“MIGGLES SPRECH, |

Girlggn wiss waihing himalf, dnd wis
o ey The talegraph hnd run
howvy all wfternoon; unusually benvy,
“Nothing surtling,” Griggs sald; whon
Sh editor naled B howithe wires worg
working, "only tho news kevms bo pour
fn from all quartors”  Criggs was gl
whn suppor tive s, Fo lod ao o
Wgenent thint evendng snd wntiolpated
Plensure,

Huddenly n clisngy oimo over Griggs'
fucw,  Eis hunids, dippod futo the water
W olwve bis Tace and neok, wers with-
drawn scidenly snd plaosd o thi edge
of th estn, o he Hatened to thi voics
of the editor, who wi standing st
Grigir'n dusle,

“Are you thers, Grige! Hero's u dis-
patoh trom Ground Hog's Glory, Prow
Migglos, On'hiy wity to Pompey Smush,
Look hure & imomunt, Greiggs."

Chrdjgges mntohiod ut the towal, driod
himunlt as ho approsched bis voom sud
fucad the oditor,

“lrigas, this Ix of tho vory first {m-
portanie.”

Grige' atner indiouted sormst at-
ution.

“L iy toll you—tu confidetioe, Griggy
~dhut Miggles' wposoh must go iy to-
night,  No mstter what el is erowded
oul, g MO account most you permit
Miggles' npeoch to bo whbrovikted by so
aungh us i Bine. L would resdn: my-
bell, but | heve dn o engagoment thit

't be broken—as important, in faen,
we this ipeoih of Miggles', which ks the
Suriing poiut i the canviss for the dis
triot. A chiange of forty or ffty votes—
yu, bwonty—at Pompay Smush, will
oot ar defont him.  Griggs, | prediot
It will ks Migglos.”

AN vight" wakd Geeiggn s the oditor
Iaft his room.  He was putting on his
eoat whin Simmott returmed,

“Put w good beud on it, Griggs—aoms-
Aluiasg thot will enteb the oye.”  Simmott
Wil OVING wwiy the second the whon
b bundtodd, frrned bnak, nnd dropping his
voion sadil: 1 oy ns well il von It
will be known soon anyhow. Miggle’
wlection monns w good doul, & vt deal,
lomd. Ho keep w ihikep lookout, Hee
At the wpeech yoos in ull right—uo mis-
Mk ar ridioulons error.”

“All right.” snid Griggs.  He gluneed
At tho digpateh Sinomets bed Duid oo s
ok s tho editor sud proprivtor of The
Morning Stor hastened away.  Then ho

histlod up to the ttg voom o
imguited it Duggs wis thers, iagrigs i
hert, anil i snswer to Girigi' roquest
Burriod dowi, as by provions agrosment.

“Hett lure, Lyt we've u dispatoh
Brom Migglon.  Ho b ordersd ns
print bin wpesoh—the apesch ba will
wake ot Pompey Suwush this evenbng.
Hore it in"  UGrdggs pulled w deswer
ok, brought out thoee proof slips and
bunded thew to Dugge  “"Now, us you
wre guing o run this thing tonight for
wie, I wint you o be sure there are no
errors dn 4t L guesa I'0 best desok s
o on it for you before | go—the waein
bing in towo thet it goes in. Thet is
Simmott's imperstive ordem, Noomat-
ber what is laft out—if the president dies
you mustn't leave Miggles' spoech out,
I'm sorry it 40 huppens 1 muost bo off {o-
wight, but (' al! plain sailing.  You've
wuu my desk ofton enongh 1o know just
whut todo.  That' all, Duggs. 1l send
Abe Bund np—tulo the spoedh wnd give it
W tho forvmun to get in hand ot ones.”

Whon Diggs  withdeew, Griggs at
down, daahed off 8 few Linow, looked at
hom, whitled them up the elevator and
want ont,  He winl stgnged: was to be
martiod in o fortulght, and ss § matter
of conrse dlamissed The Morning Star,
I.!ulun and his spocch Trom bis mind

oro b rouched the corner  What
ywu; niin would not who wus on lis
way to his suppor, with the cortainty of
rajoying nnovening with his affisnoed
it tho thester?

