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JCGB PRINTING

ESTABLISHMENT
Is supplied with all the requisites for doing &
firsiclass Job Printing business, and promptly
executes
WEDDING CARDS,
FISITING CAMDS,
NUKINESS CARLS,
BALL CARDS,
BILLS OF FARE,
WINE CARDS,
LAW casgs, and

LAWYERS BEIEFS,
HANDNILLA,
PROGRAMMES,
BILLHEADS,
STATEMENTS,
PAMPULETS,
CIROULARS,

|  Orders by mail will receive prompt attes
tion. *
Address, W. H. BISHOP, Island Pond, Vi
|

A. L. BAILEY,

General Wholeanle anid Retail Agent for
the Celobraled

ESTEY ORGANS,

--WHICH—
Defy Competition
The world over.

Do not be deceived, but go!
THE BEST.

I nleo have a large stock of

PIANOS,

Which will be sold at

Bottom Prices.
Oflee and Warerooms,
ST. JOHNSBURY, VT.
L. P. ROSSIER, M. D.,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEOM,

ISLAND POND, VT.
Office over the Post Office. Calls attended

duy or night.

ALFRED R. EVANg,

Attorney and Counselor at Law,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

Offoe over PostoMee, Gorham, N, H.
All business by mail or otherwise promptiy
sttended to.

J_' . A. MANSUR,
DEPUTY SHERIFF,

OFFICE AT POSTOFFICE,
Lsland Paond, Vermont.

F. D. HALE,

Attorney & Counselor-at-Law,

LUNENBURGH, VT,

W. W. LOMBARD,

WATCHNAKER & JEWELER,

Island Pond. Vt.

D. 8. STORRS,
Attorney and Connselor at Law

Agont for all theprineipal

Fire Insurance Companies
ISLAND FOND, VERMOAMT,

Z. M. MANSUR,
Attorney at Law

And Solicitor in Chancery,
ISLAND POND, VERMONT,

—_George W. Hartshorn,

Atiorney and Coupselor at Lav

CANAAN VERMONT.

"~ BAVE MONEY

BY PURCHASING

DROGS, MEDICINES,

Fancy Goods, Ete.,

— ] —

HOLTON’S,

CANAAN, VT.

1 am constantly adding to my stock fresh
pgoods, and prices are lower than ever. Call
in mu!’ look st my new stock of

WATCHES, CLOCKS, JEWELRY

and Spectneles, jnst recaived, and yon will be
astonished at the low prices I can give you. A
full line ol the celebratod

Rogers Bros.’ Silver-Plated Ware,

Always on hand,

Chaice Confectionery, Tobacco
and Cigars.

I haven't spnos to enumerate every artiels
worthy ol your ingpeetion, but cordially invite
one nand ull 10 etep in, get prices, and be con-
vinocd that I um selliog

FIRST-CLASS GOODS VERY
CHEAP!

Phystelan's Preseriptions Carefully
Compounded, Day or Night.

Thanking the publio for their very libaral
patronage in the pust and solieiting » continu-
anee, I vemain, Respootiully yours,

LIFE'S A BUBBLE,

Life's a bubble, s0 men say;

Beo, joy's sunshine falls upon it
Trust no futare, grave or gay,

He's a fool who reckons on it
If time past be full of cure,

Why then now give way to sorrow?
We can't put things as they ware,

Nor place them as they'll be to-morrow,
This, at least, is in our powsr,

Bpite future ills, spite troubles past,
To enjoy the present hour,

Aund strive to make its pleasures lass,
Then the past wi'l brighter prove,

Gilb with memory's choivest rays,
And glad thoughts of joy and love

Light us through all future days.

NO TRESPASSING.

It was painted in very black letters on
& very white board. He who ran conld
read, and Ruth Bennett was only walk-
ing very fast when shg came to it. But
know it by beart already. For the last
month'she had resd it every day, and
every duy meekly turned into the dusty
road and made the long detour needed
to get past Mr, Hale's grounds and into
his next neighbor’s. Five minutes’ walk
through that beautiful park would have
brought her to Mrs, Alexander's hedge,
and saved 8 modicum of strength and
temper sorely needed for her trinls as
day governess to the three little Aloxan-
ders. But she had never veutured on
the liberty, though she had wanted to
every day, and the impulse had grown
greater gince she had asked Mrs, Alex-
ander if it was quite impossible.

“There's never a soul about, and it's
an eighth of a mile certninly to the
house. 1don't believe any one would
ever gee me, and if they did, I could tell
them I was your governess,” Tor it
seamed to the young girl u sufficient dis-
tinction to be that to Mrs. Rufus Alex-
ander, leading lady of the preity town
where her summer home was located.

