IN THE DEEP WOODS.

There is a n'rrlnf-llme m my soul to-day,
An aitivude of peace | seldum reach,
As thro’ the solemn woods my foolst«ps stray,
Where brooks have vo.ces und the shadows
speech,
B lent as one who treads dark minster sisles,
I wonder onwarid |:m<tllmae leafy shrones,
While sunsct thro’ green casements softly
rmiles
And swings its rosy censer mid the pines.

Far overhead the beechtrees’ spreading net
Lets In falnt glimpses of the sky's blue roof;
The tired leaves, dyed searlet by sunset,
Fall 1angied in brown eaith’s dusky wool.

Ihearthe young brook whizper to the leaves,
And mark its ecaltered silver on the moss;
In dresmy air the spider deftly weaves
A filmy sail for idle winds 10 loss,

1 panse beside the altsrs of the trees,
here fncense floats from everv budding

Kpray,
And like some d'stant sighfvg of the seas,
Sound the soft wind-hurps waking fur away.

The air geems as a chaliee, and its rim
Is overflowed by sunlight’s yellow wine,
Anom. some Llling ghadows softly dim
The mystery of its coloring divine.

I smel] the vague, sweet odor of the grass,
The perfume of past spr.ng-times come again,
And every breeze that down the glades doth

pass,
Bears whispers of the silvery, summer rain.

In these deep woods immortal yearnings make
The cares «f yes'erday become as dreoms;
All lesser things my soul would e'er forsuke
To linger here, wuere such enchantment
BECcms.

What bliss to wander from the world set free,
To feel the soft air blow upon my face;

Oh ] numeless rapture, he who knows not thee
Hath never known life's one supremest grace.

The leaves and flowers are poems, every brook
That laves the slim stalk of some bending

reed,
Is but a sentence in that wondrous book
Where Genius finds its erand, eternal ereed.

Here Nature wakes about her haunts divine
Far swe ter anthems than earth’s feeble
hymns,
What siva ns aerial haunt the dosky pine,
Whose blackened suade the star of evening
dims.

All better, nobler feelings eome once more
To 1 nger with me as | wander hiere,

Like ships rcturning from a brighter shore,
I greet them with the silence of a tear.

Fain would | dwell forever hera alone

In these great woods pvnnoted and forgot,
An everla ling calm abou me thrown,

The sturs of eve L seutine! the spot,

I would not hear the far off eity’s hum,
The: tomults of the outside li'e should cease,
To this dim refuge naucht should ever come
To mar the Llissful perfectness of peace,

Oh. song immortal; oh divinest song!
Where shall I find thee, if it b» not here?

I wiil no mere return unto the throng;
Here will I rest and deem thee ever near.

The woods shall vield their secrets unto me,
‘1 he sky sm:le gofily thra’ there leafv bars
Whilst evermore my et shall follow (hee
Up pati ways leading to a land of stars.
— Elvira Sidun Miller, in The Current.

FOURTH COUSLNS.

In the early sammer of 1860 I went
upon a visit to a distant relative of
nmine who lived in one of the Shetland
Islands. It was early sumwer with
myself then; I was a medical student
with life all before me-—life and hope,
and joy and sorrow as well. I went
north with the intention of working
hard, and took quite a small library
with me; there was nothing in the
shape of study I did not mean to do,
and to diive at; the flora of the Ultima

wr
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love to Cousin Maggie. But weeks
went by, and my love making was
still postponed; it becamwe a sine die
kind of a probability. Maggie was
constantly with me when oui of doors
—my companion in all my fishing and
shooting trips. But she carried bpot
only a rod but even aritle herself; she
could give me lessons in casting the
fly—and did; she often shot dead the
seals that I had merely weunded, and
her prowess in rowing astonished me,
and her daring in venturing so far to
sea in our broad. open Dboat, often
made me trcmble for our safety.

A frequent visitor for the first two
months of my stay at R——— was a
young and well to do farmer and fisher

ing island, always accompanied by his
sister and they usually stayed a day or
two. I was not Jong in perceiving that
this Mr. Thorforth was deeply in love
with my cousin; the state of her feel-
ing toward him it was some time be-
fore I could fathom, but the revelation
came at last and quite unexpectedly.

