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selected  Jttiseellany,
TR FACTORY GIRL.

It was a little studio quito at the top
of the Lhouse. Upon the easel that oe
enpied the post of honor in the middle
of the room, wasa picce of eanvasa glow
ing with solt lints of & spring  land.
seape, and  Frank Seymour slood be-
fore it, prliet in hand, his large brown

eyesdreamy with o sort of inspira
tion,
Inn comflortable ensy  chair by the

daor st a plutap rosy little female, in

it lace cap with plenty of narrow  white
gatin mibbon flntlering trom @, and a
gilver oray ]:a-;.,:” dress—=—Mrs. SRy
mour, in faol, our artist's mother, who
hud jost come up from the very b

ment, ¢ tosee how Prunk was ._;'»'." Ny

H.ﬂﬂ',_'.'

¢ Here, motber,” said the young man
with an enthneinstie sparkle in his eye
¢ just sce the that sunset light
touches the to branchies of the
old apple tree. 1 like the brown, zub.
r]i:m[gui_i at that tint; it somehow re- |
niinds me « Teller's hair’

Mrs, Seymour moved a little uneasi-
l_‘p’ in her chair,

¢ Tt's very pretty ; but it rivikes me
Frank, you arc lalely disvovering many
similitudes hetween Miss Teoller and
your pictures.

Frank langhed good-humoredly.

¢ Well, mother, she is protty.’

“Yes, I dou't deny bLut that she is
pretty cnough.’

‘Now, wiother, what's the meaning
of this ambizuous tone 7’ demanded
the young artist, pleasantly. ¢ What
have you discovered about Misa Teller
thatisn't charming and  womanly and
loveable 77

¢ Fravk do you know who she js?’

* Yes, [ know that she ic a remarka-
bly pretty girl, with & voice that sounds

wny
topiros=l

f (irace

exactly like the low, soft rivulet where
I used toplay when 1 wasa boy.’
¢ Nonsense,! said Mrs.  Seymour,

sharply.
* Well, then, if you are not satisfied

with my deseription of her as she s,
would you like to know what she will
bo 7'
Mra. Seymour looked puzzled,
¢ Mother, I think one day she will
be my wife.'
S

¢ Fraunk ! Frank! are you erany !

‘Not that I know of,) said Frank,
composcdle, squeczing a little deey
blucon his pallet from o damty tio
tube, aud mixing it thenghtiully,

‘We kuow so little about her)
thought Mrs, Scymour. “To be sure
she is visitiog Mary Elton, and Mary
helongs to n very  zood lamily, if she
dosen't live in but balf a house and
takes in fine embreidery for a living,
But then ¢he s po style compared

with Cynthiz IMirker, and Cynthia al-
ays did v our Frapk, 'Then
over, shi vi orsix thousand
dollars of her awn. 3at, dear me! a
voung man in love is the most head.

strong oreature alive !’
Mrs. Beymour mueed a while longer,
and then rut on  her mouse colored silk

bonvet and gray shawl, and set ont on
a tour of investigation,
¢ I'Il find out uhout Miss Teller, or

'l know the 1
indefatigable wi

n why,' thonght the
v
1
4

Mias tirnee Teller f was at home,’
holping Mary 1lton on an  claborate
pieceof fine embroidery. The room
where the two gitls sat was very plain,

earpeted with the chenpest ingrain, snd
eurtuived with very ordinary pink and
whito chintz, yet it lookad and
cheery, fer the fut blackbird was chirp-
ing in the window, and a stand of mig.
nonotte aml velvel blossomed pansies

snug

|
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¢ A factory girl? * gasped Mrs. Sey-
motir, growing ted and white.

¢ Is there nuy disgrace io that title 7’
quietly asked Grace, although lier own
cheeks wore dying erimson.

t Diggrace ¥ Oh, no, certainly not:
there's no hurm in earning one’s living
in an honést way,! returned Mrs. Sey-
mous absently. The fact was, she was
thinking in her utmost mind, what will
Frank say ¥ and anticipating the flag of
triumph she was about to wave over
him,

* T do not hesitate to confess,” went
on Grace, looking Mrs, Seymour full
in the eye, ¢ that to the ealico factory
I owe my daily bread.”

