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TELL HER SO.

Amid the cares of married 1i%.
In spite of toil and business strife,
1f you value your sweet wife,
Tell her so.

T'rove to her that you don't forget

The bond to which your seal is set;

Ehe's of life's sweets — he sweetest yet.
Tell her 80,

When days are dark and deepis blue,
She has her troubles same as you,

Show her that your love is true.
Tell her 8o

1o former days you praised her style, |
And spent much care to win her smile; |
*Tis just as well now worth your while—
Tell her so. |
There was a time you thought it bliss
To get the favor of one kiss:
A dozen now won't come amiss
Teil her 8o,

Your Jore for her is no mistake;
You feel it dreaming or awake: |
Ion’t conceal it. For her sake |

Tell her wo. |

Yon'll never know what you have missed

1f you make love a game of whist;

Lips mean more than —to be kissed.
Tell her so.

|

Don’t act as if she had passed her prime;

As though to please her were a crime !

1f e'er pou loved her, now's the time—
Tell her so.

She'd return for each caress

A hundred fold of tenderness!

Iearts like hers were made to bless!
Tell her so.

You are bers, and hers alone ;

Well, you know, she’s all your own:

Don’t wait to “carve it on her sgtone”—
Tell her so.

Never let her heart grow cold:
Richer beauties will unfold ;
Bhe is worth her weight in gold!
Tell her so,
—Home Journal.

At Last.

ARBARA WARING had pract
B(‘ﬂlly learned and mastered the
art of belng poor, when Fate pro
sented her whimsically with  abund-
ance. Everybody, even she, felt It 1o he
mota ot e 0 iLastic happening.
sue wondered at first what She wis |
going to do with it all; that was before

| ference, pot =0 much age as a change o

removed by age and a certaln dif-

was
f 2
mental outlook, from the merry, pleas-
ure-loving throng of half brothers and
sisters, whom he secretly protected from
themeelves at every turn. There was
nothing superior In his attitude. “Old
Ted” was looked up to laughingly. yet
with much earnestness underneath the

fun. as mingling In himself the jolut |

roles of an antocrat and a most suscep-
tible chancellor of exchequer. He was
inevitably the arbiter of family destin-
les, in his qulet, conclusive way of de-
cision

Barbara siepped Into the family attl-
tude straightway, Oddly encugh, al-
though her years and his own tallled,
she regarded lLlin much as his young
sizters did. to his own amusement at
first. Lately a vague doubt ecrept in.
It was never expressly defined. not even
when his flashing eyves set her pulses
danciug on the sumer afternoon when
they sat looking at the blue waters of

the bay beycnd the tamarisk bushes at |

the gardeu’s end.

She escaped with only one thonght—
that—not that again! A line of
Browning came to her, then aud later,

not
as the sitution developed:

She had
how shall 1 say?—too soon

glad,

A heart
maile

Too easily impressed,

It was not a cotsment that would have

come from anybody else on this girl

with the Lrown hair, and eyes at which

few looked long enough to tind the hid-

| den light that sometimes redecmed the
| from inslgnificance to positive beauty.

Edward Banks had discovered the lat-
ter and he locked agaln, always to en-
counter that lustant withdrawal of the
vague something that tantalized him be
voud the soft reticence of volce and
eye, that echoed in and out of the mu-
sic she played to herself of an evening
in the shadows of the great, and, as she
thought, empty drawing room.

He watched and walted. Barbara
eluded more than ever. le told him-
self that he was too old to make ex-
periments, he must be sure, though ev-
ery day cautlon became harder: she
felt that what had been was returning,
and would not let herself see the differ-
enee of this, the real thing, fram that
old Imitation passion.

e hid his feellugs far less cleverly

he imagined from their object.
was continually  averting their
slight expression, schemling agalnst be-
traval and against her own respouse
day after day, until she felt forced to
act.  She dispatebed a letter that would
bring her a telegram and she would fly,

She lopked across the gay dinner ta-
ble and out of the orlel window at the
sound of the
song between

g
than

She

sed
the

eVening  sedl The

came like a falut

she had learned that, along with a for
tune, Fate always bestows methods for |
its disposal sudden and unknown acts
of duty, family clalms that had enly
been slccping dogs until their opportu- |
mity avioke them to bark. She found |
out aiso that a great deal of HHTH T |
may be expended upon the getting of |
simple thiags, if such happen, morecyer, |
not to be the simple things for which

others usk.

