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"Now lovers tond, in leafy lanea, 
Together walk. 

i And Gorvrlon exerts his pains, 
While Phillis coy to listen deigns 

Ai.-d suffers him 
To talk. . 

t  |  % »* ; ' }  
Though poor, the youth protests he loves 

Her as his life 
They'll live, he swears, like turtle doves, 
lie begs her, squeezing tight her gloyea, 

, To l)e liiij own ' 
i \  Dear wife. 
U 
Jijit Phillis lias a richer beau, 
; In lover's ways deft, 
Nfcxt day he comeB his fate to know, 
She's going to scoop him iu, and so— 
v. , Poor Corry dear 

Gets left. 
. —New York Mercury. 
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A DOMESTIC EXPERIMENT. 

"I jdon't think," said Mr. White 
"that hav cvop ever promised so tine-

"Indeed!" said his wife, absently. 
"Ai[id if there isn't any fall in the 

price'of fruit," he said, "our peach 
orchard is going to net us a cool hun
dred dollars." 

he spoke he flung the homespun 
towel, with which he had been wiping 
his hands over the back of the chair. 

"Oh, George, do hang up the towel,' 
said Mrs. White, "the nail is just as 
near th e chair-back, and Ihaveenough 
steps to take in the course of the day, 
without waiting on you." 

•'You are always grumbling about 
something," said the young farmer, 
as he jerked the towel to its nail. 
"There! Does that suit you?" 

'4iere is a letter from Cousin Dora, 
George,.'said Mrs. White, wisely avoid
ing t lie mooted question. "She wants 
to come here and board for a few 
weeks." 

"Well let her come," said White. "It 
won't cost us a great deal, and a little 
extra money always counts up at the 
year's end." 

"But George, I was thinking—" 
"About what?" 
"Why, I am so hurried with the 

work, and there is so much to do—" 
"That is the perpetual burden of 

your song," said Mr. White, irritably, 
"Women do beat all for complaining." 

"Won't you hear nie out? said Mrs. 
White, "So I thought it agooclplanto 
give Dora her board if she would help 
me with the house-work a little. It 
would accomodate her, and it will ac
commodate me." 

"But it won't accomodate me! "said 
Mr. White, caAalierly. "Really. Lettv, 
you are getting absolutely lazy." 

Mrs. White crimsoned. 
"No one ever said that of me be

fore, "said she. j 
"But just look at it," said the far- ; 

mer. "Tell me of any other woman! 
in the neighborhood who keeps a girl! | 
why, thoy 'make a boast of doing their | 
own work." j 

"They all have sisters, or mothers, i 
or grown up daughters: I have none." j 

"Pshaw!" said White. "Ridiculous! j 
Of course you have to work. We all I 
do, don't we? But your work don't i 
Amount to a row of pins. I don't j 
know of any woman who has it easier ; 
than yon do." i 

"That is all you know about it!" j 
said Letty, in a choked voice. ! 

"Write to Dora that we'll board her j 
for five dollars a week," said White, I 
athoritatively. "We must earn all the j 
money we can while there is a chance, j 
Make the hay while the sun shines, j 
eh? And I guess you'll do as well as 
other women do, Letty. Now run up 
stairo-to the garret, dear, and get me 
mv blue jean overalls, that's a good 
gii'l-" 

Letty obeyed, but the tears were in 
her eyes, and a big round ball was ris
ing up in her throat, and she could 
hardly see the jean overalls, as they 
hung up high on end of the beams. 

As she reached up a loose board in 
the garret door tripped her; her foot 
slipped through on the laths find plas
ter below, and, with a groan, she sank 
to the floor. 

The time passed on, and George 
White grew tired of waiting. 

He shouted up th</stairway: 
"I«pok alive there, Letty! Do you 

mean to be all day?" 
But no answer came. He ran up 

stairs, to find Letty lying on the floor, 
with one leg broken, just above the 
ankle. * 

"Now you'll have to get some one to 
do the work,', said Letty, not without 
a spice of malice, as she lav on the 
calico-covered settee, with her poor 
ankle tiuly set and bandaged. 

"Not if. I know it," said George 
White. ''Hire a lazy woman who'll 
want a dollar and a half a week, and 
her board into the bargain, to do the 
work of this house? I guess not! 

"But what are you going to do?" 
asked Letty. 

"To do it myself, to-be-sure. Half 
an hour every morning, and half an 
hour every evening ought to be enough 
to square up accounts." 

"Well," said Mrs. White, "I shall 
just like to see you do it." 

"Then yottH have your wish," said 
her husband. 

He rose early the next morning and 
lighted the kitchen fire. 

"Pbluitv' said he, as he piled on the 
sticks OfTtdod.' "what does a woman 
amount to anyhow? What's the next 
lesson, Letty?" 

"I always skim the cream and 
strain the milk," said Letty, who, 
bolstered up 011 the lounge, and was 
combing her hair with more delibera
tion thaiif|s|uQ had practiced, for a 
year. ^ 

"Well, here goes then," said George. 
And a period of silence ensued. 
Presently lie shouted: 
"I haven't- got milk-pans enough!" 
"Of coi^rse yotftimveit't," said Let

ty. "Yoti must drald your yester
day's^ "fou« know you said you 
couldn't set upatin-shopwheitlaskeo 
for a dozen more last month." 

