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Furniture,
- Glassware,
~ Crockery

Lamp Goods,
Silver Ware,
Gift Novelties, Eto.

We ar: now preparel toeffer the publica
fine line of the n‘.)lawe desribed goods im ?ll of
the latest patierns .-nlrr:l;ll!mrig;l:l_'::?‘:égtﬂbr-

rades to meet a
trade. which we are selling at the lowest pos-
e prices.
“&.& and se 1wy and be convinced.

We shall be pleassed tystow you our goods,
whether you wish te buv or not.

New Goods arriving daily.
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Undertaking in all itsldetails.
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We have secured Lh - services of Lthe popular

dertaker, ME. A 1. FAIRCHILD. who will
o attention 1o the burisl of the dead.

Ve 5
TI! Mw supp'ies Mraished on short no-
tice and st most reasonible terms.

JENKINS & COLLINS,

No. 8 Phenix Block, Ravenna, Uhio.
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R S5, WEBN. JOHN PORTER,
Garretisville, 0.  Blackstone Block, Ravenna.

WEBB & PORTER,
Attorneys mod Counsellors at Law,
1ms BLACKSTONR BLOCK. RAVENNA, O,

J. H. NICHOLS.

Attorney at Law and Notary Pablic. Office
in Phe:ix Block over S-xmmruntinnll Bank,

EBayenna, Ohio.

J. H. DUSSELL,
TTORNEY AT LAW, Counsel in
English and German, Ofice over Fu h's
ing Store, Phenix Block, Ravenna,

P. B. CONANT,
THTORNEY AT LAW, Ravenna, O.

Ullice in Blackstone Blook, North Chest-
mut Btreei, Bavenna, Ohio

I H, PHELPS
é“ﬂk!‘mf AND COUNSELLOE AT

LAW, Office uvver BELDING & ARM-
BoNG'S, Main 8t., Havenna, Uhio.

A. W. BEMAN,

Attormey as Law. OFFICE, NO. 2608
Bromiway (18th Ward), Clevelsnd, Obio. T8

I. T. SIDDALL,

at Law- Office in Phenlx Block.
Raveana, Ohio 4

E. Y. LACEY,

TTORNEY AT LAW, and NOTARY
rUsLAC,

(L. 0. 0. BLock)

E. W. MAXSON,

Attorney and Counselor at Law pPossgsses
superior facilities for mnking collections in
»3, parisof the United Siates.

Ofiice in Conrt Mou:c, kavenoa, Ohio.

GARBETTEVILLE, OBIO

M, G. McBRIDE, M. D.,
H pathie Physiel and Surgeon.
Orricx in Poe’s Blook, over Grocery of K. A.

N
i n:'u Cleveland Avenue, dth residence

North of Bowery Btreet. 817

&. M. PROCTOR, M. D,
fhymician and Surgeon,

SEALERSVILLE, OHIO.
Will attend to ail calls in the line of his profes-

g d ht.
“m“ m?ng. .?l:algo(m.nﬂushom'o
Hotel. 18-

C. H. GRIFFIN,

ENTIST. Offlce over First National Bank
D Ofice hours from 8 4. m. 0B p.m,

PETER FLATH.
Piothier and 3 Tallor, Hats,
and I‘mhlm Phenix Block .gﬂ
Ravenna, Oblo.

Mok, 15, TR, 1¥.

ALEX. ELETCHER. D. V. 8,

adusted feom the American Veteri-
ege, is now prepared to treat all dis-
eases of aomuucl alnima!ls. and perform "f""s'
sary Surgical snd Dentul operations.

Irir::g—‘m tﬂ]l pe:_ n’; Is '1 50? u;-l!uge one way
for cases outside of cizy limits.

RESIDENCE on Walnut Streel, 4th door North

SLus RavENNA O

in.
Telephone No 19, (1023)
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E. ¥. LACEY,
Attorpey st Law.
GARRETTSVILLE, OHIO.

Pension Claims s
Oall on or address

@.0. F. Block)

| Horse Shoeing.

After this date [ will make the following prices

for shoeing:
5 Cents Each,

New Rhoes,
e-3 etting. - 15 Cents Each.
Chestput an

o

-

-

opposite Park—Corner estn .
A Tilus. JENKINS.
B shoes furnished by me

RAVENNA

NEAT MARKET
Frank E. Halstead
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Stand still the pu
"About whose folded feet the old town tay:
Still the shy eyes of blushing dalsies ope
When on their dun flanks falls the sun’s first
rays.
Light breath of Summer breczes come and
ROes:
The gray great arch is flecked of gold snd
rose;
Now the hills' brows have ta'en their glory-
Crown
And the day broadens and the brightness
HETOWS.
How the tifht ripples on the river's breast!
How doth it flicker in a glad unrest
Where doubles of the laughing leaves drop

down
In showered shadows setiling to the West!

