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Businrss Dircctorn.
ATTORNEYS AT LAW.

J.H. I RESCOTT.
ATTORNEY AT LAW, salina, Kansns
SNEAD & HODCKINSON,

ATTOUNEYS AT LAW, Salina, Kansas.

F.A.&8.A. WILDMAN,
EYS AT LAW. #licr, So. 308 Scventh 2.,
ans=as

ATTORN
Salina, K

J.C. MOHLER,
ATTORNEY AT LAW. Oftice on lron Ave,, vast of
the pastofice. Salina, K .,

JOHN W. WILLIANS,
ATTORNEY AT LAW, Salina, Kansas. Particolar
attentiop piven to laml contests and any batdness in U,
5 Land wilice

LOWE & HILLER,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,, N, % Santa Fe Ave., Sa-
lina, Kansas.

LG LomE, ‘

JNO. C. SPIVEY,
ATTORNEY AT LAW, Salina, Kansas, Wil attend
promptly 1o all legal lneiness entrasted to him b saline
anl the mljoining rowntiers

AL MILLER

JOHN FOSTER,
ATTORSEY AND (OUNSELOR AT LAW, Govern-
oot Claiw wmd Lamd Solicitor,  (fiee over Lihle &
Iyvda” Flarmess Store

A.J. INCERSO
ATTORNEY AND OOUNSELOR AT LAW,  Oficr in
Counts Nuikding, Mmnenpolis, Kansas. ier
tu the eountics of Ihckinson, Saline, Oftawaand Clowd,

NOTARY riU'nen” Kanwns Land

Apvney

Mflicr at the

“REAT ESTATE AGENT.

WELT M. DURHAM,
REAL ESTATE AND INSURANCE AGENT, Salina,
hansas.

PHYSICIANS.
J.W.CROWLEY M. D.,
LATE SURGEOX T MO Vol € AV.) Ofies, Xn
i Eight =t , salina, hansas,

J. W.JENNEY, M.D
HOMEOPATHIC FPHYSICIAX AXND SURGEOX.
Woee N ®1 Ash =t Saline, hansoas

J.W.DAILY,M.D.,
AALINA, hansss, has jost received a eomplete ease
wi Jrental Sucical Instruments sl s pregared (o es-
tract all Kineds of teeth

-

DENTIST.
DR. R. E. NIOKLES,

DENTIST,  ilice Mo S8 santa Fe Aveuur, (upstairs)

BANKERS.

D.W.POWERS & CO.,
NAXKERS KEarhange sold an all
U nited Stmles ansl l:mm_l--!h—t wns masde.  Interest
acowesd an deqeisits ing hotse on Tron Avenue.
W, FOWERS 4 W, FOWLRs
N oW R,

ciliva of the

4. LUBRERS.

" HOTELS.

AMERICAN HOUSBE.

G J. LAY, Prossuxton.  Changes muoderate.  Corner
of Ranta Fe and Iron Avenues.

TRAVELER'S HOUSE,

4. W.TMOM, Prornieror.  Goosd stable snd ae-
o ati Minmcapolis, | Mtawa county, Kansas.

DURFEE HOUSE,
E A, SKINNER, Prormieron. Corner Xew Hamp-
shire Pinckoey Streets, Lawrence, Kansas.

MECHANICAL.

M. C.STANLEY,
CARFENTER, BUILDER ANDOONTRACTOR. Shop
e Etwerhardt *s lumber vand .

ED. ROBAYES, .
WAGON MARING AND REPAIRING done in firet-
cluss stsle.  Shup in rear of iz’ s Drug Storer

TTORS AN Il.l. g
HINTRACTORS 4 ILDERS. No. 122,
4. 1. NORTOX.

w. B
ACKSMITH. Shop, Rear of Xo_ 103 Santa Fe Av-
::t;.,, waline, Kansas. Here his old friends u;p-‘l-
rons will material, «killfiul workmen abd low
vrices. AR and

wﬂm I
atisfaction . The rﬂlm al
wavson and for sale st & small advance.

SALOOXNS.

THE LOYE STAN SALOON.
:::.‘\T Rﬁz.'w Biflisrds and Li-
ELENORN BILLIARD SALOON.
mtﬂlt &40, P:'m“!;- mf..

