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Chemistry, geology, and botany beside,. 
And twenty more outlandish things are now 

her joy and pride;
All this has made her so proud and so airy. 
She’ll never condescend 1 see about the 

dairy,‘.,
Then I’ll look out a country lass, and her 

my wife I’ll make,feb • “w
Who knows no more of chemistry, than how 

to brew and bake ;
She’ll need no French accomplish nents her 

cheese and eggs to sell.
And nothing shall she draw but water fron. 

the well.
III. There is the Biblical idea, ob. 

scured a good deal by the Oriental life 
through which it came down to us, 
and which often forgot it. But itearrics 
us back—as the history of most, good 
things does—to first principles.- 
Let Matthew- Henry, commentator, 
Christian and true gentleman, tell us 
how it strikes him that “the woman was 
made out of the side of Adam, not 
made out out of his head to top him, 
nor out of his feet to be trampled upon 
by him, but out of his side to be equal 
with him, under his arm to be protect- 
ed, and near his heart to be beloved." 
So it is written in the first of six goodly

THE BRAVE OLD PLOUGH-
A song to the plough, the brave olq plough. 

That both ruled the wide world oer. 
For life and good fare on his strong steel 

share
Shall depend for evermore ;

Laere’s a strength in his beam, as the toil- 
ing team

Turns the furrow so long and deep ;
While it mellows the sod, we have trust in 

God
That His promise He will surely keep. 

Then s health to the plough, the brave old 
plough.

Who hath fed the nations gone ;
And glory as now to the brave old plough 

When a thousand years have flown.
Thou hast seen the time when no pealing 

chime
Was heard the wide world through ;

When the King’s broad hall and the cottage 
small.

Of a Christmas never knew ;

drift ice, some half mile from the shore. 
With difficulty I commenced my

PRAYING MACHINE.THE DEAD ALIVE. ALBANY LUMBER MARKET.

It is conceded that prices of lumber 
have touched bottom. It has taken 
buyers some time to come to this con- 
clusion. At all prominent points stocks 
are represented as light, and with any- 
thing like an active demand prices must 
go higher. Dealers generally are now 
anticipating their wants for fall and win- 
ter supplies, and we predict an active, 
stirring fall trade in receipts and ship- 
ments. *)

The Real Estate Record, in its issue 
of the 7th instant, notes the advance in 
New York, and that taking the most 
favorable view of the situation, there is 
no possibility of lower prices this season; 
that the advanced rates will not only be 
sustained, but may even be further im 
proved.

The Boston Commercial Bulletin of 
31st states that stocksare unusually light 
for the season, and there is every indica- 
tion that prices must advance.

A Chicago private letter of the 2nd 
instant, reports a very firm market and 
the prospect of diminished receipts, in 
consequence of high freights and the 
difficulty of moving lumber. That 
dealers are not making the usual effort 
to sell, being content to keep stock rather 
than sell at current rates. With regard 
to freights, the letter states that but a 
faint conception can be formed of the 
difficulty and perplexity of getting freight 
at any price. Lumber is now being 
brought in by rail from Green Bay, one 
dollar per M feet cheaper than it can be 
freighted by water, which was never 
known before.

Some large sales at Canada mills are 
reported at an advanced price of $1 or 
$2 per M feet, in gold. The difficulty 
continues in procuring the men to work 
the mills by day, to say nothing of night 
work. A large mill has been destroyed 
by fire during the past week, with two 
or three M feet of lumber at Mill Point, 
near Napanee. This will curtail pro- 
duction to some extent. There has also 
been some losses by wrecks, during 
severe storms, on the lakes, and delays 
in shipments in consequence of damages

WOMEN BLACKSMITHS OF STAFFORDSHIRE,

Staffordshire is a midland county 
of England, celebrated for its manufac- 
ture of hardware. More than 28,000 
ofthe people are employed in the saddlers’ 
iron mongery business, making bridle- 
bits, curb chains, etc. The inhabitants, 
male, and female, adults and children, 
are exclusively devoted to the nail 
making.

It was Saturday afternoon, when, 
having walked the five miles that inter- 
vene between the village and the nearest 
railway station, I came up the long street 
that makes the chief thoroughfare. A 
rather puzzling spectacle presented itself 
as I passed on toward the inn. A strug- 
gling procession of men, women and 
children, partially sober and partially 
drunk, one and all scantily and shabbly 
dressed, was moving in one direction. 
They were on their way to the office of 
the "master." Each carried a bundle 
of iron wands, secured together by a 
twist of wire. The lighter loads were 
borne by boys and girls, from seven 
years upwards, each shouldering the 
burden and trudging sedately along. 
They were children who had grown up 
at the fire and forge, hair singed and 
smutty, their dimples showing like 
wrinkles with the grime and smithy 
smoke that traced them, and their hands 
corned and bumped at the knuckles, 
with finger nails worn to their stumps. 
The mothers who came toiling down the 
road, often with rods on one arm and 
a baby drawing its nourishment from a 
breast gritty with iron filings on the 
other, were women apparently able, 
neverthless, to “tote” the double load. 
Their gown sleeves, tucked up, as a 
mechanic wears a shirt sleeves, displayed 
arms with sinews like tanned cords, and 
muscles that bulged out like a drayman’s 
calves. They were vixen-faced and lank 
in body, but their broad thumbed fists 
were firm as a prize fighter’s. The men 
were like most English operatives of the 
“Black counties,” sturdy, careless fel- 
lows, grimmed with soot, brutal, beer 
besotted, and yet, when unprovoked.

The women, when on good work stick- 
ing to the forger from eight in the 
morning to nine at night, ean earn 
seven shillings (one dollar and seventy 
five cents) a week. Children employed 
at brad making, working the same num- 
ber of hours, average. two shillings a 
week.

