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Are turning into black;
young folks they are hurrying
From candy frolic back.

' The water wheel is silent,
B Th;gﬂgs lie closa together;
“A most convenient 1rodns
Uperandi in cold weather.

Pecey’s DouBLE.

BY MATTIE GORDON,

here’s no use talking, Rose; I can-
iwork all day long and live on such
mals! Black, muddy coffee, heavy
8 that I would defy the strongest
pach to digest, and such cooked
8—Je-whit-taker ! I can’t abideit!”
ind, after kicking the dog several
es, and venting his anger on the
ir, inoffensive cat by giving her a
| over-gentle rap with his cane, he
immed the street door after him,
ving the astonished Rose to digest
) tirade at her leisure.
What should she do? She had never
rned to do any cooking in her life,
. this was the consequence. The
teymoon had scarcely expired, and
s she stood with great tears rolling
m her cheeks, the beauty of her
plexion destroyed by her vain en-
vor to prepare a dainty meal, and,
#st, of all, the first harsh words that
Il passed her husband’s lips since
ir marriage, had been uttered, while
eft her in anger. She sank upon
sofa and cried aloud.
pn the floodgates of grief had
jed, she arose, and, bathing her
pbbing temples and swollen eyelids,
| in the act of performing the daily
fine of household duties, when a
d peal at the door-bell caused her
irop her dish-towel and wonder who
ler might be.
pale face and slight figure met her
neatly, though plainly, clad in a
Bs of gray serge, set off by a dainty
p of white at the throat and wrists,
6 & knot of cherry-colored ribbon
rned the former; a spotless white
on, completed the attire.
Please, ma’am,” came almost apolo-
jeally, “Mr. Caruthers sent me here
rial, saying as how you wanted to
girl to do general work for you.
ipe I will suit you, for I understand
ginds of work, but I've never hired
‘before, my lady.”
Dome in!” Rose said, a glad expres-
king out from her dark, blue
“and we shall soon be able to
lia‘.?t” point beyond a doubt. Can
n] My mother has been cook
i gentleman’s family for years, and
isays that I am very passable.”
Thut is good. When ean you com-
work—let me see, what is your

gy, ma’'am!”
n can you come,; Peggy?”
] :nll begin now, my lady, if you
Very well, then,” said: Rose, noting
iringly the modest droop of the eye-
r the meek gray eyes, “you may
waihing the dishes and tidy up

en the master of the house came
er he was met at the hall door

nt and forgiving face, while

of soft arms. wound about his
jand a pair of rosy lips pressed to
'eminded him of former days of

does your servant suit, dear?”

question, as they proceeded to
oom arm-in-arm,

is altogether too perfect for

Jvas the extravagant answer.

~just an ideal of laundress,

n, and, Oh, you must taste

ing, Henry.”
‘well! I am glad that you have
such a prize, Pet,” he said

e dinner was certainly a
—fit food for a dyspeptic.
juicy and tender; potatoes,
ind not over-done; light biscuit

. Henry Carnthers’ impair-
to blossom  forth with re-
s the cottage pudding was
pious, while«the pie-crust

excelled for flakiness.

y with his appetite, his

aging out loud and

s was disagreeably sur-

f hour had expired,

ontinue forever. The

- in its “construc-

sppeas ‘like far-

to- Henry Caruther,
mprinting the partng kiss,

e’s room
throwing

‘her dressing-

It was late that night when the ball
broke up, and Rose Caruthers, tired and
weary, unfastening her shining jewels
and tossing them carelessly upon her
dressing-table, hurriedly disrobed.

The sun was shining brightly in at
the dormer window when she awoke
the next morning, and the breakfast-bell
was ringing for the second time. * She
She found Henry awaiting her arrival
with a little frown disfiguring his hand-
some face, as the rolls and coffee had
been served and were cooling upon the
table.

“I did not know but you were still
dreaming of your diamonds,” he said,
a little jealously.

