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The farmer's rosy children sat ;
The fagot lent its blazing light,
And mirth went round, and harmless chat.

When hark | a gentle hand they hear
at the bol!

uoor,
And thus n their willing ear,

A feeble voice was heard implore :

Cold blows the blast across the moor,
The sleet drives hissing in the wiud ;
Yon toilsome mountain lies before,
A dreary trecless waste behind.

Ny eyes are dim and weuwls with age :
‘lom‘.my‘hmlvery: s

rags ill stand tho rage

Of steh a keen inoclement sky.

#Sp faint I am these tottering foet

No more palsied frame can bear,
My ﬁ:f'x‘ forgets te beat,

And driffiug Sucws mwy tesb prepare.

Open your hospitable door,
And shield me from the biting blast,
Cold, cold it blows across the moor,

The weary moor that | have passed "
With hasty steps the farmer ran,
And close beside (the fire they place
The poor lialf frozen begeawanan,
With shaking liiubs aud pake blue face.
n flocking came,

The M
frozen hands in theirs,
And busily the | old daine
A —hﬂlmc prepares.
Their kindness his di ng soul,
And slowly m‘: wrinkled cheek,
The big round tear was seen to roll,
Aund wﬂ &hlll_nrh be could pot speak.
AaSR708 "5
‘The children then n to sigh,
rry ehat wag o'er,
And yﬂmzhﬂ' knew ||‘n‘t' \rl'ny.
More T y had done before.
One Woman's Way.

BY ROLTH DOUGLAS.

i

1t was New Year’s night. A hand-
some parfor in a bandsome house; a
cheery, cosy fire in the shining nickle-
barred grato s gentle moon-like light
from the softly shaded gas, and through
all the room # dainty breath of fresh
flowors and & soft pleasant air of cle-
grnos and wealth.

In alarge easy-chair near the glowing
grate sat a wan; a handsowe man, fit
inwate of the haudsoise roows, a man of
widdle age aud west comfortable appear- |
ance ; a smiling, sereno gentleman, well
fod and well clothed. He was watching
with a fond, bappy smile, a woman stand-
ing in the long, charmingly curtained
wingow. She was rather a tall woman,
neither stout nor slim—-a happy wedi-
win. And she was unicely—clegantly
habited in a blue satin robe with an ubun-
dance of fine, ereamy silk lace about
Ber.

One shapely hand held baek the rich
amber-colored silk curtain, and the loose
shortish aleeve fell back revesling a beau-
tiful plump pinky arm.

Bhe too, was handsome, with a screne,
pale face; very brown, beautiful, sober
eyes, and a sweet, serious red mouth.

A sensible looking woman, too, des-
pite her stylish fashionable air!

Outside the snow was whirling in a
floecy blinding cloud.

The street lawps made squares and
streaks of golden light through the mis-
ty, whitish night, thus making the dark-
ness that surr d all things else seem
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Bwt ’twas not wholly on matrimony
her thovghts were intent.

“Alf, I don’t deserve any extra hap~
piness! what have I done pray for the
world, that T shall clasp my hands idly
and bask in the purple of God’s love?
Nay, don’t interrupt me, dear, you don’t
understand we! I have been all day
dong, yes all this busy day, oppressed
with the thought that I am going for-
ward to enter into a joy and bliss that
is nat mine!

The great rule of this universe is—
well—the laborer is worthy of his hire
yow know! Justice, not generosity,
governs the world.

I bave given no equivalent, of gocd
nov grief, that entitles me to this rich
reward of wealth, and better yet, your
love dear !

And I am an honest woman and con~
scientious and until I have a right to all
this joy and gladness, until I have earn-
ed it. Until I deserve this reward, I
am only an imposter if I accept 1t.

“D3 you understand me, Alf 1

Miss Gordon had drawn a low luxuri-
ous comfortable chair beside her lover
and ene white beautiful hand rested on
the arm of his chair. He clasped this
hand in both of his and bis blue ecyes
grew dark and eager.

