
THAI HANDKERCHIEF.

BY SHELLBARK HICKORY.

Not long since, while traveling in a

Western I happened to find my-
self in the beautiful little town of

Humber, "with a few leisure hours on

hand.

*As the day was fine, I strolled out to

see what was to be seen. As I was

leisurely advancing down one of the

shady streets, whom should Imeet but

my old friend and class-mate, Jake

Raymond.
“Well, well, well, old boy, how goes

it?” he exclaimed, as he shook hands

with me.

“Youi” Ianswered. “Of all men,on

the footstool J What in creation are

you up to, away off here?”

“Here is where I hold forth, and you

•must go,down home with me."

Iwent, arid atf dinner was introduced

to Mrs. Baymond. She was not what

would be called a handsome woman,

but there was a wholesome look in her

face, and her big brown eyes and white

teeth, added to the bright color of her

cheeks and the satiny smoothness of

her dark hair, fairlyentitled her, in the

opinion of some, to a certain degree of

beauty.
Jake was not wealthy, but he had a

comfortably home, and the neatness of

the house and yard, together with the

trimness of his wife’s attire, added not

a little to his enjoyment of this world’s

goods.
Mrs. R. welcomed me cordially to

their home, and I enjoyed more than I

can express, the well-cooked meal, pre-

pared by her own skill, and their genial
society.

The sprightly conversation of my
friend’s help-meet, and her infectious

Smile, completely won my regard; and

1 smothered a little sigh as I reflected

on my own condition—that of a bache-

lor.
“Where did you get her, Jake?” I

asked, a 3 we litour cigars and walked

down town.

He smiled in a dreamy kind of way,
as he thumped the ashes from the end

of his cigar.
“Itis n long story,” he said. “Iwill

tell it to you when we get to the office.”

Iwas much pleased, for, beside be-

ing interested in the woman, I used to

like very much to listen to Jake’s

stories."

Arriving at the office, we made our-

selves comfortable, after jTake
began:

When Iwas a jour in the office of
Shears & Clipper, in town of

Covel, in a State further east than this,
I belonged to-'an orchestra and to a

brass band. I tummed the festive

jgnitar in the former, and thereby hangs
a tale. You shall see how my member-

ship in the latter also served its turn.

-So much for myself.
I had a friend, John Simons, who

was also a music-man, and it was he

who guided my unaccustomed hand to

linger the guitar.
* i enjoyed his society more than that

of any of my other friends, but he was

a restless fellow, that satisfied
in any place long, so he picked his

‘grip’-and left, much to my regret. A

few months passed, when lo! John

turned up again. He had not been do-

ing anything; only wandering to suit

his own gypsy taste, and had even sold

the guitar that he so loved to get
mcmey to come back on. This being
the case, he went a short distance into

the country and went to work for a

farmer—for he was proud as Lucifer,
And would not stay around town in his

shabby clothes. His idea was to stay
in the country until he got himself a

little ‘fixed’ in regard to his wardrobe

and liis finances, and then go back to

town and take his old situation, which
was open to him if he chose to accept
It.

Now it happened that the farmer

for whom he worked had a young
neighbor lately married, and he took a

violent fancy to John. The young
farmer was very proud of hid wife and

baby, and was not at all'averse to com-

pany. John was a shy fellow in the

presence of ladies, and was slow to ac-

cept the frequent and pressing invita-

tions whioh Mr. Newman (for that was

Jiis name) gave him to “come over.
” But

when he learned that Mrs. New-

man’s niece from a neighboring State

was there, with a guitar, he mustered,

up courage and went, for his fingers
Ached to caress once more the vibrat-

ing strings of a guitar. He found Miss

May Warner, the niece before men-

tioned, a most agreeable young lady;
but I don’t believe he could have told

what she looked like, for I’m sure he

did not once look at her face, except to

.snatch a hasty glance when he was sure

-she would not see him. He observed

narrowly, however, a neatly-slippered
¦foot which peeped from beneath her

•dress; and you aw aware, probably
from experience, that a pretty'foot i3
almost as essential to a lady’s appear-

ance as a pretty sane. But better than

her society he found that of her guitar.
With that instrument in bis arms he
eeemed to feel quite at ease, and

£’ayed accompaniments to his own sing-
g the whole evening.

