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A SPRING DAY.

She was so fair, with ber golden hair
And her beautiful eyes of biue,

_ ¥hat wonder tkat 1, in passing by,

- Tarried awhile to woo! -

~ Oh, bright the day of that spring-time
m.

And merty and young were we

Acd the wor.  she said, ers an hour had
spad,

Seemed full of nth to be.

= Qh, nobody heard, save a wandering bird,
The words that I dared to spezk,

4As I woiched the blush, the erimson flush,

- That stained her soft fair cheek.

None other ear save hers conld bear
The question I whispered there,

While a sparkle grew in the eyes so bloe
Of that maiden sweet and fuir.

# % hat answer hastthou? Ob,’give it now,”
. Ijoyfally urged at last.
She penciled & line: “For snswer of mine,
Read this when the day is past.”

Ob,maids may be fair, with their golden
bair;
But those wao for love may thirst,
Ba eareful, I say, in the spring-time gay,
Lest it chanee to be—*"April 1st.”
~Mery D. Brioe.
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- THUNDERBOLT'S VICTORY.

. There are still afow townsin
Massachusetis where the railway
train is pever seen and where
there is no telegraph. An un.
painted farmbouse, big and square
with long barns and sheds in the

‘year, stood in sueb a town. It
was a day in September, as bot and
sultry as if it were midsummer.
A doctor's sulky had just driven
up to the gate and the borse stond
hitebed at the post. Io the yard,
lying osoder oane of the elms, was
s boy of about thirteen. He was
tbin and pale; bot there wasa

. bright, resolate look in bis oyes
that sttracted one. Fred. Apple
ton had been in Warnbam fora
couple of montbs. He bad beeo
sent out by his uncle, that he
might bave the benefit of country
air, after s long and prostrating
fever. The lad's eyes were fixed
on the open door which led into
the hall. Everytbing in the house
wae ominously still. Out of doors
the chickens were ‘craking’ about
the yard snd making sudden rups
at insects.

Now a low groan from the room
at the left of the front door made
Fred start aod grow pale. His
bands shut themselves hard with
2o involuntary motion. Not ano-
ther sound was heard for nearly
balf an bour, and theo sieps 2p-
proached from within the house
and the doctor came out on the
piazza. He was followed closely
by s middle-aged woman. Nei-
gher of thbem appeared Lo notice
Fred., and both stopped at the

te.

‘Doctor, how is it ?" asked Mrs,
Morris, in & voice that was ot
steady.

‘Bad | very bad! it's 2 case
where I cannot spesk with bope.
it was ao awfol fall from tbat
scaftold. Take care of her asl
have said. IUs all that can be
dope. Iuis heartbreaking to hear
her call for ber father.

The doctor was evidently ina
barry. He jumped into bis car-
riage and rode away, leaving Mrs.
Morris standiag there. The wo-
man looked after bhim & moment
with unseeing eyes, thep she
wrang ber hands violently, while
she exclaimed in & low voice:
‘If Charles bad not gone! If be
coald only be detained !’

Fred. Appleton rose, came quiet-
Iy forward, snd touched the wo-
msn's arm. ‘Is Clara going to
die?" he asked,

Mrs. Morris immediately made
an effort to control herself, 2nd
said :

s am afraid so. It wass bad
fall. Ob!itis very bard?’

sYou just spoke about ber fa-
ther. Cannot word be got to him
before he goes on board the steam-
er? the boy asked.

Mis. Morris trembled. The girl
lying in the bouse was ber niece
~and about the same age as Fred.
She was the only child of her
brother, Charles Roth, and dear
as her own daughter to ber. The
father bad gove. He was oo bis
way to 3Boston, to embark on
posrd 3 Cunard slepmer for Eu.

rope. He bad remained in Waro-
baw ontil the last moment, and
bad just time to reach the city, if
no:ibing delayed him.

‘It can’t be dope " Mrs. Morris
answered. ‘It can't be done! The
telegraph station is ten miles
away. Before any one could go
there Charles will have left, and
once oa the water nothing cun
reach bim. God help us! The
first news be hears the other side
the Atiantic will break his beart !’

Fred stood an instant, with his
bright glance fixed on bis com-
panion’s face.

