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will eyer marry, lor if I do, I rnn the 
rink vf. having any. am.'uui uf di»h 
wanking and housework .to do.
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.. I never could do it nicely, inß il 8,1 8rouDd wnh mI fln«erB- 

Such a Then it was finished. What a wprk

By .threes and fours and single 
The cows come slowly home ;

(The same sweet sound of wordless

Tini Teed îl to Ihe’chickwia—and an 
finished my hopes. «I dòn’t (hink I
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When the ( .wsCunie Home.

TUn following poem .written by Mrs. 
* Agnes E. Mitchell, is one of the most 

exquisite country lyrics ever written, 
und brings to mind “ The brooks old 
eong.” and the peaceful hush of the 
twilight glamour as the cows came 
Lome from their browsing on the 
hillside : ,
Willi klingle, klangle, klingle, 
Way down the dusty dingle, - 

/The cows are coining home ;
Now sweet and clear, and faint and low-, 
The airy twinklings come and go,
Like chiming» from some far off tower,

have to prepare hre.ikfaet.”
. I was out of bed in a flash ; no 
more moral suasion was necessasy 
that morning.
“I'll be down in five minutes,, see il 
I don’t." Buts, Irizeltes, irverskirie, 
all that would prevent me from be­
ing ready in the specified time, were 
iibanduned. Of course I forgot to 
put on my apron—-I always do.’ 
When I reached the kitchen, I found 
ihat uncle had the fire built and the 
keitle on.

“Fifteen minutes behind time,I* • 5 -
Mattie,” he cried.

.“Well, uncle, you know how ex/ 
tremely lazy I am,” I answered, as I 

! dived info the closet for a pan.
Now I bad not the remotest’ idea of 
frying anything for breakfast.— The 
pan was inertly placed oii the stove 
to show that I meant business. 
When he asked me what I w»s go 

I ing to make, I answered, “Time 
will tell.” I was ashamed tO 'begin 
operations whilst he was in the kitch- 

i eu, eo I went into- the dining room 
and began to bet the table. Uacle 
^gfered lo assist me, but 1 indiguabL. 

I ly refused telling him that men 
knew nothing about such matters. 
When I took the dishes out of the 
cupboard and placed them on the

pqtteripgs of an April shower 
rhat ¿lakes the denies grow ; 
Koling, kolang, kolinglelingle, 
Way down the darkening jingle, 
The cows come slow ly home ; , • 

(And old timq friends, and • twilight 
plays, •"

And starry nights, and sunny days, 
Come troopingfup the misty ways, 

When the,cows come home). 
Wjtli jingle, jangle, jingle, 

• Soft tones that sweetly mingle, 
__The caws are coming home ; ■ 
Maivine, and Pearl and Florimel, 
De-kamp, Red-rose and GretchenSorell, • 
Queen Bess, and Sylph, and Spangled

Sue, r
AcrbssthepieMs I hear Tier " leo-oo

And clang her ailverbell; pjverejwtded—tor, let me here , state,
Goling, golang, golinglelingle 
With faint far sounds that mingle, 
The cows come slowly home ;

(And mother-songs-of long gone years 
And baby joys and chiWish fears. 
And youthful hopes and youthful tears , 

When the cows come-bome), - 
With ringle, rangle, riugle, 
By twos and threes and single

- ' The cows are coming home ; 
Through violet air we see tbe town, 
And the summer sun aslipping down, 
And the maple in tbe hazel glade, 
Throws down tbe palli a longer shade, 

And the hills are growing brown

got to say that in the strenJtW’LfjQie 
coffee I was not disappointed. I be 
lieve it w ould have bori.e up an egg/ 
perhaps not one of those I solidified, 
but an ordinary one. Uncle went to 
town directly after breakfast. Just 
be’bre he left, 1 heard him laughing 
heartily in aunt’s room. I know" 
nor what called forth tint merri 
menl—it was my housekeeping. I 
never thought of taking aunt her 
breakfast. It worries me yet, when 
I think of how I neglected her; but 
1 think it must haVe been because.-I 
knew I had the dishes to wash. I 
grow furious at suijh times. I splash­
ed the water about me at a fearful 
rale. 1 got through yretly w,ell, 
with the exception of breaking a 
plate and cun. I'm thankful I hadn’t 
more crockery, for then the destruc­
tion would have been frightful.

