Ben's Bid.

How the Chickens Saved the Farm,

e
=i

“Why don't you ralse chlckens for the
market?"  suggested Hiram Bassett, the
village store Keeper, to Ben Binger, Ben was
14 years old., His mother had died a short
time before, His father waam a carpentier by
trade, but had been crippled by rhewmatism
#0 that he eould not work. Ben, who always
looked on Mr. Baasett as a friend of un-
doubited Adelity and great resources, had been
telling the storekeeper how much He wished
he could get sune steady work. Mr. Blnger's
little stock of money was exhausted; he had
already sold some of his tools 10 get the food
he and hin son needed. Ben realized that the
day was rapldly coming when there would be
no wiay of getting more, unless be muonagel
to do somcething of greater prodt than Lhe
oldd Jobs he pleked up now and then from
the surrovnding tarmers.

“I'll do v, sald Hen, In response to Mr,
BassetU's suggestion, turned about, trudged
home and all the way was planning how he
might begin,

A week Inter the "chicken farm,' ss Ben
oalled it, was n fact, at fennt he had made a
start, In his spure timo he had constructed
some ocoops from old barrels and a4 hox or
two, The pay for two days' work he in-
vested In threee dozen eggs, and with the
money obtained by sorting some vegetables
for the storckeeper botght two hens, which
waore just about to “'set.,” He and hils father
already had five pullets, and wiithin a eouple
of wedhd more thers were five “clutchss’ of
epre under as many of his hena.

He fed his chickens from the sereenings he
got at n mmall prica from sevorad of the
furmers, The hens mannged, too, to plek up

"Mr. Bassett, how does a sheriff sell you out?

& good deal of food among the bushes and in
the tiny garden back of the house, Hen
worked hard at the small jobs ha was given
roundabout and walted with confidence for
the time when he should be able to make
something from his venture,
He would have felt much happler I it
hadn't been for his father's condition.. Mr.
" Bingér did not complain of the rheumutism,
though it still kept him confined to his big
chair, But something worried him very
much; the boy could see that. He asked
what It was several times, but Mr. SBinger's
only reply wias that he suffered, he felt dawn-
hearted on account of belng so erippled. He
tried to make Ben think that that was all
that distressed him, but the boy could not
belleve iL
. Blowly the flock of chickens grew. The
“egge hatched remarkably well. Fifty downy
little balls were soon running in and out of
the coops, where their mothers were con-
fined. Four more ‘“clutches'’ of eggs were
under that number of new hens, which he
had bought and paid for In installments of
work. The first days of summer saw him
with seventy young chlckens, some of them
able to scratch for themselves. It took all
be could make now to keep his father and
himaelf in food and to provide for his farm,
but he was alwayeg on the alert for a Job and
was as cheerful as he could be, so that the
nelghbors all liked to employ him when they
“eould. Ben had told his father of his plan
and explained that, as few of the farmers
‘raleed chickens, except for their own use,
he thought there ought to be a chance Lo
make gomething by shipping them to
* Waynesboro, the bigger town five miles away,
Mr. Binger was not altogether confident of
the stuccess of such an experiment, but he
- sald nothing to discourage the boy and used
to slt near the windows and watch the broods
andtulk to Ben about them. July and Au-
ust went by, and the young chickens throve,
nly a few of them were lost. A prowling
'possum got severinl before Ben Lrapped the
marauder., Cold and rains killed off a few
more. But the 1st" of September came and
more than sixty chickens were the boy's.
~“"Hen planned to gell thirty or forty in the
early autumn and to Keep the remainder till
the next summer, to stock his farm with
afresh. He Intended to go Into It, then, on
& bigger scale, and he hoped to realize
enough from his sales to keep him through
the winter with the part of his flock he re-
“Aained.
hen, one day in September, as he and his
father sat In the doorway of the cotlage,
Ben wuotleed a couple of tears trickle down
hig father's face. He jumped up and threw
his arm= around his father’s neck. He was
frightened and he dld not understand Just
“what” was the matter.
Presently Mr. Sioger unclasped the boy's
hands and looked him in the face. “‘Ben.’
he s"uld.. “I'm afrald we're in for bard tilmes

YWhat do you mean, Dad?" asked Ben,
“The house s only rented,' sald Mr. Singer
elowly, “they can't take that, but they can
take all our furniture and everything else.”

