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THE YOUNG FOLKS.

‘ Running Away from ‘Mammas.
Rovuing away from mamma
Barchesded up the wtreet,
Ricking the dast into yellow smoke
With iittle rogauls foet,
Tosaing it over hin clean whits droas
laty nis stocking hewle,
Cheeking the ttle woodea horss
Tht trundl s alony on wheeln,

Dreaming awav, with wide biue eyos
And speculating why 4
Gl wou't give bhim ths golden ball
That drops iu the quivering aky,
Woal is the uss of that pretiy pink clound
Hutllog sway no high
If e can't bave s ride fn it Y
And it's o uee to try,

If that womau erew with glasses
If this house fs pape’s & L
Why that nien réd cow won™t talk to him
Looking scrose the bars,
Tuto the neigbbore’ gates and doors
Under thair cherry t A
Into raischief and out agaio,
Wherever lio may plesse,

Wandering at last to the old stepa
Littla horse and all, e ?
Climbing up Inberionaly—
Too bad if be should fall:
Pushing in with dimpled bands
The great doors, strong and tall,
Letting tho warm. sweet su
Slide down the shadowed wall

Standing still, in the solemn bush
Of ohancel, nave and dome,
Thivking it {s prettier
Than the sitting-room st home,
Xot a bit afratd, ah ! o indead,
Of the sbadowa, vast and dim,
Quite at home, and sare 8 was mads
All ou purpo=e for him.

old, old atbry comes up to me
Written »o long ago,

About the heaveuly temple,
W here you and 1 must go,

The besurifal, waiting temple,
That has no room for sin—

Something abaut & little child
And the way of extering in.

King Hemry amd the Miller.

It has been all the fashion with story-
tellers and ballad-makers to represent
favorite Kings as putting on various
and playin
htimored jokes x
their subjects,

e humblest of
all of the En-
glish Kings are so represented, and
there were no stories that the people
loved better to tell than these. They
were the old Christmas stories, told by
the Yule-log in the bleak old days of
‘the English barons, when swords and
helmets were thick and books were few.
Thus we huve the tales of King Henry
VILL and the Miiler of Dee; of g
Duke Philip of Burgundy and Sly the
tinker ; of James I. an
of William TII. and the forester, and
80 on all through the reigns of the Saot-
#ish James and English Georges.
of these stories were fiction, like that of
*+ Oid Eing Cole,
That jolly old soul.”
Bot most of them were trne. The wan-
dering harpers nsed to relate them in
verse ; and as delight{ul as the bringing
in of the Ynle-log and the mistletoe, the
fiery sport of **snap dragon,” or the
rollicking play of *‘ blind man’s buff,”
were the holiday tales of the funny
doings of these merry old Eaglish

ings.

Oae of the oldest of these ballad sto-
ries relates tv King Henry and the mill-
er, and starts off briskly with :

“ Heury. our roval Eing, would ride a hunting,
To the green forests so pleasant and fair ™

the tinker ;

The forest was Sherwood, where once
lived Robin Hood aud his merry men,
King Kenry (Plan

then, and he took wit
nue of young Princes and nobles. 8o
the horses cantered over the hills of
ume after, plume
t among the green

dashed off with

et) was young

Nottingham, and
out of sig
leaves. The King
from the gay party,
spirit into the heart of the forest,

At last the day began to deeline and

w long and thick in all
'he King blew his bhorn.
‘There was no answer. He was lost.

He rode on. As the forest grew dark,
he heard the flow of water, and discov-
ered acool stream just reflecting the
light of the rising moon.
heard a mill-wheel. Then his heart took
courage, Ha soon reined his hcrse be-
fore the door of the mill

“‘Good miller,”
this *he road to Nottingham ?”

“ T guess you knows as well as I,”
answered the miller.
h you had been there before.”
ko do you take me for?' asked
the King in astonishment.

“ For some gentleman thief or other ;
no honest man, sure."”

