
VAN DORN’S LESSON.

BY M. C. FARLEY.

“There’s no use talking,” said Yan

Dorn, carelessly, “no use whatever. If

a woman hundred dollarg a day
given her for household and other

necessary expenses, it wouldn’t be half

enough, and in a week’s time she would
be begging to have the allowance in-

¦crß&sod n

“Try it a little while, -Dick,” re-

torted Mrs. Van Dorn “Iwon’t ask for

a hundred dollars a day; but give me a

reasonable amount and see if you are

asked to increase it.”
“No use trying,” returned Yan Dorn,

.stuffing his hands deep into his breeches

pockets, and staring approvingly at the

reflection of his handsome self in the

mirror opposite, “I tell you what,
Maria, no woman on top of the ground
is qualified to carry a purse of her own.

The mania for spending money seems

to be inherent in the female organiza-
tion, for no sooner does a woman get
hold of a dollar than it burns in her

hands until it is spent. Giving my
Bard-earned ducats into your dear little

paws would be exactly like pouring
water into a sieve with the expectation
of its staging there. No, no, my angel;
ask me for anything but money and it

shall be yours right from the word
*

go.’ But my money, like my life, is

not to be parted with, unless in case of

the most dire emergency.”
Mrs. Van Dorn put her hand to her

heart to conceal the tears that would

¦come in spite of her efforts to keep
them back. A line or two of the mar-

riage service, “with all my worldly
goods I thee endow,

”

persisted in ring-
ing in her ears as her husband thus

settled the vexed question of money
matters to his satisfaction.

“Besides,” went on Van Dorn, warm-

ing to the subject in hand, “Ican’t see

what in the world a married woman

wants with money. You are at no ex-

pense whatever. I provide everything
for you that you would buy yourself if

you had the handling of the pocket-
book. You have your board and a good
home without having to give a thought
toward contributing to the necessary
¦outlay to procure either, and yet there
is hardly a week passes by but you
want money. I’m afraid, Maria, that

for a poor man’s wile, you desire to

buy too many fol-de-rols and expensive
knick-knacks. Come, own up, now, if

it isn’t so,”

Itwasn’t so, but Mrs. Van Dorn said

nothing. She wished fervently enough
that she could have a dollar for every
time during their five years of wedded
life Dick had dwelt upon that same

subject and used the language he now

did she would he a rich woman. It

was always the same old cry of home,
and clothes, and board, coupled with
the implied limit of woman’s useless-

ness in the general economy of life.

Dick did not mean to be unkind, but

she was tired of it, the pinching, the

saving, the trying to make one dollar

do the duty of ten. She gave all her
time and strength to the keeping of

Dick's home, to the care of himself and

his children, and she felt that no wage
receiver worked harder for her money
than Dick Van Dorn’s wife did for her
board and clothes; and when it came

to the subject of clothes, Dick had

really very little to boast of in the way
of purchase. The gossips could have
told Dick easily enough just how many
times Mrs. Van Dorn’s wedding silk

had been made over, and that she had
taken two old cashmeres to the dyer’s
in order to make one “new” gown from

the “best parts” of both of them; that
her new hats and equally new bonnets
•came from the sacred precincts of her
bed chamber, and that her boots were

never renewed save when the old ones

were far gone in general decay. But
there were the three little boys, the
two twins, and the three months’ old

baby. Two pairs of restless lit-

tle feet to be shod, two

mery, mischievous bodies to be
•olad in warm jackets, two hungry
mouths to be fed—and everything cost

money; and such a lot of
money, now

that she had to ask Dick for every
penny. • Mr. Van Dorn lit a 15-cent ci-

gar, preparatory to going out. He al-

ways smoked good cigars, and could
not exist, he said, with less than three

Eer
day at the least calculation; still,

e had insisted upon his wife’s giving
up her favorite magazine, because to

pay $i a year for a magazine was a

sheer extravagance and he could not

afford it, and would not.

“I hope, Maria, that some day you
will view this subject from my point of

view,” said he, carefully adjusting his
hat before the miiTafnand admiring its

natty appearance; Jfeut I?Jl tell you
it is, women, if any,

realize the fullvalue of money.”
“Iwill nevor ask you again for mon-

ov, —never!” said she as he

Mai Van Dorn looked at her care-

less,. good-natured
.

husband .with an

expression that haunted him even

among Che ledgers in his counting-
room.

"Can't think what the little woman

means. I’m sure. Not ask me for

money—gad! hope she won’t

for a week or so, any way. Though I

might have given her a trifle, perhaps
—only a man does not like to encour-

age his wife in a habit of that sort.