"MISCEBLANEOUS.
R. T. WATSON,
m.ﬂx .;'IDIITAII. “&‘f‘ﬁ‘.'{mtﬂ

Chapman & Gibson,
JIOUSE, 8I1GN & CARRIAGE
PAINTERS.
pon

Iroa Avense snd Seventh Street, Salrsa.
AT I TIDON &

EVERY ONE IS SUTTED 11!

The Pacific House
g P ey

ot all tiswes

e e R

YHE EMTOR'S GUESTS.-
BY WiLL M. CARLYON. S
Read before the Mi Press Association
nLu:u-I—-llqu -
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rowed with care,
s-hddl:!_nd“.lh feet at the top

chair,
llueéfn;«h“.iﬁﬂ“hﬂl?
His eves om his dasty ol table, with difierent docu-

There Werr (hirty long pag-s from Howler, with auder-
And a short (uisition from Growler, requesting his
et e Sy
, the farmer, describiag

from besatifsl maldess, and bills from a

we, ;
Andiin Toat Jemier hitchedd t & better, witich inquinad
il e wrote it, or who ¥
There were nm.r:;nul pralses from writers of The
m

maonth amd uous e
.lmi:trof his rival’s last papers, telling him he was

afool

Mmhﬂl.aqm.mmm
wiw they werehy,

Cainonizing some harmless obd brother who hal dune
authing worse than to die;

Thetv wer- irags on the table (o cateh him, and ser-
pents to sting sad t smite him; ’

There were gifl enterprises (o sell him, sod bitters al-

tempting to bite him;
There ml" staring *‘sda’’ from the city, and
motwy with never s
Which sdidel, ** Please give

one,
insertion, and sexd in

ruurlafl when yﬂ'nae- e

Mmlﬂuuﬂ-nnmhn—nrhm.
their wants and their laws—

Which , **Can't you prnt this anpeaacement for
—the good ol our M canse ¥t

There were lickets Inviting bis presence to festivals,
pmriics sl shows, _

Wieappeesl in notes, with ** Mlease give v 2 notice *° de-

murely slipged in at the close;

In ulmﬂl. a4 his eye toak the table, an: ran o"er its ink-

Therv If did
was ﬂm not encounter, excepling,

The Editor dreamily pondersl 01 several ponderous

things—
Oa different lines of actin, sod the pulling of Jdiffer-
eul strings;
Upon some eyuivocal duings, sad some uncquivecsl

Oa how few of his numerous patrons were guietly

prreanyd 1 oues;

0 Mrictwls 'h':}-l:gcrilwl ““just t> help him,"" aid

workily encourngrme-nt lent,

Al bl Tl’ﬂi him pleuty of counsel, bal ngver hul
L ]

yabl him & cent;
On vinegar, kil hoarted people were fecding him
eyery hour,
Who saw wot the work they were doing, but woadered
That **printers an sour !**
On weverl intelligrnt townsmien, whess Kindness was
s Wilhoat >tint,
Thal they an eye ot on his hisdoess, aml told hing
Just whiat be siouhd print ;
On men wh had rendered bim Gavors amd never pi.bed
forwand their emim
R loug as the paper was crowded with locals contain-
img their names;
tn tm«-lnthrr sl matters suflicient his temper
o il
And lln.-ll cln.nlritel 1o e mking the blosl of a9 odi-
or H
Al s one could s That his feelings could handly be
wabd 1o e srmmith,
And he novided somie pliasant occurrene s, his wakenel
etk boeis Lo sonthie g
e I-I;I Ihllut lis, on the thiealiobl, a slow and releable

rvad,
A farmer invaled th - sanctam, on | e are th woands
that he ssirl

“ o] n;.-rnh'. sir, Mr. Printer; how in your buely
Tep=slay ¢

l‘m'lnd!'w‘ntﬂ; for you fellers is always run-
nin' swayr

Your paper last week wasm't so apley aor sharp as (-

Bat 'm_a- '":::Mui:m in opennd, "1l b
- = b
I‘tm'niu' it *

up o "em more,
That feller that*s § in” The Smusher is goin® for you

prefty smart;
And sur folks sabd this momnin®, st breakfast, they

thuught be was geltin® the start.
Bt | usteed "esu right np ln a misute, sad ssid a good
word for you:
11old "em | belicved you was tryin® to do Jest as well
us you knew;
And 1 vodel e that st one was sy ia°, and whoev-
or "twas it i= =,
That you can't exj e 1 mach of uo one moan, nor Wame
i, By’ Sabies Bl e St i, 1

