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*T CEHA THAXTK*. 
RoAHiN'i the wild t«>uth-wi*Kter 

Pills the wide hcavi'ne witli it* clamor, 
Ploaghiiic the ocean and «mitlng 

The laud like a pondrous hrauaer. 

Lo, how the vast prey xpaces 
Wre»il<* and roll and thunder. 

Billow piled np»u billow, 
Closing and tearing asunder. 

A* if the deep rajjt-d with the aamr 
Of ho«t* of the fabulous kralten! 

And the firm house chuddere and treiMMS» 
Beaten, buffeted, shaken! 

Battles the gull with the ti nipoKt. 
Strnirijlitii^ and wavi'rin^ and faltering, 

oarirj; and mriviiic and hii'.kiug, 
Turrnn;.'. it* h'K''1 course altering. 

Down through the cloudy heaven 
Note* from the wild geese are falling, 

Crie« like harsh bell-tones are ringing, 
Echoing, clanging, and calling. 

plunge" the cchooner land-ward. 
Swiftly the lontr seas crowing, 

Cloee-reefed. fcekiiiK the harbor, 
Half lost in the spray BIIC Is towing. 

A rift in the roof of vapor! 
And stormy suushine is streaming 

To color the grey, wild water 
Like ebrysoprase, green and gleaming. 

Cold and tempestuous ocean. 
Raffed rock. brine-swept and lonely. 

Grasp of the long, hitler winter-
Then' tilings to gladden tin) only! 

Love, dost thou wait for me in some rich land 
Where the gold orange hangs in odorous ca.m?— 

Where tlie clear waters kiss the llowery strand. 
Bordered with shining sand and £ roves of palm? 

And while this bitter mnrnlug bf-uk- for me, 
Draws to its close thy warm, d :<>n»4ajr{ 

Lights, colors perfumes, music, uv for Ih' sj, 
For me the cold, wild sea, the lotldy grejr! 

Rises  th<* red moon in ' ' iy  t ra tuju"  t  
Plashes the fountain with i ts  s i lvt i  <alk.  

And He the evening wind begins to sigh. 
Thv swee? girl's shape steals down tlie garden 

walk. 

A *ttt« robe glimmering throagh tin Muted 
<Jnsk, 

Lingering beneath the starry jasmine sprays, 
Where thy thick-clustered rose" breathe of musk, 

A puddeu gush of song thy light steps stays. 

That was the nightingale! O love of mine, 
Ilear'st thou my voice in that pathetic «ong, 

Sinking in passionate cadences divine. 
Fainting and failing with its rapture strong? 

I stretch my arms to thee through all the cold. 
Through all the dark, across the weary space 

Between us, and thy blender form I fold, 
And giize into the wonder of thy fuce. 

Pure brow, the moonbeam touches, tender eye*. 
Splendid with feeling, delicate smiling month, 

Ana heavy silken hair that darkly lies 
Soft as the twilight clouds in thy sweet South. 

0 beautiful mv love, in vain I seek 
To hold thi-'heavenly dream that fades from me! 

1 needs must wake, with salt spray on my cheek 
Flung from the fury of this northern sea. 

Ocribner't for Novenbtr. 

AN UNINTITEI) GUEST. 

IT was nearly three o'clock on a hot 
summer's day; the long polished counters 
of our bank—the Royal Domestic Hank-
were crowded with customers; money 
•was flowing in and running out in the 
Usual business-like manner. From a 
raised desk in my private room, I, the 
Bianatrer of the Iioyal Domestic Bank, 
looked out on the busy scene with a cer
tain pride and pleasure. The Itoyal Do
mestic is not a long-established institu
tion, and, without vanity, I may say 
that much of its prosperity is attributable 
|o the zeal and experience of its manager. 
In corroboration of this statement, I might 
refer to the hist printed Report of the di
rectors, laid before the shareholders at 
then -annual meeting, in which they are 
pleased to say— But after all, perhaps I 
may be thought guilty of undue egotism 
ana conceit, if I repeat the llattering 
terms in which they speak of me. 

A clerk put his head inside ray door. 
" Mr. Thrapstow, sir, to speak to you." 

"Send him in, Roberts," I said. 
Charles Thrapstow, I had known from 

boyhood ; we had both been reared in the 
same country town. The fact that his 
parents were of considerably higher so 
cial status than mine perhaps made our 
subsequent intimacy all the pleasanter to 
me, and caused me to set a value upon 
his good opinion greater than its intrinsic 
worth. Thrapstow was a stockbroker, a 
very clever, pushing fellow, who had the 
reputation of possessing excellent judg
ment and great good luck. At my request, 
he had brought his account to our bank, 
ft was a good account; he always kept a 
iiir balance, and the cashier had never to 
look twice at his checks. 

