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- gusted with thie position pnd‘

salt the Taisuns editor is, probably, thel
most unpopular mwan in  Bismarck,

mong the politicians,-becsuse all bave|

failed to use hizcolumns. We were dis-
sod hereafter |
shall ai to earn the gratitude .of our
friends, at least to deserve the respect
of the public, and to give outopponents
the best shots we are capable .of. And
some of those who have been pleased
to tetm our disposition to mind our
own business cowardice, if occasion
demands, will find that we do not hesi-
tate to inform the public as to their
shortcomings.

There /is a dispogition now on the{8

part of those managing the Republican
party to “Let no guilty man escape,”’
and if the people are true to themselves
they will place only honest men "in rof-
fice, at any rate it shall¥never be - said
that theeditor of the Bismarck Trisoxns
aidedto place in office a man, notori-
ously dishonest or incompetent, ‘even,
if.he stands alone in opposition-to a
candidate of his party. Reserving
to itself this right the TmiBuNE will
hereafter be Republican and it thanks
the Journal and the many other papers
which have so kindly congratulated
it on its improved appearance and ad-
vanced postion,

' NORTHERN PACIFIC WHEAT.

Sometime ago we urged the fact that
wheat grown on the line of the North-
thern Pacific commanded a better price
than wheat grown in almost any other
portion of the west contrasting our N.
P. market with that in Southern Da-
kots. Now here comes the Elk Point
Courier which fully confirms the posi-
tion we took, though not alluding to it,
and shows that our market is far supe-
tior to the market even 1n central Iowa.
" "Phie Courier is wrong, however, in
presuming that it is our proximity to
St. Paul that makes the market. It is
our ability to reach Duluth, which isa

. better wheat market  than Milwaukee,

for reasons we gave in our former arti-
cle, and the fine quality of wheat raised,
that makes our market what it is. _An-
other thing, in 1872 there were but fifty
thousand bushels of wheat produced en
the line of the N. P,; in 1873 the pro-
duct reached 250,000 bushels and in
1875 nearly three million bushels.
This shows how rapidly the country is
improving and the productiveness of the
soil. :

The Courier article to which we refer
ig as follows:

The Fargo Mirror boasis that the
price of wheat at that point is greater
than in southeastorn Dakota, but fails
to tell its readers that the main reason
of tkis is that they are on the direct line
of the Northern Pacific railroad, and
comparatively close to St. Panl, a heavy
grain market. But while this is the case
at Fargo, we cannot understand why
our wheat merchsnts pay more for
grain in Elk Point than it is quoted at
in Oedar Rapids, Iowa, which place is
three hundred milos east of us, on a di-
rect line to Chicago. At the latter
place the highest: quotation has been
from BO to 76 cents per bushel.

—————

The Taisuxzs mailed Dec. 4th and
the week following were returned from
Fargo through the blundering of some-
body, and did not leave Bismarck on
their third overland trip until the 20th,
$0 our subscribers will agaip receive 8
copies of the Tniauns at once. o

Gen. Sheridan’s report, or so wuch
of it a8 relates to Dakota affairs, will
e found elsewhere. It will be seen

“ te'recommends vigorous measures in re

(stion to the Black Hills.

A ———————

NOTES AND NEWS.
The Northwestern Nationa] Bank of

Minneapelis, has increased its capital
from _‘200;000 to $500,000.

The new Speaker of the House of re-
presentatives, M. C. Kerr, was born on
the farm near Titusville, Pa., where the

first oil was struck.

The New York Times is happy now.
The publishers of the Grapbic have
brought six suits against it for libel
claiming damages to the tune of six
hundred thousand dollars.’

Elder Stewart, tbe defamed lawycr,
has quit sueing. newspaper publishing
companies, and elerks of courts, and
sheriffs, and commenced on. theeditors,
as individuals, and attorneys in the
case. Stewart don't want the . Black

Hills open;

he has bonanzas enongh at 1

WK D WU NSO,

of an Unfashionable
; Street.

(Bequel to **My Wife and 1.7)
) A Novel
' By HABRIET BEECHER STOWE,
Author of “*Uncle Tom’s Cabin," *‘My Wife and
» ete., etc.
{This charming story Srit appeared in the Chris-
tiun Uoion, fur which it was written, and having
been published in book form by J. B. Pord & Co.,

New York, it may ve had ai any book stere. Price
$1.75.—Kp 1msons |

(Continued From Page 2.)