"They smelllikea fat-boiling facto
ry," said George disdainfully. "What 
ails 'Bflj|!" 

• "YousfTould have scalded them last 
night," sighed Letty, wishing that she 
had wings like a dove that she might 
soar into the milk-room, and restore 
order out of the chaos. 

"Here's a go!" said George. "There 
isn't botwater." 

"Oh, George, you've forgotten to 
put the kettle on!" 

"So I did."said herhosband. "And 
the sticks, hang 'em, are all burnt 
out!"' 

"Yon know I wanted you to get « 
ton of ctoal," said Lettv. ''but yoti 
said as long as wood cost nothing but 

the chopping and hauling, wood it 
would be." 

"Have I got to wait for that con
founded water to heat?" groaned 
George. 

"I don't know anything else for you 
to do," remarked Letty, drily." 

"Humph!" observed that lprd and 
niAstsr * 

"What's for the breakfast?" 
"Ham and eggs, I suppose." 
"Well, I'm up to that part oi the 

program, at least," said he, cheerfully. 
"Oh, the dickens! What is the use of 
keeping your knives so sharp? I've 
nearly cut my thumb oil! Where do 
you keep the o&t meal? I can be at
tending to your old milk pans while 
the breakfast is cookiug, I suppose. 
There is nothing like economy in 
work!" 

But it was a mortal hour before the 
milk was strained and the pigs fed, 
and by that time the house was blue 
with a sort of a smudgy smoke. 

"Hullo!" shouted George, coming in. 
"What's all this—is the house 011 
lire?" 

"No," said Letty calmly, "only the 
breakfast has burned up." 

George uttered a long sigh. 
"Who'd havethought tiietire wasso 

hot?" said he. "What am I to do 
now?" 

"Cook another, I suppose," said 
Letty. 

"And what next?" demanded George, 
fiercely. 

"Why set the table, and then clear 
it away and wash the dishes." 

"With this cut linger?" coiuphiined 
the husband. 

"1 was obliged to do it all the weeks 
I had a felon on my little linger," re
marked Letty. "The young geese and 
turkeys ought to have been let out 
and ted long before this; and the three 
calves in the barnyard to be attended 
to. And then there are the kitchen 
and sitting-room to be swept and 
dusted and the beds to make, and the 
string beans to be picked, and the 
bread to bake and the huckleberry 
pies to make, and your white vest to 
be ironed, and the potatoes to be 
pealed, and the preserves to be scald
ed over, and the cheese to be turned, 
and the table to be cleared and the 
dishes to be washed—" 

"Hold on!" cried George, "you've 
said that once." 

••Very likely, but it has to be done 
three times a day—and the chickens 
to lie looked after, and the linen pil
low-cases to be put to bleaching. and 
the windows to be washed and your 
trousers to be patched, and the stock
ings to be darned, and the fire to be 
made up again, and tea to be prepared 
—you know you always want some
thing hot for supper. And there's the 
night's milk to be brought in and 
strained, and the pans scalded and, 
and the geese and turkeys to be fed 
and put into their coops: and, oh, 
dear! I forgot the churning! That will 
take an hour at least. But. dear George, 
I am getting hungry!—and I don't see 
the least signs of breakfast Geo rift:! ] 
Where are you going? I—want—my— I 
breakfast." j 

For George had disappeared in the j 
midst of her exordium. 1 

In twenty minutes or so, lie returned 
and by his side trudged Mary Ann 
Pult. the nearest -neighbor's twenty-
year old daughter. 

"I take it all back." said Mr. White. 
"I lowermycolors. Letty. Yourwork 
is harder than mine. I'll be everlast
ingly blest if it ain't. Why, I couldn't 
take care of the milk and cream for the 
wages a girl would ask. I never real
ized bewie how much a woman had to 
do." 

"Are you quite sure that you realize 
it now?" asked Letty, mischievously. 

"Well, I've got a pretty fair idea on 
thesubject," nodded George. 

"But you should be here 011 washing 
day," said Letty, "or on ironing day,or 
ontheday when we chop sausage-meat 
or make soft soa^:. or—" 

"Stop, stop!" shouted George. "If 
you say another word I'll go for Mahala 
Binks, too. Haven't I said that I'll 
take it all back? What more would you 
have?" 

"Wal, squire," said Mary Ann. who 
by this time had removed her hat and 
shawl, "what'll Idofirst?" 

"Do!" echoed Mr. White. "Do every
thing and let megetoff to the hay-tield 
as fast as I can." 

"Jes' as your orders is," said Mary 
Ann. 

"And I say, Letty!" lie added. 
"Yes! George." 
"WritetoyourCousin Dora. Tell her 

we'll be glad to board her, if she will 
assist you about the house." 

"But you've hired Mary Ann!" 
"There's work for 'em both," said 

Mr. White. 
And he sat down and took refuge in 

last week's paper, while Mary Ann 
wrestled with the charred remains of 
the breakfast and cut fresh slices of 
home-cured ham. 

In this world there are bloodless 
battles and victories won without a 
clash of steel; and in this category 
may be classed Mrs. White's victory 
over her husband, in respect to the 
question of "hired help."—Helen For
est Graves. 
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Farm Wages—Various States 
Compared—Curious Figures. 

