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In the summer, fall and eary win-
ter of 1868, I was tosslng chips into an
old Hinkiey insider up in New Ing-.
land for an engineer by the name of
James Dillon, Dillon was considered
@8 good a man as there was on the |
r0ad; careful, yet fearless; kind-heart-
ed, yet impulsive; a man whose friends 1
would fight for him and whose enémies |
hated him right royally.

Dillon took a great notion to me and
T loved him as a father; the fact of the |
matter is he was more of a father to |
me than T had at home, for my father i
refused to be comforted whep I took |
%o railroading, and I could not see him |
more than two or three times a vear
at the most—so when I wanted advice
I went to Jim.

I was a young fellow then, and be-
4ng without a home at either end of
the run, was likely to drop into pit-
falls. Dillon saw this long before I
did. Before I had been with him three
months he toid me one day, coming in,
that it was against his principles to
teach locomotive running to a young
man who was likely to turn out a
drunkard or gambler and disgrace the
profession, and he added that I had |
better pack up my duds and come up
to his house and let ‘“mother” take
care of me—and 1 went.

I was not a guest there; I p.’\ld’ my
room rent and board just as I should
have done anywhere else, but I had all
the comforts of a home, and enjfoyela
thousand advantages that money could
not buy. I told Mrs. Dillon all my
troubles, and found kindly sympathy
end ad she encour; d me in all
my ambitions, mended my shirts and !
went went with me when I bought my
xlothes. Inside of a month I felt like |
one of the family, called Mrs. Dillon |
*‘mother” and blessed my lucky stars
that 1 had found them.

Dillon had run a good many years
end was hoartily tired of ¥t, and he |
secldom passed a nice farm that he did |

ce;

not call my attention to it, saying:
“Jack, now there's comfert; you just|
await a couple of ye I've got my

on

eye on the slickest little place just
the edge of N . that I am saving up
ay pile to buy. T'll give
€er Willlam cne of these day
evening to grief, and me and mother

mill take comfort., Think of sleeping |
®ill 8 o'clock—and no poor steamers,
Jack, no poor steamers!” And he

sould reach over and give my head a
gentle duck as I tried to pitch a curve
to a front corner with a knot; those .
®inkleys were powerful on cold water. |

In Dillon's household there was a
Psystem'” of financial management. He
mlways gave his wife just half of what
fie earned; kept ten dollars for his
own expenses during the month, out of
ahich he clothed himself, and put the
yemainder in the bank. Tt was before
the days of high wages, however, and
even with this frugal management, the

bank account did not grow rapidly.
They owned the house in which they
lived, and out of her half “mother”

had to pay all the household expenses
and taxes, clothe herself and two chil-
dren and send the children to school.
The oldest, a girl of some 16 years,
Wwas away at normal school, and the
boy, about 13 or 14, was at home, going
to the public school and wearing out
yore clothes than all the rest of the
family.

Dillon told me that they had agreed

on the financial plan followed in the
Yamily before their marriage, n}wl he
used to say that®for the life of him he
could not see how “mother’” got along
€0 well on the allowance. When hs
drew a small month's pay he would
gay to me, as we walked heme, “No

cream in the coffee this month, Jack.”
Jf it were unusually large he would
say >lum duft and fried chick
Y Sunday dinner.” He ir
e could detect the rate of his pay in
s food, but this was not true—it was
his kind of fun. “Mother” and I were
ast friends. She became my banker,
wnd when I wanted an extra dollar, I
$had to ask her for it and tell what I
tvanted it for.

Along late In Novembher Jim had to
anake an extra one night on ‘another
¥ngine, which left me at home alone
Kith “mother” and the boy—I had nev-
er seen the girl—and after swearing

¢ to be both deaf, dumb and blind,
“mother” told me a secret. For ten
fvears she had been saving money out

of her allowance, until the amount
niow reached nearly $2,000. She knew

of Jim's life ambition to own a farm,

&nd she had the matter in hand, it I

avould help her. Of course I was head
over heels into the heme

Bhe wanted to buy the farm ne

pnd give Jim the deed for a Christmas
resent; and Jim musn't even suspect.
—Star Story.

