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8T * ORPHETE C, KERR™

Gald's seales of Justice hang beiwesn

T desd Unjast snd the eod Unsers;

And the sparra=’s fall in the coe is weighed,
By the Locd’s owa Hand in the other lnid.

Is the Prairie path to our Bonsst pate,

juthe fow'ring basrt of & new-bora State,

Am the bopes of an oll man’s waning yeam,
15eath bead-nones worn with sn old man's teare.

Whea the bright 1un sinks in the rose-lipped West,
flie Tuat rod 7oy is the head-stone's crest;

Asd tha moonds be laves in  crimson flood,

Am 1 Boldier's wealih Laptised in blood!

e ye 0k who reared those head-stones there,
Avd erowned with thorns & sire's gray hair?
Asd by whem the Land’s great debt was paid
T the Soldier old, in the graves they made?

facink, Pity! shrink a1 the question dire!
Awd, Honor, bara in 8 blusk of fire!

Turs, Angel, tura from the page thine eyes,
O e Sin, once writien, never dima]

Tory were men of the Land be had foaght to save
from 8 foreign foe that bad cronved the wave,
Yhes his sunlit youth was & martial song,

438 shook & throne n it swelled along.

Thay were nont of a clime whase soft, warm breath
1yese soul af earth, aud a life in desth;

Woers ihe Semaper dreams on the cooch of Spriag,
jsd somg of birds throagh the whole year ring;

Waare the falling leal i Uhe cup that grew

Toeatrh the gems of the new leal™s dew,

Asd1he winds that throvgh the vine-leaves creep,
A the sighs of Time in & pleasant sleep.

Ill'l larked 3 taint in the clime so Liest,
Like 2 serpent coiled io & ring.dove’s nest,

Ard the heman sounds to the ear it gave,

Were the elank of chains on & low browed Slave,

The Seldier nld, at bis sentry.post,

WWiere the sun’s last trail of light is lost,
Pebeld the shame of the Land be loved,
Asd the old, ol love in his borom moved.

Tin eried ta the Land, Beware! Bewnrs

1 the yymbaled Carse in the Bondman therel
Arl  Prophet’s soul in fire eame down,
Tehvw 4n the voice of Urp Jorx Browsn.

Heeried; wnd the ingrale aniwer came,

i2 worde of stee] from a tomgus of Game;
They dyed his hearth in the bload of kin,
A his dear ones fell for the Nation®s Sin!

0, matchless deed! that & fiend might scomn;
0, deed of skame! for & world Lo monrn;

A Prophet's pay in hix blood most dear,
And & lsnd 1o mock at & Father's toar.

1" stramge that 1he tranguil son] of age

Was tamed to strife in 2 madman's rage?
1t sirange 1hat the ery of blaod did seem
Like the roil of drams in & manial dream?

It steange the clank of the Helot"s chain
Fhonlé drive the Wrong to the old man’s brain,
To ire bis heart with & Santon's zeal,

Asd mate his arm 1o the soldier™s sieell

T bane of Wrong to i1 depth had gone,

Asd the swon! of Right from its sheath was drawn;
But the eabined Slave heard not s ery,

And the 1ld Man srmed bim bot to die.

Yo may eall him Mad, that he did not quail
Wiee bis stont binde Lroke on the unblest mail;
Yemag call him Mad, that he struck alone,
Med made the Land"s dark Corse bis own;

D the Eye of God looked down, and saw

A just ife Inst by an anjost law;

Asd black was 1l day with Goud's own frown,
When the Southern Crom was & Martyr's Crowal

Apestaie clime! the blood then vhed,
Fall thick with yengeance on thy head,
Te waigh 1t down *neath the coming md,

‘' When thy red hand should be siretched to God.

Behold the price of the life ye took:

Althe death ye gave, "twas 8 world that shook;
Avd the despot deed that one heart broke,

Frem thair slavish sleep a Million woke!

Kot a1 nlone did the yictim Tall,

Whone wrongs st brooght him 1o your thrll;
The Uld Mas played & Nation's part,

And y strugk your blow at the Nation's beart!

The Freemen-hast is at yosr door,

Ard 3 voice zoes forth with a sters “no more!™
Tothe desdiy Curre, whose suifl redesm

Was the visioned thought of John Drawa’s dream.

To the Conatry’s Wrong, and the Country's stain,
1 shall prove as the soyibe 1o the yielding grain;
And the dauntlees pow'r Lo sead it forth,

14 %5¢ live born Soal of the chainless North.

