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UNCLE DICK CURNOW'S CONVERSION.
A SBTORY OF,EARLY COENISH METHODISM.
BY THE REV MARK GUY PEARSE.

| good then! In the winter evenings ho

| would ereep up to the chapel, listening

at the window intently. He looked in

upon the little company with a kind of

— awe. How he wished that be were

CHAPTEE III | weak and feeble and old, hike Jan

IN WHICH WEGEBT TO UNCLE DICKCURLOW AT LAST ’ Trelo‘r’ tbe IM“ of the .oclety»

sir, when be | Then, sad at heart, he came home, and
k; and | was off with a set of smugglers,

One night as Dick listened at the
window, under cover of the darkness,
the preacher had chosen for bis subject
in bis voung days. If you had seen !y}, ooncergion of St. Paul. There was
the dear old man sitting down here all | 5 gomewhat vivid description of the

“ He was eighty-two, .
di-d, was the ould Uncle Dic |
that is a goodish many years ago DOW. |
A good height and tremecdously strong

so quiet and good, you never would | persecution of the early Cbristians : of

: the death of Stepben, and of Paul’s
bave thought what a wild one he was s 1o 4. Dk dpew nesver sud |

nearer to the little window, until his’

But I must leave Miss Jennie’s 0ar- | g0 pressed close against it. * Hero; '
| was a fightin’ man; big an’ strong o’ |

rative, using it only with the rest of .
g | course,” Dick thought to himself Then

infi 08 ( h ed. GOOd {
the informatioy 1 had gather | the preacher went on to tell of the

old Dick had been in his farly e ki ] light, and of the voice from heaven,
taioly the very leader in the flerce | 370 ke mighty change that was
sports of those times. And oo Irish- | grought in the man.

man at a fair finds more delight ina | To Dick it was no bit of dead history
scrimmage than did the Cornishmen of | but a page of to-.d:u', real and present.
a bundred years ago. It was not Suddenly the. Jittle company inside

5 . : was startled by a voice, “ Please, sir
enough for the champion of one parish 3 )

do he live anywhere hereabout, d» he?”
to challenge the best man of some other | Instantly evervbody looked round at
place; the favorite method was for all |

the window, whilst Dick suddenly re-
the able.bodied men of the parish to | membered where he was, and stunk off,
» armed with stout | Whispering, ¢ If ‘be’s livin’ within ffity
mile o’ this parish I'il find ’en out an’
see if ’tis true.”

The next day Jan Treloar was at

work in his little tailor’s shop, when
Dick appeared in the doorway. The
ytung giant looked up with such a
pleading face and such an earnest voice
that anybody might have read all the
secret of his trouble in a moment. But
old Jan never expected to see any siguns
of grace in this young leader of
mischief. Hewat up half-a-dozen stairs,
perched on his crossed legs in a sort of
windowledge, stitching away solerznly
at some garment, meditating on the
dust which it must enclose and finding
in it sad emblemns of our frail hamanity.
‘“Please, Mest’ Treloar, where do
that fightin’ chap live to, what they
was a-tellin’ about up to chapel last
night ? ”
Grave old Jan Treloar started very
much as if one of his own needles had
pricked him smartly. He stroked the
pious fringe of hair that he wore down
over his forehead and groaued.

“ A fightin’ man, an’ up to chapel!
La, Dick Curnow, whatever are ’ee
a-tellin’ about them ?”

“ Why, last night, up to chapel,
Mest’ Treloar; an’ ber so good as killed
one of ’em, too. I should dearly like
for to see the man an’ hear oal about it
from his awn lips, for to make sure
that tes true. Livin’ anywhere here-
abouts, is he, Mest’ Treloar? ”

“What!” gasped Jan Treloar, “ he
do mean St. Paul! To think of it!”
And the old man held up his hands,
horrified as much at the thought of the
apostle being alive now, as at his being
spoken of as ‘“a fightin’ chap.” He
groaned again over such shocking
depravity. *“La, Dick Curnow ! Wher-
ever do you expect for to go to?”’ And
Jan Treloar stitched away at his work,
shaking his head very solemnly and
muttering to himself.

Poor Dick came away from the place
more discouraged than ever. “Aw
dear,” he sighed. “I s’pose I'm worst
of all the fightin’ chaps, an’ that tes no
good for me to try to be good. And
yet if the Lord spoke to one of ’em and
made ‘em all so good, why shouldn’t
He speak to me. Perhaps He will some
day. I do wish He would.”

