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Nothing %ﬂ'
Nothing gﬁm
Now they

Very wlu?:llqo‘;h to be.

When they see he starts with fear
‘Round his tree their course they steer.

Andtheowlleers. as is righ
To keep the hunter in his

Onward still the hunter’s bound—-

The owl his head twists round and round!

Well, the consequence one knows—
8o, at least, the 8 ory goes—
Keepmu the owl upon the +teing
“I'ill his head quite otf they wringl

IN SPITE OF HERSELF.

Y HILDA.
B L o] ¥

“Uncle Morton, I Ido wish you would
drop the subject of Bandall Whitney,

aqw ond forever. If you are tired of
me, just say so, and I will pack my

trunk yet to-night, and go to Aunt
Barbara’s.” And the glow deepened
on Ethel Dean’s face; her brown eyes
grew almost black, with little smolder-
ing gleams of fire shining in their
depths. She had beengiven into Uncle
' Morton’s care at the early age of 3
ears, and, in all the eighteen years
at she Sh . with' Kim, he;had
never beheld he’r in' such a pnsL
The good..old: man. .was fnghtened,
both at sthe «girl's anger and ather.
threat of leaving the old homestead.
“Well’wel‘l‘!hthel child, don’t getso

Jfor somethi

tired of the heat and oontnnon of the
city, he remembered the promise he had | i
made to vist Uncle Morton, and he de-
termined to spend a few weeks at the
farm-house. All needful preparations
were completed, and he was on the eve
of starting, when Mr. Morton’s letter
was received.

“Heigh-ho!”said ke, when he had read
the characteristie epistle through twice.
“The poor old man does not have a very

pleasant home, I'll wager. From the
sum bf hisletton T i e Miss Ethel

Pean to be a crabbed old maid, who, to
use a slang phrase, “‘runs the ranché.””

8o he sent an immediate reply to Mr.
Morton’s letter, stating that it would
suit him just as well to make the prom-
ised visif later in the selt:sonl,1 a:lrldplerg
had found a young man that he ho
would suib yMr Morton. He conld
recommend the young fellow as being |1
trusty and of respectable family, and he
would be on hand some time during the
next week.

Randall ’thtney s letter was received
at the Morton farm-house on' Tuesday,
and:-on Thursdayof the next week, as
Ethel was busy in the front-yard ty
up a refractory rose-bush, the cli
the gate warned her of the approac
 some one.  “Well,'I' wonder 'what he
[ has got to pelhiﬁm' of course he is agent
OF, another,” was the|

I ’
f ﬁ}kwagon r

‘with ich othe.lthand
-trngth;The tired, jaded look in his
brown eyes had en place to the

giv
and buoyanoy of rene'ed
life. His musical voice, or clear, ring-
ing whistle, as he went about his work,
n.woke the echoes through the meadow
and woodland.

“Miss Ethel” said he, coming into the
miltk-r00Mm-one morning, “do you know
this summer’s work will me al-
most hate the city? I do not know
how I can ever endt‘xlrcla its noise and
confusion '’ ngdnﬁ" an against
the open door watched her deft

gel.t;gswxftly about their work.
“I have here nearly three months,

he, musingly.

Ethel ced up quickly.

“I think the summer has been a great
benefit to you. You have gained al-
most gerfect health, and, a 1 brown
color,” she added, laughin

of having. gain
voice brought a.

/| further slgn "of havmg heard.
“There,” she said, carelessly, “the

is ready and here  comes Ned with

“Ethel did you hear me?” and be-
'Rind the friendly screen of the iron-
wood free’s thick foliage her hand was

Ran i , | girl’s thoug as a young man essed clas d in & finm, but gentle grasp.

for there. is 0 ‘com in a serviceable suit of dark-grago ; ” she answered with downcast

matter, a6l I only ‘nibniti carrying:i# Valise came: 'up ‘the eyeu and glowing face.

he expec P\ﬁ 4 visit | pordered oabl ;o) ««“I+-want you, Ethel, to go with me to

N o e %'m ; ol 2 ] “'k;-d itlhm where M; Mor n ths my, l?;c}meIn; the city, aﬁl w:fe& WAll
eat lummrﬂlym“ & sorry if I Said | 8s e stranger, littin Jours ior 1 love you girle.

