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THE SWEETNESS OF LIFE,

Tt foll on & day Imm.
And the winds, the convex sky,
‘The flowers and the beasts in the meadow
- Beemed happy evenas I, 3
Aad I stretched my hands ts the meadow,
To the bird, the beast, the tree;
“Why are ye all so happy?’
Ieried, and they answersd ma,

What sayest thou, oh meadow,
That stretchest so wide, so far,
That none can say how many
‘Thy misty marguerites are?
And w, say ye, rod roses,
From your high black-shadowed trellis
Like flame or blood-drops fall? N
“Wo are born, we are reared, and we
linger -
A various space, and die,
We dream, and are bright and happy,
But we caunot answer why.”

What sayest thou, oh shadow,
d”‘:‘ m::. 5;:::'nmlng nint
own the broadening \
Liest 5o sharp al:ldltlll!mw
“And thau, ob murmuring brooklet,
Whereby in the noonday gleam
The loosestrife burns like ruby,
«And the branched asters dream?
““Woape born, we ars reared, and we
P linger
A various space and die;
‘We drean, and are very happy,
But wa cannot answer why."

And then of myselt I quastionad,
That like a ghost tha whils
Stood from meand ealmly answerel
With slow and corfous smile; -
“Thon art born as the Aowers and wilt linger
Thine awn short space and die;
Thou dreamst and art strangsly happy,
But thou canst not am why.”
~=drch. Lampman, in Youth’s Compenion.

The Btorv of a Mortgage.

Y LEROY ARMSTRONG.

In the first place, the mortgage never
should have been made,

Ben Morgan was one of your ‘‘active
men,” one of the class termed ‘‘hus-
tlers” in these years of new word ‘coin-
- ings. He was in some regardsa brill-
iant man.  People said be could make
money at anything. He had no
busipess aside from the farm, but he was
thrifty, alert and fortunate. Bometimes
he had thousands of dollars on hand;
sometimes he had to borrow. Tt was on
one of these latter occasions that he put
the mortgage on the farm. It was the
first time be had ever done such & thing.
Perbaps if Sam Morgan, his only son,
who was away atschool inthe BState
University—had not fallen into trouble,
the loan would never have been made,
But it wounld have been better and kinder
and wiser to have asked Sam to pay the
fiddler, since he had insisted on dane-
dng. :
Hawever, there was the mortgage, and
_ there it had been since the fatal Novem-

ber 26, 1886, Mrs. Morgan didn't really

understand what it meant when she had
signed the paper. She was suffering
keenly, #8 only a mother can, and
silently, over the knowledge that Sam
had been expelled. She knew very little
of her husband’s business. He never
talked of it much, to her orany’ one.s

Bhe never knew what he did with the
" money, but she knew by his sleeplessness,

by his evident mood of apprehension, by

the puzzled expression, by the sobered
face, and floally by the hopeless return
one pight, that affairs had not pros-
pered. )

She sat by his bedside that early win-
ter, she gave the medicine all through
that season of illoess, she followed him
over the frozen groynd when they buried
him in Japuary.

And then she came home and tried to
take up his burdea in addition to her
own.

Faony was eighteen, and almost out
of high school, Madge was three years
younger and wounld not be consoled.
Allan was twolve, and resolute fo help
his mother.

First she gold the pony to pay the

i r's bill, and Fanpy watked to town

morping and ‘home each night.

1:5!.1 she sold some of the cattle, for the

feed was running short as the spring ap-

proached! Then she rented most of tge
fields, for Allan wus too small fo farm.

But the men, Wwho gave her ‘‘one-
third in the field,” scemed to take a
very large two-thirds for themselves, |
*And it was not easy to meet the constant
cla which cams up agamst the estate
during that first year. She wondered
thpt ber husband had left nothing, and
fully believed the time would come
when some one - would find & fortune
stowed away and waiting for her,

Fanny began teaching school in the
spring of '87, but the pay was small, and
the girl was away from home so much,

How the widow's heart hungered for
ber children: for a little of the comfort
that had gone out of her life when that
stroog msn laid down and died, =~ -

Madgy grew restless in the loose re.
straint, and troubled the mother not o
little. Allan worked like a Trojan in
the garden nnd the orchard. If it
not beg¢n for the interest, she would B

tteit slong very well, \

A:Bnl. there before hert:h lm' than four

CArs AWAY NOw, Wi 25 unpudlng

imnmu, nothing on esrth, uoless
it were the hidden treasure, could ever
vanquish it. _ o .

