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w left on the daisies and clover,
in heaven, -
times” over and over,

the nigh
g0 roand and low;
ht! ali, biight! but your light is

;b:vo you done something wrong in

heaven
Ged has hidden your face?

pe if have you'll socn ke forgiven,
Hhm again in your place.

velvet bee, you're a dusty fellow,
: wwm&d your legs with gold!
Mve méersh marybuds, rich and yellow,
e 10¢ "your money to hold.
eolumbine, open vour folded wrapper,
¢ two t?\?‘i(‘n turtle doves dwell!

here
t, toll me the purple clapper
m on your clear gieen bell!
And show ll:u your mest with the young ones
m -

_ Twill not steal them away;
~ Iam cld! you may trust me, linnet, linnet—
T am scven times one to-day.

CASTLES IN THE AIR.
: BY MAY FOEREST.
' Oh, visions that haunt me, waking,
1 liﬂw swiftly do ye d!
Like a ripple over a lakelet
- Or a shadow across a mead.
Yedance, and gleam, and glitter—
Though ficeting, wondrous fair—
1 would dwell in your cloud-built palaces,
. My castles in the air,

T would stand on your golden towers
: And gaze at the gleaming west,
“Or lay my head, at evening,
: ({’nt pillow of cloud, to rest;
An _throerh the purple shadows
- Bhould floa: a seraph band,
And my soul should drink the music
Of far-off spirit-land.

RUNNING THE FORTS,

: Alex W. Pearson, of Vineland, N.
' :g., writes a story of how Porter ran by

Wicksburg. Mr. Pearson was pay-
master on the steamer Red Rover, at-
#ached to the Mississippi squadron.
‘He tells how the gauntlet was run in
this manner:

The ironclads were anchored in the
Mississippi, just below the mouth of
the Yazoo, in the order of procession

ey were to take in passing the bleck-
‘sde. All seemed ready, and everybody
“was on the qui vive for the stert. Past
30 o'clock that night we heard the deep
tone of the boatswain’s mate, of the
4_?:‘ Lionisville (he had a voice like a lion)
;gling: “All hands! Up anchor!”
“There! They are off!” was the word,
ind we hurried on deck to-get a part-
g glimpse of our “forlorn hope.” We
eathlessly listened to the rattle of
© chain cables as they came in, and

ld distinguish the dark outlines of
iron-clads as they swung in the
eam. Then there was a signal from
e flagship, and again we heard the
tswain: “Let go. anchor!” The
les rattled out again, and all was
still. We drew a long breath. “They’re
not, ‘going to-night!” “Something has
ppened !” So-all hands turnedidn.
hus, upon successive nights, was
fleet practiced in the preliminaries
pparture, pntilall became so nsed
¢ performance that the movement
as mechanical a8 any other drill,

. spectators ceased to regard it with

pecial interest.

eanwhile the three transports which
“were to go below were getting ready.

‘was decided to economize life by re-
ving the crewsifrom theso steamers,

ing only two pilots at the wheel and
ngineers to handle the engines.
duty of guiding these large and
seless steamers through, the tem-
Pestiof five they weredestined to trav-
rse seemed extra hazardous. « 'The post
e pi‘ilot particularly, perched up

the sky-parlor, was uncomfortably
jolated and distingnished when 10(-
ander shot and -shell were flying
ibout regardless of consequences. The
Joneliness in itself was' kind of “poker-
Danger, like miséry, loves com-

