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AN ORNAMENT TO SOCIETY ;
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ACK HARROWSBY the
J only one of the men who Lind a

chair. Sowe sympathizing woluan
bad carried it ous iu the back yard and
placed it for Lim. it did not seem
proper that the lately bereaved hus
baad and chief mourner should =it on
the wowdpile or the end of the horse
though as did the half dozen men
who had dropped to condole and
siuoke with him.

“There was jest three things she al-|
hus had her heart set on,"” remarked
Jack, iaking his pipe from his mouib,
and looking wihh an air of mild rew-
Iniscence at the floating smoke. “Oue
was to guit the farm and live in town.
Any town wotld snit her. She'd never
lived in a town—only on a farm. And
the farms we rented when we come
eut here to Nebrasky thirty five yeais |
820 was pretty lonely places. She
wasn't but a young thing, an’ she was |
skeered 1o death of redskins. She |
might well be—might weli be!” %

The bhand that held the pipe Rlluuk.!
“Ibere wasn’t pever a iime when I
Rud to be away but she kept her white
pony saddled ut the door, an' the ritie |
beaded.”

“They’ll be a heap of folks into the
funeral,” ventured the viliage carpeu-
ter. “Most everybody in the county
knowed Mis' Harrowshy.”

“She was a good wowan,” sald Jack
Harrowsby; “slews too good fur me.”

“You was never mean to her, Jack.
You let her feed the hull Salvation
Army--all of them that come to town
for revival. You let her go on the
train to St. Joe when you was goin'
In with cattle, You met her there, an’
Iet ber see the shops, an’ buy what she |

Wils

in

wanted. You ever left the farm to . ;
low, bold as a lion when “rounding

tup"” or stock lading, but of lawmblike

please her.”

‘“That's so. But—great Scott! all the
pights ['ve come home full. An' I nev- |
er could keep from swearin’. Never
meant nothin’ by It—it just come pat'-
ral. Then, when I used to go to Chi-
eago with hogs—but we won't talk

sbout that. An’ the way 1 laughed at |

ber mission-meetin's, an' her prayer-
moetin's, an' ali! It wasn't the square
thing—she bein’ a Chrigtian—a full-
blooded one. I'm glad now I bought
this house, though she ain't had but
ene month's wear out’'n it. She's goin’
to have the second thing she wanted,
teo. It's a littde late, perhaps, but
s&he's going to git it.”

The ageunt tipped his hat back and
ghifted his quid of tobacco from oue
cheek to another.

“Wnat was that, Jack?"

“A silk dress—a black silk dress. Hat
ofien said the geuteelest thing she
kuowed of was a black silk dress |
trimmed with beeds—the shiny kind.”

A womangcarryidz a bulky bundle
wnder her arin was turning in at the
s.de gate. =

“1 telegraphed to Omaha fur the
goods night before last when Iat died.
There waspt any goods in town uice
envugh. That cost a hull dollar a

“into

yard. An I 0old 'em to send the shin-
fest beads they had. The things come
yesterday, an' Mrs, Magzee's been sew-
in’ sense. 1 told her not to spare any
frills—to git any help she wanted, an’ |
make it the latest style—I'd pay.”

There was a
fruwn his listeners.

*“NWhat was ihe third thing, Jack?" |
asked the lumberian.

“The third gits me—it jest girs me.
It's about Cleo. She's the only one
that growed up you know. All the
othiers died. 1lat allus wanted as Lhow
Cleo should grow up to be a ornament
to sassiety. Them's her own identical |
words., ['ve beerd her say hundreds of
times as how she hoped her daughter
would be a ornament to sassiety. I'd
like awf{ul well to please Hat about it, |
but—what fetches me iIs—what is a or- '
pament to sassiety?

A buggy drew up before the pailings
of thie house of mourning. Figures
came trickling from different parts of
the town, and passed In at the little
swinging gates. Chickens flocked
around the group In the back yard.
Harrowsby looked Inquiringly from .
one to the other of the half stolid, half |
sympathetic faces surrounding bhim. i

Harrowsby sighed helplessly. *1 got i
1w figure it out some way,” he sald.,
“If I can be sure just what's a orna- |
ment ['ll see she's made one. Here
she is, now. Hallo, Cleo!"

