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A WIFE'S\S8ECRET.

‘The Lawrences are going abroad,’
sxid Robert Dana to his young wife
one evening. ‘I met Tom to-day, and
be said he and Carry would sail on the
26th, and the farniture be sold at auc-
tion.! :

‘Oh, how we shall miss them! and
what & pity to have that handsome old
farnitare scattered’ among strangers!
We have had mang happy times there,
Robert.’

} 4Yes, Annie; K was there I firat raw

u, do you remember; you were play-
i0g chess on that old Chinese chess-
table, so absorbed that you did not see

- mé come in; and 1 stood wondering

who that litile maid in blue conld be,

I don't Jike 1o have that table sold at

suction, dear; I wish it would occur

to Carry to send it to ue as a farewell
sent,’ !

“That would be very nite ; but asshe
in not at all romantic, she has no ‘idea
how or why we value it.'

1. suppose if 1 offered to buy it, Tom
would not accept any pay; and then
we shiould feel as if we bhad begged a

sent.' *

‘Yen; and, besiden, we cannot afford
it, Robert.’

‘How much is it worth 7’

‘It must have cost a hundred dollars
when it was new; but I presume it
will go for fity, an 1t in somewhat de.
faced. We must not think of it,though,

idear. You know the last of our *Muxu-
ry-fund’ went for the Dickens reading,
and we agreed to have no more treata
til fall. 1 dare say we should not
play very often if we had it—reading
aloud is 80 much nicer.’

Thus the brave, conacientious little
woman turned away from the tempt-
ing theme, and it was not resumed be-
twoen them, Annie Dans, lowerer,
had a great (und of that tough quality
which 1e now blamed as ‘obsunacy,’
then praised as ‘irmness.’ The more
she told herself the chesa-table wasun-
attainable, the more did a persistent
inoer voice reply, ‘I muet Lave w!'
But how? Dozens of schemes occur-
red to her, but none that seemed prac-
ticable. When she awoke in the might,
the weary question flashed back, and
with it, hike an inspiration, its answer,
Bhe would write a story for the
Magazine, and vo earn the needful
money. Had she not at achool, sever
al years before, sent iwoar three anony-
mous stories to n country weekly, just
for the frolic of it, and bad they not
they been printed? To be sure, they
were not paid for. She would alwost
have acorned money then, so delicious-
ly sufcing wae it to 82e her own wordas
ip print.  Bat there must be the sor
did reality of payment now; and how
deligbtful to surprise Robert with the
table, show lum her srticle, and enjoy
his appreciating praise!  But before
this dizzy chmax could be reached,
much must be done. What ahould
she write about? When find time?
How bid for the table? And all with-
out Robert's knowledge? Absorbed
in these questions, she appeared sadly
absent during breakiast, greatiy to her
busband's surprise and mystification.
After she had put two spoonsin his
saucer, asked for butter when already
supplied, and poured maplenyrupover
ber steak, he began (o be alarmed, in
sisted on feeling her pulse, and inquir
ed 10 she bad slept well.  Anunie dis-
claimed sickuess, but admitted that
her might hiad been restless; and final-
ly, 1o please him, promised to tahe a
nap during the day.  Never having
concealed any thing lrom him belore,
the weight of a secret was far frow
pleasant; but stie counsoled herselfl by
thinking how well 1t would all end.
For the first time since she knew him,
she was glad to have Robert go, 80 ea
ger waa she to be free to plau, perhaps
to write her story.  Her usual duties
about the house were faithfully per
formed ; but the outhine ol a romnance
was fhitting through her head all the
time, and slie was glad wheu free at
last 10 sit down at her desk.

