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COLORED PHILOSOPHY. 
You may notoh It on de palin'a, 

Yon may mark It on do wall, 
Dat the holier up atoad frog jumps, 

k De harderwlll he falL 

.And do crow dat fly de awiftea' 
An de toones' in de oorn, 

And de fly dat am de meanest' 
Qltt np earliest in de morn. 

Do brook dst amde ahaUo'ea' 
Chatters moat upon de way, 

And de folka dat am de sillies' 
Are de onea hsb mos' ter aay. v 

And de rooster dat am youngea' •-
Am de one dot orow de moa', '$ 

And de man who am de coward 
Always make de Mggea' boaa'. 

And he am not de greates' man • 
Who totea de blggns' mnaole; : 

Nor am she de flnea' gal 
Who moa de blggea' bttatle. 

Yon kin not jedge de kin* ob man 
* By the manner ob his walkin'. 
An dey ar not de amartea' folka, 

Who do de loudea' talkin'. 
—Yankee Blade. 
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THE OLD FOLKS' PARTY. 
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Mother's Funny Plan and Its Hap-
v py Results. 

Mrs. Lyndon and her two children, 
Med and Grace, were sitting together 
at a front window in the cold, gray twi
light of a November day. 

"I don't like November," said the 
little girl; "it's a lonesome month. 
Im sorry for the poor dead leaves. 
Sc%how the wind drives them about" 

"But yon forget," said her brother, 
-cheerily, "that November. always 
brings Thanksgiving Day. Don't you 
remember the day last year, and what 
a grand time we had?" 

"Oh, yes!" answered Grace, "the 
-poor children's party. Can't we have 
•another exactly like it mamma?" 

"It would be pleasant," said mam-
,• ma, "to have the children again: but 

tr?," perhaps it would be better to ask some 
poor people who had- no invitations 
last year." 

; "Another set of children, do 
; - mean, mamma?" asked Grace. 

, <*No, I mean a set of old folks.'* 
I' < * "An old folks' dinner-party!" 

•claimed Ned. "What a funny factory 
. jroa have in your head, mamma. I 

like this plan you are just turning 
. out" 

"And so do I," said the little sister. 
"What old folks shall we have?" 

" I will name first old John Cole, 
the cobbler, and his wife, who live in 
Cat Alley. Then there's good Granny 
Gray, as the children call her, who 
-sells candy and Blate-peneils. The 
next I have thought. of is poor Uncle 

'McCall, who goes about bent 
k 'V * plover, carrying his cane < in one hand 

'' >and his basket of kindling-wood in 
; the other, selling it to help support 

himself and his aged, feeble sister 
j Peggy. Then, there's lame Mrs. 
Jones, who walks on crutches, and 
the old woman Biddy O'NeU. Next 
I will name Grandpa Doane, who lives 

• all alone, and who is so honestly 
proud of a little . money that he .has 

" laid up in the bank. That is the last 
: on my list" • •• 

"I have counted them on my fingers 
• as you went along. We shall have 
eight," said Grace. 

f "Have you told papa your plan?" 
•asked Ned. 

"Yes; I always tell my plans to 
, him before I tell you. And here he 
comes now." 

The father lighted the gas over-
I'head, and all sat down beneath the 
^•cheerful light and talked of the old 
iolks' dinner-party. 

*' What if some of them will not 
come because they think their clothes 

•: are not good eQoughP" asked Grace. 
" Can't you give- them all some 

: money, papa?" asked Ned. 
" How can I give to these old peo

ple enough to do them any good un-
i less you all help me?" said Mr. Lyn
don. 

•"How can we help you, papa?" 
masked Ned, laughing. "We have only 
-a few silver bits in our banks." 

Papa looked very keenly into the 
'children's faces, with an arch, loving 
twinkle in his eyes, and said: "You 

'know, children, a penny saved is a 
.penny earned." 