gly thing to it youm tneh;ygs. fhel,” | d ftav T, Wid bowing %th'p'mé g leIncle Morton has ‘ﬁ,’;‘ﬁ g.%

said Mr. 1, ‘walkiig herve u ace ense thst comes only with true’ "for"iny ture,” said Ethel,arc

and dowi, kréﬁd?]pigzzﬁ'of 4 Or- | politenpes. [~ pects me to marry Randall Whitney.

ton farms- = “Yes; sir, anstrad. Fgfkglaﬂ “Ha!hal” what a merry laugh broke
“I am nob M bud [ do%n 1’ _ ‘ BO § { the morning stillness. a! ha! marry

1 have g gam«' "Heym ~Randal] | tbreel caged stooly '.‘.‘xp «{Randall Whitney, well! that is news in-

Whltney&’ '& ; ‘;‘@gdﬂnn ibhing on, p;m. % moil po|ldeeds:  Have you ever met him,

here thxus _you? gan hixe Doraghy, [, ,"T Mthﬂm waidn . withi Ethel?

Mason, ﬂ‘lll» d’tobhm s et 00K of wevident' admirktion ot thei i/ “Ne3| and uncle has not seen him

while he' ﬂ? the | swedt . face hil: fakiddew viri( the | sinée h was a little boy; but it was

to visit ‘iﬁ hﬂg%q ‘d‘!’ﬁ“ ofw 0'?0310“5 ali-honiret; took |l between his father and Uncle

be a goo @ i o i:].];:’ ¥ig %y ﬁf’ﬁlb’,"!‘%’g(zﬁ)&! of :U?ele Mor- | Mb that the two famxhes should be
Uncle. SNV '30% s s united by our marriage.”

end lookﬂd"dowﬁ at thol oug‘glﬂi as usy iitll He¥ WO offhel had Emidﬁ‘ ﬁ? ou are willing

she sat OFf T hie § Bt s “pull g‘(_g rosp ‘to | forgotten tHe presence at'| be ca into offehd Y.

pleces,l by Jeaf, and/ A" Hn ity ‘the house, yhen she heard her uncle ‘eyes twinkling i ,.} i e

plcture m &G 7 '."‘c A1 mgr _cal]mg to 'hfb!‘ 'N w, ﬁat!s % “NQ! I hate 3 G ;

rose-bush, with its wealthirof - folinge;| 83id she-to sherselfy ps Half:: petuhntly the gi#l] stampin RTINS f

and its B jh8 ’5‘&1‘3 “jito blowm;| she. dropped her pruning shears and.fently,s“and I haygf Sistiiele

formed ' nhq for ﬂm ‘ball of twine. “My opmlon on some “Never mind, BEERe

fresh, sweehiiaee wmth the frank brown. wond,erful labor-sgving inveption, I.ex;{ talk with your ufidil®

eyes and:owhwing-imasses . ofs:lustrous pect. t 0o le” in iature of | I think' Mr. WHithey Sy $Hany

brown h#tfi w‘t m cmnihy b mcie-abl -8 washinganbehing)! 69 hutomatic bat- Fharp on the willow.”” ;
“Why, dan b o éma.re"”yoq,,”d churny “Qlﬂlf‘blﬂ'“m wm\soraorx M“But, I have not given you

just no umgle,.in, zeal dis- doublevrey,ers}‘gle. q k= achio a,penmsmon to speak to wuncle yet;
ess, “with hamst justl coming ironifig-bo 8’%,29 ngxl are too quick in taking thmgs

on, the # nlei's frait' to” look after, gentlema péa. g “you, "foi-‘ granted,” said Ethel saucily, as Ned

and the dairy “tobé Fikén care of! Not | quietly talkmg to her Uncle Morton. |drove up, the rattle of the wheels

