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you are not afraid of work. Do you 
understand cows and horses ?”

" Well, not much,” I owned. "There 
were no cattle in my last place.” 
Which was very true, for 1 had been 
a clerk in a bank. “ But I have noi 
the least doubt that I could soon learn 
if you would kindly show me what is 
expected of me.”

“Can you cut wood ?” she asked
" Certainly,” said I, reflecting to my 

self that any fool might do that.
She asked one or two questions more 

which I answered with the bi nd fatu
ity which attends youth and confid
ence. She seemed pleased with my 
willingness to undertake anything and 
everything.

" And now about wages T” she said, 
briskly, " What will you ask for your 
own services and those of your wife, 
—by the month?”

"I fitted the tips of my fingers re 
fleotively together.

" As we are both rather inexperienc
ed,” said I, " we’ll agree to work the 
first month for our hoard ; after that 
you shall pay us what you think we 
are both worth.”
"Hum—hum 1” said my mother-in-law 

that is a sensible proposition—a very 
sensible ore, indeed. Well, send for 
the young woman at once. In the 
meantime I’ll show you over the place 
and explain to you the nature of your 
duties.”

So I hired myselt out to my moth
er-in-law as farm servant, without 
further ceremony, and immediately 
wrote and posted a letter to Net-

On my return from the postoffice I 
met a burly young man meditating at 
a spot where four roads meet.

" Can you tell me, sir,” said he, 
" where Abel Martin lives ?”

" Oh, yes, sir, I can tell you,” I re
sponded. affably, " But, if you are 
looking for the situation, I may as well 
tell you that it’s filled.”

The burly young man made some 
remarks, indicative, in a general way, 
of his opinion of the fickleness of wo
mankind, and departed, while I re
turned rejoicing to the old fnrm-

" Here’s a very nice beginning,” said 
I to myself. “ It is now my bus:ness 
to give as much satisfaction as pos-

Fortune favored me in more ways 
than one. My mother-in-law sprained 
her ankle on the. second day. and I 
played cook as well as man-of-all-work 
with distinguished success, and I had 
the satisfaction to hear her say to old 
Miss Priscilla Perkins that she didn't 
know when she had taken such a no
tion to any one as she had to the 
new man.

" He’s too young and good-looking 
to suit me,” observed Miss Priscilla,

HOUSEHOLD.[is Mother-in-law
• You’ve come, have you,” said mÿ 

bother-in-law, in a deep voice as she 
|tood on the threshold grimly survey

ing me with eyes that shone like hard, 
rreenish-blue gooseberries, behind her 
spectacles. For such modern trifles as 
eyeglasses were as unsuited to my
nother-in-law’s fine Roman nose, as a 
iint-lace collar would be to the Venus 

|de Milo. I could feel her glance pene- 
! traie to the very marrow of my bones, 
land yet I contrived to keep a bold,
I front as I stood facing her.

It was rather a curious complication.
I My mother-in-law had not the least 
I idea who I was. I had cheerfully in
tended to take her by surprise ; but 
now that the eventful moment had ar- 

! rived, my courage, like that of Bob 
] Acres, was oozing out at the ends of 

my fingers.
My name is Richard Dalton. I was 

then just twenty-one, with a face that 
was not absolutely ugly, a sublime au
dacity, and pockets not particularly 
well lined, and I had just distinguish
ed myself by running away with a 
pretty girl from boarding-school.

" But, Dick,” she had remonstrated,
" we have nothing to live on.”

" Don’t be a goose, darling,” had 
been my reply. " What do people need 
to live on ( All the wants of this 
world, more or less, are fictitious. A 
crust of bread and a glass of water 
three times a day, and now and then 
a suit of clothes—we must be poor, in
deed, if we can’t manage to compass 
that.”

Nettie had looked favorably upon me 
and acquiesced to my argument. We 
had taken board at the Angel Hill Ho
tel, and beg.in our honeymoon loyally.
At the end of a month mine host had 
become a little importunate on the 
subject of his bill, and Nettie’s moth
er had written u letter to ner signify
ing that she wanted nothing whatever 
to do with us. Wo had made our own 
bed, she signified, and now we might 
lie on it.

" Oh, Dick 1” cried Nettie, clasping 
her hands, " what are we to do ?”

