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THE RULING PASSION.

A tiny tot of only 1hres,

HSwoot aa the dew the roas Inholes,
I goyly dance upon my kneo

The while 1 il her falry tales,
Unelouded is her placid brow;

“No care,” muse I, “such lives dioireas™

" " Doar me, ' sars she, “I wonder how
1I'd bovter make my doliy's dross

A falr young brida in queenly powns
Coraes down the grand cathedes! alsheg
Tho mighty organ sweet!y sounilas,
Aud on her lips & saintly smile,
And In her heart o prayer—not so,
For truthlully we must confoss
Bhe's thinking this: “T'd ke 1o know
What folks are saying of ty dross ™

A mntroa near the gates of death
With weoping hindred st bor sils,
All fenrinl that each fleeting Lreasth
WL bear hep soul neross the tile,
Bhe tries tospeak! Bbe falntly clasps
The kindly form that bends above,
And with hor dytig braath she gasps:
“Soo that my shroud s rufiled, love ™

If all the Seriptures say ls true,
Thoere'll be more women, ton to one,
In thot aweet by and by where you
And | may mect whoen Wfe 1s done.
But ull the joys designed to bless—
Hright crowns and harps with golden
strings—
Won't please tho women there unless
Each bas the nleest palr of wings,
~Memphls Appeal

v iy et

CHAPTER XIIL—CANTINUED,
Nearly thirty years have gome by
since Chorles Dickens wrote nbout the

‘Savoy churchyard and the quniet pre-

cinet.  “'l think that on sumnp'r nights

‘the dew falls here,” he saud; “the only

rdew that is shed in all London, beyond

‘the tears of the homeless.”" And these

‘very worids may be spoken of this spot
ito~day, so green nnd fresh is the grass
‘and so beautiful are the trees. The
place is unchanged, and the famillar
“flgure of the chaplain, known and loved
by everybody, is still constantly seen
in his old hsunts. The surroundings
qare  altered: **the simple dwelling
Thouses, with their white doorsteps and
igreen blinds,” have been swept away;
‘but the coalies still *toneh their soun'-
‘vesters to him as he glides about,” and
‘the children's faces brighten ot his
greoting.

The churchyard was quict and de-
gerted when Olive ventured in and sat
«down to rest upon a scat under the
trees. She was in porfect harmony
wwith the tranquil lights and shadows;
and the grave beauty of the old gray
walls, on which the record of centuries
was written so legibly, yet without any
sign of neglect or deeay. The chapel,
in its vencrable strength, stood in the
midst of all the active life of to-day,
and linked the prosent to the past. In
that old chumh, the good and peaceful
Fuller spolie loving words to those who
sat within the walls, and crowded
about the windows and doors to got
within reach of his volece. And there,
too, he prenched his last sermon to the
wedding coupls. who were members of
his flock, nnd was earried out of his be-
loved sanctuary to die. There were no
regrets for the dignities so lately be-
stowed upon him, no troubles about
worldly things; but only *‘all humble
thankfulness nnd submission to God's
weleome providence,”

Olive sat there and meditated, and
saw the yellow leaves dropping slowly
in the still sunshine, Watching them
idly ut first, she began, after o timo, to
remember that these very leaves had
token the sun and dew of spriag; and
oll the freshness and fragrance of those
earlier days enme back to her with o
sudden thrill, stirring her with emo-
tions which she had belleved to be al-
most dead. Ilow soon the autumn of
her life had come! It was tranquil; it
might be swoet; but the gladncss of
springtide is the one irrecoverable joy
that, in this world, cun never be granted
10 us again,

She was no longer bitter and deso-
late, yet the sense of a lost youth
(which comes oftener to those still
young, than to the old) swas too strong
for her nat this moment. Something
arose in her throat; the toars fllled her
eyes, and she thought she would allow
thom to flow without restraint. They
did flow and plentcously. Once set
flowing they would mot stop, for
thoughts nnd memories came crowding
ofter them, Every scene in her brief
experience see to be suddenly re-
vived ot this moment; wvoices, long
hushed, were calling to her from the
past, and drowning sll the sounds of
the present. The habit of self-re-
straint, so constantly cultivated for the
sake of others, was broken through at
last.

