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— i'hO—thl. of a Little.

Do thy listle, do it well ;
Do what right and reason tell;
Do whet wrong and sorrow olaim,
Conquer sin and cover shame.

Do thy little though it be

Dreariness and ¢

They whom Christ ngud. wade,
“Gathered fragments” when be bade.

Do thy little, never mind

Though thy brethron be uokiod ;
Though the men who ought to smile,
Mock and taunt thes for s while.

Do thy little, never fear

While thy raviour etandeth nesr ;
Let the earth its jevelins throw,
On shy way undauated go.

Do itsle, God bas made
Mo Josves fo forss shads

'God employeth every

Do thy little, and when thou
Feelest on thy pallid brow,

Ere has fled thy vital breath,

Cold and damp the sweat of death,

Then the little thou has done—
Little battles thou hast won,
Little masteries achieved,

Little wants with care relieved,
Little words in love expressed,
Little wrongs at onee confessed,
Litue favours kindly done,

Little toils thou didet not shun,
Little graces meekly woras,

Little slights with patienec borne—

‘T'hese shall crown thy pillowed bead,
floly light upoo thee shed ;

These are treasures that shall rise
Far beyood the swiling skies,

These to thee sball ] be given
For thy heritage iv heaven,
These shall all perfume the air,
When the epirit enters there,

Yet they still will linger here,
And thy nawe shall loog endear,
For a lezacy shall ve

[n their deatbless memory.

Thoughts to Remember.
Wi e n revoke the broken word ?
o reeall the arrow sped 7
.'ing baek the life that's past ?
Lure neglwud moments fled ?

wisely, then, befcre you spesk ;
ticet ere flies the fatal dart ;
better far to send o bulm
[ han pf)ilon to s troubled beart.

1. ve s0 that no regrets shall rise,

To gather round your fature years;
Let o neglected moments ps-s,

To cheek thy flight to yonder spheres.

Speak sofily, kindness is s power
That eowes from yos bright besves above
Deal gently, and the world shall know
The bealing bals—the power of love.

MOSS FARM.
BY MARY KYLE. DALLAS,

Licutenant Warrinzton Reade, just
twenty-eight, the supposed heir of his rich
maternal uncle, Warriogton Warriogton of
Wariington Hal!, sand withal one of the
baodsomest young fellows to be met with
anywhere, bad returoed from the sest of
war, baving ved bis position in conse
quence of ill-Beslth and wounds received
upon the field of bpitle, and betaken bim-
self to bis old suiteef rooms st the
House, with the expestasion of dying there.
There had been a very sen '
between some of his brother officers sod
bimee!f, snd old eoldiers shook their heads
when be was going out of sight, and said,
“Poor fellow, 80 young and w&l.il:lt, it is
s great pity |” and pot ope of expeoct-
ed to see bim alive sany more thsn be ex-
pected to hive bimself,

For once, however, they wers 2l mistak-
eo. Youthsnds natur z 00d constitution
triumphed, b s little while the young sol-
dier bimself scknowledged that “he was
stronger, The ocolor began to return to his
cheek and tho flesh to the attenuated form,
and by-sud-bye be srose from bis couch little
the worse, outwardly, for all he bad
through, save for s slight limp, whieh would

ss off in time, and s strong disposition to

low-spirited and Jook upon the darkest
side of every picture. He was tired of his
dwelliog place, of his Juzurious fure, of his
friends, male snd femaie ; tired of reading,
of driving out, of his meerchsum and of
overy hing He was getting well fast, but
be had mede up bis mind to die, and sp-
pesred to think that it was his duty to esr-
ry out his first intentions. In , with
everything to make him b;pp{,'lifo seemed
very worthless to him, snd apent most
of bis time on the sofs, with s beod j
over his face snd s volume of “Volney's
Ruine’’ olose beside bim,

“You should take exercise, and into
company and shake off these ‘ounded
blues,” said the doetor,
s fortnight,”

“I'm too lame to take exereise,” said the
young lieutenant; “and I don't eare for
unything. Everythiog bores me. I'm not
sure that life is worth troubliog one’s self to
keep, it's 50 monotonous,”

“What a pity it is that you are ot s
mason or & carponter; you would have to
rouse yourself snd go to avork te esrn your
bread if you were,” growled the dos-
tor. “You are the vietim of lasiness, do
you know that?  Wretehed bessuse fate
Las been generous to you.”

Waurringwns Reads yawned.

“J sometimes wish I were s mechesic or

or,'" be said, *“White drove me
0! town in his last .*'
sed » plou h on the road
aod whistling all the wh I‘b 'Y
fuirly envied the foilow,”

““Ab, ba 1" eried ths dostor.

sod go to apple-pa
ings, and be as jolly an
as you chose.”

bardl
Roll on the graes and
skings, indeed! However,
llf:uy to die in the eountr
buried in some out-of-the-way .
s church. I think I'll go somewhere.”
“God |" eried the doetor.

row,” and away he trotted, laughing.
Is was very heartless,

thought W . Nevertheless he took
the advice, and set about looking for a farm
bouse to end bis days in.
ered at last.

