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WILLAMETTE FARMER.

The Hope Circis.

The Sweetest Memory.

There's an old picturs on the wall,
smmhﬂn s master's hand,
Which ever to ms doth recall
fAweet memories of & far.off land,
1 brought it with me 0'er the sea,

Many, ah, many s yrar ago,
When {mghl the land where liberty
Makes o'sn the poor man’s heart aglow.

With fortuno's smiles 1 have been blessed,
1 own my hounes and my lands;

I know that the wonlth which is the beat
s sarned by labor's willlig hande,,

But amony the dearest things 1 prize
Is this old picture on the wall;

1t looks st me with loving eyes,
And tender grace o’ernpreads it all,

1t minds me of & time when we
One summer evening wandered where
We naw the moonbesms kise the “l:hn
While the breath of clover filled alr.

Toward the land of the lofty pine
We saw the grest ab pa satll awar,

And a bope grew 14 hier breast and mins,
A hope to rea. b thet land some day.

Fultillment crowned our hope, and wa
Huve in that land Hved many a vear,

Our lives have most happily,
Our eyos have seldom felt a toar,

And now when we review the past,
And many memori s recnll,

The sweetest mewory "round us cast
Uomes through that picture on the wall,

e ——————

A '49 Baby.

[By Many MousTAns,]
Porhaps there was no more pitiful sight in
@ rough and longh old '49 than the sight of poor
sick Tom, bolstered np there in the cabin by

the dyiog fire.

Such a queer little cabin, dark and leaky and
cold, though there were chunks of wood and
pine knots close at hand; but the fire was dying
becanse Tom wus dying, sud already too wenk
to lift the smallest stick.

80 the rain coming down the rough chimney
bad its own way with the couls, and now plashed
softly among the dull cinders, And Tom was
bolstered up in such a tottlish way—not an
eany chair, you may be sure, when there was
hardly such a thing west of the *‘ Rockies"—
but there was first, the bench, with Tom's over-
alls for u cushion, stuffed with everything that
lay around loose except the boots; then for a
back there was Old Pard’s anilor ohe st standing
on end, with a smull sack of Leans and large
sack of flour on top for the support and com-
fort of poor Tom's tired head.

All this snug up in the dryest corner, where,
for a change, Tom could lean sidewnys against
his ** store clothes,”” hung there to kesp out
souffles of wind and rain.

01d Pard bad fixed it all trim and tsut this
morning, woedging in boots and chips where the
chest was shaky on the two loose planks that
made their floor,and the foot stool was a finisbing
tonch of luxury, wade up in & trice by ohuck-
ing nnother bag of beans into an old carpel
sack. Thin a big blanket was thrown over all,
the uick boy lifted in and snugly wrapped from
foot tv chin by chuckling Old Pard, who us
sured him, with an affectionate onth, that
¢« There's a throve, now, fit for a queen, and if
ye don't wiggle round much it's bound to stand
like a rock,"

Bot Tom had wiggled till the throne was
“ yooky " indeed, and seemed now like o terri-
ble weight that must somehow be held in
place, for the deathly faintness and cold were
doing rapid work, and, just as Old Pard burst
in, jolly and wet ns & storm king, over went
dying Tom and the * throne ' came tumbling
after.

* Bless my sonl, boy, I stayed too long, and
then (let Pard tell it) 1 jerks off my wet duds
like Hghtoin', ups with Tom iuter the bunk
and starts & blaze—thank the good Lord fer
pitoh pine—and fer brandy, tew, when 1t comes
ter the pinch; but I hada't only jest a spoon-
ful left und pot muother drop ter be had fer
love nor money.

*Wal, bé opened his eyes agin, which I
did't expeot, and when be fully knowed me,
says 1, * Tom, yo can't gness what I found.
Jest the ontest little buby over yander, and it's
a comin' up ter make ye a visit.'

