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YHAS. D.CRAWFORD,

ATTORNEY-AT LAW,
SALISBURY, N. C.

_ Practices in all thes Courts. Collee-
t1ons . entrusted to me will receive
promat and careful attention.

FI"BHREO. F. KLUTTZ,

ATTORNEY-AT-TAW,
SALISBURY,N. C,

Practices in all the Cocrts. Collections
earefully atfended to. de 6

I & W. C. BLACKMER,
J.

ATTORNEYS & COUNSELLORS
AT LAW.
SALISBURY, N. C.
Collections. and Prebate Business
e specialty. All bLusiness entrusted
1o the firm will receive prumipl
attention® §

—

PHYSICIAN & SURG
SALISBULY, N. €,

Offers his professional services to
the citizens of Salisbury and vicinity.

10N,

gg5~Offica over Wells” drag store.

Liocated near the dopot, in  Salis.
bury. Well furnisbhed throughout.
Gas and water in every room. Lurge
gample rooms.  Convenient to lltt'_
business portiongf the ecity. ~ Tabl |
gupplied with the best of e\'er}ﬂ‘lnng.
Polite nd attentive servants. Every
care tuken f{ir the ecmfort of]
our guosts, Respectlully,

P A FRERCKS, Proprietor.

DR, GOERGE W. GRAHAM,

CHARLOTTE, N. C.
PRACTICE LIMITED TO THE EYE,
EAR AND THROAT.

LOOK OUL. |
V. Bic’_F}liENT [
“pHE NEW BARBER AT

of Valentines old stamd]

flas opened out in fras-cliss style
where v canigel “’:Llli‘.ti Osl H ‘-.:-.—-
lalest styles of Shaving & Haie Cul-
ting from 6 A. M.t 10 P 5L
. Ladies  wanung Shambooning,
Bates triuguod of ehildrss s Lt
(.'llL,‘W'l“ be Wulitj!i npon ﬂ-.l.:-l::i'l": 1=
tice, at their Resideneos; 1 r\_"qulr‘cd.
[ pride myscief on my Hair Cats
ting as 1 havo bad u long experiance
iu the busine=s. Geonlemen will find
nothing but first~class’ workman at
ny shop. Sharp raizors and clean
towels. 1 intend to run a
man's shep in every particalar.
Respectfally, W. McTLENT.

“Ciiy Barber.”
4

PR

]' B.COUNCILL M. D,
©¥s  CALISBURY, N.C, - -
Offers bis professional services (o0
the citizens of this aud surrounding
communities. Ail calls promptly
ati-nded, day or nizht.
84y b feund at my office, or the
Drug Siwve of Dr. J. I Eouniss,’
Respectiully,
1. B, Councinn, M. D.
gi-Office in the Heilig Building,
2ud floor. frout room,

b -

PEE R AT A

Ttis compound of herbs lll:lf-‘ lml\‘r
}ong been held in nighest estesii by the
mose entehiened physicians, both of
the past and présent centuries. The
wmanner i which this componnd is
mente seems to have imparted to each
ineredient a pecaliar efficacy as an

Alterative, I3iood-puri-

wihite

From the Sunny South.

CARMTH ETATL

BY I3 IS

Here upon the silent summit of this soft-
l¥ sun lit hill N

Let us rest, to wait the eoming’ of the
evening calm and still.

While around our fever forcheads plays
the playful, wanton breeze,
Watch the red sun slowly sinking down

behind the distant trees.

Watchthe purple clouds, flame-bordered,

crossed with shinning,golden bars, |-

Shouldering up behind the mountains—
watch the blessoming of stars—

As the night, with stately footsteps,
drives the laughing light away,

Draws the glowing, crimsen curtains
"~ ’round the couch of dying day.

Gleaming like a silver serpent, seaward
watch yon river glide,

Where the slanting sunlight slumbers,
quivering on its burnished tide,

Far away in deep'ning purple, clear
against the azure skies.

Dark-browed, solem, cireling round us,
sombre hills like sentries rise.

Scest thou not the magic ecircle God’s
own hand hath 'round us drawn,

Where the lips of Heaven, stooping, rest
the lips of earth upon?

