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SOLBY. . . . '. KANSAS,

IN EARLY SUMMER.

O dewy hush upon awaiting worid!
O gentle silence of the early morn.

Ere yet the queen of night her robe batb
furled.

Ere yet the day is born.

Bark! From the grove a burst of sudden song,
A thousand tuneful voices join in the lay.

Each tiny herald mid the joyful throng
Proclaims the coming day."

The solemn owl from out the pine tree's gloom
With discontented mutterings wings her

flight
To the dim wood, where e'en at garish noon

Lurk shadows of the night.

JKow light and darkness meet in final fray.
The path of conflict dyed with crimson stain,

And flushed with victory, the god of day
Renews his welcome reign.

And, lavish with the ardor of bis rays.
With burning feer woos each bud and

flower,
Who shrink and droop beneath bis ardent

gaze
Asnears the noontide hour.

I lie at ease beneath a fragrant pine.
Whose spreading branches make a grateful

gloom.
And watch the sunshine play at "hide and

seek
With every nodding plume,"

And list enraptured to the song of bird.
The brook's low murmur o'er its pebbly bed.

The wind's soft whisper, scarce the leaves that
stirred,

Soft as an angel's tread.

Each feathery fern bends low ber graceful
crest

To see her face within the languid brook
Which glides without a ripple on its breast

Through shade or sunny nook.

Slowly the day god's cilded chariot wheels
Draw near their haven in the western sky;

And lengthening shadows, spectcr-llk- o and
grim,

Along the landscape lie.

Worn out at last, with cares of royal state.
Galled by the pressure of his burning crown,
be wearied monarch hastes to abdicate,

And lay his scepter down.

Tis twilight now; the cow-bell-'s tinkling
rhymes

Blends sweetly with the song of

And evening's queen, fair, gentle Luna, climbs
Above the eastern hilL

Helen W. Stafford, in Ohio Farmer.

FATHER AND SON.

Tale of Pride and Lovo in Real
Life.

One night last winter, while pur-
suing my way along one of the most
obscure streets in Boston, I was
aroused from the reverie in which I
was indulging by hearing light footr
steps close to my side. Turning quick-

ly I beheld a young girl, apparently
not more than twelve years old, fol-

lowing as if she was anxious to speak
to me, and when 1 observed, by the
dim light of a neighboring street lamp,
that she was poorly clad, trembling,
thin and pale, 1 asked her, in a tone of
"kindness, what she wanted.

"If you please," she replied, in a
tone that was almost choked with
sobs, yet struck mo as peculiarly soft
and silver-tone- d, "if you please, sir,
will you go back with mo just a little
way and see mv father, who is very
sick?"

"What is tho matter with your
father?" I asked, fearful Of being de-

ceived.
"Oh, sir, I don't know," she an-

swered, in tho same tones as before,
"but I fear ho is going to die."

The earnest manner of tho broken-
hearted girl made mo ashamed of hav-
ing doubted her at first, and I re-

solved to comply with her request. I
was in just the mood for some advent-
ure where there was an opportunity
of accomplishing an object of benevo-
lence, and I willingly followed my
timid, sorrowful little guide back to
her home.

Tho girl led me into a small and
somewhat dilapidated house, and in-

vited mo to ascend a small and narrow
staircase. At the head of tho stairs I
heard her groping about until her
hand touched the latch of a door,
which she opened, asking me, in a low
voice, to follow her into the room.

I did so, and found myself in an
humble apartment, where scrupulous
neatness seemed struggling against
absolute want. Tho dim light of a
flickering lamp which stood on a small
table near tho door rovealed to mo tho
scanty furniture, which I found to con
sist of a few chairs, tho table already
mentioned, and, among other articles
of minor importance, a bed in tho most
retired part of the room.

The girl stepped along before me
and pointed to tho bed.

"Come this way, sir. if you please,"
she whispered; "hero is father."

As she turned to approach the bed-
side of the sufferer to apprize him of
my presence I 6ilently brushed away

--a tear which the sight of her grief-wor- n,

pallid cheeks and eyes red with
much weeping caused to start through
my eyelids.