“Oh, no, indeed ; you do me injustice,
Henry. I declare to you that they
have not, even for obne moment, en-
tered my thoughts since I unfastened
them last night after the ball. I am
not quite so vain, I hope,” she said,
with a pout of her red lips.

“Well, never mind, Puss,” he re-
Jjoined, as he kissed away the pretty
pout. “Come now, we will break our
fast, and after that I will remove your
new jewels to the bank, as I am on
my way to the office, and lock them
up in the casket with the others, for
they are the pure stuff—warranted.”

As soon as they had finished their
repast, Rose ran gayly up to her room,
keeping time with her dainty slippers
to the waltz she was humming as she
went, and bursting in ran straight to
Ler dressing-table confidently, to grasp
the precious diamonds. The next mo-
ment her face assumed a blank, puz-
zled expression, as she stood riveted to
the spot.

The diamonds were not there.
She placed her hand to her forehead
in a dazed manner, striving to recall

have secreted them.,

But, in vain. She felt as sure of
casting them upon her table as that she
was awake when doing so.

Had burglars entered her chamber?
Impossible! The windows were all
fastened securely, and the doors all
locked.

She stepped to the landing, and in a
faint voice called “Henry.”

He ran wonderingly to her, noting
with-anxiety her white face:

“Why, Rose, have you seen a ghost ?”
he queried, assuming a playful tone.
When told what had occurred, he gave
a prolonged whistle, while his first sus-
picion startled while it angered her.
Peggy! Such an idea! That honest
countenance allow her hands to commit
a theft? Never. The thought alone
seemed wholly preposterous to her
mind.

“No, Henry, she never did it! I
could swear that Peggy is innocent,”
Rose said, with positive assurance.
“Nevertheless 1 shall call her, and
allow her the privilege of protesting her
ignorance of the affair,” he said, suiting
the action to the word.

But, no; he felt that Rose must be
right in vindicating Peggy’s cause, when
he beheld the clear, honest gray eyes
unflinchingly deny the unjust accusa-
tion, while the lips unfalteringly pro-
claimed her entire innocence.

“Strange! strange! strange!” was his
only comment, as he left the room.

Later in the day, as Rose sat ponder-
g on the strange disappearance of
her diamonds (she thought of little else
now), a slieht circumstance recurred
to her, which had taken place just after
her husband had left the room the
night of the ball.

After kissing them several times, she
had looked around, ashamed of her
folly, when a pair of keen gray eyes,
with an expression of gloating admira-
tion in their depths, were fascinatingly
fixed upon her treasures, through the
door, slightly ajar.

She remembered now the start of
confusion - gvinced, mndoubtedly oc-
casioned by her (Rose’s) sudden change
of position.

And yet was it not very natural for
Peggy, in passing the slightly open
door, to peep in, and, having done so,
pause to admire the dazzling brilliance
which must have caught her eve? -

She refrained from relating the in-
cident to Henry, for fear of rekindling
the slumbering suspicion.

Days flew into weeks and weeks into
months, bringing no clew to the miss-
ing diamonds; but, strange to relate,
many small articlos of lesser value were
found missing, and all remained em-
veloped in a mystery unfathomable.

One evening, after dusk, as Henry
Caruthers was returning from his office,
he saw the rays of a bright light
streaming from the one little window
in the unfurnished and unoccupied
attic chamber, just over the kitchen.

Somewhat puzzled, he ascended the
steps leading from the street to the
front door, and was in the act of cross-
ing the hali to seek Rosa, when his at-
tention was drawn to the back stair-
case by the closing of a door near the
attic, and soon after Peggy descended
the back s!aircase, and hurricdly passed
through the rear door, bearing a huge
bundle with her.

“Has Rose discharged her ?” he asked
himself. ”

But upon questioning Rose no infor-
mation was gained. as she knew abso-
lutely nothing about it.

