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E d ito r s  a n d  P r o p r ie to r « .

O lH ee, C o u r ie r  B n il.l in sr , M a in  S tr e e t

>Ve have, in fact, everything needed by the

Farmer, M a n  M l Miner.
C A LL AND EXAMINE OUR IMMENSE STOCK. AND IF YOU DO NOT SEE 

EXPOSED TO V IEW, THE ARTICLE YOU WANT,

A S K  F O R  IT  !
W* IIAVE HUNDREDS OF ARTICLES IN STOCK THAT WE CANNOT 

ENUMERATE IN THIS ADVERTISEMENT, OR MAKE 
ROOM FOR ON OUR SHELVES.

• e th f  an enormously large business we are enabled to purchase goods and sell the 
same at lower prices titan it is possible t o r  others to do.

CALL AND EXAMINE GOODS AND LEARN PRICES.

Poetry.
B e s id e  tb c  B roce» .

“I go a-fishing !” and he sped 
II itli rod and line, where by-paths led 
’Neath latticed boughs, beside the brook 
Where lish were lured with cunning hook.

“PlPread in solitude awhile!”
With favorite book,'and morning smile, 
Thro’ winding ways, site sought the nook 
She loved the best, beside the brook.

Later, I passed ; the line and book 
Were queeriy twined, beside the brook; 
While, in the grove, the angler's prize 
Was muling love-songs in his eyes.

— “ Bric-a-Brec”—Scribner for June.

STR EET, B o zem an , M o n tan a .
A. Lamme & Co.

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 
at hand,

And custards and pumpkin pies smoke i }‘j 
in a row;

Where pudding the visage of hunger se
renes.

Fretfy, plump Mrs. Archibald Steele 
wrote the following paragraph in one ot 
her letters to her husband the otiier day : 

‘•John must come down here at once, 
whether you can spare him or not. Our 
dear little Laura is greatly taken with a 
tall, thin young man, with a hooked nose 
and thindips, ealled Stuyvesant. It is 
whispered about the hotel that he is a very 
good match, 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 
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 him, while Laura is growing to be 
quite the contrary, I am afraid. All the 
evening lie leans up against the wall, never 
dancing or opening his mouth, save to 
give vent to some hateful! sarcastic criti
cism upon the scenes around him, and yet 
dear lit I le Laura’s eyes—as, indeed, all the 
other pretty eyes t  bout—are perpetually 
besceching’him for attention. In the day
time lie 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 tliink how 
dreadful it would he if~our dear .little girl 
would ever be part and parcel of this 
wretched man and his beast. So I think 
John had better coine down at once. I 
quite long to see ids handsome face and 
hear his honest voice, and I think it is 
about time Jhat John should tell his little 
story to Laura, and^have „things settled 
comfortably.”

Mr. Archibald Steele smiled[whcn he put 
the letter of his wife's in his waistcoat 
pocket, and, picking^up^thc morning pa
per, scanned through his gold-rimmed 
spectacles the neu s ot the day. Finding 
nothing therein to [refine [.the [exceedingly 
satisfactory condition of his affairs, lie put 
it down, smiling as only a prosperous, 
contented down-town merchant can smile. 
He was one of those happy [[exceptions to 
the ordinary rule of mortals, with whom 
everything went well. [His whole experi
ence was an exclamation point to that ef
fect. If he ventured a little hazardously 
in trade, fortune trimmed the sails to favor 

If he set his heart upon anything

saving Laura. Did you see his thin, cruel 
lips and treacherous eyes ?”

“I only saw Laura, sir,” said John, sim
ply.

Later on, Mr. Archibald Steele and his 
plnmp, pretty wife were alone together in 
their private parlor. Her dimpled hand 
lay lovingly in his, and her shapely head, 
fresh from the hands of the colleur, rested 
recklessly on his shoulder.

Suddenly the door opened, and there was 
heard the rustle of silked drapery. A still 
shapelier little headland fresher from the

used in relation to John a minute or so 
ago.”