When at length her bowed hend was
lifted, some one spoke to her in o calm
tone that she had heard before, Sho
Tooked up, startled and yet strangely
quieted, and met the gaze of the speak-
er. It was Mr. Sidney, the chaplain.

“You nre in trouble,” sald the quiet
volce, with its penctrating sweotness,
“You are in trouble, and you need help
and comfort."

As he stood there, tall and of digni-
fled bearing, she found ocournge to
glance ot him o second time. le wnsa
man who looked as if he could stand
alone without a single prop; ond al-
though he had & most bonign face, it
wore an expression of authority.
While he was speaking Olive had dried
her lost tears, and she answered bim
with o gontle frankness that touched
bim.

*I have had sorrow, but It is over,”
she said. I came here because the
placo is so still and restful; aand then I
began to ery unawares,”

*You wre looking tired,” Ile woa

watching her narrowly, and read the |

signs of quiet patience In her boautiful
young tace. *‘Do you live far off?"
*Oh, no! 1 live with my uncle who
is o bookseller close by. Lust sunday
I came here “or the first time, Itwasa
swprise 40 come suddenly on this green
spov ¢ had been longing for a sight of
grass and trees, for [ was born in the

eountry.

The chaplain knew well enough that
this shady nook had, been u refuge to
many who were ‘‘bora in the cow:try.”

He had seen men and women molinm
of tha spirit | wand went on:

here to renew the
under these trees. re are few spots
left now in the heart of London where
old memories may live and grow.

Then he talked to Olive of the ancient

to be put Into words; and See

“llo got his release, it seems, cosily
enongh. The girl was as proud as an
empress, too prond even to load him
wﬂ?npnwhm. She let him go in sk

ohurehyard and its history: and of other | lence, and then vanished out of his life

things; and she lstoned and wondered a | forever.

He does not even know

Mttlo at her own perfect nirestraint In | whether she fs living or dend.™

his presence.  She would not have won-

Thers was & pausa, a flame leaped up

dered, perhaps, had she realized that | brightly, shinlnz on the chaplain's

be had been directing people's lives for
years, learning thelr griofs, and making
himself fully sequalnted with their

hopes and fears and blonders.  All sorts | hnsh he spoke in a tone of

thonghtfal face, which looked storner

now than Aylstone had ever scen it be- |

broke the
deep indig-

fore. When Mr. Sydney

and conditions of men and women con-| natlon.

fided thelr affairs to him. [le could
have told how Tom and Sue In the court
had got into the habit of knoeking each
other about the head; and why Lord

“And yon will let Miss Villlers marry
her cousin without hearing o word of
this story, Aylstone?™

“Sho eame in one day quite myly, and

and Lady Hightower in Mayfair never | told me that she was enguged to Cland,”
spoke a word nowadays, when they | Seawnand replied. “f went to him, and

chanced to be loft alone together., e

possessed the rore gift of unlocking | ery thing.

urged him strongly to tell Adeline ev-
But he hnd given grand-

hearts, and such a gift is only held by | mother a solemn promise o say noth-

one who s & born director and spiritual
guide of men.

Mr. Sidney had no mystical tenden-
elea, His lifo was too busy: he took
too intense an

intercst in the lives |

!

ing. And so the ongagement has gone
dawdllneg on the man always depressed
and conscience-stricken, and the girl
puzzled and dissatistied!™

“But it onglhit not to go on. Yon know

around bim to have time for mystical | that?"

thoughts. He believed strongly In the

“Yer: I have been hoping against

helping power of human agency anml | hope; trying to belicve that o wrong

had nl! kinda of questions referred to
him by all kinds of persons. He did
not write books; he preferred to live in
people's hearts rather than on the
shelves of their libraries. Even his ser-
mons were rarcly to be found in print.
and in short he was not one of those
men who desire to leave o great name
behind them. To do his work thoronghly
while he lived here; to lift others out
of the slough of despond and lead
them with o firm hand up to those de-
lectable mountains where his own soul
rejoleed in pure air, this was his daily
task.

Before Olive left the old churchyard
thoe chaplain had learned her simple his-
tory, and was quietly dovising plans
for her future good. She went back to
the Wakes with a brighter foce than
she had worn for many o day.

