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«Mary ! back already ? Surely
you have not :old your chestnuts
so soon !

. «Oh! mother, mother, seel”
ejaculated the breathless child.
«“A gentleman gave me s whole

i oNS NSRS B quarter ! Ooly think, mother, a
- By-THQS.X. & B. K. GRENEKER, whole cuarter !
@RXS, 88 PER ANNUNM, INCURRENCY |  If Ralp Moore could only have
= OR PRO7ISIONS. seen the rapture which his tiny
Paymentrequired invarisbly insdvance. | gilver gift. diffused around it.in
. Marriage Notioss; Funeral Invitations, Obit- | the poor widow’s poverty-stricken
m;:umn.dum&‘.pﬂm' home, he would have grudged still
less the temporary privation of
I am Dying. segars 0 which his generosity had
S subjected bim.
1+ /The following beautiful pocn: is taken | * * % * * *  *
- em thé Memphis Bulletin. Itisrare-| Years came and went. Thelit-
dy we find such contributions to :Ib" tle chestnat girl passed as entirely
mwhdr"??aper' It is sweetly, | 5 ¢ of Ralph Moore's memory, a8
- i deatast— if her pleading eyes bhad mever
h)‘.“ﬁ?’mf M:,mu my breath, touched the soft spor in his heart;
And these shudows stea’ing slowly, tut Mary Lee never forgot the
'“ﬁlw&@:gﬂf:: stranger who had given her the
. Lot me clespyour warm , st-ong hand, | silver piece.
et i R S
= ot I The ecrimson window-curtains
h %’:&‘m ma:aw were closely drawn to shut out
8 upos a throne eterual, the storm and tempest of the
M&'ﬁgg&gﬁ;ﬂ black December night ; the fire
_Q%r the past of joy end p,iu;mg was glowing cheerily in the well
Year by year I've wandered backward, l filled grate; and.the dioner-table
XU T was 2 child again. all in a glitter ;;rl::(liloplh glass, rare
o . “ina, and poli silver, was on-
%‘fgﬁa‘“ﬁ’;ﬂfﬁ‘x,ﬂ?ﬁz_ f; :,aitingp for the presence of
“How my hes ™ th1Fd with Love’striumph | Mr. Audley. -

""" “En that hoar Of womav's pride. «y,hat can it be that detains
: of thee (\nd all the earth-chords papa " said Mrs. Audley, a.ﬁm-,
Ob! mutz:rdb::nn{sm:nm_ handsom'e matron of gbolntﬁth;r:ty,

Whea ey . IOt Par she gla,nced at the dial of & tiny

§ Scsthany v s :;gmpl e?l. watch. “Six o'clock,

Zit has pest—and God has promised and he does not make his appear-
LicRU ”»

*ﬂxﬂmmﬂ or hrot_hcr, anfeb oy With him iﬂ the

" He'll be with you to the end. There’s a m 30 : S

“There's no shadow c'er the portal study, mamma— -comeon business,

“ * Tmediog to wy Heavenlv homo— said Kobert Audley, & preity boy,

_Christ hes promriecd life immortal, eleven years old, svho was reading

= ¢ Anli e He thet bids we come. by the fire.

* Wiken Hfe’s trials wait around thee,

-~ And Its chilling billows swell,

hon'l :hank Heaven that I'm spare.! them,

* Thow'ttthen feel that *ail is well”

__Bring our bays nuto my bedside §

: Ky last bieusing les them kecp —

- Bug they're sleeping—do not wake them;
They'll learn sovn enough to weep.

Tell them ofterd of their mother,

. Kiss themn for me when they wake ;
antly-in life’s pathway,
2 we thew doubly for my sake.

sp my band still closer, darling,

4o This, the last night of my life,

“For to-morrow I shall never
"~ Asswer, when you call me “‘wife.”

Fare the well, my noble husband,

" Faint vot "neath the chu:;.‘ninghr_tl)d :
" Throw strong arm 'round our children,
B I.u;mtbemelouto thee—and God ! .