“1 would not venture if I were vou,"
Mra, Alexander answered, kindly.  She
was always kind to her governesses,
despite her wealth and her Mayflower
blood, and she had a speciel liking for
this bright-faced, eager girl. *‘Mr. Hale
is very particular. He is a new comer
here, and disposed to make every one re-
spoct his rights.” It had been on the
lady's lips to call him parvenu, but she
would not throw scorn at her neighbor
before her governess,

“Why, Miss Bennet," Harry Alexan-
der had added, s ghe turned away, “do
vou know thut lnst summer his gardener
1ad ordered my mother off the grounds?
Of coursze Mr, Hale excused it atterward
—sinid the man had his orders to make
no diserimination; but  faney—my
mother!” and Harry's accent was more
than the words,

” ; - | |
*“Oh, T shall not do it agsin,” Ruth | erly geateful snd his disgusted sense of | *'

cried; * I'd sooner go through a wilder-
ness.

** But that is not the shortest way,” he
weni on; *“it is moch nearer by the
couch-house. Here—Ilot me show you.™

“*Oh, 1 couldn't think of troubling
you, Thank but you'll get wel
yourself."

“Bince I have undertaken {t,"
argwered Mr, Hale, as if apologizing to
himself for his concession; and with the
words he spread his nest umbrella, and
walked with her, It wus only two
minutes. Tho path he took was shorter,
and Miss Bennett hurried all she could,
She spoke no word till she reached the
Alexander hedge; then she said, na
hastily, Y1 am very much obliged—and
I shall not trespass again.”

‘' A pretty girl,” Mr, Hale said to him-
scif, as he watched her flying toward
the shelter of the porch. **Mrs, Alex-
der's governess! Hum!" But what the
lnst word meant in his thought he could
hardly have told. Perhaps it only re-
minded him that his thiee wotherless
children would goon be needing one.

‘Miss Bennett," Mrs, Alexunder said
a week later, “where did you meet Mr.
| Hale! He seems to know you; and last
| night at the garden parly he deigned to

say that if it would save you (ime and
fatigue, you might go through the park.
He has noticed vou, perhaps, coming up
from the village.” And when Ruth
had told her story, she lifted her eye-
| brows & little. **It's a concession—a
great concession from him," she said.
| “But I don’t want it," eried Ruth.
I'd rather go miles around now. You
can't think how his manner humiliated
[me. I felt as though I'd committed the
unpardonable gin."

Mrs, Alexander smiled at her vehem-
ence, but she had her own reasons for
not encouraging it. “It's quite on an-
other footing now, since he permits it,’
she said, ** and really I wish you would,
Since the hot weather ¢ame 1 notice you
are sometimes very tired with the walk.
Anything that will siwve your strength
for your work, you know.” And to that
Ruth yielded.

Bhe needl not have been so flerce about
it, she said to hersell, after a weck. Bhe
had the park all to herself, and it was
certainly pleasanter than the dusty road.
At first she hurried through as if a drag-
on haunted every bush; but gradually she
moderated her piuce and at last she made it
a gentle saunter, and even stopped on the
brink of the little stream which crossed
one end of the parx to cool her hot head
in its breath of freshness, and soothe her
| eyes in the soft green depths of the wood
beyond. Onece or twice she saw Mr.
Hule's children with their French nurse
in the distance: once Mr. Hule himself
met her, touched his hat stifily, and stood
aside to let her pass.  She wondered af-
terward if he expected her to thauk him

you,

Liglf the village would have been
graful had Mr. Hale sllowed a foot- |
r::th to traverse his splendid park; but |
16 stood on his rights and dignities, But

to-day Ruth paused., Bhe was late for

her lessons; she had lingered to put the

last touches to the pretty new dress she |
wore, and there wus a thunder-storm
coming. Should ghe run the risk of of-
fending Mrs. Alexander and spoiling her
dress, or should she trespnss? No one
was in sight ns she looked abont, and o
nearer roll of thunder helped her to a
decision. She stepped through the little
gute which all these days had mocked
her with its jnvitation to forbidden
ground, and hurried across the lawn, In
the distance she could see the stately
house, the leaping fountains and bright
flowers. 8he kept her eye on that, fear-
ing some eervant on the watch, Bhe
never looked the other way, and #o, when
a step suddenly came beside her, she
started in conscience-smitten guilt,

“Are you aware, madam,” a clear
cut voice said, ‘‘that you are on private
grounds{”

She looked up. A stout, bald man
stood beside her, a man whom her pro-
shetic soul told her was Mr, Hale, He
ad deigned to touch his hat, but not
out of respect for her, she was sure, e |
saluted rather his own dignity and sense
of the proprieties, e had a pompous
air, nsif one who feared his simple per-
sonn ity was not impressive epough,and
the neat perfection of his costume made
more promineat his commonpluce fea-
tures,

“Yes, gir,” she answered, meekly;
"but] am doing my best to get out of
them."

