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A Flerjr $tqed. 

V<Hr otiosity' gi^l^iisS'o^pii^ 
May wortliy of so: 
which have been sung in her praise. 
came dancing along after her feister April 
— who had just lectin a shower of tears 
—with a bright gmtle on her lips, and a 
wondrous rainbow halo about her head. 

Along a pleasant, winding* lonely coun
try road, with splendid great apple and 
pear trees standing on either.side, and 
the spring flowers dotted the green car
pet so thickly that the green is almost 
hidden, comes slowly, on this May-day, 
a diminutive, old odd-looking white horse, 
drawing a small market wagon billed 
with household furniture, accompanied 
by au enormous shaggy Newfoundland 
dog and as pretty a country maid as ever 
milked a cow or made a pat of golden 
butter. 

The broad-brimmed straw hat that she 
wears shades her low brow to which clings 
babyish rings of hair the color of the glos
sy, sattin smooth buttercups, a pair of in
nocently roguish eyes, cheeks brown with 
an underlying tinge of rose, a charming 
red-lipped mouth,'and a'firm, round chin, 

Across the brow, however, at this mo
ment flits the shadow of a frown, and 
look of comic perplexity comes into the 
sweet youug face. The odd-looking 
horse lias stopped in the middle of the 

nibble tlip 
flower-thick grass,; as ' though 'sttddteaVv 
oblivious of every ,tlung undQf^ffie3yp' 
except the tranquility of the- tftmMike 
May afternoon. a;' $ 

"Oh, Charley! Charley I;.go oia|Hj$$| 
mat's a dear!" coaxes the youiigf $rij 
coming to his side and gently pa^ipgjhis 
head with her little brown' Unclovea1 

hand; but Charley merely whisk!; <1 to6-
familiar fly away''With; his' forlorfa/Jdld 
tail, 'and makes no farther sign ; H f I 

*' Charley, good: horse, Charley--- oh! 
why .didn't.I bring some ^girots:.with, 
me ̂ Charley, you jbad^ ..bad,-fellow, rji, 
you don*t go on, I'll whip you as sure! as 
you stand there.. Comk' be 'a darling.*'' 
And thus she ialtefnatelyTtegsfand threat
ens, Lion assisting in dog language, with 
an occasional dash at the beel? of his 
obstinate equine friend; but Charlef re
fuses' to "be a darling," plants liis' feet 
more firmly than; ever,- and;;neVer* stirs; 
and at last, with an apvof resignation, she 

back'to the 'pttth^; seats lieisfejf pjui a 
rude seat formed by nature oi tlie gnar
led roots of a misshapen old tree, and 
waits patientiy tor at least ten minutes. 
At the end of that time ; Charley looks 
about with a just waking-up expression 
in his eves, as'who should say : "Deari 
dear! I quite forgot there was work- to be 
done, " and starts of with quick steps 
that gradually become slower ; 

With a sigli of relief the young girl 
arises and follows—Lion, bounding back 
from the wood, where he has been mak
ing hasty explorations, having it in his 
mind that his mistress is not to be left 
without his protection for more than two 
minutes at a time, takes his place at her 
side—and the perplexed look fades away 
into a smile that, brings ^tp., iligiit....two! 

row's ? Of peral-white teetli. 111 
But, alas! the smile -i» 

another ten minutes, again overcome by 
the beauty and peacefulntJss of the day, 
Charley falls into a reverie,* stops once 
more, and once more refuses most decid
edly to "go oh." 

And in this manner does that dreadful 
horse behave for a , whole hour, making 
short progresses and- long11 pauses, until 
finally coming to the conclusion that 
t l i e r 6 ' . h a < l ^ e j a ^ i i i t f ' s o r t  
of thib^h^d^liltfi'it^l^^ra^is 
on the side of the road, takes up his sta
tion beneath a wide-spreading oak, and 
proceeds to munch ihe young grass at his 
feet, with a look in his eyes that - says as 
plainly is woftfs r-^oitf move 
me if you can;"- • ' 

"Oh, Charley! Charley! how can you?" 
begins the young girl, leudly and indig
nantly. following him with small brown 
hands clasped b«stGchiiitf l w) « ','Ohy,-vou, 
wicked, wicked Cliariey!" 

