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down the brown leathsr pockast hook which

tained the all-important dispatol

Ll". c as thenght Tom snatehad {8 up wity
the fnsk o0 { rupponl; onee out=ide, e threw
tue Ladk to the W inds and wade Lor the cut-

ntrary, in trath, he siu ply thres
flat upon his stomach, and, by
f the snake trick on which he had so
| himself of old, w gld  past the
contries with the stealth and noise-

us
5 “ s of au Indian scout, Having passed
I[:. last one he tod ik the |ll(‘k|'[ book from
Letween his teath, where he had carried it
fur safety, and folding the precious dispatch
peatly to balf its former sizs, consigned it

to alittle pocket within the breast of his

scarlet and black striped waistcoat, one

which lnd been put thers by Capt. Ferrars'
orders, so that the lad might carry a few
shillings in safety, and without fear of being
relie ¥ f it by pickpocketa

Then be threw the book away, and with a

i in tha direction of the camp, tnrnad
his fa townrl the five miles of diffficulty
and danger which lay between him and the
mssion vhich he bad taken upon hims:If—
pay, which he bad in reality stolen frowm

him to whom it bad been intrusted—
dittieult, becnuse of the inky darkness
of the night, and of his ignorance of
the surrounding eountry (an Ignorance

which his master would greatly have loss
enixl by means of a Compass and a plan, two
w of which Tom bad not thought);
rous, because almost every yard of the
ristled with rebel muskets, evory post
int was guarded and wat-hed by
rebel troops,

i lad's brave spirit never failed him
for an instant, He had wot stood upon the
tropezs platform and locked grim death
bard in the face to be faint of Leart now,
needed all his couraga,
thought of the barm be might

artie

wh
He never

be doing, still less of the risk he was run
nin ly that bis master, the captain, hal
been sent on this errand of danger and that
e, owing to bis small sizs and elasticity of

int and muscle, and the particular form
ining which he bad undergons in the
ircus, contld easily go in safety where his
master evull not expoct to eseape dotection;
nay, where be very well knew bhis master
ot escape with his life,

for a moment that ha stood
g back upon the ecamp, which shel-
he loved on earth: bs cou.d hear
dy and measured tramp of the sen-
yat hand; he could ses the wore
lights, Tben a mist of tears blurrel
o.  He dashsd his band neross his
plunged Into the darknes; and was

Byes,
gune,

CHAFTER V,

Meantime, having seon that his revolvers
wera in perfect order, Bootles set about
dressing bimselt for his expedition. He
discarded bis spurs anl sword, and, in
deod, everything which might swrve to
attract attsantion to him or make bhim an
object more easily discornible in the darknss
of the night,

Thers wera among other things lyinr upon
the makeshift table, a tin of milk biscuits, a
jar of potted game, and a bottle nearly full
e poured oul a tambler tall of
the wine and hastily spread some of the
po'ted pums upon tho biscuits, tha. con-
tinu«d his preparations, eating as bo moved
about the tent,

“What a long tim» that boy
thought, impatiently,

Tom was not usually so long about his
mastor's erranda, and his master, not un-
naturally rerhaps, wondered at s being so
then, when there was so nuuch need for
baste, However, he pulled on his long
cloak, whieh covered h'm up from bead to
foot, and slivped a dark blue eloth polo cap
upon his head—this was safer than to wear
the gold-laced foraga cap of an officar,

And then, just as ho was geing to button
bis cloak, be remembered the pocket book, |
and turnsd to take it,

But it was gone!

of sh

Ty,

is" he

But it was gone!

Bootles stood for a mo:mnent stariny at the
place he bad leil it down in the
stupefnection of intenss surprisa. He bad
put it down just there, hoside his flask, and
with li's glove:! He was certain of it—he
could positively swear to it,

What en earth had got the thine?

