P T L INE TT e a

IRPY TP

bacco Times

AND CHARLES COUNTY ADVERTISER.

VOL. XVIIL.

PORT TOBACCO, MD., THUR

SDAY, SEPTEMBER 5, 1361

NO. 19.

PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY,
BY E. WELLS,
EDITOR AND PROPRIETOR.

Teams oF Svsscrirrion.—For one year, if paid
in advanceor within six months, $1,50; if not paid
within six mougbs, $2.00.

TerMs oF ApvERTISING.—For plain matter, onc
«ollar per square for the first insertion.  For rule

and figure matter, two dollars per square for the |
For each inscrtion after the first, |

first inscrtion.
twenty-five cents per square.  Twelve lines or less
constitule a square. If the nwber of insertions be
not marked on the advertisement, it will be pub-
tished until forbid'and charged accordingly. The

rivilege of annual advertisers extends only to their |

tmmediate business.

Announcements of candidates for office, $1.00
per month, to be paid in advance.

Obituaries, tributes o: respect, calls upon persons
to become candidates, &c., inscrted as advertisc-
ments, at the usual rates. -

Communications, the effect of which is to pro-
mote private or individual interests, arc matters of
charge, and arc to be paid for at the rate of 50 cts.
per square.

0 4
Selectey Miscellany,
MISS CICELY'S PORTRAIT.

A STORY OF ENGLISH COUNTRY LIFE.

I do belicve, said Mr. Dipchurch, the
Steward of the Grange, while doing the
honors of the picture gallery, there ncver
came down upon God’s earth a sweeter an-
gel than that little child about the dog’s
neck. She was the joy of the house; and
if you were ever so lowhearted, the sight of
her bright face, as she glanced round the
lawn, or tripped down the passage, was as
good a curc as a sorrowing man coald de-
sirc—better, a deal, than can be found at
the bottom of a tankard. I declare there
was music in her merry laugh, fine music
as cver was played; and a little specch of
her’s made heavy work come very light.—
Every one was glad to have her at his knce,
to hear her pretty talk and prattle; and she
had such coaxing ways there was no refus-
ing her anything. She would come to me
with ‘‘Dear Mr. Dipchurch” (I was under-
steward then, aad had charge of the bread-
room). ‘‘Dear, good, Mr. Dipchurch, I
want a very, very big loaf for the poor wo-
man at the gate.” And though Squire
would not have been overpleased, as he said
it encouraged rogues and trampers (which
I believe it did), yet I could not resist her
litle ways, and she would go off with her
large loaf in her arms, down the avenuc.—

doing of p oodegrl_ts

always getting some one to take her out.
It was a pretty sight to see her going on
these walks, ia her straw hat and blue cloak,
her little basket on her arm, and the pet
dog following behind. Pincher was the
name of the dog—a sheep-faced, blinking
ycllow-haired, long-backed creaturc, who
was good for nothing but lying in,the sun
all day, and cating at all times. No one
cared particularly for him; and he would
have been sent away long since (shaming
the housc as he did), but that he was Miss
Cicely’s dog. . One day he came panting up
the avenuc with his tonguc hanging out and
his fore-paw broken by a stone, flying from

" some crucl boys of the village who had been

hunting him. At the door he fell over on
his side, and lay there quite spent and ex-
hausted. It was Miss Cicely who, chancing
to come out upon the steps, took him in her
arms, cried over him, and tied up the brok-
en paw with her own little hands. The
Squire was for having him shot at once, to
put the poor brute out of pain; but Miss
Cicely begged so hard that they would only
try, just try and save his life, that he was
brought in and taken all care of, and soon
after was going about quite sleck and fat.
From that time out he was Miss Cicely’s
own dog, going with her cverywhere; and
very often I have seen her as you see her in
that picture, sitting on the terrace, dressing
his yellow neck with flowers, making frills
for his sheep’s face ; he, blinking his round
eyes lazily, and letting her do .much as she
pleased with him. For she was a pleasant
child.