¢ Very lnudable, I'm very sure,” said
theold lady, growing a little uneasy
ander the blue, elear gaze, * only thera
are stepsand graduations in all society
you koow, and—and I am a little sur.
prised to find you so intimate with
Miss Elton, whose family ls—

Mary came over to Grace’s side and
stooped to kiss her cheek.

¢ My dearest friond, my most pree-
fous eompanion,” she murmured, - 1
should be quite lost without her, Mrs.
Seymour.’

The old ludy took her leave stiffly
and did not ask (Grace to return her
eall, although she extended an iovita.
tion to Mary, couched in the politest
and most distinet terms,

‘ Frank !’ she ejaculated as she re-
turncd home, never sitopping to re.
move shaw! or bonnet, * who do you
suppose your parngon of a Miss Teller
in?’

‘ The loveliest of her sax,” returnad
Frank briefly and comprehensively.

¢ A factory gir! !’ sorcamed the old
lady at the top of her lungs, ¢ a factory
Al |,

¢ Well what of that 7’

¢ What of that 7 Frank Seymour you
never mean to say that you wounld have
anything to do with a common factory
girl ¥’
¢ I should pronounce her a very un-
comman factory girl mother,” said the
young man with aggravating calm.
NE .S,
¢ Frank, don’t jest with me,’ pleaded
the poor little mothar, with tears in
her eyes. * Tell we for onee that yon
will give up this idle fancy fora girl
who i% in no respects equal to you.'
¢ No, she isin no respect my equal,’
returned  Fraosk with reddened cheek
and sparkling eye. ¢ but i every ree
spect my superior. Grace Teller is
one of the nobelest women thal ever
breathed thia terrestriel air, as well as
the most beautiful. Mother I love her
and she has promised to become my
wife.

Mrs Seymonr set
less and despairing.

down, limp, life.

¢ Frank, frank, [ never thought to
sée my son marry a factory girl.’
And then a turrent of tears came o

her relief, while Fraok went on  qu'etly
tonchinz up the scarlet foliage of a
splendid old maple in the pictars.

gave adelicate vefinement to the de.
[Hi:.—wif. ovel 1.‘.". 1il¢

Mary Elton was pale, thin, and not
at all pretty, thongh there wnsa I|'1'|-i
ulous sweotness wbignt hor woath that

v miceht have |
lifferent cir- |

geamed to whispe

bLeen very  diffes
cumstanc Lar Her was a live
Iy Llond, with large Llue eyes, rose.
leat skin, and hair whoso luminoos
{_’w‘lll foll over lier forebead like u an-
reule. |

As Mra Seymous ], a decper
shade ol pink stol raco's  benus
tiful eliceks, but otherwise she was calm
and self-posassed and readily parried
the old ludy's interrogat ries

¢ Very warm, this morning,’ sald the
ald 'I.rl_‘. Fanniug heraclt * Dy [14.-.\'
have warm weather where you came

from Miss ['eller 77
1 bolieve it's v ry sultry in Muetory

\'i]lL‘,. said  Gienes Colnjioaediy, 1.1];“]:_’
another necdlelull of white silk

¢ Factoryville! ia that your native
place ¥ Perliaps, then you know My
Parker—Cyaothia Parkar's ather—whio

is superinto®ut of the grent  culico |
721
1 have s

mills thers

¢ Very woll

b ‘\It‘l.-lll-lwi l‘-ih‘ il willl *._‘;Illiiil '

* No, Tbelieve Miss DPurker spouds
most of her time in this city.' .

‘ That's very tiu . said Mrs. Seys
mour cagorly )

‘(ynthia oiten says there's no soeie.
ty worth having in VFactoryville —only
the eirls that work in the factory, and l
Cyuthiais very gooteel.  Dut cxcose
my curlosity Miss Teller—how did you
hecotae ;:rli|||:ni1|I-'-t with Mr. Darkor
and not with his daughier 7'

en Tim

Cirace colored

' Buginess brought me in  contact
frequently with the gentioman ol whom
You sy J]\, but 1 neves h'll'li--.:l- d lu
micet Miss Parker

Mrs. Seymwour guve o little  slart 1o
her chuir, slie wad  Legiuul v mee

through th

] l'ulh.ll-.- you have .--l-l.'..!l.'lh__: to do

l...: story

with the eulico Inclory * ’
¢ | bave,” said UGrace with diguity

¢ 80 you are determined to marry me,
IFrunk 1u spite of everythiog.'

