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The old house seemed to sleep in the

golden sunshine of a royal August af-

ternoon. It was judiciously shaded by
large oaks.

Lest the reader should pronounce

this a paradox, let me hasten to add

that these trees, although they attract-

ed every wanton breeze, and imparted
a grateful shade to yard, lawn, and the

deep piazzas, yet they were so far from

the house itself that there was no dan-

ger of their boughs tapping like ghost-
ly fingers against the windows, nor

yet that far more disagreeable sound of

the scraping of tree branches across

the roof and eaves.

So the golden sunshine streamed

clearly down on the old weather-beaten

building. Hut in spite of this fact the

house was a notably cool one on the

hottest summer day.
Col. Lester loved trees, but he had a

horror of the unwholesome damp and

destructive mildew they caused if they
grew caressingly near his dwelling.

On this particular afternoon every
door and window was open, but

the shutters were closed to keep
out the sun and to let
im the air. The large hall-door stood

bo widely open it seemed itself gasping
for air, while the two doors on the left
and right of the breezy hall also stood

aj'at.
It was two o’clock—two o’clock in

the sunny South, at which hour all na-

ture and all humanity seem to seek re-

pose from the toil and heat of the day
in this dolce far niente land.

The negro laborers slumbered peace-

fully under trees; the mules rolled and

fallowed luxuriously in the dust, or

nodded sleepily over the feed troughs;
the turkeys and chickens stood lazily
about on one leg under the houses; the

and inmates of the mansion

slept. There was no sound in all the

air exoept the drowsy hum of insects,
tne shrill chirp of the crickets in the

grass, and the fretful, peevish cry of
those speckled Arabs of the poultry-
yard—Guineas.

Inez Lester bad gone into the li-

brary to renew the water in the stand of

flowers she every day placed on her

father’s desk. After her task was fin-

ished the soft coolness of the red and

striped lounge cover wooed her

to slumber. Her father snoozed com-

fortably in his wicker easy-chair, placed
the east end of the north piazza,

With a large newspaper spread over liis

rtlbiound visage.
No one in his sense ever expects or

dresses for visitors on these hot sum-

mer days in Southland, till the fiery
red orb of day marks 3 or 4 o’clock p.
m. So Inez made a lovely picture, as

she lay asleep on the comfortable

lounge, with her lovely flowing sheer

White wrapper draping her exquisite
limbs.

Well, it was 2 o’clock when the sound

©f leisurely footsteps could have been
2keard on the front walk—could have
been heard had any one been awake to

bear them, we must add.
But the house slept on like an en-

¦ohanted castle, and even the lazy
bounds scattered over yard and piazzas
'•4id not so much as open their sleepy
eyes when a muscular masculine hand
struck the hall-door with vigorous*,
knuckles.

The knock was repeated, but elicited
no response. Noting the hospitably
•open doors, the stranger boldlyentered,
«nd unfortunately walked into the room

on his left. Had he gone into the room

on his right, he would have done the

cprrect thing. It certainly looked in-

vitingly cool, with its furniture up-
holstered incretonne—a creamy ground,
Hghly sprinkled with moss rosebuds
said delicate green leaves—and was

dost evidently the parlor.
But chance led him to the library

vdiere Inez lay sleeping on the broad

red and white stripes which covered

heir resting place, and which cor-

Ssponded with curtains and chairs.
e paused on the threshold, discreetly,

and in his embarrassment coughed
Slightly. Immediately, Inez opened
her heavy-lidded eyes, and at the sight
of that unknown figure framed in the

djporway, she started up, every faculty
alert.

"Who are you, sir?” she demanded,
haughtily.

"Carl Vogel, at your service,” the

gentleman bowed.

“Sir, you are no gentleman to thus

intrude into a lady's presence.

“My dear young lady, I thought I

¦was expected. I am the artist whom

?bur lather invited from the city of

Kew York to paint your lovely portrait.”
He did not really know if she were

the one whose portrait he was to paint;
but, astute man, he had long agolearn-
4tl that delicate flattery is never wasted

“fair women.”