Some way, I never could take much to
her cousin Lady Alice, and I believe nobody
about the place ever did. I fancy that same
ladyship to her name went a good deal to-
wards turning her head ; for she was always
talking of her family, and what a great wo-
man her mother had been—one Douna
Maria, as she told us. Which was like to
be true enough, as her father was a proud
man, and was said to have married a proud-
er lady overin Spain. e wasall this time
away at the wars, fighting the French, and
for four or five years his daughter was left
at the Grange, and brought up with Miss
Cicely. It used to make us laugh some-
times to see her little airs, and the way she
would go up and down in her black lace, a
red rose fixed in the side of her hair, with a
fan, in the broad day-light, as she told us
the Spanish dames always did. This was
droll enough ; but there were other points
about her that came, no doubt, of that Span-
ish blood, which we servants were not long
in finding out. If we were long in attend-
ing her when she called, or if she wanted,
she would toss back her head, and beat her
little hands with her fan, and stamp her
foot—looking so wicked all the time. The
Squire used to laugh at these fits, and T be-
lieve, encouraged them unknown to himself,
giving her her way in everything ; but the
old people would shake their heads, and pro-
pecy that such a temper would never bring
her good. Miss Cicely, curious enough,
loved her very much, doing anything to
please her, and giviug in to all her perverse
ways, which the Lady Alice took casily
cuough, as if she were a young (ueen, and
sych things were only her right — But what
I fayeied least in Lier was the dislike she bad

|
lto the poor limping dog—wondcering how |
’unybu«]y could take up with such a low-born |
| Miss Ciecly came runuinz out after her (I sweet soul).

: o . !
her pride.  Onee whtn she had marched |
her bit out of the room into the corridor

cur. Often, very often, I have scen llcr’ 5L
lexactly as in that picture before you, stand- | was just then coming up stairs so 1 heard it
'ing behind and looking down with a sort of | all), and puiting her arie arouud her, said 2 |

cher.

old. Once, indeed, when Miss Cicely was!

ness that came onee more in her little life,
and took the sweet child along with it),
once, T say, when she was lying ill, and
everybody going around with blank faces,
and a dead weight on their breasts, I think
lady Alice took it to her heart. I saw her
at the end of the long gallery, when she )
thought no onc could see her, crying bit-
terly.

I think she would have died sooner than
let any one sce her ery, and I recollect she
had picked up some old story out of the old
history books, about a boy who had a stolen
fox under his cloak, and let it cat his flesh
sooner thaun cry out—which she said was a
fine thing, anoble thing, of the boy. Hea-
thenish, I thought it, and what you might’
expect of unchristian people. Dut the way
the poor dumb brate Pincher took on and
gricved was enough to shame christiag men
with souls. To sec him—that we had taken
for alazy, sleeping creature, with no thought
but his meals—moping, and scratching,
and turning up his long face to cverybody,
whining dismally in corners, and refusing
his food, would have touched a heart of|
stone, and made mec heartily repent having |
so misjudged the poor animal.

There was much jubilce, you may be sure,
when Miss Cicely got over that attack.—
Poor Squire had necarly gone distracted, and
in his trouble, T do believe, vowed to build
a church if she got well. Whether this was
s0 or not, a church was commenced imme-

contempt on Miss Cicely and her dog I'in-|

It is a mystery to mc up to this day |
'low she ever came by the odd notions she |
had.» I supposc she took them from hcri
mother’s country, where, I've heard, that 'ty (o it any more.” |
they are women full-grown at sixtecn years |

diately, and there it stands on the southern |
balf of the cstate some five miles away. It
might be a year after that, coming on to
November—it was hard by November, for
All Hallow’s Eve was only a few days off—
that young Mr. Richard came down to the
Grange for the shooting. A fine bold spo-
ken, checry fellow, full of life and spirits,

with an off-hand manner which took every-
-tha g-pear him. He was full of
it; aud was bsusd for tho
#then being fought. So he
oame d shot and ranged over the
ells, and every keeper and follower about
the place, and Squire himsclf, thought they
never met with so finca fellow. As I said,
he was so rcady and off-hand with the men,
and in-doors as you may well guess, the two
little girls thought there was nobody fur or
near to match with Cousm Richard—only
each liked him in a way of her own.