“"Why, they belong to us!" exclaimed Ben.

80 they do, Pen, but the law gives another
man the right to sell them and take the
money they bring, if we owe him money and
cean't pay it."

“And we owe somebody money ?
Dr. James wus pald?

S0 he wan. But there Is some one else
to whom 1 owe money—a man 1 borrowed
from when your. mother was sick, I owe
him $100. He has what they call my note.
1 haven't been able to pay him, and now he
says he must have It, He I3 entitled to it
right off, and will get as much of It as pozsi-
ble by sell'ng what we have. Hie was here
to see mo about it the other dey and I tried
to get him to wall. But he says he's tired
of walting, and the sheriff’ll come and sell
us out."

Ben had a Muirly good ldea now of the
sltuation. He tried to comfort hls father,
but It was of lttle avail, Mr. Singer felt
his helplessness and the disgrace keenly, and
did not know what would become of them.
Ben worried over what he had heard all
night long, but he could find no way out of
their dificulty.

The next day he took tem of his biggest
chickens to the villige store. He had al-
ready arranged with Mr., Bassett to have
them sent to & commission merchant at
Wayneshoro and sold. After he had de-
Uvered the chickens and Mr. Bassett bhad
promised to get him the money for them as
quickly as possible, the idea struck the boy
of asking the storekeeper about a sheriff's
sile. The thing puzaled him & bit yet, and
he Indulged a falnt hope that, if he knew just
how it was done, he might be able to hit on
n way out of It “Mr. Bassett,"” he wald,
“how does a sherlf sell you out?"”

Perhaps the storekeeper had an ldea of the
trouble. But, If he did, he gave no sign of
It and tried to explain to Ben how such a
pale was conduoted, “And the people at the
sale,” he concluded, “offer te buy what is
offéred and the sheriff sells to the one whoa
mukes the highest bid."”

Ben asked several questions before he left,
Then he walked slowly home and all the
while, In his mind, he was turning over a
dinily defined project which had been sug-
geated Lo him by what he had hesrd,

A week later Bea recelved the money for

80. He was a proud boy,

I thought

By . €, W,

nod he would have shown his satisfiction
more If It had not been fur the (mpending
troublo, which made his faller o misernble
that he conld not Jeave hiy bed, Behi bought
somne Truit for & guarter of a dollar and took
it home to him, but Mr. Singer was fesling
0 badly that he ate of It only sparing'y.

On n Monday In the early part of ths next
month the sheriff, in pursuance cf formal no-
tice, arrived at the house to make a sale {o
mitisfy Mr. Singer's creditor. Quite a crowd
had gathered about the cottage and thers was
not one of those present who did not sympa-
thize with the earpenter and his son. Hen's
father was very Il that morning, and coald
not leave the bel. The sheriff mounied a
box In the yard, and began a deseripticn of
the goods to be sold,

It was a pitiful array after all, A few
tools, a miscellaneous assoriment of cleap
furniture, & kitchen stove, with some c:oking
utenxils  and ¢hina and stme lnen aid
blankels. But one item In the lot—the chlok-
ens—the sheriff counted on as h's draw ng
ecird. Halfl & bundred of fiue hens and mas-
ketable chlokens wers cooped in oa nearby
pen, and upon the value of these the county
officer dweit at length. Then, when he
thought he had the erowd sufMclently around,
he named a startiing figure in default of an
actual bid,

“'8ixty dollare for this cholce lot of chlckens
and hotsshold gools?'' he cried.

There wis o res,onse. He rep acd the n-
nouncement, then dropped the figures to § 0.
Still no one spoke,

The sheriff mate scme [urther remarks
aboul the articles for sa’e and trled ag:‘n at
$40. But the crowd was dumb. No cne fe't
Inelined ta buy out the erippled carpenter
and hie =on.

