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True Contentment.

BY MALCOLM TAYLOR.
Would Man contentment reatize
And satisfied remain,
If that which is were otherwise
And he each wish attain,
Would ke be truly happy, had
He what his hear! does covet?
| Counld any one state keep him glad
l Ii he saw one above it?

Man is a being prone to find
Fault with the things that are—
Who still keeps wishing in his mind
For something better far;
Yet had he what he does desire,
| Soon, sated with the same,

He of his very bliss would tire,

quarterly as due |
Monotonous and tame.

Job work payable on delivery. !
Marriage and death notices inserted free of
arge; Obituary notices 5 centsper line.

Terms of Subscription,

One vear :

#ix months
For a shorter period, 50 cents per month.
Delivered by carrier, 5 cent< per mouth, pay-
ble At expiration of each monils s
Bingle copies 15 cents

How many hours of hopes and sighs
In yearnings vain are spent,
Thinkivg if we could gain the prize,
That we would rest content;
But when we reach the wished-for end,
And see one still beyond,
We soon are anxious to extend
To that which looks more fond
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Still it is best such is the case,
For, were we satistied
Wiih things we have, each in its place,
And had no wish denied,
Not any progress wonld we make,
Nor {rom one slage advance,
Of better comforis to pariake,
Our pleasures to cuhance.

.
Contentment true is using right
The means we have to bless,
While living in expectant sight
Of greater happiness;
Anticipation is a bliss
That each one can enjoy,
Though in fulfillmeunt they may miss
That which their Learts would cloy.

Growth is the common law of earth,
Change is rule of life—
And, being of a fimite birth
Our forms with faults are rife,
Perfeclion is a godly grace
Beyond thie human seope,
And, ruuning an eternal race,
We still must yearn and hope.

Our Selected Stor
MAGGIE’S LESSON.
A pleasant sight greeted Mr. Martyn's

eye as he threw open the door leading to
the apartment serving as kitchen, dining

land she began to hope they might reach
{ home in safety.

Tracy hroke the silence by exclaiming,
| *T'his is the best part of the ride, isn't it,

Winning the Widow.

! The widow Cummiskey was standing at
{ the door of her little millinery store the

Miss Maggie?” bending a glance ot admira- | other evening. as Mr. Costello came along.

| tion on her fresh blonde beauty.
! Startled from her reverie, she joined in
| his merry conversation, while her thoughts

|

| made an undue accompaniment to the

:slcdgc music in the words of her father,
| the evening previous—*these clear, cold
| nights are just the ones for the wolves.”
| Suddenly to badinage and repartee came a
| fearful interlude, a long, low ery—at tirst

| 2 howl, then dying away into a prolonged |

| mourning wail--a sound once heard, never
i forgotten.

Maggie had repeatedly heard it when the
wolves, pressed by sore hunger, ventured
within the limits of the settlement. At

1 such times she would cover her he.d, and,
| trembling with fear, pray that she, or any
| beloved one, might never be exposed to
| such a death.

| And now a fiint moan of anguish es-
{caped her lips. ‘T'racy turned to her in
surprise.

| secing her pale and affrighted features.
She endeavored to speak, but her voice
fuiled her. Then, as the death-cry arose

strength of desperation she almost shriek-
ed, “Drive faster! faster! Don’t you hear
them? The wolves!”

But, as if in doubt, he reined in the
horses to listen.

*And that is the wolves, is it?”’ he asked
quietly.

Maggie bowed slightly.
! His face grew as white as the snow about
| him in an instant, and, grasping her arm
| sternly, his politeness vanishing, with only
the instinct of self-preservation remaining.
he cried, **And you knew of this danger
and yet persuaded me to remain so long in
that cursed village. Now listen,” he con-
tinued with fiendish deliberation: *I will
drive fast—make every eflort to escape;
but if it comes to the worst and it's im-
possible for both to be saved, you shall go,
and rightly, too, for not warning mne.”

1
| e grasped the reins and urged the

horses on, and, as they sped rapidiy over
the snow, Maggie sat dumb and motion-
less with terror.

Only the sledge bells—a bitter mockery
—now broke the stillness. She began to

! and gitting room in ode, on this very cold
night in midwinter. A bright fire crackled |
and sparkled in the wide chimney place, |
the kettle sang @ merry tune afl todteelf.

ATTORNEYS AT LAW

Jozeman, Montana.

sricnlar attention paid to eollections,

T. R. 2dwards,

Will practice in a'l the courts of Montana. |

crave approvals. A round table, drawn to|

had lost the seent, when a quick loud cry,
bursting from the whole pack, scarcely a
hundred yards away, roused ler from her

| Mr. C. stopped.

“Good evenin’ to you, ma‘am,” said
he.

*Good evening, Mr. Costello,™” answered
the widow.

*It’s fine weather we're havin’, ma’am,”
continned Mr. Costello.

“It is that, thank God,” replied Mrs.
Cumniskey, “but the winter’s coming at
last, and it comes to all, both great and
small.”

