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JANUARY AND FEBRUARY.*

guonrt, dnll days; long, cold, dark nights; snow waried with rain, the drops
of which are as chilly as the feathered |

clatter ngain are sure aigns that.

yet o long way to come, through nha cold, reach
doors, except the sharp bracing air, whi ch forees ns to keep up

wall, there is but little to ba found, on a downright winter'’s day, that affords
us pleasire. The fields are barren and silent, the hills misty and dreary, the
woods naked and desolate, and the rouds that streteh fur away from the
villages are all but llfe!.eas, and sometimes, for a mils or twa, you seem as if
walking throngh a country nninhabited. waterfowl send a plercing cry
from out the frozen sedge amid which they arve sheltered ; while here and
there you see a few fieldfares aiﬁ.i‘ni huddled np beside: t.he blackened and
shrivelled berries in the hedges, asif they tried to mould themselves into balls
of feathers, to avoid thecold, What few sheep areleft out bleat pib'li‘ul}y as they
huddle nnder the ards, and leave the frosted turnips to gather aronnd
the empty tronghs wl r,;'lj _shepherd will at night fill with more savonry
fodder, All the sotmd.g wnhgar, which tell we are ot whully mpanionless,
come from the spertsman’s gun ;iand it we see any other figure in' the land-
seape it is snch s our a “has drawn—some poor cottager ots
to eke out the scanty sack of coals wihich the parish has aﬂ@wuei her, and
make it last through thewheie ong winter. If we pass the hedger or diteher
he only asks what hour of the is nr continues his cheer wurl: in

sllcnce. wishing the day a hile the woodman giah oes. at the
to see if it i! beginning toda ﬂ'n;ip Them is no ringing of children’s happy
oices in the lanes, no hummin bngy inseets in the air, no warsth in

is cold, for

ridgy as u frozen sea when the murmuor of all its
W | many points' superior to his

of the Psalmiss, * e give‘;h ﬂnnnow like wool,” and you |
the rider 43 npon you, almost [ig

Asagood gardener is careful abont his seed, so will a good cattle-rearer be cares
fulabont hiscalf. On good ma ta great deal depends whether or not it
shull be made a first-rate animal or a.stunted; misshapen brute, that becomes o
diszrace to the breeder, Like a child with the rickets, yon may put on splints
and bestow all tiie paing yon can after the mischief is done, bat nothing will
ever repair the first bad manugement.  Good food and warmth sre not enongh,
for these, without plenty of light and pure ventilation, will go but a little way
towards producing a perfect animal, Light, warmth, and ventilation are too
miuch ' disregarded, nnd the want of these is yzmemlly the canse of the
disease of calves. Nothing flourishies that is excloded from sun and air,
and, if & calf is intended to be reared and to become a fine steer or
heifer, it must be left like s child to in th hine as soon as
iﬁli:ha:tnmns enough, and enjoy the great green world, which was created for

As opinions vary respecting the time a calf ought to remain with the cow,
we leave the question undecided, giving from a practical farmer his method of
feeding calves, When the calf is a week old he scalds in two quartsof skimmed
‘milk one Iarge spoonfal of wheat flour and one of “farinaceous food for
‘cattle,” and this he gives the calf twice a day. When the calf is a month old
each sort of meal is gradunlly increased, and two quarts of water added to the
skimmed milk ; and in this way he keeps his calves for five months, the milk
never exceeding four quarts a day.

Many farmers weaken and ruin their dairy stock by breeding with their
heifers too young, forgetting the olri adage of our forefathers, which says,
“ A calf at three right good will be,” showing that they thought three years
old the very earliest period at which a young cow ought to have her first calf.
(ood snitable food is cheapest for milk cows In winter, and the produce more
than covers the extra outlay, to say nothing of the whol of the milk.
‘The finest cheese is got where cattle feed off rich old turf ; and it requires greater
care in making than that from nilk which cows yield thnt. are fed on land richly
manured, though on the latter the prodice is greater.  What care will do was
shown at Cam.elburjr, in 1864, in the twin heifers the Duchesses, bred in-and-in
formnny generations, one xirtling Tt 4in., and in every way showing increased
‘heau There was alzo exhibited the famous bull Royal Baotterfly, which,
thoug] undar three yenrs of nge, was Bft. 3in. in girth, and was considered in
far-famed namesake which realized £1250, and
was shipped to Australia, for price is the last consideration with our a;p:riued
‘colonial breeders when such cattle are to be had for money. Now and then
‘ot a country fair a few soperior animals are sometimes seen, owned
3 | by farmers who are unknown as breeders, but are scon talked about;
fu; tligre are sharp eyes now in eyery corner of onr island, and nothing that is

escapes notice long, though the breeder may not have *a handle to his
mu.ﬁa," Sume will give a gmmrarice only ou account of pedigree, though that
ey not forgetting that the child does not
s dulieris the vircues of the pnmm;s, but through time becomes only * the
tranzmitter of a foolish face.”
Pe_rhnpa Iluau never looks in such miserable condition as during a cold thaw
ﬂ:amow s melted, though the frost still remains in the
causing the water to lodge on the surface. Everywhere there are
ildm, poddles, Ill.l.d ice. The sheep cannot find a dry spot to lie down on, and
‘hnst have lairage at any cost, or they will be attacked with colds and other
dnfnmmntory diseases, which will hang about them all the summer, or,
‘parhaps, not be got rid of at all. The plonghed lands are hard with ice and
water in the furrows; as for the wheat, it makes yon cold to look at it as it
i:fﬂ‘n'hn\?a through the frost-bonnd earth, amid patches of slnsh, puddles, and

gaslbn g since Tallen into d

bm:f burst of sunshine that lights up: for a moment: or two. the mmlahcﬁbly
xelue.hknatapwﬂmhﬁupontks gard face by some handbendtng
ng.

Sometimes at this season the wind blows and the snow falls for long honrs
together without ceasing, and on dreary wastes and wild moorlands it drifts
into waves that lay white and
billows is silent, %wr{t.hip ‘that is covered with snow has assum
form : the hedges look low, the stiles seem fo have smﬂc the outhnuses_ it
sloping banks, nndt\hehnyria]m the fields see ished to a mere lond
or two where Infore they showed like gwdly%
all vanished, and if you s&n:m;gle thro
likely to atumhln into ow-covared di ¥
stile, A6 such times age sbreets seern 8
the woodstack or the well hurry back again in momenﬁ or two, while tha
rushing wind closes the door behind them with o loud bang.  All out-at-door
sounds are muflled : even striking of the yillaga clock, the ringing of a bell,
or the far-off barking of a dop fall in a deadéned upon the ear., The very |
gaggunﬂmw £0 move asif its wheels were with felt, recalling to mind

18 poel
scarcely hear the beat of the horss's hoofs before
before you have time anough to step out of his’ vqay; The warm breath of the
cattle, steaming on the wintry air, comes upon you like the pleasaut wafting
of a summer breeze, as they are driven by to the village pond, or whils stand-
ing in the midst of them in the strawyard, where, if not, they ought to have
been sheltersd three months ago.

A pood farmer will gect his cattla inta the foldyards ns eoon as the wenther

knows that they only lose flesh if left out late, when i
hilly, To, pmvunr. this he will begin to thrash his corn mﬂy,

that t.hey may have a good supply of straw fodder, which, with from six to
eight ponnas‘bt linseed-cake a day, will keep the stock in prime. order; warmth

most ndding a8 moch to their i as food, inlly if cleanliness
ta attended to. A little over three-year-old sbeers and h SAYS B great
anthority, are to be preferred for stock. As there are tidy aud slovenly honse-
wives, 50 there are careless and negli farmers : a glance at the strawyard
or cattle-shed, like a divty, unswept h h is enough to satisfy an experienced
eye that neither pains nor care are bestowed there. From these come those

his shonldar, goes to the stack—the firsb thing in the morning, and nearly the
Inst thing at night—from which he takes three or fonr forkfuls of fodder,
throws it down among the ecattle, to beeither eaten or trampled under font,
and that is all they get, excepta little water, during the twenty-four hours,
If fodder is getting short, and tha_\? must be sold, they do, perhaps, ge; = little
hett,erimdmmonwicea.dnyfo ‘or two before they are driven to
market, Snch feeding is like filling an empty bladder with wind, and then
holding it up to show how full of fat it is.

A gooil farmer will al=o give his stock cake the first thing in themorning ; after
that straw from seven to nineo’ clool:, and a little bedding abontten ; for when
n beast has eaten what is n b wants to rest, and will lie down 1pon the
clean bedding at once, be ib
he has chaft he will give thej

omi‘ic]ock’ ]&mtty ?ﬁglﬂ!ngw 1y ns this will not
nntil sup) me. 1 LS ;aas panctually as W
oceupy ml;etzthan two-thirds of the hﬂngmm time: the n‘.ssi ‘he will fill up
with other matters. What little extra food they eat, together with the man's
wages, will be doubly repaid in'spring when the eatble are sold, for they
will feteh @ ponnd or two a head more than those o slovenly herdsman had
been wngvs for having neglected, and which disgrace the markets they
are

Baliln’g\iﬂso given in this careful manner is well manured, whilethat which

1a lima of that abous eleven, and straw again at

nhout& and ‘spread, s seldom half manured.

uk'isa . * A kind man is kind to his horse ;” and all dumb
aninm!u. childreu, mn learn to know who iskind to them. A rough, brutal
fellow makes rongh cattle, He strikes the animals nnder his care ; then they
attack one another instead of turning upon him, which would be a benefit to
the owner, providing a kind attendant was put in his place. Quietness is one
great essential towards the well-doing of cattle ; they soon become accustomed
to their attendant, and a kind man, who takes a pride in looking
after his stock, goes amongst them, whether they are standing or lying
down, without distnrbing one; for such a man moves about almost as
silently as his shadow, Farmers onght to be as carefulin looking out for
kind keepers for their cattle as their wives are in selecting kind nurses for
their children,

& The Deseriptions of the Twelve Months are by TaomAs MinLen.

