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WHAT WAS FOUND OH HIS BEEAST.

PATXXBSOH’S BOT,

It is a true gaying that “there are 
no days like the old days,” and, indeed, 
there is no fiction so laughable as the 
real, humoroua incidents of our boy 
hood days, at least to us, who can so 
vividly re me naher 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
ting us excited. With this prelude, I 
will introduce “Patterson’s Boy.” Now

. He sat on the steps of the City Hall,* 
bead in his hands, and one could not 
help but notice 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 aired

t  has always been an unanswerf ques- 
^ Ä Ŵ t ^ r y ht  «on, ‘‘Who struck Billy Patterson?” but

man slowly lifted his head and replied: I1 am Pr£Pa? d 0 an*w“ t  ' tw  
“I’m played 1” r terson’s Boy,” and solemnly declare that
His lace was pale and hagard, and wasn’t I who puHed the steing.

it was plain that he was going to have "̂ nl-v >'oun<? . 7,
• an attact offerer. He w!s sent to the and 1 “f d to for a. 8Wim.m . ff ?,* 

hospital for treatment, he making no in- every Sunday morning, 
quiries and answering no questions.8«™“ « ,  >“ he Oh,o River. We would 
This was a month a |o . He had his ,at an early, hour’.bef° r« sunrise, and, 
personal eflfects in a sort of a sack as he ,was a sleepy-headed youth, it re- 
These were a breech-loading rifle, a qu'red a voice of thunder to rouse him 
hatchet, a knife, and several other Hron? ^is snoring, I got tue o t e  
Articles, and when he had been laid on strain my Jungs, an o seeing so 
a bed in one of the wards, he incisted ma°y indignant night-capped heads 
that the bag be placed under his head. P°^ed out of the neighboring windows.
They offered him medicine, but he 80  ̂ suggested to 1 atterson s Bo>,
turned away his face, and no argument t| iat tie a 8tl in& f° j11̂  Î» tue ^ver*\ 
could induce him to swallow any. Saturday night, with the other end tied

“But you are a sick man,” said the r °  ?*ie lence» aiK* * could just quietly 
doctor, as he held the medicine up. and gently pull the string, and wake 

“Cuss sickness,” replied the old man. him without disturbing the neighbors.
“And you may die!” Thls Plan worked wel1 {o* a t,nie» but
“Cuss death!” one “Patterson’s Boy” could not
He grew worse as thedavs went bv, blld, an^ otbcr stlblo tü attach to hit» 

and was sometimes out of his head, toe but a■ closely-twisted cotton
and talking strange talk of Indian cord> called in the west a troll-line,
fights and buffalo hunts, but not once 8t,0I1e 9I10Û  1 1 . , 'ar£ost
did he speak of family, friends, or of *n tbe river; B0 he tied the string se 
himself. He would not let them un- curdy to his toe, aud, with tho other 
dress him, comb his hair, or show him end listened to the fence, he went to 
any attentions beyond leaving his food sb?ep hi all the sweet security ot inno- 
on the stand. A raging fever was cence, and soon his child like snore was 
burning up his system, and when the I miugling* with the joyous music ot katy- 
doctors found that the old man would d,ds and j ar bugs. There was also an- 
not take their medicine, they knew that otber hinocent youth who lived across 
death was only a matter of days. the street troin the paternal mansion ot 

He must have had an iron constitu- “Petersens Boy.’ ‘Ihe course ot 
tion and a heart like a warrior, for he tru® I°ve nevul r,m s,1|oothe.” 
held death at arm’s length until theoth- *̂ow course these buys loved each 
er day. When it was seen that be °ther, but a little unpleasantness sprang 
could last but a few hours longer, the UP between them, owing to a little 
nurse asked him if a clergyman should »ame u* ,narbles, in which “Patterson s| 
be called. • Boy” came out so far ahead that the oth- ;

“Cuss clergymen!” replied the old er W  nover couUI «»Verstand it; and it !u(h«.r. 
man, those being the first words be had hecu a Puzzîe to ,lim .cvt‘r si,,ah “Lets

“Patterson’s Boy” didn’t appreciate it 
I think he did from the way he hopped, 
and danced, and yelled.

By this time Patterson came out, 
aud got an old sythe, and mowee 
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 he start
ed out with was all gone. You couldn’t 
expect a shirt to last that boy long 
scolloping around as “Patterson’s Boy” 
did that morning. I went in to look at 
him, too. It was interesting to see 
him. His nose stuck out like a large, 
full-grown Jomato; his ears were as 
large and thick as your hand; his 
mouth looked like a hole in a huckle
berry dumpling, and his eyes—well, he 
didn’t have any eyes; at least you could 
not see any.