Inez graciously unbent and accepted
his card. •>

"I beg your pardon, and will call

papa at once. But we were mistaken

in the day and hour. Papa said you

Would come to-morrow at 10 o’clock.”

"Which I intended, but finishing a

Ee
sooner than I anticipated, I ran

from all other engagements, for

led the recreation of country life. ”

"Ifyou will be so kind as to sit down,
«pkd—excuse me,” and deeply embar-

|£ased, but not revealing it by walk or

manner, Inez left the room in quest of

£er father. “That he should see me in

wrapper,” was hor mortified

tough t, quite unconscious that Carl,

4p an artist, must certainly admire her

Afcore in that garb than if she were hab-

ited in “full dress. ” But being a

woman, she could not, or would not,
lay the balm of this soothing knowledge
to her harrowed soul.

When Col. Lester entered a few mo-

ments after, Carl T ogel was welcomed

in a more hospitable manner than Inez
had accorded him.

“Everybody and everything goes to

sleep in the South after our early din-

ner, and no doubt after you become

accustomed to us you will easily fall

into our indolent ways. You mention

the ‘city’ as ifit were but a step away,
but you willspeedily discover that New
York and its customs are further away
than you seem to think. Yes, I had

taken a fancy to have Inez’ portrait’
painted, and as you mentioned your in-

tention of taking a leisurely tour

through the South when Iwas in your
studio last spring, I was quite deter-
mined to have you stop with its several

weeks. I regret that our welcome has

seemed so churlish, but we did not ex-

pect you tillto-morrow.”
“The fault is mine. I was longing to

get away from New York—in fact, I

li&ve painted later in the summer than

is my habit; but I was ill in the early
spring, and so was longer in finishing
Mr. Weller’s pictures than I thought I

should be ”

“Yes? Well, now you are here you

must rest, and tako your time over

Inez’ picture. You will find her a

trifle willful, but a little judicious flat-

tery always brings a woman round;”
and Col. Lester’s mellow laugh seemed

to set all the slight ornaments in the

room to jingling.
“That is a very good painting, ” ob-

served the artist walking up to a cool

landscape piece.
“Yes,” and a father’s pride spoke out

in the voice; “my daughter’s.
”

“Indeed!” and the young man turned

quickly about and gazed at Col. Lester

as if he did not more than half believe
this statement.

“Yes, poor girl, it was once her

greatest joy.
”

Carl. Vogel was all attention. Hap-
py-faced Inez did not seem to be one

with unsolaced griefs, as her father’s

words seemed to suggest. But Col.

Lester pursued the subject no further,
hastily adding:

“Excuse me for forgetting that you
must be hot, tired and dusty, and al-
low me to show you to your room at

once.
”

And he preceded his guest out of

the library, who obediently followed
till they came to a door lower down
in the hall which led to a room directly
behind the parlor.

A girlish figure, clad in fresh- flow-

ing muslin, and withsome folded towels
over her arm came out of the door as

they reached it. She nodded brightly
to her father, but would have passed
on without notice of the stranger had

not Col. Lester stopped her and said,
“Mydaughter Inez, Mr. Vogel,” and

then Inez put out a thin soft hand with

true Southern grace, and gave Carl a

welcoming look and smile. Then she

vanished into a room across the hall.

Carl gazed dreamily after her a mo-

ment, then suddenly roused himself
and followed Col. Lester into his apart-
ment, who left him there.

The furniture was of China wood,
beautifully carved, and with that lovely
mingling of colors only found in tftiis

peculiar wood. The matting in the
floor was white, the chairs covered with

cool gray Holland.
“These Southerners certainly under-

stand the art of furnishing rooms for

their climate, ”he murmured, pushing
back a lace curtain, and opening the
blinds of a window.

A knock at his door announced his

luggage, also the advent of a respectful
servient. .

“Please, sah, Mahsr says will yur
come inter dev dinin’-room soon’s ve

dress ?”

“Certainly; but how am I to find the

dining-room?” Carl pleasantly asked.