It was pleasant when the long evenings
came on, aud the lamp lighted, and the fire
well raked up, aud they were all sitting in
this room—the Squire weary with his day’s
hunting, and young Richard having ridden
perhaps to and from Arbour Court, where
he was fond of visiting—it was pleasant to
sce how he would draw up his chair, and
set to work amusing himself with the two
little things. IIc would have them on cach
side of him, and very oftecn Miss Ciccly, his
pet, upon his knce ; and there she would
laugh and chatter, and ask questions the
whole evening. It was enough to make onc
laugh to sce Alice’s little airs, and the way
she tried him with her dignity looks, all to
let him know what a great lady she was.—
Then she would dress herself up in all man-
ner of queer ways, and come in and walk
up and down theroom, with her head back,
trying to attract Richard’s attention, of
which he would purposely take no heed, but
talk and laugh “with the ‘little creature on
his knee, telling her that he loved simplici-
ty, and to be simplé’ and natural, until the
latter, having flouted to no purpose, would
be ready to sit down in the corner and cry.
Not that she would do such a thing. She
would not give him that satisfaction, but
'would sit and sulk the whole evening. Then
he would speak to her with a kind of mock
respeet—ealling her the grand Spanish lady,
the Donna, the dark-haired Domna who had
a right to queen it there on account of her
high blood. ¢*Poor little Cicely,” he would
say, ‘‘you have nobluc blood in your veins.”

Blue blood ! that was his word, on which
she would stamp her foot and fire up, saying
she had a great Don in Spain for her uncle,
who had a long, long sword, and would pro-
tect her and kill any one that insulted one
of his family. At which terrible threat Mr.
Richard would necarly drop off his chair with
laughter, and the Squire would lift his eyes
from his newspapor and laugh, too, and then
she would step away out of the room, look-
ing around on them all very wickedly. —
Then Miss Cicely, with tears in her cyes
and putting up her hands, would beg and
pray-of Cousin Richard not to be so very
cruel to Cousin Alice; and it would all end
in Mr. Richard’s going out and bringing
her in with much difliculty, finding her out-
side the long corridors like a scared deer.—
She would tell hiam that she hated him, and
always would hate him. and talk again of
her Spanish uncle and his long rapicr, which
only made Mr. Richard laugh more and|
more, and say he would be proud to mcet |
the old Don.

Pretty much the same sceenc used to go

= A Ll

to5 he-eomos !

“(Come back, darting, do.  Cousin Rich- |
ard dido’t mean what he said—I know he
doesn’t.  He told me so the other day. Tl
run and tell Lim and make him prowmise not

Well, T declare, T saw her push the sweel |
child from her, firing up as if she had been

taken very bad with some sickness (:l sick- | a woman of t\vl””y.

“Don’t speak to me in that way,” she|
said.  *I don’t want your help, you poor!
child. I can do without it.” Icre came
a little scornful laugh. <L darc say Cousin
Richard loves me, though he docsn’t sct me
on his knee wnid pet me like a baby.”

With that she flounced away, leaving
poor Miss Cicely standing there with her
hand hanging down and looking after her
(uite scared. ‘

Would you think it? The proud little
lady was jealons. It was queer, the notion
of such a thing in one so young; but so it
actuslly was, as I afterwards came to find
out.

Poor Miss Cicely was sadly distressed at
finding her so cold, and could not make out
what was at the bottom of it ; however they
were soon friends again. DMeantime Mr.
Richard stayed on over a mouth, uuti[ his
time drew very ncar, ridinug over, cvery
day, to Arbour Court for reasons of his own.
One day Miss Cicely, as usual, came down
to ask for her loaf, <“And,” said she, as soon
as she came in, *‘dear, good Mr. Dipchurch,
when T have my own big house, I shall have

“Oh! Mr. Dipchurch!” she cried, *I
have made up my mind,” (her little mind,
I thought it over in bed last

ki)

night, and have made up iny wind

“I'cll me all about it, then, Miss Ciccly,”
I said; “‘but, flrst, how is that little pain?”

“I had it a long time last night,” she said,
*but it is better this morning. I will give
up Cousin Richard to Cousin Aliee, and she
shall be his little wife, and they will be very
happy together. Don’t you think so, good
Mc. Dipchurch ?”

- As she said this, the sweef angel looked
at me so carncstly and sadly that I could
have taken her up in my arms and cried
heartily over her.

““Yes,” she said, beginning again to plait
the corner of her froek, I think it will be
all for the best. When Cousin Richard
comes in from breakfast, T will go to him
and tell him all, and that Cousin Alice is
niuch more worthy of him.”

- That little pain of her’s troubled me very
much, and I determined to let Squire know
of it at once.  Presently they all came in to
breakfast. Squire aud Lady Alice haugh-
ticr than ever —all except Mr. Richard, who
was out riding.  Squire looked knowingly,
and langhed as he said he was gone over to
Arbour Court—perhaps might come home
to breakfast, perhaps might not—Squire
rather thought he would not—and looked
knowing again.