ow, Ethel, not now.. I will, write to
im notto come until fall; will ‘€hat

do?”
pghed outright.-

Ethel
“You dear,old uncle! "It is a shame

that you cunnot invite who you please
to your own house; but I do so much
want to have the house without visitors
this summer.”
“Well, girlie, have it as you please.
I will write to Rapdall this very even-
ing not to come until fall. Bless me!
we can’t have you going Off to Aunt
Burbara’s now. Ne; :indeed}”. And
bustling into the house, Uncle Morton
called tor a lamp, and immediately set
about writing a letter to, Randall Whit-
ney. A glimpse of the old gentleman’s
letter to the son of his old - college
friend will explain the. situation of af-
fairs as well, or perhaps befter than
anything we could say.
¥y Dear Ranpavs: I had anticipated a
great deal of pleasure from the visit you
romised to mnge us this.summer. Though
gout fatheér and I were sugh warm friends,
have not seen 1you since you were quite a
+small boy, and 1 am very.sorry, but I shal
Jhave to ask you to defer. your visit until
£all. My niece, Ethel Dean, who has also
been my housekeeper sinea:the-death of my
wife, refuses to have amny wia.tors at the
farm-house this summer, Yo see, my dear
boy, I do not 'beat atout d Llbma‘h, bt tell
ou the plain truth of the mat.er. 'This
1, she xsoucg' away ‘on’ a visit, then I
whail certai y look for you. By the way,
.do you know ©f anylikely young fellow w..0o
would come out here to work? I keep
about twenty cows, and gell the milk at a
checse factory, some three miles distant,
and 1 need gome one to driye back and forth
twice each day, If you Xnow of a steady,
trusty young. man who,would like such a
place, Send him out, and'be sure to come
yourselt about:the 1st of September,
oping. you may noi feel offended, I
tem n your friend, JOHN Mon'mx

“There, Ethel, do 'you' think that is
plain endugh?”™ and he tossed the letter
to Ethel, who .came in from the moon-.
light, her’ dark "hair'damp with dew,
and curling abont her forehead in tiny
rings.

“Oh! uncld! "he 'will ‘think I am' &
oross-grained old maid, and that T rle

you and -your-house with-a-rod of i iron;”{ Sweet ye ] esh xolls,
cried the girl, “but &g are; strawberﬁgw}w t?}.h tc’tffi ‘of Tichest
anything so he dot® Pﬁr 3 w1th cream, a’é’l‘ys Al ‘di?ﬂ" 2 phber-colored
his pr ci ay$ ; yes is- all | jelly, potmtoes, ‘eggsyo onphinuts, fra-
right, mle M ks apﬂ 1o { grant tes, and a. lsrge er. of milk |
bother us goon, o;ally wléll?l am | for any who ﬁ r ty set of
here,” and With' n fr TatgR shié géve [ plain Wh‘ité ves and

her uncle a “goo’d'—hig’ht" k’iiss, and went

to h
upJ o(lmell'\![(:)‘rv&;o *and tIgchVa.rflqv&.ltney
had béen §¢RbbIfated ‘ah ™ chufis” i)

their early years, and warm fnends
during ! 'thg 'dagwning 'dignity of man-.
hood. Intime, they were both married,
and while “Dick,” as he was familiarly
called, went to a distant city, and
engaged. in the mergcantile business,
Jack togk up the occupation of a farmer.
The young men were often spoken of

a8 twins, though there was no tie of
blood between them.

“But 'if we are ever blessed with
children,” they said “we will lmve the
families united by marriage,” No
children ever came to John Morton’s
home, except Ethel, the daughter of his
only sister, who, in dying, left her
orphan child to his care. ‘When Ethel
was 12 years old, Mrs. Morton
died, and on the shoulders of the young
girl fell the care of her uncle’s home.

Servants were employed as in her
Aunt’s timeto do the heavy work, but.
Ethel, despite her tender years, had

rsonal supervision of the household
ﬁgpartment afhd soon proved herself

“Fithel, this is tHée 'young' man Mr.
Whitney spoke of in his letter, my
niece, Ethel Dean, Mr. ‘Fields.” A sur-
prised, incredulous look flashed, for'a
moment, -across  the stranger’s hand-
some face, then his' polite, deferential
bow was returned by one equally polite
from Ethel. “Now, girlie,” this was
Uncle Morton’s pet name for Ethel,
“have Katy show Mr. Fields to his
room, as I know he must be tired with
two days of steady travel on the cars.
After supper Ned will drive over to the
station, and fetch your trunk.” Whien
the young man had gcne to his room
Ethel joined her uncle on the piazza.
“Why, uncle, Mr. Fields isa gentleman;
what possesses him to hire out as a com-
mon farm hand ?”