The sheriff tried again and agaln, dropping
the figures lower and lower, and all the time
Erowing more voclferous in the explanation of
the barga'n which he offered. He did not
Epecially like the job, for he had besn tod
about the case by some of the v.1iige pe pe,
but he had a duty to perf rm and e knew he
must get as much out of the rale as he could.

The Agures had dropped to $10, but sllenoe
relgned, except for a deflant crow from ane
of the roosters In the pen. Mr. Binger's
creditor, evidently, had no representative
on the ground and, even the low price
nimed, was not tuken up with,

The sheriff dropped his offer, now, & dollar
at a time, but apparently in vain. It looked
#8 If the sale would come to nothing.

Ning! elght! seven! six! five! four!
a response came from those about.

Three dollars! The sherlft was smiling at
the ridiculous offer, and was just about to
name $2 and $1 in quick succession, hoping
for no reply, when a boyish wvolce, close at
hand, answered:

"I bid 31"

The officer looked down on the epeaker
and saw Ben, The boy held up thres §1
notes In his hand.

The sherif smiled, More than one man
in the crowd felt like cheering the bldder,
But the offcer knew ho could not accept the
offer at once,

‘Three dollars T am bid!"
“Who blds four?"

No one spoke,

“Three and & half, then?'" he sald,

Everyone was silent, and the suggestion
of $3.25, llkewlre, went unanswerad., Tliree
dollars was the one bid offered and after
one expostulation the sheriff took the offes,

Ben handed the money to the sherlff, who
congratulated him on his purchase with an
earnestness Ne had seldom felt on occaslons
of the kind, and there was not one of the
farmers who didn't come forward and speak
a kindly word of pralse and encouragement
to the boy.

But Ben was listening to little of all this;
he smlipped away to his father, who could
only strain the boy to him, whils the tears
streamed down his face,

The chicken farm was saved, and the
chicken farm proved a success. A year
Inter, when Mr. S8inger was once more work-
Ing steadlly, and his rheumatism was gone,
hig creditor was pald (n full the amount
borrowed from him, and the proceeds from
Ben's chicken farm did not a little to make
up the sum required.

A BOY FOET,

not

he announced.

Willinm Cullen Drynnt Wrote Vernes
When o Child.

Just a century ago Willlam Cullen Bryant
was born in a log farm house In the beau-
tiful Berkshire hills of western Massachu-
scity, Hig father was the country doctor
and the child was named after a celebrated
physician. He began his school days In a
log school house beside a Ilittle brook that
orept down the hills and went singing on
ita way to the wvalley,

All around stood the great forest-covered
hills, haunted by wolves, bears, deer and
wildeats, which occaslonally crept down even
to the settlements. Wherever the slopes
were clenred, the farm lands had taken pos-
sousion.

From the door yard of the Bryant home-
stend the whole world seemed to be made
up of hills and forests, and fertile flelds,
while In the woods grew the exqguisite New
England wild flowers, and jaure!l and azdlea,
the violet, the tiger lily, and the fringed
gentlan. Here also lived the summer birds
of New England, the robins, the blue birds
and the thrueh, haunting the woods from
early spring until Iate autumn,

All these sights and sounds sunk Into
the boy's heart and made themselves into
& poem which he wrote down in words many

WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT.

years after, and which 1s as clear and fresh
as the volee of the ltlle brook Itself after
which It was named. The poem Is caited
"The Rivulet, and one of Its verses ruus
thus:

Thou unchanged from year to year

(hu'hv shalt play and glitter here;

Amld young fowers and tender Brass

Thy endless infancy shall piss,

In Bryant's boyhood New England farm
life was fery simple. The farmers llved in
log or slab houses, whose kitchens formed
the living room, where the meals were gen-
erally taken, Heat was supplied by the
great fireplaces, that sometimes filled one
whols mide of the kitchen and were fur
nished with cranes, spits and pot hooks,
Behind the kitehen door hung a bunch of
birch rods, with which mischievous boys
were kept In order, and In the recess of the
chimney stood the wooden settle, where the
children sat before bed time to watch the
fire or glance up through the wide chimney
at the stars,