“Hello, pap!” ‘

She cyussed over from the back door
to where the men sat—an angular,
swkward young creature in her ill- |
fitting black gown. A sun bonnet
shaded her face—a tanned, girlish
countenance that at once attracted, re-
pelled, provoked. There was evidence |
of her father’s coarser nature in the
heavy line of her chin, and the square
fullness of her red lips. But this was
contradleted and redeemed by the look !
iz the gray eyes—a look of ignorant
spirituality, of reserve, of loyalty.

“Is—is It time to git ready?’ Har
rowsby questioned.

Farm wagons were rolling up beside
the feuce, women were climbing down
over the wheels from their board seats
covered with home-made bed quilts.
A block off the minister could be seen
walking In the direction of the church.

“*Most time,” she answered. She did
wmot lift bher eyes. She was looking at
the bow of black ribbon on the end
of the yellow brald she had pulled
sver Ler shoulder. Harrowsby lum-
bered to his feet.

“I'l] git on that coller now.,” he sald.

YThey went Into the house together.
Yhe funeral was an imposing one. The

murmur of approval |

1 - s
I triangular satin banners,

| ions,

prayer and sermon of the minister
were of unusual length. The church '
was packed. The line of teaws out- |

gitde the walk extended quite to the
main sireet.  Jack Harrowshy was
kuown and liked throughout tie coun-

iv. His great voice had bellowed many |

ap auection on many a farm. His blaff
genmlity, his hearty manner, even lis
amiable vices had tended to win him
fricnds,
wives around. Her unceasing ia-

ers'

Cbor, her rigid velizious views, her un-

relenting resolution to never spend a

Cpenny for pleasure, her stern attitude

towards sinners, especially those of her

.own sex, her liberality to heathen mis- |
sions, her censervatism, her intiexibil- |

Ity, her passicnate penuriousness, (hese
had constituted her a social power to
be admired and a leader to be rever-
enced.

When, in al! the splendor of the new

black silk, coveted for foriy years, she |

was laid away in the little hillside cem-
etery, a different life began for Jack
Harrowsby and his daughter. Ie
brougiht a widowed niece to live with
them, a flippant little woman, with
round black eyes and a perpetual smile.
She insistel on having a hired girl,
and although Jack wondered if llat
would not turn in her grave could she
hear the startling suggestion, he eon-
sented. Sp there were five around the

| dinner table now, for I‘rank Stanpley

was still with them. He had been
chore boy for many vears in the Hur-
rowshy household. and under the stern
regime of the mistress had developed
a worker after her own heart,
bent on accomplishment and insensible
to fatizue. . After her death Harrows-

by came to depend on him more, and

to seek his advice in business matters.
He was an erect, muscular, young fel-

meekness of demeanor In the presence
of femininity. With bis niece Harrows-

| by discussed the best method in which

to make Cleopatra an ornament to so-
clety.

*An ornament to society is a lady,”
his niece said positively, “and a
lady never does any work except play
on the pianny—or the organ Iif she
hasn’t a pianpy—and make fancy
work.”

So the delayed education of Cleopatra
Harrowsby was duly begun. She took
music lessons, and lessons in painting,
and lessons in crewel work. and cro-
chet, and ribbon embroidery. She did
not te=ke kindly to the unusual tasks,
Her fingers were skillful enough in
caring for turkey chicks, or feeding
the young calves, or dosing a sick colt,
or handling the reins from the seat of
a Lharrow, or even when gripped conti-
dently aroun | plow handles: The black
and whitgs keys on the organ board
bore too strongz a family likeness to b=
promptly identified, and the ncedle be-
came an instrument by which secif-tor-
tare was involuntarily and frequently
administerad. Nevertheless, the result
of her labors In the field of art became
gradually apparent., [DMictures were
Lung vpon the walls—pictures In six-
inch gold frames. Painted snow shov-

| els alzo appeared, and trays and roll-

ing pins tied up by the handles with

| blne ribbons and gilded piepans, and

on which

| launted such flowers as never saw the
| sun of heaven shine.

Mrs. Maltby—
the name of  Hacrowsby's widowed
niece was Mrs, Maltby—looked on with
satisfaction as the collection Increas-
ed, and Jack himself used to make an
excuse to take his partienlar friends
through the saered room of state and
seclusion.

“Cleo did them,” he'd say airily, with
a wave of his pipe. *She painted uii of
them—hand-painted them. Every blime
one—they're all hand-palnted.”

