
THE OLD BARN. 

The light flashed in, past each shrunken board, 
And blazed in the fragrant bay, 

Where the wifely hens their eggs had stored 
In bowl* of the new-made hay! 

And there went the frls spattered dove 
On the cross-beams to and fro, 

Telling the sweetness of her love 
To her mate, as white as snow. 

There through the open, knot-hole-do 
Swfft swallows hurtled past 

To their bracket-nests the rafters bore 
Glued to their sides so fast t 

Lolled to sleep 'neath the "dishing" roof, 
By the drone song of the'fly, 

While the horse "marked time1* with his fall
ing hoof 

Stamping the floor hard by. 

It was joy to be in the quiet place 
Iu the sunshine and the rain 

And we would feel it were quite a grace 
To be put there once again I 

—Jerome W. Turner, in the Current. 

PETERSON'S BOOBY. 

The people of Lowerton wore more 
or less given to talking among them
selves about the boy. And in talking 
about him they always evinced a deep 
pity for the parents, because they had 
born to them one who was of weak and 
foolish intellect. But notwithstanding 
the fact that this boy had been denied 
for some mysterious reason that gift 
which makes every possessor of it a 
king, and his parents the proud reflec
tion that their offspring was unlike 
other children in the world, Clem 
Peterson and his wife could not help 
loving, and tenderly, the one who now 
and henceforth was to claim uncon
sciously that greater consideration at 
their hands which was only his due. 

He was now a boy of a dozen sum
mers, and far from attractive in out
ward appcarance, being singularly 
grotesque of form, and in his move
ments, awkward in the highes degree, 
His features were more or less distort
ed, his hair was of a salfron hue, and 
his eyes the color of grass. His voice 
was thin and nasal; and in speaking he 
uttered his words in a drawing man
ner. Yet, notwithstanding all this 
lack of comeliness and grace, there was 
that element in his character which 
drew toward him the favorable regard 
of nearly all who knew him, and this 
was his truly affectionate disposition. 
Moreover, unlike most individuals born 
to his lot, nothing ever appeared to 
rufile his equanimity of temper, since, 
on such occasions lie was the same 
gentle being. In infancy his parents 
gave him the name of Tommy, and by 
this name he was known in the place, 
though a few disrespectful and unfeel
ing among his companions had bestow
ed on him the unchristian appellative 
—"Booby." 

He went to the village school, and on 
all occasions conducted himself with a 
decorum which ought to have put to 
shame many of his schoolmates. It is 
open to grave doubt, however, if he 
ever required a knowledge of the 
alphabet, since, notwithstanding the 
fact that his teacher sought most as
siduously to instill into his mind an 
acquaintance with at least the simplest 
rudiments of the mother tongue, she 
failed most signally in her efforts to 
elevate the intellectual condition of one 
who had been far less endowed in this 
respect than his fellows. And failing 
as a scholar, Tommy also failed to do 
his part in the games and pastimes 
which obtain with most boys, and so iu 
time it grew to be a common 
with the uncharitable and unsympathet
ic among his comrades, that, "Booby 
isn't good for anything."' 

The years went by, and Tommy was 
now nearing his sixteenth summer. He 
no longer attended school, possibly for 
the reason that he had grown tired of 
the never-ending monotony of study 
which fell to his lot. 

His mother had passed to her grave 
leaving her husband to alone watch 
over and care for the one whose exis
tence, it must be confessed, had brought 
to her life the pain of grievous disap
pointment. In the foundry near his 
home Clem Peterson toiled day after 
day for the support necessary to him
self and the dependent upon him, while 
Tommy—an idle nobody—wandered 
here and there about the village as 
curiosity prompted hiiu. the sport of 
the small boys, and the butt of the 
large ones. At heart the father was a 
lonely, sad man, and the burden he 
was bearing rested heavily upon him. 

The lightest of his cares was to have 
food and clothing for himself and child, 
and had mere labor been the one con
sideration of his mind his life in the 
main had been an easy one. But that 
which, day after day, and week after 
week, preyed upon his soul only to 
haunt him with a misery that would 
not go away, was the reflection that 
ho was not as other fathers in the 
world, and why he—he would query to 
himself over and again—"Why was 
this curse visited upon me?" 

"Don't take it so hard, Clem!" said 
, Hank Ruben, a fellow-workman, one 

day, as the latter observed his friend to 
be in an unusually sober mood. "It 
ain't nothing yo're to blame for! Bear 
up, bear up, old fellow! That are boy 
ain't always goin' to livel" 

"Not a bit of it!" exclaimed Mike 
Burns, another workman. "But don't 
ye forgit, before Tom peters he'll be 
after doin' somethin' none of vc'll be 
'shamed of him for! Now mind what 
I'm atillin of ye!" 

Of course it was wholly impossible 
for the latter individual to have spoken 
knowingly. I am led to think his re
mark proceeded entirely from a sincere 
desire on his part to buoy up the heart 
of the father to a belief that in his 
child there was a spark of latent intel
ligence which, one day, would glow 
with the brightness of noble action. 

