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QUINCY CARDS.

" The followlng Is & 1ist of First-class Quin-
oy Busivess Houses and representative mea.
e would call the attention of those of our

who doal in Ine,.uzch.ll coun-
y marchants, 1o this 1=t pms’-l care
Was taken to

ye firs
mew on the list. first-class, respousible

(3. PERNHEDIER & BROS.
LARGEST AND FINEST
DRY GOODS HOUSE,
IN QUINCY,

Invites you to
CALL WHEN IN THE CITY

EXAMINE THEIR BEAUTIFUL
STOCK OF

BLACK SILK, i
COLORED SILKS,
SATINS,
SATIN FOULARDS,
SUMMER SILKS,
CASHMERES

In hiack and eolors. Dress Goods, Hoslery, tiloves
Farascls, Housekeeplng goods, cic., wir.,

Orders by Mail Promptly Filled. Bam-
Sent on Application.
FIRST CLASS
DRESS MAKING DEPARTMENT
Inconection with the House,
WEDDING TROSSEAUS
A SPECIALTY
G BERNHEIMER & BROS,
STRICTLY ONE PRICE HOUSE
407--400--HAMSHIRE, ST,
Quixcy, Irrs.

J STERNS & SONSE,
.

WHOLESALE CLOTHIERS,
33-35 Hampahire streel,

QUINCY, ILLINOIS.

810, Broadway. SEW YORK,
All goor's suld st New York prices.

H C. MILLER,

Mamfscturer ol

BAKING POWDER,

SPICE, EXTRACTS, PRESERVES, JELLIES,
EfC.,
QUINCY, 1LLINOIS,

Ask vour Jobber for my goods. They will make
woaey for you sod Dlesas your costomers.

L. C. WILLIAMSON,

BRASS FOUNDER,

Moper Maxer axp Macaive Repamgg,
Third and Molo Streels,
OUINCY, . - - ILLINOIE.

All wark gusranteed satisfactory orno pay. Caah
pald for sld copper, brass, zipcanud lead,

H C. NICHOLS.
1AW AND REAL ESTATE,

508 Maln Btreet,
QUINCY, - ' - - TILLINOIS.
SMITH, HILL & CO..

Manufscturers of

IRON HOUSE FRONTS,
el O} —

ArL Kinps oF Gravy IroN CaSTings,

Quincy, Ilinois.
Corner Fifth and Olilo strects,

J, H. MICHELMANK,
. snufacturer kinds ot
AN ETEAM BOILER

Coal 04, Lard and Water Tanks,
Coolers, Kettles, Ete.,
Also all kinds of [ron 'Work, Emoxe Stacks s
i oo Lt lepraon prombity
rl:lpl:}:l; s'le‘." lime:l!t;{:m;!:fg:ﬂﬂ.. 1532“3 on hna:
: s )
oE e QUILY, TLLING:

Establisbed 1863,
EBER & WALTERS,

W holessle and Retall

Dealers in
GARDEN, FIELD & FLOWER,
SEEDS,

Agents for Calro and Michigan
dampahlre sireet,

HOUSE FURNISHING,
——1I can furalsh—

shavaos, Secviws Sosse Den Bor X
a4 Kich te, u y

“-om- . ::nﬁ% and every article needed

eellar to Garret, The only house of the kind ever

in Quiney. 1eso asve You mouey and

you.can sult gn]ur’:::":.u your purse. s

prices on complete O, Main street, Quiney, fil,

THE GEM CITY FILE WORKS,

£. C. HICKHAUS,

aud dealer tuall kinds of hand sod
machine rut

FILES AND BAEPS,

014 Files and Rasps re-cut, anvils ground, grinding
done to oider and all work warran
Factory, 118, Brondway, - Quiney, TIL

DR. G. W. THOMPSON,
DENTIST,
Quixer, e,

Mannfast

OFFICE =21 Nomb Finb Street, Over Parkhurst's
mtore.

HAR\'E\' CHATTEN,
ARCHITECT,
Quixcy, 1L

sod & fleat s fornished for all clases
ur'&::i u.d |l|':r;|lnpl.11 lt}umnl:o and atisfaction

Uelted,

DR. it. WOODS,

OCULIST.
2 north Pifth Street,
Quincy, Tlls.
Hours, $to I8 m., 1'0dp,m.
P.C. CLATBERG, M. D.

