
THE MULE.
Nor north, nor south, nor west, nor east,
Can fortune find another beast
Cut out by such a d rule
As marked the making of the mule.

Two ears like hairy wind-mi- sails ;

The most absurd of curious tails;
A hoof to mark each lightning paw,
A voice like the filing ot a saw ;

An eye that seemeth calm and kind,
That sees for half a mile behind.
And never fails with glances quick
To guide the kick
That lays the luckless driver low,
And whelms him with its weight of woe.
He lives on thistles, weeds and sticks,
With stubbon spells and tireless tricks
Caught rp in nature's slyest school,
Where mischief fills the faithful mule
With rts that mock at human rule.
They say that mules can never die

Are never hungry, never dry
Can live on sin and simple song
And spend their time the whole day long
Contriving tricks, or skillful plan
To grind with grief the soul of man.
Nor do they mind how ill they fare
So they but cheat his watchful care,
And knock him over anywhere.
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CHRISTMAS EYE
OR,

How Little Amy's Prayer Was
Answered.

BY MRS. M. L. BALDWIN.

It was a cold, bleak day. The snowflakes
were flying in the air, blown all around in
whirling eddies by the wind, and drifting into
all the corners and bye-plac- at the side of
the walks. The sky wore a leaden hue how
gray and cheerless it looked ! and the air was
so damp and chilly that it made one shiver
even though very warmly clad.

The streets were full of people notwith-
standing the bad weather, and the stores
crowded with ladies and happy-lookin- g chil-
dren. The counters and windows of the toy
and book stores were filled with every thine
beautiful which can be imagined in those
lines. There were horses and carriages, rail-
road cars and engines, which could be wound
and made to run alone ; dolls of every kind
and size, doll furniture of every description,
from beautiful parlor sets to every kind of
utensil for a well furnished kitchen. There
were books in attractive, gay bindings, pic-
tures in endless variety, and all kinds of blocks,
games and puzzles. There seemed to be in
these places enough to make the children
crazy, and so much as to give their mothers
no little trouble to select from so great a variet-
y-

A great many gentlemen, all wearing fine,
warm overcoats, were passing to and out of the
grocery stores and markets, and men and boys
were jostling along the sidewalk, carrying
well-fille- d baskets, from many of which pro-
truded necks or legs of turkeys or other fowls.
It was the day before Christmas, and every
one seemed preparing to keep the joyous fes-
tival.

A n"- -j t' ; vhich cTrysvded the side--

wali was a little girl. She was not warmly
clad. She had only a little plaid shawl over
hershoulders, a red hood on her head, a cali-

co dress and cotton stocking?, and well worn
shoes, which were but slight protection to her
feet in such weather. Her face was pale with
want and care, and a sad look, which never
belongs to childish faces, rested on her feat-

ures. She appeared to have grown old in tae
very spring time of life.

As she passed along she seemed to have in
mind a purpose which her natural timidity
prevented her from accomplishing. The truth
was. Amy Lawson had left her sick mother
asleep, with Jier little baby sister by her side.
Amy had put the last coal on the fire. She
knew, even if her brother Jimmie had real good
luck, that he could not earn more than enough
to buy their supper and breakfast. She sat
and watched her motl er until she slept, as she
sat there apparently so calm ; and still her
busy brain and kind little heart were devising
a plaa by which she could help her sick moth-
er and dear little sister. She knew, when once
sound asleep, her mother would remain so for a
long time ; so satisfying herself that such was
the case, she rose from her little chair, put on
her shawl and hood, saying, as she softly closed
the door :

"I'll try it, anyway, for mamma will surely
die without fire ; and may be I can find some
one who will be glad to send us some coal for
a Christmas present, if I only tell how much
we need it."

