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llew a man and he lived in Jones-
leh .Jones in a county of red hills and stones,

And be lived pretty muse•ly by getting of loans,
Ad his mules were nothing but skin and bones,

hAd his hore were as fat sahis cors-poses,
And he'd 'bt a thousand acres of land.

tuid man-audl his name was also Joseo -
Belswore that he'd leave them old red hills and

stones
for be couldn't make nothin' but yellowish cot-

ton,
And little of that, and his fences were rotten,
And what little corn be had that was boughten,

And he couldn't get a living from the land.

And be longer he swore the madder he got,
And be rose and he walked to his stable lot
And he hallooed to Tom to come there and hitch
For to emigrate somewhere where land was rich,
And to quit raising cock-burrs, thistles and sich,

And wasting their time on barren land.

So him and Tom they hitched up the mules,
Protesting that folks were mighty big fools
That 'ud stay in Georgia their lifetime out,
Jut scratc na lving, when all of them

mought -
bet places in Teams, where cotton would sprout,

By the time you could plant it in the land.

And he drosv by a bouse where a man named
Brown

Was living, not fa from the edW af the towa,
And he beatere Brown for to bny his place,
And said that se•ig as money was skace,
Awl seeing mse ahrt were hard to thee,

Two dollars an m•re would get the land.

They closed at a dollar and fifty cents
And Joneshe bought him a Wagop and tents,
And loaded his earn, and his women and truck,
And moved to Texas which it took

is entire pile, with the beat of luck,.
To get tLoremd get him a lilde land.

But Brown moved out on the old Janes farm,
Lad he rolled up his breeches and bared his arm,
Aid be peked all the rocks Irolt off'n the

ground,
Ld he rooted up and plowed it down,

had sowed has corn and wheat in the land.

r years glid by, and Browa, one day
(ho had got so fat that he wouldn't weigh),
se a sitting down, sorter lazily

b the grandest dinner you ever did see
When one of his children Jumped on his knee

And says, "Yin's Jones, which you bought
his land."

And there was Jones, standing out at the fence,
And he hadn't so wagon, nor mules, nor tenta
Forhe had left Texas afoot and come
To Georgia to see If he couldn't get some
Em ployment, mad he was looking as hum-

Ble as if he had never owned any land.

But Brown he asked him in, and he sot
Him down to his victuals 

s
moting hot,

And when he filled himself and the floor,
Brown looked at him sharp and rose and swore
That "whether mem's land was rich or poor,

There was more in the man than there was in
the land.

*
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THE WEDDING AT DULUTH.

BY JOHN BsTEN( COOKE.

I.

I have been at Duluth for a month,
now, watching the movements of a little
feminine humming-bird. Her name is
Fanny. She has been the pet of her old
bachelor cousin ever since she tottered
about, and said "tuzzen" when she ad-
dressed me ; and the very first person who
ran to meet me when I walked up from
the old wharf on the river through the
elm-skirted avenue to Duluth, was my
young humming-bird, now seventeen.
She hastene I on before everybody in the
beautiful summer evening, and when the
Smily had greeted me, took quiet posses-
ion of me; drawing a cricket to my side
a the old shaded portico, and leaning her
Lad with its bright auburn curls against
my shoulder, intent, she declared upon
"a good talk." She was really fiscinat-
ing at that moment, with the crimson of
sunset lighting up her red cheeks, and
lips all "smlges; and Duluth and all was
bright with home and welcome.

I soon found that Fanny was, or ap-
peared to be, amusing herself with two
young friends of hers of the opposite sex;
and I have varied my tranquil perusal of
Montaigne and other favorites, on an old
" rustic seat" in the shade of an ash on
the lawn, by musing upon the little com-
edy I see playing before me. I like such
diversions, for I am a little-a very little
-alone in the world. I am not unhappy;
for if life is not all roses, smiles, and sun-
shine. neither Is it all gloom and vanity
and vexation of spirit in my eyes. I keep
my sympathies too fresh for that, and
take too much interest in the happiness of
those I love.

I am putting dow} my notes from day
to day. Fanny has negatived the Mon-
taigine and rt•te-seat promamme almost
completely. What a little itch she is!
She is certainly a beauty, and constantly
suggests a resemblance to a rosebud. Her
cheeks are red, her lips are red-the
very little ears, peeping out from
her ringlets, ::re rosy. She
has very .large blue eyes, bright at
one moment and then as soft as velvet.
And she is all the time laughing, teasing
people, and running about like a child.
fmon. her feet are small, clad in morocco

slippers with large pink rosettes, and s-
cured by black bands crossed over the in-
step. fler name is not Fanny Warren,
and she is not the daughter of my good
cousin Henry Warren, proprietor of "Du-
luth." She is Fanny Kincade, a conneo
tion, and is on a long visit.

