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Memory, :

. WRITEEN BY JAMES A, OARFVIRLD,
~ [The Tittlo poem given Bolow was wrilten, it
18 stated, by James A, @arfiold bofors his first
i Congross ~hienco some twonty years
ngo.]

Ti6 boanteonn night ; the stars look brightly

down

Dpon tho earth, decked in her robs of snow,

E-II.M gleams wb the window, save my own, |

| !.1,-_. A Mﬁm ita choor to midnight and to me,
| I I|

And now, with nolsolsss step, swool momory

~ And Joads me gently through her twilight
v roalms,

: 5 m tunefil lyro Lins evor sung,

ol
: B

A 1 r'l{
L} . L

T
By |
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Or pen e'er porteayed,
The tnchanted, whadowy land where memory
dwelly ?
Tt lian itw vallovs, ehieetrlons, lone anil droar,
Daric-abadod by the fnourmiul oypross tree ;
At) yub itn sunlit mountain tops aro bathed
In Beavan'p own bluo, Tpon it eraggy oliffs,
Roved in the drosmy light of distant Yoars,
Are olustered Joyn sevene of othor days,
its gontle, sloping billsides bend
The woeeplng willows o'er the sueted dust
OF dear departad onee ; and yot in that land,
Whore'ar our footateps fall upon the shiore,

" They thet were sloeping tise from out the dust
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Of denth’s long sitent “years, sand round ns
wiand

lmmhlq‘d batore the prison tom

Rooelved their clay within its volosless halls,

Tho heavens that bond above that land are

© hung

With clouds of various huss. Some dark mod
chill

y mu'gnd with sorrow, ecast with somber

shads
Upon the sunny, Joyous land below,
Othors are floating thronugh the dreamy sir,

~ White s the falling snow, their margioe

Miged
With gold and erimsoned hues ; thoir shadows
© fall

Ppon the lowary meads and sunny slopes,
Buit as the shadow of an angul’s wing.
When the rough Lstile of the day is done,
And ovoning's poses f_l}h gently on the heart,
I bonud sway, aoross the noisy yoars,
Unto the utmost verge of memory's land,
Whire earth and sky in dreamy distance moet
And womory dim with dark oblivion joine,
Yhiore woke the first remombored sounds that
B

Cpon tho ear in childhood’s early morn ;
And, wandering thenco slong the rolling yoars
Tinoe the shadow of wy former self

_ from ohildhood up to man's eatate,
The path of youth winde down throngh mauy

& vale, "
on the brink of many a dread abyss,
rom ouf whose darknoss comea no rsy of
light, .

Bave that a plantom dances o’er the galf
Aud beckons toward the wverge, Again the

path
 o'er the summit where the sunbesmp
fll 3
And thns n lght and shade, sunshine sud

by . Sorrow and joy, tho life-path leads along,

L _

KEEPING COMPANY.

““Ned! Ned!” The call rang ont

from the honse door, floating over the

en, bill it came faint and w to

he Layn door, ntterly unable to a-
trate the barred Porul.

“Ned! Ned!" Nearer and nearer
came the cheery voice, and a pair of
light feet corried it down the path, to
-Hn&oat--xﬂn olear snd strong, ns a
little doubled fist pounded an sccom-
pruiment on the wooden barrier.

A frauk face, and head covered with
crisp curls, now decorated by long
straws sluck in with a I]:eu' us
caralessness suggestive of H crown,

out of the window of the

is it, Katie? I'm giving the
beasts their breakfast,"

“Comedown! You must come down |
T've got the best of news for yon."”

b %’hﬁ isit? Wait! I'll be down!

M&gﬁe, what are you all dressed

“You'll never gness. Busy Willis
has come home, She sent me over
word this orning to be ready for
church early, so we conld have a long
walk before we went into meeting,

- Bhe's coming over for we."

home!” That was all Ned
there was no doubting the ao-

confent in his voice.
bas written that he is

wi Su
said,
e

eoming back to Allentown next month,

£

‘Busy's mother sent for her to leave
sochool, and be bere to mwest him. Ob,
Ned, ain’t yon glad? SBhe's been away
more'n two years."