“Ah!"” said Mr. Costello; “but for all
that it doesn’t come to us all alike. Now,
here ato you, ma‘am, fat, rogy and good
[ lookin’, equally swate as a summer green-
i in’, a fall pippin, or a winter russet—"
| *Arrah, hould yer whist now,” inter-
rupted the tair widow, laughing. *“Much
an old bachelor like you knows about ap-
{ ples or women. But come in, Mr. Costel-
| lo, and take a cup ov tay with me, for 1

was only standing by the door, looking at

|like, and I'm sure the kettle must have |
: sung itself hoarse.”

I Mr. Costello needed no second invita-

again on the still night air, with the|tion, and ke followed his hostess into her ' playtully slapping

snug back room. T'here was a bright fire |
burning in the little Franklin stove, the |
| tea-kettle was sending forth a cloud of |
steam that took a ruddy glow from the
firelight, the shaded lamp on the table
gave 1 mellow and subdued light to the |
room, and it was all very suggestive of
comfort.

“It's very“cosy ye are here, Mrs., Cum-
miskey,” said Mr. Costello, easting a look
of approbation around the apartment.

*Yes,” replied the widow, as she laid
the supper table, it is that whin I have
company.”

*As,” said Mr. Costello, *“it must be
i lonesome for you with only that cat and
yer cup av tay.”

“Sure it is,”” answered the widow. “But
take a chair and sit down, Mr. Costello.
Help yerself to the tish. and don’t forget
the purtaties. Look at them; they're
splitting their skies with laughin®,”

M. Costello Lielped himselt and pansed.
He looked at the plump widow, with her
{arm in that graceful position assumed in
| the pouring out of tea, and remarked : +1

hope they had been deceived or the wolves | qin sinsible of the comforts of a home, | ow to his bosom.

! Mrs. Cumnmiskey, though I've none me-
|self,  Mind now, the difierence between |

| the taste av tay made and served that way,

hy M @rove ‘Pracy toto frenzy. Holamu the tay they give yomrm an ewmg

to which a demure *grimalkin” nodded | cast the reins violently from him and | Jouse.™ |
sprang from the sledge, giving the horses |

and neat appointments, shone in the red | that sent them yards away from where he | you never got married, Mr. Costelly.”

light thrown by the logs in burning. But
there was evidently something wanting to
complete its eomfort for the master, who

TTORNEY AT LAW—Oflice tdoor to
A Couvrigr oflice, Bozeman, Montana. Will
practice in all couris of the Territory

J. J. Davis,

toward the fire.

“Where's Maggic®® he asked finally, |
throwing down his frost-crusted wood on |

TTORNEY AT LAW—( Mflice on Black St.,
s ol:t";:ql\::;“!'l,ﬂffmul. Will practice in all | ¢}, hearth,
: — - —— | “Shehas gone with Arthur Tracy to
Fi‘"cls nElsnonFF M_ n. Sandville,” answered his wife, mentioning
2 s village several iles to the West. *He
| had some business to transact, and asked
| her to go.”
| “Gone with Tracy!” repeated the hus-
| band. in a tone of surprise and annoyance.
“I thought Harry was coming home to-
night?”
| I believe she decided to go with Ar-
| thur; girls are changeable, you know,” re-
| turned the wife.
:‘IONTAXA'I *Girls are fools!™ added Mr. Martyn, ad-
Betoman office at 5. W. Langhorne’s Drug | Ministering a vigzorous kiek to the huge
Sore daily from 10a. m. until 4 p. m. | back log by way of emphasis, gending a
—_—— —— | shower of red sparks up the chimney.
BUS'NESS CARDS. i *Bear in mind, Jane,” he exclaimed, turn-
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Xast Main Strect, Bozeman.

Upper Yellowstone,

OPPOSITE HAYDEN POST OFFICE.

PHYSICIAN AND FURGEON,
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! play her tricks once too often. Harry
[ Nelson is us finea young fellow as ever
| stepped in shoe-leather, and it she offends
| him she’ll rue the day she did it.”

| Mrs. Martyn sighed as ghe took her place
BOOTS AND SHOLS | at the tea-table. Mother’s love is ever
MADE TOORDI R ANDNEATLY REPAIRED. | poady with an excuse, and, in this instance,

ing angrily fowards his wife, “Mag will |
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1s prepared 1o execute all work in his Line ip
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Atsfaction in every instance. (6-13-11
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nding East.
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taeasoned as follows:

Living in a lonely,
| unfrequented village, scarcely more than a
| mere settlement, with no society, such as
the rude settlers could give them, though
thoroughly appreciating the worth of
Harry Nelson, she could notblame Maggie
for being attracted by the polished exterior
of the handsome Boston merchant,
| Mr. Martyn finished his supper in si-
{ lence, but anxiety soon took the place of
anger in his heart.

+Did you caution Maggie about coming
[ home before dark® he asked.

| “Yes; itis time for her to be here now,™ |

returned his wife, glancing uneasily at the
clock, which was on the stroke of five,
| **And they have two stretches of wood-
‘and to pass through,” he muttered, look-
1 ing gloomily out on the fast gathering
night.

