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Consistency.
There a time to wake and a time to sleep,
A time to sow, s time to reap;
There's a timo tor work, a time lor play,
A time for hasfe,  time for dolay;
There's a time to rejoics, a time to weep,
A time for the living, a time for the deep;
There n time for bope and expectations,
A time for fulfiilment and realizations;
Poor mortal, whatever thy lot may be,
Cultivate fashes of consistenoy.

There's a time tor love and a time for hate,
A time Lo augment, n time to nbate;
Thero'sn time to adhere, o titna to secodo,
A time 10 wound and a time to bleed;
There's a time to ondute, a time to forbear,
A time to do and a time to dare;

There's o time lor silence, s time to unfold,

A time lor the meek and & time for the bold;

Poor mortal, whatever thy lot may be,
Cultivate flushes ol consistency.

There's n time to abide, a time to abstorge,
A time to onress and a time to scourge;
There's a time to intrust, & time to deery,
A lime for decoy and a time to espy;
There's & time for justice, a time lor right,
A timo for pity and a me for might;

Thore's & time lor the noble, the good, nnd

the trus,
A time to gathoer and A titme o slrew;
Poor mortal, whatever thy lot may be,
Cultivate Aashes ol consistenoy.
—Charles A. Fischer.

The Red Flag at No. 54,

(Mas. Guay 10 Mns. Tuospeson.)

Cousin Ned from California, Nevada
New Mexieo, and ull other places be.
yond the Rocky mountains, has been
payingus a visit. You know just what
n jolly good soul Ned always was, and
he is just ns jolly now—as why should
he not be, with an income of six or seven
thousand a year? HBeside that my poor
George s eighteen hundred hides i
diminished head. He is handsomer than
ever, ton—the same merry brown eyes
and chestnut hatr: but, in addition,
an appearsnce, an air so altogether
distingue that our neighbors all
go to their windows to gaze after
him. Well, do vou know, the mo-
ment heappeared I set my heart on him
for our dear old friend Adelaide, who
shali not waste her sweetness on the
desert air if 1 can help it. You koow
I always had o fancy for matehmaking,
though, to confess the truth, I have
never yet seored a suceess in that line;
nmy two predestined sflinities always fly
off at n'anvent just s 1 flatter myselt
it ig un fait anceomp i (You will per-
ceive 1 have not lorgotten quite all the
French we lewrned rogether at the River-
side seminnry, noiwithstanding my
ears of devotion to pies and puddings
will keepn little of it out of respect
for the memory ol poor Mademoisells
Laurent who worked o havd to drill it
into me).

But Adelnide and Ned bave been cor-
responding a vear or two; hespeaks of
her wi h great respect—as how could Lie
otherwise, of course?—and I have
fonily hoped that his mission to the
East muy have more relation to the
affuivs «f the heart than to mining-
stocks, as Lo pretends,

Well, soon after his arrival three
weeks aro, Ned and 1 were sitting in
the dinine-room aone; the children
had sturted for school, and George had
kissed mc and gove downtown, atier
an hour's talk wich Ned about ranches,
nnd burros, and gnlehes, and canons.
Now that 1 was nione with our visitor
the conversation took a vonfidential
turn, burdering on the sentimental, and
in pursunece of the idea uppermost in
my mind, I told him thought i
mysterious, providential, that he had
not fullen a vietim to some bonanza
princess, or some bewithing senorita
with no dower but her besuty.

* Aud by the way," I went on, ** what
was ever thie trouble between you and
tue captain's daughter?™

fon remember of course, Julia, how
much we heard at the time about that
affair—how duting the war | used to
read to you, even during study bours,
the letters | had received from brother
Jim, stationed av Fortress Monroe,
giving the detalls, in Jim's rather
saiirical style, of the serious flirtation
in progress between Lieutenant Ned,
ol &:mpnny C, and Captain Durring-
ton's pretty daughter, ol the regulars?
And afterward, how some way
shadow came between them—nobody
could tell how, only thut Ned was
hiasty, and lind exaggerated idens of a
man’s prerogatives, perhaps, and Miss
Darrington proud and shy? So it was
torgotien.

And now Lhis same lieutenant, after
hair-breadth escapes from shot and
shell, and scalping Apaches, sat there
in an easy chair by my Batimore
heater and swetually turned pale because
I mentioned the “‘captain’s daugter!”
Love is indeed la grande passion

He hud nothing to communizate,

however; bade me consider that we
were always great {ools at twenty-one,
and likely at thay time to ges caught in
a trap, or, on the other hand, to throw
our chances of happiness awny, just aa
it chanced to be; he became silent, and
I had not the heart to rally him as he
sat there walchiog the foating smoke
of his cigar with u fur-off look in his
eyes—knowing s | did that he had
gone buck fifteen years, and that e was
walking the moonlight besch with
pretty Lottie Darringtos, while the
band of thie regiment played in the dis-
tance,
From the sublime to the ridicu.ous—
it is always my fate, dear Julis. Bar-
ney, the ta~totum of the neighborhood,
tapped at the window, and us I raised
the sash, “*A folne morning, mum,” said
he; ** there's a red flag out st Number
54, and I thought I'd be after comin’ to
tell ye. 'I'is a foine house, und a foine
leddy, wore's the pity.” You see,
Barney knows my weskness, and he
had seen me a tew days before an ani-
mated bidder al an auction in the
neighberhood. * Thank you, Barney;
I think I'll be on hand,” I replied, clos-
ing the window.

