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XI.

Memory,
A POEM WRITTEN BY JAMES A, GANFIELD,

[The little poom given below wns writton, it
is stated, by James A, Garfield before his first
term in Congress —heneo somo twenty yoars
ago.]

Tis bonutcous night ; the stara look brightly
down

Upon the earth, decked in her robe of snow,

No light gleams st tho window, save my own,

Which gives its oheor to mildnight and to my,

And now, with noiseless stop, sweet memory
eomes

Anl leads we gently throngh her twilight
realma,

What poet's tunofnl lyre has over sung,

Or delieate pen o'er portrayed,

The enchanted, shadowy land where momory
dwells 2

It has its valleys, cheerloss, Jone and dront,

Dark-shaded by the mournfal eyprees tree ;

And yot its sunlit mountain tops are bathed

In heaven's own blue, Upon its ernggy cliffs,

Robed in the dicamy lght of distant years,

Ave clustared joys sorene of other days.

Upon ita gentle, sloping hillsides bend

The weeping willows o'er tho sacred dust

Of dear dopnyted ones 3 and yot in that land,

Where'er out foolsteps fall upon the shore,

Thoy thut wore elecping riss from ont the duat

Of deatli's long silent years, amd round us
l'\'i'-l]‘ll

As orst they did before the prison tomb

Heecived theit clay within its volecless lalls,

Tlho heavens that betd above that lund are
hung

With elonds of yarions hues.
eliill

Burchargad
shnde

Upon tho sunuy, Joyous land bulow,

Othors nre onting throngh the dreamy air,

White w5 tho falling snow, thelr marging
tinged e

With golid and erimsoned hnes ; their shadows
full

Upon the fluwoery mends and sunny slopes,

Soft ae the shindow of an’angel’s wing.

Whon the rongh Lattle of the day is dong,

And evening's poaco flla gently on the heart,

1 bornd away, aerass the nolsy yoars,

Unto thio ntinost verge of momory’s Innd,

Wheve earth and aky in dicamy distance meot,

And memory dim with dark oblivion joing,

Wihere wolio the first romembered sounds thi g
')

Bome dark and

with sorrow, cast with somber

Upon the ear in childhood's early morn §

Aad, wandoring thence along the rolling yeam

1 son tho shindow of my former self

Gliding frome ohildhood up to man's estato,

The path of youth winds down throngh many
n vale,

An Y on e brink of mnny & dread nhyss,

From ont whose darkness comes no ruy of
light,

Bave thist o phanfom danees o'or tie gulfl

And Leckons towarl the Again the
path

Loads o'er the summit where the sonbenms
faldl s -

And this in liyht snl shade, sunshine and
gloom,

Borrow amd joy, the life-path lead « along.

VUOrge.

KESPING COMPANY.

“Ned! Ned!" The eall rang on'
from the house door, floating over tha
garden, till it came fuint and weary b
the barn docy, ntterly unable to pene
trate the barred perial, -

SN d! Ned!” Nearer and nearer
came the cheery voice, and & pair of
light feet carricd it down the path, to
ring ont again clear and strong, as o
little doubled fist pounded an accom-
paniment on the wooden barrier,

A frank face, snd head covered with
erisp curls, now decorated by long
straws stuck in with a promiscnons
carelessness suggestive of Lear's crown,
was popped out of the window of the
hay-loft.

“What is it, Katie?
heasts their breakfast.”

“Uome down! You must come
down! I've got the best of news for
you."

“YWhat is it? Wait! I'll be down!
Why, Katie, what are you all dressed
up for ?"

““Yon'll never guess. Busy Willis
las come home. BShe gent me over
word this morning to be ready for
church early, so we could have a long
walk before we went into meeting,
8he's coming over for me."”

“Susy home!” That was all Ned
#aid, but there was no doubting the ae-
cent of content in his voice,

« Her father hns written that he is
coming biuck o Allentown Dext moutl,
and Susy's mother gent for her to leave
school, and be here to meet Lim, Ob,
Ned, ain't you glad ? Bhe's been away
more'n two years."

(ilad! If there was any faith to be
placed in beaming eyes, smiling lips
and trembling fingers, Ned was, to say
the least, not sorry; but he sgaid noth.
ing, only hurried the preparations for
leaving the barn, his face the while
speaking his plensure, while, Katie, her
tongue doing the work of two, ran on
with her gleeful chatter.

1 wonder if she's altered, prettier
or smarter. I wonder if she'll let you
beau her now, Ned, Perhaps she'll want
to keep company with some smarter fel.
low, now she's iad so much schooling.
Hurry, Ned, so you can go with usl"
And flying up the path again, Katie en-
tered the neat faymhonse, and went to
her room to add some trifle to her dress,
Looking wistfully up the path for hex
expected companion she tried to be
patient, but the fingers would fidget,
the feet beat tatoos, the eves flash with
eagerness, while her father's comments,
a8 he leaned over the gate. smoking his
Sunday pipe, did not diminish the
fever.