Sg one year grew iunto two, snd two
juto three; and three years finally added
to toemselves o fourth. Fanpy was a
strong woman sow. She bad found her
footing, aud the world did mot dsunt

het, She bad proven het worth, and
ber services h:;re vewarded,

never attem i}
school. The walk was too Plt::llg, hzd
besides, her mother could not consent to
lose her. Allan had saved a little, and
had developed some of his father’s talent

;| for trading. The sheep and the calves
had grown into money. Ho had made

more money with them. Fanny had
tinished her school, and the thres chil-

;| dren were sitting with their wmother
about the fire in the evening.

““We have just managed to live and
keep up the iuteret,” said Mrs. Mor.
gan. *‘No one but a widow can know
how the farm is stripped when the good
man dies.”

‘‘But we have always held together,
and we are very happy,” ®aid large.
hearted Fanoy.

“If 3t wasn't for the mo we
would get along all right,” said Allan,

‘‘But the mortgage is there,” sighed
mother, *‘We cannot meet it in. any
way I can see, nnd next year we must
lose the farm.”

“‘Scme one is coming,” said Madge.
The dog began barking in . & most for.
bidding way. He tempered the threat.
ening tone little by little, and presently
they knew by the rfapping of his tail on
the kitchen door that he knew the vis-
itor and would welcome him.

It. was 'Squire Folkstone.

‘“1 thought I would call a minute,”
said the farmer. He never called unless
the quarterly interest were due, and the
widow was by no means sure his visit
portended pure kindness. She remem-
bered how her husband had scorned the
slow, scheming old man.

1 just wanted to say a word about
cutting down trees in the woods,” he
continued, turning to Allan.

““What about iti"” asked the young
man. Allan was taller and heavier than
‘Squire Folkstone. His mother noted
that with pride as.she watched him [ront-
ing the money-lender.

‘““Well, you know I hold n mortgage
on the farm, and every stick of timber is
worth something.” _

*‘Yes, but we have to have fire wood."

“‘And you could get fire wood without
picking out the best red-cak trees,
couldn’t you?! I was walking through
the woods the other day, and I noticed
whenever you cut down a tree you al-
ways cut down the finest one. Now, of
course, you can't expect to pay that
mcm-g'lfe next year. The farm will
naturally fall to me, and 1 have a right
to see that you don’t damage me.”

was a moment of very painful
silence. It was the heaviest cross the
widow had had to bear.  She could not
truly hope to pay off that awful mort-
gage. The possible fortune that Ben
Morgan might have left seemed never
forthcoming. Bhe had done the very
best she could. So had her children,
She thought of Bam, long slnce lost sight
of, and wished he were here to protect
his mother and save the heritage of her
children.

Allan seemed struggling with a pas-
sion too great for his untrained control.
Presently he saidzy

tWhat business had you in ths
woods?" #

‘‘Well, I had a right to see that my
property was not—"

“But this isn't your property,” pro-
tested Allan.

“‘But it will be,” said the 'squire, lift-
ing his eyebrows and smiling a very hard
smile at the young man,

“But it won't be,”" retorted Allan.
““We aro pgoing to pay that mortgage
when it is due. Now, don't let me hear
of you on this farm again till your claim
is due. I guess I will go a little farther,
You came here with a mean purpose to-
night. I guess this house is too small for
you and the rest of us. You get out! Get
out: 'Squire Folketone?”

“Allan—"" protested Mother Morgan,
bot her heart Hamed with the proud cer-
tuinty that he was justified.

‘{What—why,” began the ’squire,
rising in something like fear; for the
youth was angry and very strong.

