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PROFESSIONAL CARDS OF
”  BELLEFONTE.

‘C. T. Alexander. U. M. buwer.
ALEXANDER & BOWER,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

OfMce In Garman’s new bullding.
JOB'N B. LINN,

ATTORNEY ATLAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

Omce on Allegheny Street.
CLEH.ENT DALE,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

Northwest corner of Diamond,
YOCUM & BASTINGS,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.
High Street, opposite First National Bank.
M. C. HEINLE,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,
BELLEFONTE, PA.

Practices In all the courts of Centre County.
Spec.al attention to Collections. Consultations
in German or English.

W ILBUR F. REEDER,

ATTORNEY ATLAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

All bus'ness promptly attended to. Collection
of clalms a speciality.

J

. A, Beaver, J W, Gepbart.
EAVER & GEPHART,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.
Omce on Alleghany Street, North of High.
A. MORRISON,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

OMce on Woodring's Block, Opposite Court
House.

S. KELLER,

ATTORNEY AT LAW.,

BELLEFONTE, PA,

Consultations in
tn Lyon's Bullding, Alls

OHN G. LOVE,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA,
O in the rooms formerly occupied b
MWP. Wilson. o

T —
Sources of Quinmine.

The importance of an adequate supply
of this val 1able medicine—quinine—always
on hand, independent of interruption from
wars, revolution, and short sigated legsla-
fion in South Amenca, cannot be over-
estimated. Many an English magistrate and
English soldier has oweu his life to quinine.
In Bengal it 18 familiar to the natives as
‘squinyan,” and we have rarely found the
smallest objection made to it on the score
of caste when dispensed by English bauds.
A plentiful supply of the unadulterated
article, might be the means of checking, 1n
some measure, the ravages of the epidemic
now known as the Burdwin fever. To
Englishmen sent to pumsh Looshafs or
Nagas on the Eastern frontier, and to
sportsmen and explorers as a prophylactic,
quinine is as essential a part of their equip-
ment as & water-proof coverlst or a single-
poled tent.

Whether quinine will ever be manufac-
tured on such an extensive and profitable
scale as to take the place of opium in China
may fairlv be doubt«d. But the very last
report from India shows that the planta-
tions of the Government ace thriving ; that
a large distribution of p.ants to the public
is still going on ; that the crop raised in
the Neilgherries alone was 114,000 pounds,
some of which was exported to England,
and that, after due provision for establish-
ments, collection, buldings, roads and re
pair, there was a clear net profit on he
transaction of some £35,0C0.

or German. Ofice
ny Street.

A BLACKSMITH of a viilage in Spaw
murdered & man, and was condemned
to be hanged. 'The chief peasants of
the place joined together, and begged
the alcalde that the blacksmi'h might
not suffer, because he was necessary
tothe place,which could not do without
a blacksmith to shoe horses. mewnd
wheels, ete. But the acalde =raid,
“How, then, can L fulfill justice?"’

A laborer answered, ‘‘Sir, there are
two weavers in the village. and for sn
small a place one 1s enough; hang one
of them.”’

A sMaLL quantity of diluted vitriol
will 1uke stains out of marble. Wer
the spots with the acid, and in a few
minutes rub briskly witha soft llvern

_ cloth till they disap rear.

. —————————

ONE-EGG CAKE.—OUne egg, one cup

of sugar, one half cup of buiter, oue

half cup of milk, two teaspoontuls of

baking powder, and flour cnough Lo
make a ter.

TurN up the big toe as hard as you
can tor a cramp in the leg,and rub the
tkin where the cramp is briskly. This
toe remedy is the best possible for a
cramp.

SoME one in Cennecticut hasdisccy-
ered a true and only remedy for chills
and feyer. Scaiter cayenne pepper in
your shoes.

Fipaerry Lapy: ‘‘But whatam I
to de? Iecan’tride with my back to
the engine.”” Insolent Youth: ‘Be:-
ter speak to the driver. He’ll turn

the engine round to oblige you.”

BEITER THAN ALL.

A moderate share of w.aith 18 good,
To cheer us on our way,

For it has frequent'y the power
To make December Mav ;

And 80 is beauty, 80 is health,
Or genius at our call ,

But & bappy, cheerful, loving heart
18 better still than all.

A heart that gathers hope and faith
From every springing flower,

Tbat smiles alike at wintry stcrm
And gentle summer shower .