But whether or not the speech had 
the effect intended, I am unable to say. 
Certainly it did not weigh in the mind 
of Ruben who, in language character
istic of him, retorted as follows: 

"Be blowed on his doin' somethin' 
and a fool at that. To die will be the 
only thing he 11 be respected for!" 

A sigh wa9 heard to fall from the 
lips of Peterson, and here the conver
sation ended. One morning, a week 
later, little Paddy Burns came running 
oat of breath into the foundry with the 
alarming intelligence that "Booby" had 
fallen into the river. Instantly all the 
men dropped their work, and started 
to go to the rescue of the unfortunate 
youth. 

••Oh!—he's got out—he's got qut! 
Got out all himself, too, I reckon!" 
shouted the lad. as he gazed toward the 
river some rods away. The men paused 
short, and bent their eyes in the direc
tion referred to, afid, sure enough, who 
should be seen coming hurridly up the 
path leading from the river but the 
veritable Tommy holding his arms ex
tended as he walked, the water drip
ping from his face and garments like 
rain, and the poor fellow an object cer
tainly of pity, yet merriment. 

"Feller citiaara!" remarked Ruben, 

with an air of great seriousness and 
dignity as Tommy drew nearer. "Here
in is fulfilled the lofter prophecy onco 
delivered by our valued associate (turn
ing toward Burns) respective our young 
friend. (Now looking in the direction 
of Tommy.) Though startlin', it was 
a brave act on his part! lie has did it! 
Behold the—cuss! 

Several present were led to indulge 
in laughter, and that of an immoderate 
character, because of Ruben's speech, 
though the greater number, out of re
gard, I think, for Peterson, refrained 
from any exhibition of hilarity. But 
the father apparently unmindful of the 
unkindly pleasantry on the part of the 
speaker, a$ also the merriment it had 
occasioned, went to his boy and taking 
him by the hand as if he had been the 
very paragon of sons, led him gently 
past the crowd of onlookers to his 
home, there to kindly care for the one 
whom God had sent to him to care for 
and love. 

Summer glided into autumn, and 
autumn died in the embrace of winter. 
In the foundry ait Lowerton, Clem 
Peterson continued to toil as he had 
done, though he was not the same man 
even that he had been. His hair had 
grown very gray, his form was bowed, 
his movements were less sprightly, 
while in his heart there brooded more 
and more deeply the sorrow which, 
like a slow yet certain poison, was 
wearing his life away. But Tommy 
was the same personality as formerly, 
only in physical stature he had grown 
unlil he was taller than most youths of 
his years. No special incident had oc
curred in his history since the adven
ture narrated, save as this had been 
several times repeated in his case, and 
on one occasion, in late summer, when 
a circus had visited Lowerton, he had 
allowed himself to be too familiar with 
the elephant, the result being he was 
suddenly and ungracefully lifted several 
feet into the air, and, descending to 
terrafirma, he had been severely repri
manded by the keeper for his daring 
imprudence. More than once Ruben 
had taken it upon himself to remind 
Burns of the prediction he had made 
concerning Tommy, and the answer he 
would invariably receive from his friend 
would be that there was "Plenty of 
time—plenty of time!" followed by the 
sentiment—somewhat varied in the 
speaker—"Them as the gods love, they 
don't always die early!" 

At length winter relaxed her rigorous 
hold upon the year. The air grew 
milder, the snow began to melt, the 
ice-bound streams to burst from their 
long imprisonment, while Spring, in all 
the plenitude of her joyance and 
beauty, stood waiting in the distance 
the glad proclamation of earth—ilRe
turn P' Upon the high hills skirting 
the valley of the Huron the dissolving 
snows descended the steep slopes, and 
the little river, which in summer-time 
and early autumn was as peaceful and 
fairy-like as a poet's dream, com
menced to overflow its banks and en
large its borders until it was as a sea. 
For more than fifty miles back from its 
mouth, at the head of Lake Erie, like a 
demon unfettered and free, the Huron 
rolled and plunged on hour after hour, 
sweeping in its mad career everything 
in its path. At 110 point in its course 
did its waters rise to such a height 
and spend their fury with so nuuh 
strength as at Lowerton, where, in the 
brief space of forty-eight hours, prop
erty accessible to their influence and 
aggregating thousands of dollars in 
value was destroyed, families rendered 
homeless and poor, and human lives 
swept ruthlessly into eternity. 

On the evening preceding the first 
day of the flood the people of the vil
lage retired to their homes at an early 
hour, little realizing the terrible events 
of the morrow. It was no unusual tiling 
for the Huron to ovcrllow its banks at 
this season of the year, but to do more 
than this was so rare an event it had 
not happened in over twenty years. 
Early the next morning, as in groups 
the excited inhabitants hastened, to the 
sccne of desolation and danger, and 
gazing up and down the valley beheld 
home after home surrounded by the 
merciless elements, and the occupants 
thereof worse than prisoners, it needed 
but a glance, as it were, on the part of 
those who were safe beyond all harm, 
to understand that steps must be takun 
immediately for the relief of the suffer
ers. In less than half an hour more 
than a dozen boats, manned by skillful 
men, put out in various directions to 
the rescue of those who, with hearts 
full of anxiety and fear, were watching 
and waiting for deliverance. Among 
those who that hour stood gazing out 
upon the awful scene was tiie poor de
mented youth,Tonnny Peterson. Stand
ing with arms akimbo, his iiead stetch-
ed forward, his eyes staring wildly 
about, and the wind playing with his 
long, unkempt yellow hair, he present
ed a picture which savored indeed more 
of the' ludicrous than the serious. 

