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Don’t Stop My Paper,
Don't stop my paper, printer,
Don’t strike my name off yet ;
You know the times are stringent,
And money hard to get ;
Bat tug a little harder
Is what I meaa to do,
And scrape the dimes together,
Enough for me and you,

I can’t afford to drop it ;
I find it doesn't pay
To do without a paper,
However others may.
I hate to ask my neighbors
To give me theirs on loan ;
They don't jast say, but mean it,
‘‘ Why don't you have yoar own ?"

You can’t tell how we'd miss it,
If it, by any fate,

Bhould happen not to reach us,
Or come a little late ;

Then all is in & hubbab,
And things go all awry,

Ard printer, if you're married,
You know the reason why.

I eannot do without it,
It is no use to try,
For o*her people take it,
And, printer, 80 must I.
1, too, must keep me posted,’
And know what is.2oing on
Or feel, and be accounted
A fogy simpleton.

Then take it kindly, printer,
If pay be somewhat slow,
For oash is not so plenty,
And wants not few, you know.
But I must have my paper,
COoust wnat it may to me,
I'd ratuer do k my suar,
And do wihout my tea.

8o, printer. dou't you stop it,

( Uuless y 0 wan wy frown,

} ’ F r o r's the year's subscription,

Aud creait it right down ;

Avud send the paper promptly
Aud regulary on,

And let 1t bring us weekly
Lis wercomed beuison.

i "> " Miss Dinak’s Rash Vow,

“ Beautifal, miss,” said Teresa, hav-
ing thrown open the shutter and looked
out and up, now looking in again, with
ever 80 pleassnt a smile on her round

A homely face, now almost handsome in
! the cheery sunthine that’ streamed in,
*¢ Not a cloud; no rain to-day miss; and
he will come for sure.”

‘““Do you think so?” returned Miss
Dinah; smiling brightly also, and rising
from her bed to run scross the floor and
peep over Teresa’s broad shoulder,
‘‘Yes; a very pretty ‘morning;” after a
minute’s inspection and a pause to listen
to the birds and inhale the fresh breeze,
¢‘ Dress me, Teresa,”

No longer young was Miss Dinah
Prynne—quite fifty, and perhaps even
more; but wonderfully active, with eyes
as pretty and bright as in her girlhood,
not much wrinkled, and faculties clear
as they had ever been. With springing
step and quick motion, she flitted abont
the room, making her toilet, humming
to herself, stopping now and then to
soold old Teresa, who hobbled after her
—that sort of secolding which is, under
oertain circu , A0 eXp of
especial good-humor, such as possessed
Miss Dinah this morning..

‘‘And you think it will not rain,” she
said for the tenth time, ** This time of
) year thunderstorms come up very sud-

denly, remember.” Bhe spoke as if
Teresa were some important officer on
haﬁl the clerk of the weather, and
had better be eareful about her predio-
i tions, N
“Tut! September thunderst are
) rare, miss, and he ain't afraid of a litle
wetting, I do suppose,| A little thing
A like that wouldn't tecp“li\im back,” re-
’ plied Teresa with scorn, |
\’ : Miss Dinah ate her in fever-

Afterward she put on her sun-bonnet

and mittens, mﬁ/'ent the garden,

watering-

pot, and trowel, and ral
tools, and together they warked
the flowers. Miss Di a8 she pro-
'8 gressed, snapped off con fora

. bouquet—a generous one, very nearly as

\ largea cabbage. ||

‘““He always liked flo Teresa,”

she said,. smelling this rtioultaral
marvel when it was comp) “ He
4 never failed to leave me a Bunch every
miorning. Bometimes I lothn wither,
to vex him,” and she langhed at the
memory of her beautiful| girlhood's
caprices, |

“It was & pity to worry|
: #aid Teress, with honest reproval,

““Pooh ! The more I did the fonder
he was of me. There wasnothing I
wouldn't do to pain him, sometim
That was thirty years ago,” and, with a
little sigh, she glanced backward, as one

him, miss,”

may in & minute, through) that long
vista, ; I
« Thirty years I said Teresh, *‘And
B you ain’t seen him since; \d ohanged

he mast be now—as changed
miss, I mind your pictur’ v

»
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“I was nineteen then; it's very like;
everybody thought so,” interrupted M
Prynne, ¢

