TO MY MOTHER.
WRITTEN IN LUCRETIA’s SIXTEENTH Yf.AR.

Th© following beautiful lines, from Lucretia to
her mother, are such a sweetepitome of mater-
nal love, that they must find their way to every
heart.
O, thou, whose care sustained my infant years.
And taught my prattling lip each note of
love;
Whose soothing voice breathed comfortto my
fears,
' And round my brow hope’s brightest garland
wove—
To thee my lay is duo, the simple song
W hich

day ;
To thee these rude, these untaught strains

nature gave mo at life’s opening

belong,
Whose heart, indulgent, will not spurn my

lav.

0O, say, amid this wilderness of life,
W hat bosom would have throbbed like thine

fori j?
Who would have smiled responsive ? W ho, ill
grief,
Would e’er have felt, and, feeling, grieved
like thee ?

Who would have guarded with a falcon eyo
Each trembling footstep, 01 each sport ol
fear ?
Who would have marked my bosom bounding
high,
And clasped mo to her heart with love
bright tear ?

Who would have liupg around my sleepless
couch,
' And fanned with anxious hand my burning
brow ?
W ho would have fondly pressed my fevered lip’
In all the agony of love and woo 1

None but a mother—none but one like thee,
Whose bloom had faded in the midnight
watch ;
Whose eye for me has lost its witchery,
® Whose form has feltdisease’s mildewed touch

Ye* ; thou hast lighted mo to health and liie,
By the bright lustre of the youthful bloom —
Yes ; thou hast wept so oft o’er every grief,
That woo hath traced thy brow with marks
of gloom;

then* to thee, this rude and simpb song,
W hich breathes of thankfulness and love for
thee ;
To thee,, my mother, shall this lay belong,
W hose life is spent in toil and care for mo.

Xitcrnture.

The Wonderful Housemaid

BV CAROLINE A. SOULE

W here were tho crowds that had
flocked about them as they left its
shore 1 Alas ! the widow and her
child found none of them. Alone,
nnd unaided, they were left to stem
the torrent ofijadversity. Theirs was
a trite story. One and another tiling
that tried to do, but the obloquy
they rested on ihe dead min’sgrave
followed his living darlings, liil
poverty, in its most cruel sense, pre-
sed heavily upon them.

*Let us go where we are unknown,”
said Ellen, passionately, yet mourn-
fully, one evening, as, after a futlie
search for employment, she returned
to their humble lodgings, and buried
her weeping face in ner mother's

bosom. “ They’ll kil mo with their
cold proud looks. I'd rather beg my
>bread of strangers than ask honest

employment of these scornful ones,
who trample so fiendishly upon our
sacred griefs.’
And they gathered up the remnant
of their treasures, and silently, se-
cretly, lest tho same should fly be-
fore them, went to a lonely homo in
the City, where we find them. There
they readily procured needlework,
vand all they could do, for their fing-
ers beautified every garment tiiat
passed through their hands. But
the song of the shirt was the only
one thoy coulising. .Night brought
no rest to lhe weary day, and though
.twenty, instead of the ‘twelve hours’
of the Bible were spent in toil, they
were famished and frozen.
‘Mothei,” said Ellen, one evening,
as the hour of midnight found them
still at worn, ‘this is too much for
ty.pman. | shall sew no longer.*
‘But what will you do, darling?’
ard Mrs. Seymour wept over her
pale thin face, ‘shall wwe starve?’
‘Mother, there was resolution in
that tone now, ‘mother, 1 shall hire
out as housemaid; don’t attempt to
dissuade, me my mind isdetermined.
It is as honorable as this—1 shall
cam as much, if not more than now;
I shall save my board; 1shall have
my nights for rest.” She pleaded till
she won at least a tearful consent,
and entered the service of Mr. Sum-
mers.

His sister’s house had always been
,a second home to Herbert Lincoln,
but now it was dearer than ever.
.Their tea-table, in particular, seemed
«to.have a fascination for him, and,
at the end of a fortnight, he had
pipped so many cups of Ellen's fra-
grant tea, thal Mrs. Summers decla-
red she should certainly present him
rA-bill of board.  And though in all
that time he had not exchanged a
dozen sentences with the beautiful
‘mind, it was but too evident she vvas
the magnet which attracted him.

