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- Lord Norbury, the Irish judge

i LOADED FOR BEAR.

Farmer McCue Shoots Thirty-seven Buck-
shot at Onco from his Trusty Gan.

WALTON, Oct. 23.—Joseph McCue of Sul-
Tivan county is a little set in Lis opinions, but
@wns up like a man when he finds that he i
wrong. The other day ho was working in
Zhis turnip patch, which is right across the
road from his house. Thero arc not many
meighbors in the part of Sullivan county

where Mr. McCue's farm is, which is the |

Beaverkill country, near the Ulster county
dine. Mr. McCue had heavd a Guail whistling
in his turnip patch, and had taken his shot-
gun with him, thinking that maxrte he might
get the quail for his supper.  As the farmer
worked he was tinally brought with his face
toward the road, and he cauzht a glimpse of
something passing along,  Farmer MceCuae
raised himsclt up.  As he looked toward the
road his cyes opencd very wide,  As they
opencd Mr MeCue exclaimend:

“By joo!?

What the farmer s:w was a bear, and i
was sloaching deliberately alonz in the road,
past the house.
shot in Farmer McCue's gun, but he felt that
he must et that bear.  1lc seized the gun and
fired both barrels at bruin. The bear stopped,
looked in a deprecatory manner at the
farmer, and then passed on.  The farmer
watched it until it disappeared in a bend of
the road. 'I'ben he examine:l the hammers of
his gun and blew into the barrels.  Satisfied
that the gun had gone off, ho exchiimed;

“Missed him, by joe!”

Farmer McCue flnished his work in the
turuip field and went to the house.

“If T had gone out louded for bear,” raid he
to his wife, “I couldn’t have seen my way,
&he quails would have been s0 thick. Dut

&here I was laying for quail, and what do I
$ash but a bear as big as a yearling colt! It
that boar bothers me to-morrow, though, I'll
4o sorry for him, and I'll load the. old
mow. Mother, count e out ‘thirty-seven
Suckshot for each barrel!”
“You mean nine, Joseph,” said Mis. Mc-
Cae. :

“Thirty-seven, mother, for cach barrel.”

“Nine buckshot, Joseph, is a big load for
any gun, and will kill an elephant!” =

**Nine buckshot won't hurt a coon, mother,
«end I'm after bear. Thirty-soven is what I
“want, but it fsu't enough. I've a motion to
gnt in forty-seven, to make sure. No, I'll take
&hirty-seven; butithirty-seven ain't enough.”

Bo Farmer McCue put in a double charge
of powder and thirty-seven buckshot in each
Barrel. Mr. McCuo is a good farmer, bhut his
early education as a hunter was sadly neg-
focted.

“Now let that bear trespass on me again,
By jee!” snid Farmer McCue.

The next day he went to work again in his
furnip field. His gun, loaded for bear, was
with him. He had no 1dea of seeing the bear,
#0 that when in making a turn in the fleld he
<ame almost face to face with it, evidently
enjoying itself among tho turnips, from the
way it was pulling them up and munching
them, the farmer was obliged to open his cyes
wide again and exclaim, with more vigor than
before: By jee!”

Farmer Mc(Cue was bound to get the bear,
however, and, backing off a few fcet to whore
his gun lay, he picked it up, took good aim at
the bear, and fired.

And fired.

Mrs. McCue heard the report at the house.
1t made the windows rattlo, and reverberated
among the hills like a Fourth of July salute,
The farmer’s wife ran to the door and looked
over into the turnip fleld. There was a thick
<loud of smoke over by the stone wall, where
she bad last seen her husband at work.

“Joseph must have killed the bear,” she
said.