Grace Teller hnd baen erying; the
dew was yet on her eyelashes, and the
gunatural erimson on ker cheeks, as
I'rank Seymonr came i, and Mary El,
ton eonsiderately slipped out to scarch
for o wmissinz pattero,

1 should rather said

think

an !
20U,

{ Frank luoking admiriogly down on the

:"--l-luu head that was stopping amoug
the pansicd.

¢ But your mother thinks me far be
low you in sceial position.’

¢ Soelal position bo ienored ! Whal

1 cove for social position, as long
as wy little Grace has eoncented to-
make sunsbine of my Lome 7’

¢ Yos, but Frank—"'

¢ Well, but, Grace !’

¢ Jio you realy love me 7’

Vor the answer Le took both the
fuir delicate hands in his, und looked
steadily iuto her eyes.

¢ Fravk,’ said Grace Teller, domure

ly. * 1'm afraid you'll ke a dreadfnl.
ly strong-willed, obstivate sort of a

]1!]."11 1] :.’

<1 shouldu't wonder Grace.

Aud su the purple twilight feded in-
to purple softer than the shadow of the
castern nmethysts, and the stars came
out one by one, and still Frank snd
(irace talked oo, and still Mary Eltoo
didu'tsucceed in fuding the missing
patlern,

Mra, .'"‘1':,'"1'-1“' was the first to arrive
at Mz, Runddll's select  soirea on the
first Woduesday evening in July ; the
fuct was she wanted a shavee to con-
fide her grief to Mrd. Raodall’'s sym.
[:.‘{llu:ll\! aar.

¢ Crying 7’ Yes, of course T have
Leen erying, Mrs, Randall ; 've  done
pothing but ery for a week.'

Mes. Randull glevated her kid-glov
ed bands, ¢ what is the matter ! I hope
I*rank isn't in any sort of trouble 7’

¢ My dear, said the old lady in a
m:.-.sr.-f"-.uus w‘hi«j-m-, ¢ Frunk has  been
ci.!I'n]-[ueli--—ilavri;:h:d into  the wost

dreadful entanglewents.

- —

and particular of orcated beings, could

be resolutely  determined on  marrying
a factory girl 7°
Mrs. Randall uttered an exclama

tien of horrified surprise, andat the
same moment n party ol pguosis were
announced, among whom was Miss
Teller, looking rather more lovely than
ever.

¢ Well” thonught Mrs. Seymour, as
her hostess hurried awny to welcome
the new commors, * well, wondera never
cease! Dut I suppose it's all on ae-
count of Mary Elton's unele the Judge.
Hera comes Mr. Parker and Cyathia ;
dear me, what a curious mixture is
our American society ; how they will
be shocked to moet Misa Teller 7’

Ivvoluntairly she advaoced a atep
or two to witness the meoting. Mr,
Parker looked quite as nstonished as
she had expected, but somehow it wna
not that kind of astonishment thut was
on the programme.

¢ Miss Girnce ! ' You here ? Why
when did yon ecome from Faetory-
ville ¥ ?

 You are acquainted with Miss Tol.
ler? * asked Mrs, Randull, with some
surprise.

“Quite well; in fact I have had the
management of her property for some
years. Misa Taller is the young lady
who owns the oxtensive ealico facto.
ries from which our village takes its
name,’

¢ Deasr me !’ said Mrs. Seymounr,
turning pale and sinkiug down upon a
divan pear her. ¢ Why they say the
heiress of the old gentleman who own-
ed factoryville property, is the richest
girl in the ecountry.’ :

¢ Grace,’ said I'rank, gravely almost
sternly, ¢ what does this mean 7’

The blue cyes filled with tears as
she clung closer to kis arm.’

