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THE SPRIG OF GREEN.
At Prederickshurgon & day,
Ere yet the strife be ¥
Al ug the battle-dne
TLe General’s order
Win e or lose & our o
Upon the wret
But bonor to the
The nearest to the works,

Before them rose the giant range
Of hiils in martial round,

¥rom whose grim tops all bodefully,
The bristling cannon {rowned,

No break within that irom line,
But neath from left tc right ;

And Meagher with his Irish lay
Before Saint Marye's height,

No gloom was there, but every facs
As careless and as bright
As if it was a wedhling morn,
And not a day of Aght.
Aund in their caps—though all around
Nor tree nor shrub was seen—
They ;-:;th—huun inows from whenee pro
o -
Each man & sprig of green,

Not long they waited for thesound
That told the strife begun ;

Hark ! from the river's further side,
It is the signsl gun

A thousand cannon from the hills
Bellowed in fleree seclaim,

And all the mighty line of blae
Bwept upward through the flame,

Of what avail are words to paint
The strife that none can tell,
The hurrah from the Union host :
The wild Confederate vell,
The saber's clank; the horseman’s tramp ;
The scream of shot and shell :
And of dying men, that went
To make the mimic heil,

All day against those awful heights
Our lines were horled in vain;

All day the shattered ranks closed up
Bat to be torn again,

Uuntil the sun withdrew her light
As if for very shame ;

Aud night came down npon the field
To end the bloody game,

The morning broke all fair and beight
Adeon the AITHY,
loving.y on hill and in
The biessed sunbeams luy,
The fight was done, the field was won,
The blue had lost the day;

And from their works all curiously
Swarmed down the men in gray.

Thick lay the slain, like sheaves of grain,
Ripened by battle suns;

But one bad died beyond the rest,
A stoune » cast from the guns,

They rai-ed him softly, for the brave
Respect the brave I ween,

And in his cap, upwithered still,

They found s sprig ef green.

Of all the thowsands lying round,
Close lockesd in death’s embrace,
That one—though all were brave aud true—
From death had got such grace,
Ko bearded soldier old in wars,
Had won the bappy place ;
He who died pearest to the works
Had only a bay’s face,

They buried him fust where he feli,
These foemen with rude art,
They said that be bad earned the place
By hi= undaunted heart,
And one—a poet in his soul,
Though rough in garb and mien—
Planted upon the simpie mound
The desad boy's sprig of green,

The brave man dies, bul the brave deed
With death will not be found

And travelers say, that to this day,
The children puaying round,

Can point the stranger to the spot,
The fairest in the scene,

The grave where sleeps the Irish boy -
Who wore the sprig of green,

—Danbury News,
————
HUNG IN ARMOR.

Were you ever at Gairskittery? No?
Well, never go ; for measles, famine,
quacks, nnnd bills, tight stays, bad
wine, and the ringieader of all our dem-
agogues came from thence; so I will
not describe it. The reader always
likes to have some share in the book or
article he is reading. It flatters him
when the writer econcludes that he
knows enough to fill up details.

I will merely mention that my tale
begins at 12 o’ m.; that the month
is August; that the aspen
trees were on one side of the road, and
the broad sea on the other. Don't you
perceive that you know all the rest ? that

the trees are green, the ocean restless
and daz:lvog, sun hot, and the road
intolenbﬁmty?

And now imagine on this road, back
in the medieval ages, not Mr. G. P. R.
James' solitary horseman, but two men,
father and son, both shrewd ecountry
fellows, trotting along on two donkeys.

** Shall we get there in time ? " quoth
the son.

“ Yes, it comes off at 2 o'clock, and
now it is only a quarter past 12.”

“T1 want to see itw much. No
doubt he will be hung with stolen armor
on him.”

“ Yes, and that will be a
g‘gl.n'tﬂmnabhckco.tmdswhite

e.

* How did he get the idea of stealing
a coat of mail ? "

““ Not a hard idea to get.”

