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1HE LAST PIPE.

Wheon head is sick, and brain doth swim,
And heavy hangs each unstrung limb,
"T'is sweet, through smoke-puffs, wreathing slow,
To watch the firelight flash and glow.

As oach soft cloud floats up on high,
Some worry takes its wings to fly;

And Fancy dunces with the flame,

Who lay so lubor-cramped and lame ;
‘While the spent Will, the slack Desire,
Rekindle at the dying fire,

And burn to meet the morrow’s sun

‘With all its day’s work to be done.

The tedious tangle of the Law—

Your work ne'er done without some flaw ;
Those ghastly streets that drive one mad,
With children joyless, elders sad,

Young men unmanly, girls going by
Bold-voiced, with eyes unimaidenly ;
Christ died two thousand years agone,
And kingdom come still all unwon ;

Yoar own slack self, that will not rise
‘Whole-hearted, for the great enterprise—
‘Well, all these dark thoughts of the day,
As thin smoke’s shadow, drift away.

And see, those magiz mists unclose, v
And a girl’'s face amid them grows—

The very look she’s wont to wear;

The wild-rose blossoms in her hair;

‘The wondrous depths of her pure eyes;
The maiden soul that 'neath them lies—
That fears to meet, yet will not fly

Your stranger spirit drawing nigh.

‘What if our times seem sliding down?
8he lives, creation’s flower and crown.
‘What if your way seems dull and long?
Each tiny triumph over wrong,

Each effort up through sloth and fear,
And she and you are brought more near.

So, rapping out those ashes light, ¥
“My pipe, you've served me well to-night.”

EOITH'S PUNISHMENT.

BY HELEN E. STANDIFORD.

Rodbrook Farm, extending over many
hundred acres of rich prairie land, and em-
bracing within its limits a forest of valuable
timber, was indeed a property of which its
possessor might be proud.

S0 thought Edith Norton, as she paused
for a moment in her walk through the grove
of magnificent oak trees, on whose edge
the farm-house was located. No wonder
that a smile of trinmph overspread her face,
and her eyes sparkled, as she thought how
excellent were her prospects for becoming
mistress of this vast estate. She was fairly
amazed at her own success; for in two short
months she had succeeded in fascinating
young Albert Rodbrook, a shy country lad.
who had nevertheless grown bold enough to
declare his love for this bewitching, grace-
ful girl, with her city manners and dainty
clothes.

She was a visitor at the house of her
aunt, whose sign in front of a very modest
dwelling in the adjoining village read:

5 MRS. HARGRAVE,
: DRESSMAKER AND MILLINER. |

This lady and Miss Peeriam, housekeeper
at the Farm, were cronies of many years
standing. Thus it happened that not long
after Edith’s arrival she met young Rod-
brook, not at a church sociable or other
gathering, where his timidity would proba-
bly have prevented him from addressing
her, but in this identical grove of oak
trees, through which she was passing to de-
liver some message from her annt.

A huge mastiff, usually chained in his
kennel near the stable, had broken loose
and sprang upon her as she neared the
house. Her cries attracted the altention of
Albert, at that moment coming from a rear
door. Advancing to the rescue, like some
knight of old, he silenced the animal,
thereby earning olook of gratitude that set
his heart to beating far more rapidly than
was its wont.

He was dazzled from the first, and Edith,
with her nataral graces and superior
knowledge of the world, took care that the
spell should not be broken.

She had resumed her walk, and pres-
ently the old house came in sight. A
careless observer could hardly have failed
to be impressed with the charming sur-
roundings and attractive appearance of the
place, despite its evident age and old-
fashioned adornments. True, the bricks
had crumbled in some of the more ex-
posed pertions, and the roof of one of the
wings was in evident need of repair, but
most of the ravages of time were hidden
by masses of ivy and Virginia creeper.
‘The porch at the side of the house was
fairly covered with the latter, while im-
mense bushes of lilacs and snow-balls
grew in close proximity to the front win-
dows. The flower garden bore marks of
having at some time received careful at-
tention. Beds were artistically arranged,
walks laid out, and numerous supports
erected for the vines and larger plants.
But it was further evident that, for the
past year at least, the vegetation had been
allowed to grow without human aid or
interference.