" Hanged if I know 1” was the 
rather blank response. " But don't cry 
darling, I’ll go and see her myself ”
“You, Dick?”
“ I, myself I”
" She’Ll have nothing to say to you ”
" She can’t help herself.”
“ She’ll turn you out of doors.”
“ We ll see about that.”
“ But, Dick, you don’t know—you 

ean’t have my idea how terrible she 
Is,’4 sighed Nettie. ,

" St. George conquered the dragon, Jemima Styles one bit. If only Net- 
my love,” I asserted cheerfully, “ and tie could have stayed single till she
I mean to conquer your mother. So met such a man as this!”
pack my valise, there’s a darling, and I smiled to myself as I la’d out the
i’ll be off before the landlord comes; wood for the breakfast fire. My nccom- and stir in the milk slowly with one 
back.” ! pUshments as “ Jack-of-oll-trades,” | seant teacup of sugar. If you wish it

" But, Dick, if he’s troublesome what had never done me so much good be- very rich add one-half cup of butter;
can 1 say to him?” appealed poor lit- j fore, but now they were certain lv w;n- but it Is very good withou
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CAKE MAKING.

First of all, look over your receipt 
and see that everything it calls for 
is in the house. Use only the best 
flour, and sift it before either weigh
ing or measuring it. Allow, it to sun 
at least an hour before you are ready 
for it. The butter must be only the 
very best, and all the salt washed out 
of it. Use a wooden spoon for mix
ing, and line your cake-pan with 
greased paper. Everything depends 
upon the baking. The fire should be 
moderate, but sufficient to last 
through the entire baking. If it 
browns before rising, the oven is too 
hot. You do not require as hot an 
oven as for bread. An authority says 
thin cakes bake in about eighteen 
minutes ; thicker ones in about half 
an hour ; thick loaves in an hour, and 
fruit cake requires nearly three hours, 
according to size.

Pound Cake.—One pound of flour, 
one pound of granulated sugar, three- 
fourths pound of butter, salt wash
ed out, eight eggs beaten separately, 
one-fourth teaspoonful of baking pbw- 
der ; flavor lo taste. Bake three- 
fourths ot an hour.

Jelly Cake.—One cup of sugar, one- 
half cup of butter, one and one-half 
cups of flour, one-half cup of milk, one 
teaspoonful of b iking powder, one tea
spoonful of vani.ln and three eggs I
use the same receipt for strawberry _____ _______ e
shortcake; when done, have the her- 0 ten tempted
ries lightly crushed and sugared ; put 
them between the layers of ca’ce ; lay 
some of the finest berries on top, 
sprinkle with powdere 1 sugar, and cov
er with whipped cream just before 
serving.

Sponge Cake.—Six eggs, two cups of 
fine granulated sugar two and one- 
fourth cup.', of flour sifted three times, 
one cup of boi ing water, one level tea
spoonful of baaing powder . flavor to 
taste. Beat yoiks of eggs and sugar 
to a cream ; then pour in the boiling 
water ; add flour with biking powder 
in it, then whites of eggs beaten stiff. 
Bake in a moderate oven one hour. 
A cup of coid water in the pan' over 
it keeps tne oven moist.

French Cream Cake

greenhouses, when hybrid perpetual 
varieties often do better than in the 
hotbeds.

Cuttings of soft-wooded plants, such 
as geraniums, coleus and heliotropes, 
are made from plants bedded out in 
the open ground during the summer, 
or from large stock plants in pots in 
the greenhouses in winter, and are 
rooted in a propagating bed in the 
greenhouse.

The saucer system of propagating is 
best adapted to the need of the ama
teur, and consists in putting about two 
inches of sand in a pan about three 
inches deep, placing the cuttings in the 
sand, which should be kept thoroughly 
soaked with water all the time during 
the process of rooting.

That part of the wood which is in
clined to be brittle and break rather 
thin bend and appear tough and 
stringy should be selected for making 
into cuttings.