As in all the working towns of 
England, the great ourse in this nail 
making district is the gin palaces or 
beer shops. I got quite friendly with 
one good woman toiling away at her

My duty at first mato being finished, journey landward, painfully dragging 
I had partly succumbed to sleep on the my bruised limbs until I reached the 
sky light of the Smiling Lucy, out of ‘snow clad shores. All was silent, and

,The Shanghai Courier has been 
favored with the inspection of a Mon- 

golian praying machine —"Ha-lang- 
nto Itung , recently received by Mr. George 
light Stent, along with other literary treasures 
sing from Pekin. The meaning of the name 

"Hu-lung-tung" is said to be “Mongolian 
Dragon Cave," the idea appearing to be 
that the use of the machine is to gain 
access for the aspirations of the sacred 
Dragon. The machine itself is a red

Bristols for seals and whales, anchored grand. The gale had softened 
a latitude 72. deg.14 min., (Simon a mild zephyr; the moon thrown 

upon the towering bergsiBrowne, master), when I was roused by
weirdly transpart 
into their virginal 
miles of pure, uns 
far away into a 
whence seemed. 
aurora borealis, 
starving as I was.

pale green 
miles and 
stretched 

red "land 
beautifu 

froscs and stop and

a tremendousthad on deck, 
up, and saw the body of a man 
on the deck. A tiny stream

I sprang 
xtended 
of blood 
his face, 
swain’s, 
rom the

nt hues

SDoN
trickled from his forehead ov 
which I recognised as the I 
The man had evidently fall 
cross trees while asleep, on 
wardly dead, as I supported 
with my arm. The crew

Mil this, 1 
made me

copper cylinder about five inches long 
and three inches in diameter. The 
bottom and top of the same material, 
are both removable; in the centre of 
the bottom is a hole through which a 
copper pin about seven inches long, 
passes, and fits into a socket in the inner 
surface of the lid. Holding this pin in 
the left hand, and giving to the machine 
a revolving motion with the right, it can 
be kept spinning rapidly round by the 
same rotary action of the one hand, as 
an acrobat uses in supporting bowls, 
saucers, &c., on the top of a wand. The

anvil, and I a 
whole, people 
that it would

her whether, on thewas out- 
his head 

had now

• She replied 
“If it wasn’t

were contgaze around in rengious awe 
Knowing that life was tot all right.preserved 

odder on, 
lie down

for the foggers.’ 
The “fogger”only by constant exercise, I 

though continually tempted
and wait death’s coming. Suddenly a 
dark, square object presented itself on

gathered around, and our captain order- 
ed poor Jack Bounder to be placed in the 
surgeon’s hands, who was instructed to 
do his utmost to resuscitate the anfor- 
tunate tar ; for Bounder was a good har- 
pooner, and many whale had he brought 
to for Simon Browne by his steady arm 
and practiced eye.

Those not on immediate duty were 
clustered about the bunk wherein lay 
the boatswain, pronounced to be dead 
by the surgeon ; and some old eyes were 
getting dim and some rough hearts were 
paining for poor Jack, when a stentorian 
voice, seemingly from the clouds, but in 
reality from the crow’s nest, roared, ‘All 
hands ahoy ! There she blows, a-star- 
board!

Our defunct messmate was forgotton 
in an instant. We rushed excitedly on 
deck, and, in a twinkling, off swung the 
boats from the davits, out came the 
harpoons for whales, and the rifles for

the nail making
towns is the keeper of a beer shop, who 
takes his pay for bad liquor in good 
nails. He keeps a mail stock of nail 
rods on hand. Whenever a man whose 
wife and daughters are probaly sweating 
over the forge wants drink and has no 
money to pay it, then comes the “fog- 
ger’s’ opportunity.

"That’s how they catch ’em, the fools! 
They never pay ’em a penny for the 
nails !”

“But it is against the law,” I re- 
joined.

"Ah !" she replied. “There’s lots of 
things agin law, and agin natur too," 
down in these parts, that wants looking 
arter!" and shrugging her bony shoul- 
ders in resignation she clenched her 
hammer and resumed her work.—

And many a day along the highway
Have hundreds striving lain.

They are dead, they are gone to earth’s 
bosom borne.

But the plough it still doth reign. 
Then God speed the plough, the brave old 
plough.

Who hath fed all nations gone.
And glory as now to the brave old plough. 

When a thousand years have flown.
Thou hast seen the time, in many a clime

Wlien the bread was hard to win.
When great and small, at hunger’s call.

Were lead into deadly sin ;
But thou ne’er canst say thou has seen the 
day,-

When want bowed the strong man’s head. 
The righteous man’s seed in his greatest 

need.
Ever begged for his daily bread.

‘Then God speed the plough, the brave old 
plough.

Who hath fed all the nations gone.
And may the glory as now encircle the 

plough
When a thousand years have flown. 

THE LITTLE PEOPLE

A dreary place would be this earth. 
Were there no little people in it.

The song of life would lose its mirth. 
Were there no children to begin it.

No little forms, like buds to grow.
And make the admiring heart surrender ;I 

No little hands on breast and brow.
To keep the thrilling love-cords tender.

The sterner souls would grow more stern.
Unfeeling nature more inhuman.

And man to stoic coldness turns.
And woman would be less than woman.

Life’s song, indeed, would lose its charm. 
Were there no babies to begin it ;

A doleful place would this world be. 
Were there no little people in it. 

—WHITTIER.

the otherwise spotless snow. The Aretic 
moon, emerging from a cloud, disclosed 
a low but—one of the famous refuges 
erected by the charitable Russians who 
visit those inhospitable regions.