Charlie, like everybody else in business, 
occasionally wanted money, I had let 
him have advances at various limes, of 
course amply covered by securities, ad
vances which were always promptly re
paid, and the securities red.-emed. At 
this time, he had five thousand pounds of 
ours, to secure which we held City of 
Damascus Water-company's bonds to the 
nominal value of ten thousand. My di
rectors rather demurred to these bonds, 
as being somewhat speculative in nature; 
but as I represented that the Company 
was highly respectable, and its 
•hares well quoted in the mar
ket, and that I had full con
fidence in our customer, our people sanc
tioned the advance. I had perhaps a little 
uneasy feeling myself about those bonds, 
for they were not everybody's money, and 
there might have been some little diffi
culty in finding a customer for them in 
case ol the necessity for a sudden sale. 

Thrapstow came in radiant. He was a 
good-looking fellow, with a fair beard and 
moustache, bright eyes of bluish gray, a 
nose tilted upwards" giving him a saucy, 
resolute air; he was always well dressed, 
the shiniest of boots, the most delicate 
•hadt of color in his light trowsers and 
gloves, the glossiest of blue frock-coats, a 
neat light dust-coat over it, a blue bird's-
eye scarf round his throat, in which was 
thrust a massive pin, containing a fine 
topaz, full of luster, and yellow as beaten 
fold. 

"Well, I've got a customer for those 
Damascus bonds waiting at my office; 
•old 'em well, too — to Billings Brothers, 
who want them for an Arab firm. One 
premium, and I bought at one discount." 

"I'm very glad of it, Charlie," I said, 
and I felt really pleased, not only for 
Thrapstow's sake, out because I should 
IK: glad to get rid of the lx>mls, and the 
directors' shrugs whenever they were 
mentioned. 

"Hand 'em over, old fellow," said 
1'harlie, "and I'll bring you Billings's 
Check up in five minutes. You won't 
have closed by then; or if you have, I'll 
Come in at the private door." 

I went to the safe, and put my hand 
®pon the bonds. 

Charlie stood there looking so frank 
and free, holding out his hand for the 
fconds, that I hadn't the heart to say to 
him, as I ought to have done, "Bring your 
customer her«, and let him settle for the 

bonds, and then I will hand them over." I 
should have said this to anybody else, but , 
somewhow I couldn't say "it to Charlie.; 
There would only be five minutes' risk, j 
and surely it was no rsk at all. j 

The thing was done in a moment; I i 

was carried away by Thrapstow's irresisti- j 
ble manner. I handed over the fronds, j 
and Charlie went off like a shot. j 

It wanted seven minutes to three, |  
and I sat watching the hands of the 
clock in a little tremor, despite j 
my full confidence in Thrapstow;' 
but then I had so thorough a knowl
edge of all the rules of banking, that I 
couldn't help feeling that I had done 
wrong. A few minutes, however, would 
set it right. Charlie's white hat and glit
tering topaz would soon put in an appear
ance. 

Just at a minute to three the cashier 
brought me three checks, with a little 
slip of paper attached. They were Thrap
stow's checks, for fifteen hundred—twelve 
hundred and three hundred odd respec
tively, and his balance was only five 
hundred odd. 

I turned white and cold. "Of course 
you must refuse them," I said to the 
cashier. 

When he went out, I sat in mv chair 
quite still for a few moments, bewildered 
at the sudden misfortune that had hap-
pened to me. Charles Thrapstow was 
clearly a defaulter; but there was this one 
chance—he might have given the checks 
in the confidence of selling those bonds, 
and placing the balance to his account. 
In due course, these checks, which were 
crossed, would have been brought to the 
clearing house, and have been presented 
on the morrow. But it seemed that his 
creditors had some mistrust of him, and 
had caused the checks to be demanded 
out of due course. 

The clock struck three. Charles had 
not come back. The bank doors closed 
with a clang. I could endure t':e suspense 
no longer. Telling the bank porter that 
if Mr. Thrapstow came, he was to be ad
mitted at the private door, and was to be 
detained in my room till I returned, I 
went out, and made my way to his office, 
which was only a few hundred yards 
distant. He wasn't there. The clerk, a 

{'outh of fifteen, knew nothing about 
lim. He was in C'apel Court, perhaps— 

anywhere, he didn't know. Had he been 
in within the last half-hour ¥ Well, no; 
the clerk did not think he had. His story, 
then, of the customer waiting at his office 
was a lie. 

With a heavy heart, I went back to the 
bank. No; Mr. Thrapstow hadn't been 
in. the porter said. I took a cab und went 
off to the office of Mr. Gedgemount, the 
solicitor to the bank. I told him, in con
fidence, what had happened, and asked 
his advice. "Could I get a warrant 
against this Thrapstow for stealing the 
bonds?" 

"Upon my word," said Gedgemount, "I 
don't think you can make a criminal mat
ter of it. It isn't larceny, because you 
abandoned the possession of the bonds 
voluntarily. No; I don't see how you 
can touch him. You must make a bank
rupt of him, and then you can pursue 
him, as having fraudulently carried oil 
his assets." 1 

But that advice was no good to me. I 
think I was wrong in taking it. I think 
I ought to have gone straight ofT to the 
police office, and put the affair in the 
hands of the detectives. Dignified men 
of law, like Gedgemount, always find a 
dozen reasons for inaction, except in mat
ters that bring grist to their own mill. 

