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THE GOOD OLD FARM.

There's got to be o rovival

Of wood soumd sonse mmong men,
Bolore the duys of prospority

Wil dawn upon us ngaln.
The boys must learn that learnin®

Moeans more Usnn the essonce of books,
Aml the girls must lomon thnt benuty

Comnsigts in more than looks.

Before we oan steer ¢lear of fnilures
And big fnancial iiains,
ke boys have got to gult o'erkin’
And get back onifo the tarms
1 know 1t aln’t quite s nobby,
It sln't quite so cusy, | know,
As partin’ your bair in the middle,
An' slttin’ up for a show. |

But there's mors hined dollars in ity
An’ more independonce, too,
An' more renl poace and contentmont
And health that is ruddy an’ truo,
1 know that it takes hard labor,
But you ve got to “hang on'' In n store
Betore you enn earn i good livin®
And elothes, with but little more,

What hosta ot "em go back broken
I health, in mind and parse,
To die In sight of the clover,
Or linger nlong, which is worse,
An' how maoy mourn, whon useless,
That they didn't see the charm,
Tho safety and tndependence
Of o ille on the good old furm.
—Indianapolis Jowurnal,

—— s -————

JACOB AND POLLY.

Jacob Cattley was a messenger to
Messrs, Perkinson, Goldehest & Co.,
the rich bankers in Lombard street.
At least he always considered himself
attached to the establishment us a mes-
senger, though he had never ‘‘signed
articles'’ with the principals, and was
just barely tolerated outside on the

avement, al an acute angle of the

wilding and three feot from the streev
doors, where customers aml eclerks
were not likely to tumble over him. Ha

| earriare,

esaszed his flowers in Lombard street;
no one in that busy center had ever seen
Jacob Cattley spend a penny-piece on
anything; but ouce away from the eity
woper, and hurrying away toward
$lackiriars Bridge —on the Surrey side
of which he lived, and which he crossed
reguinrly twice a day to aud from his
“place of business’ —any vne who had
tnken the trouble to watch him—whiek
ne one over had—would have secen |
Jacob somewhere in the neighborhood
of Ludgnte Hill bargaining with Polly
Baxter for a nosegay every Satucday
afternoon.

Jacob Cattley would even condescend !
to patranize Polly Baxter, and to ocea-
sionally pass a remark upon the weath-
er, or the extent of her stock in trade;
but all this wns donoe in an austere,
stand-oftish way, which did not encour-
age conversation in return, and which |
wus o washed-out copy of the great |
Goldchest manner, when the big bank- |
er skated across the pavement to his
Polly Baxter did not know
this, and thought it was vory Kkind of
the old gentleman in the queer-looking
comforter to say n word or how to her |
now anid then —words which, with all |
their coldness, had a little ring in them |
of interest o sympathy, or something
not easy to comprehend, and which the |
flower-girl did not attempt in any way |
to account for. Sometimes she won-
dered why he bought her flowers, ur!
what he did with them after he got
home; he was so partioular about the
bunch he purchased, and had so strong |
a faney for the brightest colors. |

Suddenly Jucob Cattley was missed
from Lombnrd street, and from the
reighborhood of Ludgate Hill; and Pol-
ly Baxter's basket blushed with flowers
in vain for him. Every day Polly Bax-
tor had been accustomed to see him be- |
tween four and five trotting homeward, |
with his sharp face set due south; every
day he had said; “Good morning,” in
a grave, fatherly way, and with u sol- |

had been hanging outside this big bank
for many years now; and it had become
a custom, of late days, to send him on
little errands which were not within the |
ravinee of a regular clerk’s duty, and
which clerks of Perkinson, Goldchest &
Co. would have scorned to perform at
any price whatever. If anybody re-
quired acab, Jacob was sent for one; it
a country gentleman with a big bal-
ance on the books wanted to be shown
the way to the Bank of England, or
Billingsgate, or the Tower, Jacob was
told oft as guide; if something was
wanted surreptitiously by the clerks, in
the shape of a newspaper or o ham
sandwich, Jacob was sent for it; and
there had been times when it was con-
sidered safe to trust him even with a
telegram.