Dkl he really understand the signifi
cance of all that was taking place, or 
was he prompted to lend his presence 
to the occasion because there was some
thing going on? 

By ten o'clock that forenoon fifteen 
families--with the exception of six 
members—residing in humble yet com
fortable homes in the valley, homes of 
which they had become possessed 
through the hard, slender earnings of 
years, these had been removed to the 
village and cared for under hospitable 
roofs. They had been saved from the 
frenzy of the flood, but the rest, con
sisting of property, cither had been or 
was soon to be borne away a wreck up
on the deep and mighty current. Six 
men who, at early daybreak, had at
tempted to ford the stream to the vil
lage in search of help had lost their 
lives iu the effort, and their bodies 
were not recovered until the subsiding 
of the waters on the seventh day. 

Among the number who perished 
was Mike Burns, one of the most faith
ful and respected of those employed at 
the foundry. I have stated that—with 
the above exception—fifteen families 
had been rescued from the frenzy of 
the flood—no, not all rescued, either, 
for at early noon that same day it was 
soon discovered that Ruben's youngest 
child, hardly more than an infant, was 
missing! Up to that hour in the fear
ful excitement attending the rescue of 
the unfortunate people of the valley, 
strange as it may appear, neither Ru
ben nor his wife, nor, indeed, anyone, 
had noticed that this little boy, who 
had been left sleeping in his cradle, 
was not among the number saved. No 
time was to be lost. The child must be 
found at once, since with each passing 
moment the waters were rising higher 
and higher, and soon, very soon, in
deed, it would be too late! The next 
moment the father, with blanched face 
and wildly beating heart, went rushing 
down the street leading to the river, 
closely pressed by half a dozen men, 
each one eager to bear a part in the mis
sion of life and love. But there was one 
who had preceded all of these, one 
who, half an hour before, through a 
presentiment which had come to him— 
God alone knew how. and why—had 
set out upon that sullen tide to seek 
and to savel Bat see! He is returning! 

Has he found the object of his quest, 
and is he bearing it to those who, ter
ror-stricken, will receive it with hearts 
too full of gratitude to express it? 
Watch him as he comes! How adroitly 
he steei's his craft among the drifting 
cakes of ice and floating debris ! Slow
ly, yet surely, he is nearing the shore! 
What is that little figure that nestles af 
his feet? Ah!—it is—it is the child— 
the child—Ruben's child! The boaf 
conies nearer—nearer, and now il 
grinds upon its keel, and strong arms 
reach forth and draw it and its occu
pants ashore, and Reuben, with tears 
streaming down his cheeks, while he 
lifts his little one to his breast, looks 
his thanks—it is all he can do—to his 
child's noble preserver—Tommy. Peter
son. The rest of that day, and, indeed, 
so long as he lived, Tommy and his 
achievement was the talk of the village, 
for the flood was apparently lost sigiii 
of in the minds of the people in the 
praises that were bestowed upon the 
brave youth. But at the cost of his 
life had lie succeeded in his endeavor. 
That night he was taken violently ill 
from undue exertion and exposure dur
ing tlife preceding hours, and when the 
doctor came to see him he gave littlu 
or no hope of his living until the morn
ing. Toward midnight the sufferer 
grew rapidly worse, and, suddenly 
clutching hold of his father's arms, 
and, raising himself up in bed, he ex
claimed, in a moment of delirious en
thusiasm: "Pa, tell the boys thai 
Booby was good for someting, for lie 
saved—'he saved Ruben's—child!" and, 
sinking back upon his pillow, he closed 
his eyes and said no more. The third 
day Tommy's funeral took place in the 
little church in the village. The house 
was lillcd to overflowing, and in his re
marks the pastor, with much feeling, 
alluded to the sad misfortunes attending 
the life of the deceased, but said thai 
all these were overshadowed and for
gotten in the one grand and beautiful 
act which closed his earthly career. 
The father's sorrow, though calm, was 
deep, but the jfrief of Ruben and his 
wife was touching—he had saved theii 
child!—Qeo. Newell Lovejoy, in the Cur 
rent. 

