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Believe Me,

Believe me, when I tell thee, darling,
That my heart is warm and true;
And the years havo only brought up

Hope and love combined with you.

Bitter memory wakes the sorrow
That has slumbered many years;

But the daylight hour is nearing
W}I.‘ln wo meet in smiles and tears.

The world my scoff and turn coldly
On my track o'er land or sea,

Yet I'll bear the blow more bravely
If it leads to love and thee.

Lonely hours and fading pleasurea
Fill the mind with days gone by,
When we kissed onr little treasures,

Parting sadly; you and I.

Fate snd fortune ever battling

In the ranke of bounding life.
Down to-day and up to-morrow !
; 1s the lesson of the strife.

Loving hearts must never falter;
Hoping onward to the Iass ;

Breast the etorm without » murmur ;
God will help when all is past.

MY FIRST HUNT.

A Boy's Btory

My nawe is Jasper Cooper. I was
not a model boy. f[y share of original
gin was o liberal one, and between the
good und evil in me, the balance, I am
sorry to say, very often bent the wrong
way. For the beunefit of others, I am
going to make a partioular confession in
one instancs, and show how my bad con-
duct brought me trouble and Ltmg re-
pentance.

On my thirteenth birthday I received
two pregents that made me feel proud
and rich. One was a small gun from my
Uncle Philip, with plenty of powder and
shot. Tt was accompanied with the
timely caution, ** that firearms were dan-
gerons weapous unless very carefull
handled.” The other gift was a fine
spaviel from my father.

. The boy is a rare one whose happiness
is not complete with a gun and a dog—
aud I was not one.of the rare ones,

A week later, one bright, cool autumn
morning, as I was standing by the gate
just after breakfast, Nathan Bagley, an
i?flimt.t]:?a friend s:{f mine, though a little
older n m , came along and so-
costed me. 4

‘‘ Good morning, Jasper. 8o you are
getting up in the world. They say that
you've got & gun and a dog.”

‘‘ I suppose that’s so I'" I answered,
with pride and pleasure.

athan laughed at my very apparent
satisfaction, and said : ** Look here, I'm
going hunting in Blake's woods this

afternoon. Come, go with me. There’s | h

plenty of small game there. We'll have
a bagful before night.”

‘I can’t. I must go to school.”

‘*Get excused. You can do that easy
enough.”

‘ No. Mr. Lowe won't excuse schol-
ara without a note from one of their
parents, and father is out of town.”

““ Your mother will write one for you.”

““She’s been sick two days and can't
sit up.”

Nathan looked disappointed. ** Liook
here, Jasper,” he said, after thinking a

moment, ‘“yon're sharp enough. You
can contrive a way to go, I know. I'll
be ready just after dinner,”
Nathan. went home, and I went into
the house. To be called "
--& compliment that weighed mote with
ﬂe y’l# cgtamgﬁad state of mind than
eats of doing wrong. I wanted to
.E:h s and my whole thonght was
w k d contrive to go. It was im-
-mm&oget-nota, requesting a re-
from sehool duties, from either of
my parents, and what would do as a sub-
m?tg il’
. Suddenly the thought came: W

not write a note yourself, and your

fa 'abnamt_al 1 was an indifferent
Ller, but a d penman, and I was

certain’ I ponld counterfeit my father's

handwriting. .

I searched his desk and found an ac-
oonntm that had been written by
hun x I placed on the table before
me in my room, and for fall half an hour
I was com letaix engrossed in atlempts
o imitate the chirography. I ed
at last (as I thonght) remarkably well,
and produced a neat, carefully worded
note, 8o complete a counterfeit that I
was sure Mr. Lowe would never doubt
its gennineness.

My chief difficulty, however, was in
the signature. I was puzzled to decide
exactly how father wrote his name at
the bottomof hisletters. I had brought
him letters from the post-office dlrelgad
““Mr. Asa ,"" *“ Hon. Asa Cooper,”’
and ‘‘ Asa Cooper, Esq.;” but whether
he would put one of t-ese titles to his
own signature was a question I could
not settle. I tried to ind some of his
old letters to guide me, but the three I
had received from him * while I was at
Unecle Phillip’s had been mislaid or de-

ed. After much deliberation, I
wrote as followa:

Ot"ii:{n. L%wg: Dear mr,—Wi}l you
& meé by excusi my son Jas)
from.sohnolt{n.ia P. l;.s mi studies l:r’;
wearing upofi him, and I think he needs
more open air and xercise,
““Very Truly Yours,
‘‘ Hon. Asa Cooren.”