-

.. Bread Upon the Waters,

“ wuPlease, sir, will you buy my
chestouts 7"

. _“Chestouts! No!”

Ralpki Moore, looking carelessly
down on the uptarne h&;&ae, :ci:o;e
Iprge, brown eyes, shadowed by
ii‘ilt'eﬂenrhét?ﬂaxan hair, were
appealing so pitifully to his own.
Bl

¢ do I want of chestnuts ?”
1| gir, do buy ’em,”
: jed the little one, reassured
“By>the rough kindnessof his tone.
."gob‘dy seems to care for them,
-sad—and—"
Z She fairly burst into tears, and
Moore; who had been on the point
~of brushing- cacelessly past her,
pped instinctively. i
“@jre you very much in want
“wof the money ?”
“*Tndeed, sir,we are,” sobbed the
schild, mother sent me out, and
2tz b
“Nay, little one, don’t ecry in
such & heart-broken way,” said
Ralph, smouvthing ber hair down
" with carcless gentleness. (I don’t
1ty our chestoats, but there's
% quarter for you, if that will do
e A any good.”
sisd: Jie-did not stay to hear the de-
- :d,” incoberent thanks the
soured out through a raio-
yw ot smiles and tears, butstrode
i way, muttering between

retarned

onh
Aié Looth : ,
#That cats off my supply of se-
_for the next twenty-four
ours. 1 don’t care, though, for
the brosnieyed object “really did
7 a8 if ge badn't a friend inthe

o g

it! T wish I was
supich-enongh to. help every poor
iagpeatare out of the slough of
:*Respond I’ |
.1 :~While Balph Moore was indalg-
;m'thm very nataral 1eflec-
‘F30ps, the dark-orbed little damsel
whom hebad confronted wasdash-
*ing down the street, with quick,
sidelastic step, utterly regardless of
“ghe basket of unsold nuts that
'3l dangled npon her arm. Down
‘.ngmobscare lane she da;;a;i, be-
“gween tall, ruinous rows of houses,
< amd np & narrow wooden staircase
~$6-a room where a pale, neat-look-
ing w vi , brown
sewing as

 syes like her own,

a:d
=

ones were contentedly play-

" 'jng in'the sunshine that tempora-

1 husband stood in the do

busily as if the breath of life de-
rﬁd apon every stitch, and two
2% tth

wI'll call him again,” said Mrs.
Andléy, stepping to the door.

But as she opened it, the bril*
liant gaslight fell full on the face
of an humble-looking m.an in worn
and threadbaré garme.nts, who

was leaving the house, while her
¢ rway of

his stady, apparently relieved to

be rid of his visitor.

«Charles,” said Mrs. Audley,
whose cheek had paled and t'usb-
ed, “who is that man—and w hat
does he want ?” .
«His name is Moore, I believe,
and he came to see if I would be-
stow upon him that vacant mes-
sengership in the bank.”

“«And will you ?” _
«] don't know, Mary—I must
think about it.” )
“Charles, give him the situ-
ation.” g
“Why, my 1ove ?”
*'Beczflseyi ask it of you as a fa-
vor, and you said a thousand times
you would never deny me any-
hing.”

«And I will keepmy word, Ma-
ry,” said the lover husband, with
an affectionate kiss. “I'll write
the fellow a note this very even-
ing. I believeI've got his ad-
dress somewhere about me.”

An hour or two later, when
Bobby and Frank and little Min-
nie were tucked snugly up 4n bed,
in the spacious nusery above stairs,
Mrs. Audley told herbusband why
she was interested in the fate of &
man whose face she had not seen
for twenty years. ) )

«That's right my littlo wife!” said
her husband folding her fondly to
bis breast whenthesimple tale was
concluded, “never forget one who
bas been kind to you in the days
when von needed kindess most.”

Ralpﬁ Moore was sitting,the_ self-
same night in his poor lodgings.
beside his ailing wife's sick bed
when a liveried servant brought
a note from that rich and prosper-
ous bank director, Charles Audley.

»Good news, Bertha!” he ex-
claimed joyously, as he read the
brief words; “we shall not starve
—Mr. Audley promises me the
vacant sitnation !”