IIc did come back, then, but just as they
had finished, Miss Cicely, who was sitting
by the window, called out that there was the
post min on his pony, coming down the long
avenue, and Cousin Richard riding beside
him. Not long after, T saw him in the oak

plenty of bread to give away, and you shall reorridor, with a grcat open letter in his hand,

take care of it, and have a great room to
yourself.”

I thank you, Miss Cicely,” I said, *‘but
I fancy we shall have to wait a few years
before we get into that big house.”

¢““Not so very, very long, Mr. Dipchurch,”
she said, putting back her yellow curls,
with one of her rogucish looks, ““not so very

long.”

“Pretty well, I think,” I said. ¢‘Say
ten years at least.”

“‘Listen, good Mr. Dipchurch. I have

such a great, little sceret ; oh ! such a won-
derful sceret,” she said, opening her little
eyes ; “‘but you won’t tell any onc ?”

““Trust me, Miss Ciecly, for-that.”

“Well, dear Cousin Richard says as soon
9y foam tho arg tha
to be his little wife, and we are to live to-
gether in a big house.”

“You don’t say so,” I said, pretending to
open my eyes with astonishment.

“I do, Ido!” she said, clapping her hands
and giving onc of her merry laughs, “*he
has told me so over and over again.”

““Take care,” I said, ‘‘he docsu’t meet
with some beautiful lady in forcign parts—
a handsome prineess, who might fall in love
with him when taken o prisoner, and marry
him for good and all.”

She turned very grave and thoughtful
at this.

“Do you think so, rcally, Mr. Dip-
church ?”

¢‘Nothing more likcly, Miss Cicely; these
military gentlemen do it every day.”

She began counting on her fingers, and
looking on the ground, and then very wist-
fully at me.

‘I must speak to Cousin Richard,” she
said, taking up the hem of her skirt and
plaiting it as if she were going to sew.

I think that would be the best way,” I
said, looking wise. *‘In fact it would be
more desirable to put it off altogether until
he came back.” :

Do you think so?” she said again, still
plaiting.

“Well,” I said, “it’s purcly a maiter of
convenienee, but it would be better.  Then,
there’s your cousin, Lady Alice, T fancy he
has promised her, too.”

©Oh, no!” said Miss Cicely, “*Cousin
Richard would not do that.”

‘*Nothing wmore likely, Miss Ciccly,” I
said. :

She scemed wonderfully confounded at
this notion, and fell to thinking it over.
Then, putting her hands to her little head,
she ealled out suddenly :

“Oh! dear Mr. Dipchurch, such a strange
pain in iy head! such an odd feeling ;

I was frightened a bit at what she said,
for you don’t hear children of her age com-
plaining of such things, and it was in that
way that she had before began. At that
moment came up her Spanish cousin, look-
ing statcly, as usual.  Miss Ciccly ruus out
and stops her, putting her arnis about her.

“Darling Cousin,” she says, “‘good Me.
Dipchuareh tells me that Cousin Richard has
promised to wake you his little wife when |
you grow up and the wars are over——"

“Andif lic has 77 said the Donna, looking
very wickedly at Lier; *hasn’t he the right 77

“Ouly,” said Miss Ciecly, <1 thought I
was to be his little wife 77 :

“You said Lady Alice ; “you! you little
child!  What, you a wife fur Cousin Rich-
ard!”

“I know it,” says Bliss Cicely, hanging
down her head; “*but 1 thought when [
grew to be tall-—-but you arc so much more
beautiful !

The Spanish Donua laughed scornfully.

*Did Cousin Richard promise you 7

I thought s0.” ‘

“Good I” says Lady Alice, getting into |
one of her fits; ““you are a wicked, deceit-

»

forward cvery night, but the fact was that
for all her pettishuess and talk of hating |
him, she was very foud of Mr. l{ich;u'd.——{
Whenever he would pretend to be angered |
at sowmc of her saucy specches, and not speak |
to her for a time, Icould see she got troub- |
led, and tried all mavner of tricks to bring |
Lim round again, without ‘_'r?n:ir';' down !

ful girl—don’t dare to speak to we again.
She flounced away in a fury, and all the|
rest of that day Miss Cicely was very silent

{
E : x ; |
and dejected, keeping much io herself, aud

&

talking a deal to her dog Pincher. Next!
norning, which was a fine fiosty onc, with |
the sun shiviug osut, she came running t0 et
before Lecakfast to tll e someting ”

and looking very troubled.