From the .St. Louis Olobe-Deniocrat. 
Nearly half of the wage earners of 

this country are, it is estimated, em
ployed directly or indirectly in agri
culture, and the question of the price 
of labor on the farm has therefore a 
wider interest than in any other in
dustry. The latest report of Mr. 
Dodge, Statistician of the Depart
ment of Agriculture, contains a com
prehensive statement of the wages 
paid to farm laborers in all parts of 
the country, based upon what is be
lieved to beentirely trust worthy data. 
According to this the average month
ly wages are: In the eastern states, 
S25.30; in the middle states, §23.19; 
in the southern states, S14.27; in the 
western states S22.2<5: and in Califor
nia, $38.73. The great numberofper
sons thrown out of employment in 
other pursuits, and who have sought 
a livelihood from farm labor, has de
pressed the wages of farm hands to 
'some extent in the Eastern, Southern 
and Western States; but in the Middle 
States and California an advance has 
been mad*1, even since 1882, and the 
current, wages are the highest ever 
known, reckoned in gold values. High
er wages, it is true, were paid in 1866, 
but in a depreciated currency. Since 
1882, however, the decline in the rate 
of wages has been $1.32 per month, or 
about 5 per cent in the Eastern States; 
SI.03, or 6 per cent in the Southern 
States; SI .37, or less than 6 per cent 
in the Western States; while there has 
been an advance of 95 cents per month, 
or over 4 per cent in the Middle Sta tes, 
and of 50 cents, or more than 1 per 
cent in California, so that the general 
decline is about 5 per cent. In view of 
the gif»at depression in other indus

tries, and the serious reduction in wage-.-, 
in spite of frequent strikes, that is a 
very excellent showing for the wages of 
farm hands. 

THE l'OKTS WHO LISTEN, 

When evening's shadowy lingers fold 
The flowers of every hue, 

Some shy, half-opened biid will hold 
Its drop of morning's dew. 

Sweeter with every sunlit hour 
The trembling sphere has grown. 

Till all the fragrance of the (lower 
Becomes at last its own. 

We that have sung perchanco may find 
Our little meed of praise, 

And round our pallid temples bind 
The wreath of fading days. 

Ah. Poet, who hast never spent 
Thy breath in idle strains, 

For thee the dewdrop morning lent 
Still in thy heart remains. 

Unwasted, in its perfumed cell, 
It waits the evening gale; 

Then to the azure whence it fell 
Its lingering sweets exhale. 

—August Atlantic 

FAMOUS FUNERALS. 

Magnificent 1'ageuntx in Honor of De
parted Hero as. 

To the philosopher, of course, the 
disposition of the lifeless human body 
seems a matter of small moment; but 
to the great body of the people the fun
eral rites and last resting-place of one 
of its great heroes are matters of keen
est interest. 

Two long years were consumed in 
the formidable preparations of the 
funeral of AlexandertheGreat. Dying 
at Babylon, he directed that his body, 
which was immediately embalmed 
with elaborate care by Egyptian and 
Chaldean adepts, should be deposited 
in the Temple of .iupiter on an 
Egyptian oasis. Undeterred by the 
enormous distance, the procession set 
forth, an army of workmen hav
ing been sent forward to repair 
the roads and bridges. The fun
eral car was drawn by sixty-
four mules, chosen for their strength 
and size, splendidly caparisoned. The 
car was itself of surprising magnifi
cence, the spokes and naves of the 
wheels and ends of the axles-being cov
ered with gold, the platform uphold
ing a royal pavilion incrusted with 
gems, supporting a throne and coffin, 
the latter of solid gold and filled with 
costly spices. But the body never 
reached its destination. Ptolemy ar
rested its progress and buried it at 
Alexandria, which city may be .said to 
have itself proved the enduring monu
ment of theconqueror. 

Very different was the funeral of 
Julius Cresar. The circumstances of 
his death were so tragic, and such 
enormous crowds gathered to the cere
mony. that they could not be formed 
into a procession, and the different 
classes of people were accordingly 
asked to come together under their 
appropriate insignia in the field of 
Mars. The body of the great Roman 
was exposed lying upon a gilded bed, 
covered with scarlet and cloth of gold, 
and placed under a magnificent canopy 
in the form of a temple. 

After the funeral ceremonies were 
over a question arose where they 
should burn the body. Some suggest
ed a temple on Capitoline hill, others 
suggested the Senate house, where he 
had fallen. The Senate, less willing to 
pay him extraordinary honors, pro
posed a more retired spot. The dis
cussion was fast becoming a dispute 
when two soldiers, withdrawn swords 
and blazing torches in their hands, 
forced their way through the crowd 
and set fire to the bed. In a moment 
there was the wildest excitement. The 
multitude fell to work directly, build
ing the funeral pyre upon the spot. 
First they brought fagots and then 
benches from theneighboringporticos. 
and next any combustible material 
they could find, and at length, as the 
excitement grew, the soldiers threw in 
their arms, and the musicians their 
instruments, while others stripped 
down the trappings of the funeral pro
cession. So fierce was the fire that it 
spread to the neighboring houses, and 
was with the greatest difficulty ex
tinguished. As a fitting monument 
the people erected to the "Mighty 
Julius" a lofty column surmounted by 
a star. 