But never mind—she’ll come round

again without dcubt—women always
dc.”

A few days later, as Mr. Van Dorn
went home to a late dinner, he was

surprised to see a servant bring in the

meal, and ring the bell for them to

tale their places at the table.
“What is the matter? Is Mrs. Van

Dorn ill?”he asked, for a servant was

one of the “articles of luxury" his wife

had insisted upon getting along with-
out. And, in fact, he had encouraged
her to do so on the ground that “his

mother never employed one.
”

“Iam quite well,” answered his wife
herself at that moment, taking a seat*
“but I am very busy now, and found it

necessary to have help about the house-
work. ”

Dick looked at her in surprise. She
was quite pale, but there was a sparkle
in her eyes that had not been there

since their first year of married life.

Still, he didn’t quite like the idea of

her hiring a servant without as much as

asking his consent.

“I thought I told you, dear,” said he,
presently, “that we would be obliged
to economize for a while. JLTiis Wall
street trouble has upset business all

over the country, and is making us a

lot of worry, and I don’t believe we

can afford the additional expense of a

servant. ”

“Perhaps, Dick, were you to cut

down a few, a very few, of your own

personal expenditures—such as wine

suppers, for instance—you would find

.a considerable sum to your credit at the

end of the month,” said MrsbVan Dorn,
gently. - r

Dick blushed guiltily. "He wondered
who had told his wife about that wine

supper. To be sure, it was a foolish

bet made ou the fall elections, and he

had lost it; but what could one expect ?

A man must be a man, or lose standing
with his fellows —one or the other. And

really it was, after all, none of Maria’s
business. He earned the money, she
did not, and he had a right to use it as

he pleased. Allshe had to do was to
sit there in the comfortable home he
provided for her, and be supported.
He was certain now that he didn’t like
it about the servant, and he rose from
the table feeling that he had a grievance.
What on earth did Maria need with a

hired girl? She had told him often

enough that Benny and Billy were just
as good as they could be, and that the

baby wasn’t the least bit of trouble in

the world. All she had to do was to

see to them, and do the little house-
work necessary for them all. Mr. Van
Dorn would have been mightily offend-
ed if anybody had intimated to him
that his wife was a drudge. Another
week went by. Somehow there seemed
to have come a great change*in Maria.
He was puzzled to account for it, when-
ever he had time to think about it. The
servant was still in the house, and a

nurse-girl had been engaged to care for

the baby. Maria was certainly develop-
ing a peculiar method of retrenchment.
At this rate he would be obliged to

give up his elegant new fall overcoat,
for his salary was not large enough to

cover so many expenses. Maria didn’t

look well. She was too pale; but then
she never had regained her bright
color since the twins came. Still, with

two girls in the house now, she ought to

soon bo as bright as ever. As the weeks

dragged on Dick began to experience a

feeling of loneliness. If he asked his
wife to walk with him, she excused her-

self on the plea of not having the time

to go. If he came home a trifle earlier
in the evening, she was invariably por-
ing over a lot of newspapers. She no

longer welcomed him at the door. She
never now came into the dining-room
at meal-time until the bell fang. It

was, at the least, a very unpleasant
change; and it s’truck him suddenly one

day that it had been a long time since
Maria had asked him for a “little

money.
” It was all of six week* since

he had given her a cent. When the first
consciousness of this defection came to

him, he was busy over his ledger.
“Itcan’t be that she is running up

bills!” he gasped; “she certainly
wouldn’t carry it that far!”

Filled with" an undefinable terror—-

for, with all his careless selfishness,
Van Dorn was strictly honest, and hated
debt as he did the devil—he put on his
hat and started for home. He had only
turned the corner, when he saw his wife

coming down the broad steps of the
Bennet Building. Wondering what
could have taken her to a newspaper

officer, he stopped and waited for her
to overtake him. He looked curiously
at her as she came nearer. There was

a certain smartness in her apparel he
had not seen in a long time. It struck
him that her gown was of a fabric new

to him, and there was a freshness about
the delicately gloved hands and the
pale-blue bonnet ties that he had not

noticed before, A sudden fury took
hold of him.

“Maria, he, as she halted for a

moment before him. “Maria, where
have you been, and what have you been

doing? Why is it that you have asked

for no money during all those weeks ?
Have you been running up bills at the

slibps?”
“Ihave not,” said she quietly. “And

I deny your right to catechise me in
this fashion on the public thorough-
fare.”

“Youresist my authority."
“Let us walk on; people willobserve

us if we remain standing in this con-

spicuous-place,” returned his wife ina

low tone.

