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She Ins fffct (mini herking as yet,
"llie golden days glideby;

They bring no sorrows to I'oi-get,
Norany cause lo sigh.

Noheart for her devotion made
The posfionnto summers '..ing;

Uiharuiedshc walki, and iinnflruyed?
Slio bass not found her king.

Men bring their titles, and iheir goMt
She tnrn.i in scorn away.

The man must be of differentmold
She sweats she will obey.

Though poor in honor and in lands,
Rich in a rarer thing,

Ti led by God alone, he stnnds,
When she willown her king.

But when he comes, as come ho will,
Strong to support, and grand,

With supplication that shall fill
Her sottl, like her romninnd;

She'll place her hntid in his, and take
What'er this world may bring,

Proud and contented lor his sake,
Whom she hath crownedher kingl I

I

jlie sun had gone down in a red
river of threatening cloud; tie etorm
which had been impending for some
days had broken at last,' in a wild
whirlwind of snow and tempest; and
Mrs. Abraham Ackley had justput the
tea-kettle on for the evening meal,
with Abigail, her daughter, stirring a
sauccpanful of mush on the stove, and
Maria, her niece,hard at work, stitch-
ingthe upperpartsof cheap cloth shoes
for a manufacturer in the neighbor-
hood. For the Ackleys were a thrifty
family. Nothing was lost, nothing
wasted, not eventhat slippery commod-
ity?time.

The Ackleys werea feminine house-
hold that night, for Abraham himself,
the grizzled head of the family, had
gone to the city, to put in a claim for
apension, which, according to his ideas
ought to have been paid half a century
back, to someold llevolutionaryanoes-
tor or other,

"I ain't to be done," said Abraham,
winking his watery blue eyes, "not
evenby the United States government
itself!"

So it had happened that Abigail
had fiKlderetl tho cattle, red the fowls,
aud locked the barn door, coming in,
all powdered over with snow, her miil-
dle-agednose blue with cold.

"Never mind, girls," said Mrs. Ack-
ley, with a subdued chuckle, "when
we inherit your Cousin Jones' proper
ty we shan't none of us have to work
no more. AYe can b;i ladies, and set
up in sage-green dresses, playin' with
peacock-feather fans. Did you get the
best chamberready, Marier?"

"Marier" gave a grunt in the affirm-
ative, as she bit olf the end of her

"I didn't light the fire yet," said
she. "Thought it warn't no use burn-
in' up good hickory logs, until we
knowed we was goin' to want 'em."

Scarcely was the*sentence well out
of her mouth, when a tattoo sounded
loudly on the warpedpanels of the un-
painted front door.

"Land's sake alive!" said Abigail,
dropping the wooden spoon into the
mush-pot, while Maria straightened
herself up with a jerk, "it's Cousin
Jonesalready!"

"Quick!" said Mrs. Ackley, in a
shrill stage whisper. "Put the mush
In the closet, and fetch out the cold
chicken and raspberry presarves; and
the best cups, Abigail, and the-three-
tined forks, and the table cloth with
the border of daisies." !And she turned to the door, with a
flaring, home-dipped candle in her

"Is this Mrs. Abe Ackley's?" de-
manded a shrill voice. "I was told
she lived half-way up Pine Crags."

"Ain't this Mrs. Jones?" said Mrs-
Ackley, in her softest accents.

"That's the ticket!" said the
Stranger. "Do open the door and let
me in. I ain't no burglar, nor yet a

"I'm delightedto see you," said Mrs.
Ackley. "Do pray walk in, and let the
girls take your things. Marier, Abi-
gail, this is Mrs. Jones, as you've
heardso much of. Your room will be
warm d'reckly. We've set great
store by your comin', I do assure you."

"You'revery kind," said Mrs. Jones,
shaking the snow off her shabby
shawl and ranched silk bonnet. "I

***ain'tno beggar; I calc'late to pay my |
ownway."

' The three womensmiledobsequious-
ly. They had been given to under-
stand that Cousin Jones from New
York city was very eccentric?that
phe particularly disliked any allusion
to her relationship, and that there was
no accounting for her various peculiar-
ities.

"Of course," said Mrs. Ackley,
"that must be as you please."

