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1=, MAVOR'S STONY,
dove that followed the
Roek Christimgs  wepe
TSI E] g nnd wenry. but
t for the brightest of oy

lite would I ehitinge them now, for, ns
after the baruing heat or rocking storm
the dying day Hes beantiful in the ten-
der glow of the eveulng, go these d;:_\.-i
have lost their wenriness wd He bath
od In 8 misty glory, ‘The years thnt
bring us many ills and that pass so
stormfully over us hear away with
them the ueliness, the weariness, the
pain, thot are theirs, but the beauty,
the swectness the rest, they leave un-
touched, for these nre eternal,  As the
wountalns, that near at linnd  stand
Jagged and searred, in the far distance
reposed In thelr soft rolws of purple
haze, 80 the rough present fades into
the past, soft and sweet and beautiful,

1 have set myself to recall the pain
and anxicty of those doys and nights
when we walted in fear for the turn
of the fever, but I can only think of the
patience and gentleness and courage of
her who stood beside me, bearing more
than half my burden. And, whilé I ean
soe the face of Leslic Graeme, ghastly
or flushed, aud hear his low moaning
aor the broken words of his delirfum, I
think ehietly of the bright fuce bending
over Ll and of the ¢ool, firm, swift
moving hands thit soothed and smooth-
ed and rested, and the volee, like the
soft song of a bird in the twilight, that
never falled to bring peaces

Mrs. Mavor and 1 were much togeth-
eor daring those days. I made my home
in Mr. CUraig's shack, but most of my

time was spent beshile my friend. We
did not soe el of Cralg, for he was
heart Jdeep with the miners, laying
n r the making of the league the
Tollowing bur«day, and, though lie

amdl was ever
Lis thought and
to do with the

shared our anx
ready 1o relleve 1
Lis tulk hnd
league,

Mrs, Mavor's evenin
the miners, Lot her noons mostly
to Gracie and to me, amd then It waa
I gaw nnother side of her character,
We would sit in her little dining room,
where the pletunm wills, the
quilnt old silver and Lits of curlously
cut glass o]l spoke of other and dif-
ferent days. and thenee we would roam
the world of literature and art. Keenly
soensitive to all the good and heautiful
in these, she had her favorites among
the masters, for whom she was ready
to do battle, and when her argument,
fnstinct with faney and vivid hwsagion-
tlon, falled she swept away all oppos.
ing opinfon with tlie swift rush of her
entbusinem, though 1 felt ghe
was beaten, 1 was left whout words
20 reply., Shakespeare and Tennyson

[

aund Burns she loved, but not Bhelley

ety

s wore glven to

s on the

g0 taat,

or Byron or even Wordsworth, Brown- |

ing she knew not and therefore conld
not rank him with her nolilest three,
Lut when 1 read to her “A Death In

the Desert” and eame to the noble | months he had broken throngh all re- Ricketts had dropped on his knees,

words at the end of the tale,
“For all was ap I ray, nnd now the man
Lies as he once lay, breust to brenst with

God,”
the light shone !In her eyes, and she
«ald: “Oh, that Is good and great! |
shall get much out of him. 1 had al-
svays feared he was Impossible.” And
“Paracelsus,” too, stirred her. But
when I recited the thrilling fragment,
“Prosplee,” on to that clesing raptue-
s cry,

“Then & light, then thy breast—

Ok, thou soid of my soul, 1 shall clasp

thee apain,

And with God be the rest!”

the red color faded from her cheek, her
breath came In a sob, and she rose
quickly and passed out without a word.
Ever after Prownlng was among her
gods. But when we talked of music
she, adoring Wagner, soarcd upon the
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| wings of the mighty “Tannhavser’
| far above, Into regions unkmown, leav-

Ing me to walk soberly with Beethoven
and Mendelssobn. Yet with all our
" free, frank talk there was il the while
that fn her gentle courtesy which kept
me from ventwring into any chamber
of her life whose door she did not set
freely open to me. So 1 vexed myself
about her, and when Mr, Cralg return-
ed the next day from the Landing,
where he had been for some days, my
fiest queations were:

