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^ ^ His Female Accomplice. 

"Jgt**^- c e r t a m man, who was lately wed, 
J,, dwelt in tha country far from the 
>%? noise of any town. I t chanced pne 

f.\ n ight t h a t his wile fell sick, and, be-
<* ing ignorant of the ways ot women 
•\ iolk he mounted his car t horse and 

galloped exceeding fast toward the 
town in search of a skillful leech. 

On the road he met a gaun t and 
withered hag, who asked him: 

"Whither so fast, good man?" 
'•To get a leech for my wife, who is 

sick un to death ." 
"Know ye how t o tell a good doc

t o r ? " 
"Nay, mother, I take the first which 

God leadeth me t o . " 
Whereupon the ancient dame gave 

him a sprig of euphrasy and said: 
"Hold this t o thy eyes when thou 

lookest a t a doctor 's house, and thou 
wilt s t ra ightway see the ghosts of 
those who have died from his bung
ling. Take thou the doctor with the 
fewest ghos ts . " 

Thereafter whenever t h a t man came 
t o a doctor 's house he held the mys
tic herb t o his eyes, and Oddzooks! 
a fearful sight met his clairvoyant 
gaze. Around every doctor 's door 
shivered a ghast ly crowd of uneasy 
ghosts , and what seemed s t range t o 
t h a t man, the larger and more com
fortable the house, the greater was 
the awesome t roop a t the door. 

Through the deserted btreets he 
galloped from doctor 's house t o doc
tor ' s house, seeking in vain for one 
A\hose ga tes were no t besieged by un
easy spirits. At length, up a quiet 
lane, he espied a modest house bear-

* ing a doctor 's shingle, and lo! but a 
soli tary ghos t s a t upon the door-
sill. 

Here, by God's grace," quoth the 
man, "is the doctor for me." 

BUT; little time had passed, I ween, 
before t h a t s tou t horse was bearing 
the man and his physician along the 
road to the sick woman. 

When they were well on toward the 
*nd of their journey the doctor smil
ed a pleasant smile t o see, and said: 

" I wonder r ight well what good 
•hanceyou called on me, for you 
know I have only been practicing 
medicine two days, and your good 
wife will be the second pat ient I have 
t rea ted." 

[The profane ejaculation t h a t fol
lowed is perhaps better omitted.] 

Strychnia and Snakes, 
Dr. Mueller, an Australian physi, 

Man, has successfully treated a num
ber of cases of snake bite with strych
nia. This he has done on the hypo
thesis t h a t the poison affects the 
nerves, weakening and paralyzing, 
them in fact, t h a t the venom is not , 
after all, a poison in the common 
sense, and does no t directly cause 
any change of tissue. I t s effect is 
simply produced by the operation 
of dynamic force—that is, i t suspends 
the action of the nerve cells for a 
longer or shorter period, Hi ther to 
nil ant idotes have been administered 
on the theory t h a t the virus" affected 
the blood, and the most successful 
results have come from the adminis
t ra t ion of alcohol, which seemed t o 
maintain the strength of the sufferer 
until the poison was eliminated by 
na tura l means. 

Dr. Mueller's theory a t first sight 
is a t variance with the fact t h a t the 
blood in case ofsnake bite does actu
ally change, bu t his explanation of 
this change is t h a t the pulmonory 
capillaries, through which the blood 
corpuscles pass when going t o 1 he 
lungs t o exchange the carbonic acid 
of" effete blood for fresh and life giv
ing oxygen, have lost their power: 
They owe the tension—the healthv 
contract ing Dower—to the influence 
of the vaso moto r nerves, and when 
the la t ter are paralyzed the corpus
cles lose their .power, so to speak, 
squeezing ou t by the superfluous car
bonic acid, and leaving the corpuscles 
free t o take up oxygen. Thus the 
corpuscles pass th rough the lungs 
unchanged, carrying back to the 
hea r t blood as full of carbonic acid 
a s they brought from it, and they 
themselves absolutely die burst ing 
is consequeuce ot this load of carbon
ic acid. Dr. Mueller's remedy is the 
injection of strychnia by means of 
the hypodermic sjringe,*the applica
tion of artificial heat, and the inter
ference with the tendency of the pa
t ient t o sleep. He thus se tsup ar iva l 
dynamic force which fights it c u t 
with the original poison, and if the 
an t ido te is applied in t ime generally 
with success.—London Hospital . 

