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Weaving the Web.

“This morn I will weave my web” she sald,

As she 8"ood by her loom in the rosy light,

And henyaung ey«s, hopefuily siad and clesr |,

*Follpw d atar the swallow’s ight, ¢
“As soonus the duy’s tirst tusks are done,
While-yetd nm iresh-und streng,” saia she,

“I witl hasten to weave the beautiful web

w IHM ivknows; but me.
'\.‘ .‘ - Sl
I will*wed¥eTt nfecr wWil'Weaveit fuir,
And ah! how the colors will glow!” she

- .x..hn:;q‘ y e, L g
M8 less.and sthong will I weave. mx, web

That perhuaps it will live after I am dead.”
But tire morning hours sped on apace;

The air grew swaot: with the breath of June;
And the younye Love hid by the waiting lo-m,

Tangled the uu'_?nds asshe humumua tune.

VAN ! Tife s so rich and full?'ﬁhe"cf-ﬁl:'a.
“An;l morn is short though the days are
This noon [ will weave my beautiful web,
1 will weave it carefully, fioe aud strong.”
But/thesun-rode gh in the clondless sky;
The burden.and heat of the day #he bore;
And hither and thither she came and went,
While the loom stood still as it stood before.

“Ah! life is too busy at noon,” she said;
My webamust wait tall the eventide,
THl'tle common work of the day is done,
Andng heart, grows  calm iu  the. silence
wide!”

8o, one by one, the hours passed on
Till the ecreeping shadows had longer

Zrown;

Till the housc was still, and the breczes slept,

Andnher singing birds to their nests had
own.

nd now I will weave my webd,” she said,
As she turned 1o her loom ere set of sun,
And luid her hand on the shining threads
To set them in order, one by one.
Bat hand was tired, acd heart was weak;
“] am not as strony as [ was,” sighed she,
“And the pattern is blurred, and the colors

rare
Are not 8o bright, or so fair to see!

“I must wait, I think, till another morn;
I must <o to my rest with my work undone;
It is rrowing to dark to weave!” she cried,
As lower and lower sank the gun.
8he dropped the shuttle; the loom stood still;
The weaver slept in the twilight grey.
Dear heart. Will she weave her beautiful

web
In the golden light of a longer day?

Humorous Items.

Soliloquy by a tipler—The public al-
ways notices when you have been drink-
ing, and never when you are thirsty.

All the theology 1n the world has nev-
er succeeded in answering the child’s
question, “Why doesn't Ged Kill the
devil{”

The Doston Post says it costs as much
to bury « mun decently 1n New York as

...t dogs to live six months in {ine style in
... London. : 1 N

What does it benefit a congressman if
he assess the whole civil service of the
United States-and lose his own seat?—
Chacago Times.

If & manis on his way to the woods to
commit snicide and a bull suddenly
gives chase, the chances ara that he will

. «run {og his life. n SBUYY
.« Itisell right]young fellow, to be am-
s biéﬁ i, £ (-4

but”in‘your 'hasta‘to ‘gef in the

van, see that it is not driven by a munic
ipal émploye. PYY

We'll give a handsome wedding pres-

est to the man who'll marry the young

lady who thumps all'day on the pianoin

, our boarding-house._,

«The man who can hum a'hymn’ while
joining = stove:pipe is ‘good.enough to
v.alk right into full membership in any
church without probation.

There tmey be some doubts as to a cat’s
having wine lives. Itis an undisputed
fact, howaver, that every cat hds a ninc-
norsz-power voice.

Farmers ceasc to notice the poetic
beauties of autumn when they 1ail to get
a fifty-dollar premium on a pig worth
eight dollars and a halt.—Graplic.

If aman succieds in driving & good
many ‘hard bardaing he 'will in the end
drive in his own carriage, but the car-
riageitoad will end this s?de of eternity.

Science says that it took millions of
years to evolve man from the oyster; ob-
servation ghows that jt takes lcss thane
minute to trensfer the oyster to the man.