““Nobody counld tell it for you now.,”

““Do you think so ?” said Miss Dinah,
disappointed. “‘It will be a shock to
him when he sees me, They say old
sweethearts always think of ' the face
that was, and never of what time must
have done. It is so, too. I can’t call
him up except as he was then—I've
tried hundreds of times, but can’t—and
he was a fine youug man, Teresa—s
beauntiful young man, with great large
blue eyes, and a straight nose, and white
teeth, and chestnut hair, and a tall and
graceful figure; nobody that I've ever
seen sinoe is the least bit like him, And
he is not a bit altered, Teresa,” and she
langhed again, alfaost believing it,

“But he is, miss,  He is old and
crooked and feeble, and you will feel
bad when you see him—as bad as he will
feel when he sees you,” said Teresa, who
was Job's comlorter, sometimes,

Miss Dinah looked pained, and sighed
again, “‘I almost wish I was not to sée
him 'again, and sometimes I believe I
shall not, Perhaps he will not come,
aftor all, You know I—I made such a
‘oolish vow,” and she looked a little
frightened. 7

‘¢ You often promised to tell me about
it, miss,” replied her avcient hand-
naiden whofelt a profound curiosity in
sll that concerned this great meeting
that was to be to-day.

“I will—TI'll do s0 now, and hear
vhat you think. It will frighten yon, I
d«fe sily; but yon must remember it was
only a girl’s folly, and God knows I've
repented since,” A

They stood now in the shade of fhe
great cherry tree at the end of the old
sardén—thin little Miss Dinah, with
wer great bonnet on, and stout old
‘eresa—homely figures; but the picture
was a pretty one. Bright- was the Sep-
tember sunshine, and the fragrant air
full of the sweet musio of the birds.
And as they stood thus, Miss Divah
slanced back again through that long
vista of thirty years and told her story
of her girlish love; simple, but not
without its tragedy and pain,

““Well, I've told you often how Land-
someé he was and how dearly I loved
him. A noble fellow, Teresa! What a
fool Pwas | There was not & girl in-the
county who wouldn't have parted with
one of her eyes to marry Richard Olif-
ford; but he cared for no' one but me,
We were engaged, of course; but what
difference did that make? I trifled
with him as much as ever, and he was
no more sure of me than he had been
before. But I loved him, Teresa—he
had no idea how much—and I was the
most selfish being in the world. While
I flirted with whom I pleased, T did not
allow him to look at a girl. I'm not
going to make a short story too long—a
painful storgthat I never want to think
of. There was a Spaniard came to
Wildbrook, where we lived—a dark,
slight, elegant fellow, with deep, dreamy
eyes—Ignacio Maidero, his name. He
admired me, and I could have had him
if I bad wished; but,’of course, I had
noreal idea of marrying any one but
Richard. Poor Dick did not dream this,
however; he thought I was in love with
Ignacio—wild about him. One day
there was going to bea picnio, and Rich-
ard asked me to go with him, I said—
I don’t know what made me do it, for it
was not true—that I was going with
Ignacio. For the first time Richard
flamed up. He answered : * If you are
going with him I am going with Miss
Grabam,” Now, I was as jealous of Miss
Graham, who was very pretty, as he
was of Ignacio, though I knew how to
keep it to myself—or, had known up to
that moment. But something in his

pretty tired of my trifling, and also, I
thought, that he appreciated Miss
Graham quite as highly as she deserved.
* Go with her if you choose,’ re :
‘and I will never see you again.’ ' That
was all. I thought he would make his
appéarance as usual next” morning,
which was the day of the pienis, and
fake me there; in fact, I depended on
him to get there, having,.as I have said,
no engagement with Ignacio, as I pre-
tended. But Richard did not come;
consequently I was pbliged to remain at
home, and you may fancy, perhaps, %:e
miserable day I spent. But on the fol-
lowing day Richard sppeared—it was
Thursday—and expressed his surprise
at my absence. ‘You were there,
then ¥ said L. He said ‘yea.” I looked
at him a minute—he was emiling; yon
‘can't tell what I suffered—ragé, morti-
flcation, jealousy.
Graham ?’ I gasped. He said as before,
“yes.” Id.n't know how/it was; but I
hated him that minute enough to have
killed him. ‘I will never see
you again!’ and withont a syllable
more, turned and. left him there. And
that was the last time I/ saw Richard
Clifford.”