When § years old Bryant often stood book
in band and with painful attention to gesture
repeated one of Watt's hymns, while his
molher listeced and correctdd. Here he pre-
pared his lessons, and wrote those frst ohiid-
ish porms 8o carefully crit'cleed by his father,
who way his teicher in the art of composition,
In the poem ealled “A Litetime” Bryaut long
afterward deseribed Incidents of his chilihood
and the lofluence of his father and mother
upon his art, one developing hls talent for
composition and the cther d.recting his imag-
ination to and enllsting his sympathies with
humanity. This poem shows the boy by hie
mother's knee, reading the story of Pharcah
and the lsraclites, of David snd Goliath and
of the life of Christ. As be grew older
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They are: prepared from a prescription widely used by practicing physicians, as

ness and all disorders of the Stomach, Liver and Bowels.

being the most effectual cure for Dyspepsia, Headache, Constipation, Dizziness, Bilious-

This remedy is in constant use.

ONE GIVES RELIEF.

Or Post-Paid on Receipt of Price.

PRICE s0 CENTS A BOX.
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Most all of human ills are
caused, or augmented by, a failure of the digestive organs to properly transform food
. Into blood, muscle and tissue. Years of medical experience have evolved a formula best

adapted to the correction of stomach disorders, and to the stimulation of the digestive
organs, to a proper assimilation of food.

RIPANS TABULES are simply a new and
more approved manner of putting it up. They are convenient in form, permanent in
excellence, infallible in curing all disorders of the stomach, and diseases arising there-

DRUGGISTS SELL THEM.

CHEMICAL CO.,

10 Spruce Street, New York.

ADYERTIEMENT DESIONED AND INUERTED FOR Tar Painveas' INK ADVERTISING BunEav, 80 8raves 87, New Yonx.
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Bryant shared the usual amussments of coun-
try life. In the spring he tock his turn in
the muaple sugar camp; in the autumn he at-
tended to the huskings when the young peop'e
met tp husk the corn in esch ne'ghborhood
barn soccessively, wuntil sll was done. He
helped at the o!der making bees, and the ap-
ple parings when the clder and apple sauce
was prepared for the year's need; and the
house raisings when men und boys ralred the
frame of a ne'ghbor's house or barn., In those
times the farmers depended upon eich other
for such friendly aid, and the comumunliy
geemed llke one great family,

On Sunday every one went three times to
meeting, listened to long sermons, and sung
out of the old Bay P:alm bock, If an un-
lucky ohild fell asleap ho was speedily waked
up by the tithing mao, who wou'd tickle his
nogs with a hare's foot, Once in a while a
boy might be restless or nolsy and then he
was led out ¢f the mee'!ing heuse and pun'sh:d
with the tithing man's rod, a terrible dis-
Brnoe,

But Bryant had not yet reached manhood—
when the true volce of hig heart was heard
in the most celebrated poem that he ever
wrote and one of the most remerkable ever
written by a youth. This was “Thanatopsls,'
which his father discovered among his papers
and sent Lo the North Amerlcan Review with-
out his son's kuowledge, so little d!d the poet
of 18—~who five yoars before bad publish:d
the tirade aga'nst Jeflerson—reallze that he
had produced the most remirkable verie yet
written In Amerlca,

“Thanatopsis” attracted Instant attention In
this country and n England. It had appeared
anonymously and American eritice Insis‘ed
that it could not Le the work of an Amerlcan
author, No native poet approached it either
in sublimity or thought or perfection of style.
But "Thamalopsis' bhears no trace of English
Influence, nor was It strange that an helr of
the Puritan pirit, who had lived in dally com-
munjon with vature, should thus seL to the
musio of poeiry the hopes and inspirations of
his race.