“Go out, I tell you. Go, or I will—"

He did oot need to finish the threat,
The justice started to his feet, felt be.
hiad him for the latch, opened the door
in a bewildered fashion, psssed out so
hurriedly that the dog sounded another
tareatening bark, and so escaped to the
highway.

““Now, what shall we do?" asked tim-
orous Madge.

“Do just what I said,” replied Allan;
“‘pay the mortgage.”

¢'But, my gon, we have nothing to pay
it with," said the widow. BShe was full
of misgivings after all.

“We will have,” said Allan.

Then they began planning. Faany
would draw no more money till the end
of the winter term. It would be a litfle
inconvenient, but Allan would take the
oolts and drive over after her every Fri-
dsy night, and take ber back to the
school every Monday morning. Madge
would help mother as she never had
helped before, and Allan would sell all
the stock that could safely be spared and
fit the farm for working as soon as spring
opened.

“J do wish Bam were here,”

mother.

“‘Sam will be bere when tho mort-
is paid and will help us celebrate,”

mholrflnl Allan. “‘I am glad we kept

the two lower tields last fall and sowed

them in wheat."

8o day followed day, and the frost of

wintor melted into the veins of spring.

“Goin’ to be most too wet to plant

said

wm field,” said #)guire Folk-
onf* cheerfully, o
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patch of Héw ground.

“Well, webby, mebby,” replied the

young man. *‘it does look cloudy now,
that's & fact.”
. But he did not desist from his work-
ing.
‘‘Goin' to plow up that fall wheat,
ain't youl” persisted the money-lender,

Y No; why?"

*CU0guse it's winter killed,” replisd
the 'squire, ‘It never can make—and
with all this wet weather dgin’ it now."

Allan was by no means suré.  Boys do
not watch the seasons: But there was
one thing that armed him. It was hope.
He never flinched for & moment. Ifs
did the best He could, and counted on
fortune to favor him,

She did ssem inclined to smile, for in
spite of the rainy February and the cold
March, the wheat came up splendidly.
In spite of the threatening drouth
throngh April, the corn ground broke
up in the best of shape, and about the
middle of the month Allan came in at
night and reported the figlds seady for
planting.

*t {Squire Folkatone saya it is too dry
to plant,” said Madge. *'He called me
to the fenceand told meso this after-
noon when he was going home from
m“.il

*“Wall, wa'll plant to-morrow just the
same;" said resolute Allan. ‘‘And we'll
want all the help you ple can give
us,” He was filled with the zest of ac-
tion, encouraged by the crown of man-
hood he knew he was ear His
sleep was so sound up there in the little
bedroom under the roof. The night
fled away with such unlimping thread,
The morning came with such brimming
goblets of life in its hands. Allan was
up very early, It was to be his first crop
of corn.

That day was worth a fortuns to the
Morgan farm. It was not alone the
proof of Allan's manliness, it was the
proof of Fanny's strength.

Bhe had driven horses ever since she
was a little girl. Bhe knew they could
not afford to hire 8 man. 8o she shaded
her face in asunbonnet and mounted the
driver's seat of the corn planter. Bhe
drove all day through that sultry sun,
closing her lips and turmning her eyes
from the clouds of dust that rose repeat-
edly. Allan satthere behind her, silent,
grim, determined, throwing the lever
forward and back and dropping the
chosen grains exactly in crosses.

Madge brought them a luncheon and a
mug of cold milk when the forenoon had
half vanished. Bhe and mother planted

‘| the corn in the new ground, where the

checkrower would not work.

Allof that day, nearly all of the next,
and then the planting was done. Allan
took a gallon of grain from the sack at
the end of thefield and planted it all in
a “king-hil.” :

‘‘That's for good luck,” he said.
“Faony, you're worlh as much as a
man, " '

“Thank you,” said Fanny,
looked at her tortured hauds.
really very tired.

as she
She was

way,” called ‘Squire Folkstone, while
Allso was busy about the barn at the
close of the day. *‘See that moon?
Cloin’ to have two weeks of dry weather.
Besides, no one ever onght to plant corn
in the first quarter.” The boy did not
answer.

