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iuM CROOKSHANK; o«, THE MEDICAT- 
ED AXE. 

Sam Crookshank was his mother’s 

pride, and his father’s grief. Having 
no taste either for study or work, he 
commenced the characterofgrnl/efnan. 
How well this character set upon him, 
the honest people of the neighborhood 
in which he resides can best tell; and 
they aver in the homely language of; 
the place, that it fitted him “like a shirt 
on a hoe handle.” 

But the condition of the gentleman, 
however desirable it may be in seve- 

ral respects, was not entirely free from 
miseries and vexations. It is expen- 
sive without being profitable; and is apt 
to produee envy without gaining re- 

spect. At least, such is the case in a 

country where the people mostly get 
their living by the sweat of their brow, 
or by some active business or profes. 
s.oq. But among other troubles which 
ecntiiity brings, is that very prevailing 
disease called the dyspepsia. 

Sam Crookshank proved that he had 
at least one title to the character he ; 
had assumed: he was wofully troubled 
with the dyspepsia. He grew pale and 
wan; his cheek bones, which had ever 

b&n a most prominent part of his fuce, 
seemed to project farther than ever; 
his under lip, which was naturally one 

of the rather pendant sort, now hung 
more lackadaisically down, and his cal- 
l.per legs, which were never the least 
noticeable part of his person, began to 
bow out if possible farther than ever. 

“Sam!” said the wondering neigh- 
bors, “what the torment ails you? You 
look for all the world as ghastly and 
wo-begone as a December ghost.” 

“I—I’ve got the dyspepsery?” replied 
Sam. 

“Thedispepsery!”said farmer Whip, 
pletree, with a look of contempt—“what 
nought that be?” 

“What mought that be!” returned 
Sam—“why, if you don’t know what 
the dispepsery is, you’re no gentle- 
man.” 

“I hope not, in all conscience,” re- ! 

plied the farmer; “but I should like to 
know what sort of a thing this is you 
call the dyspepsery.” 

“Why, it’s a kind of a sort of a— 

a complaint.” 
“Urnph! so it appears’” 
“It’s a kind of a sort of a—as it 

were—a queer feeling, which I never 

felt in ali my life until I became a gen- 
t/erian.” 

“It’s a right down, gentleman’s com- 

plaint then; but what is it like?” 
“Like! why it’s like to make a nota- 

ry of me if I don’t get betterof it soon.” 
“You’d make a monstrous pretty no- 

tamy, wouldn’t you? But how does 
your gentility complaint feel?” 

“Why, it makes me feel all over 

sombercholy, and down in mouth like, 
as if I had lost all my friends. In short, 
Mr. Whippletree, it’s a kind of a sort 
of an affection of the stomach and indi- 
gestible noggins as ’twere.” 

“The complaint is in your noggin, 
I’ve no doubt,” said the farmer, point- 
ing to his head—“at least it began there j 
—but I can cure your stomach, if that 
is all you want.” 

“Egad!” exclaimed Sam, “can you 
cure it though? Ton my soul, I’d give 
any body the promise of 81000 in a 

minute that would free me from this 
dreadful dispepsery. It’s the only 
drawback, os it were, to my gentility.” 

“I’ll cure you of both your gentility 
and your dispepsery too, if yrou’ll take 

my advice.” 
“Couldn’t think of it no how at nil,” 

returned Sam, pulling up his false col- 
lar about his ears; “l like the life of a 

gentleman all out, if I could only get 
rid of the plaguy dispepsery.” 

“Go to work,vou lazy varment!” 
“To work! Oh, no, Mr. Whipple- 

tree, I couldn’t think of that—couldn’t 
’pon my soul. Any thing else you pro- 
scribe in reason, I’ll take; but as for 
work, I’ve put my veto ’pon that long 

^“Then I give you up for one of the 
devil’s incurables,” returned the far- 
mer, and left him. 