A Nroth, Curolina, editor, declares that
“the' man. who Will réad anewspaper three
or four years without paying for it wiil
pasture a goat on the grave of his grand-
f‘ﬂlﬂ.” fIinwIAngG
The grand. and awfal différence be-
tween 2 tree and & bore is—hurrab, now!
—the tree leaveg in gpring, and the bore
—Why, - he mévér leaves.— Syracuse Sun-
day Times.

Beientific men say that a person is Half]
tatier in the than in'the |
evening. “In spite of this§ We all know
that men get fearfully high in the even-

ing sometimes.:

) ! ' e {1 r
THe woman ‘who drives i3 nover so

complacent as whenshe stands her horse

'’ on’the strest ‘crossing;anit sweetly waits:
for the tirdy ghop-Keeper=td tio up a

dozen pundles.

-“Whose breagd I eat, his song I sing.”
A p’épnilg lgisic_ t‘;&:her. wl'.og married
a thrifty baker’s daughter in Chicago,
h_gq.d,odw:’;d\a march-of  hig own com-
position fohis futher-in-lew., '/

“One half of the world don’t know how

the other half live!” exclaimed a2 gossip-
ing woman. “Oh, well,” said her neigi-
bor, “don't worry about it, “lisn't vour
fault if they don’t know."” .
., “Here it is ten o’clock,” exclaimed Mra,
Mic, ‘and Annis not in yet. She jprom-
ised faithfu'ly to'return at eight.” “Have
you forgotten,” said her husband, “that'
ap is an indefinite article?”

Annual income twenty pounds, annual

«expenditure nineteea six—result happi-

ness. Anualincome twenty pounds, annu-

/sl ‘expenditure twenty pounds ought and

six----result misery.----Micawber.

D.T.|

o e

about banged hair and tight dresses;
Europeans over here on a visis would be
a<king where all our iaiots are kept 1
‘they didu't meet any on the strects.

Love impresses its tender ima ce oa all
its environmenrs. ven the scattered
penaut shells at the froat wate Monday
morning are silent wi'nesses of s all-
=mbracinig sway. - Bostbn T'ransecript.

Probably the mild-eyed goat is the
onlyapmmial ever invented thatcan eat)
twenty-four hours a day, and then get ip
an hour before day and devour-a flour-
barrel and seven old fruit cans for lunch.

In tnhe state of Alabama the negroes
chew tne tpesel-of the fir- tree [ynstend of
tobiceo, and geem uiet pleasea with the
substitute. Well, does not the old adage
say, “Be fir-chewers and you wilt be
happy?”

The Indianapolis Zerald has discovered
that the number of fools is to the number
of wise men as the number of times one
gets nothing for something is to the num-
ber of tijnes one gets something for noth-
ing.

Ask “Who'll go after water?” at a base
ball match, and fifty urchins will poke
their heads over the fence, while, if a
gang of men at work on the strect ask the
question, the silenec is as thick as
molasses in cold weather.

In these times of trouble it is well to
recall the philosophical remark of the old
lawyer, during the war, who, when tsld
by an alurmist that everything was going
to h—1, replied, “Well, we shounld, be
thankful we have a h—I1 to go to.”

A Michigan woman says she hopes
never to go to heaven unless there are
post-offices there. She can think of
nothing nicer than to be handed a tat let-
ter in & brown envelop: by the general
deliverv clerk.

“What fine dark hair you have got,
Miss M——! My wife, who i3 much
yeunger than sou,hasther hair quite gray,”
“Indeed,” rejoined Miss M , ¥if 1 had
heen your wife my hair no doubt had
been gray too.”

The Nation tbinks tnat a part of the
drill «f every girl's school ought to be
the reception by a wife in an old gown
to a dinner of corned beef and cabbage of
au unlooked-for guest, thoughtlessly
brought home by a reckless husband.

The exclusive influence of the mother
over the son for the most part ends in
positive disaster or comparative failure;
and licentious self-indulgence, effeminncy
or piggishness is the almost sure result of
the experiment.—London Truth.