"I don't choose to be beholden to
'any one," stiffly added the new-found

here to welcome,vei i "
"I can stand it, if he can," said the

old lady, warming her gaunt hands
before the cheerful blaze. "Eh, doyou
live as high as this every day?" as she

Ehe liberalpreparationsfor supper,
o are economical people," said
Ackley, apologetically; "we raise
iwn poultry, and Abigail picked

the raspberries last summer on the
mountain, and changed off eggsfor the
sugar, at Martin's grocery store at the
cross-roads; and the tea was a present
from old Captain Greer, who is in the
China trade, to pay Ackley forbreakim
the roan colt. S<j you sea?" "Yes, I
see," said Mrs. Jones,nodding herheal
jerkily, like a mandarin somewhat out
of order.

Bnaging people,you be! You won't
ir come to be boardedoutlike town
, Ireckon!"
hope not," said Mrs. Ackley, de.

"The idea!" said Miss Abigail.
"Well, things is ordered differently

in this world," observed Mrs. Jones.
''It's up-hill with some and down-hill j
with others. But I guess I can get
alongwith you!"

"My son will be up to pay his re- 'spects to-morrow," said Mrs. Ackley.
"He lives a littlebeyondhere."

"Ah!"gaiblMrs. Jones.
"Hehasn't beenreal successfulin the

world," added Mrs. Ackley. "He
marrieda schoolmii'am, and they've a I
little family, and Ackle.y's had to set
downhis foot, as ho won't holp him
any mora"

"Every one for himself, eh?" said
tlie old woman, with a chuckle.

Mrs. Ackley nodded. She had
ventured upon this confidential family
communication as a sort of hint to
Cousin Jones, not to lend money to the
impecunious Abraham, junior. If
there was money floating around in
the golden atinosphero that surround-
ed Mrs. Jones, why should it be given
over into such velvet-like hands us
those of Mrs. Abraham, junior.lerliaps,"suggested Maria, sweetly-. Jones would like some hot

;red toast?"
fell, since you're so pressing, I am
\u25a0r partial to it," said Mrs. Jones,
nd," added Abigail, jealous lest
hould be outdone in these sweet
i of hospitality, "there's a very
meat pie in tho pantry which I
myself, if?"

leat pic," crietl tho old lady.
"Meat pie is a relish for anything i
going. I don't know when I've put» teeth into a good meat pie before,

lg it on, young woman?bring it

The three Ackleys looked on with

\u25a0ling eyes, whilo Mrs. Jones ate
drank like a half-famished lion- i

ness, and afterward they conducted
her to the bed-room, where the fire
blazed brightly on the painted, red-
brick hearth, and the patchwork s'lk

X-Maria'sown woik?was laid os-
iously across the foot of the bed. |
I then they all camedown stairs.
In solid phalanx around the fire,
oked at one another with mean- j

ing in their speculativeeyes.
"Queer, ain't she?" said Maria. .
"Dressed exactly as if she came out?

of an old rag-bag," commented Abigail.
"Hold your tongue, girls!" saiel Mrs.

Ackley. "Geniuses are always eccen-
tric! And Cousin Jones is worth a
cool forty thousand dollars!"

Early the next morning, longbefore
daylight had irradiated the sullen
darkness of the wintry horizon, and
Mrs. Ackley was doing her best, In
curl papers and adirty flannel wrapper,
to make the kitchen fire burn, an old

Bed stopped at tho door, and in
Abraham, junior, brown-faced,
nitvnil and smiling,
ell, mother," said he, "how's the

"They'reall well enough," said Mrs,|>y, who always entertained a
; fear lest Abe should want to
w money of her.
ither got home yet?" said Abe.
o!"

Mrs. Ackley wasblowing desperate-
ly at a crumpled bit of paperwhich ab-
solutelydeclined to ignitethe kindlings

"That's you, mother, to a 'T'!" said
Abraham, good-humoredly. "You're

I'linoiiiical even to burn enough
i papers! Goodness knows, they
cost nothin'l"
umph!" said Mrs. Ackley. "I
some people as ain't economical

nd that reminds me!" said Abe,
ig easily away from the subject,

"I'm goingdown arter my boarder!"