“John !” cried poor bewildered Laura, 
“our John, mamma ? Was John the boy ? 
And is it John, our John, that saved poor 
Mr. Stuyvesant?”

“The very same, darling, John, our 
John. He is always on hand when there 
is any trouble or danger.”

“Oh, mamma, mamma !” cried Laura, 
forgetting ail the years that had passed 
since the accident, and crumbling both the 
coiffeured heads in the most reckless man-

Wit and Humor.

hands of the coiffeur, all unrumpled by nf‘r
the audacious hands of mortal, peeped in 
at the door. Laura was pale ; her little 
white hands were clasped together, and 
her musical voice trembled.

“Oh, papa, mamma, come directly ! Mr. 
Stuyvesant ventured too far, and—and—” 

“ Was drowned?” said Mr. Steele, with a 
queer combination in his voice of pity and 
relief.

“No, no ; how can you suppose so 
dreadful a thing? He[was[rescued, but is 
very weak and'ill. He lias asked for me, 
and may I go ? Will you not come with 
me, mamma? Oh, do,[l beg of you. Can’t 
she, papa?”

Her blue eyes filled with tears : her little 
feet seemed to be wanting to fly through 
the corridors.

“Certainly not,” said Mr. Steele. “Let 
him wait till he is able to[eome to you or 
me. Either the man was drowned or he 
isn't. Because h ’ was imbecile enough to 
risk his life, that is no reason for your be
ing the talk of the hotel.”

Laura raised her eyes proudly.
“No danger of tliat, papa; and besides, 

every one is occupied now with the one 
that rescued him.”

“And what madman was that?” said 
poor Mr. Steele, who could not reconcile 
himself to the present condition ot affairs.

“I don't know—a stranger, 1 believe. I 
was so interested in Mr. Stuyvesant I for
got to ask.”

“Bah !” said Mr. Steele, getting upon 
his feet and*walking to the door. “I’ll go 
and find out all about it. Do you stay 
here till I return.”

Before[iie„had gone"tar, Sir. Steele heard 
from the excited guests several different 
versions of the aflair; but one and all 
agreed that the rescuer could lie noiliing 
less than a champion swimmer.

“A regular water-dog!” said one gentle
man to Mr. Steele ; and as the merchant 
had heard this epithet but once before in

" sin: then said, “we must go and 
; T want to tell hint how much

“Papa,” s 
find John 
I-

“ Yes, dear,” said Mr. Archibald Steele, 
and all the way through the corridor and 
into the parlors of the hotel, with his 
plump and pretty wife on one arm and his 
beautiful daughter on the other, lie sailed.

But John was still sufrounded by tlie 
pretty and sympathetic women, who had 
cruelly deserted the blue-blooded descend
ant of the old Dutch governor, lying in

No matter what rank vegetables may at
tain, the cabbage will always he a head.

When a young man commences to wres
tle with his tiret mustache, lie generally 
gets it. “down.”

Our Boys and Girls.
Twenty-five years ago a Missouri boy" 

left his home and started out to become- 
1 President of the United States. He got as- 
j tar as Cincinnati. The boy is now a man,
! and is also one of the liest shoe-makers in 

1The puzzle which careful mothers try to ; ^ ie DSio State Prison, 
solve is, Low to train the girls, and how to 
restrain the boys.

I “ I sec you arc taking an umbrella to  
! school with you to-day,” said a gentleman

The best-natural man will get a triffe ; to a litt,e Sirl onc ‘Urk and very windy
morning. “Oh, no, sir,” came the cheery 
answer, as she clung to the handle and 
hurried by, “it's taking me.”

Why is it that a boy of ordinary mind 
would prefer to go in his every day clothes 
and sit on a muddy bank fishing all Sun-

mad when his wife tells him that she made 
Ulsters for the boys out of his last winter's 
ear-mufl's.