“Peggy bas been m the dining-room
for a half hour certain,” she told him.
“And I have just come from there,
Henry, instructing her a little in the art
of economy. She must have flown, to
have been in the attic when you came.”

“Run, Rose, and ascertain if she is in
the house now,” he said, impatiently.

She did go, returning in a second,
her countenance as puz:led now as his
had been a moment before.

“She says that she has not been from
the dining-room since I left her.” Rose

; | said, in an awed tone.

As before, the only word that Henry
Caruthers could utter was: “Strange,
stange, strange!” And the mystery
deepened. ;

Upon leaving his office one noon to
go to dinner, he was startled at behold-
ing a figure crossing the bridge and
Fcoming toward him, strangely familiar.
| “How are ;ou Peggy? Are you leav-

' 0d?” he asked, as he noted

‘ nl:gfo ood
b | the good-sized bundle in her hand, in-

closed in a:large yellow bandana.

" But she hurridly drew her veil down
over her face, and passed him without
vouchsafing hil even a nod of recog-

B ’mz yone off in & huff,” he
- o . ¥
q-iu, g mumm dis-

some other place in which she might ['

tant Peggy. “I wonder what she has
been doing now, to arouse my lady’s
di?lelsnrq?” he mentally added.

ut, what did it mesn? Surely that
was Peggy crossing the hall from the
kitchen to the dining-room.

*I shall investigate this matter ere
the setting of to-morrow’s sun,” he de-
termined, as he silently entered and
took a seat at the table.

In eonsequence, toward evening of
the same day, Henry Caruthers was
privately closeted with a proficient
: detective, o whom he explained as ex-
i plicitly as possible the facts in the
case,

The next day, as Rose was engaged
with some fine needle work in the little
sitting-room, she was certam that she
heard some one sobbing, and other
sounds of distress from an adjoining
bedroom. She hastily opened the
door communicating, and saw Peggy
in great distress, sitting upon the side
of the bed, which she had began to make
up.

“Why, Peggy, you poor child! What ]
is the matter?” exclaimed the warm-
hearted Rose, placing her hand upon
the girl’s bowed head. :

“I can’t tell you, ma’am! You would
despise me. I can’t tell any one, least-
wise yon who have been so kind to me.”

“But, where are you going?” she
asked, observing Peggy donning her
cloak and hat.

“I have to go down town, my lady. I
am sent for.”

And Rose, on glancing through the
half-open door, saw for the first time a
man standing in the hall, dressed in a
blue detective suit.

In a few words he explammed to'her
his painful duty; that of arresting
Peggy for theft. He had come to con-
duot her to the station house.

The evening before he had tracked
her from the house where she was em-
ployed, away beyond the city limits,
and had there lost trace of her. That
morning she had stolen in at the back
entxance to the Caruthers domain very
early, ere the family were astir, minus
the bundle which she had borne away
with her.

Peggy, amidst expostulations and en-
treaties, was searched, all to no pur-
pose. When questioned as to how she
came by the bundle so frequently seen
with her, and as to their contents, she
maintained a confused silence, while
her eyelids drooped guiltily.

“Peggy,” and Henry Caruthers’ tone
was stern and commanding, “ths sooner
you explain this matter the better it
will be for you. Are you guilty or in-
ocent of the crime ?”

Peggy hung her head for a few
minutes thoughtfully, then expressed
her willingness to confess all that she
knew of the affair. Her story is as
follows: :

“My home is five miles away from
here, to the east. My family consists
of a father 'and twin sisters, besides my-
self. My father, sir, is an inebriate,
spending all our earnings in liquor; he
is very quarrelsome, and never thinks
of doing one stroke of work, so that,
sometimes, my sister and’ myself find
it difficult to make both ends meet.

“My twin sister, sir, is the very
counterpart of myself in appearance,
but she is deaf and dumb. I am very
sorry, sir, but I could not resist the
temptation of taking the things, al-
though I knew it was stealing. I began
to think that you were so well off that
perhaps you might never find out what
became of them and that the crime
would not be as bad as when iaken
from a poorer person.”