“I mustgotothe warsatlast, Dipchurch,”
he says, trying to look cheerful.

“Well, sir,” I said, ‘-nothing like honor
and glory—Dbut I hope they have given you
a long day 7

““Only ten days, Dipchurch,” he says,
with a sigh, and went on muttering abouta
bubble to the cannon’s mouth.

Then it all came out. Mr. Richard was
to be marricd to onc of the young ladies
over at Arbour Court, and now it was set-
tled that they should hurry on the marriage
before he went.

Therce was great bustle and excitement at

tzllc Grange that day. Iivery one about the
place having the story that Mr. Richard was|
goine for a soldier, bus first to be married

oug he Spanish
Donna, when she heard it, would have bit-
ten her lip through with rage and mortifica-
tion ; but she only tossed her hcad back as
if she didn’t care, and said not a word.

But for that sweet child, Miss Ciccly, my
heart bled and bled again. She was so
gricved, and I believe took on quite as much |
at the idea of her cousin’s mortification. —
But she loved Mr. Richard so, and fretted
so when be went.  Not for that little notion
she had first taken into her head, but be-
causc he was so free-hearted with ber, and
so good and kind that—but I don’t like
thinking of those times. She would sit on
the grass, as before, talking to her dog. 1
have heard her say, when passing softly be-
hind her:

*“You, poor Pincher, you are the only one
left that I love after papa, the only onc—
the only one.”

This she would say over and over again,
while the creature would look at her fondly,
with his heavy blinking eyes, and whine, as
if he understood what she said.

Soon she began to complain of a certain
weariness and heavy feeling about the head,
and that first pain turned out (as I thought
it was) the warning of the old sickness com-
ing back again. Watcr-on-the-brain, as
they called it.

As T said before, T don’t like thinking over
those days, it gives me a dead weight on my
heart, and such a choking fecling in my
throat. I'may as well say that before a fort-
uight was out, the little angel was taken
gently up to IHeaven, where, added Mr.
Dipehurch, huskily, it is my firm persuasion
that she is now and ever shall be ina world
without end! From which happy country,
it iv also my firm belief, there never came
down a purer soul. e

““And Pincher, the dog?”

He went about for some days in a restless
sort of way, looking, I think, for bhis little
mistress, in all manner of places. I once
met him coming, iu his old shambling way,
through a place he was never known to be
found in before; and Squire wet him there,
too,—burst out cerying over him,—erying
and sobbing as if his heart would break.

I had to go away, up to Londan, a little
aiter that, on business, and when T came

home they told we that Pincher had been |

found one worning under a rose tree; which
Cicely planted; lying there, stretched out,
his poor, white sheep’s face resting on a bed
of moss which grew about the root of the
tree.

“Wuar's iv a4 Name?7—A good desl,
especially if it is a bad one.  Eugene Sue,
in his **Mysteries of Paris,” happened to
choosc a very respeetable strect as the scene
of some of the worst and most revolting of
all the erimes which abound in that book.
The effect was prodigious.  Rents fell ;
some of the best familics moved to other
streets 5 and great was the grief of all the
habitues that, for no fault of their own, their
own, their neighborhood was regarded as
little better than infamous. At last, how-
ever, it occurred to some clever fellow to
have the name of the strect changed. It
was doue ; aud presto, all was right again!
The novelist was conquered, and  the good
people were as respeetable and jolly as ever.

>0

&2 What maiutains ene viee will bring

gy twe childrey

dgricultural.

From the Rural R‘:gist,cr‘:
FARM WORK FOR SEPTEMBER.

In the midst of national troubles that will
draw off from agricultural and other labors
more than half a million of men, for the
wilitary service, and at least one-third more
as tcamsters, camp followers, &c., economy
in the cultivation of crops must be considered
more than cver. In addition to this drain-
age upon the usual force of the rural dis-
tricts, fhe farmers and land-owners will be
subjected to heavy expenses in the shape of
war taxes, for no war on such ascale as that
in which we are now engaged, can be carried
exceptata vast expense of blood and treasure.
Heavy loans of money must be negotiated,
and, the anuual interest on those loans will
have to be paid—or the nation must go into
bankruptey.

