
NAY AND YEA,

A pretty little maiden
Lives across the street from me;

Ier father is a captain,
Who is gone away to sea.

I often nod to her,
And she does not say mue nay;

In fact I think she likes it,
Though she does not say me yea.

I met her in the wood road-
She had been walking there alone,

And had stopped to rest a moment,
By the path, upon a stone;

So 1 sat me down beside her.
And she did not say me nay;

In fact I think she liked it,
Though she did not say me yea.

I met her one bright morning,
Walking down the village street

Her dress it was so pretty,
Her face it was so sweet,

That I walked along beside her,
And she did not say me nay,

I rather think she liked it,
Though she did not say me yea.

We were wand'ring one evening,
In the lane beyond the hill;

The air was calm and fragrant,
The place was cool and still;

And I took her hand a moment,
She did not say me nay;

Then I claimed her mine forever!
At last she said me yea.

-Emilia Elliott,in Con mercial Advertiser.

An Unsuspected Criminal.
A TRUE STORY.

While I was journeying through Den-
inark as a young man, my stay at Copen-
hagen was prolonged by the intense in-
terest which I took in the following case,
which, for barbaric injustice and the
severity of the penalty for the crime
committed, exceeds any punishment
which could be administered at the hands
of a civilized community in modern
times.

After having viewed the Danish capi-
tal, I began to explore the surrounding
country.

In the course of one of my rambles,
and while proceeding in the direction of
Elsinore, I was overtaken by a sudden
storm. The thunder growled, the light-
aing flashed, and the rain came down in

such torrents, that, hardy as I was, and
inured to such accidents, I was fain to
look round for shelter; and observing a
cottage, through an opening in the trees,
I hastened toward it. My request for
shelter was cheerfully complied with, by
Peter Jansen, the owner of the cottage;
his wife kindly pressed me to take some
ieefreshment, while her daughter brought

ne a seat. Being well acquainted with
the Danish language, I entered into con-
versation with the good old man.

"You seem to be very comfortable
here," said I.

"Yes, truly, that I am," he replied;
"I have reason to be contented with my
lot; I have sufficient means for the sup-
port of my family; I have a good wife, a
son to work for me, and," continued he,
looking at his daughter with a good-
humored smile, "a daughter to plague
mne."
4 The old man went on to tell me that

o r son Joseph, who was daily expected
home, was a sailor, and that his daugh-
ter, who was betrothed to a young
sailor, a shipmate of her brother, was in
the service of a lady residing near Copen-
hagen, who had permitted her to spend
a few days with her parents. So soon,
however, as the important business of
preparing the winter provisions of the
family was over, she was to return to
her parents' house, when the wedding
-was to be celebrated. There was ani ap-
pearance of so much worth and goodness
about these simple people, that I willing-
ly complied with 'their invitation to re-
main all night under their roof.

After having partaken of their
frugal repast of rye-bread, milk and
'eggs, I was conducted to a neat chamber,
where I slept as sound as a top till next
morning. Soon after breakfast, I took
leave of my hosts, who would not
accept of any remuneration from me,
saying that if his sailor boy ever visited
my home, I should repay what I had re-
ceived in kind. This I promised to do;
and after having accepted an invitation
to witness the marriage of Elise with

{Eric Polsen, I set out on my return to
'Copenhagen. I had not, however, pro-
ceeded far, when I heard some one run-
ning after me and calling on me to stop.
I turned round, and was surprised to see
Elise running up the hill, quite out of
breath with the haste which she had
made to overtake me. I observed that
she held something n her hand, which,
an her nearer approach, I discovered to
be my purse.

'AOh, sir!" cried she, "I was so afraid
I would not overtake you. You left your
purse on the table; and we were se
vexed, for we did not know where to
send it to you; and what would have be-
come of you without your purse in a for-
eign land?"

"Why, my amiable Elise," I replied,
"<if all hearts were as good and kind as
those I found under your roof, I should
mot have missed it much."

I pressed her to take a piece of gold,
but she steadily refused; and, after re-
minding me of my promise to be present
at her marriage, and expressing many
good wishes for my journey, she returned
Jiome, and I pursued my way to Copen-
hagen, which, however, I soon after left

-on a tour through the country.
I returned to the capital a short time

previous to the period fixed for the mar-
riage of Elise, and my employment on
arriving in Copenhagen was to purchase
for her a quantity of bridal finery and
some useful household furniture, and on
a clear, tine morning I set out. to visit
Any former host.