» lavin = a=tire for Aimesa, 1've
Ful Y Hlﬂ-! buy; Sevnait

And [ thought § woakl see I you conlida’t make 2z sli-
tor ol;en o' him.
““My family stock i= jorressin’, while olber folks
1 rl'xhl;'m et oi'a Canil
"Yegola s art ol m > - -

p;um pienhs amily, wne of the old-fash
Thwre's Ichabod, Tunac monl fsrast, & workin® away o2

 “the farm—
They do "bout as_much as one gosl bor—aml wike
thi g off ke 3 charm :
There's Moses and Aarva are sly ouaes, and slip like o

couple ol evls;
Bat they “re tol "ab v stosdy in oae thiag—they sl ways
gt round to their meals. r
There's Peter busy inventin® (though what he invents
ean't s )
Arl Joseph i< sindyin® med'cine —aad both of "em are
bmrdin® with me
There's Abram sod Albert bs married, esch workm®
Ak my farm l'url ::mu-ll'.
il S amashed his pose & <shootin® gnd
" - w20 he is Inid

rest of the boxs are all in’,
T gFrow copl this little

Anl 1 thought that perhaps 1'0 be mukin® sn editor
witen o him.

“* e ain’t no shakes for 0 labor, thoash 1° T o
"al.hhl.-lg-u-l:lrﬂ’. PO b e

.\M‘itrhlu_nmﬂlpin' 4 arguments [ know he

conlidn 't 10
But he's built out of sccond -class timber, snd nothing
about bhim is big,
Bxceptin® his uppetite, quiy, sad there be's as good as

n plg.
1 keep h‘_;m a earryin® luncheons , and Sllin® and bring-

PRt ol o potat

A take him smong the ¥ -

e h;:-.:-‘ oed, aned set him to pick

.,I:nd tmlih;rr'- th;-;n s I:--luh: a-helpia’ the wo-
pere’s churnin’, snd washin® of dishes,
deseription sf chores i

be don'l take to nothin® bat (o vitnals, and he'll

never be much I'm afraid

So I thought it woukl be & good notion to learn him the

vditor’s

His hl_r':om small for  furmer, his Judgment is rath-
er

Bt 1 - could b mikin®
h-n.’l.;m m sa editor

““It ain't much to

slappin’ s
Awml 't!:! was ouce hard in doin® is easy enough
ROW Lo dog
Just keep an cye oo machinery, and crack your
1 used for to wonderst reakin’, and w
i : hen it was got ap
Put "tis most of it made by machinery—1 can see it all

ugh now

plain e *
.n.:-lr-u':-l'. ton, i construcied by machinery of dif-
Mmui-ﬂopn‘.\- and a chopper to see to the lragth

the i

And 1 hear & New York claivvovest s rusnia’ one
slecker than grease,
And -:(mhr hearen-born productions & eouple

« - i
An’ sinee the whe trl‘nhllrm easy, “twoanld be
easy enoigh, "ve s wiom, |
I you was agreed, to mikia® an wditor oatea o Jim **

dooe wilh seatorss and dis- | Anad

ufw- sir, Mr. Editer: how is the Sollis to-
I-nz::-mr!"lm.-mu_u
And Juncs is & guing to take u, .l‘.“.*‘
¥ st G cm fewdlin’ 1t So hiam. st then soazed Sim
oy e ye
And berel oo G D ot word
:-Etg fook good for the paper, mnd oo I jast
And t-“d“-*“-.
aAnds fros Jomnie—obe Tovagiel
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Sewvrs
shve srnst send ¢ orihin” . tnn

.
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You'r: doin’ the politics bully, ne all of our family
T e = g i g
mcm?m?ﬂﬂtﬂ_.-ﬂm'lh
e R LT v e,

'!'hrl;l:mr nal in his sanctum, asd brought down his
with s .
*4 God biess that ol farmer,*” he mattered; ** he's 3
And ‘tis thus with oor noble profession, sud thas it will
ever be stifl;
There arc soim+ who e its lator, and som: who
" m'm“n':u‘-rm;u cqming, whea Gabricl
3 . irel”
ok - shall sound, e
Andd they wiso have bunoresd sl rested shall eome from
the quiver

" ag greund,
Anld they Wwao have striven and suffered to teach and en-
bl the raece,

sirsll mrareis st e front of the eolum 1. rach oo in his
God-glven place.
Ad They pass thyoagh the gates of The City, with prow)

victorous t "
The sditor, devil awl prister”will travel not far from
the hrad
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BIANCA'S LOVE LIFE.

s Well, if I ever!™ eried honest Mrs.
Gaskin, staring delightfully at the tricks
of the trained monkey that was attached
to Michael Pierri’s barrel ongan.