For an hour her pencil flew bunily;
ideas thronged at her idding ; words
came freely 10 express them. The
first sentence only troubled her. Five
or mix beginninga were made only to
be scored out ; this seemed too formal,
that oo abrupt, another too rentimen
tal. 8he feared she must resort to the
charming old formula, “Qnce upon a
time.” Bat the right words came at
l1ast, and then all went oh bravelv, nli
s neighbor came in, and the already
beloved heroine had to be exchanged
for Hobert's afghan and every day
chat. Theu came other mterraptions
and duties ; no wore writing that day
The promised attempt at a nap occur
red about half an Lour belore Robert'a
return, havipg been entirely forgotien
till then ; and though Aunie lay on
the sola, with lier eyes conscientiously
closed, for fully fifteen minutes, her
thoaghts were on her heroine all Lthe
time, and once she sat up and made

ncil memoranda on the back of a
etter, hastily pocketed as her hus-
band's step was Leard, By the second
night her plot was fully sketched ta
her mind, and it only remained to put
itupon paper. Sometimes a whole
day would pase, and not a momeut of
time could she find to write in, though
exactly in the mood for it. Again, she
would hiaveleisare, but an unconquera-
ble aversion to her pen; and if she
tried to rally her powers by readin
what was lfnady written, it uoundeﬁ
like arrant nousense ; certainly nosane
edilor would accept it. The native
persistency of her character, however,
enabled her to finish her task, in ded
ance of many interruptiopa and dis-
couragements, &nd the’ rough drafi of
her atory was comepleted in two weeks.
It was a funny-looking affair, on no
lesa chan (wentythree pisces of paper
—haif eheets and whole sheets, backs
of envelopes and concert programmes ;
white, brown and tinted paper; some
in pencil and some in ink—a most dis-
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the pikzza. he nervously crushed
the M8!.into het pottfolio, and was

just turning the ke{v as her  lLusband
entered ; but she looked so guilty and
confused that he exclaimed :

‘Haw scared you look, Annie! Did
you tdice me for a burglar?’

‘Oh, no; but arn't you
There'a no bad news, is there?' .

‘No, nao, little woman; nothing of
the kind.  Been writing to mother?
She’ll be glad to hear from you, Are
you going to let me read your letter?
Annie was in the closet getting his

early ?

slippers, vo he did not see her troubled

face as slis made some evasive answer,
and changed the subject.  Robert re-
ferred no more to her writing, and An
nie believed his auspicions were not ex-
cited—that he would think of it no
more, This was far from being the
caee, however,

The day before the Lawrences sailed,
Annie mailed her precious MS., under

van.' She was very uneasy on her er-
rand to the post-office, for fear some
one might suspect her miesion, and
was g|l§ to start on her way home:
ward, thinking herselfunseen ; but she
was mistaken, for although her hus-
band's office was in another part of
the town, he eaw her, and woudering
at her atrangely.agitated face, hie jeal-
ous beart instantly suggested that she
came from the direction of Tom J.aw-
rence’s office, as Tom had been an old
and ardent admirer of hers.  But he
sought no explanation,and grew moody
and sullen; his wife attributing bis
conduct to his old enemy, the dyspep-
nia.

As days weut oo she had her own
inward anxiety to bear, for no reply
came from the editors.d Every other
day ahe inquired at the post-office for
‘Cynthia Bullivan,’ but without suc-
cens, till, at laat, during the third week
of suspense, an envolope bearing that
name was actually handed out to her,
Well was it that the poat-master was
boxed in behind bigh wooden barriers,
or he must have observed Mrs. Dana's
strange agitation over the letter. She
lost all sense of the ground beneath her
feet a8 she hurried through the vil.
Inge, and out on a by-road, where seat-
ed in a gap of the wall, behind a tan-
gle of clematis vines and barberry
bushes, she read, throagh happy tears,
these beauliful words:

‘Mrs, Cynthia Sullivan :

‘Deak Mabax :—Your MS,, ‘Stella’s
Summer by the Sea,’ is accepied for
Magasine, and we herewith in-
close for it our check for forty-seven
dollars and fifty cents. Yours, etc.’

