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HEWSPAPER LAWS.

Any person who fakes the paper regularly
from the postoflice, whether divected 1o his
vaime or whelner he {3 a enbseribor or uot, iz
respoasibie for the pav. Netusing to take
pewspapers from the postofiice. or remov
{ng und Jeas ‘ng them poealled for, i jrima
fucic evidence of ISTRXTIONAL FuAlils

A MAN OF SEMNSE.

There Is & man of plala ideas-—
T know not where he lives,

But I have felt the thrill of joy
A meeting with bim gives;

He {2 not grand as men are catled
Who have a fine physique,

Iie's butl s plain and simple soul
With bearing mild and meek.

Sometimes I meet hin: on the car
That runs my way along.

And sometimes in a pubile placs
Amidst p motley throng;

Or it may be that him Lspy
While out upon the street,

o mretter where, I always feel
His presence i3 a treat,

He {5 the one who never yvells,

While haif 8 mile away
% AL there! old chap, you're Innklng flas,

How s your nobs to-day "

He never slaps you on the back
When mesting you by stealth,

Nor graba your fingers in & vise
And damages vour health.

1u conversation Le displays
A sound and elever mind,
And to decaption or conceit
15 not the least inclined;
He never blows about his wealh
Nor brags about his brains,
In tact his merits to conveal
He takes the groatest pains.

TUnlike most people nowadays
He does not know it all;

There are some things too deep for ifm
Whatever may befall;

He cannot run & Newspaper
Nor engineer a bank,

While matters on the other spheres
Are all tobim a blank.

But if by chance you question him
On everyday affalrs,

Y¥ou'll find {t rather difleult
To cateh him unawares;

04 questions of the greatest weight
He also has the call,

Yet by his bearing one would think
He was not wise at all

In short ibis man of gulet ways
Is very little known,

Tror fo his unpretentions siyle
No torwardness is showin:

But when the judgment day has come
And reckoned in his soore,

This man will get & crown of life
And reign forever m.om;‘

~Frank B. Welch, in Chicago
ing Herald
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TILN FOR THis PReLR)

GREAT many
boeye who
know nothing
abount it prac-
tically, imag-
ine, no doubt,
that it is a
great thing
to be a “cow-

aturdoy Even-

) boy.” Af

LTe a distance the

5 Ui Yeowboy's”
LA life appears
R extremely fas-

cinating, and especially so to boys-of
an adventurons disposition. But this
is one of the instances where *‘distance
lends enchantment.”

Once T had the highest conception of
“‘cowboy’ life, and when at the age of
fourteen I was informed thatI should
go west and join my elder brother on
his raneh I felt that I had suddenly
reached the consummation of all earth-
ly desire. 1 was to be a “cowboy™ and
race over the broad sunny plains on the
back of a sleek, spirited pony, wearing
jingling spurs, & wide-brimmed hat and
fringed leather leggings. 1 felt that I
eonlil ask for nothing more, and it was
with impaticoce that I counted the
hours that elapsed before I reached my
bLrother’s ranch.

For a short time I found my new oc-
cupation all I conld desire, but when I
grew more nsed to it, and the novelty
began to wear off, I discovered that it
wis far from what I had conceived. 1
found that there was plenty of hard
work attached to it, and that the du-
ties were manifold and often quite dis-
agreeable. The long days spent alone
out on the great prairie became sadly
monotonous, and many of the sunny
days of my fancy gave place to stormy
ones. I rm]usnt.ly Icame in at night
thoroughly drenched from head to foot
or shivering with ¢old.

Before I had been a month on the
range [ began to think lovingly of my
home in the east and to have yearnings
for the village life which 1 had once
thought entirely too tame, 1 was pe-
coming discouraged and homesick.

But hard work, loneliness and ex-
posure were not the only disagreeable

TWD BREOAD-HATTED MEN RODE UB,
features of a herder's' existeace, asl

soon diseovered. There were dangers
stiending the occupation of which I
had never dreamed, and an account of
an experience I mnderwent will give
some idea of what 1 suffered in that
WAy,

One morning at breakfast my broth-
er announvced his intention of going to
town for the purpose of securing some
eupplies. . The town was thirty miles
distant and that meant he would not
return before late at night The ranch
was not an extensive one, and the herd
was not so large but that I eould man-
age it easily enongh alone. In fact I
had done so to 8 large extent of late.

“You had better take the cattle to
the lower range to-day,” my brother
remarked, “for there is a searcity of
watersn'the upper range. Keep them
down there until near night and then
work them back this way, so as to get
them corralled by night.”

~All right,” I replied, cheerfully.

- “You'll get back to-night, won't you?"

“Yes, sometime to-night. I'll tryto

get back hefore dark, bat it's along
o 'yide and I'Hl havo my tradingto do, and |
> a.tr:gethsr L‘B Iuwa q‘ ln:sy day otit

But I'll got hera as carly us 1 can, and
if I'm not here before dark I will be
soon after. Just hold the cattle well
together and don't let any of them
stray from the herd amd youw'll get
along all right.”

“{h, I can manage the catile,” I said.
“You needn’t have no fears for them.”

