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Clara! Her velvet robes were the last
to teall the floors of Glen Alden Ca tle

“6 teforo Sir Ralph's English wife swept

them with her rustling silks.

THE IDVL 2F THE RAGuAube-MAN.

Pailing = Mawkoye,

With muny a curve the trunks [ pitch
With maay a shout and sally :

A statiom,sdding, erossing, switch
Ur mountaln grade or valley,

1 hesve, 1 prash. 1 sling, 1 toss,
With vigorous endeayor

And mor may amile, and men Qrow cross,
But 1Wing trunks forever, [ ]

The paper trunk fevom the country town
I balances and dandles |

1 turn (L onoe or twiee aroumd
At pull out both the handies
Aund grumhile over travelloy bays,
And monstrons sample cases |
But | can smash the maker's Lrags,

Like plaster Harls vases;

They toller, hollor, ax 1 jgo
Bt thiey can stop me nevet,

For they will learn fust what [ know
A rrunk won't 'ast forever .

Al o amd ot T wind atout
And here | smash g Klestor
¥ tar
Three times a day, at least, sir
1 tug, 1 Jeri. 1 swonr, I swent,
I toons the light vallses,
And wiat we Dilge
118 ze around in pleces. 3
¢ gaarmnr, marmur, everyw hen
e 1 owit] heed them never,
ten W n'-irlnml FLEOTE ' sWear

& grip sack Inaide out

to thirow . youl In

| iw their triankas forever,
I've vowed the prescher with my wrath,
1 seorn thie Judge's ormibne;
And learitg out & rogged path,
P've #pillsd both briet and sertion
And wiks, and socks, and canls” wnd
T numerots 1o mwntion
And balled” clothes,and women's things,

Bevond my comprehension,
I've spiliadd, 've seattered, and 1've slung. ,
A# Tar as sonce conlld sever,
And scatter, scatter, old or young
I'N sattor things forever.
—— A ——
TWO VI-IONS,
Where Close the curving rumuntulnﬂ: drew
" ToRelasp the stream injtheir emorace,
With every outline, curyve, aod hue
Reflected in Ita placld face,

Toe plowman stopped his tenm to watch
The train, as swift it thundored by :
Some distant glimpse of life to cateh
He strains Lis cager, wistful eye.

The morning frestiness Hes on him,

. Just wakenaed trom his balmy drewns
The travelors, hegrimed and dim,
Think longingly of mountain streams,

Oh for the foyous mountain alr,

The fresh, delightful autumn day
Among the hills!  The plowman there
Must have perpetual hollday !

And he, ag all day long he guldes
fis sready plow with patient hund,
Thinks of the flying train that glides
Tuto some new, enchanted land.

Where, day by day, no plodcing round
Wearies the frame and dulls the mind—
Where life thrills keen to sight and sound,
With plows and turrows left behind.

Even sa, 10 each, the untrod ways
OF Jife ure touched by fancy’s glow,
That ever sheds (s brightest rays
[U'pon the path we do not know |

LOOKING BACK.

Frow B pectalor.
Filr were the dremmnful days of olid,
When, in the sleepy summor shade,
Beneath the beeclies on the wold.
The shepherds lay, and gently played
Music 1o maldens, who, afrald,
Drew sl together mpturously,
Thelr soft white hands ke white leaves lald,
1n the old, dear da; 8 'n Aready.

Men were ol thien as they are now,
Hasuted and ter ifled by creeds,
They sought not then unceasiogly to know
The end, that as a magnet leads;
Nor told with austere fingers beads,
Nor reasoasd with thelr gief and gles;
But rioted in pleasant menads,
In the old, dear days in Aready.

The future may be wrong or right,—
The preceut I€ distinetly wrong i«
For 1ife and love have lost delight,
And hitter even {8 our song.
And year by vear, gray Jdoubt grows strong,
And Death (o all that seems to dree;
Wherefore, with weary hearta we long
For tho old, dear ¢ays In Aroudy.

Exvor

Gloriesjand triumphs ne'or will cense.

3 But men may sound the heavens and seu -

One thing is lost for aye,—the peace
Of the old, dear days in Arcady.

THE GHOST OF GLEN ALDEN,

Waverly Magnzine.

Away off nmong the banks and braes
of bonpy Scotland was the picturesque
For centuries
the race of Aldens had buried them-
selves behind its brown walls; genera-
tion sfter generation had been born,
lived and died; and woo to the Scottish
tongue ihat dared to utter sught agninst

old castleof Glen Alden.

its high-born Indies and lairds!