The next morning was Sunday. Allsn
was roused by the rolling of thunder. He
was lulled tosleep again by the soothing
tound of rain. He only waked an hour
afterward when his mother calied him.

“‘And the corn is all in!” she added
thanklully.

'Squire Folkstone was willing to ad-
mit that Allan hed been favored of the
weather in the matter of corn, but he
had plenty of time to prove that this rain
was the worst possible thing on wheat,

*‘That long dry spell filled it with fly,
and if any of it misses the fly this rain
will 6ll it with rust,” he said.

“And if it comesto a good harvest it
will fill you with disappointmeat,”
laughed the young man.

All through the months of summer and
sutumn it seemed the God of the widow
and the fatherless smiled upon them.
All through the season when the sun
above and the earth below, when the
dews of night and the winds of dawa
were pouring their treasures into the ears
of corn and the heads of wheat, it seemed
that & greater hand was doing the work,
that a greater hand had plinned. Never
in all the years of his crabbed life had
old "S8quire Foikstone seen such wheat as

Never in the memory of the neighbor-
hood had such giant stalks born such
mnssive ears of corn. Never had the
orchard swung such luscious treasures
above a sodso fragrant. And never had
the humbler crops of berries, plants and
potatoes so richly rewarded industry.

But these neighbors will long remem.
ber that Fanny Morgan did nany a hard
day's work outdoors. They will not
soon forget the sight of tender Madge

ling Lravely, if not quite effec-

tively, with burdens that & man might
have wearied under. And none of them
oan overlook the tedions days when
mother added her strength, that had
never before been tested so roughly, to
the efforts of her children.
Asto Allan, he found his abundant
reward. The crops had = prospered
mightly.. His resolution, taken without
the aid of horoscope for the future or.
experience for the past, had been vin-
dicated. .

The summer was over, the harvost was
ended, aod they have been saved.

. the fence

‘This'is a simple story. It iz the story

“Too bad to lose all your seed that

the harvester found on the Morgan farm. |

where Allan wis héaping brush an » ]o! a year just ended, the story of a season

when the gathered sunshine of seventy-
‘two consecutive days have heaped their
golden treasures in our land. It might
be to bring back that prodigal son
at the last day of grace, supplied with
Ben Morgan's missing treasure and let
him lift the mortgage that no hand at
home ¢ould manage. It might be easy
td draw upon the undepléted stores of
the improfp):‘l:le. But itis much nearet
the truth to say that these four helped
themselves;, and then God filled the
measurs of their needs,—=T%s Voice.

Lientenant Dravo's Indians:

There 15 & company of cavalry at Fort
Niobrara, commanded by Lieutenant
Dravo, of which he is very proud.

“On the 21st day of April,” said the
officer, *‘I completed the enlistment of
the fifty-five Indians in my compeny. An
Indhan is more easily enlisted into the
cavalry, because he is allowed a horse.”

*¢His own pony " 3

"No; he must be motmted upon a
hotse as the other civalry soldiers are.”

“Do you find it difficuit to discipline
the Indiads?”

“Not at all.

improvemsat in them. The comparison

between the Indian soldier and their re: |

latives at the agency is most favorable to
the snldier. An Indian, whils he is not
round-shouldered, leans forward aund
bends his knees, but six months’ ‘set-
ting-up' drill has changed all this materi-
ally.
lisle School in Pennsylvania, and the
junior corporal is 8 son of the famous
Two Strikes. We havea school in the

ison and they are aft present learning
the alphabet. It is hard for them, too,
but they are very much in earnest and
learn readily, I promised them when
they enlisted that they should be as fully
equipped as the white soldiers, and I
have' just returned from a nine days’ trip
around the reservation, in which they
proved my words good to their relatives
and friends.”

“How did you induce them to dut
their hair?"