1 went home completely disheartened 
and dejected. How could I face my di
rectors with such a story as that, I had to 
tell ¥ The only excuse that I could urge, 
of private friendship and confidence in 
the man who had robbed us, would make 
the matter only the worse. Clearly, at the 
same time that I told the circumstances to 
the directors, I should be bound to place 
my resignation in their hands, to be put 
into force if thev thought tit. And there 
would be little doubt but that they would 
accept it. How damaging, too, the story 
would be to me, when I tried to obtain 
another appointment. 

I had promised to take my wife and 
children for an excursion down the river, 
as soon as the bank closed, and the young
sters eagerly reminded me of my promise. 
I replied so savagely and sternly, that the 
children made oil' in tears; my wife, com
ing to see what was the matter, fared little 
better. I must have had a sunstroke or 
something, she told me, and browght ban
dages and cau de Cologne. I flung away 
in'a rage, and went out of the house. I 
must be doing something, I felt, and I 
hailed a cab and drove to Thrapstow's 
lodgings. 

Mr. Thrapstow wasn't coming home 
that night, his landlady told me; she 
thought he was away for a little jaunt; 
but she didn't know. He occupied the 
ground-floor of a small house in Ke-
clesford street, Pimlieo—two rooms, 
open in tr into each other. I told the 
woman that I would sit down and write 
a letter. She knew me well enough, as I 
had frequently visited Thrapstow, and 
she left me to myself. Then I began to 
overhaul everything, to try to find out 
some clue to his whereabouts. A few let
ters were on the chimney-piece; they 
were only circulars from tradesmen. In 
the fireplace was a considerable quantity 
of charred tinder. He had evidently 
been burning papers recently, and a 
quantity of them. I turned the tinder 
carefully over, spreading it out upon a 
newspaper. I found nothing legible ex
cept one little scrap of paper, which the 
fire had not altogether reduced to powder, 
on which I saw the name Isabel shining 
with metallic luster. Then I went to the 
bedroom, and searched that. Here, too, 
were evident coats and other garments 
thrown hastily into cupboards, boxes 
turned out, an odd glove or two lying 
upon the dressing-table. I carefully 
searched all the pockets for letters or 
other documents but I found nothing. 
The keys were left in all the receptacles; 
an instance of Charlie's thouuhttulness 
for others in the midst of his rascality. 

Lving upon the wash-stand was a card, 
which was blank upon one side, but on 
the other had the name of a photographer 
printed upon it. The card was wet, as it 
it had been soaked in water; and near 
the upper end of it was a round irregular 
cut, which did not quite; penetrate the 
card. It had evidently once had a photo
graph fastened on it; accordingly, the card 
had been wetted to facilitate the removal 
of the photograph, whilst the face of the 
portrait had evidently been cut, in order 
to place it in a locket or something 
similar. 

It struck me at once that the photo
graph about which a man on the eve of 
flight would take so much trouble, must 
be of a person very dear to 
him; probably his sweetheart. Al
though I had been intimate with Thrap
stow, he had always been very reserved aa 
to his own friends and associates, and I 
had no clue to guide me to any of them, 
except the photographer's caru. 

Re-entering my cab, I drove off to the 
photographer's. There was no number or 
distinguishing mark upon the card, and 
the frhftwr seemed faint that he would be 

able to tell me anything about it. Indeed, 
at first, when the man found that I wasn't 
a customer, he seemed little inclined to 
trouble himself about the matter. The 
promise of a fee, however, made him 
more reasonable, and he offered to let me 
see his books, that I might search for the 
name I wanted to find. But then I didn't 
know the name I wanted to find. It was 
unlikely that the photograph had been 
done for Thrapstow; if it had, there would 
probably appear in the books only the 
useless record of his address, already 
known to nte. Then the man shook his 
head. If I didn't know the name, it was 
no use looking; the card was nothing, he 
said; he sent hundreds out every month. 
What information could he possibly give 
me* Then I tried to describe the person
al appearance of Thrapstow. But again 
he shook !>is head. If he hadn't taken 
his likeness, he wouldn't be likely to re
member him; hardly even then, so many 
people passed through his hands. 

All this time he had neeu carelessly 
holding the card in his fingers, glancing 
at it now and then, and suddenly an idea 
seemed to strike him. "Stop a bit," he 
said, and went into his dark chamber, and 
presently emerged, smelling strongly of 
chemicals. "Look here," he said, trium
phantly. I looked, and saw a very faint, 
ghostly impression of a photograph. "It's 
printed itself through," said the inan— 
"they will sometimes—and I've brought 
it to light. Yes, 1 know the original of 
that." Again he dived into a closet, and 
brought out a negative with a number 
and label to it. Then he turned to his 
book, and wrote down an address for me 
—Mrs. Maidmont, Larkspur Road, Not-
ting Hill. 