From the East, and West, and North, they come,
T tbe bagle's call and the roll of dram:

Asta form walks viewless by their side—

Alferm that was bors when the Ofd Man died!

The Soldier old in bis grave may rest,

Afer with hip Jead in the prairie Weast;

:“’" ol rays fall on the head-siomes there,
ke 2 Gadty reply to & Soldier’s pray's,

::::: sleen in pense *neath the graenwood pall,
o Land's groat Heart bath beard his call;
&u. Feople’s Will and a People’s Might,

Tight the Wrong and proclaim the Right.

::{"' may howl at the Bt just,

5y 0ih bis fangs in the trodden dust;
Hhﬂ.hhmhliﬂqﬂ.m, -

Aaim Freeman’s beel it o his neck.

Netaltjy vain in the lesson tanght,

* great voul's Dream is the world's New Thought;
I"h“l Seafold marked with 3 death sublime,

Throne ordained for the coming lime.

THE STRUGGLE.
By sot, the straggle nonght nvaileth,
labor and the woonds are vain;
eramy fnints not, nov fuileth,
And 41 things have beas, they remaia.

lfuhll =vre dupes, fears may be fiars;
Y ®ay be, in you smoke concealed,
57 comrades chase o'en now the fiiem,
Ad, bot for you, posess the feld.

h-hhmti..‘ waves, vainly breaking,
h&.h‘ ue painfel inch o guin,
M.Mm.“m-‘h.&
Comes sitect, fonding in, the main.
And pgy by eastern wisdows only,
comes, comes in the light;

Whes daylight
12 frons, the qun

- |intirely; and the
| Bhe lives to Mr. <
they paid ber last gnarter, she give it to
-Food with mine, :

.L’h g in|treated #6 outlawa. ' For mysslf, I yield | pere two or three

THE HAT WITH THE HAREBELILS.

BY MRS. M. F. AMES.

“Just your style, exactly! I intended
it for a blonde! Those tiny harebells are
just preciael’y the eolor of your eyes! You
will take it?"”

*Not now, Mrs. Chapean; bat I will
let you know to-morrow. It is very
beentiful. How much did you say?”

“Forty dollars, DBat, as you are an
old customer, vou shall have it for thirty
dollars.”

As Avis Weldon turned to leave the
shop, she enconntered the dark, handsome
eyes of Charles Summers, one of the
most favored of many sdmirers; and who
had evidently been politely waiting for the
close of her business with the milliner.
Blushes accompanied her emile of re-
cognition, as he apologized for his pres-
ence in the shop. lle had comeon a
commission, he said, for his sister, who
oceapied many of her hours by fashion-
ing little articles of nse and beanty, and
giving them to her friends.

A shade of disnppointment was on his
face, a8 he opened the door for Avis, and
he said, mentally: “*Just like tha rest, af-
ter sll. Thinking of dress—dress only.
And T had hoped so much batter things
of her; and though, sometimes—bat
pshaw!” and he cut short bis soliloquy,
and stubbornly resisted the temptation to
sccompany Avis home.

“Thirty dollars, in times like these,
for a thing like that!” he said, ss he walk-
ed sway. @liow mauch good the ambdunt
wonld do gome poor woman, whose has-
band is away, fighting our battles!"” And
at dinner, his sister wondered what had
made *Charley,” ns she ss1d, “'so cross.”
Avis Weldon was the housekeeper of
hor father—her mother being dead. At
dinger, Mr Weldon snid:

«“Well, Aviz, how does your allow-
ance hold out?’ And he smiled pleas-
#ntly upon the fair girl, of whom be was
justly proud.

«] ghall have plenty, paps, if I doo’t
indulge in a little extravagance, & thing
which I am just now tempted to do.”
“Anything reasonable, Avis; I have
only yon. What do you want?"”

«A hat at Mrs. Chapesn's. And such
a love of a one. Bat it is too high-prie-
el.”

“How mnch is it?"”

«'Thirty do!lars."

The father placed thirty dollars in her
haod, withoat & word.

Avis sprang op aod kissed him, and
thep, as he rose to go, said:

“Any pews from the srmy to-day?”’

*Yes, another skirmish Lefore Peters-
borg.”

«That is where Mary’s hosband is. 1T
hope he is pot burt.  Poor thing, she is
nesrly distracted becanse she does not hear
from him.” .

Mr. Weldon went back to his office,
and Avis turned [ go to her own room.
On the landing sbe met the nsnally brisk
chember maid, her eyes red from weep-
ing.

g"Any news from Dick, yet, Mary?"’

wYea, Miss,” she sobbed. **He is ly-
ing in the hospital, with the one arm
gons intirely, and a bollet hole through
his foot. ~ And now, to think I cannot go
to see him. And he's dying for & kind
word, msybe.” ;

«Bat why ean’t you go to bim? I will
keep your place for you.”