“ Ay, Katie, don't drum a Lole in the
window | Are you dancing & jig, Katie ?
Qome down hore and talk to Jack " and
the magpie's hoarse voice, calling
* Katie,"” echoed the invitation, BSund-
denly both comment and restlessness
ceased, while the two faces, beaming
with foving mischief, watched the path,
Coming from the barn, round to the
front of the house, yet in his blouse and
round hat, was Ned, the idol of both
the warm hearts watching him., His
pretty bunch of flowers told one cause

of his delsy, and his lingering step was

I'm giving the
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explained by
vancing from
watched so eagei 1.

Blowly the two « ame toward ib @ house
up co arage to
-dressed
fromn little girl
in hey' two years' ab-
o, her oyal homxt flutter-
ing at the sight of her od 8w eetheart,
his pres-

—Ned trying to sn.mmon
address the Hret.l-!,
maiden, who had gro Wn
to o young ladE

sence ; while &

neatl

tried to look unconscions of
ence.

Nearor and nearer to the: Jarm door,
the distance between thenn narrowing
sannttar ed on, till
oppmifi @ the old
speak the
first word. The pretty flow ers were in
danger of being ealen up, ,ns _Ned bit
nervously at the stems of the  pinks and
roses, while Busy's pocket hs ndkerchiey
transfc rmed into

every moment, the
at last they stoo
farmer, neither daring »

was rapidly becominﬁ

a rabbit in her gloved fingen 1.

How long they would hav-a remained
thus can only be gunessed; b ut a_clear,
ringing laugh from Kate, s(iconded by
broke the

her father's hearty baiss,
spell, and Ned said:

“T'm glad you're home ) tuin, Susy !
and managed to present 1 is flowers and
hold open the gate before. her blushes

faded away.

1t did not need much ° arging {o turn
the long walk into at alk in Katie's
the farm er and Ned

room, while :
assnmed their * go-to-m eeting" garb

and by some slight of haiad Katie fonnd |
herself transferred to her father, while
Master Ned escorted the fair Busy to
chureh, and not a weck piwsed before |
all Allentown knew that Ned Olarke
and Sunsy Willis were st ill “keeping

company.

mpa
Ned

to her handsome boy and girl.

motherless, but Aunt Tate,

the wonted housekeeper, _
pride was to let no comfort. be missed
no deficiency tell of their loss,

In ecasy circumstances,

lentown. L'niwrsnll{ )
beloved, his old age bri

enter heartily into sny youthinl

scheme, to give his full sympathy to
all the young boys and girls who camo
to Lim for advice, and above all to
watch, with almost hoyish glee, all the
Katie, being a nni-
versnl Lelle, had as yet selected no spe- |
ciul favorite to torment, so the old man |
bad full leisnre to watch 1ied, visiting |
for tly rewarls, dropping
words that ronght up the frank blush

villaze courting.

bis r100m

30 becoming to a manly ft ce, or even,

at times, letting his symps.thy bring the

roses to Busy's cheek.

Never did the course of frue love
promise to mn smoother. Snsy's father

was a travelings peddler,whosa journeys
often led him lLundreds of miles from
Allentown, now east, now west, north,

or south, as his faney or pack sug-

gested. His earnings were good, and
Mre, Willis rented u pretty cottage and
lived in comfortable style, while Basy
conld boast of two vesrs' ** schooling ™
a’% the academy of B--—, miles away
from lier native village.

hard man, one keen at a bargain, and
close-fisted in business; but no one
donbted his love for his wife and Sisy,
their only child. There had been al-
ways kindly fesling between the family
and the Clarkes from the time when
Ned drew Busy and Kate to school on
one sled, or tossed apples from the
boys' bench to the golden-haired lassie
on the girls' side. Mrs, Willis knew
Ned's worth; his sturdy uprightness,
his frank, generous heart, his bright in-
telligence and faithful love; and she
wished no more brilliant future for her
darling than the life of Ned Clarke's
wife promised to be. 8o the long sum-
mer walks, the confidential talks, the
thousand devices to win favor that the
youthful swain proffered his love, were
all smiled npon by the inhabitants of
farm and cottage, while Susy's gentle,
loyal Lieart never dreamed of cojuetry,
but let Master Ned read in every look
ana blusu tle tale ul Lis mocess in waon.
ing.

The summer months sped merrily,
and it was well understood in Allen-

town that when Jim Willis returned
there would be a wedding, while not a
have
dreamed of daring to conrt a smile or

“boy" in the village would

word from Susy.