“Well, his health is not very good,
and he was advised to spend the sum-
mer in the country, taking plenty of
exercise, When Wlntney told him that
I was in need of a man to drive to and
from the cheese-factory, the thought
struck him that here he could enjoy
country air, have an abundance of
healthy exercise, and turn an honest
penny in the bargain.”

“But what can he do, uncle, if he is
in such poor health ?”

“That remains to be seen, for new
that he iy here I am under obligations
to give him a fair trial. I like his ap-
pearance very well; he seems so thor-
oughly frgnk and outs oken.”

And so thou tEthel when the young
man came down to supper. Sidney
Fields was not what one would ' call a
really handsome man, yet - there was
something that suggested ‘ental oult-
ure and wide and 'Va;'ied knhovwledge of
life. His w48 a frank open face, though
with proud,: firm lin®s ;- a fa¢é that onice
.' '&pasﬁ forggtten A 'Iook

d, flitted aoross his
expressrye) gogpiensnoe he en-
tered the: cool, ;vxde kltohen where the
evening meal was served.i;.,The table
wags spread with asnowy cloth, on which
was' placed a mostyanviting  repast.

forks, pad thé’ wlntest'roiwhitb'napkths
‘Whén, abdut Mthehh&d dttendedﬂn

Sy OF ol . Tpmfol
iving h

‘been stronﬁlv 1m resse;l on
her'mind.” She herself was'pléasant to
look at asishe sat &b!the head 'of the
‘table. and :dispensed the honors with
gentle grace and dignity. Uncle Mor-
ton, Mr.- Fields, Ethel, Susan and Katy,
two rosy-cheeked da.msels, shy, but not
awkward, and Ned Brown, the hired
man, formed a very pleasant group
about the farmer’s table. “Surely,”
thought Sidney Fields, as he wenttohls
large, airy ‘chamber that night, “my
lines have fallen in pleasant places.”
Next morning the young man entered
upon the duties afsigned to him; and,as
Uncle Morton expressed it, “he pr-oved
to be the right man in. the right place.”
Every morning he was up with the
sun, and down to the milking-lot
where Ned and Susan,”and Katy were
filling the pails. with rich milk, then
 back to the cool stone nnlk-house, with
a brimming bucket in either hand,
where Ethel her round arms bared to
the elbow, her lovely face flushed with

€o be u capital manager of affairs be—"the early exercise, was straining the

drowning the sound of 'her voice.
“But it is ‘yes,’ is it nof, Lthel ?” and
she could not say to him “nay,” neither
did she' wish to. .

“Yes,” was the answer, as she
danced merrily away toward = the
house, while Sidney Fields drove

away through the dawning sun-
light, his heart bounding lightly, and a
knowing smile lurking on the proudly-
curved lips.

“Ethel,” said her uncle that even-
ing after the duties of the farm
and household were completed,
“When do you want-to go on your visit
to Aunt Barbara's?”

The two were in the sitting-room
where Ethel was just lighting the even-
ing lamps.

“I don’t see how I can go this fall,
uncle. The grapes will soon be ripe
and the peaches will have to be at-
tended to. It seems too bad to think
of visiting now.”

“I know there is work to be done
that the girls cannot do,” said Uncle
Morton, “but you know next month
Randall Whitney will be here on his
long-promised visit, and I thought
maybe you would want to go away.
You remember what you said last
spring,” and the old man rocked softly
back and forth in the big arm-chair.
“Let him come, uncle. I cannot
afford to let all the fruit go to waste
on his account,. “

“Better say, Miss Ethel, you cannot
afford to leave the new happiness that
Well,

and my vacation is almost over," said’

3 mmmmthénthel in

g8, : §ior, if the
matter is thought upon at all, it is too
often only to e that the work does

“dread
to meet Mr. Morton’s old-maid house-
ke?:r who vonld not have any visitors

When the Ohﬁstmss bells rang out
their glad chimes, Ethel left the old
home as the wife of Randall Whitney,
and Uncle Morton went with them.
Ned Brown and cherry-cheeked Susan
were married and took of the
farm, where every summer the “folks
from the city are greeted as welccme
visitors, and from where, Ethel de-
clares, she was won ‘in spite of her-
self.’"—Chicago Ledger.