Ned was eleven years old, and Grace 
"half-past eight—not too young to learn 
- to make some sacrifice for others. « 

"I," stud the mother brightly, "will 
head the subscription list I have ex-

v? pected to get a now bonnet I will 
; have my old one made over, and papa 

: ; cau give the poor the money that would 
o, be needed for a new hat." 

Tho children looked up earnestly at 
their mother, and in an instant caught 
lier spirit 

"You were going to give me a new 
eled for winter, papa, but you needn't 

p I'll use my old one," said N9d, with a 
sturdy, steady tone. " 

Little Grace followed quickly: 
is "Mamma has promised me a new cloak, 

Irot I'll do without it Myt old one is 
--nice enough." 

"Now," said Mr. Lyndon, ^it's my 

turn, PI! get a hatter to- shine up my 
old beaver." 

."Hdirfah for our old things, and for 
the old folks!'? cried 3Ked,swinging his 
handkerchief round his AeaU; ' 

"What shall we do to ainus* them at 
the party?" inquired Grace. ••They 
won't want tq play games and things, 
like children." 

"The best entertainment we can give 
them will be to allow them to' entertain 
us,'7 replied Mr. Lyndon. "Old people 
love to tell of the old times." 

In due time Mrs. Lyndon, taking 
with her Grace and Ned, went to in
vite the guests. All were surprised by 
the invitation, and all were grateful. 
In due time, also, Thanksgiving day 
arrived, and with it the old folks. 

After the abundant dinner was fin
ished, the picturesque party assembled 
in Mr. Lyndon's library.' Some of the 
cotaipany wore new gowns, plain and 
unruffled, and some old ones as neat 
as soap and water and well-put patches 
could make them. The men made a 
show of clean boots, and some of new 
clothes. 
. Gathered around the open fireplace, 
old tongues, a little cold and slow at 
first thawed out, and grew limber and 
lively. At one side of the grate sat the 
crippled Mrs. Jones, her crutches 
standing near her in a corner, her 
lame feet on the fender. She talked 
of her young days in the old country, 
when she was well and strong, and 
used to spin and weave all the clothes 
she wore. Opposite her, at the other 
end of the fender, sat Granny Gray, 
the candy-seller. 

The women having led the way, the 
men gained courage, and began to 
take then: part telling many entertain
ing things about the oULtiifies. 

Uncle Jim McCall straightened up 
his bent back as well as he could, put 
his spectacles on the top of his bald 
hesd, that was fringed round with soft, 
silvery hair. "When I was young," 
said he, "I lived in a small town on 
the Hudson Biver. I remember- the 
first steamboat that came from New 
York. For some time before, every, 
body was talking of the steamboat 
and wondering how it would look. On 
the day fixed for its arrival, all the 
people in our towd, and from the towns 
and farms near, crowded to the spot 
where the steamboat was to stop. As 
it approached, its wheels rolling 
through the water, the cheers that 
went up from that crowd were enough 
to frighten out of their wits the 
horses on the ground and the birds in 
the air." 

"Do you remember your first ride on 
a steamboat. Uncle Jim?" asked 
Grace. 

"Oh, yes! my wee lady. I rode 
thirty miles to a landing where it 
stopped. From that I walked back 
home, catching short rides when I 
could." 

"He was kinder to me than to his-
sfllf," said his aged sister Peggy. "He 
gave me a ride to a place where we 
had kin, and I stayed with them till 
the boat came back again. He is a 
gude brother. There could nae be a 
better." Then she added, in a tender 
whisper, bending towards Mrs. Lyn
don: "When our father and mother 
had died, and I was feeble and sickly, 
he would nae leave me, nor get mar
ried. He said he'd never have much 
worldly goods, and he'd take care o' 
me till the day o' my death, if he lived 
the longest" 

"Grandpa Doane, won't you tell us 
something about the old times?" asked 
Ned. 

