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POETRY.

“.!B? and I are Out,'’ -

A# this poem has been and is tne of
those splendid succes=e« that set the
length and breadth of the land ablaze,
and contains so much of the genuine|
freshness of nature that repetition on-
Iy enhances its merits, we give it fm-l
tire a« it appewred on the ocveasion of
its first printing :

|

Draw up the papers, lawyer, and make
‘em good and stout,

For things at home are crossways and |
Betay and I are out.

We who have worked together =o long
a4 man und wife !

Must pullin double harr . 5" for the
rest of our nat’ral life.

“What I3 the matter?” say you, I
swar it’s hard'to tell! i |

Most of the years behind us we've
passed by very well;

I have no other woman, fhe has no
other man— |

Only we've lived together as lonz as
: ever we éan.

Bo I have talked with Betsy, and Bet-
sy has talked with e,

And 50 we've agreed together that we
Can NevVer noree;
Neot that we've catehed each otherin

any terrible erime;
We've been githering this for years,
little at a time.

There was a stock of temper we, both
had for a start,

Although we never suspected "twould
take us two apart ;

I had my various failings, bred in the

Fflesh and bone;
And Betsy, like allgood women, had
., A temper of her own,

{ |

The first thing I remember whenever
we disagreed

Was somtething eoncerning heaven—=a
difference inlour creed;

We arg’ed the thing at breakfast, we|
arg’ed the tijiug at tea,

And the more we arg’ed the question
the more. we didn’t agree,

1
The next thing that I remember was
when we lost acow;
She had kickedthe bucket for vvrtain.'
the ql.ll':-‘tiﬂll was only—how?

“T wis hot s a busted turkey and erazy |
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Antl onee when T had a fever-=1 won
forget it soon—

asa loon:

| 1 ¥ », L
| Neveran hour went by mt When she | Fich, but T have a competenc

was out of sight—

Shenursed me true and tender, and
stuck to me day and night, :

: |

And 1T ever @whouxe was tidy, and ever
it kitchen clean,

T'he house and kitchen waa tidy asany

-1 ever had seen; et |

And I don’t complain of Betsy, or any |
of her acts, |

Exeeptin’ when we've quarreled dand |
told esch other facts,
|

So draw up the paper, lawyer, and I’ll

o home to-night,

Anit repdl theacreement to
s if its all righty

And then, in the mornin’y 'l sell to:a |
tradin"min I know,

And kiss the child that was le
out In the world 1'll go.

|
her, and |

(t ug, and |

And gne thing put In the piper, that
st tomg didn't opeur,

That when I'am ‘dead at sty she'll |
biring me back to her;

And lay me nnder the muiples I planted |
VEUrs ago, !

Whenshe and Twas happy before we

gudireled <o,

that she |

And whenshe dies T wish
would 'be 1nid by ipe,

And l_\'imstnzt't!wr in silenee, perhaps i
we will agree; |

Add, ifever we meet In heaven, T |
wouldn’t think it queet,

- capee we quarreled here.

£ * am ¥ * * ¥

the mantle shelf,

And read the article over quit
her=clf;

Read it by little and little, fof het eyes
is gettin® old,

And lawyer’ writin’ ain’t no print,
especially when it’s cold.

Arﬂlaﬂ.she read a little she gave n
arm i touch,

And Kindly said she was afraid I was
lowin® her too much,

But when she was through »#h

eroftiy to i
|

|

|
|

iy |

i
!
¢ went for
me, her face gxtreamin’ with tears, |

over twenty years!