The long evening shadows of August

were falling from the houses and trees,

when Katie sab drenming in her little
Her father had
gone to town the day before with pro-
visions, and would not return until far
Ned had gone to see
Bunsie, so there was no one to interrupt

room. Tea was over,

into the night.

the musing, She was thinking whether,

when Susy came to the farmhouse, she
might not think of guitting it, and the
varions pros and cons of Bob, Harry and
Will flitted through her coquettish lit-
tle heart as she deliberated on their
several cases, her heart free to choose

from all of them,

Suddenly looking up she saw Ned
coming slowly down the path from the

cottage. He reeled from side to side,

as if intoxicated, while his faltering
step, his bowed head and drooping
He
Very ill indeed he looked
as he passed the gate she had hastened
to open for him. He made no answer
to her piteous inquiries a8 he passed
her to enter the kitehen, where Le sank
down npon the floor, resting his head
on his clasped hands, and sobbed the
hard dry gasps of & strong man in

ony,
e (;h. Ned! dear Ned! what is it?
You frighten me so! Ned, Ned, dear!

Is Sosy sick "
nel{:okad up st the name, his face

figure terrified his sister greally.
must beill |

ashy pale, his eyes burning and dry,

LYo second figure noyw ad-
the path Eatim had

"
and Katie Ularke wrere the only
children of old Farmev Jon thue Clarke,
whose wife had long befar e died and
left him to be both fatler and mcitlher
They
were still little ones when they hecame
Katie's
godmother, had filled her sister’s place
at the farmhouss until Katie was six-
teen, when, thinking her niece trained
for a perfect housckeep er, dear Aunt
Kate consented to go brighten ancther

30 the three
left to link
their love still closer in tl e absence of
and Katie's

devoted'ly
fond of his children, finding love alil
aronnd him, Farmer Clarks was the
most cheery, bright old farmer in Al-
regpected and
ghtoned by his
children's happiness, he ‘wns ready to

It is frue that
Jim Willis, the peddler, was counted a

* Don't speak of Busy, Katie! Don't;
it kille me|"

“ But, Ned—"

“T'll try to tell you, Katie. We nevex
hiave had any secrets.”

Bhe had seated herself on a low stool,
and drawn his head to rest npon her
breast, and her gentle touoh, her face of
tendor love seemed to soothe him, for
his harsh, choked voice softened as he
spoke to har,

“Jim Willis has come home, Katlie,
He's made aheap of money speculating,
and bought a house in Cincinnati, and
is going to take Susy and her mother
there to live ; and he says I can't have
Busy—she's going to be rich, and a city
girl-—and I'm only a poor conniry clod-
hopper.”

““ Ned!"

“He said #o. She's to go to Cin
cinnati and make a great mateh, and I
can never see her again.”

“ But Susy—what does Busy herzelf
say ¥’

‘“He wonldn't let me see her, except
when he litted her into the eoach to go
away—all white and dead like—where
sbe fainted.”

" Go away 7"

“They're gone, He came home this
morning, in & coach he hired in town,
and he made them pack up and get
ready to go right off—wouldn't let
either of them come here—tried to gct
awny before I came, and drove mo away
as if I had been a loafer, Oh, Katie,

how ean I live ?”

g The loyal heart was nearly bresking.
Every word eame ina gasp, and the
pallid face and qunivering lips were
aithful witnesses of the terrible agony
of this unexpected blow. From a boy
ton man he had cherished one dream
of future happiness, and it was a pain
that no langnage can adequately de-
seribe to see it thns ruthlessly dashed
frorn him.

Katio was powerless to console him.
Tne shock was to her only second to
his own, for Susy bad been to her in
the place of a sister from their child-
hood, and she loved her brother with a
passionate devotion that made every
tone of his voice, every quiver of his
pale lips o blow on her tender heart,

Far as Cincinnati really was from the
guiet New England villuge, ils actual
distance was nothing compared to the
vast space their simple imaginings
y | threw between. Busy was to be carried
away, far from her home, far from them,
and if the destination had been Egypt
or Constantinople the shock would
have gained no foree, Ned's heark
dwelt on the pale, senseiess face, as he
had seen it earvied by him, till his poor
brain fairly numbed under the burden
of its griel, and he lay silent, only
sometimes moaning as the sorrow be-
came more poignant in a new light.
Night fell, the long hours drew out
their slow length, and still the two re-
miined mute and motionless, trying to
vealize and bear this strange mistortune.
Davlireak stealing in, and the sound of
the farmer's heavy wagon in the yard,
voused them at last, and poor Ned, un
able to meet the cheery voice and face
of his fother, stole away to his room,
leaving Katie to tell the news.

It is impossible to deseribe the
farmer’s wrath. Hot words of burning
indignaticn poured from his lips, and, for
the first time, Katie heard an oath from
her father’s lips, as he enrsed Jim Wil
lis for his miserly, crnel heart. Then
came geutler thoughts, Busy, his little
pet, seccnd only to Ned and Katie in
his heart, lost, carried away from them
torn from her homeand lover—and here
the thought of Ned's grief conguered
every othier, and the old man strode up
the narrow staircase to his son's door
[t needed just such fatherly tenderness
as he brought to win Ned irom hiscare-
less agony to {he relief of tears and
speech, anud far into the morning the
two sab talking of this hard turn in for-
tune,

The morning dunties ealled them
down, and if Katie's heart ached over
her brother's untouched breakfast, it
was comforted by seeing how deep was
his father's sympathy.

