
A EUSINESS TRANSACTION BE-
TWEEN HANS AND FRITZ.

H,;n purchased a horse of a neighbor one
oiv,

And, licking a part of the Geld as they
?ay

Made a call upon Fritz to solicit a loan
To help him to pay for his beautiful roan.

Friu kindly consented the money to led,
And gave the required amount to his friend ;

Remarking his own simple language to
a note

"Berc.ips it vas beddcr ve make us a note."
The r.ote was drawn up in their primitive way

'I. Hans, gets from Fritz feefty tollars
When. the question arose, the note being made,
"Vich on holds dot baper until it vas baid?"
"Vo:: geeps dot," says Fritz, "und den you

v j II know
Vcu owes me det money." Says Hans, "Dot

. ish so :

Dot makes me remempers I haf dot to bay,
Und 1 prings you der note und der money

;cme day."
A month had expired, wltcn Hans, as agreed,
Taid back the amount, and from debt he was

i'recd.
Savs Fritz, "Now dot .settles us." Hans re-

plies, "Yaw ;

Now who dakes dot baper accordings by law?"

"I ccc ps dot now, ain't it ?" says Fritz ; "den,
you see,

I a'vays remempers yau ha id dot to me."
Says Hans, "Dot ish so; it vas now shust so

blain
Dot I knows vat to do von I again."

From Strauss." lioston : l.ee& Shcp-ard- .

fty permission of author.
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s THE HIGHLAND BOTHY.

Tr.c following record, throwing an-

other ray of light upon a time of stir-

ring interest, was found among the
papers of a Scottish gentleman of the
las' century. The story is as follows :

In the days of which I write, porridge
and milk for breakfast, brose for dinner,
and porridge again in the evening, with
occasional mutton on Sabbath, served
to put pith in our sinews and marrow in
our bones. There were no coaches on

northern roads in those
diys. and any man not content to stay at
home moved abroad at his own peril
on the back of his own horse or, more
often still, afoot.

Craigend, my worthy father's farm,
was in Southern Rosshire, in the valley
of S:rath Conan, a few miles southwest
from Loch Luichart. When I as a lad
had finally decided to become a doctor

Donald, my elder brother, naturally
taking to the farm when the growing
jyears began to.tell on my father I had
to walk, or otherwise, as I best could,
find my way to Edinburg in the autumn,
and return again to Craigend again in
the spring, on foot ; mayhap esteeming
myself lucky getting "a lift " for a mile
or two here and there on a cart going
my way, if I happened to fall in with a
good natured driver.

Early in April, 1847, when the col-

lege session broke up unsatisfactorily
Prince Charlie by that time playing the
fool in France while his Scotch friends
wept and bled and died I started on
my long homeward walk to Craigend,
feeling that my time during the two
previous winters had been sadly wasted
in Edinburg : and that I might have
worked to almost as much purpose
among my father's cattle, or with my
books by the kitchen fire during the
long winter nights. There was no lit-

tle danger in thus traveling alone ; but
I was young and fearless and eager for
my mother's fireside. I did at first
twenty miles or more a day, increasing
the distance as my legs got thoroughly
into walking trim, to twenty-fiv- e and
even thirty miles between sunrise and
sunset. The winter had been very
open, with now and again heavy rains.
It was a great delight to me when I
got fairly among the hills to see the
young lambs, to hear the plover's cry
on the moor, and once again to strain
my eye after the lark soaring, singing
away into the "lift" so high.

I had stopped for several evenings on
the road at the house of farmers known
to my father, and at wayside village
taverns, where at first I was looked at
suspiciously; but ultimately was gener-
ally made welcome to supper and a bed
for my recent tidings of the march of
events in Edinburg. The weather had
been fine, albeit showers and mists
among the hills, until I reached Loch
Lochy, where I had the luck to be
ferried across, gratis, with a boat load
of sheep. Then the wind, which had
been westerly, suddenly veered round
to the north, and a Veen hard frost set
in ; cold enough, a; the old couplet has
it, "to freeze the wee birds' nebs to
stane." I started on my walk across the
mountain track from Glen Cluny with
misgivings in the morning, and did not
need the warning more than one shep-
herd gave me as I passed him leading
his ewes and lambs to shelter, that be-

fore nightfall, indeed before I should
see the back of Oundregan, we should
have snow. I was only two days' march
or so from home, and was naturally
eager if possible to. reach Craigend on
Saturday evening. But the north wind

bit my face almost into blisters as I
crossed the moor, and retarded my
progress seriously. In the afternoon I
had the misfortune to miss my, way,
having mistaken an over swollen tribu-
tary of the Coyltie for the river itself. I
was tired and hungry, and very solitary,
feeling uneasy, too, because of the un-

certainty of my whereabouts, as the
light began to fade, and large flakes of
snow fell around me and battered
against my face. I knew I was several
miles from Knockfinn, and was accord-
ingly eagerly on the watch for any hu-

man habitation where shelter could
possibly be had for the night.