“All right then,” Jim replied! “Now
you feteh my pony while I make pre-
paration to go.”

I arose from the tuble and went to
ret Jim's pony, saying nothing more.
I felt a restlessness and uncasiness
that was far from pleasant. 1 had
never been to the lower range, but I
knew it was a secluded =pot and I was
displeased with the idea of going
there alone. [t was along way from
the ranch and far removed from any
other hefd. 1 resolved, however, to

.| keep my feelings a secret in my own

breast, and not let Jim know what 1
thonght.

Within a2 few minutes Jim rode
away, and after watching him out of
sight I saddled my pony and turning
the catile out headed them to the
south. In due time I brought intoa
narrow strip of bottom prairie which
lay wedged in between two skirts of
timber. The land was low and rather
swampy, and the grazing was excel-
lent. Some one had evidently attempt-
ed to preempt a *claim” there in
times past, for down by the timber to
the west was an old tumble down
adobe house, and near it was a hole,
which, no doubt, had been dug fora
well. This hole was about ten feet
deep, nnwalled, and cvontaining a very
iittle water. 1 speak thus particalarly
of the well because my tale has much
to do with it.

The lower range proved to be as iso-
lated as possible, and to me the long
hours of the foremoon passed with
dreadful slowness. The herd demand-
ed but Lltle attention, so T had nothing
to do but loll about on the grass be-
neath the shade of a tree.

Finally the noon hour came and I sat
down to eat my lunch. I devoted near-
ly an hour to that duty thinking ita
good way to kill a little of my surplus
time. After that I rode over to the old
cabin and prospected about it for some
time. Thus I wore the hours sway,
and at last saw the sun sinking low in
the west.

I was preparing to mount my pony to
head the cattle homeward, greatly re-
lieved that the long day was approach-
ing its close, when I saw two broad-
hatted men galluping across the prairie
in my direction. They wore the “cow-
boy” attire and 1 judged they were cat-
tlemen trom some of the neighboring
ranches. Seeing me in the act of mount-
ing, they motioned me to stop, and
having no suspicion of anything wrong
1 obeyed willingly enough. I was glad
of an opportunity to converse with
s0ne one.

*‘Are those your cattle?” one of the
men said as they came up, pointing
carelessly to the herd with his whip.

*'I have charge of them,” I replied.
“They belong to my brother.”

“Who is your bro‘her?’ the man
asked.

“James Harton.”

““Ah. Bo those are Harton's cattle,
Bh?',

“Yes, sir,” said I,

“Let's see; Harton’s ranch is up to
the north, isn't it?”

“Yes, sitn™

“Is Harton there?” g

I replied that he was not.

“Will he be home this evening?” the
man guestioned.

*Yes, sin” I said

**At what time?”

I disliked the idea of heing too free
wlth information, so I hesitated a litile
in answering this last question. The
man noticed my hesitancy, and con-
tinued:

“We're buying cattle and would like
to see Mr. Harton in regard to his.”

“He went to town this morning,” |
said, ‘‘and may not get back until late.
It will be dark at least before he re-
torns”

The two men exchanged a quick
glance, smiled and nodded their heads,
and then the one who had addressed
me remarked to the other:

“What do you think, Jake? Is itall
right, you reckon?”

“I guess,” replied the other,
won't strilke a better chanee soon.™

“We can get the cattle all right
enongh,” said the first, “but what
sbout the boy? It won't do to let him
go, for he'd report us at the ranches
and have a pack of cowhoys on our
trail in less than an hour.”

“That’s a fact,” Jake admitted.

“*Then what's to be done about him?”
the other asked.

Jake shook his head at first, but di-
rectly came nearer to his companion,
and, sinking his voice almost to & whis.
per, said:

“Kill him."

“1'd hate to do that, Jake " replied
thae other.

*Yes, but it's safest, Bill,”

Then the two men talked together in
low tones, and thongh 1 could not un-
derstand all they said, I knew they
were discussing the advisability of
making way with me so they mlg'hi.
steal the cattle without the danger of
being detected. You may rest assured
my thonghts were far from _pleasant
while I stood there, waiting in dread-
ful suspense for those men to settle my
fate. I realized thatmy life was in the
balance with the chanees against me.
I could not run away, for the men kept
their eyes on me and their hands on
their pistols and I knew they wonld
shoot me if I made any attempt to
move. So I waited and watched every
movement they made, trying to read
something of their thoughts in their
features,

Finally, after the lapse of five min-
utes, one of the men pointed to the old
well and said:

“How will that answer?"

“The very triek,” replied the other.
“He'll be safe there, and it's better
than killing him. "

“'i‘heu leave the pony and come
with us,” Jake commanded, turning to
me.

“Where?” I asked, teeth chd,ttmng
and my limbs trembling.

“Never mind where,
say.”

I went quietly with them and a few
steps Brought us to the well.  Dne of
the men took me by the arms withouta
word, and giviag me a quick swing
lowered me into the hole before I was
folly aware of his intentions.