80 hotw, Burton," said Digge, us he
re-antorod thy composing oo hastily,
“Crigied gave me dmpecative onlon—
brom Blinoti—to got thin in hand st
auoe. Bt run it oot firet thing.  Mind
~1o mattar whnl. ol ia left out—Mig-
Jplea’ spovoll goos

“All righh mw«m Burton.  The
foremun. tpok. the proof alips, clipped
them up into twenty-one pleges, WL
trash cigar, and ingide of ten minutes
Miggles' apovcl wia in the hands of
rweaty-one printers.  The foreman was
sujoying o minute's veat, when o whistle

diaturbed bim,  He rops snd anawered
#ho oall

“Ihug you, Burtou?

Yos—what'y wanted?”

It me." weld & voios trom the count-
fog roou. “In a huery—guing oot of
town & fow miled woexpectedly—won'y
Lo back. Got Girigign to look wfeor things
for me,  Matul®

Al right.” Burton nuswored, in bliss-
ful ign of tlhio arrang: b Giriggn
Bl e with Daggs.

Almont uk tha sstie momont the night
wlork, who was inthe rear of the luai-
e offloo, wils ualllng by tho telophone:

*Hullo, thuroe, Htar officel’

“Waell," waiid the clork, fumbling for
hin panail, wnd tnaking ready for a new
wdvertisemont,

“That you, Baker?™

“Yiw, tlr,"

Tt W the propristor’s voloe.  Ho hod
Jipped into o drig atore to apeak to the

"wnﬂ,ﬁllhlnwhnhm to soo

&gnm Domh-‘l"

| “Tave given Gﬂm apecial cndun.
Toll im.  Ghot K"

“You nir.  To toll Mr, Prrkor von've
given wpocinl ordors to Ar. Griges, uni
for llr._ Parker to be wore snd weo

wall”
Thi night rIMml.'lrl !ts desk and
win woan inanersed o s 1 oom, In the

nrrpm' utory of The Btar M&hﬂml
tho Foremm wan distting in o desnl-
tory way Biggor's clumoss ngainst Mig-
glow’ for the congressionul plom.”
“What sort of w place in Pompey
Bmanh, woybow, Dagge Ever  beon
e

Nt but Griggs b There's a Jot
of mows baeled oerats ovor there—
o mort that vote tor Jack=on and Van
Buron, wnll apponite thers is another 1ol
of ntruight Yaood, stifl baoked Presbyte:
rinns—nosurrondor writter all over ‘em.”

“Anything in thisspeoch of Migeles™

“Plost 1 1 know.”

SWhat's the point—what makes him
go out W Pompey Smash to fire o™

“OHE Why, ' & mighty close vote,
you kenow,  As nowr e 1 eun mnks ont.
the idew i to ticklo the people thore—to
honor them with the opening speech—to
have the people talk abont the spesch
Migglen mnde at Pompey Smaah, A
hundred votos, one way or the other,
will settlo it; evorybody knows that.”

1 e, undd the Fareman,

Thon be tumed sround, sud lifting
hih volow wuid in tones that eould be
board by all fu the composing rooim:

“Boys. pull out on Miggles' spesch. 1
wiunt to got it in early.”

Then there wos silonee in the compos.
frge roi,

Tho wires worked well that
The night waa & repetition of the
Dinggrs was up to bisn eyes i nows from
ull quarters.  “Nothing stunning," asho
called up to the foreman: **just u stondy
glut of wlush from all sourens thet conld
ho chopped off any place and never be
mimmod.”

Whon s newspapir office is in order it's
purprising  how smoothly  everything
runs. The Moruing Stir was rou ona
wonnd system: o thoroogh thas slthonsh
the proprietor and eiditor, busines misn.
agor nnd telegraph oditor were whwont
they Aid not wen bo be missed.

Along about £ o'clock in the moming
Duggn thought b would run up stadm
umes more and wes how th speech lookad
in by,

“Louking fur Miggles' spesch? naked
the foreman  “Thore it is—thres col-
i,

Digggen glunond over the form,
all right,

“You, road the prool—1 sent it down
to you—or, mathir, the revise”

“Ulooked st i$—1 o it's all right,”
and Dagige foturned to his desk, whist-
Huge.