There was an old ruin some distance
from the house, where, one lovely
moonlight night, I happened to be
seated alone. 1 was not alone, how-
ever; from a window 1 could see my
cousin and Thorforthk coming towal
the place, and thinking to surprise
them, I drew back under the shadow
of a portion of the wall. But I was
not to be an actor in that scene, though
it was one I shall never forget. I
could not see his face, but hers, on
which the moonbeams fell, was pained,
half-frightened, impatient. He was
pleading his cause, he was telling the
old, old story, with an earnestness and
eloquence I had never heard surpassed.
She stopped it at last.

“Ob! Magnus,” she cried. ¢Oh!
Magnus Thorforth, I never dreamed it
would come to this! Oh! what grief
you cause me, my poor Magnus. my
poor Magnus, my more than friend!”

What more was said need not be
told. In afew moments he was gone,
and she was knecling on the green
sward, just on thé spot where he had
left her, her hands clasped, and her
face uptnrned to heaven.

Next day, Magnus Thorforth went
sadly away: even his sister looked
sad. She must have known it all. I
never <aw them again,

One day, about a month after this.
Maggie and 1| were together in a cave
close by the ocean—a favorite haunt
of ours on hot afternoons. Our boat
was drawn up close by. The day was
bright and the sea calm, its tiny wave-
lets making drowsy, dreamy music on
the yellow sands.

She had been reading aloud, and I
was gazing at her face.

*1 begin to think you are beautifnl,”
I said.

She looked down at me where I lav
with those innocent eyes of hers that
always looked into mine as frankly as
a child’s would.

*1'm not sure,” I continued, “thatI
shan’t commence making love to yon,
and perhaps I might marry you. What
would vou think of that?”

“Love!” she laughed, as musically
as a sea-nymph, “love? Love betwixt
a censin and a cousmm?  Prepos-
terous!”

Thule, its fauna and geology, too, to
say nothing of chemistry and therapeu- |
tics. So much for good intentions, but
—I may as well confess it as not—I |
never once opencd my huge box of |
books duringe the five months Ilived at |
R , and if 1 studied at all it was
from the book of nature, whichis open
to every one who cares to con its
pages.

The steamboat landed me at Ler-
wick, and I completed my journey,
with my boxes, next day in an open
boat,

It was a very cold morning, with a |
gray, cold, choppy sea on, the spray
from which dashed over the boat, wet-
ting me thoroughly, and makine me
fecl pinched, blear-eyed and miserable.

I even envied the seals Isaw cosily
asleep in dry, sandy caves, at
the foot of the black and beetling
rocks.

How very [antastic those rocks were,
but cheerless, so cheerless!  Even the
sea-birds that circled around them
seemed sereaming a dirge. An open-
ing in a wall of rock took us ut length
into a long, winding fiord, or arm of
the sea, with green bare fieldson every |
gide, and wild, weird-like sheep that
gazed on us fora moment, then bleated |
and fled. Rizht at the end of this roek
stood my friend’s house, comfortabie
and solid-looking, but unsheltered by |
a single tree.

“I shan’t stay long here,”” I said to |
myself, as I landed. |

An hour ortwo afterward I had |
changed my mind edtirely. 1 was |
seated in a charmingly and cosily fur-

nished drawing-room upstairs. The |
windows looked out to and away
across the broad Atlantic. How

strange it was: for the loch that had
led me tothe front of the house, and
the waters of which rippled up and
down the very lawn, was part of the
German ocean, and here at the back,
and not a stone’s throw distant, was
the Atlantic! Its great, green, dark |
billows rolled up and broke into foam
against the black breastwork of cliffa
beneath us.- The immense depth of
its waves could be judged of by keen-
ing the eve tixed upon the tall, steeple-
like rocks which shot up here and
there through the water a little way
out to sen—ut one moment these would
appear like lofty spires, and next they |
would be almost entirely swallowed
up.

Beside the fire, in an easy chair, sat
my gray haired old relation and host,
and not far off his wife. Hospitable,
warm-hearted and genial both of them |
were. If marrianges really are made |
in heaven, 1 could not help think ng |
theirs must have been, so mnch did |
they seem each onnher’s counterpart. [

Presently Cousin Maggie entered, |
smiline to me as she did so; her left
hand lingered fondly for a moment on
her father's gray locks, then she sat
down unbidden to the piano.