Overjoyed, I opened the door and
outer surface of the cylinder is dividedThe brief Arctic night was.

daylight, by chase scrollwork into five panels, each 
oven, a stack of of which is a Sanskrit character, stand- 

ing out in bas-relief, the whole forming

entered.
rapidly receding 
and I could see a

volumes, if you like, reader, to procure 
them for yourself; and I can assure you 
you will buy a good many books before 
you get as much good sense, devoutheas. 
ingenuity and poetry as they contain. 
Now, whatever occasional divergences 
there may appear, it is nevertheless true 
that the greater popular authority these 
old records have, the more the idea is

before the
clay

fuel and some provisions piled in a cor-
ner. Over the door was a Russian | the Bhuddist ejaculatory prayer, "O my 
inscription, to me unintelligible ; besides I pat ma horn. Of course the idea is 

that the more frequently the revolutions 
of the machine the greater the merit of 
the revolutionist. Accompanying the

the oven, a flint and steel and some few 
vestments. With the former a fire was 
kindled; and with the latter my half

machine are an immense number of 
paper slips, on which are printed prayers 
in Sanskrit. There are also two volumes 
which are filled with a catalogue of 
various titles and attributes of Buddha, 
printed in Sanskrit, Mongolian and 
Chinese. Of these the following may 
serve as specimens : Pearly bright 
Buddha; lion-jawed Buddha; golden 
mountain B. ; peacock-voiced B. ; ox- 
king B., &c.

PLANTING CURRANT CUTTINGS.

The present is a favorable period of 
the growing season to start new current 
bushes. Select those sprouts that have 
grown this year, the wood of which is 
fully matured. Green cuttings will be 
liable to mold and decay rather than 
grow. If the cutting are abundant plant 
them a foot or more in length. The 
ground should be well prepared by 
plowing or spading, and if it is rendered 
sufficiently rich to produce a crop of 
wheat the currants will be fine and large. 
If wood-ashes cannot be procured let a

frozen body was speedly enveloped.
realized. When, therefore, any one is 
tempted in the supposed interests of 
woman, to take a fling at these histories, 
it would be well to pause and reflect on

After satisfying my ravenous hunger, I Hearth and Home.
IGULL FIGHTrolled up in the welcome furs and fell 

asleep.
I supposed I had slumbered an hour 

when I was aroused by some one trying 
the barred and bolted door. A voice 
from without cried plaintively, “For 
heaven’s sake, open to a dying seaman !"

I opened the door, fell back horror 
stricken at the sight before me.

Pale, with his clothes frozen to his 
imbs, his teeth chattering; and blue 
eyes rolling wildly, as if in agony, 
entered the resemblance of Jack Bounder,

MEXICO.
seals ; and, in exactly five minutes, away 

more L swept the three boats under the slashing 
stroke of the long whale oars.

(From the Santa Fe New Mexican)
Santa Fe amuses itself with cock 

fights but our sister city. Las Vegas, 
gives us a few better and makes a bully 
entertainment for the sporting citizens. 
We are reliably informed that the bull 
fighter stands with huge sharp cheese 
knife directly in front of the flaming

this circumstance, which is surely 
than accidental coincidence.

Now, whatever partial variation there The evening was beautiful, the twi 
light of the weird Polar Sea was ineip- 
lient, the pale rays of the sinking sun

may be, it will surely be admitted that 
the American idea, on the whole, is the 
Biblical. For this let all of us be slanted over the crystal horizon and fell
devoutly thankful, men as well as softely upon the huge bergs—those un- 
women; for it is impossible to have tenanted floating eastle of the deep green 
woman degraded without payment of Arctic Ocean. Phosphorescent waves 
the penalty by the wrong doer. The burst forth at every stroke of our eight 
harem idea the Western nations never | aspen oars ; and a long path of silvery 
received. The feudal notion was cast foam stretched far behind our stern ;

eyes of the maddened, charging bull 
(he is previously made so by a visit to 
several of the saloons there,) and waltzes 
a few steps of La Seutinela, to give a 
graceful effect; raises his murderous 
weapon straight in the air above his

the Smiling Lucy’s dead boatswain, 
killed by a fall from the vessel’s cross- 
trees the morning before, and whom my 
eyes had seen being prepared for burial 
as the boats had left in pursuit of the 
whale.

Without looking at me he rushed to 
the stove, and clapped his hands on its hot 
sides, then turned and recognized me. 
Our mutual expressions and feelings I 
leave to the reader’s imagination ; but 
the following is Jack Bounder’s relation, 
summed up briefly :

He had only been stunned by the fall, 
and had recovered so far after I had left 
the ship as to take command of a fourth 
boat, sent out to assist in towing the 
dead whale home : but a fog arising, he 
was unable to find the three boats’ where- 
abouts. And the gale commencing.

good natured, loud laughing, and giving 
and taking jokes in their almost unin-. 
telligible vernacular. They were all men, head; ahems; mentions a few saints’ 
women, and children, in pursuit of their " -"----

off as the conception of American re- and eager excitement shot from every 
publican independence grew, and for whaleman’s eyes as the spouting of the 
both men and women the stratification coveted prey was perceived in the dis- 
was broken up forever. That chivalrous tances.
respect for woman which co-existed

resulting to vessels.
Stocks here continue to be fairly 

assorted. We have not any change to 
note in quotations.

The receipts of lumber at Chicago so 
far this season are 766,488,000 feet, 
against 660,804,000 feet to a correspond- 
ing date in 1871 ; the shipments 253,-

names; cries “earjo!" and for a few 
minutes disappears from view in theweek’s earnings.

