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T HE H B M E C I R [} LF the diggings and invested infine clothes. | the road-~close up to tho wagon.. Do you | active volcano, and was vomiting acres and
' He looked like another man, but he was | think You will ever buck at monte again, | acres of hot lava, :
e — s e | still the samie Armstrong, nevertheless, He Armstrong $ Then the seenes werg shifted, and he
THE SUMMONS.

I think the leaf would sgoner
Be the first to break away
Than to hang alone in the urehard
To the bleak, Novemher day,
And I think the fate of the flower,
Lhat £falls in the midst of bloom,
ie sweeter than if it lingered
To die in the autumn’s gloem,

Eome glowing golden morning,
In the heart of summer time,

As'T stand in the perfect vigor
And strongth of my youth's glad prime,

¥hen my hoeart is Tight and huppy,
And the world seems brighit to me,

1 would like to drop from this eartii-lifa
Asa green leaf drops from the treo.

f8ome day, when the golden glory,
Of June is over the earth,

And the birds are singing together
In & wild, mad strain of mirth,

When the skies are na clear and cloudless
A3 the skies ot June cap ba,

I weuld like to have the ENMIONS
Bent duwn from God to me,

1 would not wait for the fu- rows,
For the faded eves and hsir,

But pass ont, switl and sudden,
Ere I grow hesrt-sick with care.

I would break, some morn, in my singing,
Or fall in my epringing wall,

Asa full-blown Aower will somietimes

. Drop ull abloom from the stalk,

80, In my yonih's glad morning,
While the summer walks abroad,
¥ would like to hear the summons
That must come, somctime, from God;

1 would pass from earth’s perfection
To the endless June ah'&c,

From the fullness of Jivi 5 and loving
Lo the noon of immortal love.
S e N e e

ARMSTRONG, ;

In the early days of Culiforpia—the olden
days of gold, or the golden days of old, as
You please—in a certain miners’ eamp, on
the Yuba river, there lived a queer goning
uamed Armstreng.  He was an lionest
miner, vot ditfering materially from lis fel-
lows, except that he bad 4 curious liabit of
speaking to himself. For the simple reason
that he departed from the commion custom
in tlus owe particular be was, of colrse,
voted crazy Ly the other miners, To eall
persans “erazy’ who do not follow the cus-
toms of the majority, is a constant habit
with men. But, day after day, Armstrong
worked away with his pick and shovel, car-
ing nothing for the remarks of the neigl-
bors, and seeming to wish for no other part-
uer In his toils or bis rest eave the invisible
persouage whom he always addieszed in tlie
sccond person singulur, and with whom he
was almost constantly in close conversation,
'The common drift of his talk, while at
work, would be about as tollows:

* Rather tough work, Arnsirong—rich
dirt—grub a dollar a pound—no time to
waste—piteh in, sir—hanged if T don’t wish
I was in the States.  This mining's mighty
bard work. Nonsense, Armstrong; what a
fool you ure to be talking In that way ; with
three ounces a day right under your feet,
and nothing to do but just to dig it out.”

Iis conversation would be duly punctu-
ated with strokes of the pick and lifts of
tlie loaded shovel. And so the days would
pass along, and Armstrong worked, apnd
slept, and with his invisible partuer. Well,
it happened in due course of time, that the
elass of humnn vanpires, commonly called
grmblers, made their appearance at the
eamp where Armstrong worked. As lie
was not nbove following the exumple of Lis
follows, he paid the new comers a vigit. 1t
is the same old story. After wuatching the
game nwhile, he concluded it was tife : sin‘_l-
plest thing in the world. So he tried his
luck and won—a hundred dollars! Now,
suy new experience would always set.Arm-
s.rong to thinking and talking to hmfscli
worse than ever. It was so this time.
o Now, Armstroug,” be sald, as be hesitat-
ed about geing to work next moruing, “that
is the easiest Lrudred dollars you eveér made
i your life. What's the use of your golng
into a hole in the ground to dig tor three
aunces a day? 'The fact is, Arinstrong, Fou
are sharp. You were not made for this
kind of work. Supposs you just throw
awuy your pick and shoevel, leave the mines,
buy a suit of store elothes and d:'er‘-fx up
like a gentleman, and go at some busitess
iliat s0its your talent.”