“Uncle,” she sald, “1 have found a
now friend; or, rather, he has found
mo. It is Mr. Sidney.™

Samucl looked at her with o amile of
infinite content. ‘I have been waiting,”
he amswered. 1 knew a fresh wind
would blow into you life, but I did not
know whut quarter it would come
from."

CHAPTER X1V..
BHAWARD AYLOTONE AT MOMK

“*There is no reason why I should not
bring her to see pictures,” said the
ehaplain, **You say you coan count
upon Miss Villiers?"

“Most cortainly,” Seaward answered.
“Adeline is o comrade true and tried.
Already she has seen Miss Winfield in
the flower-shop, and docs pot wonder
that I want to know more of her. There
is not an atom of petty joalonsy in Ade-
line; and—rure quality in a womnn—
she is always willing that o man shall
be happy in his own way. Foor girl!
I wish I was quite sure about her hap-
piness.”

The chaplain and the painter had
dined together nnd were now talking
quietly over o bright firo. The weather
wns clear and cold; heavy ecurtaine
kept out nll possible dranghts:  decp
chalrs invited rest; tho warm light fell
on panelod walls, painted by Seuward's
own hand. lere were golden swheat-
cars, mingled with scarlet popples aml
ox-oyed daisies; thore was u mosay
bough, laden with blpssom; n glimpse
of shining water and dark rushes filled
another panel; the next showed a frag-
ment of snowy woodlund. It svas a
perfect room to spend o winter ovening
in. It glowed with rich colors, and
abounded in small arrangements for
case and comfort,

**She will soon be married, I suppose?
Mrs. Villiers told me that the time was
nlmost fixed,” sald the chaplain.

“Granny wants to filx everythlog,”
criedd Seawnnd, in on angry tone.
*Nothing is deflnitoly settled yet,
Adeline has not made wp her wind, and
1 begged her not to bo hurried.  Some-
times it occurs to me that we are all
using the poor girl very badly. She is
more ond more surprised at Claud's
curious lapguor. No ono has ever glven
hor even the faintest hint of that dis-
astrous aifair of his."

*Ilas he not got over that affair? the
chaplain asked.

“No; ond I don't believo be ever will.
Heo knows that he behaved like a scoun-
drol.”

“Io wanted to moarry Mra. Villiers'
compnnion. Was not that #?" said
Mr. Sidoey.

“Yes, My grandmother bod en-

8 young woman as maid,
just os she wns starting for the
Tyrol. The girl was singularly
olever and beantiful, and nctnally found
her way into the old Indy's affections.
When they returncd she was no longer
mald, but compunion. And then Claad
met her in the house in Curzon strect,
and stralghtway fell in love.”

“*Thoy must have attracted Mre. Vi-
liors' notioe,” sald the chaplain, *‘Sheo
is keen-sighted, I fancy.”

“Noj she was quite blind. Moreover
her mind was stoadily set on marrying
Claud to Adeline, and she thought of
nothing else. It was o pity that her
eyes were not opened sooner.™

“Nut thoy were oponed ot lnst?"

**Yes; just when things had gone so
fur that it was a sin to interfere. Claud
was passionately In love; and upon my
word [ believe that the girl wos as
good os gold. o had the banns pub-
lished in o church thut was nover at-
tonded by anyone he knew, and every-
thing was arranged botween thoe pair,
They were to steal off early on a Mon-
day to be married: but on the preceding
Sunduay the plot wes discovered."

*How?" asked the chaplain.

“1 ean hordly tell. It was the hounse-
keceper who had set a wateh, 1 think,
Anyhow, Mrs. Villlers burst upon them
in o storm of fury, and the vompanion
wus sont out of the house that very day,
She thought, of course, poor girl, that
her lover would keep his word at all
costs, but she leaned upon o broken
reod.  He did follow her, but it
was only to bewell his own wealiness
and beg to bo sct free.”

The chaplain's contempt was too

thing wonld come right. At first |
thought that Adeline, bright and at

THEY WEAE NOW TALKING QUIETLY.

tractive as she is, would help Claud to
begin o new life nnd o new love. Butl
have never been happy about the mat-
ter; and I see plainly that Claud cannot
forget.”

*You bave all behaved eruelly to Miss
Villiers,” said the chaplain uncompro-
misingly. *“If this story Is hushed up
before marriage it is sure to come ont
afterwards, And if I judge Adeline
Villiers rightly she is n woman who
wonld suffer acutely under the blow of
such a disclosure.  Desides this ill-used
girl may reappear?”

