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THE BOWERS.

Teni Ahoumand sowors thirotgh be lsg |
P hoodiom on Wbelr way ;
Ten thousand seeds in every hani)
Of every sort had they.
They enst sood horw, they oant soed there,
Thuy cast weod everywhers.

o n forest st
ThyInmc s dorwt menighiony grow,

' : 1]
Andd kindly frolugand polsinions Lo,
In thint wood pould you find;
For trees grow hors, sl troes grow there,
Andl trovs grow everywhor,

Anoti, a8 many & year went by,
Thume wirwarn (ame GHo0 IOFE
And wunderod 'veath the leal lddun sky,
And wandored st the store;
Far fealt hung here, and frult hung thers,
And frult himg sverywhre,

Then plucked thoy many o berry birlght,
None oould thelr right deny;
And some ate Lo thalr long dellght,
And poine sie bul W die;
Whille sotiio plucket hare, and sottio plucked thore,
And some plucked everywhirs.

Nor knew they I that tangled woisl
The trees Lhist wara their own;
Tt e thoy plockod as escl one shiould,
Faoh ploeked what he bad wiwn,
Koy hr ety hore, s do misn Whiers,
Bo do mon everywhere.
Tinaley's Magarine,

VOIUE OF SPRING,

Hoarest thou thowo low, swoeet, incidental
tones that now and then find a trembling, quiv-
ering expresiion, mid the hollow, sepulohral
notos of hoary winter, maying: 1 am the first-
born of the seasons, queen of the year, yot am
held in bondage by the ioy fetters of winter's
king. His frost palaces, crystal pillars, and
wnowy garmonts edged with glittering ivioles,
aro a mookery to my chained powors and pass.
ivo will; for to-morrow in Maroh.day, and |,
who am quoen by birth, am yot a prisoner
clasped to his icy brosst, Though outwardly
quiot, my bursting heart in not all passive aud
submimive. Alréady my thousandn of bright
envoys, unly arrayed, sro out rallying
and aronsing the inort subjocts bound by the
frozen ohaing of wintor, and ere many hours
thay will be marshaled forth from thoir death-
tranoe to the quicknoss of re.awakened life,

My mul.?m will bo upon & bright golden
and red morning. At my leot in liquid beauty
will gleam tho now crumbled orystals of io
monumonta, and from this limpid element will

be relleoted & momy, velvet.like robe, speckled
with erimson and royal purple, with dottings of

silvery white spangles and borderings of golidsn
flossy (ringe, whils upon my brow will bel\tn-nn:rnn
[ of diamonds like boads, a most

princely kiss, tlwush iven in the biting, frees.
ing l:lhrnn c;llu miml king. My 1}:«: .
o true, and I, a reign teon, am o

inynll the rogal splendor of nnfy owor-clad court,
On my auroreal wings I his me o'er hill and
vale, hoisting in mid-air alender stoma, bursting
buds sod delicate flowers as flage of peaco be-
tween tho mighty fallen and lifo-giving victor,
Wild March winds and soft » nighs are
organs by which is writben an obituary fitting
to the momory of the decoased, wherein is
shown the beauty and gooduess of his stormy

ian care and mafe trans.
position of that r life to my hands,
Thin hidden, sealed life 'tis now my mission
to unlook and lead to the portals of light. Da
boams are my drawn arrows, and bright tin
rays the quivers holding the dewdrop and sun.
beam Gl 1 soatter them ax life logacies to
ton with resurrecting beams the darker
of the robe of death. Day by day the

