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The Largest Stock !

AXD THE MOST COMPLETE ASSORTMENT OF

Glen'eral Merchandise

IN EASTERN MONTANA IS TO BE FOUND AT

A..LAMNME & CO’S.

the Following Lines—

Ladies’ Goods, Fancy Goods,
STAPLE AND FANCY GROCERIES,

! Olothing, Geats’ Furnishing Goods,

HATS AND CAPS, BOOTS AND SHOES

1 Dry Goods, Carpets, Queensware, Cutlery, and all

kinds of Hardware,

HOUSE FURNISHING GOODS,

—AND—

Agricultural Implements!

We have, in fact, everything needed by the

Farmer Mechanic And Hiner

C ALL AND EXAMINE OUR IMMENSE STOCK. AND IF YOU DO NOT SEE
EXPOSED TO VIEW, THE ARTICLE YOU WANT,

ASK FOR IT!

WE IIAVE HUNDREDS OF ARTICLES IN STOCK
ENUMERATE IN THIS ADVERTISEMENT, OR MAK
ROOM FOiRl ON OUR SHELVES.

Delag an enormously large business we are enabled to purchase Jz’oods and scll the

same at lower prices than it is possible tor others to do.
CALL AND EXAMINE GOODS AND LEARN PRICES.

_ A. Lamme & Co.
MAIN STREET, Bozeman, Montana.
T ——

THE BEST PLACE
To Buy Yeur

CLOTHING,

BOOTS AND SHOES,

Hats and Caps, Genis' Furnishing Goods,

CROCEKERY,

GLASSWARE, LAMPS AND CHANBELIERS,
Is at

WILLSON & LEWIS.

[SUCCESSORS TO LESTER S. WILLSON.]

e

Because, havin, ne out of the general merchandise trade, and taken up the above
"lPBClALS,'g\sg can meet styles and prices of any house in Montana, either at

WHOLESALE OR.RETAIL.

f Clothing is complete, for Men, Boys and Youths, is perfectly new and
O atock o s Ml to ofder, and In our best lines, being fully p o

CUSTOM MADE GOODS. - -

and Gents' Furnishing Goods is immense, and must be scen to be
el it apprcchletf The best of

FOREIGN & DOMESTIC GOODS

hand, Boots, Shoes and Leather Findings at prices that will astonish
"ﬂlznlonhn. m : Ladies, Misses -

Shoes for Gents, Boys, You ;
and Children, just manufactured by the best nmuhatugh the Uni-

ted States, and purduaulfzrmh and consequently at

“BOTTOM PRICES.”
S L loit c b
o 2,70 oy Mt A S e A
o 'beuudne(’;"d'm i.‘f.‘.';'?:m"“o‘o.a will be phm marked, and

NO VARIATION IN PRICES.
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Belng satisfied that the CASHSYSTEM fs the strietly to
“,ort.o terns that mnake sales th%wzwmq

pey for anotl
WILLSON & LEWIS.

Assortments in Each of
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The Avant Courier.

The Pioneer Paper of Easlern
JMontana.

ESTABLISHED IN 1871,

Pablished Every Thursday Morming.

Terms of Subscription.
CASH IN ADVANCE.

One year. .. $3 50.
Six months 2 00.
Three Months ...... 5 100
Oue Year, delivered by carrrier. . . 500,
Singlecopies..........c...vvvuvennnn..... 10 cents.

ued at our

Credit Rates of Subscription:
ol o T e Nt 85 00
Sixmonths..................... 3 00

For a shorter pér'h'nl, per month........ 50
Delivered by carrier, 50 cents per raonth, pay-
able at expiration of each month.

Nate. w: Altoreon.{ - ALDERSON & SON,

Editors and Proprictors.

Office, Courier Building, Main Street

Beside the Brook.

“I go a-fishing!”" and he sped

With rod and line, where by-paths led
’Neath latticed boughs, beside the brook
Where fish were lured with cunning hook.

“I'll'read in solitude awhile!"

With favorite book,"and morning smile,
Thro® winding ways, she sought the nook
She loved the best, beside the brook.

Later, I passed; the line and book
Were queerly twined, beside the brook;
While, in the grove, the angler's prize
Was reading love-songs in his eyes.
—*“Bric-a-Brec"—Seribner for June.
- —000"—."—'
Beans!

