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LOVE, M. .

Oh, s in silks and satin,
Bbo is versed in roots of latin,

Ab well as every root that grows 'beneath the
mother earth;

She reads Sansltirt, she reads Coptic;
She's the apple of my optic;

She ban a long list of degrees, and Boston saw
her birth.

Yet it sets my blood ashiver.
When she asks about my liver,

And I Btntlcr and am speechless whenlmy
tongue Bhe wants to see;

For I'm fearful to expose it,
In negligee, and she knows it.

When her lovely eyes with tender light are
riveted on me.

"With my pulse at a hundred,
"TKs not strange that she has blundered.

And doctored me for fevers when I didn t
have a sign;

Tis her presence that is heating,
And which sets my heart a beating; .

For I'm only a poor mortal man and she, is. so
divine.

Still its pleasant to be ailing,
net to have an aneei sailing
Into your humble room and fill it. full of life

Bat as for a diagnosis,
Why that'anybody knows is

ImjK)S8iblo at such time to formulate aright.

But I'll tell you, fair physician,
All the fault of ray condition; LJ

I am dying of the heart disease and all for lov e
of you;

And 'tis in your power to cure it;
If yon don't I am very sure it

willerow worse until you tell me tliat you
Jove me fond and true.

Tid Bit.

DOIXX AND I.

We were schoolfellows, Dolly and I,
At a little dame school in the town close by;
1 carried her books, and she held my hand-r-Tw- o

innocent children of God's own band.
"Wo would marry when we grew up, we said,
Gravo plans for the time to come we laid
As a small boj I, and a wee girl she,
In those bygone dajs ah me ! ah me !

We grew wo were married Dolly and I,
At the quaint old church in the town clofcO by;
The farm was purchased, the fees were paid
"What a blithe young couple!" the neighbors

said.
And so wo were till the winds blew bleak",
And chilled the rose on Dolly's cheek,
Like the waning tide of a wavelees sea,
Her life ebbed gently all me ! ah me !

If j on want to know why I oftimes sigh,
You must come with me to the town closo.by;
You must see the church where our vows wero

said, I I

And the mound that covers the restful dead.
For my love is sleeping the quiet sleep Kg

That the Shepherd, gives to His weary sheep
And the s orld is not what it used to be,
J5re its sunlight faded for her and me.

Chambet 'a Journal.

A 3IIDNIG11T ADYENTURE.

Ours was a gay neighborhood in the
eammor, when the planters all moved
from the river and bayous to tho piney
woods to spend tho sickly season and
enjoy pure air and water. Riding par-
ties by day and impromptu dances at
night wero always in order. "Squire
JMason our nearest neighbor, was a fid-31-

of no mean skill, and being very
fond of his own music was always ready
to "give us a chune" for a country-danc- e

cotillion, or regular old Virginny break
.down. Tho son of the merry old gentle-
man was tho hero of the adventure I am
agoing to relate. Ho was very handsome
in a dark brigandish style, and quite
plausible enough to steal away any girl's
.heart; nevertheless, ho bore a very indif-
ferent reputation oven in our easy-goin- g

, community. He was my particular de-

testation because he presumed to court
my sister Nell, which I justly considered
a very great presumption, considering
"tho many ugly stories current about
him.

One evening there had been a neigh-
borhood gathering at Squire Mason's
and about midnight Nell and I were

home, riding double and escort-

ed by Will Mason. It was not much
more than a mile, but about half way we
had to pass a dilapidated and deserted
house, which always gave me the shivers
in broad daylight, which fearless
imp as I usually waB, I would have for-

feited my whole summer's vacation rath-

er than pass alone at night.
Tho negroes indeed insisted that it

rsas infested by "sperrits" or "hants."
iPerhaps they really believed so; perhaps
?ihey hoped thus toprevent "white folks"
i from intruding on a convenient harbor
Ufonnrar&ways or nocturnal rendezvous.

The briers clambering, about it, the
dark, sentinel pines arouud, and the fit-

ful moonlight, all combined to make it
look as lonely, desolate, and haunted as
tho most devout believer in ghosts could
possibly desire.

The road wound round the .fence, but
there was a short cut through the pre-

mises which our escort choso to take, de-

spite of our timid preference for the long-

er route. He laughed at our fears, and
led tho way over the broken fence, so we
had to follow nolens volens. The path
ran close to tho house, and was so nar-

row and woed-grow- we moved in single
file and very dowly.

"What was that?" cried Nell, sudden-

ly, when we were just opposite the
broken windows of the end room.

"What was what?" retorted our escort,
looking back.

"What noise. I certainly hoard a noise
in. that room just now."

"What kind of a noise? What was it
like?"

"It sounded like somebody moving
about the room, talking and groaning to
themselves."

"All fancy, Miss Nellie. Your imagi-

nation has boon wrought up to expect
something ghostly about this old she
bang, and it has played a trick on your
ears."

--"It was not fancy at all," cried I, my
fears not being strong enough to subdue
my love of contradiction. "I heard it
too, and it sounded to me just like some-

body calling your name in a moaning,
groaning sort of a way. Oh, Will Mason,,
what have you been about that even tho
spirits of the dead can't rest in peace,
fcut must come back from their graves to
talk to you, and frighten other folks to
death?"