On approaching the cottage I ob-
served that an unusual stillness reigned
stound. The door was closed, and the
icurtain of the little window of the room
$hich the family generally occupied was
t'oselS y dra I feared that some evil
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parently overwhelmed with grief, his
snow-white hair hanging in disorder
round hi4 face. His wife stood leaning
over him,\ her eyes red and swollen with
weeping, j while a tall, handsome youth,
in a sailr-'s dress, was pacing about the
room, 'while big tears rolled down his
sun-burnt cheeks. I looked round for
Elise; she was not there, and I doubted
not that her parents were mourning her
loss.

'My good friends," said I, advancing,
''I -ytnpathize in your affliction; this is
a sad stroke for parents to suffer."

"You have heard, then?" said Peter,
in a stifled voice.

'I have heard nothing," I replied,
"but I fiud you in grief. I do not see
vyur daughter: she has been taken from
you. Lament not too deeply an early
death; she has been removed, but, I
trust, to a happier coontry."

The old man groaned.
*Joseph," said he to the young sailor,

"tell him your sister's state; I cannot."
"Although all D)emark was to pro-

nounce her guilty, I will not credit it!'
exclaimed Joseph, with impetuosity.
"But what difference does that make?"
continued he, dashing away a tear.
"Who will believe me?"

A considerable time elapsed before the
sufferers were sufficiently composed to in-
form me of the cause of their grief, of
which I at length collected the follow-
ing particulars: A few days after I had
last visited them, Elise returned to the
family in whose service she was engaged.

I About this period, her mistress, Madame
Muller, began to complain of missing
valuable articles of wearing apparel,
which Elise, under whose charge the ar-
ticles were placed, declared must have
been stolen from the paddock in which
the clothes were dried. The losses at
first were few, and Madame Muller, after
enjoining a more strict witch to be kept,
passed them over; but this seemed only
to embolden the culprit; and when dam-
ask napkins, laces and many other expen-
sive articles disappeared, madame be-
came exasperated, and charge Elise with
having secreted them. Elise protested
her total innocence, but in vain.
The articles had been es-
pecially committed to her charge;
they had been put into the paddock to
dry; this paddock, which had afforded
pasture for a cow, was surrounded by a
wall so exceedingly high as to render it
impossible that any one would venture
over it. What made the affair appear
still more against poor Elise was the fact
that these thefts were committed in open
day, the clothes never being ieft in the
green after dusk, and also that the win-
dow of the laundry looked into the pad-
dock; so that, if any one had come over
the wall, Elise must have seen. them.
Poor Elise could only declare that she
had put out the things to dry, that she
had seen no person enter the paddock;
but what became of the things she knew
not.

Matters were in this state when a
small silver spoon disappeared. A ser-
vant recollected having seen it in Elise's
hand, who said that she had been using
it for making starch, and that she had
laid it down on the outer sill of the laun-
dry window for a few minutes, while she
went up to her mistress's chamber with
some clothes, and that when she re-
turned the spo n was gone. The ser-
vants, all being examined, swore that
they had never gone near the window, I
and that no one but the family had en-
tered the house. In short, everyone be-
lieved that Elise was secreting these
things for her new household. She was
charged with theft and committed to
prison, and the time appointed for her
trial was fast approaching.

You may well suppose how much I was
distressed by the account. The silent
affliction of the parents and the more
stormy grief of the young and ardent
sailor affected me deeply.

"My friends," said I, "do not despair.
She is innocent; I am certain she is in-
nocent."

As I said this the young man wrung
my hand.

"Oh, sir," he exclaimed, "what a
comfort it is to hear these words; but
how shall we be able to prove her inno-
cenca?"

"I can declare what at least is pre-
sumptive proof, that she is incapable of
committing this crime," I replied; and I
then reminded them of the incident of
her bringing me the purse and of her re-
fusal to accept of the gold I offered her

-circumstances which I hoped would
weigh greatly in her favor.