My youthful guide bent over the sick
man and, laying her check close to his,
while her arms encircled his neck,
whispered something in his ear. A
moment after she arose, and placing
a chair at the bedside, begged me to
approach.

Seating myself in tho chair sho
placed for me, I took tho hand of the
invalid, and gazed for tho first time
full upon his face. I shall never for-
get the spectacle. Although much
emaciated, his features betrayed the
spirit of pride in the midst of poverty,
of resolution in adversity, and of the
stern endurance during his moments
of agony which dwelt within his
"breast.

I was about to address him, when he
cut me short by speaking first.

"You find me in a bad condition,
sir' said he, with a smile I thought
jrather bitter. "I can't deny that I am

actually crushed by sickness and mis-

fortune; this you will readily believe,
for I could never have stooped to ask
assistance of any one bad I not been
perfectly helpless Ad even now, sir,
I doubt whether I would not have died
before asking a favor of anyone had
it not been for the broke girl
who conducted you hither."

I can not describe my sensations on
hearing these words, so full of prido
and candor, fall from the lips of a man
who might be dying. It was plain to
be seen that the invalid had once seen
better days and moved in circles of re-

finement, and 1 was sure that his in-

tellect was of the finest order. It was
owing to these peculiar circumstances
of the case that I became deeply inter-
ested in my new acquaintances and felt
anxious to relieve them, and at the
same time to learn something of their
history. After conversing with the in-

valid for a few moments he intimated
to me that he would willingly let me
into the secrets of his history provided
the girl was not present to listen.

Accordingly I directed 'little Hetty,"
as the old man called her, to go for a
physician of my acquaintance, telling
her I would stay by her father until
she returned. The night was not cold,
and I felt that it would benefit her
body and divert her mind to take a
walk in tho city, with .'the ways of
which she was very well acquainted.

Hetty had scarcely left the house
when the door-be- ll rang. The sick
man said that the lower part of the
house was not occupied, and requested
me to see who was at the door.

Carrying the lamp in my hand I
proceeded down the stairs. I found a
well-dress- gentleman at tho door,
who seemed surprised on seeing me in
such a place.

"Does Mr. Farley reside here?" he
asked.

"I don't know that he does," I re-

plied.
"Well, then, is there more than one

family living in the house?"
"There is only one family, I be-

lieve."
"And you don't know whether tho

name of the family is Farley or not,"
said the stranger, with a smile.

I saw the drift of his remark, and
replied that I was not acquainted in
the house, never having been there be-

fore.
"Tho name of tho family may be

Farley," said I, "but I have not heard
it All I know is, there is an old man
and his daughter and he calls the girl
Hetty.' "

"Tho same," said tho stranger; "he
is the man I would see."

Hoping he might bring relief to my
new acquaintances, I readily con-

ducted him up the stairs and into tho
apartment I had left

On approaching the bedside, 1 found
that Mr. Farley had fallen asleep dur-
ing my absence from the room.

"Let me sit here," said the stranger,
quietly seating himself at the foot of
the bed and shading his brow, which
I observed betrayed some emotion,
"and do not tell the old man I am
here. It is the girl I would see, and I
will wait hero until sho returns."

Scarcely was the stranger seated
when, as I approached the bedside, the
invalid awoke.

"You must know," said he, con-

tinuing tho subject of his history in a
manner which showed that his slum-

ber had been light, "you must know
that I have not always been in the con-

dition of poverty in .which you now
see me. I was once in excellent cir-
cumstances, and enjoyed a high stand-
ing in society."

"How did you become reduced!!," I
asked.

"By a series of misfortunes, of
which I need nott tell you .By de-

grees I lost, until I became quite', fort-

uneless quite friendless. "
"Is the girl who brought me here

your only child?" I inquired.
"Ah! it is of that I would speak,"

sighed the sick man, pressing my
hand. "I had another child a son"

"And is he dead?"
"No but he is dead to me. I lost

him through my pride my worse than
folly."

"Where is he now?"
"Alas! I know not!"
"Has he deserted you?"
"No 1 drove him from my door. It

was in my days of pride and influence
that I disowned him and cast him off
penniless."