“Where 18 your sister, Peggy?”

“In your house, sir, in the attic
chamber, she is waiting for me.”

A bright light dawned on the mind
of Henry Carnthers. This, then, ac-
counted for the light he had seen there,
and cleared, in his mind, the remainder
of the mystery.

“TI will fetch her,” he said, and left.

He soon returned, leading Polly by
the hand.

Polly wrote rapidly the answers to
the questions put to her, and her story
coincided in every way with the one
Peggy had told, but when questioned as
to the manner in which she had com-
mitted the theft, Peggy sprang forward
excitedly, while she exclaimed, with
flashing eyes:

“She never did that! 1 it was who
stole the things, when you were absent
from fhe room, and wrapped them up
for her. She merely received the bun-
dle from my hands in the attic chamber,
,{.nd carried them home. They are all

here, now, unharmed. O, sir, do not
blame Polly.” And Peggy wrung her
hands entreatingly. :

“My poor girl,” Henry Caruthers
exclaimed humskily, while his eyes looked
i moist. “You both have been more
' sinned against than sinning. I will
' send some one to recover the articles,
and will make this proposition to you:
Peggy, I will take you back again into
my employ, and give your mute sister
a home on one eondition, and that is,
that you sweaxr here before a witness
thas vou will never repeat the crime,
but always strive to be honest.”

Peggy was too much astonished for
a time to answer. That any one should
trust her after her acknowledged theft
never occurred to her. She sprang for-
ward , impulsively, and grasping her
benefactor’s hand before he could re-
stram her, she covered it with her tears
and kisses.

“Fo provide for my sister was all that
tempted me!” she exclaimed, brokenly.
“Oh, sir, I thank you more than I can
tell you.” i

ted the adoption of Peggy’s double.

She Was No De.lhead.

“Ma! I've made up my mind to marry
Mzr. Glibtongue, and 1 shall rely on
you'to win pa’s consent.”

“Indeed, miss, and what reason have
you to believe me equal to this re-
hance ?”

“Well, ma, you see Glibtongue is the
new coroner for our district, and as pa’s
political aspiratiens are all dead, I can
insure them a very quiet inquest if you
humor me.”

“I presume I'll have to humor you,
my dear.”

“That’s & dear mamma! and, besides,
you always said I had such killing ways,
and it may be that a coroner in the fam-
ily won't prove such a deadhead to us
&n all.”—Yonkers Gfazette,

And Henry Carutheys never regret- |

The Use and Abuse of Fun.