On the strength of my blood rela-
tionship, distunt though it was, for
we were really only third or fourth
eousins, I was made a member of this
family from the first, and Maggie
rreated me as a brother. I was not

entirely pleased with the latter ar
rangement, because many days had
not passed ere 1 conciuded it would

| zie was with her mother.

be a pleasant pastime for me to make

“I dare say,” I resumed, pretending
to pout, “you wouldn’t marry me be-
cause I'm poor.”

“Poor!”” she repeated, looking very
firm and earnest now. “1f the man I

who came in his boat from a neighbor-.

i their heads baskets of provisions for

loved were poor 1'd earry a ereel for |

him. I'd gather shells for his sake;
but I don’t love anybody and don’t
mean to. Come!”

So that was the beginning and the
end of my love-making with Cousin
Maggie.

And Maggie had said she had never
meant to love anyone. Well, we never
can tell what may be inour immediate
future. :

Hardly had we left the cave that day,
and put off from the shore. ere cats’-
paws began to ruflle the water. They
came in from the westg, and before we
had got half way to the distant head-
land, a steady breeze was blowing.
We had hoisted our sail and -7ere run-
ning before it .with the speed of 2 gull
on the wing.

Once round the point we had a beam
wind t:il we entered the fiord, then we
huad to beat to windward all the way
home, by which time it was blowing
quite a gale.

It went round more to the north
about sunset, and then, for the
time, we noticed a yacht of small dimen-
sions on the distant horrizon. Her in-
tention apveared to be thatof rounding

| . =] .
i the island and probably anchoring on

the lee side of it. She was i an ugly
position, however, and we all watched
her anxiously till nightfall hid her
from our view.

I retired early, but sleep was out of
the question, for the wind raged and
howled around the house like wild
wolves. About 12 o'clock the sound
of .. gan fell on my ears. 1 could not

| be mistaken, for the window rattled in

sharp response.

1 sprang from my couch and began
to dress, and immediately after, my
aced relative entered the room. He
looked younger and taller than I had
seen him, but very serious.

“The yacht is on the Ba,” he said
solemnly.

They were words to me of fearfnl
significance. The yacht, I knew, must
soon break np, and nothing could save
the crew.

I qu ckly followed my relative into
the back drawing-room, where Mag-
We guzed
out into the night, out and across the
sea. At the same moment, out there
on the terrible Ba, a blue licht sprang
up, revealing the yacht and even its
peonle on board.  She was leaning
well over to one side, her masts gone,

.and the spray dashing over her.

cried Maggie. *‘there is
We can guide their
Come, cousin!”’

Was 1

*Come,”
no time to loose.
boal to the eave.

I felt dazed, thunderstruck.
to take part in a forlorn hope? Was
Maggie how beautiful and darling
she looked now—to assume the robe of
a modern Gracc Darling? So it ap-
peared.

The events of that night eame back
{o mv memory now as if they had hap-
pened but yesterday. It isa page in my
past life that can never be obliterated.

We pulled out the fiord, Maggie
snd I, and up under the lee of the is-
land, then, on rounding the poini, we
encountered the whole force of the

- great bales consisting of feather-beds,
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; me we were on the lee side, and Mag-

. friendless.
lirst |

sea and wind, There was a glimmer-
ing light on the wrecked yacht, and
for that we rowed, or rather wers
borne along on the gale. No boat save
a Shetland skiff could have been trust-
ed in sueh o sea,

As we neared the Ba, steadying her-
self by leaning on my shoulder, Mag-
gie stood half up and waved the lan-
tern, and it was answered from the
wreck. Next moment it seemed to

gie herself hailed the shipwrecked
people.

“We cannot come nearer,” she
cried; *lower your boat and follow
our light closely.”

“Take the tiller, now,” she contin-
ued, addressing me, “and steer for the
light you see on the clifl. Keef: her
well up, though, or all will be lost.”