Meteors and Volcanic Outbursts. 
We have actually no possible way ol 

explaining the terrestrial origin of anj 
meteors but in volcanic outbursts. 
Moreover, we are obliged to set the 
time when such outbursts took place 
very far back in the past, seeing that 
at present the volcanic forces of the 
earth, even as manifested at Krakatoa 
lvcentlj', possess nothing like the pow
er necessary for the ejection of matter 
beyond the range of the earth's back-
drawing power. Looking, however, 
at the immense extrusive power of the 
volcanoes of the tertiary era, when 
basaltic lava covering hundreds of 
thousands of square miles to the depth 
of one thousand to fourteen thousand 
feet were poured forth, we can con
ceive the still mightier energies ol 
volcanoes in the secondary era, theii 
still more tremendous power in the 
primary era, and so, passing backward 
to millions of years beyond the first 
beginnings of life on the earth, we cau 
even picture to ourselves volcanoes 
ejecting matter with velocities of ten 
or twelve miles per second. With such 
velocities flights of ejected particles 
would pass beyond the earth's attrac
tion, and if she were the only 
body in the universe, such eject
ed matter would travel awa\j 
from her, never to return. Bat, aU 
though . such expelled bodies would 
never return to the earth, they would 
not escape from the solar system. To 
drive them forever away from her the 
earth would have to impart a much 
larger velocity—an average of about 
twenty-six miles per second. The 
greater number of the expelled bodies 
would travel thenceforth in an orbit 
round the sun, crossing the earth's 
track at or near the place where they 
were first sent forth from their parent 
planet. One may almost say that this 
origin of many meteorites and meteor 
systems is forced upon us by the evi
dence. Still, it would be negatived if 
we fouud that volcanoes do not eject 
matter at all resembling meteorites in 
structure. The reverse, however, is 
the case. Ranging the products of vol
canic ejection in order according to the 
amount of iron they contain, and rang
ing meteorites in like manner, we find 
the two series coinciding over tho 
greater portion of the longer—tho vol
canic series. We might not indeed 
have known how closely the most fer
ruginous volcanic products resemble 
the iron meteorites in structure but for 
the accident that Nordenskjold discov
ered a mass which he mistook for an 
iron meteorite, but which is found now 
to be really a volcanic ejection, a^in in 
structure to the Held of basaltic lava 
(at Ovifak, on the shores of Greenland), 
in the midst of which it had fallen 
when the lava was still plastic to retain 
this missile as it fell after its flight 
through many miles of air.—Proctor, in 
The Nineteenth Century. 

FARM MANAGEMENT. 

Why Farmers Who Have Flocks 
ol Sheep Would Do Well 

to Keep them. 

Arranging Trees So that They Will Orna-
. ment Farms to .the Best 

Advantage 

The Wood Rat. 
The wood rat lays up enormom 

stores of acorns during or prior to the 
wet season. But it is a useless provi
sion, as the nuts can be found at any 
time. A nest recently opened was ar
ranged seemingly in a regular manner 
as regards apartments; the general 
shape was domelike, bein.g formed of 
sticks and other refuse piled upon cach 
other, so that it was torn apart with 
great difficulty. Three openings were 
apparent, leading in from below, and 
entering the nest proper, which consti
tuted the first story. This was provid
ed with soft moss material of various 
kinds, showing that the wood rat had 
an eye for comfort. Immediately above 
this was an apartment, if it can be so 
called, tilled with acorns, several quarts, 
as near as I could judge, and above 
this roso the domelike top, forming a 
perfect watershead, a fact proved by the 
dry nest, that did not show the slightest 
signs of moisture. The position of the 
nest varies. In the one mentioned it 
was on the ground, built up around a 
tree. Others are constructed in the 
open greasewood. and still another, in 
Millar's canyon, is built on a tree six 
or eight feet from the ground. In 
some nests the material is undoubtedly 
the accumulation of years, and might 
well weigh a ton, and would form two 
good loads for a cart. Whether the 
wood rat hibernates I have been unable 
to determine, but am inclined to think 
not; the supply of acorns pointing to 
an active appetite, and 1 have seen 
them out within a month. Almost 
every branch of animals has its repre
sentatives among the winter or summer 
sleepers, and Dr. Abbott, the eminent 
archaeologist, is under the impression 
that he has observed swallows in a 
state of hibernation. As the snakes in 
southern California and all over the 
north hibernate in winter, so do the 
large reptiles in Florida, as the alliga
tors, though this is only in the portions 
where colu strikes them, as on the St 
Mary's river and about Fernandina.— 
San Francitco CaiL 

A. Poor Time to stop. 

Farmers throughout the nortnwest 
appear to think that the present is a 
poor time to engage in the business of 
keeping sheep. We hear of many who 
contemplate making additions to their 
stock of brood-mares, with a view of 
raising fine draught or carriage horses 
for market. They state that there is a 
more active demand for horses than for 
any kind of stock raised on farms, and 
that the prices offered for them are 
higher than can be realized for other 
animals that cost an equal sum to raise. 
They believe that the demand for 
horses will continue for an indefinate 
period, and that prices will not decline. 
They acknowledge that considerable 
capital is required to breed good 
horses, especially if a stallion is kept 
on the place, that the risks arc con
siderable, and that it is necessary to 
wait three or four vears 
before there are any returns on 
the capital invested. Many farmers 
are also turning their attention 
to dairying. The erection of cream
eries and cheese factories within easy 
reach of their places offers a cash mar
ket for the milk they «an produce, and 
they are anxious to engage in a busi
ness that affords them money at stated 
periods. They think that they can 
combine the production of pork and 
beef with dairying to good advantage, 
as skim milk can be fed to growing 
pigs and calves. In every part, of the 
northwest there is a strong desire on the 
part of farmers to keep more and better 
cattle. In many places, not only sum
mer but winter feed for them can be ob
tained on land that is not occupied. 
The cost of herding the cattle during 
the summer is small, and only labor is 
required to secure hay to keep them 
over the winter. In places where there 
is no vacant land farmers are endeav
oring to keep more cattle. They are 
improving their pastures and meadows, 
raising roots, building and tilling silos, 
so as to insure cheap food during the 
winter. 