There was the crisp, orange-lottered
check, the more thaa realization of her
wildest hopes! She felt that these ed
itors were her desarest friends, and
longed to do something to express her
gratitude to them. It was almost too

ood to be true! and, as she walked
vappily home, one hand in her pocket
clasping the wonderfu!l leiter, she fear
ed she should wake and find it all a
dream. Gowng in, she found on the ta-
ble her husbaud’s hat and an unopened
letter, with a Liverpool post-mark, ad-
dressed 1o her 1n Tom Lawrence'swell
known handwriting. Ot course it was
trom Carry ; she never would direct
lier gwn letters.  But where was Ro
bert?  She went through parlor and
sitting room seekiug him, tearing open
the letter meanwhlile. Not flading
him, she was about going up stiatrs,
but, remuembering the precious check
in ber pocket, turned back, smiling
Lhappily as ahe recalled its contents,
and locked it safely in her deek, quite
unaware that Robert was watching
her from behind the bay-window cur.
taine,  Yes, hie bad seen her come in,
more joyously than for weeks past,
with Tom's letter open in ber hand;
seen her look carefully about the
rooms, hastily secreted a billet in her
desk and pocket the key. She never
used 10 lock that desk, or hiave any se-
crets, To Le sure, she showed himthe
letter afterward—but that was from
Carry ; the inclosure, so carefully hid
den, was doubtless from Towm. And
yet, while all his worat fears were thus
revived, Annte's eyes were so pure an |
true, her manner so loving and happy,
he could not doubt her long.  After a
night of retiection he resolved that
whe had a recret 1t conld not be an un
worthy one; he would trust her and
respeetit. 1t her beart ever did re-
gret itn choice, he would win her back
by patient tenderness; for he well
knew thatf man had a guardian an-
gel, his hule wile was his.

Now followed many happy weeks,
during which Annie showed no ab-
sence ol mind, made no mysterioua
journeys, received no private letters.
Rober(’s resolutions were easily kept,
and he almost forgot the perturbations
of the summer.  Coming home by an
earlier train than usual, one frosty eve-
ning in November, as he turved up
the hill from the station he eaw lis
wife, & tew rodws before him, coming
from the poet-office with a letier in
her hand.  She went slowly howe-
ward, reading as she walked, too much
absorbed to hear him behind her.
‘What can interest her 80?' he wonder-
ed. Just then the envelope, A com-
non yellow one, fell from her hand
and flultered down the icy path to-
ward bim,  He picked it up, intend-
ing to laugh at her carelessness, but
one ance at the address drove all col

or frhin his face, all jesting from his
mind. ‘Mrs. Cynthia Bullivan,’ in a
strang®, masculine hand. For a mo-
ment Robert stood etill ; the Novem

ber night seemed to close dark and cold
around him with a chill that penetrat

ed to his heart, Looking up at last,
he saw Lis wife's light figure for an in-
stant on top of the bill clearly traced:
against the lowering eky, then it turn-
ed into their owp avenue and disap

peared.  Sintram-like, the husband

.ni4, carry

the nom de plume of ‘Cynthia Sulli- |

stood listening to
. Every lhalf-forgoflen, my;’ty
rdd¢ as an ‘wzusation "‘3“‘\"“’!'. An-
n ‘LAgood; repol tlonud‘qm\y"
olﬁﬁ;)d. secret orrespoadabce
A feign numolgWhn, conld it wll
wriean 7' Pruqhi the hateful envslope
in Bis hiand, he dtrolle flercely on, de-
teqmqu to show jt 10 her, and. de-
tnand o be told all. "He reached

be fight from within gleamed down
the path a moment, then the door clos-
ed, and all was dark and cold.

‘She does well,’ muttered Robert,
bitterly ; ‘she shut me out of her con-
fidence long ago.’

Buddenly the door re-opened. An-
nie came quickly out and down the
avenue toward him. Does she see
him? Ob no! Sheis searching for
the lost envelope. Her husband drew
back into the shadow of the hedge,
watching unseen her flurried motions.

‘What shall I do 7" she exclaimed,in
a low, troubled tone, clove beside him.
_+ His jealous mood swept over him
like & wave ; he stepped suddealy out
before her, saying, in a cold, hard
voice, as he thruat forward the enve-
lope.

