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Aq—'-—“ﬂurl and Siripes.”
The flag of our country! how proudly it
O’er the Patriot's land, o'er their green
4 EDOSSY gTAves; -
Gur conntey! our conutry? long may it

)' a o ITTE
Qur hope and our glory, our boasts and
eur 1

idea of bis wife, Her character stood
out with a new distinctness. ‘‘She had
trial, pain, suffering.” Alas! and this
was true also—tiue to the bereaved hus-
band in a way never before appreciated.

Back to his home returned Mr. Car-
son, and gathered his motherless child-
ren around him. How very, very des-
olats he felt. What a pressure there
was upon his bosonf®—what an aching
void within,

“Loving and patient.”” The brief
sentence found an inveluntary repeti-
tion in his mind. He kept suying it
over and over, until memory began to

hia atars and the stripes of & patriat
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rug, i:y it wave.
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From l‘e&]l&lglh! of the frozen
_North,

'!hl atars of our country are gleaming

forth,
Unfurld by the daring and noble|®

- 3 a . h -
.I)qunklon glance o'er the icy
The flag of our couatry is floating on
. high,
Q'er the orange groves, 'vcath a sanoy
aky—
The song birds’ home, with its fairy-
* like bowers,

In wealth of melody, of fragrance and
ou Bowers.

b-r.'ﬂlg! Its maving o’cr ireasures un-

Where streamlets are gliding o'er sands
of gold;

Where the deep ravine and mountain
side,

Betoken rich treasures that in them
hide.

O'er the darksome forest; and bright

sunny vale,
+The Flag of ourcoantry still floats on
‘' the gale;
The stars and the stripes! Moy they wave
' lever wave

O'cr the Patriots’ land, o'er the home
- | of the brave,

n CHORUS,

The Awerican Flag! How proudly it
wares

'er triots’ Jund, o'cr their green

ver,
8till floating in triumph, wherever it

gocs,
The stars for its heroes, the stripes for

its foes.
o Belect Fiscellany.
= —

LOVING AND PATIENT.

“BY T. 8. ARTHUR

“A faithful wife, 2 tender mother, a

.ter was beautiful. She had trial, pain,
suffering—the common lot of all; but
‘sister and many others—in her trials,
arin;fs, she was always
ient.'

And with these words, the minister

eat _and there was a low tremor of feel-
ing in ita tones. He had kmown this
faithful wife, this tender mother, this
trué friend woll, and therefore he had
uttered no mere commonplaces, as he
stood, uncovered, by the grave around

-i"Loving and patient,’” said one to an-
“other, as they walked slowly amid the
flower-cov tombstones, on their way

out from the cemetory. *“Yes, she wus

*all that—few so loving, few so patient.”

o “Andfew with more need of patience,”
was veplied. *They speak of Lome
wartyrs sometimes. I think she was
one. loviag heart asks for love in
Lyeturn, and if it receives not this food
't mourish its lifs in sufficicnt measure,
- it droops, wastes and dies. So did our
& . s friend."”
" %You thiok so?"
] am sure of it.”
4Mr. Carson was not am unkind

man.
“He did not treat her with the bru-
of an ignorant Freuch reasiii,
but, for all luar, he-is none the less
guiity of having diminished, by vears,
!g" _of ber carthly existence.”
. . it was an uncongenial mar-
; d.lP." gaid the other.
. #A mild way of speaking truth,” an-
the friend. “Yes, it was, |
ghink, wholly yneongenial for her. He
w38, pro , a3 well satisfied-with her
ps he would have bedn with any woman.
Blie ministered to his selfish pleasures,
and was, as we have just heard, loving
and t. It was all right, so far as
his enjoyments were concerned; as for
her, life, I think, was one long martyr-
“dom of the heart. But it is over now,
and she sleeps well.”
And so they talked, as they went out
from the place of graves.
~Loving and patient.”” The bereaved
*+ husband carried the words home with
bim. They had fallen upon his ears
with & hew meaning, as applied to his
wife, and gave to his mind a cerwmin new
tion as to her character. “A
thfal wife, a tender mother, a true
friend.” e were the minister's
words alse, and they were sounding still
in bis ears. How singulatly elevated

draw pictures of the past, Let us trans-

[exone. of these pictures to canvas.—
_ % the heart-ache. =

* T'hey had been married over a year,

wheo Mrs. Carson who had not se2n her

mother during that period, asked to “go
home,” a distance of some two hundrzd
miles, and mnke a short visit. Since
ber marringe she had not visited the
dear ol place, though her heart kept
roing back to its loved oues yearningly
all the while.

