FAKM, FIELD AND FIRESIDE.

——
Farming Paragraphs.

A Britishspotsman repels flies trom
horses by lightly sponging the neck
and haunches with kerosene. During
the first three miles of a recent journey

the pests distressed and teased his thin-
skinned, spirited steed almost beyond !
-endurance, but after the application of |
oil, and during the remaining eleven |
miles of the trip, though still pursued !
by thousands of the winged bores, not
one ventured to alight and present. his
bill. ’

The Kansas Cowboy says that a gen-
tleman remarked to the editor that the
recent rains would be the ruin of many
a granger. Why? “Because,” said he,
“this is not a country for tho plow, but
{or stock; and thisis an exceptional
year, such as has not heen known since
the settlement by the most adventurous
vanchmen and the grangers will regurd |
it as couclusive evidence that every
year will produce crops, and will ex-
pend their last dollar trying, only to
bring ruin upon them and their fami-
lies.” /

A. B. Allen states that be finds wheat |
bran an unprofitable feed for swine.
They do not seem to possess the power
of digesting it, consequently much of it
pusses through them ouly partially as-
similated. If mixed with corn meal it
does better, and can he fed with ad-
vantage to cattle, along with cut hay,
if mxed with it and well wetted, as it
then undergocs a second mastitication.

Planting Tree Beed, eto.
Rural New Yorker: —The proper time |
to gather any sceds for planting is when |
fully ripe; watch and wait until there |
is evidence that they are in this condi- |
tion, and then gather them. 2. The |
Dest of all times to plaut all these sceds |
is in the Fall.  Whe only objection is |

| preferred by the bride.

first of November. It is described as
follows:

It is to be of a very heavy pearl white
satin, made with a full princesse train,
which will be bordered by a plisse of
the satin and on the edge a ruching of
fine point lace in a wild-rose design.
The front is to be covered with rufties
of rare point lace that belonged to Miss
Astor's grandmother. The lace will
not be cut, but will cross over in
flounces, and at the sides will be caught
down in a twist and held by a cluster
of orange blossoms and pearls. The
corsage will be cut square and bordered
with the lace, while the sleeves, slight-
ly puffed on the shounlders and reach-
ing to the elbow, will be met by long
white kid gloves, which are being made
to order to fit the slender little hands
of the bride. The slippers are to be
made of the dress materials, and em-
broidered in white pearls, while the
stockings will be of the finest white
silk. The veil will probably be of il-
Iusion. There is a rare old-point-lace
veil in the family, and this may béworn,
although tulle is more becoming and
It will be fus-
tened by a half wreath of apple blos-
soms and caught by diamond pins.
She will wear other diamond jewels and
carry a large bouquet of roses and lilies-
of-the-vally, surrounded by maiden-
hair ferns.

—
A Good Word for Homely Girls.
Pittsburg Dispatch.

“Why are homely girls always the
best scholars, the best workers and
make the best of wives?” This ques-
tion was propounded by an observant
and intelligent gentleman who has been
twice led to the hymeneal alter, and is
ready to be sacrificed again.

“‘Is such really the case ?”

“I have reason to know that it is. It
is natural enough, isn't it? The girl
who is handsome in feature and form

the dauger of their being eaten by | concludes very early in life that these
gopliers. mive, rats, squirrels, ete. The | are her stock in trade, and with them
! she enters the matrimonial market.

ground shounld be prepared the sume as
for corn; in fact, it can be used the
first two or three vears for corn, letting .
the trees take the plice of every third |
row. 3. To keep the seeds till Spring, |
wliere vermin are so bad that fall plant- |

|

ing is not practicable, they should |
be placed in sand  or loam !
in a box, which should have