“You came in by the lower gate. You

saw the sign, of course?” ke went on in
the snme magisterial tones,
*“Yed; but I was In a hurry, and I—I
was afraid it was going to rain. I'm
Mrs; Alexander’s governess,” She ven-
tured a glance at him as ehe snid this,
but evidently made no impression. I
—I beg vour pardon; and I ean go
back, I.I’ suppose. 1 thuught that for
once—and I did'nt want to spoil my
dress,” sho finished impetuously, as a
great drop of rain fell on her hand.

Bhe looked up with eves whose apneal
might have softened him. It seemed to
her 4 very nmple excuse, but there was
no reienting in his face. In his own
mind, indeed he was making a conces-
gion,As she was his neighbor's governess,
he would not carry the matter further,
and so he stiflly said, as he stood back to
let her retrace her steps,

“I am sure I—or Mrs. Alexander—will
be much obliged for your—your unex-
pected consideration,” Miss Pennett
nnswered, as she took up her skirts and
prepnt‘ed to beat a dignified retreat,

There was no use in hurrying ; shoe was
sure to be caught in the storm now, and
g0 ghe turned and swept Mr. Hale a pro-
found reverence, whose disidain he could
not understand, But there was a dimness
in her eyes us she raised them to his.

After all, she was only a child, and so
far the world had smiled into her pretty
fnce and treated her indulgently,  That
was not Mr. Hale's attitude; but as she
walked away, something—perhaps the |
pride of self-assertion over this intrud.
ing governess, perhaps the thought of
those eyes—made him relent. In five
minutes it would be pouring, and he was |
not quite a brute. e stepped forward
and ealled *‘Madam "

Miss Bennett heard, hurried her stops |
nn instant, and then sroptuL She would |
like to bs proud to the bitter end, and
nnyway she could not go back till she
wan told,

Mr. Hale had to take s hall dozen
more steps before he was near enough to

C. 0. HOLTON.

sny, ‘*na it is raining, miss, if it will
shorten your walk, Ihaveno objection
for thia once.”

for his great concession. But the burden
of gratitude was not overwhelming to
her proud little heart.

But g few days later she mot him again,
and this time she repented enough to

give him & very frank smile and greet- |

ing. She felt like smiling on all the
world that day, this poor litlle govern-
ness who had youth and hope as her por-
tion, and was content therewith. Per-
haps a letter which she had thrust into

| her pocket at sight of him—a letto® she

had berself taken from the office and
lingered under the trees to read—had
something to do with her radiant face
just then,

“*You find this way much pleasanter
than the road, Miss Bennet?” Mr. Hale
said, mude afTable by that smile.

“Yery much pleasanter, thank you,”
Ruth answered, demurely.

I might perhaps allow others to go
through,” he went on} “if T could be
sure they would not abuge the liberty.
But it is always dangerous to give peo- |
ple an inch; they take an el instead.” |

“0h, T've no doubt you are quile in |
the right—{rom your side of the matter," |
Ruth snswered, and if there was the
faintest touch of irony in her limitation,
Mr. Hale did not see it.

HQerlainly I am in the right,” he de.
clared, in his most magisterial manner;
but having thus, so to spenk, asserted |
his dignity, he sought to unbend and be
properly gracious to so discreet o person
as she bad proved hersell. Ruth an-
swered all his remarks with proper mod-
esty, deepening the good impression |
she had already made, and forgot all
about him when she had crossed the
hedge,

But the next day, as she sauntered
along the path, a sudden sharp cry sturt-
led hier—a child’s ery for help, 1t came
from the river-bank, aod a¢ she ran to-
waril it she understood 1ts meaning. The |
youngest of the children, the little heir
of the house, had slipped and fallen into
the stream., The nurse was running up
andl down wringing her hands, and the
two children were screaming for help.
The water wag not deep, but a child ean
drown in very little, and when she
reached the bauk he had gone under for
the second time,

“Run to the house for help,” she criad
to the children; but even us she spolg
ghe had hersell geized the readiest means
of sid, and was climbing down the bank,

It weuld ruin her dress—even then she |

thought of that—but she waled in

| bravely, half supporting herself by cling- |

ing to to u vive that curtained the slope.
It might give way—it certainly would if
the boy struggled and she lost her bal
ance; but it was the best she eould do,
She was not conacious of any specisl he-
roism.  Other people would doubtless
come to pull them both out later, but the
moments were precions, and the child—
And here he cam? up again, just out of
her reach. Bhedropped the vine, took
the step needed to eateh him, and fell
with him to the muddy bottom.

Ruth Bennett was chielly conscious of
her ruined dress and mud-bespattered
fnce when, o minute later, she climbed up
the bank with her burden. The garden.
or and coachman were there; Mr. Hale
wns there, too; but hoe let the others help
herup, and his pateronl raptures did not
extend to taking his dripgiog son and
heir in his arms.