Jacob received no salary, but was
supported by voluntary ‘contributions,
like a hospital; and what these contri-
butions smounted to in the year there
had besn much speculation concerning
at the bank, amongst the eclerks. ﬁ
was set down by young and imagina-
tive minds as o “'pretiy penny, take it
altogether.” But taking Jacob Catt-
ley altogether was, to the ordinary
observer, to set him down as
a poor, hall-starved, ill-clad, migera-
ble old man, struggling hard to
live, and always on the brink
of failing at it. A shabbier old gentle-
man was not to be found between the
bank and Houndsditeh: but he was
never in rngs, and he always boasted «
clean face under his rusty-brown top
hat, which he poised at the extreme
back of his gray head. He did not ap-
}wur to flourish on his contributions,

mt grew thinner and more wpinched
with every week of his out-door service

there. “You can scée him shriveling
away,”" one voung man had seriously
asserted.  **He's a regular miser, 1’1l

be  bound.™ And with his hollow
checks, and pesked nose, and promi-
nent chin, ground fine to match that
poor pinched nose of his, he might
have been taken for a miser, or a pau-
per, or, indeed, anything deplorable,
Still be had what the clerks called
his **tips™: and Mr. Goldchest, every
Saturday morning, when he left the
bank and before he stepped into his
carringe, the door of which Mr. Cattley
always opened for him, gave him some-
thiong, it was noticed; but whether a
sovereign or a threepenny piece was o
malter of uncertninty, the claw-like
hand of Jacob closing so quickly on the
gift. The junior clerks thought it
would be a “threepenny,"’
chest not boing « liberal paymaster, in
their humble opinion, foroibly expressed
each quarter day; but Jacob, probably
of u réticent disposition, never let them
know, and at all events he did not wax
fat on his omoluments, and in the rainy
and frosty sensons caught many x cold
and cough, and wore, winter and sum-
mer, the same suit of gray threadbare
clothes, to which, in very inclement
weather, a red cotton neckerchief, re-
lieved by white lozenges, and tied in a
strange knot, was added, by way of
protection to a girale-liko throat.
Jacob was considerel a poor hanger-
on. but Jacolb had his hangers-on, too,
and people whom in his turn he took
upon himself to patronize. There are
aiways depths below depths in this ee-
centriec world of ours, and always some
poor brother and sistor to whom a hand
can be held out, or a little kindness
rendered, and Jacob Cattley had his de-
pendent insthe background, and one
who waited and watched for him as
regularly after banking hours on Sal-
urdayvs, as he waited and watched for
My, Goldehest about noon; and this de-
pendent on Mr. Cattley was a dark-
baired, dark-eyed purveyor of penny
*button-holes’” and two-penny  bou-
quets; apoor fower-girl, who regarded
Mr. Cattley s o regular customer on
Satardays, one who was always zood
for a penny, somoetimes even two-pence,
when he had been extra fortunate in
the city.
Jucob, It may be sald, mever pur

Mr. Gold- |

emn bend of hig long neck; and on Sat- |
urdays, as we have intimated, he al-
ways stopped to bargain with her for |
her gayest penny-worth. And now |
Jacob was 111[1-nil1»_f: and no one knew
where Jacob lived, so that the mystery

! of his disappearance might have been

selved by a friendly call,

“He's dead, for sixpence, poor old
cove!" said the junior clerk, a pert and
slangy and over-dressed youth, whom
Jacob had in bis heart disliked, despite
the offering of o penny now and then.
‘ **He's oft, depend vpon it. 1'm sorryl |
wns hard on him last week.”

Polly Baxter wondoered more about
him than the rest of the community |
awanre of his existence. She did not
know why she should “*bother about the
old man," but she did. He was a|
something removed from her life, a |
regular customer gone; and that was to |
be regretted when regular customers
were scarce. When she had Imnght,‘
her flowers at Covent Garden Market
im the early morning, and had taken
them to the little attic where she made
un her ponnf bunches for the day, she
eanght herself thinking of the *“‘funny
little man,” and of his grave, old-fash-
foned ways. She had had o father like |
him once in some respects, and he hal
died in the workhouse, praying that she
would *~keep good,”’ which she hud
Polly was u poor, ignorant girl enough,
who had never been taught 1o read and 4
write, and her father had been * a bad
[ lot,"" as it was termed, and had
eared to see her taught, or cared much

whom he had lost; he glanced nt the

big rusty hat-band wrs
rusty hat of his h'nﬂ'sszd

thete was n luqit,iw fear that thero

:_s.u-r];.-d with alacrity Into his cnrrinf;u |
fe

‘und with s downeast expression of

L encountersd Polly Buxter, who also was
| dhisposed to take him for a ghost, and

not |

“I've had s logs, Mr. Goldchest.”
“Oh! indeed.”
Me. Galdehest did not ask what or

rounid the
dependent;

might be something “‘eatching’ from
Mr. Cattley's close prosimity, and he

and drew up his window sharply.

did not reward Jacob pn that oceasion;
ho gave no thought to the arrears which
might have nconmulatéd during Jacob's
absence from his dutles; nlnf, the old
man walked home ¥ery thoughtfully,

ecountenance, On his way home lm‘

nearly dropped her baskel into the Lon-
don mud at the first slght of hin.