Fanny came out to my seat this morn-
leg, and evidently designed conversation.
8o I closed my book, smiled, made room
hr her, and said:

" Well, my child, what have you done
ith Mr. Middleton T'
Mr. Thomas Middleton being an elegant

Smang gentleman from the city of B
has now been two or three weeks at

DLth endeavoring to capture out
bird, whom he met in town during

h winter.
Fanny's reply to my question was vi.

'lous, but not to the point.
"You are Just the same ridiculous, ab

Urd darling old thing that you always
Were," said the maiden "and I do bellevw
you are growing bald!

"What in the world has that to de
with~-"

"You are growing old and smart!" ex
claimed Fanny. "All bald people are
smart. But, oh! how glad lIamto set
you! Now. give me an account of your
self, you dear old cousin-tell me every
thing; tell me---"
,"No, I thank you, madam," I re
ponded, "I prefer hearing first all abon

yourself. But, no; y9u are growing u
and will not confide in me as you di
once."

"(rowin up? I am not rowing u
for you! I never will. what shall
'onfrde Y'

"Your love affairs, of course."
Famy ihook her headl,

"I haven't any love affairs, cousin. It's
terrible, but I haven'tl"

I shook my head in turn.
"That Is impassible, Fanny. Have I

no eyes? I have been at Duluth long
enough to see that Mr. Tom Middleton
and my favorite Harry Warren are crazy
about you."

At the name of Harry Warren Fanny
blushed a little, but immediately replied
with a laugh,

" How absurd for me to think of Har-
ry as-in that way! Why, he's my
brother."

" He is no relation to you-or very dis-
tant."

"Well, near or far, relation or not,
Harry eares nothing for me, and I care
nothing for him. I never lay eyes on him
-he's down at that horrid old sawmill all
day long-and so let us talk about some-
thing else, cousin !"

"Willingly; bat we are not to have
the opportunity. Here comes Mr. Mid-
dleton."

1 did not take notice whether Fanny
was pleased or otherwise with the inter-
ruption; I was absorbed in contemplation
of the approaching visitor. Mr. Tom
Middleton was a handsome young gentle-
man, though his bce might have been
consldered a little eemiasts. This bete
however, did not assort ill with the rest
of his appearance. He wM a most ele-
gant youth. His hands were white and
soft, his feet were small and cased in the
tightest and most delicate French boots
he held a kid glove In one hand, and
dangled a light whalebone eane in the
other; his necktie was a wonder, his hair
was curled-he was an Adonis, half-
natural, half-fashioned by the best city
tailor.

The young gentleman's countenance
was illumined by a gentle smile as he ap-
proached. He fixed his eye with modest
ardor upon Fanny; and with a polite bow,
inqulired in reference to my health this
morning.

I looked at Fanny. Shewas blushing a
little as when I uttered the name of Har-
ry Warren. Which was it

II.
I do not know which it is. When I ask

Fanny she simply responds that I am the
most ridiculous and absurd of all the old
cousins that ever existed, and that it is
neither.

This, I am convinced, is a fib; and, with
all her fine and excellent traits, Miss Fanny
is not above this reprehensible and immor-
al method of defending kerself. Indeed,
I begin to think my little pet is develop-
ing an immense genius for flirting. She
has a way of looking over her shoulder
while she is singing at the piano, and di-
recting the most languishing glances at
tender portions of the song toward her
admirer, Mr. Middleton, as he leans in a
graceful attitude upon the instrument be-
side her ; and, last night, I saw the young
witch standing on the portico in the moon-
light, gazing down, pulling a rose apart
leaf by leaf, and listening with an air of
modest confusion to Mr. Tom Middleton.

When the maiden was about to dart off
to bed, I stopped her for a moment in the
pas age, and drew her aside.

Did he-propose"' I whispered.
Fanny placed her lips close to my ear-

pursed up her mouth-whispered, "No-
o-o!" and burstinglnto a ringing laugh,
ran off to bed. I imitated her, except
that I did not run, and shaking my head,
found myself muttering,

" Woman, woman !-and girls especial-
ly-who can understand you? Not 1!"

III.