Coming down to modern times, the 
accounts of the obsequies of the "Iron 
Duke," perhaps the greatest ever 
known in England, and the second fu
neral of Napoleon must still be borne 
freshly in mind by many of the vet
erans of to-day. The Duke of Welling
ton. after lying in state five days at 
Chelsea Hospital, was borne to his last 
resting place in St. Paul's 011 a car 
drawn by twelve horses, accompanied 
by a vast military and civic concourse, 
the latter including Prince Albert, both 
Houses of Parliament, judges, nobles, 
public bodies, themourningcoaches of 
of the Queen and royal family and an 
innumerable throng of the people. 

Napoleon's funeral, as a parade, re
mains unparalleled in our times. The 
cherished remains of- their hero, hav
ing been received by the French from 
the English nineteen years after his 
death, it was not so much a funeral 
as a vast triumphal procession that 
followed, during which all France 
resounded with booming cannon, toll
ing bells and strains of martial music, 
while the excited people lined the banks 
of the Seine and filled the air with 
frenzied shout and cries and sobs of 
joy and gratulation. The resources of 
funeral art were exhausted upon the 
pageant, and the imagination is un
able to distinguish the details of a 
procession in which the catafalco, the 
central object of interest, was borne 
011 a moving mound of gold and velvet 
drawn by sixteen black horses and 
guarded and escorted, it is said, by an 
army of 150,000 soldiers. 

Compare with these splendors the 
quiet and simple funeral rites of our 
own Washington, so befitting republi
can simplicity and the character of 
him who was, nevertheless, "first in 
the hearts of his countrymen." A 
gathering of the dignitaries of the 
neighboring town of Alexandria, with 
the militia and Free Masons, his 
friends and neighbors, his own war 
horse, duly cornparisoned, led in the 
midst, one vessel in the river hard by-
firing minute-guns and the whole pro
cession confined to his own private 
grounds, where the tomb was made 
and still is.—Boston Advertiser. 

Rev. Dr. A. C. George, one of Chica-, 
go's most prominent Methodist cler- j 
gymen, died at the residence of his 
son-in-law, Mr. R. P. Hollett, at En-
glewood. 

General Frank Sigel, -'mit" whom 
the Germans used to fight, has been 
appointed to a $3,500 position in the 
County Clerk's office in New York.. 

' Tho Carnage at Malvern Hill. 
Fitz John Porter's Description. 

I11 General Fitz John Porter's ac
count of the last of the seven days' 
battles in the August Century the fol
lowing occurs: "While taking Meagher's 
brigade to the front I crossed a por
tion of the ground over which a large 
column had advanced to attack us, 
and had a fair opportunity of judging 
of the effect of our fire upon the ranks 
of the enemy. It was something fear
ful and sad to contemplate; few steps 
could be taken without tramping up
on the body of a dead or wounded sol
dier, or without a piteous cry, begging 
our party to be careful. In some 
places the bodies were in continuous 
lines and in heaps. In Mexico I had 
seen fields of battle on which our arm
ies had been victorious, and had lis
tened to pitiful appeals; buttlieplead-
ers were not of my countrymen then, 
and did not, as now, cause me to de
plore the effects of a fratricidal war. 

"Sadder still were the trying scenes 
I met in and around the Malvern 
House, which at an early hour that 
day had been given up to the wounded, 
and was soon filled with our 
unfortunate men, suffering from 
all kinds of wounds. At night, 
after issuing orders for the with
drawal of our troops, I passed through 
the buildings and the adjoining hospi
tals with my senior medical officer, 
Colonel George H. Lyman. Our ob
ject was to inspect the actual condi
tion of the men, to arrange for their 
care and comfort, and to cheer them 
as best we could. Here, as usual, 

| were found men mortally wounded by 
I necessity left unattended by the sur-
| geons, so that prompt and proper 
| care might be given to those in whom 

j there was hope of recov ery. It seemed 
; as if the physician was cruel to one in 
j doing his duty, by being merciful to 
I another whose life might be saved, 
j "While passing through this impro-
I vised hispital I heard of many sad 
cases. One was that of the major of 

, the Twelfth New York Volunteers, a 
! brave and gallant oflicer, highly es-
| teemed, who was believed to be mor-
; tally wounded. While breathing his 
j last, as was supposed, a friend asked 
: him if he had any message to leave, 
i He replied: 'Tell my wife that in my 
I last thoughts were blended herself, my 
i boy and my flag.' Then lie asked how 
i the battle had gone, and when told 
| that we had been successful he said: 
: 'God bless the old fla—' and fell back 
: apparently dead. For a long time he 
! was mourned as dead, and it was be-
• lieved that he had expired with the 
j prayer left unfinished 011 his closing 
| lips. Though still an invalid, suffering 

from a wound then received, that offi
cer recovered to renew his career in the 

] war. and now for recreation engager 
i in lively contests ot political warfare. 
| "On the occasion of this visit we fre-
; ^uently met with scenes which would 
melt the stoutest heart—bearded men 
piteously begging to be sent home; 
others requesting that a widowed 
mother or orphan sistei might be cared 
for; more sending messages to wife or 
rhildren, or to others near and dear to 
them. We saw the amputated limbs 
and the bodies of the dead hurried out 
of the room for burial. On every side 
we heard the appeals of the unattend
ed, the moans of the dying and the 
shrieks of those under the knife of the 
511 rgeo 11. We ga ve w h a t c h eer we co 111 d, 
and left with heavy hearts. There was 
no room then for ambitious hopes of 
promotion; prayers to God for peace— 
speedy peace—that our days might be 
there after devoted to efforts to avert 
another war, and that never again 
should the country be afflicted with 
?urti a scourge filled our hearts as we 
passed from those mournful scenes." 