T a: blesses Giod for every gcod,
Or sunshine great or small,

Oh! a bappy, loving, hopeful heart
is better stiil than all,

A heart that gat' ers hope and faith
From every springing flower,

That smules alike at wintry storm
And gentle summer shower ;

That blesses God for every good,
Or sunshine great or small,

Oh ! a Lappy, loving, hopeful heart
18 better stili than all.

A heart that by the ma_ic notes
Of music is beguiled ;

A heart that loves the pleasant face
Of every little cbh1 d ;

That aideth weakuess n distroes
And heareth duty’s call ;

Ch! such a loving human heart
18 better still than all,

Gabriel Mercer.

Marion Hastings was the only daughter
of a wealthy countryman, and at the age
of eightéen she married agreeably to the
wishes of her father, Captamn Gabriel
Mercer.

It was not a love match, ou Murian's
part, at least, for all her heart belonged to
Lieutenant George St. John.

St. John was poor, but his family was
one of the best in the county.

His duties called him, with his regiment,
to India. >

But before he went he met Marion in
the gardens of her father’s estate, and by
the light of & waning June morn their part-
ing took place.

And it was such a parting as oniy lovers
mad with agony and despair can know.

Marian was an obedient daughter—she
had been brought up in that stern old way
which teuches that to the wiil of a parent
a child must sacrifice everything, and
though young St. John would fain have
taught her rebellion, and made her his
bride before he left her, she revolted in
horror from the idea of disobeying her
father.

So they parted.

A little afterward she read his name
among the killed in one of the skirmishes
with the rebel Sepoys and, never doubting
that the bulletin was correct, she lost, as
it were, her hold 1 life, and became inert

and sad and hopeless.
At this time it was that Gabriel Mercer

urged his suit.

Her father commanded her to marry
him. £

After bis own dark and terrible fashion
Gabriel loved the young girl, but if she
felt for him any sentiment st all it was one
of quiet disgust.

Still she married him, and from that
time forth she was his slave.

He had only to command her and she
obeyed.

But shortly after marriage he scld lus
commission, anl his wife learned with
horror that he had lost all his estate by
gambling.

However he managed to get a Govern-
ment position.

It was nol a very important situation,
but it yielded him a decent income, and i
placed in his hands at times large sums o
the public money.

One uiglxt late in the winter he brought
home five thousand pounds, and deposited
the packet in the iron chest.

As he turned the key in the ponderous
lock, he remarked to bis wife:

¢ There are five thousand pounds of the
country’s money. I have to go away lo-
morrow. s«nd I shall ride as far as G——
to-night. I must leave the money here till
I come back. It will be safe for nobody
knows anything about it.”

“Oh!” cried lis wife, ‘‘do not go until
you have disposed of it where it belonge.”

¢ Nonsense!” exclaimed her husband
impatiently. “It’ll be all right, and I
shali be’back in three days.”

His patient, faded wife said no more,
and at about 9 o'clock in the evening he
rode off 1n the direction of G

Murion was too nervous 1o go to bed.

And she and her one servant sat up in
the kitchen.

Nettie was soon fast asleep in her chair
but Marian’s eyes were bright and feverish,
and her cheeks burned with a vivid
crimson, which brought back some of the
old beauty to her face.

Her eyes seem fascinated to rest on the
brass key which hung over the fire piace
—the key which fitted the 1ron chest.

She was a strictly conscientious woman,
and she felt it her duty to guard this
money entrusted to her keeping as she
would have guarded her life.

It was past one o’clock, when the list
ening woman heard the tramp of horses
on the gravel road before the door, and
peeping through the curtains she saw three
mounted men.

They rapped loudly at the door, asking
for admittance, but Maran denied their
request. :

They beat the door from its hinges.

They were three stalwart fellows with
masks over their faces.

Marian was brave, but she hac nothmg
with which to defend herself.

The leader of the band demanded the
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money which her husband had left in the
house.

She kept an indignant silence.

They told her they would shoot both
herself and servant and burn the house
over their dead bodies if she persisted in
her obstinacy.

The cold muzzle of a pistol pressed
against her temple did not daunt her, for
she indignantly refused to show them
where the money they sought was hidden.

It was only a moment before they
pounced upon the key above tl e fire place,
and directly the iron chest was unlocked
and the morey stowed about the persons
of the robbers.

Then they ordered her to prepare them
some supper,

She went about it with a desperate
scheme rushing 1n her brain.

A day or two before her husband had
brought home # large quantity of strych-
nine for poisoning the rats, and this deadly
drug she put into the coflee she fpresented
to her guests.