K'hat boarder?" said Mrs. Ackleyf

idn't you know?" said Abe.
md Jane Eliza, we've bid for ones townpoor. It ain't much pay,
sure. Tbe selectmen are real
this year, on account of theTown
IHYW WHH«oH ft light »' .M-mt-jr, |

I 15ut it's better than nothin'. And the
oltl woman will be company for Jano
Eliza and the children. It's old Hul-
dali Jones, you know? C'appcn Jones'
widtler, down in Frog Lane."

"Oh!" said Mrs. Ackley.
"I expected her up last night," said

Abe, drawing on his blue yarn
mittens; "but I guess she found the
weather one too many for her rheuma-
tiz; so now I'm goin' arter her, with
an arm-chair tied into the box-sledI
And, by-the-way," fumbling in his
coat pocket, "here's a letterI got last
night. Guess it was meant for father,
but I opened it by mistake."

"Who's it from?" screeched Abigail,
who had just come down stairs, half
frozen, from her lireless room, tying
her apron strings as she came, while
Maria was risible, twisting up her
back hair in the distance.

"Your rich cousin, in New York,"
said Abe. "She ain't comin'l She's
made up her mind torent a furnished

\u25a0 flat in New York, where she can be
near her doctor and her favoriteclergy-

"Nonsenso!" said Maria. "That's
only a practical joke, as some one is
tryin* to comeon us. Cousin Jones is
here a'ready."

"Asleep in the best chamber, where
T'ra goin' to light a fire at seven, o'clock," added Abigail.

"What!" roared Abraham.
"Girls!" shrilly exclaimed Mrs. Ack-

ley, "it's a dreadful mistake as we've
all of us made! This old woman ain't
our Qousin Jones atall. It's the town

Ipoor as Abe has took to board!?old
!C'appen Jones' widow, from Frog

And she struck an attitude in front
jof the stove like Medeabefore the sac-

"And we gave her cold fowl and
raspberry-jam," cried Maria, "and the
whole of tho meat pie."

"And my choicest linen sheets, and
a lire in the best chamber!" groaned
Mrs. Ackley. "My goodness me! how
could we be such fools?"

"Go and wake her up at once," said
Maria to Abigail. "Tell her Abe Ack-
ley is here, to take her whereshe right-
jly belongs; anel ask her htiw she cituxd
to Impose upon decent people like us?"
( "It ain't her fault!" sighed Mrs. Ack-
ley, "It's ours. Goodness, what
idiots we'vebeen!"

"Well, you haven't asked me to

teakfast," said Abraham, junior
iggishly; "but 1 guess I'll stop for a
;e and a sup, and take the old lady

up to our homo arterward. 'Taint a

stomach such weather as this!"
And tho bewildered Mrs. Jones was

whisked away on the box-sled before
she knew the rights and wrongs of the
case, leavingthe Ackley family discon-
solute.

"I neverwas so mistook in my life
before," said Mrs. Ackley.

But Abe, junior, regarded the matter
as a stupendous joke.

"Old Mrs. Jones got a first-class
meal and night's lodgin' free gratis
out of mother," said he; "and I don't
remember when anybody else has done
as much.'

At Sea iv a Basket.
It was upon September20, 1854, theI Arctic, belonging to the now extinct

Collins line, sailed from Liverpool to
New York with more than 200 pas-
sengers on board. The voyage was
safely accomplished until the Arctic
got within sixty-five miles of Cape
Race, when she was run into by the
Vesta, a small iron steamer owned and
manned by Frenchmen, and of about
100tons burden. Within four hours
of the collision the big vessel disap-
peared beneath the waves, and the lit-
tle vessel was speeding on her way to-
ward the French coast, where, uncon-
scious of the mischief she had done,
she arrived in safety about a fortnightIjr. About forty of the Arctic's 1w and passengers were saved in a

it, and a few more were picked up
in rafts and bitsof the vessel, among
latter being Captain Luce and a. Smith, then a resident of the state I
Mississippi, but subsequently a
jJthy Glasgowmerchant Mr.Smith
s saved upon a raft of planks,
led together by himself, on the top
which he tied thebasket lined with
into which unwashed plates were
uring the saloon dinner. Upon

cv ge of this basket, with his feet |
he bottom, Mr. Smith sat for two j
hts and nearly three days, bailing it
t filled from time to time. It will
leard with little surprise that for
ly yoars Mr. Smith preserved this j
ch-valued historical basket as a
>hy in his drawing-roomat Glasgow,
showed it to his friends as the

icle in which he had floated upon
waves for fifty or sixty hours. The I
ket was concealed in the center of
jttomanmade purposely to hold it,
was only revealed when Mr. Smith
i surrounded, by ($ few congenial

1

pearls of mm (jut.

