~man
knows, It is an eccentricity of &
Bouth African rallway., The livelong
day slipa by with a sllence which
almost forces one to shout to break
the stlllness, but at night these mys-
terfous. nolses arise. Men emerga
from nowhere, and talk loudly of
nothing beside the walting train;
figures with hammers beat upon the
wheels or hold consultations In sten-
lorian tones over gremse boxes; A
popular song I8 roared under the win-
dows of sleepers; even a whols troop
train of terribly wideawake soldiers
bas been met on a particniarly dark
night. But these things never hap-
pen In daytime, There are people In
this wide land after all; but they
only spring up at night.

S0 on through another day—al-
ways the same spree. At last, as
night falls once more, you enter a
reglon of snow white hills, which look
ghostly In the moonlight, of queer
towers of iron bars and enormous
wheels, as of the torture chamber of
& glant's inquisition. Stations slip
past more quickly, houses grow more
numerous, Finally sppears & great
elty, where electric trams glide
through the streets and a blaze of
electric light shows a background of
tall bulldings. It is the Reef and the
Golden City, the mngnel which has
drawn the rallway all these hundreds
of miles from the sea. Bul It Is soon
forgotien. The veldt laps the walls
of Johanmesburg and will remaln, af-
ter It has gone, to cover the scars
made by man.

Further on—you lose count of time
In & South African traln—Is n gorge,
down which you descend to the low
country, the fever stricken land to.
wanl Delagon Bay. You have heard
of bold hills, of grand scenery; but
the winding descent is disappoluting.
The hills look low, the valley ls not

deep. The country which strelches
away around you s too Immense, No
pleture could look imposing set fn

such nn enermous frame,

This Is the last, as It I8 the first,
Impression of a South African rall
wiy jonrney. Space, size, vastness,
There are snow-capped mountains,
swift running rivers, forest, bush, hill,
valley, upland, desert. There I8 much
that is «triking, many things that are
novel; but the greatest, the most last.
Ing thing, the Impression that remains
when the others have hecome a blur,
I8 the distance. This s a land of
great distances. It fascinates you.
Finally, It depresses you. What can
man do with such a land; a land
which has npever changed—which

means never to change? We bulld and |

scratch In little corners, but we have
doné nothing which really counts. The
space |8 too great. The veldt Is as It
was—and always will be

Dickens Iin Rome,

When Charles Dickens arrived In
Rome on Jan. 30, 1846, he was pro-
foundly disappointed, "It was no more
my Rgme, degraded and fallen asleep
In the sun among a heap of ruins,
than Lineoln’s Inn Fields {s.”" A short
time before, while he was siraining
his eyes across the Campugna a dis
tant view of the town had recalled
london, This feeling soon passed
away,
delightful season for Italy. He was
again in Rome In 1863; =maw J. G
Lockhart, “fearfully weak and brok-
en;" smoked with David Roberts, who
was palnting that famous plcture of
Rome now In the Scotiish Natlonal
gallery. The Pantheon he thought
nobler than of yore, the other antiqui-
tles smaller,

It was In San Lorenzo square, Flor-
ence that Robert Browning pleked up
the part manuscript and part printed
Roman murder trial of 1698 from which
he spun his wonderful “"Ring and the
Book."~The church of San Lorenzo,
in Lucina, off the Corso in Rome, was
the scene of Pompilia’s marriage, Tt
was there also that the murdered
bedies were lald for the inspection of
"half Rome." There was a welrd fu-

neral, attended by Capuchina, wh:: :" fit to work. This destroys

were In this chureh. While
me the Brownings stayed at 28 Via
del Tritone.—Chambers' Journal,

Transmission of Rables by a Scratch.

It Is & popular and moat erroneous
notlon, that hydrophobla appears in
consequence of biting, and more rare
Iy In consequence of licking surface
woumds. There is also & -third and

H# thouvght spring the most |

ECEMBER 19, 1906.

Contrelling the Sex.

The Creamery Journal claims (o have
solved the problem In controlling gex
in poultry breeding. According to the
theory *of this authority the sharp
pointed eggs will produce mules and
the egge equally round at both ends
will prodree females. In justice 10 the
Journal, howover, it is proper tv add
that the artlcle says, “we will not
swear by I," but as the experiment
{s inexpensive, it Is suggestod that
poultry breeders try It

Dried Blood for Calves.

