; id keep it, hoping to 1
ié moﬁp n:n bgt .fﬂnrsmﬁﬁ
1

‘.4,'-"‘.7-'_”! L:
_“Mr. pawe is

. ~

2} - .
BB e T, AT AP TR R R

D B D0 R R D 0 T D SRR E S e

€2 B -

Hal

He sat on the m—p—s of the Ci

head in his hands, and one could not
help but notiee him. He wore a coat
of Wolf skins, a ‘bearskin cap, buck-
skin breeches, and his grizzly hair
hung down on his shoulders in a tan:
gled mass.. He had drifted East from
the wild frontier, and he had fallen sick.
No one knew for, a long time what ailed
him, as he would not reply to inquiries;
but finglly, when a police-man shook
his arm and repeated the inquiry, the
man slowly lifted his head and replied:

o« I’m— layed !’!

His face was pale and hagard, and
it was plain that he was going to have
He was sent to the
hospital for treatment, he meking no in-
quiries and answering no questions.
This was a month ago. He bad his
personal effects in a sort of a sack.
These were a breech-loading rifle, a
hatchet, a knife, and several other
articles, and 'when he had been laid on
a bed in one of the wards, he incisted

an attact of fever.

that the bag be placed under his head

They offered him medicine, but he
turned away his face, and no argument

could induce him to swallow any.

“But you are a sick man,” said the

doctor, as he held the medicine up.

“Cuss sickness,” replied the old man.

“And you may die!”

*Cuss death!”

He grew worse as the days went by,
and was sometimes out of his head,
and talking strange talk of Indian
fights and buffalo hunts, but not orce

did he speak of family, friends, or of

himself. He would not let them un-
dress him, comb his hair, or show him
any attentions beyond leaving his food
on the stand. A raging fever was
burning up his system, and when the
doctors found that the old man would
not take their medicine, they knew that
death was only a matter of days,

He must have had an iron constitu-
tion and a heart like a warrior, for he
held death at arm’s length until the oth-
er day. When it was seen .that he
could last but a few hours longer, the
nurse asked him if a clergyman should
be called. .

“Cuss clergymen!” replied the old
man, those being the first words he
had spoken for three days.

However, two hours after his mind
wandered, and he sit up in bed and
called out:

“I tell ye, the Lord isn’t going to be
hard on a feller who has fit Injuns!”

He was quiet again until an hour
before his death, when the nurse made
one more effort, and asked:

“Will you give me your name?”

“Cuss my name!” replied the old man.

“Havent you any friends?”

“Cuss friends!”

“Bo you wish us to send your things
to any one?” '
“Cuss any one!”
“Do you realize,” continued the nurse,
“that you are vary near the grave?,
“Cuss the grave!” was the monoton-
ous reply.
No further questions were asked, and
doring the next hour the -old man
dropped quietly asleep in death, utter-
ing no word and making nosign. When
they came to remove the ¢lothing and
prepare the body for the grave, what
do you suppose they found carefully
wrapped in oilskin and lying on hjs
breast? A daguerreotype picture of a
little girl! It was taken years and
Years ago, and when the child was five
or six years old. The face of the little |
one was fair to look upon, and the case
which held it has been scarred by bul-
lets. There were a dozen scars on the
old man’s body to prove that he had
lived a wild life, but there wasnot a
line among his effects to reveal his
name, or the name of the child whose
picture he had worn on his breast for
years and years. Who was she? His
own darling, perhavs. He would not
have treasured the picture go carefully
unless there was love in his heart.