** Now, 1 hadn’t engaged no baby, but 1 did
eatch & peep at one, und its mammy, too, as I
comse A ruahin® home; no yo see I waid that ter
give him somerhin’ ter lay huld of hike, while 1
was bilin' the kittle,

*The boy was jest dyin' o' howmesickness
wore'n anything else—'pinin’ for his mother
and the youngsters way down Eoast, and we
pover 'sposed ther was a woman within sixty
wiles o' onwp. Bo I ywrned away ‘'bout the
family I'd found down the gulch, snd I got the
squirrel inter the kittle (gome warn't over

funly\ and while 1 alicked up things tidy

round the old cubin Tow never took no notice,
and 1 was soar't, but I uever let on,

**Jout an Leoaxid him twr wwallera little aquir-
yel woup, out popped the sun ke & brave old
jnra.}fhul tluli- w'l." secn it in s week, 5

** Theu says I, ‘Tom, will ye gulet a
whilst I go an' Lring iu the Lbl;;' He looked
pleassd, and I started on the keen lope, and no
grais growed ‘till I fotobed up at that ere cabin,
two wile off, in Bupgeye gulch, I clean for-
ﬂm wy munners and bust right in and asks the

sile woman if I could take the baby a spell,
and you orier ses her eye flash ont and she
huggin’ the little chick nund no:i to fight the
-me world, Then 1 cools w little, and
says I, ' Excuse me, marm, but Tow, that's
my chum, he's dyin’' this minnte with fover
and homesickness, and vo dootor, nor so mue
a4 8 blue pill, and the baby would give him

such a lift. )
** Wal, sbe took like lightnin', No need of
another -nr:!él.nd ou'd admire to see the

way ll.nn{uk the old trunk from under the
bunk the little feller's olouk and hood,
all of &

t red color, ““i\ was, and the wise
litile owl never blubbered when she puts  him
inter my l.l’l-ll't.i says like n flash, ‘ start on

* Then she m.u.l_nm the old man's boots,
SOIe and a bottle o' camfire

s hunk o' bread inter & basket and away
You never ase such a woman fer
Mud'n splosh,

we stepped out hearty on

when we turned the

and [ shook like

l.hin?-nul that bread was real bread; nothin’
like it ever growed in our cabin afore,

‘s Bhe toasted a sliceand fixed over the squirrel
soup inter chicken broth, Lord knows bow
she did it, but Tom took to it, and the baby
took fo it, and they took to esch other besuti-
fal, and we turned grim death out o' door, neck
S ey o iy o o

L nt was to m pipes up:
'What's his name?’ " 5

'*'0, the biby? She's a girl and her name is

“ Good ! Tom laughed till he cried;
and when he got well we all said Rosy was the
dootor that saved him.,

** Bimeby he got sollum like, and took to
bavi 0’ long mingin' spells. One night he bust
out: ‘‘Bay, Pard, what business should a man
foller if he wanta ter keep himaell young!'

“ Not minin’,’ nafn , ‘sure’s yer born;
nod I ruther guess ite farmin'. There's; my
father—bleas bis old bones—sixty if he's a day,
and not so grizzly and used up s I be at thirty-
five. Go in, my boy, keep yersell youmg, and
give Rosy time ter cateh up with ye.! And if
you'll bleeve me, Tom has took ter farmin’,
raises garden sass nnd such like. O, be'lldo!"

. - - . . . - .

This was the way Old Pard told the story
twenty-two years ago, when Tom was about
lvr;nty-one und Rosy a rompiog litlle flve year
old.

Years rolled on and Tom kept his young
looks mnd stuck to his furming, but moved
twice in order to keep near Rosy.

That last little farm was the pride of his
beart, nnd no ludy ever put fiver stitches into
the hem of her garment than be put into the
embroidered walks of thst beantiful garden’

About this time Rosy bad to have a year or
two at the neminn?. and now b Tom’s
ngony. Would the dear little maid fall & victim
to the arts of some city fop *'who never had
worked for Rosy, and never wonld!"

