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LITTLE BREFCHES.

A m:ﬂ\' VIEW OF ARPKCIAL PROVIDENCE.

1 don't gn much on religlon,
.1 never min't bad no $how; i
But I've got s wnddha’ tight RrIp, air,
On the handful of things [ know
I don't pan ont on the prophets
And lree will, sud that <ortof thing=
But [ Vheee in God and the angels,
Ever nince one night last «pring

1 come 1nto town with aqme turnips,
And my Little Gabe cate along—
No four-year-ald i the country
Could beat bim ter pretty and strong
Peart and chipper and sassy,
Alwavs rmulv to wwent il hight—
At 1 larnt him 1o ehew terbacker,
Just to keep bis milk teeth white,

The snow come down hihe n Hlanhet
An | paased by Tagget < wtore,
1 wentin log a Jug of inoelasses

At the team ut the doer .
Theggeeared at comething und startod —
| H@urd one littde aquall,

And hell-to-<phit over the prairie.
Went tean, Lotle Breeches and adl

Heli-to-split over the prurie’
[ was alimost troze with rheer,
But we rauted up some torches,

And gearc fudd for ‘e fur and pear
At Inat we struck hosses add waggon,
Snowed under atsott whinte monnd,
Upnot, dead bent ~butof histle Gabe

o hide nor bmr was found

L4 .
became terribly heavy ; this suspense
was unbearable. Hastily throwing a
shawl over my head, I ran into Mra.
Porter's. '

‘Have you secn Eddie?' wnas the
question before I entered the room.

‘i’}_wvo you seen Harry.

‘e was over here at half past two .
Fxc and Fddie went over to Josie
Gray's, [ think—'

What she thonght T never knew, for
at that moment Eddie rushed in breath
lews, sereaming: ‘Mother, muother!
Harry Loring s drowned ! We  were
shding on the mll-pond, and there was
a hole 1n the 1ce with snow on it, and
arry did not see iy, and—'

‘Hush, Fddle, said his mother,
looking at me fearfully. *Ilercis Mrs.
Loring.'

‘Thiere was o great silence i the
room, broken only by the blithe, auwcet
voice of o cannry, and the pur ofya.
Maltese cat. -

I'resently Mra. Porter came towand
me, angd placed her hand sofily upon
wy shoulder, saying, **Kila, my poor
ehild 1’

my ¢ves upon an awful picture,

cold, gray aficrnoon, a pond, little
boys playTng upon st, one httle figure,
well known to me, suddenly disap-.
!pcnringlhrm\h the treacheroua ice,
the Dutle hamdd grmpmﬁ at cruel

Ang hiere
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: foure me
Y
el down on my  marrow boanes,
rm-,: i the snow, sod prayed
e e . . -

Iy this the torches was pluyed out,
And e aud Isrul Pan

We it off for <ome wood toa shecp fold
T hat B said was somcw lar thng

We found it at Anstand a htle «hed
Where they shut \1!‘ thee Lumbs at night,
We leohed m, and seon then hiddlea tha
So warm nd steepy and white
And puar &ft Lottle Broecho < amd ehirped
AN PUnri s ever you we
‘Dwant achew attorbme ke,
Aund tha t what s the mntter of me *

How did he get thar? Angels
He . ould never huve walked in that storm,
Thiev just scouped down and towed ham
To whae 33 was wafe and warin
And Uik that saving a hittle ehald,
And bringing him to his own,
I» n derned Right better business
‘I hati loating arcund the Throne.

~

HASTY WORDS.

s*Maother, plense look bere and  see
my pretty block bouse. When U'moa
man we will have one just ke s’

I glanced at the lour yesr oM Harry,
who had constructed a imost woundertul

editice in the muddle of my  sitiing
roam,
am afrmd it will not keep out

much of the snow," sad [

But 1t would be ro mice 1 the ram-
mer, sard Harry, Nughing merndy |
and springing to my enle, he threw
his hittle arms around my wveck, way
ing, Oh, mamma, T love you eo?

larrs, eard T kissing oo, fwaldl vou
run and tell Bridget to have warm bis
cuit for tea

e etarted quickly, and as he star

ted Ins toot caught e a0 hght wiand
upon wlich [ had placed o rare Pary
sinn vise with g rosebud Just  unfold

ing s erupson petalso it The stand
fell over, and the vare (a gttt irom iy
dead mother) was shattered

