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Tines of H o lm  the Courts of the 
ir tinTerritory for the Tear 1876.

The Supreme Court at its late session 
fixed the time of holding the «ourt for 
lSîti, making some changes, na follows i 

SUPREME COURT.
In*llele>a first monday iu January and 

Second moocay iu August.

F irst  D istrict—If. N . Blake. Judge. 
Iu Madison county, at Virginia City, 

third monday in March ; third monday iu 
September.

In Gallatin county, at Bozeman, first 
monday io May, third monday in October.

S econd D istrict—H. Knowles, Judge.
In Deer Lodge county, at Deer Lodge 

city, second mofiilay hi April.
First mot day in September, (for all 

causes that can be tried without a jury, 
except in cases where the parties consent 
that a special venire may issue to try the
same. )

First monday in December.
In Missoula county, at Missoula, fourth 

monday In June; second monday in No* 
yeinlier.

In Beaverhead county.at Banr.ack. first 
monday iu June; second monday in Oc
tober.

T n in o  D i s t r i c t —D. S. Wade, Judge.
In Lewis and Clarke county, at Helena, 

first monday in March ; flist monday in 
Nuvtmbcr.

In  Jefferson county, at Radersburg, 
first Tuesday in April; first Tuesday in 
October.

In Meagher county, at Diamond City, 
fourth monday in aprll; fourth monday 
in October.

A  C o u n t r y  (S ch o o l.

Pretty and pale a-»d tired 
She sits in In r stiff-backed chair,

W bile the blazing summer sun 
Shines in on her soft brown hair, 

And th<* tiny brook without.
That she hears through the open door, 

Mocks with its murtuus cool 
Hard beach and dusty floor.

I t seems suoh an endless round— 
Grammar and A B C ;

The ( Jackboard and the sums,
The stupid geography:

When from teacher to little Jem, 
Nor one of tlnm  cores a straw. 

Whether ••John”  is i.n any “esse,” 
Or Kansas in Omaha.

But Jem m y's bare brown f.et 
Are selling to wad<- in the stream, 

Where (be treu I to his luring liait 
Shall leap with a quick bright gleam; 

And his teacher’s blue eyes stray
To the dowers oi> the desk hard by. 

Till In r thoughts have folio tv *d her eves 
With a half unconscious sigh.

Her heart outruns the clock.
As s h e  smells their faint sweet scent; 

But when hare rime and heart 
Their tn-asure in unision blent?

For time will haste or lag,
Like your shadow’ on the the grass. 

That linger» fat behind.
Or (lies wbeu you fain would pass.

Have patience, restless Jem,
The 6trcam and the fish will wait, 

And patience, tired blue ey< s—
Down the winding road by the gate. 

Under the willow shade.
Stands some one with fresher flowers, 

So turn o your books again,
And keep love for <he after hours.

A TRIP TO THE CENTENNIAL
BY MOSE SKINNER.

[Note --United States Courts are held at 
Virginia City, D> er Lodge and Helena, at 
the times the Territorial District Courts 
•re  held at those places,]

PROFESSIONAL l  I D S ,

T . R . E d w a r ù ,

At t o r n e y  a t  L .\w -o n ic e  next
door to A. I Minnie & Co.’s, Bozeman, 

Montana. Will practice in all Courts of 
the Territory. ,

J . J . D a v is ,

practice

TTOItNEY AT LAW — Office on 
. Black street, Bozeman, M. T. Will 

in all Courts o f the Territory.

J o h n  P o t t e r ,

At t o r n e y  a t  l a w , Hamilton,
Montana. Will practice in all Courts 

o! the Territory. .

FRANCIS 6EISD0RFF, M. D„
Upper Yellowstone,

Opposite HAYDEN POST O FFICE.

Cfr. W -  M o n r o e , M .D .
■PH Y SIC IA N  ANDSURGEON-Offlce 
I . a t his residence on Church street, 

Bozeman, M. T.. off ere his professional 
service» to the citizens of Bozeman 
Gallatin county. _________________

and

D o n  L  B y a m ,

Ec l e c t i c  p h y s i c i a n —office m
Fridley’s building, north side Main 

street. Having located in Bozeman, ten- 
dear his professional services to the ciU- 
sens o f  the town and county.