Tom drove a splendid horse snd became
awlully extravagant in the matter of buggy
robes, neckties, and the latest thing in hats.

Every Saturday he took Rosy out riding past
the lovely home that waited for its mistress,
and the sly puss praised and pretended it was
all for some remote and unknown ‘‘vowing
womsn.'" But of course itall came out right,
and Tom is one of the best of California good
husbauds. He never forgets to be manly and
gentlemanly toward Rosy, who declares that be
treats her with as mucgh politeness as thongh
she belonged to herself, or to—some other

man,

The very key note of domestic harmony,
when that role works both ways.
Many n man treats his wife as the old heath-
en did his household god—slavish worship and
adulation when he felt like it; followed by re-
viling and general ‘butting abont,' when he
felt like that,— Rural Press.

How loe Lost His Bel.

An old fellow named Joe Poole, very eccen-
tric, and an incorrigible stutterer, was a con-
stant hanger-on at the tavern, in Waterford,
Maine,

One day a traveler from a distant part of the
Btate arrived at the tavern, and was met by an
old acquaintsuce, & resident of the town, After
some couversation on different topies the
traveler was addressed as followa:

‘‘By the way, Brown, look out for old Joe
Poole to-night. You will know him quick
enough by his stuttering. He will be sure to
come sround and offer to bet that you've not
gotauholu shirt to your back. If you lake

im up, you will surely loss by a trick he's
got. He invariably offers to lay this wager,
and always wins,"

“Very well," said the traveler, *'I will not
let him get nhead of me. Much obliged for
the caution."'

The evening arrived, and a large crowd was
collected in the bar room. Our friends were
thers, and old Joe Poole was present, and in
his element,

1 tell you wh-what, yon are nicely dressed,
but I'll bet yon ten yon haven't got a whole
sh-sbirt to your back,"

“I'll take the bet,”" said the stranger,
the money in the landlord's bands."’

This being done, the traveler pulled off his
cont, and was about following suit with his
vest, when old Joe oried ont:

**Ho ho-hold on! You've lost, Ha-hall your
shirt is in fr-front, and the other balf is on
your ba-back,""

There was a roar of lanchter, but the new-
comer did not wind it, but pulied off his vest
too, and quietly turping his back to Joe, dis-

Iuj‘ed to his sstonished gaze & shirt neatly
olded wnd placed nudernesth bis suspenders,

Of vonrse the laugh was turned upon Pools,
who acknowledged that be bad lost the wager.
He vever offered to bet again,

“Put

Tux home of a newly wedded pair is mno
certain to be all pre-nuptial funcy painted it
ns wilneas o story which comes to us from an
interior town: A young mechanic recently got
married to the girl of bis choice, and the happy
pair went to housckeeping. After the houey-
moob wak over the young wife discovered that
her hubby's temper wias pone of the sweetest,
and that attempts at mollifying him by sweet
siles and kisses wore generally flat failures
while bis dander was up; so like a seusible
youug woman, she resolved on another plan
of action and soon bad an opportunity to try
it. Hnbby was rather captious about his steak,
but she made no excuse, Ivs tough, waid
Hubby, and its not cooked half enough! The
{mmg wife smiled but made no defense, Then
inbby got fearfully mad; be lifted hia plate
and dashed it on the floor, with the remark:
“Curse that stesk!" His wife .aised up her
plate, too, and dashed it on the stove with the
remark: * That's me!" Hubby stared at the
Plalr. at bis wife, then at the floor, and said,
*Why, Elizabeth, you shouldn't wind me. If
ll‘mg:l litlle hasty I soon get over it."" And wo
e did,