The Philadelphia 7'imes has a depart-
mentjheaded “Men and Things.” It 1s all
right to give thc man the first place,
but does the 7¢mes consider it the most
gallant thing in the world to snub wom-
an by calling them such a namet—ZRock-
ester Express.

M. Labouchere in London Truth re-
marks: *“I found the wif: of a Ilampshire
blacksmith working at the anvil the oth-
er day, the hammer rising and falling
with ease in ber practised arms. I pit
ied her hushand, should she ever, like Joe
Gargary's wife, go on the rampeage.”

There are soma days when it i3 impo3
sible to think, and when it is unwisdom
'0 try to do so. The mind, !ike the maid,
has whimsical spells of wishing to be let
alone and having its own way. Ounly on
certain days are the oracles to ba consult-
ed.----A. W. Stevens.

Itis Dbetter for ordinary boys to he
hungering after the worid of inedpend-
ent action for which they are not as yet
mature enough, than to be tossing about
on the ripple of small susceptibilities and
emotions, without eithcr a great ambition
or high aspiration to guide thein..-~Lon-
don Spectator.

If I should marry Eliza Jane,” s1id a
prospective son-in-law, *I should frankly
confess one thing in advance—) am ot
rather a hasty temper and ap! to get mad
without cause.” “Oh, that'll be all right,”
blandly replied the dear old lady; “I
shall go and live with you, and T'll sece
that you always dv have cause.”

Marriuge. .

One of the most remarkable features of
this extraordinary institution, is the suc-
cessive changes it undergoes, in the’
course ot its history.

When the young husband and wife
first enter upon the new relation, how
littie do they foresee wiat is beforg them.
As they take possession, for the first time
of their new home, and enjoy 1ts cheer
ing aspect, its regularity and quiet, and
its expression of domestic peacz and’jay"
how litile do they anticipate the trisly
ah V‘xé‘issithdepg ﬂte ‘deep” yet unseen
fountsins of joy and sorrow, which lie in

thel&.wugl In a few ycars how cnanged!

One after anotlier hag, b &ed in var
jongways tothe compsoy, ;which began

with only two, until, at length, they find
themselves presiding over a numerous
cirele of chidren and relatives, and dom-
estics; the-father “end--mother both in-
volved 1n responsibilitics, from which
they-would have shrunk had they antici
patéd them in'the beginning!/i '

In a tew vears the happz circle must
be broken in upon and scattered. Death
comes and makes one after another his
prey; others gradually arrive to maturity,
and leave therr father’s roof toseek other
homes, and to return no more to the ark
waich sheltered them at first; and at last,
the father and mother are left alone, tod
spend their declining years at their soli-
tary fireside, to iook  back on scenes  of;
of activity, and trial, and enjoyment

which can never retnrn. Such 8" tied .n

outline of thousands of families.—O0ld
Tip.

S W
A New Jerszy physiciap, heavily loaded
with town lots, for which he had paid
only in part, hastily prescribed a bpx:of
pills for o patient and allowed his mind

to wander back to his rcal estate. {'Biie| Wi torbe found on,the floor.’

patient asked how the pills were to be
taken. The doctor replied: “One third
down, the balance in six and twelve

No newspaper writer should say a word

months, with interest.

Miss Edith Comfort’s Brother Jack ,

“Crying? Oficourse F'am crying, and I
© ;" zuess you'd ba crylng, too.

ubout me, ahout

smoke as you didn't care how,
And get your brains softened like Unele's—
Dr. Junes suys you're gettin' it now.

“Why don't you say ‘stop!’ to Miss Ilsey? she
, cries twice us much as [ do,
‘And she's older and cries just for’ meaness—
" “for a 1ibbon or'uny thiog dew.
Ma 8av8 it’s her *sensitive nature,’ Obh, my!
- No T &han't stop my talk! - .
And I don’t want no uppies nor candy, and I
‘dou’t want to go take a walk! *

“] know why you're mad! Yes, I do, now!
You tuink that Miss Ilsey likes you.