D r. J a m e s  S h am
If . 8 . • f m g ,  F 0rlJE Ifto ,«V . T.,

For near twenty years a  regular Physician 
Surgeon of the city of Philadelphia,$ tor some time a resident Physician of 

id Coi

Mrs. Skinrer insisted upon going to the 
Genrciitmd and taking me akwg to carry 
her bandbox and reticule, and, ns she was 
afraid the canary bird might pine for want
o f  O A ro, I  h a il l o  b r in g  th n t  nlonct, to u . I
think nothing is more b^aurifnl than to 
see a man thus equipped bringing up 
about three feet iu the rear of bis wife. 
It looks as though be was of a domestic 
turn of mind, and was willing to make 
things pleasant. ’ But when it comes to 
chasing a horse car a couplo of blocks tin- 
der these circumstances, with a wile never 
celebrated foi weak lungs bawling for you 
to hurry up, the que-dio'i naturally arises 
whether or not marriage is really a bless
ing. Mrs. Skinner generally addresses 
mu in a voice as tender as • lamb with 
mint, but sometimes she g* ts hysteric y. 
You have probably noticed that my hair 
is a little thin on tcp. Stiil, I  think Mrs. 
Skinner means well.

Arriving io Philadelphia, the first thing 
we did was to hunt up Dom and Mrs. 
Pedro, for the purpose of Inviting Vm to 
come and stop a week with us before they 
went back to Brazil.

“ Is Mr. Pedro in this morning?” says I 
to a storeke- ping-looking chap, who was 
busily engaged at a desk paring his fiuger 
nails.

‘‘Ye., * said Mrs. Skinner, “ and Mrs. 
Pedro, too? Marika Jane Pedro and 1 
are old friends,”  says she, trying to give 
the clerk an idea that we'd always known 
the Pedro family.

You can send up your cards,”  says 
the ch rk, smiling very pleasantly, “and 
perhaps they will see you .”

‘ We ain't got any cards,' said Mrs 
Skinner, v«ry indignantly. ‘We don 't 
use the ua»ty things. 1. lor oue, belong 
to the Methodist ureeting bouse, and 
never touched a card in my life.

*8end your names up, then ,' says be, 
H>n an envelope.'

We did so. Mrs. Skinner writes rather 
a flowing band. In fact her hand flowed 
over the envelope to such an extent thaï 
there was barely room left for my auto
graph, which I got the clerk to write for 
me. Pretty »oon the lioy came back and 
said we oould go up. Dorn Pedro opened 
the door about an inch, and says he:

‘ Wnat city are you mayor of V 
‘None, ’ says I : I have never been hon

ored with any public position higher than 
night watchman in a lumber yard .'

‘Are you not then a  public official f  
says he.

‘•No, sir,’ said I; *1 come of a respecta 
ble family.'

At this he shook us by the hand, and 
invited us in.

‘i  thought,' said he, Jyou were a Gov
ernor, or aome'hitvg of that sort, come to 
bore me with a public reception. I ’m 
glad to see you.'

Mrs. Skinner then unpacked bar valise; 
and showed Mrs. Pedro the dress she 
wore when she recited the “O le to Lib
erty,” at oar centennial tea party, and the 
American flag that was wrapped around 
bar chignon. She propose to present 
these valuable relics to tlte Centennial 
Oommisaloa. and I  shall make the speech.

