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RETROSPECT. ]
BEY VANDYRE EROWN.
it Jown here besude me, iy =weel Lenevieve;
Hold my hands iz your own, s you beld
them of old.
This hour of twilizht has power to weave
All threads of the prast into fabrie of j.!_"ltl.

It comeaas of vore with ita odor of Howers,
With ]-r.--.in::'al richness of deeplv-green leaves,
This queen-mouilt ot stunmer it comnes, anad its
heoatrs
LU twilight are those to which my soitl cleaves.
v thie honr to e here,
aye besn or may be;
yvouu I would

And pleasant it is [

Forgetful of :lls that h

1 think, Genevieve, Lut v
Lere,

And so end the eontest betwixt Daath and me.

die

For the fu:ht has been long and paintful and
wWoary
Al love, could 1 anly have borue it aione !
‘Tlu' davs laden h-.nlllhl. the high'.* .-':1|1 u!h!
drv;ar'.'.
The anguish of hody and mind [ have kown—«

my sweetl Genev eve,

Do vou sometimnes Lhink,
the future once

How brightly beto
glaamed 7
How often of old on 4 summer-eve
Have we su4! in swoel stlence and
dreamed ?

re

1%

L:lt'l' 5

Of all the Leantiful thing=s that shondd be

Of the wonderful deeids I should some dav do,
When every bonur tha: came to me

Should be a love-otlering unto you?

Fair, oh fair was thal sunset vision,
neen l!.l!'n!l'l_'_h the diamond lens of Love;
Forever we wandered in fields: of Elysiau,
A heaven around us, 8 heaven above !

And this s the eud of all our dreaming !
Ab, sweoct Genevievs, the hot tears start —
How bitter the real us l'-J::I}-;I.!’t‘nI with the secm-
Ili_'_'n
How bluck the To d ¥ which was onee o prart

Ol that rozeate Future that opened before us!
God pity uz hoth, and pity al
Who sre stricken thus, for now hangs o'er us

.\:Jilgh! save the shadow of the p.ii!. :

And vet, Geneyieve. though Misery has tound |

1,
We, likewise, have found how miglty 15 Love;
1 faded torever the heaven aromnnd s,

Forever awails us the heaven above !

TR T 8 M TNV Y
AN ARTINT™S DREAM.

Carradine sat alonas at his easel, paint-
ing; and as le painted he thought.—
Eight years before, when he was a poor
and struggling boy, just entering on that
race which must be run by every aspir-
ant to art and its honors, titere happened
to him something which neither time nor
toil had ever been able to efface from his
memory. As he was passing along the
streets a wyreath of fragrant roses snd-
denly fell on his head, and, looking up
in wonder, he beheld, reaching out from
the embroidered draperies of an over-
hanging window, a child, with fairy-
like proportions, with great, dark eyes,
and long, curling biack loeks, who stood
smiling and throwing him kisses from
her curved lips, colored like a pome-
granate.— While she still gazed a nurse
had came forward and drawn the child
away: the curtains were closed, and he
saw the little creature no more.

Such was the yision that the artist had
carried so long in his memory; in his
wemory only, for he had no second
glimpse of the child. That very day an
secident occurred which kept him a
prisoner in his room for some weeks,and
when next he went out the house was
empty, and a placard with great tlaring
Jetters apnonncing it for sale stared
Lim in the face, from the same window
in which the little white-robed elf had
stood waving her hand and smiling to
him. In conrse of time other faces ap-
pesred there, but they were strange
faces and among them was never the one
for which he looked.

Now, as Carradine sat painting alone,
he thonghbt of ali this; of the struggle
that had ended at length in suecess; of
his hard nnfriended boyhood and of the
beautiful child with her fragrant rose-
erown, which had scemed almost like a
prophecy. T'hat rose-wreath, dry and
withered now, waizs all that was left to
him of the fair vision, but when this
morning, in turning over an old port
folio, he had come upon it by chance, it
spoke to him of that by-gone day just as
eloquently as when its blossoms were
fresh and pure.

“Eight years ago,” he eaid, thought-
fully, letting the shriveled ecirelet slip
through his fingers slowly. “*She mast
be near sixteen now—if she lives. If?
No, I do not donbt her living presence—
somewhbere. I wonder whereshe is now,
und what ~he is like at sixteen?”