The mother's heart sank; she under-
stood the ominous meaning conveyed by
his words.

Many parties, lingering beyond daylight
{in a pleasure ride, had never returned; the
| stained snow, with scattered fragments of
torn clothing, told of their tearful fate, and
of the scourge of the forests—the wolves.
The hours passed heavily. Six—seven—
eight struck, and still no signs of their re-
turn,

At last. unable to bear his suspense
longer, Mr. Maityn went out in questot
Harry, and with him to devise some means
of velief.

Meanwhile, the hours passing so wearily
to the parents flew by laden with gay en-
joyment to Maggie and her companion.
With a pardohsible vamity in herstylish es-
cort, she extended her “calls” to far bey-
ond their intended limit, to which Tracy,
wholly ignorant of the dangers of a West-
ern lite, politely assented. The sun was
far in the West when the Jast adien was
gpoken, the last invitation exchanged, and
the ride for home commenced in the sledge
and pair. 2 o]

Before hrAd gonetwo miles, y
was enth:l;' gone, and the moon shone
brightly over the ide expanse of snow.

tight. Bend $3.00 gud we. widl geud a 300 Maggie closed ‘her eyes. in terror as they
book, 1 g throagh first stretch
::‘.:: '%:L'i}‘zm“'m“'.&:‘uwf" passed rapidly thr 2 ﬂ” i) o
ﬂ'.-'f(“: e ’s K E ..r & ;;T,: P o f .dﬂ
AXCFACTURING €O, 1 ~ to-contirm her fiars,
» llls. 5,000 Agents wanted

| was standing,

; would take to a tree for safety. Then her

glanced expectantly around as he walked | own dangerous situation required all her

attention.

She wound the reins tightly around her
slender hands and drew the horses in for a
briet and much needed rest, and to ealen-
| late upon her chances for life, without giv-
! ing another thought to her cowardly cuy-
{ alier.

A faint sound warned her that her time
was limited; with an encouraging word to

whip. Away they dashed with the speed
of the wind. Faster and faster through
the thick wood, thanking God for the
glimmer of the moonbeams through the
dark trees which enabled her to keep a
straight road. A faint light ahead! She
bent forward to look, and once more they
dashed out on an open plain, the only one
that lay between herself and the village—
and safety! The first house was passed ;
another and another. For the first time
relaxing her tirm hold, she drew a sigh of
| relief, and ventured a glance behind her.

A cry of horror buw st from her lips.

Never abating their speed -in the least,
the whele pack of famished animals poured
into the road towards the village and sur-
rounded the sledge: she felt their hot
breath fanning her face, and with a prayer
for mercy frozen on her lips, she sank life-
less to the bottom of the vehicle.

Harry and Mr. Martyn came out of the
village in time to see the danger, and the
poor girl's terror had deafened her to the
shots tired in her defense. However, she
soon rillied suflicient to tell of her own
thoughtlessness and of Tracy's desertion.

More than one brow grew dark at its re-
cital, and hard hands were clenched in
rage.

This adventure effectually cleared the
dazzle ot gold from Maggie's eyes; and
when the roses over the little low house
{opened thelr first buds in early summer,
| Maggie became Mrs. Harry Nelson. And
if there is any person of whom she thor-
oughly dislikes being reminded, it is tke
brave companion of her ride tor life.

Bad l-:el‘l-

Cut this out and paste it in your hat.
These rules are good and shouid be re-
membered :

It is a sign of bad manners to look over
the shoulders of a person who is writing,
to see what is written,

It 18 bad manners to go into any person’s
house without taking off your hat.

Itis bad manners to use profane lan-
guage.

It is bad manners-to-use yeur
on the butter dish.

It is bad manners to go into any per-
son’s house with mud or dixt on your
shoes. X

Itis bad manners to talk in company
when others are talking, or to talk or whis-
per in church. ;

1t is bad manners to stare at strangers,
in company or on the street.

It is bad manneis to say *“‘yes”or “no”
to a stranger, ot to your parents, or to
aged people; let it be “yes, sir;” and “no,
slr."

It iz bad manners to pick your teeth at
the table, and bad manners to pick them
with a pin in any company.

Itis.bad mn:u &MW bair
[q li'h'{."“":;i_ob’ breeding to makea
display’ orequipage, *

own knife

Maggie comprehended dimly that he|

the horses she touched them with her!

*1 wuas about to make the same remeark |
in riflerence to yerself, ma’am,” answered
Mr. Costello.

»God keep us,” exclaimed Mrs, Cum-
miskey, *aren’t I a widow woman these
seven years 7"

=Ah,” rejoined Mr. Costello, “but it'sl
thinking I was why ye dRIn't get married
ag’'in.”

*=Well, it’s sure I am,” said the widow,
thoughtfully, setting down her tea-cup
and rising her hand by way of emphasis,
*there never was a better husband to any
womin than him that’s dead and gone,
‘hmven save and rest his sowl. He was
| that asy as a child could do anything with

him, and he was as humorsome as a mon-
key. You favor him very much, Mr. Cos-
tello. He was about your height, an® dark
complected like you.”