“1t is tunny about that. I told them
they could have no uniforms until they
were clean and their hair cut. This was
SBaturday, if they were ready, they could
don their uniforms Mondasy morning.
Bunday—the whole day—was spent in
bathing, six at a time, and on Monday
morning the entire company reported,
clean and with hair cat. I explain to
them their orders. They wish sincerely
to learn the white man’s way, and, as [
said before, are the most earnest workers
imaginable.”

Lieutenant Dravo 18 in Omaha under
orders to be consulted upon army mat-
vers.
question, and personally cares for the
mon.— Omaha World- Herald.

Limit of Vision.

A well-known snd popular journal of
sciente published the following just af-
ter the close of the Egyptian war of

“‘An interesting experiment in helio-
graphy, or sigoalling by sunshine, was
successfully made in Egypt during the
recent campaign. Colonel Keyser as-
cended one of the Pyramids near Cairo,
and by means of a heliographic mirror
reflected a ray of sunshine to Alexan-
dria, 120 miles away. At that great dis.
tance the signals, appearing like pin-
points of brightoess, were ascertained to
be a message from Bir Garnet Wolseley
to the Khedive.”

Professor N. B. Webster, in comment-
ing on the above, says: ‘‘The remark-
able point in this statement 1s that the

rays of sunlight, if seen from the earth’s |

surface by those at Alexandria, must
have been curved or beat from a tan-
gent, or else the pyramid climbed by
Colonel Keyser was at least one mile and
four-fifths in height. The fact is that
from the top of the highest of the pyra-
mids the limit of vision fixed by the ro-
tundity of the earth is about twenty-
seven miles. If two pyramids were each
480 feet high and sixty miles apart,their
bases having a geodetic level,the bright-
est light at the top of one would be in-
visible from the top of the other. In

pular bistories of the Seven Wonders
of the World read that the Pharos, the
first lighthouse, could bo seen at a dis-
tance of 100 miles, In order for this
to have been possible the Pharos must

have been about a mile and a quarter in

height.—St. Louis Republic.
————i—
Coke Made by Natare.

A seam of natural coke, closely resem-
bling the manufactured arti¢le, has re-
cently been discovered in New South
Wales at the Bull Pass coal mines. Tae
coul measure at this point covers an nraa
of about 550 amcres and is six feet in
thickness. The upper half of this seam
is coal of a character differing but little
from the ordinary Australisn coals,
while the lower portion of the measure is
a natursal coke. The junction of the coal
and coke is clearly detined and can he
traced all through the workings.

This natural coke iv slightly heavier
than the manufactured article, contaiuns
slightly less fixed ecarbon, but a much
smauller quantity of ash and a lower ppr-
centage of sulphur. This natural coke
burns githout smoke and can be mined
for much less than the cost of manu-
factured coke. —Philadslphia Record.

Every teacher who has taught in the
public schools of BSweden five years

or more receives a pay of at least $159 a

year,

They obiey orders better |
that white men, and you should see the |

Ten of my men are from the Car- |
| am sorry you should suffer so—yous
| should try electricity.”

He is enthusiasti¢ upon the [ndisn |

“BUDGET OF FUN:
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HUMOROUE SKETCHES FROM
VARIOUS SOURCEES.

An Awifol Warning—A Dsinty Dog—
Didn't linow How to Apply It—
A Social Catechism —-Rather
Sitale Bread, Eta

He didn't vead the papers for they hadn't

any news;

At lomst, tn.zh&un's coincide with his es-
pecial views,

And when he came fo town oume day, with
criticism ripe, »

He climbed to an electric lamp to light bis
ancient pipe;

He hadn's the papers—hbut he knew
just what was best;

He simply touched the wires snd-~the fiuid
did the rest,

— Weekly Journalist,

A DAINTY DOS,
Tramp—*'Say, guv'a’r, will yer doz
bite mef"
Owner—‘‘Not he. He's very particu-
lar what he eats." —Judge.

MEN AND MONEY.
t*Money talks " remarked the rich Mr.
Smartellique to s young woman late one
evening.
[t goes sometimes, too,’ she replied,
and he didn't understand,—Detroil Fres

| Press.