«You have drdBped something
from the note, Ralp,” said Mrs.
Moore, pointing to & slip of paper
that lay on the floor. '

Moore stooped to recover the
estray. Itwasa fifty dollar bill,
neatly folded in a piece of paper,
on which was written :

«In grateful remembrance of
the silver quarter that a kind stran-
ger bestowed on the little chest-
put girl twenty years ago.” )

Ralph Moore had thrown his
morsel of bread on the waters of
hife, and after many years it had
returned to him.

—_————

Lowell announces a “blind con-
cert,” and Brick Pomeroy wants
to know what it is. It is one that
has no see skarp.

&

«Pgarisian ladies waik very much
on their toes this season.” This
is one extrema; they will soon be

_yily supplied the place of the ab-

=¥ gpent fire.

on the other.

How I Came to be Married.

—

It may be funny, but I've done
it. I've got a rib and a baby.
Shadows departed—oyster stews,
brandy julips, cigars, boxes, boot-
jacks, absconding shirt buttons,
whist and dominoes. Shadows
present—hoop skirts, band-boxes,
gaiters, long stockings, juvenile
dresses, little willow chuairs, cra-
dles, pap, sugar tetes, paragoric,
hive syrup, senna, salts, squills
and doctor’s bills. Shadows fu-
ture—more blessed babies, hive
syrup, ete. I’ll just tell you how
I got caught.

I was always the darndest, most
tea-custard bashful fellow you ever
did see ; it was kinder in my line
to be taken with the shakes every
time I saw a pretty gal approach-
ing me, and I'd cross the street
any time rather than meet one.
Twasn't because 1 didn’t like thv
critters, for if I was behind a fence,
looking through a knot-hole, I
couldn’t look at one long enough.

Well, my sister Lib gave a party

one night, and I stayed away
from home because I was too bash-
fil to face music. I hung around
the house, whistling “Old Dan
Tucker,” dancing to keep my feet
warm, and watching the heads
bobbing up and down behind the
window curtains, and wishing the
thundering party would break up,
soI could get to my room.
smoked up a bunch of cigars, and
it getting late and mightily un-
comfortable, I concluded to shin up
the door post. No sooner said
than done, and I quickly found
found myself snug in bed. “Now,”
~ays I, “let her rip! dance till
your wind gives out!” and cud-
4ling under the quilts, Morpheus
rabbed me.
I was dreaming of soft-shell
crabs and stewed tripe, when some-
body knocked at the door and
waked me up. Rapped again. I
laid low. Rap, Rap, Rap!

Then I heard a whisperin’, and
I knew there was a raft of girls
outside.

Rap, Rap!

Then Lib sings out :—

“Jack, are you in there 7"

“Yis, says L.

Then came a roar of laughter..
“Let us in,” says she.

«I won't” says I; “can’t you let
a fellow alone?”

«Are you abed ?” says she.

" oI am,” says L.

“Get up,” says she.

«] won’t says I. Then came
anotherlaugh. By thunder! I be-
gan to get riled.

«Get nut, you petticoat scare-
crows” 1 cried.

“Can’t you get a beau without
bauling a feller out of bed ? I
won’t go home with you—I
won’t—so you may clear out!”
Then throwing a boot at the
door, 1 felt better. But, presently,
oh! mortal battons. 1 heard a
still, small voice, very much like
sister Lib’s, and it said: ‘“Jack,
you'll have to get up, for all the
irls’ things are in there!”

Oh, Lord, what a pickle? think
of me in bed; all covered with
shawls, muffs, bonnets and cloaks,
and twenty girls outside waiting
to get in! 1f 1 had stopped to
think, I would have fainted on the
spot. As it was, I rolled out
among the bonnet wire and rib-
bons in & hurry.

