WORKINGS OF CHILD'S MIND
Soclety Organized In England to Soive
Mysterious Influences Govern-

\ ing Little 'Folka,

There Is In London, Eugland, an or
Eanization known as the COhild Study
soclety, members of which devote
their time to studying the mysterl-
ous workings of children's minda. Dur
ing the last two yoars, for Instance,
the assoclation has been conducting
an Inquiry to ascertaln what gamos
and what toys English chiidren like
best and why,

Nine thousand forms have been dis-
tributed to school children between
three and thirteen years of nge, and
the results are now announced. Both
with girls and boys “Ring of Roses”
Was an easy first favorite among
gamos between the ages of three and
slx, A common reason for this pref.
erence was “Hecauso | llke to fall
down.*

After that skipping, for girls, came
next, but the hovs were strong  for
cricket and football and horses, In
uplte of rumors to the contrary the
doil remains the tavorite toy with Eng-
lish girls. Next in popularity came n
doll's carringe, and third a doll's
house. Boys, [t seems, are much more
liberal In their tastes and g0 In
for engines, horses, bells and magic
lanterns, Books are hardly ever men-
tioned.

The reasons given by children were
often quaint. One child volunteered
the statement that “games take owe's
mind off unpleasant thoughts and
duties.” Others gave reasons such as
“keeps chlidren from worrying their
parents,” or, “keeps me in at night*
Up to the age of ten love of powar
was the prevalling sentiment, and rea-
soms for preferring one toy over anoth-
er took the form of an answer such as
“I lke to make it obey me.”

Telling Time. .

“What time 18 It, Grace?' asked
three-yearold Eva from her little bed.

“A quarter to eight,” Grace replied.

“No; 1 don't think 1t is.”

“Yes, dear, It 18"

“Well, I'll look when I get up in the
mornlng.”

WINTER NIGHTS,

When the wigter mornings come,
And the snow s sverywhere.

White and crlap: and loe lu falt
In each Biting bremth of air.

Children love to lle abed,
For the room Is cold and dhm;
And the wash-water In the bowl
Is nlwayw fromen to the brim,

Uh, how cold nre shoes and clothes!
Oh, the shivers up one's back!
When one steps upon the floor
All the boards and ralfters orack.

Then It I that summer days
In one's memory seem more bright:
Though winter days are not so bad;
It is the dreadful winter sight!

TRADING KNIVES IS HIS FAD

Superintendent of Phlladelphla Sun-
day School Develops Queer Pas-
slon In Bhort Time.

Boya are not alone in thelr love of
swapping things, A BSunday school
superintendent in Philadelphia told
his class recently that he had con-
trncted the disease a few weeks previ-
ously and that he had It bad,

“l never play cards or any other
gnme of chance,” he sald, “but 1 sim-
ply can't resist trading knives, A
friend of mine hetd his knife In his
closed hand and offered to trade it for
the one I had In my pocket, As my
knife had all the blades broken 1
didn't see how | could get the worst
of it, nor did I, for his had one whole
bilnde. Since then 1 have traded
knives nine times and | have finully
secured through varlous stages a real-
Iy fing knife with a pear] handle, Yet
if 1 come across & man who wants to
trade I don't think | could resist, al-
though now | would be pretty sure to
get the worst of the bargain. It
would serve me right f 1T should be
stuck with my original, old, bladeless
knife.”

His Promotion.

“How are you getting along nat
gchool, Johnnle?' asked a father of
his six-year-old hopeful. "Guess teach-
er's going to promote me,” replied
Johnnie. “What makes you think so?"
asked the proud father. “Because,”
answered the precoclous youth, “she
sald today that if I kept on I'd soon
be In the criminnl class.”
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BOY MAKES NOTABLE RECORD

Earl Hopping, 15-Year-Old Arkansas
Lad, Raises Fifty Bushels of
Corn on Rocky Sqil.

It remalned for Earl Hopping, a 15-
vearold boy, son of O. P. Hopping,
lHyving three and & half miles from
Rogers, Ark,, to ralse fifty bushels of
corn on an acre of ground conceded
to be the rockiest ncre of ground In
Benton county

The ground Is lterally covered with
flint rock, says the Kansas City Star.
Earl Hopping says that no attempt is
made to clear the ground of rocks
gemaller In size than & man's head.