“Amy, I do not understand you, and
knowing your impulsive determined na-
ture as well as 1 do, such remarks wmake

the earth and life-for the coming summer
| season ; we do not waste the good that is
in us, we do the best we can with the
gifts of good we have. And the very
gaslights seemed to rebuke me, saying:
‘We even send as far as possible such
gold and light and cheer as we have.’
Alfred, perhaps you understond me
| and will aid me ?” |
He lifted the flushed carnest fuce in
| Lis hauds and kissed the shining earnest
l eyes.
“ «My noble love! T am yours devoted-
| ly and faithfully in all things.”
| And this royal couple, these noble lov-
| ers sat until nudnignt, the wystic hour
when the uncertain, untired infant New
| Year bows for the blessing of the worn,
|old, weary, heavy laden monarch that
“ departs as he lifts his hand to warn or
| bless; sat there studying and planning
! how to help and be of service to the sad,
| sick and sinful.

Miduight and morning kissed in sweet
greeting as our lovers parted and Miss
Gordon began her New Yeur as all true
worthy women should, with a joyous de-
ternnnation to be helpful anda blessing
to her poor uufortunate sisters in hfe,

Sowe of her fashiouable friends she
managed to stir into activity with ber,
others gave their blessing and sneers.

| She went out to be a saviour and helper

ard she succeeded. Many a bright boy

and generous girl ceme under the genial

me very nervous, to say the least ; and
before you o further, dear, lot me sug-
gest that you ‘go slow’ as well ! I’

“Amy mine, let us be very ecarcful |
what is said to-night! Remewber it is !
New Year’s night, and the New Year l
mweans o much to us, dearest !

“Aud my Amy—1 fear youare in a
wistakenly conscientious mood to-night.
All these things that wake you nappy
are given you from God, you cannot earn
them.

“My love could not be made areward
dear; God has just wade it so: we give
our affection to cach other as the sun
gives its shine, 1ts warmth and life to the
carth.

“1 can never deserve your sweet love,
Awmy. God gives it aud I accept the
blessing, thaukfully ; the sun shines aud
the earth receives the gemiul iuflucnce
and is happy, thatis all.  Has the earth
a right to that light and life ? these bap-
py, lovely things are all gifts from God,
we cannot buy them, dear!”

Not once Lad the wide, brown, anxi-
ous eyes moved from his face,

“No, no, Alf, you do not comprehend
we. 1 do not mean to reward God, why
that is blasphemy! T would buy the
right to my joy, but I would feel in my
heart that I deserved it. Take your
own thought; the sun spreads the carth
with golden warwth and splendor ; does
the earth remain a cold and senseless
clod ?indeed no!  Rather dees she not
blossom forth in beauty and uscfulness
from her gratitude and gladuess? She
does what she can toward beautifying
life and being useful and serviceable. 1t |
is because sho wakes good use of her |
gifts, Alf, that Madam Earth deserves |
them !

“And how does that apply to my
Awy ™

Miss Gordon rested her honest brown

|
|

denser and dw Aud the soft warmth |
sod subdued light and the general air of ‘
cowfort and refinenent secied to sweep |
in a great past my lady out into
the guowy night.

“Auwy dear, drop the curtain and come
sit 'idl'lt; aren’t you weary enough to
rost 's exertion ¥’

lefd the lover by the ten-
derness in his tgues, by tle fond light in
his kind blue eyes. )

«Directly deur,” but.still she held good

aside the curtain/and stood staring into |
thonight. 1t bad been a wearisowe day. |
From eacly till late she had been loving |
and “smiling, giving and taking good |
wishes, hiding her weariness and play- |
ing cordiality ; for this was the last time |
that Miss Amy Gordon was to keep open |
house, you know, Long before next |
New Year ghe would be Mrs. Alfced
Arnold.

“My-dear Amy, come ; you raake me
nervous !

Slowly as if 1egretfully she shut out
the snowy scenc and crossed to the grate.
8he stood beside her lover’y phair, pass-
ed her arm over his shoulders and rested
her oheck on his gold colored curly hoad.

“Dearest,” he whi and lifted
her hand softly te his lips.

" “Dearest, this is to be such a happy
New Year to us is it not !”

Her only answer was the gentle stroke
of her cheek on his head. .

