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From Ballou’s Monthly Magazine.
THE SPEAKI_KLG PORTRAIT.
BY N. P. DARLING.

It was a beautiful evenin
month of July. Not a cloud was in
the sky. Infact, the sky was jammed
so full of stars that there wasn’t an
room for clouds. O yes, it was a glori-
ous night, and everybody in Fadagoz
saidso. Tobe sure it was rather warm,
but one forgot all about that in listen-
ing to the joyoushumming of thelight-
hearted little mosquitos. Dear little
darlings! How fond they are of us,
and how cruelly we repay them for all
their love!

Yes, it was a beautiful evening, and
Miss Delia Magog was enjoying it, as
she sat in the parlor of her father’s
house, which, I may as well inform the
reader, is situated on Congress Avenue,
in the town abovmentioned. It isa
brick house, quite handsome, and fit-
ted up with all the modern improve-
ments; and the owner ofit, as you would
naturally suppose, is very wealthy, and
his name is Jefferson Magog. He is
the father of Miss Delia Magog, and
he is a widower, and still he is not

in the

haBp{_. :

elia Magog was more than ordi-
narily lovely, but still she wasn’t real-
l{ handsome. You see, she dressed
elegantly, and the old adage is that
“fine feathers make fine birds;” but
as my wife has often said, when speak-
ing of Delia, “Take her fine clothes
off, and she wont look any better than
any other woman;” and lydare say she
wouldn’t.  Most people do look differ-
ent with their clothes on.

But Delia was rather pretty, I think.
She was neither a blonde nor a bru-
nette. Her hair, I believe, was a Bis-
mark brown, and her eyes—well, she
had handsome eyes, but I don’t think
I ever noticed what color they were;

briﬁhter. Her nose, I am sorry to say,
curled naturally, so you see she didn’t

body said so. Even Hugh McGonagle
admitted that. .

By the way, speaking of Hugh Me-
Gonagle, reminds me of the story that
I was going to write about him, and
—well, I guess I’ll write it now.

To begin then, this Hugh McGona-
gle was the son of 0ld McGonagle, who,
you may remember, kept the McGona-

ears ago.  He was a very fine man,

ut he couldn’t keep a hotel, or at least,
not in a way to make it profitable.—
Consequently, when he died, his son
Hugh was left to the tender mercies
of the cold world.

Hugh was only ten years of age at
the time, but he knew he should get
over that, if he only waited; but while
he was waiting, he ran off and went
to sea as cabin boy; and as it didn’t
take but a short time for him to see
all he wanted to of that kind of life,
he left the ship at Liverpool, without
stopping to kiss the captain, or even
bid him good-by. :

Then he fell in with a travelling
conjurer, a certain Signor de Moyadas, |

whose father’s name was Smith, and |

as the conjurer took a fancy to Hugh, |
and Hugh took a fancy to the conjurer, !
they resolved to travel together. Hugh |
was to have his board and clothes, and |
the conjurer was to learn him his art. |

How long these two worthies travell- |
ed together I have no means of know-|
ing; but I do know that at the age of |
seventeen our hero was once more a-|
lone, and he was travelling through |
the United States, giving entertain-|
ments every evening, under the name
of his old master, Signor de Moyadas;
and he was so successful pecuniarily, !
that when at last he appeared again in |
Fadagaz (having thrown off his con-|
Jjurer’s robes) as Hugh McGonagle, he
had several thousand dollars in his
pockets, and consequently was very
well received by hisfather’s old friends.

About the first thing Mr. McGona-
gle did after retnrning to his native
town, was to fall desperately in love
with Miss Delia Magog; and as he was
a dashing young gentleman of twenty-
five, very handsome, very agreeable,
and very well dressed, why, what could
she do but fall in love with him?

It was at the last ball given by the
Fadagaz Guards where Mr. McGonagle
first met Delia. He saw her and loved
her. Captain Bobbin introduced him
to her, and for the remainder of the
evening he scarcely left her side.