“ No, it was the armor that was hard

fo get,” said the son, who wanted to be
witty. “* Was it very handsome ? ™

‘:1. Magnificent! All inlaid with
@1 "

oﬂ‘gAndm he canght as he carried it
‘ Ylm, for a suit of armor is not
movei about as silently as a feather-
bed ; 30 he Very soon came to a place
ealled * Stop !’
M;Ri:dthemtsinthemﬂeﬂteh
“il'otlhey——theywere i

“ Of course,” i

=z

robber "

“ Nor excitoment in robbed.
But thev not think that was
any robber in the case.”

“ M;l;it ghost. The

o : b it was a gl
rascal, w 88 as a horse,
onmod'ﬂ:o‘n.:ito! armor 'in‘h'ontof
him, 80 that it looked as i» a giant or

“ ',w.
Nizon 2?7

o ! The lord of the castle knew
well what he was about. He hada

keen to the main chance ; a suit of
concocted in the
windy

"

the mame of old

in the impending war: and the story
spreading. far wide, the enemy's
knees double up with feag, and no
one would dare to to man cased

in that awful suit.” ) :

“Tlow very clever! Come, let us
hurry ; for after hearing all this I would
give all I have, and a litile more, too, to
see the hanging.”

So the father and son jogged on, and
half an hour after they reached Gair-
skittery.

Phere was an immense crowd in the
square, I:fl Mﬁe& Was a ve ﬁm:
gallo o cent rosewood, no
very :.nln.'l, for the eriminal was a low fel-
low ; but still there was ample room for
him to dance between heaven and earth,
and the rope was already twisting about
it:itha'i like an eel hung up by his

The criminal would have an uninter-
rupted view of the ocean, if that was
any consolation; and besides, those
who know say that hanging is not un-
pleasant.

Our two donkey-men pushed into the
crowd and waited with the rest, but with
less fatigue than the rest, as they were
mounted., :

They did not have to wait long. At
precisely 2 o'clock the prison gates
swung open, and the procession ap-

The robber was dressed in the splen-
did armor. He was mounted on an ass,
with his head turned toward itstail. His
hands were tied behind him. Judging
by his attitude his reflections were not
agreeable,

They rode him in front of the gallows.
{t was an unwelcome sight. He was

wishing that he knew nothing about

what was to him ; he envied
a little d at some kicked. A
butterfly flew past. He thought it in-

sulting to him, whi - was rather a hasty
induction ; but he had very little time to
correct errors in reasoning, for the
hangman put up his ladder, and the
priest read the sentence.

The thief never stirred; and the
spectators watched the motionless fig-
ure, and hoped that he would not be

ilty of the audacious swindle of dying

fore he was hung.

They ordered him to get down, bat he
remained silent and motionless as the
Sphinx,

Then the irritated hangman seized
him by the arms and pulled him down,
and stood him on the ground. In one
minute he had gone through the alpha-
bet from an upright I to a zig-zag Z.

“Is there anything you want?"”
growled the hangman.

13 Yﬂ. "

* What is it >—and be quick.”

*“ My pardon.”

The j » and the lord of the castle
8 eir shoulders, and motioned
to the hangman to proceed.

He tried to make the thief go up the
ladder, E;:m ?s no matter. It is

a ut you have no idea of
%::é-ﬂcnlty of persnading some people

With superhuman effort the hmfmn.n
hoisted him up, and nearly exploded
himself in doing it, while the thief kept

raying that Heaven a gift would give
Eim, which would enable him to eva
rate then and there into ammoni or
demoniacal gas ; and condense comfort-
ably back again somewhere outside of

ttery.
Butmk?ngporoonnlmeofgmswu
not 8o common in ¥S 48 NOW ;
so the noose was sl around his

neck, and with a kick the

an launched him into
The crowd uded and :Euddor«L
and little children, with long curls float-

ing behind them like clonds,
were held up t&otheir mothers, the bet-
w.

ter to see the
The twisted and turned, and
then hung stif. The Z became I

gThemenonthedonkeynhadntohed
breathless till it was over, ‘ Well,”
said the son, “the poor wretch has paid
dear for not stealing the armor.”

““ But he meant to steal it, and the
will has been made to suffer for the
deed. Javelins ! it was not very pleas-
ant to see.”

