i

i

Eagé

Whether on bent, or business, take
on every trip a bottle of Byrup of Bs it
most and iz.;n the

lines
TEVET Comd thar has been knocked int
findera h:.pnﬂmﬁ wmpnnial—?m:

An‘:ﬂd becomes still fairer by waing
m 19
%ﬂh‘hﬁbﬁ oceuts.

Bul|
Hill's Hair snd

- to the some folks
r:m’,m. whom ever becn
n‘;m— i g q'n;h-t!"

1 domn’ w, -]
stayed snd finished it."—Truth.

¥ coczp not got along without Piso's Curs
for Consumption. Jal s cures.—Mrs E
C. Moturox, Needham, + Oct 22, "9,

Restunes the serpent’'s head is to be
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Hail's Catarrh Care
Is u Constitutional Cure. Price 75c.

Tod WaNT mon praisc Mr-wim most
aller they bury them.—Ram's Horn.
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Your nerves uptl rick, red blood and yoa will
., mothenerviws. Blood is made rich snd pure by

" Hood's
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Hiood Purifier. All druggists. §1

Hood"s Pills are always reiiabdle. =5 centa
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made the rate one cent
per mile to St. Paul for
gthe TRIRTIETHE ARNUAL
EncampmEnT G. A. R.?

alone granted a retom
limit of thirty days on
* gl tickets to the next
Eacampment at St.Paul?
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other things being equal,
surely it will be the
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" Bew. T. DeWitt Talmage delivered
the following sermon before his Wash-
ington songregatiom, taking for his
taxt: .

And whem the child was growa, it fell oa &
day that ke went vut to his fatker to the reap-
#rs. And bhe sald unto his fatber, my bead, my
Bead! And be sald to s lad, oarry him te his
mother. And when he had taken him, and
brought him to his mother, be sat on ber knecs
:nmmm died.-II Kings v, I8 18,

There is at least ope happy home in
Shunem. To the luxuriance mad
splendor of a great house had been
given the advent of a child. Even
when the Angel of Life bringsa new

“['soul to the poor man’s hut, a star of

Joy shioes over the manger. Infancy,

merves.: There are =0 mslaries ficet
ing wp from the river of life. The re-
ligion of Christ throws over the heart
and i{fe of & child & snpernal beauty.
“Her ways are ways of pleasantness,
and all her paths are peace.”

I pass on to consider the suseepiibile
ity of ehildhood. Men pride themselveos
oun thelr unchasgeability. They will
make sn claborals sargument to prove
that they think now just ma they did
£0 vears ugo. It jacharged to frality
or framd when = man changes his
sentiments in polities or im religion,
snd it is this determination of soul
that so often drives back the Gospel
froma man's heart. It lnso hard to
make avarice charitable, sud frand
honest, and pride humble, and skepti-
cism Christian. The sword of Gods
troth seems to glance off from those
mailed warriors, and the hemlet seems
battle-proof against Gods battle
ax. But childhood; how suscepti-
ble to example and %o instructionl!
You are not sarprised st the record:
“Abraham begut Issac, and Isanc be-
gat Jacob;” for when religion startain

with its help and
had passed away. Days of boyhood
had come—days of langhter and frolic,
days of hine and promise, days of
strange guestions and curiosity and
quick development. I »u among
all the treasures of that house, the
brightest was the boy. One day there
is the shout of reapers heard afleld.
A boy's heart always bounds at the
sound of sickle or scythe. No sooner’|
bave the harvesters cut a swath
across the ficld than the lad s them,
and the swarihy reapers Weel young
again ss they look down at that lad,
a8 bright and beautiful as was Ruth
in the harvest fields of liethlehem
gleaning after the reapers. BLut the
sun was too hot for him. Cougestion
of the brain seized on him. I see
the awarthy laborersdrop their sickles;
and they rush out to see what is the
matter, and they fan him and they try
to cool his brow; but all is of no avail
In the instant of conscionsness, he
puts his hands against his temples
and eries out; *My head! my head!”
And the father said: “Carry him to
his mother,” just as any father would
have said; for our hand is too rough,
and our voice is too harsh, and our
foot is too loud to dootor a sick child,
i there be in our home s gentler voice
and a gentler hand and & stiller foot-
step. Butall of no avail. While the
reapera of Shunein were busy in the
field, there came n stronger Reaper
that way, with keemer scythe and for
@ richer harvest. He reaped only
one sheaf, but O, what a golden
sheaf was that! 1 do mot want
to know any more about that
beartbreaking scene than what I sec
in just one pathetic sentence: “He sat
on her knees till noon and then died. ™
Though hundredsof years have passed
sway since that boy skipped to the
barvest-field and them wess brought
home and died on his mother’s lap, the
atory still thrills ws. Indeed, child-
hood has & charm always and every-
where” 1shall now sp=ak to you of
ehildhood; its .bemnty, its suseeplibil-
ity to impression, ita power over the
parental heart, #nd its blissful Lransi-
tion from earth to Heaven.

