Ab, the strain is d

And | bear you sighing,

And your hand is lying

‘&au, in my maendlu

your lips are

On uiine vwn and lending

Ecstasy transcending.
Aught 1 know or care.

Now the purple glimmer
Dimmer grows and dimmes,
And the sbadow e
Bpreading o'er the wall ;
Huxbed the music's besting
Bouls in kivses meeting,
Tove and love repesti
While the gilovers
~Indianapolis Journal

ANCIENT LU VE STORY.

1 sat spinning at my little wheel in
the sup, for the autumn day wascold,
when | heard someone whistling;and,
looking up, there was young Squire
Turner losking over. When he caught |
my eye he laughed, I blushed, and
rose and made him a courtesy.

. was & handsome gentieman, the
squire, and the band from which he
pulled the glove shimmered in the
sun with pearls and diamonds; and
he was bonny to look at with his hair
like spun gold io the October sun-
light.

When 1 eourtesied he bowed, mak-
tng his curls dance over hisshoulders,
and said he,—

“I've spoiled one pretty picture
that I could have looked at all day,
but I've made another, so 1'll not
grieve. . May I come in?"

-And welcome, sir,” said I, and
placed a chair for him.

He was grandfather’s landlord, but
for all that 1 felt uncomfortable, for
1 was not used to fine company.

He talked away, paying me more |
compliments than 1 was used to, for
grandmother, who bhad brought me
up, said, “Handsome is as handsome
does,” and +*Beauty is but skin deep.”

Since I'm telling the story I'll tell
the truth, 1 had doue wrong about
one thing. Neiwther of the old folks
knew that 1 wore Evan Lock's ring
in my bosom, or that we'd taken a
vow to each other beside the haw-
thorn that grew in the lane. 1 never |
meant to deceive. but grannie was
old, and a little hard, and that love
of mine was such a sweet secret. He-
gides, moncy scems to outweigh all
else when people have struggled all
thelr lives to turn a penny, and they
knew Evan was 8 poor, struggling
young surgeon. I thought 1'd waita
while until I could sweeten the news
with the fact that he'd begun to |
make his fortune.

(irannie came in from thedalry five
minutes after the sguire was gune,
and heard hc had bheen there. 1]
dido’t tell her of his fine speeches, but
there wasa keyhole to the door she
came through, and I have a guess she
heard them.

That night we had something else
to think of Misfortune had come
upon grandfather; but I didn't fore-
gee that, when the hall year's rent
should come due, not & penny to pay
it would be found.

All this time Evan Locke and I had
been as fond as ever of each other,
and he came a8 often as before to
talk with grandpa on winter nights:
and still every little while young
Squire Turner would drop in and sit
in his lazy way, watching me knitor
spin. Once he was flushed with wine
and over bold, for he tried toklss me.
But 'squire or no, I boxed his ears,
and not moregentlythan I could help,
either.

1 could not prevent his comiag,and
I did not deserve that Evan shbould
be angry with me. But he was—oh,
80 high and mighty, and spoke as
though one like the sguire could mean
no good by coming to so poor a place
as the school-master'’s. He made me
angry, and I spoke with asperity.

“For that matter, the squire would
be glad to have me promise to marry
him,"said L ~He thinks more of
me than—"

“"Maybe you like him better!"

+] don't say that. Butbad temper
and jealousy scarce make me over
fond of avother. I prayvI maynever
have 4 husband who will scold me."

Well, Evan was wroth with. me and
I with him—not heart-deep, though,
1 thought—and1 did not see him for
more thana week. I wasnot troubled
much, thongh. I knew he would come
. round again, and maybe ask my par-
don. For before you are wed you can
bring your lover to his senses So 1
did not fret at Evan’s absence, nor
quite snub the squire, who liked me
more than ever. But one night
grandfather came in, and shutting
ths door stood between grandmamma
and me, jooking at me, and 80

w] dreamed of gold ring  and white |
roses  on
grannie.
locky.”