The next day Hugh called upon
her, and she appeared so pleased to see
him that he called again; and as she
still seemed pleased, he continued to
call, until the good people of Fadagaz
ga_n.to make remarks, and one, more

cious than the rest, asked Mr. Jef-
ferson Magog if he was aware of Mr.
aﬂomg.le’s attentions to his daugh-

“Mr, MoGonagle! Who the dence
is MeGonagle ?” inquired Mr. Magog.

[0

“Why, about Hugh McGonagle.”
“And who is Hugh McGonagle #”
“Why, don’t yon remember the old
%entleman who used to keep the hotel ?
t’s his son.”

”But he ran away.”

“Yes, and he’s returned, and, if I
mistake not, is making love to your

Y |daughter ; and if [ remember, Mr. Ma-

gog, you promised her to me.”

“Ha! making love to my daughter?
Is he rich ?”

John Loveland laughed.

“Rich! Why, he brought home a
few thousand dollars, which he is
spending as fast as he can.”

“Of course heis. What could youn
expect of a McGonagle? And he’s
makinglovetomy daughter? Strange
I haven’t seen him ; but then, I’m not
at homea great deal, and I suppose he
steps in when I step out. l}I)owever,
I’ll look after him now, and, John, you
shall have my duaghter.”

“But she’s refused me.”

“What the dev—refused you!” ex-
claimed Mr. Magog.

“Yes, she says I’'m too old.”

“Well, egad! you are rather old—a
year or two my senior, I think; but
what of that? Didn’t you tell her that
it was my wish ?”

“Yes.

“And that had no effect ?”

“None.”

“Then, by George! I'll tell her my-
self.” And without another word’ Mr.
Magog turned on his heel and started
for home.

Now the above conversation took
place on that beautiful evening in the
month of July which I undertook to
describe at the opening of my story.
And you remember we left Miss Magog
sittingin thedrawing-room of the hand-
some brick mansion on Congress Ave-
nue, el(li'oying the beautiful evening a-
foresaid. Yes, she was enjoying it, but
not alone. Hugh MecGonagle sat be-
side her, and he was enjoying the even-
ing, too.

“Delia, do you know
g of?” Hngh aske

Y -

§ 1€ DAaCK U Cnuil, « pegIn-
ning to play with the trio of curls that
dangled from the back of her chignon.

“Why, Hugh, what a question ! How
should{r Icannotread your thoughts.”

“0 no, of course not. Well, I was
wondering to myself how you would
like to be called Mrs. McGonagle.”

“Well, Hugh!” And it is my duty,
as a faithful historian, to inform the
reader that the dear girl blushed and
looked down, and—and edged a little
nearer to her lover; and as he edged a
little nearer, too, why, there wasn’t
much room left for a fellow to crowd
in between them.

“Well, Delia, do you think you love
me well enough to become my wife ?”

“0 Hugh! iow can you ask? You
know I do love you.”

And then two pairs of lips pucker-
ed, and something smacked, and con-
tinued tosmack fornearlyfive minutes;
and Delia had her head pillowed on
Hugh’s shoulder all the time.

“] suppose,” began Hugh, after they
had become more resigneg to their fate,
I suppose your father, whom I don’t|
happen to be acquainted with, will
have no serious objections, my dear ?”

“Myfather? Greatheavens! Ihad|
forgotten him,” cried Delia.

“And I had forgotten mine, too,”
said Hugh.

“Yes, cr,ny father will object. He has|

already chosen a husband for me, a
friend of his, and an old bachelor, but
he is very wealthy, and father is deter-
mined that I shall marry him.”

“And his name is John Loveland,”
said Hugh. “I’ve heard of him. A

a sawhorse.
oor.”
“0 Hugh, what shall we do?” sob-
bed Delia.