“Drapes” multiplied also, strips of

 8ilk with lace sewn between, pin cush-

sofa cushions, wool mats, and
various other efaborately constructed
articles. One evening when the latest
artistic achievement had been duly ex-
hibited by Mrs. Maltby Frank Stanley
ventured to congratulate the young
person responsible.

“You're doing fine,” he said. “‘Seems
like you've learned an awful lot since
she died.”

“Fine!” She flared out on him, bher
face crimsoning. *“It’s rubbish—every-
thing I try to do. 1 know it—you know
it, too. The people who try to teach
me know [’ll never learn to do them
things well—not if I live to be a hun-
dred. But they get Pap’s money. That's
all they care about. Pap is the only
one who really thinks it's fine. Do you
suppose I'd keep on at it if It wasn't
for him?"

A few days after that the girl saw
Frank coming towards the house. A
hot wind had raged that day—was still
raging. Through the swirling clouds
of brick-colored dust she descried the
coloseal young figure, and the creature
that only his powerful hand upon the
bridie kept in check—a prancing, coal-
black, beautifu] creature, that flung its
delicate head high, and danced side-
ways with many curvetings. An in-
atant later she had flung down her
colored silks, was out of the room—out
of the house.

“Where did you get it—the beauty?”
ehe cried. Her hand was stroking the
bBorse’s satiny neck, her finger tips ting-
ling with the delight of feeling the
qurivering muscles grow calm beneath
her touch.

“Your father’s bought it. I'm going
to take it out to the farm to-morrow
to break it in. It's never had a saddle
on.”

“0!” said Cleo. Her gray eyea were
shining, and she breathed more quick-
ly. Then, “Did pap get off to that
auction?’ she asked.

-

| lesson
As for his wife, she had been |
the maodel of all the bard-worked farm- |

| homeward in leisurely fashion.

| ception room,

“Yeos
row alght. He don’t 2eed to Lold aue-
tlous. He's too well off. He's
too old fur the work anyhow. Bur oe
Lhates to give up. Everybody expects
and he meeting  his  old

Iina, likes

fiienids.”

“You were sayinz -
yes)' she murmured abseotly.
bau fell from the borse’s neck.
towards thie house,

Fhe next day she was npot at homne
for her masc lesson, nor for ner paat
nor yet for ber rizh-rack
The old mare, Molly, was gone
from the barn, and so was the hlack
horse.  When Frank found Per that
noon she was ridinzg the black husse
Ll Wwils
dripping. trembling, and fieckad with
patches of foam. [He noticed that she
was white. Even lier lips were white.
[*ut her vyes shope trinmphantly,

“We had a grand time,” she eried,
“a jovely timwe! It took four hougs’
hard werk, but I broke bim. He's as
tame ac old Molly oow. O, it was
splendid, but—but——" she lurcheli a
little in the saddle. Frank sprang
down—piut his arm around her. *I think
he—he broke my arm about—an—an
hour ago. He threw me, and fell
against ”

She started.

e

luove awia)

inzx lesson,

, “Cleo, my dear—my girl—"

Dr. Eldridge was cutting the sleeve
from her arm when she regained con-
grlousness. .

“A dislocated shoulder,” he declarel.
“Bad? Yes, it's bad, because It has
been 8o long negiected.”

When Harrowsbhy heard the story
his heart giave a queer leap of exulta-
tion, but his expression was one of
dismay. He could hardly reconcile with
the opinions which had been forced
upon him that breaking wild horses
and having your arm jerked out in the
accomplisbhment of this gentle pastime
was quite the most approved wanuner
of becoming an ornament to society.
So, when Cleo was well enough to re-
sume her interrupted career of culture
he betook himself one evening to the
abode of Mrs. McLelland, and to that
wise and outspoken matron gravely
stated his doubts and the difficulty of
his position.

“Do?” echoed Mrs. McLelland, “you’ll
send her to a convent—that's what
you'll do. 1 sent my daughter to a
convent—the only daugzhter I ever had
—Eliza Louise. Do you know what
they done with her? They transmogri-
fied her. They male a lady of ber—
yes, sir, a real lady.”