some holes hored sn the top and bottom,
and these holes should be protected
with picces of perforated tin or iron, so
that vermin can not enter. The boxes
should be buried in the ground, in some
place where their contents will keep
damp, but not becoine watersoaked,and
it will be all the better if in some place
where they will freeze solid. Inspring,
plant as above divected. ‘T'he ash, Box-
clder and beech seed should not be
planted more than a half-wch deep : the
farger nuts may be vlanted an inch, and
all should have thorough and eclean cul- |
ture. 4. The kinds of trees that may
be ragarded as  “timber trees” within
the meaning of the law, are specified as
follows: “Ash. alder, beech, birch, |
black-walnut, basswood, black-locnst, |

|

|

cedar. chestuut, cottonwood. elm, fir, |
miclnding spruce, hickory, honey-lo-
cnst. laveh, maple, including Lox elder,
oalk, pine, plane-tree, otherwise called
cotton-tree, hutton-wood.or sveamore,
service-tree, otherwise called moantain

asty,  white-walnat, otherwize caltod
futter-nat,  white-willow and  white- |
vioed,  otherwise  called  tulijs-tree.” |

"Whe above list was intended only as !
general guide, and will not be constrned |
“0 as to exclude any teees falling with- ¢
1 the description of trees vecognized oy '
dire neighborhood as of value for tisiber, |
«or for comwmercial pusposes, or for fire- |
viood or domestic use. Efther of the |
following might, in some localities. be
worty of cultivation as timber trees,
and several of thewm may bHe classed
among the vilnable kinds:—Ailanthus,
‘hlne-beech, cherry, especially the black
cherry, gum-trees, hackberry, ironwood,
-orage-orange, peuch, pear, apple, plum,
cte. The general permission to plant
such trees as arc of general use in any
section, was granted by a decision of
¢'cbruary 10, 1882, ax the omissions in
the list previously enumerated, had
-Given rise to severe criticism.
—

Bayadere Btuffs in Jaunty Costumes.
fiew York Lotter in Cincinnati Enquirer.
Mauy women are usuing the bayadere
-striped stuffs which are brought out
among fall noveltr fabrics for skirts of
-their traveling dresses and utility cos-
tumes. With the simplest materials !
tLey contrive to produce pretty suits, of |
which the following may be taken as a
ssample: The skirt is composed of
wide blue and red bayadere atripes (that
means horizontal bands not vertical

-lines:, the blue atripes heing wider than
the red ones, thns miuking blue the pre-
~dominant color. The tunic is of fine

blue serge, turned up at the edge with
-striped revers.  The plaited corsage of
the same serge s open at the neck over
a plastron of the striped material, the |
.Atripes ruuning acrcss the chest, as mn |
waistcoats worn under sailor bleouses. !
The moderately tight sleeves have cuffs

of the striped stuff. Now, is not that |
a pretty model, coutaining a great deal
of suggoestion for other suits in other
colors.

———— —
Gorgeous Wedding Dress.

The wedding dress of Miss Carrie As-

Nine times out of ten she is soon off the
hooks and at the head of a house. Her
liomely sister has hardly entered her
teens until she discovers she is made to
stand aside for the pretty-faced girls.
All the neatness of dress, elegance of
manners and proficiency in the arts of
making one’s self attractive she does,
deliberately and for a purpose, perhaps,
or possibly for no other reason than,
Topsy-like she grew that way.”

“The chances are she does it solely
for the purpose of compensating for her
lack of physical beauty.”

“My observations lead directly to the
opposite conclusions,” replied the in-
telligent observer. “Thereisamong the
great laws ot nature one known as the
law of compensation, and I am thor-
oughly convinced that to it the homely
girl is indebted for the tastes and dis-
position that prompt her to make her-
self useful when she can not be orna-
mental.”

“Then, if you had the choice of two
ladies, one beautiful and the other
homely, you would take the homely

tone 2"

“Experience and obsevvation both

i teach me that would be the wise thing

to do. The first impulse would natur-

{ally be to tuke the preitier of the two,

tmt I would give the first impnlse time
to pass oftf, and act upon sober, second
thonght.”

The old gentleman may be entirely
rigi:t in this matter.

A Plea for the Country Cemetery.

