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We would respectfully inform our
friends everywhere and the publihec
generally that we have just received
another invoice of the latest styles of
type.and

Which enables us to execute Job
Work as well and handsomely as any
printing establishment in the South
or West.

Posters,
Bill-Heads,
Box-Labels,
Show-Cards,
Programmes,
Auction Bills,
Bottle Labels,
Calling Cards,
Ball Invitations,
l'amphlets Printed !
Business Circulars,
Lawyers' Briefs, a
Wedding Cards,
Business Cards,
Shippin rags,
Letter heads, t9
Note Heads, N
Statements,

-4 And Tags,

Or Job Printing of any description,
call at once at the office of

To . OCapitoi

THE PRODIGAL'8 RETURN.

AN AMUSING LETTER FROM A YOUTH-

FUL MEMPIIIAN WHO TOOK

GREILY'S ADVICE.

(Shreveport Telegqram. t
We submit the following letter ad-

dressed to Mr. Wnm. Nelson, Lieuten-
ant of Police, which will be amusing.
It was written by a lad 19 years of
age who was apprehended here some
time ago by the municipal authori- I
ties as a suspicious character, and
afterwards liberated and sent home
by Lieut. Nelson. lie had only run i
away from home for adventure. We t
suppress his name:

MEMPHIs, Tenn., May 22, 1879.
Dear Lieutenant-I arrived here

last night "right side up with care,"
and though a little unwell, "am still
in the ring," and bid fair to be all
right under the influence of home
treatment. The "folks" are mighty
glad to have me here again, although
I cannot for the life of me see what 1

possible benefit they derive therefrom;
still, however, I shall allow them to
be the judges in this case and shall
obey their "dictum," "remain" as best .
I know the meaning of the word. I
am perfectly well aware where I
shall sleep to-night, and that is more
than I have been apprized of for many
a day, except while with you in
Shreveport.

If Horace Greeley, Esq., could hnye
arisen from the mausoleum that en-
folds Ins mouldy ashes, apd taken one
long, searching gaze at my smoke-
stained habiliments o and hunger-
pinched countenance as I quietly
shuffled in at the front door on my
return, he would have howled with
dismay to think that he had fathered
the words, "Go West, yonng man I"
Verily his soul would have ached
when he perceived the sorry plight of
one who had implicitly obeyed his
words, and "damphooliahly" walked
into his remorseless and death-dealing
man-trap. But for you gentlemen
there, I wouhtlong ago have starved
to death, and joined Stephen, the
martyr, and Joshua, the son of Nun,
who are now reposing in the bosom of
Abraham, the son of Terah. Once
again, accept my heartfelt thanks.

To-day I have been engaged in
surmising how eminently intelligent
and superlatively wise was the Hon.
John Howard Payne when he wrote
thle true, though time-tried lines,
"There is no place like home." Far-
seeing man ! May the turf grow green
above his scalp; and may I ever, like
him, think that, be it ever so hum-
ble, there's no place like home." To
my home in future shall I cling worse
than "grimn death to a defunct Peru-
vian blonde." SAM. (7)

"There is nothing," said Plato, "so
delightfud as the hearing and speak-
ing of truth." For this reason there
is no conversation so agreeable as
that of the man of integrity, who
hears without any intention to betray,
iand speaks withont any intention
to deceive.
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THE SACRED HEART. col

S-- it
BY NORAH 51. JONES.

All faint with thirst, to Thee the nations
plead, dh

For strength and comfort in their great- v
eatm-eed.

Sick with our wounds, Thy help we now
implore,

To bear the cross where Thou hast trod he
before. tlu

We strive, Oh I Lord, to break of self in
the chains, gri

And wash our garments free from soiling
stains, we

In that blest stream which saints and
sinners know

Till lost in Thee, our hearts with rap-
ture glow.

Sroi
In silent adoration let us dwell,
While sacred words the ancient prlets cat

tell.
"COme ye, my sons and daughters, come in

I to meI

And taste the joys my love bath stored
for thee." wl

But love for love a due return demands, wi
"Give me thy heart," "Obey thy God's Cu

commands."
The flames of love consume this Sacred

r Heart,

And precious graces to their soul im-
part.