T read this three times, to be sure
there was no inaccuracy in it. The capi-
tals and punctuation seemed to me to
be correct, aud on the whole,
well satisfled with m

I was ver{
n,
took my hat and boo!

school.

produetion
and hurried to

Just after the morning session I
sented my note to Mr. Lowe, and

re-

hy | have the sheriff after you !

him narrowly as he read it. I noticed
that a faint smile stole over his face, but
as he gave me without a question the per-
mission I desired, I supposed he had no
doubt of its genuineness. Homa I went,
jubilant enough ; ate a hurried dinner ;
called my dog ; and with my new gun
on, my shoulder, started to find my
friend Nathan. He was expeoting me.

‘“How did you get excused from
school 1"’ he earnestly inquired.

* Oh, easy enough. wrote a note

igned father's name to it, and it
took the master in completely.’”

“ You're a sharp one,” said Nathan
again.

Wo soon reached the woods. The
trees were just tinged with the gold and
purple of antumn, and every now and
then a bird or squirrel was seen hop-
srin from branch to branch. Nathan

at a bluejay, and though it did not
drop to the ground, as he confidently
expected, one of its tail feathers did,
which convinced him that he had almost
made ““a shot.” His next was
better. o killed a woodpecker, and
considered it quite an achievement.

““Why don’t you let drive at some-
thing?’’ said he. ** There are plenty of
birds.”

*I'm not going to shoot pretty birds
that do no harm,” I proudly.
“1'll kill partridges if I kill an :
for they are good to eat, and such bi
a8 crows and henhawks, that do mis-
chief.” .

Nathan laaghed.

It ism't best to be too particular,”
he said.

I stopped, and was npon the point of
taking out the ramrod from my gun in
order to put in powder and shot.

““ What, isn't your gun loadedi” ex-
claimed Nathan, in surprise. ‘¢ You're
a queer hunter, anyhow !

“ What's the odds ¥"’ T answered, with
spirit. ‘I guess there’s time enoungh to
load my gun,”

‘‘ Look, there’'s game for you !" said
Nathan, laughing.

My eye followed the direotion to which
he pointed, and, to ‘my surprise, I saw
about fifteen rods from us, a little
shriveled old woman in a thin, faded
dress and red hood. . Her name was
Luey Robinson, and her eyes were fixed
scowlingly upon me. A few weeks be-
fore she had reported to Mr. Lowe that

ing a recess of school hours,

'his was false. I had sometimes
teased her by petty molln: ; but had
never in any wa ur er pro .
I could not,yhoga?r, show that z'ﬁ:ﬁ-
cusation was false, and was punished by
Mr. Lowe for the supposed offenes,
Since then I had felt very angry with
old Lucy Robinson, and the idea of re-
talintion at onee oocurred to me, and I
determined to frighten her.

Without a moment’s hesitation, I put
my gun to my shounlder and leveled it at
ar.

‘““You told Mr. Lowe a wicked lie
about me, and I'll shoot you !" I cried,
in a loud voice.

Nathan, in the meantime, eaught a
glimpse of a woodchuck making for its
hole. He had not yet finished charging
his gun after firing at the woodpecker,
aud beliering mine to be unloaded, he
starled to run; but, in doing so, he
pushed me and jostled my arm, causing
a sudden pressure upon the trigger, and
to my horror, the gun, still pointed at
Luoy Robinson, gave a loud reporti

The old woman scresmed and stagger-
ed, and blood appeared trickling from
her sleeve! Bhe stared a moment, pale
and terror-stricken, and then, clasping a

was | hand over the wound, fled towards her

Liome, moaning and erying with pain,
Nathan and after her reireat-
ing figure, and then looked with horror
into each other's eyes. * You hit her!”
exclaimed Nathan, wildly.
““I only meant to frighten her! I
I dido’t know

didn’t mean ;o kill llmrll
was loaded ! aned.
or this! You'll
You'd better

my

“%’ll be arrested

clear ount!” said Nathan, greatl
alarmed. v

‘“Where can I go!” I asked, an icy
tremor running ugh me.