They sat down to the table in high glee,
cracking their coarse jokes, and having
their loaded pistols beside their plates.

Their masks they did not remove.

Fortunately tor the success or Marian's
plan, the men were thirsty, and drapk
greedily.

““May God forgive me!”™ she cried to
herself. ‘¢ He knows [ am acting wholly
from a sense of duty.”

The meal was not half over before one
of the men was seized with violent con-
vulsions, and rolled on the floor in agony ;
and 1n & few moments the three lay to-
gether in the agonies of death.

At last the fearful stillness and ngidity
of death crept over them, and Marian
rushed out of the house to call assistavce.

Not far from her door she met a mount-
ed officer.

She told her story in a few disjointed
words, and the officer leaped from ms
horse at the sound of her voice, and
hastened to give her a supporting arm.

‘ Marian,” said he, ‘‘do you not know
me ?”

She uttered a piercing cry, and sank
senseless at his feet.

Lieutenant St. John, for it was none
other than her old lover, lifted her up.

tle carried her in his arms to her house,
and laid her on a lounge, while the servants
busied themselves in restoring her to
consciousness.

She sat up at last, and saw that it was
indeed St. John, alive and well, who stood
before her.

Assistance having been called, the
officers of justice took the stolen money
from the bodies of the robbers, and then
stripped the masks from their faces.

The last mask they removed, exposed to
view the distorted, blackened countenance
of Gabriel Mercer.

Marian saw through the whole thing at
once.

Her husband’s covetousness had become

aroused by the possession of money, and
he had taken this method of stealing it,

" doubtless flatteri ng himself that the cunning

fraud would never be discovered.

Of course Marian Mercer was horrified
when she knew that she had brought her
miserable husband to bis death.

St. John took upon himself the business
of caring for Marian.

He g.ve her into the hands of his
mother, who nursed her through her long
and dangerous illness, and wou her love

and gratitude. >
And when again she rose to hea'th and

strenght, St. Jokn led her to the altar, and
Ly loving kindness rendered her the
happiest of her sex.

Booth and the Lord’s ¥rayer,

When the elder Booth was residing in
Baltimore, a pious, urbane old gentleman
of that city, hearing of his wonderful
power of elocution, one day invited him to
dinner, although always deprecating the
stage and theatrical performances. A large
company sat down to the table, and on re-
turniog to the drawing room. one of them
asked Booth, as a special favor to them all,
to repeat the Lord’s Prayer. He signified
his willingness Lo gratify them, and all eyes
were fixed upon him. He slowlv and
reverentially rose from his chair, trembling
with the burden of two great conceptions.
He had to realize the character, attributes
and presence of the Almighty Being he
was about to address. He was to trans-
form himselt into a poor, sinning, stum-
bling, benighted, needy supplicant, effering
homage, asking bread, pardon, light and
guidance. Says one of the company who
was preseut :  **It was wonderful to watcn
the play of emotions that convulsed his
ccuntenance. lHe became deadly pale, and
his eyes turned tremblingly upward, were
wet with tears. As yet he had not spoken
a word. The silence could be felt ; it had
bhecome absclately painful, until at last t'e
sj e 1 was broken, asif by an electric shock,
his rich toned voice syllabled forth : “‘Our
Father Which art in Heaven,” etc., with a
pithos and fervid solemnity which thrilled
all hearts. He fimshed ; the silence con-
tinued ; not a voice was heard or a muscle
moved, until, from a rimote corner of the
room, & subdued sob was heard, and the
old genileman (the host) stepped forward
with streaming eyes and tottering frame,
seized Booth by the hand. ‘“Sir,” says he,
in broken accents, ‘‘you have afforded me
a pleasure for which my whole future life
will feel grateful. 1 am an old man, and
every day, from boyhood to the present
time, I have repeated the Lord's Prayer :
but I neyer heard 1t before, never!” ““You
are right,” replhied Booth; ‘to read that
prayer as it should be read, caused me the
severest study and labor for thirty years,
and I am far from being satisfied with my
r.ndering of - that wonderful production.
Nct one person in ten thousand compre-
henas how much beauty, tenderness and
grandeur can be condensed in a space so
small or language so simple. That prayer
itself sufficiently illustrates the truth of
the Bible and stamps upon it the seal of

divinity.”

——

2 he Wreok.

