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COVINGTON. . . LOUIBIANA,

“Burglarst” 1 whispered, y
but alas! it was only &

Whea I finished this
folded’ it | é.,
playing tag with some loose i-aves. | |that he -i;m!\m it

have burglars. 1 determined o experi- | Fred counld not fail to flud It
ment. Private theatricals were my

UNDER THE SNOW.
4nd there my precious darling aleeps
Under the snow, under the snow,

Hnm“mmm‘mm
‘l'-nﬂwlhem.

form “twas cast in beauty's mold,
Ahf:"h;':'\nﬂhuure‘wum
Life of my life, soul of soul
Under the snow. ER—-

Her face o sweet, 8o charming fair,
‘I.'-m&em-.-mmmw.'
Encircled with ber raven hatr
ngndrrthn“,
face lis up with joy's hright gleam
With hope and love that ever beamed,
A 1508 1o me half angel seemed,
Under the snow.

Two loving eyes of ebon hue,
Under the snow, under the snow,
mtuuwmmmmm

Under the snow.
Their sparkle yet I soem to see,
As oft in love they beamed on ma,
mnlmﬂmmﬁu_.
Under the snow.

Two lips so pale yet passing pweet,
‘li"nhdnm snow, under the snow;
Fith cheer and joy they sl did gree,
t'ndermm:, -

Lips that ne’er spake but “twas to bleas
{n);mrnﬂ give in soft caress.
lipe:, 10 mine bow often pressed—
Under the snow.
Two loving arms of matchlens grace,
Under the anow, under the snow,
That held me in thelr lnst embrace,
TUnder the snow.
Two precious feet, them but to king
“Twould give me more than earthly blina,
Their well-known step, ob, bow [ miss—
Under the snow.

O Father, when shall I, too, sieep,
ul’-nnlﬂ- lhet:::t, under the snow?
¥ tear-stal ©Je8 no more 10 Wesp,
Under lhesmvm
There side by side in peace 1o lie
Till angels heckon from the sky,
And then together upward fiy—
From under the snow, from under the saow.
—Rev. J. Emory Fisher, in Interior.
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HAT I must have
a confidant is
clear. Just
think of me, a
woman, keeping
a secret & whole
year!—and such
& joke, such a
series of jokes!
1 laugh every
time I think of
them.

There is not
one human being [ dare trust; they
wounld either be 50 amused or so shocked
they would disclose everything, and
then—that is a catastrophe 1 do mot
care to anticipate.

I will tell the world—not ome, but
8ll —then who need whisper what all
know? I thuos relieve my mind, let all
‘who care to read share my laughter,
and keep my secret, too; for even my
ausband may read and smile and never
dream, dear innocent soul! that he is
the hero of my truthful tale. I will so
alter and reconstruct his outward ap-
pearance and picture so truthfully his
personality that he will not only fail
to recognize the portrait, but swear it
was not meant for him.

Fred is a good-looking, stylish fel-
low, on the right side of thirty.

“That might be me,” exclaim all the
young husbands reading this, emphati-
cally, if not grammatically.

But he is the most obstinate, con-
ceited, selfish man ycu can imagine.

*Oh! that must be scme other fel-
low,” they all exclaim.

On the other hand, | am very charm-
ing, pretty, stylish and amisble. Iam
not yet twenty-five, and know more
than poor dear Fred ever began to. As
Iam the only person who would ree-
ognize this portrait—except, possibly,
my mother—I consider my character
sufficiently disguised to tell my story
safaly.

Fred and I had been married four
years, and wedded life had begun to
lose some of its charms I had no fam-
ily or housekeeping cares to occupy
me. We lived in a small town noted
for its social life, but Fred. from be-
ing a society youth, a leader of the

A QUARREL AFTER DISNER.
“German,” had forsworn such vanities.

Things were “slow.” When Fred
came home at night from smoking and
gossiping down town—he called it busi-
ness—we wonld have to get up a quar-
rel after dinner, just to amuse ounr-
selves.

decided to join the “National Guard.”

Now there was a very silly thing | W8S lll_plnﬂen. Fi

which I would not bave had

know for anything. Despite his self- | for that. ]

ishness and his looking wupon me

as an “oft-told tale,” I was still very | the physicians’ sugar pills
fond of him. Even the quarrels, as | water, should be a justifiaple hoax.

long as he was mnear me, were better
than absence and indifference.

and remoustrances. [ koew, from my

©own experience, that what Fred need- | di

ed were novelty and excitement.