Dried blood Is not good for & weak
calf, but it 18 an excellent remedy for
any calf subject (o scours, says a bul-
letin of the Kansas station. With the
70 head of young calves under experl-
ment at the Kansas station during the
past year there has nol been a single
case of scours that dried blood has fall-
e} to check. In feeding dried blood a
teaspoonful at a feed I8 enough., This
should be continued until the scours
disappear. In case of a wenk call the
allowance may be gradually increased
to a tablespoonful at a feed. To pre-
vent the dried blood from settling to
the hottom of the pail, where the calf
will be unable to get It, it may be
stirred In the milk, while the ealf 18
drinking, or the milk and blood may
be fed Immediately after being thor-
oughly mixed, Bince dried blood s
guch & cheap and effective remedy, It
will pany anyone who ralses young
ealves by hand to have a little avall-
able whenever 5 calf shows slgns of
digorders In Ita digestive tract.

Proportion the Pig's Food.

Some recent experiments have ghown
very decidedly that the ldea of fead-
fng gralns and millstufls to hogs may
be carrled to such an extreme and s0
mich glven at & feed that the hogs
are not uble to uttlize thelr food to
the best advantage, says Farm Stoek
Journal. To avold this error some
farmers in practice have begun to feed
pasturs erops In summer extensively
and barn slops, vats, and clover and
alfalfa hay In winter. This practice
does away with the over feeding of
concentrated foml or gralns.

Bulky foods prevent the
socuring too many nutriments, and at
the same time distend and keep dis-
tended the digestive system, lending

| capacity and ability on the part of
| the digestive system Lo better utlllze

| food.

Hogs fed Inrgely upon corn, or
corn alone and pasture, can not glve
anywhere near the gains secured when

corn, bran, mifk and pasture, or corn,
bran, shorts and pasture, or corn,
barley, shorts, milk and pasture are

fed. The Ideu to be kept In mind s 1o
supply the growing and fattening nu-
trlents in about the same proportion,
supplylng more bulk to the feed while
the plgs are young, lessening this as
the perfod of growth mdvances, and
finishing with the more concentrated
foodu

Making the Soll Fine.
The importance of [requent culti-
vatlon during the growing season can-
not be over-estimated. The more thor-

| oughly the soll s stirred and pulver-

ized the better will be the crops. Many
do not understand this, thinking that
it there are no weeds of any account
nothing ueeds to be done. True, the
destruction of the weeds—robbers, as
they are—is Important, but the com-
minution of the soll is no less so; and
the retention of the moisture in our
hot, dry summers |s In no case behind
these, and all are met by [frequent
cultivation with the rlght implement.

| This may be the hoe, the garden rake,

or one of the various cultivators. Whean
the soil Is in falr conditlon a triangu-
lar eultivator, which can be spread or
nnrrowed a8 required and that has 12
or 15 teeth, ls s very good lmple-
ment.

The statement by an eminent agri-
culturist years ago that “tillage (s
manure,” is true, while it has its Hm-
its. The woll for must crops needs to
be rich, but when there is only moder-
ate ferillity muth may be gained by
good cultivation—and still more if It
be rich. The surface should be stirred
after avery raln, as soon as the ground
the
gprouting weeds and makes the poll
fine and fits it for the growing crop;
and the mellow surface relging the
moisture no Indispensable to all
growth.—National Stockman,

Cruelty in Shipping Fowls.

It is almost revolting to those who
disike cruelty to dumb animals to)
witness (he conditions existing at a
place where fowls are sold In coops on '
commission. Load after load of coops
arrive on Lhe hottest days, with the
poor btirds packed in them almost as

hog from |

venses somewhat; for, nine times out
of ten, it will not only result in the
losg of some of his birds, but also
causes the dealer to sacrifice the re-
milnder at a low price in order to
avold further loss.—Poultry Editor of
the Epitomist.