‘Isn't there time
Nortbport?' he asked,

‘There’s not 4 horse in the town
could do it,” was tha repiy.

Fred's eyes lightened. ‘Thun-
derbolt could,’ be said, quickly,
‘and, Mrs. Morris, I will ride him.
Clara’s father shall know.

to reach

The boy started away, but he

wes followed and his arm canght,
as Mrs. Morris eried;

‘He will throw you! You know
you are afraid of him! You
roust oot do it! And you couldn’t
reach there. .

“There’s a chance of my doing
it, isn’t there ?’ he turned to ask.

‘Just & chance.'

‘And no time to lose |’ cried Fred,
as be bounded toward the barn.

It was true that Fred was afraid
of ‘Thunderbelt, for the colt had
kicked bim when he had first
come to the farm, and Fred bad
patgrally felt a little timid sfter-
ward, for kiz health bad not been
robust enough to enable him to
overcome fear as he otherwise
would bave done.

When the boy entered the harn,
a shrill wbinny greeted bim, and
a loog, black head, with big, wild-
looking eyes, was turoed toward
him from one of the stalls. Fred,
as bhe hed said, bad no lime to
lose. He could not siop to think
whether he wished to goin the
stail or not. e stepped in quick-
ly, with the bridle on his arm,
and iz Lwo minotes more the sad-
dle on the borse's back, and
tbe boy had Hang him on zlso
and gatbered ap the reivs. He
knew bow fierce of temper the
goung borse was, and he koew
that it might tzke the notion to
stop and kick aod throw bhimself
about, so that he might unseat his
rider, and he kpew =also tbat
“T'hunderbolt,’ if be chose, might
cover ten miles in so short & time
that he might hope to reach
Nortbpert io season.

Mrs. Morris, sitting by the in.
sensible girl heard the rash of the
horse’s fuet, as they went out
of the yard, and an inaudible
prayer wag in her heart. She
glanced at the clock which was
ticking oo the mantel, and she
told berssif the thing the boy was
trying to do was impoasihle.
There was not & braver boy for
mary s mile than Fred Appleton,
and be had made up bis mind that
it should take a very powerful
effort to get him off of ‘Thander-
bolt's’ back. Had be been more
robust in health he might bave en-
joyed this furious start. As it
was, after g few moments, when
the colt had settled down joto its
tremendous stride, Fred grew ac-
customed to thus cleaving the sal-
try air, and sst more secarely,
while be felt tbhat savage exulta-
tion which comes to one who sits
on an animal who seems to have
power to anoibilate space.

Fred flang ap his haed and ut
tered a shrill whoop. He was
mooarch of a force as good as any
in the *‘Arabian Nights." He would
not exchange his seat oo ‘Thun-
derbolt’ for any magical gift in
that book. At the sound of his
cry the colt larched forward still
fuster and snorted, as if the heavy,
fragrant atmospbere were some-
thing which made bim drunk.

The boy told bimself that he mast
reach Bucket village by a certaio
time and Bucket village was half-
way to Northport. It was a place
where the whole business was the
making of wooden pails of differ-
ent kinds. Now, just before he
came to a sbarp turn in the rosd,
there emerged from round the
corper the first of three tall, long
wagons, piled high with wooden
puils. Fred, waraced by tbe prick-
iny up of his horse’s ears, gathered

waus

'jumped down from his seat and |
| Was running up. |

the lines more firmly in his bands | “Telegraph!' be gasped out to

snd made himself as strong on his |

sest as possible; and all his pre |
NeCessary, for ;

cauutions  were
‘Thunderboly’ leaped to one side as
he shot by the wagons. The boy |
swayed fearfully; but be stuck,
snd then the colt rese high in the |
wir, his front feet pawing out, bis|
whole figure the picture of terrible
beauty. Fred bad reached that
pitch where it was impossible for
him to fear anything ; he was too
thoroughly filled with excitement;
bat he was afraid that ‘Thunder-
bolt’ weald now ‘cut up some of
hie antics,’ and thus delay arrival
in Northport. He pulled sharply
at the lines and pounded bis
heels into the horse’s sides, call-
ing out authoritatively to him.