“I don't see how that is possible,” an-
swered her husband, coldly, and in evi-
dent surprise at the request. “Yon
can’t go nlone; and for we to leave my
business is out of the question.”

Tears came instantly to the soft
brown eyes of the young wife.

*I huve pot seen my mother since I
came from home."

“Down, down through years came to
Mr. Cuarson the voice of his wife, as it
trembled on this sentence. Not a sin-
gle shade of its tender sadness was goune.
And now it fell upon seunsitive ears,
that seaurched into all its meanings.—
Butiwhen living lips uttered the words
so faithfully kept by memory, they
awakened no feeling of sympathy in bLis
selfish heart. “Came from Aome!” He
then said to-himself angrily, “Isn’t this
her home?"”

“Write to your mother, and ask her
to come and make us a visit,” replied
Mr. Carson.

“Mother has alarge family, and many
cares. She could not get awasy for so
long a jourvey."”

“And you bave cares, and a home
where ycur presence is needed,” said
the husband. Tken he added, “No, no,
Muary, I can’t see that it is possible
now.'

“Iecan go alone.” Tears had kept
gathering in spite of her efforts to re-
press them, and now a few drops fell
slowly over her cheeks.

“Don’t think of that for a mowment.—
I am particularly opposed to ladies trav-
eling alope. I doa’t think it at all
safe. And then, the baby is young. It
would be certain to take cold, and might
contract a fatal disease.”

“Buby is nerly three months old—"

“It’s no use arguing the matter,” said
Mr. Curson, with cousiderable impa-
tiecnce of mauwner. “You can’t go,
Mary, and you might as well give it up
at once.”

Memory bhad kept, with daguerreoty pe
fidelity, the expression of his wile's
fuce, when he flung back upon her this
unfeeling interdiction, and now it was
before him in all of its rebuking sad-
ne=Es.

“Loving and patient.”” This was the
commentary. No angry, impatient or
rebellious word cseaped ber lips, nor
did a frown disfizure her brow. But
she seemed to shrink before him, as ifa
strong hand had born down hard upon
ber.

Two monthks from that time, news
came of the mother's sudden illness.

“1 must go home now,” she said.

“It is impossible for me to accom-
pany you. Wait for a few days. Your
mother will be well again.”

“I ean zo alone, Thomas,"” urgzel Mrs.
Carson.

“] will not cansent to that, Mary,”
was positively objected. “Next week,
if your mother should continue to grow
worse, I will go with you."”

“0Oh, Thomas! 1F I sbhould never sec
ber alivel”

“You indulge a necedless alarm,”
said the husband, eoldly. =This zick-
ness is but temporary, snd will pass
away."

The pleader was silenced, but the
pale, sad fuce gave signs of intense suf
fering. A whole week pu.‘i:&cd without
anoiner word. Then came a letter from
her father in theso words—

“Your mother is dying. Come! O,
come quickly! Wo huve bLeen looking
for you every hour during the last four
days. Don't deluy a moment after re-
ceiving this, if you would see your mo-
ther alive.”

“There was no objection to urge now.
But when Mrs. Carson re-crossed the
threshold ovet which she had gone
forth a bride, it was to fall, with a deep
wail of anguish, insensible across the bed
where lay the cold form of her almost
idolizied mother, back to whom she had
so panted to fly, through more than a
year of patient waiting.

There was a strange expressionin the
face of Mrs. Curson for months after-
wards. Its meaning her husband did
not seck to penctrats. Indced, percep-
tion with him had noplummet-line that
could reach far enough down to futhom
her consciousness. Months passed be-
fore any warnith enme back to her
cheeks, or any light to her dreamy eyes.
Yet no murmur or reproach escaped her

lips. She was loviog, dutiful and pa-
tient. But she never spoke to Mr. Car-

son of her mother. Once or twice he

had become, al] gt once, Mr. Carson’s

referred to the dear departed one, but

she did not seem to hear his remark;
and he, from a vague suspicion of the
truth, beld back from repeating the re-
ference.