A Langh That Kings. 
From th<« Chicago Journal. 

' A young man who is credited by 
his friends with being a good deal of 
a philosopher, penned me up in a 
corner t oday and harangued me as 
follows: "Did you ever s tudy the 
human laugh as an index t o human 
character? I t is an infallible test, me 
boy. Did you ever know a man who 
simpered and giggled like a girl who 
wasn' t a sneak in his heart? And, on 
the contrary, did you ever know a 
fellow who laughed squarely out with 
a good honest roa r who wasn' t the 
prince of good fellows? 

"A shrill laugh is indicative of de
ceit, and a deep chuckle proves sin
cerity and good nature . By this I 
don ' t mean t h a t a. man with a tenor 

f voice can ' t laugh as though he wns 
, ̂  honest, or one with a bass voice cov-

v «• his insincerity with a mere bellow, 
> .It's the ring t h a t ta lks. If the laugh 

.has no ring in i t you can pu t the fel-
' Jow down as a half-hearted cuss, no 

i n a t t e r it his laugh is loud enough t o 
lift the roof off the Auditorium. Stand 

20 men UD in a row before me and do 
something t o set thera all laughing, 
and I'll separate the good fellows 
from the Miss Nancies abou t as quick
ly as you could get outside a beef
steak after a year 's famine. See?" 

— ^ - w - ^ w - t fa ^ 

Plants Protocted by Their Juices ^5; 

When a drop of thja juice of sorrel, 
garlic, saxifrage, or nustur t ion is 
pu t upon the tegument of a snail the 
animal manifests pain and exudes 
abundance of i ts mucus secretion; 
yet it is no t thus affected by a drop 
of water. When snails avoid plants 
marked by such juices we have a 
r ight t o regard the plants as defend
ed by a chemical armor . The offen
sive substance may also be impor
t a n t t o the nutri t ion of the plant , 
bu t t h a t is n o t the question we are 
dealing with here. Many plants are 
evidently lacking in this menus of de
fense; for, ot some plants , all the an
imals experimented upon have been 
found t o prefer fresh t o dea d par t s . 
Others are never touched by them, 
whether living or dead. Henco we 
may conceive t h a t an infinite variety 
may exist in the degrees of chemical 
armoring between "total absence o* 
protection and complete protection. 

P lan t s containing perceptible tan
nin are disagreeable t o nearly all an
imals. Only swine will ea t acorns as 
if they regard them as food. Other 
animals reject them, except when 
they cannot get anything else. 
Leguminous plants containing tan
nin in weak proport ions are eaten 
by horses and cattle, bu t snails are 
no t fond of them. But the garden 
snail, which lets fresh clover alone, 
will ea t it freely after the tannin has 
been extracted with alcohol.—Henry 
de Varigny, in the Popular Science 
Monthly. 

Gigantic Ghosl in White. 
I t is said t h a t a ghost was seen in 

the ridges of Walker county, Ga., by 
some parties returning from church. 
I t appeared in the road, abou t as 
near as they could guess 100 yards 
ahead of them. I t was in the shape 
of a human when first seen—ej'es 
looked like two great balls of fire, 
teeth as white as snow, hair a lmost 
trai l ing on the ground. As they 
neared the object i t appeared as a 
woman dressed in white and of g iant 
size. The pa r ty became scared, and, 
bu t for fear of being laughed a t , 
would have turned and run. A few 
moments ' consultation with renewtd 
energy caused them t o advance. 
They had moved but a few steps 
when the ghos t commenced moving 
backward, all the t ime appearing 
larger t o the frightened par ty . I t 
moved on abou t 200 yards , when 
very suddenly it appeared t o explode 
and throw its fragments in every 
direction, resembling the explosion 
of a coal oil lamp. Every fellow 
made for his respective home, scared 
within an inch of his life.' No explan
a t ion of the appari t ion has been of
fered.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 

A Fiddler's Fortune. 