The man on the last wagon had |

‘Don't tosch him!' <ried out
Fred, who was anxzious above all
things not to be detained, and
whose blood was by this time
boiling, and who felt gs if be could
be & match for a buadred ‘Thun-

derbolts.
The man feil back from before
the pawing teet, looking ip

amazement at the fiery-eyed boy
who sat upon the borse. On the
second toue of sharp command, as
if in sarprise, dropped his feot and
darted away, leaving the man
staring.

‘Good gracious !’ he exclaimed,
as he walked back to his wagon.
‘Was that ‘ere a real borse’n’ boy,
or a appearance ? I hope ’taint a
forewgroic’ of pothin’!’

When Fred passed through the
next village tbe clock was strik-
ing the hour, and the sonnd sent
a thrill of appreheusion through
him, for it was ten minutcs later
than the time at which bhe bad
caicalated to be in that place. He
had come fast enough; it was
not that. Jt must be that the
clock at the farmhouse bad been
slow, and what a fatal slowness
that might be. Fred tLought of
Clara ; of her father stepping on
board the boat never to see her
again; and then came a remem-
brance of & cart path which went
scross § piece of woodland and
came out on the main road almost
a miie nearer Northport thap jt
way by the traveled way. Tbe
path mast be close by here. He
was sure be bad rot passed it aod
there it was. Withount hesitation,
he turned bis borse’s beud in that
direction and rode on bepeath the
low-drooping trees. More thao
bsif way throngh he saw abead of
him a fallen tree, lying directly
across the way. Can youimagine
the pavg that wont through the
boy's beart, as he saw that? No
time to go back, and on each side
thickly-growing wood, filled with
a beavy growth of brier and un-
derbrush. Again he thought of
the girl lying st bome there and
moaniog sod calling for ber fa-
ther, and he resolved to try. He
no more remembered himself than
if he could not be hart.

‘Go ov, Thunder !" he shoated.

The colt was not half-broken in
any way. He knew nothing of
leaping; but be saw that thero
was an obstacle before him and
his instinct was to jump over it.
He flew on ; he gathered his four
legs under him, be rose in the air
like some winged thing, and went
over the tree and landed ob the
other side without having touch-
ed a twig of it. As for Fred, was
there any breath left him? He
thought that it did not come back
for several minutes after the
horse had landed; but he was
conscious of a swelling sense of
magnificent triumph. The colt
was as wet a8 if be bad beenin
the water; the perspiration drop-
ped off him 3s be went and bLis
blazing eyes protruded and seera.
ed to emil sparks.

Three minutes later, the horse
and rider bad entered the out-
skirts of Northport. ‘Thunder-
bolt’ was ruoping now. Every-
body stood and gazed. It was as
if some demon wuorse Lad gone by.
Did he bave wings, or wasita
mortal steed? In Lwo minates

more they bad reached the depot. i

Fred was off his back almost be-
fore the animal bad stopped, and

had dashed into Lhe station.

the clerk, who instantly put bhim-
gelf in readiness, seeing how ur
gent was the case. ‘Telegraph to
Charles Roth, Wobarf of Cunard
Steamers, East Boston. Clara is
ill. Come back. Have yougotit?

The clerk nodded.

‘Make it go, then. I'll wait,’
whispered the boy, and he gave
his pame, and then sank back

lhelpless and trembling oo a set-

tee. The reaction bad come.
Somsthing gurgled up to his lips.
He fumbied for bis handkerchief.
He heard some one say: ‘Mercy!
What's the matter with the boy !’
And then he had bis handkerchief
to his mouth and saw that the
linen was stained with blood.

He dimly knew that two or
three persons burried to him. He
smelled hartshorn and tasted of
brandy, but he was not conscious
of hinking of anything but
‘Would Mr. Roth get it ?

Some questions were asked him,
but he did not try to reply.

Qutside, balf a dozen men were
clustered about the dripping and
panting horse.

How much time passed Fred
did not kvow. He was laid on a
lounge and he was willing to lie
very quietly. No more blood
came, aud he dropped into a kind
of dose. He started up instantly,
however, when he heard a voice
saying: ‘Here's your answer.'

He ook the paper and read :

‘Am coming. C. Rore.