With that ho piaced the wreath beside
Lis easel, und began to paint.  The face,
as it grew on the canvas, presented a
young girl, in the dewy, morning blueh
of first youth, with shudows in the great
dark eyes, and a half smile about tke
bright carved lips, like an embodied
summer sun shower, it was thus that the
artist pictured hiy ideal of the child-
woman, whose iutantile look and smile
for eight long years had been lis own
dream of love,

Carradine had not bad an easy life.
An orphan from his earliest vears, poor
and nafriended, he had striven hard for
the meene to gratify tlet inherent idola-
try for art which wus alwavs clamoring
to find expression in form and coloring
He had fought and he had won; bnut
now, at 26, he stood in the place which
he had gaived for bimself almost as much
alone at the very heart as Le had been
eight years before when the child’s gift
came to bim as a propheey.

It was pot that he was friendless.—
There were men who liked and sought
him, women who would bhave gladly
taught Lim to forget his loreliness in
their aflection. DBnat though his nature
responded readily to any kindness, there
was one chord, deeper than all, that re-
mained nutonched; and, from the sweet-
est glances, Lis thoughts went back to
the unknown child that had smiled down

|

©on him so loug ago.

———— e e

The ideal head became his great source
of enjoyment, and a dreamy softness
shaded his dark gray eyes, as line by line
snd tint by tint took him back into that
past, which, all lifeless as’it was, seemed
to him, in those moments, more real
tban the busy present. Yet now, in re-
viewing that one bright wvision of his
memory, it was not so much the lovely
chil 1l that he saw, in fancy, as the beauti-
ful girl whose face, with faller depth
and sweetness, looked out at him from
his own canvas.

Instinotively, he hardly knew why, he
disliked to work on this picture in any
other presence, and he devoted to 1t vnly
his hours of solituds. So it happened
that it was nearly finished when, by some
chance, a friend discovered him bending
over it, too absorbed to notice any ap-
proach. As the door opened, Carradine
rose hastily, turning his easel to the wall,
so as to conceal the face upon it. This
little stratagem, however, was destined
to be of no avail. Havingz been marked
by the intruder—one of those cordial,
well-meaning people, good-natured to a
degree, but with little delicacy of per-
ception—the action at ouce aroused his
curiosity. “

‘*Aba, master painter,” he said, with a
laugh, *“let us see what it is that you
work at by yourself till it steals away
vour eyes and ears. Only one peep!”

With that he laill his hand oa the
frame and receiving no forbidding word
from Carradine, turned it round. The

| next moment he was loud in praise.

“*But who is it, Carradine? If it is a
portrait tell me where to find the origi-
nal, and I will, if it is a seven days’
journey!’

Carradine smiled.

**If I myself knew .where to find such
an orginal, I should not be here to tell
you, my good f{riend,” he answered
evasively.

““Oh, a faney sketeh,” said the other,
misled, as the artist had desired. *“‘I
might bave saved myself the trouble of
asking, No real flesh and blood face
ever looked like that—the mo1e shame to
nature, I say! Of course yon will ex-
hibit it, Carradine?”

“No,"” answered the painter qnietly.

““No!" repeated the otherin surprise.

| ““Bat, my dear fellow, you must, or I

shall betray your secret, and you will
have a swarm of visitors, worse than a
plagune of Egypt, let in upon you."”

Carradine hesitated. A chance word
in his friend’s speech had suggested a
possibility that made his heart leap in
spite of sober reason.

““You are right,” he said. “I shall
send the victure for exhibition. It will
be betterso.”

After his visitor had left him alone
again Carradine bent long over his easel
gazing into the lovely, upturned face,
until it began to fade into the gathering
twilight.

“If—if!” be murmured to himself hali
unconsciously, “‘Buat it cannot be. Yet
I will send it—and perhaps —"

And so the picture was sent, in due
time; and it seemed almost as if Cara
dine’s soul had gone with it and drawn
him to follow. Hour after henr, and
day after Jday, he satin the gallery,
scrutinizing eagerly every face amid the
visitors, whom taste or fashion had
brought to look st the now celebrated
artist's latest success.  Every night Le
went away unsatistied and every morning
Lhe returned with bope spriuging afresh
in his heart.

Still, the object of his search, whatever
it may have beep, does not appear and
one day, disconraged at last, he resolved
to go no more on so frunitless an errand.
Sbutting bimself in his studio he began
to paint, but,strive as he would, he conld
command neither hand nor fancy.
Finally, tired of repeated failure, he
abandoned work and yielded to the im-
pulse which drew his steps in the cus-
tomary direction.

