
WW 
1 • $&- *• :• . .®%r •--

EMMONS COUNTY RECORD. 

R 

WILLIAMSPORT, DAKOTA. 

D. R. STREETER, - - PTJBLIBHKB. 

A l '15.' 

THE MET A 3IORPHOSIS. /,U 

BY A. H. OASES. . j <' J i ; 
Kelly the hoyden, yonr golden hair ' 
IB smoothed and hanged on your forehead fair. 

Helly the hoyden, yonr dress is long. 
And there isn't a tow or a ribbon wrong. , 

Yonr hands, in gloves of the whitest kid, 
In the folds of your dress are demurely hid. 

Your eyis are bent most modestly down, 
Till no one knows it they're black or brown. 

© Nelly the hoyden, are you the girl 
Who never could keep yoor hair in ourl? 

Are you the girl who used < o i un 
Freckled and tanned in the country sun? 

Are you the tomboy—I almost doubt— 
"Wh^aag to me, "Over the fence is out?" 

Are you the girl w'th the laughing eye, 
And the strong inclination to ohaff and goy? 

0 Nelly the hoyden, come out in the air, 
Out of the ball-room's feverish glare, 

Come out with me 'Death the moon serene, 
1 don't car. a snap it you are eighteen. 

Come away fr. m the suitors who bow so low— 
I was your sweetheart tea years ago! 

And alone and away from this well-dress d 
whirl. 

Be Nelly the hoyden—the same old girl! 

THAT DREADFUL MAN. 
BY MRS. M. L. PAYNE. 

Beacon Smith brought in a letter. It 
was from my nephew Tom, and read 

i Dear old Aunty: I've lost every cent 
of that money. Spec was n. g. What's 
to become of Hettie and the baby ? 
Your unlucky Tom. 

I leaned back from my half-eaten 
supper, shoved my spectacles up on my 
intellectual forehead, and wrinkled my 
pug nose with disagreeable thoughts. 
It seemed that I had not escaped do
mestic troubles by refusing twenty 
years ago to marry Hiram Grimwood. 
Single life had its vexations, too. Tom 
was my favorite nephew—my dead sis 
ter's only child—and from the hour I 
took him from his nurse's arms in pet
ticoats and brought him home to be the 
joy and torment of my life he had kept 
me stirred up. Measles and mistakes 
were the principle themes of his baby 
days, and love and lawlessness attacked 

, him in turn as he got older. I never 
drew a fresh breath till he was safely 
married to pretty little Hettie May 
nard, our minister's daughter, who had 
all the sense of the family, and the good 
looks, too. I wa3 most as much in love 
with her as Tom was, but she had one 
fault—she didn't see through Tom, and 
thought his wild goose chases were 
sensible, legitimate ways of making 
money. I always could take care of 
my money myself. Giving Tom money 
•was like pouring water into a sieve. 
But Hettie believed that Tom was the 
greatest business in the world. She 
believed everything that boy told her 
and even persuaded me into believing 
in him, too. 

Now he had done it. I had advanced 
him $1,000 of the modest inheritance 
which would be h:s upon my death, on 
his sacred assurance that he would 
double the money and return me the 
original sum. And he had gone and 
lost every dollar of it. 

"The lame and lazy are always pro
vided for," I thought bitterly. "Of 
course Hettie and the baby can't starve. 
I'll go down to the city and bring them 
up till he gets something to do, the 
scamp." 

Now I am an old maid and live alone 
since Tom married, and it didn't take 
me long to shut the house up. I lent 
the cat to my next door neighbor, told 
her she might have him for his keep till 
I came back, and the bird I took with 
me for company and safe-keeping. 
Somehow, as I was getting ready to go 
my heart grew light, and belore I knew 
it .I was singing an old love-song, though 
what it put into my head I can't toll. 
Ifs twenty years since Hiram Grim-
wood went to Californa, and I reckon 
he's been dead the most of that time, o? 
married, which is about the same. 

When I had put on all my things 
with my back to the glass I turned 
around and there stood a strange wo» 
man. She gave me an awful start. 

