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~Nomi Paxay, in Harper'sMagasine forAugust. -

« GERMANY AND, THE POTATO BUG.

Farmers need object lessons. “The|gq

German Government caught the idea
When they feared an invasion of the
fatherland with the decem lineata, our
own potato bettle. That every man,
woman or child who worked in the field

ht recognizethe new foe at first
sight, and set the heel upon him; the
government had faithful, exact, life-like
pictures of the potato bettle scattered
f)lll through the land. The pictures
were made of exact colors and size of the
beetle. Theyshow him up in all stages
of developement, from to larvee,
from larves to full-grown es, and
placed them on the potato plant and
on the ground in natural positions.
Then follow written descriptions of
habits, time of upgfmnoe. and how to
. destroy them. ery German was
taught to destroy the curse at sight.

In every school-room and every pub-
lic house or building and in every farm-
house these cuts and instructions: could
be seen. Every child in Germany
doubtless knows enough of this beetle
now to know what is best to do with
him. The potato beetle was welcomed
with bloody hands to a hospitable grave

- onGerman soil. Just so should we
welcome every foreign weed or .insect
Qpsparrow that appears here. Had

..~ Americans been as well and promptly

informed of the nature and Sppearance
of the Hessian fly, and what to do with
it, can it be supposed that the curse

‘ould have become so universal? Our

vernment can not expend our money
more wisely than by furnishing such
information. It is not enough to have
& volume of heavy reading matter illus-
trated by a few cuts go out as dead

. matter—dead because too late.

EKEEPING CABBAGE.

A correspondent of the Country
Gentleman says: The -best method
of keeping cabbage that I ever tried
was to select a piece of ground quite
dry, and at the same time mellow and
easy to trench with spade, or, if a
large number are Lo be preserved, use
/@ plough first and then the spade, or

“round-pointed shovel,to shape the bot-
‘tom and sides, and of sufficient width
and depth to receive the heads so they

will not touch either bottom or sides

of the trench. Now, take a piece of 2
. by 4 inch scantling and place it edge-
wise over the trench in such a position
that the heads will not touch either
side or bottom, after stripping off the
. coarse, outside leaves; suspend the
heads  under the scantling,
roots up, by putting a suitable nail
. through the stump of the cabbage, the
roots coming up a trifle higher than the
natural earth; then take some short
pieces of board, or other suitable matte-
rial, just long enough to make a sort
of rafter reaching from the edge of
the bank to the scantling, in such posi-
tion as to give'a slight pitch; place a
board on these rafrers, lenghtwise, of
course; scatter over it a sufficient quan-
tit,bf straw, or other coarse material,
to’prevent the earth from falling in;
throw on a sufficient quantity of loose
" earth which came out of the trench, to
revent too much freezing, and it will
£ the heads cool and sufficiently
molst. Delayplacing the heads in pos-
ition aslong as the weather will permit.
The trenches may be in sections of 10
" or 12 feet, as in opening in spring it
would be better not to let the air come
to all at once.

SUMMER PLOWING.

If any time can be spared from other
work, the fields which are to be sown
to wheat or to grass sced thisfall should
be plowed as soon as may be. Plowed
now and worked over with the cultiva-
tor or with the disk harrow a few times
before the time for seeding will make a
betier seed bed that if plowed before
sowing time, and the weed seed will
have opportunity to germinate and be
killed, so that weeds will be much less

lenty. Often in a ficld plowed just be-
urgseeding, the weeds get such agood
m’l of the good seed as to place the
Jatter at a disadvantage all the season.
A worthless weed often takes the man-
ure and the moisture that should have
supported the crop, and then so shades
1the other asto give it but a small chance
gor life. It is casy to kill a few million
wads lu a day with tha harrow or

: but as a green feed if pastures dry
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or grow in September it may be
very to have on hand, and if not
needed then it may be cut for winter
use, u'“:l :;lll prove ¢‘better than snow-
halls, * ou, uiring some graio
to be fed with g‘h o *