I don't know; but yon've hurt old
Lucy, and they’ll think yon meant to
kill her. If she dies, you'll be tried for
murder, and maybe get hung., Yonu're

in an awful fix, Jasper. I wouldn't stay
round here, anyhow!”
Evidently Nathan was too much ex-

cited to be a wise counselor, and as we
left the woods, I tried to look the ea-
lamity full in the face. I still had enough
of my wits about me to know that if I
fled from suspicion, I should only in-
volve myself in greater difficulties, but I
was quite uncertain what course to pur-
sue.

For more than an hour we wandered
about over the fields and down the road,
I dared not go home, and a thousand
forebodings tortured me. As we were
goiug over the bridge, the clattering of

oofs was heard coming rapidly towards
s, and in another moment Sheriff Clapp
ap! . He leaped from his horse,
and laid his hand on my shonlder.

“J r, I arrest yon,” said
he, “ for intent to kill Lucy Robinson.
Oome with me.”

The blood seemed to curdle in my
veins. I made no attempt at explana-
tion, but followed him in despairing
silence. Nathan walked by my side.

‘I know where he is taking me to,” I
eaid, in a hoarse voice. *‘I'm on my
way to the lockup; and I want you, Na-
than, to go to my house and tell Mar-

et Connor what has happened. Tell
er to keep it from mother, by all
means, for it will make her worse; but
a8 soon as father gets back I want o see
him.”
1 will,” responded Nathan, dole-

fully.
'.[{m “ lockup " was a temporary prison

in the basement of a large public build-
ing. It had a barred window, and a
strong iron door. Into this place I was
conducted, and as the key was turned,
and the shades of evening shut out the
day, all light and hope seemed to leuwve
me. I passed a dreadful night of soli-
tnde, suspense and forebodings.

Morning came at last. I knew that
my father was expected in the early
train, and that Nathan would at once in-
form him of all that had happened, and
I listened with strained ears for his foot-
steps. But he did not come.

Early in the afternoon my prison door
was opened, and I was conducted to Es-
gquire Hammond's office. The room was
full, and my eyes first rested on Luecy
Robinson, waiting to accuse me. Her
arm was in a sling, and her face wasdark
and wrathfual. er evidence against me
wns strong and conclusive, and visibly
affected her hearers.

Nathan was next questione 1, and tes-
tifled stontly to my innocence. He was
certain that I supposed my gun was un-
loaded, for I was just making prepara-
tions to load it when the woman appear-
ed. And he repeated the words that
had passed between us about it before
Lucy came in sight.

Dr. Hall then produced the ball he
had extracted from the woman’s arm,
nm} they said that it fitted my gun ex-
actly.

My turn came next. I felt the terri-
ble weight of the evidence against mae.
I had to meet the grave charge of intent
to murder. I well knew that Esquire
Hammond was not my friend. In my
earlier boyhood he once saw me on his
fence picking a few pears from his tree,
and had since then always regarded me
with suspicion. I was indeed in a net
of diffiounlties; but the very distress of
the moment collected and strengthened
my faculties, and gave me desperate
fluency of speech.

My defence in substance, of course,
was that I had not thought of injuring
Lucy Robinson. My gun was not load-
ed when I pointed it at her. Ihad been
punished once in consequence of her
false necusation, and following o momen-
tary impulse to tease, I had tried to
frighten her, and my guwent off enly
when Nathan accidentally ran against
me. I testificd further that I possessed
only powder and shot, and that I did

I had broken her windows one day dur-gnot know where the ball came from, nor

who had loaded my gun with it.

Esquire Hammond listened with mark-
ed attention, and I was hopeful that I
had made a favorable impression. He
then cross-examined me as follows :

¢“Where is your father i"”

““He is in Rhode Island.”

“ When did he got”

““Day before yesterday.”

““Does he approve of boys of your
age using firearms?"

‘“Yes, sir, if carefully handled,” I
boldly replied.