Smash! went the millinery in
every direction. I had to dress
in the dark—for there wasacrack |
in the door, and the girls will peep
and the way I fummbled about,
was death on straw hats. The
critical moment came. [ opened
the door, and found ihyself right
among the Womnien: _

“Ob my leghorn!” ecries oue;
“my dear darling winter velvet,”
cries another, and they pitched in
—they pulled me this way and
that, boxed my ears, and one
bright eyed little piece—Sal—was
her name—put her arms right
around my neck, and kissed meo
right on my lips. Human nature
couldn’t stand that, and 1 gave
her as good as she sent. It was
powerfully good.

I believe I could have kissed
that gal from Julius Cesar until
the fourth of July. “Jack,” says
she, “we are sorry to distarb you,
won't you see me home?”

«Yes,” said I, ¢I will.”

I1did do it. and had another
smack at the gate, too. _

After that, we took a turtle-
doving after each other, and both
of us ¥ighed like a barrel of new
cider when we were away from
each other.
~ “Twas at the close of a glorious
summer day—the sun was getting
behind a distan$ hog pen, the
chickens were going to roost, the

evening songs, the polly-wogs in
their native mud puddles were
preparing themselves for the
shades of night—Sal and myself
sat upon an antique back-log, lis-
tening to the music of nature such
as tree-toads, roosters, grunting
pigs and now and then the mellow
masic of a distant jack was wafted
to our ears by the gentle zephyrs
that sighed among ‘the mullen
stalks, and came heavy laden with
the delicious oder of hen-roost and
pig-styes. The last lingeriog rays
of the setting sun, glancing from
the brass buttons of a solitary
horseman shone throigh a kunot-
hole in the hog pen, full in Sal's
face, dying her hair in an orange
| pale hue, and showing off my

tage—one of my arms was around
Sal’s waist, my bhand resting on
the small of her back—she was
toying with my auburn locks of
jet black hue; she was almost gone
and I was ditto. She looked like
a grass hopper dying with the hic-
cups, and I felt like a mud tartle
choked with a cod fish ball.

“Sal,” says I, in a voice as mu-
sical as the notes of a dying swan,
twill you have me?”

She turned her eyes heaven-
ward, clasped me by the hand, bad
an attack of the heaves and blind
staggers, and with a sigh that
drew her shoe strings to her pal-
late, said, “Yes!”

Shagaveciear cut thenandsquat-
ted in my lap. Cork-screwed, and
I kerflumexed. I hugged her till
I broke my suspenders.

Well to make a long story short,
she set the day. and we practiced
every night for four weeks how
we would walk into the room to
be married, till we gotso we could
walk as gracefully as a couple of
Muscovy ducks.

The night, the company and the
minister came, the signal was
given, and arm in arm we marched
throuch the crowded hall. We
were just entering the parlor door
when down I went kerslap on the
oil cloth, pulling Sal after me.
Some cussed fellow had dropped a
banana skin on the floor, and it
floored me. It split an awful hole
in my cassimers right under my
dress coat tail.

It was too late to back out; so
clasping my hand over it, we
marched in and were spliced, and
taking a seat I waited the kissing
of the bride operation. My grooms-
man was a little tight, and he
kissed her until I jumped up to
take a slice, when oh, horror! a
little six year old imp had crawled
behind me and was pulling my
shirt through the hole in my
pants, had pinned it to a chair,
and in jumping up, I displayed to
the admiring gaze of the aston-
ished multitude, a trifling more
white muslin than was pleasant.

The wonlen gigled, the men
roared, and I got mad, but was
only put to bed, and there all my
troubles ended.