I begin to fancy that I have the clue to
Fanny's " views and latentions." I think
she has made up her mind to become
Mrs.-Tom Middleton.

Before narrating the events of this even-
ing, however-which events have brought
me to the conclusion in question-I will
first say that Fanny has, in the most
shameless manner acknowledged that she
told me a fib in referene to the scene up-
on the moonlit portico. She made
her confession in the most penitent way;
declared that she was ashamed of herself;
but she had forgotten, she said, that it
was her dear, ridiculous old cousin who
asked the question; she never had con-
cealed anything from me-na--yes--Mr.
Middleton had been good enough to ex-
press his sentiments--and-she believed
he had asked her-if she would not-

There, the young lady began to blush ;
then she burst out lauhing, and leaning
her head upon my shoulder, looked up at
me with her roguish, wicked eyes, and
said in a whisper,

"In d- No '"
"It was not 'no' that you said," I re

plied. " I observed the young gentleman
when be came in; he was sad, but not
bepeles ; and this morning at breakfast
he ate, as usual, the whole wing of a
bird I "

"I do declare you are too bad! " was
Miss Fanny's vrivacious rejoinder; "you
are always laughing at Mr. Middleton,
and making fun of him-and I do believe
-yes ! I do-that you are trying to makeo
me prefer--somebody elsc!"

"Harry ? Well, I sheuld."
' And I do not."

" You do not like his big hands, per-
hops; and he has no cane or kid gloves."

" Absurd! But Mr. Middleton is the
most agreeable-you know he is."

"And therefore you said No! It was
not that abrupt moesyllable that you
uttered, my dear-was it now?"

" Well-that is- " said Miss Fanny
dubiously. "Well-I did not mean that
I usedthe met word. P "

tI began to laugh in so .a wy
that Fanny boxed me, then kissed me to
mnake amends, and then asked me if I
would not like to accompany her and eve
rybody to the saw-mill-" tne dam war
nearly washed away, and they were work.
Stgvery hard to save it."

I at once put on my hat. Harry i
Sknew would be foremast among td
workmen; there was positive danger, i
well knew; and as the youth was agreal
favorite with me, I hastened with ms
Cousin Warren, Mr. Middleton and Fann3
toward the scene.

This saw-mill has been, since the war
my cousin's main resouree. His estate i
large, and once enabled him to live in the
gt reatest comfort and even in luxury; bu
Swith the high prices of labor now, and the
d successive failure of the crops for some
years', it would have been difficult, with
out the saw-mill, to "make both endl

Smeet" at Duluth. It was formerly us~e
only as a convenienceonthe estate; bu
of late, when the demand for lumber ha

been active and the price high, it has bee

looked to as a source of profit, and, in-
deed, as I have said, has proved the main
pecuniary resource of the family. It has I
ben managed entirely by Harry, who is 4
just twenty-one, an 11 don t think I have
ever known a finer fellow. He is tall, I
stalwart, with -hort, shaggy chestnut
hair, frank hazel eyes, full ofbonesty and 1
determination too, and is ailent, hard-
working and earnest. The most marked
trait In Harry is a cool independence. lie
enters a room with a firm, composed,
and stalwart tread, looks everybody
straight in the eyes, smiles slightly, sits
down and opens a book. and all with an
air which I like extremely : the air of a
man who works hard, has come in to rest,
has nothing on his conscience, is pleased!
in" a quiet 'way with everything-and
would like to have his supper and go to I
bed! Sometimes I see Harry looking out f
ft om beneath the wide straw hat which t
covers his shaggy chestnut curls and sun- I
burned forehead at Fanny. But you read a
little in his glance. I know him to be a
in love with her, but he has never spoken a
a word of love to her, I am very sure.

A short walk brought us to the saw-
mill, and the scene which met our view
was worth the walk. a

Iv.

All the preceding day and throughout
the night a torrent of rain had fallen, and
a small stream, which was dammed up by ,
a rude dyke, and so furnished watr-
power to turn the mill-wheel, was rush- I
lag on in the wildest and most furious
manner that can be imagined. 1

When we approached the spot where
half a dozen of the hired hands were
working with Harry to save the lam, the
stream was roaring in a hoarse and most
threatening style. Instead of decreasing.
the freshet seemed gathering greater I
strength with every passing moment. The
surges lashed the fabric at the dam, which
shook and seemed about to give way. At l
one point now, and then at another apart t
was torn away; the waters gushed
through the gap, tearing it wider and
deeper, and it required the utmost execr-
tiois of the men, laboring with pick and
ax,Tap to their waists in the water, to
hold the torrent at bay and save the dam.