‘What should we be without this gift
to brighten our existence on our earthly
pilgrimage? A love of fan is mcst oft-
en accgmpanied by a cheerful and
lively disposition. We can imagine no
drearier state than that of an individual
who, during the whole of his lifetime,
can obtain no fun or pleasure in the
slightest degree, in his daily inter-
course with his fellow-creatures. But
it is a well-known fact that even of the
best of things one can have too much.
iiven fun has its limit, and a more
wearisome thing can scarcely be imag-
ined than an individoal -who, at the
most inappropriate time, cannot re-
frain from turning the most common-
place of conversation into fun and ridi-
cule. This is certainly a great failing;
but of course there is a graver aspect
under which it can be gegarded, name-
ly, the love of 1ll-natured fun. A laugh
raised at the expense of a well-meaning
person is highly injudicious, and in
many cases r.rely forgotton. The turn-
irg into ridicule of another person’s
words and ideas in a most uncharita-
ble and hurtful habit, when long
forgotten by the speaker, rankles in
the mind of the victim. There is noth-
ing miore disagreeable to a very sensi-
tive nature than the fear of being made
fun of or turned into ridicule, and the
very slightest inclination toward this
unchristianlike habit will cause the
victim of it such pain and shrinking a
less sensitive mind would scarce deem
possile. We should be especially care-
ful of these sensitive ones, the more so
as one can never fell the harm a care-
less word leveled 1n mere jest may do.
It rankles in the mind of the sensitive
one,and gives a pernicious precedent to
the hearers, which happily is not
general, and brings its own punish-
ment; for those few who find . real
pleasure in giving pain to others by ill-
natured and personal fun are rarely
well spoken of, even by those who pro-
fess to see no harm in it. A sarcastic
person may have many admirers, but
no real friends, as, directly personal
intercourse with them ceases, and when
one's back is turned, then one trembles
for one’s own character. But this is'a
spiteful and uncharitable fun, only re-
sorted to by those who, disgusted with
and weary of the world, can find
consolation only in the endeavor
to convert others to their opinion.
There is one more abuse of fun
which is necessary only just to touch
upon, and which, while the love of pure
and holy things exist, can never become
a habit—I mean the danger that one
has to guard against of speaking in fun
of sacred and holy things, or in any
way bringing them into ridicule. It
may be that, to a really witty person,
the inclination to this irreverent prac-
tice has to be moie carefully guarded
against thun to those whose sense of
wit is less keen. If a witty speech or
joke is on our lips which would turn
into the slightest fun or ridicule things
only to be spoken or thought of with
reverence, let the witty sentence be
wasted, rather than:be uttered to fall
perhaps on some untutored and waver-
ing mind, and prove a stumbling-block
in that mind for years and years after
the words were uttered and forgotten.
So much for the abuse of this gift.
But, on the whole, much more may be
said for than against it; for though it
may prove astumbling-block and “oe-
casion of falling” to some few, it is an
undeniable blessing to those who, with
a constant and ever-ready source of
cheerfulness and fun, can make lighter
daily trials and ditficulties, and even
afford help to a less hopeful brother or
sister on their earthly journey.—Har-
per’s Bazar.

Increased Duration of Life.

The stage to which we have at pres-
ent attained may be stated thus: Com-
pared with the period 1838-1854 (the
earliest for which there are trustworthy
records) the average of a man’s life is
now 41.9 years instead of 39.9, and of a
woman’s 45.3 instead of 41.9 years, an
addition of 8 per cent. to the female
life and 5 per cent. to the male. Of
each thousand males born at the pres-
ent day, forty-four more will attain the
age of 35 than used to be the case previ-
ous to 1871. For the whole of life the es-
timate now s that of 1,000 persons (one-
half maels and one-half females) thirty-
five survive at the age of 45, twenty-six
at 50, nine at 65, three at 75, and one
at 85. To put the case in another way,
every thousand persons born since 1870
will live about 2,700 years longer than
before. In ether words, the life of a
thousand persons is now equal in dura-
tion to that of 1,070 persons previously;
and 1,000 births will now keep up the
growth of our population as well as
1,070 births used to do. This is equiv-
alent in result to an increase of our
population, and in the best ferm, viz.,
net by more births but by fewer deaths,
which means fewer maladies and better
health. What is more, neaxly 70 per
cent. of the increase of life takes place
(or is lived) in the “usual period,”
namely, between the ages of 20 and 60.
Thus, of the 2,700 additional years lived
by each thousand of eur population, 70
per cent., or 1,890 years, will be a di-
rect addition to the working power of
our people. It is te be remembered
that there might be a great addition to
the births in a country with little addi-
tion to the national workimg power—
nay, with an aetwal reduction of the
national wealth and prosperity—seeing
that, regarded as “economic agents,”
children are simply a source of expense,

' and so also are a majority of the elder-
' ly who have passed the age of three
On the other hand, as already |
said, only one quarter of the longer or |

score.

additional life new enjoyed by our peo-
ple is passed in the wseless periods of
childhood and old age, and more than
one-third of it is lived at ages when life
is in its highest vigor, and most pro-
ductive alike of wealth anl enjoyment.
—Cornhill Magazine.

Modern Trial by Ordeal.