Twenty minutes after, our travelers
trotted away. They in the little
town, where they m to re-
ceive, and toward nightfall they
and good shirite : for they had scllectod
an s ; for €0,
their money Ami were also filled with
wine.

The next day, just before daylight,
two soldiers came from the castle to

they met wtth an unexpected surprise.
The gallows was there, and the rope
isting in the wind, but the man in
r was not.

The soldiers rubbed their eyes and
langed their sabers and brandished
their poleaxes; then they stabbed,
poked, scratched, and ripperl
up all bushes far and near, but no
man in armor turned up, any more than
the one who was to be cut down; and

|

:

()

.

subject, and gave this answer, “He1

eannot

Then the lord of the castle put this

estioms = '

“ A thief who could not steal when
he is alive, being condemned to
death for stealing—can he steal after he
is dead ?”

The wise man sat with his chin npon
his hand, and looked as wise and old
as anything except the difference be-
tween right and wromg, and replied,
“Yes."”

The lord of the castle asked him,
“ How ?”

He said he counld not teil ; and he was
the wisest man of his time,

They sent him home, and began
to think that the thief was a sorcerer,
and ordered masses to allay his vindic-
tive spirit, for they believed that he
would tuke speedy vengeance on the
lord of the castle and all who helped to
hang him.

And the lord of the castle wan-
dered about asking for his armor from
man, {rom woman, and from the devil,
who he now believed had personated the
thief.

Nothing came of it.

At last, he was just ahout to give
it np, when one morning as he awoke
a great noise and shouting reached his
ears, coming frem the direction of the
public square.

His servants rap hurriedly upon
his door, and, s« he opened it, tgg{
screamed out together: “My lord,
my lord, do you know what has bap-
pened ?”

“Iﬂ‘fo;l but if ylc:'nlwill hold yoi.r
tongues long eno am going toas
What is it

‘““ A miracle "

““ Really ?”

“Yes! the criminal—he is there
on the gallows, with your armor, and
dead !

“ Dead?”

- %uite dead !

“Well.”

““Did he have spurs on when he was
hm“i ? Steel spurs, my lord ?”

[ -U. "

““ But he has them now,” cried the
men, their eyes rolling wildly with
fright ; and then they g out in
awful whispers, ‘‘ And his helmet, m
Jlord! His helmet is not on his head.
He h;siltaken]jt off. Ifie 1133 El&oedh it
carefully on the ground, and he hangs
bare-headed !”

The .ord of the castle turned pale.
There was nothing like it in “* Sqeeky "
—not even a pnmpkin ghost or a paste-
board bogy to be at. It was con-
trn.rz to nature for a dead man to come
back and hang himself again—contrary
to nature in every sense ; and in those
medieval ages there were no foxes to
say and geese to believe that spirits
came back. It must be the Monarch of
Evil himself ! But the Baron himself
had never been afraid of man, or the
potentate just mentioned, and he was
not going to begin now ; so with a deep
returning flush on his face, the expres-
sion of which grew firmer every moment,
he dressed himself quickly and ran
down to thesquare,

It was even so. The thief hung bare-
headed, the spurs on his feet, the hel-
met on the ground beneath him ; and
eryhody shouting, “A miracle! a

On_ly—-— "

ev
miracle "

‘ He has ted,"” cried some, ‘“‘and
come back ang thmﬂ "

“He has always here,” eried
the others, ‘‘only his sorcery concealed
him !”

“But why those spurs? He must
have been ne away on some unfin-
ished business. What a fool to come
back atall !"

As for the Baron._!mrer thnn ever _of
tha inestimable, life-preserving talis-
man which he who wore the armor
would he carried off his prop-
erty triumphantly. He ti.ok the spurs,
too, which was practical justice, per-
haps, but not exactly a pointof honor.

The “Saturday Revlew" of those me-
dieval days gave three versions of this
strange story.

The wise man of ancient Gotham de-
clared, through the of the “ Re-
view,” that if at the last moment the
sufferer had will enough, he might ab-
sorb his body into his will, and, as the
will is invisible, the body wou'd be in-
visible likewise ; but the b reap-
mmd at the end of a month use

is will suddenly “ caved in,” so to say.
This mn:ﬂ:itnltheo , and might be
essayed by all the poor dear murderers,
if they could see that it led to anything
(alf: all ratisfactory in the end, which it

n't.