With what painful distinctness was
this whole scene restored, as Mr. Car-
son sat grieving over his great loss, in
the desolate home from which the light
of a loving fuce had departed forever.
Oh, what would he not have given for
power to change that one crucl act!—
Away from the rebuking record, writ-
ten in his book of life in characters ney-
er to be erased, the grieving and repent-
ant man turned his eyes; but it was on-
ly to gaze upon another almostas pain-
ful to behold. As this faded, memory

: ‘8céncs in which he waus
the mean, selfish oppressor, and she the
loving, patient, long suffering wife. It
had been ull exaction on his part, and
gentle compliance on hers, even though
compliance must often have been through
reluctance or pain. Ile had been a
sellish tyrant; she a yielding, dutiful
subject, though often burdened beyond
nature's power of endurance.

And now, as Mr. Carson read over
the past, he saw pew meanings in al-
wost every life-incident. The sad eye;
the pale, pleading face that grew thin-
ner and paler with every passing year;
the almost stony look that answered to
his ankind words; the silenco that often
sealed her lips for hours after Lis arbi-
trary denials; zll these and more, were
present to him now, and he tried, but
in vain, to put them out of sight.

How little had he taken her uneedsof
mind or body into consideration, during
all the years of their married life. He
had scarcely thought of her as a being
with necessities like his own; but rather
as one given to be the servant of his
wants and pleasures. It mattered little
how she thought, felt, or desired. If
her action served him, that reached the
compass of his estimates.

“Loving and patient,” What a new
pawer to smite him as with 2 whip of
stinging scorpions, was this testimony of
the preacher gaining every moment.—
Yes, she bhad been loving and patient
amid cruel wrongs and neglects, that
sapped the foundations of her hfe.—
Loving and patient, though daily she
bent lower and lower beneath the Leavy
weight of her uncheered duties.

As these were the memories that

came back upon the bercaved husband,
as he sat, with his matherless children,
in the home now made desolate. There
had Dbeen an angel in his house for
years; but in his blind selfishness he had
not recognized her presence, even though
her band crowned his days with com-
fort, and made his pillow soft for him at
night. And worse than this: for good
deeds he had rcturned harshness; for
love, coldness; and for gentle words,
unkindly speech.
Not a gleam of consolation found its
way into this night of sorrow and self
rebuke. Our dead return not. As we
have seen them, go will be our memories
of them-—blessed, or accusing memories
accordinz to our deeds.

How many hundred of bereaved hus-
bands are sitting in the shadow of grief
to-day, mourning for the departed ones,
whese loving presence will no more give
warmth and light to their dwellings?—
Ah! whaut are their companion-thoughts?
What their crowding memories?  What
their pictures from the past? Like|
those of Mr. Carson? Not all, we trust; |
yet, to all must come the recollection of
acts or omissions, that the world if pos-
sessed, would hardly seem too much to
give, if that great sacrifice conld change
the record.

But to those who have still their howme
treasures around them, the lesson comes
with hope as well as rebuke. Ah, how
littie inclined are some men to think,
that the patient, uncomplaining ones,
who move daily through theirdwellings,
have equal wants and aspirations with
themselves. Iow singularly inelined
are selfish sensual-winded wen, to un-
dervalue nrd think lightly of a woman’s
wants, yearnings, peculiarities, and ne-
cessities.  Their range of thought and
fecling, sweeps rudely away from hers.
Their hearts but rarely respond to the
same touches of sywmpathy. 1If, now,
and then a wife drops her pure pearls
of feeling at the feet of her husband, he
tramples them in light scorn under his

hope in her despair. ¥
Still, blessings on ths loving
tient, though even their paths
and their trinls sharp! They
like the rest—falling at ndon #ikd
day in the journey of lifc—butlhei
partures is in light, and, ss ti
ments trail behind them in ¢
passage upwards, to all oyes, of
made edullst by selfish feelings
seen as angels, :
Rarey's Mcthod of He
ing. it
The Scientific American st
This new system of taming
ed on the well-known procost'®
in. subduing buffulo calves #nd wild
horses taken by the lusso, and coneists
in simply gradually advancing toward
the horse to be subdued until you are
able to place your hand on the animal's
nose and over his eyes, and then breathe
strongly and gently, as judgment may
dictate, into the nostrils. We have the
anthority of Catlin, in his “Letters and
Notes on the American Indians,"” that
this process is the one practiced by the
Iudians in taming the wild horses of
the prairies, and that it is inveriably at-
tended with success.”