So within a like circumference, circum-
scribed by i1ts own hand,

Every soul—itself the centre of the world
it sees—must stand;

Every part, itself the centre of the whole
it comprehends,

And the cireles widen only as the elimb-
ing soul ascends.

Lo! all things are full of beauty unto
him whose lifted eyes

Nightly turn with love and longing up-
ward to the starry skies,

There is nothing vile or evil in this per-
fect world below,

But man’s thought or touch, wuvaholy,
murring it, hath made it so.

Beauty's but the bright reflection of that
first proud smile of God.

When, well pleased, he saw the creature
man perfected from the clod.

And the daises in the valleys and the
asters on the hill,

And the lilies of the rivers do but whis-
per of him still,

Though no more by priest ar prophet is
His wondrous will made known,
Though no more His dread command-
. mentg eravestle on the flinty stone,

fn the deep seciaded yully on the moun- |

taiu's lonidly
In the winding ol i
painted breast,

‘.'IL.':..

river,on the robin's

In the kinz-cups, in the meadows, in the
rosy bars of morn,

In the rustle of the breczes through the
fields of smnmar corn,

In the silence ol the forest—Gods still
writes with heanty’s pen

What the poets, ITis translators, still in-
terpret un.to mei,

Laying bare the hidden real that behind
each imnge glows, |
As they voice the thought that blushes
in the petais of the rose.

Teach thee, then, life's higher lesson,
manhood’s duties grand and stern?

Ah! I fear thou wouldst but find them
lessons dull and hard to learn.

Wisdom! wisdom! What is wisdom? And
why tarries it so leng?

Wisdom, grandly gings the poet, is to
suffer and be strong.

Nay! 'Tis but a gray beard demon dwell-
ing in the dismal tombs,

Where from out the mould of knowledge,
pride, the poison fungus, blooms!

Yet "twere good to know, of knowledge
finshed along the path before,

If it shown out o’er the breakers from
the headlands on the shore,

But what's worth the richest sunshine of
a yesterday, that's lost?

Who would care to burn the bridges
when the foe’d already crossed.

Swiftly speeds each passing moment on
its unreturning wing;

Life’s day hath but one siweet morning,
life's year but one blooming spring

Only onece is fought the battle on whose
issue hangs our fate;

Only once the hand of fortune knocks at
every closed gate!l .

Only once to every mortal opens Heav-
en’'s golden door—

Opens once, then swiftly closes, and, te
him, forevermore!

ticr and Towie. The diseases
in whieh it has buen nsed wich happi-

o<t an® most astouishing results, are
Scrofinla, Sy rhillis, Ecoc=e=-

e =, (nents or chronic), and Chront
ic Disrvrncea. For these obsils
nate anu dangercus  diseases 10 mus-
stund at the head of all remedies. In-
deed, it ' confidently lclmrl;;rw_l tobe a
fle Cure for them, )
i Manufuctured by, MILLS &CO.
Sanissury, N.C

University of
NORTH CAROLINA,

CHAPLL HILL, N. G,

The next session begins Aug, 30.1'}'111-
Q0r

Fucnlty of
Three full courses of
stody lesding to degrees. Three short
courses for the training of business men

tion reduced to $30 a half yeur.
studenis may give notes.
fifteen teachers.

teachers, physicians, _and pharmeeists,
Law school fally equipped.
catalogne to,

Hox. KEMP. P. BATTLE.

" President.

Once we cnter, and forever; or, if madly
we refuse,

| Only enve we catch the glimpses of the

| glory that we lose,

| 0, 'tis not in gold and silver, is thislife's

true riches found!
Blessed ure the souls that sortew liath
with tender memories crowned.

kissed the brow of pain;

pot to take azain,
gic’s witching tone.—

joy remembered, flown.

Blessed are those lips forever that have

Holy is the hand that girdeth, hoping

Sweet the voice of beloved,sweet is mu-

Sweeter far the lingering whispers of a

Ever more the world is holy; for the ra- |
diance that it flings

Still baptizes with its glory all earth’s
groeser, meaner things.

