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HEREDITY,
A soldier of the Cromwell stamp

With sword and -
At horwme alike in clh);g;rf:d. Pt ki

Austere he lived, and smil o o
But she, a creature goft ::«li fﬂz?s—ﬁed
ain m_)me Bay, some say from

Within her vaing
D her veins leap blood like wine—
Bhe led her Roundh
In Grantham churgl‘,f ‘ead lord a dance!

hey lie asleep:
Just where, the verger {my notei%ow.

Btrange that two hundr
The old ancestra| ﬁreseda:le;s. Soldkes
In me these two haye met, again;
To each my nature owns s part;
0 one, the ceol and reasoning brain;
To one, the quick, unreasoning hert,
~—Thomas Bailey Aldrich.

MARGARET,

; It wasin the summer of 1870 that I
first met Margaret, in a small Western
u).wn where I went to nurge a sick
friend. The nearest railroad station was
twelve miles away, and the letter which
I had sent in advance having miscarried,

there was no one at the station to meet
me.

It was late at night, but availing my-
self of a waiting coach that carried pas-
sengers to and fro, I arrived, after what
scewed an interminably long drive, at a
large house that was dimly outlined
against the sky.

There was a general look of forlorness
about the place, as though things were
going to ruin; and owing to the lateness
of lh(é hour, we had some difﬁcu]ty in
effecting an entrance; but my coachman
atblength made himself heard, and a
WIgld«.)\\'-sagh having been thrown up, a
cl}ll‘!tsln voice called out, imperiously,
“*Stop your racket! I'm coming.”

The door was almost immediately un
locked and partly opened; a small head
thrust out.

'Is that you, Sam Barnes? Has any-
thing happened to pa?’ was eagerly
domamlcd’

“Dunno nothin’ ’bout ver pa. This
l?cro l_ml\: 1S _come to stay,” returned
8am, indicating me with a wave of the
band, and shouldering my trunk.

“Oh! that's it, is it?”” said the child, in
a relieved tone. And then, turning to
me with a kind of pert embarrassment,
an‘dl throwing the door wide open, she
sald,—

“Well, if you have come to stay,
havs you had better walk in.”

I complied with this oddly-worded in-
vitation and walked into a” wide, dark
hall, lit by a tallow candle, which sput-
tered dismally in a tin candle-stick on
the one table.

I paid and dismissed Sam, and found
myself alone with an oddyoung person,
who had crossed her hands behind her
and was leaning uguinst the wall, staring
at me with the ntmost sang-froid.

There was no suggestion of vouth about
her, except in her small, slight figure
and a certain immaturity about the thin,
sharp features.

She might bave been thirteen or thir-
ty, so impossible was it to decide upon
the bundle of contradiction presented by
ber dress, manner and physique. I
heard later that she was eleven.

She wore ill-fitting, clumsily-made
clothes, but her brows were straight and
well-marked, and she had a pair of large,
extraordinarily intelligent eyes, that
looked all the larger for the bluish cir-
cles under them.

But it was the worn, anxious lines in
the child’s face that most attracted my
attention. I wasstruck, too, by her man-
ner, which had a certain mixture of com-
posure and restlessness, of franknessand
reserve.

“I am Miss Jeanret’s friend, and have
come to take care of her,” I said, in ex-
planation. ‘“How is she?”

“Better, I fixed bher poultice this af-
tenoon, and she has been asleep nearly
ever since. You can see her in the morn-
ing; she'll be precious glad you've come.”

“ou fixed her poultice!” I exclaimed.

“Why, where was—everybody?” I con-
cluded, lamely, unable to particularize.

*‘Oh, Aunt Stubbs is most as blind as a
bat, and ma ain’tgood for anything where
thereare sick people. Mais nervous,
and she always cr'es and drops things, I
am glad I happened to hear you at the
door. It is too bad you were kept wait-
in’, You iookawfultired. I wasdreamin,
and heard the knockin’, but I thought it
was pa makin’ a coflin for the baby.”

*1 am afraid I frightened you,” 1 said.
“You seemed to think something dread-
ful had happened toyour father, I wrote
your aunt that I was coming, mui thought
she would be expecting me; but I sup-
pose she didn’t get the letter.”

‘N9, it didn’t come that I know. Did
you put it in a yellow envelope?”

‘I don’t remember,” I answered, sur-
priisvd at the inquiry. “I don’t think I
did.”

*‘She always burns those without read-
ing them. Bills, you know. Pais out
late to-night he i1s making up his books.”

“And you are sitving up for him, like
a good daughter,” 1 nuturally answered.

She darted an angry glance at me and
colored. .