The child’s beautly does not Aepend
upon form oz feature or complexion
or apparel. That destitute onme that
you saw om the street, broised with
unkindness and in rags, has a charm
about her, even under her destitution,
You have forgot ten = great many per-
sons whom you met, of finely-cut fea-
tures and with erect posture and with
faunltless complexion, while you will
always remember this poor girl who,
on a cold, moonlight night, as you
were passing late home, in her thin
shawl and barefoot on the pavement,
put onkilier hand and said: “Please to
give med penpy.” Ah, how often we
have walked on mad ssid: *0, that is
pothing but street vagabondism;™ but
mfter we got a block or’two on, we
stopped and said: “Ab, that |Is
not right;" and we passed
up that rame way and = dropped
s mite inlo that suffering band, as
though it were not a matter of second
thought, so ashamed were we of our
hard-Beartedness. With what admira-
tion we look upon & group of children
on the playground or in the school,
and we clap onr hands almost invol-
untarily and say: “How beautiful!”
Al stiffness and dignity are gone, and
your shout is heard with theirs and
you trundle their hoop, and fiy their
kite, and strike their ball, and all your
weariness and anxiety are gone ma
when a child yom bounded over the
playground yourself. Thet father
who stands rigid and unsympathetic
amid the sportfulness of chil-
dren ooght npever to have been
tempted out of & crusty and
uveredeemable solitariness. The waters
Jeap down the rocks, but they have
not the graceful step of childheod

of the cast, throwing its siiver on the
lake and its gold on the towers and its
fire on the clond; but it is not so bright
and beantiful as the wmorning of life!
There is mo light like that which is
kindled in 8 child's eye, no color like
that which biooms on a child’s cheek,
no music like the sound of a child's
voice. Its fmnce in the poorest pieture
redeems any imperfection in art
When we are weary with tofl, their
little hands pull the burdens off our

O, what a dull, stale, mesn world
this wonld be without the sportfulness
of children: When 1 find that
do mot like children, I immediately
doubt their moral and Christian char-
scter. But when the grace of God
comes upon & child, how unspsakably
attractive. When Samuel begins to
pray, and Timothy begins to read the
Beriptures, and Joseph shows himself
invalnerable to tempiation—how beau-
tiful the scemel I know that parents
cometimes get nervous when their
children bectune pious, beeause they
have the idea that good childrem al-
ways die. The strsnge questions
ubout God and eternity sod the dead

ite apprehension in the parental

d rather than congratulation.
I =, there are some people
“that ‘marked for Heaven.
This lis too pour a garden for
them to bloam in. The hues of Hear-
cnare in the petaln. There is some-

| thing about their forehead that makes

you think that the hand of Christ has

been on it. asying: "Let

gome to Me, and let it“Goine to Me |
" While thpt ong tarried in the

% | house, you felt there was an angel in

the room, and you thought that every
siekneas would be the laat; and when,
finaily, the winds of death seatter the
Jeaves, you wéreho more sarprised
than {0 see a star come. out above the

= | But 1scout the ides that good chil-

{dren always die. Samuel, the pous

the

The morning comes out of the gmtes |

a fanily, it is apt to goall through.
Jezabel a murderess, you are pot sur-
prised to find her son Jehoram at-
tempting assassination. Oh,whatare-
sponsibility upon the parent and the
teacher! The musician touches the