This was a musical treat to the family
to which they were not accustomed,
for Miss Warner’s performance on any
musical instrument was very amateur-

ish, to say the least. That being the case,

he was warmly invited to repeat his

visit. *

This he did several times; but, just os

ho was established on a footing of tol-

erable intimacy, Miss Warner left

her aunt and went to Covel

on a visit to some other friends. While

there she joined some sort of a class
that was organized for the purpose of

studying certain branches of learning,
and soon three of her cousins joined the

same class and stopped at the same

house she did. They dressed consid-

erably alike, and appeared to be about

of the same age; and, as they attended

the meetings of their class in the fore-

noon and afternoon, they nearly always
passed our office window four times a

day ; for our offioe was on the direct

route between the residence of Mrs.

Winans, the stopping-place of the girls,
and the school-house. There were

others passing, but you may imagine
that a group of four lively young girls,
all of them tolerably good-looking,
was not long in attracting the attention

of the bachelor portion of our estab-

lishment, nor were we long in finding
out that this was the “Winans crowd,”
as they were orflled all summer. Then

the question of forming their acquaint-
ance came up, and here I “had the

heels” of the other boys, metaphoric-
ally speaking. I knew what I would

do. Iwould call up the members of

the orchestra, and we- would go and

serenade them. Just what useful pur-

pose this was to serve, I could not

exactly tell; but we went all the same.

Isang a song or two that I had learned

of John, accompanying myself on the

guitar. Then we played several instru-

mental pieces and were preparing to

go, when a blind of an upper window

was thrown open, and a white hand and

arm were thrust out waving some small

object, which suddenly came fluttering
to the ground like a white dove. Iwent

back and got it. As soon as possible I

gratified my own curiosity and that of

the other boys by striking a match and

looking at the white object, which

proved to be a handkerchief, with the

name “May Warner” neatly stenciled in

one cornejr.

“Which one is that?” asked the boys
of one another.

“Itis the little one with the black

hair and eyes,
” said one.

“No, that is Mollie something or

other,” said Alfonso, with such a pe-

culiar intonation that we concluded he

must have been making private inquir-
ies, and that he knew quite as well what

the “something or other” was as he did

the identity of Mollie.

“Itmust be, old fellow, that you are

slightly interested in that,quarter. Eh?

Come now, my dear Alfonso. ”

This he disclaimed, but with such

a guilty blush that instantly we told
him he had “given himself away.”
Let me .explain that by this time

we had lit the lamps, to say nothing of

our cigars, which were always left in

the office for our convenience. Some

one suggested that it must be the

slender blonde; this time nto one had

the hardihood to deny it, and Jim was

constituted a committee of one to find

out just “who was who,” and report to

us the next meeting. In the meantime

that handkerchief reposed ijijqybreast

pocket. It gave niA an odd, pleasant
feeling that I can’t explain, to have that

feminine article in my undisputed pos-
session. She must have seen me, I

thought, and liked my looks; so she
took that way to let me know it. The

hext evening JTm was ready with his

report. We found out afterward that

the shy rascal knew all about it from

his brother, who was the accepted lover

of one of the girls. But he pretended
that he had obtained his information at

infinite pains, and had been obliged to

go through unheard of difficulties to

find out that which was embodied in Iris

report. Very deliberately he proceeded
to read from a manuscript:

“Friends and fellow-citizens: You
willreadily conceive that upon this mo-

mentous and never-to-bo—”

“Stop!” we shouted as one man.

“Plain facts and no foolishness, or it

will be the worse for you, my man.”

He knew well that we would give
him a worse trick than that, so he

“came down” at once.

“Well, then, the little brunette is

Mollie Bell. The blonde is Gussie

Ray. The one with the gray eyes and

chestnut curls is Sade, otherwise, Sallie

or Sarah Thompson, and the remaining
one is, as you must know by this time,
Miss May Warner.' They are all cousins,
and related, in some mysterious way, to

Mrs. Winans. Further than this lam

unable to say.” 1

“Well done, my dear sir,” I re-

sponded, for I pad a sneaking notion

all along as to “which was switch,” as

the school-boy says, and it had turned
out as I had hoped.