No one would have believed that thie
wolf skin coat covered a heart which
could feel love or tenderness, but it did.
He might have been returning home af:
ter years of weary wandering, or he
might have left the frontier to be sure
of a Christian burial, and hoping that
no unsympathetic eye would fall upon

. the picture. -

it back on the battle-scarred breast
whiéh had prét:eéw‘ed"it 80 l&neg, --%nd it
was there yeaterday when th uried
im.—Detroit Free Press, i
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somem » writes 8

mngter,, “lam a miserable: bachelor.|teresting until the calf upset the bee-
Wmﬂm ty; for how could I pre.|hive. Then the buzzingp?ftthe. bees,
vail ou'w yoing lady, ssed of ' the (on that sweet Sabbath morning, was

jump, he went after that calf, while the

down there. But, rackety clack, they
came back again, and “Patterson’s
Boy” had taken a death-grip on that
line to relieve the unpleasant strain on
his toe, and as the calf had got warmed
up to its work, they were making bet-|I
ter time than ever.

sharp turns and curves around that
yard; they upset barrels and pans,
and broke down all the pretty flowers
in the front yard; they knocked down
8 shelf’ and smashed all the jars of
preserves, and then they disappeared
for a moment under the woodshed,
where “Patterson’s Boy” could be heard
thumping his head against the old
traps piled up there.

80 suggestive of the land where milk
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PATTERSON'S BOY.

ting us excited. With this prelude, I
it has always been an unanswerd ques-

I am fully prepared to answer for “Pat-
terson’s Boy,” and solemnly declare that
it wasn’t I who pulled the string.
" In my young days “Patterson’s Boy”
and I used to ga for a swimming bath
every Sunday morning, during the
summer, in the Ohio River. We would
lgo at an early hour, before sunnse,'and,
as he was a sleepy-headed youth, it re-
quired a voice of thunder to rouse him
from his snoring, I got tired of the
strain on my lungs, and of seeing so
many indignant night-capped heads
poked out of the neighboring windows,
so I suggested to “Patterson’s Boy,”
that he tie a string to his big toe every
Saturday night, with the other end tied
to the fence, and I could just quietly
and gently pull the string, and wake
him without disturbing the neighbors.
This plan worked well for a time, but
one night, “Patterson’s Boy” could not
find any other string to attach to his
toe but a strong, closely-twisted cotton
cord, called in the west a troll-line,
strong enough to hold the largest fish
in the river; so he tied the string se

curely to his toe, and, with the other
end fastened to the fence, he went to
sleep in all the sweet security of inno-
cence, and soon his child like snore was
mingling with the joyous music of katy-
dids and jar bugs. There was also an-
other innocent youth who lived across
the street trom the paternal mansion of
“Patterscn’s  Boy.” “The course of
true love never did run smoothe.”

| “Patterson’s Boy” didn’t appreciate

Ttis o true saying that “there are
no days like the old days,” and, indeed,
there is no fictian so laughable as the
real, humorous incidents of our boy-
hood days, at least to us, who can so
vividly remember every look and ges-
ture of some comic adventure or inci-
dent, over which at the time we so
nearly split our sides that we can’t bear
to.have a woman’s finger poking us in
the ribs even to this day without get-

will introduce ‘“Patterson’s Boy.” Now

tion, “Who strack Billy Patterson?” but

Calipn s o i A
> 4
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_it.
I think he did from the way be ho,
and danced, and yelled. fir’|
By this time Patterson came out,
and got an old sythe, and mowed
around with. it until he cut that blast-
ed old string, and got his only son in
the house, and by that time the neigh-
bors began to come in to look at him.
They had to put some more clothing
on him, however, as that shirt be start-
ed out with was all gone. You couldn’t
expect a shirt to last that bpy long,
scolloping around as *‘Patterson’s Boy”
did that morning. 1 went in to look at
him, téo. It was interesting to see
him. His nose stuck out like a large,
full-grown Jomato; his ears were as
large and thiek as your hand; his
mouth looked like a hole in a huckle-
berry dumpling, and his eyes—well, he
didv’t have any eyes; at least you could
not see any. )
It was not an extraordinary occasion
to the family, but when I asked him if
he was going swimming with me, and
that other boy wanted him to play mar-
bles, the Patterson family thought we
dil’nt rppreciate the situation, and old
Patterson lifted us with his boot.

WHAT AILED “UGLY BAM.”

A TEMPERANCE STORTY.