I don’t know what yow’ll think,sir; I
didn’t come to inquire,

But I picked up that agreement and
stufted it in the fires

-And I told her we’d bury
along side of the cows

And westrock an agreement
have another row.

the hatchet

neverto

I held my own opinion, and Betsy an-
other had;

And when we were donea-talking, we
I oth of s were mud. !

|

And the next that I rernembe, it xtars|
ted in n joke;

Buat full for a week it lnsteds and nétith-
er of us spoke;

And the next wax when T
cause =he hiroke o howl;

And she sid ['was mean and stingy,
and had’nt any =oil,

stolded be-

Angd so that Inrvl kept pouring dis-

ansions 111 our cupy :

And so that blamed cow-critter
always i comin’ up;

And so the hegven we arg’ed no near-
er to us got,

But it gave us'a taste of somethin’

thousand timcs as hot.
el "’

was

And %o the thing kept workin', and
all in the delf-same way:

Always somethin’ toarg’e, and some-
thin’ sharp to =ay,

And down on us eame tho neighbars,
a couple dozen strong, :

And lent their kindest service to help |

the thing hlong,

And there hu.-! been days toxether and
many a weary week—

We was< both of us ecros= and spunky
and both too proud tospeaks

And [ havebeenthinkin’ and thinkin?}
the whole of the winterand fall,

If T ean't live Kind with a wopmm
why then I won't at all,
) !

And so I have talked with Bet<y, and
Betsay has talked with me,

And we havelagreed together that we
can't never agree;

And what is her's shall be her's, and
what is n¥ine shall be mine;

And I'll put it in the agreement and
take rt to ber to sign! ‘

¥

.

Write the paper, lawyer—the very  that’sall there is to be seen in- this your task save deft fingers and good

first paragraph—
Of all the farm snd live stock that she
shall have ber half;
For she has helpert to earn it through
many a wowry day,
And it's nothing more than justice
' that Betsy has lter pay.

Give her the house and homestead—
a man ean thrive and roam;

But women are skeory critters, unless
they have a house;

And I have always determined, and
- never fa to say, Y
That Betsy should never want ahome |

it I was taken away.

here is a little hard money that's

drawin’ tof’rable pay;
A coupleof | hundred dollars la

for arainy day;

Safe in the hands of good meen, sud| you were going to make love t0 ¢, | (ang wags?

easy to get at; .

Put in another clause there, and give.
her all of that.

Yes, I sev you smile, sir, st noy givi

. herso muchy; + 4
Yes, divores is cheap; siry
.- Mo stock in such;
TFrue and fair I nmrried ber, when =

Was blithe and youn

€.

g7
W e :
was nlwnzu Kind tome, ex= 5,

eeptin’ with her

. M'ienl was you'n?g as you and e
. BOL sosmart, perhaps, o2
J',%‘f;‘.:f:;ﬁ‘““‘"' a lawyer, and |
= 2 i er chaps; -
Augd all of themn was "fhusteredy, and
fairly taken down,

And ]
hckiest man tpwn,

for & time was coutited the!

And I told her in the future I would’nt
speak Cross or sl

If half the crockery in the house w
broken all to smash.

And she said in regard to'heaven, we'd
try and learn its worth

By startin’ a branch establishment and
runnin’ it here on earth.

as

And zowe #at a-tillkin’  three quarters
of the night,

And wepopemed our hearts to each oth-
eruntil they both grew light.

Angd the day when | was winnin” her
away frommscmany men,

Was nothin! o that eyvenin’ 1 courted

' her owCr again, !

“Ray!” No answered, “Bay!" Bi-
| lence.

a springless, rep-covered easy chair
and walked a cross the room—a tall
manly-looking young fellow, in his
dark tweed suit.

“He paused at the window where a
: young givl =at, looking lazily out on
| tho strect below.

MRAV?

. Mid you speak eonsin Charlie?””

[ Two saucily-demure brown eyes
Yooked upr into Cousin Charlie’s angry
blue ones.

*Did 1 speak?” in a mild sarcasm —
;“I.lu\\'?*llihh'lll.\,‘ interested you have
' become in the grocer’s cart and the
'milkian’s wagon, for by jupiter,

| out of the way street) Yes, I didspeak;

>| and for onee, Ray, you must be seris |} ,ired old lady—said, as Ray began

- ous andmnwer mel”

“Very well.”

Ray resignedly elasped her slim
| hands in her black merino lap,
'looked up in Charlie Clifford’s face
with mocking, mischievous gravity.
Hiz hamdsome eyes, very stern,
| very resolutz, looked down on the
1 pretty, piquant face.

»"Will you marry me?”

