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LITTLE WILLIE WAKING UP.

$ome hnee thought that in the drawing.
In our being’s freshest glow,
(rod is nearer little children
Than their parents ever ~now,
And that, if you listen sharply.
Better things than yoty can teach,
And a sort of mystic wisdom,
Trickles through their careless spt$ch

How it is | cannot answer.
But t knew a child.
Who. among the thyme and clorer
And the bsfis. was running wild,
Aud he came one summer evening,
With his ringlets o’er his eyes.
And his hat was torn in pieces,
Chasing bees and butterflies,

V Now I'll go to bed, dear mother,
For I*m very tii'ed of play tM

And he said his, " Now 1 lay me/l
In a kind of careless way

And he drank the cooling water
From his little silver cup,

And sa'id gayly’ * When it’s morning,
Will the Angels take me up 2

powu he sank with roguish laughter,
lu his little trundle bed
And the kindly god of slumber,
Pnowered the poppies o’er his head,
!“What could mean his spe«king stranger ?”
Asked his musing pother, then—
<O, *twas nothing but his prattie :
W hat can he of angels ken I*

There he lies, how sweet and placid !
And his breathing comes and goes
Inike a zephyr movingly softly,
And his cheek is like a rose ;
Cutshe leaned her ear te listen
If his breathing could be heard :
Oh,” sne murmured, * it the angels

Took iny darling  \\$ word !’ *

Night within its folding mantle
Hath the* sleepers both beguiled.

And within its soft embracings,
Rent the mother and the child ;

fJ|> she siarted from her dreaming,
Ft.r a sound has gtrucfc her

And it comes from little Willie,
Lying on his trundle near.

Vp *he springeth, for it strikes
Upon her troubled ear again
And h»s breath, in louder fetches
Travels from his lungs iu pain,
And his eyes are fixing upward
On some face beyond the room ;
Aud the blackness of the spoiler
From his cheek hath chased the bjopm.

Never more hi# +*Now Jlay m tM
Will be said from mother’s knee.
Never more among tho clover
will chane the bumble-bee :
Through the night she watched b#r
Now «'enpairing, nowin hope ;
And about the break of morning
Did the angels wake htin up.

LEARNING THE ALPHABET j
OK, TUE

CHANGES oP FORTUNE.

Four o'clock in Broadway !
Silks and shuwjs sweeping down to
meet broadcloth and beaver coming
pp; stores crowded; streets jam-
med ; side-waJks suffocating : gnd
ou the steps of fl)e New York Hotpl,
looking calmly 3t the waving, stay -
ing, hurrying current of humin life,
sat Ernest Cljrehugh, only son of
Simon Clirehugh, of the great hopse
of Clirehugh & Allan, leather
dealer*.

Ernest was twenty-three—slen-
der and well-formed, wilh a |<jpy,
emonth forehead, curling brown
hair, handsome blue eyes, and fea-
tures of the cpld, Grecian type—
superbly simply, immaculately >yell
dressed, fastidious in his toilet, eler
gant iu his maimers, formed of tiie
pure porcelain, ijot of common clav,
as was the handsome hut ungloved
hand laid appealingly ou his coal
mJdeve,

4Don’t touch Hie. woman ! What
do you want V he asked, shaking off’
the fair, tapering fingers, and look-
ing angrily; not at the modest and
handsome face qf the envner, but at
the cotton gown, the fa'fJ shawl,
end deplorable bonnet,

“Jam your laundress, Mr<Clire-
hugh,” answered the young gifl,
(for »tie was harcjly twenty), crim-
soning io the tpinples. *J am
eorry to trouble you; but if ypp
.could only pay me!”

‘Why don’t ypu come to ny
rooms ? he interrupted angrily. J
am not accustorped to pay ipv

debts in the utreef,’

11 have beep W often, Mr. Clire-
hugh ; and you are always opt or
engaged.’

Ernest took out his pocket-bopk.

*1 have no change. You can
come to-night and get it.

1Mr. Clirehugn, she said, clasp-
ing her hanli. *1 have a little bro-
ther three years old ; he has had
nothing to eat to-day, and 1 have
eaten nothing since yesterday morn-
ing; we have no fire and no
clothes. For mercy’s sake, don’l
eend me back without enough fo
buv a loaf of bread ’

‘But Earnest did not hear her-*
He had joined a richly dressed
lady walking up, and had already
quite forgotten the existence of
the poor girl, who siarted a* if to
run afier him—then checking her-
«elf, turned and crept down Broad-
way again.