And a bird on the topmost spray
Of the elm & joyous roundelny.
Ah, the brown throstle of the silver note!

He leads the choir that answ=rs full and gay.
Amid the meadow-grasses lush and sweet

Gleam green the printings of the fairies’ feet;
High overhead the feath'ry cloudlets tioat,
While their light shadows o'er the clover Heet.

In the old orchard at the close of day
Comes & cool wind sod blows long grass to

¥
And lmgnmad branches stretching over-
- e
Show stars for flowerson each darkling spray;
And alx ts upward silently —
A silver sballop on & purple sea,
racking the way the charmed footsteps

tren
Where tbe far-shining meads of Mew'vy Le!
—Morley.

1 CY ' nJ
HIS- LOST LOVE.

It was midday, yet so completely was
the wide old-fashioned piazza shaded
by the branches of spreading chestout
trees, and the closely interwoven foli-
age of the scarlet blossoming hegonia,
amnd  densely-growing  honeysuckles,
that scarcely & truant beam could peep
into its cool recesses.

An old homestead, with sloping eaves
and low broad-seated windows filled
with plants, there was very little of
modern pretension or elnf‘anm- about
it, vet one instinetively felt that every
nook and corner was, full of real sub-
stantial comfort.

There were only two persons in this
bower of shadow and coolpess—two
vonng lovers, Ralph Moseley and Clar-
ice Wynne.

He was dark and handsome with a
Castilian complexion, melting hazel
eyes, whose somewhat imperious five
was softencd by long thick lashes, and
a figure as symmetrical as that of the
Apaollp Belvidere, while she—you could
compire her to nothing but a slender
white lily or a pale anemone, with her
transparent sKin, deep blue eves, and

shining masses of golden hair. Truly
love delights in contrast, the more

marked the better.

“The last time, Clarice—the
time.”

His voice faltered in spite of his ef-
forts to steady it, as he spoke the
words, looking full into her eyes.

“But I shall come back, dear one:
before the roses have twice blossomed
over your doorway 1 shall be here to
cliim the sweetest rose of all.”

**You will be sure to come, Ralph?

last

**Is the sun sure to rise, dearest? Is
the morning sure to follow the night?”

<Ok, Rulph!” murmured Clavice: “we
have parted befove, but it has never
been so hard to me.  Now it seems ax
if 1 cowld not let yon go—us if, with
you, the strength and vigor of my life
were fading away., Is it wrong to feel
thus, dearest?”

She lovked appealingly into his face,
while the moisture gathered on her
exvelashes, and her lips gquivered,

“Not wrong, Clarice, only foolish,
My dear little treasure, cast all these
forebodings away from you. Let my
last look be npon a smiling lip, a cloud-
less brow. Two vears is 4 wearisome
time to be parted from one's true love,
but patience will overcome all obsta-
cles in time. Think of the joy of our
next meeting! And we will be the most
punctual correspondents on the fuce of
the globe. How I shall watch for your
letters, Clarice! And they must be very
long, and closely written, or I shail
grumble terribly."

Clavice smiled. Therewas something
almost contagious in her lover's bright
cheerfulness.

*They shll be long as heart could
wigh,” she answered gaily. *But, oh,
Ralph, what written words can take
the place of the sound of one's own
voice, the glance of one's own eye?”

So they - parted—Clarice to the sad
task of patient endurance, and Ralph
Moscley to the stern realities of life in
Illna far-away land where Iay his post of
duty.

The starry silence of the gloricus
gouthern uight bad fallen overthe trop-
ical grandeur of the Andes; the plan-
ets, blazing like miniature moouws, bung
quivering in the purple sky; and the
stutely palms that shadowed Ralph
Moseley’s tent scarcely moved their fan-
like leaves in the perfumed stilluess.

A single lamp, swinging by a silver
chain from the center of the tent, threw
a limited civele of lightupon the emmp-
table, where the young man sat writ-
ing. with au absorbed earvestoess that
gave an expression almost akin to sad-
ness to his handsome rvegular features,

““I'here!" he said at length, as he fold-
ed the half-dozen sheets of thin foreign
paper, and deposited them in an envel-
ope. *“*Clarice will hardly think that I
have forgotten her when she receives
this lengthy epistle, in spite of all her
playful reproaches on the subject.”

Charles Lyndale, who. had been
sravely watching the expressive play
of his companion’s speaking featlures,
as he sat smoking at the tent dooryway,
Hhrliggiﬂl hiz shoulders as Moseley
spoke.

“Forgotten her!" he repeated with a
lurking spice of satirein his tone. ““The~
ouly fault T have to find with yon,
Ralph, as a traveling companion, is thau
you never remember anything else.”