Catlin says:

I have often in concurrcnce with a
known custom of the country, held my
hands over the eyes of a buffuloeall, nnd
breathed iunto his nostrils, after which I
have, with my traveling companions,
rode several miles into our encampment,
with the little prisonce busily following
the heels of wmy borse the whole way, as
closely and affectionately as its instinets
would attach it to its dam. This is one
of the most extraordinary things I have
witnessed since I ecame into the wild
country; and although I had often
heard of it, and felt unable exactly to
believe it, I am now willing to bear tes-
timony to the fuct, from the numerous
instances which I have scen since I
came into the country.

g1 was stopping at Cape May.—
As usual, I was at Harwood's, and of
course my wife was with me. About
two o'cleck one morning, T was awaken-
ed by a reveille tap from my better half
“For gracivus sake!” she whispered,
“if’ you want to langh just listen to that
rentleman and liis wifc huntinga mouse
in the next room.

“le-ee-aw!” I murmured, half amake.

“Now do just wake up. To morrow,
when I tell the story, you'll be seorry
that you were not awake fo the reality.”

Thus adjure, I awoke in right carn-
est, too late to hear any of the mouse
hunt, but just in time to hear the next
room-door opened, and a little, quaver-
ing, dandy voice,(which I at onee re-
cognized as that of Pinkey) called out
to some distant night-walker:

“Wai taw!—wai-tac!—war-taw!”

Noanswer.

“Po-taw!l—po-taic/—ro-Taw!"

No answer.,

Watch-man!—watclh-nman!—warcn-

aran!”
“That’'s me, sir,” growled a deep
voice.

“Watch-man, come here diwectly!
We'rein gwate trouble! There’s a mouse
in this appawtment, and it
round in de most distwacted manner.—
I spoke to Mr. Harwood about it and
Lie promised to have the mouse wemov-
ed, but he hasu’t done it. Aw think it
vewey unhandsome conduct of Mr. Har-
wood to #llow the mouse to wemain, af-
ter pwomising that it should be wemoy-
ed.  Watclunan Mrs, Pinkey is vewy
appwehensive of mice. Can’t you come
in and catch de eweature?’

“Fraid not, siv. It's too late, and 1
ghould he certain to wake upsome board:
ers as mightn't like it.”

“How wediculous! Well. (a long
pnuse,) watchman couldn’t you just step
down to the bar-woom awd get some
cwnlevrs and ches, and eatice the animal
out inlo the entiy?”

A brict remark from the watchman
thiut the bar was elosed, sent Mr. Pink-
ey back into his mouse baunted dormi-

] tory.

Monesry,—* Who shall win the
prize?'—=There was a meeting of the flow-
ers, and the judge was appointed to a-
ward the prize of beauty.

feet, and she learns, from these sad
sxneriences, to keep more sacred her|
precious treasures.  And so the with
draws more and wore into herself) and |
it may be, turns to her Lusband some
rougher gide of her character, thus ex- |
posing one that will suffer least from |
the rude contact to which she is daily
exposed.

Ah! who can tell in what externally
pleasant howes these fearful lwurtlmar-l
tyrdoms are going on. Beautiful man.-
siona, rvich attired, give charm and ele-
gance to our streets. They smile down
upon us every-where, with their assu-
rance of happy hearts within. But,
every now and then, wan fiaces; and sad
dreamy eyes look out upon us from the
windows; or we ecatch glimpses, through
fluttering vails, of hopeless counte-
nances, us victims of social wrongs glide
in and out of waiting carriages, Alas!
alas!  What a mockery of life is all this!
If some are not patient and loving, as
was Mrs. Carson, who bore up under
her heavy burdens with seeming cheer
fulness, until she fell exhausted, and
perished by the way side, ere half the
usual allotment of days was filled up,
who can wonder—who can strongly
blame? All bave not the religious trust

that gave strengthin lier weakness, and

“Who shall win the prize?”’ asked the
rose, proudly rushing forward in blush.
ing Leauty, in full assurance of its win-

{ ning worth.