My exertions to console these good
people were not without effect, and they
gradually became composed. I learned
from them that Joseph was to return
next day to Copenhagen to take every
possible step to prove the innocence of
his sister, and that Eric Polson was al-
ready there and eager to assist in clear-
ing the fame of his betrothed. The
greaterpart of the night was spent in
discoursing on this melancholy subject.
Early next morning I returned to the
city, accompanied by Joseph; and I re-
paired without delay to the prison, where
I was permitted to see my young friend,
with whom I had a long interview. If
any doubt of her innocence had arisen in
my mind, her demeanor would alone
have been sufficient to dispel them. Her
ingenuous countenance was indeed

clouded with grief, but no secret feeling
of guilt troubled her calm brow.

I conversed a long time with her, but
without gaining any information which
could lead to the discovery of the real
culprit. I learned that she was on the
most frioydly terms with all her fellow-
servants; that they gave evidence against
her with the greatest reluctance; and that
they all bore the highest testimony to her
character previous to the time at which
these thefts were committed. I shall not
dwell on the details of the trial; suffice
it to say, that the proofs of her guilt,
upon the strongest circumstantial evi-
dence that could be produced, appeared
beyond a doubt. It was proved by the
witnesses that the articles missing had

been in Elise's hands the last time they
were saeen as lit ws shown i e
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u, bad disappeared in such a way
noon-aelse could have takenit. The

unfortunate Elise could urge no defense

t1mb made any impression on her judges.
In their opinion she was clearly guilty of
the heinous offense of earrying on a reg-
ular depredation of her mistress's prop-
erty, and, according to the cruel laws of

the country, was condemned to death.
I took on myself the painful task of

breaking the afflicting intelligence to the

parents; but the shock was so severe-as
to lay the good old man on a sickbed,
from which it seemed more than prob-
able that he would never rise. Joseph
stifled his own grief, and strove to con-
sole and comfort his sister under this
terrible stroke. But the gricf of Eric
would not be controled, and a brain-fe-
ver was the consequence of the agonies of
his mind. I never allowed a day to pass
without visiting the poor prisoner. Con-
scious of her innocence, she had never
ceased to believe that this would be
manifested, till the fatal sentence put a

period to her hopes; but she bore her af-
fliction meekly, and courageously pre-
pared to meet her fate.

The more that I saw of the unhappy
Elise, the more did I feel myself inter-
ested in her case. 1 perceived she was
the victim of some extraordinary mys-
tery, which would sooner or later be
cleared up, and establish her innocence;
but, in the meantime, she would be put
to an ignominious death, and it would
serve little purpose to have her innocence

proved after she had yielded up her life.
With these impressions on my mind, I
lost no time in trying to procure a delay
to her execution, or a mitigation of her
sentence, in which I was assisted by the
humane clergyman who attended her in

prison. Through the kindness of the
British Ambassador, I procured an au-
dience of one of the principal men of the
court. To this nobleman k communica-
ted all that I knew and felt respecting
Elise's case, the honesty of her family,
and her own hitherto unimpeachable
character, and besought hun to procure
for her the merciful interposition of the
reigning Prince.

"Stay but the execution for a few
weeks," said I, "and I have no doubt
whatever but the innocence of the young
woman will, in that interval be madcap-
parent."

My urgent representations did not,
however, seem to be of much avail; the
Baron was a courteous but a somewhat
positive man; he did not like it to be
supposed that he required any one to
suggest a line of policy which he should
follow. Bowing me out of the bureau, he
said he would think of what I had rep-
resented to him, and see what could be
done. Elise's religious attendant was at
the same time busy in another quarter,
and we yielded ourselves to a faint hope
that the execution would be stayed, or
the punishment altered.

Day after day fled, yet each descend-
ing sun shone upon Elise at the grating
of herdungeon. Time flies on with fright-
ful rapidity, when the moments are
counted by those who are condemned to
die on the scaffold. The eve of the day
of execution at length arrived, and it
harrows up my very soul when I re-
call to remembrance the horrible pre-
parations which were making for the
taking away of the life of one of the most
simple and amiable creatures that ever
breathed. That night I could not retire
to my place of residence in the town; I
wandered round the prison in a sort of
distraction, while the stillness was ever
and anon broken by the noise which
the workmen made in erecting the scaf-
fold and preparing the apparatus of death.
Morning dawned, and as soon as I could
gain an entrance, I repaired to the prison
with a heavy heart. Elise was pale, but
perfectly composed. After thanking me
for the interest I had taken in her mis-
fortune, she said:

"I have yet another favor to ask of
you. Will you deliver these tokens of
my affection to my dear parents and
friendst"

I promised to fulfill her last wishes,
and she then gave me a number of little
packages, a lock of hair to her parents,
and a favorite brooch for Joseph. Her
companions and fellow-servants were not
forgotten. There was some little gift for
every one. She also made me the bearer
of a letter to Eric, to be given to him
should his life and senses be spared.