Pllrﬂl:f next virsion mhoﬁ'erggh by Dr.
isgig, who was then ivering
lectures in the Center of Creation,
otherwise culled *““ The Hub.” The
““Review " had just reported a remarka-
ble one, in which the learned Doctor
roved induetively, deductively, H::
guot:ively and seductively, that spi
carried their ears on their legs. This
profound philosopher maintained that
the animal on the gallows escaped, but
beig ursued by an awful phantom
call Eemane, he could not endure his
life lenger than a month, and had come
back to be pious and good, and to do
justice on himself. Dear old Phthisig
benor him for believing that there is
son-ething divine in the worst natures.

True, when his wife her boots on
of a ing, she little snakes

i up, which the man has
tucked up in the boots to safe and
warm over night. But never his
hmtilnllriﬁ_t,mdheinthenmplmt,

penetrated with pity,the twomen cdfried
him to their home,

»Alas ! why is it that a man who has
once stolem will steal again ? Is it foree
of habit, methodic scienoe; special, in-
nate; o Vlty,
Sheltered, fed, and kindly treated, this
scamp made up kis mind to steal the
countryman’s donkeys, his daughter,
and the spurs, which were an heirloom
of value. In fact, there was nothing
else of value to steal.

And so one night when the church
clock’ ehimes struck the last quarter to
eleven, there was a sudden cry in the
countryman’s house, ‘ Help! help!
murder !” for the gag with which the
thief had sought to stifle her cries had
fallen from the young girl’s mouth. In
an instant, with a hoirible oath, her
father was on him. He threw him
down ; he stamped his foot upon his
Erostrate body ; he lifted the fellow and

urled him across the room; he hustled
him into another, and there, with his
son’s help, he bound him fast, and the
next night the two men ecarried the
wretch back to the gnllows, dressed in
the stolen armor, and taking off the
helmet to make sure this time that the
rope fitted his neck, once more he was
swung into the air, and this time he
hung by the neck till he was dead.

The spurs, which were buckled on the
heels of the mailed boots, they forgot to
remove, The young girl was safe,
and one does not think of trifles at such
times,

Of these three versions you can choose
which you please.

As for the lord of the castle, he put
on his armor, which was to be such a
sure talisman against squibs, and
crackers, and boiling pitch, and guns,
and sallabalas, and lightning, and
striding off to the wars, he was killed
the very first man.-—Galaxy.

Dueling in England.

The conviction of Capts. Smith and
Markham for ﬁghtingla duel with Mr,
O’Grady, in which Mr. O'Grady was
killed, 1s the last and only case in which
a jury has ever in Great Britain fonnd a
man guilty of a eriminal offense for
fighting a duel. The indictment was
for manslaughter, and the penalty, un-
der the convietion, was .one year's im-
prisonment. The case is thus stated in
A]’Fﬂetons'_.foumal.

he trial and imprisonment of Capts,
Smith and Markham, of the British
army, in 1830, for killing Mr. O'Grady,
a barrister, in a duel, did much to check
the barbarons system among military
men. Mr, O'Grady, on horseback, met
in a crowded street Capts. Smith and
Markham, driving in a cabriolet. In

atterupting to pass, the former crowded |

upon the foot-path, and bis horse losing
his footing, leaned forward to right him-
self in the saddle, and in doing so
tonched the top of the cabriolet with his
riding-stick. a'he horse recovering his
footing, and he his seat, he went on at
a tle walk. The gentlomen in the
ca%‘;'l?nlet drew up suddenly; Capt.

Smith jumped out, whip in hand, over- !

took Mr. O'Grady, and without saluta-
tion, call, or expostulation, struck him
several times. When he turned he saw
Capt. Smith running back to his cabri-
olet, and upon inquiring who he was re-
ceived for a reply :

“ Yon know me, — you! Iam Capt.
Smith, of the Thirty-second.”