"Good mornin'," I said; "however did 
you get in?" 

Then I saw it was myself and I 
laughed. I had on the same black bom
bazine dress and bonnet I wore when 

; Tom's mother died, and as that was 
about fourteen years ago they had come 
back to fashion and I looked quite 
stylish; and ever since I had the fever 
my hair has been short and curly, and 
it hung over my eyes just the way the 
girls wear it nowadays. I declare I 
looked so young I didn't know myself. 
Weill it's a true saying that there's no 
fools like old fools, and the Lord didn't 
make no exception of me. 

When I got to the station everybody 
istaredatme as if I was a show; I 
didn't take any baggage 'cause I warn't 
going to stay. So I only had a box with a 
clean calico in it, and a bundle of sweet-
herbs for the baby, and some new shirts 
for Tom, and the bird cage, and my um
brella, and a clock I wanted to get re
paired in the city. 

"All aboard I" yelled the conductor. 
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"I don't see any board," I said, po
litely, and a man gripped me by the 
arm and pulled me on just as the cars 
started. Then I heard some one ask: 
"Who is the innooent old party?" But 
I didn't see any party, and I guess they 
got left. 

Talk of adventures. I could WTite a 
book full of what happened to me on 
that trip, but it would sound like a ro
mance and nobody would believe it. Ah, 
friends, truth is stranger than fiction, 
and I oan prove it. 

When I got my things settled in the 
car I felt kind of homesick and lone
some. There was the old cat left 
among strangers at one end of the jour
ney, and Tom in distress at the other 
end, and I kind of swinging between 
the two, and I thought of the beautiful 
hymn that says— 

"This woild is a'l a floiting sho 
And—now, don't laugh—I just laid my 
head down on the back of the seat be
fore me and cried. I wouldn't have let 
Tom know it for the world, but I did! 

There was a man in that seat, but he 
did not take any notice of me. His 
face was covered with whiskers and he 
looked kind of stern, but a real good-
looking sort of chap, too. I thought it 
was him that touched me, and I jumped 
as if I was shot, but it was the prettiest 
little blonde girl of 16 I ever saw. 

"Will you please let me sit with you ?" 
she said, and her voice was just like a 
bird singing, and she had a little white 
hand all cushiony and dimpled, on my 
black bombazine arm. 

I'm a grumpy old thing myself, and 
I felt like saying as I heard the rest do, 
"this seat's engaged," but when she 
looked at me with her sweet violet eyes, 
I just gave in and said: 

"Certainly, my dear, sit right down." 
I suppose the sweet child saw I was 

crying, for she kind of snuggled up to. 
me and wanted to see the bird, and 
praised him, and he chirped to her, and 
she told me her sad story, how she had 
come all the way from California and 
was an orphan going to seek a living in 
the great untried world. 

I came near crying again then, but I 
remembered where I was and straight
ened up. 

"Did you ever know a Mr. Grimwood 
in California?" I asked. Not that I 
cared to know what had become of 
Hiram, but I just did it to make talk. 

"I-I didn't know many people," she 
said in her pretty bird-like voice. "I 
went to school till my dear mother died 
and left me alone and pe-en-niless!" 

She was crying then and the man in 
the seat beforeais turned straight round 
and stared at her. I gave him a look, 
I lell you, and he turned away again 
quicker. 

And she had to go at the next station. 
I never felt so sorry to part with any 
one, and she actually put her pretty 
arms about my neck and kissed me, 
just as if she had known me all her life, 
sweet thing! 

But what does that man do but insist 
on carrying her satchel out to the plat
form, and all the time the cars waited 
he stopped out there talking to her. I 
couldn't hear what they said, but I saw 
her give him something and her face 
was red and she was just as angry as 
she could be, and as her car moved off 
I called to her; but she never took any 
notice, she was that vexed about some
thing! I just made up my mind that 
he made her pay him for carrying that 
satchel out, and yet it didn't seem as if 
any man could be so mean. 

After a while a man came back and 
sat down ill the same seat he had occu
pied all along, and—would you believe 
it?—he had the aitidacity to try to start 
up a conversation with me. 