half-starved, ngly, and miserable brutes that dis ‘onr faira and
markets, not hav a%b anongst t them that looks as ié had pastured In
green Bngland, T keep some great hu!kmg Aellow, who, with a fork over

80 little. Next to food rest is fastening, If
when they will rest, and require nothing more

is talken into the yard by cartloads af a time, and lefs for the cattle to trample |

after o long frost and o hemry fall of snow, when a thorough
thaw commences, the inland streams and narrow rivers overflow their banks,
and for miles. t.h&‘llmg, lowr level lands will be fiooded. Often the water will
rise in & single night, and next morning the cattle be standing knee deep in it,
and the sheep clustering together on every little eminence they can reach,
while some are carried away by the current, and are picked np dead. A st.rangc
lnok has the onece familiar landscape—all "the rosds nnder witer, haystacks

| three or four feet in it, hedges only showing their tops, into which water-rats,

tleld-mice, and many other little animals that had been washed out of their
nests and burrows had swam for shelter. Then venturesome men would ride
throngh the water and miss the road, and the horse wonld be carried off its
legs and geb into the strong eddies, and now and then both horse and rider be
lost.  Whole fields of turnips would be fiooded and rotted, and the sheep, left
without food, wonld have to be sold at any price ; forin those ol winters the
farmers had not such storesof dry food as they have in these days, though five-
year-old mutton—joints wenever see now—were oiten placed on thetable. And
sometimes the low cottages wonld ‘be flooded, and the inkabitants have to live
in their little chambers for days 1 her, while boats went to and fro to supply
them with ‘We rememnber on one sion seeing the fowls on t.he
thitehed yoof, while thn pig, which they had mannged to get np stairs somehosw
between them, shared the chaiber with the old cottager and his wife, until a
butcher heuume the purchaszer, when it was rowed away in the bonat., “And vet
what heavy crops have we seen got during the following summer off lands
that were flooded, especially if epring set in fine and warm. The quantity
of spring-sown corn per acre was almost fabalons ; and as for grass, it nzed to
be & jocular saying that those who went in search ofF lost cattle among it, or to
look after the mowers, had to climb into a tall tree and look down to see where
they were, for that it gm\!{higfhar than either heads or horns.  The silt left by
the subsided water made a richer manure than any farmer conld pat upon the
land. Shonld the weather be favourable almost every kind of grain crop may
be safely sown, especially be?ns and peas ; but it must be a very fine February if
barley s thrown in, Land for peas and beans requires 8 or 10 two-horse cart-
loads of manure to an acre, which should be ploughed in at the close of
January or, at the very least, three weeks before sowing, for the frost will
save & deal of labour in harrowing. Ten inches between the rows is space
ample enough for beans, and, if the soil is good, six or efght pecks of seed ia
plenty per acre, for, when every plant is separnte, almost every flower is sure
0 -bear. ‘Tequire more seed, a8 so many fail.

 Febrnary filldike” was the distinctive addition given to the name of
this month by our ancestors, so far back that we cannot discover its origin,
showing that from a remote period it was marked by wet, melted snow, thaws,
raing, and floods. But February departs not without lenvmg behind it some
signs of the slow-coming spring. Hereand there a few early flowers put forth ;
there are buds on the alder and the willow ; the days are longer, and there is a
warmth in the sunshine, and a stir of life among the birds that have
wintered with us; wh.lle. more than all, the farmer is once more busy
in his flelds, and we again hear the cheerful whistle of the ploughman
among the brown furrows, The lark, as if weary of the long =ilence
that has reigned over the land, soars into the sky and drowns the plongh-
boy's whistling, as he rains down a shower of music that seems set to the
words sung by Solomon of old, when he excleimed, *The winter is over

and gone '
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MARCH AND APRIL.

FULL-CHEEEED March blowsso strong a blast on his windy horn thathe shakes
the building rooks in the tall, naked eln-trees, and canses the little lambs to
run bleating for shelter to their dams in the bleak and daisyless meadows.
Well may March come in gruombling and gusty when he sces how much
work February has left him to do, in drying up the long leagues of land which
he left flooded. so as to get it ready for the spring sowing, and to make firm
and hard the high roads, which the rain and melting snow have almost left
impassable. He wakes up the golden eelandine where it lies slecping on its
bed of dead leaves beneath the hedges, and, shaking the pale primrose, bids it
look up at thesun once more, instead of hiding itself among the withered stems
that once bore the flowers of a spring that is numbered in the grey roll
of departed years. He drops patches of blue, and red, and yellow, here and
there, as if gu tried to form such a garden as Spring in a month or two, in all
the bloom of her beauty, will look upon, but succeeds not beyond scattering
the bright blue of the ground ivy and periwinkle in places, making a
mellow light with beds of yellow coltsfoot, and a faint, warm gleam with the
red flowers of the dead nettle. The burning gold of the crocus and the white,
cloudy edge of snowdrops are his richest border. March also lures the hes
from its hiding-place by opening a little cluster of fragrant violets in some
sunny nook, and just puts honey enough in the bellied baskets of the
dazzling gorse-flowers to keep it murmuring abont his ears nuntil emerald-clad
April comes tripping np and warns him that it is time to depart. The lark
is now soaring and singing somewhere among the lovsened silver of the clouds,
under the nnbounded and star-flowered plains of heaven; and the cottage
doors and windows are thrown open to catch the comforting sunshine
whlt]ajch comes streaming from the golden gateway of God *on the just and on
ti just.”

N::u\;ra there iz a busy stir in the little gardens ; spades, hoes, and rakes are
brought from their hiding-places, packets of seeds hunted np and examined,
for there is a primrose colour at times about the sky which tells that Spring
is somewhers close at hand. Children are also there with their too ready help,
finding great delight in feeding the fire—kindled to burn up the weeds—with
the refuse winter has not soddened and rotted, or guarrelling at times about
whose turn it is to ride in the barrow. We hear their happy voices while at
play later in the village streets of an evening, and they are delighted to find
that the days are warmer and longer. During the long winter nights they
were packed off to bed at dark, to save the loaf and leave more room before
the scanty five, and there they laid awake for hours in the darkness. Often
they only saw their father's face once a week, and that was on the Sabbath,
for during those short dark days he had to go a long way to his daily labour,
leaving them asleep when he arose early in the dark mornings, and not return-
ing it night until long after they had been sent to bed. Deep amid the haw-
thorn fence are found the eggs of the hedge-sparrow, as blue as the fowers of
the forget-me-not; while on the spray hang myriads of tiny green leafbuds
which made no show at all & week or =0 ago, but now put on their spring-
green array altogether, ag if determined to be seen. On the gooseberry-bushes
you sea faint glimmerings as of emerald-coloured light, while the alder-bushes
that overhang the stream already throw green shadows on its surface. And
there the great marsh-marigold will soon be seen, throwing a yellow
light upon the water, as if from a lamp of transparent gold. The little,
round, green, daisy-buds are beginning to knock under the loosened earth,
that they may be let through, when they will soon shake their silver frills amid
the swaying of the springing grass. The late voiced blackbird and speckled
thrush now call to and snswer one another assoon as the first streaks of dawn
crimson the eastern horizon. Before long the great company of feathered
choristers will leave empty their old .orchestras over the sea and come
back again to sing amid the light-coloured maybl , the blushi
wild roses, and the honey-filled trumpet-fiowers of the woodbide that will
%hen impregnate every wind that blows around ns with their delicious
TAZTANCE.

Spring brings back again pleasant visions of angling, and while making
preparation we recall the old familiar river-side scenes, with their pleasant
windings, where the willows as they waved seemed ever as If whispering
other-world secrets to one another, quite jetties, that =eem to stand and
dream as they ever look down upon their great shadows in the water, and
beneath which the choicest pike are ever to be found. Shadowy pools with
their rustling sedge rise before us, and we seem again to hear the voices of the
glad streams that go singing over bright beds of sand and gravel throngh long
miles of pastoral scenery. The rustic bridge over which the trees lean, with
its backgronnd of sky all mirrored in the water, once more stands out, and to
the “inward eye " becomes a picture of never-fading colours; and with many
such isthe chamberof memory hung—a great gallery that we can ever look upon
even with clpsed eyes. There we dream dreams and see visions while the float
rides idly *upon the water, and we seem to hear mothing but the lapping
of the waves speaking in the voice which was familiar to those solitudes
ages before the sound of human footsteps had broken the river-side
silence, Then there was the budding trees to wateh week after week
while angling, to see how March first came and made green dots where the
future leaves weré to come, and how after his departure April watered
the bursting buds with her gentle showers until at last they formed leafy
hower:u grigen and beautiful enough for Spring and her sweet sister Summer
to dw .

By the end of April many a well-known tree will he in leaf; the beech will
show its dark purple foliage, and the onk be hung with red-brown leaves that
look as if they ‘were formed of thin metal. The chestnut will have shot out its
green fingers, and above the foliage of the lilac high up, as if looking at the
sun, we shall see that dull red flush which tells that the upconed and
closely-folded flower-buds will soon be in blossom, while the lime-trees show
the most beantiful green of all the many wvaried hues of spring. The early
budding blackthorns are white over with bloom long before a'single leaf appears
on the branch, nor will it be long ere the graceful birch throws ontits long
trails of beautiful flowers that droop like branches of waving gold. Among
the earliest of our trees the stately elm puts on its spring attire, though none
excel in beauty the laburnums, which look like Nature's foresters that wear
her ancient livery of green and gold.