! A Georgia Idyl. 
From the West Point (Ga.) Press. 

j Six miles east of West Point,in Har-
; ris County, live two remarkable old 
' people. They are Benjamin Gamill 
j and his wife, respectively 73 and 76 
; years of age. They are now living 011 
; the same place that they took posses-
| sion of when their young hearts were 
| .first united and .they together started 
. out to fight the battle of life. During 
I these long years they have moved but 
I once, and then not more than* half a 
j mile. Starting life in poverty they 
worked together, and many thousands 
of dollars have been the result of their 

! combined efforts. Sober, honest, and 
; high minded, the old gentleman lias 
I lived to a good old age, and his good 
' wife is still with him to shed light 011 a 
| peaceful home—and they together 

realize that a merciful Father will not 
; forsake his faithful children. Many 
I children blessed the union of this hap-
' pv old couple, eight of whom lived to 
; reach manhood and womanhood. The 
| death of a son and son-in-law placed 

j six additional helpless children under 
i the care of this worthy old 
' couple, and they have lived to see 
! nearly all of them grown and able to 
j take care of themselves. Tongue 
cannot tell theanxiety, the labor, and 

: care that the rearing of these children 
; lias cost. Neither is it possible to tell 
! the amount in dollars and cents it 
' has required to supply their many 
: wants, but those who have had the 
care of a family* know that unusual 
posperity-musthave blessedtheirlives 

: or the task wouldnoverbeaccomplish-
j ed. A most remarkable fact is that 
the youngest of their children—now 

; the mother of two children—was born 
after Mrs. Gamill had reached the age 

1 of fifty odd years. The old spelling 
! book used by Mrs. Gamill, and from 

which she learned her A B Cs, is now 
in her possession, and the date alone 
shows the great ajo of the book. It 

; has been carefully preserved, and will 
1 110 doubt be handed down to grand

children's children as a relic of rare 
| value. A few days sincethis venerable 
! old couple passed through West Point 
1 driving a fine young mule, 011 their way 
| to visit a son and daughter in Ala-
j bama, 30 miles from their home. The 
i old gentleman does hisown blacksmith 
| and wagon work, runs a farm, lives at 
i home—and lives like a lord—while the 
! companion of his life for half a cen-
: tury is the same sweet wife that she 
i was when she vowed for better or for 
j worse she would love and cherish him 
! through life. Well done, good and 
! faithful servants. When the messen

ger shall come and call them to rest 
from the toils of life, how pleasant to 
think they may enter the gates to
gether, So mote it be. . t . 

to chloroform it. "Yes, Susie," was the 
reply, "I think it will be better to do 
so; you know she is very old and feeblo 
and doesn't enjoy life much." "Well, 
mamma," said the little innocent, 
"don't you think it would bejjell to 
chloroform grandma, too? 81i>isvery 
oldand feeble, and this hot weather she 
is awful cross. I don't think she en
joys life, and I know I don't when she 
scolds me." 

Little Susie has a pet cat which is 
much older than its mistress; so much 
older in fact that it is in an advanced 
state oi decrepitude. Susie heard her 
mother say that she thought she would 
have the cat chloroformed. It is hoped 
the child did not understand the full 
import'of the word: for the next day 
she went to her mother with the cat in 
her arms and asked her if she wanted 

THE FARM AND FIRESIDE. 
Farm Notes. 

Personal Paragraphs. 
A spirited young lady is reported to 

have summarily ended an interesting 
and promising love match simply be
cause her adored young man insisted 
011 conducting his part of the corre
spondence with the aid of a type-writer. 
Slie declared she could easily read his 
manuscript, and did not propose to 
file away any more machine love-let
ters. There is something cold, unsym
pathetic in a friend's letter that has 
been ground out of a type-writer. It 
lacks individuality, suggests the print
ed circular. 

Theengagement is announced in New 
York of Grace Seligman, daughter of 
William Seligman, the well-known 
banker of that city, to Henri Michel, 
editor of Le Temps, Paris. 

There is a John E. Sullivan in In
dianapolis who is the heaviest dealer 
in poultry, game, and produce in the 
United States. He started in business 
with twenty-five cents, and now his j 
annual trade exceeds a million and a j 
quarter j 

When Mrs. George M. Pullman left j 

Chicago for Long Branch, her special 
train was drawn up almost at the very : 
foot of her lawn. With her were her j 
children and about eight attendants, j 
Her boudoir car was beautifully 1 
decorated with ox-eyed daisies, gera- j 
niunis, heliotrope, pansies, and other ' 
blooms taken from her own flower j 
beds, and the bits of Parisian i 
draperies, water colors, prints, period- | 
icahs and new books about the coach ! 
gave it a home-like and yet elegant as- j 
pect. One car was devoted to her 
horses, and another to the carriages 
of herself and children. 