The picture of Saturday evening is not 
reproduced on the evening of Monday. 
The visitor who approaches Lye-Waste 
in the dusk of a working day, is drawn 
onward by the sense of hearing. The 
atmosphere tingles with a din, not of 
trip-hammers and steam-forges, but with 
a tinkling of infantine clamor as if 
children were at work. Tink, tink, tink, 
thousands of hammers pounding upon 
Ithousands of anvils, but never rising to 
the grandeur of Sheffield or Brigham. 
The dwellings and shops are small, but 
not ill-arranged or untidy. By the side 
of each house is a smithy, each contain- 
ing from two to five “stalls" or “hearths" 
as they are called, rendering the street 
so light during the evenings as to make 
the gas lamps superfluous. Whole 
families work in these smithies. I have 
heard English gentlefolk speak with 
horror of the drudgery to which women 
in Germany and France are often compel- 
led. They are often farm laborers, 
street sweepers, scavengers, and hod car- 
riers. These good people seemed never 
to have heard of the female blacksmiths 
of Staffordshire. They intersperse— 
these smithies—with almost every house 
along the whole streets, their fronts 
wide open, their bellows puffing, their 
fires aglow, and their occupants—men, 
women and children—hard hammering

Now up, now down—clock-a clock— 
went the straining oars, in unison, the lightning rapidity of his movements. He 

is next seen surperbly bowing and 
sweetly smiling, while the infuriated 
beast is observed to have a bloody collar 
about his neck,—the skilful hero has 
entirely severed his connection between 
the skin on the head and the rest of the 
body ! The animal turns, and with 
speed doubled by his increased rage, 
charges upon his would-be victim again. 
The dauntless gladiator, with distended 
nostrils, flashing eyes and compressed 
lips, kicks first one leg and then the 
other. He is making preparations for a 
desperate effort. He hurls his knife 
from him. , He sees no one now but his 
dreadful antagonist. As the contestants 
rapidly approach each other, the vast 
audience is breathless with interest and 
excitement, and just at that fearful 
moment when the spectators, beholding 
the horns of the incarnate bull fiend at - 
the breast of the gladiator, hide their faces 
from the horrible vision, the gladiator 
strikes both thighs, blows his muscle, 
sports, springs above the bull, turns a 
double somersault, grasps the uplifted 
tail as he passes, strikes fair on his feet, 
gives the bull a swing, a short whip-like 
jerk, and sends him out of his hide with 
a loud pop like the sudden bursting of 
eleven hundred bladders. He crawls

with feudal ways if it did not belong to
them has a solid basis in the Biblical boat quivered from the stern to stern 
principle ; and if it is disappearing any and I clutched the harpoon in a convul- 
where among us, let us be sure it is not sive grasp, excited was I in every nerve, 
from our growing religiousness, but from The two other boats were striving

YOUNG AMERICA---FEMININE.

BY THE REV. J. HALL, D. D., NEW 
YORK,

There are some subjects which it is 
impossible to see or show until the 
clouds that overhang them have been 
gathered into one place. That place 
should be furnished by a preface. Our 
subject is of this kind, and this present 
column is introductory.

There are various ideas of woman’s 
place; and her training is naturally 
vie wed according to the estimate formed 
of her place.

I. There is the Harem idea. It is 
allied to the doctrine that denies woman 
a soul. It makes account only of her 
body. She is to be fed, nursed, decor- 
ated, as a possession of man. With 
this idea is allied that which sanctions 
her being bought. On this basis 
respect for her is out of the question.- 
Equality with man is not thought of 
Taking women on this estimate, a man 
may well enough score the ides of one 
woman owning him! He is the equal 
of as numerous a train as he can sup- 
port. The idea of woman having feel- 
ings that ought to be considered, and 
rights that ought to be respected, is 
incompatible with the Harem notion,—; 
Woman is a convenience ; an adjunct of 
man; a luxury ; a plaything ; sometimes 
amusing; sometimes annoying; but not 
approaching near enough to him to give 
him any serious vexation. "What is 
the trouble, Yakoub?" calls out the 
master of a seraglio, as he hears shrill 
and confused voices from the women’s 
apartments. Yakoub explains that there 
is a quarrel among the women. "Never 
mind, Yakoub, Allah made them of a 
crooked rib at the first. Bring me a 
chibouk," and the master animal smokes 
tranquilly.

There is no quiet place for this ides 
in Europe now;nor in America, not 
even io Utah.*

IL There is the feudal idea. Society 
is stratified from the king or chief 
downward, and the layers keep well 
apart. High degree and low degree do 
not mix. Caste is inviolate. In modern 
times the classification runs—royalty, 
nobility, gentry, and "common people." 
‘There are, of course, various forms, 
and some subdivisions of the strata. It 
is fair to say that both sexes were 
affected by this plan, but women the 
most, from various causes. When com- 
merce grows it is hard to preserve these 
distinctions. Retail swells into whole- 
sale, and wholesale approaches gentry, 
especially if it goes into banking, and 
“rich city fellows" penetrate the stratum 
above. But there is generally a protest, 
more or less emphatic. According to the 
feudal idea, a gentlewoman is to get a - 
gentlewoman’s education, and a farmer’s 
daughter, to be trained for a farmer’s 
wife —"only that, and nothing more." I 
would not give so long an extract as the 
following in illustration of this view, 
with good sly bits at the “opposite ex- 
treme,” if it were not readable in itself, 
and if it had not the honor of coming 
from the pen of an Archbishop. Thus 
a farmer complains:

THE FARMERS COMPLAINT.
Once 1 loved s dainty lass as ever eye did 
But now she is too much in-the fasbion for 

Scornful she rejects all my kindness with 
disdain, ]_ 

‘Cause I’m a farmer lad so lonely and so 
plain.