He roused himsolf trom his tewildarment,
and turned aill bis pocke's out, ran to ths

whaoroe

brass-bound revolver case and examined it; |
back to the table, and tossal everything
that was upon it over and over, Made |

quite sura, in facl, that pocket book and |
dispatch wers alike missing, and not to be |
foun,

He felt it was no use staying thers, wast-
lug his preciops time in ransacking boxes
urning out pockets which he bhal not

|l that day. The colonel must be told

onee; 50, with a mighty effore, Bootlas
pulled h mself together, and went out with
A sinking heart to tell the tale of his own
shame and dishonor,
rthas dil he, in the agony and distress
of nund which overwhelmed him, designata

the carelessness, or the unsuspiciousness,
which bad allowed him to trust the honesty
of ot He naver for a moment suspocted
young Tom of beieg the thisf, but he did

think it just within the bounds of possibility
tiat, while he had been bending down over
‘ase of revolvers, some one had quietly
in and carried off the pocknst book.
it came out after a while—after
hal got through that te-ribla inter-
ity the colonel—tarrible becanss of
n it gave to both of them—after he
given up his sword and his parols of
nor, and thon had passed the night in his
eut alome, lying miserably in his hammoek

.',_ '“_.,,- not dificult for him to pass them;

| the

| i his throat and a blazy in

There could be no furtber doubt that T m
now wias the delinquent—nobody hind 1he
slightsst doubt abang it, not even Bootlws
himsalf, the be stoutly declyw:|] Lis=

ugh ¥ bis
Lef in the lad, and maintaine | that 1

ecould make him think younre T Wis o
traitor, excopt the most absoloty ol
tive proof that such was the enso For onee
Lacy was absolutely angry with Lis best

Criend,

"My dear chap,” he said, in tones which

were distincily tones of

remonstrancs,
though he trisd to make them those of ealm
reasonablenessy, “what—er—more pwroof
ean you want or havel The boy was sent
to get your Hask filled with bwrandy: he did
notgot it filled with bwrandy or anything
A but it is found instead onlv a fow var Is
Yyour own tent, ,

The boy is gone—the
_.I spatch is gone too, Nobo ly else in
the whole camp is | It is wreally,
Bootles, perfectly absurd to twry io shi

sSlNg.

the young wrascal any longer. The dis-
pateh—ui —could not go by jtself—it's ab>
surd—it — er—isn't in wreason.”

.II.” reasoia or out of reason, Idon't and
won t beliave that the boy has sold me,”
Bootles asserteld obstingioly,

“But be bas stolen the dispateh,” Laey

persisted, I
| "Ob, nonsensel What on earth should he

do with it whea he bad Eot it?

_"\'v hy, hand it over to Awrabi, of course,

What else should be do with itl” retorted

Lacy, sbarply.

Ol be has nover done that, though soine

one else may, That is lik Ay enough,” an
swered Bootles carelssly,

But Beotles knew very well in his heart
that it must have been Tom and no other

who hal taken the pocket book from off his
teble, the ugh he did mot for a moment be-
lieve that the lad had sold him,

The true solution of the mystery was that
the bor, by listening cutside the colonel's
tent, bad, aecording to his iten, gathored
the cbject of the mission with which his
master had been chargal, and with that
knowledge had also gleansd a very correct
idea of the danger which must attend it—
that be had solen the dispateh, and was
now in biding, with the ignoraut idea that
if it were not there to be ta en, his master
could not take it. That young Tom had
neiually set off from the Scarlot Lancers'
camp to carry that paper across the five
miles of difficult and dangerous country
which lay betwesn the two British camps
was an iden which never entored lor a mo-
ment into Bootles' ealculations,

jut his opinion was not shared by any one
else, at least no one else bit upon that fdea
as & solution of the mystery of Tom's con-
duct, and Bootles did not tell any one what
be thought; he only stoutly maidtained that
he did not believe, and that he never would
believe, short of positive proof to tha con-
trary, that the lad had sold him.,

So that miserable morning dragged its
slow length along. What a long, long day
it wasl The ent re camp seemed paralyesl by
the loss of that paper, which had containel
instructions for a simultaneous attack upon
the city and the rebal forces on tha third
day from the date of sending the Mspatch.
It was useloss to send out a dup'icate; for
not only was tha eyphor probably alrealy

in the hands of Arabi, but the vigllance o |

the rebels wonld be greatly increisad, and
so render it fmpossibla for & mess:nger to
pass between the two British eamps,

Towards evening, when tha shale: of
night were gathering around, an attemp
was made to signal to the other eamp by
means of electric Lights. Hitherto their
trinls in this respiet had boon but dismal
failures, and it was as a last resort that the
Scarlet Lancers attemptad it now,

To their intonss surprise, however, ithe
answering flashes eame back with pra ision
and evident understanding, very differsnt
from the confused answers thay had ree
before, This time there could ba no mistak
ing their meaning, and apparently th

40 On

the distant shore were expariencng the :ame |

enlightenment.