“Who shall win the prize?” asked the
vest of the flowers, as they came forward,
encli conscious of its own attractions,
and each equally sure of receiving the
reward.

“I will take a peep at the assemblage,”
thought the Violet, notintending tomake
ane of the company, “and sce the“heau-
tics as they pnss.

Just as it was raising its modest head
from its humble and retiring corner, and
was looking inupon the meeting, the
judge rose to render the decree.

“To the Viole," said he, “I award | suid. ‘Suffer them to come unto we, and
the prize of beauty, for there is no trait! forbid them not, for of such is the king-
| Jom of heaven?' He took the baby on

more rare—none more enchantingly

beautitul, than maodesty.

pa5™ An honest son of Erin, green
from his pere grinations, put his head in-
to a lawyer's office and asked the in-
mate—

“An' what do yon sell here?”

‘Blockheads, replied thelimbof thelaw

tQch, then, to be sure,” said Pat, it
must be a good trade, for I sce there is
but one of them left.”

ps5~The three great conquerors of the
world are Fashion, Love and Death,

nibbles a-|

y |one of the originals, gave a sketch of

- |few days since.

The Smith Family.
He:nry Smith, the razor-srop man,
who is known all over the country, as

some of the Smiths in one of his speechcs
to the citizens of Providence, It. T., a
1 We copy it from a
Providence paper:

Per’ aps there are some gentlemen in
this respected erowd who do not kuow
who Lam. ThatI am famcus I know,
and I also know that fame is but of
comparative worth. There may be
some gentlemen here, who, although
highly intelligent and well versed in
general knowledze, are yet so far be-
hind the times as not to know that my
name is Smith. To such I take great
pleasure in introducing myself.

Gentlemen, my name ¢ Smith, and I
am proud to say that T adm not ashamed
of'it. It may be that no person in this
erowd owns that very uncommon name.
If; however, there be one such, let him
hold up his head, pull up his dickey,
turn up his toes, take courage and thank
his stars that there are “*a few wore left
of the same sort.”

Smith, pentlemen is an industrions name,

And stands very high in the annalsof fame.

Let W 'hIiIm‘ Brown, aud Jones increase as they
will,

Hclicf_u‘.”me, tie Smiths will outoumber them
stili.

Gientlemen, I aw proud of being an
original Swmith; not SMITIIE, nor a
SM ¥YTHE, but a regular, natural, ori-
ginal SMITH, Swmith., Putting a Y
in the widdle or an E at the cad won't
do gentlemen. Who cver heard of a
great man by the nawe of Smyth or
Swithe?  Echo answers who,and every-
body says nebody. But ns for Smith,
plain SMITH, Smith, why the pillars
of fame are covered with that honoored
name.

Who were the most racy, witty and
populous authors of this country? lo-
race and Albert Smith.

Who the most original, pithy and hu-
morous preacher? llev. Sidney Swith.

To go farther back, who was the bold-
est and bravest soldier in Sumpler's
army, in the Revolution? A Sumith.

Who palavered with Powhattan, gali-
vanted with Pocabontas, and became
the ancestor of the first fiuunilies in Vir-
ginia? A Swith again,

And who I ask, and I ask the ques-
tion seriously and soberly, who I suy is
that man, and whait is his name, who
has fought the most battles, made the
most speeches, preached the most ser-
mons, held the most offices, sung the
most songs, written the most poews,
courted the most women, kissed the
wost girls, run away with the most
wives and warried the most widows?—
History says, you soy, I say, and ecvery-
body suys, JOUN SMITH.