With a sort of gasping relief she ran |
efl to the sea, to a household of merry, |
affectionate creatures liad
schooled and loved. They made much
of hier in their own breezy fashion, quite
unaffected by her change of

she onee |

circu

stances except that it gave such an |
unfailing excuse for teasing.
She was discovering amonz  themn

that the girl in herself was not so muey
crushed and dead as neglectod
kept cropping up and asserting Lerself
in the mest unlooked-for daily fa2shion,

“You are getting prettier and younger
every day, Mother Mab" of the
girls exclaimed, watehing a little ox-
eitement ruflle the quletness of her gray
eyes and flush her smooth clicek, “lsp't
she, Edward? the girl cricd merrily,

Sl

Onle

The man’s watehing eves Lad a sudden |

spark of something new and strang:s.
Barbara drew a blind of blank forbid-
ding over the youth in her cwn.  [Her
cheeks flamed, not with the bhlush of
auere reproof, but of something fiercer.
The man saw it, and began to talk in-
stantly with much detail of something
else.
but with that barb implanted by
cuareless schoolgirl hand rankling.

It was sa long that a man had looked
at her with that flash In his eyes, the
brief admiration of the moment as sle
called it to herself. She thought she
could meet it calmly enough now, yet
the old savage throb had leaped in re
sgponse to that look.

When she was 20 she met a man ob-
wiously attracted by herself, not by anv
of her attributes—musie, deftness, or
mental quickness of perception—Lut by
herself. :
were anticipated, her lightest words re-
membered and quoted, her tastes stud
jed, in that 2ld and sure fashion never
to Le set aside or ilmproved upw, in
the primitive pleasure of a wooer.
opened out like a flower to the sun,
until the blow fell. He was not in eay-
nest; it was a summer’s amusement,
»o moye! The realization came cras)i-
ing across her life, destroying not alone
Ler bope but some faith in  herself.
What really mattered was not so much
the loss of a lover as the loss of herself.

She emerged from the silent confli-t
altered only to hersel”™ She had killed
that part cof nature, she told herself
somewhat grandiosely, and certalinlv

the

the corpse had shown no sign of life un-
til this afterncon, when a girl's nou-
sense drew that flash from a man's eye
and that instinctive,
from hersell.
Edward Banks was an elder son of
the ~ouse by another marriage. He

cruel response

She thanked him for it secretly, |

For the first thue her wishes |

et

Ve s

ATTEMPT TO PLAY.

SHE DID NOT

pauses of laughter and talk  of the
pleasant company, a vague, sad refrain
of waves that lupped the foot of the

JI below the gardens,

Barbara thouzht, not of the beauty of
|I:f;|- evening, but of how desolate she
| would be to-tnorrow night away from
i thew all, alone! The sound of her own
lime broke in,

“Why ! You will be all by yourselves
| to-night, Ba, you and Ted; 1 had for-
| gotten we are all going out to this pas-
| torial play rebearsal thing. Ilow rude
|.-.1‘ us'—the speaker langhed without
|1u-nih-:: '« “You must entertaln one an-
|ulh--l'. Ba; play to him, Old Ted would
Hike that

“lle would,” interpolated Edward,

“And if be's good he may swoke In
the drawlpngz-room; he could never be
happy after dinuer witheut.”

“Couldn’'t he Barbara avoided the
zlance direct across the dinner table,

They went off in a body, bearing fid-
dles. mandolin, guitar and stage prop-
erties, “We shall be back at ten.”

