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‘You may notoh it on de ('S
Youn may mark it on de wall,
. Dat the higher up a toad frog jumps,
L Deharderwillhefall

4And ds crow dat fiy de swiftes'
< Am de soones' 1 de oorn,
»¢"  And de fiy dat am de meanest’ .
. Gits up earliest in de morn.

e drook dat am de shallo'es’
Chatters most upon de way,
And de folks dat am de sillies’
« Areds ones hab mos' tor say.

And de rooster dat am younges' -
Am de one dot crow de mos', %

And de man who am de coward
Always make de bigges' boas',

4And he am not de greates’ man
‘Who totes de bigges' musole;
Nor am she de fines’ gal
‘Who wars de bigges' bustle.

% You kin not jedge de kin' ob man
* By the manner ob his walkin'’,
,-— An dey ar not de smartes’ folks,
Who do de loudes’ talkin’,
- Yankes Blads,

THE OLD FOLKS' PARTY.

3Mother's Funny Plan and Its Hap-
¢ py Results.

Mrs. Lyndon and her two children,
Ned and Grace, were sitting together
at afront window in the cold, gray twi-
light of a November day.

“Idon’t like November,” said the
little girl; “it's a lonesome month.
T'm sorry for the poor dead leaves.
-Seq how tho wind drives them about.’

“But you forget,” said her brother,
-cheerily, “that November . always
brings Thanksgiving Day. Don’t you
‘romember the day last year, and what
& grand time we had?"

“Oh, yes!'"' answered Grace, *“the
poor children’s party. Can't we have
another exactly like it, mamma?"’

“It would be pleasant,’”’ said mam-
ama, “to have the children again: but
porhaps it would be better to ask some
peor .people who had- no invitations
1ast year.”

“‘Another set of children, do you
mean, mammaP”’ asked Grace.

“No, I mean a set of old folks."

“An old folks’ dinner-party!” ex-
<laimed Ned. *What a funny factory
You have in your head, mamma. I
llke this plan you are just t;urnlng

t."

“‘And so do 1"’ said the little sister.
““What old folks shall we have?'

“Iwill name first old John Cole,
‘the cobbler, and his wife, who live in
‘Cat Alley. Then there’s good Granny
“Gray, as the children call her, who
gells candy and slate-pencils. The
next I have thought of is poor Uncle

-Jim McCall, who goes about  bent
over, carrying his cane.in one hand
-and his basket of kindling-wood in
the other, selling it to help support
himself and his aged, feeble sister
Peggy. Then, there’'s lame Mrs.
.Jones, who walks on crutches, and
the old woman Biddy O’Neil. Next
I will name Grandpa Doane, who lives
-all alone, and who is so honestly
proud of a little money that he.has
1aid up in the bank. That is the last
~on my list."

“I have counted them on my fingers
a8 yon went along. We shall have
-eight,” said Grace.

¢ Have you told papa your planl’"
-asked Ned.

“Yes; I always tell my plans to
himbeiore I tell you. And here he
‘comes now."’

The father lighted the gas over-
‘head, and all sat down beneath the
«cheerful light and talked of the old
folks’ dinner-party.

“ What if some of them will not
come because they think their clothes
are not good enough?”’ asked Grace.

“Can't you give them all some
moncy. papa?’’ asked Ned.

“ How can I give to thess old peo-

fh enough to do them any good un-

ess you all help me?P” sald Mr. Lyn-
don.

+‘How can we help you, papa?”’
-asked Ned, laughing. “We have only
:a few silver bits in our banks.”

Papa looked very keenly into the
rchildren’s faces, with an arch, loving
“twinkle in his eyes, and said: *You
know, children, a penny saved is a
.yenny carned.”

Ned was eleven years old, and Grace
“half-past eight—not too young to learn
“%0 make some sacrifice for others. -

“L" said the mother brightly, *‘will
‘head the subscription list. I have ex-
pected to get a now bonnet. I will
have my old onc made over, and papa
- can give the poor the money that would

be needed for a new hat.”

Tho children looked up ear nestly at
their mother, and in an instant caught
-der spirit.

‘You wero going to give me a new
<sled for winter, papa, but you needn’t.
T'll use my old one¢,” said Ned, with a
-sturdy, steady tone. ~

Little Grace followed °quickly:

“Mainma has promised me anew cloak,
“but 1'll do without it. My.old one is
aice enough.”

“Now,” said Mr. L)ndon. ¢it's my
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_old beaver.
“ Htrrah for our old things, and for

" \the old folks! cried Ned, swinging his

handkéorchief round his hesd."