Reots as Food for Stock,

The root crops are grown for their
succilency rather than as nutritious
food. Experiments show that all reota
have a tendency to contaln an excess
of water, which In itself Is valueless
und some varietles are clalmed to
contaln water to a harmful degreo, In
the root crops a small deviation In
the percentage of water materially
affects the feeding value, as a ton of
one kind may contain twice as much
solid matter a8 a ton of another va-
riety. Il s an advantage, as well o8 a
necessity, therefore, that the farmer
ascertaln the welght of the sollds in a
crop, which he can do by sending sam-
ples to the stute experimont sta'ion,

The specific igravity of the Julee In a
gulde to lts feeding quality, hence,
when the denslty i highest in the
Juice and the whole root, the value of
the crop for feeding Is the greatest
The farmer can enslly ascertiln these
facts without the ald of the experiment
statlon, but the statlon can assist him
In arriving at a knowledge of the pro-
porticna of sugnr, protein and mineral
contents,  The proportion of suguar In
roold s Ilmpoertant, as the more sugar
the greater the vialue of tiie rools as
asslstants In fattening the animals.

There are fnrmers now living who
cant remember when the tomato was
small and watery and they have no-
ticed wonderful changes In  corn,
wheat onts and other plants that hive

been made by selection, The root crops
have also been improved, for every
vear new gl better varletles are of-

fered but more work Is before those
furmers who are willlng to improve in
that direction—The Epltomist.

Farm Topics.
Sheep respond quickly to kindness

Breed the best ewes (o the best
FRmes,

Clover ppature Is best for the young
Tamba

Sulphur fumes will disinfect  hen
houses

The new ram should bhe as good it

not better than the one sold

When fattening aheep In the pens, d.Clevelund Plain Denlor.

be punctual with the feeding hour.
When a breed s drapped Tor & larger
one, the ratlons minet be enlarged,

Each time you change breed you have
to learn a lot of things you never knew
before,

With plenty of milk as a starter,
young plgs will soun tuke to slop mais
of mill feed

Chickens are the best main  line
Ducks, geene, guineas and turkeys arp
zood side lipes.

The very best condition powders [or
the poultry consist of clean quarters,
good feed and pure waier.

There 18 Htile danger in having the
sow fatl if the food used to produce fot
Is of the proper Kind "

As soon as the lftle pigs begin to
eat, they wnre then practieally sup-
ported and demond less and less of
the mother.

As far ns can be done, the sows
should be bLred (o farrow thelr pigs
not later than the latter part of Sep-
tember,

Windbreaks,

As & windbreak, ns a shelter for
bulldings or as m screen for unsightly
objects, white spruce Is particularly
good, Its abllity to stand the trials
of bleak winds la well avsured, and It
Is unquestionably the mowt hardy of
the native spruces "

The white spruce is a quick growing
tree, ‘'ranking next to the Norway
gpruce or the white pine in that re-
speot. Thiz tree usunlly grows to
slxty or seventy feel In height, but oe-
caslopally reaches one hundred and
fifty feet, ‘The color of the follage
I a lght glaucous green, and when
young It forms an elegant tree of &
regular conlenl shape. Its habit is
dense, the branches and follage mak-
Ing an almost solld mass, which is of
courge so desired (n a troe to be used
for n windbreak. A little attention
to the proper planting of & windbreak
will repay one. 1L should not be a
mere stralght.row of irées, as ls s0
commonly seen.

A continnous belt of trees planted
irregularly make. 8 muck more pleas-
ing effect on the landscaps  and s
even more efficlent as a ‘‘break.”~
Garden Magaxine,

An Enemy of the Mosquito,
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A LIE OF ANGIENT ROME.

guﬁtnll:ilr of lnvl-lcrnl Romao b L
o one nlght was g o
With Il;I hie, hwoo, hoo,

Af he walked around the block,
And the moon was on the gmnd old

Colosssum
Profoundly  winhed that conscript peer
To huil o hansom clurloteer, *
With his_hie, haee, hoe,
An he trudged around tho bioek,
DBut !)F“;I“Isln'l have the Homan coln to fee

At JiBt he wald, “Great Caosar's ghont!
'm elther stolen. stroved or lost J
With my hic, hoeg, hoe.,
It is nearly threo o'clopk,
And seven moons are shining on the Tiber,
l\'rllmll(wi ton much mescems, since
uneh
On Heiplo's Falernlan  punch,
With rrl;)' hile, haee, hm":
And this walk around the Block
is hiard upon a jolly old Imbiber,”

At Inst he walked o fur, they sy,
He passed the noble Applan Way
With: him e, haoo, hoo—
_-\nd It gave hlm such o shook
Thut he iwlmost lost his Latin conjuga:
tion,
When a p

mwtorian on his round
That rushly

roaming Roman found,
And he sald, "Hae hune! »
It ye haven't got no bunk.
Come hither and I'll lock you In the sta
ton."