This bleeding Heart, this sacred, pro- ri
cious blood, be

Still flows for thee an everlasting flood.
In seven fold channels runs the purple

tide,
And grace and mercy still the suppliant

guide. "
In soul absolving beauty Jesus stands, tO
Undying love dictates these sweet conm- ra

mands, ge
ilis Heart unmantled as a sign is given, te
To lure and aid us in the paths of ge

heaven. se

The Guerrilla Chief; li
I, OR, gi

THE LAST BUTTON ON THE TAIL
h OF THE CONFEDERATE

RATTLESNAKE. in
fa

Br PAGE MCCARTY.o c

[From the N. Y. Illustrated Times.] m

That is an interesting picture on
the illuminated page of history which
makes the grand climax to the tragedy
of our civil war, and the curtain falls
on the final tableau to the sound of
triumphal music, strangely mipgling

[- with the mournful strains of a dirge,
-as the conquerors stand in gallant tl

c. array, inclosing the army of the "Lost tl
f Cause," grouped beneath tattered, tl
1e drooping banners, and listening to the
i- last drooping words of their chief. p

d But beyond the lines of the great it
e armies were enacted many minor dra- C

n mas which represent the individuali- ,

e ties of the war, and especinjly promi- i
nent are guerrilla chiefs. g

Whoever has heard the _ ep-toned p
e shout of the North, ansfring the

" fierce Southern yells on the battle- a
I field, cannot fail to note toe strange d

11 in udividuality of the Southri n and his
ie clannish love for his chief, lather than r

Y the esprit de corps which I daches the II
;h soldier the efficacy of disApliue and 0
rt united action. If those •irious dif- n

;lerences of character wei. notice-

oable in the great massl of men
11 who confronted each otheir in politics
t and war, it is certain .that the South-

I erner was recognized by toe extreme
I features of his nature in thlise gallant

re bohemians of the sword kn.wn as the i
y guerrilla chiefs, of whom ,ne of the
in most celebrated was Col. tobler, the 1

sometime dread of the Umion com-
ye missary and quartermastet, and the
i- pride of the wandering, gliscipline-
oe dreading, horse-stealing cavalry ; the
e- best rider, the best shot, nd,' as he
r- called himself, "the wildest man in
ly the World ;" with whose name the
ly Union mother quieted lier crying

th balbe, and the army contractor his
ed restive mule.

i" He loved a fight better tHan meanr
ed whisky, and thought the clash of cold

of steel water music sweeter lhan even 1
lis his own family minstrel, Jimi Crow,
ed could make, as he picked the gay
og banjo and sang in dulcet strains which
en no burnt-cork artist will ever imitate:

"Miss Dinna Snow is de gt for me-
e Miss Dinna from de South; ;

n, Her hair it curls so verIy tight

of That she cannot shet her mouth."
ce The Colonel pronounced this style

of mninstrelsy superior to any opera in
in the world. He sang himsrelf, and,

t like Jeb Stuart, would troll a song as
n. lie rode to battle. He never bothered ,

t himself about roll-calls; but generally

Sfound out if there were any of his
r- boys missing when he made a raid.
en lie wore a plume in an normous
ke slouch hat, and gave-the order to

m- charge somewhat thus:
To "Yonder they are, boys! sick em!"

"When he "got 'er on the run," as
he called it, you could hear his voice
five miles away; as he hmllooed like

'so a huntsman to his pack. "Whoop!
ik- hark to em!" And away they would
are go, belter skelter, pell-mell, fill cry,

as like the pack answering to the tally
he ho. ;

Colonel Gobler was mortally averse
ion to using anything, in any way except

captured goods. His tent, when lhe

used'one, wwas aptated'trophy; ble ma
coffee would make hip cick unless api
it had come out of a Yankee com- liti
missary.: th

His ambulances, mess-chests, sad- tn'
die, bridle, blankets, wagons, arms- eat
everything--were all booty of war, qel
except his beautiful mare Nellie Bly,
who was foaled in the old Kentucky an