Not a farm, or even a cottage or
hovel, was to be seen through the thickly
falling snow as I gazed from the top of
a hill. Not a drop of comfort could I
squeeze from my empty flask, not a
crumb would my pockets yield. In de-

spair I sat down behind a rock that
jutted from the hill, making a temporary
protection from the storm, and won-

dered whether I could safely spend the
night there. But the increasing dark-
ness and the whirling snow and bitter
cold wind soon drove me on to the
trackless waste once again ! Wrapping
my plaid about me tightly, I moved on
in no happy mood, recalling the cases
I had heard of travelers who had per-
ished in the snow on such a night as
this.

I had walked thus with clenched teeth
about a couple of miles, knee deep in
wet heather, and picking my way as
best I could, when I thought I perceived
in the darkness a slight depression in
the level of the snow which indicated a
footpath. I followed it, filled with hope,
to a burnside and thence down a slope
to a level place in the shelter of the
hill. Yes, there was a cottage not
much more than a hovel ; but from the
hole in the thatch there issued peat
smoke, and high up in the wall, in the
aperture that served for a window, I
could see a flickering light as of fire on
the hearth My heart sprang out to-

ward it joyfully. I believe I shouted in
my mirth.

I knocked loudly at the door, feeling
sure that on such a night as this no
apology was needed for a summary de-

mand for admission. There was no re-

ply. I knocked again more urgently
than before, bringing my heavy oak
stick to play on the panel. Still no an-

swer. Could they have gone to bed so
early? Then I remembered that shep
herds and others who rise with the
dawn retire at sunset; so my staff once
again woke the echoes.

A low growl rose from the interior,
and then I heard a stern querulous voice
say: "Whisht, Jock, ye deil, whisht."

I waited with what patience I could
muster, but still no one came to the
door. Then I tried the latch; but the
door was fastened on the inside. I
shouted; but the wind seemed to carry
my voice round the corner of the house
and away idly down the glen ; the only
answer was another half surpressed
growl from the seam under the door at
my feet. Rendered savage as well as
desperate, I stooped to the seam and
cried: you let me in? I'm
perishing from cold. P'or mercy's sake
open the door !"

Then the querulous voice of an old
man replied in a snarl that had not
much more softness in it than the sound
of the dog evidently by his side: "No;
I'll no open the toor; the house is my
own mirofer, an' ye'll no come in. So
make off wi' ye."

"But I must get in. I'm starving
I'm ."

My teeth chattered so that I could
hardly speak farther.

"Ye 'must' get in !" whined the same
voice. "It wass a braw joke too what-efe-r

that he 'must' get in ! No ; ye'll
no get in one inch farther. We like
to know oor company here pefore we
let any man in. Go on to Knockfinn.
If you're an honest man, they 11 maybe
take ye in there." . ,

"Open the door, whoever you are,
I cried, losing patience in my misery
and stamping my feet outside. "I tell
you I must get in."

"Stand there one minute longer an'
I'll pit the togue on ye."

What did I care for his dog ? I grip-
ed my stick tightly, and thundering
against the door, in desperation shout-

ed : "I shall get in Open your door,
or I shall break it open!"

Then in the dimness above me, at
the window in the wall I saw the head
of an old man, whose glaring eyes
deep under heavy eye-brow- and
mouth firm set, showed me that I might
expect little hospitality at his hands. In
his hand he held a gun, the barrel
pointing toward me.

" For the love of mercy, don't fire on
me!" I cried, seeing from his expres-
sion that he was in terrible earnest.

"I will fire," he said in the same
savage tone ; " I will fire if ye are there
after I count ten."