Tho old man pressed his feeble hand
upon his brow, as if to still its throb-
bing, and closed his eyes with a sup-
pressed groan.

"I loved my son," ho continued,
after a pause "I was proud of him,
too, but even he could not change the
firmness of my will. It is that which
has estranged us."

"In what manner?"
"Can you not guess? Had you

known William you would have dis-

covered before this. His generous
soul, so unlike my own, was totally
tree from the family pride and pre-
judice to which I owe my ruin. He
had no idea of the aristocracy of
wealth, and when he found among the
laboring classes a maiden whom he
thought might make him happy, he
cared not for her humble condition,
but resolved to win her heart and
hand."

"And you opposed him?"
'Firmly bitterly blindly opposed

him!" exclaimed the old man. "He
was a major, and I could not enforce
my commands, but I threatened, little
thinking my threats were vain. I
told him in a moment of calmness
that the hour which saw him united
to the poor girl he was wooing saw
him no longer my son. But his souL
like mine, was above compulsion; and,
unlike mine, it scorned the allure-
ments of wealth. He believed that

toil and poverty were honorable, and
that worth was oftener found with
them than with luxury and riches.
He trusted that he had found a price-
less jewel in the person of the humble
girl helovfed, and he boldly and un-
hesitatingly offered her his hand,
although he knew I would disinherit
him!"

"And he married her?"
"Yes; and from that time I hare

never seen him! He provided a home
for himself and wife in Boston, and
wrote mo a letter. In that he begged
me to excuse he did not say forgive

his acting against mys wishes, but
said not a word not a syllable about
being received once more as my son
and heir. He ended by inviting me to
visit him in his new but humble home,
and expressed a desire that we might
live on friendly terms. I was too
proud to visit him, and he never Hsaw

fit to cross my threshold again!"
"And he continued to reside in

Boston the same city with you, his
father?"

"Yes, for a time; but he was poor
and could not bear, 1 presume, the
sight of those of his old associates who
ceased to know him when he was no
longer able to live in style. He
scorned them, it is true, but he hated
the sight of them, and therefore re-
moved from the city."

"And he never came to you or wrote
to you afterwards," said I.

"Never. The last I heard of him he
was in New York, and in tolerable cir-
cumstances. Oh! what a triumph it
would be to him could he see me thus
reduced shorn of my pride and former
wealth!"

"You see I am now left alone in the
unfriendly world with the child who
brought you hither. As my riches
failed me, being swept away by mis-

fortunes, my old friends dropped off
one by one; and now sickness has re-

duced mo to the helpless, miserable
condition in which you behold me.
There is not an individual living who
cares for me or mine! You have
already shown some kindness to us
for which Heaven reward you! but you
are tho only one the only one!"

Tho sick man turned his eyes up-

wards, then closed them with a sigh.
At this moment I observed that the

stranger, who at first seemed to take
no interest in the old man's story, had
at length drawn his chair close to the
bedside, as if to listen.

"My pride is humbled now," re-
sumed the invalid, after a long pause.
"I think I might be brought to ask
relief of the very son I have disowned.
O God! how just has been my punish-
ment! to think that he, whom I cast
off, is now, in all probability, able to
laugh at my fall in tho midst of his
growing prosperity. But think you
he would do it? Think you my
William, who was once my joy and
pride, would have the heart to triumph
over me in my misery?"

"No, he would not," said a deep,
earnest voice behind me, which mado
me start.

On looking around I saw the stran-
ger I had admitted approaching the
bedside. As the light fell upon his
brow I beheld it was dark with agony,
and there was a tear glistening in his
eye.

"Who spoke? What voice was that?"
demanded the invalid, turning on his
pillow.

I made way for the stranger, and he
drew near the bed. He bent over tho
form of the old man, and their eyes
met

"It was I who spoke," said tho
stranger, in hurried, husky tones; "it
was my voice."

The old man stared at him wildly.
'jAnd who are you?" ho demanded.
"Do you not know me?" murmured

the other. "O God! that it should
come to this that I am forgotten by
my father!"