Days passed and weeks and Ned tried
to bear his sorrow like a man. There
was no wart of sympathy at home,
where the loving eyes watched his pale
chevks with a tem{er interest that was
almost painful, and the brave heart that
would have given Susy its fall wealth
of love was generous to the home cirele,
and for its suke tried to live down the
pain of disappointment. I know that to
be a proper hero Ned shounld have
moped and drooped, snubbed Xatie,
been savage to all human nature, and

finally have left home to work out his
s]ulngn in soma naw liflo. Buat Ned's

heroism had a strong element in his
pure Christinn faith, which taught him
to do as he would be done by, to honor
his father, to bear his cross patiently ;
und so, if his merry whistle had ceased,
his voice gradually resumed its elear
cheerfalness, and Lis manner grew
donbly tender toward Katie, as he
marked her sympathizing love. Not a
word dropped from any of them that
could give one shadow of reproach to
Susy, and some vagae ideas of a rescue
occasionally suggested themselves to
Ned, where his love might win her from
her father's tyranny or melt his ob-
stinate resolve. The idea that Susy
conld ever be his wife without that con-
sent never occurred to him.

home, whose master bad + raited for hes
since hor sister's death.
in the old homestead were

word of the fugitives reached Allentown,
then Katie had a treasure fo show, a
letter from Busy.

# Dear, dear Katie” (so it read), “.I
may be doing very wrong to write to
you, after all that father has said ; but
mother has given me permission to
write once, so I am now ftrying to tell
you that my love for you—for Ned"—
(here n great blot told of a tear) * and
your dear father, is just the same, though
we shall never see each other again, I
have been very sick ; so sick on the
road here that we had to stay nearly two
weeks at o town where father had some
business, and that is why I did not
write before. Obh, Ketie! I must mind
father, who says I must never think of
Ned again ; but it is terrible bard not
to. Nights Ilay awake and think of all
the mice daysin Allmtownd where we
were keeping company, and my heart
seems breaking when I think we may
never meet again on earth. Oh, Katis |
comfort Ned, Tell him that I will never,

The winter hnd set in before one |

nover let any other boy court me—tell
him I never ean forget him, though I
raust try ; tell him I did love him with
all my heart; and don't let him quite
forget me, even il he marries some
other girl. Don't write to me—mother
gaya not ; but think of me sometimes,
and give my love to Ned and youmr
father, Husy,"

That was all; but Ned felt when Katie
told him he might keep the letter, that
mines of wealth conld not purehase it
from him.

Five years passed, and no word came
from Cinecinnati. Katie was o wife now,
and mother to a bonneing boy erawling
about the floor, but Ned was true as
steel o his old love. No word of court-
ing hiad ever passed his lips since Susy
left him, and il hLis tall fgure had de-
veloped to manliness, his voice grown
rougher, his frank face older, the bovish
love still nestled down in the depths of
his heart, and he resolved to live ever a
bachelor for Busy's sake.

Katie's new cnres had somewhat
clouded her pain at Susy's departure,
and the name that had once been so
sweet n honsehold word was now ravely
heard in the farmhonse,

There was something very tonching
in the manly comrage which Ned
brought to bear upon the sorrow of his
life. Never, save on the one night
when the saddenness of the blow pros-
trated him, bad he given way to the
passionate grief in his heart, and his
calm pursuit of the weary rontine of
life evinced more moral conrage than is
often given to great deeds that make
the world ring.

It was Sunday morning, and every-
body at the farmhonse had gone to
church except Ned and the baby, The
junior member of the household was
fast nsleep on o rug Lefore the fireplace,
and Ned was reading, when a shadow
fell npon the floor,and a voice, low and
sweet, spoke his name,

He scarcely dared breathe as he
looked up. Bo pale and thin as to be
almost spirit-like, dressed in the heavi-
est monrning, the large, earnest eyes
hollow, the lips white and trembling,
surely that could not be Susy ? He had
pictured her living in wealth— forgel-
ting him, perhaps—but never, never
this pale, grief-stricken womsan,

“ Ned, don't you know me ?"

8till doubting, he rose and eame to
meet her, till, with a glad ery, hLe
opened his arms and folded her closely,
as if never again to let Ler go.