But at the time our story opens the
last of the Aldens had passed away:
and the Alden Castle, hid away in the

* Glen, was closed, angd given over to the
rats and shadows until 8ir Ralph Row-
land breught his family to live there,
There was his black-eyed wife, as proud
a8 the oldest of the Aldens, aud his tall
young daughter Christabel, and the
two children who made the old halls

Then there was

the golden-haired Lady Maud, cousin to

Sir Ralph, who was as gentle and kind

as the Lady Christabel was prood and
¢old. They bad come from England,
and were free from the fancies and su-

ocho with laughter.

perstitions of the Sootws,

But the children never wearled of the
tales the servants told of murders in
the Glen, and the strange, uncanny

sights snd sounds seen
them in the ‘‘wee, sma' hours."

evenings they would gather around

big log fire while old Aunt Margery
would tell the story of Bir PercyjAlden
and how (he ghost of the Lady Clara
hannted the osastle to this day. Poor
lady! bosutiful, golden-haired Lady

by
Es-
pocially did they love the storyffof the
last laird of the castle and his besutiful
sister Clars, whose lives went out in
mystery and bloodshed; and on winter

Since she beoame the mistress of the
onstlo there had been midth and music
enough to frighten away the rats, and
light and beaunty enough 1o make the
shadows flee away to the uttermost
parts of the earth; but the servants
swore that the ghost of the beautiful
Indy still roamed over the grounds and
paced restlessly up and down the cor
ridors the moment the last light censed
to glimmor through the eastlo windows.
At daybreak it slways dissppeared in
the lnke at the foot of the castle yard.
Lake Lochin always waited its coming,
and the water, that was usually so tran.
quil, would toss and foam until the
ghost returned at daybronk, and with »
mournful ery bury itself in the boiling
sen: then the waves would sink, and the
Inke be as penceful as hefore.

It was Halloween, the mystic Hal-
loween, and the childeen of the castle
were In the west room with old Mar-
gery, A blazing fire and old Margery
to intertain them: this was happiness
indecd.

The wind moancd dismally, and the
roar of the lake could be heard distinet

ly, causing Margery to shudder and
stop her cars; for such sounds always
mennt that the murdered lady conld not
rest in her watery bed, and was visiting
her old nooks at 'h2 eastle.

“wPoor balrm! Poor baim!™ suid
Margery, na sho rocked to and fro,
“Pgor, 1estless lady! Dicna yo hear
her moaning "’

“Margery, have you ever secn the
ghost?"  Hal asked.

“No, laddie, but my Jock has seen
her mony a fime; and she goes like
lightning so fast, and like moonlight so
still; and at daybreak she hurries to the
Inke and lifts her arms, all white and
bare, so, and sereams once, and then

plunges into the water."'

“More ghost? Margery, you will
ruin my cherubs. Come, little ones,

kiss mother good-night, for the guests
are waiting for her."

It was the black-eyed English lady,

who, followe:! by the Ladies Christabel
and Maud, had come to say good-night
to the little ones, and take a Inst look
in the long mirror that lung in the west

room.

The lady and her daughter surveyed
themselves and were on the point of
leaving, but the gentle Lady Maud tar-
ried.

o1 will join you aftern little,” she
said; and she threw herself into a large
oaken chair, and clasping her white
fingers ovor her sunny head, said soft-
ly:

y“Margery, tell me the story of the
ghost of Glen Alden; I do so love to
near such things "'

She was a slight little creature, and
the velvet robe she wore seemed too
heavy for the frail body; the bare neck
unid ara s were as white as Parian mar-
hle; and while the old woman told the
story the bosom of the listener rose and
fell, and the white hands ;re-sed th

glittering diamond ring which enciroled
the forofingeruntil a drop of blood stain-
i its shining face.

Her physicians would have told you
that the tender little heart that beat in

such sympathy beneath the velvet bo-
dice was sadly diseased, and the chord

apt to break at any great strain. But

old Margery knew nothing of this, and

glad of so willing a listener, began the

story dhe had repeated so many times.

It was just such a night as this, my

lady, and the castle was full of guests;

there was music and feasting, and lairds

and ladies in velyet and satin; but none

50 line or beauuful ns the Lady Clara.