“It's really too bad to troop off and
| leave yo——"'

“{zood-by, geod-ly!™

"

| Without a word to one another the
two left moved away., Barbara went
| upstairs to the drawing-room, its many
‘\\lm!u\\'s open to the sea that entered
Ilika- a song.  She did not attempt
{play for some time, but sat In the peace
lof the deserted room listening, fearing -
the stairs, None came. He
was smoking, after all, downstairs in
his own room., She need not imagin -
ber music was inducement to bring him
here, she told herself, yvet, just for to-
(night, the very last night——  She
started. Edward was standing In the
doorway. He stoed watching her with
that same strange flicker in his sober
eves., He crossed the room and sat op-
posite her, still silent and smiling.
“Shall T play? What would you
like?" She did not wait for his an-
swer, but began. The man, listening,
knew that it was his presence, his gh-
vious presence, that kept the magic out
of ber melody. He gave a grim atten-
tion to It for a few moments, then got
up and went into the Inner re~—, BShe

oy

| step o
|

thought he had gone, and a falnt cur-
rent of something mysterious crept lnto
ber music; it relleved her, soothed the
unrest of her mood, flowed with a mo-
' meatary healing over her jarred spir't.
| As she ceased a servant entered with
'a telegram. She was looking at It un-
opened when he came back. Sbhe knew
escape was too late,

“Come outside. You have had enough
| muasle.”
“You mean you have,” she corrected,
trying to talk lightly.
“Yen sometimes make a
about me,” he sald abruptly.
There were winding steps that led
from the drawing-room windows to the
garden., 1le followed her, going care-
fully to escape her tralling gown.
There was a =ort of rampart &t ane
end with a low =andstone bench that
overlooked the sen.
The alr was full of soft sounds and
seents, He could only just see her face
and the soft sweep of cheek that gave
distinction to her profile. A little fold
of her gown tralled across the bench as
He took It between his fin-
like your shadowy

mistake

they sat
gers, Il
frocks.
in black gowuns,
fine and frail
it, Barbara?”’

This is like twilight,
I= that why you chosc

name. She was dumb, There was plere-
ing through her swiftly
fear something stronger.
see her face In the gloom.
From sheer lneapacity to finesse he
took the one course that convinced—the
direct one, !
“I want you,” he sald. *“It's not the
way to put it; men don’t say it hluntl_\‘]
ke that—men who know how to woo.
I uever did, never tried, or wanted to
before. 1 am too old to learn the rules
of the dlfficult game. 1 only repeat I
want you. Deoes it seem enough?” i
He teok her trembling hands,

“] want you to marry me, After all,
it's what they come to in the end, those
pretty tricks and speeches, those In-l
ways I can't learn. Let It bring me
near you.” |
“But If I can't?”

There was an edge, half mallce, half
unconcealed content, In her volee.
“You must! [I'll have to try and
learn the other fellows' methods if you
won't come to we lke this!”

She shuddered, and for an instant, in
the Inexpllcable ebb and flow of emo-
tlons, she seemed carried from him.
“You don't know me yet,” he went
on: “you have taken other people's
views of me. 1 shall be different to you
—quite different, If you wlill let me
shew you myself, apart from everybody
else. 1 have a prephetie feeling about
us—1I had it from the beginning. 1 sus-
pect T am going te make you want me
more than you know."

lusurgence returned—was govertlow-
ing nll

“You can't make me want you more
She broke off laughing, then sud- |
denly timid. “Don’t you see -why ¥ |
He did, though to the latest day of
their life together hie could never bhoa
brought to understand how It cane
about.—M, A. I,

CORK COUNTY FISH STORY.

He tried to

Irish Constable Beats an Augler
Whoe Tries to Land Him.

Two remarkable angling stovies come
from Dutrrus, in Cork couuty, the one
relating to the attempt made to '..\:nll
a police constable by means of a sal-

mon fishing rod and the other to the
strange experience which befell Dr,
Orr. a Hadderstield surgeon, o the

e place,

ir. Lewis, the medical otficer of Dar-
rus, to land any r
in the river in fifteen minutes and Con-
stable Kennedy, a noted
champion, consented to act the “fish.”
A belt was  fastened
stable's shoulders and to this was at-
tached a stroug salimon hook., A lanee-
wood rod and the ordinary salion tish-
ing line were used. The humuan fish
took to the water a: high tide and with
ft bold stroke swam out ten yards, At
this distance I, Lewis- checkad the
constable’s progzress and then the fish
dived and turned on his back, but with-
out avail