** A foine leddy,” to be sure; I had
often met her—a fair-faced woman,
plainly and tastefully dressed, walking
with two churming children. Her
house seemed the avode of peace and
comfort, 50 far as the pusser-by could
judge, and what could have compelled
the breaking up ol 80 cosy an establish-
ment? At all events 1 would not stop
to speculate—it was possible here was
my opportunity to secure a handsome
sidebosrd ut u bargain. As I wished

to be on hand in time to look through
the house hefore the snle began, I asked
Ned to have the goodness to excuse me
tor an hour or so,

“Oh, T will go with
dles,” said he, quite gayly. and ran up-
stairs for his hat and eane,

8o off we went to No. 54, where the
flaming ﬂnr announced the desecration
of household gods. We were admitted
by the man in charge of the sale; and
stich n charming abode! Not a down-
right curiosity sﬁwp. the effect ot deco-
rative art run mad, but such tnste and
ingenuity everywhere visible. People
with shrewd, hard faces, boarding-
house Kkeepers, ‘‘sccond-hand men,”
e yeing the engravings and pretty water-
colors on the parlor wall, running their
greasy fingers over thie keys of the pinno,
turniong chairs topsy-turvy, and shaking
tables to see how firm ontheir legs they
might be. In the bay window was a
large stand ot beautitul thritty plants of
which I resolved to carry off at least
balf. The two floors above were neat
and pleasant; but it was the second
story back that wrung my heart. It
was the nuisery. Toys and personal ar-
ticles had of course been removed, but
there was a pretty little bed beside the
Inrge one, nnd Lwo cunning little rock.
ing-chairs. The windows looked out
on a pleasant garden, and here wag sit-
ting old Mrs, Wiggan, with whom I
had a little acquaintance.

‘“Such a charming house,” said I,
“isitnota pit{m break up this pretty
nest? Do you know the family P

“ Poor Mrs. Graham! She lived here
with her e¢hildren so comfortably and
tinppily, two or three lodgers on her
upper floor, until a few months ago
shie lost everything h{ the failureof a
banking-house. She had no relatives
inthe city; has struggled on, tried to
got hoarders, but the location is too re-
mote: she sees no way but to give it
up, place her children with friends in
the country, and try to earn a liveli-
hood by painting. She issaid to bean
excellent artist, though 'm no judge
myself. These ure all lier own pictures,
I believe. She isshut up in the back
parior; everything (aken out of it bat
a chair. 1 saw her a few minutes neo.
The tears woere running down her
‘heeks, but there she sat, bravely
stitching on  her children’s winter
elotlies, sowing on the last button, and
mending the last stocking—poor thing,
There are the little innocents at play
now in the yard."

Mrs. Wigegan lerself (although she
had an cye on the best chamber got)
wiped away a good generous tear; my
eyes were dim, and 1 would gladly at
thnt moment have relinguished the best
bargain in sideboards, Ned, too, the
dear old fellow, looked nwiully =orry,
a8 he guzed meditatively out of the
window where the bright-eved littie
girl and the boy with fair long curls
were loading dirt into a tiny eart with
a miniature shovel. From the floor
above came the sharp ring of the aue-
tionecr’s voice:

“How much, how much? Six dol-
lars did you say seven? Six dollars,
seven dollars—gone at saven!"

The auctioneer desornded with his
followers into the front chamber. Be.
fore I knew it Ned was there, and in hi-
impetuous way was bidding in a fashion
to astonish the second-hand men, He
swept everything bhefore himg Mpes.
Wiggap, to be sure, stood him a littie
contest on the *set," and 1 laughed to
see her glare at him, while he was so
absorbed that several punches with my
parasol liad no effect whatever, ** Was
there insarity in his family " I asked
myself. By the time¢ we reaclied the
parlor the second-liand men bad slunk
uwway, the boarding-house keepers looked
aghast, I made a brave stand for the
sideboard. but it was of no avail; and
indeed most of us snt down leaving Ned
und the auctioneer to themselves, Every
article from Lthe gecond floor down was
purchased that morning by the distin-
guished stranger.

This amusing turn of affuirs rather
confirmed my topes in regard to Ade-
laide; of course. thought I, he cannot
rid himself entirely of those old recol-
lections; but he knows very well the
sterling worth of Adelaide, and what
a4 <harming, intelligent, devoted wife
she will make.

All hid gone but Ned, myself and the
auctioneer. The latter knocked at the
dror of the back parlor. ** Come in,”
said a voice, and the burly man swung
the doors aside. The mother was mak-
ing an effort to rise, but the little fellow
with the fir curls was clingling so
closely about Ler neck that she could
not readily free hersell. As she arose
and came forward we saw the traces of
tears, the paleness of her face, the trem-
ulousness of her whole form.

From Ned, who wus standing just be-
Liind me, 1 suddenly heard the words:
“ My God! is it possible?” and turning
saw Lim with o fuce most indesoribab.e
in expression, Of course there was no
doubt about his being out of his mind—
too much suction had made him mad.
[he auctioneer, after opening tue doors,
hind been called suddenly away, and we
thirec now stood there—ihose Lwo gaz-
ing at each other, and 1 at both.