1 home, and was of the purest blood a

that made Broad Rock and Fairfield, col
f in old Virginia, the most classic sal

ground in all America.
s On one ocrsion, when desperately an

wounded, he called his chaplain to
give him spiritual comfort. re

"Old fellow," says he, in faint ac- lai
cents, while tears couired down the
rough cheeks of the soldiers, "wrap lo
me in a U. 8. blanket, put me in a off

captured coftin, take me to my grave
in a captured ambulance, and I think col

I shall sleep well." an
1 "Well, Colonel," says the chaplain, tih

who wore a rebel cross in his hat
, with a "sassy" feather, "this is a new ma
s Confederate ambulance--we willcarry qu

you in this."
S"Ain't this a captured one t" says wI

_ the dying Colonel, to
"No." yo
"I- and d--- " cried the guer-

- rilla chief, jumping up in the ambu- he
bulanco; "that's what's the matter bu

with nme I" s
He was at once transferred to a U. WI

t S. carriage and soon recovered. His sa
sword was so hacked in battle he had dr

to handle it like a hand-saw He
rarely took prisoners, and was alto-
gether a fierce fighter; and yet this th
terrible palladin could be as soft and ca

f gentle as any woman. He has been
seen to shed tears when a wagon ro
train escaped him, and would cry try

. likea child when hemsaw that rich ca
commissary stores were too heavily a
guarded for him to attack. 4 . fo

L Such was Colonel Gobler, who was
the very last man to set a rebel flag so
in a stricken field; and with all his f
faults, and despite some deeds which
cannot be defended by his most ad- b
miring friends, still his stark courage
and his devotion to duty must forever 01

ch hallenge the admiration even of his
enemies. ju

As the news of the surrender of Lee W

and Johnston spread sadness over the
South, the guerrila chiefs were the last M
to come in and give themselves up,
and it was generally without any of m
the formahlities of military ceremony
that the scattered bands delivered

' themselves prisoners at the different d
posts most convenient, and received
the parole with the privilege of retain- r
it ing their private arms. The terrible 1
' Colonel Gobler was too well recorded
not to be especially njrked, and,

' though no special orders had been
given in his regard, yet it was sup- si

d posed that he would be treated as an n
e outlaw, not entitled to the forbearance b
- accorded to prisoners of war. On the
e day of Lee's surrender he had retired )s

Sto thie interior mountain districts to t
" recruit his command, and a month 14

ie later had rode gayly forth at the head a
ul of a thousand desperadoes, freshly ii

Smounted, and panting for blood and
e plunder, and ignorant of the Confed- I

erate surrender. fl
"C Colonel," says a girl on tJbe road te

s- ide, as the gallant cavalryman paus- ii
Li ed to take a stoop of buttermilk from a
nt the maiden's hand, "the Confederacy
he is gone up--surrendered under an t

le apple-tree, and the boys is all a comin'
be home. You'd better go and get your i
" parole right away."

"Parole," says thile Colonel, "per- c

Ie haps, my dear, you don't know I'm

the wildest man in the world," and d
rolde on, followed presently by nu- I

in merous citizens, beseeaing him to f

surrender. The report at last became r

Sabsolute certainty, and the question r
before Col. Gobler's mind was whether t
he could, with one thousand guer- a

dn rillas, represent and revivify the dead

dConfederacy against some half a mil-en lion of soldiers. The odds were too
' great, and hie sat down on the side of i

the road, saily thinking what sort of I
a farmer he would make, and how he t
te: could ever sleep in a house. That

-wild life of danger and exposure is I

picturesque and fascinating beyond
description to those who love it, and
Gobbler was born for it. He had noFle home-the Yankees had, burned his

u father's roof-tree, and hle had sworn
d, by its smouldering ashes to know no

's law but vengeance. His kindred were
ed all dead except those "on the other

1ly side; hie had been too rough and hu-
his miorous to have a sweetheart, and 1

id. therefore, as hlie sat under a giant oak,
111 and his rude followers lay about in

to the woodland, while the tired nags
rolled and grazed in a rich field of

!" clover, the guerrilla chieftain's heart1

as mourned as only a soldier's can whose
ice "occupation is gone."

ike It was the desolation of Von Moore
p ! without the head and education of
uld the scholarly bandit. As the bugle

ry, sounded that inspiring call, "boots
lhy ad saddles," the Colonel mounted,

slouched his hat over his eyes, and
rse rode at the head of his column in

ept moody silence. His gay plume droop-

he ed, and the head of the beautiful ani-

mal he bestrode drooped alsoilikeThe i
spirit of the once praoud rIdear The id
little scarlet flG g trailed I~ along he
the staff. And thus in d6Wfbl Mi td s1i
the cavalcade moved toward the near: ;d
est post of Federals to offer them ;?
qelves as prisoners,

