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PROFESSIONAL CARDS.

A. J. BOYD, J. W. REID.
BOYD & REID,
Attorneys-at-L.aw
WENTWORTH, N. C.

Practice in the Superior court of
Btokes county.

ROBERT D. GILMER,

Attorney and Counsellor,
MT. AIRY, N. C.
Practices in the courts of Surry, Stokes,

W. F. CARTER,
Arrof/NEY-27-LaAw,
MT. AIRY, SURRY CO, N. U

Practices whereve: hisservices are wun‘lfn?

"R L. HAYMORE,
ATTORNEY-ATLAW

Mt. Airy: N. C.
Special attention given to the collection of
claims. l—,l.'tm,
; B. F. KING,
WITH

JOHNSON, SUTTON & CO.,
DRY GOODS,

Nos. 27 and 29 South Sharp, Street,

Y. W. JOHFBON, R. M. BUTUON
J. H. R. GRABBE, G. J. JOUNSON.

r DAY’,V ALBERT JONES.

nﬁy & Jones,

manufacturers of

BADDLERY HARNESS, COLLARS, TRUNR
No. 336 W. Baltimore street, Baltimore, Md.

W. A. Tucker, MH.OC.Smith, B.5. Spraggine

Tucker, Smith & Co»
Manufseturhrs & wholesale Dealers in
BOOTS, SHOES, HATS AND CAPS.
Ne. 260 Baltimore Street, Baltimore, Md.
R.J. & R, E. BEST,
wiTH
Henry Sonneborn & Co.,
WHOLESALE CLOTHIERS.

90 Asnoyer St., (betweenUerman & Lombard Sts)
BALTIMORE MD.

H. SONNEBORN, B. BLIMLINE

W. 5. ROBERTSON
s T AT TRELL, A.B. WATKINS.

n 911 & oy
w.tmnclgt.lnm of co

HARDWARE.

1307 Main Street,
RICHMOND, VA.

for Fairbanks Standard Scales, an

A:i':'" =nnl Bolting Uloth.

hen Putney,
- W l, MILES,

wITH
VEY & CO.
SR s,
Boots, Shoes, and Trunks,

1219 Mamn Street,
Bept. 8-81-6m. RICHMOND, VA.
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1
OF THE PEOPLE! FOR THE PEOPLE!
OF THE PEOPLE! FOR THE PEOPLE!
OF THE PEOPLE! FOii THE PEOPLE!

ONLY $1.50 A YEAR!

SUBSCRIBE NOW

It is your duty to aid your county
paper. We prupose publishing a good
family paper. and solicit from our
friends and from the Democratio party

DANBURY, N. C, THURSDAY,

«“BOBBITTS.”

The boys in Dutchman’s gulch usual-
ly slluded to bim as +The Kid of the
Camp,” but be said his real name was
Bobbitts. I have spoken of the miners
of Dutehmau’s guloh as “boys.” Some
of them wore beards as thick as a hedge
fence, sud hair which floated on the
breeze like sca weed streaming from a
weather-beaten wharf. Leadville was
the nearest supply to Dutchman’s Gulob,
and at Leadville could Bobbitts usually
be found.

The Kid of the Camp was about nine
years old, with a thin, weazen face, a
shrewd twinkle4dn his rat-like eyes. and
a perverted taste for Monte and dog-leg
tobacoo. Bobbitts invariably ¢played
in” what few nickels, dimes, and quar-
ters he could earn or beg, but the older
gamblers liked to have bhim to lean over
their shoulders when engaged in bucking
the tiger, regarding it as good luck, and
Bobbitts as a Mascotte.

“My ma named me Bobbitts,” he
would explain, whenever interrogated
regaraing his early bistory; “and 1
reckin she knowd me.”

Bobbitts bad made his appearance in
the far West at Cheyenne, where he
bad quietly dropped off from a Union
Pacific freight train, with a boot-black
apparatus slung over bis shoulder, and
a paid up capital of eighteen cents 1 his
pocket.