‘Perbaps thiz is what you have
lost !’

ale gesture and rude tone gave Anhie
a terrible shock. 8tarting backward,
catchiog her breath with & garp of
fright and pain, she loat her f.oting on
the icy slope, and fell down an em-
bankment of several feeton to the car-
riage drive below,  Terrified and re-
morseful, Robert was beside lier 1n-
stantly, only to find her lying white
and silent, on her side, her left arm
broken under her.  Neither of them
ever knew very clearly what hug{pened
during the next half hour. obert
took his wife into the house. The doc-
tor came, set her arm, prescribed for a
disposition to fever, and ordered entire

uiet.  Annie scarcely spoke. The
:ioclor was surprised Lo see one usually
so bright and brave now ApFaremly en-
tirely subdued by pain. How could
the good man know that the husband,
whose loving concern was shown in
every look and movement, hiad been
the cause of the accident and of the
mental distress, beside which the

hyesical pain as was nothing ?  Annie

ad been perfectly aware of her hus-
band's state of mind when he sprang
out upon her.

She knew that he suspected her of
something wrong; that he was angry,
had prejadged her cruelly. With all
her sweetness of temper and warmth
of heart, she had a good share of per-
sonal dignity and womanly pride; and
to be condemned unheard, on a mere
mystery of appearance, was more than
she could well brook. Bhe was too
much hurt to offer any explanation,
How could she when he had asked
none? No; she lay perfectly atifl,
sabmitling passively to all they did.
Robert was more wretched than ehe,
for he felt guilty. The white patience
of hia wife's face, her silence and the
bandaged arm across ber breast re-
proached him horribly. He ehowed
the doctor out, and: returned to the
chamber. Annie did not look up.—
Martha, the cook, who was very food
of her young miatress, was sitting be
side her.

—-1f you please, Mr. Dana, I'll stay
with her while you has your tes. It's
all ready below, Sir.’

Annie-did not epeak; so he went
down and made a foriorn attempt at a
mesa!  How empty the room was with.
out 1t queen! how utterly desolate!
He hept trying to think what he had
waid 1n that wild moment at the gate.
te knew he had called her by every
loving name while he was bringing her
o, but he could not remember that
she had returned one kine, one loving
word. She had oniy said, ‘Take care,
Robert; it is broken ;' and afterward,
‘Don’t mind ; it does not hurt much;’
but her eyes had been averted, and ler
voice had a repressed tone he had
never heard in it before. By-and by
he went back, seading Marths awav,
Anunic’s eyes were shut, but he felt
aure she was not sleeping. Hercheeks
were brighdy flushed, her breathing
rapd.

‘She is as unhappy asl am,’ thought
Robert. ‘How can she have the per-
Tect repose the doclor ordered 1l we
understand each other and are recon.
ciled 7 This mlence is killing us both,
Bomebody must speak first. It is she
who 1a1n the wrong, surely it1s; and
set why cannot [ look at her and be
heve it? Why do 1 feel myself the
guilty one?’

He leaned over his wife and studied

her sweet face eagerly, as thoee
thoughts agitated him. She felt him
near, and yet how distant! Hot tears

sprang to her closed eyes, hung on the
t{:!ck laslies, ran over her %mrmng
cheeks, bat she dared not look up.
Pride was afraid of giving way. Ro-
bert saw bLer lip tromble, hier tears fall,
and he broke down.

‘Oh, Annie, my wife, speak to me!
look at me! [ am afraid I have been
harsh and cruel to you; but why,
why d6 yvou have a recret from me?’

Wide open, houest, fearless were her:
eyes then,

‘Robert! Robert! it is no harm,
Could you not trust me? But I willtell
you every thing. [ never will have
another secret. I have hated myeelf
all the time.  But it was only a story,
for & surprise ; and I am so glad that
I need not be sly any more!l' And
then she burst into l‘ch wild crywng
that Robert was fairty\frightened,

He had never seen h}r beyond her
sell-controt before, and/like n{l usaally
quiet and serene persons, her giving
way was eatire, and most distressing,
It was & long ime hefore she could tel!
her story coherently. 1ln vain Rober
begged g’er to wait till morning, as
suring her that he was perfdétly satis-
fied. Bhe felt she coulgenot sleep til
every cloud was clearsd away; soat
last—interrupted by her own tears or
laughter, b{ his tender carsssea and
seifrepronches—the whole history of

— Vags
demon  within{.