A gentleman who some years
acted as a surgeon to several friendly
societies in the county of Durham re-
lates the following anecdote, which oc-
curred between him and one of his

took a dose of his medicine, but was |

nnnoyeddto find that it had so little
taste, and that, moreover, it presented
no selid material to be shaken up. On
submitting the bottde to his wife she
also, on tasting, pronounced it to be
“nowt but wetter.” He theu took coun-
cil with some of his brethren, who were
not very favorably disposed toward the
i doctor, and, yielding to their advice,
. entered a complaint to the lodge. In
due time the doctor received from the
Secretary a notice to attend and answer
Brother Jones’ charge to the effect that
he had been supplied with water instead
of medicine. In reply to this notice.
the surgeon asked the Seeretary to in-
timate, to the aggrieved brother that it
would be necessary to have the medicine
produced in order that he might Lhavea
fair chance of rebutting the charge.
When the night arrived, there w-8 a
goodly attendance of members, and the
lodge having been formally opened,
Jones was asked to stand forth and pre-
fer his charge against the doctor, which
he did, alleging that the bottle pro-
duced was given to him for medicine,
and contained nothing but watzr. After
he had finished his statement, the sur-
geon proclaimed to the meeting that if
Jones was sincere in his belief that
there was nothing but water-in the bot-
tle, he could have no objection to drink-
ing the contents at one draught. The
Chairman and brethren thought this
a reasonable proposition, and put it to
Jones aecordingly. Jones was evident-
1y not quite prepared for this crucial
test of his belief, but could see no way
out of it. After a little hesitation he
consented. The contents of the eight-
ounce mixtore were transferred to a
tumbler, and he quaffled them off. The
doctor then intimated to the Chairman
that he might proceed with any other
business, until the medicine had time
to take effect. After the lapse of about
an hour Jones began to exhibit signs of
internal disturbance, and a basin was
brought in for his conveniénce. It soon
| became manifest to the brethren that
there must have been something more
than water in the mixture. The doc-
tor submitted that he had effectually
upset both Jones and his allegation,
and quitted the lodge in triumph.—
Chambers’ Journal.

Age in a Woman.

Age in a woman is a ticklish subject,
and I have been talking with an expert
about it—that is to say, a physician of
heavy and long practice. I reminded
him that we can judge of a horse's years
by his mouth, and why couldn’t some
rule be laid down, in a widely general
way, as data to go on in estimating the
age of a human being?

“Do horses wear false teeth!” the
man of medicine answered. “Do they
dye their gray hairs, or putty up the
wrinkles in their faces? Seriously,
there is nobody so expert as to learn
the age of a woman with anywhere near
exactitude by physical observation. The
uncertainty isn’t altogether due to de-
ceptive practices, either, but to the
widely varying effect of time in indi-
viduals. As a rule, brunettes lcok older
than blondes at a corresponding age.
As to the plumpness and the lack of it,
fat may be said to increase the appar-
ent age of a girl under 25, and to lessen
it in a woman over that; and the rea-
son is that slenderness is girlish as long
ag it does not produce wrinkles, while
rotundity keeps the skin taut and
smooth.

“But these are mere generalities. In
no gathering of women strangers to you
could you guess the ages within five
years on the average, and in half the
instances you would be ten years out of
the way. I know a woman of 35 with
a son of 18, and when out together they
are commonly mistaken for brother and
sister. Popular ideas as to the ages of
actresses is extravagantly erroneous. I
could name several whom I know to be
tremendously outraged by overesti-
mates. Healch is the only preserver of
juvenility. Cosmetics, without excep-
tion, are injuriqus finally, if not at
once. The skin is deadened by un-
guents and powders that fill the pores.
But on the whole a woman can’t great-
ly alter her countenance as to its show-
ing of her age, whether the exhibit be
true or false.” —New York Cor. Chi-
cago Herald.

Origin of the National Museum.