From Cheyenae,
over to Leadville.

“Where were you born!” inquired
Joe Watrous, alias the “Count,” one
evening, after be bad turned in a couple
of hundred dollars’ worth of dust to the
Monte bank. With the count this was
net an unusual experience ; in fact, so
bad it b of late, that

Bobbitts drifted

in Stokes and adjoining ali-
beral support. Make up clubs for us.
Now go to work,and mid an enterprise
devoted to your best interests. Read
the following

NOTICES OF THE PRESS :

The REPORTER AND PoST is sound in
policy and politics, and deserves a libe-
ral support.— Reidsville Weekly.

The Danbury REPORTER AND PosT
begins its thirteenth year. It is a good
paper and deserves to live long and live
well.— Daily Workman.

The Danbury ReporTER AND PosT
celebiates its twelfth anniversary, snd
with pardonable pride refers to its suc-
cess, which it deserves.—-JVews and Ob-
server.

The Danbury REPORTER AND Post
is twelve years old. It is a good paper
and should be well patronized by the
peaple of Stokes. It certainly deserves
it.- Salem Press.

For twelve long years the Danbury
REPORTER AND POST has been roughing
it, and still manages to ride the waves
of the journalistic sea. We hopo that
it wi'l have plain sailing after awhile.
Lexinglon Dispatch.

The Danbury KEPORTER AND Post

it was far from possessing any very great
degree of fascination.

“Dummed ef | know,” answered
Bobbitts, rubbing away industriously
at the gambler’s boots. «The fust
thing [ koowd I wus in Clinton, lows,
liviog with my ma, Me and her lived.
together.”

“Who was your father !’ continued
the Count, lazily removing a polished
boot from the box, and substituting
another heavily coated with yeilow
clay.

“Dummed of L xin tell yer. Guess
he was no great shakes of 4 wan, or ma
would have told me suthin about him.
Bat she didn’t. Reckonhe was s fly-by-
night and no good.”

“Then you never saw him to know
him 1’ said the Count.

Tins co between Bobbitt

and the Count had attracted quite a
orowd of pennileas or indifferent gamb-
lers who had been lounging about the
saloon, and they commenced to manifest
something of a listless interest in the

has just passed its 12th suniversary and [y b0 ketoho bi hisal Darrative

under the efficient management of broth- ¢ Bob,bi g A ®

er Duggins cannot fail to increase in | © A

popularity with the people of Stokesand [ «Well I dunno, exactly,” replied
djoini i inston Sendinel. | Bobbi ing in his work, and sit-

“The editorials on political topis are
timely and to the point, and the general
make up of every page shows plainly
the exercise of much care and pains-
taking. Long may it live and flourish
under the present management.—/Moun-
tain Voice.

The Danbury RerorTER AND PosT
bas entered the thirteenth year of 1ts ox-
i , and we congratulate it upon the

J. K. ABBOTT, OF ¥ O,

with
WINGO, ELLETT & CRUMP,
RICHBMOND, VA.,
Wholesale Dealors in
BOOTS, SHOES, TRUNKS, &0.
Prompt attention paid to ordure, and satis-
faction gaursateed. c
2 Virginia State Prison Goods a specrally
March, 6. ™
BORERT W. POWNER,  EDGAR D. TATLO .
R W. POWERS & CO.,
WHOLESALE DRUGGISTS,
Dealers in
PAINTS, OILS, DYES, VARNISHES,
Frenoh and American

ING AND CHEWING
mO.A'Ig?TOIAWO A SPEOIALTY

1805 Main St., Richmond, v
Augusté m26—

*J. L. C. BIRD,

ITH

WwW. D. KyLe & Co.,
IEPCRTERS AND JOBBERS OF
HARDWARE. Cutlery:
IRON, NAILS and Carriacx Goors

No. 9 Governor Street,
RICHMOND,VA.