“My Soul’s at the Gate,” is the title ot a 
new piece of music, lie had better he care
ful, or he may find tne old man’s sole at
the gate, too, some of these line evenings, j rat*ler l*‘an to s‘l on a n*cc dry sca* *n

a Sabbath-school lor an hour, dressed up 
in Iris best bib and tucker? Gffls ain't that 
way.

“Don’t be an editor!” shrieks tlie Bos
ton Transcript. It's all very well to say 
don't be an editor, but when a man is too 
honest to do anything else, what is he go
ing to do?

The hen which lias been putting in three

relating, to domestic felicity, all tiie ole- j torest to himself, lie sought out the hero 
merits of art and nature conspired lo bring 1 0f the hour, and found, to his unbounded 
it about. Ko woe» he stepppd to the door ; astonishment, it was John Wafers hirn

los life, and that.on an occasion of vital in- : I),u'ol t*la*: 'dftht the envied of all the
pretty and sympathetiewomen, and brave 
and appreciative men that congregated

his most graceful and languid of attitudes I wee*is’ thne over a lump of chalk and a 
on a neighboring lounge—the descendant, 
not the governor—and had flocked, one 
and all, to the handsome and heroic foun
der of the new school for teaching people 
the way to be rescued from drowning.

These charming creatures spend so much 
of then- time at the sea-shore, and it was 
nice to be wise.

John was almost hidden in flounces and 
laces ; but when his eyes met Laura’s lie 
plunged out o f those costly billows with 
his usual ease and trcpidity. There was 
something in Laura's eyes that lie had nev
er seen thcrc[beforc ; a tempting languor ; 
a bewitching shyness ; a bewildering splen
dor tliat steeped Iris soul in a mad, sweet 
hope. c

Laura stopped one moment to whisper 
to herjnamma, and John gasped out to 
Mr. Steele :

“If I dared — if I only dared to tell 
lier—”

‘•I have told lier myself,” said the mer
chant.

“That I was a pauper, without home or 
friends ?”

“I told the story in my own way, John,” 
continued Mr. Steele, “and I flatter myself 
I told it successfully ; do not spoil it, if 
you please. I have managed the past and 
tlie present; do you look out for the fu
ture, John.”

And[John'did. Laura walked through

And—what is far dearer—the pot of baked 1 ..
beans. I etAils olhce and beckoned.to a young man 1 self! He was quite enveloped in tlie

j with a strip of commercial paper in hh;. (ioimdrs and furbelows of pretty and svin- 
Let Maryland boast of her dainties pro- !lanf1 a pencil behind Iris ear, with a ! pathetic women who insisted upon know- 

fuse. , general air ot briskness and shrewdness ! in«r every half second if lie was sure lie

there.

Odds and Ends.

Her large watermelons and cantaloupes about him that betokened a successful 
line, j down - town merchant in embryo, Mr.

Her turtle, and oysters, and terrapin stews,, Steele smiled the third time, with the air 
And soft crabs high-zested with brandy j ot one who was not at all afraid of any 

and wine, j bilious, blue-blooded obstacle that might
Ah! neither my heart from my native land j be thrown in the path of a domestic liap-

THE BEST PLACE
To Buy Your

CLOTHING,
BOOTS ÆIsTD SHOES,

Eats and Caps, Gents’ FaraisUag Foods
CROCKERY,

G L A SSW A R E , LAMPS AND CHANDELIERS,
I s  at

WILLSON & LEW IS.
[SUCCESSORS TO LESTER S. WILLSON.]

Because, having gone out of the general merchandise trade, and taken up the above 
“SPECIALS,” we can meet styles and prices of any house in Montana, either at

WHOLESALE OR RETAIL.
Our »tock of Clothing is complete, for Men, Boys and Youths, is perfectly new and 

fresh, made to order, and in our best lines, being fully up to

CUSTOM MADE GOODS.
Our stock of Hats and Gents’ Furnishing Goods is immense, and must be seen to be 

appreciated. The best of

FOREIGN & DOMESTIC GOODS
Awavi on hand. Boots, Shoes and Leather Findings at prices that will astonish 

Eastern Montana. Boots and Slioes for Gents, Boys, Youths, Ladies. Misses 
and Children, just manufactured by the best manufacturers hi the Uni

ted States, and purchased for cash and consequently at

weans,
When smokes on the table the pot of baked 

beans.