Noou nasghty bov ! Lered anpnly,
tyou deserve to be whipped. Piek up
thore giecen wstantdy and put them
the coal Lod?

e stooped and earefully preked up
the tiasmenta, reratehing his hitde tin
wers as he dul” wo o ggainst the wharp
e carnied them away and

was pone some tme  When he re
tureed it wan with something clasped
tightly i his hand

Cotnnyg tome, he placed & five cont

prece m my gy raveg nmedine WL
that buy you a new vase, mamima’
What evil demon posressed me
tahe the cotn, s sacredly  chernshed
treasure, o kind  negubor had  given
Lum tor rome hittle othee, and throw it
trom me, | know not
[Tarry pcked i up sl tears run
fing down his tace, and satdown upon
has stool with his hands folded w0
mechly  Presently he wanl  *May |
go and play with Eddie Porter 2

I don t eare where vou go,” eand 1,
crossly, 'm0 you keep ont ot my_ right”

Haurry went to the closet w‘k"rc hs
coat ad hat hung, put them on, and
came u.mxlmul by my smide

Munnfh, will vou torgive e 27

' mo sorrey " and e put s Lips up
tor a hans, O, God, forgive me ! ]
pushed the hule fellow awav! e
ttood by the door s moment, tooking
priitully wt e, Ttis twenty five yenrs

to

ngo to day siuce he stood there | but
I enn mec b with s blue cont and
grivy  wordted shating enp, and the
hittle red emitiens, ax 1l 1t were  but
vestonday, But [ dooked coldty  at
b, the door opened and  shat,  he

hittle tect went slowly down the stairs,

I heard i go out, unfastening  the
gante

Lookmg outof the window [ saw
the Little tetlow hift hie face with a

wmile ny he vaw me. which gave place
to a pintial gquiver of the lips as he saw
I tooh no notice of nm, <1 watched
the durhng down  the street with a
strange undettned feelmg, tll the htile
cout und red mittens were no lnnger
vismble,

Twice n rudden impulse moved me
to call him back, but | erushed it down.
Oh, would to God I had ? Well, T aew
ed all thirough the afternoon At four
o'clock | put away my work and aat
by the window. Conscience begah  to
reproach me for my conducet, 1 don't
care," I saud, finy beautiful vese 18 s
roin. *What 15 the value ot all the
vares tn the world compared with
your chnld 7 Have you not spoken
cro~sly to thac dear hittle Harry, who
in alwayvs ro cheerful and _obedient?
And this s not the first  time, either,
and vou calling yourwelf a Christian
mother, too? Suppose Harry should
be suddenly taken away from you.—
Woulda't vour cruel words haunt you
forever”

I could bear thia no longer. 1 rose
and picked up the stray litter about
the room, to give it & more tidy ap-
pejrance.

'f‘nen [ went to the window, peer-
g anxiously through the gloom, but
peein s nothungof my boy. My heart

-

waads, the neees ymouth futl Ul wilter
And those wicked, sinful  words ning
ing through my ears - ‘1 don’t eare
where you go, ro long as you keepout
ot myv might!” There was a mist be
fore mmy eves, o ringing in My e/ara |
remembier leaving  the house with s
blind feehng of going where my Har

ry was  Then enmen horrible sense
ot the earth piving awhy under my

teet, nnd 1 knew no more o

A plensant feehng  of  warmth’,
phincuid kense persading my svatem |
opened my eves and  glanced around
the room A strange woman stood by
the fire; al"the foot of the bad stood
my husband with his hands over his
v,\"v.u. I tried to think where | wne
and what had happened, bt m - van
Then my attention was arrested by a
httle figure i a red lannel mght dress,
enddled upin a big Mir—my Harry !
Then it al) flashed acrossmy wind, |
ant up strarght tn hed with o fuint ery.

CWhat it ? sai L 1 teebly,

‘You must not talk ! he down., O,
darling, darling " and the strong man
wept ke w ehild  And the hintte fiy
ure cnme and jumped on my bed, and

putting hiw arms around my neck,
enied oo And [, quite puezled to

kunow what it all meant,. erred also

The strange ftigure came forward
and took Harry away, saving  ‘Be
caretul, Mr, Loning wverything now
depends upon quiet

Setl e ald now,” wand T 1 must
hoow L had such o bhorrnd feeling !