"Have you the time?" he asked as 
impudent as you please. 

"Of course I have the time," I an
swered, in a huff. "I never travel with
out it." 

It is the first time I had been any
where for ten years, but I didn't pro. 
pose that he should know it. 

"Would you mind, telling me what 
time it is?" he asked, politely. 

"Soft soap doesn't go down with me/ 
I looked square at him as I answered. 

"Why don't you carry a watch your
self and not trouble ladies?" 

He actually smiled. Then I thought 
maybe he would suspicion that I didn't 
have any watoh, nothing but a gold 
chain to show, so I took hold of it 

Goodness, gracious! My watch was 
gone! 

I stood right up in the car and 
screamed at the top of my voice: 

"Fire! murder! thieves! I've been 
robbed! Stop the oars!" 

"Hush!" said the man in front of me 
in a stern voice. "Matilda Jane, sit 
down and keep quiet; it won't do any 
good to scream that way." 

I nearly fainted. He called me Matil
da Jane, and there never was but one 
person in the world that always gave 
me my full name, and that was Hiram 
Grimwood. I pinched myself to see if 
I was alive. 

"That pretty girl took your watch," 
he said, and it was his voice this time. 

"Never!" I said indignantly. "You 
may be Hiram Grimwood or his ghost, 
and if you are you've no right to oome 
back here and tell lies. That poor 
child steal, indeed 1" 

"Matilda Jane," you haven't changed 
a bit," said the dreadful man. "You're 
just the same trusting, unsuspicious 
soul you used to be. That "poor child' 
is an adventuress of 30. She came into 
this car on purpose to rob you." 

"My purse is gone," I gasped, "and 
every cent I had with me, and a check 
—Oh, Tom! Tom! There's another 
fool in the family! Ill just throw my
self on the track." 

I suppose I must have been tempora
rily deranged, as they say on juries, for 
the next thing I knew I was at the door 
of the car struggling with some one, 
who held my hands so I couldn't move, 
and then I broke down and cried, for 
this was what that dreadful man whis
pered in my ear: 

"Matilda Jane, I have enough for us 
both, and if you love me as I love you. 
no knife can cut our love in two." 

We had hardly talked matters over 
and accounted for each other through 
all these. long years of parting, when 
we got to town where Tom lived. We 
took a carriage; at least Hiram—ahem! 
—Mr. Grimwood did, and we drove 
right to the house—a little nest in the 
outlines—and got there just as Tom 
and Hattie were sitting down to a 
strawberry shortcake big enough for a 
dozen. They were laughing and carry
ing on like two children, and, I declare, 
they were so glad to see me they nearly 
devoured me off-hand. 

"Oh, Tom, Tom," I wailed, "here's 
your old aunt, who didn't know enough 
when the Lord rained common sense to 
hoist her umbrella—Tom, the money's 
gone." 

"Never mind the money," cried Tom. 
"Money's a fool to this! Give us an
other hug, old girl! Say, aunty, sup
pose you introduce yonr pal!" 

That wicked boy! But I had forgot
ten all about having company. 

"It's an old friend," I said, blushing 
like a goose; "Mr. Grimwood, Tom." 

"Oh, Uncle Hiram," said the wretch; 
"I've heard of you all my life. You're 
right welcome here," and he pinched 
my poor arm till the tears came. 

I postponed telling about the rob
bery until we had eaten supper, but I 
had hardly said the first word, when 
Hiram took out my watch and purse 
and laid them in my lap. 

"Why, then, Hiram, you—you are the 
robber!" was the next smart speech I 
made. 

"Not quite, ma'am," said Hiram, and 
he didn't seem a bit vexed. "I said a 
few words to that 'sweet child' and she 
quietly handed me your property. I'd 
been watching her all the time, and 
she knew it. Now, Tom, your aunt is 
not fit to travel alone, is she?" 

"Of course she isn't" said that mis
chievous Tom. "She needs some one to 
keep her from throwing her money 
away. By the way, aunty, my little 
spec has turned out all right. You 
shall have that money for a wedding 
settlement if you're good." 