Then commenced the merciless rail-

lery of the boys. A thousand questions
as to the reason of my taking the sere-

naders there; why the handkerchief

was thrown down; and all the time

they were exchanging winks and laugh-
ing in the most provoking manner.

To hear them make remarks to one

another, for me to hear, became utterly
insupportable; and Iwas just getting
desperate, when I learned of a party
that was soon to be at the house of Mrs.

Winans. Here was another chance for

a serenade. This time Iwas determined

it should be of some avail, for Iwould

go soon enough to be invited in, and

then it should be a very odd thing ifI

were not introduced to Miss Warner.

This all happened just as I had

planned, but I only had a few mo-

ments of conversation with her.

I was determined to have some

sort of an explanation about that hand-

kerchief, and my only chance was to

pursue the acquaintance. I asked her

to acoompany me to a lecture, and had
the mortification to find she was going
with a musty old professor. Abashed,
I watched my chance of seeing her

alone, whioh was finally accomplished.
What was my chagrin to find that

she never had heard of me on the night
of the guitar serenade; but, having
heard my friend John sing the same

songs, and knowing him to be a guitar-

ist, > she concluded the difference in the

voices could be explained by a cold,
and that it must be he. Thus was my

Tittle romance dashed to the ground,
and the fair structure of my “Castle in

Spain,” had melted into thin,air. 1

begged to be allowed to keep the hand-

kerchief, though, for Iwas really inter-

63ted <in the girl by this time. She

would not not do it, bat her

womanly heart was touched by my evi-

dent disgust with myself, and she gave
me her hand saying she was sorry.
There was no gleam of amusement in

the brown eyes that looked into mine

with an honest straightforwardness
which was very captivating just*at that

moment. Ifthere had been, I should

have rejected with soorn any overtures

of friendship that she might make,
As it was, it soothed my wounded van-

ity to see that ‘splendid creature,’ as I

mentally called her, glossing over my

misadventure, and I requested, her

company for a drive the next evening.
She accepted the invitation with a

smile that gave a glimpse of her white

teeth, and my heart beat a little faster

than usual, as I pressed her hand and

said “good night.” Iwas a little absent-

minded, and I don’t think I could, my-
self, tell what thoughts so occupied my
mind. She was the subject of them,
but everything else was a kind of haze.

I didn’t question myself as to whether

I was falling in love or not. Nothing
even as tangible as that was in my
mind. The next evening Iwas actually
seated by her side in a buggy. It was

one of those topped concerns with a

narrow seat, and I blessed the maker

thereof, for as we sat there her shoulder

touohed mine, and the wind whisked

they long feather, on her hat, in the side

of my face. I fear I was very near

gone, for the bliss I felt can’t be de-

scribed ; it must be experienced to be

appreciated.
She had taken off her gloves, and,

when I went to assist her to alight,
I noticed how delightfully soft and

white her hand was, and I could scarce-

ly refrain from pressing it to my

lips. Then for the first time I thought
what unutterable happiness it would

be to press her to iny breast; to feel

her arms round my neck, to lay my lips
on hers, and to feel their fervent pres-
sure returned.

Was it too sadden? I think not.

How many times did liomeo see Juliet

before a passion was conceived, which

was stronger than life ?

To go on with my Btory, I asked her
to go to camp-meeting in my buggy the

next Sunday. Ishall bless that grand
old Methodist institution to my dying
day, for I believe that it was on that

day she first thought of becoming my
wife.

When we started to the camp-
grounds the wind blew warm, balmy
and moist from the southwest. It

•seemed to betoken rain; but, said L
who ever heard of its raining at camp-

meeting.
Miss Warner bravely declared she

thought a “good ducking” was not such

a fearful catastrophe.
It was September, and the leaves had

commenced to turn; and as

we drove through shady lanes

the wind twisted them off

and threw them spitefully in our faces.