“Dear little fairy!” said Moseley
thoughtfully. *I wonld give a good
deal to see her sweet face to-night—a
king's ransom, if it were at my dis-
posall”

“Why?" questions Lyndale languid-
ly; “is she so very pretiy?”

“Pretty is scarcely the appropriate
word,” exclaimed Ralph enthusiastic-
ally. *Beautiful better typifies the pure
spirituelle expression of her face and
features. She is rather pale, with large
eyes, as blue as violets, and hLair like
nothing on earth but the gold of this
tropic sunshine in its poontide glow.”

“Pooh!” laughed Lyndale; “it is easy
to see that yon are a lover, not a
onable man."

“You will see Clarice one ay for
yourself,” said Moseley earnestly, “sand
if you do not confess that my descrip-
tion in no way exceeds the truth—Good
heavens! am | dreaming?”

He started to hig feet. so ghastly pale
that Charles Lyndale sprang to his

ns-

HasYopened a Meat Market
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BEST OF MEATS

at all times, at
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side.

~Moseley, what is the matter?
you ill?"

“Tell me,” demanded Moseley, turn-

Are

{ing suddenly to his companion, 4o

you see anyone by the table?  There,

| with her hand resting upon the edge,

Quick—quick, it is fading away like a
mist! Now it is gone!”

“Moseley, what on earth are you
talking about? demanded his aston-

and no thin
two selves.”
“Charles,” said Moseley, turning to
hig companion with a face whiter than
arble itself,“*you will think me mad—
raving:; but I never was more sane in

in this tent, except our

| monstrated Lyndale, raising his eve-
brows, “Here we are in the heart of
Ecuador, and Miss Wynue, by your own
oft-repeated acconnt, is no one knows
| bow many thousand miles away.™

“Reasonable or wunreasonable, Fam
telling you only the troth.” said Mose
ley, speaking in a low husky voice. *]
saw Clarice then, if ever 1 saw her in
my life. Lyndale, I cannot go farther
up the country now; I must return
| home at once,™

“Return home! What for?-demand-
»d his astonished companion, almest

dispoged to doubt Moseley’s entire san-
ity.

“Something has happened to Clarvice,
She is ill—she is iIn some trouble—I
must go to her without a day’s unne-
cessary delay.”

“*Moseley, you are not absurd enough
to believe in apparitions,” exclaimed
Lyudale.

“No—but (larice wants me; [ must
go to her.™

“We'll go home, then,” he said, “for
I see that nothing but actual ocular
proof will convinee you of your folly.
It's not at all unnatural, thinking as
earnestly us you were of vour lady-
love, that yeu should faney, for an in-
stant, that you saw bher; but for her
needing your presence—nonsense!”

“I eannot argue upon this subject—I
can only feel,"” answered Moseley, pas-
sionately. “To-morrow we will start
for home. What day is it? The sec-

ished companion. “*“There is no person, |

my life. Oneminumagoluw(:lsrioal
"

omd of July! Oh, the long weary weeks
that must elapse hefore we can reach
her, even now.™

And on the wmorrow, accordingly,
they started on the long and fatiguing
journey that lay before them, led by no
more substantial beacon than the ap-

rition that Ralph Meseley fancied he
1ad seen.

The golden glow of the August sun-
set was throwing its long spears of ra-
dlience across the low piazza of the old
homestend —the self-sume where they
had stood side by side, scareely a year
ago, as the two wearied travelers rode
up to the door.

Moseley sprang from his horse with-
out waiting for the servants to come,
and entered the house with anxious
eRgerness,

{rs. Wyune met him; she was dress-
ed in deep black. .

“Ralph, can it be possible that this is
yonf"

“Clarice®’ was all he could say, as
he sank gasping on the sofa in the hall,
with imploving eyes and  pavched lips,

*Then you have missed our last let-
ter?” she faltered.

“Tell me about Clarice—Clarice™—
he interrupted impatiently,

“Ralph, my dear, dear boy, how van
I tell yon? Clarice is with us no long-
er. She is a blessed angel now in heay
en.”

“Lyndale, what did 1 tell you?" fal-
tered Ralph. I knew it was so. T told
you. She died on the night of the 2l
of July.”

“How did yon know it?" asked Mys.
Wynne in surprize.

“She came to me, my sainted angel,
my own golden haived Clavice!™ mur-
mured Moseley through thestrong con-
vulsive sobs thatinterrupted hisspeech.

+She died with your name on hen
lips, Ralph. Her last wish was to be-
hold youw,” said Mrs. Wynne sadly.
“And she besought e when she was
dead to give you the coral necklace that
was round her neck.”

