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AT THE MILL,

What did you ses, my farmer 1
Uiriy walls of wood nnd stone,

A il wihieo! turndog to grind your grist,
And turning for that nlone.

You hour the millatone's mirmur,
Thesplash of the tumbling rill,

As you plind with your oxen slowly dow
The sy slopes of the hill

The henvens are blue above you,
There's sun and shindo on the road;

You touel the brindle backs of your team
And reckon thio bags in the load.

You elip the hands of the dajses,
And wondler that God should nesd

To lither the telils with the startng hlooms
OF A stublborn aml worlhiless weed,

You're honest and troe and stirdy;
Herw, give mo your brawny band—
A winger of idlesongs, 1 great,
The farmer who tHs the land,
Flod home with your grist in the gloaming.
Tha baby erows nt the gats,
And over the hill by &he pasture bars
The lowing cattle wait,

What do I see, iy farmes?
The mill and the rill and the whoel,
The wiow on the shingles, the mold on the
stones,
And the floating mistsof meal
Bub the poet’s vision by clearer,
Revealing the hidden things;
T me the the rivalet fow to the sea
Yrom cool, clenr, woodland springs,

Tsee the brown flelils quicken
With the green of the growing whent,
When the swallow's a-tilt at the bending

4 BOVER,
And the breath of the morn s sweet,

Inflolfsof ihe golden grain;
And oxen that pant in the sumer san
Yokl to a loadod wain.

T s00 white salls caresning
O the opal-tinted sons,
When the silvery sunlight glints the waves
That are stivred by freshoning bresze.
T soe the storm-rack gather,
That Llots out the ovening star;
And flung in the foam of a billow's crest,
A drowned inan lashed to s spar,

I see in the city's shadows
A figure that oreeps and serawls

“Give blood or bread,” while the wine flows

red

Andl there's mirth in the city hells

1500 a rich man's darlings,

= As frosh as the rose's bloom,

And the gaunt, white face of a little child,
Dead, in n barren room,

Plod howne with your grist, my farmer,
Nor heed how the wide world fares;
The eyes that are clearcst are saddest alway,
With their burden of alien cares.
Eusheed is the mill stones muriur,
The dripping wheal is still;
And over the dusky vale I hear
The song of the whip-poar-will,
—Hogton Transorip

A TELEGRAM.

A TELLING INCIDENT [N THE LIFE OF Jous
MAUKLEFILESI,

HL—didn t—say—n grontmany words, "
suid John Macklefresh, in o slow, grind-
ing sort of way, “ but I gtess it'll—cut.”

* ] wish yo hidn't writ go hined, John, "
said his wife, pitcously.  “"Twas all the
woma for bein’ 0 short,  Your brothibrs
and T don't never mean to believe that
Biumuel, meant to cheat ye out o' that
.2(‘0.“

85 YWhat did he mean, then * snapped

husbund, fierecly, his square, doggod

in in the alr 45 he combed his whiskors

upward, n favorite action of his when he
felt purtfcularly pugnacious,

Mrs. Mucklefrosh turned one of the
long stockings she was darning from hel
to toe and back again before she un.
swerod

“Didn't mean nothin', husband,” she
answored, softly.  ** We'renll foller-mot-
tles. Bome of us is hunan, sometimes,
Thought he'd pay ye, 1 expect when ho
borryed it, Then he eouldn’t, that's all,™

1 dunno’ anything sbhout * conldn’ts;’
Iknow about *didn't, " said John Mackle-
fresh, doggredly, still pombing that per-
yerse chin into the air.  “This I know,

le's got the two hundred, and T hain't,
and 1" nevor—"

“Don't, John, dear,” interposed his
meck little wife,

* Well, boin® s dencon nnd a—"

H (hristinn," suggested his wife, seeing
be skipped that hard word,

1 s'poso | ean't sny 1 won't forgive
thim. DBt they ain’t no commands be
tween the leds of that wir Book about

“Twenty-five conts to pay,” said n
gmall, business-like voice at the door.
Mr. Macklefresh  turned  the rough,

him, you know. Beside, he was a don.
con nnd a—Christian? Alioe had said so.