Buach a bappy New Year! who could
tell! so many trusting, doving wowen
bad ventared on thus .;wl Mbeu l
so sadly :d and wrecked before |
six mouths st xon even, how could she !
tell if this New Year woull prove of
iy or sarrow to heg !

bead against her lover’s arm and replied
slowly as if bringing each sentence from
some deep wine of thought.

1 have good and gracious gifts too Alf,
and 1 have been idle and heedless.

But to-day 1 have wakened, All day
as I have been smiling and sipping and
nibbling with all the men who have call-
ed, the still small voice has been busily
at work.

Lhave wealth that is doing no one any |
It does me no good, for it is not |
good that T should be robed in all that
money and fushion can furnish, while in |
all this city there are hundreds of my
sisters shivering with cold this night.

Aye, Alfred, they and their little oues
freezing and starving, while I—one
worthless woman, am fed and warm and !
wasteful, sole mistress of half a million, |
happy as God can wake me and doing |
nothing for the many wmiserable !

Ah, Alf, God will call me to u bitter
account yet, I fear for my wasted oppor-
tunities, and from this night forth I must |
do differently ; I must be of more ser-
vioe in the world. Better for me had [
to-day in place of pleasure, silk and |
pearls, been in serge and the streots,

influence of her kindness and generosity.
Alfred Arno.d walked hand in hand with
her thirough all her noble efforts and to-
gether they accomlished wmuch good in
life. Children were removed from evil
influences and given education, supplied |
with pure homes and health giving in-
fluences ; and these grateful children are
bound in return to lend a helping hand
to the unfortunate through all their com-
ing years. Notice lhow the eircles in-
crease and yender, beyond belief almost
when you idly tossa tmy pebble in a
stream. Much more' ex‘ensive is the |
boundless sea of humanity, Many a
sick woman received the means and hope

and heart necessary to her recovery from
Amy Gordon in that grand New Year of

Miss G’s life and wmany an uncertain,

weakeniug sister was helped to a point
and hopes that saved her from the sad
fall of womauly sinning.  And ¢ven men
received a belpful impetus from the ear-
nest honest little woman,  She gladly
put sside her satins, her pleasures and
pearls and never shirked the streets and
the serge ; and having ventared into the
vineyard she was amazed to find how
many brave and noble sisters she found |
there earnestly working for Christ and
charity.

And when, some six months later, she
stood agan for anothe: avening in pearls !
and satin—white satin this time—she
felt seeure and happy in the right to re- |
joice “in the purple of God’s love” and
Alfred Arnold felt there was no nobler
woman 1 all the land than his fair wife.
And the good work that began in her
heart as she stood in her window to sur- |
vey the snow storm went on through life |
thereafter.

Alfred and Amy Arnold never failed |
to rememsber the night when they wak-

| ened from laziness and luxury to labor,

love and usefulness, 1

D —_—
|

Good-Morning,

Don’t forget to say «“Good-morning
Say it to your parents, brothers and sis-
ters, your school-mates, your teachers—
and say it cheerfully, and with a smile ,
it will do you good, and do your friends
good. There’s a kind inspiration m ev-
ery “Good-morning” Leartily spoken, |
that helps to make hope fresher and |
work lighter. It scems really to make N
the morning good, and to be a prophecy
of a good day to come after it. And if
this be true of the “good morning,” it
is also of kind, heartsome greetings;
they cheer the discouraged, rest. the tired
one, some how make the wheels of life
run more smoothly. Be liberal with
them then, and let no morning pass,
however dark and gloomy it way be,
that you do not help at least to brighten
by your smiles and cheerful word.

The Beauty of Reproach.

Goethe was in company with a moth-
erand her daughter, and the latter being
reproved for scme fault, blushed and
burst into tears. He suid: “How

bunting the poor, the sick and disconso- | beautiful your veproach has wade your

lato and given them of my plenty, And
Alfred, my mind is made. 1 will be a
belpful servant in the vineyard.
To-night as I stood there in the win-
dow and watched the whirling snow, and
thought of the poor, and sinning and
starved out there, It seemed asf each
flake said—¢Amy Gordon, we are cold
and white and heartless, but we are of
more value than you are, for we are
eheciless and ey to look on and bring
u.iwr)- 0 ANE, MO We pive waoat’, 1

daughter. The crimson hue, and those
silvery tears become her better than any
ornament of gold or pearls.  These may
be hung on the ueck of any wewan ; but
those are never seen disconnected with
moral purity. A full blown rose be-
sprinkled with the purest dew is not so
beautiful as this child blushing beneath
her parent’s displeasure, and shedding
tears of sorrow at her fault. A blush
in the sign which nuture hungs out to
shuw whope chastiny and  bonor dwell,”

| is our personal friend.

