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*Hor DA Are cold, hor fuce (v white

mu Tﬂl I'IOLH'S
BY OLIVER WRNDELL HOLMIN,

N wore her pulses come snd go;
Her sym are shut to life and light ;

Fold the light venture, snow oi xnow

And luy her whers the violets blow,

Bot not buneati: u graven stane,
To plond for tesrs with alien oyos;
A slender crons of wood slons
Hhall any that liste & maiden Hes
1n posce bansath the poaculul shies,

And gray ol trean of bugest tmb
Bhall wheel thedr eirellog shadows ronnd

To minka the seorelilng sunlight dlm
st drfaks Lo greouness from the ground,
And drop thelr dead lsaves oo the mognd

For her Lhe morning cholr will sing
ts mating from the beanoha high,

And every minmred soles of spring
That thrilis beseath the April uky
Bhall greot her with Iin serllest oy,

Al Inst the Footlets of the times
Bl And the prison where shia Hos,
And boar the buried dust they selen
In laaves and blossoins o the skios—
Bo may tho soul that warms b rise.

If any, born of kindbler blosd,

Bbould sak; *What maiden Lss below P
Bayonly this: “A tender bod

That trisd Lo Dloseom: In Lhe snow

Liva n:ll.wtu.l whﬁu |lu- vivlels Lilow,*

THE lil:LATIID MESSAGE.

A Momorinl l)n, Incident,

BY VELMA CALODWELL-MELVILLE,

Onie could searcely imagine s more
striking oontrast Lhan that preseuted by
the two ladies in the Thornton carriage
ns it rolled slong in the procession,
heading towsrd the cewstery, on Sal-
dier's Memorial Day.  The one was
small snd dark—very dark—and the
beauty, which had evilontly once be-
longed to her face, seemed to have boon
consumed by some inward fire, the dy-
ing oouls of which still flashed fitfully
into life in the dark eyes. She wore s
gray cloth ulster, unfustened st the
front revealing a hlack silk dress of
suspioious newness. A tiny gray bonnet
surmounted by black tips und ornaments
of jot rested, rather among than above,
the puffs of soft white hair. All together
hers was a striking face and figure; but
one from which the easual observer
turned and alutost drew a sigh of relisf
s his aye rested on the other ooccupsnt
of the seal.  The lattor bad svery ad-
vaniage however as the light blus trap-
pings of the carringe had been ordered
exprossly to sot off the blonde besuty
of Panl Thomton's bride; and then to
her belonged youth, hope, snd love.
Her costume was of pale pink flannel
with facings, trimmings, aud other ne-
veasories of white,

They were nearing the eairance to
the Union Cemetery, when the elder
womin spoke in a low passionate voice:

“Gludys, 1 pcannot go in there; 1 tall
you, I cannot, I hate them all, the
living and the dead. 1o you think I
can listen while one f{oo eulogizes
another, and notery out and toll them
that they are thieves and murderers?”

*“Hush, mother, oh, do hnsh! sowe
one will hear you. Don't feel like that:
these peoplo are not our foes, but friends;
and presently they will go over there,”
{and Panl Thoruton's wile pointed to
another enclosure s fow rods distant,)
“and do honor to our dead. 1 am sure
it showns that they are good, whon they
save some of their beantiful flowers for
the graves of their enemies. W have
never dove such a thing. See! there is
Panl; don’t he play nicely, mother "

Daring this speech Gladys had taken
oue of her mother's hands in her own,
and now smiled proudly into her stormy
face.

"I suppose so; but you have eyes and
ears for no one elsa.  Paul Thornton
may be well enough, but it doss mot
niske me love him that he has robbed me
of the one taing I had left on earth—
my ohill Botilisas I have always
ssid, I am bound tolose all T have for
the sake of the North. Even you,
Gladys, are ohanged, grown eold-
blooded sinoe you laft the Sanny South.
T almost wiah I had never lot you come.™

Their carriage had driven o & posi-
tion that made further conversation out
of tasto, and saved the daughter the
pain of replying.