When he entered the small side room
in which his pictare hung he found but
two persons within, a young wan and girl.

Carradine could not see the faces of
these two, but, with an earnestness for
which hLe was ata loss to account, he
followed their retreating figures as they
moved slowly toward bis picture. Bat
the next momeut an exclamation of as-
tonishment burst from the hips of the
young msan.

“Why, Lere
What does it
painter be?”

With that, he haorried out to purchase
a catalogne. Carrndine advanced quickly
to the .'.,'il‘l.

“*I am the painter,” he said.

Sha tnroed and looked at liim with one
steady gaze feom those glorions eyes that
bad bhannted Lis wvisions for mMauy
years. Taoen she spoke:

“You painted that picture, and how?"

“From remembrance,” he anzwered.
““It was my only tribute to the little un-
Enown princess who ¢rowned me once
with roses. Does she, too, remem-
ber it?”

I"'or a moment Jdonbt was in her face;
buat as he looked fixedly at her it van-
ished in certainty. A smile just touched
the bright lips.

“It was yon, then, on whom I foreed
my roses? a princess who gave away hon-
ors unasked. How often I have wondered
sinoe--"

She stopped, turned to the canvass
and added abruptly, “*Bat I was a child
then; and here—""

‘“‘Here you are a womun,” said Car-
radine, completing the unspoken sen-
tence. ‘‘Isit so Lard to understand?-—
The sama power that kept the child in
my heart showed me into what she would
ripen,”

She did not look at him now, but at
the picture, as she asked in a low voice,
“And whom am I to thank for such an
honor?” -

“My name i3 Hubert Carradine,” he
answered, and saw at once that it was
po unfamiliar word to her. ‘‘And yours?

portrait, Leila!
Who can the
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yonr
mean?

=)

t [ am nothing better than a beggar, Will

Through all these years your face has
hauuted me always, bt your name I
never knew.” . *

She hesitated a moment,
to him.

““You never knew my name? Then
think of me still as you have thought of
me through all these years,” she said, a
half smile lingering about her mouth,
but never lighting the great dark eyes
that were shaded by some subtle sad-
ness,

The look, the tone, transported Carra-
dine beyond all remembrance of place or
circomstance, into the unreal realm of
imagimation in which his wish was su-
preme ruler.

“I have thought of you always as my
life and my love,” he said, half uncon-
sciously his dreamy,deep gray eyes glow-
ing upon her face. She blushed sudden-
ly, and then paled in an instant. Just
then her former companion enterede the
roomi.

*I am ‘Leila Auverney, she said,
hastily, ‘““and this is Cecil Wyndham, my

my betrothed husband.”

Not another word was said. As the
young man approached, Carradine fell
back a step and looked at the two. His
was a fair, handsome face, so little
marked as yet by time, that it would be
bard for an unpracticed eye to conjec-
ture with what lines the shaping char-
acter would yet stamp it. Nevertheless,
with one keen gaze Carradine estimated
both present and {nture.

She said a few low-spoken words to
her companion, who presently moved
teward Carradine, the painter of this
picture.

Carradioe bowed without speaking.

**Will you pardon me for asking if it
is a fancy sketch?” continued Mr. Wynd-
bham. a

*‘Partly so, but suggested by the face
of a little girl,” answered the artist.

“‘But the likeness is so very striking!”
muttered the young gentleman. *'I
must have it at any rate. Of course
yon will part with it-—at your own
price?”

“The picture is not for sale,’”” said
Carradine, quietly, still regarding the
young man with that coel, steady gaze
which had already caused him to betray
a hesitation, almost confusion, very un-
like his nusual easy confidence. He seem-
ed to have an instinetive knowledge that
the artist was measuring him, and to
shrink from that measurement with un-
conscious dread.

Carradine saw Leila Auverney once
more before she returned to her howe in
a distant town. Then he tock his pict-
ure from the academy walls, and hung it
in his studio, where his eyes conld find
it whenever he looked away from his
work. FIor he did not give up work; yet,
among themselves, his friends pro-
nounced him an altered man, and mar-
veled what had cansed so subtle a differ-
ence. Always quiet, he now seemed to
live in an ideal world of his own; and,
whatever he might occupy himself with
there was that in his manner which ap-
peared to imply that it was only a tem-
porary diversion until the coming of
some event for which he was waiting.