''Pardon me, sir," said she, with a
smile, "for tasking your kindness so
deeply; but I feared that if I addressed
my dear brttier on this subject, his grief
would destroy the fortitude which I have
struggled so severely to acquire."

Joseph now entered; but I shall pass
over the scene that followed. It is many
years since I witnessed it, but the recol-
lection still brings tears to my eyes. As
she was conducted to the scaffold, all
the spectators were in tears. Her
youthful and modest appearance, her
sweet and ingenuous countenance, and
her air of resignation and piety interested
every heart; sobs and groans were heard
through every part of the assembled
multitude; women wept aloud, and many
a gray-bearded man turned aside to dash
away the large drops that fell from his
eyes. The feelings of her brother al-
mast baffle description. On first en-
countering the moving mass assembled to
witness his sister's execution, Joseph
looked around with an expression of
fierceness and disdain; but, on meeting
their sympathizing glances and seeing
the tears that bedewed their faces, his
countenance changed and he appeared
nearly suffocated by emotion.

The fatal moment at length arrived;
the term of her earthly sufferings was
about to close, when a sudden tumult
arose at the extremity of the crowd. I
heard a confused murmur which grad-
ually increased in loudness. The sensa-
tion, as it soon appeared, was caused by
the approach of an officer of government,
bearing an order to release the culprit, a
pardon having been granted in her
favor, or rather, as it appeared, her in-
nocence having been made apparent.
From gloom and sadness, all became
suddenly joy and hilarious exclamation.
I confess my inability to depict the scene
which followed in a way it deserves to
be portrayed; so let me explain, in a few
happy words, the cause of so happy a
termination of this singular drama.

Perhaps you may smile when I nform
you tht the true culprit, the only rob-

ber of Madame Milancr's premises, wag

discovered to be no one eise but the

cow which browsed in the paddock be-

hind her mansion. Its voracity in seiz-

ing upon and swallowing articles, cer-
tainly ill calculated to serve it for food

was discovered in time to save poor El-

ise's life. The animal was slaughtered,
and in a cavity in its stomach was found

the spoon which had been carried off so

mysteriously; a fact which explains eve-

rything ehe.
The news of this remarkable event,

and the release of the deeply wronged
Elise, were received by all classes of

citizens with the utmost gratification.
Crowds from all parts of the city-and,
among the rest, Eric Polson, who would

permit no restraint on account of his re-

cent illness-attended at the prison to

congratulate the now fully acquitted
Elise. A shout of joy met her ear as
she stepped forth hanging on the arm of
her lover; the best men in the city shook
her ny the hand; her fortitude was the
theme of every tongue; and when I de-

parted from Copenhagen on my journey
through Holstein to Keil, I had the ex-
ceeding pleasure of leaving her comfort-

ably married and restored to the affec-

tions of her parcnts.-Yew York Ledgee.

Flowers By the Ship Load.

A wonderful sight that attracts the
attention of those visisting New York

city is the departure of one of the across-
Atlantic ferry steamships. If the day is
fair and the hour of departure not too

early, hundreds of people go down to see
the steamer off-some to say good-by to
friends; others from sheer curiosity to
see who is going. The steamers vary in
size and build, and the latest comers are,
of course, the biggest and the most com-
modious. Suites of apartments are the
rule now, and a party may be as comfort-
able en voyage as at home. A remarka-
ble sight in these steamer departures is
the flowers. The saloon tables are all
crowded with the offerings of friends to
those departing. There they are in all
form' color and perfumes, from the

queenly rose to the modest little forget-
me-not. Ships, ancrors, herats,cushions,
easels-all in gorgeous profusion and
duly ticketed and labeled. And this
summer or winter, whether the flowers
are cheap or dear, all is grist to the flor-
ist. Standing in the cabin of the City
of New York the other day, viewing the
beautiful display, I heard a fair Califot-
nienne whisper in saddened tones: "How
beautiful! And yet just think an hour
after we leave they will all be scattered
over the waves." Which the same is a
fact people who pay hundreds of dollars

for these elegant souvenirs ought to re-
member. The rule is inexorable, except

perhaps for hand bouquets; overboard
they go when the bar is crossed. The

display on the City of New York cost
over $2000. About ten steamers leave
every week. Figure the annual cost at

your leisure.-San Francisco Chronicle.