Lyndale stood silent and appalled.
He remembered his friend’s worids,
ringing through the fragrant silence of
the tropical night: *-All dressed in
sweeping white robes, with _a coral
neckince clasped round her throat.™

The next instant he sprang forwand
with 1 suppressed ery to support his
friend’s head. Rulph Moseley had lost
all sense of his overwhelming misery
in blessed unconsciousness at last.

So passed away Clavice Wyune in the
glow and beauty of her early youth,
and Ralph Moseley lived and died faith-
ful to her memory. :

He never could satisfactorily account
for the strange vision in the tent at
Ecuador.

Whether his over-excited imagination
had conjured up the illusive phantom
of-the face and form he loved beston
earth, and the-coincidence of time was
nothing more than a coingdence, or
whether the departing  spirit had actu-
ally pansed & moment o the abiding=
place of one it had ouce cherished so
tenderly ere it crossed the threshold of
time and floated out into the great un-
known, will ever remain a mystery.

But, in spite of ressou and philoso-
phy, Ralph Moseley cluug to his first
theory, and to his dying day he tirmly
believed that he had  seen Clavice
Wynne's ghost inthe starry glow of the
tropic midnight that night ot Ecuador.

The Fact and the Method of Crea-
tion,

It is curious to observe how, when
the question is concerning Nuature, we
no sooner find out how a thing is made
than we immediately exclaim, It is
not made at all—it became so of it-
self!™  So long as we knew not how
worlds were made, we of course con-
cluded they must have been created;
but, 50 soon as science showed how it
was probably done, immediately we
say we are mistaken—they were not
made all. So also, so long as we could
not imagine how new organic forms
originated, we were willing to believe
they were created; but, so soon as we
find that they m'iginuled by evolution,
many at onee say, “We were mistaken
—no creator is necessary st all.” s
this so when the guestion is concern-
ing a work of man? Yes, of one kind
—viz.,, the work of the magician.
Heve, indeed, we believe in him, and
are delighted with his work, until we
know how it is done, and then all onr
faith and wonder cease. But in any
honest work it is not sa; bat, on the
contrary, when we understand how it
is done, stupid wonder is changed into
intellectunl delight. Doesit not seem,
that to most people God js 2 mere
wonder-worker, a chief magician? But
the mission of science i to show us
how things are done.  Is it any won-
der, then, that to such persons science
is constantly destroying their supersti-
tious illusions? Buat if God is an hou-
est worker, according to rensoun—i, e,
aecording to lnw—ought not science
rather to change gaping wonder into
intelligent delight — saperstition into
|rational worship? — Prof. Josepht Le
| Conte, in Populir Science Monthly.

| Just the Wife He Wanted.
|

She—1 confess, William, that yonr
[proposal gives me pleasuve. It would
'be foolish to pretend that it does not,
yet
" He—Yet what? What |1n.~"='ﬂ]|l‘ ob-
jection ean you have to hecoming my
iwif.-‘.‘ You know that I love you, that
1 am able to provide for you—

“Yes, but 1 fear that 1 would be but
4 sorry hﬂil:’it'“'ifl',"

“Why so?”

“Because 1 have never heen to cook-
ing-school.™

“All the better, deavest; all the bet-
ter.”

**All the better?”

“Yes. You will stay at home and
attend to the cooking instead of want-~
ling to go out and lecture on the culi-
|nary art. You are just the kind of a
wife L want.” Courier.
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0UR OWN BRAND COFFEE!

IS THE BEST!
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NEW G0
=p,

New Men's Suits,
New Boys’ Suits,
NOVELTIES, in
New Hats,

Dress Shirts,
ELEGANT
NOVELTIES
Silk.

Trunks,

U3, NEW GA0DY.
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New Youth’s Suits,
Children’s Suits,
Spring Overcoats,
New Hats,

Fancy Shirts,
Flannel Shirts,
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Valises.
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be beat.
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CUSTOM WORK!

Which we will make up to order in latest style, guarantee-
ing fit, workmanship and trimming, and at prices that can’t
Leave your orders row.t
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CLOTHIER AND MERCHANT TAILOR,
No. 3 Phenix Block,

RAVENNA, O.
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it, call and examine them.
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——————————

Our PRICES are LOWER than Ever

We're not going to sing you an old song, nor

old chestnuts, but we're going to

Give You Solid Goods!

