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!Fidgety People.Autumn in the Garden.“The Farmer’s Advocate” 

Fashions.

1| lbs. sugar, ^ enure cinnamon, 
and cloves mix'd, 1 \ int vinegar.

the tomatoes, stick the

toes, 
ma e By A. M .Marriott.of autumn in theWhen the frosty kiss

dark

Makes its mark 
On the flowers, and the misty morning

peel and slice
into them; put all in a saucepan

{Of all things, boys and girls, learn to
cloves be still; to sit still, to stand still, to ap- 

be abie to sit with>V'’When done, pack in 
and pour the syrup over boiling hut. 

Tickles.—( hop a head of cab- 
fine and sprinsle with salt

and stew an hour. :I ear at ease ; to 
quietly folded hands for an hour, if need 
be, and not to give every person the imr- 
I cession that you are struggling with

jars
.2.1 umbo itgrieves

O'er fallen leaves.
Then my olden garden, where the golden 

soil

'Through the toil
Of a hundred years is mellow, rich, and 

deep,
Whispers in its sleep.

Let »huge
remain for 12 hours, thrn mix a finely- 
chopped onion with the cabbage.

strongly with pepper and

?!à
Vi i f St. Vitus' dance, 

are
0’

constantly movings Some people
tin ir feet or thumj ing their lingers^

the tlme^ of

celery
Tut in a jar and cover with vine-

season
seed.
.ar.

on(
oV tables, chair-arms, etc., to

that for the time seemsIpH "«vs?ür
ee ilavs.Ready for use in V tosome tune, 

rend r them oblivious to their surround-\v
ings; others whisk their pocket handker­
chief, snapping it at an imaginary fly, or 
perhaps at some unlucky individual who 

within range of their

m%To Autumn. «
ti : ;

of inistH and mellow fruitfulness. ifBenson
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;

load and

’Mid the crumpled beds of marigold and 

Where the box

Tl hances to come
I tremble when such a one ;-ç<-,I ong arms.\Conspiring with him how to

blesa
With fruit tho vines that round

A his attention to my magazines or 
He seizes the very latest, whirls

■
-p

-the [tapers
the leaves over, glances at a picture, then 
deliberately rolling it up, peers through 

through it, hits it on his

Borders with its glossy green the ,ancient

ILthatch-eves run ;
bend with apples tho moss’d cottage- 

trees,
fill all fruit with ripeness to the

i

w
There is a voice that talks ^ whistles

Of the human hopes that bloomed and jt through his fmge-rs; re-

peat ing this until the thought occurs to 
him that he might, if he kept on trying, 
roll it tighter than before; then he goes 
through the whole process again, talking 

Once, to save a dearly 
magazine, I drew the attention

To

î
A nd withered here.

Year by year—
Ilreains of jov that brightened all the 

laboring hours.
Fading as the flowers.

a\core ;
To swell the gourd, and plump the 

hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel ; 

more,
And still more, later flowers for the

bees,
1'ntil they think warm 

cease.
For Summer has o'er-brimm'd their 

clammy cells.

h.

to set budding
and working. 
l>eloved
of one of these busy people to a large

a table. He
Yet the whispered story does not deepen 

grief :
But relief

For the loneliness of sorrow 
flow

From the Long-Ago.
When I think of other lives that learned, 

like' mine,
To resign.

And remembered that the sadness of tho 

fall
Comes alike to all.

alburn that lay 
took the album, flipped the leaves over

book oa on*

near ondays will never II It g j

A; S' 'M
( seems to ihastily, then poising 

I oint, with a hand on each side, began 
whirling that heavy album over and over, 

watched every

t heH

:motion with 
like one fasci-

while
breathless apprehensionWho hath not seen thee oft amid thy 

store ?
Sometimes 

find
The dread of seeing my cherished album 

bereft of its cover, a wreck on the floor, 
finally broke the spell, and in desperation 

a mammoth catalogue from 
Chicago house, and managed to get 

exchange playthings, and hastily

whoever seeks abroad may

!
vfloor,

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing
Thee sitting careless on a granary

I grabbed 
someWith regrets, what longings for the lost 

were theirs !
And what prayers

For the silent strength that nerve-s us to 
endure

Things we cannot cure
Pacing up and down the garden where 

they paced,
I have traced

All their well-worn paths of patience, till 
I find

Comfort in my mind.

half-reap’d furrow sound asleep, 
Drowd’d with the fume of poppies, while 

thy hook

IÎOr on a him to
put everything for which I had any re­
gard out of reach. 
swrered every purpose, and as it was stout.

being handled, I think he 
I did at any rate

.
iThe catalogue an-Design By May .Mantun.

64111 Loose Fining Coat.

he made of tweed, 
of cravenette, to serve

itsthe next swath and allSpares
twined flowers :

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost
and used to 
i eally 
1 have 
their fingers busily

6419:—Coat, to 
homespun, etc., or 
as a raincoat.

enjoyed it. 
noticed others, when talking, keep

theirSteady thy laden head across a 
Or by a cider-press, with patient look, 

watchest the last oozings. hours 

by hours.

roving 
nd the seat, seeming

over

c hair-arms or aro
in search of a loosened tack or a bit of 
fringe that had a break in it, then work 

if they had taken a contract to 
I hey could get that piece 

of furniture lit for tho upholsterer—I al- 
the undertaker (there are times 

the careworn kindly when one could send for the latter with
Hut to

Thou

1away ns 
soo how soonFaint and far away their ancient griefs 

appear ;
Yet how near

Is the tender voice, 
face,

Of the human race !
Let us walk together in the garden, dear 

est Heart—
Not apart !