After-finishing-them, I swept the 
kitchen and as I was in a hurry to 
boil taffy, I swept the litter under 
the Move, then 1 got a pan, filled it 
with syrup, and“ the'candy was on 
the stove in a j ffy. I forget* to say 
that uncle put wood into the stove— 
if be hadn’t the fire would have cone 
out, for-I never think of such trifles. 
Now I realy understand boiling 
candy, but not washing the pans in

cook-book, and was oblivious to aH 
else until I heard something sput 
tering on the stove I looked, and 
lo, the rice had boiled over! I lifted 
off the 1 d—the vessel was more 
than lull. Not,having anything else 
conveiuent, I divided the rice, be 
tween the sauce pan and teakettle. 
Just then aunty came ipto tTie kitch­
en.- She said “she tell belter and 
would,prepare dinner ; I should go 
into the sittiug’room and lie down 
on the sola ” I scarcely touched it 

.before I was aslerpr-- I awoke about 
three o’clock, and found aunty sew 
ing. Site asked me “what I wasgo 
iug to do with all the riqe? that a 
teeth of it would have been sufficient 
for three persona.'1

“Waait nice, aunty?” I asked 
timidly. _ ,

“ Go ask the chickens,' child ; they 
seem to appreciate it,” td>e answered. 
I forgot.to make my bed that day, 
and was too find iu the evening, so 
I just tumbled iu so. I dreamed 
through the livelong night that I 
was lying on the fluor and eating 
I icd fritters. The next morning uunl 
fouud that pie in the oven. Uncle 
happened to see it. He declared it 
was.the longest pie he had ever seen, 
and thought be wouldu’t take any of

that I consider dish washing”one’ of 
the horrors of hoiise-keepjftg'. Just 
then uncle celled that “'the water 
wad boiling. I should get the coffee 
ready to scald.” It provoked me 
exceedingly to be compelled to leave 
tbe dinig room’before 1 had the ta­
ble fixed, so I put on a smiling coun­
tenance aud said, “Uncle dear, wol,’t 
you please grind it for me? I must 
get tbe other things ready.”

“Of course I will, only I’m sorry I 
do not know tnaehjabout such (lungs 
fOr tbep I would' be more certain of 
pleaiiugyouR

I I went lo ¿be closet and took down 
the egg baskeL . “ I Ihiuk six eggs 
will be.pnough for you and rae, don’t 
you, uncle?”

“Yes, indeed, poly hurry and 
make the coffee, I’m hungry.” I 
hastened to obey, but paused, boiler 
in hand. I did not know how much 
coffee lo use. Well, I will make it 
good and strong, it will settle aun 
tv’s nerves,” Is thought; so seizing 
the boiler, I threw about a cup full 
coffee into it. Uncle poured on the 
water—he wouldn’t let me do.it, for 
fear 1 might scald myself. After 
this I placed the eggs in the kettle; 
true the waler was not quite boiling, 
but what did I know about prepar­
ing eggs then ? I forgot to put the 
lid on the kettle, but this uncle kind 
ly did fur ma. Telling him to watch 
tbe eggs, I went into the cellar. 
There 1 found some very nice cold 
meat. This was quite an addition 
to our meal, and I triumphantly car- 

i ried it into the diuing-room, and tri­
ed to slice it. Uncle came te my re- 

■ lief—he saw that I was too stubborn 
to ask hit assistance, to he "S^pn 
leered it. Then there was the bread 
to cut. _ 
but I went bravely to work.

w U“?'. 4Ia,f ““I,Â* 
done, I took it out and ret the pan

psalm \
The same sweet Jnne-day rest and calm
The same sweet saent oi bud and balm

When the cows come home),
• With tinklo, tankle, tinkle. 