In silence they reached their home.
“Now, Maria,” cried Van Dorn, an-

grily, as they entered the little parlor,
“Idemand an explanation of your con-

duct. It has been fully six weeks since

you liavejiad a cent of housekeeping-
money from me, and yet yor have a new

gjjwn on, and have seen fit to employ
tvfo new servants. I confess that I

don’t understand it.”
“The explanation is easy enough,”

returned Mrs. Van Dorn, pulling off

her gloves. “I have gone back on the
staff of the Daily Advertiser.”

If she had struck him in the face

Van Dorn could not have felt the blow
more keenly.

“Without my knowledge or consent!”
he ejaculated, trembling with rage.

“The time was, Dick,” said Mrs.
Van Dorn, gently, “when your wishes

were laws to me. If that time is now

gone it is your fault—not mine. Fit©

of the best years of my life Ihave will-

ingly given to your exclusive service—-
all for the sake of being ‘supported,’ as

you say. Six weeks ago I discovered
that Iwould be happier by being self-

supporting. The position of proof-
reader on the Daily Advertiser has

been a standing offe- to me since the

day I left the office to become your wife.

They pay me now the same salary they
paid me five years &rto—that is, "fau a

week. If yon remember, I used to be

reckoned an expect and commanded
the highest wages. I am much hap-
pier, dear, since Iwent to work for a

salary than I ever was during these

five terrible years I that I gave all my
time just for my board and clothes.
After all, I doubt ii Athere is in

life a sweeter feeling to a wo-

man than that which comes with the

knowledge that she cau earn a litt.e

money of her own.”

Van Dorn had always been desper-
ately jealous of that newspaper office.

He knew that the proprietors were un-

friendly to him, and always had been.

He knew, too, that the elder of the firm

had attempted to dissuade Maria from

marrying him in the first place, and he

had only waited until his wedding ring
had been legally placed on his bride’s

finger ere he sent in her resignation
himself, and gloated over the act.

“Wifehood and motherhood cuts no

figure, then in a woman's happiness in
comparison withmoney,” he cried, vio-

lently. He had rather have given her

every cent of his salary than that she
should have gone back to the office.

“This cry of wifehood and mother-

hood is a subject overdone by men,”
said Mrs. Van Dorn, calmly. “Speak-
ing from a personal point, I can say
that I fail to find an ail-satisfying feel-

ing in the fact that I am a wife and a

mother, particularly when I remember

that* I am a moneyless wife and a

moneyless mother. It is well enough
for a woritan to marry, but, speak-
ing from experience again, I

think it unjust to herself to assumo

such duties before she has becomo
financially able to support herself in

the position. It would be ridiculous to

suppose that, because a man is a hus-
band and a father, every other feeling
or desire is swallowed up in that knowl-

edge; and it is equally rfte absurd to

suppose, because a woman is a wife
and a mother, that she ought not to

have an idea beyond either. The re-

sult of my observation leads me to the

conclusion that the very best wives and
mothers have been those who were

taken into full partnership with the
husband, and had a hand in the spend-
ing .of the money as well as the oarniug
and the saving of it.”

“Inever knew you had such a mer-

cenary spirit, Maria,” said Van Dorn,
slowly.

“Itisn’t a mercenary spirit, dear,”
smiled Maria, brightly. “It is only the

spirit of independence. Ibecame tired
of working hard day after day, and re-

alizing nothing for my labor. On the

contrary, you made me feel that I was

a perpetual expense to you, and that,
though I labored har.d, my toil was of
no earthly consequence to you, and

that, do what Iwould for your comfort,
and to make your home cheerful, Iwas

nothing after all but a toy that had to

be supported. I am heartily sick of

working for my ‘board and clothes’ in

my husband’s house. To be sure, I
shall only get my board and clothes,
now that I receive a salary, but there is

this difference: when the Advertiser

pays me my thirty dollars a week, the

money is an acknowledgment of the
worth of my services to the firm—not
a gift.”

“Your arguments are like the argu-
ments of women the world over—one-sid-

ed and narrow. Have you noregard for

my feelings, that you become a servant

in some other man’s office ?” cried he

stormily. “Is it true you have no self-

respect in this matter ? A man doesn’t
care to have his wife work for hire.”

“Men must change their prac-
tices or pocket their pride. And
it was to save my self-respect
that I accepted the situation. I

toll you, Dick, a man could not be

self-respecting if he was forced to beg
and plead for that which was right-
fully his own. And a woman is as hu-
man as a man—and as sensitive. Be-
sides I will not defraud you. Iwill

bring my wages into the family, and

offer the weekly stipend a cheerfully
given sacrifice upon the household
altar.”