But he’s rich, and I am

“That’s just what I should like to iveins. The color left his cheek, great'

know!” yelled Mr. Magog, bursting
into the room and confronting his
daughter, whom he had the satisfaction

to find stting on Hugh McGonagle’s‘

knee, with her beautiful arms wound
around his neck.

. “0!0! 0! screamed Miss Magog,
throwing herself into an armchair,
and covering her face with her hands.
{  Mr. Magog glared at Mr. McGonagle,
‘and the latter gentleman glared at the
former gentleman, and the former gen-

strong resemblance you bear to your
father, whose portrait adorns the wall.”
And our hero waved his hand at the
very lifelike representation “in oil”
of the departed Obadiah Magog, who
was scowling fiercely at everybody in
the room, for no matter from what
point you looked at the portrait, those
tierce-looking eyes were fixed upon you.

“0, you did recognize me? And
you are quite right in supposing that
we never met before, sir,” growled Mr.
Magog ; “and if you know what is best
for yourself, we shall never meetagain.”

“On the eontrary, my dear sir, [ hope
to have the pleasure of meeting you
quite often in the future. The truth
is, Mr, Magog, I am very much in love
with your daughter, and I am happy
11:0 inform you that she reciprocates my
ove.”

“Ten thousand—"

“Hold, Mr. Magog! Don’t excite
yourself, I beg. Hear meout, and then,
if you desire it, I will retire, for this
evenin§, at least.”

Mr. Magog flung himself intoa chair,

was 80 exceedingly cool that he didn’t
know what to do or say; and he had
found that he couldn’t frighten him.

“Go on, young man. Say what
you've got to say, and then leave the
house.”

“Thank you. Believe me, I shall
remember this kindness, and repay it,
fvhen I have the right, as your son-in-

aw.”

Mr. Magog glared, but said nothing.

“Look at me, sir. In form and fea-
ture I am certainly not very objec-
tionable. As for my family, whatever
they were, I am the only representa-
tative of the family left.”

“That’s luck’y,” sneered Mr. Magog.

“Perhaps so,” continued Hugh. I
have nothing to say about that.”

“Go on.”

“Well, gir, I have not so much wealth
asuyou, but what I have I made my-
se .J}

“And zou’re spending it yourself,” |
T , what are you LVIng

do you want?”

“I want your daunghter,”
McGonagle.

“And you can’t have her.”

“And your daughter wants me.”

“But she can’t have youn.”

“Jefferson!”

Mr. Magog sprang half way across
the room. “What the dence was that?
Who spoke ?” he asked; but no one
answered.

Deliawasstaringat her grandfather’s
portrait and trembling, while MeGon-
agle was staring at the same portrait
and shivering.

“Who spoke?” stammered Magog,
looking wildly around him.

«I spoke!”

“’Twas the portrait!” gasped Delia,
throwing herself into her lover’s arms
for protection.-

“Ha! what >—the portrait>—my fa-
ther?” And Mr. Magog trembled till
his teeth fairly chattered.

“Yes, it is your father, Jefferson Ma-
gog,” said the portrait; and its terri-
ble eyes seemed to gleam fiercer than
ever.

“Wha—what do you want of me ?”

answered

staring fixedly at the portrait; and
then suddenly gaining courage, “Ps-
haw! what a fool—"

led the portrait, in a terrible voice.
“By heaven! I’ll know the meaning
of this,” cried Mr. Magog, springing
forward and dashing his right foot in-
to the middle of the canvas. Then he
staggered back. “There isn’t any one

/dry old chip, with no more heart than | hid behind there.”

i The portrait langhed, “Ha, ha, ha!”
|but it didn’t smile. No, it looked just
\as fierce as ever, and that terrible langh
imade Mr. Magog’s blood curdle in his

{beads of perspiration broke out upon
‘his face; he staggered back and fell
linto a seat.