prosperity that is manifested through its
columns. To us it is more than an ac-
quaintance, and we regard it almost as &
kinsman.— Leaksville Gazette.
The Daubury KEPORTER AND PosT
htmkmm“;"ﬁb:ﬂm
. 1t 18 a strong paper
o-dir’wddb.nh.‘oodloodnd
al newspaper and in all respeots a oredit
to its town and section. It ought to be
well pa ! ille Landmark.
The Danbury REPORTER AND Post
has just entered its 18th year. Weo were
one of the crew that launched the Bx-
PORTER, and feel & diep interest in its
welfare, and hope that she may drift on-
ward with a clear sky and a smooth sur-

ews.
The Danbury RxprorTER AND PosT

BOer | 4o right on 1t

face for as mavy more years.— Caswel/ |
WINDOW GLANS, PUTTY, &0. [NVe

ting back on his heels.  «D’ll tell yer.
There was two men cowe to ma’s house
one night, about nime o’clock, and they
both talked with ma, nnd ma, she tal-
ked back at ’em, as wild as s jack rabd-
Vit a0’ I heard one of em say as how ma
was a bad woman, ao’ then the other
man hit him with & cheer, an’ drawd a
kuife to stick him; but ma she got be-
tween ’em, an’ kep the man off his pard-
ner, an’ then they both quieted down an
went away together, an’ ma cried, an’
said one of ’em was my fader, but I
never knowd which, an’ never did git
[ was pretty young
then, you know.”

Again Bobbitts applied hirself vigor-
ously to the mud-coated pedal of the
Count, and the crowd lsughed at the
curious idea of yoath advanced by the
precocious youth.

«“Where is your ma now ¥’ inquired
ene of the group of Listeners.

«She shook me, about a year ago,”
d Bubbi‘s, rubbing away at the

h““l.bnud“i'nl?:lh 'nd ,.llhu,

paper is soun pol

and deserves the burt’nppon of the
le of Stokes. Itis an excellent

weekly and we hope to see it flourish in

the future as never before.— Winston

Leader

The Danbury REPORTER AND PosT
ocame out last week with a long editorial,
entitled, “Our Twelth Aoniversary”
and reviews its past bistory in & very
nmin::d way. Go on Bro, Pep, .
in your work; you get up one
nol’::o best country in N
Carolina.—Kernersville 3

That valued exchange, published in
Danbury, N. C,, the REPORTER AND
Pos7, has entered upon its 12th avui-
v . Long may it live tw call the
.::z- of the outside world to & coun-

10 min-
North OCar-

measures.— Danville Times.
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gambler’s boots harder than ever.

«“Ran away, did she "

«Yes; left one day when I was down
town selling some papers, an’ when I
weat to our house her trunk was gone,
and s letter was on a cheer fer me. I
knowd it was fer me, an’ I took it over
to a neighbor what had been kind to me,
a0’ got him to read it.”

The last boot was finished now, and

orth | Bobbitts carefully rolled down the

Count’s pant log, and brushed from it
the yellow splotohes of mud.

«What did the letter say "’ inquired
» low, hoarse voice from the edge of the
orowd. Bobbitts peered beiween the
forms of two men, and then, after hav-
ng oarefully looked the atranger over,
addressed bimself to the crowd gener-

MAR

ally.

«it said, ‘Deoar Bobbiits,’ an’ the
letter was wet and  dirty,as if ma had
cried over 1t a good deal, ‘I am going
amay for a time, but | will come back
to you within a yea:. P & good boy,
an’ I will pray fer yer.” 1 ha’t been
the best kind of a Snndlx school kid,
but I’ll bet high ma has pmyed for me,
all the same.”

“What wmakes you thitk so ! m-
quired the man with the hoarse voice
on the edge of the ecrowl. Several
other persons including Tigbbi:ts, now
regarded the stranger morsftientively.
He was a tall, sallow mle\umed |
mao, well dressed, in a style approach-
ing the extreme of fashion. Ilis age
might have been anywhere between
thirty-eight and forty-five. Bobbitts
now exhibited evideat signs of uneasi-
noss.