But scarcely any farmer is laying his 
plans for engaging in keeping sheep. 
There are no advertisements for flocks 
in the newspapers, as there were 
twenty years ago. At the stockyards 
near this city there are many farmers 
constantly looking after young cattle 
and lean pigs to take their places 
to feed. None come, however, for the 
purpose of buyicg sheep to take to 
their farms to breed from or to fatten. 
Hardly any agricultural writer is advo
cating sheep nusbandry as a profitable 
branch of stock-raising for a young 
farmer to engage in. They advise him 
to devote his land, time, and money to 
cattle, horses, or hogs in preference to 
sheep. Many state that there is more 
to be made in keeping fowls than sheep. 
Poultry-raisers are much more enthus
iastic and hopeful than sheep-raisers. 
They refer to the fact that forei^a-eggs 
are required to meet the demand in all 
our great eastern cities, and that fine 
chickens, turkeys, and ducks always 
bring good prices. Lately we- have 
been informed that money can be made 
in raising turkeys and geese for export. 
It is certain that there is more demand 
for fine fowls than for fine sheep for 
breeding purposes. At present there 
are many amateur cattle, horse, and 
poultry raisers, but there appear to be 
no amateur sheep-breeders. Many ap
pear to think there is more pleasure in 
raising carp than sheep. With 
little doubt, more farmers in the 
northwest have stocked carp-ponds 
than sheep-pastures during the past 
few years. Wool is low, and the pros
pect for better prices appears to be 
very poor. The consumption of mut
ton is probably increasing, but the in
crease is very slow. Beef is the meat 
chiefly consumed in cities and pork con
tinues to be the meat most used in the 
country. In several states mutton is 
scarcely known as an article of food. 
Even spring lamb is a luxury rarely 
seen inmost houses. 

This is admitted to a be a poor time 
for engaging in sheep-raising on farms. 
But it is also a very poor time to go 
out of the business of keeping sheep. 
The price of sheep is low, the sellers 
are many and the buyers are few. The 
best thing that the owner of a flock of 
sheep cau do is to keep tliem. With 
rare exceptions, he will lose by the op
eration if he attempts to dispose of his 
sheep and to invest the money he derives 
from them in horses or cattle. Ani
mals for which there is a brisk demand 
bring good prices, while only very poor 
prices can be realized for those which 
there is little demand. Many farmers 
who have disposed of their sheep since 
the decline in wool found that they 
were better property than tliey consid
ered them to be. If their wool brougth 
110 large sum of money, it came at a 
time of the year when it was greatly 
needed. It helped meet obligations or 
bought goods when there was nothing 
else on flie farm that could be convert
ed into money. The farmers who sold 
off their sheep because wool was so 
low now sec how valuable sheep are 
as meat-producers. Thev miss the 
lambs that once afforded fine 
dinners during the season of 
haying and harvesting. They find that 
lamb is only sold by butchers at very 
high prices. Thev also miss the fat 
wethers they once had ready to slaugh
ter during "the fall and winter. They 
think how little it cost to keep the sheep 
that they disposed of for a very small 
sum. They find that the buildings they 
erectcd for protecting sheep are of 
very little value for other purposes. 
They see that their sheep ate many 
things in the pasture and l'eeding-vard 
that cattle and horses reject. They 
come to the conclusion, when it is too 
late to profit by it, that sheep are 
profitable to their owners in various 
ways. If they had sheep on their 
places again, they would not be anxious 
to dispose of them at a sacrifice. 

Trees In Groups. 

Many farmers seem to think that they 
have ornamented their places by the 
use of trees when they have planted a 
row of some one kind along the side of 
the road in front, and another row near 
the fence that divides their land from 
that of their nearest neighbor. It may 
be true that these straight rows of trees 
do something toward ornamenting the 
place, bnt it is certain that they do not 
beautify it to the extent a variety of 
trees planted in groups would. There 
is an unnatural appearaece about a 
long row of trees of the same kind, of 

nearly the same size, planted at a 
uniform distance from each other, 
especially is this the case when the 
trees are of a variety that are not found 
in the groves and forests in the vicinity. 
I11 a country thickly or sparsely wood
ed we never find trees growing in 
rows. Observation qhows that we can 
not find three stars in an exact line, 
and in a forest it is difficult to dis
cover three trees in a straight line 
or an equal distance apart. This 
variety of species, size, position, and 
distance, is what gives the chief beauty 
to a natural forest. The nearer we ap
proach nature in the selection and dis
position of trees planted for the pur
pose of ornamenting a country place 
the more pleasing will be the efl'ect pro
duced. An avenue in Toronto, Can
ada, is so ornamented by trees that a 
person riding on it would think the 
road was cut through a natural forest, 
great care having been taken to pre
serve all the trees exactly as they stood. 
Professional landscape gardeners have 
given a very beautiful appearance to 
many public and private parks by fol
lowing the copies set by nature in the 
selection and arrangement of trees. 
They have studied some beautiful piece 
of woodland as painters do, and have 
reproduced it as nearly as it was possi
ble to do so on land that was originally 
entirely destitute of trees 