Christinas  Eve,” rald
] knew the lass would be

But I put my head on grandfather's

ghoulder and hia my face Tae truth
iye walk os should have his ring

must out now, 1 knew.

“Wilt have him
lady®" said my grandpa.

“No™ | sobbed.

“The Jass is frightened,” said
grandmamma. *‘Nay, we must all
wed once in our lives, my chiid.”

Then grandpapa talked 1o me. He
told we how poor they had grown,
and how kind the squire was, and I
bad but to marry him to make my
grandparents free from debt and pov-
erty all their lives. If I refused and
vexed the sjuire, Heaven only knew
what might happen,

ssprely sne'll  never
sobbed grandmamma.

“ADL, it was hard to bear, but now
there was no help for it. I took the
ring from my bosown, laid it on my
palm, and told them it was Evan
Locke's, and that 1 had plighted my
troth to him. And grandmamma
called me a deceitful wench, and
grandpa looked as though his heart
would break.

Oh, I would have done anything
for them—anything but give up my
true love. That night 1 kissed his
ring and prayed that he might love
me always In the morning it was
gone, ribbon and all, from my neck. 1
looked for it high and low, but found
posign of it. I began to fear the
loss of that dear ring was a sign that
I would never marry Evan Locke.

The days passed on and he never
came near me

“Oh, it 18 eruel in him to hold such

ruin  us"

anger for a hasty word h¢ had pro- |

voved,” I thought. *'He must know
I love him.”

Grandmamma would scarrely look
at me—1 know why now—and grand-
pa sighed and talked of the work-
house.
grief.

One day grandma said to me,—

©]t seems to me that your lover is
not over anxious to see you."

*Why not?"

“‘Where has he kept himself this
month or more®"

+»He's busy, doubtless,” sald I smil-
ing, though I thought my heary wopld
burst.

"You are going with him, maybe®"

“Where?”

She went to kitchen door and beck-
oned to a woman whosat there Ikme
Coombs, who had come with eggs.

“ heard you rightly,” she sald
“#+You told me Evan Locke and his
mother were making ready for a voy-
age?”

“They're going to Canada My son,
acarpenter—and a wood one, though
I say it—made the Doctor a box for
his things. he old lady dreads the
new country, but she goes for the
Doctor's sake. There's money to be
made there.’,

I told you s0." said grand mother.

«] don't believe it," said 1.

+*T'hey have sold the house and gone
to Liverpool to take ship: and you
may find the vruth for yourself, if you
choose to take the trouble. T'm na
chatterbox to tell falsehoods about
my neighbors," said Dame Coombs.

And still I would not believe it nn-
til T had walked across the moor and

! seen the shutters closed and the door

barred, and not a sign of life about
the place. Then I gave up hope. 1
went home pale and trembl'ng, and
sat down at grannie's feet.

oIt is true,” I said.

“And for the sake of so false a lad
yowll see your grandfather ruined and
break his heart, and leave me a widow
—1 whohave tended you from a baby."”

1 locked at her as she sobbed, and
found volee to say:

s(;ive me to whom you will, since
my own love does not want me,”

I crept up-stalrs and sat down on
my bedside, faint and trembling. 1
would have thanked Heaven for for-
getfulness just then, but it would not
come.

The next day the young Squire was
In the parlor as my accepted lover.
How pleased he was, and how the
color came back into grandfather's
old face! Graonie was proud and
kind, all the house was aglow, and
only I sad. But I could not forget
Evan—Evan whom I had loved so,
sailing away from me without a
word.

I suppose they all raw 1 looked sad.
The Squire talked of my health, and
would make me ride with him over
the moors for strength. The old folk
said pothing. They knew what alled
me; only our little Scotch maid
seemed to' think that sught was
wrong. Omos she sald to me:

«“What afls ye, miss? Your eye is
dull and your cheek Is pale, and your
braw, gran’ lover canna mak’
smile; ye are na' that ill, aither, 1
oplne.”

‘No, I'm well," sald L

She looked at we wistfully.

“Gin ye'd tell me your all, I might
tell ye a cure,” she sald.

