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TALE OF TWO BAD BOYS.

William Sion Is Punished for a
Lapse from Goodness

HE noblest study of
mankind is man.”
What boy who has
léarned to write by
copy-book isn't fa-
miliar with that ven-

hundred years ago
by the English poet,
in whose famous

to the Battery than this same John Goode.
His name, which is spelled just like taat of
8 high official in the Department of Justice
under President Cloveland, ll'u;: m
every good boy's father can mo

him, is not as though intended
a8 a tribute to his moral worth. Heis nota
good boy, even nominally. He proposed be-
fore breakfast yesterday to Willam Binn,
who had never done a really wicked thing
in his life, that they establish a Truancy
Trust.

“] am aware, William,” said he, “that
the operation of trusts has been confined |
heretofore to the affairs of grown men. But |
every boy who is not a chump knows he's
going to be a man some day, and the sooner -
bo lcarns all about trusts and syndicates
the sooner he can read the paper Intelligent-
1y and prepare himself to take partin the
misgovernment of oar devoted country.
Bchool is over now, nodoubt, but in time of
wacation we should prepare for the session.
This is my scheme:

“You are to be secretary and janitor and
I will be president and treasurer of the
Truant's Trust or Association for the
Mutual Benefit of Bohoolboys Who Play .
Bmkey-“ |

“Not another word,” cried William Sinn.
] will not. Oh, I will never aid in such a
sinful enterprise! Oh, John ! peor, misguid-
ed John! Did you mnewer hear that itis
wrong to play hookey?"

John, being a wild, untutored lad, was
strongly tempted to welt William one in the
jaw, as he put it in his heathenish language,
but dallied with him yet awhile.

“Willtam,” said he, gently, “Iam going
to be a good, good boy all this livelong day.
1 wish to test the truth of what you have so
often told me about the pleasures of right-
eousness. Do you, in thrn, be wicked, just
as wicked as you can, for this day only, and
show me by practice as well as precept how
wretched are those who trespass against
thelaw.”

William's spirit revolted cgainst the pro-
posal. He couid not conceive of himself as
& wicked boy. Finally he consented to yield
to his sense of duty, for was it not his duty
%0 show John once for all that “the way of
the transgressor is hard!” He brushed his
hand hastily across his eyes, and grasping
John's borny fist, said: “Iwill go yon just
once!” This shows the Influence of the be-
ginnings of evil. No sooner bal William
made up his mind to be bad—though for a
good purpose—than he began unconsciously
to talk wicked slang.

*“John," said Wiliam—the wicked Will-
iam—*“] have read so often of ‘fiends in hu-
man form," I think I should like tobe &
“fiend in human form® ""—but John, shoclked
at the proposal, had already run away to
bis breakfast, leaving William alone with
his wickedness. Then he, too, went away
to breakfast, ate up the mufin his mother
had buttered for his younger brother, wiped !
the spoutof the sirup-jug on his napkin,
threw the silveron the floor and put red pep-
per in the mutton bash before it was taken !
out to the servants' table. John, in the
meanwhile, had plastered the fences of '
their two yards with this announcement, in |
duplicate:

Norice T0 Bors!

The Nere A of The
Swimmia an wanin Cson
An of the Green Apl an
Colick Caon renders

It nessery for Bag w0
Band togethe
Mutual l’loh'o{ll:u!
Come snd BandmSBIp. m.1
Wiliiam started out incontinently after
breakfast on a career of wickedness unpar- :
alieled in the annals of Bunday-school .
libraries. John watched him with sorrow-
ful eyes, fisbed him out of the cistern into
which be had fallen whilo trying to drown
the cat; took him straight to the jeweler's
when he tried to rob a robin’s nest and fell
out of the tree and broke his watch; picked
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SHE SEIZED HIM BY THE OOLLAR.

powder out of his neck and face when he
1aid a mine into the hen-house with intent !
to violeatly break up in business a henof .
too sedentary & disposition, and in other
ways followed William about like a guar-
dian angel. By the time tour o'clock came
John was compelled to ackrowledge that
William had succeeded in being very thor-
oughly and very disagreeably wicked. He
even tore John's clothes, tried to poke peas
in1o bis ears and called him a “doughface.” '

bein' drowned wile in swimmis®, |
wile stealin’ watermelons — which I !

uip in malke it t for him wile
:Tm‘gundm fambiy if he's lald
“:mmormhu s Juvenile Mutual Asso-
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At the sound of that dread word all the
boys ran away except wicked (pro tem.)
William Birn.