*Whao is Mrs. Muvor? And how, In
the name of all that is wonderful and
unlikely, does she come to be here?
And why does she stay ¥

He woulidl not answer thien. Whether
it was that his mind was full of (he
coming stroggle or whether he shrank
from the tale I know not. Bt that
night when we gat together begide his
fire he told me the story while 1 smok-
ed, He was worn with his long, hard
drive and with the burden of his work,
but 08 he went on with hig tale, look-
ing into the fire as he tald it, he forgot
all his present wearlness and Hved
ngaln the scenes he painted for me.
This was hig story:

“I remember wed my first sight of
her as she sprang from the front geat
of the stuge to the ground, hardly
tonching her hasband’s baml. Sbe look-
ol o mere girl,  Let's see, five years
dmo—she comidn’t have been o day ovee
twenty-three,  She looked barely twen-
tv, Jler swift glinee swept over the
proup of miners ut the hotel door and
then restod on the monotalng stunding
jn all vhelr nnun 2ior

I owas prood of sar mountains that
evening, ‘Turnlug w her husbawld, she

ry.

exchnimed:

0y, Loewls, are tliey ot grand and
lovely top®

very miner lost his heart then amd

there, tod for Abe, the driy-
or, Lo give hils verdict hefore venturing
an opinfon,  Abe salldl nothing untll he
hivl taken a preliminary dreink, and
then, ealling all hoands to g4l up, he
Hfted Wis g honnd suld solemnly:

b "['.”_\-.'b here's to hee!

“Like o thisll every glass wis emp-

bt nll wilte

. the baby. 1 came upon Nixon standing

 what was purest and best in their past.

ul Abe ealled out: |
i1l her np nenln, bove; my treat!™ the Scoteh songs she poured forth

Were not so pathetic. It was the first
baby In Black Rock, and they used to
crowd Mavor's shop and peep Inte the
room at the back of it—I1 forgot te tell
you that when he lost his position as
munsger he spened a hardware shop,
for his people chucked him, and be was
too proud to write home for money—
Just for a chance to be asked In to see

at the back of the shop after he bhad
€een the baby for the first thme, sol-

bing bard, and to my guestion be re-
plied:

*'It's Just like my own.’

“You can't understand this, but to
men who have lived so long in the
mountaine that they have forgotten
what a baby looks like, who have hiad |
experience of humanity only In its
roughest, foulest form, this liitle mite,
sweet and clean, was like an angel
fresh from heaven, the one link in all
that black camp that bound them to

“And to gee the mother and her baby
handle the miners—aoh, it was all bean-
titul beyond words! I shall never for-
get the shock T got one night when 1
found Old Ricketts nursing the baby,
A drutken old beast he was, but there
lhie was, sitting, sober enough, making
extrnordinary faces at the baby, who !
was grahbing at his nose and whiskers
and coning in blissful delight.  oor
Ol Ricketts looked as #1f he had been
canght steallng and, muttering some- |
thine nlbont linving to zo, gazed wildly |
rotnd for some place in which to Iay |

the baby, when in came the maother
gaving o ler own sweet, friamk way:
O Mree Ricketts'—shie didn’t tind out
Ll afterwan] s nome wos Shoaw -
el Voo g her just.a lit- A
tle lotisvr? 1oshiall b back in 4 fow
midnnies"  And Old Ricketts guesseld

he could walt

“Hut In six mont!
between them t
etrs It Mr., Si

g mothier and haby
formed Ol Rick-
s, fire boss of the
taines, and then, i the evenings, when
she would be singing her baby 1o
sleen, the Hitle shop would be full of
miners, listening in demd silence to the
baby songs aml the English songs nud

“ITe wis evidently quite worked up, | Without stint, for she sang more fur

Then hie began, with solemn emphasis;

“Roys, vou hear me; she's a No, 1, | they adored lier,

triple X, the pure guill with a bend on
it; ghe's n'—

“And for the first time in his Black |

Rock histary Abe was stuek for a
woril. Some one snggested ‘angel)
“rAngel! repeated Abe, with infinite |
eontempt,  “Angel be Ulowed! T para-
phrase lore. ‘Angels ain’t {n the same
month with her. 1'd llke to see any |

blanked angel ewing my team around [on€ miner put it, ‘the anteroom fo

them curves without a shiver.