“BSusyl! my Susy! Obh, how can I
ever be thankful enongh? Oh, Snsy !’
and the hot tears fell on the sweet fnce,
as he marked its white, wasted lives,

“ Father took to drink after he got
rich, Ned, and it is three years since
mother died, We were very wretclied,
Ned; for cily folks did not care for us,
and we were not used to their ways;
after mother died, father was scarvcely
ever gober, and 1 had & hard time taking
cara of him, till abont two months ago
he was taken sick. We'd spent nearly
all the money long before; but 1 dul
sewing, and sometimes father earned
something, nutil he was sick, Then we
were very pour; Lint just before he died
somebody sent him some money they
owed him. He gave it to me, and told
me to come here with it, and ask you to
forgive him for parting us; so after Le
died, | came to see il vou still cared
for me, Ned?"

¢ Qure for you! Ob, Sasy, I will care
for you all my life if von will stay,
Sasy !"

But the white lips gave no answer,
the head fell back nerveless, nnd as he
liad seen her on that heavy day of part-
ing, he Leld her now. The weary, over-
tasked frame bad given way under its
load of sorrew and tronble, and it needad
all Kittie's tender nursing, all Ned's
loving care, to win the invalid back to
them from her leng, long illness, TFor
days lherlife hung on a thread, but at
last the coler came flitting back to the
pale lips and cheeks, and when the vear
of mourning baed paszed, there was not
in Allentown a prettier or more win-
some wife than Susy Clarke.

An Avetie Summer,

The fonrth of June was the most bean-
tiful of the days we epent in the Arctic
ocean., The water was smooth, reflect-
ing a tranquil, pearl-gray sky with spots
of pure aznre near the zenith, and a
belt of white around the horizon that
shone with a bright, satiny luster, try-
ing to the eyes like clear sunshine,
Some seven whale ships were in sight,
becalmed with their sails spread.
Tehuoui bunters in pursait of seals
wera gliding about in light skin-covered
canoes, and gulls, auks, eider ducks,
and other water birds in conntless mul-
titndes skimmed the glassy level, while
in the background of this Aretic picture
the Siberian cosst, white as snow could
make it, was seen sweeping back in fine,
fluent, undulating lines to & chain of
monntains, the tops of which were veiled
in the shining eky. A few snow crystals
were shaken down from a black elound
townard midnight, but most of the day
was one of deep peace, in which God's
love was manifest a8 in a conntenance.
The average temperature for most of
the month, commencing May 20, has
been but little above the freezing point,

To-day the temperature in the shade at
noon is sixty-five degrees, the highest
gince leaving San Francisco, The tem-
perature of the water in Behring sea

nine degrees to thirty-five degrees.
But ns soon as we approached within
fifty miles of the mouth of the Yukon
the temperature changed suddenly to
forty-two degrees. 'The mirage effects
we have witnessed on the crmise thus
far are as striking 08 any I ever saw on
the hot American desert, Islands and
headlands seem to float in the aiy, dis-
torted into the most unreal, fantastic
forms imaginable, while the individual
mountains of & chain along the coast
appear to dance at times up and down
with & rhythmic motion in the tremn-
lons refracting aimosphere. On the
northeast side of Norlon sound I saw
two peaks, each with a flat, black table
on top, looming suddenly up and sink-
ing sgain alternately, like boys playing

see-saw on & plank.—Jokn M,

the maximum about forty-five degrees. |

] | ineh in diameter,
and strait, and as far as we have gone in |

the Aretic, has been about from twenty- |

THE FARM AND HOUSEINOLD,

For Cnbhnge Wormes,

A farmer writes: [ would like to
pay from experience that salt will
not injure eabbage nor the worms
either, But ten conts worth of gronnd
black pepper will keep one hundred
heads free from the eabbage worm.
Take a common pepper box and dust
the worms every morning before seven
o'clock, and it will kill every one it
touches, large or small.

How to Clenn the Penliry House.

A ponliry-honse may be very guickly
and effectively cleaned out by flrst
using an old broom and removing cob-
webs, dust, ete., and cleaning the floor
with a shovel. Then take half a hushel
of lime and slake it in a barrel, If one
of the ayringe or fonntain pumps used
for washing windows can be procured
the lime wash may be syringed all over
the inside, forcing the lime into every
orevice und cranny, and thoronghly
cleansing them. The Jime that falls on
the floor will sweeten that, When the
work is done turn ont the refuse lime
for the fowls to pick at,

A Simple Remedy for Tusecis,

A simple remedy for all insects that
annoy farmers is given by a Wenona,
Ill., agriculturist. He says: “Cather
all the vld straw and hay into long
rows around orchards, potato and cab-
bage patches, and set fire to one end to
urn agninst the wind all night, and
they will burn up millions and millions
every night of the male insects that fly,
and bugs of all kinds and deseriptions,
such ae destroy the trees and potatoes
and all the eabbege, and the canker
worms on the apple trees. They will
fly right into the blaze and bnrn their
wings off and drop into the fire, I told
a man to do that who said the ground
in his potato patch was crawling alive
with vpotato bugs. He plowed a diteh
aronnd and filled it with straw, and
burned them all up in one night, and
he raised a big crop of potatoes. The
prairie fires in former years nsed to burn
them all np. Do this and you will soon
be rid of the whole miller tribe of in-
sects.”