From an article by Ernest Ingersoll,
in the Ceniury, we quote the follow-
ing: “In no single respect, perhaps,
has the progress of the Ameriean capi-
tal been more striking tham ins the his-
tory of the National Museum. Origin-
ating in a quantity of ‘curiosities’
which had been given to the United
States by foreign powers, or sent home
by consuls and naval officrs, eld visitors
to Washington remember it as a heter-
ogenedus cabinet in the Patent Office.
It included such diverse objeets as the
femur of a Missouri masteden, Wash-
ington’s knee-breeches, and the Orient-
al spoils of the Wilkes expedition
around the world. In 1846 asstep was
taken toward something coherent and
creditable, by an act of Congress estab-
lishing a National Museum,following the
precedent of a dozen or more other na-
tions:; but this intention tnok effect very
slowly, though various exploring expedi-
tions and embassies largely increased
the bulk of the collections. When the
inventive faculty of this Yankee race
had crowded the Patent Office with
models, the ‘cabinet of euriosities’ was
trundled over to the Smithsonian In-

stitution.”

In the Wreng Line.

A father had obtained a place for his
young son in a drug store, with a view
to his learning the business.

Meeting the druggist one day, he
asked him how he was pleased with the
boy.

“I am afraid he will never amount te
much in the drug line,” was the reply.
“He doesn’t seem to be fitted for it
altogether. This morning when I came
down after breakfast, the pavement in
front of the store was very icy, and he
-asked me if e shouldn’t sprinkle some
ashes over it.  Your son, I fear, is not

rustio constituents. A member of an | endowed with the necessary ‘grasp’ to

0dd Fellows’ lodge came one evening

for advice at the fisnal honr of con- |

sultation. The symptoms were duly
detailed, and the surgeon prescribed a
mixture which contained two grains of
tartrate of antimony in eight ounces of
water, The patient on arriving home

succeed in drugs.”—New York Sun.

|
SrEAEKING of & commercial traveler
who was arrested for embezzlement, an
exchange says: “He confesses his
guilt.” A drummer may own up to
guilt, but to brass—aever.

. HUMOR

Tﬁnmgof the mili is always hop-
per-tune.

THE latest reburns—husband getting
home from the club.

Norsing is impossible to him who
wills—unless he is a married man.

It is because ignorance is bliss that
courting is so much pleasure to young
people.

“Surtes to the sweet,” as the man
#aid when he took his young wife to
live in a flat.

A RUBAL obituary relates that “the
deceased had accumulated a little
money and ten children.” ’

WHEN a boy of 18 runs away with a
girl of the same age the proceeding
may be called a verdant slope.

A woMaN at Pekin, IlIL, has finger-
nails an inch long. Her husband goes
creeping around as if he was walking
on tacks. :

THE reason that it is not good to bor-
row a husband is because “it is not
good for man to be a-lone.”—Texas
Siftings.

SOFT blue were her eyes and lustrous,

Her breath was the breeze of the South.

He kissed that fiirt on the forehead,
And got a bang in the mouth. -

“How poES the milk get into the co-
coanut?” asks a subscriber. It does
not get intosit at all; the cocoanut
grows around the milk. Ask usa hard
one.—Burlington Hawkeye.

WE are willing to take a certain
amount of stock in the newspaper ac-
counts of Western cyclones, but, when
an Arkansaw paper tells about azephyr
carrying a bedquilt sixty-one miles and
then going back for the sheet, we
aren’t there.—Ex.

GENTLEMAN—AD, Patrickl Warm
this morning. Guess the young peo-
ple won’t get much skating to-day. See
how wet the ice is. Patrick—Never ye
fear, sorr; jist wait till the sun gets a
little hoigher and the oice will soon
dry off. : : \

PAssENGER to conductor —Look here,
aren’t we behind time? Conductor—
Yes, sorter. Passenger—Then why
don’t you run faster? Conductor—Be-
cause we are waiting for two men and
a boy to catch up. Passenger—What
for? Oonductor—They are going to
rob the train.—drkansaw Traveler.