‘0 avoid the disagreeable responsi-
of ordering chosen individuals to
y these perilous positions, Admi-
: orter called for volunteer pi-
its. Every pilot in the squad-
dbn  volunteered! "Even the two
old Nestors who . presided. at the
‘Wheel of the Red Rover got me to write
8 pplication requesting that they
ght be “permitted to have the pleas-
of taking one of the steam trans-
orts past Vicksburg. :
THE PILOTS OF THE MISSISSIPPL
‘Here was another difticulty. All were
eager for the postof honor that it
. delicate matter to make selection.
) forbear digressing here to
3 record my humble tribute of
‘and admiration for the pilots of
ippi river,. Taken as a class,
gallantry outvies comparson,
med o grave responsibility in
L emergeuncies, bred to decide and
tly, when upon such action
d the safety of hundreds
ng in their care, in the face of
peril deliberate yet prompt,
, courage which has stood all
, their seeming recklessness springs
from regardlessness, but from a
contempt of danger and in the
ywmance of what they understood
itimate duty. ‘ I verily believe
ot f the Mississippi squad-
wve volunteered to take the

ers over Niagara falls.
were so fortunate as to be
the pleasure” requested to
r surroundings according
ts that is, they didn’t
oundings.  Reasoning
sally, that a cannon shot oft-
ore harm by the splinters it
y itself, they had the
ch shelters the wheel

| knepr that th

; injury to ¢
e h:f&me i
the iron

| its removal with

g mm ADMIRAL.

When g al Porter was to
start on his excursion past Vicksburg
we learned g on the ‘:::pﬁc! ghip.
Porter always had a fatherly care for
and interest in the comfort and satis-

faction of those of his comrades who
had suffered by the fortune -of war.

| He knew that the poor wounded and

helpless heroes languishirg in the
wards of the Red Rover felt a keen
sympathy with him and with those he
would like with him in this desperate
undertaking, and he knew that all
eagerly wished to see what might be
seen of a spectacle which promised to
be one of tremendous import and ‘ex-
citement. One day he intimated to Dr.
Pickney that he might take the Rover
down to the bend above Vickburg to-
ward evening (just for an aring) and
anchor there for the night. We knew
what that meant. And all the wear

sufferers on board soon knew it, too. It
was better than. a dose of guinine.
There is no tonic like going into action,
or seeing your friend go in,

At sunset we weighed anchor and
stood down the river and took “or-
chestra seats” as spectators and aud-
itors of a drama which -would be lit by
the lurid blaze of artillery and accom-
panied by the music of its thunder. It
was a clear and splendid evening, but
as the shades of night closed in the
sky, though starlit, became hazy, and a
gloom settled over the river, which
rendered almost undistinguishable the
outlines of its shores. As the darkness
thickened I heard the remark often re-
peated among our invalid boarders:
“It is just the night for it.”

It was touching to see wounded
veterans who that morning would have
thought it impossible to leave their
cots, straining their crippled sinews to
clamber up to the hurricane deck,
where they might have the best view of
the scene to be enacted. There was
little gonversation on board that even-
ing. Anticipation was too busy for
words. We were oppressed with that
sense of expectancy of something aun-
defined and fearful which engrosses the
attention and renders language mute.
The time seemed interminable. We
thought the devoted squadron would
never appear. ‘We strained our sight
to pierce the thickening shadows, and
held onr breath to listen for ‘the pant-
ings of the steam. At last we tired of
watching and waiting. Midnight was
at hand and we began to fancy that
something had caused a postponement
of the movement.

A BPECTRAL PROCESSION.

Just then some one in the pilot house
exclaimed, in a stage whisper, but
which was heard by all, so intently
silent were we:

“There they come!” We gazed up
the channel and saw the dark fowm of
the Benton evolye itsélf ont of the in-
visible. Like Banquo’s line of speocters'
the others followed. There was no-
gleam of light, no wreath of vapor; no
pulse of the paddle wheels, and no res-
piration of the steam. Thelong column
swept by us in majestio but horrible
silence. There was a weird ghostliness
about this death-like apparition more
impressive and appalling than if it had
shone with the flashes and shivered with
the roar of the grim monsters we
knew were frowning from those dusky
portholes. I have witnessed wild and
thrilling s¢enes, bug all fade beside the
memory of the awe-inspiring passage
of that spectral procession.