A Maine farmer had a wife who de
clared she would never be weighed. 
One day, when she was in the wagon, 
he drove his team on the hay scales 
and had the whole thing weighed with
out his wife knowing what was going 
on. Then he afterward came back and 
had the team weighed witliout his wife, 
ana found it just 225 pounds lighter. 

Stringlialt is an affection of the 
nerves of the hind leg, which causes 
paralysis of some of the muscles and 
tendons by which the leg is kept 
Btraight. As these muscles cannot act 
the leg is drawn iip with a jerk when ii; 
is lifted instead of being moved slowly 
and gradually. There is fxo cure for it 
that can be depended upon. 

Protect ion is most needed for plants 
which must endure through winter, as 
winter wheat, strawberries, etc., but 
any one who compares the growth of 
the ordinary annuals grown in the 
shelter of a small inclosed garden and 
out in an open field will soon be con
vinced that natural or artificial shel
ter of land from prevailing parching 
winds adds from 20 to 50 per cent to 
its productive value. 

The American Cultivator says that 
the cut-worm has an aversion to salt
peter, and that a solution of one table-
spoonful to a gallon of water has so 
fa r proved a sure preventive. It is ap
plied with a dipper, and poured011 the 
plants and all around the hill. 

Moults of thoroughbred stock should 
now be put into separate pens to pre
vent fighting, and secure quiet while 
the moult ing season lasts, thusgaining 
fine plumage and the birds in nice show 
condition, while the females have free 
run. Feed food rich in muscle and 
bone, and free from fattening material. 
If too fattening food is used, over-fat 
bones and poor plumage will be the re
sult, and a moderate price for the 
fowls carried over. 

Two years ago a young Californian 
married one of the prettiest girls in 
New York. They removed to Sacra
mento, Cal., where the youngman had 
relatives and employment, and appar
ently livid happily together. A few 
days ago, says the Union, when the 
husband was lea ving for his daily work 
his wife we^t to the head of the stairs 
and gave him a lingering kiss. When 
lie arrived at the foot of the stairs she 
called to him to wait a moment. She 
ran down stairs, and throwing her 
arms lovingly around his neck exclaim
ed: "How much I love you." When 
he came home that evening his wife 
had skipped for San Francisco with 
another fellow, taking everything, all 
their household goods, even his best 
suit of clothes. 

Not Seared a Bit. 
J. M. Coml.v in National Tribune. | 

Gen. Hayes once told me a story il- ' 
lustrating the feeling of doubt which j 
every modest man may have, however . 
brave he may really be, in going for ; 
the first time under fire—doubt wheth- ! 
er his courage maybe able to stand ! 
the test. The "man" in the case was | 
a mere lad, too young to enlist as a j 
soldier, but determined to "get there" j 
somehow. He had attached himself , 
to the wagon-train of the 2Iid Ohio, I 
and had been cared for by the good- i 
natured teamsters until the command 
took part in its first battle during the | 
war—the battle of Carnifex Ferry, in I 
West Virginia. Gen. (then Major) Hayes j 
was in command of the left wing of the 
regiment for independent service on j 
the Hank of the enemy. There had j 
been heavy tiring in front; in fact, it is . 
said that there was no action during 
the war in which there was more , 
"racket" from heavy firing than in j 
the battle of Carnifex Feery. Maj. j 
Hayes, after waiting impatiently ; 
for an order to advance until j 
he became afraid that the com- j 
manding general had forgotten him, ' 
galloped towards the front to find ! 
Gen. Roseerans and report in person, | 
hoping to receive orders that would j 
place his command in immediate and 
active proximity to the enemy. And ; 
I may as well say here that he had his j 
desire, in being ordered through an al- j 
most impenetrable laurel thicket, up ; 
a steep ascent, to attack the enemy in 
Hank. To return to my subject: As ; 
Maj. Hayesgalloped up the road, tow- ; 
ards the front he met this lad of whom 
I have spoken coming down the road 
on a teamster's horse, which he had ; 
somehow got hold of his hat* set back : 
on his neck and his face fairly blazing 
with excitement, and as he passed he 
called out: "Oh. Major! I've been up 
there in the thickest of it—and I wasn't 
scared a bit!" 

As nearly as I can recollect this was 
the experience of most. They wero 
very curious and somewhat doubtful 
as to how they would feel in their first 
light, not knowing what unexpected 
aspect of the trial might turn up as ir
resistibly demoralizing. And usually 
they came out, like the boy, "not 
scared a bit." But with some it was 
different. 

Shoddy at Long Branch. 
The most quiet people at Long 

Branch are those who have good posi
tions at home and who have gone 
there for the purpose of seekinga rest. 
The most exuberant and notoriously 
conspicuous are those who are ob
scure in their own homes. They make 
up for this obscurity by becoming 
what they consider the stars of the 
life at this place. Many are the ex. 
pedients employed by these people to 
attract attention and achieve the 
notoriety so desired by them in their 
brief careers. Not over half of the 
elegant equipages seen on Ocean 
avenue during an afternoon are owned 
by the people driving them. They are 
sent down trom New York, and hired 
by the week or the mont'i or the sea
son by dealers who make a specialty 
of furnishing showy and a'ristocratic 
outfits for hire. Liveried coachmen 
and footmen are also furnished by 
these same dealers. This explains in 
many instances the incongruity be
tween the persons who are driven and 
the persons who drive. The equipages 
are nearly alwavs correct in style and 
taste, and the liveries are of the best 
cut and make. The coachmen and 
footmen often look like younger sons 
of English peers. The people who hire 
these outfits are not remarkable for 
their taste in dress or for their refined 
appearance. If they are remarkable 
at all it is for the very opposite.—New 
York World. 