HARVESTING GRAINS.
vest this month. They are best if ait
just as theyhave passed out of the mx‘
but while the grain is easily broken by
the pressure of ‘the finger-nail. They

will then cure in the stock, and may be
taken to the barn for thrashing without

the seed rattling out and wasting. I
out too n the seed often shrinks
badly, ',m.gh this is more frequently

ue to improper or insufficient manur-
ing than toearly cutting. If the heads
are well filled out and hang down and

n to take on the bright goldencolor
it is'time to commence the harvest. = It
has probably grown all it will. If'the
bu are made and put in the stock
on & bright, warm day it may be done
as fast as cut, without any waiting for
it'to dry. The stocks being upright
the moisture will evaporate and pass off
without trouble. If there are, as there
should not be, many large. green weeds
in the grain, they should be tarown out
before binding, not only because they
may not cure well and will mold the
straw and grain, but because their seeds
should not be in the grain. Some of
them are not good feed for either man
or beast.

HOW TO MAKE VIENNA BREAD.

Many a good housewife who visitec
the Centennial Exposition at Philadel:
phia determined ' that she would make
bread equal to that baked at the Vien-
na bakery, and she has since tried,

and tried in vain. The fault, however,
is not in the muking or the baking of
the bread, but the flour. The Hunga-
rian flours used at the Vienna bakeries
are better than any in this country;
that is they contain more gluten. The
gluten of the flour is the body whose
tenacity and elasticity, when in the
dough, enables it to hold the bubbles of
gas which are formed in the process of
rising. and consequently a flour which
is deficient in gluten cannot make a
light bread. The gluten however when
present in sufficient amount, must be
in such a physical condition’ as not tc
be injured and discolored by the fer-
mentation which goes on in the dough
through the action of the yeast. T
methods of milling are, of course, res-
ponsible for the condition in which the
gluten is left in the flour originally, but
the length of time and manner in which
the flour is stored and preserved have
their ultimate effect upon it. The
Hungarian flours average 37 per cent
of moist gluten, while that from the
Minnesota mills averages only 20 per
cent. May we not hope for an improve
ment in the character of our wheats,
and also for better methods of milling,
that will produce the very best quality
of flonr? Meanwhile a few bushels of
home-grown wheat or rye ground at
a country mill will afford excellent
bread, the staff of life.

MAKING HAY.

There has notbeen much opportunity
for cutting grass early this year, or any
great neccessity for it. The backward.
ness of the season has prevented it
from ripening on the dry knolls, o1
from lodging in rich and moist places
as it has done in some years before
in July.

Thanks to mowing machines, ted-
ders, horse rakes, and horse forks it
does not take as long as it used to4
take to get the hay upon a farm. If
the beginning is a little later than
usual it is possible to crowd the work
fast, and it may be well to put a few
of such long days, from sun to sun, as
our grandfathers used to make. I
the evening from 4 until 8 o’clock, and
the same time in the morning is spent
in cutting grass, and the rest of the day
in stirring, raking and putting it it
the barn a great deal may be handled
and the hay will not need as muck
labor expended upon it as if the fore:
noon was spert in mowing and the
afternoon in raking and drawing in.
By this method the hay will be sweet
nutrititious and get well cured.

WEEDS.

Whatever else the farmer neglects he
must not neglect to kecp the weeds
down during this next month, if he ex-
pects to have a good crop this year, or
land clear of weed seeds next yecar.
No time on the farm is spent to better
advantage than that of destroying the
weeds in July and August, before they
ripen any seed, yet many farmers think
after the Fourth of July the crops will
take care of themselves, and keep the
weeds back so they will do no injury.
This is a mistake. Potatoes and even
corn will be injured by weeds that come
from the seed after the first of July, but
the injury to theland by filling it with
weed seeds, and increasing the labor of
culti vation another season at least three

fold. is even greater.

S
L)
e\
fon is again asserting itsell. Thefact| = c——— ==

4s thatthe Czarinalivesin a state of con-

s 2. bk ia all tha MAra AN

To live really is to m‘tTnorgodedly. Life
is a battle to bz fought valliantly.

10 not always carry with then

feelings of reverence for what t_ho’yjo‘» '

to see. Sometimes thig is rather pain-
tul to sensitive souls, and sometimes it
is very amusing. Two or three sum-
mers I was in a railway train going
down through Italy, and we hulg‘;lm
reached the point where the branch line
strikes off for Rome. I was looking
out at the window, lazily contemplating
the sign' «A Napoli,’”’ which was over.
the other side of the station, when a
voios, with all'the fine nasal resonanc
of the most vigorous of our Yankee
brakemen, rang out. through the train:
“Na-a-ples Junction! Pahsengers for
East Rome and Rome Centre, change
cars here!"”’ The peal of laughter that

[ollowed showed me that I had many
compatriots in the other carriages.