Emerging into open prairie, the breeze

rushed at us, “swishing” the dry, stand-

ing grass in a manner which angnred ill

for a pleasant day. But I thought lit-

tle of the wind, or anything effie, ex-

cept that Ihad my soujS desire the

companionship of her who was with rift.
When we had arrived to with-

in a
' few rods of the camp-

gfrouri*ds, lo! a few preliminary
drops of rain came hurling through the

air, and warned us to put up the side
curtains and water-proof lap-robe, and

prepare for the worst—which was not

so bad after all; for we drove under a

friendly oak not far from the rude pul-
pit, and stayed in the buggy. Then the

rain descended “the nigh way.” All

the sluices were opened, and a new and

very choice assortment of water-spouts
were turned onto the assembled multi-

tude. The windows of the heavens

were thrown wide open, and the water-

pitchers were held there upside down,
but we were dry and oomfortable, and

observed with interest all that went on

around us.

We saw a sorry-looking dog walking
leisurely along, with the water pouring
in streams from his drooping tail and

ears; he passed near us, looking at us

with so sad an expression that I spoke
to him, thinking to cheer him, where-

upon he gave one solemn bark, leaving
us, as he passed on, convulsed with

laughter.
The spectacle of a very fat lady with

a quilt around her, hustling along to a

barn which stood near, seemed un-

speakably funny.
But the climax was reached when a

smiling man came along, unmindful of

the rain, ahd holding an immense piece
of bread and cheese in each hand, biting
first from one and then from the other.

Neither of us yelled at him, but I .must
confess I had a strong desire to know

something more of him.

Then the conversation turned from

the ridiculous vein to the serious, and
we wondered as to the history of this,
that and the other person —what he was

thinking—what he proposed doing; and

we made for them quite .interesting
Histories. Then we wandered into the

realms of the abstract, and Iremember
well the earnest glow of her cheek as

she gave her views of this or that sub-

ject, and the luminous flash of her eyes
as she turned them upon me. She

wore a thin, black lace veil that day,
and her bright eyes and cheeks lost

nothing by their partial obscurity. At

about this time another oonple of our

acquaintance drove Up, breaking up

our exalted frame of mind.

By this time I thought it must be

pretty near the dinner hour, so I shout-

ed to my friend: i

“Oh, Mac, climb out and go over to

that restaurant, or whatever it is, and

bring us something to eat. Get enough
for all four of us, and I’llfoot the bilL*

“No, thanks,” was His answer. “We

have our dinner with ns.”

I knew very well he hadn’t, but it

wasn’t polite to say so, and so Ibegun
preparations for -climbing out,” myj
self, but of this Miss Warner would not

hear. She was not hungry, she said;
She even went so far as to lay her hand

in entfeaty, on my sleeve; and as I felt

the light weight, Iimmediately made it

a prisoner in my own hand. This did

mot seem to suit her; she at once made

the discovery that she was in great need

of her handkerchief. • On drawing this

out I saw it was the same I had had

for a number of days in my*possession.
“Won’t yon give it to me now?” I

asked, in a voice at onoe humble, en-

treating, Mid fall of love. She under-

stood me, for the blood leaped into her

cheeks, and her eye shot a quiet side-

long glance into mine. She put it

quickly away, however, and I thought
of John with a jealous pang that sent

all the blood back to my heart, making
it beat painfully hard, slow, and un-

even. I said no more, however, for I

knew oar friends would be sure to

observe us, if we continued so. I did

not feel quite so contented as I had

before, and was making a pretense of

fedling desparately hungry to find an

exonse for changing our embarrassing
situation; when, at this opportune mo-

ment, a friend of ours, who lived near,
came and invited us to his house. As

his invitation was warmly seconded by
his wife, and extended also to- -.our

friends, we all four accepted, and sOon

found ourselves comfortably housed.

Evening came on, and in the gloaming
my heart went out so strongly to my
girl friend, who had seemed to be half

afraid of me ever since the littleepisode
just mentioned, that Iwent and spoke
quietly and indifferently on subjects of

no particular interest to reassure her.