Away I went to Larkspur lToad. Mrs. 
Maidmont's house was a small, comforta
ble residence, with bright windows, veran
dahs, gorgeous window-boxes, and striped 
sunblinds. Mrs. Maidmont was at home, 
said a very neat, pretty looking maid; 
and I sent in my card, with 
a message : " On most im
portant business." The maid came 
back to say that her mistress did not re
cognize the name, but would I walk in? 
I was shown into a prettv drawing-room 
on the first floor. An elderly lady rose 
to greet me with old fashioned courtesy, 
at the same time with a good deal of un
easy curiosity visible in her face. This 
was not the original of the photograph, 
who was a young and charming girl. 

"Madame," I said rapidly, " I believe 
that my lriend, Charles Thrapstow, is 
well known to you; now, it is of the ut
most importance that I should ascertain 
where he is at this moment." 

" Stay!" said the old lady. "You are 
laboring under a complete mistake; I 
know nothing whatever of the gentleman 
whose name you mention; a name I never 
heard before." 

Was she deceiving met I did not think 
so. 

" Perhaps Miss Maidmont may know," 
I said caircrly. 

"M iss Maidmont is not likely to have 
formed any acquaintance without her 
mother's knowledge," said Mrs. Maid
mont with "dignity. Th.tre seemed to be 
no alternative but for me to retreat with 
apologies. 

" I am very busy, you see," went on 
the old lady, with a wave of the hand ; 
and indeed the room, now I looked about 
me, I saw to be strewed with preparations 
for some, festive event, a ball perhaps, or, 
from a wreath of orange blossoms that I 
saw peeping out of a milliner's box, more 
likely a wedding. I was about to take 
my departure reluctantly, when a young 
girl, a charming young girl, bounded into 
the room: she was the original of the 
photograph. 

"Oh, mamma!" she cried, "here's a 
letter from poor Charlie to say he can't 
possibly come here to-night! Isn't it 
provok.ng? And I want to consult him 
about so many things." 

" Well, my dear Isabel," said the old 
lady placidly, "you'll have enough of his 
company alter to-morrow." From which 
I judged that my surmise as to the wed-
din;r was correct, and that Charlie was 
the bridegroom-elect. 

"By the way," she went on, "here's a 
gentleman, Isabel, who insists that we 
know a Mr. Charles — I forget the name 
now." 

'Thrapstow," I interjected. 
"A Mr. Charles Thrapstow. You know 

of no such person, Bella?" 
"I know of no Mr. Charles but Charles 

Tempest," said Isabel. 
"It is singular, too, that the initials of 

our friends should be the same. May 1 
it, taken 

"Upon my word," said Mrs. Maidmont 
rising, and soun ling the bell, "this is 

ask if yon have given your portrait 
by Bluboreof Kensington"— 

uy w< 
d s( 

rather too much from a total stranger. 
We don't know your friend, and we don't 
know you. Susan, show this gentleman 
out." 

"But a gentleman," I cried, "with blue 
eyes, and yellow beard and moustache, 
and turned-up nose." 

"No more!" cried Mrs. Maidmont. "Am 
I to repeat once more, we know nothing 
about him?" 

What could I do under these circum
stances but take my leave? In Susan, 
however, I found an unexpected ally. She 
had heard my parting words of descrip
tion, and she turned to me as we were de
scending the stairs, and said, "Miss 
Isabel's young man is exactly like that." 
Half a crown and a few blandishments, 
which, under the circumstances, I think 
even my worthy spouse would have con
doned, put me into possession of the facts. 

Miss Maidmont was really going to be 
married to morrow mornintr at St. Spike
nard's Church to a Mr. Charles Tempest, 
a very good-looking young man, whom 
they had not known long, but who seemed 
to be very well off. My description ol 
my friend tallied exactly with Susan's ol 
the bridegroom; but the coincidence 
might IK- merely accidental. 

"Had Miss Maidmont a photograph of 
her lover?" I asked. 

She had, in her own room, it seemed. 
Susan couldn't get at it now without 
suspicion; but she promised to secure it, 

id and bring it with her if I would meet her 
at nine o'clock at the corner of the street. 

I was punctual to my tryst; and at nine, 
Susan made her appearance with a mo
rocco-case containing an excellent like
ness of my friend, Charles Thrapstow, 
massive pin with topaz in it, and all. 

Now what was to be done? Should I 
go to Mrs. Maidmont, and tell her how she 
was deceived in her daughter's lover? 
That would have been the way bent adapt
ed to spare thefeelings of the Maidmonts; 
but would it bring back the five thousand 
pounds? I thought not. 

"Miss Maidmont," I soliloquized, "will 
find some way to warn her lover. Even 
robbing a bank may not embitter a girl 
against her sweetheart,and no doubt she's 
over head and ears in love with Charlie." 
No; I determined on a different plan. 