“Edwin!” ut last snid Mrs, Graham ;
“Edwin!"” with a voice and smile so
sweet and sad that I did not wonder at
what followed.

Ned's ashea face suddenly flushed all
over. * Lottie!” Le eried, stretching
his arms toward her, ** Lottie, my be-
loved, have 1 found you again?"” and he
clasped ber to his heart.

The queerest termination to an aunc-
tion! I haveseen many in my capacity
of housewile, but never one like this.
Mrs, Graham was the “*captain’s davgh-
ter,” and the generous impulse of the
livnest Calilornian had restored his old
sweetheart her home—yes, and the
heart of her faithiul lover,

** Mamma,” said the little fellow,
shyly, * isvhis geitleman the suctioneer,
and will he tuke away sll our pretty |
thiin 28 ¥’

**No, my daring," said Ned, lifting
the cbild far above his head, and then
bringing the round cheek to the level
witt: hisown lips, ** all your pretty things
will remain, you and mamma too."

** And you, tooP" said Bertie, cordially.
1 like you.”

And so these two, alter years of sep-
aration, were brought together ugain,
And in such an odd manner, too! I
couldn’t belp thinking how differently
1should have managed 1t, had I been
writing 8 slory instead of acting a part
in real life, Ishould have found Mra,
Graham first, and sympathizingly won
her to tell me the story of her troubles.
Of course she would have mentioned
Ned, and of course I should Liave seen
at 8 glance that she loved him still.
And then I should have been the good
angel to bring them together, and merit

ou, Mrs. Too-

the part ofthe angel without knowing
t, and my one achancefor a romantic
adventure spoiled forever. It was
shameiul—abominable, and then my
pluns for Adelaide and Ned, ol course it
was clear they never could suseced
now. And yet] felt delighted.

I went home leavin ed at No. 54.
What a henvenly change for Mrs.
Graham! How different from that of
the morning looked the sunlight of this
afternoon., Her home intnet—her little
ones sufely near—the prospect of the
lonely garret faded away like a [right-
ful dresm. And Ned, harpy a8 o clam,
for having remembered the widow and
the fatheriess. I had them all to dinner
that night., Mrs. Graham is charming,
I will say it even it Adeluide dies an
old maid. -

There will be a wedding soon at No.
54. I have already received as a present
a sideboard much %a:mdsomi-rthan Mrs.
Graham's. Barney will be provided
for, and we shall all bless the day that
Cousin Ned went to the auction and
bought up the entire establishment—
‘neluding a widow and two children
not on the list. .

It is time for me to look after the dine
ner; but I thought I must write to you
this little romance of my humdrum
life. As ever your old chum,

EamMa.
—Ehrich's Quarterly.

Food ns Wealth.

The most pressing eare is to provide
for tha food wants of the body, and the
labor to satiefy these is as obligatory
under the equator as in the frozen
regions mear e?thr-r pole. It is true that
in the torrid regions the carth is so pro-
fuse in her gifts of fruit and vegetables,
and the population there is so scanty,
that a sufficiency of food can usually be
obtained by the mere gathering; but
this labor, though slight, cannot be
neglected, und even there, where eloth-
ing is not one of the human wants, a
part of every day must nevertheless be
devoted by some member of every
family to provide food for the daily use
uf the household.

In our more rugged climate food is
still the most pressing want; and in the
temperate zone of the northern hemis-
phere, where we dwell and where the
most dense population of the globe is to
be found.the struggle for existence is but
a continual strugele for bread. Nature
bere does not endow the wvegetable
world with such wenlth of human food ;
and the fraits which aid man’s susten-
ance are not here suflicient, either in
quantity or character, to keep in good
active life the over-working minds and
badies of the predominant ruling races
whicli inhabit Europe and Americy,
Man is bere, by necessity, foreed to till
the =oil, to aid the earth by Lis skill,
and thus happily from her produce
enough lfood for himself, the cultivator,
und all those whoare dependent npon
him for their dnily life.

