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LACK OF RUBALINDIVIDUALITY. ]rmuul mth its nover-varying r:-fn\m.

Mit Eprron: It secns that the day
will never nerive when we  farmers
will nssert our individuality, but are

destined to go on in the sune old ding'

dong poth from the eradle to the
grovee  What bas bocome of our
whilom bonsted indopendence, when
it wist snid that the sons of the woil
wore the most independent class on
enrth?  We nre pow,about the most
dopendent closs that can by wtarted,
and enjoy liws of the good things of
this life than any other set of people.

The wost of us go through life
without making sny markor attract-
ing woy altention even in the little
world of sur cirowmsoribod enviren-
meut; gliding on in the same old
grooves, ndhering to thesame ol no-
tions which are ns unchangable asthe
needlo that points to the pole. Time
with us, indeed, secms to have come to
n stand-still.  An original idea, much
lows an original action, naver disturin
the monotony of ham-drum existence;
we are were passive agents in the
hands of the powers and infinences
that be, and nosuch thonglit as chsngo
frowm the sterotyped order of things
vvor euters our noddiea.  Progress, if
progress thore be, advanoes without
our taking & huad in it and the bone-
fits we reap from it are pololy due to
what it contributes to the general wel-
fure by imperoeptable, gradual diffu-
sion, and we feel the beneficiont effects
without knowing its operations, or
L, or from wheneo it origioatod.

Iudividaality, that something un-
common in us that looms up out of
tho dead level of the surronnding
mediom of sameness and madioerity
in ns woaros an artiole as a gem in the
othausted mine. There is such &
strong fumily likenoss that personality
in complotely swallowed up in the
dull, dead samenesa that surrounds
us.  We seom to bo relegated to the
londage of o staguant, unprogressive
conventionality, and become passive
nonentities in this cage of driveling
innction, and blind, submissive fuith
to orthodox, abmolute dogmatismu
There is snch a sameness betwean us
{hat there is no more dissimilitode
oxisting than there is in & flock of
Southdown sheep, and our individu-
ality is such that we can be led by the
nose by noy orooked hormed old ram
that takes the first leap. Wo lead
simply a bread-aond-butter existence,
with no more thought or ambition to
emorge therefrom than the Esquimo
from his ice-bound snow-boand dreari-
ness, Indeed, 8 great many of us
bring to mind Shirley’s desoription of
o similar set of farmers whom he said
wera the men,

“Ha nenr the primitive, they retaln

A seime of nothing but the earth; thelr lrains

Al batrrom hestds tanding sa miseh in want

OF plowlng as thelr grownd.”

To such aa these, lifo has no aspira-
tions beyond the day’s existence, and
it is the same old dull dtﬂ; through-

It matters not whether this beautiful
onrth is elothed in grocn or deaped in
universal drab, lifo has no pootry for
them; it is all proso, auddull at that,
Hir mind is ocenpiod sololy with the
problom of sheer homan, or rther,
brutish existonce —“What shall I eat
and drink, nnd wherowithal be  eloth-
od?  His highest ambition in food
and reat; hin ploasures alimentary,
and his existence ns aneventful ns an
oyster's that nover tickled n palnte,
In short, life with sueh isnothing but
# Inpse of times the only nse made of
it.to ambserve the suimal ermvings and
necossitios of 8 sensuous  existence,
Tho ond of such an eventful earcer in
but the stoppnge of a puir of breath-
ing langs—ono mouth less to foed
Ho is shovelod into his grove to rob
and there in his finis © The oarth sot-
tles over him and there hisn hask (ab
Inst) iy sottled foroverpnd he s no
more missed nmong the donizens of
hin kind than the fox thatdics in his
hole, nud the heritagoe ho loaves bo-
hind him makes no more impredsion
thon the bubble that bursts in mid-
oernI.

Yeu, brothren, by all that is ssored;
by the solemn duties and obligntions
of our hnmanity, we should strive to
elevate ourselves out of such & bond-

N e 1) ones
To wewr the sun how breightly 6 witl whidne,
And know that pobile Ceelings—mauly powers—
Instenl of g herlug strength, msst droop  winl
plie,
Aund enrth with all her plasant fralks aned
vworn,
Fadbe and partlefpete i man's deefie, "

Wo owa it to ourselvos, we owe it to
our children, to beeome disenthrallod
out of this midnight darkness which
has well nigh paralyzed evory ambi-
tion to botter our lot,