I rose early next morning, diessed my
self with care, put on a pair of pale prim* 
rose gloves, donned my newest beaver,and 
took cab to St. Spikenard's Notting Hill. 

The bells were jangling merrily as I 
alighted at tbe church door; a small 

crowd had already gathered on the pave
ment, drawn together by that keen fore
sight of coming"excitement characteristic 
of the human species. "Friend of the 
bridegroom," I whispered to the verger, 
and I was forthwith shown into the vestry. 
The clergyman was there already, and 
shook hands with me in a vague kind of 
way. 

"Not the bridegroom?" he said in a 
mild interrogative manner. I told him 
that I was only one of his friends, and we 
stood looking at each other in a comatose 
kind of way, till a little confusion at the 
vestry door broke the spell. "Here he 
comes!" whispered some one; and next 
moment there appeared in the vestrv,look
ing pale and agitated, but very handsome, 
Mr. Charles Thrapstow. 

I had caught him by the arm and led 
him into a corner, before he recognized 
who I was. When he saw me, 1 thought 
he would have fainted. '  Don't betray 
me," he whispered. 

I held out my hand with significant 
gesture. 

"Five thousand," I whispered in his 
ear. 

"You shall have it in five minutes." 
"Your minutes are long ones, Master 

Charles," I said. 
With trembling fingers, he took out a 

pocket-book, and handed me a /oil of 
notes. 

"I meant it for you, Tom," he said. 
Perhaps he did, but we know the fate of 
good intentions. 

It didn't take me long to count over 
those notes; there were exactly five thou
sand pounds. 

"Now," said I, "Master Charlie, take 
yourself oil*!" 

"You promised," he urged, "not to be
tray me." 

"No more I will, if you go." 
"She's got ten thousand of hor QUI*," 

lie whispered. 
"Be off; or else"— 
"No won't," said Charlie, making 

up his tnind with a desperate effort; "I'll 
make a clean breast of it." 

At that moment there was a bit of a 
stir, and a general call lor the bride
groom. The bride had just arrived, peo-
pie said. He pushed his way out to the 
carriage, and whispered a few words to 
Isabel, who fell back in a faint. There 
was a great fuss and bustle, and then 
some one came and said that there was 
an informality in the license, and that the 
wedding couldn't come off that day. 

I didn't wait to see anything further, 
but posted off to the bank, and got there 
just as the board were assembling. 1 
suppose some of the directors had got 
wind of Thrapstow's failure, for the first 
thing I heard when I got into the board
room was old Venablcs grumbling out: 
"How about those Damascus bonds, Mr. 
Manager?" I rode rough shod over old 
Ycnahles, and tyrannized considerably 
over the board in general that day, but 1 
couldn't help thinking how close a thing 
it was, and how very ne»r shipwreck I 
had been. 

As for Thrapstow, I presently heard that, 
after all, he had arranged with his credi
tors, and made it up with Miss Maidmont. 
lie had a tongue that would wind round 
anything, it you only gave him time, and 
I wasn't much surprised at hearing that 
his wedding day was fixed. He hasn't 
sent me an invitation, and I don't sup
pose h«* will, and I certainly shall not 
thrust iny»cli'forward a second time as 
an uninvited guest.—Chamber?* Journal. 

An Arabian Fable* 

An Arabian fable narrates that an evil 
genitm became enamored of the beautiful 
daughter of a bashaw ol Bagdad. Finding 
her affections engaged, and that she 
would not listen to another wooer, the 
genius resolved to revenge himself upon 
the maiden by mastering the soul of her 
lover. Having done so, he told her he 
would remove the malignant possession 
only on condition thai, she would give 
him her heart. She promised. The lov
er was restored, and the wicked spirit 
demanded the fulfillment of her word. 
She answered, "I would yield you my 
heart if I had it, but I have it not.. One 
cannot give what one does not have. It 
is another's keeping; it belongs to the 
man I adore. Ask him for it. If he will 
Burn nder it, my compact shall be pre
served. If lie refuse, you have no redress, 
for you cannot twice possess the same soul 
and your allegiance to Amaimon com
pels you to abide by any convenant you 
may make with mortals." 

The genius saw that he was foiled, and 
roaring with impotent rage, disappeared. 

The daughter of the bashaw was a very 
woman. She was a tactician. Woman 
by her tact, has always been able to con
trol her brother, and exorcise the spirit of 
evil. The eastern tale is as true to-day 
as when it was written. Give woman 
half a chance with the devil, say the 
Spaniards and the devil will be outwitted. 
The Argument of Eden does not disprove 
the aphorism. It was Eve's curiosity, not 
Satan's cunning, which undid her. Her 
most dangerous foe was within. Re
lieved of that, she would have cajoled the 
Prince of Darkness out of his gloom, and 
turned his mockery and sarcasm to the 
tune of tenderness.—.JuniuH Henri 
Browne, in Qalary for November. 