“J1eld the lines hergelf, Abe? asked
a miner,

“Phat's what,! sald Abe, and then
he went off into a fusillade of sclentifie |
profanity expressive of his esteem for
the girl who had swung his temm

round the eurves, and the miners nod- | Bhuddered.

ded to each other and winked thelr en-

tire approval of Abe's performance, | AWfnl horror of that bright fall after-

for this was his speclalty.

“Very decent fellow, Abe, but his
talk wonldn't print.” |

Here Crudg pansed, as if balancing
Abe's virtues nnd viees,

“Well,” T urged, “*who |2 she?”

“Oh, yeg,” he said, reealling himself,
“She is an Edinburgh young lady; met
Lewis Mavor, a young Scoteh-English- |
man, In London, wealthy, good famlly
and all that. but fast and going to
pleees at Liome, Ilis people, who own
lurge shares in these mines hiere, ns o
lust resort send him out here to reform,
Curlonsly  Innoecent Idens  those old |
country people have of the reforming

properties of this atmosphere. They
send thelr young bloads here 10 pre-
form—here in this devii®s cnmp cronmld,
where & man's Just 18 his only law and
when, from sheer mouotony, o man
must betake Limselt 4o tle opnly ex-

chtement of the place, that offered by
the suloon. Good people in the east
hold up haly hands of horror at these
godless miners, bt 1 tell you it's ask-
ing these boyvs g gomd deal to keep
straight and clean in a place like this.
I take my excitement in fighting the
devtl and doing mwy work generally,

and that gives me epough, but these |
homeless, |

poor chapg, hard worked,
with no break or change—=God help
them and me!”  And hils volee sank
low.

“Well" T persisted, “did Mavor re-
{form?"
|  Agaln be roused himself,
| *Reform? Not exactly. In slx
i #traint, and, mind youn, not the minerd’
| fault. Not a miner helped him down.

It wae a eight to make angels weep (every man took off his hat

|swhen Mrs. Mavor wonld come to the
{saloon door for her husband, Every
| miner would vanigsh. They could not
| look upon her shame, and they wonld
' gend Mavor forth in charge of Bllly
Breen, a queer little ehinp who had be-
| longed to the Mavors in some way In
the old country, and between them they
! wonld get him home, How she stood
it puzzles me to this day, but she never
|made any sign, and ber courage never
'falled. It wos always a Lright, brave,
proud face she held up to the world,
except in cbhurch, There it was differ-
ent. I used to preach my sermons, I
belleve, mostly for her—but never so
that she could ruspect—as bravely and

therm than for her baby., No wonder
Bl was so bright, |
B0 gay, that &he brought lHght with her
when she went {nto the eamp, Into the
pitg, for she went down to see the men |
work, or Into a sick miner's shack. |
and many a man, lonely and glek for |
home or wife or baby or mother, found
in that baek room cheer and comfort
and courage, and to many & poor
broken wretch that room became, ns

heaven,' ®

Mr. Cralg paused, and T walted.
Then he went on slowly:

“For a year and a half that was the
happiest home in all the world till one
day"—

He put his face in his hands and

“I don't think T ean ever forget the
nosn when Old Ricketts enme breath-

legs to me and gogped, ‘Come, for the
dear Lord’s sake! and T rushed after

him. At the mouth of the shaft Iay
three men dead, One was Lewls Ma-
vor, Ie had gone down to superintend

the ranming of o new drift, The tyo
men, balf drunk with Blavin's whisky.
get off o shot prematurely, to thelir
own and Mavor's destructlon, They
wore budly burned, but hig face wos
untonched, A ndner was sponging off
the Bloody froth eozing from his lips.

