- FARMER’S ADVQCATE.’_

.

‘ton 14 feet hig! 3-minutes,costs but $16, reaély
for action and is durable. Your correspondent
has used one three years, and can assure your
readers that it has paid for itself every season,
over and-above the punishment escaped,so vividly
portrayed by the reverend- gentleman above ref-
fered to. Yours &e., &ec.
J. H. BURR.

P.S—I am glad to see the progress you are
making, and the favor with which your prochl i<

-ig=terally received. Go ahead. We will he
you all we can.

——

-'q————ﬁ
To'the Editor of the Farmer's Advocate. .

EARLY ROSE POTATOES

Mr. Eprror—I promlsed 'to report to you,

~——— when I harvested my Early Rose potatoes:-

On the 23d of April, I planted the three
cuttings of the early rose potatoes, that I re-
ceived from you, in six hills; there being
twp eyes on each cutting, which I seperated,
and planted one eye in a place. The first

- - day of September, I dug theny, and I hdd
thirty-six potatoes, or six petatoes to each
eye planted, and you had better believe they
are fihe ones, some of them weighing ore
half pound apiece, and as smooth as an apple.
I think they areall that they are recommen-
ded to be for an early potatoe.

I have threshed ‘my wheat. The Chillian
yielded me about 20 bushels, from the one
and a half bushels that I received from you.
But it is‘not weevil proof. It did not yield
as well with me as my Scotch wheat, which
was sown on the same day and in thé same
field. I have not yet threshed the Crown
peas.

We have had an uncommon dry season,

- but still grain is yielding well, and the root
crop which wad thought would be a failure
altogether, vg?&}}; an average crop.

' e H. N. THOMAS.
Brooklin, Sep. Tth. 7 o

outl’s Department,

Written for Tag PrAIRIE FARMER.

WHAT A BOY LOST IN THE WAR.

BY EBEN E. BEXFORD.

Have you got a bigbroth r;Billy? I had oue,
once, oh, ever so tall, \\iﬂ? eyes as bluc &s the
sky is out there, where the clouds are open, He
used to take me up in his arms, and toss me up
and down, and play ‘“bo peep” with me; and
when I got sleepy, he'd sit down in the big rock-
ing-chair and take me up in his lap and sing to
me just as mother used to do when T was a baby,
not more’n sotall! I used to like to hcar Jim-
mié"sing, for he knew lots of such pretvy songs,
and he never got éross or tired when I asked him
to sing 'em to me.

He and father used (o read the papers, and
tallk about the country, and lots of such things
that 1 could not understand very well. I never
cared about listening when they talked, for 1
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 didn’t know what (hey meant. ‘May be I'll like
to talk about the same thmgs when I get big like
Jimmie was ; father says I will,

One day J:mmle came home. Motherand I
were in -the sitting: room when w¢ saw him
coming up the path. He had a soldier's cap on,
an1Ithink he looked the best in it of any I ever
saw him wear. It we§ so'bright, and_the. gold
trimming on .it shone so,fyou know. Thas
what made it look so well oty him, I gucss,

“Oh, \Villie,” mother said] when she saw the
cap Jimmie wore, ¢ may be @r brother’s en-
ligted 17 .

She said it in sueh a quick; queer way that [
could not help looking at her, She was just. as
white as the snow outdoors, and her eyes looked
as if she was going to-ery. The first thing she
said when Jimmie came in, was :

“.Oh! Jimmie, are you going?” And Jimmie
answered thut he was. “ Oh ! mother,” he said,
“Ican't stay at home and let 8!l the rest of the
boys go off? - I-know I ought to go, and I’'m sure
you'll tell 'me to do as duty bids me!” and he
came ap and kissed mother, just as your muother
kissed the baby_the other cay, when I was over
to your house, just as if she loved it the best of
anything in the world, you krow. And mother,
she just put her arms around Jimmic’s neck and
cried. I couldn’t help erying, too,. for I knew
well enough Jimmie™was going away. And

| though he tried tocomfort mother, and be cheer-

ful, I know that he eried, too, for 1 saw gecat
big drops on' his cheeks,  Father hadn’t said a
word after Jimmie came in, but when mother
stopped erying, and sat down, he came up and
shook Jimmic's hand, eh, =o hard, and he said,
“God bless you, my boy!" justas if he wa
chokinz; and then be tarned around, and wen!
and looked out of the window, as though he
couldrn’t talk any more. and more than once I
saw liim wipe his eyes, and I guess he was cry-
ing, too. Jimmie sat down and took me up in
his lap, and told me he was going away to war,
and that 1 must be a goodboy while he was gone,
and I promised I . would be good always, and I
mean to be, 'cause I told Jimmie I would.