,  “Nice old mas,” said his infor-
table and

e
graod-daogher, too, by
this time, if she has grown up what sbe
promised. I'd sdvice you to go there.”
Thereupos Mr. Moss was consulted ; con-

must have 8 pnu{

ant choose to style “an invalid,” and offered
to be at the station himself, with his light-
wagon, when the cars stopped. It was all
arranged, and Warrington Reade started,
with “Volney" for a cowpanion, and 8 new
cape, capable of supporting the feeble foot-
steps of the most decripit grandsire, beside
him, for Moss Farm.

Uneie Moss, so every one ealled himn, was
at the depot, and there were pillows and
cushions in the waggon, and Warrington
made himsell very comfortable amongst
them, so comfortable, ia fact, that he soon
fell sound asleep. He was awakened b
the vebicle cowing to a sudden stop, und’:
sitting up, saw that they werc at the door
of an old red farm house. The sun was
going down, and the windows were like
sbeets of beaten gold, and in the door-way,
shading ber eyes with her hand as she
looked up at the old wan in the waggon,
stood a young girl, a ty ereature of sev-
enteen, with a skin like cream and cheeke
like strawberries, and hair that was mut
brown, yet was paler and mellower than
gold, braided in heavy masses at the back
of ber shape'y head. And a sweet voice
uttered the words :

“Desr me, grandps’, we began to thiok
you must be lost,”

“I driv’' slow, you see, my dear,”” said
uncle Moss, “on account of the poor joung
geotleman. He is sound asleop inside—oh,
00 he sin’t; be's waked up. How dy'e feel
yourself now, sir 7"’

For the first time for montbs Warrington

it provoked him to be styled s poor young
geotlemsn,' as though be were & eripplo or
 bunchback. He suswercd, rather testly,
that be was quite well, and he would have
left the gold-beaded eane behind him but
‘or uncle Moss's ejaculations of :

“Lor’, you've went and forgot your stiok ;
and you 0 lame, t0o.”

o had given himself out as an icvalid,
sod they would have him one, uncle Moss,
and sunty Moss and their pretty grand-
daugbter. Hs must lie upon a lounge
smong eushions immediately, snd at the
testable must have a large armehair and a
footstool, and was continually exhorted by
the old man to “lean back and act just as
if he was to hum.” B8bhy Mildred—Mil-
dred was the young girl's name—said noth-
ing, but she st him sometimes from
under her browa eyelashes and blushed
rosy red when she found him looking at her.
He thought there never was a sweeter little
oreature than she looked in her dress of
spotless muslin, with a knot of blue ribbon
st the throst, and he wondered what
opinion she had formel of bim, and waxed
wroth onee more at unele Moss for baviog
introduced him as the “poor young gentle-
un.'l

The bed on which be slept that night
was, a8 bis friend had averred, as large asa
haystask and as sweet as the hay new
mown, He soundly, and dresmt—of
light haired damsels with skyblue eyes und
dimpled oheeks and chin, duplicates, if
cruth mast be told, of little Mildred Moass,

Io the morping he wondered what made
him feel sggmell snd buoyant, and decided
that it wust be the country air.

There was no strangers at Moss Farm,
and the good old people, who had a som,
then youngest snd dcarest, somewhcre at
the sest of war, took a great interest in the
young soldier for bis sake.  Perhaps Mil-
dred was ioterested in him for his own—
certainly she was very kind to bim la her
own shy way; never bhesitated to sing to
him (she had had lessons on the pianc) and
sccompanied herself on s giogliog little up-
right, which occupied s cnroer of the parlor,
sod often read to him.

Ooe dsy as they stood together of the
she

b , “‘as s0on as he was strong

“You'd be well in | reall

to show him a romasntic little
sprisg in the woods, of which they had been
talking. And Warrington deslariog that he
to go already, they start-

ed off together, slowly, for that limp was
y ill, and be had not re-
gsined his light measured step yet. [t was
s preity place when they got there, and they
sat dowsn to rest upon s fallen log, and skir-

mishing susbesms tumbled through the

iage down upon

Mildred’'s brai bair,
sy o Warri

's blaek locks with

gold, snd then snd there they feil into seeret
sod sentimental sdmiration of each other.
“She is pure and besutiful,” thought War-
sHe is s0 gallant, and tall, and
)’ thought little Mildred, and
listesing bebind the bushes, laughed
bis Sestest arrow ready. And ris-

homeward Warrington tri
mzﬁuu‘ pearly fell. ﬂohmz

”

rington.
bandsome

S5
spxious.