In 1521 he published his first volume of
poems under the title ‘'Poems by Willlam
Cullen Bryant.' It was a little book of forty
pages, ocontalvlng  “Thanatopsis,” “Green
River," “Te a W wi' other pipcen,

| Jmong which was “The Yel-

low Violet," a very breath of the spring.
This lttle book was glven to the world In
the same year In which Cooper published
“The Spy.,” and Irving completed *The
Sketch Book."

In 18256 Brysant moved to New York to
nssume the edbtorship of a monthly review
to which he gave many of his best known
poems. A year later he joined the staff of
the Evenlng Post, with which he was con-
nected until his death.

The lght of Bryant's Imagination burned
steadily to the end. 1o his 82d year he wrote
his lamt Important poem, “The Flood of
Tearg.” 1t iz a beautiful confession of falth
In the nobility: of IMe and the Immortality of
the soul, and a fitting crown to an existence
50 beneficent and exalted.
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GRANDMOTHERS,

A BOY'S OPINION,
Christian Advocate
Grandmothers are: very nice folks;
They beat wll the aunts in creation;
They let n chap do as he likes,
And don't worry about education.

Grandmothera have muffing for tea,
And ples, & whole row in the ceéllar;
And they're apt, if they know It in time,
To make chicken ple for a feller,

And If he Is bad now and then,

And makes w great racketing nolse,
They oniy look over thelr specs,

And say, “Ah, those boys will be boys!"

Quite often, as twilight comes on,
Grandma!hrrn sing hymnp, er

To themselves, s they rock by the I'n-é
About heaven and when they shall go.

And then a boy, stopping to think,
Wil find a hot tear in his eye,

To know what will come at the last;
For grandmothérs all have to die.

low

1 wish they could smtay here and pray,
or & boy needs thelr pruyers every night;

Bome boys more than others, 1 s'pose;
Such as | need & wonderful sight.

—_— = -
Twenty years ago & woman ln Minnesota
sent her son on an errand. He was to gol
a clothes Une. He returned last weok. He
brought a family with him, but he bhad not

forgotten the clothes lne, "

MAY T PLEASE THE

A HBoguet of Storlen Abont Judges nnd
Lawyera.

The written examination for candidates
who seek admiskion to the bar of thie state,
says the Boston Standard, has been, com-
paratively spoaking, recently instituted.

Not very long ago, when a candidate made
an application for membership, his examl-
pation was assigned to & member of the bar,
generally to one living in the applicant’'s dis-
triet, and was conducted orally.

Mr. A, was assigned for examlination to
Lawyer B,, who made the appolntment for
the noon hour of m certaln day. The candi-
date, trim and smooth looking, presented
himself for the ordeal a litile before the ap-
pointed time, and the following was the
exact and the whole form of his examination:

Lawyer B.—When a cllent comes to you,
Mr. A., what will be the first thing you'll
ask of him?

Mr. A.—Money.

Lawyer B.—Good,
next?

Mr. A.—] shall ask him to state his cake,

Lawyer B.—Very good, again, Now, Mr.
A. (looking at his watch), it Is nearing the
hour of 12, and when you met 4 gentlgman
like me at such a time, what will you ask
bim?

Mr, A—I'll ask him to come and have &
drink,

Lawyer B.—Very good, ')l join you; It is
a go.

counwm,

very good! And (ke

“A man who has his wits about him,"” re-
marked a learned judgd to a Washington Star
writer, “ls greater than he who Conquers a
elty, or words to that effect, for he I8 always
sure of getting Lhere"

“In respect of what?' was the logulry,
made with the ulterlor purpese of drawing
the judge out, “for he knows a good many
things worth the telling.

“In many," he went on, “but in this par-
tloular cans 1 rofor to an experience 1 had
when 1 had been practlicing for two or
three years and had an ldea that Coke, Black-
stonie ot al. were scarcely In It with me In
the ordinary busimess of the courts, There
were & lot of young fellows at our bar, and I

am free to confess that we did not always
malntain that dignity of the law wnich Is one
of Its strongest polnts. Sometimes we even
exceeded the Lmits, and now and then some-
body had a fine to pay for contempt. We had
fun at times with wvisiting lawyers and the
best practical loker In the lot was always
held in great respect by the rest of us.