The last night of her life sho was

dressed in & crimson velvet gown, like

yours, my lady, and hor arms wera bare

and white like yours, and her beautiful

hair fell, like your own, in long, golden

curls, It was Halloween, then, and the
young folks wanted to try some of its
charms. There was the voung Laird
of Allwyn, who was to take my lady for
his bride when the Glen grew green
agmn; for she said she would wed only
when the flowers were in bloom. And
there was the dark lord from London
who loved my lady, and he swore he
would slay both her and her lover be-
fore Allwyn Castle should have her for
its mistress. They only !aughed at his
threats, for my Indy was fearless as well
a8 beautiml, Well, it was Halloween;
and before another the Lady Clara
would be wed, said the Laird of Glen
Alden; the dark laird fosmed and bit
hislip. Then the Laird of tho Glen
told the ladies thatif any (ne would
make so bold a8 to go and look in the
Lake Lochin, go alone at midnight, she
would see her own true laird. But they
were n cowardly set, all but my lady;
she laughed, and vowed she would go
to Lochin, and sing a song on ita bank
loud enough for them to hoar it.  And
whilo they tried to frighten her out of
woing the dark lord disappeared, and
has never been seen since. Her brothe
threw a white scarf over the golden
hend and stood in the west doorto watch
her. Instead of the song he listened to
hogr there was one long loud soresm,
which stopped suddenly as it she were
belng choked, and be saw the white
soar! flutter & moment in the moonlight,
then disappesr. In s moment he was
at the lake, and his guests soon follow-
ing, found the laird lying dead in the
moonlight, while the body of the Lady
Clara lay stift and eold at the bottom of
a | the lake," !

Old Margery stopped in the recital to
inguire if the Lady Maud were 1L

*You look so whits, my Iady."

“‘Go on," she said, *I am not HL."

The heart was beating fearfully loud,

face, but she was not ill

hern since.

Castle.
lowoen, n sad Halloween!

human.

said Margery.
“Noj
lost in daylight"

Lochin.

begged Margery.

surely come to ill1"

any one."’

shoulder; there was one

the lake.

be devoted to trees.

cold, sweeping winds,
Third—

rents,

by graceful stately trecs.
W

To do thix it is necessary:

relentless,
SBecond—Young
should be thinne

trunk rather t

should be out
World.

in

This grape I have
for several years, an
it, themore I like it,

den instead—it being as
as healthy and hardy, an

ger and very much better
“Anything

you are

the reporter is in goal.

e banks of streams,
open ditches, ete., should be so planted
with trees that they will be protected
from abrasion by floods and rapid cur-

snd the volor was gone trom the young

“That was all, my lady; there was &
double funeral at the oastle, but they
only burled one body, for they could not
tind the Lady Clara; so they buried the
Inst of the Aldens, and the oastle was
closed, and the Castle of Allwyn too,
for the young lnird left the country.
Only the ghost of Lady Clara, that re-
fuses to rest in is watery bed beoauso
her murder was not avenged, has dwelt
She has been soen at night
in this same ohamber, holding asidethe
heavy curtains with he: white hand,
while she stood and watched, and she
did in life, the distant towers of Allwyn
Ah, my lady, it was a sad Hal-

List! don

“Margery, 1 have a mind to go lo the
Inke and see jest where the Lady Clara
mot her death on Halloween ™

“Nay, nay! ye will na' do that!
Wait the morrow, when thosun shines,”

half the eharm of the lake is
And she started
like an impulsive child for mystic

“You will cover the bonny curls?"
“Ah! my Iady,
dread to see ye go, it is such a wild
place; only list tu the roar—ye will

“I am not afraill,” said Lady Maud,
ns she drew the white scarf which Mar-
gery had given her round her bead,
**Do not wait for me; put tho little ones
to bed, and when I get tired roaming I
will slip up to niy room and not disturb

She was full of excitement at the
story the old Scotohnoman had told;
the heart-beats were quick and heuvy,
and rcacning the lake she stood with
her hands clasped, gazing into the an-
gry waters. A hand was laid on her

sorenm,

The sun creptinto the castle windows;
the lords and ladies breakfasted, and
wondered why the Lady Maud tarried.
Soon tho tidings came that she was
missing, and & summons to the lnke;
there, on the damp, dead grass, by the
magic Inke of the Glen, her blue oyes
fixed and staring, her golden hair mat-
ted and dripping, the white arms stiff
and rigid, the wilid heart hushed, lay
the beantiful Maud, dead. There, was
as Jock said, the red dress, white searf,
golden Lair and all, which made her so
like the ghost of Glen Alden,
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Timber Planting.