+ What shall we 40 to amuse them at
the partyl’" inquived Grace. *‘‘They
' won’t want to play games and things,
like children.”

*“The best entertainment Weé can give
them will be to allow them to entertain
us,’’ repliéd Mr. Lyndon. ¢*Old people
love to tell of the old times.”

In due time Mrs. Lyndon, taking
with her Grace and Ned, went to in-
vite the guests. All were surprised by
the iuvitation, and all were grateful.
In due time, also, Thanksgiving day
arrived, and with it the old folks.

After the abundant dinner was fin-
ished, the picturesque party assembled
in Mr. Lyndon's library.: Some of the
company wore new gowns, plain and
unruffled, and some old ones as neat
as soap and water and well-put patches
could make them. The men made a
show of clean boots, and some of new
clothes.

Gathered around the open fireplace,
old tongues, a little cold and slow at
firat, thawed out, and grew limber and
,| lively. At one side of the grate sat the
‘| erippled Mrs. Jones, her crutches
standing near her in a corner, her
lame feet on the fender. She talked
of her young days in the old country,
when she was well and strong, and
used to spin and weave all the clothes
she wore. Opposite her, at the other
end of the fender, sat Granny Gray,
the candy-seller.

The women having led the way, the
men gained courage, and began to
take their part, telling many entertain-
ing things about the old tirhes.

Uncle Jim McCall straightened up
his bent back as well as he could, put
his spectacles on the top of his bald
head, that was fringed round with soft,
silvery hair. “When 1 was young,”
said he, *Ilived in a small town on
the Hudson River. I remember. the
first steamboat that came from New
York. For some time before, every.
body was talking of the steamboat,
and wondering how it would look. On
the day fixed for its arrival, all the
people in our town, and from the towns
and farms near, crowded to the spot
where the steamboat was to stop. As
it approached, its wheels rolling
through the water, the cheers that
went up from that crowd were enough
to frighten out of their wits the
horses on the ground and the birds in
the air.”

“Do you remember your first ride on
a steamboat, Uncle JimP” asked
Grace.

“Oh, yes! my wee lady. I rode
thirty miles to a landing where it
stopped. From that I walked back
home, catching short rides when I
could.” -

‘‘He was kinder to me than to his-
self,”’ said his aged sister ' Peggy. *He
gave me aride to a place where we
had kin, and I stayed with them till
the boat came back again. Heis a
gude brother. There could nae be a
better.” Then she added, in a tender
whisper, bending towards Mrs. Lyn-
don: “When our father and mother
had died, and I was feeble and sickly,
he would nae leave me, nor get mar-
ried. He said he'd never have much
worldly goods, and he'd take care o’
me till the day o' my death, if he lived
the longest.”

“Grandpa Doane, won’t you tell us
something about the add times?” ukod
Ned.

*The wonderfullest thing I ever saw
—though, to be sure, it wasn’t a very,
very long time back—was the first
train of cars that passed by where I
lived. We lived on a farm far back in
the country. There wasn't but one
house in sight from ours. We heard a
great deal of talk about the new way
of tmvehng I'd seed men laying
rails of iron near our farm; but I
hadn’t the least idea how a train of
cars looked. 1 was workin’ in a field
oneday. Not far from it was a long,
high bill, and a strip of dark, thick
woods. ' All of a sudden a long row of
coaches hitched together came a-whirl-
ing round the foot of the hill, and past
the woods, making a great, rushing
sound that wasn't like the wind, nor
like any other sound I'd ever heard be-
fore. Ileaned on my hoe and gazed
till I saw the last of that train. The
cattle tore away as if they were dis-
tracted.”

*How did you feel, Grandpa Doane,
the first time you were on board a
train?'’ asked Mrs. Lyndon.

“I felt like as if I was a-whirling
away tosome other world, and would-
n’t ever set foot again on this." .

Then old John Cole, the cobbler,
said: “I'll tell now the strangest new
thing that ever I saw a-coming into
the old times.. You may laugh at me
when 1 say it was so small a thing as
a box of matches. It wasso queer to
take one of those littie bits of wood
and rub it on almost any thing, and
see a flame burst out.”

“How did you light your candles,
Mr. Cole, when you were a boy?”
asked Ned.

*l used to teke o coal of fire in the

tongs, and blow it till I blew a blaze.”

get a hatter to' shine up my |

“What did you'do when thpm wu
no fire?”’