And a river of pure water,fresh and cool
and crystal clear,

Flowing through the arid valleys oflife’s
desert bieak and drear,

Shall that holy fount of feeling that, re-
sponsive to the stroke

Of her little lily fingers, in my flinty
heart awoke,

Ever more my earthly journey still by
day and night attend,

And in all my weary wand'rings follow
after to the end.

e hath neverlived whonever, tangling
all his heart within,

Tied a dainty blue sun-bonnet under-
neath a dimpled chin.

He who wants some one to crown him,
loses, though he win the strife—
He who lacks the love of woman, lives
the lesser half of life.

Ah the old songs are the sweetest, let
the world say what it will—

01d friends are the best and truest, old
love is the tenderest still,

Still in vain we seek to banish [rom the
heart the first sweet {ace

That within its love-lit temple held a
consecrated plare.

Who hath not when somctime resting
from its busy stir and strile
Woven thussome threads of fancy in the
sober woof of life?

What is life for? But to gather heap on
heap the shining wold,

While the shriveled heart grows harder
and the starving soul grows old.

[CO)\'CLUDED NEXT WEEK.

WILLFUL LORETTA.

BY MRS, E. H. IOUGH.

«Jack, don’t you think this is gots
ting to be sumething of an old
story?™? 3
She is the prettiest little creature
in the world, with a bright, piquant
face all smiles and dimples, eyes like
twin bluesbells, and & rippling, wills
ful mass of golden hair encircling
the lovely, sparkling face with a
perfect aureole’ of imprisoned suns
shine,

e : kitten in
the roomy 2

the witebing fice lifted jast
enougrh Lo enable ber to seu-l a balfs

far

deprecatinig slance ‘rom beueulh the |
iong, curling uy--lad:-_?-s, an at Juack

Ayer—iaitbful, big-hearted Juek —
who has been her [riend, champion

and lover ever since shie was a tod-

aling little rairy of six wiliful, 1m~
perious summers.

He is leaning against the back of
lier chair, lookiag down upon her
with a world of devoted admiration
in his honest, brown eyocs—a look
ondergoes a swift change one of
paioful solicitude and even alarm

while bis firm lips tremble slightly

as he answers her.,

“What is it Lthat is becoming an
old story, Retta?"

For just a moment Loretta Dane
hesitates with a visible emburrass~
ment iv her manner, acd her eyes
droop away from the carnesl gaze
she feels upon her. Then the ruby
lips cur! in a pout bsalr coquettish
balf resentful, but wholly capricious
and perverse.

“Why—you—see it bas been just
you and I all these years—and—of
course I like yon ever so much, Jack
—but—but—it's got to be sush an
old story, that 1 am afraid if we
were to go on and get marvried, 1
should be vired of it before a great
while-—woulda't you, Jack?”
Dead silence for a moment. Jack
stands looking down at her with a
face out of which every trace of
brightness has vanished—bis dark
eyes full of bitter. passionate pain,
his firm lips drawn tightly togeth-
er? '

Little fickle.butterfly that she is,
siie has held tho dearest place in his
very heart of hearts for years, and
o give ber upis like facing tue bits
terucss of death itself. But strong
as the love he holds for bher is bis
honor and bis pride, and they will
not suffer him to keep her bound for
an instant to an anwilling pledge.

1 yet carried aloug

or,| grenve ww

Writae for

There'’s a picture—shall I paint it? "Tis
a morning soft and luir,
Golden sunlight sifting. gently down
o'er shining amber hair,

Bine eyes bending o'er the pages of her
book I saw her go,—
Back and ferth {rom sun to shadow,
slowly walking to and fro.
Often havel paused to watch her through
the quivering leafy aisles,
And the sunniest morn grew brighter

may be fouz-don

i F\ipgﬂ file 8t Gro. 2

TH =~ RowelL. & Co's
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with the sunlight of her smiles.

O, by night a flaming beacon, aad a rosy
cloud by day,

“Iv would never have been an old
story Lo me, Loretta” he answers
presently. “Or rather, an old story
far sweeter and dearer than any
new onc could everbe. Butif it has
become 80 to you, letitend here and
now; you are frec."