Oh?! how my heart sighs for my own na-
tive land,
Where potatoes, and squashes, and cu-
cumbers grow;
Where cheer and good welcome are always
2t hand,
And custards and pumpkin pies smoke
in a row;
Where pudding the visage of hunger se-
renes,
And—what is far dearer—the pot of baked
beins.

fuse,
Her large watermelons and cantaloupes
fine,
Her turtle, and oysters, and terrapin stews,
And soft crabs high-zested with brandy
and wine,
Ah! neither my heart from my native land
weans,
When smokes on the table the pot of baked
beans.

The pot of baked beans !—with what pleas-
ure [ saw it!
Well sensoned, well porked, by some
rosy-faced dame; ‘
Aad when frem the glowing hot oven
she’d draw it,
Well crisped and well browned to the
table it cae.
Oh! give me my country, the land of my
teens,
Of the dark Indian pudding and pot of
baked beans.

The pot of baked beans! Ah! the muse is
too frail,
Its taste to descans on, its virtues to
tell,
But look at the sons of New England so
hale,
And her daughters so rogy, 'twill teach
thee full well ;
Like me, it will teach thee to sigh for the
means
Of health, and—of rapture!—the pot of
baked beans.

Objected to His Pall-Bearers.
Pittsburgh Telegraph.
Some time ago a citizen of this place was
very ill. He fell into a stupor which last-
ed three or four days. He was carefully
watched by his wife and one or two ladies
from the neighborhood. One afternoon
the attending physician said he could not
live through the day, and the sorrowing
wife, with a view of having everything in
readiness for the end, held a consultation
with her friends as to the arrangement for
the funeral. The conversation was held at
the bedside of the dying man, and ina
short time all the details were arranged ex-
cept the names of those who should be
asked to be pall-bearers. T'hree or four
young gentlemen had been selectod, when
the wife said, in the sobbing tones suitable
to the occasion, “How: ‘would Mr, So-and-
so do?’ “OlL, he would do so nicely,”
echoed the chorus of friends, “he f§'such a
nice young mian.” There was a sudden
movement under the coverings of the bed,
and the dying husband slowly raised him-
self or: one elbow, rubbed his eyes and
said in a weak voice, “No, he won'tdo, I
ain’t going to have that fellow for one ot
my ” The ladies were aston-
ished at this revival of the sick man, but
the wife laid him back gently on the pil-
lows, and said soothingly : *Never miad,
dear; don’t worry. This is a matter that
ueed not trouble you. It isa sad duty
which we will have to perform after you
are gone.” “No, it it lsn’t,” said the hus-
band crossly. _“That fellow lsn’t going to
be onc of -my. pali-bearers, I don’t like
hiin, and never did, and if you are going
to have him, I'll get well, see if I don’t,”
Aguin he fell back in the bed and became

unconsci butin a few hours there cime
g o-day he walks

the better. To-d

Our Selected Story.

A STORY SUCCESSFULLY TOLD.

Pretty, plump Mrs. Archibald Steele
wrote the following paragraph in one of
her letters to her husband the other day :

“John must come down here at once,
whether you can spare him or not. Our
dear liftle Laura is greatly taken with a
tall, thin young man, with a hooked nose
and thinlips, ealled Stuyvesant. It is
whispered about the hotcl that he is a very
good mateh, and has the veritable blood
of the old Dutch governor in his veins. I

. | must say that it has a queer way of show-

ing itself, for the young man is as pale as

All subseriptions will be discontinued at the
end of the time paid for, when the subscriber |
s0 orders; otherwise, the paper will he contin- |

m. "(‘Ills. i

a spectre ; and dressed in that white duck,
with his sunken eyes and bilious skin, is
enough to frighten one. I have grown to
hate Lim, while Laura is growing to be
| quite the contrary, I am afraid. All the
evening he leans up against the wall, never
(dancing or opening his mouth, save to
give vent to some haieful] sarcastic criti-
cizm upon the seenes around him, and yet
dear little Laura’s eyes—as, indeed, all the
other pretty eyes shout—are perpetually
beseechingZhim for attention. In the day-
time he is always with a long black horse,
that covers more ground with its legs
| while it is going than any other animal I
ever saw.  When Laura goes out to drive
behind it, and vanishes out of sight with
the bony creature, 1 tremble to think how
dreadful it would be if jour dear little girl
would ever be part and parcel of this
wretched man and his beast.  So I think
John had better come down at once. I
quite long to see his handsome face and
hear his honest voice, and I think it is
about time ghat John should tell his little
story to Laura, and_ have things settled
comfortabiy.”