“Why, lor, sir! Who'd have thought |
of it?" she exclalmed. i

“Thought of what?' he asked, a
little curiously. |

“Of your being alive, and moving |
about like this. 1'm #o glad."” ‘

“(ilad, are you? What are you glad
for?"’ he inquired sharply.

“(zlad to see an old cuostomer turn
up,”’ was the truthful reply.

“Ah! just sv,” Jacob,

“‘Aud not that exactly, mind you."
added Polly, “but begause you are here, |
you know, That's it.. Where have you
been, sir? 117"

This was Mr. Goldchest's inquiry
also, but not conveyed with so much in-
terest. Anc his answer was Lhe same
as belore.

“I've had a loss,

“Nut—not money

“I've lost my dthl'lmr: all 1had in
the world to me; all I eared for, child,
Good day,” he sald, with an excite-
ment for which Polly was wholly un-
prepared.

“Yes: but here; hold hard ' she eried,
inelegantly. **Ain’t you agoing to have
any flowers to''—

The old man hurried away from her,
darted soross the road under horses'
heads and omnibus wheels, with almost
tnhe alacrity of youth, and iLawas not till
le was upon strkfrim Bridge that he
had recovered his epmposure, and guite
finished with a ragged pocket handker-
chief, which was evidently a segment
of his winter wrapper, {ming of the
same striking pattern and color., When
he had urus-uh the bridge and South-
wark street, and was turning into ona
of the little erowded thoroughfares on |
the right of the Blackfrinrs Road, lead-
ing to the salubrious quarters of Gray-
el Lane and parts adjacent, he was as-
tonished and discomlited again to find
Polly Baxter at his elbow, exceedingly
red in the face and short of breath.

“Well, you ean jest walk, old gentle-
man, and no mistnke,” sha said

“What do you want with me?" he
asked, testily now. *“*“What-—what is
it?"?

*I only want to say I'm sorry like,"’
she blurted forth. L dido’t think, all
at onee, about the w. and that you
wantod them for Aery of course, who's

of flowers. When the winter
came on, and flowers prew very scarce
and dear, and Polly was compelied to
ralse her prices, the old man looked
very pale and pinched with cold, and
did not move along with his eustom-
ary alacrity; on the contrary. limped
painiully at thmes with the rhsumatisi

| him, suddenly:

{on the top Heor she found poor Jacob

| diffieulty, I wish to put you in mind

time

which had seized him.
One very cold Saturday she said to

“You sin't well?"

“Wall, not guite as well as I might
be, perhaps,’” heanswerwd, cautionsly.

“I don't mind your paying for thuse |
some  other time, you know,” she
added, hurriedly, i’

“If what?' be asked, ns she came o
a full stop.

“1f you're hard np. It won't make
much difference o me; and she might
miss ‘em, ton, "’

“Thankee,”" he sald, gently, and he
looked very hard at her trom under his
tangled, wiry eye-brows. *“That's a
kind thought, ehitd.  What did you say
your name was?'’

“1 didn't say,"" she answered, sur-
prised in her turn, **it"s Polly Baxter.”

“Living where, now?"

“St, James' Row," she answered
“At the back there. But why?"

CGiond day."

That was tha last time that Polly
Baxter met Jacoh Cattley in the London
streets; for Jacob disappeared again,
and Lombard street and the flower-girl
on Ludgate Hill missed him altogether.
**He must be dead this time, poor old
chap!”* thought Polly.

But Polly was again deceived. One
morning a short, red-faced woman,
with a market basket on her arm and a
key in her hand, looked hard at her,
and stopped.

*Is your name Baxter?"’

.‘Y“R.“

“Polly Baxter?"

*“Yes; that's it."

“You're wanted in George street,
Gravel Lane, No, 29, My lodger, the
old man who used to buy tlowers of
you., wants to see vou precious bad."’

“He ain't dead, then!" eried Polly.
“Well, I am glad.™

“Don't see what you've got to be
glad sbout,” said the woman, sharply.
“But no: he ain't dead yet; he's going,
though.™

“Oh! Ishe? OL! I hope he ain’t!"