“Igwine show ye dey way?” the man

affirmed, and in a few moments Carl
ventured out, freed from the dust of

travel, and attired in fresh linen.
Down the inevitable hall, across a

breezy passage, and Sam opened an-

other door. Col. Lester turned away
from a window and came to meet his

guest.
This was the dining-room. The floor

was stained a rich walnut, and rose-

colored shades at the windows
gave the

walls a delightful glow, and made the

snowy damask, white china and cut

glass beam and sparkle a welcome as

cordial as the owner’s.

¦ Apale, quiet-looking lady rose from

a chair and Col. Lester introduced,
“My wife.” Mrs. Lester retained her

guest’s hand and led him to the table.
Inez came in just then with a bunch of

white roses which she arranged on the

lunch-table—alter which Carl made a

satisfying lunch—a repast satisfactory
to his taste and to his artist’s eye.

Inez’ portrait did not progress very
rapidly, owing to that erratic young

lady’s different moods and tenses, and

so one day, a week after Carl’s arrival,
Mrs. Lester entered the library where
he painted, with a dainty lunch basket

on her arm. “Inez, dear, Mary tells

me Francia is not well. If Mr. Vogel
can dispense with you for a few hours,
I should like for you to go over and

see her. Here are some grapes and

other things for the poor girl, and do

try to persuade her to come back with

you.”
Mr. Vogel glanced up interestedly,

then going on with mixing soma paint,
he said: “Ihave no doubt Miss Inez is
tired and willbe glad for a walk.”

“But sister lives five miles away, and
lam no champion Englishwoman. I
don’t propose to walk that distance,”
Inez retorted, saucily.

“There is no need,” reassured Mrs.

Lester; “Tom has the phaeton and

pony at the door.”

“And can’t I take Tom’s place as

driver?” anxiously demanded Carl,
springing up, for he had learned that

Tom was Inez’ Liliputian groom and

driver.

“Can you drive?” questioned Inez,
gazing at him doubtingly.

“Only try me,” he confidently re-

turned.

“Oh, well, if you can’t, I can; bo run

away and wash your hands,” Inez

laughingly commanded.

He did drive admirably, Inez discov-

ered, aud so at last she settled back in

her seat with a feeling of safety she

had not felt on leaving home. But'

1 Carl als« drove leisurely, so that it vras

* an hour and a half before they reached
a low rambling building set in a wilder-
ness of clambering vines and closely
crowding trees.

The bouse was not carefully kept—-
the man’s part of keeping a house in

I repair, I should explain—but the cot-

| ton fields bore evidence of careful till-

| age.
The dwelling had five oT six rooms,

' evidently, and all somewhat discon-
nected, for all had doors opening into

a wide entrance-way, left uninclosed at

either end.

A lady—plainly a lady, in spite of

her faded calico dress—came out into
the entrance to meet Carl and Inez.

“My sister, Mrs. Strathmore—Mr.
Vogel, from New York.”

It was the first time Inez had men-

tioned her sister’s name, and Carl, to

conceal his astonishment, bowed low

over the slender hand held out to him.

Neither the Colonel, Mrs. Lester,
nor Inez had ever before mentioned
the existence of this daughter and sis-

ter.

They went into a room devoid of

carpet or luxurious furniture—only a

few good paintings on the wall indi-
cated taste or wealth.

“Great heavens! how can this woman

be the daughter of Col. Lester and sis-

ter to the lovely Inez!” Carl men-

tally exclaimed, as he took the wicker
chair pointed out to him by his hostess.

Inez delivered her basket and many
loving and entreating messages from

her mother. Mrs. Strathmore sat with
the basket in her lap, and a sad smile

curving her lips.
“But you know, Inez, Ican not leave

Fred.”

Inez shrugged her shoulders impa-
tiently and palpably repressed a more

impatient ejaculation.
“Well, what are you doing with your-

self now ? We heard you were ill.
”

“No, I am not ill, only the hot
weather tires me, and I am trying to

make myself a useful woman by sewing
for the ‘hands,’” lifting her

eyes, with

a strange amusement gleaming in them,
and Carl now discovered them to be
most beautiful eyes—brown and pa-
thetic as a deer’s—quite anlike Inez’
brilliant blue orbs, albeit the latter
were very pretty eyes, indeed.

