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A Bachelor’s Apology.

s were bright, her figure slight,
ht as any fairy;
wis heavenward enclined:

But then so artless was her art
My heart could not resist her;

And added to her other charms,
She had a pretty sister.

They bloomed like any double rose,
They blushed & double vpink;
Oue graced the name of Laura;
The other, Kute, I think.

When left alone with Laura,
Love urged his soft dictate;

And in sweee Laura’s absence,
I duted more—on Kate,

|And thus to choose between them?
'"Twere treason to decide,
Berause 1 had heen happiest
With either for my bride.

To fileh one flower, and leave her
Companion all alone,

To pine in single sadness
Would need & heart of stone.

And that's the reson, Ladies,
I'm still vour partisan,;
For being & le-hearted,
I reat a single man.
—Chamber's Jowinal, ™
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Huomorous [tems,

A share-holder—A plow.

The first tanner—The sun.

ivening prayers—DBurglars.

A soft’s nap—A noodle asleep.

An ice thing--A polar expedition.

In writing, millers use floury language.

A “eiear” case--Jumping a bail-bond,

The early swimmer catehes the cramp.

What is & home without a moth there?

Bootless attempt —Trying to go bare-
foot.

To make a man feel sheepish--“Lam”
him.

War is inevifalle. Marringesstill con-
tinue.

A fool and bis 1ather’s money is soon
parted.

Wigs, in the language of flowers, are
lielocks.

The path of duty ~Through the cus-
tom housc.

Railroad depose Turning out the su-
perintendent.

The forerunners of «  plauge--A mos-
quito’s legs.

Motto tor hot nights—Iearn to lay bare
and to wait.

A case of suspended animation—A
man with braces ¢ n.

If & man “means business” he should
have business means,

The man isn’t very hungry who avers
that he is above board.

Sitting Boll has evidently taken to In-
dinneering. —Lowell Courier,

Why didn't “Japhet in Search of a
Father'zo to Bagw-dad?

The soda fountain’s motto
“Business sizz business,”

Motto for new hrut--?s-—Charity covereth
a multitude of boarders,

should be,

In very warm weather the schooimas-
ter is the only mun who keeps his collars
straight.

When married men complain of being
in hot waler at home, it turns out half
the time it's scold,

A West Hill man calls his horse “Time,"
because when Lie is “untied” he “waits
for no man.”

The discrepancy between pepper aad
zood soil is:  One is ground fine, and the
other is tine grovnd.

Take ut least one good look at a cocoa-
nut, youngz man, before you have your
head mowed and sendpapered.

The dillerence batween a goose and some
men is that & geose never gets into hot
water until it's elead.

It's no wonder, ae a critic recently re-
marked, that *The Raven' savors of an-
cient Greeco.  Tt's Pos-made.

Agovavating:  To think of a good joke
after getting to bed, and not able to re-
cal & word of it next morning.

A minion of the law seized Fanny
Davenport’'s {ights at Scranton the other
day. There was nothing in them at the
time, iowever, :

There are beautiful warm soda springs
in Colorado, and people who go bathing
in them ot once exclaim: “01 but this is
soda-licious.”

Birds are entitlea to justice. When a
man is indulgine in a frolie, to say he is
“out on n lark," is a libel on that bird.
He is really cut on a swallow,

Who hath woe—swho hath sorrow ?
Weli, that Nevads man who traded a
mule for & wife feols about as red around
the eyes as any of 'em.

An Independence (Kan.) woman wants
a divorce beeause ghe was chlorofermed
and carried off and married to her hus.
band two or three days before she knew
it.

The Detroit Free Press presents the
question, “Arc watermelons healthy?”
Much depends, we should siy, on the
tecth and enterprise of the old gentle-
man's dog,

The Troy Times asks: “Should the
President pass out would Samuel J, pop
in?" The chances are that he would not;
he has proved himself too much of a pop-
in-jay.

“Is this airtight?” inquired a man in a
hardware store, as he examined a stove.
“No, sir,” replied the clerk; “air never
gets tight,”  He lost a customer.,

A Chicago chap advertises for several
steady girls to help on pantaloons. And
an envious eeribe says that a fellow who
can't help on his own pantaloons ought
to be ashamed to want girls to do it.