‘Now, I'll go,’ said the boy,
getting on his feet. ‘Where's
Thunderbolt ?’

‘You ure not going on the horse,’
said a man, speasking with au-
tbority. ‘L'l take you in my bug-

gy-

1t was tho doctor who had oeon

summoned and who carefully
questioned Fred as they rode
bomeward, the colt baving been
put in a stable until be sbhould be
ealled for,
..Coctrary to the doctor's feurs,
Fred wus not ill, although he bad
to be very quiet fur a week or
two. When he reached the bouse
and was allowed to tell Clara bim-
self that ber father had not sailed
and that be was coming to her,
he thought the look on her face
paid bim for his journey. When,
next day, he saw the girl lying in
ber father's arms, he was more
thaao ever glad.

‘1 should pever have forgiven
myself if [ bhad sailed,’ said Mr.
Roth to the boy. 'l owe you
more than I can tell. 71he doe-
tor says Clara's joy at my retarn
has given him a hope thai her
system may rally from the in-
Jury)

The gentleman was bholding
Fred's bands in both hisown, as
he spoke, auvd his eyes were glis
tening.

«“Thunderbolt won,’ said Fred,
gayly. ‘Now I think of it, it
really seems as if I did not ride a
horse, but some sort of imp in the
shape of one. Nothing else could
have made such time, though.’

When next Fred went near the
colt, it was evident that the ani-
mal was glad to see bim, and soon
the whole household learned that
‘Thunderbelt’ would obey Fréd
better than any one else, and the
boy began to have an affection
for the beautiful beast which had
carried him so well.

A few weeks later Mr. Roth
came upon Fred, as he was sitling
in the barn, looking over some
fishing-tackle.

‘What do you think I have just
done ?' said the gentieman.

Fred looked up.

‘How can I guess? he an-
swered.

‘I bave bought ‘Tbunderbolt’ of
Mr. Morris.’ 3

Fred’s face fell.

“You will take him saway, I
suppose 7 he said, in s low voice.

‘No, I bave bought him for a
dear friend of mive.’

Something in Mr. Roth’s tone
made Fred's cheeks flush; but be
said nothing, and Mr. Roth went
on:

‘Will you take him, Fred? 1
bought him for you.'

Fred’s eyes danced. He sprang
to his fes ‘I'd rather bave him
than ao §& in tho world!' be
¢ried excitedly. Then he went

on, with besitation : ‘But, isn't he
a very expensive present? Per-
baps I ought not—'

‘Let me be the judge of tha:’
interrapted Mr. Roth! ‘All you
bave to do is to take the horse
aod be careful of yourself and
him.’

Fred sprang to the side of the
colt and threw his arms around
the shining neck,

‘We pever’ll be parted in the
world " he cried cagerly.

And ‘Thanderbolt’s’ bright eyes
looked as if their owner knew
what his young master said,

%imﬂamm.

A DAY’S FISHING IN FLOR-
IDA.