“1 ain’t doing anything of the sort,”
said she, sharply. ““I had to be up and
down with the baby, and I thought I
might as well stay dressed.”

Surprised at having annoyed hcr,' I
gaid, ‘‘What baby? Whose baby? Not
vours, surely.” X

‘‘My little brother. Such a dear! Now,
let me see; where wili 1-put youto
sleep!” :

“] won't wake Aunt Stubbs up; it's no
use,” she went on reflectively. *'Oh! I
know; you canpo in Miss Waring's
room. She isaway. Sbe is awful fussy.
She'd have a fit 1f e.e knew you had her
room. I'll go get the key.”

With that she ran upstairs, but came
back almost instantly, and gathering up
an armful of my wrsrs and parcels, she
led the way into a large, bare, dismal
bedroom or the first floor.

“Nice, isn’t it?” said the child lighting
the candle and looking around with an
air of pride. *‘It is the best room, and
all the things belong to Aunt Stubbs,
only Miss Waring pays regular, and so
she bas them. If you have got all you
want, I am off.”

“] shall do very well now, thank you.
but won’t you tell me your name before
you go?”

Her hand was on the door-knob as I

ke.

ﬂp‘q.\;urgurot,” said she, and went out;

but she opened the door again immedi-

ately, and added, ‘‘Rea,” and without

waiting for another nmlffcd twice in a

jerky, ungraceful fashion, and disap

peared. %

Tired out by iny day’sexperience, I at
once mnlrvsac«l and went to bed, but
alas! not to sleep. After tossing and
tumblihe about restlessly for two or
three hours, I determined to try what a
sedative could do for me, although I
rarely resorted to anything of the kind.

_.ﬁl‘m_’:ﬂa: le was in my large bag, and the

*pag 1 found had been leit in the hall.

fopened the door softly and looked
.‘uut. and there, sitting ona chair with

per-
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her head resting on the table, sound
asleep, was m new acquaintance!

The poor child had rolled up her
apron as a substitute for a pillow, aud
made a footstool of my bag. She looked
much younger than she had done awake,
but her expression was even sadder
and her whole attitude one of profound
weariness,

I was about to rouse her when I heard
steps on the veranda outside, and some
one fumbled at the lock.

I understood then why Margaret had

gone to bed, and why she had been
vexed with me tor sup%osmg that she

was waiting up purposely.

I retreated. Aloud, thick voice called,
“Margaret!” and instantly the child
started to her feet, went to the door
and admitted atall man, shabbily dressed
and too evidently intoxicated.

“What the dickens do you mean by
keepm;i your old father waiting?” he
demanded, angrily.

“Hush, pa!” she answered. Don’t
make a noise. I was asleep and I didn’t
hear you. Sit down there, now, and
let me take off your shoes,” half-gunid-
ing him to the chair she® had vacated,
she gave him a httle push that sent him
into it safely, though rather askew, and
kneeling down, she rapidly divested
him of a pair of dusty brogans.

“Thank you, my dear child, thank
you. You are the handsomest of all my
children, Margaret, much the handsom-
est, and you have always been my favor-
ite,” remarked the father, with "vinous
impressiveness, attempting to embrace
her as she rose to her feet.

“Yes, pa, I know I am a beauty; but
hadn’t you Letter come up stairs?”’ said
she, avoiding his arm, but giving him a
kiss of her own accord on the forehead.

“Make me a bed here, my dear. I
don’t care where I sleep, and I can’t
bear to give trouble,” suggested Mr. Rea.

‘““Pooh, pa! don’t be ridiculous. I
can’t do that. Come along!” and with
this, Margaret helped him up and pro-
pelled him toward the stairs.

‘‘Take care, pa, you'll fall!” she cried,
as he tripped on the first step, and to-
gether they slowly mounted to the floor
above.

Their footsteps died away; I made a
second and more successful attempt to
get my bag, took my medicine, and after
thinking over the little scene I had just
witnessed, dropped into a sleep that
lasted well toward noon of the following

ay.

Margare: awoke me, by bringing in
m?' breakfast, and sat down near me
while I ate it.

“I am surprised to find how late it is,”
[ said. **What have ycu been doing this
worning, Margaret?”

“Well. ) lircee the Fsty's grme. an
iressed the chi'dren and gave them
their break/ast, and then I went to the
butcher’'s for Aunt Stubbs, and came
nome and put the feather's in ma’s bon-
aet, and sewed the buttons on pa’s coat.
and gave Miss Jeanret her pills, and
then f made your chocolate, and brought
your breakfast.”

“And how is my frieed?” I asked,
anable to restrain a laugh 2t the gravity
with which she rattled off this extra-
srdinary list of occupations.