““Tut! tat 1" said Teress, ticking with

her tongue upon the roof of her mouth,
after the fashion of her kind

‘““He oplled at the house twice a day
for a week, and sent me messages by the
soore; but I was resolute. The eighth
day I grew more composed—began to
recover my senses, you know; the ninth
I oried, and the tenth I sent him word
to come to me, He had gone to Cali-
fornia! For thirby“years he has been
there, as you know; I have never mar-
ried, nor has he—each has been true to
the old love—and a pretty pair of fools
we make !” ' And poor Miss Dinah sud-
denly burst out crying, and for a while
sobbed unrestrainedly.

¥ Well, well,” said old Teresa, when
her mistress had become calmer, and
was, in facl, smiling again through the
water drops. ‘‘You'll see each other
now, and it’ll all be made up—and who
knows | Btranger things have happened,
and you are not a bit too old.”

“Bat if I perceive those terrible
changes in him that you speak of,
Teress,” said, Miss Dinah, half in fun,
half in earnest, *‘ I can never want him,
even if he should want me,” _

*‘ Love never sées nothing but what it
chooses,” replied Teresa, oracularly.

‘“But look, womsn |” cried her mis-
tress suddenly, ‘‘there’s a cloud over
the-sun; I tell you it will rain to-day.”

‘“ What if it does, I say? He'll come
all the same, and you’ll see him just as
you've been counting on for the last
three months, You said he never broke
his word,” “

““That's no merit, Teresa; I.kept
mine for a week, and see what came ot
it1” :

Yes, clouds had blown up, as they do
sometimes on a warm September day;
but, as we know, rain does Lot always
follow,

It was now time for old Teresa to
think about dinner; and a great feast,
of course, it was to be,

‘‘ We must do our best, miss, to-day.
All old men,are fond of good eatin’s.”

“Old men! What do you mean,
womsan ?” eried Miss Prynne, indignant-
ly; but she laughed.

Wonderful preparations they made—
not flattering to Mr. Richard Olifford’s
appetite ; you would have thought they
were providing for an ‘* Eating Tom,” or
some other gastronomie celebrity; chick-
ens and ducks, s ham, every imaginable
vegetable, six different desserts—enongh
for three or. four of tho largest-sized
giants,

Bat it continued to cloud up. Poor
Miss Dinah peeped out and upward
every five minutes ; but the weather was
hopeless—at half-past one the sky was
dark, with a faint flashing and rumbling
in the distance; and he was expected at
two. x

As the minutes went by the thunder
grew louder and nearer and the light-
ning flercer, and after awhile down
splashed the big, round drops which al-
ways precede a summer storm,

At five minutes of two Miss Dinah
stood on the balcony looking down the
road. The rain was terrific; the flash-
ing and roaring overhead, as she re-
marked to old Teress, busy within giv-
ing the last touches to the table, ** be-
yond anything in her experience.”

“Ain’t you afraid, miss, to stand
there ?”'

‘“Nonsense, I must see him as he

gets out of the carringe. Have an um-
brella ready.”
In her excitement I doubt if she
thought of the uproar about her. Sud-
denly she cried, with her hand to her
heart, and her face pale as death :

‘‘Here he comes |”

It was quite trne. The buggy was
rattling up the avenue; but nothing
could be seen of its ocoupants on account
of the apron_which had been stretohed
from top to gshbond. The horse was
dripping,

And now it wheeled and drew up at
the door. Poc: Miss Dinah stood with
outstretched hands and dilated eyes,
white, trembling—thirty long years—
her love, her darling—so long lost—now
to see him again ! ¢

I don’t know how it happened; but at
that instant theré was a flash from' the
eky, followed instantly by a dreadful
peal, and every living thing was for a
few seconds shaken and stunned ;

They made her sit up, Teresa propping
ber back with her own stout knee,

‘‘ Are you hurt, Dinah ?” asked Rich-

d Clifford. She moved her head with

strange helplessness, striving for
something, they could not tell what,
Then she said:

“I ean’t see—I am blind. I shall
never see you again, Richard. The
lightning has done it ;” and from those
sightless eyes came two or three great
tears that rolled down on his hand and
hers, locked together in greeting, after
80 long,

They took her in, and gave her some
stimulants, and very soon she was quite
herself, in all things but one ; but that
was never to be any more—never,

He xemained ; but the great dinner
went begging. A doctor came and ex-
amined—** No use—sight quite gone—
smittén and effaced by that flery shaft.”
Poor Miss Dinsh cried, Her vow, Was
ita judgment?