CHAPTER IV,

once.”

gathor “one and all,’
sticks, and to go forth against the men
of another parish whom they hal chal-
lenged to such a battle. Brcken heads
and limbs were the necessary result of
such contests in scores of instances,

and .ot unfrequently loss of life. Now,
Dick Curnow’s glory was to challenge
any threc men to fight with clubs, In
wrestling, and burling, and fighting,
and smucrgiing, he was always the
leader ; the strongest and most daring
of those parts.

He was still a young man when the
arrow of the trath first struck him; it
stuck in his heart and he could nev: r
get it out again. It was Mr. Wesley’s
own band that drew the bow at a
venture—the text did not seem a likely
shaft to smite such an one as this Dick
Curnow. The sermon was preached to
a vast crowd of people on *‘the Downs;”

the text was this: “ Blessed are the
meek, for they shall inherit the earth.”
Dick had listened, decply wrought
upou. There cawe over him a rush of
bewildering thoughts; and more than
thoughts—convictions. Hitherto, the
strength that could knock any man
down, that loved a ficht and a fair
wrestle, and the spirit that would not
stand to be put upon by anybody, these
were the grand things; this was all
that was worth living for. But here,
in an hour, all that was upset; and
what be used to despise as good for
women and children only had become
the really beautiful things that he—big
Dick Curnow—was breaking his heart
about. Yes—to be gentle, and humble,
:ll:d loving was finer than anything
e. .

When the congregation broke up
Dick bad gone away by himself to the
seaside. He sat on a rock, high np the
cliff, whilst the waves crept in and out
hundreds of feet below him. The sun
was setting. The breadth of golden
glory that stretched away towards it
over the waters chbanged to crimson.
The ruddy glow filled all the sky and
coloured all the sea, and tinged the
cliffs, the grassy slopes, and the-rocky
p;;:el. But Dick sat still as one

, — seeing norhing, and only

stunnea -
wondering. What did it all mean,

then? Must he turn round and be
ood 2 Myl he go to chapel and sing
aymns and prav? And if they put
upon him, mustn’t he fight them for it.
Ngo; he was sure it could not mean
that. And there, the preacher was a
little man; tney said he was afraid of
nobody, but for all that he was not
made like Dick Curnow. He was made
to go about preaching, of course. And
Dick Curnow, he was made strong and
big to go about fighting, of course, and
wrestling and smuggling. For some-
body must fight and wrestle, he sup-
posed, just like somebody must preach.
But it did seem hard, too; and as the
sunset fell upon that round, honest
face, the red glow shone in the tears
that trickled down his cheeks. It | rades, Dick’s placa was generally empty.
couldn’t be helped now, but if he only | They often talked of the change, won-
had been a cripple, or weak, or any- dering what could bave brought it
thing but big Dick Curnow, he might gbout. * Love,” said a sly old sailor,
have been good and meek. . winking his eye, “the very fellow to
On this part of Dick’s story Miss & set the girls’ hearts a flutterin’ is voung
Jennie had Ler comment. *“He said Dick;” and the old man dipped his
that he used to go about wishing that red nose into the big tumbler, took a
he was a cripple or a little child, oc a long pull, and winked again. None-
woman, anything that was weak. A  seuse,” laughed another, * he’d want all
woman, indeed! But there, the men | the more o’ this here for to keep his
al’ays is so ignorant. I s’pose they  courage up if that wasit’, *Some
can’t help it, poor dears.” little concern of his own what he isn’t
So young Dick lived ou as before,  80ing partners in—just like bim growl-
thinking that there wus nothing else | ed an 1ll-looking fellow who owed Dick
for him. But, in the quiet night, or, 3 grudge. * No,” said another, putting
1n the midst of the deep stillness under- | Putting down the empty glass that he
und, the words woull come back to , drained, *Dick Curnow bas oeen a dif.
m—Blessed are the meek, jor they shall | ferent man ever since the Methody par-
interit the earth! Aund a_ain there , Son preached 'pon the Down, ’an that’s
rose before him that truc and beautiful - What ’tis.” “Ef that es it, I tell ’e,
life—to be quiet; to love; to forgive. cumrades, he wont get over it—they
Yes, that was the real life, and Dick never do,” said an old man in the cor-
shook his head sadly. It was all too ner who was solemnly puffing at his
late now. He was big and strong Dick Plpe.
1(,’“"”": Ab, if he bad always been a  ut as for young. Dick himself, he
ittle child, he perhaps might bave been went on quite uanconscious of any

IN WHICH DICK CCRNOW HAS HIS LAST TURN AT
SMUGGLING.