‘‘She says it 'most cures her to hear
that you've come, ani shie sends her
love. Have you known zzer long?”’

“Yes,” I suid, “she was my governess
years ago, and we have been friends
ever gince.”

‘‘Aunt Stubbs says she hopes you will
get up early,” Margaret continued, ‘“‘be-
cause Miss Waring is coming back and
will snort if she finds you in her 100m.
But don’t vou hurry for that. The
boarders are all dying to see you, and
ma is going to put her best dress on for
dinner.”

I expressed as best I could my appre-
ciation of this complhiment,

“You haven't eaten your meat,” she
went on, presently. ‘‘Nobody ever
eats it afcer the first day. Mr. Smith,
one of the boarders, says he hopes it
will be better now you've come. But it
won’t, you'll see. Aunt Stubbs never
has any money, and the butcher says he
can’t stand it. I hate that man!”

I laughed again at this, and Margaret
rose.

“I must go now,” she said, and left
the room.

As eoon as I was dressed, I went to
see my dear old governess, whom 1
fcund very weak, though convalescent.
Her delight at seeing me knew no bounds.

““Ah,” said she, “‘I have made no such
friends since I am in America as yourso
kind family. And I bave suffered, ves.
But for a la petite, cette drole Marguer-
ite, la niece de Madame Stubbs—you
have seen?—I wouid now be not here.
Elle a so much encouraged me par ses
conseils, elle m'a soignee, as if I was’
been her own mother. Clest une ange!’

I was soon established in a little rcom
that opened into hers by Mrs. Stubbs in
serson. She was a frowzy, subdned-
looking woman, with & wondering eye,
and a chronically apologetic manner, and
was dressed in brownish black mourn-
ingand a cap that was never straight
during the six weeks it came under my
notice.

She was of a remiuiscent turn of mind,
and as she had adored herlate lord, J. C.
B. Stubbs, she told me rather more about
his brilliant talents. and striking appear-
ance, and remarkable peculiarities than
{ cared to hear. But she was a good
soul, and worked like a beaver, and
sheltered her brother and his family
under a roof, every shingle of which was
mortgaged. )

“John had;fixed up the place splendid-
ly,” she once told me, ‘‘and when he
was elected to the Legislature, he said
to me, ‘‘Maria, we must have a door-
plate," and he got it, and a week after it
was screwed on, my poor John was
tauken out right past it and buried.”

The first day, at dinner, I was intro-
duced to Margaret’s parents. Her motber
was & peevish looking woman, with
tremendous pretensions to gentility.
Everything with her was either “‘gen-
teel,” or ‘‘ungenteel.”

Her best dress was very bad, indeed.
It wasa chean silk, most elaborately
made, and surmounted by a dirty lace
collar, fastened with a pin very nearly
as large ag the Stubbs door-plate and
made of the game metal.

She had evidently once becn pretty,
and was determined to be so still, if
rouging, and powdering, and frizzling,
am} furbelowiug could accomplish that
end.

When I spoke of having met Margar-
et, who was not present, she looked ill
at ease, and spoke of her patronizingly
as ‘‘a good child, but very plain,” mldm!;
‘ater that she was‘‘like her pa's family,”
and, presumably, not “genteel” in con-
sequence.

The father was gigantic in stature, and
mild in manner, with a red nose, and
brandy-and-watery eyes, that told his
story to even the least observant looker-
on.

He seemed pleased when I spoke o
Margaret’s kinduess to my friend, and
persistently passed e all the dishes he
could reach, including one quite at the
other end of the table: while Mr. Bmith,
the postmaster, a small, fierce-looking,
man  who habitually helped himself to
the best of everything, looked on with
undisguised alarm and (ilsapproval.

During the next few weeks, each day
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threw fresh light upon Margaret’s char-
acter, on‘liy to bring out new beauties
fresh evidences of unselfishness an
thoughtfulness, and noble devotion to
duty; and patient endurance of evils
that would have crushed any ordinar y
spirit, combined with a courage and
st;gdhatness I have never seen equall-
ed.
For one thing, she had the entire
chn.rge of the three younger children,
for her mother was an utterly helpless,
thriftless creature, who did nothing but
amuse herself, and dress derself, and
could never be brought to see that this
was not the whole duty of woman.

No sooner had she breakfasted than
she put on her bonnet and started off to
pay visits in the village.

Where she went and whether sha was
welcome or unwelcome, I have no idea,
but she frequently stayed out all day.
When she came hiome at night she was
generally cross and tired, and after tak-
ing her supper, she would pick up a
novel to read, and set Mergaret al work
altering her dresses according to her
directions.