“I have thought of that," Beasvard
answered sadly. *“And yet [ fancied
that she would not live long aftor
Claud's desertion.  Hers was the kind
of beauty that one always ossociotes
with carly decay."”

*Then she was very beautiful?

“Would you like to see her portrait?™
sald Aylstope. I made o stody of her
hesd."

The chaploain nasented, and Seaward
led the way upstairs to the studlo.
Then he turned up the lamps, and
went to o corner where two or thrve
unframed pictures were leaning ngoinst
the wall.

“I always mcant to put her into a
group,” he said. *'I had an idea in my
mind, but I never carried it out, and
then she disappeared; and somehow 1
have never cared to look often ot this."

IIe turned the canvas tothe light, and
showed o pure delicate face, and o soft
mass of golden hair, in which wns a
spray of jessamine. Only the head was
finished; some fllmy drapery, gathered
loasely round the shoulders, was put in
with o few carcless touches, Dut it wos
a life-like countenance that looked buclk
on thoe gazers with beautiful melancholy
eyes nund o faint smilo.

*I bave not fluttercd her in the loast,”
remarked Seaward, and then, withont
further comment, he carried the picture
out of the light, and put it gently down
in the corner once more. Only this
time the face was not turned towards
the wall,

They went downstairs and parted
somewhat gravely in the hall

“On Saturday afternoon,” the chap-
lain sald, *1 will bring Miss Winfleld.”

Ho went out into the London night,
ond Seward returned to tho fireside
and meditoted, until jhe warmth and
quiotness drew him sway futo dream-
land. In slecp he saw the falr face
hovering near another, whoso richer,
darker beauty was always in his wak-
ing thoughts. And it sccemed to him
that the golden-haired wemun looked
at him with mute cntreaty as if pray-
ing that the brown-cyed girl might have
o happler fate than her own.

He wolie up suddenly with two lines
of an old song ringing in his ears, and
and then he remembered that the man
who wrote that song was resting some-
where under the green grass of the old
Suvoy churchyard. [IHe went up to his
room with o firm step and o resolute
heart, singing George Withog's woll-
known words in an undertone:

“If sho love me, Luls boileve,

T would dio ore she should grieve."

Seaward Aylstone had gooo regularly
to the chapel on Sundays for years. He
belonged to the erowd of deop thinkers
and carnest brain-workers who guth-
ered round Mr, Sidnoy, and found rest
and rofreshment in teaching, There
wus & freshoess oud guletness in the
chapladn’s sormons; his volce gulded his
hearers to the green pastures and still
waters of life, and SBeaward, who was
an cager toller, spending himuself on his
art, felt the good of this restful influ-
once,

One day he saw Olive among the con-
gregation and followed her, ps we bave
soen, to her own door. Other Sundays
come, and he saw her again and again,
and he longed to speak to her and know
her. And then he opencd his mind to
tho chaplabn

Alr. Sidusy already know something
of Bamuel Wako, and had gone to the
book-seller's house mnd talked to Olive

In her owwn home, Tt did not snrprise
him that Seaward had follen in love
with this girl's face, for the face had a
soul shining through it. and Seaward
was not the man % linger over a lamp
without n flame: Nor did it surprise
him that tho painter should frankly ask
for his help in the matter. o was ac-
sustomed, as wo know, to glve counsel
to the perplexed, snd nil to those who
conld get assistance from no othes
gquarter.  Morcover, ho koew that a
man's "“fancy.” whether bred
“In the hoart or in the head"™
may develop into one of those deep
loves which are the blessing or the
| the curse of life,
Every love affalr s a mystery, anid

those who bring two persons together
L do pot know whether they strike the
firat note of o dirge or u e Denm.

CIAIMER XV
T s Lrey
It was & red-lettor day with Ollve
when Mr. Sidney took her to the paiut-
| er's studio,
| She had heen to the exhibition of the
| Rogal academy with Unele Wale, and
| he had pointed out all the worles of great
f artists,  She had stood spelibound be-
[ fore n pleturo of Seaward Ayistone's
L and had tried aftervards to deseribe it
{ to Michael., Lut Michael never had
| patiener enough to listen to deserips
tions.  [lo always grudged every mo-
ment thut wos not spent in talking
about himself.