“This is no mortal business,” he
{ groaned.

|~ «Jefferson,” said the portrait, assum-
'ing an injured tone, “aren’t you a-
‘shamed to strike your poorold father ?”
| “Great heavens!” cried Mr. Magog,
|in agony, “if you are my father, tell
ime what you want of me.”

| “List, O list, unhappy man,” began

quite overcome with rage, for our hero.

asked Mr. Magog in a hoarse whisper, |

“Who do you call a fool ?” demand-|

“Never!” yelled Magog, writhing in
agony upon his chair. : Fed
“You must!” said the porfrait, once
more in the terrible voice. “If you
do not, Il appear to you!” .
“Good heavens!” gasped Magog,
springing out of his chair, turning his

back to the portrait, and coyering his
face with his hands. “Do#t! don’t!
don’t!” And then glancing over his

shoulder at the lovers, “Taks her, Mc-
Gonagle, take her, she’s yours —I con-
sent. Marry her when you will.”

“Farewell,” said the it, in a
faint far-off voice ; but Mr. Magog an-
swered not. He cast one despairing
glance around and left the room.

The moment that gentleman retir-
ed, our hero stooped down and kissed
Miss Magog’s lips. :

“Are you fri% tened, dear ?”” he ask-
ed ; for she still trembled. -

“Q Hugh, wasn’t it terrible ?”

“Not very, my love. Perhaps you
didn’t know that Iama ve;yiloqnist.”

“h ventriloguist, Hugh? :

“Yes, love,”

“And did you make the portrait
speak?”

“Yes, my dear.” &

“0 what a splendid joke upon fa-
ther?” she exclaimed, ladghing for
very joy. : :

“Yes, it will be splendid; indeed, if

he does not change his mind before
we are married.” ;
But that he didn’t change his mind

we have every reason to believe, from
the fact that there was agwedding at
Mr. Magog’s house about$s month af-
terwards, and Hugh McGonagle and
Delia Magog were made one fiesh. But
what fs much more singular, Mr. Ma-
gog never found out the secret of the
portrait; and to this day he believes
that it was “no mortal business;” and
as Hugh makes an excellent husband,
and a dutiful son-in-law,'he is quite
satisfied with everything as it is.

2 The Dead. .
O, it is pleasant to ik

%

Thé

|'

nearl mingl

and 8~ with
dust ‘which years hav
with earth. Did they not once walk
the earth with us? Did they not sit
beside us, their eyes glowin% with af-
fection, their warm hearts beating in
unison with our own?

The dead—they are gone. Nay, do
not say they are gone. Let us still
enjoy the hope that they hover round
us in spirit, as once they did in body.
Snatch not from us the solacing belief
that their eyes are upon us, though
unseen.

When gloom oppresses our spirits,
when the heart aches with the inflic-
tions of life’s dull realities, then indeed
the memory of the dead is pleasant to
us. Say, ye beloved dead who once
shed with us tear for tear, and breath-
ed sigh for sigh, are ye now heedless of
the anguish of our souls? Have ﬁe
forgotten that we once loved one anoth-
er? And thou, best of all, thou on
whose knee we first learned to lisp the
accents of affection—mother! It is
long since our eye beheld thee, and we
are a child again when we think of
thee. Thy grave is far from us. We
have been a wanderer among strangers.
We are a dweller in a strange land.—
| Many years have passed away since we
. wept over the little hillock underneath
{which was buried the bosom to which
our infancy clung.

Care of the Teeth.
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THE DYING MARTYRS. ,

——

BY REV. E. P, HAMMOND,

The hour approached, the appointed hour,
When, "neath the stern oppressor’s power,
The captive ones should suffer death, -
Or curse their Maker with their breath,

The pile was ready, far around,
The heartless rabble fill’d the ground,
With jo'zfnl hearts and tearless eye .

To see the captive Christians die.

The scoff—the jibe—the heartless jest
Went freely round-—and midst the rest
Some cursed the captive train, but none
Felt pity for their horrid doom.

