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A Midnight Oell.
Last!iumîner I lived on the outskirts of thc town, where

1 could keep chickens and not have thom roosting in the bed-
rooni windowv of xuy next door ncighbor. Thereforo I kept

e theni-not for profit-but for the pleusure cf laaving my
gardon seeds scratched up every moring before sunrise: it
was goud exereie to plant theni over every dity, you know.

One night, about haif.pust eloyen o'clock, 1 was geaitly
aroused froni my peacefaîl slumbers, by the blunt end of Airs.
Acker's loft elbow seeking for any short ribs, with her mol-
Mifuous voice sounding in my car:

ilWake up! Wake Up!1 Soane one is stealiaag our chickens il'
I slid out upon the floor in the dark, ,and reached for my

.clothing. In my haste 1 hopped and floundored around, like
a shark on dry land, upsettiug the wa8sh-pitcber and bowl-
one taking a carroan on my best corn, and the other dropping,
gracefully upon the top of my boot, making- a trout-pond of
the interior. After txambling over acbuir,'wash-staud, towel-
rack, etc., I sat down on the floor-net thirougb uny desire of
my own-biut because of the tangled condition of my wearing
.gear and legs. Soon, however, I had myseif in condition to
eully forth-minus boots-accompanied by my shot-gun.

The nigbt was darker than the mind of the benigbted
heathien, and I gropied my way along as quietly as possible,
hoping to surprise the stealer of fowl s.

Ail of a sudden 1 stretchied mysel f ut full lengyth upon the
ground, arnd began to murmur, soft and lowv, a littie article

-of prose. whichi arises irrcsistibly to my mind at tirues.
Wliile repeuting the words, 1 took my left foot in both hands.

.and detuchied a piece of glass from the hecel of my stocking.
Airs. Acker came rusbin- out, and began te urge some one

not te kili me, but take the chickens in welcoine. So much
'intcrestcd wus 1, in rcpeating the littie story, that I may have
been somewbut abrupt in my remarks to ber-for she closed
the door with a baug, ufter saying:

4"I don't care if you do get inurdcred! and the chick-ens
,stelen, toc, 150 thiere !"

This rcply arousing my ire, I sprung up and rushed in the
direction of tbe heu-bouse, urged on by the loud clamor of
-the lien cotiuiunity.

In xny hurried progress I encountered the dog-kennel,
tapset it, and soughit the bosorn of mother earth; sprang up
again, witb the dog fustened to, my trousers ; tried te coax
Min into the belief that I was bis master, by persuasively
using the butt end of niy gun; succeedcd in teurinig loose

.after be had gone the length ofhbis clnin, and flnally reuched
the door of the bon-house.

I cocked my gun, opened the door, and, in xny most cein-
Mnding toue, ordered the thief te come out alud bu shot.

1 received no reply, save a nionotonous Il squawk! squawk!
-squawk !"

I became bold. stepped inside the door, closed it: und
determined te bave revenge for my mishnps.

I struck a match, and saw-tbe old rooster dangling, head
downward, from the percb, having slipped lis foot tbrough
a smaîl kuot-hole, lost bis balance in bis struggles, and uow
being unable te extricate hiniseif.

I raturued te, the bouse repeating niy little prose lesson,
put a court pînster on my beel, ansd retired.

Iu the morning I serenely watched Mrs. Acker obliterate
'Towser's trade mark frem my pautaloons.-N. Y. Acker.
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For th clady friends wc
publieli a list o wedding nnivairstraes:.
Fir8t, auuiversary ............................... Iron
Second ..................... ................ Palper
Fifth.............. .......... ............. Wooden

S'enth ........................................ in
F'ifteenth.................................. Cystal

f Tcut.t......... ....................... China
,Twenty-flith .......... ................... ... Silver
Thirtieth...................... ............. Cotton
Thirty-fifth.......................... ........ Linen
Fortioth ........................... ..... . Wollen
ïTorty.fifth .................................... Silk

'Fitieb..........................Golden
~5evutyfift . -. ... ... Diamond

We&v'lng The Web.