He crossed over to exult in

FISHED OUT IN TIME.

miliation, and reached the scene justas &
policeman hove in sight. John saw that
his doom was sealed. He made no remon-
strance and uttered no entreaty. Heheard
the six o'clock whistles blow, and a thought
struck him. His day of tentative good-
ness was over. “Please, ma'am,” said he,
in his modest, most insinuating tones, “if
I must be dragged away to a dungeon,
grant-me first just five minutes of grace!”

The ancient maiden lady's heart was not
touched, but she hought John Goode's re-
quest reasonable. She relaxed her hold on
his collar, and before the policeman could
getin reach of them, before a word couid
be said, a prayer uttered or a shriek
shrieked, be had fallen on the jeering “fiend
in human form" at his side and licked,
tbumped, cuffed and walloped Wiiliam until
his own mother would have known him

only to hick him again, and the fiendish !

jeer had faded forever from his once proper
features.

Discerning boys who read the “World of
Young Folks” will have no difficulty in
extracting from this true story two morals.
The first is that William shouid have cecased
at six o'clock sharpto bea bad boy. The
second is that ‘‘you may break, you may
shatter, the vase if you will, but the scent
of the roses wiil hang round it stilL.” It was
the pernicious recollection of his pristine
and theretofore wickedness which thwarted
in its first flush and, as it were. nipped in
the bud poor John Goode's first effort at real
goodness '—N. Y. World

PETE WAS RESIGNED.
He Was Willing te Help the Hangman
Make a Good Job.

“Pete, here is a
decent white man come to see you. Do
your purtiest, now, to entertain him.
You've gottwo more days to live,and I
hope you'll try and work into decent society
as much as poasible.”

“I'm sure I'm glad to see him," re-
sponded Pete, as he came forward and
shook hands.

“That's good. A born gentleman couldn’t
have said them words better. If I could
only keep you six weeks, Pete, you
wouldn't know yourself, and you'd do me
proud. ButIcan't. I've gotto hang you
day after to-morrow.”

“Well, I'm ready.”

“That's good, and just what I expected of
you. I've used you white, and 1 naturally
expect the same in return. 1f there'sany
one thing that riles me above another it's to
bave a man go buck on me at the last end.
Did you see me hang Cherokee Jack, Petei”

“J made a bungle of it, because he kicked

! st the last. Whay, sir (turning to me), he

beld up until the very last hour, deluding
me with and then went dead back
on me. Thinkof his refusing to be hung

;l‘rtermry thing was ship-shape and regu

“I'm not going to kick,” observed Peter.
“Good for you! Bome of the boysare bet-
ting that you will, but I'll give odds that
you won't. When a man knows he's got
to be hung, what's the use! have
got a mistaken notion about hanging. It
don't hurt a bit. How you feelin’, Peteri”

“Resigned.”

“That's right You hadn't orter killed
your old woman, but being you did, and
being as you must pull hemp for it, the
best way is to feel resigmed.
mighty nigh being a gentleman, Pete, and
as I said before, I'm sorry I can't keep you
and watch your meatal nent.
You'd improve fifty per cent. in six weeks.
Want to ask the geat any questions, Petel”

“N-o, I guess not. Wiil he be here to see |
boys m»> go!”

“He'd like to ever so much. But he can’t.
He's got to go on to Van Buren.”

“Can 1 do any thing for youl"* I asked.

“:o, thank you.”

“Well, Pete, we must be going,” briskly
remarked the executioner. *'Would nke to

purtiest job ever seen at this post.”
‘I want every thing to go off all right,”
the condemned.

“Of course—why sboukin’t you! It'sim
your mierest, too. Well, so wong, vid boy.
Keep your grit up and do your best. asaf Ll
guarantee a first-class job or quit the basi

ness.”"--N. Y. Boa.
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FOR OUR GOOD.