Werking the Fress.

“Are you the editor ¥’ gaid a man,
who wore a conciliatory smile and dy. !
beard, as he took a sest in our office.

We acknowledged hat at present we
served and instructed ‘he public m that
capacity, and to prove sur assertion, we
showed him the blisters made on our
hands by our exertion in operating the
Archimedean lever “hat
world.

woves  the

“Wel, I want you to surprise me
with a flattering persoval notice in your
paper. la:

u going to ran for Constable
in the Eighth ward, w1 I want sowe-
thing neat in the way of a send off,”
“Qur columns are alynys open to ad- |
vance the best iutereuw £ the publie, .
bui w first surp 188

pecuniary ¢ mpensation, not

all expeet y

us with 4
necessarily for publiea fon, but werely
as a pledge of good fawta.”

“L'll pay.
surprised without pay.ag for it in ad-
vance. W!

A man gan't expect to be

lave you got 17

“We can accowmodate you with al-
most any kind of personal notice, from
a cheap cleetro-plated hiography to an
eighteen carat obituar;, and at a sei
of prices varying according to the strain
on our columns and veracity.  In moul-
ding public opimion w: defy competition
Now, how would you like this? It isa
neat little pre-Raphaiite gem, and will
cost you only $1.50,

“Qur enterprising townsman, Col. B,
than whom there is ng wore popular and
genial gentleman in the length and |
breadth of our great' Fmpire State, has
consented, at the earnest solicitation of

! many friends, to sacritice his very prof-

itable business to the public good, and
has authorized us to announce him as a
candidate for the ionorable office of
Constable of the preciuct,”

¢If that is not strong enough, here is |
a Michael Angelo, full length, in which
your qualities of head und heart will be
touohingly alluded to, and you will be |

commended for your generous impulses
. |
Then we

have a brilliant thing, after Mozart,

—only 82 50 eaeh insarction.

which is really fatert¥ed for gubernato- |
rial candidatesdgpifksof  vour sim.
plicity of character, jeans clothes, and
pay-as-you-go proclivities---but it can
easily be wodified to suit a prospective

|
Constable. 1t w.") oost you $5.

There
$2 to $10 each. ,
For referring to you .s an ¢old land-

wark,” $1 extra 1s charged. f

are several others i

“1 reckon you can saw e off $3
worth, but you wust throw in something |

about my brilliant war record.”
| y

“We always do that.”
“Aud just wind up by surprising
Capt. Bill Smike.
me. | wouldu’t say anything that he |
might take offcuce at.

Ie is running against
g

Only say he is
not fit for the office, because he has a

| mean breath like a buzzard, and the re.

cord of a conviet. You might add that !
mwy brother hasn’t got a wife that has

fite. That will Lit hinn where he is sore,

| for his brother's wifo is subject to fits,

I don’t care to lug any personalities in.
to this campaign usless T am oblig
to.” |
«We can’t doit, Colonel. Your rival
Ile is a sub-

| soriver.”

“Pshaw ! I thought you were ronning

| an independent paper, in the interest of

the people, but 1 see you are the subsi-
dized organ of a politieal clique,” and
off he woui to see the editor of the oth-
er paper.

o 3
Big Wirds,

Big words are great favorites with
people of small ideas and weak con-
ceptions,
ployed by men of mind, when they wish
to use language that may the best eon-
ceal their thoughts.
tions, however, illiterate and half educat-
ed persons use more *big words” than
people of thorough education. Tt isa
very common, but egregious mistake, to
supposo that the long words are more
genteel than the short ones--just as the
same sort of people imagwe that high