It was a weary pilgrimage.—
She was faint from hunger, and
had lost her last hope, She had
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promised ‘Willie, when she camp
back, to bring hitfi some bread.—
And how could she meet llie re*
proanh of those pleading eyes!
There were ladiesin all
stores, laying dolyn money
smiling  indifference — money
whichone small piece would
her from destruction*

Once or Ilwicp, when a fair,
sweet vyoniHH loftked pityingly as
she passed her by, she tried to
beg, but the words died on her:
lips, and st(e shrink
blushipg scarlet in the shade of her
old bonne).
roared and surged, and carried her
on— changing,
racter vyhen she
one of the ninny squalid streets
where dwell the poor—growing
noisier, and begrimmed but bearing
her on, till she reached the house—
if that crumbling, rotten shell was
worthy of tne name—on whose
topmost floor waited patiently for
bread, was h;r little brother.

His eager iook changed to one
of grievous disappointment ; arid
his little under-lip quivered as he

caw that her hands were empty ;
but he laid not a word, lor pov-
erty makes philosophers even of
ii* babies ; not so liis ijister— who,
catching the child in her arms, flung
herself on a bundle of lags iu llie
comer that served for a bed, groan-
ing and sobbing us she kissed his
little curly head, apd prayed aloud
to die.

There was a M"™QU ; and before
she could answer i(, the door
opened. Margaret started up, but
sank (lack again, wil|( a groan,
when she saly ‘hal il was only
Dinah who lived on Ihe floor below.

‘“Wliai d<( y°H tyant, Dinah?"
she asked feebly.

*« Look un here, young miss, and
you'll see. Lo"k what 1| hroughi
you { got my pav for washing
to-dav ; and thinks J, 11 just get
a little bt of meal, and smiic
lui ad and coffee, and have i| hitle
least with young miss up stairs;
and so honey, just gel up and pni
while it’s hot.”

Margaret burst into (ears.

‘How good you aie! j laid
down to die; for } thought every-
one had forgotten ine.’

‘The Lord nevpr you,
honey V returned ihe old negp-ss,
solemnly. 1He (ell me you sicl*
and hungry, and put it in n|\
heart to bring you dese. Why
don’t ypu trust him morel He
sav. he neber leave y- u nor forsake
you.’

1I1t’s all dark here,” answered
Margaret, shaking her head. *II
it were not for Waillie, here. |
would gladly die. aud be buried by
my father ; for 1 have no way to
live, | have no trade ; and even
for what washing I can get, 1 re-
ceive no money.’

*Why don’t you go out to ser
vice V

*1 have tried ; and one lady-
told me my hands were too white ;
another, that | was not stoul
enough ; a third, that 1 wa$ too
fpdy-like.”

‘Jt'« hard honey,” returned old
Dinah, ‘but be sure, that the L°rd
shuts up all dese ways ’cause
He’* some other road lor ypu to
go. What was dat your father
used to write so rppeh before he
died V

fHe copied papers,” saicj Mar-
gBret; but 1can’t do that; 1 clon’t
wnte a business hand.’

I well, never mind ;
something for you.’ rejoined the
old negress. gathering up the
scraps of the meat. “You and
little massa there corpc down to-
night, and we’ll see if \ye can’t rake
Up a liltle supper.”’

Margaret sank down on her bed
again ; but this time there was a

dare’s

ray of h°pe in her heart.

She could not copy papers, in-
deed ; but could she riot write?—
When living jn the seclusion of
her father™ parsonage, she had
passed many happy hours in the
exercise of composition.

There were pens, ink, and pa-
per, left by her father on his
death. She could try at least.—

Death was on one side, dishonor on
fhe other—she would try.

Si e wrote wilh feverish haste,
scarcely reading it, before she
sallied put.— Tremblingly, she pre-

sented it in the office of the first
weekly journal on vyhjeh she
chanced.