We waited —and that with difliculty
—for a few minutes—till we saw by
the starlight that the yacht's boat was
lowered, then away we went,

The light on the clifi-top moved
slowly down the wind. I kept the
boat’s head a point or two above it,
and on she dashed. The rocks loomed
blick and high as we neared them, the
waves breaking in terrible turmoil be-
neath.

Suddenly the light was lowered over
the cliff down to the very water's
edge.

“Steady now,” cried my brave
cousin, and the next moment we were
round a point and into smooth water,
with the yacht’s boat close beside us,
The place was partly cave, partly
“noss.” We beached onr boats and
here we remained all night, and were
Il rescued next morning by a lisher-
man’s vawl.

The yacht’s people were the cap-
tain, his wife and one boy—Nor-
wegians all, Brinster by name.

My story is nearly done. What
need to tell of the gratitude of those
whom Maggie’s heroism had saved
from a watery grave?

But it eame to pass that when, a few
months afterward, a beautiful new
yacht eame round to the fiord to take
those shipwrecked mariners away,
Cousin Magegie went with them on a
cruise.

It ecame to pass also that when 1
paid my very next visit to R , in
the following summer, I found living
at my relatives house a Major Brinster
and a Mrs. Brinster.

And Mrs. Brinster was my Cousin
Maggie, and Major Brinster was my
Cousin  Maggie's *fate.”” — Gordon
Stables.

Deluded Negroes.

The close of the war found thou-
sands of unemployed, unrestrained,
and impecunious colored people in the
District of Columbia. With every ad-
vancing step of ourarmies they gath-
ered np great bales of articles that
seemed most desirable to them’ from
their ‘'own domiciies, and from the
homes of their masters they made
their way to Washington, the Mecca
of their imaginations, under the im-
pression that freedom and plenty were
to be attained by reaching it. They
came by tens and by hundreds. The
old and the decrepit, the young and
helpless, the mitiale-aged und streng.
On foot they came, and they bore with
them their goods and chatteis.  Stout
girls of 12 carried the fat, shining ba-
bies; ladsof all ages balanced upon

the journey; buxom field-hands bore

missum’s dresses, mirrors, and band-
boxes, and the men were burdened
with an amount of sundries that would
make a cart-load.

No exertion was exhansting, no ob-
stacle insurmountable. ““Gwine norf,
where you all cum frum,” was the
exultant reply to all interrogatories
concerning their destination.

They knew little, but they dreamed
much, of what would be the result of
the sudden and unprovided-for change
in their condition. It was a leap in
the dark, but they imagined it a leap
from darkness into light—from a state
of bondage into a glorious condition
of freedom; and they naturally con-
sidered that they would be recipients
of the blessings that such a change
should produce.

Alas' alas! for the awakening from
this delusion! They found thewmselves |
at last in Washington, homeless and
They stood upon the‘
wharves and gazed and wondered. [

The great dome of the capitol, the
marble walls of the public buildings,
the busy throng going and coming
from their accustomed places of busi- |
ness, amazed them. No feast was

offered them; they were invited to no

hospitable homes. They found them- |
selves strangers in a strangers land,
destitute and despised. and pinched
by hunger and faint with the reaction
of stimulated imaginations, they be-|
gan to grope their way into alleys, and |
byways, and stable-lofts, and rude
hovels, and so became, twenty-five
thousands of them, denizens of the
American metropolis.  How they
lived, how they suffered, how they
died, will never be written.—Ben: ler-
ley Poor in Boston Budgel.

The Happy Men in ﬂospita-l'ity.
The Canadian, as any one will admit
who has been his guest, possesses

an eminent and most enjoyable degree |
In him are |

happily blended the best characteris- |

the virtue of hospitality.

ties of the Englishman and the Ameri-
can. The Englishman, hearty as the
welcome which he extends to a guest.
still compasses his house and bis heart
round about with barriers of reserve
and suspicion, which it is not always
easy lo surmount, or to throw down.
The American on the other hand, for
ail his prompt courtesies and willing-
ness to oblize and to entertain, 1is
often apt to earry what we might call
the hotel and business atmosphere into
his acquaintanceships. He entertains

royally, but it often seems as if he |

grudgzed the time and the personal at-
tention which are requisite in order
that the guest may enjoy himself to
the utmost. The Canadian, as we
have already smid, blends in a hapoy
measure the best traits of his British
progenitor and his American neighbor.
—Philadelplia Record.