The boy cultivated bis acre accord-
ing to instructions from the United
States farm demonstration depart-
ment,

He was asalsted In his work by his
goat, The goat hauled the rock from
the ground In the homemade wagon
and hauled the manure to the ground,
It dragged the cultivator and was as

falthful and competent us any other

ground about ten inches deep. Near
the first of April I harrowed it both
ways, then marked off the corn rows
both ways with a single atock plow,
and dropped and covered the corn by
hand. I then took the goat and his
cart and hauled about three hundred
cart loads of manure and put on the
Crosses,

“When the ecorn became large
enough to cultivate 1 took an ald
onfon, or garden, plow and the goat,
stirring the ground about four
inches deap. I cultivated the corn
five or six tlmes, plowing it frst
one way through then turning the ath
er way, Ll do not remembe- bhow
many times It ralned during the last
season, but it was not ma very good
corn year, The plece of ground on
which I ralsed my prize corn was
farmed two seasons previous to last
deason. We do not bother to rid the
ground of stone unless they are so
large that the double shovel or eultl
vator cannot roll them around; nny
thing as large as one's head we throw
In piles, then take the goat and hie
cart and haul them off. 1 do not know

The Boy, His Goat, His Implements and Corn He Ralsed.

animn!l would have been, possibly
more successful, because of ita size,
while its dalinty, careful feel ran less
risk in Injuring the stalks during the
late cultivations,

Earl Hopping hus written his meth-
od of procedure for The Star and has
told graphically how he worked to
accomplish such results on apparently
worthless ground

Incidentally, it may be remarked
thiat the letter I8 glven exactly as the
boy wrote it. Thers was npt.an error
in spelling nor In grammar, and the
writing wos beyond coritielsm. Which
leads to the side remark that intelll-
genuce is found in the successful farm-
er au surely as it is found in the suc-
censful maangeemnt of any business.

Earl Hopping writes that he farms
as his father taught him, and his fath-
er was rafsed In Kansas on a farm.
His letter follows:

“] plowed my corn ground (n Febru.
ary with my father's farm team-—a
jack and & jenny—bresking the |

exactly how many
worked in the corn. 1 do most of the
furming We get into the fleld as
early as the dew will allow, My fa
ther does not belleye in  ecultd
vating any kind of crop while the dew
I8 on. I would work all day if it did
not get too hot for the goat, turning
out in the eévening in time to de the
chores before dark., The only efforts
we nre making In the way of success-
ful farming s deep ‘plowing, plenty of
manure and plenty of cultivation to
keep the weeds out and the Eround
loose,. We have not sold our crop.
We foed it. Corn here is hardly ever
worth less than fifty cents per bush.
eI‘I!

The accompanying Hustration
shows a stack of the fodder, a hox
of the corn, and the rough ground. The
tools shown were the only ones used
in farming this acre. The plow to
which the goat is hitched is the onlon
plow, while the plow inside the home
made cart 1s 8 homemade plow.

hours per day 1}
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BEST VARIETIES OF GEESE

lfoulouse, Embden, African, Brown
China and Wild Canadian Are
Most Desirable Breeds.

The moat desirable varleties of
geene for domestle purposes are the
lonlouse, Embden, African, Brown
China, and the wild Canadian, for
trrosa-mating with these, Where but
L small space Is at hand, it Is advis
\ble to llmit the number to two varl
stles. The Toulouse has dark or gray
Jlumage, the Embden pure white; the
African gray: the Canadlan I8 al
nost black and white., In the case of
dncks, the ratlo of one male to four
o five females will prove sucodasful,
while with geose, the ratlo should not
exceed one male to two or three fe-
nales.

The Canadian variety always mates
in paire, It is used largely to cross-

A Profitable Flock,

mate with the rest of these for produc
Ing table geese. The bost mating for
this purpose Is the Canadian gander
with the African goose. These produce
the most deslrable grade of mongrel
geese, the most desirable for table pur-
posea. It Is diMeult to sucececd with
the mating of a wild Canadian gander
and an African goose, but when once
this has been accomplished, they will
remaln constant, and should never be
feparated as long as they live. One
or two palra of these could be kept
on any fajm and would ralse a suf-
ficlent number to supply any family
durlng the winter. If the care neces-
sury to handling these is not willing-
ly diaplayed, It would be better to
keep a few of the Toulouse or the
Embden, #

HANDY FOUNTAIN FOR WATER

Convenlent Way of Watering Fowls Is
Shown in Illustration—Easily
Removed for Cleaning,

A convenlent way of watering
fowls Is suggested by the drawing
herewlith, A wire s twisted
twice around two  plokets
panels in the fence or against two
stakes set close together and a loop
extended down so as to fit inside a
tomato can or other small water ves
gel, says the Orange Judd Farmer, A
lttle pnoteh or a rall for the bottom of

Watering Device,

the can to rest upon when filled will
prevent slipping, and yet not interfere
with the removal of the tin when
cleaning Is necessary.