"Adjutnt,"; says Col. Gbbilr, ''go
and tell you that blue-belied ous,of he
a Yankee Major that Col. Gobler has sts
come to surrender to his own commtisb*
sary and quartermaster. an

Presently the Adjutant returned vc
and reported: r te1

"He says go to h--ll; that he won't co
receive the surrenider of a rebel out- loi
law and guerilla.'" hi

"He won't, won't he t" and the Co-
lonel unsheathed his=blade, and cleft for
off the branch of a tree overhead. go

"Tell Cap'in Brown to take three
companies dismounted round yonder, se
and tell Cap'n Canister to unlimber sIr
the jackass battery."

While these dispositions were being
made, the Federal officer Was sitting th
quietly in his tent. th

"Damn the impudence of the bush-
whacker," said the major, "he ought at
to be hung, not paroled. I'll raise fi
you two dollars and a half." al

"I call you," said the officer whom a
he addressed, laying down his cards; le
but at that moment a voice without
sang out: "We're surrounded," which

was true, for the rebels had a thou-
sand men to the Federals' two hun- is
dred. T

"The devil 1" cried the Major. Ia
'That's just what I say," replied he

the other officers, throwing down the
cards and running out of 7he tent.

Sure enough the guerrillas had sur-
rounded the little handful of Federal
troops. The shrill cry of the bugles ca
called the troops to the horse, and in f
a minute the little command was
formed.

"Now," said the major, drawing his
sabre, "if any man be afraid let him g

fall out of ranks, and go to the rear." a
"There ain't no rear," said some- ca

body. ri
"'Then don't go there," said an- li

other." e
At this moment the same rebel ad-

jutant'was seen approaching with a c

white flag once more. He presently
came up, saluted and delivered to the d

Major a paper, which read as follows: b
"Major Jones, commanding Detach- ,

ment U. S. A.-Sir: You are sur-
rounded by six times your nunmber. ,
My troopers are in your front, my a
t dismounted men on your flank, and I
my jackass battery commands your t
rear. I give no quarters, and always d
lose my prisoners. Accept my sur- t
rende., or go up. ii

"Yours, OOBLER."

It may be guessed that the Major's t

surprise at being forced instead of d
make a surrender was only equaled I

Sby his great feeling of relief. d
In ten minutes the gray and blue t

I soldiers were laughing and smoking t
Stogether, while the major invited the I

Sterrible guerrilla chief to have a drink, f

Sand ten detailed clerks went to mak- I
Sing out the paroles.

SThen the rebel regiment formed in t

-line, the color-bearer delivered the t

flag, and Col. Gobler offered his sword I

lto Maj. Jones, which the major, in
imitation of Gen. Grant, declined to I
aaccept.

"The paroled soldiers are permitted

0to return to their homes, retaining
I' their private property," etc., said the
r Federal major, repeating the terms of

the cartel under which the surrender
of Lee was effected.

Upon the heel of great distress and
ddepression, a slight change for the
better ofteD elates the spirits wonder-

o fully; an so, as the groups of horse-
men bade farewell to their late colo-
Snel, and rode away to their homes,
r they,were gay and frolicsome as if
going on a raid.

d The guerrilla chief watched the
-departing squads until the last lag-
Sgard was gone, and turned sadly to
fwhere his mare stood saddled, then
flooked at the folded red flag which
e thie major had set up against his tent.
t The colonel began to walk to and fro
s before the tent, seeming in deep ab-
dstraction; tin paused, with folded

Sarms, and addressed tie major:
0"Major, you're a gentleman and a

Ssoldier; won't you give me that flag I"

S[Taking it in his hand.] "You know
I made you take it? You niever could

ehave gotten it from me else. See
Shere, in these bullet holes and stains

'is thie history of brave deeds. I'm
d the wildest man in the world, and I've
k, hoped always to be buried with this
in tattered flag folded on my heart, and

SI must have it now that all's over."
"f Colonel, a joke is a joke!" said

rt the major, gravely.

se "And I never was more serious in

my life," said the colonel with equal
Sgravity.

of "Then you ought to know it's worth
le your life to take that flag."