[}

| funeral convietion, *'I knew itl"
HIanew it?”’

r = . 2 _ S AIQERS
id by | "Yes,” nodding gravely, and speaks ywpoes the news? Mapmma and I are

ing with deliberate emphasis, “1 knew

| and 1 hate being nsade kove to!”’
*Ray!"”
oNes, [ dol That™* the tenth time

-

ng | you've said “Ray.” Love i=a regular

' had such good
M!'tak{r.times together, and now I suppose
be | vou will “stride away, like the hero
| of & novel, and I'll mever see you
Though why disappointed |
| lovers ‘stride away,’ instead of coolly | thoritatively

‘| gun~killer, YWe've

217

derstand, Cao you Charlie
She was striving to lightly lang

nervousness woukl betray.:
“This is no affuir to
Ray," he said & sad

l

luf manner

lare <o horribly true, and for whichI

Ifwe Joved each other the better be-!gon of Iny rejection.”

Then Betay she got herspecs from off feyes,

| zood thing I tver got—my education

| quite despise pre, Charlie!”” as she saw 'nillk‘t‘nll\' assumed gigantic propor-
And kisse L me for the first time in (thescornin hiseyes; “I’m not worse | tions.  *“Yeulet mego just for the joy

1| “Oh, pardon me!

Captain Charlie Glifferd deliberately | : -
lifted his sy, foot of manhood out ofycheek and lips surging treacherously

and !

#Charlie,” in a tone of solemn, rid face growing a trifle paler.

Jking off, is more than I could ever |

h off | i
that which she was afraid her inmtense

be joled down l
sternness  fn s | namie,

“LET AL. THE ENDS THOU AIM'ST AT,
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yoice. T love you dedtly, and: violently, she flung the frail sheet
though I cannot give you wealth, I aside as though it had stung her, and
can give you a eozy home. T am not | eruched back with a wiiling sob, For
y—and alin the awfulaccident-list she haf read
competency, with #dvancement with- the words :
in reach, is almost prosperity. Come | “(‘harles Clifford, dead!”
put me out of suspense, dear—let my| The following day, Ray Stanly stood
answer be yesi” | before Harold Phillips, in  his wealth-
He could only see the erisp waves of | walledlibrary. A sadly different Ray
dark hair; the dainty, drooping face | g that of vesterday. The bright,
was hidden. | childish insouseiance was gone. Her
She spoke at last, still without look- | ¢ . \wos white as marble, her eyes
ing up, toyving nervously with the burning. She listened wearily to her
erimson cord and tassel at her wrist: wealthy suitor’s protests and pleadings
UCharlie, it catinit be ‘ves'—you with fhee cold and set, )
know that! Why,” with a faint little | “I can never be your wife, Mr. Phil-
laugh, “I.like you too well to love you | lips. Do you not r:e(* it # im possible?
—in the way you mean. Besides—" |y, peo i dead: bat T-wi) betraer
“Go on! Besides what?” in death than I was in life. 1 tried to

BE THY COUNTRY'S, THY GOD'S, ASD TRUTH'S."

Vivip  Descripriox oF A Beese|
WHICH DEPICTS THE SHAME
oF PoLIGAMY 1IN THE
FAR WEST.

lowing experience: Some ;
fince Mr. R. brought the beantiful

Miss Finnell home to be our neighbor | life, the first exquisite rapture of hon-
—a plural Mrs. R. Te my surprise [ | €Ymoon, which cheats itself with the
| was the recipient of an invitation to delusion that a capital stock of love
attend the supper given in eelebration | has been laid in sufficient to draw up-
(the first) re- ' Onfor life. Heyond these rise, in spite
ceived me kindly; far away downdeep | ©f all pretense of spirituality, the bri-
in her life thi®# Woman and T have |dal bed, the cradle, the child, in whose
qualities in kinship. We sat down to, Veins there can  be the tonlmingling

of this event. Mrs. R.