Two visitors were already In the
studlo when they went in. Miss Vil
liers was there, charmingly dressed,
anid she eame forward and held out her
hand to Olive, In the background was
a tall, weary young man, whose fuoce
was ke sn ivory eameo, perfectly cut
and colorless. And the girl remembered
afterwards that his proud, wnhappy
look had echilled her for a moment
But she was & little ngitated on her en-
trunce, and soswoersd the first words
addressed to hor with o bright blush,
which reminded Aylstone of the day
when he sow Ler under the larches at
Kow.

Her nervousness vanished when sho
turned to the pictures.  Here were
poets, soldjors, stutesmem, whose namoes
were woll known In the history ol our
own times. llere were women, fair
und stately, whose benuty had won
them o transitory fame; and childran
who smiled fresh and rosy from the
canvas, And there were other pletures,
full of mystic meaning: angels wateh-
ing on the summits of the everlasting
hills; & woun standing on the bank of »
dork river and looking across to the
other side, whore o woman walked In
solemn light.

While she gazed the painter talked to
her, explaining this and that, well
pleased when she gaioed confidence
enough to ask questions. Mr. Sidnoy
stood a little apart and chatted with
Adeline, while Cluud Villlers, standing
near his consin, hardly spoke at all.

Seaward had led his visitor to the far
end of the studio, and Adeline, near the
fire, was still talking to the chuplain,
when o faint cry from Olive startled
them oll.

[ro nr: cofTINUED |

“STICK TO YOUR LAST."

Thers Is Mowe Domand for Shoemakers
Than There Is for 'hilosophers.
' Bome of our young people have read
tin they oro crazed of learned black:
smiths who, at tho forge, conquered
thirty languages: and of shoemskers
who, pounding sole-leather, got to be
philosophors; and milliners who, wiale
their customers were at the zlass trying
on their spring hats, wrote a volume of
first-rato pooms. The fact is, no black-
smith onght to be troubled with more
than flvo languages, ond, instead of
shoemalkiers becoming philosophers, we
would like to turn our surplus of phil-
osophers Into shoemuakers, and the sup-
ply of poetry Is so much greater than
the demand that we wish milliners
wonld stick totheir business, Extroor-
dinary examples of work and endur-
ance may do ns much harm as good.
Decause Napoleon slept only three
hours a night, hundrds of students
have tricd the experiment; but Instead
of Austerlitz and Saragossa, there came
of it only a sick headache and a botch
of recitation. We are told of how many
books a man can read in the five spare
minutes before breakfast, and the ten
minutes ot noon; but I wish some onc
could tell us how much rest a man can
get lo fifteen mioutes after dinner, or
how much health in an hour's horse-
back ride, or how much fun in a Satur-
day aftornoon of ericket. Ie who has
such an lden of the value of time that
be takes none of it for rost, wastes ull
his time,.—Tulmage, in N, Y. Observer,

CONCERNING DREAMS.

The Juys and Sorrows That Occupy the
Mind of the Slesper.

The whole cosmos isin o man's brain:
—as much of it, at least, ns a man'
brains will hold; perhaps it is nowher
else. And when sleep relaxes the wil
and there are no earthly surrounding
to distract sttention—no duty, pain or
pleasure to compel {t—riderless fancy
tukns the bit in its teeth and the whole
oosmos goes mid and has its wild will
of us,

IneMable false joys, unspeakable
false torror and distress, strange phan
toma only seen as In o glass durkl)
chase each other without rhyme o
reason and play hide and seek across
the twllight field and throngh the dusk
recessos of our clouded and imperfoct
consclousness.

Apnd the false terrors and distyess
however unspoakable, are no wors
than such real terrors and distress a
are only too often the waking lot o
man, or even so bad; but the ineffabl
false joya transcend all possible humar
felicity while they last, dod o litth
while it is!

We wake, and wounder, and recall the
slight foundation on which such ultras
human bliss has scemed to rest.  Whut
matters the foundation if but the blls
be there and the brain has nerves b
feel it? — From *“Peter Ibbetson,” i1
Harper's Maguzine,

A Famous lisok Hide.
W ‘s most famous ride wo
w'l'penhtookl haok at the tree, A. D
1L

* FARM AND GARDEN.