Angelique, by nature the most con-
gcientious of beings, had hstened to this
el
She felt herself a dreadfully sinful httle
irl, that she had lived so unprofitable a
life hitherto, and she undertook bher

The Records

grdor. ‘
pour dwellings from whence her pupils
were drawn, and to see how devuid their
life was of everything which she had
been taught to call comfort, she felt
wicked and selfish for enjoying even the
moderate luxuries allowea by her fath-
er's reduced position. The allowance
that had been given her for her winter
wardrobe seemed to be more than “she
had a right to keep for herself in face of
the terrible destitutions she saw. Se-
cretly she set herself to see how much
she could save from it. She had the
gift of a quick eye and of deft fingers;
and sq alter running through the fash-
ionable shops of dresses and millinery
to catch the idea of the hour, she went
to work for herself. A faded merine
was ripped, dyed, and, by the aid of
clever pstterns and skilful hands,
transformed into the stylish blue suit.
The little blue velvet hat had been gath-
ered from the trimmings of an old dress.
The humming bird had been a neces-
sary appendage, to cover the piecing of
the velvet; and thus the outfit which
had called ap so many slarmed scroples
in Mr. St. John's mind was as complete

ly a work of self-denial and renuncia-
tion as if she had come out in the black
robe of a Sister of Charity.

The balance saved was, In her own
bappy thought, devoted to a Christmas
outtit for some of the poerest of her
scholars, whose mothers struggied hard
and sat up late washing and mending
to make them dccent to be seen in. Sun-
day-scopl. : 2

But ﬁow snould Mr. St. John know
this, which Angie had not. even told to
her own mother and sister? To say the
truth, she feared that perhaps shemight
be laughed st as  Quixotic, or wanting
in good sense, in'going 8o much beyond
the usual standard ip  thoughtfullness
for others, and, at any rate, kept her
own little council. Mr. St,  John'knew
nothing about women in the class of
societyytheir works snd - ways, where
or how they got their dresses; but he
had a general impression that fashion-
able women were in heathen darkness,
and spent on dress fabulous amounts
that might be given tothe poor. He
had ‘certain floating views in his mind,
when further advanced in his ministry,
of instituting a holy sisterhood, who
should wear gray cloaks, and spend all
their money and time in deeds of chari-

ty.

yOn the present occasion, he could see
only the very patent fact that Ange-
lique's dress was stylish and becoming
to an alarming degree; that, taken in
sonnection with her bright cheeks, her
golden hair, and glancing hazei eyes,
she was te the full as worldly an ebject
as a blue-bird, or an oriele, or any of
those brilliant creatures with which it
has pleased the Maker of all to distract
our attention in eur pilgrimage through
this sinful and dying werld.

'Angie was so far from assuming to
herself any merit in this saerifice that
her only thought was how little it would
do. Had it been possible and proper,
she would willingly have given her er
mine cape to the poor, wan little child,
to whom the mere touch of it was such
a strange, bewildering luxury; but she
had within herselfa spice of practical
common sense which showed her that
our most sacred impulses are not al-
ws;n to be literally obeyed.

ot, while the little scarred cheek
was resting on her ermine in such ap-
parent bliss, there mingled in with the
thread of her instructiens to the child-
ren a determination next day toap-
praise cheap furs, and see if she could
not bless the little oune with a cape of
her very ewn.

Angie's quiet common sense always

stood her in good stead in moderating
her enthusiasms, and even carried her
at times to the length of differing with
the rector, to whom she looked up as
an angel guide. For example, wher he
had expatiated on the propriety and
superior sanctity of coming fasting to
the holy comuniou, sensible Angie had
demurred.
“T must teach my class” she pleaded
with herself, *and if 1 should go all
that long way up to church without my
breakfast, I should bave such a sick
headache that I couldn’t do anyvthing
properly for them. I'm always cross
and stupid when that comes on.’"

Thus Angie concluded by her own'iit
tle ight, in her own seperate way, that
“to do good was better than sacritice.”
Nevertheless she supposed all this was
because she was so low down in the

home to work:

fast—doubtless it ave him heacache,

uence with awful gelf-condemnation..

Sunday-school labors wita an_intense,
When she came to visit in the

woral scale, for did not’ Mr, ,-St-'«.longi%jllty of praisin

but lie was 50 govd ('@ went' ou'just as
well with a head iche a3 without—and

.Angie felt how high she must rise tobe
like (hat. TIY ISy
y AL

B * * % %

“There now,” said Jim Fellows, tri-
umphantly, to Alice, as they were com-
ing home, *‘didn’t you see your angel
of the churches looking in & certain di-
rection this morning?”