Siurrxe Mosio.—How much greater ia the
power of an old song with simple air and words
than those more difficult and artistic ounea

h | which sometimes throw the professional mu-

sioman into ecstacies of delight. It may not be
because there is more music or more feeling in
thew; but they ure endeared to the hearta of
the common people through fmailiarity, and as
soclated with bome scenwss of love und affvetion,
and a | to sentiments and feelings that
otherwise could vot be wwakened, no matter
bow wrtistic or sparkling with gems of beauty.
When these have become familinr and associat-
ed with the Joves and joys of a lifetime, then
they will also become **bousehold words, “and
awiken the same feelings; but aotil that is the
case the simple songs of yesterday will be the
most popular,

Divensities 1x Woob,—The varieties of wood
are more nnmerous than most people are aware
of. At the Paris oxposition of 1867, there
wore, from forty five different conntries, no less

‘| tham 8,769 different kinds of wood exuibited,

395 coming from Europe, 352 from Afrioa, 858
from Oceanics, and 1,208 from

Old Songs.

It was only a verse of a song that all of us
used to know snd sing a few years sgo, though
one never heara it now—stephen O. Foster's
“0ld Folks at Home."” What a favorite that
song was in {1 day, and that day not so far
back, either! Fathers and mothers it,
young men and maidena, and little children;
the mechanio at his work, the mother at her
baby's cradle. There were some who
atit as s negro welody, but in ita simple,
touching words and sadly sweet air, was &
charm which the great heart of the fpoopia ao-
knowledged, and they set the seal of their ap-
provsl upon it. Bung in palace and cottage
and fisherman’s but—in city and country, and
by the sea, wherever the English language was
spaken by Americans, this song, by America's
most {opular composer, went, too, and alas!
like everything else in this mutable world, it
bad its day was forgotten.

And there was snotber that we all remem-
ber—the *0ld Kentucky Home ' To theatre
goers the name will recall a scene in Uncle
Tom's Cabin; an old wan sitting with bowed
head, sioging of the bome he should never see
again. Anpd looking at the bent figure, listen-
ing to the words so mournfully sweset, one
realized what a slave may feel.

But these old songs, with many others like
them, are among the things that were. Gone
with the old days never to return. Popular
taste and feeling bave undrrsonn great chsnFen,
and this changed feeling finds expression ina
new class of wongs, beautiful, maoy of them,
but lacking the charm of old association, and
that, after all, in what so endeared those early
favorites, touching them with that “light that
never was on sea or land,"" the light of
memory.,—Investigator.

The Handkerchief Seventy Years Ago.

The bandkerchief, which is now an indispen-
saLle appendage of every lady’s and gentleman’s
coslume, is of comparatively modern introdue-
tion, It was, Dot very many years ago, deemed
& vulgar object iustead of a mark of neatness,
a8 NOW,

Until the reign of the Empress Josephine, a
bandkerchief was thonght in France so shock-
ing an object that a lady would never dare to
use it before any one. The word was ever
carefully avoided in refined conversation.

An sotor who would have vsed a handker-
chief on the wstage, even in the most tearful
moments of the play, would have been un-
mercifully bissed; and it was only in the be-
ginning of the present century that a celebrated
actress, Mlle. Duchesunoise, dared to appear
with a handkerchief in hand. Having to speak
of the handkerohlef in the course of the piece,
she never could summon coursge to call it by
its true pame, but referred to it as a light
tissne. A few yoars luter, a translation of one
of Shakspeare’s plays, by Alfred de Wigny,
having been neled, the word bavdkerohief was
used, for the first time on the stags, amid cries
of indiguation from the andience, I doubt if
to-day Freuch elegantes would carry handker-
chiefs if the wife of Napoleon I. had not given
the signal for adopting them. The Empress
Josephine, although really lovely, had ngly
teeth. To conceal them, she was in the habit
of earrf::og swall bandkerchiefs, adorned with
contly , which she continually raised graoe-
fully to her lips. Of courne, all the ladies of
the court followed her example, and handker.
chiefs have rapidly become un important and
costly part of the feminioe toilet; so that the
price of a single handkerchief of the Duchess
of Edinhurgh would make the fortune of a
necessitous family,—Phrenological Journal,