P

hb:tlldn‘ -
“I was wrong
tance,” she said,

and ecorn-

“Doctor,” eried Warrington, *‘you koow
limp from ene room to the

to eorn-
've always

and lie
behind

“Order your
tombstore before hand aod set off to mor-

very coarse, but
then doctors were slways unfeeling brutes,

One was discov-
Jonathan Moss, in the heart
of New Jersy, sometimes took boarders of a

sented to receive what the young licuten-

you such a dis-
in her inveecent

dred ?”
she liked him before.
love him better for it, poor fellow.”

the little hat she wor:. ‘‘Ah, Mildred, she
might have pitied him, but, in earnest, now,
oould she have been his wife ?”’

Ifhe had not been 80 close to Mildred,
Warrington w)u'd not have heard her say,
“All the more, if she loved him, for she
would have the right to nurse and take eare
of him."

“Ah!"” Warrington gave a sigh.
would be worth being a erippl: for. 8till I
am glad that I nave escaped, and that [

come to have a wife I sha'l Le her proteetor,

she leanioz on my ara through life, not

the way she blashed from brow to dimpled
chin. After that when they walked in the
woods or orchard, Warrington would lean
on Mildred's arm, until sho dizeovered that
he was no longer in the least lame, and one
day refused it. Then he made her take his.

ways on his nleeve.

“You were so kind to me when I wasill)”
he said, “Don’t make me dislike health by
being less to me now. 1 shall wound my-
self over again on purpose if you do ?”’
It was a stracge, happy, idle life. War-
before. There were no grand parties or
champaguoe suppers. They arose at six and
gencrally retired before ten. And of a Sun-
day all was quiet about the farm, and War-
rington went to churel, the old people go-

himself, following arm in arm. Good uncle
Moss not wondering in the leust, for be be-
lieved firmly that *‘the poor young gentle-
wan" was not well enough to walk fast yet.
And Warrington held Mildred's little scar-
let colored hymn book, and joined his voice
with hers, and when she beat ber head in
prayer, oh, how sweet it was to faney, as he
stood in the pew beside her, that she prayed
for him. Looking back, Watrington used
to think that if ever he was fit to die 1t was
oue of those still Sabbath , mornings, whean
the musical thunder of the grand old organ
filled the church, and Mildred’s voice arose
50 sweetly, and Mildred's pure young face
looked to his loving eyes like that of some
bright angel, and for once at least all earth-
ly pomps and vanities were banished from
bis mind, aod he only wished to be worthy
of her, and worthy of Heaven.

Ooe morning ao unraly bull let loose in

the knot of scarlet ribbon in the net which
Mildred sometimes wore, and chased her.
Certainly her life was in danger, and there
might have been an end to the story, but
that Warrington Reade, waiting for her be-
bind the bramble bushes ut the énd of the
field, saw her peril. He gave a spring like
that of a tigrces who sees her young one io
danger, and in & moment faced the ball
with a revolver (he had acquired the habit
of earrying a pair about him in the army,
scd had never left it off) in bis hand, and
in a moment, as the brute bent his bhorned
head with a threatening betlow, shot him
between the eycs.  The creature dropped
as though steuck by ligzhtning, and in an
instant Warrington had the fainting Mil-
dred in his arms, and was kiesing her closed
eyes and calling her all the sweet names in
love's calendar. And then as the blue orbs
opened and turned upon him, he cried —
“Qh, Mildred, if I had lost you. If I
bad seen you torn to death by that accursed
brute, how should I have lived in this deso-
late world? How could I have borne the
fearful loneliness i "’

And be would not put her down but ear-
ried her quite into the old kitchen, where
auoty Moss, when she heaid the story,
wept, and blessed him for saving ber dar-
ling's lite.

It was that very evening that uncle Moss
eoming home from New York, said—
“Well, wife, will you take another city
boarder ? A lady this time?”

“Well, wo've got vlenty o' room,” replied
aunty Moss. “I dou't care.”

“It's well you don't" laughed the old man,
“for ['ve 'greed to her comin. Her came—
Lor'! I've forgotit, But ['ve got her
card somw’'ers it [ an't lost it. No, here it
is. Miss Lavinny Clyde.”

“Lavioia Clyde 1" exclaimed Warring-
ton Reade in astonishment.  “It can’t be
Miss Lavinia Clyde ?”’

“Do you know her?”
Moss.

“Yes," replied Warrington, fecling, he
knew not why, exceedingly provoked. “Yes
we have been acquainted for some-time.”’
“That'll make it very pleasant,” said
sunty, “s0 much nicer than an entire
stranger.’’

Warrington did not think so, though he
kept his thoughts to himself.