The transports came last, and defined
against the glimmer of the sky we could
distinguish the outlines of our friends
the pilots, statue-like, at ¢ither side of
the naked wheels. Not a man aboard
ship but envied them the rapture of the
fierce experience before them. As the
shadowy squadroa appeared so it van-
ished. It glided out of the night and
departed into it again. It left us
breathless, awe-struck. We rubbed
our eyes and wondered if the vision had
been real. Then there was another
interval of excruciating suspense. We
waited anxiously, The last scene was
about to open.

THE THUNDEROUS ERUPTION. .

Atlength we saw asingle flash. Then
another* and another and another, then
a whole sheet of flame, followed by the
deep ocrashing thunder of the “dread
artillery.” ' The sky lit with the light
of a conflagration. The gnemy, provi-
dent for this event, had filled vacant
buildings with combustibles, and now
fired them to illuminate the river and
give their cannoneers a better chance
for aim, But the night was still, and
the dense smoke of the burning struct-
ures and of the busy batteries hunglike
a lurid sheet over the surface of the
stream, Everything was enveloped in
a vapory veil, through which could only
be deseried the quick eruptions cof the
volcano of guns as they hurled their
iron tempest at the passing squadron.

So bewildering was the storm that
the pilot of the Tuscumbia lo:t his bear-
ings, and finally turned his ship com-
pletely around, heading wup the
stream! 'While in this position, but
without yet suspecting it, her command-
er, who was on deck, told me that he
looked up an®saw close above him the
upper works of one of the steam trans-
ports as she swept by. The pilots,
starfding at the naked wheel, loomed
out like gigantic specters! He hailed
tuem to know how they were getting
on. “All right, by G=-d!” they shout-
ed back, and onithey.went,

The passing of Vicksburg took not
many nu'nuces, but they were capacious,
and” had a/ godd' ‘dea} ! prowded into
them. W losti ona of "the franspo:ts
(the Henry Clay) and had another so
disabled that 8heHad t6 'be towed out
of range. | Otherwise the damage was
less serioug than had been expected.
Most of the enemy’s shot were thrown
away. Aceuracy in shcoting on the
wing with 100-pounders when' all hands
are in a hurry is not easy. “Soon the

tnéss; the last echoes of artil-
thunders rolled away over the

| glare of the conflagrations faded again
into dar

| le
| W?irento
> | midnight

esc //0noe /More; upon
bosom of the river, and we
o panttiet’ of Vicksbutg!
run.—Philadelphia
ﬂm”- . ' '. i o
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OLp pufty can be removed wighout
e sash or glags by passing a

iron over it. 'The heat of
ns it readily, and permits
& knife or chisel with-

| out much trouble.

SOME LAW DECISIONS.

DEBT Ix MoRTGAGE.—If & mortgage
is given to secure an ascertained debf,
the amount of that debf should be
stated, and if it is intended to secure a
debt not ascertained, such data should
be given respecting it as will put any

one interested in the inquiry upon the w

track leading to its discovery. Ifitis
given fo secure an existing or a future
liability, the foundation of such liability
should Le set out.—Bullock vs. Batten-
hausen, Supreme court of Illinois.

Hoxe3Teap.—A husband and wife
vonveyed an undivided one-half of the
homestead premises to a third person,
who, at the same time and asa part of
the same transaction, conveyed the in-
terest to the hushand. ESRld that there
was a-period of time, however short,
during wuich the title to the undivided
one-half was vested in the third party,
and the homestead right was destroyed.
—Carroll vs, Ellis, Supreme court of
California.

MrecuaNIc’s LieN.—When the owner
»f abuilding has paid a sub-contractor,
iling a mechani¢’s lien, a sum of money

wn  account of his work without direct-
ng its application, the sum will be ap-
plied to those items for which the
property of the cwner might have been
rendered liable by a lien.—Nelson vs.
Partridge’s administrator, St. Louis
Court of Appeals.

MorrGAGE oF STOCK.—A mortgage
upon shares of stock in a corporation is
not within a statute suthorizing mort-
gag«s upon real and personal property
td be recorded, and the recording of
such an instrument is not constructive
notice to a susequent purchaser.—
Spalding vs. Paifé’s administrator,
Kentucky Court of Appeals. .