"And you'll be married right here 
with us," said Hattie, giving me Tom's 
baby to kiss. 

"Me first," said Hiram, ducking his 
head. 

"No fools like old fools," said I. 
"Don't muss my collar, Hiram." 

"Bless you, my children," said Tom, 
but the tears shone in his bright eyes 
and his voice trembled. 

And we were blessed.—Detroit Free 
Press. 

PLANTATION PHILOSOPHY. 
De shrewd man ain' de bes' citizen* 

De sarrow-hawk is mighty keen, but 
he's a awful rascal. 

De bes' work whuta man does is alius 
slow. De co'n sprout doan rush its 
way through de clod. 

De bes' man sometimes shows dat he 
is outen humor. De gentlest hoss some
times tries ter bite yer when yer buckles 
on de saddle, 

When a coward takes up de notion o' 
fighten', he ken whup a brave man. De 
snappin' dog what bocks inter de fence 
co'ner is awful. 

When a 'oman comes ter me and tells 
me dat one o' de neighbors is bad, I 
knows dat one o' dem is bad, but de 
o'man whut does de talkin' is de one. 

De man whut am alius at work ain* 
no sign dat de neighborhood kain' do 
widout him. De suck-aig dog is pokin' 
roun' while de fox houn' is er sleep. 

De prospecks o' man is alius greater 
den de fack whut follows. De fish 
pulls mighty hard fore yer git him outen 
de water, an' yer think that a ounce 
cat-fish weighs ten poun's. 

REFUSED. 
"Give me your hand," said a young 

gentleman to a young lady whom he 
was teaching a game of cards, "and I 
will " 

"O, please don't say any more," she 
hastily interrupted, "I am engaged to 
my cousin and we are to be married 
next summer." 

"The young man gasped three times, 
then fainted dead away.—Carl Pretzel's 
Weekly. 

THE mind has a certain vegetative 
power, which can not be wholly idle. 
If it is not laid out and cultivated into 
a beautiful garden, it will of itself 
shoot up weeds or flowers of a wild 
growth. 
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BR^PKINJUDOE-S MXPULSION pit our 
THE BEST AXE. 

Among the earliest acts at the next 
session was the expulsion of M. Breck
inridge from the Senate. It was done 
in a manner which marked the full 
strength of the popular disapprobation 
of his course. The Senators from the 
rebellious States had all been expelled 
at the July session, but without the ap
plication of an opprobrious epithet 
There had also been a debate as to 
whether expulsion of the persons or a 
mere declaration that the seats were 
vacant was the proper course to be 
pursued by the Senate. Andrew John
son maintained the latter, and all the 
Democratic Senators except McDougall 
of California, voted with him. But in 
the case of Mr. Breckenridge there was 
not a native vote, his own colleague, 
Powell, remaining silent in his seat 
five Democratic Senators joined in the 
vote for his expulsion. The resolution, 
drafted by Mr, Trumbull, was made as 
offensive as possible, cruelty declaring 
that "John C. Breckinridge, the traitor, 
be and is hereby expelled from the 
Senate." 

The mutation of public opinion is 
striking. Mr. Breckinridge lived to be
come a popular idol in Kentucky. 
Long before his death (which occurred 
in 1875, in his 54th year) he could have 
had any position in the gift of his 
State. If his political disabilities could 
have been removed, he would undoubt
edly have returned to the Senate. His 
support did not come solely from those 
who had sympathized with the South, 
but included thousand who had been 
loyally devoted to the Union.' He pos
sessed a strange, facinating power over 
the people of Kentucky—as great as 
that which had been wielded by Mr. 
Clay, though he was far below Mr. 
Clay in intellectual endowment. No 
man gave up more than he when he 
united his fortunes with the seceding 
States. If he had remained loyal, no 
prize would have been beyond his 
grasp. It was his sense of personal 
fidelity to the Southern men who had 
been faithful to him that blinded him 
to the higher obligation of fidelity to his 
country, and to the higher apprecia
tion of self-interest which is insepara
bly bound up with duty. He wrecked 
a great career. He embittered and 
,shortened a life originally devoted to 
noble aims, and in its darkest shadows 
.filled with generous impulses.—Blaine's 
Twenty Years in Congress. 