Juit thon o messengor laid o Frosh dis
pateh on his teble. Doggs glunced a
the clock, “Two fifteon.” He Lhandsd
the boy baelk ks book after ncknowlndg:
ing tho rooeipt of the message, and be-
Fin to whistle ngiin s be tore it ope,
Diggpew’ lipe retsined thuir position, bot
vo sound esenped them, The mesings
wa from Pompey Bmash, and contained
tour words:

“Don't print Miggles' npoech.”

Daggy won dvmfounded.  Ho rushed
to the pipe: he wan going to eall to the
foroman, when by bethought himeelf,
Heo turned the dispatih up to the light,
1w filed at 880, What did i mesn?
There wis un indtinl sppendoed —what 1
wid he could not wake out.  Possdbly i,
wils i ruso—a trick of the opposition.

He ewn up aboies nud Wid the mysteri-
oun message down bofore the formman.

“What do you think of that, Burton®™

] don’t think anything. There's only
ong meaning—itsys plataly, ‘Don't print
Miggles' apeechy’ and here we are print-

i."
m"‘:Wuﬂ. but Girigge’ orders wers 1o
print it.  What mude Bimmuott be so pare
tivular nhont this speoch? Why, be must
havy suspectod o trick.  Avyhow—my
orders are imponitive.”

1t wia

sult Parknr. Hew night oditor, and he
is the man to decide.”
The foreman whistled to the eonnting

Foum:
“Mr., Parkor there? Send him up at

o0,

“Not here.”

“Whate is he"

“Hoan't boen here tonight. Thoaght
bo wis up there”

“Do you kuow soything sbowt this

wpeach of Miggle', Bakor®
“.llcn nover hoard of it”
“Look sround-—so if thare's » note or

“Hore's o protty kottle of fiab,* endd
tho foromsn, tarning to Daggs. ' What
am I todo. You've got precious littlo
time to decide.  n or put--which is it)
L oan ghuok thy form full of miscellany
wnd studf lylng over here—in or oat?

“Obey arder & wo broak the owner™

down to the pressroom, broght up s
bandful of papors, returnoed to the com-
room and ladd them down before

“Looks all right, Burten

Tho {uremnn  pieked th paper o
hmuinhhhu\unmmt.ghndnl;
over it with o oritical eye, then lsid it
down.

YA protty good first page. The head
looka first rate. Ynunmp-hndm

“It'w Gy

¢ |bands His mouth opoued —bait no words
uy, |cnme from it His emotions overpowsred

“Taks my advico—uo, I hive 1 con-)

. A footitop sonndod near. It was
L

1 cin fnot, Lwas detaingd Inter than
Lemprotod, Daggn, so Jrat stippoid aronnd
tiy wew how yon waro gotting on,  That
wenfounded spesch of Miggles' hus run
iy my mind all nigh™
“Nothing elwet”

Burton snd Dages Tnughed.

WO 1 e it's in all right™

What's that, Griggs®

It wins thio night editor,

1 got hack cartier than | expooted, and
ran up to seo if everything i right.
What's thiss™

“Migple' specch, delivered over at
Pompoy Smail, My, Simmott gave mo
spocial ordors to got it in tonight,”
Giriggs bold u papor apand road:

FIP1 ZIPL RIPTH
FIINT BALL GF TIN CONGHBSIONAL CAMPARIN
SET AN MOPTION Y THE MAND OF
ALORZO ADOLFATS MIGGLES.
POMPEY AMANT N A RLAME OF UNPARAL-
LELED ENTHURTANN,
A Muitorly wod Lawid Analysis of the Momos
et it bors (enlved o this Lt of
the Aevonty-sevonth Distrion
“Toeady all right, Griges.” sid Parker,
“but 4l 1 bund hesm haro T hive loft that
‘andd’ oot If it was masterly, of conrse
it must huve boon ‘loeid —see?

“No, | don't wee,” wald Griggs,
“Pyet—

What Griggs wos going to ssy is lost
o the world, for st thut momont Bditor
Simmott looked over their shoulders,

“What is it, Purker?

His guze woa riveted—donble riveted,
in fagt—on The Morning Star.  Hiseyes
wer held by the typo as the poor bird s
wild to be fracinstad by the suake before
it devours it. Then he slowly liffed his

him. rendered him spoochless. Then
there wis  somnd 1ike the cracking of
honvy paper, and the tormomt came,  For
at lest two minntes and & hadl—poss-
by s second more—aot one of his unditors
lenew whnt Sitmmott said,

Then the hliseard of sdjectives les
wetiod to w gale, From i gale to o spank-
Ing breese, from w stoady bresse to the
gunt that tossos the leaves batween the
fitful raindropa,

“Didn't yun get my mossagze, Parker?