••The wonderfullest thing I ever saw 
—though, to be sure, it wasn't a very, 
very long time back—was the first 
train of cars that passed by where I 
lived. We lived on a farm far back in 
the country. There wasn't but one 
house in sight from ours. We heard a 
great deal of talk about the new way 
of traveling. I'd seed men laying 
rails of iron near our farm; but I 
hadn't the least idea how a train of 
cars looked. 1 was workin' in a field 
one day. Not far from it was a long, 
high hill, and a strip of dark, thick 
woods. All of a sudden a long row of 
coaches hitched together came a-whirl
ing round the foot of the hill, and past 
the woods, making a great, rushing 
sound that wasn't like the wind, nor 
like any other sound I'd ever heard be
fore. I leaned on my hoe and gazed 
till I saw the last of that train. The 
cattle tore away as if they were dis
tracted." 

"How did you feel, Grandpa Doane, 
the first time you were on board a 
train?" asked Mrs. Lyndon. 

"I felt like as if I was a-whirling 
away to some other world, and would
n't ever set foot again on this." 

Then old John Cole, the cobbler, 
said: "I'll tell now the strangest new 
thing that ever I saw a-coming into 
the old times.* You may laugh at me 
when 1 say it was so small a thing as 
a box of matches. It was so' queer to 
take one of those little bits of wood 
and rub it on almost any thing, and 
sec a flame burst out" 

"How did you light your candles, 
Mr. Cole, when you were a boy?" 
asked Ned. 

"1 used to take a coal of fire in the 
tongs, and blow it till I blew a blaze." 

"What did you'do when there was 
no fire ?" • 
"I drew a spark of fire by striking a 

ilint stone with a piece of steeL- Then. 
I touched the spark to 'some light stuff 
called tinder, that took fire in aft in
stant and fiiade a flame." 

" What did you think, Mr. Cole, 
when you first saw. gas?" asked Mr. 
Lyndon. , 

"When I came from the country to 
lire in the city, and saw my boss in 
his shop turnup a screw in a little iron 
thing on the wall, and then touch a 
lighted match to it, and a bright blase 
spring out, I was that astonished I 
couldn't speak. In a few minutes he 
went out Then, thinks I, I'll see 
what that is. I blew out the blaze, but 
saw nothing where it was. But I smelt 
something that made me think of sul
phur. I struck a match on my heel, 
and touched it to the place where the 
smell came from, and out burst that 
•fire again!" 

At this there was a great burst of 
laughter. When the music of mirth 
had died away, the queer party sang 
some of their old-time songs and 
hymns, and then Mrs. Lyndon in
vited her guests into the parlor. She 
sat down at the piano, and Mr. Lyn
don and the children took their places 
near her, and then all joined in sing
ing the beautiful hymn: 

" When shall we meet again. 
Meet ne'er to sever!" 

As they were singing this, tears were 
seen coming through tne furrows of 
some worn faces. Then Mr. Lyndon 
took the Testament and read from it 
the sweet chapter in St John which 
tells of the many mansions in Heaven. 
Then he knelt and prayed that the 
aged friends might be gently led by 
the loving Lord to those eternalhomes; 
and he thanked God that this Thanks
giving Day had proved to himself and 
his family how much more blessed it is 
to give than to receive.—Ruth Fool, in 
8. 8. Times. 

TOLD BY THE TASTE. "•»'* 
How Tobacco Experts Maka Their Choice 

of Different Branda. 
"I'll smoke that and then tell you 

how I like it" 
"Well, ril not put the brand on the 

market on the strength of that test" 
returned one of the largest .importers 
of cigars in tho city to a friend whom 
he had asked to give his opinion of a 
new brand of cigars he thought of in
troducing to the public. 

"All right Just give me a box of 
them and I'll be able to make a better 
test of their worth." 

"That would be no better than the 
first plan you suggested." 

"Perhaps, then," repled the friend, 
slightly offended, "you don't consider 
me a capable judge of tobacoo." 

"Nothing of the sort You certain
ly havp had enough experience to tell a 
good cigar when you smoke it, but 
while that test may be sufficient for 
you to judge whether the cigar suits 
your individual taste or not it is not 
thorough enough for my purposes." 