And now an armed band appears,
Their chief was one of many years,—
A friend whose soul’s supreme delight
Was found in such, a bloody sight.

They reach’d the pile, and round the stake
A space with weapon point they make;

Their chief the preparation eyes,
Then sternly to the guard he

cries:

* “Bring forth the victims’’—and amain
They lead them out—a captive train,
An aged father and his child : d
His step was firm—his look was mild.

He for his Savior’s cause had cross'd
The briny sufge to teach the lost

In heathen lands, and to proclaim
Throughout the world his sacred name.

His trust was placed in God above, .
His name he’d long professed to love,
And now with joy he seem’d to feel
Prepar’d his love by death to seal.

But his sweet child—should ske become
_A sharer of his dreadful doom ?

Should %er fair limbs in torment be?
-Should she expire in agony ?

. The thought was madness, and in vain
He strove to calm his spirit’s pain;
He felt—but who can tell or know
A parent’s feelings or his woe.

They now had reached the fatal place,
And met the leader, face to face;
Then sternly to the man he spoke:

‘Is yet your haughty spirit broke

‘‘Are you prepared to risk my*re,
To perish in yon kindling fire?
Or rather will you turn with me,
A Moslem and faithfuol be.?”’

He stopp’d ; the father bent his head
. In agony, and then he pray’d,
- “’Tis not for me! No, not for me!"’
i 49 § r clemency !
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er’s bill, twins in the cradle,
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are disposed to try, we, cite the follows
ing inventory of a week’s diet, and its
cost, from the actual e perienceof Dr.
Rio Lewis, a well known physician and

of living cheaply:: 8 . breakfast,
hulled Southern corn, w{th' a_little
milk. My breakfast cost three cents.
I took éxactly the same thing for din-
ner. Food g)

never take ansupper. . Monday break-
fast, two cents worth of patmez’l,i;;}hq
formr of porridge, with one cent’s worth
of milk.  For dinner, cent’s worth of
whole wheat, boiled, with one’ éent’s

Monday, six
cents. Tuésday b Y,

kfast, two cent’
worth of beans, With halfa cent’s vmtﬁ
of vinegar. For dinner; one’ quart
Earm:fe, worth ones‘eent,

slices of coarsé bread;wort
two cents. " Food for Tuesday, five’a:

a half cents.’ :tw nesaay

"My Gu ) ]
'Tis 1, 'tis 1 alone am vile,
Alone am worthy of your hate,
Alone deserve this cruel fate!”’

‘‘Father,’”’ the maiden cried, *‘forbear,
Oh cease to strive e'en now to tear

Me from my fate,—to die with thee

Is happiness, is joy to me!”’

““Almighty God,’’ the father cried,

‘‘With anguish dire my soul is tried ;
Increase my strength, my faith renew,
This dreadful hour, oh, bear me through! -

““And oh, blest Savior, I entreat

That this dear girl with thee may meet

In realms of bliss, and may she go )
With joy through this dread scene of woe!

“Be her support, her strength, her shield,
Through all her trials to her yield

Thy gracious influence underneath—'’
““BIND FAST THE vIcTIMS !’ cried the chief.

The guards obeyed, and soon they bound
With cords the victims then around.

The fire was kindled, yet in vain

The chieftain urged them once again.

“‘Be wise,”’ he cried, ‘‘ere ’tis too late,
We can’t prevent your horrid fate!
Wealth, pomp and power if you’d attain,

Then turn and bless the prophet’s name.”’

He ceased. The captive faintly cried,
“On Calvary’s cross my Savior died;
And there upon the accursed tree

He lost his life for such as me!

¢‘Shall T a heartless recreant prove
To him who saved me by his love?
Shall ] deny my Savior’s name

For all the torments you can frame?

“‘No, dearest Lord, my life I bring,

And e’en in death thy praise I'll sing !”’
But hark ! He ceased his feeble breath—
The martyr’d Christian sleeps in death.