} Jim never did.
The next rip T had to buy some
nderclothes; would “mother” tell me

fhow to pick out pure wool Why, bless
your heart, no, she wouldn’t, but she'd
Eust put on her things and go with
mme. Jim smoked and read at home. |

‘We went straight to the bank where
klm kept this money, asked for the

resident and let him into the whole

lan.  Would he take $2,100 out of

im’'s money, unbeknown to);Jim, and
pay the.balance of the price of the
garm over what “mother” had {

No, he would not but he would ad-

ance the money for the purpose—have
he deeds sent to him, and he would
pay the price—that was fixed.

Then I hatched up an excuse and
hanged off avith ‘the fireman on the

- branch, and spent the best part
jof two lay-overs fixing up things with

he owner of the farm and arranging

o hold back the recording of the deeds
until after Christmas. Every evening
trere was some part of the project to
be talked over, and “mother” and I

eld many whispered conversations,

ce Jim, smiling, obsérved that, if I

and any hair on my face, he would

e jealous.

I remember that it was on December
B4, 1863, that pay-day came. I banked
Iy money with “mother,” gnd Jim,

s usual, counted out his half to that
:ear old financier.

‘Uncle S8am’d better put that 'un in
the hospital,” observed Jim, as he came
ko a ragged ten-dollar bill. “Goddess
bf Liberty pretty near got her throat
&ut there; guess some reb has had hold
bf her,” he continued, as he held up
the bill. Then laying it down he took
but his pocketbook and cut off a little
three-cornered strip of pink court-
Plaster and made repairs on the bill.

““Mother” pocketed her. money. greed-

, and bej an hour I had that very
bill. in my_pocket to pay the recording

thee ourt house at M—,
m ext day, Jim wanted to neq

| whe

i sad face!

Tore money than he hadl in his pocket,

and asked me to lehd him a dollar. As|

I openied my ‘Whailet 'to oblige him that
patched bill showed up. Jim put his
finger on it, . and then turning me round
toward him, he said: “How came you
by that?"

I turmed -1 know i ‘qid— but I
said, cool enough,  ‘Mother’ gave it to
K'e in change.”

“That's a lie,” he said, and turned
away.

The next uay we were more than
two-thirds of the way home before he
spoke; then, as I straightened up after
a fire, he sald: ‘John Alexander,
when you get in, you go to Aleck (the
foreman and get changed to some other
engine,

-

There was a queer look in his face;
it was not anger; it was, not sorrow—
it was more like pain, I looked the
man steaight in the eye, and said: “All
right, Jim; it shall be as you say—
but, so help me God I don’t know what
for. If you tell me what I have done
that is wrong, I will not make the
mistake With the next man I

looked away from me, 'mached
r and started the pump, and said:
't you know?"

NO, sir; I have not the slightest

“Then’ you stay, and 1'll change,”
said he, with a determined look, and
teaned sut of the window, and said no
more all the way in.

1 did not go home that day. I clean-
ed the “Roger William” from the top
of the mountain stack of sheet-iron
known as a wood-burner stack to the
back ecastings on the tank, and tried
to think what I had done wrong, or
not done at all, to incur such dis-
pleasure from Dillon, " He was in bed
n 1 went o the house that evening
and T did not see him until breakfast.
He was in his usual spirits there, but
on the way to the station, and all day
long he did not speak to me. He
noticed the extra cleaning and care-
fully avodided tarnishing any of the
cab fittings; but that awful quiet! I
could hardly bear it, and was half sick
at the trouble, the cause of which I
cculd not understand. I thought that,

. if the patched bill had anything to do

with it, Christmas morning would clear
it up.

Our return trip was the night ex-
press, leaving the terminus at 9.30. As
usnal, that night I Bot the engine out,
oiled, switched uot the cars and took
ihe train to the station, trimmed my
signals and head light and was all
ready for Jim to pull out. Nine o'clock
came and no Jim; at 9.10 I sent to his
boarding-house. e had not heen
there, He did not come at leaving
time—he did not come at all, At 10
o'clock the conductor sent to he engine-
house for another engineer, and at
10.45, instead of an engineer, a fireman
¢ame, with orders for John Alexander
to run the “Roger William" until fur-
ther orders—I never fired a locomotive
again,

I went over that road the saddest-
hearted mah that ever made a maiden-
trip. I hoped that there would be some
tidings of Jim at home—there were
nohe. I can never forget the blow it
was to “mother”; how she braced up
on acocunt of her children—but oh, that
Christmas came, and wish it
the daughter, and then there were two
instead of one—the boy was frantic the
first day, and playing marbles the
next,

Christmas day there came a letter.
It was from Jim—brief and cold enough
—but it was such a comfort to
“mother.” It was directed to Mary J.
Dillon and bore the New York post-
mark. It read:

“Uncle Sam is in need of men, and
those who lose with Venus may win
with Mars, Inclosed papers you will
know best what to do with, Be a
mother to the children—you have three
of them, JAMES DILLON.”