1 drew a spark.of fire by ltriklng a
Aflint stone wi:{: a piece of steel.  Then.
‘| I touchedthe spark to 'some light stuff
called tinder, that took fire in an in- |
‘stant and thade a flame.” .

“What did you think, Mr. Cole,
when 'you first saw gasP” ukod Mr.
Lyndon,

“When I came from the eonnt.ry to
live in the city, and saw my boss in
his shop turn up a screw in a little iron
thing on the wall, and then touch a
lighted match to it, and a bright blaze
spring out, I was that astonished I
couldn’t speak. In a fow minutes he
went out. Then, thinks I, I'll see
what thatis. I blew out the blaze, but
saw nothing where it was. But I smelt
something that made me think of sul-
phur. I struck a match on my heel,
and touched it to the place where the
smell came from, and out burst that
fire again!”

At this there was a great burst of
laughter. When the music of mirth
had died away, the queer partysang
some of their old-time songs and
bymns, and then Mrs. Lyndon in-
vited her guests into the parlor. She
sat down at the piano, and Mr. Lyn- | gtte
don and the children took their places
near her, and them all joined in sing- | ROlS,
ing the beautiful hymn:

“ When shall we meet again,
Meet ne'er to sever?’

As they were singing this, tears were
seen coming through the furrows of
some worn faces. Then Mr. Lyndon
took the Testament and read from it
the sweet chapter in St. John which
tells of the many mansions in Heaven.
Then he knelt and prayed that the
aged friends might be gently led by
the loving Lord to those eternal homes;
and he thanked God that this Thanks-

giving Day had proved to himself and chino.

his family how much more blessed it is
to give than to receive.—Ruth Pool, in
8. 8. Times.
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TOLD BY THE TASTE.
now Tobaocco Experts Make Thelr Choloe
of Different Brands.

*T'll smoke that and then tell you
how I like it,”

“Well, I'll not put the brand on the
market on the strength of that test,”
returned one of the largest importers
of cigars in tho city to a friend whom
he had asked to give his opinion of a
new brand of cigars he thought of in-
troducing to the public.

*All right. Just give me a box of

them and I'll be able to make a better | 8

test of their worth.” ;

“That would be no better than the
first plan you suggested.’’

“Perhaps, then,” repled the friend,
slightly offended, ‘‘you don’t consider
me a capable judge of tobacco.

“Nothing of the sort. You certain-
ly have had enough experience to tell a
good cigar when you smoke it, but
while that test may be sufficient for
you to judge whether the cigar suits
your individual taste or not, it is not
thorough enough for my purposes.”

“How should a cigar be judged,
then, if not by smoking it?"’

“There are several ways. First by
its appearance. You can tell by look-
ing at it whether it is well made or not.
Then it's color has much to do with its
value. But the'way to test its flavor
is by tasting and smelling it.”

“How can you taste a cigar without
smoking itP You wouldn’t chew it,
would you?”’

*By nomeans. To taste a cigar youn
take the large end in your mouth and
press your tongue against the ends of
the leaves. Then draw your breath
through it three or four times. That
way you get the entire flavor. I have
bought tobacco for thirty years, and I
use my judgment almost solely in my
purchases. During that time I have
never smoked.a single cigar, cigarette
or pipe, and I'mever chewed in all my
life. . Smoking vitiates the delicate
taste of & judge of tobacco. Yes, in-
deed, there are many things in our
business that the public doesn’t know,
and that is one of them.”"—N. Y. Madl
and Ezxpress.

The Use of Slang.

Clergyman — Nothing better illus-
trates the degeneracy of the agé than
the extent to which slang is now used.

“I should remark.”

“People who claim refinement in-
terlard their sentences with slang
words.”

“You bet."’

“Even the ladies can not talk with-
out slinging in a lot of sewer language.”

‘“Yes, they get there just as well as
the men.”’

“It makes me tired to think of it.”

“‘Here too." — Lsncoln Journal.

S—— ) ——
—*Yes,” said old Mr. Jones, *the
doctors are getting mighty smart now-

'adays; why, they’'ve got instruments

and things made so that they can see
clean through you.’” *“Humph,” r
plied old Mrs. Jones, I don’t see any
thing particularly smart in that. I've
been married to you for thirty years,
but 1 saw throngh you in two weeks
after the bridal.” . Jones rubbed
his bald head !or a moment and
thoughtfully resumed ks reading.
—Boston Courier.