AL

Cats love ducklings, as do rats.

Bour food causes bowel troubles.

It 18 easler to check disease at the
start than to cure it later,

It pays to aave the egg sholls and
erush them up for the hens

Removing the cause of disense Is
cheaper than curing the sick fowls

The overcrowding of young chicka
Is an evil which many do not consider

Crowded quarters and poor ventl
lation will make an unthrifty, unpro
ductive flock

One cnn never have a flock of ree
ord-breaking ege-producers If any of
them ate unhealthy,

The run of stuflf to market
days Is made up mostlyy of old hens
and venerable roosters.

There Isa something In  producing
eggs At present prices, Be good to
the hens, They need extra attentlon
now,

There ls no resson why the poul
tryman should not grade up his flock
as effectively as the dalryman grudes
up his herd.

It s not & good policy to allow the
young nud old stock to run together,
and the cockrels should be separated
from the pullets,

Ingignificant matters often do not
atiract attention, yet a little orack In
the poultry house, If near where the
fowls roost, will cause suffering soon-
er or later,

There are varlous pointsa that are
congldered Important in poultry rals-
ing but the egg basket Is usually the
ultimate stundard up to which every
hen musl measure. Eggs ure the

thing.

.
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When a Saint Intervened

By SUSANNE GLENN

(Copyright, Bl by Asscainted Liternry Pross.)

“Milgn Janet has been down to get |
her  valentines,” giggled Flossie
Hrown, peeping out at the trim fgure
hurrying past.

“Flossle Brown will be making fun
becuuse 1 went to the postofice to
duy.” murmured Miss Janet w herself,
necing the saucy, peerifg face, "but
I dom't eare! ] just had to go! Now
If I can get home without #seelng
him ™

But behind her sharp steps crushed
the snow and rang clearly on the
oriep adr, and a woment Inter James
Wybrant hurrled past her with
averted face. Had he, too, been look-
lng for n valentine?

Poor Miss Janet shrank away from
him in the dull February twilight
like a guilty thing. Yet she had npot
the falntest Ides what had changed
the man's loverilke attentlons to an
enmity of ten weary yonrs duration
And It happened on Salnt Valenting's
day.

‘I was quite young and pretis,
then," she murmured a little patheti-
cally, “and now I'm just ‘Aunt Janet,'
an undesirable but rather convenlent
member of some one else's family.”

Tears sprang to her eyes, and her
lipe quivered.

“I don't care if 1 do ery. 1 should
think 1 might have that privilege once
in a while, and there I8 never thme st
home.”

Misa Janet found no privacy In her
brother's family. - All day there were
neverending dutles for her willing
hands, and at night there wus always
the oldest nelce, whom she had pity-
lugly taken in when the second baby
caume, and who now began to look
upon Aunt Janet as an unnecessary
adjunct to thelr room,

Ten years, and It seemed llke yos
terday, so close had she held the
memory. Her heart burried a little
and her thin cheeks flushed as she
saw again the happy girl in her pink,
frilly frock who walted In the lttle
parlor for the man who had even now
passed her with such slighting cold-
ness,

How earefully he once had wrapped
her in the warm robes, How he had
cared for her with the tender atten-
tions dear to woman's heart before
#ll the young people gathered at the
rustic party. How his volee had thrill
ed as he bade her good night under
the blinking stars,

“Tommorw s Salut Valentine's
day,” he had reminded her. “You
needn’t send me a valentine, dear;
I'll come after it mysolf!”

“And he pever cams! He never
came!” Miss Janet now sobbed out-
right.

“1 will not think of 1t.,” &he cried
with sudden vehemence, “and I'll
never be such a poor, weak goose ns
to go for the mall on Valentine day
again! I'll jJust hurry home and go
to work. No one seems to want me.
But 1 will not be a silly, self-pltying
cresture another day of my life!"

James Wybrant threw his mall up
on the living room table with n de-
finnt fling. The daily paper, a farm
Jjournal and an advertisement for sty
tlonary gasoline engines.

"Well, what did you expect? he
demanded harshly.

Drawing a chalr before the fire, he
#nt down moodily to await his bhouse
keoper's call to supper.

“You have been Insufferably rude”
urged the gentle spirit of the man in-
flstently, “and she looks thin and
worn and Ured.”

“But she prefers this life to me”
whispered Pride. “She did her own
choosing.”

"stll, she was only a girl—she
may bave changed ber mind.”