So to a convent—a convent over in
Kansas—Cleopatra Harrowsby was
duly dispatched. Letters came from
her at Intervals, These leiters Har-
rowsby showed to every one in town.
The writing was laboriously symmetri-
cal, and wherever a word had been
misspelled it bhad been carefully
seraiched out ant one in whicn no or-
thographical error could bhe detected
duly substituted. They were the mild-
es! kind of letters—the most irreproach-
able and duatiful of leiters. Harrows-
by theughi of Mrs, MeLelland with a
glow of gratitude warming his breast.
One month passed—two. There was to
be a cattle fair of importance In Kan-
#as. Harrowsby bad Injured his hand
in the door of a stock car, so
Frank Staunley in bis place It was
only the matter of a littie horsebuck
ri.e of twenty miles out of his way
for Stanley to go to see Cleo. He went,
That young lady. rushing into the re-
flung herself into his
arms in a paroxysm of homesickness
broken lonse—gone mad.

“0, Frank. 1 can't stand 1t. Take
me away. The letters? You thought
of course you did
pap. Urkind? Dear, po. They a1
kind enough—bn: they don’t under
stand. The barred doors, and the time
to walk ovt, aud the time to stay in
and the time to say your prayers—why.
I get wild!—wild' [ wanpt the old farm
—the good times we had there before
we came to live in town, And the
dogs-—the dear d,gs! And the riding
—and the corn shucking—and the
creek! O, I want the creek! The oak
tree with the seat—you put the seat up
there for me, F'rank! And the berrying
—anJd the nutting—and the wading
when your feet were hot and the witer
was cool—0, | can’t stay here! Not if
I was to be ever such on orniinent to
soclety—I can't—I can't!”

Just then the Superior came in. Her
gentle counsel, combined with FFrank's
friendly advice, prevailed. At least
it seemed to prevail, but when, two
days later, Frank got home from the
cattle fair, he found the daughter of
his bost cuddling a young litter of pup-
ples In the barn.

“The darlings!” she cried. “No—pap
doesn’t mind now. He did at first. He's
bought a new farm at Guide Rock, and
he’s so much Interested in it he doesn’'t
mind much that [ ran away.”

Harrowsby was interested in his new
farm—so much so, indeed, that he went
up there more frequently than one
versed in farm lore would consider nec-
essary, considering that he looked up-
on his tenant as competent and trust-
worthy. At home affairs went rather
more happily than they had done since
the morning of the funeral of the mis-
tress of the house a year and a half be-
fore. Mrs, Mdltby had gone on a visit
to relativea In the East. Frapk’s time
wae taken up on the farm, and he sel-
dom came to town. Cleo made friends
among the young people, lived almost
all her waking hours in the open air,
and left the drudgery of the household
to the mald who was paid to attend
to It.

“How pretty Cleo Harrowsby Is
growing! people in Bubble began to
say. Remarks were curreat, too, as to
how she would endure a stepmother.
For it was hinted that Jack Harrows-
by’s frequent visits to Guide Rock
were not wholly In the Interest of hls
new farm. They sald his tenant bad
an attractive alster. They sald Clee

He wun't be back till to-mor-
| man or the new doctor, both of whom
MaST |

HHor

| i to preside.
{ tirst—two or three drinks—and a bite

sen: |

That was ail tor ; :
‘ (and kissed him.

would do well 1o take the hardware

were her ardent adwmirers. They said
Cleo wonldn't stand out of the way for
any woman, and
they eaid a great Jeal

Harrowshy, coming in from the West
on the train one evening. found yuite
a number of his old comrades at the
depot. There was golng to be a tur-
gey raffle a2t the saloon. They wanted
They'd have a drink

of supper in the restaurant—some o0ys-
ters, say, and then the fun would be
gin. But Harrowsby jostled his way
through their ranks.

“Not to-night, boys. lmportant busi-
pess on haund. Got to git home. OUne
drink—bhaven't timne. 'Pon my woid,
boys—got to!”

And he strode up the town to his
home, and into the sitting room whee
the table was set for supper and a
wood fire burned in the cylindrical
sheet-Iron stove.

*Cleo.”

She came running to him, pushed him
into a chair, tossed his valise In the
corner and his hat afrer it.

“Cleo,” bhe choked a little anl then
coughed. *I've got something to tell.”

“So've I, pap.”

“You first, then.”

“*No."” She sat down on his knee.
“You first. Go on.”

“Cleo, you kuow my tenant up to
Guide Rock? Yes, well, he's got the
nicest sister you ever seen. She ain’t
overly young—noi young enough to be
silly. She’s maybe 35. We'll say 35.”

“Yes, pap. Go on."”