“Yes,”” continued Bobbtts, turning
his back on the stranger, yeot apparently
addressing him through the medium of
the ecrowd ; ¢she allus prayed for we
an’ fader every night. But [ don’t want
to talk to you any wore.”

lostantly the attention of the crowd
was divided between Bobbitts and the
stranger. Intuition is oneof the keen-
est senses of the gawbler sud, gambler
iike, the erowd, by differcatandividua!
mental pr began to , in
an indefinable manner, the personalitics
of Bobbitts and the stranger. The
Count now addressed the former :

“Do you know that man !

“What man ?” said Bobbitts sullen-
ly.

. “The man who just spoke to you.”
«No, nor I dont want to know him ”’
“Why 1
“’Pears to me he,is oue of the blokes

what come to ma’s house an’ raised a
ruction, that night 1 was tellin’ about.
I don’t say as t'was him, but only that
it *pears like it.
“Yes, you hittle devil, you're right!”
exclaimed the dark complexioned stran~
ger; pushing bis way through the crowd,
und viciousl icking t J hittle te
black, who fll b e tob Tuila ke
floor.

In avother instant the man lay stretch-
ed on the sauded, grimy floor of the
saloon, stricken down by a blow square
from the shoulder of another stranger,
a brawny hercules in a shaggy Peter-
sham coat, and who tenderly raised
Bobbitts on his knee and called for a
glass of water. Bobbitts was insensi-
ble.

“Shame ! shame!” rolled savagely
from the throuts of a dozen indignant
men and the well-dressed stranger had
barely risen to his elbows, trying ina
dazed maunner to comprebend the situa-
tion, before he was seized by the shoui-
ders, dragged to the door, and thrown
bodily on to the sidewalk.

Another 1nstant, and a ball from the

outside crashed through the raloon win-

dow. The Count sank to the floor, a

dark purple stream trickling from his

mouth. Intended for another mau, the
bullet bad reached his heart.

“That might have been any one of us!’

shouted ¢Peg” Moffit, Deputy Shenff,

and followed by half the crowd as a val-
1nt posse, he bolted out into that night
after the stranger.

A physican, bastily summoned, lot

fall the hand of the Count and turned

to Bobbitts, who still rested upen the
friendly knee of his protector.

The Count had ‘‘coppered” his last
bet, and passed over to the great major-
ity. in the silent, unbappy nrlry of the
dead.

«Has this boy a home *'’” inquired the
doctor.

«He will go to the hotel with me,”
snswered the stranger.

“And your name —"

“ls John Morley. I am his father.
His mother is with me, at the Carndall
House.”

“That is good,” said the plysician ;
“for I am afraid the little fellow’s spine
is injured, and that he may become a
oripple for life. What internal injuries
he may have sustained I cannot now de-
termine.”

Jobn Morley bent down and kissed
the thin, white lips of Bobbitts.

“Qall » hack,” he said, buskily.

The little elfish features of Bobbitts
looked up from a background of saowy
pillows scarcely whiter than his face.
Over those pillows tenderly bent a
bandsome woman, still on the sunay
side of thirty, John Morley and the doe-
tor. The tears which dimmed the eyes
of the lady but heightened her beauty
—a beauty softened by past care and
patieat waiting and watching.

“He will live,”” said the doctor, and
the mother of Bobbils murwured,

CH 19, 1885.

“But will always use a crutch.”

Bobbitts closed his eyes wearily
when he beard this, and then opened
them again, with the shadow there of
the old-time twinkle.

““Av’ the kids will all call me a limp-
ing jigger from Jigtown,” he said.

“No, uo, darling!” answered the
mother, burrying her sweet face in the
pillows beside his own; “you shall
know no more of thie world’s rudeness,
its wickeduness, its poverty, its woe.”

The deetor drew his chair betore the
cheerful grate fire. John Moreley sat
down buiJ.( bim, according to promiss.
told the story of his life.

