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’  How Bill Got Shot.

The Staten Island Ferry on a fine af-{ *Bill. don’t you know dad don’t allow
ternoon in summer is one of the pleasant- | you to buy shot ?’ asked a yonng urchin
est sceves which New-York affords. The!of a brother, somewhat his scnior, who
island, seven miles distant from the city, { was making a purchase of that article.
forms one of the sides of the Narrows,| ‘You Just never mind me ; I'll thank
through which the commerce of the eity | you to attend to your own business, sir.
and the emigrant ships enter the magnifi- ' I dou’t care what dad allows, I'll Euy what
cent bay that so worthily announces the | I please ’ :
grandeur of the New World. The ferry| - Littlo boy, slightly agitated* ‘I’'m go-
boat starting from the extremity of Man- ing to tell dad,’ he said, and rushing out
hfttnn island, first gives its passengers a | of the store, ran down the street, and
view of the East river, all alive with. ev- | bounded into the room where the 0ld man
ery description of crafs; shen gliding | was quietly reading the morning paper.
round past Governor’s Island. dotted w{itﬁ ~ ‘Dad, dad; Bill’s went and got shot-’
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A Few Hints on Wh t-w;_E wl f;_u'fr,
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I cauuot tell what influence, operating ; New-York Fifty-flre Years Ago.
at that moment, made me spcak adverse
—== to my feelings. The gentle voice of my
mother thrilled through me, and melted
the ice uf my obdurate heart, and I long-
ed to throw myself on ber neck, but I did
not. But my words gave the lie to my
{ heart when I said I was not sorry. 1
heard her groan. T longed to call her
Lack, but I did not.
I was awakened from my uneasy slum-

ber, by hearing my name called loudly,
and my sister stood at my bedside.

‘““Get up, Alfred. Oh! don’t wait a
mioute! Get up and come with me,
mother is dying.”’

THE AMERICAN UNION

PUBLISHED WEEELY, AT

DENTON, MARYLAND,

e B o rugen
Office, American Union Building, 2d S | Good-night, good-night—

How many a thought this simple phrase,
The heart, by tell-tale tone, conveys;
ITow swells its inmost depths to hear,
From those we hold in friendship dear,
The cheerful jmrds, “Good-njght."
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Good-Night.

Farmers are beginning to tLink aboat
preparing their ground for wheat, A few
words on the sabject may not be inappro-
priate. Whedi the ground is properly
prepared, and the seed properly sown—
the wheat crop, on farms distant frow
market, is one of the most profitalile.—
There ir but little wheat put in as it ought
to be. In too many cases, the ground s

J. MARION EMERSOIN,
Editor and Proprietor.

TERMS OF BUBSCRIPTION
One Dollar and Fifty Cents, in adcance.

If not paid within six months from the time
- of subscribing, Two Dollars will be charged.

A failure to notify us of a discontinuce of
the paper will be considered as a revewal of the
same; and no paper will be dizcentinued until

In evening light,
We hear the mother’s joyous tongue,
Humming the song the angels sung;
It falls upon the thirsting ear,
And stirs the yearning soul to hear

all arrearages are pai'.

RATES OF ADVERTISING @

Advertisements will be conspicucusly inserted
at the following rates :

1 square (8 lines) 3 insertions

H ' 6

$1 00

2.00

i 12 4.00

B - 6 months 5.00

3 - - el 8 00

1 “forany lessno ofinsertions 1.60
Advertisements not stating the number of ic-
sertions will be continued until forbid, and will
be charged accordingly.
Notices of mairiages and deaths inserted free,
but all obituaries are chargeable at our usual
advertising rates,
A= All advertisements collectable on first
insertion.
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JOEB PRINTING.

Our office being supplied with a large assort-
ment of JOB TYPE—and a press for the pur-
we are prepared to do all kinds of Job

ork at short notice and on reasonable terms.
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F. W. RincgeirEYy. Cuas. F. MacLARry.

RIDGELY & MACLARY,
Commission Merchants,

AND DEALERS IN
Merchandise Generally,
RIDGELY, CAROLINE CO , MD. *
J®~Grain, Fruit, or other produce sent to"&%
Z&our Warehouse will receive"&x
aul-tf 2@ prompt attention "B

GEQO. M. RUSSUY.
- Register in Bankruptcy,

OFFICE FOR THE COUNTIES OF CAROLINE, TALBOT
AXD QUEEN ANNE'S,

DENTON, MD.

Continues to practice in the Courts of Caroline.