Commerce will fill its place in the
affairs of men, manufnitures have their
establishied position of importance, rail-
ronds and ships seem to be indispen-
sable to the comfort, even to the life of
us,in cities remote from the overburdened
heid, where tho golden gisin and the
Lomely useful roots camber the ground
with the promise of the needed suste-
nance of far-off, unthinking millions.
Wealth is nothing but food, and the
means of growing it, excepting perhaps
in thosz cool climates, like ours, where
soma shelter from the weather, vither of
clothing or of houses, is demanded. It
ling been weitten that paper money is
not wealth, neither are dinmonds, al-
though selling lor millions; but that
gold onlys is really wenlth,  IHowever
apinfons may wary, c1wch of these is as
much wenlth as the other, und none ol
them are of any value unless some one,
not the owner, hing food enounegh and to
spare, and is willins to exchange some
of it for some of these articles,
It is ngain said, and with an apparent
shhow of reason, thal as we may linve
ahiipped neross the ovnan during the past
year three hundeed willion dollars’
worth of farm produee, and that we
have ive times that smount left, that
our home reserve is worth only filieen
hundred millions. Cun this be true?
Lot hungry Europe offer again to buy of
us the same quuntity of grain, beet und
work we have just soid Ler; would iive
wndred millions buy it? We think
not; and there is not enough gold,
silver and precious stenes in the world
to take from us our entire annual yield
of food products. Gold may be diss
pensed with, food eannot. Gold can
nevér measure the value of our farm
oroduce, but werely regulates the value
our surplus; we will not sell our life,
nd the life of the nation is its food, and
he nation is the farmer.
A few hundred years ago our ances-
tora landed upon this continent, a mere
handful, and planted thems=elves upon
thie eastern border of a vast territory of
to them upknown dimensions, from the
Atlantic to the Pacilic and from the
frozen regions ol the North to the sunny
gulf on the South, as yet untouched by
the plow or the spade. From the new
but s-.umpurutiw'{ rugged soil of the
lands they tilled, they wrung their sub-
sistence, lyittle dreaming thot in the then
unknown far West vast areas of tae
wost fertile land were waiting, nnd
waiting in vain for their cultivation.
Gradually as they inereased in num.
bers, and as the soil became insome
mensure exhoausted of the elements
necessary to bountiful harvests, our
fathers moved westward, tiliing the
richer ground as they moved, producing
therefrom crops of iabulous size, cowm-
pared with those now attainable in the
Enst. They who were left behind on
the Atlantic coust, by harder work, more
vareful cultivation, as well as by the
application of large quantities of enrich-
ing material, strove manfully to pro-
duce from mother earth a harvest of
equal value with those raised by the
pioneer in the great West,
By these means they were for a long
while ennbled to compete with them, as
the cost of bringing to the East the
bountiful Western yield tended to equal-
ize the value of an acre’s return in both
places. Butas time rolled on and still
more had been gathered [rom our East-
ern fields, without ndequate return, and
the West was still unfolding myriads of
new fields, the contest became more
unequal. Asa country we have, and no
doubt shall for many years conlinue to
have, a large amount of harvest of all
food products, enough and to spare, but
surely as the sun moves westward every
day can we see the timein the future
when muany of our most fertile States,
now furnishing to Eurepe miilions ot
bushels of the most nourishing grains,
will silently enroll themselves with those
who are now compelled to go down to
Egypt to buy corn.

L ————

and recvive their life-long thunks, wnd
instead of that, here was ey ncting

Russin is afraid ol Americsn grain
competition.

The Orlent.

The native bagaars of Cairo and Al-
exandria reveal to the traveler, at a
glance, the character of the Orieat; its
cheap tinsel, its squalor and oceasionnl
richness and gorgeousness. The shope
on each side of the narrow street ars
little more than d sized wardrobes,
with rooms for shelves ol goods in the
rear, and for the merchant to sit cross-
legged in front. There is usually space for
a customer to sit with him and, indeed,
two or three esn rest on the edge of the
platform. Upon cords stretched across
the front hang specimens of the wares
for sale, Wooden shutters close the
front at night. The little cubbies are
not places of sale only but of manufue-
ture of goods. Everything goes on in
the view of all the world, The tailor
is atitching, the golismith is blowing
the bellows of his tiny forge, the sad-
dler is repairing the old donkey sad-
dles, the shoemaker is outting red
leather, the bragier is hammering, the
wenaver sits at his little loom with the
treadle in the ground—every trade goes
on, adding its own clatter to the up-
TOAT,

What impresses u8 most is the good
nature of the throng under trying cir-
cumstances, The street is g0 narrow
that three or four people abreast mnke
a Jam and it is packed with those mov-
ing in two opposing currents. Throagh
this mass comes a donkey with a couple
of paniers of 88il or of bricks, or bundles
of uuragg{ sticks; or n camel surges in,
loaded with huilding‘jnmls or with lime,
or a Turkish officer with a gayly-capnri-
soned horse impatiently stamping; a

orter glams along with & heavy box on
ﬂis back; the water carrier w.th hLis
nasty skin rubs through; the vender of
sweetness finds room for his oroad tray;
the orangeman pushes his cart into the
throng; the Jew suctioneer cries his
antique brasses and more antique rai-
ment. Everybody is jostled nnd pushed
and jammed; but éverybody is in an
v perturbable good humor, for no one
i* really in a hurry, and whatever is, is
+ 8 it always has been nnd will be. And
what a cosmopolitan place it is] We
meet Turks, Greeks, Copts, Ezyptians,
Nubiang, Syrians, Armenians, Italians;
tattered dervishes, ** welees," or Mos-
lems, nearly naked, presenting the ap-
pearance of men who have been buried
a long time and recently dug up; Greek
priests, Persian parsees, Algerines, Hin-
doos, negroes from Pafour, and blacks
from beyond Khartoum.

The traveler has eome into a country
of holiday which is perpetual, Under
this sun and in this air there is nothing
to do but to enjoy life and attend to re.
ligion five timea o day. We look intoa
mosjque; in the cool eourt is a fountain
for wnshing; the mosque is swect and
quiet, and upon its elean matting n row
of Arabs were prostrating themselves
in prayer toward the niche that indi-
cates the direction of Mecea. Westroll
nlong the open streets, encountering a
novalty at every step.