“Carry him up to the house, Bates,” he |

gnid, after a glance hod assaved him that
the child was nnhurt, *‘ana put him in a
bath-tub at once. Acnd you, Miss Ben-
nett—"

] need to o into one, too," she gaspail,
trying to wring the water from her skirts,
Her cars were ronving with tho water i
them; she felt asif she bad been drowned
andl come to lile agning but it was tho
comedy of the situation which chiefiy oc-
eupled Ler even then, and My, Hale's di-
| wided mind Metween his wish to be prop-

her dripping econdition.  And
an-like, as she tried to pick up her
with so.ue Heht vemark on its state,
shie eriod instead.

*I—I1hope vou haven't hurt yourself,”
Mr. Hule said, evidently not knowing
what to stay,  “I—I am deeply grateful,
Miss Bennett—more than I can express—
and I shoull be very sorry—Iior any con-
sequences to yoursell,™ :

*Oh, it's nothing,™ Ruth gnswered, as
soon as she could speak.. "“The only con-
sequences lo myselfl nre @ ruined dress,
and that's a proper revenge of fute, It
wis to auve this dress—it was 8o new
then, and so pretty,” she added, pathet
fcally—-‘that 1 trespmssed on  your
grounds six wecks ago, I hope you ap-
preciate the fact of the Nemesis,” And
therewith she held up the torn and
streaming silk to his astonished eyes.
“You won't exagcerstds my heroism,”
shie went on, “if ] tell you that T thought
more of this than anytliog elso when I
went into the river. I knew there wns
no real danger if I kept a steady head,
But 1 Lope the little bay won't take cold ;
ond as that ismy own danger just now—4
And before Mr, Hale could recover him-
sell to find speech, she had swept him a
mocking courtesy. and was flying toward
the Alexander house much ns he had
scen her speed six weeks before,

“Miss Bennett,” Mrs. Alesander sail,
a few days later, coming i- » the library
after the children had gone, "1 have a
commission to discharze. It's rathera

paculinr one, but [ hope you won't mind .
such a thing coming through o third |

porson.  Of cource the situation is pe-
culinr, and rather dalicate for Mr. Hale,
He thought he would rather put it into
my hands; that is, rather let me find out
first your—your feeling nbout it.”

Miss Bennett looked up bewildered.

“1 don't understand, Mrs. Alexander. Is|

it sbout the little boy? Does Mr. Hale
want to reward me"—a deep flush suf-
fused her fairness —'*for what I did? I
couldn’t take his money, of course.”

4] don't kuow that he would look at
it quite in that light,” Mrs. Alexander
answered.  “It probably helped to bring
matters to a climax with him, Indeed,
he intimated as much. And perhaps it
is arewnrd of virtue. Certainly it is
quite after the story-book style; but you
ure pretty enough and bright enough, as
I told him, for almoal any position. 1le
is a self-made man himsell; it isn’t such
a wonderful condesconsion when one re-
members that, He couldn’t expect to
marry into the Mayfower, for all his
wealth.”
| Miss Bennett felt as if her senses were
| playing her false. “You don't mean—
you ‘can't mean,” she cried, *‘that he
wints to marry me?"

Mrs, d.lexander put her arm about her
soothingly, I suppose it is rather over-
whelming, my dear. It was to me at
first. But, alter all, wiw should he not{
There are the three children, of course,
and he's twenty years older, and- he
hasn't much beside his money to recom-

mend him; but it would be a splendid |

home for vou, dear. It seems he has
watched you ever ginee that time you
| trespagsad
of me. He began making them some
time ago, but I didn’t notice. I thought
wrhup- he wanted a coverness, Of courso
l gave you the highest recommenda-
tions,”" she ndded, laughing, *‘though I
didn't know the position he wanted you
to fill. He seems quite sure of his own
feeling, and it ia certsinly o great tri-
umph for you, my deir.”
Migs Bennett sunk bacl into the chad
from which she had hall rien, Herminr
[ plninly could not take in the new situa.
tion; but she came to herself when Mrs,
Alexander went on:  ©O{ course you may
want time to thiok it over, but he would
likke to see you this evening, and he hopes
for an answer then.”

“0h! oh!" Miss Bennett erled, spring-
ing to her feet. “There's no use. I
couldn't if my life depended on it, for—
I'm engaged to some one else.

o

l'hi'tip was his m-luhf:w, You see,” she
went on, breathlessly, **his sister was
with me ot school, nocd that was the way
I lenrned to know him, And Mr. Hale
wiag very angry at Lis engaging himself
to & ‘Down-East school-ma'am,’ a3 he
called me. Ife had promised to help him
Lefore, but—but they quarreled over me,
and Phil went West and I came here,
And it was only a fortnight ago that I
wrote him—because [ hado't much else
to write—all about my (trespassing, and
what had come of it. And he snswered
—I had his letter last week: “‘That's
my old dragoon of anuncle, and if you've
won one concession from him, perlinps
you could do mote. If he learned
to know you, he might tnink
differently about our cngdgement,
and though 1 don't need any of
his help now, still he's my nearest rela-
tive, and I should like to be on good
terms with him.! And 1 bad been hop-
ing—but now—now you sec hgw impos-
gible it is.  And if Phil has his own way
to make, and we may have to wait a long
time, and perhaps always be poor, I love
him too much to mind.”