The poor wife shook her head, and,
covering her face with her apron, sobbed
as if her heart would break.. Avis waited
» moment, and then ssid: “You have
the means, Mary, certainly.” ;

*No, and that is what is killing me in-
tirely.- Whea I drew my last quarter, I
gave it to my brother, who bad & place
ss coachman, to put i the B.nl'aty-Fund.
along wid some money of his own. 1
went to him, to-day, but "twss no use.
He can’t git it back till after notice, and
poor Dick may die there, alone, sod 1
niver sée him."”

«How much would it cost to go to
him?"” .

“Thirty dollars, there and back again.”

Avis put ber hand in her pocket, and
drew forth a roll of bills, some of which
she had just received. : p

«There sre forty dollars, Mary,” she
said. *Go to your husband, and if you
peed more, write to me."”

The poor eresture, with many thanks,
burried off to prepare herself for ber jour-

.| ney; snd Avis weat up stairs, giving op

the bonnet, with a sigh; but not repenting
of ‘what she had dome.-

Thet sfternoon, ss Charles Summers
was leavi
came up"m:shin. bat in hand. "ny I
speak with you, for jist the minbte?”” be
said. 0y '

«Yes, Thomas; what is it?

«Well, ye see, sir; Dick is in the ar-

kind creetare she is, too. Waell, in that
last skrimmage, be bad bis arm shot

to go sad ses bim.

, 18 Craz
- eldon’s; snd when

sister

to_put in the 8 v
tr"mﬁpg._: it back till after notice; sud
consequence she
Dick.”

*'The ssme, 8ir.

back from me psy, Dext quarter.

climby slow, bow slowly,
look, the land is bright.

Bu westward,

the' bouse, his coschman:

my. He isTme sister’s bosband. And a

off | Carolina.
poor thing, that’s me

csn't gO to ses poor

“ t to borrow it of me?”
Aldn!“mm !“’!.w it

Mr. Summers gave him the money, and

went on his way. Two bonra dater, he
again met his Thomas, who, tenderiog the
identical money, said:

“I don’t waut it, sir. All the same
obleeged, Mary has gone. Her young lady
give her the money—Miss Avis, they
call her. It was some which ber father

_ | bad gave her to ‘buy = bounet, ss Mary

told the girls in the: kitcben. - 'When she
found that Mary had no money to go and
see Dick, she gave it right over to ber, and
she is going to keep her place for her till
she comes back. And they sdy it isn’t
the first time she has done the likes since
the war begon! She one time sold a
goold bracelet to help a poor feller boy a
cork-leg, who had his shot ofl.”

Charles Sommers walked down the
street, thinking less of himself thesa ever
before in his life. _

That evening, ha called to see Avis.—
What he said, we shall not repeat; bct as
[ Mr. Weldon has engaged a honsekeeper,
our fair readers can, perhaps, guess.

Thix was last Summer. Bince then,
poor Dick has died in the hospital. Bat
Mury has come back, and will never, she
says, leave Avis.

Aiscellancons,

A DIRGE.

‘Written for the Funeral Solemnitiss of Presiden! Lincoln.
BY RICHARD STONRS WiLils.
Am—* Homs, Sweet Home."'

Regretful bells are tolling,

With muffied knell profoand!

Unwilling guns are booming,

With dull and selemn sonnd!
A pilgrim ehiel is passing
Fram *neath the sation’s dome,
Ta find from life*s sad labors
A resting place at home!
ome, bame, sweet, sweet home!
Foe all the worn snd weary,
There's no pluce like home!

And fevered hearts are thmbbing,
Right loyal hearts and troe!
And filul tears are stariing
From eyes where tears are few!
That pilgrim chief"s a martyr,
Who fell the Srate to mvel
The bome that he is seeking,
* A martyred patriot’s grave!
Home, home, sweet, sweet homel
For thee, O, manyred patriot,
There"s no place like bome!

Now, open wide thy portals,
Thou prond and prarried West!
Aml, deck’d with Spring’s bright verdure,
Take Lixcous to thy breast!
Sing, birds, his Miserers!
Ye granes, lightly wave!
And you, ye shades ol heroes,
Glide forth and guard his grave!
Home, home, sweet, sweel home!
Eleep well, thou martyred chiflain!
There's no plree like home!