away offamid the pipesand the chords.
and yon wander st the distance be-
tween the key snd the chord. And so
it is in life; if yom touch m child, the
results will come back from man-
hootd or old age, tzlling just the
ture played, whether the dirge ofa
great sorrow or the anthem of a great
. The word that the Sabbath-
school teacher will this aftermoon
whisper in the sar of the class will be
echoed back from everlasting ages of
light or darkuess. The home and the
school decide the republic or the des.
potism; the barbarism or the civ'liza-
tion; the upbuilding of an empire; or
the overthrowing of it. Higher than
parliament or congress are the school
and the family, and the sound of a
child’s foot may mean more than the
tramp of a host. What, then, are you
doiog for the purpose of bringing your
children into the kingdom of God? If
they are so susceptible, and if this is
the very best time to act upon their
eternal interests, what are you doing by
way of right impulsion? There were
some harvesters in the field of Scot-
land.one hotday; and Hanash Lemond
was helping them gather the hay. She
laid her babe under a tree. While she
was busy in the field, their wasa fiat-
ter of wings in the air, and a golden
eagle clutched the swaddling band of
the babe, and flew away with it to the
mountain eyrie. All the harvesters
and Hannah Lemond started for the
cliffs. It was two miles before they
came to the foob of the clffs Getting
there, who dared to mount the cliff?
No hnman foot had ever trod it. There
were sailors there who had gone np
the day of terrible temptest; they did
dare risk it Haomah Lemond sat
there for awhile and looked wupand
saw the eagle in the eyrie. and then
she leaped to her feet, and she atarted
up where no homan foot had e
trod, erag after crag, catching hold of
this root or that root, until she
reached the eyrie and caught herbabs,
the eagle swooping in fiereszess all
around her. Fastening the child to
her back, she started for her friends
and for home. O, what a dizzy deseont!
sliding from this crag to that erag,
catching by that vine and by that root,
coming down further and further, to
the most dangerous pass, where she
found a goat and some kids. Fhe said:
“Now I'll follow that goat; the goat
will know just which is the safest
way down;” and she was led by the
animal down to the plain. When
she got there, all the people cried:
“Thank God, thank God!™ herstrength
not giving way until the rescuwe.was
effected. And they cried: *“‘Stand

woman will do that for the physical
life of her child, what will you do for
the eternal life of your boy and your
girl? Let it not'Be told In the great
day of eternity that Hanoah Lemond
put forth more exertion for the saving
of the physical life of ber child than
you, O, parent, have ever put forth
for the eférnal life of your little one.
God help you!

I pass on to consider the power
which a child wields over the parental
heart. We often talk abount the .influ-
ence of parents upon children. I never
hear anything szid about the influence
of children upon their parents. Yom
go to school to them. You no mors
eduocate them than they cducale you.
With their little hands they have
caught hold of your entire nature and
you can not wrench yoursell away

men sud women from wbhat you were
before they gave you the flrst lesson.
They have revolutionized your soul.
There are fonutains of joy in your
heart which never would bave been
di had they net discovered
them. Life ia to yon a more stupendons
thing thaun it was before these little
fost siarted on the pathway to eter-
nity. Oh, how many hopes, how many
joys, how many solicitades that little
one has ereated in yoursoul. You pgo
to school every day—a school of self-
denial; & sechool of patience, in which
you are getting wiser day by day; and
that influence of the child over yon
will § and increase, and though
your g;dren may die, from the very
throne of God they will reach down an
influgnce to your soul, leading you on
and leading you up until you mingle
with thelr voices and sit beside their
thrones. :
The grasp which the child has over
the parent’s heart is seen in what the
parent will do for the child. Storm
and darkness and heat and cold are
nothing to you if they stand between
you and your child’s welfare. A great
lawyer, when yet unknown, one day
stood in the circoit room and made an
eleguont plea before some men of great
legal attaiumentis, and & gentleman
said %o him aftervard: “HHow could
yom be so ealm standing in that
August presence?  “0Oh,” egid Ee-
akipe, *“I felt my childrem pull-
ing at my shirts and crying for
bread,” What stream will you not
swim, what cavern will you not enter,
what batile will you not fight, what
bhunger will yon not endure for your
children? Your children must have

keys, and the response of those keys in|

back, mow. Uive her airl”- 0, if a

from their grasp. Yeu are different

==

ory sa B ) Haynes
Collum. The story of his death bas
brought hundreds uato God. He be-
longed to my parish in the west,
A thorough boy, nine or tom
years of age. Nothing -morbid,
nothing dull  abont him, His
vwoloe loudest and his foot swifteast on
the playground. Often bhe has come
into my house and thrown himself
down oa the floor in an exhaustion of
boisterons mirth; and yet he waa &
Christian, consecrated to God, kesping
His commandmenta. That is the kind
of childish piety I believe in. When
the days of siel cams suddenl
and he was told that he could not
get well, he said: “Jesus alone can
save me. Jesus will save me. He
has ssved me. Don’t ery, mamme.
1 shall go right straight up to Heaven.”
And then they gave him s glass of
water to cool his hot lipa and said:
“Mumms, I shall take a disught from
the water of life after awhile, of which
if one drink he shall never get thirsty
sgein. [lsy myself at Jesus' feet and
1 want Him to do just what He thinks
best to do with me.” In those days,
“Rest for the Weary” wasa new hymn,
snd he had learned it; and in a per-
foct ecstasy of soul, in his last hour, he
eried out:

In the Chgistian's home in glory

There remains s Iand of rest;
There my Seviour's gone before me
To filfull my soul's request;

Thers is rest for the weary,
There is rest for you

Sieg. O sing, yo heirs of glory,

Shout your triumphs as you got
Eion's gates are open for youk.

You shall find an entrance through
There is rest for the weary.

Only ten years old! And" then he
sald: “Now, I wish you would just
turn this bed so 1 can look onee more
on the foliage and see the sun pel™
And they turned the bed; and he said:
“] do so wish that Jesus would hurry
and come snd take me.” They said to
him: “Why, sre you mot willing to
await the Lord's time?” *“Yes,” he
said: *“I am; but I would rather
Jesus would come and hurry and take
me.” And so, with a peace indescrib.
able, he passed nway

Oh, there is nothing sad about &
child's death save the grief in the par-
ents’ heart. You see the little ones go
right out from a world of sin or suffer-
ing to a world of joy. How many sor-
rows they escape, how many tempta-
tions, how many trombles! Children
dead arnsafe. Those that live are in
peril. We know not what dark path
they may take. The day may come in
which they will break your heart; but
children dead are safe—safe for-
ever. Weeping parents, do not
mourn too bitterly over your child
that has gone. There are (wo
kinds of prayers made ata child’'ssick-
bed. One prayer the Lord likes; the
other prayer ke does not like. When
a soul kneeis down ata child's sick-
bed aud says: “‘0, Lord, spare this lit-
tle one; he is very near to my heart}
Idon’t want to part with him, but
Thy will be done”—that is the kind
of a prayer the Lord loven, There
is another kind of prayer which
I -have heard iwen make in sub-
stance  when they  say: 0
Lord, this isn’t right; it is hard to take
this child; yon have no right to take
this child; spare this child; I can’t give
him up, and I won't give him up.”
The Lord answers. that kind of a
prayer sometimes. The child lives on
and lives ou, and travels off in paths
of wickedness toperish. Atthe end of
every prayer for a -child’s life say:
“Thy will, 0, Lord, be done.”

The brightest lights that can be
kindled Christ has kindled. Let us,
old and young, rejoice that IHeaven s
gathering upso much that issttractive.
In that far land we are not strangers.
There are thoze there who speak our’
name day by day, and they wonder why
so long we tarry. If I could tount ap
the names of all thoss who have gooe
ont from these families into the King-
dom of IHeaven, it would take me all
day to mention their names. A great
multitude before the throne. Yon
loved them once; you love them nowy
and ever and anon you think you hear
their voices calling you Upward. Ah,
yes, they have gone out from all
these families, and you want no
book to tell you of the dying
cxperience of Christian ehildren.
You have heard it; if it has been
whispered in your ear, O father, O
mother, O brother, O sister. Toward
that good land all Christians are baars
ing. This snapping of heart sirings,
this flight of years, this tread of the
heart, reminds wus that we are
passing away. Under spring blos-
soms, and through summer har
vests, and across autumnal Jeaves,
and through the winlry snow
banks, we are passing on. 0O, rejoica
at it, children of God, rejoice! How
we shall gaiber:them up, the loved
and the lost! Bélore we mount onr
throne, before we drink of the foun-
tain, before we strike the harp of our
eternal celebration, we will ery ont:
“Where are our beloved and lost?
And then, hpw we shall gather them
up! Oh, how weshall gather them upl

In the dark world of sin and pain

We only megt to part again;

But when we reach the Heavenly shore
‘We Lthere shall meet to part Ro more.

The hope that we shall see that day
Should chase our present griefs away:
When these short yeurs of pain are past
We'll mect before the throne st Jast.

FIGHTING RAILS.