The pot of baked beans!—with what pleas
ure I saw it!

Well seasoned, well porked, by some 
rosy-faced dame;

And when from the glowing hot oven 
she'd draw it,

Well crisped and well browned to the 
table it came.

Oh ! give me my country, the land of my 
teens,

Of the dark Indian pudding and pot ot 
baked beans.

The pot of baked beans ! Ah ! the muse is 
too frail,

Its taste to descant on, its virtues to 
tell,

But look at the sons of New England so 
hale,

And her daughters so rosy, ’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 HI« Poll-Bearer«,

“BOTTOM PRICES.”
JOHN CRAIG, or as more familiarly known, “Scotty,” will preside at the “ bench ” 

and will make or repair anything in the shape of a boot or shoe, and at prices 
to suit. Gall and examine. No trouble to show goods. Prices witt 

be one and the same to all. Goods will be plainly marked, and

NO VARIATION IN PRICES.
t -. r - .Z . j  .  -  À

Being satisfied that the CASH SYSTEM is the only true one, weaball adhere strictly to 
it* or to terms that make sales equivalent to cash, thereby asking no DAO to 

pay for another’s goods.

WILLSON *  LEWIS.

Pittsburgh Telegraph.

Some time ago a citizen of this place was 
very ill. He fell into a stupor which Lif t
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 througli tlie day, and tlie 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 in a 
short time all tiie details were arranged ex
cept the names ot those who should be 
asked to be pall-bearers. Three or four 
young gentlemen had been selected, when 
the wife said, in the sobbing tones suitable 
to the occasion, “ How would Mr. So-and- 
so do?” “Oh, he would do so nicely,” 
echoed the chorus of friends, “he is such a 
nice young man.” Tliere was a sudden 
movement under the coverings of the bed, 
and the dying husband slowly raised him
self or. one elbow, nibbed his eyes and 
said in a weak voice, “No, he won’t do. 
ain’t going to have that fellow for one ot 
my paJl-bearera.” The ladles were aston
ished at thia revival of the sick man, but 
the wife laid him back gently on the pil
lows, and said soothingly : “Never mind, 
dear, don’t worry. This is a matter that 
need not trouble you. ft is a sad duty 
which we will have to perform after you 
are gone.” “No, it it isn’t,” said the hus
band crossly. “That fellow isn't going to 
be one of my pall-bewrer». I  don’t like 
biin, and never did, and if you are going 
to have him, I’ll get well, see if I don’t.” 
Again be fell back in the bed and became 
unconscious, but in a few hours tliere came 
a change for the better. To-day be walks 
the streets as hale and hearty aa any man.

____ «  ---- --------- * -

A “Hardly Ever” temperance society 
if«« been formed down East. When- a 
member is asked if he drinks, he says, 
“Hardly ever, bat if I do, it fa about this 
time a day.”

piness which he firmly agreed had been 
arranged by an Omnipotent hand.

“John,” saitL Mr. Steele, closing the 
door of his private office, 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. 
It[wns[bargained for a[long time ago. I 
think you will have to go down with it, 
John.”

“Down to the seashore!’ said John, 
getting a little hot and flustered. “Is it a 
very valuable parcel, sir?”

“ Well, perhaps'your.natural modesty 
may depreciate its worth, John. Mrs. 
Steele amUI tliink a “good deal of it, and 
Laura, too, I am sure does. The com
modity is yourself, 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 a 
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 further 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 lier my story. She 
would turn from me in horror and avei- 
sion. She is so young, so beautiful. Let 
me at least enjoy the present.”

“And in tlie meantime some 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 
leaned his head against the desk and trem
bled.