Alice had, as a last resort; & fund of
reserved dignity which she could draw
up whenever she was really and deeply
in earnest.

“Jim,” she said, without a smile, and
in a grave tone, **| have coutidence that
you are a true friend to us all.”

“Well, I hope s0,” said Jim, wonder-
ingly. :

*And you are too kind-hearted and
considerate to wish to give real pain.”

“Qertainly [am."” :

“Well, then, promise me never to
make remarka of that nature: agsin, to
me or anybody else, about Angie and
Mr. St. Jobn, It would be  more dis-
tressing: and anoying Lo Aér thun any-
thing you could do; and the dear chud
is now perfectly simple bearted and nu-
constrained, and cheerfu. as a bird
her work. The least intimation of this
kind might make her conscious and au-
comfortable, and spoil it all. Svprom-
ise me now.” YOL

Jim eyed his fair monitress with the
kind of wicked twinkle & naughgy boy
gives to his wother, to ascertain if she
18 really in earnest, but Alice mataine
ed a brow of ‘“‘sweet, sustere couipos-
ure,” and looked as if she expected to
be obeyed. :

“Well, I perfectly long for a hitat
St. John,” he said, '‘but if you say 80,

80 it must be.”

“Yoh promise on your honor?"” insist-
ed Alice.

“Yes, [ promise on my honor; so
there!” said Jim. *I wont even wink
an eyelid in that direction. I'll make
a perfect stock and stond of myself.
But,” he added, “Jim can have his
thoughts for all that.”

Alice was not exactly satisfied with
the position assumed by her disciple,
she therefore proceeded to fortify him
in grace by some farther observation,
delivered 1a a very serious tone.

“For my part,” she ssid, “I think
nothing is in such bad taste, to say the
least, as the foolish way in which some
young people will.allow themselves to
talk and think about an unmarried
young clergyman, while he is absorbed
in duties so serious and has feelings so
far above their comprehension. The
very idea or suggestion of a flirtation
between a clergyman and one of his
flock is utterly repulsive and disagree-
able.” o A

HereJim, with a meek gravity of
face, simply interpased the question:

*“What is flirtation?”

“You know, now, as we!l asIdo,”
said Alice, with heightened color. *You
needn’t pretend you don’t.”

“Oh,” said Jim. Well, then, I sup-
pose [ do.”” And the two watked on in
silence, for some way; Jim with an air
of serious humility, as if in deep study,
and Alice with cheeks getting reder
and redder with vexation-

“Now,Jim,” she said at last, ‘“‘you
are very provoking.”

“I'm sure I give in to everything you
say,” said Jim, in an injured tone.

“But you act justas if you were ma-
king fun all the time; and you know
you are,”

“Upon my word I dont know what
youmean. [ have assented to every
word you said—given up to you hook
and line—and now you're not pleased.
I tell you its rough on'a fellow.”

*Oh, come,” said Alice, laugbing at
the absurdity of a quarrel; ‘“‘there’s mo
use in scolding you.”

Jim laughed too, and felt triumpktant
acd jost then they turned a corner and
mot Aunt Maria costing from church.

CHAPTER XI.
_AUST MARIA CLEABS HER CONSCIBNCS.

When Mrs. Wauvermans met our
young friends, she .was just returning
home after performing her morning de-
votions in one of the most time-honor-
od churches in New York. She wasas
thorough and faithful in her notions of
religion as of housekecping. She ad-
hered strictly to Aer owa church, in
which undeniably none but ancient and
respectable families worshiped, and
where she was perfectly sure that what-
ever of dress or deporiment she saw was
certain to be the correct thing.

It was a church of eminent propriety.
It was large and lofty, with long-drawa
aisles and excellent sleeping accommo-
dations, where the worshipers were as-
sisted to dream of heaven by every ap-
pliance of sweet music, and. not rudely
shaken in their slumbers by any obtru
siveness on the part of the rector.

