
Advice to Country Boys.
Ir this busy world of ours înany a man has found

it an advantage to bave spent part of bis boyhood
011 a farm. There are so many littie domestie arts
thiat a farmer-boy learns, asid tg whioh the town.
bred lad je a stranger. These lie neyer forgets, and
ghey corne in handy on unlooked-for occasions.
Thiere je no reason ivhy a farm life shouId not be
favorable to education. That which makis an
c(hlcated man ie the habit of thinking about what
lie sees, hears, or reada. Reading atone will not do
it. There were many men working in the stone
qîîarry with Hugli Miller; but Hngli was the onIy
one of them that thouglit about anything beyond
bis wages and bis dinner. He studied to find out
about the fossil animaIs hie saw in the rocks under
bis hand, By the time he had worked in the
quarry sixteen years ho had become a great geolo-
gist, and the world was delighted to read the books
that hie wrote. John Bartram, a Quaker farmer in
Ponnsylvania, while plowing one day plucked a
violet and pulled it apart. "lHere," lie said, "lare
the various parts of this flower, the naines of which
1 do nlot know, nor their uses. Lt seeins a ehame
that 1 have walked over violets and other flowers
aUl my life without knowing anything about them. "
lHe then made up }his mind that hie would study
botany. But as ail the books on botany at that
tine were *in Latin, hie had to begin by studying
die Latin Grammar. Nevertbeless, lie became a
very fains botauist before lie died, and lie re-
mained te hie death a very good farmer, and did
mutcli to improve the metbod of farining in hie tâme.
Not every boy can be a Hughi Miller or a John
Bartram, but, whether you bave any genius or not,
you ivill bie a more useful man by observing these
maxime: Learn how to do as many things as you
can, think about what you are doing, and enqufre
inoa the things that you. see. Don't be afraid to
smemn different from others if your seeming différent
cornes from your being more thoughtful or your
hiaving more. knoivledge. Neyer mind, aithoqugli
your companions may lau gh at you; men who
liaven't grit enougli to stand that sort of thing are
flot apt to get on.

The Hippopotamnus, or River Horse.

THis enormous animal je a native of Africa. Its

legs are very short in proportion to its hunge body.
Its mnouth ie immense and fou of great broad taleth,
each of 'whicb will weigh six or eight pounds.

It ie a great pest ta Vhe inhabitante of its native
country, coming by night eut of the river, where
it lies aîl day, and eating up or trampling down
whatever orop may be growiug in the neighborhood.
It bas a wonderful appetite and a stomacli te cor-
respond, as the latter wiil hold five or six buehels.
But, in spite of its flerce appearance and giant
teeth, it only eate vegetable food. It cauld nat be
induced to eat iambe and calves and chickens, etc.,
us girls and boys do. Lt je a clumsy and waddling
creature on land, but in the water ite movemente
are swift and easy. Lt can stay under the water
fifteen minutes or more without coming up to
breathe. Tbe mother hippopotamus ie very fond
of lier babies, and during the firet few months of
their lives they stand upon lier thick neek and se
carnies thern about with her whe.rever eue goes.

The hippopotamuses live in horde and are harm-
less unless attacked. But their snortings and
bellowings, as they tumble about in the rivera at
flight, -are said ta ho the most frightfni noises one
ean imagine.
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In Cider-Making Time.
1 LIR the balmy deys of spring when everything le new.
The skies seem litted up in dreame of tender, meiting bine,
The robin carets sweetly au hoeshowe hie orlmson breaet
And bluebirdo swell the chorus as they bulld their summer

nest.
And soarcely have the ice-bound brooks their vernal chantinge

rai
Wlaen golden dandelions saille their welcome to the suri.
But pet for me the turne ef year that seams ln sweetsst rhyme
Are those fair autuma deys whicb corne In oider-making turne.

The sommer work ls over and the grain le le the8shed,
The f rost-klssed leaves are binshing in a flush of fairset red.
tpon the clear Oetober air their gladoome songe are borne,
As huakers in the antumn ielde arc barvestiag the corn.
There'. mystie voices whispering among the Iorest trots
And ripened nt are faiiing to the touch of every breeza;
The woodland delle are sohoiug the sofi; and silvery chime,
The falry bells are riaging in the oider-making turne.

That le the turne the orobard in ite praises deep and mute
Returus its thauli e nature in its red and golden f ruit.
The gracieusi meed cf goodnase and the thankfulness of praise
Seem woveu In the off'riug ef the erehard's barvest day.
The scout of sweetsst apple bios8ome tildes in every pore,
The fragrance of the bude of spring la prisoned ln each gore,
The summer'. sushine and its dsws are flowlng in the wine
That ruas f rom eut the swelling vate ln cider-making time.