“Can you find your way?"'

“*Yes. Trust me for that.”

Polly Baxter trudged away at oncn
ta Georgo street, and to No, 20, where

Cattley, very much down in the world,
and with very little iife left in him.
The rheumaties had got an iron grip of
lim at last and fever had lollowed, and
this was very nuarly the last of him, as
the red-faced woman had prophesied.
As Polly entered the room he quite
smiled at hér, as at an old friend.
“Polly,”" he said, speaking with great

of an old offer to me."

“What's that, sir?"

“I wunt you to open a eredit account
with me."

“A what?'" cried Poliy.

pe now, and who was fond of Hlowers.
| see; I see, You won't mind what I
said; will you, now’

Jacob Cattley stared at her; but he
('makl.'li‘lul'lh very hoarsely:

“No.'

“I'll never ax yonagain; I'll never

look your way sgain; but take this,

please, for this once: won't you®"'
And

about auything save himself, until he
hau become & martyr to rhenmatism
and had lost his  situstion in the
ket, and had to go finally into the
house, leaving bis davnghter with all the
world to herself and nobody in It to
look after her. Then the father was
sorry and woke up to some little
| thonght of his motherless girl, when he
could do little elsa but think. He was
one more of
who march under the banner of * Too
late.”

Nevertheless, Polty Baxter earned
her own living honestly, and made the
best of her position by thrift and -
dustry, coming very close to starvation
once or twico in the hard times which
will turn up to the hurd workers. Still
she fought on, and had begun to teach
herself to rend nnd write of Inte days,

little chapel down n back street, und

listen with much surprise to what they |

told her there, and wonder why it had
heen kept from her all these years, and
why no one in the highways and
I?'\\‘n_vq of her life had said o word
| about It

Possibly thinking of this had made
her think of other folk as the light fil-
tered n little through the darkness of
Polly Baxter's life; but she did think a

great deal of the poor, old-fashioned
 little man, who seemed to have van-
ished like a ghost, and it became n
matter of speculation why he had ever
bought flowers of her at all, being a
man who probably had not much to
spend on the minor luxuries of life,
And so regular a customer, Loo,
thought Polly, with a sigh again.

Suddenly the regular customer, how-
ever, appeared again one Saturday, six
weeks or two months after everybody
thought he was dead. It was like a
ghost rising up in Lombard street, and
even Mr. Goldchest, taken unawares
by this first appearance at his cn.rrin;lw
door, gasped out; ** Bless my soul!™
and slipped one foot off the eurb-stone
into the gutter in his first surprise.

He was even a little curious for so
great a man, and said:

“Have you been ill, Jaeoh?

He did not know hisciier namae, *Old
Jacoh' was Mr, Cattley’s cognomen in
Lombard street—Cranky Jacob" some-
times,

**No, sir,"

“*Then"—

Jacob's rugged face twitched verv
much as he touched his hat deferential-
Iy, and said:

mar- |

the big army ot plodders |

and to finl bher way on Sundays to a |

bunch of flowers, at which the old man
shrank back as though it had been a
pistol leveled at him.

It isn'tforthe money,” said Polly,
excited now herself, *“1I don’t want
any money. Reteh 'old. Please do.

Jest to make believe you're taking them

| to her the sume as ever, sir.”’

The ald man stretched out a trem-
[ bling hand toward the flowers at this
sugrestion, and Polly thrust them into
| his grasp and fuirk FAN AWAY DOTOSS
|ll|u bridge again, |Mvipg him looking
after her open-mouthed, and with some
salt tears lln-immin;.r, over his blinking

deep furrows in lus cheeks.

On the Monday Jacob passed her as
usunl on his homeward route, and with
his old putronizing bow, and with a
stendier stave at her, too, 88 i1 wo longe-
er afraid to face her.  But Polly looked
| the other way and would wpot see him
fell into the habitof hiding from him,
|even —and on the following Saturday
| would also have eluded him, had he not

como up the reverse way ol the street,
and taken her unawares by a flank
movement.
[ **Let me have a good buuch to-day
la two-penny buneh,’ hie said, in quite a
business-like munner,

Polly Baxter was surprised: but shoe
gave him the flowers he required, and
ne "ropped the meney into her basket.

at you don't want them now; do
you?" she murmured.
I *Yes, of course 1 do, That was a
| good thought of yours,child, last week.
And I took the Howers to her."

*Oh! I see!” gjaculated Polly.