Oh ! Harold! 1 dreamed
drowned
Hia fuce grew whate.
*He wau near death
got him ot ot the pond | Gray  seut
down to theoflice tor me ; [ went atter
Dr Hooper, and eame rnight up. There

Harry was

(eorge (iray

was but a spark ot life  left, but we
suceeeded at last’
‘How many davs ago was 1l Har

old 7 wmid |
Neven weehs apo vesterday,” wod
he, mmibing

Neven weeks," sad ] T posst
ble"

‘You have heen very rick with
brain tever, Ella You were very
vear death for dave We desprired of
ever seeing you conscious ngarn - You
would say, Harry o drowned, and 1

wea B drown Lin-elt

Dr dlooper wnid the erisie wan at
bnd vl vou hived through the might

O, tdat T oam
wo thunhtal you are rpared to me®

‘] have been so wenk  aud sinful,
IHarold, savd 1, and then T otold hup
all, not keeping back anything

He henrd me through, rtroking my

vou waould get well

Chair moa pentle fashion; when 1 had
l tin-hed he sand
¢ hhas tanght you a lesson, Ella,
dear, anl that was all*
1 roon recovered,  For g time
I could wot  bear Hnrry‘l out of my
mght.  luseemed an 1f I could not
atoné’tor my  wicked conduct. The

thought makes me whudder now—i1f 1t
tiad been that Harry had never come
back to me, and that the lart words
he hienrd from b mother s hips were
‘m unkind. | have had three children
winee then, and not one of them hay
heard a crors or sty word from me,
Oltines my patrence has been sorely
tried, it one thonght of that hornble
death to which Harry eame newr
driver the demon swiny
Mothers, bear pntiemity

Hi)

with these

innocent hittle onea.  Are there not
muny whose eyes, resting upon ths
ninple story, fill with itter tearsseat

the recollection of the unkind words,
and evenblows to hitle children lad
away forever ?

Who would not give all their world-
ty possessions, ves, years ol their lives,
to recall those hasty worda that made
their child's ips quiver pitifully  and
the cleareyes dim with tears 7 Ah!

Lyou canuot have them back even lor a

moment to kinn the sweet,

red lipa
They are gone and your min

remaing |

An Old Album and its Contents,

The Portland P'ress ways a lady of
that city biaa in her possession an old
album, Blled with currous mementoes
of the time of Andrew Jackeon. One
of the contributors te this albuin was
John Quiney Adams, who wrote in a
trembling hand two complimentary
stanas, dated 1834.  Tristram Bur-
gees contribules some elegant verses
40 the volume. The higtorian Pres-
cott expressed his indebtedness ““to the
fair owner of this hittle book' in a suf-
ficiently legible hand, cousidering the
state of his eyesight, J, C. Calhoun
expressed his best wishes for the health
and happiness of Mrs. C——, in a
aprawhipg hand that one. does not an-
ticipnte and can hardly believe when
he nees it.  Then comes ‘Faithtully
yours, Charles Dickens,” with a super-
fuity of tlougish,which secims so amaz-
ing to everybody who never -aw lis

[ never moved, but at looking, with-}.

Lastuight |

w:m-h‘chuin and his thql(-nm. This
antograph was written 'at. Washington
i 1842, at the timo of the novelist’a
firat visit to America,  Edward Ever
et signature, and the quotation from
Hamlet under which it appears are
written in characters as clear and che
gant, ns elean and. tastudious as the
writer's finely  chiscled and classic
face.

But in the wost  atriking and  ludi
CTOUN ('m‘\lruut with thia there nppears
on the very next leat the gem.ot the
luml\, ns follows !

Woastiseros, 16th Juve, 1834,

“Mre, o~ , of Main requests the
hunter from the west to write his name
in her Aibum,

“ller cunosity shall be gratified by
a sentithent wishing her health and
happiness and a safe arrval at her
restdence with her fuunly and friends.

Davie Crotkert.”’