It is quite useless said the

editor ; ‘we are overrun wilh n)a-
nuscripls. 1 have no time to read
tbe third of those which are sent me,
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with his old <gt,

of \\Aa reduced from one stage of po-1tunate do not live ; they dream.’
nave verty to another, (ill he finally died |

back again. 'aud 1 am

though, in iis char jraised
turned aside into\negress,
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lyjargarai turned ihen
woni lack.
*Sir,” s(lle said,

to me I'm a nv>'i) HJt.

away,

boldly,
1i
who.
he had, and

listen
the

lost all

in a garret. in mstreet, leaving
n"e tiie ca(e of a brother, three
years of age. 1| have been well,
even classically educated ; but |
have no trade. | caniipt sew well,
not strong enough for
hard work ; 1 took in washing, and

And the living current jam unable to get any pay ; and we

have not starved, only because God
us up a friend, in old
who lives in the same
This is ins' last resource.
sir, it may take you ten mi-
nutes to read my manuscript.—-
Will you bestow the alms of so
much of your tirpe on me or not 1

Without a word, the editor
extended his hand for the manu-
script.

'This is well written,” he said,
after reading it ihn ugh attentively ;

house.
Now,

(and the author of this can do
belter. If you choose lo let me
have t is for three dollars, 1 will
take it.”

Three dollars 1  Why, it was a
mine of wealth. Margaret’s hind
cjuiched jt with the desperate
eagerness of a miser. How short
seemed the walk hoot)l though
slie slopped ip purchase many

things— wood, meat, bread, tea, and
sugar. How Waillie shouted, and
old Dinah laugiled, as they sat
down to supper.

!'Young miss, it's your turn no v.
Didn’t 1 tell ye de Lord hah some
way for ye? A'll *dis better dan

siichin®*  or wailin®?  You sits
down and scrabbl s a liltle, and
gets iliree dollars. Why, you’ll
lie rich soon. Laws! I’ scrabble

alj de lime I

Margilret 4i{ -scrabble,’
and ).ite—-nighi aud morning.

Her sketches found favour in
the sanctums of more editors than
one : by degrees, she became
known ait a popular wrilei-

«->he forsook the miserable den
where \yu first saw her, taking
Diipili with lit-r ; and steadily, day
by fliny. she advanced— wearily,
paiijlully, sometimes ; but always
upward.

early

Seven ypars had pass-cl, mean-
while, over the handsome head of
Lrnest Clirehugh, and brought
him pp change, except ihe death of
his fiilhar wheieliy lie apccdi-d to
(lie cp!)Hp| of (he great Clirehugh
fortune

He was not a marrying man.—

Mamma’s marriageable daughters
had discovered that long <(go, and
ceased to jinnoy him. Jiut  be
was an agreeanle one ; and, as
sui-'h, ladies introduced [)im to
whomsoever they delighted to

honor, against which introductions
he was ’n the liabil.of languidly pro-
testing aud \ielding.

‘1l am going io vi'*tiin'?e you

again, Mr. idirchugh,” said Mrs.
Rogers, a lively little lady, one
evening. ‘I want to introduce you
to my friend. Miss Auslie —— ihe
talented authoress of «When tlie
Dickens did 1loose my shoe,” She

is the most charming woman | have
ever met—so much so, that if it
were any other man, 1 should ;ay :
-gardex yous — for she is as cold as*
Diana.’

if am ~t your mercy?’ lan-
guidly relurned Ernest ; ‘unly ypu
must gtand by me. | am afraid of

blues.”

Mi*. Rog.ers laughed, and took
his arm.

‘“Miss Anslie. my friend, Mr-

Ernest Clirehugh.’

Mr. Clirehugh executed his best
bow, and stole a look at the author-?
ess through his half-ujpsed ey>
lashes.

She was a superb >voman, of
i)bout twontv-five— tall, dark, and
rosy, wjfl) beautiful hair wound
round her handsome head, and mag-
nificent eyes.

“ A beautiful woman! thpught
Ernest—‘and dressed in unexcep-
tionable taste. I wonder what

made her start, and blush at the
mention of my name ?’

‘It is very warm. Shall we go
into the conservatory ?’ said the full,
rich voice of the authoress.

Mr. Clirehugh gallantly offered

his arm. and they made their way
jthrough the crowd, to tha cpol,
dim retreat, through whose vine-

shaped doors lhe light came in with
softened splendor.
I ~Life cn a small

scale,” said

8111,8,,
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Ernest, pointing to the gay lancers
Iwuhom :—- Vanity of vanities— ah
iis vanity.’

| Life '—.what do you I>rtolv >
she said, with a sartlinj.
abruptness. *Tne rich and the fur-

“ Of angels.” said Chrehugh, with
an expressive look u; M'rgaret.—
*«But since you think me so ignor
ant, 1 shall look io you lor instruc-
tion.  You sh«(ll teach me what is
life.”