“1 waun not here: was away all night "

“You—you gob it, Grigee"

YN, sir, 1w off, ton—1 got Daggs
to riin my desk.”

Simmott groansd.  Duggs looked Like
n boy caught in the wel of wtealing a
melon.

SN you get my message, Daggs™

“Yow, sir; bot"—

“Btop! L won't hoar s word.” said Sim-
maoth,

“Yeu, you will, Mr. Simmore,” said
Griggs, with a white faos but rewolute
eyt *Your orders were imperative, 1
told Daggs wo, No matter what cmue,
b was to print Migglos' spoech,”

The calm thast ensund wis moch more
fmprowdve und disgerooshle than  the
blirsard that proceded it

Lt 1nee wasel thus mimsnge,”

Daggn brought it ont, and Simmote
tnrned it over in nn abwentminded way
in bin hand.

“Whait is wrong, Mr. Simmott?

The editur gave the night editor one
glance, It spoke volomes,

“Nothing—nothing —only Miggles was
deluyed: did not get to Pompey Smn
ot all.  Conssguently he did not make o
epooch.  Hin couin, Bill Cwrrathors,
wet me nod told mo be telegraphed us
0ot to print. This will defeat him, The
popers will never let upon it,  The poo-
ple at Pompey Smush will never forgive
Miggles for making them ridiculons
It's bad emough to nasume that his bal-
derdush could inflnence thom or turn &
vote., It's worse to pelm off & specely on
the public e never msde st Pompey
Smash or anywhere else. Migglos is
ruined now wnd forever,”

It wat true. A hondrod Morning
Stars wirn Byiog to Pompey Swash with
Migatiw' greut elfort as the editor spoke

There was wise wlong the Hoe for
thrice ten days,  Not m mao in Powmpey
Bmash voled for Migele There wus
war in The Morniog Star office, but
poave onmo over it speadily nod onlmed
the disturbed elements Hioe o dose of
woothing sirup.

The wditor, Parker, Griggs—every-
body hisd the goud seuse to see and ae-
knwlmlm it was & cobeatenation of

dAuhl tn the w
regulated fwmilios, wod todsy, whet
nnything whimsical or bumorons stire
The Star, Bimmaott or Parker or Griggs,
hin partnem, will mfer to “Miggles
Great Effort."—Dwvid Lowry in Pitts-
bury Bulletin,

One Form of ll-rl'hﬂ Coremuny.

Tha following is o southwesteru Mis.
potrd foem of wsrriage coremony: “By
the suthority vested ju me ws 8 squire in
thio state 0f Missouri; by the golden fields
of vorn and whest that weve to and from
the gently sunumer breeae; by thi groat
droves of stock that are continually find-
fng their way to the diffecent markots of
the world; by the monetonons song of
the cat on the backyurd fence, and by
tho pampldu vine whoso olimbing ten
drils shnde the entranee of o summer
kitchin; by the whole carth and ses and
nll that ts in them, I prohoance you man
nnd wife, snd muy the Lord hove meroy
on your govls. "—Yankee Blade,

A White Negre.

Qoo of the strangest wonders in the
way of & wan that we have been per-
nikbed Lo nbe was in Lown recently, and
in o cibisen of this county. He is Eb.
enesar Long, and was Lorn, black, in
Goorgin sixty yoars ago. He isnow per-
footly fair, except a faw dark spots that
may be discovarsd by looking ab him

| with Gieligien,
it mioe, "

THE THREE WISHES,

Ouon tos man & gobiin cameo

Al s vy e 07 gon will ame

horen winlios, whntsii'er thigy ba,

They shinll e granted lsstantly,

'I‘Illnll of Lhures things yoo dewn the best,

Eapress goir soishi—"we (s the rest,* ™

3 gobiind™ aried the mak, “inded

Yunre Just the kRingd of friend 1 pesd,

Hnngor and want. Pve knoien thas (e

1 flsi wonnhid Jumrn whint rioks see.

“Than," eried the gobiin, “learn (1 well-

Rialhes g titlo desds v helll

Now wish aguin,”

~Alack & diy!"