Care of Cows in Autumn* 

An enterprising farmer of Western New-
York communicated to us recently Ids 
practice in the management of his cows 
during the season when grass begins to 
fail. He says the great secret of rearing 
and feeding stock successfully is, to keep 
what you get—to save every pound of 
flesh and fat that is produced. The ques
tion lying still back of that is, how shall 
the flesh and fat be retained'/ What to do 
and how to do it is the question. Hith
erto I have always commenced feeding 
my cows meal in October, and continued 
the regular extra feed through November; 
nnd we made more butter in one of these 
autumn months than in any other month 
of the grazing season. I have a pint cup, 
with flaring sides, that holds when dipped 
in deep and heaped up full, about two 
quarts of good Indian corn and oats, of 
equal parts, made of the pure grain. I 
never "cob" my animals. I am down on 
that cob system of management. With 
every fifteen bushels of corn and oats I 
mingle, 1m;fore it is ground, about one 
bushel of flaxseed. This improves the 
quality of the feed for animals of any 
kind, as ground flaxseed, when mingled 
with grain, is far better for milch cows, 
for horses, lor fattening (sheep, or for 
young stock of any kind than oil meal. I 
sow a little flaxseed every year for the ex
press purpose of having the seed to inin-
gle with the grain that is ground into 
meal for my COWB and other stock. I 
think this is the true way to mak<^ 
money—to save all that is made without 
losing any portion. The little losses ab
stract the profits.—Nm York JJerald. 

—In Louisiana the plant cane is very 
large and juicy, and will yield heavily 
Worms made a clean sweep of the cotton 
district (Ascension Parishi and not more 
than one-fifth of a crop will be realized. 

Habits ot the Oyster. 

In a conversation with a prominent 
oyster packer, says the Baltimore Ameri
can, some curious and interesting features 
of the oyster trade were related. As is 
well known, the habits of this bivalve are 
an entire mystery; what it eats and how 
it lives are questions uot yet understood. 
The spawn of the oyster floats around 
with the action of the waves and tide, 
and adheres to whatever it may come into 
contact with. Oysters taken from a rocky 
bed are of superior quality; those taken 
from a soft bottom arcjcomparatively poor 
in quality. Thousands of "poor innocent" 
oysters die annually front resting on a soft 
bottom, a fact which should arouse the 
sympathies of all tender hearted people. 

The weight of the oyster, as it gradually 
matures, sinks it beneath tlie surface; ami 
as soon as it is covered with sediment, or 
mud, it dies. Many people suppose that 
the oyster really eats, and kind-hearted 
people, buying oysters In the shell, some
times throw corn meal over them, think
ing to feed them. The peculiar noise em
anating from them lias been supposed to 
be produced by feeding. All shell fish tit 
times have their shells open, and when 
touched will instantly close them. The 
noise thus produced has been mistaken 
for mastication, when, in reality, it is 
from fright. 

Most of the dealers in raw oysters dur 
ing the summer months transact their 
business at Fair Haven, Conn , whither 
large beds of Baltimore oysters have been 
transplanted. The beds are so arranged 
that, on the receding of the salt water 
tide, fresh water from a small stream cov-
ers the oysters; it is said that this fattens 
oysters better than any other method. Or
ders are received for the article in ques
tion during the summer months, and they 
are taken from the beds and shipped with 
the greatest possible dispatch, and many 
eat them with apparant relish, notwith
standing the warmth of the season. Alto
gether the oyster-packing trade of Haiti-
more is an enormous one, and, in connec
tion with fruit and vegetable packing 
business, employs a capital of about $25,-
000,000, a fact which sufficiently expresses 
Hie great importance of this interest to 
BaltImore.—Scient ijir Amerimn. 

Fertilizers. 

Speaking of the patent fertilisers and 
phosphates in the market at the present, 
time reminds me of a little experience 1 
had a few years ago. I never had much 
faith in patent fertilizers, but seeing a par
ticular make advertised, I bought a barrel 
and put it to a severe test. Having a 
three acre lot of underbrush that the tim
ber had been cut off the year before, I took 
fifty pounds and sowed il broadcast over t be 
lot, ami in one week I had as tine a piece of 
timber as any man could wish to look at. 
Wanting to draw some of the timber to 
market, ami having no cattle except a 
pair of four weeks old calves, I took a 
tablespoonfu! and plastered it between 
their horns, and the next morning Iliad 
as fine a yoke of six-year olds as you ever 
saw at any county fair. I had three hens 
selling on thirteen eggs each. 1 took a 
thimbleful and scattered it over each nest, 
and in fifteen minutes had forty-two half-
grown chickens just right for broilers. 