These dresses were second-hand fin-
ery, sent her by a rich sister, and were
continually remodelled in accordance
with every caprice of fashion.

How often have I caught a glimpse of
the poor child’s pale fece bending over
some such piece of work, after a day in
which she had been alternately cook,
nursery-maid, house-maid, searnstress,
laundress, and no one knows what be-
sides!

Were beds to be made, Margaret made
thein; it was she who, with Aunt Stubbs’
help did the children’s sewing; was any
one ill, Margaret nursed them; and as
to the odd jobs, who can number them?

The poor little body and sou: and
heart and mind must have all been one
great ache, sometimes—after a field-day,
for instance, when she had been cruelf’y
mortified by her father, and snubbed by
her mother, and the weather was warm,
and the children troublesome, and the
wvork unusually heavy. But I never
once heard a complaint from the brave
spirit, and I never saw her break down
but once.

About & month after my arrival, Mar-
garet made the acquaintance of a Jgrown
girl, who took a fancy to her, and asked
her to go to a picnic. Moved by some
vagrant impulse, she had agreed to go.

“I'll take Bob and Tom with me, ma—
they won’t be any trouble—if you will
take care of the baby,” she said to her
mother, and for a wonder that remark-
able parent made no objection.

On the morning of the long-looked-for
day Margaret came imto my room to say
z0od-by. She was dreseed in a new print

1er hair was neatly braided, and she
sported a straw hat Miss Waring had
given her. As she stood there holding
a small brother with each hand, she
looked for once almost like other grls.

“Keep an eye on ma, please,” she
sz2id, in a beseeching tone, “and don’t
let her give the baby a teaspoonful of
paragoric without any water, as she did
to Bob, here, nnd almost strangled him.
She isn't used to taking care of children,
you know. My dear baby never gives a
bit of trouble, though, to anybody, he is
80 good!”

I )])ramised to do as she wished, and
she left the house. Three times during
the day did I go over to Mrs. Rea’s
room, ostensibly to offer my services,
but really to see what she was about.

She was looking very important and
bustling around, the first time, with
baby in her arms.

The seconl time she received me
coldly. Baby was on asofa near the
fire, and she was reading. The inter-
ruption was evidently unwelcome.

n my third entrance I was surprised
to find her gone, and the baby lying on
the hearth, apparently badly burnt
about the face, as I saw to my unspeak-
able horror when I picked it up.

Mrs. Rea afterward explained that
the child was fast asleep, and she had
stupped over to the rectory to get the
pattern of a lovely mantilla she had ad-
mired in church the Sunday previous.

As for Margaret, when she was told
the news, she gave one shriek and
fainted dead away. As soon as she was
able to sit up, she took the little thingta
her room and there nursed it with fran-
tic tenderness day and night, until it was
quite well again.

Happily the injuries, though serious,
were not as great as I at first had feared.

I did my best to atone for my share of
what seemed an awful crime,—though I
really was blamed by no one. AndI
grew more ati@ached to Margaret every
day, as 1 watched her deyotion to the
gick child,-—a chiid herself, but as capa-
ble and thoughtful as though she had
been & woman of forty.

I discovered, too, that she had a poet-
ical and imaginative side to her charac-
ter. She was passionately fond of read-
ing, and had deveured the few hooks
that had come in her way with the great-
est eagerness,

By the time my sick friend had re-
gained her health, and my summons
home had come, I had so interested my
family in Margaret, that my eldest
brother offered to give her a good educa-
tion. I laid the matter before her parents
who were both delighted, but Margaret

would not listen to 1t for a moment.

‘* Educate me!” she exclaimed, in
amazement.

*‘Gracious mercy! You've d one this!”
furning to me a grateful face). “Whata
rnod man your brother must be! I'de

ike it of all things. It would be nice to
learn about everything—but,” and she
hesitated,—‘‘I suppow I couldn’t take
the baby and the boys?”

I shook my Nead and smiled. Her face

fell, but presently she smiled in re-
snons%
‘“‘Well, when the children are big, and
ma gets well, and Aunt Stubbs don’t
have to take boarders anymore, I’ll get
some books and study by myself.”

I threw no cold water upon the mill-
ennial programme, but I wrote home
about it, and the result was an arrange-
ment that went into effect the tollowing
year. A servant was hired to attend to
some oi Margaret’s many duties, and
ghe spent part of every day at the best
school in the village.