' ake wsav i [} ¥ 1 =
. 'Don’t make sy .1t!’a sh .('I'IG'(I, pa:y- persuade myself that falsity was truth;
sionately, all her feigned nonchslanve | T strove to ignore in silence the love

o ke y alco | 5
gone. “Don’t make me [ ypoe0omes to every woman but once

; the ¢ 'mptible words, which - '

iy the contemptible words, whie |in her life. T thought I had succeed-

5 i 'ed. Last night, I discovered I was

ShOuld atapise mydel £ don ¢ | mistaken, and have come to tell you
She hul risen, and was standing be-| _

fore him, with searlet cheeks and| g coid these wordsas though they

trembling lips, an angry child in her | wv.re a lesson she had to repeat. ;

defiant rebellion. “Forgive me if you can; I am suffer-
Charlie Clifford folded his | ing a bitter punishment!”

RAyS Sigh e iiuyppes. | And with haggard, pallid cheeks, |
"'Cto onl” he said, in a tone ominous- | 4y 1o0r child passed lonelily home!

Iy repressed and qulet. “Iat Jeast ;thruugh the chill April dusk.

should be privileget to leatn the rea- | 0 \went wearily into the shadow-

K filled parlor at home, and flung off her
For just a moment, the girl’s proud | wraps.

pretty, gipsy fhee softened, and-tears| «yaq it’s all over, mother,” she said
came very near the dauntless brown drearily, to a figure in the shade of
the mantle piece.

14
S

i
arms a

For one moment only,

“Well, if vou must know the truth.”
she flashed forth; “it is this: I hate
poverty—genteel poverty! 1 have
known it all my life, and the only |

[ am free. Oh, mother! mothe!” with
a passionate burst of tears, ‘“‘why did

I let, him go? Dear Charlie! the no-
blest hest man—"

“Come come now, Ray! 1 seriously
object to hearing my epitaph before
Im deadl; it’s a trifle too suggestive!”’
cried antender, cheery wvoice; and the
ficure in the shadow of the mantle

made me ambitious. A8 your—
your wife,” she hesitated a little over
the fateful word; “I would be com-
paratively poor stillk  Don’t—don’t

than most girls. _And the escape from | of coming back, didn’t you, my' dar-
the treadmill drudgery of a govern~|ling?”
'ness to wealth and luxury—" And Chaflie Clifford held out lov-
Your logie re-|inghuman armsto the 1_)t'nitenj: little
|proves my stupidity. In fact, in my ﬁgur-c before himj; but with a wild ery
'mad eagerness. 1 had quite forgotten | !mlfjuy, half fear, she shrank shudder-
| Harold Philtips’ bank-aceount, as well ing back.
las & woman’s philosopbhy. Bnt re-| ‘‘Charlie—is it Charlie?’
‘member, Ray, an honest man’s luve,*“"‘3"-"_“"“'“k tones. !
in ever above scorning. You are pri-| = Well that’s what 1 call asensible
vileged to rejeet it, mevely that!” ; ! : !
“Charlie, Charlie!” she cried wildly | like voice. *Did you think my name
was Jeremiah? But Ray—Ray,my

|out, don’t be so hard on me!”’

“Harold tried to:
hold me at first, but I was resolute; so |

in low, |

| question,” cried a thereughly unghost |

supperat 6 o'clock. Mr. R.and his !

first wife sat at opposite ends of the |Mother. All these things one man
table. The new Mrs. R. sat by “Sister | ¢ have ouly withany woman in mar-
Julia.” I had the post of honor at the riage. No, Mrs. C,, & marriage to one
right of the bridegroom. This new|Woman unmarries a man toall other
kind of Benedict wore an almost sheep | Women, or there i no marriage.”

ish air and was ill at ease throughout.

It dawned upon me at Iast that my | ;“:;“;; b“:rl kixsing ‘:wl' cold forehead, 1
eft her alone with her de<olate sor-

- \ " »
I was more than | TOW.—N. ¥, Erpress.

presence on such an occasion was a re-
proach to me.
ashamed of my own stupidity in yield-
ing to what appeared so plainly as a
most vulgar curiosity. In such a

|

amiable, and as the best substitute for
that Aminbility, due from a guestat a
marriage feast, I tried to be witty.—
Buffice it to say, we succeeded in

nets, anf nothing but our good breed-
ing prevented an open quarrel. We

thing of the snappishness
to feasting wolves.