If you don’t believe

casion to visit Richmound with his fam-
ily, and living at the time io the voun-
ty of Patriek, fifty miles from any
railroad station, very few of the dar-
kies in that county had ever seen a
railroad train. A npurse was a neces-
sary part of the family equipage. and
he had secured the services of a coal-
black specimen, about fifteen vears of
age, who was as  guick-witted as usual
bt was as veritable
“orowel”™  The party took (he train
al the nearest station and afiér a few
hours” run a broken rail threw the train
off the track, Some of the cars made
a revolution down an embankment,
and some were lodged on its incline
at an angle of forty-tive degrees: Great
consternation, of course, emsued; the
men were shouting, and the women
and childven screaming. After great
difficulty our party scrambled out of
the coach on the steep inclime of the
embankment. Finding no bones brok-
en with wife or little one, the writer,
who was suprised at the placid, andis-
turbed appearance of the nurse, who,
holding the baby in her arms, looked
upon the scene us if nothing had hap-
pened, said: -

“Milly, were vou much frightened ?"

“*No, sah.” she said; “'J thought it
had (v stop that way.”

Joe, the colored waiting-msn, came
in early one morning to make a fire
for Elisha Carr, a sort of evangelist,
who was stopping with Joe's master.
It was cold, and the ground covered
with spow. '

“Have you got religion yet, Joe?"
asked Mr. Carr. A

“No, =ir."

“Well, don’t you want to get it."

“No, sir; 1 don’t know as I does.™

“Well. you'd better want to get it.
You'd better want to get to heaven,
wheve it will be warm, and 5ou won't
have to make fireson cold mornings.

The idea struek Joe with foree, and
:u: L‘ytmliml" 1_1\tr‘er it for I:dwhile; then,
ooking up with a puzzled expression,
he asked, l“'l'n‘-ll lue}: M. Carr, is dey
any white folks up dar?”

“Yes

“Well," sighed Joe, “You peed'n’t
terr tell me, ef dey's white folks up
dar, dat piggers won't have ter make
fires fer ‘em!"—Harper's Magazine.

The Emperor's Favorite Hyma.

Under the heading of the “Emperor
Frederick’s Favorite Hymn,” the music
shops of Berlin are exhibiting a hymin
set to music by Robert Radecke. The
words are by Earoest von Willich,
the only son of Ehrenfried von Willich,
the stepson of Schleirmacher, composed
at 12 years of age, when the boy lay on
the bed from which he never ruse
again. The bymn, and the tupe to
which it is set, pleased the present Em-
perar so much that he often ordered it
to be sung, nml 8o it has got to be ae-
cepted as his favorite. In as close a
translation as possible the hymn runs
ay follows,

When the Lord me sorrow sends,

Let me bear it patiently,
Lirring up the heart in prayer,
Comfort He will pot deay.

Therefore, lot thers come what will,
1o dbe Lond my heart is siihl.

Though the heart Is often weak,

Ju despair and all forlorn,

When in days of ntmost palo,

Not g day of Joy will dawn,

Tell ju: {a‘u there come what witl,
1u the Lord all pain s still,

S5 1 pray, O Lord, my God.

Thst my faith and hope may stand.
Then nocare | know nor heed,
Guided ever by thy hand!

Therefore, let there comes what will,
In the Lord my beart fs still.

A Schoolma'am Among Miners.

“Tlive in a New Mexivo mining camp,
nearly a hundred miles from a rdilway
station,” said W. F. Austin. **It was
several years before the young lady
school teacher now in our camp came
there since the miners in that section
had seen & white woman. She went
from Boston out to Albuquerque to
visit her sister, who was the wife of a
banker there. She went up in the
mountsins on a pleasure excursion a
year ago last summer, and on the trip
visited our camp for two or threedays.
When the miners found out she was
there they came in from every diree-
tion to see her, and she expressed a
desive to live there. The camp grew
and several miners with families came
in last year. We had no teacher. and
the boys got me (o write to the Boston

irl.

+Well, she came up to the camp, and
about one hundred miners subscribed
$1.50 s mounth each to pay her for
tenching the school. She was paid in
this way until recently, when there
was in the camp eno children to
organize the school under the Terri-
tovial laws. Now she is paid out of
the Territory treasury. She seems 1o
to enjoy the wild mountain life very
much. Her principle amusement is
riding on horseback. When she came
there she had never been ih a saddle.
The young school teacher is greatly
admired and profoundly respected by
the miners, and she is cerfainly a
bright ray of sunshine in that camp.”
— St Louis Globe-Demooral.

The Direction of Sounds.

The average child, returning from
school, on entering the bouse ealls,
“Mamma®™ The mother, perhaps, re-
plies, =Yes!" “Where are you?" is
the next question, and the reply in-
forms the child not only as to the floor,
but as to the roomin which the mother
can be found. The child can not de-
termine its mother’s loeation by the
sound of her voice. This exaggerated
instance may be owing to the reflection
of the sound, not only from the walls,
but from the strata of air differing in
temperature and humidity.