But I knew the thought of the hand-

kerchief was uppermost in her mind, as

it was in mine. I swallowed whatever

of resentment I might feel} and con-

tinued to “do the agreeable;” but,
finally, finding ourselves alone, Isaid

in a low, firm way:

“May,” (it was the first time I had

ever oalled her so), “if you don’t-want

me to have the handkerchief, say so,
and Iwill never bother you about it

again. I can give up the idea of having
it, or your affection, either ;

N
but oh,

don’t call me to do it unless you despise
me.”

Her hands were fluttering here and

there, nervously, and she said, AI don’t

despise you, Mr. Raymond, but”—

here a pause ensued, aufi we heard

some one approaching; but there
was that- in her timid and frightened
manner that embolclened me to lay vio-

lent hands on the little piece of cam-

bric the next time I saw it, and she

dared not resist for fear of what I

should say. Strangely, as she seemed

to lose courage I seemed to gain it, and
I felt myself master of the situation.
Iregarded her almost as betrothed to

me, .although I had not asked the all-

important question yet. Iwould do so

on the home drive, I told myself.
But “Man proposes; God disposes;”
and what should happen but that May
should be sent for? I see you stare,
but Mrs. Newman, her aunt, had been

taken violentlyill, and in her delirium

she called all the time for her niece.

Of course she had to go, and I went
back to Covel alone, after seeing her go

away with h&r uncle.

• \ ITseems to me that the feelings with

which Iwatohed her leave must have

been prophetic of what was to folloy.
Utter lonesomeness, mingled with un-

utterable love, filled my heart, and a

wild desire to go and snatch her in my
arms before everybody, and claim her

as my very own, seized me. Crushing
back all such foolishness, Iresolved to
see her in a few days, at farthest, and
then all would be right; yet I had an

inner consciousness that all would not

.be right, and so it proved; for the re-

doubtable aunt took a terrible dislike

to me, and would not let me go on

her premises. She lingered along,
however (and I shall always believe
she feigned much of that sickness to

keep May with her), and my friend

John went constantly to their house.

Then the “Oreen-eyed monster,”
commenced to tear me. Another fel-

low, too, went there, but I had this

consolation —John would be as jealous
as Iwas myself. Things went on this

way for weeks.

Iwrote to May, but got no reply,
and then I stigmatized her as a vile

flirt. I told myself Ihated her. Any-
body that would blush and tremble as

she had in my presence, and let a fel-

low take the memento that she knew

to be the dearest to his heart, wa3 not

worthy the love of any honest man. I

despised her. Of course I did. How

I longed for an opportunity to tell her

gently just how Iregarded her. Yet I

treasured that little square of muslin

as I never before had treasured any-
thing.

Why is it, that when a man is jeal-
ous he is the most unreasonable animal

on the face of the earth? I thought
she was trifling with John’s heart just
as she had trifled with mine. He was

not to blame any more than Ihad been.

Yet, when I met him at rare intervals,
such was the unreasoning anger I felt

against him that I could hardly force

myself to treat him with common court-

esy, let alone the old-time cordiality
that subsisted between us. He -felt
the ohange, as I could not help know-

ing he would; but he also knew the
reason soy it, and there was such an over-

strained friendliness in his bearing to-

ward' me, and a suppressed, though
very apparent, exultation in his whole

manner, that I only restrained myself
from an open rupture of his friendship
by an almost superhuman. effort.

I saw her only onoe daring the rest*

of the fall und winter. It was in a

crowd, and I could not for a moment

dream of saying anything out of the

commonplace to her. Strange as it

seemed, even to myself, I could have

kissed the remotest hem of her gar-
ment. I worshiped her; I actually
did, as she stood before me,- clad in the

imperial' robe of her womanly dignity,
and Iknew that, had we two been pro-

foundly alone, I should not have darfed

—no, for my life I should not have—to
accuse her to her face, of flirting with

any one.

But when John came up a moment

later I nursed her in my heart for the

warmth with which she received him.

I resolved to pick a quarrel with him.

He should not gloat over me any more

as having won the affections Ihad lost.