* How happened it that you were out
hunting, instead of being in school §*
Tue judge’s eyes were fixed penetrat-
ingly on me,

““ Mr, Lowe excused me,” I answered.

** At either of your parents’ request ¢’

“ My father’s.”

“*Did your father sce Mr. Lowe, and
request a lonve of absence for you i

i NO, 5il'. "

“How did Mr. Lowe know of his
wishes "

“I took a note.”

‘ From your father 1"

¢ Yes—sir,”" hesitatingly.

“Did he write the note ?”

At this question my heart began to
beat violently, and the blood mounted
higher and higher, till I knew that my
fuce must be a bright secarlet.

““Did your father write the note 1”
questioned Esquire Hammond, authori-
tatively.

“Yes—I beliove so—yes— I —saw
him."”

‘¢ Where were you when he wrote it?"”

““In—in the library,” I faltered out,
hardly conscious of what I was saying.

Esquire Hammond put his hand in
his pocket, and drew out a folded paper
and opened it. I recognized it at once,
eand my knees begun to knoek omne
against the other, for it was the note I
had presented to Mr. Lowe.

““Is this the note youn gave to M.
Lowe!"” he countinued, holding it out to
me.

“ Yes, sir.

“Mr. Lowe tells me,” continued Es-
uire Hamomond, ** that he excused yon
rom attending school because of this

written request from your father. When
did your father write it 1"

‘¢ Just before I went to school yester-
day morning,’”’ 1 faltered, beginning to
forget what I was abont.

! ““You say,” said Esquire Hammond,
sternly, ‘‘that he has been in Rhode

Island since day before yesterday, and
yet yon saw him write this yesterday
morning. Now which of these state-

ments is true, and which is false 1"
I made no reply. My wits complete-
ly deserred me. I had condemned my-
Esquire Hammond read the note
aloud, and a long and hearty laugh, as
he endea with ‘‘Hon. Asa Cooper,”
burst from the people who were present.
I burst into tears, The wrong act I
had committed in counterfeiting father's
writing, was a strong witness against
me, aud had destroyed all confidence in
my statements. I read in Esquire Ham-
mond’s face that a hard verdict would
me from his lips, and the horrors of
juil life rose vivi lf before me. With a
shuddering fear, I thonght of my pa-
rents, and what dreadful distress my
disgrace would canse them. Perhaps it
wonld be the death of my sick mother.
I stood overcome with grief and de-

Just then a loud, prolonged whistle
announced the approach of the incoming

train. Father was doubtless a passenger

in it. T cast an imploring glance at Na-
than. He hurried ont, and I knew he
would speedily return with him.

At that instant Jonathan Morris, one
of our neighbors, entered the office.
His faco was flushed, and his breath
eame deep and quick, as if he had been
running.

He fixed his eyes for a minute encour-
agingly upon me, and then asked per-
mission of Esquire Hammond to speak.
Then he said, in a lond voice:

‘* Nathan Bagley has just told me that
Jaa}ilar Cooper's trial is going on, and I
am here to testify that he did not know
his gun was loaded.”

How my heart bounded at these words
of hope.

1 saw a fox,"” continned Jonathan,
*‘ prowling about my turkey pen. I ran
aver and borrowed Jasper's gun of Mar-
garet Qonnor. Before I could get back
and load it, the fox was gone, but when
I carried the gun home, the ball was
still in it."”

Jonathan Morris was a highly respect-
ed man in the town, and his testimony
saved me from being tried for a capital
crime, The stern foatures of Mr. Ham-
mond relaxed, and the opinions of all
who had listened to him were percepti-
bly changed. I was undoubtedly a
boy, but not so bad as I had seemed.

After a few more questions, and a lit-
tle deliberation, Esquire Hammond gave
his verdiot as follows :

“ For the crime of wantonly frighten-
ing Mrs. Luey Robinson, J: r er
is required to pay agfine of fifteen dol-
lara and the costs of this trial.””

Father and Nathan had come in while
he was speaking, and in time to hear
his conelnding words. Father took out
his pocketbook and promptly paid the
fine. You may be sure that I was thor-
oughly punished and penitent.

As we walked home, I confessed, with-
out the slightest concealment, all the
wrong I had done in forging his writing
to obtain a leave of absence from
achool, and then in a moment of resent-
ful mischief, pointing my gun at an old
woman, and threatening her with the
disastrous result now so well known.