Mr. and Mrs. Pedro era very pleasant, 
^ 1.0 , people, beside being intellectual 
and high-toned. I  should be willing to 
acknowledge them as equals anywhere. 
Mrs. Pedro u  not a  handsome worn**.

standing a«d chronic diseases a t that Fort 
The diseases of woman gad children a

•peciality.
December 1Mb, 1*75,

the Pennsylvania Hospital, and Consult 
ing Physician in other pablic medical in
»Illations of that city , with a  number of — am  aim IittV  like a  senribta v m h u ,  
years experience as a  Sargoon in (fie voT 1er, bat r t a  m o g e tw o a « » «
untrer servira nod regaler army o f  tbe god a  good boumk«epar( uoa

8ba w ouldn 't do to mt for * photograph 
of Vanns, or Apcllo. «Hi*r. fo r that mat*

nnteer servira and regular army oc toe goo a  gno*
United States. Can be consulted on long n o  aka bee Pom 's dinner  ready »or mm.

hot an the table, whan be 
la  mod and hungry. _ ,

W atM fcovd«|»rtw»oft«ra i * W *

an i call. Th« Dom said he »bun Id be hap 
py to make us a visjf before be went 
borne, and he probably will, though be 
didn't promise to right out. I wish you’d 
drop irrio Jackson’s second-hand furni 
ture store and tell 'em I'll take that 
cheapest sofa bedstead I was looking at 
last week, and to send U up. to my house 
wlthoai dri^y,

We came out on a very wide, pretty 
street.

‘What a pity it is,* said I to a tall, min 
istenal-looking »h»p, who wgs wrestling 
with a ham sandwich on the o rtn  r, ‘ibat 
this beautiful street should be so full cf 
srilors' bo.irdmg bouses; and all tnern 
uuderclotlres banging out of the window 
to dry is re  lly a painful sight.' '

You are under an < rror, my friend,’ 
said the (all unto, ‘those are not sailors’ 
boarding houres. This is Marke! street, 
and what you profanely call underclothes 
ia the bunting of our beloved country 
kisring the sweet breezes of heaven in 
this centennial year. ’ ^

Mrs. Skinner told me if I didn't look 
out, I would be arrested for disloyalty, 
and confined in Fort Lafayette till the 
close of the centennial year.

I ottered » boy ton cents to show me 
where Independence Hall was. i t  was 
here that Paul Revere bung out the lan
terns on ti e tower, leading to the capiture 

f Major Andre, and the execution of 
B< m diet Arnold.

•This ia it ,’ saya the t,oy.
I  gave him the ten cents.
‘ Y«!» a good boy,’ said Mrs. Skin

ner; ‘do you go to Sunday school?'
‘Yessutu,’ said* be, ‘and to nieetin.’ and 

rei>eat the text all over to nty little sister, 
who ia lame and cannot go.'

•Poor th ing .' said Mrs, Skinner, “ tas 
she been so long?'

,Born so, mum. 8o were my thiee other 
sisters, and I have four blind brothers 
We are orpliings, mam, and pa he gets 
drunk and beats us, and *e ain’t had any 
thing to eat for four days and seven 
nights.'

Mrs. Skinner was so overcotre that she 
took the bine cotton stocking in whirl) 
she carries her money out of h< r  reticule 
and gave the boy twenty five cents. When

l o # t  K o w a a  V ’X *  u p t v a r d o  u f  o .  v%,*«

dollars iu that stocking that she saved up 
selling soap grease, but it’s disappeared 
faster than a cabinet officer's character 
before an investigating committee.

1 he first room we went into was a large 
square room, and I knew at once it wa- 
tlte room the Declaration cf Independence 
was signed in,

‘On this spot, Matilda,’ says I . impres
sively, ‘etoo I those noble patriots whose 
names will be torever linked with Amen
can freedom. On this spot------- ’

•This is not Independence Hall,' said a 
grave, elderly gentleman, who stood near 
by. ‘This is I he court house. Independ 
er.ee Hall ia— ——*

But I didn't wait to hear any more. I 
strode ont in gloomy disgust, and haven’t 
said a word about Am> ricto fr> eiotn since. 
If I find that bov there will be one mort 
cripple in his family.

We found Independence Hall, however, 
and saw the famous liberty bell. Mrs. 
Skinner was disappointed in this. She 
had heard so much about it, she expected 
to see a great, handsome, shiny bell.

•It’s a reg 'iar imposition.* says she. 
The old, rickety,brass thing,and cracked 

besides It ain *t fit to show to company
and wants s good dose of soap-suds and 
elbow-grease to make it decent.'