Sam resorted to a variety of means 
to cure his complaint. He ate largely 
of mustard, cayenne pepper, horse ra- 

dish, and other sharp and powerful con- 

diments, pushing them to such an ex- 

tent, that his mouth burned like fire 
and his eyes watered again. At the 
same time he fed enormously on beef, 
cabbage and turnips, and topped ofl 
with an apple dumpling. He also ad- 
ded a little whiskey to his meals. b> 

way of corrective to the sad condition 
of his stomach. But it all would not 
do. The strong condiments and the 
whiskey, although they helped him to 
the destruction of no small quantity of 
beef, cabbage, and other matters, did 
not in the least aid his stomach in 
converting these things into good 
chyle, for the support and nourishment 
of his gentele mantry person. On the 
contrary, they rather tended in the end 
to render his complaint worse and 
worse. 

He next had recourse to all the root 
doctors and doctresses, within fifty 
miles. He took likewise all the patent 
medicine he could hear of:—the pana- 
ceas, the catholicons, and the infallible 
specifics. He even took a newspaper, 
for the sole purpose of reading the ad- 
vertisements of the new and important 
medicines, and the? certificates of won- 
derful cures done and performed thro’, 
tho agency thereof. But after all, 
poor Sam, or “gentleman Sam,” as the 
neighbors called him, had dyspepsery j 
as had as ever. 

But though he most heartily hated 
all study, and from his soul eschewed 
reading, in general, he accidentally 
derived one advantage from taking u 

newspaper. In looking, as usual, for 
infallible cures, his eye chanced to 
meet with the following recipe, from a 

paper “down east”: 
“Take 1 oz. camphor, 1 oz. myrrh 

—pulverize and mix them together. 
Then bore a hole in the upper end of 
an axe helve, sufficient to contain the 
mixture, which put in and stop close. 
When this has stood 24 hours in a 

warm place, it will be fit for use.” 
Such was the substance of the east- 

3rn recipe. But the manner of using 
t, Sam did not so much admire. It 
was no other than this, namely, to get 
jp every morning before the sun and 
jse the axe—beginning moderately at 

iirst, and increasing the exercise by 
degrees, until the heat produced by the 
minds of the patient should dissolve tho 
mixture within the helve; which oozing 
dirough the wood should enter the pores j 
jf the skin, and so diffuse itself through 
lis whole frame, adding new life and ] 
vigor to his enervated constitution. 

“A murrain take the work,” said 
3om, “if ’twasn’t lor that I shouldn’t 
mind taking the medicine at all!” 

He debuted with himself for some 

lays what to resolve upon. Though 
tie disliked the mode of taking it, he 
lad full faith in the medicine, as he had 
n all sorts of newspaper recipes. His 
father advised him by all means to take 
it; and so did the rest of his acquaint- 
ance- The neighbors wished above 
all things to see “Gentleman Sam” 
brought to labor again. 

“If I could only get the ingredient 
into the pores of my hand without 
chopping lor it,” said Sam, “I shouldn’t 
care. But, howsomever, work or no 

work, I must take it, for I am persuad- 
ed it’s the only thing that’ll cure me.” 

He accordingly prepared him an 

axe strictly in the manner prescribed, 
aot omitting to set it in a warm place 
twenty-four hours before using. His 
father took care that the instrument 
should be well ground; and thut there 
should be no lack of materials to work 

upon, assigned him an acre of primitive 
forest, thickly covered with oaks, 
beaches and maples, to be cut down 
and wrought into fire wood. 

“Condemn it,” said Sam, as lie reach- 
ed the thick and lofty wood, “this is 
pretty business for a gentleman! By 
jumping Joseph, it’s a good week’s 
work to cut down one of these trees, 
to say nothing of the chopping and 

splitting it up. And t.ien what the 
deuce has the ingrediences in the axe 

helve to do with the chopping, I should 
like to know. But howsomever, as I j 
said before, that’s neither here nor 

there; it’s so set down in the news i 

print, and there’s no disputing what 
that says.” 