Oldest Bank Notes.
The oldest bank notes are the "flying

money," or "convenient money," first is-
sued in China, 2697 B. C. Originally
these notes were issued by the treasury,
but experience dictated a change to the
banks under Government inspection and
control. A writer in a provincial paper
says that the early Chinbsc "greenbacks"
were in all essentials similar to the mod-

ern bank notes, bearing the name of the
bank, date of issue, the number of the
note, the signature of the official issuing
it, indications of its value in figures, in
words and in the pictorial representation
in, coins or heaps of coins equal in

amount to its face value, and a notice of
the pains and penalties of counterfeiting.
Over and above all was a laconic exhor-
tation of industry and thrilt: "Produce
all you can; spend with economy." The
note was printed in blue ink on paper
made from the fiber of the mulberry tree.
One issued in 1399 B. C., is still careful-

ly preserved in the Asiatic Museum, in
St. Petersburg.-Vewo York Dispatch.

Long Lost Brothers.
A ticket seller in the Union Depot at

Atlanta, Ga., relates the following inci-
dent as having occurred there recently:
"A man came up to my window and
asked for a ticket to Palmetto. Another
man was standing just behind and made
the same re: uest. As I handed out the
tuo tickets No. 1 said to No. 2:

'Are you going to Palmetto?'
" 'I am.'
"The two men looked hard at each

other for a minute, and then No. 2
asked:

" 'What's your name?'
" 'Roonley-John Roonley. What's

yours?'
" 'Frank Roonley. I thought I knew

you. You are my brother.'
"The two men were brothers and had

not seen each other in forty years."

The Flight of the Cranes.
Milledgeville, Ga., was treated recent-

ly to a novel exhibition by a flock of
cranes. There were probably more than
a hundred of the lank fowls in the drove,
and quite a number of the citizens
watched them for nearly an hour as they
soared through the air high above the
city. They were as perfectly drilled as
the average military company, and there
was not a hitch in their movements. They
seemed to be governed by the movements
of a leader, and in every wheel or turn
there was not the slightest break. It
was the first exhitition of the kind ever
seen in Milledgeville,and there were some

bigoted denizens wondering about its
omen.-Atlanta (Ga.) Constitution.

Slate in Pepper.
All epicures are very, particular about

their pepper, and experience much diffi-
culty in obtaining a kind to suit them.
The spice is so easily adulterated that
few if. any manufacturers can withstand
the temptation- The Biddeford (Me.)
Journal say that ground slate is "one of
tfhe neatest pepper adulterates," and that
it is an open secret that a few years ago
quite an extensive business was carried
on at the slate quarry in Saco, grinding
and shipping slate to New York for the
express purpose of increasing the peppeR
output.

BUDGET OF FUN.
HUMOrtOTUS SKETCHES FROM

VARIOUS SOURCES.

Love vs. Patriotism-SO Womafly-

Information Wanted - Sad Ex-

pcerince.-Suiting the Action

to the Word-Etc., Etc.

The umpire stood with dauntless air,
And a most handsome man was lie
In the grand stand sat a maiden fair,
And susceptible, very, was she.
Fast fluttered her foolish young heart that

day,
Whenever his glance were turned her way,
And once to herself was heard to say,
"tOh, how 1 do wish I could mash him.

But when that umpire of fearless mien
Decided against the home nine,
And fined our captain, with a smile serene.
A great big ten dollar fine,
Then awakened that maid from love's sweet

dream,
And there came in her eyes a wrathful gleam,
As she yelled in tones that were almost a

scream,
"Oh, howI wish some one would smash him '

-Terre Haute Express.

S0 WOMANLY.

"I never buy things not useful; though
I do sometimes buy things I do not need."

"I never do either; at least I always
find use for things I do not want."-

Argesy.

INFORMATION WANTED.

"AAh, sure, Bridget, if I should die I

wish ye'd have me leg cut open by the
dockthers. I'd jist like ter know fur

certain what give me so much trouble."
-Argosy.