“ Why, who would suypose you could 
be such a coward ?” said Mr. Steele, im 
perilously. “ 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 ocean, 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.
Sohn snuffed it in, his eyes dilating, and 

his head high in the sea-scented air.
A tramp on the hard, wet sand, and like 

a meteor a long black horse shot by, dis
appearing in the mist, leaving for John 
tlie memory ot a charming head, crowned 
with blond curling, hair, two kind eyes 
bent upon his own, and a white waving 
bund extended in salutation.

“ J o h n ,”  said Mr. Steeje, “did you Me 
the face of that man ? I  count upon your1

felt strong and well, and how in the world 
could lie bullet those dreadful waves in 
thaUgrand, heroic way. and how did lie 
manage to drag poor Mr. Stuyvesant in to 
the shore.

John, like any other hero of the hour, 
enjoyed this ad; Iition, hut looked anx
iously at Mr. Steeie when he approached.

“Ilum,” growled that worthy merchant, 
“a pretty fellow, you, to interfere with 
other people's plans? How do you know 
he wanted to be rescued?”

“lie appeared anxious that way, sir,” 
said John, “lie wrapped himself about
me like a devil-fish. I thought at one 
time we’d both go down together. There 
ought to be a school for teaching people 
how to be saved. IPs the easiest thing in 
the world ; the water itself is an accessory, 
if you manage it right.”

“Oh, do tell us how, Mr. Waters, please 
do,” chorussed tlie pretty and sympathetic 
women ; and as John began his lesson Mr. 
Steele slipped away.

Oh, papa,” began Laura, “how is Mr. 
Stuyvesant ?”

“I don’t know, I didn't ask,” he replied. 
“I was interested in the fellow that drag
ged him ashore. He is an old friend ot 
ours. The way we made his acquaintance 
was on such an accasion ; he saved a lady 
from drowning.”

“ Why, papa,” said Laura, “he must be 
a splendid fellow.”

“Magnificent !” said Mr. Steele. “You 
see, we had traveled over considerable of 
the world together, your mother and I, 
while you were yet a baby ; and we found 
it rather odd one morning to discover that 
having crossed the ocean and tlie Alps, 
loitered in the highlands, traveled thence 
down the Mississippi valley, across the. 
American desert to California, and back 
again by another route, your mother had 
never been up the East river as far as Mor- 
risania. It seemed so absurd to have neg
lected this home exeursion, that we deter
mined upon it at once. The morning was 
wet, hut we did not mind that. Your 
mother looked prettier in a water-proof 
and rubbers, with a shovel httf tied down 
under lier chin, than most women would 
in a ball dress. She wasn't a br. afraid of 
rain or mud. She was a little too reckless, 
for, getting ashore to see the institution 
for vagrant boys, her foot slipped off the 
plank, and she disppeared.”

Mr. Steele stopped a minute ; his voice 
faltered ; the plump little hand of his wife 
slipped into his o v n ; he clutched it, and 
went on again.

“One minute I  saw her as neat :nd trim 
a little figure as ever graced a water-proof 
and shovel hat, and the next she was 
gone.”

“Gone !” cried Laura. “Gone where !” 
“Into the water, cliild ; into the hungry 

green waves that Burged up to take her 
away from the fondest heart in the uni
verse ; and it it had not been for one ot 
those very vagabond boys, who had been 
larking there for a hance to escape from 
the island, you would have lost us both, 
my dear ; for 1 made an agonizing plunge 
after her, though I am ashamed to say I 
cannot swim a stroke, and should only 
have gone to tlie bottom like a plummet of 
lead, but an official standing by caught 
and held me, and cried out that Johnny 
Waters had her, safe as a trivet ; and pres- 
sently that vagabond boy came up with 
your sweet mother on the other side of 
the boat, and the officer cried out : ‘He’s a 
regular water-dog, that Jobnny Waters !’ 
and these were the very words a guest bere

A Delaware woman, a hard worker nil 
her life, being about to die last week, call
ed her husband and children about her and 
told them where she had buried §6,000 of 
her earnings in the cellar. They dug it up 
before the funeral.