BAl right!—Got your message.-
as you direct.”

The signalist put the message tomether,
and the group of officers who wers standing
round him stood staring blanklv into ons
another's faces, struck dumb with astonish-
ment anl surprise,

“Are you quite sure! askel Hartoz at
length of the officer who was in charge of
the signals,

The signalist—a very smart engincer—
langhed,

“Yas, Quite sure,” he answeral
1en that boy earried the message tosave
Bootles|" Hartog exclaimel,

“B—y Jovel" ejaculatal Lacy, “anl I've
heen vigorously blackening tha poor little
fellow's character al—1 day—evewry time I
had a chanes, I—er—feel beastly ashamed

Wil act

| of myself."

“Ask again—ask who took the message,
anl if he is there now? sugzestel Har'ogto |
engineer, who compled willlugly
enough, and sent the inquiry flashinz w.oross
the rapidly darkening in which the
brilliant stars were beginuning to shins cut
one by ona,

sky

Then the reply eame back in o reries of
vivid flushes:
A boy left eamp on return jouriaey wilh

| reply before daylight.”

“Then the rebels hava got him,” IHartog
eried, excitadly, “'Poor little chap, they've
got him sure encugh.”

The nows spread throngh the camp in
next to ro time, and within hall an hour,
voung Houp-La had as manv good words
spoken for hum as during the day ho bad ha |
bad ones, Everybody had some hine plea-
ant tosay in favor of the brave lictle lad,
wiro had thus heroiea'ly risked bis life, and,
poor fellow, had probably already lost it, for
the snke of the master woom bLe loved with
the fidelity of a dog.

As for his master, he went straight to the
colonel and asked, with a strange bukines
his blue oyves,
that a searching party might be sent out at
once, and as far as was safe, in case th lad
had been disabled and could not reach (hs
camp.

“(ertainly, certalnly—and go yours:if, if
vou care to do it, Ferrers,” said the colonel,
Yurrielly, brushing his hand across his eyoes
“Go youse £, if you care to doit. I bave
mu h pleasure in returning your svord, 1
am sure I sincerely hopa the lal has come
tono harm. 'Pon my soul, he is the hero
of the campaign—'pon my soul he is" and
then the kindly colonel shook his favorite
by the hand, and brushed the uther across
his eyes ones more,

Bootles said *Thank you, sir,”

and went

oat without another word, chiefly becausa

thers was a lump in his throat which made
speech difficult

It was not long befors a party was ready
to start, with Bootles at its head, to search
for the missing boy. Nor was it very lo
beiore they found him —perhaps a mile from

the rebel cutposts—lying behind a clump of

with his arm flung asross his syes Then it | trees, faint and ghastly pale, his mouth

’ wme out ! How bis flask, & handsome | parched and drv, and his «barp, young face
iy g . disto h pain.

slver thing, with crest and monogram em- | drawn and distortad with y

e ) - ; Bootles was the first to hear bis moan, and

ned upon it, had Leen (ound as sson as

morning light broks over the camp, not | turned the light of the bull's-eye he carried
- 'y vards away from his tent, how | upon the plece whoncs the sound came, I

ing Tom bad nover been at all to got the | another mement he was down upon hs
brandy for which his master had s nt him, | knces beside the prostrats form of the ball

n bow you g Tom was missing, awl bad |1
' becn soon by any one in the camy

% the seviry on duty outside the colonel's |
et had aceosted him with *““'Elo, younz | |
La, and what may you ba a-doing of

Lastly —and worst confirmation of all—how
the missing pocket book had been fcund just
“ulside the most ad vanced outnosts

of the searcbers bad brought, and beld it &

necnscious boy.