Mr. O'Grady rode to his father’s
house and sought for the assistance of
Lieut. Macnamara, who in the course of
the day had an interview with Capt.
Smith and Capt. Markham, who acted
as his friend. The meeting immediate-
ly followed. It was six in the evening.
No strangers were present. Capt.
Markham acquainted Mr. O'Grady that
the signal to be given was, “Beadjvll
fire!” When he gave it, however, he
said : ““Are you ready, gentlemen ?”
O’Grady conceived the word to be
““ Ready ! fire !" and that ““Are you
ready, gentlemen?” was merely pre-
liminary. Capt. Smith, it appeared,
did not so understand it, and upon hear-
ing the words raised his pistol, leveled
it, covered Mr. O'Grady, and fired.
The Ilatter fell without having dis-
charged his pistol and died the next

"
er» was suspicion of foul play,
though the Judge would not permit the
Ezg? to go to the jury. It undoubtedly
its effect, nevertheless. A verdict
of guilty was rendered, and both prison-
ers, Smith and Markham, were sen-
tenced to imprisonment in Kilmainham
Jail for one year. The announcement
was received with cheers. To the
young officers both verdict and sentence
came with awful surprise. Cr.pt. Smith
clasped his hands to his forehead and
exclaimed, ““O, God! My God! Take
Is it come to this ?”

The sentence was carried cut, never-
theless, greatly to the benefit of the

British service in all parts of the world.

mtﬂ Lemonade.

Some com sani and bibu-
lous authority asserts that when people
feel the need of an acid, if they would
let vinegar alone, and use lemons or ap-

they would ieel just as

:

or mgredest-inatifa? M
tr

e e —

A BRAVE ACT.

A Kentucky Stundent at Heldelberg Saves

a Life and Wins a e—She is a Coun~
. tess and Rich.

- At the gala regattdiof the South Gers
an Boating Associgfion at Mannheim,
in Baden, on the 18th of June, there
took place an event which shed consid-
erable luster on American gallantry and
which ended in a most romantic ‘man-
ner. On the above-mentioned day the
banks of the Rhine were lined with
spectators, among which the South
German aristocracy was fully repre-
sented. . Just as the crews of four boat-
ing societies were speeding past the last
pillar of the new bridge a thrilling
spectacle attracted all eyes. A hand-
some young lady, most elegantly
dressed, who had been leaning over the
low railing of the bridge, smﬁlunly lost
her balance and fell into the water,
which was at least seventy-five feet un-
derneath. Two or three heart-rending
shrieks burst from the lips of those
standing near, and then the thousands
of spectators, losing all interest in the
race, looked with breathiess suspense
for the result of this terrible aceident.
The poor young lady struck the water
heavily, and disappeared at once. The
Rhine at that place is deep and rapid ;
and when the aged father of the unfor-
tunate lady, in a voice of agonizing
grief, offered a princely reward to who-
soever would save his daughter, there
Was O response,

All ot once a tall young man, in the
costume of a German student, and wear-

Vaudal Society, of Heidelberg, rushed
to the left bank of the nver and
plumged boldly into the water—a leap of
thirg feet. d‘h(:ll;e was & lond shout of
applanse, an en again a pause of
breathless silence. All eyes wg-e rivet-
ed on the gallant swimmer as he strng-
gled against the rapid current at the

- very spot where the Jady disappeare.l.

He dived down. What a minute of
den fell from all those oppressed Learts.
The swimmer emerged from the depth,
and on his arm held the senseless body
of the yovng lady. Another shont of
applause rang the welkin. Now two
boats rowed rapidly toward the pair,and
they did not come any too soon, for the
young swimmer was visibly growing
faint, and when he, with his fair bur-
den, was drawn into the boats, he sank
down with utter exhaustion. When the
boat reached ‘the left bank, the voung

father took the latter in his arms and

| carried her, still in an unconscious state,

into a carriage.