"Did you call me?" asked a masculine 
voice, to her great astonishment: and as 
with a slight start shquurqs iji thb' direc
tion of the voice she s'ees 'a; youhg vman 
walking rapidly^owauxLier^iie sound of 
his approaching focftsreps -having been 
completely lost in the inquiring bow-wows 
of her canine guardian. "Did you call 
» \ P - ' U ^ i $ p § A « .  - . - . ' . J '  

and looking at nm with fsauK, cmla-
eyes. "I was speaking to the horse. Be 
still. Lion." 

" ijcg parctaarT*.?1toqgfcirfor ap stotwt 
you were speaking to me. It seems I 
have the honor of beifig a namesake of 
your fiery steed. But you are in trouble. 
What is the matter? Can I help you in 
any way?" 

"There's nothing very serious the mat-
tir,v-she says, with a smile.1 We are 
moving to day, and father went on ahead 
a long while ago, having some busines to 
settle with our new landlord, and he must 
be at this very moment waiting for me at 
the new house, and wondering what in 
the world has become of me. You see, 
we have no boys in our family, and the 
other rrirls are younger than myself and 
father and mother both thought—this be
ing a very quiet road—that Lion and I 
could look after Charley and the furni 
ture, but Charley, who generally behaves 
very well has been awfully contrary, and 
has stopped every few moments, and the 
consequence is we have been already two 
hours on a journey that should have tak
en us but one, and there's just as long a 
distance to go yet: and with Charley—oh, 
you wicked horse!— standing under that 
tree, I'don't knew, how we are event© jjofc 
to Orasstf)Vh.r' - - - -

"It's almost is^-frait ft' plight * olftS 
woman was in with her pig, when he 
wouldn't go under the stile, and she was 
alraid she couldn't get home that night," 
laughs .the young man—a, nice-IooKing 
fellow he i^, with "gentleman stamped on 

(use 
flueippii upj|Mry 
"Oh, iio, tnatwounr never do!" she 

ffftjs* shaking her head emphatically. 
^Charley was never whipped in his life. 
He'd b* 80 scared at the vqty sigjit of a 
switch that I believe he'd run awai." . J 

"Wouldn't that be a desirable thing 
under the circumstances?'' asks the 
young man, with a broad smile, the idea 
of the old horse, whose principal desire 
appeared to be not to move at all, run
ning away, striking him as inexpressibly, 
comic and thinking, "bless her kind little 
heart!" he continues. "Well, since you 
refuse the switch, I will try how a com
mand in the masculine voice will affect 
him;" he commanded, "G'long, Charley!" 

Charley started, turned his head to-
wa rd the speaker, recognized a maser, 
backed away from the oak, andwenttoff 
on a quick walk. ' 4 

"Well the idea!"'exclaimed his young 
mistress. 

•' And, now, with your permission, I'll 
walk with you to the end of your jour
ney, for I'm sure if I leave you, Charley 
will note my absence immediately, and 
stop under the next tree." 

" Oh, no, indeed! you must not," says 
the pretty country maid. "You were 
going in an entirely different direction. 
T^could not think of taking you so far 
jSgftof yuuf way, Many thanks for jour 

. kfnd; offer, but indeed, sir, t couldn't. 
^CBariey will behave well npw&k WoA't 
jrpu,, Charley ?" . X . J .-JL 

m Good heavens.! I nevter;. .kfic ty,. my 
$i£me was so musical before*% thinks; the 
yojinjg* mac, ,and then |xplgftjs:£44J was 
going in-an entirely different..oiAction 
oecause I.misse^ my ? train at. the„ last 
station, and, if I had Waited1, wouldhave 
h^d to wait two hours for another:,; but 
Iking ; rather impatient by nature; and 
tempted by the fine day, I set outtd *ralk, 
my destination being the, next viliage. 
And; enow if I return with jqu. J.. §hjdi 
have a iaucli pleasanter walk,; catch tlie 
next train, and lose po tiW 'after all. 
Lion approves ,of, my plan. Don't. you 
Lion?" And Lion, usually Very suspi
cious of strangers, comes .and lays his 
startbngly cold nose in hi»- ne^ friend's 
hand. 