Sl
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ate just as Annie entered the hoyse. |i

His unexpected appearance, passipn- |

the mannseript, the table, and letters
was told. How the husband felt, as

aqer' f)id{;n:f‘be chain proved her eo
Mpzwdld true, cannot be described.
any that he, in his turnti'

ILls heart before ber, ap

thinypoa: hours of sufferiqg sod

confafiotyy hamiliatiop an jp{,

their #hut lgtnﬂdau and love were
ugdh &

ried aud parfected fonn-
' raing & reply
ailed tq the editor’s letter, the
§ ckuse of the trouble. It had
contained merely a request for ‘per-
miesion to alter the name of Mrs,
Cynthia Sullivan's story ;' and, with
Annie's ac:]uiescence, the correspon-
dence ceated, and ‘Mra. Cyntbia Sulli~
van’ was known no more 1o the litera-
ry world.

A few weeks later, on the evening
betore Robert's birthday, his wife fail
ed to meet him at the door on his re-
turn {rom the city, but in the parlar
he found her,,blushing and radiant,
sitting at the dear old chess-table, try-
ing in vain 10 keep up the traditional
Jook of abaorption in her game. The
only drawback to the correctness of
the picture waa the eling in which ehe
was still obliged to carry her arm.
Perhapa it was this which sent the
rare tears to her husband’s eyes, as he
kneeled beside her and held her close
to hie heart, .

Thua the quaiut old Chinese table
became one of the most cherished of
their household gods, the companion
of many & cozy winter evening, the
silent preacher to Robert against all
inpatience and suspicion—to Annie
against any concealment or disingen-
uousness. When February's magazine
was published, Annie's arm was entire
ly strong again, and she enjoyed to
the full the long desired pleasure of
hearing her atory read and praised by
the voice dearer to her than all the
world beside.

Serious Diffioulty Between England
and Germany,

The correspondent of the New York
Herald, in Berlin,sends the following :

A serious complication has arisen
between Germany and England, and
dispatches are passing between Prince
Bismark and Earl Granville.

The German government observes
inpenetrable silence on the sabject of
the present diffienlty, but 1 am im-
informed that Prince Bismark has ad
dresaed a note to Count Bernadorf, the
German representative in London, in-
forming him that the imperial German
government desired to acquire Heli
goland, and empowering him 10 make
propositions 1o the British government
for the purchase of the island.

Ear]l Granville replied in the ssme
manner, saying that England will not
Enrt with Heligoland, and that the

ritish government could entertain no
proposition looking 13 the cession of
that island.

Upon which Prince Bismark again
addressed the British government
through Count Bernsdorf, declaring
that the acquisition of Heligoland was
neceseary for the protection of the
Uerman cosst, reciling &8 an instance
the facilities for coaling and immunity
from an attack which ﬁxe French fleet
enjoyed st Hehigoland, by which 1t
was enabled to blockade Hamburg
and paralyze the commerce of the Ger-
mon coast. e looked upon Heligo
land on account of ita close proximity
as German territory, and its possession
by any foreign power as s standing
menace to Germany.

Earl Granville again replied that
Englaud was only bound to consider
her own interests; that the wish of
the Germnan government to acquire
Heligoland did not constitute her right
to 1it, as the island had never been
under German rule  The controversy
now resta at thi- «tuge.

Al the nnofticinl pupers in Berlin
are discussing tie chuncea for the
acquisition of Heligoland, while the
official press is eith.er juarded or silent
on the subject, & fact which is inter
preted as one of great significance,

A Word to Swearers,

A gentleman once heard a laboring
mau swear dreadiully 1n presence of
his compantona. {letold him itwasa
cowardly thing to nwear in company
when he dared not do 1t by himeell,
The mau said he was not afraid to
swear at any titue or place.

‘1 will give you ten dollars,' said the
gentleman, “if vou go 1nto the village
church yard at 12 o'cloek to-mght and
sawear the same oath which you have
uttered here, when vou are alone wit
God.

