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“THERE WAS A CROOKED MAN.”

Some folks ‘re allers fadin' fault "ad frettin’
‘round 37 Emow.

The older that they git in yeams the wus they
sem tu grow,

It's kinder second natur’ to some folks that I

have found,

*Nd all the fun they seem tu git is jest to fret
around.

It it should rain, then it's the mud thatsets ‘em
all awry;

I it don't rain, then iU's the dust a-blowin in

their eye;

If clowds arise, of comin’ storms they are &
willin® reader:

*Nd if the day is clear "nd bright, then it's &
weather-breeder.

I¢ it 1s cold they shiver "round 'nd call the
weather Lormid;

If it is warm they sweat and fret sbout the
wenther torrid :

If it is summer then they scowl ‘nd long for
winter cool

TN if it's winter they will years for summer ex
a rool

1f they have money ev'ry one is arter it, they
think:

*Nd bound somehow tu beat ‘em 'nd appropri-
ate thelr chink:

If they mre poor they think they are the worst
abused of all

The ereeturs of God's providence upon this roll-
in' ball.

*Nd f they have s family they ro always sartin
sure

No other man could such a wife orchildex
theirs endure;

*Nd if they're single they bewail thelr sad "od
lonely lot,

*Nd gay when plums are passed around they
allers are forgot.

*Nd so it goes, the goodness knows if any fun

they git

In findin' faalt with Providence they need it
every bit;

But how onder the eanopy they manage tu git
‘round

On the wust side of every thing beats any thing
I've found.

The sun shines jest ez bright on ‘em ez ‘'t does

on you "nd me,

« of us kin dodge the storms of life ez 1

see;

But why some foliks *d rather count the storms
than pleasant days

Is somethin’ 1 don't understand and fills me
with umaze.

The %inds sing no less sweetly ‘couse asunny
day bas passed;

The sppie-trees don't eeass tu bloom when they
no shadder cast;

pbantom messengers «f the dead God-
dess of Fire had been in their midst
When, st last, a torch was lighted, the
bier was vacant—the dead monarch bad
been spirited away! Consternation
seized upon all, and they fled out of the
erater. When day dawned, the multi-
tude returned. and began the search for
the corpse. But mot a footprint, nota
sign was ever found. Day after day

the search was continued, and
every cave in  the great walls
and every chasm im the plain,

for miles around. was examined, but all
to mo purpose—and from that day to
this the resting-place of the lion king’s
bones is an unsolved mystery. But years
afterward, when the grim prophetess,
Wiahowakawak, lay on her death bed,
the goddess Pele appeared to her ina
vision and told her that eventually the
secret would be revealed, and in a re-
markable manner, but not until the
great Kauhwiu, the Shark God, should
desert the sacred cavern Awa Pubd, is
the island of Molokai, and the waters of
the sea shonld no more visit it, and its
floors should become dry. Ever since
that time the simple, confiding natives
have watched for the sign, And now,
after many a summer has come and gone
and they who were in the flower of youth,
then, have waxed old and died, the day
is at hand! The great Shark God has de-
serted the Ana Puli; a month ago, for
the first time within the records of the
ancient legends, the waters of the sea
ceased to flow into the cavernm, and its
stony pavement is become dry! As you
may easily believe, the news of this
event spread like wild fire through the
islands, and now the natives are looking
every hour for the miracle, which is to
unveil the mystery, and reveal the se-
cret grave of the dead hero.” * * ®

After I had gone to bed, I got to think-
ing of the volcanic magnificence we had
witnessed, and could not go to sleep. 1
hunted up a book and concluded to pass
the time in reading. The first chapter
I came upon related several instances
of remarkable revelations, made to men
through the agency of dreams—of roads
and hounses, trees, fences and all man-
ner of lnndmarks, shown in visions and
recognized afterwards in waking hours,
and which served to point the way to
some dark mystery or other.

At length I fell aslecp and dreamed
that I was abroad in the great plain that
skirts the Hale maw mau. 1stood in a
sort of twilight which softened the out-
lines of surrounding objects, but still

The ¢attle on a thousamd hills don’t lose their
Sy Lle

"Nil beller ‘round becsuse they aln't in clover
day 'n1 might

It bees can’t find n elover patch they put up |

wit'i buckwhe

They're st oz happy, 'nd I guess the honey’s
ISt ex sweel

There nin't a ersetur Lvia®, ‘cept the human, ez
I kuow,

That loves tu fret "nd grumble "round, now,
nelghbor. ain t it so®

=William Edwarnl Penny, in N. Y. World
A STRANGE DREAM.