Dr. H. C. KEuP

OFFERS his professional services to the citi-
Zens of Denton and vicinity. He may be
found at all times, when not professionally en-
gaged, at the Drug Store, or at the Hotel.

my9-6m
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T.J. SMITHERS,

DEINTIST.
GREENSBOROUGH, MD.

Will vizit Felton every second and fourth
Tuesday of each month. [my2-y

. Dr. P. STACK,
DENTIST,

DENTON, MD.,
Will hereafter visit Greensborough the second

and fourth Wednesday of each month. jly29y

—

Jno. PD. Kem—lh
ATTORNET AT AW

DENTON, MD.,

ILLL practice in the courts of this and the
adjoining counties.
Office, next door tv residence, Main street.
mayd-y

W. S. RIDGELY,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

WiLs Pracrice 1x TRE COURTS OF THIS AND THE
Apjacest CoUxTiESs.

Office on his farm in the upper District. Will
Attend in Denton on Tuesdays, and Greensboro’

on Saturdays, from 9 o'rlock, A. M. [mr2l

SUCTIONVEERIVG.
- Jo TTLOIRB

HAS RESUMED

I'he Auctioneering Business,

And respectfully solicits a share of patron-
age from the public. He may be found at his

gesidence, Denton, Md. [apll-tmy1’68

AUCTIONEERING.

[ subscriber having taken out license as
Auctioneer will call sales of all kinds at

short notice. Persons having property to sell
will find it to their advantage to calrl on the
subscriber as I guarantee to give eatisfaction.

e COLLINS TATMAN,

near Denton.

mr7-tf

AUCTIONEERING.

t action. Terms moderate.
do:la-ﬁm JAS. HIGNUTT.

Highly Important.
ISRAEL & CO.,

120 W. BALTIMORE S7.,
BALTIMORE, MD.

GREAT REDUCTION N OUR PRICES.

Cartes and Vignettes $2.50 per dozen, for-
merly $5.

E undersigned, having taken out license
! as an AUCTIONEER, is now ready to cry

QTOCGBRAZERZRE

28~ Particular attention paid to copies of

~ deceased persons. [apr25-1y

HALFANT'S. COCOA-CREAM for {lie hair
/ for eale by J. ALBURGER.

The loving song, ““Good-night.”’

'Neath moonbeams bright
The lovers linger hand-in-hand,
Speaking the tongue hearts understand,
Dreading the hour that draws 0 near,
When sweetly, sadly, to the ear,

Comes those fond words, ‘“Good-night.”’

With true delight
The willing form of childhood sleeps,
And age, its cheerful vigils keeps,
While lingers devoutly on the ear,
Thoese words to age and youth so dear—
Those earnest words ‘“Good-night."”

Good-night, good-night—
The promise of another day
[ts cheerful, honest tones convey ;
'Tis no long parting that we fear,
But sign of promise when we hear
That welcome phrase, ‘‘Good-night!’’

m
A TOUCHING STORY.

The following affecting narrative pur-
ports to have been given by a father to
his son, as a warning derived from his
own bitter experience of grieving and re-
sisting a mother’s love and counsel. Let
all of our little folks read it :

What agony was visible on my moth-
er's face when she saw that all she said
and suffered failed to move me! She
rose to go home, and I followed at a dis-
tapce. Skte epoke no more to me untjl
she reached her own door.

“‘It is school time now,” raid sghe.—
“*(Go, my son, and once more let me be-
seech you to think upon what I have
said.”’

I shag’t go to school,” said I.

She looked astonished at my coldaess,
but replied firmly :

““Certainly you will go, Alfred, I com-
mand you.”

‘T will not,” said I in a tone of defi-
ance.

“Oce of two things you must do, Al-
fred—either go to school this morniog
or I will lock you iv your room, and keep
you there tiill you are ready to promise
implicit obedicuce to my wishes in the fa-
‘ure. "’

““I dare you to do it, you can’t get me
up stairs.”

‘““Alfred, choose now,” said my moth-
er, who laid bher band upon wy arm.—
She trembled violently and was deathly
pale. |

‘““If you touch me I will kick you,”
said I 1o a terrible rage. God knows I
knew not what I said.”

‘“Will you go, Alfred 7’ said she

““No,” I replied but quailed beneath
ber eye.

*“Then follow me,” she said, as she
grasped my arm firmly.