As the weeks of that winter passed
away Dick’s companions noticed a
strangeness in him. The old spright-
liness of manner was gone. He who
used to be so quick to pick a quarrel
was now very slow to avenge bim-
self. And though he had not lost his
skill in a turn at the old combats, yet
there was a carelessness in following
up his advantage which was quite un-
like the Dick of former time.
| public house, too, when the smuggled
brandy passed amongst his many com-

At the |

!
: ssibility of such ribly there cut off all hope that way,
ﬁ“&,‘}ﬁ; oo im b P » great joy | What couldhe do? A little while and
No, he could only think of himself  the waves would cover the spot on which
still as big, strong Dick Curnow; be | he stood. He crept back until he stood
could never be good and gentle and  on a little pebble ridge that came close
' up against the roof of the cave.

loving like the blessed were. , .
But there was one thing that Dick | Again Dick sat. All his strength
Curnow never thought of altering—did | and courage were nothing now—and

not wish to alter in. If be were ever  never would be any more. He was just

8 meek ann geotle and loving, he need | a little child—weak and helpless. Might
not give this up, It was smuggling. | he not kneel down to pray ? Get rignt

sa who * in class” took their [down on the ground, like the other
gir: ang p‘::t i:1 the venture. Oll | fightin’ mandid ? He woull. He bad
Jan Treloar could bave storked that | heard tell of another world; perbaps
pious fringe of hair and steered a boat | the Lord would let him be alittle child
upon this errand at the same time ; or | here instead of being big, strong Dick
he could have left his board to lend a | Curnow. And then, perbaps, he l.'IIlgElt
hand at storing the goods and came | come to be among the blessed. So
back again without feeling condemned. | Dick lay down and prayed his first
The natural love of adventure might | prayer; “Lord, I'm Dick Curnow.
have been questionable, and the money Please, Lord, I couldn’t help being big
getting might have been condemned as | and stronyz, an’ I am sorry for it please,
encouraging coveteousness; but with | the Lord. Bat please, I do want to be
every cornishman it was a/ bounden | meek and gentle and lovin’. I.did
duty to protest thus against/any inter- | mean to be when I got old and feeble.
ference with their sea-rights, and the | But I shan’t ever be that now. Please
liberties of their creeks and harbours. | Lord, bless me, for all I was so strong

Probably no requirement of Methodism | an’ big—for I can’t do nothing now.
Please, Lord,an’ I am just the same as

was recarded as so harsh and unrea-
sonable as Mr. Wesley’s rule on this | a little child. Amen.”
matter. A conscience had to be creat- t'ick bad scarcely finished his prayer,
ed in gelation to it; and the most stub- | and had not stirred from the place,
born prejudices had to be overcowe. when instantly there flew over him a
But with this winter came at once  shower of sand and grivel. He was
Dick Curnow’s last venture and the be- | rolled over by SOlﬂt‘th_l“‘-: ”}‘lt rushed
ginnine of this new life. The ship w s | agalnst him, and that immediately after
gxlmcted at a little well-known and well- splashel into th'é_ w:z'um:. N o
bidden creek to the north of St. Ivart’s, - Tes the devii I cried Dick, I"Ck_'DL'
It was a bieger venture than usual, | himself up very _Sl‘)“'lf* and brushing
and for some davs the men of the place the sand out of his eyes—not so much
bad been axiously ou tois lookout. At frightened as bewildered. What a
last a fishing-boat brought tidings that dreadful man he must b¢ ! That in-
she was hanging off the coast. The stead of heuring a voice like the other
coast-guard hal been decoved to a dis- | fighting man dgd, ht_’ shnuljl h-.n'({ been
tance part of their district by means of knocked down in this fashion. Eut as
rumors and by appearances that look- he turned round Dick saw that where
ed suspicious. The signal was given the creature bad rushed from Eh”re was
and soon the little ship cast anchor in | & litle glimmer of light, white, clear,
the creek. All the place turned out to and silvery. Dick in his siwplicity,
help. Swung on the backs of the don- thought this was heaven. The good
kevs that nassed in long strings, or | Lord had answered his prayer aft-r all;
borne on the uroad shoulders of the i" E)le{llmmtps 1t Wa: “t]t? Shtlzlngﬁ()fh:'lnf
| o : : ord that came to the other fightin
asen, (e kein pora camiod Smay Suf r man. That would be best of all. Creep-