The young hero was a Kentuckian
named Clarence Goodwin, a law studem
at the University of Heidelberg, The
oldest and most experienced fisherman

Baden conferred on young Goodwin,
who is only nineteen years old, the large
golden medal for deeds of courage and
devotion. But still a greater reward
awaited him. The young lady whose
life he had saved, and who, notwith-
standing the terrible shock she had suf-
fered, had soon revived, was the only
daughter of the Count of Reigera, one
of the wealthiest South German noble-
men. Her father went himself to the
savior of his daughter, and after thank-
ing him in the most touching manner,
brought him to the young Countess.
The latter thanked young Goodwin with
tears in her eyes, and said that her life-
long gratitude belonged to him. Dur-
;ng the gext fev:h days the two Ylere seen

uently er on the publie prom-
enade, an'dtgvs:rybody i Momuhobm he-
lieves that they are engaged to be mar-

ried. — Lowuisville Courier-Journal,

A Leipsie Tragedy.

A terrible tragedy is narrated by the
German papers. Herr Schweinhoff, a
merchant of Leipsie, aged 65 years,
after losing his first wife, married a
young girl of 18, who, of course, was
only enamored of the old man’s wealth.
Schweinhoff had by his first wife a son,
who seems to have been rather wild,
On returning home after two years’
absence, the son, aged 25 years, com-
menced a liaison with his step-mother.
Schweinhoff suspected the intimacy, and
determined to be avenged. Having ac-
quired proof of the treachery of the
couple, he awaited his opportunity. On
July 5, he took a horse and rode to a
country house then occupied by bhis
wife. Entering the groun
and his son seated at the edge of u small
lake, engaged in conversation. He at
once put spurs to his steed and trampled
the woman under the horse’s feet. She,

sprang upon the father, and, during a
stru%gei:a which ensned after Schweinhoff
had been ‘pullod from his horse, he stab-
bed him fourteen times in the face and
breast with a poniard which the father
had carried in his own belt. Then he
ran to the rescue of his mi and
leaped into the water, but his stre
{jf‘ o him before fhathma:t]:i?y her. e
ess remains o e pair were
recovered an hour later.

A lattlesnake’s Bite,

An Indiana man has recovered from
the bite of a rattlesnake. The South
Bend 7'ribune tells the story thus :

“ Last Wednesday afternoon, Asa
Jones, of Clay township, was

in loading hay on a on the marsh
at Bonebrake’s farm, when he was at-
tacked by a rattlesnake. The e
first at the boot on his right foot,
Kick séuding it off & ehort distance. Tt
a stance.
renewed the attack in, and this time
struck him on one side of the calf of his

. just above the boot-top, the fangs
:1 a wound nearly an inch long.

ones todlspnchthe
mmm burned some

ing the gold embroidered cap of the |

suspense ! But all at once a heavy bur- |

hero was at once the objeet » a fer- | )i
vent ovation, while the young woman's |

on the Rhine pronounced his exploit a |

truly heroic deed, and already on the |
following morning the Grand Duke of |

, he saw her |

flying, fell into the lake. The son|

A SERENADE,

* From the folds of your snow-white pillow,
. My love, my beautiful, rise,
, Arulhmme to the casement window,
+ _ Where the wind through the cedars sighs,
; &t(‘)!u?d planet sre leaping
through the cloudless blue;
Planet and star sre weoping
And wondering where are yon,

The moon, like 8 royal maiden,
Sits on her cloud-built throne,
And the breath of the dainty {ulips
From t! ¢ parden paths is blowp
Under the drooped narcissus '
The bulbul sits snd sings
And the leaves of the rose are brashing
The dew from the wind's light wings,

Under thy leafy casement,
Sweet, I am waiting still,
Watching the lamp-lit lsttice
Till thy hand on the window-sill
Rustles the dainty rose-deaves
_ IThnt lovingly eluster there,
Sighing till somebody culls them
To twine in thy dark-brown hair,

My own, my beantifal Nina,
Come, till my love I pour—
Come, till T tell the passion
My heart can hide no more—
Till I &it in the rich sweet lnster
Of thy dark-blue eyes divine,
And bless in a bliseful rapture
The hour that shall make thee mine,

Shine out, O shimmering planet !
O panting shadow, lie still!
Methinks 'tis the rim of her raiment
I see by the window-sill ;
Hush, bulbul under the roses !
Oh, rapture! the hour draws near!
Sileuce, thou restless zephyr !
'Tis her step, 'tis her voice 1 hear!