The noon shadows slanted along
across the greea sward in front of the
farm-house door; the tall white lillies
and thickest of the blue larkspurs droop-
ed in the hot sunshine, and the corn-
ficlds at the back of the house nodded
their multitudinous green heads in the
oceasional zephyrs, as the farmer's wife,
with the little ones clinging shyly to ber
skirts, stood in the door-way, listening
to the drone of the organ and little Bian-
ca's shrill, yet sweet voice, as she
danced and sang, clattering her casta-
nets high in the air,

« And I don’t believe she'sa day older
than my Maggie,” said Mrs, Gankin, ns
little Georgie, searcely ns vet able to
toddle without assistance, crept across
the short, dandelion starred grass to
put hix peany into the monkey’s with-
ered palm. * Dear heart alive:
something sad about 1t, too’"”

And when the song amd dance was
finished, Mrs. traskin beckoned to the
brilliant-eyed swafthy olf who stood
pushing the wavy, jet black locks away
trom her forchead.

“You're to come in, my dear,” she
said, “yonand your tather—"

“ But he is not my father,” interrupted
the child almost impatiently.

“Well, the forcigner, anyhow, and
get a slice of my home-made loat and a
good dish of milk. I'll go bail he won't
ehject to that.”

Little Bianca turned and chattered
something to her companion. He dis-
played his glittering white teeth in a
smile, and bowed o uiously to the
farmer's wife. Mrs, Ggskin led the way
in, and with bustling hospitality spread
the board for Peroni, Bianca, and even
the poor shrivelled-face monkey-.

“ Jun"t she a pretty child ?” whispered
Mrs. Gaskin to her old maid sister, Miss
Drusills, and she was right. Bianea was
very beautiful, in spite of her sn-
browned skin, bare feet and ragged sear-
let frock. ler eves large und hquid,
were full of the despening sunshie of
her native Ttaly ; her features were small
and regular, and her mouth a- ripe and
rosy as tho biggest strawberry now
ripening on the vines under the south
garden fence.

“Ah!"™ sighed Drusilla Peck, “it is a
pity she should have to tramp round
the country to sing songs and dance for
a livin"”

And when Bianca turned away, fan-
tastieally returning thanks for the enter-
tainment she had received, by Kissing
Mrs. Gaskin's wil-hardened hand, the

ml woman's motherly heast [l
ached for the lonely, lovely child, who
scomed as if it were adrift upon the
world.

Not until the party of foreign adven-
turers had been gone more than two
hours, did Mrs. GGaskin discover to her
u le dismay that one of her sil-
ver ns which had been heirlooms
from
and the little silver mug that David, her
eldest boy, had in the days of his baby-
hood, were gone also.

“1 knew it! " dolorously groaned Miss
Drusilla. “Those foreign jugglers are
all light fingered. What else could ye
ex Amanda Ann?”

re. Gaskin fairly sat down and cried
—not so much, it must be confessed, for
the battered silver mag and antiquated
spoon, as for the ruthless demolishment
of the many castles in the air she had
built around the sweet face of and fairy
figure of black-eyed little Bianca.

“[ never, never will believe in any-
body again,” sobbed the farmer’s wife.

purple shadows of twilight were
just stealing down over the corn fields,
and making a dreamy sort ot chiaro-
oscuro over hill and and misty
river vale, -I'::: Hr:“Ghn:in, l:-m.-kim;
Georgic to s on with one ot
the sweet, stereot) old cradle songs,
that all mothers know by heart, was
startled by a light tap on her shoulder.

“Signora!"™ cried a soft voice in her
ear.
“Why, bless my sonl!”™ cried M.

-y v

there's I

r dead and buried grandmother, |

|

|

“What else can 1 do? [ shall
my way. I can sing, I can dance;
have my castanets here under my shawl.
Oh, never fear. Bianca Nifanio need
not quite starve while there are berry
bushes by the roadside, and clear cokd
water in the glen.”