I raised my foot—‘‘ch, my som, hear
me ?”—raised my foot and kicked her—
eainted mother! How my Lead reels as
the torrent of memory rushes over me —
I kicked my mother, a feeble woman—
my mother! She staggered back a few
steps, and leaned against the wall. She
did vot look at me! I saw her heart beat
agaiost her breast.

*“Obh! Heavenly Father,” she said,
““forgive him, he knows not what he does.’

The gardener just then passed the door
and seeing my mother pale and almoat
unable to support herself bhe stopped. She
beckoned him in. -

““Take this boy up stairs, and lock him
in his room,”” she said, and turned from
me. Looking back as she was entering
her room, she gave such a look of agony,
mingled with the most intense love !—it
was the last unutterable pang from a heart
that was broken. -

Io a moment I fourd my-self a prison-
er io my own room. I thought for a mo-

ment I would fling myself frecm the open
window, and dash my braios out, but I
felt afraid to do it.” I was not penitent.
At times my heart was subdugd, but my
stubborn pride rose in an instant, and
bade me not yicld. The pale face of my
mother haunted me. I flung myself io
bed and fell asleep. Just at twilight I
beard a footstep approaching the door.—

It was my sister,

*“What may I tell my mother for you?”
she asked.

“Nothiog,”” T replied.

“Oh! Alfred, for mv sake, for all our
sakes, say that you are sorry, She longs
to forgive you.”

I would not answer. I heard her foot-
steps slowly retreating, and again I threw
myselfl on the bed, to pass another wretch-
ed and fearful night.

Avother footstep, slower and feebler
than my sister’s cdisturbed me. A voice
called me by name. It was my mother’s.

‘“Alfred, my son, shall I come ?”’ she
asked.

d

I thought I was yet dreaming. but I
got up melancholly and followed my sis-
ter. On the bed and as culd as marble,
lay my mother. She had thrown herself
on the bed to rest; arising to go agaian to
me, ske was seized with a palpitation of

the heart and borpe senseless to her room.

I cacoot tell you with what agony I . _ _
looked upon her: my remorse was ten- | ebrated of late, the giant defensive works

fold more bitter than the thought that opposite to it, the umbrageous and lofiy

she would never know 1it.

camps and crowned with barracks, with
the National flag floating

on onc side of the Hudson and the long
line of the mast fringed city oo the other;
then rounding Governor’s islard, the stea-
mer pushes its way towards the Narrows,
disclosing to view Fort Lafayette, so cel-

[ believe my- | sides of Staten island, covered with villa-

eelf to be ber murderer. I fell on the ges, and, bcy?nd all, the ocean, lighted
bed beside ber. I could not weep. My ; up by ?Oﬂey island’s belt of #Dowy saud,
heart burned in my bosom ; my brain was | glistening in the suo.

on fire.

me and wept in sileoce. Suddenly we

saw & slight motion of mother’s haud; her | Ehonﬁﬂ_ﬂd people, and Staten island was |
She had recovered con- | inhabited ouly by farmers, gardeners and

eyes unclosed.
sciouszess but not speech. She looked
at me and moved her lips. I could not
understaud her words. ¢‘Mother, moth-
er!” I sbricked, ‘‘say only that you for-
give me.” She could rot say it with her
lips, but her hand pressed mine: 8he
smiled upon me, and lifting her thin

| white hands, she clasped mv own within

|

|

them, and cast her eyes upward. She
maved ber lips in prayer, and thus she
died. I remained still kneeling beside
that dear form till my gentle sister re-
moved me. The joy of youth had gone
before,

Boys who spurn a mother's control,

wrong, who think it manly to resist her
authority or yield to her influence, be-
ware !
memories for future years.

RS
One Man too Many in America.

Rev. George Hepworth, in his cration
before the people of Boston, on the 4th
of July, had an illusion to Jeff. Davis,
which will find an echo in millions of loy-
al-hearts :

“Ab! [ am not cruel. T do not like
to speak upon the merited punishment of
a bad man. Bat this I say : There is
on¢ wan too many in America Ameriea
ever busy and eager, filled with the hope
of the morrow -more than with the meme
ory of any past, holds the great offcnder,
the man who stood at the head of the or-
ganized rebellion, and cheered bhis sol-
diers to their bloody work, within her
fortressed walls. The people cry for jus-
tice with thuoder tones that echn from the
Pacific to the Atlantic slope. But poliey
or cowardice, I know not which, finds ex-
cuse for delay, and by slow degrees the
people’s ery grows fainter and fainter,
until at last, when the prisover is releas-
ed, scarce a ripple of surprise or interest
ruffles the surface of the nations dail
life. Posterity shall read this terrible
sentence, written on tne bloody page of
our time. A republic attaches no penal-
ty to a great erime. Only a petty guilt
1s punished ; while colossal ecrime finds an
apologist, if not an eulogist, and holds its
court in Canada. God grant it may not
be the seed-corn of another rebellion.”