While the services, to the one so dis-
gusting and irritating, to the other so
full of soul and beanty, are in progress,
we will glunce briefly st the past history
of the two,

Helen Glanly had had s lovely homae,
a fond husband, and o charming baby
girl at the tima of the war; st its close
she had nothing save the last named.
Bhe had been twicn tho rebel Ter hus-
band was, and had nrged Lim into the
servico; and when a maranding parly
pillaged ber goods, drove off ber stook, |
und burned ber home, she had defendesd |
hot rights to the Inst with & brace of
pistole, Hors wan s deep passionats na-
tare fall of Southern fire aond bheat, Not
long after she lnd booh foreed o seck
sheltor with her only sister, she fonnd
her husbatd's name amoog tho missing;
nigl later o friced wrote her that they
had buried what they supposed to be
his bady, his face being burned by what

seemed 0 have beesn a powder ex-
pledion, beyond resognition.

It seomed to her friends that she
must suroly die too, so wildly did she
beat sgainat the bars of the oage fate
(in & mensure assisted by hersell) had
built about her, She would listen to
no sympathy, and unremsoniogly in-
sisted that no ones griel’ and Joss was
equal to her own.

To what extremity hor abandonment
of solf-control, and indulgence in » de-
girg for reveage might have esrried her,

ilumuhia Mmﬂu fuot that she
mmlwﬂdosu“lﬂmdhrhrnulnﬁ
ohild been thrust more foreibly upon
her by the death of her brother-in-law,
The iattor left & Jarge family and small
property, sud of course the widow could
do nothing toward the support of her
nislor or bube,

Helsu Gleoly hed never been
obliged to so much ss fasten her own
clothes since her marriage, and had
been taught little that was useful be-
fore,

“What can I dot” she mosned help-
lesaly, looking st her white hands of
which she had ever beén so proud,
Eficiont and full of vigor she might be
in time of exeitement and dsnger, os-
pecially when nerved by temper and o
sense of wirong, but when it came to
working dusy by day for bread, came to
being servant instead of mistress, her
vourage formook her, aod she made but
& poor fight of it.  One thing, however,
she never neglected to do, and that wus
o endeaver to instill into Gladys'
breast har own hatred for the people of
the North, That they were all thieves
atd murderers, she appeared to frmly
believe. Until the girl was 16 years of
age the fight for existence had bean n
hard one for the poor little widow, made
doubly hard by ber utter unwillinguess
to forgive or forget.

A distant relative of her husband, liv-
ingat the North, chancing to Lear of |
their straitenod ciren oes, offered
to oure for anil eduneate Gladys,

“1 eannot let her go North,” she had
declared with all hor old fire and impot-
uosity. Of course friends argued the
ense with her, and Gladys, while dread-
ing the separation from her mother, snd
having a wholesome aversion, to & place
of which she had only Leard evil re-
ports, folt that it was an opportunity
not 1o be neglected and begged to go.
“I'will learn as fast us T oan, mother,

vmtﬂamhumntnmgahwduylml]

refurning to their future home, where
Mru. Gleuly joined them late in April.

CHladys Lind already provided her with
& suitable wardrobe, and both she and
her hnaband 3id all in their power o
make hor forget hor past with its bitter
memories, and be happy in the present.

The truth was the good woman was
surprised at the warmth snd cordiality
of the Northern people, and ocensionally
a trifle distrustfol of her old theories in
regard to them. This Memorial Day
service, howaver, woke all her old re-
sentment, and, as we have seen, she
succeeded in making Gladys unessy
and missrable.

After the services in the Union Cem-
etery were ended, the procession re-
formed and marched to the Confederata
yard. Beveral hundred graves were
here owing to the faot that st one time
many prisoners were sent to this
Northwestern city; snd so epidemic
breaking out among them, there was
great mortality,

At the entrance Mrs. Glenly ex-
pressed a desire to alight, and soon the
Indics were distribating the floral em-
blems that the elder had insisted on
bringing for these graves, Natorally

to road the inscription, She felt st
home here, and o tearful tenderness
took possession of her as she thought of
the poor fellows dying in this cohill
eountry, away from friends and home.
As soon as possible Panl Thoraton
joined them, esrrying the baaket and,
like Gladys, watchiog Mes. Glealy with
mingled pity sud dread.

quets sud wandered away from them
a little, when they saw her suddenly fall
upon her koces and lesn her hesd
agninst a slab,

“*What aila mother *" gasped the girl ;
and quickly they were Leside her,

and jpoon be able to take care of you, in-
stead of your working so hard for me,”
she urged. Mra. Glenly had never per-
mitted bor daughter to go out- to serv-
jee, suying: “‘Herbert Ulenly's ehild
shall not work for a living.” Mistaken
woman! CGiladys had much more of a
head for busisess than Ler mother, and
wonld have preferred almost any wmn-
ployment o inactivity and ignorance.
Bho was her father's own ii: iooks, tastes,
and disposition, and all her mother's
truining could not change her,

Mrs. (Heonly yielded st last, andsmil-
ing through her tenrs Giladys bade her
farewell with many bright predictions
for the future.