She likes a scented coxcomb, she says’ he’s 
.so polite;. 

But ere she went to boarding school, Ob I
I was her delight. l - 

We played at blindman’s buff, all round•
Christmas fire;....

Now she’s a lady fine, I hardly dare go nigh 
her.

She plays upon the music, and draws like 
And ddnoen at to be a partner for a king; 
So siry too of late, and so genteel she grows, we is fully draured, abesarcehnan/ 

sattiatlen, and • muoh 
She’e Keorns’te duis here Chatoobls, and 
rotten — 

•2= w

657,000 feet, against 397,847,000 feetgenerous dressing of coal ashes be spread : 
over the surface and be worked in. Cut 1a quite different set of causes, too. Indeed, one had gained on us some 

Now then, if “all men" and women three lengths. Knowing full well the 
“are free and equal," and if we under honor of having the first lange at the 
stand equality as not necessarily identity whale, and desirous of attaining it, 
or even simularity, we are prepared to "Five gunicas among you, my lads, if I 
see what Young America feminine strike the fish first!" I shouted; and 
should be. That two objects are equal thus stimulated the sturdy whalesmen 
does not at all imply identity of treat- made the oarlocks ‘crack as the boat 
ment. An English bank-note is the drove through the water at race horse 
exact equivalent of a sovereign, but you , speed, leaving our rivals far behind.
may put the one in the mud, or the fire, I Soon the full bulk of the whale came 
without material injury, where the other in sight, and a minute after we were in 
would be destroyed. Woman is equal striking distance. I poised the harpoon, 
to man, but diverse from him; and we and, as we drove ahead, sent itquivering 
have as little hope of making the average into vitals of the aquatic monster.

in 1871.

off or remove with thumb-nail every bud 
on the cuttings but two near the top, and SIR GEORGE CARTIER.

When sickness or sorrow of any kind 
lay their hand upon a public man, it is 
usual in all civilized communities for 
those who have been his political foes 
to desist from all unkindly remarks, 
and, even if they do not feel any regret 
for his trouble, to avoid any indecent 
manifestations of gratification thereat. 
No matter how bitter and acrimonious 
may have been the political contest that 
has been waged, men of generous nature 
at such times are ready to forget and 
forgive all that has past, and to re- 
member only that he who was their 
enemy is suffering and in distress.

For some weeks past it has been 
known that Sir George Cartier has been 
unwell. He has been suffering from a 
disease brought on by his unremitting 
attention to public business which 
renders rest and change imperatively 
necessary. We trust and we believe 
that rest and change will have the 
desired effect, and that before any great 
length of time has elapsed we shall have 
the pleasure of welcoming Sir George 
Cartier back to Canada, restored to his 
former health and strength. We are 
but giving expression to the general 
feeling which exists throughout the 
country when we say this, and we may 
add that not even in his own native

plant them so deep that the buds at the 
top end will be just above the surface of 
the ground. Where the ground is com- 
posed largely of heavy clay, dig a square 
hole for each cutting about the width of 
the spade, place a cutting near the centre 
of the excavation and fill it with sand

despite their utmost efforts, their boat 
was totally wrecked on the shore near 
my place of refuge. All were saved 
with the exception of one seaman ; and or sandy loam, as roots will start much 

sooner in damp sand than in clay. AsBounder had undertaken to explore the the sand is put in press it with the hand 
around the cutting. This process will 

. : facilitate the formation of roots. If
men, who were awaiting him for many cuttings are planted the latter part of 
long hours on the shore, while he had August or early in September and the 

ground is mulched around them, they 
,1 .L,A will be well rooted before Winter,

whalesman, whom he had gone after; ______..._____

adjacent beach, in hopes of obtaining 
refuge for wrecked and freezing whales.

woman do the same things as the average Wounded to the death, the fish dived 
man, as we have of making them alike into the ocean depths. The line rattled 
in weight or stature. Shakespeare fearfully, over the bows ; water poured 
speaks the commonly accepted truth, incessently upon it to prevent its firing 
woman herself being the judge : the woodwork of the boat ; the oars were 

grown, plied lustly and we sped along terrifi- 
man: cally.

been groping about in darkness.
The hut was soon filled by benumbed

and the stock of provisions was quickly| 
exhausted by their sharp appetites, as 
they clustered shiveringly around the 
roaring oven, rescued from a dreadful 
death.

Thus ended my Arctic adventure; 
for that day the Smiling Lucy hove in 
sight, and, attracted by our signals, sent 
boats to our rescue. The whale was 
found stranded on the beach, and almost 
compensated for our hardships and my 
peril by the numerous casks of prime 
oil which his monstrous bulk yielded.

“STOP 1 ; PAPER T -

ITALIAN VILLAINY.—In Parma 
there lately lived a couple of German 
Jews, Jacob Behrendsohn and his wife, 
Anselma, the latter of exquisite beauty. 
Four years ago they had set up a 
millinery store, employing twelve or 
fifteen girls, all handsome, whom they 
treated with great kindness. The most 
beautiful left soon after, and the 
proprietor gave out that they had secured 
for them lucrative situations. Last 
summer Veronica Izzo obtained a 
situation and was soon offered by Beh- 
rendsohn a better place in Genoa.- 
While there he offered to take a sail 
with her in the bay, and they rowed out, 
when her false friend attempted to gag 
and bind her. She shrieked, and fear- 
ing she would give an alarm he and a 
boatman thrust her into the water, and 
struck her till insensible with an oar. 
A passing fisherman rescued her, but 
her-reason had fled, and she was taken

“A woman impudent and mannish I 
Is not more loathe than an effeminate man.