*Ah!"” exelaimed Mr. Costello.

“He often used to say to me in his ban-

therin’ way. *“Sure, Nora, what's the

1 worruld to a man when his wife is a win-
! ner,’ manin’, yon know, that all the timp-
tations in luxuries ot this life can never
folly a man beyont the grave. ‘Sure,
Nora,” says he, ‘what’s the worruld to a
man whin his wife is a widder.” Ah, poor
John?

It was a sinsible sayin’, that,” remark-
| ed Mr. Costello,"as he helped himself to
| more fish.

“I mind the day John died,” continued
the widow. “He knew everyiling to the
last, and about four o’clock in the after-
{noon—it was seventeen minutes past five,
exactly, be the clock, that he died—he says
to me, ‘Nora,” says he, ‘you've been a
good wife to me,’ says he, *and I've been a
good husband’ says he, *and 1 could give
ye a good char-gk-thur to any place,” says
he, and I wish I could do the same for
| meself where I'm going,’ says he, ‘but it’s
case equal,’ says he, ‘every dog has his
! day, and some has a day and a half, says
he; ‘and,’ says he, ‘I'll know morein a
bit than Father Corrigan,’ says he,’” but
I'll say now,” says he, ‘that I've always
been a'true son av the chureh,’ says he,

think ye were married again,” said Mr. !

Costello, insinnatingly. !

are,” exclaimed the widow, mussing her |
clean apron by rolling up the corners of ;
it. Tk |
“I disremember what it was he said |
about seeing any man you liked better nor |
him,” said Mr. Costello, moving his clmir‘
a little nearer to that of the widow. |
“He said, said he,” answered the widow, |
smoothing ‘tér apron over her knees with
her plamp, white hands, ‘Nora,” says he,
‘if any time ye see any man ye like better |
| nor me, marry him,’ says he. |
| “Did he say anything about any wan ye ;
| liked as well as him?’ asked Mr. Gostel- |
|1o. ‘

THE GIRLS.

“Ah, go away now for a taze that .“t,fA Little Advice Josh Billings Xias to |

Give Them.

Dear girls, are you in search of a hus-
band ?

That is a pumper, and you are not re-
quested to say “Yes” out loud, but are
expekted tew throw yure eyes down into
the earth, as tho you was looking for a
pin, and reply tew the interrogatory with
a kind ot a draulin sigh.

Not tew press so tender a theme until it
it bekumws a thorn in the flesh, we will pre-
sume (tew avoid argument) that you are
on the lookout for something in the male
line. Let me give you some small chunks
advice how to spot your future hus-

] Wit and Humor. |

’ Best counter sign—No trust. |
| A boy’s first bet—Alpha-bet.

| Sweet thing in combs—Honey. ;
| her tail.

The mosquito, as a public singer, draws |
well, but never gives satisfaction. |

They call a certain Western judge “OMl |
Necessity,” because he knows no law.

An exchange says turkeys are raised best |
on charcoal.  We hope to raise ours on aj
fork.

A man who had a scolding wife, being |
asked what he did for a living, replied that |
he kept a hot-house. ‘

|

| How to make a Maltese cross—Tread on |
LW

) ¢ 1 9, | oV
“I don’t mind that he did, l:msweml‘:b:md

i v, reflectively ine g | J &
itr,:(;n:“;'"l{?“’ reflectively, folding her hiands { 1. The man who is jellous ov every lit-
ol Sll'pll)l.o‘c he left that to yerselfs? | tle attenshun which you get from some
se he left th yerself?” pur- SRl A g
stiod Mr. Costallo, | other tellow, you would find after you ar

of the beautiful’s *no™ to last all winter. |

A young blood, recently jilted by a!

Fifth-avenue belle, says he has had enough |

Why are guide books like handcuffs?|

5 3 . married to him, he luvs himself more than
*Faith, and I don’t know then,” she re-’ .

plied. ‘
Do ye think ye liked me as well as ye |
did him ?? asked Mr. Coswllo, pcrmmsi\'e-f

“Why, what is the matter?” he cried, | the people passing, for compuny's suke, | ly, leaning forward to look into the wid-|

ow’s eyes, which were cast down.

*Ah, 2o "way now for a taze,” exclaim- |
ed the widow, straightening herself, and !
Mr. Costello in the
face. {

He moved his chair still nearer and stole |
his 2rm around her waist. |

*“Never you think I'm ticklesome, Mr. |
Costello,’, said the widow, looking holdly |
at hiu.