This, it must bo acknowledged, was
distinctively aggravating.

"What the what on earth do you
mean, you littlo torment?" cried Will,
hotly. "Suppose there's a legion of
ghosts in that old tumble-dow- n barrack,
what have I got to do with it?"

"Then, pray, why did they call you if
yon've nothing to do with them, nor

--they with you?"
"Don't be foolish, Ju." said Nellie.

Txn sure nobody, called Will. I heard
nothing of the sort.'

"I did," retorted I firmly, not to say
obstinately. "I heard 'em just as plain
as could be. 4Wi-i-- ll

Ma-a-so- just
that way; sort of groaning, you know

nd die away, just like a ghost"
"Yon. seem to .have an intimate ac-

quaintance with the ways and manners
4 ghosts, Miss Juj fcmt justto show you,

you canjbe mistaken sometimes, I shall
ride back and see for myself if there's
anybody there, dead or alive, who has
any business with me."

"Oh, no, Will," cried Nellie, "please
don't go back and leave us by ourselves.
I shall be scared to death."

"Let him go, Nell" cried I, with a
sudden access of courage, largely com-
posed of spite and curoeity. "Go back,
Will Mason, if you want to, I guess
you'll soon find out whether you're
wanted or not. In case you don't come
back, you know, I can take care of Nell
and carry her safe homely."

Without waiting for further lemon-stanc-

he put spurs to his horse and
galloped up the hill which he had slow-
ly descended, leaving Nellie in a para-
lysis of terror and me outwardly valiant
but inwardly quaking. The five min-
utes" were more than doubled befeor he
returned; whistling, laughing, and talk-
ing, to himself as he rode at full gallop
through the deserted yard and down the
hill. Certainly tho ghosts had proved
genial hosts to judge by the effect their
company had on him.

"There, I know you were mistaken,
you little goose," said he to me in a tone
of goodnatured contempt. "Not a soul
embodied or disembodied, about the old
place; nothing but rats and mice and
such small deer. I suppose Miss Nellie
heard a rat run across the floor, and you
heard a mouse squeak, and thought it
syllabled my name. How full your lit-

tle head must be of me to be sure."
To this degrading supposition I dis-

dained to reply, except by a contempt-ou-s

sniff. All the way home our errant-cavalie- r

seemed in a strangely excited
state, and acted so peculiarly that Nell
and I wero not sorry when he left us at
our gate, and with scant ceremony of
leave-takin- g rode swiftly back over the
road we had come.

"Now, what do you think of your fine
beau?" cried I, almost before he was out
of hearing. "Did you ever see such be-

havior in a civilized human being before?
But there's something under all this;
there's a deep mystery somewhere, and
Pm going to find it out or die in the at-

tempt. I'm just going to wake Uncle
Jake up and send him right straight
after Will Mason and see what he's up
to no good, I'll be bound."

So I went to Uncle Jake's cabin and
in spite o f his remonstrances and terror,
virtually compelled him to accompany
me.

"Well, now, honey, you knows es ole
Jake wouldn't confuse yer nuflin es he
could do fer yer accordin' tor do circum-fiuenc- e

ob yer mar en yer par. Pso al-

ius willin' fee ter resist yer. But jess
see 'ere, chile, how onreasonable yer is.
Yer knows I darsent fer my life go ter
dat ole banted house dis time er night
by my lone sef. Deed, honey, I'd rather
be gwino down ter do plantation ter mor-r- er

morning fer oberseer to give me fifty
lashes on my bare back den fer dem
hants und sperrits fer ter ketch me; 'deed
1 would, chile, dat's do Lord's own
trufe,"

"Well, who wants you to go by your-
self?" said I boldly. "Of course I'm
going with you." No such thought had
entered my mind until that moment, but
I was determined to carry my point. "I
intend to see for myself what all this
means, and I ain't afraid of 'spirits.' "

'Tm going to follow Will Mason and
see what he's up to, whether you go with
me or not. And if anything happens to
me, if the spirits carry me off, or Will
Mason shoots me, or old Bouncer stum-
bles and breaks my neck, Til come back
and haunt you for the balance of your
life. See if I don't."

With uplifted hands and eyes and a
groan of despair the old negro gave way.
It may seem strange that all this time it
never occured to me what a questionable
enterprise j. naa unaertaKen, out to me,
madcap as I was it seemed only a piqu-
ant adventure. Had I thought of the
impropriety I should not have hesitated,
being always bent on carrying through
whatever I undertook, whether good or
bad But that night taught me a lesson
l never forgot. It was the last time I
followed my own sweet will regardless of
consequences.

It was about 1 o'clock in the morning.
The moon setting in the west cast a dim
spectral light through the giant holes
of tho pine trees. It was intensely still.
The distant hoot of an owl from the
swamp, and the occasional call of the

ll were the only sounds
that broke the dead stillness of the night.
In spite of myself, a chill glided through
my veins as wo approached the desolate
house, and I shivered all over.