Mr. Win. Robison, a well-known En-
glish author, in an admirable work en-
titled “*The Parks and Gardens of Paris,”
makes the highly flattering statement
that ‘‘the Americans are the only peo-
ple who bury thair dead decently and
beautifully.” Mry. Robinson evidently
refers to our city and town cemeteries,
rather than to those of the country.
Surely, the average rural burying
ground does not merit such an enconi-
um. It is too often as desolate in ap-
pearance as it is solemn in its associa-
tions. It is frequently a living example
of the adage that “what is
everybody’s Dbusiness is  nobody’s
business.” The fence enclosing it is
often dilapidated aud sometimes pros-
trate, or wanting; the thorns and
thistles grow unmolested, while the
weather-beaten stalks of lust yvear’s
weeds are monuments, not to the mem-
ory of the dead, but to the shiftlessness
of the living.

All will agree that it would be count-
ed a disgrace for a city to permit its
cemetery to become a jungle. Why is
the same thing less disgraceful in
the country? Are the expenses of
living, or are taxes less burdensome in
the city than in the country? Are we
willing to admit that people living in
the city are less worldly-minded? If
it is true that farmers take too little
pride in the appearance- of their
premises; it is not less true that they
show too little respect both for the
dead and the living, in their burying
gronnds.—Rural New Yorker.

L
Farmer's Brrors.

Formerly a barn needed a roomy
threshing-floor, whercon to swing the

| flails. No such thing is nceded now.
| Two rows of posts, some beams, girts
| and braces, and a tight roof and walls

are sufficient.  An excellent cow-stable,

tor, the New York heivess who  will be | with all the modern improvemeuts, cai
married in November, is now heing | he built for $5 per cow, and Low much
made in Pars, and will be sent pver the i better to have 100 cows in $5 stalls,

R = v

than 5 cows in $100 stalls. Another I
capital error—because a waste of capital
—18 to keep poor horses and cows. A
$50 horse is not worth one-fourth as
much as one that is worth $100. Ii
will eat as much and cost as much for
harness, and will neither do as muck
work nor live 80 long. A $20 cow, that
makes three pounds of butterin a week,
costs as much for everything, labor
and utensils included, as one worth
$100 and makes ten pounds a week.
Another error is to work poor land.
Many a man has broken his back and
lost his heart on a poor farm which he
has suffered to run down by bad man-
agement. He has spread his labor and
capital over 100 acres, when by confin-
ing himself to twenty-five or thirty, he
might have become happy and rich.
The way to repair such a capital error
is to begin with oue field and get that
into good condition, and let the rest lie,
and so go through the farm. One rich
field will then make 1t easy to enrich
another or two; and while the begin-
ning is slow, it is downhill work, and
as the end is ncarly reached progress is
fast and easy. The worst of all capi-
tal errors is for the farmer to neglect his
own improvement and cultivation. A
man who has $10,000 in a farm and
stock, muy easily have twice as much in
himself and make his work pay 10 per
cent. on his value. He is the greatest
part of his capital and it is the greatest
of all errors to misuse himself.—N.J.H.

e
Latent Power of Manure.

Sir J. B. Lawes says, in the North

British Agriculturist, that it does not

follow, as a matter of course, that al-

though the application of a manure has
produced no effect upon the growing
crop, it may not prove effective at some
future time. Years afterwards, when
perhaps all recollection of the applica-
tion has passed away, or possibly
when some unaccountable luxuriance
on certain portions of a field may
indicate the burial-ground of a ma-
nure which was supposed to have
failed. In one of his experiments at
Rothamsted, in the year 1844, about
two-thirds of an acre of land was ma-
nured with a considerable amount of
potash and phosphate of lime. The
crop was wheat, and the produce was
154 bushels per acre. As the land
which received no manure whatever
Yielded a crop of 15 bushels per acre,
it was evident that the manure had
practically failed. In the following

' year salts of ammonia were applied, and

the produce was 317-8 bushels per
acre.

-
Personal Gossip.