I should here say, writes a cor-
respondgnt of the Buffalo Courier,
that we were to fish especially for
speckled perch, which only bite
from the 1st of February until
the last of March. For this pur-
pose I bad a six-strand linen line
and such & hook as the Chautau-
qua sportsman uses for bass. In
other words I had a bass-fishing
outfit, mious a reel. Live min-
nows would be the proper bait,
but these Dot being attainable we
had to spbstitute cut bait, taking
a piece of dead fish about the size
and length of the litile finger,
thrusting the hook tbrough its
iarger end and imparting to it
the movement of a live minnow
as nearly as possible by a gentle
twitching of the line. This is
the bait universally used and
would succeed but poorly where
fish were not plentiful sand hun-
gry. Allowing the canoe to drift
goutly into the edge of the rusbes
or water sedge—Lhere are not real
rushes here—I made a cast, using
a cork to regulate the depth of
line, and we both worked for fully
twenty minutes without any inci-
pation of g bite. Finally, just as
I was about to draw io und move
oo, ] bad a strike, and my cork
went out of sight, tighteniog the
line before I bad time to square my-
gelf for work. Pulling tant, away
went the guawme, fairly making
the line whiz as it cut the water
and uvearly bending my pole
double as he surged down upoun it.
I at ooce knew that it was not a
perch, as they mever weigh more
than two pounds, and although
they bite very prettily, give up
at the first pull acd may be
swung out of the water as easily
as our sunfish. In fact they are
of the same family and give about
the same sport only they are
larger. Meantime my game was
fairly making the water boil, and
threatened to break my pole,
which 1 finally had to shoot
through my bands into the water
bebind me and haunl in the line by
band, thereby succeeding in land-
ing my game, which proved to be
a four pound blue catfish. By the
time I bad released my hook my
companion bad brought in a half-
pound perch, and then the sport
began. My companion’s hook bhad
been in the water about five min-
ates when he felt a tremendous
sarge which swaung his end of the
boat cut toward deep water and
threatened to break Iis line.
From tbe commotion in the wa-
ter we concladed that he must
have hooked asmall alligator, as
the game did not act like a fish.
Before he bad succeeded in
bringing it toc the surface, my
own peglected pole started over-
board with a rush, and I barely
succeeded in grasping it in time.
Then followed five minutes of as
beantiful play as I ever bad with
a fish and which gave me my
hands full and resulted in bring-
ing on board a bill-nosed gar
weighing eéight pounds. This
fish bas a bill like a dack’s but
much longer which is provided
with two rows of teeth as sharp
as peedles. It is not suitable for
food, but it had furnished its full
quota of sport. After killing my
viciously disposed gar, I found
my companion still wrestling
with his catch, which however he
had brought to tbe surface and
proved to be a soft-shell tartle, or
what he termed a ‘cootler,’ weigh-
ing about twenty-five pounds.
They are similar to the sea

tartle and are cousidered a great
delicacy. ** * At the close of
our day’s sport we had one bun-
dred and three perch that would
average more than a pound each
in weight, there being scarcely
auy variation in their size ; eleven
catfish weighing from two to five
pounds; one gar weighing eight
pounds; 3 mudfish weighing six
pounds, and & ‘cooter’ weighing
twenty five pounds, which was by
far the largest catch with hook
and line that 1 ever saw two men

show for a day’s sport.
- -0

HOFFENSTEIN’S PANTS.

Hoffenstein was busily engaged
scolding Herman for not polish-
ing a lot of brass jewelry there
was in the show-case, when a
stoup-shouldered countryman en-
tered the store and inquired :
‘Have you got any good jeaas |
pants here?’

*Certainly, my frent,’ replied
Hoffenstein, ‘ve makes aspecialty
of goods in dot ling, und ve defy
competition. If ve sell anyding
und you don’t like it, you gets
your mooney back or someding
else in exchange, you know. Vas
you a farmer ?'

“Yes, gir ; I live on Red river.’

‘Vell, deo, you need a bair uv
bgots like dese,’ said HoRBenstein,
pulling out a sky blue pair from 2
pile of clothing on the cousnter.
‘Dey vas de genervine doe skin,
und vill last de whole year oud,
you know.

The countryman took the pants
to the light, examining the tex-
ture of the cloth, and then shak-
ing his bead knowingly, said ;

‘Tbere's too much cotton
them ; they will shrink.’

‘Of course, my frent, dey vill
shrink but vait uod [ dells you
someding. If a man vat ownsa
pank or keeps a store comes here,
I doo’t sell him dem kind of pants.
Yy? Becaose dey vas made ex-
bressly for de farmiog bisiness.
Dey was de dermometer pants,
und a blessing to every farmer vat
vears a bair uf dem. Do you
know, my frent, dose pants vill
dell you exactly vat de vedder vill
be? Ven it was going to be vet
and cold dose pants vill begin to
shrink up, und ven it vas going io
be dry and warm dey comes right
down you know. Dree years
ago I sells & bair uvdem to a
man vat vas name Vilkins, und
efer since den he makes good
crops ven de oder people don't
make noding, because he alvays.
koowe by his dermometer pants
vat de vedder vill be. Afder
avile de people in de neighbor-
hood finds oud de segret uv Vil-
kin's soccess, und at de begin-
nin uv de planting season, you
koow, dey comes fordirty miles
around, und if dey see Vilkin's
pants crawling up his legs dey
holds off und vaits for a change,
but if his pants vas down dey
goes right back home and puts iu
de crop. Dink uf it my frent.
Wid de dermometer pants you can
dell exactly ven to put in cappage
seed, und plant corn dwice as pet-
ter as mit saoy almapac, be-
sides ven de vedder gets so cold
ond vet dot de pants goes up un-
der your arms, you can sew but-
tons on de front und vear dem as
a vest.’