But then he couldn't forget, That
wits what he was going to say when the
dvor oponed.  The Bible don't ask that,
Or, does it, when it spenks about God
ensting our sins into the depths of the
sen—bohind  his  back—rememberin
them no more agninst us, K t
What was there to forget ¥ He had lent
his own brother £200. Might have
Eivun it to him and nevor missed it

"nder his remorseful eye his great fields
strotohod away, white now with snow—
white ns the soul God hud forgiven, but
yellow enough he knew ag summer came
on, vellow s the gold they would brin
to his poockot. Those fow poor, pitifu
hillsides of Bamuel’s! Why hadn’t he
given it to him right out and saved hard
feolings ! Thero was Johnoy (named for
him) wanting to go to college ever since
he was out of petticoats. Buppose he
had given it to him,

Misery—misery of rememboring un-
kindness when it is too Inte! And then
thut ontting letter! Had it reached him
before he died, or was it only his poor
stricken brother's family that would read
the brief harsh words ¥

He turned to his wife, whosat holding
the dresdful envelope, sad, but doubting
Lfishc would be wise to spenk yet to

m,

“Get your things on, will " he
said, in ayvnim- thg: sounded rfr'; and
harsh oven to himself. *‘Tll be round
with old Billy to the front door. Wrap
up warm and take a soapstone, I'll
have the buffuloes, Tt's mortal eold.”

Bhe was ready and waiting when he
brought Billy around. The house could
tuke care of itself, Bhe locked it,

They hnd some sixty miles to ride. In
the course of it his tongue became some-
whut loosed, and he told in broken and
Jerky sentences into her sympothetic ear
what little of the chaotic grief and ro-
morse he was able to put into wonds.

“My brother, after all. Used to play
together when we wuas little, um,
hum, "

A man grows tender when he
back to the days when he was -*mﬁf’*

‘‘Bought me u pair o' skates once,
when [ wanted some. Older than me—
Samuel was always o making me kites
and whistles and all secch rattlo-traps.
Never eould seem to get ninng.
family? Yes. I onghter to ha' hel
him. Ain't a4 man livin' could soratch
anything but moss off them rocks he calls
a farm. Ul help the boys—see if I
don't.”

1t was & long, cold rido. Mrs, Mackle-
fresh wrapped the bufaloes higher and
highoer till at last she was quite extin-
guighed in their folds, and her husband
thought on drearily alone.

Almost there. ¢ house is in sight.
A long, low, unpainted affair. The
oldest inhabitant could not remember
when its owner had had money enough
to paint it, Here at Iast. ** Who-o-a,
Billy ! You remember the old hitching
post though it is so. long , since you've
stopped nt it, There hasn't been much
vistting lately. Remember how brother
used to rush out in his old blue cosat,
Alice, and—""

“ Why, John! Why, John!"

Mre. Macklefresh rose up out of her
enveloping furs like astartled Esquimaux.
She pinched her husband's arm hysteri-
cally, and he in his turn rubibed his eyes
half out at sight of the apparition that
confronted them,

“Come in ! come in!" it cried, cor-
dially,  *“ You must be half frozen, both
of you,"

“ How do sou come here 7" said John
Macklefresh, fearfully, not stirring o stop
in answer tothis invitation.

“How do you come, I should say,”
returned brother Samuel, for it was he,
blue coat, bruss buttonsand all,  “Come,
are you deasd 7 You nct 80,"

“* No,” broke in Mrs, John, who had
found a tongue, **but we thought vou
were, It said so—the telegraph did,
We came up to the funcral 1"

And so, between hysterical tears and
lunghter and questions that nobody pre-
tended to answer, they unloaded and got
into the house, At lenst Mre, John did.
The two brothers sidled off behind the
Larn. There John got hold of brother
samuel’s hund and shook it silently and
solemnly, while the strong tears ran down
Dath thwir rigged fuces,  Neither offered
or asked explaoations. In that momont
their hearts  spoke  plainly  enough.
“*This my “brother' was dead and is alive
wgnin,”