stored in well-known holes and excava-
| tions, under gardens and cellars, or be-
| hind crafty wainscots, or up in unsus-
| pected attics. Before the short Dec-
| ember day was done the little ship was
| nearly cleared. What was left Dick !
! Curnows could stow in his boat, as he | h’_m to get through.
| would bave to pull round to St. Ivart’s. <0 n
| And leaping on board Dick made his | the full moon was shining brilliantly.
' boat fast to the stern, the anchor was | It was not the Loid after all then! And

| heaved, and ‘he ship drifted out with a
( gentle wind."8 The sun bad set, and the
misty gloom of the evening was thick-
ening; well Dick stood up in the well-
' boat, flung off the ropes, and struck for
| the pier. Then suddenly out of the
misty gloom swept the long boat of the
coast-guard close upon him, One man
against eight armed men, and he, too
with his boat so heavily laden, there
was no chance of escape. The officer
sprang up in a moment, and called on
him in the Kings name to surrender. ]
“Iss—when you can catch me,” cried | Here, too, there comes in &oother
Diek, defiantly. The discharge of some | comment of Miss Jennie’s. * The doc-
firearm whistled uncomfortably near as | tor always laughed at the ould Uncle
the only reply. to his impertinence, and chk sdevil. He said that o’ course
the water flew from the eight oars that | ‘twerent nothing but a seal. May be

now gave chase. Dick headed for the | the doctor is right, for all that Uncle
land, a point that stretched between | Dick would stick to it that he must

St. [vart’s and the little creek, Kick. | know best, ’cause he was there. But

ing the kegs overboard, and pulling seemin’ to me that folks now-a-days
with his might, he drove the heavy | would sooner for to believe it was a lion

boat well on until he could hear the | or a unicorn, so long as they could get
waves breaking on the rocks not far i tbe rids of the devn'l. Not that I should
away. But the pursuers crept nearer | mind that—not a bit. But they’m fools
and nearer. The cliffs loomed out of | to believe that anybody can get the rids
the mist now; two minutes more and | 0" the devil by tryin’ for to believe that

he would have his boat where they dar- ; he’s dead.”
ed not follow him. But the pursuers |

were upon him, and thrusting out a T .
boat-bik, oss seited, the boat, aad HE HELPFUL DISCIPLE.

Dick was helpless. ) | “DBut Barnabas took him and brought
The officer put his pistol down. “ We | him to the apostles, and declared unto

have got you at last,” he cried, in a ;
rage, mad at the trick that had’ been | ::l:ym"how be had seen the Lord in the

played apon him. But before a hand |
could be laid upon the boat, Dick shout- | Next to ;the man who achieves the
greatest and most blessed deeds is he

ed ‘“Co.ne on,” and the next instant '
dived overboard. Herose far off in the ' who, perhaps himself wholly incapable
of sach high work, is yet the first to

gloom to hear their furious threats, and |
kuew that they were coming after him | help and eneourage the genius of others.
as pear to the shore as they dared to | We often do more good by our sym-
venture. He struck out for a cave that pathy than by our labors, and render to
 opened close by, and, thinking ita good the world a more lasting service by
| place for shelter, swam in, and soon absence of jealousy and recognition of
stepped up on its hard sandy floor. merit, than we could ever render by the
| Drenched and shivering with the cold, straining of personal ambition. Thus
| be sat down, slappling his bands did Barnabas save Saul for the work of
' against his sides. Then wet, numbed,
ard almost stupified, he crept about in

the dark place, and looking out at the

mouth of it, wondering if he could swim

away and get to some other place. |
Were they waiting for him still? Sud-

denly the little remaining light of the

cave was darkened with a deafening

boom, and a dreadful rusk of wind.

Then Dick sprang up.