He underscored the three—he was a
mystery to me. Poor “mother!” She
declared that no doubt “poor James'
head was affected.” The papers with
the letter were a will, leaving her all,
and a power of attorney, allowing her
to dispose of or use the money in the
pank. Not a 1né ‘of endearment or
fove for that faithful heart that lived
on love, and cared for little elge,

That Christmas was a day of fast-
ing and prayer for ug. Many letters
did we send, many advertisements
were printed, but we never got a word
from James Dillon, and Uncle Sam’'s
‘ax too big to hunt in. We were
A changed family;
tender to one another's feels:

ngs, but

quieter and more |

ers on the right and feff fank of the
mustache proper. He wore glasses, and
one of the lights was crushed in, and
@ red scar extendod across the eye and
cheek; the scar looked blue around the
red ling because of the cold.

“I used to be an engineer before. the
war,” said he. "“Do you go to Boston?”

“No, to M~—" 5

“M~—! I thought that was on a
branch.” g
« "It is, but is now an important man-
ufacturing point, with regular trains
from there to each end. of the main line.

“When can I get to Boston?”

, "Not till Monday naw; we run no
through Sunday trains. You can go to
M— with me tonight, and catch a local
to Boston in the morning.”

He thought a minute, and then said,
“Well, yes; guess I had better. How
is it for a ride?"

“‘Good; just tell the conductor that I
told you to get on.”

“Thanks; that's clever. 1 used to
Kknow a soldler who used to run up in
this country,” said the stranger, mus-
ing. “Dillon; that's it, Dillon.”

“I knew him well,” said I.
to hear about him."

“Queer man,” said he, ana 1 noticed
he was eving me pretty sharp,

“A good engineer.”

“Perhaps,” said he,

I coaxed the old veteran to ride on
the engine—the first coal-burner I had
had. He seemed more than glad to
comply. Ed was as black as n negro
and swearing about coal-burners in
general and this one in particular, and
made 80 much noise with his fire-irons
after we started that the old man came
over and sat behind me, <~ as to be
able to talk,

The first time I looked around after
getting out of the yard, I noticed his
long, slim hand on the top of the re-
verse lever. Did you ever notice how
it seems to make an ex-engineer fecl
better and more satisfied to get his hand
on a reverse lever and feel the life-
throbs of the great giant under him?
Why, his hand goes there by instinct—
just as an ambulance surgeon will feel
for the heart of the boy with a broken
leg.

I asked the stranger to ‘give her a
Whirl,” and noticed with what eager
Joy he took hold of her. I also ob-
served with surprise that he seemed
to know all about “four-mile-hill,”
where most new men got stuck. He
caught me looking at .his face, and
touching the scar remarked: “A little
love pat, with the compliments of Wade
Hampton’s men.” We talked on a
g00d many subjects and got pretty well
acquainted before we were over the
division, but at last we seemed talked
out,

“Where does Dillon’s folks live now 2"
asked the stranger, slowly, after a
time.

“M———" sald I.

He nearly jumped off the box. *Me-?
‘thought it was Boston !"
“Moved to Me——."

“What for?”

‘Own a farm there.”

‘Oh, I see; married again?”®

“I want

b Lol b

“Widow thought too much of Jim
for that.”

“No !"*

4 Rl Mg

“Er—what became of the young man
that they—er—adopted?”

“Lives with 'em yet,”

"Bo?” .

Just then we struck the suburbs of
M-——, and, as we passed the cembtery

I pointed to a high shaft and said:
“Dilon’s monument.”

“Why, how’s that?"

“Killed at Five Forks. Widow put

up monument.”

He shaded his eyes with his hand and
peered through the moonlight for a
minute,

“That's clever,” was all he said.

I insisted that he go home with me.
Ed. took the Black Magia to the house
and we took the street cars for it to
the end of the line and then walked.
As we cleaned our feet at the door I
sald: “Let me see, I did not hear yoftr
name?"

‘James,” sald he, “Mr. James."

I opened the sitting-room door and
ushered the stranger in.