“Now wa're all right,” Jake re-
marked, “‘for he'll never getout of there
alone and there's no danger of any-
body finding him for twenty-four
bhours.”

That was the last I saw of the cattle
thieves, for they left me immediately,
#nd a little later I heard the caftle re-
freatng across the prairie to the sonth
-1 waited a short thme, thap began

Hare

but do as I

Waklng eforts to extricats  joysell’

~door annonnces that another passenger

from tha hole, bub my efforts were |
futile. The distence to the top was
short, but the wall was soft and sandy
and itcrumbled away when I attempted
to climb up.

“Well,” thought I, at last giving
up, “here I am and here J shall die.
No one will ever think of fooking for
me in this place.”

When the sfternoon had passed it
grew intensely dark, and the sky was
overcast with elouds. FPretty soon
there was a low rumble, which I
knew to be thunder. Soon it was re-
peated, and for an hour it continued,
ever prowing wpearer and stronger.
The lightning played overhead. IH-
rectly it began to rain; first in great
scattering drops, and then in sheets
and torremts, and for a long time it
continued to pour down. I thoughtl
should surely be drowned before the
rain ceased.

Think wbat that night must have
becn to me, a helpless prisoner, away
off there on the plains, miles from any
human being. Imagine its terrors as
you will and you cannot begin to con-
ceive what I suffered. Dut the wors}
is not yet told.

The soil in the bottom land being
lopse and sandy, absorbed the water
rapidly, so that within an hour after
the ¥ginfall the well began to fill. At
first the rise was slow, but soon it in-
creased, and in less than two hours the

JTM PULI;.ED ME OUT.

water was nearly to my waist, and be-
fore morning it had crawled up about
my shoulders,

“A few more min n.es," I thoaght,
“and it will be over.”

It would be 1mpoa‘51b10 to describe
how anxiously I counted the mornents
and watched the rise of the water,
Slowly, it seemed, but steadily it erept
up to my neck, then np to my chin,
then up to my mounth. I knew that five
minnies more must bring the end. T
conld not possibly snrvive longer than
that.

Hoping th at some one might bé with-
in hearing of my voice, 1 called time
and again, but there was no response.
The water had crept np until 1 was
foreed to stand on tip-toe to preserve
myself from drowning. I gave upall
hope then and waited for the end.

A pumbness began_to steal over me
and I felt inclined tosleep. So strong
did this feeling become that I rosclved
to make no further effort to prolong
my life, but to give up and die. A%
wmost, death would soon ensue, and then
the strugele would be over.

At that instant I heard the ciatter of
a horse’s feet on the wet sod, and in-
stantly hope revived. Raising myself
to my full height I again called ont,
and a moment later a man was at the
well. It was Jim. It tock him but a
moment to lower a halter strap and
draw me out.

I was too overjoyed at my sudden re-
lease from the very jaws of death to
utter a word, but if Jim had peemitted
me I would have then and there fallen
upon my knees and Ikissed the ground,
A little exercise in the warm sun.
shine soon set the chilled blood to
coursing through my veins, and ina
shori time 1 was able toride behind
my brother to the ranch.

Jim had been out all night in search
of me, and found me jnst in time to
save my life. A party of “‘ecowboys”
from a neighboring ranch had gone in
pursuit of the cattle thieves, and soon
after our return to the ranch they
came in with the caitle. T asked if
they found the thieves, and one of
them said:

“Them fellers won't never steal no
more cattle, I reckon.”

I never hasd any desire for *“‘cowboy”
life after that, and 1 was terribly glad
to board the train for home the follow-
ing week. THomas P. MoNTFORT.

A WOMAN IN AN ELEVATOR.

Ehe Does Not Like the Paecs and Her Sen
eations Are Not Pleasant.

A woman doesn’t enjoy riding fn an
elevator a little bit. Particolarly in
the rapid ones.

It is with fear and trembling that sha
steps into the car. The rattle of the
iron door as it closes gives he: a start.
The car shoots heavenward and the
woman holds her breath. lfly'mg
floors make her head swim. Vertigo is
imminent. :

Suddenly the fiendish elevator man
stops the car. The woman seems to be
going upward all by herself. Her heels
rise fn the air and only her toes touch
the floor. She is uncertain whether
she is going through the roof or the
fioor is dropping from beneath her
feet. And the internal sensation! Un.
less she has been at sea in a gale she
never felt that way before.

Then the car starts again, taking her
breath away and causing her knees to
bend with the force of sudden jump.

Before she has regained her equis
librinm the car stops, dances up and
down a tew times, and the rattle o! the

has escaped.

The woman feels faint, but cagnot
summon courage torush ont. Again
the upward flight, and with a &nal
dance, as the top floor is reached, the
agony is over.

The woman steps out of the car. She
is uncertain of herself. Things whirl
around, and she cannot walk straight.
Gradually she re s ‘and attends to
the business that lod her into a mndem
office building.

Then comes the descent. The woman
hesitates before again risking her life
in the car. Sometimes she asks the
fiend  in charge if he cannot go down
stowly. He pmmixes to letherdown

easy.

She antar& He Iets the thing drop.