To make timber plentiful and to
render our elimate more genial we must
reclothe oll rugged, broken land and
rocky erests—in fact, overy acre that is
not cultivated or is cultivated at a loss
—with valuable forest trees.
First—All ravines and steep hill-
sides, all land too rocky to be thorough-
Iy eleared of stone and plowed, should

Second—Protecting belts of timber

should be planted wherever buildings,
orchards, gardens, ete., are exposed to

Fourth—All roads should be belted

¢ should preserve, improve and
extend our existing forests by keeping
up o constant succession of young
growing trees of the best varieties,

First—To allow no stock to run in
wood-lots for the purpose of foruge,
This should be a rule inflexible and
wth in forests
moderately and
judiciously. Worthless varietics should
cut out, and valuable sorts trimmed
up so that thef will grow tall, forming
ian branches,
Third—Timber should be cut with
intelligent reference to future growth,
Valuable trees that you wish to propa-
ate should be cut in the spring
hose that you wish to exterminate
August.—Rural

T'he Worden Grapo.
19, A. Riehlin the Rural World gives
his opinion of this grape as follows:
wn and fruited
the more I aee of
Itis a seedlin
of the Concord, and like it in growt
and fruit, except that it ripenl\a little
earlier; berries oconsiderably
sweet and rich; in quality much super-
ior to Conecord, the skin about ss ten-
der as its parent. I like it so well I
shall plant no more Concord but Wor-
a grower,
the
advantage of being a little earlior, lar-

having
in quality.

—— 0 ——
new or fresh this morn-
ing?"" a reporter asked in a railroad of-
fice, " *‘Yes,” replied the lone ocoupant
of the apartment. **What is it?" quer-
ied the reporter, whipping out his note-
book. BSald the railroad man, edging
his way toward the door, *‘That paint

leaning J' The rall-
road msn is now in the hospital, and

nds,

larger,

THE HICHWAY COW.

Countryside.

The hue of her hide was dasky hrown,

fler body waa lean snd her neck was slim,

One horn wus turned up and the other turned
down,

8he was keen of vision and long of Hmb;

With_a Roman nose and s short tall,

mnu ihe Noops onga Lome-imnsde
pall,

Many & mark did her body bear:
Bhie Lind bean a target for all things known;
On many a sear the dusky hair
Wounld grow no more whers [t once had
grown.
Many a passionate parting shot
Had left upon ber a lasting spot.

Many and many o wall-almed stone,
Mang a brickbut of goodly sie,
And many a endgel swiftly thrown

X "t Had brought tho tears to her loving eyes,
ye hear the wind Low it moans, and the

lake? Ye will hear the lady’s cry at
daybreak, an® ye list well."

Lady Maud went to the window, and
drawing back the heavy curtains, looked
long and steadily at the magie Inko,
while in the plaintive voice of the wind
she fancied the re was something almost

Or had botinded off from her bony back
With a nolee Hke the sound of a rifle crack.

Many a day had she pagsed in the pound

For helping hernolf Lo her nelghbor's comn
Many & cowandly cur and hound,

i been transfized on her erumpled hormn;
Many a teapot and ol | tin pail
Had the farmer boys tied to her time-worn tall

011 Deéacon Gray was a plons man

Though sometimes templed to be profane,
When many & w.ary mile he ran

To drive her cu' of his growing grain:
Shnrp were the pran® s she used to play
To get her fill and get away

8" clinew when the deacon ¥ ent to town,
She wisely watched him when he went by}
He never pussed her without & frown
And an evil gle m in eacy groy eye:
He would erack his whip in a surly way,
And drive along 1n his “one-horse-ghay.™

Then at his homestead she loved to call,
Lifting his bars with erumpled horn,

I | Nimb'y sealing his garden wall,

Helping herself to his staniing corn;
Eating his cabbages one by one,
Hurrying home when Ler work was done.

is human passions were quick to rise,
And striding forth with a savage ery,
With fury blazing from both his eves,
As lighteninge flash in & summer gky.
Redder and redder his face wonld grow,
And after the creature he would go,

Over the garden, round and round,
Breaking his pear and apple trees,
Tramping his melons into the ground,
Overturning his hives of bees.
Leaving him angry and badly stung,
Wishing the old cow’s neck was wpung.