QUINCY, ILLINOIS.
o ot AN L R
pireet-

s,
snore
Geatle rs
At the door.

Enter maid

Converse awhile
This and that

Cloee by him
0ld mumd sat,

He didn't care
Continental.

‘Years youv'e called
Every night,

Asif
ect right.

Pe
'Why you came
Lord only knows
Neveronce

Did you propose.

‘Now "tir Leep Year,
By Heaven ahove,
I'shall tell you
1 my love.'

Then there was
An awlul crash
He had leaped
Through the sash
Funeral pext day
' t eluven,
0ld barch
Safein Heaven.
_ e — —
Written for the Graphilc.

Herbert Tllummn;

“TRIED AS BY FIRE.

BY W. MAXWELL.

CHAPTER XXVIIIL

Harry Olifant had Jearned from
Roland and through his sister, Octavia,
much of the true state of affairs between
Alice and Herbert. As we have here-
tofore hintea, he was far too gentle-
manly to presume upon the friendship
and esteem he knew Alice entertained
toward himself ; yet each day seemed
to strengthen his passion—well nigh
hopeless thougn he felt it tobe. High
maaly natures are not moved by the
baser passions of envy or jealousy, and
hence, though Harry knew in his inner-
most soul that without Alice, lfe for
alocg time atleast, would be a blank;
he scorned the sentiment that *all
things are fair n love or war."” There
never was a baser sentiment uttered.
Yet it is the peculianty of pure end
overmastering love to declare nself,
though its possesser feels its hopeless-

ness, .
The long months of preparation

which followed the haste that culminat-
ed in the disgraceful stampede at Bull
Run, were well pigh passed. A new
army had been equipped, organized,
drilled and hardened to the rough
duties of war. Already regiments and
brigades were tramping to the “{ront.”
The holiday parade, the enthusiasm,
the pic nic character which distin.

w4 | guished the first months of the struggle

were over. It was serious business at
last.
Roland and Harry were under

marching orders themselves, and liable

*|to start to the front at a moment’s

notice.
The young people had gatherud at

_|the Santord mansion, for these last

moments were precious ones. It was
but patural that Roland and Octavia
should wish to spend them alone. The
conversation of engaged lovers is not
always very interesting or edifying and
we will leave them to their cooing and
assuming the writer’s privilege, follow
Harry and Alice. |

It was one of those glorious nights
in Juoe, with a foll moon pouring down
a radiance that paled the flickering
gas lights on the street. There was
scarcely the ripplé of a breeze, and the
distant drum-beat and bugle calls of
departing regiments. and bLrigades
came to the ear with startling distinct-
ness. Stepping out of the low window
which openedto the grounds, Alice
and Harry sought the open air. They
walked silently for a few moments, side
by side. Harry was the first to break
the silence.

“Has your brother told you the
news "

“What news,” asked Alice, a little
startled.

“That the 10th—my regiment you
know--~marches to-morrow morning.”

“What, sosoon! He told me you
were under orders to be ready, but I
did not know the final orders had been
I'im-“

“The final brders came at sundown,
and Herbert's corpsis to follow in &

day ortwo.”

| much—Octavia and I.

“We shali miss you. Lieutenant, very
It has been so
pleasant here the present summer.
And dear Herbert, how can I spare
him. Ofcourse father will be here for
awhale at least, but it will be very lone-
ly. And poor Octavia, she wlil be
doubly bereaved,—both Jover and
brother absent and in danger.”

“Will you really miss me?” asked
Harry with a slight quaver in his voice,
usually so round znd full

“Why ! how can you doubt it ?” re-
phed Alice in surpsise. I shall miss
you and Roland greatly. We have
been so much together, so much like
brothers and sisters.”

ed. Evidently Alice would not help
him. He knew he was hoping against
hope, yet he determmed to face his
fate hke a man.

“Alice I cannot keep silence longer.
Imust speak, though you forbid me
ever to see your sweet face again for
speaking. I love you, and I must tell
you before I go away, perhaps never
to return.” Alice wasabout to speak,
but he gave her no opportunity. “I
know what you will say, Roland has
told me in part. 1 don’t urge you, re-
member, nor ask you to be untrue to
the dictates of your heart.”