P r—— e

Coxceir.—Hardly anything is more
contemptible than that conceit which rests
merely upon social position, the conceit of
those who imagine that thus they are di-
vorced from the clay of common men, of
those who shrink with horror from the idea
of work, as something which degrades by
its very contact, avd yet who, very like-
ly, owe their present position to some not
remote ancestor, who, recognizing his call
te work, lived more honestly in the world
than they do, and was not afraid of soil-
ed thumbs. It is one of the meanest
things for people to be ashamed of the
work from which they draw their income,
and which glorified their ancestors more
with their soiled aprons and black gowns
tban themselves with their fine ribbons
and flashing jewelry. It might be a fine
thing to be like the lillies, more glorious-
ly clothed than Solomon, and doing noth-
log, if we were only lillies. Advantage-
ous position is only a more emphatic call
to work ; and while those who hold the ad-
vantage may not be compelled tv manual
drudgery, tbey should recpgnize the fact

that manual drudgery may be performed

in the same spirit as that which charae-
terizes their own work, and therefore that
it is equally honorable.-Rev Dr. Chapin.

Tae Years.—They do not go from us,
but we go from them, stepping from the
old into the new, and always leaviog be-
hind us some baggage no longer service-
able on the march. Some keep our child-

My sister threw her arms around |

|

who are ashamed to own that they are  ferry at that day and this—the boats

l
l
i

|

|

Change the scene to fifty-five years ago.
New-York was then a town of eighty

fishermen, who lived by supplying the
city with provisions. No elegant seats,
no picturesque villas, adorned the hill-
sides, and pleasure seckers found a near-
er resort 1o Hoboken. The ferry then, if
ferry it could be called, consisted of a few
sail boats, which left the island in the
morning loaded with vegetables and fish,
and returned, if wind and tide permitted,
at night. If a pleasure party occasional-
ly visited Staten island, they considersd
themselves in the light of bold adventu-
rers, wha had gooe far beyond the ordi-
pary limits of gn excursion. There was
ouly one thing in common betwcen the

started from the same spot. Where the
ferry-bouse now stands at Whitehall, was

Lay not up for )"UUI'EEITE!: bittcr then thB bﬁﬁﬁh to "hiﬁh tllﬁ bORtII]EI]

brought their freight, and where they re-
maioed waiting for a retarn cargo. That
was also the genmeral boat-stand of the
city. Whoever wanted a buat for busi-

ness or pleasure repaired to Whitehall, |

and it was a matter of indifference to the
boatmen of Staten island whether they re-
turned home with a load, or shared in the
general business of the port.

It is to one of those Whitehall boatmen
of 1810 that we have to direct the read-
er's attention. He was distinguished
from his comrades on the stand 1n several
ways. Though master of a Staten island
boat that would carry twenty passengers,
he was but sixteen years of age, ard he
was one of che handsomest, the most agile
and athletic young fellows that either is-
land could show. Young as he was, there
was that in his face and bearing which
gave sssurance that be was abundantly
competent to do bis work. He was al-
ways at his vost betimes, and on the alert
for a job. He always performed what he
undertook. This summer of 1810 was
the first season, but he had slready an
ample share of the best of the business in
the barbor. -

Cornelius Vanderbilt was the name of
this notable youth—the same Cornelius
Vanderbilt who has since built a hundred
steamboats, wbo has since made a.preseut
to his country of a steamsbip of five thou-
sand tons burden, who has since bought
lines of railroad, and who reported bis
income to the tax commissioners last year
at something near three-quarters of a mil-
lion. The first money the steamboat-
king ever earned was by carrying passen-
gers between Staten island and New-York
at eighteen ceats each.

SE——————————-

Wirtnour aN Exemy.—Heaven help
the man who imagines he can dodge ene-
mies by trying to please everybody | If
such an individual ever succeeded we
should be glad of it—not that we believe
io a man going through the world tryiog
to find beams to knock his head against ;
disputing every man’s opinion, fighting
and elbowiog and crowding all who differ
with him. gl‘hat, again, is another ex-
treme. Other people have a right to their
opinion, so have you; don’t fall into the
error of supposing they will respect you
less for maintaining it, or respect you
more for turving your coat every day to
match the color of theirs. Wear your
own cclors, in spite of winds and weather
storms or sunshine. It cost the vascilla-
ting and irresolute ten times the trouble
to wind and shuffle and twist, that it does
honest, manly independence to stand its

ground.