She bas been twirling around on
her pretiy, plump finger, in a half~
nervous way, the dainty torquois
ring he had placed there with such
fond pride six months before, and

Shall the memory of that summer go
before me all the way!

just as the last words passed bis lips

it slips from ber cs hold, and

rolls-te his feet.

save deep-
his cheek

eping of the pallor &
Jack stoops aud picks
it in his pocket. _
“Good-bye, Loretta,
holding oat his hande
She looks quickiy®
little gasp. e

There is somothi f in his tone
that warns her tbiﬁ;-ilfp s drifling
frather out of hgr);f than she can
consent to let him gor s —
“Not goodsbye, Jack,” she falters.
“We'll be good firiends of course, and
you will come to see me 'just the
same as—as—" -
“Nover the sume, Lorettal’” he an.
swors, almost steroly, “There cdn
be no halfsway compromise in this
matter, If you send ne way from
that place 1 bave occupied in your
beart and life, the seperation must
be final—absolate. If being what
you call ‘good friends’ means that 1
wish you every happiness in life, I
will be so. But it would be worse
than madness in me to continue to
courl your sociely, to risk theintox-
cation that pervades your smiles,
your words, your every aclion,when
the goal to which they wonld point
is forever beyond my reach—it is
worse than ¢ruel in you to ask it
From this hour I must look upon
you and regard you as the prospecs
tive wife of some other man—and
to his rights I must offer no invsion,
(Good-bye!”

Hall' frightened, bhalf ashamed,
by her willful
caprice, Loretta suffers her band to
lie in his for a brief instant with no
lingering pressure on either side.
Then be turns and is gone, while
she burries her face in ber handkers
chief in a burst of hpetuous tears,
Tne paroxysm passes quickly,
however, and drying her tears she

sit8 ﬂpi'ight, (IAr TR UnC  rusoTrorat
B

“Liev bim go off angry if he wants
tol”” she exclaims, stifling a sob, “I
don’t believe ho cared for me afler
a'l; and al any rate [ am ire2 now.”
She draws a letter trom her pocks
st—alletter two daysold but
which bhus been the leading faetor

now,

iu this movem.nt on her part—and
opeving it through for the twentieth
time,

“Drar Lorerra,—I had no idea that
vou had grown to be such a charming
little creature as your puotograph re-
cently sent me indicates; and I must
bave you uown here in the city fora few
weeks to turn the heads of our society
beaus, and make our belles wild with
envy. I hope there is no rustic entans
glement to interfere with the prospects
I can insure to you, with that captivat-
ing face of yours. If1 do not send you
home with a diamond of the first water
on your finger, I shall not be as good a
prophet as I have proved myself in
other cases. lLet me know how soon
you can be ready to come, for theseasun
will not last more than six weeks long-|
er. {

It is the firat nofice her fashionas
e, worldl; ~minded aunt has taken
of her for ten years, and it has
thrown her foohsh little heart into a
flutier of gratificd vanity and exs
pectation,

Poor Jack! bhis torguois ring looks
very cheap and plain in contrast
with the splender of that prospec-
tive diamond; and after reading the
letter over haif a dozen times, Lo~
retta comes to the conclusion that
shio will exchange this “old story”
the perusal of tha new and dazzhing
romance of which her auut’s letter
holds the promise.

Despite the bustle of preparation,
the next few days are horribly lone-
ly to Lioretta. Never until now has
she realized how largely she bhad
been dependent for that-bappiness
has shed & constant stresm_of sun~
shine around her, to ¥aa kindly
Sphelvo, the loving, tender®*failhfdl-
ness. that dhas pervac‘.ed"iﬁf_’every
word and aclion toward Eer—that
has anticipated ber wishes,. falfilled
her desires aslmost before she .was
conscicus of them, and shiglded ber
from every breath of care or sor-

row.t : : o 3

But although she begins $o realize
alt this, sh® bas not yet learned to
appreciaté it at its true worlh; so
she dashes away the tears that_ will
arise now and then, and forges a
smile to ber Jips; and when ‘wt_ last
she is ready to start, the ex¢itement
of the prospect before her-has quite

R —

 rooat Mﬂ*-ﬂ-%‘i;ﬂ-ﬂ- a0 and Lb»ﬂﬂﬁéu_;!éﬁ—_
she 13 standing on the verg

Her aunt meets her with open f
arms, loads her with kisses and com-~
pliments, and later on with costly
presents, and for thrse weeks life |
opens before her in one long, glit-
tering holiday.