Mr. Archibald Steele smiledwhen he put
the letter of his wite's in his waistcoat
pocket, and, pickingZupZthe morning pa-

speetacles the news ot the day. Finding
nothing therein to refine ‘the Jexceedingly
satisfactory condition of his affairs, he put
it down, smiling as only a prosperous,
~ontented down-town merchant can smile.
He was one of thiosze happy ‘exceptions to
the ordinary rule of mortals, with whom
everything went well.  {Iis whole experi-
’em-c was an exclamation point to that ef-
feet.  If he ventured a little hazardously
| in trade, fortune trimmed the sails to favor
him. K he set his heart upon anything
[ relating; to domestic felicity, a1l the cle-
| ments of art and nature conspired to bring
[it about. So when he stepped to the door
| of his office and beckoned to a young man
with a stripof commercial paper in his

Let Maryland boast of her dainties pro-| handand a pencil behind his ear, with a | pathetic women wio insisted upon knm\'-f —

| general air of briskness and shrewdness
labout him that betokened a successful
down - town merchant in embryo, Mr.
Steele smiled the third time, with the air
|ot one who was not at all afraid of any
| bilious, blue-Llooded obstacle that might
be thrown in the path of a domestic hap-
piness which he firmly agreed had been
arranged by an Omnipotent hand.

““John,” said. Mr. Steele, closing the
door of his private oftice, and looking up-
on his young clerk benevolently, “I have
got an order from Mrs. Steele which I
wish you would attend to.”

““Certainly, sir,” said John, “~hall I go
out and get the articles myself "

“Why, the fact is, John,” said the mer-
chant, enjoying his joke more and more,
“it’s only one article—a rather bulky one.
Itwas bargained for along time ago. I
think you will have to go down with it,
Johin.”

“Down to the seashore!’
getting a little hot and flustered.
very valuable parcel, sir "

“Well, perhapsyyour natural modesty
may depreciate its worth, John. Mrs.
Steele and_ I think a “good deal of it, and
Laura, too, I am sure does, The com-
modity is yoursclf, John. Mrs. Steele
wants you to go down and take a little
holiday.”

When the name of Laura was mention-
ed, the young man’s tace grew more hot
and flustered than before.

“You are very kind, sir,”” he said’; “and
Mrs. Steele is more like an angel than
woman.” :

“Rather solid and plump for that,” in-
terposed Mr. Steele, but liking the phrase,
nevertheless.

“But it is simply madness,” pursued
John, “to dream of turther happiness than
I enjoy now—your_affection and that of
your wife—my position here; I don’t
dare, I can’t hope for anything more. Oh,
Mr. Steele, I can’t tell her my story. She
would turn from me in horror and avei-
sion. She is so young, o beautiful. Let
me at least enjoy the present.”

“And in the meantime gome cadaverous,
bilious, blue-blooded scoundrel will carry
her off from us all.”

Then John’s face grew pale and stern.
“If there is the slightest feeling upon her
part for—for anyone else, then, indeed, my
case is hopeless.”

The commercial paper fluttered from his
hand, the pencil fell from his ear, and he
leancd his head against the desk and trem-
bled.

“Why, who would suypose you could
be suci a coward ’ said Mr. Steele, im-
petuously. “You shall go down with me
this very day.”

All the way to the seashore John's face
wore the look of one who had resolved to
storm a deadly breach, but who did not
hope to survive the attempt.

Even the occan, when it confronted
them, wore a threatening look. Upon the
horizon a pile of clouds formed a back-
ground wan. and gloomy, a great black
mist lay in the zenith, and a dense red
vapor almost touched the water.

“A very nasty sea,” said Mr. Steele.

Sotin snuifféd it in, his eyes dilating, and
his head bigh in the sea-scented air.

A tramp on the hard, wet sand, and like
a meteor & long black horse shot by, dis-
appearing in the mist, leaving for John
the memory of a charming head, crowned
with blond curling hair, two kind cyes
bent upon his own, and a white waving
hund extended in salotation.