"The others were standing about walt-

Ing for me to speak, but 1 conld find
no word, for my heart was sick, think-
inz, ns they wore, of the young moth-
er wmd her laby walting at home. Ro
1 stood, looking stuphlly from one to
other, trying 1o find some reanson,
cowird that wiiy another should
wer than 1, aml while
wo stomd there, Jooking at one another
In fear, thore hroke npon us the sound
ol o volee monnting high above the
birch tops, singing:
W ye na' come hack agaln?
Wil ¥e no’ come back ngain?
Better 1o'ed ye eanni be,
Will y& no' come back ngain?™
A strange terror selzed us,  Instine-
tively the men closed up in front of the |
boddy and gtowld in silence, Nearer nnd
nearer ecame the clear, sweet volee,
ringing llke a silver bell up the stoep:
" ‘Sweet the lnv'rock’s note and lang,
Liltin® wildly up the glen,
But ny tae me he sings ae sang,
Wil ye no' come back again?

“Pefore the verse was finlshied O1d

lwar the news

sobbing out brokenly, 'O God, O God,
have pity, have plty, have plty!” and
And still
the volce came mnearer, einging so
brightly the refraiu:
“ Wil ye no' come back agaln? |
“It beeame unbearable, Old Ricketts |
sprang suddenly to his feet and, xl‘l],r-i
ping me by the arm. said piteously:
“4Oh, go to her! For heaven's sake,
g0 to her! |
“I next remember standing in her
path and seeing her holding out her |
hands full of red lilles, erying out: *
“*Are they not lovely? Lewis 18 so |
fond of them! |
“With the promise of much finer ones |
I turned her down a path toward the
river, talking 1 know not what folly |
till her grent eyes grew grave, then

ag cheerlly a8 I could, and as she lis |anxious, and my tongue stammered

tened, and especlally as ghe sang—how
the used to sing in those days!—there
wns no touch of pride In her face,
though the courage never died out, hut
appeal, appeal! 1 could have cursed
aloud the eause of her misery or wept
for the pity of it. Before her baby
was born be seemed to pull himself to-
gether, for he was quite mad about
her, and from the day the baby came—
talk sbout mirncles!—from that day

he never drank & drop. She gave the
baby over to him, and the baby simply
! absorbed him.

| “He was a new man. He could not
drink whisky and kiss his baby. And
the miners—it was really absurd if it

e e
‘}-..“.- . =
e
.—-.F"-.'.‘ - .

and became gllent. Then, laying her
hand upon my arm, she said, with gen
tle sweetness:

““Tell me your trouble, Mpr. Craig'!
and | knew my agony had come, and 1!
burst out:

400, If It were only mine!

“She turned quite white, and, with |
her deep eyes—you've noticed her eyes '
~lrawing the truth out of mine, she
CHIGE

“‘Is it mine, Mr. Cralg, and my ba- |
by's?

“I walted, thinking with what words |

to begin. She put one hand to ber
heart and with the other caught a little

L [y

s

. ber, they luid their burden gently down

| the bushes am) left Ler alone with the
tdead,  She o went swiftly to hls shde,
making noo ory: It kneeling hesiile
Limy, she sirokomd his o and Lnls
atid tonclead hisocurls with ber fngers, |
murmring all the time soft words of
love

croh my dorling, my honny, hionny

darling, speak to aoe!  WIill you nnt
speak to me just one little word?  Oh,
my love, iy love, my heart's love!
Listen, my darling?

| ndghts, and when the cotlin was elosed

1 thare were no

| he nsked coolly.

s

grasp and said, with white lips, bo
even more gently:

* ‘Tell me.”

*“l wondered at my volce being me
steady as 1 sald:

* ‘Mrs. Mavor, God will help youn and
Yyour baby, There has been an acel
dent, and it Is all over.'

“S8he was a miner's wife, and there
was no need for maore, I could see the
pattern of the sunlight falling through
the trees upon the grass, 1 could hear
the murmur of the river and the cry of
the catbird in the bushes, but we seem-
ed to be In a strange and unreal world,
Suddenly she stretehed out her hands
to me and with a little moan sald:

*‘“Take me to him.'

