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TB1BUSE TWIIJMiBti. 

Eastern papers report that even the motor has 
now lost faith in Mr. Keely. 

IT ia said that Mrs. Hayes' chiekena are afraid 
of Rutherford. Haa he sach a clerical look aa 
that? 

AChicago girl threatena to box the ears of an 
editor of that city. What a thrill of life this 
woold infuse into the la tuber market! 

1* ia claimed that a jackass will live longer in 
the sonth than in the north. This is why so 
many jackasses fly to Florida every year. 

A Philadelphia paper is howling for more 
national holidays. Some people would make 
this life one grand, patriotic drunk it they 
ooold. 

BtuMin'R white elephant is pronounced a 
humbug. It will be hard to make the people 
believe that Mr. Barnum would countenance a 
humbug in any form. 

A IaODisviuUE paper heads its paragiaphio 
department, "Distilled Thoughts." Some Mil-
Yankee paper will now fall into line with 
"Brewed Reflections." 

A Frenchman recently shot himself because 
he was in love with twenty women. He feared 
that his affections might go a little too far in 
time, and chose death instead. 

A very homely and rough Irishman who owns 
20,000 head of sheep has jaat married a beauti
ful heiress in Texas. She didn't marry him for 
lov?. She got "shtuok on his shape." 

THE fact that some one threw a quart of beer 
at the Duke of Albany has aroused the anger of 
the people all over England. It makes them 

to think so much beer was wasted. 

The reason has at last leaked out why that 
Minneapolis editor wrote such a tirade on the 
frequency of national holidays. There is a biU 
collector named Christmas down there. 

A New York paper asserts that the devils in 
the lower regions dance with glee when the ele
vated railway managers are dividing their profits. 
Thb name should ba changed to the "Hell Ovated 

Railway." 

A Sam Francisco man was recently found 
dead with a bottle of water clutched in his nerve
less hand. He hai probably in a thoughtless 
moment taken a swallow of it and the shock 
proved too much for him* 

A CORRESPONDENT writes to the Philadelphia 
Call- "What makes me dream of alligators and 
lizards every night? I also talk in my sleep." 
Say Mr. Editor, didn't that communication 
come from Glendive, Montana? If it did we 
can answer it. -

' t A NEW song whioh is becoming popular in the 
east, begins: fc" 

"How prone the people seem to be, 
To jump on a man when he s down. 

The author is unknown, but Ben Butler is 
suspected. 

A poetical contributor to a New YoJk paper 
was.arrested for orime, and published a card 
firing for the prayers of those who bad been 
readers of his effusions. A sboit time after
wards he was sentenced to the penitentiary for 
twenty years. The prayers were answered. 

A bill haa been introduced in the Wyoming 
legislature to impose a tax on lawyers and bach
elors. After its passage, all of these animals 
found without a license tag on the collar, will 
be impounded and shot. 

A Washington paper says there is a marked 
improvement in the society of that city this 
winter. It iB pleasant to njte that the Dakota 
delegation is exerting Bueh a refined influence 
over the savages back there. 

A man has been arrested in Austria for killing 
a number of hotel cooks. If he can secure a 
jury of persons who have had occasion to travel 
in Austria, he can make a plea of self defense 
work very satisfactorily. 

Henry Bebgh is an old bachelor, and if he is 
allowed to drift through leap year in the same 
deplorable condition he will probably pause the 
arrest of every single woman of his acquaint
ance for cruelty to an animal. 

THE papers are now talking about Mrs. Lang-
; try's great-great-great-great-grandfather. Fortu
nately the old gentleman is dead and cannot be 

[jin the least annoyed by the notoriety into which 
^his name is being dragged. • 

•"jj the wife of a boarder at one of our hotels 
I bslted her husband over the head with a wash
bowl the other day. When his friends ask him 
What ails his head, he mutters, "Inflammatory 
room-mate-ism," and adroitly guides the con
versation into another channel. 

pimT Ward Beecheb has a double, and 
doesn't know whether be is himself or the other 
fellow. He is anxious to trace himself np, for 
if be is the other fellow and the other fellow is 
the preacher, Henry proposes to have lota of 
fdn tfcat would look frivolous and queer in a 

jiniater. * 
Just at the time those eastern philanthropists 

began to think the aborigine waa beooming civ
ilized, a lot of western Indiana organized a braea 
band.' This will probably destroy the last glim-
mering ray of hope which baa tried to sparkle 
in the pious brea«ts of those who are eternally 
harping on "the poor, abused Indian!" 