Young Houp-La vagusly recogniss! his
naster as be tenderly raised h's bead upon
ubs ArTIL

“Water!" he gaspel, painfully.

Bootles filled tbe cup which formel the
ower half of bis flask with watar, which one

the poor parchel lips. Itessmal to put new
life into him, for be liled his hoad aud
lookad wildly round

“Tell the eapt'n I got th
swer is in my wes'cout »
got back as wall,
pottad ma,
I coulin't s

vesafs, Thean-
-kt I couldn't
bem Arab devils
1l erawiol as far's 1 efald, but
no further, v 1 soe the
camp lights jes' ahoad.” ‘Toen he percaived
that Boo bending down over him,
| his kind faes céovulsed with grief and smo
l-l“;l.
“Is that yon, sirf” he said, in a tons of
gentle relief and sati<faction, “Dou't take
on ahout me, sir. 1 ain't worth it.”

88 was

“Where are you burt, wy boyl” Bootlea |

asked in a chokiag vo.ca

“SBomewhere about the groin, sir. It's no

usa trying to move me," secing that two of
the men bhad openel a stout blanket and
were preparing to receive him, “It'sall

over with me now, Don't you put yoursell
out about me, sir, I ain't worth it,"

“Try and drink a drop of this," sail
Bootles, holding the cup once more to his
lip. It had brandy in it this time,

“It min't no good, sir,” he persisted, but
be swallowed the brandy and water, and
then they raised Lim very gently and lifted
bim on to the rug. Not so geatly, though,
bot that ha groanad and moansd pitacusly
with the pain, and slippxd off into delirium
again, talking wildly all the way back to
camp of the sucecss of his expolition, and
how the commanling officor of the other
camp, who bad received the dispatch from
him, had pattsd him on the shouller and
bai eall+1 him a brave lad, and bade him
God spead and a safe return,

Anl they, when at last they got him Into
eamp anid rn to an ambu'ances cot, he came
to his own senses again for a little time, and
Lade them send for the colonsl that he might
give the dispatch into his own handa

“You're not angry, sir!’ be said, implor-
ingly, as the colcnel took the paper. *
knew the eapt'n coulda't go safo whers I
could, and I thought as 'ow it wounldy'
matter so much if augh: happensl to
You're not angry with ma, are vou, siry”

“No, my boy, © not,"
the colonsl, huskily, *“You are the bravest
lad in the army 1 am proud of you, very
proud.”

Tom Bnow drew himse!f up as straightly
a4 he could against his master's breast,
where ha ha | been lying ever sinoe they put

him down upon th: bed, end endsas 1t
salute the imanding ofcar, gok

there,” he said, looking rouad at the face:
about him, “and I got back 'oms again, It
don't any of it matter now," and then he
slippad off again and wanderei on about the
hoat anl the glare ef the sunshine, of his
awful thirst, and the pain of his wound, As
last ho tried %o turn his bead round to louz
a. Bootles,

“Are yon thera, sir™ be asked, in a clear
and seasilile volco.

e

" Are you there, sir?" he asked, in a clear
and sensible voice.

“Ye:, my boy," answerel Bootles, prass

ing the lad's head against his choek, anl

holding him quile tigl rainst his hea t, as
it he could not bear to let the all-powerful
enemy, fast stealing upon them,
wrest that faithful young lite away from
him.

The minutes passed slowly away and In-
tense silence reigned throughout the tent:
sudlenly Tom spoke again:

“]l ¢in't in no pain now, sir,” he said with
a satisflied sigh; “but I'm orful tire 1.

“Try and sleep a littls," said Bootlea

“Yes; I think I'll try. 1'm orful tirel.”