And I've heard her repeatédly call you the
bold-facest boy that ~he knew;

And she'd Mlike 1o know where you learnt man-
ners! O yes! Kick the table—that's
right!

8pill the ink on my dress, and then go 'round
telting Ma that I look like & fright!

“Whatstories? Pretend you don't know that
they're saylng I broke off the mutch
'Twixt old Money-grabber and Mary,” by say-
i ing she cailed him ‘Crosspates: !’
When the only ullusion I made him about
sister Mary was she
Cared more for his cash than his temper, and

you know, Juck, you said that to me!

“And it’s true! But 1t’s.me, and I’'m scolded
and Pa says if I keep on I might

By and by get my name dhe in pavers! Who
cares! Why 'twas only lust night

I was reading how-Pa and the Sheriff were
selling some lots, and it's plain

If it's awful to be in the papers why Pappa
would go and complain.

“You think it ain’t truc about Ilsey? W-1l, 1
guees 1 know girls—and say I

There isnothing I see about Ilsey to show she
likes you anyway!

I know whut it means when a girl who has
called her cat after a boy

Goes and changes its name toanother’s. And
she’s done it and I wish you joy!"

— DBret Harte, in Scribner for Semptember,

———e@e -~
Ghost Steries Unveliled,

Whet I am going to do, says a wrifer
for Chambers' Journal, is simply to give
some instances in which what might have
been made a capital ghost story proved
to be nothing of the kind, and to draw

rom thence the inference that sall such
stories could, if ouly we were acquainted
with all the facts, be accounted forby
natural causes. s

I have myself been sorcly puzzled to
accotnt for what I have seen. On one
ogcasion I was passing by a cemetery 01
my way to a distant part of my parish.
The night was dark and foggy, and as I
walked along the road close to the iron
fence, [ perceived within the inclosure,
apparently but a few yards off, a body of
dim light that seemed to come up from
the ground. Now, my impressions were
all in favor of ghosts, and if my judg-
ment also had, been equally in favor I
should have lad a ghost story to tell
wbout that place. But I wes ‘determined
to seek an explanation of the phenomen-
on, so I went up to the railings and look-
ed hard at the light, but could make
nothing of it. At the same time I became
censcious of a dull sound proceeding
from the ground where it stood. 1 could
pot understand it, and there I stood peer-
ing in until my ears suddenly gave me a
clue to the mystery, for I fancied I de-
tected the thud of a mattock. And such
it was. The sexton was working against
time to dig fora large vault, and the
mysterious light was nothing more or
less than thst of his' luntern, some feet
below the surface, which' threw up into
the foeey air a volume of strange misty
Lrightuezs, But really it made a very
creditable ghost.

A gentleman living in a country-house
which I bad once inhabited, wrote to ask
me whether during my residence there |
had. ever ‘heard ‘uny repors of its being
“haunted.” He did not believe in such
things himself, he said, but he always
liked when he heard anything of the kind,
to investigate the matter as for as possi-
ble. It wasa very sensible thing to do;
and I wae able to give him & satisfuctory
explanation. It was news to me that
the house had this evil reputation; but
when [ heardof it, it immediately oc.
curred to my mind how it was to be ac-
counted for. Itso happened that a cer-
Aain. mischicvous female member of my
family had, curing the latter part-of 'my
stay in that house, been guilty of the
cruelty of terrifying the servants out of
their wits. She appearcd one night.1n
their roems covered over with e sheet,
which sheet was raized over her head by
means of a stick, to the end of which was
fasfened a hull's,eyg ‘Thntern—a ghost of
L.opmmandipg stature and terr{lic'gaze. It
is very wrong to play such tricks; as the
conscquences might be serious to some
weik minds. In this case, however, no
harm was done, except that the servants
were unalterably settled in the persua-
sion that they had seen a ghoast, and
that t ey had, as a matter of course, in-
nocculated the village with their own
firm belief that the house was haunted.