Some of those flowers, self-sown in a
previous season, which had the hardihood
to confront a mass of weeds, showed
glimpses of bright color here and there,
but many of their associates, whose duty
it was to bloom at this time of the year,
were sickly, spindling stalks, bearing a few
leaves and no blossoms whatever. The
shrubbery needed trimming; the ornament-
al railing was broken down, and the whole
was characterized by that air of neglect

. which frequentlv visits a garden when the

owner dies or removes to foreign parts.

Jacob Rodbrook, grandfather of Albert,
had been a famous horticulturist, and had
taken an immense amount of pride and

leasure in the cultivation of these plots.
‘Since his death the entire place had been
deft chiefly to the care of servants.

Of his two sons, the elder had married
wearly, and died a few years afterward, leav-
ing a widow and one child, the hero of our
story. The other was a wanderer in strange
lands. His love of adventure had led him
from country to country, from one conti-
ment to another, until he was now believed
4o have visited nearly every part of the
globe. Nor had his father disapproved of
this mode of life. After spending a few
hundreds in the purchase of a suitable out-
fit for his son, no further outlay on the old
- gentleman’s part was required, James being
able to maintain his independence in what-
ever part of the world he found himself.

" Upon receiving the intelligence of his
#father's demise, he had written to inform
his nepuew that his return might be ex-
pected during the following winter.

Albert’'s mother had soon followed her
thusband to the grave, leaving their little
iboy to the care of his grandparent and Miss
/Peeriam.

As Edith gazed upon the varied beauties
«of the homestead, bathéd in a flood of
aorning sunshine, to her ambitious mind
-several nuprovements had already suggest-
-ed themselves. i

“I should have that wing torn down and
& new porch built, ranning the whole
ilen,th of the house,” she was thinking,

pleasure that the meeting afforded him,
and her greeting was as affectionate as his
own.

“I have some news to tell you,” he said,
a8 they stood for a few moments in the
shade of a gigantic oak. “My Uncle James
is coming home, and may be here this
week.”

“Your Uncle James?” she said, in some
snIprise. ’

Until this moment she had never even
heard of the existence of this member of
the Rodbrook family. His long absence
had done much toward effacing his memory
from the minds of Elmdale’s residents, and
it chanced that during Edith’s short visit no
one had mentioned his name to her.

“Yes,” replied Albert. “Have I never told
you about him? I was a child when he
started on his travels, and scarcely remem-
ber how he looked. He wrote last winter
that he might be at home next Christmas,
but it seems he has altered his plans, and is
coming sooner.”

“Is he married?” asked Edith.

“No, he is an old bachelor.”

During the remainder of the walk up to
the house, in which Albert accompanied
her, Edith was silent and thoughtful, so
much so that Albert inquired if she were
not feeling well.

“Perfectly,” she answered. “I am only a
little tired from the long walk I have taken.”

“We will have Miss Peeriam give us a
lunch, and, after you are rested, will you
play one of those new pieces for me?”

Edith assented, and they went into the
house. At the foot of the great staircase
they met a young girl, perhaps a few years
Edith’s junior, who blushed deeply as she
saw them. This was Agnes Draper, who
had once been Albert's playmate, and, until
Miss Norton's arrival, the only young woman
with whom he was ever known to stop and
converse. He now greeted her rather in-
differently, while his companion beamed
upon her with the ntmost cordiality.

you know how eagerly I shall look for your
letters.”
i There was much more said in a tender,
. confidential undertone, many vows of con-
stancy exchanged, and then Albert went on
i his way, cheered by the thought that the
' girl he loved was interested 1n his welfare
and cared for his success in the new path
. he was about to pursue.
{  Mrs, Hargrave was not a little surprised
! when Edith announced her intention of
| spending another fortnight in Elmdale; but
! the girl was lively and companionable, be-
| sides affording her considerable assistance
!in the dressmaking line; so she raised no
! objection.
i One day, when the elder lady was em-
i ployed elsewhere, Edith donned her fresh-
est muslin, and slipping a roll of music un-
| der her arm, set out for the Rodbrook man-
sion. Miss Peeriam readily gave her per-
i mission to practice the songs she had
{ brought, and presently Edith’s fingers were
wandering over the keys. She played on,
apparenily unconscious that therg was a
listener in the next room, though she had
caught a glimpse of him as she passed the
half-opened door. A tall, grave man of
forty-five or thereabout, deeply engaged in
the perusal of a volume before him, he did
not observe her light footsteps in the hall.