SrITING THE ACTION TO THE WORD.

"Get under that ball," yelled the cap-
tain, as the batter knocked a high fly to
center field. "All right!" replied the
fielder, running forward and then stop-

ping, 'I under-stand. "-Hureard Laos-

I1IS DESIRE GRATIFIED.

"Ah, love, I would like to listen to

you all night," said Clarence, as he rose
to ;oh

Six months after they were married he
chanced to stop out fifteen minutes after
his hour, and he had his desire gratified.
-Statrsmani.

UNFORTUNATE.
Out of work.
"And haven't you anything to do?"
"Not a thing."
"Well, I just passed a shop where em-

ployes of both sexes were called for."
"That's just my luck! I only belong

to one."-Judge.

SAD EXPERIENCE.

Cholly (meditatively)-"By Jovel I
wish I knew what Kitty Keene would say,
if I should ask her to marry me."

Holly (with a tone of bitter reminis-
cence)-"I could tell you what she said
to me when I did, if it would help you
any, old fellar!"-Puck.

IN THAT THEY ARE ADEPTS.

"In your experience with the Indians,
Mr. Trotter, have you discovered among
them any artistic ability?'

"Oh, yes, Mr. Mahistick; they have
no equals in drawing"-

"You don't say?"
"In drawing rations.'"-Judge,

AN APPROPRIATE GIFT.

"To-morrow is Bronson's birthday. 41
say, fellows, let's send him a phono-
graph."

"Do you think he'd like it!"
"Like it? Did you ever know of a

man who was fonder of hearing himself
talk than Bronson?"-The Epoch.

STILL GROUND FOR IIOPE.

"But, Clara, what could you have
been thinking of, to engage yourself to
such an absent minded man?"

"I recent my word every minute, but
my hope is that when we get to the
church he will forget, and say 'no,' in-
stead of 'yes.' "-Flieqcnde Blaetter.

A TALE OF TWO LIALS.

Duval-''I have seen a diver who
stayed under water for half an hour."

Dubois- "That is nothing. I have
seen one who stayed under for one hour."

Duval- 'Ah, well! I once saw a
woman plunge into the Mediterranean
and she has not come up yet. "-Paris
Figaro.

HE WAS FRIGHTENED.

"Oh, no, let's not go!" exclaimed the
little boy, as his nurse proposed going
on board a yacht, and then the youngster
burst into tears.

"Why, Willie, what in the world is
the matter?"

"I just h-h-heard one m-m-man tell
another to set the s-s-spanker."-Lie.

NO CHARITY.

"May I take a kiss before I ,c, dear-
est?" said George, as he prepa ed to de-
part.

"You may borrow one, George," said
the charming Jennie, "but you must not
take one, for mother has repeatedly cau-
tioned me against giving kisses to any
one."

So George was obliged to borrow.-
Boston Courier.

UNSOLICITED TESTIMONIALS.

"If I am wakeful at night," said the
author, "I always put mypelf to sleet by
following out, in my mind, the thread of
some one of my stories from the begin-
ning. Presently the incidents and char-
acters become confused, and the first
thing I know I am asleep."

"That's a fact," said the friend, en-
thusiastically, "I can go to sleep over
any of 'em."-Chicago Tribune.

NEVER.

pokey--''I was surprised at what Col-
onel Hookem just tcld me about his
latest fishing trip."

Hokey-"Pshaw ! When you've
known the Colonel as long as I hber

you'll never he surpr : aryt::; he

says-. 'i Sy h
Pokey-"He says he not very f,.r

iiloey- What!"-Darva f, I'rm.

NO NEW'.

"Does de razah hurt y ithe

barber in the unintert: t irl, pu kI:', tory
manner usual to hin.

Yes, it does, inf t 0.: :1: ;V19

the emphatic reply.
The rnmarki brounlht .:n in the

situation. and the run in ti' c('ir ai':

'I told you that the razr 1urt n.