The relatives at the North wers most
happily disappointed when they saw

the beantiful girl, and, fading ler
ax good as she was | lovely, they
spared po means in giving her

a chanes for a thorough ednestion, At
18 she ontered college, sud among her.
first acquaintances were Fan snd Clare
Thornton, sisters, They became warm
Irisnds, and at the summer vacation she
went with them to their home for s few
woeks,

What happened during the visit was
most graphically described by Clare on
their return to school in  conversation
with another friend.

“If was just splendid, so romantic!
You see my brother Paul is awfully
tony, takes aftor papa's people in En-
gland. Papn has s consin that js s
duke, think of that, & real live doke
Mamma and the rest of us don't care s
fig for blood and pedigree, and all that
nonsense Deeatse- wo are—that |s
mamma is—pure American ; but I conld
always see Paul kind of lemned o
royalty.

“Well, some way he never seemed to
eare much about girls—never found one
to suit him anyway till Gladys Glenly
wonl home with us; aod the very Brst
hour, auy one with half an eye could
soe that he was struck. Bhe i= just
sristoeratio enough for him, and her
name too, you koow, las » romantic,
high-toned sound. The resnlt of it all
is they are as good as engaged, going
to correspond, and he is coming hoere

at the holidays. Ain't it all eo
lovely: and her mother s n
Boulhorn woman, and  hates the

Union people dreadfully becanse they

beat the South, killed her husband, and

destroyed all her property. They

owned slaves too you know,"” !
Puul Thornton had made the promised |
visit at the holidays, and written for a

sanction to their engagewent to her

friends st the Nortli and her mother at

the South,

Poor Mrs. Glenly had to fight snother

battle with herself. “They are bound to

rob me, bound to rob me!® she eried

| ertiel

“Look! look!” whispered the hall-

| fainting woman, and they read :

*Hranesy (GLesLy,
Co A, Ind Alsbuna ™

“Father!” cried Gladys,

“Can it be your husband? Was that
his regiment snd company? asked
Panl.

“$he very same,” mouned the widow,
“My bushaud! Ol my poor Herbert!
I nover bolieved it was your body they
told of burying on the battle fleld. I
thotight yon were taken prisoner. Did
you suffer much, dear? Were they
to you? Oh they were—tihey
were! They let you starve and die for
want of water and care! Iknow! 1
know! I've read too much of the hor-
rors ef prison pens!”

Gindys was weeping, and Paul
 begged ber mother to let him take her
home, promising to bring them sgain
on the morrow.

Finding all such efforts nseless, he as-
sured her—with pardonable prile, per-
haps—that prisoners taken by tle
North received the kindest of treat-
mont,

“I have often heard old soldiers speak
ol the difference,” be maid, “and have
been repeatedly told that the men who

must humanely treated;”
fused to be comforted,

Presently there was quite a crowd
gthered about them, and an explans-
tion had to be made,

“What! Not Herbert Glenly's widow
and child ¥ eried & one-legged old wvet-
eran hobbling forward. “Dless me! 1
closed the poor fellow’s eyes myself, and
—why, to be sure, the young woman is
the pictureof him. He was 8 handsome
mun, and a good one, too. Why, ma'm,
you must have got the letter and pack-
age I seut you, just as 1 promised him I
wonld **

Mrs. Glenly wus loaning on Paul's
arm in o perfect tremble of excitoment,
Her dark eyes fairly blazed now, and
her manticr was us imperions as of old,

“Tell me all yon know, sir, for I
never n'mn ed one word.,”

“Mothier,” put in Gladys, “we mwd go
home now, and I will beg this geutleman

toitall. You are not strong enough to
hear more hore, and if it prove that it
doar father's grave wo will lm"Q the ro-
mains removed at onee.”