“ Bat I must 1
I have gold at

At the word
o priek up
miller's wife—a large,
-woman—looked over her
too, had heard the
word *‘gold,"” but was still eautious,

She delighted in the sweet name of
Bymytroth. No one delights in that

“ Are you sure that you are no run-
away ?"” piped .

“I'I‘?:m po runaway,” said the Kgas.

4 en show us your passport,
Bymytroth, who had a very logical turn

the shadows

Presently he

said the King, ““is

“You look as

ndm?' with youn to-night.”

= ol:i," themiller began
hingem Just then the
fat, brawling

E

might slesp with her own son.
would never hear of it,
We do rob
i (=]

" Will you promise ?”

“Yes, on my word,” said the King;

It rhowed what the
King himself wonld do when he wus
| bungry, and it seemed a concession to
{ the canse of the suffering poor.—5f.
Nicholas.

I hard on the poor.

Little Johuny's Composition.
THE GOOSE.

This is a hig fat bird wich woddle
and swims., The reson it woddles is cos
it hain’t got no nees lo its legs.

Their feets is got lether between the
tose, and here is a_story wich Ive herd
my mother tel til Ime jest sick. Wen
we had in & goose for micklemis it was
a lyin on the kitchn table, and mother
she hel the baby up to see the goose on
the table. Wen the baby see its feet
stickin np with the lether between the
tose, it said, the baby did, doosey dot
guvs on. But pirate storys is the sort
for me,

Stoopid folks is some times call geese,

nd I spose if geese toks among their

Ifs they ecalls the stoopid ones fokes,
wich is wot I calls fair pﬁny.

Ounce they was a ole man that kep
geese for a livin, and he was very ill
coz he cuddent sleep well nites, and
wen he did sleep he had sech frifle
dreems. Se he sent for the dockter,
and the dockter felt the ole mans puls,
and leckt at his tung, and shook his
bed, and said wot was his simptems ?
and the ole mam he said nite mares,
Then the dockter emid he kunew that,
but wot did the ole man dreem? The
ole man tole the dockter that as soon
as he shet his eyes at nite he thot his-
self snrownded by geese, wich kep a
snatchin out his hair with their bills,
Then the dockter he said I cud a tole
¥you that wen I first see your tung, you
mus thro away this piller, and make a
other piller of fethers wich you mus
jerk out of live geese, Wy, said the
man, that is jes how I made this piller.
Then the doekter said oh! oh! and
went away, but the ole man he see how
it was, and never stript any more geese
til they was ded. But thats the kind of
plller;u] wich' some fokes dies on real

Geese lays eggs like hens, only bigger,
and wen they are hatch the chicks is
goslins, wic
Ned he fetoh home a goslin wich he had
pick up, and he put it in my sisters
green work box. Then unecle Ned he
said tb my sister, Missy, I brot home
such s nice little duck, as wite as spo,
have you see it any were, for I have loss
it. My sister said no, she haddent, but
uncle Ned he said was she sure she
haddent hid it some were jes to tese
him, but she said wy, uncle Ned! But
he Eep on a askin, and hintin like he
thot she dope it, til she was almost
reddy to ery, for she luva uncle Ned
offier than anyboddy excep her yung
man. Pritty soon wen he had gon she
went to her green work box to git some
thing, and there was the goslin, and
wen she see it I thot she wud die.
Then she took the goslin to the kitchin,
and I watched her, like uncie Ned had
tole me, and she hel it wunder the
spout, and serubd it with a brush, to
get the green of. But wen it wudddent
be wite she bus$ ont a crine, and said
uncle Ned wuod never, never, never
bleeve her. Then I tole her how it
was, and you never ses sech s happy
gir,k Bhe boxt my ears til I ses stars !
But wen uncle Ned come home with a
new scarf he had bot for her, and laft
at her, che forgive me, and made sech a
pet of that goalin that now it is grode
up to be a regler nooseres, but its wite
at last.