So she had gone bravely out, into the sleet
and storm, to look for some one to whom she
could tell her sad story of want and woe ;

some kind heart who, from the love of mak-
ing others happy, would be glad to help them
in desperate circumstances. She had stopped
at two or three houses, but at one had been
hurried away by a cross servant girl. At an-

other place she had been coldly told that
"Mistress was out," and the door closed be-

fore she could even ask permission to go in
and warm herself. So poor Amy walked
along, looking inquiringly at every one she
met, but not yet finding the one she dared
stop to tell her sad story.

The poor child was becoming very much
discouraged. She was so cold, hungry and
faint, and she began to feel such pain in one
side she could hardly walk. She at lasc
turned into a cross street, in order to avoid
facing the wind, as she had been doing. She
had not walked far in this direction when she
came to a large church. It was a beautiful
building outside, and Amy stood for a mo-

ment, protected from the piercing wind by
some of the ornamental projections, listening
to the deepv swelling tones of the organ, for

the choir were rehearsing for the evening serv-

ice. Then she entered the spacious vesti-
bule, and seeing the inside door ajar, pushed
it open and went in, saying, "This is the
house of God ; surely a poor little child may
go in and rest and warm herself."

The church was a splendid edifice, built ac-

cording to the highest ideas of taste and art.
The light was dimmed by the richly stained
glass of the windows, and the heavy brackets,
moldings and elaborately carved work, in that
uncertain light, gave a' subdued and weird-

like appearance to the place. Just as the lit-

tle girl entered the door, the deep tones of
the organ died almost away, and the melody
was taken up into a beautiful solo, by a voice

so sweet and full that Amy thought it must be
an angel singing:

"Thou child Divine, Emmanuel,
Welcome unto thy lowly manger !"

Amy caught the words " child " and " wel-

come." She knew the hymn was not ad-

dressed to her ; still the music and what she
understood of the words, had a very soothing
influence on her, and she walked quietly up
the broad aisle to the altar. i

The church was hung with Christmas greens,
and right in front of the altar was the baptis-
mal front oi purest white marble. Around
this were twined, very tastefully, wreaths
made of pine, arbor vitce and holly. On the
front of the shaft which supported the basin,
beneath a group of lilies and buds which
were chiseled from the marble, looking so fair
and perfect in form one would think he might
pluck them from their stems, was a scroll
with these words on : "Suffer little children
to come unto me."

Amy spelled it out, for, though only eight
years old, she could read pretty well, having
been carefully taught by her good mother,
and she said, " Yes, Tesus, I will come; oh,
send some good angel to help poor mamma,
or she will surely die !" and she sank on the
soft cushion in front of the altar, entirely ex
hausted, and closed her eyes, too tired even
to pray for help.

To Amy the leud hosannas of the choir
came as irom a great distance. She seemed to
see, away beyond the strange shadows and
shapes around her, a bright light, at first no
larger than a star, which grew larger and
brighter as it came nearer and nearer. As the
light spread all around, she saw shining robes
of white, and angel faces looking lovingly and
pityingly upon her. Then appeared a face
and figure of rarest beauty, holding in her
arms a babe ; and the beautiful being bowed
her head in answer to Amy's prayer, and van-
ished.

In her place were a group of angels, their
faces all radiant with light and beauty.
Among them the child saw her own father,
who had died one year before in the moun-
tains of Colorado, where he went for his
health. He was no longer feeble and emaci
ated, as Amy had last seen him, but looked
well and happy, his countenance beaming with
love and light. Then she saw a little child,
apparently no older than herself, with soft,
wavy, light hair, and eyes of clear, deep
blue; and the angel child said, "Your
prayer is answered, little girl, and )our
mother is saved.''

Just then Amy felt a light touch on her
shoulder, and she looked uo. A kind, sweet
face was bending over her, very like the face
of a child, she thought. A voice was speak-
ing to her in soft and gentle tones : "What
is the matter, little girl? What are you do
ing here ?" The light was all gone ; the mu-
sic had ceased ; the church was darker than
ever ; and Amy knew she must have been
dreaming. She saw at a glance she had found
the good heart who would listen to her story,
and she felt that what t e angel child had
told her in her dream was true her prayer
was answered and her mother saved !