said John,
“Isit a

per, scinned through his gold-rimmed |

saving Laura. Did you gee his thin,.cruel | used in relation to John a minute or so
lips and treacherous eyes " ago.”
“I only saw Laura, sir,” said John, sim-| “John!” cried poor bewildered Laura,
ply. “our John, mamma? Was John the boy?‘
Later on, Mr. Archibald Steele and his | And is it John, our John, that saved poor|
plump, pretty wife were alone together in | Mr. Stuyvesant®” g ‘
their private parlor. ier dimpled hand| “The very same, darling, John, onr
lay lovingly in his, and her shapely head, [John. He is always on hand when there |
fresh from the hands of the coffeur, rested | i 2ny trouble or danger.”
recklessly on his shoulder. “Ch, mamma, mamrtaa!” cried Laura,
Suddenly the door opened, and there was | forgetting all the years that bad passed
heard the rustle of silked drapery. A still | since the accident, and crumbling both the
shapelier little head,”and fresher from the | coiffeured heads in the most reckless man-
hande of the coiffeur, all unrumpled by | ner.
the audacious hands of mortal, peeped in| “Papa,” sl then said, “we must go and
at the door. Laura was pale; her little|find John ; I want to tell hinr how much
white hands were clasped together, and | [—"
her musical voice trembled. “Yes, dear,” said Mr. Archibald Steele, |
“Oh, papa, mamma, come directly ! Mr. | and all the way through the corridor and
Stuyvesant ventured too far, and—and—" |into the parlors of the hotel, with his 1
“Was drowned #” said Mr. Steele, with a | PItmp and prety wife on one arm and his
queer combination in his voice of nity and | beautiful daughter on the other, he sailed.
relief. But John was still sufrounded by the
“No, no; how can you suppose so pretty and sympathetic women, who had
dreadful a thing? He was’rescued, but is | T1el1Y deserted the blue-bloaded descend-
very weak andzill. Ile has asked for me, | 20t of the old Dutch governor, lying in|
and may I go? Will you not come with his most graceful and languid of attitudes |
me, mamma? Oh, do,’l beg of you, Can’t|©D 8 neighboring lounge—the descendant,
she, papa 2 not the governor—and had flocked, one
Her hlue eyes filled with tears : her little and all, to the bandsome and heroic foun-
feet seemed to be wanting to fly through d‘er of the new school for teaching people
the corridors. the way to be rescued from drowning.
“Certainly not,” said Mr. Stecle. “Let| Thesecharming creatures spend so much
him wait till he is able toJcome to you or | ©f their time at the sea-shore, and it was
me. Either the man was drowned or he | hice to be wise. <
isn't. Because h» was imbecile cnough to John was almest hidden in flounces and

risk his life, that is no reason for your be- laces ; but when his eyes met Laura’s he
ing the talk of the hotel.” plunged out of those costly billows with

Laura raised her eyes proudly. his usual ease and trepidity. There was
“No dunger of that, papa; and besides, something in Laura's eyes that lie had nev-
every one is occupied now with the one | T Scen therelbefore; a tempting languor;
that rescued him.” a bewitching shyness ; a bewildering splen-
“And what madman was that?’ sajq |dor that steeped his soul in a mad, sweet
poor Mr. Steele, who could not reconcile | oPe- o
himself to the present condition ot affirs, | 1aura stopped one moment to whisper
“I don't know—a stranger, 1 believe, 1 to her_manuna, and John gasped out to

5 3 = Mr. Steele :
was so interested in Mr. Stuyvesant I for-
cobtsnict o “If I dared —if I only dared to tell

her—"
“Bah!” said Mr. Steele, getting upon| S et
his feet andjwalking to the door. “I'll go 1 have told her myself;” said the mer-

chant.
and find out a'l about it. Do you stay | .. .. ;
here till I return.” Thzt I was a pauper, without home or

: 5 friends 2
BeforeZhe had 'gone tar, Mr. Steele heard | ; . >
from the excited guests several different L told the story in my own way, John,”

versions of the aflair; but one and all | contmfled Mr. Stecle, “and I ﬂutwl: Iy Self
agreed that the rescuer could be nothin, L told it successtully ; do not spoil it, if
i = & you please. I have managed the past and

|

less than a champion swimmer, = 3 &
“A reanlar water-dog!" said one gentle- | ::xlxc'o l:;'f)‘;z:‘f: do you look out for the fu-
man to Mr. Steele: and as the merchant | \' 3 ]’ “gid. T 3
' had heard this epithet but once before in !, * Do Gl s walked through
his life, and that on an aceasion of vital in-| the parlor that night 'hF enyled of all the
| terest to himseli, he sought out the hero Dretyand syn.!p:xtheliu_women‘ and brave
Lof the Lour, and found, 1o Itiz nnbounded and appreciative men that congregated
i astonishmient, it was Johin Waters him- | 16x0s
‘[s':-lf! He was qnite enveloped in thel
| tloundes and furbelows of pretty and sym- |

e

Odds and Ends.

Wit and Humor. Our Boys and Girds.

