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THE DRUNKARD'S WIFE. 

The cold winds swept, the mountain's hoipht, 
And pathless was the dreary wild, 

And 'mid the cheerless hours of night 
A mother wonderod with her child. 

As through the drifting snows she pressed, 
The babe was sleeping on her breast. 

And colder still the winds did blow, 
And darker hours of night came on, 

And deeper grew the drifts of snow; 
Her limbs were chilled, her strength was 

gone; 
"Oh God!" she cried, in accents wild, 
"III must perish save my child." 

She stripped her mantle from her breast, 
And bared her bosom to the storm; 

And round the child she wrapped the vest, 
And smiled to think the babe was warm. 

With one cold kiss, one tear she shed, 
And sank upon a snowy bed. 

At dawn a traveler passed by; 
She lay beneath a snowy vail; 

The frost of death was in her eye, 
Her cheek was cold and hard and pale. 

He moved the robe from off the child; 
The baba looked up and sweetly smiled. 

IN A GARBET. 
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When Old squire Marcy died, having 
lived twenty years beyond his allotted 
time, the neighbors were very curious 
as to the existence of a will. For if 
there were none "the girls" would 
have to give up their home and "do 
something for a living." The little 
farm, whicn had yielded a comfortable 
living for three persons, when sold 
and its proceeds divided among ten, 
would give but a pittance to each. It 
was generally conceded that "it would 
come hard on the girls." 

"Squire Marcy was always a good 
provider," said Mrs. Denison to her 
husband, who hoped to "administer" 
the estate if no will was found. "Sa-
bra nor Cynthy, neither of 'em have 
ever been stinted. They'll feel it dret-
fully if they've got to give up their 
comfortable home and come down to 
earning their own bread and cheese." 

"I shall advise the girls to bring in 
a bill," said Mr. Denison, "a bill for 
their services. The probate court will 
allow it quicker'n lightning." 

"The girls won't bring in no bill," 
said his wife; "Sabra told me that if 
her father didn't set enough by them 
to provide for them she should not 
make any claim on the estate." 

"That's just like a woman," said 
Mr. Denison, testily. 

But no will, and no evidence that 
the old gentleman had ever contem
plated making one, could be found; 
Mr. Denison received the coveted ap
pointment, and the settlement of the 
estate by law went torward. 

Cynthy and Sabra were the children 
of their father's third wife. A delicate 
creature she had been, who accepted 
Squire Marcy's offer because, home
less and friendless, the prospect of a 
home tempted her. But her home was 
made wretched by eight children, sons 
and daughters of her predecessors, 
some of them nearly as old as herself, 
coarsely organized, quarrelsome, but 

reeing upon one point—to make life 
intolerable for their young step-
ther as possible. She could not 

beiX up under their petty persecu
tion 1° a few years sne was laid to 
restVitk the other wives, leaving her 
two fcttle girls to fight their way as 
bestjihey could. It had been a hard 
life for the children at first, but one by 
one the older ones had drifted away, 
and finally the western fever seized 
upon them all, and they went, one 
after another, to make homes on the 
bropi) fertile prairies. So for many 

.{•fears the sisters had lived happy, 
peaceful lives in the old homestead 
with their father. 

They were quiet, gentle women, in
heriting a poetic temperament from 
their mother. They loved the old 
house and the woods about it. They 
knew where the earliest spring flowers 
grew and where to find the brightest 
autumn leaves. They would not have 
dared to let their neighbors, who dis
approved openly of their "traiping 
about all over the woods," know 
what treasures of pressed flowers and 
leaves they had carefully put away. 
Not for worlds would Miss Cynthy 
have told of the timid attempts at 
flower-painting she sometimes made 
m the solitude of her own room. They 
They had not felt much in sympathy 
with their neighbors heretofore, but 
now that real trouble had come upon 
them, every one was kind, the sisters 
found they had many warm friends 
where they had least expected to find 
them. They were middle-aged women 
now, well advanced in their fifth de
cade. Of their half-brothers and sis
ters they knew little, but it was cer
tain there would be no mercy from 
them. They would grudge the sisters 
the "living" they had had, and each 
one would claim every penny due, eag
erly. Once Mr. Denison ventured to 
suggest his idea of a "bill" but an om
inous gleam in Miss Sabra's eyes 
warned him and he left his sentence 
unfinished. 

"Cynthy," said Miss Sabra, one 
bright September morning, "Mr. Deni
son said last night that he thought 
brother James would be here pretty 
soon. Don't you think we'd better 
look over the things in the garret be
fore he comes? I don't feel as if I could 
have any one but ourselves touch 
mothers things." 

"Just as you think best, sister Sa
bra," answered Miss Cynthy meekly. 
The coming change was an even great
er grief to her than to her elder sister-
She loved her old home with an al
most passionate tenderness, and it 
seemed to her sometimes that leaving 
it would almost break her heart. 