* I ean't telp owning the calico fao-
tories, Frauk. Dont you love me just
us well as if I didnt 7’
¢ My little deceiver ! But why did
you not tell me ??
¢ Why should T tell you Frank 7 Tt
wan 50 nice to leave the heiress be-
hind and be plain Grace Teller for =
while, and when I saw how opposed
your mother was to onr engagement,
a spark of woman's wilfulness rose up
withio me, and resolved I wonld main.
tain mny incognito, come what might.
Mr 8, Scymour, she added turning arch.
Iy!around and holding out her hand to
the discomfitted old lady, didn't T tell
you that I owed my daily bread to that
factory 7’

Aud Mrs, Seymour for once in  her
life was nt a loss for an answer.

Battle of the Birds.

The Bloomivgton (Ind.) Progress
has the following highly imagivative
story of n bird couflict ;

“ While sauntering around onr beau,
tiful vity lately, we accidently witnessed
one of the most singularornithologieal ex-
hibitions that ever fell under our observa.
tion, A chimney swallow had only be-
gun to balance his little body upecn  the

topmost branch of a large cherry tree,
when a vobin of aldermanio proportions
swept down upon him frow a neighbor.
ing maple. The swallow fonght nobly
tar & while, and with every prospect of
sncocss, until his russet-eolored foe wns
reinforced by his mate ; then, and vot
till then, did the little hero cry for
quarter, Twittering loud and piteously,
he attracted the attention of some of
his tribe, and to his relief came  the col.
ony of a neighbaring chimney. Now be-
gan a combat worthy a painter’s pencil.
As the swallows advanced sud retired
in dark waves, they dealt erucl blows at
the devoted robins, who, maddensd hy
pain, tonght with desperation ; but the
odds were too great, and gasping, bleed.
ing. quivering, eatching from bough to
bough, the robius fell 1o the enrth, shape-
less and torn.  Although intensely ex.
viting, the combat was not the most in.
teresting feature of this curions exhibi.
tion, Many of the swallows were cov

ered with wouunds given by the sharp
claws and strong beaks of the unfortu-
pate robins, and these received the
immediate attention of the uawounded,
who, in pairs, eurried them tenderly to
their sooty homes. Now cawe the final
aud wost singular feature, Tenderly
carveflully and solawly, was ench dead
swallow conveyed to the top ofn large
chimpey adjacent, aud after piling up
the 1igid bodies in one sombre heap, the
entire swarmn settled upou the roof in
gilence, while one of the companions,
whose great age was  evident from the
light gray of his feathers, perched upon
the lighining rod, and for some five or
ten minutes chirped, twittered, and
slowly flapped his wings. During this
performance, which was t:ndrut!y an
oration upon the virtues of the deceas.
od, the bird andicnce maintaived their
positions immovably, butut s olose,
three of the birds, whose black, glisten

ing coata dencted their youth, advanced
and cautivnsly pushed the bodies ioto
the yawning ohimney, This adeom-

Did you ev: | hoated

plished, cscn winged witness auniled
away, noisly iwittoring, as though in
discussion over the fight in

or funcy that he the moat !':mldhm.;! whice each bad pardcipated.”

THE ARGEL GABRIEL.

My friend Maj. O, had an old darkey
to whom he was muech attached. One
svoning, at a party, Peter from imbibing
too frecley of various mixtures, began
dansing round with a waiter coutaining
gomo 1ocs and cakes, and soon beeame
uproarious. Observing his condaet, the
Major publicly reprimanded him, nnd at
onee dismissed him from his post of
waiter for the evening, and appointed
another in his place. The last stroke
was too much for old Peter, and ho re.
tired to his bed room in dispair. That
night Capt. K., ajolly young officer in
the room adjoining Petor’s, hearing sobs
and groans in the next room, rose to in-

uire what was the matter, [Ile opened
the door of Peter's room and reconuoit-
ored,

Potor was knooling by a window aud
praying. Amid his loud ories the cap+
tain heard the following :

%0 Lord, have pity on thy poor old
gervant. His massa, who he used to
tnke upon his knees when he was a boy
is vexed with his poor old darkey, and
I don't want to liveany longer. O dear
Lord, pleaze gend the angels for old Pe.
ter. Just send the angel Gabriel this
minute down to take old Peter to Abra-
ham's bosom ! O, please Lord, do.
Please, Lord, this minute; I am ready
togo!”