While on the subject of propagating 
it may he interesting to note that 
many of the flowering shrubs, such as 
lilacs, privet, forsythias, wiegelas, &c., 
m y be grown from the young wood. 
These should be made after the wood 
has matured, and be placed abouti two 
inches apart in rows in a bedt prepar
ed much after the manner as for on
ions. An eye should always be pro
vided at the top of the cutting, which 
should be about two thirds in the 
ground. Cover the bed with eight or 
ten inches of leaves, and place a few 
evergreen houghs on top to keep them 
in place. By spring the cuttings will 
have made root. This cutting bed is 
to be made out of doors in a well 
drained location and made a little 
higher thin the surrounding ground.

it is not always an easy matter to 
determine just what plants to select 
for the window garden within the 
house during the winter, and one is 

to include some plants

THE RETIRED BÜRBL1R,
HIS ENFORCED STAY IN A CLOSET 

IN WHICH HE HAD HIDDEN.

tber difficult to manage, their 
be uty seeming almost irresistible. It 
is not wise, however, to use any that 
are not by nature able to withstand 
considerable abuse, for to lose several 
good specimens during the winter is 
r. tlier discouraging.

We should depend very considerably 
on forced bulbous plants for our sup
ply of early winter flowers, and with 
narcissus, crocus, hyacinths, tulips, 
calias, amaryllis, &c„ a pleasing di
versity of color and form can be had. 
In addition to these the fragrant and 
pretty Chinese primrose, also the 

I dainty flowers of the baby primrose, 
Primul i Forbesi, with its continuous 
supply of blossoms, will do much to-
w rd brightening i he windows. Cycla- 

r our eggs, meu Persic am ; n . Giganteum in whi. e, 
cup of white sugar, one cup and two pink and crismon are exceedingly at- 
tab’espoonfuls of flour, one table- tractive late winter flowers and not 

. spoo ;fu! of bak n ; po \ d r in Ileur, and difficult to grow,
purging up her steel trap of a mouth ! two tabespuonluls of cold water. This A few üeg0ni:,s in various sorts add 

He is good-looking, a n t ie ?^sald , cake belter a day or two old. Hake considerable luxuriance in the way ot
a,! ge and some flower. W

ith the
my mother-in-law, but he’s dreadfully ;n two deep pans and sp'it wi 
handy about the home, and ain't one ; sharp knile. When cold fill wit 

| bit afraid of work. Why, I don’t m ss following custard:ng
'Filling.—Boil nearly one pint of 

milk; mix two tablespoonfuls of corn
starch with a little milk, add two eggs

tie frightened Nettie. I ning me much credit in the world
“Tell him I’ve gone out of town and : At the end of the third day she

ihnll be back in 
sonfidently.

But valiantly as I spoke, my men
ial sensations by no means correspond
ed with this hold part. I was begin
ning dimly to realize what a very un
wise step I had taken and also per-

fevv days,” said I had told me the whole story of her 
daughter’s runaway match with a 
“ good-for-nothing young city chap.”

On the fourth day she had consult
ed with me as to whether it was bet
ter to put I he forty-acre lot int o oats 

; or rye, and I had won her heart by
suaded poor Nettie to take. j taking to pieces the old hall-clock.

And I was secretly making up my which had not gone for ten years, and 
mind that if Nettie’s mother refused restored it to running order once 
to receive us, I would ship myself off , again.
\o sea as second mate or third purser, | Qa the evening of the same day,

ry good without butter.
Caramel Cake.—Whiles of eight eggs, 

three-fourtns cup of butter, one and 
three-fourtns cups of sugar, two and 
three-fourths cups of f our. one-ha f 
cup of sweet mi k and one heaping tea
spoonful of yeast powders. Bake in 
jelly pans. Filling.—Four cups of 
brown sugar, one cup of- sweet mi k. 
one cup of butter and two cups of 
shelled pecans. Put sugar and milk

t nollier Lucky Escape of Till» Enterpris
ing Lienlleninii—Heard a Story Head 
Before It Was Publish® I—An Amusing 
Experience Well Told.

“Maybe you remember my telling 
you," said, the retired burglar, "about 
t he easy tlrnfe I had once in a house 
in a thunderstorm, where the folks all 
hid in a closet and left the house to 
me? But I had an experience in a 
house once, with à closet mixed up in 
it, that wasn't so pleasant. This 
time I whs in the closet and somebody 
else was outside.