Dick glared at his wife, speechless
with wrath.

“Madame, do you suppose I will per-
mit you to spend a penny of your

money in the house?" he burst out.

“Have you lost all your regard for me —:
for your children—your home?”

“I have not,” retorted she, airily,
“else Iwould have left you all. For

your sake, for my children’s sake, for

my home’s sake, lam here. I only re-

fuse to waste my life in baking, and

boiling, and stewing, in practicing
ignoble economies for one who can not

appreciate the Sacrifice Imake in so do-

ing. My time is worth as much in a

pecuniary way as yours. I command

and receive as high a salary as you do,
and when I gave up a paying situation

to be your wife, your housekeeper, and
the mother of your children, Iexpected
we would be equal partners in money
matters. It seems that

you thought
differently, and, therefore, until you
change your opinion, Ishall keep my
situation.” And so the matter rested.

Six months had passed. Strangely
enough, under the new regime Mrs.
Van Dorn bad recovered her old-time
good looks and her old-time high
spirits. Dick began once more to en-

tertain for his wife -that feeling of ad-
miration she had inspired him with in
the days of their courtship. He ad-
mitted to himself that the change had

benefited her,* thongh he was far
enough from owning the fact to her.
Her health was better, but Dick could
not but know that all that Maria gained
by the change was just that much lost
to him and his home. Maria had been
an exquisitely nice housekeeper, and it
grated on his feelings to come home to

a tumbled parlor, where everything
was at “sixes and sevens,” and dust lay
an inch deep on top of everything.
Hired help, Diek confessed, did not

take that interest in making a man’s

home oovy and comfortable that a
,jwife did. He wialunl JVlaria wooldnt
seem so abominably with hex

] *3O a week. He hated to hear the rat-
tle of that money in her purse. It
grated on his feelings to know she was

earning in another man’s office the

money she ought to have received from

¦ him. And besides, as she improved in
health and appearance, the old-time

spasms of jealousy shook his breast
w.th renewed vigor. Dick had been a

• very jealous lover, and he was now a

| jealous husband.
It was certainly very annoying for him

j to come up town in a shower and see

his wife sailing down street just in ad-

! vance of him with som*e other gentle
j man holding an umbrella over her, and,
worse than all, to see her look so cheer-

ful and even happy und&r the circum-
stances. A wife’s place was at her hus-

band’s hearth. He wished Maria would

consent to give up that ridiculous situa-

tion. It made him feel so unspeakably
foolish to have his friends say, “Why,
Mrs. Yan Dorn has gone back on the

Eaper,
hasn’t she?” or, “You must

avo strange taste, Van Dorn, to
allow your wifo to kill .herself

in the Advertiser office. Women ought
not be confined so closely indoors as

that;” or, “Itcan’t be, Van Dorn, that

you'let your wife work for money,” un-

til he w.shed thev were all in the Red
Sea.

He went home one evening with an

idea.

“Maria,” said he, quietly, “I have

been promoted in the business—have
been taken in as partner, in fact. What
do you think of it?"

“Heartily glad to hear it, I’m sure,”
said she, calmly.

“And I have determined to give up
this house, and take one of those cot-

tages on the avenue.”

“But we are doing well enough here,
and rent is much cheaper. It is more

convenient for me, because it is nearer

the office. ”

“P-r-e-c-i-s-e-l-y,” ejaculated Van
Dorn, “and for that reason more than

any other I am going to move.”

“Now. Dick.”

“And I propose now to take you in

full partnership into the business—-not
only in financial matters but into

housekeeping as well.”
Maria did not seem overjoyed at this

prospect.
“If you mean, Dick, that I am to go

back again and work for my board and

clothes, then Imust decline,” said Mrs.
Van Dorn, firmly.

“Maria, if you will never repeat that
horrid phrase ‘board and clothes,’ I’ll
make you the most elegant present you
ever received,” said Dick, hastily.

“I worst I don’t care

now for elegant presents. lam able to

buy for myself all that I require.
”

“But, Maria, .we must move, for

father has purchased that cottage
and given it to me—to us I
mean,” hastily correcting himself, “and
I will set aside every week whatever
sum you Bay is

necessary for house-

keeping. Since you seem to feel so

about it, matters shall be so arrangod
that a specified amount shall be paid to

you every week, to do with as you
please. I only stipulate that you go no

more to that abominable office.”
Maria said she would think about it.

But as, a week later, the Van Dorns
did go, bag, baggage, and babies, into
the new house, it was agreed by her

friends that Maria had closed with her
husband’s terms, and that Van Dorn
had profited by his lesson.