Miss Clyde was a handsome, dashing
beile, with whom he had bad quite a flirta-
tion during the winter previous to his de-
parture for the army. What would she
say to find bim domesticated in unele Moss’s
family ? He eould see the sarcastic enrl of
ber red lip; the disdainful toss of her proud
bead. BShe would not be sociable; they
would not be happier for having her amongst
them. Little Mildred would be afraid of
her. He kpew that.  Still he had not the
courage to say—*Don’'t have Miss Clyde
here, unel2 Moss.”

She came next day, and with ber came
sa array of truoks, boxes and cases, wbhich
eaused aunty Moss to ejaculate, “Good gra-
eicus!” Bhbe did not seem mueh astonished
st Warrington's presence. In faet, she had
heard of his being at Moss Farm before she
resolved to spend the summer there, but that
was asecret. And when she shook hands
with him and said —

“You luok so much better; we were
sfraid we should loose you,” with a glance
that ssid more by far than those simple

queried aunty

words.
He felt a little pleased and flattered by
ber iotevest in him. Certainly, if ever mas-

I folt. A girl sould not like a mautilated 'on the first evening the lad
snd disfigured man much, could she Mil- sin-,

“I thiok she eould,” quoth Mildred, l:‘el:
1 thiok,” and ! b s teiek.
voioe sank to a whisper, “that she would oty e

“Do you ?"’ and his head was quite ander ' .

¢ | thest end of the room, or

shall soon be stiong again, and that whea L

and as they walked, kept her little hand al- |

rington had never been so wuch of a boy '

ing on before, and they two, Mildred anl]

| state of things,
first | together,” she said.
was pot thioking of bis own sufferings, and | s great fisld thought fit to take umbrage at |two ecity folks should like each other,

the little 3

'ed it carelessly, and burst §
“You mean creature,”

You
;phvon that eracked old ¢
| for my guitar next week, 2

 have a ittle masio.”

| Somehow the little ptano
; ed 80 badly whea M

| acoompaniment upon it.
asked her to sing after
/she would not in the
haughty lady. She was

| little paler than usual,

iy

ast sound

i leave it altogether of an

| At first he used to foll
she smiled and brig od,
lh\ff-uinlodby h Ci

S——

B

E advances,

Oh the way be looked into her eyes, and | the beautiful Jady, meaning sometime to go

| back to little Mildred snd make up with
her.
not willing to ex b peachant for one
'who Miss Clyde had declared “A little
country dowdy, with no manaers and no
 beauty.”

He did not sleep well and his conscience
pricked him now and then, but he comfort-
ed himself thus: “I never made love to
| Mildred.” Ah, he means he never made
i love in so wany words.  “And if she likes
| me, she ought to let e koow it, as Miss
Clyde does.”

Pcor Mildred, she had been rudely awak-
ened of her happy dream. But simple
country girl though she was, there was an
(inborn dignity about her that enabled her
| to bear the blow bravely, at least in outward
| seeming.

“I am a woman, he a man,” she argued,
| all untanught. “If he does not eare for we,
i and I bave been mistaken all this while, it
| would be very wrong and very immodest for
me to love him or let him think I do.” 8o
| she went about her househeld work, and fed
| the chiokens, and milked the cows, and
| pared the ruddy-cheeked apples just ripen-
' ing iuto bloom upon the trees in the old or-
chard, and helped aunty Moss make them
into tarts and pies, and spoke pleasantly to
the proud lady who had calied her a little
country dowdy, but who envied ber pure
| freshness at the bottom of her heart, and
| was not in the slightest danger of sinking
(into a “disappointed old maid,” although all
| alone in the little room, she eould not help
| shedding a fow tears at the thought of the
| change a few weeks bad wrought.
| Aunty Moss had never guessed the true
“Birds of a feather flock
“It's natural thm;
shoaldn’t wonder if there’d be a weddin' some
day.”
Mildred said nothing. Quee she had had
dreams of a wedding in the old charch in
whie 1 she
muslio and a wreath of orange
she bad put them asidé’ tow, wod was try-
ing, with all her little might, to forget
them.
Warrington Reade's heart smote him as
he passed the window soon after and saw
her girlish face, with a sad, unnaturaily
quiet look upon it, bent over her knitting.
But Miss Clyde, who was hanging on his
arm, whispered, “What a eross little thing
that is; she’s always sulking,” Aad he
weat with her into the little parlor and sat
talking seatiment beside her om the old-
fashioned sofa until tea time.

That very evening, when be went to the
post-office to ask for letters, he found one
marked *‘In haste,”” and opening it, read

Warringtuo Hall very il', and was lying at
point of death in the old tamily mansion.
He was an old bachelor, and Warrington
Reade was his only relative.

It was plainly his place to be at his nncle's
bed-side. He left by the midnight train,
and the good old people sat up to sce him

But he saw nothing of Mildred, though he
lingered to the latest moment.
[neonsiderate man!

not there to bid him good-bye.

that the lights were dim.