“Well,» boys,” said ‘“‘mother,” showly
getting up from before the fire and
hurriedly takiffig a fow extra stitches
In her knitting before layving it down
to look at us, “you're early

She looked up, not ten feet from the
ftranger, he took  off his slouched
hat and brushed away the white halr.
In another minute her arms were
around his neck and she was murmur-
Ing “James” in his ear, and I, like a
dumb fool, wondered who told her his
name,

“Well, to make a
it was James Dillon himself, and the

as

|

|

daughter came in and Ed. came, and

between the three they nearly smoth- |

ered the old fellow:

You may think it funny he didn’t

In the fall of '64, they changed the | know me, but don't forget that 1 had

rung around and I was booked to run | Peen running for three years — that

into M—,
r There was no reason
mother should stay in Bost;m, and we
moved out to the littls farm, That
dnughter, who was a second “mether”
all over, used to come down to meet us
at the sation with the horse and I
fully avoided tarnishing any of the
dumb,

Along in May, '65, “mother” got a
package from Washington. It contain-
ed a tintype of hergelf; a eard with a
hole In it (made evidently by having
been forced over a button), on which
was her name and the old address in
town; then there was a ring and a
saber; and on the biade of the saber
was etched, “Presented to Lieutenant
James Dillon for bravery on the fleld
of battle.,” At the bottom of the parcel
Wwas a note in a strange hand, saying
simply, “Found on the body of Lieuten-
ant Dillon after the Battle of Five
Forks,”

Poor “mother”! Her heart was wrung
again and again the scalding tears fell,
She riever.told her sufferings, and no
one ever knew what she bore. Her
face was a little ‘whiter—thmt was all.

I am not a bit superstitious—don’t
belleve in signs, or presentiments or
pre-nothings—but when I went to get
my pay on December 14, 1868, it gave
me a lttle start to find In it a b
bearing the chromo of the Goddess of
Liberty with the little-three-cornered
piece of court-plaster that Dillon had
put on her windpipe. I got rid of it at
once, and sald nothing to ‘*‘mother”
about it; but I kept thinking of it and
secing it all the next day and night.

On the night of the 16th I was oiling
around my Black Maria to take out a
local leaving our western terminus Just
after dark, when a tall, slim old gentle-
man stepped up to me and asked if I
was thd engineer. I don’t suppose I
looked like the president, I confessed,
and held up my torch, so I could see
his face-a pretty tough looking face,
The white mustache was one of that

llitary kind, d with whisk-

was never reinstated, and when I got
well the whiskers—that had always re-
fused to grow—came on with a rush
and they were red. And again, I had
tried to switch with an old hook-mo-
tion in the night and forget to take
out the starting bar, and she threw it
at me, knocking out some teeth; and
taking it altogether I was a changed
man,

“Where's John?” he said finally,

“Here," said L.

“No !"

“Yos."

He took my hand and =aid, “John, T
left all that was dear to me once be-
cause I was jealous of you. I never
knew how you came to have that
money or why, and don't want to. For-
give me.”

“That is the first time I ever heard
of that,” sald mother.

“I had it to buy this farm for yon—

a Christmas pregent—if you had wait-
ed,” sald I, v 5
‘“That is the first time I.ever heard

of that,” sald he.

“And you might have been shot,”
sald mother, getting up close,

“I tried my datndest to be. That's
why I got promoted so fast.”

“Oh, James!" and her arms went
around his neck again, &

“And I sent that saber iome myself,
never intending to come back.”

*Oh, James, how could you.”

‘““Mother, how can you forgive me?"

Mother was still for a minute, look-
ing at the fire in the grate. “James,
it is late in life to apply such tests, but
love is like. gold: ours will be better
now—the dross has been burned away
in the fire. I did what I did for love of
vou and you did what you aid for love
of me; let us all commence to live
again in the old way,” and those arms
of hers could not keep away from his
neck,

Ed. went out with tears in his eyes

1

me, We passed into the parlor, drew
the curtain over the doorway—and
there was nothing but that rag bet-
ween us and heaven,
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DEAD CITIES, ¢

Many American Towns, Once Pepulous,
Are Now Abandoned,

o
(Chicago Inter-Ocean.)