In the house they went to work more
reasonabily to unrevel the mystery,  Mrs,
Johin showed them the telegram,

vl osee!™ eried one of them with &
sudlden light, **there's o Bamuel Mackle-
freshi down ut the Four Corners, and I
did hear he was very low lnst week. He's
got a brother John, too, but 1 didn't

brown envelopo over fearfully in hor
hands, trembling, as people do, at tele
grans. 1 wonder if the telegraph lm_\sl
ever get usod 1o it

“Don't be hothering, Alice,” snid her |
bubnnd, pushing her uside, not ungent-
ly, though his words were rough as
usuni

This is whut he resd when he had torn i
t g thin outlet nt the end of the envelope:
Your brothor Samuel died this morn-

"

fng. Come nt onee
ﬁ'he Western: Unfon  telegmph com-
y his a g il denl to answer for—hbut
n &0 have o greal many other poople, |
John Macklefresh did not swoon away |
on the doorstep, or throw up his hands '
with n plercing cry, or any of thow
things. He mechanically took out w
quarter from his loose change pocket,
enreful oven in this moment 10 eount the
nivs given in chunge, shut the door,
ded the dispateh to his wife, and )
walked sway to the window. It waes
only his hesrt fuinted.  This, thew, had
come to the man by bad said, but a mo-
meut ngo, he would nevor—no; no, ot
fhat; ho didn't sy that—Alleo stopped

e

know he lved in your town. Now he
won't get it.  Ain't that too bad”

Two brothers nmow came in wiping
AWAY m:rn-l-tiliml.n- tears with their coai-
sloeves,  They sat talking over the curi-
ous ovont, when the \‘ilrﬂgﬂ post came
ruttling by, tossing the mail at them as
they sat st the window. Some one
ruehed out to get it, but seized with a
sudden impulse John Macklofresh dashed
wssed him and  secured it himself,

lastily glancing about him he stuffed
one thin epistle into his own pocket, 1%
was the *eatting " lotter,

“ That'll keep to the day o' judgment,”
he muitered, reojoicingly. Tl write
him n recelpt in full for the two hundred
—stein' I'm n descon and a * Christian,'”
~— Portland Transcript.

e —— e —

The nshies of Columbus, which have
been shifted about repeatedly, and are
now in the eathedml of 5t

»
wre 1o be taken out of their resting-place
nod inclosed io 8 plate-glass um. This
urn 1e 10 hold the caskel containing the
petund wibics in snel & manner that the
rewains will be plainly visible,

[

FASHION NOTES.

Mantlos aro long and tight fitting,
Small waists ara no longer fashionnble
The English turban is a very populu
hat this sesson,
 Hends, wings, broasts and crosts of
birde wre the fuvorite ornuments for full
hats,

A limited amount of gold tinsel ap
rmru in winter millinery and dress of.
oots,

The size of the tournure nppears to be
reguluted entirely by the fancy of the
wearer,

Wool batistes in chocks and white
and blnek mixtures will be much worn
this fall.

Grays, browns and indefinite shades
of blue or blug-green bid fair 1o be very
popular.

Orushed strawberry has lost  caste,
ghot-blue and plum color having taken
its place,

Dresses for nutumn wear are largoly

made of checked surnh silk and cash.
mere gkirts,

Wool dresses of beef-blood  color,
braided with bluck, sre favorites witk
London ladies,

Little girl bridemaids mny wear pink
or blue shoes and stockings to match
their ribbons,

Torchon lnce and Trish point embroid-
ery remain favorite trimmings for ladies’
and children's underwenr,

Nobody wenrs artificinl flowers now-
adnys, but natural ones are employed for
immense corsage houquets,

Fichus of black Spanish net are still

fashionable, but are worn more especially

over jerseys of dark blue and black,
Dress sleeves are still worn so ns to
osely fit the arm and are padded when
@ arms are not plump and shapely.

Delicate nun's vy kid sundals are
worn wigh homeo toilets, over silk #ock-
ings of pale lilae, black or dark red,

*‘ Pigeon's throat," **watercress green,”
“duck " and ‘“duckling green” are
counted with new shades wearing rural
naEmes.