"William! my son William!" sobbed
the invalid. "Oh, my injured my
noble and forgiving boy!"

Tho old man's voice was choked by
sobs as with his feeble arms he drew
his son more closely to his bosom. I
turned away to dash aside the tears
which came unbidden to my eyes,
dimming my sight; and when I
looked again, near a minute after, I
behold the father and son still locked
in each other's arms. As I contem-
plated that silent heartfelt embrace
I felt my eyes fill again and my bosom
heave with sympathy,

"Oh, my son!" murmured the in-

valid, at length, "what good angel has
brought you hither? I am no longer
what I once was, but a humble, miser-
able wretch. Adversity has taught
me a deep and holy lesson; and it is
now with joy, and not with pain, that
I ask you to forgive me "

"Father! father!" interrupted the
young man, in a voice of agony, "speak
not of the past! Let us forgive and
forget! Both of us may have been in
fault but the days of our estrangement
are y&st now; we are father and son
onc more!"

"God bless you! oh, my child!" mur-
mured the old man. "God bless you!"

"I am come," resumed William, "to
repay the debtof gratitude I owe you."

The debt of gratitude?"
"Yes; for what does not a son owe

to his father especially to such a
father as you were once to me? My
mother was taken away when I was
young and Hetty but an infant; but
you filled her place. You educated
me you did every thing in your pow-
er to make me happy. Now I am
come tc repay the debt as freely. I
have a dear and happy home in New
York, to which 1 will remove you and
Hetty as soon as you are able to leave
your bed. Till then, I will see that
you are made comfortable here-- Oh,
I thank Heaven for putting it into my

: vi 'vn

t

hearT'toobme back to Boston and
search you out!"''

The old man strove to reply to these
words of kindness, but could not speak
for sobbing. vHewept like a child.

My situation 'during this interview
was painful. Jt was a relief to hear'
footsteps ascending the stairs, and to
see little Hatty enter the moment
after. f g ".

Seeing "two strangers in the room
with her father, she started back sur-
prised, for she was far from recogniz-
ing her brother. The old man saw
her and called her to his side.

William uttered not a word, but
6tood regarding her in silence.

"My child," said the old man, "do
you remember your brother William?."

"Oh, yes," replied the girl, quickly.
"I remember him; he was always so
kind to me. Don't you wish he was
here now, father?"

"My child, he is here!" exclaimed
the old man. "This is your brother
William."

The girl turned, and when she saw
her brother regarding her tenderly
and kindly, open his arms to receive
her, she flew to his bosom and flung
her arms wildly about his neck.

At this moment my friend, the
physician Hetty had gone for, having
followed her almost immediately,
rang at the door, and I hastened to
conduct him up the stairs.

He gave the sick man encourage-
ment of affording him immediate re-

lief, and, having prepared some medi-
cines for his use, took his departure.

Thinking it best to leave the new-unit- ed

family alone, I shortly after
rose to depart The old man and his
son thanked me warmly for the in-

terest I had taken in their affairs,
and the little girl, as she conducted
me to the door and bade me good
night, besought me with tears in her
eyes to visit them again.

That night I went homo a better
man than when 1 left a few hours be-

fore. The lesson I had learned had a
peculiar effect upon my mind, teach-
ing me, as it did, the folly of family
pride or the pride ol wealth, and the
divine beauty and sweetness of for-
giveness.

When I visited tho house again I
found a coach at the door, and being
admitted by a servant, I met little
Hetty in tho hall, dressed ready for a
journey.

Tho little creature flew to welcome
mo. and fairly wept with joy.

"Whore are you going?" I asked.
"Oh," said she, "father and I are

going to New York with brother Will-
iam. Father has got almost well, so
that he can travel. We are going to
live with brother, and we shall bo so
happy!"

At that moment William and his
father came down-stair- s, being ready
for a start. Although the old man
was leaning on the arm of his son,
when he saw me he sprang forward to
grasp my hand. William did the
same, while Hetty stood by. laughing
and weeping by turns from joy.