Miss
blazed,

“You had best not ask me,"
said ; it will cost you dear.’

“1 will take the risk,” answered
Cliiehugh, gaily; “and with your
permission, will come to you in a
day or two, for my first lesson.”

*As you will,”  replied Miss
Ainsl'e ; ‘but remember, | have
warned you—do not reproach me
afterward.’

Her manner was impulsive-r-
alruost solemn ; but Clirehugh,
on whom her beauty or rallies an
indefinable fascination of manner,
had made a deep impression, only
counted (lie hours (ill he could claim
her promises.

‘lam come to taka my
was his first salutation.

‘In what chapter?— the Book of
Lite has many.’

‘We will commence on that one

Anslie’s  eyes actually

she

lesion,”

headed Love,” he sa‘'d, fixing his
bold eyes on the calm, handsome
face of Ills hostess.

‘Love | she said scprnfullv,

‘why that is the very alphabet.—
Men go through w th lhat as they
do the whooping cough, and ctiipken-
pox.’

*1f it is the alphabet, then 1 will
be a child, and you siiajl leach pie.’

*Lovo is inspired, pot taught !
replied  Miss kinslip, colouring
deeply.

*Do you speak from exporierjee 7’

<l know of no right tiy which .you
I>ul  the question, returned Ilie
authoress ; but if the knowledge
will geatifv you—-no!”

‘Then, wise as yop are, you
have not yet learned lhe alplptbet I"

‘1l presume,” said she cahply,
when he had finished, ‘ Ihat lliis is
mv first lesson in the primer, is il
noi ? 'The alphabet is finished f

Scarcely knolying whaf he said,
Clirehugh assented.

*1 am obliged,” s*e cpntiliped.
coldly ; <but permit me, before we
go further, to return the favour, by
giving you a lesion in arithmetic,’

Clirehugh started at her ip psto-
nislunctit. Aud she went tp bphl
cabinet, from one of the drawers of
which she took pul a small piece of
paper, neatly folded, apd ham ed jl
io him.

He opened it mechanically, it was
a bill, running as follows ;

« Ernest Clirehugh to Margnret Ainslie, Dr.

“ For three weeks' washing...§2 50
Mot received payment

Clirehugh laid down ilie paper,
and looked at her earnestly ; aud
something in her air as gl)c stood
iliere, reminded him of (he young
girl whose hand had once rested im-
ploringly OIll his arm.

How blind he had been. What
othei hand had those tapering,
snowy lingers, and rosy nails

wlial would he not giye if tliju hand
could rest there now-

‘Margaret,” he said, flushing
deeply, ‘can you forgive me 1 Be-
lieve me | was thoughtless, not in-
tentionally cruel !”

‘1 have long ago forgiven you.
Mr Clirehugh,” she replied calmJv :
‘for though your negligence seem-j
ed to drive me lo despair, yet God
overruled it for my benefit. Had 1
obtained that twenty shillings. 1
should havo spent my days, perhaps
over the wash-lub. Necessity
opened for me another door.’

‘But you have forgiven me ?
pleaded Clirehugh, and have taught
me a lesson never 10 be forgotten.—
E -

Permit me 1l return

‘ Impossible I she said quickly.—
«You musf take another pupil for
the prnner ; 1am contented to have
learned the alphabet I’

And Clirehugh, in vain, strove (o
change her resolution.

The last time we saw her, she
wag jp die alphabet yet |

1 ~yiiere was John Rogers bijrnt to
deafj) ?” said a teacher to one of Iji| pupils
in a commanding toice.

Ife couldn't tell.

! The next.’

“ Jochu.i knows,” said tlje little girl at
tl)« foot of Ihe class.

f Well,” said the teacher,
knows he may tell.”

1R lﬁe’fir,& 1’ said Joshua, looking very
,0lemn and'Cire.’

“if Joshua
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A CURIOUS FACT.