Clyde's faseinations, he
Did he love her 7—did she love him ?

dred seemed all his own? Qh! no,

self up tosorrow acd remorse. He had for

pain.
bours.
When he awoke strange

up mndy aw
and body.
be was in no danger.

“Let me sce them before I die.”

answered,

“Bless you, lad, I'm
up the minnit [ hearn tell of the collision
you koow,”

And Warrington knew that wuncle Moss
was there,

farmhouse. And as he was borne

and a smothered ery of, *

quested to
touch-

d, “to play
RSt aot
Nl send

can

fl her simple
. he never
jd if he had
of that
iquiet and a
at the far-

} excuses to

sud then
-and-bye,

Loving and admiring her still, bat

® bride 12 saowy
blossoms, but

that his uncle Wa.ringten had returned to

off, and shook hands with him heartily at
parting, and Miss Clyde waved her kerchief
to him from the window in the woonlight.

It stung him to the
quick as he hurried along towards the de-
pot, o think the gi1l he had so slighted was

Thioking of it, he wrapped himself in his
travelliog shawl and buried himself it the
car, glad that there were few passengers and
And now that
he was fairly out of the sphere of Miss
began to thiok.
Was
there anything half so swect 1n this d-zzled
fascination as in the tender quiet when Mil-

no.
And reclining on the cushions he gave him-

gotton where he was, wheo a shock like
that of an earthquake came upon him. He
saw the dim lights dance and topple down,
heard a chorus of screams and felt a wighty

Then he knew no more for many

faces were bend-
ing over bim and skilfal hands were binding
ound and braise upon his limbs
He felt sick unto death, and
did not believe them when they told him

“Take me back to Moss Farm,” he gaid.

And a good oid voice at his head
goin’ too. . I run up

but you ain’t goin’ to die nor nothin' yet,

They carried him back slowly and eare-
fully, for he was grievously hart, to the

the hall, he heard a quick hysterieal S,

up with every prospeet of being his sole
heir. '

Warrington Reade rras tak‘ utterly by
surprise—hurt, indignant and” bewildered.
He refolded the letter an1 closéd his * eyes,

over him. : 3

“Your uncle is gone, I fear,” she #ail, in
an excited yet suppressed voice. *You seem
overcows."”’

Warrington only moved his head in an-
swer, and Miss Clyde brought cologne water
and bathed his temples, and puat his hair
baek with her soft hand.

He opened his eyes and smiled gratefully,
and took her little fingers and pressed them
to his lips. After all she seemed the only
one in the world who cared anything about
phing; - At that moment he_loved her wore
‘than be had ever done before.

Miss Clyde came to the bedside and bent ]

No. 38,

ve me.”’

“Leave you ! Oh, Mildred! do
me from you.  Give me the old place in
hoart. I never loved you half so truly.
Lok into my face, Mildred Moss ; I
die if you have grown to hate me.”

Her lip trembled.

“I do nat hate you,” she said.

“Bat you will not love me, Mildred.”

The girl's bosom rose and fell ; two dia-
mond tears quivered on ber lashes; War-
Tington saw them and sank upon his knee
before her.

“You do love me a little stili,” he whisper-
ed, opening wide hisjarms, sod in am in-
stant she fell into them, sobbing like a child. |
He sobbed also, a0d clasped her to his heart. |
As the blessed knowledge that sle was his

not drive

Pretty soon be lay quiet as though asleep,

o,

83 Clyde do an odd thing.

ing to his breathing, as though to assu
herself that he slumbered, she took the letter
softly from the bed, went on tiptoe to the
windew, and there, with her back toward
him, seemed to read it He watched her

fling it from ber angrily, stamp her foot up-
on the floor, aud utter, in a hissing whisper,
the words:

“What a fool I’ve been "

In a moment she calmed herself, replaced
the letter, and glided from the room. While
he was wondering what all this meant, War-
rington’ Reads fell asleep in reality. When
he awoke, aunty Moss sat beside him.

“La, what a nap you've had,” she said
And here’s the young lady gone off while.
you were asleep ; she wouldn’t wake you to
s;ydgood-bye—you needed rest so much she
said.”

“Gone off! who has gine ?”” asked War-
rington.

“Miss Ciyde, to be sure.  Some of her
folks wer2 sick, she said, and she had to go.
Al! her baggage is gone too; and like as not
we shan’t see her again.  But you'll be apt
to when you go to Yerk, so don't be put
out.”