' Xes, hli. was the r l. piun re-

joinier. "free or foh oaids 'i u'rni'n -aii
de same t'ing terdayr." ":;;{; e

r\DtD'STOO) THE Brimacy

First Dude-"1Hew is it thr.: yo;]
invitations to bails, parties, wetlin".

and like festivities?"
Second Dude-' It is th" simplest

thing in the world, my . r fellow.
When I suspect that any Of me t igwi
acquaintances are going to Wive a blow-
out, I tell them that I shall he out of
town. They imagine it is si>' to invite
me. They do so, and lo ael leiiolil, I
bob serenely up. Strategy, nay boy,
strategy!"- Tixas Sftpint's.

HELPING BItf OUT.

The Young Man (argumentatively)-
"But don't you see, Miss Bessie, that
when you reason in that way you are only
begging the question?"

The Young Woman (blushing beauti-
fully)-"I ann sure, Mr. Peaincle, I-I
didn't intend to-to beg you to-to ask
me any question."

[Sudden mustering up of courase on
the part of the bashful Mr. Peduncle and
agitated propounding of question Miss
Bessie had been waiting to hear.;-Chi-
cagw Tribtne.

THE EDITOR S DILEMIMA.

First Subscriber-"I'm done with the
editor of the Lugie."

Second Subsciber-"So am I. What
did he do for you?"

"I'm going out into the country for a
few weeks to live on a farm and reduce
expenses, and I hinted at the chump to
give me a complimentary notice to the
effect that I had gone to Saratoga, and
he never mentioned my name at all.
What did he do for you?"

"What did he do for me? He put in
his measly paper that I was going to
spend the summer at Saratoga, and my
creditors are just hounding me to death
in consequence of it."-Texas Sjftings.

HOTTER STILL.

He entered the Woodbridge street
station shortly after dinner yesterday,
with a torn coat, his back all dust and a
red lump on his forehead, and when asked
to state his case he began

"Last March I met an acquaintance on
Grand River street. It was raw and blus-

try, and he said it looked as if spring
would never come. Says I to him, says
I:

"'Possess your soul with patience. It
is only a question of time.' a J

"I met him again in April. It was
cold and rainy, and he said he doubted
if we should ever have warm weather.
Says I to him, says I:

"'My friend, don't blaspheme. Nature
knows what is for our best good.'

"I met him for the third time in May,
and he jumped up and down and swore

that it was to be twelve months winter.

Says Ito him, says I
"'The impetuosity of some men works

their ruin. Trust in Providence.'
"And just now I met him out here. He

had his coat and hat off and was sitting
on a box and panting like a dog. And I

went up to him and says, says I:
"-Are this hot 'nuff for you, and

didn't I tell ycu so?'
--And the inconsistent, erratic, impetu-

ous chump arose and knocked me down,
and I want him arrested."-Detroit Free

P;-ess.

THE TEST FAILED.

Chaptet I.-The summer day was
drawing to a close and it was time for

the picknickers to return home. They
had battled with abandoned mosquitoes,
fired stones and. disguised expletives at

itinerant pigs, ch 'aged their camping-
ground two or thrj times on account of

bumblebees' nea sunburned the-

noses, and cauglt 'ne small mud-cat,
sixteen crawfish ud cne snapping-tvrtle.
The only thing et to be done was to

finish the contits of the luncb-baskets
and eat what r aine of the ne-cream.

A little apar'froin he othbrs sat, on a
buggy-cushio, Oliv r Pemnele and the

young lady t who b' had devoted
himself durig the d y

Chapte Iit" ud," he said as he
brushed an ill-bre country insect from
her drt's and thre a sycamore chip at

so -nusitive half- rown pig that was

trying to be sociablbe "I managed to

get this saucerful 4f ice-cream before it

was all gone."
And he set it ;down on an inverted

bucket.
"There is morehan I want, Oliver,"

she said. "'We Vill eat it together."
Oliver's hea1 t beat wildly. With a

trembling hauni he took two spoons from
the basket bepide them, gave one to his
fair companion kept the other himsetf_-
and waited.*

Chapter III.-The young lady opened
the baaet, took out another saucer,
emptied half of the ice-cream into it,
and-proceeded leisurely to eat her por-
t!an.

And then Oliver put his saucer down,
went off and sat on the bank of the
stream, and looked pensively over into
the marshes beyond,where the bull-frogs
were sounding the opening notes of their
overture.

"It didn't work," he said to himself,
'I needn't hang around that girl any

longer."
And the buggy in which Oliver and

Maud traveled homeward reachw its
Idestination three hours ahead of any of
the others.- Chicago Tribune.