Rosgseau said that no woman with |
{fine teeth could be ugly. Any female
'mouth with a good set of teeth is kiss-|
{able. The too early loss of the first|
teeth hasan unfavorableinfluence upon |
the beauty and difration of the second. 1
The youngest should accordingly be|
made to take care of them. All that|
iis necessary is to brush them several |
i times a day with a little ordinary soap '
ior magnesia and water. After eating, !
(the particles of food should be care- |
|fully removed from the teeth by means
rof a toothpick of quill or wood, but
inever of metal. Camphorated and a-
icid tooth powders are injurious, both !
to the enamel and the gums, and if,
|employed, every particle should be re-|
imoved from the gums by careful rin-
.sing. The habit which some ladies
{have of using .a bit of lemon, though
\it may whiten the teeth and give a

tleman was very red in the face, while the portrait. “Have you not already temporary firmness, and give a color
the latter was uncommonly pale ; but caused misery enough in the world? to the gums, is fatal to the enamel, as

he was as-cool as if he had been “iced.” | and do you wish to add to your mani- are all other acids.

No one, young or

“¢ Wilt thou reach stars because they  fold sins and wickednesses by divid-|old, should turn their jaws into nut

ghine on thee?” cried Mr. Magog,
quoting Shakspeare without knowing
it. :

Mr. McGonagle arose, walked to the
window, and looking up at the stars,
said he didn’t think he would.

“No, Mr. Magog, I’d rather not, if 'ror to his heart, ”If thou didst ever thy!

it’s all the same to you.” And then,
after a pause, “I presume I am address-
ing Mr. Magog &
“Yes sir.’
“Ah,'I thought I couldn’t be mis-
taken;” said Hugh, smiling blandly,

/ing two loving hearts 7

“What!” c#ed Mr. Magog, spring-
jing to his feet, while his eyes rolled
{from the portrait to the lovers.
| “Hold! not a word, Jefferson,” said
{the portrait, in a voice that struck ter-

! dear father love—"

| crackers, and: it is very dangerous for an

fwomen to bite off as they often do the
ends of the thread in sewing. It is
{not safe to bring very hot food ordrink,
‘especially if immediately followed by
‘anythingcold, in contact with the teeth.

Our principal joker, who is simply

“Shakspeare,” muttered Magog.— incorrigible, says that in one respect he

| “The old man always was fond of Ham-

let.”

| “Then step not between this young

man and this fair maiden,” continued

thinks that Grant has the startof Gree-
ley in this campaign, for Grant quietly
smokes his cigar and Greeley takes the
stump.

Selected digcellany,

Girls and Matrimony.

Why should you blame girls for set-
ting their hearts on matrimony? Itis
what girls were made for. No sensible
girl desires to be an old maid. Heaven
did not meanit. A poodle or an “ism”
will never satisfy her, neither will a
vote. What she wants is a home and
a fire-side—a grea,t, good, loving fellow
to cherish and protect her there, and
his children to call her “mother.”—
“The world of the affections is her

haps the best of a 1 ~ JADUTINg
men in hot weather,) two cent’s worth,
with one cent’s worth of syn:g; For
dinner, a splendid beef stew, meat
of which cost two cents. - A little ex-
travagant you see. But, then, you
know, ‘a short life and a merry one.’
Perhaps you don’t believe that the meat
was purchased for two cents? Biit it
was, though. The fact is, that from
an ox weighing eight hundred ponnds
nett, yon can purchase certain parts
weighing about one hundred pounds,
for three cents per pound. Two-thirds
of a pound make more stew than I
could eat. There was really enough
for two of us. But, then, you know
how careless and reckless the Ameri-
cans are inregard toour table expenses,
always getting twice as much as we
need. 1 must not forget to say that
these coarse, cheap portions of thean-
imal are the best for astew. The very
genius of waste seems to have taken
possession of me on that. fatal day. I
poured into my stew all at oncey slap-
dash, a quarter of a cent’s worth of
Leicestershire sauce, and as if to show
that it never rains, butit pours, I clos-
ed that gluttonous scene by devouring
a cent’s worth of hominy pudding.—
Food for Wednesday, eight and a guar-
ter cents. The gross excess of Wed-
nesday led to a very moderate
“Thursday breakfast, which consist-
ed of oatmeal porridge and milk, cost-
ing about two and a half cents. For
dinner, cracked wheat and baked beans,
two cent’s worth of each, milk, one
cent’s worth. Food for Thursday cost
seven and a half cents. ,
“Friday breakfast, Southern hulled
corn and milk, costing three cents.—
For dinner, another of those gormand
surfeits which so disgraced the history
of Wednesday. Expenses for the day
eight and a quarter cents.
“This morning when I went to the
table, I said to myself, ‘What’s the use