*Agreed,’ enid the man, “tis an easy
earned ten dollars. ’

‘Well, you comne o me to-miorrow,
and eay you have done it, and the
money is yours. .

The time passed on; mid night
cante. The man went to the grave-
yard. It was a night of pitchy dark-
nese. An he entered the grave-yard
not & sound was heard; all was as stil
as death.

‘Then the gentleman’s worly, ‘alone
with God,” came over him with a won
derful power. The thought of the
wickedoess he had ocommitted, and
what he had come there to do, darted
through his mind like a flash of light-
ning. He trembled at his folly,
Afraid to tuke another step, he fell on
his knees and instead of l{\e dreadful
oatha Lie came (o utter, the earnest cry
went up, ‘God be merciful to me a
sinper.’

———Theodore Filton, in the Golden
Age, says :  ‘Proteatanism has written
no creed, fashioned no culture, frumed
no chureh; developed uo power which
could begin to take the place which
the Catholic church holdein the world
to-day. Destroy this church, which
dates back to the days of the Apoatles,
to which “the Fathers belonged, and
aroundwhich are gathered the most
tender and eagred associations of Qhri
tian history, and Protestanism wonld

# ‘Bhndred

be involved in the general wreck,
S ———————
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History of the TeiaTWhich €oétVal-
landjgham H u:'.. coh
Qn th { Pocembee tho 205h
. Qn the pight-ol embyr ¢
1871, cu:f'-m?u eve, Thomas yera’
was sested in o Yaro table in the'Amer-
ican saloon, Hhmillon, Obfo. From
the resding-room a Bight of staira as-
cended to an gpartment above, tsed
for .
A GAMBLING HELL.
fronting the square. Meyers often
went to this resort, and 8o did many of
the foremost citizens. He had, been
for some years prominently connected
with1local politics, and was a street

supervisor. He was a jovial, rollick-
ing and good natured fellow, yet not
much given to dissipation, ¢ was

looking np to as the muscular cham-
pion of republicanism of Hamilton,and
was aociaﬂy liked by many who dis-
liked his political affiliations. In one
dificulty he shotand killed a man,but
was acquitted on the ground of sell-de-
fense. It was known that he always
went armed. L

Thomas McGehan is another resi-
dent of Hamilton, He has been very
active in democratic politics'for a few
years past, and has 8 brother who is
Marshal of that city. He has Iately
been engaged largely in whisky distis
ling operations,'and has amassed con-
siderable property.

The olher aclors in the story are
Jackson Garver, & member of the
Hamilton pard fire department; Jas.
McGehan, a brother of Thomas; Ich.
Shecley, an assistant Marshal of ITam-
ilton, and Daaiel McGlynn. There had
for some time existed.

DEADLY HOSTILITY,

between ‘Thomas McGehan and
Meyers. McGehan accused Meyera of
having given juformation to the inter-
nal-revenue authorities regarding Ili-
quor operations, Everybody predicted
that the feud would end in bloodshed,
and on the night spoken of their pre-
dictions were verified. Meyera sat at
the faro table, and there was eight or
ten persons in the room. George John-
son sat in the *lookout” chair. Anan-
other table was a party playing seven-
up.  Five men entered the faro apart-
ment ; the advent waa not particularly
noticed, as all in the room were intent-
ly ocenpied in their games. Buddenly
Tom Meyers staggered from hia aeal.
The five men surrounded him. There
was a sound as of crushing blows.
There came three pistol shots 1n quick

succession. The affrighted players
hastened down staire p=ll-mell. }i‘he
five men passed {:ieurely down,

and four of them went out of the front
door of the saloon. The news_quickly
flew that there had been an aflray in
the American, and 10 & few moments
Dr. Huber, who was in the faro room
where the assault occurred, returned
and examined Meyers.

HE WAS DYING,

There was several contused wounde
about the head, and in the abdomen
wae a hole where thel fatal bullet had
passed. In fifteen minutes from the
beginning of the fracas Meyers was
dead.