The two sisters finished their morn
ing task in silence, and without a word 
climbed the narrow stairs that led to 
the old garret. Such a treasure house 
of family relics as it was! Not a child 
of the ten whose developement could 
not be traced in cast-off clothing and 
old school books. There were boxes 
and trunks carefully packed standing 
primly against the wall. Old gar
ments dating back to old Squire Mar 
cy's first wedding coat hung above 
them. Near a window was a broken-
looking-glass, with gilt and ebony 
frame, the upper portion filled with a 
gay flower piece, and Miss Cynthy in 
a subdued tone asked Miss Sabra if 
•he didn't remember "hearing tell how 
nster Jammie broke that glass just 
before mother died?" 

The timbers of the old roof were 
enormous, suggesting an abundance 
of lumber to which we, in these mod
ern times, are strangers. Many pegs 
and nails were driven into them, from 
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which swung paper bags filled with 
dried herbs, spearmint, boneset, pen-
neroyai, all diffusing a pleasant odor 
through the garret, which Miss Cynthy 
thought more agreeable than the 
huge bowls of steaming hot herb tea, 
which Miss Sabra always made h«sr 
swallow, her feet in a pail of hot water 
meanwhile, whenever she took cold. 
Two large wooden chests stood far 
back under the eves, so large that 
they could never have been brought 
up the narrow stairs, but must have 
been built where they stood. In them 
were piles ot old papers, years upon 
years of Springfield Republicans and 
Massachusetts Plowmans, "Old Farm
ers' Almanacs" for more than half a 
century, aud there were carefully 
cherished a pile of Journals of the 
House containing the doings of the 
Legislature when Squire Marcy "rep
resented the town." 

Miss Cynthy gave a pitiful look into 
a chest and then sat down in a basket 
of neatly-sown carpet-rags and began 
to cry. "Oh, Sabra," she sobbed, 
"I've been used to seeing these things 
all my life. Seems as if it would break 
my heart to part with them. I've a 
great mind to bring in a bill." 

"Cynthy," said Miss Sabra, "this if 
foolishness. There's no use in giviir 
way so. VVe can't help ourselves." 

"Well," said Miss Cynthy, extricat
ing herself from the carpet rags and 
wiping her eyes, "what shall we do 
first?" 

An old spinning wheel, which had 
stood for years in its own nook, rest
ing after long service in spinning yarn 
for blankets and stockings to keep 
the Marcys warm, quivered a little as 
if with grief at the coming change, and 
the cradle, wherein all the little Marcys 
had been rocked, rocked gently once 
more in a deprecatory way as the 
sisters turned towards the closet, 
where one or two trunks more precious 
than the rest, were kept. 

"I thought we'd better look over 
mother's things first," said Miss Sabra, 
opening the shutters and letting in a 
flood of Autumn sunshine. A faint 
odor of camphor and cedar and pun
gent spices filled the closet, for this 
was the storeroom for winter clothing 
in summer. The sisters' cloaks and 
woolen dresses hung on the wall. 
Broad shelves, piled with home-made 
blankets and patchwork quilts and 
comfortables, filled one side of the 
little apartment, aud in a bandbox 
in one corner, carefully wrapped in 
linen and packed away in red pepper 
and campnor, were the sisters furs, 
the one spontaneous gift their father 
had ever given them. For Miss Sabra's 
aud Miss Cyntliy's wearing apparel 
usually represented sundry sacrifices 
of eggs and poultry and fresh butter, 
exchanged at the village store for 
something to wear. But once, when 
the old gentleman had made an ex
ceptionally good sale of his fat cattle, 
he opened his heart and purse strings 
and presented hi3 daughters each with 
a set of gray squirrel furs, more pre
cious in their eyes than sealskin or 
sable. 

"Well, Cynthy," said Miss Sabra, 
"this is the trunk of mother's things. 
We'd better open it to see that there's 
nothing else in it, and then we'll take 
it down stairs and look the things 
over. I guess they're all right,but it's 
three years come October since we 
went through them." 

Miss Sabra knelt down before the 
little hair trunk studded with brass 
nails, fitted the key in the rusty lock 
and with seme difficulty raised the 
lid. The clothing, yellow with age,lay 
neatly folded, with leaves of "Sweet 
Mary" scattered through it to give it 
a pleasant odor. But upon the top 
lay a folded paper, long and blue, with 
a formidible air of business about it. 

"Why, sister," said Miss Cynthy, 
"what is that?" 

"I don't know," said Miss Sabra, 
under her breath. "I never put it 
there. I'm most afraid to touch it." 

But Cynthy, more impulsive than 
Sabra, had already seized and opened 
it. She whitened to her lips. 

"Sabra," she whispered, "it's a 
will!" 

"Then," said Miss Sabra, "w< 
mustn't look at it. We must go and 
give it to Mr. Denison right away an<3 
let him read it first. II we go right off, 
now, we can get there in time to se«i 
him when ho comes home to dinner.'|j 

So the sisters put on their sun-bon-j 
nets and went "cross lots" through 
the fields to Mr. Denison's house, 
climbing fences and opening heavy 
gates, taking with them the mysteri
ous document which was of such ter
rible moment to them. It was duly 
delivered to Mr. Denison and the sto-, 
ry of its discovery told. "And what-j 
ever could have possessed father ta 
put it in there is more than lean tell,"I 
added Miss Sabra. • 

But Mr. Dennison was already ab-, 

i 

* >'!> ifjp? 

if fill' •'' f' Vv 5 jrf i N'' 

Wi 

A SEASROBE ROMANCE. 
The llhtory lying Back of a Pslr of Blae Ejree. 
Newport Letter to New York Herald. 