Then thore was silence again—a silonca
longer, deeper, more profound than that |
which bad Dbeen befcra—broken, indeel,
only by the sound of the boy's sharp-drawn
treath, Then that, too, grow feinter and
less labored, and Bootles held theslight form |
wet closar in his arms—held it il the lust
Yaint sigh bad flutterad through the whit-
ened lips—held it, ev n though he knew par- |
fectly woll tka: ths brave hero-soul had
slipped away—leld it elosar and clower still, |
becanss he did not dare to look on the
brave white face which hal besn faithful
even to the very end, anl had paid aJdebt of
gratituds even by the sacriflce of lifa

1t was Lacy wbo approachsd him flrst, |

“You'd betler come away now, Bootles |
old fellow," he said permasively. “You
can't do tha poor little chap any gool now,”

Boot es allow~1 one of the dociors to un- |
fold his arms and take the little body from
him. Then he stvod up and looked down
upon it as it lay stil and sileat upon Ilml
b, the sharp, young facs et rest and peace- |
ful now,

“[ knew ha hadn't sold me,” ha sald in a
sbaking voles. *“Gol blees him! he loved
me better than him-elf ;" and thn beturned
away and strode out into the darikn.ss alose, |

THE END.

Mra. Treat, in bor “Home Studies in Na-
ture,” savs of bluebirds: When a pair of
bluebirds succexd in rearing thras broods
in a season, in the autumn thess broods
unite and s ay with the parents, making a
little flock of about fourteen. All the aa
tumn through they keep together, fesding
from the samo» bushes—poks, ampelopsis and
other wild berries—and upon siray insects
The first cold davs of December s:nd them
to the eedar swamps, whara great numbers
congregate,  Here, too, large flocks of robins
keep them company. But each mild day
brings the bluebirds from their retreat back
to their unforgotten bome, and theras is |
nothine more fascinating in bird life than to
soe the frolics of the young biras and the
grave demeancor of the parenia The young
visit thy various hous2s ia which thay ware
rearad, sometimes two or thres enteringat |
the same tims, and all th: while kespingz up |
their luw, sweet twitterin -, ns i conversing

who was

Bpeaking of Georgs Woolbary's “Life of |
Pie," a critic says: And yet a sadler or
more disheartening story could not well be
told. Thera is bardly a gleam of brightness
to relieve the somb-r shadow of a l'f+ that
might anl ought to bave been so full

I.--mlE\' tlrm (| if— worth, :‘rIIJF '“;1!‘ "; ":r-t' LY 'mer wrap, and dad savs she clawed
a ) - v at n e 'y L

SRS (P T E sl them ducats for sure. I'he hired girl
wenkn s and febleness of purpos: mal

him a wreck from the goart.  He was mal 8 ng to be married next week, and
ap of the most econtradictory eloments; s dad and marm and me believe she
nature wa: many-si led; but thers was a [ata raked in the :take to go on a bridal
flaw in it all, Th» mest charitabls thins to |tour. Tell you what m ster. when |

think of him is that, if not actually msane,
he alwavs trembled on ths verge of insinity

angwearad |

bave taken itP"’

clews, eh?"’

elews till you can't rest
off and camp out, and dad thinks I
eribbed the money,

the bood!le,

see how many clews can be p.cked up
lon a litile ease | ke this it makes me
and was often irresponsible both for his | anxious to know whieh of us w Il eome

| words and actions, | out on top."'-

PITH

—A man down East is lectur'ag on
“Mince P.e.”' St'll he does not toll u-
what is in it.—Ol City Derrick.

~ We presume that if General Frank
Hatton journeved to Russia he would
become General Frank Hattoff —Cur-
rend.

—A thief cancht in the act sa'd to
the ancient orator Demosthenes: ‘1
didn't know it was yours.”' *“No," was
the re}'bly; “but you knew it wasn't
yours.''—(Golden Days.

—The discovery has been made that
the world does not revolve with the
same momentum it did a thousand
vears ago, but t still swings round fast
enongh to satisfy the man wth a
heavy bill coming due.—Chieago 1rib
une.

—1It is ea’'d that a successful type-
setting machine has at last been put in
operation. We go right smart on ma-
chinery, but we want to see it trot
around the office hunt ng sorts and
stealing leads lefore we take much
stock in it. — Chicago Ledger.