He had been missing  from the “Po-
tomac” for several days, and Cleveland
Sam, Port Huron Bill, Tall Chicago,
and the rest of the boys who were
wont to get drunk  with him couldn’t
make out what had happered. They
hadn't heard that there was a warrant
out for Lim, had never known of his|
being sick for a day, and his absence
from the old haunts puzzled them.
They were in the Hole-in-the-Wall sa-
loon yesterday morning, nearly a doz-
en of them, drinking, smoking, and
playing cards when in walked Ugly
Sam.

prayed for you, a
0

and cried abou
was sorel”
had dropped ir
crying, and I

continued:

pered:

your mind.

if I'd die easier.
me, my son?

work.

again.

ye.

There was a deep silence for a mo-
ment as they looked at him.  Sam had
a new hat, had been shaved clean, had |
on a clean collar and a white shirt, and

Now of course these boys loved each
other, but a little unpleasantness sprang
up between them, owing to a little
game of marbles, in which “Patterson’s
Boy" came out so far ahead that the oth-)

had been a puzzie to him ever since, al-|

;uni,é

tho honor of “Patterson’s Boy,”

baking at Patterson’s,

tence, he thought that he might throw !

he knew the other end was tied to the!
toe of “Patterson’s Boy.” Now Pat-||

up quietly, and patted the calf on the|

its confidence by false pretences, and

then he unfastened that string from the ' ¢
fence and tied it on over the little snub-|
by horns of the calf;

our swim, and when I approached the|

fence the calf jumped up in fright, and /]
started on a run across the lot. I heard
a terrible racket inside, and the tum-
bling over of tables
then a yell from “Patterson’s Boy”, as
he came through the window with
nothing on but his shirt, and, with a
Kind of “half hammon” hop, step and

tail of his shirt sailed out on the breeze
and fiopped like the banner of liberty.
Away they went around the yard,
over the wood-pile, through the garden,
over beans, and peas, and tomato vines,
and then disappeared in the corn, where
the rattle of the dried corn blades and
the ygJl of “Patterson’s Boy” was all
that indicated any thing interesting

They made all the near cuts and

Bat it never got really lively and in-

and honey flows that it waa strange if

er boy never could understand it; and it (her.
though he never cast any imputation on | gereamed a third.

generously overlooking it, be loved him | bearine  which made
as well as ever, and would go over and|”
eat pie with him whenever they had a/yis face,
: ) Hied.
One morning, however, this Loy ot |,
up ('8!"}' to .\‘Hl\'(' ‘]". Pl'lthl"lll Ul'nliﬂ l'l'd eves :lil'l bl '.l(l'«l taces “2. ”“..ll.:{\'v cl-r!x;' p]-(.t]-l toan un
game, and, secing the string tied to the ' crowd before him,

some light on the subject, especially as 411 Chicago,

terson’s calf was lying down by the Lt and drawing a clean
fence near the string, so the boy went !,

head, and petted it until he had gained | They shouted in chorus.

rany more, and I've put down the last/
then he went drop of whiskey which is ever to co in-|
over and sat on the gait-post to watch| o my mouth!
the result.  In a few minutes 1 l“-um‘lh;n]:[;.lgq-n an oath
along to wake “ Patterson’s boy” for!decent!” '

_ about it ” answered Sam,
and chairs, and|¢

Ye

e

amazement,

for I was neglecting her,” he went on.
“She was a poor old body, living up
here in the valley, and if the neighbors
hadn’t helped her to fuel and food,
she'd have been found dead long ago.

her for weeks and weeks, and I used to
feel mean about it, When a feller goes
back on his old mother he's a-gittin’
pwty low, and } know it. Well, she’s
dead—buried  yesterday! |
there afore she died. She sent for me
by Pete, and when I got there I seen
it was all day with her.”

of the boys as Sam hesitated.

on.  “When I went in she reached out
her hand to me, and, says she: “Samuel,
I'm going to die and I
want to see me afore I passpd away!”|
I sat down, feeling queef-like. A She

dido’t go on, and, say as hpw'I wasa
loafer, and had neglected Ner, and all

they didu't know him at first.  When
they saw that it was ugly Sam they
uttered a shout and leaped up.

“Cave i that hat!™  eried one.