Through fern and periwinkle 
The cows are ooming home ;

Aloitering in the checkered stream 
Where tbesnnrays glance and gleam 
Clarine, Peach-bloom and PhcebePhillis 
Stand knee deep in the creamy lilies ;

In a drowsy dream
Tolink, tolank, tolinklelinkle,
O’er banks with buttercups atwihkle
The cows come slowly home ;

(And up through memory dim ravine 
Comes the brooks old song, and its old 

time sheen, , ’ *
And the cresoent of the silver Queen, 
When the bows come home). 
With klingle, klangle, klingle, 
With loo-oo and moo-oo, and jingle, 
The cows are coming home ;

And over there on Merlin hill
Hear the plaintive cry of the whippoor­

will
And the dew-drops lie on the tangled

vines
And over the poplars Venns shines,

And over tho silent mill;
Koling, kolang, kolinglelingle 
With ting-a-ling and jingle, 
The oows come slowly home ;

(Let down the bars ; let in the train
Of long gone songs, and flowers and muss I made of it 1 Some pieces

for auntv to“ wash when «he came. ■ • , fit
down stairs. After thia.I concluded 
to make a pie for dinner. I went to. 
work with a will. Before commencing, 
I determined to have them short, for 
I knew uncTe hated tough -pies; he 
used to tell aunty that “sfi&fiut her 
shortening in long w ays.” I went 
to the lard can the first, thing. Then 

.J, procured flour and put ii in a pan.
Water was-needed next. I took a 
small b'ucket to the pump and filled 
it. ■ First I worked the flour and 
shortening together, thep-I.added 

~wate??'T.nRM”in My life hiutB* trif 
a thing exactly, so of coinse I pour­
ed in too much'water and was oblig 
ed to add moie flour, then the dough 
was too stiff. I added just a tiny 
bit mbre water and then took the 
pastry >D my hands, and pulled it as 
I had my candv. -'I imagined that 
This jveuld mix the various ingredi- 
eats together thoroughly. I sup­
pose it did, at jeast it should have 
done so, for my arms ached pulling 
it. I did not know that aunty flpur 
ed the board and rolling-pip, and 
placed the.dough on so. If it hadn’t 
been so elastic, I wouldn’t have been 
able to take it off at alL However, 
I didsuoceed partially, and placed it 
in a pie dish) As nearly as I can re 
member, it was about an inch thick.
After this under crust was prepared, 
I remembered that I bad prepared 
no frail fur the inside of tLe pies. To 
save time I went to the cupboard 
took down the sugar bowl and sprink­
led its contents liberally over the 
dough in the pan. Then I rolled out 
the upper crust- I was obliged kp 
use a knife in getting it off the board 
but at last I was successful. I orna­
mented the edge of the pie by pinch-

history of Joppa is connected with ’ 
that of many nations. When first 
taken from the Jews it became a 
Pbreoician city, then became a Syr­
ian possession al the.overthrow of 
T’yrb hy Ni bilchedliizzar. Tho 
Mmabees overthrew it, making it 
one oi .-the stiongholdir of their 
nation ; it was saqkad and pillaged 
five times,*, by-the Assyrians and 
Egyptians in their wars with the 
Jew s ; it Was conquered three timeH 
by the Romans, $nd twice plundered 
by the Saracens, who al one con­
quest ,buiclH*red; eight thonsand ofc 
its inhabitants. It was taken and 
retaken many limes during the 
crusades ; Saladin destroyed it, but 
Richard the Ironhearted rebuilt the • 
(unifications. -In the thirteenth 
century there was not a house entire ' 
on its site. Napoleon, in M¿rch, 
1J80, sA>ile*pureiiing bis mad scheme 
of conquering the entire east, Cap- z 
lured Joppa, and for breaking some' 
of his rules of capilulalicn, com­
manded Uiat four thousand soldiers, 
ebhily Albanians, be marched out 
and deliberately shot." What other 
city has bad so stormy an existence? 
No prophecy* have denounced it and- . 
foretold its history, but we may 
glean from auejent and modern 
writers something oi the. tuibulent I
scenes through ■which - the ,-npvr' - — 
negleetefl city Of Jnppe tiBspateed. 
It is called Japho in the Old Testa­
ment, and is . now- called Y»ffa by 
(he Arabs, and Jaffa by the-Franks.
Eick name in its own language _ i
siguifyiiig “ beauty.”