Not until the sound of music fell upon
his ears did he glance toward the parlor in
{ some bewilderment. It was years since hé
{ had heard the old instrument, a gift of
his mother, when she came a bride to the
farmhouse, and he wondered now who could
{ have the audacity to open it.

He arose and went into the hallway.
Ldith’s back was toward him; but presently
she turned to reach for some music, and he
beheld, with a thrill of admiration, the del-
icate profile, surmounted by masses of rip-
pling hair. She had finished the accom-

! paniment to the song she was praclicing,

and commenced an old Scotch air, which
he remembered having heard his mother

Her appearance formed a striking con-
trast to that of the city girl. She was
plainly dressed in a dark print, with coarse |
shoes and a brown straw hat. Edith wore |
a dainty lawn, edged with lace and looped |
up with ribbon bows. Yet Mr. Draper was |
a wealthy farmer who could well afford to |
deck his daughter with “gew-gaws.” as he |
called them, while Mr. Norton struggled |
hard to maintain a large family on his |
clerk’s salary of five hundred a year.

Agnes had also come on some crrand
connected with Miss Peerinm'’s department,
and remained but a few moments.

Albert and Edith were soon seated before
the ancient pianoforte, where she was play-
fully instructing him in the first principles
of music, a course of study which he occa-
sionally varied by discussing his plans for
the future.

They had already decided that their mar-
riage should take place as soon as possible
after he had attained his twenty-first birth-
day. For the present, the whole matter
was to be kept a secret.- His guardian,
Lawyer Holden, had arranged for him to
spend the next six months at a business
college, there to supplement what knowl-
edge he had acquired under the tuition of
the schoolmaster.

“After that,” he said to Edith, “I shall
be my own master, and can manage affairs
to suit myself.”

“And the first use you will make of your
freedom will .be to leave lome and see
someathing of the world.”

“Not unless you are with me,” said Al-
bert, putting his arm around her waist.

She smiled, a self-satisfied smile, and
professed heiwntention of departing for the
village. He accompanied her, and so busily
were they engaged in conversation that they
had neared her aunt’s house and were ob-
served by that lady herself before he turned
to retrace his footsteps.

Edith was scarcely seated in the little
room which served as shop and parlor
when her aunt began. “Seems to me young
Rodbrook is getting wonderfully attentive
to you. What does itall mean?”

Edith considered a moment, then thought
best to make a confidante of her aunt.

“He has asked me to marry him,” she re-
plied, somewhat proudly.

HWell, well,” said her relative, evidently
surprised, “you are both rather young to
think of getting' married, but he may be a
rich man some day.”

“May be!” repeated Edith,with heightened
color. “Doesn’t the farm, or part of it, be-
long to him?”

“Bless your heart, no. His grandfather
made a will leaving it all to Albert's uncle,
that’s traveling in some heathenish country,
and if he dies without any children, it goes
to the grandson.”

“How unjust,” said Edith, “to cut his
oldest son’s child oft in that way.”

“I suppose he didn’t want the farm di-
vided, and it's pretty certain James will
never marry. Besides, he always said that
he believed in a young man’s starting out
for himself. Albert gets an allowance of
three hundred every year until he's twenty-
one. Then I hear he is going to study for
a book-keeper or cashier.”

Three hundred a year, and that to cease
at the end of six months. How suddenly
had all of Edith’s air-castles fallen to the
ground. Instead of owning this vast es-
‘tate, her lover was a poor boy, hardly better
off in this world’s goods than herself.