Th* shortest and most expressive poem ever 
[written waa sent by a Bismarck girl in response 

, a note from her adored one asking if heconld 
1 on a evening. The poem runs in 

»ways 
Come! 
Yum-yum! 

r A FAIB poetess of Fargo says: 
"Did you get the token I sent you, love, 

And what does yo*r heart reply ?" 
See here, you dreamy'taeature, was it yon who 

I sent that valentine with a mouth like eternity's 
[yawn and a nose to be continued in our next? 
I Oh, you vicions thing! . 

SIOUX COUNCIL. 
Bull Esgle, from the committee on Moral 

ItectitndA, reported a bill for the suppression 
of polygamy. It provides that any warrior of the 
Sious Nation who shall take a second wife when 
he is already married to a firet, shall, upon con
viction thereof, be condemned to wear the dress 
of a squaw during his natural life. In support 
of the bill Bull Eagle said: 

"MB. CHAIRMAN: The committee over which 
I have the honor to preside have prepared this 
bill only after the meat searching investigation 
into the evils which arise from our presnt some
what promiscuous matrimonial habits. Under 
the existing state of affairs the warrior who has 
but one sqnaw on his roll of membership is 
looked upon as a pauper, while he whose slum
bers are disturbed by the soprano snoring of a 
whole herd of pigeon-toed companions looms up 
in the eyes-of society aa a ten time winner. In 
the committee lodge the Great Spirit whispered 
to us, and His words were words of wisdom. He 
told us that we were all wrong in our ideas of 

Mi—. He told us that if we did not 
mend our waya we would find more fire than 
game in the happy hunting grounds. 

"In my youth I gave my love to Laughing-
Eyes, of the Yanktonaiae. She was.a beauteous 
maiden with raven hair and an appetite like an 
English tourist. A Juno would envy her form 
and her feet were ever regarded as wonderful 
and fmblima freaks of nature. I loved her as 
man never before loved and when her aged sire 
hinted that a dear bill of sale might be secured 
for a bottle of the riotous rum of the pale
face, I closed the bargain at once and took her 
unto my heart and lodge. With the eiception 
of frigid feet and a disposition to warble glad 
songB with her nose while she reveled in the de
lights of dreamland, I found her all my fancy 
had painted her. 

"Had I been satisfied then, my happiness 
wonld have been complete. But I was ambi
tious. Ob! this mad ambition, how many lives 
has it wrecked? How like a demon it fastens 
its reptilian claws on a man and yanks the holy 
delights out of his erstwhile sixteen-color 
chromo life! In an evil moment I met Knock-
kneed Betty of the Brules. She waa a brunette 
of winsome grace, and she was clad in the garb 
of the paleface maiden. She had done a day's 
washing for a job lot of female finery, and was 
togged out in gorgeous style. True, her native 
ignorance of the uses of many of the articles 
led her into numerous errors in her make up, 
yet sLe loomed up like six bits. In her lack of 
knowledge of the mode of dress among the pale-
skinned dndesses of the cities beyond the Mis
souri, she was wearing the bustle in front, but 
Betty was beautiful. The cur* made 
to fit over the knee caps to proteot 
than when the pale-face maiden knCels in prayer 
looked odd when worn as earrings, yet Betty was 
an untutored child of nature and could think of 
no place else to wear them. The custom of 
leaving off the Bkirta to exhibit the rich em
broidery in the leggings is not a custom of the 
whites, yet Betty was all her life debarred from 
the circles of refined society and knew no bet
ter. The decrees of fashion never intended 
that a damaged set of false teeth should be 
worn as a charm on the necklace, bnt Betty took 
not the papers of fashion and wore her orna
ments where she wot best. When I met Betty 
my heart began to act in a drnnk and disorderly 
manner, and I felt that I loved her. I traded 
an old shotgun for her and took her to my lodge 
and introduced her to Laughing Eyes as one 
unto whom I had given a quit-claim deed for an 
undivided half-interest in my affections. 

