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A:DAY IN ‘AN INDIGO FACTORY.
- -Starting from Lahore on August 1, 1886,
Ixrode the bicycle southward to Calcutta,
over-about fourbeen hundred miles of what
seems to 1ne to be the finest and most in-
-teresting highway in the world. My ex-
periences were many and varied. -
" When I got well down into the Ganges
Valley, toward Benares, among the swaris
of natives who are always streaming along
the road, I began to see men and boys who
were stained a deep blue color from head
to.foot. ‘Sometimes in the evening I met
big gangs of these blue people as they
trudged along, evidently' on the way to
their  homes-.for the night. The -only
clothing they wore were breech-cloths and
turbans, which were asblue as their bodies.
. On_the whitish surface of the broad,
“straight Indian road I could see objects for
& long distance. In the slanting beams
of the eveningsun I could look ahead and
single out these blue-bodied people from
-among the dusky throngs a mile away, I
could see the sunlight glisten on their
shiny, azure skins as it might on blue china
images, and it presented a very curious
effect, : - =
At first T wondered what these men were,
but it soon occurred to mo that I had
reached thé Benares  district in the very
height of theindigoseason. I often passed
creaking bullock-gharries carrying heavy
loads of the indigo plant to the factories,
Sometimes, in a stretch of country which
was open and intersected with roads, I
could see these stacks of dark green indigo
plant slowly creeping from-all directions
to one point. .
At length, one morning, I arrived at a
great indigo factory situated near the road.
Not far from the factory was the commo-
dious bungalow of the planter, an English
gentleman, Mr, T'——, who had had many
years’ experience as an indigo planter.
As T dismounted, Mr, T —— came out,
.ant promptly invited me to remain with

something terrific, and, as I was curious
to .see something of indigo-making, I
readily accepted his hospitality for the day.,

From the factory, two hundred yards
away, there came such a babel of shouts
and yells, seemingly from a lundred
human throats, that I stood and listened
for-a-moment before following my host to
the bungalow. . F C

Upon visiting the factory, I saw at once
how my *blue people” of the roud eame
by their coloring. - We first visited the
beating-vats, which +were square tanks
about eight feet deep and twenty feet
square. Several of these vats were ranged
side by side, or rather one long vat was
divided into several by walls, which were
also foot-walks. Oub of these vabs came
the pandemonium of howling and shouting
that had arrested my attention at the bun-
galow. - In each vat aboub twenty naked
natbives stood waist-deep in liquid indigo.

"““These are the beaters,” said Mr. T—-—,
** A rather wild-locking lot, aren’t they 7"

I fully agreed with him that they were
wild-looking. The beaters in each vat
were ranged in two rows, which faced each
other, Hach man was armed with a long-
handled wooden spade. With marvellous
dexberity and rhythmic accord, both rows
of beaters were flinging into the aiv streams
of indigd, which dashed together overhead,
and splashed about the vat and over the
beatersin showers of foam and spray. The
beaters incited one another to extra exer-
tions, sometimes by ‘a shrill chorus, and
again by frantic yells, -Every man was as
blue as a statue of indigo, and was covered
with foam and splashings. The several
vats were filled with these blue figures, who
flung the liquid indigo high in aiv ; the
weird choruses shouted in shrill cadences ;
the flying froth, which' settled om the
laborers’ héads and streamed down. their
glistening skins, made a scene’ totally dif-
ferent from anything I hadseen elsihere.

As we stood and’ looked on, Mr. T ——
explained to me the virious operations,
and the part that each played in-the pro-..
duction of tho indigo of commerce. The
flinging and dashing of the liquid about in
the air brings about a chemical transforma-
tion. - The fluid, as it comes from 'the
stalks and leaves of the plant is of a green-
igh color. -The wild work of the beaters
changes the tint into a beautiful deep blue
by oxygenation. ’

At tho same time that it changes in
color, the dye stuff held in solution granu-

him as long as I saw fit. The heat was|.

Iates and seftles to the bottom of the vats.
When the beaters liave thoroughly per-
formed their work, -they climb out of the
vat and allow the contents to settle.

- My, T——1led the way to the farther
end of the row of beating-vats and showed
me one of them which had been - settling
for an hour. - L

¢ Here, you see,” - he said, ‘“now it is
settled, the liquor has changed color again
from blue to a smoky green. ITxcepb that
it is somewhat cleaver, it looks about as it
did before the beaters began to work on it.”