As for Uncle Jake it would have been
sheer cruelty to make him go on. As I
slipped from my saddle the old man fell
on his knees and implored mo not to go
on. But it was useless; go on I must
and would. I believe it I had known
that that 'gruesome house held some
horrible mystery that to look on would
strike me dead, I should still have gone
on. An impulse as irresistable as death
forced mo forward. I did not deny to
myself that I was afraid, but I said I
could'conquer my fear, and I would
conquer it.

I slipped through the broken gate,
and, light as a shadow, fearing to
breathe, and with outstretched hands
groping before mo least in the dark I
should run against a tree, I crept on to
the house and peered through the broken
window of the room where we had heard
the noise. But the darkness without
was nothing to that within. I could see
nothing, and no sound reached my ears.
Everything was deadly still, and I was
beginning to consider what I should do
next, when suddenly, clear, loud and
shrill as tho blast of a trumpet, the neigh
of a horse sounded from a thicket of
shrubs close by me, and then, within the
room, close by tho window at which I
stood, hissed as it seemed into my very
ear, a savage oath.

I heard some one cross tho room pass
through the entry and into the yard.
Great God! what an ice bolt shot through
my veins, freezing every drop of my
blood, as I, for the first time realized in
what a fearful position I stood; alone in
the evil place, at the dead of night, with
no protection but the terrified old negro
who was probably half way home by
this time, and someone, I knew not
whom it might be Will Mason, it might
be a runaway negro, or even something

ing me,
I crouched on the ground and waited

breathlessly. The footsteps passed me
so close that the long grass they brushed
aside touched me, but they went on
without stopping to the thicket where
the horse was tied, and after some sooth
ing and patting, he was led to (herearof
the noose and apparently fastened there; I

the footsteps the house by the
backdoor.

Now, will it be believed that as soon
as the imminent danger of discovery
passed, my curiosity revived, and instead
of at once making my escape, I arose to
my feet and again peeped through the
window. I had not long to wait before
my inane curiosity was fearfully grati-
fied. I heard a slight sound like the
scraping of a natch and a light flashed
up. It glimmered faintly on the hand
that held a white man's hand a gen-
tleman's.' I saw the diamond on the
little finger flash; then, as the wax taper
blazed fully up, it shone in the dark face
of Will Mason; distorted with passion or
fear, with clenched teeth and disordered
hair, and wildly rolling eyes. And then
it shown upon oh, God! what was that
stretched on the dusty floor, motionless,
lifeless, a dark stream flowing from the
side? A woman's body, doubled up as
if it had dropped down in ' a heap; the
long,dark hair covering the face. Spell-
bound with horror I stood and gazed, all
fears for myself lost in the shock of that
terrible sight.

Having stuck the match in a crack of
the wall I noticed even then that it was
one of tho long wax tapers used by gen-
tlemen for lighting cigars Will Mason
stooped over the body. As he raised it,
the head fell back over his arm, the long
hair swept to the floor, the face turned
toward me. Merciful God! it was my
sister Nell Nell whom I had left half an
hour before alive and well, safe at home;
and now she was here dead dead
murdered! I shrieked aloud in frenzied
anguish and horror and the murderer
dashed the dead body of his victim on
the floor, and turned to face me.

Then the instinct of
the awful fear of death came over me;
and I turned and fled for my life. I
heard swift feet in pursuit, curses not
loud but deep .breathed in the night air
behind me, and on I flew, straight as the
crow flies, stopping neither for bush nor
brier. Thanks to my wild woods train-i- n,

there was not many who could out-

strip me in a fair race; and now my feet
were winged with terror. My pursuer's
steps grew fainter and fainter, and I
knew that I had distanced him, when
suddenly, I tripped over a fallen log and
fell forward on my face. I felt the
ground sinking beneath me, felt myself
falliner down down then conscious
ness left me, and I felt no more.

When I came to myself I was in my
own room, in my own bed, and who was
that leaning over me, bathing my faee
with camphor?

"Nell! Nell!" I cried, springing up.
'You are not dead then! not dead!

not dead! not lying dead in that dread-
ful house! not murdered by that wi3k-e- d,

horrid man! Oh, Nell, Nell, how
did you come here, or is it your ghost
instead of you?"

"Hush, Ju, my poor little Ju; don't
talk so wildly. Of course it's me why
shouldn't it be? and "how can I be ly-

ing dead in the old house when I have- -

not left my room since last night? I'm
afraid your head was badly hurt when
you fell, and you are delirious now."

"But I tell you, Nell, somebody is
dead; somebody was murdered in that
old house last night. Who brought me
home?"

"Uncle Jake went to look for you as
soon as it was light, and found you lying
at the bottom of a deep gully into which
you had rolled when you fell over the
log. Ho put you on Bouncer and
brought you home before any one was
up but me, and the old man begged me
so hard not to make any fuss for fear he
would be punished for your escapade
that I promised him no one should
know."

"But they must know," cried I, now
fully roused. "I tell you, Nellie, I am
not dreaming nor delirious. I am wide
awako and as sensible as I over am. I
tell you most solemnly a dreadful mur-
der was committed last night, and Will
Mason is the murderer."