Wuar Savacks Trrsk or Twins.—In Africa,
according to Dr. Robert Brown, (‘* Baces of
Mankind'') the birth of twins is commonly re-
garded as an evil omen. No one, except the
twing themselves and their nearest rels-
tives, is allowed to enter the hnt in which
they first saw light, The children are not to
play with other children, and even the utensils
of the hut are not permitted to be used by any
oue else. The mother is not allowed to talk to
any one not belonging to her own family, If
the children both live till the end of the sixth
year, it is supposed that nature hus accommo-
dated herself to their exiatence, and they are
henceforth admitted to associate with their fel-
lows. Noristhis abomination of twin births
restricted to Africa, In the island of Bali; near
Java, a woman who is so unfortunate asto bear
twins, is obliged, along with ber husband, lo
live for a month at the eea shore or among the
tombs, until she is purified. The Khasias of
Hindostan consider that to bave twins assimi.
lutes the mother to the lower animals, and one
of them is frequently put to death. An exactly
similar belief prevails among some of the native
savagea of Vancouver island. Among the Ainos,
one ol the twins is always killed, and in Arcbo,
in Guinea, both the twins and the mother are
put to death.— Popular Science Monthly.

WE are going to tell this little story about a
Texan bug for the special benefit of no ac-
quaintance who visited the Btate Fuir at Sacra-
mento, last week, and says that during bis stay
there the nights were rendered hideous to him
by the attacks of this r vermin, An
Austin, Texas, merchant who was ount in the

country buying grain, stoj at night at a
dilapidated fltg.l 10&!0. Rm a ﬂercg contest

aaleep. He slept about an hour when he wan
rudely awakened. The old wan was stunding
over bim with a ococked revolver, and one of
the farmer's stalwart sons had him by the heel
wnd wis in the act of jerking him out of bed,
while the hired man was End the pillows
around with a three-tined pltehfork,

** What bave 1 done?"' be boarsely asked,

* Keep cool, stranger,’ replied the farmer,
“'some of the boys thought they heard a Den-
nison bedbug chawing up the shuck mattress,
but 1 guess it must have been wolves out io the
timber they heard; you cam go to aleep
agein.”

Vinroe ¥ WamrLing,—An old farm-r once
said that he would not bave a hind man on
his farm who did not babitoally whistle, He
always hired whistiers; said he never koew a
whistling laborer to find fuult with his fo.d,
his bed, or complain of avy littls extra work he
wis asked to perform, Buch a man was gene.
rally kind to ohildren and to animuls in his
cate. He would whistle a chilled lamb into
warmth and life, aud would bring in his hat
tull of eggs from the barn without breaking
B i Giine b P & Do e

a gotes, op , and
seoing that lho:gu on hiruplov were all pro-
ly tightensd before he took it into the field,

e never knew a whistling bired man to kick
or beat a cow, nor drive on a run intoa
stable. He had uoticed that the sheep be fod
in the yard and ahed sround him
ai be whistled, without fear. He never had

a whistler who was not thought-

The Complaining, Petulant Girl. ‘

Bhe will rise in the morning and come to
the table—generally the last one—and she will
say: * I didn’t get to sleep much last night. I
heard the olock strike twelve, one, two and

three: and [ bad such a horrible dream of being |
chased by a sheep.” Bome one will pass her
the baked potatoez and she will say: **No, I'll
not take one; I had sucha bu.mthdn in my |
stomach yesterday that I must careful." |
Then ahe will rise and pour boiling water in |
her tea, and jost ss she sits down will say:
" Togdie, put the cat out; if there's anything I
hate it is to have a cat wallinpg up its yellow |
orbs at me when I eat, A little of the gravy, |
please—but, oh dear, I got my sleeve in the |
cream!"” And then ahe ruus to the pantry, aud |
tasses round, and calls one of the girls to get
ber the wash basin with a little warm water in
it. She comea back to the table with, *I am
so nervous this morning!" and she holds her
hand over the region of ber heart, and rolls up
her pale blne eyes. Pretty soon she leaves the |
table to fix her collar, eaying: *‘I've stood that |
soratching at my neck as long as I can.” After |
breakfast she comes to me with: ** My hairis
coming out so badly; do you know what wonld
revent it? I'm 'fraid I'll lose all of it yet."' |
tell her what to do. And I sm very busy
cutting out avd fitting the waistof a dress,
when she comes agaio with, “One of my great |
toe nails is growing thick and stubby, avd it
paing all the time. What would you do if you |
were ma?"