Riochard Olifford lingered there many
weeks, and she became more resigned,
One day they went quietly to the village
church and were married.

*“I s 80 changed, Richard.”

& Not totme,” he said.

But there was a disenchantment for
him, although_he thas denied it, whieh
the poer thing never knew, Perhaps
that was some compensation for her
great loss. To her mind Richard Qlif-
ford was not as to others—gray-headed,
wrinkled and bowed ; but the proud and
splendid lover-of her youth—the bril-
liant apparition she had looked on for
the_ last, last. time thirty long years
before, :

——————

Repenting at the Last,

Last September & young man, Charles
P, Btrickland, came to Louisville from
Lexington, and secured a position as
drag clerk in a store on Market street.
He i8 not visionary or superstitions, but
& practical business young fellow. Al
day Tuesday he said that he felt op-
pressed as if by some vague, impending
evil-=By what novelists would designate
88 & presentiment. On Tuesday night
he went to bed at his usual hour, but
his gleep was disturbed by a dream, in
whioh he - plainly saw his brother en
gaged in a quarre] with another young
man of Lexington, whom' hé recognized
a8 Arthur Murrill. After several mo-
ments of angry gestures and apparently-
impassioned words, young Murrill drew
a pistol and, shot Strickland in, the head.
He fell across a table, knocking off, as
he did so, a bottle of wine, upon the
label of which Mr.*Charles Strickland
affirms that he saw distinotly the word
“‘champagne.” Almost simultaneously
with the crash produced by his brother’s
fall, the dreamer awoke, He was so
much impressed by what he had seem
that he struck a match and looked at
his watch. It was exactly half-past
eleven o’clock. Not admitting to him-
self that be believed the facts had really
ocourred a8 he saw them in his dream,
he was nevertheless so much troubled in
spirit that he could sleep no more that
night. At six o’clock next morning he
received a telegram from Lexington,
With unsteady hand he tore the envel-
ope and read, strangely enough, that his
brother had been shot through the head
by some one unknown, at half-past
eleven o'— But we won't do it. We
have never yet told a lie, and we don’t
intend to commence at this day merely
for the sake of an item,—ZLouisville
Oourier-Journal,

Human Natare in a Load of Wood.

There is a better, more truthful por-
trayal of human natuare in a load of wood,
4. e, in the way it is loaded, than in

_half the *‘ plays” . we-see, and for fear |

that some one will not read the signs
aright, an unerring guide is given, When
the ontside of the load is straight, body
oak, and the inside crooked basswood
and elm, you may know the man whe
loaded it is an honest, confiding soul
who wouldn’t cheat his own mother, if
the old lady watched him too closely.
Then there is the load of solid oak;
clear throngh—exoept about sixty cubie
feet of daylight whioch the ingemions
owner has inocorporated by a fancifnl

When Teresa came to herself she
glanced ont, terribly bewildered, and
saw her mistress lying on the porch.
She ran out, with & dreadful ory of
‘* God ha'’ mercy I” and lifted the pros-
trate woman,

An old gentleman had by that time

ing the s

**Is she injured ?” he asked, stooping
to take her pulse,

Poor Miss Dinah heard his voice—in
thirty years she had forgotten many
things, but not that—and the sound re-
vived her even from the coma in which
the thunderbolt had cast her,
‘“Richard,” she murmured, with a

pale smile,

got out of the carringe and was aseend- |

of his load. The business of this man’s
life is o sell three quarters for four,
and he most always sucoeeds. The ar-
rangement of this load indicates rook-
bottom integrity on the part of the
owner, There are many other kinds of
loads, and the owner never fails to hold
the mirror up to his own nature when he
piles it on;.buf wé skip them all-ex-
ocept one; a soarce.variety it is and prob-
ably always will be. Itis composed of
good, honest wood, and there is just as
much of it as the owner claims, This
indioates an entire lack of knowledge of
the wood business on the part of the
owner, but such dense ignorance is sel-
dom exhibited here,— RecAester (Minn, )