If there was any faith to be
in beaming eyes, smiling lips

‘gnd trembling flngers, Nod was, to say

Jeast, not sorsy; bot he esid noth.
, only hurried the preparations for
ying the barn, his isce the while
his pleasnve, while, Kalie, her
' the work of two, ran on
_her gleaful chatter,
Y wonder if she's altered, prettior
or amarter. I wonder if she'll ot you
beau her
 keep company with sonie smarter fel-
w, now she's had so much schooling.
B Eal et agin, Kabi'aa:
. up ' en-
i neat faymhonse, and went to
room to add somo trifle to her dress.
g wistiully np the path for her
s h:;m fon she tgsdn?b:
' ko fingers wo ge!
tect beat tstoos, the eves flash with
_ while her father's comments,
w he leaned nd\'&r tho

&

i
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%;;

=
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now, Ned. Perhaps she'll want | in

nn;gple'l hoarse voice, eallin
* Katie,” echoed the !nvihﬂt?m. Bnd-
denly both comment and restlessness
y while the two faces, beaming
with loving mischief, watohed the path,
Coming from the bLarn, round to the
front of the house, yet in his blouse and
round hat, was Ned, the idol of both
the warm henrts watching him, His
protty bunch of flowers told one canse
of his delay, and his lingering step wos
explained by the second fignre now ad-
vancing from the path Katie had
watohed &0 eagarly.
Blowly the two came toward the house
—Ned trying to summon up eourage to
address the pretty, neatly-dressed
maiden, who had grown from a little girl
to » young Indy in her two years' ab-
sence ; while she, herloyal heart flutter-
ing at the sight of her old sweetheart,
tried to look nnconseions of his pres-
once,
Nearer and nearer to the farm door,
the distance between them narrowin
évery moment, they sauntered om, til
ut lust they stood opposite the old
farmer, neither daring to spesk the
first word. The pretty flowers were in
dunger of being eaten up, as Ned bit
nervously at tha stems of the pinks and
roses, while Busy's pocket handkerchioy
was rapidly becoming transfurmed into
a rabbit in her gloved fingers,
How long they wonld have remained
thus can only be guessed; but a clear,
ringing laugh from Kate, seconded by
her father's lhearty bass, broke the
spell, and Ned said:
*I'm glad you're home agnin, Susy I
and managed to present his flowers and
hold open the gate befors her blushes
faded nway.
It did not need much nrging 1o torn
the long walk into a talk in Katie's
room, while the farmer and Ned
assnmed their * go-to-meoting ™ garb,
and by some slight of hand Eatie fonnd
herself transferred to her father, whil®
Master .Ned escorted the fair Susy to
church, and not a week passad before
all Allentown knew that Ned Olarke
and Busy Willis were still * keeping
company.”

Ned and Katie Olarke wore the only
children of old Farmer Joshua Clarke,
whose wife had lon%‘before died and
left him to be hoth father and mother
to Ler handsome boy and girl. They
were still little ones when they became
motherless, but Annt Kate, Katie's
godmother, had filled her sister’s pluce
at the farmhouse until Katie was six-
teen, when, thinking her niece trained

Kate consented to go brighten another
home, whose master had waited for her
since her sister’s death. 8o the three
in the old hamestead were left to link
their love still eloser in the absence of
the wonted houseleeper, and Katio's
pride was to let no comfort be missed,
no deficiency tell of their loss.

In easy ciroumstances, devotedly
fond of his children, finding love all
around him, Farmer Olarke was tho
most cheery, bright old farmer in Al-
lentown., Universally respectad and
beloved, his old age brightened by his
children's happiness, he was ready to
enter heartily into any youthfnl
scheme, to give his full symiathy to
ull the young boys and girls who came
to him for advice, and above all to
watch, with almost boyish glee, all the
village courting, XKatie, being a uni-
versal belle, had as yet selectod no spe-
cial favorite to torment, so the old man
had full leisure to watch Ned, visiting
his room for sly remarks, droﬁ:in
words that bronght up the frank uag
50 becoming to & manly face, or even,
at times, letting his sympathy bring the
roses to Busy’s ch