A man was killed by a circular saw
and in his obitury notice it was stated
that he “was a good citizen, an upright
Christian, and an ardent patriot, but of
limited knowledge in regurd to cireu'ar
saws.”

A Florida negro mistook a mule for a
ghost and poked it with a stick, The
verdict recites that he came to his death
by using too shoX a stick 1 probing the
unknowable for evidence of a future ex-
istence,

At 1 o'clock a. m, Tuesday the moon
passed close enough to J upiter to enable
the man in the former to hail the latter,

change newspapers, beg a chew of fine
cut, and pass on.

“The funeral was elegant,” wrote the
waiting maid of a Jady, whose _husband
bad jest been buried, to her sweetheart,
“I was dressed in black silk, the flowers
were lovely, and mistress wept just like a
born angel.” i

A Sunday-school  teacher was telling
her scholars the other Sunday, about a
bad boy who stole $100, when she was in-
rupted by one of her audience, with the
query : “*And hew did he get such « bully
chancef” ~ o
. A little girl was reproved fcr playing
out doors with boys, and informed that,
being seven years old, she was “too big

for that now.” But, with all imagina-
ble innocence, she replied, “Why, the
bigger we grow the better we like  ‘em.”

A prisoner was arranged to plead an
indictment for burglary. He said he
wasn't ready to plea-%l, and didn’t care to
plead either way, adding, “T'll tell you,
judge just how the matter Nangs: if 1
don’t get bail to-mcrrow morning ['m
going to plead guilty, and if I do I aint.
Seed

A subseriber asks “How to scald a
goose.”  'There are several methods.
Perhaps the hesc way would be to wait
until some evening when the goose comes
round to sercnade your daughter, and
while he is in the middle of *Sweet by
and by,” pour a kettle of boiling water
on his head from asecond-storv window
~—Norristowr, Herald.

If Adam could for ten mmutes come
to life would he recognize the old place,
tlie same old city lots, the same old lem-
ons, oranges, figs, elephants, snakes,
dandelions, pie plant, peanuts, sassafars
und persimmons that he used to pame
up and chalk down? All would be gone,
He would recognize naught. But if he
happened to wander into the negro min-
strels he could hear the same old jokes.
—Oshkosh Chiistian Advocate.

————

Josh Billings on Deer,

I hayv finsliy cum to the conclusion
that lager beer asa beverage is not in-
toxicating.

I have been told by a German who
said he had drunk it all nite long, just
to try the experiment, and was obliged
to go home entirely sober in the morning.
I have secen this same man drink eigh-
teen glasses, and if was drunk it was in
German, as nobody could understand it.

It is proper enuff to state that this man
kept a lager beer saloon: could have no
object in stating what was not strictly
thus,

I believe him to the full extent of my
ability, I never drank but three glasses
of lager in my life, and that made my
head outwist 8s tho 11 was hung on the
end of astring, but I was told that it
was owing to my bile being out of place;
but T guesg that it was s0, for I never
biled over wus than I did when I ot
hom that mte. My wife thot T was oin
to die, and I was afraid that 1 shouldn't,
for it seemed as tho everything T had
cver eaten in my life was coming to the
surface; and 1 beheve that if my wife
hadn’t pulled off my hoots just as she
did, they would hay cum thundering up
too.

I never haa so much experience in so
short a time.

O, bow sick T wuz! 14 years ago, and I
can tast it now.

If any man shud tell me that lager beer
wis not intoxicating, I shud believe him,
but if he shud tell me I wasn't drunk that
nite, but that my stummick was out of
order, I shud ask him to state over a few
words just how a man felt and acted
when he was set up.

If I wasn’t drun'- that nite, T had some

of the most natural simtums that a man
ever had and kept sober.
In the first'place it was about 80 rods
from where I drank the lager beer to my
house, and I was jest over two hours on
the road, and a hole busted through each
one of my pantaloon neez, and I didn’t
have any bat, and tried to open the door
by the bell-pnll and hiccuped awfully
and saw eversthin®  in the room
trying to get round on the back
side of me, and, sitting down on a chair,
1 did not wait long enough for it to get
exactly under me when it was going
round, and I set down a little too soon
and missed the chair about twelve inches
aud couldn’t get up soon enough to take
the nest one that came along; and that
sin'tawl; my wife said I wuzas drunk as
4 beest, and, az T said before, I began to
spin up things freely.