SiLk.—Heliogabalus was the first Ro-
man who wore a garment all silk, which

| must have been about the year 220 A. D.

The Emperor Aurelianus, who died in
275, denied his empress a robe of silk
because it was too dear. In the year 555
some monks who had been in India
brought some eggs of the silkworm to

hood, some our youth, and all have some- | Constantinople, where, in time, they pro-

thing of ours which they will neither give
up for bribe or prayer—the opinions cast
away, the hopes that have had ruccessors,
and the follies outgrown to be reviewed
by memory, and cslled up for evidence
tome day,

duced raw silk, which was manufactured
at Athens, Thebes, Corinth, ete. Char-
lemagne sent Offa, king of Mercia, a
present of a belt and two silken vests, in
the year 780, which is the earliest account
we have of silk boing seen in Kogland,

|

above all, it af-|d
fords a view of the lofty bluffs which rise

| wounded ¥’

| &

| to a close by arriviog at the store where

1 ty. XYears ago in Westchester co

~ *Good heavens !’ eried the old man.

ropping the paper. in consternation, and

bolting for the door, ‘where is he ?’

b '}?uwn to Thompson’s store,’ responded
ob.
Io his excitement, the old man forgot

to remove his reading specs, and in going

down the steps misjudged the distance to
the pavement, stepped off too soon, and
came sprawling on all-fours,

He gathered himself up and started
for the store. The pavement appearcd to
be about the level of his knees, conse-
quently. in his violent efforts to keep it
under him, he cut a very ridicalous fig-
ure, and drew from the astonished byetan-
ders such a roar was never bastowed up-
on a single individual since the world be-
an.

At length his tedious run was brought
Bill was stretched out taking

The old man, supposing him badly hurt,
rushed frantically up to him excl

‘Ob, William! William!

it easy —

wheré are you

‘What’s the matter, dad? ~ Are you

aiming :

going crazy ?” asked Bill, raising on his

elbow, and casting a look of astonishment
at the old man, |

~ ‘Why Robert said that you had got
shot I’ |

‘So I did—got half a pound of the best
duck shot in the store.’

The old man left amid noise enough to
drown a thunderclap. As might be sup-
posed, Bob got the flogging and Bill
didn’t.

Ler us tell the Presidcut a homely sto-
unty
there lived 2 noted bull. He was a con-
servative animal. He believed in the tra-
ditions of the fathers, and had risen from
a0 humble station to be a bull of strength
and temper, fit for the proudest arena of
Spain. His life was fixed. He detested
Radicalism. . He swung around his cir-
cle from day to day, like a wise and res-
olute bull, calmly contemplating. the wa-
gon and the ox-cart, thé lumbering s'age
and the old family carriage. By-and-by
a railroad was laid, and one morning a lo-
comotive rushed screeching along. The
bull was alarmed. He bad pever heard
of such a thing. It wasunconstitutional.
It was contrary to the teachings of the fa-
thers. The Washington of bulle had nev-
er mentioned it, and the Jefferson of bulls
he felt certain would have condemned it
bad he lived. There never was a bull so
agitated, so vexed, s0 maddened, so

alarmed. He did not care about himself.

'He would willingly pour himself out as a

libation for the good of his race, but this
radical innovation he could not endure.
So be bellowed, aund kicked, and pranced,
but all was as unavailing as so many ve-
toes. One day be escaped from his pen.
He heard the whistle. Now was his op-
portunity. Now would he put his foot
down and stop the calamity. The train
came thundering along, snd placing him-
self in the middle of the track, he rushed
upon it——,

We believe locomotives still run in
Westckester county. — N. ¥ Tribune.

‘“AMELIA, for thee—yes, at thy com-
maod I'd tear this eternal firmament into
a thousand fragments—I’d gather the
stars one by one as they tumbled from the
regions of etherial space and put them in
my trowsers pockets; I'd pluck the sun
—that oriental god of day, that traverses
the blue arch of heaven in such msjestic
splesdor—I'd tear bim from the sky and.
queneh its bright effulgence in the foun-
tain of my eternal love for thee !”