"When I regained consciousness baughing 
Eyes was sitting on me reflecting o'er the ever-
changing vicissitudes of life and pansing at 
times to give me another peeler under the ear. 
She would sit and look down into my wondering 
face in an abstracted manner and then con
tribute another bump to the prenological col
lection which she had been erecting on my head 
while I lay unconscious. She wonld spaak my 
name coupled in with some language manufac
tured especially for the occasion, and then fetch 
me a kick in the ribs which cauaed my breath 
to flee from its native haunts in sore alarm. She 
wonld refer in a casual way to my second wife 
and then help herself to some choice samples of 
my raven hair in the frank and social manner 
for which her sex is noted. As soon as she arose 
from my prostrate form I kindly consented to 
get up and listen to an explanation, and then 
what a sight met my terrified gaze! 

"Knock Kneed Betty was dead! The sum
mons came unto her, and Laughing Eyes hit her 
over the head with a frying pan and let her go. 
The welcome she had met in the home to which 
I brought her was a demonstrative one. After 
transacting what little business she had with me 
Laughing Eyes had turned her attention to 
Betty, and had done her np neatly. The nose 
which once so proudly pointed up at the blue 
dome of heaven was suffering from a fit of mor
bid depression and was jammed away around 
under her left ear, and her nnder jaw was 
slewed around to the back of .her neck. Ser 
eyes were holding a business meeting down on 
her cheek, and her hair was strewn, around the 
lodge in picturesque confusion. I traded 
Laughing Eyes next day for a mule and a full-
dress breech cloth, and forever foreswore polyg
amy. 
' Mr. Chairman, this bill should reoeivetbe 

thoughtful consideration of the council. It 
should be passed, and the curse of polyguny 
forever wiped out. If there sh >uld be any who 
would feel that the law was oppressive and tyran
nical they should renounce their tribal relations 
and emigrate beyond the mountains, where, I 
am told, there dwells a tribe of semi savages 
whose religion will permit a man to marry a 
whole female seminary if he assumes all risks of 
per onal hum and premature falling but of the 
hair." 

The bill was read a second time and laid over 
for future consideration. 

A PET ALLIGATOR. 
Mr. Louis Hanitoh returned to Bismarck from 

Dayton, Ohio, a day or two since, and brought 
with him a young alligator which a friend at 
Jacksonville, Florida, sent to. him. Yesterday 
Mr. Hanitch presented the tropical bird to the 
editor of the TRIBUNE as a token of respect or 
something, and the little fellow now lies in a 
bed of cotton in the TRIBUNE editorial room. 
He (we guess he's a he) isabont a foot in length, 
and is as lively aa an Indian kid. 

The alligator is not a bandtome creature. He 
does not claim to be a professional beauty, but 
he is upright and honest in all that he does. He 
is of a frank, open countenance: so open ia his 
countenance that when he does open it his feat
ures disappear as if by magic and are sup
planted by a yawning chasm whioh extends 
away down into his depths. When he smiles 
genially over some fond recollection he reminds 
one of the Rev. Talmage, and when he yawna he 
leaves upon the mind of the spectator the un
pleasant impression that he haa split himself in 
two. When the wise Creator made the alliga
tor he probably did so as an experiment. Scien
tists advance the claim that He first intended 
the rare bird for an opera singer, and made the 
mouth the base of operations. He constructed 
an enormous mouth and attached to the rear 
suburbs of the jaws just body and tail enough 
to prevent them from wandering away from 
feaoh other and getting lost in the crowd, and 
then stuck in what little material He had left 
of that texture for legs. Tuen the job was thrown 
aside as a failure. The creature was so pecu
liarly constructed that it couldn't kick, and in 
His wisdom He foresaw that the opera singer 
wonld one day be the champion kicker of the 
universe. Theatrical managers have ever since 
regretted that the prima donna was. not left in 
the original form. The month, however, was re
tained, and with a different body the fair warb
ler was turned loose, and flourisheth even unto 
this day. 