What condition the witnesses were in
who saw the following * well-accredited”
feat of a ghost, I wall not venture to de-
tirmine.- The story is related by an en-
thusiastic belicver in and even admirer
of ghosts of every sort and kind, and
the ghost and witnesses are all phlegm-
atic Germans. *‘One night as Kezer lay
on his bed, and the servant was standing
near the glass door inconversation with
-himy-to,is.tier amazment he s&w a jug
of beer which stood on a fable in a room
 at'g0fdd 'distanes (frotn ;::21 slowly lifted
‘to'a height of about’threé feet; and the
contents-poured, into a glass that, was
standing fhere a&iso, untitthe:latter was
balf full. The jug was,then gently re-
placed, and the glass lifted and en.ptied,
‘as by some one drinking; while the ser-
vant exclafmiéd ’ 1! #erritied surprise:

ky it swallows)' . Thc{ glass was qui-
‘eit’l’; r!ep aced, afid’ not" 'Jrép"ut beer
?. Ao doubt

there-wes not;. and Jetus hnﬁéf c ghost
was all tha better for havibg taken only
the half-glass. But what.serutinizing of
the witnesses we should require before

If people were telling sueh stories as they tell |
Oh:j'es. you ean hugh%o(u.yo“ want “te, and

re——

e

believing such nonaence as this! What,
'we {epest, must have been their condi-
tion! '.-..“i ! S Y

)
THEMOUNTALN TARN,

In a.lone glen, surrounded by lofty
mountains, and miles from any habita-
tion, lies & small loch or tarn, around
which tradition hath cast a egend ot the
olden time. Situated amid the Grampi-
ahs, the gcehery is wild/and rugeged ;: such
ascene amid which the wanderer may
pause, #nd feel that the hand of -man has
never disturbed Nature in her solitude.

Years and years ago, when the turbu-
lent state of Scotland rendered life and
property insecure, a large amount of
trcasures was supposed to have Dbeen
trown into the loch,, there to escape de-
tection, &nd to await the return of peace-
ful times to enable it to be recovered. It
had been thrown into its hiding place 1n
the night by those who.possessed it, and
the secret had been solemnly sworn to on
the naked Dbladé of a ‘dirk’ ‘an old form
of Highland oath held to be binding and
sacred. Time pasced, and quiet times or
necessity induced those who held the se-
cret to attempt to recover the trearsure.
In those primitive days, appliances were
limited, and the first attempt failed, from
inability to reach the bottom. Months
were spent in the manufacture of rope
from hides, in hopes that the dark water
would give up the coveted treasure it
held within its inky depths. By differ-
ent routes, in the lone “hours of night,
the holders of the secret assembled on the
shores of this Highlaud tarn, and vainly
tried to reach the bottom. Fathom after
fathom went dowp, but of no avail.
Again and again, with increased lengths
of rope, did these midnight seekers after
gnld prosecute their task, but to end in
disappointment. The loch yielded noth-
ing save the now almost certain fact, that
it was unfathomable

Years rolled away, and no further at-
tempts were made, since dispirted they
agreed to abandon the helpless toil of
trying to fathem Lochan Kin Dhoan, or
the bottomless loch a3 they then styled,
it; nor was it ever attempted by those
who first essayed it, Subsequent, how-
cver, to their last failure, an incident oc-
curred that, in that age of superstition,
cast arounc the loch the weried belief
that it was haunted.

In the baronial keep lived a chief in
all toe rude pomp of federal pride. His
1edy-had dicd, and le‘t an only daughter,
who, now grown up to womanhood, pre-
vided over the houschold. Her {ather's
temper was haughty and imperious, and
he ruled every one around him with
stern sway, As was thecustom in those
days, he hadflong beenjat enmity with the
neighboring chief; but Love laughs at
Highland pride as well at locksmiths.
His neighbor had a son, who became en-
amored of the maiden. But how was the
fatal gulf of fundul strife to be bridged?
Time went on. Sfolen interviews, when
by accident they met, or when her father
was absent,were all that the young nearts
could glean from (he stern bate of both
the parents; till, unable ta bear the long
weary wecks that occasionly prevented
their meeting. the young chieftain' de-
termined to beard the lion in his den,and
demand the hand of his daughter, Ac-
comparied by an escert,he arrived before
the drawbridge, and demanded an inter-
view with the chief. The interview
over, the young chieftuin with a
heavy heart recro:sed that drawbridge,
and doffed his bonnct to a fair form* on
the battlements,