•' And so the two young peoplewalk 
along side hy side, crushing the pretty 
flowers\ under_ their feet as they go, and 
Qhar}py,'looking back .evei'xlngp,', and 
then out of. the corner of. his right eye 

m 

to see if the masculine voice is still there, 
never falters, but keeps steadily on his 
winding way. After a few moments 
silence the inocent little maid raises her 
blue eyes- -they have been hidden by the 
long lashes—and says, in a shy voice: 

"You said your wese going to Daisy-
ville. I have lived there all my life." 

"Not a very longtime," says the young 
man, with a smile. 

"Seventeen years. I was born and my 
three sisters were born in the same little 
farm house we are leaving now." And a 
tear trembles on the loner lashes and 
rolls down the round rosy cheek. 

The 3-oung man looks at the tear with 
pitying wonder. 

"And were you happy there?" he asks. 
"So happy," replies the girl, "that we 

fear we never will be half as happv any
where else. And"—a sudden* light 
breaking over her face—"I believe that 
is what ails Charley. He knows it isn't 
right that we should be going to a 
strange place, and does his best, poor 
fellow, to prevent our going." 

"Undoubtedly." graveiv assents her 
companion. "But why, if you will per
mit me to ask, are you bidding larewell 
to Deisyville'? G'long, Charley," as 
Charley evinces a desire to listen to the 
conversation. 

"Father didn't own the place. He had 
it on a long lease, which ran out that very 
week (a month ago) our old landlady 
died, and her heir—a nephew—and his 
mother are coming to take posession of 
the estate, and they want our farm-house 
for their gardener. When Mrs. Marks 
wpf aliva, h$i\ g^rdner .had^oqi^s pvtr 
tlie stable, and very comfortable! rooms 
tlwy *fcr^ to6, aftd *tfce Mkit£hei%aWeri» 
was just back of the big house. But I 
suppose the n^w| pe|)rfl^ arQ m<^rc stylish 
than the old ones, and want their kitchen-
garden larger and father away than Mrs. 
Mark's was, and so they take us from 
our home, and we are obliged to move to 
Grasstown." 

'AAncj are your father and .mother as 
nuich attached to Daisyvill'e ''ds yOrilmd 
your sisters aie?" he asks. 

"Even more attached to it," she an
swers. "if that be possible. It almost 
breaks my heart to see mother's sad 
face. But I must try to make my new 
home as bright for them as I can—that is 
if ever I get tnere. Oh, dear! how very 
unfortunate that Charley should have 
taken it into his head to be so naughty 
this day of all others!" 

"On the contrary, I think, Miss Gray" 
- it has transpired that her name js bes-
sie Gray—"that it is the mo3t. fortunate 
thing that could have happened." 

Her blue eyes and red "mouth open in 
wonder. 

"Because"—answered the look—"if 
Charley had behaved well instead of 
badly, you would have been at Grasstown 
long before this, and I should not have 
had the pleasure of meeting you. And 
now I am about proposing something 
which will seem 

begun speech, and runs laughingly to 
him, and taking the hat out from his hand, 
fans him energetically while she explains, 
"Charley was the matter, father. You 
can't think how aggravating he's been, 
he wouldn't go until this gentleman"— 
with another pretty blush—"was kind 
enough to make him go." 

The old man looked keenly at the 
young one. "And pray where" did you 
come from, and who may you be?" he 
asked, sharply. 

"I will tell you where I came from, and 
how 1 happened to meet your daughter, 
at some future time. Meanwhile you will 
learn from this who I am"—handing a 
card to the old farmer, on which was en
graved, "Charles Marks, Jun." 