He was listening to the quick waltz 
thrown out in a torrent of sound waves 
by the orchestra when I joined him, 
and we sat and discussed terrestrial 
jvents on the half-moon gallery of the 
'Jasino. The latest society on dit, the 
clever playing of the Englishmen in the 
international polo game, the yachting 
gossip of the day, and various other 
subjects passed in review in the 
thread of conversation, when, after a 
moment's pause, he remarked: "The 
story in the Herald of the mysterious 
woman in the cab on Bellevue avenue, 
who tried to get a note to a gentle
man, made me think of the various 
episodes occurring nearly every day 
which rarely come to the surface to 
form a topic for the gossips. For 
that matter, in these times it is as
tonishing that so little comes out 
under the sunlight. I don't refer to 
mere chronique scandaleuse here in 
Newport, but to the domestic dramas, 
the heart-burnings resulting from 
acts really sufficient to cause pain—' 
thegaleof wind that may rage beneath 
a smiling face and the struggle that 
Roes on from one morning to the next 
to attain something which ought to 
be possible, but which isn't in the or
der of things. Perhaps I was in a 
a brown study when you came along. 
Well, so I was, and I'll tell you what 
I was thinking about. I can't order 
a bottle to fill up the chinks, for they 
are too virtuous here to sell wine. 

"In the first place, do you remem
ber that girl I pointed out the other 
day—the one we saw on the avenue?" 

"Of course I remember her. She 
was pretty enough. You said you 
would tell me about her 'later.'" 

Pretty, indeed, she appeared, with 
her flaxen hair, her large Dresden 
china blue eyes, and the under side of 
a pink hydrangea flower combina
tion of her cheeks. She wore a piqu
ant white gown and a big hat with 
nearly a foot of brim, and the youth 
as well as the oldsters had their fill of 
staring as she went by in the carriage. 
Oh, yes, I remember her very well. 

"Well, I'll tell you her story. She 
is Miss , and she only came here 
lor a few days' flyer to visit some of 
her acquaintances. She is passing 
the summer at another resort. She 
is twenty, I believe. She didn't look 
it, did she? She never looked her years. 
When she was only twelve she had 
bhe manners and appearance of six
teen. When she was just fourteen she 
was a but I anticipate. 

"Her near relatives live in New 
York, you see. and the girl used to re
ceive private instruction from a gov
erness, go to the dancing class, and 
take her exercise on the avenue like 
other chick3. In the staff of servants 
there was a clean-limbed young En
glishman whom some one of the 
family picked up across the water. 
He had red cheeks and a good face, 
and he possessed something ot an 
education, so that he was not a mere 
stable boy. His place was on the box 
with the coachman. He wore 'tops' 
pulled up high over his shapely legs, 
and his livery was snugfitting, with its 
bright buttons and the cockade on the 
side of his hat. When the little miss 
stepped out of the coupe the trim 
footman stood beside the open door. 
It was not long before the two caught 
one another casting sheep's glances, 
and the little girl was not averse to 
turning her big blue optics on the 
dark ones of her attendant. During 
the autumn, after the family came 
back, Missy used to ride on her pony, 
aud Henry, the footman, rode behind 
her on a decorous cob. Perhaps it 
was lonely for the child—she was but 
just fourteen, don't you see? At any 
t'ate, there was before long a change of 
the conventional equestrian positions 
ot mistress and groom, and the park 
policemen sometimes saw the two not 
only riding side by side, but they wit
nessed other little familiarities which 
might have made them stare if park 
policemen had not gotten over being 
surprised. 

"Well, things progress^ until final
ly, one fine afternoon, it was arranged 
that Missy should take a run up the 
Hudson to pass a few days with a 
friend ot the family. So she was com
fortably seated in a train at Forty-
second street, and she started on her 

|short journey. 
| "Started, I said. It was the strang-
: est thing in the world that the 
| same morning Henry should have 
received notice that some of his 
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sorbed in reading the will and hardly . frjen(js jn the old country had arrived 
liaf^no/l fn Aliaa Snht'n a ehnvv rI hour -i • i -i i * V6ry 1 listened to Miss Sabra's story. They: 
waited breathlessly, trembling in ev
ery limb, wondering what was coming 

and wished to see him very much. 
Therefore he asked for a day off. He 
was a family favorite and he got it. 

to them, not daring to hope j yy^en the train left the station Henry 
""L ^ " " Before Miss fortune. But presently Mr. Denison j wag iri the smoking car. 

turned on them a beaming face, say
ing: 

"That is all right. It is duly signed 
and witnessed and I am the executor. 
You are given the use of the real es
tate foryourlives oruntilyou marry" 
—Miss Cynthy blushed—"and the 
stock and furniture and farming uten
sils are given you outright. Now we'll 
have it probated right away. And I 
must say I'm glad of this. It's just 
as it should be." 

Miss Cynthy broke down and cried 
like a child, and Miss Sabra's eyes 
were full of tears as she said: "Now, 
Cynthy, ain't you glad we didn't bring 
in a bill?"—Julia A. Sabine in Spring
field Republican. 