Groups of trees, scattered about a 
farm, are much more ornamental than 
uniform rows. It is much easier to set 
them out and to protect them when 
they are in clusters than when they are 
in uniform rows. Cattle will rub 
against a single tree, and will generally 
destroy or greatly injure it unless a 
protection is placed around it. The 
wind will also have full swep against 
it, and will often blow it over if it is 
not made secure in its position by 
means of proper supports. Observation 
shows that few isolated trees are not 
likely to make a vigorous and healthy 
growth unless great pains be taken 
with them. Especially is this true with 
evergreens of all kinds. It is hard to 
raise an isolated pine, hemlock or fir 
tree. Its sap thickens, its branches be
come broken by tho winds, and its 
trunk is injured in various ways. Ever
greens of all kinds, as well as most de
ciduous trees, do best when planted in 
groups or clusters. They afford mutual 
protection. The more hardy ones af
ford shade and shelter to those that are 
weaker. It is much easier and cheaper 
to protect a given number of trees in a 
group than in a long row. In the latter 
case there muts be posts and stakes to 
which boards or wires are attached for 
every tree, while four stakes or posts 
will "support wires to surround a rod of 
ground, on which from six to twelve 
trees can be planted. In most cases 
the fence will not require renewal, as it 
will last till the time the trees are of a 
size to require no protection. To furn
ish variety, a group of trees may occa
sionally be planted in circular form, 
and a "fence of stakes and wire thrown 
around to protect them. A consider
able number of trees of various kinds 
can be planted to excellent advantage 
in each corner of a prairie pasture. 
When this is done, a new fence will be 
required on only two sides of the 
ground attached to the trees. 

A group of trees will produce the 
best effect and present the finest ap
pearance from a distance if specimens 
of some stately variety be planted near 
the center, and those that do not reach 
a great height be arranged near the 
outside. Very tall trees, devoid of 
branches "for a considerable distance 
above the ground, do nof look well on 
the outside of a grove or sinf-H cluster 
of trees. They present a good Upoear-
anee from a distance, but one wlio 1S 
near them has to turn the head upward 
to see their beauty. The common 
white wax and sycamore are desirable 
trees to plant near the center of a 
group. Around them may be planted 
larches, ash, beech, maple, and catalpa 
trees, while near the edges dogwoods, 
elders, and sumachs can bo arranged. 
In arranging groups of trees for orna
ments care should be taken to make 
no two of them alike in size, form, or 
kinds of trees. It is easy in most parts 
of the west to procure oak trees of three 
varieties. Those planted near together 
show well both by combination and to 
contrast. Groups of non-producing 
trees of different varieties look wefi 
from a distance, though it requires 
many years to raise the trees to a large 
size. A very beautiful grouping is 
made of spruce, bass wood, and white 
birch trees. The white birch shows 
splendidly among firs and Australian 
pines. A group of ornamental trees 
surrounded by a hedge of arbor-vita;, 
privet, or barbarry presents a very fine 
appearance. But it is not neces
sary to obtain very expensive 
trees in order to ornament a farm, and 
there is no occasion to employ a land
scape gardener to direct the planting. 
Everyone sees groups of trees that na
ture has planted as beautiful as those 
ever arranged by the most skillful art
ist. These can serve as copies for the 
tree-planter who lives on a farm.—Chi
cago Times. 

Wilkin's Star Proverbs. 
*A dreamer's hobby is a nigh-mare. 
"The right side of a cause is often 

left. 
*A bachelor's miss-shun is not a miss 

take. 
"Oaths are passwords to Hells outer 

door. 
*A false-hood never covers an honest 

head. 
•Memory is the storehouse of much 

mental rubbish. 
•Elasticity of imagination often gov

erns the grade of merit. 
•In life's great army you can find the 

bummers at the front. 
•Kind words are like an oasis to a 

man in the troubled desert. 
*To think you can do another's task 

better than another is human. 
•Hope is an incentive to action—and 

the froth of the cup of life. 
*A ship is often saved by its anchor 

but men are as often lost by their 
rancour. 

•The person who speaks a kind word 
to a fellow-man in trouble, sticks a pin 
in the devil. — Whitehall Times. 

FAEM ANDJ5ABDEN.SK 
Plenty of water ought to be within 

easy flight of the apiary. Nothing can 
be better than a running brook, as bees 
delight sipping water from damp sand 
and gravel. Where water must be 
supplied artificially it will save the life 
of many a bee if the drinking vessels 
are filled in early morning with warm 
water. , 

The obstacles in the way of success
ful bee culture are ignorance, care
lessness, being too eager to increase 
the number of colonies, and cold 
winters. A fair knowledge of bees, 
faithful attention to the apiary, and a 
thorough and timajy preparation for 
the honey flow, swarming, and winter
ing will make any man or woman a 
successful beekeeper. 