The morning I leftthe Stubbs mansion
I found by my plate at breakfasta bunch
of daisies tied with a coarse twine, and
an untidy brown-paper packnge sontain-
ing a battered blue and-gilt copy of
Tom Hood’s poems. This had been le!t
at the house by some summer boarder,
and had long been coneidered a gem of
Margaret’s collection. [ carried away a
blurred vision of a queer, pathetic little
figure that will never leave me.

For some years after I wrote to the
child at intervals, but got no response—
polite correspondence being not much
in her line., My brothers got occastonai
reports from her teacher, who spoke in
high terms of Lis protege’s intelligence
and industry,—and then came a long
period in which e heard nothing.

1 v as looking out of the window one
mornming last winter, when a carriage
drove up and a lady got out, and rung
the I)elll and was admitted. She no
sooner saw me than she rushed forward,
tuok both hands and kissed me.

This proceeding was eminently caicu-
lated to take my breath away, but judge

-

of my surprise when I found that this
stranger was Margaret grown up, grown
younger, prettier, happicr, than [ ever
could have believed Eossil)lel Margaret
whom I only remembered as lying the
cloth, cleaning the grates nursing, sew-
ing sweeping, toiling, and moiling, now
richly-clad, perfectly ladylike in voice
and manner, happily married, and mis-
tress of a beautiful home.

It was soon allexglained. Will Brooks
had come to Deerfield and boarded in
the neighborhood. He had seen, and
wonderful to say, learned to care for
Margaret, andimarried her, and had
taken not onl ‘her but hers, .into his
blti‘house and heart.

he boys were all at school. Aunt
Stubbs was dead. Perverse fates had
made of “ma” a confirmed invalid just
when a carriage in which endless visit-
ing might have been done was placed at
her disposal.
A ‘“Poor pa,’ had made a vow—and kept

She was going to New York to join
Will, she sail, and would stop to show
him to us as she came back, and he knew
all about us, and was as grateful as could
be for all our kindness, and so on for
two hours.

My brother was away from home, a
fact which we hoth regretted.

It was delightful tc see, off the stage,
such poetical justice done, and a harvest
of happiness as richly reaped as it had
been richly deserved.

The following week I got a beautiful
pearl ring from Titfany’s ““with Mar-
garet’s loye and grutitmie" on the card
accompanying it, and I know my brother
was not ill-pleased by a letter he got at
the same time, although he passed it to
me across the table without a word.

F. C. BayLor.

A Brave Deed; or, Cheated of its
Prey,

BY MRS, M. E. BRADDOX,
“*Somebody must go for the doctor.”
It was Reine de Fac who spoke, and

her words fell ominously on that little
band of watchers. One of their number
must brave the violence of the storm; a
human life was at stake. There was sil-
ence for a moment; then Mark Maston
said, in a low, firm voice, I will go.”
Reine heard him, and turned deadly
pale, but no sound of emotion passed

her lips, and no one noticed her pallor
in the growing dusk. A minute passed,
the door slammed, and Mark was zone.

There were two roads to Paxton, where
the doctor lived, the highway and the
beach. The distance wasshorter by the
beach, rut the way more perilous; for at
flood-tide the waves lashed high the
cliffs which shut off retreat inland.

It took Mark Maston but anZinstant to
decide his course; every moment was
precious, and he mustStry the beach.
He glanced along the shore;ithe water
was about twenty feet from the cliffs,
which presented their rugged front to
the whistling eastern blast. Thinking
only of the loved one at home, he dashed
along.

Two miles before him a headland pro-
j\ected into the sea. Ifthis'was passed
Mark Maston was safe. On he sped.
The gale caught the spray of the break-
ers, and whirled it against the cliffs,
d{gznching the bold messenger to the
skin.

At last the headland came in sight,
Mark stopped, ani' shading his eyes,
gazed fixedly ahead. A shuﬁder shook
his frame. While he looked. a’ might
billow came rushing in from the sea, an
dashed high on that projecting cliff.

Turn back, Mark Maston; turn back or
you are doomed!

But no; with clenched teeth he ran on
—on to certain death. Butis it certain?
Can he doit? Can he reach there in
time?

Yes, gentle reader. I think he can, if
he plods right along. It is only halfa
mile, and he has got nine hours and a
quarter to do it in. The tide is going out.

Mark Maston is saved! The sea is
‘‘cheated of its prey!”"—Harvard Lam-
poon.

A Snake Charmer’s Narrow Es-
cape From a Python.