I had a brother that was a railroad con
tractor. Having a job on hand with about 
two miles of track built when his men 
struck, he could not. get any help, so I 
sent him ten pounds. He applied it to 
the end of the road, and in ten days, seven 
hours and filly-three minutes the load hail 
grown to be 10:4 miles long. Help wa* 
very scarce, and wanting a man to help m<* 
do a job of work, could get none. I had 
a boy three and a halfycars old; 1 rubbed 
on his head one teaspoonful of the patent, 
and in two hours he was a man grown. 
After trying all the experiments, I hail 
some left, which I intended to keep for 
another year, but, in reaching up to find 
it on the shelf, I spilt some on my own 
head. In ten minutes I had grown from 
a man thirty live, years to a gray-headed 
man of eighty seven. The balance I sent 
to a friend lhat was an editor. He had 
just started a paper with a circulation of 
three thousand copies daily. He applied 
it to the thirty seventh number, and at the 
fortieth number the circulation had in 
creased seventeen thousand daily. I think 
it surpasses anything 1 ever saw in the 
shape of fertilizers.—Agricultural C»r. 
lMinbury New*. 

About Mosquitoes. 

THE largest kind of mosquito FOUND 
about the Mississippi River is called the 
"Gallinippcr." The boatmen say that it 
is as large as a goose, and that, it carries a 
brickbat under its wing, on which to 
sharpen its bill. 

Cattle are not troubled by mosquitoes, 
but horses sull'er terribly. The lumber
men drive them away from their camps 
by making low fires of chips a*jd damp 
grass. In the coolness of the evening, 
the smoke from these "smudge*" fires hangs 
heavily over the ground, and affords con
siderable protection, which even animals 
seek. 

On a still night such a camp is very pic
turesque. The log hut by the river: the 
tall, somber pines, towerijig above dense 
masses of maples, and ragged outlines ef 
oaks; the straggling fires, that thrust out 
tongues of fitful flame, and reek with 
thick smoke, which spreads upon the 

fground, or lazily ro'ls over the roof; the 
ong, level lines of blue haze which the 

smoke finally draws against the foliage: 
the solemn stillness resting over all, 
broken only by the hoot of the owl, the 
wail of the whip-poor-will, or life tinkle 
ol the rippling stream, while the bright-
eyed, climbing stars replace the waning 
twilight—compose a scene too lovely to 
be spoiled by millions of myriads of 
sw arming, howling, raving, hungry mos
quitoes. 

The mosquito is an insect of the water. 
Karly on a summer morning, even befora 
sunrise, the mother may be found laying 
her eggs. They must be placed where 
there is warmth enough to hatch them, 
and where the young creatures which 
poj» out may go at once into the water. 
Hd the careful insect, like the mother of 
Moses, puts her children into a little ark, 
which she leaves on the surface of the 
pool. The ark she makes of the eggs 
themselves. She rests on a bit of grass, 
or a leaf, at the top of the water, holding 
to it by the first and second pair of legs. 
The third pair she crosses behind her like 
the letter X. The first egg is caught and 
held between the legs. Then another and 
another are fastened to the first by the 
gum which covers them, until fifteen or 
twenty have been set up side by side, as 
one might set up a number of ears of 
corn, or like the seeds in the head of a 
sunflower. 

When the mass becomes too heavy for 
her support, she lowers it upon the 
water, but still holds !• by putting her 
feet t»n either side, until two hundred and 
fifty or three hundred eggs have been laid: 
Those at the sides are higher than those 
in the middle,-while those at the ends are 
raised somewhat moro. TIIUB the whole 
mass la shaped much like a canoe. These 

tiny black boats, about as large as gral_ 
of wheat, may be found floating upon th 
top of any tub, or barrel of water, whicL 
has stood for some days. Nothing can 
harm them, if some other creature docs 
not eat them up. The storm may dash 
them against the shore, but they art* too 
light to break; a torrent of water may be 
poured upon them, and they come out of 
the bubbling foam as buoyant as air, and 
as dry as a duck; the water may freeze 
solid, but their life is not destroyed. 

In a few days—three are usually 
enough, if warm—the circs hatch, and 
each sends a wriggler down into the 
water, through a hole in the bottom. 
The little fellow swims about, and pres
ently hangs himself by his tail to the sur
face. If disturbed, he goes down out of 
way, but soon comes back, and rests, as 
before, with the tip of his tail out of 
water. He does this, just as other swim
mers do, because he would keep his nose 
above water. The odd thing about it is, 
that his nose, or, at least, the tube which 
he breathes through, is not on his face, 
but at the tip of his tail. It ends in a 
few hairs, which spread in a star-form, 
and are oiled, to repel water. Thus the 
tail is both nose to breathe through, and 
buoy to keej) itself at the top of the water. 
He lives upon the impurities of the water, 
and so serves a very useful purpose 
in the world. 

By and by, he changes into pupa, and 
then he turns himself over, end for end. 
He did breathe through his tail; now he 
breathes through his ears, or a pair of 
tubes which look like ears, and are thrust 
up, just a little, out of the water. His 
tail is now like the tail of a fish, and by 
it he can move himself through the water 
as he pleases. 11c remains thus about 
fifteen days, and then takes a new form, 
exchanging his home in the water for a 
life in the air. 