*The man who shot Joe Watrous,
the ¢Count,’ is my wife's eousin, Thowas
Darkle. His father, Jawes Darkle,
died when Thomas was a boy; e, an only
son, was taken heme by an uncle, Rob-
ert Darkle, an eccentric bachelor, and
by him reared and educated. My wife’s
father was lost at sea, soon after we
were married in new York, where Rob-
ert *Bobbitts" was born. Robert Dar-
kle was very wealthy ;, he informed us
that he had made a will, leaving the
bulk of his property, a half million, to
our livtle Robert, the annual interest
thereof to be pard to my wife, quarterly,
until the maturity of his nawesake Rob-
ert, when the whole should be hs. To
Thomas Darkle he had willed fifty thou-
sand dollars.

“From that moment Thomas Darkle
commenced to plot for s reversion of
the will, and he succeeded. Both
Thomas and my wife were ouly children,
orpbanaged at an early age. His first
onslaught was against the will, was
made through me. By various tempta-
tions he turned we trom an bonest, hard-
working man, to a dissipated, liquor-in-
flamed wretch, with the manhood almost
burned out of my soul, and then—then
he plunged the knife decper into wmy
heart and turned it 'round. He attack-
ed the reputation of my wife. He work-
ed upon a natarally too jealous disposi-
tion, and tried in New York to cause
an estrangement botween us, Tio fol-
lowed us to Clinton, Towa, and aitempt-
ed there to blast the character and cast
a cloud upon as pure a womaa as ever
breathed the air of purest Heaven, Dai-
ly he fed the flames of passionate jeal-
ousy, and then he came one night with
what he claimed were the strongest
proofs of her infidolity ; we went home,
openly upbraided her, and when he went
too far, 1 struck bim with a chair, even
as I etruck him last night; and he—~he
feigned forgiveness, and again we weut
forth from my home together, he to plot
and scheme and rob, and I to believe
and become s williag dupe. Thomas
Darkle went East, | West. He saw h:s
uncle, aud by friendship, lies, and gross
misrepresentations speedily convinoed
bim of my wife’s alleged unworthiness,
and stooped to blight the honest paren-
tage of Botbitts. The will was revok-
ed, a codieil was added, and when Rob-
ert Darkle died his will was read, and
Thomas Darkle was sole beir to all his
wealth.”

John Morley paused in his narrative,
while bis face flushed with the fires of
a righteous indignation which had not
yet burned out.

“How did you reguin your wife!”
yuietly asked the doctor.

“Qne year ago she left Clinton, and
Bobbitts to the care of sirangers. Much
of the testimony against her, as given by
Thomas Darkle involved the nawes of
parties living at & great distavce—one
in Texas and ove in Georgia., To each
of them my wife journeyed, and obtan-
ed wrrefutable proof that Tom Darkle
was aliar. As | said, I came Woest.
I worked mines. I bought and sold, and
made money ; and then, when 1 began
to think that life was not worth living,
especially a wrecked and broken life
like mine, my wife came to me in Den-
ver, came with all the proof that loyal
love could bring, and we were again
most bappily united. One sorrow only
shadowed us. Where was Bobbitts?
Together, hand in hand, my wife and I
began the search for our son. Tom
Darkle, too, was on his trail. The
thought of wills being set aside by courts,
on proof of undue influence, frightened
him. He, too, tracked Bobbitts here,
as | now believe, tokill him. He knows
moreover, that he is next of kin, and
somehow it is natural for a man to hate
his rival, and bate his successor in of-
fice. Dootor, you know the rest.”

A bell boy, with & white face, came
to the door of the room, and called the
dootor out into the hall. In a moment
he retarned, and sud :

“1 am obliged, by the dutios of my
offie, to leave you now, and conduct an
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“Some accident 1 asked Mrs. Mor-
ley, coming forward from the bed where
lay her crippled son.