Advice is seldom welcome. Thosi :
who need it most take it least

As every threadof gold is valuable ,
so is every minute of time. "?»

Prosperity is no just scale; adverslt)
Is the only balance to weigh friends. )

The more we do, the morewe can do
the more busy we are, the moreleisim
we have.

Knavery is supple, and can bend
but honesty is llrni and upright and
yieldsnot.

No principle i* more noble, as therf
is none*more holy, than that of a true
obedience.

He who is the most slow inr»aking
a promise is tho most faithful In the
performanceof it.

Never let your zeal outrun youi
charity. The former is but human,
the latter is divine.

Duty cannot be neglected without
harm to those who practice as well as
to those who suffer the neglect.

Precept is instruction thatis written
In sand, and washed away by the tide;,
example is instruction engraved on the

Whoever has a contented mind has
all riches. To him whose foot is en-
closed in a shoe, is it not as though the
earth werecarpeted with leather?

Try to repress thougnf, ami It is like
trying to fasten down steam?an ex-
plosion is sure to follow. Let thought
be free to work in its own appropriate
way, and it turns tho machine, drives
the wheels, does the work.

= .«!- JU

Cavair.
There are many people who pretend

to like caviar, and it is possible that a
few may have forced themselves to
relish,the intenselysalt or rancid prep-
aration of sturgeoneggs called by this
name. We believe tho "delicacy" first
came from Russia, and we can imagine
that a native of Siberia, half Indian
and half Esquimaux, might find caviar
a delightful change from whale's
blubber and decayed soal. We have
tasted caviar, and think that old rusty
mackerel brine Is nectar besyle It.

The Germanspretend to love caviar
and Americans who have been abroad
eat it before their friends to show their
acquired taste contracted in foreign
lands. We read" in the Deutsche Fisc-
herei Zeitung that some Germans have
been making caviar from the eggs of
the pike, and wo wish them success in
theirsearch after a new source of sup-
ply of delicatessen. Shakespeare
speaks of something which the general
public cannot relish as being "caviar
to the general." The bard is correct,,
as usual. Caviar is caviar, whether
made of triple-salted rancid sturgeon
eggs or of the ova of the pike flavored
with seal blubber and stale mackerel

To our friends who have not yet
met this luxury wo will say that at
dinner, after the pudding, ice cream, |
cheese, nuts, figs ami raisins have pass-
ed, you take a piece of toast about
three inches squaro and cover it with
a quarterinch layer of something that
looks like broken rice stewed in coal
tar. On this you put a thick layer of
finely-chopped raw onion and squeeze
lemonover it. You raise it to your
lips; you bite into it and roll your eyes
heavenward and declare that you never
t.isted anythinghalfso deliciousbefore.I
At the first opportunityyou slip down
stairs and take a quietdrink out ofthe
kerosene can to get up a proper after-Itaste in your mouth.

Yes, the Germans have discovered a \
new source of caviar in the pike, aad j
don't we wish wo had some of it.
The memory of the caviar we have i
eaten comes over us like the recollec-
tioni of an Arctic explorer when he
thinks of the train oil he has swallow- |
cd.? [Forest and Stream.

Expecting a Letter.
"I don't see how it is," exclaimedan

east side man, as he entered the post-
office the other morning; "lean never j
get my letterson time!"

"Are you expecting something by
mail?" asked the postmaster, politely. ,

"Expecting something! I should
think I was. I've been expecting it
tut thepast threedays!" continuedthe |
man, impatiently.

"This is probablywhat you expect-
ed," said the man of letters,with a self- 'satisfied smile, as he took a bill from
the man's box and handed it to him.