The woman emits a gaspand elutches
8 strange man by the arm. Then she
looks foolish and feels faint. The car
stops to take on a small boy, and the
woman r#sists a tendency to sit down.
Anothez drop of a few stories, another
stop, and all is over—N, ¥, Becorden

.some places eight inches thick.

AN ICE CAVE.

Ths Wonderful Work of Nature nt De-
corak, 1a.

Hidden deep among the bhills in
northeastern Iowa there exists one of
the wonder-works of nature. The ice
cave at Decorah, in Winnesheik county,
In., while it presents mo particular
feature of beauty is one of the two or
three ice caves in the world Nature has
deslt bountifully wwith the little town
of Decorah. It nestles in one of the
most beautiful and picturesque valleys
in the state of ITowa—""The Land of the
Beautifal View.” To the north of the
town about a half a mile extends
for a mile east and west whatis ecalled
the Palisade. This iz a precipitous
formation, worn by the action of the
water ages and ages ago. The cliff is
twohundred and fifty feet high, and at
its base winds in and out among the
trees the beautiful Iowa river. A steep
ascent of nearly two hundred feet and
the visitor comes to the month of the
cave. It must be visited in the sum-
mer, howerver, as it is at that time that
its remarkable feature is disclosed inall
its glory.

‘Take the very hottest day in July or
August and after having clambered
up the ¢liff to the mouth of the cave,
one is in excellent condition to appre-
clate this natural ice-box.. There is a
ledge extending out perhaps forty feet
from the entrance, and as soon as thisis
reached one can already feel the icy
dranght caused by the air currents
passing in and ont of the cave. The
people of Decorah bave placed a large
frame at the entrance to the cave in or-
der to prevent it from belng closed by
rocks, which are continually falling
from the ecliff above.

Entering the cave the air growa colder
and colder. There are two compart-
ments to the cave. The first extends
in and downward nearly seventy-five
feet, when a sharper slope of filteen
feet is reached, and if the thermometer
registered 100 degrees in the shade out-
side you may be sure to find here a nat-
ural toboggan slide. This is the first
indication of ice and some visitors are
allowed to take the lead at this point,
owing to the astonishing surprise await-
ing them. A step or two on thisin-
cline and the visitor is precipitat-
ed elear to the bottom, the slope
being glazed with a coating of ice about
three inches thick. The slide brings
up—down rather—to the iee cave proper.
Thizs is a cavern forty feet in length,
ranging from eizght to ten feet wide,
snd so high in places that the top can-
not be seen. It is formed by a rift in
the rock, and while there is an opening
above somewhere, it eludes all search,
and so far as is ]mown. has never been
found.

Begeath, above :.md at the sides is
one mass of pare ice, two three and in
The
ice is as transparent as a pane of glass,
snd in the rock beneath the ice the re-
mains of snails, fish and eels may be
seen. If you chip off the ice and break
off & piece of the rock it will remain
damp and eool for an hour after having
laft the cave. A few minntes is as long
as one dare remain in this natural re-
frigerator, owing to the hizh tempera-
ture of the blood at this time of the
year.

The hotter and dryer the atmosphere
the thicker the ice will be in the cave;
and, on the other hand, when it is cold
enovgh to nip your ears while walking
half a block, inside the cave it is warm
and damp, and the drip, drip of water,
as it continnally falls from the rocks
above, reminds one of spring or the
dropping of rain atter an April shower
from the 2aves of a summer cottage.

The eave is_renowned in the legends
of the Ghaickasaw and Winnesheik In-
dians. Less than sixty years ago old
Decorah, chief of all the Winnesheiks,
used it for preserving dressed game,
such as deer and antelope. Decorah is
a town of four thousand inhabitants,
about one hundred and twentv-five
miles northwest of Dubuque.—Chicago
Inter Ocean.

REGIMENTAL PETS.

Interesting Stories of Favorites Among the
Boldiers.

Soldiers as well as sailors are very
fond of pet animals, and in every en-
campment wili be found dogs, cats and
birds, as well as more rare animals.
T'he soldier is not particular, so long as
the animal is tameable, therefors the
pet may be a raccoon or prairie-dog.
These, however, are individual pets; in
addition there are company pets, and in
s0me rare cases regimental pets. This
Iatter is generally a horse, formerly the
property of a beloved officer, who has
fallen in action.

During the civil war these regimental
pets were more common. The most
famous, perhaps, was Old Abe, the Wis-
consin war eagle, and another regiment
kad a stag. But at the present day our
prmy is so small and so widely distrib-
uted that & full regiment is very rarely
mssembled, and that is the principal
reason why a regimental pet is almost
unknown. But in the Britlsh army
there are few regiments which do not
possess g four-footed favorite of some
kind. Dogs are, of course, the rule, and
the most famous was Dash, of the
Royal Marines battalion. He was
wounded in a battle in Bpain, and the
marines knighted him for bravery, so
he was henceforth known as Sir Dash,

The Welsh fusiliers, formed in 1689,
always have a goat, with shield and
garland on its horos, to march at the
tead of the drums. Black Bob, a horse,
was the pet of the Hoyal Irish light
dragoons in 1814 The dragoons were
then in Indis, and when ordered home,
circumstances rendered it imperative
that their pet should be sold, and
Black Bob was bought by a civillan
at Cawnpore, to whom the Irish troop-
ers returned half the purchase money
on his solemnly undertaking that the
pld horse should pass the remainder of
his days in comfort. .But poor BEob
had only been three days in his new
guarters when he heard the trumpets
a8 the regiment marched off atday-
break to embark for Calcatta. -At the
well known sound the old horse be-
came frantic, and made every effort to

escaps from his stable, until, worn ont

with  his exertions and well-nigh
strangled, he sank down exhansted.