ﬁﬂ Inte next day to anclent Romae
That Henator went meekly hiome,
With him hle, haee, hoe,
It was four p.m, o'vlovk,
Al his  cnput seemed oo
Polyphemuy
When gueatloned,
Joa
He tervely answe

large for

“Whither didst thot

{1, Adlul!

1 have travelled every blog
With my hle, hnec, bt
Of this grand old town of F8

Remus!"

—The R

“Yon sny she  keeps  boarders ~
“No. | sald ‘she takes boarders.' ™'—
Milwaukee Sentinel

The Book Reviewer—The plot of
this novel was stolen, sure! The Po-

lice Reoporter—Ah! A second-stors
job, evidently! —Puck.

“Yes, but 1 really did see a happy
multl-millionaire  onece,” “What?"

“Yos; he had just made another mil-

llon."—Chiengo Tribune
Hate—"1 hate that man"” “What
has he ever done 1o yon?" *“Nothing,

but he was present opee when [ made

' a fool of mysell."—Chicago Record-
Herald

Stella—1 thought you sald you would
never marey s man with red hair,
Mary—I thought | wouldn't at the

time, bul he afterward proposed. —De-
trolt Free Press

“I thought Jim was going to marry
the banker's daughier,” “Oh, he
do better than that" “ilow?,
marrying the jceman's daug

Bthol—1 showed pa ne of your
poems and ho-derfelighted. Serib-
bler—Indeed! Hihel—Yes; sald It
was B0 b he thought you'd probably
be able to earn & living at something
elge.—Judge,

“Won't you be bothered In Europe

by vyour deficlent knowledge of
French?” “Not at all,” answered Mr.
Dustin 8ax. “It will prevent me from

belng hothered in Paris by inquiries
nbout how 1 got my money,”—Wash-
Ington Star,

“Our olub meetings,” said Mrs. Up-
plseh, “are attended by the best peo-
ple—the bralns and cualture of the
city,” "Indeed,” exclaimed Mrs. Knox,
“and do your swell soclety folk really
condescend to assoclate with them?"
—Philadelphian Press.

“George," sald she, “do you really
think wa ought to have an elevator In
our new house!' “Why not? “Who
would run 1t?7" “Why, you of course,”
sald George. "You run everything else
In the house, Why not the elevator?
—Detroit Free Press.

“I've hall a mind Lo wrile & magh-
zine sonnet.” “Go shead—thnt's just
what it takes."—Cleveland Leader.

“Is your business on a runoing
basis yet?' "I should say so; [ al
ways run when | see a creditor com-
Ing."—Princeton Tiger,

“George,” sald Mrs. Ferguson, “I
know it s early ip the evening yet,
but would you mind lylng down an
the lounge and taking & nap?" “What
for?* asked Mr. Ferguson. “Becanss.
the baby is fretful, and your snoring
always lulls him to sleep."—Chlcago
Tribune, o

“And when all your reforms are es-*
tablished, what will happen then?"
“Well," moswered the man who is
ecarnest, but not bigoted, “I suppose
a lot of the other reformers will arlse
and want to go back to the good old
days of thelr forcfathers."—Wash-
ington Star.

“Why s It," queried the American
globe-trotter, “that our Amerlean girls
are 80 much more attracllve fo for
elgners with titles than yon Englsh
girin?"

—Chlcago Dally Newa

matron, “how much money my
band drow out of this bank
weok!” “I can't give you that
atpy, ma'am," answered the
the ‘cage. “You're the payl

"I don't know," snapped the
Boglish beauty; "unless It's becauss
they have more money and iw sonpe.”

“I want to know," ‘séld the I!ﬁl ;
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