And the wretch began slowly to count
the figure he had mentioned. Seeing
that it was hopeless to expect anything

at the hands of this misanthrope, I
stepped back reluctantly, and faced the
snow and wind on the moor, which had
now risen to a terrific storm, hiding
alike star and cloud, and leaving the
earth one vast expanse of dreary black
and white. I had now not the faintest
idea of my way, and looked about to
see, as I turned the gable of the bothy,
whether there was any outhouse, or
even pig-st- y or peat stack, where I
might shelter. But all about the house
was bare and inhospitable; so I, having
nothing better before me, faced the hill
and began to trudge upward as best I
could.

I had walked a few hundred yards,
when a sudden idea occurred to me.
I turned back to the bothy where I hnd
received such a rebuff, and quietly seat-
ing myself under the window, pulled
my flute, the companion of my journey,
from my pocket. Having pieced it to-

gether, and rubbed and breathed upon
my benumbed fingers to promote cir-

culation, I began to play in my very
best manner the stirring melody, at that
time in the mouth of every loyal High-
lander, " Wha'll be King but Charlie ?"
and waited tremulously for the effect.
I had played through the first verse,
and was beginning to think as I began
the second that the notes were carried
away on the wind, when I heard the
querulous and detested voice of the old
man say from the inside: far does
that come frae ?"

Then another voice a man's- - re-

plied: "Eh, it is rale ponny ! It is the
king's own tune mirofer a rale loyal
tune, if it wass only on the pipes."

Then the door slowly opened, and
the old man spoke, apparently address-
ing his dog: "Pack, Jock, ye deil.
pack!"

"An' who may ye be?"' he asked,
showing his head and a row of yellow,
broken teeth at the door.

"I'm a stranger lost on the moor,
and sadly in want of shelter," I said, in
my most persuasive tones.

" Was ye the lad that made yon fine
music ?"

I held up my flute.
' Was ye the lad that was at the door

just noo ? '

I had to admit the fact, and, half
ashamed, expected to see the door
slam in my face.

Condtided next week.

THE OSTRICH.

So far as size alq""-i- s concerned, the
ostrich is the king of birds, raising his
head seven or eight feet above the
ground, and attaining a weight of 200
to 300 pounds. His small and weak
wings are incapable of carrying him
through the air, but their flapping ma-

terially assists the acticn of his legs,
and serves to increase his swiftness.
When flying over the plain his feet ap-

pear hardly to touch the ground, and
the length between each stride is not
unfrequently from twelve to fourteen
feet.

The number of eggs which the os-

trich usually sits upon is ten, but the
Hottentots, who are very fond of them,
upon discovering a nest seize fitting op-

portunities to remove one or two at a
time. This induces the bird to deposit
more, and in this manner she has been
known to lay between forty and fifty in
a season. In Senegal, where the heat
is extreme, the ostrich, it is said, sits at
night only upon those eggs that are to
be rendered fertile, but in extra-tropic-

Africa, where the sun has less power,
the mother remains constant in her at-

tentions to the eggs both day and night.
She also reserves a certain portion of the
eggs to provide the young with nourish-
ment when they first burst into life a
wonderful provision when it is con-

sidered how difficult it would be for the
brood to find any other adequate food
in its sterile haunts.

The costly white plumes of the os
trich, which are chiefly obtained from
the wings, have been prized in all ages
for the elegance of their long, waving,
loose and flexible barbs. From seventy
to ninety feathers go to the pound, but
a single bird seldom furnishes more
than a dozen, as many of them are
spoilt by trailing or some other accident.
The vagrant tribes of the Sahara sell
their ostrich plumes to the caravans
which annually cross the desert, con-

veying them to the ports of the Medi
terranean. Here they were purchased
as far back as the twelfth century by
the Genoese merchants. Quite a busi-

ness is now carried on in portions of
Africa in ostrich farming, and the ex-

tent to which this industry has been
pushed has had the effect of materially
reducing the market value of ostrich
feathers.

A gentleman of large experience as
a sportsman recently, as an experiment,
took with him a quantity of dried blood
into the woods as food for his dogs, and
in all his experience he never had them
do so well on any other diet. When
we consider what blood really is, that
result was perfectly natural.

Written for the Farmers' Home Journal.
FARMERS' WIVES.