“J do wish something would happen! | into those azure eyes, listehing to the
Iftlhe :ouewun.lduwh fire, or 1 ;sweet voice I Jove so well

could have & fever—nota bad ome,™ 1

exclaimed, aloud, one night as I sat {him in preference to ode who wor

alone in the house. Our solitary maid | shiped you? A word and @ smile from

was out with her “soldier boy,” and | youn grea

Fred had “dropped in” at a neighbor's | Surely. in time, his coldncas l:;lmy
one

for a gume of cards.

There was 8 rustling sound at gwe of | who in all these years bay? mevey wove

formerly.

“Well, man,” [ sol§oquized,
*'I will get up some private tricals
myself, and as there sre nolo
perhaps yon won't object. If; you are | tion to-night? I have a headnche,”
food yon can have & comphmentary | Fred

with a knifehandle broke al pane of | months.
#lasa, making a place large epough for

unfastened. i we better try and go?
““Thias is where ‘my burgiaj’ got in,” | girls will be so di
I explained. : pend on you so much as a

and rather disturbed their co'tenta
“Nouse, Mr. Burglar,” 1 laughed,
“silver is all u » :

; “Shall 1 read to you. dear?”
1 was becoming quite int rested in

on his left cheek. I would Mnow him
anywhere 1f I met him—as there was

no danger of my doing.
In going through the I disar
the rugs, sa a would be

likely to do in making hesty exit
Upstairs I upset the contents of three
bureau-brawers in a heap on'the floor,
feloniously purloining some empty
purses. 1

The scenery now being ready, it was
high time for the actors to *“jaake up.”
Rouge? Out of the question. Lily-
white? With discretion: it wpuld n.'lz-
do to have the water they might dash
in my face run off like city milk. Halr,
loose and disheveled as brysh ecould
make it Hroises? Well, § did try
them with ink; but not being much of
an artist decided to o:mit the A few
rents in an old gown added sidera-
bly to my picturesque appe ce.

Ten o'clock and eight migutes. All
ready? Ring up the curtai% while I
bring in the andience.

I hurriedly ran downsta iurned
out the hall light, and threw the front
door. wide open. No one sight. I
threw an empty purse u the stoop
and hurried to the telephosje. 1 rang
violently, then, dropping the earpiece,
where I allowed it to :omaim, 1
“Burglars! Burglars!! rRlars!l!
Help! My husband! Snifins! Call
him! Help! 0O—o—h!" i
Still secreaming and calling as I left
the “‘phone,” I bustled sblut witha
couple of chairs, making a §istracting
noise. Then, hearing approaching
footsteps, I threw myself upon the
floor and lay apparently awgoning.

In rushed Fred, the Snlmlp. and sev-
eral others. i
“How was it? Did they get any-
thing? Are you hurt? Kow many
wete there? How did thuy get in?
Where did he get out?" were only a
few of the questions, all askd at once.

As | could not answer all, | merely
screamed. i
0Of course, Fred was frightened about
me, 80 to keep his intarest I had »
regulation attack of hyste: I really
could not help them, I wgs so suffo-
cated with laughter. It wajp such fun
to sec them 8o excited! - I had fully in-
tended to tell them in a feiv minutes,
but Fred enjoyed himself so hugely, he
was in such a delightful of im-

FRED RUSHED IY.

grieved so that many times I coud
with difficuliy refrain from telling my
secret; but the thought of those odious
girls would seal my lips.

Fred never referred tg the letter, but
was 50 devoted to me when we went in
soclety that no opjortunity offered for
my former lovers to show me their
constancy — had anyone been wso in-
clined

But the greatest and beat joke is
young Fred His father is so delighted
with him, and he proves such an unfail-
ing source of novelty and excitement,
though he is now two years old, that I
have no further use for my private the-
atricals.

1 often langh over the past, and right
merrily; for & more loving, @Gevoted
husband than mine never gladdened
the heart of woman.—Catherine Morti-
mer, in Demorest's Magazine.

AN ECCENTRIC ARTIST.

Turner Carried His Vorsliafition o ths
Grave.