«“No, it was not an accident,” re-
plied the doctor. «By the way, did I
understand that bv the death of Tom
Darkle intestate his property descended
to Babbitts *”

‘The face of Jobn Morley blaached, as
he-replied :

“By the terms of his uncle’s will
the money cannot be willed by him.’

“Then Bobbitts is again an heir.
The Vigilants have just hung Tom Dar-
kls to 8 tlogranb pole "

D

% A _ldlll t Duel.

An old ex-Confoderate soldier do-
soribes in the Athens (Ga.) Baoner a
duel which took place between two young l
soldiers — one from Georgia and the
other from Mississippi. The duel was l
caused by the rivalry of the two soldieis |
tor the smiles of a village belle at a
dance. The narrator says: “The Geor-
gian sccmed to bhave the lead on the
Mississippian, and when the dancers
were called to take their places he led
the belle of the valley to a place in the
set. At this point the Mississippian was
seon to approach the couple and heard
to claim the lady’s hand for the dance.
Ao altercation ensued; but both were
cool, brave soldiers—two of the best
shots in she army—who did not believe
iu o war of words. So it was ended by
the Georgian dancing with the lady, and
the significant remark of the Mississip+
pian that I will see you after this set.’

“When the dance was over the Geor-
gian was seen to seck the Mississippian,
and together they each called a friend
from the crowd and departed. When
outside, both elaimed that an insult had
been passed which could only be wiped |
out in the blood of the other, and that |
a duel to the death should be arranged
at once. A full moon was just appear-
ing over the tops of the surrounding
torest, and I tell you this talk of blood
in the silence of the night was anything
bu! ploassnt. No argnment, however,
would avail with these men. So it was
arranged that the duel should take
place on the top of the Blue Ridge, near
the centre of the road that passes
shrough the gap; that the weapons
sbould be pistols at fifteen paces, and to
fire at or between the words ‘oune, two,
three,” firing to oontinue until one or
both were dead.

“The pont was reached, the ground
measured off, and the men took their
positions without a tremor. The moon
shed Its pale light down on a scene never
to be forgotten. A moment or two and
the silence was broken by the signal :
‘One! Two! Three!” At the word
‘one’ the report of two pistols rang out
on the midnight air, but the principals
retained their respective positions. The
Georgian’s arm was scen to drop closer

to the side, but the Mississippian was
mnmovable, and still beld his pistol to
the front. Again a pistol shot was
heard, coming from the Georgian, and
the Mississippian still held his position
but did not fire.
tested that he had not come there to|
murder him, dut no answer was return-
ed. The Missismppian’s second ap-
proached bhis privcipal and found him
dead, shot through the eye on the first
d'scharge of the weapons. Death, it
seems, had been instantaneous, so much
80 as not even to disturb his equilibriuvm.
T may forget some things, but the mid-
night duel, on the top of a spur of the
Blue Ridge, with its attendant circume
stances, is not one of them.”

The Georgian pro-

—— et o —

Moral Decay.

Moral decay in the family is the in-
variable prelude to public corruption.
It is a false distinction which we make
between public integrity and private
honor. The man whom you cannot ad-
mit into your family, whose morals are
ocorrupt, cannot be a pure statesman.
Whoever studies history will be pro-
foundly convinced that a nation stands
or falls with the sanctity of its domestic
ties. Rome mixed with Greece, and
learned her morals. The Goth was at
her gates ; but she fell not till she was
corrupted and tainted at the heart.
When there was no longer purity on her
hearth-stones, nor integrity in the Sen.
ate, then, and not till then, her death-
knell was rung.

The danger of reading too much 1s,
that we shall have only the thoughts of
others. The danger of reading too lis-
tle or noue at all, that we shall have
nore but our own.—Acton,

SAMEMEIR . G55 SN eSS

Sunday 1v the golden clasp tnat binds
together the volume of the weck.—Long-

“Thank God !” inquest. 1am Coroner of this Coanty.” | fellow.
. - . : It rimotmas e - N AL
r— e n —u— ik eummn  “unmn
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George Washington’s Feet.