A novelty for quilted underskirts to be
worn next winter u]:qcm's in the shape of
foulard silk, with a dark ground and the
pattern in bright colors.

Rumor resches Ameriea that the most
fashionable ladiesof Parisare going from
one extreme to the other in the matter of
the shape of the sleeve, and that the
vary close-fitting style will, in a moasure

Auntumn mantles of a dressy style sro
mude either in the visite shape, with sash
drapery in the back, on in modified
Hull:zurd shape, these lined with decp
Venetian red and trimmed with satin and
Ince, the favorite material of the wrap
being a fine quality of black vigogne,

Half low bodices and short sleoves
have reappenred, nnd for young girls
charming at-home dresses are made of
Frensh gray wool, with square necks
trimmed with black velvet and filled in
with white muslin, and sleeves puffed
over the elbows, a sort of “ Marguerite”
dress, which is simple, graceful, and
generally becoming,

Fine cloth shot with colored thread is
the newest material for ludies’ autumn
sguits. The bodice nnd tunic are of dark

n or brown, dashed with red or with

lue, and the Scotch plaited skirt is of
stripes of the colors in the upper parts,
A erimson or blue waistcoat inside this
cloth bodice adds to its style and may be

small, flat gold buttons like sequins.
Small bdnnets for autumn arc ealled
{nrlm:esa bonnets, beenuse they sre in
avor with the Princess of Wales, who was
brought up to make her own bonnets,
and therefore likes simple shapes. For
this reason milliners object to them, ag
lndiea can make them without assisthnee,
and have merely to cover them with folds

gray doves on the left side; pierced by o
gilyer dagger, which apparently holds
them in place.

Making o Reputation Easily,

The late Professor Moses Stuart Phelps
used to tell this story with great glee:

In the days when he was & graduate
ptudent st New llaven he took a walk
one morming with Professor Newton, who
lives in the world of mathematics, Pro-
fessor Newton, as was his habit, started
off on the discussion of an abstruse
problem.

As the professor went deeper and
deeper, Mr. Phelps' mind wandered
further and further from what was being
said,

At last Mr. Phelps’ pttention was called
back to his companion by the professm
winding up witlla:

31

*Which, you see, gives us ‘x,

“Does it asked Mr, Phelps, think.
ing that in politeness he ought to reply
something.

“Why, doesn't it?" excitedly exalaimed
the professor, alurmed st the l--l%illiih_\
of a flaw being dotocted in his caleuls

tions. Quickly his mind rn back over
the work, ‘There hud, indeed, been a
mistake,

“You are right, Mr. Phelps, you ure
right,” slmost shouted the professor,
“It doesn't give us ‘x.' it gives us ‘y."

And from that hour Professor Newtoa
looked upon Me. Phelps a8 o mathemnti-
cal prodigy. He was the fint man who
had ever canght th rrofosmr tripping.

“Aond s0,” Mr, P
add, with his own peculise smile, in
telling the story, **1 achieved s reputa-
tion for knowing o thing I haste. It the
way many meputations ure mude in this
superiicial world.”

A Bouthern enterfainwent is uzui::s
ot the seeds in s ocrtain wivtermelon, w
one coptest in Knoxville roceived 4,708
guesers frou 1ourteen differont Biates,

at least, give way to a full flowing ome, |

made of cloth or of moire fastened by |

on the crowns and put o pair of gentle |

welps nsed often to |

| s0, but it won't harm him.

| struok iy & mil

1A STRUGGLE WITH A FISIL

ADVENRTURE OF A SEOWHEGAN
ATHLETE AT THE SEASHORE,

The Wagoer thnt $e Mnde with an 014

Flahermnn—A Fish that Wonldn't

Be Lifted.
| A Deer Islund (Ma,) leiter fo the New

York Sun tolls this humorons story of o

young athlete's ndventure with an elec-

trie fish:

“You look like n likely hefter,” said
an old fuherman in ollsking, who was
unloading a doryful of muekerel, to n
lusty young man in knickerbockers and
s white flannel shirt,

[ “¥ed, " roplicd the young man; ““T'm
ealled yretty strong in the Skowhegan
1 Athlotio ¢lnb.*

“Did you ever lift much fish" asked
| the old fellow, throwing a huge notful of
tinkers on the dock and looking his cora-
panion over with a eritical eye.