My sisters ynng man he says once
upon & time ol the geese in a puddle
gct to gether to chose a king, but it
was o long time before they cud agree,
cos them that diddent want to be kiug
wanted to be prime minister, and these
gubbled ol to once so they was as bad
as the othera. And now, my nisters
yung man said, how do yom ess tha
settled it? And wen I gaid I diddent
kno, he said wy, jes like resonable hu-
min beins; tha made a king of the big-
gest goose.

Why the Batter Dido’t Come.

They have a new hired girl over at
Keyser's farm, just outside of New-
castle, and on Tuesday, before start-
ing to spend the day with a friend, Mrs.
Keyser instrncted the girl to white-
wash the kifchen in her absence. Upon
returning, Mrs. Keyser found the job
completed in a very satisfactory man-
ner. On Wedne:days Mrs. Keyser al-
ways churns, and last Wednesdsy,
when she was ready she went out,
and, finding that Mr, Keyser had
already put the milk into the churn, she

began to turn the handle. This was st
8 o'clock in the morning, and she turned
untilkl0 without any signs of butter ap-
pearing.

Then she ecalled in the hired man and
he turned until dinper time, when he
knocked off with soms very offensive
w addressed to the butter which

not yet come. After dinner the
hired girl took bold of the crank, and
furned it energetically until 2 o'clock,
when she let go, with the remark which
conveyed the impression that she be-
lievaed the churn to be haunted.

Then Mr. Kseyser came out snd said
he wanted to know what was the matter
with that churn anpyhow. It was sgood
enoughd churn if people only kpew
enough to werk it. Mr. Keyser then
worked the crank until half-past 3,
when, as the buiter had not come, he

it again to the hired man
becanse he had an eng & in the
village. The man d the machine
to an mooo i t of frightful im-
precations. en the Keyser children

Mra. Keyser tried her and when
ehe was exhausted she enlisted
the hi her prayers
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h is green. Once my uncle |

MaAN’S INHUMANITY.

Horrible Stery of Crunelty on Board a
Steamship—A Man Literally Roasted
Alive. ]

A New York telegram says: An out-
rage, which seems to have few parallels
for i1ts inhumanity, bas occurred on one
of the Hamburg steamers. Herman
Donars, for several years a resident of
New York, went to tge office of the New
York and Hamburg Eagle Steamship
Company, and obtained a free passage
to Hamburg on condition that he wonid
work as fireman daring the trip. No
sooner was ho on board of the steam-
ship Lessing thin the paid firemen
began to maltreat him 1n the most
shocking manner. It is alle that
Douars was knocked down with a coal-
shovel ; when senseless from blows, he
was thrown on the steam ches! near
the boiler, where they allowed him to
lie nearly fifteen minuntes, although it
was so hot that, according to the testi-
mogpy of the witnesses, no one conld lay
Lis band om it. Dousrs was thus, in
all probability, roasted alive. The bar-
barians who had so inhumanly tortured
him next tied a rope around his body
and hoisted him up, his head striking
repeatedly against the iron edges of the
hatches, Donars waa then let down
again into the engine-room and carried
to the hospital. The surgeon of the
Lessing, Dr. Friedelmeyer, looked at
the body, bled it without effoct, and
then examined it, and found the man
was dead. The eaptain, instead of
ordering an investigation and putting
the murd i
asserted, upon every y not to say a
work abont the horrible ocenrrence to
the passengers, and, contrary to the
rules of the ship, he had the corpse
lowered into the sea at 4 o'clock on the
following morning. An official investi-
gation in regard to the affair is being
made, Y

A Groasshopper StorT.

Near Topeka, Kan,, I talked with a
farmer who planted a thousand acres of
corn, but did not gather an ear. Last
year he sold corn for 17 cents, and this
ear he was shipping it from Iowa at
£1.25. He sat on the balocony mourn-
ing the utter dsstruction of his erop.

‘““How did they come—the grass-
hoppers?” I asked.

**Trey came like a shower, sir,” he
replied. *‘They came in a great shower
from the west. They filled the air.
They dmkened the sun. They covered
the stalk of corn until it was black.
Then they ate every leal, ate the stalk

down fo the young ear, aud then ate the |
»

little ear, too.’