"Yes," growled the man, taking the [
envelope which he supposed contained '»he expectedletter, without lookingat I
t; "thto -was due three days ago!"

"Three days ago!" exclaimed the j
postmaster, a little surprised. "Why,
your tailor said when he put it in that I
it was due three months ago!" It did
Mt take that man long to discover the
true inwardness of the postmaster'sre-
marks, but when he did he was mad |
enough to lick the postmaster and i

M. Fourmant has concluded a scries
of exact experiments upon trichinae in
ii eat. He finds that to pack the dis-
eased flesh in salt for fifteen months
does nut kill the pa.asites; mice fed
upon the meat died of trichinosis.

Remains of a mastodon and a num-
ber of curious bones belongingto vari-
ous other animals have been found
near a salt mine at New Iberia, La-
Among them were some fossil teeth of
horses, and they have been presented
to the Yalecollege museum.

The post-mortem examination of a
mulatto who died recently in Cincin-
nati revealed a brain weighing sixty.
one ounces. There are on record but
two brains heavier than this?that of
Cuvier, weighing 64.33 ounces, and
Abercrombie's, which weighed sixty-
three ounces.

Dr. Iteklam considers that headaches
and other consequences of sleeping in'
rooms containing flowers do not arise
from any special properties of the
(lowers themselves, but are due to a
straining of the nerves of smell in the
presence of perfumes for an unwonted
lengthof time. The effect is auala.
gous to that produced upon the eyes
by an unusual exposure to light, or on
tho ears by long-continuedsounds.

An enormousquantityof waterpass-
es through the roots of plants. An
English experimenter has ascertained
that for every pound of mineralmatter
assimilateel by a plant, an average of
2,000 pounds of water is absorbed.
At the French agricultural observate>
ry of Montsouris it was found that in
rich soil, 727 pounds of water passed
through the roots of wheat plants for
everypound of grain produced; while
in a very poor soil, 2693 pounds passed
through the wheat roots for each
pound of grain."

Scetch Plowmen's Vests.
It has long been the custom of agri-

cultural laborers in Scotland to distin-
guish themselves by the grandeur of
their Sabbath kirk suits. "Sunday
claes." Tha vent or waistcoat was es-
pecially the center of their pride or
vanity. It had a combination of all
the prismatic colors of the rainbow,

j the more brilliant prevailing, forming
a complete aurora boretilis. About
forty years ago, in a border parish on
tho smith of Scotland, the principal

I heritor and patron, according to the
lawand custom, was allotted the chief
seat in the gallery opposite the minis-
ter's pulpit. He, however, was non-
resident nnd an Episcopalian. He
thereforededicated his seat to the un-
married plowmen of the parish, who
for many years availed themselves of
the privilege. Generally their number
fully packed the seat. So soon as a
member left the parish, he, of course,
ceased his seat-possession,and so soon
as he entered the holy bonds of matri-
mony he had to provide accommoda-
tion for himself and his wifeelsewhere,
as the pew was held to be of the kind
of the "limited (mail) male." Sabbath
after Sabbath the juvenile rustics vi<?d
with each other who could show the
newestpattern in the design and color
for his chest covering. Often have
clergymen who have never before
ascended the pulpit stair of this parish
been startled as the opposite gallery
brilliantly flashed on his wondering
eyes. The rustic band got the titleof
the "robin redbreasts" or "canaries,"
and tlieirseat was commonlyknown as
their "nest" or "aviary." A change,
however, did occur. The heritagefell
to a brother of the lateproprietor, who
"knew not Joseph," and was rather
displeased at this weekly display of
foppery. The new laird granted the
pew to a new tenant, who had become
possessor of the home farm, and had a
numerousfamily. It was easy togrant
and possess, but not so easy to annul a
previous grant and dispossess former
occupants. The bovans refused to
remove, pleading a grant with long
possession, even for the prescriptive
period?in fact, that they had acquired
both figuratively and literally a "vest-
ed interest." The sheriff had to be ap-
proached by way of interdict. It was,
however, more by suasion than by
force that at length matters were
peacefully arranged. For many years
the display of colors which once flaunt-
ed from the gallery ceased from the
memories of the parishionersof Sunny-
side. Tho epidemic which prevailed in
the south spread to other portions of