Dr. Talmage on the Uses of Re-
verses and Sorrow.

Why Adversity ia Necessary—The False
Attractions of the World-Coasolation
of Prayer in the Time of Trouble—
Deauties of lleaven.

Rev. T. De Witt Talmage prefaced a
recent sermon at Brooklyn by alluding
to the tribulations through which his
congregation had passed in building
their Tabernacle and which had twice
been burned and then took for his
text: “God shall wipe away all tears
from their eyes,” Revelations vii. 17.
He said:

Riding across a Western prairie, wild
flowers up to the hub of the carriage
wheel. and while a long distance from
any shelter there came a sudden shower,
and while the rain was falling in tor-
rents the sun was shining as brightly
as | ever saw it shine; and 1 thought
what a beautiful spectacle thisis! Seo
the tears of the Ilible are not midnight
storm, but rain on pansied prairies in
God’s sweet and golden sunlight. You
remember that bottle which David
labeled as tears, and Mary's tears. and
Paul’s tears, and Christ's tears, and the
harvest of joy that is to spring from the
sowing of tears. God mixes them. God
rounds them. God shows them where
to fall. God exhales them. A census
is taken of them, and there is a record
as to the moment when they are born,
and as to the place of their graves.
Tears of bad men are not kept. Alex-
ander, in his sorrow, had the hair
clipped from his horses and mules
and made a great ado about his
grief: but in all the vases of
Heaven there is not one of Alexander’s
tears. 1 speak of the tears of the good.
Alas! me! they are falling all the time.
In summer you sometimes hear the
growling thuader, and you see there isa
storm miles away. but vou know from
the drift of ¢louds that it will not come
anywhere near you. 5o, though it may
be all bright around about us, there is a
shower of trouble somewhere all the
time. Tears! Tears!

What is the use of them, anvhow?
WWhy not substitute laughter? Why not
make this a world where all the people
iare well, and eternal strangers to pain
{ and aches. What is the use of an East-
| ern storm when we might have a per-

; petual nor'wegter? Why. when a fam-

jily is put together. not have them all

! stay. or if they must be transplanted.

to make other homes, then have them
tall live, the family record telling a
! story of marriages and births, but of no
deaths? Why not have the harvests
chase each other without fatiguing toil?

Hear me, then, while I discourse to
you of the uses of trouble. First. Itis
the design of trouble to keep this world
from being too attractive. Something
must be done to make us willing to quit
existence. If it were not for trouble
this world would be a good enough
Heaven for me. You and I would be
willing to take a lease of this life for a
hundred million years if there were no
trouble.

No man wants to go out of this world,
or out of any house, until he has a better
house. To cure this wish to stay here,
God must somehow create a disgust for
our surroundings. How shall he do it?
He can not afford to deface His horizon,

_ | or to tear off a fiery panel from the sun-

set, or to subtract an anther from the
water lily, or to bamish the pungent
aroma from the mignonette, or to drag
the robes of the morning in mire. You
can not expect a Christopher Wren tomar
his own St. Paul’s Cathedral, or a Michael
Angelo to dash out his own “Last Judg-
ment.” or a Handel to discord his “Is-
rael in Egypt;” and you can not expect
God to spoil the architecture and music
of his own world. llow then are we to
be made willing to leave? Here is
where trouble comes in. Aftera man
has had a good deal of trouble, he says:
*Well, I am ready togo. If there is a
house somewhere whose roof doesnt
leak, I would like to live there. If
there is an atmosphere somewhere that
does not distress the luags, I would like
to breathe it. If there is a society some-
where where there is no tittle-tattle, I
would like to live there. If there is a
home circle somewhere where [ can find
my lost friends, 1 would like to go
there.”

e used to read the first part of the
RBible chiefly, now he reads the last part
of the Bible chiefly. Why has he
changed Genesis for Revelation? Ah!
he used to be anxious chiefly to know
how this world was made, and all about
its peological construction. Now he is
chiefly anxious to know how the next
world was made, and how it looks, and
who lives there, and how they dress.