“Bhe ahall live by her own decls
lon,” fiared Pride, “and so shall 1'"

“But will not lve happlly-—there
always will be the regret, and her
unhappiness before you!"

“Then,” corled Jumes Wybrant
aloud, "I'll go where 1 can Hva in
peace!™

Al through his sgllent
mind was nt work

He would go to his brother, who
was always begging him 1w ecome !
south, A nelghboring farmer would
gladly rent his land, and the old
housekeeper could live on o the
bouse a® long as she desired.

'l see Fred Hall tomorrow morn
ing about the place,” he thought, once
more buck In the lonely Hyviog room
"Vl get anway as soon us | can—It will
be Letter for both of us!”

He opened the big old-fashloned
wecretary Every compartment wis |
crowded with the accumulation of
yeurs. From an upper and seldom
used ||||.{r.'f|lllwlu he drew a bundle
of letters and spread them oul befors
him on the lid

Hia heart giave a quick throb as
he poticed n letter in Janet's delleale
writing, he reached for it eagerly, |
and then dropped It loto the waste |
basket with a shrug at his own weak .
ness. There were also lettera from
hin brother and a long envelope, into
which had been carelessly  thrint
sutne printed papers, As he drew
out these & letter fell from amang
the sheets, face downward on the
table It was sealed and be turned
it over wonderingly.

On the face, In his own strong let.
ters, stood the name of Janet HBuates!
Guzing nt 1t, his eyor grow dark with
apprehension and a hot wave seemed
to stop his heartbeats. His fogers

menl  his

trembled ns he tore open Le envel
ope nhd unfolded the sheet. Faclng
him were the wordas:

“My darllng girl—I've tried to find
A valentine good enough for you, but
it eannot be done. Gt hearts and
cupids seem but poor things when
I think of you.

“Will you let me tell you what 1
really want to give you, dear? 1
wint to tell you all by ourselves, and
I want to well you today-—8Saint Val
entine's day!

“There la always a confusion at
your brother's, and | want you all to
myself tonlght. Will you let me take
You out this evening as we go last?
When you are ready, put the lnmp In
the window and I will come.

“danet—Janet, | want to give you
n real heart instead of gllded one!
I want to give you—"

With n groan the man dropped the
letter and covered his face with his
hands

How could he have falled to post
this? What could Janst have thought
—what could she not have suffered?
Before him rose the Jong line of un-
kindnesses devised by his wounded
privde. His head sank down upon the
opon letter,

“Ten years,” he whispered, *ten
years In which to wound and hurt
her, nnd kill her love!*

Hig hands gripped the old secre
tary.

The determination with which Miss
Janet returned home falled wearily
while she washed the supper dishes.
Upktairs her aisterinlaw  was  put
ting the children to bed. In the slt
ting room her brother read his even
Ing paper. Janet was alone in the
kitchen with her dishes.

Answering a tap at the door ahe
behold—James Wybrant standing in
the starlight!

“Janet"” he sald very softly, under
cover of the trumming plano, as he
stepped Into the room, “Janet, I have
brought you a valentine™

Janet took the letter and read won:
deringly.

“I found that tonight, Janet—I1
thought—but that does not excuse
me, Can you care, afier all this
time, after all I have made you sufl
fer?”

Janet’s breath eaught In a sob, and
he took her la his arms, .

“If only you will trust me agaln
I'll try so hard to maks up to you for
all these hard years."

“Oh!" breathed Janet In protest.

“Lot us have our ride tdnight, dear.
We will go down and tell Parson An-
drews that we shall need him tomor
row,"

“Tomorrow!" eried Janet, roused
to action by this lmpetuous settling
of affalrs. “Oh, Jim, you know |
cannot think of marrying you-—to-
morrow!"

The brightness In the man's face
died down, !

"Of course, dear,” he asald humbly,
“1I do not wonder that you cannot
trust me. 1 will do anything you say;
walt as long ns you wish'"

Watching him, Janet reached up
suddenly and drew his face down
gently to her own,

“I'll come with you,” she whispered.
“And, Jim, 1 do trust you! |1 know

that you will be good and dear to me,
nlways."

Length of Court Sermons.

The recognized time for a preacher
to ocoupy the pulpit when preaching
before the late king was ten minutes,
King George however has never quite
approved of these very short ser-
mons, and it has been intimated to
the chaplains In ordinary attached to
the royal househald, from whom the
preacher for the moruing service at
Buckingham Palace I8 usunlly select-
ed, that thelr sermons may be length-
ler than they were customarily in the
Inte relgn. An Intimation of thls sort
amounts practically lo a commuand,

but it is doubtful If It will be very
welcome to some of the chaplains
who were In the Ilnte king's house

hold, who have during the past years
rarely preached a sermon of more
than ten minutes’ duration. When the
King Is at Buckinghnm Palace on Bun-
day the preacher for the morning
pervice i selected by his majesty, the
usunlly made on Friday
and the chaplanin who has been chosen
is notifled of the fact by the sub
denan

selection 18

Aroused His Curlosity.