A Hard Battle Betweoen Two of tha Birds
for a Clam. i

“I was hunting rail on the Newark
marshes a few days ago,” said a welld
known sportsman, “when I heard the
most terrific squawking snd chatterd
ing over in the tules. From thesound.
I concludad that thera must be at
least a bundred rail, and each trying
to make itself heard above the others
I worked my way eautionsly throngh
the tonics and soom saw in a little
opening ahead of me two muddy and
bedraggled rails fighting over a clam,
and it was the funniest fight I ever
saw in my life.

“The birds glared nt each other,
with their feathers rofiled, and then
sprang together. Ome went over on
its back and lay there kicking iis lega
up in the air and yelling like a good
fellow, while the other danced arou
lcoking for an opening. Finally he
found it, and, jnmping on the prostrate
bird's breast, be stood and stamped |
with his big feet and stabbed with his

arp bill till the wader bird had man-

o 10 struggle np.  Then they stood
over the clam snd swore alesch other.
They didn’t use cuss words, bat stjll I
conld sce that they wers swearing.
They looked like a coupls of i
teamaters over the right
| way.. And the amount of noise they

B one of the hirds got s stab |

YFinally

in the neck which made him twrn

M|“.‘.

ther is & man
t1hat will travel

angel on the earth I blowed off the dogs
and guit the drive, though not till
witer T had give out ey plain privale
opinions in the case without bein mealy
mouth with him.

% *You are grown now and call yoursell

sll the goitl, pgpn Willium, and if you are bound tn

and stand

hitched — went

on o horse-

swappin trip

down in the

Flat Woods

. And then the

next time I saw

Andy he was

V- on his return

back home dismounted and afoot and

tatin of his snddie. In a gemeral off-

hand way Andy give it out to me that

he had sold his horse and come out

thirty dollars ahead of the hounds.

But Andy’s inguth ain’t .anybody’s

prayer book, and my private potion is

ihat he struck a snag down there and

got his socks swapped off of him. I

will go out amongst the boys in a few
Aaye and see what I can pick up.

«Pewerful Beldem Times.”

“Don’t you forgit it we have been hav-
in’ some powerful seldom times down
in the old settlement this summer,
Rufas,” says Aunt Nancy Newton tome
after dinner when she got her pipe load-
ed and fired and runnin on full time.
“The crops are mighty spotted and sor-
ry for a common thing, and money is
skeerce as hen teeth. But yet I don't
reckon the timea are so scandlous and
cutrageous hard-as you hear some peo-
ple makin out that they are.

“Jest to set around and hear folks
talk you mought think the whole dis-
covered conntry was tremblin and tot-
terin on the ragged edges of starvation
and ruination. I have been stirrin
sbout and visitin aroun considerable
and keepin up with things as best 1
could, and to the best of my ability and
belief the country is safe for a l-e-e-tle
while longer anyhow. We have had
about the usual run of sickness in the
scttlement, but as yet I ain't heard tell
of anybody that got down for the pure
want of somethin to eat and wear. I
did hear that one of the Tanner hoys
had togo to bed one day last week whilst
his wife washed out his breeches, but
he was up and about the next day as
healthy and happy as ever.

“But we nint had but only three
funerals in the settlement this sommer
—which yeu recollect we had four by
this time last year—and eo far as I
know narry one of the three didn't die
from pure hard times and natural
starvation. Old man Seth Wallace died
along in the first days of July, which
the same it is o blessed plty he didn’t
go dend 20 years before he was ever
borned into this world. He was tao
tarnal rotten mean and stingyito live
fn God's country and amongst the chil-
dren of nature. He had a big chance of
money loant out in the settlement on
high intrust, and when the seasons
all hit wrong and the crops put in
to failin, and previsions went up whilst
cotton went down, and the general ap-
pearments of things got blue and squal-
1y all around, the pore old thing took
sick and went to bed. And then the
more he thought abont the hard times
and sorry crops and that mighty per-
centum on his money the sicker he got
till finally at last one day he keeled
over and pegged out and went on—well,
of course it aint for me to say for cer-
tain which way he went and I woull
some. ruther not spend my personal
opinions on that pint. Butat the same
time it_aint much probable to my mind
that Seth Wallace had ever pestered old
Saint Peter like he did the good people
in the Panther Creek settlement.