In fact, everything about the servi-
ces of this church was theroughly toned
down by good breeding. The respon-
ses of the worshipers were given in de-
corous whispers that scarcely disturb-
ed the solema stillness; for wheo a con-
gregation of .the best-fed and btet-bred
people of New York on their Kuces de-
clare themselves *‘miserabler sinners,”
it is a matter of delicacy to make as lit-

tlel disturbance about it (ks passible.:

A well-paid choir of the. fmadt profes-
sional singers took the whole responsis
God in ';t_.l_c% own

ands, s thaf the respeciable audience

were relievcd from «ny neces.ity of cx-
ertion on that d p.wrtment. As the
most hrilliant iights of the opera were
from time to time engaged to render
the more sclemn parts of the service,
flocks of sinners who otherwise would
never have entered a church crowded to
hear these “‘morning stars sing togeth-
er;" let us hope to their great edifica-
tion. The sermons of ‘the rector, de-
livered in the dim prospective, had a
plaintive, far-off sound, as a voice of
one “crying in the wilderness,” and
crying at a very great distance. This
was in part owing to the fact that the
church, having been built after an old
English ecclesiastical model in Gays
when English churches were used only
for processional services, was entirely
unadapted for any purposes ot public
speaking, so that a maEn’s voice had
about as good chance of effect in it as if
he spoke anywhere in the thoroughfares
of New York. ' :

The rector, the Rev. Dr. Cushing,
was a good, amiable man; middle-aged,
adipose, discreet, devoted to “‘our excel-
lant liturgy,” and from his hesrt op-
posed to anything which 'made trouble.

From the remote distances whence his
short Sunday cry was uttereu,’ he ap-
peared,moved to send protests against
two things: first the tendency to phil
osophical speculation and the skeptical
humanitarian theories of the age; and
sezond, against Romunizing tendencies
in the church. The young missionary,
St. Juhn, who got up to early seryices
at conyentual hours, and ha¥ prayers:
every morning and ‘evening,  and rom-
munion ¢very Sunday and every Saint’s
day; who fasted on all the Ember Days,
and calléd on other people to fast, and
seamed literally. to pray without ceas-
ing; appeared to him a bristling im-
personation of the Komanizing tenden-
cies of the sge, and -one of those who
troubled Israel. The fact that many of
the young ladies of the old established
church over which the good Doctor
ministered ‘were drawn to flock up to
the services of this disturber gave to
him a realizing sense of the danger to
which the whole church was thercby
exposed. f

On this particular moraing he had
selected that well worn .text, ‘“*Are not
Abana and Pharpar, rivers of Damascus,
better than all the waters of Jurdon?
May [ not wash in them and be clean?”

Of course like everybody who preach-
es on this text, he assumed that Jordon
was the true faith as Ae preached it,
and that the rivers of Damascus were
any and every faith that diverged from
his own,

These improper and profane rivers
were various. There was, eof course,
modern skepticism with profuse allu
sions to Darwin; there were all sorts of
modern humanitarian and social re-
torms; and there was in the bosom of
the very church herself, he regretted to
state, a disposition to go off after the
Avana and Pharpar of Romish abomi-
nations. All these were to be avoided,
and people were to walk in those quiet
paths of godliness in which they bad
been brought up to walk, and, inshort,
do pretty much as they had been doing,
undisturbed by new notions, or move-
ments, or ideas, whether out of the
church or in.

And as he plaintively recited these
exhortations, his voice coming in a sol-
emn and spectral tone adown the far off
aisles, it seemed to give a dreamy and
unreal effect even to the brisk modern
controversies and disturbances which
formed his theme. 'The gorgeous many-
colored lights streamed silently the
while through the stained windows,
turning the bald head of one ancient
church-warden yellow, and of another
green, and another purple, while the
white feathers on Mrs. Damas's bonnet
passed gudnallg through successive
tints cf the rainbow; and the audience
dosed off at intervals, and awakened
again to find the rector atanother head,
and talking about something else; and
80 on to the closing ascription to the
Trinity, when everybody rose with a
solemn sense that semething or other
was over. The greater part of the au-
dience in the intervals of somnolency
congratulated themselves that they
were in no danger of running after new
ideas, and thanked God that they never
speculated about philosophy. As to
turning out to daily morning and eve-
ning prayers, of fasting on any days
whatsoever, or going into any extrava-
gant excesaes of devotion and self sucri
fice, they werc only too happy to find
that it was their duty to resist the very
suggestion as tending directly to Ro
manism.

The true Jordon, they were happy to
find, ran directly through their own
particalar church, and they had only to
continue their stated Sunday naps on
its borders as before.