"Our old landlady's nephew and heir?" 
" The same, at your service; and hav

ing no desire, in spite of my agent's ar
rangements to thfi contrary, to begin my 
life in Daisyville by turning so worthy 
a tenant" (in his heart he added, " with 
so pretty a daughter") "out of the house 
he has occupied so many years, I was 
just prosposing to Miss Gray as you 
made your appearence that Chailey 
should be stopped in his mad career, and 
once for all be turned towads his old 
home." 

" Are you quite in earnest, sir?" 
" Never more so in my life. Whoa, 

Charley, poor old boy!" and around went 
horse and wagon, and off started the 
fiery steed so fast that they could no 
longer follow him, Lion, "leaping a yard 
in the air" in the exuberance of his de
light, galloping by his side 

" He's all right," said the old man, his 
face beaming with happiness. And won't 
mother look wonderfully surprised when 
she sees him coming up the lane. I don't 
know how to thank you sir.1' 

" Don't thank me. I deserve no 
thanks," says Charles Marks, holding 
aside a low-hanging tree branch that 
Bessie may pass under. 

"And the new gardener?" asks Bessie, 
looking back at him. 
^" Will have the rooms over the stable. 

You know you said they were 'verv com
fortable.' " 

"But your train?" persisted Bessie, 
with the first, gleam of coqueti y that ever 
sparkled in her blue eyes. 

"I'd much rather walk," says Mr. 
Marks. 

When next the blossoms are on the 
orchard trees and the spring flowers are 
running wild through the grass there is 
a new mistress at the big house in Daisy-
ville—a pretty little thing, with lovely 
blue eyes, bright golden hair, and a 
sweet cheerful voice. Her name is Bes
sie, and she is the idol of her husband, 
and, strange as it may appear, the be
loved of her mother-in-law. 

And in the stable, as well, nay, better, 
cared for than the handsome ponies and 
the ^plendid chestnut, is an old, white, 
odd-looking horse, called Charley, nis 
days of toil are over, and all his ways 
are ways of pleasantness, ana all his 
paths are paths of peace.—Harper * Week-

'ly. 

reaching them seemed hopeless; yet hap
pening to pass a hunter, he snatched his 
gun and so succeeded in intercepting the 
raging animal and saving his sons. 

And what do you think the kittens 
were that they had been carrying so care
fully in their arms at the risk of their 
lives? They were young wolves. No 
wonder the mother-wolf pursued the boys 
with such fierce haste! But the little 
boys were greatly distressed when their 
father insisted upon having their rough 
little pets killed. 

HOUSE AND FARM. 
The Parable of tlie Lark. 

Two wedded larks were safely hid 
Below the waving wheat, 

Where in the summer-time they made 
There nest Avith grasses sweet. 

And from the eggs the mother warmed 
Beneath her downy breast-

Out peeped a brood of pretty birds 
To make their parents blest. 

Built in t^e furrow of a plow, 
The nest was well coneealed, 

And all around this happy home 
Stretched out the golden field. 

One dewy morn the father's wins 
Was soaring to the sky, 

As with his slomg-voieed notes he held 
His jubilee on high. 

The sen tie mother heard his song. 
And knew love filled his breast; 

But in her heart were anxious thoughts, 
As she sat near the nest. 

For the Youug People. 

The Pretty Kil tons. 
A long time ago, not many years after 

the old revolutionary war, there lived in 
the northern part of South Carolina a Mr. 
Williams. 

The country was not at that time very 
thickly settled, and bears, wolves and 
such like neighbors were not. so rare in 
the forests as they are now. 

This Mr. Williams had two little boys, 
Robert and Samuel, about ten and eight 
years old. 

One day these little boys had been to 
the field, a considerable distance from 
the house, to carry their father's dinner 
to him, and coming back concluded to 
go round through the woods. 