Electrical Currents. 

We have in the case of electric 
waves along a wire and a current 
within it, and the equations of Max
well allow us t o calculate these with 
perfect accuracy and give all the 
laws with respect t o them. 

We thus find t h a t the velocity of 
propagat ion of the waves along a 
wire, hung far away from other bod
ies and made a good conducting ma
terial, is t h a t of light, or 185,000 
miles per second; bu t when it is hun<r 
near any conducting mat ter , like the 
ear th, or enclosed in acableandsunk 
into the sea, the velocity becomes 
much less. When hung in space, 
away from other bodies, it forms, as 
it were, the core of a system of 
waves in the other, the amplitude of 
the disturbance becoming less and 
less as we move away from the wire. 
But the most curious fact is t h a t the 
electric current penetrates only a 
shor t distance into the wire, being 
mostly confined t o the surface, es
pecially where the number ot oscilla
t ions per second is very great.—H 
A. Rowland. v 

Running by Soda. 
"Georgy, dear ." she said in her 

most insinuating tones, as they weie 
passing a soda s tand with a tempt
ing a r ray of colored sirups, "did you 
read in the morning paper abou t the 
newly invented locomotive made t o 
run„by soda?" 

"No, I d idn ' t " replied George.turn-
ing pale a t the hint, "bu t I am a 
good deal like t h a t locomotive, 
Susie." 

"How so?" 
•'Made to turn by soda ," and he 

did, because, you see, he hadn ' t the 
price of two sodas abou t his clothes. 
—Texas Sittings. 
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The Difference. 

Speaking of the pioneers in electri
cal application who have reaped 
golden harvests, Progressive Age 
says Professor A. G. Bell was a t one 
time walking abou t Washington 
anxious t o sell telephone stock for 
ten cents on the dollar. Before t h a t 
he was teaching a deaf and dumb 
school in Boston. The telephone 
brought him fame and riches, and he 
has now an income of hundreds of 
dollars a day and a fortune of $6,-
000,000, C. F . Brash is said t o have 
been working a t $15 per week before 
he struck the electric light, which 

How Baby Gladys cried the day 
she lost her playmate, and declared 
she would never be happy again. 
Giacomo was only a street boy, and 
no companion lor the daughter of 
Mrs, de Luce, bub Gladys was 
just as fond of him as if he had been 
born to the purple. 

What happy days they had spent 
together in play until t h a t fateful 
morning when Mrs. de Luce had 
sent her housekeeper, Mrs. Bacon, t o 
pu t a s top t o the friendship by for
bidding Giacomo t o come near the 
house. But even after t h a t Gladys 
had the satisfaction ot knowing he 
had no t wholly forgotten her. After 
dark she could hear him playing 
*'I remember Thee" on an old violin 
she had given him, and he had played 
so well t h a t all the neighbors raised 
their windows t o listen. , \ t 

At las t he came no more. 
"Come here, little fellow," a musici

an had said to him one night. "You 
are a genius. And, in the name of 
heaven, how do you come by such a 

. riolin?" 
Then he talked t o the tjoy and it 

ended in his tak ing him abroad with 
him. He had called t o see Mrs. Ba-
eon, t o tell her what had happened, 
bu t she was away, and the waiter 
did no t think i t worth while t o re
member the message. 

Fifteen years had passed. In a lit
tle room in a small suburban house 
sa t an old woman and a young one. 
No one who had ever seen Mrs. Bacon 
could have failed t o recognize her, 
though she had aged considerably. 
The girl was Gladys de Luce. Strange 
things had happened since those old 
days when Mrs. Bacon washer moth
er's housekeeper. T h a t mother, left, 
a widow, had married a rascal, who 
had wasted her fortune and finally 
broken her hear t . Gladys had found 
Mrs. Bacon her only friend. The old 
woman had taken her little savings 
and kept an humble home for them 
both in this little cottasro, while 
Gladys gave lessons on the piano to 
young children. 