Actuated by this high resolve, I

waited his coming to town, as he oc-

casionally did, %ith the determination
to so insult him that he never would

speak to me. But when he came his

appearance so disarmed me that it was

Iwho “did the friendly” this time. He

was pale, and a sad listlessness showed

itself through all his attempts to ap-

pear as gay and careless as ever. No

I
•

neqd for him to explain his. trouble.

Neither of us alluded to any thing of

the kind, but I was glad—so glad—-
that he was in the same trouble I had

been in. It was he, this time, who felt

resentmqpt; and Iwas glad of that, too.
I didn’t care particularly for his friend-

ship. (For what did I care ?) and 1
was glad he would my society
without any more trouble on my part.

Thus matters stood when the spring
passed and summer came. Iconcluded

to leave that part of the country, and
did so, intending to return there after
a short visit, settle np my affairs, and
leave to stay. While absent on my
visit, I reoeived a letter that sent a

flood of light to shed its genial warmth
over my discontented soul. It was a

letter written by Miss Warner to some

of her friends. In it there was a stray
sentence which showed me that in hex

secret heart she loved me as much as I

did her. She did not know I ever

would see it or she never would have

written it, but it was missent, and Igot
hold of it. I went back immediately,
on; jto find she had gone. She was

visiting here, there and yonder all the

tune Iknew her, but this time she had

gone from the State.

Well, I had one thing to think oi

now—she loved me, too Itseemed to

comfort me. I suppose I should have
despised her more than ever, but I did

not.

I my small effects and came

to this place. Idid well, and I may

say that I joined the brass band here,
too. A year passed on, and Ireceived
certain information as to where May
was. A thrill of joy vibrated through
and through me. But of what avail
was it that*l did know of her where-

abouts-? Did she not play false to her
own heart and to me before? After

hesitating long Idetermined to write to

her. At the worst she could only treat

my letter with the silent contempt she
had dealt the other one Iwrote her.

So Iwrote, and Iwaited in feverish

impatience for a reply. A week passed
—two weeks, and stUl no letter. Ide-

nominated her a false-hearted coquette,
and cursed myself for

my folly in writ-

ing. 1 might have known how it*would
turn out.

Just as I had given np looking for a

reply, one came. It was like herself—-

bright, interesting, cheery. I would

be afraid to say how many times Iread
that letter, but, to make a long story
short, she never received my first, and

her pride had muoh to do with her cool
treatment of me; for, after having gone
as far as I had, she rightly considered

that I was not treating her honorably
to say nothing further.

Dear girl 1 how near we were to be-

ing entirely separated.
After arriving at a clear understand-

ing Iwas not long in proposing for her

heart and hand, nor was she long in ac-

cepting. Following up my letters in

person, I assure you that the delight of

finallytaking her in my arms—of realiz-

ing in her splendid eyes the secret she

cared no longer to conceal—more than

compensated me for the misery I had
endured.

J tell you, old fellow, she is a mag-
nificent woman, and the longer Iknow

her the more Iam convinced of it. She
is now my wife. Other wives may sing
more sweetly, or play more beautifully,
but she is the “one fair woman for me,”
and I have the identical handkerchief

yet. —Chicago Ledger.

A Word for the Umpire.
If there is any position held in this

world by mortal man in which the

holder’s life is in constant danger, and

for performing the duties of which a

man should receive a salary second only
to the President, and be retired on. a

good fat pension at the end of a month’s

service, it is that of the base-ball m-

pire. There is probably no position
that is surrounded by as many dangers
as that held by the umpire, and the

time is not far distant when a boiler-

iron, tire and burglar-proof safe, with a

timelock on it, will have to be provid-
ed to hold the umpire during the game,
and to preserve his head intgot, so he

willbe in the physical and mental con-

dition to perform the duties of his posi-
tion the next day. It requires a good
deal of nerve, a