The Servant Girl Question.
One of the great difficulties in the

way of getting on bly with
hired help is, Mronenesa
on the part of the mistress to forget
that Bridget is flesh and blood the same
a8 hersel!, and not a machine warranted
to keep order and never wear
ont. md tlns without the lubricating oil

leration or kind words. Par-
ly is this the case with those who

not progress more swiftly, or to chide
at little short-comings and defeots.
While it is generally expeeted of
Gretehen that she possess great phys-
.ical endurance, it is quite as frequent
demand that her sensibilities be of
minimum guantity. She is never to
show temper, to flare up orgrow touchy
st commands or repnmands is never to

baok a extremi
T “kno .and keep it.
istress fo t e average
ile she h much sensl

tlveness (a maorbid sensrtlveness if
will) as herself, has, ordinarily, far ess
discipline and self-control.

Often the authority of the mistress,
the temper of the maid and the comfori
of the whole household are wrecked on
the rock of trivialities. The wife and
mother forgets or ignores the fact of
how much more important to herseli
and family are her life and health, her
v1ta.l powers of body and mind, than

S he sgkil

“What'” cned Mr Morton, as he
sprang to his feet, “you’re a rascal; a
scoundrel!”

“No, Ms, Morto
only RandalkeWhi
old friend, Bich
‘Unele™ _ #
bound. Ethel leaned agamst the man~
tle, her face flushing and paling by
tarns,

“Randall  Whitney!” ejaculated the
old man; “and you have been my hired
man for three months!”

“Yes; Miss Ethel here would not re-
ceive me as a visitor, and as I was de-
termined to spend my vacation here, I
borrowed another rame and came as a
hired hand.” Crossing over to where
Ethel stood, white and still, he led her
to Uncle Morton. *Uncle Morton,
Ethel has vowed she will never marry
Randall Whitney, but I love her sosin-
cerely that I am willing to take the
name of Sidney Fields henceforth, if
with your consent, she will be my wife.”

Uncle Morton sank down in the arm
chair. “The girlie must do‘ as she

pleases.”

Ethel stood blushing, but no word
left her red lips.

“Forgive me, Ethel, for my decep-
tion,” a.nd Randall thtney drew her
out ihto the silver moonlight. “You
must say ‘yes,’ for I am a visitor now,
and ltwillneverdotobemdetooom-

L e
contract 1s made.

pany.”

0 upon the

ually swept away

Again, where the mistress is not over
severe with a girl so far as hard work is
concerned, she sometxmes—pndmg her-
self upon her skill in rnansgmg—-so ar-
tanges it that the girl - has an
bour that she may righ nJl call her
own. Sewing, knitting, patching, piec-
ing, baby-tending, take up all the leis-
ure time, and the girl, if she goes ever,
so briskly about her merning tasks, has
nothing to look forward to but an after-
noon filled to its utmost capacity with
other kind of work. This is discourag-
ing to even the most active and best-
tempered (for we cannot expect others
to take'interest in our work quite as we
do ourselves), and Bridget is likely to
become a drone, dragging out her work
indetinitely and with very litsle regard
to the time in which it should be done.
—The Couniry Gentleman.

The Parsees.

The Parsees of India are the decend-
ants of the ancient Persian “fire-wor-
shipers.” They claim a history back
to Abraham. The Zendavesta is their
holy book, and the venerated Zoro-
aster, who ﬁounshed B. C. 550, is their
great prophet. Driven from Persia a
thousand years ago, they found a ref-
uge in India. Now there are but 8,000
left in their ancient home. Of 'this
strange people there are about 200,000
in all the world. Of this number 150,-
000 are in India. Bombay, “the orty
of the Parsees,” has 75,000, making
one-tenth of the entire population. As
you walk the streets of Bombay you
cannot help noticing these deisciples of
Zoroaster, differing as they do from
both Mohammedans‘and Hindoos. The
Parsee gentleman is tall and erect,
with fair complexion and dignified air.
His long white coat of silk or fine mus-