But there was na cure for me In
this world, and 1 couldn't open my
heart to simple Jennie, So the days
rolled by, and I was close on my mar-
riage eve, and grannie and Dorothy
Plume were busy with my wedding

strangely that we both grew (right- | they

eneq. At Iast he spoke:—
“J've been to the squire’s.”’ sald he.
immlluntl':nl “t:t;lll:.in
?h{‘ o't pay the reat w ue.” .
Iopened my lips G mma
rered them wilh ber hand. Grasdps
ew we to him. e

randmamma |

and be a rich aga

1 thought I should die nrl

|nothing lett of Evan, my

“Dinna be vexed,” she sald. **Ju<s|
bide a wee and answer what I speer. |
1U's for love of you. for 1've seen y&'
| wastin' like the snaw wreath in the
sun sin’ thesyuire wooed ve. Was it/
your will the lad 'at loved theground |
in®"

“What do you mean®" said L
“1'1l speax gin I lose wy place”
said Jennie. I ride with the mls-
tress to the young doctor's place over
| past the moor, and there she alighted
and gave hima ring, and what she
| %aid I dinna ken, but it turned him
the tint ¢ death, and said he
“There's na adrop o' true bluid inany
woman! And he turned to the wal}
| and covered his eves an’ your grannid
drove home. That's all I ken—waulj
it do***
iAy, Jennie, " said I: “Ieaven bless
you for telling me:"
| Iflew to the cottage and stood be-
| fure grannje. Trembling and white
1 said, —
| “Tell me, grandma, have yoi
cheated me and robbed we of my love
by a He* Did you steal the troth
ring from my neck and give it to
Evan as if from me?*—you whom I'vi
loved and honored my life long!”
she turned searlet.
“Your love!" said she. *'You've
but one true love now—thie s quire.”
“You have done it!" lerled.  ©IUs
writren on your face.”
she lpoked down ab that, and fell
| to weeping bitterly
“My own love was breaking his
hesirt, she said. My bushand and
i I have loved for forty years 1 did It
(to save him. Could 1 let a girl's
, faney stand in my way and see him a
| begggar in his old age?”

I fell at her feet like a stone, and
knew nothing for an hour or more.
!'When Leame to 1 was alone with
| Jennie. 1 hade her vet m) hood aud

cloak and her own, and come with
me, and off I went across the moor in
the starlight to where the hall win-
dows were abaze with light, aud
|_:1-a!u-d the prim old housckeeper 1o
let me see the squire.

| She stared at me for my holdness—

| no wonder—but called him. 5o ina
/moment he stood before me  In ey

| ning dress, his cheeks flushed, his
eyes bright, and led me into a little
room and seated me.

UAgatha, my love, I hope no
ehanee brings you here at—"

1 stopped him.

«Not your love, Squire Turner.” 1
siid. 1 thank vou for thinking &
well of me, but after all that has
passed; —"

[ could say na more
{ hand as I began (o soby,
I oHave 1 offended you in any  way.
Agatha?” he asked

vNot you, The offence—the gullt
—aoh, 1 have been sorely cheate]!”
And then 1 broke down again.

He waited patiently till strength
came to me, and 1 told him atl—how
we had been plighted to each othas
waltlue only for better prospects
e wed, and how, when he honored
| me by an offer of his hand, I angered
|mr grandmother by owning to  the
{truth, and of the ring grannie bad
' stolen from my neck, and the false
message that had been sent my
promised husband as if from me.

s And though [ may never see Evan
Locke again,” Isaid, “I can never
be another man’s true love, for 1 am
his until 1 die.”

As 1 thus spoke the rich calor died
ont of my listener's face—the hand-
some youny squire was in tears

At last he rose and came to me.

oMy Agatha@never loved me,” he
sald. “Ah, me! The news is bad—
I thought she did. ‘This comes of
vanity,"

**Many higher and falr have hearts
to give as well as I. Mine was gone
ere you saw me," 1 said

And then, kind and gentle, ns
though I had not grieved him, he
gave me his arm and saw me across
the mour, and at the gate paused and
whispered:

‘‘Re at rest, Agatha. The Golden
(ieorge has not salled yet."