The Fight is breaking o'er os,
And Treason sinke appalléd!
Arise! redeemed
Thy land is disenthralled!
And thongh the good man perish,
From oot his hallowed dost
Forth springs & race of hemes,
To guurd the same high trast]
Home, hame, sweet, swael homel
We'll evermore defend it'—
There"s no place like home!

FPresident Lincoln had a Present.
iment of Death.

A correspondent of the Boston Journal
gives an accoust of & conversation with
President Lincoln, from which the fol-
lowing extract will be read with interest:
He may mot have looked for it from
the usnd of an sssassin, but he felt sure
that his life would end with the war long
sgo. Hetold me “that he was certain
be shonld not outlast the rebellion.” It
was in last July. As you will remember,.
there was dissension tben among ths Re-
publican leaders. Many of his best
friends bad deserted him, snd were talk-

nate apother candidats; snd universal
gloom was smong the peopls. -

The North was tired of the war, and
supposed sn koworahle peace attaigsble.
Mr. Lincoln knew it was not—that any
peace at that time would be ouly dison-
ion. Speaking of it, be said: “I bave
fsith in the people. They will not con-
sent to disanion. The danger is, they
sre misled. Let them Know the truth,
and the coomtry is safe’”- He fooked
haggard and cere-worn, and further on
in the interview I remarked om ‘his ap-
pearance. “You sre wearying yourself
ont with work.” *I cen’t work less,”
he answered ; “*but (it -isn’¢ that—work
pever tronbled me. Things look badly,
snd I can't avoid snxiety. Personally,
I care nothing sbout a re-slection ; but
if our diriﬁc%t ' dol'lut us, T b:hr.:or.t
country:** hen I saggested rig
most eventuslly triumph—that I bad
pever d -iu! of the result, he gaid :
«Neither have I, but T may never Tive to'
sooit. I feel o pre that I shall

over, my work will be done.”” _

Waar Roczs A. Pryou Bars.—A cor-
respondent of the Cincinnati Gasstte des-
cribes an interview with Roger, A. Pryor
st Gen. Logan's beadquarters in North
In the coutes of comversation
Pryor said: **We bave been'fairly whip-
p.d,nd[thinkﬂutwchmi Lee's
sad Jobnston’s armies ss da-oll':, down
théir arms and return st once to their du-
ties as law-abiding citisens should be

‘the cause is hopeless, and, Logsa, if
;l::'in‘u]y leave me two old muoles to
work a few soresof land with,“in part

y for those that Bberiden's mea took
um-lwmgobock!othplq'lul
and do my duty as & loyal titizen.”

| bonting, and their newspa

aot ontlast the rebellion. ~When it is|

| death on °
Different squada of them dug np & sewly|.

neral o

given; but we presume the
will know in due season. The Jou
says: = e ’

of the loatheome murderer-assassin, and
that of his glorions mattyr-victim. Is
there no one visible in the former proces-
sion? Is everybody in the latier, weep-
ing and in weeds? Would, then, that
the Searcher of hearts conld forget Him-
self for a moment, and that neglectful
slumberer might hide this hideous hypo-
crisy from an Eye so infinitely jost in its
judgment.

: Yonder he goes, on a car, to his hole
in the earth. The man who baries him
is masked, and turns away bis face as he
buries him. This may be all of that
procession to be seen of by mortal eye;
bat that i not all of it to be seen by
the Omniscient eye.

Pall-bearers—Quantrell, the bero of
the massacre at Lawrence; Forrest, the
commander of the butchery at Fort Pil-
low; Andrews, the ringleader of the New
York draft mob, and Jefferson Davis, the
high qhiof slaveholder, conspirator and
assassin.

Chief Mourners—Copperhead Cox,
who said that “Lincoin and Davis ooght
to bsbrought tothesame block together;"
Copperhead Allen, who #kid,"™if they
conld not put Liucoln out of power by
the ballot, they will by the bullet;*” the
La Crosse Democrat, which hoped **some
bold hand would pieree Mr. Lincoln's
heart with s dagger point for the pablic
good;”* the Chicago T¥mes, which always
regarded President Lincoln as a *‘despot,”’
nntil he was dead, and then went into weeds
for him, and which affirms that ‘‘Booth
sincerely believed be was ridding the
earth of a tyrant.”

Roverend Clergy—Rev. H. Clay Dean,
of Iowa; Rev, Dr. Olds, of Ohio, and oth-
er lights of the Copperbead Chaurch, and
preachers of the new *‘gospel of peaca.”