To go back still farther, the Serip-
tures speak of onc Alexander the cop-
per smith. TFarther back still, we read
of Tubal Cain, who was an artificer in
brass and iron. And I have no doube,
centlemen, that the great progenitor of
our race would have been called Smith,
if his name had'nt been Adam,

And now, gentlemen, in conelusion,
let me ask, who is that benevolent and

|

self sacrificing individual, who regard-
lul of the wants of humanity, strives to
¢lhicer the hearts of men, to dry up the|
tears of wowmen, and hush the ery of
children, by declaring eternal and ex-
terminating war ngainst all, each and
cevery dull, razor, knife, shears, and
scissors in this great and “gelorious”
country? Modesty, rcspected fellow |
citizens, that natuyal and retiring mo- |
desty which is so peculiar to that hou- ‘
ored fumily of which I have spoken, for-
bids me to mention his name. ]

Let it suffice to say, thut if any gen- r
tleman in this most respectable and in- |
telligent erowd wisheS to procure an ar-
ticle that is warranted to sharpen Lis
wife's scissors, his boy's kunife, his own
razor, his wits or his appetite, I stand
ready as the sole representative of all
theSmith's, whether blacksmith's, white-
smiths, goldsmiths, silversmith's, cop-
persmiths or Johin Smiths, to scll him
a keen, elose, cute, cunning, capable,
eurious and capital razor strop, off which,
[ am proud to say, *I have a few more
of the same sort,” and the priceis twen-
ty-five cents!

Tue Orner SBipe.—Uuace ina Lappy
home, a sweet bright baby died. On the
evening of the day when  the children
sutbered arouud their mother, all sit-
ting very sorvowful, Alice the eldest
suld—

sMother, you took all the care of the
haby while she was here, and you ear-
ried and hield her in your arms all the
while she was ill; now, mother, who
took her ou ‘:the other side?”

“On the other side of what Alice?”

«(n the other side of death; who took
the baby on the othier side, mother? She
was so little, she could not go alone.”

«Jesus met her there,” answered
mother. “Itis he who took little chil-
dren in his arms to bLless them, and

the other side.”

. Old Mrs. Jones is ninety-two
years of age, and is much given fto-
dreaming. On being informed of the
drowning of Mr. Brown, she exclaimed:

“La, I know'd the poor man was dead,
‘cause I seed his apparatus in a dream,
t'other night.”

5=~ An enterprising furrier “re-
spectfully announces to ladies who wish
genuine furs, that he makes mufls, boas,
&o., out of their own skin!”

141 have filled and occupied the

|and futerresting velics, as should they be
[lost we doupt whether they could be

Questions Answoered,

The Nebraska Post, under the above
caption, says:

A few days since we received a letter
from a friend at the kiast, making inqui-
ries in regard to our Territory, from
which we clip the following questions
and apply the answers:

‘What kind of country do you live in?"

‘Mixed and extensive. Itis made up’
principally of land and water.’

*What kind of weather?

_ ‘Long spells of weather are frequent.
Our sunshine comes off prinecipally du-
ring the day time:

‘Have you plenty of water, aud how
got?'

‘A good deal of water scattered about,
aud geoeally got in pails and whisky.’

*Is it hard?

‘Rather so, when you have to go half
n mile, and wade in mud knee deep to
get at it.’

Doesticks omEnger, Beer.
Doesticks has been trying to ascer-
tain by cxperiment whatzar orimot La-
ger is intoxicating, and below i given,
in his own language, the result:

“The first glass scemed £te our
strong beer with s good deal ntz? in
it; the pext was not quite so saopr
the next one !asb:_d,:?ss thdug!:qlh;. ”%1
ginal beer had been strénger and tzey
did not dilute it so much. Thea we
rested, and os I bad. dravk threp pjots
already, I was willing to qqi{,’}zq&ﬁ'&g-
phool assured me ‘Lager 1sn't intoxica=
ting,” so after a little settling ‘dowst I
thought I could hold another glassapde
ordered it; it was brought bya ¥
lady who seemed to have four eyes
two noses - pointing in different direc-
tions, which unusual effect wis dddo:
cdly caused by, swake, 4,5

Then '1 tb,oughi‘._l’fd_'Lf;‘vq,'::Tglasg of
Lager, (n liquid koown to most of fhe

“What kind of buildings?