¢ Cob and all, sir?™

*““Xes, cob and all.” “ Why, don't
you see that 1,000 acres of corn out
there now ?” he exclaimed—** standing
like broken whip stocks 2"

“ What else did they eat ?” Tasked.

¢ Why, they ate every leaf off of the

ach trees, ate the yonmg peaches,
eaving the stones, and there stood my
trees leafl<as, bearing a crop of peach-
stones. They a‘e little cottonwood
limbe an inch thick ; they ate my beets,
turnips and onions clean down into the
ground—hollowed 'em onut, leaving the
rind—ate cigar stubs, sir, and—"

** Hold up I” I said, * that’s too
much ; that's—"

**Bat it's the solemn truth, sir.”
Why, #ne night I sat on the balcon
with the engineer of the Santa Fe ro
The hoppers had piled up agsainst the
west side of the house three feet thick.
It was a crawling, stinking, nasty pile.
The balcony was covered. I tl‘:rew
down a quid of tobaeco, and the hop-
pers coverad it and ate it up in a few
minutes, and when I put my foot on a
pile of them, the rest sailed in and ate
the smashed ones up. Whpg, when I
went to build my fires this fall, the
stoves wouldn’t draw, and, on examin-
ing to learn the cause, I found the flues
full of hoppers. They filled /the air
with a horrid stench. They covered
the pools and springs with their poison-
ous green excrescence, and made the
cattle sick, they made the hemns and
turkeys sick, and they fairly made me
sick,. Why, I've seen them so thick on
the railroad that they'd stop a train—
grease the track till the locomotive
wheels would roll over aud over,”

““ What became of them ?” I asked.

““They flew east. They always flew
in the daytime, and ate at night. They
went through my corn-field in a day,
and the next day they were a half mile
to the east.™

“ And the trees?”

** Why, they all leaved out again, and
many of them blossomed over again,
and tried to bear fruit, and did bear it
till the frost came. In my ftrees you'd
see dead pesch-stones and pink blos-
soms—all together. Oh, it was mourn-
ful sight, sir—dreadful I” and the farmer
drew a long sigh.— Cor. New York Sun.

A Terrible Disclosure,

John Martin, an old Mexican, who
lives a few miles below this place, has
a small garden-ranch, on which is sitn-
ated » fine spring. A few months since,
this spring not supplying sufficent
wstelr ;:d irrigate s ga an,I Martin
emplo some three or four Indians,
amf be, to clean out and it.
After digging down a short distance he
found an immense guantity of loose
rocks of all sizes, which he ed
to remove. After doing so found
several human skeletons, On making
this disco the Indians became
somewhat excited, and expressed a de-
sire to sto] work ; bat, after much per-

sn in getting
them to work again, and in a short
time took from the spring nine skulls
and other bones belo to the hu-
men frame. The Indisns refusing to
work fn:‘{'lgﬁw. and t;aunter coming
in o 'Was COm to give n
work for the time. Martin is ﬂofﬁunl:

that there are several more yet in the

erer in irons, enjoined, it is [P

position ; but the founders are coni-
dent of being able to secnre womnen
for the places, and are resolved to
lanuch the institufion upon that basis,
The eoliege will have attached to it a
preparvatory school where young women
who, going out from the wvarious
academies and seminaries, find them-
selves iunuﬁia:iﬂntliv prepared to enter
college, may complete their prepura-
tiens. The eourse of stuly, after euter-
ing college, is fonr years, Itissupposed
that a majority of the girls graduated
from the boarding-schocﬁs nud desirin

to enter Wellesley will have to spen

from one to two years in the prepara-
tory department.—New York Tribune,

Fearful Effects of Bad Writing.