She was no genius, bu t had had 
good masters and tausrht patiently. 

To-night she was busy tr imming a 
pretoy, though simple bonnet for ev
ening wear. Two tickets had been 
given her for a grand affair. A vio
linist, said t o be unequaled, was t o 
appear for the first t ime in America 
and tickets were ut ter ly beyond her 
reach; but the bachelor uncle of one 
ot her pupilB had given her two, 
which he had intended t o use bu t 
could not , being obliged t o leave the 
city on business. 

" I t was so kind." said Gladys, 
"and we will enjoy the music, I know. 
Oh, Aunty Bacon, do you remember 
little Giacomo? 1 believe he was a 
genius. I wonder what became of 
the sweet little fellow." 

"1 wish I knew," said Mrs. Bacon; 
" I do indeed. I hope i t was no harm. 
He was a good little fellow, and he 
might have stayed in t ha t big house. 
His meals would never have been 
missed by anyone; but your ma 
wasn' t very ap t t o take poor folks." 

So they talked over the past , and 
Gladys felt herself on the verge of 
tears as she recalled the memory of, 
those nights in which she was awak
ened in ber warm bed t o hear the 
little violinist playing '"I'll Remem
ber Thee" in the cold street below 
her window. She never heard anyone 
else play t h a t air in all her life. 

The night of the concert came. 
Gladys chaperoned by Mrs. Bacon, 
took her place in the large room, 
filled with fashionable women and 
men of society. The lights were 
bright, the dresses elegant. Great 
po ts of p lants adorned the s tage. Be
yond hung a rich'drapery of erea m-
eolored velvet. I t formed an ex-
qusite background for the splendid 
figure and beautiful, dark lace of the 
grea t musician, as he advanced to
ward the footlights. 

He played; none who heard him 
ever forgot. Thunders of applause 
filled the hall. He played amid 
a rapture of silence. Encore 
followed encore. f 

In reply t o one of these, he stepped 
forward and turned his face toward 
the seats in which Gladys and her 
old friend sat . His eyes met those of 
the girl across the heads of the other 
listeners and suddenly she heard mu
sic like a revelation from an angel's 
heart , so sweet, so low, so tender. 
Not the less great for its simplicity 
was t h a t t o which the aud'ence now 
listened; they did no t know the name 
of the composition, bu t Gladysknew. 
She had heard it in the street below 
her window many a winter night. I t 
was the tune little Giacomo had bid
den her keep in mind—"I'll Remember 
Thee." Yes, he had remembered; for 
he saw her—he was playing it to her, 
and this was Giacamo. 

Shortly after an usher b rought 
Mrs Bacon a card. I t was from the 
grea t violinist, begging them t o re
main seated after the performance. 

T h a t night they drove t o their 
humble abode in his carriage. He 
be^a
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"But for your gift I never should 
have been what 1 a m , " he said t o 
Gladys; and then he spoke of the old 
times, of the little cakes Mrs. Bacon 
had given him, and of the kindness 
which had kept him from suffering 
when he was left, an orphan«p"Did 

you ever hen? me play beneath your 
window?" ho j#ked Gladys; and she 
answered: 
, "Oh yes; I have ahvnvs remembered 
how I used t o cry for "you there in 
the lonely s treet ." 

"Poor ' l i t t le fiddler," said the grea t 
mun, " I can hardly believe t h a t it 
was II Yet here beats the same 
heart; and, remember, i t is t o you 1 
owe it al l ." s # „ , , 

* * -w • •*&*** « ff 

Well, reader, you know how this 
story ends just as well as I do. Im
agine the wedding, and make it as 
splendid as you please, only I will 
tell you this much: In the elegant 
home t o which Signor Giacomo con
ducted his bride there was a place of 
honor for good Mrs. Bacon. <\ . 