They are sometimes cm-

With few excep-

| cotors and flashy figares improve the

style of dress. They are the kindof
folks who don’t begin, but commence.”
They don’t live, but “reside.”” They
don’t go to bed, but mysteriously “retire,”
They don’t eat and drink, but “partake”
of “refreshinents.” . They ave never sick,
but¢extremely indisposed ;” and instead |
of dying, at last, they “decease.” The
strength of the Knglish language isin
the short words— chiefly monosyllubles |
of Baxon derivation ; and people who are
in earnest scldom use any other. Love, |
hate, anger, grief and joy express them-
selvesin short words and direct sentences,
while cunning, falschoud and affectation
delight in words ¢a foot and a half”

luh-.j.

b |

Some New Geography.

|

“Or what is the surfuce of the earth

HOIIPOSE d
OF corner lots, mighty pror roads,

railroads try
et flelds and 3

, baso ball grounds, crick-
ating rinks.”

“What portion of the globe is wa-
ter 1

¢About three-fourths. Sometimes they
add a little gin and nutmeg to it.”

“What i

“A town is a considerable collection

a town ?”

of houses and inhabitants, with four or

five men who “run the party” and lend |

money at fiftcen per cent. interest.”
“What is a city ?”
“Acity is an iceorporated town, with
amayor who be
shukes when he

cross-wulk,”

“What is commerce 1

sing the lender for o year or two.”

awe the different races.”
“Horse race, boat race, bicyele race
and raci

around to o
your note.”

man to indorse

“Into how many classes is mankind
divided

“Six; being enlightened, civilized,

od savage too utter, not-worth-

and Iudian age

“What vatious are called enlighten-
ed

Wariaih from Newspapers,

Many years ago, in one of the severe

winters when there was much hardship |

among the poor, a city paper suggested
that old newspapers, spread over the bed,
would form an exccllent substiiute for
blankets and coverlets. This brought
upon the journal a great deal of harm-

loss ridicule from other papers, but it

brought comfort to many a poor family. |

In the matter of bLed-clothing, especi-

ally, we are apt to associate wariuth |

with weight, and do not consider that
there is no warmth in the coverings

themselves, but that they merely pre- |

¢

vent the hea from passing

t of the body

off.  Whatever is a poor conductor of |

| are confined when two or three newspa-
“Borrowing $5 for a day or two and |

pers are luid upon one another. A few

| newspapers laid over the bed will keep

one much warmer than some of the

heavy, cluse-woven blankets. We do

not propose newspapers as a substitute |

for blankets and comforters, but it is
one of those make-chifts that it is well
In traveling one may, by the
oid of a few papers, secure a comfor(-

able rest in a thinly clad bed, and if we

to know.

[ ; L 3
| caunot afford to give a destitute family a

“Those which have had the most wars. |

the worst luws, and produced the worst |

crinm
“How many motions has the earth 1
“That’s according to how you mix
your drinks and which way you go
howe.”

“What is tho eartl’s axiz t”

| may

blanket or a comforter, we may show
them how to increase the usefulness of
their thin coverings by stitcting a few

layers of newspapers between thew. It
be well to r \

window plants, that hy

miind  these who

romoving

away trow the window, and arranging a

cover of per over them, th

be preserve
cold nights.

d  from harm in sev

With the plauts us with

“The lines passing between New York ! ourselves, it is not so much that eold

and Chicago.”

“What cause day and uight

“Day is caused by night getting tired
out. Nightis cnused by everybody tak-
ing the street-car and going howme to
supper.”

“What is a map

“A map is a drawing to show the ju-
ry where Suith stood when Jones gave
bim a lift under the eye.”
“What is a mariner’s compass "
“A Jug holding tour gallons,”

- =

ement

An amusing story 16 told of a little

Encoux

|
|

i
\
I
‘
|

fellow named Artie, one of three brothers |

whose parents had brought them up to
be hrave and self-reliant.

all biz mght.

Aud as their parents were Methodists
of the good, old-fushioned kind, the boys
were in the habit of hearing—at such

He coulddn’t |
| do wuch, but what he could do did with

times—the hearty «Amen” break forth |

from their father’s lips when the sermion
was particularly enjoyable,

Oue cold Sabbath day these children
wers left at home, with wauy cautions
to be careful.