After an hour, Inez declared she
must go, at the same time abusing
Francia for refusing to

accompany
them.

“You are a cold-hearted, headstrong
woman, and, I verily believe, do not

care to come home any more.”

Francia made no reply to this re-

monstrance, but Carl heard her draw

in her breath sharply, as if in pain, or

as if it cost'her a great effort to retain

her self-control; but her only answer

was that sad littlesmile it struck one's
heart to see.

Then Inez kissed her sister passion-
ately, and hurried away, leaving Carl

to make his adieu in a more sedate

fashion.

He stood on the second step, she

above him, and when he stretched out

his hand she laid a fluttering palm
within it. At that touch he seemed to
feel an electric shock thrillhim, and as

she looked at him, with misty, troubled

eyes, he seemed to read her soul, and

the knowledge came to him that this

woman had suffered and was suffering
some inexplicable anguish.

“If she were well and happy, she
would be gloriously beautiful!” The
swift thought flashed across his brain,
for, after a prolonged but stealthy sur-

vey, be had revoked his first opinion of

her, which was that she was a common-

place, faded woman of little intellect.

After that one hour’s association he
knew her to be a genius, with a ‘gifted
mind and disciplined heart. But there
was a blight upon her life—what, he
had yet to learn.

Inez was in the phaeton when he
reached it, her vail drawn down.

She did not speak when he addressed
her, and, as he turned the horse’s head

homeward, he was amazed to hear deep
sobs behind the vail. After a few mo-*

ments they subsided, and Inez faltered:

“Forgive me—pray forgive my exhi-

bition of weakness; but—my poor sis-

ter!”

Carl was respectfully attentive.

“Imust tell you more about her, for

Iknow you must think so strangely of

her—perhaps you misjudge her. Seven

years ago she married Fred Strathmore.

He is well enough off to keep her in

ease, but, instead, every negro on the

place is pressed into the fields, for cot-

ton is Fred’s king. Francia cooks,
washes, and irons, and never com-

plains. She has nothing to wear but

calico, although Fred has plenty of

gold. He can no more appreciate the

beauties of her mind and character
than he could do a bit of fine sculpture.
She allows none of ns to help her, and

her pitiful little garden, orchard, and

flowers are cultivated by her own hands.

She is an artist—all those pictures you
saw she painted; but Fred sneers at

them, and says if she were to sew, or

do something else useful, she would be

of some account. She does all the

sewing for Fred’s laborers, as it is paid
for out of their wages, and saves bred

so much money. Why she married

him I can’t explain—none of us can,
but the fact remains—she married him.

“He is not a polished man; he can’t

be, for his whole soul is bound up in

money getting and saving. He plants
nothing but cotton and some grainy He
does not believe in orchards or vegeta-
bles—that is for women, he says.

Francia has not painted a picture |in
four years —she is just 25 and but four

years older than I. She says she will

never paint again.
”

All this was very imprudent in im-

pulswe Inez, who was a girl of variable

moods, and just now the spiritpossessed
her to disclose to this stranger the sad

story of her mismated sister. Carl

listened with grave attention, driving
slowly and with head bent in a re-

flective manner.

Injudicious Inez!
It is weeks after—eight Weeks, and a

horse is fastened near the Strathmore
gate, while the rider thereof stands

moodily and with folded armß in the

wide entrance close to the chair in

which sad-faced Francia sits.

His hat has fallen to the floor and

rolled unheeded by both across the

passage, and now lies mutely against
the wall as if imploring its heedless
master to pick it up and go.

Mrs. Strathmore is speaking —head

; bent and hands folded tightly in her

| lap. She is audibly telling Carl Vogel
the same thing his hat so mutely pro-
tests.

“Ido not at all understand how we

came to this dreadful pass,” she says,
iu a pitiful voice, not lifting the bent

head. “You must go away at once. It

is dishonorable fpr me to listen to you,
and worse than dishonorable for you to

ut er such mad words.”

“You doom me to an uncertain,
wretched future. Ishall love no woman

as I have loved you since the first

day I saw you, and it maddens me to

see you drag out your days in the mis-

erable existence you lead now—your
life is wasted—and you could be free.”