I saw them depart; and once more
I retraced my steps homeward, filled
with admiration of the old man's
proud, stern, but generous spirit, the
candor, beauty and single-heartedne-

of the child, but above all, of the
young man's nobleness of soul, and of
his spirit of true Christian benevolence
and forgiveness. J. F. Trowbridge,
in Yankee Blade.

LESSONS FROM BASE-BAL- L.

A Preacher Finds Material in the Game
for a Pulpit Discourse.

Rev. Forrest E. Dager. of Holy Trini-
ty R. E. Church, preached recently a
sermon upon the "Moral Lessons on
Base-Ball- ," taking his text from
Eccles. xL, 9. The sermon is one of a
series that Mr. Dager is delivering
upon the amusements of youth, and
contained many unique parallels on
the National game. He declared that
the game on general principles was a
good thing, and said:

"We can not afford to ignore any
thing that has taken such a universal
hold upon tho live3 of our young men
as base-bal- l, and there are many les-

sons to le learned from it First the
umpire; the most important person
about a game is the umpire. Great
difficulties are experienced in securing
competent umpires, and there are not
over half a dozen in the whole country.
From this we can draw the inference,
if a man is not competent to settle dis-

putes arising between man and man
he certainly is not to settle those be-

tween God and man. In the great
game of life with God as the umpire,
you are bound to have fair play.

"A second feature is the need of
skilled and temperate players. All the
big clubs have found it necessary to have
men who have had long practice, and
who are willing to abstain from strong
drink. This is also necessary to make
a success of the great game of life.
What one error may cost! It can be
safely said that the great majority of
all games were lost by one or two
errors. So it is that one misstep in
life may mean everlasting defeat
Another thing urged is the great need
of sinking individuality in obtaining
success in general team work. The
best results in the church are obtained
in this way. Finally, the enthusiasm
when the home club wins and the
silence when it makes an error. So ii
ought to be in life. We should always
be ready to render praise for good
works and refrain from criticism for
mistakes." Philadelphia inquirer.

The silver-skinne- d onion should
be planted im the fall in this country
for the best success. If planted in the
fall every seed will sprout If planted,

in the spring wot mor than os ia
fiv will COM

THE BARN SWALLOW.
It Exceeds All Other Members of Its Fam-

ily In Ease and Celorlty.
Nearly a hundred species, of swal-

lows and a score or more ofswifts ar
recognized byl naturalists. Nirtb
America; exclusive of 'Mexico,5 i
favored with sorenof the former and
four of the latter, while only three
species of swallows and one or two
of swifts come regularly to Europe.
Our common or "barn" swallow is
very similar to the European chimney
swallow, and, in fact may here be
considered as identical, the specific
distinctions being feebly marked. In
both continents the barn swallow, to
use the least confusing term, is the
favorite of his family, and is the only
bird commonly called "swallow" in
Europe, both of the remaining species
being termed "martins." He exceeds
all others of the better-know- n swal-
lows in ease and celerity of motion,
and in the cheerful confidence with
which he regards human kind. I fancy
he does not often place his nest in the
chimneys of modern England, howev-
er convenient he may have found those
structures as built in ancient days.
Barns and are his favor-
ite summer homes; but in default of
these, in wild places, a convenient
spot about a cliff or quarry is utilized
His twittering notes, though not'In'
any sense a 'Ssong," are always agree-
able, and when heard, some breezy
summer afternoon, among tho rafters
of a roomy old barn, when one is ly-

ing in a ic state upon the
new-mow- n hay, are certainly the most
pleasant and soothing of rural sounds.
Barn swallows' nests are usually made
on a beam or rafter, or plastered to
the side of these supports. Tho ma-
terial is mud, mixed with fine hay and
grass, and strengthened with the glu-
tinous saliva of the bird. The eggs
are white, thickly spotted with brown,
as are those also of the cliff swallow.
All the rest of our swallows, together
with the swifts, have pure white eggs.
Young barn swallows are not for somo
time able to follow the aerial evolu-
tions of their parents, owing to the
slow growth of the long outer tail
feathers that serve so admirably to
balance the adults. They spend much
of their time at rest, and even alight
on the ground to pick up insects.