1 ‘nsqtféned cl% ' _eﬁnn

4 Western ranches.
7| largest  number of any Strte, having

", t

i

rend his accusers. A.nd the peculiar
thing about this is that she seems to
have some reasor on her side. She
tells her critics to remove first the
beam from their own then they
will be better qualified to j of the
size of the mote which is uring
their sisters’ vision. Her ﬂrst point of
attack is the starched shirt-front. This
we surrender at once. And so on until
we are reduced almost to the condition
which (Eve succeeded in making im-
gmper for Adam to appear in on the
when that wretched couple in-
dulged too unrestrainedly in a vegeta-
rian diet. Then it was that woman
first provoked the dress discussion, and
it has remained with hera fruitful topic
ever since. Up to that time there was
no. tion. as to what was and what
was not “rational” dress. But Eve
to the Worth of her day, and
re we are, after centuries of evolu-
tion, each sex wearing a fashion of fig-
leaf which the other knows td be ridic-
mlous, and yet are no nearer a solution
of the vexed problem than were our
unworthy progenitors that November
afternoon when they were evicted from
the Garden of Eden. Is their no com-
promise possible?  If we yield peints
on our side, will our daughters, wives
and sisters meet us half way? , Will
the abandonment of the high hat pur-
chase abstinence from the flower and
feather-trimmed monstrosities that fur-
nish the millinéss a luxtirious existenee?
Will the giving up of 'starched collars, -
cuffs and shirt-fronts gain the abolition:
of an equal number of starched skirts
and lace-trimmed petticoata? ~"Will our
| return to v%mda.ls mean death to French
heels ? 1 our’ absolute desertion of
barbers secure témperance in the use
of rice-powder and arsenical solutions?/
‘When these questions are.answered in
the affirmative we will give in dur alle-
giance to_the new order of things, but,
until thej are, we'shall cling, m fully
to the right- fo encase, our
stiffened l.uaan. and torture ourselv
any other ;way we may. see ﬁh—— he,
Modern Age.: ,

Where Sheep Are Kept.

According to the last census the
number;of sheep in the United States
in 1880 was 49,192,092, including the
number, -éstimated in on the great
Ohio reports the

nearly 5,000,000+ sheep;’ sueanng oyer’
25,000, 000 pounds of wool. ,Oalifornia,
comes next, with-over 4,000,000 sheep,
shearing Tnearly 17,000,000 pounds  of
wool, beside half as much more at the
fall clip that was not accounted for in
the June enumeration. Michigan
stands third, with 2,189,389 sheep, pro-
ducing nearly 12, 000 000 pounds of
wool. New York and Pennsylvania
each produce over 8,000,000 pounds of
wool ; Missouri and Wisconsin 7,000,000
pounds each, and Texas nearly as
many, beside the fall clip, which would
make_her product nearly equal to that
of Michigan; Illinois, Indiana and Ore-
gon shear about 6,000,000 pounds each.
Vermont, with 439 870 sheep, had
2,651, 113 pounds of wool but was ex-
ceeded by Maine, whose clip was
2,776,407 pounds from 565,918 sheep.
Of the other New England States, New
Hampshire, with her 211,825 sheep,
produced 1,060,589 ponnds of wool;
Connecticut "had 59,431 sheep, ohppmg
230,133 pounds of wool and Massachu-
setts had 67,979 sheep, sheanng 299,089
pounds of wool. Com paring the num-
ber of sheep in the New England States
with the number of inhabitants, we
find that Rhode Island has one sheep
to every seventeen inhabitants ; Connect-
icut one to ten, and Ma.ssaehnsetts one
to twenty’six, while Maine has six
sheep to seven inhabitants, and Ver-
mont three sheep to every two of her
population. Forty-five years ago Mas-
sachusetts had one sheep to about two
of her inhabitants, or 325,841 sheep to
787,700 people.

\

Great Self‘Denial.

“Where can I buy a pair of cuffs ?”
inquired a late riser of an Austin hotel
proprietor one Sunday morning.
“Den’t believe you é¢an anywhere,”
re_plled the hotel man, “clothing stores
‘are all closed up until 4 o’clock in the
‘evening.”

“Well where can I get a cocktail? I
as a puff ball.”