The thought of that blessed place
comes over me mightily and I declare
that if this house were a great ship, and
you all were passengers on board it, and
one hand could launch thatship intothe
glories of Heaven, I should be tempted
to talee the responsibility and launch
you all into glory with one stroke, hold-
ing on to the side of the boat until I
could get in myself. And yet there are
people here to whom this world is
' brighter than Heaven. Well, dear souls,
i I do not blame you. Itis natural. But
| after a while you will be ready to go.
It was not until Job had been worn out

with bereavements and carbuncles and
ll pest of a wife that he wanted to see
God. It was not until the prodigal got
tired of living among the hogs that he
wanted to go to his father's house. It
is the ministry of trouble to make this
world worth less and Heaven worth
more.

Again, it is the use of trouble to make
! us feel our complete dependence upon
i God. King Alphonso said thatif he had
 been present at the creation he could
have made a better world than this.
What a pity he was not present! Ido
not know what God will do when some
men die. Men think they can doany
thing until God shows them they cando
nothing at all. We lay our great plans
and we like to execute them. It looks
big. God comes and takes us down.

We never feel our dependence upon
God until we get trouble. I was riding
with my little child along the road, and

she asked if she might drive. [ said,
*“Certainly.” 1 handed over the reins
to her,and I had to admire the glee
with which she drove. But after a
while we met a team and we had to
turn out. The road was narrow, and it
was sheer down on both sides. She
handed the remns over to me and said:
“I think you had better take charge of
the horse.” So we are all children; and
on this road of life we like to drive. It
gives one such an appearance of superi-
ority and power. It looks big. But
after awhile we meet some obstacle.and
we have to turn out, and the road
is marrow, and it is sheer down on
both sides: and then we are willing
that God should take the reins and
drive. Ah! my friends, we get upset so
often because we do not hand over the
reins soon encugh.

Can you tell me when you hear a man
pray whether he has ever had any
trouble? I can. The cadence, the
phraseology indicate it. Why do women
pray better than men? Because they
have had more trouble. Before a man
has had any trouble his prayers are
peetic and he begins away up among
the sun, moon and stars, and gives the
Lord a great deal of astronomical in-
formation that must be highly gratify-
ing. He then comes on down gradually
over beautiful tablelands to *“‘forever
and ever. amen, amen.” But after a
man has had trouble prayer is with him
a taking hold of the arm of God and
erying out for help. Ihave heard earnest
prayers on two or three oceasions that [
remember.

It is trouble, my friends, that makes
us feel our dependence on God. Wi do
not know our own weakness or God's
strength until the last plank breaks. It
is contemptible in us when there is
nothing else to take hold of that we
catch hold of God only.

I tell you what some of you business
men make me think of. A younz maun
@oes off from home to earn his fortune.
He goes with his mother’s consent snid
benediction. She has large wealth, but
he wants to make his own fortune. He
goes far away. falls sick, gets our of
money. He sends for the hetelkeeper
where he is staying, asking for len-
ience, and the answer he gets is: I
you don’t pay up Saturday night you'll
be removed to the hospital.™ The young
man sends to a comrade in the same
building. No help. He writes o a
banker who was a friend to his decceased
father. XNo relief. [le writes to an old
schoolmate. hut getsnohelp. Satarday
night comes and he is moved to the hos-
pital.

Getting there, he is frenzied with
grief: and be borrows a sheet of puaper
and a postage stamp. and he sits down.
and he writes home saying: ““Dear
mother, [ am sick untodeath. Come.”™ It
is ten minutes of ten when she gets the
letter. At ten o'clock the train starts.
She is five minutes from thedepot. She
gets there in time to have five minutes
to spare. She wonders why a train that
can go thirty miles an hour can not go
sixty miles an hour. She rushes into
the hospital. She says: My son, what
does all this mean? Why didn't you
send for me? You sent to everbody but
me. You knew I could and would help
you. Is this the reward I get for my
kindness to you always?” She bundles
him up, takes him howe, and gets him
well very soon.