“Little Sim Giddins lost his wife
about the last of June, which the same
Le didn’t deserve no better and she died
with the slow fever. Now if it had
teen left with Sim Giddins I reckon
waybe thers wonld of been one death
in the settlement from starvation,
canse he is too lazy and triflin to make
& livin for one, let alone two. DBut his
wife she was a Simpkins ard a good
peart woman, though I always thought
ehe must of been in, & powerful good no-
tion to marry when she tc ik and tied
herself up with little Bim Giddine.  As
it was, howsoevér, she n ver suffered
a day nor & minnit for sor. ethin fo eat
snd wear and that which was nice.
What she couldn’t rustle 11 for herself,
with her buwiter and h-r eggs and a
little extry sewin, her own folks put
it down there for her, and whilst she
was gick the neighbors chipped n to-
gether and waited on her and done for
her the same asif she had been a mem-
ber of evéry family in the settlement.
Then after she died and was put away
decent and proper old daddy and
trothers got right in behind S8im Gid-
dins and het the ground so hot and made
the track so heavy for him till he had

|| to pack his wallet and move his washia

off to some furren country. I reckon

| by this time he has either jined the

chain gang or put np at the poor house.

“And then one of the Rutherforde—
1 forgit which one'it was now—lost &
baby, and it had the mensles, though
from all 1 could ree and hear 1 have my
doubts as to whether it died with any
disense. I ruther think it wasdoctored
to death. Dut anyhow it didn’t die from
hard times and na starvation. "It
bad all the milk it w take, not to
mention the dead oodles of medicine
which they stuffed it with. No, they
gin't dyin up with starvation as vet
down in the old  setilement. Ruflns,
though you mought think s»v jest to
rine threugh there and hear people
talk.

~Angels asd Bables™

“Talkin about hurd times and skeerce
money and starvation, Rufus—it is a
thonsand wonders to me that some peo-
ple don'i starve fo denth,” Aunt Nancy
went on, after zeratehin 2 mateh on the
seat of her chairfand strikin a fresh
light. . *I have been lookin and lstenin
uil the summer to hear some starvation

marry jest pitch in and go it,
boots,’ says I. ‘But remember what
your Aunt.Nancy told you, . William.
I know a few things concernin this
+world and the people that live in it, and
nfter you git married you will mighty
soon find out that your angel must eat
vietuals and wear clothes. More than
thai, Willinm, some of these angels—
particlar them that live in the flesh and
wear dresses instid of wings—they
have babies sometimes.and as the family
grows the store account will grow with
it.. You are poor and she is poor, and
about the pext thing anybody knowa
you will bave to go to the field, whilst
your angel goes to the cook pot and
then to the wash tub. Love is a good
thing no doubts in itz place, and every-
body ought to be as good as they know
how, but with poor folks and & growin
family it takes ard a whole passie of
*em to run expensss and make both ends
meet. T can see now the way your head
is sot, William, but in the main time 1
am bound to tell you the truth as my
old eyes see it. When a poor mon takes
a notion to git married he don’t peed no
angel for a wife. He needs a rale
smart, stirrin, peart-motioned, healthy
woman—that's what he needs. It will
be time enough for you to mate your-
self off with an angel when you reach
 taat other and beiter country, where
they don't have to eat victulas and
wear clothes and work.”

“Well, jest as I lowed, what I suid to
Willinm about Sarah Ann went in on
one side of his head and come out on the
other, and what other e told
Sarah Ann about William went in and
come out the same way. And s0 eonse-
quentially it want very long before
there wis a second-class weddin in the
seitlement. They never had nothin to
start with and they aint got nothin yet
exceptin a few odd weddin clothes and
a promisin crop of children. They have
been livin aronhd and about from pil-
low to post and from hand to mouth,
s0 to say. This year they are livin on
a poor little old wore out farm over on
tother side of the creek, and William
calls himself runnin of a farm, but he
ain’t. He did make out to pitch a little
erop, and, with some help from his an-
gel, he did manage to work it over one
time, and since then the poor little old
farm has been runnin of itself. William
haz nlways been a mighty good man,
everybody says, but it does look to me
like if I was a man and had took and
went and married myself off with an
angel I wouldn’t then turn around and
make her work in the field. ' I don’t
think angel$ have got any business

and it seems to me like they would look
particular odd and curious like out in
the hot sun with a fly bonnet on, chop-
pin cotton. Ngw does your gemeral
opinion run along that line, Rufns?”