Only two years afterwards  poor Da-
vid was killed at the Alamo, Texan,

Jogeph Story, Febraary Sth, 1830
with eharacterietic  thodesly  writes
thue:

Your Album bonkte of worthies rate,
High s their pabiny fume.
, And vet for one n page you spare,
Who only gives—n Name

Directly underngath’ Robert C, Win-
throp wrote in 4846

/
No other hand=timented, honored Friend —
Queh hamble pudgment of thy sedf b p nned,

e, uire no purer brighter s e than thine,
Wil ever 1 our country’s annals shme

Martun Van Buren save o vahim
pleasure to place s namcan the Al
tum -thie and nothing more He
wap then Viee President. .

Wanfield Seott, ina fine wiry hand
that doew not remnind one ot the burly
WHITION K purson or hn u('hl(‘V(‘nH‘lllﬂ,
writes this on the 27th of Mareh,
18549 .

“Here, on the banks of the heauuful
Kennebee, i , and under her hos
pwitable root, 1 am requested tonseribe
my name on this tablet, swlieh 1 do ay
a mark o my high respect and esteem
tor Mo ————, I* have vinted hier
coungry 1 haste, write tn haste, and
leave st wath adoration and  respect
Wiveern Sceorr.”

Waslington Trving writes:  “Very
respecttully, vour ob’trer't,” and John
P. Kennedy writes immediately under
nenth, “1 entirely agree with lrving

'S

My Grandfather's Story.

“My story s very brief,”" said the
old gentleman T am about to narrate
a pd nnd tural occurrence, the remem
brance of wloch o indelibly stamgped
upon my mind, never to be obliterat
ed while lite remains.  Years ago 1
happened ™ -

The old man swept from hia brow
the truant venerable locks, and seating
himseltin the arm charr proceeded as
tollowa '

“What [ recount, you may assign
to nothing unusual or sirauge, but for
myeell —po far from behieving that the
circumstances were bhrought 1o para by
chanee, | ean trace 1t in the nnger of
an oftended  Ihety, and have over
thought 1t to be the just and rpeeldy
vengegnce of Heaven upon those who
in the tnee of warming  and kindly ad
mginition et persinted in Hngrant aud
umvrupulouq dirobed ance ol Giod's
command to remembe-“the Sabbath
to heepat holy

A greater portion of the year 1830
wis wpent by me travehing - over the
wouthern amd western part ot the
Union One Sabbathy day—it' | recol
Voot atgrht, i was wl))rmg the month of
Juy —toun | me ngreeably entertnined
st tirm honse not far dietant from
the ey ot ¢ The nhabianty
ot Uus farm house conwmated of the *old
lolk«, thar two danghters, a won and
three hired farm laborers,

I begmilded awny the mormog of the
day very pleasantly, chatting with
mine host, whom 1 discovereddo be a
man of conaderable ntelligesce, and
I possersion of & vaniety of informa
ton more than is usnally found with
one ot hia stauon i hilfe.  He wan hke-
wive very rehigiously quclined, and well
read 1n Seriptures, ot which he ap-
peared to be a complete commentary.

There was one subject upon which
he expatiated at  large during our
moroing's conversation ; this subject
wan the evils of gaming. 1 have of
ten thought how wtrange and amimous
it was that we should jmcuus this sub-
ject upon the very day , but stay,
[ will not get 1u advance of my story

The good farmer told me, while the
tenrs stole down lis aged cheek, of an
only son who was ruined, and who
eventually miet his death at the éard
table e made known the fact that
the men then in by employ were ad-
dieted 1o wielding the *“devil's tools,”
as he termed the implements of gugn
g, He hiad detected them 1 the act
and had seriously reproved them, and
potnted out s mamfold evile.  The
men promised fatthfully  to renounce
cards 1o the future  They bad broken
faith, however, for 1t wan soon discov-
ered that what they prommsed to re
nounce, they still practiced 1n secret,

Townrds the wane of the alternoon
the dall, heavy clouds threatened a
violent storm, and | drew my chae to
the window (o watch 1ts approach and
view ity effect upon the beautiful land
reape spread out before me. I have
often obrerved that the appronch of u
storm oceastons n certain indescriby
ble feeling to seize upon the trame of
a rensitive person 3 never whall 1 for-
get my ownu seneations at thie time.
There appeared to be a vague fores
shadowing of some terrible scene con
stantly before my mental vision. Pat-
ter, patter descended the rain in hugh
drops, ratthng from the housetops and
rebodnding in cataracts from the case-
ment. The lightning was intensely
vivid, and the reverﬁeraling roar of
the thunder deafening. I never wit-
nessed a tempest to equal it in ternfic
grandeur and aublimity,