Everybody. took the joke. . . .
SAM HOUSTON.

Whilesitting socially withsomefriends
in his room at Willard’s, General Sam
Houston was intruaed upon one night
by a stalwart army officer, who bolted
in unceremoniously, stalked across the
room in full regimentals, and demand-
ed of Houston an apology for insult:

“You laber under some mistake, sir;
I am not aware of ever having had the
honor of meeting you. or ever seeing
you, before this moment,” said the
General, in his quiet, courtly manner.

The intruder angrily rejoined: «“You
brushed your elbow against mine to-day
on Pennsylvania Avenue; and never
stopped to beg pardon. I felt grossly in-
sulted, and told my friends that I should
demand an apology, though I did not
expect to get it. Nothing is left me
but to seek the satisfaction due to a
gentleman.”

Houston now rose from his chair,
stood with that imperial dignity which
he could assume at will, and saigd, in a
tone clear and satirical, a8 he pointed
the door to the visitor, *“Commend me
tothe man who demands an apology
when he don’t expect to get it!"’

[Ezit officer amid roars of laughter.

The vote of General Houstonin the
United States Senate on the repeal of
the Missouri Compromise rendered him
temporarily unpapular in Texas. In
the political campaign following he
drew large crowds as usual wherever
he spoke on the hustings, but was
sometimes interrupted. On one oc-
casion a local politician, Colonel
(call him Thompson), gave the old
veteran the lie direct in the middle of
a speech. The General paused; all
eyes were upon him, and every one
was curious to see how the hero of San
Jacinto would resent the wanton insult.
He said,promptly and very deliberately.
*‘Colonel Thompson calls me a liar.
[Profound silence.] I cannot truthfully
say that in my long lifel have never

‘told a falsehood; but, fellow-citizens, I

will now tell the biggest lie I ever told
in all my lite—Colonel Thompson is a
gentieman.

AN ORIGINAL VERSION.

There lived near Alexandria, in Vir-
ginia, an old colored man and woman
whom their acquaintances called Daddy
and Mammy Williams. He had had

educational advantages, and could read.

in a fashion peculiarly his own; but his
wife, although lacking as regards
erudition, possessed great force of
character, which she often displayed
in & manner that was very irritating to
her husband. When she became par-
ticularly fractious, Daddy would take
the Bible, and open to that chapter in
Revelation beginning, *‘And there ap-
peared a great wonder in Reaven, 8 wo-
man clothed with the sun, and the
moon under her feet,” ete.

With impressive solemnity he would
read as follows: ‘‘An’ dere 'peared a
great wonder in heben, a woman!”
Slowly closing the book, he would gaze
sternly at his now subdued wife, for the
passage never failed to produce the de-
sired effect.——IpA H. H. GasIg, in
EpiToR's DRAWER, Harper’'s Magazine
for August.

PURE ANTIQUARIANISM,"

If looking for an illustration of anti-
Juarian spirit pure and simple, one
could hardly find a better one than the
following incident:

A few years ago the writer was invited
by Professor McN——, as a special fa-
vor, to see a collection of curiosities
which the latter had gathered andstor-
ed away in a dingy rented room in a
back street of New Orleans. Ascending
arickety stairway, he led me to his re-
pository, threw back a window-shutter
to let the light in and the musty air out,
and then placed in myhands a dilapida-
ted quarto. I carefully placed mv open
palms under it, fearing it would fall to
pieces, ‘*Ah!" said he, I see you know
how to handle a treasure,”’

«What is this, professor?’’ I asked, as
the old tome lay opened before me,
written in a language of which I did
not know the characters; what Is the
title of the book? What is it about? Who
wrote itP In what language is it writ-
tenP"’

The professor hesitated as I asked
these questions, one after another,
evinced t pleasure at the interest I
was manifesting, sud finally slowly an-
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lative o the Panlientiary being

e g
, penal system rniel
State to that of his Id:&?d one, giving
preference to the o of things tc
which he had formerly been accus
tomed. Among his arguments in favo:
of the whipping-post, he said, .that the
same culprits were seldom whipped ¢
second time, the disgrace of the punish.
ment causing them to leave the State
and begin life anew elsewhere. At this
point of the new member’s speech
voice from the opposite side of the
Chamber called out, +/Is that the reasor
why we have the gentleman from
Delaware among us?

