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Never a won! is said, 
But it trembles in the ale, 

And the truant voice has sped. 

To vibrate everywhere. 

Never are kind acts done 

To wipe the weeping eyes, 

But, like the flashes of the sun, 

They signal to the skies, 

- [Henry Burtou. 

HE AND SHE. 
A TALE OF A LONDON BURURBS. 
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cab and told the man t/, drive as fast 
as he could.” 

“* And I thought you were late, and 

it quite fidgeted me, and [I gave you 

a mental scolding, just like I often 
do on Sundays when you will go out 
without an umbrella.” 

“* Well, but last Sunday you went 
out without yours, and, more than 
than that, you left the window open 
on your bird, and I said to Totty— 
my cat—"‘' Now that is very thought- 
less, for if the sun goes in, Dicky 
will eateh cold.” 

‘“ And I fear he did catch cold. for 
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street in which they lived. 

“The way has seemed very short,” 
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so slowly."’ 
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{ would you speak, and I was so glad 
when you did.”’ 
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to have exchanged a few words with 
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{ to each other, were we?’ 

i ‘Certainly not; I have felt as if 
{ you were almost a friend for nearly 
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“Oh, but what a cozy room!” He 

had halted j inside the door and 
was looking round. 

“Does it look so? [| tried as much 
as I could to make it like my old 
home. A few friends bought in some 

of the furniture for me, and when I 
was really settled it was sent up. 
Lodging house rooms are so dreary.’’ 

His answer was a half-stifled sigh. 

In that moment he had compared 
the block horsehair-covered chairs 
and sofa of Miss Bates’s drawing 
room--the rigid back of each one 
protected by a wool antimacassar— 
with the homely snugness which 
reigned here. 
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“As vou see.’ she said, pointing 
to the table, *'I was just making my- 
self a cup of tea. Now won't you 
sit down and join me? That would 
be showing yourself neighborly.” 

“I think I have had my tea.” 
“Think only?" 
“Well, I know my landlady 
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«Ya spoke of having seen the doctor 
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“Then have you nothing put by? 

“A few pounds only. How could 
I? I get thirty shillings a week. 
That is not quite £80 a year.” 

‘“And you manage to live here on 
that?" 

‘I pay my way. Why? 
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A Valuable Primer. 

Last woek at a Boston auction a 
little primer brought $825. The 
primer which brought this almost 
fabulous sum consisted of an Indian 
translation and the English version, 
printed on opposite pages, a little 
book which our forefathers prepared 
for circulation among the Indian 
children, 

The book measures hardly more 
than 4x2 inches, if that, and is bound 
in its original calfskin. The English 
title page reads asfellows: “The In. 
dian Primer, or the First Book by 
Which Children May Kuoow Truely 
to Read the Indian Language, and 
Milk for Babes. Boston: Printed 
MDCCXLVIL"” It was bought by 
Littlefield, a Boston dealer, whose 
hot competitor was Eames, of the 
Lennox Library in New York, where 
is the only other copy known to ex- 
ist, with thirty pages missing. 
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THE JOKER'S BUDGET. 

JESTS AND YARNS BY FUNNY 

MEN OF THE PRESS. 
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She lifted up her beautiful eyes 
and looked him squarely in the face 

‘Never, Mr. Smith,”” she replied, 
“if they are anything like you." 

A DELICATE SUBJECT 

Seth Bassett—We ain't got no big 
lawyers any more! Where's yer 
Chief-Justice Taneys, where's yer 
John Marshalls, where's yer Salmon | 
P. Chases? 
Hank Wintergreen—There ain't a 

judge alive now that kin hold a candle 
to ‘em! 

Hotel Proprietor—Talk a littla 
lower, gents — Judge Ramsbottom 
over therd is mighty sensitive, an’ I 
don’t want to lose his custom! 

A DISCOURAGING OPINION, 

‘Yes: he told me I was beautiful. 
What do you think of that?” 

“My dear, you can never believe 
what the men say; they are all de- 
gelvers.'’ 

CATCHING COLD | 
| 
| The Chief Cause is a Lask of Dut. 
i door Exercise. 

The animal body is the most deli- 
| cately constructed thermometer ever 
devised. It is entirely self-regulat- 
ing, and probably never becomes en- 

tireiy deranged 
In normal conditions the body con- 

forms to the temperature of the me- 
dium in which it finds itself. The 
control thus exerted is purely a ner 
vous one—an influence exercised by 
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Waiting for a Verdict. 

There is nothing quite like the sus 
pense of waiting for a verdict. Men 
have been tried for a penitentiary 
offense. Witnesses have given clear 
testimony. The patient judge has 
done his duty. Officers of the State 
and court and prosecuJion have done 
theirs. Tne counsel for the accused 

| think they have earned their fee 
! Twelve jurymen retire with the fate 
of the prisoner in their keeping. One 
or two men cannot make the others 
agree with them and justice is held 
up: But the suspense of waiting is 
awful. Waiting for liberty or long 

{ imprisonment. For those most in- 
terested there is real agony in wait- 
ing for the verdict 

’ 
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A Strange Monument. 

| There is a monument on the side of 
{ Mud Creek road, about one mile 
north of Milltown, which tells the 
passerby of a very sad tragedy which 
occurred there before the war. A 
young white man, Culpepper Mullis, 
had been to town, where he had 
inibibed very freely of mean whis- 
key: he was riding his horse very 
recklessly en route home, when the 
horse threw him against a pine and 
broke hig neck. The pine tree was 
cut down, leaving a stump about 
seven oreight feet high. This stump 
was trimmed toa square and an in. 
scription of the facts engraved there. 
on. The inscription. however, is ale 
moat obliterate    