“That's all nonsense,” interrupted
honest David Gaskir® voice from the
angie in the porch, where he had sat
until now unnoticed. “Mother, she
must stay with us.”

“God bless you for the word, father,”
Mrs. Gaskin cried, starting up. < [t's
what I'd most wish forin all the world,”
hut we've eight of our owp, and it's s
hard row for von to hoe, and I didn't
just like to ask it.”

“Can't turn a stray lamb away from
one's door,” said David, huskily.

Aund 2o little Bianca Nifanto stayod
under the sheltering shadow of the furin-
house rvof until one day, u stranger
fraym the city, who was down fishing in
the“cool trout streams of the woods,
chanced to hear her singing in the twi-
light.

%[ never heand a sweeter voice in my
life,” said Mr. Milford. ¢ [t should be
cultivated.”

“She goes to singin'-school twiee a
week with Dave and Mageie, said Mr.
Gaskin, with the air of one whe feels
that he has done his full duty.

“Singing-school! She should go on
the stage, Such a talent as that ought
not to be hidden away in a napkin,

The apshot of it was, that when Mr.
Milford went away he took Bianca with
him, to tramn her delicions young voice
as be believed 1t was eapable of being
trained.

*That nightingale throat of’ hers will
make her fortune yet!” predicted Mr.
Milforl.

“She'll forget us all,” wept poor Mrs.
Giaskin, when the hour of parting came.

“ No, manima, dear, I won't!" eried
Bianea, with a passionate burst of tears.
“I'll love you always—always—fe yvou
were my friemds when [ had no vne in
all the wide world to tarn t0.”

Five vears afterwards, and the voice
whose wondrous strains George Milford
had prophetically heard, had entranced
the musical world. Bianca Nifunto was
the prima donna of the operatic stage—
the cantatfice whose ballids were worth
a gobl picce for every note; and she had
come down to spend the summer with
her old friends in the brown-roofed
farmhouse.

As beautiful as ever; star-eved and
cream-skinned, with lustrous black hair
worn like a coronal about her head, and
unconsciously graceful ways. David
(iaskin, her playmate of elden times,
looked at her with mate wonder. Could
it be possible that she was the little
Bianca who used to climb the hay lofts
with him in search of eggs, and follow,
dugg-like, at his heels when he went at
twilight to bring home the cows?

4 Ah, Bianea,” he sand, almost envious-
Iy, you are a rich lady now, and a great
singer. | wander you remembered us.”

Bianena turned her soft eyes appeaingly
on him.

“ Oh, David, whom should I remem-
ber, if not you !”

David got up, and began to pace ap
and down the

“ [ suppose that voung man at the ho-
tel is rich, too I

“ What younes man "

“ And the contleman with the team of
eream colored horses who is boarding at
Joasan Moss',”

“0h, Mr. Allaire ?" said Bianca, in-
nocently.  “ He is very wealthy wo.”

4 It must be fine to have sach a train
at one’s heels,” said David bitterly.

“ls it my Fanlt, David 7" said Bianca,
almost nw-‘iy fo burst into tears,  “ Can
I bid them stay away !™

Bat David, determined at all hazards
to be displeased, had turned sallenly in-
to the hoase.

“ Mamma,” eried Bianea, for by this
name she still addressed good Mrs. Gas-
kin, “what makes Daxid so cross with
me? What have I dene to make him
mgr}' !'D

But Mrs. Gaskin too went into the
house without answering. What could
she say to the beautiful castatrice.
Would it be fitting to make answer:

“ My son, hard working farmer’s lad,
has ventured to fall in love with you,

ueen of song and besuty. Even so the
ble glow worm aspires to the ealm
itters of the star.”

But Biauca could not but notice that

O,

mtg me than buth of them put to-
r.

He clas
ously in hs.

“ Why didn’t you tell me this betore,
my own darkeyed daurling?”

“ You unreasonable fellow ! as ifa wo-
man wasn't always obliged to wait unuil
she was asked ! ™

“I've been a jealous fool,” quoth Da-
vid beaging all over.

“[I think you bave,” said the wrima-
donna, calmly. “And now let us g
“‘.u 5

David Gaskia did not go to San Fran-
cisco, and the two city gentlemen re-
turned disconsolate to the metropolis
and Biancaisto be married in the spring,
and in the meantime her voice is sweet-
er than ever, as she warbles the lovesong
of Italian romance, with an echo from
her own happy heart.