-
-

Do you think we have all gone mad, sir?
In truth, T wish you'd leave off
I'm dying to-night with a toothache,
And your howling won't cure my congh,
"Tis really strange, 'tis monstrous,
How little of sense rematns,
Or even of common politeness,
When folks get love on their brains.”
—Harper's Weekly,

b
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Humeorous.
CHEERY “‘swELLs"—Mumps,
Ner proFiTs—A fisherman’s,

Waex does a man feel girlish ? When
he makes his maiden speech.

|  Way is an overworked horse like an
| umbrella ? Because it is used up.

. Dox'r worry your neighbor's cats,
| Respect, by all means, his felines.

| Josu BruuiNes says that a red herring

' will keep a man dry better than an um-
I

brella.

WueN a girl falls in love with an un-
lncky Irishman her heart always goes
pity-Pat,

| “I'm going to draw this beau into a
knot,” a lady said, when standing at the
| hymeneal altar.

| Way is a talkative yonng man like a
' young pig? Because, if he lives, he is
ikely to become a great bore.

| A rnapy correspondent wants to know
| why, since the invention of needle-guns,
| women can’t fight as well as men.

Wuy do people talk -about the idle
'wind? It is almost always active, and,
| like a cheerful farmer, whistles as it
works,

FRESH DANBERRIES,

[From the Danbury News.]

I¥ there is room for one more in that
| balloon of the Graphic’s, there is a
| young man in Danbury who can fill it.
‘.He lives opposite us and plays an ac-
| cordion. He might object to running
| the risk, but he conld be stunned by a
| blow on the head, and got into the bal-
loon before he recovered.

We saw a man who wa- crossing
White street, yesterday, pick up a lump
of coal and put it in his pocket.
““ There,” we said to ourself, ‘“is a truly
economical man. He is not afraid to
save. He realizes that a penny saved is
& peany earned, and he will profit by
it.” Then he stepped into a saloon to
get a drink, and we moved on.

A NorrtH MAIN STREET gentleman saw
his boy in front ef the house throwing
a ball in the air, last evening. He
hadn’t phﬁd ball himself for thirty

ears, and knew nothing of the kind of

all base-ball clubs have introduced in
the last few years, but he felt the old
apirit rising in him at the memory of
former triumphs, and he held up his
hands and told his son to ‘‘let her slide.”
She slid. He caught it full and fair,
and then dropped it, and started into
the house, with his eyes full of tears,
and his bands pressed under his arms.
The youth subsequently informed an-
other boy that he could plainly hear the

“old man’s” bones snap.

A Dassury man of statistical tum
can tell how many stalks of oats there
are in the average acre. He has count-
ed the hairs on his children’s heads, and
has the number pasted in their hats.
He keeps company waiting while he
| demoustrates the number of tendons
| there were in the animal from which
came the steak, and will stop people in
' the stree’ when they are in a hwrry and
| hold them until he explains how many
| threads form the garment which they
'may have on. People at first were

struck with admiration for the brain that
' man carries with him, but now they
| wish he would die.

¥aE pastor of the Slawson church
sends us the following item: The
church, as will be remembered, is hold-
ing a series of revival meetings, which
are largely attended. Prominent among
the s is Rev. Mr. Chaffee, of
Illinois. Last Faiday evening the build-
ing was crowded, and Mr. Chaffee was
considerably animated. He was sitting
in a chair at the front, his wonderfully
long legs crossed, and his voice sending
fo:gx a volume of song. The upper leg
was swinging mg:shfmlly, ﬂ:i motion
increasing as singing advanced.
They had just reached that of the
hyian where it says, *‘ Then I can safely
reach my home, my God, my heaven,
m .

lezel best, and had just got out *
I can safely reach my home,” when the
oscillating limb came suddenly
tact with a miserable dog that had in
some way got into the house, and sent
it flying and howling under one of th
benches. Of course Mr. ( ec
i but when a little

surprised,
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cried in a voice of passion, ' lou
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An . lIl ll i n
account of an elopement of a married
woman, gave his opinion thus : * If my

1 shake him out of his breeches i
be mine fadder I
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