There was a beautiful little brook run
ning through a deep shaded glen, where 
they played a long time, then climbing 
over the steep hillside, they came upon a 
hole in the rock like the mouth of a cave 
this was quite a discovery, and they 
scrambled into it with feud exclamations 
of delight. 

They were still wondering and admir 
ing, when from a bed of leaves, that 
seemed to have been driven by tlie wind 
into one corner, they heard a strange 
weak cry,^ as of some young animal. 
Fearless iitte country boys that they were 
they hastened to the spot, and— 

"O what beautiful little kittens," they 
both exclaimed. "Let's carry them home, 
they will die here. Where could they 
have come from?" 

The^e were just two, so each topk one 
in his arms and started homeward eager 
to show their treasures. The little 
creatures seemed to be very wild and 
tit^cu, aatLtUa.boys ,Iattghed toutiiy—at 
the way they snapped and snarled at 
them, but held on to them with deter
mined kindness. 

They had gotiontoufcof the woods and 
were crossing a large open field, when 
they heard some one shouting to them. 

"Robert! Sam! run for your lives!" 
They looked around, and there, not far 

behind them, was a large wolt following, 

"My little darlings," then she said, 
"I charge you listen well 

To all the farmer says to-day, 
That you each word may "tell. 

The glittering scythe will reap the wheat 
Which bends with golden weight, 

And if it touch my prett}' brood, 
'Twould leave me desolate!" 

The faithful mother sought for food 
In fields both far and near, 

Oft wondering, as she homeward fiew, 
What news would greet her ear. 

Five little throats were opened wide, 
To give the instant warning, 

That all the neighbors had been calledj 
To reap the Held that morning. 

"My heart's relieved," the mother said: 
"I surely need not fear; 

For neighbors will not cut the grain, 
And we may linger here. 

Listen again." the old bird said. 
As from the nest she tlew, 

"And tell me what the farmer says 
i To morrow hewill do." 

At night the fluttering wings expressed 
Great terror and alarm; 

"We heard," they said, "the master's 
Invited to th'c farm." 

The mother-lark was peaeeful still; 
Her little ones she led; 

And many a time she whispered soft, 
"His friends I do not dread." 

Once more returned from errands sweet 
The lark inquired the news; 

"He'll reap his field himsrlf he saw, 
And not"a wheat-ear lose!" 

"Make haste! make haste!" the mother 
cried, 

Stretch our your tiny wings: 
The brave intent to work hinisu'lf 

No disappointment brings. 

"The farmer's work will now be done. 
He trusts no more his friends; 

And surely he's the wisest man 
Who on himself depends." 

—Old School-louk. 

Experiments With Fertilizers. 

The following directions for conduct
ing experiments with fertilizers are giv
en by Wolff, the leading European auth
ority on this subject: 

"It is ol the greatest importance to the 
farmer to find out which of the more im
portant ingredients of plant food his toil 
in its actual condition fails to supply in 
sufficient quantity for the production of 
the largest possible crops, and which, 
when directly added, would therefore ex
ercise an especially favorable and power
ful influence. This can be done practi
cally only by properly conducted fertil
izing experiments. With this in view, it 
would be well, first, to arrange some 
trials in which the separate elements of 
plant food are employed, each by itself 
alone, in the form of a deflinite salt as 
pure as possible. I propose for this end 
trials with the following articles: 

1. Phosphoric acid in superphosphate, 
from Baker Guano or Mejillones guano ' 
which contains little nitrogen (in lack of 
this, good superphosphate from phos
phorite or bone black), 

2. Nitrogen in Chili saltpetre (nitrate 
of soda) or crude sulphate of ammonia. 

Potash in fivefold concentrated 
potash salt, which is the same as sold in 
this country as "muriate of potash" of 
80-84 per cent, (or high grade sulphate of 
potash). 