I reasoned with ber. Sa.d I :  ‘Mrs. S-, 
this bell has a history. I t  is not rained 
for its intrinsic worth, but for the hallow, 
ed associoations which cluster around it,' 
etc., etc.

Hallowed fiddlesticks!’ said she. ‘You 
always was an old idiot.'

I will admit,’ said I, ‘that at times I've 
had idiotic spells. 'T whs only a few brief 
summers ago that I was an artb-ss wid
ower, beloved by all who knew me. My 
first wife's tombstone was paid for, and 
i bad a good head of hair. In an evil 
hour yon, Matilda Jane Baxri-r that was, 
went borne with me. Since then-— '

But she iateirupted me by stopping a 
horse rar. and inserting my ear bet ween 
h'-r thumb and lorefinger, so I  shouldn’t 
lose her, we got in together.

Am E m p r e s s  D r i n k i n g  L a g e r  
B e e r .

[From the Poughkeepsie Eagle.]
In oar report of the visit of Dam 

Pedro to West Point, we noted the fact 
that the Empress and her lady friend. 
Dona Jose fin a Fonseco, Visconde de Bom 
Retira, and Chevalier de Masedo, did not 
cross the Hirer at Garrison's to inspect 
the United Butes military po ts, pleading 
fatigue and needed rest from lour journey
ing*. Hardly bad Hi» M je-ty. the Em 
perer reached Gen. Roger’s headquarters 
when the Empress and Dona Jos- fine, 
with tbair male friends, a  ighud iron» the 
Wagner drawingroom ear, and mad« 
their way leisurely to the nearest grocery. 
The Empress seated b* rself upon the 
s'épsof the aforesaid grocery, with Dona 
Jomllna by her aide, and the male attend 
ants celle«- for lager lor four.

I never oould enjoy po* try when I’m 
cookin',” sold on old lady.”  but whea I  
sup ont to feed (he hogs and h ’iet myself 
onto the fence, and throw my soul into a 
tew lines o f 'CAp'a Jinks,' it doe« seam s 
if  Ihn airtk was mode to live on after all".

Chorlit Rosa, the long missiog boy, has 
pin W M  IB llta anefoee, L-T Uhaii* 

r a le

A B L A C K  H I L L S  ttO X A ^ L ’E

T h e  A d v e n t u r e  o f  U n e  o f  G e n .  
C r o o k ’s  S c o u t s —R e s c u in g  a  

P r is o n e r  a n d  F in d in g  a
W  l ie .

Old Jimmy Kannon is the hero of a ro
mance. A r< al, complete, natural romance 
—one that fias never b'en io print. The 
old man loves to tell it, au<l tie main de
tails have been fully corroborated by 
others. His romance is as follows : A 
few years ago Jimmy was loitering about 
Fort Laramie, receiving his $5 per day as 
Government scout and interpreter. One 
evening the post was startled by the re
port that an emigrant train lad been m*s 
sacred about two miles aid a half from 
the fort Worse than all a vhite woman, 
a Miss Mary Brand bad ben carried off 
by the Sioux. Kannon »oluoleered as 
guide for a company of cavalry. At 
d «rk the cavalry baited for tb«* night in a 
tfS’-’ine about feu miles northwest of fort 
Laramie, on the R twhide tail. All tbe 
while me in the train on tie Platte had 
been massacred and no one tad been left 
to tell the story except an Irehman, who 
di< d soon after bciug found. :ie had b*en 
fishing with Miss Brand sane distance 
from the main çamp, wlren tie Indian at
tack was made. From hint Ktnnon learn
ed enough >o su'isfy him tiret the 8i«»ux 
had gone over to Rawhide Ri»er. There 
he resolved to go alone and aleari of the 
sol tiers, and if possible effect a reset!'- 
He reached the Indian camp about mid
night, and secured his pony to a bush in 
the valley, and soon afitrwatd crawled 
into tlte lndiau camp. His long ref id -nee 
with the Indians t>ug*it him where to 
look for the captive. He was soon lying 
fiat on his IteUy in the rear of the lodge 
containing Miss Braod. He found one 
old squaw sitting in front of the lodge, 
humming a doleful tiirsjc, nn<t on rising 
to the « dge of the tep> e or lodge he dis
covered another old hag sea'ed near a 
small fire feeding a feeble fl'inte with 
straws. He also s i wt he  captive white 
woman lying with h-r head to the 
outside of the tepee, le*s linn two feet 
away. He wbi-pered words of caution