INsURANCE.—A policy provided that
it should become void in case of failure
to make prompt payment of preminm,
but upon a surrender within thirty days
thereafter a proportional paid-up policy
would be issued. The agent at the
time of issuing the policy representad
that it was non-forfeitable, and the in-
sured, in reliance on his representa-
tions, failed to apply for a paid-up
policy within the specified time. Held,
that the insured had no legal right to
rely on what was said by the agent at the
time he took the policy. 'If the loose
expressons used by thie agentat the time
imported more than was contained in
the policy, all negotiations between the
parties, and all that was said at the
tiwe, are conclusively deemed by the
law to have been merged in the written
contract. That expresses the exact
contraot made between the parties at
the fime and the whole of it.—The
Attorney General vs. Continental Life,
Insurance Company, New York Court
of Appeals.

Photographing Dogs a_nd Babies.

The artist was a heavy-eyed man; his
hair was unkempt, his scarf was dis-
arranged, and his coat-sleeves were
turned vp. He looked weary.

“I have just been attempting to fix a
baby’s attention,” he said, in an ex-
planatory tone, “by throwing hand-
springs behind the camera. When I
showed the negative to the mother she
made the inevitable observation that
the face lacked expression. Can youn
put expression on the surface of a lump
oﬁg]amp putty ?”

"Is it easier to photograph dogs than
babies ?”

“Oh, a thousand times. You can fix
a dog’s attention and hold it for a time
without difficulty. Then, dogs’ faces
are more or less expressive. Nome of
them has the look of stupidity that the
average baby wears except the pug.
Pug dogs, by the way, are the easiest
to take. All you have to do is to put
them in front of the camera and they
go to sleep at once. The most diffioult
dog I ever struggled with was an Italian
greyhound. It was a delicate and. ex-
tremely sensitive little creature, and
endowed with almost human intelli-
gence. It couldn’t keep its shadowy
legs still half a second to save its life.
We worked half a day, and succeeded
at length in making a picture that was
half satisfactory.”

“Do you photograph many dogs?”

“About 200 a year. The work is done
by a few specialists. The big photog-
raphers won’t bother with dogs. —New
York Sun.

A Good Word for the “‘Bullhead.”

The United States Fish Commission-
ers, while doing all that they can to
distribute German carp among farmers,
recommend, at the s me time, the
stocking of ponds, natural or artificial,
with native fish. Among others, they
speak very favorably of the “bullhead”
—horned pout or small cat-fish. It is
well adapted to shallow and somewhat
warm  water, is perfectly hardy, not
liable to disease, and propagates very
rapidly. Its food consists chiefly of
acquatic plants that grow without eulti-
vation on the borders of streams and
ponds. It also devours many insects
that are liable to be a source ef annoy-
ance. It costs very little to prepare a

' pond for raising these fish, or for stock-

ing it. 'The flesh of the “eat-fish is re-
garded as a great delicacy in places
where it is ditticult to obtain it, and is
now becoming popular in several East-
ern eities. It resembles the flesh of
eels, wirich is far more nutricious than
the flesh of mo-st kinds of fish. It re-
quires to be cooked for some time in an
abundance of hot fat. Many condemn
this fish who have never eaten it or,
held it in very low esteem, because if
is common,—Chicago Times.

A Lawyer’s Removal.

“Say, you all—come here, quick "

“What's up ?”

“Fun! Here’s a lawyer going to
move!” .

The boy was correct. A lawyer was
changing his olice. Some men who
had never seen a lawyer remove
gathered around with the boys to watch
proceedings.

| An old man with a lame back and a
‘women blind in one eye constituted the

foxce. They first brought down a table,
inkstained, scratched, cut and one 1
broken. A secend-hand man remarke:
that it might be worth 30 cents.

Next came a book case, one drasver
gone, all the glass broken, and one
door hanging by a single hinge. The

struggle she said:

| Then came articles described and val- |
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After the second-hand man had
sharpened a pencil and made some
figures on a piece of brown paper.a
boot-black inguired the sum total.