. Several Sociweties—Knighta of the
Golden Circle, Sons of Liberty, Chicago
Sneaks.

Delegation from Perdition—P. 8.
Brooks, Lawrence M. Keitt, Sue Mandy.
“Jesse,” Denediect Arnold, and Judas
Iscariot.

N. B.—Copperheads will-be carefal
ot to'appear in the wrong procession, as
théir motives might be misu "

Batan will be present and pray, if—he
is not too busy elsewhere.

All' who sympathize with either pro-
seesion will array their houses in black
with black
lines. It will be impossible for any, ex-
cept the initiated, to tell which is which.
Copperheads can thos g’l_u vent to their
grief over the “sincers” Booly, without
being open” to the cbarge of repining at
the loss of the **tyrant” whose taking off
they violently advised. :

A Btmigisc Resensraxos.—Before the
opening of the last campaign in front of
Richmond, horses became very scarce in
the rebel army, and orders were issned to
impress all that could be found in the
surronnding country. While engaged in
the execution of this order, a squad of
cavalry met Jef. Davis riding in an
elegant catrisge drawn by afine span.—
The eorporal in command grufily order-
ed bim to “git out” and give ap the sai-
mals, Jeff. refused. The corporal in-
sisted, Finally, to cut short the parley,
Jeff. inquired, *Do yon know who I sm?"’
“No,” replied thezoldier, *I am Presi-
deat Davis,” said Jeff. **Drive op,”’ aid
the corporal, “L thought yon looked

ing of an opposition consestion to nomi-{liké a d—d old postsge stamp.” This

story we know to be troe.—Hariford
Codranl.

A Bmsuicar Arruicarion.— 7o the Ed-
itors of the Evening Post: As Jefl. Da-
vis disclosed his sex by showing his heels
beneath the crinoline, we think the twen-
ty-second. verse of the thirteenth chapter
of Jeremiah peculiarly applicsble to his
ease: “*And if thou say in thy beart,
W herefore come these tnings upon me?
For the greatness of thine iniquity are thy
skirta discoverod and thy s made
bare.” Broous Staret.

A few days since, s Qansdian gentle-
msn, who is an ardent annexationist, ex-
claimed, on receiving the news of Lee’s
sarrender, “Now, then, Canpds will be
sonexed to the United Ststes, and' share

in tha new glories of the * 4
disent republic.” A ‘offi-
cer standing by, replied: “Go slow, my

friend; it"s very easyto get into the Union,
bat it's h—I to get'out.” r

Gén. Bhermen’s “bummers” were
for hidden tressures.—

"buried male six times in quick eactess-
ion; and the

of tressare below. 1

Artemus Ward is lectaring, His
tickets read, “Admit the bearer and oxx

ife” He  the re-
R Pt G,
' tickets, from

the number of wives pertaining o esch
Bragg, Hardee, Bessrogard, snd Hood

are four runners of rebel defeat.— Low.

Journal. - '

The Last of the Copperhead As-
. iy o

Ths Chicago Journsl gives the pro-

gramme likely to be obssrved in thpl'--

bsequies of the sssessin -Booth.—

The time and place :are not publicly

lrilhfnl'l

£ ¢
Will we have a funeral? Perbaps.—
Then perhaps the two faneral prooes-
siops will move at the same time—that

@seful any Curions.

The K if the

For fhe Farmer.

bto ‘peel if. This should never
be done, as the skin contains the aroma

French cookof note, experienceand skill,

?nnrtm of an inch long, before cooking.

salt pork, and served up in the same
manner as peas.

A Scesmitore For LeaTuer.—Leather,
to a great degree, is to be snperseded. —
The London Times endorses the claims
of an invention owned by a Mr., Szerel-
wy, of Englsad, which, according to the
description of the articlo, possesses every
quality of the real leather. It will not
crack, is tougher, will wear longer, and
will resist waler as effectually as rubber.
The leather cloth can be of sny color, and
a pair of boot tops, with cust of call-
skin 81.50, will cost, of this material,
only 25 cts. The invention is of im-
mense valoe.— Erchange.

Coative Woop.—A method of cost-
ing wood with a varnish, bard as stoae,
has recently been introduced in Germany.
The ingredients are forty of chalk, forty
of rosin, four of linseed oil, to be
melted togetber in sniron pot. Onepart
of native oxide of copper, and one of
sulphuric acid are then to be added, after
which the composition is ready for use.
It is applied bot to the wood, with a
brush, in the same way as paint, and as
before observed, becomes exceedingly hard
on drying. f

Gmaer Beer.—Take of ginger brais-
ed or sliced, one and a half onoee; cream
of tartar, ons ounes, loaf sugar, one
pound; one lemon, sliced; put them into
s pan, sad pour six quarts of boiling
water upon them, When nearly cold,
put in a little yeast and stir it for abont &
minnte. Let it stand till next day, then
stir snd bottla it. It is At to driok in
thres days, bat will not keep good long-
er than a fortnight. The cork should be
tied down, snd the bottles placed npright
in & cool place.