In the year 1841, the steamer Erie, was
burned 1n Lake Erie, with a large amount
of money on board. Ia the summer of
1858, twelve years after the burning, W.
B. Bishop built a dernck fifty feet high
and placed it on the hull of the old steamer
Madison and went to the scene of the
wreck, which was sunk between Silver
Creek and Dunkirk, but was gone but 48
hours when a storm arose and drove the
Madison ashore on the beach above the
breakwater. The following year, 1854,
Wells and Gowan e Captain John
Ledger to build a de to raise the hull
of the Krie, and herewith is the captain’a
story of her raising :—*I built the derricks
and placed them on the schooner Manolia,
Captain Hindman, and the brig Boston,
Captain McArthur. We got all fitted out
and went into Lake Erie on the 15th day of
June, the tug Hamilten Morton, Captain
Hefford, towing us. We reached the spot
where the wreck was sunk, which was
buoyed, and let go our anchor over it.
John Tope, our diver, went down and
made a line fast to the wreck on the even-
ing of the 16th. The next morning he
went down again and was absent about 10
minutes when the man in charge of the
life and signal lines signaled him, but re-
cerved no answer, The life line was im-
mediately pulled up and when the face
plate of the helmet was taken off blood
gushed out 1n a large stream. Poor Tope
was stone dead. I had a wooden box
made of rough boards, and the bodv was
placed in it and taken to Silver Creek and
thence by rail to Boston. The tug came
to Buffalo and got John Green, another
diver, aud he arrived on the 19th. When
he was ready he went down in the same
armer and took with Him a large chisel,
hammer and an inch I:ld one-half auger.
With these tools he cuf a square hole on
the starboard and one on the port side of
the keel and keelson forward, just abaft of
the foremast, and then rove a lhne and
brought the end to the surface. By this
line we hitched a three-quarter inch wire
chain and sent down opr main purchase,
which was fivefold of oge and one-quarter
inch wire chain. The running part was
brought up on deck aud through a svatch-
block and a luff upon luff to the capstan
and hove taut. Then we commenced aft,
about twenty-two feet from the stern, and
cut the same size holes as forward, and
had commenced to reeve our purchase,
when a storm arcse and we had to leave
the wreck. The tug bhad us in tow, but

the cross-spans of the after derrick and it
fell aad smashed 1n the cabin of the Mag-
nolia, setting it on fire and injuring the
cook.

‘““Just as we extinguished the fire the
forward derrick fell and both vessels came
together with & crash and sea-sawed one
another until they came near sinking. We
got the topsail and standing jib on the
Boston and the {ib on the Magnolia and
squared away for Buffalo. When we got
down in the bay we could not make the
harbor, so we run down the river to Tona-
wanda, and there made fast to the dock.
After repairing damages we went L0 sea
again, the same tug towing us. We ar-
rived at-the wreck the 14th of July and
commenced operations again, and this time
we were successful. Our diver went down
and made fast all the purchases, and when
everything was ready we began to heave.
In sixteen hours we had the hull afloat and
started for Buffalo, we went under Point
Abmno and concluded to take out all the
money and valuables that were in her, as
we were afraid that some of the express
companies might undertake to seize the
money. We came to anchor under the
point and lay there forty-six days, all this
time searching for the money. We re.
covered over 200 gold watches, but the
works were useless; silver goblets amd
bracelets, partly melted; 300 cook stoves,
all broken to pieces; shot-gun and nfle
barrels, all twisted out of shape, and over
twenty-seven nail kegs ot gold, silver,
brass, iron and copper all melted together.
The contents of the kegs were sent to the
mint at Philadelphia Over $30,000 in
gold and silver pieces, not mutilated, but
as gocd as the day they were coined, were
taken out. Human bones were found in
plenty forward about the heel of the mast,
and also any amount of big nails which
immigrants generally wear in ther boots,
After taking out everything that was of
any value, we were towed to Buffalo and
the hull was pulled out on the ways and
sawed 10 picces. Between the outside
plank and the ceiling we found several
bundred doliars. The best part of the keel
and keelson, that which would split
straight, was taken out and made into
canes which sold for twenty-five cents
apiece. In searching the wreck I found a
young lady’s gold ring with her initials on
it. 1 held it in my possession and adver-
tised it. An old gentleman came {0 me
and said his daughter, who was lest on the
steamer, had a ring so marked, and 1
nanded it tb him. His old gray locks
shook and he was overcome with grief
He turned to me and said:—*My friend,
here is a package of money which I present
to you for your kindness in advertising and
saving for me a relic of my daughter.’
This I declined to take, as I knew I had
done my duty.”