- —- A —

Romance in Real Lif.

From ** sucial Stodies ** £3 the X Y. Werld

A sufficient number of' vears ago for
the purpose of the present .(".tL'ilill;-z tale,
a young man of good family in an
Eastern state not necessary to mention,
surprised his triends and bereaved his
relatives by suddenly severing all his
native, socinl and commercvial connee-
tions and emigrating most desolately to
Kansas. What drove him or drew him
to that state, which was just then in its
forlornly celehrated * bleeding ™ con-
dition, vnly a few sagacious drawers of
shrewd inferences ecould guess. These
allowed vther folks to speculate widely
over the question for a time, and then
gradually made 1t known that disap-
pointed love had been the ciase, Suach,
mideed, was the whole truth, as it had
been, strange to say, in many another
exactly similar case.  The seusitive
gentleman, after a shy courtship, in
which even his excessive modesty
thought that it detected some casual
encouragement, had ventared 1o ask the
proud lady of his heart to be his wite,
and had been ruthlessly desolated by o
musical negative.  The maiden confessed
some gracious approval of his customs
and manocrs, but could not think of
anything “so perfeetly ridiculous " as a
marriage, and the blighted swain left

her with bitterness in bis rejg heart
and Kansas in his Ji indd.
History does not relate took

part in any of the violences of his
new western home—whether he was a
“border ruflian ™ or a partizan of John
Brown—Dbut contents itself and us with
a mere outline of his social progress.
In the city of Atchison, where the care
of businoss ultimately safficed to divert
his thoughts from morbid contempla-
tion ot the lnckaduisical past, he formed
the acquaintance of an smiable lady, nd-
mirably qualified w make any discern-
ing man oblivious of sll pt'sl swoeet-
bhearts, and, being favored by the ififant
god this time, prospered nu'l.nbfy in his
suit and won the lovely prize.” From
thenceforth the current of his life ran
smoothly as & woodland stream; small
likenesses of himself being among its
current events, and growing acconnts
among the deposits of its * banks.”
The memory of all that had boen un
pleasant in his earlier life was thus wash-
ed away, or retained only as the fitful
shadow of a dream, and time went on
without fresh incident worthy of record
until within about six months of the
present date,  Even then the immedi.
ate oceurvence did not snggest mach of
romantic interest.  In answer to his
wife's advertusemsent in the Atchison
Patrwt for a servant, there applied a te-
male haggard of aspect and miserally
dressed, but with traces of better days
in her voice and manner, who intro-
duced herself as an American woman,
surprised by need in her search for a
Western livelibood, and professed will-
ingness to aceept the situation upon the
proposed pecuniary terms. The wife,
with & womanly instinct in such mat-
ters, suspected that all the nppliunt'-
story was not yet wld, and evineed an
inclination to reject her; but the hus-
band, inflaenced by some sympathetic
appeal, for which could not exactly
account, in the womsan's haggard coun-
tenance, favored her acceptance, and thus
secured it. The new servant, while re-
fraining from any further confidences
mlm-uug herself, and showing some
awkwardness at first in her household
daties, won her mistress” heart at once
by an almost immediate devotiqn o the

her little hands raptur-

the oyes of the good farmer’s wife were
swolen and red the next day.

matter? are yvou sick ™

“ Heartsick, child,” Mrs. Gaskin an-
swered, with & great convulsive sob,
“David is goiog away.”

“ David ! Going away ! Where ?

“To San Franciseo, {e-y-.
and [ thought he would be the stay and
propof my old age!”™

“ But he shan't go,” eried Bianca,
olutely. “I'll ask him not.”

Al;oh went out in the orchard,
where David was moodily gathering a
basket of goll-skinned * summer boughs.
looking very handsome and mis-
anthropic in the light
thati came streaming down throagh the
apple-tree leaves.