"How should a cigar be judged, 
then, if not by smoking it?" 

"There are several ways. First by 
its appearance. You can tell by look
ing at it whether it is well made or not 
Then it's color has much to do with its 
value. But the*way to test its flavor 
is by tasting and smelling it" 

"How can you taste a cigar without 
smoking it? You wouldn't chew it 
would you?" 

"By no means. To taste a cigar you 
take the large end in your mouth and 
press your tqngue against the ends of 
the leaves. Then draw your breath 
through it three or four times. That 
way you get the entire flavor. I have 
bought tobacco for thirty years, and I 
use my judgment almost solely in my 
purchases. During that time I have 
never smoked'.a single cigar, cigarette 
or pipe, and I-never chewed in all my 
life. . Smoking vitiates the delicate 
taste of a judge of tobacco. Yes, in
deed, there are many things in our 
business that the public doesn't know, 
and that is one of them."—N. T. Mail 
and Ea&ress. • , 

: The Use of Slang. 

Clergyman — Nothing better illus
trates the degeneracy of the age than 
the extent to which slang is now used. 

"I should remark." 
"People who claim refinement in

terlard their sentences with slang 
words." 1 

"You bet" 
"Even the ladies can not talk with

out slinging in a lot of sewer language!." 
"Yes, they get there just as well as 

the men." 
"It makes me tired to think of it" 
"Here too."—Lincoln Journal. i;; 

—"Yes," said old Mr. Jones, "the 
doctors are getting mighty smart now
adays; why, they've got instruments 
and things made so that they can see 
clean through you." "Humph," re
plied old Mrs. Jones, "I don't see any 
thing particularly smart in that I've 
been married to you for thirty years, 
but 1 saw through you in two weeks 
after the bridal." Mr. Jones rubbed 
his bald head for a moment and 
thoughtfully resumed his reading. 
—Boston Courier, 

THE WHEEL! 
What *Booad-the - V«U 

Champion HowiU Bay of tta Sport. " 
The popoiarityof'cycling is growing. 
Thomaa Btevcna, who has just been 

around the globe on a wheel, says that the 
beat roads in the world are found 1n British 
India. The Grand Trunk road is 1*000 miles, 
an unbroken highway of marvelous jaerfeo-
tfcm, from Fershawar on the Afghan frontier 
to Calcutta. It la made of smooth, hard, nat
ural _ concrete, beda of which lie along the 

How auch roads would be 
theenthusiastio 'cyclers of this country! 

The wonderful achievement of Mr. 
Stevens, in the face of myriad dangers, en
titles him to all his honors. 

The fast riding champion of the world, 
however, is Richard Howell, of Leicester, 
England. He is a splendidly made fellow, 

1881, 
Leicester, he won 

of _ the world, 

riding 
at Belgravia grounds, 
the one-mile championship 
beating all the best men of the day. 

Prom that time hia career has been one 
of almost unbroken successes. He came to 
the United States in 1884 and 1885, and at 
the great Springfield tournament in 
won seven out ox eight rapes. 

In the * Cycling 
1887, is the following interview with him: 

"what are your best performances!" 
"This year I did a full mile on the track at 

Coventry in 2 minutes, S5 seconds. Good 
Judges think with ever. 
I could do 2:80 for the distance." 

"What is your system of trainingl" 
"I eat plain good food and plenty of it I 

take a little walk before breakfast,and then, 
after that meal, ifl am loggy, ride eight or 
nine miles on the trade here, in thick flan
nels. After dinner I do some more 'slog-fisr work, and may be a walk and early to 

"But there is one idea of mine which I 
have found invaluable. If I have done too 
much work or my system is out of order, 
or if I don't feel " ' 
have used since 
have alwaya found that 
sets me up and puts me TO rignis agam, ana 
it is a remedy which I believe in and tell all 
my friends alxmt 

"In the winter-time especially, when you 
can easily understand I am not so careful of 
my health as in 
autumn, I have found 

ay system is ont of order, 
i quite sound, I take what I 
i I was Jaueer' in 1888. I 
md that Warner's safe core 

the springi 
it Invaluable. 

summer or 

All I want to beat the fastest bicyclist in 
the world, u plenty of practice, an occa
sional dose of my favorite, and my ma
chine." 