The mosaes grew on the garden wall;
The years went by with thelr work and
play.

B | The boys of the village grew strong and tall,
flutter of the white scarf, a plunge, and

& white-faced lad fled through the Glen.
He had seen the ghost, red dress, white
searf, golden hairand all; had followed
it, vaught it, and seen it plunge into

Acd the geay-halred farmers passed away
One by one as the red leaves fall,
But the highway cow outlived them all.

- — o —

THE YESTERDAYS,

Mary Clemmer, .
I take your gifts, O yesterday
And safe from all unfriendly eyes
I ret them one by one away,
Becure from change or sore surprise.
I take your gifts, glad yesterdays!
Avd when [ turn from work to play,
From care to rest, they'll make me joy,
And make my heart its holiday.
I take your gifts, sad yesterdays—
The better deads [ might have done,
The tears | might have wiped away,
The higher highits T mlght buve won,
You show, O tearful yesterdays,
How poor my 1ife's most perfect pagt,
You tear the crown of pride away,
And give instead the pitylng heart.
1 see the wave of summer woods,
1 hear the lapse of fiar off streams,
The murmur of the houeyed pines
Runs sweet and low along my dreamns,
And still a tender heart enfolds
A faded face, n haunting tine—
The Ungering frugrance of & joy
Ove yesterday made all its own,
I take your gifts, rich yesterdays!
Henceforth may no soul eall me poor;
Fortune may strip her guards away,
The wenlth of ull the past is gure.
We jostle fu the careless crowd,
" Wo meot, we part, we g0 our ways;
“But ench, unseen, bears up to God
The sum of all his yesterdays,

——— A —
FARM, GARDEN AND MOUBE-
HOLD.

Hutter Easlly Spolled. |
Of all the products of the farm, but
ter is the most linble to bo taintedsby
noxious odors floating in the atmos-
phere. Our peopie laid veal in the cel-
lar from which a little blood flowed out,
and was neglected until it commence:!
to smell. The result was that a jar of
butter wo were packing smelled and
tasted like spoiled beef. We know of
an instance where there is a pond of
filthy, stagnant water a few hundred
feet from the house, from which an of-
fensive eMuvium would be borne on the
breoze directly to the milk-room when
the wind was in a certain direction, the
result of which was that the cream and
butter would taste like the disagreeable
odor coming from the pond. As soon
as the pond was drained there was no
more damaged butter. Itis remarkably
how easily butter is spoiled.

Milking.

Tlhe milking gualitics of cows are the
results of the arts of man. The cow in
its natural state gives as much milk as
will keep a calf about two months, then
for four months as much as will partial-
Iy sustain it after that it takes care of
itself. On the othor hand, the cow

which art has prodnced gives ss much
E milk for four months in the year as will
snpport four or five calves, and for five
months more as much as woulJ support
three, two and ono. Thus we find that
almost every breed has s milking
straing, The Durbam has its milking
qualities just in proportion as man has
induced them. The Hereford is also a
noted beef-producing breed; but there
are strains whioh are desp milkers. But
man has not sucoeeded so well in con-
verting butter and milk-producers into
heavy beef animals. The Ayrshire, the
Jerseys, the Guernseys, are not uasily
convertod info beef animals; yet it may
be sald thet man changea the character-
istios of animals almost at will.
Renowing Orass Land, %

When graes land geta run out, as the
phrase goes, the best way to renew it
unless It s very rocky or rough land,

is to break it up, and, if it is not avail-
sble or desirable for oultivation, to
manure heavily and reseed. This
month, after the ha?> is cut, is the Leat
time for breaking up sod. It enn then
be manured, thoroughly harrowl and
re-seaded with grase, or sown w th rye,
the last of the month. In sowing grass
seed, only those kirds should L sown
togother that mature together. Herds-
grass and rod top go well together, but
orchard grass, June grass and the
other early varieties, shouli! bo sown by
themseolves, Twelve quarts of herds
grass and three pecks of red top make
A very good seeding tor an acre. If
herdezrass is sown alone on very Lioavy
land, it should be sown more thickly,
so thut it will not grow tro rank and
conrse. Orchard grass should be sown
very thickly, or it wall grow in clumps,
From a bushel and a half to two bush-
ols of seed to the acre gives a good re-
suit.
Sunlight for Plgs.