If lager beer is not intoxicating it used
me wost mighty mean, that I know.

Stll I hardly think that lager beer iz
intoxicating, for I have been told so; and
I am probably the only man living whe
ever tﬂ'uuk eny when his liver was not
plaxhb.

I don’t want to say anything against a
harmless temperance beverage, but if ev-
er I drink eny more, it will be with my
hands tied belhind me and my mouth
pried open.

I don’t think lager beer is intoxicating,
butif I remember rite, T think it tasted
to me like a glass of soap suds that a
pickle had been tew soakin.

What Is A “Term??

The court of the queen’s bench was re-
cently called upon to give a legal defini-
tion of the word “team.” A tenant of an
English duke had agreed as a part of his
rent payment, to furnish at sundry times
“one day's team work with two horses
and one proper person.”

On one occasion the duke's manager
desired the farmer to send a cart to fetch
coals from a railway station to the ducal
mansion. The farmer offered to furnish
two horses and a man, but insisted that
the duke shoul supply the cart. “There
can't be a ‘team’ without a cart or wag
on,” said the manager. ¢ Ob, yes, there
canl” replied the farmer; “the horses are
the team,”

Both parties were honest, and both
were obstirate, and so the law was asked
to decide which defination ot a © team
was correct, the duke’s or the farmer's,
A jury said the duke’s, but the farmer
asked the court of queen’s bench if the
Jury were not quite as incorrect as was
the duke,

The court heard learned lawyers argue,
and also discussed among themselves,
What is a team? Poetry and lexicors
were appealed to. One judge quoted
these lines to show that the team is sepa-

rate from the cart:

get correct latitude and longitude, ex-[

“Giles Jelt was sleeping, in his cart he lay,
Some waggish pill’rers stole his team away.
Giles ‘i‘;’““’f and cries, ‘Ods bodkins, what
ere ¥ o

Why, hogv‘n_ow;_m I Giles or not?
If he, T've lost six geldings to my smart;
1f not ‘0ds bodkins, I’ve found a cart!» 2
_Another Judge quoted a line from
Wordsworth :

“My Jjolly team will work alone for me.”

Horses, said the learned judge, might
be “jolly,” but a cart cannot. Whereup-
on the counsel for the duke gave the
judge “a Rowland” for his “Oliver” by
citing Gray’s lines: 119

| “Ott-did the Larvest to their sickle vield,

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe hath
broke;

How jocund did they drive their team afield,

How bow’d the wood beneath their sturdy

stroke!"

But the farmer’s lawyer “capped”’ that
quotation with several citations from the
poets.  From Spencer:

“Thes a ploughman all unmeeting found,

As he his toilsome team that way did guide,

And brt_mgplt thee up a ploughman’s state to
ide.

From Shakespeare :

“We fuiries that do run,

By the triple Hecaie's team,

From tte presence of the sun,
Following darkness like g dream.”
From Dryden:

“Anv number, and pussing in a line,
Lil ke a long team of SNOWY swans on high,
Which ;!‘!xp their wings and cleave the lquid

) ,‘.I’

The Judges decided two to one that the
farmer’s definition of “team” was coircet ;
and then, as if to add another to the many
illustrations of the “glorious uncertainty
of the law,” said they would hear the case
over aguain.

The casc shows the importance of put-
ting down in a written agreement just what
is agreed upon, and of eschewing all am-
biguous words,

LAt e

THE MARKED ARn,

Click! In the dead of the night a sharp
sound wakened Mrs. Halifont. The
room was dark. Not even the gleam of
the moon or starlight fell throngh the
curtains of the windows. It was a very
strange gound indeed hut she saw nothing,
heard nothing more.

She sat up, leaning on her dimpled left
elbow, and put out her right hard and
touched her husband’s shonlder. He lay
upon his pillow sound asleep, and he did
not waken ut Ler touch.

“It must have been a dream.” said Mrs,
Halifont; and her young head—she was
only the bride of a year—nestled down
again closer to her husband’s arm, and
she slept again.

Click !

This time the sound did not arouse Mrs,
Halifont, Tt was her husband who awalk.
ened, He did not stop to listen, but
grasped the revolver beneath his pillow
and jumped out of bed at once. In an
alcove in the next room stood s saie
which contained money and valuables, It
was ot one of the wonderful new . safes
which defy fire and burglars, but an ola
one that had been in the family a long
while. Mr. Halifont knew on the instant
that some one was opemng this safe.