‘Allegorie, Ionic, Anti-Caloric, log
and slabs. The buildings are chiefly
out-doors, and so low between joints that
the chimney s all stick out throngh the
roof.

‘What kind of society?

‘Giood, bad, hateful; indifferent and |
mixed.'

*‘Any aristoeracy?

‘Nury one.! -

*What do. your people do for a living,
mostly?

‘Some work, some laze round, one's &
sfirowd business manager, r_mCl’ several
drink whisky.'

‘Is it cheap living there?’

*Only five cents a glass, and the water
thrown in.

‘Any taste for music?’

‘Strong., Buzz and bucksaws in the
day time, andwolf-howlingand eat fight-
ing nights,.’

‘Any pianos there?'

‘No, but we have several cow-bells and
a tin-pan in every family.’

‘Any manfuctures?
‘Every household.
are home productions.

‘What could a genteel family in mod-
erate circumstances do there for a liv-
ing?

‘Work, shave notes, hunt, fish, steal,
or, if hard pinched, buy and -¢ll town
property.’

*Are your people intelligent?’

‘Some know everything that bhappens,
and some things that do not.”

‘Would tfhey appreciate a well-bred
tamily of sons and dauzhters?

*‘Certainly. Gueat on blooded stock;
would take them to our next Territorial
fair and exhibit them.’

Dear friend, your questions are an-
swered. DBring on your well bred stock
and make your home with uos.

|

All our children

pay= “Did thee reccive my remittance,
Nathan, my son?"’

“Yes, Father."”

“1hen why did thee not buy a new
coat—thy present one is fragile.”

“Why, the fact is, I left all my mon
ey in the bank at New Orleans.”

“Ah! thy cconomy is certainly com-
mendable. In what bank?"”

“I do not exactly remember in what
bank, father—I know it was a very good
one, as it had a scriptural name. It
was—Oh! let me see—it was the ’harvoh
bank, I think.”

“Son, banks are very unsafe now and
thee had better send for thy money im-
mediately-"

Son took a coughing spell.

Tue Dreax or Lire.—How few of
us at the close of our own lile ean say,
posi-
tion to which I have looked forward
when a boy. In the onward progress of

inhabitan'ts of Manhattan.y " 1v'4ras’
brought by'a'girl so pretty thatEiimd
medialely ordered two more,iand.ikepd
her waiting for the ghange-each 4
I could look at her—then we had. gome
checso full of holes; then we took sonfd
Lager to 611 up the holes; and'thed we
took a sausuge; ' Damphovol suggested
thut the sausnge was made of 'dog; .58
we bhad some Lager to drown_tl\g hers
then we had some sardines; Damphogo
said it would be cruel to kéep the
without a supply of the liquid- elemdnity
so we had some Lager for the fushes, 4
awim in; then we had some-bretzels;
Damphool ‘said" the’ Yreredls' Wark
crooked thit they WotAd voP Pdl¥%lose,
g0 we had soide Lagér to!@1-up Xhe
chinks; then I made & spedoh to sthel
compavy; short but to the point, and
received with applause—it was l?dt: -
ed to the whole crowd and "w;s?"f?
this cfiect, “Gentlemen, let's have ‘somé
Lager? ; e
By this time my friends had by some
wysterious process become mystetiougly
multiplied, and there were fifty" Dam-
phools, and they all excepted the invVis
tation, and we had thé Lager, thufe
were forty glasses snd'intrying tommmlog
the eireuit of the room and: touch, wny
glass to every one of theirs I fell oyer,
table which very impertinently sté!mg
before me, and as I went down I'knock?
ed a small Dutchman into the edrbers
then I fell over him, tlien I partially re«
coverod myself and sat on hishead, I.hatq
I got up aund stépped on his stowmag y
then I demanded an instant apology,
then T ealled for six glasses of Eafger]
and the girl brought them all‘in vond
hand. I tried to take them all in, ¢no
hand, but broke three, then I tried. to
drink out uf the remaining three all at
once, and in so doing T took an invol-
untary showerbath, then I tried to pay
for the whaole fifty glasses :uy.l Eh.c m-
nze with a dime and o Spanish qn’h ter,
and demanded that he should gife 'm‘;
changze in mold dollars, there seomed to
be sowme diffienlty about this, and if, J
hadn’t known that Lagerisn’t intoxi
ting I should have thought the man ‘'was
dvank.” = 2
pem. As Deacon A ,on an extreme-
Iy cold morning in old tithés “Was'ridid
by the house of his neighbor'B—=1;
latter was choppinz wood. Thel usald
salutations were exchanged, the sevegis
ty of the weather briefly discussed, and
the horseman made demonstrations of
passing on , when his neighbor detain-
ed him with; . e
‘Don’tbeina burry, dedcon. Wouldua't
you like a glass of good old Jamica) tlih
morning?” ' whiad
*Thank yon, kindly,” said the. eld
gentleman, at the same time beginping
to dismount with all the deliberatip