4. Magnesia, in epsom salts (crude 
sulphate of magnesia.) 

5. Plaster. 
0. Burnt liiui. 
The trials neud net, by any means, ex

tend over very large lots. Often small 
plots oi'five and a h°lf square rods each 
will suffice. Bi.t the w'.iole ground 
under experiment should, by all means 
be of uniform quality, and two cr three 
plots must always be left unmatured for 

their track. ;j comparison. 
Clutching thqir yretty kittens more I The arraPgem«nt arc! order of the!pilots 

tightly than ever, they did run with all I ^ quality of the soil is uniform, can 
their might, but their enemy was gaining I Panned as is most convenient, just as 
on them every moment. Now the . house I the lay of the land and the kind of prep-
was in sight; but they were so tired, ! ;U'ati°u make desirable; for instance, as 
would they ever get there.'' Already thev j **''Iows: 

xtremely absurd to you i could hear the quick tread of the wolf I V En
t
ma.nurfd- ?• Superphosphate. 3. EP?om salts. 

although in reality the wisest thing that j close behind tlieni: aod something eta>!!. VtSKB"' 
could be done undei the circumstances, was coming uagi) on$ side. Gould it uL The seoarate materials should be ap-
bupposewe turn Chadey's head in the | â W'̂ b̂ê ed̂ ĝ p̂lied in such proportions as about c?r-
ducction ol las old home, and see what j look. "Poor fvmi, his little tired Tegs al-t respond to au average manuring. For 
spfJ Jlf, ? 'U m:lke fheu • j most refused to cirry-Mm, bullhere was j instance:—for each five rods, 10 lbs. each 

But, looking at him half frightened as never a thought of. letting -o the kittens of superphosphate, epsomsalts and plas-
a Lion bounds forward with a loud joy- for the erh'ol wclf to ent. I ter: 0 lbs.'each of potash salt, Chili 'salt-

man'who ! A step or two more.' aiid there was the j peter, or sulphate of ammonia,and 25 lbs. 
quick report of a gun, a furious howl, ; ot quick lime. The latter nviv be 

once or twice their bulk of goo? earth 
rich in vegetable matter,or with tolerably 
moist sawdust, in order to insure 
more thorough and even distribution. 

The spreading should be done a consid
erable time before the planting. It will 
be well to even off the ground first with a 
light harrow, spread the fertilizers, and 
then work them into the soil with a strono 
harrow in the usual way. It is still better-
to turn the fertilizers under by shallow 
ploughing, ana then proceed with the 
preparation and planting of the field as 
usual. If the seperate plots are once ac
curately staked off, and the fertilizers 
carefully distributed in their appropriate 
aivisions, the plough and harrow may be 
passed freely fronf one plot to another 
without fear of any sonsiderab'.e shifting 
of the fertilizers^ especially when un-
manured spaces two feet wide are left 
between the plots, and, after planting, 
left as paths. Tne trials should be made 
on land which is exhausted, in the agri
cultural sense of the word, and would, in 
ordinary practice, have been again dressed 
with stable manure. They should be re
peated for at least three to six years in 
succession, in the same manner, with the 
same Quantity of fertilizers on the same 
plots, each year, only changing the crops 
to be raised, as the course of rotation re
quires." 

The Origin of Vaccination. 

Ail honor to the name of the immortal 
Jenner, who sleeps in his quiet grave on 
the green clifts of Folkestone. What a 
glorious morning "for England, home and 
beauty" was that of the 14th of May. 
179C, the birthday of vaccination! On 
that day matter was taken from the hand 
of Sarah Nelmes, who had been infected 
while milking her master's cow, and this 
matter was inserted by two superficial 
incisions into the arms of James Phipps, 
a healthy boy of about eighteen vears of 
age. He went through the disease in a 
regular and satisfactory manner; but the 
most asitating part of the trial still re
mained to be tried. It was needful to 
ascertain whether he was free from con
tagion of small pox. This point, so full 
c f anxiety to Dr. Jenner, was fairly put to 
issue on the first of the following July. 
Small pox pustule, was carefully inserted 
by severel incisions, but no disease fol
lowed. Now, by thi3 simple and brave 
experimert ujion the lad James Phipjis, 
Dr Jenner established a law which the 
experience of millions upon millions of 
human beings, in generations since, has 
only served to strengthen. It is wonder-