But lambs at play have ever been placed in the foreground as one of the
prettiest bits in the great picture of Spring i and Bloomfield, who in his
childish days must have noticed narrowly their ever-varying motions, gives
a graphic description of their racing, and how when they are out of breath
they pause for a moment or two until the darting by of a bird, the fall
of aleaf, or a breeze which scatters the petals of the wild roses, sets them
running again, a little alarm spreading in the midst of their play. Few
know what ‘care and trouble the shepherds have during the lambing
season—which often takes place very early in the year—and the many bitter
cold nights they spend in the open air in the lambing-paddocks looking after

the ewes, which too often have to buing forth their young unsheltered, though
five common straw-wattled hurdles are sufficient to make two capital pens—
two forming the ontsides, while the middle one makes the division, and two
others are placed one at the back and the other at the front, like a small “m” l
standing on a line with the top straight. The expense is nothing compared |
with the benefit both the ewe and lamb derive from so warm a ghelter. On fine
moonlight nights they may be left out in the paddecks, and o every now and I
then the pens be left empty to sweeten. Their lnirage must be clean, and no
tainted straw be left abont. If the shepberd's cottage is not very near the
Iambing-fields a shed ought to be erccted for him; for when the Jamb is born
he ought to be in readiness to cleanse its nostril and free the ewe's udder from
wool, 80 that young Muttonchops may be able to “ take a slight repast” as
goon as he sees the light,

A breeding flock caunot be kept too quiet. Repose does a great deal towards
keeping a breeding flock in good condition, and then they are pretty sure to
have a good supply of milk, and without that no lambs can ever thrive. Cost
of food ought net to be a consideration at lambing-time, and lambs soon show
a change for the worse when the ewes are not properly fed. Many prefer
lambing in turnips or among coleseed where the ewes were fed before, which
is not to be objected to, provided the turnips are neither frozen nor decayed :
that they have also a change of dry food and plenty of dry lairage, for
cold turnips are but chilly beds for new-born lambs, Many losses have oceurred
throngh changing from turnips to swedes, for there is something in this
changing from white to yellow fleshed jturnips all at once that injures both
ewe and lamhb, thongh what it is iz hardly thoroughly understood. Ewes
lambed in and kept to one kind of turnip generally do well if the weather is
favourable and they are carefully watched and sapplied with dry food as they
require it. Lambed in grass lands, they must have plenty of cake, corn, chaff,
cut straw, and milk-yielding roots carried to them daily, thongh some have
given them mangolds when turnips were bad, and the ewes have thrived,
especially if they have been used to the root before lambing-time. Nothing
t.‘l“liat. & farmer rears requires more care and attention than his flocks in
winter. .

Young sheep should be turned over to their winter keeping as soon as they
have eaten off the best of the hay and clover eddish, which will be about the
close of September or early in October.  They will be restless at first, and not
take at all kindly to their winter food ; but they must be broken in to eat it ;
and, as they have neither been allowed to suffer from damp nor cold, they will
be all thestronger to stand this change of diet, which might affect them
seriously if left out later in the year. Once get them to take to the turnips
or coleseed, varied with cake and corn, out chaff, hay, and cut straw, and
antumn may close in as cold as winter: the weather will do them no
harm, as strong food prepares them to endure it. As we onee heard an old
Lincolnshire breeder gay,  It's like putting a pair o' extra blankets on "em."”
They must, however, when the weather is fing, be turned back into the eddish
for a day or two before the season iz too far advanced, especially at first : they
will then return to their winter keep again with renewed appetite, having
found the eddish is getting older and not so palatable as it was. When winter
hasset in they can have no such change, nor will they need i6, as they will be
thoronghly used to their new diet, which it is not amiss to give them a little of
even before they are driven off the eddish in September, for a sudden change is
not good.  On coleseed sheep ought to have a large range, thongh it is best to
begin with moderately-sized folds at fivst, lest it should be trampled down and
wasted before half eaten, but they must not be kept there until it is bitten
too close : if they are they are apt to overfeed and injure themselves when
folded in a fresh piece. The best plain is to turn them back again into the old
a little while, then let them re-enter the fresh fold and make a hearty meal and
fill themselves the second time. A daily supply of turnips isbest, and if earried
to them they ought to be well washed and sliced, and the troughs kept clean,
for the cleaner food is the more good it does them. Food ought also be given
them at regular times, cake and corn first in the morning and last at night,
the rations to be gradnally increased. Dry Iairage is as essential as food, and
if they cannot be folded dry at night in the fields where they feed they must
be driven to where they can lie down comfortably, or their food must be carried
to where there is dry lairage. In very severe winters foldyards onght to be
erected : they can be run up cheap enough, as we have shown in the case of
ewes, with straw-wattled hurdles made large enough to inclose a greab
number, When they are too confined a gentle walk now and then—Ilike a
gentleman stretching his legs to get an appetite—will do them good, and
prevent them from becoming sluggish, They seldom get on too fast;
t‘i:e oomhl;!.aint is generally on the other side: we will endeavour to
show why.

Swedes on the whole have for some years past been a failure, and mangolds,
kohl-rabi, cabbages, coleseed, common turnips, &c., have been grown as a
subatitute, thongh great complaints are made about the latter food not being
healthy. This many attribute to the new artificial manures now in use, and
experienced farmers argue that, no matter how bulky and beauntiful these
crops may appeat, the sheep do not thrive so well upon them as they did on the
food formerly raised by the old-fashioned farmyard manure; that the vege-
tables imbibe some nauseous element from the food raized on this new
mixture, though what that is has yet to be proved; thabt young sheep fed on
these crops are not what they were when fed on the old manured fields in
former years; that the food is deficient of those qualities which made bone and
flesh, and that they do not thrive well on it ; that they are now compelled to
give the sheep expensive food, containing, on the one hand, lime, chalk,
and phosphate, to make bone, and, on the other, containing gluten, starch,
albumen, and sugar, to make flesh and fat, There are scores of experienced
old breeders who use the new manures andargue in this way when their young
gheepdo not thrive. If food thusraised is really pernicions, and farmersare com-
pelled to go to extra expense to counteract these injorions effects, it is surely
worth while to hnve a eareful analysis made of crops grown on the new and the
old principle, to find out whera the evil lies. It isheartaching to see lambs that
have done well all summer and antumn pining away on food which, in onr
eyes, looks wholesome enongh, but nevertheless contains something deleterious
and no Joubt in the end destroys hundreds of yonng sheep.  Thismust be looked
into, Last year (1861) a trial commenced with different breeds of sheep on the
Porlington estate, to see which are best adapted to the soil of the district,
Before turning them out into the sixteen-acre field the sheep were all weighed
and numbered, and 600 hurdles put up to divide the ficld into two-ncre plots.
The sheep consisted of ten Cotswolds, twelve Leicesters (pure Sir Tatton Sykes
blood), ten pure Shropshire Downs, the next Lincolns, from each of which 151b.
of wool was clipped; also a cross between the Leicester and Cheviot, and
another lot between the Leicester and Teeswater. All these were pro-
eured from first-class breeders, and the result of the feeding trial will,
no doubt, lead to considerable change in the plan of rearing, One
r{i;;i;ﬂt& of the field contuins a single sheep from each lof, which will all be
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MAY AND JUNE.

MAYBLOS20MS and wild roses droop for long miles along our field and lane
hedgerows, and fill the wide air with their healthy perfume during these
1 ifnl and 1 t £F Everywhers we see flowers in bloom, - The
mendows are white and yellow with the children’s favourite garlands, while
some-of the grasses already display thelr fathored heads, talling that befors
long the early mower will be thero with his sweeping scythe, and leave them
all & withered keap. Even then, from their dead beauty, we shall enjoy a fresh
delight, for every wind that Llows will be seented with new-mown hay,
mingled with tlie Tragrance of bean-fields in bloom, which of an evening they
will waft into our city strests, as if to tempt us to visit the sweet places they
haveswept over.  The young laniba bleat strongly and cheerfnlly ; the green
corn sways to and fro with a pleasing motion ; the happy birds are singing all
daylong 5 the bees go about telling one another where to find the sweetest
flowers; while the long leaves whisper low tunes to themselves, which the
streams piok upand repeat as they go rippling through the knee-deep pastures
whiose myriads of flowers bend from the banks to look at themselves in the
clear; bright waters. Nuature has now put on her mpst beantiful attire—a
grean o fresh, and bright, and net, that her midsummer drapery will look
dusty, and shabby, and faded compared with that which shanow wears, Wehear
the Fingdove cooing from among the cool siidows of the dark fir-trees; the
milkninid chants sonie lovelorn divty as she rests her head ngainst the red
cow's side whilo filling her pail benpach the overhanging elin-tree; the
labotirer in the next fleld whistles some merrcy tune, and there is a joyous
ringing of children’s happy voices in the hidden line, whers tiey ars busy
dragging down branches of maybl . for everywhere the air around
is fifled with music. While listening tothose joyous shouts we thitle of the
thousands of clildren who are pent upin city streets and stived inhot fac-
tories, who never saw the lawthorn waving ies millewhice buds, nor heard the
rustling of brown harvest on the breezy uplands ; who only know it is spring
thirongh hearing the cry of * Primvozes! " in the dirty sireets and alleys where
they dwell ; and can tell when it is summer only by the duys being long and
hot, mtl;l) autumn beeause they sooner darken, while winter they feel through
every

ne,

What beantifal situations some of onr old English villages occupy, showing,
howeveér little ony forefathers studied the pletnresque, they had o fine natiral
taste for quiet, shady places, as many of onr grey country churches testily.
Soma we find looking from the distance as if they extended into the wooiland
behind, =o thickly §s the receding rosd overhong with trees which bend over
the thatched: cotérges that ara covored wich richly-coloured mosses and lichens,
amid which the stonecrop shines like gold, Botwean the stems of the troes

their way in and ont among the forget-me-nots thab seem ever to stand gazing
at their own shadows in the water. .