“Tell me,” he insisted, **do ye like me as |
well as ye did him #° |

“I—I most—I most disremember now |
how much I liked him.” said the widow |
naturally embarrassed by such a question. ‘

“Well, then,” asked Mr. Costello, en-|
forcing his question by gentle squeezes of |
the widow’s round waist, “do ye like me |
well enough as meselt?” |

*Hear the man,” exclaimed Mrs. Cum- |
miskey, derisively; *do I like him well |
enough as himselt’s”

A, now, don’t be breaking me heart,™
pleaded Mr. Costello. “Answer me this
question, Mrs. Cummiskey, is yer heart
tender toward me?” ‘

“It is,” whispered the widow; *and|
there, now, ye have it.” |

“Glory be to God,” exclaimed the appy |
lover, and he drew the not unwilling wid-

|
A few moments after Mrs. Cammiskey |
looked up, and s she smoothed Ler hair, |
said, “But, Jum—es, ye havea’t told me |
Yer how ye Bhed yor taytt
*Ah, Nora, nie jewel,’

answered Mr,

“Sure,” said the widow, there’s nothin’ | Costello, ** the tasteav tiut first kiss would | than a seedlitz. powder; Dbut if l;c t“‘l'r' tl"
the centre of the floor, with snowy cover ! as he did soa heavy lash with the whip | Jike a little home of your own. I wonder | take away the taste av all the tay that ever | listen While you sing sowme gentle ballad,

was brewed.” i
e e———
Advice to IBachelors.

“Every dog has his day,” and so has the |

[ bachelor. In all thisweary old world there | for a female to be old maids successfully, | Pack, with the result noted against each |

pleasures of his youth, and finds himsull';

sunset slope of life. While the bloom of |
youth was on him he was a gay gallant, |
whom maneavering mawmmas and marri-
ageable daughters ‘followed, flattered,
sought and sued;” but when he enters the
sere and yellow leaf, and people find out
that he is a confirmed old bachelor who
positively will not marry, then female flat-
terers drop away, mater familias In,‘come‘
devoted to younger and more elligible |
beaux, and the girls tarn up their noses at
him. So the social ties of *lang syne’ are |
one by one severed and no new ones eome
to take their place; then he flies to his
club for companionship, but even there he
must stand aside and play second fiddle to
younger rivals. In short, he finds himself
at fifty a complete social failure, and it does
not help the matter any when he realizes
too late that it is all his own fault. Iaving
been rendered doubly vain and selfish by
over-adultation in his haleyon days, he
still hankers restlessly after admiration,
and were he less conceited he could dis-
cover with half an eye that his fancied
+friends” do not care a straw for him, that
they use him only as suits their own pleas-
ures, and that behind his back they hold
up his foibles to ridicule. And it serves
him right, too, for he has neglected his
Heaven-appointed mission in life—that of
making some woman happy, and building
up a solace for his own and her old age in
the shape ot a home and family ties, and
children to rise up in his declining years
and *‘call him blessed.” If Longfellow’s
idea is correct, that

No one is so aceursed by fate—

No one so uiterly desolate.

But some heart, though unknown,

‘so I'll not bother my brains about it," and
he says, says he, ‘I lave ye in good hands,
Nora, for 1 lave ye in yer own hands,’ says
he, ‘and if at any {ime ye see any wan ye
like better nor me, marry him,’ says he.
‘Al, Nora,” says he, for the first time
speaking it solemn-like, ‘Ah; Nora, what
is the worruld to a man when his wife is a
widder? And,; says he, ‘I lave $30 for
masses, and the rest I lave to yerself,’ says
he, ‘and I needn't tell ye to bea good
mother to the children,’ says he, ‘tor well
we know there arenone.” Ah! poorJohn.
Will ye have another cup av tay, Mr, Cos-
tella ¥

it must have been very bard ou him,”
said Mr. Costello, *Thank ye, ma‘’am, no
more,’

“It was hard,” said Mrs. Cummiskey ;
“but time will tell. I must cast about me
for my own living, and so I got intill this
place, and here I am to-day.”

“As!" said Mr. Costello, as they arose
from the table and seated themselves be-
fore the fire, ‘and here we are both of us
this evenin’.”

“Here we are, sure enough,” rejoined
the widow,

“And so I miad ye of—of him, do 1%
asked Mr. Costello, after a pause, Curing
which he had gazed contemplative into the

plected, | articie’s cost. price, and” Fi it among

Responds unto his own,

| you will probably dislike in a husband at-

|as Irish cooks are, two-thirds ov them

o dn it o Giveit up? ’Cause they are made for!
7 ¥ P oM . 5 c . ” S t
1€ Cuz you, and what you miStook 10r| 4, \rists, Take your scissors away from |
solissitude you will diskover hes changed this %
to indifference. s N T . i
. .. . e . - i H S o L
Jellosy isn't a heart disease, it's a liver Retnon WRoul ibech tstening o #
complaint very dull address, remarked that every-
P : e . .. .| thirg went off well—especially the audi-
2. A mustash is not indispensible ; it is | = pocaliy |

only a little more hair, and is mwuch likc:e"w' ) B " i
A clothier has excited public curiosity

moss and other excressences—often doz; _ < .
the best on sile that won't raise an_\'thing[]’;‘ having a large apple painted on his
else.  Don’t forget those things which | Sign. When asked for an explanation, he

inquired: *If it had not been for an apple |
where would the ready-made clothing |
stores be to-day |

“Hurrah! hurrah!” eried a young law-|
yer, who succeeded to his father's practice.
“I've settied that old lawsuit at last.”
=Settled it!" exclaimed the astonished par-
ent. *Why, we've supported the family
on that for the last ten years.”