The alligator is not fastidious in his tastes. 
He will eat anything, f com the tender and deli
cate poodle of the dudess to the gable end of a 
beef, and his appetite is as implacable as the leap 
year career of an old maid. He ia particularly 
fond of the negro baby, and will 
receive one of them into his yearning 
bosom at any time with an eager solicitude 
which denotes his great affection for children. 
One healthy alligator near a southern planta
tion, haa been known to keep a whole colony of 
enterprising coloied families down to a mere 
quorum, and one of them can oast more gloom 
over a colored neighborhood in one working day 
of ten hours than a yellow fever epidemic can 
in a month. His abeorbing powers at times 
attain the wonderful. 

As a songster he is' not a marked suocess. He 
can sing when be feels happy and contented and 
has his stomach filled to repletion with anony
mous baby, bnt his song is not soothing. His 
voice is of the bssso prof undo species, afid is of 
great power and compass, but does not smite 
the critical ear with that soft and dreamy roll 
which is noticed while sitting in front of a pro
fessional operatic basso prof undo, whsn be is in 
a state of eruption. It jars barshy upon the 
nerveB and causes the listener to suddenly re
member that if he remains longer he will be too 
late for Bupper—that is, bis own supper. He 
might be just in time for the alligator's evening 
meal if he strayed too far in the direction of 
the music. 

We have planned a brilliant future for our 
pet. He has been duly cristened "Bismarck," 
and he seems to be delighted with the capital 
city. When he gets a little older t'oat yawning 
chasm of his will be a well patronized resort for 
the aspiring poets whom we have heretofore 

* been in the habit of running throngh the pre9B 
and selling to farmers for fertilizing material. 
In the future they will fertiliza our cherished 
pet—that iB, if his stomach is as brave and in
trepid as we believe it to be. And when he 
attains his majority, if he should some day feel 
a craving at the stomach and gulp us down at 
one spasmodic gulp, we shall die happy in the 
consciousness that he did it through his grea^ 
love for ns. 

"Bismarck" is on exhibition in the Tribune 
sanctum, and will be pleased to receive any 
ladies or gentlemen who may .make him a social 
call. Please leave yonr babies at home. We 
do not wish to encourage in him an appstite for 
dainties. 

"Now, watch me slide off on my ear!" cried a 
mud, 

As she rose with the skates on her feet, 
While a smile of assurance ooquettishly played 

O'er her features, so handsome and sweet 
The maiden did just aa she said, for, oh, dear! 

She tumbled as quick aa a wink, 
And, aa she had promised, she slid on her rear 

Nearly half way across the big rink. 
—[From "Rink Recollections," by B. H. Emerson 

INDIAN G1BL STUDENTS. 

We learn from a Philadelphia paper that a 
number of Indian maidens have just entered a 
female seminary in that city—not the ideal In
dian maidens of whose wondrous beauty dime 
novelists so often rave, bnt the genuine blank
eted beauty of the reservation of the blooming 
and boundless west. 

Those who are acquainted with the Indian 
character will be prone to think that as a school
mate of the aesthetic eastern maiden, the dusky 
damsel will not prove a very glittering success. 
She has coy little habits and simple customs 
that unfit her at times to move in the more re
fined circles of school-girlhood. She may at 
times arise in the morning feeling a dreamy 
languor and take a notion to go to her studies 
clad in the simple undress costume of her tribe, 
and it would create a sensation and attract the 
attention of her schoolmates from their studies 
to see her walk in wearing nothing but a spell
ing book and a glad smile. She is liable to do 
this at any time, and the other scholars would 
lose considerable valuable time while studying 
the aboriginal fashions and working up a golden 
sunset on their studious faces. The untutored 
child of nature haB even been known to appear 
on our public streets wearing this inexpensive 
dress, and instead of blushing and trying to 
bide her head nnder her arm at the attention Bhe 
attracted, it only caused her to walk with a 
prouder step and a feeling of pride at the hom
age paid her. It may be possible that civilizing 
influences will in time have an effect on the 
bronze beauty, and she may be induced to wear 
clothes as christians do, bnt the chances are 
that the noble philanthropists who have the 
girls in charge will find it diffioult to keep their 
clothes on them—unless, indeed, they clothe 
them in porous plasters. 