Business now took him out of
4own, and three weeks elapsed ere
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he returned. s he was hastening'
from the depot, turning a corner, he
espied, coming as il were to meet
him, the fair girl of whom he had
dreamed every night of liis absence,
and beside her, little golden haired
Nell.

“Uncle Herbert,” cried the child,
and embraced him passionately.
‘Oh, I'm so glad you’ve come home.
We missed you so much.” Then
freeing himself from her arms she
said, gracefully, «and here is dear
Ellen, too, ain’t you glad to see her
again V

Ellen blushed, but the young man
so courteously extended liis hand to
her Ihat she could not refuse it.

‘lam happy to see Miss Seymour
enjoying this beautiful day,” said he
in low, gentle tones as respectfully
as if addressing a queen.

“And | am happy to see Mr. Lin-
coln looking so well,” responded the
lady with a quiet dignity, an | she
passed along.

‘But where are you going, little
niece V said Herbert to JNell, detain-
ing her a moment-

*Oh, to see Grandmamma Sey-
mour, she is such a sweet lady too.
Ellen took me there once, and it
made mo so happy that mother lets
me go now whenever she does,” and
she tripped away.

Herbert walked rapidly fo the
first corner, then turned and delibe-
rately retraced his steps and follow-
ed the two, till he learned lhe street
and number oT Ellen’s home.

That night as lie carefully exam-
ined his bureaus, it occurred to him
that his supply of linen was quite
deficient, and forthwith he purchased
a goodly sized parcel of the raw
material and at an early hour tho
next day was knocking at the door
of tha dilapidated house which he
had seen Ellen enter. Through
vault-like halls and up rickety stair
cases ho wended his way till he
found Mrs. Seymour’s room. The
beautiful and saintly face of the
widowed mother fascinated him as
completely as had tlie daughter’s and
with a reverential tone he opened
his errand.  While she inspected the
linen, and made inquiry as lo tha
particular way he would have it

tde up his eve glanced eagerly
over the room. Tiie exquisite taste
of the housemaid was visible every-
where.—Geraniums and roses smiled
in the winter's sunbeams that crept
so lovinglyinto the narrow casement;
the white muslin that draped them
hung in folds graceful as snow-
wreaths; penciling as rich almost as
mezzotints, hung upon the walls; the
rockers were cushioned with
colored muslin; bits of cloth,gorge
ous in hue as Autumn loaves, woven
into mats, iclieved the bare floor of
its scanty look; and a guitar leaned
under the liny mirror, and a few
costly books were scattered in an
artistic-like manner hither and thith-
er, wherever the rambling eye would
wish to sec pinned
thing.

‘Tins is Tuesday.’ said Herbert;
‘can | have one by Friday !

“Oh, ves, and scoaer if \ ou should
desire it.

“Not sooner, unless you steal
hours from the night,and your weary
looks seem even now to say that you
have done so.’

‘It is the lot of the seamstress,’
said the lady, calmly but sadly.

Tho young man could not trust
his voice to reply and hastened away.
In his office he gave way to his fool
ings.  ‘She the beloved and the
beautiful, toiling in menial service,
and that angel-like mother sowing
for her living. It shall be so no
longer. Thank God foi riches.” and
he seized his pen and inscribed these
words ou a slip of paper, «An hon-
est debt due your husband,” he en-
closed bank notes for five hundred
dollars, and addressed the envelope
to Mrs. Seymour, of—estreet, drop-
ping it into tho post office.

Could he havo seen the grateful
Itears lhat stole down the widow’s
cheeks, and heard her soul-touching
prayers, as sho received il that eve-
ning. ho would have realized the full
force of the text. ‘L is more bless-
ed to give than to receive.’

‘Oh, that it were Ellen’s evening
at home,' said she, 1thank Heaven
| may now have her all to myself
again. With tfiis sum in hand we
can be comfortable, without tasking
ourselves as severely as heretofore.
Mv beautiful child shall be no longer
a meniaf.’