Women Will Travel. 
From the Detroit Free Press. 

"Has it ever occurred to you?" 
asked a traveling man of a reporter 
for the Free Press, at the Michigan 
Central Passenger station yesterday, 
"that the amount of women who travel 
outnumber the men in about the pro
portion of four to two?" 

"Never thought of it." 
"Well, that's a fact. You will find 

it so all over the United States. I 
never sit down in a waiting room or a 
passscnger station that I don't count 
the inmates. Comes just as natural 
as life—a habit that I have gotten in to 
In this room, now, ladies Outnumber 
the men five to two, as yon will find 
by counting them. It varies greatly, 
of course, but any one who has watch
ed the thing as long as I have, will 
say that my general average is cor
rect." 

"When I was in Europe," continned 
the traveling man, "a great many 
peoplespoke to me about the penchant 
of the American people to travel. I 
tell you that the women are respon
sible for our reputation in this regard. 
They will travel about the country 
and stand more fatigue than the men, 
and find enjoyment in it-" 

Blue Eyes reached the point up the 
road where she was to disembark 
Mr. Footman was seated beside 
her—he was out of uniform—and in
stead of getting off the pair went onto 
Poughkeepsie, where they arrived just 
in time to catch a train going back to 
New York. They took it, and that 
evening the progressive young lady had 
put on her oldest looks and manner, so 
as to lead tlieclergyman to whom they 
applied to believe that she was of mar
riageable years. She didn't go up the 
Hudson to pay her visit until the fol
lowing afternoon, and at the station 
it might have been noticed that she 
parted with a red-cheeked young man 
in a manner so affectionate as to lead 
to the supposition that she was about 
to depart for a year's absence. And 
so things went on for the entire win
ter. The girl used to meet her foot
man husband at some place up town 
on the east side, and they escaped 
suspicion until after the holidays. 
But for her desire to indulge in little 
familiarities with Henry, who used to 
be seated in the front hall in full 'uni
form' during reception houra, all 
might have progressed favorably to 
the letter of their hopes, but the fact 
of one of the servants ob
serving the footman squeezing the 
waist of the young lady in an ardent 
manner in a dark corner - of the hall 
cave rise to a not unnatural suspicion. 
So the servant, who was a trusty, 
humble friend of the family, instead 
of going down stairs, and making a 
talk among the other servants, went 
quietly upstairs and whispered what 
she had seen to her mistress. The 
prevalence of wise judgment lei to a 
policy of silence, accompanied by 
strict observation. Pretty sopn the 
truth come out when the pair were 
followed and found together in the 
East Side room. 

"You may bet your boots there 
was a row;* but discretion is at a 
premium in that household, and 
there was one end in view» which 

was to avoid scanuarr* HOW did they Farm. Garden and Household. 
doit?. In this manner: The screws' 
were put on the footman until he 
shook in his shoes. His conception 
of law was vague, and he was led to 
imagine that he had committed an of
fense which might incarcerate him for 
a lifetime. He was quickly reduced to 
a condition of willingness to do any
thing and everything. The girl had 
some very energetic and determined 
friends, you know. And then a good 
stout check payable to bearer was 
placed in the hand of the quaking 
youth, when he was told that the an
tipodes yearned for him; that his pa* 
sage would be paid to some point in 
Australia. 

He accepted the terms without a 
murmur, although it may be said to 
his credit that he asked permission to 
say goodbye to his young wife. He 
didn't obtain the boon. 

"The little Miss, or rather Mrs. cut 
up a bit rough at first. She was too 
immature, however, to entertain a 
lasting sentiment, and absence makes 
the heart grow cold, you know. 

"The family handled the thing so 
that no one knew of what had taken 
place. No one. did I say? Well I 
ought to change that and put in Pin
afore style—scarcely anybody. I 
knew of it, for one. 

"The divorce was gotten on the 
ground of desertion. They sent her 
out west to live with somebody who 
could be trusted, and finally the decree 
was obtained." 

"What did the girl say?" 
"By Jova! she had forgotten about 

the footman. She is 'out' now and a 
general favorite. They say young 
admires her greatly. " You see, there 
in plenty of money all round. Ah! well, 
so the world goes. But I can't help 
thinking of the poor devil who was 
shipped off to Australia." 

A Good Fellow. 
From the Detroit Free Press. 

Didn't know Rodgers, did you— 
Abraham Rodgers, g. g. f., which means 
general good fellow? Well, I did, and 
helped bury him yesterday. 

When I first met Rodgers he was a 
young man of 18, and the title of 
good fellow had already settled upon 
him. If they wanted the old church 
swept for Sunday, or the bell rung for 
prayer meeting, some one asked Rodg
ers to do it. If any old Hunker fell 
sick and hankered for rabbit soup, 
Rodgers was asked to go out and 
hunt for the rabbit. If any old 
woman wanted sassafras root or 
herbs, Rodgers was the good fellow 
who'd go to the fields and woods on 
her errand. No one ever thought of 
offering him money in payment for his 
time, and it is only his due to say 
that he wouldn't have accepted it if 
they had. He was expected to pound 
down the nail-heads in the sidewalks, 
replace broken planks, have an eye on 
the bridge, paint the school house 
steps, replace the broken glass in the 
church, and be the guardian of all bad 
boys, and no one ever heard him kick. 