Farm Notes,

Watch your eolts’ heofs, aud see they
are }Jm'eﬂ as often as necessary, The
hoof is not only thus benefited, but the
action of the animal freqnently im-
proved,

Pennsylvanin yields one-fifth of the
rye produced in the country. The an-
nual produce in that State ranges be-
tween 3,000,000 and 4,000,000 bushels,

Bone dust is a good dressing for
lawns. Pnt on plenty of it. Stable
manure is often an eye-sore unless very
fine,

Green corn, as soon as the grain be-
gins to harden, is the very best fattening
food svailable to the general farmer for
feeding swine, The pigs eat it with a
peculiar relish, and will grow and fatten
npon it with sorprising rapidity. No
food is equal te this for putting pigs in
good “show condition" for the Faira,

To give hogs plenty of musele, let
them bhave all the exercise thiey will
take in o ten-ncre lot. Fat, which does
not go far as food, comes from abun-
dant food and little or no exercise.
Lardy hogs are not generally as popula
ns they once wero.  An abundance ol
corn i8 not desirable to make loan and
well-grown hogs for food.

Fodaer,

Much bas been said during the Inst
few years anbont corn-fodder, especially
in the form of “‘ensilage.” Whatever
may be the future of ensilage, it can
only be used by those who can afford to
build silos and buy machinery; but
corn-fodder is useful in this section to
every one who owns n cow or horse, and
[ propose to give my limited experi-
ence, I drilled in 1,200 sqnare wards
of iand in fudder-corn, rows three feet
apart, on the 21st May, 18580; worked it
once with single small mold-board
plow. Commenced feeding on it 8th
July following; it had reached the
height of seven feet, but had no shoots
or tassels, Fed one horse, four cows
and three sghoats to July 20th—a period
of twenty-one days, Plowed up same
lot on August 3d, following, and drilled
in the same quantity of ordinary white
corn, The second erop was fully equal
in bulk to the first. This gives forty-
two days' feed for five head of stock
(leaving ont the pigs,) or seven months'
feed to one cow }rom about one fonrth
of an acre of good land, 'The cows de-
clined somewhat in milk, after about
two weeks' feeding. Asthe first crop of
fodder-corn was not planted until May
21st, I should have had time to ent a
orop of rye from the same land if it had
been sown to rye the previons fall.
Corn-fodder is hard to oure, but it can
be readily done in good seasons, if sul-
fered to reach a certain stage of matu-
rity before it is cut, This is not only
necessary to enable the plant to elim-
inate the erude juices which prevent its
cure, but also to form sugay, which
gives a good part of its value as food.
The stalk is mature enough to harvest
when shoots and tassels appear. As
much of the nutritive value of the ar-
ticle is in the stalk, the erop should be
drilled in thick enongh to make stalks
small, 8o that they may be all eaten.
This is all important, Some I am now
feeding, which is very nice, will meas-
ure from five to eight feet in height, and
from one-eighth to three-quarters of an
It was put away last
fall quite dry, but is now soft, dump and
snooulent, much relished by the cows,
and producing a good flow of milk,
Corn-fodder, in n green state, contains
only abont seven per cent. of earbo-
hydrates (gum-starch, sugar, ete,,) and
should be supplemented with clover or
mill-feed when we wish milk, or meal
when fat is desired, When dry it con-
taing from twenty-four to thirty-eight
per cent. of carbo-hydrates, depending
upon its hygrometrio state, Its damp-
ness is generally Lhﬂmm after bein
stored. i do not k it is yet settl
which is the belter way of using corn-
fodder—in silos, or cured.

My fodder-corn was out with an old-
fashioned reap-hook, tied up in bundles
not very large, with two bands on each
bundle, as the stalks are long apd
supple, and put up in shocks of mod-
!ﬂ»& sige o the same dsy out. After

drying some the shocks were double,
and remained in shock until haunled to
ghelter—16th or 10th of Ootober. The
shocks need sometimes to have the in-
gide bmndles put on the outside, but no
extra cars beyond what common sense
and oivenmstances snggest. I prefer
drilling to sowing, beceanse the crop is
larger on necount of the working, and
the stalks greener and less “burt” then
sown.—Southern Planter.

Whnt Does the Soil Need?