The burglar, like his fricad the philasopher,
“takes evervthing just sa it comes,” and not
infrequently goes for it.— Foake s Gazeile.

DAIRYING IN THE WEST.

The Advantages Over Other Parts of the
Country.

Not many years ago, says The
Clicago Times, men who had achieved
considerable success in central New
York in keeping cows and in making
butter and cheese were invited to at-
tend the meetings of dairymen's as-
sociations in the west, for the purpose
‘of imparting information. No doubt
they accomplished considerable good
in the matter of aflording instruction
in the establishment of butter and
cheese factories and in the sale of
dairy products. In one respect their
speaking had a bad effect. Their es-
umate of the eapabilities of the west
to produce milk, butter, and cheese
that would ecompare in excellence with
those produced in “York state” was
exceedingly discouraging. Some of
them thought that only inferior articles
would ever be produced on prairie
farms. Theydeclared that it required
a somewhat hilly country to furnish
the grasses that produce the best milk,
and they stated that spring water was
essential to sunceessful dairying. A
few took a rather more hopeful view
of the matter. They expressed the
belief that grasses suitable for the pro-

duction of good milk would sometime |

be raised on the prairies. U'hey thought,

however, that one generation of men |

would be required to prepare farms
for the occupation of dairying. After
the native prairie sod was reduced,
draios were cut, and the land kept in
cultivated ecrops for thirty or forty
years, they thought that, good past-
ures of tame grass might be estublish-
ed and good milk produced. It was
well enough to make in the meantime
some butter and cheese for the supply
of local markets, where the patrons
were not very particular, and some of
these inferior dairy products might
find a sale in the east at prices much
below those realized by eastern dairy-
men. Many who listened to the re-
marks of these *“wise men from the
east’” abandoned the idea of becoming

dairymen, and others dillizently labor- |

ed to improve their farms so that their
boys, in a distant future, might make
gooe butter and cheese. None, or at
least very few, thought that they
could suceessfully compete with “York

state” dairymen in the produetion of |

butter and cheese designed for first-
class customers in the great cities of
the country. -

It took but a few years to demon-
strate the fact that the great prairies
of the northwest were eapable of pro-
ducing as much and as excellent grass

as any territory in the country. In
fact, it was shown that the native
grass of the prairies furnished
good food for mileh cows, and

that the pasture grasses that are in
favor in other places could be intro-
duced on a prairie sod with very little
difliculty. With good grass and an
abundance of grains, and with the
same breeds of cows that were kept in
the dairy regions of the eastern states,
there was no trouble in-obtaining good
muk. Skillful bands converted this
milk into butter and cheese of excel-
lent quality. At several national and
international fairs butter and cheese
made in Illinois, Wisconsin, and Iowa
were awarded the hizhest prizes. A

reputiation was gained st home and in |

forcign countries. The proprictors of
western creameries and cheese fae-
tories were proud to put their names

on all the packages they sent out. |

They established boards of trade in
all the large towns which were dairy
centers, and eaused the wholesile
dealers in butter and cheese to attend
them in order to obtain goods to =ell
again. Theyv saved the margin long
allowed commission merchants, abol-

ished the credit system in disposing of

dairy products, and adopted sound
business rules.

The prospect for dairyinge in the
states and territories ecomposing the
northwest are now excellent.  This
portion of the country enjoys ad-
vantages for dairyving not possessed
elsewhere. It is an excellent country
for producing grass, which is the food
chietly relied on for making milk. The

fertility of the soil has not been ex- |

hausted by the eontinuous production
of grain, hops, and tobuceo, as is the
case in many parts of the east. Corn

and all the smaller grains are chiefly '

raised. No commercial fertilizers are
required in order to produce large
crops.
lect herds of dairy cows in the west
than in the east. The produetion of

' beef is one of the leading institutions.
Parties purchasing or raising animals |

to fatten prefer steers, and cows can
readily be obtained for dairy purposes.
The facilities for marketing western
dairy products are now almost every-
thing that could be desired. There is
an extensive local market. Butter and

cheese are in constant demand to sup- |

ply mining towns in the distant west
and lumber-eamps in the north. Sev-
eral times during the past few years
the complaint has been made by east-

ern dairymen that butter and eheese |
lowa to Boston

were carried from

cheaper than from Vermont. Trans- |
portation companies now econtract !
to deliver western dairy prod-

uets in Liverpool and Glusgow at |

rates that were not articipated a few
}'t‘:lr:'i ago.
In many places eapital is necessary

to develop the dairv interest in the |

west. The farmers have no money to
put in butter and cheese factories.
They generally commenced poor.