Odd Private Charities. »' 
Pi om "Conversations in a Studio." > 

For my own p a r t I cannot help 
feeling more admirat ion for secret, 
spontaneous, unexpected, and even 
odd private charities, which seek no 
reward and hide out of sight, t h a n 
for those who were made with a 
great flourish before the wor ld / Fo r 
instance there was B., who in cross
ing the English Channel fell in with 
a lonely old lady, whom he had never 
6een, and ou t of pure kindness of 
heart he helped her t o a seat and 
paid her a number of little at ten
tions, t o make her comfortable, and 
finally on arrival, called a cab, pu t 
her into it, and said good-bye; and 
shortly afterward the old lady died, 
and to the astonishment of B., she 
leit him all her money. Now this is 
what I call a dear old lady, and I 
h-ive never failed since then t o be 
polite a t tent ive t o every old lady I 
meet in my travels. Then again, 
there was the a r t i s t whom I knew 
in Florence years ago, who was 
struggling through adversity, with 
no orders and no hopes of any, when 
one day a no ta ry came into his 
studio and informs him t h a t an old 
gentleman opposite—an Englishman, 
of course—has just died and left him 
his entire fortune. "But I didn ' t 
know him; it must be a mistake," 
said A. "But he knew you, and i t is 
no mistake," said the notary; "and 
though he never spoke t o you, he 
used t o watch you, and he informed 
himself abou t you, and then made 
his will in your favor, and l a m come 
to announce the fact t o you." I need 
no t say t h a t from t h a t day forward 
he had more orders t han he could 
execute. But this is the way of the 
world. Still another person I know 
whose ancestor obtained a fortune 
from an ut ter s t ranger simply by 
opening his pew door t o him a seat. 
The stranger had entered the church 
and was ra ther embarrassed where 
t o go. The cold Christian shoulder 
was turned on him as he went down 
the aisle, until this gentleman, ob
serving his shyness, rose, opened his 
pew, and motioned him t o t ake a 
placo in it. The stranger thanked 
him on leaving the church after ser
vice, informed himself of his name by 
the hymn book, went home, and left 
him a fortune by his wdl. 

San Benito's TScpiirrel Ordinance. 
The board of supervisors of San 

Benito county have done a wine and 
timely thing for their section in the 
passage of an ordinance outlawing 
the gophers and squirrels which in
fest the grain fields. 

The ordinance provides t h a t any 
owner or occupant of lands whose 
lands are free from squirrels or go
phers, or who is endeavoring t o de
stroy the same on his own lands, 
may give notice t o the owners or 
occupants ot adjoining lands whose 
lands are infested with squirrels or 
gophers, and who are no t using dil-
igencenor endeavoring t o destroysaid 
ar.imals, t o immediately commence 
the destruction thereof. And if the 
owner or occupant of said lands so 
infested does no t comply with the de
mand within ten days thereof, then 
the person giving the notice, or his 
agent or employe, may enter upon 
the lands so infested for the purpose 
of destroying the said squirrels or 
gophers. And the expense there,of 
shall be a claim-against such owner 
or occupant and a lien upon such 
land in favor of said adjoining land 
owner or possessor giving said no
tice, which may be enforced in any 
court of competent jurisdiction and 
a judgment obtained therefor agains t 
&aid owner or possessor neglecting 
t o comply with said demand. Anil 
the lands of said person shall be sold 
in satisfaction of said judgement.— 
San Jose Mercury. 

-«»-•-•«»-
Jfo Fur ther Ueed of the I amp. 

Over beyond Kate ' s mountain the 
color ad brethern were holdinga seri
es of "shout ing services" in a meet
ing-house with one big lamp. La te 
one evening a big youth go t up t o 
" 'less his s ins ." He made the frank
est and fullest confession of the seri
es. He owned up t o every crime in 
the calendar and every sin in the deca
logue. He kept on and on with a 
florid fluency which roused his hear
ers almost t o the hysterical point, 
suddenly a voice from the rea rn roko 
in: " P u t out d a t l amp." "Why 
for?" demanded the presiding clergy
man, excitedly. "Kaso the viies' sin
ner done re turn," Raid the voice. 
And there the confessor collapsed. 
—Phila deiphia Record. ^ v „ 

« • * fmdm 
Never re tor t sharp or angry word. 