S0 passed half a year, at the end of
which there came a letter to Carradine.
It was very brief, but it was enough to
assure him of that which he had been al-
most nnconsciously expecting.

The letter was from Leila Auverney.
He went to her at once. She met him
with a laughiong light in her eyes such as
L.e had not seen there when she stood in
the gallery beside her betrothed hus-
band; a light which recalled the merry
child who had smiled down on him so
long ago.

**Mr. Carradine,” she said, *“I told you
my fortune was gone, but I did not tell
you how utterly it had been swept away.

then turned

you take me for one of your students, for
charity’s sake?"

He looked searchingly into her smil-
ing face.

*““And Mr. Wyndham?"” e asked, in a
low voice.

She langhed without
flusl: of emotion.

“*Mr. Wyndham has gone with the rest
of my worldly possessions. Did 1 mnot
say that I had lost everything? You see,
Mr. Carradine, that [ am not worth as
much now as my picture,””

The words as she said them did not
seem bitter. He took her hands.

“Leila,” he said, ‘‘does your loss make
you unhappy?”

“Do I look 80?” she asked, gaily. “‘As
for the marriage it was my father's wish,
and to gratify his dyiog request I con-
sented—Dbefore I knew my own heart—"
Here a vivid color shot into her cheek,
but she went on. *“There nev.r was
love- ou my side; and on his—well,
money is much more than love—with
some natures. 1 do uot wish to blame
him."”

Carradine’'s grasp tightened
hands.

“‘Leila,” he said, ‘“once your answer
put a bar between us,when I spoke words
that were surprised ont of my heart.
Would it be so now, if I should say
them once more? My love, my life, will
yon come to me?"”

**Will I come?” sbe repeated, looking
ap into his eyes and drawing nearer,
Lmtil his arms were silentiy folded abont

er.
: And so Carradine found his love at
ast.

so mnech as a

on her

Not long ago an officer of the army
who, having lost his upper teeth, wore a
false set, was engaged in serious conver-
srtion with some Indians. His plate
troubling him he took 1t out and wiped
it with his bhondkerchief. The Indinnq
watched the process with unfeigned as
tonishment. When the Captain, puttin
the plate in his mouth, went on with the
conversation, they sprang to their feet
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and left the room and post in all haste,
end with every symptom of extreme ter-|
ror,—Waifs, |

The Value of Hnmus in the Soil,

A factor of the soil is to be considered
in the light of a plant nonrisher, and
though its chemical influence favorable
to tree growth, is the humus, which
forms the covering of all good forest
soils, and is produced by the decay of
the yearly fallen foliage, twigs, etc., and
other decaying vegetable matter and
consists of the combination of neutral
salts. The acids, which are formed in
some humus soils, aecording to Liebig,
are not components of a fertile humus,
but belong to that of the peaty and
marshy soils, whieh sre not favorable to
tree growth. Carbon, hydrogen and
oxygen are the main componeuts of
bumus. [t has been asserted that the
humus ought to be considered as fur-
nishing the supply of carbon, which
forms the largest part in the composition
of the woody fiber. For any one who
has seen the forests of large extent along
the dunes of Southern I'rance and the
sea sand of the North German plain,
lacking all traces of huwmus, nay, con-
taining so litfle carbon that after heating
it will not leave a trace of black or color-
ing, it needs not to cite Liebig’s proof of
the insufliciency of the humus or any
part of the soil, to prove the amonnt of
carbon necessary for the bnilding up of
the tree and a forest. Besides, who
conld reasonably accept, as logic would
compel us, the creation or decayed or-
ganic matter previous, and as a condition
of following plant life.

Yot that there is a chemical influence

of the humus on forest growth cannot be |

denied. Not only does the decayving veg-
itable matter develop a considerable
amount of ammonia, which, imparted to
the atmosphere, enriches it with the
needed nitrogen, bnt also of ecarbonic
acid, which contributes largely to the
disintegration of the rock, and increases
the solubility of the carbonate and phos-
phate of lime. This influence will be
readily admitted as important,
remember that in teu chonsands parts of
pure water only one part of carbouate of
lime is soluble, while in the same (uan-
tity of water acidulated with ecarbonie
acid, ten parts of that salt will dissolve.