Then, as the kind la'iy sat down beside her,
and drew little Amy close to her, the child
related how her dear papa went from home,
hoping to come back well and strong, and
died so far away fronv them all ; how they
had to leave their pleasant home and all their
nice things, and live in some dingy little
rooms ; how her mother had worked until
she was sick, and had chills every day; how
Jimmy, only twelve years old, went out each
day and earned a little money by shoveling
snow, putting in coal, running on errands, or
anything else he could find to do. She told
the kind-lookin- g lady how she sat in their
little room while her mother was sleeping, and
thought it was Christmas time the season
when almost every one seemed happy. She
had been told that this day was kept as the
anniversary of the birth of Jesus, who spent
his whole life in doing good ; and she had
said to herself: "There must be some kind
souls who wouid be glad to help us if they
only knew our needs. I will go out and see
if I can not find such persons."

So, as we have seen, she went out in the
cold and storm among the crowd, but all
seemed in such great haste that she dared
not stop them ; and she wandered on, until at
last she came to the church where Mrs.
Mason found her, fast asleep, by the beauti-
ful font with the pure white lilies, and the
simple words of Jesus just above her head.
Mrs. Mason came there with some flowers to
place them in the marble basin, and so found
the little wanderer.

"Come with me," said the good woman ;

"perhaps the angels sent you to me that I
might help you and your sick mother; and,
my dear child, I am very sad and lonely my-
self." Then Mrs. Mason told Amy how all
her littls children had died five little chil-

dren had been taken from her. The last one
died just one year ago. When all the bells
weie ringing for Christmas eve, and in other
houses happy families were gathering around
the Christmas trees, she was sitting beside the
still, cold form of her little darling, praying
in agony for strength to bear her loss and to
say, "Thy will be done." The only child left
them was their eldest, a son, and he was
away at school ; so their home was desolate
indeed.

She took Amy with her to her sleigh,
which stood waiting for her at the church
door. She wrapped the little girl in a warm
shawl, which she had used for the protection
of her flowers, and covered her carefully with
the rich robes with which the sleigh was amply
provided, saying to trie man :

"Drive home, John;" and to Amy she
said :

" We will drive round to my house, and
get some things it will not take us long ;

then I will go with you and see your mother."
In a few minutes they stopped in front of

Mrs. Mason's house. John lifted Amy from
the sleigh, but she was so weak and shivered
so that she could hardly stand alone ; and he
carried her in his arms up the long flight of
stone steps to the door, which Mrs. Mason
opened and entered, leading Amy.

"Poor child !" said the kind woman, "this
long walk in the cold has been too much for
you."

On entering the sitting room she raised the
slight form of the little girl into a large easy-cha- ir

which stood beside the blazing fire in
the grate, and left her there. Amy sank back
into the soft cushions, thinking it the pleas-ante- st

room she had ever seen. The windows
were filled with choice plants, many of which
were in full bloom. The hanging baskets,
with their gracefully trailing vines, looked so

pretty; these, with the singing birds, and the
warm air of the house, made Amy feel as
though by some magical means she Had been
transported into midsummer ; and she was fast
falling into dreamland again, when Mrs. Ma-
son entered, bringing with her a bowl of nice,
hot broth, and a plate of bread, crackers and
delicious looking cake. Placing them on a
table, she told Amy to come and eat. How
good that warm broth tasted to that nearly
famished child ! "Eat all you want, dear one,"
said Mrs. Mason, "it will do you good, and
help to warm you ;" and she disappeared again.

She returned just as Amy had finished her
meal. Her arms were full of clothing, and
leading Amy to the fire, she undressed her,
took off her thin, wet shoes and stockings,
dressed her in soft, warm flannel, put some
beautiful, long, red s'ockings and new shoes
on her feet ; and put on her a worsted dress,
a nice, warm cloak, a pretty hood, tippet and
mittens, and kissing her, she said :

"Now you look almost like our dear Carrie.
Come here, papa," she called, as a gentleman
entered the hall. " Come, see my Christmas
present !'' A tall, middle-age- d

man came at her call.
" Why where did you find this little girl ?"

asked he. " How like our little Carrie she
looks ! " and he took the child and kissed her
so tenderly that she almost thought her own
papa had come back again.