“She ain't ever worked reel hard.
She's had all the heavy work done fur
her. So she's kept that cheerful an’
rosy—it would beat you! She’s easy
on the hands, but they don't impose
on her—they like her too well. She
ain’t reel strong on foreign misslons,
but the minister he told me she was
the best home missionary he ever
knowed. She sings, an’ as fur playin’
—well, T never heerd the like except
when | was to a show once. An’ the
cookin'—my! You know your ma didn't
go much on ecookin'—jest plain friel
Dbork, an’ coffee, an’ now an’ then plum
sasg or crullers she 'lowed was good
enough fur plain folks—with bread an’
potatoes throwed in, of course—of
course! But the things Esther makes
aont’n jest milk an” eggs an’ sech com-
mon truck—'twould astonish you.
Cleo.”

“Yes, pap.”

“An’ when it comes to dressin’, she
allus looks so trim. Don't seem to think
any old thing Is good enough to wear
around to home like your—like some
folks does. Botton gownds that’s right
pretty, an’ when she goes out the kind
of style a man likes to see when he's
goin' along, an’ knows she'll be pinted
out as his wife—got the feelin' besides
that she kin afford it. She’s kind, too—
kin! an® lovin'.”

“Yes, pap.”

There was silence in the dim room.

“That's—1 reckon that's all, Cleo.”

“AlU?" She leaned forward and
swung open the door at the end of the
wood stove.

upon his face. *“Is it all, pap?”

: |
“*Well, all except that I thought some |

—Iin face, 1 was figurin'—to be square
—we was allus square with each other,
Cleo—1 calculated -that I'd—you ain’t
got no objection, have you, Cleo?—that
I'd—I'd marry bher.”

The logs crackled merrily by way of
comment. Their sweet, summeriime
smeil, silence, and firelight filled the
rooni,

“Dear—dear me, no!” She took his
handsowme ol ! head between her hands
“And when will you
be married?”

“1 was thinkin' some of a month
from now, Cleo.”

" she said agaln.

“Dear—dear! “And

it's just three days since | was mar- |

riew.”

“Cleo!™ he sprang to his feet.

“Yes. Esther wrote me about her
engagement to you. She thought she
could break it better to me. 1 told
Frank, and—well, we were waiting un-
til you should be at home, but he said
—I said—we thought—"

“By—thunder! Well, he’s a good fel-
low—but they tell me you could have
bad the hardware man or the doctor,
Cleo. Baut If you're happy——"

She kissed him again.

“1I'll give Frank the farm, an’ half

tbe hogs—an’ them hundred young

steers. Are you sure you're willin' to
go back on the farm, Cleo?”

“I'm glad! [I've ached fur the farm,
pap.'l

“But after all you learned!
you won't ever be—"

She put her hand over bis mouth and
laughed.

“Never—never!”
Tribune.

An’ now

she naid.—Chicago

Rats, Cats and Foxes.

According to a Capadian newspaper,
some time ago rats from a ship that
went down off Sable Island, near Nova
Scotia, succeeded In reaching the shore,
and soon multiplled to such an extent
as to become dangerous to the settlers.
When they had well nigh destrorzed
the food supplies on the island. the
settlers imported some energetic cats,
which kept the pest In check until a
passing ship left a pair of foxes on the
island. That was fatal to both rats
and cats. Soon foxes overran the is]
and In every direction. They killed
pot only all the rats but the cats as
well, and at the present time the gov-
ernment is considering the advisabllity
of an active crusade agalnst them.

When & man’s life is In danger and he
lives to tell the tale he generally tells
it In after years on the least provoca-
tiom.

It makes a woman angry If she s
puable to Interest a man and If be Is
interested she loses interest In him.

they said—Iindeed, l

A fiare of light fell fuli |

i
;‘?'
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How to Economize with Egos,

| Left-over yolks of exzs If pat at once
'into a tumbler of cold water wili keep
fresh and soft for several days. If
(dropped into a cup and covered the
| Folks would be untit for use the second
day. The left-over white of ecoe may
be made into wmacaroons, or
[used for meringues. ‘The whites of
| two eggs with a quarter of a pound of
' snzar and the same quantity of aimon|
paste will make two dozen nuiciaroons.
Where hard-hoiled yolks are wanted it
is much better to break the egzs, sep-
arate carefully the yolks from the
whites and drop the yolks into water
that Is boiling bhot: cook slowly o
twenty minutes. In thls way vou save
the whites for another purpose.
S. T. Rorer in the Ladies” Howme Jour
nal.