*Oh! Mr. Olifant! Harry, you make
me inexpressibly sad. I shall always
blame myself for this —'

“No, don't do that Alice. Forget it
all. 1 shall go away in the moming.
You were not to blame. I felt it was
hopeless all alorg and yet I couldn’t
help speaking out. Forget that I have
done so.”

“Your friendship has been a very
precious thing to me, and its memory
is something to pe treasured. I have
always thought of you as a very dear
brother,” said Alice in a sad voice.

“Then forget all I have said to-
night."”

1 thought you knew—"" and there
Alice blushed and hesitated as she
thought of Herbert, and the fact that
no formal words of love had passed
between them. Was he stillalive, and
if alive had he forgotten her?

%Do you forgive me ¥ asked Hamy.

“Forgive! there is nothing to for-
give. I only regret thatyou have not
found a more worthy object for your
devotion  The offer of a true and no-
ble man’s love is a complimefit no true
woman would lightly esteem.”

‘They turned toward the house, and
as Harry said he must go direct to
camp to prepare for an early departure,
they lingered a moment at the door
before separating. As Harry bid Alice
good-Lyd there was a hungry look in
his eyes. |

“You may wear this ribbon, as my
soldier Knight, and take a brother’s
kiss, if ydu choose.”

Harry bent over the fair young face
a moment, then stooping touched her
lightly on the forehead with his lips
and hastened away.

Ah, Herbert, did you know what
risk youran, so far away from yout
lady love? How many,less true and
less faithlul, would have yielded under
the circumstances, when tempted by
culture, wealth sud manliness, linked
to so devoted a suitor?

Alice went to her room. buthersleep
was fitful and filled with dreams. Now
it was Herbert, in danger and stretch-
ing out his arms to her across sdme
frightful chasm, imploring her to come
to him. Then it was not Herbert but
Harry, Again she saw him lying
wounded on a battle field, begging for
water., When ske bent over him it
was the mocking face of Hewitt that
met her gaze. Then again it changed.
They were back again in school at
Bartonville or walking beneath the
shadow of the willows down by the
old bridge. Herbert was laughing
gaily when a hoge serpent crossed his
path and she shrieked with terror.
Alice awoke suddenly to find the momn-
ing sun shining into her window. The
notes of a bugle and the clank-
ingof a passing regiment of cavalry
came in at the window. Alice bathed
her fevered face and then pushed the
shutters slightly open to see the march-
ing column. It was Harry’s regiment.
He glanced up at the window, and the
flutter of a while handkerchief told him
she was watching. He touched his
cap, waved back a salute and was
gone,

CHAPTER XXIX.
We left Herbert on the
steamer bound south with his regiment.
All eyes had tumed toward Vickkburg,
the key of the Mississippi river. It
was known that Grant had at length
set seriousiy, about the task of invest-
ing this last stronghold on the river.
Once opened the confederacy would
be cut in twain. Toward this point
were concentrating all the a le
troops ot the west. It is now the sec-
ond week of May in that memorable
year of battles, 1863. The 14th—
is in camp below the city, having com-
prised a part ot the army that forced
their way ﬂlﬂ)u‘hﬁl‘ﬂh and swamps
down the west side of the river,
“Mail for the 14th——" was the

cry that roused everybody ip camp.

_“Oh!” 53id Harry, and then he sigh-{

Who could resistit?  Even the conva-
lescents in hospitals led out into
the sunshine and came,} hobbling
up to nariers to bear the list call-
ed. How the faces of the lucky recipi-
ents of letters from ‘home brightened
as their pames were called, and those
other poor fellows who got none—how
they crept back to their hateful tents
and strove to hide their bitter (lisap-
pointment .

Herbert in addition to hs official
comrespondence, which he shoved hasti-
ly aside, found two missives on his
table the seals of which he hastened to
break. The first was from his mother
and after namating the hopesand long-
ings of amother’s heart closed by send-
ing her love and

BDEar  Sox =—SikeE Wit
above I have reccived two letters from
old Bartonville friends; one from Sam
Wilkins, the stage driver, who lives in
Washington with the Sanforcs, and the
other from,—can’t you guess vho?—
Miss Alice. Both make anxious en-
quiries as to your whereabouts. I
gather from Sam’s ietter that they have
not heard from you for a long time.
Certainly you have not forgotten or
neglected to write them, have you Her-
bCl't?"