As a match for a sentence ot forty-three 
letters, recently published, containing all 
the letters of the alphabet, the following of 
only thirty-three letters, which also fulfills 
the same condition, is given: “J. Gray— 
Pack with[my box five dozen quills.”

A Kansas farmer purchased a revolver 
for his wife, and insisted on target practice, 
so that she could defend her house in ease- 
of his absence. After the bullet had been 
dug out of his leg and the cow buried, he 
said he guessed that she'd better shoot with 
an axe.

Two gentlemen slept in a very close 
room. The window was, apparently, 
stuck last. A pane was broken to let in 
tlie air, and then another, when they both 
felt better and went to sleep. In the morn
ing they discovered that they had broken 
two panes of an old-fashioned.book-case.

Henry W. Longfellow, the poet, has five 
children. Onslow, the eldest, is married, 
and a man ot business in Boston ; Ernest 
is a rising young painter, studying abroad; 
Alice, tlie eldest ot the girls, is a pleasing 
writer, unmarried ; Edith is a golden-hair
ed young lady of twenty-five, who has just 
married the third son of Richard 11. Dana, 
Jr., and Anna is decidedly literary in her 
inclinations.

Once, while Randolph of Roanoke was 
debating a question hi the Senate, he said 
it was a sliame that the “noble bull-dogs 
ot the administration should waste their 
time in worrying tlie rats of the opposi
tion.” He was called to order, but the 
President ruled in his favor. Thus en
couraged, he pointed his long linger at 
the members of the opposition, and fairly 
screamed : “Rats, did I say? Mice! Mice!”

A new style of croquet sets are coining 
into vogue, which promise to become very 
popular. The hoops have an attachment 
for candles. With a candle burning at the 
top of each hoop, on a still night, there is 
sufficient light to enable a game to be play
ed. When there is no moon, and the wind 
is not too boisterous, the effect is quite 
picturesque, and the young and spoony 
consider it tlie sweetest invention of tlie 
century.

When the Governor of Oregon tele
graphed to the Secretary ot War, at the 
beginning of the Indian outbreak, that a 
temporary issue of arms was necessary to 
enable him to protect the settlers, he re
ceived an answer as follows: “You have 
more tlian your quota of arms.” The 
Governor, however, was equal to the situ
ation. He telegraphed in reply: “ We
have more than our quota of Indians.” 
The required arms were thereupon at once 
issued.

The seat o t  a j e n  man absent from the 
Court was taken possession of by a dog. 
The judge, addressing one ol the counsel, 
said: “ You see, Mr. Laning, tbe jury
man’s seat is occupied. Are you ready to 
proceed?” The lawyer raised bis glasses 
to his eyes, made a brief survey of the jm y 
box, and made tbe witty reply: “ Your 
Honor, that fellow might do for a judge, 
but I should bate to trust him for a jury
man.” The judge joined heartily in tbe 
laugh that followed.

broken teacup, came off the nest yesterday 
to learn if there was any new gossip in flit 
neighborhood.

“If you want tew get at the circumfer
ence of a man,” says Josh Billings, “ex
amine him aiming men; but if you want 
tew get at hiz aktuul diameter, ineazure 
him at hiz fireside.’’

“Jones, if burglars should get into your 
house, what would you do?” “I’d. do 
whatever they required of me. I ’ve never 
had my own way in that house yet, and 
it's too late to begin now—yes, alas! too 
late !”

“ But you know, pre.” said a farmer’s 
daughter, when lie spoke to her about tlie 
addresses of his neighbor's son, “that ma 
wants me to marry a man ot culture.” “So 
I do, my dear, so I do ; and there's no bet
ter culture in tiie country than agricul
ture !”

A gentleman recently, about to pay his 
doctor's bill, said: “ Well, doctor, as my 
little boy gave the measles to all my ne^ii- 
bors’ children, and as they were attended 
by you, I think you can afford, at the very 
least, to deduct ten per cent, from the 
amount of my bill for tiie increase of busi
ness we gave you.”