Mr. Wilson, a noted traveler, es-'-- 
timates the present population -of 
Joppa at 5000 ; another thinks the 
city with the suburbs contains per­
haps 12,000 people. The place is 
distinguished for ita fruits, the 
watermelons especially, being said 
to be finer than those grown- mrany’ 

■olhewu-ttfitry.-- The inhsliHa-rrts are -*— —;—- 
chiefly Arabs, but tew Jews being 
found there. About one thousand
rtf the population SFeesllffiatud aS-------- ~
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For the dear old times come back again 

When the cows come home).
From The Young Folk’« Monthly. 

Six Hours in a Kitchen.

BY HIMDA.

Recently I kept house half day 
myself. It ea.ne to pass in this wise: 
On Tuesday morning my slumbers 
in dreamland were rudely disturbed 
by a voice calling my name. I did 
no’, answer immediately, I never do; 
for if you are slow about it the folks 
conclude that you are asleep, and 
dislike' to disturb yon. But this 
morning the rose did net sucoeed. 
The voice perseveringly catted “ Mat- 
tie t Mattie!” For the sake of peace 
I answered it. This was an eocour* 
agensent, and uncle (for it was be) 

*. grew vociferous. “ Mattie,” he cried 
onee mere, “ hurry and come down 

. stairs; yonr aunt is sick, so you will

were translucent, some two and one 
half inches thick, whilst others were 
good examples of an inclined plane, 
or wedge. To crown all,. I cut my 
finger. Then I became angry and 
dropped the loaf, declaring that 
bread cutting was a detestable job.

We bad forgotten the eggs all 
this time and when I went to the 
kettle I found the water boiling fu­
riously, and the eggs, to far aught I 
knew. Everything else being ready 
I put them into a dish. Then, 
proudly placing i wo chairs at the 
table, 1 announced breakfast. Un 
cle said he was very glad, for a per- 
son got a good appetite when I cook­
ed.

I notided that be did not take an 
egg, so I timidly invited him to have 
one.

‘•■Certainly, I'll take aa egg. 
Whew | they’re hard as bullate I" be 
exclaimed, as he opened oae. I for-

of art 1 llow Supremely happy I 
felt as I gazed al it I

Not knowing anything about dam 
pers on stoves, I did not glance in 
the direction of the one on aunt's 
that day, but just shoVed in the pie 
so. I remembered to put wood in 
and burned my fingers in conse­
quence. I read from a cook-book 
tor about an hour, then remembered 
that I had dinner to prepare. Rice 
is one o.f my favorite d.isbea,so I con­
cluded to boil some. I went to the 
closet, took out a sauce-pan which 
held about two quarts, then 1 looked 
for the rice. 1 found about two 
pounds. I knew this wouldn’t be 
be enough, i Why, I could eat it 
nearly all myself; however I’d boii 
it. Forgetting to wash it I threw it 
into the pan—I always forgot such 
trifling matter». Then over it went 
an unstinted amount of boiling water, 
and it was placed on the stove.

A‘* n I pursued the pages of aunt’s

JOPFA. . .