& sun with hin artist, light, is slowly de-

ot | stoal from his unsheathed arrows
A
sixtioth

vory minute, transforming it into a
part of a golden cirolet, weaving it into
the web of day, making that much less the
roll of light. T coax and load the more

lines of the dky-orb into many a hitherto

sun-ridden and bonighted fastness, dispelling by
a sunny mmile gathered mold and mildew of
darkness, while 1 gently whisper to the buried
noed its shaokles are loosed, and in the twink-
ling eyo of sunlight the embryo bud bursts its
woa lhelll, sonding forth tiny leaves, whoso
chalises drink my nightly tears, and under the
baptismal tonch of the sunbeam woon is christ-
ened the parfect Hower T ford, nonrinh and
witeh theso tloral childron with joy and pride,
and "tin with sighs and & saddened heart 1 list
to the docree of Father Time, that these off-
spring must bo matured "neath the gentle inilu-
enow of my sweob wister, Summer, "Tis she that
will sto their perfoctid beauty, breathe the fra.
grance of their pure lives, and perhaps shrond
them for the grave.

My commands are not always borng upon
gentfu zophyrs, nor is my voice ever plonsant
aud harmonious, Ity poft-hreathing sweetness
and gentle inllagneo ofttimes is lost in the mad,
frolicaome gales of the storm-wind, or dispelled
by the hesting beams of noonday; burning rays
and driving winds chase each other in mad
career over lnkes and rivern whose secthing
under-currents are bound and hedged in vise-
like walla of masonry framed by winter's chicf
workman, Frost King; my perfumed breath
alowly crumbles and undermines these vast
architeotural designs, and the strong fabiric is
swallowed by a crystal stream, drawing its
mont powerful ioy pillars into tine misty threads
and gauzo-like curtaing, which shade the dag-
2lod eyes of mortals from the too #urgeuu:
boauty of thoso castles standing upon the azure.
tinted clonds of heaven,

| open wide the closed windows and drawn
blinds of the sick-room, gently whispering to the
invalid of growing soeds, springing buds, frag.
rant Howers, green fields, budding forosts, and
singing birda that are filling the world with
bosuty and harmony; his dull eyo lrightons,
tho pale cheek ashes with (Iwoit{u! rosinoss of
health, as suffering sonses are for the moment
lulled into unconsciousness of paing the pantin
soul in lont nod bewildered in the sudden transi-
tion from the darkness of despair to the hope
fulness born of springing life-neenes. 1 fan his
fovered brow, kiss his thin lips, leave a
shadowy blush upon the sunken check, toss his
waving hair, idly turn the loaves of tho open
Bible, loso the page, and impercoptibly brin
him to n wilont communion with nature’s |.'n|1
that may theroby bo seen by spiritnal sight the
unwritten, unlettored expronsion of those glorik
folt but not woen, Thun to the dim, impaired
wight of mortality, such lights may fall upon
those virtues (faith, hope and charity), as form
a rainbow of the soul, whose reflecting tinta will
sonl a bond of peace batween the lu\\‘?y croated
and the exalted Croator,

1 bid the monntains clothe themselves in life
and besuty,  This command is echood and re-
ochoed through meadow, glen, unonltivated
wilde, and through darkest forest (nstoosses and
rock-bedded canyons, From their echoin
depths spring swoet blossoms, bright-aye:

, Moecv-arowned dlandelion, while the
vardant shrub wildly waves its bright plames;
these combined ecstatic motions produce vibra.
tooa in the sconted air which touches the most
oalloun heart and brings a melody, though it may
ba weird nd uncanny, from discordant depthas,
Thus magically doth all natuire put on her life-
garmonts, while 1 forever sing of regeneration
aud resurroction. —Muria B, Lawder, in Rural
Press,

Previaneres or Ravip Motion.—I1 & mus.
ket ball bo fired into the water it will not oniy
robound, but be flattened ; if fired throngh a
mw of glass, it will make a hols the sizs of the

| without oracking the glass; if the glass be
suspanded by a thread it will make no difference,

the thread will not even vibrate. When
a tallow candle is loaded in & musket and fired
at & board of not too hard & wood, it will make
A hole in the board. If & round disk of paper
is tarned very vapidly on a lathe, ita edgoe will
out the fingers like s knife; and if such a disk

pl sliget iron is turned with sutfient velocity,
it will even cut steel.