Ashes are good for cucumbers. 
They are not only a fertilizer but also 
repel bugs. It is a question if the ash 
of the wood consumed in the stoves dur
ing the winter can be more profitably 
disposed of than in the garden and 
and orchard. Buy your soap, save the 
bother with the "leach," and put the 
ashes "where they will do the most 
good." 

A horticulturist says: The rule for 
pruning and transplanting is to cut in 
proportion to apparent injury to roots. • 
If not much worse for removal cut but 
little of the top away. Properly prun
ed, a good gardener will not have the 
worst case of a badly dry tree to die 
under his hands. In nurseries where 
these matters are well understood trees 
"never die." 

Large hogs are neither fashionable 
nor profitable. Bnt few hogs are now 
bred that, when fully developed, weigh 
over 700 pounds. The small boned 
early developed hog, that weighs from 
275 to 300 pounds at twelve months 
meets the popular demand as the most 
profitable, while .those large hogs most 
always develop later, and have to be 
kept too long. 

A writer in the Indiana Farmer 
thinks that overwork and the abom
inably early hours of rising on many 
farms are the great reasons why boys 
do not stay on the farms. He thinks 
it is a crying abuse for farmers to drive 
their business as if their only aim in 
life was to see how much work they 
could get done in a day, and how little 
rest and enjoyment they could get 
along with. 

Farmers who have been in the habit 
of drawing potato vines to their barn
yards to be worked up into the manure 
had better omit the practice this year, 
especially in places where the potato 
rot had been prevalent. The rot is un
doubtedly produced by a fungns growth 
which originates in the leaf, and carry
ing this to the manure heap is the most 
certain mode of spreading it over the 
farm. 

Corn fodder lacks the same constitu
ents that the grain does, though not to 
so great an extent. Henco it is waste
ful feeding to feed it alone, and it does 
not improve the composition of the ra
tion to add grain. But such a ration 
gives better results than either the 
fodder or the grain fed alone, as "rough 
feed" helps the digestion of grain in 
the. stomijebs-tff~cattle and Worses. 

A correspondent of the C&na^an 

Horticulturist says he had tried s6Yera^ 
well known remedies for mildew br 
gooseberries, vainly, and only succeed
ed in getting fine fruit after he had 
dumped a bushel of ashes from the 
coal stove around a bush, when, find
ing the result eminently satisfactory, 
giving a full crop of fine berries, he 
treated other bushes the same way 
with equal success. 

When the comb of a fowl is large 
and bright colored, showing it to be 
full of blood, and shaking with every 
activity of the bird, she is in a healthy 
laying condition. With this condition 
of comb you will discover the utmost 
activity in your fowls, starting at 
every sound or motion. The move
ments are not like a nervous jump, but 
with an elastic spring, showing a con
dition of vigorous health. On the con
trary, if the edges of comb and wattles 
are a purplish red and the movements 
sluggish there is disease and danger. 

Breeds of cows strongly predisposed 
to milk production, says the Tribune 
and Farmer will sometimes give milk 
before the heifers have had their first 
calf. The tendency is increased where 
the young calves run together, in which 
case, unless precautions are taken, 
they are almost sure to learn to suck 
cach other. A habit of this kind is ex
tremely difficult to cure; the cows hav
ing learned it while young suck them
selves when they are in milk, and, un
less very valuable, the best way to dis
pose of such is to fatten them for the 
butcher. 

If your liens are infested with in-
nccts, blow buhach, pyrethrum powder 
or Persian insect powder (they are 
about the same thing) among the feath
ers. Do this two or three times every 
week. We believe it to be the easiest, 
simplest and safest method of ridding 
the hens of this pest. Go into the hen
house after nightfall and, taking them 
one by one in a gentle manner, blow 
the powder among their feathers 
through a Woodason bellows, or the 
little insufflaters sold by most seeds
men: or rub the powder under their 
feathers about the head and body. 

Afraid of Nothing. 
How wonderful and adaptive are the 

twists and kinks of our varied and 
comprehensive language! A young 
gentleman, extolling the bravery of a 
friend attached to Gen. Crook's com
mand, finished with: "That fellow is 
absolutely afraid of nothing." 

"My case exactly" said a young lady 
present—one by the way. noted anion^ 
her friends for more than the usual 
feminine allowance of cowardice. 
There was a general shout of derision. 

"You! why you'd be soared at a 
mouse!" 

"Well." was her calm* reply, "didn't 
I say so? A mouse is. at least, some
thing; and I acknowledged to being 
afraid of absolutely nothing."—S«* 
Franciscan. 