Turner's landscapes were radiant
with poetry and power, but the artist
himself was a riddle.
A brother artist, Mr. Richard Red-
grave, who knew him well, wrote in
his “diary” that Turner's advits §6 ar-
tists was worth much, if understood,

I would not be disappointed--I would | often read; them I dropped it where

It worked charmingly. Fred came
joy. and Fred had just vetoed my tak- |down to dinner with a countenance
ing part in some. He did no? approve | usually reserved for a fall in stocks
of them since our marriage, though he He could not even velieve’ his, fealings
had been very enthusiastic abbut them | by finding fault with the meal, as men
i generally do.  I'might draw compari-

_ “Darling!™"—1 had been nothing bete
I went down to the kitghem, snd [ter than “Nra 8" or “MNellis” for

.ll m .w .
A man's arm to go through® Then I | said, Mm!m{:wa
turned the catch and left th! window | had some compunctions, “but o't

Next I opened the nldehur; drawers | “The girls be hanged!™ he exclaimisd,
under his breath, but } ’“"l it with i

He gladly accepted my offer, and

; :I /< PITH|(AND_POINT. |+,
m l—ﬂeiﬂkrllhw_"hmrﬁh
more
A MW& ”&Tﬂ'—'ﬂm
-If koe mueh Fyoara
mum ku::.tw. Ihn!rt:‘trﬁu g
more statesman in the eountry.—Texas
Biftings. i _
W AU Jeclish Ané wiliai of' &

' jdwel until we to pawn it d
“Darling, would youmind very much wlhiuku!lt w?dn*"m:;LlnEK'
scenes, | if we did not attend Anlar_nn'l‘n:nﬁ apolis Joursial. 'y p

—Teacher—'""Name some of the mos

Tommy—*"You and me.”

# Washipgton Star.

time."—Boston Poat.

sgainet thia man, officer?™

poch.
—Nature's Methods —

mouiths looking for him.
Biftings. ¥ v

he always sticks to (he last!"—Ridor
and Driver.

game bag or a gun, the women wouald
have no further trouble in getting their
husbands to carry babics on the strests.
—Atchison Globe.

—-A Fair Proposition.—*‘Say, mister,
that dog bit me." *Oh, that's noth-
ing.” “But what if 1 shonld die of
hydrophobia?® *Well, in that case I
am willing to do the fair thing—I'll

—The whistling plowman hssalways
been a favorite subject for pastoral
poeta, bat they have always been eare-
ful to describe him at some other time
than jost-the moment after his plow
has brought wp sunddenly agsinst a
rock. —Somerville Journal.

e e e

my :
:;-‘.‘Jr- nﬂiﬂ jbeen—-itm ip

important things existing to-day that
were unknown one hundred yearsago.”

—*Kenpe has come Into a flne thing

the dellh_,ol old . Bilyuna.” "lu-

! Isheoneof the héire?* *'No, | gord
he is the executor.”—N. Y. Presa.

kmu‘ —*0h,"” she exclaimed, *"how can yon

partaer.” drink beer? It's such bad form." *I

lmow it is,” replied the reckless young

“It's bad form, buk good taste.”

—Judga+'3f Tt you off this time
: will you promise not to come back
“my burgiar” by this time. } pletured | cheered up somewhat when he found I | here again?” Prisoner—*Yes air. The
him as tall and cross-eyed, with a scar | did not seriously object 1o remaining | factis I didn't come voluntarily thia

—A Defense.—"What's the charge
*“No visible
means of support,” returped No. 3070.
*] can’t afford to take me wife wid me
everywhere,” growled the prisoner.—

—A Newvada hunter spent threw

months looking for & grizzly bBear and fatigune

the man's relatives ‘have -Fl:t three ltﬂwl by'::':':r'::'ﬁni Visitors
¥ &k jlous Jocali

he must have found the bear.—Tezas
—"“That’s a pu-n!i;rl name to give a
race-horse, Cobbler.”. “No, it's just

right. 1've tried to get him intos place
time and time again, but, confoand him, | orips.

have tbedog billed when yeudlid™- - |

door rather hard as he wengt out, and it
is needless to say his sen:
not lesd to poor Miss Smi

that he was very much jaterested in
Finally Fred got in the habit of tele- | 0ne of that season’s
mphh: bmg:tnd staying down to flavoring of -bread-and- . and the
dine with “the boys,” while I took my | schoolroom. Men display pe:lmlnr
meal in solitary state; or, if he dined | taste in such matters. Of was
with me, in thg“n[n‘h*wu Mhhlohjealmol o
dropin later at the club for a game of | less attentions, still they wre a8
whist. As s last straw he became in- | he would not have liked
terested in the militis. and had sbout | I kmew jealousy was