Here is amusicinn, a Nubian, playing
upon a sort of tambour on a frame; «
ncking, feeble noise lie produoces, hut
¢ is necompanied by the oddest char
acter we have yet seen.  This is a stal-
wurt, wild-eyea son of the sand, coul
black, with a great mass of uncombed,
disordered hair hanging about his
shouiders. His only clothing is »
hreechcloth, and a round shaving-glus:
bound upon his forehead; but he has
hung about his waist heavy strings o!
ronts' hoofs, and these he shakes in
time to the tambotir, by a tremulous
motion of his big hody as he minces
about. Heseems so yastly pleased with
himse!f that T covel knowledge of lLis
Inngunge in orvder to tell him that he
looks like an idiot.— Charles Warner.

—

Au Adveutare nt Lachine Raplds,

Canndian tourists, or those familin:
with the tiver St. Lawrence, need not to
be told of the picturesque danger of the
Lachine rapids. Many traditions and
some snuthentic stories are preserved of
luekless persons whio huve been engulfed
there, and the “*shooting™ of the rapids
even by skillful pilots is always an anx-
ious nnt delicate piece of work.
Another sad example was recently
added to the record of ealamities nt this
celebrated locality. In this ease, us in
others, the presence nnd exertions of a
fnmous pilot—numed Dui lebout in the
present instance—fuiled to avert the
eatastrophe. Ten lumbermen,under Dail-
lebout's command, started early in the
morninz from Caughnawaga viilage to
muke the descent ol the Lachine rapids.
Another raft under Baptiste, also s well.
known pilot, set out at the same lime
from toe same pluce; and those who
were on bowrd the last raft saw all that
happened to the crew of the first one.

It seems that, by some mischance,
Daillebout swung his raft out of the
right channel at o critical moment, Be-
fore he and Lis men could retvieve their
error their control of the raft was gone.
In 4 few moment they were driven with
awful velocity into the vortex of fonm-
ing waters that the tourists' steamers
pass through when running the rapids.
Those steamers, steered with mateliless
dexterity, und Laving their engines to
steady their course, get through lab.t-
unily in safety. Butwitha ratt, baving
notliing but human strength to shape
hier course, it is, of course, tar different.
In this case the frail structure was rolled
over and over and hurled in every direc-
tion. BShe had to go through a mile ot
tumbling, seething waters—for the most
pari indeed halt a cataract—before she
or any fragments of her could emerge
into thie smooth safety ol the river below,
The spectators saw & movingand extra-
ordinury sight. Logs sixty feet long
were tossed in the air like so muny
twigs. Piece by picce the ralt broke
usunder. No power on earth could nid
her wretchied crew, and it seemed inevit
able that they must perish to » man,

But it was otherwise decreed, Despite
this amazing ordeal, und despite most of
their number being frightfully bruised,
eight of the eleven occupunts of the raft
went through the rapids alive, Not
only that but they m&nagle(l to eling to
portions of their shattered bark so as o
be rescued at lust by their brother lum-
bermen who had seen without being
uble to aid them in their peril, The re-
maining three raftsmen perished; and
the wonder is, according to the reports
that have reached us, that there should
hiave been any survivors at all from a
cutastrophe which in former cases has
usunlly been fatal to every mun con-
eerned,

Jefferson Davis' plantation at Hurri-
cane, Miss,, is leased by Montgomery &
Bons. This firm is composed of four
negroes who were formerly owned by
brother of the ex-president of the con-
federacy, They own plantations worth
#75,000, hire seversl more, and do n

large mercantile business at Vicksburg

FARM, GARDEN AND HOUSEHOLD.

Tomntoes on Trellises.

As an experiment I trained one to-
mito vine this year on a trellis and do
not think I shall ever plant another
vine, without some kind of a trellis, un-
iess it is to experiment. The fruits on
trellised vines attain a large size, are
uicy and do not uaste of lﬁxe ground.
While the fruit of the vines that were
loft to run on the ground were rotting,
those trained to a trellis were sound
nnd growing rapidly. The trellis I use
is the same as tne one described and en-
graved in the Rural last spring. It
takes but little work to make one. Any
farmer can make all he wants in the
barn some day when it rains, The fruit
will ripen more evenly and ten days
earlier—which is quite an advantage,
Moreover the swrrangement gives the
garden a more tasty appearance and it is
muc. easier to keep the trellised ground
free from weeds.—C. 7., in Rural New
Yorker.

Hill Your Sheep While Young.

There are few animnals kept on the
farm which, when they are in their
prime, pay ns well as sheep, and there
are very few, if any others, upon which
old nge has such a damaging effect. As
sheep are much shorter lived thin any
other of our domestic animals, it is not
strange that muny farmers attempt to
keep them too long. At ten years ol
age the horse is just in hia prime, and
the cow is as good as ever, with the

rospect of remnining 8o severa! years
onger. But the sheep is very old when
it reaches ten, the natural limit of the
term of ita life. Alter reaching this
nge sheep are very likely to be injured
by the slight exposura which do
younger animals no harm. They are
more liable to be attacked by disease,
and if they live they will he likely to pro-
duce less wool and smaller lambs than
they have done previously. We do not
think it pays, except, perhiaps, in special
instances, to keéep sheep after they are
six years old.

Put Clover on Your Land.