¢“My son,” said he, very seriously,
‘¢ you now sce the value of a good name.
You prejudiced old L?lcy I{obin?on

inst you by teasing her. You for-
?ugi?:\.d Ezquirayﬂnmmond'ﬂ confidence
by robbing his pear tree ; and the note
you counterfeited destroyed yonr charac-
ter for truth. With only your own
word to help you in this trial, youn could
not have escaped the heavy charge made
againa® you. If a good name has been
established, and the life record is right,
you may defy suspicion and conquer
false charges ; but with a bad reputation,
it is often impossible for even the inno-
cent to get justice.”
have never forgotten the lesson of
that day. Ittaunght me toshun dissimu-
Iation and artifice, and since then T have
never wilfully told alie. I sought by
every means in my power to repair the
wrong I had done Lucy Robinson. Her
woundhealedin time,and asfutherpresent-
ed her with a handsome sum of money,
besides fixing her house, her bitter feel-
ings toward me quite died away. I ecare-
fully saved my pocket money, and when
Christmas came purchased for her a nice
woolen dress, which eshe received with
the warmest thanks, From that time to
the day of her death, I had a true and
faithful friend in old Lucy Robinson,—-
Youth's Companion.

About a Battle.

After woe had held the edge of the
woods for two hours, says an old soldier,
relating so>me incidents of battles, and
when the space between our line and
that of the enemy fairly smoked and
flamod with the fury of the fight, the
ery arose that we were getting out of
cartridges. Some full wooden boxes
were brought up, and such was the
haste of the men to get them that they
took np the boxes and dashed them
bodily against the frees, splintering
them to pieces, and making the cart-
ridges at onee available.

About the same time 1 saw one of our
sergeants hit in the hip with a bullet.
Heo had just finished loading his musket,
and he declared he would not lcave the
field until he had returned the shot.
Supported by two soldiers, he carsfully
sighted and fired, and then was helped
to the rear. He died from the effects of
his wound.

Much has besn written of the ‘‘line of
battle,” and here again the popular idea
is at fault. 1t would, no doubt, be&
much prettier for troops in action to
preserve a regnlar formation, with ranks
well aligned and each rear-rank man ex-
actly behind his file leader, and I re-
member that in- the early days of the
war the illustrated papers were aoccums-
tomed to represent battles in this way.
But this is not in theleast in aceord with
the truth. 1In the toil of the fight, with
the rapid loading and firing, sng the fre-
quent dropping of men dead or wound-
ed, the line is destroyed, the ranks often
become mingled together, and the eom-
l:any becomes an irregular nad or

not of men, of whom half will be on
the ground or firing from the knee.

Insanity Imcreasing.

Insanity is increasing in some of the
United States, says an exchange, in a
ratio greater than that of the popula-
tion of nearly twelve per cent. The
increase is also larger in the foreign ele-
ment than in the native born. The
canses assigned for this increase among
the American born population are ** the
eduncational pressure upon the young to
the neglect of physical exercise, artificial
and unnatural babits of living, the ex-
citement and competition of business,
and whatever causes multiply nervous

i especially those by the brain,

which result in mental derangement.

An 0ld Conviet.
A Hartford correspondent of the New

York Sun describes a visit to the Con-

necticut State prison, at Weathersfield,

where he came across the remarkable
convict, Andrew D. Wells, who has been

a prisoner there from his sixteenth to |

his sixtieth year, and who now, though
pardoned and released, still remains at
work in the prison.

‘Wells is described as a man of strong
nataral build, but the impress of age is
visible in his wrinkled and somewhat
emaciated face, and in his stiffened bear-
ing. His countenance told of a life of
silence, of uncheered labor, solitude
and imprisonment. Jn conversation,
however, he is lively and chipper, and
he told the story of his life with ease
and animation. He was thrice sentenced
for robbery, a business, he says, which
his mother taught him when he was
a mere boy. He never attended school
but &« month in his life, and when he
entered the prison he counld neither read
nor write.