What an exchango says about pigs is
true also of all animals. They cannot
thrive without sunlight: “Whore the
sun does not come the doctor does,” ap-
plies toour animalsas well as ourselves.
A breeder asked our advice aboul his
pigs; they did not thrive; he was always
unfortunate with them, and with tho ut-
most eare they never reared their yoting
to perfection.  The stys face the North,
and neverget any sun; the beds ave low-
er than the outside ground, and the bot-
tom Is of earth; of course always damp
and offensive, notwithstanding that
straw is added day aftor day. Stys
should facoe the sun, and be allowed
plenty of fresh air; the bottom should be
concreted and slightly sloping, to carry
off the wet, and, although some do not
like it, we approve strongly of a wooden
bench atthe back for the bed. The
sides of the sty should be railed, not
bricked or boarded, ns young pigs aro
often crushid by the sow pressing
against them.

What the Farmer Should Study.
North Carolinae Farmer.

The farmer should study the laws of
concentration. He should learn how
lo concentrate his crops into the best
paying articles, Does he considor that
butter, cheese, beef, pork and mutton
represent only a certain amount of
grass, hay and grain that his farm pro-
duces? That instead of selling the raw
commodities. he can, by putting them
into these articles, get much better re-
turns for his products? His study
should be how to transform the raw
product: of his farm into something
that is concentrated and that will bring
him the most money. What he raises
has to go to some market. By condens-
ing it,little freight will have to be paid,
and thus much will be saved. A farm
is not only a faam: it is; or should be, a
faetory for chanzing the raw products
into articles of general consumption
that have a commercial value the world
over—that are of the best qualitiy, that
keep well and sell well, and bring
prices that will pay well for the skill,
labor and capital employed in produc-
ing them,

Flain Food.

.An appetizing repast does not neces-
sarily depend upon expensive viands;
but it does depend upon the thought
and care and skill in the preparation of
the cheapest dishes. I can imagine a
young couple with a very limited income
entertaining two or three friends most
pleasantly, if only the hostess and cook
—pethaps her maid-of-all-work would
take couns¢l together and market wise-
ly, and then devise and carry out s
dainty menu, consisting of soup, fish,
mesat and pastry. Excellent soup can
be made from ox cheek, and the tender
meat eaten afterward with haricot boans,
and gravy —a toothsnsme Alsh, T think
one reason of the vourse, unsatisfactory
dinners wo often ave in middle-class
housed ts the falss notion that “mado
dishes," s they are ealled [are oxpen-
sive, and that the most economieal foud

will hivedaleionn-onhdy,

WIT AND HUNOR.

A Boston driver has named a horse
oar “Gen. Butler,”” He says It is the }
easiest car on the road to switch from
one track to another.

The barber’s ohildren are little shav-
wrs, Lhe upholsterer’s are litile tackers,
the butcher's are young lambs, the oar-
penter's are chips from the old block,
the baker's are cram baby tarts, and
the angry man's are little peta.

“Bridget,” said the mistross to her
sorvant, “‘put a little nutmog in the
custard this afternoon;" and Bridget
picked out the smallest nutmeg she
conld find and threw it in the oustard,
whore it was found entire at the even- (
ing meal.

A small boy testified in an Austin
justice's court that the affray took place
on Sunday. “‘How do you know it was
Sunday?' ‘‘Beoause that day I had to
o to the back door of the saloon lo get
beer instead of the front door?" ;

A sarcastic Georgia editor, in noticing S
a fair which recently eame off in Maocon, !
says: *‘One of our contemporaries took
a very valuable premium, but s meddle- \
some and firm policeman made him put
it right back where he took it from."

Mark Twain, lecturing on the Fiji
islands, offered to show how the canni-
bals_ate their food if any lady would

lend hin & baby. Thelecture had to go
unillustrated.

The father of a St. Louis bride pre-
sented his son-in-law with 80,000 head
of eattle. “‘Papa, dear," exclaimed his
danghter when she hoard of it. “that
was 80 kind of you; Charley's awfully
fond of ox-tail soup.”