@an’'t. Saloons are closed np until

any other style The Parsee always
keeps his head covered, indoors or out, |

ht, agleep-or mke
18 @ sil

ese people are
among the most intelligent, influential,
and patriotic in the community. Most
of them are merchants and bankers,
and as such are honest, mdustnous, and
polite, taking the lead in all commer-
cifl enterprises. One-half of the
wealth and three-fourth of the business
of Bombay is in their hands. They
are often called the Jews of the East.

He Did Not Hear It.

Johnny Fizzletop had been over to
the house of a neighbor, Col. Percy
Yerger.

“Well, Johnny,” asked Maj. Fizzle-
top, “did you have a nice“time over at
Col. Yerger’s?”

“Oh, yes, I had a nice time, and, pa,
they are going to have cabbage for
dinner.”

“Haven’t I told you forty times that

u must never reg:at whst you have

eard at people's

“But, pa, I didn’t hear anything
about the cabbage, I smelled it with my
nose.”—Texas Siftings.

Around.|
en_cord, whlch ‘

"=the kY

tem4 o clock t
¥ suppose I can get a glass of sweet
t scme.corner grocery, can’t 1?”
Yot much; groceries are all closed
ufitil after 4 o’clock.”

P
“Are; eh? Then r§ guess I’ have to
go down $0 ‘some ‘drug sto d get @

df plain' soda: ™ cu
n’t do that, either. Drug stores
t!suoﬁe{tm sellsoda until after

elock.”
““The man; mov tlly
the witer ¢Q arid SBout half| A,
filled a tumbler, 'when & memsn‘{n,”‘
front of the h 1 oommenced shootin

at @ suspicious- The ho
guest dropped ‘the glass, gx bOut
fourteen feet, and, running be the
office desk, shouted :

“Don’t shoot again, cap! I won’t
touch a drop of your blamed old ice
water until after 4 o’clock! If you
think it’s too rich for my blood, I'll
practice self-denial and spit cotton till
sundown.”—Texas Siftings.

Two Kinds of Worms.
“Mammas, what’s a book-worm ?” “One
who loves to read and to study and col-
lect books, my dear.” The newmt night
company called. Miss Edith, who
wears rings innumerable, was present.
“Oh, mamma, look at Miss Edith’s
rmgs! I guess she is a ring-worm,
ain’t she ?"—Springfield (Ohio) News,

TeE high attitude of the lakes in
Wyoming Territory reduces the buoy-
ancy of the water, and makes swim-

glass

, mou

A 1hounk from Philadelphis to New
Onleans changes ten times. _

ming much more difficult than in lowez
localities.

“over to'’

_— poxc s e et - -
The Worm Tumms. 'HUNO
ttenumembmoll:r‘;m‘ux, w Ovns Tt SV W
PR P e HAT has Random done,that so many
enomoul: mltle!— for :: @'M“m i &
corsets, her hi eels, her bustles, HEN & Inan 18 sen or twenty
tight shoes, and: the thonsand and one. dqam;sﬂhndmmmbcd.
other thmpwhgchshom:g:umske ANY tramp who attempts to steal the
her more charming. All she has | close of the day, ought tobeehoton
endntfednytotl;e reomsndw:;.hthespot.
saintly patience, but Yo DissoLving views—Liooking through
worm brought fo bay will tarn and l4he bottom of a glass containing B

and sugar.
SoME men return home from *“The
Lodge" as & hunied oriminal does when

passing a jail.

THEY say that bald heads and gray
hairs are defects in nature’s works. ‘Bhe
defects are more noticeable when a bal-
let troupe is in town.

“1 say Pat how do you like Ameri-
ica?” “Purty well, but I am thinking
about going back to Ireland.” “tht’l
the matter with this oonntr'y
his friend. “Faith and there’s nothmg.
but, I am going back to be ex-pat-
riated.”

A womaxN applied for a divorce, and
in giving her evidence in the case
averred that she had “many
sleepless nights in tears.” The Judge
granted a decree, at the same time ex-
mssed his sympathy for the man who

a wife that would tear around so
much.
[From Texas Siftings.]

IN a library: “I say, who took the
‘ Life of Washington?* "
didn’t know he was murdered.”

Ir is common enough for love to laugh

tlooksmiths, but it. is a much more
serious matter for marriage to laugh aé
the' plumber.

TaE temperance societies in oonnder-
ing how to treat drunkards seem'to lose
sight of the fact that the more they are
treated the worse they are. .