Amelia—‘'Don’t, Heory, it would be

s0 very dark.”
e —— )~ ———————
A Pracricar CuiLp.—A elergyman at

family devotions was explaining the na-
ture of prayer. His little son, four years
of age, eagerly inquired, ““Can we ask
God for any thing we want ?” Certain-
ly,” was the answer. Chbancing soon af-
ter to pass the child’s slceping-room, the
father saw him on his koees. Drawing
near, be was taken aback by hearing the
youngster close his petition thus: *‘And
please, God, make my mother fry me some

doughnuts,”
-

“WiLL you Jend father your sewspa-
per. sir? he only wants to read it ”"—
‘““Yes, my boy, snd ask him to lend me
his dioper, I only want to eat it.”

A sweer young lady saye that males
are of no account from the time the ladies
stop kissing them as infants till they com-
mence kissing them as lovers.

—————el @ Qv et

A ¥ATUER s2id to his wife, when his

dissipated boy had come home : *Wife,

ill the predigal; the ealf’s returned ™

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929 scm3527-0143.jpg

[ |

Plowed but once, and then bat three o
four iuches in depth. Can a heavy erop
be expected from such a preparation 2—
The soil should be plowed to the depth of
at least twelve inches, and it sheuld be
plowed two or three times before the secd
18 sown. Some practice sub-soiling and
say that it pays them abundantly. By
this depth of plowing, not only is there
more plant fool furnished—not only can
the roots run down deeper into the eoif,
and thus be able to better withstasd the
upheaving of the earth by the winter
frosts—not only can they better endl'lra,".
the severe drouths of the succee_aing
spring (sueh 28 we have -just passed
through,) but what is m>re important thas
all, the great depth of soil furnishes 48
excellent drainage for the winter raing,
allowing the water to work down iute the
soil, and to gradually work off, thus pre-
venting winter killiug by the plants be-
ing heaved out by the constant thawing
and freezing, and the upheaval of the soil
w}lere it is moist exposing the roots of
the plants to the drying winds and eut-
ting frosts. Not a ‘winter pasees but im
some section or other, or in ali sectioms,
we hear that the wheat is *‘winter-killed.”
And so It is, when pat in so sﬁallow; bat
when put in properly, mo such complaing
will be heard.

In selectinrg ground fer wheat, choose
that which is rolling and naturally well
drained. In the Northern climate, where
soow falls and lays upon the growsd all
wioter, this is not so important. But
here, where we bave rain instead of smow
where it thaws one day and freczes the
next, or does both on the same day—it is
a matter of the first importamce. It is
also well to plow the ground in what are
termed back farrows to carry off the suc-
plus water.

We urge the valae of the drill in put.
ting in the seed. It certainly can be dome
more evenly, and the plants will be less
liable to be heaved out. The yicld will

also prove geater.

Seed is a matter of the first importanee.
None but the plampest and best should
ever be used. It should be funned apnd
refanned, and all the foul seed and light
kernels blown from ft. Then it shoaid
be washed in lime water, or other pickle,
removing everything from the kernel that
may affect the heaith of the plant,

The little extra labor used in ¢cleansing
and purifying the seed, will reward one «
bundred fold. Thﬁ cheat or Bllu; ub;
smut, &c., will be strangers to the com-
ing crop, the succeeding spring, and the
field will be a pleasant sight to behold.—
Valley Farmer.

Lime Around Apple Trees

We have known farmers to make it =
regular practice, for a succession of years,
to throw caustic lime around their apple
trees in the spring and summer., We
ouce noticed that a tree standing ia the
immediate vicinity of our dwelllog had,
all at once, put forth with renewed ener-
gy, and we were at 2 loss for seme tiine to
define the c¢ausé. On extmiaatiﬂn; we
found that a quantity of lime, which had
accidentally been spilled, and rendered
worthless by becomiog mized with the
refuse on the stable floor, had been thrown
at the loot and around the tfer, and to this
as the principal canté; Wt immediately
accredited the reviviséelile and renewed
fructification of the tiee.

Taking the hiot from the accident, we
purchased 12 casks of lime, and applied
half a bushel to each of the treea in our
orch;rd; and found that it po]med‘ N~
mediately bencficial effeets.  Not caly the
health of trees, but the quality of the fruit
also, was greatly improved. This apgli-
cation will be especially beneficial in seils
whero there is a redundaney of vegetable
matter. We would advise our farmers,
in some places, especially 1o mnew foresg
lands, to make the experimest, and sco
if it is not deserving the high recommen-
daiion it eccures.— L'echange,”