ERGOT AND ERGOTISM.

Tho Terrible Disvnse Produced by Fungus
—~Fopulsr Hemodies

Ergv affecting forage crops such as
wild rye, red wp, timothy, ete, eansing
great distress ab times among farm
animals, bogine by the germination of
spores of u fungus, which have heen
curried by wind, or other moans, to the
flowers of grasses favorable to thelre de-
velopment.  'These spores germinate in
contact with the outer surface of the
pewly-forming scods, penetrate and In
the end displace them, preserving the
original form, and later bearing spores
which perform the office of seeds, nnd
falling to the ground, or wpon fAowers,

sirain germinato and produce the fun: | 4

gus.  Therefore, orgot Is not s dis
eased seed, but s enthrely o fungus
growth, developlng below the youn
seed and preventing Ita formation. Tt
is the dormant form of the fungus,
which remaining in this condition until
autumn, or more usunlly until spring,
germinates in the damp ground and
senils np o growth which produces
spores that fall on flowers of the
grossos and thus completes the cyoele.
The tungus has o different appearnnce
on different grasses, but the results from
suimals eating it ave the samo.  In the
Mustration, 1 is o head of orchard
grass, £, of timothy, 3, of wild rye, and

L Orchard Gross 8 Timowiy, & Wid Rpe
4 Red Top

¢, of red top, each of which Iy affectod
by ergot aa is shown by the bluck
growths whore seeds ought to be. The
results of feeding hay affected by .m
disense are frequently disastrous.

skin of the anlmal becomes red and
ftehing in spots, the hair falls off and
repulsive sores appear. In cattle, hogs
and sheep, the sores more commonly
appear on the legs and feet. The
snlies swell, suppurate, the bones be-
coms disessad, and finally the lower
Jointe drop off. This continues until
the anlmal is destroyed, affecting first
one, and then by degrees all the limba
It is n terrible disense, and has been
known in the old world for several cen-

turies,
| ©Of the multitude of remedies
only two have proved of ang value:
Poultices of soap, rye-meal and salt to
the legs and feet. 9. A wash of beef
brine, componed of saltpetre and com-
mon salt applied several timea s day,
and afterward washing and rubbing
the feet with bitteraweet ointment.
After thoe disease is well advanced,
treatment is uselesa When the @t
sigms of the disorder appear, make an
entire change of food, foeding that of
good quality, nutritions and free from
ergot. Administer & dose of physio,
keep snimals warm sod glve plenty of
woter. Ergotism will probably not sp-
pear if the hay is cut bafore the secds
formed. Green cut hay is easily di-
gestible and readlly esten.—Orange
Judd Farmer.

FACTS FOR FARMERS.

Ar the Massachusetts station experi-
ments have been made with the soja
booan s a sllo plant. This bean grows
somewhat like o pea vine. 1t ia sald to
more closely ressmble mest In its
chemloal analysis than any other
produoct.

Tug value of o food does not depend
on its bulk. Chemists claim thst
pound of cottonsecd meal Is equal, in
autrition, to three pounds of corn, or
seven and & half pounds of bran. Ac-
cording to cost, therefore, it is much
cheaper than any kind of graln.

REPLANT the rows of beets, carrots
and parsnips if the seeds hayve not germ-
inated. The rains may have kepj the
ground too wet snd cold, thus causing
the seed to fall. 1f any seeds have
germinated, and the plants are well up,
lave them for an early supply.

Pracn trees sometimes die after
yielding only one or two erops, due to
the yellows or the borer. The use
of fertilizers, and guarding sgninst In-
fected troes, may prevent the disense,
but the borer can only be warded off
by constent vigilance in examioing the
treca

#Sheep That Don't Pay.

There nre many flocks of light shear-
ing native sheep that do not pay inter-
'shon the money invosted 10 them, let
alone payiog for feed and trouble,
which, bred to o heavy-fleeced Merino
ram, and by & judiclous selection of the
offspring, can in a short time be bred
up to shear a good sized floece, s well
as to have & carcass of fair weight,
withont going to the greater expense
necessary to purchase a full flook of
thoroughbreds; yetthey sre quite an

nt over thelr thin,/ light-
flecced progenitors, and this way of
securing a flock of sheep is ln most
cases better sulted to the farmer's
pocketbook. —Farmers' Volce.

