——————

he @oy

i

B

A r S Cart e

$

s P o < i

. DAVIS & ROBINSON, Prop'rs.

Variety is the Spice of Life, that Gives it all its Flavor.

i- it
$1.50 per Annum, iy Advance.

} =4
31
L3
ya

VOL. 1.\

{7 . For the Torch-Light.

{ j- mcs-
Ye eritics of the knowing kind,
To things attractive always blind,
¥Whose ‘optics after errors run
Sees darkness in the noonday sun,
Give ug a dazzling specimen
Of brilliancy from your bright pen.

Why croak your doleful notes of woe
And such dislike for writers show ?
Whe fain would shed a gleam of light{
To dissipate our morfl night ;
A little faultless light bestow,

~And thus your Jove for others show.

Why shun the path'of fragrance gweet
Where loveliest things in nature meet,
To scent an imaginary flaw
_And others crush with your huge paw,
 ‘When by a little faultless light,
You might afford sueh pure delight?

When forest songsters sweetly sing,
Why pluck the plumage from their wing
Because you think the jackal ery
. Mueh sweeter than such melody ?
Attune your harp, and give a note
Without a beam or smallest mote.
A WRITER.
————e @ e —
70 “E.”
It I were a snow flake
Daneing in the air,
1’d fall upon my darling
And nestle in her hair;
- I"d wateh her happy eyes,
And see her sweet lips pout,
For me 'twould be a paradise
Until I got thawed out.
Then down her face to gently drop,
To consumate my bliss,
- I'd give myself a sacrifice,
In one delicions kiss.

!

That’s melting love! The: author is
evidently-in a bad state. If **E”s heart
is frozen ang caunot be melied by that
snow flake, he ought to wish he was a
snow ball.—EDs.

TIT FOR TAT.

A CHARMING LITTLE STORY.

«Was there ever seen such a
jealous fellow, always contriving
some new test to subject my at-
fections too?” said Julia Harvey
to her sister, Mrs. Fanny Mark-
ham, as she handed her a letter.

It was from Julia’s lover, Capt.
Paul Wilcox, an officer in an in-
fantry regiment, who wrote to pre-

are her to receive him. He told

er that she would find him much
chay , for he had been wound-
ed in the leg and lost his left arm;
that he had felt it his duty to say
that he should not hold her to her
engagement, though he loved her
as devotedly as ever.

Now it happened that Julia had
a correspondent in the army, from
whom. she discovered that the
captain had received no’ injuries,
and that his story was concocted
as purely as an additional test of
the deyotedness of the fair one.

“We'll pa - him off for this trick,
Julia,” saidg Mrs. Markham.—
“Come with; me and I'll instruct

ou how to give him change in
own coln.

Shortly afterthe ladies retired,

to his strategem, was alone in the
drawing ropm. - He had buttoned
his arm up in_hisjcoat, and; let the
‘sleeve han

terfeited a
large piece of
cheek to cover an

fin
| or on his left

Caﬁlt:in Wileox, plaming himself

empty, while he coun-
ing gait, and put a.
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In a few minutes, Mrs. Mark-

ham appeared.

“Returned at last,” ecried she
warmly shaking his hand. “My |
dear Paul.”

“There’s not much left of me—

little better than half,” said the |
soldiér. I left my poor arm in

the West Indies.” !
«Poor, dear Paul,” said the lady. |

' {«And how)is your leg?”

“«Very poorly. Iam troubled |
with daily exfoliation of the bone.” |
“Poor Julia ! she sighed.

“She will be much affected at
the chapge in me, will she not?”
asked the brave captain. .
«0h,|dear, no! I was thinking
of the ghange in her.”

“Change in her!”

«What, haven’t you heard ?”
“Not a word.”

“Ah! I see—she was afraid to
write you. She has lpst her
beauty.”

“Possible ¥’

“Yes—you know she was never
vaccinated.”

“Never vaccinated !”

“No—and she has had the small
pox very badly. Poor Julia. She
has lost the sight of her right eye.
Iler face is very much discolored
and her nose is terrible red.”

“A red nose ?”’

“Yes. It dosen’t matter so
much about her eyes—she wears
blue spectacles.”

«Bluespectacles and a red nose?
exclaimed the Captain.

“But you don’t mind that.

tiful herself. “Youlove Julia for
her heart; you always told her so.
And as you are so mained and
disfigured yourself, why, you can
sympathize with and console each
other. Three armsand three eyes
between you.”

«And a red nose and blue
spectacles !” groaned the Captain.

“«Jush ! here comes Julia,” said
Mrs. Markham. <“Don’t appear
shocked, Julia, my dear, here’s
the Captain.” -
The door opened and Julia en-
tered. She had painted her face
most - artistically; a pair of blue
spectacles concealed her fine, black

her face was her nose—it glowed
with all the brilliancy of a car-
buncle.