A man of courage, a man who never
hesitated in the face of danger—one, too,
who had a warm regard for bLis worldly
possessions, Mr. Halifont strode at once
into the reom where he knew housebreak-
ers were at work, and running in the dark
sgainst & powerful man, tackied him at
once.

The light of u lantern flashed across
the room, There were two more men.
Three against one.

The sound of Dlows, struggling, and
the report of a pistol aroused the young
wife once more. Amid her terror, she
had the good sense to light the gas. It
shone upon a spectacle of horror. Her
husband weltering in his blood, wrest-
ling with a gizantic man, whose featurcs
were concealed by a mask of black
crape; the upper part of whose person
was clothed only in a knitted woolen
shirt, of some dark color, with sleeves
that left his great arms bare. On the
right one, the one which eclutched Mr.
Halifont’s throat, was a red mark or
brand, a scar, a birth-mark. It would
have been impossible for Mrs. Halifont,
even in calmer moments, to tell what it
was; but it indelibly impressed itself up-
on her mind, as she bravely cast herself
into the struggle, and fought with all
her might to drag the horrible han1 from
her husbaud's throat, screaming all the
while for aid.

A blow, a kick would have silenced
her. The burglar must have known that,
but there are very bad men who could
not use violence toward a woman to save
their own lives. This man could not.
His companions had flown with their
booty, help might have arrived at any
moment. With a great effort he wrench-
ed himself from the cluteh of his victim,
and let go his throat, and sped away.
It was not too soon; assistance arrived,
now that it was too late, but Mr. Hali-
font did not live to tell the story. He
was mortally wounded. His yourg wile
watched by his bed-side until he breath-
ed his last and then dropped beside it
senseless.

For weeks she raved in wild delirium
of the murderous hand, of the great mus-
cular arm with the scar upon it, and
called upon them to save her husband’s
life; but she was young and had a fine
constitution, After a while her health
returned, and, at last, her mind rega‘ned
its equipoise.

She removed from the city and took up
her abode in a lonely country place, with
a favorite sister for "a companion. She
had resolved, as all widows who have
loved their husbands do at first, to re-
main a widow forever. And indeed,
though many men would gladly have
tempted one so young, beautiful and
wealthy to change her mind oz this
point she seemed to care less for any one
of them than for the kitten which purred
upon her knee, or the little black-and
tan terrier which ran by her side along
he gnrden paths. She was ninefeen
when her husband was murdered; at
thirty-two she was still true to his mem-
ory.

Is any one forever utterly truc to an-
other's memory out of romance—an ¥y one
who does not die young? I fear not. In
this the lapsing Summer of the woman’s
life, when she pretended to believe that
Autumn had actually come, temptation
to inconstancy assailed her, For many
years a fine house upon the neighboring
estate had been empty, but now there
came 1o take possession of it a gentleman
not yet forty. A widower with plenty of
money and nochildren, a handsome man,

well built and stalwart, with magnificent

| called himselfa Spaniard, and his speech
| betrayed a foreign sccent.

black hair and eyes that were like black
diamonds. Spanish eyes—indeed he

The aark eyes and the blue eyes met,
2 few neighborly words excha 2d, a call
followed soon. “Mrs. Halifont It a new
emotion creeping into her heart. She telt
pleased and flattered by this stranger’s
admiration. Then she knew she was
loved, and rejoiced—and so discovered
that she herself loved again.

At first she wasangry with herself, then
the wept over her inconstancy. but at
last she yielded utterly. After all, it was
the love that made her untrue—siuce she
had loved she could  never pride: herselt
on being faithful again, and so she list-
ened to the swect words, that, despite
herself, made her happy, and promised
to marry Colonel Humphries.

When a widow does marry a second
time she generally contrives to make a
fool of herself.

rs. Haiifont had certainly not done as
foolishly ay some widows do. She had
neitiier chosen a little boy, or a titled
Ttalian without money enough to kee
himself in macaroni. Her future husband
was older than nerself, and too rich to be
suspeeted of being a fortune hunter, but,
after all, no one knew him. He came
into the neighborhood withont letters of
introduction to any one, and whether he
won his fortune by trade, or came to it
by inheritance, remained a m ystery.