£ &% had failed to guin in an open encace-
“Yank that collar off?” shonted an- AR il , P o985 '
ment.  The buxom widow has a s«m!

| : : , o named Ephreaim, Livine in a peichbor-
Let's roll him  on the  toor! i e SEIGHONEE]
ing county, and the venerable suitor, |

There was something in his ook and
him  hesitate,
T'he whiskey had almost faded from
and he looked sober and digni-

ind contempt as he looked around  the

i
“Why, what ails ve, Sam?” inquired |
as they all stood there,
“I've come down to bid von grood-
he "c‘pliw], l'('llm\'ill',;’ his
handkerchief |

i

we, boys!” '

rom his pocket,
“What! Hev ye turned preacher!”

“Boys, yon known 1 can lick any|
wo of ye, but I hain't on the fight)
I've switched ofl’ I
I'm going to be
“Sam, be yon crazy? asked Port
Turon Bill, coming nearer to him.
ha'ra back a little and give me room. |
all  know [I've
I can’t

The police

Yeall

The faces of the crowd expressed

“I never mentioned it to any of ye,

never helped her to a cent—didu’t see

I was up

“Did she say anything!” asked one

“That’s what ails me now,” he went

K1 w’d yon’d 4

| Ricketts.’

ID%‘

and pt

asked a stuttérin
‘“Veit e don't talk

achop, by tam, his head off

mn

Hiin Sv‘\'t‘l;l! tl;l}'.\‘.

thigty vears experiene
her:

i o Iy m lanch
to inform you that Ephiaim has

1p the ghost.”
“You don't
lied the

gse
Suy.

“You can’t fool me you heartless old
wretch; Ephraim ain’t any more dead
than I am, and even if he had taken it
into his head to die he never would
have sent an ugly, snaggle-toothed,
knock-kneed old Judas Iscariot like
you, to kiss his mother for him.
take yourself off before I set the dogs
on you!l”

The baffled suitor slo — Fayette-
ville Express. A

>

'1;.
Some

He paused for a moment a

boys, and that'’s what ails me! |
died holding my hand, and I promised
to quit this low business, and go to
1 came down to tell ye, and
now you won't se¢c me on the Potomac
I’'ve bought an ax, and am go-
ing up to Canada to winter.”
There was dead silence for a mo-
ment, and then he said:
“Well, boys, I'll shake hands with
ye all around afore 1 go.
Pete—good-bye Jack—Tom—Jim.
hope ye won't fling any bricks at me,
and I shan’t never fling any at any- of
It’s a dying promise, ye see, and
I'll keep it it it takes a right arm.”
The men looked reflectively at each
other after he had passed out, and it
was a long time before any one spoke.
Then Tall Chicago flung his clay pipe
into a corner and said:
I'H lick the man who says Ugly
Sam’s head isu't lev
“SOlL T repeated the others,

et)”

* lamatory responses on her part,
mined to secure by strategy what he|

.':_“ 11}1{.\', mda

J t‘t-llrl-l.u'vnﬂ_\' re-|
lady, "I allers knew that
+ Ephraim was fond of sperrvets, but
had no idea he was running a ghost,
L am glad he has given it up though.” i

“You don’t understand me, my dear|
madam,” continued the somewhai dis-|
concerted suitor, his face growing sud |
der and sadder; “Ephraim is dead ’
he exdived in my arms after a brief ill-
ness, and the last words the poor boy
nttered were, ‘Kiss mam for me, Mr.
And now my dear madam,
“I've come down here to tell ye all permit e to obey your departed boy’'s
“Move the Sad, but affectionate command.”
Not a muscle of the widows face
boeit r‘mgh’|(|lli\~(-r(~d. but an ¢minous light flashed
and more too. I've been a drinker, a /™ her eyes as she retorted:
fighter, a gambler and a loafer.
look back and remember when I've
arned an honest dollar.,
hez chased me around like a wolf, aud
I've been in jail and the workhouse,
and the papers has said that Ugly Sam
was the terror of the Potomaec.
know: this boys, but ye didn't know I
had an old mother.”