kisses,

Testine Soap.
It is said that nearly all of the Im

the artractiveness of the bhox and wrap
per go a long way.
soap is far more likely to be lmpure
than the nnscented variety.,
which may be easily comprehended.
The presence of too mnch lye in soap
can be discovered by merely touching
it with the [ip of the tonzue.

for reasous

I

injurlous to the skin. if It is

used,

use. If In bars, the =oup <hould be
cut while fresh with a string.
Creamed Sweet Potatoes,
 Ingredients: One pint of milk, elght
medinm-sized cooked sweet potatoes,
butter the size of an eggz, salt and pep-
per to season, anl flour ro thicken.

milk in a double boiler, thickening with

ing.
dice, put them in the sauce and let the
whole cook for ten minntes, If liked.

when serving.

ing sweet potatoes is 1o place them in

the pan around a roast, and let them

cook with the meat. They should be

frequently basted with the dripping.
Griddle Cakes.

To each cupful of buttermilk add one
tablespoonful of shortening, a little
salt, a small bhalf-teaspoonful of soda,
[ one exx to each two cupifuls of milk,
and flour, entire wheat tlour (or equal
parts of botl), Indian meal and flour
equal proporiien, to make a batter that

can easily be spread on a well-greased .
Do not turn until the cakes |
Indian griddle ecakes !
and |
Some use oue cupful of milk, |
one cupful of tHour, one egz, ete, \'pryf
good for eream toast if apy cold flonr ,
nud |

wrid e,
are nearly done.
are luscious served
| sugar.

with ecream

or Indian cakes are left. Heat

put into cold cream.

i Scalloped Oysters and Veal,
‘ Take one cupful of cooked veal, free |
from bone and gristle, and chop wlth

one cupful of raw oysters——uot too fine.

tirate over the meat a little nutmeg '

and add a little celery salt. I'ut a layer
in an earthen dish, then a layer of
crushed erackers. Mboisten with oyster
broth and water, milk, or gravy in
which Is a heaten egz. Dot with bits
of butter. Then the meat and crackers,
'as before. Salt. if needed. Maoisten
| with more of the liquor, dot with but-
ter. DBake from thirty to
minutes.

Farina Cups,

Make a syrup of one pint orange
juice, two cups sugar, one cup water,
rind of one-half an orange, juice of one
lenion, and sufficient liquid to make |
one quart of whole. Bring to a boil,
'and add gradually oue cup farina. Cook |
for ten minutes, stirring constantly.
Fill cups or punch glasses previously |
wet with cold water. When hardened
and ready to serve turn out, and gar-
nish with whipped cream and fruit,
' Strawberrles, cut peaclhies or almost '
any fruit may be nsed.

Snow Pudding.
Dissolve half a box of gelatine In one
pint cold water; when goft add one pint |

of two lemons, and two and one-half |
cups sugar. Let it stand until it I8 cold |
and begins to atiffen. Then whip in
the well-beaten whites of five eggza.
Pour into wet moulds and place on
jce. Serve with soft sauce made of
one pint milk, yolks of three ezggs and
' half a cup of sugar. Flavor with va.
nilla.

Macaroni Creamed.

Break twelve sticks of macaroni in-
to one-inch lengthe and boil in on®e
guart salted water twenty minutes.
Turn Into a colander and draln. Make
a cream of one tablespoon each of but-
ter and flour rubbed smooth and added

When thickened, season and return
macaron! to heat. A little grated
cheese 1may be added just before serv-

ing.

Coddled Eggn.

Have a saucepan neuarly full of boll |
Ing water, drop in the eggs carefully,
cover, set back where the water cannot
boil, and cook six, eight or ten minutes,
according to the size and freshness of |
the eggs. A fresh egg, full to the shell '
of albumen, requires more time than
an older egg that has lost something

by evaporation

Mra, |
' srowing crop

pure soap is bought by women wiib |
whom the delicacy of thie perfume and |

Highly scented |

If a bit- |
Ing sensation results. the soap will Le |
: | larze acreaze.
always a saving to buy soap in large v
quantities both for toiler and laundry |

Make a cream sauce by heating the !

sprinkle chopped parsley over the top |
Apother way of cook- |

forty-five |

bolling water, the Juice and grated rind | =

-3‘—OME WONDERFUL CROPS

WESTERN CANADA.