The foreman now came and removed a
plug from a hole in the wall.. The green
liquid gradvally ran to waste, and there
was revealed at the bottom of. the vat a
thick, pulpy sediment of blue. This was
the indigo. Men now came with earthen-
ware jars, which they filled and carried off
to the boiling-room. . Here the indigo was
strained through wire sieves of fine mesh
to remove all impurities,

After it has been strained, the soft blue
mass is poured into big iron kettles and
boiled for two.or three hours, to evaporate
the moistura and further granulate the
indigo. Itis then dumped into presses
and subjected to heavy pressure by means
of lever and screw, Co-

The presses are square iron boxes, per-
forated likoa colander and lined with press-
cloths. - By {his process all the remaining
water is forced out than can be removed
by pressure. The indigo is turned out of
the presses iiL dark blue enkes, which are
of about the consistency of & bar of soap.
Then it is cut up into commercial squarcs

and impressed with the- stamp of the
factory.

The cakes are then removed to the dry-
ing-house, a large, airy shed, provided
with tiers of open shelves. Xere they
remain for two or three months, until they
are thoroughly. dry, and are then packed
i’ boxes, and shipped- to market. The
chief Indian emnporium for indigo is Cal-
cutta, whence it is shipped to foreign
markets. .’ S * :

"¢ Now come this way,” said My, T ———,

after we lad visited the boiling and the
drying-houses, "¢“I . want .to show you
something interosting.” - e

Saying this, tae indigo-planter led -the
way to a”set of vats similar to those we
had already seen, but elevated s that the
liquor. could be diained froff them into the
beating-vats. ' .

¢ These,” he said, *‘ are the fermenting-
vats, Now see ! _ ]

Hero Mr, T -— produced a match
from his pocket, and lighting a stalk of
dead indigo plant, hé cast if, flaming, into’
one of the vats. The gases that were

‘escaping from the fermenting mass of

leaves and stalks inited with o sharp re-
port, and. for an instant a- bluish flame
spread all over the vat. “The experiment
was repeated at the next vat with similar
vesults, - ; ‘
“In these fermenting-vats the indigo-
plants are packed tizhtly in layers, asthey
arrive in the bullock-gharries from: the

farms,

- INDIGO-BEATERS AT WORK.

Porous frammes are laid on top,

and the mass is.pressed or Wweighted down.

Water.is then puniped in-with a Persian
wheel, and the plantsare allowed to steep.

- Fermentation soon commences, and-in a
few hours the vats are bubbling and seeth-.

ing to the rim,  This continues. for twelve
or fourteen hours, when. the fermentation
gradually subsides.  The water is then
run off into the beating-vats, to be mani-
pulated in the manner I have described.

Of late years many improvements have
been introduced into the manufacture of
indigo, Much of the beating is now done
by machinery, which does the work more
thoroughly than. it can be done by men.
A gpecial kind of yeast-powder is used to
stimulate and increase the fermentation,
and another preparation aids in the preci-
pitation of the indigo after beating,—
Thomas Stephens, in Youth's Companion.
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. EARTH-WORMS.

In wandering through the fields in the
early morning we often see little heaps of
newly disturbed earth, and occasionally
cateh glimpses of reddish or pink bodies
quickly withdrawing into little tunnels in
the sod. These are the earth-worms, con-
sidered the humblest of all animals ; yet,
as insignificant as they seem, they are
among the most valuable aids to the agri-
culturist. We may appreciate this by
selecting a field at random in a good pro-
ducing country, making a section down
through the earth of several feet, when,
if carefully done, we shall find innumer-
able tunnels formed by the worms, leading

here, there, and everyiwhere. In fact the
upper crust of the earth is in an endless
maze of streets,” lanes and ‘avenues. A
naturalist has even atbtempted to calculate
the numbers of these little workers, and
has comé to the conclusion that they aver-
age one hundred thousand to the acro;
and in especiully rich ground in’ New
Zpland it was estimated that there were
three hundred and forty-eight thousand
four hundred and eighty in a single acre.
This vast body of worms is continually at
woik boring this way and that, coming
to; the surface. during the night ‘and re-
trédating'to greater deptha during the day ;
and it is ab once evident that their tunnels
constitute a system of irrigation .and ven-
tilation for the upper crust. In other
words rain, instead of running. off, enters
the holes, and so penétrates the earth, thus
being héeld for a longer time. Air also
finds its way below the surface, so that the
homes of the little ¢reatures constitute
storehouses for moisture, | :