Bat the greatest significance of the
bhumus lies in its physiedl inflnence,
which i3 more important where the
other factors of ‘'soilbonity”—depth,
looseness, humidity, are lacking, A
considerable layer of humus in-
creases depth; a bad conductor of heat,
counteracts the drying effect of the sun
which, added to its capacity of absorb-

ing easily and retaining long the meteorie |
precipitations, makes 1t & very desirable |

covering of the soil. I'lhe humus being
of medium looseness tends to dimnnish
the extremes of the physical properties
of the soil.

We may sum up the influence of the
soil on forest growth by stating that its
chemical composition 18 only of minor
importance, almost all
sufficient inorganic basis of the desecrip-
tion which is needed by forest growth;
that its main inflnence consists in its
physical properties, represented by its
depth, looseness and depending on these,
the capacity of absorbing a retaining
moisture, which properties mey be in-
creased or eyen compensated far by a
sufficient layer of hummus.
of these proparties in their highest per-
fection in due proportion are inducive to
the prosperity of any specics, but the
necessity of their existence is a relative

[ one with regard to the different species,

—|[Cor. National Farmer.
A Ccal Economlzer.

Mr. Pridgin Teale says truly that our
present. open fireplaces are all on the
furnace system, and advocates the adop-
tion of a remarkably simple plan, which
converts them at once into slow combus-
tion grates. A plate of iron to inclose
the space between the hearth and the
lowest bar of the grate is all that is
wanted, or, in his own words, *‘a simple
shield resting on the hearth aad rising as
high as the bottom bar of the grate. It
cost two or three shillings, and requires
no fixing or ‘*man's time.” The econo-
mizer makes three tons of coal do the
work of four. By its universal use in
Leeds Infirmary it saves £100 a year in
eoal. It consumes all ecinders, and
leaves at the bottom of the grate a fine
ash, valnable to farmers. It is reckoned
that if everybody in the United Kingdom
converted his fireplace into a slow-com-
bustion grate, on the principles laid
down by Mr. Teale there would be asav-
ing in the consumption of coal of nearly
9,000,000 tons in the year. Having
heard of the economizer a few months
ago, I got Jones of Down street, Pica-
dilly, to pnt one into my kitchen stove
and drawing-room fireplace, and have
found no discontent expressed below,
and much satisfaction felt above, as the
fire keeps in regardless of much atten-
tion from the butler, and always looks
cheery and bright when I come home.—
[ Hall's Journal of Health.

Boys®' Pistols Fifty Years Ago.

Week Dbefore last Titus Darlington,
carpenter, in teariag down a portion of
the farm house of Taylor Hoopes, of
West Goshen township, Chester county,
in order to enlarge the building, came
across a large sized horse pistol that bad
been lost for fitty years. In 1832 Taylor
Hocpes and his brother Lewis, the latter
new deceased, purchased this pistol from
a gunsmith in West Chester, named
Emanuel Gosher, for $2 050 ; cheap
enough, considering the size and quality
of the weapon. Benjamin Hoopes, the
father of the boys, who were then about
sixteen years of age, did not approve of
the lads having so dangerous aplaything
—-Mr, Hoopes was a wise man—so the
boys concluded to keep “Old Diamer,”
as they named their miniature cannon,
as much out of parental eyesight as pos-
sible, and they hid it away in the loft
of the house over the cellar beams, be-

] form

when we |

soils furnishing |

The existence |

tween partition and wall. To have it
convenient for use they made a little
wagon, in which they placed *“Old Di-
amer,” & powder-horn and a small bag of
shot. To the wagon they attached a
string, and thus they lowered and pulled
up the artillery wagon, gun and ammuni-
tion when they wished to use them, or
hurry them out of sight of the ““‘old man.”
But ove day the rope broke—whether the
old gentlemun was ““hunting the boys
too close” we canuot say—and down to
tbe bottom of the partition went wagon,
pistol and all, with a erash that sent sad-
ness to the very bottom of the hearts of
Taylor and Lewis. After fishing for
hours day in and day out with a pole and
a hook, with the hope of ecatching the
wagon and drawiog it up, they aban-
doned the task and gave up their treas-
ures as lost. When the ecarpenters tore
down the building, Taylor jHoopes, who
is now a man on the shady side of life,
stood by, thinking of *‘Old Diamer.”
Board after board was taken down, and
the little ammunition wagou at last came
in signt and in it lay ‘‘Old Diamer,” the
powder and shot, all in the same good
condition, with the exception of a little
rust on the pistol, as they were the day
they so suddenly went from the sight of

; the boys half a century ago. Mr. Hoopes

rubbed the pistol with a little oil, loaded
it with the old powder, and, in honor of

| the oceasion, shot it off with areport that

' made the Goshen hills echo.—Westehes-
ter Record.