"The angels sent tier to us," said Mrs.
Mason. Then she told her husband how she
had found little Amy in the church leaning
against the font, with face almost as white as
the marble on which she leaned, dreaming of
angels.

" How very beautiful this is!" said the
good man. Then Amy thought of the dear
little Carrie, whose spirit passed away amid
the chiming of the Christmas bells one year
ago ; and she put her little arms around the
neck of the lonely father, just as she used to
put them around her own papa's neck, and
she kissed and petted him in her childish way
until he felt almost as if his darling Carrie
nestled in his heart again.

When Mrs. Lawson awoke from her long
sleep, it was almost dark.

" I want to detup," said baby Helen.
"Amy! " called Mrs. Lawson, " come and

take Helen ! " but no answer was heard.
"Amy! Amy!" Still there came no an-

swering voice. Mrs. Lawson, raising her
head, looked all around the room, but Amy
was not there.

" Where is the child ? " she said, trembling
in every limb, as 'she wearily left her bed.
"Sne ought not to have gone out in this
storm." Just then Jimmy entered.

" Have you seen your sister?" the anxious
mother asked.

"I have not, since I went out this morn-
ing," he answered.

"Where can she be?" said the poor mother,
and she sank into a chair. The fire was
almost out ; she knew there was no more
coal ; Jimmy was so hoarse she could not bear
to hear him speak ; and Helen was crying for
Amy. The almost distracted mother covered
her face with her shawl, as if to shut out the
dismal picture from her sight from her heart
she could not banish it.

"Oh, mamma," said Jimmy, "there is a
lady and little girl coming. They just got
out of a beautiful sleigh. Jhe girl looks like
Amy, but it can't be. Yes, it is, mamma
Amy all dressed in new clothes yes, it is ;

she is nodding to me! Oh, don't cry, mam-
ma, don't they are coming in !" And sure
enough they came right in, each bringing a
bundle, followed by John with one of those
well-fille- d baskets, so many of which Amy
had noticed during her bleak, cold walk.
Setting down the basket, he motioned to Jim-
my, who followed him out to the sleigh.

"I want you to take the robes into the
house and take care of them," he said; "I
will be back in a few minutes."

Jimmy did as he was requested. When he
returned to the room he found Amy, with her
arms around her mother's neck, saying :

"Don t cry any more; this good lady has
come to help us. The doctor is coming to see
you, and he will make you well again." Lit-

tle Helen ran to them, saying in her baby
way :

"Don't cry, mamma; me dood girl; me
love you, mamma ; don't cry; Amy home!"

Mrs. Lawson at last drew the shawl from
before her face, took her baby in her arms ;

but the great tears coursed dewn her cheeks
in spite of herself.

During this time Mrs. Mason had not been
idle. John had returned, bringing with him
a barrel of coal and a lot of dry kindling
wood. He had, with Jimmy's assistance,
lighted a fire in the kitchen, and replenished
the one in Mrs. Lawson's room. Mrs. Mason
had laid aside her outside garments, put on a
long gingham apron, unpacked the basket and
set the Good Dr. Maynard had
CDtiie in and was talking with Mrs. Lawson,
and preparing some powders for her. He
told Mrs. Mason, as he went out, that the
sick woman needed nourishing food and a
warm room more than anything else, and left,
promising to call again next day.