Later on old man Jackson fell sick, 
and when watchers were required he 
expressed his desire to have Rodgers 
come to the house and stay. Rodg
ers went, put in sixteen days and 
nights of hard work, and when the 
old man died the widow feelingly ex
claimed: 

"Oh, Abraham, but you are a noble 
young man! I can never, never repay 
you!" 

She never did—never even offered 
him the value of a pair of stockings,al
though she was left $30,000. 

Then Aunt Nancy Lee fell sick and 
died, and Rodgers had just begun his 
day's work as a carpenter when one of 
the Lee boys rode up with the news and 
added: 

"And the very last thing she said 
was thatyoumustbe chief pall-bearer. 
Aunt Nancy always loved you, and 
you must come." 

Rodgers went. Aunt Nancy forgot to 
say that he should be paid for his day's 
work,although she left $12,000 to the 
heathen, and so Rodgers was out again. 
He had scarcely.settled down to work 
when some one discovered that the old 
hand fire engine which had been stow
ed away for six years ought to be put 
in condition. A leading citizen sug
gested to Rodgers to go ahead and fix 
the old tub up, and his bill should be 
paid by a subscription. Rodgers tin
kered away for a week and a leading 
grocer gave him a bar of soap and a 
drygoods man came down with a roll 
of tape. The effort to reward him died 
out with that. 

Rodgers lived just that sort of a life 
until he was 40 years old. He even 
put off getting married to sit up with 
a sick horse and be rewarded with a 
thank you. In one year he was pall
bearer at twenty-two funerals,and sat 
up with fourteen different dead peo
ple. When he worked for pay people 
paid him when they got ready. When 
there came a week in which somebody 
did not want him to compound a 
salve, repair a tub, sit up with a 
corpse, subscribe for a mill-dam, rail
road or public hall, or give a day's 
work to public improvement or chari
ty, Mrs. Rodgers felt that the judgment 
day could not be far off. He had put 
in three weeks looking up widow Da
vis' lost cow, digging roots for widow 
Jenkins and sitting up with Elder 
Smith, when Judge Froth suddenly 
died. Of course his last words were; 

"I fall in the service of my country, 
and I want Abraham Rogers to be 
chief boss at my funeral. I will and 
bequeath my $75,000 to my wife, and 
I leave my thanks to Abraham." 

Rodgers bossed the funeral. He 
borrowed all the chairs, got the sing
ers together, formed the funeral pro
cession, and rode two miles to the 
grave in a pouring rain to stand with 
uncovered nead. Next day he was ill, 
and yesterday, as I told you, I helped 
bury him. When he died he hadn't a 
dollar in the house. He had selected 
cemetery lots for fifty people, but he 
had none of his own. He had helped 
to put as many into caskets, but he 
was buried in a plain coffin, at the ex
pense of his friends. Very few of his 
friends turned out, as they were busy 
with their work. He had formed 
funeral processions half a mile long for 
squires, elders, deacons and judges, 
but there were only four vehicles in 
his. The clergyman seemed to be in a 
hurry, the grave-digger was impatient 
for us to be gone, and as we turned 
away some one remarked: 

"Oh, his wife will get along some 
way—widows always do." 

Car* of the Finger Nalla. 

From the Cleveland Ploindealer. 
In order to have a pretty-looking 

hand the finger nails must be kept in 
good shape. They should never be 
cut too short, as this deforms the fin
ger ends and renders them stubby. 
They should always project a trifle 
beyond the extremity of the finger, 
and be paired only to a slight curve, 
without encroaching too much on the 
angles. To preserve the half moon, 
or lunula, which borders the lower 
part of the nail, and is thought a great 
beauty, the skin must be kept from 
encroaching upon it, by pushing it 
back every morning with a blunt ivory 
instrument. By this means the an
noying hang-nail will be prevented al
so. Filing orscrapingthe nails is very 
injurious, as it tends to thicken their 
substance. The nail-brush should 
alone be used for cleaning and polish
ing the nails. 

is 
AlMfh, or Lucerae. 

In California, alfalfa, or as it 
sometimes called, "Chilian clover," is 
the mainstay of the stock raisers, and 
with irrigation produces enormous 
crops, which are cut twice and some
times three times a year in those 
sections where there is winter only in 
name. It is somewhat strange that 
although a well known European crop, 
under the name of lucerne, it has 
never been grown to any great extent 
in the older settled parts of the United 
States. One reason, perhaps, is that 
it does not flourish well in those lands 
so common in New England and the 
Atlantic slope, having a light soil, 
with poor sandy, gravelly or stony 
subsoil, as its roots penetrate deep, 
often to the depth of a dozen feet. 

Like clover, it draws largely upon 
the atmosphere and its wide-spreading 
roots enrich the soil with vegetable 
matter. It is planted in drills on pre
pared land, cut lightly the first year, 
is in full bearing the third, and may 
afterward yield three, and sometimes 
five crops annually, depending on the 
warmth of the climate, the rainfall, 
<fec. 