As daye passed by, and Bob saw no
more the famillar tniforms and heard
no mere the trumpets nor the voices of
his old comrades, he' began to pine | ©o
away, refusing bis corn and any other
food that was offared him, sohis owner
had him turned out into a paddock.
But the moment he was fr2e Black Bob
jumped the bamboo fence and gatloped
off o the ecantonments of the European
cavalry. Making for the perade ground,
the old horse trotted ap whinneying to
the saluting point, and on the spot
where he had so often taken  post,
watching the aqusdroms of the Royal
Irish defile past, Black Bc.b feli down
and died.

Tite ‘ﬁ?maty-ﬁ.tth Der'byshire reglment
bad @ highly prized pet in the shape of

& black rani. In 188§ after the capture
of Kotab, India, while the men wers
clearing the streets a private of the
grenadier eompany noficed a fine blaek
ram tethered in a garden. It wasa
magnificent animal, with enormous
curved horns—one, in fact, of the fam-
ous breed of Rajpootana ‘fighting
rama™ Col. Rames' attention being
drawn to this ram, it struck him how
very well it would look marching at the
head of the Ninety-fifth; so he ordered
the g dier to tale p fon of the
animal. The order was readily obeyed,
and thus the Ninety-fifth acquired this
handsome representation of their conn-
iy badge (the Derby ram), for the ram
proved a willing prisoner, showing not
the slightest dispesition to resent ita
compulsory enlistment into her Britan-
nic majesty’sservice. The Ninety-fifth
highly approved of their prize; the ram
was forthwith named “Derby L” and
handed over to the care of the big
drummer, who from that time became
his ‘‘comrade.” **Derby” subsequently
accompanied the regiment throughout
the central Indian campaign, marching
with the headquarters upward of three
thonsand miles. BSinee then the regi-
ment has never heen without a ram, a
‘black one, if possible.

An antelope, always named Billy, is
the pet of the Royal Warwickshire reg-
iment. Billy invariably heads his bat-
talion when marching past, he being
led by two emart little drummers
Billy’s horns are tipped with silver,
and his neck is encircled with a hand-
some silver collar, having two silver
chaios, one on each side, for his con-
duetors to lead him.

Roderick, a deer, is the pet of the
Rossshire buffs, a Highlapd regiment.
On parade, Roderick always goes round
the different companies, and, when col-
umn is formed, he takes up his position
in front of the band, beside the drom
major.

In 1869, two officers of the Fifth
lancers, while on a shooting expedition
in the Nepaul district, enconntered a
fine tigress with cubs. They killed the
tigress and the two cubs were capture
and talken to Lucknow, where they
used to play about the Fifth lancers’
mess. One, however, choked him-
self with a lump of raw meat,
which he had purloined. The sur-
viving eub was presented to the Madras
fusiliers, who gave him the name of
“Plassey,” and constituted him their
regimental pet. Plassey became very
tame, and was on the most friendly
terms with the men. He lived at the
officers’ mess and when allowed to be
at large he amused himself by stalking
a small donkey whiech was wont te
wander about the mess compeund. He
was also introduced to an antelope and
a dog, and with them he lived amicably
while the regiment remained in Indla.

Plassey accompanied \the Huadred-
and-Second to England, and two Young
lespards and his canine ally were his
fellow passengera. Plassey landed with
the regiment at Dover, where spitable
quarters were provided for him in the
main fosse of the citadel, beneath the
officers’ mess. There the tiger lived a
happy life with his friend, the dog. At
meal-time Plassey always allowed the
dog to have the first chance, but when
he thought his canine companion had
taken a fair share he would give him a
gentle tap with his paw as a reminder.

When Plassey was nearly full-grown,
and in the zenith of his popularity with
the fusiliers, an old old lady residentof
Dover wrote to the general command-
ingr the districs, and stated that she had
seen Plassey disembark, and that ever
since she had remained a prisoner in
her house, fearing to go out lest the
tiger should have eseaped and be roam-
ing about the town! So freqnent were
this old lady’s letters and complaints
that at last the general felt compe led
to take notice of them, and so poor
Plassey was sent off to the Zoological
gardens, accompanied in his exile by
his faithful dog. There he developed
into a magnificent animal, and never
oatgrew his amiability. Plassey died
at the *Zoo” in the spring of 1877, and
his head and skin were long preserved
in the officers’ mess of the Hundred-
and-Second.—F. M. Drown, in Golden
Days.