Nor is recognized force requisite to 
influence, as is often supposed. The symptoms of fatigue ; 
weak often rule the strong, though to desist, relying on the strength of the

Now, however, the men were showing 
so I ordered them

known to be weak, even because weak, , harpoon-line, were the whale to run out 
women themselves being again the to its full length with a shock. But a 
judges. Do they not know how "a little , few fathoms remained. I anxiously 
child leads them ?‘! , watched, as coil after coil disappeared 

Nor do these principles work against under the water, when at last, the rope 
the highest culture of all woman’s mental tightened at the ringbolt, and pulled us

into the empty hide of his vanquished 
antagonist and lopes out amid the cheerson the forges. If like to “stand” aoan 11 ., 

of beer, you may then enter and have a and applause of the people, 
chat; but idle only on your port. Time 
is too precious when a women stripped 
like a man from wrist to shoulder, must

CURCULIO ON PLUMS.—A correspon- 
dent says that he wraps plum trees, 
below the lower limbs, with cotton, 
which he keeps wet with camphor and 
and spirits of ammonia. He wets the 
cotton twice a week, and the result have 
been a good crop of plums and no curcu- 
lio. A correspondent in another journal 
says: "I have seen various methods for

powers. The more of this the better. 
It is not womanly talent or learning 
that just and good men deride, but the 
childish display of them. Any one that i the -huge whale came to 
pleases may wear "azure hose;" it is floating on its side. All three boats 
their exhibition that offends good taste. i were soon alongside, and the towing 
In the time of that fine old heathen i apparatus was being adjusted, when 

of another kind pre- |suddenly a loud warning cry arose from 
the men in our two consorts.

i along faster than eight mortal men could 
: row.

bend over an-anvil for fourteen hours a 
day before a shilling can be earned.

It is not uncommon to find a mother 
and her three strapping daughters, the 
last each of marriageable age, stripped 
to their stays, and with kerchiefs over 
their shoulders, wielding hammers, tug- 
ging at bellows, and, working away 
amongst the banging and roaring and 
puffing and spark flying, all the while 
singing merrily as larks, if not as melo- 
diously. Children, too—the same, or 
like those I met in the crowd on Satur- 
day evening. It was cruel enough to 
see women with bared arms and naked 
breasts standing in the smithy ashes, 
shaping the iron with blows. of huge 
hammers; but it was infinitely more 
painful to watch these tiny brad makers, 
with a whisp of rag round their heads th 
keep the baby hair out of their eyes, 
straightning their backs, and spitting 
on their palms before they grasped their 
hammer to make the most of the “heat.” 
The “hearths” are the property of the 
landlord, and are rented out, together 
with the bellows, at fourpence (eight 
cents) a week. The tools and anvils 
belong to the operatives. There were 
in some of the smithies “treadle ham- 
mers” connected with the anvils, ingen- 
ious enough, but cruelly hard for women’s 
work. There was an old woman in one 
of the smithies making nails in this 
fashion. She would bring a “heat” 
from the furnace, clap it on the anvil, 
with her left hand manœuvre the rod, 
and with the right hand wield the small 
hammer, all the while working the 
treadle with her foot. As the big ham- 
mer interchanged blows with the ham- 
mer in her hand, her grizzled head kept 
time with the clumping strokes as if 
head and hands and foot were moved 
by some invisible power.

It is an uncertain and sorry life these 
female blacksmiths lead. Indeed, all 
the nail-makers of this district work to 
great disadvantage.” They purchase 
their iron of the landlord, himself and

Our speed slackened gradually, and 
the huge whale came to the surface, 
floating on its side. Illustrating the fearful consequences 

of this highly retributive measure, the 
Philadelphia Post tells the following 
upon the Ledger of that city :

This fearful threat reminds us of a 
story about Mr. Swain years ago, when he 
was the proprietor of the Ledger. By 
his course in regard to some public 
matter he had offended a number of

province and among his fellow country- 
men of French extraction does there 
prevail a more cordial and sincere desire 
for the honorable baronet’s welfare and 
recovery, than there does in Ontario 
among his fellow subjects of British 
origin. We all recognize the many 
services which he has rendered to the 
country, his courage, patriotism, and 
ceaseless devotion to duty, and cannot 
but feel that if we lost him Canada 
would lose one of her truest and most 
loyal servants.

Feeling then, as we all do, upon this 
subject, recognizing the value of Sir 
George’s public services, and anxiously 
desiring and praying for his speedy re- 
covery, what shall be said or thought of 
the man, who, having been for years 
Sir George’s political enemy, allows such 
a paragraph as the following to appear 
in his organ, the Toronto Globe:— 
"Cartier cannot, in all likelihood, survive 
four or five months." Such is the 
announcement made with an evident air 
of satisfaction by the Honorable George 
Brown ! We do not believe that in the 
history of British political life anything 
so vilely indecent as this was ever per- 
petrated. Even in the United States, 
where a due regard for the feelings of 
others is too often not manifested among 
politicians, we do no remember anything 
more brutal than this. Is it not evident 
when Mr. Brown thus signs the death 
warrant of an old and tried servant of 
the Crown of Canada, that “the wish 
is father to the thought,” and can we 
not imagine the malignant glee which 
animate his vindictive nature could he

Epictetus, an error
vailed. Let him tell his view of it, and 
if any feminine reader should detect in 
herself incipient symptoms of the malady 
—for diseases will recur 10 human

keeping the insects of plum trees, but 
none so simple or yet 8o effectual as the 
following : Soak corn cobs in sweetened 
water until thoroughly saturated, then 
suspend them to the limbs of the trees 
a little while after blossoming, being 
sure to burn the cobs after the fruit 
ripens, as they will be found full of the 
young insects. A good plan is to change 
the cobs every few weeks. My theory 
is this—that the insects deposit their 
eggs in the cobs in preference to doing 
so in the young plums. The first season 
I tried it upon one or two only, and in 
the summer was rewarded by a good 
crop of as fine plums as ever ripened, 
while those on the other trees fell off 
when about half grown. I have since 
tried it more thoroughly and have never 
known it to fail. Scientific American.