“Why do you suppose College is
such a learned place?” asked one gentle-
man of another. *I rather suspect,” was
the reply, “that as everybody takes a little
learning there with him, and nobody ever
brings any away, the learning accumu-
lates.”

you admire in a phellow before marriage
ter, and a mustash will get to be a very
weak diet after a time.

3. If husbands could be took on trial,

would probably be returned; but there |
don’t seem to be enny law for this. There- |
fore, girls, you will see that after you git
a man you hrve got to keep him, even it
youlose on him. Consequently, if you
have got enny kold vittles in the house, try |
him on them once in a while during scour- |
ing season, and if he swallows them well,
and says he will take sum more, he iz a
man, who, when blue Monday cums, will
wash well. A dentist tried his first operation with
4. Don’t marry a pheller who is always | «gs ypon a robust colored woman. After !
telling how his mother doz things. 1tis| g6 had used up all the gas in the ofiice. |
too Lurd to ween a young one. [she wheeled in the chair and shouted: |
5. If a young man can beat you playing | Hurry up, boss, and bring on another |
on a pianner, and kant hear a fish-horn | bag of that sweetened wind.” |
playing on the street without turning al 4 .6 patent medicine man has been |
summersault on account of mc,'"“&ivkgch:lsing Alex. Stephens around for three |
that is in him, I say to leave hims hel o000 trving to draw a bead on him with
might answer to tend baby, and if you set|, 1o.et camera. He wants him for a pre-|
him to hoeing out the garden, you Will | ¢,cq o s advertisement, to illustrate ~be-|
tind that you have got to do it yourself. | g0 taking.," ’
{3 ot L3y ey at That) 't no better | 5, > YoUD 1an Just engaged on  rancl i
| Truckee, Cal., was set to driving a yoke of
| eattle, and at noon, when he wanted to!
| feed them, he was observed trying to un-|
serew their orns in order to get the yoke |

|

you will flnd him mellow and not soft.
But don’t marry ennyboddy for just one

: . | off the animals.
virtew enny quicker than youwonld flop a A Lowell. M a Iv & Tot
man for just one fault. A Loweil, Mass., firm recently sent a lo

6. It is one of the most tuffest things | Of Dills West for collection.  The list came |

Three

| v | . . A » bei arked “dead.”
|1s no ereature more hopelessly forlorn than | A great many have tried it and made a bad | Dame, one being marked *dead. i
[ the unmarried man who has outlived the (job of it and had a hard time.

Evervbody | months after, the same bill got into a new |

scems to look upon old maids just as they | 10t that was forwarded, and when the list ’

| jogging alone—with ever-increasing speed, | do upon dried herbs in the g:u'rel—-llandy‘;‘-}’4":;3."’““1(, the name was marked “still
[ despite gout and rheumatism—down the | for sickness—and, therefore, gitls, it ain't| dead. ,

a mistake that you should be willing to ;y.;em in Farming.

swop oph with some true hearted phellow |
for a husband.  The swop is a good one ;j There must be a system in every busi-
but don’t swop for enny one who is 1e-|negs if it is to succeed, and whoever ig-
spectable just because his father iz.  You | nores a clear foresighted way of conduct-
had better be an old maid for 4,000 years | jng farming will soon have no farming;
and then join the Shakers than to repen-| for if he is depending on it for a living he
tence at this price. No woman ever made | yill become bankrupt, or if doing it for
this trude who did’t get either a phool, a | ymusement, the drain on capital will be so
mean cug. or a clown for a husband. heavy as to cause prudence to step in and
7. In digging down into this subject 1| enq guch a losing transaction.
find the digging goes harder the further|  g,me man are so opinionated as to imag-
you git. It is much easier to inform you | jne tjemselves competent to manage a farm
who not to take, for the reason there i8| yithout any looking forward, and they
more of them. will make inadequate preparation for win-
I don’t think you will follow my advise | tor 4nd have nothine in readiness by the
if I give it, and, therefore, Iwill keepit, | ime it is wanted, and if anything goes
for I look upon advise as I do upon castor wrong it is laid at the door of some other
oil—a mean dose to give and a mean dose | hyp the right person. There is not a more
to take. But I must say one thing, girls, | itiahle and contemptible man than the
or spile. 1 you can find a bright eyed, well | 510 \who thinks bimselt smarter than any
balusted boy, who looks upon poverty az| ;.. clse, and yet runs around seeking to
sassy az a child looks upon wealth—who | 4,406 411 his shorteomings to others while
had rather sit down upon the crubstone in |} 100 ic 10 blame.

front of the Fitth Avenue Hotel and eat a
ham sandwich than go inside and run in
debt for his diuner and toothpick—and
who is a man with that kind of pluck that
mistakes a deteat for a victory, mi advice
is to take him body and soul—snare him
at onst, for he is a stray trout, a breed very
skarse in our waters.