Not In the old world alone is to be
found the “silent Amyclae” over which
Virgil's two words have kept scholars
pbuzzling for nearly 2,000 years. In this
United States, which we are wont to
think £6 new, there are scores of ““dead
cities,” Nor are they prehistoric. Many
of them rose, flourishil, declined and
died within the memory of living men.
And most of them the spade of the ex-
cavator will never dig up. They have
vanished completely. In the era are
published eome rambling notes of a
score of these dead cities. Naturally
most of them were mining towns, and

when the mines, producing a crop that
kannot be rencwed, were exhausted,
they died. Some of them, such as

Bannock and Virginia City, in Mon-
tana, were even political capitals, Now

Bannock, and fewer than 109 in Vir-
ginia City. Then there was Bodle,
Cal., which less than fifteen years ago
had 6,000 people, and whose mines had
paid in five years $22,000,000 in divi-
dends. The mines falled, the town was
deserted, and a few years ago fire
swept the site bare,

Rut the failure of mines does not ac-
count for the death of all these dead
towns. Springfleld, Kan., was once

house, and to put in water works. At
last accounts thers were 200 houses
and fewer than 100 people in the town
and the hydrants were hidden in the
prairie grass. At Saratoga a $30,000
theatre finds none to tread its boards
save the wandering tramp. At Fargo
Springs the $20000 school house bell
rings when the wind is strong, but no
children come. These dead Kansas
towns are the fading monuments of an
error. of observation as to the normal
rainfall of the western part of the
state. Ancient Troy was found to be
buried in its own rubbish. That also
was the fate of Yam Hill. In the lat-
ter '60s it was a prosperous gold camp.
The placers there were exhausted, but
new ones were found farther up the
stream. The impatient gold seekers
deserted the old town and built a new
one. The earth and gravel from the
new placers were washed down upon

A the old town and covered its buildings.

Now only the gable of a large livery
barn emerges from the soil to show
where Yam Hill was. Perhaps when
Macaulay’'s New Zealander comes to
sketch the ruins of London bridge an
antiquarian colleague may dig up Yam
Hill and draw all sorts of conclusions
as to the civilization of prehistoric
America.

Nor are these dead towns to be
found in the mining and semi-arid re-
glons only. At the junction of the Sa-
vannah and Broad rivers in Georgia
are now only flelds of grain and graz-
ing sheep. Yet thege once stood Pet-
ersburg, a regularly laid out and pros-
perous town of the days before the
railroads eame. Now there is not a
single house upon the site and the
wheat grows where was the public
square. The railroad unmade Peters-
burg, as it has unmade, dozens of other
towns after first making them.

When we speak of “dead cities” we
usually think of towns overwhelmed by
some convulsion of nature, such
Pompeii and St. Pierre, Yet these are
comparatively fdfw. The vastly greater
number of these silent Amyclaes, these
Troys which were, were swept away
becausge their bhuilders misjudged in-
dustrial conditions, or because new
conditions arose and trade routes
change Men made them and men
destroy them. A few of them live
in the pages of romancer or poet. The
genius of Bret Harte preserves  the
memory that on the bare brow of
White Plain Mountain there was ence
a city of 35000 people, full of human
hopes and fe loves and hates. For-
tunate is the city t like Troy finds
a poert to sing her story, or that like
Amyclae finds a poet even to mention
her. As for the other e an
Thelr lives were a watch or
Between a sleep and a sle p.

—

THE SUBMARINE A NAVAL TOY.

i
(Marine Review.)
Considering the articles which fairly

=

inundate the newspapers and maga-

( zines regarding the submarine boats,
| one would think that this type had
achleved success, but really the sub-

long story short, |

Ed, the boy, was firing for | takes the fresh off a fellow; then when |
why | I had the typhoid my hair laid off and

| 160
{ under the

| radius of
| knots,

| motion ?
rine in being steered with her conning !

1

marine is not worth the space that has |

been given it. It would be difficult, in-
deed, to outline any points upon which
the submarine has b 1 & BUCCesS, ex-
cept, perhaps, the single point that it
has successfully remained stationary
on the bottom of a body of water for
a few hours. But even this Is a doubt-
ful honor, for the crew suffered great
physical and mental fatigue, and it is
a foregone conclusion that tney were
not in a warlike mood at any time dur-
ing the experiment, The submarine
without practical manoeuvering pgower,
and all the experiments which have
been held so far justify this statement,
To flounder about is not to manoeuvre,
It has no defensive qualities whatever
in itself, and its offensive qualities ex-
ist'largely in the over enthusiastic im-
aginations of the public.