She was too proud, however, to allow
Mrs. Hargrave to witness her chagrin, and
merely requesting the latter not to mention
her engagement, she went to her room.

Then she thought over the matter long
and earnestly. It had been a great disap-
pointment to learn how Albert’s pecuniary
affairs stood; but, then, there was a possi-
bility of his some day being a wealthy man,
that is, if another plan which had half
shaped itself in her mind, while she fre-
quently glanced in the mirror opposite, did
not succeed.

Her recent conquest had increased the
vanity natural to her disposition, and she
scarcely doubted her abflity to charm any
lord of creation she might encounter.

She wound up her meditations by resolv-
ing to treat Albert, for the present at least,
as if these disagreeable tidings had never
! reached her ears.

There was only one more meeting of the
youthful lovers before Albert was obliged
| to depart for a distant city. Then he in-
| formed Edith that his uncle had arrived,
and so far had been very generous to him.

“I should like to have you see him,” he
whispered, as they stood on the little porch
in front of Mrs. Hargrave's residence, bid-

|
|

play in years gone by.

He stood for a moment as if rooted to the
spot, and before he could make up his
mind to retreat she had left off playing
and turned to encéunter his gaze.

She started slightlv, and James Rod-
brook advanced into the room.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, “but your
playing charmed me so that I came nearer
to listen.”

She smiled reassuringly. “It is 1 who
ought to apologize for taking possession of
the room, but Miss Peeriam said I might
use the piano, and I thought we were the
only persons in the house. Mr. Rodbrook,
I presume.”

He bowed and considered "what next to
say. For several years he had been un-
accustomed to ladies’ society, and at the
outset it did not appear easy to continue a
conversation with this fair girl.

“Have I the pleasure of addressing one of
my neighbors?” he inquired at length.

“My aunt, Mrs. Hargrave, lives in Elm-
dale, but I am only a visitor at her house.
My name is Norton.”

“But she is not the Millie Norton who
married Sam Hargrave?”

“Yes, that was my uncle’s name.”

“Poor Sam. I heard of his death when
I was in South Africa. We were boys
together, and often played truant from
school to go hickory-nutting.”

“He was always ready for any cxpedition
of that kind,” responded Edith. “His
nephews and nieces generally had a good
time when they came to visit Uncle Sam.”

There was another pause, then Edith
said:

“I wish I could find the words of that
old song. There are only a few lines that
I can remember.”

“The one you were playing as I came
in?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“I believe that I have them stored away
in an old trunk upstairs. At least I packed
up a great many of those Scotch pieces,
and, if I remember rightly, that was among
them. I will look for it this afternoon.”

“I couldn’t think for a moment of putting
you to so much trouble.”

“It will be a pleasure, and if I succeed in
finding it, and you will allow me, I will
take it around to your aunt’s house this
evening.”

There was a little flash of triumph in
Edith’s eyes, but she cast them down
modestly, and he did not perceive it.

‘*Auntie will be very glad to see you, I am
sure,” she said demurely.

Thus it was settled that he should call at
Mrs. Hargrave'’s, and so pleasantly was he
entertained that the visit was repeated sev-
eral times during the ensuing fortnight.

Many and varied were the comments
which this proceeding elicited from the vil-
lage gossips. Some of them were of the
opinion that his attentions were bestowed
upon Mrs. Hargrave, who was his junior
by several years, but it soon became ap-
parent that her beautiful niece was the at-
traction.

So rapidly had their acquaintanceship
progressed that when Edith left for her
home he had obtained permission to call
there on the occasion of his next trip to the
city.

To her mother and sisters she gave a glow-
ing account of his evident devotion, and
they were not surprised when the brief
courtship resulted in an engagement shortly
after his arrival.

Mr. Norton, poor, hard-working man,
was glad to know that one of his daughters
would be well provided for, and received
his future son-in-law with open arms.

It was decided that the marriage should
take place on New Year's Eve, and prepar-
ations were forthwith commenced.

To Albert, working haird over books and
bills in the distant metropolis, no tidings
of the approaching nuptials were sent. It

was any necessity of informing his nephew
of the step he was about to take, and since
the latter part of October Albert had not
heard from Edith.”