An Ohio paper says that by clovering
hundreds of farms that were about
worthless hnve been rescued from dilap.
idation and ruin. It is an accepted
truism that as long as “‘clover will
cateh " the farm can s9on be restored to
paying fertility, and by a good rotation
15 even getting wmore productive and
profitable; for after some years ot such
treatment the land will bear harder
farming—that is, two or three crops may
succeed n good coat of clover before
Iuyinf down t» eclover again. Rough
new land should be subdued by the use
of large clover, Nothing sn(_-fl‘nwlu:l.lly
rots out stumps and kills weeds and
sprouts, and prepares the Iand for the
plow and good pay'ng crops. Wild,
new lunds should always have it sown
on the first grain crop down. It saves
a vast amount of lubor, for in a few
years it so tames the ground and clenr
it of enemies to the plow that it works
like old ground, and is good for full
erops. One great erroris often fallen
into, and that is following the old tra-
dition that a bushel ef clover seed will
do for eight wres. That may havebeon
enough to clover land partially when it
wns new, but whoever aims at getting
up his land in aspeedy and profitable
way should sow a bushel on four ncres
s that his land may b2 thorouglily
shaded.

Mecipes.

Cucomner CArsur.—Grate three dozen
lnrge euncumbers and twelve white
oniuns; put three bandfuls of salt over
them. They must be prepared the day
beforehnnd, and in the morning lay
them to drain; soak a cupfnl and & hall
of mustard seed, drain it and add to the
cucumbers, with twaospooniuls of whole
poepper; put them in n jar, cover with
vinegar, and eork tights keep in o dry
pluce.—Jowinh Caokery Dook,

Vean Hasu.—Take uteacup of hoil-

ing water in a saucepan, stir in an ¢ven
teaspoon flour wet in o tablespoon coud
water, and let it hoil five minutes; ndd
one-lundf teaspoon black pepper, as mucl
salt. and two teaspoons butter, and let it
keep hiot, but not boil, Chop the veul
ine and mix with it half as much stale
bread erumbs, Put it in o pan and pour
thie gravy over it, then let it simmer
ten minutes, Serve this on  buttered
toast,
AsprArAGUS Sour, - Select ahout two
dozen of good wsparagus stulks; boil
these thorouguly in enough water to
cover thiem; a quarter ol an onion
boiled with the nasparagus is an im-
provement ; when tender take the aspar-
agus out of the water, saving the water
and removing the onion; cut the asp -
agus into smull pieces, of course only
the tender part, and put them in a moy-
tar, adding n little of the waler; must
be pounded until perfectly smooth; now
take some sifted flour, a dessertspoonful.
a bit ol butter as big us an egg. and a
very little pulverized sugar; mix well,
und then put on the fire until it melts,
stirring all the time; add this to the
pounded asparagus and the rest of the
water; when it has bolled a few min-
utes mix the yolk of ore egg with n
tumblerful of eream, and add this; i
properly made it wants no straining;
use saltand pepper to taste and a very
little nutmeg; one stulk of nsparagus
may be lelt, which may be out in thin
glices and added last,

A Glass Monntain.

Another marvel recently brought to
light in the Yellowstone park, of North
Ameries, is nothing less tbhan a moun-
tain of obsidian or voleanic glass, Near
the foot of the Beaver lake a band of
explorers came upon this remarkable
moeuntain, which rises in columnar
¢liffs and rounded bosses to many hun-
dreds of feet in altitude trom hissing
hot springs at the muargin of the lake,
As it was drsirable to pnss that way,
the party had to cut a road through the
stevp glussy harricade,  This they ef-
feuwdgby making huge fires on the glass
to thoroughly heat and expand it, and
then dashing the cold water of the luke
against the heated surface so tosuddenly
cool and br ak it up by skrinkage.
Large fragments were in this way de-
tachied from the solid side of the moun-
tain, then broken up smull by stf.-dﬁe
hammers snd picks, not, however,with-
outsevere lacerntions of the hands and
fuces of the men from flying splinters,
In the Grand canon ol the Gibson river,
the explorers also found precipices ol
yellow, black, and banded obsidian,
hundreds of feet high. The natural
glass of these localities has from time
immemorial been dressed by the In.
diuns 1o tip their spears and arrows.

The Hindeos wsre imiwting the mis-
sionarics in eireulating religious Lracts,
heir tracts sre devoled to accounts of

¢ exploits of their gods,
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TIMELY TOPICS.

It is now tolerably certain that by
the rq'm‘ 1883, when the New York
word's fajr is to open, the Brooklyn
bridge and the Hudson river tunnel will
both be finished and in constant use.

An exchange is responsible for the
statement thint more people lost their
lives in this eountry by the burning ol
hotels in 1870, than by the necidents
of travel on railroads and steambonts
on all the rivers, lakes and sounds com-
mined.

Little Wolf, who wnas sixteen years
old when the declaration wns signed,
but who, nevertheless, never saw Wash-
ington nor acted as his body servant,
died recently in bis wizwam, near where
he was born in 1760, on the 8t. Croix
river in Wisconsin, five generations
being present at his death.

A list of the railroad lines either di-
rectly or indirectly under the contro: of
My, Jay Gould has been published, by
which it appears that he now operates,
under the Wabuash consolidation, about
8,168 miles, or nearly one-tenth of the
entire milenge of the United States. 1t
ig anfe o say that, as far ne
1 ileage is concerned, thia is the largest
combination of roads in the control of
any one jindividual or corporation
in the world.