The warring of the elements soon
subsided, and the eun shone forth in
all its magnificence, hanging a glitter-
ing diamond upon every leal and tiny
blade of grass,  As soon as the ground
wag in u proper condition for walking,
I sauntered nbroad to endervor, if poa.

sible, to rul mysell of the dread for-

bodings which still clumg to me. In
my detour of the premises [ wandered
near the barn, the door of which stand-
ing njar, 1 opened wide and peered
within. [ can but very inadequately
Jescribe the scene that met my viéw,

Seated upon the floor were four
young men, apparently deeply alsorb-
ed in a game of canda, whilea fifth
stood erect, against tlre wall, gazing 1n
tently upon the players, his nght hand
grasping a piteh-tork, 1 entered the
buitding; each seemed thoroughly wrap
ped up 1 Ins game. A few pteces of
wilver—the atake—Iay before them. 1
accosted the group familiarly; not n
musele moved, not a sonnd broke up-
on my car save the echo of my own
tones among the raflers,  Approach
ing, [ placed my band upon the shoul
der of the man wearest to e, at the
same moment slooping to bring my
body wupon. the level with the silent,
motionless forma before me. I now
percerved the set atare of each plazed
eyel Ench hivid, distorted counte,
wsance!  Eath clenched hand!  To
wy unspenkable horror I saw that
death had set his seal upon every man.
I rushed trom the place overwhelmed
with terror, and made the best of my
way to the farm house.

It was sometime before T was suffi
crently recovered from my fright to ren
der myselt understood by those who
sought the cause of my alarm. Sum-
moning as many as could be got te
gether, we proceeded 1n a body o the
spot,  There atood. the pale speetre,
sl grasping the fork, ‘There sat the
ghastly group.  Upon every  counte-
nance was nnprinted the emotion in
bored nnder betore death. "'he exalt
iy simle of the muccessiul player, and
the angry troubled brow of the unsue
cessful player, were portrayed with ter
rible fidelity, A strong wmetalic odor
pervaded the air ot the apartment, n
had been struck by hghtmng darning
the storm, and the subtile tluid had
seattered death among the Sabbath-
brenking gaming party  witha ats
walls,

Recollections of Great Men.

My only rcco”cclu? of Demosthe
nes M s altempt whén a bov to speak
a prece at a distnict school exhihiton
and breadang down.  He was reciting
the tamihiar hines.,

Yo d searce expect one of ny age
Jo upenk 1n l.nl.lu- ob the stnge,
1] should hane e to fall below

1 mosthenes or —=*

At this point he hesitated, put the
corner of his apron to iy eyek, burst
into tears and eat down, totally over
come by the allusion to himselt and by
the novelty of the situation

tinent out, somewhere, and that when
he got big enough he meant to run
away from home, go on the canal, and
digcover it, but we only laughed at hm}.
hutle thinking he would yet give his
name to the g(ata capital of Ohio, 1
lost all traces of Christopher until years
afterward, when the telegraph brought
the'news of his discovery of America,
which up to that time had snccessfully
cluded the most persistent efforts of
our best discovcrcrs«ul"'gl Contribu
tor, '
I

The Average Juror.

Question alternately by the Court,
the State's Attorney and the defense,
as usnally answered by ‘an intelhgent
Juror :' i

tAre you opposed to eapital pun
ment ?’

‘Oh, yes—yes, gir.’

‘If you were on a jury then where a
man was being tried for lag=life, you
wouldn't agree to a verdict 1o hang
him 7

“Yes, nie--yea I would.!

“Have you formed or expressed your
opinion as to the guilt or innocenvce of
the accused 2"

‘Yes, nir !’ ",

“Your mind, then, ia made up?’

‘Ohy, no--no, it amn’t’ ,

‘Have you any bins fur or against
the prisoner?’

Yen, [ think [ have!”

‘Are you prejuihiced ?

‘Oh, no, not a it

ave you ever heard of this case?