Sam pulled off his gentleman’s coat, 
and fell to. He worked according to 

the recipe, with a due degree of mode- 
ration at first; nevertheless, he soon 

got out of breath, and was obliged to 

slack away in order to recover his 
wind. He took special care not to let 

go of his axe for a minute lest the han- 
die should cool, and thereby he should 
lose the benefit of what he Jiad already 
done. Besides getting oul of breath, 
his hands began to get sore, and nume- 

rous blisters were seen elevating the 

j skin like puff-paste. 
“Consarn it all! said cam, as ne sai 

down on the log to rest, “this is a hard 
medicine. I’d rather take three bushels 
of the bitterest roots and yarbs that ev- 

er grew. This work will kill me as sure 

as I live. I may as well die of the dis- 

pepsery, as be cut ofT in the prime of 

my life by chopping these infernal big 
trees. I’ll give it up for a bad job. I 

never can endure these bloody blisters; 
besides, I’m so tired I can hardly stand 

on my feet, let alone pegging like a 

darned red headed woodpecker. < >ood 

by to the chopping' I say.” 

As Sam said this, he shouldered his 
axe, and was about quitting the wood, 
when a deep voice came, as it were, 

| from a hollow tree close beside him, 
saying— 

“S-a-m! S-a-m! stir not an inch! if 
you do the devil will have you for oer- 
tain! Work two hours more to-day, 
and to-morrow be here bright and ear- 

ly.” 
“What!” said Sam, “if the trees be. 

gin to talk it’s time to look around me.” 
With that he turned and fell to chop- 

ping again. He continued until his 
hands were nearly worn out, and his 
strength so nearly exhausted that he 
could stand it no longer, when he again 
shouldered his axe, and without being 
further molested by the voice from the 
tree, dragged himself home. He slept 
soundly that night, not being the least 
troubled with dyspeptic dreams. His 
hands were terribly sore; he was lame 
at every joint: but his appearance was 

improved, and he was able to eat his 
meat without either pepper or mustard. 

He would, however, have declined 
going to the wood; but the deep voice 
was still ringing in his ears, and the 
devil, in his heated imagination, ready 
to catch him. He once more, there- 
fore, took his medicated axe and re- 

paired to the forest. He continued 
longer than the day before; but so sore 
were his hands that every stroke that 
he struck gave him severe pain; and 
he was once or twice on the point of 
giving it up, when the Same deep voice 
from the tree again warned him of the 
danger of such a course. 

In short, Sam Crookshank repaired 
to the wood daily, working longer and 
harder each day than the day before— 
sleeping soundly at night, and eating 
his meals with a constantly increasing 
appetite. His hands by degrees be- 
came hardened to the work, and his 
whole body so strengthened, that he 
could labor from morning till night not 

feeling half ns much fatigue as he en- 
dured the first day from an hour’s 
work. 

“But what the plague is the reason,” 
said he, applying his nose to the axe 

helve. “I can’t smell the cumphire 
and the murrer oozing through, as the 
newspaper said. I’m sure I’ve hot the 
axe helve nearly red hot every day for 
a month, and yet I can’t perceive that 
the ingredience comes through at all. 
The potecary must have cheated me 

in the articles.” 
Full of this idea, he wont to scold 

the apothecary for putting him off with 
bad medicines, when the latter threw 
his pestle at his head and culled him a 

fool for his pains. 
But though Sam could not perceive 

by any outward signs that the inedi. 
cine had come through the axe helve, 
yet inasmuch as he daily grew better 
by handling the instrument, he finally 
concluded that the virtue of the reme- 

dy had insensibly entered the pores of 
his hands, and without his knowing it, 
diffused itself over his whole system. 

He did not relax his endeavors or 

lay aside his medicated axe until his 
ucre of woodland wascompletely chop- 
ped, and his dyspepsia most thoroughly 
cured. He was also cured of his gen- 
tlemanly pretensions, and is now one of 
the most industrious young men in the 
neighborhood. 