It was not an extraordinary occasion 
do the familv, but when I asked him if 
ie was going swimming with me, and 
hat other boy wanted him to play mar 
fies, the Patterson family thought we 
diil’nt rppreciato the situation, and old 

atterson lilted us with his boot.

WHAT AILED “UGLY 8AM.”

A TEMPEKANOR STOBT.

He bad 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 happened. They 
hadn’t heard that there was a warrant 
out for him, had never known of his! 
being sick for a day, and his absence 
from the old haunts puzzled them. 
They were in the Hole-iu-the-Wall sa
loon yesterday morning, nearly a doz
en of them, drinking, smoking, and 
playing cards when in walked Ugly 
Sam.

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 
they didn’t know him at first. When 
they saw that it was ugly Sam they, 
littered a sh«»ut and leaped up.

“Cave in that hat!” cried one.

that; but gays she: “Samuel, you’ll be 
all alone when I’m gone. I’ve tried to 
be a good mother to you, and have 
prayed for yoUj a hundred o’ nights, 
and cried about you till mv old heart 
was sore I” Some of the neighbors 
had dropped in, and the women were 
cryingf, and I tell you boys I felt weak I” 

He paused for a moment and thea
continued: . ,

“And the old woman said she’d like 
to kiss me afbre death came, and tha' 
broke me right down. She kept' hole 
of my hand, and bye-and-bye she whis 
pered: ‘Samuel, you are throwing
your life away. You’ve got it in you 
to be a man if you’ll only make up 
your mind. I hate to die and feel thaï; 
my only son and the last of our family 
may go to the gallows. If I had your 
promise that you’d turn over a new 
eaf, and try and be good, it seems as 

if I’d die easier. Won’t you promise 
me, my son?’ Anil I promised her 
joys, and that’s what ails me! She 

died holding my hand, and I promisee ! 
to quit this low business, and go to 
work. I came down to tell ye, anc 
now you won’t see me on the Potomac 
again. I’ve bought an ax, and am go
ing up to Canada to winter.”

There was dead silence for a mo
ment, and then lie said:

“Well, boys, I’ll shake hands with 
ye all around afore I go. Good-bye 
’etc—good-bye Jack—Tom—Jim. I
iope ye won’t Hing any bricks at me, 
and I shan’t never Hing any at any  of 

It’s a dying promise, ye see, and 
I’ll keep it if 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 Hung his clay pipe 
into a corner and said:

I’ll lick the man who says Ugly 
Sam’s head isn’t level!”

“So’ll 1!" repeated the others.

“Yank that collar ofi!” sh 'tiled an*

liim on to< îi. l o iroi
had spoken for three days. ! though lie never cast any imputation on 'screamed a third.

However, two hours after his mind tbo honor ot “Patterson’s Boy.” and, j There was something in hi,-. look and 
wandered, and he sit up in bed and generously overlooking it, he loved hiun bearing which made him hesitate, 
called out: |as well as ever, and would go over and | The whiskey had almost faded from

“I tell ye, the Lord isn’t going to be eat Pie with ljim whenever they had a },js face, and he lo o k e d  sober and digni- 
as fit Iniuns!” taking at Patterson’s.hard on a feller who has ut 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!”
“Do 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 

during the next hour the old man 
dropped quietly asleep in death, utter
ing no word and making no sign. When 
they came to remove the clothing and 
prepare the body for the grave, what 
do you suppose they found carefully 
wrapped in oilskin aud 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 ©f the little 
one was fair to look upon, and the case 
which held it has been scarred by bul
lets. There were a dozen sca.rs on the 
old man’s body to prove that he had 
lived a wild life, but there was not 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, perhaos. He would not 
have treasured the picture 90 carefully 
unless there was love in his heart.

No one would have believed that the 
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.
Some said keep it, hoping to make 

i t  identify the (fid (pan, but others laid 
it back on the battle-scarred breast 
which had preserved it so long, and it 
was there yesterday when they buried 
him.—Detroit Free Pres»,

! lied. His features expressed disgust 
One morning, howevei, this boy got and contempt as lie looked around tin* 

up early to solve the problem of that j rwl , . V(.S and bloated laces of the 
game, and, seeing the string tied to the ;tTOw,f U-foiv !