“Free! How?” and then she looks

up with a gleam in her eyes that

would seem like hope in another
woman’s eyes—but for her hope is for-
ever dead!

“Divorce!” he answers, sententionsly.
She starts, and draws away from him.

“You do not understand,” she an-

swers, coldly. “There is but one di-

vorce for Southrons—death!”
He walks angrily across the floor,

and picks up his reproachful hat.

"Good-by, Francia,” he says, not

coming near her, and not offering his
hand.

She stands up.

“Good-by,” she says, with that habit
of self-repression which the years have

taught her.
“No, no!” he cries wildly, swiftly ap-

proaching her still form. “I cannot

part from you so
”

And then he takes the trembling
woman in his arms, strains her madly
to his aching heart, kisses her a dozen

times, seats her gently in her chair,
then rushes

away.
She does not weep, she does not even

cover her blanched face with her thin

brown hands, but gazes after that flee-

ing horseman with’ a strained, mourn-

ful gaze, as if she would photograph
him upon her heart.

That image never leaves her.
*****

Three years pass away.
One day Fred in his haste to have a

certain field gleaned properly, remained,
there till2 o’clock under a hot summer

sun, dinnerless and hungry. He went

home with a terrible pain in.his head.
“Itis nothing,” he told his anxious

wife; “a mere headache. I shall get
up in the morning.”

But in the morning he was raving with

delirium, and in a week he was dead;
and then Francia rested once more in

her father’s house.

Poor woman! How poor? Fred
had left all to her, for there were no

children, but mountains of gold could

never efface those ten years passed
with him from her crushed heart and

dwarfed mind.,
As soon as she beoame strong enough

to travel, the family went to Europe—-
and there they ran across Carl Vogel.

“Yes, I have been in Italy three

years, he told them, looking under-

stapdingiy, and with a secret, guilty
joy at Francia’s widow’s weeds. “You
know Iwas born and reared in New
York, but I was educated at German

universities, and then spent three years
in Italy studying art—my last three
I have spent the same way.

”

They had met in a public garden,
and Carl maneuvered so successfully
he soon had Francia to himself.

“Francia, you are iree—and I love no

woman but you. Can you not say you
love me?”

Francia hung her head like a shy
young girl, and not like a woman of

twenty-nine.
“And you loved me in the old days,

too!” he cried, exultantly.
“I cannot say—l pitied you, but—-

myself worst of all.”

“Well, pity is akin to love,” he com-

forted himself and her.

In a year they were wed, and at 30

Francia realized her girlish dream of a

good husband's love and appreciation.

Mr. Emerson’s Appearance.
His head was long and narrow, but

lofty, almost symmetrical, and of more

nearly equal breadth in its anterior and

posterior than
many or most

heads. His shoulders sloped so much
as to be commented upon for this pecul-
iarity by Mr. Gilfillan, and, like “Am-
mon’s great son,” he carried one shoul-
der a little higher than the other. His

face was thin, his nose somewhat acci-

pitrine, casting a broad shadow; his
mouth rather wide, well formed, and

well closed, carrying a question and an

assertion in its finely finished curves;

the lower lip a little prominent, the

chin shapely and firm, as becomes the

corner-stone of the countenance. His

expression was calm, sedate, kindly,
with that look of refinement oentering
about the lips which is rarely found

among the New Englander, unless the

family features have been for two or

three cultivated generations the battle-

field and the playground of varied

thoughts and complex emotions as well

as the sensuous and nutritive port of

entry. His whole look was irradiated

ly an ever-active, inquiring intelli-

gence. His manner was noble and gra-
cious.—Oliver Wendell Holmes.

Dress Not Sinful Vanity.
Buskin is not the first great writer

who has treated the subject of dress

with due gravity. He has shown us

that a serious study thereof is a need-

ful virtue, instead of a sinful vanity,
and that a harmonous and weEhc&n-
struoted gown is as much a work of art

as a picture or a statue. Neither can it

be argued that the work is mean, since

it is to adorn human beings, who are,

after all, nature’s masterpiece. His

words are but the expression of an

opinion held by all artists, from time

immemorial, and indirectly expressed
by most of them. For there is neither
drama nor painting in which costume,
both as to color and drapery, does not

form an "all-important element, and

there are few impressive scenes in our

works of fiction in which the dress is

not mentioned. The unconscious trib-

ute to its influence is not only due to

the realistic force of such descriptions,
but also to their power in expressing
character. —American Queen.