Capt. K., ever ready for fun, immedi.
ately geized upon a white counterpan,
and enveloping bhimself in it, rapped
three times at Peter’s door,

“Who's dar 7

“ The angel Gubriel, come to take old
Peter to Father Abraham’s besom?”
replied Capt. K., in a sepulchral tone.

“De who, massa!" fearfully asked
the suppliant,

“ 0ld Peter.”

“Well, T just tell you,
nigger don'tlive here;
at all |

Capt. M., rushed back to the company
convulsed with lauglter, and old Peter
relates to this day the wonderful answer
to hia prayer.

massa, dat
don't know him

Au A ing Tunnel Ingid

Doubtless the tunuel on the Fastern

Railroad, just enst of the depot in Sa-
lem, has been the scene of numerous
amusing incidenta but we doubt if any-
thing of a more ludierous character has
ever tuken place in it than the follow-
ing : Itseems that a few days siuce a
lady and her sister and a grown up son
of the latter, took the cars at Boston for
the Enst, the sisters oceapying a seat
together and the young man the one be-
hind with aoother person. Upon eu-
tering the tunnel, the nunt, to have a
little fun rose up carefully, reached over
to the seat the young mun had been oe-
eupying svized some one hy the collar,
ghook him soundly, and then resumed
her svat.
The sister surprised at her vigorous
movemonts, asked what she had been
doing, and was informed by tha other
that she had been attempting to fright-
en her nephew. Her feelings can be
imagined when the mother made her ac-
quainted with the fact that the young
man left the train at Salem, nod that she
had Leen  shaking up the wrong pas-
senger,”

When the train emerged from the
tunoel the person who had been mista-
ken for the son was observed adjusting
his neck-tie and eollar, and remarked
that he did not know what the matter
was with the ladies ir. tront of him, but
thought one of them must be insane, for
she had given him a severe shaking,
torn off his neck tie, soratehed his face

and disrangzed his hair, aod he was at
loss o give any other acoount for the

pudden sttack that had been made upon
him,

-
Joke on a Constable.

A “culo" State constable, meeting a
tin peddloer, aaked him if ha had a li-
cense to sell.

# No,"” was the reply.

Ths constable hastened to prooure n
warraut, and after a long day's search
found the offcading person and broughte
him before a magistrate.  When he was
asked : “ Guilty, or not guiliy 7"

 Not guilty!” he quiatly answered.

“Don't you peddle goods sround
here 7 said the judge.

¢ Yos, sir 1"

# Well, then, sir, have you a license
to doso?"”

“Oh, yes 1"

# Why dido't you tell this gentleman
that you had nolicense '™

s No, sir | "' said the peddler.

“ Yeos youdid,"” shouted the tipstaff.

# No 1 dida't,” quietly replied the
.

1 gay youdid,” vociferates yo offi-
car.

“ I'll swear
I»L‘t]h‘l‘. . -
W Well, what did you tell me then !

“ You asked we if I hada liccuse to
sell, aud T told you I hadn’t, and 1
haven't a license to sell, for I want o

pn

keep it lo peddle with !

I didu't,” repeats the

7= Subseribe for the Advccate.—

Terws 1,50 in advauce.

Mark Twain and the Muslcat,

Mark Twain tells the following story
by a fellow pnasenger, who being ban-
tored about his timidity, said he had
aever been soared sinee ke had loaded
an old Queen Anpue's musket for his
father once, whereupon he velnted the
following: Youn see the old man was
trying to learn me to shoot blackbirda
and beasts that tear up the young corn
and such things, o, I conld be of some
nse about the farm, beocause I wasn't
big enough to do much. My gun was
n single barrel shot gun, and the old
man carried an old Queen Anne's mus
ket that weighed a ton, and made a re
port like a thuader.clap’ and kicked like
a mule. The old man wanted me tu
shoot the musket some time, hut T was
afraid. One day, though, I got her
down, and 8o 1 took her to the hired
man and asked him how to load her, be-
eauso the old man was out in the ficlds,
Hiram said :

* Don't you see them marks on the
stock—an X and a V on the Quecn's
Crown ? Well, that means ten balls
and five slugs—that's her load.’

¢ But how mnch powder?’

“Oh, he says, “it don’t matter, put in
three or four handsful.”