And se i say that wbile 1 like the freshness of the spriag
And later on the pleasures which the summer timo may

bring-
And winter, toc, which thongh the skies te sometîmes dark

and drear
le just the turne te I the heart and home wlth jeyfui cheer-
Yet 1 Inslst thaï; cf the year I like that seaoon best
That cernes te man and nature as a sort ef autumn reet;
It sems te me there couldni't bie a more dellghtful cime
For any one than ours je in eider-maldng turne.

à bridie party-tbe herse.

Wibbie-" i wonder wby swame slug muet betore death 7
Wa&bble-," [t la their lest chants, 1 suppose."

'lHow le the butter I sent yen 5" aoked a Warwick grocer of
a trausient onstemer. " Better, tbanks; gains strength every
day."

A lady wishes te kuow the beat wvay ef marking table linen.
Blackberry pie le oeur choies, althongh a baby with a gravy
dlsb le hlghly esteemed by isany.

A tramp on the beat asked fer something te eat, one day as
he chauced there te stop. The kind hearted farmer weat eut
te the sbed and gave hlm an axe, and feeliagly said, IlNow
just help yourseif te a chop."

Boarder (cracking an egg)-" Well, I dclare 1" Waiter (ex.
citedily)-"« What le itl " Boarder IlWhy, this egg has a
double yolk." ltrI'"Poeh i that's uotln'-gen''mans
yioterday hadl a chîcken Pl
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A Cool Proposition.
EeTRUEisÂearîc YeuNe SpoRasmÂ: IlJunp high, Dad, aud l'Il olear you

Vegetable Courtship.
A I'oTATo went out en a mash,

And seught an colon bied;
"That's pie for me," ohserved the squash,

And aIl tho beets tnrned red;
"Go away." the enlen weepiug cried,

IlYeur love 1 cannot hoe;
The pumpki is le pur lawful bride,

Yeu cantaloupe with me."

But enward stili the tuber camle,
And iay down at hiem test;

"Yen oauliflowsm by. any naie
And it will aemeli as wbeat;

And 1, tee, es an early rose,
And yon l've cerne te see,

Se den't turnip yonr loveiy nee,
But spinach at wlth me."

"Ah, spare me a cress,"' the tuber prayed;
IlMy cherry.lshed bride you'll ha;

You are the oaiy- weeping rnaid
Thatle currant aew with me."

And as the wiiy tuber speke
ifs grasped the Ibashful prize,

And giving bier an aitieok,
Devoured bier with his eye.

A Bad Drouth.
"LiT's ses !" besaid te alarmer whese wagon wss loaded

dowu with bage of potatoes, "lweren't we taiking together ]est
Anguet?"

"1 believe we were."ý
"At that time yen eaid cern wae ail burnt up."

"And petatees were baklng lu the ground."

"Aud that yeur district couid not possibly expect more th n
hait a crop."

I remnember."
IlWell, bers yen are with yonr wagon ioaded down. Thiage

didu't turu eut se badly atter &Hl, eh? "'
",Wcli, n.a," eaid the farmer, as bie maked bis fingers t.rongh

hie hair, " but 1 tell you my gesse suffered awfuUly for the
want et a mud bols te paddie in??"

Law of Recompense.
DuRiNe a flght of thea twe cats ef Maudis A., atHIamilton,

the Cther day, the little girl attempted te sepamate and punieb
the couihatante. The cats resented the intertersace, and,
turaing upon the peacemaker, severely ecratched her baud
and face. Backinig off te a s'ery sle distance, Maudis drew
heref up. while the Oire flashed i lier eyes, and eaid:

"lYeu jae wait tili mv baud gets %veli an' l'Il whip yen."
Then the tsars started. AIter the woundshad beenanointed

and bandaged the littie oe said: "lMamma, 1 wou't have te
go te scheel te-day will 1 ? "

"No- 1 guese net," was the repiy.
"Den," with a great s1gb and a jeptul leek. I1deIlwon't

whip those uauchty kîittles 'cause uow 1 cant otay home."

Whsu a man bas the tootb ache, bis wife le geusraliy the
one that enffers.

If thimty.two le the freezlug peint, wbst je the sqneeziug
point? Two lu the ahade.

When a big boy site by the lire toastiug bis feeot, wbile bis
mother carnies iu the wood, tbere ls evidence of sometbing
beiug radically wrong la that bonsehold. It ie net witb the
boy as rnnch as it is witb the mether, either.

I 1 izvsR saw a greater rascal In my lite, than old Smith is,"
remarked a fariner. "1What makes yen thiuk un 1" quericd a
friend. "lWby, hoe sald that the firet gack of oes tbat 1 seld
hini wa8 tee liglit, se 1 put a iarge iran wedge in thenext saok
of oate meBt te pleaue him, yeu know, sud-" IlDid hoe kick
ag'lînst the wedge?" IlNo, hie wenld bave eplit bis loot; if ha
bat kicked againet the wedge. He ditworee." "Did worse?"
"lYes; tIhe aIt thief kept the wedge."