life, how often in some stray moment
of thought and refleetion, de we find |
ourselves inquiring, is this as T hoped
—have I enacted my dream? and the
answer is invariallly—Wge look forward |
in childhood—and only look forward— |
without reflection. We build up gor-|
weous palaces, we sketeh a earcer of life|
and golden sunshine—what are they
and where are they when yearssober us?”

Coor iMrrpex E—The editor of a
Western paper owes a bank about $1,-
000, for whiclh they hold his note. The
defaulting wag announces it thus in his
paper: “There is a large collection of
autographs of distinguished individuals
deposited for safe kecping in the binet
of the Farmers' and Merchants’” Bank, |
cach accompanicd with a aofe in the
hand writinz of the autographist. We|
learn they have cust the band a great
deal of money. Thay paid over w - .l
sand dollars for vers.  We hope
vire is taken to preserve these eupifal|

ceroat |
greal

|
easily collected again. Should the bauk, |
however, be so unfortunate as to lose,
oura, we'll let them have another at
Ealf price, in consequence of the very
Lard times

pea. Quoth Patrie of the Yankeo—
- 13¢ dad, i he was cast away on a deso-
late islaad, he'd zet up the next mornin,
an' zo round sellin® maps to the inhabi-
tants,”’

S

g5~ The flowers fade, the heart with-
ers,man grows old an dics; but time
writes no wrinkles on the brow of eter-
nity.

g5z~ Doing good is no idle enterprise;
ita difficulties abound, but its fruits are|
not doubtful.

a3~ What shi;:s hoat onght to contain
a happy crew? The jolly boat.

Lecoming a deacon, “I dont care if
do."”
“Ab, don’t trouble voursclf to | get
off, descon,’ said the neighbor, 1 mere-
Iy asked for information.  We haven't
a drop iu the house. i
—tar: i

pn. A tipler who had his Joad. pn
fetehed up'' against the side of a hous
which hud been newly " painted. Shot-
inz himsclf clear by a vigerous effort/he
tock a climpse at his shoulder, anétBer
at the house, a third at his hand, and ex-
claimed—*“Well, that is a cnrgiqap‘#_ri&'k
in whoever painted that house, to Teaye
it standingz out all pight for people” to
ruan aginst.” "a3

= il vt ge ks SRS
pen. A younyg swell was in the desk
with « zlass in one eye, “readidl Hiin-
self in,” and when he came to the words
s-I1e that huth ears to hiear let him,"” he
travestiod them thus: “Ile. that ‘hath
yalis to yuh, let hiw yah!™

Law axp Gramyar.—When a Ken-
tacky judge, some years since, was, as-
ked, by an altorney, upon some strange
ruling. * Is that law, your honor?’ the
replicd, “If the court understands her-
scif, and she think he do, it are!”

“Henry love, I wish you would throw
away that book and talk to me—I1 feel
so dull. (A long silence and no reply.)
“Oh Heury my foot’s asleep.” 3

“Is it?  Well dou’t tulk, you might
wake it.” .

e, Doy where docs this read go ito?
“1 don't think it goes anywhere, L al-
ways sees un here every worning.”

pe. What is worse than raining aats
and dogs? Ilailing cabs and omnibu.
es!

=~ Doctors never differ on the sub.
jeet of bleeding—their patients.

e, “'h‘é't':.d;c";:;o:vhie:omrul es-
tate? When turned into a field.. ...

!