Why Mark Twain Has Lost Faith
in Sleeping Visions.

All day long. I have satapart and pon-
dered over the mysterious occurrences of
last night. * * * There is nothing
lacking in the chain of incidents—my
memory presents each in its proper or-
der with perfeet distinotness, but still—

However, never mind these reflections
—I will drop them and proceed to make
a simple statement of facts.

Towards eleven o'clock, it was sug-
gested that the character of the night
was peculiarly suited to view the might-
fest active voleano on the earth’s surface
in its most impressive sublimity. There
was no light of moon or star in the inky
heavens to mar the effect of the crater's
gorgeous pyrotechnics.

In due time 1 stood, with my compan-
jon, on the wall of the vast cauldron
which the natives, ages ago, named Hole
man man—the abyss wherein they were
wont to throw the remains of their

chiefs, to the end that vulgar feet might
never troad above them. We stood thers,
at the dead of night. a mile above the
level of the sea, and loooked down a
thousand feet upon a boiling, surging,
roaring ocedn of fire!—shaded our eyes
from the blinding glare and gazed tar
away over the crimson waves with a
vague notion thata supernatural fleet,
manned by demons and freighted with
the damned. might presently sail up out
of the remote distance; started when
tremendous thunder-bursts shook the
earth, and followed with fascinated
eyes the grand jets of molten lava that
sprang high up toward the zenith and
exploded in a world of fiery spray that

lit up the somber heavens with an in- |

fernal splendor.

“What is your little bonfire of Vesu-
wius to this?”

My ejacalation roused my companion
from his reverie, and we fell intoa con-

versation appropriate to the occasion |

and the surroundings. We came at last
to speak of the ancient custom of cast-
ing the bodies of dead chieftains into
this fearful cauldron, and my comrade.
who was of the blood royal. mentioned
that the founderof his race, old King
Kamehameha the First—that invincible

old pagan Alexander—had found other |

sepulture than the burning depths of
the Jlule man man, 1 grew interested
at once: I knew that the mystery of
what became of the corpses of the war-
rior King had never been fathomed: 1
was aware that there was a legend con-
nected with this matter, and 1 felt as if
there could be no more fitting time to
listen to it than the present. The de-
scendant of the Kamehamebas then
said:
“The dead King waa brought in royal
state down the long, winding road that
descends from the rim of the crater
to the scorched and chasm-riven
plainthat lies between the Hale mau mau
and those beetling walls yonder in the
~distance. The guards were set and the
troops of mourners began the weird wail
~for the departed. In the middle of the
“might came a sound of innumerable
woices in the air, and the rush of invisi-
ble wings; the funeral ‘orches wavered,
-burned blue, and went out! The mourn-
-ers and watchers fell to the ground par-
«alyzed by fright, and many minutes
- elapsed before any one dared to move
«or speak, for they believed that the

left them tolerably distinet. A gaunt,
| muffled figure stepped out from the
| shadow of a rude column of lava, and
moved away with a slow and measured
step. beckoning me to follow. Idid so.
1 marched down, down, down, hundreds
of fert, upon a narrow trail which
wound its tortuous course through piles
and pyramids of seamed and blackened
lava, and under over-hanging masses of
sulphur formed by the artist-hand of
Nature into an infinitude of fanciful
shapes. The thought crossed my mind
that possibly my phantom guide might
lead me down among the bowels of the
crater, then disappear and leave me to
grope my wag through its mazes,and work
out my deliverance as best 1 might, and
so, with an eye to such a contingency. I
picked up a stone, and *“blazed” my
course by breaking off a projecting
corner, from time to time, from the lava
walls and festoons of sulphur. Finally
we turned into a cleft in the crater’s
side. and pursued our way through its
intricate windings, for many a fathom
down toward the home of the subter-
ranesn fires, our course lighted all the
while by a ruddy glow which filtered
up through innumerable cracks and
creviees, and which afforded me occa-
sional glimpses of the flood of molten
fire boiling and hissing in the profound
depths beneath us. The heat was in-
tense, and the sulphurous atmosphere
suffocating, but 1 wiled on in the foot-
steps of my stately guide, and uttered
no complaint. At last we came to a
sort of rugged chamber whose somber
and blistered walls spake with mute
eloguence of some flery tempest that had
spent its fury bere ina by-gone age.
The specter pointed to a great bowider
at the farther extremity—stood ani
pointed, silent and motionless, for a
| few fleeting moments, and then disap-