'l‘h_ﬂ submarines building In the Unit-
ed States are propelled on the surface
by a four cylinder gasoline engine of
horse power. They are propelled
witer by storage batteries,
indicating 70 horse power. In the re-
cent trials of the Adder and Moccasin
in Peconic Bay the storage batteries
ran down in three hours, and the total
action did not exceed
Of what earthly ‘use could any
such instrument be against a ship In
Moreover, when the subina-

tower out of water she must huve a
perfectly smooth sea to have
sense of direction. In the trough of
the sea she cannot see anything at all
except the waves rolling over her, and
on the crest the spray blinds the vision
of the lens,
cannot live in them except for periods
of a few hours without breaking down
both physically and mentally. Living
In them is iftolerable, for they cannot
be heated, nor can any cooking be done
in them. Testimony is yet to be ad-
duced that the submarine is anything
but a naval toy.

The first question every child aaks

on reaching home is: “Where's moth- |
er?" .

A b R

““Whenebber a man gibs me a whole
lot o' advice,” sald Uncle Bben, I
can't help s'picion’ dat if his opiniong
was 80 valuable he'd be busy some-
whar' clse countin' mency.”

arid T beckoned the daughter to follow

there are fewer. than fifty people in |

large enough to bufld a $20,000 school |

as |

2|

any |

It is admitted that crews|

'In sending us his mogt y
dmrdeu‘vemtll_mfom Ahe Nehrasia,
dairymen’s convention on “The Spe
clal Dalry Cow In Nebraska” the au
{ thor, Mr. J. K. Schlappi, has the fol
| lowing note of “warning " Utler to
| those young farmers who forsake dai.

rying because they want an “¢ siet
| Job,” says Hoard's Dalryman. It is al
Ways safe ¥o say “Look, out” to,any
man in the prime of life when he geta
| lazy and begins to shirk labor and care,

As a rule he has started on the easy,
| down hill road. Mr. Schiappi says:
| “I cannot overlook Brother Wallace
! of Wallace's Farmer when he said in
| one of his recent articles regarding the

decline of dairying in Iowa that the
fatbers had paid for the farms by dal-
rylng, but that the young men, their

sons, were well enough fixed and did
| not need to follow the confining occu-

pation of dairying. It is my opinlon
that these same yeung men will-find
themselves the slaves of extravagant
habits, and if not sold out by the sher-
| ¥ they will find themselves the pos-
| sessors of exhausted farms.”

There are hundreds of 'thousands of
| examples in the eastern states to con-
| irm the wisdom of Mr. Schilappi’s
warning. No one, not even an angel
from heaven, could convince those
young eastern farmers forty years ago
that they were pursuing a suicidal
course. They turned thelr backs on the
teachings of science and said in effect,
“The wisdom of ignorance is greater—
yea, far greater—than the wisdom of
those who can render reason.” Why
should not history repeat itself in Iowa
and Nebraska ?

A Good Jersey.

This Jersey cow, Agnes of St. Frane,

ces, has a butter record of twenty-sev-

|
|
|

.

| en pounds in one week. She is the
property of F. E. Dawley, superintend-
Jent of the New York Farm institute,
| Fayetteville, N. Y.

Does Dairying Pay?

The question, Can butter dairying be
made to pay? is fully answered by the
fact that it is made to pay whenever it
| 18 conducted on business principles,

which include the making of good

butter, says Dallas Farm and Ranch.
| Any farmer near enough to a market
can get 25 cents per pound throughout
the year for all the good butter he can
make. It is not profitable to make fif-
| teen centbutter or any other grade
| than the best. In every Texas town
large quantities of creamery butter
| from Kansas and elsewhere in the west
| 18 sold readily for 30 and often 85 cents
per pound, and this butter is not fresh,
but from one to two weeks o{d, when
, it reaches the consumers. The trouble
is that many farmers think they know
how to make good butter, but are mis-
taken, and, thinking they know how,
make no effert to learn how. Their
| butter is slow sale at a low price, and
therefore those who make it are of the
opinion that only creameries can wake
butter at a profit.
Ohio Dalrymen,

The Ohio Dairymen’s association held
its most successful meeting at Colum-
bus recently, says Stockman-and Farm-
; er. The attendance overtaxed-the ca-

pacity of the spacious hall, indieating
| increasing interest in the dairy  busi-
| mess. The associatton is planning work

of a broad scope of usefulness for Ohio
| dairymen, It proposés to hold dairyin-

stitutes, furnisbing the instructors free
| to such localities as manifest suthieient

interest in the work. It is planning to
| send out instructors, to creameries and
i cheese factories to Improve and make
more uniform the products of the state,
‘And it hopes to place its rgports, full of
| the valuable things of the annual meet-
i ings, In the hauds of the dairymen of

the state. In all of this work the broad
minded and big hearted men who have
built up and are carrying on the asso-
ciation deserve the support of the
(rwhole dairy industry of the state. They
can do most for those who unite with
them. Ohio dairymen owe it to the
progress and welfare of their husiness
i to join and support their state associn-
| tion,
I Konsns Dairying Thriving.