«Qh, dear Paul,” said she;
“poor dear Paul; how much you
have suffered.”

«T have one arm left for you to
lean upon,” said the Captain.

“But you are lame. We can
never dance the Schottische any
more.”

“«T don’t know but I can man-
age it, all but the side steps and
hops,” said the Captain ruefully.

“But don’t you find me hideous?’
asked the fair one. i

«“Not exactly,” said the poor
Captain. “The tip of your nose is
rather a warm color, to be sure.

“Qh, the doctor says
tle into a purple, by-and-bye.’

‘Oh, he does, does he ¥ said the
Ca%t.gin abstractively.

‘Do you

ter with a

Julia.
‘Speak not of it,” said the Cap-

tain. ‘But tell me, when you

o5 imaginary sabre

inclined to relinquish my hand ¥
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Beanty is mnothing,” said Mrs.|
Markham who was ravishing beau-|

eyes, but the marvelous feature of |

it will set~

purple nose? asked

heard of my injuries, were you not

‘Not for a moment.’

“Then forgive my deception,’
said the Captain. ‘Here'ils’ my
left arm as sound as ever, I have
no wound upon my cheek; I'can
dance from dark till dawn.”"

‘How could you be’’so eruel?
said Julia. Sade. '

‘It is my turn to'ask you wheth-
er you are still willing to fulfill
your engagement with me?

‘With all my heart,” said the
Captain. ‘I am grieved for the
loss of your beauty I' confess; but

your heart and mind are deare
than your person.’ ‘

‘Excuse me for a moment,” said
‘the lady ; ‘I must retire for a few
momernts.’ i

In an instant she returned, ra-
diant in all the glory ofher charms.

“Paul,” said she ‘how do you like
' me now ¥
| “You are an angel, said the
Captain holding her in his arms.
| ‘How could you treat me so cruel-
'ly with the red nose and the
spectacles ¥ '

‘Not g word of that ‘said ' the
beauty, “we have friends in.cam
who exposed your jealous folly:;
and it is only tit for tat.’

‘I deserve it all,” said the Cap-
tain, ‘and here I avow I dm cured
of jealousy forever.’ |

When they were married,
'which followed as a: matter of
course, they were pronounced the
handsomest couple that éver sub-
| mitted to the matrimonial noose.

e ———————

Some of our exchanges.are pub-
lishing as a_curious item, a state-
‘ment to the effect: that a horse in
' Towa pulled the plug out of a bar-
‘rel | for the purpose of slaking his

thirst. We do not see anything
'extraordinary in the occurrence.
' Now if the horse, he was a smart
' one, had pulled the barrel out of
' the bunghole, and slaked his thirst
' with the plug, or if the barrel had
 pulled the bunghole out of the plug,
' and slaked his thirst with the horse;
‘or if the plug had pulled the horse
,out of the barrel, and slaked, his
thirst with the bung-hole, or if the:
bung-hole had pulled the thirst out
of the horse, and slaked the plu
with the barrel, or if the barrel hac
pulled the horse out of the bung-
' hole and plugged his thirst with a
'slake, it might be worth while to
make some fuss over it, as it is we
think it all foolishness. “Dont #!”

Sabbaths,—coming to quiet, for
a little while, all the week day toil,
noise and strife,—are all like islands,
green, fruitful, and flower laden,
smiling at one from the midst of
wild ocean and storm tossed waves,
| oasis in the sand deserts, with cool-
|ing shades and pure water springs
for the tired traveler.
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This love story comes from the
far West: '“Angelica, isanybody
a~courting yer,” inquires an anx-
ious young -man. “Well, yes,’
said .Angelica, ‘there’s ,a feller

kinder sorter not, but rather more
kinder
sorter.’

The force of habit.-We know a

gentleman who is so extremely
methodiecal in business that when

P | that’s her load.

kinder sorter courtin’ me, and
¢ sorter. mot than kinder|
think I should look bet- D e e i1 ;

A TAMILY MUSEET.
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Here is one of Mark Twain’s
capital stories, funny enough to
make any one laugh :

«You see the old man was try-
to learn me to shoot blackbirds|
and beasts that tore up the you
eorn and such things, so that
could be of some use about the
farm, because I wasn’t big enough
to do much. My gun was a little
single barrel shot gun, and the old
man carried an old Queen Anne
musgket that weighed a ton and
made a re like a thunder-clap
and kicked like 8 mule. The old
man wanted me to shoot the old
musket sometimes, but I was a-
fraid. ' One day, though, I got her
down, and thought I'd try her one
riffle, and so 1 took her to the
hired man and asked him how to
load her, because the old man was
out in the fields. Hiram said :

. Do you see them marks on the
stock—an X and V on each side
of a queen’s crown—well that
means ten_balls and five slugs—

‘But how much powder ¥

<Oh,’ said he, ‘don’t matter; put
in three or four handfalls.’