They have spent years in mmproving |

their places.  All the money they
could obtain from the sale of crops
has been exhausted in makine fences,
erecting buildings, breaking the soil,
and purchasing machinery.  They
might exchange some of the stock they
now have for dairy cows, but they have
not the money to erect buildings suit-
able for butter and cheese factories
and to purchase suitable machinery
and implements for them. More
knowledze of the proper sheitering
and care of milch ¢ ws is also want-
ed, 2and more instruction is needed in
the art of milking, the care of milk, the

raising of eream, and the manufacture

of butter and cheese. Western farm-
ers have been wdvised to convert their
grass and grain into meat aud wool in
order to save in the matter of trans-
portation.
in the matter of tiansportation m con-

It is easier and cheaper to eol- |

There is a sreater saving |
o

Another thing necessary to perma-
nency of snceess in dairying is retain-
ing a deserved reputation for excel-
lence in the articles produced and put
on the market. The adulteration of
butter and cheese, or the impoverish-
ment of the latter by the removalof
the cream from the milk, ean not long
be carried on without destroying the
reputation of the maker.

———— ey

Industrial Brevities,

Kansas correspondents report apple
buds generally alive, and promising =
fair crop of fruit. Peach buds were
killed by the severe cold in all por-
tions of the state, except in the south-
central, where the promise for a full
' crop is encouraging. Pears and cher-
| ries promise an average yield, except
in the extreme northern counties, where
they were damaged considerably
during the winter. Blackberries and
raspberries suflered from freczing,and
will not make an average crop. The
hardier varieties of grape promise an
abundant yield in all sections, while
strawberries will make about a half
crop. The prospect for a fruit crop is
much more encouraging than was an-
ticipated. Persons living in isolated
| regions in the tervitory are fond of
j stating that there are no insects to
i trouble fruit, or the trees aad vines
that produce it. They seek to convey
the impression that there is something
in the localities where they live thatis
untavorable to insects,  This, how-
ever, 13 not the case. It is only a ques-
tion of time when inseets, high taxes,
and paupers will be as common there
as in other places.

Henry Woodford, farrier, was pros-
ecuted the other day in London hy
the Society for the Prevention of Cru-
elty to Animals for having burnt the
mouth of a horse for **lampas,”” which
is an inflammation of the roof of the
mouth eaused by teething or a disor-
dered stomaeh. A witness stated that
he saw the horse held by a switeh on
| the nose, whilst Woodford was smear-
Ing the roof of the mouth with a hot
iron. There was a quantity of smoke,
and a frizzling noise arising from the
burning of the flesh, and the animal
wias moving its  head backward and
forward as if in great pain. The
magistrate dismissed the charge, as
the “*evidence showed thut veterinary
surgeons were divided in opinion as to
the treatment for lampas.™

Mr A. C. Tichenor, says a London
paper, has lately patented a process by
which a ecurrent is passed through
| milk contaired in a vessel of special
| form, and butter is formed in little
| balls on one of the electrodes. It is
said that to extract the butter from
forty-five litres of milk, the current
from a dypamo-electric machine
equivalent to that of abeut forty Dan-
1ell eells, for from three to five min-
utes is all thatis required. With such
a current the balls of batter are sufli-
cintly volnminous to detach them-
selves from the electrode and float to
the surface of the milk but the butter
thus obtained has still to be ¢churned,
so as to work the small pieces into a
compact mass.