Mr, Watts had occasion to go to New
York last week. After he had been
there a few days Mrs. Watts received a
telegram, and not being able to decipher
the chivography of the rator, she
had no donbt thst something dreadful
diad happened to her dear Jacob, She
had been bronght up smong people
who always regarded the receipt of a
telegram as s signal for the family to
assemble and feel disconsolate. She
took the littleones over to her mother's,
and then went around to Mrs. Smith’s
to show the telegram and weep over it.
Mra, Bmith said that she had heard of
people in New York who had suddenly
disn.ipaued, and were never seen again
until they were found cut upaad packed
s;my in a barrel in some out-of-the-way
ace.

Mrs. Wutts conldn’t control her grief,
as she thought of how swkward Mr,
Watts would look cut up into chunks
and salted down into a keg, end big
lmn&s kept corming up into her throat
as she remembered that last Sunday
she did.n'l;gut any onions into the sonp
when asked to. She asked Mrs, Smith
if she thought she wonld look well in
black, and then fell into hysterics.
Mrs. Smith couldn't think of such a
thing as letting her go homethat night.

Mr, Watts reached the city on the
midnight train the same night, He was
surprised to find the house all locked
up, but concluded that Mary must have
been too tired to sit up for him.

He rang the bell several times, and
then shook the door, but no one
answered. He started off to gotos
hotel, but then thought Mary must be
home, and then started back. He
punched the door, kicked it, got a brick
and hammered it; then he stood off
and swore at it. A stream of profanity
issued from his lips and floated away
on the night air that awoke all the
policemen within half a mile. Heswore

eolored man to use some hard language.
They were both arrested for improper
conduet. _
The next day he got away and found
his wife at home. She would not be-
lieve that he was her real flesh and
blood—Jacob Wattse—until he allowed
her to probe his ribs with & stick ns a
gmaf of his substantiality. HNe didn't
o half that he intended to when he was
locked np in the station-houss, but he
mentally resolved that he never wonld
eend another telegraphic dispatch to a
woman, not even if her hunsband should
run away with somebody else’s wife.

A. T. Stewart Netting an Example to
Fast Young Men.

Mr. A, T. Stewart, says an editorial
paragraph in the Brooklyn Argus, sets
an example to the fast young men of
the country which they will do well to
eopy. Mr. Btewarl is at his plaes of
business at about 8 o'clock every
morning. He rides in an omuibus
when it suits his couvenience. He

to parties at an early hour, and leaves
at & reasoumable time. Yesterday we
saw one of the wagons in which his
goods are delivered—oeo with can-
vas drawn over hoops, his name paint-
ed on the box, and the wehicle filled
with parcels—passing from Broadway
into Wall street. On the seat with the
driver sat the merchant prince, as care-
less of the remarks of ©rs A3 B Bensi-
ble man ought always to be. Mr.
Stewart got omt in front of Drexel’s
banking-house, without the conscious-
ness that he had done anything remark-
able or unusual. About the same time
some young bloods alighted from a fine
liveried establishment. We happened
to know the latter gentlemen as well as
the former. One was a young merchant
who dees not possess $50,000, and owes
five times that amount. His ecredil is
marked D in commercial rts. The
other was a gentleman whose father
failed in Wall street two years , his

creditora losing by the failure , 000,
but the wife had had settled n hera
handsome estate. The oar and
horses, of counrse, rightfully ed
to the creditors. But they, the up-

staris inside, the flunky on the box,
and the ecigars from which smoke was
then ascending, were shamelessly
flaunting and parading the streete
while men like Mr, Stewart were riding
in :} baggage wagon or wading the slush
on foot,

Coal,

The Philadelphin Jnguirer says:
“ Recant largﬁon- ge’mn Potta-
ville and 8%, Clair have discevered such
immense fleposits of anthracite, in ad-
dition to and underlying those slready
koown, thet we may upon the su

¥y of coal in that regi nplﬂﬂnlg

xhaustible. Ata Sapth 1,900 feet,
passing throngh numerons veins of vs-
rious rize and quality, the so-called
seven-foot bemn‘ was and was

thmk,-ndofexmilantqnﬂ.g' .