‘he Renegade

1 was the acknowledged belle of Chinton,
a small village bordering on the Western
wilderness. 1 could outshoot any one,- even
the old woodsmen that thronged our village.
My mother was kept in perpetual alarm by
my daring exploits; in fact, as the old
trappers said, I was cut out for a back-
woodsman’s wife. I had two lovers tben ;
one was Harry Cleverly and the other Mark
Rutiason. Harry was a spleadid specin.en
of an American backwoodsman, with a
heart as true as steel, and to my inexperi-
eaced eye, he was the very personification
of manly excellence.

Mark Ruthson was contrary to him in
every respect. Handsome he was, but on
his face wore such a hypocritical expres-
gion, tbat I actually detested him,

He seemed aware of my dislike, and as-
suming an air of injured innocence, he
pressed his suit with the utmost ze.l.

One evening as I was riding out enjoy-
ing the mountain scenery, I approached a
little eminence on which there was a thick
growth of underwood ; as I passed it Mark
Ruthson rode out end joined me. He
pressed his suit with his usual fervor, his
hypoeriticai face looking, if possible, more
repulsive than ever. He finally offered me

the line parted, and we were left at the |
mercy of the waves. We commenced | the chiefs retired for consultations; when,
rollmg and tossing in the trough of the sea |
and made terrible work. The guys parted | ywql| :
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his hand and heart.
said :

“Mark Ruthson, no words can express
the disgust I feel for you, and if you insult
me again I will cowhide you, sir ™

It would be impossible to depict the
expressicn ot rage which swept over his
face.

‘““Jane Mannering, mark my woads, 1
will be revenged.”

Casting upon hum a look of unutterable
contempt, I whipped my horse and soon
lost sight of him.

The next day Mark Ruthson left the vil-
lage and went no one knew where. A year
from that Harry Cleyerly and 1 were mar-
ried, and with the blessing of my mother,
and the best wishes of my friends, we
started for the Western wilderness,

I will gass over a period of ten years,
during which a substantial log cabin had
been built; rude though it was, love made
it a little palac:. Our hearts were also
gladdened by our hittle Eddie, the image of
his father, and a noble Jittle fellow.

About this time we heard of the depre-
dations that the Indians were committing,
by some passing stragglers, which filled us
with a temporary alarm. But our fears
soon passed away, and we regarded the
report as greatly exaggerated, cr totally
untrue.

One evening Eddie returned from his
rambles, bringing with him a mocecasin,
which he said he found in the woods. This
filled me with alarm and uneasiness ; I felt
a presentiment of coming danger.

Next morning I mentioned my fears o
Harry. But he only laughed at my terror,
and playfully handing me a little revolver,
bade me defend myself like a man, and
went to the woods to s daily work. I
slipped the revolver into my pocket play-
fully, but could not entirely divest myself
of my fears.

For an hour [ sat on my low rocking
chair, counting the moments as they flew,
when my attention was attracted by noise
on the opposite side of the room. Looking
quickly around, to my dismay, 1 saw a
dozen Indians, evidently ijust from war,
each bearing his bloody scalp. The fore-
most advanced, and appeared to be the
chief of the party. He approached and
would have laid rough hands on me, when
my darling boy rawed himself to his full
height, his blue eyes flashing, and demand-
ed what they meant by their intrusion,
and how they dared lay hands on his
mother.

The chiet paid no attention to hum, but
bade his warriors bind ue, which was
quickly done, and after a few moments,

Rising in my seat, I

seizing an opportunity, 1 scratched on the

“Harry, we are in the hands of the In-
dians.”

The chiefs returned, and we were soon
borne with rapid, but noiscless steps, into
depths of the wilderness. The chief who
had bound us attracted my attention. I
was sure 1 had seen him before, but where
I could not say.

Three days and three nights without
stopping, we were borne awayv from our
home, and the fourth we stopped in a small
hollow, which I found strewed with bones
and skulls. While contemplating this
scene"with horror, I looked up, and the In-
dian chief stood before me. With a sneer
over his dark features, he said, in good
English :

““Though you have forgotten me, Jane
Mannering, for so I will call you 1 have by
no means forgotten you.”

“Who are you " saul L

“] am Mark Ruthson,” the chief replied,
and in those pamnted features, I remem-
bered the hypocritical face of the consum-
mate villain.