There is one thing, however, which 
seems to him a little mysterious, and! 
that is the voice from the hollow tree; 
but Jack Whipplotree, a son of the far. 
mer above mentioned, knows more 

about the voice than he who heard it. 

WHERE IS MY TRUNK? 
I 

It is well known in Scotland that the 
road from Edinburg, to Dundee, though 
only forty-three miles in extent, is ren- 

dered too tedious and troublesome by 
the interposition of two arms of the 
sea, namely, the Firths of Forth and 
Tay, one of which is seven, and the 
other, three miles across. Several ra- 

pid and well conducted stage coaches 
travel upon this road; but, from their 
frequent loading and unloading at the 
ferries, there is not only considerable 
delay to the travellers but also rather 
more than the usual risk of damage 
and loss to their luggage. On one 

occasion it happened that the common 

chances against the safety of a travel- 
ler’s integuments were multiplied in a 

mysterious, but most amusing man- 

ner—as the following little narrative 
will show:— 

The gentleman in question was an 

inside passenger—a very tall man, 
which was so much the worse for him 
in that situation, and it appeared that 
his whole baggage consisted of a single 
black trunk—one of medium size, and 
no ways remarkable in appearance. 
On our leaving Edinburg, this trunk 
had been disposed in the boot of the 
coach, amidst a great variety of other 
trunks, bundles, and carpet-bags, be- 

longing to the rest of the passengers. 
Having arrived at New Haven, tha 

luggage was brought forth from the 

j coach, and disposed upon a barrow, in 

order that it might betaken down to 
the steamboat which was to convey vs 
across. Just as the barrow was mov- 

ing off, the tall gentleman said— 
“Guard, have you got my trunk?" 
“Oh, yes, sir,” answered the guard; 

“you may be sure it’s there.” 
“Not so sure of that,” quoth the 

tallgentleman; “whereabouts is it?” 
The guard poked into the barrow, 

and looked in vain among the number- 
less articles fbr the trunk. At length, 
after he had ndbzled about for two or 
three minutes through all the holes 
and corners of tie mass of integu- 
ments, he drew out his head, like a 
terrier tired of earthing a badger, and 
seemed a little non-plussed. 

“Why, here it is in the Loot!” ex- 

claimed the pas*anger, “snug at the 
bottom, where it might have remained, 
I suppose, for you, till safely returned 
to the coach-yard in Edinburg.” 

The guard made an awkward apolo- 
gy, put the trunk upon the barrow, 
and away we all went to the steam- 
boat. 

Nothing further occurred till we 
were all standing beside the coach at 

°ettycur, ready ‘o proceed to the prin- 
cipal terraqueous part of our journey 
through Fife. 

Every thing seemod to have been 
stowed into the coach, and most of the 
passengers had taken their proper pla- 
ces when the tall gentleman cried out— 

“Guard, where is my trunk?’ 
“In the boot, sir,” answered the 

guard; “you may depend upon that.” 
“I have not seen it put in,” said the 

passenger, and I don’t believe it is 
there. ” 

“Oh, sir,” said the guard, quite dis- 
tressed, “there cat surely be no doubt 
about the trunk nsw.” 

“There! I declare there!” cried the 
owner of the noising property; “my 
trunk is still lying down yonder upon 
the sands. Don’t tou see it? The sea, 
I declare, is just about reaching it. 
What a careless sett of porters! I pro- 
test I never was so treated on any 
journey before. 

The trunk wa« instantly rescued 
from its somewhat perilous situation, 
and all having been at length put to 
r ghtF, we went our way to Cupar. 