“1 found a bedroom in this house, 
with a flat-top desk in it, and other 
things indicating that it was a man's 
room, but there was nobody sleeping 
in it and evidently it had not- been 
occupied that night. And it was now 
about 2 o’clock , so it seemed a pretty 
reasonable supposition that it would 
not be ; man away somewhere, pro
bably, for the night, or maybe travel
ling ; and it seemed as if the- gather
ing up of whatever there might be 
there worth taking would involve sim
ply the trouble of sorting it out ; but 
I hadn't taken three steps inside the 
room before I heard the front door 
downstairs slam—somebody'd come in, 
happened to hit the keyhole just ex
actly right with the key so it had slid 
in without making any noise, and the 
first 1 heajd of him was his shutting 
the door.

“Of course I knew that was the man 
that belonged to that room, and the 
man that slammed the door like that 
was likely to come upstairs two steps 
at a time ; his room was only! up one 
flight and he'd be in it in a minute.
I couldn't step out into the hall with
out meeting him ; and the natural 
thing for me to do was to step into 
the closet, which I did. The door of 
this closet stood open just a little ; 
with n crack of about half an inch be
tween the edge of the door and the 
door jamb.

J TRIED TO SHUT IT 
when I first went in, but it brought 

\vuu hi up affainst something and so I left it. 
the 1 couldn't tell whether the man had 

fixed t.ke door that way to g.ve the 
closet ventilation, or whether some
thing had dropped down across the 
sill and he hadn’t taken the trouble 
to pick it up, but anyhow I thought 
I’d better leave it so, as he'd left it,

suggest as good sorts such 
Feisiii. the beautiful potted-leaf Mani- 
eta A urea, the glossy-leafed Thurs-4 
tonii and the old stand-by, Rubra, 
all of which are strong growers and 
of easy management.

A pot of the German parlor ivy, with 
the vines h -nging down or twining 
upward, has a very refreshing effect 
in ny window. The Sansevieria Zey- and/ I did.
J mica, with stiif, upright, mottled 1 "Out of the crack I could see the 
leaves, is useiul as a house plant on ! r, , , , , , . , , , . . ,account of being not at all disturbed £L lop desk; that is, when be d struck 
by dust, g is and a moderate amount a Hglit, which lie did as soon' as he 
of abuse. j come in, which was at practically the

One of the prettiest of plants for slmu instant that I finished pull.ng 
til.le decoration is the Fnrfugium ! ,. - . . . .... ,
Grande, bearing large, round, dark ^16 ï*osel' d.ooi to, 1 couidn t have 
green, leathery leaves, mottled and gone anywhere else. 1 could see him 
blotched with yellow. A specimen of when he came in, and then ho passed 
some size in a suitable jardiniere

3

he was cautioning somebody to keep 
very quiet ; it kind o’ eeemed as though 
this was a gem tie or difficult part of 
the story, where any sort of an- inter
ruption might break the thread. And 
them, sometimes, he’d slam the paper 
down on the desk and grab up ths 
pen and write something in it, or 
make some change, while the idea was 
hot ; before it got away from him, and 
them he’d go on reading. Sometimes 
he’d sort of chuckle and laugh to him
self, enjoying what he'd wrote ; and 
pootty soon hie put his right hand( up 
in the air again, not holding It still 
this time, but shaking it sort of gen
tly, and begun leadin’ out loud

"When he1 finished the reading, 
which Was 5 o’clock, it was broad light. 
And then holding the sheets in his 
two hands, he dropped .them, edge 
down, on the desk and straightened 
’em out, and then he laid the bunch 
down on the desk. It was done, and 
he seemed to be pleased over it ; 'and 
then he went to bed.

"it took him but a mighty short 
time- to go to sleep, it seemed ay if hp 
was snoring in a minute; and then I 
slid.

“Some months after that — six or 
eight months, I guess—taking a little 
journey by rail one night, with my 
travelling bag on the floor, where I 
could feei it with my feet, 1 (picked up 
a magazine that a man had left in 
the seat opposite, and took a little 
fall out of tuat ; picking out the story 
that 1 thought would suit me best. I 
got about tliroe-quarters of the way 
through, it, and all of a sudden* it be- 

. gan to get familiar ; and in a minute 
1 knew it for sure ; it was my man’s 
story ; and that part that I’d seen 
him with, and heard him read some 
of, was the finish of it ; the wind-fup. 
And a pool y good story it was, 'too; 
though maybe 1 was sort of prejudic
ed in its favor, because, in a way, it 
sort of seemed to me as I’d helped 
to make it.”

TELEGRAPHY ON THE CONGO.

il I» Now lu Operuiiou far More Thau 80» 
Mile* lip I lie Hiver.