Harry was "in command" of thesquad, t
and you could easily see that it was his
natural place, and that the rough work-
men looked to him as the natural master. i
His costume was not of the drawing-
room description. lie was up to his mid-
die in the water, ax in hand, and had on
neither coat, waistcoat, nor hat. lHis
arms were naked to the shoulder, and the i
water had been dashed over him until his
face and hair were drenched. Tall, mus-
cular, cool, directing everything, and fill-
ing up .very breach in the dam as rapidly
as it was made, Harry was the genius of
the scene, and the master of all around
him-to the very water, it seemed.

Twice le h as swept from his feet and I
disappeared beneath the current; once a
timber struck him, and the lookers on ut- a
tered a terrified scream. An hour passed
in this conflict, and then the dam was 4
saved. The water had begun to fall, and
the young man came out and walked
up the bank to the spot
where everybody was stan ling.
I glanced from the wet and dirty 7

youth to the elegant Tom Middleton.
The contrast was certainly striking. Har- 1
ry was a brawny athlete, sunburned, with
shaggy locks, coatless, uare-armed, his
Z ntaloons and boots full of water. Mr.

ddleton was irreproachably dressed;
his boots shone, his shirt-bosom sparkled
with a diamond, he wore kid gloves, and
his hat was smooth and glossy. Harry
came up, and as I was nearest, said:

" Well, cousin, the dam is all right."
He then looked about for his hat and

coat, put them on, and informing us that
he was going to get some dry clothes as
he was wet, walked toward the house-a
tall young giant, moving with a long
swinging stride.

Fanny had not said a word to him. Did
he notice that fact or look at his rival, Mr.
Middleton? I do not know. But some-
thing has followed this scene; and this I
am about to relate.

Fanny and Mr. Middleton walked out
upon the lawn in the beautiful moonlight
after tea, and the rest of the family sat on
the porch conversing.

" I am going to Colorado," said Harry,
who was smoking.

"To Colorado !" I exclaimed.
" Yes, cousin. I have a position upon

a new railroad offered me, and I think I
shall accept it; in fact I have made up my
mind."

This was said coolly, but there was the
least perceptible alteration in the youth's
voioe.

" The truth is. I'm rusting here doing
nothing. I have no career, and cannot
help anybody. I shah be well paid on
the railroad, and can send home plenty of
money, and live the life I like besides."

A step was heard on the grass, and I
saw the white dress of Fanny In the
moonlight. I looked at her and saw that
she was blushing--es to Mr. Middleton,
he looked the picture of happiness.

" I don't believe a word of it!" ex-
claimed Fanny, with a little tremor in her
voice. "The idea of your going to Col-
orado! I should like to know what you
e would do in Colorado ?"

" I should he transit man on a railroad,"
Ssaid Harry with extreme composure.

Fanny tried to laugh, but did not suc-
ceed.

S"You know nott:ing in theworldabout
Sraillroads."

" That is true," returned Harry with
I his immovable coolness; "but I have no
o doubt I shall soon learn."

I ' And-and--you really do think of go-
SThis time Fanny was certainly moved.

The small hand resting confidingly upon
Mr. Middleton's arm was agitated by a
I nervous tremor. 'Thb strangest smile
Scame to Harry 's face--a rather bitter
I smile-but his voice was perfectly conm-
tposed when lie spoke.

" I ought to be able to go by myself
y and take care of miasllf: a:'l intcl;d to
travel elone. unless I can get Mr. Middle-
i ton to <o withi me."

i 'lel: lcrgant Tomr Middleton smiled in a
e g ay mua'er, and sayid:
t "No, I thank von! I'm not he the en-
e ineerinr line. I think I profer nihanth
e I to Colorado."

" " You ar. ri-rhL.
" 

nid l1iarr, quihlay.
I It li a, much more agreasble place, [have

nd no do1,,, to those who like it."
t 'With which word= h' rose, said h~ was
s tired, and w(nt nt his chamber, wlither
n his iou:iT~r ):, c ,-vd him.

