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girls soon follow mother, and the poor, tired old John.
"Buck" and "Dick" rub their yoke-chafed necks against the
trees and stroll away into the woods, browsing as they go.
"Old Whitey," the cow, kneels, then drops on her puffed-out
side, driving her breath from her nostrils with a snort that
tells of pain from fullness. The orchestra of the morning
has changed its tune and plays an air of the summer night.
The insects grate their accompaniment to the colloquy of owl
and whippoorwill. Father rises, drags his chair from the
doorway to its accustomed corner, steps out and straightens
up his figure. Looking to the west and north, he gives his
opinion that to-morrow will bring fine weather. Announcing
that all should be in bed, he retires into the cabin. Jim lays
his sleepy head upon his log. Nothing breaks the stillness
but the sounds which memory still brings me when alone.
Away off the whimpering howl of the timber wolf. In dif-
ferent directions the answering bark of neighbors' dogs.
"Old Ketch" slips to the foot of the hill and bawls out his
sentiments and sneaking back curls up below my feet. My
eyes grow heavy. The chilly air creeps up from the creek.
I slip down, shake Jim, and, speechless, we stagger in. Our
thumbs are lifting our "galluses" as we cross the doorsill.
Our breeches clog our ankles as we drag across the floor, and
slip off as we crawl over the foot of our made-down bed.
Sleep? Like logs!

IN 1840 a law passed the city council levying a tax of
one dollar on each dog, or making it the duty of the marshal
to destroy each dog not so paid for. One dog was paid for
that year and the rest weiit free. This year again we know
of but one who has paid a dog tax, and hear of but two dogs
being destroyed. What a glorious thing it is to have a cor-
poration.—Davenport, Iowa, Sun, Aitgust 6, 1842.