: A Kansas Device. :
In several cities in the State what i
known as the ¢blind tiger” i the

.scheme which is being used to sell beer

and whiskey. A description of thi:
novel little apparatus, told by a gentle
man who investigated it, is as follows.

*“The other day when I was out in
Western Kansasin a town of not over 500
people I usked the hotel. proprietor if
there was any placo where I could ob-
tain some beer. He pointed significant-
ly to a little dug-out in the rear of the
hotel and mentioned me to go ahead.

I did, and passing five or six steps
I entered a room about five feet below
the surface of the earth ten feet long
by six feet wide.

Looklngnaround on either side of me
was the dirt wall, but gazing ahead
was a partition dividing the room. In
the centre of this partition midway
from the floor to the oceiling was a re-
volving cylinder divided into compart-
ments. Above this ¢‘wheel,” as it was
called, was printed the following words
on a placard:

i PUT YOUR MONEY

On the wheel. @
Your change will :

Come back. S
Beer,4 c per bottle.

Beer, 5c per glass. ;
Bluciberry brandy:
Two drinks for 25c.

“I went down into my pocket, and,
ﬂndlng among ‘the ruins a 50-cent
piece I placed it on the wheel in one of
the compartments. In a clear and
distinctive tone of voice I said:

*‘One bottle of beer, please.”

For a second silence reigned supreme
in the cave-like saloon. I soon heard
a creaking sound, the wheel revolved,
and my 50-cent piece disappeared from
view.

*For the space of several minutes I
heard nothing; then the wheel revolved
once more and before my astonished
gaze rested a bottle of beer, a glass,
and a ten cent piece, the glass being ir
one compartment and the beer in the
other. T drank the forbidden fluid in
silence, and placing the empty glass
and bottle back in the compartments
of the wheel I saw them whisked fron.
my sight, and then I withdrew.

“Now, at no time was the party who
sold me the liquor visible, and it would
be impossible for me to swear who or
what he was. The partition which
divided the cave and behind which the
unknown seller transacted his business
was ve?' tight, baving but one crack
in‘it. I laoked through this, striving
to see what was behind the mysterious
partition, but I could but see one thing
and that was a Government license
from the Internal Revenue Office at
Leavenworth."—Topeka Letter.
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The Inmtensely Boston Girl,

St. Louis Globe-Democrat: The Bos
ton girl is just a trifle different from
anything in petticoats I have seen
elsewhere. She has none of the style
that so markedly distinguishes hex
metropolitan sisters, and her talk
in society is entirely made up of flip-
pant badinAge which is just now the
fashionable substitute for intelligent
conversation. For in this abole of
intellectual cultivation it is considerad
the thing to be clever, and the young
woman who is not so must, at any rate,
pretend to be. The result is very sad
indeed. No sooner are you introduced
to a girl at a party than sheoverwhelms
you with a torrent of remarks. Not
infrequently it happens that trying tc
be clever she is exceedingly rude; for,
under the impression that ingenuous-
ness is very attractive, she does not
hesitate to indulge in personalities sc
frank as to be quite ill-bred.

Notat All Personal.

They were telling a story so old tha
it is probably as good as new. It wa:
about a poker gamo of a mixed charac
ter. In the crowd of players was on¢

man who had the noticeable peculiarity
of being one-eyed, a singular looking
fellow. The betting was high, when s
tall, gaunt sport, arose and put his hand
suggestively on his revolver. “Gentle-
men,” he said impressively, “there’s
cheatin’ goin’ on here. I don't wish te
name no names, nor to make no person-
al allusions, but if this cheatin’ ain’t
stopped I'm goin’ to shoot his other eye
out and ho'll‘be blind.'’—8an Franciscc
Chronicle
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'O'Shanter hat—it was difficult to