Take him, I say, and build onto him as
hornets build on a tree.—Detroit Post.

Wise Maxius.—Mr. John McDonough,
the New Orleans millionaire, had engraved
on his tombstone a series of maxims
which he had preseribed as the rules for
Lis guidance through lite, and to which
his success was mainly attributable:

Rememember always that labor is one of

then there is somewhere a desolate and
dried-up old maid, stranded upon the rug- |
ged sands of time, whose life is as barren |
and bleak as his own—all because he neg- |
lected to find and marry her. Oh, you|
crabbeil old eustomer! you selfish, and sin-
ful bachelor, we call upon you to repeat
and turn from the error of your ways ere
it is everlastingly too late and you become
so chronieally sour and snappish and alto-
gether disagreeable that no2woman in the
world will have you. Besides. you are
losing all the real sweetness of life and are
purcuing an ignis fatuus of fancied pleas-
ure which will inevitably leave you at last
to flounder hopelessly and alone through
the morass of regretful old age. Matri-
mony may not at all times present “paths
of peace” butin the main “its ways cre
the ways of pleasantness,” and of two
sevils it isalways wise to choose the least.”
+*Single-blessedness’ is a myth whena
man or woman has passed the rubicon of
middle Ife, and since ‘“‘mizery loves com-
pany,” even cecasional “*doable wretehed- |
ness” Is preterable to continual solitary

woe.—S8. F. Chronicle,

Inquiry into the wicked ways of Phlh-!
delphia’s mock auetion men reveal that,
they hired two or three women to attend
the sales, carefully inspeet articles that
were to be soMl, start the the

until an ‘owsider put in a bid.

| v e rompy Kok s

the conditions of existence.

Time is gold; throw not one minute
away, but place each one to account.
Do unto all men as you would be done
by.

“Never think any matter so trifling as not
to deserve notice.

Never give out that which does ot first
come in,

“Study in the course of your li: to do
the greatest amount of good.

Labor then, to the last moment of your
existence,

e
A Modification of Rell's Telephone.

M. Trouve, of the French Academy, has
proposed a mor'itication of Dall's telephone
by which messages can be sent to great
distances,
membrane employed by Bell, a cube or
octagonal apparatus, each side of which
has a vibrating membrane yiclding a cur-
rent of electricity. By associating all of
the currents produced by these magnets,
there is obtained® a single intensity which
increases in proportion to the number of
magnets influenced, very much as the in-
tensity of a Grove or Bunsen battery can
be larg ely multiplied by an increase In the
number of cells. By speading into an in-
strument having mahy membraneous taces
A current of electricity can be origiuated
meﬁul enough to be transmitted on very
long elfeufts, In this way we may beabie
to talft weross the Atlantic by cable. <~

He substitutes for the single !

} There are men who are too stingy to
make good fences or properly repair those
which are rotting or tumbling down, and
who yet talk of being stock farmers, and
they will buy grade short-horns, grade
Jerseys, mongrels of all colors and sizes,
and expeet the public to admire their ani-
mals and believe them to be something su-
perior. Now by using pure-bred bulls and
l raising the calves, improvements could be
| made in these grades, but those niggardly
souls will begrudge the trouble to raise the
ealves, and either sell them for veal or let
them go with the cow to a dairy-man.

Hats are larger,? aud, bonnets_smaller
than ever.

*Will the coming woman lecture ?’ asks
a contemporary. If she marries she
Dancing dresses forTyoung ladies hava
short pointed trains, that are easily man-
aged.

The wife of a South Boston man left a
hot pie in her husband’s chair. Well—
that all ?

The ladies are all opposed to the tele-
phone. They don't care to have a young
tellow whispering in their ears with his
mouth twenty miles away.

=Sally,” said a fellow to a girl who had
vred hair, “keep away from me, or you'll
set me on fire.” “Don’t far.” she ans-
wered, “you’re too green to burn.”

Odds und Ends.

The Turks are not
abandoned Sophia,

A man never uses his thamb nail for a
screw-driver Lut once.

The people of the United States paid
$10,000,000 for telegrams last year.

The fool of the period is the man who
never reads the newspaper.,

Nothing like being correct. Chevreau,
in his history of the world says that it was
created on Friday, September 8, a little af-
ter four p. m.

Two babies were born at Cheyenne, Wy-
oming, the other night, and their respec-
tive parents had only been married the
previous day. This is rushing business.

What is the difference Letween a school-
boy studying his lessons and a farmer
watchingZhis cows?  One is stocking his
mind and the other Is minding his stock.

A Chicago man got a divorce from his
wite becanse she persisted in putting her
cold feet to his back in bed. Wives keep
down your feet and take a hot brick ta
bed.