Fxcinimad vhe muae.  “vo thrown sway,

And all for natght, & clisnis tnmetise

Taaly wish [ hd some snsel”

This golilln waved his wind —the doncs

T bitm wrprian wan wise for ance,

And bl wlse, bis Inaghind sud said,
J - nn:uinol--.-mld 1w desd

. . .

.

“tiranted!™ the gobilin yellod, “ft's plain
You'll nuver be s wise spain™
={Hiver Herford in Life.

Vardi's Lack of Solf Asertion.

On the coeasion of the first presen.
tation of his lnst apera so devoid was
Vendl of all slf assertion that he
even exprossed bis regrot that so
vast u concourss of strangers should
have taken the trouble to come from
all parts of Enrope for the premiers
and declared that he preferred the
days of his earlior carer, when his
operas were acoepted or rejected on
their merits slone, and when the test
was independent of any consider
ations of personal popularity. A
glance at his honest eyes wis enough
to atisfy the hearer thut these were
his true convictions and no affecta-
tions of humility,

Buch men are at all times rare, but
living as Verdi does at & moment
when the younger Italian school,
whith he has s0 long fostered almost
gingle handed, is rapidly coming to
the fore and is reaching an impor
tant crisis of its development his in-
fluence for good eannot possibly be
overrated, nor can it fail to be pro-
ductive of the highest results.—Fort-
nightly Review. ,

Doteating Gullt In Liberia

The brown skins of the natives in
Liberia are often dinbed with red
and white clay, the effect of the latter
being rather startling.  This {5 called
dressing, Sometimes o vertical bine
mark % seen acrom the forehg)\d
This i & sign of freedom. The Kroo-
men have it more than others. They
are largely employml s extra hands
on the steamers, When a man is
suspected of murdar, theft, eto,, he
18 mude to drink *‘sasce wond." This
being deadly poison, lis wnocence
is declared by the draft not prov-
ing fatal. [ am twll. however, that

moment wrives, some expedient is
generally ndopted, or else it is con-
sidered that only an innoeent man
wonld be willing to approach the
deadly draft.—Cor.  Goldthwaite's
Magarine.

A Mint to the Ladies.

A real estaw gentlewsn, who is
alao o Bunday sehoal superintendent,
wis trying to sell a lady a lot in
town, notwithstanding she wanted to
buy ono in the suburba,

“But, my dear madam, " e urged,
“awoman is practically forbidden by
the Beriptures [rom owning subur
ban property.”

“I don't see what the Scriptures
have to do with it she protested.

“That's because you are not con-
varsant with them," he said, “Don't
you know of the lady swho had & Lot
in Sodom aud a8 goon s ’he went in-
to the suburbs was changed into a
pillar of ult!‘ —Detrodt H'rm Press,

Al He Could e

Awan voted o his quartelsome
disposition upd love for the anlent
came int the fice n fow days
ago nnd said, “Ed, have you any of
the new Columbing stamps!”  “Yep.
Want anyt” “Yep" Ho looked st
them a few minutes and threw them
back, saying, “Don't want ‘em.”
“Why!" “Weeld, 'twixt the old
womin, boys and sdioolteacher, I've
about all 1 ean lick"—Billings

to.

Andrew gie's Shiosting

The shootings at Ghmr enstle,
which Androw Carnegio has rented
from Cluny Macpherson, extend over
12,000 acres and afford excellent sport.
The old castle, in which Bir Robert
Poel lived at the beginuing of the
ocentury, has been altered and en-
lorged. —Chicago Herald.

Noar Liskeard in Corowall is a
strange natural phenomenon, A pils
of rock 82 feet Ligh, shaped like a
}op. 6 balanced unutlmthmllu end.
1 18 quite immovabla, Rppar-
ently o very glight aﬂ’m:‘::sui;d upset
its aquilibrium.

lt is smid that when Benjamin
proposed to start & nows-

E.gn lus mother tried to dissuade
from it becuuse she said there
were already two papers in America
and there was no room for another,

A voch s not gained ina
or aweek. 118 the alow aceretion of

alosoly,—Marignus { Fin.) Times.

this is only & form.  When the fatal |

e
day | ant fune on the &) and

SUNDAY MORNING OOGUPATION.