When the girl spoke in that firm way
she reminded her mother more than
aver of her lost husband ; and she usu-
ally submitted to her,

nutely from the soldior’s lips, and aftor
all these yoars Mrs. Glenly hiad the sat-
isfaetion of receiving hor hnsband's mes-

ngniti, going back over all her wrongs-
fanciad and real,
“Don't bo u fool, Helen,” her sister
exclaimed aogrily. “T suppose a rioh !
mun up there can make ua good o hus-
band ss a poor ono down here.  She is
evidently very mnch in love with the
fellow, and if T were youn, I'd say yes
quick enongh, and be polite about it
100 then you ean live with them and
won't have to slave all the rest of your
days.” ~
“But I conld never live up in that
eold dreary country, among such s olass
of people.”
“Maybe you won't saffur with the cold
if you have enongh to oat and wear,”
waa the short rejoinder.
The idea of having woalth and nposi-
tion once Mmorp was tho weight that
tipped thy soales toward an affiemative
in her raply 10 Panl Thomton,
They were married in March and

sage of farewell.

There was no doabt of the trath of
the story or the identity of the man who
slept in the lowly moond with jts head-
board of decayiog cedar, and the ro-
maing wers removed to s lot, pur
chased by Paul Thornton in the City

in'muuh‘r.\‘. aid 8 hundsome monnment
| ereoted

“To the sty of Herbart Glonly,
Aped 21 yoars, § nitithe aud 4 daye,
By Ms wite, Helen Glenly, sl  daugbter,
Gladys dlenly Thornton *

Five vears Iater, after the widow had
boen South on a visit, her sister wus
heard to exolnim?

“Well if T ever saw a changed woman
itis Holen Glenly. Thers don’t seem
to be one bit of ill-will in her heart to-
ward anyons, and she owns right up
that there is just as good people North
as Bouth.”

Max wants but alittle office hote be-
low, but lie want's that little long.

tosccompany us, und then we can listen |

That evening they had the story wi- |

DISABLED HORSES.,

Many of Them Ealen in Sandiciches by
London Street Gamina,

W. H. Ross, secrotary to Harrison &
Barber, horse alanghterers, told toa
Pall Mall Gazelte reporter that they
have seven alsughter houses in the
metropolitan  ares, tha largest being
that in the York road, Oamden Town.
They slanghter 25,000 horses a year.

| Whon a horse broke a limb or sustained

other irremediabls injury on the street
the police st once communicated with
their nearest depot. The company had
frequently been charged with eraalty in
allowing maimed horses 1o lis about for
hours before sending men to end their
sufferings. The trath was they were
very particular in this respect and if
such delays ocenrred it was through no
fault of theirs,  Was horse-flesh much
used for food ? Yes, to wconsiderable ex-
tent, he shonld say, Their churter did
not allow of their selling borseflesh for
food purposes, hut there were such es-
tablishmenta in the He had him-
self enten horseflesh in” France, and at
the company's annual dinner it was
served to the guests, some of whom de-

| clared they wonld not hsve, known it

enough she bent over ench ecedar slab |

The latter had taken s handfol of bou- |

from besf had they not been told. Tine
fut horses were slanghtered evéry week
—horses that were perfectly soungd, ex-
capt for some nocidental injury, und he
saw no reason why this flesh shonld not
be eaten. He had often scon street
gamins buy & slice of dried horseflesh,
place it between two bita of bread, and
eabitns a sandwich! Of course; most
of tha propared horsofleals passed under
the name of oat's meat, but it seems in-
eredible that the cats could consume it
all,
* Every part of the horse was put to
some uso ~flesh, hide, hair, hoofs, and
bones. Now tha! (and Mr, Ross held
up u small vial of beautifully transpar-
ent oil) was horse oil. One would
soaroely think such oil as that conld be
gol from the horse. Those other bot-
tles contained ofls of an infuriorquality,
They were used for lubrioating pur-
poses and for sospmaking. Most scaps
nowadays oontained horse grease,
Armed with a cigar and an order from
the sooretary of the company, our re-
porter made his way to the premises in
York road. The obliging manager said
they had bad oniy four horses in to-day,
Dut about seven thousand eight hun-
dred wers slaughtered here anually,
Most of the animals were oab, bus, or
tram horses. The establishment turned
out about twenty tons of horseflesh
evory week, They had forty-six dead
nud  twenty-one live Borses in mow,
They sontrasted with the various eab,
bus, and tram ccmpanies for injured