Couldn't F ool 11 kk.—A certain Lin- 
!coln county bachelor, who has readied 
; the declivity of life, after manifesting 
in many intelligible ways his devotion 
to a plump and sprightly widow of his 
acquaintance, without eliciting any 
amatory responses on her part, deter-j 
mined to secure by strategy what he 
had faded to gain in an open engage- 

jment. The buxom widow has a son 
named Ephraim, living in a neighbor
ing county, and the venerable suitor, 
upon some tliinsv pretext, visited thej 
young man recently and remained with! 
him several days. On hi* return, hav- j 
iug previously

ill

. OF NÉW 8PAFER8..-!
b en  who do not give express notieeteS?1 
tmrjr are éonidered a« wishing t n ° - ! 
their subscription*. *

2. I f  aajr subscriber« order the di< 
ance o f their newspapers, the p u foL  
continue to send them until all arrea ^  
paid.

3. I f  subscribers neglect or refuse ♦
tfaeir newspapers from the officeV* 
they are directed, the law bolds them 
sible until they here Settled the bill. r**l 
dered them discontinued. >,lBi

4. I f  subscribers remove to other
without informing the publisher, 
paper» a ra sen t to the former direct^!1 
are held responsible. °D*

& The courts have decided that refut 
take newspapers from the office, or r .? * 1 
and leaving them uncalled for, ig 
evidence of ibtentional fraud. v a

6. The postmaster who neglect« to . 
legal notice of the neglect of a perw Æ  
from the office the newspaper« addre«^ 
him, is liable to the publisher for the suW  
tion price.

KhfcftUatifoun.

CENTRAL HOTEI
Formerly known as Hart's Exchange,

C O R N E R  I D A H O  A N D  7 T H  STS,

B O IS E  C IT Y , 1. T .

We announce to the public that webavenim-h 
refitted and relurnisfced the above named nro^Üf 
aud are now prepared to accommodate 
and transient guests.

A good fire-proof safe in the office.

B U S H  6l TO tnrs,
Aug22-/4tf.1 proprietär»

PIANOS, ORGANS, MUSIC.

S H E R M A N  &  H Y D E ,
Wholesale* and Hc-tail

M u s i c  D e a l e r s ,
Cor. K earny and Suiter Sts.,

SAX Fit AX CISCO.
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arramred it*ns plans,
! called on the widow, and assuming an 
expression ol coimieuanee that would 
have done credit to an nudei taker of

And are now used in Cor.oTls 

by all of our

G HEAT .ARTISTS

li : in. thus aT.r<-ssrd
“ Wl,fence, lie thought that he might throw 

some light on the subject, especially as 
he knew the other end was tied to the 
toe of “Patterson’s Boy.” Now l’al-1 bvc, boys!” he 
terson’s calf was lying down by the;liât and 
fence near the striug, se the boy went |from his pocket 
up quietly, and patted the call on the. ••What! Ilev ye turned 
bead, and petted it nntil he had gained j They shouted in chorus 
its confidence by false pretences, and “Bovs, you known I can 
then he unfastened that string from the two of ye, hut I hain't on

iy, what ails \c, >arn: inquire»
•til (’hicago, as they all stood there. 
“I’ve come down to bi«l you good 

replied, removing hi? 
drawing a clean iiandkerchie!

fence and tied it on over the little snub- any more, and I’ve put down the last 
y horns of the call; then he went drop of whiskey which is ever to go in- 

over and sat on the gait-post to watch!to my mouth! * I’ve switched oil*. I 
the result. In a lew minutes I came!have taken an oath. I’m going to be 
along to wake “ Patterson’s boy” for|d,•cent!”
our swim, and when I approached thej “Sain, he you crazy?” asked Port 
fcnee the call jumped up in fright, and]Huron Bill, coming nearer to him. 
started on a run across the lot. 1 hoard j “JVc come down here to toll y, 
a terril,Ie racket inside, and the turn- about it.” answered Sam. “Move the 
bling over ot tables and chairs, and cha’rs hack a little and Kirc me room, 
then a yel from “Patterson’s Boy”, as Ye all know Pvc been roimh, 
he came throueh the window with and more too. I’ve been a drinker, a

uiiu'.y years exponent'*, 
her :

“It is my iiiclaucii'>Hy duJv. madam, 
t » inform you that Kphrauu lias g iw n  
up the ghost.”

“You don’t say!’’ complacently re
plied the ladv, “l allers knew that 
Kphraim was fund of sporrets, but 1 
had no idea he was 1 mining a ghost, 

lick any!  ̂ am £bld b‘‘ bils tf»v<n it up though.” 
the li'dit <»u don't understand me, mv deal i

preaciicr;

j rnadain," continued the somewhat dis
concerted suitor, his face growing sad 

'der and sadder; “Ephraim is dead—

. / • . - a i r *
«Mr , game is somerset,” writes a 

ster,, “Jama miserable* bachelor, 
cannot Barry; for bow could I pre

vail on a yotipg lady, possessed of the 
alighteat notion of delicacy, to turn a I 
Somerset?”

nothing on but iiis shirt, and, with a 
kind of “half hammon” hop, step and 
jump, he went after that calf, while the 
tail of his shirt sailed out on the breeze 
and flopped like the banner of liberty.