They who know the sorrows other livi*s 
have known 

Never walk alone.

Ay,Where are the songs of Spring ? 
where are they ?

Think not of 
music too
barred clouds bloom the soft-dying 

day,
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy

> <5
thou hast thy most saidir

reunbecoming cheerfulness).
hume: A great many girls are aa bad a»
1 0ys in this respetft. A piece of Jewelry, 
a watch-chain, a pencil, nnythlng, no 

so it is something to pick 
biting their finger nails, if 

nothing else comes in reach ol those rest- 
1, as hmds. They constantly remind you 
of perpetual motion, and it is a wonder 

kepn-sighted inventive genius 
a fortune taking surh a 

a model fr >m which to make a 
forever.

While
•vs

hue ;
Then in a

mo urn
Among the river sal lows, borne aloft 

Or sinking as the light wind lives or

And full-grown
hilly bourn ;

Hedge-crickets sing ; 
treble soft

I he red-breast whistles from a garden-

matter what 
nt, to chew,

wailful choir the small gnats

k
:

%
— Henry Van Dyke.

lambs loud bleat thatâ has not madet - mm,

§m *withand one as
Useful Kitchen Utensils. machine that would keep on­

to be acquainted with a young 
besides being very beautiful, 

delightful charm of quietness.
of a marble

now
1 . 1
A '

1 use 1 
lady, who 
h ad 
She often 
statue, as

Some time ago we announced that we 
had secured handsome 40-piece china sets 
to bo given 
scriber sending us in four new subscrip­
tions (l. e., strictly new names for our 
lists), at $1.50 per year 
offer still holds good.

In addition, we have a new premium to 
To each present subscrit>er who 

in just one new subscription

agat boring swallows twitter in V t heA nd premiums to any sub­ reminded me
with her white hands folded 
and her hcavy-lashod eyelids

the skies.
John Keats

771 in her lap, 
brushing her , heek, she would siit so mo-

look at her

/; This

# lionless—it rested one toOpen the Door. when livell- 
at other times 
control of her

She was a» lively as anyone 
desirable, but

If ■Imi offer.ifand let in the air ;
and the flowers

<)j>en the door 
Tho winds 

fair
• Joy is abroad in the world to-day 

If our door is wide open

ness was 
had the 
hands, and, 
anyone 
take

: new name) to ‘The Farmer's Advocate,” 
we will, on re-

most perfect 
in fact, her whole body, of 

So, my dear girls.

sweet,are

I for one year, at $1.50,
send one of our new kitchen col I ever knew 

notice of yourselves and your nc 
Notice how

lections, consisting of one cake beater, oneIit may come
fidgety, rest->// ‘ quaint cnees 

less ones compare
this way. griddle-cake turner, one sharpening steel, 

one butcher-knife, 
paring-knife.

/ with those whose ease 
cultivation worthy of 

Practice the art of being still

Open tho door one bread-knife, one 
'These are all made of 
crucible steel, with strong

i >f manner shows a
; : .. ■imi tat on.

for ten minutes at a time, at least once 

a day, iincreasing the dose, as
become accustomed to 

will

%Open the door, let in the sun, 
He hath a smile for everyone ,
He hath made of the raindrops g.

lie may change our tears 
Open the door

h iL- h - grade 
handles, mounted with nickel-plated fer- 

In fact, the collection is just

'/

the physi-ld and rules.
EK< ians say, as you

it, and in time I am quite sure you
have learned at least one 

tho art of k^op-

invaluable to the 
be convenient I y

such as must prove 
housekeeper, and 
kept suspended from a shelf-rack, which 

easily made at home.
the subscription, kindly

Pf/;
to diadems.

f el that you 
desirable nccomplishim ntWh»n Imay be

Select ed.ing stillOpen the door of thy heart , 1* t in
S1 rong, pure thoughts which shall ban 

sin.
'They will grow 

divine,
And their fruit shall be 

of the vine
Open the door

Lésion By May Mantoh. 

6422 Tucked Waist.
$410 Seven (Sored Walking Skiit.

plaids, checks,

insending us
state that you wish this collection, as w ••

that ar-
a■ Was she artistic?" asked an inquiring 

Hubbard, the Indianapolis 
describing an

premiumshave several other 
Lriven for one new subscriber. 
• 'The Farmer’s Advocate.”

of KinA ddress. 
London, Out

I arson 
eoigram 

! ndiaira eenj is

and bloom with it grace 1who wasforsuitable 
eashmvn*, novelty cloth, et*.

( ’ostume
sweeter than that ' Was she 

She 
w'hen one

id Hubbard.•' Art istic ?” 
ut t ist ic I shoi Id say she w as 

that one day
HIS STERN RESOLVE.

will Ik- supplied atThe a'iox e pat terns 
of ten

u nrt istic 
of her p< ekah 
hors**!' f • 1 into the pianola, they played 

rhapsodies with it before 
H;.*y discovered th<-lr mistake.”

Master—Did you enjoy ymar trip to the 

city, Tat ?
par pat tern.

w hen
,o shirtwaists nhc had madeliiu price

door of thy heart measure 
inter by nuni- 

1 >«•}iart ment, ’ ’ 
1 ,ond< in . Ont

(){ien the 
Sympathy sweet for stranger 
It will make the halls

and ■ ■;&
I’ll niverCoachman—N iver a bit, sorr.

the city again ’til I’ve been there
i1 Ma rid be sun*

• fashion
- \ , ! \ < iCat e,

Beet ;v ix ent W ngo near
often enough to learn me way round.A ■ Id cess 

T.trine:'That angels may
Open the door
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