“ I never saw the fish I couldn’t Hit.”

The fisherman thrust his hand into his
pocket, from which, after a violent strog-
glo nnd much invective, he hanled out a
very flat, light leather pocketbook that
wns olosed with u steap and u piece of
rape yarn,  Fe took out a elean ten-dol-
lar bill and said: “T'm going on cighty-
one year old next muster day, but I'll bet
ten dollars even you can’t Tift fish that I
m."

“Where's your fish?' asked Skow-
hegan,

“Well, T tell you. Here's o figh,”
and he poked among the mackerel, and

inted to o large, solid, skate-like fish
n the hottom of the dory, ** Let's see;
it's about five foot up to the dock. I'll
bet you the ten dollars yor can’t toss the
fish up there.™

“1 don'tt want to take your money,"
replied the young man, magnanimonsly,
us n number of speotators drew around,
“hut if you've got half a dozen of the fish
string ‘em all together and give mo some-
| thing worth doing, I've lifted 500

pounds before breukfast,”

*Oh, yes, I've heard on you," said the
| old man, somewhat warmly. ' You're

the man that ate a piece of rubber hose
| for broakfust and didn’t find out it wasn't

sausage till somebody told you. See that

thumb nail?* he asked, holding up a

curious-looking stub with a horny growth

upon it,  “Well, T sarved 'prentice once

to n boxmaker, and used to put in all the
! screws with that nail and pull 'em ont
when they broke off with my teeth. You
know me, and I'll stick to it that you
can’t heave the fish up to the dock, and
there's the money.”

The Skowhegan athleto thus ealled
upon deposited $10 with the owner of
the mackerel eanning shop, who had
joined the purty, and went down the
Indder into the boat, while the old fisher-
man climbed up on the dock to watch the
feat.

“Stand back there!” shouted the fish
tosser, rolling up his sleeve, **This fish
might hit you, old man, and knock some
of the blow out of you.”

“Heave away,” snid the man in oil.
skins, tipping n wink at the crowd in
goneral,

The young man now stepped into the
dory and poked away the tinkers (small
mnckercl) that were sliding about.
Standing on the edge of the boat he
stooped down, grasped the skate-like
fish, and lifted, ruising it about u foot.
Then, uttering a yell, he staggered o
moment und fell with a resounding spiash
into the water, nearly capsizing the boat
in accomplishing the feat, which was re-
ceived with shouts of laughter from the
dock, the old fisherman fairly dancing a
hornpipe on the rail.

“What's the matter with you " he
shouted, a8 the unfortunate athlete
scrambled into the dory ngnin, swearing
like u pirate. “Trying to upset the
boat, are you {"

“Who struck me ? Some one gave me
a knock on the neck just as I was lift-
ing."

* Nonsense," esld some one in the
crowd. * You wasa't touched.”

“TH take my outh I felt something
hit me, If this is a skin game I want to
| know it.”  Bracing himself flrmly in the

boat he again grasped the fish in both
hands and eaised it thres feet, and then
fish, sthlete and all went over backward
among the tinkers.  Man, fish, oars and
bulers were mixed up for o moment. At
lust the Skowhegan 1ifter made n break
for the doek, aund onee upon it, sank
down onn pile of boneds. He was as
white nsa nﬁll't'l and covered with seales
from hesd to foot.