Warrington had locked astmished and a |
little grieved.. 1f she were devoted to him |
how could she leave him s0? Then he |

&

Tt burst upon him all at onee that slie had |
discovered that he was disinherited, and ‘
this was why che was gone.

once, He did not like to ask why she did
not come. He knew why. He had cat
away the links that bound that gentle heart
to his with his own hand.
asked if he were peniless or wealthy before
she loved hin—he knew that—and from
her pure affection he had turned, blindly
fuscinated by the woman who had ouly
sought to wed the heir of the rich Warring-
ton, and who had never loved himself. It
was too late—too late! He must gather
streagth a8 soon a8 he could, and lcave Moss
Farm for ever,

At last the day came when he could leave
his room and go into the garden. He was
fet dizzy and weak, and leant upon his staff
ike an old man, for the accident had brought
on a slight relapse of his lameness. But he
knew that in a week or two he should be
quite well once more, and that perhaps a
long life was before him; a wretched life,
separated for ever from Mildred Moss, and
by his own felly.  Only a week before he
had heard of Miss Clyde. A letter from a
college chum mentioned her thus :

“By the way, do you remember Lavinia
Clyde ? She has been raising quite an ex-
citement here, by engaging herself to Hiram
Gail, the fellow who wheedled your unecle
into making him his heir, as every one
koows. There was a flirtation between
them long ago, and she jilted him; proba-
bly she has an eye to his fortune in the
present reconciliation, fur he is uninterest-
ing and about as handsome as a satyr

Warrington thought of this passage as he

paced the little garden path slowly; every
word was a sting to him, :

Suddenly he came to a pause. He had
turned the corner of the house, and there,
under the grapevine, sat Mildred with a
great bowi in her lap plucking currants.
Auaty Moes sat beside her knitting, and
their backs were towards him. It was <o
long since he had seen Mildred that he
could not resist the temptation of stopping
to look at her, and the tears filled his eyes,
and his heart beat wildly as he gazed on the
pure-touled maiden to whom he had Leen
so false, and whom_he again loved so hope-
lessly. She scorned him -now and he de-
served it.

Wahile he stood there, anaty Moss speke :

“Warrington Reale isa heap better;
he'll be rizht well soon.  What an escape
he bas had ; and Low thankful I am for it.

declare [ love him as if he was my own
son, and [ reckon he likes me a’most as if I
was his mother.”

*¢No grandma,” said Mildred, “‘doa’t think
that, he does not.”

“La, how do you know ?’ asked the old
lady.

“I'm sure of it.” said Mildred. “He is
handsome and winning, and has a way with
him that might make ome think he liked
them. Butitisnmot so, We are poor
country folks; hc would be ashamed of us
before his friends. The best thing we can
do is to forget him as soon as we can, and
not expect gratitude or love for anything
we do for him.”

“La,” eried aunty Moss, “what a wrong
idea you have of him; you are mistaken,
I'm sure, Milly.”

“I was mistaken onee,” said Mildred,
quietly. “Before Miss Clyde came, I
thought he liked us a great deal. Buat it
was only his way, and I was very foolish to
fancy it. I don't want to think so again,
such mistakes are very hard to forget. I
for one know that I was only misled by my
own ignorance of fashionable manners whea

oh, | T fancied Mr. Reade liked me at all.”

The listener could contain himself no
longer. He left the shadow of the grape
vine aud stood before them pale and trem-
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Aod now he never saw Mildred, never iopinion.

Mildred never ]

once more sunk into his soul, and both of|
them forgot old aunty Moss, who ejaculat--

0 Tell ane p8S dOWa 1o]the orchard tF
“all this time Milly and Warrin gton Reade |
had been keeping steady company, and had !
had a spat and were making it up now ; did |
you ever ?” |
Uncle Moss never did. Aud the old’

a good while, for, as uncle Moss said o !
aunty, “They remembered what sparking |
times wergs”’ !

And s0 the happy days came back, and |
Mildred read to him, and walked arm-in-,
arm with him to chuich. And when Christ-
mas time came, the old farm parlor was
bright with waxen liglits one night, and |
there was laughter and music and dancing,
such as only a country wedding can awaken. |
Aund Warringtou Reade, looking down into |
Mildred's tender eyes, blcst in his heart of |
hearts the day that brought him to Moss
Farm.

L]

Use of Salt in the Food of
Cattle.

The following are extracts frum a recent
prize essay on common salt, by Dr. Phipson,
of England : —

The use of salt in the food of cattle must
not be looked upon as a direct producer of
flesh, so much as a necessary element of
the economy, without which aninals are apt
to perish from disease, bat with which the

thought of the letter and flushed angrily. | body is kept in a norma! end healthy state.