“I'm caught” He knew, as every-
body along that coast kmews fall well
what the booming meant. The cave,
high-roofed and deep within, was at the
mouth narrow and low. The tide had
risen, until now each wave swept over
the mouth, driving in the air tuat flew
back again with the boom of a cannon
as the wave began to recede. Soon the
cave itself would be fillod wita water.
Dick began to grope his way upward
and backward nearly as far as he could
reach. Should he swim for it in the
dark, diving past the mouth. No ;
those breakers that thundered so ter-

opening filled with this light. He be
gan to dig at it as well as he could un-

til the passage was large enough for
Here was an old

Climbing up by the rough stones and

mother’s house. There—he had hoped
that he was going to be a little child.
But there was no chance for him. He
must be worse than anybody else, he
supposed. What a dreadful thing it
was to be so big and strong.

before they had yet been revealed to
others, the fiery vigor, the iadomitable
energy, the splendid courage, the illa-
minated and illumininating 1ntellects,
which were destined to spend themselves
in the high endeavod to ennoble and
evangelize the world.”

one another.

There is no greater mistake than to
suppose that Christians can impress the
world by agreeing with it. No; it is
nst conformity that we want; it is not
being able to beat the world in its own

.l way ; butitis to stand apart and above
| it, and to produce the impression of a

give us a true Christian power.

ing up to the hole, Dick saw that on
the other side of it tLere was another |

Dick was big and strong once more. |

the earth where the old workings had |
fallen in, he soon stepped out upon
the top of the cliff, and went home. |
Sadder than ever he sat that night, cold |
and shivering before the fire, at his

| mation.

1
' mine-working that he knew down whick |

|

|

The year has opened with the -
cheering and hopeful prospects wmllm
Business, which bad long beehe
depressed, bus revived in all of its dn
partments, and bealth and plenty eye >
where abound. Tae laboring clagseg e
erally find employment.  With the e‘ken-
tion of sowme portions of the bunt:e
States, the country is in a most pros iy
ous condition. Ia some of the old 'I:)er-
bolding States, while the colored pasr,
cannot be held legally as slaves, “P;:fe
erly, therzis a disposition to kt'ep tbem.
und-r control, wud to keep thema,.ne,:n
former slavery as pussible. This,ag 5 untl:
ter of course, gives great dissatisfactio,
to the colored people, and many of the, .
are leaving tor the Northern States, T;,n
old slaveocracy dies bad, and clings to i:
power with the tenacity of life, But
yeild they must to the present order of
tbings, and wben 1t s fuliy done, the
will find the colored people, when D'I‘ﬂ'x-:
ly instiucted. enhghtened, industri:;ﬁg
valuable citizens, and just such as lrc;
needed in the South,

IN THE RELIGIOUS WORLD,

we are enjoying gieat prosperity, both i
our home and toreigu work,  Some of the
churches were coppled for a seas m by
the general financial cmbarrassment of
the country, but are coming out of their

trouble with new viror and prosperity,
In the foreiza ticid, the chureh Was never
gatberiug so boaatiful i harvest, All ber
forcigu missions are vnjying great sne.
Cess, ;:‘nll neve fore was the g spel at-
tended with such oxtiao divary power,
The outl ok 15 wost cucowrasing

Jlug.

THE DEATH OF BIsHor HAVEN
has causd te Do soarew throazboat LEJ(‘
Metbodist Epnse pal Canrch and the na
tion.  He was @ great wman, eloquent in
speech, brilliant  as a writer, wise 1
¢ unsel, brood and far rescuing in his
views, a great student aud deep thinker,
and a profound theologran, He was a
M thodist ot the orizinal stamp in doe

trine and l“\'(.’l'vl.lll' Hounl'ly l~l'-llllﬁed
himself with the abolitionicts, and was a
champion 1o the anti-slavery canse.  He
was a strong advocate for the oppressed
and down trodden, and the colored people
througuout the South hailed bim as their
friend. Eveiry great moral enterpriss of
the day received s he oty support.  He
has left a deep impression on the nation,
for he was deeply interested in all that
pertained to the nation’s weltare and life.
He died in Malden, Mass., where be was
born, at the age ot fitty-cight.  His last
days were nost  trimphant—bis last
words were shouts of victory.

IN THE LITERARY WOLLD,

we bave several recent issues from the
press of more than ordinary ioterest,
Among these, 18 * ['be Lite and Wwds
of Christ,”” ty Cunningebawm Geikie, D. D,
a work unsurpassed 1 our Christology,
for the breadth and scope «f 1ts thought,
the force and beauty of its s yle, tie
charming app.iateness of its nilustrations,
and the clear and lite-like desciiptioas of
the land, sceves, aud tme 1 which the
Saviour lived. He has succeeded beyond
any other writef, in bringing before the
reader the worid in which Jesus woved
and lived ; the customs, scen:s, and infle-
ences under which be acted.  Thbe work
was originally published in two large vl
umes, but is now published in one by the
“ American Book Exchange,” and at 2
price 80 low as % place it within the reach
of all.