Conx Drisk —A Yankee girl eends ns
the following: To five gallons of cold wa-
ter, add one quart of sound corn and two
quarts of molasees. Patall into a keg—
sliake well, ond in two or three days it
will be fit for nse. Bungtight. It may
be flavored with essence of spruce or lem-
on. The corn will last to make five or
six brewings. If it becomes sour, add
more molasses and water. It is a cheap
and simple beer, and is called very good.

Remepy ror Earacse.—M. Davsl
says he bas found relief in severe earache,
other means fsiling, from a mixture of
equal parts of chloroform snd laudasum,
a little being introduced on & piece of
cotton. The first effect is a seasation of
cold, then nnmbness, followed by a
scarcely perceptible pain and refreshing
sleep.—Beit. Med. Journal.

Goop ror Bunxs.—The best thing for
barns is the following, and every family
ought to know it: “As soon as possible
after the burn, throw a.little green tes in-
to hot water; lot it steep. Biir sp in
Indisn meal poultice, put it on the burn
or scald whichever it may be. If burnt
with power, it will take it out. and the
skin be as clean as ever.

The Herrisburg (Pa.) Telegraph says:
«A Jady bas been in the habit of picking
her teeth with pins. A trifling homor
was the conseqnence, which terminated in
s capgeer. ‘The brass snd qmicksilver
nsed in mpaking these pins will accoont
for this circumstance. Pins sre always
icious to tha teeth, and shonld never
be nsed for toothpickss.”

Maxive Tea.—Water for making tea
should be used the moment it boils. The
reason sssigned is that if it is boiled some
time, all the gas that is in it escapes
with the stesm, sad it will not make tea
of the best flavor. Clsar, pare, soft wa-
ter is the best.

A New Rar Trar.—Take a smooth
kettle, fill to within six inches of the top
with water, cover the surface with chaff
or bran, plsce it whers the rats habor,
and it will drown all that get into it.—
Thirty-six were taken in one night by
this process.

Doxruixas.—Io boiling damplings, or

sny other kind of paste, the cover d

pever be removed, nor the water allowed

to cease to boil util the pasts is done, when

itabogld ba taken off before it becomes
_ and beavy. _

To Texrzx Eantuzs Wains—When

new, aad before used for baking, pat 1n

critter was not allowed| _ 17 water to cover, and heat it gradaal-

Ty ontil the water boils. It is less Iike-

1y to erack.

Pouring wlfh waler :l‘nho face snd
bead destroys the effect of narcotic- poi-
irl poisomed with lendenom

sons. A
i.Eo& d was saved in this wey after
all other remedies had failed.

Tt is esid that & gill of melted lard
poured down the throst of s sheep pois-
{omed by esting lasarel is a certain wure.

Half & cranberry bound on a cors, will
soon kill it. .

How 1o Coox Ravsars asp AsPara-
8.—It is a common error in cooking

of the plant, and is oot at all Gbrous, but
cooks as readily and becomes pulpy. We
have derived this information from a

The same cook tells us that asparsgus
should be cat into pisces about three

t shonld be boiled with a nice piece of

RICHMOND IS5 FALLEN,

Trxe—" Badylon is Fallm."

“Don't you see do black cload, risin® ober yonder,
Whar d+ Mawa's ole plantation am?"
Dem is only darkies, dem is only darkies,
Come o fight for Uocle Sam.
Cuonvs—*Look eot dar, now, for we"s gwine to shoot!
Look out dar! doa’t yoo understand?
Rich. d is fallen! Rich d is fallen!
We's pwine to sornpy de land™

“See de lizhtnings Aashing, down in Je canebrake;

- Looks as if we's gwine to bab a storm.”

No, you is mistaken; "tis de darkies® bayonets,
And de battans on dere uniform.

Cuorrs—Look out, Ke.

Down in ide corn-fi whar ;n! hear de "tander,"”
Dat*s our “ole forfy.pounder gun:"

When de shell is missin’, den we load with pampking,
All de rame to make de cowsnls run.

Cnozus— Look eat, &e.