Impatiently she awaited Friday
evening, for then Ellen would sure-
ly be wvith her again. But that eve-
ning came and went, and she was
left alone.

rose jhe wound his arms

some beautiful jcheeks.
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Oess had attacked Mrs. Summers lined with graceful elms, and came An Anecdote of tee King of!
and when Herbert entered her house in view of a small but eh g mt man- jtaiv.—In a now work entitled

on the evening of the same day ho
had sent the generous gilt, ho found
it full of sorrow.—The physicians

only shook thoir heads sadiy, whenl

asked if there was any hope and
when the
white face ol the sick one and mark-

ed the intensity of her agony, they |

turned away with fainting hearts,
Now, the full
maid’s character was developed. In-

loving ones gazed on the jtheir joy, for it is here we are

beauty of the house- |of light into fairv

sjon. with ro-e vines', and embower-
ed in rare shrubbery. ‘I ttust it
holds happy hearts.”

‘Y es/said Lincoln, wani ly, ‘that
it doe-*, and we will to day share

to

stop.’
Joyful exclamations burst from
them all. It seemed like a beaming

land, that beauti-
'ful place, those senses so long pent

slinetively. they gave up all to her. jup in the chambers of sickness.

Sho directed
soothed little

the attendants,
Nell, curbed the wild

grief of George, and spoke so sweet-1so charmingly,

ly to the mourning husband and bro-
ther, that the spirit of fate seemed
in their midst. To the sick woman
sho was hi very truth a ministering
angel. No hand so softly wiped her
brow, so tenderly bathed tlie aching
limbs, so gently rubbed the cramped
fingers, so deftly smoothed the pil-
lows, so strangely sweetened the
healing draught, brought such cool
drink to tlie hot lips, and such deli-
cious food to the starved palate.

she!

They were ushered inlo a parlor
Ithat seemed the abode of the Graces,
were beauty and
utility blended. A moment they
iwaited ere the rustling of satin an-
nourcetl the approach of a lady, to
whom they were making such an
uneerimonions call.

She entered, and in a second Nel-
lie Summers was clasping her around
the neck.— ‘Gr indm imma Seymour,
the fairies did not come to you, as
jou told me hist week perhaps they
would sometime.—Oh, | am so glad.’

Mr. aud Mrs. Summers stepped

Her presence seemed to beautify the jforward and grasped her hand ; but

iek room. Under her loving mini-

strations, it assumed a beaut)' that
was almost divine. None know
whether it might be the gate to Pa-
radise or to a brighter life on earth,
hut all felt that whether the path of
the pale one was heavenward or
hero, it was flower-crowned.

Day after day, and night after
night, found the fair nurse beside her
patient.— Paleness gathered on her
cheeks and lips, but the same sweet
smile played there; lassitude quiver-
ed on her lids, but the same hopeful
look beamed from the eye; tho limbs
trembled with weariness, yet obey-
ed the faintest whisper from the
couch. The physicians looked in
wonder that ono so delicate held out
so long under such heavy tasks, and
whispered one to another, *under
God, she is the healer.’

And when the crisis came, when
Mrs. Summers lav there so deathly
that only by pressing a mirror to her
lips the fluttering life could be seen
at all, when husband, brother, child-
ren and friends had stolen softly
away, unable longer to restrain their
cries, that young girl tarried still,
motionless, almost breathless, silent
prayers going upward.

“Oh. how dear sho was to them
all when again she appeared in thoir
midst, and said in her own low,
sweet music tones, “ You may
hope.”

‘Bless you, bless
one !" exclaimed Mr.

you, faithful
Summers, as
around her
*« Henceforth, you are one of the
treasures of our household, the sis-
ter of my adoption. Come hither,
Nellie and George, and thank her.
Under Heaven you owe to her, vour
mother’s life.” Little wet faces
were pressed to hors, and passionate
kisses brought fresh roses into her
Then a nanly hand, oh,
how its pressure thrilled her nerves,
grasped her, and a lull, rich voice
murmured ‘our angel sent by God.”

On a bright and glorious morning,

in the month of roses, a splendid
equipage drove from the city man-
sion of Mr. Summers. It held a

family party, tho wife and mother
still pale, her convalescence sadiy re-
tarded by the ftmrful illness that had
smitten her two idols; George and
Nelly, puny, though out of all dan-
ger; the lovely Ellen, no longer
maid, but cherished angel of hope
and love, thin and white, too, with
her winter aud spring’s nursing; Mr.
Summers, liis fine face all aglow
with chastened joy, and Herbert
Lincoln, looking as though a lifetime
of happiness and joy vvas crowded
into tiiat moment.