Not many years ago, a German agricubturist,
Uberacker, brought forward an experiment
which is in direct accordance with this
Wishing to obtain some cxact
notion of the influence which salt exercised
upou his sheep, the flocks of which lived
upon a low, damp pasture-land, and receiv-
ed habitaally a dose of salt, he fixed upon
ten sheep, and siruck off their usual allow-
ance of salt. This remarkable experiment
was continued for three years, with the fol-
lowing results :—In the first year five of the
ten died of rot and worms ; ia this year sbe
remainder of the flock, 430 bhead, lost only
four sheep.  The second year a uew lot ot
ten sheep, deprived of salt, lost sevem indi-
vidoals ; the remainder of the flock, 364
head, lost five only ; a li‘tie later, the other
three died also from diarrhea. The third
year was very rainy. Sixteen shesp werc
selected, and deprived of salt. The whole
of them died in the course of the year of
rot and vermicular pneumonia.

In the Brasils and Columbia, fiocks may
be annihilated by being dcprived of salt.—
M. Garriott, member of the Agricultural
Society of Lyons, assures us that the milk
of cows subjected to a daily allowance of
salt is richer in butter and cheese than when
these same cows are deprived of salt.

Sir John Sinclair, to whom agriculturc
owes much aseful information, has observed
that the habitual usc of salt has a marked
influence 1n improving the quantity and the
quality of the wool of sheep.

Many Fnglish agriculturists have proved,
by direct experiments, that a regular distri-
bution of sait to cattle is especially useful in
preventing hoove (meteorization), caused by
feeding cattle with legaminous vegetables.
And ihere exists no doubt among those who
have tried it, that whea jemployed in pro-
per quantity it incieases the appetite, stim-
ulates digestion, keeps up the normal sap-
ply of salt in the blood, improves the wool
or hair of the cattle, prevents dJiscase, and
moreover, enables the agriculturist to fatten
cattle upon food which they would not enjoy
without it were previously mixed up with
salt.

Rat there is another impoctant considera-
tion with regard to the regulax dsstributioa
of salt to cattle : namcly, its \iguence in
preventing disease.  Its daily usé becomes
of serious consequence when flocks and herds
are menaced with thosc epidemic attacks
which too frequently ravage a whole country
at once, when a proper use of salt wouid
cither prevent them eutirely, or at lefas‘. Te-
duce them to less disastrous proportions.—
During one of these epidemics, which sprang
up about the year 1849, in the east of Eu-
rope, the almost wild cattle of the Ukraine,
Podolia and Hungary, were struck dowu in
much grester numbers than those of Silesia
and Bohemia, where the cattle-breeders hab-
itually distribute salt to their beasts. Ad-
vanciag towards the West, this scourge di-
winished in intensity, and finally ceased to
show itsell ia Germany, where particular
care is bestowed upou cattle, and where salt
has been for many years constantly employed.

In Great Britain, in the best-farmed dis-
tiiots, we find the allowancz of salt oscillat-
ing around the subjoined figures, taken as a
center of basis : —

Allowance of Salt per Diem.

Calf, six months old.............1 ounce

Bullock ot Cow, ono year old...3 «

Oxen, fattening ........ceeeeee...6

&
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Honszs.—It is generally admitted, wher-
ever salt forms habitually a portion of the
horse’s diet, that this animal amply repays
the slight additional expevase or trouble thus
incurred. To mix salt with the food of the
borse, ocolt, ass, or mule, is a frequent prac-
tice in fand and Amecrica. Tn these
countries usual allowance for :bon ful}z-
grown horse of middle beight, is t
ounces per diem. In Belgium, the quantity
of salt appropriated to a wn horse by
the Government is little more than 1 ounce
per diom. ' .

Sazze.—The Romans gave l:“t.hlr Ice:
of sheep, cvery day, an wance
salt i tﬁ:olt’iulf :;. ounce it

- is ¥ 3 aan )
head ; .i:‘ this is o Baghqnd i
!

]

‘it be ussdas
it is mized
isis ot an

:‘n you may have givea me; be happy and’ ' easy matter with fodder, espedniiy

shall ‘

that
| which bas been salted to prescrve it, im
| which case we must endeavor to make a
| rough estimate of the amount of salt in a
| given weight of fodder, in order not to ad-
mli‘ni-;te(;l ap 1Injurious exoess. In farms
| wherg, ol or rapecake is given in dergw
| this beigg rather an indiggttible fo:;.' t.ho”
| allowang® of salt should b mixed with it, in
| prefa to any ather fodder, .