8o I loaded her np that way, and i
was an awful charge—I had sanse
enough to pee that— and started out. 1
levellad her an a good wmany blackbirds
but every time I went to pull the trig-
ger I shut my eyes and winked. 1 was
afraid of her kick. Towards sundown
I fetched her up at the house, and there
was the old man resting on the porch.
¢ Been out hunting, have ye 7'
¢ Yes, sir,’ paya I
¢ What did you kill 7’
¢ Didn't kiﬁ anything, sir—didn't
shoot her off—I was afraid she'd kiek.'
(I knew blamed well she would.)

‘Gimmus that guo !’ the old man

says mad as sin.
And he took aim at a sapling on the
other side of the road, and [ began to
drop back out of danger. And the
next minute I heard an earthquake, nnd
the QQueen Anne whirling end over end
in the air, aud the old man spinuiog
around one heel, with one leg up and
both hands on his jaw, and the bark
flyinz. The old man's shoulder was sat
baek four inches, and his jaw, turned
black and blue, he had to lay up for
threo or four days. Cholera. or nothing
else can scare e tho way 1 wos seared
that time,

Death at the Brealkfast Tablo.

Robert Bruce, a celebrated Seoteh
minister, sat at his breakfust table one
morning. Having caten a boiled ey,
he turned to his daughter and said :
‘1 think [ am yet hungry, you may
Lring me avother ege”
He then grew thoughtful & moment,
and, musing a little, added—
« Hold, daughter, hold ! my Master
calleth me.”
Here his sight failed him, but ealling
for a Bible he requested his daughter Lo
plnce his finger on a certaia possage.
This being done he repeated the verse,
dwelling especially on T am pursuaded
that peither life nor death shall be able
to separate me from the love of God,
which is in Christ Jesus wy Lord"
ITe said :
“ God be with you my childrea. 1
have breakfasted with you, and shall
eup with my Lord Jesus this night.”
“ These were tha last words, for with-
ont a shiver or a groan, ha at onee stuart.
ed on his flizht to everinsting glory.
Reader, you breakfasted with your
fawily circle this morning. Suppose,
like tha wood Me. Diruce, you shoald
die suddenly to-day, with whom would
you zup to-night,

el A ————
—At o convention of olergymon, not
long sinee, it was proposed by one of
the membery after they had dined, that
each should enierepin the company with
some romarks. Amang the rest, oue
drew upon his infancy, and related a
dream, Io his dream be weot to heav-
en, and he deseribed the golden strects,
the river of life, ete. As he concluded,
one of the divines, who was souewhal
noted for his penurious aud woney-
saving habits, stepped up to the varra-
tor and inquired jocosely :

« Well, did you sen anything of me
in your dream,”

“ Yes, T did.” _

“ [ndeed ! what waa [ doing? ™

“ You were oo your knces.”

o Praying, was 17"

“ Nu—ecraping up the gold.”

e ——— A —

—An exchange says;  “ To make a
muss—pour a quart of molsses in your
wife's new bonnet.” Ridiculous! the
ihing wouldn't hold a pint.

-

—(live strict attention to your own
affairs—and consider your wife one of
them,

= e
—Ilas auy person ever tried Rarey’s
system of horsestaming on the niyhts
nare.
—Little girls believe in the man in
the moon—big girls believe in a man in

Sclected  Story,

A HARVEST & tNE,
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Fair and frech the winds are hlawine
Brightly shilnes the s un 1s dny
Over mesdew, hill and wonidland,
On the newly grthored Ly
White and purple, groon and pold n,

Flock and fkelils afar s I ne
While the harvest hand
We'll v

i ‘.I_ |'_-‘
Glled Lurun o

woll
Hiar the winding beok tha riprles
Winding out nod winding in.
How it murimared sy if ans'riy
Dack the Joyful song on
Now in sunshine, now in shndow,
Winding out nnd winding
Like n miveor

in,
it reflonteth
All day lung tire luarvest secno
Leéngh'nlog shiadows now | olnnids
Over heek and narrow ereep
Wiille behind hie gorgeons ou
Binks the hurvest xun 1o sleop.