peared! “The grave of the last Kam-
| ehamebhal™ The word swept mournfully
| by, from some unknown source, and
'Idit-d away in the distant corridors of
| my prison-house, and I was alone in the
bowels of the earth, in the home of
desolation. in the presence of death!
My first frightened impluse was to fly,
| but a stronger impulse arrested me, and
| impelled me to approach the massive

| bowlder the spectre had pointed st.l

| With hesitating step I went forward and
steod beside it—nothing there; I grew
bolder, and walked around and about it,
peering shrewdly into the shadowy half
light that surrounded it—still nothing.
1 paused to comsider what to do next
While I stood irresolute, I chanced to
brush the ponderous stome with my el-
bow, and lo! it vibrated to my touch. I
would as soon have thought of starting
a kiln of bricks with my feeble hand.
My curiosity was excited. I bore against
the bowlder, and it still yielded—I bore

! yet harder, and it yielded to the pressure

j —I gave & sudden push with my whole
strength. and it toppled from its founda-*

tion with a crash that sent the echoes
thundering down the avenues and pass-
ages of the dismal cavern. And there,
in a shallow excavation over which it
had rested. lay the crumbling skeleton
of King Kamechameha the Great, thus
sepulchred in long years by supernatural
bands. The bones could be none other,
for with them lay the rare and priceless
crown of pulamalama coral sacred to
royalty, and fadu to all else beside. A
hollow human groan issued out of the—

1 woke up. How glad | was to know
it was all a dream. “This comes of
listening to the legend of the noble
lord—of reading of those lying dream
revelations—of al'owing myself to be
carried away by the wiid beauty of old
Kileana at midnight—of gorging e
much pork and beans for supper.” And
so I turned over and fell asleep again.
And dreamed the same dream precisely
as before; followed the phantom—
“blazed” my course—arrived at the
grim chamber—heard the sad spirit
voice—overturned the massy stone—be-
beld the regal crown and the decaying

bones of the great King.

I woke up and reflected long apon the
ourious and singularly vivid dream, and
finally muttered to myself: ‘“This—this
is becoming serious.™

1 fell asleep again, and again I dream-
ed the same dream, without a single va-
riation! I slept no more, but tossed
restlessly in bed, and longed for day-
light. And when it came I wandered |
forth, and descended to the wide plain
in the crater. 1 said to myself: “lam
not superstitious, but if there is any
thing in that dying woman's prophecy,
I am the instrument appointed to um-
veil this ancient mystery.” As I walked
along, I even half expected to see my
solemn guide step out from seme nook
in the lofty wall,and beckon me to come
on. Atlast, when I reached the place
where I had first seen him in mydream,
I recognized every surrounding object,
and there, winding down amomg the
blocks and fragments of lava, I saw the
very trail I had traversed in my vision!I !
resolved to traverse it again, come what |
might. I wondered if, in my unreal jour-
ney. I had “blazed” my way, so that it |
would stand the test of stern reality; |
and thus wondering, a chill went tomy {

projection I had broken off in my dream, |
and saw the first new fracture, and the

ground! My curiosity rose and banished !
all fear, and I hurried along as fast as |
the rugged road would allow me. I

looked for my other “‘blazes,”” and found

them; found the cleft in the wall; recog- |
nized all its turnings; walked in the
light that ascended from the glowing
furnaces visible far below; sweated in
the close, hot atmosphere, and breathed
the sulphurous smoke—and at last I
stood hundreds of feet beneath the peaks
of Kilanea in the ruined chamber, and
in the presence of the mysterious bowl-
der!

“This is no dream,” [ said; “this is a
revelation from the realm of the super-
natural; and it becomes not me to lom-
ger reason, comjecture, suspect. but
blindly to obey the impulses given
me by the unscen power that guides
me."

1 moved with slow and reverent step
toward the stone and bore against it
1t yielded perceptibly to the pressure.
I brought my full weight and strength
to bear, and surged againstit. It yield-
ed again, but I was so enfeebled by my
toilsome journey that I could not over-
throw it. 1 rested a little, and them
raised an edge of the bowlder by a

small stone under it to keep it from
sinking back to its place. 1 rested
again, and then repeated the process,
Before jong. I had added a third prop,
and had got the edge of the bowlder
considerably elevated. The

exhausting, however, that I was obliged
to lie down, then, and recuperate my
strength by a longer season of rest. And
so—hour after bour I labored, growing
more and more weary. but still upheld

i me by the invisible powers whose
will I was working. At last, I concen-
trated my strength in a final effort, and
the stone rolled from its position.