this came altern layers te and
eoal for odd) feet, and the
Monmouth vein, twenty-one feet thick ;
beneath this a layer of slate, and
then what is thought gbosnineﬁen-
foot Below them is be-

until be was hoarse, and then hired a-

are of 80 vast an
of men may them before the
e T prongbic sam of coul latute ta
Colorado s 100,00 squsre miles, s
lﬂge! Epace than ew
Btates. The area of
in ! at less than
that of the Stale of Connecticut. Of
fifteen mines one near Erie
0 e oo g
men, i o
day—tha mines 'the piece,
& daily each. The
vein, worked at to fifty feet
the surface is now
nine feet thick, , year’s of the
mine mentioned ¢ 000 tons,
worth at least $1,000, o
Crov? can be cured mmnh:m
and the remedy is sim alom
7 Thaw{,m the deed
is to take a knife and grate and shave

q sugar to make it
and i guickly -
ble, 'A.lmm in.::ngnmm

. o B

THE POWER OF GOLD.

Three Il mtntlon-—l_u Point, Showing
How a Tarn in Stocks Affects Different
Individunals.

It iz fruly remarkable what a differ-
enoe money will make with some men.
We have an excellent opportuunity now
of observing the great change, since a
goodly number of our citizens have re-
ecently beecome well-to-do, by the late
rise in stocks, who were com tively
poor before the lights of miner's can-
dles cast their rays on the great bonan-
za.  We will not spesk of the man whe
still holds on to his stock, but of him
who hés sold out. Our first illustration
will be of the man who ht Oalifor-
nia at abont $40, and sold when it
reached $200. He hangs arsund the
Stock Board every morning watching
each guotation with the intensity of a
bird of prey watching its victim. en
California makes its appearance his
countenance will undergo a marvelous
change ; it assumes a fiendish expres-
gion ; his eyes wander over the fignres
rapidly, then slowly ; draws nearer and
squints ; at last, when thereis nolon
room for a doui)t, be rushes frmﬁdfr
across the street, calls for a glass o{

beer, seats himsalf at a table, pulls forth | @Y
a piece of paper snd pencil, and then | ¥¥¥

commences to figure up what he has
lost by selling so soon. Oh! for the
qui§l of & Dickens, that we might draw
a pen picture of his thoughts. He is
the man who never stops to think that
he has made §160 on & share. He only
takes into consideration the fact that
the stock is worth 8500 now and that
he sold when it reached $200. His
friends bandvy him, and he is utterly
miserable, Our second illustration is
the man who got out of Consolidated
Virginia at ite highest figures. Hae is
the happy man ; he is the prophet. Ask
him and he will tell you that inless
than a week you can buy any stock on
the Jead for £50. Every man that he
meets he shakes by tl e hand, invites
him to drink, tells him how he bought
at $60 and sold at $500. The lucky
seller is always very cautions not to
confide his lucky venture to a man who
is filat broke. Oh, no! Not he. Shonid
& dead-broke happen to strike him for
a piece he is repu He, the lucky,
has all his money still in stocks, so
he says. He positively hasn't a $20
piece abont him ; but if half a dollar
will do, he'll give it up. And so it
goes. When the lucky man hadn't but
£%0. he would give up £10 of it o a
suffering friend ; but now, how differ-
ent ! He wants to go to the cen ial ;
wants to make a trip around the world.
In fact, he really don’t know what to
do with either himself or his money.

one, taken from life; but no more so
than the previons one. There is a
prioter employed up in Virginia City.
whe for the last five years has not had
a dollar to call his own. SBomehow, last
October, he made & raise of $250, and
be made up his mind to salt it down.
He salted it by putting it in Best &
Belcher at $§16—buying thirty shares.
It’s better than any show to watch that
man now., Kvery morning before the
list makes its appearance he ap to
be on pins and needles, snd his proof
shows horrible errors in composition.
Just as soon as the guotation ap

he is off No mors work for him that
day. When he goes to San Francisco
he says he will hire & saite of rooms at
the Grand Hotel. He used to stop at
the What Cheer when he visi
bay before.

“ Some may weep and some sy langb,
Bo runa the world away.”