At the lime of tie explosion on
>oard ihe Great Eastern, a curious
eret was noticed ; those who were
nosl hurl and who first died seemed
ihe least injured when they first up-
peared above deck, and even weiv
able to walk aft without ~ssisiance.
On this point a writer in the London
Times says :—

"A man blown up with gpnpoyv-
iler is a mere figure of ("faw flesh
which sel.b’in moves nft*T “llli
plosion. Not so wvith meq blown pp
»y steam, who, for a few minutes
are able to walk about, apparently
unhurt, though, ifl fact, mqrtally in-
jured beyond all, hope of recoyen .
ihis \ym so with one or two, who,
as they emerged from below, walked
aft \yith that indiscribable esprosjop
in ihe.if faces only resembling inieiue
astonishment ; and a certain falter-
ing of the gait and movements like
one who walks in his sleep. W here
not begrimed by the smoke or ashes,
ihe peculiar bright, soft whiteness ot
ihe facu, hands or breasl, told at
once that the sl®in. though unbroken,
had, in fact, been boiled by the
steam. One man walked along with
lhis movement arid his look | have
endeavorded lo describe, and seemed
quite unconscious that the flesh of
his thighs (most probably by the
ashes in the furnace] was burnt in

deep holes. Tosome one who came
to his assistance, he said quickly :
‘lan all right, there are ot iers

worse than me ; go look after them.”
The poor mail was the first to die.
He expired quietly as if falling inlo
a refreshing sleep.’— Scientific Jim
erican.

Pilgrimage to Mkgca— A re-
cont publication of ihe Munstry of
Algeria and tne Colonies make some
curious statements relating to the

pilgrimages ip Mecca during the
present year. The ceremoii‘es at
Mecca terminated OIll the Illb ol

October, in tne presence of about
50.000 pilgrims, of whom 17.850 had
come by sea, and 32,000 by land,
lu 1858 there were 180,0dQ pil-
grims ; in 18j}7, 110,000; and in
1856. 120,0()P. Tins' great de-
crease in me number iu 1&5Q is ow -
ing, the natives declare, to the
events pf Djedda(|] fast \ear, ipid
sl”o lo the dread of the cholera,
which piade extensive ravages in
1858 As soon as tiie pilgrim sets
foot on llie sacfpd spil of Mecca he
must put ou iwp pieces of white
cloth, one ted round the loins with
ends hanging down (o die middle of
(lie leg, while (he other is thrown
qv'pf (he shoulders so as to leave ihe
rignl arm free. He must go bare
headed aud wear sandals. As long
as he wears lliisgarment he is bound
to lead a pure aud regular life. Al
Mecca he begins tin: ceremonies un-

der llie direction of a gu de. The\
are as lollows:--1 vyisitiug the
temple aud going seven tin round

llie lvaaha, starling from the Black
Mono, which I)p uiusl jiiss or touch
on completing each ejieuit. 2.
Drmltiiig the jya'cr of ihe well ol

Zeui Zein, a( which »a\s tradition,
tlugar aod Islpnael quenched their
timst. 3. Praying at llie Station

pi Abraham, marked by a stone, on
which he is said lo have stood when
he went to sacrifice his son. 4. .Stop
ping and praying at Li. Madjen, the
spot where Soiomon siood to see
moriar mixed for building Ilie tem-
ple. 5. Running seven times be-
tween Mounts Safa and Merwa, iu
commemoration of Hagar’s anxious
search for water for herself and her
son. 6. Repairing Oll the 9th day
of (lie month to Mount Ararat, gbout
(vyplvo miles from Mecca, pftef
morning prayer. Mahommed”n irar
dition says that on this hill Adan)
built a temple and Mahomet per-
formed his devotions. 7. On the
fallowing day the pilgrims all go in
@ body Y6 the' VMiev of Mouua and
!llore sacrifice propitiatory victims j
they also cut their hair and nails,
devotedly burying the portions cut
off. And remaining two days at
Mouna, they again visit the temple
of Mecca, and then prepare for their
departure.

“lip not afraid of a barrel of cyder,”
said a toper to a temperance man.

‘1 presume not,” was the reply, from
your appearance | gtjess a barrel of cyder
woi)!d run at your approach.