There was no pity in his revengeful
heart, and I read our doom in those hard
teatures,

““Do you see yonder tree ?” said he, in
a quick, sbarp tone. ‘‘Before the night
your boy will be bound to that tree, and
his young scalp will be clipped from his
head by my savage friends; and you will
remain and in the morning share the same
fate!”

Oh! how quickly the day flew, and the
night approached ; and just as twilight was
setting 1n, a ruthless savage seized my boy
roughly by the arms, and bound him to a
tree. First he waved & tomahawk over his
head to frighten him; but the boy’s blue
eyes looked steadily at the savage in scorn,
and his cheek never blanched. Enraged
at his scorn, the Indian raised his toma-
hawk for the last time. Instinctively my
hand rested on my revolver ; I felt sure of
wy aim. I raised it slowly, and pointed it
at the heart of the savage and fired. With
a frightful yell, he sprang 1nto the air, and
fell dead.

With a scream of rage the Indians rushed
upon me; another fell by my revolver.
Again | attempted to fire, but my revolver
snapped ; throwing it away, I prepared to
die: and just as the foremost Indian was
about to sink his knife into my bosom, the
sharp crack of a rifle was heard, and the
Indian fell dead at my feet, bathed in nhis
own blood. The next moment the stalwart
Harry Cleverly leaped into the ring. All
the savages fled but their chief, who rushed
upon my husband, shou'ing :

““Ha! ha! Harry Cleverly, revenge at
last!” and pointed Lis pistol, winch missed
fire.

I'he next moment my husband’s knife
was in the renegade’s heart. Harry had
seen the lines which I wrote on the wall,
and knew the fate of his wife and child.
We were troubled no more with the Indians,
tor the next year old Tippecanoe, with the
avenging riflemen under his command,
drove away and cleared the forest of our
dusky focs.

————ew®e—
Exe cisesin Articulation.

Let your elocution class practice on ine
following sentences :

The bitter, blustering blast blew o’er the
bounding billow.

The cautious cat contrived to catch the
crippled crow.

Deep in the depths of dark, dank dells,
he drew it deftly down.

Full-fledged, from fancy’s fearful fligat,
he fluttering fell.

Grim, gaunt and gray, he grasped the
grizzly groom.

He hustled hard to hurl the heavy hero

headlong hence.

The Jews for justice join,and judge and
jury jeer.

Low in the level lands the long lank
leopards lay.

The madly moaning main much mis-
ery makes.

The builtder ot his fortlne must pro-
per!y use and apply his rule.

The Jewsharp,

There is a small and aged two-story
bullding in Greenwich avenue, New York,
whose unpainted clapboards are brown and
weather-beaten. A few feet above the
sidewalk is the picture of a gigantic jews-
harp, and below it the name of John An-
drews. Going up a ricketty flight of
stairs to the second story, a Sun reporter
entered the small front room, and there
found John Andrews, maker of the jews-
harps, surrouuded by the implements of
his art. For itis anart to make good
harps, as Mr. Andrews will tell you. There
are only two men in the United States, it
is said, that can make them, and there-
are those who say that Mr. Andrews him-
self is the only man who can: be called
tightly an artist in the business: Heis a
smooth-faced, slender man, with keen
gray eyes and gray hair that curls upon
his head, not a!/l unlike the hair in the
portraits of Lord Byron.

“Jewsharps, ”’ said Mr. Andrews, ‘‘jews-
harps. Yes, sir; I know as much abont
them as any man in America, and more, 1
think, for I am the only maker in Amer ca.
Al least I have been for many years. But
I am informed that there is a man in Thir-
ty-sixth street that 18 doing something in
it.. Idon’t know who he is. My grand-
father and my father were makers of jews-
harps in Belfast, and I and my two brothers
learned the trade as well in my father’s
shop. My two brothers are 1n Belfast now
making barps, and my father is in Dublin;
but he is an old man and does little at it,
although he has a shop. In 1852 [ came to
t s city with my kit of tools. I found a
clear field for my work. There was not a
harp-maker 10 thecity or the country, nor
was there much demand for harps. It
was slow work for some time. Irented a
little shop in Varick street, and little by
little began to get work. After & time I
had all that I conld do, and business con-
tinued good until the pancof 1873. I
staved in Varick street thirteen years, and
then moved to 83 Ninth aveuue. where 1
stayed fourteen years. I'd be there now,
probably, but the building was pulleddown
and 1 came here,”

‘* What is the origin of the jewsharp?”