But too late, for, with a convulsive 
lash of his mighty tail, the agonized 
monster shivered our boat in a million 
splinters, and the men were precipitated 
into the waves for a combat of life and 
death. Before the boats could come to 
our rescue—for the whale in its death

history—she cannot be offended at a 
warning eighteen hundred years old.

"When girls are grown up, they begin to 
think that the recommending themselves to 
the affections of the men is the only busi- 
ness they have to attend to, and so presently 
fall to tricking and dressing and practising 
all the little engaging arts peculiar to their 
sex But it is tit that they should be given 
to understand that there are other attractions 
much more powerful than these ‘ that the 
respect we pay them is not due to their 
beauty so much as to their modesty and 
innocence and unaffected virtue —the true 
and irresistible charms which make the 
most lasting conquests."

Bear with his rude plainness,- gentle 
reader. He was but a heathen. And yet 
the English bard did not much mend 
the matter:
it Tis Beauty that doth oft make women 
. proud ;
“Tis Virtue that doth make them anost 

admired;
Tis Modesty that makes them seem divine.

Complete the picture with that loftier 
feature, the reverent look of the soul to 
the Great Creator, which gives unity, 
dignity and constancy to life. "The 
woman that feareth the Lord she shall be 
praised,” and we have the general idea which every true patriot would wish to 
see realized in Young Ameries feminine.

toian insane asylum. Behrendson, 
whose card was found in her pocket, was 
sent for, and claiming her as an insane 
niece took her home and into his cellar, 
where with his wife’said she was chloro- 
formed, bled to death and buried.- 
Suspicions were excited among the 
servants and conveyed to the police, 
who found the mutilated body of the 
poor girl. Anselma, to save herself, 
disclosed the traffic which they had 
carried on in selling attractive young 
women to Tunis and Tripoli, but 
public opinion could hardly wait for 
the law. They were condemned and 
beheaded in the midst of 10,000 people.

readers, one of whom he met on Chest 
nut street, and thus accosted him:

, , .... . , , “Mr. Swain, I’ve stopped the Led-agonies, lashed the water spasmodically ** 
—many of the crew sank to rise no more. Sewn: tit : »

“What is that, sir ?"Still some were rescued.
I myself was a good swimmer ; but a 

piece of the boat had partially stunned

"I’ve stopped the Ledger," was th 
stern reply.

“Great heavens!" said Mr. Swainme, and I sank. The refreshing bath,", “my dear sir, this won’t do. Come with 
me to the office.. This must be lookehowever, restored me; and when I arose, 

I was fully alive to my peril. The best, into." And taking the man with him, 
he entered the office at .Third and 
Chestnut streets. There they found the 
Clerks busy at their desks; next they 
ascended to the editorial rooms and 
the composing rooms, where all was as 
usual; finally they descended to the 
press room where the engineers were 
busy at work.

“I thought you told me you had 
stopped the Ledger," said Mr. Swain.

“So I have,” said the offended sub- 
scriber.1

"I don’t see the stoppage. The Ledger 
seems to be going on.”

"Oh! I mean to say—that is that I 
—ah—had stopped taking it.”

"Is that all !" exclaimed Mr. Swain.
"Why, my dear sir, you don’t know 

how you alarmed me. As for your

were rapidly rowing away ; for a gale i 
had arisen—prognostieations of which 
we had encountered in the pursuit. The 
whale was floating—dead ; and the| 
whalesmen, no doubt, had left for the| 
ship, with the intention of securing their| 
prey as soon as the gale decreased, for- 
getting me, or judging me drowned.

I shouted till I was hoarse, but the 
wind carried my voice in the opposite 
direction. The boats were nearly out of| 
sight an Arctic hurricane of unusual I 
vehemence was promised; the spray| 
lashed my face like a whip and my en-| 
durance was fast giving out. A horrible 
situation was mine; miles from land, 
perhaps at the mercy of a browing ocean 
storm, with nothing but my endurance 
and swimming qualities to preserve my

An old Scotch lady whom we heard of 
some twenty years ago in Newburg, New 
York, belonged to the Presbyterian 
Church, and was very liberal in its sup- 
port. Instrumental music was not then 
common in most churches The New- 
burg Presbyterians decided to introduce 
it into their church. But how would 
the old lady take it? She was a Jenny 
Geddes in her way, and intensified in all 
her prejudices by exile. So the choir 
determined to be cautions. They merely 
introduced a bass-viol at first, which they 
thought would be lost to her deafness, 
in the mass of harmony. But for the 
slightest sound of horsehair and catgut 
in meeting the old lady had the ear of a 
hare. She immediately called on the 
minister. “Sae,” said she, “ye hae got 
sen a fiddle in the kirk ?"—"Oh, 
madam,” he said, deprecatingly, “only 
an instrument to regulate the voices. 
"Weel, weel,” she retorted “‘ye may 
fiddle yersels to the Deil gin it pleasas 
ye; but ye shanna fiddle me alang wi’ 
ye!” and she angrily darted out of the 
room. The fiddle or the lady must go, 
and of course the fiddle went.