“They run right plum square with

urs, Aunt Nancy,” says I, and the
good old sonl went on to say:

“You know Nancy Newton—you have
kniowed her now nigh onto fifty years—
and you know full well she never did
give herself any tremendius big sight
of worriment about yokin wp with a
man. Amd yet, Rufus, you never heard
me say [ wouldn't marry any livin man
that the sun shines on, and you never
will. Imever have so much as made out
like I wouldn't git married if 1 got a
good chance. I ain't no angel, as yet.
I am nothin but a woman—jest a plain
old female woman without any fy-
wheels or fancy trimmins—and there
aint no tellin what mought of took
place before nowe:if the right man had
come along at the right time and put
in his eredentials in the right way. Bug
et me tell you something, Eufus San-
ders. As I have said before, I aint no
angel, but, even in my old days, if I
was to take up = fool notion to git mar-
ried 1 wouldn™t want to marry no saint
like William Lumkina. I hope to dwell
in peace and unity with the saints some-
time and somewheres in the future
Lereafter, but so long as I live in the
flesh and remain over in this vain and
fieetin world here below, the eommon
run of people are good enough company
for me. And if I must give me o man
—give me a man. Plain, everyday mien
mway not be as good as eaints, but 1
ruther think they make better hus-

women and children.

“Too Geod te Kill Grass.”

“Don’t yoit go and put it out mew
that your Aunt Nancy don’t ke
men, Refus, cause she does,” says the
old lady, asshe knocked the ashes out of
bher pipe on mother's new fire sereen,
“Butatthe same time ] do like a regular,
bealthy, human man, and I don"t like
n good, casy good for nothing saint like
Williama Lumkina, and I don’t care &
copper who knows it. Now,Sarah Ana
Bingleton allowed she wouldn't marsy
nothin but a pluperfect and upright
man—onethat wascleanabove doin axy-
thing that wus wrong. Axd sofarasl
know, she goi what rhe waa lookin for |
when “the took Wiliam. 1 have
nevef yvet heard tell of him doim any-
thing wrong. He is toomortal lazy and
trifiin for thai. HMe s so kind and gen-
tle apd iender-hearted and got till he
won't cven kill grass when the wenther
gits rale hot. I reckon he is still ealtin
Sarah Ann hisangel, whilst in the main-
time the meat box and the meal bar:el
stand empty and the little children po
hungry and dirty, but you know that
wonldn't muit my style. If I had s hus
band—ond for all we kpow I may hove
one sotue of these days, the Lord willin
—and be was to-come holeyin arcand
cullin mc angel and foolin off his time

crops and the poorhouse loosmed up in
the near disfance, I would spit on him—
declare 1o gracious I would. ¥ wounida
heap sight ruther he would sall me jeat

| business and keep up with the store ae-
count. It maybe mought net sound ex-
nctly right for me to say so,butss 'ma
woman [ would ruther have a man that

-ome that wouldn’t do mothin. .
“I know 1t ain’t none of my businems,

| ok ns Eataried out to sey, if it comento.
hear of

cookin snd washin and tendin children, |,

bands and fathers for plain, everyday |-

whilst the gross run away with the |
m‘ m- and then g0 on about Lis |

would d6 wrong sometimes than to have |

Touise de la Ramee, otherwios Ouida,
is still ss stremuous & striker at the age |-
of 56 sz when she beyan her literary |
at Bury £i. Edmunds, and, though of

French descent, passcs miost of her tizes | PoL

in_Italy. s

Mmmm:}kamﬂtuh:
carse lhey know about ench other:
0 know ao litle shomt each ¢

that they do lots of
T
Globe.
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How srmaxoriy do life's prizes go,
Awm'd:d by the crowd ;
e et
-
—Washingto n Evening Btar.
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Wairer (st _club restanrant)—*‘Ready
with your onier, sah? Ci'y Bportsman

back T eck’s fishing)—*"Give me
amnﬁ:l‘:?la'mwﬁndhdmhdm
things.”—K. ¥,
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Ax employment, the satisl:

of whizh uires of a man that he shall ba
eadowod with & releative memory, quick ot
lesrndng, lofiy minded and gx':.l!l‘ is the

brother of truth, justice, forti-
hdnmdlmmnm—ﬂml -
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“AuE you taking swimming lessons, Cad-
byt* No, old feilow. Ii's too much
buther. My wulot is learning, and as
never go anywhore without Lim, if I fallin
thie waial o coull rescus we."'—Harper's
Bazar.
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