That agonizing supper over,
stood around the bright fire in
cozy little sitting room. Mr.
planned to take his bride to the thea- |
tre, and so preparations in the way of |
gloves, cloaks and bonnets -beg:m.—i
The I%te Miss Finnell w# soon toilet-
ed for the opera in most fashionable '
attire. Mrs. R., my friend, stood half |
reclining against the piano. We had
been silent fora moment, and to re-
lieve the embarrassinent taking pos-
session of us, T =aid: ‘Mrs., R, it almost
makes one wish to be a bride again.—
Mr. R. laughed accommodatingly.—
Just then Mr. R. placed his arm gent-
ly around the slender waist of hiv new
bride, folding her handsome opera
cloak close to Her form; #nd drew her
tows¥ds hirs. She responded to this

the !

woman. Thisgirl's fate is hateful
me; that my husband should love one
for her mere beswty aloue? My huo-
!}aginatiun cannot be held Back from
| all the soul-worturing, crueifying things fon
'[ which follow in the trainof this mar-
A lady formerly residing in Salt| ridge. The box at the thestre holds
Lake City is HOW In this city, Inconp-|to-night a Min; wife—not mefe.—i
versation last week she related the fol-| There are the gentle pressure of hands,
months  the glances of loving eyes, the blend-

, For the Apvaxck.

mood it was, of course, difficult to be | “e‘_'.mm" Relics in Nash

| sion & buckle, slide and shield, or or-
iffic _ | namental plate belonging to a revolu-
stinging each other like a nest of hor- tionary sword belt. Onthe slide the
| name L. Morgan,” isneatly engrave.
|Onthe shield are the words: “Dien
animals fed at that supper with some- | defendre ledroit,”
attributable | The last word is ina half circle con-

i taining thirteen stars, and above is an
We | All-seeing eye looking down upon the
} stars and a square figure which I take
R. l““l]t-o represent the Ark of 'the coveaant
or the Treasury box of our fathers.—
The sword was cut up many years ago
and made into butcherZknives. These
relics have been in Mr. Battle’s family
ever sinee before his recollection, but
are said tohave belonged to an officer
of the Reveolutionary wan: Can any
one tell who P Morgan was?

used in the Revolutionary war by Wm.
Joyner Sr., his ftterigl geand-father.
The staves are three inches long and it
is six inches across the head.
no bulge like a barrel but is held #*
gether by twotightly fitting hoops very
ingeniously locked together,

——— g —— e

of lines intoone destiny in this

ife current of but one father and one

There was

no answer; 1 offered

—_—

CO-IU, N. C_'-

Mr. L. F. Battle hasin his possess-

and *“ Confederation.”

The avriter has & wooden canteen

It has

B. F. Collins, of Nashville; N. C.,

gallery. 4
press’” when he fi%s

thing in a barrel, but,'
nothing. .

it raises its hand, look vt for
i going to strike.

late in life ke may be “spid 't
reached the iroh age,

habit of ghving to 8
Iy-born babe? ‘Beén
little.

Prides"ftselt apoi T

wi [lrrerg

'A&ﬂocuono’t

et B

Adam,  establishe

f

& rl: .l

" b~
ﬁ‘z it is
I T ba
wenzy  edr

hopen bis beip  will

A bunghole s a

The hnirm

never be able to say, “Hedyed poor.’*

when they were em, '
2 i ployed in the form

R
A clock much like & W Wiben
s, It
e d

When a womin Becomth & 1atitress
Bave

When a Young mnd;
with a pretty girl,

E)dw in Jove

squeezt her

hand is a pressing necessity. " ©

“In thid;{he Adame n—d'_";."haq -

a stranger of a  Bostohiang. #Xesy till
you get to the roof ; then ity cqyes.” |

Steinec in able to: ppadildf._small

sparks from ioes  Pshaw4 whe bpew §
seen jce parks seversl sevew in ages *

Emma,s head'lx bousid"up ¢losély
In o fafkin's B8 Cx!ﬁ- ¢
Headache ? No ; it hides the étitfers,