“I make the whole thing $15.45,” he
answered.

“Is that all?
lawyer 2”

“I believe he is.”

“Woof! that settles me! I've got$20
in the bank, and to-morrer I’ll shake
this kit and set up a law shop!"—pe-
troit Free Press.

The Unfinished Manuseript.

Literary men have, somehow, re
ceived a kind of social black eye; that
is, no one believes that they are quite as
good husbands or as good fathers as
they should be; and, from the observa-
tery of a casual view, this is correct.
Few people koow to what extremities
literary men are reduced. Few, very
few indeed, Lnow how they court the
so-called muse of inclination. The
man who handles the drawing-knife or
plane can, if he be in good physical
condition, do his work creditably; but
the. literary man, though he be in ro-
bust health, and though he may not
have an ache or a pain, is frequently
unable to do acceptable work, This is
a curious freak which no student of
metaphysies can explain, for the mind
of man,, although it is constantly be-
coming clearer and more capable of
comprehension, is still something
which a Newton cagpot define, nor a
Bacon perfectly exﬁore. A man’s.
mind seems to have but little to do
with. his affections, for, although his
beart may be warm, his words are
sometimes cold.

“I want you to go to bed,” said Mr.
Mecklamore, the well-known novelist,
to his little girl. “Every night when I
sit down to work - you persist in snort-
ing around. Go to bed; I've got work
to do.”

“She can’t understand you,” said
Mrs. Mecklamore; “I don’t think that
she is well.”

“She’s always ill when I want to
work. , She seems to study the time.
What do you want to snort that way
for? You are enough to drive a man
crazy!”

“Robert, I don’t think the little girl
can help it,” the wife replied. “She is
too young to know anything about the
importance of your work.”

“Well it’s time she was learning,“
the author exclaimed, turning, with an
angry air. “Other people ecan work
without interruption. I don’t see why I
should be imposed on. Ill go down
town, I can write there without inter-
ruption,” and he gathered up his pa-
pers and left the house.

Quietly, and without interruption, he
worked for several hours. Oceasion-
ally, when his mind was deep in the
molding of a character, he would see
a little anxious face, and hear an excla-
msation of gladness; but he waved aside
the vision and worked on. Late at
night a boy came with & note. The mes-
sage ran:

“l am very uneasy about Dora; I
think she has the diphtheria.”

“My work is done for to-night,” he
mused ; and, arranging his papers with
a discontented air, he went home. He
found the doctor there. Thelittle suf-
ferer smiled at him when he entered.
She tried to say something, but “papa’s
come,” was all he could understand.
ﬂ.n unfinished manuscript stared at
im, .

“Is it a very violent attack?” he

-~

And is he a first-class

asked of the physician.

“Yes, very.”

The mother sat on the edge of the
bed. The father approached. He could
not see the lines of the manuscript now.
The little girl choked, and they lifted
her up. The father put his arm under
her head. The unfinished manuscript
was dim.

“She has been ailing for several
days,” said the mother, “but we did not
think there was anyting serious the mat-
ter with her. She has been so gay and
so full of frolic that we didn’t think
anything could ail her.”

The sufferer looked at her father and
tried to speak, but faiking, she put her
hand into his and emill%il The unfin-
ished manuscript was Wim. With a

“Am I bad?”

“No, angel,” whispered the father.

“Do you want me to go to bed ?”

“No darling.” The unfinished man-
uscript was fading more and more.

“She is past all help,” the doctor
said.

The mother hid her face in the win-
dew curtain. The father took her in his
arms. She looked at him and was dead.

The unfinished manusecript had faded.
—Texas Siftings.

Marlowe.