No matter what rank vegetables may at-| ‘T'wenty-five years ago a Missouri boy
tain, the cabbage will always be a head. lett his home and started out to become

When a young man commences to wres- | President of the United States. He got as
tle with his first mustache, he generally | tar as Cincinnati. The boy is now a man,
gets it “*down.” * |and is also one of the best shoe makers in

The puzzle which cavetul mothers try to l the IU-‘“" State Prison. -
¢olve is, Low to triin the girls, and how to| “I see you are taking an umbre!
restrain the boys. : school with you to-lay,” said a gentleman

The best-naturcd man will get a triffe ‘ to a little girl one dark and very windy
mad when his wife tells him that she made morr-nng. *Oh, no, 8ir,”” came the cheery
Ulsters for the boys cut of his last winter's ;“t:i::]'l‘)‘“ 5’;"9_ ‘;"L"p: to the handlc and
ear-mufls. ar Y. “it’s taking me.

“My Soul's at the Gate,” is the title ota| ‘Why i8 it that a boy of ordinary mind

A s 1 would prefer to goin his every day clothes

new piece of music. 1Ie had better be care- , s S X
ful, or he may find tne old man’s sole ﬁt:nlx(l sit on 2 muddy bank fishing ull Sun-

. . £ o ths si i .
the gate, too, some of these fine evenings. d'ly rather than to sit on a nice dry seat in
|n Sabbath-school for an hour. dressed up

i i m rick P ie - . o v
to;l);'n(::z:in;l cdl‘:::r"m s\!llxl; l::c'l:“tolx::i in his best bib and tucker? Gls ain’t that
ranserypt. b LIy - say av.
don't be an editor, but when a man is too %oy

honest to do anything else, what is he go- A visitor elegant, apperceiving the little
i 2 © | girl of the house, she says: “How carriest

ing 0? 5 b s
T‘to 4 2 thou thyself, dear little?” “Very well,
The hen which has been patting in three | ., 1. <o, ' responds the infnt. Then

E'“;:‘s tlm(.: over s I"ml‘; of c.hnlk nmllna the visitor adds: “And meanwhile it must
SOkeln teacuD, cafne olite '}ebt yesterday | ;o nand of me how I myself carry.” The

to _loarn If thiere was any new gossip in the infunt, with candor: *“I do not care how

neighborhood. you do.”
“If you want tew get at the circumfer- Providence Jouwrnal: A good story is
7 cavr 111§ box. ) 52 3

hoe ofgxmnn, says Josh B.xllmgs. €X" [ told by a teacher of cne of the Sunday-

amine him amung men; but if you want echools In'the center of the ctv. A Sin-

:‘?w gte; .nt ihlz,.(;lk},"ul diameter, meazure day or two azo she asked her class of little

SR INE Sivcaite. girls who went into the dark with Noah.
“*Jones, if burglars should get into your | None ot them seemed to know, but one

house, what would you do? "'l d_do jttle girl thought she must say something,

whatever they required of me. I've never|,;q not knowing, uted her natural born
had my own way in that house J"et" and | ol of guessing, and to the amusement

;}: "“"," late to begin now—yes, alas! t00 | o' the teacher replied, *His sisters and his

ate.: cousins and his aunts,™
“But yon know, pa' said a farmer's| TThe little son of an Omaha pastor, says

daughter, when he spoke to her about the | the Herald, had been left :lone in the house
addresses of his neighbor’s son, “that ma | for several evenings,while his parents went
wants me to marry a man ot culture.” “So | out, his mother telling him that he must

I do, my dvn.r. so I do; and there’s no bet- | not be afruid, for the Lord would be with

ter culture in tie country than agricul-|him. Onthe last occasion when the par-

ture I ents returned they found the litile fellow

A gentleman recently, about to pay his | Sitting up for them. Ile S:li('l he *didn’t
doctor’s bill, said: “Well, doctor, as my | Wint to be left to stay just \\':Eh the Lord
little boy gave the measles to all my nelg- | ANY 1ore; it was so lonesome.

bors’ children, and as they ware attended| A poor hungry boy called at a certain

by you, [ think you can aflord, at the very | minister's house and asked for a piece of

least, to deduct ten per cent. from the|bread. The preacher gve him an old,
amount of my bill for the increase of busi- | hard crust, and asked him if he knew the
ness we gave you.” L?rd‘s l:m_w:;-. I"N 0, sir,”" was the re%ly.
e 3 *“Then,” said the minister, “repeat after

o ¢

1 BI:OW)I. to. Jones; ‘.0“ missed it by me; *Our Father in heaven—" " *Is he my

eaving us at the lunch t'other afternoon. Father as well as yours?’ interrupted his