A New Amusement for Girls. 

The fashionable amusement for girls 
this season is to be knitting silk stock
ings—men's half hose. The crazy quilt 
has fulfilled its mission and gone—but 
knitting—beautiful, useful, and gra
cious employment—is just the toniest 
thing out. It has a practical side 
which appeals to the grosser instincts 
of men. Hand-knitted stockings are 
the very acme of elegance. Neither the 
Prince of Wales nor yet Berry Wall can 
have anything more truly refined and 
dainty than hand-knit stockings. But 
they cost from $4 to $0 a pair. The 
yaw material, however, tor a pair only 
costs about §1, and if the charming 
fingers of a lovely woman supply the 
.$3.25 worth of labor they are only 
that much more valuable. 

Knitting and sewing are among the 
most graceful employments in the 
world, andhave been esteemed soever 
since the days when the young bloods 
of Athens went courting in the 
shadows of the Acropolis. Two hours 
calm and constant employment at 
something which diverts the mind 
without engrossing it, and in itself the 
creation ot something pretty and 
picturesque, will do more to keep 
hysterics and all other diseases 
of idleness at bay than a whole 
college full of doctors. Sewing by 
hand has become a lost art since 
the advent of the sewing-machine. 
There is no doubt that our grand
mothers overdid the thing in the multi
tude of tiny stitches they put in, and 
tliev sewed up a considerable amount 
of health, strength, and nervous ener
gy with their cambric needles and 
gossamer thread. But in the advent 
of outdoor amusements and a thor
ough change in the habits of women 
in the last thirty years they have lost 
sight of the esthetic advantages of 
sewing and knitting. A woman, to be 
attractive, must possess the power of 
sitting down quietly and listening. If 
she is always galloping over a lawn-
tennis ground or kicking up her heels 
over croquet wickets, she will be very 
interesting to the boys, but very tire
some to men. Then, if she sits down 
she must be employed. If she is utter
ly idle she will fasten her mandibles 011 
the first man that comes along from 
the sheer desperation of idleness, and 
finding it rather difficult to get away 
from a woman who evidently has 
nothing to do but to talk to him, the 
man becomes an unwillitig captive, and 
spends his time devising methods to 
escape. Now, if she lias four shining 
knitting-needles in her hands flying 
back and forth through silken meshes 
of red and blue or royal purple, she is 
plainly not dependent i|pon chance 
comers for company, and the chance 
comers will appreciate this fact by re
maining in the neighborhood. 

Hot Weather Housekeeping. 

Butter needs to be kept cool as well 
as fresh. To put it in salt and water 
hardens it better than anything ex
cept ice. To put it in a basin that 
stands in salt and water is not quite 
so effectual, but avoids the difficulty 
of putting it actually underwater. 

Green vegetables soon become flabby 
and stale in hot weather owing to 
evaporation from the leaves. This is 
soon cured by fresh cutting the stalks 
and putting them into (not under) 
the water. Town vegetables are apt 
to be in worse plight than this, for 
they are stacked in wagons or trucks, 
the first to go in being, of course, the 
last to come out, and there they heat 
and ferment, and finally arrive at the 
consumers' liouses in a state of un-
wholesomeness for which we know no 
cure. 

Fruit also ferments, and, like every
thing else, sooner in damp than in dry 
weather. Children often become ill 
from eating fruit, and so all fruit is ta
booed, but the beginnings of fermenta
tion or decay ought to be blamed. 

It is better to keep fruit on wood, 
not 011 a China dish, and there should 
always be space between each, where 
ever it is possible, and never more 
than one layer. If it were practic
able, it would be better to hang fruit 
up instead of laying it on anything. 
Grapes hung up in a dark cupboard 
can be kept for many weeks, and they 
spoil in a few days on a dish. Red 
currants have been preserved in the 
same way, but it is not often worth 
while to tie each bunch to a st.iing.— 
Boston Budget. 

To Husbands. 

Always complain of being tired, and 
remember that nobody else gets tired. 

Your wife should have everything in 
readiness for you, but you should not 
do anything tor her. 

When your wife nsksformoney, give 
her a nickel; ask her what she wants 
with it, and when she tells you, ask her 
if she can't do without it. Then go 
down town and spend ten times the 

amount for cigars, for they are a ne
cessity. 

Go down town of an evening, stand 
around 011 the street corner and talk 
politics; it is more interestina than to 
stay at home with your family. 

Charge your wife not to gossip, but 
you can spin all the yarns you wish. 

Have your wife get up and make 
fires, but don't get up .yourself till the 
rest of the family are eating breakfast, 
as you might take cold. 

Wear old clothes, and make your
self as untidy as possible until your 
wife's health fails; then it would be 
best for you to fix up some, for in all 
probability you wul want another 
when she is gone. 

Have a smile for everyone you 
meet, but get a frown on before you go 
home.—Physiologist. 

The Philosophy of Dessert. 