The reader is ready to ask, How am I
and other planters to know what our
soils need to make them produce good
crops, you gay the analysis of the soil
wilr:mt tell us? We reply, resort to
the plant analysis, Ask your soil & se-
ries of questions sneh as tne following
Do yon need potushi? Do you need
ammonin? Do you need phosphoric
acid, or do yon need any two or all of
these ? How shall I ask these questions,
and how will 1 interﬂn’ot the reply?
Belect o plat of land which will repre-
sent fairly your soil, or several such
plats, if you have soils differing materi-
ally in charascter and supposed compo-
sition, Next get a few ponnds of muri-
ate of polash, a few pounds of sulphate
of ammonia, and some high grade
superpho: phate or acid phosphate, If
you have s State Department having
supervision of fertilizers, you can get
those alrendy inspected and svalyzed.
Ask the chemist of your Slate Oollege,
or your Uommissioner of Agriculture, to
suggest the qnantities of each of these
elements to apply per acre, and then
apply to one plat, eay three rows sixty
feet long, only potash ; to three others,
only phosphoric acid ; to three others,
only ammonia ; to three others, potash
and phosphoric acid ; to three others,
phosphoric acid and ammonin ; and to
still another three, all three of
these elements, leaving three rows in
the center of the plat with-
out the application of any manure
whatever. 1f your soil needs nothing
but phosphorie acid, it will say so by
giving the largest yield where phos-
phorie aeid is nsed, whether nlone or in
combination, If it needs two of the
glements, that combination will give
best resnlts, If it needs all three, or
the so-called complete manure, the plat
on which all were used, will show best
results. 1f individuals cannot afford to
undertake these inquirics, lot clnbs
combine to bear the expense, and im-
pose the investigation on their most
careful and accurate observer. If this
cannot be done, insist upon your Com-
missione* of Agrienlture selecting care-
ful men in different parts of your Btate
to conduet the inquiry nnder his direc-
tion, he to supply the material, ete,
and publich results. If yom have a
General Assombly with intelligence and
statesmanship enongh, get them fo es-
tablish one or more experimental sta-
tions in yowr State with your money
which you pay for the support of your
govermment, to be administered by your
seroanis(?), If yon farmers who read
and /Ahink and know the needs of the
prodnetive industries of your States,
will wield the influence you should anl
can if you will, youn can instruet your
brethren of the plow firs/, and then
your servanis who make the laws.—=Sowdh-
arn Planter and Farmer,

Recipes,

Mr © Pre.—Take mashed potatoes,
sensoned with salt, butter and wilk, and
line n bwking di<h. Lay npon it slices
of colu meat of any kind; add salt,
peoper, catsnp and builer, or any cold
gravy ; vut in a layer of polatoes aud
another layer of meat in the same way
till the dish is full ; have a layer of po-
titoes on the top. Bake it until it is
thoroughly heated throngh.

Rice Popvisa.—Rice pudding is be
vond comparison the best ever made, in
gpite of the fact that it is the cheapest.

he seeret of its perfection is in the
long cooking it gets, For a six o'clock
dinner, the rice and milk shounld be pnt
on the stove early in the forencon.
The best thing to cook it in is « double
kettle. Add to n quart of milk two
hesping tablespoonfals of rice. et it
simmer on the back of the stove—it
must never boil—untila couple of hours
before dinner. Tt will then be a thick,
creamy substance. Then ealt and
sweeten to taste, put it into a pudding
dish, and bake it in & moderate oven
until it is of a jelly.like thickness and
the top is siightly browned. It can ba
eaten either hot or cold. If the latter
is preferred, the pudding may be made
the day belore, if that is most conveni-
ent. 1f desired, a flavor may be added.
This is emphatically the perfect pud-
ding of its kind.

i =
Topnoody.

Mr. Topunoody went to the minstyels
last night, and the funny conundrnms
and jokes he heard set him to thinking,
So at breakfust he began on Mrs. Top-
noody. Bhe wns warm and not very
much in the humor for pleasantry, but
Topnoody slashed away,

“ I say, Mrs. Topnoody, can you spell

hard water with three letters?”
““No, I can't; T might, though, if yea
had taken me to the minstrels Jast
pight.” This staggered him a little,
but not seriously,

“ And yon can't spell it? Well, i.c-e,
ain't thet hard water?”

Mrs. Topnoddy never smiled, and Mr.
T. went on:

“Now spell ‘money’ with four let-
ters,”

“J don't know how," she said.

* Ha, ha, that's too good. A woman
never can get at this sort of thing in the
same clear-headed way o man can.
Well, the way to spell it is, ¢ n-s-h, ain't
that money 7"

Again did Mrs, T, fail to smile, and
Topnoody started ont with another.

“Hold ona minute,” she interrupted,
looking ugly; “I've got one; let's sce
it you cen get it. Bpell ‘* Topnoody'
with four letters."” Topuncody seratehed
his head and gave it up,

*Ha, ba,” laugbed Mrs T., *hat's
too good. A man never can get af this
sort of thing in the same clesr-headed
way & woman can. Well, the way to
spell it is, f-0-0-1, ain't that Topnooiy?'

But Topnoody never smiled, and the
breakfast was finished in silence except
an ocoasional chuckle from Mrs. T

noody's end of the table,Steubensille

Troubled,

My mind was rofiled with small caros to-day,
And T said pottish words, and did not keep
Long siMering patiene well; anl now hv
deop

My trouble for this sin ! In vain I weep

For foolish worila 1 nevor can unsay.