Alfalfa, with a little pains taken, 
has done well in Hamilton County, O., 
and we see no reason why it could not 
be introduced to great advantage 
generally. 

The Onloa s» a Care-All. 

We have received the following with 
an urgent request for publication: 

From the Reading Daily Eagle. 
Onions inhaled cause sleep, rest and 

repose. The soldier on his march and 
the exhausted iron worker get great 
strength from eating the onion. Tie 
a fresh onion around the neck and 
bruise it to make its odor thorough, 
and you secure sound sleep from its 
nightly inhalation. 

DANIEL R. CLYMER, 
Ex-Mayor of Reading, Pa., United 

States of North America. (For for
eign lands.) 
It will be an act of humanity to the 

restless, nervous and sick to copy this 
in your paper—a God-like act. Have 
the kindness to send a paper. 
THE ONION SECURES SLEEP, REST AND 

REFRESHMENT. 
To the editor of the World, New 

York: In Wednesday's issue of your 
most valuable paper I found Mr. 
Clymer's discovery. My only son, 7 
years old, has just recovered from a 
most malignant attack of scarlet fe
ver, and has kept his parents awake 
for the last twelve days by his nervous 
sleeplessness. I tried the simple rem
edy of tying an onion around his neck 
last night, and found this morning 
that he had. an undisturbed sleep all 
night. By giving these lines space in 
your next issue, you will oblige yours, 
FR. C. ROTZELL, Astoria, Long Is
land, N. Y. 

A gold nugget weighing fifty-two 
ounces, valued at $900, was picked 
up ;n Hayes & Steelman's drift mine, 
near Sierra City, Nev. A nugget val
ued at $8,000 was found in the same 
gravel mine a few weeks ago. 

Water Begalarlf. 

American Rural Home. 
Regularity in all departments con

nected with the care and management 
of poultry is absobutely necessary to 
insure success when other things are 
favorable, and in no one thicigis it more 
true than in watering regularly. While 
most of our poultry, whether thor
oughbred and reared in small flocks 
with extra care, or whether they be 
the large and well-mixed flocks to be 
found on the places of our thrifty and 
well-to-do farmers, are generously sup
plied with food, scarcely any atten
tion is paid to supplying them with 
pure fresh water daily, in winter 
as well as summer. All live stock 
requires water each day, and it is not 
only cruel,but it is unprofitable to de
prive them of it. Many a farmer's 
flock has to wait during the winter for 
the rains and snows to get a drink, 
while other flocks resort to the pools 
of manure water in and around the 
barnyard, because their owners are 
too careless and indifferent as to their 
actual wants and necessities. If con
fined during the warm weather, by all 
means do not neglect them in this re
spect, for nothing can be more cruel. 
If a breeder only makes it a part of the 
regular routine of management, this 
watering the fowls each day, it will be 
found a very light task indeed, while 
the fowls will thank you in many ways 
for your attention. We beg of those 
poultry-breeders who are remiss in re
gard to this matter, to act on our ad
vise and water regularly daily. 

Begalatiag the Cellar. 

American Agriculturist. 
A great mistake is sometimes made 

in ventilating cellars and milk-houses. 
The object of ventilation is to keep 
the cellars cool and dry, but this ob
ject often fails of being accomplished by 
a common mistake, and instead the 
cellar is made both warm and damp. 
A cool place should never be ventilat
ed, unless the air admitted is cooler 
than the air within, or is at least as 
cool as that or a very little warmer. 
The warmer the air the more moisture 
it holds in suspension. Necessarily, 
the cooler the air the more this moist
ure is condensed and precipitated. 
When a cool cellar is aired on a warm 
day, the entering air being in motion 
appears cool; but as it fills the cellar 
the cooler air with which it becomes 
mixed chills it, the moisture is con
densed, and dew is deposited on ths 
cold walls, and may often be seen run
ning down them in streams. Then 

if the cellar is dan$, and soon be

comes moldy. To Avoid this the 
windows should only be opened late 
at night—the last thing before retiring. 
There is no need to fear that the night 
air is unhealthful; it is as pure as the 
air of midday, and is really dryer. 
The cool air enters the apartment 
during the night and circulates through 
it. The windows should be closed be
fore sunrise in the morning, and kept 
closed and shaded during the day. If 
the air of a cellar is damp it may be 
thoroughly dried by placing in it a 
peck of fresh lime in an open box. A 
peck of lime will absorb about seven 
pounds, or more than three quarts, 
of water, and in this way a cellar or 
milk-room may soon be dried, even in 
the hottest weather. A bushel of lime 
absorbs twenty-seven pounds of water 
and still appears as a dry powder. 
In this condition it will be very useful 
to spread over the garden or lawn, or 
around fruit trees, or it may be used 
for whitewash. This precaution is 
often necessary in the dairy, because 
of the prevalence, where air is damp, 
of mildews and the various forms of 
mold. The orange and red kinds of 
mold especially, which sometimes 
form upon the cream, have a most in
jurious effect upon the butter. 

The Animal Trot. 

The American Rural Home. 
The trotters in their annual circuit 

have reached Rochester, accompanied 
by their usual followers, who expect 
to win money either by betting on the 
races, by operating gambling ma
chines, or in various other ways not 
justified by the accepted code of mor
als, or conducive to the welfare of so
ciety. 