nds I f ul, too, to think that there can be a 
'single individual in these islands who 
I cannot see, at a glance, the simplicity, 
beauty and truth "of this law. There is 
no contagion in the world so certain and 
sure as the .coutagion of small pox— 
not even that of hydiophobia or rabies in 
the dog. The very emanations or exhal
ations Ironi the body of any"one sick of 
the small pox, if breathed by a healty 
person, are, in mauy instancss, sufficient 
to induce the disorder; and yet there is 
this healthy young boy, James Phipps, 
who receives the small pox matter into 
his very blood, and still he does not take 
the disorder.—CaxxelV* Maqazine. 

A Household Convenience. 

Get a dry-goods box the size you want, 
have some one put plain strips on the 
cornei s aud around the edge of the cover. 
Then paint it black or dark brown; have 
it as smooth as you can make it by rub
bing with sand-paper. Have some press
ed flat autumn leaves, flowers and ferns, 
also some small pictures that are painted; 
cut them out, have birds, flowers, and 
butterflies, glue these all over the box: 
when dry, vamisb two or three times. If 
you like you can have the . top covered 
with a cushion, also have some handles 
on each end, and castors under the bot
tom. For the inside you can have a pocket 
on the lid in the shape of an envelope. 
Then at each end have a narrow box fast
ened towards ths#top for holding balls of 
yarn, stockings, or anything and every
thing that gathers in a mother's basket. 
This is pretty enough for any one's sitting-
room. 3 

l'ul bark to meet a stalwart old 
comes suddenly around a cornor, his hat 
in one hand and a red silk handkerchief 
in the other, and who shouts the moment 
he catchcs sight of her. 

"Why, girl, where have ,you been? 
What on earth's the matter?'' 

Bessie leaves unfinished the "But"— 

Hi® gi^en them t(\trnihg'. Ctftssfog front 
one part to aapibin *?f he had 
seen their danger, but the chance of 

plaster should be applied in finely 
ground condition. The other materials 
should be mixed before spreading with 

Soft Soap. 

There is a good deal of discussion 
about the use of soft soap for killing in
sects on plants. One farmer recomends 
its use even for killing earth worms. An
other says it effectually kills the g.-een 
fly on rose leaves. We have personally 
tried hard soap for killing scales on 
plants, finding that it loosens the scale so 
that it can be removed by rubbing with 
a cloth But what is it that kills the in
sect? The alkali. Then why will not 
ashes applied directly, without the inter
vention of greese, be more economical* 
Lime water will kill earth worms in flow
er pots. It will kill the green fly. We 
wish some of our farmer readers would 
tell us their experience in this direction. 
Lye has been experimented with and its 
results have been #iven, but our farmers 
need urging to try for themselves. Let 
us see what effect lye will have. 

Weeds as Food Plants. 

Among our common weeds are to be 
found many that are occasionally used as 
food. The tender stalks of burdouk some 
people eat as asparagus. Cheek weed, 
boiled, in the spring, is considered as re
markably good greens. Shepherd's purse 
has a taste, when boiled,- approaching 
that of cabbage. Lamb's -lettuce, or pig
weed, is sometimes boiled and eaten as 
spinajre. The common nettle is esteemed 
in Scotland, Poland, and Germany, a good 
substitute for spinage. Tlie willow-herb 
has tender shoots in the spring, which 
may be eaten as asparagus. Purslane is 
eaten ny many as greens, and is much 
liked. The ox-ey<- daisy produces in 
spring succulent, tender leaves, which 
are used in Italy as salads. 

Pure Tl ater.—To prevent cistern water 
from becoming ofl'ensive and impure, have 
the supply pipe run nearly to the bottom 
of the well, where the supply of purest 
water is alwavs to be obtained. 

JftJl TiTI'TTjLrjMl-! M WjlU . 