Wher Hoffenstein finished his
yarn concerning the paots, the
countryman smiled aod turning
sbruptly on his heel, left the
store.

‘Did you see de vay dot man
scted, Herman 7 said Hoffenstein,
angrily.

‘Yes, sir, replied his clerk.

Vell it shust shows dot de
more you try to help some peopl>
slong, de more you don’t get any
tanks for it.’—Joe C. Aby.
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Training the bhand and the eye
to do work well leads individuals
to form correct havits in other re-
spects.

in

> >
Great men uodertake great
things because Lhey are great,
and fools because they think them
easy.

-
Do not lose courage by consid
ering your owan imperfections, but
instantly set about remedying

CURIOUS NOTICES.
A bridge at Deuver, Colorado.
boasts of a notice which might almost
claim the dignity of being ravked as a
mathematical proposition. It is to
the effect that ‘No vehicle drawn by
wore thao one animsl is allowed to
cross this bridge in opposite directions
at the same time.’ Au equally slip-
shod specimen of the Queen’s Eoglish
may still be found exhibited as
2 ‘public notice’ by the Southeastern
Railway cowpany at the Cacnon
street terminus : ‘Tickets once nipped
and defaced at the barriers, and the
passengers admitted to the platform
will be delivered to the company in
the evert of the holders aubse—
quently retiring from the plétform,
without traveliog, and canoot be
recognized for re-admission.’
Seventy years ago the Universal
Magazine recorded ths fact that the
notice ‘reding and wrighting taut
hear, appeared over the door of 2
school in the neighborhood of Hox-
too ; and & few years since the Leeds
Ezxpress coctained evidenee that the
schoolmaster was still abroad. Ac-
cording to that newspaper two ‘curious
documents were to be seen in two
different windows in the neighbor-
hood of Huoslet. The first, in 2
wretched seribble, is as follows: ‘A
Da Skool kept hat—plaise, terms 2
and 3 pens per week for reeding and
kpitting and righting and sowing.’
The other, in the window uf 2 slioe-
maker, is similar to one we have seen
ia a shop—window- in Drury Lane:

A man lives here which don’t refuse

To mend old boots, likewise old shoes;

My leather is good, my price is jast,
Bat times are bad—T eannot trast.

The npative Jandlord of the botel at
Lahore, in which the following notice
to the guests is posted up, is apparent—
ly determined tc charge for every
possible item of ezpenditure, and to
allow no fuss about the payment of
what he anticipates his customers
will look upon as overcharges : ‘Gen-
tlemen who come in hotel notsay
anything about their meals they will
be charged for; and if they should
say beforehand that they are going
out to breakfast or dinoer ete., and if
they say that they not have apything
to eat they will be charged, and if
oot so they will be charged, or unless
they bring it to the notice of the
meuager ; aod should they want
to say aoything they must order
the mapager for and not any
one else ; and uoless they not
bring it to the notice of the man—
ager, they will be charged for the
least things according to the hotel
rate, and no fuss will be zallowed
afterwards aboutit. Should aoy gen~
tleman take wall-lamps or candle~
light from the public rooms, wney
must pay for it without any dispute
its charges. Monthly gentlemans
will have to pay my fixed rate made
with them at the time, and should
they absent day in the month, they
will pot be allowed ta deduct any-—
thing out of it, because I take from
them less rate than my usual rate of
monthly charges.’

e

A Poor MEMORY.—Without ques—
tion the memory way be cultivated.
The habit of attention is one of the
first to be acquired ia working to-
wards this end; but there are other
helps, such as the habit of order, and
the advantage arising from proper
classification, and last, but not least,
the aid of the imagination, in making
mental pictures. The grocer and
the apothecary koows the value of
order in their business; the book-
gellers, too, with his thousands of
volumes ; see him step to the place in
his store where he knows the volume
you are asking for should be; he
merely reaches forth his hand and
takes it from the shelf. Wated the
type setter at his work; you would
think his fingers work automatically,
as they take up from the box ar—
rangement before him the exact letters
eomposing the words of his copy. Ob-
serve the fingers of the piano player;
us if endowed with entelligence or
memory, the right key goes down at
the proper time; it matters not what the
speed of the movement may demand,
there is no bhesitation. Now why
cannot we accomplish with facts, fig-
ures and ideas what the type-setter
accomplished with his type, the piao—
ist witb his keys. All that is ne-
cessary to do this is application and a

determination to succeed.
- e

Does a man break into hnmer

them.

whéo he cracka a joke?