While Myers lay above, writhing in
his death throes,Mc(iehan stood drink-
ing at the bar below. The doors had
been closed, aud s kuot of anxious 1n-
quirers waited. DPresently there came
a peremptory dnock,and the door was
opened tfrom within, Joseph Moyers,
the brother of the murdered man, step-
(Ped inside.  As soon as he saw Mec-
iehan at the bar, heexclaimed :

‘1 did not come here for any fuss,
Mr. McGehan.”

‘All right,’ responded McGieban pass.
ed into the street, and epent the re
mainder of the night in carousal. For
two days he was atlarge, and on the
the third was arrested,with lus brother
Jamen, Sheely, Garver aud McGlynn,
as the murderers of Thomas Myers.

Scene on the Ohio.

Our boat had to stop lotake in
wood, On the shore, among the
crowd, was a remarkable stupid younyg
fellow, with his hands in his pockets,
and his under lip hanging down.

A dandy, ripe for a scrape, nodsand
winks all around, saying .

‘Now, ['ll have vome fun, T'H fright.
en thegreen-horn.’

He jumped ashore with a large
drawn bowie-knife, aud brandishing 1
in the fuce of the green 'un, exclaim

ing

‘Now 'l punmsh yon-—'ve heen
looktng tor vou for a week '

The teidaw stared stapsd!y 1 his ns-
sailunt, hie evidenmtle did wot honow
envugh to be segred it wg the bow e
knife came uear Li- 1ice, one of hig

flats sudden!y va. ated hia pocket, and
fell hard and bouvy between the eyes
of the daud,. wud the poor fellow was
flonndering 1 the Ohso.

Greenvy jumped on board our boat,
put hae band«in his pockets, and look
tooro b sand

*Muby there’s somebody else han
been looking for me for a week !’

e c—— s

_ Jusr Fouso 11 Qur —A rough Jook.
Ing specitmen of Lumanity was cruis-
ing along Chathawm streer, New York
not long since, when he came plump’
ly upon a Jew, a «pectinen of hir race
about whom there could be no IHIB:
take.

Without a wor! of warning, the
rough knocked him sprawling into the

utter. Picking himeelfup, and tak-
ng his ‘claret’ faucet bLetween his
fingers npd thumb, be demanded an
expl'\nﬂ‘lw;n.l Shut up, or I'll bust
fou again! ~houred the
:\rnm-ﬁinz him. i Segrestor, ap-

)'1 nrvrr done nodiogs mit you, and
what for vou mash me '
aaf(Yevd Abrabam, 00 the noge?

es, yer hev; yer Jews crugi
Jesus Christ, nn’d % have & mrin?im‘:g
go for yer again.’'

‘But- mine Cot, that was

oars ago.’'

‘Wal, rden'l cire if it wag—I only
heard of It last night I" replied the un.
:-rr;he.l: n)xnln going for hins victim,

10 wiselvwwent a tri i

same direction. fde foster in the

eighteen

All Sprts of Pnrlgrlph‘ir. ‘
. P

—Generally speaking—women,
—Brakoman—baggago smasher,

—What dress is most
habit. durablor g

—Back o
mﬂds.“ door belles. Pretly servang

Caws and effect—Crows and scarg.
crows.

—When is a new hat like
When it is felt. " blow?

—Imitate s good man, but
counuré:;t him. ! never

—8ong of & good hunter—i M
pincss is ore. ¥ bap-

—Tho way to get at the root
thing is to—dig. ot ofsay
—When a woman gots har. back up

she won’t back down.
~—Why is a girl not & noun? Bocays,
alas is an int,argection.

The last lan 0
earth--The Fhﬂaiul.&‘

—The matter of a 'good-mtlng cons jy
only a matter of form.

Is & military %ompnny likely 1
wot when it trains ? ¥ loge

—The firet supporter of the Presi—
Cain; ho took a Bell’s life.

Itis not always he who has the 1oy
noso who knows the most.

No class put more real feoling in
their vocation than pickpockots,

Tho **new departyre’’ of the Adpyy.
istration—to Long Branch.

A quostion of posibility - Could
women ‘beard’ a lion in his den.

In unreasonablo hot weather, one com.
plains of the unwanted heat.