any other on. She was the center of &«
crowd of rough-looking men, who lists-
ened with interest to a conversation be-
tween the small woman and one of the-
lite guard. This man has a boat, and
‘‘contrived the double debt to pay” of
advertising a famous clothing house
and rescuing drowning humianity, and
if he doesn't make more out of the:
clothing house than he does out of res-
cuing humanity he will never die rich.
._“Do you see this scar?” he said, ex--
hibiting a hand roughened by toil' and‘
not accustomed to much water outside
the ocean. I got this scar savin’ a
woman here a couple of years ago. She
floated clean from the Park to near the-
Excursion House, and I a-followin®' her
up. I gotto her just as she was a-goin’
down for the third time, and when I.
went to catch onto her by the neck of
her dress to throw her on her back her-
teeth somehow got a grip on me and
went clear through! my hatid. She
never let go till I got her pretty near:
shore, and my hand, was swelled up
double its size about all summer."

*I hops you got well paid for it,’
said the red Tam O’Shanter.

“No, 1 didn't; didn’t geta cent.
And what's more, every time I met "
that lady down here she wouldn’t look
at me, and I've seen her several times
in Philadelphia and she always turns -
away her head. Queer how they do-
that, ain’t itP he continued, sure of
the sympathy of his audience. ¢Once
I brought a man in that was about as -
near drowned as you ever seen. Well, -
after they pumped him  and brought
him to, he looks up at me and he says:
‘I'm here yet ain’t I?” And then he -
used some remarks that I don't care -
abont repeating. ‘Why didn’t you let
me aloneP’ he says and he never gave
me nothin’ neither: Then once a very
pretty young lady was drownin’, and
one of her friends started for her twice,
but he lost heart, and, of course, I
brought her in. I went to walk home
with her, and you wouldn’t believe she
was ashamed to be seen with me."

He wasn’t the most irresistible escort -
fmaginable, with his stockingless feet
thrust into slippers and wearing a cok
larless blue flannel shirt and seedy-look-
ing’ hat, besides which he em-
phasized his remarks by spit
ting tobacco juce around recklessly,
But the small woman said she would .:
have walked the length of the board
walk on his arm if he had saved her
life—a speech which called forth nods
and grunts of approval from the com-
pany at large.

«“Of course you are called more fre-
quently to the rescue of men,” said the-
young woman; they are more fools-
hardy.”

*Yes; theyre foolhardier; but the -
women’'s aasier scared. It runs alon,
about even though. Ore year I pull-
ed out four men to one woman, and -
last season there was five women to
one man."

Egyptian Street Cries.

The street cries of any city are full of'-
interest, but those of Eastern thorough-
fares are peculiarly significunt. The -
Muskee, of Cairo, its greatnative street,
is a singular, oriental-looking place; al-
ways crowded with strange people, calle -
ing somewhat after this fashion:

Seller of sugar and water—Refresh -
thy heart! Quench the heat!

Seller of raisin water—It is well -
clarified, Oh my son! By thelifeof thy -
father, it is well clarified!

Milkman—Let our morning be whitel

Pretzel seller—O all uourisher! O
all good! O determiner! O omniscient
pretzels.

Beggar—I am the guest of God and
of the prophet. I have not yet break-
fasted. ;

Passer-by (in reply) God open to
thee the hearts of men!

Another (to one sneezing)—Praise
God! Thank God!

All present—God have mercy on youl

The sneezer—God guide me and you!
God reward you!

Muezzin (from a mosque)—God is
greatest! I declare that there is no God
but God! I declare that Mohammed is
the prophet of God! Come to prayer!
Come to salvation! Prayer is better
than sleep! God is very great! There
is no. God but God!

Seller of wheat cakes—These belong
to thee, O, fasting man! How they did *
knead thee in the night, O cakes!

Rose seller—The rose was a thorn;
she bloomed from the sweat of the
prophet. \

And thus the cries continue, hour -
after hour day after day.

A Hen Commits Suicide,

A Sumter (Ga.) woman owneda -
Zuinea hen that wanted to sit; she had
her nest broken up. She filled another
and persisted in sitting, but her owner
had detormined otherwise, and again
broke up the nest. The poor fowl"
looked on sorrowfully and saw her ma-
ternal hopes blighted, turned, with a
irooping head, walked up to the well,
flew uf to thecurbing, and then plun
bead foremost into the deep waters
low. When theéogot her out she * waa-
dead.—Atlanta Constitution.
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