 Bend for the apotheonry,” he gasped,
as the men erowded round,

“Why, what's the matter with youi”

“I've had a stroke," whispered the
vietim, *'"The minute I stooped fo lift 1
folt it a-ronnin’ all over me. It's in our
family, but I've got it bad,"” and here he
rubbed his wrms and logs. It knocked
me clesn off my feet,” he added, * and
my lHmba feit like sticks, Send-—3"
but here a roar of laughter broke from
the men, and one of them, seizing him
by the avm, jerked him to his feet,

“You're all right, my lad; only next
time don’t g0 !n-_u[]ng pround old Amos,
He's & hord nut, "

“Here's your money sonny,” said the
sld wan, holding out the bill, ** vou've
carned it,"

“What do T meant® he continued.
** Why, jost this: You have't lind a shock
of parnlysis, ¥Nou tried tow heft one of
thess torpeders.  They'll kuock n horse
if you take 'em right.”

The athlete looked vacantly shead,
took back his money, and left amid the
renowad laughter of the crowd.

** He'll hayve o yarn to tell the Bhowhe-

n folks,” said the rnrpcu'ut.ur of the
joke, *“ but Tdo hute to hour w mun * blow,’
snd thought I'd take him down, Injured?
No, sir-ae. Ho'll feel stiff for an hour or

I've been
struck by ‘em & hundred times, and it's
no fun [ onn tell you, Ivs uulli:;« l:ein%
stroke Wning,
touch -‘cm,u‘lmt # man

dun't generally

gave me a dollar to fetch one in, so T kept

it in the boat. They'll shook you right

through the net. When I was hauling in
[the tinker seine this moming, I knew I
| had a shockfish from the jerking of my
arme.  Thoe shocks come right up the wet
cording, so that sometimes you con't hiang
on anyhow, ['ve seen a man who struck
one with an iron harpoon, thinking it a
skate, knocked down so quick he never
knew what hit him.™

The Bad Boy Gets a Black Eye.

“Well, T see you have got another
black eye," said the grocery man to the
bad boy, ae he came in with a kerosene
can and sat down by a peach haskets
while the grocery man drew the kerosene,
“ How did you get it 1 Iave s fight, or
ditk your pn knock you down with a
chnir 1"

ot it tr}‘ing to e angelic,™ andd the
boy, s he fumbled sround the mosquito
bar over the basket of penches bo see if
there wasn't & place whire & peach might
fall out. “You know that blind woman
that grinds the hand.organ down on the
corner.  Well, u person wonld think that
a poor blind woman who has to support
hersolf and five children grinding out
the awfulest music ever was would be
the last person in the world to have
tricks played on her, but this morning 1
found n couple of dudes dropping lozen-
gcs in the cigar box that is on her organ
or pennies.  The first time they dropped

inone the old lady smiled and took it
and cat it, and I wnsn't very mad,
'‘canse 1 thought the dudes wonld
surprise her by dropping in o five-dollar
gold piece for a nickel, and make her
feel good. But the next time thoy
dropped in a cayenne popper lozenger,
and they got behind a ‘wmmt stond to
se¢ how it worked, She bit i, and then
sho opened her mouth and blowed cold
wind on her parched tongne, and [ almost
lafTed at first, she made such & face, but
when 1 see the tears begin to pour out of
her poor old blind eyes, und roll down
her withered cheeks, and she took the
corner of her apron tnd  wiped the tears
awny, ns she stopped right in the middle
of * Annie Laurie,” and the organ drow
a long breath, and when 1 looked at those
two dudes Iafing at her, I got cmzy.
Somehow I felt as though that poor
old womnn wns my ma, und before 1
knew it, I jumped right in among those
dudes, and knocked oneof them through
the peanut stand on the hot chestnut-
roaster, and 1 kicked the other where it
hurt, and he ran, and the other one said ;
“What you got to do about the old
woman, don't you know—"' and T said she
was 8 friend of mine, 'cause she wus
blind, and then the Ttalian hit me in the
eye with s hard pesch, and & policeman
came along and the dude told him
I wns o terrier, and the policeman 1icrkml
my coat-collar off, but when I told him
what it was all about, he gave me back
my cont-collur and chased the dude, and
the old lady thanked me with her tremb-
ling lips that were smarting from the
lozenger, and I went home to get my
collar sewed on, and pa wak going to
take it out of my hide. 1 guess if 1
hadn't told him about the blind woman,
he would have been kicking me yot,
Sometimes I think it don't pay to be too
y For instunce, now in this row,
all the friend I have got is this blind
woman, and she will not know me when
she sees me. The two dudes and the
Italinn will lay for me, and the policeman
will, very likely, be told by the dude
that it was me who fired the lozenger in
there, und I have got to  wonr this
black eye for two weeks, just for having
a heart in me, Do you think it pays to
b good, or didn't you ever try it