Artsiroig wis 0ot long in puliing these

: : : e
houghits and eavings into getivn, e lell

wiag not long in finding an opportunity to
try a new profession. Walking forth in his
fresh outfit, he had just cencluded a long
talie With himself about his bright prospects
when he halted in front ot a iaige tent with
a sign on it, * Miners' Rest.” Armstrong
went in. It did not scem to him that he
stald very long, bat it was long enough to
work a wondertal revolution in his teelings,
When e came out he was a changed man—
that is to say, he wasa “changeless’” man.
He was thunderstruck, aniazed, bewildered,
He had lost his money, lost lis new pros-
pect, lost hiz self-conceit—Ilost everything
but his new clothes and his old habit of
talking to himself. It is useless to sy that
Armstrong wazs very mad. But there was
1o one to be mad at but Armstrong him-
self. so self number two was in for a rough
lecture,

* Now, Armstrong, yon are a nice speci-
men-—yoeu fool—you bilk—you dead beat—
you inf—" Well, I need not repeat all the
hard things he said. Like King Richard,
be *Yound within himself no pity for Lim-
self.”?

But mere words were not sufficient. It
wis a time for action. But Armstrong
never onee thought of shooting, drowning,
hanging or any other form of sunicide. He
| was altogether too original, as well as too
sensible for that, Yet he was resolved on
sonrething real and practical in the way of
reformatory punishnent. He felt the need
of a eélf-imposed decree of baakruptey,
thut should render the present failure as
coplete as possitle, and prevent 2 mmilar
course of foolishness in the future.

So the broken firm of “ Armstrong &
Selt” went forth in meditation, long and
deep. Sorne of his thonghts were almost
too deep for utterance. Bt finally he stood
by the dusty road along which the freight-
ing wagons were hauling supplies to the
tmining camips up the Sacramento. Oue of
these wagons, drawn by six yoke of oxen,
was passing. Saap, suap, snap, in slow,
irregular succession, came the keen, sting-
ing reports of the long Missouri ox-whip,
“Ge-up! A-haw-a-haw ! Wo-haw I shout-
ed the fall, dust-begrimed driver, as he
swiing his whip and cast a sidelong glance
at the broken firm, and wondered ** What
in thunder all thean store-clothes was a-doin’
thar.,”  Now, when A rmstrong  saw the
long colwmn of white dust rising behind
that wagon he was taken with an idea, 8o
he shouted to the driver to know if Le
might be allowed to walk in the road be-
hind the wagon.

¢ Get in and ride,” zaid the driver.

 No," said Armstrong, * I wish to walle.”

 Then walk, you cruzy fool,” was the ae-
commodating response, as the driver swung
his whip.

Then eame the tug of war. Greck never
met Greek more flercely than did the two
contending =pirits composing the firs of
Armstrong & Belf at that partiecular mo-
ment. *Now. Armstrong,” said the impe-
rious head of the firm, * you get right into
the middle of that road, sir, and walk in
that dust, behind that wagon, ail the way
to the Packer's Tioost, on the Yuba river.”
* What, with these clothes on? Why, it's
fifteen miles, and dusty all the way.” “No
matter, sir, take the road. You squander
your money at three-card monte; '] teach
you 4 lesson.”?