I I I !  C l 'C T I  IrtJ U iw -V ) U *  -• '* «  * ^ | | P  p t n r t r d  U |J

in alarm. This startled both the squaws, 
and the one on tbe outside walked round 
to the rear of the h'dge, where she met a 
sudden and silent death at the hands of 
tbe old scout. The other squaw suspect 
ing something wrong, gave th< alarm. 
Quiek as a Hash Kannon raised up the 
edge of the lodge and drew out the o p -  
tive, and throwing her upon hi3 shoulder 
made a t'asli out into the darkness. The 
camp was soon in an uproar. Bat Kan 
non made bis escape with his horse, al 
though an arrow had pierced his body 
through. He took a course eastward down 
the Rawhide, while tbe Indians started 
toward Fort Laramie, which Was due 
southward from their camp. Finding 
himself ge ting weak from loss of blood, 
Kannon drew form the arrow which had 
passed his body and projected out in 
front, and filled his buekvkin shirt around 
the wounds with wet mud, and then con
tinued his flight. At daylight.be found 
himself on tnejhead of,Dry Cotton-wood 
creek, twelve miles from Laramie. But 
the Indians were] between him and tlte 
fort. He kept out of'sighr, and saw them 
meet and engage the”soWiera he h»d left 
tbe night before, and made his way half 
dead to Fort Laramie w thont being dis
covered by tbe Indians.

THE SEQUEL.

The result is soon told. Kanne» was 
taken into the post hospital and hi* *.ur 
was Miss Brand, the rescued white woman. 
She stood by the side of the prisoner un* 
til he recovered, and being without 
friends or home, all having been taken 
from her in the massacre, she married the 
old scout. Mrs. Kennon liyes in Keytes- 
ville, a station on the North Missouri 
Railroad, where she wails longingly for 
this cruel war to end. Jimmy Kannon is 
now with Gen* Crook, aud is one of bis 
most trusted scouts. He is the last sur 
vivor o( the massacre of the Almo, where 
his parents were killed. His early life, 
up to the time he reached the age of man 
hood, a as spent with the Comanche*, 
who, with Genera) Bants, massacred Davy 
Croekett and his brave band at San An 
touio.

Look ! how silent a brave form lies!
The suit glares down from the tearless 

sky.
No soft bard touches the matted hair,
No lips of woman are resting there.

Only a veteran, stern and dim. 
Pauses « while with eyes grown dim.

There’s a pictured face on the blood
stained grass.

O'er the smiling eyes no shadows pass.

O n e  o f  t h e  T f ir e e

F  ir away on tl^e wild frontier 
Stand* the cot of the pioneer.

Loud he calls to the soldier bands,
“Drive ye the savage from our land !”

Tbe word is giyeo, the charge is led,
t ■ u p  , v u  w n  g i v a m  „ f i l l  »UC UMU vjri

dead.

Hark ye) what is tbs sound that swells? 
0 rack of rifle and savage yells!

Poisoned arrows and hissing shot 
Pour from tbe ambush thick and hot.

Red bio.id, flowing from manly veins, 
Dyes with crimson thç burning plains.

W H I T E W A S H .

T o i

work, while tolling nine-pins or climbing 
„  _ , Mount Blanc is only amusement. Thçr*\
S a w y e r  a D is c o v e r y  i n  j are wealthy gentlemen in England who;

There are other eyes that are dim with 
tears,

That will smile no more tbe coming 
years.

That turn in pain frum&the cheerless 
moon

As the weeks bring rouud the month of 
June,

And lip: that whisper a simple name 
That has never rung on the blast of 

fame.
[Harper’s Weekly.