1 liked him better than 1 had ever
{lone before that night when I told
grannie I would never wed him.

Oh, but he was fit to be a king—
the grandest, kindest, hest of men,
who rode away at dawn on the mor-’
row and never stopped till he reached
Liverpool and found Evan Locke just
ready to set foot upon the Golden
George and told him a tale that made
his heart light and sent him flylng
Lack to me. Heaven bless him!

And who was it that senl grand-
father the deed of gift that made the
cottage his own, and whospoke a kind
word to the gentry for young Doctor
Locke that helped him Into practice?
SUi11 no one but the Squire, for whom
we taught our children to pray every
night. For we were married, and
when our eldest child was two, the
thing 1 needed to make me quite
happy happened, and from over the
sea, where hehad been for three years,
came our stately young Squire with
his bonnie bride beside him, and at
last the hall had a mistress of its
own—a sweet girl who loved aer lord
'as I loved Evan

This Is an old story. ITer that I re-
membered & ghtl I saw In her sofin
withered and old. They opened the
vault whbere the Saulre had slept ten
years to lay her beside him, I have
life
love, but 8 memory; ana it seems as

LULES

He tonk oy

=

me, mouldered
the bottom of the ses. And
my wedding ring fs like 19
us all, for I have it yet, and I
nl to-motrow,  Nioety]

lll°l::td it cao't be
. Evan sod the
the pearly gates —Wav-
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COLD-BLOQDED QENERALS.

Great Caplains Whe Were (alm Under
Yery Trylng Clrcumsianoss.

The great general gshould have 3
double nature. In order that he may
make prompt and well-reasoned  de-
cisions, he should be calw and In-
fn great and i
sudden emergencies. But, In order |
to animate his soldiers and Keep
them up to a high moral pitch, he
should be capable of enthusiasm and
high spirits. It is needless 10 sd¥
that the two quatifies are nol often
perfectly united, and thut when they |
are found 8o joined the result is a|
military genius.

Gen. Grant was one of the eoolest |
men in the world; but his splendid |
contidence and cheerfulness often |
partook of the nature of enthusiasm, |
and Inspired his soldiers, as well as in I
after years his civilian fellow-citizens, |
with ardent admiration and symjpa-
thy.

It I8 &
that France, the pation of hot Tlowd,
shiould have produced a long line af
generals who showed the completest
sang froid on the fleld of Lt tle.
Nupole m sometimes assamed a ver-
tain  ardor, but nothing could exeite
him if he did not choose 1o be ex- |
clted.  Murat, Napoleon's dashing
chief of cavalry, whose splendld
enthusinsm  won  many  desperiate
churges, could be is ool 45 his waster
upon oeeasion.

At the taking of Moscow, while Tae
troops sat in their saddles under
murderous fire, Murat received i dis-
pateh to which an answer wis re- |
quired. Though his met tlesome horse |
wits trembling, Murat lald the rans
upon the horn of the saddle, took his
note-book I ope hand and a pencil
in the other, and began to write a re-
sphnse

Suddenty a shell foll and exploded
on the ground close by,  The horse
leaped into the air and swung wildly
around.  Murat simply transferred
the peneil to the hand that held the
note-book, calmed the horse with the
other hand, and then went on writ-
ing his dispatch as it nothing bad
huppencd.

A shout of admliration went up
along the line. Murat saw that the
enthusiasm aronsod by his trifing act |
had created a favorable moment fora |
He gave the order, and  his

line.

It is said that Gen. Reynler once
sived the French army in Calabria,
in 1806, from & complete rout, simply
by the manner in which he smoked
4 clgar.  The English infantry fire
had compelled the French to retreat.
Iteynier fearing a panie, remalned to |
the last and brought up the rear. |
Though the Engiish fire was murder- |
ous, he hail lignted a cigar, and his
retreating men noticed that the puffs
of smoke went up, as his horse moved
slowly on, with atsolute regularity.