‘1 can’t tell you, sir,” said the jewsharp
maun. *‘Ihave never seen a man that could.
My father had a small book on harps, but
1t didn’t give that informatien. All that 1
know is that it has been a favorite instru-
ment 1n Ireland for many years. 1remem-
ber long ago to have seen a famous painting
by Collins, representing an Irishman play-
ing the jewsharp. ‘T'he best players that 1
have ever heard were Irishmen. In fact,
about the only special customers I have are
Irishmen. 1 mean those who order expen-
sive harps.”

* What do you call expensive harps?”’

““The most expensive I ever made I sold
for $5 a psir. Here's a pair that 1 have
just made for a special customer, but they
are only worth $1 the pair.” Mr. Andrews
carefully unrollea a smatl package in which
were two large jewsharps. He placed
both to his lips with the tongues facitg
each other, and, holding one with each
hand, struck the tongues with his hittle
fingers. The harps were in unison.
*That’s the way they are played,” said the
harpmaker. ‘‘The best players want a
pair of harps in unison. Then they play
with their little fingers. I can make a harp
in any key, tune two harps in unison, and
can’t play a tune to save me. How dol
change the key? Easy enough. Either
by bending the tongue or changing the tips.
You see these little balls of giass on the tips
of the tongues. [I’ll file one a little. Seef
Now listen.” He struck tbe harps. The
one whose tip he had filed was a quarter of
a tone sharper than the other. Then he
filed the other a bit, and they were again 1n
unison.

* Easy enough, you see,” he said. *‘In
fact it's too easy to change the tone. Bend-
ing the tongue does it, and when a player
strikes too hard he bends the tongue. He
bends it back perhaps a little too far. Ivs
as bad as ever, only the other way. Then
he bends it the other way, and the first
thing he knows the tongue is broken.
What are my regular prices? They range
from fifceen cents to $1.25 apiece, and you
can’t get a gross any less thar that. The
difference 1n price is due to difference in
size and fimsh. Some people, you know,
want the most expensive thiogs always;
want silver-plated frames and gold-tipped
tongues. That's all foolishness. A shoe-
maker’s wax for a tip is quite as good as a
bit of gold, But if a man wants gold +’ll
give it to him and charge him for it. You
didn’t think jewsharps were so expensivef
You probably have i mind the toy con-
cerns that you find in every toy store and
can buy for a cent apiece. ‘I'hey are not
made here, but in Germany and England.
Birmingham turns them out by the barrel-
ful. 1 never make such harps. My
cheapest harp is the fifteen-cent one, with
tinned frame, and I sell more of them than
any other kind.”

*‘How is a jewsharp made?”

“If my fire was not out I'd show you
while we aretalking. Ibuyall my frames.
They are cast of malleable 1ron in the mal-
leable iron-works 1 Spuyten Duyvil. I
make my own patterns, and they cast them
to order. I used to forge my ewn frames,
but that takes too long. When 1 have a
special order I sometimes forge the frame.
Still it is a matter of experience, after all,
and no man without experience can make a
good harp. Ican t always make a good
one. If I have an order for a pair of my
best harps, 1 make four or five. All of
them will be good marketable harps, but
not all of them will be alike iz tone and
quantity of scund. Out of these I pick the
ones I want. Its like making violins. No
violin-maker can tell what his instrument
will be untl it is donme. It may be just
what he wants. It may be a comparative
failure.”

‘¢ Are there good jewsharp players in the
cty?”’

¢] don’t know of any that you might
call really good players. There are men
who think they are good, but they are not
artists No, I never knew of a public
player. The jewsharp is not an instrument
exactly fitted for public playing. How
many do 1 make in a year? I can't tell
vou. 1keepnoaccounts. When I deliver
a pair of harps or a gross, I get my money
or the customer doesn’t get the harps. 1
sell by wholesale to only two or three
houses. I will nut sell to Tom, Dick, and
Harry. Tnpe result is that people who
want my harps know where to get them.”