rnment Reports
ond Belief.
anada, January
Qtatistics
of Agricul

The Territorial Gove
chow Results Bey
Recina, Assiniboia, €
I0.—At the Agricultural
raned he Department

:".‘::‘l:-l I'tr:']rl}[u-t 'l'._-;'lr'i;‘ ries, ."i.!ul.'xs_ ﬂ:-’
now heing received from grain tll’.('.?:.-l‘
s throughout the Territories fur, tml'
iscieal purposes. The repoiis are soine-
what delayed this year, oving to th:
wxtensive t-'r(lll dan | the delay in getﬂf:r
The Department of Agir
alture is leading the way in a m:w de-
ariure, in regard to the l-.,-lIu-'c:;run of
n the glder prov.nces,
pased entirely OB

t threshed.

rop statisties.
rop - esfimates are
..s-]upiuinn of persons interested in the
-=ain business who ought to be, and ne
ioubt are, well posted upon the pobr-
ihle vields. Still the reports are sioe-
Wy a matter of opinion, in "u\:hw’h a
nistake may easily be made. I'he Ter-
itorial il-l'{n:ll"I'.l]t'Iii, powever, has
wlopied the system of reiurns of crops
retually threshed, upon which to base
heir l:('[ml'tr:. The accuraey of the
eports eannot, ﬂ'-v'?l'fh'l'i.'..!'t‘ rainsald,
or they represent a compilaion of ae
ual Ih.rt-.-:hin_-.: results. in this connee-
ion. it mizht be mentioned that the
eparrment is orzanizinz a system of
returns, which will be
in operation next sulnber. The i
formation thus obtained. with estd
mated acreaze, will be availabhle for
usiness men, banks, railway ecom-
panies, and other interesis whigh have
o diseount the future in making pro-
vision for the conduct of their busi-
eSS,
The erop reports already to hand
low some remarkable cases of ab
qrormal development. 1In the Ilegl:u\
lstriet, aany returns are given of ™
vops of wheat running from forty 1@
roriv-five bushels to the acre,

1. A. Snell, of Yorkton, threshed 25,
00 hushels of oats from 450 acres, as
iverawe of 63 busbels per acre for 2

W. R. Motherwell, of Abernethy
hreshed 2.630 bushels of wheat from 8
S0-acre field, an average of 53 bushels

per acre.
Edmonton Distriet, T. B

In ”IQ' :
Hutchings threshed 728 bushels eof

wheat from a 10-acre plot, an average
of nearly 73 bushels per acre.

S. Norman threshed 6.950 hushels of
vats from 60 acres of land, an average
f 116 bushels per acre.

The publication of the actnal ylelde

- | of grain threshed will likely open the
flour and adding the butter and season- |
Cut the sweet potatoes into small |

eyves of the people to the great capablld
ties of the Western Canadian prairies

Nt Aceording to Program.

At Plevna, Kan., a **joint’’ keepes
orpered the ILov. W, H., Hooston is
t'i» postottice and informed the reve
ran | gentleman that he must take s
lieking on aceocunt of 4 temperance
ser 1on wh'ch he bh'd preached the
d .. hefure. *“\'iright,”” responded
t o parson, ¢l eerfully; and two min-
u‘es later the tricnds of the ‘‘joinl *
keeper were taking him down to tle
b itcher shop for the application of
cefsteak to a pair of beautiful black
1ves.

You Judge

the worth of & tire by i's speed,
good weariug qualities and case of
repair,

G @ J TIRES

are made (o m the host ruliber : are Yght
enougll W Lo reacl ant, strong rnough te
bw durable, and arey 1. Lng, Ltus lusare
ingesnafort and safety
Cars ogiie &t vour siont’s or Ny mail,
G &J TIRE CO., Indianspolis, Ind,
Also makers of G &) Tires fur Musor bie-
eycles, Carriages and Autwmebiles.
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PSLICKER:

BLACK OR YELLOW

sWET WEA l'ml‘ﬂ %IilsOTECTION
|

CLOTHING
I3 30LD BY BZFRESENTATIVE TRADE EVERYWHERR.
A.J.TOWER CO. BOSTON. MASS. .}

to one and a half cups of hot milk. |

Lidby, McNelll 4 Liddy, Chicage

“How e Tulnes
-ih.l! m.‘:‘“— -
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