Wherever groups of young men 
gathered you could hear them discuss
ing the merits of the different horses, 
the probabilities of the varios trots 
to come off, and boasting of the win
nings in the pools. Pools were sold in 
numerous drinking places, and the 
flushed and excited faces of young 
men, passing in and out, did not 
speak well for their influences upon 
them. It is perfectly safe to say that 
a great deal of valuable time was 
wasted in Rochester upon the trots, 
and that they did not contribute in 
any great degree to the intellectual or 
moral elevation of our citizens. 

It is said by apologists for the trot
ting and race courses, that they are 
necessary to stimulate the breeding ot 
thorough-bred, fast horses. But what 
valuable end is promoted by breeding 
such horses as contend for prizes on 
the trotting course? Are they the 
kind of horses required for service by 
farmers, or any other class of citizens 
except sporting men, a class, we sub
mit, that does not contribute much to 
the world's greatness. 

In breeding trotters, all important 
qualities save fleetness are bred out. 
A great trotter is worth nothing for 
work or for service on the road. They 
liave not the strength and endurance 
to travel great distances daily, draw
ing a load behind them. Before a 
skeleton gig, on a spurt of a few miles, 
they can get over tne ground with the 
speed of a hare or a greyhound, but 
that is all. What the farmer or mer
chant or professional man wants is a 
good, strong, fleet carriage horse, with 
great powers of endurance, well built 
upon models of symmetry and 
beauty. The trotter is the gambler's, 
the jockey's horse, in which the 
great mass of mankind have but 
little interest. We do not want 
horses traveling our streets and parks 
and highways at the rate of a mile in 
2:15 or or 2:40, oreven three minutes, 
endangering the lives ot citizens, but 
horses that can strike a gait of ten 
miles an hour and keep it up for sever
al successive hours, with our families 
in a carriage behind them, without ap
pearing exhausted; such horses are ap
preciated by all classes. Such driving 
does not endanger the lives of those 
we meet, or those we pass, while it af
fords much innocent enjoyment. 

To breed such horses requires care
ful selection, persevered in for many 
years, of horses possessing acombina-
tion of many excellent qualities, and 
such horses will sell for prices that 
will well compensate the scientific 
breeder. Let us all join in encourag
ing the breeding of such horses, while 
we discourage and condemn the breed
ing of the long, lank, crooked, ugly 
trotter. 

How to Keep Stock In Conditio*. 

From the American Agriculturist. 
Young animals at this season are 

very susceptible to cold and damp
ness. and any check through failure 
to supply a sufficiency of food at regu
lar period, or exposure to wet and 
cold, may produce injurious results. 
Young colts at this season should be 
allowed to remain with their dams 
as long as they will suckle, as but little 
work is required of breeding mares 
during the winter, and if the mares 
give large quantities of milk the colts 
will grow rapidly. Where the young 
stock is dependent upon the dams 
the food must be of a kind that pro
duces milk rich in all the elements 
necessary for structural growth. 
Ground oats twice a day, with a plen
tiful supply of hay, will afford an 
abundant amount of nourishment in 
the shape of milk, and on cold days 
an allowance of corn meal may be 
given with advantage. 

Young calves are often deprived of 
the milk that naturally should go to 
them, owing to its value for market, 
substitutes being given them the skim 
milk usually allowed. Unless judg
ment is exercised in feeding the calves 
scours will result, from tne effects of 
which the calves do not recover until 
they have been seriously injured in 
growth. Young pigs that have been 
suddenly weaned, and especially if 
taken from the sows too soon, are often 
"stunted" in such manner as to debar 
them from becoming large, heavy hogs 
at any time. It is important to be 
careful in winter, for the reason that 
when the young stock is weakened 
through mistakes in feeding the cold 
weather often comes upon them at a 
time when they are physically unable 
to endure it. 

It is best not to wean the young 
stock too soon, but, if it becomes nec
essary to do so, the feeding should be 
done often, and, if possible, the food 
should be warm. The younger an 
animal the more rapid its growth and 
the more frequent its times of feeding; 
hence, when they are allowed only 
three meals a day, the same as the 
adults, they do not thrive as they do 
when fed oftener and in smaller quan
tities. Dietingthe animals is necessary 
in winter, in order to avoid costive-
ness of the bowels, as well as indiges
tion, and therefore the adults and 
young stock should receive succulent 
food, such as ensilage or roots* lmt in 

ths ease of the yoangstockfooti*it& 
out ensilage may be fed cooked if tMf 
are old enough to eat well. The diet* 
ing of young stock by feeding a variety 
of food as they are gradually weaned 
will save them much sickness, as %b6j 
are easily affected by sudden changes. 