Never did the course of true love
promise to run smoother, Snsy's fathor
was s traveling dler, whess journeys
often led him hundreds of miles from
Allentown, now east, now west, north,
or south, as his fancy or pack sug-
gos His earnings werd good, and
Mrs. Willis rented a pretiy cottage and
lived in comfortable style, while Sasy
conld boast of two vears' ** sehooling "
a5 the academy of B——, miles away
from her native village, It is true that
Jim Willis, the peddler, was ecunted a
hard man, one keen at a bargain, and
close-fisted in business; but no one
doubted his love for his wife and Susy,
their only child, There had been al-
ways kindly feeling between the family
sod the Olarkes from the time when
Nad drew Busy and Kate to school on
one sled, or tossed apples from the
boys’ bench to the golden-haired lassie
on the girle' side. Mrs, Willis knew
Ned's worth; his sturdy nprightness,
his frank, gencrous heart, his bright in-
telligence and faithful love; and she
wished no more brilliant future for her
darling than the life of Ned Clarke's
wife promised to be. Bo the long sum-
mer walks, the confidenfial talks, the
thousand devices to win favor that the
yeuthfal swain proffered his love, were

farm and ocottage, while Busy's gentle,
loyal heart never dreamed of ecguebry,
but leb Master Ned read in every look
and biush the tale of his success in woo-

8!

The summer months sped merily,
and it was well understood in Allen-
town that when Jim Willis returned
there wonld be a wedding, while not o
“boy" in the village would have

word from SBusy.
The long evening shadows of August
ware falling from houses and trecs,

when Katie sab dreaming in her little
room. Ton was over. Her father had
gone to town the day before with

visions, and would not retnrn until far
isto the night. Ned bhad gone to see

for a perfect housekeeper, dear Aunt-

ull smiled upon by the inbabitants of |

dreumed of daring to court a smile or | glm

when Snsy came to the farmhouse,
might not think of quitting it, and
various pros and cons of Bob, and
Will flitted through her coguettish lit-
tla heart as she deliberated on their
neveral cases, her heart free to choose
from all of them,

Buddenly looking np she saw Ned
coming slowly down the path from the
cottage, Heo reeled from side to side,
a8 if intoxieated, while his faltering
step, his bowed head and drooping
figure terrified his sister graall{. He
must beill! Vaery ill indeed he looked
a8 he passed the gate she had hastenad
to open for him. He made no answer
to her piteons inquiries as he passed
her to enter the kitchen, where he sank
down upon the floor, resting his head
on his clasped hands, and sobbed the
hard dry gasps of a strong man in

agony,

“Oh, Ned! dear Ned! what is it?
Yon frighten me so! Ned, Ned, dear|
Is Susy sick ?"

He looked up at the name, his face
ashy pale, his syes burning and dry,

“Pon't speak of Busy, Katie | Don't;
it kills me!”

** But, Ned—"

“1'll try to tell you, Katie. We never
have had any secrets.”

She had seated herself on a low stool,
and drawn his head to rest upon her
breast, and her gentle touch, her face of
tendor love seemed to soothe him, for
his harsh, choked voice softened as he
spoke to her,

“Jim Willis has come home, Ealie,
He's made s heap of money speculating,
and bonght a house in Oincinnati, and
is going to take Susy and her mother
there to live ; and he gays I can't have
Hnsy—she's going to be rich, and a city
girl—and I'm only a poor country elod-
héopper."”

“* Ned I

“He said so, She's to go to Cin
cinnati and make n great mateh, and 1
can never see her again.”

"??nt. SBusy—what does Susy herself
say "

“ He wouldn't let me see her, except
when he litted her into the coach to go
away—all white and dead like—where
ghe fainted.”

it (‘}0 ﬂWﬂy ?”

“They'ra gone. He came home this
morning, in & coach he hived in town,
and he made them pack up and get
ready to go right off—wouldn't let
either of them come here—tried to gt
away before I came, snd drove mo awny
as if T had been a loafer., Oh, Katie,
how ean I live ?”

