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If Fm drafted I shall resign
Deeply grate, al for the onexpected honor

hus confered upon me, I shall feel compeld
to resign the position in favor of sum more
worth pe Modesty is .hat ails me.
-That s what s kept me under
Imeaater-say, Ishallhavto resign if

I m drafted everywheres I've bin inrcJd Tnu,st now furrinstuns, be inrold in upa;ds
ot JOO different towns. If I'd konf n„

Brigade, in wl.-Vl, „„„„ t __ , , , . '*

THE DRAFT IN BALDINSVILLE.

T> • 1 .
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Brigade, in which ease I could have held ameetin and elected myself Brigadcer-ginral
quite unanimiss. I hadn't no idea therewas so many of me before. But, serisly,
I concluded to stop exhibitin', and made
tracks for Baldinsvillc.

My only daughter threw herself onto myboosumand said, " It is ,„e, fayther - Ithank the gods! " > j-
"ci

.
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She reads the Ledger.
" Tip us yer bunch of fives, old faker I

"

-dA™r.s,Jr. He reads' the ^/.>;,,My wife was to the sowin' circle. Ik„ew«te and the wimin folks wa« havin' a pleT-t t.„eslanderin' the females of theot
ternoon and was doubtless enjoyin' their
selves ekally well in slanderi-V fuT
namedcircle),andIdidn'tsendforhe'

Ialius like to see people enjoy theirselver
g^My son ORonsTUs was playin' onto a

kitchin'.
'^'^°"-" '•'• H corner of the

^

It'll cost some postage-stamps to rd,e this
'

fam'ly, and yet it 'ud .^o hard wi'I, the od
'

»^- to lose any lamb of the flock

"
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An old bachelor is a poor critter He™ay have hearn the skylark or whSnearly the same thing) Miss Kvl} .

OLE Bnr T fi/^i / '
™"^ ^""^^ l^earn

music I ,

'"^ "°''"'n' aboutmu ic-the real, ginuine thing-the music

And you may ax the father of sichchildrnn-leto dinner, feelinwerrysi^ett'l
be no spoons missin' when he ZT
Sich fathers never dron Un fi

^ '^"^-
,- f^ ii P *'" nve-cent niecesI'ito the contribution box nor ,. i i
pe^s off nnf^ kr . .

°^' "O'^ palm shoe-
pi-os on onto blind hossos fm- «„*

' critter. He dnn'f ]• ? ' ^ "" P°'*'"

Panents, lor bein' here at all. TheWv-anud man dies in good stile at homf^^^^--de by hi. weeping wife and Chi donTbe old bachelor don't die at all-he ort"of rots away, like a pollywog's tail.

% townsmen were sort o' demoralized.
There was a evident desine to ewade theDiaft, as I obsarved with sorrer, and patri

jewdesprit.] I hadn't no sooner sot dolnon the piazzy of the tavoun than I saw six-teen solitary hossmen, ridin' fou^ abreast
wcndin their way up the street

'

'

"What's them? Is it calvary ?"
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