Here the couch stopped a few mi- 
nutes at the inn, and there is generally 
a partial discharge ofpassengers. As 
some individuals, on the present occa- 

sion, had to leave die coach, there 
was « slirrht difto^wnpAsure ol tlio lug- 
gage, and various trunks, and bundles, 
were presently seen departing on the 
backs of porters, alter the gentlemen 
to whom they belonged. After r!1 
seemed to have been again put to 

rights, the tall gentlemun made his 
wonted inquiry respecting his trunk. 

“The trunk, sir,” said the guard, 
rather pettishly, “ism the boot.” 

“Not a bit of i!,” said its owner, 
who in the meantime had been peering 
about. “There it its in the lobby of 
the inn,” 

The guard now fegan to think that 
this trunk was in s<tne way bewitched, 
and possessed a p<wer, unenjoye 1 by 
other earthly trunki, of removing itself 
or staying behind iccording to its own 

good pleasure. 
“The Lord liavea care o’ us!” cri- 

ed the astonished custodier of baggage, 
who, to do him justcc, seemed an ex- 

ceedingly sober ni(l attentive person. 
“The Lord have a care o’ us, sir! 
That trunk’s no ctnny.”* 

“It’s canny enoigh you fool,” said 
the gentleman slmijdy, “but only you, 
don’t pay proper retention to it.” 

The fact was, that the trunk had 
been taken out of lie coach and placed 
in the lobby, in oiler to allow of cer- 

tain other articles being got at, which, 
lay beneath. It ps now once more 

stowed away, andfveset forward upon 
the remaining partof our journey, hop- 
ing that there wotld be no more dis. 
turbance about ths pestilent member 
of the communityof trunks. All was 

right till we came to the lonely inn of 
St. Michad's where a side road turns 

off to St. Andrew'*, and where it hap- 
pened that a passmger had to leave us 

to walk to that sc* of learning, a ser- 

vant having been in waiting to carry 
his luggage. 

The tall genllesian heanng a bustle 
about the boot, projected his immense 

long slender body through the coach 

window, in order, like the lady in the 

fairy tale, to sec vhat he could see- 

“Hollo, fellow!* cried he to the scr- 

vaBt following thegentleman down the 

St. Andrew’s roaJ; “is not that my 
trunk? Come batk if you please, and 

let me inspect it.” 
“The trunk, «r,” interposed the 

guard, in a sententious manner, “is 

that gentleman’s irunk, and not yours; 

yours is in the boat.” 
“We’ll make sure of that, Mr. Guard 

if you please. Come back my good 
fellow, and let ms see ihe trunk you 
have got with yon.” 

The trunk -as accordingly brought 
back, and to the confusion of the guard 

who, had thought himself fairly infalli- 
ble for tins time, it was the tall man's 
property as clear as brass-nails could ! 
make it. 

The trunk was now tho universal 
subject of talk, both inside and outside, 
and every body said he would be sur- 

prised if it got to its journey’s end in 
safety. All agreed that it manifested 
a most extraordinary disposition to be 
lost, stolen or strayed, but yet every 
one thought that there was a kind of 
special providence about it, which kept 
it on the right road after all; and, 
wherefore, it became a fair subject of 
debate, whether the chances against 
or the chances for, were likely to pre- 
vail. 

Before we arrived at Newport, we 
had to go on board the ferry steam- 
boat for Dundee, the conversation had 
gone into other channels, and each 
being engaged about his own concerns, 
no one thought any more about the 
trunk, till just as the barrow was de- 
scending along the pier, the eternal 
long man cried out— 

“Guard have you got my trunk?” 
“Oh, yes,” cried the guard very 

promptly, “I’ve taken care of it now. 
There it is on the top of all.” 

“It’s no such thing” cried a gentle, 
man who had come into the coach at 

Cupar; that’s my trunk.” 
Every body then looked about for 

the euch&nted trunk; the guard ran 

back, and once more searched tho boot, 
which he knew to have been searched 
to the bottom before; and the tull gen- 
tleman gazed over land, waters, and 
sky, in quest of his precious encum- 
brance. 