Some years since a cluster ol women
in association with Mrs. Julia Ward
Howe, founded a society whose purpose
was to bring the influence of women to
bear in the promotion of peace. Their
annual meeting recently took place in
Boston, and nﬁdrrsaes were made by
Mrs. Diaz, Migs Selma Borg, Miss Jen-
nie Collins, Miss Horatin Ware, and
others, One of the speakers illustrated
the blight of war by mention of the
single article of gunpowder, of which
the annual produetion for military use
was stated to be one hundred million
pounds, which would bhe equivalent to
ten million pounds of fertilizing nitro-
gen, again equivalent in productive ca-
pacity to five hundred million pounds of
bread.

The origin of the familiar abbrevia-
tion 88, so often seen in legal docu-
ments, has cansed not a little discussion.
An exchange says that the received
opinion that 88. is an abbreviation for
scilicet 9 correct insubstance, It stands,
however, not simply for sciiicet, but for
thivee repetitions of the word, The court
erier prefaces announcements by * Hear
ve, hear ye, hear ye,” and in Jlike man-
ner writs and memorinls of courts are
prefeed, in contemplation of law, by a
thirice repeated ** Elu it known,” or
“Know ye.”" The initinl 8 of seiljcet
is doubled to express the repetition, in
analogy with the familiar use of the
double initial as an abbreviation for
plurals and superiatives. .

The liitle busy bee commits murder
more often than ig generally sapposed,
and the danger of keeping Fﬂvv:“ O8I0
clally ineities, hus recently been pointed
out by M. Delpech, speaking for the
hiygienic "nunt'i, of the department of
the Seine, to whom the question lad
been referred by the police, great incon-
venience having arisen from bee culture
in the department. M. Delpech cites
many cases of fatal resulis from th
sting ol the inscet, It appears that
especial danger attends such wounds
about the head and face and neay e
great nerve centers. The blood, being
vhanged in charvecter by the poison, can
no longer excite the motor nerve and
asphyxia rapidly supervenes.
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A Lover of Shakespeare.

One of the most noted characters on
the border twenty years ago was old
John Bridger, of Forl Bridger, in
Utah. ©On one ceeasion lhe cmme to
New York. He did wnot like the
usrrow  down-town streets with high
buildings on ench side, and cum-
plined jthat he had once lost Lis
way in ** Dey Sureet Canon,” sud heen
rescued with difficulty by the police.
He like the thewers, and expressed Lhe
uimost delight ut o performance of the
* Midsummer Night's Drenm. He had
no clear iden who SLukcspeare was,
but voneeived and developed the most
extravagant admdcation lor him.

Returning to the lort, Le sold swock
and supplies to ewmigrants and other
travelers as in times pust. Oneday a
man wished to buy some oxen, und Jim
siid he could have any except one yoke,
which Le had madeup bis mind 1o keep
nb all bazards, in the worning s messen-
ger came to say that the man wanted
tui syoke, and none other,

“ e can't have ‘em,"
*There's no use talkin',”

* Well, Le wants them, and is just
n~-wailing for them,” said the messen-
ger, ** He's a-setun’ there, rewdin’ o
book caile ! Shnkespoeare,"’

*EnP” yehed Jim, jumping to his
feet, ** Did yousay—>Shuakspeare? Here,
you, give me my boots.”

He run w the corral.

* Stranger,” suid he, **jest give me
that book, and take them oxen.”

“0u, no," said the man. “*I1 only
bought the book to read on the way. |
wiil give it to you.”

* suwunger,” sail Jim, resolutely,
“jest you tuke them oxen, aud give wme
that book.” And so the man did,

Jim hived s render ut fitty + ollurs per
month, and  listened w0 Shakespeare
every evening. All went well, until
one night, us the reader came o the
proposed murder of the princess in the
Tower, Jim sprang from his seat, with
bluzing ur’cs. und yelled, in thunder-
tones, ** Hold on there! Jest wuit till
1 git my rille, and I'll shoot the scoun-
drel!?

As one ot his old “ pards” justly re.
marked, a sincerer compliment was
never paid to Shakespeare.— Harper's
Magarine.

said Jim.

Lyman Beecher, on returning home
from church one Sabbath, said that he
had done very poorly.  Said one of his
boys: *“ Why, father, I thought you
were never in better trim; you just
shouted it out to 'em.” *Aye, aye,” re-
plied Mr. Beecher, ** that's 1t exactly;
when I'm not prepared I always holler
wl the top of my voice.”

* Goods at half price,” said the sign.
* How much is that teapot?” msked the
uld lady who Lad been attracted by the
announcement. ' Fifty cepts, mum.”
“1 guess I'll take it then,” she said,
throwing down » quarter. The denler
let Lier have the teapol, but took in his

sign before anothier customer could
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What I=’t Endures.

This triting jowel which n maiden wore

In hier pink enr thonaands of years batoro

Uliis timo in whioh I look at it—this toy

fa Hoto; while she to whom to breathe was
jov

In the dark earth n part of it has lain,

No record of her lite, no name, no word
remiing,

And I who leel such rapture on the earth,

To whom existence is n thing of worth,

Must soon resign it with regrets and fears,

And this lead thing T write with stay a

thousand years,

—M. A, Muarshall, in Indepenident

ITEMS OF INTEREST.