Sweet as girls are, I always wanted
my children to be boys, because I pre-
fer that my bad boys should marry your
daughters than your good for nothing
boys should marry my daughters. "Man
proposes, but God disposes." We have
a few daughters and one little one calls
to mind Longfellow's verse :

"Blue are her eyes as the fairy flax,
Her cheek like the dawn of day,

Her bosom as white as the hawthorn bud
That ope's in the month of May."

When I think that sometime in the
dim, misty future the fellows will be
making paths toward my house from
all directions, and some one of them
will in the course of time want our
treasure, the question comes up, "Is
the man of the period to be trusted
with the happiness of a pure, artless
girl?"' We all know how much the
happiness of woman in this life depends
on the man who wins her.

Man, as a rule, is a very selfish ani
mal, particularly to woman, and gencr-- 1

ally compels his wife to bear a great
many things besides the children that
he would not submit to for one moment.

Farmers' wives, as a class, see less
pleasure than almost any other women,
from the pure cussedness of man. Day
by day she plods her weary way, with
no change of work or thought, because
it is not convenient to let her occasion-
ally go from home. Horses have to
work all the week and are too tired to
go Sunday ; or if a horse and carriage
are furnished, does he go with her?
Why, of course not. He wants to talk
horse, hog or cattle, or, maybe, tobac-- 1

co, to some other tyrant, and sends her
nff almip

Is it a wonder that a woman hates the
country and all pertaining to it? Know-
ing all these things, it is not surprising
that in our lunatic asylums the greater
proportion of the patients, as a class,
are farmers wives. Where does man
begin to economize when hard times as-

sail him ? Is it by stopping his tobac-
co or whisky ? Not at all. His wife
must getalongwithfewerorno servants.
If man would think of these things, and
remember how often he goes to the
store, postoffice, blacksmith's, or to
sales how it varies his life,' how much
fresher and clearer his mind is after
these visits would he not give the part-
ner of his shall I say woes or joys?
the same privileges he takes himself?

One of the brightest and the most
cheerful women I ever knew is a farm-

er's wife. She lives six or seven miles
from any town. She, although married
twelve or thirteen years, is still her hus-

band's sweetheart, and never 'a week
passes that he does not take her some
where, giving her entire change of
thought, and thereby enabling her to
do much more at home, and it is done
so cheerfully, too. Let every man who
reads this go and do likewise.

liOOD JFOWLS FOR LAYING. 1 noted
writer on fowls says : "For laying hens,
select large, strong, healthy birds of the
Leghorn varieties, with large, square
bodies, without regard to fine points,
such as pure white flat earlobes, or very
yellow legs, or combs with just five
points, or plumage that is perfectly
white in the white variety, or without a
white speck in the brown. It is not
that these points are any detriment to
the health or the vigor of the birds, but
that a constitution has been too often sac-

rificed to them, which often results in a
strain of enfeebled though handsome
fowls.

" The Lechorns are acclimated
American breeds, which originated
from birds brought from the Mediter-- 1

ranean, and they have been improved
111 11113 J UJ v.11 vuiiumnvvo timi.
have given them a position
for the farmer, when birds such as are
above recommended are selected. Other
breeds, or crosses from them, are much
better than the Leghorns, or any of the
smaller breeds. Chickens that are the
result of a Dorking cock and Brahma
hens are large and mature much earlier
than the other. Moreover, they are
hardy, fleshy, tender and fine flavored.
Houdans in place of Dorkings are also
good to cross on Brahmas, or to breed
with the first mentioned cross, as they
keep up size and quality. Plymouth
Rocks are also a good table fowl, and
are good to cross with the above.

A VuF.vfH agricultural journal recom
mends the spreading of chloride of lime
near plants as a preventive of the rav-ao--

of insects and vermin. It has often
been noticed that a patch of land which
has been treated in tins way remains re-

ligiously respected by grubs, while the
unprotected beds round are literally de-

vastated. Fruit trees may be guarded
from the attacks of grubs by attaching
to their trunks pieces of tow smeared
with a mixture of chloride of lime and
hog's lard, and ants and grubs already
in possession will rapidly vacate their
position.

PREMIUM WATCH.
The above cut represents in size and style

the Gentleman's Silver Watch, offered in our
Premium List to the one who gets up a clui ef
twenty subscribers at $1.50 each. This watch
is a hunting case, and fully warranted liy
Otis W. Snyder, jeweler, Louisville, Ky.

VERY IMPORTANT TESTIMONY ON
PAINT.