I say: ‘‘Bathe your feet in warm water, and
serape the top of the nuil in the centre with a
bit of broken glass, and then wear shoes a size
larger."” |

“0 auntie, my ahoes are a mile too large |
now! Just see!” and she thrusts out u clubby |
foot that spills over the sides, runs back, and |
bulges up ut the toes.

At dinner time she hes the girls looking at
her eyen to see if they are not nnusually red.
8he thinks she feels symptoma of inflammation.
She tak«s supreme pleasurs while at the table
of telling an old fumily yarn about her grand- |
father huviog a crimson flanvel cockade given |
him by General Lufayette,

While we sit at the tuble, Josephine, in tak- |
ing something out of her pocket, drops her kid |
gloves, which mz complaining lassie picks up, |
saying: ‘‘Thauk fortune, I don’t have to wenr |
number sixes!” and she puts on the old gloves, |
and makes her hand into a fist, and langhs im- |
moderatelv at the loose fit. 1

Bhe is always afraid to go out alone at night, |
even to thecistern pump; and if ahe reads any-
thing frightful before she retires, she always
keeps her lamp burning, She never thinks of
going to bed without looking under it for burg- |
lara, or flendish men intent o marder, [

She is always thioking of herself ; always
magnifyiog every ailment and misfortune; al- |
ways fearful of lightning, and tornadoes, and |
rain storms, ana drouth, and famine, and |
pestilence, and contagion. She keeps a full |
supply of quack medicines for ‘*toning up the |
stomach,” ‘‘giving an appetite." ‘‘enriching |
the biood,"* “‘assisting the liver," *‘regulating |
the bowels,"’ "hel%ing nature, " -and “‘rectifying |
derangements,”” Poor girl! |

“Kms Mg, Mamua, Berore I Sueee. "—How
simple & boon, yet how soothing to the little
supplicant is that soft, gentle kiss! The little
bead sinks contentedly on the pillow, for all is
pence and happiness within. ‘I'he bright eyes
close, and the rosy lip 18 reveling in the bright
and sunoy dream of innocence. Yes, kiss it,
mamma, for that good night kiss will lin!;ar in |
memory when the giver lies moldering in the [
grave. The memory of & gentle mother's kiss
his cheered many a lunely wanderer's pligrim-

his desolate heart; for remember, life has many
a stormy billow to oross, many a rugged path to
climb, with thorns to pierce; and we know not
what is in store for tbhe littls one so sweetl
slumbering, with no marring eare to disturb ita
peaceful dreams. The parched and fevered lip |
will become dewy ngain a8 recollection bears to
the sufferer's conch a mother's love—a moth-
er's kiss. Then kiss your little ones ere the
sleep; there ia n magio powerin that kiss whieg '
will endure to the end of life,

Another of my girls is always complaining,. |
I know very well how this comes about. She !
is the pet at home, and has grown a little selfish,
and to thinking too much and too often of Ler- |
self. This is the fault of the mother, Auy
mother can make her children, especially ber
danghters, petnlant, aod babyish, and weak.
1 am well ncquainted with the mother, and |

| you grow up.

age, and has been the beacon light to illuminate |

“Cry Baby loe.”