He attributed her silence to pique, caused
by a correspondence he had been obliged
to carry on with Agnes Draper, in regard to
her brother, a student at the same college,
who had fallen in with bad companions and
narrowly escaped expulsion.

Albert wrote several times, endeavoring
to explain the matter, and receiving no re-
sponse. determined at Christmas time to go
himself.

What was his surprise, upon reaching
Edith’s residence, to be told that she was
to be married a few days later and did not

ding each other farewell; “but you leave for
 home so0 soon I suppose it will be impossi-
" ble this summer. He has a great many le-
| gal matters to look after, and spends nearly
[ every day in the city.”

Edith thought differently, but she
changed. the subject, and iuq‘uired if he
would not spend Christmas at Elmdale.

“T hardly think so. Mr.-Holden is anx-

‘when Albert Rodbrook emerged from a |ious for me to devote every minute to my

«wide-path and stood before her.

| studies, and I should lose nearly a week by

receive eallers.

“But I must see her,” he said, turning
i pale, and some desperate resolve to carry
her off in spite of her relatives and betrothed
husband flashing through his mind.

“What name shall I give?” asked the
girl.
~ «Albert Rodbrook.”

She ascended the stairway to an apart-
ment on the upper floor, and presently re-
turned to admit him to the family sitting-

did not oceur to James Rodbrook that there

His beaming face showed sufficiently thy | coming home; but I will write often, and ! room, which chanced at that zime'bo De va-

. cant.

When Edith appeared, he burst into a
{ storm of apology and entreaty, which could
i hardly have failed to move the heart of a
; less worldly minded person.

{  She had net previously heard of his let-
‘ters to Agnes, but she was a quick-wittec
; girl, and his words decided her as to how
; she should act in this emergency. She was
‘cool and disdainful, refusing to accept his

apology, and it was not until he had ex-
, hausted every species of pleading he could
| command that he asked the name of her
i intended.

Consternation was visible upon every
feature when he received her reply.

“But my uncle James is twice your age,”
he exclaimed; “he cannot love you as I do?”

Then followed another impassioned pro-
posal for her to fly with him, and become
his wife at once, defying relatives on both
sides.

There were real tears in Edith’s eyes be-
fore he had finished. He was young
and handsome, and she had bestowed the
small amount of affection her nature was
capable of displaying upon him. But she
was firm in her refusal to accede to his re-
quest, and, seizing his hat abruptly, Albert
left the house to return no more.

Two months afterward, when the honey-
moon was nearly over, and Edith and her
husband had settled at the farm, they heard
that Albert had joined a party of surveyors
in the far Western States.

She certainly had no reason to complain
of her lot. The idolized wife of a man
who anticipated her every wish, the aim of
whose existence seemed to be to shower
luxuries upon her, there were yet moments
when she felt that she would have resigned
them all for the companionsbip of that
blue-eyed boy away on the Western prai-
ries.

In the late spring there came a change.
The strong man she had married was
stricken down with a low fever. Medical
aid proved unavailing, and one week after
his first attack James Rodbrook was a
corpse in the home of his fathers.

But, until 2 few hours before his death,
he had been confident of recovery, not cred-
iting the physician’s statement that, unless
great precautions were used, his iron con-
stitution might suecumb to a disease of this
kind. Accordingly, he had died without
making a will, and his widow found that
part ot his property allowed her by law to
be very small.

The early summer days found her still at
the old home, but knowing now that she
had no claim to' it nor to the smrounding
acres.

Albert’s return was expected in August.

and this she awaited with a hopefulness
that not all the remembrance of their last
interview could destroy.
- He came, but, instead of going at once to
his home, stopped over night at Mr. Dra-
per’s, and walked up to the farmhouss on
the following morning. He remembered,
perhaps with a tinge of sadness, that it was
on just such a day as this, the previous
summer, he had first met the woman who
had proved false to him.

She was waiting now to greet him, with
dewy eyes and trembling lips. In response
to his formal bow and proffer of his hand,
she exclaimed:

“0, Albert, you have not forgotten tl:
old times; you will let bygones be by-
gones?”