“You bet it pays,” said the grocery
man, 68 he stuck the nozele of the kero-
sene can into o potato, and ripped off the
mogquito bar wnd told the boy to help
himself to peachies. *“ You have got a
friend in me, and you can eall on me for
n certificate of charcter ut any time, A
hoy that protects the poor and unforiu-
nnte is o I.lmmughbrml, if he doos get &
black eye occasionally,"—Miliwaukes Sun,

On * Letting It Alone”

There is nothing in which men do
more wisely, when they sgree to nct

thun when they apply this rle to the
slanders and  misrepresentutions which
wre dirveted aguinst themselves, 11 anly
they can possess their souls in patience,
and sit down in gquietness and selfscontrol
when they sre misunderstood or misrep-
resented, they muy rest assured that they
will giin a much more cortain and vasy
victory than If they insist upon doing
battle with all wham they regurd as their
enemies.  The trath is gereat, and it will
prevail, says an old Latin proverh, One
muy go further and say that, after all,

us, It will make its way by its own
weight it will pru-rnil by renson of its
own strength
of slunder rages, when joalousy has be
gotten fierce and bitter passions, which
in their turn hoave armoed themselves
with the eruel weapons of falsehond and
mulice, the wise man will lesrn the wis
dom of letting things slone. Lot the
storm blow past; but do not bruisy your
[ polf in fruitless attempis to hurl bunk
the remorscless hilagt, Lonve it alooe,
and it will shrick around you hurmlossly,
nod by-und-byve the hurricane will have
l Blown itsell out, nnd you will be exaetly
where you were before it began Lo rise
that is, provided you have the wisdom
1o let it slone,

Taking It Out In Trade.

“ Doetor,” sadd s man to his physicisn,
who had just presented o bill of $50 for
trentment during s rocent illness, 1
have not much roady money. Will you
not take this out in trudei"

“Oh, yes," choerfully answered the
dootor; **1 think that we can nrnange that
— Lt what is vour businessi"

1 aw o vornet player,’ was tho start-
ling reply.—Harper's )

upon the principle of letting thingsalons, |

the truth hardly needs to be holped by |

8o when the sngry storm |

IN THE CYCLONE BELT,

To wake at morn, and thank the night;
To nleep at ove, and bless the day;
To feal, on storm-swept cheeks, the gray
And ashon signet of flarce fright;
This is the lot of thoss who walk
In starm-cursed lands the tampest's fate

The torrkl heat of summer day
An oy terror is to him
Who mes, on far horizon's rim,

Piled high, the thunder's banks of gray;
While wondering branths of yagrant air
Seem like the musio of despair )

Plenty amd pesce and youth and hope
One honr; the next, the whirling blast—
With denth and want, whe it is past,
Maimed formsthrongh tear-wet ruing grope—
Hoareo time for love to gasp, *“ Good-bys,”
And after that-—Eternity ¢
—Clarance M, Bowtelle.

-

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

If you want to experiment on the ad-
hesiveness of affection, endenvor to di-
voree n lnzy boy from s warmk bed on &
cold winter moming, — Breckenridge News.

Professor (louking at. his watch): “As
we have a few minutes, T shall be glad to
nnswer nny question that un{ one mo
wish to ask.” Student—* t time
it, pleaset"

During & recent storm off the North
Carolinn const the wind blew ~0ne
miles an hour. This nearly beats the
best time made by auctioneers and stamp-
spenkers. —Ditroit Jonrnal,

Neighbor—** Your family looks eon-
tented and happy." Mother—** Yes;
boys are happy beeause they are throngh
with thelr whipping, and the girls are
happy beesuse they didn’t get any.'—
The Jlm’:h.