“Are.trade dollars take at par," in-
quired little Rufns Botfs of mother
“No, but théy are tslxen lroxn P, when
‘he goes to bed with his boots on.”

. ONE of the ™ Tennesses Dreas exotr-

sionists, who visited Austin not long

Priade of stout hickory.
[(From Chicago Cheek.]

It has just been ascertained why “the
Argb folded his tent at. night, and g,
lently stole away,” he Was afraid the
Sheriff might want him ‘4§’ lﬂ'm&‘ed

{ by iw

any longer. ‘it by

Ga., so the stolf')'
‘youth of his fold about the sin of darf
ing, when the 1Btter protested that t.
'Bi blé’ pln.ml said “There js a time to
dance.” “Yes, dar'am a time to dance,”
said the dark divine, “and it’s’ when a
boy gits a whippin’ for going to a ball.”
AT a town in Illinois, the seats of the
church had been freshly painted, and
on Sabbath the paint was as green as a
country pedagogue. There was a large
congregation. Before opening services
the minister requested Bro. Jones to
“lead in prayer.” Bro. Jones colored
like an Oriental sunset, but did not
respond. Bros. Smith, Brown and
Simpkins were in turn invited to “ad-
dress the Throne of Grace,” but what
was the surprise of the good man when
all remained seated like graven images.
To cover his embarrassment the preach-
er called .upon the congregation to
“rise and sing.” Not one moved! He
then stepped down and asked the
janitor what it all meant. The janitor
explained that the fresh paint held
every worshipper fast to their seats.
Such was the fact and services were
closed amidst much merriment, and
after no little trouble and some damage
to wearing apparel the congregation
dispered.

The Owl and the Farmer.

An owl who was reconnoitering a
Farmer’s hen-coop, was caught by the
leg in asteel trap, and held fast until
the toil-hardened agriculturist came out
in the morning to finish him.

“Sir! What is the meaning of this
outrage ” demanded the Owl.

“You were after my Poultry,”
the reply.

“We wxll let the law settle that point.
I will see if a free-born American Owl
is to be treated in this lawless man-
ner!”

Being taken into Court, the Owl put
in the defense that no farmer had any
legal n%ht to keep Hens, and the Judge
closed e case by shying

While the ﬁmg nee of the Owl in
the vxoxmty of the henery goes to show
that he wondd refer Fowl to Hash, the
Farmer has f to prove whether.the
trs  was bought o a man with a squint

left eye ‘or & wart on his nose.
'l‘he Owl is entndtledh to lgloo damagen :‘o‘r
his injuries, and - the sm\prds)!g
for thirtly days for unlawfully obstruct-

" ‘Hurrah Grasd. e

oi’ ass, which ilslredhewonl“n‘ihfon(ni
enoug k;ll the w an
other gr h:?)t worthless nature. The
Arkansaw Travéler says: The seed was
sown quite extensively in the southern
part of the State, and the farmers were
much gratified to see that a very thick
sod was at once formed. Next year,
however, the grass began to take root
in additional fields until it was found to
be impossible to keep it down. The
grass was soon discovered to be worth-
Tess for hay, and was in fact, only good
for choking out all kinds of  weeds,
corn and cotton. This disastrous
growth gained the name of “hurrah
grass,” and is so known “even to this
day.” Itis said that large plantationa
have been abandoned on that ascount.

Ix his trial sermon before a Boston
church the preacher said: “The ohil-
dren of Israel were repeatedly on the
point of manumission, but at the
last moment the Lord afflicted P
with auricular ossification.” He re-
ceived a unanimous call

“Tll swear I+

Anfs fye:xlxtl:: yom életn ig 3 CAU
‘FARMERS" 6}
good things (t;o lﬁ)teotxon Againg pat-
1 ent<gate  an ghtni sWin
They should be aboﬂtngve feet long :21

AN old colored preaoh,er in  Atlants,
goes, was lecturmg 8

Sevprp.l years ago, before the wa¥, an '
essman mhodiud ‘b0
pgn nlmxr nents e mew kind

i ngthéllnﬁodﬂtdx’dbﬂ.”u(- ! AP 1t
Moral: XKeep O mtesdotﬂp;u.
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