It was some {ime before they again
met. The chief had wused harsh
words and harsh measures to his daugh-
ter; “but Love will ind out the way;”
and at the next meeting of the lovers
they had arranged to elope. The streng
power of women's love nerved her to
the deed; the cold heartless home she was
about to leave seemed to ya'lia e the act.
The temnporary abs nce of the -old chief
afforded opportunity. On a dark Novem-
ber evening, -about two. hours after sun-
set, a horse bearing the young chieftain
und his, intended bride was wending its
way with difficulty along the rugced
monntain--path, amid the derkness, when
the sound of horse’s  honfs were heard.
To turn was to encounter foes behind (as
well as in front) if foes they were, as
doubtless the flight of the lady had been
discovered at the castle; besides the na-
ture of the ground aund darkness rendered
flight hopeless. To move a little to the
side, and-quietly await the chance of be-
ing passed in the darkness, was all that
now remained to the youthful lovers.

The night had hitherto been darkbut
still. The wind was now sweeping over
the bleak moor, and hurrying the black
clouds across -the sky with increasing
violence, The young, chief felt. the fair
hand that held his girdle tightcn as the
gsound of the horses’ hoofs were heard;
but no scream, no'signs of fear. All had
as yet gone well; when a: gleam of moon-
hight lit up the scenc and revealed a
party of horsemen scarce thirty yards dis-
tant. There was no time for delibera-
tion; the yoang chieftain dashed his
spurs tohis horse, and with a bound the
noble ‘animal’' was crossing the now
monnlit moor, at full speed, bhotly pur-
sued by the chiefand his paity. *“Capture,
but don't fire,” was the brief command.

At first, the lovers outstripped their
pursuers; but the double burden began
to tell on the young chieftain’s horse, and
the distance between lessened. The chief
was gaining on them at every stride, and
the pale moon still shone on the scene.
Suddenly, as if the earth had openen at
their feet, over the precipice that over-
hangs the Lochan Kin Dhoan, leaped the
horse and his riders. - Au ¢xclamation:of
horror, a wiid. yell of .agony trom the
chief a3 he beheld this fatal leap. A
dull heavy splash ia the deep, dark water
beneath was a1l that! responded. From
that hour it was shunned  as a fatal spot:

!"The story 'of the treasure had becn
banded down from father to son, and a
party of stout hearts again resolved to

.brave the duﬁeu'-thit surrounded the
scene of the hidden gold. A night was
fixed. . Butscarce: had the task begun,

ere an arm and hand, holdiog a naked'

drink,is said to haverisen from the water
and an unearthly voice to have cjacu-,
lated, “Forbear!”

Such is the story of the haunted loch,
as told long years after on his death bed
by un old and wrinkled man, the last of
the band that met that pight; and as an
example of the kind offoral tsles which
are now happily dying out among tohe
superstitious folk in the “North of Scot-
land, we offer it‘t_o_cm reviers,

U
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A - Thirsty Doy.

1 saw the boy who wanted a drink—a
restless, questioning, uncasy, thirsty boy.
He let the window fall on his fingers be-
fore the train haa gone a mile. Ile stood
out on the platform uatil he was incrusted
two inches deep with ashes and dust and
cinders. He went to the water cooler and
got a drink; then he came back and told
his mother he was lot, snd went back
and got another drink. He drank about
four times per mile, seidom oftener, un-
less he was seized with a sudden uncon-
trollable spasm of thirst. Ithe wasdrink-
mng, and semebody else came after a
drink; the boy would suddenly seize the
cup he had justset down ard refill it, and
drink as if though he had wrapped his
stomach in the desert of Sabara, glaring
suspiciously over the top of the cup at
the waiting passengcr as e drank. When
he was in his seat he watched the aisle
narrowly, and if he saw any passengers
get up and move tow ard the water-
cooler, he would jump upand race for
it. 1f he got there first, he would drink and
snore over the cup until the thirsty trav-
eler forgot what he went down there after.
People began to wonder how much the
boy was gauged for, and if he wasn’t
rather straining his capacity. The remot-
est hint or suggestion was enough to send
him back to the cooler. When the train
ran over a creek, the water made him
think of his thirst.