Ho it is with men unpon whom wealth
is suddenly thrust. Some weep be-
cause they have not enough. Others
langh because their less lncky brethren
have not equaled them in the strife for
wealth, and others still bemoan their
fate becanse all their friends, relatives
and scquaintances have not become
rich as well, so that they may never
g?ve to assist them.—Gold Hill (Nev.)
ewa,

A Dog’s Sagacity.

The Franklin (Ky.) Patriot has the
following : **This story is told us by a
fm:ltlemn who says its truth is vouched
or by witnesses of nndoubted veracity:
Some yesrs ago, while Mr. Hamilton | j
was fishing near the lower rapids of the
Miseissippi, just above the Keokuk, he
observed below him a man bailing a
canoe, preparatory to taking himself,
wife and baby across the river. At the
same time Mr. H. saw that his New-
foundland dog was watching the pro-
ceeding of the party. Seeming to com-
prehend their intontion, the dog uttered
a peculiar bowl, and prssing rapidly n
the river for some distance, nnges
into the water and swam directly down,
and landed on s large rock ing out
of the water about midway the stream.
Af®er shaking the water from his
coat, he again watched the party
in the meantinms, had embarked
canoe. Just as the liitle boat
the roek, it was canght in the rapidly
descending current and instantly ca
gized. The woman, in falli mhotlg;
waler, loosed her hold on the child,
which flosted down the stream.
man caught his wife and waded with
?:111' to the:f:k' Th:g:shnt the ehild

o= . 3 :
and in aahmﬁmemmnilm.a
water below swimming with the child
in his mouth, which he carried in safety
to the shore.”

A Pa
Mr. N. H. Bishops,
Gl of Mexioo 1n & paper canos, haa
exico in a
written s letter to a friend in that ecity,

Sound, keeping alongshore of the nar-
row-strip o laglcl which these
bodies of water from the Atlantic, and
ronning considerable risk
theough Hatterss Tulet. The
a8
Pl o e Sl et
ewbern, who, with a -‘ﬁ};ﬂo—

had been cruisiog for days
on:iglookont for him, and who offered
tllg-n iih:hmﬂ?grﬁuluvhid Karbﬁ

; OpE, & -

to row down Bogue, ‘
Masonboio. Bounds i RECSSa
and reach Cape fﬁﬂ;hﬁm by
water sagos e way except
last m;p;'m.?len. Rice planters on the
Waccamasco and Pedee rivers have
wanted him to visit ﬂ:oi:' :
Mr. Bishops says that a man whom
he meets will trust himself in his boat.
E sailor, boatman, and ern
suys he would not cross a cre
a

Carr. EpMusD 3
over fifty voyages from
died at Bo DMass,,
An event of his life ‘
S foon e diaking

m e
Gratitude in 1868, He
to his bark, the cargo

i to throcw overbos
room for them, and bronght
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THE BOASTING HEN.

Boston, where a purse of $5,000 was
# Ke-daw | Ee-daw (" a young ben

given him by the citizens.
governpment gave him & gold chronome-
Fredonia, which Capt.
Burke commanded during the war, was
a special object of the hostility
the rebel privateer

The British

Semmes, ©
bama, but escaped him.

Fooling a Bob-Talled Car Man,

The latest atrecity
Detroit Free Press is in th
tion of this s :

Thae other night, as the ** last car” on
the Michican avenne route was turning
aronnd on the table at the cormer of
Woodward and Jefferson avenues, two
ung men, ::: h-gdg:adupsntnw-
msan in good shape, him aboard
and seated him at the end farthest from
the driver, The *“d
hat pulled low, his arms down, and was
80 braged ulp against the end of the car
that ‘“ he” looked ns much a passen
as any one, The car moved
awhile, and as it turned into Mi
€ lady got abosard. 8

d her fare, the two young men fol-
ywed suit, and the car moved on sgei
ing hiseye on the *

if he was going to

of the wit of the
construe-

man had his

avenue an old

!
.