For two minutes It was an even con-
test between the angler and fish, then
the constable swam away for twenty
vards, when he was again brouzht up.
He dived and wriggled like an ecl, bat
not another iach could he add to his
advaniage. After  eleven mwinutes
struggle the angler was galning ground.
but (Cunstable Kennedy Eathered
strength and diving made away with a
powerful stroke. At the fourteenth
minuie, when only one mluute re
mained, the salmon line snapped and
the fish was declared the victor,

More remarkable stilll was the Inel-
dent which followed. Dr. Orr of Hud-
derstield was flyfishing in the river
when the pony which brought Llm from
Dunbeacon broke loose from where it
was tied and fell Into deep water with
the trap attached. The pony made
frantic efforts to swim ashore, but was
hampered by the weight of the trap.

Dr. Orr, the narrative goes on, was
fishing at the opposite side of the
stream and he threw his line toward
the pony. By a foriunate chance the
fishing hook ecaught the pony in the
ear and Leld fast. The angler pulled
his lime and the pony responded. with
the result that both pony and trap
were safely landed on the shore.—
Cork County Eagle.

When a little girl names her doll
for you it is a compliment, but when
sie Is a grown woman and names her
baby for you, there may be another
motlve in connection.

undertook swiinnu

swimming
the

Hernss )=

There is no half-way polnt with a
woman. She Is either very generous
or very stingy.

black |
I den’t ke women, as a rule, |

For the first time he called her by her | "
| were

distaste nmlll" :
| tiun

The Helpers.
fome years ago, at the time of the
sudden death of a beloved minister,
among the messages which reached the
gamily was one malled from a rallway

train. unsigned, undated, and bearing
put four words: “My friend, wmy
griend !”

Whethier the cry came from one who
bad been personally ministered to, or
whetber the service had been rendered
[tyrough some sermon or printed word,
no oue ever knew, It was enough that
lju some way the servant of God had
dellvered a message to the needy soul.
I'he incident Is typical of one of the
st beautiful phases of life—the un-
yiscious ministry of human souls to
i other. A little while ago a farm-
« wife, burdened and discontented,
naneed to visit, with a friend, a Home
¢ Incurables o a near-by elty. Among
patients  there was a youtl of
| twenty, totally paralyzed, so that he
/4 move nothing but his eyes. They
wonderful eyes, clear, blue and
npy, with an eager light of recognl-
for old friemds and greeting for
new Ones,
1he farmer’'s wife had no son of her
1. but she earried home with her the

ow

| memiory of that prisoned youth with

Lis clear, happy eyes.

This 18 not a story. She never saw
him agaln—she never even wrote to
him, for writing did not come easily
t» Ner unwonted fingers. But she did
not complaln over her life as she had
wfore. Her tasks were Leavy, and she
had little pleasure, and, It seemed to
ber, little appreciation. But after that
time. when the bitter words sprang to
her lips, they often died unspoken, and
Ler eyes softened with plty: beiween
her and her hard, gray eyes a vision

|l.ugur»d-—~the vislon of a crippled boy

with heaven's peace in his eyes.

There are few lives that do uot know
such minlsiry. Men in temptation have
peen strengtbened by the memory of
some woman who had stood falthfully
in a mard place through Nherolc years.
Women pressed by worldly duties hide
in thelr hearts a shrine hallowed by

'some humble, unsuspecting saint—an

old servant's room, perhaps. or a slm-
ple country farmhouse, known in the
far-off years, where oune walked who
carried the fragrance of prayer in ber
gariuents

1 there not comfort here for humble
gouls who feel themselves doing little
for the world's great need? Their lives
are God's messages. In ways they ean-
not krow thelir comfort and their heal-
ing will go forth to those who need
them. God's messages cannot bhe lost
nor go astray.—Youth's Coupanlon,