*'Sit down for a moment or two," 1
entreated.

“*No, no: I am quite ready. See,’ ghe
added quletly; 'I am quite strong.'

“l get off by a short cut leading to
her home, hoping the men would be
there ahead of ug: but, passing me, she
walked swiftly through the trees, and
I followed in fear. As we came neqar
the main path I heard the sound of
feet, and T tricd to stop her, but she,
too, had heard and knew,

*10n, let me go!' shie sald piteously,
“You nead not foar.*

“And I hadd tot the heart to stop her.
In a little opening amaong the pines we
it the bearors,  When the men saw

upon the carpet of yollow pine needles,
and then, rfor they hmd the hearts of
true men b thew, they went away into

“Aml she put ber lips to his ear,
whispering, aml then the awful still
ners,  Sudidenly she lifted her Lead
and seanned Wis face, and then, gline-
Ing round with a wild surprise in her
oyves, she eried:

*He will not gpeak to me!
will not speak to me!

“1I eigned to the men, and as they
came forward I went to her and took
her hands,

00" she eabd, with a wall In her
voles, ‘he will not speak to me!*

“Tlhe men were sobling alond,  She
looked at tuem with wide open eyes
of wonder,

*Why are they woeeping?
never speak to me again?
she Inslsted gontly.

“The words were running through
my head,

*There's a land that Is fairer than day,
and T sald them over to her, holding
her hands firmly fn mine. She gazed
at me as U In a dream, and the light
slowly faded from ler eyes as ghe
gald, tearing her hands from mine and
waving them townrd the mountains
and the woods:

**But never more here!
here!!

“I belleve In heaven and the other
life, but I eonfess that for o moment It
all seemed shadowy beside the reality
of this warm, bright world, full of life
and Jove, SBhe wis very i1l for two

Oh, he

Wil he
Tell me,

Never more

a new Laby lay Inthe Catlier's arms,
“S|he =lowly eatae back to life, lint
The miners
stlll come ghout her shop and talk to
]ll'l' 1I'.I?|'_\‘ ItIlll I;]-.].',_' lh'}“ thl'ir BOITOWS
amd troubles: but, thongh she i al-
wiys gentle, almost tender, with them,
no mnn ever says ‘Sing' And that 18

IO SIS,

why T 2l she sang Inst week, It
vill he zood for her and good for
them.”
Wiy does she stny 2" Tngkoed.
SMavor's peorde wanted lier to go to

thensd,™ hie repiliodd.

“They have money—she tald me
about [t—but lhier heart Is in the grave
up there under the pines, and, besides,
she hopes to do something for the min-
ers, and she will not leave them."

1 am afrald I snorted a little fmpa-
tiently as 1 salil: “Nonsense! Why,
with her face and manner and volee
glie coull be anything ghe liked In
Edinburgh or in London.”

“And why Ddinburgh or London?"

“Why? I repeated a little hotly.
“You think this Is better?"

“Nazareth was good enough for the
Lord of Glory,” he answered, with a
gmile none too bright, but it drew my
heart to him, nand my heat was gone.

“How long will she stay?" I asked.

“Till her work is done,” he replled.

“And when will that be?” I asked
Impatiently.

“When God chooses,” he answered
gravely. *“And don’'t you ever think
but that it Is worth whlle. One value
of work I8 not that crowds stare at It.
Rend history, man!”

He rose abruptly and began to walk
about.

“And don't miss the whole meaning
of the life that lles at the foundation
of your religion. Yes" he added to
himself, “the work s worth dolng,
worth even her doing.”

I could not think so then, but the
light of the after years proved him
wiser than 1. A man to see far must
elinib to some helght, and I was too
much upon the plain In those daye to
cateh even o glimpse of distant sunlit
uplands of triumphant achievement
that lle beyond the valley of self sac-
rifice,

T'o BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK,
et Out of the Mud,

In the constitution of human af.
Inirs we are obliged to travel knee
deep and sometimes neck deep slong
the moral roads of life; and since it
teems impossible to get macadam for
these roads, it does seem that the
organization of society and govern.

e ———

NOTES FOR BEEKEEPERS.