Messrs. Appleton & Co., vne of our
most extensive publishing houses, are 18°
suing works of gicat value both ju mat
ter and mechanical exccution. Awong
these is “ Picturesque Earope,”’ a work
unequaled for the exteat of its inforwa-
tion in the field it traverses, and beauty
and elegance of its design and fiush. It
brings the European world before us ind
manner most attractive and instruetive.
It contains sixty-th: e exquisite steel plate
and one thousand wood illustratious, (fo8
original drawings. It 18 tue wost saperd
work of book-making known in moders
times, and reflects great credit on tbat
enterprising publishing bouse. “The
Journal,” a moathly devoted w xenersl
literature, i8 a periodical of great excel-
lence, and well deserves a place 1 the
first rank of magazine literatue.

A new and beautiful edition of Dr.
McCosh’s works, in five vols., has been 1¥
sued from the press of Ronert Carter &
Bros.; an edition that will greatly deligbt

Christianity. To hisself effacing noble- |
ness is due the honor of recognizing, |

If Christians lived mearer to God :
they would bave no difficulty in loving g

holy and separate life—this only can

| great metaphvsician and dJivine.

multitudes who read the wiitings of 108
Tbey
bave issued other volumes tbat wicl lonk
be cherished aw iy the chuicestin ¢
language for enkindling devotion, aud 10°
spiring the heart with heavealy longioge:
Macduff’s “ Memories of Patwos;’ B
ar’s “ Brook Besor ;” and Prime’s “ou@
of the Soul.”

The new edition of Webster’s Uos
bndged Dil!ﬁuﬂ.b-'}'. juu Tsnued hy Mseré
G. & C. Merriam, s a book of Wund’mv"
marvellous, indecd, for tne amount of 18
formation it contrine,  The previond edr
tion was regard. 4 13 pe-fect, but Lo¢€ V“'_
seut contains 4,600 new w s and w-al
" ings alsy a biloziaphical doerr A

ings, and also a4 bilog iiv cal ! g

! of over 9,700 names. g
ol value

engravings, which are of g &
| kpow of no dictionuy, in al v sp cte |
| equal in the BEagiish jangaags 0
i Tne mex: unint.er of * Scribners Muu

zine,” wili e lovked tor with inweres,
| it wiil contain the first of the -e-m‘
articles on * The Reign of Petef tbe
Great,” by Eugene Schugyler. I will b
calied tbe * Midwiuter” Seribner, andi;
| first edition will consist of 125,000 003 .
| The magazine bhas been culargcd‘;;
1 1 » rOOe 2 8

iilustrations are numerous an yLsvked

—_—i——
CoTToN SEED AND LISSEED‘C“‘,';
Dr. Lawes estimates th> manuris "‘”
of these two concentrated f’)')dsx' at
per ton for tne former, and $23 “";x
latter, This i wore than L2 m.rﬂ"
price of cotton-sed meal with us8 at
| present time.  Doyes this not JP?“;M“
the American stock feedor, to usé t =
concentrated foods more abundantly *

I American Agriculturist.

\‘
Letter from United States

= -~
——

THE BOY
INTERESTING |
RAISING BY |
EXAMPLE wou
Stilliman I\
yvears ‘st i s
Boston, retains i
plm'v where |}
quarter ot cen’
Co, Mo, Oue ot
inr this intero
A]m}« of the '
thousht and o N
he offcred X200
{100, one ot S50,
—to the bovs
vears of are, wh
most ITndian eon
acre.  ach b '\
was Lo st ned his
to the President
cul'nral Society
awardiyg the priz
reporte I. Acom
men was appoin
measure eyvery pat
be present at the
and weighine of
at the Tawn Hou
25. Each boy w,
the blanks furmisy
count of the tumi
l\ilul of .\'\‘1'\1 corl
as to manure, cult
blavks will Le bo

:\ll'. .\:lt'll, and L

the County Agric

ference and use.)
the report of Mr.

of the Society, i

the results ohtatue

some 75 of whot
their parents aund

time of making t
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