“ David is it true, that you are going

away. ™
TS
-sa-,a;ﬁi:—l— miserable bere,
[sa’t that reason emough ™ -
“David "—the dark eyelashes dropped,

aaxd a s}, stole over the rich

“Mamma,” she cried. “what is the|

Ah me! 'n‘

4

1

chiildren, whom she fondied and watched
\with an affection aml assiduity second
only 1o & mother's. They, invited thus
ardently, became strongly attached 1o
ber, and thus was created a bond be-
tween hireling and employers into which
entered the elements ot a more equal re-
lationship. Afler his first vague sensa-
tion of pecaliar sympathy upon sgrvey-
the new-comer, the

ri‘

i'

“One hair of your head, David, is/i

1871.

he was infi that a lady wished to
see him, when he directed that she
should be conducted to the office. As
tonished 1o see his u:ru maid-servant
enter v pale, visib itated, and
with a I:I?\’dle in her han’:l.:g.t-ould only
think her insane when she advanced
swiltly to the arm of his chair and said

hurriedly that she was leaving his bome
forever. His dignity would not allow him

to pretend even that he felt any regred tor
what a servantchose 1o do thus whim-

sically, as he thought; aud when she
added : “ You don’t seom to care much,

sir,”” he drew back trom her with o
haughtiness reseutful of the implied s

miharity. One long look she gave, un-

der which some mysterious shade of the

past crept into his unrealiging fancy,

and then, in & voice which was the past

itself, she spoke again: “Ah, vou do

not know me,—ecalling him by Tais tirst

namer—as [ know you! Yoa are a
gentleman, with a fine, happy home, 8

wifie and children ; and | am a servant.

We were nearer equals once when [ was

a fool, snd you not wise enough to
make me see it.”  He sprang 1o his fect

lice one electrified ; but, warning him

away from her, she retreated towards |
the door. “lIn five minates more [ shall |
be on my way from this place and your
presence forever. I have seen tinlfynu

are happy, and o know that is all the
happiness that | can hope fur in this
world.” Then she added a hurried good-
bye, and was gone befure the over
whelmed spectator of by dead vouth

could use voice or hand 1o detain ber.
A few moments later the spectre spred
eastward on a train of the l‘imuri Pa

cifie, and all ot her history that lies be

tween her rejection of @ smbor in her
wide and her servitude of him and his
in her atter humilation must remain a
tale that is untold.

The Atchison Patriof, while maintain-
ing that the whole story, as here uar-
riated 15 strictly true, remarks that it
is not altogether unlike that mach read
English novel of “ East Lynne.”  And,
intruth, itisa kind of American version
of that popular fiction, with an im-
proved moral wne introduced and the
point of the compass changed.

. e BN
sShall We Meet Agaln.

The following is said to be one of the
most brilliant articles written by the la-
mented George DL Prentice:

“ But the fact of Nature is inexorable.
There is no relief from the great laws
which doom us to dust, Which flourish
and fude as the leaves of the forest, and
the flowers that bloom and wither in a
day have no friiler hold upon life than
the mighticst monarch that ever shook
the earth with his foot step. Genera-
tions of men will appear and disa
asx the grass—and countless multitudes
that throng the workl to<day wijll disap-
war as the foot-prints on the shore.
Men seldom think of the great event of
death until the shadow talls across their
eyes the traces of loved ones, whose lov-
g smile was the sunlizht of their exist-
ence,

“ Death is the antagonism of life, and
the cold thought of the tomb is the skel-
vton of all feasts, We do not want o
go through the dark valley, although its
passage may Jead to |ml".uii~t". and with
Charles Lamb we do not want w lie
down iu the grave even with princes for
hod-fellows=,  In the beantital drama of
Iron, the instinet of immortality —
\'luqu-.'l'tl'\' uttered I.)- the death of the
devoted Greck, s & “L‘O‘ll Fresjiise it
every heart. When alwat 1o yield lis
voung existence a sacrifice 1o his fate,
his helovedUlemantha asks if they shall
meet again, to which he replied :

il asked that dreadiul question of
the hills, that seemed eternal—eof the
clear streams that flow for ever—of the
stars among whose fields of azure my
spirit has walked, and as | look upon
thy living face, [ fecl that there is some-
thing in thy blood that cannot persh.
We shall meet again, Clemantha." "

== Wil ]
A Fiacky Temperance Haa.

Twenty years ago a yoang man went
to Washington with a petition to Con-
gress from Massachusetts. Wihile in
that city he was invited to dine with the
celebrated John Quiney Adams.

Many great men sat st the table.
The voung man was poor, and then on-
Iy 8 mechanic of moderate cirenmsiances.

un"u'p dinner Mr. Adams said to him.