It was the first long drive the phy-
sicians had permitted the invalids,
and they knew not where they were
going at least none but Herbert.

Ellen declined going at first.
have seen my mother _. little of
Mate,” said she, gently, ‘1 think 1
must spend the holiday with her.’

But they said no, and promised if
she would go with them, then, they
would leave her with her mother on
theirj return, and she should stay
without limit of time. How lovely
she looked, as consenting at length,
she came to tho carriage in ber sum-
mer array. Herbert thought he had
never gazed on so exquisite a maid-
en in all his life, and longed with
frenzy he had never feit&befoie*, to
fold her to his heart; the shrine
which had been sacred to her from
the first moment of meeting.

“What alovely home I' exclaimed

iT, . . .
,Ellen as leaving the main road they j, t can ste ,iulc or
A sudden an tsevere m-j branched off into a splendid avenue.

Herbert and George, where were
they 1 A scream liom Nellie an-
aouncod them. Pale and passion-
less Ellen lay in their arms. She
had not seen her mother, but her
eyes had caught sight of a small
Greek harp in a pillared niche, her
own father's gift, and sold by her
when they left lhat proud city of
scorn.  Memories so many and sad
had unstrung her nerves. Joy sel-
dom kills, though.— When awakened
from her swoon, she met the tearful
eyes of her mother.  She felt as-
sured there was some blest mystery
to be told. It was all soon explain-
ed. Herbert and Mrs. Seymour
had become last friends in the past
winter—iie had cheered the lonely
hours of Ellen's absence—he had
learned her story and assured him-
self that foul wrongs had been done
her husband. Employing the best
counsel in her native city. He bent
aii his own energies and talents to
the cause, and silled the matter to

its very root, and triumphed, too.
The name came back fairer than
ever, and the wealth with il, too;

the wretches who had blackened the
one and stolen lie other, cowardly
fleeing, instead of making manly con-
fession.

‘1 have to thank Mr. Lincoln for
it all,” exclaimed Mrs. Seymour, at
the close ol her recital, land I have
lo pay him yet,” and she glanced
archly al him.  “Bills should be
setiled, even amongst friends.’

llerbeit hesitated a moment.
Then he knelt beside her. ‘I havo
no mother,” tie said sadly. *‘ Be as
one to mo and lam repaid a thousand
times.’

She threw back the raven locks
that clustered on his brow, and im
printed there a calm, s veet Kiss.
*My son,” said she solemnly, 11
adopt you in my love; Ellon receive
a brother.” But Ellen wvas gone.
They caught, novvover, a glimpse ol
white muslin in the green shrubbery,
and she wvvas followed, not by both,
though; Mrs. Seymour had, indeed,
rtse.i, bul a sudden thiilling pulse in
her warm heart chocked her, and
sho resumed her seat.

Herbert hastened out and found
her under the shadow of anold elm,
on a bed of moss, with her lap 1uli
of rosebuds. Seating himself beside
her ho whispered toiler willing ear,
long and passionately, his heart’s
adoration, and with a radiant look o
joy,
her mother’s knee.

* As a brother, Ellen will not own
me,” siiil he, *but when 1asked her
if some day, notvery far away, sho
would call me by a dearer name, she
vvas more willing. Our hearts have
long been one—bless, mother dear,
oh, bless the union of our lives I’

“ A beautiful day, Mr. Jenking.”
“Yes, very pleasant indeed.” *Good
day for the race.” “ Race, what race?”
“ The human race.” “ Oh, go along wi Il
your stupid jokes; get up a good one,
like the one witli tvhich | sold Day.”
“ Day, what day?” “ The day we cele-
brate,” said Jenkins, who went on his way
rejoicing.

An unhappy British merchant writes to
a London paper liis complaints cf female
extravagance, and says liis three daughters’
clothes cost him $ 10,000 per annum, lie
IPre,entls Ill,,t >« wouldn't grumble if his
"dinner was always dressed as well as Ins
family.