| horses at 30 shillings sach, alive or dead;
| Most of the live hiorses they got in were

injured internally by overwork or fall-
ing. A few were gone with congestion

| of the lungs. The work of slaughter-

ing went on day and night, thers being
two gangs of men for that purpose.
Horses were killed at night by three
“kosckers.” Fflean horses wera con-

| sidered w good night's work. The snf-

died here during the epidewic were |
but she re

ferings of the poor brutes were soon at
au end, 5 they were rendered insensi-
ble by a blow from & heavy ax.

CHANGES OF WEATHER.

What doth it profit & man?

In the morning he ariseth snd putteth
on his new spring overcoat and goath
forth humming a jocund lay.

And when noon is come, lo! the wind
rireth and prevaileth overall that region
round about,

And the prevalency with which it pre-
vaileth in more prevalent than uny other
prevalency that hath prevailed in all
time,

And the wind beateth upon that man;
¥ea, it smiteth him sore.

Also doth it rain; snd when eves is
come, lo! the coat is spoiled!

And the man taketh unto himself a
oold, and wist not what he is going to do
abont it

Now, on the morrow, he putteth on
the winter overcost,lest paradventurs,

i it be cold even yet again, and snoweth.

And even as on the preceding day the
weather shifteth itself about and waxeth
vary hot,

And the man doeth likewise, even as
the woeather waxeth he hot.

And many days and many nights doth
this thing continue, and no mun knoweth
the day nor the hour when the weather
changeth.

Verily,
mau ?—

varily, what doth it profit a
New York Telegram.

BRIGHT AND THE CLERGYMAN,

The following insldent is related on
th s anthority of Mr. W, L. Bright, M.
P.: “Mr. Bright went into au agrionl-
tural district one day, and he had to
walk fromthe station » long way into
csovillage. On the way a clergyman,
who was driving in & dog-cart, came up
to him, and the two men phassed the
time of day. The clergyman offored to
drive Mr. Bright into the village, and
Mr. Bright nocepted the offer, The
olergyman was a Tory, and he had boen
rending & speach Mr, Bright liad wade

the provious night, and, turning to Mr, |

Bright, he said: ‘Have you seen the
papers to-day, sir? ‘Yes,' said Mr,
Bright. ‘What's in thom? ‘Why,
that rascal Jobo Bright has been mak-
ing another speech.” “And what was it
abont' asked Mr. Bright ‘Why, so-
and-so and so-aud-so," and be went on
to ralate the incidents of the speech.
Then they discussed the topios and
Mr. Dright said: “Well, it is just pos-
siblo that Mr. Bright may lLave been
right, and that he was only expressing

his honest convictions, Thera may be
something in it,' ‘Oh, no, there can't
be,’ said the irste elergyman; “if T had
him hers I'd feel just like shooling
him.! Neithor revealed his identity,
but before they separated the olergy-
man invited Mr. Bright to go to kis
church next morning, snd Mr. Bright
promised to go. And he kept his word,
as bo always did, The clergyman took
for his theme Mr. Bright's speech, and
ot the conclusion Mr. Bright thanked
him for his very able sermon. As he
was going home to dinoer & friend of
the clergyman met him and ssid: “You
have been preaching under distin-
guished patronage this moring, then.’
‘No,’ said the clergyman. ‘Oh, yes,
you have,’ said the friend, ‘you had
John Bright among the jeongregation,
You must have noticed him in the front
in the middle pew. I know him per
fectly well, and I assure you it waa Mr,
Bright” ‘Why,' said the clergyman, ‘1
drove him to the village yesterday in
my dog-cart, and ecalled him = raseul
snd execrated him in all the moods and
tenses, aud he never said o word. He
kept perfectly ealm and cool. T have
insulted him. 1 must go snd aopolo-
gize at once."”

ARE ANITMALS NUPERSTITIOUS.