There are 20,000 gypsies in England,
There ave 60,000 German in St. Peters-
burg.

The iron horse has but one ear—The
engineer.

A five-cent fan makes ns much wind
as o 850 one,
The mortality
twenty in 1,000,
There are 3,500,000 watermelons in a
single patew in Georgin.
A bottomless pit—Tlhe one inside of a
chervy.—Marathon Independend.
English farmers are linhle to arrest
tor killing hares on their own farms.
Authors are spoken of ns dwellers in
atties, beoause so few of them are able
to live on their first story.
Where New York pays ap average
salary of 8514. 17 to public school teach-
ers, Philadelphin pays $486,10.
Montreal is acknowledged to have
about the finest wharves of any city in
America. The harbor is lighted with
the elestric light.
The rentals of gruss land in England
this year show n considerable increase,
while those of corn land show a corres-
ponding decrease.
The uses of wlversity
Muy bo sweet as honey's wing,
But wa'd rather have sowe other chap
Than ourselves to test the thing.
— Stewbenville Hevald.

A Connecticut man has made a walk-
ing canf™vontaining 649 pieces of wood,
no two beingof the same kind. It is
almost as good to c¢luh o dog with as &
cudgel all of one kind ol wood.
Denver is bragging about a resident
who is gradualiy turhing into stone
while he is yet alive; but he is nothing
compared to lots of chaps who turned
to brass soon after they were born,—De-
troit Free Press.
One thousand dollars is a large sum ol
money to pay for a little piece of doating
wood, but if it is found and can be
shown to be n part of the missing ship
Atalants, t e British ndmiralty will pay
thut amount to the finder.
A writer in the Scolsman avers that
out of 35,000 hums imported into Ham-
burg last year, 297 were found to cons
tain trichinm, while of 14,000 sides of
bacon cighty-five were lound to be more
suriously infested.
The Philosophical gociety, of Gluszow
is to hold an exhibition of gasapparatus
ot 4 Inrge seaie next asutumn, and it is
intended ulso to make a dispiay at the
same time of the npparatas which will
illustrate the progress mude in electric
lighting, in telephonic communication,
in the msnulactare of mineral oils, in
water mensurement and regulation, in
hydraulic engines, in heating und venti-
lation, ete. There can bhe no doubt that
this exhibition, taking up, us it means
to do some of the most important prob-
lums to which wan's attention is givea
at present, wili prove of great service to
those who have to deal practically with
sanitary appliances.

in London is only

S Wrecked,”

Few men can bear of the loss of a gal-
jant ship withont & touch of sadness.
Lite hus heen compared to the great
vecan, and men to ships which sail
thereon,. When & bark which las
braved Lhe l!’l]l].ii’:-;l. Ol sirange seas i't_Jll.lL'd
nome with rusted bull and tatered sail
men welvome her buek just as they do
one of their own kind who has jour-
neyed ninr and passed through peri Lo
benetit his race. It is whicn we come
upon the wreck of a once noble ship that
men try lavdest to remember how well
she served her builders. 1y is when we
hear that some gallant bark is missing,
leaving no sign nor trace, that men are
uwed as they speak her name.

There is nothing that will touch and
soften the heart hke the sighvof the
wreeks which drift here snd there on
[ile's ovean—once grand ano gifted men
—now biown hither and thither, now
going with currents, now hidden from
sight by the mantie of night or the
wysterious fog. He who visits o usy-
lum for the insane will gaze out upon
an ocean wihich is ever changing its
surface nnd its shores. Une mowent the
waters will be ealm und pescelui—the
pext there will be the rour of & stoam
and the growl ot breakers. Bofore him
will drilt wrecks without number—
some moving slowly out of the fog—
some drifting into iL—some skirting the
shiores on which stand teariul friends Lo
wave farewells—others being carried by
unseen currents sfur to sea. At 18 an
ocean without a liarvor of reruge, Once
# wreck upon its bosom and tlieré 18 no
landing, Day and night, lor weeks and
months and ye.rs, the dismnsied and
di:mantled bulks weave in and gul._ul
the fog—in snd out of the sundght—
whirl slowly about in the eddies—caieh
on the shoals sny go driving further out
upon the troubled waters. btorm nond
rust and time are silently at work, nond
one by one, ns thig yewrs creep on, old
wrecks sink silently into the sew and are
Leard of no more forever.

When men die we forget that they
were like those who still liveon. We
orget all that was bad in them ,."“.d ra-
member nll that was good. We know
that they are dead, and the busy worl
cioses up the gap and murches wlong.
But when men sail out upon life's ocean
to become wrecks—to be dead in nll but
name—to drift in the darkuess without
chart or beancon—to feel the sh.rvs go-
ing furtber and lurther awsy from
them, there is something so pitiinl that
eyes fill with tears and hesrls grow
tender. They ave not dead, yet their
fwces sare never seen on the streeis.
They have no tombstones, yeu men re
their epitaphis and Jforget them. In &
battered hulk drifts a skelston crew—
drilting, driving, awminf, plunging,
and there is no bLelp. 'The end s a
darker night, n stronger gale and u cry
of despnir ns the waters cloge over nll
sd roll om as before.—Detroit Fres
Press

come in,—Hoston Transcripl.
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