What a happy life young colts seem to pass when they are turned loose in
a large paddock, and left to run wheresoever they please, and amuse themselves
according to their fancy! Sometimes—to use a country phrase—they seemt
ready to jump out of their skins with delight, like children that have no
knowledge of the troubles they are born to undergo, The horse is interestin
from many points of view ; he has been an inhabitant of the earth throug
long ages of which we have no record, and grazed beside the mammoth and
the mastodon in the fields of an old world which the voice of man had not
then d. Beside finding his fossil bones amongst those of extinct
animals, we alsodiscover them in ancient mounds among human remains, show-
ing that the hiorse was buried with his rider. If is on record that among the
early inhabitants of our own island it was a custom to bury the warrior on
his war-horse, by piling the earth high over both, even beyond the point of
the spear which the hand of the dead hero upheld, aud that the horse was
there slanghtered as a sacrifice to the manes of his master. To kings only
were equestrian statues allowed, and no other animal was considered worthy
to support their mnarble memories but the horse, who, no, donbt, often
batter ‘deserved o statue than his royal rider, hiving fewer vices to answer
for, Rarcy says the horse hns boen the servant of man above four thousand
yemrs. The Numidians rode him in anclent times, without either bridle or
saddle, and guided his course when at fall #pesd by only placing a light rod
bebween his enrd.  Less than helf o century ago Irinech Indies of rank sat
thelr Horses astride like our Epglish foxhunters. All British boys love horses,
and the promise of n lovg-tailed pony is often the reward of our story-books
whifch begin with * John Jones was a good, boy, who did not tell les nor Kkill
noor flies.” Boys in the country learnto follow thel ds over rough-ploughed
fields on libile ponies, which is like riddling them dovn into o' firm séat, so well
are they shaken into'the saddle. Our English gentlemon are the best and most
fearless riders in the world : the hunting-field has made them sneh.

Thera are people--may their shadows never be lessI—who raise a lond ontery
that faxhunting 15 a sin, and that the money spent on keeping hunters and
hounds wonld, if properly applied, convert as many brethren as it costs to
keep hounds. The great rvifie movement is now finishing what foxhnnting
Began ; and who can tell how many young farmers have joined that loyal foree
throngh making the asquaintanceship of their wealthy landlords st the covers
side 7 Foxhunting has done more to promote good fellowship amongeb classes
that otherwise wonld seldom hiave been bronght together than anything beside,
except tho present volanteerlng. In the hunting-field men soon learn to
understand and appreciate one another. Al tha hall-and all the indoor meet-
ings wonid nover beget that familiarity which men of the npper and

uddl show to one another under the blwe sky, in the free, open

diamond-shinped lattioes ‘and whitewashed walls theow back o pl light
from the sunehine that comes: streaming in through the hranches, teiling where
cooling shadowa slsep at the close of day. Even the palings that fence in the
garden are viehly covered with silver, green, and gold eplouved liverworts,
such s an artist wonld hesitate about transferring to canvas, lest snch gaudy
hues should be thought unnatural. Those timbered tenements, that are only
divided from the charchyard Ly the narrow highway, are very old, and
numbers must sleep in that green resting-place who once inhabited those
ancient cotfages where a few paces only divide the living from the dead.
T'hie sound of the organ and the voices of thoss who join the village choiv muost
he aliost asdistinctly heard in those low rooms as in the chareh., Thosa old
windows must have Iooked oub upon hundreds of christenings, weddings, and
funerals; and Beauty, with lier long hair blowing about her swest face, liave
rested her armson thewindow-sill as ¢he gazed on some bridal party, wondering
how long it would be before she shonld be led to the altar. There, oo, when
her hair wasgray, she sat and watched them burying thedeud, while the voiees
of her grandehildren at play fell harshly on: her ears, and perhaps she thonght
they would be just as mocty when she too was borne over the way, and the
tramping of their little feet would echio over her grave. Further on, sur-
rounded with rustic seats, stands the aged oak in the centre of the village green,
whieh time ont of mind Tins been the mustering-ground for rustic gossip; and
whiete young and old still assemble on fine evenings when their labour is done,
mt_ﬁﬁgwm«yon Hstened, you might hear tell of who had done well and
whohiad done ill, who had got np and who had gone down ; while of the dead
theyeyer: kindly, whatever their fanlts might have been while living. For
in a‘r-vlilngh'.uﬁe{ soonar miss one **whose plage knoweth him no more for
ever” thmi in a/binsy town. Some litte child is never zgain seen in the street—
some pretoy maiden no longer crosses the way—yon never again see the old
man who was accustomed to stand in the sunshine by his door; there iz a
something wanting—a something gone, and for days after you cannot help
seeing the empty plnce, They look with kindly eyes npon the resting-places
of the departed, seeing only what awaken zood and charitable feelings, and
thinking how in many things they were more to Llame than the poor

e grey old head lias long been laid low that planned that rustic stilewhich
isso difficnlt to'elumber over. They tell how he spent hours in sclecting that
crooked piece of timber for the npper bar, wiilthias cansed so much langhter
through the many that Nave tumbled over it. Lowvers, in their unconth way,
have whispered soft words there as they handed over their sun-tanned lasses
antt those who were gidiy girls then, but are gray old grandmothers now, still
Iangh as they tell how the young builder’s first sweethears fell head over licels
ag she attempted o pass it, and how ehe never spoke to him _afterwards, bat
whis seen walking that very same evening with lis rival. And now they both
liewhere the shadows of the overhanging elms sweep over their graves, and
his memory will be kept alive while ever Awkward Stile stands, Further away
inthose green solemn lanes thero are hedges so ligh and old that only fire or
long labour with the axe could clear a passage wide enongh for one to pass.
You eannot see through them during the lealy month of June, and there the
Dirds build securely, for no arm can reach their nests ; they spread so wideand
are so deep that the centre is almost dark at noonday. And behind those
ancient hedges that inclose the lane there are pleasant walks which here and
there branch off to far-away farms and sequestered cottages, where you may
sea pretty Taces peeping through the lattices, round which roses and woodbines
twine, seeming to flourish nowhere so well as in those peaceful solitudes thas
almost look pure and beantifal enough for angels to dwell in, so far removed
are they from the fever and the fret of busy cities.

The song of birds and the flush of flowers give a voice and a look of beauty
to spring and saommer which autumn, with all its changing and diversified
foliage, cannot attain, And never does the face of the country appear more
beantiful than now, when the corn is beginning to ear, the wide landscape is
covered with flowers, and most of the graceful grasses still remaln unmown.
The air is all alive with the hnm of insects, and one might faney that passing
bee had just made him=elf a golden belt out of the yellow of the butteren
that yonder white butterfly had been silvering its wings amoru%lthc frills of the
daisies, while the dragon-flies had stained th lves blne through winging

afr, where joke, guiz, and 1etort ave bandied abont lika'a ball for ©all to catch
who catchican.!”  The poor man remembers the smile of the squire when he
rnns to open the gate which the old hunter conld no longer leap, and repeats
the few kind words hie said to him to all his nefghbours. There is seldom
much rick-buening in a hunting country ; for theve the rich and the poor
ave found on a fur more familine footing than in places where the gentry
keep themselves secluded. Nor ean there be any doubt thiat, if facing and
hunting were nhandoned, we should soon cease to produce such lorses as arg
now the talk and envy of almoss all nations, and that make our cavalry the
finest in the world.

Every horsebreeder knows that it is more expensive to breed bad horses
than good ones, as the outlay is just the same; and unless good colts arerenred
the loss is very heavy. A colt cannot be reared for five vears for a less outlay
than eighty pounds i justics is done to it ; and it must then be & riding-horse
of some value only to bring back what has been expended on if. 1t is four or
five: years before any breeder of riding-liorses can realise—a long tinie to keep
stock compared with cattlo and sheep; and should the Horses then turn out
worthless the loss is ruinous. Half a dozen brood mnarves, that hreed pretty
tegularly, producs the most tronblesome and least profitable’ stock that a
farmer can rear, unless the colts are good ; and for this theremust be good

slres and good mares, Racehorses' are not whab are wanted. Brecding such
is putting in a lottery where the ct are a thousand to igainst drawing
aprize. It is not so with good hunters and road So'long as they are

strang and sound, with good pace, action, and power, they are sure to'pay, and
find & ready market. That good racehorses never make good riding-horses is
well known. Bred for speed, they have been taught to go on thair shoulders;
and have none of that level action which makes a good riding-horse. These
are not what are wanted for general use, nor are hhny-_a‘-o]ﬁof_ stock that
;mg‘a. strength must be obtained, as well as blood, to make good riding-horses.
m thorongh practical men we have aseertained the cost of mp?;ghm
in good condition. One of them gives a horse 3] bushels of bruised oatsd
~wenk, at 85, & bushel, and 10st. of hay, ab 4d. a stone; which costs 10s. 104
per week,  Another allows his the same quantity of oats and hay, and adds
half a bushel of boiled corn, making the cost 12s. A third gives only 2'bushels
of oats, Tst. of hay and the same of straw, with 2st. of boiled beans, costing
11s. 6d. A fourth, by cutting the hey and crushing the corn, is able to keep a
horse well on 105, 5. » week. The last. which is the highest, expends I35, a
week on keep; which amounts to fifty-two half-crowns a year, if we take
10, 6d. as n suffleient outlay. One farmer allows esch working horse 361b. of
food within twenty-four hours 14lb. of bruised oats, the same weight of cat
hay, and Sib. of cut straw, which, he =ays, ““is sufficient for any farm-horse
doing a fair day’s work.” He also adds, * By feeding with the cut food in
the manner I have mentioned, it will be properly ground by the horse (not
bolted whole) 3 health' and condition will be improved; and only about half
the time of the horse will be occupied in feeding, which will give him so much
longer time to rest.” ’
Abont the disenses nnd proper stabling of horses we have no need to write,
for thers are works on the subject whose names'are legion. Were half as
many books written on the best means of nursing and curing poor labourers,
and showing how to build the healthiest and best-ventilated cottages, we
shonld have hope that the day was drawing nigh when poor men would be as
well cared for as horsea. * I should think myself o king,” #aid a poor cotter
once in onr hearing, as we were looking at 4 nobleman’s stables, ““if I had
such a place to live in as that "ere horse. T wonder how he would like my old
tumble-down hut!” We answered that a dumb animal conld not take care
of himself, nor could he strike work very well if used badly. Asto the secret
of taming mad horses, has it not been made known by the congueror of
Crnizer, who whispered it to his followers for a consideration, as Miss
Bilkusoffit whispers our character through the post after we have forwarded
her a specimen of our fine Roman hand, along with a few queen's heads as a
refresher 2 Some soy it isoil of rhodium, others that it is the tincture of
tiddlywink, while our north-country farmers' wives say “It is shim-sham,
::cc‘h as their great-grandmothers gave geese when they saddled and bridled
m." - . >
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JULY AND AUGUST,

Now is the time to wander into the country and lie idly on some green hill-
side, or under overhanging boughs whose leaves make a dreamy rustling over-
head, not unlike the sounding of the sea. Many of the birds are gone, but
the fields are filled with waving corn; many of the summer flowers have
faded, but the orchard trees ave hung with ripening fruit and the land is filled
with plenty. Instead of the singing of birds we shall soon hear the joyous
shouts of * Harvest Home!” and see the golden grain safely garmered.