I can never forget the overpowering
sense of awe that sgnk down like a great
darkness upon my spirit at that mo-
ment. After a solemn pause to prepare
myself, with bowed form and uncovered
head, I slowly turned my gaze till it
rested upon the spot where the great
stone had lain.

There weren't any bones there.

- - - L L - -

I just said to mysell: *“Well, if this'
ain’t the blastedest infernalest humbug
that ever I've come across yet, I wish I
may never!™

And then I scratched out of there,
and marched up here to the Volcano
House, and got out my old raw-boned
fool of a horse, “Oshu,” and *‘lammed™
him till he couldn’t stand up without
leaning against something,

You can not bet any thing on dreams.
—Mark Twain, in Metropolis.

STATISTICS OF DJVORCE.

The Average Length of Married Life Be-
fore Separation.

Out of the total of 528,716 divorces
granted in the United States in the
twenty vears from 1867 to 1886, in-
clusive, 280,546 were granted to couples
who had been married in this country,
and only 7.750 were from marriages cele-
brated in foreign countries. The place
of the marriage of 31,589 is unknown.
Ome-fourth of these latter are reported
from Connecticut, as that State does not
require a disclosure of the place of mar-

riage in its libels for divorce. Now the
report shows that out of the 280,546 di-
| vorees whose place of marriage was in
this country and was ascertained, 251.-
867, or 80.1 per cent., took place in the
| same State where the persons divorced
had been married, and 57.679 couples, or
10.9 per cent., obtained divoree in some
other State. The migration from State
to State to obtain divorce must there-
fore be included within this 19.9 per
cent. But it can not be even any thing
the whole of it. For in 1570 there were
285.2 per cent., and in 1850, 22.1 per cent.
of the native-born population of
this country living in  States
where they were not born. Of course
this last class comprises persons of all
ages, while that under special consider-
ation is made up of those who migrated
between the date of marriage and that
of divorce. The leneth of married life
before divoree in the United” States
averages 9.17 years, which, I hink, is
from one-third o one-half the average
continuation of a marriage in these in-
stances where divorce does not occur.
Careful study may lead to a reasonably
correct approximation to the proper re-
duction from the 19.9 per cent.. and thus

|0'pera House, New York, and report

strong, steady push, and placed a |

labor and i part, Mr. Editor. as it would have been
the close atmosphere together were so {quite indelicate for one of oursex tc

by a fascination which I felt was infused '[ pew was pointed out to us, and we took

MR. M'ALLISTER'S BALL.

The Jug Ridge Correspondent Takes &
Hand at Describing It.

Your Jug Ridge correspondent was
very much flattered to receive a request
from the editor to repair to Mr. Ward
McAllister's ball at the Metropolitan

same for your paper.

We had barely time toshow ourselves,
put on our best suits and catch the three
p- m. train on the branch road. Thanks,
Br. Editor. for your thoughtfulness in

JSEFUL AND SUGGESTIVE.

—To stop a felon moisten salt with
turpentine and bind it on; keep it there
till the trouble is past.

—Celery seed, ground fine and mixed
with ordinary table salt, is generally
known as celery-salt. It is used quite
extensively in flavoring soups and
meats.

—A towel folded several times and
dipped in hot water and quickly wrung
and applied over the toothache or neu- |
ralgia will gemerally afford prompt res

aaving a rig at the depot to carry us to
the ball, without which we would have !
experienced much difficulty in finding !
our way thither. New Yorkis certainly |

i a growing and prosperous city, and the |

end is not yet. !
Ere we say any thing we wish to re- |
mark that the ball was a pronounced
Buctess. It was one of the most recherche |
affairs your correspondent has ever seen, |
and reflects great credit upon the man- |
agement. There was absolutely no
quarreling or fighting and but very few |
harsh words. We understand that to
Messrs. Ward McAllister, Cornelius |
Vanderbilt, J. Pierpont Morgan and

vailed.

get a job at the next dance on the

|
Ridge. t them thin, boil in a quart of water; let

The ball was largely attended, which
fully attests the popularity of the gen-
tloman who got it up. Ah, there, Ward,
we congratulate you. None of the crowd
from Stover’s Mill was present, and this
accounts in a measure for the harmony
of the oceasion. In putting up the bars
against the Stover’s Mill cattle Messrs.
Ward, Vanderbilt, Astor et al. showed
their rare good sense.