The loyal benrt was nearly breaking,
Every word came ina gasp, and the
pallid face and qnivering lips wegre
fuithfal witnesszes of the terrible ag&n,v
of this unexpacted blow. From a boy
to o nmn he had cherished qge dream
of futura happiness, and it was a pain
that no language ean adequately de-
seribe to see it Lpws ruthlessly dashed
from him,

Katio was powerless to console him.
The shook was to her only second to
lis own, for Susy had been to her in
the place of a sister from their child-
hood, and she loved her brother with a
passiopate” devotion that made every
tone of his voice, every quiver of his
pale lips a blow on her tender heart,

Far as Cincinnati really was from the

niet New England villuge, its dgeotual

istance was nothing compared fo the
vast their simple imaginings
threw betweey, Susy was to be carried
er home, far from them,

she
the

and if the d tion had been Egypt
or Constantibple the shock woufd
have gainedlno force. Ned's heart
dwelt on th e, senseless face, ns he

had seen it earried by him, till his poor
brain fairly numbed under the burden
of its grief, and he lay silent, only
sometimes moaning as the sorrow be-
came more poignant in a new light,
Night fell, the long hours drew ont
their slow length, and still the two re-
mained mute and motionless, trying to
realize and bear this strange misfortune,
Daybrenk stealing in, and the sound of
the farmer's heavy wagon in the yard,
rounsed them at last, and poor ng un

4able to meet the cheery voice and face
of his father, sfole away to his room,
leaving Katie to tell the news.

It is impossible to describe the
farmer's weath. Hot words of burning
indignation pourad from his lips, and, for
the first time, Katie heard an onth from
her father's lips, as he cursed Jim Wil-
lis for hix hiserly, erael heart. Then
came geutler thpughts. Busy, his little

t, second only to Ned and Katie in

is heart, lost, carried away from them
torn from her home and lover—and here
the thought of Ned's grief conquered
avery other, sud the old man strode np
the narrow staircase to his son’s door.
It needed just such fatherly tenderness
as he bronght to win Ned from hiscare-
less agony to the relief of tears and
speech, and far into the morning the
two sat talking of this bard turn in for-
tune,

The morning duties called them
down, and if Katie's heart ached over
her Dbrother's untouched breakfnst, it
was comforted by seeing how deep was
his father's sympathy,

Days Enmd and weeks and Ned tried
to bear his sorrow like w man, There
was no want of sympathy st home,
where Lhe loving eyes watched his pale
checks with a tender interest that was
ost painful, and the brave heart that
would have given Busy its fall wealth
of love was genevous to the home cirels,
and for its seke tried to live down the

of disappointment, I knowthat to
o proper hero Ned should have

snd dmﬁd. bLhed
uhmdum« to hn:f:nnmi!{‘

tinally hi;m left howo to work gut Lis

: P _ Sy SRed)
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g:m Christian faith, which tanght him
do as he would be done by, to honor
his father, to bear his cross patiently;
and so, if i:in merry whistle had ceased,
his voice gradually resnmed its elear
cheerfulness, and hLis manner grew
doubly tender toward Eatie, ns he
marked her sympathizing love. Not a
word dropped from any of them that
conld give one shadow of reproach tb
Susy, and some vague ideas of a rescune
ocoasionally themselves to
Ned, where his love might win her from
her father's tyranny or melt his ob-
stinate resolve. The idea that Susy
could ever be his wife without that con-
gent never ocourred to him.

The winter had set in before one
word of the fugitives reached Allentown,
then Katie had a treasure to show, a
letter from Susy,

“ Dear, dear Katie” (so it read), “I
may be doing very wrong to write to
you, after all that father has said ; but
mother has given me permission to
write once, so I am now trying to tell
you that my love for yon—for Ned"—
(here a great blot told of a tear) “ and
your dear father, is just the same, though
we shall never see each other again, [
have been very sick ; so sick on the
road here that we had to staynearly two
weeks at a town where father had some
business, and that is wh{ I did not
write before, Oh, Kstie! I must mind
father, who says I must never think of
Ned again ; but it is terrible hard not
to. Nights Ilay awake and think of all
the nice daysin Allentown where weo
wers keeping company, and my heart
seems breaking when I think we may
never meab again on earth. Oh, Katie!
comfort Ned, Tell himthat I willnever,
never let any other boy court me—tell
him I never can forget him, though I
must try ; tell him I did love him with
all my heart; and don't lot him guite
forget me, even if he marries some
other girl. ¥on't write to me—mother
says not; but think of me sometimes,
and give my love to Ned and your
father, Suay.”