Brown, to Jones.—“ You missed it by 
leaving us at the lundi t'other afternoon. 
Champagne was excellent, and got better 
after you left.” Jones.—“Fact is. I had 
to get back to the store to look after tlie 
boys; and, just as 1 expected, when I got 
there I found everything topsy-turvey.” 
Brown.— “Just my experience exactly. 
When I got home I found my wife and 
hire! girl standing on their heads, and tlie 
house spinning around like a top.”

N e w sp a p e r «  a n d  T faeir B e n d e r s .

Tliere are people who are loyal subscrib
ers, and who would mis3 their paper more 
than their breakfast.who feel no interest in 
the political or general news, nor in the 
discussions of topics, or local items, but 
care only for the marine intelligence. We 
have heard a young man remark that lie 
saw 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 lie 
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 tlie 
items, and another calls these sawdust, and 
studies the longer accounts of events. O 
man never reads an editorial article, and 
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 fias to be 
considered, and in pleasing the public the 
journalist can hardly hope to please any 
individual.

There is a general tendency to criticise 
the truthfulness 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 careful in its 
statements of tacts, than men of honor and 
honesty are in their ordinary conversation. 
The responsibility of publicity is a great 
restraint, and the account one gets in tlie 
newspaper is generally more truthful than 
that of an ordinary eye-witness, and some-

A visiter elegant, npperceiving the little- 
girl of tiie house, si e says : “How earnest 
thou thyself, dear little?'’ “ Very well, 
«.hank you,” responds the infant. Then 
the visitor adds : “And meanwhile it must 
demand of me how I myself carry.” The 
infant, with candor : “I do not care how 
you do.”

Providence Journal: A good story is 
told by a teacher ot one of tiie Sunday- 
schools in tlie center of the city-. A Sun- 
da}* or two ago site asked lier class of little 
girls who went into the dark with Noah. 
None ot them seemed to know, but one 
little girl thought she must say something* 
and not knowing, uted lier natural born 
right of guessing, and to tiie amusement 
of the teacher replied, “His sisters and his 
cousins and his aunts.”

The little son of an Omaha pastor, says 
the H e r a l d ,  had been left alone in the house 
for several evenings,while his parents went 
out. his mother telling him that lie must 
not be afraid, for tlie Lord would be with 
him. On tlie last occasion when the par
ents returned they found the little fellow 
sitting up for them. He said he “didn't 
want to be left to stay just with the Lord 
any more; it was so lonesome.”

A poor hungry boy called at a certain 
minister's house and asked for a piece of 
bread. The preacher gsive him an old* 
hard crust, and asked him if he knew the 
Lord's Prayer. “No, sir,” was the reply. 
“Then,” said tlie minister, “repeat after 
me; ‘Our Father in heaven—’ ” “Is lie my 
Father as well as yours ?” interrupted his 
listener. “Yes.” “Then,” exclaimed the 
poor youth, with tears in his eyes, “hoxo 
could you glee your poor '.rother this moldg
oruxi of bread

A little tive-year-old could not quite un
derstand why the stars did not shine out 
one night when the rain was pouring dpwn 
in torrents. She stood at the window 
pondering on tiie subject with as much 
gravity as Galileo when lie looked at tlie 
swinging lamp in the Cathedral of Pisa, 
and with equal sucres», for all at once her 
countenance lighted up, and she said ; 
“Mother, I know why tlie stars don't shine. 
God has pulled them up so as to let the 
water run through the holes.”

A teacher in one of tha public schools 
was startled tlie 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 described its great 
strength and powers of endurance, dosing 
by saying it was the only bird upon which 
a man could ride. “ I know another,” 
spoke up a little chap. “ Well, what is it ?” 
“A lark.” Unsuspectingly, the teacher 
asked, “How can you prove that Johnny ?” 
“All I know about it,” said tlie boy, “is 
that nio'her every little while says lather's 
oft on a lark, and when he gets home he 
looks as if he had rode awful fast.”— 
Springfield Republican.

P o l i t e n e s s  i s  K in d n e s s .