HE HAD A. JOKE. 
"Do those alligators bite?" inquiied 

a man with hair the color of a gosling, 
as he poked his nose around the corner 
of the door. 

"Not very often," replied the editor. 
"Are you armed?" asked the light-

'haired man. 
"No, we never go armed." 
"Are you in a pretty good humor?" 
"First-rate, first-rate," replied the 

editor, who smelled a spring poem, and 
quietly drew the poker up where he 
could reach it to throw. 

"Well, now, I just thought I would 
drop in and see you. I have a little—" 

"Walk right in," said the editor, who 
wanted to get the man in range. 

The man walked in, as requested. 
"I want to give you a joke." 
"All right, what is it?" 
"It is this: You must first say some

thing about a man who cared for 
nothing outside of horses. 

"Yes." 
"And then say that to him life was 

jbut a span—meaning, you know, a span 
of horses, and then—" 

But the gosling-haired man jumped 
•for the stairway, and left behind hi™ a 

ripple of fiendish laughter that haunted 
the building for the rest of the day.— 
Puck. 

THE KIND OF A RAISE HE GOT. 
"Hello, Henderson," said Mr. Great-

heart to his friend, "I hear your salary 
has been raised." 

"Yes," replied Henderson. 
"How much are you getting now?" 

queried the philosopher. 
"Seventy-five dollars a month," was 

the answer. 
"Seventy-five dollars a month!" ejacu

lated Mr. Greatheart. "Why, before 
you were getting a hundred." 

"Yes, I kuow. The raise I got is 
spelled with a z." 

Mr. Greatheart drank a gin fizz, and 
Mr. Henderson took a little bitters in 
his.—Washington Hatchet. 

TO MAKE A PRETTY STAND. 
Get an old stand, like those our 

grandmothers had, sand-paper and 
varnish it; get crimson plush, cut a cir
cular piece, draw it over the stand, and 
neatly tack it down underneath; then 
go to the cabinet makers' and get furni
ture fringe—plush will be most suitable 
for this—of different shades, with a 
bright edge. Get brass-headed tacks 
and nail the fringe around the stand. 
It may be ornamented with gold leaf, if 
desired, after the varnish is nearly dry. 

AN UNSOLVED CONUNDRXT31. 
How is it tXat girls can always tell a 

married man from a single one? Wheth
er it is a certain subdued look, such as 
that which characterizes the lions in a 
menagerie, and distinguishes them from 
the lords of the desert, we cannot tell; 
but the truth is so, we positively affirm, 
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TOE WHITE HOUSE. 
There in a great deal of architecture 

in Washington—Doric, Ionic, Corin
thian, Composite, Elizabethan, Gothio, 
Norman, African too—an amazing jum
ble of styles borrowed from all nations 
and all ages; but among it all there is 
no building quite as satisfying to my 
eye as the White House, with a reser
vation to the prejudice of the northern 
portico, which wad added when the 
structure was repaired after the British 
invasion of 1814; but happily the por
tico is half hidden by the foliage of no
ble trees. 

There is no sham or pretense about 
the house; none of the straining after 
striking effects, which is the fault of 
so many of our modern constructions; 
no effort to look like a temple or a ca
thedral or a castle. It tries to be a 
spacious and dignified dwelling and 
nothing more, and in this it is entirely 
successful. . 