She will fris harhadr to-night.
Why s the m are" iy * the
Br ke w hew-
tise [ 1% ‘precious

o S

A gentleman was s AoMrfainivg

L

that he bad invested a rwther large
sum of money and lost B alf. ' A sym-

pathizing friend avked fhih i he
was & ball or bear: “Prwhich he re-
plied : “Neither ; I wad & Juckute

An old coupl® #¢¥e walking down
the street not long ago reddinig, signs,
when they run across one which the
old man read thus v *Johhson's

Bhirt Btore.” “Well T Semidé®y efeim-

] ‘ -4 "u‘”

| He smiled 2 little sadly as he turned | ©Wn darling!” springing to her side ;nm.-;a‘by ?f t;quk:r upwani §la1ncek$ has =ome North Carolina paper cur- :],:: ;:';,,om e s lof
| to go. E and clasping her close in eager arms, er' veaut ,“ . f’ 93' Then “OM rency issued during the Revolutionary b 5
l “Hard on you? What right have 1! "give me a.welcome worthy of my m“mida_“:l}_ ﬂr-“.lh.'l toﬂlndkhe; war. Th%%# bills are printed on A.small boy of ,Ml;-. m‘;lﬂ

to judge thia prospective Queen of |love. 1 wasonthat fated train, but pallid as death, w 108, 00K © "3'(:" coarse paper. A $20 bill signed by gone to bed, when M began to dn
L iibata sobotits had got off two stations beftre the | Nizing endurance, mingled with dev-| yop, mavior, and printed by Hugh|8bout cows. Some slight nolsefwoke
| He held out his hand with his usual | accident occurred. My name was i !&uligmt_y: almost  froze mYy|\yycar g Wilmington in 1779, under| Pim &p and he said, *‘Ma g L Frnw
| friendly gesture. recorded as that of some poor fellow | P10ed. I hadsaid aloud in actual sur-| 000 0f the State Congress at Smith-| *ome cows.” Where ? she asked. Up

who had handed in his checks. The
fire had proved the true gold of your
heart, my dearest, though it wasa
terrible test.”

And Ray, sobbking joyfully on her
lover’s breast, knew that she worship-
ed a mightier god then Mammon, and
with eves that when a woman’s heart speaks all

- } - 4 ]
eolor in | other lips are dumb!

| "Congratulations from me would be
' faree, Ray., J shall not offer them.
| Rob Daly and I go west to St. Louis
to-night, and I probably shall not
bave another opportunity of =aying
goodbyl”
"Good-by!™

. ®he looked up at him
wide and stavtled, the warm

—_——-
[ back @ hor heart.

“Yes,” he said, pitilessly, “we may !
{be gone wrevernd days., Make my
adicux to your mother, will you, Ray?

Once more, good-by!”

Toe Affectionate.

——T—

There were several men clustered
around the stove of a Galveston saloon,
And with that quiet, friendly, unim- | and somehow or other the subject | of

R i 3 newspapers came up for discussion.—
| passioned band-clasp, he was gone, [ y
P b* P % . { One man said that the editors were

‘more jealous of eachother than dany
"We're going to have sweh 8 cozy |

evening all to ourselves, mother,’ ' word for cach other, ete.

And Ray flutteved round ‘the ¥oom,| 4 |ong-haired youth, with a solemn
(drawing the curlains, lighting the|
lamps a trim, pretty figure, in her soft
| gray dress, dotted here and there with
 knotz of eherry-colored ribbon.
| “You have not much to aid you in

1
|
|

* ' ¥ * #* *

said that he had had some experience

verse of jealous to each othern,. that a

!

brother editor.

| taste, my dear,’ her mother—a silvers| “w\here did that happen?’

that p(‘rpivfing process known to wo-'l
men as ‘turning’ a dress. '

"More successful than good materi-|
als and bad taste,” cheerily. ‘Come!
in!’

A small stout man, a neighbor, red-
| checked. black-eyed., gowd-natured, !
opened the door.

‘tinod-evening, ladies! Haven’t—
'haven't you heard the news?’ his flo-

man.