MRS, FLUTTER'S BREAKFAST TABLE,

Five o'clock ! Ew Ey in 8pri knows
that Mn.LPluttar o m.n{ the blinds of her bedroom

window at precisely five o'clock in the morning,
In five minutes after, Ly the clock, she will Ed
flying around down stairs, slamming the d
lighting the fire, dragging out the table, clatter-
ing the dishes, getting the breakfast ready,
then, upstairs again, hustling the ohildren oug
of bed, and bidding them hurry down to break.
fast, for *it will be on the table in 10 minutes,
and them that im't reasdy to eat can do without,”
Sure enough, in just 10 minutes the ocoffee in
smoking on the table, the **men folks" have
snswered the summons, the uleepy-eyed childran
wome stumbling downstairs in the darknoess, and
Mra Flutter takes Lor sont at the table, ndmon.
ishing everybody to ‘hurry up and eat thoir
breaklast, for it's baking day, and there's them
vomforters to be tied, and Hesekish's trowsers
to be patched, and the ironing to finish, and the
milk-room to seour, and the lard to try out, and
the souse to make, and the pickle for the pork
to tix—nand—dear knows what all to do,”

‘‘Now, Mary Flutter, why don't you eat your
broakfast ¢

“Dou't see anything you like, ch? Pork and
beans, rye bread, doughnuts, apple pie, coffee—
my gooilneas! what does anybody want with any
better breakfast than this, I should like to ask'?
Welll Idon't suppose I ean covk your break-
fast and eat it for you too, Give me & pin, and

o fix the fire while I pick up these dishes,

Jack, there's & loose nailin that shed door—torn
my dress on it—drive it in, and bring some
kindling-wood when flull come back, Kmma,
tako those kittens right out of this kitchen, 1
hate oats!l Jack, if yon don't hurry up with
that kindling, tho fire will be black out, Tun,
Mary, there's Tom Quizele's team coming down
tho road, and I want him to get me some brown
sugar at the village. Moroy on us, child | he'll
bo out of wight before you get started; it does
soem as though there isn't a woul to do anything
in this house but just myself | There | he'a go-
ing to stop anyway. Suppose he tho't I'd want
something, and Hezekinh's always doing some
errand for Miss Quizzle when ho goes to the vil.
Iage.—You, Jack—Sakes alive, children, can't
you keep out from under foot. Get out of the
way, all of you | and don't let me see yon again
Ul dinner’s ready, but mind yon come then
when you're callod, sharp, or you can go hun,
for all of me,"—Clara Francis, in Prairie
Farmer,

Fany Souoois vor Gines,—France has agri-

cultural schools for girle, One of the ohief is
noar Rouen, whioh 18 said to have been n
with a capital of one fran, by a sister of ohar-

ity and two little discharged prisoner girls, and
to bo now worth $160,000, ’th ostablishment
haa 300 girls from 6 to 18, ‘The farm, entirely
cultivated by them, is over 400 ncres in extent,
Twenty-five sistors form the stalf of teachers,
More than ono medal of the Frenoh .
tural Soviety has been awarded to this eatablishe
mont at Darnotel, and the pupils are in great
demand all over Normandy on sccount of their
skill. They go out as stowards, gardenors,
farm managers, dairy women and laundresses,
Each girl has, on leaving, an ontfit and a gmall
sum of money, earued in spare hours, If they
want a home, thoy can always return to Darme.
tel, which they are taught to regard as home,
Dosestic Havriness,—The harmon .
riedl lifo depends almost outirely upon’dc'::l:z.
It is not the state of the hoart so much as the
condition of the stomach which makes a man
happy. 1t is better for a woman—rank heresy,
we know—to be able to make a cheerful homo
than to talk Greek. Before marringe the abil-
ity to siog divinely, and to play imponsible
musio are very attractive; but when two
settlo down to the steady work of lovin each
other for 40 or 50 years, the kitchen ine tably
omphasizos itself, and the chances of success
Are greater with & comely housewifo than with
an accomplished beauty, who knows overything
oxcept how to make the house attractive,