I'uff! A wait. ‘*Pufll’  Another
wait. Tuff! The enemy were pour-
ing on, firing vigoryusly as they ad-
vaneed, but nothing could aceelerate
Reyuler's smoking.  His soldiers rul-
lied under the inspiration of the queer
spectacle, and got off in good order. |

Perhaps the most eold-blooded com-
munder who ever lived wasthe Freuch
General, Saint-Cyr. He was a great
tactician, but totally neglected the
morale of his men. Ie was never
seen on horseback, and never showad
liimself before the lines.  On one oe-
casion, when he was simply a General ]

of the Iivision. the impetuous Mar- |
shal Oudinot, puzzled to know what |
to do in an emergency, asked Saint-
Cyr's advice, frankly telling him that
he was "‘non-plussed.

“You Monselgnenr,” said Saint-
Cyr, “are a Marshal of the Empre, |
and L am a General of o Division, 1
shall faithfully carry out your orders,
hut it would not be hecoming for e
to advise you.™

Later on Saint-Cyr suceceded tothe
command of the army, and then
adopted a peculiar method of general-
ship. He formed his plan of buttle |
clearly, precisely and with admirable |
foresight. Then he sent his arders to
his subordinates, and shut himselr
up In his quarters: alisolutely forbid- |
ding entrance to a single soul. Then |
he took out his vielin and went to
studying a hard piece of musicas tran- |
quilly as if he had been in the midst |
of prafound peace. N

The battle which won .‘w‘nlnt-(.‘:\'rhi-ii
baton as a Marshal of the I~;:'u|.1re'
Wwits fought while he was fddling In |
his tent. 1e¢ hud apparently fore. |
scen everything, and the carrying out, |
of his plans completely crushed the |
encmy. —Youth's Companion, l

Anclent Rings,

Once there was a pecaliar -
cance attached to rlll:;m The!;'t\:‘:ga
regarded as a token of authority, The
Enperor's slgnet ring placed in the
hands of an oficial invested him for
the time with his master’s power.

Rings are first mentioned in the
Hible in Genesls, chapter 41stand
42d verse:  “And Pharoh took his
ring from his hand, wod put iton
Jouseph’s hand, and made him ruler
" When s Tor

'hen the Israelites conquered
Midlanites, they *took all 1|.helr rltl;l;ﬁ
and bracelets, and offered them to the
mﬂl.ll

Ahusoerus gave the ring from
hands to the Jews' wur:'t euam,,lrik
thus glviog him unlimited control to
do with them and their property
whatever he pleased.

The father recelved his prodigal

{ son Joyfully, and sealed his forgive-

ness by putting & ring on his hand.

Tho Egyptiuns regarded thelr ringy
both as Lusiness vouchers and as or-
namenta The signet rings being al-
ways used for sealing documents, and
howcver used, their rings were al-
ways buried with them—and in Iater
years are often found In thelr tombe

The signet ring wes wsually of
bronze of sliver; but among the rich

| plause

Ldoelor's answer.,

| playing of these maps

L Ing to exterminnte

Ivory or blue porcelain were worti Ly
the poor.  FPlain gold rings mg:-.n-e_d
with some motto ur @ ¢ head o their
dieties, were much prized; amd three
or four were often worn on the Hnger,
and alse on the thumbs Amnny the
Jews no one was in full dress without
the signet ring, and ladies had their
rings set profusely with custly gems —
rubies, emeralds and chrysolites Leng

the most valuable.—Mrs Henry Ward

Beecher in Godey's

Great Bowling.
Roch S. Robb of the Treasury e~
artment has Just returned from a
short sujourn at Atlantic City. and
brought with him reminiscences of an
experience cn a bowling alley which
approaches the marvelous, says the
Washingt'n FPust. Strolling Intua
vowling alley, he stood idly looking
on at @ game ln progress. Hoon a fine-
Jooking woman, who had just mide
her appearance, approached him with
a challenge to roll A game.
«It's the only exercise I take," she !

somewhat strange tHUR | ooineg cand you surely will oblike |

e
e couldn't refase, of course, but
informed her of his being a score of
years uiit of practice.  But this did
got eut any fignre, and the game -
Ein Mr. Rolb's falr antagonist
vowled in great form, while he was
not far behind. The strikes and |
Spares  Were so common with the two
that soon everyone beeame interested, |
and a whisper went around that thev

| were both professionals and were giv- |

ing n free exhibition.