AN IMPROMPTU PBAYEB. 
'it's pretty rough to string a feller up without 

judge or jury. It's pretty rough to run a feller 
into the presence o' the Almighty without givin' 
him a few hours to repent an' pray an' try to 
play even on the eternity game." 

Jack Roberta stood with bis arms pinioned 
behind him, in the center of a group of rough 
and determined men. A rope looped about his 
neck and thrown over a limb of the tree beneath 
which he stood told the whole story. He was in 
the hands of the Niobrara vigilantes. 

"Yes, Jack Roberta, it's rough, an' it's likewise 
rough on the poor ranchers to lose the hosses 
you've run onten the country. If you've any 
notion o' ladlin' out a prayer you want ter 
make yer play quick, fur we must git onto the 
trail agin an' nab that pardner o' your'n afore 
the day's wiped out. If you've got any palaver 
to turn loose in the direction o* heaven say so 
an* cut her loose, an'if not we'll pull you up an' 
leave you here an' git into the saddle agin." 
The leader's voioe was impatient and his every 
tone meant business." 

"Men, I'm not fit to die. I never prayed in 
my life, an' the Lord'd take it as an insult fur 
me to buck agin 'im all my life an' then come 
in an' ax big odds on the hut layout. Take me 
inter the settlement an' give me a squar' trial an' 
if I'm guilty send me np, but don't choke the 
life out o' me on mere guess work." 

"If yer guilty? Can thar' be a doubt o' yer 
guilt w'en we pulled you off'n a stolen hoes? 
Git hold o' the rope, men. We're losin' valu
able time." 

"But hold on, fellers! Don't yank me up 
without givin' me one little bit of a show on the 
future deal. Can't some o' you pray fur me? 
I don't know the fust principles o' the game an' 
I'd make a blind buck an' fall clear throngh on 
the fnst play. If somebody '11 jes' chip in on 
the side with a good word fur me it may smooth 
matters so I won't find things so damn bad 
when I land in kingdom come. Have a little 
mercy on me an' help me out o' this in some 
way." 

The doomed man's face was as pale as death, 
and his lips quivered as he spoke. Whsn be 
had ceased Aleck Gannon, a tal', buckskin-clad 
member of the committee, advanced to the 
front and said: 

"Boys, it seems ter me the condemned man 
ain't axin' too much, seein' as it's his last re
quest. I ain't on terms o' any great intimacy 
with the ipord, but if nobody else '11 lend a 
hand, an' 'it '11 ease Jaok's conscience an' make 
him feel safer in makin' the trip 
over the range, I'll chip in an' try 
to say somethin' fur him. Throw, yer ha'r in 
sight eve*/-cne o' ydiU, an' let's rattle this on-
pleasant job through quiok an' git away from 
'yar." 

Every hat came off at the command, and 
Aleck began: 

"Oh, Lord, I expect it '11 break you all up ter 
see me a edgin' np to the throne o' grace an' pre-
sentin' a claim, but this air an extraordinary oc
casion an'I reckon you'll excuse * me for in
truding Thon knowest, if thou hast kep'cases on 
this racket, that we air a goin' to send an emi
grant np your way, an' he wants to take a claim 
an settle if he kin make terms with thee. He's 
a bad 'un, Jack is, but thou mayst be able to git 
along with him if thou wilt keep thy stable 
door locked, an' the vigilaHtes o' the Niobrara 
'd regard it as not bein' partickularly outen 
place if thou wauldst let him enter a claim in 
gome back township whar' he'll not have many 
neighbors an' will be outen the way o' the high-
toned saints that may be choice in the company 
they want ta keep. If yon can't do this, Lord, 
and thon hast any inflooence with the devil, 
won't you ask it as a personal favor that Jack be 
allowed to hang 'round the outskirts, whar' the 
heat won't trouble him mnch. I believe that's 
all, Lord, 'ceptin' to ax yer pardon for troublin' 
you. I wouldn't haye had the cheek to come 
near you if it hadn't a bin a ground hog case, 
an' I pledge you my word I won't ax you to lose 
yer valuable time listenin' to me ag'in fur a 
long time. I hope you an yer folks air all well, 
Lord, and enjoyin' yerselves, an' that yer havin' 
nice weather. It's bin nice bo fur down here 
this winter, an' we ain't lookin' for any very «te 
vere an' stormy weather from thy bountiful 
hand. Good bye, an' do the best fur Jack ye 
kin, an' take keer o' yerself now an' forever-
more, world without end. Amen." 