A thrilling incident havpenedin Fore-
paugh’s circus yesterday afternoon,
while Nala Damajante, the Hindoo
snake charmer, was gotng through her
performance of bhandling half-a-dozen
squirming pythons. It was all in the
twinkling of an eye, and scarcely a doz-
en persons in the great audience were
aware that Damajante had fora moment
been in deadly peril. She had finished
the wonderful act of walking about the
raised platform with six snakes coiled
like a living herd-dress over her fore-
head, and had taken the huge python,
whose weight is ninety pounds and
length twelve feet, from its box, and
threw it across her shoulder, As she
had done with the other snakes, Dama-~
jante grasped the powerful creature a
few inches back of the head, Although
the air was damp and chilly, the pvthon
appeared possessed of more than usual
activity. It unwound its sinuous length
from Damajante's body and quickly coil-
ed about the upper part of her chest and
throat. To those nearest the performer,
the musclesofthe gnake could be distinet~
ly seen working beneath the spotted skin.
Suddenly the reptile gave an angry hiss
and darted forth its quivering tongue,
and almost at the same moment the
coil abont the waman’s throat was tight-
ened. Damajante’s agent, who was
standing near the entrance to the ele-
pbant house, appeared to know that
there was a possibility of something of
the kinud taking place, and was keeping
a keen eve on the performance. He
started forward T“ckly but quietly, so
as not to alarm the audience, and had
got half way down the race tiack, when
Damajante, who had already realized
her great danger, succeeded in untwist-
ing the tale end of the snake from her
body. The middle and most powerful
part of the python was still about her
throat, and the pressure was increasing.
She was very pale but thoroughly calm.
The head of the python, hissing horri-
bly, was still grasped in her right hand.
Damajante, with remuarkable nerve,
managed to free her left arm, and in
another instant had, with all the strenzth
she possessed in both hands, unwrapped
the writhing necklace from her throat.
She placed ter dangerous pet back in its
box, bowed, and retired.—Philadelphia
Press.

The New York State capitol at Albany
which was originally to cost $9,000,000,
has gradaaliy increascd its Jemands un- |
til the last estimate now is $18,530,000. ;
and the probability is that it will cost |
more than this. The reports that it is '
architecturally  dangerous are pro-
nounced without foundation, but that it |
is defective in many particulars, there is
no doubt.

Edward Gould has completed fifty
years of service as cashier of what ig!

now the National Traders’ bank of Port- i
land, Maine.
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Agricultural Notes.

An Towa Journal, Che Traer Clipper,
remarks that the farmer in that latitude

who “will not take to the cow or steer is
selling cut,” because he must.

Mr. 8. W. Delano, St. Clair, Mich., had
the pleasure of crediting 50 Plymouth
Rock hens with 1,620 eggs in mid-
winter davs.

When you prepare your hills for to-
matoes this season mix a little bone-dust
or ashes with the manure in the hill,
and notice how much the crop will be
improved therebv. But do not leave
the manure in a heap in the hill, but
mix it thoroughly and deeply with the
soil by means of the hoe or fork.

A bill has been passed by the prov-
ince of Ontaria, Canada, for the encour-
agement of tree planting. It provides
that any maunicipality may pay out of
the public funds a bonus not exceeding
25 cents for every tree—ash, basswood,
beech, birch, butternut, ce&ar, cherry,
chestnut, eim, hickory, maple, oak, pine
sassafras spruce, walnut or whitewood—
planted along a Lighwny of farm bound-
ary liné or within six feet ofsuch bound.

A writer on the subject of laying hens
says, he began with a flock, the average
laying of each hen beinz oniy 55 to 85
per annnm. By selecting for hatching,
from year to year, the eggs of those hens
that laid the greatest number, he brought
them up in process of time to lay from
190 to 210 each. We have well authen-
ticated instances of hens laying 250 eggs
in a single year, and even more than
this number 18 guessed at. It is highly
profiteble, under ordinary circum-
stances,to keep hens which lay 150 to 200
eggs per annum, but quite the contrary
if they produce only 60 to 80. The non-
sitters are such as give the former; but
the sitters, when a good breed, will gen-
erally reach about two-thirds of this
number.

Industrial Traln.lng for Women,

It is a singular fact that there is not in
all the United States an indowed institu-
tion for the training of women for pro-
fessional or industrial labor. Itisto be
hoped that the time is not far distant
when the wealthy ladies of the land,
many of whom now give so generously
to colleges and institutions for the edu-
cation of men, will devote some of their
means to the establishment and endow-
ment of institutions for the thorough
training of women in useful callings.—
Home Journal.
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Preparation of Kalsomine.