I honey is overheated both ecolor
and tramnsparency is injured.

Keep bees to make your own
homey. Begin with a few hives.

Strong colonies protect themselves
against robbers and bee moths.

It is-quite an item to breed the
hive full of bees just before winter,

Never leave a newly-hived swarm
near the place where it clustered.

Bees generally require about 30
pounds of honey on which to winter.

Thick, well-ripened honey will not
granulate so readily as that which is
thin.

In rendering beeswax use a tin,
brass or copper vessel. An iron one
will darken it

It is a good plan to do what feed-
ing is mecessary at unight, so as not
to excite robbing.

A little pine
board and put
drive away anrs,

In making candy to feed to bees

tar smoared
nest the hive

on a
will

be eareful not to burn it Iturnt
candy will Kill hees.

In ¢old wenther when  hLees are

uiet is when they are doing best;
do not distueh them.

There are three porsonaces in the
beehive proper—dhe gued, 1l waork-
er bee and the drone.

Unite week  eolonivs  aml  theip
stores. They will wintvr boetter toe-
rether thin sepiurately

Iesides o ([ S (TH | amdl fine
appearance, honey Kept in a eellar
Eets watery and it flavar is lost.—

Agrienltural Epitamist.

An Exideses of Clviliention,
Ronds arie ot onoe amd an
The  pe-
mains of the Romnn ]ll'.."l'-\:l_'- 3 testi-
fv of their

Homeans

exvidenee of  clvllisantion,

ailv aneement, amd show

how they earried Roman ideas to
the  utmost bounds of the empire,
There is nothing our people more
need than to “mend their ways;”

nothing for which they would more
willingly be taxed.—Rev, Philip 1.
Jones, Ameriean Baptist Publication
Soviety, P'hiladelohia

Rain and sweat
have no effect on
harness treated
with Eureka Har-
ness Oil, T re-
wists the d-n{
keepathelear
er soft and pli-
ahle, Stitches 3
do not break,

No rough sur-
face to chafe

"
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a journal for advertisers—
im'l-!i-|.rli Wit H_\' at five
dollars a year, [t tenches
the science and practice of
Advertising, and s highly
esteemod by the most sue-
cesstil advertisers in this
country and Great Brituin,
Liberzl commission allow-
«l. Adidress PRINTERS
INK, 10 Spruce 8t., New

anl\'.

“Silver Dlate thal Wears."

The trade mark

1847 B2

Bros.”

on Spoons, Forks, etc., is a guar-
antee of quality the world over.
The prefix —1847—insures the
genuine Rogers quality, For sale
by leading dealers everywhere.
Send for catalogue No, 191, to
International Sllver Co. Meriden, Conn,

When a reliable concern of 3 vears'standin
offers ita product direct 1o the user nnder & po-ﬂ
tive guaraniee, there is no good excuse for
buying sdultersted goods unattended by
gunrrntee of any kind, See tho advertisement
of The Hayner Distilling Co.; which appears in
thin issue,

MODEL COUNTRY lbn.

Eept Up by the Farmers Ljye
Aleagaide of It for Thelr Owy
.Jc.-un and Conveslence,

One of the best kept roads I kn
of anywhere is in Caldwell county,
between Nettleton and Hamiltoy,
have driven over this read at all yis
of the year, but have never seey
rough or muddy. It is net beegpdl
Missouri has superior road |y
There are ronds in the state )
would wreck aleather bag in o spy
wagon. Neither is it because
township trustees compel the p,
overseer to attend to his  busiy,
Township trustees and road overse,
here are about ordinary, but are "
dinarily net about when needed.