Reocord, '

gement of the less ethereal element ['street,

TIMELY TOPICS,
The late Michael Sullivant, the great
Western farmer, could ride seven miles
from border to border on his own land
in Ohio, which he inherited. In 1872
he cultivated more than 18,000 acres of
oorn on his Illinois estate,

Fousilized remains of what is reported
a8 a gigantio pre-historic man have been
found 200 feet beneath the earth’s sur-
face, in a cave recently opened in & mine
near Eureks, Nev. The lower limbs,
head and neck are said to be clearly
defined and anatural,

Dr. Wyeth, a practical scientist, has
invented a preventive against the bane-
ful habit of snoring, It is a cap 8o con-
structed as to keep the jaw from falling
while asleep, and thus rendering snoring
impossible, But the trouble in intro-
ducing this valuable invention will be
to find & person who snores,

—c)

There is a suit in progress which, if
finally lost by the Western Union Tele-
graph company, will cost it $100,000 a
year in future and millions for the past,
It is all about a patent gutta-percha
cable insulator. The gmpany are mak-
g & strong fight i self-defense, and
the suit, like the gutta-percha, may
strqtch out indefinitely until something
gives way,

Another exchange says: *‘Mr, Leoni-
das Grover, of Newton, Ky., is probably

the only person on record who has had
the honor of being killed by a red-hot
meteoric stone. It erashed through the
roof of his house, erushed him to an
unshapely mass as he lay in bed, and
buried itself five feet in the earth,”. A
lie will travel farther than truth, even
if the truth has an annual pass over
every road in the country,

has just been presented to Lodge No. 4,
F.and A. M., of Richmond—the lodge
in which the great Virginian was in-
itiated, - passed and raised. Ounly one
other lock of his hair is known to exist
This, it is said, is ewned and kept in a
golden urn by the grand lodge of Massa-
chusetts, — Ezchange. - There is still
another lock of Washington’s hair, ex-
hibited among- the curiosities in the
building known, as ¢ Washington's
Headquarters,” at Newburgh, on the
Hudson,

8it down in any position, relaxing all
the muscles of the body, and let the
head drop forward upon the breast as
low as it will fall without forcing it. Sit
quietly this way for a few minutes, free-
ing all the will power of the body, and a
restful, diowsy feeling will ensue, which
will, if not disturbed, lead to refreshing
sleep. If the sleepless fit comes on in
the night, ons ean simply sit up in the
position described. Stiffness of any
part of the body must be avoided, and it
is well to bend the body forward after
lying down, rather than to keep it
straight or thrown back upon the pillow.

e ——

One League’s Good Work,

Chicago has & citizens’ league which
is doing & promising work in saving
young men and boys from dissipation,
It was formed three years ago, on the
disoovery that a quarter of the arrests
in the city and of the commitments at
the house of correction were of minors,
twenty years old and under. The league
investigated, and foand that 30,000 boys
and girls patronized the city’s drinking
places, 1,000 of which were largely sup-
ported by their patronage, Publio
opinion sustained the suppression of

penalties of thelaw. One of these keep-
ers had to pay $100 and costs for getting
two boys of seven and eleven so drunk
that they rolled in the gutter., Chil-
dren of Ohristian families were system-
atically lured into drinking-dens and
encouraged to oultivate a taste for

onk | liguor. A widowed mothet, who visited

the maloon where her boy was being
ruined, and begged them not to give
him liguor, was thrust out into. the
and her boy pushed back into
the place. The league took up the
widow's cause; suceeeded in getting the
brutish proprietor punished and the
boy to reform. The city statutes revoke

the mayor’s active help, the society has
closed ont over fifty of them. It has
also diminishel the juvenile arrests for
-1878-by 2,000, as_compared with 1877,

$1,000.

A Chinamsan connected with the em-
bassy in Paris has passed his examina-
tion for the degree of Bachelor ef
Letters, though he has been there but
one year, and knew nota word of the

A lock of President Washi .gton’s hair |-

who encouraged it were visited with the | lad,

the licenses of suoh offenders; and with+ pud sleep in blankets,

and has done it all at an ontlay of only | ‘bed; and so-yeu b

language when he came there, L

ITEMS OF INTEREST.