After the kind doctor's visit, Mrs. Lawson
became more calm, and Mrs. Mason and Amy
came to lead her out to tea. . There was the
table set as they had not seen it in many a
day, with hot tea, delicious roast oysters for
the sick lady, and a form of sparkling jelly,
home-mad- e bread, butter, cold meat and cakes
for the children! Amy was almost wild with
joy; and Jimmy's eyes sparkled as he survey-
ed the feast of good things set out before him.
The pSor hungry mother could not refrain
from eating, and felt revived, not more by
the delicious food than by the heartfelt mirth
of her children.

Mrs. Mason left them at the table, promis-
ing to be there in the morning ; and she kept
her word. Before Amy and Jimmy had
cleared the breakfast away, her sleigh was
drawn up again before their door.

She brought with her a young girl, former-
ly Carrie's nurse, who had remained with
Mrs. Mason since the child's death ; for she
was very kind and faithful, and Carrie had
been so fond of her that the bereaved mother
could not bear to part with her.

" Mary has come to stay with you," she
said, as she introduced her to Mrs. Lawson,
"and I want to take Jimmy and Amy home
with me to spend the day ; and if you will
allow it, we would like to keep Amy for a few
days. Mary will remain with you, and she
can do far more for you than the child is able
to do." Then she told Mrs. Lawson what a
resemblance there was in Amy to their little
Carrie, and how much Mr. Mason wanted to
see her again. " Mrs. Lawson readily con

sented; so Jimmy and Amy went with their
new friend.

I need not tell you that Mrs. Lawson soon
recovered, with Mary's good nursing and Dr.
Maynard's and Mrs. Mason's kind care. Mr.
Mason gave Jimmy work to do in his office
where he could earn good wages, and have
some time to study; and finding Mrs. Lawson
was a good teacher, these kind people secured
for her a house near their own, and through
their influence she was enabled to establish a
school which proved to be a lucrative busi-
ness. Little Amy went to live with Mrs.
Mason. She saw her mother every day ; was
one of her pupils ; but Mr. Mason always
claimed her. He called her his little sun-
beam, for she was always so bright and cheer-
ful. He said she belonged there, for the
angels sent her to them.

Years have passed away. It is Christmas
eve again. The same church is open, warmed
and lighted for evening service. Again the
organ's deep, swelling tones are echoing
through the arches, and along the broad aisles;
and as the happy-lookin- group of people en-

ter and quietly walk to the altar, the choir sing
in the sweetest tones:

" The gentle Saviour calls
Our children to his breast;

He folds them in his gracious arms,
Himself declares them blest."

There will be a christening before evening
service, the group are ranged around the
same white marble font where little Amy sank
exhausted, just twelve years ago this very
day. The white lilies gleam among the bright
green leaves, just as they did then ; and there
is the scroll beneath them, with the words
which seemed so soothing and appropriate to
the poor child : " Suffer little children to
come unto me."

The minister takes the lovely babe from the
arms of a fine looking old man, saying :

" Name this child."
"Carrie," responds the happy grandfather.
Is this lovely, happy-lookin- g young inether

our little friend Amy?
Yes, it is : and that proud grandpa, and that

sweet, gentle looking lady by his side are Mr.
and Mrs. Mason; and that handsome young
husband, almost a copy of his father, is their
son, Harry Mason.

Mrs. Lawson is here, looking well and
happy ; and baby Helen, almost a young lady ;

and that fine looking yedng man, standing by
his mother and sister, is our friend Jimmy.

The babe is handed back to grandpa, for he
allows no one else-t- o carry her when 'he is
present. The organ swells in grandest tones
of harmony. The bells ring in the Christmas
chimes. The choir join the cheerful chorus :

"Hosaona, hosanna to the highest;
Peace on earth, good will to men I"

as the happy party walk down the aisle and
return to their cheerful homes.

THIS DIRECTORY
Contains the names, address and business of some of
the most reliable breeders of blooded cattle, Vorses,
sheep, hogs, poultry and bees that are to be found in the
United States They deal fairly' with their customers,
and invite, at all times, a close in5pection of their stock.

Persons at a distance can write, describing what is
wanted, and a reply will be promptly forwarded with
description of animals and prices.