How many of us going to the next
streel, running at right sogles to the
var-tracks, can tell, from hearvipg the
bell of the approaching street-car be-
fore the car comes in sight, whether
that car is going wnorth or south? It
does not seem that animals can deter-
mine the direction of sound much bet-
ter than man. ‘The sleeping dog,
roused by his master’s call, is all
abroad as to his master’s location, and
determines it by -sight or sceut, or

both, frequently running in seversl
different divectious before hittiog the
right une. The deer, on being startled

by the unseen hupter's tread, 1s not al-
ways right in his selection of the route
to get out of harm's way. A fHock of
eese, ducks, or other birds, on hear-
ing a gun, is as likely to fly toward as
from the sporismau, if he has kept en-
tively out of sight, and the fash of his
piece has not beeu seen. —Arnold Burges
Juhnson, in Popular Science Monthly.

Wife—+Now. John, tell me candidly
why an old bald-beaded man like you
should wint to Zo te the show to-
night?" “Well, I'd like to see the bai-
let girls, if you mnst know. Butl
can't imagine why vou should want to

" “You can't? “’h_", I want to
gee the handsome old gentlemen who
occupy the front seats.- Lincoln Jour-
nal.

Ju.die (to prisoner)—It seems to mé
that I have seen your face before. Pris-
oner- I shouldn’t be surprised, Judge;
I used to tend bar down at the Bald

L“G"“‘"’..fr"-'?-‘ &%‘

a Topsy as ever

on doctors, and physics, and medical
treatment, as well as on some other
| subjects, and inconnection with the
illness of his friend, Mr. Conkling, he
said to the New York Convmercial Ad-
vertiser:

“There is altogether to much gloom
shout monst sick-chambers,” he said.
“People tip-toe in and about, with long
faces, and act generally in a way that
would make even a well man sick and
is bound 1o make a sick mian worse, [
bilieve many a1 manhas been hurvied
seross the dark river by this horrible,
soul-depressing treatment, who might
have become well and strong and use-
ful if he had more sunzhine and fresh
air in his room, or the odor of flowers
to offset the smell of the drugs, and
smiling, hopeful conutenance about in-
stead of woe-begone visages, whose
every glance hetokens the loss of hope
and the belief in *hespeedy diszolution
of the pain-racked patient.

“I had a friend once named Haley, a
royal good follow, of whom I thought
a great deal. Oun one oeccasion I re-
ceived word that my old friend was
dying and wanted to see me; 5o I went
over to his honse. [ et his wife, and
she had a face as long as the moral
law and ten times more uncomforta-
ble. Well, I went in to see Haley,
and there he lay counting the moments
in n bitter fear that each wounld be the
last. -1 don’t know what particulur
disease he was troubled with, but either
that or the medicine had turned him a
vivid'saffron color.  “Haley.” Isaid, -I'll
be hanged if I'd want todie with such a
complexion as that. You would he in
a pretty plii{ht togo mooning about the
other world looking like a Chinaman.’
I went on for a few minutes when the
poor fellow begun to enter into the
spirit of the subject himueelf, and |
showed him hisfave in a looking-glass,
and that brought a smile. Fhen I
turped to his wife, and told her to
cheer up, that Haley was not going to
die; that he was good for twenty years
to conw.

“The trouble with vour husband is
that he is scarved to death,” I said. “You
all come in looking so sorvowful that
you give him the impression that he is
douve for and take away ail his courage
to tight against his sickness.

“Well, the vesult of all this was that
Haley commenced to mend, and time
and again he said that my visit saved
his life.

“On another occasion there wasa
major in the army whkom [ knew very
well. He was taken ill and believed
he was going to die. I believe he was
simply homesick, or something of that
sort. Well, I wrote his obituary and
went to see him in histent.

“Major," I said, ‘vou ave so sure of
dying that I have wrirten your obitu-
ary and I want to rvead it 1o you." He

rotested, but | went on with the read-
ing, and detaiied every pleasant inci-
dent of his life. Before I finished a
smile flitted across his face. After the
obituary I read hima story of something
that was supposed to have taken place
a2 year after his funeral. It was a
deseription of his widow’s second mar-
riage. There were a good many more
people at the wedding than there were
at the funeral. Well, this reatment
had the efféct to change the current of
the major's thoughts, It broke up his
hallucinations, ainl he recovered and
did good service during the war, and
a happy life for years after.
*Then there was a man from my
town named Marcy. He got it ipto his
head (hat he was going to die. At
that time no one was allowed to leave
the army for a visil to the north, ex-
cept on sick leave, or accasionally to
accompany the remains of a dead com-
rade. I saw Marey and said to him:
‘Now, Marcy, you say you are going
to die. 1f this is so I) don’t suppose a
few days one way or the other will
make much difference 1o yon, 1 want
to go howe for a day or two about the
15th, but cannot get leave of absence.
Now, if you want to do me s great fo-
vor and will quit this life, sayon the
12, I can get niv coveted leave of ab-
sence to take you home—see? But |
knew my man and he did not die. He
got very angryinstead, but he declared
to this day that it was my proposition
that'brought back his nhl stubborn-
ness and gave him grit to fight for his
life. He always did objeet to being
made a mere convenience of.”