Do snimals sea ghosts? Of course
there are no ghosts, but that makes no
difference. Bclenca and philosophy
agree that it is not at all improbable
that nothing really exists and that noth-
ing is, exeept perturbstion of brain
cella, Anything that we mey think we
sea may not, after all, have any exist-
ence—nb any rate, it does not exist us
we se¢ it. Do animals know about
ghosts and do they think they see
tham? In his Iatest book Bir John
Lubboek undertakes to tell how the
world sppenrs to suimals, but'he doesn’t
enter into the pussibiliies of supersti-
tions among dogs and lLorses, for in-
stance. Certainly the world does not
appesar the same to the ant that it doea
to man; sand not guite the same to the
dog and horse, since the dog and horse
do not laugh. If we take tha coneln-
sion of seience respecting the develop-
ment of intelligence, we ought to be-
lieve that the more intelligent of the
lower animals have soperstitions thst

the least intelligent of human beings,
 That many avimals reason, draw
logical inferences beyond the operation
of instinet, is pretty well settled
When a dog or & horse has exhansted
all his experienes in  attempting to ae-
ecount for certmin ;'  iomenn, does it
conclude that the thing is supernatural
or out of the order of explicable phe-
nomenon? Novelists tell us about the
amazing fear of dogs and lhorses oxd'-
narily fearless, when placed under con-
ditions that excite the fear of supersti-
tious persons. Are there facts to
warrant this? If dogs nud horses see
ghosts they must .be capable of the
simplest form of religions emotion, that
is to say, the fear of the inexplicable
which in the savage is regarded by sei-
ence as the beginning of religion. Dogs
have what in science passes for moral
sense. They are conscious of wrong-
doing and practical self-restraint. Of
eourse it all grows out of the experience
that the doing of certsin things is ab-
tended with more pain than the mo-
mentary pleasure, but this, scicnce tells
us, i8 the basis of the moral sense. At
all evenis science is bound to admit the
potentiality of superstitions in animals,
—Milwaukee Sentinel.

ANALLS AN FOOL,

In some parts of England, snails are
still eaten as food—not, it is frue, as an
ordinary article of liet, but at stated
feasts. For instance. the Newcastle
glnss men were famons for their taste in
that direction. Every year they held
a sort of gastromomic festival at
which snails figured as the principal
diet. Whether the custom has since
fallen into decay is n question on which,
no doubt, local information is to be had
Simply roasted on the bars of the grate
snd eaten with pevper and vinegar
snails ara declared to be toothsome,
Hoaked in salt and waler and then
oooked and served after the fashion of
whelks and periwmkles, they are siill
better.

NOT TO-DAY: SOME OTHER DAY

Man with a Clab—Is the editor in,
boy ?

Office Boy—Yea.

Man—How is he fesling to-day, pretty
good, is he?

Boy—First rate. He just kicked »
ran down three fHghts of stairs. The
man came to lick him, you ses. O,
yes, he's fealing tip-top. Do you want
to see him ?

I won't trouble him to-day.
again, some other day.

ME TOOK THE HINT,
“Yes, Jeunio,” said the young lady's
bean as he clasped her small hand in
his and gazed lovingly into hor melting
eyes, “although I'm in comfortabic cir-
mmstances now, Uve seen the day when
I've been hard pressed.”

“Indeed ™ she said,

“Yes, indeed, pretty hard pressed.”

*I don’t remember,” she said with a
shy louk, "of ever having been hard
pressed.”

She was & momant after.

Tur Enastman, (Ga.) Jowrnal says
that “the idea of teaching every girl to
thump a piano and every boy to bea
book- keeper will make polutoes #4 a
bushel in twenty vears,

correspond in some measure to those of |

PLEASANIFIES

Atuﬂm—mm

Ax ivory handle—Feeling of sn ele
phant's tusks.

Lok is seldom s good master. His
pay-dsys are oo uncertain,

Fam play's n jewal ; but jewels don't
make a fuir piay —even of “ Anthony and
Cleéopatra.”

Tux policeman who goards the side
door of » liguor saloon on Bunday might
be called a bottle-stopper.

“Ir is s poor rule that won't work
both ways,” exclaimed the boy as he
threw the ferule st the schoolmaster’s
head.

Some men never keop st the head of
the procession until on the way to the
gmve. Even then they have to be oar-
ried to the front.