O ECISTF.RED POLAND-CHIN- HOGS
IV S. W. TALIAFERRO, Guthrie, Todd

county, Ky., has for sale Poland-Chin- a hogs,
all ages, at prices to suit the times ; also fash-
ionably bred Cotswold sheep, and grade
Shorthorn cattle. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Address for circulars. 38-3-

AG. HERR, St. Mathews, Jefferson
Ky., has for sale the finest class of

registered Jerseys, pedigreed Berkshires, and
Yorkshire swine. jun2o-ty- r

POLK PRINCE, Guthrie, Todd county,
Angora Goats for sale, of pure

blood and high grades Also pure Poland-Chin- a

pigs at very low prices. mar27-iy- r

THOMAS. S. GRUNDY, Springfield, Ky.,
of improved Jersey Red Hogs,

Shorthorn Cattle of the Young Mary and
Phyllis families with Duke crosses, Thorough-
bred Horses and Cotswold Sheep. I am breed-
ing to sell, and would be glad to have my stock
inspected at all times. aug

CLAEK PETTIT,
Centreton Stock Farm,

near Salem,
NEW JERSEY,

Breeder and shipper of the celebrated Jersey
Red Swine. Circular containing full and au-

thentic history of the breed, with illustrations
of animals from life, and price lists sent free
to any address upon application as above.

mar7-iy- r

BERKSHIRES. I haveLAWNSDALE breeding from the following
popular families : Sallie, Sweet Seventeen,
Hambrook, Oxford, Gipsy, Matchless and
Sniper. Pigs for sale by "Elmhurst Prince,"
"Lord" and "Hugh" Rogers. Prices to
suit the times. Reduced rates by express.
Send for catalogue and price list.

W. SHELBY WILSON,
jamo-i- Shelbyville, Ky.

McELROY, Elmwood, Springfield,RA. breeder of Shorthorn and Jersey
Cattle, Black and Red Berkshire, Jersey Red
and Poland-Chin- a Swine. nov

SCOTT, Scott's Station, ShelbyWL. Ky. Breeder and importer
of Cotswold and Southdown sheep. Orders
promptly attended to. Sept

WELCH, Box 26, Louisville,
JOHN (breeding farm 3 miles south of city,

" Third-stree- t road). Breeder of Shorthorn
and registered Jersey cattle of fine pedi-
gree. jan3-iy- r

WADDY & SONS, Peytona, ShelbyWL. Ky., importers and breeders
of pure Cotswold sheep. Poland-Chin- a hogs
tor sale. Correspondence solicited. Prices
reasonable. febo-iy- r

AH.DAVINPORT, Lexington, Kentucky,
A. J. C. C. R.

Jerseys, Southdown Sheep, Berkshires from
premium imported stock, and White-face- d

Black Spanish and Seabright Bantam Chickens.
Correspondence promptly answered. apn-i- y

Flock of Cotswolds.ELMHURST descendants. Stock always
for sale. Correspondence promptly attended to.
Satisfaction guaranteed. Catalogues on appli-
cation. Address, R. C. ESTILL,

deci3-iy- r P.O.Box 418, Lexington, Ky.

TV. SAMUELS & SONS, Beech Grove
Deatsville, Nelson county, Ken-

tucky, importers and breeders of Pure Cots-
wold Sheep and Improved English Berkshire
Hogs. Have for sale imported stock, and stock
bred from imported prize animals. Corre-
spondence and orders solicited, and satisfac-
tion guaranteed, julyi.
T M. HACKWORTH, Shelbyville, Shelby
J . county, Ky., breeder of Shorthorn Cattle,

cotswold sneep, and Chester White Hogs.
Orders solicited and satisfaction guaranteed.

Jan

FA. BYARS, Simpsonville, Shelby county,
Ky. Breeder of and dealer in pure

Southdown Sheep, from best imported "trains.
Correspondence and orders solicited.