“Certainly,” he said, evincing no warmtu
of manner whatever; “I quite agree witk
you that it is better to bury the pastentirely
We will, if you please, proceed to the
business that has brought me here this
morning.”

And then she knew that all was lost, that
she could never hope to charm him again.
On the following day she left Elmdale to
tak(;; up her residence under her father’s
roof.

Six months later her humiliation was
complete, when she ldarned that Mrs. Al-
bert Rodbrook, mee Agnes Draper, had
been installed as mistress of Rodbrook
Farm.

Beleaguered Chattanooga.

All supplies for Rosecrans had to be
brought from Nashville. The railroad
between this base and the army was in
possession of the Government up to
Bridgeport, the point at which the
road crosses to the south side of the
Tennessee River; but Bragg, holding
Lookout and Raccoon Mountains west
of Chattanooga, commanded the rail-
road, the river, and the shortest and
best wagon roads both south and north
of the Tennessee between Chattanooga
and Bridgeport. The distance between
these two places is but twenty-six miles
by rail; but owing to this position of
Bragg all supplies for Rosecrans had
to be bauled bya circuitous route north
of the river and over a mountainous
country, increasing the distance to over
sixty miles. This country afforded but
little food for his animals, near ten
thousand of which had already starved,
and none were left to draw a single
piece of artillery or even the ambu-
lances to convey the sick. The men
had been on half rations of hard bread
for a considerable time, with but few
other supplies, except beef driven from
Nashville across the country. The re-
gion along the road Dbecame so ex-
hausted of food for the cattle that by
the time they reached Chattanooga
they were much in the condition of the
few animals left alive there “on the
lift.” Indeed, the beof was so voor
that the soldiers were in the habit of
i saying, with a faint facetiousness, that
they were living on half rations of hard
bread and “beef dried on the hoof.”
Nothing could be transported but food,
and the troops were without sufficient
shoes or other clothing suitable for the
advancing season. What they had was
well worn. 'I'he fuel within the Fed-
eral lines was éxhausted, even to the
stumps of trees. There were no teams
to draw it from the opposite bank.
| where it was abundant The only
| means for supplying fuel for some time
| before my arrival had been to cut trees
from the north bank of the r.ver, at a
considerable distance up the stream,
form rafts of it and float it down with
the current, effecting a landing on the
south side within our lines by the use
of paddles or poles. 1t would then be
carried on the shoulders of the men to
their camps.—General U. S. Grant.

‘WHEN a high-minded man takes pains
to atone for his injustice, his kindness
of heart is shown in the best and purest
light. '

‘* HUMOR.

A pUCK of a man generally makes a
goose of a husband.

IT’s a cold day when a henpecked
man is not 1 hot water.

BILLIARDS must be an easy game, for
it’s mostly done on cushions.—Stockton
Maverick.

“WHAT is your idea of love, Mr. Sin-
nick?” “Three meals a day, and well
cooked.”—Chicago Ledger.

“How’s MR. TUFFANUFF this morning,
doctor?” “Well, sir,” replied the doc-
tor, with a sigh; “terribly well, terribly
well.”

A BostoN man whose wife has run
away with a drummer has sworn a
solemn oath to kill the scoundrel on
sight—if he brings her back again.

THE young man who expectorates
tobacco juice on the kitchen floor
mustn’t expect to rate first class in the
estimation of the pretty cook.—Maw-
erick.

A riouUs citizen of Buffalo proposes
to chain a Bible to each telephone in
the country, so that while waiting for
replies the telephoners wiil have some-
thing to read of a nature to repress
profanity.

THOSE EXTRAVAGANT GIRLS.
The clephant they went to view,
And to paint with red the town,
And they talked of the pretty girls they knew
As they poured the whisky down ;
And one said gravely to nis chum:
“It gives me great distress
To thiuk young ladies will chew gum
And spend 80 much for dress.”
—Boston Courier.

“I A surprised, sir!” thundered the
President, as he caught the Caishier go-
ing through the safe one night. “Soam
L,” said the Cashier. “I thought you
were the burglar I hired to blow up the
safe after I’d got through.” —Worcester
Gazette.