V. 6
Fanny and Mr. Middleton had taken a

their seats at the other end of the porti- ih
co. My Cousin Warren had followed P
Mrs. Warren to Harry's room. I found
myself de trop and retired within al- h
so. When, an hour afterwards, the H
bell rang for family prayer, Fanny w
and Mr. Middleton came Into the is
drawing-room, and a glance at his face I
convinced me more than ever that he had w
"'mate his arrangements" with Fanny, sl
and induced her to promise him her hand. B
She was blushing and avoided my eye.
When she retired she did not look at me.
Mr. Middleton was what the novel
writers call "fadiant."

This result of things has profoundly tl
depressed me. Who would have be- p
lieved it! So my little humming-bird has s4
flitted by the tall, stalwart sapling Harry, m
to light upon the Middleton flower I Poor,
poor Harry ! I know that he loves her, It
and he is going with the conviction that ti
she is to marry his rival! Haman life is t
a sad, a very sad affair. Poor Harry !

VI.
I don't think human life Is such a sad

abair after all, and when I next assume m
the tone of the author of the book of
Eccleslastts, I shall think my secretions d
deranged. or

The last lines written in this feoord of ol
my days at Duluth referred to scenes w
which todk place one month ago. On a
the morning after the announcement by a
iHarry Warren of his intention to go to or
Colorado, I heard Fanny say to him In a li
low voice as she passed him upon the bi
stairs, "I want to see you-come out after y
breakfast to the rustic seat;" and after
breakfast duly the young people were ob- I
served side by side, by the present histo-
rian, on his own favorite seat, of which ii
he was thus deprived.

I state frankly that I availed myself of w
my position in the drawing-room, where t
I was reading behind one of the lace cur- a
tains, to look at the pair, and to try and
discover the nature of their interview. ii
This, I regret to say. I found impossible. v
My eyes begin to suffer from age, and the al
spectacles now made strike me as wretch- k
edly Inferior. In an hour Harry and o
Fanny rose, and the expression of his n
face was certainly more agitated than I u
had ever seen it before. As to Fanny she h
was blulhing deeply, and was unmistaka-
bly pouting. as though something had e
occurred which was far from being to her fi
taste.

When I tried to intercept her as- she 1
came in-Harry having left her at the a
portico to go and attend to some of his d
farm avocations-she slipped by me, a
would not hear my voice, and disappear- d
ed in her chamber, the door of which she g
closed with a bang. I firgot to say that
during the interview upon the rustic seat, Y
Mr. Middleton had been seated at the h
piano, upon which he was a really excel- w
lent performer, and amused himself play- t
ing a bar here and there from one of Fan- c
ny's operas. He smiled, I observed, in a fi
confidential manner to himself, and seem- a
ed to have no uneasiness on the subject of 3
the interview between Fanny and Harry. 1i
Had not his rival declared that he was go- e
ing away-and- I

Fanny has just run in and thrown her g
arms around my neck, and burst into si
terra, and laughed, and cried again, and
then laughed again-and departed. b

Was' there evere ever such a little witch ? And g
she thought I knew nothing about it I I
knew all about it. I listened, I eves- a
dropped, I acted on the sly, and behaved c
generally In a most dishonorable and bi
highly improper manner! It was last f
night that I was guilty of the proceeding
here denounced, and as after all I am not
so- much ashamed of it, I shall tell how It a
happened.

Harry had made every preparation to c
go to Colorado to-day, and we were all in g
a very gloomy state'of mind about it- a
Fanny, I think, the gloomiest of all, She
would tell me nothing;'had lost all her a
confidence, and remained so much of her I
time in her chamber that It was almost a
discourtesy to Mr. Middletod. a

Last night occurred the denowusuent. It I
was about ten, and I woke from a pro- t
longed nap on my old rustic seat to hear
voices near me. t
" You must not go," said the voice of t

Fanny trembling.
I'l must." t

This voice was Harry's. c
'" It is perfectly absurd-you are lng

away-you say necause, because-- '
" Because I love you," came in deep, I

strong.tones, and love you so much that l a
would rather die than stay here and see a
you marry another " person."

"I have no intention-to do so." T
The voice fluttered.
" Fanny !"
This time it was Harry Warren's voice a

that trembled. J
"What made you take such a foolish a

fancy?"-there was a little quiet attempt I
at a laugh here-" I'll die an old maid be-
fore I'll marry the person you mean l a
And oh, Harry! Harry ! what a goose I I
must be, and a foolls little flirt, to have 1
everybody, yes everybody, even my dar a
old cousin (that was me) think me so de-
ceitful! I only told Mr. Middleton--or,
rather did not tell him-thatI wonldn't!"

I chuckled quietly. These two negls-
tives charmed me!