Jothnk have!

ish-

Wonlld yon decrde, it on the Jury
according to the guidence or mere ru

mor?’
‘Mere rumor.”
Perbaps  yon

dont  understand

would you dedile accordmg to evr-
dence ?

‘Evidence.’ -

‘11t was in your power to do w0,
would you change the lnw of capital

pumehment orlet 1t wtand 7

et st stand.’

The Court- *Would you letit stand
orchange 1t ?

‘Change it

‘Now, wineh would you do ?'

‘Don’t know wir.

‘Are vou u freeholder 7'

'Yes, miry oh yes.'

‘Do you own a house and lﬂ?l.d, or
rent? .

‘Neither—1I'm o boarder.

‘Have you formed an opimion ?'

‘No, sir.’

Iave you expressed an oprnton ¥’

“T'hink I have’

The (ourt: ‘Gentlemen, 1 think

.
Creero, | he Juror 18 competent

It s very evi

who was a lad at the same achool,umdc} dent he has never formed or expreased
fun of Demosthenes, arking him, derns opinion on any subject

ively, ot lie hado't bgtter go and hire

oul for an orator!

I was withJahus
passed the Rabiecon,
hand, and 1 told him he had better
onder it up, but he passed. I'he result
1w well known | he lost the gnme.

Cierar

Alexnnder the Great u)nl myself |

were kchoolmate
up htle giels together He used o
wisnse Himiseli, 1 remember, by smash
v up all the globes there were an
wehool, and then mitdown and ery be
CAUNEC l'l"ri' were ho maote
conquer 1 happened to b with ham
when he cut (the Gordian Knot. Many
others iad tried i vam to doat,
wins ‘hnot for Joe.’

with # patent corn-cutter
Nero had one of the moat senaitive
organizations | ever knew, nnd keenly

sympathiced with human woes. Thave |
at

ween lnm st 1n the umpllhculer
Rome nnd weep brtterly wheo captives
were tarn tn prece = Lo wald beasts, Tt
i A& bave rlandor oo e iddled whilde
Rome was burn + Ho Lelonged to a
fire engine compinvy, o f | eaw  him
work at the brako- maeelt, Some one
anw him as he helpod to break’erdown,
and 1n the excitenmsent of the moment
thought he was tibileing, and so 1e
ported.

[ knew Shakerpear as long ago as
when he tended wtore dfor the Mer
chant of Venice and wold the Prince of
Denmark by the vard He was an
honest lad with the yard stick, giving
Meanure for Mensure,  He always
wanted 1o be an wetor and wan perpet
ually quoung Shakespeare to cuxlo

mers.  People ured to leer at him for
it, I have even wedu the King Lear

Shakeapeare only laughed, and smd
they were making Much  Ado
Nothing, adding ‘you can have 1t n«
you like )

He wan fond of the ladies, and pop

ular veandal associting s name wigh '’

certain Merry Wives of Windeor, his
employer ruised such a Tempest nbout
loa enrs that he ran away and joned
a variety company, e nmde Iny
debut an first grave digger 1 Othello
Iiogenes was one of the most eccentric
men | ever knew.  {hn mother was »
washerwoman and ha Jived in her tub,
except on wash days, when she had 1.
use 1t to make n living for him Al
though he gets o good deal of eredit
nowadays for having hived 1 n tub, he
dulw'tat the tme of 1t The seigh.
bors used to catl him o lazy, slaftleas
tellow, lolling around i a tub, talking
philosophy to a lot of other good for
nothings inftead of'working fora hv
ing. A good deal has been said about
his walking the streets of Athena with
a lantern ‘o find a man.' | eaw him
at the time. He wanted to find a man
to stand treat. The grealest remark
of histhat has been preserved, was
when he said; *If [ could live hke
Alexander the Great, I had rather Di.
ogenes |

Columhus was a mild, nwcetmposl
tioned, but exceedingly thoughtful boy,
as I remember him atschool. When
we boys were out plgyi he would
sit and weep for hogrs over the incom-
Fleter‘mu of the mape of the iod,
Te felt as tho' something was wanting.
He wasn't satisfled with three-quarters
of the globe, such as was employed in
the schools at that time. He pined
for the other quarter. 1 reccollect his
borrowin: a quar e of ine on two or

thre e oy

Ite w v i rdl us there was @ con- Obh, that was buby’s!

i
4

. !
wiien he
He held a zood |

We were brought |

worlids to

It |
Smart Aleck came |
atong and cut 1t the first time trying, '

About

\ . .
— —For “ways that are dark and

tricks that are vam,” the “Heathen
| Chinee s supposed (o be pecubar.
Yet note the manner in whieh editors
contrive to fill up a column.  Close
observation will, perhapw, deteel notue
| wound moral advice 1o these ehppugs,
So much the better :

Lok here,

iend th hne.
‘, Beware of whiskey.