THE COYOTE AND THE CROWS,

A Folk-8tory of the Tee-Wahn, or Pushlo
Indians.

Once on a time many crows lived in
the edge of some woods. A little ont
into the plain stood & very large tree,
with much sand under it Obne day 2
coyote was passing, and heard the
crows singing and daocing under this
tree, and came up to watch them. They
were dancing in & circle, and each crow
had npon his back & large bag.

“Crow-friends, what are you doing?"
asked the coyote, who was much in-
terested

“Oh, we are dancing _with our moth-
era,” said the erows.

“How pretty! And will you let me
dance, too?” asked the coyote of the
too-whit-lah-widdeh erow (captain of
the dance). ;

“Oh, yes,” replied the crow. “Go
and put your mother in a bag and coma
to the dance.”

The coyote went running home.
There his old mother was sitting in the
corpner of the fire-place. The stupid
coyote picked up a stick and struck her
on tke head, and put her in a bag, and
horried back to the danes with her.

The crows were dencing merrily, and

ng: ;

“Al nanpa, gue-eerah, que-ee-rah.’
(“*Alas, mamma! you are shaking, you
are shaking!”) The coyote joined the
danee, with the bag on his back, and
sang as the crows did: :

'‘Ai, nana, que-ee-rah, que-ee-rah.”
[Al nans is an exclamation always nsed
by mounrners. ]

But at last the erows burst out Iaugh-
ing, and said, ““ha.t. do you bring in
your bag?”’

“My mother, as you told me,” replied
the coyote, showing them. ;

“Then the craws emptied their bags,
which were filled with nothing bet
sand, and flow up
langhing.

The coyote then saw t.h:.t. they hsd
playcd him a trick and started home,
crying “Ainanil”. When he got home

‘he took his mother from the bag and

tried to set-her up in the chimney cor-
ner, always erying ‘Al naos, why
don’t you sit up as before?” But she
couid not, for she was dead. When he
found out thai she could not sit up any
more he vowed to follow the crows and
eat them =il the rest of his life; and
from that day to this he has been hunt-
them, mg they are always at war,
F, Lummn. in Bt. Nicholas.

—Traveling Incogmito —Strmger—
“*Ahem! Boy, doyon know any of the
newspaper reporters by sight? Hote!
Boy—"'Lots of ‘em.”  Stranger—*“Weli
—er—ahem! I am the Hon. Mr. Great-
‘man, but I registered as J. Smith in orfler

 to'avoid interviews.  Here's.a guarter.”

Boy—“All right. I tell 'em: yourg
hare. ”'-—Piailndelplug Tglwsph.

into the tree, |

'sha could never have got married ‘her.
self. Now, John, let us sticlk to each |

OF GENERAL INTEAEST.
obtained 1,130 bushels of potatoes irom
one acre of land. This ia said to be by
far the largest yield ever known, 500
bushels being wsually considered a big
cTop.
raised on one acre of d is sworn
%0 by a number of trustworthy people
of the vicinity.

—The poultry pmdncts of the United
States had ‘a farm value of at- lesst
$200,000,000 last year, according to See-
rotary Busk, while at the same time no
fewer than 16,000,000 dozen ezgs were
imported, at a first cost of 15 cents per
dozen, or nearly $2,500,000. The aver-
age annual importation during the past
{our years has been 33,216,526,

—*0Ownie,” the travelivg dog of the
postal service, has been making a tour
of Mnine. When he arrived in Bangor
he went Immediately to s meat market
and got his breakfast and then viewed
the town. He was shut up in the base-
ment of the poat office for aafe keeping,
but escaped, found his way to the
Maine Central station and boarded the
night trgn far Boston.

ysville, Me., has among its
..Acnl relics a ‘house that onee shel-

cret panel leading to a hole in the wall
where thespeople of Eastport secreted
theirvalnables during the British oceu-
pation of 1814 There are also two
swords which were used during the
revolution by Gen. Benjamin Lineoln,
the original owner of the town, one of
them having been presented to him by
Gen. Washington,

—1In the matter of mere distance cov-
ered the records of the world's famous
travelers do not make much of a show
beside those of some railropd men. An
old railroad man named Layton, now a
sleeping car superintendent at Indian-
apolis, has kept a record of his journey-
inpgs since 1863, and the total is 2,338,
246 miles. Conductor®. G. Boone, late
of the Reading, has eovered 2 847,000
miles, and another Reading condunetor
has ridden something over 1,597,700
miles.

—Weighing machines and scales of
some kind were in use in 1800 B. C., for
it is spid that Abraham at that time
“weighed ont” four hundred shekels of
silver, corrent money with the mer-
chant, to Ephron the Hittite, &s pay-
ment for a plece of land, including the
cave and all the standing timber “in
the field and in the fence” This is
said to be the earliest tranpsfer of
of which any record survives and ¥hat
the payment was made in the ‘presenee
of witnesses.