During the winter months much 
time may be saved by keeping the 
young stock in good condition, •• 
they will start off in the spring with 
an advantage which will more than 
compensate for whatever extra care 
may be given. As the winter is not 
over when the early lambs are dropped* 
a place must-be provided in advance 
for the ewes. To have the lambs , 
dropped in the fields, with the tem
perature below freezing, is very severe 
on them, and those that do not perish 
seldom recover entirely. Give the 
lambs a warm dry place for the first 
few days of their existence and one-
half the trouble with them will be 
over. Young pips are very tender, 
and if farrowed in midwinter seldom 
prove satisfactory afterward unless 
an attendant gives them close atten
tion for the first week, as they easily 
become so chilled as to be unable to 
derive nourishment, and as there are 
usually a few strong pigs in every 
litter the weaker ones are crowded 
back, becoming subject to the severity 
of the cold on account of an insuffi
cient supply ol nourishment, and as 
all young animals are subject to com
petition when together, they should 
never be crowded at any time. 75 

The Turmoil of the Niagara Rap-  ̂
ids Created Madness in Him. * 
"I have not the least doubt," said 

an eminent American physician at a 
recent medical convention, "that at 
least one out of every ten of the peo
ple in this country live under some 
form of insanity. In Bome it beco mes 
violent; in others noticeable; in others 
never known or suspected, except 
there is what might be termed a collu
sion of circumstances." 

There have been some curious cases 
of this last species of insanity. Some 
seven or eight years ago a public offi
cial of the State of Ohio visited Niag
ara Falls with his family for a months 
rest. He was nervous and worn out, 
and, there were certain business and 
political matters which followed him 
there and could not be shaken off. 
The gentleman did not realize that his 
nerves were at all shaken; on the con
trary, he prided himself in believing 
that he could endure more mental 
worry than three ordinary men. He 
had been at the falls three or four 
days when he was joined by a Chicago 
capitalist. The two hsjd a speculation 
together, and the details were to be 
settled here. 

One day after dinner the pair went 
into Prospect Park and sat down on 
a bench facing the rapids, and not 
over five feet from the water. When 
they had talked for aii hour or so, 
the Ohio gentleman seemed to be 
somewhat excited in his speech and 
movements. He threw several Bticlcs 
into the water, talked in loud tones, 
and soon attracted attention. The 
capitalist thought it a bit queer, but 
felt no uneasiness until the other sud
denly seized him in a tremendous 
grip and said: 

"Blank, you are a d—d scoundrel, 
and I'm going to send you over the 
falls!" 

The capitalist was the smaller and 
the weaker man, and he felt the help
lessness of the situation. He was 
gripped by the shoulders, but he used 
his hands to clench the seat behind 
him, and replied to the lunatic: 

"I know I'm a bad man, and you 
must give me time to pray." 
' 'All right, all right," said the Ohioan; 

"you shall have two minutes for pray
ers, and then we'll go over the falls to
gether. Say, Blank, you are a d d 
good fellow, after all, and we'll go to
gether." 

The idea with the Chicago man was, 
of course, to gain time. The people 
who had been attracted by the loud 
talk had passed on, and it so happen
ed that no one else came that way. 

He hoped the lunatic might change his 
mind after two minutes, but instead 
of that he grew more impatient de
claring that they must hurry up or they 
would be too late. Despairing of aid : 
from others, the capitalist finally said: 

"See here, Mr. Blank, het's go up and i 

jump off the Goat Island bridge. We'll 
have further to swim, and I want to 
leave my wallet with some one." 

"By George! Good idea; come on!" 
exclaimed the other, and they walked 
up the path and out of the park arm • 
in arm. They were no sooner out of ; 
sight of the rapids than the Ohioan 
began to grow calmer, and as they 
bore off toward the hotels he removed . 
his hat, scratched his head in a 
thoughtful way. and picked up the i 
point he dropped a quarter of an hour J 
before and went on debating the trans- f 
action as if nothing unusual had oc- ' 
curred. An hour later,when asked if he 
was in earnest in threatening his * 
friend, he was completely dumfound* 
ed, nor could he be made to believe 
that anything of the sort had occur
red. However, a dim suspicion that 
he might have been unduly excited by 
the roar and clash of the waters crept 
into his mind. He went down to the 
park alone, but returned almost at 
once, his face very pale, his eyes be
traying wildness, and his whole man
ner showing that he had passed 
through a severe struggle. 

"I shall keep away* from the water 
hereafter," be said to the capitalist. 
"I couldn't stay there five minutes • 
without committing suicide or mur
der." 

The matter was of course kept quiet, 1 

even from the wife, but two years lat
er, while the gentleman was making • 
a trip on the Ohio River he was sud
denly missed, and he has never been 
heard of since. The boat was racing 
with another, and t he probabilities 
are that the excitement brought back 
his passion for self-destruction, and 
that b« went overboard. 

A Comical Mistake. 
The Boston Budget tells a comical | 

story about a churchman of that city, 'i 
He was selecting a library for his -
Sunday school, and among other re- -
ligious works determined to have a 
full set of the "Lives of the Saints." 
He thought he had secured all the 
volumes, when suddenly his eye lit; 
upon a book which bore on its back 
the legend, "St. Elmo." It was not | 
uniform with the rest, and referred to ̂  
a saintly character with which he was 
not familiar, but he did not wish to 
show his ignorance. He therefore 
ordered the bookseller to pot it in the. 
box of holy literary treasures which 
was to be sent home the next day. If 
the admirer of the saints has read 
"St. Elmo" he wiH find it its as 
readable, though possibly art sojpftoas. 
as the average 8aodsj4dMNl HMwy 
book. . 
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