The soul of young love nnd trust was
in her eyes as she looked up at Mrs.
Alexander, and the woman's lieart in her
was touched. It was the philosophy of
the babes in the wood, indeed;she could
have overturned it with a touch of
worldly common-sense; but she only bent
nearer her, and then suddealy Ruth felt
a kiss on her forchead, a kiss of a moth-
er's ccmprehending love.
| But when ghe had cooled a little from
|t|liﬂ unexpected touch of enthusiasm,
Mrs, Alexander had her plans, She met
Mr, Hale hersalf that evening; she con-
founded him with the news that the
sthoul-ma'am despised for his nephaw
| wais his own elect: and she followed up
| her advantage till he consented to express
his gratitude to Miss Bennett by the gift
of a home—of which he shoald not be
master. And since young Philip was do-
{ing well at the West, and needed no
| more of his unele’s help, the new home
| was hardly rveady before he could elaim
| its mistress, Only one touch of romance
Mr. Hale allowed himsell—the wedding
gown which replaced Ruth's unlucky
dress.— Harpa 'y Buzr,

| —

Time's Money,

011 Maid Aunt—"Come, hurry, Dick.
Time's money.™

Little Dick—*'Is time really money,
aunt?”

“80 averybody says."

“Iow rich vou must be!"— Phils el-
phia Cull,

then, |

And ha his made inquiries |

AndT |
| never knew—indeed, I never knew, Mra.
| Alexander, until a few days ago, that

N

WS AND NOTES FOR WOMEN.
with dresses of al-
It

|
y wear black
0 B 83145 1A Ok :':'-‘.::th-v,
| Tross g diraped this =en-
son (hwi th t Leen for many scasons
pnst
French modistes are using more mate-
rials of red and yellow than of any other
Coier,
testh set as pins are nsed

the corsage pouguet this

Eetween th

e s woiman cun arow about seven crops

11 petiicoats to wool dresses

lined with canvass to give them con-
sigtency,

White and colored mull pokes, with
Vaulenciennes ‘nee raches, are pretty for
gitls® hats

White flanne! suits should never be
laundered; when soiled they should be
sent to be dry cleansed.

A blnck antin hasque waist has n mus-
lin front of hlack and yellow striped sutin
and yellow lace gl

Bpencer waists with shired yokes mak
o protty change from those with plaits,
and are rather more dressy.

Bome new silk stackings have stripes
running up and down: those in bluck
and winte are most fashionable.

Bowe of rosette shinpe now figure on
many of the French models ns decoration
for kilted and flonuced petticoats.
General Wallace says that although he
lived da Turkey three years he never
spoke to a Turkish womnn during that
time,

Tunies with full blouse bodices of
red Adrianople are worn with two
toned gray or beige skirts of glace ba-
tisto.

The newest bonnet is enlled the
quin,” and in shaps is not unlke the
“Prineess,” which was worn for several
yenrs.

Many
have either
the bodice

gaunze,

”:':Ll,

black lace
sleaves

lined with

mnantles
alone or
red

eleoant
the

only silk

Capes are shown in ludies' cloth of
various colors and are finished with a
ruffie of the same pinked in fine points
or scallops,

Small circular capes are again revived,
but meet with little populurity, as they
are ugly, notwithstandiog their unpre-
tentiousneses,

Patent leather low-cut ghoes are worr
with bright-colored silk stockings, but
thev have not a very lady-like air for out-
of-door wear.

Bearlet crepe sun bonnets trimmed
with green coin or with bearded wheat

watering places.
A sim

sle tucked petticoat, long over-
gkirt mu}i

Norfolk jncketand trimming of

white silk bindings of galoon, is the |

pretticst style for making white flannel
Buite,

Wraps are lined with surah or louisine
silks in blue and white and Lrown and
white, and thesa often form the trimming
of the dress with which the wraps are
worn.

Miss Mary F. Seymour has been recent-
1y appointed commissioner of deeds for
New Jersey by Governor Abbett, Sheis
the firet woman who ever took testimony
in a New Jersey court.

Red Moroceo shoes are quite fashion-
able, but this bizarre foot covering is
never becoming to the foot., IRed bows
and Rhinestone buckles are added to
muke them more conspicuous,

Bonnets made of figured light foulards
aml lace are worn by little girls.  They
have soft crowns and frills of lace in
doubls rows around the front, and are
tied with ribbon strings under the chin,

front, wherein decoration of flowers and
ribbon may be added to fill in the space,
is bailed with delight by those whose
youthful bloom finds in them a becoming
setting.