F r ie n d s  i n  P r o s p e r i ty -
One of the hardest trials of those who 

fall from allluence and honor to poveriv 
and obscurity, is the discovery that the 
attachment of so many in whom they 
confided was a pretense, a mask, to g >in 
their own ends, or was a miserable sbal 
lowness. Sometimes, doubtless, it is with 
regret that these trivolous followers of 
the world would desert those upon whom 
.U.» » « u u i ,  «»a« mey soon forget
diem- Flies leave tbe kitchen when the 
dishes are ea.pty. The parasites that 
cluster about the favorite'of fortune, to 
•rallier his gtfis and climb by his aid, 
linger with the sunshine but scatter at 
tin: approach of a storm, as leaves d u  g 
to a tree in summer weather, but leave it 
naked to the stinging blast. Like ravens 
retried down to a banquet, and suddtnly 
-cared by a noise, bow quickly »t the first 
sound of calamity these superficial earth 
lings are mere specks on the horizon 
But a true friend sits in the centre and :a 
for all times. Our need only reveals him 
more fully, and binds him more closely 
to ns. Prosperity and adversity are 
both revealers. the difference being th«l 
in the former our friends know us, in 
the latter we know them.

But notwithstanding the incincerity 
and greediness prevailing among men, 
there is a vast deal more o t esteem and 
fellow yearning than is ever outwardly 
shown. There are more examples of an 
adulterated affection, more deedaof silent 
love and magnanimity than is usually 
supposed. Oar misfortunes bring to oar 
side real friends, before unknown. Ben- 
ovolent impulsed, where we could not 
expect them, in modest privacy, enact 
many a scene of beautiful wouder amidst 
plaudits of angels.

H a in a n  M a tu re .

[From Mark Twain’s New Book.] 
Tom 8awy»r, having offended bis sole 

guardian, Aunt Polly, is by that sternly

whitewash the fence in front of the gar 
den. The world seemed a sort of hollow 
mucker}’ to Tom, who had planned fun 
lor that day, and who knew he would tie 
the laughing stock of all the boys a* 
they tame past and saw him set to work 
like a ‘‘nigger. ”  But a great inspiration 
burst in upon him, and be went tranquil
ly to work. What that inspiration was 
will appear from what follows. One oi 
the boys, Rogers, came by and p «ure 
s. eating a particularly fine apple. Tom 

does not see him. Ben stated a moment 
and then said:

•Hi-yi ! You’re up a stump, ain’t you?” 
No answer. Tim surveyed his Inst 

touch with the eye of an artist, then he 
gave another gentle sweep, and surveyed 
the result as before. Ren. ranged up 
alongside of him. Tom’s mouth watered 
for the apple, but he stuck to his work. 
Ben said:

‘Hello, old chap. You’ve got to work, 
he) !’

'W hy, it’s you, Ben. I  wasn’t notic
ing.’

‘Say, I ’m going in a-swimming, I am. 
Don’t you wish you could ? But, of 
course, you’»! druther work, wouldn’t 
you? Course you vould. ’

Tom contemplated the| boy a 'hit, and 
said :

‘What do you call wo\k ?’
•Why, ain’t that work?*
Tom resumed his whitewashing, at d 

answered carelessly:
•Weil, may be it is, and may be it ain’t. 

All 1 know is, it suits ’font Savvy» r .’
‘O, come now, you don’t meau to let 

on that you like it ?’
The brush continued to move.
Like it ? Well I d o n ’ r see why I 

oughtn't to like it. Does a boy get a 
chance to whitewash a fence every day?’ 

This put the tb'ng in a new light. 
Ben stopped nibbling his apple. Tom 
Swept hlS brush »laïntlljr Savt» .u\t 
sri-pped back to note the efleef ; add'd a 
touch, here and there, criticised rite« ff* ct 
again, Ben watching every move, and 
getting more and more interested, more 
and more absorbed. Presently he said: 

‘S»»y, Tom, 1» t me whit' wash a little.’ 
Tom considered; was about to cousent, 

but altered bis nund.
‘No, no, I reckon it wouldn’t do, Ben. 