The other letter 1o Herbert was
from Sam Wilkins himself, and con-
tained a long account in Sam’s swn
peculiar style of the history of the ups
and downs of that individual, and the
series of events which had resulted in
landing him in Washington as a mem-
ber of the Sanford household and “dep-
uty representative” of the Bartonville
district. From Sam's letter Herbent
learned that none of his many leiters
had ever reached either Col. Sanford
or Alice, daring the latter part of his
stay in Hopkinsville. The mystery
was, what had become of them

Jake Long had taken arise inrank
since we last mentioned him. As he
expressed it himself, from the postion
of high private in the rear rank, he had
risen by a succession of promotions to
corporal, sergeant and at last to the
non-commissioned staf. Jake was
now Sergeant Major of the 14th, a po-
sition of which gave him frequent ac-
cess to Major Thornton’s quarters.
Herbert was pondering over the news
contained in his letters when Sergeant
Long entered the room and gave the
usual salute.

*Sit down Sergeant. I have a mys-
tery I wish you would help me solve.”

Herbert then told Long how all his
correspondence had been delayed and
much of it lost at Hopkinsville.

“Jts them rebel galoots that used to
hang around the office and meet up-
stars on Thursday nights. More’n
once I have seen suspicious looking
packages go up stairs from the post-
office. Therewas lots of talk about
suppressing incendiary documents
about that time. ’Fraid of fire you
know."”

“Perhaps you are correct, sergeant.
Better go to your bed now and get
what rest you can, for there is every
evidence of a forward movement in the
morning. Ishall write late. See that
my letters are forwarded in the regi-
mental mail in the morning,if I am not
awzke. You will find them here,”

Herbert wrote 'till a late hour and
threw himself on his cot and slept.
When he woke the long roll was sound-
wng and the bustle of a forward move
ment was visible in every direction.
s ’ ® ®* The series of
brilliant battles and marches which
were to cut off Pemberton and shut
him up like a ratin a hole at Vicks-
burg had commenced. Beginning at
Grand Gulf and Raymond from the
12th to the 17th of May, the army
swung round from its new base below
the doomed city, and in a series of
fierce encounters, drove Pemberton
into his breastzorks, and cut off his
reinforcements from the east.

The enemy were met at Raymond,
and forced back, Jackson the capitol
ofthe state was captured. The gallant
14th at Chamgion Hill held the hottest
placein the line. Its brave Colonel
fell while leading a charge; ten min-
utes later the lieutenant-colonel was
carried off the field wounded. Her-
bert found himself in command, and
as he galloped down the line the shat-
tered companies cheeted him with
their old enthusiasm. There came a
loll in the firing and as the smoke
rose fresh bodies of the enemy could
be seen massing m front. The place
occupieG by the 14th, was evidently
the key to the'position, and they were
prepanng to carry it by one supreme
effort. Herbért recognized the dang-
er and hastily tearing a leaf from his
note book he wrote: “Enemy mass-
mg heavily in my front, fully six
to one; we have lost our Colonel,
Lieut-Colonel, and half our company
officers, and many of our men. We
will hold our ground as long as
possible. Send us reinforcements.”
Signing the note he handed it to Ser-
geant Long and bade him deliver it to
the first division or brigade command-
erhe could find. ide had scarcely
finished ’ere to roar of battle again
commenced. The enemy poured out
of the words 1n dense masses, but an
open field ly between them and the
union fines. Their ranks seemed to
wither and melt away before the steady
blaze of the carbines of the 14th. But
others forward and were
steadily pushing across the open space.
The 14th had done nobly, but human
endurance could not last always.
| Herbert begged and implored the men

. | newed

to hold out a little longer. The shat-
tered ranks responded with a feeble
cheer, The odds were tuo great, and
dismounted cavalty is no match for
infantry 1 a close contest. The
horses were a tew hundred yards in the
rear ; if no reinforcement came in the
next five minutes then there was noth-
ing left but to mount and fall back.
From somewhere in the woods back of
the line came a cheer, and the next
moment a battery wheeled into posi-

twenty pieces were in line behind
that held by the 14th. The old
field was swarming with the gray
coated confederates, the slackeningfire
of the cavalrymen had given them re-
and the smoke of battle
hid from them the new obstacle they
would have to face. *The Geperalre-
quests you to fall back and mount in
the rear of our present line.” As the
14th responded to the orderand broke
into company columns and marched to
the rear a wild yell rose from the
gray lines in behind them. But joy
tumed to dismay as the batteries one
after another opened on their crowded
ranks. )

The shot and shell tore great gaps
in their ranks, but the fury of (he battle
was upon them.