I t is the second word t h a t makes the 

A COUNTRY WEDDING. 

Almost everybody knows Old man 
Str,ingfeIlo\v. He is a tall, lank per
sonage, with shoulders hue a drome
dary's. His face is long, like that of 
a horse, and, he lias black hair.streak-
ed with gray, on his head, with a tuft 
of the same on his chin. Old man 
Stiingfellow wears neither mustache 
nor whiskers, being very particular 
to shave himself a t least twice & week, 
undergoing some pain, and twisting 
his long face into all manner of con
tortions—which a circus clown 
would give $1,000 to be able to im-
itate—during the operation, owing to 
tho stiff nature of the crop,he is reap
ing and the dullness of the instru
ment with which he works. He sel
dom wears a coat, going in his shirt 
sleeves summer and whiter, only 
changing the gar went of hickory for 
the garment of wool as the seasons 
vary—his jean pantaloons being 
hoisted up with suspenders—galluses 
he calls them—almost to his armpits, 
making him look a t a little distance 

like some queer animal with very long 
legs. 

He lives in a log cabin of one room, 
with a shed attachment, and has a 
wî e and six children, equally divided 
as to sex. In the room, which is 
roomy enough, he and Mrs. Stringfel-
low occupy one bed, and the three 
girls—Nancy, Gin, , for Jane, and 
Merier—another, and here all the 
cooking is done in the wide c'.ay fire
place of the stick and mud chimney. 
The shed attachment accommodates 
the boys, Bill, Ben and Jim. 

Occasionally a belated traveler will 
stop a t the Stringfellow mansion and 
ask for a night's lodging. He will be 
invited to " ' light an* come in," and 
when he has done so will be treated 
with primitive hospitality. 
t These people are poor and unedu

cated, but there is aspiritof independ
ence about them tha t nothing can 
conquer, and so long as their po ta to 
banks hold out atd their razor backs 
come home, to pick up a lit
tle fat in the field after the crop is 
garne-ed, and then, pay tribute to 
the larder, they care not for king nor 
kaiser. They never t iea t anybody, 
no matter who he may be, as any
thing more than an equal, and would 
show no difference to the czar of all 
the Russians should he chance to 
travel their way, with alt hi<? cortege. 
Should he stop he would be invited to 
" 'light," and the boys would ask 
about the price of potatoes in town, 
the old woman inquires as to mar
ket value of eggs, while the girls stood 
by and giggled, and the old man put 
in a tequest for a chew of tobacco— 
tha t is, if they did not mistake the 
whole affair for a circus as, like as 
not, they would. They had walked 
fifteen miles once to see a circus—all 
except the old woman, who rode a 
shaggy pony about as big as a year
ling calf, and with more hair on his 
hide than tlesh under it. 

I happened to be a guest of the 
Stringfellow family once. Finding 
myself near their residence one night? 
when it was so dark tha t I could see 
nothing but. the glimmer of a light in 
their cabin. I rode for it through 
brush and brier, and when I reached 
it halloed in the usual country style. 
Immediately the light, which came 
from the open door, was shut off by 
two human forms and I was bid t c 
" 'light an' come in." 

The family was just preparing to 
eat supper, and a savory" mess of 
pork and potatoes weie being dished 
up. I was invited to join them in 
their meal, during which I wa3 pump
ed pretty dry of all I knew about the 
affairs of the town, which was too far 
off to be visited by any of them very 
often. But to this I did not object, 
knowing that such information as I 
could impart was all I would have to 
pay tor the entertainment of myself 
and beast—which had been led off by 
one of the boys to share the stable of 
the shaggy pony—so I let the ripple 
of my talk flow in a continuous cur
rent, turning on my inevitable valve 
a t the same time, to give a sparkle to 
plain facts indispensable to make 
them enjoyable. 