' In fininee three butchers, a short
time ago, for selling blown mutton,
Justice Massey, of DBrooklyn, maae
the followine sensible remarks: It
seems to me thel a buteher who sells
diseased met is as guilty as an apoth-
ecary who sells poison.  ‘The fact that
the cruggist wus ignorant of the na-
[ ture of the goods he sold wonld be no

excuse, and if he knowingly sold pois-
[ on becanse it cost him less than the
drug asked for be would be guilty of
t great erime. The same is true of
these butchers. I think they should
not be allowed to sell ff they don't
know diseased meat, and should be
severely dealt with if they knowing!y
| sell it."” '

[¥is often & mystery why well-built
and carefully-managed houses, espe-
cially in the country, burn down. An
illustration of unsuspected exuses was
found by the Sanitary Science ciub of
Boston on one of its visits of inspee-
tion to the houses of the members.
The cellar had been lathed and plas-
tered, and the wood was allowed to
touch the hot-air pipes of the furnazee
in four cut of the six pluces wherc the
pipes  passed throngh. The aim
| seemed to be to make as tight a4 joint
as possible. A very hot lire could
hardly have failed to ehar the laths.

An Endlish paper says: Lord South-
esk’s choice herd of polled eattle was
sold off at Kinnaird last Wednesday.

and cheese than into meat and wool' tains, and by eagles.

A flock of eagles
have carried off sheep and other small
stocx to the value of $1,000 in Union
district, Clay county.

The making of a good milker de-
pends not only in the ability of the cow
to produce milk at & minimom cost,
but essentially, also, in the trauning.
not nnly to develop these qualities to
the highest degree. Proper feeding is
necessury, and of fully as much valne
will be the training that induces reli-
ance upon the feeder and milker, and
absence of fear. ‘

Utiea part'es have procured fifty
thousand brook trout from the state
hatchery at Caledonia, N. Y., for re-
stocking the east branch of the West
Canada Creek. The voung trout ar-
rived in Prospect Wednesday, and
were at once started on the road to
Morehouseville. They will be deposit-
ed in the creek near the latter village.

Several farms 1n Yorkshire. and Lin-
colnshire, England, have recently been
let at enormons reductions in rent—in
some eases over 50 per cent below the
avprage of recent years. In Lincoln-
shire a farm which, up to 1583, was
taken at a rental of £1 3s. 6d. per acre,
has now been let at auction at 13s.
per acre. ;

A farmer in Mark's Creek township,
North Carolina, on April 9, just after
daylight, was surprised to see & large
bird Hv down into his pen. Then he
heard a hog squeal. He fired and
killed a bald eagle measuring seven
feet from tip to tip of wings. The
half-year ulc’ hog was killed by the
eagle,

The value of the dairy product of
the state of lowa alone, for the year
584, amounted to £50,000,000; while
he total value of the butter, cheese,
aud milk produced in the United
States, for 1834, was S3500, 000, 000,
These figures are best appreciated by
noting the value of some of the other
products,

The president of the
Dairymen’s  association  says  that
Holstem milk contains very small
cream globules, which areslow to rise;
henee the Holstein milk will bear
transportation better than the milk of
any other cow,

————— . -
He Was Rather Deall

A voung man, who had formed an
attachment to a young lady, went to
her futher's house to ask his consent
to their union. The old gentleman,
who was terribly deaf, was standing
on the doorstep as his daughter's lover
approached. The front door com-
manded a veiw of & meadow in which
a cow was feeding, amd while Mr. (.
wis Iunl{i!l,l_'; in that direetion the
youthful lover. whose heart was over-
flowing with emotion, commenced the
tusk he came to peform.

*I am sequainted with your daugh-
ter,”” said he, in a loud tone.

“She is @ line beast,” remarked the
old gentleman, looking at the eow.

“Your davghter,” screamed the
yoenng man.  “I have the honor to be
well nequainted with her.”’

»she 1s & noble animal,”” was the
(quiel response.

[*Confound the old cow!" said the
young man, in a whisper. *1 wish
she was out of sight.""]

“I was speaking about your amiable
and accomplished danohtee!™

«*She is very Kind, indeed; never
breaks down the fences; never kicks
over the pail; never strays away hike
the other brutes [ have.™

“You don’t understand
wus speaking of vour
boardinge -school.™

"_\l’, I never Irll! H ! ]Jli't]‘l’ on ker f:u:a-;
never apy mischief here at

New York

sip!

me, I
daughter at

she does
all.™

“Your daunchter!™ siiotited  the
younge man, frantic with excitement.