:But this is a very small part of the work
accomplished. The worms are in league
with tho farmer, are in fact his unappre-

cidted assistants, upon whose endeavors |

depend much of the success of his crops.
They are continually swallowing the earth
and depositing it at the surface, and work:
ing it over and over. If I should ask my
young readers to estimate the quantity of
earth brought to the surface in-a single
acre in & year, I fear they would not place
the amount as high as Mr, Darwin, who

~:| quieb, strained voicc ;- :

darkness ; but it is known that at certain

‘the aisle.

states that the vegetable mold thus trans-
ported in some places amounts to ten tons
an acre. . Think-of it! If your ten acre
farm is one of these farmed localitics,
these silent workers, say to a number of o
millioh, have ploughed up about one hun-
dréd tons of earth for you, giving you a
fine top-dressing. '

The worms not only earry all this mate-
rinl to the sprface, but fhey drag vast
quantities of leavesand other matter down
that serve to enrich the soil and render
it capable of producing larger crops. The
earth-worms of Australin attain a large
size, sometimes several feet in lerigth, and
have béen scen climbing trees. Somo
casts found in India are a foot in length,
The worms evidently live in complete

times and under certuin conditions they
are luminous, so that a state of things may
exist underground of which we have no
conception, and the tunnels of theso little
creatures may be brightly illuminated.—
Living Light. ' . :

SILENCING A SLEEPER.

It was on a Pennsylvania Railway train,
coming north from the city of Washington.

All the passengers bub two in the sleeper
had dozed off. “The exceptigns were a
young man and a baby. o

The former was willing to follow the
example of the majority, but tho latter
objected in a loud voice. Its cries awcke
the other passengers, and some pretty
strong language was heard.

The young man got out of his berth and
carried the baby up and down the car,
trying to soothe it. But the baby was
fretful, and its voice would not De stilled.

Finally a grey-headed man, who was
evidently an old traveller, stuck his head
out from behind the curtains and ealled
to the young man in a sharp voice :

‘¢ See here, sir, why don't you take that
child to its mother. She will be able to
manege it much better than you, It evi-
‘dently wants its mother.” )

““Yes, that's it,” eclioed other irritated
passengers. oL
- The young man continued to pace up
and down, for n moments, then siid in &

* Its mother is in the baggage car.” .

There was an instantaneous hush.. The
gray-headed man stuck lis head out into
' ““Let me tako it a while,” he
snid, softly ; ¢ perhaps I can quiet it,”’—
New Yorls Sun. .
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COMTORT FOR' YOUNG POETS.

Dr, T. M. Coan gives a picce of advice
to young writers which may be of service
to some of them. Ho says: * Write
poetry | You' cannot write too much, if
only you will spare your friends. Discip-
line yourself, but domnot ask any one to
read or to publish the verse you write.

¢ Verse-making is the best possible prac-
tice for writing prose™; it trains you in the
careful choice of words ; it forcesupon your
consciousness a host of synonyms that you
might never stop to find when you are am-
bling along in prose ; it makesyou think of
clear expression, of melody, of liveliness,
of conciseness—of every-quality, indeed,
that prose as- well as poetry demands.
Verse-wiiting;” in a word, is the best pos-
sible tonic for the indolent writer of prose ;
for one cannot write even tolerable verse
without taking pains.” '

To ‘this may be added the well-known
fact- that almost all the noted writers of
prose have actually written poetry, and
maiy of them much poetry, John Quincy
Adams, Horace Greeley, James Gordon
Bennett, “ Doctor Franklin, Macaulay,
Thackeray, ‘Dickens, - Abraham Lincoln,

Napoleon Bonaparte -and Frederick II. of
Prussia all wrate more orless verse, though
absorbed most of their lives in pursuits far
removed from poetry, .

There isn volume of interesting pootry
filled with .the productions of poets who
published "but one known poem. King
Frederick, on the contrary, wrote. and
printed enough poetry to fill-three octavo
volumes, = Verse-making was- his habitual
solace in time of trouble. :

True MERT is like a river—the deeper
it is tho less noise it makes, - :

‘THERE 15 N0 RELIGION without worship,
and theve i no worship without the Sab-
bath.
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