A signal from the leader, a quick and deter
mined pull, a few spasmodic straggles. Then a 
form hung swinging slowly to and fro in the 
breeze, and a body of horsemen filed away out 
of sight over the hills to the southward. 

THE VALENTINE SEASON. 
Next Thursday will be St. Yalentine's Day, 

and for a day the mails will be burdened with 
every variety of hideous caricature which the 
ingennity and fiendishness of man can invent. 
It is a day upon which every mortal has free 
license to abuse bis friends in an anonymoua 
manner with such tender suggestions as:— 

The aspect of yonr hideous nose 
Reminds me of the full blown rose, 
And humble, crawling ant scarce clears 
The sweeping ontreaoh of your ears. 
Your eyes are snaky, and your breath 
Suggestive is of. home of death: 
You spend your time in dodging creditors, 
You pigmy of the class called editors. 

This custom is freely indulged in by young 
and old. It has often been alluded to as a relic 
of barbarism, but no matter bow barbaric it 
may be, there is fun in it, and it will probably 
live and flourish long after you and I, dear 
reader, have taken our plaoes in the choir above. 

Some of the sentimental valentines are rare 
works of art and beauty. They are never sent 
unless the sender entertains more than the usual 
affection for the sendee—in short, they are used 
but by lovers who are pretty well advanced in 
the degrees of courtship. Of course the young 
fellow who sends one of these elaborately de
signed tokens of 18-karat love knows that the 
object of his heart's affection will never dream 
that he sent it, and, of course, sh? knows when 
she receives it that the dear fellow will think 
that she will light upon an entirely different 
personage aa the sender. 

There is a large and varied assortment of these 
works of art on sale in Bismarck, and th«y are 
going with a. rapidity that indicates a general 
observance of the custom. 

ELLA'S LULLABY. 
The papers tell us that Ella Wheeler ia soon 

to be married, and, like the wise, sensible girl-
that she is, is already composing lullaby songs 
to be filed away among her family archives for 
future reference. It will perhaps be impossible 
for Ella to sink her individuality even in these 
tender, BOO Jung, maternal odes, and the songs 
she may in tl e future croon over a loved little 
dumpling which the vicissitudes of life may 
throw into her care will no doubt be moulded, 
after a pattern something like this: 

The wild wind howls with the howl of a demon, 
And fire-fringed olouds monkey 'round the 

' sun, 
And your keen, ear-splitting, soprano screamin' 

Just fills the picture, you son-of-a-gun. 
Now go to sleep or I'll bust your throttle— 

If you yell till yon split the dome on high 
Yonoan't have another pull at the bottle; 

We'll see who's tbe boss here, yen or L 

Shut up your yawp and subside this minnte, 
Yon red-hot wsdlet of vicious will; 

A cage with a mob of hyenas in it 
Would be musio compared to yonr voioe so 

shrill! 
That's right! Hoop-la! Turn 'er loose, old 

snorter! 
Wake up tbe ward with ita screeching squeal*; 

If I'd do what's right as ita ma I'd orter 
Warm its precious pelt from ita head to ita 

heels. 