*Geup!  A-haw-a-haw I shouted the
driver, as hic glanced over his shoulder with
a curious mingling of pity, contempt and
wonder on his dusty face. More and more
spitefully snapped the swingitig whip as the
slow-paced oxen toiled mile afler mile un-
der the heat of a September sgn. And
thiere, in the road, trudged Armstrong be-
hind the wagon—slowly, wearily, thought-
fully, bat not sillently. He was a man who
always epoke his thoughta,

** This serves you right, Armstrong, Any
man who will fool his money away at
nonte deserves to walk in the dust.”? It
will spoil these clothes.,” * Well, don’t
you deserve it?"?  * The dust fills my eyes,”
“Yes, aby man who gambles all his ‘dust’
away at three-card monte deserves to have
du=t in his eyes—and alkali dust at that.”
t The dust chokes me.” ** All right; any
mian Wi Wil buck at monte deserves to be

clighked.  Beep the road, sir, the middle of|

And 0 the poor culprit, sel f-arrvested, self-
condemned, coughed, and sneezed, and
choked, and walked, and talked, mile after
mile, and hour after hour; while the great
wagon groaned ahd creaked, the driver
bawled and swung his whip, the patient
oxen gave their shonlders to the yoke, und
the golden sun of September sunk wearily
toward the west. The shadows of evening
were beginning to full when the wagon
halted at the place called Packer’s Roost,
on the Yuba.

** Here we rest,” sighed Armstrong, just
above his breath, as he looked at the stieam.
* No you don’t,”” answered the head of the
firm. *You buck your money at monte,
and talk about resting! Now, Armstrong,
2o right down the bank, sir, into that river,”
As the command was peremptory, and a
spirit of obedience was thought the safest,
Armstrong obeyed without parley; and
down he went, over head and ears, store
clothes and all, into the cold mountain
stream. It was along time that he remain-
ed in the water and under the water. He
woulld come to the surface every little while
to tail, you understand. It was impossible
for Armstrong to forbear talking. “ 0,
yes,” he would say, as he came np and
snafied the water from his nose, “you’ll
buck your money away at three-card inonte,
will you? How doyoulike the water cure??
His words were, of course, dul ¥ punetuated
by irregular plunges and catchings of
breath.

It go happened that the man who kept
the shanty hotel at the Packer’'s Roost had
awoman for a wife. She, being a kind-
hearted ereature, besought her lord to oo
down and * help the poor crazy man out of
the water.” ;

 Pshaw 1" said the ox driver, * he ain't

fcrazy man; lie's a fool. IHe walked be-
hind my wagon and taiked to himself all
the way from Serabbletown,”
* Thereupon rose a lengthy discussion
about the difference between a crazy wan
and a tool. Buat after a while, the landlord
and the ox-driver went down to the bank
and agreed to go Armstrong’s seeurity
against bueking at monte in the future if he
would come out of the water. So0he came
out and went up to the house,

**Will you havea cup of tea or coffes”
inquired the woman kindly,

* Yos, madiain,? gaid Armstrong, 1 will
take both.”?

* Ho is as erazy a3 he can be, sure,” said
the womau. But she brought the two eups
as ordered, * Milk and sugar £ she inguir-
ed, kindly, as hefore.

** No, madam ; mustard and red pepper,”’
answered Armstrong. ;

‘I do believe heis a fool,” said tiie wo-
man, as she went for the pepper and mus-
tard. :

Armstrong, with deliberate cooiness, put
a spoonful of red pepper inta the tes and a
spoonful of mustard into the coffe, Then
he poured the two together into a large
tiu cup. Then the old confiict raged again,
and high above the din of rattling tin eups
and pewrer spoous, sounded the stern coin-
mand, ** Armstrong, drink it, sir—drink it
down. A momentary hesitation, and a
few desperate gulps, and it was down, 0,
dear,” groaned our perv,as bis throat burn-
ed and the tears ran from his eyes, ‘‘yon
buck your money away at three-card t ofite,
do you ¥

Now, the Thomsonian dose above de-
scribed very neurly cuded the battie with
poor Armstrong, He was silent for (nite a
time, 2ad everybody else was silent.  Affer

a while the landlord ventured to swgest.

that a bed could be provided if it was de-
gired. ** No.” sald Armstrong, ** Dl slaep

 on the floor. You sce stranger,” eaid he
4 o ¥

eyeing the landlord with a peculiar eXpres-
slon, **this tool Lias been sguandering wold-
dust at monte, and he does not deserve to
sleep i a bed, :