The patrons of the creameries in the
centrul and western part of IKansas,
which includes the larger number of
| the stations, are reaping the greatest
! harvest from their cows that they-have
| known in the history of the industry in
| Kansas, says an Abilene correspondent
| of the St. Lonis Glabe-Democrat: Ow-
| ing to the combination of cheap food
for the cattle, large demand for the
product and improved processes in
| manufacture they are receiving a most
generous return from .their herds. It
| was but a short time ago when the
| ereamery was merely a resource for the

farmers who had been suifering losses

of crops and were in financial straits,

There was in the monthly pay checks
| an ever present help in their time of
! trouble, and they considered the cow

as a makeshift to tide them ovor the

| bard years.
That time has passed for Kanses and
| Nebraska. The creamery has become s
| permancnt institution of every pro-
| gresslve community and s as common
| & part of its development as Is the little
white schoolhousa,

e s R ST e T
A gentleman went to o dentist ard
| a¥ked him to “take a look at his teath,™

Tho dentist did so, =rd ‘Beefaédl fulk
of admiration. 4

“Magnificent! Magnilessn” wes all
the dentist could say.

“Then you don't find anytmng to Go-
to them ?"' A ¥l

“To do to them ?+ Why, therdiore foul
to be pulled, gix to be filled'and tares to |
be crowned!” said the centist,—Tit-Bits.

|
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any trouble ini the
Laxas« mg 1
clear up the inside of
resultant from clogged
and build up a stron
Laxa-Cara Tabl
effect a complete cure. The
put up in convenient, chocol.

ry !
ets

wel

A BAD COMPLEXION
%

f the sure signs of comiipacd bowels. Most
her ailment you may have is likely to be another
sign. Constipation will derange

our body; put a stop to all ills
healthy intestinal can

ets will not only relieve but

to take—pleasant in operation.

" 35 CENTS A BOX AT ALL DRUGOISTS® .
/TP THEY PAIL, YOUR MONEY BACK

AT
Rl

the system and produce

f m 3
clear up bad compiexion;

s; act soothin|

;3 but surely

y are a vegetable compound, ’
atecoated tablets—pleasant L
|
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F.OLLIYRVIL
SOLE AGENT

FRANK WHEATON

LAGE,sxN.i8.!
FOR CANADA

A “WILLIS BROOKS” 'FABLE,
——
(Brooklyn Eagle.)
Who says that kicking is in vain,
And doesn't pay?
Three weeks ago we kicked for rain,
And now—well, say!

Once upon a time (this is a real, for-

|
|

1

truly fable)—once upon a time there
was a very bad man who made all kinds
of money by selling rum to other bad
men. The good people of the town did

everything they could think of to break

up his business, but the more they did
the more money he made. They organ-
ized Sons of Temperance and Daugh-
ters of Temperance and Red
and White Ribbon and Blue Ribbon
clubs; they prayed and exhorted and
condemned and villified and vituperat-
ed; they held .mass meetings on the
public en and gave rapt attention
to speakers who emitted intemnperance
faster than the worst drunkard in cown
could imhibe it. But all to no purpose

Ribbon

The bad.man continued to smile at
their unrewarded efforts and make
ribald jests about them as he passed
{out rum to his increasing customers

| and piled up money in his coffers,

| doing Dusin
| The, ,go0d

tand then, and the

| a

| themselves.
}in': what: you don't like when it's frv*.-:‘
and therc's nobody.to say you sha'n't?

| 1ms “Béem in

Then the good people got together
and made laws—laws enough, one would
think, to sop up all the rum in Chris~
tendom-—but still the bad man went on
s at the same old stand.
people appointed policemen
that the bad man obeyed the
laws, but the bad man had a Keen cye
for hu.ran frailties, he
snifter of rum out at the bacl
giad hand of the law
received it gratefully. After that there
was nothing doing in the name of the
law until the policeman's thirst return-
ed