Punch Bowls.

A huge punch-bowl is to be fouml in
almost every house in Washington, and
punch-making has become a tine art
One of the most famous punch-makers
was the late Charles Astor Briefed.
His punches wero neither too strong
nor too weak. In other words, one

glass would not make you drunk,
neither were you obliged to drink
several gallons in order to reach a point
of exhilaration. This point of ex-

hilaration is the place to stop drinking.
Daniel Webster punch is a complicated
drink that calls for whisky, rum, cham-

pagne, arrack, maraschino, green tea,
lemons, sugar, and a very little water.

A party of distinguished Scotch gen-

tlemen, who were in the city not long
ago, during their stay were invited to

visit the private residence of a promi-
nent gentleman. During the evening
a light collation was served in the

dining-room, and a. huge punch-bowl
was set out. The head of the party, a

Scotchman, - who at home occupies the

position of provost in his native town,
stepped up and tasted the punch, and,
turning to an acquaintance, said: “That
seems very light ; I think it would take
a man a long time to get drunk on that. ”

This pool liquor glided veryeasily down
the provost’s throat, and a second glass
followed. Pausing before beginning a

third glass, he engaged in conveisation

for a moment, then he shook his head
and said: “Idon’t see what is the

matter with me.” His eyes became
half shut, and as he stepped forward
he nearly lost his balance. Turning in

the most surprised fashion, he looked
at the punch-bowl, and said: “Do you
know, I think that drink is very in-
seedious. What is it made of?” His

friend replied: “Whisky, rum, claret,
champagne, sugar, and lemon, and a

little water.” The Scotchman under-
stood at once what was the matter.—

Ben: Perley Poore.

A simple apparatus for “measuring
sunshine,” shown in the grounds of the
London Health Exhibition, and ex-

plained to numbers of the visitors, is
as easy to understand as a thermome-
ter. It consists simply of a strip of

prepared card fixed under and in the
focus of a globe of glass about three
inches in diameter. The globe is

placed in the open air, and the moment

the sunlight falls upon it its rays are

concentrated by thp globe, which, act-

ing like a burning glass, incinerates or

chars the paper so as to trace a black

line, the length of which shows accu-

rately how many hours or parts of an

hour there have been bright sunshine.

M. de. Lesseps thinks that if a wom-

an were once admitted to the French

Academy, in ten years it would con-

tain no men, because |he immense su-

periority of women would be so plainly
evident that masculine., candidates
would no longer be possihle.'

HUMOR.

A cold wave —waving the flag in the

polar regions.
A vote in the ballot-box is worth two

"on the fenoe.”

If you wish to keep your name un-

tarnished, scour yonr door plate night
and morning.— Carl Pretzel.

Mbs. St helling, r.69 Morosini, is

gotog to Bing on the stage. If she
don’t sing any better than she marries

we earnestly hope she won’t come West.

—Burlington Hawkeije.
Many persona have been thrown into

spasms on being suddenly surprised.
Stillwe are willing to take the chances

on being surprised by some one coming
in suddenly UWI paying his subscription.
—Paris Beacon.

A swarm of l>eos administered a

stinging rebake to a train-load of pas-

sengers in the neighborhood of Chicago
the other day. The train went through
the swarm and the swarm went through
the train.—Boston Post.

Doctors are agreed that there is not

only a suicidal wave sweeping over the

country at certain seasons, but that it

is always followed by a mania for writ-

ing poetry. Couldn’t it be arrangod to

have the mania come first?

TIS now the hunter takes hLs gun—
Tho fields he rambles over,

KVom i arly dawn to Bet of sun.
In search of snipe and plovor.

A gloomy, disappointed wight,
A bauaag d hand caressing.

Returns ho sadly home at night,
With several fingers missing.

—Sortiervilte Journal.

“You are not looking well.” “I’m

not feeling well, either.” “What’s the
matter?” “I had a fearful nightmare
last night. You know that my wife
owned a pug dog, and tho cussed brute
died.” “Yes." “Well, I dreamed it
had come to life again.”— Texas Sift-
ings.

“There’s something the matter with
this lemonade; I guess your lemons
must have been too ripe.” “Oh, no,”
replied the waiter; “the lemons are all

right. It may be the ice; a little stale,
perhaps.” “Ice stale?” “Yes, sir; been

kept since lost winter, you know.”
Customer drinks in silence.

The Sheriffs in Arkansas have a very
sad time of it. During the last six

months no less than nine logally con-

victed murderers were taken from the
hands of the Sheriffs and hung by pub-
lic-spirited mobH. As the Sheriffs get
S3O for each and every execution, they
are naturally indignant at tho competi-
tion of the mobs. —Texas Siftin gs.