Missouri has 1,200 conviets in k°®**

State penitentiary, mb
Delaware, Virginia, Nevada and On,h
fornia use the whipping-post. the

The Princess Louise, following I
mother’s example, pays a bounty of ﬂ' o
dollars apiece for triplets born in t'i“
Dominion,
An exchange mentions a horse
eats meat. Well, we think T %
time ; they have boenmnnmghdx 1
long enough.
Careful housewife (lifting a shoe
the soup-tu¥een)—-‘‘ La! who'd
thonght baby’s shoe would turn ap
the soup ! Butl knew it wasn’t lost,
never lose anything 1” :
An advgrtiser in the Chicago pape, .
says: ‘‘Never go where you arer
wanted! If a man wants you to
to his place of business he will in
you through an advertisememt, It will
wrong to intrude on privaey.” b
The Boston Transcript says :’
there are men oocupying high positic
in business and society in this city, £ |
knowing how to read, This mrkh.
suggested by seeing the number of '
telligent-looking men utterly unable
decipher the mystic legend, *¢ g
shut the door,” wnd.
“1 tell you what, sir, there's lnck ith
odd numbers,” he said. **Why, “'on‘
was old Jeremy Puckett lived to . .
ninety-nine, and Miry Arnold died &
hundred and five, and "Squire Billy !":'.
Crackersly departed this life aged o*°7
bhundred and 'leven. Suppose,
that he'd a-died when he was just
a-hundred and ten ; why, sir, I'll bell*s
grasious he wouldn’t have lived mon
fifty or.sixty years,”
THE WINE GLASS,
Who hath woe? Who hath sorrow ?
Who hath ocontentions ? Who
hath wounds without caunse?
Who hath redness of eyes?
They that tarry long at the
wine! They that go to
seck mixed wine ! Look
not thou upon the wine «
WHEN IT I8 RED,
when it giveth its
; oolor in the
) OUP;
when it
moveth itself
’ aright.
At
the last
it biteth like a ¥
serpent, and stingeth like an adder.

Shattuce’s Office Boy.
General Shattue, of the A, and G.
railroad, had a vexations expe q
with a cold office, and oné morning )
said to his office boy: o
*‘ Well, this is a pretty go. Didu’§e
tell you to have this room warm whezgy
got down ?”’ m
*Yes, sir,” whimpéred Louie, o
““Well, why don’t you have itso?” ¢
“1 don’t know, sir.” fc
‘‘ Now listen to me, I'll give you sp¢
other trial, aud if you don’t come up
time and have that thermometer up o'
scventy degrees, I'll get another boy
your place,” and the general pul
down his vest and chucked his cig
Fstump into the expectoroon, ¥
Another morning came and all wj
lovely; the thermometer stood high, &
so did Lounie. After a while some
discovered that the thermometer
been tampered with, and Louie
called. >
Baid the general : “Do you kvﬁ
anybody fooling with this machine ?" |
4}

““No, sir, I don t know of any!

to

-

H
o!

L]

stammered Louis.
““ You have always becn truthfal;

don’t go back on your record. Did

feol with it?” IO s,
“Yes, sir,” whispered the

“Aha, you did! Well, tell us

‘“ Why, you see, sir, yon said I was
have it up to seventy degrees or I shop
git. And when I seen yéu comin’ tk
mornin’, 1 knew the fire was hot, by
I dida’t know the blamed thing wh
where you wanted it ; so. I just litf |
matohi and set it under it, and whoops.
her clear up to the top.”

The boy’s cuteness saved him th |
time, and the general thinks he hasf
boy in his office fully as valuable as k |
$600 dog. - L1

How to Prevent Rheumatism,
Pat away the-h«hndmnhpq
under and ove

and no counterpane at all. The ” I
and the counterpane do a great deal .
mischief. The cotton keeps the sour he
and perspiration from the body in 4 ,

night, summer and winter, and th ¥
poisoned air makes your 'M
ten times worse. If you were in bla .
they would absorb the perspirat
it would pass through from one to
other ; but in cotton, if it absorbs it}
I had better say soaks ‘into it—thepe | -
remains, oold, or hot, or clammy.

o —
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