In this state of things; ajword or two of
advice may not be inépportune. To mcet
the emergency of want of laborand increas-
cd taxes, our farmers and planters have but
one coursc to pursue—they must decrcase
the amount of land usually put under crep
and increase its product by a system of high
culture. They must make one acre of land
yield as much as twe formerly did, and so
make up the deficiency in farm labor. If
the crop from fifty acres can be made equal
to what the crop from one hundred acres
usually is, everybody knows that it will re-
quire further hands to gather it, and thus
so much expense will be saved. This is not
a theorctical view of the case ; it is the pro-
blem that the English farmers had to solve
when the corn laws were abolished, and
they were left to contend against foreign
competition and high taxes By subsoiling,
ditching, draining and high manuring, they
suceceded in overcomiug the difficulty. By
the application of scientific principles to ag-
riculture, by the use of labor-saving ma-
chines, and by increasing the fertility of the
soil to its maximum, they draw the largest
possible crops from the smallest possible
amount of land, and so save rent and taxes
aud the cost of extra labor. It is example
pregnant with instruction, and it is one
which our people will now do well to follow.
With these preliminary remarks, we proceed

with the work for the month :

number especially-devoted to the subject,
that a synopsis of the principal points upon
which it treats, is alone necessary here, as
thosc who desire to go into details will rcfer
at once to the article alluded to. First,
then,

As to Sotl.—A strong loam containing a
fair propertion of clay, sand and vegctable
matter, constitutes the kind of =oil best
adapted to the growth of wheat, and a good
clover sod, well turned under, contains all
the clements of nutrition which the wheat
crop requires.

Lertilizers.—When the land is deficient
in fertility, the clover lay is of indifferent
quality, or cannot be had, resort must be
had to such manures as arc best suited to
the growth of wheat. Assuming that the
soil has been limed, the principal constitu-
ents in addition that wheat requires are pot-
ash and soda, and the phosphates, these
substances entcring largely into the compo-
sition of the plant. Kither of the following
formulas will furnish the necessary ingredi-
ents for the perfect growth of an acre of
wheat :

1st. 250 Ibs. of Manipulated guano, to
which might be added with advantage, 10
bushels of wood ashes and 1 bushel of refuse
salt.

2. 20 2-horse loads of stable or barn-yard
manure, 1 bushel of salt, 1 bushel of plaster,
5 bushels wood ashes—mixed, broadcasted
and ploughed iu.

3. 10 hushels of ground bones, and 10
bushels of wood ashes—mixed, broadcasted
and harrowed in.

4. 10 loads ef woods carth or marsh mud,
100 1bs. Manipulated guano, 5 bushels of
wood ashes, 1 bushel of refuse salt—mixed,
broadcasted, and ploughed under lightly.

Preparation of Seed.—A brine: made of
common salt sufficiently strong to float an
egg, is perhaps of all others the best, soak
for wheat seced—it throws all the light grains
and filth to the surface, when it can readily
be skimmed off. This-being accomplished,
draiu off the pickle, spread the grain upon
the barn floor, and sift over it a light cover-
ing of freshly slacked lime or plaster.
Method of Seeding.—Wheat drilled in
stands best the winter, and will generally
produce the largest crop. If, however, the
old method of broadeast sowing should be
adopted, the harrow should previously have
reduced the land to the finest condition of
tilth, and both the harrow and roller should
follow in succession until the seed is well
covered and the ground is madé perfectly
smooth and compact.

Time of Seeding.—For this latitude from
the middle of September to the 1st of Octo-
ber, and certainly, if it can be avoided, not
later than the 10th of the mounth. The car-
liest specified time is undoubtedly to be pre-
ferred.

Quantity of Sced per acre.—If broadeast-
ed from a bushel and a half to two bushels
per acre, according to the quality and con-
dition of the soil. If drilled, about five
pecks. ;

Water Furrows.—Well arranged water

.,S*

furrows must ncver be ommitted on level
lands where the soil is compact, or where it
lics in hollows that require to be draned tu!
carry off standing watcr. |

RYE.

This crop should positively be in the

ground before the middle of September. Tt

ought to be secded at least three weeks ear-

lier. Korsoil, preparation aud managewent,
sce last number of Lural.

GRANARIES.