The walkers and runners of the pres-
ent age are pigmies by the side of the
‘professional runners of the days before
railroads and telegraphs. Even fifty

years since we find that Ernest Meusen
was famed for his swift locomotion. He
once ran from Paris to Moscow, a dis-
tance of 1,760 miles, in thirteen days
and eighteen hours. In1836 heran from
Calcutta to Constantinople, 5,615 miles,
in fifty-nine days. He always outstrip-
ped mounted couriers. Invariably he
took a direct route, climbing moun-
tains, swimming rivers and running
through forests. His food was a small
quantity or biscuit and raspberry sirup.
He died in 1852, while running through
Upper Egypt.

The English ladies who accompany
the British scientistsin this country ap-
pear to better advantage than the men.
Their chiet physical characteristic is
their fine, healthy glow of color, betok-
ening good health and outdoor life.
They are, with few exceptions, taller
and larger than American women ordi-
narily, and have a more vigorous look
and carriage. If their faces show less
delicacy of expression and fewer refine-
ments of feature, and if their voices are
noticeably of greater volume, their
erect figures, strong coloring and vig-
orous gail are compensating advantages.
Their voices are seldom low and musi-
cal, and, although not pitched high,
are loud and strong. They are good
walkers, taking a pace iu the streets
which would leave their American sis-
ters, at least those who are city-bred
far in the rear.

Those who have seen the ex-Empress :
Eugenie within the past few weeks say
that she is rapidly breaking down, and

predict that she will not much longer
survive her husband and son, whose
memory she mourns constantly. She
was persuaded a few weeks ago to leave
her home at Farnborough, England,
and try the effect of a secluded summer
residence in Switzerland. The change, |
however, has not resulted in any benefit

to her health, and she 1s now undis- |
guisedly a decrepit, broken old woman.

Some traces of her famous beauty still |
remain, but there is no vestige of her |
former vigor and spirit. She is bent, !
withered and querulous, and when she |
undertakes to walk, totters along pain- |
fully with the help of a stick.

On Sunday, the 26th of next month,
Sir Moses Montetiore, the great He-
brew philanthropist, will be one hun-
dred years old, and active preparations
are being made almost everywhere to
celebrate the day proverly. The coun-
cil of the Union of American Hebrew
Congregations has issued a circular to
the rabbis of the congregations belong- |
ing to the union, requesting them to
hold a special service on that Sunday
for the purpose of zelebrating Sir Mos-
es’s birthday, and to make collections
for a fund to endow a professorship,
thus combining the name with the on-
ry Hebrew collegiate institution in
America. The purpose of this college

is to train young men for the ministry.

| session

RENRY CLAY.

John H. Harmon's Recollections of the
Famous Statesman.
From the Detroit Free Press.

“It was Henry Clay’s purpose,” said
John A. Harmon, continuing his story
of hisrecollections of the famous orator
and statesman, “to leave Washington
immediately after his speech. The
early fall waather was really the Indian
summer season, and most favorable to
such a journey as he bad in mind. His
speech 1n ‘the senate chamber, on his
farewell, quite overcame him. Though
he held to the end under strong mental
influence the orator never rallied again.
Very much exhausted Clay was taken
to his rooms at the old National hotel
at Washington and never afterwards
left them. The winter cameand went;
the session continued with it. Every
day, right after prayers in the senate,
the chair announced the state of his
health. The announcements directly
became rather stereotvped. It was
usually, ‘Mr. Clay is gradually failing,’
after a time it became ‘Mr. Clay is fail-
ing rapidly;’ next we heard ‘Mr. Clay is
sinking, but his mind is very clear.
Finally it came to be nnderstood that
if heshould die during the hours of the
the bells should toll in an-
nouncement of it.

‘It was upon a morning in the early
part of may, 1852, a season beyond all
others most delightfully beautiful in
Washington. The trees and shrubs of
the capitol grounds and the flower beds
were fresh and pleasant to look upon.