—A dude, who fell off a New York
ferry-boat. offered uny one who would
save his life #1.50. The offer waa final
ly aceepted by an old woman who
wanted cap'tal to set up an apple-stand
but she didn't make a move until this
fact was fully exp'a'ned to her fellow-
passengers.—Delroil Free Press.

—Nothing makes a man prouder than
to find when he has got his garde
nicely la’d out and the seeds all in, that
every hen within a mile of h'm seem
determined to have a claw in the job,
and show him how she would have ar-
ranged matters 'f he had consulied her.
—Fall Rwer Advance.

—Then and Now.

He called me Popsey, Sweet, and Pet,
When wa hegan onr married life,

His gulding star, his loved Aunctte,
His hope, his Joy, his darling wife,

These fond endearmenta are all o'er,
And though hils heart no doubt I8 tras,
1 hear those pretty names no more,
For now he calls may “say there, you!"

—Judge—*Did you witness the ace
degt?” VitnesssBe] d'd." Judge
At what distance?"" Witness—*Six-

-seven feet and nine inches." Judg
—+*How do you know so exactl\?
Witness—*Well, I knew that I woul!
be summoned, and I prepared mys If
for all the foolish questions that I knew
would be put to me in a court of law."
—N. Y. Telegram.

—Tenant (to owner ot East Side Har
lem flat): *Some of the plaster in my
kitchen fell down last night, and 1

| want you to fix it.”” Landlord: **What
caused it?' Tenant: “The man whe
occupies the floor above sneezed.™
Landlord: “Well! Some people think
becauce they pay twenty-two dollars a
month rent they can carry on just as if
they lived in a Roman citadel.—N, Y.
Independent.

—_— e ————————

AN ECUADCRIAN CITY.

Some of the FPeculinritiea Which Distir.
gulsh the City of Guayaquil,

There is no freah water in town, but
all the people use is brought on rafts
from a place tweaty m les up the river.
and is peddled about the place in casks
carried upon the backs of donkevs or
men. The donkeys all wear pantalet-
tes—not, l!tl“"(l\'f'l'. from motves of
| modesty, as the native children all go
entirely naked, and the men and women
nearly so—but to protect their legs ani
bellies from the gaddy, which bites
fiercely here. Bread as well as wate
is peddled about the town in the same
way, but vegetables are brought down
the river on rafts and in dugouts,
which are banled up on the beach in
long rows. and present a busy and in-
teresting scene.

Guayaquil 8 famons for the finet
pineapples in the world, great jucy
fruits, as white as snow and as swect
as honey. It is alsofamous forits hats
and hammocks, made of the pita fber,
a sort of palm. The well-known Pun-
ama hats are all made in Guaya ul
but get their name beecause Panamn
merchants formerly contioled the
trade. They arec bra'ded under wi @
by raftive women, of strands often
twelve and fifteen feet long, and fine
ones Are very expensive A woman
often takes two and three woeks t
braid a single hat, wh ch sells for five
or six dollars, and wears forever. |
saw a hat in Guayagqu'l which ‘s said
to be worlh £250. It was mude of »
single straw or fiber, as fine as  threwd
and as soft as silk, and the woman who
made it was engaged four months in
the work.

The qunine trade has almost died
out, as the forests of Feualor hawv
been stripped of the bark, and the troe-
havethus beendestroyved. Inthemean
time, the trees have been int oduced
into the East Ind es by ‘he Br t'sh Go:
ernment. where they have been eu'ti
vated with great sueoess, thus seeuring
a better quality of quinine with less
trouble. Quinine or Peruvian bark
was discovered by the Jesuits in Feua

AND POINT,

dor in 1630, and was named *chin-
chona,” after the Conntess of Ch'n
chona, the w fe of the Vieeroy, —Guay-

aquil Cor. Chicago Inter-fOcean.
“n»

Clews All Around

A boy about twelve years old re-
ported to a poheeman the other day
that a robbery had occurred at the
house under very mysterious circum-
stances. The sum of twenty-five dol.
lars, wh'ch was in a china-vase on o
bracket, had taken wings.

“Were any of the doors or windows
tound Dl.wu?" asked the officer,

“No."