Hor freab, lovely face and u naffect>
ed ways create, as her aunt predict—
ed, a perfect sensation, and ere Lo«
retta has baen a week in the glitters
ing whirl, her conquests have at~
tained a magnitude that the most
inveterate cogquete might well enx

“Bat althought pleased, ~dazzled,
and flattered by the novel exper~
ience, in the girl’s heart is a void
that nothing can appease, that is
daily becoming lurger and deeper. |

Among all the faultlessly attired
admirers who throng around ber
with their protty compliments and |
languid, blase attentions, where is
one like Jack Ayer, with his clear, |
straightforward iook, his earnest,|
sincere voico, his manly upright? |
bearing? Never in his life has he|
flattered her—nay, hLe .has chided:
her gently, many time—but she |
kno ¥8 now that his lightest word of |
approval bas. sounded dearer and
been more deeply treasured than all .
the fawning adulation and vipad |
compliments of which she is becom- |
ing so weary. \

She lies down to rest one night, or
rather in tha early morniug, heart I
and bead alike thiobbingin a weary |
r:frain of pain and loneliness, :'

Oune of her most eligible admirers
has becn more than usually pointufi ‘
in his attentions that night, and her '
nuift bas whispered: I seo the ful- |
fillment of my prophecy, Loretta!|
the diamond is yours!”'bus the words |
have no power to move her. |

Her whols soul is going forth in |

one cry—a cry that must be forever : :

atter:d in vain—for her own acé has |
stilled the answer. '

Eha awnlea inta a hmv .alaen_ a-l'

steep precipice.  Fur below her on a |
narrow-ledge ¢ man is lying with a
tuce of ghasily pallor and closed
syes—a lace Lhat iy Jack's own,

Presently he opens bis cyes and
seachies one hand imploringly tos

ward her; but she makes no res|
sponse, and the next moment she
8-es him falling down to the bottom
of the precipice,

At the moment she is siezed by
some one b&hind her; it is the man |
whose attentions she bad been res |
ceiving that evening. With a wild
shriek she breaks from him,and goes
1own to where that dead face is ly-
ing upturned to her, and then she
awakes,

Awakes with bnt one thought—
one pnkpose. She has read herown
hoart at last—and oh, to return .to |
Juck!—to sea‘him once more, and if
she cannot creep back, a repentant |
child, to his arms, to die at his feet.
How hollow and empty seems the
life she has led the past few weeks,
in comparison with that she has ree
nounced. Her whole soul goes out
in one famished longing to see him
ounce-again.—to hear him speak, to
toach his hand. °
The years of that faithful love and
devotion are no old story now, but
one that bas become imbued with
the perennial newness of apprecia-
tion, of knowlepge, of understand-
ing that nothing can ever disturb or
depreciate again.

In vain her aunt endeavors by en=
treaty, and even 1cproach, to shake
her purpose. 3

The ufiernoon train- bears her

back—to what? -her sioking heart

b His cloar; steadfust eyei meet hers

 him forever. So iur a moment he

' shall last.”

fuce, pale and careworn, her beart
»eems Lo stand still within her, while
a balf gailty feeling inspires her to
flee from the spot.

But another stronger feeling cons
quers it and give her strength, and
she goes straight forward to meet
bim.

Heis close npon her, now. Her
eyen are fixed upon him with a look
of piteous appeal, her lips are parted
ready for a rush of ponitent self<ac-
cusation.

Tull, bul Over bis fees aamas o softs
ening expression.

His hat is lifted, and with a courls
eous but ecld “goodsevening” be has
passed by.