"Will Mason a murderer! Oh, Ju, how
wildly you talk!"

So I did, and though pa at first
thought I was candidate for a strait- -

jacket, he soon found cause to change
his opinion. An examination of the
haunted house gave unmistakable evi-

dence of a crime. The floor soaked with
blood, a bloody trail leading to a dry well
in the back yard, and a tress of black
hair caught on the well curb, ail showed
too plainly what dreadful deed had been
done. When the body was drawn up it
proved to be, as I had suspected, that of
a beautiful quadroon girl belonging to
Squire Mason. Her extraordinary re-

semblances to Nellie had often been com-

mented on. Such freaks often happened
in the south.

It was surmised that the girl had a
iiason with Will Mason, that he sus-

pected her fidelity, and meeting her at
the haunted house that night under sus-

picious circumstances, in a fit of jealous
fury had killed her. As for him, he had
already escaped to Texas, then the asy-

lum for all sorts of desperadoes. He
afterward joined the Texan army and
was killed in Mexico.

The everts of that night made a per-
manent change .in me. I was never
more the wild, careless, scattered-braine- d

girl I had been. For many months my
sleep was broken by horrible dreams,
and to this day my nerves have not en-

tirely recovered from the shock 'of my
terrible midnight adventure.

An American Beanty.
Probably the most superbly beautiful

woman ever married in the United States
to a foreign diplomat was Mrs. Bsss, of
Mississippi. After having passed several
winters here, (uvWashington) elie mar-rie-d

the Chevalier Bernatti, a man of rare
accomplishments, but in no ways good-lookin- g.

Her beauty was so celebrated
when she . was the widow Bass
that the mere mention of it suffices to
recall to many throughout the country
the vision of her superb presence. "A
daughter of the gods, divinely tall and
mo6t divinely fair." The Chevalier Bren-att- i,

after his marriage, went to Turkey,
where he was minister of Italy for some
years, and the Saltan presented Madame
Bernatti .with an exquisite necklace of
pearls. He died, and she returned here
to recover from the United States gov-
ernment a considerable sum of money
for cotton destroyed on her Mississippi
plantation. When last here she was ac-

companied by Miss Bass, who has in-

herited her mother's fair, sunny face,
wealth of light brown hair and imperial
person.

Chetopa Advance: Farmers have
promise ofAsTost abundant- - crop of
fruit ever ftsilsiil ik Jadiion county.
With the Ciiij C'psacfr all kinds
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DCBOIS'!MXLI.IOIfS.

The $8,000,000 Estate of the State's Great
lumber King.

CiiEABFTEiiD, Pa., April 80. John
Dubois, the bachelor lumber king of
Pennsylvania, filed here to-da-y an abso-
lute deed, conveying all his property,
valued at about $8,000,000, to his favor-
ite nephew,- - John E Dubois. The deed
bears date January 17, 1884, so that, al-

though for more than two years young
John Dubois has been in his uncle's em-

ploy, taking orders from whatever su-
perintendent he chanced to be working
under, he has been the actual owner of
the entire property. Nobody knew it
but himself and his uncle. The senior
Dubois, who is 77 years old, has been
ailing lately, and decided to make the
deed public. The only consideration in
the deed is that John . Dubois shall
pay all debts and fill all contracts his
uncle may maKe tmtne aayol ms death.

His purpose in making the deed was
to make sure that his business should go
on in single and absolute ownership, just
as he has conducted it for the period, of
twenty years, after his death, and that
the 800 workmen m his employ should
not be distressed by the stoppage or em
barrassment of his enterprise. The deed
makes no mention of any of the other
heirs, of whom there are a great many,
John Dubois being the only bach-
elor in the family of fourteen. It is left
entirely to the conscience of John E.
Dubois whether any of them shall ever
have any share in the estate or not. The
young man is about 25 years old and un-
married. He was educated at Chester
Military academy.

John Dubois stood easily at the head
of the lumber business of Pennsylvania.
It is doubtful if there is any man between
Maine and Michigan who owned more
timber land and cut more timber than he
did. Every year ho cut and sawed about
36,000,000 feet of boards, enough to build
the dwelling houses of a town of 10,000
people. He owned at the time of his
death 33,000 acres of land in one con-
nected body about bis town of Dubois'
on which there is standing about 350,-000,0-

feet of white pine lumber, be-
sides many million feet of hemlock.
About 8,000 acres of it is underlaid with
a valuable vein of coal, being on the
western side of the Eeynoldsville basin.

Besides his large buildinffs here, John
Dubois had a. one-four- interest in a
tract of 70,000 acres in West Virginia,
which the axe has never touched, and
large real estate interests in Havre De
Grace and Williamsport. At Dubois,
where he has lately lived, he had mill
improvements worth three-quarte- of a
milhpn dollars. When he went there, 10
or i2 years ago, there were only three
houses in the town. It sprang up with-
out waiting for the timber to dry. It
now has 7,000 population.