Night brings us stars as sorrow shows

us truths; we can never see_the stars till
ht'e],e_ anJ tim,

;tis with truth

«The King of Italy, his family, and
Court,” we find the following anec-
dote of King Victor Emmanuel:—
*Among the Pipdmontese soldiers
who most distinguished themselves
during llie late campaign was a ser-
geant of artillery named Vigna, who
lost an arm by a cannon ball at San-
Martino. His Majesty, when visit-
ing the wounded the day after the
battle, was struck by the young sol-
dier’s cheerful countenance, and
asked him ihe nature of his wound.
The young man showed his mutila-
ted Ittnb, and received the King’s
assurance lhat lie should not be for-
gotten. - After making inquiries re-
specting the young sergeant, his Ma-
jesty ordered his name to be inserted
on the list of promotions as officer.
Some weeks after, Ilie King, meet-
ing him again, inquired if he had re-
ceived his commission, and, on recei-
ving a negative answer, said that he
would see to it, and he. accordinglj
gave fresh orders, which he thought
were to be executed. Some months
hater, however, during a review at
Turin, the King saw a young ser-
geant approach him, showing the
slump of his left arm. His Majesty
recognized him. nodded, but took no
further notice at the time. On his
return to the palace, however, he
sent for General de la Marmora, and
made inquiries as to the non-execu-
tion of his orders. It was then as-
certained thal lhe young man's pro-
motion had been delayed under pre-
text of economy His Majesty di-
rected tho commission to bo at once
sent lo the sergeant, wilh a command
for him to present himself at the pa-
lace as soon as he had got his uni-
form.  Of course the young officer
lost no time in attending to the royal
behest, and when he was admitted
inlo the king’s presence, his Majesty
asked him if he had a horse. *‘ Not.
yet, sire,” said he. “Then go lo un-
stables and choose one, replied the
kin*, “and come and try him before
my windows.” Vigna made choice
of a fine thoroughbred horse, and
rode up and down before the window
where his Majesiy sloou, *‘ Well,
hot,- do you like him ?” inquired Vic-
tor Emmanuel. ‘Ah, sire, it is a
pity so fine an animal should be so
headstrong. He would be awkward
in the artillery.” *Well, then, go
and choose another.” The young
officer socn aftei came again on a
beautiful chesnut horse, which he de-
clared would suit him admirably. “I
should think so,” said the king, laugh-
ing, *for he carried me twelve hours
al Paleslro, and never even started.
You have made a capital choice.
Keep him, and may good fortune at-
tend you.”

A fhica and its Resoirdes—Mr.
Lyons McLeod writes to ihe Times ;

It is a well-attested fact that from
Western Africa(shipping port Lagos)
cotton in abundance may be pur-
chased at 21 per Ib. ; and, allowing
for exorbitant overcharge for clean-
ing, freight, &c., il may be sold
from the same locality in Liverpool
at il por Ib. This cotton is equal
in quality to Now Orleans (which
has never sold under 5J, aud has
fetched 01 per Ib.) rl 63 per Ib. ;
proving beyond doubt lhat from
Western Africa, which is nearer our
shores than the cotlon districts of
America, we may obtain the same
amount of cotton for £ 20,000,00 for

f\which wo are paying the slavehold-
led her back to the house and to &S of the United States £30.000,000
jper annum.

The United States are
cotton manufacturers as well as cot-
ton producers-, the slaves in the
South being clothed in cotton made
at the north, instead of the former
receiving it manufactured from us in
payment of the raw materials. The
consequence has been that during
the last fourteen years our imports
from America ll-ive exceeded our
exports to America by above £112,-
000,000 sterling. In olher words,
we are obliged lo pay tiie United
Slates £8,000,000 sterling per an-
num in gold for the supply of colton.
In Western Africa—the Yoruba
country and along the valley of the
Niger—the natives are ready to
supply any amount of cotton for
Manchester an | Glasgow manufac-
turers, besides opening the markets
of the country to the active compe-
tition which will arise for shipbuild-

ing timber, palm oil, shea butter,
dvewoods, greund nuts, indigo,
sugar, gums, copper, &c. ; all of

which must be purchased by the
British manufacturers, giving us a
balance of trade as much in our fa-
vour as it is now against us with the
United States.