DIDX'T KNOW HOW TO APPLY IT.
Lady (to rheumatic old woman)—*“I

Old Woman—*Thank you kindly,
gum. Be I to swallow it or rub it in?”
— Texme Siftange.

A SO0TAL ORTECHISM.

*‘And what do you mean by a wise
mani" '

«‘One who can do without the world,*

“And by a fool?"

«i{Opne who faucies that the world can-
pot do without him."—Judge.

HIS VICTORT WON:

Returned Tourist—'‘Is Mr. Goodheart
still paying attention to your daughteri™

«Indeed he isn't paying her any atteu-
tion st all.”

tIndeed! Did he jilt heri”

¢No. he married bher."—5(. Louis
Star-Sayinga.

BHE WAS PERENNIAL.

*'Mrs. Trotter,” quoth Mr. T., ‘‘you
remind me of certain flowers by your di-
rect oppositeness to them.”

*Wha-what do you mean, sirl"

] refer, madam, to those dainty flow-
ers that always shut up at sunset.”—
Harper's Basar.

AN ANGLOMANIAC.
Morrison—"] hear Stivey met the

Prince, last summer.”

Jansen—*‘Yes."”
Morrison—** What did Btivey say to
himi”
gologiud' for being an
ife.

Jansen—**
oo ——

American,"—
RATHER STALE BREAD.

Mrs. Slim Diet—*'The boarders are
coming in. Cut the bread, Matilda.”

Miss Slimdiet—*‘Ma, I saw in a so-
clety paper to-day that bread should be
broken, not cut.”

Mrs. Slimdiet—*‘That's the style now,
eh! Very well. Where's the axi"—
Good News.

JORNNY'S POOR LUCK. :
+#Well, Johnny, what are you thankful
for?" asked the invited guest.

“Nuthin',"” said the boy. *I 'asin't
had suy luck this year. On’y had one
cold all the fall, ’'n' that wasn’t bad
enough to keep me out of school more'n
a day. My chum’s had the mumps, 'n’
has been out three weeks.”— Basar,

A TOUGH OLD SPONGE.

Uncle Joe (on his second eight-month
visit (o Johnay's house)—**Johnny, stop
pinching your uncle. What are you up
to, you little raseal!"

Johnny—*‘Why, ma said yoéu were a
regular sponge, and I was pinching you
to see if you would squeeze up like my
sponge that 1 bought down town."—
Pharmaceutical Journal.

HE POLLOWED INSTRUOTIONS,
Lawyer—*‘Now, sir, listen to me,

* and please give straightforward answers.

You say you drove a baker's cart?”
#No, | did not.”
*‘Do you mean to tell me you do not
crivea baker's carti"
“‘No, sir.”
«What do you do, thenT"
] drive & horse."— Landon Tit-Bits.

WANTED A HEAD PUT ON HIM.

An old man with a head ss destitute
of hair as » watermelon, enfered a Man-
hattan avenue drug-stdre snd told the
clerk he wanted & bottle of hair restorer.

““What kiad of hair restorer do you
prefert” ’

“[ reckon I'll have to take a bottle of
rod hsir restorer.. That was the ecolor it

used to be when I was a boy.”— Tazas

Sirtinga. 2
i,

THESE WLEVER TMPROMPTUN,
Bulfinch —*' T'hat ;was & wonderfully

clever speech thet your hushand ' just
made; and be tells me it was eatirely

impromptu.”’
Mrr. Wooden—"'Oh, yea; quite so,”

could de so well when he looks s

Bulfinch—sl¢ s maryelous et J

Mrs. Wooden—Well, I shoald
he might look tired ; he sat up all
thinking what he'd say."'—.
rier, - 1

& < b Ry
WHY OF WAS 80 GENEROUR.

Mrs. Grayneck—‘‘Johnny, I am
glad to see that you gave your sister’
largest half of your apple.” ¥
Johnny—+*‘Yes'm, I was very giad
give it to her.” e
Mrs. Grayneck—**My litile son, yost -
do'not know how it delights me to hear 3
you say so.” _ :
Johuny—*Yea'm; there was a
worm hole in that balf.""—Boston
rier.