But keeping everlastingly at it is su
to ‘bring success The good people

to see

S0

i

pounded away, doing mean and meaner

things, until the bad man lost his pa- }

tience. Instend of smiling and making |

ribnld jests, he now said things that | ]%Olievina the ma]'oritv

burned jagged holes.in the air. If I = v v

had a bushél or go of red hot astes and J St e

sizgling exclamation points T might tell of S:ltl”‘(ld} l)ll)(‘vlﬁ are

yeu all he said, but some of it will = *

probabiv-he enough not ,V“f I"'(Pmlled to do
“I will ruin the. town,” he growled 5 :

Petween hig.set teeth. “L will i the'|  their shopping on other

streets with drunk T wjll sat on

foot such a debauch as was ever witness-

ed since the wgrid hegan. T wilt—" |

Bt hs (THFMENHEE un and did not |

say what ha woukl do H
However ) people of the town |

were hogpr

o bavnal

corner an

ELP YOURSELF.

D | yanlied wit
1 P ded by a sturdy
oli whoy the good peopls
that there was nothing in the law to
prevent the bad man. from providing

freé rum if he chose"ta do ss

“My! My!"” exclaimed the good peo-
ple. “Ain't it v-wful?” and they
hurgied here and there with  pallid
factsy looKing for the saturnalia to be-

| gin.

But, somehow, hardly anybody seem-
ed to want rum that morning. Once

while a bleary old soak would reel
up to a barrel and, take another stitch
in his shroud, but the good people could
hot object mu to , since the
quicker he dra him to death the
better it would b him and the rest
of the world.

That night, after dark, a few he

of t
young fellows of the town formed on
for n lark n arched from barrel to
barrel, noisily pretending to drink a lot
more than they ly did. But even
that became tame sport after a while.

“What's the use they sald among
“Where's the fun of drink-

R0, they adjournecd to a dairy kitchen
and finished their spree with bread and
milk.

That was five years ago. Before the
rels at the street corners had heen
ca refilled by the good people, wha

tw

| subseribed liberally to a fund for that

purpese, the few habitual drunkards of
the town had fortunately perished from
the earth and there was nobody left to
drink the rum. ¥ven the bad man
himself, realizing that he had uninten-
tionally done a good thing, patted him-
self on the chest and became an ardent
reformer; putting hia, whole soul and
purse into the rood work of rescuing
the world from the perilous practice of
drinking milk
Moral:—Por Possidbly!
The firet Ambpicai¥tbaby born in the
®iamdd of (A is the daughter.of ¥u-
gena Dewre, Bt paymaster in the

U. . » i distinguished ntuo
ctranger | Nk wtween one and two
men (s 3 paeter: Ryan,wkto was

?ﬁg‘(kp'hntth of Maxz'la,

R

on the T5

M about a year,

‘Notice!

MillidgevilleFerry

Ak
LEAVE MILLIDGEVILLE dally, . ex .
Saturday and Sunday at 6.45 and 9.3 a. .,
and 2 4 and 6 p. m
VING  FROM BAYSWATER ak
5 5 and 516 p. m,

a m, and 3,5,

NG—5.3
nd 7.45

), 7.00 and 10.15 & m. ‘sad
p m. >
9 and 10.30 a. m. and 2.30 and

oot

RETURNING—9.45 and 11.15 a. m, and ‘.”,
7.00 p. m. 3 ;
. Agent,

JOHN McGOLDRI. 'Y,
Telephone 22%a.

HOTEL DUFFERIN.

E. LeROY WILLIS, Prop.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

HAMM'S LIVERY STABLE
134 Union Street. Telephone 11.

HORSES BOARDED.—Clean and Warm
Stables, best care and attemtion.

DRIVING OUTFITS and COACHES tee
bire at any hour.

. at
:Salmgngg,gg;;;

JAMES PATTERSON’S,

19 and 20 8outh Market Wharf.
8 City Market.

|

)

da;

{ -~ store open ey

we will keep our

Satur-

y
day untill 11 p. m.

Orex Every EVEND

b : s - g
‘Francis «Vaughan
19 King Strqot.

NUT SOFT GOAL,
. s2.50

i Load.
l

Hard Wood = Kindting

AT LOWEST PRICES. i
T'close at one o'clock on Saturday.

J.S.FROST, 31 sad

|
|

y Symthe 5t

Boy Wanted

YN

A young compositor wanted
o i
.

One who has had about

thres years experience.

Apply at SUN OFFICE