Repected Invs Bad eggn

I Maodesty 1= true politeness
o Patrontze home institutions
i A high rent onean your hat,
Better wear out than rastout,
Along and happy nIife to all,
Manhind embraces womankind,
| Dare to do night, dare to be true.
‘ Profane swearing s abominable.
I Purdon all men, but never thysel
To be continued —the wet  weather
, aPrinung othiee rats are squadrupeds,

The oldest geamn elevntor -- Whis
ke

When drink enters, waisdom departe

Pacific mails — len pecked hua
bande.

Epitaph on n Smoker - My pipe's
out

1‘1)\'0 all, trust few, do wrong to

! none,

Read
par

Deliberate slowly, exeente prompt

Ac.

the advertisements 5 1t will

Maine has seventy thonsmnd tarm

ro.
Wanted A line to complete

this

column.
How handy, sometimes, s line

| Tike this
] Two hnes are needed to i1l out this

column
. Onr

Here they are,

Eel gumped ap

vory s caing to set two lines to
Cthis coann

and looked
finiah

A Brak Giaknes e Ao,
CCongress was ‘nnn . doa benr g
Pden oo the 160h o the leaders of  the

cgrand moral L party Ben But

ler and Spe.oor Blaine assuming  the
part of clown and the ring master
Phe assumed leadership ou the part of
Butler in becoming too mdious  for the
et rortion of K party 1o
beur, Livoce the frequent outburst of
loyal wrath.  On ghe duy 1n question
the Beast in-alted the whole House
and was ealled to orderby the Spenk-
er, Butler replying, “Pl be d—d if 1
will,” and went on and finished. The
Spdwker came down from lwe chair
and took the floor and literally anni-
hilated the Dutch Gap Canaler, much
l()‘lhc amusement of the Democrats.
——————

IV no wort of use, Billy,' said a
Richmond coal merchant o his  Irish
driver; ‘I can't learn you anything at
all, and I've been trving for years.'
Shure, wir,’ replled Billy, as be wiped
his forehead and repluced his handker-
cluet i us dilapidated  hat, ‘Shure,
and ves have lairot me Sue thing—vez
have livint me that fifteen hund;'cd
mades u ton.’ .

et o————r—

Mamma-—-What is baby crying
for, Maggie? Maggio—I don’t know.
—Mamma—And wﬁnl are you look-
ing 80 ndignant about? Maggie—
That nasty, greedy dog'n heen and
took and enten my 'punge cakel
P Manma—Why, Farw von ealing a
Paocnee eake A oo Sy |

—_—

f

|
|

|
|

© Song of the oystor—Keep me
littlo bed !

- All Sorts of Paragraphs, .
Used up—Tho lightning rod.

The pancl game—drawing a jury,
A tolative beauty—a pretty cousin,

iy

"

A chasm too many wrilors fall into—

sSArcAsin,

Nobody’s child—Joshus, who wag
the son of Nun.?}

Every gcod business man has his pri-
vato Biz-mark,

Tho rock on which Fenianism g
founded-—Sham-rock.

Can n lover boealled a suitor, whey
ho don't suit her

Queer —Can a man
said to conpume time ?

We'd sooner bo possessed of diverg
pearls than of pearl-divers.

Colors not  dizcerniblo — ' Tnvigblg
green' and “bhind man's buff.”

Who evor saw anybody near a firg
who didn’t want to play poker?

A fellow who pawned his watch, snid
he raired monoy with a lever,

Aun early spring—Jumping out of bed
at five o’clock in the morning. .

osting dates be

The nearest an old buehelor gots 1o
the matrimoninl barness—a air single,

Though “old agoishonorable,” muny
poople hate Lo contess it—they will dye
first.

