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FARM AND FIELD.
MISTAKES.

An oxohange speaks of the departure of an old
settler for'Dakots, whore he will take upa quarter
saction of land and start again in lifo at the nge
of soventy. Thoe man had a nico farm near s
splendid town, where he had lived and brought
up o family. Ho got tired of furming, sold tho
farm for 36,000, moved to town and wont into
the livery business, and in three years went
through everything oxcept a1 team and a lumber
waggon, and now he has packed up and gone
to Dakota, with a heart hieavier than his pocket-
book, and ko will die out there. Tho number of
farmers that decide to go to town fo livo, every
year, and go into business, is appalling. Every
town has them, and nine out of ten become poor.
They get an idea that town business mon are the
happiest people on earth and have an easy time,
and they get to brooding over their hard life, and
they think«uybody can run a store, a grocery, or
a livery stablo, and they sell out the farm and go
into business in town. Tho most of them go into
the grocery business, because it seems so easy to
weigh out sugar aud tea. They can always find
s grocery man who will sell out the remains of o
sick stock of groceries for ready cash, and when
the farmer first sces his name over the door of a
grocery he feels as though he was mnade, and puts
his thumbs in the armholes of his vest. The far-
mer's girls and boys soon realizo that they are
merohant's sons and daughters, instead of farmer's,
and they have to keep up with the procession,
There has to be lots of things bought as mer-
ohants that would never be thought of as farmers.
The farm-house furniture is not good enough, the
democratic waggon gives place to a carriage, the
old mares give place to high steppers, and the
girls dress better and do pot work. The family
lives out of the grocery, the boys plzy baseball,
and the girls go to big parties. The farmerisa
good fellow, and trusts many other good fellows
who can't pay, and in some oases he gets t~
drinking. Bills begin to come in, and he can't
colleot enough money to pay rent. Friends that
would help him ount with money when he had s
farm will now tell him money is mighty scarce,
and he will have to get a chattel mortgage on the
stock., Tho stock runs down until there's nothing
but & red tin can of mustard, with a bull’'s head
on it, some canned peaches and cove oysiers on
the shelves, a few boxes of wooden clothes-pins,
gix waggon-loads of barrels with a little sugar in
the bottom, a couple of dozen washboards, a box
of codfish of the vintage of 1860, which smells
like a glue factory, a show-case full of three cont
wooden pocket combs and blueing, hair pins and
shaving soap, some empty cigar boxes that the
boys had smoked the cigars out of, and a few such
things that do not bring enough at an auction to
pey for printing the auction bills Then the
farmer breaks up and goes West, leaving a lot of
bills in the hands of a lawyer for collection, who
manages to collect enough to pay his commission;
and the family that was so happy on the farm,
and so independent, becomes demoralized, the
girls marry helpers in livery stables rather
than go West, the beys go to driving hacks or
workipgona threshing machine, or tending bar, and
refuso to go West, and the old folks go to Dakota
slone aud wish they were dead, and will be, quick
enough. This is the history of thousands of far-
mers who get tired of the old farm., If they
would but realize thit they are beiter fized than
nine-tenths of the merchants in {owns, and that
they cannot become sauccessful merchants any
moro than merchants can become successfal
farmers, they would be learning something that
would be valuable to them.—Peck's Sun,

IN HARVEST DAY.

Turough Parmor Galo’s wido fields I passed
Just yaster.evo;
My woak of holiday was spent,
And idly on tho stile I loant,
aking my loave.

O! all the fair and emiling plain,
Wood, vale and hill,

And all the homely honsohold band,

Tho warm grasp of cach kindly hand
Bidos with mo atill,

Acd I was sad. The strickon grain
Around me lay ;

Icould bat think of silent glade—

Of buds and blossoms lowly laid
The barvost dny.

*Aud this js.all ! 1 sadly sald,

** These withored loaves—
This gathored grain ; spring’s hour of Lliss
Aund summor’s ylory turn to this—

Somo yellow sheaves 1™

Then Parmer Galo—that good old man,
So simply wiso—
Who ovorheard and quiokly turned,
Said, while a spark of anger burned
In his groy oyos:

“Lad, thoun art town.bred, knowing naught
Whoreof thou pratest !

For, be the flowor as fair as May,

The {ruit it yields in harvest dsy
Is still the greatest!

And thou—thy spring shall quickly pass ;
Past fall the leaves
From life's frail trce. In harvest day
Boo that before the Lord thou lay

Somo yellow sheaves!”’

Ho went his way ; I mine. And now
I hear the flow

Of basy life in orowded street—

O! eager voices, hurrying feet,
That come and go.

Yot ¢’en when flashing factory looms,
My hands engage,

I g0 tho far-off upland plain,

Its long, low rows of gathered grain,
Its rustio sage.