“Any visitors in the house who might

“No."
“And vou haven't picked up any

“That's the trouble, sir--there's

I want to go

Dad wants to go
to Chisago, and marm thinks he's got
Marm wants a new sum-

VERY TRUE, SO MAY YOuU.

Young man, you say you want a wife

Tu bless y our home sud cheer your life,

A WOmRn ITUe 'n every way

Who does her duty every dav:

Whose love is strong and good and pure,

A love that wins and holds scoure;

A wife that will not scold and fret

And make you wish you ne'er |

Whose presence is a shin ng light;

Whose counsel guldes aud ko ps you right;

Who tries to please in little things,

And to your home rare comfort brings;

A woman who knowa how to mind

Her own business, that's the kind;

Who loves her home and stays right there

And does not run "round everywhere

To goss ' p and to ldly chat

And tell the ne' ghbors this or that;

Who, when you e troubled, cheers you upy

And swectens every bitter oup:

Who, when you're sick, will nurse you

through,

As only loving hands ean do,

Young man, take my advice in this,

If you're in search of perfect bliss,

In weighing girls, sce that you place

Good sense ‘ga nst beauty, wenlth or grace,

My friend, vou th nk that von are wise,

But some shrewd g nay shut your eyes;

You think you know just what you need,
Impressions may mislead,

er men have thought too,

But they got fooled, and so may yon

—Camden Posk

——

FARMING IN MAINE.
Observations of William Nye, the
Veracious Chronicler.

met;

Slelgh-Riding and Corn-Hoelng—A Great
Stone Crop=—The Wormless Railroad
Ple -Gathering the Cran=
berry Crop.

The State of Maine isa good place in
which to experiment with prohibition,
but it is not a good place to farm it in
very largely.

In the first place, the season is gener-
ally a little reluctant. When I was up
near Moosehead Lake a short time ago
people were driving across that body of
water on thoe ice with perfeet jm-

feres with the farming
in Maine. If a young man is sleigh-
riding every night till midnight he

SLEIGITING TILL MIDNIGIHT.

don’t feel like hoeing corn the follow-
ing day. Any man who has ever had

his feet frost-bitten while bugging
potatoes will agree with me that it

takes away the charm of pastoral pur-
snita, It is this desire to amalgamate
dog days and Santa Claus that has in-
jured Maine as an agricultural hotbed.
Another reason that might be as-
signed for refraining from agrieultural
pursuits in Maine is that the agitator of
the soil finds when it is too late that
soil itself, which is essential to the suc-
eessful propagation of erops, has not
been in use in Maine for years. While
all over the State thore is a magnificent
stone foundation on which a farm might
safely rest, the superstructure, or farm
proper, has not been secured,

fitted out with Yale time lock. make
the best fire and burglar-proof wormless
| pics of commeree. They take the place
of eivil war, and as a promoter of intes-
tine strife they bave no equal.

THE WAY TO BREAK THE

WORMLESS
RAILROAD PIE OF COMMERCE,

The farms in Maine are fenced in
with stone walls, 1 do not know why
this is done. for I d'd not see anything
on these farms that any one woul
paturally vearn to earry awayv with him.
I san some '«IIII“‘]‘ in one of these in
closures,  The'r steel-po nied bills were
Iving on the wall near them, and they
were resting their jaws in the erisp
frosty morning a'v. In another in-
closure a farmer was planting clover
seed with a hypodermie syringe, and
covering it with a mustard plaster He
sa'd that last year h's clover was a
complete falure beeanse his mustard

punity. That is one thing that inter- |

business | s, :
| clover seed, missing the warm stimulus,

TAKES AWAY ALL DESIRE TO HOE CORN
THE NEXT DAY.

1f I had known when | pr!“a-ll through
Minnesota and Illino's what a soil
famine therea was in Maine, I would
have brorght some with me.

The stona erop this year in Maine |
will be very great. If they do not
rack open during the dry weather
there will be a great many. The stone
ruise is also looking unusually well
for this season of the year, and chil-
Ja'ns were in full bloom when I was
there,

In the nelghborhood of Pittsfield the
country seems to run largely to cold
water and echattel mortgages. Some
hink that ram has always kept Maine
ek, but [ elaim that it has been wet
leet.