Waex & woman steps ont on the back
porch with her arms rolled up iu her
apron it is & sign to her neighbor that
shie has sgomathing to tell her,

You cdn always tell just how moch
wife loves her husband by watching to
sce how long she lets him have the
opera glasses at & spectacular show,

Mapam (engaging oonk)—Have yon
ever hind nny experience? Mrs, Maloney
(curtly}—Experienea is it? Shore I
wuz in siven places the pasht month,

"I uBSERVE by the papprs that Salli-
ven has sworn off sgain. Ji must be
bad for the distilleries.” “Not very,
He swears off too often to do them much
harm,”

Youxo Wik (at ball)—You are im-
proving wonderfully as a dancer. Don't
you remember how you wsed to tear my
dresses? Young Husband-- Y-en; 1
wasn't baying 'em then.

*Daneing,” she said, weeping, “when
wa wyre married five years ago I never
expected to'see you coming home at'l
o'clock’in the morning.” “Well, yon
wotldn't now, m’ dear,” he replied, “if
you'd only go to sleep earlier.”

Frigurixen Mother—For hesven's
sake, John, run for the dostor! Baby
has swallowad yonr ocollar-button. John
(turning over in bed)—How am I to go
for the doctor withont my collar-but-
ton? What nonsense women do hlk?
{(roes to slesp.) 4

“Rouent, dear, what is & jag?” “A
jag? ‘T don't’ know, Maria® “Mm
Jones says that Ler hushand told her
that he saw yon down town with yoor
jag on.” “Oh, yes. Iper, He mesnt
my box overcoat. It i somelimes callad‘
& jag."—Chioago Herald.

“Jomxyy,"” said the father, severely,
“are you still reading that history?",
“Yes, father.” “Well, you drop it pretty
quick, snd hustle oul with your base-
ball bat and go to practicing. If yow
ain't careful you' never will get l.nb.
fumons.” —Merchant Traveler,

O lady, who prides herself on her
youthful appearance, asks prococidus
hoy at table to wait on her a little. Old
Lady-—Now, my dear boy, when yom
get to be on old man I will wait on yon.
Boy (a little indignant)-—When I get to
be an old man you will be dead and
buried unlesa you expect to live like
She.

Crunson—Did you ever notice how
Boggs always feels of his vest pockes
befors pulling out his wateli? Sharply—
Yes; and I just found vut to-day why it
was. Clubson—What is the reason?
Sharply—Becanse he never recollects
whether he is carrying the watch ora
ticket, and hates tfo give his pawn-
broker away.— Burlington Free Press.

A GENTLEMAN living in Baxley re-
cently dreamed that in a certain hole
under a stump of s tree he would find a
fur collar which had been stolen from
his honse. He visited the field, found
the stump, and, placing his hand in the
hole, felt a furry substance, pulled it
vut and dropped (ke skunk on short no-
tice, and has since been fumignting the
clothes he wore oa that occasion. Hae
snys that dresms are a failurc,

FRESENT AND PUTURE,
1 100k her lily baod in mine
1B is iy bride that s 10 bol,

And elipped apon that hand divine
A poldet civcle falr Lo soe,

Oh, sweoteat timn of love snd youth!
Oh, syes that no dark fottre sonn !

Oh, Wvers' yows and lovers' truth )
Owoe ahekels to the jeweler man !

Bhe viewsd the rubles hizshing red
With graclons glances sweet to s ;
*1 foar no future, dear,” she said;
“The present 8 anongh for me.*
—dmerion

KEEP STILL,

|
Man with a Club—Well, no; I gness |
I'll cali |
- Yankee Blade, |

In ona of Dr. Burton's Yale lostures,
the following advice was given fo the
young ministars: “When trouble in
brewing, keop still. When slander is
gotting on its legs, keep still. Whan
your feelings are hurt, keep still, till
you recover from your excitement, at
any rate. Things look differently
throngh an unagitated eve. In s com-
motion, onee, I wrotes letter and sent
it, and wished I had not. In mwy later
| years I had another eommotion, and
wrote a long lettert bub Yife had rmbbed
a little sense into me, sud T Kept that
lotter in my pocket ugainst the day
when I eonld look it over without agita- *
fion und without teare. I was glad I
did.  Silonce is the most massive thing
conceivable, sometimes. It is strength
in its very grandeur. It islike a regi-
mant ordered to stand still in the mid- .
fury of battle, To plunge in were twice
ms easy; The tongne bhas unsettied
more ministers than small aalaries aver
id, or lack:of ability.”