And just here we wish to say a word.

The fact that a representative of
Ridge society was present on this gala
occasion while Stover's Mill was com-
pletely shut out, at once settles the
question of social supremacy which the
Stover’s Mill hoodlums have had the
gall to dispute with us. How did you
like your medicine, you yellow-hammers?
But we digress.

To our readers we will say that your
correspondent has attended many balls
and parties, but the gayest event the
Ridge has ever seen, not excepting
Widow Wideacre's barn-raising, as com-
pared to this, must pale its ineflectual
fires. This is strong language, which
we have thought out with considera-
ble care, but the facts fully warrant it.

Your correspondent was much reliev-
ed to learn that we would not be expect-
ed to describe the costumesof the ladies,
a lady reporter being present for that
purpose. This was rare foresight on your

bave essayed the task.

We understand the diamonds worn by
the ladies were real. Quite a number of
rail road magnates were present. among
them Mr. Chauncy M. Depew. Mr. De-

occasion to thank him in person fora
pass over the Ridge Branch of the Cen-
tral, than which there is no better man-
aged road in this country. Mr. Depew
won deserved fame asea bon vivant, a
philosopher. a poet, an orator and an
after-dinner speaker. Long life to
Chauncy Depew! say we.

We may mention en passant that
an uncle of your correspondent, in an
anlucky moment, had a cow killed on
the Central, and as soon a5 the intelll-
gence was conveyed to Mr. Depew he
not only paid for the animal, but allow-
ed $1.75 extra because she was just com-
ing in fresh. There are few whiter men
than Mr. Depew, and it gives us pleasure
to weave this chaplet for his brow. :

Many were the scintillations of wit
and repartee heard on every hand.

There was so much beauty and talent
present that it would be invidious to
particularize. Tosum up ina word, it
was the gayest terpsichorean event of
the season, and will be long remembered
by those participating. It wasnocatch-
as-catch-ran affair, but you had to have
your invite before getting in, and after
¥you were in you had to behave yourself.

After “tripping the light fantastic
toe” till “the wee sma’ hours ayant the
twal,” the company dispersed. seeming-
ly in the bestof spirits.—N. Y. World.

IT WAS TOO LATE.

How an Ingrate Rewarded the Maaificence
of His Benefactor.

“Well, James,” said the senior mem-
ber of the firm as the young man enter-
ed his presence, *‘this is the beginning
of another year.”

“Yes, sir.”

“The year 1500."

“Yes, sir.”

“You have been with us—let's see?—
just ten years.™

“Yes, sir.” L

“You began at eight dollars per week,
and we are now paying you ten.”

*Yes, sir.”

**Which must convince you that hon-
esty, integrity and perseverance will
bring an man to the top. Are you con-
vinced?”

*I am, sir.”

*Very good. Now, then, I have a sur-
prise in store for you. 1 have had my
eye on you for some time. and I have |
not failed to notice your zeal for our in-|
terest. It shall be rewarded. Next week
you begin on a mnew deal, your salary
will be—let’s see—will be £10350 per
week, [ hope and trust that—""

**8ir, it is too late,” interruped James
“How too late?”

“Why. |l have engaged with anothe:
firm at 10 55, and was just coming in te
give you notice.”—Detroit Free Press.

n-l it .
He—Dr. Pulpit surpassed himself to-

Ink 1

give the probable percentage of cases of
migration to obtain divorce. but at pres-
ent I would not venture an opinion on
the point. It certainly is a very small
part of all the divorces of the country.
though varying in different States. But

inveluable report of the Department of
Labor. Itcan bandly fail to compel the
study of the problem of umiformity from

the necessity of such investigation is the .
point it illustrates. The discovery of b _Tm%:hpandugm 1o the
these facts alone justifies the cost of the Xas Siftings.

day. Grand ideas and beautifully clothed
—beautifully clothed!