"What is life to me I" said the
d, guerrilla chief, straightening his tow-
Id ering form. "As yonder sun sets be-
in hlind the mountain, so the light goes

-out of my heart, and leaves only
i hopeless night! No wife or child

*ittS for me,, nor father, nor mother,
nIor any kinfolk. You burlto my'
home eand. put the devil in me. I,
sMan't have my f8ig, shba't lt 1 a, l't '
gbht two hundred amo, but you just

come to the ;river yonder, where I'll
waitfor you. ph

And with one movement, sesmingly,
he stripped the faded banner f*om th
stffand stufftediti his bosom. The th
major shouted to the sentinel on post, ,,
and rushed into his tent for his.re" no
volver. As he emerged from the
tent the sentlinel fired at the rebel OP
colonel, who was riding at an easy
lope beyond the camp, and, turning
hieahead, said coolly :

"Very bad shot, indeed. I'll wait
for you at the river, major; you for-
got my parole, you know." ph

And the dare-devil, once more him-
self at the sound of flght,'rode off
singing the refrain of a camp-song: Bt
"She was as beattiful as a bunterdIy." Ia

"Catch him! Shoot him!"'l yelled it
the soldiers in chorus running for
their arms and horses. The guard in
consisted of six men, two corporals co
and a sergeant, and these were the ga
first to head the chase; and, while be
after them, helter-skelter, came the
whole camp, with the major in the dc
lead.

The distance to the ford was two I'
miles, and the road runs through di
fields of corn, wheat and grass, that pt
is, a# much of each as war had left. he
The slanting rays of the setting sun ht
lay on waving fields, and the peaceful ee
look of nature was in strong contrast gs
to the sound of fierce yells and drqp- to
ping shot. m

As the major came in view of the
distant ford, two wild, riderless horses w

came tearing back with the stirrups "1
flying in the air, and then a single Pi
flying steed dragging his rider by the bi
foot. 1e

The major drove the spurs into the
flanks of }his horse, who was already he
at the top of his speed. And then he at
came headlong .down the hill to the
river, his revolver cocked in his right
hand. The river was swollen by the It
spring rains, and past fording.

"Damn him," said the major aloud, B
"we'll have him yet." w4

There were two horses with necks si
g drooping, another scrambling up the a
bank and on the edge of the water five t1
men dead. * d

The major saw an object in the
river, making for the opposite bank
and with an oath plunged in after it.
1 It was almost a death struggle with
r the rushing torrent, anil down and

s down the horse and rider swept while
twenty men who had come up halted
in dread of the dangerous flood. c

At last the major scrambled out of
s the river a hundred yards below, half

f drowned and blas1iheming. Through
I bruslh and brambles he forced his

drenched steed up to tihe ford, and
e there was the guerrilla chief's bean-
g tifuil mare, with the saddle all bloody,
o looking wistfully into the rushing a
, flood tfor her master, whom it would I

-never give back.
And then the major, too, watclhed I

n the river, and all the view sank into a
e the dark, like the soul of the lost
dI horseman into eternity; and thie bu-
n gles, sounding the recall, prolonged

o and wailing, rose and sank on the 1
echoes of the night the wild, weird a
d requiem of the wildest man in the a
world.

g --- .... i

ie WHOPARE THE GENTRY i
rf

The other evening, at a little din-
ner party up town, one of the guests,
the younger brother of an English i

nobleman, expressed with commen-
Sdable freedom his opinion of America 1
and its people, "I do not altogether
Slike the country," said the young gen-
tleman, "for o(ne reason-because you I
have no gentry here. "What do you 1
mean by gentry 7" alked another of
the company. "Well, you know," re-

ie plied the Englisliman, "well, oh, gen-

" try are those who never do any work
themselves and those fathers before

n them lever did anly." " "Ahl" ex-
claimed his interlocutor, "then we

Shave plenty of gentry in America,
o but we don't call them gentry; we

call them tramps." A laugh went
d round the table, and the young Eng-

lishmen turned his conversation into
a another channel.

" SiX GRANDMOTHERS,
[ .ugar Bowl.]

d On March 20th, a child was born at
c Lockport whlchl had six grandmothers
us -the mother of its parents, and the
m mothersof all four of its grand parents.
ye It was a little girl of Mr. Thompson
is Barrilleux, son of Mr. Ferdinand
ad Barrilleux-and the latter's mother,

Mrs. Joseph Barrileux, is still living,
id as well as the mother of his wife,

Mrs. Evariste Lepine. The mother
in of thIe child was a daughter of Mr.
al 'Marcelin Foret; is still living, as well

as the mother of his wife, a daughter
th of Mrs. Valerie Breaux-thus making

two grand mothers and four great
he grand mothers still living. We never
. heard of such an occunrrence before.