-y ——————

Woman.—Is it not strange, after
all the Biblesays of woman and
women, ladies should be prefered
by any of hersex. “She shall be
called women,” is the first inti-
mation we have of her name, We
read of the gentle, loving Ruth,
the queenly Esther, and Elizabeth,
the mother of John, all as women,
and she, who was the most exalted
of all, Mary the mother of Jesus.
If lady had been a superior titlo,
or somthing equivalent to it, it
surely would have becn conferred
apon her. True, sbe was poor,
the wife of a carpeuter, her babe
was born in a manger, yet the
angels rejoiced, and the morning
stars together, as she ( a woman)
held the child in her arms. Who
bathed the Saviour's feet with her
tears, and followed him to the
cross and tomb, and received the
first blessings of the risen lord?
Woman—ever kind and compas-
gionate, the very name seems to
breathe of love and adoration. In
all ages, noble heroic women were
the mothers of true, brave men.
Our gradmothers were all wo-
men they loved their husbands
taught their children, and made
home bappy; their sons grew up
and cal!ggy them Dblessed. Tng
words women, mother, home and
friends form the golden links that
keep society together; there seems
a comfort in each word, but the
word lady brings to our mind’s
eyes sickly children, little graves,
a disorderly house and a bankrupt
husband. It is this love of show
that is runniug the American
people ; we want women, good and
true, to preside over the homes of
their husbands and children, to
fill the placesthat God intended
them to fill, direoting the minds
of sons and daunghters to fature
usefulness for themselves gnd

| bull frogs wers ‘communing their

their fellow-greatures.

thread bare cost to a bad advan-|

A Contretemps at a Ball.

| At one of the firemen’s recent
'balls a little incident occurred,
which, while it reveals the treach-
ery of the sterner sex, suffi:iently
attests the cuuning of those dear
delightful descendants of Adam’s
help meet. A gentleman, some-
what noted for his partiality to
the sex, had made many excuses

being able to attend to her festiv-
ities. He regretted so much that
business would detain him at his
office, and if she would only fore-
go the pleasare this time, he would
make ample amends in the fature
There was a quiet look of incred-
uilty on the little matron’s face as
she accepted his protestations,
which argned no very implicit
faith in her lord’s declaration.—
Nevertkcless he thought it was
all fixed, and he hurried away.—
The wife immediately donned her
mask, and, accompanied by a par-
ty ot friends, proceeded to the
ball. It was not a great while
before she perceived in the throng
her truant liege. Securely masked,
she quietly watched his move-
ments. Verysoon,oneof herfriends
approzched him, and begged the
privilege of introducing him to a
most fascinating lady, and the un-
suspecting lady-killer was duly
Rresented to his own better halt.

Never dreaming that he wasprac-
ticing his greatest persnasiveness
upon one whom he had an un-
doubted right to please, he exerted
all his fascinations.

‘Ob, sir, you quite put me out
with your flattery! I suspectyou
are a married man,’ said the lady-

‘No, indeed ; but I confess a wil*
lingness to get married since I
had the pleasure of seeing you,’
was the galiant repiy.

‘Indeed ! but you baven't seen
my face yet!’

‘No, but I know it is beautiful.
‘The exquisite grace that accom-
panies everything you do and say
tells me as much.’

‘Indeed !’

‘T think 8o ; but you will no lon-
ger deny me that gratification;
for I assure you, lady, I am deep-
ly in love.

‘Indeed !’

‘It is true. Until I met yon
to-night women have looked to me
homely and commonplace.’

“Oh, you are jesting!

‘Indeed, 1 am not.’

‘And you never loved any one
before ¥’

‘Never” Your sex to me ap-
peared always deceitful, and my
heart refused them all sympathy,
but for you I feel a passionate at-
traction I have no power or incli-.
nation to resist.’

‘Can this be true ?'

‘It is, indeed !”

‘And you wish to see my face?’

‘T am mad with impatience,
since it.will be the only face my
heart will ever mirror. It has
upon it now no rival impression.’

‘You are so persuasive I can no
longer deny you the privilege—
look I" and the mask was removed.

*The devil!’ said the discomfit-
ed benedict, indnlging in a pro-
longed whistle.

‘Ob, no, my dear, only the face
that has no rival impression on
your heart!”

“Say, Mary, let's call it square,
and go home.’

‘I think we'd better,” and they
went. But it is a noticealtle fact
that since then our friend bas
talked but little of his triumphs
with the sex.

—— e —

LaBor.—No great man can be
an idler. The world is teeming
with work for usall, and no one
can do that which God has’given
another to do. We seck amuse-
ments to pass away the time, when
every hour is crowded with human
destinies, and we have not one
moment to waste. The seconds
of time are the woofofeternity—a
moment mis-spent and there isa
flaw in the web.