This is the explapation. On s 0
side of that road are fine farpdl¥
Beautiful farms with clean-cut hedp g
well-kept orchards and fine meado,

On these farms are well-built,
painted and nicely ornamented {3
houses, with beantiful lawns 3
trees about them. In those hoy
live progressive men, who have apr
that this rond shall he well kept. p, Sl

Bian owns o seraper, Euaeh  forplR™
tnkes the piece of road along his (g .3;
just as the city resident does his sl
walk. When one is  busy, anothi.
takes eare of his road, Whg

.
bridee is to be hullt they all eoms Iy
rother and build it The road is g D
ed in the middle. so the woter poJiineh

|v'1

off at onee.,  When It begins o
rougrh they run a seraper over
During parts of the year they po R
this road from three to six e
week, Sometimes evon oftener e
It tnkes some time?  Yes, bu o
half as much ax it does some 'I_-‘

wen trying to sell their farms )
they want to change. An aver

three hours per week for eanch
l.n--’r\' the roml. When tlil"\‘ w

go totawn, as they often do, the |
is o pleasure, It's a pleasure for o

people, too, amnd when one of 1 '
wants to sell his furm he get pta
five to ten dollurs more per acto Bl )¢
if he were located at the side or

of a narrow pullicd  bugeylire: |

bypath. Then they have free mo il o
livery along that roand now. Som
the rest of us haven™, and I an

the romd had something to do wit 0

—W. M. Hanby, in Orange J |

Furmer. | '.'
i

USE HOME MATERIAL.

A Road-Nullding Hint Which Apgl il
with Equal Force to Charactef [0
Building, il

Sy
It is reported by the directof of
the office of public ronds inquflloage
that a costly mistake is sometf) of
committed by districts which Jut ¢
anxious to improve the conditi a

the local roads. Through not [ lif
ing ‘sclentifically determined Bicain
comparative valuve —ef differen' B to
terials, they use an unsuitable [ is |
stance to harden the surface off was

highway, when all the time the§in tl
at hand a more suaitable mat
which ecan be obtained at less
pense. If they knew their ow
gources they would not send
from home for what, after all,
not he turned to ns good necou
the substances easily within re:
If we are ever tempted to la
the lack of educational advantags
or whtaever the particular
back may be—in our neighbofd M8
;llll! 1o l‘n\'_" Roande niore fllr[l:j' " '
endowed locallty, let us  po-§ SN
our discontent until we have
the bhest of such things as we
The library of our district is
perhaps, in the number of
but have we extracted all the
row out of its Shakespeare m
ton? The society is uncnltivat
has not the narrowest member
something to teach us? To b
a strong and even beautiful «
ter, it is not necessary to travel,
far; we may find all the mater .'_; _
it very mear lmme.——l\‘cllsprl# ot 1

FOR LOADING LOGS.

An Arrangement Which Eave
of Labor and, in Fome Cax
Lots of Profanity,

Arrange iwo 8tout timbers,
with nne end of ench on the g
and the other on the tled or
Double a 1-inch rope of &
length. Loop the middle thr
clevis, g0 It will not slip, Tiet i
of the rope to the side of th|''“ i

Homor
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EASY WAY TO LOAD LO -Er:rﬂ::f.
farthest from the leg, B B. much ¢
the clevis back over the sldiold, 1.
around the log so it will balancpsure, A
take it back over the sled, hitelp satisty
team at D and go.ahead. Have} mothin
rack on the sled and remove the ?—for
from the side on which the lojthelr w}
celved~L. E. Emmons, in Fah what |
Home. llow en

Good Moads and Churehf 1Ust i

Better roads often mean [ it alw
church attendance. It is not {* Measu

significance that the Jews we|/005¢ th
manded to “prepare the wa Is each
Lord.” To “gather out the {,.. . -
and to *“take up the std {)e wi;
blocks,” may be a duty in @as 1 p
as well as a figurative sendl roads |
invitation: “Let us go up § worth
house of the Lord," would ¥ {45 fnh

more effectual if it Were nothre alme
eult o thing to get there K tabl
Lamson, Manchester, Muss, of g

The most fertile sources ¢

ment might at least give us maead-

amized roads for our physical pil-" |

el I8
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_come unsuitable guarters,

in poultry are lice and fi}