She (aroused from profound medita-
tion)—What did you say, dear? Oh,
to be sure. Dr. Pulpit’s clothes.
He does dress well—elegantly. Butwas
just thinking what a dowdy his wife

it Did Net Apply-
Attorney—Your Honor, my clientis a
sufferer from that most distressing mal-
ady, kleptomania.

almost entirely new points of view as to
itareal nature and place in the

: general
question.—Rev. Samuel W. Dike, iz
Cantary. X

Magistrate—Q, nonsense. He is a

| be patched. —American.

lief. This treatment in colic works
like magic.

—\Watch the tablecloths, and at the
first thin place making its appearance,
darn it carefully with the ravelings,
saved for that purpose when the table-
cloth was made. In this way it will
look much better than if neglected un-
til a hole is worn through, when it must

Fo
Dr. Pierce's
One a dose.
————e:
Tuz water of life: youth, the brook: mid-
dle age, the river; old the guif: etar-
nity, the ocean. - g

—_—

Confirmed.

Constipation or Bick Headac
1 Cons o:k ‘_Iw.un

—A Fluffy Pillow.—Make a bag any

‘The favorable impression produced on the

desired size of thin white valling orl‘ first appearance of the agreeable liquid fruit

tarletan: fill it with the contents of
milk-weed pods, leaving on the brown
seeds, and then tie a pretty ribbon

heart when I came to the first stony | Byram H. Stovens belong much of the | 20Und the neck of your bag, which you

credit for the excellent order that pre- | may tie to a corner of your chair, or|

In view of this we are author | place in the corner of your lounge.—To-

dismembered fragment lying on the j,0q to state that these gentlemen can | ledo Blade.

—Take two or three onions, slice
it cool, and wash your birds in the water;
be careful not to get it in their eyex
Wash cage, cupsand perches in the water
also, and you will have no more nits
Keep every thing pertaining to the birds
strictly clean. The washing must be
thoroughly done, no matter if they do
look asif drowned.

—No girl is fitted for her future duties
or responsibilities as wife and mother
who can mot do them and do them
thoroughly well, and her future is not
provided for unless her present is a
steady and organized foundation for it
That can not be unless the mothers train
the daughters from babyhood for the
work that is sure to come to their wom-
anhood. —Household.

—During the spring months after Hv-
ing all winter on meats and stale vege-
tables, the system mneeds a radical
change of diet. At this season one
should eat fresh frmits and succulent
vegetables for their effect on the liver,
the bowels and the blood. Oranges,
cherries, rhubarb, lettuce, radishes,
greens of various kinds, including dan-
delion, are all valuable,

—Angel Cocoanut Cakes.—Take two
cupfuls of powdered sugar, one cupful
of butter and three cupfuls of flour. one
teaspoonful of baking powder and the
whites of eight eggs, one-half a cupful
of sweet milk, lavor with almond and
bake in jelly cake pans, spread the top
and bottom of each with icing, let dry

ice on the top and sides again, sprinkle
with eocoanut.—Hoston Herald.

—Curried Fish.—Put two ounces of
butter, and one onion. sliced, into a fry-
ing-pan. and cook until a delicate brown;
then add one tablespoonful of four mix-
ed in a cupful of water in which the fish
was boiled, one cupful of cream or rich
milk, one teaspoonful of curry powder;
remove all bones from the fish, using
care not to break the fish into too small
bits; stir the sauce continually until it
boils, then add the fish, and cover the
pan and place it over hot water for half
an hour; serve with boiled rice.—Yankee
Blade.

DEVOUT AND HEROIC.

One of the Taar's Generals Describes the
Russian Soldier.

Sincere and unaffected love for his
monarch, profound religious piety in-
timately united with the idea of the
Tsar and of the father-land, unlimited
confidence in his chiefs, very strong
exprif de corps, and a faculty of enduring
gayly and naturally the greatest priva-
tions—such are the most marked
characteristics of the Russian soldier.
To these traits must be added remark-
able bravery and a rare contempt of
death, combined with naive kind-heart-
edness and a gentle and indulgent dis-
position. The Russian soldier isdis-
tinguished by a good-humor that never
abandons him even in the most difficult
moments, by his brotherly understand-
ing with his comrades, and by his gay
and contented way of facing all the de-
crees of fate. Ohedience is so deeply
rooted in the mind of the Russian sol-
dier that during my thirty years” exper-
ience of the army [ do not remember to
have witnessed one single ease of in-
subordination, either in times of peace
or in times of war.