Back-yard logic: *If you use a burn-
or like this on yourlamp," said the ped-
dler, “you will save half of the kero-
sene.” The Iady said she would take
two, so she would not need any kero-
sene at all,

“The Germans are n frugal people,"
snys an American writer, after visiting
the Berlin opera-house. *‘As soon as
the opera was over, the man in front
took wads of cotion from his pocket,
and stopped up his ears Lo save the mu-
sic ho had paid for.”
The *Midnight Sun” is the title of a
fine descriptive article going the rounds
of the press. Butin these dezenerate’
days the midnight son is s passably
good boy; it Is the three-o'clock-in-the-
morning son who gricves his parents.
“Don't you think,” said & brother
lawyer to Judge Underwood, “‘that Jim
Plerson is the greatest liar of a lawyer -
that you ever sawP” I should be
sorry to say that of Brother Pierson,’
replied the judge; *‘but he is certainly
more economical of the truth than any
other lawyer in the cirenit.”
An Auslin gentleman went out on
Onion Creek to shoot quail. When ho
got back he was very much sunburnt.
On his return he met Gilhooly, who '
asked him what he had been doing. |
“I've got a little sunburnt shooting

{t we oan prescrve our trinquility of
soul and of demennor, wu shall get
through everything creditacly. Especi
aly is this good advion for warm weath-
or. Who feels the most heat? Who Is
most exhausted and prostrated by its
sevority? Why the perron who flies
from fans to loe-water bomoaning her-
self, who changes hor droas a half dozen
times a day, who laments that it is so
warm, and watches the thermometer
with despairing o riainty that it never
was 80 hot before; who, In short, in‘en-
sifies hor own discomfort and adds to
toa. ol others by constant thinking of
it. Women who can stay in-doors have
the advantage of men in warm weath-
or. It is wise to air ahouse {l.oronghly
in the carly morning, and keep it, as
far as possible, closed and darkened
through mid-day Dispense with s great
fire in the kitchen range, and let the
cooking be moderate. Fruits, salads and
simple, essily cooked cereals are the
proper foods for summer. A gas-stove
is an economy and a comfert, Find the
coolest place to sit, go quietly :bout
your work and make ns little fuss as
may be alont its being warm. Lot the
children have frequent baths, and do
not encumber them with heavy cloth-
ing. Commnion senso and an easy mind
help oneover most of life'srough places

with little friction.
‘—*._—-———

USEFUL INFORMATION.
One thousand laths will eover 70

yards of surface, and 11 pound of lath
vails will nail them on.

A cord of stone, three bushels of
lime and & oubic yard of sand will lay
100 cubic feet of wall.

Eight bushels of good lime, sixteen

bushels of sand, and one bushel of hair
will make enough mortar to plaster
100 gquare yards.

One thousand shingles laid four
inches to the weather will cover 100
square feot of surface, and five pounds
0(} shingle nails will fasten them on.

To remove rust from knives cover
them with sweet oil well rubbed on,
and after two days take a lump of
fresh lime and rub till the rust disap-

pears,

One-fifth more siding and flooring is
needed than the number of square feet
of surface to be covered because of the
lap in the siding and the matching of
the floor,

To destroy ants,—A strong solution
of corbolic acid and water poured into
the holes kills all the ants it touches,
and the survivors immediately take
themselves off,

To cleanse straw matting.—Straw

matting may be cleaned with a large,
cloth, dipped in salt and water, and
then wiped dry. The salt prevents the
straw from turning yellow,

Five courses of brick will lay one
foot in height on a eninmey. Nine
bricks in a course will make a flue
eight inches wide and twenty inches
long, and eight bricks in a course will
muke a flue cight inches wide and wix-
teen inches long.

Horse-radish in

pickles—Horse
radish will prevent pickles from mould-

pre _ _ uail?  “Well, y '

ing. Cutin little round slicea a piece E o &id Al . itw; hﬁd b {8

of horse-radish root as large as your ”?;: b’:“.lm'!p b 0‘_'1 oSt N, go8 '

finger and twice as long, and throw | VAR SREITRE Ihtown (e e ! )

them into s two-gallon jar of sweet conler' would have fined you 810 and o
3 cos's.’

pickles just before setting it away,and
you wil(] find them all right when you
go in haste to get a dighful for the
the table.

White Candy.—One cup of granu-
lated sugar, one pint of water, two
tublespoonfuls of vinegar; boil just as
you do molasses candy, but do not stir
it. You can tell when it is done b
trying it in cold water. Pull asif it
were molasses candy; have a dish near
by with some vanillain it, and work in
enough to flavor it as you pull; pull it
in 8 00ld room, and day you

e ——— 4 —
FOOD FOR THOUGHT.