€abbling homeu

One of the greatest annoyances to a
foreman or overseer, as well as to the in-
dustrions workman who wishes to per-
his whole duty, is the habit of

gabbling indulged in by those who insist

upon talking of current events, and often

the world’s entire history, during busi-
| ness. In no workshop is this practice so
| deleterious as ip the printing office, for
| in no other is there so close and undi-
| vided attention required to produce the
| best results. No man can set type with
| proper care when his mind is occupied
t with the consideration of other affairs,
| especially if that consideration is enforeed
upon him by the audible conversation
of someone near him. A printer must
think while he works, and he wust think
of the task Dbefore him. He must de-
cipher his copy and give thonght to his
punctuation, and even to the construc-
tion of the sentences, and this he ecannot
do while his attention is diverted to
something entirely foreigun to it. He
can think of bnut one thing at a time;
rand if he is talking of polities, religion
or socwl ills, he will of necessity
neglect the work placed before him.
| The practice of promiscuons talking in
& workshop is, moreover, a dighonest
'one. The employer pays the employe
{ for the work he is expected and supposed
{to perform; and the time paid for be-
longs to him, and if it is oecnpied with
idle gossip he is defrauded of that which
is his due. A few mowments conversation
between two compositors may seem a
small matter; but when it inclades, as it
| generally does, several men, at frequent
tintervals, it becomes quite a serions af-
| fair, resulting in absolute loss to the
{ master workmen. ‘*Maay a mickle makes
a mnuckle;” and fifteen minutes a day
makes an hour and a half daring the
i wt‘(‘k- :

It is a homely saying, ‘‘the still sow
drinks the swill;” and among composi-
tors 1t will be noticed that those who do
the least talking will, other things being
equal, set more type and do it better
than their garrulous neighbors wnose
tongues are continually running.

We are not advoeating military in the
printing office. There isno bharm in an
occasional pleasant joke or snatch of a
popular song; these rather relieve the
irksomeness of eontinuous toil. Bat the
privilege of indulgence should never be
abused to the detriment either of the
customer or employer.

MoRrsip APPETITE FOR Parer.—There
recently died in a town near St. Lounisa
woman named Latimer, who had a mor-
bid appetite for paper. She literally de-
voured books, newspapers, and all kiads
of literature: She would chew up a
meagazine with the same relish that an
ordinary person would manifest in eat-
ing a sirloin steak. She was especially
fond of printed matter., The ink seemed
to add ar additional flavor to the prov-
ender. She wonld tesar from their bind-
ings and masticate the leaves, or, if
nothing more delectable was at hand, she
fed upon common straw wrapping-paper,
such as the grocers’ and butchers’ par-
cels are wrapped up in. Bhe is said to
have inherited the curious appetite, and
to have begun to chew paper simulta-
neously with the cutting of her first
teeth. Paper was a monomania with
her. She was an intelligent woman and
indulged in no other freaks. During
the closing years of her life her friends
had to keep a constant guard over her
to prevent her from swallowing the con-
teuts of book eases and despoiling the
parlor table of its poetry and its art.

Mape a Mistaxe.—A very estimable
woman, so far as character is concerned,
was sent with a recommendation to Sena-
tor Vest of Missouri for a place in one of
the departments. Understanding that a
clerizal post was what she wanted the
Senator told her to make her application
in writing. Next day the good woman
brought her formal application. The
Senator and a friend looked it over and
concluded that it clearly showed the
writer incompetent for the position
gought. She was informed of the ver-
dict and said, with tears. ‘“Now see
how easy it is to make a mistake. That
was written by a person high up in the
dap[ﬁrtment. As for myself, I can't write
at all.” '

Denmark asks that Danes who went to

GENERAL AND FARM ITE¥S.

Towa has more than 500 creameries.

Russia prohibits military officers from
all connection with the press.

The Pope praires the piety of Mexico,
and. trusts she will renew Ler reletions
with the Vatican.

It is reported that in parts of Switzer-
land there had been 200 rainy days last
year up to the end of November with
only 50 days of sunshine.

There are some marriages that remind
us of the poor fellow who said: *““She
couldn’t get any husband, and I couldn’t
get any wile; s0 we got married.”