Reaching Far North for Trade.

The Minne-Paulians think that the
far Northwest Canadian Peace River
Valley, containing 22,000 squuare miles
of prairie (about the area of Indiana),
nns Iying north of 55°, ¢an be util-
ized for agricultural purposes. The
Minneapolis 7'ribune, speaking of that
section of the country says:

The Peace River traverses the Atha-
basca territory in a northeasterly di-
rection’ until’ it empties into Lake
Athabasca. The soil in the river val-
ley and the plateau bordering upon it
is for the most part a fine silt and its
fertility is great. The land is partly
praivie and partly wooded. The total
area of land with soil well suited to
sgriculture is not less than 26,000
square miles. “The Tuxuriance of the
natural vegetation on these prairies,

says Dr. Dawson, “is traly wonderful,
and indicates not alone the fertility of
the soil, but the occurrence of a suf-
flcient rainfall.”

The isotherms, it would seem, are
more favorable 1o this part of the
British Northwest-than to other parts
of the Dominion. At any rate, itis
claimed that the senson in the Peace
River country is long enough for the
ripening of wheat, oats, barley, and
the ordinary root crops and vege-
tables. The principal drawback is
late and early frosts. The snow dis-
appears early, and cultivation begins
sl;uul. the end of April. *“Horses
almost invariably winter out well with-
out requiring to bed,” says Dr. Daw-
son. OUn the whole, the climate of the
Peace River district compares favora-
bly with thatof the St Lawrence Val-
ley.

Ac Old Polnt Comfort.

Young Lady (in hotel office, nneasily
waiting for uniform and buttons to
come over from the fort) —Why doesn't
that mwan come? [ don't want to sit
ground here all the morning holding
my hands.

-1.'h‘l"li(blllﬂ.lillg_',_lnll bold ) —Um—er
I beg yourpardon, Miss, but if it would
Le any accommodation 1 could hold
your huads for you.— Washington Crific.

Mme. Chatterton's Preclous Harp.

A story is told oo Mme. Chatterton
whieh is too glllld to be Jlost. She was
aged to assist at an entertainment
‘entral Music Hall, and while some
men were unloading and carrving her
beloved harp up the stnirs 1o the stage

en
at

solieitious vries 1o be careful,” “gently
now." She displayed so much anxiety
that one of the entertainment commit-
tee remarked to her: “Why, madam,
ou could not be more solicitous if that
arp were a baby.” The madam drew
herself up with at dignity and ve-
plied: *‘Sir, a baby could be replaced;
that hnrp-——uevcr! '—Chicago Herald.

Mrs, Hamilton Douglas of Atlantaia
the oply waman lawyer in Georgia,

the Madam hovered aronod with many |

ist. | wished to ask MHle. Vonare &
few questions about herart, with a view
of throwingz some Iighl on the training
of little bovs and gil'li for the ro-
fession. The lady was sitting before
the tire with her sister, who has aban-
doneil bending herself, and exhibits a
troupe of highly educated poodles. A
huge wicker basket contasined her
dress and other stage habits. From its
depths she produced a bundle of photo-
graphs of bLerself tied and knotted in-
to all manner of eurious folds. 2
That is the business of a bender. The
body is thrown into a score of nn-
natural postures, which appear te the
andience to be achieved by dislocatin
every joint in the human frame, and’
to be effected at great risk to limb and
life. Artists ave generally enthusias-
tie about their callings, and I must
say that Miss Vonare declared she
would rather be 2 bender than a queen,
or something to that effect. She be-
an &t four: at five and a half she was
wefore the publie, and remains a bend-
er still. +*My father saw a contortion-
ist one night on the stage, and asked
himself why he should pot teach me,
aged four. I was put into training at
once, and evjoyed the fun, as a child

will enjoy snything new. Was L
beaten?  Was 1 starved? No. [
seemed to lake to it like o dock takes

to water. You see, we were a family
of athletes, and, besides I wasadaugh-
ter and not an apprentice. If the
father is the trainer he may spare the
rod and more Kindness is the best
plan. Father used to bribe us into do-
ing the different tricks. To be sue-
cessful means veurs of hard work,
practice and performance. T am nine-
teen now, and my performance keeps
me in capital training.