Who has not been awakened in the grey dawn of dewy morning, while staying
at some pleasant farmhouse or roadside inn, by the rough “ rasp, rasp,” of
the mower as he sharpened his scythe, and, withdrawing the blinds to
look out, seen him, divested of coat and waisteoa, hard at work in the field
where he will have eut down half an acre by the time we are summoned to
breakiast? Therelie the summer flowers in a heap to be dried by the sun, the
‘globed elover in which the bee was murmuring, and all those beautiful grasses
whichtoa abserver appeartl though, when closely examined,they
will be found to vary as much in form as one flower does from another. It is
from these grasses that man has obtained by cultivation wheat, barley, and
rye; and, though the quantity would be small, we can still get in. that
riakes good bread from the grasses that grow wild in our fields. The scented
wernal-grass, which gives such a sweet smell to new-mown hay, only grows
about a foot high, has short leaves and a close-packed panicle of flowers, and
da.of such n rich, pale golden hue when ripe that it is called the yellow-grass
fower, The pleasant scent it throws ont lics in the yellow spots which mark
the flower-valves, which are as compact as an ear of wheat, instead of hanping
in drops like the oak-grass. All the vernal grasses are fragrant, and where
they are not grown there is none of that rich aroma in the hay which it is g0
pleasant to inhale. The grass which nothing will kill, which we try to destroy
Awithquicklime, salt, and even boiling water, is the common annual meadow-grass
that sheds its seed eight months during the year. It grows everywhere, evenin
the backyards of crowded London, if there is but a pinch of dirt bebween the
stones for it to lay hold of and drag its head throngh. Cattle are very partial
to it, and it is reckoned one of the sweetest and healthiest grasses they can eat,
and is the most abundant of all grasses, Our best grazing-lands are covered
with it: for, 8s it is too short to make hay, it forms & rich, dry turf, for its
numerons fibres draw all the nourishment out of the earth within reach, and
all on the surface also, in which it finds support. Another grass which sheep
are very fond of is the fesene-grass, generally found on poor lands that have a
hungry look, especially when it is in flower, as the stems grow rather wide
apart. But, poor as it looks, sheep get 1at on it, as there is good eating below,
and it forms such a strong, thick turf as at times to destroy all other grasses
that grow besideit. As it only grows a few inches high, itis much usad for
lawns, where, through being mown and rolled, it has a green, cheerful look,
very different from what is seen on the high, dry gronnds where it is left to
flower. The meadow fesene, which grows as high again as the sheep foscae-
‘grass, is generally sown for grazing lands.

There are several grasses which to look at when growing appear all alike, but
swhen cut off and laid side by side the difference between each is easily seen. Such
are the foxtail-grasses, all of which have round heads, and whichare go common
that no field hardly is without them. On examining them minutely, we find
the slender foxtail has o purple tint, and is moch longer in the spike than the
meadow foxtail ; while the latter is also of & golden-green hue, and is covered
with silvery-looking hairs ; and the foating foxtail is bent at the joints, as if
pinched here and there to prevent it from growing straight, Thus it will be
=een that each has a distinet feature of its own ; and, when we add that there
Jare already above two thousand varieties of grass known and named, it will not
‘he wondered at that out of so great a number there shonld be some resemblance.
The erested dogtail iz a pretty grass, and grows well on poor, dry ground. It
is mot ronnd like the foxtail, but when in bloom i3 more like flat-sided barley.
‘Rongh. cocksfoot-grass, which cattle will not eat, it they can get any other,
while it is green, makes excellent hay, and grows everywhere where there is
room enough to thrust up its rough-tufted panicle. 1t is the same with the
meadow soft-grass: cattle will not eat it unless they are forced, thongh few
grasses are more beautiful when in flower, there is such a rich mingling of
pink and pale green, with & bloom like an apricot on the panicle. It has also
a1 fibrons rook, and will grow anywhere, though it flourishes best on o light,
veaty soil. other grass which cattle do not like, and which spreads like
cotich, sending ont underground shoots four or five feet in length, is the erecp-
ing soft-grass, which pigs are very fond of rooting np. The turfy bair-grass,
though beantiful fo look at, with its rich purple panicle in bloom, cattle
always ‘avoid, unless starving, as it is very coarse and tough. As i males
|'itself a hillock, mowers almost dread it as much a¢ a stone, it makes such
| havoe with the seythe. But our commonest and most useful grasses are the

vough and h stalked d rasses 3 for the rough will stand the
smoky air of cities, and to it we are indebted for the many bits of green which
give such a refreshing look fo our dusty squares and streets; while the smooth
is the first that gives a green look to spring, and comes “before the swallow
dares.”” But even these grasses can omly be found in fheir full beantyin
moist meadow lands or beside our pleasant English rivers, re are Many
varieties of these meadow-grasses, some of which grow on our mountains, in
woods, and even along the seacoast. One (the reed meadow-grass) shows
gmudfy among the recds and flags that form the sedge by our watercourses,
often growing to the height of six fest, and a famous cover it forms for ome
wildfowl-shooters in the fens and marshy meres, whers it overtops the tall
pullrush, and, like it, often grows in the water. Another grass which grows
equally tell is often seen in our hedgerows, where its drooping panicles of
beantifol flowers, nearly two feet in length, shine like silver. ‘Thisis the oat-
like grass, =o like the cnltivated oat that many do not know the difference.

As for itz leaf, nobody in the land ever wore a ribbon that egualled it in beanty.
1t catches the hue of every shifting light, and is gold and green, silver and
purple, seeming to change every time it waves to and fro, There are also the
smooth, hairy, soft, and barren oatlike grasses, nearly all of which grow tall,
and give great variety and beauty to the wild flowers and foliage of onr
hedges, amid which most of them grow. The wild oat-grass often grows
among cultivated oats, and they are so much alike as to require close examina-
tion to discover the differenca.

And from these grasses, though we know notwhich, have sprung up the
ripe harvest that now whitens the land, throngh a system of cultivation
which in its earliest stages is lost to us Only the other day a crop of
oats was found on the site of an old Roman cavelry encampment in Lin-
colnshire, throngh which a ploughshare had not before Dbeen driven for
centuries, which, instead of growing in 101:‘5 drooping panicles like our common
onts, were globular, like onions in flower and seed, though the grain was larger
than what we nowgrow. The spot on which this strange-looking crop sprang
up has always been known as the Roman Encampment. Curious wheats have

been f{)und in ancient tombs and other places which bear but little

resemblance to the erops now grown—all proving a progressive cultivation.
And this corn-bearing grass will soon canse a busy stir throughout the length
and breadth of our wave-washed island, where sun-tanned reapers will be at
work late and early in the fields ; the comely maiden throwing aside her rnsset
gown ns, with sickle in hand, she takes her place beside the strongest and
sturdiest son of the soil. The poorest villagers feel as great an interest in the
state of the harvest ns the wealthy landlord, for, though but gleaners, they
have, like the birds, a small share of the crop, and a fine full ear is no more
trouble to stoop for and pick up than one that is blighted ; and, like Boaz of
. old, many of onr noble-hearted British farmers allow their poor neighbours to
glean behind the shearers.

What prettier sight is there to be found in the whole wide world than
the corn-growing fields of England engirded with hedgerows that are
trailed over with the last summer flowers, and blackened and reddened with
1o end of beautiful berries, while great green pastures and wooded uplands
go spreading ont hetween? It makes the heart of an Englishman leap with
delight to behold those wide, sealike patches of wheat all whitening and waving
their billowy heads in the breeze, while clonds sweep over them like shadowsof
ghips on the ocean, or like the wings of some great angel that has come to
erown the Iand with plenty. Wehope the day will never come that will see
England convert her rich fields into grazing-grounds, and have to depecd on
foreign nations for her whole supply of corn. It would be ungrateful to the
Giiver of all good things not to be glad and thankful for a plentiful harvest ;
for all know, and none better than oor farmers, that the suceess or failure of
the crops rests with a higher power than that of man. The produce of the
mine, the loom, the quarry, may be depended upon while labour can be found,
but it is not so with corn and cattle, for a blight may come suddenly, and, in
spite of all that man cando, spoil all that he trusted tofor feeding himself and his
cattle, Thers are also wide seasand terrible storms to encounter before the food
he requires can be bronght from other shores ; and no living soul can say when
the ship is laden that she will reach her destined port in safety. Man can
neither protect his growing erops nor his ships from the fury of the elements,
Pleasant iz the shont of * Harvest Home!” and may our island be submerged
when it ceases to be heard, and itsfarms and homesteads and pleasant pastures
be sunk * deeper than ever plummet gounded.,” We like to hear the rustling
of the laden harvest-waggon along our green lanes—that sweeping sound
which no words can convey to the ear, which is like the rushing of water
or the fall of rain among the summer leaves, and is caused by the over-
hanging sheaves grazing the high trees and hedges, a sound to which the
cirunki.n,g of the wain harmonizes, and the tramping of the horses seem to beat
time,

In Herrick's time, he tells ns, the reapers crowned themselves with ears of
corn when they carried home the last load from the harvest-field ; that the
horses were covered with clean white linen, and the sheaves decorated with
branches of the oak; that at the harvest feast, after they had toasted the
maids who wore “* wheaten hats,” they drank success

To the rough sickls and crook’d scytha.