There were those who shrugged their
shoulders and declaired that Mrs. Halifont
would regret not having chosen some one
of whom more was known—some retired
merchant, some gentleman of fortun e,
whose father had been known to her
friends. Nothing, to be sure, eould be
said against this Spaniard or Cuban with
the English name; but who knew any-
thing in his favor?

Howevir, no one said this to Mis Hali-
font, and if any ene had, words never
changed a womann’s fancy yet. Mrs.
Halifont believad in Colonel Humphries,
meant to marry him.

Indeed the trousseau was prepared, the
wedding day fixed, all was ready, and
Ida Halifont believed herself to be o very
happy woman. She ance more built cas.
tles in the air. Her old sorrow seemed
to fade away in the distance. She was
girl again,

At last only twenty-four liours lay be-
tween her and her wedding day.

She was busy in her sewing room on
this last day, finishing some rufiles in iace
and ribbon, and singing softly to herself,
when suddenly the house was filled with
cries.

An old man servant, while cutting the
grass upon the lawn, had wounded him-
self seriously. The docter was sent for
at once, but was not at home, and mean-
while poor Zebedee was bleeding to death.

Suddenly Ida Halifont remembered
that Mr. Humphries had said that he un-
derstood wounds as well as though he
had been bred a surgeon. Without this
1t would have been natural for her to call
on one who was so goon to be her protec-
tor in a moment of anxiety. She would
call him herself, that there might be no
delay; and, seizing her garden hat, she
ran along a little path that led from her
ground to that of Mr. Humphries,
climbed a low fence, to save time which
would have been lost in reaching a gate,
and so gained the rear of the dwelling,
of which to-morrow she would be mis-
tress,

She thought herself terrified and dis-
tlessed. She felt rather injured in that
such an unpleasant thing a3 the wound.
ing of peor Zebedee should have hap-
pered on the eve of her wedding day.
Ten minutes afier she thought of herself
at that moment as utterly at easo—won-
derously happy-—for as she reached those
windows and peeped half timidiy through
the curtaing, a thing happened that made
all she had ever suffered appear as noth-
ing.

e ———

and she awakened in the twilight, found
her{s]elt'llj)c{s)nnd ga.st to 2 great armchair long
cords abeut ker arms tyi her hapds
and confining her feet. g ; '
So her servants found her; but she was
the only living being in the great ‘house.
Colonel Humpliries and his® two Dlack
servants had vanished, ne one. knew
whither. N
The empty bottle of chloroform on the
ﬂ9(!r—~§he fact that he had left little be.
hind him, and that he had alwas kept his
money in & farm that Ift him free to leave
the country at any time, all proved that
detection had been prepared for. And he
Was never traced—or had the means to
bribe those who were set upon his track.
Ida Halifont Jived through it all. She

lives to-day in the quiet house beside the |

river, but no one has ever seen her smile
since that bour. No one will ever see her
suile again; and from her deepest
slumbers she often starts in terror, fancy-
Ing that she sees uplifted menacingly
above that cruel, terrible arm marked
with the blood-red staip. There is no
hope of happiness for ber, for she never

p | can furget that this arm has also embraced

her.

Aunt Silvy’s Reeollections

of a Bar-
becue.
Marley  came bolting into Aunt

Silvy’s cabin. The next is what he
usualy did when things vexed hin.
“It's mean!” he said, snatching off his
large siraw hat and wiping the perspir-
ation from his brow,
Aunt  Silvy was peling peaches  for
drying—great lucious Indian peaches,
too, beet-red from down to pit.
“Seems like yer's al'ays fin'in some-
thin’ mean,” she said, as the long peeling
dropped in the pan, and she proceeded to
stone the peach, which looked as though
pared by machinery. “Wnat's de matter
now! Somethin’ 'bout the barb'cue?”
“Yes, the committee’s been 'ronn’ here
to see what Pa'd subscribe, an’ he signed
for o-n-z shoat! Think how it 1| look!
—* W Coleman, one shoat.’ An’ the
paper’s goin’ all over the country; every-
bedy °Il see it,—-General Brandshaw, and
Mandy, and all the girls! If I could n't
give anything but a mean old shoat, I
would n’t put my name dow n’t all.
“Neber had no sich puffawmances at
yer aranpaw Thompson's. He uster su'-
scribe a heap er deaf an’ dum’ an'mals,
I ‘'members one Foaf J uly he su'cribed—
lem me see ef I kin ‘member what all he
did su'scribe. Thar wus two oxes an’
Yleven milk cows, an—-."
“I don’t bliive it,” Marley interrupt-
ed.
“It's de bawn troof,” said Aunt Bilvy,
solemnly. “I’members dar wusn't nuff
ows lef” ter git mills fer de white folks
coffec nex’ mawnin arter dat barb'eue.
But, law, Mal’sr Mawley! dat wus'n't
haf’ yer granpaw Thompson su'scribed,
Thar wus fou'teen futshoats, an—lem me
gee how many tuekies; twenty-fou® tuck-
ies; thutty fou! Muscovy ducks, fawty
chickuns, sebenteen geese an’ ganders,
an'——" “