Bo Armstrong ended the day’s battle by

going to bed on the floor. Then . came the'

dreams. He first dreamed that he was
sleeping with his head on the north pole
and his feet in the tropies, while all the
miners of Yaba were ground-sliuielng in his
stomich, Next
Wwed Mount Shusts for supper, and that
the old monotain had sudd

seemned to have found his final abode in &
place of vile smellsand fierce Aames, polites
Iy called the antipodes of lieaven. And
while he writhed aud groaned in sleeplesy
agony, & fox-tailed fiend with his thumb at
iz nose was saying to him ina mocking
voice : * Fou buek your money away af
three-card monte, do you—hey 2 But even
this troubled sleep had an end at last, and
Armstrong arose. - When he looked at him-
gelf in the broken looking-glass that hung
on the wall, he thought his face bore traces
of wisdom that had never been there befote,
Sohesald: “I think you have learnhed a
lesson, Armstrong. You can go to your
mining now, sir, and let monte alone
Time showed that he was right. THis les-
son was well learned. The minerslooked a
little curions when he re-appeared at the
camp, and still called him crazy. But he
had learned o lesson muny of themn never
learned, poor fellows, They continued .
their. old way, making money fast and
spending it foolishly—even giving il to
monte dealers. Buat the Armdtrong firm
was never broken in that way but once.
After that, whenever he saw one of the pe-
culiar signs, “* Robber’s Roost,” * Fleecer’s
Den," or * Fool's Last Chance,’? Armstrong
would shake his head with a knowing alr,
and say to himself as he passed along: O,
yes, Armstrong, you've been there; yom
know all about that; you: don’t buck your
money away at three-card monte-—nog
much 7 :

Written for the Rocky Mauntain Husbandman.
HOW TO IMPROVE TIME, =

There are many ways of improving time.
1f we weuld try to realize and linprove the
opportunities that often slip by vuheeded
and uncarred for, how much we might ac-
complish.

I think the right way to improve time
would be  to treasure up cuor lelsire 'mo-
ments and spend them, not in idleness or
frivolous occupations, but in reading useful
and interesting books. "The reading of his-
tory, orations and travels would cultivate
the mind, and T think that the reading of
such poets as Longfellow, Moore and Burns
would cultivate both the head and the heart.
Many of our most able writers are persons
that have had to struggle with poverty, and
weet the cold and contemptuops censure of
the proud. and anfeeling; yet by patience
and perseverance, to what heights of honor
and tame have many of them ascended;
and itis only by labor and pelseverance
that they have achieved their greatness and
erowned their names with glory and re-
nowu, .

I have often thought that if we could re-
alize how much our country and peopls
have improved since the landing of the pil-
grims at Plymouth rock, on December 16¢h,
1620, that it would  make us ambitious te
learn more every day, and becore more en- ¢
lightened, and to be able to penetrate the
mysteriee of science and learn of fuots thag
4s yet remain undiscovered. & Y

We may  often feely discouraged at not
making more rapid progress in our studies,
but we should mpress upon our minds the
fact that our education is not to be attained
in a week or a month, but only by persever-
ing application to our studies, and 8 prqper
improvement of our opportuniiies.

There is aiways a helping band for those
who are willing to help themselves, My
own experience has taught mein a great
degree to rely upon myself; and from a
few lustances that have come under my own
observation, I have tound that thereis al-
ways zome fricnd to help those who are
really desivous of earning, and I believe
that we can all accotnplish much more than
we think if we only try to improve our
tiwe 85 we shouald do, for ** God belps those
who help themselves, PHEBE.

GOLDEN SHEAVES.
The truth’s worst foe 1 he ﬁ'.ﬁgclaima
o act a3 God’s avenger,

Andidresm, beyond his sentry beat,
The erystal walls in danger.

—Bel{-will is so ardent and active, thatit

he dreamed he had swal. |

' obecowe an | whivh costs ug thing,

will break « theé world te - pleces to make a

i atoul to slt upon,

A ghod word is anessy obligation, but
L net to sgeak 31 reguires ouly cur sileuge,