“Aud shall do so every week, mak-
ing believe, as yon say, that she's wait-
ing for them. 1t's not a bad thought at
all,’”" he muttered. *She was so fond
of flowers.”

“‘How old was she?” asked Polly.

“ About your age, I should say.”

“And ailing nlways, was she?"

“For the last three or four years, yes.
Good-day."

And then Jacob hurried away, and
this time she did not attempt to follow
him.

1t was from this time that Jacob con-
trived to bo as regular & customer to
Polly Baxter as he had ever been: aud
had any one had the curiosity to fol-
low the movements of the old man, he
or she would have seen him every
Sunday, in fair westher or foul, plod-
ding om 1o Tooting Cemetery to lay his
little offering on the grave of the
daughter who had been always fond

|
i eyelils and making their way down the
1
|

P'olly held ont his nsual-sized |

“It's aterm we have in Lombard
street,'" he explained.  “To trust me, 1
mean, for a little while for a few tlow-
ers."’

“To be sure!”" eried Polly.

“1' piy you soon; and I want vou
to do more than that—muech more,"

I‘ul]l_\' waited and wondered till he
took time to recover his Lreath; then
he added:

1 want you on Sun lay afternoon to

| take them to Acr and lay them on  her
grave. Do you mind very much?"
“Not at all,” said Paolly, “I'll go

every Sunday divectly alter chapel, if
you'll tell e how to tind it"'

“0Oh! you go to chapel, then?"

“Yas, sir; reg’lar."’

“*Good girl! lil'm'il that up.’

oNo feur, sir.™

“And come and tell me verularly
what they tell vou there;, will vou,
child? I should like to know.™

“l'o be sure 1 will, sir.”

“When vou come back from her ™

Then he gave his directions, which
Polly Baxter carried out faithfully, nn-
til the end came, and Jovob Cuttley
was buried with his dausbter,

After his death, Polly Baxter went
regularly to the cemetery just the same
and laid her little bunch of tlowers on
the grave of him who had ssid kind
words to her in life.  This was the end

| of him, ond of the story, she thought,
until one day, 8 week or two afterward,
o prim listle gentleman in black ealled
npon  ber and asked her many gues-
tions, and made perfectly sure that she
whs the genuine snd only Poily Baxter.
flower vender, before he surprised her
| with his news.

(]

|  Jacob Cattley had been a bit of s
miser, after all, and had seraped to-
gether, by his humble and faithful

services in Lombard street, the sum
of one hundred and fifty pounds. He
| had died without & relation in the world
| to oare for him, and he had left his
| mouoy to Polly Baxter, of 49 St
James' Row, City, E. €., m remem-
| brance of her kindness, and In *seitle-
ment of his eredit account with her.''
Polly Baxter is married now, and
she and her busband have & flourishing
little greengrocer’'s shoy and are doin
very well. There are fresh lowers stili
on the old man's grave at ‘l'ooting, and
| one grateful heart keeps his memory
reen. — &, W. Robinson, in N. Y. In-
spendent.
—— B e
~There 13 nothing quite so amazing
as n Jupunese statistical report, The
| progress of the people in civilization is
probably the most rapid ever known in
the history of the world, The authori-
ties there have just published a sum-
I mury of edueational works for 1882,
| showing there were then in the country
28,008 elementary schools, 76,708 teach.
ers and 2,016,879 scholars. In 183l

FACTS AND FIGURES.

—There are 34,000 deaf mutes in the
United States. By their intermarriage,
they are constantly increasing.—N. 1.
Sun,

-Bince 1880 the increase of deposits
i the State and savings banks of the
country has been nearly $500, 000, 00U,
- Chicage Journal,

~Mnassachusetts statistics show that
the chance of being killed by the cars
are one 1 20,000,000 now, while in 1858

they were one in 5,000, D00, == Loslon
T!‘-l.‘a_h‘r‘l‘p!.
—The statisticians of the United

Statos Mint estimate that the total pro=
duction of gold in the world during the
400 years ending 1852 was 10,394 tons,
equal in value to 87,211,797,860.  Dur-
ing the same period the production of
silver was 197,731 tons, of the value of
&8,807, 318,975, — Philadelphia Press.