On they press.

More batteries wheelinto the line, a2
cavalry brigade comes up, and the shat.
tered remnant of the 13th 1s incorpor-
ated with it. Fresh reinforcements for
the enemy also. Our lines gradually
give back in the centre. The gallant
Logan 1s now on the ground;—what
docs this yielding back mean? asks
Herbert sorely puzzled. A panic
seemed iminent. As the colonel of
an Indiana regiment rode to the rear
wounded in the hip, he rallied the
stragglers and turned them back rto
the tront with these words of encour-
agement ;

“Don’t be discouraged men. They
are driving us now but we will have
them whipped mm an hour. We are
taking Vicksburg to-day, boys; and
if you all do your duty, it’s bound to
fall ! ™

Suddenly Herbert found his question
answered. A brigade of fresh troops
struck the advancing column of the
enemy on its right far to the rear. At
the same time a heavy battery on its
left opened a cress fire, which cut off
the retreat in that direction — they
were in a trap. The bugles of the
cavalry sounded the advance. *Draw
sabre. marcan!” came in ringing tones
down the long line and was passed
from regiment to regiment and from
company to company. The horses
broke intoa trot, then, as they came
in view of the open field, the bugles
sounded the charge, and like a thun-
derbolt fell upon the enemy. Herbert
at the nead of his gallant men, led the
charge. There was achaos of mingled
shouts, of wlustling balls, of clanging
steel. Herbert saw a finely mounted
confederate officer before him, who
seemed to court death with his reck-
less daring, They came face to face.
A fierce hatred gleamed in the eye of
Herbert’'s antagonist; they crossed
swords. Had Herbert known who his
antagonist was, what added strength
it mgght have given his arm. John
Hewitt. alias Henry Bionville, and
Herbert Thornton, two men of all
others, who should hate each other,
were face to face, yet neither knew the
other. save that they were deadly
enemies.

[CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK.]
—_—

County Roads.

Macon Republican: Last week we
took occasion to call attention to the
great neglect in working our roads in
the proper way and at the proper iime.
Tnis week we desire to meet an objec-
tion that is frequently raised, that our
soil is of such a pature thatitis very
difficult to make good roads. We
will grant that it will take more labor
and care to make good roads here than
in places where thercis a sandy soil,
and abundance of gravel, but not-
withstanding these facts it has been

"clearly demonstrated that good roads

can be made here if the overseer and
those subject to his call goto work un-
derstandingly. To make good roads
here three things are necessary, and we
desire to impress them upon the minds
ofour readers. First, the roads must
be well and thoroughly thrown up in
the middle. Second, the roads maust
be well drained, so that water does not
accumulated at either side but runs off.

Third, the 10ads must be well work-
ed early in the season, so that they
will be well packed down before the fall
rains come. These three essentials
are necessary if we had gravel or a
sandy or rocky soil. Supposing that
all the overseers of the county would
eamestly goto work and see thatfor
two or three years the roads were
thrown up well in the middle, well
drained, and well worked early in the
season, for two or three years the work
would be laborious, but aiter that the
work would be comparatively easy.
because the road work would then
largely consist of simply repairing and
keeping in order the work already
done. We can make good roads if we
make a business of it for two or three

ycars.

“Please give me ten cents to buy a
drink of whiskey ?"" implored a tramp,
The money was given to him, and in a
few minutes later he was seen coming
out of a bakeshop with a loaf of
bread under his arm. Indiscriminate

charity is to be condemned.

tion. Then another,and another, ull}

“AN O'ER TRUE TAIL.”
Madam Grundy
me Monday,
That she beard the night befors
01 & couple
Swin xod supple
Who stole out the kitchen door,
And defylog A

Eves-s-prylng. '
Hasten'd fo the parson’s bouse
Never tarried,
But got married,
Awd aa stil] sa any mouse,
Beck they Aattered,
Somewhat flurried,
To the home root of the bride—
Told the mater
And the pater
Who rose up la all his pride,

Made him bellow—
Made him vow be'd lesve the town;

Over petting
Married 'tii] your teeth are throogh,
‘Then you'll never,
Hardly ever,
* Be so (oollsh and upl:ue.