The waiter is & most irrcsistible per-
son ; ho carrios everything before him

Why islovo like a Seotch plaid ? Be.
cause it is all stuff, and often crossed.

A good tonic for debilitated young
ladies—iron. A bettar touic»ironing.

A man who is sleeping in bed,lieg
asleep ; and who tells fnfsehoods lios a.
wake.

It is hard to respect old age when ong
gots sold on a venerable pair of chickens.

“Out of sight, out of mind," & the
mad wag said when he saw a bling Jy.
natic.

A man who cuts his hairs off with s
shilling need not necessarily usea g
ver spoon. .

There is no objection to a broil in thy
house, 3o long as it is conflned inthe
kitchen.

Daungerous relaxation—Fooling with
a married lady who bas a red-heade]
husband.

Why is coffeo like an axe with s dull
edge? Because it has 1o bo ground be-
fore it can be used.

It is fashionable in Ohio tn stamp
doughnuts with the monogram of Wi
family.

The young iady who is unablo tosup-
port a riding habit, should get intsa
walking habit.

Some people say that dark-haired
women marry soouest. We differ 1
tho light-headed ones.

A kissis the alms which enriches hin
who receives without impoveriahing ter
who gives.

Sombody says Phebe Coxzons hay
Obio festures. ‘Obio’busonly ones, s
that what he means ?

On a gay widow giving up hor weeds
for colors—'Behold how  brightly
breaks tho morning.’

Balloonists don't care about mak-
tug much money. If they canunly
make ascent they are satlsfled,

An honest banker somelimas fails :n
making money, but a dishooest ono
makes money by failing,

Thero is & poor man in Bangor, Maine,
who says-  ‘It’'s working between weals
that’s killing him.’ -

White suits sre much worn by young
ladies these days—but more of them
wear white sults these nights.

A ted nose i8 no more aeign ofs
drinking throat than a talking tongue
is an indication of a wise head.

Why don't they take steps 1n Tartary
to establish insane asylums? Becsuse
they'ro no mad people thero.

A carriago-makor thinks ‘the ellipte
steel springs’ are about as healthy ‘min-
eral springs’ as thore are.

Greeloy says that in orderto raiso base-
balls of the average diamotor and deusi-
ty, tubsoiling is absolutely necessary

An exchange suys, ‘ Wifo-beating 18
called spousal castigation, n Chicage
Bostun calls 1t *basting the spare nib

A Cunnecticut horse has been taugbt
to ring the daor-boll, but he o ibe
madeto wipe his feet o the mat

My dour,’ remarkod Punch, b o
bust days, is the expression used by 8
man and wife at the commoncement of
a guarrel,

*Was tho Romen matron, whone s
were Jowels, o mother of poarl?’ N0,
my child, the Gracchi were Corenlines

Two Atlanta bailes couldn’t restratt
themselves from kissing Jeft Davis, l“‘}
Saturday, and Jetf—woll, he wouldn ¢
restrain themn,

What's the difference betwerna houey

comb and a honey mbon? One C“""‘l;
of a number of small cells ; the other s
ong grout sull,
A New Oclesns thief roturned sow?
nbstracted clothing  that proved i {»'
oo amall, and wroto to tho owner that
lie would wait for him to grow.

Bousting js somutimes out of place
We wero onen aniused at hearing u g
tleman remark that ho was “’;ﬁ‘h“l“r'
s that dog of yours n cross breed !
asked a gentloman of u canino vurnl’“’lf.
*No zur; his mother wns a vory gent
and nffoctionate creaturo.

A Toledo druggist had his name n.kcr:
off & petition for a streot dmproveinets
when he learned that such would d”
prove the kealth of the neighborhoo
A indy remarked of a vory "”m”?':f
man, who was comﬁnm"“‘”‘l on ot
good sonse: ’He ought to haves gfc‘"
stock of guod sense, for ha never epel

1

to be spoken Qn

1’1 fashionable mamma's sivice 'tuxl:
marrled daughter : ‘Novor take )“‘w
husband to an evening part) ; “""",m
nothing that is slwnvs 8o much it 10 -

way.