Giving promise to the renpere,
After Inbor, rest ghinll como,
Tired bands be ealmy folded,
*"Midst the saored seones of Lomas
Patient he farmer waited—
Worked and waited like a man,
Never douliting that the master
Well would end what he pegan

Now he hath the promiced blessine,
Fruit for all his honest toil :
Never lord was Lialf o happy,
As this tiller of the =oil.

Feeling Milch Cows,
We donat, a= a general rule, focd lil
erally enough, We do not use wuffi
cient variety of fuod for cows in nilk,
nor is the quantity anything like what
wight be fed. Many faroors seemn 1o
act as if the food consumed was &9 imch
to be added to the cost of keeping 1aili-
er than so mueli raw waterinl used in
the manufacture of milk, If they own-
ed a mill they wonld leed into it all the
grain it would grind ; try to keep it r
ning at full speed, and furnish the
geat amonnt of its products of which it
were capable, takiog iuto nceount of
eourse the wear and tear of machine ry.
They would try to get the largest yieid
cousistent with economy and good wmnn-
ageient.

The same rale anght to be adopted in
feeding cows.  Tnstead of belog content
with smaller o1 even ordinary yield, we
shonld g0 feed as to get all we ean  eon=
si-tnuﬂy with n proper regard to the
Liealth and protracted usefulness of the
animal.  They have carried the matter
of feeding to a for higher stale of per.
feetivn in Eunrope thae we have in thia
country. It may almost be said to be
reduced to n eciouce, so minute and
carefiul have many of the expoviments
and systems of feeding Lecome.
— -
A Terrible Disease
A learful disease has broken out Jata.
ly in variouscities, including Harrisbury.
It searcely ever attacks young ehildren,
but adults of both sexes are its vietims.
The physicians bave, after learoed in-
vestigation, called the new disease Pip.
snipsy.  We have not learned the ex-
teat of its fcarful ravages in onr city,
but will give a deseription of its symp=
toms and the preseribed remedies, us de-
seribed by the Clevelund Herald ;
A sudden instantancous depression in
the collipsis dinix, a caving in of the
spinality of the Lackbounibus, and a
teeling of sli in the ijmmedinte
vicinity of the diaplivagm way be regars
ded assymptoms that the cowplaint is
eoming on,  The following rewmeldy by
onc of our ewinent physicians will af-
ford relief if taken at the first appears
ance of these horrible symptoms.  Spir-
itus Vini Otard, or Oldi Bourbonilius
7 1, Suzarum Whitun ¢ &, ecibus minu-
tus dunus tapziug and =aekitcoum strun.
dum down throatuw It iz wnid rthe
remedy is very ple fi

5
psapl— Telogr SR
——— 2

A rEAnv-wirTED Diishimnn Jives ip
Rock woud IHinois. The other day ane of
with hoys thinking to have a little fun
him, =aid « I loy, have you heard the
e No,whatnows " “ Why
the devil is dead.” Not n word s=aid
Roley, but putting his hand in his pock,
ot and pulling out a ten cont shinplaster
handed it to his question:r, who asked
what itwas lor.  * Why," answered Ros
ley,“in the ould coun‘ry, whare [ came
from, it was the custom to give the chils
dren something when the parents died "

the nows

. ol =
A SenoorMasesn in a weichboring
town, while on Lis morning walk, pas.
sed I} the door of a i)l.‘!,’!ﬂlj-.l“, who was
cxcavating a log for a pig trough.

% Why, said the schoolmaster, * Mr.
3., have yau not furniture cnough yet ?
gaid the wan, ¢ enough for
3 family, but [ cxpect to board
the schoolmaster this winter, and am
mokiog preparations.”

e =
WE caNNor too strongly impress up.
on parents the importance of allowing
their ehildren w  learn trades, The
average pay of clerks is now from ten to
twenty dollars per week, while the aver-
age pay of skilled workwen is from 4f,
tecn to fifty dollars per week.
.2

AN Irish servant being askod whothoy
his master was witbio, repited, * No"«
“ When will e return ¥ “ Oh, whon
master gives orders to say that he is not
at home, wa never know when he will
come in?"

B S S——
— ¥You look,” said an Irishman to a
pale, haggard smoker, * as iff you had
got out of yonr grave te light your eis
gur and eonldn’t flad your way back

the honeymoon,

aguin,”