Do we not too much neglect Marlowe
in our reading, of late years? going to
Lamb’s selections rather than to the
original works of the free souled Christo-
pher? Marlowe was the one poet of
Shakspeare’s time worthy to be named
with him; and the greatest loss En-
glish literature has had in so young a
poet until Keats and Shelby died in
our own century, Like them he was
under 30, having been born two months
before Shakspeare (Feburary, 1664),
graduated at Cambridge in 1583, and
began to write plays so m after he left
the university. He was killed in a
tavern brawl by Francis Archer- in
June, 1593, when in his 30th year, and
before Shakspeare had written many of
his plays. They were not schoolmates,
for Marlow was born and educated at
Canterbury before he went to college,
while Sha e, who never went to
college a$ all, picked up what Lat n he
bad in a little school at Stratford,
which he may have attended, though
we do not know that he did. But they
met in London theaters, no doub$, in
their hot youth. — Boston letter in
Springfield Repbulican. :

other malady snd be cured

but a man who stutters, though he may

at times be free from the b
never has confidence in his talking

flounders around, and can’t express his
thoughts to save himself. A stutterer
is usually the best-natured man in the
world. It seems as though nature

picked out the jolliest fellow as a watch-

case to put poor vocal works into, so
there won’t be any kicking. There is
& gentleman living in this State who
statters just when he don’t want to,
but who can talk right along all right
when there is nothing particular to be
said. If he gets excited or interested
and wants to orate, he gets stuck and
has time to walk around the block be-
fore he can get things to working again.
He was out in Iowa recently, and at a
hotel where he was stopping, the trav-
eling men were getting up a party one
Sunday to go to a town a few miles dis-
tant, where a camp-meeting was in
pxogress, and where there were to be
a number of converts baptized, and
they invited our friend, the stutterer,
to go along. ;

“Not m-m-much,” said he, as he
worked at untangling a fish line, while
a boy brought in a tomato can full of
angle-worms, “If I know m-m-my own
heart, I don’t go to no k-k-k-camp-
meeting where they b-b-b-baptize. I
at-t-t-tended a baptizing scrape once,
and my k-k-k-clothes have not got
d-d-d-dry yet.”

“What was the matter ?” said a drum-
mer for a Cbicago grocery-house.
“Didn’t fall in the water did you?”

“N-n-n-0,” said the stutterer, as he
stuffed a wad of paper down on top of
the angle-worms to keep them from
crawling out, “I didn’t f-f-f-fall in, but
I got in all the s-s-s-s-same. I was
sna-sna-snatched in. If you won’t tell
any one, I will t-t-t-tell you about it.”

The boys swore they would never
give it away; and the stutterer went on.

“Well, about twenty years ago I was
editing a p-p-p-paper in Wis-k-k-oonsin,
and there was a revival at the town all
winter, and in the spring they adver-
tised to b-b-b-baptize all of the k-k-k-
converts. Everybody went, and I w-w-
w-went down to the k-k-k-creek to see
them s-s-s-soak. They had a presiding
elder, a stranger to me, to d-d-d-do the
baptizing, and when they had dipped a
f-f-f-few, I noticed the elder looked s-s-
s-sort of tired when he pushed the last
woman ashore, and I th-th-thought he
wanted to come out of the w-w-water,
80 I reached out my h-h hand to help
him up the b-b-bank. Do you know,
he thought I was a k-k-k-candidate for
baptism, and ‘he took hold of my hand
and was p-p-pulling me in, when I said,
‘elder, don't p-p-p—’ and before I
could say any m-m-more he said, ‘Have
no f-f-fear, my young k-k-christian
friend,’ and he put his arm ‘around me
and was pulling me right in. I wasn’t
as st-st-strong as I am now, and he had