A cablegram from the Congo the 
other day said the telegraph had beun 
stretched along the river as far as 
Equator ville, tne station on the left 
bank of the river where the equator 
crouses the Congo. There is now telei- 
grapide communication from Banana, 
at the mouth of the river, to every 
station ui tne Free titate for 8«iU miles 
inland. Tne line is to be pushed r.gut 
up ihe river umii it places all the 
wniie stations on its banks in com- 
muniiaiion with one another.

We can scarcely imagine now steam 
and electricity have revolutionized 
business affairs on tne lower anu mid
dle Congo in the past two years. When 
a package of freight arrived at the 
mouth ot the river for Equatorvi.ie in 
18J7 it had to be carried for about 
tnree weeks on the buck of a porter 
before it was placed on a steamer go
ing to Eq uni or ville. It was at least 
twenty-four days on tbe way lrom 
the mouth of Lue river. To-day the 
package is carried by steam all the 
way, and though neither trains nor 
steamboats run at night and their 
rate of speed is low, it takes only five 
days to move the freight to Equator- 
ville. In other words, neariy four- 
fifths of the time required two years 
ago is now saved, and the instant it

to boil put in butter and let it boil un-......... .............. ............................. ..........— , ----------, uu VXJO Cl cut UK UI LUC OCX UlL uiy, , ■ ,
ir something of that sort, send my | Nettie arrived all blushing and trem- 1 ul it will drop from the spoon : then

said she. “ is she very
idvanced wages to my poor little wife, Fling, 
md commence the world over again in , ■■ o Dick.”
this irregular fashion. ! angry ?”

But when I walked resolutely up to [ "My dear, she hasn’t any idea who 
my mother-in-law’s door she greeted j am.” 
me as if I had been expected for the ; £$up Dick-

week. “ No buts, my darling,” said I,
l ou ve* come, have you, ’ was the cheerfully. " Let us be ’ Julius Caesar ’ 

lalutation.

on sieve- together ; after’lt commences exceedingly attractive. " "" - j out of my sight somewhere, and pretty j ^'ke* ^ de^iua“on tlle
• " • ■ > ** — a few such plants as those- mention- so<m 1 heard his shoes, one after the I ub‘.lc jt entered Africa. ^ P 1

ed above used in connection with a other dropping on the fioor, and then 1 a ibis Ulegrnph line and the cableplants “such ^as^a S"? ~ 1 — "« *»<*“ be gelling connecting ‘been

nd Areca or a Phénix palm, a good ready for bcd» ilud 1 thought a man | ln up. r.niui, about twenty-two years
of Aspidistra or Cyperus, (gong to bed at that hour would be VVti m &1Jl have read in our morn-

yes,’ I admitted.Well,

” What on earth detained you,” said

In my mind I cast about what to 
•ay, and settled on the first convenient 
excuse that came into my head.

" The train was delayed at Bogle- 
town,” said I.

” Well, come in, now that you’re 
here,” said she, “ and get warm. It’s 
awful cold weather for this time o’ 
fear, isn’t it ?”

’^Yes,” said I, with an assenting

" Let me see,” said my mother-in- 
law, as she took a stearning platter of 
»am and eggs out of the oven and lift- 
id a shining coffee-pit from the stove,
' how old are you T*.

" One-and-twent y,’ said I.
"Do you think,” said she, pensively 

feeling of her chin, " that you are able 
to take care of the place ? There’s a

Sreat deal to do, you know, on a farm 
ke this. Do you think you’re up to 
the work ?”

" Of course I think so,” said I, won
dering what on earth my mother-in- 
law meant.
k" You are married, I suppose,” said

" Oh, yes,” said I, swallowing the hot 
coffee and winking my eyes very hard 
" I’m married.”

"Can your wife make herself gen
erally useful about (he place ?” sharp
ly demanded the old lady.

” Certainly she can,” said I, begin
ning vaguely to see my way through 
the mists of perplexity* that, had here- more- 
tofore obscured my brain.

" How old is she ?” asked Mrs. Mar
tin.

"Eighteen,” I answered.
Mrs. Martin frowned.
” What does possess girls to get mar

ried nowadays,” said she, “ before they
’re left off dolls and patchwork ?”