The death of Cardinal Quaglia is an- 
nounced, so that the Pope has now in 
his gift no fewer that twenty seven red 
hats. The demise of a Prince of the 
Roman Church is in itself probably of 
little moment to the world at large but 
this immense store of vacant hats is 
coming to be looked upon as a fact of 
political importance to Europe, and more 
especially to Italy. It is the Cardinals 
who elect the Holy Father, and the 
nominaton of a new Popo cannot be far 
distant, owing to the great age of the 
present Pope. The different parties in 
the Cliurch are keenly striving to secure 
Cardinal honors for their respective 
representatives. On the choice of a 
successor to the present Pontiff much 
will depend. . Probably in the future we 
shall see Italy and the Pacacy knit 
together in the bonds of friendship.

The disadvantages of drawing a prize i :
lottery have been forcibly exemplified of 
into by Mr. Henry Lapierre, of San• 
Francisco. Mr. Lapierre drew part of a 
recent fi‘ty thousand dollar Havana

life.
But, no; I was wrong. The whale! 

Instinctively I turned towards it; and 
partly by digging my nails into its flesh, 
partly by grasping the huge fins, I 
clambered on its back. From the whale’s

individual subscription I care very 
little. Good day, sir, and never make 

isuch rash assertions again.
Is THAT THE MAN ?—At the politic. but see his prophecy fulfilled ? We trust, 

however, that Mr. Brown’s prophecy, 
may as usual, prove untrue. It is 
gratifying to know that he never yet has 
assumed the prophetic role, has never 
undertaken to foretell what was coming, 
without failing ignominiously. The 
exact contrary to what he has predicted 
has invariably taken place. More than 
once or twice he has foretold the political 
decease of Sir George Cartier and those 
who have been associated with him in 
the administration of public affairs.-

al meeting the speaker and audience 
were very much disturbed by a man who 
constantly called out for Mr. Henry. 
Wherever a new speaker came on, this man bawled out "Mr, Henry 1 Henry i 
Henry 1 I eall for Mr. Henry I" / After 
several interruptions of this kind at each 
speech, a young man ascended the plat- 
form, and was soon airing his eloquence 
in magniloquent style, striking out 
powerfully in his gestures, when the old

was heard for Mr. Henry. Putting 
his hand to his mouth like a speaking _ _____  
trumpet this man was bawling out at the dry land, 
top of his voice, “Mr. Henry! Henry 1L .2 
Henry! Henry ! I tall for Mr. Henry 
Henry!” The chairman now arose and 
marked that it would oblige the 
audience if the gentleman would refrain 
from any further calling for Mr. Heary 
as that gentleman was speaking. "Is 
1. M. Henry ?” said the disturber of

meeting. (Thunder I that esn’t be 
Henry! Why that’s the little cuss 

that told me to holler !”

Asparagus should be cut in the fall as 
soon as the growth becomes ripe, and 
dry. We do not remove it at all but 
add enough straw so that all will burn 
clear, because the ashes count so much 
as a fertilizer, and the stalks are difficult 
to convert into manure. The reason for 
removing it from the bed or plantation, 
is, that compost or rotten manure may

back, I saw some fifty yards ahead a 
large ice flee, drifting towards a far off, 
dark lead-colored line which I knew to 
be land.

Although the water was rough and 
ice cold, and I was aware of the difficulty

sell him their nails.
Again, the nails must “weigh to 

count,” for instance, a woman is making 
clasp nails that should weigh six pounds 
to the twelve hundred. The landlord 
takes a promiscuous handful from the 
bulk, and places them in the scale.- 
Noting their weight, he proceeds to 
count, them, and unless they tally fifts 
to the half pound, a penny is deducted 
from the shilling earned.
-And this happens once out of every 

and usual, it will be mistaken, and that he three times about," said our feminine 
2*------------2s informer. “I’d like to know how• 

woman’s to reckon making ’em alike 
to a feather, when it’s guess work? The 
masters are all alike, cuss ’em I But it’s 
nailer’s law, and can’t be helped,” —This petty robbery is called “nailing.”

of clambering up a sharp-edged ice flee.
I determined to swim for this anchor of:

be spread in the fall, to protect the roots, 
partially, from the frost; and also that 

the rains may wash some of the soluble

prize, and has been in the words of a 
San Francisco paper, “on Kerasy deank” 
ever since in a variety of exploits Of 
ri..wrerok-

hope, as calculated to convey me, if the 
gail remained steady, at some period to

Dutchman and an Irishman once
The result invariably has been that theymet on a lonely highway. As they met._______ .. become politically stronger than before. 

Paton seeing his mistake remarked, ! We will hope for the same result in 
it. She it me, an’ inumhur Sir George Cartier’s death and evidently 
of us," The Dutchman replied “Yaw; hopes for it.. Let a hope, M 
p-wit -- csrae 
coulee. - ataednwolerd zed t .  cent  L

The best protection against other “Mamma,” asked a -little boy who 
people’s ill-manners, are one’s own good had been sent to dry a towel before the 
manners. "fire, “is it done when it is brown?”

each smiled thinking he knew the other.portions of the manure into the soil be- 
fore it is lightly dug in the spring. It 
is also removed to facilitate subsequent 
cultivation; for on asparagus bed once 
properly made ought to be good for a 
lifetime.—Western Rural.

HA History of London” is to be com-

After a terrible struggle for life I 
dragged myself scratched, bruised, and V

ged, Mr.exhausted, upon the floating mass of
inert, benumed and insensible humanity. I 
The gale was now furious. Acting 
upon the ice hummocks, the wind drove 
the novel ice-boat through the surging. 
waves at a fearful rate. Sheltering my 
frozen body beneath a friendly hummock.

seuils = = draw any 

more prises in lotteries, may become an
piled by Mr. Walter Thornby, whiob an 
enthusiastic critic (in advance) says will 

I fell asleep, and woke to find my ice be worthy of the importance of the sub- 
boat firmly wedged in among berga and jeet. We hope so, ,

y?n