A QUIOK CURE. _
Wagg—*‘It's too bad about the gir
that jum?ed off the Washington Monm
ment, o't it1"” et
Wooden—! Why, what did she jump
off for?” ' Bl
Wagg—‘“Why, you see she was very
thin.“ 4
Wooden—'‘What had that to do with:
ite” s
Wagg—‘Why, she thought she'd
come down plump."—Beston Cowrier. .

THEY AGREED. '-._\‘]i
Capitalist—*‘My letting of the job for . =
putting up that building, sir, will de. |
pend on circumstances, I wantto
whether you and Iagree on the
limit as to hight." vy
Architect and Builder—‘‘I have ales
sways had decided views on \}!nt subject,
May I=sk how high s building you ouh‘qi
template putting up’ Ty
*‘Sgventeen stories, sir.” 2
(With much firmness)—*‘In my
ion, sir, the limit for & building of thi
class should be seventeen stories."—
Ohicago Tribune. ;
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CHEAPER IN THE END. :

er::mn—“ﬁ!t;'l you trog'tnot going

housekesplss when you

De Bonrde&—“Ng. We shall take

board for & year.” ' S
“'Isn’t that rather an extnng-ﬂ_ni\r

wn'!? ' '

““Notatall. ‘Imd;l:‘;mymh e

economy of my y. wewills

start bousekeeping, and I will make he: )

an allowsnoce of as much & wpek as wi

paid for board.”

«What do you think will be the

mlt‘“ v,

“Well, by the time we are old uh

ought to have about a million." —Ne

York Weekly. b
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' STILL 60ING . % _
One day a Lie broke out of its inch,. A
ure and started fo travel. e gl

And the man who owned the Prom

gaw it after it had started and was ¢

he had not msde the inclosure Lie-ti

80 he called his swiftest Truth st
smd . g,
‘A Lie has got looss and will do mueh|
mischief if it is not stopped. T waut;

to go after it and bring it back of i
it!" .

fHo the swift Truth started ouf

the Lie. . m
But the Lic bad one Hour the Start, _
At the end of the figst Day the Lie wasi,
going Lickety-split. The Truth was
long way behind it sad was ge
It has not yet caught up.
And never will..— Ohicage

HE WANTED IT LIVELY.

He was an old bachelor looking
beard.
+/Is it pretty lively here?” he
as the landlady was him about.
1 should just say it was. - Now, 4t
youtnkat;hi:igrzom l‘;il‘;l;lt:lnl_l ndhia
wife on the t. "re always quac- |
reling, and you can hear every word that!
am.:h; be interesting.” 4k
1 must in o Sl
©And on the left there's s young
that is learning to play the cornet.
practices half the time. And
across the hall have a melodeon. 1 havel
a piano myself, and a girl upstairs is learn-
ing the violin. I think you will fiad ¥
lively here.” Wpiagdiiv
But he said if there wasa'ts syk
and a calliope in the house he
take the room. He was afraid he we
be lonesone.— Detroit Fres Press.

Petticoats First Worn by Men. .
It is a remarkable fact that the pethi
ccat was first worn by men, and”
even in this and generation mé
loth to discard its  flowing -di
When Henry VIII. went to mest
of Cléves he was habited, we read, '
coat of velvet, somewhat made lka '
frocke, embroidered all over with fiatted
gold of damaske, with small lace mi
between, of the same gold, and
laces of the same going traven e, th
the gound little appeared;” and in a ¢
acription of a similar garment belo
to his father, Heary VII., we read ¢
being decorated with bows c::q

uite as a belle of the present WO
Edoma baliroom dress. — Glasgew . i
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Fishermaw’s Luok.
Abner Wilson, a {mm%
St. Josepb, Mo., went fishing the ot
day with a seiné in the creek that runs
near his home. Finding something
dragging heavily at the seine, hft into
the water and pulled up an old goffee pot,
which, upon e_nmlxm; proved to cons
tain $870 in gold coin, aone of a

al

coivage thao 1857.—New Orleans Picy- 4
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