CHARLEY MaNpATTAN—“I thought
that Shakspeare wrote ‘Charles the
First.’” Miss Arlington—“Bat, you
know, Shakspeare died so many yezrs
before Charles the Iirst was born that
—” Mr. C. M.—“0, yes, but Shaks-
peare is full of anachronisms.”— Li;e.

“I poN’r care if our dog did whip
yours!” said an angry little girl to a
p'aymate. “Your dog is a sneaking
little thing, anyhow!” “I don’t cave,”
sobbed the owner of the sneaking dog.
“I guess your dog snooked first.”—
Youth’s Companion.

“Is WaAsHINGTON’S birthday observed
in Texas?” asked a New-Yorker who
was visiting San Antonio. “Observel!”
exclaimed the aston'shed native; “why,
it’s venerated. It takes four carloads
of beer to fill the demand on that
sacred day.”—Texas Siftings.

OXE of a half column of “Valuable
Hints” says that “insects that get into
the ear may Le dislodged by lying on
the other side and pouring water into
that ear.” If that doesn’t cause the
insect to vacate, try boiling oil or
molien lead. There are more ways
tuan one to discourage an insect in the
ear.—Norristown Hera'd.

“IT requires more true heroism for a
young man to doff his frock-coat before
a lot of maidens when there is a large
patch in the rear of his pants than to
face the cannon’s mouth,” says Writem-
up, whose long experience in the news-
paper business and in the army is sat-
isfactory evidence to us that he is good
anthority on the subect.—Maverick.

THE QUEEN OF SPADES.

A teacher, all goodness and similes,

Asked who it was traveled for miles,

And feasted her eyes

On Solomon wise
And his wealth as it lay in great pile

The teacher believed much in aids
To help people up the steep grades ;
So he said, “You ¢an guess—
It begins with an ‘3.” "
And a little boy said, “Queen of Spalos!”
—Columbus. Dispatch.

S 'ARE ME AGAIN.
I scared you so? I am sorry, but what
Was a fellow to do when vou looked just so,
With your blue eyes tender, your sweet voice
low?
Yes, 'tis true I forgot.

You tempted me. Don't deny it, How s80?
You are laughing at me—oh, take care, take
care.
You still lead on. You're a flirt, I swoar!
Yes you are, as you know.

Well, I'm going. Angry? Oh, no! but then
I'm sorry you're scared by a kiss to-day,

And I beg your pardon. What's that you say—
“Pleuse to scare you again!”

—Florence M. King, in Eoston Couricr.

Miss CrLARA (to young Featherly)—
“Mamma and I were discussing a cer-
tain rule of table etiquette just before
vou came in, Mr. Featherly. Mamma
thinks 1t is perfectly proper to take the
last piece of bread on the plate, while
1 contend that fo do sois violating a
rule almeost as fixed as the laws of the
Medes and Persians. You must decide
for us, Mr. Featherly.” Mamma—“Yes,
Mzr. Featherly, please do.” Mr. Feath-
erly—“ Well—er—really, ladies, you
place me in & somewhat embarrassing
position. You see, I am only slightly
acquainted with the Meades, and I’ve
never even met the Persians.” —New
York Times.

An 0dd Family.

There is a peculiar family of people
living a few miles from Adairsville. It
consists of three members, bu; the
have everything to themselves. Eac
has a cow which is milked by its
owner. The husband has his own

milk in pans, the wife the same, and .

the son takes care of his own. They
aave separate gardens, sell everything
individually, enjoy their own tobacco,
and can be seen hauling their own
wood to burn.-—Savannal News.

Ano'her Ameriean Tenor.

Proud Mother—Do you know, dear,
I believe our baby will be a singer, per-

haps a great tenor like Brignoli or -

Campanini ?

Tired Father—-He strikes high C
mighty often, if that’s what you mean.

P. M.—Yes. the tones are so sweet
and shrill. I hope we will be able to
have his voice cultivated in Europe.

T. F.—By Jove! good idea. Send
him now.—Philadelphia Call. -
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