Notwithstanding their wonderful
command of the air, swallows are ap-

parently as much exhausted by a long
migration as birds of far inferior voli
torial powers. During the passage of
the Gulf of Mexico numbers alight
upon every passing vessel, and even
fall into the sea. Tho ordinary speed
of the barn swallow has been estimated
at a mile a minute, f.hich rate, main-
tained for a few hours, would easily
enable them to compass any stretch of
water that may lie in their way.

In ancient times swallows were the
subject of many strange tales and fa-

bles, but were uniformly respected as
tho winged messengers of spring. It
was always thought unlucky to kill
them, and a survival of these super-
stitions is now sometimes noticed in
remote districts, where tho killing of
a barn swallow is supposed to cause
cows to give bloody milk, and the nest-
ing of these'agreeablo birds in a barn
to protect it from lightning. Long
may such notions pass current, if they
faerve to save the swallows; for it sure-
ly is bad luck to harm creatures so
useful and pleasing. Wilson, in al-

luding to this matter, acutely remarks:
"When the tanets of superstition lean
to the side of humanity, one can heart-
ily respect them;" and I am sure wo
all heartily agree withhim. St Louis
Globe Democrat

A MODEL SHOE-BO-

An Inexpensive Luxury "Which Every
Woman Would Appreciate.

Where two people occupy tho same
room, how to dispose of their joint
posseasions'in shoes is really quite a
problem, and we think we have
solved it in our family. Formerly we
had a strong linen bag with a double
row of pockets fastened to the inside
cf the closet door, but the boots were
always falling out, and, besides, they
made tho door so heavy that- - we cast
about for something that would, be
more convenient A wooden box in
the cellar looked promising, and
after having been brought up and in-

spected, it seemed to answer all tho
requirements. A carpenter was called
in to make a lid and hinge it on a
piecoof work which we might have
done ourselves if wo-ha- possessed the
proper tools. We took our old shoe-ba- g,

cut it in half, and tacked one
row of pockets on one side, and one
on the other of the inside of the box,
a few inches from the top. Two
extra pockets were made for each end,
and we now have fourteen seven
apiece; a luxury which every woman
will appreciate.

Our box is rather peculiar in shape,
being about thirty inches long by fif-

teen wide, and a trifle over a foot and
high. Its height gives it much

the appearance of a small chest and
the extra space inside below the
pockets is very useful for wrapping-pape- r,

twine, etc. It is of Japanese
manufacture evidently, and contained
an umbrella jar when it came to us.
There are various gay pictures of fans
and beetles pasted on it and these we

left painting around them with ma-

hogany stain. If preferred, the box
might be covered with gay cretonne
or calico, instead of being paint-
ed; in which case the lid could
be padded, and wouid make a
very comfortable bench. Apropos
of shoes, I have read somewhere that
four pairs of shoes purchased at the
same time and worn alternately will
last right times as long as one pair.
How true this is I am unable to say.
Hit wouldn't it be worth while to try

the experiment? In case any of my
readers Should be tempted to do so,
my shofeox with its fourteen pockets
will be' thoroughly appreciated, for,
as thjs head m the family said when
he gw it:' "That box is worth all it
cost no matter what it cost!" an
unusually strong expression of com-
mendation fora man to give upon any
piece of work done by a woman'
Christian Union.

FANS AND PARASOLS.
How to Endure Hot Weather and Smh

to Be Comfortable.
Keep cool! is the advice which Dame .

Fashion gives her followers,- - and in
this she finds even nonfashionable-'wome-

concurring. But how keep
coot in scorching weather? With the
thermometer emulating the noble
youth 6f "Excelsior" fame in his
struggle to climb ever higher, higher,
higher! it is a difficult matter to fol-

low this advice, and still more difficult
to gossip about fashions and what to
wear when a condition exactly the re-

verse of the latter is claiming our at-

tention. The "cooling breezes." the
"briny deep," the "shady nooks" and
"sad sea waves" are, though trite,
much more satisfactory and suit-
able to talk about and enjoy. When,
as now, the mere thought of dress
drives away the last remnant of
coolness, the finest toilet which the
most exclusive modiste can produce
awakens less enthusiasm than a pret-
ty and becoming bathing suit or
dainty, airy costume of mulle or other
diaphanous material. But with fash-
ion's advice come a few suggestions of
how to follow it and lose nothing of
stylish, fashionable appearance. With
an ajsthetic negligee or two, an ap-