ED IN THE SPRING OR FALL I

10ur object should le, first to
keep the manure in a heap within
as small bounds as possib'e, nnd not
let it go through the leaching pro-
cess. Second, lot us apply all man-
ure thatis on band to the spring crops.
By this means we gain much; we
have more time to draw it out, the
weather is cool and the manure not
subject to evaporate; and third, we
have it in our use four or five months
in advance of the old fogy system.
Then, if we wish, these anting crops
can be followed by wheat in Ilie fail.
By lhat time the manure will have
become thoroughly mixed and amal-
gamated with the soil, and we may
look for agood result. | have strong-
ly advocated the application of coarse
manure to corn, as the roots are of
a more searching nature than those
of smaller grains.”

The English far nets, as a gene-
ral rule, apply the bulk of their ma-
nure to the turnip crop. The tur-
nip does not occupy lhat place in
our rotation that itdocs in England,
and, vve believe, never will.  Out-
cold winters and hot summers are
against its extensive cultivation as a
renovating crop. At present we
have no crop that is to us what the
turnip is to the English farmer —no
crop that can truly be termed a *fal-
low crop’—no crop that at once
serves to clean and enrich the so:l
Our great American cereal, Indian
corn, allows the free use of the
horsc-hoe, but its growth does not
enrich the soil. Beans come nearer
to vvliat wo want.  They impover-
ish the soil but lill'e, and, being plant-
ed in rows or hills, allow us lo clean
the land. Our principal renovating
plant is real clover. Till vve discover
something better, we must depend
principally on clover to enrich our
land. “Manure your green crops,’
is the English rule. *Insure me a
crop of turnips,” says tlie British
farmer, “and | will insure you every
crop in the rotation.” Acting on this
principle, it follows, from the pre-
ceding considerations, that we should
apply our manure to clover. This is
contrary to the generally received
opinion, and we stpte it hesitatingly.
Such a method of manuring may
not produce th ! most immediate bene-
fit. but where farmers keep plenty of
slock, where clover hay for winter
feeding is properly appreciated, and
where one of the chief objects is to
make manure and keep up the ferti-
lity of the farm, we think it will be
found in the end better than to ap-

ply the manure directly to grain
crops.
But will not manure spread out

on the fields lose its strength | There
may be a little loss, but not enough
lo form any serious objection to this
plan. t

HISTORY OF THE PLOW.

The first plow is supposed to be
the rudo branch of a tree, cut so as
to have a cleft at the point, which
drugged along lhe surface of the
ground, scraped a furrow into which
seeds were thrown. It soon occur-
red to the husbandman that he might
relieve his labor by yoking an animal
to the long arm of this primitive in-
strument. lhcn arose the necessity
for a handle, aflixed to tho back so
that the plow might be guided. The
strength of the animal soon wore
away or broke the cleft of the branch
and the necessity gave rise to the
invention of moans for attracting
movable shares, first ohvood, and
next of stone, copper or iron work-
ed to a shape adopted to the cutting
of furrows, so as to avoid the exces-
sive labor arising from the plowman’s
having to lean upon the plow with
all his weight to press it into the
eatlll Justsuch implements as those
conjunctures ind.cate was used by
the Saxons. Some of the facts con-
nected with the history of the plow
are almost incredible.  In Ireland
there once prevailed a custom of
‘plowing by the horse’s tail.” The
draught-polc was lashed to the tail
of ihe horse, and, as no harness <vas
employed, two men were necessary,
one to guide and press upon the
plow, tha other to direct the horse,
which he did by walking backwards
before the miserable animal, anti
beating it on ihe head on either side,
according to the direction required.
This custom prevailed for a consider-
able time, in spite of a law which
was passed in the early part of the
seventeenth century imposing severe
penalties upon persons found guilty
of “plowing by the horse’s tail, as
in the act mentioned and described.’

From * Rev. Ca3Sar Otta«’ny’s
*Sketches in Erris and Tyraleys,’
it appears that the practice lingered
in the remote west of Ireland as late
as the year 1840 | And from a paper
‘On the breed of horses in Scotland
in the Ancient Times printed in the
first volume of the Society of Anti-
quarians of Scotland,” we find the
same custom was practiced in that
country as late as the year 1792.—
Progress oj Cultivation.