Iu the business of contortion the first
lesson is the backward bend, first with
the arms and then without. Youstand
on u longz mattress, se that there is no
danger, and at first your teacher con-
trols your movemenis with a belt. It
is much the same with other forms of
acrobatic work, and the ctuelty often
takes the formr of taking away the
mattress, which ereates a sort of panic
in the pupil’s mind. If he has reall
tried his best and failed, he is so lerrz
fiedd that he is almost certain to fail un-
less he has a great deal of plock. Ifhe
has only been sulking it way brin
himy to his beavings. Of ecnrse ehii-
dren are often stubborn, and try the
patience of the teacher to its utmost
imit.

“The art of of contortion,” continued
Miss Vonair, *is learned by
First the backward bend, then the ‘dis-
location,’ then the ‘splits,” and so on.
L What we call ‘closeness’ distinguishes
the best bending. To the audience
bending seems most diffienit. But I
experience no discomfort or inconveni-
ence. [ wasa puny child. You see
me now.” The lady beader was eer-
tainly most healthy and cheerful, stout
in body aud ruddy in complexion, and'
strongly maintains that all women
woul greatly benefited if they took
to bending. “It is quite a mistake to
think we put our limbs out of joint, or
that we suffer from the curious pature
of onr performance. Of course, after
one or more difficult positigng  one
may suffer a little pain, but it Zoes in,
no time.  Insome attitudes Ican only
remain for twenty seconds, as the
breathing becomesg difficalt.  But these
are inconvenienees., I |l|'ﬂl’l’i(-ﬂ a few
minutes every duy to keep myself loose
here in my room, snd that is aboat all!
I pewd to da™

The Revenge of Bear's Ears.

One day the Indians were gathered
into the tent of the leader and were
talking about the dewds of prowess that
they had done.  Somehow Bear’sEars
and Garrean got into a wrangle about
their respective ncts, and the way they
had comported themselves in the war.
Garrean was & hot-blooded fellow, and
he took a fire-brand out of the fire and
struck the Indian three or four times
on the back with it.  Bear's Ears was
not quick to anger, and he did not im-
mediately resent the insult. He did as
the traditions of the tribe tanght them
they should do—he sat there with his
hands folded and his head hung down,
‘waiting for Garrean to apologize for
the insuit. He waited twenty minutes
with his head imn his blanket. but no
apology came. Generally in such a
cnse, when the man offering the insult
in & moment of passion got coel, he
would say that he was sorvy for what
he had done, aud he would give the
person inmsulted a pony or ponies—
whatever was right—to wipe away the
insult.  After Bear's Ears had waited
lnll;: enough, and he saw that the ap-ul-
ogy was not fortheoming, he said: *Get
out of the lodge. 1 have veceived an
insult, and I withdraw from the band.”
Gurreau, who conld not speak a word
of English, was made the leader of the
band on the departure of Bear's Ears.
He had plenty of horses, and he kept
the band well supplied with meat.

For eighteen months things went on
allright. Bear’s Earsduring all this time
uséd to go to the top of the butte every
day. a mile and a half from the camp,
and do penance there.  He cut off the
middle finger of his right hand and
guve it to the Great Spirit as a sacrifice.
He then cut of another, nnd waited his
time to get even with the man that hud
imsulted him. During the winter of the
second vear after the insult had been
offeved, the hand were going out after
buifalo one day. Bear's Ears was on
the lookont. The band was led by his
enemy and he followed at a distance.
Buffalo were dizcovered about thirt
miles away, and after they had kKill
all they wanted the members of the
band began to return home.  Garreau
wounted 4 horse and loaded it with x11
the mest he wanted to carry home.
Bear's Ears weat to the place where some
of the band were lmtchering meat and
took o piece and went on his way home
with it. About ten miles from Fort
Clarke, where the Indians were bound,
Bear's Ears heard Garreau sinFEug be-
hind him. Bear's Ears turned to one
side to allow the half-breed to come gp.
When Garreau had passed the Indyan
| about ten yards, the lutter took amm

with his gun and blew off the top of
| the half-hreed's head., He then cat out
| Garrean's heart and carvied it of. He
| came into campon Garrean's horse and
| went to the tepee in which he lived
! with his mother. There he boiled the

heart of his enemy and ate it When

| he had done that he told his mother.
| Before daylight he had gone, no oue
| knew where.— St. Puu! Pioneer Press.

A Hopeless State of AfMairs.

+Miss Clava,” he said wemulously,
“(lara, dear Clara, if I had loved you
less I could have told you that I loved
you long ago. The mad passionate de-
votion of 2

Then he stopped.

Upon the girl's face there was a wist-
ful, Easter-bonnet expression, that im-
pelled him to pauvse.

“Excuse my rudeness, Mr. Samp-
zon,” she said, slowly coming back to

earth. “but, for the moment, my
thoughts were far away. You were
saying -

I wassaying,” explained Mr. Samp-
son. reaching for his hat, “‘that it is

tting late, Miss Hendricks, and I wil}
Eled you good night."—Epoch,




