
«0 GETTING BEADY FOR THE TRAIN.

troubles, and crowned with the compasaion
that only perfection can send upon imperfec-

tion. Comes, with happy memories of tlie

pai«t, and quiet confidence for the future.

Comes, with the changing scenes of day aud
niglit ; with wrinter's 8torm and summer's
calm ; couies, with the sunny peace ami tlie

backward dreams of age : comes, until one

day, the eye of the relentless old reaper re.sts

upon old Tom, staudiug right in ihe swatli,

amid the golden com. The sweep of the

noiseless scythe that never turns its edge.

Tune llas:^es on, old Tom steps out ot young
Turn's way, and the cycle of a life is complete.

a wo-
the si-

replied

Qettlug Ready for the Train.

When they reached the depot, Mr. Man
and his w ife gazed in unspeakable disappoiiit-

mtiit at the receding train, which was just

pulling away trom the bridge switch at the

rate of a thousand miles a minute. Tiieir

first impluse was to run after it ; but as the

train was out of sight, and whistling Icir

>Sayet(iwn before they could act uijon the

impulse, they remained in the carriage and
disconsolately turned the hoises' heads
homeward.

"It till cornea of having to wait for

man to get ready," Mr. Man broke
lence with.

"1 was ready before you were,"
his wife.

"Oreat heavens!" cried Mr. Man, in ir-

repressible impatience, jerking the hors-es'

jaws out of place, "just listen to that ! And
I tat out in the buggy ten minutes, yelling

at >ou to come along, until the whole ueigli-

bourhood licard me !

"

"Yes," acquiesced Mrs. Man, with the

provoking placidity which no one can assume
but a wouian, "and every time I started

down stairs you sent me back for something
you had forgotten,"

Mr. Man groaned. "This is too much to

bear," he eaid, "when everybody knows
that if I was going to Europe, I would just

rush into the house, put on a clean shirt,

grab up my gripsack, and fly ; while you
would want at least six months for prelimin-

ary preparations, and then dawdle around
the whole day of starting until every train

had left town."
Well, the upshot of the matter was, that

the Mans put off their visit to Peoria until

the next week, and it was agreed that eacli

. one should get ready and go down to the
train and go, and the one who failed to get

' ready should get left. The day of the match
came around in due time. The train was to

fo
at 10:30, and Mr. Man, after attending to

is business, went home at 9:45.

"Now then," he shouted, "only three*

qnartera of an hour to train time. Fly

around ; a fair field and no favours, you
know."
And away they flew. Mr. Man bulged

into this room and rushed into that one, and
dived joto one closet after aiiotlifcr with in-

i cciiiceival)le rjijjidily, clnukliiig umler his

I

breath all the tjiae, to ihiiik how fl't;ip Mrs.

I

Man would feel when he started oH' :doiie.

j

He sto])i)e*l on his way up btaiis to puil off

his heavy Imotn, to save time. Fortlie ."ame

reas(in he puUeii oil' his coat as he ran through
the diiiinyroom, and huiii; it up in the eor-

I

iier ot the silver closet. Then he jeikedofl
;
his vest as he rushed tlu'ough tlie liall, and

I

• obsed it on a hook in tlie liatracii, lUiu by
! the time he reacheii las own room he wa«

j

ready to plunge into liis clean clothes. He
I
pulled out a bnre:iu drawer anil hc^^'an to

; paw at the ihiiiys, like a ^cotcli terrier after

I

a rat.

" Eleanor !
" he shritked, "win re are my

shirts ? "'

" In your bureau drawer," quietly j( ilied

Mrs. Man, who was staiiiliiig piuciidy Ix lore

a |ilass, cainily and diiiberatelj coaxing a
refractory < limp into place.

" Well, by ihuiitier, ihey ain't !
" shouted

Mr. Man, a little annoyed. " 1 ve emptied
every last thing out oi the drawer, aiui liier*

isn't a tiling in it that 1 ever saw hefote.

"

Mrs. Man stepped hack a few pace;-, held
her head on one suie, and alter s:iiisf}iug

j
lierself that the eriin]i would do, and woula

I

stay wheie slie had jjut it, replied :

1 '"These things scattered arouiul the floor

! are all miiic. I'rol ably jou haven't been
I
lociking ill your own diaver.

"

1

'• 1 don't set','' testily (diserved Mr. Man,
1 "w-hy you couh'ui thave | ut my things out
forme, when jou had iioihii;y eL-iC to cio all

morning."
" Because," said Mrs. ?t. an, settling her-

self into a:i adiLiioiiaiaitiLleof lainieiit with
awful deliheratioii. " nol edy ] lit niiie out
forme. 'A lair field and no luvcurs,' my
dear.

'

Mr. Man plunged into his shirt like a bull

at a ted ling.

" Foul!' he shouted, in nialicious triumph.
" No hutt(.n on the neck!"

"Because," said Mr^. Man, swo.etly, after

a deliberate stare at the lidgetiiig, in latient
man, during which Fhe luttentd hn drtsB

and put eleven pins where they would do
most good, " htcause you have got the shirt

on wiong side out."

When Mr. Man slid out of that shirt he
began to sweat. He dropped the shirt three
times before he got it on, and while it was
over his head he heard the clock strike ten.
When his head came through he saw Mnfk
Man coaxing the ends aad howu of her neob*
tie.
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