He managed to improve his mind
E::dlnlly, however, learning to read in

is oell at night with an old copy of the
Bible and an almanae. A fellow pris-
oner taught him to write, and now he
is a regular siibseriber to several peri-
odicals and papers. He has a son whom
he never saw, and he has not seen his
wife for eleven years.

The warden describes Wells as *‘a
sensible old chap ” and a first-class me-
chanic. He exhibited a box full of his
handiwork, consisting of small knives
and hammera three-quarters of an inch
long, to be attached as charms to watch
chains. Wells feels the prison walls his
home, and cannot bear to be at liberty,
80 he still works in the shop, and
boards and lodges with the chaplain.

There is a similarity in this to the
case of ‘' the aged prisoner of the Bas-
tile " and the **prisoner of Chillon.”
Both spent tho best yeara of a lifetime
in prison, and when released begged to
be taken back again. 'What Byron puts
into the mouth of the old man of Chil-
lon might well express the probable
feeling of all the three :

‘At Iast men came to set me free,
I askod not why, I recked not when;
It wns at length the same to me
Fettered or fetterlees to be.
- - L L L] L] -
Those heavy walls to me had growa
A hermitage and all mz' own.
- - L L - -
And the whole earth would henoeforth be
A wider prison uuto me.” .

Bonnets.

A (ashionable girl says: What are
called poke-bonnets are most popular at
present with young ladies. These are
slender shapes worn on the back of the
head, and extending high above it. In-
stead of having flaring brims, they are
close on the sides, and the whole top of
the head is left nncovered. These shapes
in eream colored felt, or in wvelvet to
match costumas, are nsed for dreas hats.
They aro trimmed with soft silk and two
nodding demi-plumes. An ornament of
gold or of silver is seen on many hand-
some velvet hats, yet most milliners nse
such decorations with care. A bird's
wing stunck in the face trimming is
also a popular fancy with stylish young
ladies.

The last importations are capote bon-
nets, shaped like babies’ bonnets, with-
ont a frame, and with cape and soft
crowns that can be crushed without in-
jury. 'The front frames the face, and is
tied nnder the chin, like the old-time
oottage bonnets—a warm and comfort-
able fashion that we predict will become
popular next winter after the poke-bon-
nets now worn have exposed the head of
the wearer and brought on neuralgia

and other ailments. A pretty capote of |

brown silk, with crown and cape in one
piece, has a brown o trich ruche for face
trimming, and a (damask rose. A long
searf of ecru lace passes over the
top, and serves for strings to tie under
the chin.

The Italian Brigand is the name given
a new round hat of black velvet, or of
velvet made with high pointed crown
and wide brim turned down. A searf of
scarlet silk, with gold bands in the end,
is twisted round the orown, and an odd
little nigrette of game feathers is stuck
in the back.

A Strange Proposition.

A New York paper, the Graphie, in
all sincerity puts forth the following
strange settlement of the capital pun-
ishment problem. We publish it as a
curiosity simply : As thereis a preju-
dice against tge putting to death of
persons whose neurosis crops out in
murder, a hint as to what should be
done with them might well be taken
from the insect world. When wasps
have laid their a?gn they confine bestles
near them for ; but shounld they
kill the beetles they would be a mass of
corruption by the time the eggs were
hatched, and should they leave them
fully alive, they would sprawl aboutand
kill the young larvee. So the wasps
wisely sting the beetles in such a way as
to paralyze and render them inecapable
of motion, though they still live and
are incapable of doing barm. A man
insane enough to commit a murder is
always dangerous; but as it would be
¢inhuman” to kill him and unw'se to
leave him his liberty, and, as things go,
impossible to confine him as insane
when he has become sane, would it not
be well to render him permanently in-
sane by processes well known to physi-
cians—to paralyze or reduce him to im-
becility—when he will feel no hardship
in his confinement and humane persons
will have no reason to complain? 1t is
evident that some compromise must be
brought abont in the matter, and there
seems to be none better than that sug-

gested by the wasps,

Facts and Fancles.

King Alfenso’s song—** I wish mamma
were here.”

He who oo:gsim of the shortness of
life will get satisfaction in eternity.

““ My dear sir,” is the way to com-
mence telling a man than his bill is too

E;ery cloud has a silver lining—ex-
cept Red Cloud. His lining is copper
colored.