“One day an old lawyer from the nelghbor-
Ing county seat was defending a prisoner for
steallng a cow, I belleve, and I had the
other side and was quite sure of making my
cuse. The old fellow had been In our court
many times and he was the slowest and long-
est talker 1 think 1 ever listened to. He
dldn't seem to know when to let up. Well,
on this occasion he had been talking unti
the young fellows were worn out and they
thought they would teach him a iegson and
at the same time help me in downing him.
So they quietly went out to the telegraph
office, got a blank and an envelope and fixed
up a telegram which read: ‘Great Caesar,
governor, won't you ever stop talking?'

"Ihen they got a boy to bring the mes-
#age Into the court room and they sat around
the bar to sea the old man drop dead when
he read the dispateh, The boy came in all
right and the sheri® promptly delivered the
message, Of course, everything became
qulet when this polnt was reached and the
lawyer asked permission of the eourt to read
his message. He tore it open amid breathless
gllence, everybody watching him, and those
who were In the Joke expecting an explosion
as soon us the end had been reached. HBut
there wae nothing of the kind, He read |t
aver slowly once, then more slowly again, and
théen he looked up al the Judge and over to
the Jury."

“ ‘May It please the court," he sald In trem-
ulous tones, 'l have Just recelted a menage
annougeing the death of & very near and dear
relative, one who," and his Hp quivered, ‘was
more to me than 1 can tell, und I must ask to
bt excused from speaking further,’

"“This was an ent'rely unexpscted turn to
the affalr, and, of coarse, the jokers were
powerlean to change the current. They sim-
ply sat dumbfounded, whilé the old fe'low was
asked (o finish his speech, He fnmbhed very
briefly, but it wus to the polnt, and when my
turn came o end the busioness I was not in it
Lwll.h the grief-siricken wan by my side and

the Jury gave the case to my opp nent withs
out leaving the room.
“After it was all over the old lawyer called

. ¢ | \
one of the crowd aslde and said someth n?tx L

him with a mild sort of a smlile that resy

in his taking up a collection amuong us l&?
ficlent to pay for a fine dinuer for the entlfs
bar."” o

B. F. Hamilton of Biddeford, Me., nevéd
talks much about his defense of an Individs
ual who was arrested and arralgned fop
breaking Into a jewelry store and stealin
a lot of watches. The court assigned l!
shrewd and energetic Biddeford stiorney (o
defend the prisoner.

“I didn't do IL," the prisoner told the laws
yer, “I wouldn't do such a thing as th
on my life. Really, Mr. Hamilton, 1 dlda'x
do It, You can tike my word as you hzd
meo tell you, but I suppoge they'il rallr
me.""

The trial
The prisoner was acquitted, and when
met his lawyer In the afterncon said Lo himi

“What Is the amount of your biil?"”

“Well, about $100." replied the Inwyer,

“Would you take 3257 asked the fres

nan.

“Well, that's better than nothing,' nlﬂ
the lawyer, and he sald: “Twenty-five 1L
They stepped outside, and the disch A

man sald to the lawyer: “Say, i you'tl
untll I get to Boston so T can =ell thoup
watches, I'll send you the §25."

A week lator Mr, Hamilton recelved hin §58

The new woman prisoner lockel over
Jury of gentlemen in the box, rela'es the
troit Free Press.

“May it pleass the court’ :he said wla
great hauteur, “I desire to be tried by & jud
of my peers.”

“That Is impossible, madam, 1 am sorry Lo
pay,” replled the gallant judge. ' This eoyr
hasn't the power Lo summon angels o Bery
off juries.”

Attorney (for defense)—You wiy you have
not formed or expressed any opolcn in this
cise? Now, slr, what '/ nderitand by
the word opinion?

Venlreman—Why, I have an lde —

Attorney—That will de. Your honor, 1 chals
lenge this man for cause,

s
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was held before Judge Virglny .,
he

o