But there was no bear and no Joseph to be
seen. Mrs. McCue ran down into the field.
8he had not gone far before she saw the body
of the bear stretched out among the turnips.
Looking further, she saw Farmer McCuo also
stretched out among the turnips, as stiff as
the bear. Just then Farmer Rose and his
son, neighbors, happened to be driving by.
Mrs. McCue hailed them. They carried Mr.,
McCue into the house.  One side of his face
was as black as his hat, and swollon thyee
times its natural size.  1lis right shoulder
was dislocated, and his arm was black and
blue frozn the shouider to the clbow. 1t was
a goiwrd while hetore he could be Livuzht to,
U lins left cye, and, looking at
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, Was once
dining at a table, and cormed beef forming
one of the dishes he was asked if he woukl
have a slice. “I would try it” ke said, “if it

plied: “If you were to try it, judge, it would
be sure to be bung.”—New York Mail and
Express.

A Paradox.
It is utterly useless to try and sell a para-
chute to a man who is falling down stairs

the thing would do him any carthly good.—
Cambridge Chronicle.

Oueer Wrinkles.
BETTER LATE TIIAN NEVLR,

Ol Mr. Benily (reading the paper)—{ see
that Solomon has been indicted for bigamy,
Old Mrs. Bently-—Well, it's ‘bout time.  The
fdea of a man having 700 wives,

i NOME, SWERT HOME.

Lady (locking at Harvlem fiat)—The rooms
seem very sinall. Janitor (frankly)—Yossum,
de rooms am small fo' o fac.  Lady—I don't
see how my husband, baby and I could cver
£o0 to bed in that room. Janitor—Yo' might
do as the other Judy an'® gemnen did what
occerpied de rooms befo,  Lady—How was
that! Janitor—Dey went ter bed tandem,

WRONGFULLY ACCUSED,

Magistrate (to prisoner)—Have you cver
been arrested before, Unclo Rastus? Unele
Rastus—Yes, sah. Magistrate—How many
timest Unclo Rastus—Well, 'bout fo'ty, I
giss, but, yo' honah, one of dem times I
wuzzent convicted.  Dey proved me asinner-
cent as er new bo'n babe.

A BOVEREIGN REMEDY.

joicedid dat yo''ain't got de tarryfled fever;

de wuss a mederyin tastes de mo' good it doos
you."™ 9
ALTOGETHER COMMENDABLE.

vixiting from Chicago)—I am glad to know,

- | Cicely, dear, that you are intercsted in litera-
Sure, d

Cicely—Yes, wo have recently formed a
club, you know. One member subscribes for
Harper's, another for The Century, another
for The Popular Science Monthly, and so on,
and then we all go snacks.

5% IN THE FAMILY.

Magistrate—You are old enough to know
better than to drink whisky, Uncle Rastus.
Uncle Rastus—I kain't help it, yo' honab. I
inberitid atas'fo’ it. Magistrate—Inheritod a
taste for iti Uncle Rastus—Yassah. Dat
boy Sam 'o mine is drunk mos' ob de time.—
New York Sun.

Facotim.
A WICKED LITTLE BOY.

Bobby—>Ma, you don't want me to play
with wicked boys, do you? Mother—No, in-
deed, Bobby. Bobby—Well, if one little boy
kicks another little boy, isn't it wicked for
him to kick him back? Mother—Yes, Bobby,
very wicked. BobLy—Then I don't play
with Tommy White any more. He's too
wicked. I kicked him this morning, and he
kicked me back.

A QUESTION OF FINISH.

Miss Higgs—And what course would yon
wish your daughter to pursuc—the dead lan-
guages and the severcr studies, or French
and deportment? Mrs. Vencer (whose hus-
band has just retired from the furniture line
with a fortune)—Oh, no! I can't abide the
dead finish; give her the French polish, even
if it costs a little more.

SUCCESSFUL ALL AROUND.

'Most everybody has his pet phrase, which
he is apt to uso upon ull occasions. Mr.
Hayseed's “met with some success.” “How
are you getting on with your stock raising{”
:he was asked recently. “Well,” ho roplied,
[“l’vo met with some sucvess in ralsin’ calves.”.
“How is your oldest boy doing at schoolf”
“Well, be's meetin' with some success asa
scholar.” “Flo ought to, for he's Leen well
brought up. Your wife is a splendid woman,
Mr. Hayseed.” “Well, yes, the old lady has
—er—met with some success as a female.”