We are glad to see that there is a revival of these old English merrymakings,
for they draw the rich and poor closer together, and, as Irving says, * blend all
ranks in one warm, generons flow of joy and kindness. . . . for oneof the
least pleasing effects of modern refinement is the havoe it has made among the
heprty old holiday as pletely taken off the sharp touchings
and spirited reliefs of these embellishments of life, and has worn down society
into a more smooth and polished but less characteristic surface.” Washington
Irving might have gone a step further, and have added that, when these good
old festivals ceased, that warm, friendly, and almost affectionate feeling which
existed among the poor tenants and labourers for their landlords died away,
and there was then a deep gulf between them.

And now we are about to plead in favons of the poor, despised ass. Do those,
wea wonder, who ill-uzse this patient and nseful spimal ever think of Him who
& gat thereon” when He enterved Joruselem? Hewas the companion of the
patriarchs of old, shared in sheir journeys, and bore their hurdens, and is fre-
quently mentioned in the Bible, Look af him! Whatenduranceshere is inhis
meek face ; what intelligence in his mild eyes! Wehave sean scores of brotish-
hended fellows in our day who had not half the inteliectual expression in
their conntenances which we havenoticed in a beantiful ass. How faithinl,
too, heis to his master; end how he pricks up his long ears when a kind,
encouraging word iz spoken to him! Many good people dn fhe world are
ealled nsses becanse they leave the dainties to others, and ferehard. sutfer, and
are patient ; labour and never murmaur ; studying the good of othere instead of
wishing to gratify themselves; and from such asses, it is owr faith, rise
many of the saints that will it in the high places of a fulure seonlil, In onr
“inward eye™ we have often pictneed bim grazing abont the tents of the
grey forefathers of the.early world, while their danghters—with sueh faces as
tempted the angels to fall—rode on them throwgh the flowery fields.of Palestine
in the golden mornings that have for ever departed. He carried figs and
grapes and olives between the mountain passes, and prebty he must have
looked when covered with snch luscious burdens. ~ His iron-grey colour har-
monises beantifully with the green of onr lanes and the crimson of our fern
and heather in antumn.  As for a gipsy encampment, neither’ the tents, the
red cloaks, nor the swarthy countenances would look anything if the picture
wis not made Oriental by putting in the ass. That the ass came from the
East is certain ; but that the original from which our meek, patient sufferer
descended was the wild, untamed zebra iz not so clear, though some naturalists
have Iabonred hard to prove that it was,

“Thera was a lover and his lass™ onca strolling with an old friend in the
neighbourhood of London when they came to a common on which was an ass
and her little month-old foal, The friend took up the tiny colt in his arms,
and, us the young Iady had just returned from the seaside, placed it at her feet,
as he said, * A present from Margate, mizs,” With a quict smile the lady
patted the pretty foal, and said, * Yes, I see; and also with the nsual motto—

When this you see,
Ttemember me*

The presenter eveporated, and was never known to offer such another
ifk.

The merriest scene at a country race is when the donkeys run. Who does
not remember seeing the winner forced along by the crowd of boys behind,
who sometimes fairly carried him off his legs to the winning-post ; while the
one that ought to have won, after having tossed his jockey over his head, had
bolted ont.of the course, and was shying his heels in the faces of those who
were attempting to capture him ?  All children ave partial to asses, and many
a pretty picture have we seen in our day where tiwo or three rosy darlings were
mounted on the gentle animal’s back, the ass nibbling at the grass by the
hedgeside, while the children were wholly buried in the wild roses they were

pulling down over his head.
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SEPTEMBER AND OCTOBER,

SUMMER now sits with her head resting on her hand under the fast-fading
leaves that embower ber, and as she watches them fade at her feet one by one
feels that her time has come, and that she must soon die. She gees the dark
green curtains that she hung up to shelter the birds while they built and sung
rent and falling, letting in patches of light, where all before was cool and
shaded, and revealing the empty nests—deserted tencments—from which the
sweet singers have fled.  She no longer hears the lark in the sky, and knows
that it sits grieving somewhere, hiding itself ; no cuckoo calls from thetree, and,
as for the silver-voiced nightingale, he has deserted her, and gone away in
search of some other Summerover the sea. The robin and wren sit looking at
her with little eyes rounded with wonder, marvelling why she does not depart
when the hawthorn berries are beginning to redden and the sloes and bullaces
1o blacken in the

Bares ruined choirs whers late the swack birds sang.

When Summer looked up and saw the tall hayricks rising like altars on which
her feathered grasses and fragrant flowers had been saerificed, and beheld the
bulky stacks where the golden harvest was garnered, and thought of the
provisions she had made for all that would be left behind, she became more
reconciled to her departure, as ghe felt that she had not left a duty uninlfilled.
She knew that her sweet sister Spring would do all she could for her to make
her return pleasant when she again woke from her long sleep, and wished that
ghe conld do the same for Spring, instead of leaving her to come all alone
through the cold and naked 'domains of Winter. So Summer laid down and
died, snd Autumn, sighing as ha stood over her grave, covered it with leaves
whose colours were as beautiful as her own cholcest flowers, Bub there is an
immortality in everything that Summer has once touched : even the seeds that
blow off her faded Aowers only arice to look round for a new bed to Iie in, and
wheresoever they fall there will spring up a new generation of blossoms, Time
may mow them down, anid bury them for ages in the earth, and they will spring
up in the same place in other years and look as fresh and beautiful as when
they first shook their bells in the morning light. y

Days are now shorter and nights longer, and, thopgh there are times when
the sky looks more blne and beantiful than ever it did while bending over the
sweet violets of spring, yet the giant Wind is ever coming by fits and staxts, as
if to show that he is on the watch, and sending up whole hosts of leaves fiying
before him like a routed army ; he makes the woods roar again with the blasg
of his loud bugle, as if to warn us that we are drawing nearer to those dark
gates which will soon close npon the year. We see the leaves dashed with
erimson like the hectic flush on thecheek of the declining iden, too beau-
tifnl to last long, and we know that the branches will soon be bare and the
{folinge lie withering on the graves where the summer flowers are already
buried. Tn the ficlds that echoed back the sound of human voices, and were
filled with busy fi; silence now reigns., We no longer meet the milkmaid
wwith the pail poised on her head and her skirt drawn through her pocket-hole
to keep it from draggling in the dewy grass, nor hear her voice chanting some
old ditty between the hedgevows. The flocks we meet in our evening walks
g0 by bleating reluctantly to the fold, for the nights are growing too cold and
damp to leave them aficld. The beeseems to fly along wearily, as if wonder-
ing how much further he will have to go before he reaches the next flower,
for he no longer finds so many resting-places, where honey was plentiful, as he
did a few weekz agzo. The redbreasted robin, scarcely seen amid the flame-
coloured leaves, alone pipes a low ditty to the bee as it passes, asif to say,
# Never mind, I am still here,” The swallows have become restless and
uneasy, some of them appearing like anxious parents who are about toembark,
yet cannot get all their family together, so are compelled to linger by the
waterside, and scold the scouts who keep coming in without bringing with
them the inder of the p T8, ;

After a warm summer swallows leaye earlier than when the season is cold,
which is, no doubt, caused throngh insect food having been more plentiful,
making their young ones stronger and socner able to undertake thelong journey
which lies before them than they could have done had it been a backward
summer, No doubt the state of the weather operatesin the same way on their
return, and that they arrive here earlier or Iater as the season i backward or
forward at the point whence they start, for they can lpow nothing af
all of the state of the weather here until their arrival,

Now the thatcher is busy at work, if the farmer has been so fortunate as to
save straw enough out of his Iast year's harvest; if not, g must com-
mence at once, for it will not do to leave cornstacks exposed to the weather
withont & covering. The sheaves had better be left in the flelds than caried
away and pressed together for the rain and damp to get at them, as they wonld
dry in the shocks if they got wet in the field. No farmer leaves a stack
unthatched a day longer than he can help after the sheaves have once settled
down ; and an unthatched stack has a slovenly look ina rickyard, and not a
very tidy onewhen finished, if a slovenly thatcher has been employed, who often
Jeaves the stack as if a thonsand rats had been gnawing it. The good thatcher
leaves hiswork as smooth and finished asa well-built house, shaving off every loose
straw with an old scythe, and giving it such a pretty, neat look, with its yellow
eloping roof, that, were it hollowand not =o big, you wonld like to carry it off,
and, having a doorway and window made to it, place it at the end of your
garden for a snmmer-house. Farmers are more careful of their straw now than
they were in former years, when it used to be pitched out of the barn into the
strawyard by cartloads at a time, to the great delight of the pigs that buried
themselves under it, and went to sleep aftes having eaten all they could.  Pigs
have no such times of it now, and it is a good thing they cannolb be made
to nnderstand how sumptuously those pigs that saw * the light of other days™
fared, or they might revolt, and strike against making bacon.

Their remote ancestors had many privileges which shey ean never enjoy ; for
Doomsday Book i filled with accounts of the large frecholds they were entitled
to roam over, as all who lived on the borders of the forests had the privilege
of turning in their hogs to eat the “ mast,” as the acorn and beech nuts were
called, which fell from the trees in autnmn. This custom still exists in a few
remote places which have not yet been disforested. Hogs were not then kept
only for bacon, for the hoars were hunted even by kings, and preserved by
“ most biting laws,” and many a noble horse has been ripped up by his terrible
tusks; for he was the most dangerons animal that was hunted in onr old
English forests. A law was passed by William the Conqueror that any one,
not having a Royal license to hunt, found guilty of killing a wild boar within
forest boundaries should have his eyes torn out; and it was diffieult to tell what
were the forest bonndaries in those days, as they were only marked by some
hoary oak, pile of stones, a mill, gravel-pit, or such like objects, that often
1aid miles apart, while the distance between each landmark could either be
claimed as forest land or not, for a mile in or out; and vindictive forest-
keepers often persecnted those who lived on the borders of this dispnted ter-
ritory, even when they were innocent, There were wild boars in the New

Forest in the time of Charles I. ; and, aceording to Manwood's * Forest Laws,”
these cruel enactments were in foree up to the reign of Elizabeth.