The Editor of the * Wring and Twist,”
says fie has seen ihe contrivance which
our lawyers use when they Iwarm up
which a subject.” He meiely says it is a
glass concern and holds Rear a plat,
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Literary M arriages.— Are phi,
maids’ prejudices against marriages
with poets and novelists, and writers
generally, built on any grouuds ol
reason? You remomber how uu
happy was Bvrow’s niarnage. Shel-
ley’s was no better. Milton’s three
marriages were all unhappy. Camp-
bell was wretched every way.
What an angelic patience Tom
Moore’s wife possessed ? how olten
must her hear! have beei® wrung by-
husband as well as children ! You
know how unfortunately all turned
put. Sir Edward Buiwer Lytton is
separated from his wile. Mrs. Nor-
ton has quilted her husband. Mrs.
Fannv Kemble has fled hers. Ko-
ger~Pope,Macaulay, Hume, Clibbon,
all remained bachelors— most "visely.
Coleridge left his wife to slarve.
Charles Lamb kept out of Ihe noose.
Addison married and found consol-
ation only in the bottie ; and by a
strange coincidence, Lord Stowell
(so closely resembling Addison in
many particulars) lived happily unti(
late in life he married a lady bearing
(lie title as the same woman who
poisoned Addison’s last years. Swift
never married. Bolingbroke quar-
relled and parted with his \vife.
Neitner Pitt nor Fox were ever
married. Washington Irving was
unmarried. Both of Sheridan’s
maringes were unhappy. Shakes-
peare’s will is supposed to exhibit
evidence of an unhappy marriage.

TtiE Miragii: of Life.—The
child's eyes are enchanted, but he
does no( know it, and he believes in
all he sees. He dOC3 not doubt the
glimmer and thq glory of the scenes
that lie before him. He gazes down
the vista of life, aud every phan-
tasm seems to his ardent sight as a
reql and pjeasant thing. All the
prismatic views (hat appear to flash
across his forward path he thinks
are really lighting it, and that he
shall be touched and beautified by
iheir radiance when once he is there.
No wonder that the child is in haste
to get 01l. There js every Jliing to
lure him— freedom, plemy, sweet
gardens, flowing fountains, noble
forms, smiling faces, and beckoning
hands. He sees (he wavjng of
palms and (he gliuer of jewels ; he
hears the voice of trumpet and of

harp. And on he rushes, breath-
lessly, to the end of childhood,
through youth, and into manhood,

before he becomes fully aware that
the shape, complexion and mein of
his phantoms have al| been rapidly
changing, and that what he took for
true worth and beauty is, in reality,
110 better than a raree-show, or a

mirage of the desert. For him
there is afterwards 110 more en-
chantment.

cannot touch
around the open end and hang them

A Happv Houskholu — There is
nothing on earth so beautiful as the
household on which Christian love
for ever smiles, and where religion
walks, a counsellor and a friend,
jVo cloud can darken il, for its twin-

‘/a
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year, he should earn it. We pro-
wrerf ff barrel of nir*liwtrwWipm!**
and as soon as the blossoms began to
fail, and the fruit was fairfmet, be-
gan to shower the'tree \#ith the
powdered lime dust every morning,
whi’e ihe dew was on. This we
followed up for three ~veeks,

all danger was past. TH6 plums set
weft, grew well, and the most of-
them matured in tip-top condition,
large greenish yellow, juiejvfruit__
where never a plum grew before.

\\e have pretlv much made uj*
our n.inds that (liany men are too,
slothful to grow thi? very fine fruil.
It requires a liltle attention evary
day. early in the morning, before n
good many people :*re astir. Thd,
essential thing is. we apprehend. t<v
follow up the enemy wijth sinrj»’
practice, and, we think, almost any
remedy that, involves this disturbing,
of the trees, every day, will sutxre”..
The instinct of the curculio leads htr
to seek a quiet place to deposit bar
eggs. This is seen in the fact tliav
she drops upon the sheet as so*m as
the plum is jarred, or disturbed, in
any way.

The sprinkling of lime, or ashe»s
or dry dirt, upon the tree*, alartri#
the insects, and leads her to seek
fine more quiet place, for her depo-
sit. The application of whale-oil
soi”p, or the salt and lime mixture,
oif sulphur water, acomplishes, in
pgi't, the same purpose. It may bo
that these applications, both dry and
wet, have something of offensive in
them, which hastens her departure,
bpt, >ye think, the main thing in all
curcujio remedies, is the disturbing
of the trees, and making the quarters
of the enemy loo hot for him.