COMING TO THE RESCUA

Visitor—How old are you, Willle? Willio—
Six years old. Visitor—And when were
you 61 Willie—I don's know. Visitor—Oh,
Willic! = great big boy like yeu, and not
know when you were 0 years old! Willio's
Littlo Sister—I know when he was 6 years
old. Visitor—There, Willie: your little
sister knows. When was it, Sadie? Little
Sister—On his birthday. n

A DOG'S UNFORTUNATE MISTAKE.

“Yes,” said Mr. Hendricks to the minister,
“I am proud of that dog. Why, he knows
the different days of the wecek.” Just then
the dog began to run to a gun which stood in
the corner, then back to his master, and wag
his tail. “He's made a mistake this time,
pa,” said young Bobby; “he thinks it's Sun-
du)..ll

WHY THEY ENVIED ADAM AND EVE.

IIc was one of those men who are always
and forever harping on how differently his
mother used to do things.  Apropos of the
irritating subjeet, at dinner cne day she said,
| with o sigh: “My dear, you

vel”  “And why, 1
Wy

-2 “Becanse,

! l‘ll\‘)'

were hung.” Curran, who was present, re-

but ef yo' has jes' fot common malary, why, -
queenan’s de ting fur dat. It tastes bad, but'}|"*

And yet probably this the only time in Liz |
life when he would like to buy one or when |

Mrs, Waldo, a Boston lady (to her niece,

|
|

10 idea bow I |

A Woaderful Dog.

Asolemn mon in a western city recently
entered a restaurant, followed by his dog,
seated himself and called for a bill of fare.
It was given him.

“What would you like to have, sir?” asked
the waiter, flipping the table with his napkin.

“Well,” said the solemn man, reflectively,
“gimme some ox tail soup,”

*Gimme the same,” said the doz.

The waitei's face assumed the color of cold
boiled veal.

“Cup o' cofTee and plenty of milk,” went on
the solemn man,

“Gimme the same,” said the dog,

The waiter shuddered, and, turning, fled
for the kitchen,

A man with a rquint at an adjoining tablo

was much inte

ted in the scene.

He had

observed it clusely, and finally spoke to the .
{ solemn man, i

It must he a feariul lot o work to teach

uat dogz to tal

It was,”

st

mister,”
the sclermin nan,

ST should think so,” said the dog.

The maen with the squint was much im-
pressed. e Lezan making wild offers, and
when he reached 2200 the solemn man re-
lented,

*Wecll™ ke said. “I can’t refuse that. I hate
to part with him, but you can have him.”

*1Ie'il be sorey for it,” said the dog.

The man with a squint drew a check for
the amount, which he gave to the solemn
man. The man was about leaving when tho
dogz cried again:

“Never mind,
speak again.”

Ho never did. >

The gentleman with the squint was the pro-

I'll get oven. TI'll never

z 4 prietor of a show. -
“Well, Bister Sus'n ‘Jane, I cert'n'v am re: :

The solemn man was a professional ven-
triloquist.—Buffalo Express.

« Where They Should Dwell. *
-Cooks should settle in Greece. Ty
Fresh young men in Greenland.

~* . Priwe fighters in Wrangleland.

Angry men should go to Ireland. ;

Vaiters should find comfort in China.

The entorprising man should be a Russian.

Scolding women should go among the Tar-
tars, - ¢

Wicked people shiould stop on the road to
Rouen.

Quakers would feel at home in the Friendly
fslands, v

Hotel keepers should scttle in the Feed-ye
islands.

Profane men should travel to Mecklenburg-
Schwerin,

Hot-headed individuals should migrate to
Iceland and Chili.

Married folks should content themselves in
the United States.

Dressmakers might find it profitable to lo-
cate in the Basque provinces.—H. J. Shell-
man in The Judge.

Brevitics.

A minister made an interminable call upon
a lady of his acquaintance. Her little daugh-
ter, who was present, grew weary of his con-
versation, and whispered in an audible key:
“‘Don’t he bring his amen with him, mamma "
—3San Francisco Call.