Mrs. Wouvermans, however, was not
of a dozing or dreamy nature. Her
mind, such as it was, was always wide
awake and cognizant of what she was
about. She was not susceptible of a
dreamy state: to use an idiomaticpbrase,
she was always up and dressed; every-
thing 1n her mental vision was clear cut
aud exact. The sermon was intensilied
in its effect upon her by the state of the
Van Arsdel pew, of which she was on
th's Sunday.the. only occupant. The
fact-was, that the ancient and respect.
able cYtreh in which she,worshiped had
just beea thrangh a contest, ic whic

Mr. Simons. 2 young assistant rector,

bad been aicmpting to iatrodace some
of the very practices hinted at 1o the
discourse. ‘This fervid young maa, full
of fire and enthusiasm, had iucsutious-
ly been made associate rector for this
church, at the time when Dr. Cushing
had been sent to Europe to recover from
a bronchial attack. He was young,
earnest and eloquent, and possessed
w:th the idea that all those burniang
words and phrases in the prayer book,
which had dropped likc precious gems
dyed with the heart’s blued of saints
and martyrs, ought to mean something
more than they seemed tqdo for modern
Coristians. Without intreducing acy
new ritual, he sat himsell to make vivid
and imperative every doctrine “and di-
rection of the prayer-beok, and to bring
the drowsy cowmpsny of pew-holders
somewhere up w.thin sight of the plane
ot the glurious company of apostles and
the noble army of martyrs with whose
blood it was sealed. He labored and
preached, and strove and prayed, tug-
ging at the drowsy old church, like Pe-
gusus harnessed to a stone cart. He:
set up morning . and evening prayers,

noyed old rich saints by suggesting that
it was their duty to build mission chap-
¢ls and carry on mission works; after
the pattern of St. Paul and other irrele-
vant and excessive worthies, whoin
their time were accused of turning the
world upside down. Of course there
was resistence and conflict, and more
life in the old church than it had known
for years; but the confl ct became at last
80 wearisome that, on Mr. Cushing's re-
turn from Europe, the young angel

more congenial parish in a neighboring
city.

But many in whoma his labors had
wakened a craving for something real
and earnest in_religion strayed off to
other churches, and notably the young-
«r members of the Van Ardel. tawmily,
to the noswall scandal of Aunt Ma-

ria. .
(Continued next week.)
UNIFORM OF THE ARMY—NEW

ORDKR. ;
General orders No. 92 announ-
ces the following changes in the
uniform of thearmy: 1. Officers
are permitted to wear a plain dark
blue body-coat with the button
designating their respective corps
regiments, or departments, with-
out any other mark or ornament

not to be considered as' a dress
for any military purpose. 2. Cap
badges for ull officers of imfantry
will be two gold embroidered rifles
without bayonets, barrels upward,
on dark-blue cloth ground, with
the number of the regiment in
gilver in the upper eagle, accord-
ing to pattern in quartermaster
general’s office. Badge for enlist-
ed men of infantry, except field
and band musicians, the same in-
signia in brass, with the letter of
the company, also in brass, above
the number of the regiment.
Field and band musicians will
continue to wear the bugle and
lettersas at present prescribed.
3. This new regulation concern-
in% insignia for infantry officers
will go into effect on or before the
1st of Juue, 1876. The new in-
signa for enlisted men of infantry
will be issued and worn as soon
as it is received from thie quarter-
master’s department, on which the
necessary requisitions will be
made. 4. ndress sack-coats
for officers will hereafter be of the
same pattern and material as that
now worn, without the black braid,
and slashes at the hips. The sword
and sword-belt will be worn out-
side the coat.

The Chicage Post says: “Paul
Morphy, the famous chess player,
is insane.” Mr. Morphy can be
seen on our streets any day, hav-
ing given up chess plaiying for the-
practice of the law. He was nev-
er in better health, physically and
mentally ,than now, and the above
news is calculated to surprise him
and his friends.—A. O Rep.

A drag driven by an elegantly
attired lady, and with a trim and
neatly dressed colored boy perch-
ed on the footman’s seat behind,
was passing through the streets,
when it was espied by an old ne-
gro woman. “Bress de Lord,”
she exclaimed, raising her hands
as she spoke, “Bress de Lord, |
never ’spected to see dat. Wonder
what dat young cullnd gemman
pays,dat young white ‘oman fur
drivin dat kerridge? I know’dit’d
come, but never spected to libto
see it. Dis nigia’s ready to ge

. way now,’

I e————- v St PR == 2l s e Sol e £ it

had communivn every Sunday, and an- .

spread his wings. and fled away toa

o

upon it This coat, however, s