Spring.’

bone.
were deadly enemies, and gighed t«

there would be a deadly encounter.

multaneoasly in beth papers,
? . ; I called on the editor of |
‘Good-evening, Mr. CrokeV nodded . caid that the editor of the Bugle hac

= -
smilingly. ‘Take a chair.

|
| Ray,

" soquiet we hardly kuow how the ally he loved the editor of the Bugle.

" And she langhed merrily.

| ¢It's a railway aeeident? the men

| bdurted out, awkwardly.” “Fell down
an embankment. I—ID'm most afraid
ter tell you/ bluntly. '

With a quick fear, a vagne; sudder

prescience of evil, Ray crossad over to
i where he stood.

‘Give me the paper!” she said, au-

. 1

him hate the powem, as it would be

r’tget my poem into either of thei

papers, i

| like a bellows.
Mechanically he handed it to her. |
She glaneed down the first column,

wen clutcherd the paper convulsively ' with a cash advertisement, did yer?

one Whereat the. audi
[ nodded their heads and
Death-white and trembling sach other.

ted, riveted in horror on one line,

1-

other class; they never had a good!

look, spoke up; and, heaving a sigh, |

with editors, and he found them the re-

Texas editor was always willing to  de-
ny himself eomforts for the benefit ofa

'It happened in a western Texas
town where I lived,’ sighed the young

‘L had dashed offa little poem of ten | sieter, then?"
or fifteen cantos about ‘Beautiful]

I had heard that the editors|

shed each other's gore, and was afraid
ifIlet tha Trombone publish it f‘il‘."t!i
1
finally resolved to have it d@ppear si-
When
Trombone |

a large family,and that be would pre-
fer it to appear in the Bugle, as per.-inl}i
went tothe Bugle man and he said the
editor of the Trombone was his warn- | myself.
ext persmal friend, and he would be.
glad if I would beghad if} would k|

ting bread in is mmouthand  ¢lotheson | marvied love.”
wiz back. Sosowing to the Jove thoee ' pity was strong, and almost
two editors had for each other, I could-

it hasn’t been published
yet .Ineversaw twomenso anxious
to help each other out of distress,” and | moment.
once moere the long-haired poet sighed

There was & pause, afdan old coon |
with a frost-bitten nose drawled .out:
‘Yer never tried them same editors

ence significantly '
winked ati

prise before turning towards her, “As
| 1 live, he actually love¥ #hix girll’’—
The face told me all. No lies, now,
with ready lips, at the bidding of feal-
ty toreligion. Thatagonized, refined,
sensitive face proclaimed the system
damned. A woman’s natural love
rose grandly in the awful denunciation
of those fierce eyes. A great throb of
pity filled my own woman’s heart, 1
saw-all the torture and the noble rage
of self restraint. I stepped towards
her, as if to hold her in pity to my
heart. My Mormon lady friend tookl
me by the arm with almost rude foree, |
and whispered waringly, “Mra. C,,

for God’s sake, remember where you

are-”

I did remember, and discomfitted,
returned to my place near the mantle.
Amid this flurry the bridal party took
their Ssypmrture-  We women were a
silent party at first® Mrs. R. still
stood leaning on the piano, with her
Iook bent upon me almost resentfully.
“Youdon’t think yourself called upon
to pity me, Mrs, C?” sue said, with an
almost quarrelsome tone.

“] do pity you, Mrs. R. and I have
a right to.”

“You think me jealous of my new
+

“Mrs. R., we are both prond women.

field, May 15th 1774, bears the motto :

bill, No. 4846, issued and signed the
#mte ds the above, with the motto :—

signed B. Exum, dated Hillshoro%gh,

and*

'that it was not advisable to form a
There were two rival papers | We only need to look iunto our own |

in the pla&'@-——tho 1)‘!1’9(8 and the Trom- hearts to learn what a real woman

must feel under the ordeal through
yhich youare passing.”
] amnot jealous, Mrs. C. Notonly

i
'3 notan estrangement of my hus
band’s love as it would be in an un-
sanctified (Gentile, but a remarriage to
In this marriage I live over
again my own cspousal, my awre i
dal, and renew again the first sweets of
But my impuke of
irvetan-
| tarily I hurried to her side, and, tak-
Tl ing her fice between my hands, I
looked steadily iy ler eyes for a
Her gaze fefl, and, throw-
I. ing herself upon a sofa, she cried out
in bitterness:

" | or any glory or

| opinion that the Dem ocratie party can
| be made available, with proper action

1
am 1 not jealous, but happy in this!
new love of my husband. Our faith*
teaches us to love these sisters in mar- |
riage as our own flesh. Thismarriage |

“Oh! Mrs. C., ] am most wretched.
' Between me and any celestial lights,
peace or consolation in
\ with one hand, her eyes wild and dila- The poet answered in the negative, g Jife or % S wofld 5 comne these
«tands that woman. Between me and
al¥b the lighf of my religion stands that | branchés sirendy.”

“Pence on Honorable Terins.” A 810

“Virtue excels riches.” A $10 bill
August 8thg 1778, with the motto:—
“Persecution the ruin of Empires.” A}
85 bill No. 17283, signed Wm. Sharp,
printed by J. A. Duvis 1778 Ander aet
passed at Hillsborough, August Sth,
1778, Jnntytwea: “The rising States;”
Death to Counterfeits,” Anoth-
er $5 bill signed C. Marklann, An-
othersigned by John Taylor printed
by Hugli Walker at Wilmington under
an act passed at Smithfield May 15th,
1779, with the motto: “Good Govern-
ment always revere.” A $2.50 bil
signed by Turner W. Haywoud, Dau-
iel Duncan, Wm. Williams, and J.
Webh, with the motto: * Liberias and
Natale Solwin,”’ issued by authority of
Congress at Halifax the 2nd day of
April, 1776. -
€.

The Prohibition Question.

: ’
The Texas probibitiomists; at their

State convention last week, decided

separate political party, the great ma-
jority of the delegites belng of the

on the part of the prohibitiouists prior
ta the meeting of the next Demeoeratic
Mate Convention,
Attorney-general Johnson, ~f Kan-
sas, has given an opinion that the con-
scientious use of wine at the commun-
 ion serviee is not forbidden the
pnew prohibitory law of that 8¢ but
| that its sale for suclr purpose by qither
e licensertfor an g it )
would be a clenr vieolation of the
jand would mmake him liable to

there, xald hé pointing to: the} celling
His mother remarkéd thint thaf,was a
qbeer place {1 see cows, and.. o
fellow got slightly . sngry .and maid,
“Well, I gueSsithey conld be sngel

cows, conlda’t they?"”

,  m——————e i U iy
Pe friv of Plivugihe.
Belief is not in our power but fruth-
fulness is. vre
Life is too short for fi= passessors to
wear long faces. -
A sensual dispesitiéh
hand<omest foatures.

Divine vengednce comes with fhet of
lead, but strikes with hands of I#on.
He needs no other rossry w
thread of life is strung’ with
love add thought, | |

He who, with gﬂm hev o
true friend, may lsugh edvemsity to .
scorn and defy the world.

Prue bewevolente s to love all mon.
Recompense injury with justiee) and
kindness withy kindnesa. g

This is the present féwand of virtu-
ous conduct—th# no mIRky conso-
q!mmmobllgemtor%h,

Flowers sweeten the aiz, rejoieg the
eye, link us with nsturopnd innecence,
and are somethinff tolove.- .

Venture not into' 'the compilly” of
those that are infected Withthe plague;
no, though thow think thyself guarded
with an antidote. i timeseedi

To prorevrme® a man happy, merely .

because he is rich, is Just 8¢ absurd as
to pronounce s man _merely
because he hax enough to eag. .
t  No man ought to complain i the
world measures himi as he messures
others. To measyre | I own
yandstick may be hasd, bt ¥ & fir.

o '

same @xfent as if he sold Hguer
drank ss a beverage.

—

“I'H teach you how to le, amf stend,
and smoke, and use profane Innguage/

oldest off
ing agood sized sapling.

|

said an_irate Galveston parentto his
P¥ing, at the same ti swing-
“T'11 tench

you, you young scamp!’ “Newver!soul, fallen in Adserbaf
mind, father, I know all of them| Christ, must he

'. o it i« In Jeare,