During the evening I gathered from 
the whispering and g'gglmg going on 
among the young folk tha t there was 
some mystery afloat—something in 
which they all seemed more or less in
terested—and when they had gone to 
bed (the old woman had retired im
mediately after supper, getting into 
one of the beds without my knowing 
any thing about it until I heat d her 
snoring) old man Stringfellow enlight
ened me after a i*ather peculiar fashion 
of his own. 

"Well, stranger," he said, "I di*re-
member yer name. I reckon you'll 
s tay." 

I had already told him my name 
half a dozen times, and he had often 
disremumbered it, so I did not repeat 
it, but told him I proposed to stay—a i 
fact which I supposed ho was already 
cognizant of. 

"Yes," he said, rubbing hislongjaw-
bone thoughtfully, "I" ' lowed yer 
w'uld, an' I'm clad uv it; yes, I am; 
fur the mo' comp'ny the better on 
h\\A\ a 'cashin. Ye'rll be welcome, 
stranger, an' a honored gues'." 

I was a little puzzled, and began to 
think the old man was not exactly in 
his right mind, but I said nothing.and 
he went on. 

"You see," he said, looking at the 
fire, while he talked, "gals an' bby<? 
will git. married sooner "er later, an* 
thar ain't no use athrowin'obstickle« 
in thar way, un' so when Merier.thet's 
the younges', and Nans', she's the eld-
es\ come an' tole me thet they 'lowed 
to take unto tharse'ves he'pmeats, 
which was Dick Dander an' Pete Prin-
ple. why.says I,'all rL:ht; jes' go ahead 
an' fix it to suit yeise'ves;' fur though 
nyther one uv then* boys come* uv es 
good stocK as the Stringfeller*. I reck-
in ' they ' s ' bou t es good es yer'U pick 
up hereabouts.' So they done like I 

said, an' ter-morrer's the time it 's to* 
be,'" 

?o there's to be a "Ah," I said, "?< 
wedding." f t * , I 

"*es ," he replied, still looking mus
ingly a t the fire; "the marrige. giar-
ments heve been prepared an' t he 
gues's heve been bidden, an' though 
you wuzn't bidden, yit, es I said afore 
you'll be welcome an' a honored, 
gues'." * 

As I was in no particular hurry 1 
concluded to accept an invitation s a 
cordially given, and laid down on the 
jiiattress tha t had been spread out on 
the floor for my accommodation, 
thinking of the happy go lucky way inr 
which people in the country get mar
ried. 

About noon the next day the guests 
who had been bidden began to ar
rive—some on foot, some on long leg
ged horses and some on short legged 
ponies, while others came in rickety 
wagons drawn by oxen tha t looked a s 
though they might have been import
ed from the kingdom of Lilliput, and 
from tha t time out there was fun and 
feasting—that is, if potatoes and pork 
served in various ways can be said t o 
constitute a feast. 

About sunset a man reeling drunk 
rode up and was helped off his horse. 

"How are yer iedge9" said mine 
ho*t. 

"H'llo, Stringf'ler," said the jedge* 
looking round stupidly a t the assem
bled gue->ts, who were laughing and 
giggling "which's th ' "cused?" 

"Why, you ain't in co'rt, jedge," re
plied Stringfellow. -This here's a. 
marriage feas' yer've come to—yer've 
comw here to marry my to gals, Nane 
an ' Merier." 

"That ' s so," said the jedge, rubbing-
his head. -«I knowed th ' wuz somp'n 
I'd come fur. Le's b'gm." 

"Well, come inter the house fust,"" 
said the old man. 

"All right, c'm'on," and with a lurch 
and a tack the speaker got inside the 
door, when he fell sprawling on t h e 
floor. He was helped up and given 
the back of a chair to steady himself 
by. 

"Th's 'ere's th ' dogondes' oner'nes* 
flo" I ' ve r seed, Stringf'ler," he said-
"Stan ' 'p, pris'ner." 

"I tells yer this here ain' t no co'r t 
jedge/' said old man Stringfellow, be-
einmg to ?et nettled, "an ' my gals 
ain' t no pris'ners." 

"Oh, well, ' t ' s all same," said the 
jedge. "Stan' 'p, gals, 'n hole 'p right 
han ' ." 