It is not enongh to remember the
poor. A little help occasionally will be
acoeptable.

¢*0ld-Man-Afraid-of-his-Wives " ia the
name by which Brigham Young is known
among the Indians,

The supreme court of Iowa has just
decided that heiuhx"ia may be resident in
an illegitimate chil E

Re show that the ootton crop of
the United States for 1875 is between
4,050,000 and 4,150,000 bales.

A lunatic in the Norwich (England)
hospital killed three children before he
could be captured and taken care of.

The New Haven Journal
that the Oentennial coffe pot E"b—
ably be exhibited on the ** grounds.”

New Jersey turned out 1,500,000

unds of grapes last fall ; 200,000 were
Egpt for making w ne, and the rest ex-
ported.

A widow informed a friend at the
funeral that she counldn’t’ tell whether
she would wear mourning or not uniil
her husband'’s will was read. .

A Reading girl will insist on wearing
boys' clothes, and her father adveriises
for n remedy. Dress up a young fel-
low in girls’ clothes and marry her off.

““ Puts and calls” may be properly
defined thus: You put fom' money in
the hands of a broker for the
of speculation and call for the profils in
vain. ¥ .

It is eaid that since the abolition of
purchase in the British re-
tired officers have entered the in
the expectation of working up toa com-
mission,

“What! no more ammunition?"”
cried the eaptain of a military company
on a fleld day.  Y*No; no more,” re-
plied his men. ** -ah—oease fir-
ing,” replied the officer.

An officer who was shot, a grape shot

assing through his -is alive and
Eolda e office of sh of Middlesex
county, Conn., and is now énjoying
good health and strength.

Bergh, the philanthropist, is

to get sgents appointed all along the
New Yori "thnalnh EO gnl.iaed to miﬂi uxe.dn
drivers usi orses or .
The capal ers do not like this.

by
sod a fifth wife, being present, cried
hereelf into hysterics, Bessuss ahe-had

hysterios,
no baby with which to celebrate.

A woman of Pekin,¥IL, was asked by *
her minister if her husband feared the
Lord. She replied : ‘* Fear him| Bless
you, he is so afeard of him thathe never

oes out of a SBum withont taking-
ﬁin gun along.” - : R

‘A Wisconkin editor illustrates the pre-
vailing extravagance of ﬂum nOwa- .
days by calling attention > costly
baby carriages in use, while when he
was a baby they hauled him around by
the hair of Lis head. * .

Leading poultrymen have put in a re-
quest for Egam of the Oentennial,
grounds, and 5,000 , at the Phila-
delphia exhibition, for the display of
chickens, ducks, turkeys, geese, pigeons
and pouliry products. ; .

Tlll::n oos‘tﬁfg (I)0.000 the cost of
is about 3 3 -
erning the United Btates is m&'.-
000—thase sums including all the ex-
penses of federal, State; county and
municial government.

seriously hurt by falling from a wagon.
There w);u wme’donbt of his ever g:-.
ting better, and at length one of
friends wrote tothe insurance company:
“Charlie half dead, like half money.
Rev. Mr, Shipman, of Norwich,
Conn., says that he was once called to
marry & man who was to be united o
his fourth wife. As he approached the
couple he said, as :  ‘“Please
rise.”” The man fidgeted about oa his
chair, and finally remarked : * We've
usually sot.” .
The sightof a woman dri a eab

T

attracted l:he:i n&t:oe of the _in
(Gllasgow, an ver was
found inside the vehicle, dead. The
woman had gone on a with a com-

anion, and given man so much
Fi uor that he had passed from insensi-

bility to death.

-in;pernte Women.
Jennie Colling, in the Boston

{

seript, tells the following story of the
working gilr’ln oltthal city: On a Bat-
urdey night, not long ago, three girls
(mmir home with their week’s pay, and,
as the first one said, ‘“ Mother, your
apron,” all threw their money into it.

I congratulated the mother, because

i

!

every pleasureand work like
One girl, who was out of

debt last spring, conld not bear the
looks when she went to the table, so
in her despair wandered into a
car house, eleeping under a car
nights and sitting in
time. This exposure
winds nearly cost her
she found something

i

m :

on her knees and began