—No more waiting for benches to dry
after a rainstorm, so that onr “‘Sanday-
go-to-meeting clothes” may not be
spoiled.  An English inventor has pat-
ented a lawn bench and foo!»bmrd, be-
ing so arranged that by lowering the
back on the sest the foot-board is at
the same time raised and brought up
against the front of the sest The re-
sult is that all parts of the seat against
which a person’s elothing is likely to
come in contact are kept dry and clean
throughout the summer.

is that of the General Court of Massa-
chusetts in 1839:  “It i1s ordered ‘that

his house in Boston is the place ap-
pointed for all letters which are brought
from beyond the seas, or are to be sent
thither, to be left with him, and he is
to take care that they are to be de-
livered or sent according to the direc-
tion. And he is aljowed for every let-
ter a penny, and must answer all
carriages through his own neglect in
this kind.”

THE DOG AND THE CHURN,

A Canine Who Was Sharp, Put Hs Ead tn
Ferform His Task.

*Churn dog"’ stories are always in or-
der. A man who used to live on a farm,
as g0 many gity men did when they
were boys, sends us thia:

“At home on the farm we bad a num:
ber of cows, 80 many that churning was
too heavy a task foreven the men'i’olks,
g0 Mr. L. rigged up a dog churn, an in-
elined wheel, a sort of eanina treag-
mill,

“It became the duty of Ponto, alarge
white mastiff, to tread that monoton-
ous cycle, and notwithstanding the
toothsome bit of meat that was fastened
on a lath within four inches of hisnose
he was not at all prond of his pamtwn
and responsibility. 7

‘‘He made several attempts to shirk
his task, and twice succecded. He got
to know when churning day came
asround as well as anyone in the house.

“On the morning of that day he
would loiter about the kitchen door un-
til he was fed, and as soon as he heard

of thacream jugs, preparing the churn,
ete.—he would put for the woods and

“The day of elmrning was changed,
and next morning a more crestfallan
and astonished dog was never seen
when he was eollared and harnessed to
the heam which set the dash in motion.
He looked positively foolish. He did
his work, but with lowered head, and
in cogltation eﬂde.:tly.

“On another occasion he tried an-
other dodge. When they were about to
put him to the wheel he ran ap to his
mistress, holding up one paw, affecting
to be lame. She thonght much of the
dog and was inclined to let him off that
day.
charging over a high fence after a
neighbor’s cat.

!* *Well,” said the old lady, ‘if he can
go after a cat like that, he is able to
churn.’ And he did, and never tried to

#tream.

' Sho Couldn’t Get Married.
A Leominster -houselzeeper, whde
over some old letters of her
great-grnndmother ran &
lowing:.

“DEAR, Goon Joux: We shall have
to put off our marriage, mother is mak-
ing such an awfol fuss about it 1
don't want to & bil, now Wé ard pub-
lished, bat I have to. says
ain't old enough and I dcm’z know any-
thing, and then there is 60 much ex-

‘pense about it. Now, John, just think

gtit My drets will be ohly aine shill- | J99RCr (e auestionsl, on O o83

ings (81.50), and my new calfskin shoss
wonld do. She says you shan't marry

your own. Father is willing! and says

says hs shar't, and you know she
ways carries theday. Darn it! I w!

other. 7 shall be eighteen in about ten
months more. . Now, you will hold on,
won't you, Jghn? Come Sunday night
with the gray horse and shay, and wa
will ride out md talk it over. Good
aight - Magy.”

-Boxm Iimu&

—C, 1L Bullock, of Northfield, Mion.,

That the 1,120 bushels were all

d Benedict Arnold, in which is a se- |

nd

—The first mention of a poslal sewim.

notice be given that Richard Fairbanks .

the note of preparation—the bringing

would not be seen again until night.

The hext instant he was seen

shirk his work agnh”——li‘orest- and |

&8 the fol--

you

me until you can keep twa cows of § ™
huw!.llglw us the sheep, but mother |

The two bestles wers soon at thsil'
post. - The first ran around the bo

 the dead fish until they met. Then: 'r
r sesmied to be conferring for a moment.

Next they passed under the body at op-
posite sides and began to lift. The
head rose slowly again, and then both
the teoilers eould be distinctly seen at
work, Our Dngmnl friend was lying on
‘his ‘back, as ab first;, with fest in the
air, lifting the upper part of the fish
from the ground. His mate was just
behind him, staading upon her ‘hind
feet, her fore feet, antennwm and mandi-
‘bles wedged between the scales of the
fish above her while she was thrusting
forward with all her might to push
slong the fish as her mate lifted. = AllL
in vain! There was still no advance.
Again there seemed to ba a conference.
Then the head rose again, lifted as be-
fore; but when it had reached its ut-
most height, she reared herself upomn
her hind feet, braced herself so as to re-
celve upon her head the whole weight,
and thus set fres the other beetle, who
ran around behind the fish, turned his
back to it, worked himself backward
under the fan of the tail until he was
almost concealed from view, then
buried his orange-colored antennm in
the earth, humped his back, gave ona
resolute thrust, and away went red-
throat “little wife, and all.” The move-
ment had been so endden that his com-
panion was taken quite unawares, but
though she was thrown some distance
with the weight of the whole fish upon
her, she did not seem at all discom-
fited, but was ont and up on her feet
again, evidently delighted that maore

made.