That was all; but Ned felt when Katie
told him he might keep the letter, that
mines of weslth conld not pnrchase it
from him. X

Five years passed, and no word came
from Cincinnati, Katie was a wife now,
aud mother to a bouncing boy erawling
about the floor, but Ned was trae as
steel to his old love. No word of court-
ing had ever passed his lips since Busy
left him, and if his tall figure had de-
veloped to manliness, his voice grown
raugher, his frank face older, the boyish
love still nestied down in the depths of
Lis heart, and he resolved to live ever &
bachelor for Susy's sake. :

Kutie's new cares had somewhat
clouded her pain at Susy's departure,
and the name that had once been so
aweet o honsehold word wes now rarely
leard in the farmhouse,

There was something very touching
in the manly comrage which Ned
brought to bear upon the sorrow of his
life. Never, save on the one night
when the suddenness of the blow pros-
trated him, had be given way to the
passionate grief in his hearl, and his
calm pursuit of the weary routine of
life evinced more moral courage than is
often given to great decds that malke
the world ring.

It was Sunday morning, and every-
body at the farmbouse had gone to
church except Ned and the baby. The
jonior member of the household was
fast asleep on a rug before the fireplace,
and Ned was , when a shadow
fell npon the foor,and a voice, low and
sweet, spoke his name,

He scarcely dared breathe ss he
looked up. BSo pale and thin as to be
almost spirit-like, dressed in the heavi-
est mourning, the luarge, earnest oyes
hiollow, the lips white and trembling,
sarely that could not be Susy ? He had
pictured her living in wealth—forget-
ting Lim, perhaps—but never, never
this pale, grief-stricken woman,

“ Ned, don't you know me ¥

Still doubting, he rose and eame to
meet her, till, with a glad ery, le
opened his arms and folded her closely,
a3 if never again to let her go.

“Bosy! my Busy! Ob, how can I
ever be thankful enough? Oh, Busy!"
and the hot tears fell on the sweet face,
us he marked its white, wasted lines,

‘* Pather took to drink after Le got
rich, Ned, and it is three years gince
mother died. We woro very wretched,
Ned; for city folks did not care for us,
and we were unot used to their ways;
after mother died, father was scarcely
ever sober, and 1 time taking
cara of bim, till abont months ago
he was taken siclk, We' nt nearvly
all the mwoney long befors; but I did
sewing, snd sometimes father enrned
something, until he was sick, Then we
were very poor; bnt just before Le died
somebody sent him some money they
owed him. He gave it to me, mud told
mo to come here with it, and ssk yon to
to:sivu him for parting us; so ifter he
died, I came to see if yon still cared
for me, Ned "

““Oare for youn! Oh, Susy, I will care
for yon all my life if yon will stay,
Busy "

But the white lips gave no suswer,
the head fell back nerveless, and as he
had seen her on that heavy day of part.
ing, he hold her now, The weary, over-
tasked frame had given way under its
load of sorraw and troubls, nud it needed
all Kittio's tender nursing, all Ned's
loving eare, to win the invelld back to
them from her long, lnn{hﬂ.lnm. For
deys herlife hung on a thread, bub at
laat the color came flitting back to the
pale lips and cheeks, and mm;rm

of mourming had passed, S nok

‘“:‘.HQ,:
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SCIENTIFIC NOTES.

The Grecks called scissors a ** double
razor."

Tha pea in supposed to be a native of
France,

There is red and n ns well as
black ebouny. e

Charcoal deepens the tint of dahlias,
hyacinths and petunias,

The owl, which easily digests meat,
cannot digest bread or grain,

The beryx, a fish of the Atiantic and
I’neli;ic. possesses fossil fac-similes in
conlk,

Animal fals or oils ara contained
chiefly in the cellular membrane be-
neath the skim

The horsefly haa 4,000 eye lenses, the
eabbage batterfly 17,000, and certain
bectles 26,000,

Lime is a preserver of wood. It has
been moticed that vessals carrying it
Inst longer than any others,

Uocon beans possess twice as much
nitrogen as grain, and therefore cliceo-
lnte furnishes muech nutriment.

Dr, Oornelius Horz, in France, trans:
mitted andible speech B00 miles with
the aid of his telephonic system.