Energy will do anything that can be

done in this world; and no talents, no

ciroumstonces, no opportunities wifi
make a man without it.—Goelhe.

Our Beacon.

He was a stumpy old man, with a

smooth-shaven, wrinkled face. A very
large wart adorned the side of his nose,
and a pair of twinklinggray eyes peered
from under his grizzly brows. His head
was bald exoept for a thin fringe of sil-

very hair, which was always nicely
curled. The deacon’s most wonderful
characteristic was his low voice, which
was at one moment a deep bass, and at
the next a thrilling treble. When he

led the hymns, he was “first too high
and then too slow, and always contra-
wise.”

He was a veritable Yankee, with his

“haow,” and “caow,” and “idears,” and

“p’ints,” and could always drive an ex-

cellent bargain. He could sell moldy
oats for a higher price than his neigh-
bor could sell good ones, and would
laugh in his sleeve at the discomfiture
of his purchasers. He would haggle
for hours over the price of a pig or a

oow, and in the end, to use his own ex-

pression, he would generally carry his

“p’int,”
Very fond was he of “speaking in

meeting,” and in his rambling talks he
was constantly “p’inting morals.”

.
A

mischievous boy having once set him-
self the task of oounting the number
of times the deacon used these favorite
words in one of his Thursday evening
lectures, gave, the result as thirty-lour,
and—no one doubted it.

Our deacon had three hobbies. These,
to use his own words, were “craps,”
“orgings” and “dancin’.” It was a diffi-

cult matter to decide which worried
the old gentleman most. “Craps hev

been mighty poor this year, and I’ve
had slats and slauthers of bad luck,”
was his ready excuse when any one

tried to induce him to increase the
amount of his subscription for the poor-
ly paid minister. Indeed, to allow him

to tell the tale, “craps” were always
poor, and in no way explained the mar-

velously steady increase of his bank ac-

count. Not the faintest shadow of

doubt disturbed his belief that his sa-

tantic majesty dwelt within the case of

an organ, and that to, bring such a

“squeaking pony” into the church would

be a deadly sin. Dancing was almost
as unpardonable.

He often called for a special prayer
service in behalf of the weaker mem-

bers, who persisted in their wicked
course. In this cause he even went so

far as to open his tightly tied purse

strings and purchase some penny tracts

on the all-important theme. These
tracts he distributed and then patiently
awaited results; but, alas, none ap-

peared.
It was one of the Deaoon’s chief de-

lights to conduct the funeral services

of some departed brother or sister. He

would talk an audience to sleep iu his

deep bass’ tone, then suddenly awake

them by changing to a treble; recite all

the “vartues” of the deceased—and

would sing half a dozen inappropriate
hymns.

For the young people he was a laugh-
ing stock, and even the other ones

could not suppress a smile at some of

his quaint sayings. He had, seemingly,
but one aim m life, and that was—gain.
Himself and his family he scrimped
through life that he might leave a

goodly sum at his death.- During life
he gave sparingly to the Lord, but

after death it was found that he had

bequeathed some hundreds of dollars
to the church he had graced (?) for so

many years, with the provision that no

musical instruments should ever pro-
fane the sanctuary.

Poor man! In life he clung too

fondly to his money, and even after

death, when it could no longer be a de-

light to him, he could not leave it

without one last fling at the despised
organ. He was a character such as is

found in almost every community, and

although his faults were many and his

virtues few, he did as well as his

cramped and sordid nature would let

him. In his way he tried to serve the

Lord, and perhaps his crown will be

brighter than those of some of his

neighbors whose lives present a seem-

ingly fairer page. —University Press.

Western Literature.

The production of this literature

does not depend on the writers alone.