John Dubois began life with almost
no capital, and was a raftsmen on the
Susquehanna at the age of 17. His in-

ventive genious helped him greatly. His
mills are full of his devices. Whenever
he found an impediment in his path, he
invented something to overcome it. He
recently recovered $30,000 from the
.Baltimore ana umo railroad company
for the nse of his patent for. deep water
foundations. The automatic dam which
bears his name.is well-know- n. He owned
the fine hotel and half the property in
the town of Dubois, and had just com-

pleted a new opera house, the finest in
the 6tate outside of Philadelphia and
Pittsburg.

He got the first large start in his for
tune by investing in the cheap timber
lands, and the secret of his large profits
in recent years has been the perfection
of his machinery and the variety of his
products, which enabled him to use up
all the timber he cut and avoid waste and
middlemen's profits. He manufactured
houses and shipped them all fitted and
complete, so that a hatchet and nails
were all thnt were required to put them
together at their destination. A rough
pine log brought from tho woods to his
mill, over his own line of railroads, came
out at-- the end of the works in the shape
of boxes, boards, lath and barrel heads.
Every sorap was turned to profit. There
waB no waste except splinters and saw- -
dust.

His works at Dubois have a capacity
of 85,000 feel of lumber, 6,000 boxes,
5,000 barrel heads and 60,000 shingles
per day, besides a hemlock mill with a
capacity of 40,000 feet daily, and a large
tannery and machine shop.- - He had a
farm of 1,000 acres, employed 800 men,
and knew every one of them. He had
been seriously ill for several months, and
recently had Dr. Agnew, of Philadelphia,
tiken up to Dubois on a special train.
He stayed just 35 minutes. Though a
man of warm heart and genial disposi
tion, Mr. Dubois never married. He
never used liquor or tobacco.

A Cheerful Dakota Uar.
A Dakota Letter to the Modern Miller

In the' east thousands of people plant,
and sow "in the moon" to insure rapid
growth, but in Dakota it is dangerous to
plant in the prolific phase of the moon,
so they are careful to plant at such a
time that the moon will exert its influ-
ence in holding the crop back. I have
known several disasters .to result from
neglect of this precaution. One day
last January I got lost in the country,
and while I was toiling through the tall
new grass I saw a man with nothing on
but his suspenders, tearing, along like
mad. He stopped just long enough to
tell me what was up, and off he went
again for the Iowa side of the Sioux riv-

er, which he cleared at a bound, and fell
on all fours into a snowdrift four feet
deep. He said he and his wife had look-
ed up the moon business and had plant-
ed their garden the evening before, but
happened to get hold of last' year's al-

manac, and missed it about four days.
The result was when he woke up that
morning the beets that he had planted
forty feet from the house had crushed in
his cellar wall, and had also taken the
door off its hinges, and was just mop-
ping the floor with all there was left of
his hired man, whom . it had snatched
out of bed in the attic He didn't know
where his wife was, but he saw some
shreds of a nightgown and several agate
buttons in the front yard as he fled. He
said there were peavinee after him, with
pods on 'em large enough for phantom
boats; and one could see by the way he
was dressed that, if he was a liar at all,
he Wi not a regular Dakota thorough-br- e,

ample. If I really thought I
would become an average Dakota liar, I
would warn) to die. . This territory must
be divided some time before the day
of judgment, .for how could the Al-

mighty ever audit its accounts with only
one set of clerical angels at work at a
time? -

About two weeks ago I saw a "farmer
out behind a straw stack gathering into
a heap a lot of old bones and pieces of
hides and sprinkling salt on'them. Yes-

terday I saw the same man selling a fine
pair of steers to a butcher up town.
They were so fat and had - filled up so
fast that he had pieced out their hides
with an old buffalo robe. This 'granger
was a Sunday school superintendent be-
fore he came to Dakota, but he swore that
these were the same cattle I had seen
him kicking together behind the straw
stack. He said all they had eaten was
some wild grass that had sprung up in
his door yard, where the' women folks
had thrown out a few tubs of warm suds
on wash days. He said that he had
learned that the best way to winter stock
in Dakota was to knock them all to
pieces in the fall and get them up again.
otherwise, unless we get a blizzard
every week they were liable to get too
fat ana round on tne native grass.

Last fall I stopped at a house to bor-
row a match to light my pipe with. The
man told me to go right out in the gar
den and picfc all I wanted. I did not
know what he meant at first: but he went
out with me, and Pm almost afraid
you'll tnink I am a liar for telling it
there was about half an acre growing of
me nDest panor matcnes 1 ever saw.
lhey were as thick as hairs on a blind
mule. He said he had a. poor crop the
year before because the seed was too
good for such soil. This year he had
mixed his seed matches with about one- -
fourth tooth-pick- s and got a splendid
yieia.

I went out after breakfast and saw the
man blowing up Hubbard squashes with
gunpowder. Tney were to large to be
moved, and the farmer wanted the
ground. I noticed that one of his wife's
legs was about eight inches longer than
the other, and tho man explained it thus
He said when they first came to Dakota
they lived in a "dugout," with nothing
but the ground for a floor, from which the
grass had to be mowed once a day to find
the baby. Je said his wife had a habit
of sitting with one leg over the other
knee, and the leg that remained m con-
tact with the soil got such a start that the
other could never catch up.