l Tt be born in mind that an excess
of salt ® injarious to any avimal ; aud that
is why preceding figures are given as a
kind of practical guide.  An cxeess of salt
produeds irritation and inflammation of the
mfnio_udmenbr;ne, and causes several kinds
of skin disca-e, espegi i . Wit
horses an excess of salt mhow to.
produce dysentery ; and in oxen diseases of
the blood.  Salt should never be given to
cattle when a deficiency of food does not

y 3 X
without eatisfying it, and the animals lose
flesh eepidly. Salt is to be prohibited, also,
wherever congestion of any important organ
is observed, or where we have perceived in-
flammation of the bowels. In such cases we

all the while, and saw her, as she finished, | folks considerately stayed in the 0'd orchard | must not be guided by the instinct of the

animals themselves,

In some diseases of the digestive organs
salt has proved beneficial. Thaus, in case of
rot in the liver, accompanied by loss of ap-
petite, palcness of the membrane, swellings
uude.r the throat, avoid ground which com-
municates the rot, and give the sheep five
grains of iodine and half an ounee of the
spirits of turpentine twicc a day, and let
them have free access to salt. And again,
for the disease callcd “‘red water,” a species
of dropsy, give liberal supplies of food, &
dry resting place and rocksalt,

_ Considered as a medicine, salt purges aa-
| nmls&t the following doses :—

ve ceeee oee 8 t0 10 ouaces.
13

It becomes a poison at the following doses :
| Horses.................. 2 1b.

‘l D Thsan s LR T

| Sheep e e . 6 to 8 ounces.

] Pigs )

Advice Gratis to the Slow
Coach Family.

Don't take a newspaper ; don’t rcad one
of any kicd. If you hear persons discus-
sing this or that great battle, ask stupidly
what it all mecans. E.nulate Rip Van
Winkle ; steep your sen~- n moral and
mental oblivion, and pay attention to
what is passing about you ; 1u this way you
may save two or three dollars—the price of
a paper—and lise $500 or $5,000 by not
: being informed about markets, supply and
' demand, and a thousand other things as es-
seatial to an eanterprising man as light and
air. If you have children doun’t take any
paper for them ; tell them “book larmin’
ain’t 0o 'court.””  Let them tumble in the
highway unwashed, uncombed, and in rags
and tatters, If they don’t graduate in the
States Prison it will be through no fault of
yours. If you are a farmer, plow, sow, and
reap as your stupid old father did before
you ; scoff at agricultural papers, and sueer
and deride at prozress of all kinds; thean if
you do mot succeed in making other people
tiink that they are all wrong, and that you
alone are sagacious, it must be that the
world is curiously awry and needs reforming
badly. The soomer you undertake it the
better. By not reading papers you will suc-
cecd , ifa farmer, 1n having the finest crop
of knotty, wormy apples that can be found ;
potatocs tt at would take the prize at any
fair for rot ; cabbages that are all leaves
and no head ; turnips destroyed in the shoot
by worms ; hay mouldy and musty. because
you despised barometers and cut it just as
the mercary was falling ; cora half a crop,
because you exhausted the 1and with it for
years and starved Nature to such a pitch
that she had nothing to yield in return; all
these calamities and many more will befal
you because you don’t keep pacc with the
times.  You call it “hard lcck,” but mea
of common scnse cull your course by a
name you never hecard of—stupidity ;
that's more “book larnin.”

A man that does not take a paper of
some kind or another in this time of the
world must expect to be a prey to a'l sorts
of swindlers, a victim to bad management,
and out of spirits, out of pocket, temper,
money, credt ; in short everything under
the sun that tends to make life bearable.—
The newspaper is the great cducator of the
people afver all ; so lct us then exclaim “The
Press forever.”

)

ARRESTED BY STRATEGY.— There is an
ancient African, who boasts “allegiance to
the Queen, whose line of conduct has been
such that the civil offcers of Her Majesty
would like to lay hauds on him.  Hearing
that there was a warrant out for his arrest,
the negro aforesaid suddenly and clandes-
tinely departed from Wiadsor, and took up
his abode iu this city. The officers here
have emp'oyed their best wits to decoy him
back to the other side, but he knew them
all, and their efforts were unavailing.  Yes-
terday, however, he was trapped, and he is
now in durance vile in the Kssex county
gaol. Officer Pierce, of Ann Arbor, to
whom he was unknown, effected his arrest
by strategy. The African was on board
the ferryboat talking with some friends.
When the boat was started he rushed for
the gang plank to get off. The officer was
on the watch for him, and josticd against
him before he could get off, setting him
back several feet. He thea flew into a vio-
lent rage with the darkey for runniag

inst him, ia short, eccupied his attention
antil the boat was clear off the do_ok, when
he arrested him and delivered bxn‘af'ly
into the hands of officer Port at Windsor.
—Detroit Free Press.

Hagp Up.—The town of Selma, Ala,,
bad but cne male in the place who was com-

eat to act as eagineer of their gas works.
E was ooascripted by tne rebel govern-
ment, and the peop'c of Selma are conse-
queatly without light. The have
sent a petition to Richmoad for the release
of the comsoript.

«A teller of telegrams.” This is tho lat-
est American oquivalent for oue who fibs
colorably. The expressica brings the A mer

ic servioe down to a
which it has oreated for itself,

from the first stomach of whish, serows,
preces of rivets and aails, o
on,, were taken.