And hear thom say, ¢ Let pleasuro fair,
d passjon vain,
And younth{ul follies, fade and dio;
Bat all good dowds, pure thoughts and high
Liko golden grain,”

¢ Be gathered still.'” Blest harvost store!
That surely grows

In hearts by noble dreams inspired ;

In hearts to gonerous action fired
By others’ woes,

Lord! whon Thou c¢allest ; whon this world
My spirit leaves,
Thon to Thy feot, oh, let me como,
Bringing, in joyfal harvest home,
Some yellow sheaves !
—Anonymous.

WHEAT AND CHEAT.

Enclosed pleass find one head of wheat with
cheat growing in same head. It was brought-to
me this morning by Mr. Warren Thompson, who
found it in the field of Mr. Heaton, near this
village. It is the first thing of the kind I have
ever seen, 8o I thought I would send it to you for
oxamination. F.J. W.

Maxcrester, Iur., June 17.

The head of wheat sent had enclosed bstween
ocaps of the grains of wheat s section of s head of
cheat, 50 nicely that the two conld not be known
to be disunited by the most careful saperficial
observation. It was sent to our botanicsl editer,
who, under the microscops, found it to be a
gection of a head of chess entangled between the
rows of grain in the head of wheat, and so re-
ported.

The ropresentative of the Prairie Farmer, who
attended the late meeting of the Michigan Horti-
cultural Socicty, at Pentwster, Michigan, took
the head there as a curiosity. On the way home,
somo of the members asked that it be sent to
Prof. W. J. Beal, of the Michigan Agricnltural
College, one of the most acoomplished and pains-
{aking botanists in the country. We have stated
mors than once that no case is on record showing
conolusively that the grains of chess will grow in

a hond of whent, or that wheat will tum to cheas.
On tho contrary, tho ovidenoe is ontirely tho other
way. As wo havae proviously expressed it, it is a
botanionl iwmpossibility. Prof. Beal, in returning
the onr of wheat, writes as follows :

* Tho spocimen of whoat and cheat has been
subjcoted to a careful microscopio examination,
and tho result was the same as hns beon obtained
from tho examination of soveral other similar
speoimons whioch have been brought to my notice.
Tho chent is not permanently connested with tho
head of wheat—that is, it did not grow there—but
is only accidental.

«The probabilitics are that the wheat and
cheat wore growing necar cach othor, and the
wind blew the panicles of cheat aoross the head of
wheat, and one of the spikelets of the choat was
drawn betwecn the kernels of whont and was
broken off, thereby giving it the appearance of
having ‘grown there. By oarefully pulling the
parts open, one can seo tho end of the stem of
oheat where it was broken off. This is an excel-
lont illustration of the proofs brought forward by
the advooates of ¢ wheat turning to chess.’” Con-
olusions should not be drawntoo hastily.”—Prairie
Farmer,

CARE OF TREES.

——

There are some seagons when to neglect a
nowly set tree for o single week will prove fatal.
Persons of limited expsricnce think if a tree be
well set, and leaves out, they have nothing more
to do but to enjoy its growth. This is & mistake.
JMany trees die the first season they are sef, after
they are well leaved out, and perbaps made
several inohes growth.

The sun in our latituds is so hot during the
summer months that very large quentities of
water are thrown off by the leaves of the trees,
and unless the roots are numerous enough, and
are surrounded with sufficient moisture to supply
the water as fast as it evaporates through the
foliage, the leaves will lose their natural colour,
begin to wilt, and finally die,

A newly-set tree has but a limited quantity of
roots, and none of them penetrate the soil very
deep. For this reason, &s soon as the leaves
begin to grow, the draught on the roots for water
is such that the limited space they ocoupy is soon
drained of all moisture. To guard against this,
it is necessary to resort to artificial means to
apply water in sufficient quantities to keep the
earth around the roots continually moist The
more & tres grows, the more water will the roots
be obliged to absorb to keep up the waste by the
evaporation. In sddition to the amount of water
taken up by the {ree, and evaporated through the
leaves, there are always large quantities lost by
evaporation directly from the soil. To prevent
this, the soil, two feet beyond where the roots
extend and up to within a few inches of the trunk,
should be kept heavily mulched until the tree is
well established.

When a tree is to be watered, it shonld not be
done by pouring s few quarts of water within a
few inches of the trunk of the tree, but the ground
should be well wet in o circls around the tree
larger than the space occupied by the roots. If
water be applied ic this way, it is not necessary
to water overy day. Once n woek is often enough,
unless it be very dry.—BMassachusetts Plougkman.

MANAGEMENT OF RANEK GRASS.

A vast amount of time and useless labour are
spent on most farms every season in ouftihg
lodged grase and olover. It is very difficult to
cut them with a machine, and the machine is
likely to bo broken in the operation. The hay
made from lodged grass aud clover is hard to