The plan pursued in the present day of feeding swine in the forests is—ns
many as can be collected from the neighbonring farmers are placed under the
care of a swineherd, who drives them into the forest and looks after them while
there, taking care, et least once a day, that they have plenty of water; and
when this is found he tries to keep them near to it all night, so that they may
drink their fill again before setting out in gearch of the mast, which makes
them hot and thirsty, but is very fattening. A shilling a head was the price
formerly paid for swine turned into the forest, and attended upon during the
season of autnmn., The Rev. J. G. Wood, in his “Illostrated Natural
History," says :—"* 1 have seen pigs sucking cows while lying down in a farm-
yard, nor did the cows attempt to hinder the pigs from sucking.” Farmers
will do well to keep o sharp look ont after these new milkers, As pigs will eat
almnost everything that is given them, we need only say that the best method
of fattening themis to give them plenty of food and keep them clean.  Good
food is produced from meal, mangold, and swedes,  The roots should be boiled
or steamed, and when botled the meal stivred well in before emptied into the
tronghs, If the roots are steamed thoy shonld be redueed to a pulp, and well
mixed with the menl as they are emptied into the cooling-trough, 1f bran is
added it should be well mashed first in boiling water. In onr younger days
harley-meal, boiled potatoes, and a few beans to create thirst, was considered
the finest food for fattening pigs ; and there is no improvement in the bacon
since artificial food has been nsed. There was a swest, whoelesome, country
smell about the troughs in thogse days. i

Though Antumn has but few flowers to wreath avennd his brow, and his
violets, which flower late, are scentless, yet he is crowned with berries as
beautiful to look at as the costliest stones that were ever set in gold or sllver,
The woody nightshade, with its deep purple petals and rich golden anthers,
bears berries of the decpest searlet, not unlike the red garden currants ; while
those of the woodbine sre of the same rich hue. Both the leaves and berries
of the gnelder-roze shine like a fire in autumn, while thoge of the wayfaring
tree are also red before fully ripe, when they turn black. The spindle-tree,
thongh attracting but little tion in , makes a splendid show in
antumn, when the seedvessels are as beantiful in colour g5 our choleest roses,
cauging the tree to appear as if covered with bloom, when the capsules separate
like the petals of a flower. The bird-cherry, with its rieh bunches of fruit,is
another beantiful shrub, as the clusters, which are first green, change to red,
then to the dark purple (almost black) of the grape, and are nearly as lnscions
to look at ; nor is there any harm in the tempting fruit if eaten moderately.
The dogwood, or wild cornel, bears a dark purple bmm‘hlle the branches
are of a deep red eolonr, which, together with the fol hefore: it wholly
decays, makes a rich pieture of mingled gold, green, crimson, and purple,
unlike almost any other shrub that grows. It is called in some places the
fairy-tree, though it is but a shrub. The privet, with its great bunches of
black berries, make a grand show at this season of the year, and retain their
rounded fulness long after the hipsand haws ave withered, thus affording food
for birds when there i= littls else on the hedges. But the most curious of all
berry-benring plants is the butcher’s broom, as both the flower and berries
grow out of the very middle of the leaves. The fruit, too, is almost the
size of cherries, and make a beautiful show in winter, and we wonder,
ns the plant is an evergreen, that it is not more used in our shrubberies.

For & Christmas decoration it is more beautiful than helly, aud remains longer |

green,

But chief of all is that old English fruit, the wild blackberry, which the
cottage children gather to make ples and puddings, eating all the time they
are out, and smearing their pretty faces with the jnice. There must have been
a time when these and & few other wild berries, with sloes, bullaces, and
crabs, were about the only fruit that grew inonrisland ; for we never can fancy
England was without its trailing wilds of brambleberries. What pretty, ont-
of-door pictures have we seen of children blackberrying, with their torn frocks,
battered bonnets and hats, and healthy, rosy cheeks—sturdy little things, with
their long hair hanging over their faces, through which their brighteyes peeped
out 2¢ if from under a veil! The bramble-rose is also a beautiful flower, nearly
the last that blows, for we find fruit and bloom hanging together. The petals
arg like satin,nor do we know anything beside that bears such a large quan-
tity of fruit,  We have seen whole hedges covered with blackberries, hoth
green, red, and ripe, 80 close together thab scarcely a leaf anywhere was
visible. Blackberries also,bring to mind the good and godly old ballad of *“ The
Babes in the Wood,” Thedewberry bramble is difficalt to distinguish from the
blackberry when ripe, but when in-flower the ce i§ easily perceived, as
the bloom hias the same rich blush as the wild rose which mukes onr lanes and
hedges 8o very beantiful at the close of spring, If the berry is held in o
favourable light, it will be seen to have a rich bloom on it like a plum. The
dimples or divisions of the berry are also larger and not o numerous as those
of the common brambleberry, On heaths and moors in the lake districts is
fonnd the mountain bramble or cloudberry, seldom more than a foot high.
The froit is a beautiful orange colour when ripe, and is considered a most
agreeable acid. Like the wild raspberry, the stone brambleberry is red,
and as acid as the mountain hrambleberry, As for the wilid raspberry, it grows
almost everywhere ; and our old country wives say the cultivated fruit; which is
derived from the wild stoek, is not to be compared with-it as a preserve. From
the wild strawberry the one in our gardens has also been obtained, thongh now
grown ton times the size of the original. The bilberry is a beautiful Iittle
shrub when covered with its rosy, waxlike flowers, On the berries thero is also
a rich Eurp!ehloom, like that on grapes; and they do say that those who have
eaten them with cream are never again heard to extol strawberries. Birds are
fond of this berry, and epicures say that game fed on it has o richness that
nothing else resembles, eo exquisite fs the fiavonr, Who that has been
where it grows does not remember the little eranberry, the very fairy of shrubs,
hearing fruit thongh it only stood three or four inches high, asif purposely
grown for Titanin and Oberon to reach without climbing 2 We cannct faney
that those now sold st the shops have either the same appearance or flavonr a5
the cranberries we ate in onr boyish days. 1s the artof preserving losi? or,
in this money-loving age,is the cranberry sacrificed for the sake of cheapness,
putting anything with it that will make it keep ? Shop jams, pickles, and
preserves wo carefully ayoid.  They have neither a wholesome look nor taste,
unless purchased at some little shop in the country, where the old woman will
tell you all about how she prepared them and how little profit she gets. But
such as is made by the great wholesale manufacturers, where they shoot into
the copper fruit by the cartload, and boil down the hogshead that contains the
treacle—hoops, dirt, and all—we carefully eschew by passing the tart and waiting
for the cheese. The whortleberry is the last on our antumn list, and beautiful
it 18 to look upon before fully ripe. 1t has on the sunny side a bloom like the
peach : this goes off when the berries are thoroughly ripe, for then they are
s;;a.r};‘at. They are eaten with game that iz *yery high,” Pigs also are fond
of them.
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NOVEMBER AND DECEMBER.

AUTUMN has now shaken down all the faded leaves that have so long hung
trembling and withering on the branches, and November, with pufied cheeks,
is busy blowing them before him into ditches and under hedges, and damp,
low-lying places, to rot under the frost and snow, rain and darkness, of the
fast-coming winter, Though sky and earth look saddening, there are myriads
of unseen fingers ab work placing the fallen leaves over the sleeping flowers to
shelter them from the bitter blast and the black frost, until they again feel
the warm breathing of igring, when they will throw off their light covering,
and ‘once more open their beautifnl eyes to look at the sun. Sometimes,
after the late autumn rains the meadows lose their withered and arid look,
and for a few days assnme the refreshing green of spring, though not a
flower can be tempfted out to show itself through that treacherous covering
which one night's frost may blacken and destroy and leave nota vernal frace
behind., The cattle stretch their necks over the fence of the foldyard and
seem to wonder why they ave kept there, eating dry hay and eut straw, while
such pleasant pasturage les before them ; and sometimes the farmer will leg
them ont to eéat their flll of the short eddish ; bat when night eomes they seem
glad to go back to the foldyard, with its warm, dry straw, for the wind blows
not there so cold and cutting as it did through those open and naked hedges,
Bither the sound of the thrasher’s flail or the clank of the machine is heard
from morning till night, and we almost wonder that a fowl iz left alive, so close
do they venture to the impending danger while pecking about the thrashing
floor. The flower-garden is a waste; for, if there has been a frosty night or
two, and after that rain and fog, the chrysanthemnums look as if they had been
boiled and thrown away, and only the rosemary shows some sign of life that
promizes soon to be in flower., In thekitchen-garden the high banks of earthed-
up celery and the parsley borders show long trails of green, while the kale,
brocoll, and savoys are valued more now than all the fender green of summer,
While the wind blows without the thrifty housewife consoles horself within
doors with the knowledze that she has neglected nothing ; that all the delicate
frnits which would not otherwise leep arve preserved, that the more hardy are
stored up in dry places. She looks up with asmile at her great hams and flitehes,
sees the onfons hanging in nets beside brown, dry bundles of sage; knows
that the stubble-fed zeese arc safe in the strawyard ; that she has but to give
orders for one of the fattest to be killed ; to uncover some of those potatos
which when boiled ave like flour ; to go into the storeroom for an apronful of
apples for the sauce, and soon there will be a savoury dinner on the table that
will seent the whole house.

The storm without may roar and rustle,
She does not mind the storm a whistle—~Surns.