Complexities of the Railway Problem.
Popular Science Monthly

Any practical scheme of railroad con-
trol is likely to be based upon a com-

promise. The different interests invol-
ved are so conflicting that it willl not do
to attempt a solution from any one stand
point exclusively. The direction which
legislation is to take cannot be decided
by a mere consideration of complaints
against the existing system, whether

or otherwise. We must
also consider what other Bystems have
been tried, and what evils they have

what lines of treatment have been
undertaken, and how far it has been
found possible to carry them out. It is
not a question what we would not like
to do, so much as what wo actually can
do.

The community requires four things
of its railroad system:

1. That it shall afford sufficient facili-
ties to meet the wants of business. In
other words, there must be enterprise in
building new lines, and in keeping the
old ones up to a high standard of effici-

ency.
2. That che charges, as a whole, shall

be as reasonable as possible. If they
are higher than those of other countries,
or higher than is necessary for the sup-
port of the railroads, the business devel-
opment of the community will be re-

tarded. .
3. That there Bhall not be arbitrary

differences in charge which force busi
ness into natural and wasteful channels,
or cripple one man for the enrichment
of another.

4. That there shall be as lutle Wciste

of capital as possible, either by corrup-
tion, extravagance, or want of business
skill. This is not quite so vital a matter
as tne other three, but it is one which
we can not afford to leave out of ac-

count.
No system of regulation is very likely

to be derived which shall secure all these
results. Free competition, as we have
tried it in America, produces rapid con-
struction and low rates, but fosters dis-
crimination and extravagances,thus secur
ing the first and second requirements, at
tne sacrmee of the third and fourth.
The French system of regulated mono-
poly has just the opposite effect; it pre-
vents waste and discrimination,

t but
is slow and rates are high.

The third and fourth reauirements are
secured at the expense of the first and
second. England enjoys the first and
fourth advantage, at the sacrifice of the
second and third; Italy has secured the
second and third, but failed of the first
and fourth. The granger system of
regulation sacrificed the first in the effort
to secure the second. Partial state owner-
ship, as we shall see, secures nothing at
all; exclusive state ownership secured
tne third, at a great risk of sacrificing all
the others.

Improving the Farm.
Orange County Farmer.

The best and shortest way to improve
a farm is to reduce the stock, plow your
fallowB in winter so that the soil will be
warm and day and the subsoil decom-
posed early in the spring. Harrow Well
and then sow ten or twelve quarts of
grass seed to the acre when you put in
your oats. If all take, your chance is
good for obtaining from five to ten acres
of oats and a field seeded to grass. Then
prepare as many acres of rye sowing,,
provided your land is not good enough
for wheat and the two- - crops will give
you all the straw you need and the corn
field, with usual good luck, will produce
enough for fat stock. At the end of the
season you will have the produco from
fifteen or twenty acres of land, repre
sented in oats, corn and potatoes and as
mam acres sown with rye and wheat.
Keep just stock enough to eat up the
produQB in grain and hay, and after
gathering your next year's crop of hay
and grain, covering say fifty acres of
your farm of acres you
may think of adding as many head of
cattle as your farm wfll sustain without
purchasing very heavily of foriegn sup-
plies. By the end of the fourth year
you are ready to put in a crop of wheat
and save plowing up your bottom
meadow, you have the whole
farm and. are now ready to enlarge your
dairy and at the expiration of ten years
your land ought to be in a condition to
double your crops an4 the number of
your cattle. This is rotation.

Manhattan Republic. G. W. Wash
ington, one of the most prominent farm
ers and stock-raiser- e on tne east side or
the Blue has had s little bad back of late.
He lost six calves by black-le- g.

The Sad Fateof XbuteeaXea Whe Waited
For the Garel to Fall.

Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegrap- h. '
The crowd that had gathered at the

engine-hous- e the other evening was sup-
plemented by a new-come- r, and a late
acquisition to the Goosetown population.
Me sat and listened to the stories of the
"regulars," some of which contained in
dia rubber enough to make them almost
waterproof, at times apparently pleased
with his new acquaintances, while again
his countenance wore a puzzled expres-
sion. The conversation turned upon the
nailers' strike, and one of 'the visitors re
marked: "The strikers are under excel'
lent discipline; they have been out nine
months, and not one has deserted the
organization, although rare inducements
have been offered to individuals to ac
cept situations."

The conversation was carried on in the
same strain for perhaps ten or fifteen
minutes, the newcomer having remained
quiet, apparently wondering how the
fireman climbed the brass pole to the
bedchamber above, when he said:

"Gentlemen, you fellers of y don't
know nothin' 'bout .discipline. I can
remember a little instance that occurred
up in York state when I was a boy. It
was long in '33 or '34; there was consid
erable of a flurry in those parts regard
ing the purposes of secret societies, and
it wasn't always policy for a member to
apprise the public of bis connection with
the Freemasons or Odd Fellows, but the
act didn't seem to keep either order from
increasing, and a lodge of Odd Fallows
had been organized so secretly that the
uninitiated were in perfect ignorance of
its existence. They had secured an un-
used attic over a store in 'an old building
and converted it into a hall. Twenty
men, all heads of families with one ex-

ception, formed the membership of a new
lodge, 'lne sessions wero generally held
after the villagers had retired to r.