A BAPTISMAL STOBY. 
Out in Idaho there dwells a good and worthy 

minister of the Cambellite faith, who was mar
ried about six months since to a widow with 
great personal charms and a dynamite temper. 
She soon proved to be a thorn in the side of tlie 
good pastor, and at one of the meetings he 
asked for the prayers of the congregation in her 
behalf, and he himself dropped everything else 
on the list and de*oted his entire time to calling 
the attention of the Lord to the Bhort-oomings 
of his wife and asking that something be done 
for his relief. He pressed his claims with a 
persistence that would be worth a fortune to a 
Washington pension attorney, and in a short 
time bis prayers were answered. Bis wife be
came studious and thoughtful, and one day ex
pressed a desire to be baptized into the church. 
Fearing she might change her mind and that In 
would never get as good a chance at her again be 
called his .congregation together, sent a man 
down to the river to cut a hole in the ice, and 
at the appointed hour he waded in leading his 
companion by the band. After speaking the 
piece usual on such occasions his wife seemed to 
have repented of her intention and changed her 
mind and struggled violently to get away, but 
the minister was one who would allow no ob
stacle to swerve him from the path of duty, and 
after a lively wrestle in which the bets in the 
congregation were somewhat in favor of the wo
man, he succeeded in tripping her up and gat-
ting her under all right. When be raised up 
again it was observed that he was alone, and the 
truth flashed upon the minds of her late broth
ers and siBters that the woman had gone off 
down stream under the ice. The minister's face 
wore a relieved and firm look of stubborn deter
mination and he Baid to tbe people that the 
Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away, blessed 
be the name of the Lord, and he feared that his 
beloved Bpouse would return to him not again 
unless she happened to strike an air hole down 
the river some place. The following Sunday he 
preached her funeral sermon, taking for a text 
the words of the psalmist: 

"We got not this by our own sword, neither 
was it our own arm that saved us; bnt thy right 
hand and thine arm, and the light of thy coun
tenance, because thou hadst a favour unto us." 

And then he went on and showed that he was 
bereaved by a dispensation of providence, and 
the majority of his congregation it is said, had 
such implicit faith in their paBtor that they 
actually believed him. 

SHE LOOKED PLEASANT. 
Yesterday morning the door of Golf's photo

graph gallery was opened, and when the artist 
came out into the reception room he found 
there a young man and young woman who looked 
like they had been housed up on a homestead 
claim for a year. When the artist appeared tbe 
man straightened up and said: 

"Is this whar'you take picters?" 
"Yes, sir. Do yon wish a sitting?" 
"Do yon think yon kin take that gal's picter 

an' make 'er loom np as natural as a hog in a 
cornfield?" 

"Oh, yes; can make it just as natural as life." 
"Drive ahead, then, an' sling 'er oat the best 

'un you've got in tbe shop, an' I've got tbe dust 
right 'yar to blow in for the job. Marthy never 
had a picter tuk an' we're goin' to be married 
jes' as soon as this job's done an' we kin run 
down a preacher, an' she wants to hev somethin' 
to show in futur' how she looked afore she war' 
married. Crack ahead, pardner, an'do 'er up 
hefty an' I'll put up the ooin on the spot." 

When the young lady bad been seated Goff 
made tbe usual request for her to look pleasant, 
and the man said: 

"Yes, Marthy, look pleasant an' smilin'. Think 
'bout somethin' good. Think 'bout apple pie, 
gosh darn it, a great big chunk o' fat apple pie, 
with the juice a drippin down onto yer plate an' 
a runnin' through yer fingers!" 

And Goff says the smile she wore was so 
broad and expansive that it waa all he oould do 
to get it into focus. 

HER BKMOLTE. 
"He didn't come 'round with a sleigh!" she 

cried, 
"As he promised to do last night— 

A nice way to treat an intended bride! 
I feel so mad I oould fight! 

I could knock him down with my parasol, 
Or with a blow of my fan, 

And laugh like a fiend to see him fall— 
The cruel, deceitful man! 

'Til never speak to the wretch again— 
But no, that will never da; 

Tbe oyster season doth not yet wane, 
And tbatresolve I would rue. 

Let's see—I have it; I'll play him fine— 
I'll meet him with smile and song, 

But I'll send him a hideous valentine 
With a nose seven inobes long!" 
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