Newparer Postage.—Uncle Tim-
othy Howe, Postaaster-General, pro-
poses to take the postage off of news-
papers 2nd magazines, and to carry
them all free in the mails, Under
the present law newspapers are carried
free in the counties io which they are
printed ; and Mr. Howe's ideaisto
extend this system tc the entire peri-
odical press. :
Now, this woeld be a convenient
arrangement for us, sioce it would
save to The Sun from 815,000 to
820,000 a year, which we now have
to pay om account of postage; baut we
cannot see the justice of it. The
Post Office Deépartment has never yet -
paid its ruoning expenses. Thereis -
always a3 deficit, which has tc be
wade up from money which the peo-
ple bavs provided for other uses. It
all comes upon the taxpayers at Jast;
and if all newspapers and periodicals
should be carried free, somebody
would bave to pay for it. Toillus-
trate the point, we do not think it =
would be right to charge our $20,000a -
year of postage to the general ex- .
penses of the whole country. The
present system of carrying newspa-
pers gratis in the counties where
they are printed has never seemed te
us a fair one. We do nof think it
would be just to extend it and to m-
crease the levy upon the taxpayers
which its extension would render
necessary. We dare say Mr. Howe's
proposition may be very well thought
of in some quarters; but we are un-
able to give it our approbation.—New
York Sun. %
o I B .
Tae Do WirHOUT A" TAIL.—
Ooce a man bhad a dog which
dident have no tail, the dog
dident cos it was cut off when it
was little, but Franky, that’s the
baby, be is litile, t0o, yes, indeed,
like pupies. So the mans dog’
grode 'up without no teil for to
waggle, but one night somo notty
boys they got a piece of old rope
out of & ship yard, and fastened
the rope on to the end of the dogs
back with the pitch like it grode
there. Then that dog was prowd
like be was a new dog on an old-
tail, and he went swellin round
mung the other dogs, trying to
waggle it till he most broke his-
back. But he couldnt lift it of
the ground, aud after awhile it
was drug cross a cigar which a
feler had threw away, and it got
a lite, the tail did, and hada
smoke ite own self. Then the dog
it lied down like it was going to -
sleep, and said to the otherdogs:
‘There wasent never any pup
which cude be so cool and caliom
like me while his tail is a bouse -
afire. I ot to be bhired outto
teech fortitade to Christian mazs
ters. Just wake me up when it
ol burnt of, cos I have got a ims -
portant engagement.’
Bat when it was ol of, and the
fire was got bold of the cake of
pitch onto the end of his back, he
dident bave to be woke up, cos he
woke the whole town up his- -
self.—Liitle Johnny in Randolph -
Review. :

+ T
A truly good man had rather be
deceived than be suspicious, and
rather forego his own right than run
the venture of doing even a hard
thing. '
—_————————
The time spent in reading books -
that do not wmake us thiok is worse
than useless. One good book, how- -
ever, is food for a life-time. -
—_——————
Let those who would affect singu—
larity with success, first determine fo
be very virtuous, and they will be -
sare to be very singular.
< -

Give even ap angel a bad name,
aod the simplest of us can see the
evil expression in his face, whether it
is there or not.

= et

The difficulty that some sermons
is, as Rivarol says that they are
‘written in landanum on sheets of
lead.

.-

Let men laugh when you sacrifice
desire to duty, if- they will. You
have time and eternity to rejoice in.

— ey

The inoocent are photographed by

the angels, and their negatives pre-

gerved in the gallery of heaven.
—_—

I can do by asother what I cannot
do slone. 1 can say to you what X~
cannot first say to myself.