Both the grand fathers and one great
ge- randfather are also living. At the

es wedding of Mr. Thompson Barrillenm,
ly all the grandmothers were present
ld except one who was sick.

thathe puld like
photograph t.k -,O i'
the pricehe conclud he w`d' st
in a tipe. Aft rptakldnglbM.et
the ehair lie sbut one eye, rew ,ht
mouth round one side, stuck dip hip
nose and paItly 'waitetd for I
operator, whose astonishment caused
him to exelaln :. .

"Qood gracious t but you don't want fII
to look that way to get asplotare. No. t
body will knowyou from Sitting Bull." ,

"You go ahead," was themply. sPim
"Do you want me to take such a 'w

phis as that " too
"I do." asi
The artlsttook It. I beat Rol sinfth

Russell all o' pieces, and "was highly yt
satisfactorily to the sitter, who paldlor m
it and said:

"You see, I had sorter of an.ojet d
in this. Camte here from Allegan
county six months ago-engaged to a
gal out there-found a gal here I like
better-got to sever old ties-see t"

"But what has that picture got to
do with old ties" asked the artist.

"Lots-heaps! Pre ntrri to her that
I was blode up here on a boat and
disflggered for life. She's awful fot
proud.. When she gits this and sees Ed
how that explosion wreaked me, she'll
hunt another lover quicken'n winkt -
see i How do you like the plot ? Just Ju
gaze on this 'picture once, and then be
tell me that Mary Ann won't send back tal
my love letters by first train I m

He posted the picture. The letter ep
was brief, but explained all. It said:
"My Ever Dear Gurl--I enclose my mi
pickture that you may see how offul
bad I was hurt, tho' I know you will
love me just the, same." wi

"Ever see that game worked afore?"
he asked of the artist as he licked the
stamp on the letter. ye

"No-never did." foi
"'Course you never did. It's mine. sti

It struck me the other day while I was
greasin' a wagon, and I think it's boss.
Blode up-see ? Disfigured for life- -s
see ? picture right here to prove it, and ar
she'll write back that she has at last
concluded to yield to her parents, q
wishes and marry a young man out
there who owns eleven steers, a hun- sh
dred sheep and an eighty-acre lot." hi

NEWSPAPER PATRONAGE, sh

(Prlnters' lJroular.] -
There appears to be many different

ways. of understanding the true mean-
lung of newspaper patronage, as it is he
called, and, as an interested party, th
f we give place to a disquisition on the th
F subject by one who knows whereof he
speaks. It will serve, perhaps, as a fe
mirror where certain persons mnay see, of
themselves as others see them.

One man comes in and subscribes
for a paper and pays for it in advance, w
and goes home and reads it with the tt1 proud satisfaction that it is his. He rc

hands in his advertisement, asks theI price, pays for it, and goes to his place i

Sof business and reaps the advantage tlt thereof. Another man says you may

put my name on your books, and goes ml
i off without saying a word about pay. I

Time passes on, and you want money,
Sand want him to pay you what is hon- ,F estly due you. He flies into a pafsion, a

perhaps pays, perhaps not, and orders h
his paper stopped. This is called
newspaper patronage. h
- Another man brings in a fifty-cent E, advertisement and wants a two-dollar h
b notice given it, and if you refuse he

- goes off mad. And this is newspaperta patronage. n

r Another man lives near yon-hele j
-does not take the paper--he don't

u like the editor-the paper is too small n

u for him-yet he goes regularly to his
>f neighbor and borrows it, and quarrels o

- with the opinions of the editor. Oc- o
- casionally he sees an article he likes; I
k he begs, or gives half a dime for the h

et number. This is called newpaper pat- I
r- ronage.

re Another man takes the paper and c

, takes a copy for his family, and pays
re for it, and does 11 lean to get new
t subscribers; he never grumbles, but

- always has a cheerful word for the
to editor. If any little item of interest

occurs in the neighborhood, he in-
forms the editor. This is newspaper
patronage.

,t Another man has a patent and
rs wants you to give it a two-dollar no-
ie tice every week; it will be of interest

., to your readers, he says; but although
n knowing it will benefit him most of
Id all, he does not offer to pay for it.