a g-g-grip like a prize fighter, and be- |

fore 1 knew what he was about he was
saying, ‘I b-b-baptize thee in the name
of the Father, Son, and Holy G-gz-
ghost,” and I was.-as:weak as a k-k-cat.
I tried to get away from him, and tried
to explain that I w-w-wasn’t the feller,
and that I had n-n-never been convert-
ed, but the naturally pious look on my
face betrayed me, and I stuttered so I
couldn’t get in a word in time, and he
put me under. As I wentdown I could
see the crowd on the b-b-bank laugh-
ing, because they all knew I was b-b-
bad, and that it was a mistake of the
strange preacher. I came up stran-
gling, and the first thing I said was,
‘Elder, you have made the d-d-darndest
mistake of your life,” and went out on
the bank and shook myself. You may
talk about m-m-ministers not joking,
but by gracious, I shall a-a-always think
that Presiding Elder knew I was no
k-k-christian. It was a picnie for the
crowd, and they laugh at me to this
day. No, gentlemen, I k-k-can’t go to
the camp-meeting, for I shouldn’t feel
s-s-safe there,” and the stuttering man
took his fish-pole and angle-worms and
went down toward the pond, while the
traveling men went to the camp-meet-
ing.—Pecl’s Sun. ;

Poultry Notes.

Quckoo clocks are striking machines.

“Poe’s Raven” must have been a
raven-ous creature.

Prairie chickens are easily raised—
with a bird dog.

The wild goose does some turning
while flying, but it is not a crank.

Chicken-hearted people are numer-
ous; but then some of them are tough
chicken hearted. ‘

It is unnecessary to mention that the
entire race of poultry stands as a unit
against decapitation; therefore we will
not mention it.

Even chickens believe in advertising,
for they cackle long and loudly over
each eggstra affair happening in their
business circles.

“This is the way I long have sought,”
sang the poultry-thief, as he clambered
hurriedly over the fence, and just in
time to save his trouserloons from
being ventilated by a wild-eyed bull-dog

Crows and parrots can be educated
to talk, but what’s theuse? Isn’t there
about 13,000 times as much' talking
done in the world now as is really nec-
essary, without educating the birds to
jabber, also?

If a rooster crowed every time some
man told a lie—as one did for the
Apostle Peter—there would be such a
constant din in the land that folks
would have to plug their ears up with
putty in order to think in a sane, sensi-
ble way. ;

The Canary islands are so named be-
cause that’s where canary birds grow
thickest on the trees, The cages, how-
ever, grow in America. If canary

birds were invented to be caged up, it

seems to us the cages ought to grow on
trees, too. .
“Birds that always fly in flocks never
fly singly.” This wise observation was
made by a great-grand uncle of Herod-
otus in years long since gone, and hag
been tireasured up, even unto this day.
Great, yea, very great, philosophers

value of this was set down ab $3.26,

" LI1GHT-HOUSES, from a theatrical point
of view, always indicate breakers &ggod.

~used to inhabit this old .mwl bullet.—
‘The Toothpick.
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: HAUMOR.
A TA1LOR’S goose—The dude. -
A yRaME of mind—The skull.
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Smith. “That'’s what I ht, said
Browa. “But I wasn’t certain. I know
my luck’s light, however.”

A DIFFERENCE: A friend of mine,
when told of the death of a well-known
stock dealer, replied : “Why, he’s worse
off than I am. dead broke; but he’s
a dead broker.”

“WHAT are you laughing at, my dear ?”
asked Mrs. Jones of her husband, who
was chuckling over his morning paper.
“Something I saw here,” he replied,
“but it’s hardly funny enough for two.”

OxE of the greatest unexplained
physiological mysteries is why & plow
handle blisters a boy’s hand in such a
short time, while a base-ball club never
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does, Another is why a boy will walk

seventeen miles in the hot sun hunting
a few doves, without becoming exhaust-
ed in the least, and yet that same bo:
will groan like a horse with the colic if
he is asked to fetch a glass of water
from an adjoining room.— Texas Sift-
ings.

A BeavrorT bachelor so greatly ad-
mired the way in which his housekeeper
prepared coffee that he proposed and
was aecepted, only to tind that the
coffee was made by the hired girl.—
Texas Siftings.

THERE is very little difference be-
tween an inmate of a penitentiary and
the average husband. 'Che latter is al-
ways found out, and the former would
like to be.—Carl Pretzel’s Weekly.

Dip you ever see a woman throw a
brick at a chicken? It is just lots of
fun—for the chicken. 7The woman
usually hits herself on the foot, and
gets so mad she can hardly talk straight,
while the chicken holds its head to one
side, clucks softly, and looks as though
it wondered what under the sun the fuss
all meant any how.—Toothpick.