Finish or Fall,

Unfinlshed work that ouzht to
Anished Is a complete fallure, The man
who drives ten miles to cateh a train
and makes each of nine miles In the
necessary time, while he falls only a
few seconds short on the tenth mile,
misses his trailn just as completely as
if he had never started. If a plece of
worx ought to be finished at a given
time, the fact that It is four-fifths done
at that time counts for nothing agninst
the fallure thus recorded. Very few
recognize this, or are willinz to hold
themselves rigidly to such a Ligh stand-
ard. Indeed, the vers fact that a thing
‘s four-fifths done prompts most of us
to settle comfortably down in the be-
lief that.!it Is *“as good ns Jdone”"—in
stead of manfully facing the faet that,
lacking that last fifth, it is as bad as
'not done. “For whosoever shall keep
the whole law, and yet stumble in one
point, he Is become guilty of all.” Any
other standard than the standarl of
rompleteness is no standard at all

he

Be Ye Therefore Heady.

What the business faculty is in the
secular life, the spiritual faculty of
swatehfulness” Is In the religious life.
That our Lord placed imnnense import-
ance on this guality, is c¢lear from the
Iman}' warnings against sloth and sleep-
Iness which are found In 1lis parables,
and His not infrequent commendation
laf the “watchful servant.” Life, in-
[dee(l. Is & commentary on these stern
jand earnest appeals to be up and do-
Ing. Opportunities pass never to be re
peated ; our ability to make the most of
our precious hours grows less and less
as we neglect to use it, and, at lust,
we become unfit for even the ordinary
recurrent duties which appenl to us
from day to day. “Dlessed Is that ser-
vant who, when llis Lord cometh, shall
be found watching.”

The Dally Life.

It is daily life that tests us—the
manner of men we are. It is not our
prayers. it is not our profession, but
it is the tone of dally intercourse and
conduct that decides how we stand.
The little homely graces; the cheeriful.
everyday amenities; the Christ-spirit
uttering itself not so much in conscious
act as In unconscious influence; not so
much in deeds as In that subtle aroma
which, without name, exudes from the
saintly soul, to equals and Inferiors;
to agreeable and disagreeable: to rieh,
L poor, lf:;nrant: to young, to old; besqyr-
Ing burdens, decepting crosses, seeking
no great thing to do, content to put self
by, and be a servant of the lowest —
these are fruits of only one root—fruits
that none may counterfeit.

The “Temperament"” Excuse.
Sometimes you hear a8 an excuse
for faults, “It is my temperament.” Do
you not know that the perversions of
a temperament are not the tewpera-

ment itself? There never was a tem-
perament that had not its good as well
as its evil possibilities. The truth I3
that we Inberit our temperament with
its natural perversions, and it Is our
business in life to shake off the perver-
tlons, In order that we may find the

WIT OF THE YOUNGSTERS,

M
Little Margle (reading)—Whqy

veritable temperament itself. and that
It may carry us on truly to the best,
work that such a temperament can dn.|
If all who have excused themselves

that they were really excusing the per- |

There is pecd of preparation.
Iife must be holy that Christ will em-
ploy. The vessel must be clean
the King will use. The heart must be |
broken through which God's love may |
flow. Some one gives a consecration
prayer: “Lord, take me, break me,
make me!” and tells the story of a
golden cupwhich had been made out of
old gold coins. These had lost the Im-
age and superscription originally upon
them, and were then thrown into a
melting pot and wrought Into a beauti-
ful cup. So ofttimes a human life has
lost its beauty: and then the Master
takes it, breaks it, and making It over
agaln In form of beauty. These the
King will use—Rev, J. . Miller,
. D.

NEW ENTRANCE TO GOTHAM.

Road for Ships te BHe Through Lane
of Lights.

Ambrose boulevard Is what the ma-
rines call the new road Into the har-
bor of New York, says Nick J. Quirk,
In his article, “New Path Into Gotham
Harbor,” iu the Technical World Mag-
azine. A veritable lane of light will
lead the big thirty-seven-foot draft
ocean greyhounds Iuto the harbor of
the American metropolls. In 1907 the
ocean-traveling stranger approaching

scene of bemuty at once striking and
startling—a picture which will require
but little Imagination to place It
among the kaleidoscople eye feasts of
the “Arabian Nights” or Bellamy's
dream of “looking Backward.” He
will see a bright boulevard formed by
red”lantern buoys. and flanked by the
harmonious (llumination of Coney 1sl-
and, Manhattan and other beaclies on
the right, while to the left an endless
stream of lights show the vessels pass-
Ing between the observer and the row
of white lanterns standing out In bold
rellef from the contrasting gloom of
Sandy Hook or the Staten Island
shore.