Champagne was excellent, and got better lNstener. “Yes.” --'I‘I|c:n % exclaimed the

” — & = id

:t‘(:t?r;tyl?::lcklet“' th -Tnes.t ll‘ aﬁt j:;il h‘;‘d | poor youth, with tears in his eyes, “how
2 .0 Al Tl er the | outd you gice your poor irother this moldg

boys; and, just as L expected, when I got | oomsod ‘;f bread 2

= 2 cturvey !

there I found everything EOPS) Hirvey. A little tive-year-old counld not qnite un-

Doown.~Aiusi; my experience cxmtly. derstand why the stars did not shine out

“'hen l'g‘ot IIOTI]e . four.nl e one night when the rain was pouring dpwn

hire1 girl standing on their heads, and the |’ S S %

in torrents. She stood at the window

| ing every half sccond if Le was sure he| A Delaware woman, a hard worker all
felt strong and well. and how in the world | pop lite, being about to die last week, call-
could he buffet thoze dreadful waves in|ed her husband and chiidren about her and
that’grand, heroic wiy. and how did he | told them where shie had buried $6,000 of
rnanage to drag poor Mr. Stuyvesantin to | her earnings in the cellar. They dug it up
the shore. before the funeral.

John, like any other hero of the honr,|  Ag g mateh for a sentence ot forty-three
enjoyed this ad: lation, but looked anx-| jetters, recently published, containing all
iously at Mr. Stecie when he approached. | the letters of the alphabet, the following of

“Ium,” growled that worthy merchant, | only thirty-three letters, which also fulfills
“a pretty fellow, you, to interfere with| (e snime condition, is given: “J. Gray—
other people’s plans? How do you know | pyck with’my box five dozen quills.”
he wanted to be rescued?” .| A Kansas farmer purchased a revolver

‘He appeared anxions that wa’y » SN | o his wife, and insisted on target practice,
said John. “Ife wrapped himselt about 8o that she could defend her house in case-
me like a devilfish. I thonght at one| ry;o ypeonce. Atter the bullet had been
time we’d both go down together. There dug out of his leg and the cow buried, he
ought to be a school for teaching people | o5 ne euessed that she’d better shoot with
how to be saved. It's the easiest thing in an ake
the world ; the water itself is an accessory, o
if you manage it right.” Two gentlemen slept in a very close

“Oh, do tell us how, Mr. Waters, please|700m- The window was, apparently,
do,” chorussed the pretty and sympathetic stuck tast. A pane was broken to let in
women ; and as John began his lesson Mr, | the air, and then another, when they both
Steele slipped away. felt better and went to sleep. In the morn-

ing they discovered that they had broken

. A 5
SR e Wyini e Gcouna 06 & tags pondering on the subject with as much
gravity as Galileo ‘when he looked at the
swinging lamp in the Cathedral of Pisa,
and with equal suceess, for all at once her
conntenance lighted up, and she said:
*Mothler, [ know why the stars don’t shine.
God has pulled them up so as to let the
water run througi the holes.”

A teacher in one of the publie schools
was startled the other day at the answer
she got from one bright litttle fellow. On
the black-board was the picture ot an os-
trich, and the teacher deseribed its great
strength and powers of endurance, closing
by saying it was the only bird upon which
aman could ride. “l know another,”
spoke up & little chap. *“Well, what is it#”
“A lark.” Unsuspectingly, the teacher
agked, ““How can you prove that Johnny "’
*“All I know about it,” said the boy, “is
that mo*her every little while says father's
oft on a lark, and when he gets home he
looks as if he had rode awful fast.,’—
Springfield Republican.

—
Newspapers and Their Readers.

There are people who are loyal subserib-
ers, and who would miss their paper niore
than their breakfast,who feel no interest in
the political or general news, nor in the
discussions of topies, or loesl items, but
care only for the marine intelligence. We
have heard a young man remark that he
8aw no use in newspapers at all; he felt no
interest in them except in the marriages
and deaths, and a card with these would
be all that he should ask for, and yet he
bitterly complained that the carrier had
missed him one morning. One old lady
complains that there are not enough love
stories in her paper; one reads only the
items, and another calls these sawdust, and
studies the longer accounts of events. O::»
man never reads an editorial article, an.
another gathers all his notions ot political
and social events from the editorial discus-
sion of these. In a newspaper, great or

small, a very widely varied taste has to be Politeuncss is Kisduess.

