1 wes the years stretch on and on,

The childrea all grown up and gose;
No chamber echoss to their tread,

‘The last good aight hes loag been enid.

dasolsta,
man slita, resigued to walk,
Joys that ased to be,
And faces that be may not ses.

Therefore, what bliss is mine that now

1 still can smooth each fair young browl
And feel the arms that clasp me tight,

‘The lips that kiss the last good night.
=The Quiver.

- MY LITTLE DOG PICKLE.

Towards the close of a dull November
day, in the year 186—, & young man was
standing, with his back to the fire,in a
small but well furnished apartment in

" = strect. Scattered about upon the

mon to the canine features, giving at the | WPOR

same time ¢ little whimper, in order to

attract his attention.

: + “What is it, Pickle?™ he exclaimed at
. last, rousing from his reverie, and look-

" from his knee and placed it upundt:
hlloinﬁtn}olhim.ntlntlhfnmm

i JPconounced fn an uncarthly the
MW«J-hmmm

- mentary upon operator's
nerves; bui béfore the current of his in-
and continued the

“Do you know what I say to you?™
This time the answer fell éasily and

3

oS over the
. he recovered
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“Well, just as you threw it, Tommy
Bowles was climbing up the wall to get
at your apple tree, and it caught his
meck and cut his bead right off.”

For fully an hour he endeavored vainly
to bring himself into a fit state to control
tho animal's will. At last by a mighty ¢
effort he succeeded.

“Pickle, go on; tell me all you heard.”
The influence was evidently weak, for
Pickle, instead of agswering, casta wist-
ful glance at the half gnawed bone on
the hearth rug.

*“You shan’t have that bone again at
all, if you don't answer,” cried the
master, angrily.

For a moment the dog cocked her head
on one side, and appeared to be thinking;

thnlhotmdhermﬁmhnﬂnr
,» HIDOrous manner, not

hesitatng,

with her when talking.

“Did any oms see the—ah—accident,
Pickle™

‘.‘No: but Tommy Bowles® father anda

*QGo on, go on!”
*“Hush! Perbaps somebody’s listening.”

“Well, then the detective jumped up
and said, “By Jovel it t be the
first dog whio'd hanged a man” and then
said presently, ‘If that dog saw it done
—aind ten to one she did—I'll have it out
of har, see if I don't."”

“What did he mean, Pickle?

*“Why, he's found out that you Von

had seem him do it; the dog
be made to speak, and the detective
know bow to makas it
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ia also delight, that cach housewife expresses.
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Has gladdened the hearts of a million sufiering women, dagged drown
to sickness and misery through the anluous duties devolving upom
them every washday.

§= GET A FREE SAMPLE =4
At your Groeer’s and see what & savinz you have found.
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ed at Waterloo shouted during the agony
“Vive I'Empereur!"—
Youth’s Companion.

I often wonder whether it is, after all,
an evil for French ministries to be short
lived—unless for the ministers and their

EST

“Nobody cut it off —it wasn't cut off
at all. Oh! do forgive me! and there
wasn't any detective; and, please, I
made it all up.”
g Bm—m'ﬁ;—emfmd it, Pickle! I
don’t understand! Ain't 1 a murderer,

AR

0.AMacBETHE

PE

¥
existed, and, I doubt not, the most inso-
lentand puffed up. You have no idea in
England of the
members of French cabinets live.
are housed in palaces, at once

*But, in the name of all that's canine,
why should you make thisall up?
“*Because I had been playing with low
dogs up by the canal all day,and I
thought you wouldn't give me the bone
if I didn't tell you something, and be
cross with me, and 80 I made it upabout
Tommy Bowles.”
*Oh, Pickle! Pickle! and for ten long
years have you and I been on this desert
island because you told a lie! Why the
deuce didn’t you undeceive me before?
“How could I?! You never Von Glaben-

“Pickle, old dog, we've been friends
too long to quarrel over this. Give me
yourpaw. I forgive you.”

“Master, do men ever, when
want news, and they haven't got any to
give them, make thingsup like I did thas

night?

“Certainly not; only a foolish dog
would do such a thing as that Halloal
there's a boat coming, Pickle. We're

handsome,

FAMILY : JOURNAL.

of Napoleon,” the first and second edi-
tions of which realized £18,000, he made

A Weekly Newspaper issued every
Wednesday.

turned to look at him he saw that my
eyes were open, and he said to me: ‘Pa,
I've got a new one for you." Of course, I
naturally expressed a desire to hear it
Raising himeelf upon one elbow, he
looked me square in the face and

“Bow, wow, wow!™

“It comes nearer! Never mind, we

don’t dread it now. Why, Pickle, look!

That face in the bows! Why, I'm blest

if it isn't Tommy Bowles!”
L 4 L - &

E-Bample copies semt to say addrese. "3
“*A big bull pup with a curled up tall, o
A very small boy with a big tin pail;

tried this scheme, but it would not do,
And they buried the boy where the daisies grew.*
“Well, of course, I howled. If I had
ever had the nerve to spring such an epic

on my own father when I was his age I

Subscription price,
$1 a year, in Advance.
A 2

M. K. Toaxzs & Co.,

Columbus,
Platte Co., Nebr

From The Times, Aug. 13, 187~
with iron rails | bright bloom. There is not a ministerial
residence that has not a garden spacious

enough to deserve the name of a

He had not drunk any spirits and had
only used coffee and water, and yet he
had all the symptoms of the others, only
his was intoxication from contagion—the
favoring eoil had been prepsred long ago
in the army.

Another case was that of a man who

LOUIS SCHREIBER,

Blacksmith and Wagwn Maker.

tury treasures. The duchess was, on her
father’s side, the granddaughter of Ney,
the cooper’'sson. On her mother's side
she stood in the same relation to Jacques
Lafitte, of financial celebrity, who came
to Paris with worn out shoes and an
empty pocket, but who won the heart of
a miserly banker by stooping to pick up
a pin in his courtyard, and so was able
to make his way to fortune.

Yet the duchess was as dainty as if
her ancestors for centuries had been of the
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Glabenize me, and make me talk; and | oblong,
insilver and silk. They were so small
that she could not walk alone, and this
old lady, who has for years controlled
a fortune greater than that possessed
Miss Mary Garrett or Mrs. Mark Hop-
kins, cannot move from one room to an-

A Change in the Prince.
Hidden away in the weekly goeeip col-
by | umn of The Birmingham Post is the fol-
lowing remarkable account of the change
which has come over his royal highness
the Prince of Wales:
“We are all Socialists at heart,” said
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MENT is only put up in large two-ounce
tin bozes, and is an sheclzic Cure 107
old sores, buras, wounds, chapped hands
and all kinds of skin eruptions. Will
positively cure all kinds of piles. Aak for
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