Office holders constitute an army in
New York city. There are 20,000 Fed-
eral State and municipal officers and the
prospeots of additions inslead of sub-
trastions from the force,

Every care and attention shown to
horses, no matter what their condition
i8, will bring its reward. The kind in
fluence thrown around a young horse
will have its effect on its character in
after years.

. Mr. A. Fallor, of Iowa says young pigs
Just weaned are sometimes ovarfag in
the desire to give them enough. When
their sides distend they have too much.

Hogs should not be overfed just becanse
they are hogs.

It is a fact perhaps not generally
knowr that stamped envelopes, when
spoiled through misdirection or other
causes, can be exchanged for a postage
stamp of the same denomination at the
nearest postoffice, '

A vigorous plant of corn cockle has
abont sixty pods and blossoms. Each pod
has about fifty seeds, the total number
of seeds to each plant is about 300. At
this rate of seeding it is not surprising
that weeds get the majority of the soil.

In feeding sweet miltk to pigs, trials
made at the Wiseonsin experiment farm
showed that on an average four pounds
of corn meal were equal to twenty
pounds of sweet skim milk, or one pound
of meal equal to five of milk if fe:* 8O-
arately.

It is estimated that there are 200,000
vagabonds and beggars in the German
Emnpire, including thieves, pickpockets
and other swindlers, and the authorities
estimate the annual loss to honest pen-

ple by their operations at the enormons
sum of $25,000,000.

The digar industries of York and Lan-
caster counties, Pennsylvania, is some-
thing remarkable. neaster connty
manufactarers produce 125,000,000 ani
York 120,000,000 cigars annually. The
revenue from cigars alone iw these two
counties amounts to $1,300,000 annually.

The population of Manila was being
decima by cholera, says a colonial
paper, when a tremenduous hurricane
swept over the island and acted as a
meteorological antiseptic, for on the fol-
lowing day not = single additionsal case
of cholera broke out and none have been
reported since.

Onions, to be deprived of strong odor,
should be boiled in salted water for ten
minutes, and then put in ecold fresh
water for balf an hour; after that they
should be put into a stewpan with just
enough cold fresh water to cover them,
and boiled gently till tender. Drain and
serve with melted butter,

Lambs can be made to shear from two
to four pounds more wool by & little ex-
tra care and feed during the winter,
The extra wool will more than pay for
the extra feeding, and the result will be
a much larger and stronger sheep. For
this purpose feed good clover hay, with
bran, oats and corn mixed equally.

Evangelist Barned writes to the Stan-
ford, Ky., Journal that he has become
convinced that the Anglo-Saxon race
came from the ten last tribes of Israel.
He also learns that ““Queen Victoria to.
day prides not herself on being of the
house of Gnelgh, but on better lineage
still—a lineal descendant of David,” and
that Disraeli's policy was shaped by a
knowledge of the sawe fact. .

The latest ivstance of Yankee ingeuu-
ity is the manufacture of artificial cloves
by machinery. The bogus cloves are
made of soft deal wood, pine or poplar,
stained a dark color and soaked in a so-
lution of essence of cloves to give them
the required aroma. A recent ship-
ment to Zanzibar was traced to the
United States. Keep on the safe side and
take a few grains of coffee.

A siogle thoroughbred male intro-
duced in a farming section for purposes
of improvement adds more wealth thao
any-other investmentthat can be made.
Though worth but very little in the
shape of 80 many pounds of animal mat-
ter, the valne of the progeny mav reach
away up in the thousands. Farmers
should learn this fact and take it into
consideration.—Farmers’ Magazine.

The commissioner of the general land
office states, in reply to an inquiry made
by an ex-soldier, I~t-:lut when a soldier’s
declaratory statement is filed to a tract
of land, the soldier is required to make
an actual entry to the land and also to
establish his residence and common im-
srovemant within six moths after the

ate of filing, and that he ia allowed six
meoths more within which to commenco
residence improvement.

The winter season is very important
in the ment of frait trees. Some
believe that if the foundatfon of a tree
be properly laid in youth there wili be
no necessity for pruning an adult tree.
This does not accord with the writer's
experience. An intelligent examination
both with the saw and knife in hand
should be made every winter. Real,
good, large, healthy leaves in every

of a tree is of vast importance, and these
cannot be had when branches are close

Holstein before the war of 1864 shall be
exempted from Prussian military duty.

together, smothering one another,—
[Prairie Farmer,