THE BITER BITTEN.

Big brown eyes and auburn hair.
Or such was tho farmer's daughter,

How to flirt and urs her eyes
No one had ever taught her.

A soft mustache, and a handsome face.
Of such was the banker's son,

He thought he'd teach this ohlld to flirt
For tho sake of a little fun.

Alas! he found to ids dismay
Just when 'twa* time to part,

While he was teaching her to flirt,
Bho'd robbed him of his heart.

—Life.

“Mamma,” said a little girl, “do all

wicked people go to tho bad plaoe?”
“Yob, dear.” “Andall tho good people
go to lioaven?” “Ye,s.” “Ain’t some

people wickeder than other people?”
“Yes, I suppose they are.” “Well, I
think that the people who aro not so

very, very wicked ought to go to the
bod place only in the winter-time.”—
New London Day.

“WnAT is the chief difference between

the newspapers of to-day and thoso of
the olden time?” recently asked a rising
young journalist of a superannuated
newspaper-man. "The apparent Jack
of fires to be reported,” was the veter-

an’s response, “Conflagrations there
are in plenty, with holocausts, and to

spare; but the plain, old-fashioned fire
seems to have had its day."— Buffalo
Express.

“My labors, so far, have only been

partially successful,” said a returned

missionary. “Many of the poor heath-

en seemed disposed to accept the
doctrines of Christianity, but are loath

to give up the practice of caunibalism. ”

“Rather difficult to reconcile the two,”
was a comment made. “Yes, they are

somewhat antagonistic, but ultimately
I hope to eradicate cannibalism en-

tirely. Although I have been able to

convert a large number to the extent of

saying grace before meat.”—New York
Sun.

The Thirty-first Congress.
When members of the Thirty-first

Congress commenced thoir second ses-

sion, the conservatives found them-
selves much stronger than when they
had left Washington for the recess.

The business interests 6t the North
had decreed that anti-slavery doctrines
should be banished from the pulpit,
ignored on the political stump, excluded

from newspapers, and not tolerated in

lecture halls. But the “incendiary
ideas” could not be extinguished, and
the repnblio was slowly drifting to-

ward the impending crisis, though the

Missouri compromise had not been
blotted out, and “bleeding Kansas”
was unknown. Even Mr. Seward be-
came somewhat conservative, and he
showed no devotion to anti-slavery
measures. “I am with you entirely,”
he declared to Bov. Mr. May, a pro-
nounced abolitionist, “but prudenoe
peaces me under restraint.”—Ben: Per-
ley Poore.

A Tough Boy.
“Your wickedness will bring down

your father’s gray hair in sorrow to the

grave,” said au Austin school teacher
to the worst boy in the school.

“Oh, no; Iguess not'”

“Are you going to reform, then, and
lead a new life?”

“Not much; but I am not going to
bring the old man’s gray hair in sorrow

to the grave, for the old duffer wears a

wig and belongs to a cremation sooiety.”
—Texas Siftings.

People down in Maine are exceed-

ingly ingenious. It is said that they
cut out the eye-holes of young cocoa-

nuts, scald out the interior, and fillit
with the liquid which is unmentionable
in that corner of the country. “The
milk in the cocoanut” is a meaning ex-

pression in that State.

There ip one people who may be

called “a nation of rascals” without
slander. In Morooco every man is .re-

garded as a thief. The respectable ele-
ments of society are those who do not

seek opportunities for pilfering, but

merely improve casual chances,
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REPUBLICANS noLDIXii OWE.

Delaware and Randolph -Mark C. Smith.
Howard and Miami—L-.wis A. A<tk;n-on.
Johnson and Morgan—Gabriel Overstreet.
La e and Porter—Judos W. louche.
Parke and Vermillion—John H. Uudler.
Starke and St. Joseph—Marvin Campbell.
Wayne— William D. Foul Ice.

REPUBLICAN* ELECTED.

peKalb and Stenben—Nicholas Ensley.
Delaware, Hen. y.and Randolph—J. W. Macey.
Fayette, Kush, and Union—James N. Hnston.
Fountain and Warren—And ew Marshall.
Marion—Ferd Winter.

v Carroll, Pulaski, and Whit ;-John T. HolsL-
lager.

Elkhart— W. J. Davis.
Hamilton and Tipton—Char e* C. Duncan.
Hendricks and Putnam-1. M. Ciropbell.
Kosciusko and \\ abash—George W. Moon.
Lagrange and Noble—James L. Drake—la.