“Hannegan of Indianna, an Irish-
man, bright as silver, witty, eloquent
and always interesting, had the floor of
the senate, making a set specch on our
policy with regard to foreign affairs.
His seat was well up toward the rear.
Being of a quick and nervous tempera-
ment, he took the main aisle, and while
would work himself for-
ward almost to the clerk’s desk, discov-
ering which, he would bound way back,
going throngh these motions continu-
ously until he had finished.  Senator
Frye, of Maine, has very much the same
method. A son of Senator Hannegan,
a fine appearing, gray headed man, is
one of the messengers of the senate now.
He frequently asks me about his father.
Hannegan was speaking in his quick
impulsive manner, half way down the
aisle and progressing with an enthusi-
astic sentence, when the single toll of a
bell quivered through the air. Hanne-

declaiming

- gan ceased speaking in a flash, bound-

ed back to the rear, turned pale, andin
a tremulons voice said: ‘Mr. President,
the probabilities are that the great
est statesman in America is now no
more; I move that the senate adjourn.’

‘Chere was no chance to vote upon it.
Instantly every man took his hat and
cont, and before the second toll of the
bell came all were away. The same sort
of proceedings must have dispersed the
house, for I remember as we passed
through the rotunda that it was full of
members issuing therefrom,

“The rapidity with which the city
was thrown into mourning has always
caused me to wonder. Walking direct
from the capitol, when we reached the
edge of the grounds where the peace
monument now is, Pennsylvania avenne
was seen to be filled with streamers of
black, hanging from windows, fastened
to baleonies, wound round columns and
awning poles, and stretched across the
street. It was a solemn sight.

“The National hotel was thick with
crape, and so was Morrison’s hook store,
adjoining it. It is the same store still,
now kept by Morrison’s son, and former-
ly the resort and lounging place of both
Clay and Webster. There were two
little back rooms, one always occupied
by Clay and the other by Webster.
Here, when they had leisure, both
would always be found reading and
studying or discussing literature, new
and old, but very seldom politics, with
friends and admirers who came to
seek them out. Clay passed more time
at Morrison’s than Webster. The little
rooms did 1ot communicate, and neith-
er states._an could be seen by the
oth. -

The ever®, though long expected,
shocked people to the extent that all
business was suspended. Many bar-
rooms, even, were closed, and in others
men lowered their voices and conversed
in quiet tones, as if in the presence of
the dead. 1 was in Washington at the
time of the assassination of Lincoln,
and agamn at that of Garfield, but
neither event appeared so throw such
gloom over the city as the death of
Henry Clay. The feeling was one of
pure sorrow, unmixed with indignation
or anger, such as is felt at the deeds
which led to the murder of the presi-
dents. On these oceasions men were
boisterous with threats and grief, but
silence and gloom overspread tle city
where lay the dead body of the much
loved orator and statesman. It was in
time of pesce, and the capital was un-
used to such shocks, and therefore men
talked in whispers when all was over
with Henry Clay.

“He was buried in the Congressional
cemetery, ana & monument was placed
upon the spot, but there is nothing un-
der it. Strangely enough for ull the
many years Clay had passed in Wash-
ington, his wife had never visited that
city. Once he had started to take his
daughter to reside there during the ses-
sion, but she died on the wav. Mis.
Clay always remained at thewr Kentucky
plantation of Ashland, and managed
the estate while Ler husband devoted
himself to national uffairs.

His body was disinterred from tle
congressional cemetery and taken bavk

to his old Kentucky home. It was tak-
en by the Baltimore and Ohio to Cum-
berland, as far as the railroad was then
completed, and from thence in a hearse
by the old National road to the Ohio
river. Ceremonial obsequies were held
for Henry Clay in all the cities of the
country.

THE PHANTOM BEACON.

A Mysterious Light Over the Wreck of
the Marns City.

A few years ago the steamer Marine
City, plymng between Detroit and Lake
Huron ports, caught fire just off Har-
risville and was run near shore when
the passengers were nearly ull rescued,
after a struggle in the water, and the
hull sank.