What is claimed to be the largest
grain elevator in the world Las been
erecled at Newport News, Va,, b)' the
Chesapeaks & Ohio Railroad Company.
It is 80 feet wide, 986 feet long and

about 164 feet high, with engioe
and  boiler rooms  40x100 sod
40) feet high. "The storage capacity
of the howse is 1,600,006 bushels,

with n receiving eapacity of 30,000 and
n shipping eapacity of 20,000 bushels
per hour.— S8t Lows Posl

The lirst attempts to introduce gas
aa an illuminator in the United States
werg made in Baltimore between 1816
and 1820, They failed, but it was suec-
cassfully introduced in Boston in 15822,
The next year the first gas-light com-
pany was formed in New York, the
“New York Gas-Light Company."
They began operations with s capital
of 51,000,000,  But the people were so
slow to adopt the new iﬂuminnt'-r that
the company was not in fuil operation
until 1827, when the population was
about 166,000,— Baltimore Sun.

—According to the Massachusetts
Durean of Labor Statistics among the
women laborers of that State are 106
barbers and hairdressers, 6 barkeepers,
4 billposters, 9 commercial travelers, 2
baunk officials, 2 pawnbrokers, 4 teams-
sters, 2 sailors, 1 gun and locksmith, 75
bakers, 58 shoemakers, 6 carpenters, 2
door, sash  =2nd  blind makers, 15
muasons, 1 paper-hanger, 1 plumber and
gasiitter, 2 ecarrisge makers, 16 watch
awl clock repairers, 20 cabinet makers,
10 bharness makers, 7 machinists, 4
blacksmiths, 235 printers, 2 stone eut-
t rs, 4 coopers, 245 laborers, and 5en-
gincers.

—_—

WIT AND WISDOM.

—What sound is to the ear, and what
light is 10 the eye, that the soul is to
the brain.—N. O, Picayune.

—He that rightly understands the
rensonableness and excellence of char-
ity, will know that it ean never be ex-
ensable to waste any of our money in
pride and folly.-— W, Law.

—Artist's friend (pointing to sketeh)
—8ny, Harry, whore did youn get
this?"  Harry—*“Why, I got that out
of my head.” Friend—*Well, it's a
lucky thing for your head that you got
it out.”’

—Tho best racipe for going through
life in u commendable way is to feel
thiat everyhody, no matter how rich or
how poor, neads all the kindness they
can gel from otners in the world.—
Boston Budqget.

~~Yes, my son, There is gold in the
mountmng of Idaho and Montann
Lots of it.  And so there is heaps of it
in the United States Treasury, too.
And it is just about as easy tu get it
from ona place as the other. Good deal
easier, in fact. —Hurdetle.
blackened his mus-
tache wth a lead comb and then took
his glrl out for a moonlight suroll
When the fair one appesred in tha
bright light of the family cirele a coupla
of hours later ner fuce looked like o
railroad map. — Wasp.

—Reckless dude (to burglar, whom
he has discovered in closet): 0, you
nasty, saucy thing, to hide in my bed-
room! There! I'll break your um-
brella, 8o you ean't go out without get-
ting soaked, for iU's raining like any-
thing outside."” Burglar faints. —Chi-
cigo Tribune,

A policeman who was patrolling
Montealm street east the other day
heard a whistle blow for all it was
worth, and rana block and a half, to
find & woman with her head out of a
chamber window. *“Who blew that
whistle?” «I did."" *“Do yon want
me?"  *“No, sir. My gal and her beaw
are spoonin’ around on the side stoop,.
and I blew the whistle to let him know
that it was time to skip or look out for
clubs. " -~ Detroil Free Press.

—I"m afrald 1 was eheated on those
lightning rods,” “What's the matter
with them?' *I hadn't bad'‘em up
mor'n a month when a fearful stroke of
lightning knocked 'em all ways for
Sunday, burned my barn, and every-
thing in i, *“Butdidn’t the agent
give you a guarantee?' “Oh, yes; L
wrote to him, and he wrote back very
consolingly.” *What did he say?™*
“That lightning never strikes twice in
the sameo place.” —Rochesler Post-Er=
presi.

—+]s there anybody about this estab-
lishman who loves poetry?"” he saidi
as he opensd the door and glared
around the editorial room with a doubg-
ful look. **Certainly there is,"’ said the
editor; **have you got some there?™
*Yes, four poems, all of 'em on spring,'™
“Good! Toat’s just what wo want.
John sprinkle a little mint sauce on
thesa nnd take ‘'em down-stalrs.'®
“What for?"" demanded the poet. . **Fop
the gont. He is the only one about the
establishment who loves poetry. Bug
he won't eat spring poetry  withous
mint sauce.”' —XN, Y. Sun,

—A young msin

J7,085,635 papers were sold. —CUwrrent