I looked thoughtfully down at the 
pattern of my plate—a pink Chinaman 
crossing a carmine bridge with two 
very red willows drooping at the far 
end of it, and some impossible streaks 
of water below—and made no direct 
answer.

My mother-in-law was doubtlessly 
laboring under a misapprehension, but 
1 did not exactly see that it was my 
business to set her right. She had evi
dently engaged a steward, and took 
it for granted that I was the personage 
in question. 6
rupU hat can you do,‘’ she asked ab-

Anti with equal curtness I respond- 
ed : Anything.”

Como, I like that,” said my moth- 
er-in-Aaw. rubbinor her hands. “At least

over again. * We come, we see, we con-

l dragged my unwilling little wife 
into the back-room, where my mothe.r- 
in-law lay on a sofa, nurs'ng her an
kle.

“ Here’s my wife, ma’am,” said Î, 
“ and T hope she’ll give satisfaction.’

Mrs. Martin jum/ied up, in spite of 
the wounded ankle.

"Nettie?” she cried in blank amaze-

" O. mother, mother !” faltered Net
tie, throwing both hands around the 
old lady’s neck. " please forgive me 
this time, and I’ll never, never elope 
again 1”

" Please ma’am, we’ll be good,” add
ed I.

And my mother-in-law relented 
the spot How could she do other-

‘ Henrietta.” said she “ you've been

put in pecans and let it remain 
few minutes on the stove, then remove 
and beat until it is stiff enough to 
put between the cake.

Fruit Cake.—Eight pounds of raisins, 
two and one-haif pounds of citron, two 
pounds of cur rams, one pound of but
ter, ten egg , four cups oi brown su g ; r. 
six cups oi l.our, one cup of mi k. 'hi ce 
tab er.poontuls of ground cinnamon, 
two tab espoonfuis of ground allspice, 
one tab espooniul ot ground cloves, 
four grated nutmegs, one small cup 
of molasses, one wineglassful of 
brandy and two tablespoonfuls of bak
ing powder. This receipt makes two 
very large fruit cakes

clump
or perhaps a large Ficus' Elas- 
tiea will do much toward making 
the home very attractive.

ART OF FLOUR GROWING.
One who is interested in growing 

flowers for pleasure in the South won
ders why practical florists in writing 
on floricultural topics do not give

WITH A BOTTLE.
Don’t throw away that old bottle— 

make it a thing of beauty and a joy, 
if no; forever, at least for many weeks 
to come. Take some cheap cotton 
wadding, soak it in oil, and then wrap 
a t ir.i. layer of it evenly around an 
old bottle, beginning at the top and 
working towards the bottom of the 
bo; tie.

Th* it firmly in place with a string 
at top and bottom. Fill the bottle 
with water, and then /xmr plenty of 
water over and through the wadding. 

Huy some water cress seed from the 
_ florist and scatter it liberally over the 

lo : wadding. Put some twisted strands 
of wool, three or four strandsthe amateur more, intormaiion as 10 ; wi('kr"and“ four" Vicks tor‘each’‘borne 

the methods employed by them in pro-| into the bottle, so that they reach to 
p-agating plants. the bottom and hang over l lie top

The average commercial florist, I ”'><►“•■ three or tour inc-liea. l’hese wicka 
, - -----1 , , . r h ; "l|l draw the water up and distributea naughty girl—there’s no denying | pleasant to note, is not at all averse drop by drop over the wadding. In 

that. But your husband seems a han- to telling either amateur or brother three or four days you will find that 
house, and I’m tired professional florist his methods of Jou r hoi tie i« covered wii hj the green 

of I'ving alone. So take off your things f . . . sprouts of water cress and i hitand go to work getting supper. As for growing plants, for there are compara- at Gre89’ -an<1 that th( ae
you. Richard----- ” i Lively no secrets in the business, all

"Yes. ma'am,” said I, “I know I’ve depending on experience, vigilance 
been Playing a double pert, end de-iand industry, backed by knowledge not 
ceived you all ai-mcr But T wanted vou , .....

difficult to obtain.
The real reason why the u cans em

ployed by the regular florist .in, propa- 
g ting are not more often explained

to like me—and you know.” T added, I 
“all is fair in love and war!”