A writer in the Medical and Surgical 
Reporter explains the philospphy of. 
taking bread, cheese and dessert at' 
the end of dinner. He says that in 
order to supply abundant gastric juice 
for the digestion of thefood introduced 
into it, the stomach requires an abun
dant supply of blood, and tnienervous-
system must be kept active in order to 
respond to demands made upon it. 
The savory cheese swallowed in small 
morsels, and the sweet fruits which 
strongly stimulate the nerves of taste, 
or nuts which require considerable 
mastication, cause an abundant flow 
of blood to the nerve centers; while 
the frequent movements of swallowing 
stimulate the heart and increase the 
rapidity of general circulation. , 

Tact in Feeding Infants. 

In no detail of nursery routine is a 
"knack" more serviceable that in feed
ing. This is especially true during the 
first days of weaning time, when the 
mother's anxiety over a refusal even 
to taste the novel food in the novel 
way is apt to be at the most distress
ing point. What often passes for dis
taste, or even lack of appetite, may 
be only a momentary whim easily 
overcome by a little judicious persua
sion, perhaps under cover of some 
little ruse or a temporary diversion of 
the attention, during which the feed
ing rtiay be accomplished in a mechani
cal way. An attempt to force a child 
to eat against his will, even when 
obviously in need of nourishment,may 
do more that fail of its purpose; it may 
provoke a rebellious spirit and create 
an aversion not only to the part icular 
food administered, but to any other 
that may be next offered, which would 
under other circumstances be entirely 
acceptable to the fastidious little one. 
This repeated refusal adds anxiety to 
anxiety, the fact being overlooked that 
it is abnormal and might easily have 
been averted. Moreover, we can not 
tell to what extent our own feelings at 
such a time react, in spite of ourselves, 
011 the baby; but react they often do, 
and only add complication to our 
troubles.—Babyhood. 

How Much Seed Wheat Per Acre. 

One of the questions to which there 
is no definite answer is, how much 
wheat, shall be sown to the acre? 
Much depends on the condition of the 
soil, the degree of fertility, the time of 
sowing, the liability to injury from 
birds and insects, and on the subse
quent character of the season. As a 
rule, less is required when sown with a 
drill, than broadcast; less when sown 
early, than late. In Western New 
York, some farmers sow only one 
bushel per acre; still more sow five 
pecks with a drill, and six peeks, if 
broadcast. Occasionally two bushels 
per acre are sown, but probably the 
average is one and a half bushel. The 
American Agriculturist has readers in 
Great Britian, where three bushels are 
sown; and again, in sections of our 
own country, where three pecks are 
the rule. To the inexperienced, Ave can 
give no better advice, than to recom
mend them to ask their neighbors. 
There is generally some good reason 
for a prevailing practice. If you think 
your neighbors' are sowing too much, 
sow a little less; if you think they are 
sowing too little, sow a peck more. 
Do not show your independence by 
halvingor doubling up. If you do,you 
are pretty certain to make a mistake. 

Honey In Oltlen Times. 

A correspondent of the London Lan
cet, writes of honey and its use3 in 
days long past—but not unknown 
now so far as the seduct ive and intox
icating drink metheglin is concerned— 
says, not only the Greeks and Romans 
but most of the Asiatic nations, had 
habitual recourse to honey in the 
preparation of food. It figured abund
antly in their rat her composite"made" 
dishes, and formed the standing ad
junct of simpler fare. Mixed with 
wine, milk, or even water, it was also 
in universal demand for beverages; and 
it was for this purpose that the Scan
dinavian and Celtic nations used lion 
ey, while beer was yet unknown an-
wines were mainly confined to the 
countries that produced them. Meat 
and metheglin are sometimes con
founded; but the former was obtained 
from the combs from which the honey 
had already been taken, while the lat
ter required 112 pounds of honey to 
produce twenty-four gallons. Both 
were fermented drinks; but metheglin, 
the "honey wine" of the banqueting 
table, was rather viciously intoxicat
ing, while mead was chiefly used as a 
vehicle for the flavoring of fruits and 
aromatic herbs. Queen Elizabet h was 
extremely fond of this beverage, ind 
a mead used to be prepared especially 
for her use, blended with sweet-brier 
thyme, rosemary and bay. 

A movement is 011 foot to erect a 
monument over the tomb of ex-Presi
dent William Henry Harrison at North 
Bend, O. Itis 011 a natural mound in 
the midst of a pasture lot, and it over
looks the Ohio river. A dilapidated 
board fence, enclosing a space fifty feet 
square, separates the burial place from 
the pasture field. Within the enclos
ure are two or three old cedar trees. 
The tomb itself is a structure of brick, 
all under ground except the gables,and 
it is covered with a roof of shingles, 
that are now dilapidated and rotten 
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the steps which descend to the vault, 
and even these doors of iron, exposed 
to the summer rains and winter snows, 
are eaten through with rust. 

ipid 
Even the'brick walls that show above 
the ground are covered with a green 
mould. A sloping cellar door covers 

At a sale of relics which had been the 
property of the poet Burns, at the 
Tam O'Shanter Inn, Ayr, the "Tarn 
O'Shanter" and "Souter Johnnie" 
chairs fetched £47 each, being secured 
for Burn's cottage. The -stirrup cup, 
a sm all wooden bowl witl^ A silver 
band, was sold to Mrs. Christie, pub
lican, for £55, and an autograph let
ter to Hamilton Nimmo fetched £7-