We refer to thosc again, with the simple
intimation that thcy should be thoroughly
cleansed before storing the grain in them.
A favorite method of purifying them, is that
originally adopted by Mr. Carmichael. It
isas follows: When the granaries are clean-
ed and swept, place powdered brimstone in
an carthen jar on a bed of sand in the cen-
tre of the granary floor, sct fire to the sul-
phur, and close the doors and windows.—
The fumes of the sulphur cffectually rids the
granary of wevil, cither by destroying them,
or driving them off.

ORCIIARDS.

To restore fertility to the soil of orchards
that have long been %bearing, spread over
each acre a compost formed of six loads of
woods earth, 2 loads of stable manure, well
rotted, 5 bushels of bone dust, 5 bushels of
ashes, 1 bushel of plaster, 1 bushel of refuse
salt. Broadcast the above and plough it
under from three to four inches deep.  Har-
row and roll. Asa wash for the trees, take
one gallon of soft soap, one-quarter of a
pound of flour of sulphur, one quart of fine
salt. Mix theseingredicntstogether, scrape
well the bark of the trees, and then apply
the mixture to the trunk and larger limls
with a bush.

GRASS SWARDS TO DE BROKEN IN SPRING FOR
CORN.

Spread over an old grass lay intended for
corn in the spring, from 10 to 25 bushels
of lime, and harrow it in. If the lime be
slacked with strong brine, still greater bene-
fit will be derived from the application.
TREATMENT OF MEADOW LANDS.
Lands that have been several years in
grass require the assistance of. fertilizing
clements to keep up the annual product to
a point capable of yiclding a profit. Some
of the grasses will also have given out. To
restore these and improve the land at the
same time, top-dress the meadow with a
mixture composed of 5 bushels of bone dust,
5 bushels of wood ashes, and 1 bushel of
salt per acre, and follow immediately by

month.
SALTING STOCK.

Equal parts of mild shell lime, salt and
finely sifted wood ashes, should be mixed
together and furnished to stock three times
a week.

SALTING SHEEP.

Sce that rock salt is placed under cover,
where the sheep can have access to it at all
times.
PEEPARATION OF SOTL FOR A YOUNG ORCHARD.

If it is intended to plant out a young or-
chard in the fall, heavily top-dressthe ground
with a compost of woods carth, bouc dust
and ashes, and plough and subsoil the space
sct apart for the ncw orchard as soon as
possible.

; FENCES AND OUTHIQUSES.

Sce that the first are in good order, and
the scecond well cleansed and purificd before
the winter scts in.

DRAINING AND DITCHING.

Push forward this nceessary work as spee-

dily as possible.

B A wretched cditor who hasn’t any
wife to take care of him, went the other night
to a ladies’ fair. e says he saw there “‘an
article which be fain would own, but it was
not for sale,”—declares that since that night
he is “‘wrapturously wretched.” As the
article was bound in hoops, the reader is
left to infer that it was either a girl or a keg
of whiskey. They are both calculated to
make a wretch “‘wrapturous.”

B ‘A glass of Madeira, doctor, come,
I'm all right again,” said Gobble to his phy-
sician after a fit of gout, when caught in-
dulging. *‘Ah,” said the doctor, “‘that
Madeira will never do ; it is the cause of all
your sufferings.” ““Well, then,” rejoined
Gobble, growing witty, “‘fill your glass;
for now we have found out the cause, the
sooncr we get rid of it the better.”

£7 Onc Scotchman complained that he
bad. got a ringing in his head. *"Do ye ken
the reason o’ that ?”” asked his worthy crony.
*No.” “T’lltell you; it’s because it’s cmp-
ty.” ““And have you never had a ringing
in your hcad?’ quoth the other. -*‘No.
never.” ‘‘And yc ken the reason 7’ ¢“No.”
“It’s becausc it’s eracked.”

K="Theodore Hook, after having been
frightfully erammed at an aldermanic feed,
being asked to be helped again, replied,
““‘No, thauk you, I don’t want any more;
but [ will take the rest in money, if you
please ”

£z +“Leok here, printer,” said an en-
raged poet, ‘‘you have not punctuated my
pocmat all.” ~ <*Well, sir, T am not a poiut-
er, ’'m a setier,” replied the printer.

&-&~Never luok at the girls.  They can’t
bear it; they vegard it as an insult. They
wear their feathers, furhelows and frills
merely to gratity their mammas—that’s all.

.K.’z)"' A mob’s a wonster, head cuough but
without braius.

ST 2 s SR,
&2 Hethat has a trade has an office of
prefit and honor