And what is anothor phrase of that
aad conditiont Our wives nnd chil-
dren toil and toil and slave from yesr
to year and Ao not go beyond the
smoke of their chimneys exeept onee
in awhile to “meeting” ns s relief from
the intolerable burden of their serf-
like lives. One, in pitiful contempla-
tion ofsuch relentless drudgery, is
tempted to sk, are auch lives, aftor
all, worth living? For what hope have
they of achange from the insufferable
monotonous sumeness that charactor-
izen their existenco from yoar in to
yosrout? And must our ehildren
troad in these self-same footateps? Is
there no prospeet ahead, of impmvo-
meat, of slevation; must they remain
axtornal figures of ignorance, and
their children after them, without an
evolution that looks tos resurrection
outof thwe ingrained mental and bodily
destitution? When we see the tired
dependent, worn-out, overworked look
which marks s farmer i’ orowd of &
thousand; when wo behold the pinch-
od features of his little children, into
whose budding lives but few joys
m nnd each bardened with the

w of her who, in the bright and
happy time, now so long gone au to
soont but & droam, plighted the fuith
w0 loyally and lovingly kept; when we
contemplate this, thon if the wish that
anathoa maraontha may not rost on
the bonds of the human devils who
onst such a blighting shadow in our
livos doos not rise in  the henrt nnd
guther on the lips, ntter sonllow must
bo the ereaturo that renlizes not the
emotion of righteous wrath, nnd
whoue avery fibre does nob tingle with
revengefal indignation.

When Charles 1 resorted to monopo-
liea to replonish his exchequors, the
oxnctions beonme so  opprossive that
Colepepper said in the Long Purlin-
mont: “They sup in our ecup, they
dip inonr disk, they sit by oor fire;
we find them in the dye-fat, tho wush~
bowls, the powdering tub, They

\{L“wlwn wo wilnoess tlu* ur&lnden

have warked and sealed ua from head
to fool.” And nsib wis in Charles'
day, whose cupidity cost him hix haad,
#0 it in now with these monopoly com-
bines who bove even formed a trust
on coffins, thus lovying a tax on our
very dond, aud pursning ‘us to the
very grave, They have indeed mark-

od uod wealed us fron head to fook,
You, fight theeo rapaciovs, innatinte
combines with s vindictive hatred, for
sy what you will it is tho busest hy-

poerisy to protond that we retain any
othor sentiment townrds them, and he

thought with regard £ thom would
fisttor, praise sod frown upon with »
oub-like pure and blarney tho devil
himself. We will prove npostates o
ournelves, traitors to our fmilies, ren-
ogudes to nature, vecreants to avory-
thing we should cherish and hold sa-
cred on earth, if we fail W strain
avery norve and snergy of mind and
body, to ciroumvent the the most dev-
ilinh outlaws in the shape of an onemy
that aver leveled pistol ot mortal
breast demanding your money or your
life. Inwsuch o cnse, ngainat such an
enemy, it is snicidal fo think of rose-
wator, kid gloves or boiled shirt tac-
Lios in onr strategy to strike them in
flank and rear, The God of love will
surely bless and further sch a right-
eous warfare, and “thrico is he armed
who has hie quarrel just.” Unless we
prosecute this holy warfare with
Spartan determination, ours will be
the lot of the moral deawn by the poot
aftor dopleting in the most pathetic
steain, a  desorted Irish village,
“Shrinking from the spoiler's hand,
far, far away, thy children leave the
land.”
“I0) fares the land, to hastening Wis o prey,
When wealth acouniubitos, and men deeny;
Princes and lords muy Nourish, or may (mde,
A brenth ennmake them, an 8 breath s made;

But 8 bold pesanniry, thelr country’s peide,
m«nutmml‘.umh supplied,”

Urrox B, G,

‘w above) In Progressive Farmer.

sharo with the eubtor in hisbox. They |«

who would temporize in wpeech or|i

Teason of the london strike.
(The Iriwh World,)
Tho power to whieh the obstinate
dock companies find it expedient to
yiold aftar 8 month's resistance was

the moral foros of discipline, self-cone

trol und moderstion prossnted by the
army of 160,000 men restraining their
indignation, though gonded by the
mont, proesing want, and sppenling o
the conscienes of the community and
the verdict of publie opinion for the
acljnstment of tho isstio between them
und their employers. For weok after
woek the dook companivs held oub—

offering wmal) concessions so aa notto )

ntirely forfuit their status beforethe
thoir great hope of winning was that

the men would be gosded into salsef | |11

violenoe which would forfuit Fﬂﬁ
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porod with proyious

differently wud:aud.pn-nhl he
son worthy of the earnast stady of ls-
bor organizations and their leaders

evorywhere, MMHM

or revolution, or standing spark ma :
distinet and exolusive olsss, but in en-

tering cordinlly and nnreservedly into
the spirit of the commen weal, resog- -
nizing in the justion of their cause its
true strength and title to publio rec-
ognition, and acoopting the popular
vordiet in the ndjustment of eurrent
disputes. Ou these lines walk Hooor,
Hamonyjand Progress hand in haod,
All other pathe ars beset by danger
and defeat,

Idle capital and idle labor arve fre-
quently clussed ns oqual foroes, sed
it in not uncommon to hear M -rl
tion mads that money ean vot
mmwm
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oy capital o remain idle depends up-
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circnlation. I¢ the volame be mapidly

diminishing ss s resalt of “contrac-

tion” the money oapital is rapidly en-

haneing in valne even wmw‘
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