So I load her up that way, and
it was an awful charge—I had

started out. I leveled her on &
good many blackbirds, but every
time I went to pull the trigger, I
shut my eyes and weakened, I
was afraid of her kick. Towards
sundown I fetched up atthe house,
and there was the old man restmg
himself on the porch.

‘Been out hunting, have you ¥
“Yes sir, says L

| troubled himself aboutstate affairs.

sense enough to know that, and|P

0. 10,
A bachelor;says ‘_‘wh}’n Iwentto
see a lady and unexpecigdly found
half a dozen I was mis»taken.”
Some body says a jwife should
be like a roast lamb—tender and
nicely dressed. A bachelor adds,
“but without any sauce.” ' @ °
An old bachelor se) captain’s
opinion being asked abi)et a future
state, he wered, thijt he never

The best inyestmext an *old
bachelor” can make, these hard
times is to pay his djllar a
half and get the Toreh Ligi for
one year. et i | B85 “:r

A crusty old bachelcr sdys that
love is a wretched busit jéss, Gonsis-
ting of a little sighing,  little ery-
ing, a little dymng, and a great
deal of lying. Al a8

«“Where are our forefahers— the
Pilgrim fathers—the “heroes of
76 ?* ghouted a bachglor orator
the other evening.  “Dead,” re-
sponded a sad lookiug than sitting
gn the platform. That njan’s abont
right. W g

An old bachelor left a bony steed
on Main street Saturday’; and, com-
ing back a short time . sfterwards,
discovered that a fanny youth had -
laced a card against tke fleshless
ribs bearing the notice, ‘é})ats want-
ed-inquire within:?| . % v ' w17

A bachelor says if yvu hand a
lady a newspaper with & parss
graph cat out of it, not] a. ling of
it will be read, but evexy bitof in,
terest felt in the paper by the lady
will center in finding o@'; what the
missing paragraph contaimed.” '

It is said to be dange'ous to be

“What did you kill?
‘Didn’t kill anything, sir—~didn’t

shoot her off—was afraid she’d

‘Gi'me the gun! the old man
RAYS.

And he took aim at a sapling
on the the other side of the road,
and I began to draw back out of
danger. - The next minute I heard
an earthquake and saw Queen
Anne whirling end over end in
the air, and the old man spinnin
round on one heel, with one K
up and both hands on his jaw, anﬁ
the bark flying from that saplin
like a hail storm! The old man’s
shoulder was set back four inches,
and his jaw turned black and blue,
and he had to lay up three days.
Cholera, nor nothin’ else can ever
scare me the way I was scared
that time.”

Truth and love are two of the
most powerful things in the world;

and when they beth go together,
they cannot be easily wit

The
the silken cords of love, twisted

-

w_ﬂlor no. -

' The true paten
from Heaven—not from the pe
kings of earth, who tap*men wit

noble.

he a compliment, even to his
wifg,ayl:?a always will’
ing a receipt.

| kle to her brow.

- .‘-‘-_

kick,” (I know’d well she would.) |

£ | enough; but

lden beams of truth and

togother, will draw. men on. with
a sweet violence, whether they

ts of nobility come

their swords, and a terrible bitter |i
garscasm upon manhood; call them

Speak no harsh words of Earth,
she is our/mother, and not a few
insist on taik-{uf 18, her sons, have addeda wrin~

working with a sewing 4machine
'near a window when there isa
' thunder storm. An oldrbachelor!
says itis also dangeroi:s?&) be WO!‘k-S
ing near some sewing ' machines
(that wear flounces) whyn there i&
‘no thunder storm. i 1S Bl
A Dandy of twentys!x having
been termed an “old -liachelon,”
appealed to an elderly ' ¢ ientleman,
to decide whether .ﬁe, should be
called old ornot, givinz '
“Twenty-six I said th

il

. ” said the eferly gen-
tleman. “It 18 owing _‘iw;,wui-
take it. Now, for aman%ig ‘young

for a goose 1i is rather

a2t o
.
-

old.” '
}—-——
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A man in Eldora, IDW?%J‘ married:
again the week after 'his wife’s
death, and his neighbors'gave him
a deafending charivari. !{he bride-
m finally appearedeat & win=
ow and administered aijreathing:
rebuke to the crowd, in this man-,
ner: “Ain’t you ashame | of your-
selves to be making a q&lﬁ
my house, when a funeral took

- ——*’-—4""'-{' -1 f‘,ﬁ._._ ;

LI rWOBid mﬁm @ﬁ:
am.
it o

that {:udoeﬂwmn&.m
do not care to convince
will’ believe what they, see.”
them see. 107 ARl A

smokes a stove pipe.” - !
The old gentleman ¥

] iit] °]-ra'“1ay

ing event.” s