Goune, and like this? Oh, forbid
it, pitying Heaven! A noise as of
rashing waters sounds in her ears;
she struggzles for a moment like one
drowning; then she turas—sghe never
knows how—stretches out her bands
with a low, inarticulate cfy, and falls
like a stone upon the ground.

When she opens her eyos again
Jack’s arms are =zround. her, and
Jack's impassioned kisses are bring-
ing her back to life.

Buat the instant her consciousness
returps his hold reluxes; he assists
her to regain her feet, then with-
draws a few paces from her.

She mukes no movement—she
cannot; all senses seem frozon in a
borrid speli—the terrible, overpow~
ering fear that she has indeed lost

stands and regards her swaying form
in silenco; then he speaks:
“You are weuk and trembling.
Shall Isee you home, Miss Dane??
Then her lips are loosened, and
sbe turns toward him with outs
stretched, imploring bands,
“Oh, Jack!”—the words come in
one tumultuous torrent of love, grief,
shame, repentance—*‘‘take me Lome,

indesd—back to vour heart and love
r leave me here and let me diel”

rush of color, but he looks ineredu~ |
lous still.

“Do you want to take up that
‘old story’ again, Lioretta? Are you
not still tired of it?”’ he says graves
Iy, bat she gatbers courage, nevers
theless, :

“].have been away, Jack—so far
away, she says, sobbing like a child.
“13 there no weleome, no return for
me? May I not come back again?’

Sho reads her answer in his beams
ing eyes, and creeps Lo his arms—
those arms that open tu reccive her
—that fold around her close.

“Qh, Jack—Jack!"” she moans. “li
you only won't be tired of me, it is
all the bappiness 1 ask,”

<(Comeo, then, and sce how my love
endares!” he exclaims with fervent
feeling. “Aud so we will read this
‘old story" togeither as long as life

He holds her thero in silence for a
moment, then his lips meet hers in a
long kiss of reconciliation; and then,
drawing the little band tenderiy
through his arm, he leads her on o
her home.

Correct Speaking.

“My son,you should be more cara~
ful in your spesh. It is junt as easy
to be right as to be wrong. And you
should be more stndious. While you
were ranving about town last night
I was burning the midoight 0il"—

“No, you wasn't.”

“What do you mean?” .
< «] mean that you should be more

seorrect in your speech, father. You
i*were burning gas, not oil. It is just

as easy to be right.”

promige, what it will not resign.

Is is dusk when she reaches
station. )

She has nofaprised her fagber of
her retgrn, and there is no Pne Lo
meet her, so:she gets off {gs walk
the distance to her howe, ngariug
to bire a conveyance. o

Sheswill go along some oftho
roads where she busewdl®ed so ofs

the

city of the dead. .

is walkirg with ber head-bént,wheun,

her

i

or painful considerations,. ¢
\ .

-

driven away for a time any- eerious

refuses to answéf—what it dare not’[

ten with Jack—although it _ seems o
now to her like walkiog through=a

She has gone half-t'ﬁt._diﬁiéce,au'd .

glancing up just as'she tarng'a corsg
ver, she sees some ore approaching | He straightway with a mercbaut

1L is Jack, and at the sight d} ﬁsl

S5 ~ Salt for Swine.
= e
2%Practical and successful Western
men claim that a constant supply of
| milt fur swine is a sale preventive of

| diseases, one that can be counted onrwﬁ;-pauhm-’s which reaily is

| the constant use Lhe Aaysten is made
igprong to jgard off disease; Lhat
ghu'”'ﬂm not start in herds re-
&Ts':iug this care, and that tbese
herds ofies escape when all others
: ar(m* e are destoyed.

"WiLh adegre of certainiy; thst by

Y M

Fol!gnin,{: the Docior’s Advice.

—_—

a ‘-'ﬂike.rest;_ {he trouble is you're
. awstiredl”
“Fb& one addressed was wise;

hired

HMUMOROUS.

Brown says that a marricd man
sometimes finds himself to bhe an
April 10dagoon  after the wedding
march,

The dead ictiuc~—offize the lus-

band’s coar~pocket.

The maiden’s band of bope—ahas~

band.