In some water plants the flowers ex-
paud at the surface of the water, and
after fading retreat again to the Lot
tom,

A mixture of one part of aleohol and
nina parts of erystallized earbolic aeid
in stnted to afford great relief in cases
of bites from insects,

A vow of guncotton reaching from
Edinburgh to London, it is said, conld
be fired in two minutes, so rapid is the
tronsmission of detonation from one
parh to another,

The Chick-n«dee and the Eagle - A Fable,

QOuce upon o time & Chick-a-dee and
an Fagle had nests in the same forest.
The forest was plenty large enongh for
botl, and peace and harmony might
have prevgiled but for the jealousy of
the Chick-a-dee. Having boen created
Ly nature forr a small bird, and having
digestive organs for only b“%‘ and
worms, it made him wroth to bhehold
tha Eagle having sncl spread of wings
and such appetite for large game.

One day, after the Chick-a-dee had
rut. in ten hours' hard work for grubs,

16 beheld the maujestie Bagle pounce
down and seeure in & moment a fish
large enough to last him three days.
This capped the climax, and the Ohick-
a-dee flew higher up in the tree to con-
snlt the Buzeard as to what ecould he
done,

*I'd lie about him,” was the advice
of the Buzzard, after thinking it over.

The Chick-a-dea therefore flow
through the forest spreading lies and
slanders regarding the Eagle, bnt the
resalts were not eatisfactory. No one
seemed to believe them, and many ad-
viged the Chick-a-dee to continne his
grubbing and let other Birds do as
pleased them best. In this emergency
the tiny Bird again applied to the Buz-
zard for advice, ©The unclean Bird
picked his teoth over the subject and
?.‘}»]im‘d:

“Yon must go to the Eagle and tell
him what you think of him.”

Farly the next morning the Chick-a-
deeset out on his mission. Meeting
the Eagle in mid-air he began a tirade
of abuse, bnt the Earle did not seem to
hear., Enraged and exasperated, the
Obick-n-dee used still stronger lan-

o, but the result was the same.

“Bav| say! I'm abusing youl" he
finally called ont, * I've slandered you,
lied about you, and now 1 insult you,
and yon dare not resent it,"

* Little atom,” replied the Eagle, as
he slowed up a little, “if struck by an
Fagle I shonld strike back. When a
Lird of your size bothers me I cannot
even afford tims to stop and eat him."

MORATL

A chick-a-dee can't inecrease his own
bulk by slandering the gize of an eagle.
— Detroit Free Pyess,

Topuoody, .

My, Topnoody went to the minstrels
last night, and the funny oconundrnms
and jokes he heard set him to thinking,
Bo at breakfast he began on Mrs, Top-
noody., She was warm and not very
mueh in the humor for pleasantry, but
Topuoody slashed away.

“ I eay, Mrs, Topnoody, can you spell
hard water with three lotters #”

#No, 1 can't; I might, though, il i’oa
had taken me to the minsirels last
pight," This staggered him a little,
but not seriously,

“And yon can't spell it? Well, i-c-g,
ain't thot hard water?”

Mrs, Topnoddy never smiled, and Mr,
T. went on:

“ Now spell ‘money' with four let-
ters."

“ I don't know how,” she said,

* Ha, ha, that's too good, A woman
never can get at this sortof thing in the
sama clear-headod way » man oan,
Well, the wn; 0 spell it is, ca-s-h, ain't
that money ¥ ) _

Aguin did Mra, T. fail to smile, and
Topuoody started ont with another.

** Hold on n minute,” she intermpted,
looking ugly; *I've got oue; let's see
if you ean get it. HNpell *Topnoody’
with fourletters,” Topnoody soratohed
his head and sf:m it up.

“Hy, ha,” lsugbed Mis T., * {hat's
too . A map never can get at this
port of thing in the same clear-headed
way # womun ean. Well, the way to
spell it is, f0-0-1, win't that Topuoody?*

But Topnoody never smiled, and the
breskfast waa finished in silence excopt
un oconsional chuokle from Mra, To
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My mind was rufiled with sroall en

And T ssidl pettish words, anddid not keep
Long suffering pationcs well; Mg#
dvep =) i I
My trouble for thissin 1 In Wi
For foolish words I never ot st
Yet not in uln.oh.nntﬂynd'llﬁh'lj Frak
This sorrow must compel mo fo take b _
o e A
o e ,