The lady rolled up a total of slx
consecutive strikes, and this made
Mr. Hobba little anxious

SYau will exeuse me taking off my
cont.,” be sald.  *‘Why, certainly,”
she sweotly replied, and off came the |
cout,

Strike followed strike until eight |
went down to his credit.  “It seemed |
as if 1 couldn't help knocking them
all down, and no matter how I would
start the hall down came all the pins
There never was such rolling  before |
if the keoper of the alley Is to e he-
tieved, and when [ finally won by o |
short margin there wis a burst of ap- |
Dr. Daily was present, and |
when the keeper of the alley saw that |
the doctor knew e, he asked him |
whio we wera” ‘

Wiy, that's so-and-so and his
wife. They are two of the hest bow-
lérs inthe United States,” was the
Then the owner |
pame up to me, and in the hearing of
the lady invited me and my wife to |
make use of the alleyat any time, free
of charge. The lady enjoyed the joke,
and for the sake of appearances 1 os. |
corted her until we were out of sigh.. |
I did not seee her again ™

— s
Weed-Mages.

The Germans have some educa- |
tional ideas which we in this eoun, |
try have borrowed with profit, and |
there are stiil others which we might
be wise to adopt.  Among them, no
doubt, are the wall maps of ditfferent
gpecies of pestiferous weeds, which
hiang in schoolmoms where the chil-
dren ean see them as long as they go
o school.

A practical idea underlies the dis-
It 15 well
known that farmers are prone Lo
treat all weeds alike and  hardly to|
observe any dilference between them;
whereas the natures nf weeds differ
as much as the natures of any olther
plants do, and the sort of treatment
which will exterminate one will
sometimes increase and muitiply an-
other.

It is important, therefore, that the
farmer and gardener should  unders
stand the weeds which they are try-

It is here that these German wall-
maps come in.  They show colored
picturesof the most pestiferous weeds,
inall stages of growth, and also the
ways in which they scatter their seeds
and propagate themselves, Iy learn-
Ing thew thoroughly, 1I|rnugli seeing
them day by day on the walls, the
child grows up with a knowledge of
the best way to exterminate them.

it has been proposed that our agri-
cultural socleties offer prizes for the
best labelled eollections of weeds—
ot for the purpose of encouraging
their cultivation, but In order to ex-
tend a knowledge of them, and thus
cuntribute o thelr extermination,

Calied Down,

“A month or so ago" sald the!
drummer, 1 was making a trip
through ‘Tennessee, and ane evening
stopped at o very respectable farm- !
house, about 6 o'clock, to stay all
night. 1 was informed by the pro-
vrietor that I eould b acecommo-
dated, but that T ecouldn'y get any
supper until about % o'clock, as they
were going Lo have a wedding and
supper would be postponed unttl that
hour, when something extra would
be had. | was very hungry, hut it
was a long drive o the next place
where 1 could stop, and | accepted
the conditlons 1took in the whole
show, and In due time we had & most
beautiful supper, In country style
and right In front of me way 2 big
eed Fuke, cut, ready W serve. 'I‘heg
didn't get around to me very m:
with the subwtantiuls, and 10 stay m
hunger 1 took a plece of that nhe{
The old man, at the foot of the ta-
ble, noticed me, but didn't say any-
thing. I waited awhile and \orak,l
small plece more, and ha became
fidgety. 6till they didn't come to
me, and I tried agaln, but the old

he

man woaldn't have it.
~*Hold! hold, my friend,"
claimed m " Voo
nelf first; coarse- wfm
After that I walted patiently
the coarse feed to como aroupd.

were wsed for orasments. | through

i BOTH GENTL
.
One Was 8 Burglar, the ¢
do Baini.