Will any one through the Farmers
Department inform: & paor man the
best way Lo start & nurssry? Cors
tainly—get married.

Miss Dew : “Don't i
Mr. lﬂﬂnse‘%u& 48 & vor J-Igg.rlé?ilnl}%
mouth? Miss Payne, blushing vios
lenty: “How suould I kuow??

Oid man (calling down the stuirs

to daughter): *“Ciara!  Daughier:
“Yes, papa” Old man: Ask ibut

young waun in the partor which
prelers for breakinsi—milk rads
Vienna bread-

“See hore, suid a fanlt-finding bus-
band, “we musi bave things arran.«
ed-in this house so that we shujl
know wbere everything is. kept.”
“With all my heart.?? sweetly an-
swered his wife; “and  let us begin
with your late bours, 1ay love.”

“l Don’ see why you should snecr
at my engagement ring,” said a faie
girl, with a flash of indignation ou
ber cheek as she fuced a vival beilg;
“Iv's a good deal prettier than the
one you wore three years azxo, and
haven't worn sinecl’, “No, dear,”
replicd ber friend, with & cool, fars
away look —“not pretticr, bul quite
as pretty. It is thesame ring.”

Saxo, the Ameriean joker- and
poet, was once taking a trip on a
steamer, when he fell in with a lives
iy young lady, tw whom bhe made
himself very agreeable. Of course
be made aa impression upon  the
damsal; who said at parting:  “Good
bve, Mr. Suxel 1 fear you will soon
be lorgetting me.” “Ah, my dear
young lady." - said the inveterato
punster. “it 1 was not a marrie! man
already, you may be sare 1'd ve for
gotting youl”

The fathor of a family came dowan
to breakfast one morning, where bin
wife and three daughtcis were al~

: [COUSOES ard 3o v Wi THed
too long; 1 wish one of you domes«
tic angels would maks them right
for me before Suandav.” A ciorus

of assent showed that puatervtamil es

had an industsions and  willigwe
household. Oun the present ocension
1t proved Lo be doabtful good; for
each membor, paralely and ans
linown Lo t! ‘ut ao ineb off
“dear papa’s” troscrs, and hemmed

them weatly at itbhe bottom afters
ward. The result on Sunday was
not satisfactory either to tempor or
Lrousers.

HE MU=ST HAVE BEEN DRUNIK,

Husband—What's the matter with
my darling this morning?
Wife—You know well enongh
what's the matter. You came home
drank again lasy night.
“Me drank last night—never!”
“Bat you owned up that yoa hal
been drinking.Y :
“I did, eh? Well, you cant belinv
half a man says when ba's full.”
WilY HE DIDN'T sTRIKE.
“Dennis, why dow’t you strike?”
“An' what should I do that for?”
“The work's too hard for thie pay
vou get, The tlea of going up
that ladder all day long!™
“But [ only go up hall the day sur.”
“How can yoa make tbhat appear?’
“Beeause sir I spends tbhe oiher
half of iv in comin’ down "

Loek Him in the Eye.

*Look your minister in the eye
when he is preacbhing. Heis talkiog
‘o you, and_ bas rignt to your strice
attention. lHis discourse has rela-
tion Lo your spiritual weliare, and
shduld arouse your deepesL interesl.
Before you allow yoarself to grams
bit at the dulluese of a sermou, cuns
sider if tbe duliness is not in your
owan brain, - Whon inclined to coms
plain of the preacher’s mnunglony see
if the real monotony is not’in the ors
can, the palpit faniture; the rows
of pews, the wall decoiations—all of
which youa haye gazed at wilh a rest
leggemis®n Lo LLe neglect of .lha
agiow
with eutbusiasm and aptly expresss
ive of the sentiments his lips age ut-
tering: Further, remember that the
minister is delivering a  messago
trom your Lord and Master. You
are pound by every lLoly obligation
to recieve the message with reverent
regard, and to give Lhe messenger a
respectful bearing.

Smok!less gnupowder is the latest
addition 1o the scienes of war Now
let sumebody invent n smokeless ci-
garette; aud puac heve ber vies
Lories no ics ilbay war,—

Who did not advertise.
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