DEMOCRATS HOLDING OV EB.
Allen -Lycurgus Null.
Adams, Blackrord, and Jay—John M. Smith.
Bartholomew, llrown, ami Monroe —V\ 111 lam

C. Duncan.

_
Benton, Jasper, and Newton- Frederick

Hoover.
Cass—Rufus Mage^.
Clarke and Scott-David McClure-
Crawford, llarrlson, and Orange—John Benz.
Davies and Ureene—Jacob P. Mclntosh.
Dearborn, Ohio, and Switzerland—Columbus

Johnston.

Lawrenc?, and Martin—James H.
W illard.

F ranklin and Ripley—Chester R. Faulkner.
Gibson and Posey—Jajnes R/ McCullough.
Huntingt n and WoHrt—William J. ililligasa.
Jefferson—James Hill. 7
Knox and Sullivan —Joshua Ernest.
Perry and Spencer— Herbert J. May.
Pike and Warrick—Edward P. Richardson,
cjptocauoo— brands Johnson.

DEMOCRATS ELECTED.
Allen and Wbitlev—Eli W. Brown,
Boone and Clinton-Dewitt C. Bryant
Clay and Owen—lnman H. Fowler.
Decatur and Shelby—F. M. Howard.
Floyd and Washlngton-John 8. Day.
Fulton and Marshall—Valentine Zimmerman.
Grant and Madison—Jaraoa a Shively.
Hancock, Marlon and Shelby—Leon O. Bailey.
Jackson and Jennings—A. G. Smith.
LaPorte— Morgan H. Weir.
Marlon—W. C. Thompson.
Montgomery—Silas Peterson.
Vanderburg—William Rohm, Jr.
Vigo—Philip Schloas—JU.

House.

REPUBLICANS ELECTED.

Benton and Warren -James H. Moßroome.
Benton and White—A. K. Hills.
Boone—Francis M. Hurt.
Decatur—Erastus L. Fioyd.
DoKalb, Elkhart, and Noble—John E. Thomp-

son.

Delaware —John LlnnvlUe.
Elkhart -Cyrus F. Mosler.
Fayette and Union -It. M. Haworth.
Gibson—Arthur P. TwineUam.
Grant -Hiram Brownlee.
Groene—A. H. Helms,
Hamilton ~T. FI. Boyd.
Hancock, Henry, and Madison—Jos. Franklin.
Hcndrioks—Jacob H. Fleece.
Henry—John A. Deem.

Howard—Nathaniel R, Lindsay.
Jasper and Newton—lsaac D. Dunn.
Jefferson —William M. Copeland.
Jennings-James M. Wynn. fl

Kosciusko—John W. Wilson.
Kosciusko and Wabash-Warren D. Sayre.
Lagrange—Lovl L. Wlldman.
Lake—T. 8. Fanchor.
La Porte—J. K. Shultz.
Lawrence—Robert Overman.
Marlon--Ovid il, Jameson.
Montgomery -Hannibal Trout.
Morgan—! leorge A. Adams.
Parke -William IL Akins.

Porter—Marquis L. McClelland.

Randolph—Jamos U. Tingle.
Rush—Ephraim 8. Frazee.
Steuben—D. It. Best.

Tippecanoe—B. Wilson Smith and Job Osborn.
Vermillion—Robert B. Sosrs.
Wubash-H. N. Hopkins.
Wayne—Jumes M. Townsend and John R,

Monk—as.

DEMOCRATS EI.EfTTED.

Adams, Jay, and Wells—H. C. MoGoverncy.
Adams and Jay—David Ely.
Allen—J. D, McHenry, Albert W. Brooks, and

Fred Hayden.
Bartholomew—Jeff B. Reeves.
Bartholomew, Marlon, and Shelby-Loul*

Donhorst.
Blackford and Wells—J.evi Mock.
Brown and Monroe—William M. Browning.
Llarke, Floyd, and Soott—Charles L. Jewett.
Clarke—Willis L. Barnes. \
Crawford and Orange—Clark T. Crecnllus.
Carroll—John A. Cartwright.
Cass—J. 0. Loop.
Clay-C. W. Bailey.
Clay, Hendricks,and Putnam Robertson.
Clinton—E. H. Staley.
Daviess—Samuel H. Taylor.
Dearborn— Hugh D. McMullen.

Dearborn, Franklin, and Ripley—C. R. Cory.
DoKalb— D. 1). Moody.
Dubois and Martin—Marmon Fisher.
Dubois and Pike—Lemuel R. Hargrave.
Floyd—Thomas Hanlon.