Btevens, !nthotmotmyrhd gers, én-
ﬁuuuntodlhulwn
The fast riding cham
however, is Richard
land. He is a splendidly
betwmwmdwyuuof

1881, | ceived & dmhr letter, and !

ho
ot the world,
all the ben men or
that time his career has been ons
of almost unbroken successes. He came to
the United Btates in 1834 and 1385 and at
the great Springfield tournament 1885,
won uvonouto eight races.
In the * ews (Eng.), October m,
is the ollowlng inte with him
¢ *hnt are {our best perfomuou'"
did a full mile on the trackat
Oovon ln 2 minutes,

ln with ey
could do i for the

“Whlul our s wmof
w‘qmrtoodm

after that meal, if I aml
ninomnuonthetnck
After dinner I do lome more
work, and may be a walk and ear!

¢* But there is one idea_of mine whlch ) §
have found invaluable. IfIhave done too
much work or my system is out of order,
or if Idon’t feel Tuw sound, I take what i
have used since ‘gueer’ in 1888,
have always found that arner’n safe cnro
sets me up and puts me to
it is & remed whlohlbenevem
‘{: etgg'w.int: t"t.lm pecially, when you
r-time es:
can easily understand I am not so careful of
my health as in the l{:ivx:s summer or
mtumn, I have found it
t{. to beat t.he fastest bk:yclht. in
tho wor!d, plen ractice, &n 0CCA-
dooe of my vorl and my ma-

“::Vhen Imlbon:h:lgtl:‘v:; tlt:o:
8 urs'
hard 3’:3” I can go on the track, and
whenlcnnoovermyudunthm seconds
wlnm g start, I reckon tobemovlngu

to.
e rt. but it bas its

yl:é:‘l!n is glorious

Be
one-mile ¢
ting

85 seconds. Good
thlnglnmynm.

len! oﬂt. I
‘! ﬂlﬂl.

effects whi c
easily overcome by the met.hod uled by
Champion Bowell.

Didn’t Know It was a Secret.

“sSay,” said Berkey to his wife yes-]

terday at dinner, *you didn’t say any-
thing to any one about what I was
telling you night before last, did you?
That’s a secret.”

A secret?”’ Why, I didn’t know it
was a secret,” she replied kind of re-
tfully.

“Well did you tellit? I want to
know.”

“Why, no, I never thought of it
I didn’t know it was a secret.”—Ken-
tucky State Journal.

8o Sudden.
«Women cannot be satirical,” said
a writer, ‘‘any more than they can be

humorous.” So? How is it that when a
man, after courting a girl for seven
years, proposes, she says, *Oh! George,
this is so sudden.”
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TO THE PUBLIC

Intending purchasers of PoND'S
EXTRACT cannot take too much pre-
caution to prevent substitution. Some
druggists, trading on the popularity of
the great Family Remedy, attempt to
palm off other preparations, unscru-
pulounsly asserting thom to be ““the
same as” or ‘‘equal to” PoNp's Ex-
TRACT, indifferent to the deceit prac-
ticed upon and disappointment there-
by caused to the purchaser, so long
as larger profits accrue to themselves.
Always insist on having Ponp’s Ex-
TRAOT. Take no other.

SOLD IN BOTTLES ONLY ; NEVER
BY MEASURE. Quality uniform.

PONDS EXTRACT
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writes, November, 1886: *“Was nﬁlcud for -
several

to live;

acobs Oil. The first :ppl!auon relieved,
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necuon with the miracles performed in other
t has no equal.
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Sold Everywhere.
Office, 44 Murray 8t., New York.

Ouwmmnmm in every town for
PANSIEGNCY B¢ )

Offer No. 170.

FREE!—-To MERCHANTS ONLY: A three,
foot, French glass, oval-front SBhow Case.
Address at once, R. W. TaxsiL & Co., 53

LSﬁh Bt., Chicago.
mrnnunmnm,l—.,g,g.@

Arkansas. t
“u.uu. l-lum LITTLE ROCK,

Mlnnesnta& NorthwesternR.R.
[NINNE

The Popular Line between

ST. PAUL, MINNRAPOLIS AND CHICAGO.

Direct Line to

8t. Louis, Kansas City, Des Moines, Daduqye, Mar-
/ mmm, Atcdinson, Leaveaworth,

And all Points East, South, West.

Only line in the Northwest running

“MANN BOUDOIR CARS,” M. & N. W.
Sleepers, and Smoking Bun’ot Cars,
on all night trains,
Parlor Chair Cars and Elegant Combina-
tion Coaches on all day trains.

For full information apgly at_your nearest

‘| rallroad ticket oﬂloe or

NLE
Traffic Slmuger. St. Paul, Minn.
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