parently ethereal but very practicaL
parasol of transparent fabric and fabu-
lous circumference, a large fan, deli-
cate in design and light of material,
ditto hat of mulle or not shirred or
puffed, even the hottest day can bo
borne with equanimity. Among fans
the greatest novolty seen is the
"Lena," tho frame, of beautifully
carved wood, semi-circ- le of more than
ordinary dimensions, the cover of
softly-shade- d silk with delicate, hand-paint- ed

bouquets. A very choice fan
in this style is of gray stained wood
and silk shaded from the faintest
tint of pearl to the darkest cloudy
gray. The effect ib heightened by
having tho bouquets paiutud on tho
light, tho delicate, trailing stems on
tho dark ground. This style will be
eagerly welcomed by tho amateurs in
painting, as taste, delicacy of touch
and possibly a fow idle hours may bo
profitably employed. Another novelty
which likewise appeals to this &amo
aspiring artist are tho painted raous-selain-

Any girl with an inclina-
tion for such work can make her&elf
a charming little costume of mulle
with dainty bouquets, which, being
her own handiwork, will be doubly
appreciated by friends and admirers.
A pink mulle petticoat should be worn
with such a drcsb in order to bring the
flowers into greater rolief; corsage
and sleeves should harmonize with tho
skirt. Echarpe of tho shade of tho
petticoat Negligees of India silk
and lace are very dressy and
light, weighing but a few ounces;
bright colorea silks, Valenciennes
and Maline luces are used in the make-
up of these peignoirs. For the eco-
nomically inclined the excellent imita-
tions of those laces, which can be had
in great quantities, are equally valua-
ble. The negligee joponais is of India
silk, with large, full-blow- n roses on
a cream ground; two broad revere are
draped cross ivays on the front of tho
waist and skirt from under which ap-

pear innumerable tiny flounces of
cream silk gauze. Full elbow sleeves
trimmed with lace. A .Russian
casque is of mother-of-pea- rl gray '
cashmere, black velvet trimmings
and angel sleeves lined with gray
silk. Under this casquo is- - worn
a shirt-blou- se of cream net with
full puffed sleeves.. This casque is
called the Vladimir, in compliment to
the Duchess Vladimir, who introduced
it to the fashionable' women of 'Paris''
and London. N. Y."o St ,Xouls'fr
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THE CAPITAL REQUIRED.

Stock and Implements Absolutely Neces-
sary to Farming Operation.

On the supposition that tho land is
sufficiently fenced and furnished with
cheap and plain buildings the follow-
ing sums would be needed: '

Two good working horses. 12 years or up-
wards 1503

Four cows and a few calves or betters KO
Fifty sheep J0O
Two plows, tJO; one harrow, 115; one culti-

vator, no k , 45
One fanning mill, tifi; seed planter, 810.... 20
Sled and fixtures, tSS; farm wagon, ftO ... 5
Hoes, rakes, forks, spades, sborels, bar-

row, grain bags, saws, measures, buck-
ets, etc g

Seeds for various fane crops, grass, etc.... 22

K40
Several important and costly items

are omitted, such as mower and reap-
er, threshing machine, horse-powe-r,

horse-rak- e, etc. ' Some of the preced-
ing are placed at a lower rate than
the common price, while others, by
purchasing at second-han-d, may be
had still lower although second-han-d

machines, partly worn out or broken,
are more expensive for use in the
end. Notwithstanding all these draw-
backs for the young farmer with little
capital, there are some persons who,
with great industry, good judgment
and ample experience, will take hold
and attain success gradually, but the
great majority will fail. And it would
be better, for at least some of them, to
work for a salary or wages, and lay up
a larger sum than the above named,
with the provision for owning the farm
and hiring at least one- - good and effi
cient assistant or farm laborer. Coun-
try Gentleman,

ti
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