"Well. 1 do like you a little.” ad
mitted my mother-in-law. “And now
that I have seen vou. D eb, I don’t so i to the novice is that the lalter’y oppor- 
j^ueh ^vonder at the way Nettie be- tuui.ies for putting them into practice 

a^a xi l i , . . î would be exceedingly limited1, the
Alter that she never scolded me any equipments nd accouiermentta are 

V'n'' » honestly believe that not always available, and to reduat the 
u-* uLS rhe only case on record in florists’ methods of propagating by 

which a mother-in-law was conquered the hundred or thousand to a doden
* CnhmPaT2--/v"; ra/»"h;:or belt a dozen plants would 

doesn t know how I did it. In fact, I he rather impracticable. For ex. 
dont quite know myself." I ample. in propagating the rose

the plants from which are to be ob
tained the wood for making the cut
tings are planted on the bench in the 
greenhouse, there to remain for some 
time in a high temperature to secure 
a quick and luxuriant growth of 
shoots. At a certain time this new 
wood is considered ripe, this condition 
being determined by its appearance, 
but a day or two too early or late in 
making the wood into cuttings at this 
time will largely influence the per
centage of cuttings which will root.

The wood at the proper time is made 
up into cuttings, which are placed in 
beds of sand over hotbeds out of doors, 
and in the course of a few weeks 
should be well rooted, when they are 
taken out, potted into small pots and 
placed in the greenhouses to grow. 
This is the summer propagating of t he 
rose. Later in the season, in the fall, 
propagating is generally done in thé

FAVORITE PERFUMES.
A great many well-known men and 

women have been fond of different 
scents, as is historically known, but 
it is hard to say how far their charac
ters fit in with this new idea. For 
instance, Nero loved the scent of 
roses, whether distilled or from the 
freshly-cut flowers; Louis XIV. de
lighted in the perfume of orange 
flowers; while Richelieu liked a differ- 
en^.scent in each ul the rooms; the Em
press Josephine soaked her things in
musk; and Napoleon is said to have 
emptied a whole bottle of eau-de-Colo
gne over his clothes when he was dres
sed ; Victor Hugo rejoiced in wild flow
ers ; Alexandre Dumas loved the flow
ering myrtle, and Charles Diokens 
adored white jasmine.

sprouts grow very rapidly.
As they grow coarse of long, ir on 

with a pair of old scissors, and you can 
keep this pretty greeiî ornameni as 
long as you please if you will only re
fill the bottle with water whenever 
you find that the wicks cease to dis 
tribute the required moisture over the 
growing plants.

Uo not keep the bottle too near Hie 
register or stove, and it will last all 
winter with very liiile care, giving 
you a n.ce green, fresh looking orna- 
m-n: for the sitting room table, if set 
on a plate to keep t he dampness from 
spoiling the cloth or table.

ROSES AND VIOLETS.
'I be. .scent of the sweetest, rose be

comes noxious and the humble violet 
seems to be scowling up at you from 
under its eyebrows when you know 
that these flowers and their fellows 
are indebted to the deadly microbes 
their colors and scents.

J he delicate pink of t he Rut hchild 
rose is composed of the bod'u s ufl thou
sands of the identical microbes which 
bring death through consumption to 
so many of our friends and relations 
The violet and pansy get their color 
from the cancer. ■ nicrobe, the tulip 
from the gout germ, and t he geranium 
from the .scarlet-fever bacillus. Like
wise, every time you inhale the scent 
of any flower you are in reality gulp
ing down mouthful after mouthful of 
.some terrible disease. There is no 
way of disinfecting flowers, as they are 
actually composed of microbes, and if 
you take the latter* away no flower is 
left.

be

apt to go to sleep pretty promptly and 
that 1 wouldn't have long to wait ; but 
wnat happened next was something 
very dLLereut from what J had expo- t 
ed. Instead of nearing the bed creak 
und r him as he lay down and strei (Ti
ed himself oui, 1 saw the man him
self in n minute, with his slippers and 
smoking j i. k t, walk.ng back and-sit- 

n j ting down at that desk. There was a 
gas bracket over the desk, and before 
he sat down he lit that, and . then, 
while he was still standing up, he took 
off his collar and gave that a sling 
onto the bed.

"And, of course, 1 knew long before 
that, that he wasn't just a setlin' 
down to write a letter that he’d <put 
off as long as he could, Ini'; he was a 
man that wrote things, for a business 
and he’d gut an idea now, or he’d got 
a contract, or this was his regular 
hour for work, or something of that 
sort, but very evidently he was set tin’ 
down there to work ; and 1 thought 1 e 
rather enjoyed getting at it, too.