Money and fame are the two things
that men work hardest for, and after
death, one i8 worth to them just about
as much as the other,
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He laid In a quantity of fuel, and
for Winter, but it proved more

ly and several neighbors from

two neighboring
from perishing by cold, by taking them
irto his own house. The coid was so siead
and so bitter that before the season was
over the fuel which he had gathered to last
until Spring was all consumed. Then he
and the men staying with him went out
and took down the fences and out-houses
and hurned them. The heavy snow fall,
which at this time blockaded the railroads,
was piled in such drifts about the house
where Sterrette acd his neighbors were
domiciled as to absolutely cut off all com-
municaticn with the outside world. The
mercury fell lower than ever; the winds
grew fiercer, and the s Snow
caked and solidified. At this time the men
dug their way—or rather mined it—through
the blockade to the railway near by, and
dug out ties which they chopped up, took
home and burned to cook their scanty food
and save theirr wives and children from
freezing. When the ties and telegraph
poles that could be reached were consumed
it was decided to dig tbroygh to the cabins
of those sheltered in Sterrette’s house and
break them up for fuel. This was done.
The bitter cold still continuing, Sterrette’s
furniture was next sacrificed even to the
bedsteacs, trunks and children’s toys.
While the cold imprisoned pioneers were
upon this last supply of fuel a consultation
was held, and it was decided to make a
desperate attempt to drive through the
deadly blast on the crust for relief. John
Becker agreed to go. A sleigh was pre-
pared and with five horses hitched to it,
Becker started. It was a terrible under-
taking, and when the brave man left there
were tears frozen upon his cheeks. Becker
persisted in taking a fine shepherd dog.
He gave as hus reason: “I don’t know what
may happen; I would rather bury Carlo
in my belly than him freeze to death.”
Sterrette and his companions became alarm-
ed when at the end of two days Becker did
not return, and they started out for him.
They had not gone far when they came
across a hole in a drift where Becker had
broken through. The man was found curled
up in the sleigh frozen dead. His fa’thful
dog was lying huddled up against his breast
dead. The fiye horses were standing life-
less on their feet, all frozen stuf. The men
carried Becker’s hody back, made a coffin
of the sleigh, nailed the corpse up in it,and
then reverently placed it in the corn crib
until the weather should permit of its burial.
Soon after this, and just as the party was
on the point of despair, the weather mod-
erated sufficiently to break the snow block-
ade, and Sterrette and friends found relief.
A neighboring family during this time had
o other food than soup made from an ox-
pelt which happened to be in the house
when the blo>kadebegan. Notwithstanding
all this, Mr. Sterrette says the people like
the country, and say they will stay and 1n
the future be prepared for severe Winters.
The land is good, the soil is deep black;
most of the settlers are foreigners, and the
ownership of the land is to them so novel
and so precious that they will not give it
up.
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A Strange Find.

The oddest place of sepulture for the
bones of a human being probably ever con-
ceived has just been discovered near Spring
Hills, in Champaign county. The facts
are as follows.

A party of men, consisting of Henry
Sefler and others, cut down a large ash
tree. It made two saw logs, each fourteen
feet long.The logs ars now in the saw miil.
On top of these, thirty feet from tke ground,
imbedded in the solid timber, and looking,
from the rings sround it, as if it had been
there for ages, was found the thigh-bone of
an adult human being, presumably a
man’s.

Let it be borne in mind that this bone
was in a solid log, though too short for a
saw-iog; that the timber all around it was
green; no knot-holes or deadwood. How
did it get there? When discovered one of
the men struck into it with the bit of an
axe. The axe broke, and the piece 18 still
firmly imbedded in the bone. Of course
speculation is rife as to the mysterious
circumstances, and rumors of & murder
committed many years ago, where all the
parts of the body were discovered bat the
head and one thigh-bone, are afloat. Be
that as1t may, the bone speaks for itself.

The neighborhood has something of a
reputation for occurrences of this kird.
Several years ago a live frog frog being
liberated from the heart of a large growiug
tree.

An Absent-Minded Man,

Professor Sylvester, the distinguished
mathematician of Jehns Hopkin’s Univer-
sity, is described as one of the most absent
minded of men. One day Le set out ab-
sorbed in profound meditation to go to his
lecture room. Arrived at a place where
the gas pipe was being taken up, he looked
helplessly at the ditch a moment ; then,
instead of stepping 1mto the street and go-
ing around, he quietly returned home.
The next morning the sidewalk was still
out of place, and his class had a second
holiday. On the third morning a plank
had been laid across the chasm, over which
the absent-minded professor walked and
w:nt on his way rejoicing. Every summer
he goes to England, and one year he had
reached Philadelphia on the return, when
he missed a paper on which he had written
the result of certain abstruse calculations.
Turping upon his track he recrossed the
ocean and had got as far as Liverpool,
when he found the msissing documeat in
his pocket-book, where he had turned it
over a score of times while on his way to
England in scarch of it,