One August morning the old
storelieeper opened the . front door, to
find the body of a man, who was well
known, stretched upon the pavement. A
regalia of some kind was lying beside
him. An examination showed that his
neck was broken, but as there was no
person in the place that knew the mean-
ing of the paraphernalia found with the
body, it was regarded with suspicion. It
was noticed that nineteen men of the vil-

lage did not appear at the funeral, nor
did they ever return. They wero mourn-
ed for years by as many widows, and
finally referred to only by the oldest
rerdents, who lived in hope of one day
seeing the mystery solved. A quarter of
a century after the finding of the body
on the street the old storeroom was torn
down to make room for a more commo-
dious structure. Workmen were engag-
ed in removing the roof when they dis-

covered a lot of skeletons. It was at first
thought the place had been used as a dis-

secting room at one time, but investiga-
tion showed that every skeleton was still
standing erect, the clothing had moldered
away, and the flesh been devoured by
worms, nothing apparently remaining to
explain the circumstance, until a book
of the proceedings of the lodge was found
lying on a box. It was plain enough
then, the lodge was about to close when
the presiding officer had accidentally fal-

len backward through the open window
in the gable it was he that had been
found on tho pavement years before; the
nineteen grinning skeletons represented
the members still waiting for tho gavel
to fall, not having noticed the accident.
They were martyrs to discipline, gentle-
men," said the new-come- r, as he spat
out a huge quid of tobacco and startee for
home.

The regulars are deliberatiny as to the
wisdom of allowing the aged liar to be-

come one of their number, with the
chances about even in his favor.

Jacob's Courtship.

This true story comes from an old sea-

board town in Maine:
Jacob loved Eachel, " but Bachel

wouldn't have him Jacob labored on,
pressing his suit at intervals, and after.
each rebaff telling her he was bound to
win her yet, and convince every one she
cared for him as much as he believed in
his heart she did.

"Very well," cried the indignant Bach-

el, with a toss of her head, "keep right
on till you make folks believe that, and
when you do Til marry yon!"

Jacob did persevere, but with small
success, and at last he began to lose
courage. About this time another suit-

or of Bachel's arrived home from sea,
bringing with him, among other exotics,
a parrot of gorgeous hue, which he pre-

sented to Bachel, who forthwith had the
bird suspended from the sitting room
window, whence she looked our after-
noons when her work was done. For a
day or two after his elevation to this
dignity the parrot remained marvelously
quiet, only casting an easy eye about as
if takinor in his new situation. On the
third morning, however no sooner did the
neighbors began to stir than he electri-
fied each passerby with the announce-
ment:

"Rachel's gone on Jacob; no chance
for John I"
. Of course, the more laughter ' this

raised the more vociferously the bird pro-
claimed the news. It spread like wild
fire, and the parrot's audience steadily
increased. Rachel meanwhile went into
hysterics, but however much this in-

commoded the family it made no impres-
sion on the parrot, who, although threat-
ened and beaten and relegated to dark-

ness, waxed more and more furious vith
a desire to spread his knowledge.

Jacob kept out of the way for awhile,
but there was no lack of couriers to
bring him information of the other fel-

low's discomfiture and the parrot's he-

roic defense of his cause. At last Rachel's
father appeared, wearing on his weather-beate- n

face an odd mixture of frown and
grin.

"Look he said, "between that
denied bird's schreachin' on' folks a--
cacklin' that gal's a'most onto' her head.
There's nothin' for you to do but go over
there and try to fix up things as well's
ye can. I guess most likely she'll see ye

I do know folks ctn't always tell."
The upshot was Rachel married Jacob,

who sticks to it that it was tho penetra-
tive wisdom of his rival's parrot that did
the business, and denies to this day all
knowledge of the way the parrot came
qy his speech.

Walnut City Gazette: A very fatal
disease has made its appearance among
the horses of this county and quite a
number have already died. Our local
horsemen are divided upon the nature of
the disease, each one having his own
theory as to what it is. i '
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Mention was made Mbtfday of the liti-
gation over a meerschaum pipe claimed
by Capt Joseph Atkins to have beesstokn from him when he was chief of
police in 1880. A meerschaum pipe waspresented to Capt Atkins in 1878 by
Mr. William VonWmkle. This pipe,
Capt Atkins claims, was stolen from Mm
in4880 from the police station. Tiu
Epe and its loss had been almost f

until recently, when Capt Atkins
uuwTOxeu a pipe in ine anew window ofMr Schornstein, on Market and Center
streets, which he was positive was the pipe
ha has lost that he .had it produced m
court to establish its ownership. He did
not charge any one with the theft of the-pip-

as he had not sufficient evidence to
sustain any such charge, it was merely a
case to settle the ownership, a quasi civ-- il