The wedding gown of Miss Tooker,
Intely murried at Newport, and worth
five million dollars in her own right, was
a fine white satin,covered with point and
Meehlin laces and pearl embroidery. worn
with a point lnce veil and diamonds.
Bishop Clark performed the ceremony,

At the famous ball given by Minister
Morton in Paris, Mrs. Mackey is saiil to
have outshone all French or American
millionaires by the display that she made
of diamonds and precinus stones, She
wore on this occasion the famous set of
sapphires which attracted so much atten-
fion at the Paris exhibition in 1878, It
is valued at §400,000, and comprises dia-
dem, bracelets, ring, earrings and neck-
lace. The pendant to the Iatter is com-
posed of one enormous sapphire of the
size of n pigeon's egg, set in lwge dia-
monds. But then Mr. Mackey’s income
avernges about $75,000 per month, &and
this is oply one amoug many parures and
sets of precious stones that Mre. Mackey
may call her own. Her jewel chest s
valued at &1,000,000.

Incldents at a rire In Constantinople-

We saw a young woman brought out
of o burning house with a copper kettle
in her hand, BShe was screaming wildly:
My baliy! Oh, my baby!" The woman
had been engoged in the kitchen, with
her infant in her arms, and had been
busily occupled eaving her cooking uten-
sils by throwing them into the cistern,
quite unconscious that her dwelling was
already on fire, The firemen, haviog dis-
covered her in thut perilous place, had
rushed into the kitchen and forced her
to Lasten out. On her way she had
ospied a copper kettle, and had instine-
tively seized it: but in ber fright and be-
wilderment, she had thrown her baby
into the cistern instead of the keitle.
Fortunately a stu-dy fellow succeed d in
rescuing the baby, and restoring it to
the distrasted mother.

The other incident was even more
dreadful. As we stood looking st the
fire wa beheld a man stroggling, and the
next moment saw him thrown deliberate-
ly into the flames.

George and I exchanged looks of
horror, but the hystanders seemed to pay
little beed to the occurencs, merely ro-
marking that the man was an incendinry
who had been caught in the act of spread-

ing the fire for the purpose of robbery.—
At. Nioholaa,

o nges of fifteen and forty- |

und green velvet frogs are worn at French |

The revival of bonnets with & peak in |

'MONEY LOST ON VESSELS.

08 OWNER IS IN LUCKE WEHOSR
BHIP POUNDRRS,

A New York Ship=Dwner Who Talkoes
n Gloamy Virw of the Busincse—
Prolits nnl Fipensos.

A distinguishing charncteristic ol
South strect is the appenrnnce of the
signs over the offices of the ship brokers
and merchants. New York sigas are ino
themselves n curious study, ranging as
they do from an expensive panormma in
a Broadway window to a three-and-a
quurter hash placard in & cheap resthur-
ant, each conveying an impress of artis
tic finish in its execution nud of comfort
in its ‘promisse for the person for
whom 1t is intended. The sign
of the ship morchant is  neither
artistic nor expensive. It is simply oid,
£0 very old in some cases, that the paint
has been worn off by the wind and
& orm, (eaving only o faint outline of the
letters in black or gold on a coffee-brown
| background, which might once have

been either whita or black, forall 4 pass-

ing inspection willtell. The old signs
which once read “*Howlind & Aspin-
wall,” and “Grinnell, Minturn & Co,,
hive buen wholly obliterated. Like wine,
or like a choice meerschaum pipe, the
old signs gain value with incrensed age.

To remove them would Fi\‘u ]\::in

scores of gray-haired shipmaste:

first saw them ns eubin boys, fresh from

some const or inland village.

In these .-ihi;-p:]u; offices the visitor
will usunliy find in the room marked
“private” a gren‘al old gentleman who
can name the products of every country
on the globe, can tell the cost, the de-
mand for, and the value of each, and
the number of ships engaged ia the
traffic,  With this information, the visi-
tor iy pretty sure to be told of the prof-
its once made by shipowners, and that

| never, since shipa began to sail the sen,
hiave profits been so small as now,

“Ships must pay some profit to ship-
opwners, or else the shipyards would be
idle,” suggested a young man to one of
the pleasant old brokera.

“Some ships pay, of course, but at
best the profits are not large.”