Nothing _ean be fairer, nor more
noble than the holy fervor of true
zonl,

Act well at the moment and you

have performed a good action to all
eternity,

Where msay everlasting spring boe
found? In an India-rubber factory.

|- True piety is always humble, serious
and Toraattil ofelt and aclREEAN
— b —— ivamoni

Our Rocelpt for Curing Meat, e man who haa lesrned the lesson

As the sesson has arrived when

curing meat is in order, we republish
w= of old,our famous receipt for curing |

is “good pluiv ronst and boiled.” B This
is quite 5 mistako, nod either nrise.’
from, or leads to, an amount of card?’ |

in the bumblest Fronoh ostablishi § -
where the first business of the day is Lty
o to markot th choose suitable matert-
als for the day’sconsumption and not to
shrink all responsibility by urdaring
leg of mutton or usirloin of hewf, weigh-
ing about ten or twoelve pounds, and
which, of course, is expensive. A clev-
or house-kouper soon finds out that the
cheaper cats of good mest make dishes
a8 dainty and nico when praperly trest-
ed, as the most exponsive; but they
won't eook (themselyes, or permit of be-
ing put down to the fire and then left
til they are rodsted. They must be dél-
ieately nnd  carefully prepared; and
cooking must be acoepted as sn art not
unworthy the nttention of every or any
woman, whateyer her position, it econ-
omy, acd at the same time refinement,
be jegarded in hor household,
Feellng Harcied.

Probably nothing tires $ne so much
ns fesling burriod. When in the early
worning the day's afisirs presson one's
attention beforehand, and there comes
the woader low in the world everything

terruption is received impatieztly, s
the clock is watched in distress as its
momenta fit past,ther the mind tives the

with whip and spur in this way, Esch
of us is promised strength forjthefday,
and wo must not wesr ourselves out by
crowding two days' tasks into one. If
only we oan keep cool and calm, not
nllowing ouselves to be fustrated, we
shall be less wesried when we bave
reached the even-tide. The children
liave been fractious, the servants trying,
the friend we love may fail to visit us,

the letter we expeot may notfarrive, but

Is 1o bo sccomplished, when] every n-id8 .

body. We are wrong to drive ourselves .

eef, pork, mutton, bams, ete., as fol-
WS
To one gallon of water, take 14 s

laziness In our kitohons that 1s unkd ™0 68alt, § . of sagar, 4 oz. saltputre, §

tash, * L

this ratlo the pickle cau be in-

d to apy guantity, Lut these bo
37 until all the dirt from
SO0t tho top and is skimmaod

Sirow it into & tob to coul,
old, pour it over your beef
"'he ment must be well-coy-
pickle, snd should not be
wn for at loast two days after
during which time it should be
slighiR skrinkled with powdered aalt-
© Mioch removes all the surface-
2, leaviag the wmoat fresh and

olg” " Fome opit boiling the pickle
at{ it to argwer very woll, thoug

thl \feration “of boilinE purifies tho
p! y thro~ing off the dirt always

aund 179t and sugar, If this
¥is sorlotly followed, it will

will ot ) soon a
ot} | The wmoat is uusu for
Mess, delieacy and freshness of

ho potash unless you ean
0 artiole, usually
OrIaAntown

- l full .court traln, snd the
d with Wl!ﬂ“l'“d

e

re| e culy n single trial to prove its
superhrity over the wmm.
most .'m,% of putting down mea 3

ndoned for any yy!

of humility has learned the first and
hardest lesson of the Christian life.
The man who empleys his time to no
advantage of olhers, Is as worthless n
cresfure as ho who i» alwnys idle.
Custonn  surpasses nature; be onreful
tharefore, what you acoustom  yourself
to.

True grentness is s porsensl oharac-
toristio; it is not affected by ones oecw
pation,

Symetimes g voble failure serves the
world as faithfully as o distinguishid
suecess. T S

The money which is the resnlt of
honest toil lasts longer and affords the
meat happiness,

Labor to keep alive in g8 breast
that little spurk of celestial® © called 1
nscionoe,
Insurance tables of Ly are

valunbio lom-

perfnea’.
Hope is lhf&

gufnhodmpnﬂﬂ-hu
Why s it that which a
do is spt to be and th
ought to do is apt to be

oatio
ot

It you want to teach a dog arithme-
tio, tie up one of his paws, and he will

put down three and oarry one every-
time, .
Bulwor says: “There Is

worth baving that is not difoult. i
life, and T suppose the lifo of every
man who has worked with hand &r
hend, has been one long contest with
difeultiesa." .