1 was | masculine hand: M

happy, but felt quite helpless not how [ suffer when 1
m’::d little t-it: inqmm realize anew that we are ikdeed parted

portance I had not the heart to crush
him. X
By the time 1 was completely re-

and fixed my hair the neighbors came
in for particulara 1 ight out re-
freshments, and Fred l.nldin hundred
times how he e fainting
and that he was certain the thief had
entered the kitchen window
Really, it was the pleasgntest even-
ing we had passed for mpnths, and
“Mollie's burglar” was a to the
neighborhood. It is to say
he was never found 3

The following evening took me
to the theater. “To cheer up,” he
said. For several nights foflowing the
neighbors called to imqu These
calls had to be rotujned, and
every evening found together
among our friends. My ftheatricals
were & lasting success.
As time passed I could o} fail to see
that Fred regarded me g quite ad-
vanced im years, though § had just
reached the quarter of a ceytury mark.
He began to pay attentipns to the
young ladies he metin sociéty. I could
not say he flirted, but it lyoked very
much like that popular amssement.
"Mollie,” Fred sald to nie one day,
*“I would not dance so much if I were

» H

“Why?"” I innocently askid.
“Because, my dear, whed & woman
gets to be your age it is spally better

taste to sit down most of time and
make room for the girls.”
“1 will sit down every 4 with

you, Fred,” | responded, bamingly.
He frowned. i
*] did not mean exactly l‘lll. Mollie
Of course ]| would prefer it, but there
are generally so few dadking men I
feel it my—ahem! —duty to‘dance.”
““That is very thoughtful jof you, dear;
and since it ia, at best, a disagree-
able duty, be sure you with that
homely Miss Smith; she sciseldcm has
a partoer.”
He said nothing, but

stored and had washed off the powder | P2 Sonveyed to the arlist by the wave

but that usually it was so mysterious-
ly given as to be an enigma. 1t would

of a hand, or by a poke in the riba and
a significant pointing to some part of
his picture, with “Humph! ‘Why did
you do that?”

Duriag his active life, his dresd and
the furniture of his houss showed that
he despised show. Buat whed he was
about to leave the world he expressed
the desire to be barjed in 8y Paulla
cathedral, and earried there in a regu-
lation hearse, followed by mourning
coaches filled with artists,

The funeral was in midwinter, the
hour nine o'clock in the worning, and
the artists came to the house expect-
ing—what is usual in England under
such of 1 that a lunch
would be provided for them.

They were shown into a dingy, dirly
room, Turner's gallery, covered with
a fusty matting, hung with stained
draperies which did not conceal the
broken plastering patched with news-
papers.

But not a biscuit, nor a glass of
water, was offered to the hangry
mourners. Turner had never been
known when alive to feed anyone in
his own h and it das ifhe
waa determined that no one should be

thing except pictures painted by him-
self. Some of them, wonders of art
were dropping from their canvases
Turner had valued ane of these so
highly tbat he always declared that he
would be wrapped in it when he was
One day he asked Chantrey,
the sculptor, if as his executor he
would carry out his wishes on that
point.
*No doubt,” he blantly answered, I

There was no question

the windows ered 15 his devotion,™

1 Sansecrit word Arhan, ‘venerable,” the

A Saored Chiness Cela.

Oune of the coios of the Chinese em-
peror Kanghl s very much sought afier
by the Chinese, who use it in making
rings for the r. Itis sl ait-
!mnt!mut::?thereﬁh “-'fm_ r
the same emperor, in the form of one
of the characters that indicate the
nel period. The Chiness eall it «
bhan cash,” the word Lo-han belng a

in Chinese characters of the

melted down and

lar pieces having the

80 as 1o resemble the Lo-han cash wre

omiumdﬂlheltrlnﬂ of cash im-
by the Chinese ited

fed there when he was dead 1
The gullery was empty of everys

shall rolled i
tare, il;':? h’?ﬂ‘d .:.."mﬁg..".fi p

d.“! and unroll you "—Youth's @Qﬂmm of”

—Dr. Smythe (at the literary recep-
tion)—"Who is that @fll, spectatled.
L::d—helﬂedpnﬂm yonder? Ihave
n discussing mining affaira with
him, and he agreed with me that Blow-
itoff's work on_ the subject was s very
stupid affafr.” Thompson—=I"m ware
[he ought to know. He's Blowitoff.”"—
| Tit-Bita.
—A young vmn who had been seale
employment from an editor, finally
oblained leave to write an articleon a
subject sssigned by the editor, and to
bring it in person ‘in ‘s week. The sr-
ticle was brought st the appointed
time.
brows. “Yoéu lmve sbme good
here,” he said; "but you write very
badly.” *“W-well, you see, sir,” fal-
lered the spplicant, "I was kind of
scared. ] mever wrote In publie be-
fore!"