of this economy? And I madeup my

jmind that for this day at least I would |

gink all moral restraints and give u

i the reigns to appetite. I have noapol-
togy or defense for what followed. !
world—not that of man’s aspiring;”| “Saturday breakfast, I began’ with |
and if she looks her prettiest and does one cent’s worth of oatmeal porridge, |
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relinquishes more than he doe or |ag health and strength are concerned,
my part, T like to see a girl ﬁmh\gg on halfthg‘%ge}_ __ Besides 0 e
her mind to marry, and do it ‘Itis|days I ate too mmch altogéther, and
possible for her tn be Wretchied, of |su fromthirstand ddllness. But
course; but never dismally so a8 s spin {then I may pldad that Tiwérked s
ster in boarding-house up stairs_back |hard,; snd really meeded: a good
room, with the cat for company ahd a|more food than idlers, ... *, *
woman’s rights lecture'her only chance| «By the .

of recreation. A buttonles$ husband, inni

with nothing in hig

pounds. Sinte

kitchen, are bliss in comj n. A :

what I say is, let the single’ Wome y

marry, and let them not be blamed for |of warm weather,

trying to do it. %o vaet usual demands for.exertion of various
DR. RI0 LEWIS DIET. t;gﬁt’ flet me | .':';‘fa‘x%n {'of ﬁﬂﬁi {h-

A Remarkable Illu on of (3 : oq‘é'- person, and 1 wi i 4
heaply Gne Gam Live, - |the the b aud gyongth

Asavery remarkable sample of what pare than two d .fOJ;W'
may be done in the directiom: of absa- [$0ns for “»g ]{‘ﬁe F:r‘eWes%,‘ﬁha
lute economy of living, by thosé; whe |® - saere corn, oats and beef are §b.cheap;

- smre
the cost of feedi faniily of |
s T

mention it, less you langh at me.
- “And g@_far'&ni ‘mnysféuﬁ’l? gro
osts or skeletons; I will eng

: oy eing gh

writer, living in. Magsachusetts: - be!n%f
: i that they shall be plumper and st
|, “It is now Saflirday afternoon; and er, healthier and mp isg'Withmm

I will tell you in confidence a liftle of (gkins, brighter- eyes, sweeter hreaths,
P AR e Syring whit - teeth, andin addition, that |
the past week. - oA s ‘Iliive longer than your De

“On Sunday morning last ¥ t h ‘
I would try for a week the t

they
dlpe‘rg, éach of 'whom spends enough
at a'single to féed m ﬁim? £
ten for a week. * And last, but not least -

they shall enjoytheit ‘meals irore

S -
your Delmonico djmers.” .. ¥ i

The, latest )- sensation i
petrified ' baby, ' ﬁ’_mm

tén dy'esm! a4go a gentleman lost-
child and buried it in, the, family lot

in the gravéyard. ently, i
to Femave the rerging g hé felationg
to' home other Togality’ uvgg%
‘aﬁ mﬂ An%’* ‘mé‘l 257 4
little childito find that it* had "t
b-f& 2{%%’.