When it rattled over a long stretch of
dry prairie, the absence of water drove
him mad. I was afraid the supply of
water would give out before the boy was
filled up, axd he was rather a small boy,
too. His interior circumference, I think,
must have inclosed an area doublein
extent to that inclosed by the exterior
belt. Near Waseca we ran nearly a milo
without the boy making a stop atthe
tank. I grew very nervous now, for I
was fearful that during such an unhesrd
of abstinence from water his pumps
would run dry, rust out, and he might
blow up. So I leaned over the edge of
the scat and said carelessly:

“By George, but T am thiraty. I won-
der it there is any water in the car?”

You want to understand me now, as
recording very piainly, and without any
mental reservation, the fact that the boy's
mother, sitting beside him, was no fool.
Her eyes snapped when ste heard my
carcless and -innocent remark, she took in
every syllable of it. and she turned on
me in a flash with “I wish you would
mind your own business and leave my
boy alone !

A low, mocking murmur of applause
went through the car, a little of it for the
indignant mother, some of it forme. She
suppressed “yours truly” very success-
tully, but it was too late. Long before
she had finished that biicf sentence her
boy was down at the water-cooler hold-
ing his eyes tight shut to keep the water
fronf running out of them, while ha flood-
his system as though he had taken a con-
tract to keep up a perennial freshet in-
side ot himself.” ;

Setting Tires with Hot Water.

The use of hot water in place of fire for
expanding tires may not be new, but it is
less common  fhan'it onght to ne, if we
are to accept as accurats the resutssaid to
be obtained in the workshop of the Mos-
cow-Nizhnirailroad, in Russia. There an
iron tank, one fourth filled with water, is
fixed nearastationary boiler, from which a
steam pipe is led through it, capable of
heating the waterto 212 deg. Fahr. Into
this tho tire is plunged by means of a
portable crane, and, after an immersion
of from ten to fifteen minutes, is taken
out and immediately placed on the wheel.
The officials of the railroad named above
made a comparison of the ‘two methods,
from which it appears, during six ycars'
trial of fire shrunken tires, thirty-seven
per cent ran loose, and five per cent were

roken; while, during a three years’ trial
of water shrunken tires, less than one per
cent ran loose, and only a single tire was
broken.—Germantown T'elearaph.

Careful experiments have shown' that
wheat cut twelve to fourteen days before
the grain is fully ripe weighs heavier,
measures more, is of better quality, acd
yields a larger proportion of flour. There
18 going to be a second crop of geod hay
in many localities, on account of the
recent rains. - Grass, when made into hay
contains 14 to 15 per cent. of water;in
the grecn state some 80 per cent.; The
dry part contains, besides its nutritious
susfance, gum, sugar and oil, and about
50 per cent. ot woody fibre. The tinie of
cutting grass has much to do with the
nutritous value of hay. When the leavcs
and stems are green they contain large
quantitics of sugar, gum, ctc., a part of
which is changed into woody tibre as
they ripen. A large quantity of poor
hay is brought to market simply because
farmers are not particular as to the time
of cutting their hay.

Itis said that Dr. Chievalier, of Noriolk,
England, observing some very fertile ears
in a crop of barley, separated thea from
the rest, ana, by sowing the .grains
separately, gradually propagated the va-
riety which goes by his name. Its pro-
lific qualities has been tested by the ex-
traordinary fect ‘that 380 stems have is-
sucd from a single grain. VPR
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