Massa was & Cologel, in de rebel army,
Eber since ho went and ronned away;
Bat his lsbly darkies, doy hab been 8 waiching,
And dey took bim prisoner, Voder day.
Cnorvi—Look out, &=,

I'll be de Mausa, you may be de seibant,
Try him him how you ke him for a spell;
Eo we take de Colonel, so we erack de buttermuls,
£o de cannon carry back de shell,
Cuonvs—Look out dar, now, for we's gwine to shoot!
Look ont dar! don't yon snderstand?
Richmaond is fallém! Richmond is faflen!
We's gwine o eceepy de land!
-

Srow Grixpixa.—Qnite 8 nomber of
years ago, there lived in Auderoscoggin
County, Maine, a man by the name of L.
He was a farmer, stege-driver, and hotel-
koeper, and was blesed with a large fami-
ly of boys. Among them was the hero
of my yarn. Ide was the name he was
best known by. He was lean, lank, and
scrawny—always on hand to run errands
snd do chores generally. Oane very hot
day in Joly. Ide wds seat off to the mill
with a large lot of grain to be ground.—
Unlackily for him, there was quite a
quantity in before he got there, so that it
was late in the afternon before they got
to work on Ide’s lot. The water was
low, consequently the mill-stone revolved
rather slow. Ide was hongry, and his
inner man grew uproarious, snd looking
op to the miller, he said, “Uncle Rabe, 1
can eat that meal faster than yon can

grind it.” “Ah, my boy, how long conld
you do it?” Why, till I sm starved

to death!”” ssidIde. Uncle Ruben never
got such a shot before.

That was a good joke on & young and
gallant Hoosiar officer, who, on receiv-
ing a note from a lady ‘‘requesting the
plessure of his company” to a party to
be given st ber hoase, on the evening
designated, took his volunteers and
marched them to the young lady’s resi-
dence. When it was explained to him
that it was himself. alone who had been
invited, he ssid: “By golly, the letter
said company, snd I thought ths ‘young
lady wanted to see all my boys.”

There was once s negro very ill, and
about to die. Higmistress called to see
#im, snd told him that he must forgive
his enemies beforehe died. Thenegro hat-
od ane of his brethren heartily, and would
not consent to forgive him for his many
acts of meanness toward him; bat at last,
be compromised the matter as follows:
«If1 dies, I forgive dat nigga; bat if I
gits well, dat nigga must take ear.”

A Mo Request.—A lady recently
wrote from Englend to the War Depart-
ment, Washington, requesting them to
gend her sll the nsmes of the men who
had been killed in this war, so that she
conld ses if her son John Smith was
smong them.

An Trish gentleman building & house,
ardered a pit to be dog to contsin the
hespe of rubbish left by the workmen.—
His steward asked him what they should
do with the dirt taken ont of the pit.—
«Make it large enangh to hold both the
rubbish and dirt, to be sure,” said he.

A young chsp one night came home
from charch, fretting snd crying at »
great rate about something, no one knew
what. The father asked what was the
matter? “The preacher says we muost . be
born again, sad I don’t like to, "cos I'm
*fraid next time1'll be a gal.”

#So yon are going to teach school?”
said a lady to ber maiden sunt. “Well,
for my part, sooner than do that, I woald
marry s widower with nine children.”’ —
«] would prefer that myself,’” was the
quiet reply, “bat where is the widower?"”

A coriespondent from the army gives
the following interesting item: *‘In the
 battle we lost the brave Csptain H—.
A cannon ball took off his bead. His
Isst words were, “‘bury me oa the spot
where I fall.” :

Oat fo Cattarsngus Counnty, N. Y., the
people sre all patting shatters on their
houses, so they can nse petroleam, it is 0
mach plentisr snd cheaper than day-light.

Wiiat 1sthe difference between & person
transfixed with amazement, and a
ard’s tail? The one is rooted to the spot,
and the otber spotted to the root.

Two Dulchmen went s-fshing, the
other dsy: *Any ting bits yoa dsre?”
«No, Hans, nodin.”” **Well, sodin pite
me, too.”