TO Prevent Rot in Dwhli.ino
Houses.—Make two or more open-
ings in the external walls, and put
gratings on them to keep out vermin,
from below ihe basement floor. in-
sert a liie pipe inlo ihe fire-wall with
one end open to the space below the
floor, and carry the pipe up the
centre of the fire-wall as close as
possible to tho fire flue, and out at.
the chimney head. The air in the
pipe will be rarefied, being in closo
contact with ihe fire flue, thus caus-
ing a continuous upward flow,
sweeping the place below the floor
of all Ilie foul air, which, in my opi-
nion, is the eiiief cause of dry rot.—
The whole of Ihe apartments in the
house may be ventilated by means
of this pipe, by inserting a tube into
it at the level of lhe coiling, with a
valve in it to prevent downdraught.
I have adopted this system for ine
last ten years, because 1 knew ofno
belter.— Builder, London.

How to Get Eaiily Tom atoes—
An eminent gardener thus writes :—
A good large turnip is far better than
any hol-bed for propagating early
tomatoes.  Gut off the lop, and
set op out to a shell three quarters
of an inch thick. Fill the cavity
with rich mould, plant half-a-dozen
seeds, and place the turnip in a box
of loam. Keep in a warm room, in
a place having an eastern exposure,
if possible, and sprinkle with lepiil
water every day until lliere is no
longer anv danger from frost, then
remove tho turnip to an out. down
bed, and thin out all but one plant.
Should the turnip shell put out
shoots, pluck them off. and the shell
will soon rot, affording a fertilizer
to the tomatoe plant, lhat will send
it ahead wonderfully. A dozen or
so of turnips thus tomatized, will
afford an abundant supply of eatly
tomatoes for any ordinary family.

Hot Beds.—You who love the
garden, and intend that your tables
shall be graced with the delicacies
of ihe season, will not forget to
prepare the hot-bod in good lime.—
Do not look upon it as a scientific
operation, one requiring a carpenter
or any other artizan to construct it,
but take the square, saw and ham-
mer, and make it yoursch in double
quick ‘irne. Purchase tho sash, if
you have no cld one. In some shel-
tered and sunny spot, throw out the
earth lo the depth of a foot, fill in
with horse manure, and on that six
inches of fine loam or leaf mould,
and put on the glass. Water pro-
perly, and when ihe whole is suffici-
entiy warm put in the seed.

Peas.—A light dry soil, not over
rich, suits the pea. |If they grow
too vigorously and show no sign of
bloom, run a spade along about
eight inches from the row straight
down, anti thereby root prune them .
Do this each side of the and
they will bloom in a few day*.—
Plant as early as the ground can be
worked, and again every two weeks
for succession throughout the sea-
son. Plant in single or double rows
from 4 to 0 feet apart, according to
the different heights, about an inch
apart in the low, and 3 inches
deep ; hoe often. In dry weather
peas should be soaked in soft water
5 or 0 hours before planting, and if
ground is very dry il should be wa-
tered in the hills.

row .

A letter was received in New Orleans
directed “ To lhe biggest fool in New Or-
leans.” The postmaster was absent, and
on his return one of the younger clerks in-
formed him of the letter. “ And what
bseome of it?’ inquired the postmaster.
“ Why,” replied ihe clerk, “ I did uotknow
who the biggest fool in New Orb-ans was,
so 1 opened the lettsr myself.” “ And
what did you find in it!” “ Why,” re-
sponded the clerk, “ nothing but the words,
“Thou art the man.”

A day's hearing.—A beggar while on
his rounds one day this week, ca’led on a
clergyman (within two and a half miles of
the Cross of Kilmarnock), who, obeying
lhe Biblical injunction of clothing the nak-
ed, offered tbe beggar an old top.coat.
It was immediately rolled up, aud the beg-
gar, in going away with it under his arm,
thoughtfully (') remarked—* I'll hae tae
gi’e ye a day's bearin’ for this, na.’

Though Ihe surface of mother of pearl
seems perfectly smooth to the touch, its re-
flection of prismatic colors is proved to be
owin»- to exceedingly mmute inequalities
in its surface, shown by taking an impress-
ion from it in black wax, when the wax is
found to reHect the colors.”

Finding a voice.—During a rehearsed,
Brabam said to Tom Cooke, who was the
conductor—*“ Now, Tom, keep the pianio
quiet here, because, just at (his part, to
joive effect, | intend dropping my voice.
Do you? By the powers,” said Torn
“ whereat;outs | for hs just the sort of voico
I should like to pck up ¥