“What freight will a good Tast India
ship receive nowi"

“The chief East India cargo is kero-
sene oil ten gallon cases, which weigh
elehty-four pounds each. A large ship
will earry, say 75,000 eazes. The largest
cargo on record was earried by the iron
ship Lord Wolseler. 8She took 101,000
cases out. The great majority of ships
carry sbout h.l as much as that. We
sent out a bark with 40,000 cases not
long ago.  She gat W0} cents, or §10,600

| gross.  If she iy lucky she will get jute
or sugar back at shy §7. Bhe will bring
1,500 tons or §10,500 gross, and she
will earn it in a year,

“A ship like that costs §30,000, and
$21,000 is a small gross income.  Out of
this sum of $21,000 she has sundry ex-
yenses which will ustonish yon, perhaps,
l"m' # crow, she carries a captain, two
mutes, a cook, and fourteen men., The
| eaptain gets $40 a month und five percent.

of the groas freight mouney, or £1,413 for

the year. The first mate will get $600,
the second mate $420, the cook, $480,

and the fourteen men will get §3,500;

or a total of 5,275 for wages, "o feed

[ them will cost 30 a day, or §3,285 for
the year, It pays to feed them well, but
it could be done for less, of course.

Then out of the freight monsy comes

11} cents a ense for stowing the oil, and
| thirty-five cents a ton for discharging the
return cargo—a total of $1,225. The hirok-
erpge on the cargoont isfive percent, nnd
| back seven per cent. or $1,265. Port

charezes at Shanghni are three cents a

case, or €1,200, Pilot fees will amount

[ to £200, Then we have insurance al five
| per cent., $2,500: annual deterioration,
five per cent,, §2,500; tonnage tax at
{ thirty cents a ton. §300; and interest on
| investment at four per cent, $2,000.”

““Is that all?"

“I'here area fow amall
Oh, T forgot the ship chandler’s bill,
wns £2.600. That's all that's
gougting, "

The voung man had jotted down the
sums, They nggregated for the year
824,550,

“That's just about it, " said the brokere
with a faint smile. *‘You canpot make
amore [avorable showing, because you
have estimated the insurance st alow
mate, and the return cargo is always a
muatter of wome doubt. Beside, a year
is a good round trip. You see, the
owner is §£2,300 or 2,600 out of
weket. "

HWhy does
then {”

“Give it up,”

“Do all these ships sail at & losst"

“That one was only of 1,000 tons
register. Take a ship registering 2,200
tons, and she will carry 75.000 cuses of
oil out, and will bring hack 8,000 tons of
gargo. Her freight will amount to
about $40,000, while ler expenses over
those of the bark of 1,000 tons will be
about 815,000, leaving a clenr profit of
$4,000 on an investment of 110,000,

wrovided she has ordinary good luck.

| The best luck that could happen to the
owners of the bark would be wreck when
ghe was fully insured.’

e e e %

The Western Idea of a Live Town.

“"Well, Dodge City may have beéna
rough place. 1 reckon it was. DBut it
nevercame up to Newton. Why, New-
ton had as many as hall a dozen first-
clags muders in one night. The man
that didn’t carry 4 pistol was of no ac-
pount in those dayvs. I recolleet once
sleepine in a room with thirteen beds,
two men to exch bed, and a pistol under
a vost or a pair of pants placed beoneath
the pitlow every tima. That was when
the cattle drove lo Newton., Most every
building in the town was full of bullet
holes, My father bonght n dance-house
building and moved it down to Hutch-
inson for other purposes, and people used
to walk round it and look at it and ad-
mire the round holes in thoe window
panes, There wasn't a whole light in
the house. Then when Newton ceased
to be a great caftle-shippiog point the
rongh business camo along to Dodga
City. It missed Iutchinson for the
renson that it was o temperance town.
But there's saloons enough in Dodge
Oity. Why, the mayor is a sloodf
keeper, his bar-tender is ecity clerk, the
two marehals are ex-dancehouwse men,
and the school directors are somo of them
in about the same fix "—St. Louis Globe-
Lemoerat,

incidentals,
It

worth

he Dbuild new ships,

ra

NATURAA NATURANS

Where'er my eyes may turn or senses rangs,
[nspiring natuie points to life beyond;

And whea the soul, with rays of light that dim
The stars, dispels ths haze that fleats and falls
Athwart the rising dream of futare life,
As tranguil seas andow thy tranguil abr,
Lo, from tha dopths of promonitions wiss,
Pence her glory sheds upon the heart that
sayH:

If life ware not good for man, man would not
live:

If desth were not good for man, man would
nob die;

"Tis life's fulfillmant that all things shouls
fade,

Aguin to liva. Nno'ure can ns'e
Nuaught parisheth, and all that's dust is life
Heill with care shall we awalt ths certaia
changa,

Like Fear mantlsd by her good behavior
—Hugh Farrar MeDarmoll,

r destroy.
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HUMOR OF THE DAY,

Hanlon seems to lave discovered the
rowed to wealth.— Whitehall Timzs,
Talk about bubies; bnt then, we
never indulge in small talk.— Chicagr
Sun.

“0ut on the fly " is now the cry of the
infuriated bald-headed citizen,—Lowel
Citizen.