L, e
e is the at gots evary time he
falls down. B.b:L the boy that suspeots Tom «
or Jimmie bas stolen his pencil whenever he
loses it; that ll"l{l acouses Robbie, or Ned of
cheating at marbles, He i« that boy that al.
ways comes in crying when snowball aod slid-
ing time comes. In ahort, he i that liitle fel-
low that none of the boys want along when
there is golﬂg.w be some rare, good fun.

I do not like to say it, but I am afrsid that
each school house bas such a !'Joe."

This little talk is for these “Joes."

For, my poor “Joes,”" I am sorry for you! I
know you never have a good time that is half
sn hour long. I know your little knees, and
elbows and cheeks, are soft and tender, and
feel the hurls they get. Shall T tell you what
will toughen them

Laughing will do it,

When yon fall, jamp up, rub the place hurt,
laugh and run along. You won't mind it in a
minute,

Rubbing and laughing is the way to bring
the good, warm blood up to the burt spots.
When the merry blood gets thers, it will oure
and tonghen them, Notice, now, and see
whetber lsugbivug boys feel a hurt loog,

Above all elss, don't run and leﬁl Your
teacher gets tired of hurlnq it, Even your
mother often wishes ber litile Joe was like
other boys, and could make his own way.

Every one of you knows some bliboy that
you sdmire. You mean to be like him when
Well, notice him, He never
cries. He never runs cff, all doubled up and
orying, to tell his mother when the ball hits
him and makes his nose bleed, or he geta his
fin broived. He doesn’t hold a grudge
agsinst a boy that beats him at a game—not
he! He thinks a fellow that can beut him is a
grand fellow !

If you should not grow out of erying, and
moaning and complaining, when youn get to jbe
a big boy, the litte fellows will not look up to
you and wish to be like you.

Instead, they will parhaps.
disagreeable names than “Cry
— Exchange.

A Story for the Girls,

Sit down on the porch, children, and let me
tell you about Aunt Richel and the story she
once told me, One duy, when I was about
twelve years old, I bad planned to go after
strawberries, but Aunt Raohel said to me:

“A girl of your sage shonld begin to learn
how to do housswork., Take off your hat, roll
up your sleeves, and help me do the baking.'

pouted und sighed aod shed tears, but was
encouraged b{tha promise that I mightgo after
the baking, Under good Aunt Richel's direc-
tion I mixed a big loaf of bread, placed it on &
tin as bright as a new dollar, and was rubbing
the flour off my hands when ahe called out:

“This will never, never do, child—you
haven't soraped youar bread bowl clean."

I shall never forget tbe picture she made
standing there, her eyes regurding me sternly,
ons hand resting on her hip, while in the other
she held the untidy bowl,

*‘It will never do, child,'' she went on; "'t is
not only untidy, but it makes too much waste;
to be & good honsekeeper you must learn to be
economival. You have heard the story of the
young man who wanted an economioal wife ?*'

““No,”" I answered, and 1 might bave added
that I didn't wish to hear it either,

““Well," she continued, “'he was & very likely
young man and he wanted a carefnl young wife,
80 he thought of & way he could find out. One
morning be went to upon the different girls
of his acquaintance and asked them each for
the scrapings of their bread bowls to feed his
orses, You gee they all wanted him, so they
got all they counld for Finally he found a
girl who hadn’t any, so be asked ber to ba his
wife, becausa he thought she must bs economi-

oall you more
Buby Joe'' even.

¥ loal. ‘‘Now," said Aunt Rachel, triumphantly,

“suppose 8 young man should ask you for the
scrapings of your bread bowl, what could you

y !