New Egypt, N. J., Feb. 12, 1879.
0. R. Ingcrsoll, Manager Patrons' Paint Co.,

Dear Sir and Brother : My house, paint-
ed last year with your Ready Mixed Paint,
looms up before the eye grandly, and is the
cynosure of all sightseers. You recollect I
tried to have Dr. and Mr. S., of this
place, to adopt your paints, but could not in-

duce them. Now mark the contrast at the
present time. The doctor's is in streaks and
looks dirty and old, as if painted many years.
Mr. S.'s house has faded very much, while
mine looks more brilliant than ever. When
the full moon shines upon the house it looks
like a block of silver at broad daylight. The
veranda ceiling reflects the arched brackets
of the columns like a huge mirror. Every one
notes the contrast of the mixed paints over
the old way, and admires the glossy appearance
of the building. You can fully refer any one
to this house, for it is the largest and most
conspicuous on the line of the Camden & Am-bo- y

railroad, via Pemberton.
John S. Mai.i.ory.

Note. Patrons' Paint Company Book
Every One His Own Painter mailed free.
Address South and Dover streets, New York.
Cheapest and best paint in the world.

A SURE CURE FOR PILES.
A sure cure for the blind, bleeding, itching

and ulcerated piles has been discovered by
Dr. William (an Indian remedy), called Dr.
William's Indian Ointment. A single box has
cured the worst old chronic cases of twenty-fiv- e

and thirty years' standing. No one need
suffer five minutes after applying this wonder-
ful soothing medicine. Lotions, instruments,
and electuaries do more harm than good.
William's Ointment absorbs the tumors, allays
the intense itching (particularly at night after
getting warm in bed), acts as a poultice, give
instant and painless relief, and is prepared
only for piles, itching of the private parts, and
nothing else.

fifST"'! consulted physicians in Philadel-
phia, Louisville, Cincinnati, Indianapolis and
this city, and spent hundreds of dollars, and
found no relief until I obtained a box of Dr.
William's Indian Ointment same four months
ago, and it has cured mc completely."

Joseph M. Ryder, Cleveland, Ohio.
"Has done me more good than all the

medicixe I ever tried, and I have spent more
than $100 with doctors, besides medicines
I am sure cost me more than $40."

David Sp.vri.inc, Ingraham, 111.

'' Have suffered twenty years with itching
and ulcerated piles, having used every remedy
that came to my notice without benefit, until
I used Indian Ointment and received imme-

diate relief."
James Carrol (an old miner), Tecoma,Ner.
fc3?No pile remedy ever gained such rapid

favor and extensive sale. Sold by all whole-
sale and retail druggistv. niari3eow-26- t

THE EQUITABLE LIFE'S PROS-
PERITY.

The Equitable Life continues to advance.
Its assets, soundly invested, are now nearly
$36,000,000, and its business for 1878 was
over $21,000,000.

In these times such results are astounding,
but one recognizes t'ne true reason when the
dividends paid on matured tontine policies
in the Equitable are learned. The holder of
policy No. 48,734 will have a reduction

this year of between 84 and 85 per
cent, of his premium, with every prospect of
larger annual reductions hereafter.

This is only an illustration. This plan of
insurance bids fair to become even more pop-

ular than heretofore. See the statement of
the Equitable Life Company in this paper.

A CARD.
To all who are suffering from the errors and

indiscretions of youth, nervous weakness,
early decay, loss of manjiood, etc., I will send
a recipe that will cure you, free of charge.
This great remedy was discovered by a mis-

sionary in South America. Send a
envelope to the Rev. Joseph T.

Inman, Station D, Bible House, New Yorfc
city. iani6-i- y

"I DON'T WANT THAT STUFF "

is what a lady of Boston said to her husband
when he brought home some medicine to cure
her of sick headache and- - neuralgia, which
had made her miserable for fourteen years.
At the first attack thereafter it was adminis-
tered to her with such good results that she
continued its use until cured, and made
so enthusiastic in its praise that she induced
twenty-tw- o of the best families in her circle
to adopt it as their regular family medicine.
That "stuff" is Hop Bitters.

In a nursery wherein all is life and laugh in-

stead of crying and fretting, there is sure to
be found Dr. Bull's Baby Syrup. Price 25
cents a bottle.

Chew Jackson's Best Sweet Navy Tobacco.