%
g

2
:
i

to beat his fare.
At First street the driver jingled his
bell for fare, and the two young men
and the old woman looked over at the
straw map. The car moved u
street, and the driver loo
the window and yelled ‘" Fare” and
jingled the bell again. There being
response, he opened the door and ealled
out to the straw maean:

y, youl You want to pay your
"
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-Pith and Polnt.
Barative beauty—A pretiy cousin,
BaorT orops—Conviets’ hair.
Tae *‘panel game "—QGetting a jury.

Wear the barber said when his wife
fell down-stairs—Razor.

“ Hu's mesn enough to wear clean
‘shirts " is an Alabama

Josu Biuuivas says : ‘““Tew
njuhun, giv publicly

There was no answer, and after going
half a bloek he shonted ont again :

“ You man, there—walk up here and
psy your fare !|”

One of the young men sat
““‘dummy,” and he squeaked out in

“ Drive on the old hearase I'

What's that ?” shouted the
driver, pushing the door clean open.

¢ Oh ! hire a hall I was the reply.

“ Hee here, mister,
your fare or get off !’
drriv:r, winding the lines around the

eXpression.

Wer is a New Bedford whaler like a

modern lady

u’'ve got to pay . s o
ile.

exclaimed the

Tae butcher will be offen we sup-
if we eall base-ball n-&m. but
we'll risk it.
Ax Eastern debati
to settle which is the
diary or an umbrella,
Mumers now and then
up a feast of reason, but
soul 1s not a success.
A zrrrie bo
ing-horse the

of.hom;ltillitnbm‘?"
A maxw went into the Postoffice at
gfield, Ohio, and asked : Is there
plied the elerk, “there isn’t a
for anybody’'s cow.”

If there's going to
be a fight let me off I” shouted the old
lady, and she rushed down the car and
made & clean jump from the door.
“Now, then, are you going
your fare?” said the driver as he en-
tered the car.

“ Pay be-hanged,” was the muttered

Iy.
. %ou ’d better look out for him—he's
Our third and last illustration is a true | 981y I whispered the other young man

“J don't care if he’s as nugly as John
Jacob Astor ; he's got to pay his fare
or off he goes I

The driver slid down to the end of the
car, spit on his hands, and continued :
“ Come, now—out with your fare, or
off yon go 1”

There was no reply, no movement,
&d spitting on his hands again he

** Well, here you come ! and bed
** dummy” by the sheulders.
jeot w:.lndto jerk the "!elloulr: out of
doors, expecting a strug
forth all his strength in & mi
It was very sucoessful.
went out of the ear heels over head
with the straw man on i
ung men lea
of the car just as

“ Grashus me |

e:’h keep, s

having broken his rock-

it was hased, his
toysoold.wggholﬂuﬂ
: *“What is the good

ext little boy, what is yours
boy—My name is Billius.

off the front
victim was trying
umb in the straw man’s aye.

A Chicken Within a Chicken.
The Prairie Schooner sails up with
the following chicken story:
informed by Mr, C. H.
who lives near this place, that his wife,
while dressing a chiocken the other
discovered one ot the greatest nat
curiosities we have heard of lately—a
chicken within & chicken. Mr. R. says
- T
of nal e found a
small sack about two and a half inches’
long and one and s half inches in di-
ameter, joined to the ohicken’'s gizzard
- urht::o o thomk"l:
pon cut open il
was found to contain a chicken, which
in every way resembled s young chicken

limbs, and even

the | th

When he was

ust before eme:
shell ; the head,
f“y:d m‘éfﬁ' to’l‘mt‘;lis“'l . retiy strong
ca on. 18 8P

chicken story, but we have no reason to
doubt its truth. We may further add
that the chicken in which s chicken
was found was of the male gender.”

A Snake in His Boois.
A few mornings ago, Joe Niles, of
North Bennington, pulled on his boﬁ
which he had set out in the woodsh
before. He says he *felt

:E;mthh and
butgomtoni
cows. When he t back &

kept “tiokli
** so he took

got intew his
milked five