The maln ship channel now belng
used by most vessels at the great gate-
wany of Amerlea Is so narrow aud tor-
tuous that with varyving currents it is
a difficult task for even the most ex
pert pilots to  gulde their
charges through in safety, particulariy
at night. In addition to the dangerous
turnings of the old route, the channel
Is only thirty feet deep, and the new
Cunarders now being built will draw
thirty-seven and one-half feet, <o that

ter New York's harbor unless this new
vy, which will be forty feet deep,
was provided for them. Thus in mak-
inz this new path the government
only relleving a very pressing obliga-
tion to marine interests and the coun-
try at large.

MEN ARE IN THE MAJORITY.

is

Outnumber the Women In the World
Except in Europe.

The Statistisches Jahrbuch, puablish-
ed by the German government, contains
every year about nfty
parative statisties of the world.
Is n source to which writers on
comparative statistics of nations very
often go for information.

In the Jahrbuch for this vear the
siutisties of population as to sex are
collated.  Some couniries, as Fruance
and China, give oniy the total popula-
tion, without distinguishing the sexes,
und they have to be lelt out of the cal-
culation.

In Europe the ouly countries
which the number of males Is given as
exceeding that of females are Servia,
Roumanla, Bulgaria and Greece, all of
which are DBalkan States. The Teu-
tonie, Latin and Slav nations have a
slight excess of femuales, which I8 often
only a few thousands and rarely
much as SO0,000,

In every other continent most of the
nations have an excess of wale popu-
lation. Thus In the western world Ja-
maica, Mexico and Venezuela
huve an excess of females,
ed States, Canada, Lrazl,

pages of com-
This

us

alone
The Unit-
Argentina,

excess of males.

So far as accurate statistics have
been obtained In  Africa only the
French possessions and the Gold Coast
colony have an excess of females, while
In Egypt, the French possessions, the
Transvaal, Orange River Colony and
Cape Colony muales are the more nu-
erous.

In none of the Asiatle countries are
femnles In excess of males, according
to the statistics. In the Philippines
the males are in excess of the females,

Historieal,

Alexander the Great paused in his
\\'gep!nx.

“I'm~glad to hear of this man Fun-
ston,” he remarked, « thought I had
licked everything in my class,™

Then they explained to him gently
knowling that he was melancholy frun;
fear of golug stale, that Funston had
not happened yet.

Calling for a fresh handkerchlef,
Alexander resumed his weeping.—-Pht)

for selfishness and evil because of the|
“artistic temperament” have recogilzed |

versions of their temperament, and not |
the temperament itself, much needless |

that |

| ter,
[and sleep In the daytime.”

New York at night will be treated to a |

toating |

it would be lmpossible for them to en- |

the |

in |

Uruguay and other countries huve an !

the “pale of civilization, Tomml'f.
Small Tommy—Oh, some pew lmmd,or

face powder, 1 suppose.

“Can you -tell me why we pray ¢
our dally bread? asked the Sung.
achool teacher of a smal) pupil, «
suppose It's because we want it fresh,™
'was the reply.

paln and sorrow might have lm‘ni Bessle (aged 5)—Papa bought me o

avolded.—Annie Payson Call. goldfish. He paid a dollar for it
— i1 - fé

Deauty from Ashes. Fommie (aged 5)—Hub! It must pe

|plated. Ile couldn’t get o solid
The Ione for a dollar. =

“I'm going to be an astronomer when
I grow up.” sald small Edgar, “That
won't be a bit nice,” said his Jitt]e sis-
“You'll have to sit up all uight

.l Little Edith was riding with her fa-
[ther on a very crooked road and after
a long silence she folded her g all
{hands In seeming resignation and said:
“Well, honestly, I never saw such .
l Har.

curly road in all my life!"