& ” I‘a ‘lh A
St:x?:ész::f;,' Pagshliance, “Sew; b M t\\'lc; pane::flzllon (:'l'd-:lshh::led.borkm.
*Ldont knows | itat sl e wiplial| iUl et i e il
Ehe iyfeteping W the SR O dingy and a m.'.m ot busin‘esz in Boston; Emesi
,
ged hm,’l.:;‘:: . we}f:n (ilse l‘:lns oldu:?l:::‘:: is a rising young painter, studying abroad;
Sl Y c acq Alice, the eldest ot the girls, is a pleasing
was on such l;n s:::mslon ; he saved a lady writer, unmarried; Edith is a golden-hair-
from drowning. ed young lady of twenty-five, who has just
“Why, papa,” said Laura, ‘“he must be | marricd the third son of Richard H. Dana,
a splendid fellow.” Jr..and Anna is decidedly literary in her
“Magnificent !” said Mr. Steele. “You |jnclinations.
see, we had traveled over considerable of Once, while Randolph of Roanoke was
the world together, your mother and 1, debating a question in the Senate, he said
while you were yet a baby ; and we found | ;¢ vwo0 o chame that the “noble bull-dogs
::arvz:themne"momlnx to dli“;;"’“:lh“t of the administration should waste their
ng i occan and the AIpS, | time jn worrying the rats of the opposi-
loltered In the highlands, traveled thence | jon 1 1o was called to order. but the
down the Mississippi valley, across the | pregident ruled in his favor. Thus en-
American desert to California, and bacl couraged, he pointed his long tinger at
again by another ronte, your mother had | y,o yembers of the opposition, and fairly
never been up the East river as far as Mor- screamed: “Rats, did I say? Mice! Mice!”

risania. It seemed so absurd to have neg-

lected this home excursion, that we deter-| A new style of croquet sets are coming
mined upon it at once. The morning was | into vogue, which promise to become very
wet, but we did not mind that. Your|Popular. The hoops have an attachment
mother looked prettier in a water-proof | for candles. Wit a candle burning at the
and rubbers, with a shovel hgs tied down | toP of each hoop, on & still night, there is
under her chin, than most women would | Sufficient light to enable a game to be play-
in a ball dress. She wasn't a bi- afraid of | €d- When there is no moon, and the wind
rain or mud. She was a little too reckless, | I8 not too boisterous, the effect is quite
for, getting ashore to see the institution | Picturesque, and the young and spoony
for vagrant boys, her foot slipped off the consitler it the sweetest invention of the
plank, and she aisppeared.” century.

Mr. Steele stopped a minute; his voice] When the Governor of Oregon tele-
faltered ; the plump little hand of his wife | graphed to the Secretary ot War, at the
slipped into his own; he clutched it, and | beginning of the Indian outbreak, that a

temporary is:ue of arms was necessary to

went on apln.
“One minuie I saw her as neat :nd frim | enable him to protect the settlers, he re-
ceived an answer as follows: “You have

re as ever a water-proot

:nltllm:in:s:l hat, nndgnt::d next al:p was | more than your quota of arms.” The
gone.” Governor, however, was equal to the situ-
“Gone!” cried Laurs. “Gonc where ! | tion. Ho tolegraphed in. vepiy : “W:
“Into the water, child ; into the hungry | have more than our quota of Indians.
green waves that surged up to take her The required arms were thereupon at once

away from the fondest heart in the uni- iased.
The seat of & vy man absent from the

verse; and it it had notbeen for one ot

those very vagabond boys, who had been | Court was taken possession of by a dog.

lurking there for & ~hance to escape from | The judge, addressing one of the counsel,

the island, you would have lost us both, |said: *‘You see, Mr. Laning, the jury-
man’s seat is oecupied. Are you ready to

my dear; for I made an agonizing plunge
after her, though Iam ashamed to say I|proceed?” 'The lawyer raised his giasses

considered, and in pleasing the public the
Jjournalist can hardly hope to please any
individual.