Eight pounds of whiting and one-qgaur-
ter of a pound of white glue make the
right proportions. Soak the glue over
night in cold water, and in the morning
heat till it is perfectly dissolved. Mix
the whiting with hot water, stir the two
thoroughly together, and have the wash
the consistence of thick cream. Appl
warm with a kalsomining brush, brush-
ing it well in and finishing it as you go
on. If warm skim milk is used instead
of water, the glue mnf' be omitted. Be-
fore the wash is applied, all holes and
crevices should be stopped with plaster
of Paris mixed with water. Colors to
tint the walls mn{vbe procured at any
paint store. M. W, says; *‘If zinc white
18 used instead of the whiting, it will
last white for many years. The first ex-

ense ismore, but the investment pays:
se firsta sizing of white glue.”

A Garden in a Cornfield,
From the New York Tribune.

The old-fashioned Kkitchen garden,
fenced in, surrounded with currant
bushes and berry plants often spread
far out toward the centre, with a few
bunches of peonies and here and there
a rose-bush and a clump of hollyhocks,
where possibly the plough might be used
with a good deal of turning and tugging,
but more likely the spade with still
harder work, belongs to a by-gone age,
and savors more of penance than of
profit. Nowadays, with the perfect im-
plements for planting and cuoltivating,
gardening may be made easy. If there
18 no better spot, one corner of the corn-
field may be taken, and all of the seade
be planted in rows, thickly orthinly, ac-
cording to their habit of growing. Let
the rows extend across the field, and if
too long make part of them corn or po-
tatoes .The ground need orly be well pre-
pared, as for corn, and riade fine with
the harrow and marked with a corn-
marker. For the fine sezds like lettuce,
onions, ete., the garden rake may be
used to smooth the surface along the
TOWS.

When these seeds come up, scrape the
earth and weeds away an each side
from the young plants with a light touch
of the hoe, and leave the row clean,
The plants will then be seen distinctly,
although small, and the cultivator will
wmellow the ground between the rows
and destroy the weeds, and its occasion-
al use will do most of the garden work.
A little hand weeding may be required
in the row, if the ground is weedy,
otherwise the gardening may. be done
with a horse and cultivator. Cucumbers
melons, beets and everything may be
planted after the marker and be cover-
ed with the hoe or the garden rake.
One man in a day can plant seeds
enough for a bountiful supply fora large
family. Vegetables and plants raised in
this way will grow faster than in a gar-
den and mature sooner. A row or two
may be left. for the later planting of ra-
dishes anu winter cabbage, and mean-
while the cultivator will keep the ground
clean and mellow.

When July comes the open spaces
between the rows of onions and lettuce,
and where vacant spots have been made
may be strewn with turnip seed and
raked over, and so all of the ground will
be utilized. The pea-rows, later in the
season, and where the early potatoes
grew, may also be converted into a tar-
nip patch. A few extra loads of manure
—the best rotted—ploughed under
where the garden is to go, will make
stronger growth; and the quicker most
vegetables grow the better the quality.
June the radishes may be
put in and they will ba crispand tender.
A little wood ashes and hen manure,
mixed together and worked inte the
soil, will give vegetables a rapid start.
Hen manure and plaster is also a supe-
rior fertilizer, but not quite so active as
the other. Plenty of vegetavles area
blessing to a housewife, and h(-lp won-
derfully to surround the farmer’s table
with gcod cheer—F. D. Curtis, Kirby
Homestead, N. Y.

Strabberries.

This is a berry which all ean raise.
To have them in perfection, as they
have no superiors, it must be perfectly
ripened on the vines and eaten a few

hours after they are picked. Those
shipped here from a distance look like
strawberries, but they have lost their
flavor and health inspiring principle.
Any one can ngve them Iresn except
the man who is willing to sacrifice many
of the comforts «f life and health by
crowding into the towns and cities. The
last half of April is the best season for
setting out strawberries. Take timeand
care in setting out. Make the goil fine
and mellow, spread out the roots care-

fully, but do not press the dirt too hard
against the plant. But above all be care-
ful that the central bud is not covered
with dirt. Ifthe p'ant has many fall
fresh leaves, most of them should ge cut
off, and do not set too deep. Three
square rods will furnish berries enough
fora large famxlﬁ. In their season there
is nothing like them.—Des Moines Reg-

1ster.
—_—————

Pepper, Pure and Adulterated.