Br Kirrr CuADs

‘The Old Printer and his Home ldea.

BY ROBERT J. BURDETTE.

There was a wife and there was a
boy. Long before any one now in the
office had a sit 1n news-room, press
room, business office, or sanctum, and
before the old man had begun to look
out at the world through spectacles and
his figure was as straight as 1t was tall,
the typos and reporters used to hear a
great deal of talk about buying a lot
and building a house out on the hill,
where he couid have a patchof garden.
And by and by he was going to quit
sticking type and get into something
that would let him stay home nights
and get acquainted with his family.
And the suit of clothes he brought in
the fall lasted a long way into the next
summer, and then they came out again
in the winter, and the old man ‘rushed’
more than he ever did again while that
dream of home was inspiring him. 1t
isan old story, this struggle of a prin-
terto get a home ; any one ot these
restless mariners of the land difting
from portto port and back again. lured
by the fgnis fatuus of so many ceots
more 2 thousand and a price and a
half after z o'clock, and big bills with
four or five nights’ work. Nevera
wandering jour printer got a chance to
stand at the old man’s case while he
was saving money for a house and lot,
and thesubs looked at him with the
despairing glances ol starvation. But
1t is hard, op-hill work for a printer to
buy a home. Hispay is easily reduced
and hardly raised ; a long strike means
the road for him, asd if he has a family
and can't tramp, he breaks his heart,
puts dust on his head, and goes out of
the union and wearily works at the
bosses’ rates. So the old man worked
bravely on, as many a printer has
worked before and since his time, and
the little plant in the bank began to
grow brighter as the old clothes grew
shabbier.
And the boy, growing into his tenth
year, used to be seen in the office after
school, standing at his tall father’s
elbow, leaning. in a very irregular boy-
unapprenticed fashion, with a cataract
of questions, to stick type. The old
man never intended the boy should be
a printer. And ne wasso proud of
him and his standing at school. And
once the bey wrote a ten-line account
of a boy falling down stairs, that a good-
natured reporter sent it just as it came,
although 1t was adull day, and the
scribe wanted awfully to make it a
column and to put on a hanging head.
And the old man sent marked copies
of that paper to every soul he knew
this world.
But one day an unbidden guest came
home from school with the boy and sat
down hy the hearthstone m the old
man’s rented home. 4 And the long
days of fever and doctors’ bills drew
out nearly all that httle home bank ac-
counf, and one black day the old man’s
case was empty and the business office
told the undertaker that all his bills
would be paid there and he mustn't
take any money from the old man.
And pale and quiet and sad, looking
old and worn, was the printer who
came next day and took his old place
at the case. The types didn’t click
very fast in that alley tor days after
that. And sometimes the printer's
face would be lying on the boxes m his
tolded arms,and how pathetic looking,
the half-filled stick in the clasped
hands, the composing rule fallen out
of its place, and the pied type and
leads all tumbled together. More than
one printer, going by on his way to
empty his stick in the galley. was a
long time beading down to find the
take his one followed ; and more than
one, looking across at the heart-broken
picture of sorrow, leaned close down
to his copy to read fair writing that
was never blurred when it came off the
hook, and grimed his eyes withan un-
steady hand, saying something about
the dustor the glare of the ight. And
then about five years after that, the
boy’s mother, weary of the long pil-
grimage, lay down to restin a cool ar-
bor, roofed with waying grasses and
blue violets, and awoxke to kiss her
boy. -

—_—— e

“Johnson is a very cheerful man,”
said Smith. *“That’s because he is
such a miser,” was the reply. “Why,

what effect does miserhness have on a
man in that respect?’ It has this
effect : He hates to give anything

away. and therefore is cheerful—keeps
his temper, don't you see.”

Scissor Graphics.
Lent shows which way the fish goes.
A dark course—That of the River

Always come to blows—The
List’s fists.