“Ihid you say I ouzht to?"

“No, sir! 1 was speaking of your
daunghter, the young lady away from
home.™

*Oh, ves: I have plenty of room, but
I think she 15 too old to kf-._']; mueh
longer., To tell you the truth, 1 have
made up my  mind to shat her up in

I the stable and feed her on chop stufl

(R

for a few weeks.,

*Great heavens!”  remarked the
yvoung man to himself. “What shall
I do? This deafuess will be the death
of me. 1 will try once more, and if
this effort fails I will resort to pencil

| and paper.”

Fair prices were realized, but only
| four were sold for the American mar-
t ket, which were purchased by Lord |

Airlie’s facter for Mr. Lyulph Oglivy's
farm in Colorado.
hought by Lord Aberdeen and Lord
Strathmore for their respective heras.
The breakup o the Kinnard farm and
establishment is greatly regretted by
ali elasses in Forfarshire.

Prof. Sheldon says the daily school
near Cork has had the effect of per-
ceptibly raising the average of butter
| in the south of Ireland. A number of
voung women have been well dridled
in the principles of butter-making in
that valuable institution, and these in
| turn have carried the reform into the
loealities in which they live. The spir-
| it of emulation is "extendine, and the
| people are beginning to take pride in
[ tuerr dairy work.

Reports received from fifty of the
one hundred eattle ranges on the
Cherokee strip, the great eattie bhelt of
the west, show that the resalts of the
severe storms of the winter have not
been =o disastrous as were antieipated.
and a loss of less than 12 per cent. of
| throuneh eattle have died thus far.

With the wintered eattle it has not
been so =erions, the death rate amone

them being below 3 per cent.

The business of associated bButter-
making, by the cream-gathering sys-

' tem, is rapidly extending in Connecti-

cut. Severil new enterprises of the
kind are beine oreanized, and  others
stiil are eing tuiked up. The South-

ington erexmery reports the averase
net earn nes per cow, for the vear 1854,
to have been $44, the gross nrocess he-
ine 79 per cow, short of $15 per cow
! for expenses.
The farmers of the interior of
West Virginia are troly afflicted. A
| heavy loss of stock by the great searei-

| followed by ravages by wolves, which

“I should like to say a word or two
to you respectinge vour danghter.”

] shall let the butcher have her by
and by—if he will give my price,™
said the old man with emphasis.

As a last resort, the voung man nsed
his pl'nf‘il anGg paper—sinowed his let-

| ters of introduction, handsomely in-

Several lots were |

|
|
1

dorsed by men whose opinion was
cood authority on the delicate ques-
tion on the fapis. After a little eross-
questioning and a little hesitation the
oid gentleman gave his consent, and
when the parties were married he de-
clared it was the best haul he had made
in all his life.— Philadelplhic Times.
Malmesbury's- Sueeessful Book.
Nobody, in all probability, is more
astonished than Lord M \lmesbury
himself at the unexpected pecuniary
sueccess of his memo r. The book was
oririnally set up in type at hisowu ex-
peuse, and six months aro he would
wladiv have sold ihe venture outricht
for £50. As it is, the net profits al-
ready exceed £2.000; the firstc Frene
edition is nearly exhausted, and even
Mr. Tanchnitz has paid handsomely
for the rizght of reproduction. The
aunthor scems to have dictated the whole
work to the shorthand writer, and this
aceounts tor the eurious errors in the
spelling of proper names whieh erept
into the earlier editions. Lord Malmes-
bury will probably shortly an
additional volume, brinsine his narra-
tive down to the death of Lord
field: and in the interests of

1821

J]l"i"f_in‘!-

Iiil\ Briky

and contemporuary historv-makine he
still writes up his diary every day
with praiseworthy dilisence.— London

World.

—
He Does by This Time.

“Ma, can vou get out of your skin?”

“Why. merey, no, child. Why de

ou ask?"’

“Well, I heard pa te!l another man
that when he comes home nearly every
night he finds yvou beside vourseif. 1

tv of food and the extreme ecld is now  don’t understand 1t, do you?™

““No, my child; but I think your

verting grass and grain into butter | infest the Elk and Greenbrier mongp- | father will."—Judge,