, This is called newspaper patronage.

g, Another man has taken the paper IFe, for several years, but has not paid for 1

er it, and comes in with t four or five-[r. dollar advertisement and asks you to
ell insert it for nothing, because he is an
er old patron of yours. This is called

g newspaper patronage.
at Another man-"a young man about
er town," no use of taking a paper, he
e. knows all there is going on. By and
at by he gets married, and hands in a
he notice with "just give a dozen copies."

A He gets them, and when you mention

pay looks surprised-- "you surely

ife seeo e

'lmch wase•xpended , l

for erkhs W h• f i ,

ofebt they wear plu1ging

"Pe ' ohehagthighteed, love," de
'Mid. "A dreut erayerotae havbeen here ad dela t t

mltrra. now grnetiolbt I dressre
hinkout aof the house, and he ,ook

tI s eamesee, t l stwiel. o'ne
for I eveing, Whetedid It mnat

wi"That~ s weas cren , as to say.
"Oh, Pm so glad"shis wider isltl

Rosa, s keilig. I oth esa.l"t
beysomething atpea bot tolm n of
m talk; and since it .sn't so, yog'll, 've
mfe that new garnet yelve at drerr I

pearles benhome so well. Yenllg let

S"f I aen , B oes," said Charles she
what if I weAre tad ak yeo to wear

yourben e anold dressesd thin wtermirr"What aJoke"criod Rosa. " tI

y hiou told grandpa I should never what
for anything. You can't be gurong

she did not see it. After awhile he
Sarose and put on his coat
"I must go out awhile," he id.

"I have business c attend to." And
she saw him unonsciously take fm
his bosom the keys of hl office d .

me oig to the office To-xive or f

she askd. to-mo I
"No, no. Why should you thjnk

1I I" he said, and turned Chfl 'erred.
t BoR. felt frightened. She could aot

tell why. She went to the door ithr

her husband anjok d wathed him d" wnyou the street. Then she went ba~ to
for the parlor and picked up the moroing

paper. The t p'aragraph her elove."
fell upon was aa account of the arest
of the cenfildentfal clerk of a certain
firm for embezzlement.

* "He was honest, until extravagant
S"Ywomen made him their prey," added

SHis froad to ruin."
e The paper fell from Rosa's flng~r.
S Buddenly a flood of light illuminated
se the darkness of her life. '

it "I am an extravagant woman,"

. " hasband to ruin. To-night he may
Y, do something to supply my foolishshe- wants that will cover himsly with nfa-

his bosomy and part us forever. I will follow
she him.

d A great waterproof cloak with a
hood lay upon the chair near by.

it oso seized it and wrapped it about
ar her and flew into the street.

he She turned her steps as by instinct
toward her husband's place of busi-

ness. It was a large building an the
Sthejanitor stood at the door. ng
't "My husband is in his ofliee, I he
1l not t" she asked.
us "Yes, walk up, ma'am," said the
is old man, and Rosa flew up stairs. She
-opened the door. The gas had been

s; lit, and its ras a fell over the head of

e her husbandas he sat at the 4esk.
t- She crept softly up behind him and

peeped over4al shoulder. An empty
d cheek lay before him, and oppsite
ye stood a paper bearing the signature
W of his employer, which he with ce

at strokes was copying letter by let.er
he "Charles!" shrieked Rosa, and her

t white hand descended upon the pa-

r The man started to his feet.
"God led me here, Charles," sbed

his wife. "Oh, Charles, is thif the
o- first time r "
t "The very first, Ross." "
gh 'It is my fault,' said Rosa. 'Mir ex-
of travagance had maddened you. Burn
it, that paper and come away .'
. In a moment more the check ras a
er little heap of ashes, and Ro usat
for upon her husband's knee, hidin her

head on his shoulder.
-'We will sell all the furnitur -all

o that we owe. The rest we will give
an back. My jewels shall go, I willwear
led calico. We will bhe honest and orget

our vanity,' she said, "and I w 11 be
a true helpmeet to you instead of

ot being your bane and curse, as I have
he been.'
md They went home together.
a Neither ever forgot that evening.
,, And though people pitied the bank-Ser's daughter for her hbumble subr-
on roundingso, she was happier than she
he had ever hbeen in her life.