Now, some of you treat God just as
that young man treated his mother.
When you get into a financial perplexi-
ty you call on the banker, you call on
the broker, you call on your creditors,
you call on your lawyer for legal coun-
sel, you call upon every body and when
you can not get any help then you go to
God. You say. “0 Lord, I come to Thee.
Help me now out of my perplexity.™

Again, it is the use of trouble to ca-
pacitate us for the office of symyathy.
The priests under the old dispensation
were set apart by baving water
sprinkled on their hands, feet and head
and by the sprinkling of tears people
are now set apart to the office of sym-
pathy. Whenwearein prosperity we like
to have a great many young people
around us, and we laugh when they
laugh, and we romp when they romp,
and we sing when they sing: but when
we have trouble we like plenty of old
folks around. Why? They know how
to talk. Take an aged mother. seventy
years of age, and she is almost omnipo-
tent in comfort. Why? She has been
throughitall. * = # @& &

O, man. praise God if you have in your
memory the picture of an honest,
sympathetic, kind, self-sacrificing,
Christ-like mother. 0, it takes these
people who have had trouble to comfort
others in trouble. Where did Paul get
the ink with which to write his com-
forting epistle? Where did David get
the ink to write his comforting Psalms?
Where did John get the ink to write his
comforting Revelation? They got it out
of their own tears. When a man has
gone through the curriculum and has
taken a course of dungeons and im-
prisonments and shipwrecks he is quali-
fied for the work of sympathy.

When I began to preach my sermons
on the subject of trouble were all poetic
and in semi-blank verse, but God
knocked the blank verse out of me long
ago and I have found out that I can not
comfort people except as [ myself have
been troubled. God make me the son of
consolation to the people. [ would
rather be the means of soothing one per-
turbed spirit to-day than to play a tune
that would set all the sons of mirth reel-
ing in the dance.

You know on a well spread table the
food becomes more delicate at the last.
I have fed you to-day with the bread of
consolation. Let the table now be
cleared and let us set on the chalice of
Heaven. Let the king's cup bearers
come in. Good morning, Heaven! “0,”
says some critic in the audience, *‘the
Bible contrizlicts itself. It intimates
again and again, that there are to be no
tears in Heaven, and if there be no
tears in Heaven how is it possible that
God will wipe any away?” 1 answer,
have you never seen a child crying one
moment and laughing the next; and
while she was laughing you saw the
tears still on her face? And perhaps
you have stopped her in the very midst
of her resumed glee and wiped off those
delayed tears.

“So, I think, after the Heavenly rapt-

ures have come upon us, there may be

the mark of some earthly grief, and
while those tears are glittering in the
light of the Jasper sea, God will wipe
them away. How well He can do that.
Jesus had enough trial to make Him
sympathetic with all trials. The short-
est verse in the Bible tells the story:
*Jesus wopt.” The scar on the back of
either hand. the scar on the arch of
either foot, the row of scars along the
line of the hair, will keep all Heaven
thinkinz. O, that great weeper is just
the on¢ to silence all earthly trouble,
wipe out all stains of earthly grief.
Gentle. Why, His step is softer than
the step of the dew. It will not bea
tyrant bidding you to hush up ery-
ing. It will be a Father who will
take you om His left arm, His face
gleaming into yours, while with the
soft tips of the fingers of the right hand,
He shall wipe away all tears from
your eyes. | have noticed when the
children get hurt, and their mother is
aw:y from home, they always come to
me for comfort and sympathy: but |
have noticed that when the children get
hurt and their mother is at home they
goright past me and te her. 1 am of
oo account. So when the soul comes up
into Heaven out of the wounds of this
life, it will not stop to look for Paul, or
Moses, or David or John. These did
very well once, but now the soul shall
rush past crying: *“Where is Jesus?™”
“Where is Jesus?” Dear Lond, what a
magniileent thing to die if thou shalt
thus wipe away the tears. Methink it
will take us some time to get used to
Heaven: the fruits of God without one
speck: the fresh pastures without one
nettle: the orchestra without one
snapped string: the river of gladness
without one torn bank: the solferinos
and the saffron of sunrise and sunses
swallowed up in the eternal day that
beams from God’s countenance!

Why should I wish to linger in the wild,

When 'l‘lli.:u art waiting, Futher, to reeeive Thy

child?