Marley gnve a long whistle.

“Well, if that is n't the Dbiggest story
that ever I heard since 1 was created

“He did so. 1 could prove it Ly yer
maw, but hier wus sicn a little gal when
it hapoened, her's fawgot, T 'members we
all didn’t hab no geese ter pick arter
dat barb’cue ‘eept one old gander; an' T
‘members goin’ to de hen-house, an’ seein’
nota sol'tary human critter let’ in dat dar
hen-house, ‘cept de ole saddle-back
reoster. An’, law! I fawgot de hams,—a
heap er hams,~ more’n a hundud: an’ de
sheeps—Ilaw! T dunao how many sheeps
dar wus.”

“An’ didn’t he subscribe a tearn of
mules wn’ a half-dozen aegroest” said
Marley. “An’ I want to know where my
gran’pa pot all the wagons to haul al] the
things to the barbecue? T reckon it
wouid take fitty wagons to do it: I'm.
goin’ to ask Pa.”

The room, the window of which she
had approached, was one that opened out |
of 4 “conservatory. She saw Colonel |
ifumphries busy with some rare plants |
he had just set out o the warm sunshine i
that fell through the glass, He had |
taken off his coat and rolled up his
sleeves. Now he left the conservatory,
and coming forward proceeded to wash
his hands in a basin of water that had
been set ready for him. He was close to
Ida Halifont. He did not see her, but
she could have reached ont her hand and
touched him. Why did she not spealk
and cail him by name? Why did she
sinkc down upon her hands and tremble
like an aspen leaf? Alas! the awful rea-
son was this: Upon that arm to which
she was about to give the right to clasp
her in tenderest embrace she saw a tor-
rible mark— a mark she had seen once
before. 8ie knew its size and shape and
color. Her eyes had been riveted upon
it as the sinewy hand, at the wrist of
which 1t ended, grasped her dying hus-
band’s throat. She had learnf it off by
heart; she could not be deceved. Theugh
years had rolled away, that horrible
marked arm was not to be forgotien or
mistaken for any other.

Suddenly Colonel Humphries felt him-
self grasped by a hand that small as it
was, had the fierce clutch of a tizer’s jaw.
The fingers closed over that red mark—a
white fuce came close to his.

“You are my husband’s murderer!”
hissed a voice in his ear.

Then the two stood staring et each
other. He made no denial, He only
looked down at the red mark upon hLis
1rm and cursed it aloud.

“How dared you make love to me?”
she gasped. “You—"

“Because Iloved you,” he said. “Wo-
may, if I had not fallen in love with you
that night I would have killed you also.
It was risking my life to spare you, with
your screams calling men to hunt me
aown—"

“Oh, if you had butkilled me then!”

he moaned

“Well, T am at
said.

She answared :

“You can kill! I wish you would
pray you do it. You killed my husband.

The murderer of my husband must be
brought to justice, a.ng I—yesterday, nay
an hour ago— I loved you!  Oh, God pity
me! 1 have loved this man, this thief
who came in the night to rob my hus-
band, and who murdered him!"’

She remembered saying this. After.
wards a strange drowsiness overcame her
She seemed to let go her hold upon the
world. She faintly recognized the fact
that Colonel Humphries knelt at her feet
and kissed her hands. Then there were

your mercy now, he

blank hours, and strange wild (lreams,

“Law! [ wouldn't go pesterin’ mahs't
‘bout it. I nebersay yer granpaw tuck
um ter de barbleve: I say he swhseribed
um.—Surak Winter Kellogy, St. Nieho-
las jor July.

e o s G TR
Urged To Go Into Bankrupey.