THE OFFICIOUS CLERK.
Ha Hogeives a Salutary and Much-Neoded
Lesson.

The clerk with the wazed mustache
and bangs listened rather impatiently
while the little woman explained what
the wanted.

“Yes, yea," he snid at last, "I under-
tand.” He took down a roll of cloth
and added: “‘Here is just the thing.”
*Rut I sail—"" she begnn.

] know," he interrapled. “Yon want
the cloth for & wrapper, and this is
wmething extra fine.”

“f), it ia?" said the little woman.
“Yes, itfa il the taze,” he retarned,
aa he unrolled the eloth. *“It's jost
what you want, snd it's cheap./tonl™
*Really?” she asked.

“0, yea. It matches your complex-
ion, and nothing eonld be betler for a
wrapper.”

“Apd you're snre I want it for a

pper? y
“Why, I snpposed, of courte—"
“And you're quite certain that this is
goods 1 want?" she inter-

“Reslly, I'm usually so seccurate in
my judgment that I can hardly be-
lieve—""

“Can you thiuk of snything else that
I want?"

“No, fnadsm.” he replied, with some

ne 2 that [ can'g.”
g o ; ﬂ.:r" fke Lu.
eying him sharply over the counter.
] want & olerk who will let me know
s little something abomt what I want
mysell. Will you kindly ask the young
woman at the next counter to comeand
wait on me?™”
He did so, and she purchased material
for a teagown. —Chicago Tribune.

Quick Telephone Work.

A claver bit of telephone work was
dove at Tewkeabury, England, on the
demnion of the opening of the publle
call-room. The representative of a
Tewkesbury paper had to transmit over
the tel to Cheltenham s report
of seven hundred words. The time al-
lowed to users of the telephome for
communication between towns st the
call-room is three minutes, and in that
time the whole of the report waa spoksn
over the wire and received. Anyone
who has ever iried to speak extempore
gt the rate of two hundred words a
minute will have a good idea of the
cleverness of speaking and receiving
more tham two hundred and thirty
words & minute over the telephcme.—
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=-If there was some way of wrapping | dipbtherna, llﬂm_ﬂ'lm-
up a baby so that it wonld look like s | 2ut bave mever found any oqual 10

he wants s period. —Galveston Xews.
an thiat would cure
your Bradyerotina.  All

AL Houey of
- Fikss Footbacke Drope Cure'ln ont minute.
’ e

mild, soothing, heal-

ing properties of Dr. | Catarrh

Remedy. -dlht&’l.why he proprie-

tord »

moﬁ". case of ’l’n'm
)

99
I have been troubled with dyspep-
sia, but after a fair trial of August
Flower, am freed from the vexatious

ble—J. B. Young,
Wgu

of August Flower cured me. It was
positively worth one hundred dollars
to me—]. W. Smith, P.M. snd Gen.

Townsend, Ont. I have
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to malar-
ties should have it with them as

a safeguami. Incomparable for.!
nd bowel plain . a
dyspepsis com| t,

e i e il R
Woxx the foany man is st his wit's and
————————————

Me. C. D. Parue, publisher of the
Wﬁl.m: lufg.:-i
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will propay eapress, B bottles §iL56. Bond for pumpdiel. Edw. WILDESR 00,
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City of Toledo,) -
Lucas Co., }S.S.
L b State of Ohio. ) -
Frank J..Cheney makes oath that he is the senior partner
of the firm of F. J. Cheney & Co., doing business in the
City of Toledo, County and State aforesaid, and that said
firm will pay the sum of ONE NUNDRER DOLLARS for eachand
every caseof Catarrh that cannot be cured by the use of
HALL'S CATARRH CURE. *. -

: | Honat finy

Sworn to beforé. me, and subscribed in my presence,
tms 6th day qf i December, A. D. 188q,. . ™,

:Wf; . #W. GLEASON, NoTAry PusLC.

»

O-'v'-':i_h“*’?'ﬁi.. isﬂmw ":‘hg-m- --- .; -==
Hall's Catisrh Uare 1 Sold By all Deaiors fn Paient Modicoes
' PRICE 70.CENTS A BOTTLE. ,
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