What Somw Girts Do o White Awiy the
Timw on ths Soventl Day,

What do girls do Sunday moru.
ingst Howdo they spend their tinet
In churght Yes, they go to church
if they hnve nice gowns and are feel-
ingrin the mood or if they nro nnt-
urally good.  But I went around the
other Sunday moming to 806 BOmo
of my girl Friends, and T had mrm
opennd to a thing or two, The
Flm I stopped was Madge's board-
tig house,  She is the hoad stenogra:
E::nr for Brownjones & Co, yoa

aw, and when [ reachad the inner
veatibule I henrd her call: *Is that
you, Mag! 1 thought | recognized
your voice. Come right up, dear,
I'm busy." Soup I went to her liv:
t.la4 by 0 room, with its folding bed,

Japanese screen and other coneeal-
ing, folling and adjustable srticles
common only to a bonnding hotse
hall bedroom. A strang ador of grao:
line and Madge in a faded Mother
Hubbard wrapper greeted me. The
room was 8o full of fumes that 1

“I'm cleaning my gloves," ex-
plained Marguret, and her appesr-
ance showed it Her brown curls
were all on edge—""tousled" would
betheright word. White gloves, tan
gloves, gray gloves, mauve glo
all were spread ont on the chaim
burean in various stages of wet and
dry cleaning. A pair of white g
full length mousquetaires,
her hands and plump arms, and she
was manipulating & tin basin of gas:
oline, peveral rags and w nailbrush
to clean them. Her roommate, Grace,
Wi pemheduhnn n st;olsuwing'bdt-
tons on her shoes an mm‘fﬁ
that occupation with stirring
beating a jor of cold eream which
bad been brought up from the h'ltnh
en a few moments before, Grace
eaid pathetically, *It simply will not
get white, uo matter how hard I stir
it. I must have got too much sparm:
avet] in 1t

“Gruco thinks it's going to cure

her freckles” sniffed Madge seorn- «
fully, and she opened the window &
little wider, observing thut I was al-
most overcoms by gasoline fumes,

“Young ladies" said 1 sternly,
“this is n wicked way to spend the
Babbath,"”

“Well," mrunded Maudge, “Sun.
day s the only day I have to repair
my wardrobe, | can't afford the
time uny week day. [ have to work
then, and if | stay home in the even-
g I'm too tired to clean and mend
and sow. When Pyve been st work
all day, | don't feel like
home und going to work again
dinnes, 50 | must fix my clothes Snn-
days."

When 1 loft, Madge bad finialed
the gloves and had dumped the en-
tire contents of her top buresn
drawer out an the floor preparatory

to a gowl “straightening up” 1
know what that means, so 1 —
Chicngo News:Rocord.

The Grawth of the Canning fod

Less thun .ﬁ)ymnnguumin
Pennsylvinia began putting up toms-
toes in cans at S0 cents a can. In
1857 the total output reached 72,000,-
000 cans, and today it in 52,808,000
cans, of which considerably over half
are put up in the south, Maryland be-
ing the lnrgest producer, The
duction of canned corn bas reac
84,000,000 cans, but in this branch the
south is not so large & produceras it
should be, New York ranking fivst in
production and Maine second.

Tomutoes and corn lead, but nearly
everything else eatablo is
und not only {8 the home demund of
the United Btates supplied, but wie
sxported in 1892 over B17,000,000 of
cannad goods. —New Orlents Times-
Democrat,

Counting Gold Coln,

The counting of the money in the
vaults of the treasury at W,
lano&mmmhlw.umwhdimlwk
a8 might be imagined. In
$20 gold pieoss pxperience Ianllmm
them to e so uniform that only ons
pile 8 counted, and the rest of the
money i etacked and messured
this pile until the last pile is
when that alul;ni; m In this
way the coun rapidly.
Giold in mnaller denominations s al-
ways counted or weighed, Hilver is
much more troublesome to connt than
golid —New York Tribone,

Tuking the Clrous Serlouly,

If the cirous is to hetlhmlu'iom-
ly, what an ora of dullness will fal-
low. In u certain southern Y
bill has been introduced into
fulature by the provisions of
cirous conpanies are to be
in that ﬂ;ate to exhibit plctures of.
fents which they do not perform,—
New York Ledger.

15‘?

i

the shado of
passes with delieate

many doys, the development of many
woeks.

clouds
BOTORS
wy book,—N. P, Willis, ]
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