"This moin I vdll weave my web,"I shie sid
As she stood by lier ioom in the rosy lighit,

And bier young eyes, bopefully glad and cieur,
Followed after the swallow's fliglit.

cgAs soon as the day's flrst tasks are done,
WVhile yet I uni fresh and strong, Ilsaid she,

49I wifl haston to weave the beautiful web
Whose pattera is known te none but me l

I will weuve it fine, I will wveuve it fuir,
And ah ! how the coiers %viil glow 1" she snid;

Si) fadeless and strong wili i weave may web
That perbaps it wiil live ufter 1 arn deud.

But the maorning hours s ped on upace,
Trhe air grew swveet witli the breuth of June;

AndI young Love laid by the wuiting ooni,
Tl'ngfing the threads as lie bummed a tune.

ccAli! life is s0 richi und fullIl she cried,
,U~nd morn is short, tlîough the days are long

'riis noon 1 wvill wveave ruy beautiful -%eb,
I will wveave it curefully fine and strong."

But the sun rose bigh in tiie cloudless sky;
he burden and lient of the day shù bore;

Ami hither and thither she came and went,
While the lomr stood stili as it stood before.

"Ahi life is too busy ut noon," UIcb said;
MAy web must wait till the eventide,

ll tie common work et the day is doue,
And my heurt growvs cani lin the silence wide I'

Su, one by ene, the Ixours passed on,
TIill the creepiug s'nadows lad longer grown;

TilI the bouse wsas stili, and the breezes slept,
Aaîd tbe singing birds te, their nests bad flown.

And uow I will weave my web,"I sbe said
As shie turned te bier loom ere set of suni,

And laid ber baud on the shining threads
To set thema in order, one by one.

Baut hand wus tired, and heuart 'was wcak;
-I uni net as strongu s I wus,"I sighed she,

"And the pattern is blurred, und tbe colors rare
Are not so hriglit, or so fair te sec!

1 miust wait, I tbink, tili unother moru;
i must go te my rest ivith mny work undone.

It is growing ton durk te weavel1" sîxe cried,
As low etand lower saxik the suri.

She dropped the shuttle; the looru stood stili;
Tbe wcaver slept in tbe twilight gray.

Deur heurt 1 Will she wcave bez beautiful web
In the golden light of a longer day?

--... u2ia C. Dorr.

stout Men of Genlus.
Ougbt a mian cf gcnius te be fut or lean? 'ehe latter, if

tbe proverbs arc te bae crcdited, whicb assert that the blade
uses the scubbard, and that the mind breaks the body. A
philosopher remarks tbut men cf ge'nius had a ycllowish and
parcbment look formerly, because tbey, being txnderpaid,
were censequently undcrféd. That type bus disappeared as
effectually us the race cf King Obarles' doga or the dodo. No
cclitterateur " of the xiinnteeuth century wears slioes without
soles, noue resemble Scudery, who fiavored bis crust with a
morsel cf bacon priggcd froni a mnsctrap. Balzac was sol
stout that it was a day's exercise to, walk round hini; the Biot
Act could net disperse him, and ho was encircled with ban-
dages, \ass if a hogshead. Rossini wus a verituble Junabo,
aincc six years bce nns-er saw bis kuces; ordinarily be was
calîed by the smallboys hippopotamus in pautaloons. Jules
Janin, the prince cf critics, broke evcry sofa bic sat upon; bis
cbin and bis cheeks protruded beyond bis board and bis
wbiskcrs. Lublauchc wus cbarged tbrec lares whercver he
travolled, aud it was in a herse-box, elegatly fltted up *ith
xiii the comforts of a home,-plus au opening ofitside, that he
voysged beforo his dcath; whlic Î appeared on the stage the
wags swore tho latter badtc1o bô s pecially propped up, just as
is the case when elephauts don the sockatidbuskin. Damias
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