Hardly had the parents left ere the
wood work near the stovepipe was dis-
covered to be on fire and out of the
children’s reach;
activity and energy, the eldest climbed

! npon the table and put ont the flames,

When the father and mother returned
they shuddored to sce the danger to
which their dear oneshad beon exposed,
and, with thankful hearts, praised them
for their courage.

“How did you wanage,
reachthe fire 1

“Why, said Tommie, «I pushed the
table up to the wall and got upon that.”

“And did you help brother, Jimmie”
to the next.

“Yes, sir ; I brought him a pail of
water and handed hi the dipper.”

“And what did you do!” said the

bur, with wonderful |

comes in, as that the heat goes off, and
often a slight protection will prevent the
escape of heat.

Mome, Wife, and Saturday,

Happy is the man who bas a little |

home and a little angel in it on Saturday
night-=-a house, no matter how little,

provided it will hold two or so=--no mat- |

ter how bumbly furnished, provided
there is hope in it Let tue
trtains.,

=] the ¢
plamn calico, without border, tassel or
any such thing.
No matter if
you baven’t a candle to bless yourself
with, for what a beautiful light glowing

coals Rendering cloudloes, shed-

dir unset light through the roowm,

just light enough to talk by ; not loud,

as in the highway ; not rapid as in the |
hurrying world ; but softly whispering |

with pause between,for the storm with-

out and the thoughts within to fill up |
| with,

Then wheel the sofa

the fire
tee, uncushioned at that, if 8o be it is
just long enough for two and a half m
it. How sweetly the wmusic of
bells for the ti

listening heart then !

silver

How wmourntully
swall the chimes of ¢the days that are
no more !”
= < voes -
fermon Enough for Sunday.

soe-black ecalled at the

A little

residence of a certain man, and solicited

a piece of bread and some water. The

| servant was dirccted to give the child

| bread from the erumb-basket, and as th

Towmie, to }

|
|
|
!

little fellow was walking slowly wway and

sifting the gift between his fingors for o

piece large enough to chew, the man
called him back and asked him if be had
ever learued to pray.  On receiving a
uegative answer he directed him to say,

“Our Father,” but he could not not

| understand the fawiliarity.

“ls it our father-—your father----my

proud gather to Lis pet, the youngest of | fythar 1

the group
“Well, papa.” said Artie, “you sec

I was too small to help put out the fire, |

so 1 just stood by and kollered «“Amen.”
— Youth’s Companion

1 Pat's Pledge.

«Tim, this won’tdo; you must take
warning from the fate of your friend,
O'Sbaughnessy.
he came home wuch soberer than you
are, but in attempting to blow out a can-
dle his breath took fire and he exploded--
blew up—so his fiiends iv three days
have not been able to sorape enough of
hun together to hold a wake vver.”

«An’ do you mane to tell me that he
bust up " said Tim.

“Indeed 1 do, upon my honor.”

Tim said he would take the pledge at
once, and he did so in the following

|

“Why certainly.”

The boy looked at him awhile and
commenced erying, at the ewme time
holding up his erust of bread and excluim-

| ing between his sobs

Only three nights ago !

“You say that your father is my fath-
er; aren’t you ashawed to give your lit-
tle brother such stuff to eat when you
bave got so many good things for your-
self.”

—

Junring Carrie.~~Rob’t Brodie tells
us of a method to reform breachy cattle,
which is wost likely new to many raders.
He says he sold a cow and the buyer
chose a good one, except that it was one
that no fenco could restrain. Upon
being told the creature’s fault the buyer

| still clung to his first choice, saying he

could without trouble break the most

vicions ease of thisfault  Aund he proved

¢ uds blow !
What if they are

Let the rain come |
down, heap up the fire.

around by
no matter if the sofu 18 « set- |

e o come falls on the |

SMALL BITES.
| e —

| Think twice before spesking evil of

| any one.

When is a wall like a fish? When it

is scaled.

|
|
|
i How does a stove feel when full of
| conls?  Grateful.

| Which of the reptiles is a mathema-
ticlan ?  The adder.