Caucus and circus are often synono-
mous terms.

Asthisis Jeap year. women have
tha privilege of whistling when they
want to stop a street car.

_The Siver Question—*Say, boss
give us a dime, will yer?"

The man who lingers too long at
the “ante,” will be compelled to wisit
his “uncle” ere long.

R e e
respect for

What the Spanish bull wipes his feet
on—The matadore. Ly

Not always a bread winner—the
man who takes the cake.

pugi-

.Many an unkept Bohemiaz who
claims to live by his pen locks as if he
had been brought up in asty

In some parts of Dakota a man who
wipes his feet on a door mat anc takes
off his hat when entering a house is
called a dude.

When Polonius said to his son,
**Nesther a borrower nor a lender be,”
he bad probably jusc lost his Sunday
go-to-meetin’ umbrella.

A would-be fashionable family in
this city observe Lent so closely that
they make all the children wear liver
pads of codfish skin,

Cooking club, Martha, cooking club?
We dont know exactly what it is,
Potato masher’ we reckon, or beef
steak pounder, or something of that sort
may be. :

*“You make yourself scarce ! said
amvirate father to the young man who
had been forbidden the house, at the
same time reaching for him with a
number nine. Aodthe y. m. excited-
Iy remarked, as he cleared the front
fence, “I am now taking steps in that
direction.”

At a magic lantern exhibition in a
country town the other day the man
who was handling the instrument
threw, under the title of “Solitude,” a
picture of an aged female on the
screen. Immediately the dozen old
maids in the audience took it as per-
sonal insult, and arose and Jeft the
hall.

“Papa. why did Washington cut
down the cherry tee?” said a six-year-
old son. “I will answer your question
by asking you one: Why did you break
that paue of glass this morning 7" “Er-
er, because er-er’- “Well, my son,
that’s just the reason George gave his
father.”

A Georgia girl is accredited with the
surpnsing agility and rapidity of move-
ment which enables her to shear thirty
sheep in forty minutes. That gitl
would make her husband’'s wool fly
some if he ncglected to get up at the
proper moment and kindle the fires or
went off to work without shifting the
ashes and bringing in the coal.

A Chicago merchant has discovered
that red-haired boysand auburn Lair-
ed girls are smarter aad more ener-
getic than those of other head-cover-
ing. Every male person of voting age
has always held this opinion of red-
headed girls; or, at least, if otherwise
persuaded, has know enought to keep
his mouth shut when the subject was
up for discusion.

Mr. and Mrs. Buntlin were geing
out to walk. “Wait.” said Mrs. B.
“until I go back and get my umbrella.’
“It isn't going to ran,is it 77 asked
Mr. B. “Not that I know of." “Then
what do you want with an umbrella 7"
*Oh, I always like to have something
with me me when I'm walking.” Mr.
B. looked bothered, but didn't seek
any explanations.

An exchanges says: “Clergymen
complain that their marriage-fees are

not as heavy astheyused to be.” We
think this is rather a cause for congrat-
ulation than complaint. What can be
more painful than to see a domiote
staggering home with a bag of pota.
toes on his back after performinyg the
ceremony, or struggling to roll into his
cellar a barrel of salt junk which the
happy bridegroom had sent him for ser-
vice rendered.

A curiosity in. monogamy was seen
at the Union Depot this morning in
the shape of an English woman with
17 children, allwell dressed. The wo-
man is 2 Mrs. Sherwood, who, with her
husband, hasleft her home in Illinois
to settle on a farm in Southwest Mis-
souri to bring u) the family. The
eldest, a boy, is only ten. Mrs. Sher-
wood had a baby on either arm and
four of the extensive progeny were like-
wise carrying youngsters, They troup-
ed out of the ladies’ waiting room andt
might have been mistaken tor Hered'ss
army of mnnocents. * 's a flock:
for you,” exclaimed Mr. Sheswood,.
proudly, giving his arm a eircnlar
meptoukeinlhe'holep?. “L
wouldn’t trade off just one of theme
there dariings for allthe gold in Aus-
tralia. Come around to the farm in
about ten years if you want to see the
boss Jot of Saxon fairhawed lads and®

lassies inthe country.”— Post Dispaick,