Fanty's voice had sunk to a bashfuhl
murmur; then it died away.

"My dear, dear Fanny l"--I never heard I
a man's voice express such tenderness-
"you havemademevery happy! Make
me happier still. Tell me not togo to
Colorado !"

They had moved away, and I saw noth-
ing, and heard no more. Yea I did. I
heard a kiss, and a sob, which appeared to
be suppressed in some measure, fiom the
fact that the young lady's fee was lean-
ing upon Harry's breast.

There is no doubtofthe resultof the
interview. Fanny has just announced
with blushes, laughter, and tears as I
have described, that she is engagued to
Harry; and as she has no relative but an
old aunt, who is devoted to her, the mar-
Iriagemaybe regarded as already afjit
iaceompli.

It has taken place. Mr. Tom Milddle-
ton was not present, having departed
from "Duluth" long since with irate
igeneral observations on @e aaractr of- i-flirts." I think hedid Fanny lnustice.
I .he only looked fascinating, and 'didn't

tell him that she wouldn'tI"
. The wedding at Duluth was a ming
Saffair, nd F anny lookedexquisiteleanln
upon the arm of her handsome and staL-s wart Harry, who is not going to Colo-

r rado. He will do better-that is to say,
take the management of the old Klnacde

estate, which Is g to rack and ruin,
and transform it by his energy and brain
into a home of wealth and comfort for
Fanny.

I never saw my little humamag-bird i
look prettier than when she stood by
Harry blushing and smiling under her P
white rldal veil and wreath. This morn- a
lung they left us on their little tour, and it
I felt the arms of Fanny around my neek b
with a pang at myheart. The very sum-
shine seemed to go away with ner.- e
HerthA sad Hoen. o

A.ree to Yeug Ladis.

Under this nterestin and sniestive tI
title, a respectable and inuential religious i
paper, the Boston OsgregatioeL, givesa
some wholesome truth, stated in terms tl
more terse, perhaps, than courteous: p

First, you am perfect idiots to go on In tl
this way. Yourbodles are the most beau- n
tiful of God's creation. In the Continen- "
tal gallerles I always saw groups of peo- b
ple gathered about the picturesof women. II
It was not a passion; the gazers were l
ust as likely to be women as men; It was t+

because of the wonderful beauty of a wo- 0
man's body. a

Now, stand with me at my ofies wln- v
dow, and see a lady pass. There goes f
one! Now, Isn't that a pretty-looting h'
object? A big hump, three big lumps, a
wilderness of crimp and frills, a hauling
up of the dress here and there, an enor- -
mous, hideous mass of hair or bark piled t4
on the top of her bead. surmounted by a 0
little ist, ornamented by bits of ied
birds' tails, etc. The shop windows ted n
you all day on of the paddngs, whale- i
bones and steel springs wh li occupy
most of Oje space within the outsle rig .

In the name of all the simple, sweet sen- 4
timents-which cluster about a home, -I v
would ask, how is a man to fall in love '
with such a piece of compound double-
twisted, touch-me-not artificiality as you t
see in that wriggling curiosity ?

Secondly, with the wasp-waist aqueez- b
lug your lungs, stomach, liver, and-other f
vital organs into one-half their natural I
size, how can any man of sense, who c
knows that life is made up of use, of sense, a
of service, of work, take to such a part- 1
ner? He must be desperate, indeed, to a
unite himself for life to such a fettered, I1
half-breathing ornament. t

Thirdly, your bad dress and lack of exn-
ercise lead to bad heAlth, and men wisely t
fear that, instead of a helpmate, they
would get an invalid to take care of. f
This bad health in you, Just as in men, t
makes the mind as well as the body fad-
died and effemnate. You have no power,
and use big adjectives, such as "splen- I
did." No magnetism! I know you gig.
gee freely, "awful," but then this don t E
deceive us; we can see through It all. I
Youare superficial, aected, silly; you i
have none of that womanly strengthr and
warmth which are so assuring and at-
tractive to man. Why, you become so I
childish and weak-minded that you re- I
fuse to wear decent names even, and in- o
sist upon baby names. Instead of Helen, f
Margaret and Elizabeth, you afhot Ne* I
lie, Maggie and Lizzie. When your broth- ~
ers were babies you called them Bobby,
Dickey and Johnnie, but when they t
grow up to manhood, no more of that a
silly trash, if you please. Bet I know al
woman of twenty-five years, and she is as t
big as both my grandmothers put to. a
gether, who insists upon being called a
Kitty, and her real name is Catharine;
and although herbrain is big enough to t
conduct affirs of State, she does nothing I
but giggle, cover up her face with her I
fan, and exclaim once in four minutes, a
"Don't now ! you are real mean." a