When is a boat ke a heap of snow ?
| When it is a dritt.

| A Vermont man has willed his picture
gallery to o blind asylum,

What is that which shows what it con

ves that the whole world | heat will make o warm covering, Paper | not sce itself? A mirror.
iappens to fall flat on a | itgelf is a poor econductor, but still
| Pooitr are the thi layers of air thnt*}-;t onee be srdpbeted hithsell.

He who throws out #uspicion should

Y
daator most amnoyed 17—
| When he is out of patients.

[ Whenis o

| When is o litesary work like smoke ?
{ When it comes in volumes.

Why is the lettor G like the sun?—
Because it is the contre of light.

What word may be pronounced quicker
: by adding  syllable to it? Quick.
{  How does cow becowe a hnded es-
| tate? By turniug her into the field.

What is an old lady in the middle of
the river like? Like to be drowned.

| Lemons may befkept fresh a long time

| in a jar—changing the water every morn-
. !

Why is a wiser hke a man with &
shorc memory © - Because is always for-
| gesting.
| How does a sailor know there is a

man in the moon !  Because he has been
| to sea (sec.)

The Virginia Legislature is trying to
| get quarters in Norfolk, to get away
|

from the small pox at Richmond.

Jones says that after trying for years
| to photograph his girl on his heurt, all
| he got in the end was & negative.

A cynical old bachelor says that lovers
are like armies; they get along well
enough till the sugagoment begins.

Reflect upon your present blessings,
of which every man has many ; not on
your past misfortunes, of which all have

sowme.

Aun ignorant old lady was asked by a
| minister visiting her, if she had religion.
She replied, <1 have shght touches of it
occasionally.”

It scems that competition has forced
the price of false teeth down so low that
| it isn’t really worth a body’s while to
1 cut his natural enes.
| “My soun,” said an old lady, ¢“how
| must Jonah have felt when the whale
| swallowed him ?” «Down in the mouth,”
‘ was the young hopeful’s reply.

A receipt for lemon pies vaguely adds :
“Then sit on a stove and stir constant-
ly.””  Just as if any body could sit on
a stove without stirring constantly.

Gen, Ransom has introduced a bill to
authorize the crection at Asheville audi
Greensboro of government buildings to.
be used us offices and court rooms.

Voltaire had his cynical dab at docters
when he spoke of a physician as‘a man
who pours drugs, of which he knows
little, into bodies of which he knows

luss.

“Mamma, do you know how T get in«
“No my dar-
ling. Ilow do you?!” «Why, 1 put
one foot on the bed, and then holler
| Rats

to my bed so quickly

" aud scare myself right in.”

“Deacon,” said the widow, as she
gently stroked, in a foline manner, the
waltese tabby that evideutly lay in Ner
lap for that purpose, “don’t you long
for spring, with its balmy breath, its
warm sunshine, and its gentle flowers,
which awakens nature, and puts life into,
everything that has laid cold and dead
during the long winter, and brings eve-
| rything up out of the cold, cold ground
into light and life?” «Well, hardly,
widow,” r led the old d: 5 “you
know I buried my second wife last
Fall.”

In order to get on satisfactorily in the
world, and be able to look at one’s past
deeds with pl ¥, it 18 y
to bave a clear conscience. At least sa
thought the Irishman in the following
story : The priest said to him in tonea
of severe reproof. «Patrick, how much
hay did you steal ” The reply was

|

form : «1 swear never to blow out a can~ it true.  Hismethod is to hang a weight, | that of one who takes a profoundly phi.

dle while T am drunk again.”

e

Oxford Tarchlight :

Senator Vauce

presented some petitions against rmlroad | uie’s kueos. M. i
discriminttions.—Exr. Let the Senator | that it works without fuil.
mend his *holt,” and call for help when

heis ready, and the people will help

Ml

—-— o
N

by choice an old flat iron, from the creat-

s neck by a strap of such length that
it wi!! hang about the height of the creat-
Brodie assures me
That after
a while the creature can scarcely be
driven over a bar after it is let down to

| losophic view of things, and who pro~
| poses not to allow his religion to too se,
| riously interfere with every day duties,
| “Well,” said Patrick, “I may as well
| confess to your riverence for the whole
| stack, for I'm going after the rest fge

{ the ground,--( Waverly Republican. ! night.”

B