“Well, guard,” cried he at length, 
“wliat a pretty fellow you are! There 
don’t you see!—there'smy trunk thrust 
into the shed, like a piece of lumber. 

And so it really wus. At the heud 
of the pier at Newport, there is u shed, 
with seats within were people waiting, 
for the ferry-boats; and there perdu 
beneath a form, lay the enchanted 
trunk, having been so disposed, in tho 
bustle of unloading, by means which 1 

nobody could pretend to understand. 
The guard, with u hulf-frightencd look 
approached the awful object, and soon 

placed it with tho other things on board 
the ferry-boat. 

On our landing at Durnlco pier, the 
proprietor of the trunk saw so well uf- 
ter it himself, that it was evident no 

accident was for this time to be expect- 
ed. However, it appeared that this 
was only a lull to onr attention. The 1 

tall gentleman was to go to Aberdeen ! 

by u conch then just ubout to start 1 

from Merchant’s Inn, while 1, for my 
part, wus to proceed by another coacii, 
which was about to proceed front the 
same place to Perth. A great bustle 
took place in the narrow street at the 
inn door, und some of my late fellow- 
travellers were getting into the one 

coach, und some into tho other. The 
Aberdeen coach was soonest prepnred 
to start, and, just ns the guard, cried 1 

all’s right,” the long figure devolved 1 

from the window, and said, in an anxi- 
ous tone of voice— 

“Guard, have you got my trunk?” 
“Your trunk, sir!” cried the man; 

“what like, is your trunk? we have 
nothing here but bagsnnd baskets.” 

“Heaven preserve me!” exclaimed 
the unfortunate gentlemnn, und burst 
out of the coach. 

It immediately appeared that the 
trunk hud been deposited by mistake 
in the Perth, instead ol the Aberdeen 
coach; and unless the owner had 
spoken, it would have been, in less 
than un hour, hulf way up the Carse 
of Gowrie. A transfer was immedi- 
ately made, to the no small amuse* 

ment of myself and one or two other 

persons in both coaches who had wit- 1 

nessed its previous misadventures on 

the road through Fife. Seeing a friend 1 

un the Aberdeen vehicle, I took an 1 

opportunity of privately requesting that 
he would, on arriving at his destina- 
tion, send me an account by p<»st of all | 
the further mistakes and dangers which 
were sure to befall the trunk in the | 
course of the journey. To this ho 

agreed, and, ablaut a week after, 1 re- 

ceived the following letters 
“Dear-- 

“All went well witn myseir, my ici- 

low.travellers, and the Trunk, till we 

got a few miles on this side of Stoneha- 
ven, when, just as wo were passing 
one of the boggiest parts of the whole 
of that boggy road, an unfortunate 
lurch threw us over upon one side, and j 
the eaterior passengers, along with se- 

^ 
veral heavy articles of luggage, were 

all projected several yards off into the 
morass. As the place was rather soft, 
nobody was much hurt; but, a Par eve* 

ry thing had again been put to rights, 
the tall man put some two.thirds of 

himself through the coach window, in 

Ilia usual manner, and asked the guard 
if he was sure his trunk was safe in 
the boot. 

“Oh, sir" cried the guard, as if * 

desperate idea had at that moment 

rushed into his mind, the trun k wa# 
on the top. lias nobody soen it King about any where?” 

“If it be a trunk ye’re looking afc 
ter,” cried a rustic, very cooly, *r| 
saw it sink into that weel-ecf of a 
quarter of art hour syne.” 

“Ob! exclaimed the distracted own- 
er, “my trunk is gone for ever. Oh! 
my poor dear trunk!—where is tiro 
place, show me whero it disappeared.” 1 he place being pointed out, he 
rushed madly up to it, and seemed as 
if he would have plunged into the wi. 
tery profound to search for his lost pro. 
perty, or die in the attempt. Being informed that the bogs in this part of 
the country were perfectly bottomless, 
he sqon saw how vain every endeavor 
of that kind would be; and so he was 
with difficulty induced to resume his 
place in the coach, loudly threatening, 
however, to make the proprietors of 
the vehiclo pay sweetly for his loss. 