Among those who attended the first
pesplon of the anle of the househnld
property of Joseph (. Robin, the New
York bank wrecker, was & man well
known Iin Wterary circles, whom no
one had ever seen nt a gathering of
that klnd, He was asked by a man
who had s slight acqualntance with
him If he had come a8 n possible
buyer. “No.” =ald the visitor, "but
having read about this man as having
directed many businesg concerns oul
of which he madeé a fortune and that
while dolng this he found time to edit
n magazine, write novels, compose
Greek poetry and devote much time
to playing tha violin, I wanted to see
what his home looked ke "

A Bafeguard.

“Graclous! There's a sickening odor
in the house!"

“Yes, Weo are about to witness o
problem play. An oldfashloned cous
ple brought along some asafoetida.”

"T've boen a wicked man' he sald, “I've
done a-many orines;

've shot at folke by way of Jokes s halfs

b dosan thimes

Uve gone In broad daylight an’ stole &
widder's fattensd shiont

But though I've lwen & man o win, 1
never wold my vots,

"I've et fire to a tonement to see (he
angines ran,

U've swiped the alms from blind mon's
prelne an’ thought that it was fun;

An' once when It was bitter cold I took &
cripple's coat)

Pve seuttled ships on pleasurs trips-but

never sold my wvote.

“I've  dynamited savings bBanks
siipped off with the cash;
Gold bricks of brass I've made to pans
with nll & con man's daah

've beon a counterfelter too, an' made
R Ereasy note

Pve held up trialns out on the plains
but pever sold my vota

an'

“I've worked the shelis at county falrs,
an' pockets, too, I've ploked;

I'va sold fake stocks In thousand blooks—
the come-an 1 have trloked;

Each victim's toars were lke threa
cheers whene'sr I'd get his goat;

Yot though, ald pard, myT:nrt was hard,
I never sold my vote,

“I've burgled here and burgled thers, an'
run a racin’ hook;

You'll find my name I one o' fTame with
almost any erook;

But set this down'—the dying breath was
rattling In his throat-—-

“Although I've been o man o' uin, T never
sold my vote.'

'Rah for Reform,

Comes now another reformer who
wants to uplift us by eliminating the
word “Hello” from our telephone con-
vorsations, Good! We heartlly agree |
with his deepdiawn suggestion that
the first syllable of that word 18 too
suggestive of a certaln form of swear-
ing. It had not ocourred to us before:
very few people are in the habit of
#tanding on windy corners of convers
sation and watching for embarrassing
displays of Ianguage, But we extend
to the pureminded reformer our
warmest socord, Also we move that
a certaln well known rhyme, on which
wa were traloed years ago, be revised
to read:

"Early to bed and sarly to rise

Mukes u man hearty and wealthy and
wine,**

Furthermore, let us change the
namea of tho}tliolloon to the Rubleon,
or the Rhymfeon. And let us prohibit
the sdle of hellebore In drug stores.
While we arg about it, let us disin.
fect things ' properly. ' Change the
name of damask, for Instance, and
take Damnscus off the map. And pass
8 law forbldding people to sue for
damages, and, with one supreme mo
tive, brethren, let ug wipe the Infamy
of the Gatun dam off the Isthmus of
Pannma,

Wishes of No Avall,

g

)/

“This  Is my husband, Mr. Grump
We've just been married. Don't you
wish us happiness?

“When | look st your hugband, mad.
am, | cannot wish—I ean only hope.*

Imperfect Reproduction,

"It must be very consollng to you,”
we uay to the berenved lady, “to have
that splendid phonograph record of
Your late husband's volce. 1t 18 8o al-
solutaly natural, too.”

"Ah," she sighs, "It 1 like, and yot
w0 unlike, poor dear Honry!"

"Unlike?"

“Yes, it talks right ahead In his
tone, but It nover stops when I intep
rupt it"

"

Puzzle.

“"He 18 my hero,” she sighed.

Without finlshing this we leave it ta
the reader to guess whether he was s
balf buck, & college orator, a base
ball star, u matines {dol, a novel celel
rity, a prize fighter, a novellst, 8 soda
fountain clerk, or just a plaln every
day and Sunday young man,

-