At any rate, the lime did the work
for our little torments, and wo bag-
ged thg plums with as much satis-
faction os if they had been nuggets
cf gojd. Nobody but smart people,
can esfpept to eat plums raised Oll a
|sandy or gravelly soil, Get a barret’
of lime, this Fall, take out one head,
and let it stand in any dry place, un-
til next Spring, and it wiil be ready
for use.

CURING, SMOKING AND
KEEPING HAMS.

A 5J0ST VALUABILK AND SEASONABLE
ARTICLE

Formerly 1 tried keeping hams
and shoulders in salt, and also in
grain, but they would dissolve the
salt or mould in the grain. | then
tried keeping them in pounded char-
coal wiih no better effect. I next
tried dry ashes, but unless the hams
were very dry when put up they
would taste of the ashes, 1 then
tried sewing them up in a eoarso,
c(otli and white washing Iliem sever-
aj times over, as | had seen them in;
that condition in market ; but they"
did not keep well—would either;
mould or the lime would crack and
the flies get in.

For a number of years | have*
adopted a new method and never
failed 10 keep them sweet and free
from mould or flies. | prepare a
sack for each ham. A yard square
of good sheeting is sufficient for a
good sized ham. After the hams
are smoked, and before any flies,
have infected them. | put them up,
one in a sack. 1 lake sweet hay and
cut it [in a cuttirig-box] about one
inch long and fill in lhe sack and
around the ham, so that the ham
;be bag. Ti* a cord

up in the smokehouse or some cool,

dry place, and they can Pe kept any

length of time ; the bag and hay
will keep away the flies and allow
Ilie moisture to escape so that they,

stars iii« centred in the soul. No will not mould.

storms can make it tremble, for ii Hums should be always well cur
lias a heavenly support and a ed before they are smoked. The
heavenly ane; or. following is my method, and I luve

often been asked bow I could keep

.'mardinbs.—“There's no humbug about
ilii'se  Narriines,” saiil Brown, as lie litO|ifil
Uimself to tlie third plateful from a
titnvly opened box; “they are the sjrnuine
article, and came all the way from the
Mediteranean.”- “Yes,” replied liis econ-
omical wife. “Yes, and if yon will only con
trol your appetite tlieyfwill go a great dial
farther,”

Good Butter in Winter.— Mrs.
H. wishes to seed you the following
method for making butter in winter,
yellow, and containing as pleasant
flavor as ip May or June Grate
carrots, [the deepest orange color.]
sift through a sieye, mix in a little
milk, [water will answer.] and put
into the crearp when you commence
churning. You will be surprised at
the great difference it makes with
the butter. Scores of her neighbors
have tendered her tlieir sincere
thanks for the information.

HOW WE GOT OUR FIRST
CROP OF PLUMS.

It was upon a loose gravel, where
that slippery rascal, the curculio, re-
vels, sweeping every thing before
him, as clean as the locusts of Egypt.
The varieties were Green Gage, and
Imperial Gage, young vigorous trees
but old enough to have borne fruit
three years ago. They had blos-
somed and set fruit, several years,
but not a specimen h~d escaped the
fatal incision of the little Turk.

Last Spring we determined upon
a vigorous warfare with the enemy,
resolved, that if he got the fruit this

tliein through the summer aud have

them of so fine a flavor :

Receii'e for Curing Hams.—
To one gallon of water take one and
half pounds of good sail, one half
pound sugar, and an ounce of salt-
petre— to be increased in this ratio
to any quantity required to cover
the hamfe. As soon as your pork is
cold cut out your hams and pack
them closely in your cask. Sprinkle
each layer lightly vvith fine salt-
put Ol a weight and pour on the
brine immediately, and before the
juice of the ham has escaped. It
will require from four to 3ix weeks
for the salt to stiike through, accord-
ing to the size of the hum. It will
bo necessary perhaps to add a little
salt on ihe top of the hams ; some-
times tf thev are very large they ab-
sorb so much of the salt as to leave
the biine so weak it may sour. It
would be well to take them up after
they have been in a week or two
and examine them, and if necessary
add a little more salt. Great care
should be taken not to salt too much
as by dping so you lose the flavor of
the ham. but just enough should
be used to keep them. As the harn
absorbs the salt from the brine it
should be fed by adding a little sah
on the top and the bams should be
well struck through. W lieii the
hams are large | take out the flat
bone and cut off*the round socket
bone with a chisel, leaving always
the large bone. With care I nsfcr
hare failed to keao ham sweet