“What was in the trunk, f have not 
been able to learn. Perhaps the title- 
deeds of an estate were among the con- 
tents: perhaps it was onlj tilled with 
bricks and rags, in order to impose up- 
on the inn-keepers. In all likelihood, 
the mysterious object is still descending und descending, like the angel’s hatchet 
in Rabbinical story, down the ground- 
less abyss; in which case its contents 
will not probably be revealed till a 

great many things of moro importance 
and equal mystery are made plain.” 

•Not innocent— a phraac applied by the com- 
mon people in Scotland to any thing which they 
iup|HMc invratod with auperualural power* of a 
aoxioua kind. 

1 The orifice of a deep pool in a morasa ia •» 
;aUvd in Scotland, 

Figs in Neu> England.—The Nan- 
tucket Inquirer says there is in one or 
the gardens of that Island, a flourish- 
ing Fig tree, the fruit of which hus 
some to maturity. The Hartford 
I'iincs mentions another in that city, ns 

leavily burthened with fruit, some of 
which has grown ripo and proves very 
good. It would ho rather singular if 
it this late day New England should 
become the home of this fine fruit.— 
rhis may not seem altogether impro* 
babic when wo consider that it flourish* 
os not only in Spain, which lies in tho 
same latitude with our Middle States, 
but in France, which lies all North of 
he latitude of Boston, It is not native 
lero, wo grant; but that is true also of 
nany other valuable trees and plant* 
winch Have been acclimated hero and 
“Isewhere. In England scarce any 
hing is native but the oak. The vino 
tself was brought into Franco from 
lie Rust by the Romans; and so was 
be cherry tree. The olive, which now 
Nourishes so universally, came from 
lie neighborhood of Mount Taurus; 
ind tho Chinese for a long time kept 
:o themselves almost exclusively tho 
irungo, tho lemon, and the white mul- 
berry. The peach, which grows very 
well in Maine, is, we believe, of Per- 
sian origin. In a word, we cannot de- 
•ide, without trying, whether New En- 
gland or the Middle States may not 
cultivate the Fig. We only know, 
that cultivation will do a great deal 
which nature did not teem to intend 
accomplishing without human instru- 
ncntdlity; and these results are tho 
tremiums she pays to the ingenuity and 
he industry of man.—Boat. Jour. 

Culture of Silk.—At the late Bris' 
ol Agricultural exhibition, four premi- 
uns were awarded for the white mul- 
berry tree—und the whole number of 
recs entered for the premiums, was 

bver 70,000. 
We are glad that the farmers of 

Massachusetts arc turning their atten- 
ion to tho culture of Silk—and wo 

loubt not that they will be encouraged 
o persist in this praise-worthy under- 
akiug. Mulberry trees can be scat, 

ered about a farm, without interfering 
with the growtli of any other plant or 

vegetable. They may be planted by 
he tile of tho fences—around tho 
louse, or in the garden, where they 
nake beautiful hedges. For six weeks 
n the year tlie boys and girls ciin de- 
rote apart of their time to rearing tho 
lilk-worms. It will be an interesting 
bccupation for them. Any out-houso 
will be suitable for that purpose. In 
this way every farmer may, if ho 

pleases, raise from ten to fifteen pounds 
uf cocoons without being at any addi. 
Ponal expense. 

It is thus that the silk is raised in the 
louth of France and Italy. Every 
msbandman attends in a greater or a 

ess degree to the cultivation of the 

Mulberry tree and the rearing of tho 
alk-worm—-and it is thus that we hope 
o see it ere long cultivated in New 

England.—Lowell Journal. 
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and it approaching his 57th year. 

The 8now was two or three inches 
jeep on the Allegheny mountains last 
sVek. 
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