“The thing he was writing was evi
dently something out of his head ; lie 
didn't have any memorandums, or any
thing, to go by; he just sat there 
and wrote. Once in a while things 
would seem lo gel kind or *

! ing piper of a u t.nderfully interesting 
tveut Iliat occurred the day before, a 
few miles above Equatoi ville. The 
despatch would have, told of hundreds 
of war canoes of the fierce Bangaia 
cannibals giving hot chase to two 
white men and a handful of bla.ks 
who were paddi ng ior I heir lives down 
t h • river. Ii would have described tho 
showers of arrows that were sent af
ter the fug:t;Ves, and the savage howls 
of the pursuers, who cried "Meat,! 
Meat 1" and "You will fill our cook
ing pots !” as they bent Lo their pad
dles. It would have told of the mo
il*1 111 when the fellows in front seem
ed doomed as the Bangala canoes drew 
nearer and nearer, till all of a sudden 
there was a blaze of musketry, and an
other and another, while the hills re
verberated with the noise, and many 
a black pursuer tumbled out of his 
canoe, struck down in some myster
ious way, and the last paragraph 
would, have told of the retreat of* the 
savages, who cried, “Go and die down 
ihe river!" as they turned homeward, 
wanting no more fight that day with 
men who used thunder and lightning 
as weapons.

In short, the wires would have 
flashed the news of Stanley's hardest 
fight as he descended the river. It 

reached its 
near y perished 

of hunger in the cataract region. 
South Africa i- moving more rapidly 
than any other part of the world, for, 
like on infant, it has had all growth 
to attain and everything to learn.

HERO OF LLANDSLA ’ GTE.

lenl. Meiklrj lui, «il- (be (.itnlo 
Over I lain Times.

Possibly, writes former Major Tamp- 
in, in the Cape Times, the real hero

- lugged up
■ nil then he'd look up at the ceiling, was months before he 

and think; and then all of a sudden * rnout b, and his part 
go lo scratching again fast as he ' ‘
c ould.

"Well, now, you know, at first this 
knet o' interested me. As long as I 
k pt still I was safe, because he wasn’t 
thinking of closets or anything else 
bui what was right there before him; 
but after a while it begun lo g,-t tol
erable tedious. It’s easy enough to 
stand up a littl while, bui when you 
hav' to stand hour after hour, in I lie 
same position, keeping very slid, and 1 
wnh scarcely air enough to breathe, 
it gets to be i different matter ;■ you 
try it, ;oui ‘ day, standing up and ; of Elandslaagté will prove to be Lieut. 
KEEPING STILL THREE HOURS. | Meiklejokn, of t he Gordon Hiphland- 

at a stretch—and that’s what I did 
there, waiting for that man to get 
1hrough.

‘II kepi a diggin" and a diggin’, and 
along about hall past four, as mar as 
I «ould judge, he stopped, and put 
down his pen, and gathered up what 
he d wrote, 1 don’t know how many 
pages, 1 guess there must have been 
thirty or forty, and shook ’em down 
so they was even a round t h • e-tges, 
and b- gun to read ’em. And that 
seemed lo interest him as much an if 
somebody else had wrote ’em; may. e 
more so. And then 1 gut interested 
in it again, myself.

Sometimes, when lie* got very much 
interested, he’d hold up his right hand 
with Ihe palm to the front—he’d be 
boldin’ the piper in his left—us though

Thin young officer, one of the ‘Unr- 
gai Boys,’ helped the charge in an en- 
mnv..' to embrace I he Boer flank. 
Supported by a parly of Gordons, says 
toil paper, Meiklejohn waved hi a 
sword and cried oui to his party has
tily gathered round him. But the Boer 
ranks wa re alert, and poured in a 

a fire on the. gallant band. Lieut. 
Meiklejohn received three bullets 
through his upper right arm. one 

, through the nghi forearm, a finger 
b own away, a bui lei through the left 
thigh, two bullets through i lie hel- 
m- t, a “snick’ in the neck, and his 
«word and scabbard were literally shot 

,io |i.c s lb- has by now lost his right 
arm. but. happily, being left-handed,

I we may hope for his continuance as 
J the valiant commissioned officer he is-

W ■1