If it is ever produced. Western pub-
lishers must encourage Western writers,
Western writers must encourage West-

ern publishers, and Western readers
must encourage both; not in a spirit of

sectionalism, but on the principle of

encouraging home productions. And

truly, if there are any productions of

the West which do her credit and which
should be heartily encouraged, they
are her publications. The press is to

some extent the voice of the people,
and if they want a voice which can be

heard they should support the press.

It is nnadvisable to send east of the

Mississippi for periodical literature, if

as good can be had nearer home; and

how attractive are some of the Western

periodicals, how excellent both in re-

gard to the mechanical execution and

the matter with which they are filled!
The greater the patronage given to

these, the greater they may become.
Not only for transient literature and

for works of fiction should the Western

people hook to their own writers, but

also for writing of a more solid and

practical character. There is no reason

why text-books should not be produced
by Western educators for Western
students; there is, indeed, some neces-

sity in that direction now. In short,
there is no reason why any mental

labor performed in the East should not

be performed in the West.— St. Louis

Magazine.

“Isuppose few drinkers of whisky,”
said a wholesale dealer in the fluid,
“realize how littleof original value they
get for their money. The cost to the
distiller of making the best possible
whisky is only about forty cents a gal-
lon. Now, a gill is a fair quantity* for

a drink, the charge for which at the
most stylish bars is twenty cents. That
is to say, a thing costing the producer
a sixth of a cent in Kentucky is retailed
at nearly forty times as much. Of
course,-the Government tax takes some

of the enormous profit, and the wastes

of storage ahother portibn. / The gains
of the handlers remain astounding. I

know of no more solid temperance ar-

gument than the ridiculously high
prioer, charged for liquors by the glass. ”

A 4-year-old skiter is the attraction

at a rink in Pittsfield, Mass.

HUMOR.

“Won by a bare scratch!” as the hem
observed when she turned up the

worm.

A peovision dealer in Washington
street calls a fall in breadstuffs the
cracker doom.

Ethel: “O, mamma, I’ve got such a

pain!” Mother: “Where, dear?” Ethel
(a refined child): “Inmy sash, mam-

ma.”

“Robbie,” said the visitor, kindly,
“have you any little brothers and sis-

ters?” “No,” replied wee Robbie,
solemnly, “I’m all the children we’ve
got.”

An Indian has just this advantage
over a white man: when he chews tobac-
co, the nasty yellow juice don’t show
on his shirt front. —Carl Pretzels
Weekly.

An Alabama negro was heard to so-

liloquize philosophically: “De sun am

so hot, de cotton am so grassy, de work
am so hard, dat dis darky feel called
upon to preach.”

When a Western man wants an ex-

cuse to go down cellar for a drink of

cider he jumps up and scares his wife
almost to death by telling her that a

cyclone is coming.
“Some men are born great, some

achieve greatness, and some have great-
ness thrust upon them,” remarked a

small man in the street-car as a fat
woman sat square down on him.

When Jimpkins got married for the
fourth time, and his friends teased him
about it, he said that he could not help
it as he s Benedicted to it for some

years. —Texas Siftings.
There is this difference between

happiness and wisdom: that he that
thinks himself the happiest man really
is so; but he that thinks himself the
wisest is generally the greatest fool. —

Colton.

Small Boy —“Mamma, Iwish I had
the moon.” Mamma—“Why, what
would you do with it?” Small Boy
(who has just demolished a toy balloon)
—“Oh, I’d blow it up and bust it.”—
New York Journal.

“Don’tyou skate, Mrs. B ?” “No,
lam only looking oh.

”

“Ever tried to

skate ? You’ll enjoy it when you once

learn.” “O, Itake lessons at home. I
roll down the basement stairs every
day.” —Detroit Free Press.

Me. Doughnut— “My daughter, the
bride. ”

“Most charmed, indeed. I have
not met your husband-that-is-to-be—the
—ah—groom.” “Groom, indeed! Sir,
there’s no groom here. No, sir, my

daughter isn’t marrying a coachman.”

HER REASON.

“Handsome?” No; nor clever even.

“Kioh?” You ¦wouldn't call him so.