Away they went around the yard, 
oyer 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 yjÿl of “Patterson’s Boy” was all 
that indicated any thing interesting 
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 warmec 
up to its work, they were making bet
ter time than ever.

They made all th« near cuts and 
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 
a shelf and smashed all the jars of 
preserves, and then they disappeared 
for a moment under the woodshed, 
where “Patterson’s Boy” coujd be heard 
thumping his head against the old 
traps piled up there.

But it never got really lively and in
teresting until the calf upset» the bee
hive. Then the buzzing of the bees, 
on that sweet Sabbath morning, was 
so suggestive of the land where milk 
and honey flows that it was strange if

fighter, a gambler and a loafer. I can’t 
lo<>U. back and remember when I’ve 
earned an honest dollar. The police 
hez chased me around like a wolf, and 
I’ve been in jail and the workhouse, 
and the papers has said that Ugly Sam 
was the terror of the Potomac. Ye all 
know this boys, but ye didn’t know I 
had an old mother.”

The faces of the crowd expresscc 
amazement.

“I never mentioned it to any of ye 
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 
I never helped her to a cent—didn’t see 
her for weeks and weeks, and I used to 
feci mean about it. When a (eller goes 
back on his old mother he’s a-gittin’ 
purty low, and |  know it. Well, she’s 
dead—buried yesterday! I was up 
there afore she died. She sent for me 
by Pete, aDd when I got there I seen 
it was all day with her.”

Did she say anything I” asked one 
of the boys as 5am hesitated.

“That’s what ails me now,” he went 
on. “When I went in she reached out 
her hand to me, and, says she: “Samuel, 
Pm going to die and I know’d you’d 
want to see me afore I passed away!”
I sat down, fee^ipg queef-like. She 
didn’t go on. andi say as \fw  I was a 
*oafer, and had neglected |er, and all

In* exdired in my arms after a brief ill* 
ness, and the last words the poor boy 
uttered were, ‘Kiss mam for me, Mr. 

I Ricketts.’ And now my dear madam, 
ajj permit me to obey your departed boy’s 

sad, but affectionate command.”
Not a muscle of the widows face 

quivered, but an » minons light flashed 
in her eyes as she retorted:

“You can’t Idol 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. So, 
take yourself off before I set the dogs 
on you!”

The baffled suitor sloped.—Fayette
ville Express.
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Beauty of Case. 
Superiorituperiority of Workmanship,

Elegance of Finish,

W orth R etelling.— A good story is 
told of an old farmer, whose son hac 
for a long time been ostensibly study
ing Latin in a popular academy.

The farmer not being perfectly satis 
fied with the course and conduct of the 
young hopeful, reballed him from school, 
and placing him by the side of a cart 
one day, thus addressed him; “Now 
Joseph, here is a fork, and there is a 
heap qf manure and cart; what do you 
call them in Latin?” “Forkibus, carti- 
bus, et manuribus,” said Joseph. 
“Well, now,” said the old man, “if you 
don’t take that forkibus pretty quioki- 
bus, and pitch that manuribus irito that 
cartibus, I’ll break your lazy backibus.” 
Joseph went to workibus forthwithibus. 
--aFigaro.

“C-c-c-can that p-p*p-parrot talk?” 
asked t a stuttering man of a German. 
Web he don’t talk so gootef qji yow 

echop, by tam, his head off.** * *‘

and Durability •

I S  U N R I V A L L E D
We keep constantly on band a good assortment of

RECJABSMS C H E A P  PIANOS,

Octave, A graffe  Treble,

MADE FBOM T H E  BEST SEASONED MATERIAL, A>*0

FULLY WARRANTED.
PRICE AS LOW AS WORTHLESS PIANOS CAN BE OBTAIN** 

ELSEWHERE.

PIANOS AND ORGANS
•OLD ON KACT INSTALLMENTS, IF  DE8IRKP.

! *4 ;• I ,'ik »? ij} \ - . u -'i
Call and See U i Before Purchasing

SHERMAN ft  HYDE.

U f A S T S  AN A G R E E A B L E  O C C tP ^ -  
f l  «on, requiring only intelligence, activity*^ 

perseverance, and which pays liberally in cask  com
m is s io n s  or beautiful oxFTs, should not fWl to

v  psges, quarto Form. Canvassing for it

Janlft-w3j f lu  tnm<***
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