Yet not in vain, Ob, sirely not in vain !

This sorrow mmst compel me o take heal;
And surely T shall loarn how much T need
Thy constant strength my own to supersede,
And all my thonghts to patinnee o constrain,

Yes, T shall lenen at lnst, though I negloct
Day after day, to seek my help from theoj
Oh, nid me, that I always vocolleot

This gentle heartedness; and Oh cornoct
Whalever eln af sin thon sosst inmo |

— Ienry Su tlon,

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

A gold meddle —A burglar inn miser’s
coffers,— Maration Independent.
Missouri train robbers are men of
iron nerve and steal disposition,

A fellow feeling makes ns won-
drous kind,” nnless the fellow is fecl-
ing in onr pocket for our watch.—
Salem Sunbeam.

There was a large attendance at the
gehools to-day. Fvery boy who hadn't
lost an eve brought two pupils.—Phila-
delphia Chronicle,

Brown londly boasts that his heart is
always in his land, Fogg says that
Brown is so close-fisted that he is in no
danger of ever losing it.—Boston Tran-
foripts

When you are telling a friend a joke
poke him in the ribs. He'll be more in-
terested in the yarn, and can put a
mustard plaster on the sore spot when
he goes home,—Keokuk (Fate City.

A housepainter recently wanted to
join the fire department, but as it took
him over fifteen minutes to climb a
ladder, and then he bad to go down
again for something he had forgotten,
they didn't employ him.—Boston Post,
Jumping over a fence in the middle
of the might and meeting a bulldog
that is a total stranger to you, is one of
those exciting little incidents of life
which go far to break the monotony
and rob existence of a tiresome same-
ness,

A man ealled out to his creditor,
e (3ot out, yon Ornithorhynchus ?* The
man departed meekly. ** Who's that ?”
inquired a friend of the speaker, *“ An
Ornithorhynchus.” “How's that?
“Well, Webster defineshim as *a beast
with abill,'”— Yale Courant.

This is alleged to be the way a Vas-
sar girl tells o joke: “Ob, girlal Theard
just the best thing to-day. It was too
funny. T ecan't remember how it came
about, but one of the girls seid to Pro-
essor Mitchell—obh, dear, I can't re-
member just what she said; but Profes-
sor Mitchell's answer was just too
funny for anything !"—S8yracuse Herald,

SCIENTIFIC NOTES.
The Graeks ealled scissors a ** doubla
razor."

The pea is suppo’ed to be a native of
Franece,

Candle is from a Greek word meaning
to shine.

There is red and green as well as
bluck ebony. ¢

Charcoal deepens the tint of dahlias,
hynoinths and petunias,

T'he owl, which easily digests meaf,
cannot digest bread or grain.

Lime is a preserver of wood. It has
been noticed that vessels carrying it
last longer than any others.

7 Cocoa beans poseess twice as much
nitrogen as grain, and therefore clioco-
late furnishes much nutriment,

Dr, Corneline Herz, in France, trans-
mitted andible speech 800 miles with
the aid of his telephonie system.

In some water plants the flowers ex-
pand at the surface of the water, and
after fading retreat again to the bot-
tom,

A mixture of one part of alechol and
nine parts of crystallized carbolic acid
is stated to afford great relief in eases
of bites from insects,

A row of guncotton reaching from
Edinburgh to London, it is said, could
be fired in two minntes, so rapid is the
transmission of detonation from one
part to another.

- —— -

The Time Consuming Match,

Mr. Edward Prince, splint mannfac-
turer of Horseshoe Bay, Buckingham
township, is suthority for the statement
that there are about twenty-two match
factories in the United Btates and Can-
ada and that the daily production—and
consequent daily consumption—is abont
25,000 gross. It may seem a queer
statement to make that 100,000 hours of
each successive day are spent by the
people of the two conntries in striking
a light, but such is nundoubtedly the
case, In each gross of matches manu-
factured there are 144 boxes, so thatthe
25,000 gross produces 3,600,000 boxes.
Hach box—at least those made in the
States where u duty cf one cent upon
every box of matohesis levied—contains
100 matches, so that the number of
matches produced and mnsed daily
amonnts to 360,000,000, Counting that
it takes a second to light each match—
and it is questionable whether it ean be
done in less time than that, while some
men occupy several minutes sometimes
in trying to sirike a light, particular]
when boozy—to light the 360,000,
wonld take just that numberof seconds,
This gives 0,000,000 minutes, or 100,-
000 hours. In day« of twenty-four
hours each it figures up to 4,166 2.8,
and gives eleven years and five months,
with a couple of days extra, as the time
ocenpied during ev twenty-four
hours, by the people of North Ameriea
—not figuring on the Mexicans—in
striking matches. Figuring a little
further it gives 4,159 years time in each
yenr. The fact may seem amazing Lot
}t. is undoubtedly correct. 0t
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