Wuhinglon’\.&mts were enormous;
says a writer in the Chicago Tribune,
They were No. 12.  His ordinary walk-
irg shoes were No. 11. His baods were
large in proportion, and he could not
buy a glove to fit him, and had to bave
his gloves made to order. His mouth
was his strong feature, the lips being
always tightly compressed. He weighed
200 pounds, and there was no surplus
flesh about him. e was tremendously
muscled, and the famo of his great
strength was everywhere. His huge
tent, wheu wrapped np with the pole,
was 80 heavy that it required two wmen
to place it in the camp wagon. Wash-
ington could lift it with one hand and
throw it into the wagon as easily asif
it were a pair of saddlebags. He could
hold & musket with one Land and shoot
with precision as easily as other men did
with a horse pistol. His lungs were his
weak poiot, and his voice was never
strong. He was at this time 1 the
priwe of life. His hair was a chestout
brown, s cheeks were prominent, and
Lis head was not large in contrast to
every other part of his body, which
seemed large and bony at all pownts,
His finger jomnts and wrists were so
large as to be genuine ouriosities. He
was «n enormjus eater, but was content
with bread and meat—if he had plenty
of it ; but hunger seomed to put him 1
arage. It was his custom to take a
drink of rum or whiskey on awakening
in the moraing.

Of course all this was changed when
he grew old. A year before he died his
bair was very gray and his form was
shightly bent. Iis chest was very tlun,
He had false teeth which did not fit and
pushed s undor lip outward. He prob-
ably drank much more in his old age.
He was a great lover of fine wines and

orses.
——— e

CHAFF,

A subsoriber advertise. = svis I
girl o cuok.”  Ile ymbnuf_y M‘unﬁ
he would be hanged if he cooked a pret-
ty girl.

At one of the customary school ex-
aminations an urchin was asked, ¢ W hat
is the chief use of bread ¥ To which
he replied : “'T'o spread butter upon.”

“Can a man be hanged twice ’’ asks
the New York Tribune. This may be
& mooted question ; but some men de-
serve to be hanged twice—and each
time fatally.—N. Y. Dial.

Mrs. Belva Lockwood caried as
wany $tates as Butler or 8t. John, any-
bow, and that is doing pretty well for a
woman’s first run against old experi-
enced politicians of the pantaloon gen-
der.—Norristown Herald.

An ingenious girl confided {0 a friend
that she thought a certain young gentle~
man was going to propose. “1’'m sure
of it,”” she said, carnestly. “Why, only
the other evenming, when he called, he
told me how to prevent babies from be-
ing bow-legged.”

“Curions bow much cleaner all the
people lovk !” exclaiwed a Texan who
bad been away on a trip for u couple of
months. “Yes,” replied the old settler
to whow he wae talking ; ¢you have no
idea what a thundering lot of rain has
fullen heie this season !

A traveler through Arabia writes that
when a Bedouin is asked to drink, his
auswer would frequently be: «No,
thavk you ; I drank yesterday.” In this
country the answer usually is: «Woll,
I have been at it all the morning, but 1
guess I can stand another.”

He Grew In Two States.

““Are you & native of the State ?"* ask-
od the Judge of the United States Court;
addressing a fat man who bad been
summoned to testify in a case of illicit
dirtilling.

“Mostly, Jedge.”

“l mean were you born in this
State ?”

“I understand. 1 wa'n’t born here,
but T am mighty nigh a native.”

“Came here when you were quite
young, 1 suppose "’

¢No, sir, ain’t been Lere but about
ten year.”

“How old are you?

“Fifty.”

“Then how is it that you are very
nearly a native of the Statet”

“Well, when 1 came here 1 only
weighed about s hundred pounds. Now
1 weign two forty, s0 you see one hun-
dred and forty pounds of meare native
while only oue hundred pounds comes
from Missouri.”— Arkansaw Traveler.