The following advertisement lately ap-
peared in a country paper: *T'o Piano-
forte Makers—A lady keeping a first-class
school, requiring a good piano, is desirous
of receiving a daughter of the above in ex-
change for the same.™

Testimony just taken before a commit-
tee of the Legislature shows that the most
inhuman ernelty has been constantly prae~
ticed in the New Jersey State Prison, At
least one man was tertured to death.

It is a common proverb, and, indeed, it
is the creed of the homaopathist, that like
cures like. But there is one thing us to
which neither homaopathist nor allopath-
ist has pronounced an opinion, und that is
what cures dislike.

P.T. Barnum says in arecent letter to
an intimate friend: *“No, my friend; no
more new enterprises for me. Iam now
doing the work of ten men, and am 68. £
am setting my house in order, and shall be
ready to pass in my checks whenever re-
quired.”

The New York World has had a sesies
of interviews in order to determine wheth-
er dancing is hurtful or otherwise. Halt
a dozen doctors of medicine say that danc-
ing is physically and morally beneficial,
under certzin restrictions; and halt a dozen
doctors ot divinity are unable to see any
good in it, but a great deal of harm.

A man recently started from Omaha to
St. Louis to get married in the latter city.
On the train he struck a three-card monte
gang and lost several hundred doilars,
comprising every cent he had in the world.
He also lost another good thing, as the
girl wouldn’t 'narry him after that.

The temperance agitation in some of the
Michigan cities has broken out in a new
spot. Societies of young ladies are now
the rage—Pink Ribbon Societies, they call
them, and every member is pledged to ac-
cept attention from none but Red Ribbon
young men.

Wken an_Englishman is drunk heis
Lelligerent; when a Frenchman is drunk
he is amorous; when an Italian is drunk
he is loquacious; when a Scotchman is
drunk he is argumentative; when a Ger-
man is drunk he is sleepy; when an Amer-
ican is drunk he brags: and when a Welshe

chﬂﬁlrous. They

{ man is drunk he sings,

According to rehable statistics, recently
published, it appears that the average lifs
of certain animals and birds is the follow-
ing: The hare lives ten years; the cat ten;
the goat eight; the donkey thirty; the
sheep ten; the dog fourteen to twenty; the
0X twenty; the sow twenty-five; the pigeon

System wouli! rise all the heifer calves,
and by using good bulls each generation
would become better. Or, any man with |
suflicient eapital would commence with|
| some really good pure-bred stock, and
| breed aud sell first-class animals, and thus
}comluct the bree’inz on a system of con-
| tinually selling at double and treble the
price of common stock and gaining extra
profits. System, too, will cause any man
ofintelligence to have every department
methodically cenducted, and not to have
anything delayed or capriciously changed
from the rotation or regular course. But
the miserable, shiftless farmer will have a
piece of plowing in the middle of a mead-
ow anda field of corn or grain with no
fence between it and the pasture, and then
every neighbor will be complaining of in-
jury from stock through th: bad fences.
He will also be so simple as to attempt to
fatten, in the winter, cows which have been
in milk and have lost their flesh and per-
haps some coarse, thin, big-boned steers.
—dA Working Fariner, in Rural New Yorker.
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Interest the Government has Paid.

In response to a resolution of the House
inquiring what amount has been paid out
by the Treasury of the United States on
aceount of interest upon bonds held by na-
} tional banks, the Secretary of the Treasury
| transmitted to the House yesterday a state-
ment showing that from July 1. 1868, to
January 1, 1878, tl ere has been pald out on |
that account : .

Coin Interest.............ov.....$241.978.271.91¢
mw..«q.-&m»—.«..— m”

P pgtal,., X . 8900, 837 538 07

"half a section,

eight; the turtle dove twenty-tive; the par-
tridge twenty-five; the raven one hundred;
the eagle 1 hundred; the goose 1 hundred
and fifty years.

Plants sleep at night, as is well known,
but their sleeping hours are a matter ot
habit, and can eusily be disturbed. A
French chemist recently exposed a sensi
tive plant to a bright light at night and
placed it in a dark room during the day.
The plant, at first, appeared much puzzled.
It opened and closed its leaves irregularly,
in spite of'the artificial sun beaming upon
itat pight, and in the daytime it some-
times awoke. It finully snbmitted to the
change, unfolding itself regularly at night,
and closing in the morning.

A bill has been jatroduced in Congress
amending section 3506 of the Revised Stat~
utes, which provides for the prepauyment
of postage on all mail matter, by adding
the following: “But if any letter weigh-
ing one ounce or less aball have been mail-
ed without being prepaid, sach letter shall
be forwarded, and double the prepaid rates
shull be charged and calicoted ondelivery.”™

A Kansas cotiple whe ‘were apparentiy
living in peace and harmony were no
long ago diverced, greatly to the surprise
ot their neighbors; but the mystery is now
explained. Trhe husband had homestended
160 acres of fine farming land, and thera
was another 160 acres adjoining not yet
taken up. The palr were divoreed, the.
womun entered the'vacant quarter seetion
and established her claim as the head of
family. When this was done the pair wern
remarried, and now ‘have a fine furm cf
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