“Will you take 3 glass of wine with

But the eyes of many
than bimself were upon him.
were all wine drinkors, and it was ne
small matter to decline such sn invits
tion from his venerable bost. No wos-
der the young mam was embarrassed,
that be and hesitated, It wasa
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The Curee of Polygamy.

Al the Mormon Endowment hoase, on
Monday next, will be celebrated another
polygamous marringe. Un this ovcasion
two more virgins will be offored spon
the altar of the celestiale, in pursuance
of the poliey of the “ Lord’s ancinted,”
to b his knotsu ri‘ht and snug. The
story is of one of Brigham's chief clerks;
who, in his fanily cannections, is dee-
dedly unique, and it will notonly consti’
tute the last celestial’ outrage against
our common law, but also gives a strik-
ing carieature picture of the polygamic
romances. [t wouhl be suggestive of a
rich burlesque of Gloncester woning to
lady Ann. in one great scnse, to be
performoed at the Sait Lake Theater on
the next occasion of the variation of King
Dick. Our hero who is a well o do
widower of 43; although not in form an
Adonis, bas a handsome tace. Being in
scarch ot delightful 17 —emblems of &
plorai spring, to beautify his house on
the beach—be found first, n clarming
maiden from mountainoas Wales, who is,
as ber name indicates, a pure desendent
of the ancient Britons.  She was brought
to this conuntry by a missionary from
Utah, who is & countryman of the fair
damsel.  To him she was engaged by &
promise of maiage, which could not be
performed in the old country, the young
missionary being already married.  Ar
riving in Zion the match was broken off,
bt one, the handsome faced widower
trom court, took pity upon the friendless
girl, and & huge share of pity upon him-
solf, and wooed and won the .inpl.-
child of seventeen. A double marviage,
to take place on the same occasion, Was
next propossl te the child, 10 which she
consented, saying in her innocence
forexperience, that she knew that polyga-
my wan according to the laws of God.
The widower 1eft to her the choiee of his
plural bride, and she chose her com-
panion  another expericneed  child
of seventeen who has a futher, how-
ever, W counsel her among the chicls of
Zion. Buat the widower has afluence
and position at court, and these H;“m
chiefs scem to resolve o pross ¥ e
mie—conflict 1o their * last ditch,” rath-
er than resign i, or evea o make a
compromise to let bygones be bygones.
We shall ever urre humane considors
tions of wives and children in the settle-
of the Utah difficultios,” but to these
leaders of the people and court favorites,
who counsel aund perpetmate out
against the laws lncp; in olrh-mom
nation, there ought to be given no con-
sideration beyond the grant or an im-
partial trial. —Salt Lake Tribune.

e o
A Thrilling lacident.

The world of fiction hardly contains a

more thrilling chapter thas an incidens

which marked the lite of the lato Hev.

PPear i sy lae, Preshyterian iminister of the

village of Waterford, New York.

Mr. Lec was sitting in hisstudy sbout
midnight preparing & discourse to deliv-
er 1o his congregation, when he heard &
noise bebind him, and becume consions
that somue one was inthe room.  Mr. Lee
sxcluimed :

“ What is the matter?™ and turning
around in his chair he hlnkl‘ the grim
visage of a bargiar, who was poi
nvift.:-l at his beenst. The .-:ﬂ:
entered at a side window, supposing the
pecupants were locked in slamber.

“iiive me your watch and o
said he, * and make no noise about iy, or
1 will fipe”

“ Yorl nay pul ap ponr weapon, for 1
will make no resistance, and won are st
liberty to take all the money sl valas.
bles that | roomscn,” was Mr. Lec's enlm

| respn se.

'ﬁw barglur withidrew his menacing
Ilri-iul. and Mr. Lee snil,

“ [ will comduet voa o w it e my pree-
ists trensures are placod”

Ill.’llll!?llk"l the door and pointed to
the ot where hits 1w children lay
slumbering in the wecoct sloep of inno-
conoe and .

“ 'l'bm.r:ul Mr. Law, “ are m
procioas jewels. Wil you take " i

He prococded to say that as & minie-
ter of the gospel he had few carthly
possossions, and that his means were
devoted 1o one O:lljm —~the edacation of
his mothePess children, i vl

The Larglar was deeply y
affected by these remarks’ Tears filed
his eyes, and be expressed the stmost
sorrow at the sct he was about o com-
mit.