When the warm sun Bhines on the 
water, the change comes. The pupa rises 
to the surface, and thrusts out its head 
and shoulders. The cover bursts, and the 
plumed head appears, followed by the 
shoulders and the filmy wings. Now is 
the time of danger. If an unlucky puff of 
air sweep the water, over goes our sailor, 
his wings are wet, and his voyage lost 
just as lie is ready to come into port. His 
old garment lies upon the water. It is his 
life boat. His body is the mast, and bis 
drying wings are the sails. Now his 
slender legs are dry, and witJi them ho 
feels (or the surface of the pool. He lifts 
himself frt'c from his cast-off coat, rests 
an instant on the water, and then leaps 
into the air, a singing, stinging mosquito. 

Hut all the mosquitoes do not sting, 
the males wear a pair of plumes upon 
their heads, ami spend their days in a 
ceaseless dance in tin* sunbeams. Those 
that bite are the females. One gently 
drops r»n your neck or hand, with a foot
step so light that you feel it not; she 
looks about for a moment, hesitating as 
to where slit* will begin to bore. Now 
she has found the place, and her needle 
tongue goes down into the skin. Now 
you feel the prick, and now you may seo 
her check heave as she pumps up the red 
fluid. No speculator, boring for oil, ever 
felt happier over a flowing well, than our 
borer over the flowing fountain which she 
has tapped. Now her abdomen expands, 
more and more, until il sceimi she will 
burst. At last she has had enough—too 
much, in fact, for her greed will cost her 
life. Sin; draws up the rod, and heavily 
Hies away. Her light wings can scarcely 
bear the increased burden. She will dio 
of surfeit.—Cecil'* Ihutkof I/inert*. 

Success wllli Sheep. 

TilKUK have been indications for some 
time, and from various quarters, that wool 
is going to advance in price. The de
mand appears to be heavy in England, 
ami this affects our own market. Wo 
ha\e watched the sheep and wool businesH 
for twenty years, during which time there 
were several panics, sheep being butch
ered for their pelts and tallow; hill im
mediately after prices rose, and then every 
sheep was saved. Meanwhile, those who 
kept, on steadily, and sold at the going 
prices, have done well; while those who 
held wool over a year or so thereafter 
wen* well paid. The truth is, there is no 
better business, year after year, than that 
of sheep husbandry, and for the reason 
that the increase of our population is so 
constant and great as to keep up a steady 
demand for all kinds of woolen fabrics. 
As it has been in the past, so is it quite 
certain to be in the future;, and those who 
have sheep may safely get more. But let 
not inexperienced men rush in, for com
plete knowledge is required and constant 
attention. The best way to get a good 
(lock of sheep is to raise them, because 
there are but few chances to buy such 
sheep as will pay to keep,unless at a high 
price. He who has good sheep knows it 
as well as anybody else, and, as a general 
thing, if he offers to sell sheep, they will 
be culls. A beirinner should huy|a few 
good American Merinos, say from twenty 
to fifty, and if they are really good—that 
is, young and free from disease—there is 
more increase and money in them than in 
a flock of five hundred culls, old, scabby, 
and otherwise unsound. In fact, such 
sheep are not worth the feed required to 
winter them, ami the best use to make of 
them is to send them to the butcher, if 
that is allowable. Hy commencing with 
a few sheep, a painstaking man can learn 
how to manage them as fast as tliuy 
grow, being IIKC some school-teachers, 
who learn as fast as their scholars do. It 
will take from three to five years to learn 
the sheep business, and by that time the 
flock should be of respectable size. We 
hardly know of an instance of young men 
going blindly into the business with five 
hundred head who have not lost thetr 
whole investment.—N. Y. Tribune. 

GNOWTII OK MONTKKAI. THADK.—Ten 
years ago, the receipts and exports at 
Montreal amounted for three years to 
$82,000,000. For the three years ending 
1K72 they amounted to $l. r>0,000,000. 
There is an increase of eighty-five per 
cent., and nearly all trade diverted from 
New York. Cause, the insufficiency of 
the Eric Canal to carry the grain brought 
to it. There is yet time to alter ail this, 
but New York must look sharp. 

Trie Warsaw /ndianian says Mr. 8am 
Hemphill, while trimming his gnfpe vines 
last spring, slipped a small potato over 
the end of on veto keep it from "bleeding," 
as it is termed. The potato sprouted and 
and grew all summer, and the shoots it 
sent forth can scarcely bo culled either 
grape or potato, but have a peculiar look 
antl formation of their own. 

—Some Chinamen last winter rented 
160 acres of land a short distance from 
the city of New Orleans, and now th *y are 
gathering a splendid rice crop. They ^ 
used a syphon to flood their fields from 
the river. 

—Elderberry Ink.—Take on<Mi{iW,\ga].<s '  
Ion of elderberry juice, an oiihee of cop* 
peras,. two drachms of alum, and twenty 
drops' of creosote dissolved in a small 
quantity of alcohol. This makes a very 
gopd violet ink. 
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