*'What could I say #'' I repeated scornfully;
“why, I'd tell him if he couldn't afford to buy
oats for his horses they might starve, I
wouldu’t rob the pig to feed them."
= | snrpole Aunt Rachel thought that lesson
wus all lost on me; but as true as you live, I
never kuead the bread to this day, without
thinking of her lesson in economy,

The Jujube Tree.
The jujube tres, (H_anun Ziziphus) has

with the bugs aud mosquitos, he had fallen | P

know just how she has brought up her daughter, been introduced into Louisisua over thirty
and I hesitated when she wanted me to take | years, and thongh it thrives as well here as
the girl under my care. She has been acous- |in Byris, its o country, itis known only
tomed to magnifying every little ache and ail- | by few persons. The jojube is an elegant tree,
ment, and dwelling upon it selfishly, —Arthur's | of mediom size, fifteen feet, acoommodating
Home Mayazine, itself to any soil, provided it be not too wet;
| and though & native of Byria, doos not suffer

Tas hight of impodence—the length of a | from anyamount of cold we are ever liable to
book sgent,—Murshall Mussenger. | experience in the latitude of New Orleaus,

S —— e fruit of the jujube tres ripens in July
and August, and is of the size and shape ol a
large olive, covered by a red smooth, , bat
. | hard skin; the pulp is soft yellowish and sweet;
Half a century ago bellows making wasa |in the centre of the fruit ia a hard stone, which
Ll:ﬂ\-u:g '::;.i.n Every hulzlnl; h_mli: idhi ;miri of | oonninﬁl two oells or cavities, one of which is
ows, and in every well farnished mansion | generally obliterated; i
thl:;: was a pair hung by the side of every fire- 'F ernel, y I
A | The jujube, thro cultivation,

But s stoves and grates took the place of | natura ;{:dhi.'n Spnit:lng.hluly and tl;ahgonb‘m
np&; ﬂ:;i};hn "‘ﬂ n;coa‘:;ll]u aubdsiulptad :;r (part of France, where its fruits are used in
wond, emand for ows diminished, making th paral children,
and the businens as a separate trade, died out. | “ju unbﬁ p::tﬁ'" I p

The seme is trueof flint eotti Flints | jujube tree is easily either
were once necessary, but only for tinder-boxes, | by lauil. or by suckers wh rise from its
aud a tin X wis a8 Decessary for every | roots at distances of eight to fifteen feet from
house us & grid-iron or & skillet. Every ooe|the tree. The seedlings give fruit in six or
who looks back to a childhood of forty odd | seven years, the suckers in one or two years.
years sgo must remember the cold winter| The inventive genius of the age now makes
morniugs when the persistent, crack, erack of {u}uho e of gum arabie, sugar, water, a
the flint against the steel sent up from the litile coloring matter, and not a particle of the
kitchen an odor of igniting tinder and sulpbur | decoction of jujube fruit—and yet our medical
which pervaded the house, We have no more | dispensatories, though acknow! the
idea what beoame of the flint producers than of | frand, tell us the modern jujube is ns
the old man of sorrowiul memory, who, three aa that of old times; I cannot agree with
or four times a week, called at our house with | them, 4
brimstone matches, for & peony the half dozen |
bunches, Both have completely vanished from
the country.

Trades of the Past.

—

Trx Assonrrion o Wates nY Woopr Fisze
,,, : B e
agan, are gone the -makers, y f

thoogh they have tm in l:ihl:ir gr::«'t:?l writer says: . , 4
quarter of a century, still figure in lectures and | . '* One of the most surp facta to be no-
ﬂu{;w illusirate the advantages of division  ficed in ‘“"“““’ﬁ“ wood of any tree with
of labor. Instead of a pin taking & dozen men | Well-developed foliage, is the absence of any-
or more to cut, grind, point, bead, polish, and | 1Rivg like free, or fluid water. A ou
what not, ss it used to do, are surface wood to the
m little pnnt-hj:? at ut&. :3&'.... three hun. zunh. aod if a tube be inserted into the trank

& minate, of w water
chjs fud Bl e e 1

‘making at orge is another lost in-
::;:.3; 'I‘lh::wu. A::lthlluthilniumtlnh toa

' W every made -

vil. Now, from one hnud;: to mufham -
per minute are made by mach:
who works at the forge has
ol com with soch