“Boggs,”" said Mrs, B. suddenly, the
oher cvening, “why don't you gointo
benkruptey, und have scms style about
voui”

Go into bankruptey ! repeated Boggs,
“what for?”

“ Becawse its the faghion,” replicd Mrs.
B. “Every body who is anybody goes
into bankruptey now-a-days. Our neigh-
bors are all getting the start of us. Here's
Soggs, who lives across the street, he is
in the list to-day. Now we have lived 1n
this town a good deal longer than Soggs
has. Why couldn’t you have got your
name in the papers as well as he,”

1 don't want my name in the papers
in that way,” said Boggs.

“That’s the way; always behind every-
body elsc. We never could hold our
own along with our neighbors.”

“DBut we eouldn’t hold our own if I
went mto bankruptey,” persisted Boggs.

* Nonsense,” cried Mrs. B. Don't the
Sprigases, who went into bankruptey

last summer, live just as well if not a
little better than before? Now Boggs, do
oblige me by buying a file.”

“Buying 4 file! What for?”

“So that you can file your petition.
Do it this very day, and it will be in the
merning papers. Then your wife and
children can hold their heads up with the
pest of ’em. Somehow 1 feel that we are
under a sort of cloud now. People look
at us as much as to say, ‘There’s some-
thing a matter with the Boggses.”

“Mrs. Boggs, I never tuke the advan-
tage of nothing.”

“I know 1t. And that's what leeps us
under. But couldn’t you put in a peti-
tion? You know there isa petition up-
stairs that we don’t need. You couldn’
take 1t down and—"

“Woman, how foclish you tilk. You
dont know anything about the business.”

“But I do know that we are getting left,
and it won’t be long, you will find, be-
fore folks give up inviting us anywhere.
Haven't you any liabilities?”

“I have liabilities,” replied Boggs, “but
I haven’t any liability to lie.”

*0’ your to nice for anything where
the weifare of your family is concerned,
Tell me about your assets.”

“I wouldn’t have any if I did as neigh-
bor Sogas does across the street.

“How is that?” asked Mrs. B.

“Why, the ass-sets around all day doing
nothing, and it is no wonder that he had
applied to the bankrupt court for reiief,”

‘|t after that fashion,

e ————

Then Boggs laughed a low contented
laugh at nis little joke. 4

Said Mrs. B., tartly, “You'll bankrupt
your stock of wit if you keep drawing on
Then you won't he.
come a bankrupt to maintain our sociaj
position?”

“No, I won't," said Boggs, bluntly.

“Then I give you due notice that I shall
receive or make no more calls. I shall
S1Y€ Up our pew in church und take the
children oct of school. T wil close up
the house, give out that we have gone in-
to the country and we wili all live in the
kitchen. 1f we can't do like the rest of

folks and be somebody, there is no use
‘trying to live, ;

A Gl'use Shave.

I reckon you've hemrn tell of
Jim O’Niel, who was ‘sassinates down at
Bloomington the other night?’ re
marked Jack Reynolds to a reporter on
Saturday. The latter acknoledged that he
heard a good deal, lately, abeut the man
referred to. Jack Renyolds does  the
stoking on one of the largrest locomotive's
on the Chicago & Alton Railroad.

“Just wait till T toss g couple of shov-
clfuls, ‘canse time's nearly up, and we'll
be off soon, and I'll reli you semethin’
about Jim,” said the fireman, as he
vitehed scme chunks of coal into the
rearing furnace. “They don't make bet.
ter engineers,” he continued, “than what
Jim O'Neil was. Yon see, you folks that
ride back there in them fine coaches, and
play poker, an 1 read the newspapers, and
only look ont when a hait is made, and
commence readin’ and playin’ awain when
the train darts away auain with a shriek,
a roar and and a rattle: yomfolks, say,
don’t know what danger is. No, sir.
Just you come ahead here and stand
where Jim O™Neil stood for eighteen
years, and I'll bet your back will Talse
up sometimes. But Jim didn't mind it
much. He was the coolest and most
bravest man what ever I see in my life.
He scted all the whiie Just like ne was
ready to die at any minute. And do you
know, he would tike to his engine just
like & man to a womun, He would pet
her, and say sweet, sympathizin® things
to her. When she was leanin’ out her
level best, runnin’ may be forty miles an
hour, Jim would loak her all “over kina
otaft-ctionately and say to himself.with a
shake of the head, ‘She ain’t wel] to-day; 1
den't know what ails her, but she ain't
feelin’ just right.’ »

Jack opened the furnace door again
aad dropped in some fresh fuel on the
glowing coals.