Deal very gently with those whi are
on the downhill of life. Your own
time is coming to be where they now
are. You tooare "stepping westward."
Soothe therestlessness ofage by amuse-
ment, by consideration, by non-inter-
ference, and by allowing plentyof oc-
cupation to fall into the hands that
long for it. But let it be of their own
choosing, and cease to order theirways

THE lIMIC AFTER DEATH.
MMInitanrei In Which It lias (Irons

to <Irrnl I.rnutli.
Most people understand that hair

does sometimes grow after death, but
there are perhapsfew who know that
there is a very considerable growth in
at least one-third of the cases where
bodies are interred in the usual
manner. A story was told by Oscar
Wilde at a dinner party in New York
which illustrates this fact. AVhen
Gabriel Dante Rossetti was veryyoung
?scarcely more than a boy?said Mr_

I AVilele, he was deeply In love with a
young girl, and, having a poet's gift,
he sang apoet's love in numerousson-
nets and verses to her. She died
young, and by her wish the manu-
scripts of these poems were placed in a
casket and laid under her head, so that
evenin the last sleep they should be,
as they always had been, kept beneath
her pillow. Years passed by and Kos-
setti's fame grew until every line of
his composition became precious, and
some of those who prized his writings
most asked him for copies of the songs
that had been buried. Ho had kept
no copies, or they had been lost At
all events he could furnish none, and
when they asked him to rewrite the
verseshe declaredthat he was utterly
unable to do so.

At last his friends importuned him
for permission to have the original
manuscripts exhumed. He consented
after some hesitation, and all the nec-
essary preliminaries having been com-
plied with the grave which had been
sealed for many years was opened.

Then a strange thing was found.
The casket containing the poems had
proved tobe ofperishable materialand
its cover had crumbled away. The
long tresses of thegirl had grownafter
death and had twined and intertwined
among the leaves of the poet's paper,
coiling around the written words of
love in a loving embrace long after
death had sealed the lips and dimmed
the eye that had made response to that

There is nothing improbable in the
story so far as it relates to the physical

1 pYtenomenoTv. "Chut hair grows ttfteT
death is too well established a fact to
be challenged, anil is readily enough to
be understood by any one who will
give even a little study to its forma-
tion, it being an appendage to the
human form, and not, strictly speak-
ing, a part of it. It might indeed be
almost called a friendly parasite.

A well known New York under-
taker said: "A gentleman who had
lost his little boy five or six years
before cametothe establishmentwhere
I was working and said he wanted
the remains taken up and carried tc
Boston.* He had moved to that city.
where ho had lost another child, and
his wifewas anxious that they should
both be buried in the plot he had
bought in the Laurel Hill cemetery.
This gentleman was anxious to see foi
himselfthat everything wasdone right
and went over with me to Greenwood
We had buried the child and thero was
not any troubleabout finding the right
grave and the nght coffin, but he wa*
nervous about it. He insisted or
having the coffin opened after it was
taken up and seeing for himself tha'
therewas no mistake. I had it done
and assoon as he saw the body he said
'I knew it; that isn't my boy. Ilia
hair was cut short while he was sick,
and look at that!' In this case there
was a rather unusual growth. 1
should say the hair was a foot long.
In cases where the Ii idy .has been
buried a good many years?say a hun-
dred years?the hair is sometimes
found a yard long on a man's head
and much longer, of course, on a
woman's."

Another undertaker said that hewas
employed at one time to remove 8
greatnumber of bodies that had been
buried in a cemetery which had beet
sold. They had lain undisturbed foi
an averageof about twenty-five years
and in nearly one-half the cases thi
hair on the heads of the men wasfront
a foot to a foot and a half long. Ii
cases of women it was evident enougl
from the arrangement of their hai:
that it had grown a great deal afte
death. There was no way, so far as ht
knew, of determiningwhat causes tip

difference between cases, some hai)
growing and other apparently no I
growing or only growing a little, bu
he saitl he believed that in cases o
fever therewas apt tobe such a growth

It might be supposed that if a post j
mortem growthof hair is as commoi
as has been indicated mention of th.
fact would have been made in the ac
counts that have been preserved of th
remains of notedpersons after burial
but the only such instance that is re
calledis that of Napoleon I. Of bin
it is said that when his body was re
moved from St. Helena to France i |
was found that the hair had grown t I
a greatlength.?New YorkHerald,

I have heart! it in the forest
Where the branches grayand bare,

From the senof pines upstarting,
Stantl like phantoms in the air;
Ghosts of beauty once so (air.