Fountain—E. S. 8000.
Franklin -S. S. IlarrolL
Fulton and Pulaski -Albert D. Toner.
Greene, Knox, and Sullivan—(Jerard Itcitor.
Hancock—David 8. Gooding.
Harrison—William D. Mauok.
Huntington—John H. Barr.
Johnson—William T. Hlvent
Jackson—Geo. A. Robertson.
Knox-S. W. Williams.

LaPorte—Martin D. Krenger.

MarJon—Edward Schmidt, Mloh*el Farrell,
R. C. J. Pendleton, John Sobloy.

Marshall -Chas. Kolllson.
Miami—llcury V. Passage.
Madison—c. N. Branch.
Noblo .
Ohio and Switzerland—George 8. Pleasants.
Owen—Wilev 8. Dttinore.

Posey—Jamos W. F'renoh.

Perry—Philip Smith.
Putnam—John R. Gordon.

Ripley-
.

Scott—#
.

Sullivan—Jameo M. Patten.
Shelby—Thomas Hoban.
Spencer—Cyrus W. MedoalL
Starke and St Joseph—T. I). Glozcbrook.
St. Joseph—William C. McMtcbacL
Tipton—Absalom M. Vickrey.
Vandorburg—John M. Pruitt and Christopher

J. Murphy.
Vigo—Flugene Debs and Reuben Butz.
Warrick—Thomas M. Smythe.
Whitley—Martin D. Garrison.

Washington—Erasmus W. Shanks— 02.

State Now*.

—W. Eugene West, dealer in dry goods
and millinery at Groonsburg, has assigned
to Henry W. Wooley.

—Thomas Ford, an employe at the dis-

tillery at Shelbyville, fell into the slop-tub
and had his legs badly scalded.

jj
—A New York man has recently lost his

life from the bite or scratch of an ant-eater

or ant-bear, and the cry goes np that th 9
bite of that animil is as certain death as

that of a rattlesnake. Wo don’t believe it.

Of the hundred or more thousand deaths

that have occurred in Indiana probably not

one was from the bite or scratch of the ant-

eater, so (hit it is quite apparent that such
deaths are very rare. We have not the

statistics of fatalities from ant-bear bites at

hand, but wo feel quite sure that the pro-

portion is enormously in favor of natural

deaths or deaths from the bite of ants over

bites from ant-bears. Still, if you have

doubts concerning this, do not take our

word for it, but go at once and chain up

your ant-eater, or put a muzzle on him.

Children that cry for ant-eaters must be

kindly but firmly refused.—lndianapoltit-
•Journal. ‘

—The Madison Courier has issued an

historical edition, giving quite a valuable
list of the leading business interests and
Anns of (he city. The paper was gotten out

by Dr. Robbms, of Pennsylvania. |
——

: , : 3SI

—August Kifee, of Cincinnati, engaged .
in fresooing the rew Presbyterian Church

at Vincennes, fell ftcm a scaffold and sus-

tained fatal injuries.
i . sin

—Wui, .Jones, of Cra?ntnlle, took.

strychnine at New Alba.iv and died. 1
M

TO A tßttira.

0 terrapin, terrapin, whither away.,
Then sk>w-m*yißK, evil-eyed tramp;

What destiny tempts thee, old pilgrim, to stray
Bo far frost the terrapl t camp?

Why prowl at my garden, thon sauntering crust

Of lnecrntable cunning—why sneak

And recoil, like a snake, with an air of distrust,
When a gentleman deigneth to speak?

Thou toothless, old, triple-lashed rover, what

news

Brineest thou from the terranin Isles:
And what of thy trip thro’ the dusks and the

dews
O’er the pathless and perilous miles?

What bloody banditti beleaguer thy way.
And where does thy lone journey trend?

<0 prince of the turtles, make answer, I pray.
To the querulous poet, thy friend!

Thou Wandering Jew of the terrapin race.
What marrelous mysteries lie

Tormentingly locked In thy taciturn face.
And forever uaseale'd in thine eye?

For thee doth some terrapin mistress await

In-hqr portable palace, I wot—

For thee she sits night at the gate.
And sadly oompia.ns of her lot.

0 t-rrapin, terrapin, whither away,.
Thrp’ the dews and tiie dazzle of dawn?

No longer, poor gypsy, thv sty? I willstay.
But willthink of thee oftennvhen gone;

Thy road is as rugged, no doubt, as my own,

Thy soul is as sniiless and sore

So 1 wish thee good-morning, thou terrapin
leine,

And bid thee godspeed from my door.
—J. N. Jhattlunos, Mike Current.