Wire—“What are you doing, dear?”
Husband, in a reflective attitude—
“Thinking.” Wife—“Are you thinking
of your little wife, love?” Husband—
“No, I was thinking of something.”—
Merchant Traveler.

LirTLE AGGIE’S sister had invited
her best young man to tea. There was
a lull in the conversation, which was
broken by the inquisitive Aggie:
“Papa, is dose fedders ober Mr. Wob-
inson’s mouf?”

“HavE you made your peace with the
world ?” asked a minister of a dying
man. “There’s only one thing, sir, I'd
like to do and I could die happy,” was
the faint reply. “What is it, my friend®
Speak quick, for you have but a few
moments left on earth.” “Well, ¥d
like to kick the stuffin’ out of Zeke
Brown for beatin’ me in the last hoss
trade. I—I—” But the spirit went
out- into the blank unknown, leaving
the work of the flesh undone.—Mer-
chant Traveler.

“WHy don’t you feed that dog?” was
asked of an old negro.” “Wuy doan”
I feed him?” “Yes, why don’t you feed
him?” “Why doan’ I feed myse’f? Fse
as hungry as de dog is, an’, ‘sides dat,
he’s got de ’vantage ob me. He ken go
out an’ pick up a piece ob meat an’ go
’bout his business, an’ de white folks
doan’ say nuthin’, but ef I picks up

| suthin’ ter eat da wants ter slap.me in

jail, sah. A nigger ain’t got de chance
ob a dog, nohow.”—Arkansaw Trav-
eler.

JoNEs’ wife was not a very bright
woman, but she sometimes said things
which were worthy of a wit. One day,
after doing or saying something silly,
her husband snapped out: “Well, you
ave o little the worst I ever saw.”
“Why, what’s the matter now? Have
I done anything wrong?” “I should
say so. You don’t know the differenee
between a horse and a donkey, I don’t
believe.” “I didn’t say you were a
horse, did I?” she replied, meekly, and
Jones said no more.—Merchani Trav-
eler.

Evolution in Buckwheat Cakes.

“Buckwheat cakes!” said & man in a
down-town restaurant. “Wheat cakes!”
said another man by his gide. In a
short time the waiter brought three
broad, thin disks, that were white
within and crisp and brown without, to
each man. In looks the cakes were
exactly alike. A man with a sensifive
taste could have determined after one
or two trials that they did not taste
alike.

“I ordered buckwheat just becaunse
the name brings up pleasant memories,”
said one. “Here is a case in which
evolution has ruined the thing evoluted.
When I was a boy my father used to
carry buckwheat to mill and bring
back a grayish flour. My mother mized
it up at night, and the next morning I
sat down to breakfast before a heap—
but no matter. We won’t talk about
it.”

“Yes, but you said something about
the, evolution spoiling the thing
evoluted ?”

“The buckwheat flour. The bueck-
wheat of my youth was cleaned and
then ground between the stones like
any other grain. Not long ago a man
who wanted to make a beautiful flour
to look at, concluded that he could do
go if he could entirely remove the shuck
from the kernel of buckwhext. To do
this he made a machine that consists of
four serrated or corrugated rollers.
Two are placed at the end of a screen
over which the grain passes, and as the
grain passes between them it gets a nip
that breaks it up and separates about
all the meat from the husks. Then the
meats drop through a short screen, and
the husks pass on through the second
set of rollers. They are further broken
up and  the remaining meats are
separated. The meats are ground and
this white, tasteless stuff is the resunlt.”

“That was only the complaint of a
man who thinks there are no times like
the old times,” saftd a flour-dealer to
whom the above was refated. “If he
wants ground husks instead of clean
flour he can get it, and for less money.
Few mills now grind the shucks and all
together, but the flour is to be had. M
the new-process flour were not Letter
than the old, it would not now be
taking the lea;i.”—New York Sum.
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THERE is less and less epicurian en-
thusiasm over venigon every year.
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