3keen perception, a good
command of language, and a head that
wiN withstand a clip from an occasional

stray brick, to successfully fill the posi-
tion of umpire. A man to stand behind

the batter, dodge stray balls, catch the

fly-tips on his ear, and at the same time

be able to have one pair of eyes see all

points of the field, and when he de-

clares &man ‘lout” to be able to tell at

once from which direction to look for a

brick or a flying bat aimed at his head,
must be a man of sudden movements,
sharp eyes, and a good, hard, tough
head. For this, and other rea-

sons, the base-ball umpire
should receive & magnificent salary,
and be retired on full pay for life, as

soon as he has proven that he possesses
the nerve to stand the racket for a

week or two. The President of the

country is supposed to be in a very re-

sponsible and important position, full

of peril from the hands of unscrupulous
politicians, but he does not stand for

two or three hours a day and dodgp
base-ball bats and cobble-stones, and

sultry epithets, and he can thank his

stars that he don’t. If this country
must have umpires to stand up and

take the curses, and other deadly
missiles of the players in the great
national game, let the umpires be

picked from among the ranks of old,
tough war Generals, and let them be

placed in stone forts at intervals

throughout the country, and protected
by frowning cannop looking ominously
over high stone walls, apd loaded (with
grape and cannister, ready to sweep
the field and paralyze the first player
who makes a kick. Bold, fearless men,
who are willing to take their lives in
one hand and a flask of commissary
whisky in the other, and sit up in a

watch tower of an armed and equipped
fort, where there is comparatively little,

danger, are wanted to act as umpires
in the future. —Pech's Sun.

A BINCW.E apple orchard of eleven

abres, near Seneca Falls, N. Y., has

produced in the past twelve years

$12,848, One-half the orchard was

planted in 1846 and the other in 1856.

The metal fortune of complaint is to

excite contempt more than pity.
Johnson.

HUMOR.

A bad coughin’ spell—C-a-s-k-e-t.

It’s an ml wind that blows nothing,
v Paw Paw must be quite a hand-some

town.

A master of free-hand drawing—a

pickpocket.
Ox-tail soup and head-cheese-at the

same meal is where we make both ends
meat.— Carl PretseVs Weekly.

Jack Oldstock “We’re very proud
of onr ancestry, you know." Tom

Parvenu:—“Yes, I know; but bow

would your ancestry feel about you.”
“Itis no use,” said the policeman to

the sufferer whose pocket was picked,
•for yod -to put a guard on your watch,
anless you also keep a watch on your
guard. : Move on.”

A boy of 4 summers was riding on

a hobby-horse with a companion. Be
was seated rather uncomfortably on the
horse’s neck. After a reflective pause,
he saill : "I think ifone of us gets off
I could ride better.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Towser, as she ex-

patiated upon the beauties of Her
flower-garden, “I have given it great
care, and if yon come over in a week or

two I expect to be able to show you
some beautiful scarlet pneumonias.”

“"Why don’t you eat your soup, sir?”

inquired a surly waiter at a summer

resort. “Is there anything the matter

with it?” “Oh, no, Iguess the soup is

healthy enough; it’s the transparency
of the thing that affects me.— Texas

Siftings.

Ah exchange says that a Kentucky
man fired at another and killed a $3,-
000 horse. The man may have re-

pented sorely for his mistake but he

will probably go to State’s prison for

life. Had he shot at the horse and

killed the man it would have been dif-

ferent, but Kentucky horse flesh is too

valuable to be thus ruthlessly des-

troyed.—Peck’s Sun.

“Abe you married ?" asked tbfe Justice
of a man who had been arrested for

vagrancy. “No, lam not married, but

my wife is.” “No trifling with the

court.” “Heaven save us! I'm not

trifling with the court. Iwas married,
but got a divorce. My wife got mar-

ried again, but I didn’t; so I am not

married, but my wife is.”— Texas Sift-
ings.

A well-known Chicagoan
the other night very late and tried to
unlock the door with his head. He ex-

plained the next day at the breakfast
table by saying that the sun had fallen
down on him the day before, and while
in that helpless condition an army of

rats tackled him; — Chicago Cheek.

There was a voungr man named DcLA
Who played the bass horn In the bA

He blew such a blast;
That as he went past.

He blew all the fruit off a s<fe.

—Cincinnati Merchant and Traveler.