Little Froddie (late to Ureakfnst):
“Papa, what is the difference between
mo and those baked potatoes * Y Give
it up, Freddie.” **Why the potatoes
early rose, and I didn't."—2Burlington
Free Pres.

A DBrooklyn woman has boen arrested,
charged with stesling an sccordion, A
woman wicked enough (o steal an aecor-
dion would do worse,  She would even
play on the disbolical instrument,—Nor-
ristaren Herald,

A lady in Toronto {:ot to lll'lshllg
over some smusing incident and couldn
stop.  Pinally o doctor was ealled in,
und he couldn't gquiet her. Az o last
resort some one had to toll her that her
back hair was coming down,—ZLowell
Citizon,

A preachor in Tennessce is known as
the **uatisfying prencher.” Whenever
chureh begun to get u little tired of ﬁ
IlIL-'IUI', this man was sent for, and

wearing n sermon or two from lam thiy,
were ¢ satistied™—to  keep the wﬁ ¥!
they had. .

In Seandinavin mothors take thelr fne
fants to church, closely swaddled and "
wrapped in fars, and bury them in the
snowdrifts at the door, leaviag Hittls
holes for them to breathe thruuﬁh, when,
from time to time, isucs n supyerior prticle
of ice sorotum.—Ruthester FEaprem,

The most hinmane woman this conntry
has ever produced has jnst heen diseavs
eriid,  In the enrly port of the season she
gave awny her switch to be'tied to the
ahbreviated appendago of s hobtail horse,
horofeally parting with it rther than seo
the poor animal pestored by fies, —Phida-
dd;;fir: Neiew, .

“Well," paid Amy; after pationtlytry-
ing for an hour to drown & worm in
Horse  eveck, without Ted rewnrded
by cven n nibble:  ** Well ;Ehi.ng isn't
what's cracked up to i ;‘.’:;[&n
slyng " exclaimed the high schoo 3
“iyon should suy: ° I"iwlfﬁlg is not puls
vorized neeording to the original
tion.! "—Llerriek,

An attempt having been mids to take
a census of the females of Kurdistan,
they rebelled, and 500 of then, assem-
bling, sttacked the soldiers who were
gent to wid the coumerntors, and put
them Iuﬂlpll.t. The census had to bo
suspended until the reinforcements could
arvive,  The covsus man should not have
usked these lodies their ages without
protection. 3

Adele is a splendid cook, bt it in evi-
dent that she cannot content everybody
and lis father, ‘The other ovend
mudame went into the kitchen and fo
the mus stove lighted. “ Why, Adele,
do you light your stove st this hourt"
“ But I have pot put it out sined morns
ing." “Why, girl, ar¢ you
+« No, but madame is alwass complaining
that T use too many mutches ™—Fard
Pager.

n
.

seerets in Washington.

Searets are often valunlile in Washing-
ton.  When the wavs sl esns eoms
mittee decided to incresse the tax ob
whisky to two dollurs o grallon o number
of fortunes ure salld o have heen made
within u small cirele of men. In the durk
days of 1864 » treasury olerk kept for
twenty-four houes n seerst known only
to President Lincoln and Secretary Chaso
beside himself, When iv becae oif.
cinlly known it sent gold dying up, and
the codntry wan in dismsy, 1t was o
socrot, 00, that could haye beon passed
on without harming the Union epuse. 1t
wis simply guestion of keoping faith
till the time came. An hour after ll‘l.;
news broko the clerk fuirly  staggens
under o terrifie wlip on the shoulder,  He
heard mnd saw a bouker whom he Knew
well,  * You misemble fool!” ervied the
banker, “ Id have given you ong hans
dred thousand dollurs to have known thils
twenty-foar hours ago ! And the banker
could have well afforded W I‘_u it, But
the olerk had the suthsfactiug'of kndwing
thas o hud done bis duty. as mihy an-
other govemment ofiloer hus done ux T
aclamigisiaicns ol tom ptation, — Mesbutton

Meagpmaii