We must work. No#f all be
reapers, notall gleaners; butallmay
do something. Day after day
humanity is stretching out her
hands for help, poor erring souls
going down to ruin, because men
and women love seif more thao
God. You who lounge on luxu-
rious couches, who boast of your
lily-hands, tell me what those
hands have ever done for others?
The poorest day laborer who
walks the streets is greater than
you. Not all kings wear royal
robes orsit gn thrones; and he is
far more kingly and noble, who

his brow than he who wraps about
him his purple and fine linen, and
boasts of his millions.

and the key was lost.”

to his lovely young wite for not|

earns his broad by the sweat of | P

— ca———— 4

«I wish, Sally,” said Jonthan,
‘that you were locked in my arms, ¢
- that she was & sinner.

Have Mercy on Women.

We have probably all of us met
with circumstances in which a
word hecdlessiy spoken against
the reputation of a female bas been
magnified by malicious minds un-
til the clond has been dark
enough toovershadow herwhole ex-

ed, not necessarily from bad mo-
tives, but from thoughtlesness, to
' speak lightly of ladies, we recom-
mand these “hints as worthy of
consideration.

Never use a lady’sname in an
improper place, st an improper
tinte, or in mixed company.
Never make assertions about her
that you think untrue, or allusions
that she herself would blush to
hear. Whan you meet with men
who do not scruple to make use of
a lady’s name in a reckless and
unprincipled manner, shun them,
for they are the wvery worst
members of the community—Ilost
to every sense of honor, every
feelings of humanity.

Many a good worthy woman’s
character has been forever ruined
and heart-broken by a lie manu-
factured by some villian, and re-
peated where it should bot have
been, and in the presence of those
whose little judgement could not
deter them from circulating the
foul braggart report. A slander
is soon propagated,and thesmallest
thing derogatory to a woman’s
character will fly on the wings of
the wind, and magnify as it cir-
culates, till its moustrous weight
crushes the poor unconscious
victim. Respect the name of wo-
man, for your mother and sisters
are women and as you would have
that fair name untarnished and
their lives unembittered by the
slanderer's tongue, heed the ill
that vour own words may bring
upon the mother, the sister, or the
wife of some fellow creature.

R o
Country GIirLs.—Meta Victoria
Fuller, in a sisterly way, thus
talks to country girls:

“The farmers' daughters are
soon to be the life as well as the
pride of this country—a glorious
race of women which no other
land can show. I seek mnot to
flatter them ; for before they can
become this, they will bave to
make an earnest effort of one or
two kinds. There are some who
deprecate their condition, and
gsome who have a false pride in it,
because they demand more consid-
eration than they merit. A want
of intelligence upon all the sub-
jects of the dayand of arefined cd-
ucation 1s no more excusable in a
country than in a town-bred girl,
in these days of many books and
newspapers.

“Many girls are discouraged be-
cause they can not be sent away
from home to boarding-schools ;
but men of superior minds and
knowledge of the world, would
rather have for wives women well
and properly educated at home.
And the education can be had
whenever the desire is not want=
ing. A taste for reading does
wonders; and an earnest thirst
after knowledge is almost certain
to attain a sweet draught from
the ‘Pierian spring.’ There is a
farmer’s daughter in this very
room in which I am writing—a
beautiful, refined, and intelligent
woman—in whose girlbood books
were not so plenty as: now, and
who obtained ber fine education
under difficulties which would
have discouraged any but one
who had a true love for study.”

[Ohio Cultivator.
>+ =

DeriniTioN OF BisLE TERMS.—A
days's journey was thirty-three
and one-fifth miles.

A Sabbath day’s journey was
about an English mile.

Ezekiel's reed was eleven feet

A cubit is twenty-two inches
nearly.

A band’s breadth is equal to
three and five-eighth inches.

A finger's breath is equal to one
inch.

A shekel of silver was about fifty
cents.

A shekel of Gold was $8.09.

A talent of silver was $538.32.

A talent of gold was $13,509.

A ﬂiece of silver, or a denny,
was thirteen cents.

A farthing was three cents.

A gerah was one cent.