proceeding, though the style of the
case on the recorder's docket was. "Un-
known, theft of a pipe of the value of
S3." There were a number of witnesses
examined to settle the ownership, Messrs.
James Griffin, William VonWinkle,
James Cahill, Leo Nichols, John Will-
iams, Tom Duffy and John Cossar all
testifying that they believed the pipe in
court was the same pipe owned by Capt.
Atkins several years ago. Mr. Von-
Winkle testified to having gotten the
pipe in 1867 from an old man who
who brought it from Europe, and he
soon afterwards gave it to Capt Atkins.
He was quite positive that, the pipe in
court was the same pipe. Capt Atkins
and other.witnesses testified to there be-
ing a crack in the bowl of the pipe
which VonWinkle had presented Gapt.
Atkins, and there was a similar crack in
the bowl of the pipe in court. Leo.
Nichols identified the bowl particularly
by a small niche that had been broken
out of the stem part of it. He had
broken it himself while cleaning the pipe
on one occassion with a piece of wire.
The pipe in court was similarly niched.
All Capt. Atkins' witnesses testified to
the fact that the pipe was a peculiar one
and they had seen none or very few like
it.

Capt. Atkins' side of the case was very
conclusive, but Mr. Davis swore quite as
positively that the pipe in litigation was
his property. It was brought, to him by
Mr. Isaac Heidenheimer, Jr., from Eu-
rope and serit to him when in Albany,
N. Y. This was about eleven years ago.
His brother sent the pipe to him from
Europe. He had had it in his possession
ail tho time until about three years ago,
when he placed it with Mr. Samuels for
sale. Subsequently he took the pip
from Samuels and placed it with Mr.
Schornstein. This was seven or eight
months ago. He had never seen a pipe
like it before. Samuels had tho pipe for
three years. The bowl of it was crack-
ed several years ago by being jammed
in a door. Mrs. Max Maas, tho daught-
er of Mr. Davis, was also quite positive
in her identification of the pipe as being
the one that her father had had m his
possession for a number of years.

Jure. Davis was also quite as positive .

in her identity of the pipe.
Mr. Heidenheimer was quite sure that

tho pipe in court, if not the same, was
very much like the one he brought from
Europe to Mi. Davis.

Messrs. Samuels and Shomstein iden-
tified the pipe as the same that had been
left with them by Mr. Davis for sale.
Mr. Samuels testified that there was a
number of pipes like the one in litiga-
tion.

Upon this evidence the court announc-
ed its inability to arrive at any decision,
and so the matter rests, with the pipe in
the custody of the police.

An Innocent Man.
Estellihe (Dakota) Bell.

The trial of a man for murder had just
commenced in a Dakota court when the
attorney fer tho defence arose and said:

"If the court pleases, we have no fear
as to the outcome of this trial. In the
testimony we shall prove that the mur-
der was committed four miles from town
at 2 o'clock in the afternoon. We shall
also establish the fact that there was a
circus in town that day."

"Hold on," said the judge excitedly,
"you say there was a circus in town?"

"Yes, sir the Conglom-
eration showed there that day."

"Yes, Pve'seen it two rings, a spot-
ted grave-diggin- g hyena, and seven lady
bareback riders. You say the man was
killed about 2 o'clock? '

"Yes, your honor."
"Just the time to the ring parade?"
"The same time."
"While the elephant and double-humpe- d

camels were going around?"
"Yes sir."
"Tho prisonor is discharged. Trying

to prove that a man was four miles away
from town on such an occasion is looked
upon as malicious persecution by this
court. The unfortunate gentleman who
was found dead without doubt commit-

ted suicide when he realized that he was
in that kind of a position himself."

Miss Folsom's Bridal Veil.
TJtica Herald.

The latest report touching the presi
dent's marriage is meant to be impres
sive. It is vouched for as reaching print
after only three repetitions from the
source. The source is Miss Folsom's
grandfather, and what it is said he says
is that Miss Folsom "is buying her trous-
seau in Europe" and he "furnishes her
the means." Unfortunately the garru-
lous old gentleman goes into details of
the financial part. He "gave her $1,600
when she went away and has just sent
her 8600 more." With all the finery
which these munificent sums will buy
Miss Folsom will return to New York to
be "married in June." Of course there
is nothing in this, nothing but the fancy
of an old man. Grandpa Folsom means
well, but he is thinking of what looked
suspicious of a wedding when he was a
boy. That the bride-ele- ct of the presi-
dent of the United States is buying her
trousseau in Europe with $2,200 nobody
will believe for a moment, that is, no-

body who knows what's what in trous-
seaus and has any pride in the spirit of
the future first lady. If Mr. Folsom
had said: "Yes, Frankie and Graver will
be married in June. Frankie is getting
her clothes in Paris and has. just cabled
me that her veil cost $2,200 and is just
lovely "if Mr. Folsom had said this
people would have received his words as
quite assuring of a wedding. But a
white house bridal trousseau for $2,200 !

It wont do.

Congressman Morrill of the flat dis-

trict has caused the name -- of Baxtom B.
MePowaU of Keriden, Jefferson cowaly,
to be restored to the pensiomioQf. n
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