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'POETRY. Rf* I. «Wiliam,bowser

Sezhe “BusT toy butt-ms, bat K’s grate doin«,” A then 
• be nr ed as hiked kit; b *s--!f.

; ez I, risin an<i pm tiivon a am-teei* look. “William,

’ nu til he til over on the bunk where the hostler sleeps 
and in as ill, mwIt voice sed, “Twin*!” I<#*sureyou, 
gent*, that the gri ns didn't •grow under my feet on roy 

! wnv home, A 1 w&> follered by arVenthoosaastic throng 
! of my feller sitt- rznns, whohurrard f“r Old Ward at the f 
? top of their voi.se*. 1 found the house chi ck full of 
i jjeople. There was Mis Squire Hsxr<n«dher three 
I cri.wn up dartt vsi-lnwyer Perk 11 nsesSwife, Taberty 
] liyley, yung Kl>e# V;irMin*, Deaken Rimmuus fokes. 

tie School master, Doctor Jonlin,et*ettery. etwettery.
Mis Ward was m tlV , west 100m, wnieh jir-es the 

; lichee. Mis Squire Baxter was mixin aumthin in a 
ipper lieforc the kitcl cn tin-,.and a'Ssm.tll aimy of fe- 

rimhin wildly round the house with

:

THE CASTLE BUILDUP.

A gentle boy, with soft and silken locks,
« yÜ

wooden blocks.castle Boildei*. , . ....
And towers that tomb imaginary skies.

jf.

A fearless rider on hi «father’s knee-, 
An eager listener in#) stories to|d 

4 At the Round Table -m nurse 
» Of iftroos and adventures mam

ry, '*
ifolcL

4
There wi 1 be other towers for thee to buil l;

There will lie other steeds for thee to ride ; 
There will oe other i- gends, and ail filled

v . a and more glorified.
Wà

With greater ma
Build on and make tbv cast'es nigh and fais, 

Rising an 1 reac imv upward to the ski.-s ; 
List to the voices in Vie upper air,

Nor lose thy biutfpt' taitb in loyaterios.
Longfellow.

nalu w i in in was

■ople* 01 campfire, pease* of tiannil, Ac. Ineveraeed 
it h a httW-nb in my born diise. I cood stay in thu 

.veut nom only a mi

y

y
- . »*■*■ strung up was

m*j
“ iVliat upon «mb ails the roan?'’ says Tabert'iy 

jpley. -bakes alive, what air you dotn!” and she 
:*al*i ae by m> d-te tales. "What's the matter with 

y 1» ' she continu- red.
"Twins! marrn,” *ez I, "twin*!”
«1 know it ” sex she, cove rid her face with her

nn.7
t

«ARTEMUS’ “EPPI30DES”
L)«à* Sia*: I take my p -n in hand to inform yti tha 

I-n; in a state of blis an 1 irittt thW lines will find yu 
tajoyiu the a’roe Merfsins. line reguvenited. s Iv 
found the immorkal wafer* of youth, *0 to speak, A am 

litnh r an l as fristy a< * 1 year old steer, & in th<- 
’litustheio uoys which set “g> up o'd bawl it head" to 
ir*. will do so at the Perril of tfieir haxzard individoo- 
illy. I m ! powerful.hajniy. He ps of joy has desend- 
<it<) on it A t feel likea hr in new man. Rumtimes I 
irsk mysed ‘•is it a dream?” A su thin within myself sez 
"it air,” but when I look at them sweet little critters, 
mow it is a reallcrty —2 r< allerty’s I ma sa—A I feel

nman natur in a man

a pun.
“Wall,” sczT,
“Wall, pat aon n that air gun, yu pesky old fool” * 

ted she.
-No, marmV' stz I, “this is a nasbunal day. The \ * 

glory of this here day isn’t confined tb Baldinsvilje 
by a darn site. On yonder woodshed,” ses I, drawee 
myself up to my full hite, A spekin in a show action 
voise, “I will tire a Nashunal saiout !" having irludhX- 1 
tart-d myself from her grasp and lusht to the top of thé ? 
shed, where I blazed away until Squire Baxter’s hired "fJ *

86

is
•:hat’s what's the matter with me.'

m

n and my s-_ ML .,3Sm

f retnri.efl fre tn the Summer Cam pane with my un- 
I #ara!eld show 0/ wax woiÿs and livin wild^rBeests of 

■’ray in the early part of thiA mnnth.
■ T i! p ;0 pie of Ba.lt I in ville m >t me cordully and I

laaaajitly conm-nted rest in myself with myfamerly. 
Th j other nite, while Î wos down to the tavnm tostin 

or shins agin the bar room fir! & amuziu^the krowd 
rith sum of my adventurs, who shood' come in bare

UWni,y-ferfiWiM
On réturniû to the Kitchen, i found qnftealot of 

people seated 1-e t the fire, a talkin the event over. -* 
They mad room for me A I sot down. “Qnite a eppi*. 
sode," end Doctor Joidin, Iitin his pipe with a red hot 
coal. i

■

: I

“Tvs.” sed I, “2 eppisodee, waing abont 18 pounds '• 
jmtiy ”

“A perfect coop de tat,” said the skulemaeter.
“E pluribus unum in proprietor yersony,” sed I, think- 

Continued on loft page.
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teded-A terrible excited hut Bill Stokes, who ses, eez 
p *Oid Ward, ther/s grat • d tins up to yout house”
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