, sept

WALTER HANDY, Clifton Stock Farm,
Jessamine county, Ky.,

breeder of Pure Shorthorn Cattle. Young
things for sale. Correspondence solicited.

83F'Yolung bulls supplied to shippers South
and West.

EV. M. P. BAILEY, Elkton, Todd
county, Kentucky, breeder of pure H.

B. Shorthorn and Registered Jersey Cattle,
Cotswold and Southdown Sheep, Angora
Goats, Poland-Chin- Jersey Red and Berk-
shire Hogs. Correspondence solicited.

25julvry

THOMAS GIBSON, Woodlawn Mills,
county, Tenn., Breeder of Trot-

ting Horses, Shorthorn Cattle, Southdown and
Merino Sheep. june6-i-

T T. & QUINCY BURGESS, Hutchinson
J . Station, Bourbon County, Ky., importers
and breeders ot Cotswold Sheep. apu-iy- r

EL. SHOUSE, Fisherville, Kentucky.
of fine Cotswold Sheep. Stock

delivered at depot's. Orders solicited. 7.Iyr

T D. GUTHRIE, Shelbyville, Kentucky,
I . breeder and importer of Cotswold Sheep.

. ,NT-.! : J T"i ri utive anu imporieu jjucks and ewes lor sale.
une2o-iv- r

TE. MOORE, Shawhan, Bourbon county,
Ky., breeder of Shorthorns, Trotting,

Combined Saddle and Harness Horses. Also
Cotswold, Merino and Southdown Sheep.
Cashmere Goats. White Holland Turkeys and
(lame Fowls. Annual sale of horse stock in
February. Mambrino and Hambletonian
Stallions in use.

SMITHS
& POWELL, Syracuse, New York.

and breeders of Clydesdale
Horses and Holstein Cattle. Also breeders
of the most approved strains of Hambletonian
Horses. Send for a Catalogue. 36- -i yr.

W& V. L. POLK, Ashwood, Maury
Tenn., Breeders of Trotting

Horses, Jersey Cattle, Shropshire and South-
down Sheep. junc6-i- y

BJ. TREACY, dealer in Trotting and
Fine Harness Horses, Lexington, Ky.

Keeps on hand and for sale single horses and
pairs.

8T rotting and Gentlemen's Roadsters a
specialty. Stallions and Brood marss of the
best families of running and trotting blood,
always on hand and for sale. Horses trained
at reasonable rates. julyi-i- y

T ERSEY CATTLE. A few extra fine two
I year old heifers, and one beautiful heifer
calf ; two choice bulls. All registered or en-

titled to registry in A. J. C. C. H. R.
46-l- S. M. NEEL, Shelbyville, Ky.

ASA COOMBS, Southville, Shelby county,
and breeder of pure Cots-

wold sheep. Particulars sent on application.
Jan

NMcCONATHY, importer and breeder
sheep, near Lexing-

ton, Ky. apr8iyr

W. P. JOHNSON, Hampton's Sta-
tion, Tenn., breeds Partridrre Coch- -

, ins, Plymouth Rocks, White and
Brown Leghorns, B. B. Red Game Fowls, B.
B. Red Game Bantams, Pekin Ducks and
Bronze Turkeys. Send for circular giving
strain, price, etc. 516m

CLOVE RLAND HERD,
Lexington, Ky.

HEARNE, Breeder of PureWT. chiefly Bates Blood. Also
Grower of Choice Seed Wheat. Jan

T OSEPH PHILIPS, Nashville, Tenn.,breed-- I

er of Pure Angora Goats. Address, care
Berry, Demoville & Co. mar22-iy- r

AUCTIONEERS.

PHIL. KIDD, Lexington, Ky.,CAPT. Stock Auctioneer. Particular atten-
tion given to public sales of Shorthorn Cattle,
Thoroughbred and Trotting Horses.

EDMONSON, Winchester, ClarkRE. Ky., attends the courts in the
Bluegrass counties. Sales of blooded stock
and personal property solicited. Satisfaction
guaranteed.