41 When I am about right in weight I con
tent myself with short, sharp bursts as 
hard as ever I can go on the track, and 
when I can cover 440 yards in thirty seconds 
with a flying start I reckon to be moving as 
well as I want to. 

Bicycling is glorious sport, but it haaits 
physical ill effects which, however. 

the name of Dsgr 
: volunteers to throws' Si 
the light of his ex->5-
perience into the 
darkened places of". 
misery, so thaii>1 

otiien maiy go and! 
do as he has done 
and Snjoy life, mayj 

it not' be TessQnably called ctorlight?. 
As for instance, take the case of Captain' 
Sargent 8. Day, Gloucester, Mass., who' 
writes April 16, 1881: "bome time ago I' 
was suffering with rheumatism. 1 used a 
small portion of St. Jacobs Oil and was cured, 
at once. I have used it for sprains and never 
onee have known it to fail. Iwillnever be 
without a bottle." Captain Day also re
ceived a circular letter, and in reply under 
date of July 1,1887, he says: "I used tha 
(Ml as stated and was permanently cured, of j 
rheumatism by its use." During the inter* 
veningsix yean there had been no recur
rence of the pain. Also a letter from Mr. H. 
M. Converse, of the 
Warren (Mass.) 
Herald, dated July 
9,1887, as follows: 
"In response to 
yours of June 22,, 
would say that in 
1880 my wife had a 
severe attack of 
rheumatism in 
shoulder and arm, 
so that she could 
not raise her hand 
to her head. A few 
applications of 8t 
Jacobs Oil cured her 
permanently, and she has had no return of 
it." Another case is that of Mr. R. B. Kyle, 
Tower Hill, Appomattox county, Va., who 
writes, November, 1886: "Was afflicted for 
several yean with rheumatism and grew 
worse all the time. Eminent physicians 
gave no relief; had spasms, and was not ex
pected to live; was rubbed all over with St 
Jacobs Oil. The first application relieved, 
the second removed the pain, continued use 
cured me; no relapse in five years, and do aa 

•4 

much work as ever." 
perfection of the remedy 

These are proofs of the 
nedv, and, taken in con

nection with the miracles performed in other 
cases, it has no equal. 

Drspe^ia is fliB bate 
of th* preseat generation. Ittefarlta 

easily overcome by 
Champion HowelL 

the method 

Didn't Know It waa a Secret. 
"Say," said Berkey to his wife yes

terday at dinner, "you didn't say any
thing to any one about what I was 
telling you night before last, did you? 
That's a secret." 

"A seoretP" Why, I didn't know it 
was a secret," she replied kind of re
gretfully. 

"Well, did you tell it? I want to 
know." 

"Why, no, I never thought of it 
I didn't know it was a secret"—Ken
tucky State Journal. xy » 

•eke, Casallpstlan ass 

So Sadden. 

"Women cannot be satirical," said 
a writer, "any more than they can be 
humorous." So? How is it that when a 
man, after courting a girl for seven 
years, proposes, she says, "Oh! George, 
this is so sudden." 

The Cashier of the German Bank of Balti-
lore, August Weber, Esq., says:—Having 
wd Salvation Oil for some time I find it 

sure cure for headache, sprains, neuralgia, 
&&, and take great pleaaure in reoommend-
ingit 

WASHINGTON advioes say that there is no 
longer any doubt but the Secretary Tjm.r 
will be nominated to the United States Su
preme court bench, to fill the vacancy 
caused by the death of Justice Woods. 