A man will put his best foot forwara
if hie nns a sore to: other foot.—
)“u’-:'_"’d firl,

The rising of the ticd—Tuaming ont te
build the fire and ¢ock the brenkiast,—
Waterloy Obsercer.

on the

Stooping over to pick up a fair lady's
handkerchief loses its joy when it sacri-
fices o suspender button.

Bince pantaloons have been selling for
ten cents a pair Detroiters have begun te
look quite dressy.— Courier-Journal,

“Ah, how do you vote this year,
Smith?" “Same a8 I did Inst—at the
polls. And they passed oun.—JLhaten
1'05"‘

“That was nclothes shave,™ said the
burglar as he tumbled over the fence,
leavingz & part of his pantaloons with the
bulldog.— Lire.

In Cincinnati there is a soda fountain
called “Blizzard.” 1t is probably ra
cilled becanse so many men lave becn
ruined by it.— Bostan Post.

“No,"” said Amy, ‘T'll have the whole
hog or none.”  “Please don't eny ‘whaolt
hog'," remonstrated the high school girl,
“gay ‘undivided porcine."—Deriies.

Young physician—No, it is not in
good taste for a young physician when
writing to & patient to sign himself,
“Yours till death.”—=Sowerralle  Jour
nal,

A bit of poetry floating sround in the
papers is headed: “Thee, Thee, Only
Inee,” 1t is prooably Jay Gould's ode
to the mighty dollar.—Plilade’phis
Chronicle.

Brown—Ah, Fozg! Quite a stranger
How do you like your new residence|
Fine landscape, I supposei Fogg—No,
there's no Jundscape to speak of, bul
there's two fire 'scapes. " —SBvetun  Lran
aoripl.

““Ihere! that's the summer hotel for
me,"” said Bigsby, pointing at an adyver
tisoment in his paper. ‘*Nomne of you:
temperance houses.  They advertise,
‘Hops every night."—Burlington Fra
Presa,

If thers is anything that will make s
man cordially hate himself it is whon he
takes n walk about 1 mile to the post
office to find that he has left his keys &
home, and then on going back afte
them to find on opening the box thal
the only thing in it is a card notifying
him that s box rent is due.—DBosior

ll.'\'f.

At a fashionable ball, Miss Gatilefry,
whe was rather careless in expressing
horgelf, approaches Nr. McPeal, ane
gavs: ‘‘Supper is ready. Why don’t yot
tyke a lady toeat?" “‘Be—be—because,’
replics the stuttering Mr. McPeal, 4
ner—ner—ner —never e—e—eat la—la—
ladies.” BSmart man, but he ought t¢
be killed. —Arkansaw Traveler.

THE BITTEREST BITE.
The bite of a * ‘skeeter’ is painfal,
The bits of a bug will haunt;
The bite of a sandwich is buneful,
At arailroad restaurant;
The bite of aserpent is saddning,
And nothing i worse than this;
The bite of a ball-dog is madd'ning,
While thie bite of a girl is Lliss;
Buta bite more paiulul than kerosene
Is the bitter bits of an apple gresn.
—New York Journal,

A cookery book says, ‘‘always smell 1
salt codfish before buying it.” Weal
waya do, and after buying it, too—fo!
throe or four days after. The fuct is
you can smell o ealted codfish withoui
buying it at all if yon get within ten rodi
of where it is. The odor of a salted
codfish is like the darkness that onet
settled on Egypt; it is something tha
can be felt.—Somervills Journal,

Oh, frolicsome insoct, though far yout may
roam,
Bea it n_-vl»_rm humble, there's no place lik
com g
Where honey lies sparkling in beantiful wella
Not even the tombs bas move comfortabb
sells,
Camb, Comb! Sweet Comb!
There's no place like Comb!
Oh, bastung ma! ‘The brute! My proboesl
1S 8010 —
Go back to your ugly-thatched bealiive on™
Tha'::‘:;?h wax impatient, the horasts an
mad—
r want you; 1 don't!]

be giad!
3 Comb, Comb! Bwest Comb!
There's no place like Combl

When you go, I'f

A Remarkable Incident,
-

Harry Williams and a party of friends
were cruising sround off Cape May, wheu
they came on the masts of a vessel pro.
truaing above the waves. They rowed
over to inspect the wreck when Harry

Villinms cried out: “My God! boys,
thet is father'sschooner. 1 know her by
the crosstrees that we fixed with the
Llock to reef the halyardsthrongh before
she started on her lust voyage. God bhelg
them, they are alllost!™  And the young
man fell fninting in the boat,

The schiooner was the Deborah Diverdy,
communded by Captarn Frank Willinms,
On his last trip Captain Willisms had
with hiin Lia wife, two sons; John and
Feank, o stewsrd and his wife, and twe
decklinds whose numes are unknown,
The vessel loft Boston a month  previon

anil all on board wore lost.—Detroit Fraa
Prew.