A poor woman was asked by a clergy-
man how many commandments there
were. “Truly, sir,” said she, “Icannot

tell.” “Why, ten,” said he. ”A fine

company,” sadd she; “God bless you
and them together.” “Well, but, neigh-
bor,” said he, “do you keep these com-

mandments ?” Ah, the Lord in Heaven
bless you, sir. I am a poor woman,

and can hardly keep myself, and so

how can Ibear the charge of keeping so

many ?” •

During a big thunder-shower, little

Willie, who slept np stairs alone, got
scared and called his mother, who came

up and asked him what he was fright-
ened about. Will admitted that* the

thunder was too much for a youngster
who slept alone. “Well, if yon are

afraid,” said his mother, “you should

pray for courage.” “Well, all right,”
said Willie, an idea coming into hie
head, “suppose you stay up here and

pray, while I go down stairs and sleep
with pa.” She didn't stay.

“I would like to get a certificate of

insanity,” said a man to the Asylum
Commissioners. “Who do you want it

for?” “Myself.”• “Are you insane?”

“Crazy as a chinch.” “And you want

admittance into the asylum?” “Yes,
sir.” “What evidence can you give us

of your insanity ?” “Evidence that you
cannot dispute.” I read a three-

column article on the tariff.” “Go to

the asylum and tell the keeper. Hell
admit you. In positive cases certifi-
cates are not necessary.” —ArHansavt
Traveler.

How Ideas Come.

A certain lawyer justifies his pet
hobby, which is carpenter work, not

merely by the healthy relaxation of
nervous tensions and exeroise of muscle

it brings him, but chiefly because he
works out his legal problems, plane la

hand. Old law reading comes back to

him then, oat-of-the-way precedents
recur to mind, the very text of the Ikw-
book is never so clearly before him as

then. He has a glimpse of the volume

and the page, and the very part of the

page on which is some needed citation

which he would otherwise have long to

seek.

Nor is it only memory which works

when he is half engrossed with the af-
fairs of his handicraft. Original
thoughts arise and ingenious deyices;
clever combinations take shape of

themselves. The case works itself out,
and mental labor is only pleasurable
exertion, just as his amateur handwork
Is. Hawthorne composed walking.’ Mu-

sicians are seized with ideatk and

modern playwrights seize up6n other’s

ideas at the most unexpected moment.

Business men have been known to de-

pend upon the meditation at dead of

night for Bound review of the present,
and forecast on which they base tjieir
plans. When we are hurried, we long
for rest, to “think over things” and de-

cide rationally: but relieved from pres-

sure, we “think of nothing at aIL"

Comes the moment for action, we settle
in three seconds the confusion of days,
End, for good or ill results, our plans
are at last clear. What is needed is not

time nor will, but rather the favorable

moment when there is earmony. Then,
like the electrio message, thought is

swift and sure. The idea whioh we

have long waited fdr arrives, not as the

certain result of earnest thonght, but

os the reward of thought, just as hon-
orable fame is the rewand of noble

deeds,but not the certain result of them.
—Boston Courier.

A DREAM A>X> TBJE REALITY.

BT BTAULET HOHTLKT.

"And h»re yon never felt the power,"
The insinuating Drummer said,

“That comas to ell in Some sweet hour,
And brings a hope we thought were dead?

Have you not heard a melody,
A half-forgotten withered strain,

That, odoj was fraught with harmony,
But now oomes like a sob of pain'r

The fair one’s soft lash swept her cheek.

She sighed, but offered not to speak.

“And so withme since first we met,"
The Drummer mnrmered soft and low,

“The breath oi faded mignonette
Comes hack to me from long ago.

It may be from some boyish dream,
That in the fairy harp inshrined ’

The notes that like a moon ray gleam.
When your fair hands the chords unbind 1

A hot tear burned the fair one’s cheek,
Sho sdbbad, but never sought to speak.

“Come tell me, by what simple art,"
The Drummer whispered In her ear,

“You stir the music in my heart.
And bring the old pertume so near?

What witohery do you possess
That brings a presence close to me.

And tea rhea me to love and bless

A doom Ifeel, but cannot see?”

The fair one never deigned to speak.
While her husband thumped the Drummer s

check.

—Drake's Travelers Magazine.