Sure, if we could get any appreciation
of what God has in reserve for us, it
would make us so homesick we would
be unfit for our every day work.

Prof. Leonard, formerly of lowa uni-

versity, put in my hands a meteorie,

stone, a stone thrown off from some
other world to this. How sugzestive it
was tome.  And I have to tell you the
best representations we have of Heaven
are only areolites flung off from that
world which rolls on. bearing the multi-
tudes of the redeemed. We analyze
these areolytes and find them erystal-
lizations of tears. No wonder. flung off
from Heaven. *“God shall wipe away
all tears from their eyes.”

Have you any appreciation of the
good and glorious times your friends
are having in Heaven? How different
it is when they get news there of a
Christian death from what it is here. It
is the difference between embarkation
and coming into port. Every thing de-
pends upon which side of the river you
stand when you hear of a Christian’s
death. If you stand on this side of the
river you mourn that they go. If you
stand on the other side of the river you
rejoice that they come. O, the differ-
ence between a funeral on earth and a
jubilee in Heaven—between requiem
here and triumphal march there—part-
ing here and reunion there. Together!
Have you thoughtof it! They are to-
gether.

I never appreciated that thought so
much as when we laid away in her last
slumber my sister Sarah. Standing
there in the village eemetery. 1 looked
around and said: “There is father. there
is mother, there is grandfather, there is
grandmother, there are whole cireles of
kindred:” and I thought to myself, “To-
gether in the grave—together in glory.”
I am so impressed with the thought that
I do not think it is any fanaticism when
some one is going from this world to the
next if you make them the bearer of
dispatches to your friends who are gone,
saying: “Give my love te my parents,
give my love to my children, give my
love to my old comrades who are in
glory, and tell them I am trying to fight
the good fight of faith, and I will join
them after awhile.” I believe the mes-
sage will be delivered; and I believe it
will increase the gladness of those who
are before the throme. Together are
they. all their tears gone. No trouble
getting good society for them. All kings,
queens. princesses.

In 1751 there was a bill c%ered in the
English Parliament proposing to change
the almanac so that March 1 would come
immediately after February 18. But O,
what a glorious change in the ealander
when all the years of your earthly ex-
istence are swallowed up in the eternal
year of God.

My friends, take this good cheer home
with you. These tears of bereavement
that course your cheeks, and of persecu-
tion, and of trial, are not always to be
there. The motherly hand of God will
wipe them all away. What is the use,

on the way to such a consum-
mation—what is the wmse of
fretting about any thing? O,

what an exhilaration it ought to be in
Christian work! See you the pinnacles
against the sky? It is the cry of our
God, and we are approaching it. Oh,
let us be busy in the few days that shall
remain for us. The Saxons and the
Britons went out to battle. The Saxons
were all armed. The Britons had no
arms at all: and yet history tells us the
Britons got the victory. Why? They
went into battle shouting three times
“Hallelujah!” and at the third shout of
“Hallelujah™ their enemies fled panic-
struck; and so the Britons got the vie-

m?nd.myfrieada.if we could omly ap-
preciate the glories that are to come,
we would be so filled with enthusiasm
that mo power om earth or hell could
stand before us; and at our first shout
the opposing forces would begin to
tremble, and at our second shout they
would begin to fall back, and at our
third shout they would be routed for-
ever. There is no power on earth or in
hell that could stand before three such
volleys of hallelujah.

I put this balsam on the wounds of
your heart. Rejoice at the thought of
what your departed friends have got rid
of, and that you have a prospect of s¢
making your own escape. Bear cheer-

‘There we shall march up the heavenly
And ground our arms at Jesas' foot. A

FARM AND FIRESIDE.

—It is noticoable that the seasom
rets somewhat of its complexion from
the farmer—-the good farmer has few
bad seasons, and the poor farmer has
few good seasons. — American Agricul-
turist.

—Nothing on a farm is more valuable
than well-cured hay, and it should be
fed to stock instead of being sold. The
price usually obtained for hay in the
market is less than its real feoding
value.