And thou, O I Joppa, apportioned 
to Dan when the wandering of Is­
rael’s children were over, what can 
be said of the8, as thou liest in ruins I 
up "n rhe lofty rocks that frown upon 
invaders of tbe holy land. It wa»_i 
the oiily seaport of the 'Jews, and 
was situated some thirty-five miles- 
north-west from'Jeriissiem-.upuu.Uxt^ 
shores of the Mediterranean-, a very 
poor harbor at best, and during .a 
storm said to be inaccessible. The —__

Tuk Symbol of thk Ckks< knt.— 
The crescent wm the ancient symbol - 
of By^zpiitium, now Constantinople; 
Philipplh« father of Alexander the 
Great, t having planted his hosts 
against the city, and pushed tbe 
sijpge for a time, without effect, at 
length aunceived the plan of under­
mining the walla at night, that his 
troops might enter and take the1 
place by surprise. Ou the first dark 
night he set about tbe work, bis 
engineers having examined and de­
cided where the turning could be 
most easily and successfully done, 
which was under a section of the 
wall on the west side of the city. 
Tbe work’ was fairly commeroed, 
when suddenly a rift in tbe thick 
clouds revealed tbe bright face of 
the new moon ; and this new moon, 
thus, aa by a miracle uncur^ined, ’ 
revealed to the watchmen, in the 
towers the-work of the enemy, and) 
the design of Philip was frustrated 
and the city saved. Believing that 
heavenly power had (riven them tb*r 
g'eatns of the crescent moon tor 
their deliverance, the Byzantines, in 
token of gratelal remembrance, 
adopted the crescent as,their national 
symbol. Tbe, Moslems found it at 
Byzantium and retained 11.

Jews never being a commercial 
people,*the place was but little used 
for trade, aud Joppa became a refuge 
for pirates. Under the Roman 
power, however, these were disband­
ed aud driven out. Every boy and 
girl in Sunday school knows that 
Hiram,' king of Tyre, sent the firs 
and cedars ef Lebanon for the build­
ing of Solomon’s lets pie, on floats 
down the sea shore from Tyre to 
Joppa, and every lover oi heathen 
mythology .locates al Joppa, the 
beautiful myth bfc Andromeda, and 
says that here Cepheus her father 
reigned, that upon a rock by tbe sea 
was the princess chained waiting to 
bo torn in pieces by the hideous sea 
monster, , when Perseus returning 
from conquering tbeGorgoqs, turned 
the monster into atona, released An­
dromeda, and aa a reward received 
her hand in marriage. So runs the* 
old Grecian fable, told by Ovid in 
poetioal allpsion to the rocky , bar­
riers of the harbor ; but to students 
of the Bible, Joppa ha* a wider his 
tory. Here is where Jonah embark

' ed when trying to escape from the 
unpleasant mission to Nineveh; 
here upon a housetop Pater had his 
vision of tolerance, learning that the 
Lord in his omnipotent goodness is 
no respecter of persons, that the 
partition wall must be broken down, 
the same Lord being Savior *f the 
Gentiles as well as the Jews. Here 

i in an upper obamber, the widows 
ware mourning around the lifeless 

i body of Dorcas, when Peter, who 
i had been sent for entered, and ja 
\ stored alive the beloved Christian 
i disciple to her weeping friends who 

wept for her as for the dead.
Pilgrims for many ages, and from 

every land beneath the sun, have 
landed here to go up to Jerusalem, 
soldiers with dSmgn sabers, sinners 
in sackolotb an‘d barefoot, doing 
penance, tourists and curiosity, 
hunters have landed nt Joppa on 
tbeir various missions. The secular

An*

■ ¿if *, «0 f ; , ' ■ ; / J 1 ' * * / "* , ■ ✓
" The palindrome is a line that reads 
alike backward and forward. One 
of the best is Adam’s observation to 
Eve; “ Madam, I’m Adam.”
other is the story that Napoleou 
when at St. Helena, being asked by 
an Englishman if he could have 
sacked London, replied : “Able was ' 
l ere I saw Elba.” Years ago might 
have been seen in California a street 
sign which came very near being an 
excellent palindrome. It reads ' 
Gillings—Yreka Bakery, 
try it backward.

There ate limes when, if we would 
tee God, we must turn our face to 
the wall and keep silence.
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