While at Providence. R. I., I met Mrs. 
Mary A. Livermore at tlie house of a friend. 
At the table tiie conversation turned upon 
the subject of politeness. The hostess 
told of a friend ot hers, a little antique in 
tier manners, for whom a reception was 
given by one of the Beacon street aristoc
racy ot Boston. At dinner the guest pour
ed out her tea into her saucer to cool it—a 
method of refrigeration which was quite 
au fa it thirty years ago. The guests look
ed surprised, and som e  were inclined to
(mile at her simplicity and ignorance ot 

times than the facts arrived at in a court of high-toned propriety, but the lady of tlie
law. The papers criticise each other se
verely and are a chock 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 household. The pre
cepts of the minister delivered from his

house poured some tea into lier saucer and 
drank it therefrom. This was considered 
a hint to all, ami tlie guest was immedi
ately put to her ease.

Mrs. Livermore remarked : “ I was one® 
the recipient of a very market! politeness 
ot a similar sort. When I was in London 
my husband and I received a verbal invita
tion from Lady Villas, whom I had met

pulpit are weakened by the consideration ; once or twice pleasantly, to come to lier 
that it is his trade to inculcate good mor- ! house next evening and meet a tew friends
als, but seenlar journals make no preten 
tions of the sort, and its assumption of a 
general high tone ot moral sentiment as a 
matter of course among its “readers is a 
powerftal stimulus to tlie prevalence of 
such a standard. Tiie newspaper is a great 
educator, not only of tlie young but of tlie 
whole people. The influence of such a 
body of intellectual men, » hh such great 
afidienees as they have, cannot fail to be 
great, and the character of the writers is 
equal to that of any profession. It has 
greatly improved over what it was in the 
infancy of journalism, and will not suffer 
by comparison with any body of men.— 
S ew burypo rt H e ra ld .

Don’t Marrj a Twin.

A correspondent writes the Cincinnati 
E n q u ire r 's  “Household Department” some 
words of warning about twins, which il
lustrate the way the thing worked with 
him:

Mobdock, I II ., May 28, 1879.
Let me give some good advice to “Boy 

in Love.” My dear boy, lor mercy sates, 
have nothing to do with that twin. I mar
ried a twin. I was a twin. My father and 
mother were twins, and so were the par
ents of my wife. Consequently : We have

Charles.— “ What did that Spring suit 
cost you, Al r” Alfred.—“Can’t  say, dear 
boy—haven’t  been sued for it y e t”

of hers. So we went out riding in tlie af
ternoon, stopping there on our way back 
to tlie hotel. Judge of my amazement to 
find the house illuminated, and a very large 
and brillie-t party assynbled in full dress 
in my honor. There I was in a plain car
riage dress, bonnet, binck gloves !”

“ What in the world did you do?” in
quired a young girl at the table, impatient 
for the denouement.

“ Why, I went right into the house and 
to the ladies’ dressing-room, whence I sent 
a note to tlie hostess saying tliat I had mis
apprehended her invitation and was not in 
appropriate costume. She ran up and re
assured uie by telling me they had not 
come te see me and didn't care for the 
dress, and carried me right down with her. 
All in full dress and tlie ladies without 
hats, and hair elaborately dressed, 1 with 
brown dress, hare hands, bonnet on. I 
soon recovered tlie self possession which 
the faux  pas somewhat disturbed and was 
greeted with splendid cordiality. In a few 
minutes Mr. Livermore edged around me 
and whispered ‘Didn't you think that all 
these ladies had on white kid gloves when 
you came in ?’ I looked around and saw 
they were all bare-handed ! Moreover, I 
observed that a half a dozen had bonnets 
on. This half dozen rapidly inci-eased, tfll 
we were in a majority, and I soon discov-been married eight years, and We have al

ready four pairs of twins. Young man, j ered that no lady who arrived after 1 had* 
find a girl, it you can, who never heard o f!  removed her hat. Now, tliat is what i
twins. call politeness 1”