Aud surely T sball loarn bow much T e
Thy constant strength my own fo &

And all my thoughts to pstience 1o ook

m.lmummum,w.x.ﬂ.._\ ey
Day aftor day, to seek my halp fi oo 4 7{"_%
Oh, uid me, that [ alwaya recollact T de

This gentlo boartednces; aod Oly correch -.'?':.l
Whatever olse of sin thou seost fn foo | £
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HUMOR OF THE DAY, »

A zoldmeddle—Aburglar ina
coffers.— Marathon Independent,
Missonri truin robbers
iron nerve and steal dispos
“A fellow feeling makes ns won-
drous kind,” unless the fellow i
ing in onr pocket for our watch.—
Salem Sunbsam. 1o 8
There was a  atte
schools to-day. Every be
lost an eya brought twop
delplia Clirondcle, s
Brown loudly boasts th
always in his hand. ¥
Brown is so close-flsted
danger of ever losing it.—Ho
soripls
When you are telling a frienc
poke him in the ribs. He'll
terested in the yarn, and can
mustard plaster on the sora W
he goes home.— Keokuk Gate Cily.
A honsepainter recently wanted
join the fire department, but as ik
him over filfeen minutes to -
ladder, and then he had to go de
again for something he had fo
they didn't employ him.—Hoston P
Jumping over a fence in the
o]: the nig‘l;ti and ma::in_g'
that iz a stranger on,
those exciting little inolmgl
which go far to break the
and rob existence of & firesome
ness, 7
ot ont, you Ornithorhyntling s
“Gaot out, you ynchuos 7"
man departed moekly, **Who's

in a friend of the ss;lﬂ'j aker.
O:'Inithorhynohna.” “How's

“Well, Webster defineshim as ‘a b
with a bill:?"— Yale Cowrant. ¥

; i,
This is alleged to be the way a Vas-
sar girl tells ait?ikne: “0h, g‘h!lﬂ-‘.-lh_nﬁ! i .
just the best thing to-day. It wastoo

funny, 1 can't remember how it came
about, but one of the enid to Pro-
essor Mitchell—oh, dear, I cen't re-
weoember just what she said; but Profes- o
sor Mitchell's answer was jnst foo
funny for anything !"—Syracuss Herald,

Curions Pets, »n

There lives in Sandwich, Mass, on

the borders of one of the most charming

lakes in America, Mrs, F. H. Burg
n

who is at present al:tmotinan: little no-
toriety through the relation she nﬂ

taing to the inhabitants of this lake.
has been hor eustom once or twic
day for quite a period to the
in this and
chanced to be fuvored
tion to witness this n
finny tribe,
She first

seen approaching from
hundreds of large shin
var‘ying in size from one
in length, may be seen T8,
proaching. Next turtles appear on
surface, ten, twenty and thirty 1
away, their necks stretched apps

i

to see whether it in friend or foe whojs
disturbing the waters, In than
three minutes these yarious had
collected directly before e a
as she commences to tho ,-J|
water is  fairly alive with them,
They take bread direclly from
her hands, sod turtles wenld al- |
low har to take them entirely ont of the
et wenld o it Sy et LY
nd they would eat with the : '
voracity from the other, But the eels '
amused us the most. There was one y
i P e
feat ength, : ocame U
the surface, and woul !-u&.hukmd 1N
forth b her hands and several
times she lifted him pnthl.l?om ofthe
water, but he was eaveful keep his
head under. He seemed to feel that .
she would take 1 undue liberties with

Lhim so long as his head was in its
natural eloment, but the moment he I
saw daylight he would dart back as.
only an eel conld,
Another small one, snbout a foof in |

'mend of the table,—&teu e |

longth, seemed to be particularly fond
olf her caresses and conld be handled
ahout as she pleased, il Leing nndér-

| stood thet she was to remsin under

wator though.

Taken a?:ogelher it was oue of the
wmost novel entoriainments we have ever
whtniessed, and visitors to this lwl.hti
should ot fail to ask the favor grante
to ihe writer.

The lady is evidently much attached
to her pets, snd takes pride, as well she
may, in hem, —Marlbore !
Mirror-Journal,

Too Mo -

* Come, now, it is timse for you ta | 0

1o bed,” said an Austin lady to her Iif-

tle children ; “you must go fo bed,
Don't you know all the Little ohioks

Liave gone to bed ¥’

* X, but the old hen
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