“You see,” he eontinued, “Jim and me
rud an engine tog ether five years, just as
me-and my hoss Lere (pointing to the en-
cineer who had that moment stepped into
tha cab) are doing now. He tock me on
when I was a green hand, and in all the
years we stuck together he never spoke a
cross word to me, and if he'd been a mind
to he might have pitched me out of the
window any time, for he was a poweriul
man. I'm got used to runnm’ now, and I
don’t ever bother my head about what's
goin’ to happen: but when Jim O Niel
first took me on I was awlul seary,
and 1 often wished T was one of them fur.
mers what we saw holdiu’ the plow in the-
fields as we passed.”

“0' Niel had u oreat NUNY NATPOW S
capes, did he not? interrupzed the report-
er,

“You are right he had,” replied Jack,
“and the half of them wn't been told
about in the newspapers, Jim always
know'd when anything was coin’ to
Auppen.  Onee he had nine cars and a ng
lot of people, and he was runnin’ to mak.
ap lost time, Tt was just a little a‘ore
dark, and, taken’ his eye from off the
track, Jim turned to me, and suys le:
“There’s trouble ahead: I feel it in my
bones” At first I kinder suspected that
he was tryin’ to frichten me, but after o
bit hie said to me: ‘T wish [ could lonk
round the big curve and see if the
bridge is &ll Tight. That scared me
mor'never. I noticed that Jim had his
eye set right down on the rail, hut it was
gettin’ so dark that he couldn't see far,
The old leeomotive was puttin® in hep
Lest licks, and presently we shot in
through the deep cut and out on the igh
fillin’ that ran to the bridge. As we made
the curve at the mouth of the cut, right
there in {Font of us, and not more'n twe
hundred feet away, was four horses what
was ronnin’ their best down the corade
toward the bridge. 1 felt my heart thump
agin the rool of my moutl.

If Jiva hadnt looksd so cool, I guess T'd
have fossed myself right through the
window, but T thought ['d stuy as long
a8 Jun did.  He took in the chance at a
glance. i

He know'd if thern horses ever
got to that bridge they’d tumble down
‘twixst the stringers, and when we struck
‘em we'd jump the track, and o through
the bridge into the river, and Gad only
knows whether anybody of them hundreds
of people would have lived to tell what
I’'m tellin’ now. So, quick as a flash—for
with & locomotive runuin’ torty miles an
hour you must do your figurin’ in a
hurrry—Jim slapped on all the steam.
My God! how she shot. She nearly
Jumped out from under we.

In three
seconds the old locomotive just picked up
that bunch of beasts and’ tossed them
down the banks. They didn’t any of 'em
live to see the hind car pass by 'em.
“When ray heart dropped back to its

place,” added Jack, “I ventured to say to,

to Jim, ‘That was & close shave, wasn's
it? bnt Jim never tosk is eye from the
track, and never said yes or no; ana,
though him and me run together for yesrs
and years, he never once spoke of how
he scooped them critters into the disch,
and saved God only knows how rany
lives.”—Muscatine Tribune.

Put a tablespoonfil of sulphur in the
nest as soon a3 hens or turkeys sre set.
The heat of the fowls causes the fumes of
the sulphur to penctrate every part of
their bodies, every louse is kilied, and,
as all nits are hatched within ten days,
when the mother leaves her nest with her
brood she is pertectly free from nits or
lice.

Canned Grapes—Tuke the Concord
grapes when fully ripe, stemming them
without breaking any more than can be
helped; allow a little over & quarter of &
pound of sugar to a pound ot
fruit; make & syrup of about a quart of
water ata time, putting in fruit enouzh
for oniy one can; let your syrup, with the
frmt in it, just come to a boil, putting
them in the cans before they erack open,

Seal them up.

[=5 —

PR —

s = "1

| | T