An old bachelor compares a shirt
button to hfe, becnuso 1t 0 often hungs
by n thread

A down-east wag uymukq of one of by
netghbors as betng Ycawed down like g
cult

Why should a epider bo a good cor.
respondent ? - Because he drops a line
by every post,

I

Thera is many o man whose tongua
might govern multitudes, f he could
only govern his tongue

Imoff, the composer of the Rusann
nationnl hymn, s dead  His Inst word
wus s own name

Very approprintely; Toombs s to de.
hver the orntion over the Confedernle
dend at Knoxwvitlo

It ot so bad being only a hT\Iu
Hloose,”" it the being (requently ' tight
that 1s so objectionable

Innocence is Lihe an umbrells=when
once wo  have lost 1L we may neser
hope to see it back sguin. R

Ty

A newspaper down South publiches
the deaths of colored people under the
heading of “Negrology '

An Enghsh paper, spenking of n very
tall actor, says, “By Jove, he's tall
enough to act 1n two parts

Ups and downs—Examples of the
“ups and dewns of hfe " Being hard
up, and consequently cust down

Another ring —Tho wholessale hinen.
drapers in New York aresmid to be got-
ting up n big Nuphin Ring

The Washington Ntar says “largo
tvpe 1en't  nece-sary an advertising
Bhind folks don't read newspapers

A Nfoansurnnce compnny which  dioes
before any of 1ts poiiey-holders, must
hinve heen a poor concern from tho start

Next to the mitrmllevse,  the most
kiiling thing now-n-days 18 a drogeist'y
modar, munnged by an mexperienced
clerk, *

A New York poltticinn, whoao head
bonsty v eapillary wlornments, 18 anid
to bave “u dome benutitully frescoed 1n
colors

“By George ' exelaimed n Freshman
the other morming , “I've sh-pt stxteen
hours 1 went to bed at eight and got
upr at eight '

I have s great love for old hymns,
snul a pretiy grl to ber masculine com-
punten L am much fender of young
hers,'" was the réply

That woman was & philosopher who,
when she lost her busband, said sho had
one great consolation —sho knew  whore
he wis o mights't

A clergyman out West officiating at
a pubhie executton prayed that the spec-
tucle mirght binpress all present with the
shortness of human hfe

Some of the deading papers on tho
P'ueifiec const employ eurthquake repor-
ters  Itas a very shuhy business, and
requires wen of stendy hubite

An cexchange snys  “Several hundred
dotines hnve been rmsed in Paterson for
Lleeding France ' Hasn't France been
thid cnough wlready ?

A prominent merchant of Augusta,
Georgan, fell dend the other day, wiilo
conversing with s wife —which shows
the need of being carelul

A wa, o wecing anold gobler trying
toswaliow nocotton string, tacetieusly
remnthed thnt 10 wis S desperate nt-
tompt toanta bace cotton into Tarkes '

A cotemporney ushe ol w s it that
the mouths ol 1ivers nre largor than
their hends 7 Nothing out of the way,
we know of persons 1nthe samo fix

Augustus sny s young men get Luht
by so-lwcing themsolves with the care

‘(l;-nl,” but that voung Iadies get tinht

by so-tncrng n o ditferent manner O

corsets so,

Women ought certainly to tahe nn
tnterest in agriculture, as there 1s noth-
ing which s more important o them
than that all men should be good fus-
band-wen.

It does not cost much to advertise in
Georgia. *Some one gives mnotico that
he had lost throe papers of Beidlits pow-
ders, and that he will pay & roward tor
them.

KEleven Egyptian cavalrymen, who
over-slept  themsolves, an appenrod
Iate at morning parade, had their hends
takon off with scimitars, to toach them
a lesson. ’

Some innocent fellow says that 1n-
stead of putting tho word of God in the
letter of the Constitution, we had better
tuka some of the devil out of the gov-
ornment.

Mustard doos not go well with apple
pice, nor indeed, with ice cream. Noith-
er will sugar do on raw oysters. These
aro tho dictates of a recognized culinary
authority.

Colonel Susan B. Anthony says, mag
owes woman everything. But it is nob
Busun’s fuult, for sho has boen trying

Maggie— | for the lust forty years to seizo bis pan-

taloons for the debt.