When James Hoban, the Irish archi
tect, who had established himself in 
Charleston, and was building substan
tial houses on the Battery for South 
Carolina planters and tradesmen of 
that town, received notice that his plan 
for the President's house had been 
adopted, ho hastened to Washington to 
claim the prize of $500, end to take 
charge of the erection of the building. 
Hoban had not seen much of the world, 
and had modeled his plan pretty closely 
upon one of the best houses he knew— 
that of the Duke of Leinster in Dub
lin. The Duke's house was in imita
tion of those spacious and stately villas 
which the Italians learned to build 
when the rest of Europe was living in 
uncouth piles of brick or gloomy forti
fied castles. Indeed, the world has 
not improved much to this day on the 
Italian house of the middle ages save in 
inventions for water-pipes, warming and 
lighting. Thick walls secured'warmth 
in winter and coolness in summer; the 
windows were made to admit plenty of 
air and sunlight, the wide doors for in
gress and egress, without jostling, of 
people walking by twos or threes; the 
stairs were easy to climb, the rooms 
high, well proportioned, and of a size 
fitted for their several uses. Thus was 
the White House built. The corner
stone was laid in 1792, in a bare field 
sloping to the Potomac, the Masons 
conducting the • ceremonial and Wash
ington gracing the occasion. At first it 
was proposed to call it the Palace, but 
against this suggestion a lively protest 
was made by people who feared the 
young Republic would be governed by 
an aristocracy aping the ways of courts 
and kings; so it was determined by 
Congress that the building should be 
officially named the "Executive Man
sion"—mansion being then a term of 
common use for the better-class dwell
ings of the gentler in "Virginia and 
Maryland. It would be hard to say 
when the name White House was first 
applied to it, but it did not probably 
gain currency until the edifice was re
built after the British soldiers had 
partly destroyed it, and was painted 
white to hide the black traces of smoke 
and flame upon the freestone walls. 

President John Adams, Washington's 
immediate successor, was the first occu
pant of the Mansion; and everybody has 
read, in Mrs. Adams' letters, how she 
used the unfinished east room for dry
ing clothes, and of the literal "house-
warming" she made to take the damp
ness out of the walls, with no end of 
trouble to obtain fire-wood for the pur
pose. The east room, by the way, was 
intended for a banqueting hall; and 
here we have a souvenir of the aristo
cratic notions of the Virginians and 
South Carolinians of that day. Hoban 
anust have been encouraged in his idea 
that a President of the United States 
would occasionally give a mighty feast 
like those given by kings and princes 
and powerful noblemen in the old 
world. Probably neither he nor Wash
ington, whom he must have consulted) 
imagined that the room would be need
ed, and besides be much too small, for 
the miscellaneous crowd whioh, in an
other generation, would overflow the 
mansion at public receptions.—Cen
tury. 

FAMILY TROUBLES. 
Stern Father—"Here you have been 

writing all sorts of nonesense to that 
girl over the way. about the fire that 
burns in your bosom. I'll take a stick 
and lay it on you. That's what I'll do." 

Spoony Son—"That will only make 
it worse." 

How's that?" 
* 

"That's not the way to' put out the 
fire. If you put a stick nn the fire, it will 
make the fire burn hotter than ever." 

"I'll hit you with the stick." 
"Don't, don't, pa;I'm smitten enough 

already." 

A FAIR SAMPLE. 
The car was brimful, but it stopped 

to take on a lady. She had scarcely 
squeezed her way iri when a man 
squeezed his way out, and as he reached 
the platform he growled: 

"Here is a fair sample of the hoggish, 
ness of thejnen of Detroit!" 

"How?" 
"Why, the selfish wretches sat there 

and made me give my seat to my own 
wifo!"—FreePresa. 
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TUB HUMORISTS. 

A LODGING house bed in New York 
can be obtained for five cents, and still 
somo New Yorkers persist in staying 
up all night.—Keokuk News. 

A FEW years ago boots were made to 
wear, but now they are made to kick a 
book agent up a few inches further into 
his hat.—Newman Independent. 
EVERY affliction has its blessing. The 

man with a wooden leg never knows 
what it is to have rheumatism in that 
ankle.—Chicago Ih'over's Journal. 
'MINE is a lofty calling,' sang the 

tenor as he uplifted his voice to the 
high C and hung on to it like a darkey 
to a melon on a moonless night.—N. Y. 
Journal. 

THE old adage "Man proposes but 
God disposes," should be amended 
thus: "Man proposes, and then the 
Judge of the Divorce Court takes an 
innings."—Carl Pretzel's Weekly. 