AN eminent savant wa introduced at
an evening party to a rather pert young
lady. “0O, Mr. —,” she said, “I am
delighted to meet you. I have so long
wished to see you. “Well,” said the
man of science, “and pray what do you
think of me now that you have teen
me?” “You may be very clever,” was
the answer, “buft you are nothing to
look at.”

THERE'S the girl with the smiling face,
The girl witn the witching eye;

There's the girl with the siately grace,
And the girl that j8 modest and shy;

There’s the girl with the winning air,
The girl that'’s reserved and cold;

There’s the girl with the curly hair,
And the girl that is rather old;

There's the girl that is grand and tall,
The g.rl with the dimpled chin;

But the girl that beats them all
Is the girl that has got the tin. :

A 1ApY in Coseytown discovered a
mouse in the family flour-barrel. She
summoned her husband, and told him
to get a gun and call the dog, and sta-
tion himself near the scene of on-
slaught. Getting up on a high chair,
she commenced punching the flour-
barrel with a pole. The poor mouse
soon made its appearance and started
across the floor, the dog immediately
in pursuit. In the excitement the man
fired the gun, killing the dog, and the
lady fainted and fell off the chair. The
man, thinking that she was dead, and
fearing arrest for murder, cleared out,

. and has not been heard of since. The

mouse escaped.

“WHAT is the population of the
world, papa®” asked 6-year-old Edith,
who was making up sums for herself
on a new slate. “You must not inter-
rupt me now, Edith,” said her father,
who was writing at the same table.
“Go to Miss ‘Smith,” referring to the
governess. Her father was net so busy,
however, but that he heard and was
amused by her saying, in a low tone,
soom after: “I know how I can find out
mysel. T1l1 look in the baek of the
geography for the United States and
for Europe, and then I can add Aunt
Mary’s baby and Aunt Jessie’s baby,
and that will give it to me exactly.”
—Ex.

IN one of the schools of this e¢ity a
miscnievous young American of Afri-
can descent got into trouble. He had
violated one of the rnles, and his teash-
er concluded that his offense was grave
enough to merit discipline at thechands
of the prineipal. Taking a firmhold of
the yomng gentleman, the teaeher ac-
cordingly started for. the room of the
dread administrator of punishment.
The young ochap held back, began to
cry, and finally cried ouf, in ‘piteous
tones, “Oh, Miss——, don’t take me up
stairs; p-l-e-a-s-e don’t. If you don’t
take me up there, I'll pray for you to-
night!” She didn’t take him up.—
Altoona Tribune. »

All Down.

“Good morning, Johrny,” said the
Methodist preacher, ridimg up to a
small boy sitting on the fence in front
of a Kentucky farm-house and whist-
ling “Wait Till the Clouds Roll By.”
“Mornin’,” replied the boy, eyeing the
preacher’s scrub horse narrowly. “Are
the folks all well fhis morning?”
“Naw.” “Who's sick?” “Jim, he’s
down with the measles; Mary, she’s
down with the mumps; Sal, she’s ébwn
with the yaller janders; Sam, he’s
down with the fever; Mordecai, he’s
down with the chills,” and the boy
stopped to take breath.  “Why, my,
Johnny, you must be having a hard
time at your house.” “Yes, rather
tough for good Methodists.” “Is there.
any one else sick?” *“Yes, mother;
she’s down, too.” “No, you don't say
s0? What’s she down with?” “Oh,
she’s down with the neighbors in the
front room helpin’ lay pap out.” “¥éu
father dead?” “Yes, the old man gim-
me his last lickin’ yistidday morning.”™
“This is terrible,” groaned the preach-
er; “is there anybody else down?”
“Yes, Bob and Hezekiah’s down with
the dogs 1n the woods behind the truck
patch ketchin’ a coon for dinner. Moth-
er's expeotin® yer, an’ she told me to
set out here an’ wait till you come
along."--Merchant Ivaveler.
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