How can a man propose a life-partner-
ship to such a silly goose? My deorglrls,
you must, if you get husbands and de-
centones, dress in plain, neat, becoming
garments, and talk like sensible, earnest I
sisters.C

You say that the most sensible men I
are crazy after these butterflies of fashion. I
I beg your pardon, it is not so. Ooem- t
slonally a man of brilliant sncceases may I
marry a silly, weak woman; but, as I c
have hard women say a hundred times, a
that the most sensible men choose women s
without sense, is simply absurd. Nine- a
teen times in twenty sensible men choose c
bensible women. I grant you that, In a
company, they are very likeldy to chat and I
toy with these overdresed and forward
creatures, but they don't ask them to go t
to the altar with them. I

Fourthly, among young men in the I
matrimonial market, only a small number I
are independently rich, and i• Americ•~a
such very rarely make good husbands.
But the number of those who are Just be- I
ginning in life, who are illed with a anoble 1
ambition, who have a future, is very 4
lmrge. IThese are worth having. But I
such will not, they dare not, ask you to
join them while they see you so idle, ally,
and so gorgeously attired. Let thaem see i
that you are iudustrious, eoomloal,
with habits that secure your h s•a an
strength, that your life is earnest and real,
that you would be willing to begij tth
beginning in life with the man you would
consent to marry, then marriage wjll be-
come therule, and not as now, theexcep-
tion.

Layering Shrabs.

It is often to us a subject of surprise to
find so few persons, fy those re-I siding in the country a d e from nur-
-series, who attempt to increase their stock
Sof shrubbery by layering the branches.
SAlmost every v sety hrub can be

thus multiplied. Even among those who
-do this it is not often that the en of

Iflowers,the Rose, is thnus treail. It isSsually propagated by stiddng uottngsa from the new wood In August and nur-

- og careiblly through te winter. By
laye•ng the growing branmhes, howev*,t bye b sueedg mesmon a bloomerI and this too can be done easily, that is,

I without the use of a sash or hot bed,Susually resorted to with the cuntting. In
a laying down, take a sharp knife sad slit

the part of the branch that enters theif ground, fom one joint to another, then
cover with two inches of soil and ftean
down with a forked stick. Not eonlyd roses. but almost every kind of shrub eae be tMs propagated. And the pewon who
i does not know how to do this, shoqld go
e. without them all the days of his life.-

't Gernmwntowso 2egraeph.

g Bmr roughs penned a Natchez reporter
i a an alley and were thinking how they
Swould batter his head, when ibr of them-fell into an old sewer and a woman sealdk-

ed the other two. It does seem as IfProv-
idence was on the side of reporters.

A Century ire.
At Parkgate, near Sheffield, a most ex-

traordinary phenenomenon can be seen by
all lnterested in colliery wonders.

About one hundred years ago, several
Parkgate gtlent ea sank a shalt known
as the Old Bassett Pit. They at once
found a rich seam of coal-the Barnsley
bed nine feet in thickness. This coal was
worked in a very careful fashion for ser-
ral yar-great blocks and pillars of

coal, 6ontal many tons, being left to
support the roof in place of modern
wooden props. For several seasons every-
thingproeeded smoothly- but one day
the pit caught fire. Nobody can tell how
It was ignited; and the ancient miners
appear to bve been utlfty dlmmvesd by
the unexpeeted datsarm ths le the
pit to burn at will, instead of ig up
the shaft and commencing anew, as they
might have done. Many years afterward
"the burnin pit" was pin reached
by the lordof the manor, Earl Fitzwil-
liam. who began to work. out coal in the
locality. A shaft was sunk at some dis-
tance from the Old Basettt Pit, and the
coal In the direction of Rawmarsh was got
at-4the new workings beng pt at what
was consided a safe the
erly nt. E edtls-