A BOSTON man .recently threw his 
shoulder out of place while scratching 
his head. When a Boston man gets on 
the track of anything he is sure to make 
a sacrifice before he will desist.—Pcrit 
Beacon. 

A TEXAS man has a flock of a thous
and goats. This don't look as though 
Masonry was playing out. Just so long 
as the goat crop holds out Masonry and 
Odd Fellowship will live. These anti-
secret society folks must exterminate 
the goat if they would strike a fatal 
blow to Masonry, etc. Without a goat 
these societies must die.—Peck's Sun. 
"I'LL bet a bottle of champagne that'a 

a married couple," remarked a swell 
standing at the window of a fashionable 
club-house and watching ia lady and 
gentleman who were crossing the street 
during a heavy shower. "I can't iniag-
your reason for saying so," replied his 
companion. "It's plain enough. Don't 
you see that the centre of the umbrella 
is over his head, not over hers."—Ex
change. 

AN unshaven man with a couple of 
black eyes, a bruised nose, and a cut 
lip, was escorted into the Harlan Po
lice Court, where Justice O'Beily was 
informed that he had made Manhattan-
ville hum on Saturday night, and that 
a platoon of policemen had had to sit 
on him before he could be got to the 
station. "What do you do for a living?" 
the Justice asked. "I carry a hod," 
answered the prisoner. "You are a hod 
case," said the Court, "Ten days."—N. 
Y. Sun. 

THAT BABT. 
Nurse tho baby, dress It, 
Wash it, duck it, mess it, 
Fondle and careiss it, 
Poke it, choke it, bless it, 

That stubby, pretty, chubby baby. 
Fondle, kiss ond plump it, 
Dandle, dance and jump it, 
Bang it, bounce it, bump it, 
Beat it, whack it, thump it, 

That pimpled, cunning, dimpled baby. 
S! uff it, cuff It, i ram it, 
Into its cradle jam it. 
Into its co-enrt slam it, 
Haul it, maul it, dam it, 

That snarling, laughing, darling baby. 
—TEXAS SIFTINOS. 
THERE may be several of our readers 

who do not know what evolution means. 
For the benefit of such it affords us 
pleasure to state that, according to 
Herbert Spencer, evolution is simply 
"an integration of matter and concom
itant dissipation of motion, during 
which the matter passes from an indefi
nite, incoherent homogeneity to definite 
coherent heterogeneity, and during 
which the retained motion undergoes a 
parallel transformation." Now that 
they know the definition of evolution, 
they will marvel that it never occurred 
to them before.—Exchange. 
"MAMMA," said a small boy, "do you 

believe everything papa says?" "Of 
course," replied the mother, with wifely 
pride. "Everything, mamma?" "Yes 
dear, everything." "Well' I don't." 
"Hush, you wicked boy; you musn't 
talk so. What did your papa ever say 
that you couldn't believe ?" "You know 
that widow on the next square, who 
always looks so sour at us boys?" 
"You mean that pretty Mrs. Bonton ?" 
"She's the one. I heard papa tell her 
yesterday that she was the sweetest 
woman in town, and then he gave her a 
bunch of flowers, and it made me so 
ashamed to hear him tell such a story 
that I ran away and wouldn't let him 
know that I had caught him in it." 
"That will do, my child," said the 
mother, with a peculiar look in her 
gentle face, "run out and play and I 
will tell your father when he comes in, 
that he must not destroy is son's confi
dence in his veracity."—Merchant TraV' 
eler. 

EMILY FAITHFUL SAYINGS. 
"Vulgarity, pure and simple, is pre

tending to be what you are not." 
"Theft is not the less theft because it 

is countenanced by political usage." 
"The great need of the day is men 

who are not for sale." 
"So long as the rich remain indiffer

ent to the outcast poor the gulf be
tween them will widen and deepen." 

AN exchange heads one of its lead
ing editorials—"Voice of the people." 
Just as if the people had a voice. What 
a rediculous idea.—Bohemian. 

EX-PABTE—a politician turncoat. 
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