—Graham Cake: One cup of browa
I sugar, one cup of sour cream, two ecgs,

two (’umo‘ grah:lm e M, O [‘ou_qp.mn.
ful of soda, a little =alt and cinnamon
il liked. If the eream is not sour use
less soda. Do not stir too stitf. —De-
troit Free Press.

—~Colts should have the run of a yard
or, better, a small field for excrcise
each day, although kept in warm quar-
ters at night. A colt handled and fed
in this way will make a satisfactory
growth and remain in perfect health,
—Country Gentleman.

—Untting down thistles that are just
bursting into bloom is labor thrown
away. The same work a month provi-
ous would have accomplished much to-
ward preventing a growth next year.
Now they nre sown broadeast. A cut
in time saves more than nine in work
of this kind.

—Do not wait until the ground shall
kave been frozen over before putting
rough shoes on the horses, as they may
be injured should the ground hecome
slippery. Blankoets shou!d be proe wred
now, and the stalls put in order for
wintor use by covering all eracks and
erevices.

—Potato vines contain alarge amonnt
of potash, and a rood way is to leave
them evenly oo the ground and plow
them in. I dug by hand then bury
the tops as you dig. This is cheaper
and easier than to draw them in, com-
post them and draw them out again,
all of which adds nothing to their
value, a3 they quickly decay when
buried. .

—Baked Veal Cuatlet: Remove all
sizin fromw the elrs, washand wipe dey,
sprinkle with salt and pepper, nlace a

| sheet of whito paper in the bottom of a
shallow baking tin, butter it well, lay
the meat on it, piace bits of butter on

top of the meat and very thin sliees of
onion, piace in & moderate oven, baste
freauently with butter, bake until a
nice brown; remove from the pan, place
on & hot platter, pour over it a little
tomato sauce and pgarnish with sliced
lemon.—Philadelphin Press.
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THE COMPOST HEAP.
its Usefulness Demonstrated by Farcts as
Well us Figures.

The art of making eomposts is one to
be well studied. Perhaps its useful-
ness is now lost sight of in the pressure
of other m:tters, which never occeurred
to the old farmers, who practiced it
assiduously. But the value of it should
not be igmored. As food is digested
by certain processes. so plant food may
be by skillful fermentation ia acom-
post heap. There are digestiveagents,
such as lime particularly, which may
be used to make plant food soluble and
available for complete assimilation by
aerop. Lime is the best material for
this purpose, and as yeast starts fer-
mentation in a mass of carbonaceous
and nitrogenous matter, so lime starts
this action in a mass of organi¢ ma-
terial, which, without it, would re-
main crude and undigested and unfit
for the use of plants. Many years ago
“nitre beds,” as they were called, were
made forthe purpose of procuring salt-
petre (nitrate of potash) for the manu-
facture of gunpowder, the great natural
nitre beds of South America not having
then become known. These nitre bads
were nothing less or more than well-
made compost heaps.

A quantity of earth rich in organie
matter was mixed with manure, and
fresh quicklime was mingled through
the mass as evenly as possible, so as to
exercise its corrosive action most com-
pletely. An active fermentation en-
sued. The organic matter was decom-
posed, and as the heat expelled the
moisture from it urine was added to
preveat dry rot and furnish additional
moisture and nitrogenous matter for
the ferment to act upon. Whether or
not the nitrogen of the atmosphere,
separated from its accompanying oxy-
gen, was acted upon chemically dur-
ing the fermentation, has oot been sat-
isfactorily determined. but it was sup-
poscd at the time that this action did
occur in the mass through what is now
known as the “nitric ferment.” The
result was to produce a large amount
of pitrates, which were leached from
the decomposed mass and made into
saltpeter—the most valuable nitro-
genous salt known.

Avallable nitrogen is now worth in
the market, in the [lorm of fertilizers.
no less than seventeen cents per pound.
If it can be made by eomposting the
necessary substances on the farm with
the fresh lime a large saving of money
will result. The most available sub-
stances are peat or swamp muck; earth
rich in organic matter, such as the soil

open place where it can be kept moist
by the rains, and is left to ferment for
three months. Such compost heaps.
large enough to contain hundreds ef
to be seen on the best
they may be well
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