. Pve tried to
b Foca motbér 10 you,ead have
; hutﬁ(ll{pd’ o’ migh

you ti

my old

If I had your

Coveon't Foor Her-—A  certain Lin-
'coln county bachelor, who has reached
the declivity of life, after manifesting
in many intelligible ways his devotion
'to a plump and sprighitly widow of his|
acquaintance, without eliciting :myl
dete

upon some tlimsy pretext, visited the|
yvoung man recently and remained with |
| Ou his veturn, hav-| s pEE e
ing previously arranged his plans, e GRISAT ARTISTS
called on the widow, and assuming an

His features expressed |!i~';_"lla(' ; : : |
1 exXpression ol countenance that would!

dertaker

. thus addressed

TV

Worre RerevuiNe.—A good story is
told of an old farmer, whose son had
for a long time been ostensibly study-
Latin ih a popular académy.
he farmer not being perfectly satis-
fied with the course and conduct of the
hopeful, recalled him from school,
acing him by the ‘side of a cart
one day, thus addressed him:
Joseph, here is a fork, and there is a
heap of manute and cart;
call them in Latin?”
bus, .et manuri
“Well, now,”
don’t take t!
| bus, and
cartibus,

p

“Now

what do you

“Forkibus, carti-

uribus,” . .said . Joseph.
aaid the old man, “if you
at forkibus pretty

quiokie

itch that manuribus itto that
oty Y’ll breazt{rhr lazy ‘Tl)

Joeseph went to workibus forthwithibus,
—.'thm. P

backibus.”

P
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HOO-O0AN that

Qm&n@ﬁ
talk 8o g

DOteR

pppparrot. {alk|”
s German. | Montgomery &
YOu; ] | oo

oot
+of the neighbors!
in, and the women' were
11 you boys I felt weak!”
nd then
“And the old woman said she’d likq_
to kiss me afore death came, and that
broke me right down. She kept* hold
of my hand, and bye-and-bye she w}.us-
‘Samuel, you are _thgowmg
your life away. You've got it in you
to be a man if you'll only make up
I hate to die and feel that
my only son and the last of our family
may go to the gallows.
promise that yowd turn over a new
leaf, and try and be good, it seems. as
Won’t you promise
And I promised her
el e T

Good-bye
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CENTRALHOTE

Formerly known as Hart's Exchange,

CORNER IDAHO AND 7TH 8T8
BOISE CIPY, 1. T.

We announce to the publie that we haye purch

refitted and returnisked the above nameq PWPN:

and are now prepared to accommodate permys |

1 and transient guests,

A good fire-proof safe in the offiee
BUSH & YOUNG,

propriety

PIANOS, ORGANS, MUSI,

SHERMAN & HYDE

Wholesale and Retail

Aug22-74tf.]

Music Dealers,
Cor. Kearny and Sufter Sts,,

SAN FRANCISCO.

=

I

And are now used in Coneer's

by all of our

l

gl TITE SHERMAN & 11

YDE PIANO

Is the only

Sold at $400,

The Square Pianos are 73, octave, and embraces sl
{ Modern lmprovements, such ss Flegant Roseweod
Caxe, Boeaptiful Monldings, Fuil Iron Frame, Caned
[} 1egs and Lyre, Overstrang Bass, Agraffe Treble, ek
| Langth, 6 teet 10 inches; Width, 3 feet 6 inches, and

ARE FULLY WARRANTED

IFor Ten Years.

AGENTS FOR

'THE STANDARD ORGAY,

which, for
s c'“e"ty f Workmansh
uperiority of Wor ip,
Elegance of ﬁ?gﬁr ability,

ISUNRIVALLED

We keep constantly on hand a good assortment of
RELIABLE CHEAP PIANOS,
734 Octave, agrafie Treble,

MADE FROM THE BEST SEASONED MATERIAL, AND

FULLY WARRANTED.

PRICE AS LOW AS WORTHLRESS PIANOS CAN BE OBTAINSP
ELSEWHERE.

PIANOS AND ORGANS
S0LD OX masx mm IF DESIRED.

b
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WAL A Ackexims ooctnt
and pays liberally in cass

m"““‘ to send:
ONS OF BEAUTIFUL GIFTS, should not fail =
& Hxox, of San Francigcp, for circol -
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