A farmer sent §1 for a lizhtning potato bug
killer, whick he saw advertised ina paper,
and reccived by return mail two blocks of
wood, with directions printed on as follows:
‘“‘Take this block, which is No. 1, in the right
hand, place tke bug on No. 2, and press them
together. Remove the bug, and proceed as
before.”—Hudson (N. Y.) Register.

Piton, late private in the marines, who has
recently returned from Tonquin with a wooden
leg, called the other day on his friend Guibol-
lard, who exclaimed with hLis wonted fervor:
“‘Brave warriers, thanks to'you France has
now one foot in the remote east—" *‘Right
you are,” replied Piton, *‘’twas I who left it
there.”—Vie Parisienne, :

The girls will be pleased with auniform
marriage law' if the uniform is pretty and
thero is a man in it.—Pittsburgh Dispatch.

A coal stove isa cast iron paradox.. It
wont burn unless you put it up, and then it
wont. burr unless you shake it down.—Dans-
'nhm- 4"" % :

Fashion ‘has many times decided to sit
down on the bustle, but'it still holds its own,
and is bigger: than ever.—Now.Orleans Pic-
ayune. . ¥ W

Now that the oleomargarine bas been
shelved we propose to start a crusado against
oleomilkerine.—Ban Francisco Alta.

It is very mortifying for a young man to
ask for'a girl's hand and reccive her father's
foot.—Lowell Citizen. .

Aftor all it may turn out that the only
honest butter is the goat.—New Age.

A phrenologist says that fulness under the
eye denotes language. The phrenologist
must have run across a man who told some-
body clse he lied.—Drake's Magazine.

“Brown as a berry” is an alliterative chest-
nut that should be shelved. Berries are not
brown, but red.—East End Bulletin. This is
especially true of black berries.—Pittsburg
Dispatch.

Some men are born bogs, some achieve !

hoggishness, aud some never learn to chew
tobaceo at all.—Dansville Breeze.

When a couple are about to elone the
yeung man asks: “Does your mother know
your
zeile,

rouie"—Cincinnati

Cia-

Commereial

Gue Yankee friend

s eou’! not captinve
(ERha| iseon daring the war, i they Lave
A i ¢ o« tv had o o

EVOLUTION OI' THE BEAU,
—St. Paul Herald.

Jottings from Xife.

The outrome of the Geronimo matter will
probably be the hanging of Gen. Miles and
the roduction to the raunks of the Apuche
chief.

AXNXIOUS ABOUT HIS PARENT,

Call boy (to old gentleman in green room)—
Mile. De rerchong desires m2 to assure you
that she will be down as soon as she recovers
from her fatigue and changes her clothes.

Old gentleman—Hers, hold on; 1 say, there
isn't anything serious the matter with mother,
is there!?

A BALL ROOM PANORAMA,

With Portraits of the Maidens One s
Apt to Jostle Thore.

There are maidens fond of flirting—

You will find them charming sweet;

And, thelir power
STeat exerting,

They will bring you
to their fect.

But you'll find,
though they're di-
verting, ¥ }

It is well to be di
creet

For your rvanity
thoy'll tlatter,

And, perchance,
somo may be
hissed,

| T

nder
mat-

1 that
o rissed.
v
But beware the maid o* R

When you see her,
For she's ever light-tas
And you'll find if yc.
She'll discoursy in acc
Oun the Whichness of
Indeed you'll be in con:
And you'll be both cola
On the verie of desper
When she asks, as like
If you'll give a dissertar
On the Whenness of th 5

"y

Under guidiance pare
ental,
You will see at any
ball,
Anidons pravs and
s:ntimental
Who fonl suitors
would enthrail,
And in manner tran-
scendental
They wiil sigh with
one e all;
They will talk to yon
for hours
Ou t.ac beauties of o
star,
Lisping praises of the
flowers,
On the moon we see
afar,
And of sylvan dells
and bowers, -
. Till you wonder
where you are.