Pa dein ded the Bank tPlhabahe
-u- by which 9te new Ayty manown

--rna, wugseatly alarted'to ile only
ten feet from the pit bottom. He st
once gave the larm *fie i i -o-
as were upon the a eftorts

made to ext , , '
flames" wene t so DI
was found thaet •Yb! e p 

l i n 
1 In4

fre, and as the Earl's collieries ded
for miles, it was feared that fire
would spread over the entire wor
The Old assett shaft was at o
up; the old Bank shaft was also ; a
third shab, theTop Stunbbn Pitb
illed up. A long and thick w as

built to separate tae Old Bassett workis
from the newly opened portlonsof the
Explorations had to be condoutedby
crawling on hands and knees n the m
of suffocating smoke; but the wall wasat
length completed at tremendous expense
and great labor-it being 1,000 yards in
lengtb, and from one foot to flye feet
thick. Cross-walls were also bulltto out
off airways, and so help in choklnt the
fre. Thick iron pipes with iron plugs.
were inserted in the wall at Intervals of
fifty yards, so that views could be ob-
tained of the interior of the Old Bassett
workings looking through these pipes.
The great wall oecupted the time of a
large'body of workmen for a whole year.
A new " futtrell"-the entrance to a coal-
mine-had to be constructed. It had to
be brick-arched above and below with
strong brick w dls. Entering bythis
place, the wall4 tmpe•a•ed dsdy, t
information if the old fire has reached it
in any. way. The last tire was seen in
1871, and on being examined last week,
nothing but "black damp" came through
from the orifiees; but the most dangerous
place-wherethe workmen labored at a
great wall at the peril of their lves-Is be-
lievedtobethe fiery stronghol.ucre
the flames are still bellevpd obe raging,
although seeurely imprisoned by the
work of the underground heroes who
built its prison-walls. Until a year or two
ago, the farmers found that their crops
over tie pit were matally cederated
in growth by the heat; and the Aect that
this acceleration is not so apparent now,
is the strongest proof to professional
minds that the burning pit has about
spent its strength, and alter a "long fire"
of one hundred years.-EaglisA Paper.
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A Family gulled In a Well.

At Adamsville, Ohio, a Mr. A. J. Wine
has a well which latterly proved a great
disaster. It was thirty-five feet deep, had
long been in disuse, and was nearly dry.
He was engaged in digging it deeper, anad
there was a wndlass and a tab rdw-
ins up the dirt. The workmen, being
otheri e a d had not taohe it for
several days, and a daughter of Mr. Wine,
a young lady of eighteen years, thought
she would put some butter at the bottom
of the well to keep it cool. Shet per-
suaded her brother, .a youn man of
twenty-ne-at home from cole during
vacation--to let her down in the tub. She
took the butter down safely and deposited
it at the bottom. Her brother was draw-
ing her up, and when within a few feet od
tie tops te youg lady benamo insensible
and fell out of the tub to the bottom, The
young man raised an alarm and the father
came. He let his son down, and-before
he eeuld sceure his sister's body4. be
drwnUip, be was lying senseless at the
bottom. The father then raised an alarm,
and the neighbors case. A yoang pan
who was rery Intimte In the Wite fam-
ily, sad prbably loved one of them,
aued to go down the well to bring up
s two friends. He was let down as.

young Wbie was, ad like him stayed at
the btom. Only hen It semso have
ocnarsed to anboy thaitt was foul air,
and thatths ing into the well was cer-
tain death. The deep hole had already
swallowed up thn esdtimable ysoung pe-
pe. A fourth wentdown with more are
and proper maobinery for grappling, and

nally all three were brouht to the sur-
face, dead! The young lady ms mnch
admired In the ooun•try round, and the
two young men who lost their lives In
trying to save a sister and a betrothed
werme ofgreat promise. The a*hr mused
Inonsoandble Amlly grief, and a great
public distress in Adamsvile.

Som ohp thought he would play a Joke
on Briham on, o he gm• aosess
to the nst of his roe sad Yklod twety.

I seven named Mary Jane Young, Josepb-
mie Ann Young, P rah • Young,
and so forth. The next time Briham
called the roll twenty-seven didn't a•swer
to their namesr, a he coneluded they had
died sies the last roll-scll, and putting afew Inehes of crape on his hat, h looked

e assad as psMble, but has not yet de-
nteeted the Joke.

y Dmo Luws convulsed a Uticas audlence,
a recently, by same advice to marries men.

o ie was akt about tshe eye. To theo unl tua t benedict, he samid: "Gaze
into your wiA's eye closelyand you wi
ace yourself loifdng eeseifngmy small."

r T new pstal card does not seem to
y be understOd in AUl d, G. A young
m manof tatelty r• ed oe ra eatar-
d-. day, aadfter taring at it for some time,
v- said toa flend standing by_; "seohere,

Jack, I can't get the darns l h open."