‘ He di‘n't go away-for more'n a week after
that., He used to come down from the camp
every day in his pretty uniform,and cvery time he
went away, mother’d ery right out, just as if he
was never coming back again. I used to wonder
why «hc cried so, but I'know now. Sheknew he
was going away in a” little while, and may be
he'd never come back anymore.

The night before he went away for good, he
came home and stayed.  A!l the evening mother
made him sit down close by her, and she’d keep
looking at him so gueei; and every little while 1
could sce the tears a dropping down her face.
She kissed him ever so many times, and I know
it scemed to her as if she couidn’t let him go
scause =he loved. him so.  Father didn't say

much, and he didv't ery as mother did, but T

know he feit as bad as she did, for he was just as
proud of Jimmie as he could be, and he hated to
let him go. But I heard him tell mother that it
was for the best, bccause the countiy needed
men to belp her, and Jimmic felt it his duty to
go, and if they didn'tlet him, he wouldn’t Le
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contented at home., And when he said that,
mother, she cried as though her heart would
break, and said that she knéw he was needed,and
that it was his duty to go, but she kept all the
time thinking, what if he should be killed? It
was 0 hard to give her Jimmie up! And father
said he knew. it was hard to let him go, but,—

and then he turned around and went out of the -

room, just as he did when Jimmie said he had
enlisted; and I shouldn't wonder if he cried when
there wasn't any one to see hlm.

I don’t believe I ever shall forget the morning
‘when Jimmie went away, Mother tried ever so
hard to keep from eciying, but I could see the
tears in her eyes all the time. Every time shc
spoke to Jimmie her voice was as lowand tender
as if she was speaking to him for the last time

in her life,"and T know she kept thinking all the

while that like enough he'd never c6me back
l"ulll].

Jimmie stayed just as long as he dared to, but
the train was te leave at nine o’clock, and he was
afraid he might bedate. So he got up all at

| once, as if he was in a hurry and couldn’t wait

any longer, and said he must go, And when he
said that, mother cried out, “ Oh Jimmie! My
boy! my boy!” and put her arms around his
neclk, and kissed his checks one, two, three, ever
so many times, and ching to him just as if she
couldn’t let him go. "He kissed her, and called
ler his dear, dear mother, and said that he would

live to come back for her sake, Then he went.

up to father and shook his hand and said good
by~. Idon't believe there is any other word, hall
as sad as (hat, do you Billy? Father, he hung
to Jimmie's hand and said, “ God tless and keep
you, my brave boy! 1" and then Jimmie turned to
me. I'was crying just as hard as I could; some-
how I couldu’t help it, and when he put his arms
around me and said “Good bye, Willie,” 1
wanted him to take me with him, for I loved him
so much that I couldn’t bear to have him go away

where I couldn’ee him at all, and where like

enough he'd get killed. But he told mel was

tco little, and said I
at home to help fathefy
help him, Ttold hi
again and not g :
mother eried out, Of, Jimmie!” in her shnrp,
quick way, and lhcn W nh another kiss for me and
one for mother, and “ Good bye, alll” he went
away.

After that, we used to get lcticrs from him every
week. Every time we got one, mother'd read it
overand over, and father'd listen every time as
if it was a new one that he hadn’t heard before ;
and then they'd talk about Jimmie, and tell what
a smart, good boy he was, and I liked to listedto

them, for 1loved him as much as they did. He .

always nsed to write a little bit to me in every
letter, and 1 used to send him kisses in every
letter that father or ‘mother wrote to him. I know
he got them, for he used to write that they seemed
real natural, and he'd like some inore. |
] guess it was as much as a year before his
letters stopped coming. Then there was a long

long time that we never heard a word from him, -

and mother said he must be sick. Then father
read in a paper that his regiment had been in a
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