Pepper, when freshly ground, has an
appetizing, fragrant smell and taste, that
the best store article rarely approaches.
Black and white pepper are from the
same berry, the difference being simply
in the preparation. The outer husk of
the berry is black, the inner seed beiny
much lighter, or nearly white. The
best pepper 18 made from the whole
berry ground up, husks and . all. Those
who are now coming home from Europe,
often bring back a pretty little pepper
mill for the table, to be used instead of
a pepper box. Itis filled with whole
pepper, and holding it 1n one hand you
turn a little handle with the other, and
grind a few grains of fresh, fragrant
peper into your soup or stew. Black
pepper is largely adulterated. The pep-
per husks from the London made white
pepper manufacturers, are for sale on
this eide of the Atlantic for only a few
cents a pcund. The whole pepper costs
at the importers’ say 15 cents per pound,
I’egper of J)epper huske, mustard husks,
and ground rice or flour, can be so!d tor
as many cents the ounce, as the pepper
husks cost per pound, and seem quite
like pepper, too. It swmeclls peppery,
but it is not tempting, and it is no won-
der that we often hear people say, ‘I
very seldom take pepper.”

Pansies and Verbenas.

Pansies, in this country are universal-
ly grown from seed, which is sown or
transplanted at yarious periods—in au-
tumn for the next spring, and late in the
winter for summer; some persons keep
up continuous cultivation, sowing and
transplanting frequently. To guard young
plants against damping or decaying at
the root, transplant into shallow boxes,
about aninch apart, and keep them
rather cool, warm enough, however, to
asrure good growth. All plants raised
in the house, or in a hotbed, should be
hardened by partial exposure before
planting in the ground. When we de
not produce large, fine pansies it may be
owing to the want of a sheltered nook
for them—a cool moist place—or the
seed may not be goud, and we may not
understand how much food they require.

The greatest gourmand that you can
imagine is not more imperious in his
demands than are these modest lookin
flowers. hence you cannot get the 801
too deep or too rich. They delight in
moisture, while liquid manure is an
elixir. Our grandmothers used to have
lcaeh-tubs set up in the spring for the
purpose of making soap; we need leach-
tubs set up in a similar way for distilling

fertilizers. It is astonishing how a lit-
}1e dressing tells, especially ina liquid
orm.

It should always be used weak
just in a dormantstate. I have obtajnsd
as good blooms generally from mixed
German eeeds as from any other,
though I often buy the French odier
and English extra choice.

Verbenas are easily raised from seed,
although a little slow in starting. Soak-
ing the seed, also the use of a hotbed,
will facilitate the process, but they can
be raised in & warm place in the house
and duly prePared in time for the bed
or border. DPlants thus grownare strong
and healthy; much more so than those
from cuttings,but the trouble isthey can-
not be depended on for color. When
{ou send to a florist you know what you

ave, and you can dispose your scarlet,
white and purple colors, and their vari-
ations, so as to form a beautiful bed.
Not so with seedlings. Still, they seem
to be satisfactory to many amateurs, and
our florists strongly recommend them,
not neglecting to raise cuttings, however,
from their old stock-

I had a little trial ot seedlings a few
summers since, and all that has been
said of their vigor was more than real-
ized. I will not speak of their luxuri-
ance, or attempt to tell how high they
grew, how much they bunched, or how
far they ran, for their dimensions were
incredible. There were some eighteen
or twenty plants on a bed ten feet in di-
ameter, and althongh covered with are-
dundance of flowers it was far from at-
tractive. I went to it repeatedly to pull
out some of the plants, or try to im-
prove,it in some way, but upon close ex-
amination I could not make up my
mind to sacrifice one of the number;
they were so delicate, so beautifully
shaded and tinted; there were soft lilac,
tender rose, baby Blue, and all conceiy-
able variations of these colors, except a
pure white, a good rich pink and
scarlet. These were entirely wanting,—
New York Tribune.

Law Versus Gospel.

Law versus gospel: At the Chester,
Eng., police court, a laborer unamed
Thomas Moran was summoned for neg-
lecting to contribute to the support of
his children in the workhouse. The re-
lieving officer said the defendant’s six
children were admitted to the poorhouse
in September. Moran agreeingto pay
ten shillings weekly to their support.
Up to the present timo he had only paid
fourteen sEiilings. His wife wasin an
asylum. Moran said that a fortnight
after the children entered tha house he
was laid up ten weeks from an accident.
When he got better, frost set in, and he
got no work for thirteen weeks. After
that, he got five days’ work weekly, and
when in full;work his wages were but a
pound a week. The long illness made a
debt that had to be paid, and he had
paid the guardians all he could. An en-
try in the police book showed that
Moran was carried to the infirmary on
a stretcher, in September. Notwith-
standing this, the magistzates sentenced
the ‘‘prisoner” to a month’s hard labor.
The defendant burst out crying, exclaim-
ing: “For God’s sake, gentleman, give
me a chance. | was never in prison, If
you send me I’ll lose my work. If you
give me time, I'll pay all.” He was re-
moved, still appealing for mercy.

The annual sum received by the

Prince of Wales from the Duchy of Corn-
wall ranges between £63,000 and £65,000.
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