A mite was one cent.

An epha, or bath, contains seven
gallons and five pints.

A bin was one gallon and two
ints. '

A firkin was seven pints.

Ano omer was 8ix pints.

A cab was three pints.

- -. i -_“.-= .

It took an Iowa lady .one haun-

istence. To those whoareaccus*om- |

An Overworked Journalist.
TrE CAUSE oF THE DtaTH OF THE
Hox~. HENrY J. RaynoOND.

A New York letter says:

The etory of the sudden death
of Mr. Raymond, of the Times, is
but a repetition of that told of the
quick erding of the lives of many
men, and not a few of note, in
this great city, during the past
few months. “Apparently in per-
fect health, he' dropped dead.”—
Study the New York papers from
day to day, and you will remark
the alarming frequency of this
sentence in their local columns.
Why is it that sudden deaths oec-
car so often here? Isit because
life is so terribly earnest in New
York? Perhaps so. Men who
are “in the harness” here never
rest. Men who keep even pace
with the world of New York
are forever working. Men like
Mr. Raymond who lead New
York, journalists, who direct pub-
lic opinion here, man the helm
and keep a perpetual lookout for
breakers ahead, never take the
harness off. Their brains are
ever active. They are forever
driving ; forever overtaxing their
energies.

As I stated in my dispatch, no
one of Mr. Raymo{;d‘s I;ssociates
for a moment dreamed that he
would die as he did; and when
the news of his death came they
could not reconcile themselves to
it or understand it at all. But
now an explanation is given.—
Last winter when in Washington
on & brief visit, just before the in-
auguration, I believe, he met with
a severe fall which injured him
about the head and shoulders so
much that he was obliged to keep
bis bed for several days. The
physicians now say that in this
fall the sensitive veins connecting’
with his brain were hurt much
more seriously than was thought
at the time. And their theory of
bis death is this: That through
the constant working of his brain
since then these injured veins had
gradually become more and more
delicate, thinner and thinner, un-
til the quick rush of blood to his
head, when he leaned over to fix
the lower bolt on the door of his
house on that Thursday night,
burst them, and caused hissudden
death.
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CHEAP RATLROAD TRAVELING. =+
H. T. Peake., Esq., the General
Superintendent of the South Caro-
lina Railroad, is now issuing “Green
Line” certificates which entitle
the bearer to travel at half fare,
or.ce each week, over the following
named railroads: Louisville and
Nashville, Memphis aud Louisville,
Nashville and North-westérn,
Nashville and Chattanooga, Wes-
tern and Atlantic, Selma, Romé
and Dalton, Macon and Western;
Atlanta and West point, Montge-
mery and West Point Georgia aud
South Carolina Railroads.

This is done under an agree.
ment entered into at the “Green
Line” Convention, held at Atlanta
in March !ast, and the “half fare”
privilege is extended to all persons
traveling “for the purpose of
soliciting business” The cost of
traveling is in this way reduced
one-balt. Weare glad to see this
new movement. Itis anindication
that our railroads are bent om
giving all the help they can to
our people, who must do their
part by wciking actively to ex-
tend their trade and make known
the business advantages they are
prepared to offer—[ Charlesion
News. -
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The foliowing is a specimen.of
printer’s technical terms—it don’t
mean Lowever, as much as it
would seem to the unioitiated :

“Willian, put General Wasning-
ton on the g:lley, and then finish
the murder of that young girl you
commenced yesterday. Setup the
ruins ot Herculaneum, and dis-
tribute the small pox; you need
not finish that runaway match,
but have the high water in the
paper this week. Put anew head
to General Grant, and lock up Jeff
Davis; slide that old dead matter
into hell; and let that pie alone
nntil after dinner. You can put
the Ladies’ Fair to press, and then,
go to the devil and put him to,
work on Deacon Fogy’s article on,
Eternal Punishment,.
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“Boston has a paper called Good
Health.” Boston never had good
health except “on paper.”
—e>e A
“Jennie June boasts that she
was born a woman.” What does

dred and one years to discover,

| she know about it? She wasn’t
L there.. :