'CS^LAFAGAN'S LOGIC.'1 

To talk is nature; to listen a glib 
Even talent, without energy, if • 

ure. ' 
A long face is a failure. So 

wearer. 
Christianity, alone can harmoniss til* 

universe. 
Beauty arrests the eye, but 

wins the heart. • ' 
A lazy man's best hold is a jack-knife 

and plenty of shade. 
Politeness will succeed where money 

alone will get worsted. < J 
Ignorance's safest plan is to talk 

sparingly and look volumes. 
None but fools have an excuse foe 

oriticising the wisdom of God. !5|ti 
Man can prove "blue blood" better 

by his acts than by a pedigree. 
All wit, all pathos, to have force 

be backed by logic and reason, 
What were crimes one hundred yean 

ago are mere irregularities now. 
You can teach a child bow to ha' 

but the heart teaches it how to love. ,{im 
As man grows in wisdom be learns 

how independent the world is of him. 
For every family contention Satan 

puts an extra pound of fat on his ribs. 
I must give the devil credit .for one 

thing. He rewards every one alike. 
Half of mankind lies awake nights 

thinking how to outwit the other half. 
Religion and temperance will always 

agree. Both are the sprouts of reason. 
The days of originality are over, but 

the days of improvement are yet to 
come. 

When we do not understand other 
people it seems to be second-nature to 
ridicule them. -s 

If it were not for the weakness of 
the majority the success of the few 
would be a myth. '•?, «' 

Those who are honest from fear rath
er than principle have no more to brag' 
of than rascals. 

Always appear to agree with the 
world, and von will get on smoothly 
without soaping the track. 

In itself lying is a base passion, bnt 
its tendency to injure others renders it 
also a dangerous one. 

Profit by others' success and failures 
and you get a reliable experience at 
less than club rates. jlH" 

Decorum itself is simply good sense 
and good-will, but soeiety often ruins it 
by empty ceremonies. 

It isn't always the man who knows 
the most that wins, but the man who 
can apply what he does know. 

So- long as woman is on friendly 
terms with modesty just so long is 
woman vindicated and no longer. 

Do away with Christianity and its in
fluences, and mankind would run itself 
into the ground in a brief century. 

Most any man is willing to tell of the 
good things he has done, but few tell of 
the good things they might have done. 

Action can out-talk any man, and I 
have even seen women that exhibited 
signs of weariness when wrestling 

, with it. . '>3 
Of ten young men nine can be found 

who are vain of their fine exterior* 
while the tenth one is proud of a well-
stored mind. ^ fyf 

After all I prefer a "get-there" man 
to a "don't-care-a-dum" sort of one. 
If I am skinned in a horse trade there 
is some comfort in the thought that the 

. winner was no "slouch." 
^nst say this for woman: If pars 

as herV»iS*er angels just so long is the 
redeeming 0* the world among possi
bilities. But,'a whole, if she falls* 
the loophole of escape is closed. 

I am not in favor dt marking out a 
road for this man or -that woman. 
Everyone has a way of his o!T° to keep 
in the road. But I do believe t&2}® ^ r 

required to hoe my own row clean^ 
to aid a brother here or a sister there"' 
in their hoeing if they get stuck. The 
helping band or encouraging word is 
no loss to us, is really a blessing to tho 
weary, and a rebounding help to the 
donor.—Chicago Ledger. 

Beyond the Beach of Drags. 
"Doctor," said an old lady, "toy hus

band is that nervous that I don't know 
what to make of it." 

"In what way does he manifest bis 
nervousness?" 

"Well, every time the front door bell 
rings he busts a button off his vest. I 
think he ought to have a dose of med
icine." 

"Medicine won't do him any good, 
madam. Nature and his creditors will 
have to take their coursc."—Life. 

A Distinction. 
A distinguished citizen has an inter

esting bov of 4 years who likes to amuse 
, himself with needlework, but last Sun-
I day the child's nurse objected to his 
practice of that innocent avocation on 
the ground that no work should be 
done on the Sabbath. The difference 
was settled satisfactory to both parties, 
however, by allowing the boy to sew 
with a thread, tho end of which had 
not been knotted. "It is not work," 
explained the nurses "if you only draw 
the thread through the cloth."—Har
per's Weekly. 

It may be supposed that the man nfeo has 
been scot to the House of Correction tvestr-
tfcrec tines to not aeheme* of hi* 
—£o*tcn rss 

Equal to the Emergency; 
Bob Ingersoll recently was talking 

with an old colored woman in Wash
ington upon religious matters. 

"Do you really believe, Aunty," said 
he, "that people are made out of 
dust?" -

"Yes, sah; the Bible says deTts, an* 
so I b'lieves it" 

"But what is done in wet weather, 
when there's nothing but mud?" 

"Den I s'pects dey make infidulh an* 
sich truck."—Puck. 

A Woman's Forethought. 
"I wish, Job," said Mrs.. ShattW, 

"that you would bring up a^few yards 
of barbed wire to-night" 

"Barbed wire? What sort of dress 
trimming do you call that?" 

"Oh, it isn't for dress trimming. 
You know better than that. I'm 
ing to run a barbed wire fence aromd 
the bed. .1 don't want any Anarchist 
to get under it—Hartford I\wt. 

A Bug in His Month. 
The tenor in one dt our church ohoirt' 

had his equanimity somewhat disturbed 
last Sunday evening by a large ptoeh 
bug flying in his mouth while be was 
in the middle 4>f rendering a beautifst -
musical eeW.-tion. The hard winged 
specimen *was expelled with gTmU Te
locity, *ad died an untimely death. Sit 
however, before he had 
our/red the effect of the 1 
it,am New*. • 

MM* 