" The lstest fashion in Washington of
asking & party what they will take to

——==T
Nelecting Seed Corn.

f “When seed corn has not been sayed
in autumn,”” writes an experienced per-
son, *'it should be selecied from the ecrib
with much care. Choose the long ears,
with large kernels and small cob. ' Let
every ear be broken in two, before shel-
ling. Ifthe pith and cob be bright, the
seed will vegetate; but if they appear to
be water-soaked and are dark-colored and
somewhat mounldy, the vitality of the
germs has been injured if not entirely de-
stroyed. Then with an ax cct off an inch
of the of the ears selectad, and all the ir-
regular kernels at the large end. They
can be cut off quicker than shelled off. —
The small kernels on the tip, and the i~
regular ones on the butt of the esr, will
ot prodnce as much, nor as handsome
grain as those that grow in the middle of
the cob. By continuing to plant the
kernels of the little end of the ears, for a
few years in succession, the ears wiil ba
shorter and the kernel smaller; and the ir-
regular kernels of the batt end will pro-
duce ears destitute of kernels in rows.—
The writer once planted irregular kernels
for a few successive years, and the pro-
duct was short, thick ears, the kernels of
irregular forth, not in rows, on large coba.
When seed corn is obtained from another
part of the count'ry, it will usoally
ripen esrlier when carried south of fhe
locality where it grew. A few miles,
bowever, would make no perceptible
difference. The practice of some farmers
in Central New York is, to obtain seed
that grew near the shores of lakes snd
rivers, which had ripened ten or fourteen
days beflorp that grown on vplands. By
this meana their corn is usaslly fit to cat
up & few days sooner than it would have
been, if they had planted their own sead,
and often escapes early frost.”

Monihly Roscs:
These beautifal objects will now be
growing very rapidly in the greehouses,
and if extra-fine specimens are wanted,
ghould have plenty of room. Ruom ia the
principle secret in obtaining fime plants.
And this, along with a liberal amount of
pot room, with the plants as near to the
glass as they can be pat, will secure Goe
blooms, snd fine plante.
The monthly roses, by which is onder-
stood, the Tea, China, Bourbon, Noisetts,
&o., are the best for pot caiture, althongh
the Remontants will, if properly grown,
give one a magnificent display, superior
for the time being to the monthlies; bat
then the latter—althoogh not prepsred
to barst into bloom in a lamp—will con-
tinue over a much larger space of time;
in fact with a greenhouse to carry through
the winter months, no place need to be
withont roses, at any ceason of the year.
The monthlies like s soil not too stiff,
either in pot or the open ground, while
the Remontants like and do best in a
pretty ratentive soil. At least this is our
expergince. Our soil is natarslly light,
and in this the whole of the monthlies do
splendidly when planted out in the sum-
mer months.
Pretty soon too will be a good time to
put in cottings of roses. W hen the wood
is about half ripe, with the assistance of
s hot-bed, the rooting of rosa enttings is
all but a certaioty, that anything like
moderate skill in the propagator.
It is not ensy to have too many roses
about a place; therefore we say to all
such 83 have the conveniences, propagste
and plaat oat during the summer months,
and at the end of the season they will
bave made handsome sized plants.—
Prairie Farmer..

Poratoes.—To prevent potatoes from

sprouting. A Scotch paper says that ona-
ounce of ammoniacsl liquor (epts. harts-
horn), diloted with & piut of water, fors
bath for potatoes, destroys the power to
vegetate, bt does not injure their quali-

ty for eating. The tubers should be im-

mersed in the bath foor or five dsys and

then dried, This erperiment is easily

tried npon & smalil seale, and if successfal

can be extended at small cost.

The best way that potatoes were ever
cooked is seldom practiced. It is by
rossting in the ashes of wood fire. They
are not only delicious, but bealty food.
When potatoes are boiled, they will be
muoch improved if takenJrom pot as
soon as soft and wrapped in & cloth or
psper snd placed in 8 very bot position,
where the fira will extract the moistare.

Bots 1x Horsgs.—The following, taken
from one of our.exchanges, is said to be
s sure remedy for bots in borses: Take
two qnarts of new milk, snd sweeten it
well with boasy, and tors it down the
borse, and tbe bots will immediately be-
ﬂnlofutlininill.lbq are filled like &
own up bladder. Two bours after dis-
solve ss much sslt in two quarts of water
us can be, give this to the and it
will cut the bots all op, snd nothing will
be seen of them, and your horse is well.

To Desteor Somazr.—Lime some-
ﬁu-h-slndn?to sorrel on
goils, but as a role it has but Tittle effect.
Deep cultivation, snd growiog clover,
bockwhest, or corn sowp broadcast, es-
pecially the two latter crops, will in nine
times out of ten destroy it. It is mot
trae, s some assert, thal sorrel prevails
in stopy lsnd only. It is to be foond
pretty mach in avery Jocslity. Wo bave
it in our lawn, only two or three years
made.— Telegraph. N

 drink fs—"Piease nominate your poison,
gentlemon.” !

_Fud oats, doringthe summer season.