There's the rich old
morchant's
deughter— o S

Sho's too wealthy ts be nold--

But, though many men have sought her.
8till her hand she does withhold,

For sho must, her mother's taught her,
Buy a ttle with her gold.

She may smile when you address her,
If of londs there is a dearth,

But ‘tis useless to im-
press her
With your hooesty
and worth,
For she'll think you
an agressor
If you're not of
noble birth.

Then there's she
who's sweet and
pretty,

Who is stately, fair
and tall,

Who is clever, who is
witty,

Who is belle of all
the Lall;

But she's poor. and
that's the pity.

W. D. Bowells

type-wiiia

writes all his novels
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J.F. BRONSON,

SANBORN, Dakota,

i
i

You can get everyihing in

lYYTr \ "\ y
Watches, Clocks, Jewelry!
Silverware, Gold Pens.pencils,
Seal and Wedding Ringe, Spectacles, etc.
WATCHESand ‘% 8V REPATRED
AND WARRANTED.

Pianes, Organs, aod Shest Music,

Music Instract.un Books, Pisno and Oréln Stools
and covers. Stationery, and Wall Paper,
Books, Blank Books, Periodicals.

All goods delivered anywhere in the territory
free of charge. 4.7 BRONSON.

Minneapolis & St.Louis
‘RAILWAY,

ARD THE FANOUS

Albert Lea Route.
TWO THROUGH TRAINS DAILY

yuox ST. PAUL awp MINXERAPOLIS

TO CHICACO .

Without Change, comnecting with the Fast Trains
of all linen for the

EAST Ax» SOUTHEAST!

The Direct and only Line running throngh cars
between MINNEAFPOLIS and

DES MOINES, 10WA,

Via Albert Lea and Fort Dodye.

o SOLIDTMROUGH TRAINS g3

MINNEAPOLIS AND ST. LOUIS
and the Principal Cities of the Missisnippi Valy

connecling in the Union Depot for all point ‘les
Seuth and Southwest!

ST e ‘
MANY HOURS SAVED -
andileOn 'y Line running Two Trains Daily
Fansux City. Leavenworth and Atehison
muking connections with the Union

Pacific and Atchiron, Topeks &
Sante Fe Railwaye

§F Clore Conncetions mude 1n Union Depo
with nll}rnmn of the 8. Paul, Minuenpolis & Man
itoba: Northern Facific: St Paul & Duluth Raii

REMEMBER!

and our justly
CELEBRATE D

E3 150 Lbs. of-Baggrge Checked Fres.

For

ways, from and 10 uli %mimn North and Northwest

‘he Traink of the Minueap- /
olin & St. Lonis Railway are
composed of Comfortable Duy Coaches, M
NIFICENT PULLMAN SLEEPING CARS.

Palace Dining Cars ¥

AG-

ARE
e

LWAYS AS. LOW THE LOWEST!
énln. Through Tu‘&eu. wtc., call upon the near
oot Ticket Agentor write 10

8. F. BOYD,
Gen'l Tkt. & Pase A ct.. Minneapolis, Min:

SilasW.Black's
BARBER SHOP,

- ——AND——

BATH Ruums. . 110 L and COLD:

BATILS,
THE CHICAGO. ;

MILW.‘&UKEE )

ST. PAUL R'Y

Is the Fast-Mail Short Line from St.
Pauland Minneapolis via La Crosse and
Milwaukee to Chicago and all points in
the Eastern Statesand Canada. Itis
the only line under one management be-
tween St. Paul and Chicago. and is the,
finest equipped railway in the Northwest
i It is the only line running sleeping ears
i with luxuriant  smoking rooms. and the
| linest dining cars in the world. via i

ramous = River Bank Route." r the .
shoves of Lake Pepin and the iul =
i Mississippi river, to Milw:
‘hi Its trains conneet
Morthern hnes in
Union d Pan!
SIS of any el 11 st
¢ A &l
. X i &5t
i o 1 2
) Cur
i
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