Here Is a story whiy,
through the Faris g
signaturc of no les;
Aurellen Scholl

A well-known Paris
Viscount de Baint-I;iey
the other evening
Ilaving forgotien p;d
wasn't able to ake [t
poker at the Sporting
a carriageand gave (4
to take him to his honge
Saint-Florentin. Of
hour, his valet de clgy
Saint-Rienl  eniere]
by mweans of a night ke,
into the parlor he [y
enleavoring to open lig
strapger turned rogg
him enter. Siint- e
his hat, and In a eoyrpe

**No doubt, sir, yuy g

L'Sure enough, "replig

I am sorry to disyyr,
tinued Saint-Hieyl

“[Mow eould a fellow I
the burglar, “thar 4
world ke you and sy
clubman eould eome g
this."

s forgot somcthing
my presence woulld be g

The buglar sighed,
sort of luck of fate, q
ing for a good  <tioke. 4
which are already laid, |
in here 1o keep wy Land §
afraid I might geo rusiy®

“Your explanatioss am
factory, indeed,” < '
“hut, sinee 1T happenes o
thime, Just b goos enong

“Certalnlv, s

n'r-‘k‘. u "iﬂ;""l'

“Vrlth pleasure,” sqigd
hecause T would e wepy
skunked (hredouitle, e

“The stalrwiy is 1'ghid
the viscount, *so thyt i«
necessry for e
way.
disereet enough 1o ask o

15 shew

you are eoming frons tel) i

that you
Itieul.™
“Thank you, sir."
“Light your cigar.®
“Oh, dont take the breg
have matehes ”
“Adleu, monsiour.
L have the hohor 1ol
And the burelar went i
stalrs .

have Just laf?

Lineolti nx s Weesl
At the time the Lineo
Goose Nest  Iman Needhy
champlon wrestler iy (n
County. This countv 'sissd
one In which the Lo
Needham bad often et
would tod his mateh m T
coln's boy Ale, but he
that be could “Uing lkiln
out of tour any day he §
last they met. It was o
riasing on the  Amb
SRtalsin's" at that  tine
“peighbors” from many ul
and Iam told $hal ar this
came from as far south, as
County, more than forty
Thomas Lincoln came, and
his Loy Abe  After the w
day, in which Abv and Day
handsplkes many times 4
was suggestad,  Atfrst A
willing 1o measure urms
who was six fect four and
panther: but when Thon
sald, "*Abe, russel 'im ™ A
his coat, and the two s
face. Four tinies they wre
each time Needham wis 8
AL the chase of the fo
the combatants agiin <
face, Abe fushed Loy smil
trembling with anges 1o
glance ot the honest g
face af his opponent cootd
and extending his rough
safd, “Well, 1'll e —"'|
this they were wirm fried
ham survived Lincoln
and though he was a S
erat, he had nothing bull
for Abe. Several of his (eS
near the oll homestesd
Polnt tuwnship, Curmberls
Ilinols. One daughtet,
W.P. Davis,—a Vrother of
—resldes on a farm et
Nebraska. Uncle Dan 26
him, now slecps Inadl
yard hidden away in 3 @
A braver heart never et
his [ife was humbhle, 1288
he did not lack for aweld
Eternal City.—The Cent®

Writlon by & Blugle W

Man In his arrogance f
and anon tn harrangue %
and foollshness of wos
Well, let him. Who
usks a writer In the Dl
Certainly nut the woms!
on her way serene and S
ing In the depths of b
lmau;l. that Lt.:l S
condemns L il
snare his fEACY: Wom
frills nno furbelows o
sight deed, and Mt
would be the first L0 UAge
dress, 1 must A l:»- )
very sensible, Lol L0l
about it that for usel¢
anything that wum
thought of. I om
little fisp that bs P
the bosom of the P

led with

If the conviormge shig
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