TO THE PUBLIC 
Intending purchasers of PONDII 

EXTRACT cannot take too much pre
caution to prevent substitution. Some 
druggists, trading on the popularity of 
the great Family Remedy, attempt to 
palm off other preparations, unscru
pulously asserting thorn to be "the 
same as" or "equal to" POND'S EX
TRACT, indifferent to the deceit prac
ticed upon and disappointment there
by caused to the purchaser, so long 
as larger profits accrue to themselves. 
Alwaya insist on having POND'S EX
TRACT. Take no other. 
SOLD IN BOTTLES ONLY; NEVER 
BY MEASURE. Quality uniform. 

POND S EXTRACT 
THE W0, 

CUBES CAT, 
SAlAIApSOBS 
BUBNS, FEHALS 

0NDER OF 
ARBH, mi 
SETH&OAT.I 

HEALING! 
mncATisic,Ksn-

~ PILES, W0TOS8, 
COMPLAINTS, ARB 
op all pros. 

Prepared oaly by FOUTO EXTKACT 00b, 
HEW YORK AND LONDON. 

. AM <mr nam* on nery wapptr md laid. 

. . T R A C T  
£  OINTMENT.  

H It's remarkable table specific 
action upon the affected parts 
gives it supreme control over 
Files, however severe. 

Also for Burns, Scdtib, 
Eruptions, Salt Bheum dc. 
Testimonials from all classes 
prove its efficacy. Price 60c. 

•www* 111 V* WVIIiy |JV lUHII 
on receipt of price. Pi up only by 
po}pn scrnor co.f 76 i 

hate ktcema>ae faaioai.. Vhty Mt 
apWdlly (Mtljr on the IICMUT* 
ergaai, (firlac thma ton* aatvlgwte 
airiailtata faa*. Sairlflatoraaiia., 

Sold Everywhere. 
Office, 44 Murray St., New York. 

COLD 
WATCHE8 

tkajMimttllacu Iht looMt m ta tka 
«•» mnm mmittt hcwI win |w • 

of UMMittft, if Umk*wa«r camct Miwii..wlH i—lw a 
SU«wJfMd,Waia« 
lonllaat mrtawUn, nmMl 
~ 1* twre .eeM af "agf. yotr aniww,f« wkkk « wil 

•BBJM&KfaniO wST«( W. BolMOoM PtolK atea Bwi 
ChriatBMM varil u* .. Kwr. flWMrtly WHiM Book toatolaht «h» touil <•!*»" «•< •tltakM hi Fray Work, Ac., udi ltp trwtte bulj (Mas fall taatnettoanath* fucfcunoffaadl at MMMAitMdal nawm,*a.fM>Tkna ftpr. hk to OM of Oa.|MjM (Cm vrvr naimwi M- . kttdfala that «ka aahaj Ifrai o* Catalacaal 

VMCSjMVMujM  ̂

Ona Agent (Merchant only) wtuitart In avtrr town foz 

Ofller No. 170. 
FREE!—To KEBCHAXTS ONLY: A three, 

foot, French glass, oval-front Bhow Case. 
Address at once, R. W. TAXSILL ft Co., 50 
State St., Chicago. 

INFORMATION 
eteuiOfAritenaae. Sent free. Addreaa foe, HUT W r. a. eiaaoi, m twiainina, Lima ms, ASK. 

Minnesota & Northwestern R.R. 

MION6 

w 

& 

The Popular Line between ' 

SI. PAUL, 1ME1P0US UD CDOfiO. 
Direct Line to 

St. Loifi, Kaisas City, Des loius, DiMmm, lar-
sMtffwi, Atciusoo, Leamvortk, 

And all Points East, South, West 

Only line In the Nortbweat rnnnlng 
"MANN BOUDOIR CARS," M. * N. W. 

Sleeper*, and Smoking; BnlTet Can. 
on all night trains. 

Parlor Chair Cara and Elegant Combina
tion Coachea on all day tralna. 

For full information apply at your neareat 
railroad ticket office, or J. A. HANLEY, 

Traffic Manager, St. Paul, Minn. 
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TUP wr fttrafior ft Hie cenu. DCDS NOVELTY CO., Hattonla, OTATO 
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