Food for Plge.

Daély refuse is ono of the products
(i is may be so styled) of the duiry and
ereamery that sssist is adding to the
profit. Skimmilk, buttermilk and

whey contain the nitrogenous matter
of the milk, sod are more valuable as
food for pigs than corn, aa such refuse
contains all the elements of growth.
The Yseplog uf cows in crder to supply
milk o creameries necessarily demunds
the keeping of hogs also

THINNING ONIONS. _ .

The Yew Method of Transplantiog Not
Vary Snceesnful.
Some amion growers do not thin
onlons at all.  The result is ot harvest
time they have & large amount of
onions too large for sets anid not large
enough to be sulable.  Without sowing
the seel] protiy thick we gannot get the
dosirable full and even stand. This
gives us the less desirable feature of a
largo surplus of plants. I8 1s no
child’'s plav to ounltivate and woed
cnions aua to work over s pateh where
the planta la  many places are
from six to twelve inches apart is labor
and money lost. It is much better to
sow the seed reasonably thick and thin
out the surplus plants, This is an im-
portant point aud should be properly

e,
lvery plant that Ia not required to
muoke the crop is a ussloss consumer of
the Rlnnl food in the soll and Is prac-
tically n weod. It is Just as important
to romove the aurplus plants at an
early perfod of growth as It I8 to re-
move woeds. It requires rich soil, well
manured, to profltably grow onlons,
and it In not wise to attempt to grow
them on any other kind of giound. On
such soll the plants may stand so that
when the onlons are full grown they
will tonch or slmost touch ench other.
The kind must be taken into consld-
erutlon, na wome kinds grow twice as
large an othera, The rows should be
about twelve inches apark [ have
found that It makes but little differ-
ence in regard to the slzo, whether they
are twelve or sixteen inchos apart. In
the new method of transplanting we
do nway with tho task of thinning (and
weeding to some extent) snd also get
an even stand However, the new
mothad may not be very profitable after
all. us it s not alwaya attended with suo-
cess, We have lost fnlly ons-half of our
plants this year. In & fow days after
they came up they tumbled down fiat in

have had the samae trouble.—~Cor. Ohlo
Farmer. 1

ROTATION OF OROPS.

. igh Tatell
The of which a rotation of
cecpe Lo Siviied, Dy S ot SaIGEIEE

agriculturists la based on the fact that
the domands made noll foe
plant food by Mhﬂ while
alike in lmportant partsonlars,
tThe same with all k':dl in
hus soms orops require one t
in abundunce with aomparatively little
of othevs. Manifestly, If crope ave plant-
ed in such rotation that a

largely, it will in most eases be better
thun to permit the former to sunocceed
this s differsnt crop
whose wanta will mainly supplied
the elements that remain in ter
plenty, may be raised with but or
no belp from the one element most Im=
porl-n'r t for the orop
o

of evops. Agsain, some crops are almoat

exhawsting, being ch oar-
m.wuhmml lllnhcgvul.

the soil through the decay of thelr
roots and stabble. ¥Ne formuls for ro-
tation oan be given that will be of gen-

of by & farmer who would be suocceasful
inhis o lling.—Colman's Rural World.

STORMY DAY WORK.
o Geod 014 Rall
A Spleadid Way of Mabing Gend

i w
slde braces. Waste strips that may be
bought by the cord for almost nothing,
frequently, will serve admirsbly, and
may be sawed or nalled together in the
barn or shop when storms prevent vut-
door labors. The uprights and Lraces
are nuiled to the bottom plece and to
each other 1 foot from the top of the
uprights, = wspuce of not over 65
inches being left between uprights. No
fence Is better for shuep. Unless the
nalls are elinched, wire nails should not
be used, as they draw out so easily, en-
during but little strain snd rendering
the fence wgak. Light poles san be
lald up between these braces It desired
Instend of rails, — Hollister Bage, in
Farm and Home.

The Way te Buccess.

Ana rule, if yon want more money
on stock, sad this especially applies to
the cows in the dairy, it must have the
best of care, It must have food and wa-
ter regularly, must be kept clean, and
in every way made comfortable at sl
seasons of tho year, If you cannol
make up your mind to treat stock in
this wanner yoa can sell out and go
into some other business--Westera

Bural
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