The agrlenltural resources of Pitls-
field and viuinir{ are not great, the prin-
cipal exports being spruce gum and
Christmas trees. IHere also the huckle-
perry hath her home. But the conntry
secms to run largely to Christmas trees.
I'hey were not yet in bloom when I vis-
it the State, so it was too early to
zather popeorn balls aosd Christmas
presents,

Here, near Pittsfield, is the birthpiace
of the only original wormlcss dried-
apple plo with which we generally in-
sult our gastrie economy » hen we lunch
along the railroad. These ples, when
properly kiln-dried and riveted, with
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german silver monogram on top, if

plasters were no good. He bad tried to

save money by using second-hand
mustard plasters, and of eourse tho

neglected to rally, and the erop was a
fuilure.

Here may be noticed the canvas-back
moose and a strong antipathy to good
rum. 1 do not wonder that the people
of Maine are hostile to ram—if they
judge all rum by Maine rum. The
moose is one of the most gamey of the
finny tribe. Ile is caught in the fall of
the year with a double barrel shot-gun
and a pair of snow-shoes. He does not
bite uunless irritated, but little boys
should not go near the female moose
while she is on her nest. The mascas
line moose wears a hare lip and a hat
rack on his head, to which is attached
a placard, on which is printed:

[ terssisael
: P9 PrLease Keer OFF THE GRASS,
PR o ] SRR [T Gl hGad .
This shows that the moose is a hu-
moriat.

GATHERING THE CRANBERRY
WITH A BTOMACH PUMP.

CROP

Near I'ea Cove 1 saw a strange s'ght.
A favmer was rowing around over his
eranberry  orchard in a skl 1 stood
up on the stone wall and watehed him
for some time, beeanse 1 am greatly in-
terested in farming, and dearly love to
wateh any one else who may be engaged

in manual labor. It was a long time
before | eonld make out what he was
doing. At last, however, 1 figured it

out, and I was very much surprised,
indeed. for T had never seen horticulture
earried to that extent, and, as Mr. Say-
ward would remark, I thought he was
earrying that thing too far."

Many will doubt my word, and [
would not have believed it myself if any-
one ¢lse had told me, but the man was
actually poeking eranberries out of his
submerged orchard with a stomach
pump. 1 have one of the eranberries
at home now.—Ulill Nye, wn Doston
.“\'ﬂrl-hi‘q ilobe.

———— el A A

He Knew the Climate
Commereial Traveler's Wife —~**Now,
my dear, what coat will yon take with
It almost yvour linen

duster w.ll be enough, | guess.™

vou? s June;

C. T. —*Lay out my fur overcoat, my
heavy cloth overcoat, my spring over-
"l’IT :|'|'i ms l'”l'” llli'il‘.r-.'

CT.'s W.—="Why., my dear!—You
are joking, ain't you?''

b 1 ‘wrtainly not.  I'm going to

trave! in New England.' — Hoston ( ours

wer.

—1In the Bernese Oberland a parrot
one day made its eseape and ;)n'!‘l'hn'l| on
the rain trough of a farm house in the
neighborhosl.  The ftarmer, who had
probalily  never been out of his native
village, brought a ladder to eapture the
stranoe anfmal.  When he had =eached
the top nnd was reaching out his hand
the parrot called out: *What do” vou
want? What do you want?' The
astonished peasant at onee took off his
cap and said: O, 1 be your pardon, 1
thonght you were a bird!"'— Mstzetheill.

- -

~The Bank of Spain, on a eapiial of
150,000,100 pesctas, had, by a repot
just issued, a deposit secount of over
2H0,000,000  pesetas, beaides notes in
cirenlation to the value of 418,417,600
[-11“'1:.- and a total liab Jity account of
$19,770,110 pesetas. A Spanish pesela
equals 1.3 cents in American money.

In the eourse of a recent Montana
eattle case a cowboy testified that *'a
maverick is somebody else’s call that
you get your brand on tirnl"