There is a general tendency to criticise
the truthtulness and the morality of news-
papers. If a story is doubtful, it is a *news-
paper lie,” and yet there is no respectable
journal which is not more caveful in its
statements of facts, than men of honorand
honesty are in their ordinary conversation.
The 1 ibility of publicity is a great
restraint, and the account one gets in the
newspaper is generally more truthful than
that of an ordinary eye-witness, and some-
times than the faets arrived at in a court of
law. The papers eriticise each other se-
verely and are a check upon each other.
Their morality is necessarily up to the av-
erage, and is actually above the average
public sentiment. The best newspapers
can be taken into any family with advan-
tage to the morals and education ot the
young people of the h hold. The pre-

While at Providence, R. L., [ met Mrs,
Mary A. Livermore at the house of a triend.
At the table the conversation turned upon
the subject of politeness. The hostess
told of a friend ot hers, a little antique in
her manners. for whom a reception was
| @iven by one of the Beucon street aristoc-
racy of Boston. At dinner the guest pour-
el out her tea into her saucer to cool it—a
method of refrigeration which was quite
au fait thirty years ago. The guests look-
ed surprised, and sone were inclined to
emile at her simplicity and iznorance ot
high-toned propriety, but the lady of the
house poured some tea into her saucer and
drank it theretrom. This was considered
a hint to all, and the guest was immedi-
ately put to her ease.

Mrs. Livermore remarked: “I was once
the recipient of a very marked politeness
of a gimilar sort. When I was in London
my husband and I received a verbal invita-
cepts of the minister delivered from his | tion from Lady Villas, whom I had met
pulpit are weakened by the consideration | once or twice pleasantly, to come to her
that it is his trade to inculeate good mor-| house next evening and meet a tew friends
alg, but secnlar journals make no preten- | of hers. So we went out riding in the at-
tions of the sort, and its assumption of a | ternoon, stopping there on owr way back
general high tone ot moral sentiment as a | to the hotel. Judge of my amazement to
matter of course among its “readers is a | find the housc illmmninated, and a very large
'[')owerml stimulus to the prevalence of i and brillis~t party assgnbled in tull dress
such a d. Thenewsy is agmtl in my honor. There I was in a plain car-
educator, not only of the young but of the | riage dress, bonnet, black gloves !””
whole peopl The infl of sucha| “*What in the world did you do?” in-
body of intellectual men, with such great | guired a yonng girl at the table, impatient
aflldicnces as they have, cannot fuil to be | for the denouement.
great, and the character of the writers is| “Why, I went right into the house and
equal to that of any profession. It bas|to the ludies’ dressing-room, whenee Isent
greatly improved over what it was in the |a note to the hestess saying that I had mis-
infancy of journalism, and will not suffer [ apprehended her invitation and was not in
by comparison with any body of men.— | appropriate cosiume. She ran up and re-
Newburyport Herald. assured me by telling me they had not

- oo come to see me and didn’t care for the

Den’t Marr; a Twis. dress, and earried me right down with her.

Allin full dress and the ladies without
hats, and hair elaborately dressed, 1 with
brown dress, bare hands, bonnet on. I
soon recovered the self possession which
the fauz pas somewhat disturbed and was
greeted with splendid cordiality. In a few
minutes Mr. Livermore edged around me
and whisperad ‘Dida’t you think that all

A correspondent writes the Cincinnati
[Enguirer's “Household Department’ some
words of warning about twins, whieh il-
lustrate the way the thing worked with

him :
Morpock, ILL., May 28, 1879,

‘wohn,” said Mr. Stecle, “did you se

r
-~

q'.u’dﬁ_dim? - 1 count upon your

cannot swim a stroke, and should only
have gone to the bottom like a plummet of
lead, but an official standing by caught
and held me, and cried out that Johnny
w.mndh.-b-:’mw;mdwl:
sently that vagabond came uWp Wi
Jmm«--mmmu
&.b.t,-dtbolaw«bioi;v‘lwl!a
regular waterdog, that Jobnny Waters!'
and these were the very words a guest here

to his eyes, made a brief survey of the jury | Let me give some good advice to “Boy
m..mmmm= “Your |in Love.” My dear boy, for mercy sakes,
Honor, that tellow might do for a judge, | bave nothing to do with that twin. I mar-
but I should hate to trust him for a jury-|ried a twin. I was a twir. My father and
man.” The judge joined heartily in the | mother were twins, and so were the par-
laugh that followed. ents of my wife. Consequently : We have

been married eight years, and we have al-
Charles.—*“What did that Spring

sult | ready four pairs of twins. Young man,
cost you, Al#” Alfred.—“Can’t say, dear | find a girl, it you can, who never heard of
boy—haven’t been sued for it yet.” twins.

)

these ladies had on white kid gloves when
you came in? [ looked around and saw
they were all bare-handed! Moreover, I
observed that a half a dozen had bonnets
on. 'T'his half dozen rapidly increased, till
we were in 2 majority, and I soon discov-
ered that no lady who arrived after 1 had,
removed her hat. Now, that is what §

eall politeness !