" W a t ' s thet fur?" asked Nancy, as 
she and her sister and the two bride
grooms stood up in a row. 

"Guilty nr not"—began the jedge, 
and then recollecting himself. 'vDo~ 
you," pointing a t Nancy, "everlast-
m' lysw'ar to take this here voun<» 
fler," pointing to Mener's affianced. ^ 

"No, I don' t ," said the girl; " the t ' s " 

"To heve a n ' t ' h o l e , ' , went on t h e 
jedg«. 

"No, I don' t ," repeated Nancy 
stamping her foot. 

"Yer don ' t?" 
"No, I don' t ." 
"Then t 's case nol pros, an ' this-

here co'rt 'journed." 
"Look a her?, jedge," said the girl's 

father, «*I done tole yer this here ain ' t 
no co'rt—this hare's a weddin'— t h a t ' s 
w'at it is, don' t yer onnerstan5?" 

"Yesh, that ' s "all right, ole man ," 
said the jedge. "Y'see I knowed 1 hed> 
a case t ' t ry an' got sorter confused.r 
Le's g' back an' b'gin over. W a t ' s 
weddnf's name?—men w'afs gal's an ' 
t'ler's name?" 

"Thar 's two gal's." said the old 
man. "Nanc' an Meuer Stringfeiler, 
an ' they's a going to marry Dick Dan
der an ' Pete Pungle. Thar they 
Stan's right afore yer, now go ahead." 

"All right. D'you, Nanc', take this 
here Pete—" 

"No, I shan ' t ," said Nanc', "he 
ain't"— 

"Yer don' t an ' y ' shan't , thet 'pears 
to be 'bou t ail yer're guilty "v, p'-is'-
ner," said the jedge, relapsing in ta 
court jargon, "an ' don' t see noch n ' 
t ' do but schai'ge you. Give's a drink, 
Stringf'ler; co'rt 's 'journed." 

Stringfellow was a t his wits' end,, 
though his son. Bill, said it was as 
good as a circus, and the company in 
general seemed to be highly delighted 
with the general performance. There 
appeared to be no possibility ot keep
ing the jedge on the right tack, and the 
court was about to be adjourned sine 
die. sure enough, when I suggested the 
propriety of complying with his re
quest, and giving the legal tunctionary 
a dram, which might brighten him up 
long enough to enable him to go 
through with the ceremony prowerly. 
Accordingly he was taken into the 
shed room, where the boys slept, a n d 
in a few minutes came out again with 
his face wreathed with smile. I may 
use the expression in the very trutb> 
in this case, for every feature seemed 
to be twisted this way or tha t with a 
smile of its own, so that he presented 
a most comical api)earance of would 
be affability. 

He was hurried to the front while 
the steam was up, when he went 
through the usual formula m a dis
jointed way and immediately collap
sed and was put to bed, where ho iay 
snoring through all the noise made bV 
the young people, only shouting ou t 
occasionally, "Silence 'n co'rt ." 

The frolic lasted all night, the cabin, 
from which the beds had been remov
ed, bem.» transformed into a ball
room, in one corner of which an old 
crippled negro sat scraping a raspinjj 
fiddle and calling out the figures of 
the dance with a stentorian voice 
t ha t was somewhat cracked.—Rob
ert Boggsin New Orleans Times-Demo
crat. 

Jumped a Rabbit. v + 

S. B. Bird, a colored farmer of thia 
county, says t h a t two colored wom
en were fishing three miles sou thea -^ 
of the A. S. Mills place and their d o g 
jumped a rabbi t and r a n it in to a. 
hollow near by them. They did n o t 
s top t o get the rabbi t and in a s h o r t 
time the dog ran another in t h e 
same hollow, whereupon they s top
ped and went t o get the rabbits , a n d 
when they cut in to the hollow the\r 
found nine opossums, two rabbits*^ 
one tur t le weighing thirty-five * 
pounds, a a d a moccasin snake, all 
from t h a t oruholloiv. Early County 
(Ga.) Xows.f* 
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