bodies on monuments that can b
over the tombs of infants in 'anyhgz our
cemeteries. It was a gennine casé o
Hatufe’s Mummyizing a human being.
All; save thé ‘mother of the little in
fant, stood mutely looking upon if, buti
she became ‘nearly frantic with excité®
ment from the first moment that the
body was exposed to view. She had
endeavored te take it*from-the:coffin,
crying bitterly, and wildly-insisting
upon taking it with her to her hom
er husband held her back, and would.
ot allow her to remove it. The mo-
ther seeméd distracted with grief at
the thought of its being interred. It
looked so natural and beautiful; Bo:
like the baby that she had pl in
the grave ten years ago, that it brought
up all her gorfow afresh, as if she was
but now laying the loved darling in

|the earth.

Persons whonever complain of “short
crops”—Barbers. :

Model stirgical operations—to take
the cheek out of a men and the jaw out
of a woman. e

A merchant asks why he should be
obliged to go so often after money that
is coming to-him.

Sausagedealersare directed to Woods
bury, Cannon county, Tenn., where &
negro woman is the owner of fifteen;
large and small curs.

A man died, suddenly from intems
perance and a-Western jury found that
the deceased came to his death by
“drinking between drinks.” 5

An editor who received a letter in’
which weather was written “wethur,”
says it was the worst spell of weather
he had ever seen. - ! - vovid

It need not be inferred that the couns’
try is “going to the dogs,” becanse we
rare reduced toa choice for President be-
(tween a type-setter and a West-pointer,,
“Have you much fish in your bag?”.
asked a Jacksonvilleite of a fisherman
.in the market! ~ “Ycs, there’s a good.
¢el in it,” was the rather slippery reply.

An editor once wrote: “We have re-

her best to become possessed of a place with a teaspoonful of sugar; worth a ceived a basket of strawberries from
in it, what wonder? Of course, she quarter of cent; then followed a cent’s! M Smith, for which he will receive
should marry for love, and not for mo-| worth of cracked wheat, with half a our compliments, some of which are
ney; and in spite of all the talk to the cent’s worth of milk; then the break- four inches in circumference,

contrary, most women think they do.|fast closed with two cent’s worth of|
\milk, and one cent’s worth of rye and
{Indian bread. For dinner, I ate half
‘of a small lobster, which cost three
‘cents, and one cent’s worth of coarse
'bread, and one cent’s worth of homi

But one’s perfect deal is seldom met
with; and if after declaring that only
Apollo with a superhuman intellect
could possibly satisfy her a girl mar-
ries a rather frivolous young man,
with no pretence whatever to good
looks, she has not necessarily done so

without love. The greenest kind of the day’s food, twelve and three-quar- this morning

men and women have a mysterious fas-
cination for some oneindividual of the
opposite sex. ]
leged as a fault that young Brown is
determined tq marry, but in Miss
Brown it is a terrible crime. Why,

aeaven knows! He paye her board,

No one ever hears it al-.

salad, and closed with two cent’s wort
of cracked wheat and milk. Cost of

ter cents. Inall these statements only
the cost of material is given.

“Cost. for the week fiffy-four anid a
quarter cents.

“Of course I don’t pretend thiat eve:
rybody can live in this.luxurious way.
It isn’t everybody who cay afford it.

Twelve Qhib "jurymen being called
ug;on to decide wixgt er throwing a figh
at & man’s head was assaultand bajte~
z, found for the defendant, because
e testimony didn’t show that it wag
a salt fish. : g
As the 'earg

morning tréin down
réw up ‘at the first sts-
tion, a pleasant looking geutlemsn '
Bte?p«l out on the platform; and, in-
haling the fresh air,” enthusiastical)w
observed to the brakemen, “Isn’t this
invigorating?” “No, sir; it is Bethel,™
gaid the conscientious employee. The
pleasant looking gentleman refired.