Thus, inch by inch, these two patient
toilers ecarried their load, sometimes
lifting as [ have described, sometimes
tugging with their horny forceps, some-
times pushing and thrusting with every
posture and method. In a half-hour
they had made less than a foot of
progress,

Two hours ' }ater, whe‘n I returned
from a fishing jaunt along the strsam,
-thegyhad reached the edge of the path,
where there is a steepdecline for eight-
¢en inches toward the stream, and be-
low it & soft bed of sandy loam. Asit
was the hour appointed for loncheowu,
‘and my comrades had not yet come, I
whaited to flitness the burial, or at least
the steps toward it

In a few minutes the edge of the steep
declivity had been reached. One beetle
was oo his back under the fish, pushi
| with all his might. The other was
front, tugging with her teeth. Sudden-
1y, ns the verge was reached, the fish
toppled; a miniature ‘avalanche was sot
in motion, and down to the bottom
went the three, the fish on ’top, the two
sextons underneath

The body being now in place, exca~
vations for its burial were immediately
begun. Each of the beetles' passing
under began to dig away the soil and

. Boon, all around the body, at the  dis-
tance of an inch or go from it, remind-
ing one of the hasty Intrenchment
about some military camp, rose a little
embankment of finely pulverized sarth,

| forceps that served as picks, and thrown
back with the six horny feet that sup-
lied the place of shovels. The body
radually sank as ths embankment
lowly rose, the head lingering longest
bove the original level

I returned from time to time to wateh
¢ progress of the burial When the
ows of the evening were falling,
and I retorned for the last tims, a por-
tion of the head was still visible, all
the rest being under the earth. In a
fow hours more the little red-throat
was lying three or four inches under
the ground, as neatly and carefully
‘buried as if some man had ﬁom tha
work. —St. Nxcholas. :

" The Dividing Line of l.nqulnlty.

“Ope of the greatest differances be-
tween the east and the wast, BAYS 8
veteran conductor, 'is in regard to
talking with steangers. The Missonri
river is the dividing line in regard to
talk. . The very minute passengers get
¢ast of Omaha and Council Bluffs they
freeze  each ' other.  Sirangers are
strangers, and they grow more so until
they reach the cosst. The diﬂmnce
in just as marked the other way. Pas
sengers who would not dare fo ipeak
- or be spoken to, quit playing clams sa

Union Pacific brid From' that point
on, clear to the xetting sun, the £

get nimbler and nimbler, You can ash
any man for his past sxperience, pres.
ent feelings and fature expectations,
'and he will give up every detail with a
smile. But get even a little ways east,
and if yon agk s'man the ‘time of day
hs will look at yon as if he was surs

the Missouri river is the line of loguas
mty “—~0maha Bee..

of the Seash
A little g-lr‘l spending the summer af
the seashore wrote, a few days ago, tha
following touchingsppeal to heyr fltha!
in' the eity: *‘Dear' Papa—Can't y
send me one dollar, or half of it? I sm
8o hard up for it now.  There's a cent
for one thing here, five cents for ams
r, one cent fcr something else

gans, popeorn balls, stc. . Sister got thn
money ont of her dime bauk, so shs
:has plenty. - Please send me one dollan
Your loving daughter.”—Philadelphis
Imds'a '

T.

bonvl.uul.ng FProof,

Pa«t—Sum toime was invinted in Imd
-land.

Jeweler—Why da you think so?

Pat—Regorra! d’yez be afther think-
in' its mame would be O'Clock it it
didn't come from the owld M?—Jawel—
em Weelkly.

—»Ameﬂm pu'blhihsrs am\.\ a!*ber all,
not up to the dodges of mdvertising
which ave in use across the water. Here
ars the publishers of a paper of which
the leading features are its somsational
ssrials oFering prizes for the . reader§
who will sorrectly guess the conclusion
of & certain tale. Prizes of £50, £15
and so on are offered to those who will
answer the guestions: ‘‘How did Jans

If by murder, wlw “killed her?  And
so on for a m-lng of conundrums.

—An Irish gentleman, getting npon
a street car, found one p}m vacant,

‘which he procesdsd to occupy. “Sure.”
1 s2id he; w.th 3 twinkle in his eye, “I

‘eame just it the nick of time.” “How
s that?’ *Arrsh! If I was lo come
Bow I nhmldn't find a seat in the car.”

: 't Pancy the - L:ux.—-Jmu
Joues-w-\*'l ant a pair o’sleeve buttons. ¥
Jeweler—! Links?” Jones—'Naw! I'd
{ ruther hov horses *f I'va got ter take &

"Miﬁ%”w»lewclm-s ‘-'(eekk,y. :

MODEL UNDERTAKERS.
Hew the "3 Deetle” Burios Its Fold
low-Creatures.

to thrust it Backward with the feet.

-

than an inch of ProgTess had beem

you intended to snatch his wateh. Yes,

Then there’s ‘merry-go-rounds, tobogs

which had been dug with the strong

| scon as they reach the west end of the i

-
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