The Russian soldier died at his post.
I havesaseen him in winter on sentry
duty on the heights of Shipka die stand-

formed literally into a statue of ice; [
have seen him die on the march, strid-
ing over the sandy desert, and yielding
up his last breath with his last step: |
have seen him die of his wounds on the

tance of three thousand miles from his
native village—and in these supreme
moments I have always found the Rus-
sian soldier sublime.

Although a child of the plain, where

hill. we see him boldly scale the topmost |
summits of the Caucasus, and elimb the
rocks and placiers of the Thian-Shan.
fighting ail the time. He foels at home
everywhere, whether in the steppes of
the father-land, in the tundras of Site-
ria, or the mountains and deserts of cen-
aral Asia. He has an exceptional fae-
ulty of putting himself at his ease wher-
ever he may be, even in places where
otbers would die of hunger and thirst.

1 hava seen the Russian soldier at
bome in time of peace, or during truces
in the ememy's country, rocking the
peasant’s child in the village where he
was stationed; I have seen him bisou-
acking in the desert, with his tongue
parched and burning, receive his ration
of & quarter of a litre of salt-water; I
have seen him in heat and in cold, in
hunger and in thirst in peace and in
war—and [ bave always found in him
the same desire to oblige, the same ab-
negation of self for the sake of the
safety and the good of others. These
special characteristics of the Russisn
soldier—his self-denial, his simple and
natural self-sacriflee—give him peculiar
power a8 & warrior.—A Russian Generl,

::n. and giole 3 ham.—Yenowine's

in Harper's Magazine.

and sprinkle well with grated cocoanut; |

ing, surrounded with snow, and trans- |

battle-field or in the hospital. at a dis-|

his eye rarely descries the most modest r

| rem Syrup of Figs a few years has
beendlynor':’a confirmed by the ple-nn.‘u 1 3
| experience of all who have used it, and the
| success of the proprietors and manufact-
| urers the California Fig Syrup Company.
————
It Is possible to be so diligent in keeping
the vineyards of others that
ol “ your own vine-
' Fom lnieue of neﬂ'o' -umu._ sloepless-
ness, stomach, i

relief is sure in Carter's Little hdyv:m

IT 1s 80 easy for a man Lo say that the
people dislike him because of envy.

Must be nntnllymumﬂlrlumm
of people before buying an article which seems
sbrolutely necessary. Tood's Sarsaparills eoms-
mends itself with spectal force to the grest middie
L b it B » ¥y with
great medicinal power. 1t isthe only medisine of
which can truly be sald = 10 Doses One Dollar,” and
a botthe of Hood's Sarsaparilla tak- 8 according
directions will average to last » month, while othes
medicines last but balf or quarter as long.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Sold by all dragaists. 81: six for 5. Prepared only
by ¢ L HOOD & 00., Apothecarion, Lowell, Mass,

100 Doses One Dollar

A new flower of faseing ad
| enitare, and will llﬂlml
after sowing the MAgTOwatwo ll.:r‘h high

uurvrfﬁ'tmmul white and lilae
g ke

dismunds, In the garden It w
carpet of bis , while for small pots @
hotiee, either summer or . 1A ben s wasur.
prssed. For only 16 crnts we will mall & packet of
eeed loget her with our new Catal At four roloreds

lates. and a packet of the great zss'cuxlt PLANT
MEE. Cata will not be sent unlens nakes
as you may alroady possess It It is the faess
lrsued—profuscly |lostrated with eats and ool
lates, W W-;:l sarts of FLOWER and VI

crnts per copy. X
order The aliove seed.
not appear again, Address

228

lor & Talicm,
Malaria, Liver Complaints, m-tnn sale
y. SMITH'S

aod certain remed:
Use the EMALL SIZE (40 little beans to the bot-

tle). They are the most eonvenient: sull all ages.
Friceof elther size, 25 cents per bottie

| 7. 17, 70: Photo-gravers,
KlSS'"c pm-“ '.i au-o'touh picture for 4
cents (coppers or stamps).
J. P. SMITH &C0D.,
Makers of *"Bile Beans. " St Louls, Mo,

Tutt'sPills

Thed the debllitated, wheth=
er m’:’:::::. of work of mind ev

body, drink or expoanrs In
»
gions,

To cure

Malarial
ﬂﬁin ever '.'R'u‘:' ﬁ:u'—m
' imvalld. .

Try Them Fairly.
e e rind will recatts

DIFBULL'S

’u-l%ﬂ-

——

Salvation Oil