In the sheds and round aboub the farm there are oxen, sheep, and pigs, fab
and ready for the Christmas market, and ber husband is out looking after
them, and sesing that nothing is neglected, for he hopes to obtain a prize with
that pretty round heifer, and knows that that handsome steer is sure to be com-
mended ; for hie has already won medals of gold and silver, and knows almost
to a pound how much flesh he can pubon thie back of his prime shorthorns
without destroying their symmetry. He will take a rule, and show you
that the forelegs of that precty heifer are sixteen inches apart; peint ont the
beauty of her eye, her handsome head, light bone; and, while you feel the
meat that is on her, you begin to think of red fires, girdirons, rump steaks and
shalots, dishes of mealy potat and a g jog of his own good,
strong, homebrewed ale. But, perhaps, there 1s already a sparerib before the
fira, for there were signs of pig-killing near the large outhounse, and that,
sprinkled with sage, and those melting mashed apples, are a capital makeshift
on a cold November day. And those prize pigs! what, we wonder, will the
conks do with all the fat? Cut them up, take the bones out, and put the
fat into bladders; which we almost think would pass for lard without any
other preparation. And yet they say every bit of ‘a pig i3 good—from his
‘bone to his chop, cither as pickled pork or cured bacon ¢ even his ears, his tail,
and his chitlings are liked by sgonte, eaten hot with mustard. For our part,
we ‘=hould prefer the sheep. Who has not heard of “a lez of mutton and
trimmings ? or sat down at this season of the year to a *“ leg-of-mutton supper,”
with a great dish of mashed turnips, 83 much as the strong-armed maiden
could carry in, and another of potatoes, a third of greens, that made the table
ereak again when set upon it ? Every hereand there * boats " of caper sauce are
sailing about the great white sea of tablecloth, steeringr in on this side between
the turnips and on that between the Mont Elanc of snowlike potaties. Not
a man round but what can eat a pound and a half of solid meat, and drink a
quart of ale with it. Were they weighed befora and after supper the difference
would be many pounds,  One or two may burst now and then, but, s for bile
or indigestion; they are never tronbled with either, and the survivors think
that is a great comfort.

Very often countrymen will come miles to one of these suppers, but few like
to go back again by themselves when the night is dark, rainy, or windy.
They know who lies buried under the post where three cross roads meet, and
who is said to * come again at twelve o'clock at night,” and chase late way-
farers as far as the gibbet-post.  And those gibbet-irons do swing and cmg"f:,
and seem to send out strange unearthly sounds over the darkness, canzing
a timid man, when he can hardly see an arm's length before him, to look
“ ning ways at onee,” and hardly to know which heispursuing. Strange tales
could the old village carrier tell, were he so minded, of what he has faneied
he has seen and heard when journeying slowly along those lonely roads alone,
sometimes in the dark, at others with the lantern hanging from the front of
hiz tilted cart, which seemed, in snowy weather, to throw sheeted ghosts
on the embankments with its shifting light. awiul enough to have made him
set off for home and leave his heayvily-laden, slow-paced carb behind him. He
has heard chains rattle as he passed old ruined stables, and seen trees take
strange shapes as they appeared to walk on before him ; knows whowas sitting
in the ehurch porch he l'wd—tm:mgh the person was in bed all the time—and
was not the least surp: when they told him for whose death the passing-
bell was sounding, as “he it before.”” He knows where murders have
been committed, and has seen blue lights burning over the spots where the
murdered are buried. Though the remains have never been discovered, yet he
"ocnlg'pplnbthnv&ypluees out if he liked, ns them blue lights only burn

How. anxiously his arrival is looked for at the village on Christmas
Eve, when he has so many things to bring that are needed for the morrow—
for many a Christmas pndding is depending on the safe retorn of the old

{ his
dog, and has left it in charge of his cart for hours together—* Keeper
will let any stranger put anything he likes in the cart, bat only

let him try to take it out again, that's all!"  And he telis how a young grocer
onee put a basket in by mistake that onght to have gone by another carrier,
and how Keeper pinned the grocer and Leld him fast until he came up and
liberated him,

He can tell you all about the many rare and valuable dogs that for years
have been intrasted to him to deliver at hall and manor honse, reciory and
grange, He still takes a great interest in them; and says, “1 get many
many o eup of ale when I have to leave parcels at them ‘ere places, for asking
after the good health of the dogs I have delivered.” Then he will teil you of
the trouble he had with the little white bull bitch ; how she dr at the rope
e tied her to nnder the cart until she wellnigh hanged herself, and how he
quite pitied the poor animal ; and if there was a mile or two of road to go
with only an odd houss here and there he let her at liberfy and she trotted
beside him like a little lamb; how at last they came to Farmer Strowson's
bull-field, when she made one dash through the hedge and had his great black
bull by the noss, * Hey | before you eould say Javk Robinson ; and if yon'd
seen her hanging on and the bull running round the close, ronring as if he
were stark staving mad, and trying to throw her over hishead, then stooping
down to trample on her,then butting st the ground with his horns, then
setting off again ronrving, while he conldn’t get rid on her ano how, ya' would
never%ev forgotten 1—no, not if you'd lived as long as Metheeyewsalum.'
Next he tells you about that little terrier that was such a one for rats, and how
the farmers used to come and borrow it when they were *overrun wi' the
nasty varment;” of the spaniel he was taking to the squire—that got away,
and swam the river, andwas home sgain at her old master's, twenty miles off,
before the next morning; of the *‘little black 'un" that they were forced to
gend away again, s it Hew ab every cat it saw, and went bang through the
Rector's study window after the eat he saw inside, killed the cat, and broke
the globe of gold fishes, * beside mmashing anowd jar that he'd had remains in
of Romsang, or somentt or another of that kind, and had cost a sight 0" money ;”
how he took a real old English' bloodhound to the lord of the manor because
he had had no end of sheep stolen, and, though he offered a great reward,
could not discover the shespstealers anywhere; when, after he got the blood-
hound, and when more sheep were stolen, the dog scented the footsteps of the
thieves, trackad them to where the careaszes of the sheep were hidden in a saw-
pit in the wood, then round and back again to the village, and up to a cottage
where Black Ben the poncher lived, and where the marked sheepsking were
found hidden under the thatch—and how * Ben an’ another thiet as lodged
wi' him was both transported for life, and the squire acted like a feyther to
the thief's wife and bairns after he was sent away, an’ made young Ben his
head gamekegper,” As for the groyhounds he has delivered to gentlemen,
according to his acconnt, they almost outrun their own shadows, ** and won
every muanner of thing ab the conrsing matches thabt they tried for.”
He has no end of stories abont the wonderful sagaecity of shepherd-dogs,
which, he eays, “can do owt bt talk ; thongh T think they do that at times—
lenstwise so that sheep can understand "em ;"—of how they have driven flocks of
gheep from one place to anobher, while their masters haye rémained behind
drinking, or kept them ab the tollgate for an hour together without
allowing one to pass through until the drover camg up ;—of how
they made the flogk turn either to the right hand or to the left,
only through barking, also clearing the way for a wvehicle to pass
by running about on one side, and seeming to say, “Now, then, silly sheeps-
heads, do you want to be run over ¥ " and that they know what the dog says,
and all scamper on the other side of the road, * like old boots.” Then he has
n story abont another terrier, a real Skye, * that was sich a one for poultry,
whether it was alive or dead, cooked or trussed ready. He wonld have them
if they was comeatable anyhow.”  He tells how his old woman, as he calls his
wife, went of an errand one evening for the squire’s good lady, with a piled-up
basket of delicacies for a young lady that was ailing—fruit, preserves, cream,
eggs, butter, and at the top a couple of beautiful young fowls. That the
Skye terrier was sitting at & window oyver the kitchen, ** between lights”—
that is, when it was neither light nor dark—and she, seeing him with
hiz long white hair hanging over his face, took it for an old man, and
asked him what time it was, when, instead of answering her, he poked
out his head (no doubt the white cloth had partly come off), and took np
the conple of fowls, which were trussed and tied fogether, in his mouth.
That hizs old woman ealled him all the “thieves and rogues she could
lay her tongue to, and said he would come to the gallows, in spite
of his prey hairs.” Then she knocked at the door, and, when a young
woman opened it, sasked her if she had a grandfather with grey hair, and
when sha replied she had, his old woman np &nd told her that he had stolen a
couple of fowls ont of her basket, to which the young woman replied that
was impossible, as he had been bedridden for years. That when she pointed to
the window they looked up and saw the dog crunching one of the fowls; “ and
g0 it all ended through them paying for the poultry, and my old dame getting
langhed at for bai'ng such a gooze us to take a Skye terrier for an old, grey-
haired grandfather.” X

So the old carrier jogs on merrily his way from year to year, moving
like a clock, whatever may be the weather, and doing his best to amuse his

gers by telling them all about what he lins sten and heard during the

forty long years hie has heen the village carrier, ©along all that line o’ road.”
Not unmoved does he carry of fort and tidings of sorrow, for
many of his customers cannot write, so tell him what they have to say ; and
if it i3 good news he delivers it with a smile; if sad, with a sigh. Nor
do the tears of the old man lie deep down; and many a time they have
delivered a melancholy message when his tongue refused utterance. On
the dry, barren highway, covered with summer dust, between the bare
hedgerows in winter, when the roadside streams are frozen and the water-flags
cut like swords if you fouch them. he plods along his way, never increasing
his speed, for he argues, * The old horse likes his own pace best, and it lasts
longest,” PBut they do say that at Christmas time, when he has so many
gnmels to deliver, at almost every honse along the road, and has to drink the
ealths of such a number of his customers, to ““wish them all a merry
Christmas, and 13lemy of 'em!"” he gets a little tol-ol-ish, and keeps on
“Gee-ing!" and “ Woa-ing ! ™ his horse from one side of the road to the other ;
that the wheels leave zigzag marks, and it is quite evident the old man cannot
see straight ;—that when they tell him of it he only langhs, and says, * Well,
well, the road did seem a bit crooked now and then, I own ; but Christmas
only comes once a year.” What tales he will tell you of the Christmases that
were kept fifty years ago, in his father's time, when they were forced to have
a pair of horses to the cart. * Such a cloud of currants, and raisins, and
candied peel, and sugar, a5 we did bring in them "ere old times of a Christmas!
it wns o sight, sure-ly!” There is one spot on the road at which, on his
return, he always stops his cart, and takes off his hat, if it is light. It is there
the of his native village first comes in sight, Does he mutter a prayer ?
Does he think of the dead that.lie around it? No one can tell ; for when
asked why he does so, his answer is, **I suppose it's a way I've got.” v
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