I have beard tho distant echoes,
Faint and lar, but woudrous sweet,

Telling that the suminor Cometh
Crowned with ecstasy complete;
And earth thrillsbenealh my feet.

1have seen thetidings written
On the far blue of the skies;

I baveheard tho brooklet singing
Soltly 'neatb its roof ol ice,
Oi tho coming mysteries.

'?Summer's ooinlng, coining, coming,"
SJioed the news from tree to tre«.

Clouds of heavon boar it onwunl,
Itiver, tell it to the sea.

Always out of countenance?The

The blandest counsel may be a cross,
examiner.

High words-"Tip top," "peak,"
??summit," etc.

Now the thrifty fisherman figures
up his net gains. .

A man's tongueoften betrays him,
but he always can count on his lingers:

A man has invented a chair that
can be adjusted to 800 different posi-
tions. It is designed for a boy to sit
in when he goes to church.

I great question of the day at
t is how towear a high" all-round
and still be able to sneeze hard
it cutting your throat.
of the sweetest pictures of do-
economyis a poet blacking a

stocking so that it won't show
;h the fissure of his boot,
's grown to be a polished gen-
i, anyhow," said an old lady

gazing fondly as she spoke at the shin-
ing bald head of her son, just returned
after a long absence.

Spa," said a lad the other night,
attentively studying for some

es an engraving of a human
on, "how did this man manage

in his elinner V"
tie chap in Gallatin, Term., son
iminent turfman, was asked by
1001-teacher to define "good
g." "A mare with two Lex.
srosses," was the instant reply,
inie, how many bones are there
uman body?" "Whose human
Mine?" "Yes, yours, for in-

"Can't tell. You see I've
been eatin' shad for breakfast, and
that upsets the anatomical estimate at

\u25a0?ciety has been formed in New
to be known as the "Order of
in Tie." It is supposedto be an

organization to use its influence toper-
suade men to wear a tie that the

! women folks cannot work up into a
jpatchwork quilt.

Just Like 'Em.
Two ladies who were bound some-

! wherein companyyesterday entered a
iAVoodward avenue car together, and
no soonerwere they seated than both

| made a dive for their purses.
"Oh, let me pay!" pleaded one.
"Oh, I couldn't think of it!"
"Oh, do, now; I have just theI plioriff**. "
"Oh, but I have tickets."
"Yes,but you paid the last time."
"But you can pay some other time.

Here i"

She was hurriedly searchingthrough
;her porte-monnaie, but didn't seem to
ifind anything. ?
I "I told you 1 had?l"

And the secondone began a search
jin a wild manner, emptying oufr pins,
| needles and buttons, but no money.

"Why! Ido declare!" gasped the

"Strangest thing I ever saw!" added| the second.
"I'll pay for both," observed a man

lon the seat opposite, antl he marched| up, fumbled through his pockets and
I held out a battered quarter to tho dri-

ver. The latterwould not take it, and
[ the man marched out and slid off the
[ platform in the most solemn manner,
I and at the next crossing the ladiessaid
they had taken the wrongcar, rang the
bell anil gotoff.?M. Quad.

An Unsophisticated Way.
Any Esquimauxasked toundertakea

journeyor perform a labor he does
not like does not declare that he is not
at home, but he has aprecisely similar
formality adapted to his own circum-
stances. He does not like to tell the

i strangerproposing to him that he does
not wish to go, or that the pay is not
sufficient, or, in short, that he will not
go; but he says, "I have no boots."
This is not to bo accepted asa hint that
a pair of boots would be an acceptable
present; it is merely a polite refusal,
and in strict politeness must be ac-
cepted as unhesitatinglyas our own