“Young, perhaps?'’ ’Bom. forty-seven.
"Rove him?” Well—I hardly knowl

"Cupid's freak, or whim fantastic?"

No, indeed; my reason's clear;
‘Mamie Smith’ I change—ecstatic!
For ‘Mrs. Harold Yere de Vere.’

”

—Jingo.

In spite of all the inventive genius
of this country, no one has ever suc-

ceeded in making a sleeve-button that
will permit a young man to hug his best
girl without tearing a hole in her dress
at the point where her back bone saws

into his arm.— Newman Independent.

A greedy little boy bad been told
that it was not polite to take the last
biscuit that lingered on the plate; but
he, being overcome by temptation, cor-

raled the coveted object, remarking at

the same time: “Pa, I’m almost

starved. I guess I won’t be polite to-

day ; I'll wait some day until I’m not so

hungry.”
A WINTER EPISODE.

His brow was ftrmlv knit;
His teeth were tightlyclenched;

His eyes were sternly set;
His heart with grief was wrenched.

Her mouth was pursed to kiss;
Her hands caressed his cheek;

Her ear was oped to list

To words that he might speak;
"Confound itatl--my wife.

So ev’ry cent is gone

To buy your new wrap?—while
My Ulster’s yet in pawn!”

—Jes Josiyn.

Customer —“lunderstand that wheat
is now very low.” Baker—“Yes; so

they say.” “And flour has fallen in

price ?” “Yes.” “But your bread is as

high as ever.” “Yes. You Bee our ex-

penses are just as high as ever.” “How

can that be ?” “Well, of course, every-
body wants bread light; and in order to

avoid the use of unwholesome yeast, we

aerate it.” “I know.” “Well, the
streets are so dirty now that we are

afraid to use town air, and have to im-

port all our wind at a great expense
from the mountain districts.” —Pitts-

burgh Gazette.

BINKLEB.

Adolphus wore his breeches tight;
Of this he did not think,

When he put on his roller skates
To i-how off in the rink.

His first adventure was his last—-
i e’lt put on skates no more;

He tried to kick the roof all in.
And sat down on the floor.

When Dolphy dropped the girls all laughed,
It was an awful fall;

And when they had their bscks all turned
He backed np to the walL

He called a friend, took off the skates.
And giving him the wink.

Said, “Jim, lend me that long-tailed ooat—
Iwant to leave the rink.”

Answers to Questions.
From an answer given by a boy

whose father was a strong teetotaler it

would appear home influence had made
a stronger impression than sohool lee-
sons. “Do you know the meaning of

syntax?” he was asked. “Yes,” he an-

swered, “sin-tax is the dooty upon

spirits.” An inspector, who had been

explaining to a class that the land of
the world was not continuous, said to

the boy who happened to be standing
nearest to him: “Now, could your
father walk round the world?” “No,
sir,” was promptly answered. “Why
not?” “Because he’s dead,” was the

altogether unlooked for response. As

little anticipated, probably, was the
answer made to another inspector, who
asked “What is a hovel?” and was met

with the reply, “What you live in.”—
All the Year Round.

Injurious Late Suppers.
“Mamma, be late suppers bad?”

“Yes, my child, very bad.”

“What makes ’em bad?”

“Why, it injures the health to eat

just before going to bed.”

“Oh! Ithought may be it injured
the health to go to bed right after sup-
per.”

Johnny was hustled off to bed m

early as usual that night, just threanw.
—Chicago News.
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Well read that book, well sing that son*

Bat when! oh, when the days are long;
When thooghts are free, ana voices clear

Some happy time within the year—
The days troop by with noiseless tread,
The 80ng unsung; the book unread.

Well see that friend and make him feel

The weight of friendship, true as steel,
Seme flower of sympathy bestow—
But time sweeps on with steady flow,
Until, with quick, reproachfnl tear,
we lay our flowers upon his bier.

tid
stillwe walk the desert sands,

idstill with trifles fill our hands,
hile ever, just beyond our reach,

a fairer purpose shows to each

The deeds we have not done, but willed.
Remain to haunt us—unfulfilled.

—Chic do o News.