“You're a tattle-tale,” said iittie
Ity to his small sister. “You ruy ang
tell mamma everything that happens,”
“Well, I aln’t as bad as you gre” re.
Joined the little girl. “You tel] hor a
lot of things that don’t happen at all.”

“Now, children,” said the new teach.
|er. “the first thing is to organize the
ischool.” “But we can't, 1a'am.” piped
a wee small volee from the rear. “Why
not?" asked the teacher In Surprise,
*Cause,” answered the volee, “we aln't
got no organ."”

“Papa.” sald small Freddy, “17; he &
years old to-morrow. Don't you think
I ought to have a gun for birthiday
present?  “No, I don't,” replied his
:fathar. “You wight shoot some of the
{nelghbors.”  “Oh, well,” replied Fred.
jdy, “they can get thelr lives insured.”

EMPIRE TO BE RECLAIMED.

I
| Vacant Public Lands Supplemented
by Swamps of Other States,

There are now approximately 6on,.

| 000,000 acres of vacant public lands,
ilwur]y half of which, on aceount of
‘:the!r rocky barrenness or inaccessibil-
| ity. are not available for purposes of
profitable reclamation. The Depart-
ment of Agriculture has Intely  pro-
|clalmed its judgment that with exten-
| slve farming five acres of the fertils
| western plain land are sufficient to sup
port an average sized family. This
| would mean homes and subsistence for
60,000,000 more families than we now
have or perhaps 240,000,000 indivii-
uals, or about three times the present
population of the United States.

But without figuring so elosely as
| that we get a glimpse from these statis-
| tles of the vast opportunities that are
still unimproved. In addition there are
| about GO,000,000 acres of swamp land
under control of the states and still
unreclaimed, though It was oue of the
feonditions of the original eonzression-
lal pateuts to these siates that the
swamps should be dralned and pot ia
condition for healthful amd profitable
"homes. It not the great gover-
;m--ut:nl enterprise of irrigation supple-
mented by innumerable private enter-
:pt‘i:-'-Ptl that is responsible for the new
| movement, though that has no donbt

largely stimulated it, but eoiucident
a great and

|

Is

Cwith that there has been
growing development of faith in wnat
Is known as the “dry-farming system.”
| This Is not a new f[dea, but it is vix
tually new In the extent to which pras
tical application has been given it. It
| has been practiced with excelient re-
sults by a few ploneers for more than
a score of years, but it is claimel that
| *until within the last three months but
[ few people east of the Missouri had
lever heard of it.” The trouble with
the great plaing and the western
platean Is not the lack of a sufficieat
| rainfall to develop vegetation, but the
waste of the precipitation that actually
oceurs through evaporation in the hog
dry alr.
|  The principles of the system. which
| were first prommulgated and applied by
| H. W. Campbell, of Lincoln, Neb., about
ia quatter of a century ago, Invelve
keeping the surface of the land under
cultivation loose and finely pulverizel.
thus forming a *soll muleh™ that per
mits the rain and melted snows to pe
etrate to the compacted soil beneatd
and at the same time prevents the
|Ht0rl‘tl moisture from coming to the
| surface to be absorbed by the air.
This method has now received the
approval of the Agricultural Depart-
ment, though for years It was unable
o obtain its indorsement,—Dostod
Transcript.

A Literal Kentuckian.

Two Northerners, traveling In the
mountains of Kentucky, had gone fo
bours and Lours without seeing a §ig
of life, At last they came to a cabio
In the cleariug. The hogs lay in theif
dirt holes, the thin claybank mul
grazed round and round in a circle ©
save the trouble of walking, and ove
lank man, whose clothes were the 0
of the claybank mule, leaned ngalost *
tree and let time roll by.

“How do you do?" sald ove of te
Northerners.

“Howdy?"

“Pleasant country.”

The native shifted
grunted.

“Lived here all your life?” -

The native spat pensively lu the &%
“Not yit.” he sald languldly.—
body's Magazine.

It's difficult to convince the avera®
man that he Isn't as clever as bé

nis quid o

adeiphla Ledger.
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