She had been at one time a fine craft
and a favorite passenger boat. In one
of my trips along that shore I chanced
to fall in company with a dweller of
that country and the conversation
turned upon the mystery that followed
the destruction of that old craft.

“Have you ever heard of the phan-
tom light which can be seen at mid-
night on the anniversary of the burning
of the Marine City ?” asked an intelli-
gent old fisherman. <

“T never did ; no, what is it 2"

“‘Come out here on the dock with me
to-night at 12 o'clock and you will see.”

I accepted the invitation, and at the
appointed hour we strolled out on the
pier; and while we were on the way,
“There, look,” said he, and sure enough,
as plain as the stars that twinkeled in
in the heavens, a light, apparently a
lantern, hovered above and around the
old wreck.

I confess I was somewhat starteled,
and rubbed my eyes to make sure it was
no optical illusion. It moved about
slowly as if carried by some unseen
hand.  Was it not some hoatman moy-
ing about? No. for it was not so dark
nor so far away but a small boat could
have been seen and heard.

I did not like to give it up, and so we
engaged a boat and rowed up the shore
toward the light. The crisp, evening
air was as still as if hushed in sleep,
and as I bent to the oars with a
vigorous will I instinctivly feathered

them and handled themr as
noiselessly as if engaged in
some midnight adventure requiring

nerve and daring. Somehow the love
of adventure does not seem to desert us
as we creep out of our boyhood and
enter the sedate period of manhood;
and the desire to fathom the unfathon-
able is 2 part of most men's nature.
The old fisherman entered heartily into
the spirit of the occasion and offered
to relieve me at the oars.

“You're a good 'un at the oar, but if
your hand is not in you'll lame your-
self, for it's a good mile up there.”

Easing up a bit and pulling mora
cautiously I glanced over my shoulder
toward the light. It seemed to be re-
ceding, a kind of ignis fatuus; and
again I doubled over the oars.

Soon we were at the old sanken hull,
but the light liad disappeared. We
rowed around the burnt wreck resting
in shallow water and looked down inte
its coal black depths, hut conid see no
cause for phosphorescent lights. Then
we rowed to the shore and examined
the banks—sand and gravel—nothing
else; no swamp or rotten weod, nor
stream of water near;in fact nothing,
that T could discover, that would cause
this will-"o-the-wisp.

We got into the boat and my com-
panion seemed depressed and inclined
to silence, and I saw that he was seized
with & sort of superstition, and so I
thought to distract his thoughts a lit-
tle and drew him out as to his theory
regarding the mystery, and this was it:

“You Dbelieve that men have souls
that live after death 2”

“I most certamly do.”

“Well, don’t you believe that souls
have the power to talk to us in one way_
or another ?”

"I am not so sure about that.”

“You’ve heard of folks dreaming about
some of their friends being in danger
and soon after get word that the dan-
ger was real, and possibly their friends
died in the very hour they were
dreamed about. Now, what would you
call it ?”

“Well, I should eall it a communica-
tion with the spirit world that I don't
care to have anything to do with until I
have done with this world.”

“Then you are not a spiritualist I
see?”

“Not if I know myself; unless in the
sense that all professedly Christian peo-
ple (whether really or professedly I do
not say) are spiritualists, to a certain ex-
tent. But what about that light? Youare
getting onto theology ; the light, what is
it ?”

“Well, sir, I'll tell you what I think
it is. It was said that the Marine City
was set on fire by one af the deck
hands or firemen out of revenge for
some real or imaginary wrong, and that
he was one of the few that was lost,
and my opinion is if that is true, that
Lie is doomed as a punishment to bring
tha$ light here every night during the
month in which the boat was lost, to
light the others that were lost safely
over thae ‘dark river,” and possibly as a
warning to others that may be like
tempted tomurder or other wickedness.
We can’t tell what God's ways are, but
we can see the warnings all around us
and I believe this is one of God’s bea-
con lights.”

“Well, my friend, there is certainly
no harm in the thought. I am atleast
ready to give it up as a mystery that I
can't fathom—aud here we are at the
dock again,”

e e
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