You se- . Aunt Polly’s swfnl particular 
about this fence— right here on the street, 
you know—but if it was the back fence 
I wouldn't mind, a< d she wouldn’t

drive foure-horse passenger coaches twen
ty or thirty miles on a daily line in tha 
■ummer, because the privilege costs con
siderable money, but if they were offered

w & r  itèfvrw nitM sigrf ;

A  R ic h  H am  o n  R i c h ç ^

The following story, says the Wayside, 
is told of J  tcob Ridgeway, a wealthy 
citizen of Philadelphia, who died many 
years ago, leaving a fortune of five or six 
million dollars.

Mr. Ridgeway,’ said a young man, 
with whom the millionaire was convers
ing, 'yon are to be envied more than any 
man I know.’

‘Why so?’ responded Mr. Ridgeway, 
I am not aware of any cause for which 

I should be particularly envied.'
‘What, sir!’ exclaimed the young B&an, 

in astonishment. * Why you are a mill
ionaire ! Thmk of the thousands your 
income brings you every month.’

‘Well, what of that!’ replied Mr. R>; 
•All I get out of it is my victuals and 
clo'bes, and I can 't eat more than one 
man’s allowance, or wear more than one 
suit at the same time. Pray can’t you do 
as much?’

‘Ah, b\p think of the hundreds of fins 
houses yon owu and the rental they bring 
you.’

What better am I  off for that?’ re. 
plied tfie vi.çb. n\an. ‘I  can only live in 
one house at a time ; as for the money I 
receive for rents, why, I  can’t eat it or 
wear it; le a n  only use it to buy other 
I'ouacs for others to live iu. They we the 
beneficiaries, not I.'

•But yon can buy costly furniture and 
mostly pictures, and fine carriages, and 
horses; in fact anythii g you desire.’

But after l bave bought them?’ re
sponded Mr. R., ‘what then? I can look; 
at the furniture and picture*—and tha 
poorest man who is not bjipd. cap do the 
-ante. I  can ride no easier in a fine car* 
iage than you can In an omnibus fur five 

c  uts, with the trouble of attending to 
drivers, footmen nnd hostlers; and as to 
a n y t h i n g  )  d o ç îr o ,  X t*»11 y o u ,  y u M n g  UiAQ^ 

that the less we desire in this world tbe 
bnppier we shall be. AU my wealth can
not bay me a single day more of life, and 
cannot purchase exemption from sickness 
and pain; it cannot procure me the power 
to keep off the hour of death; and what 
will it av ril when in a few short years at 
most I mutt lie down in the gnve ar,d 
leave it all forever? Young man, yoq 
have uo cause to envy me.’

Yes, she’s awful particular about this 
fence. I t ’s got to be done very careful. 
I reckon there ain’t one boy in a thous 
and, may be two thousand, that can do i< 
in the way it’s got to be done,'

‘No—is that so? Oh, come now; let 
me just try, only just a little. I ’d let yen 
if you was me, Tom.'

•Ben, I’d like to. honest Injun ; but 
Annt Polly—well, Jim wanted to do R, 
but she wouldn't let him. 8id wa»fed 
to do it, but sbe wouldn’t let Sid. Now. 
don’t you see how I’m [fixed ? if  you 
Was to tackle this fence and anything was 
to happen to it’—

H n w  h e  G e t  a  C a k e .
A small boy with a very sharp nose 

baited before a baker’« window the other 
day and took a long look at the cakes. He 
finally entered, andleaningovei the conn 
ter remarked : “ If you was a boy. you 
know, do yon know wb *t I’d do?”  The 
baker oonfessad his ignorance. ‘‘Well, if 
yoo was a boy you know, you'd be hun
gry. and if y»u came into my shop, you 
know. I'd  bond yon out a cake for noth 
ing, you know, ami when you got to be a 
mao you’d buy all you could of me, you 
know, and you’d get everybody else to 
tiade with me, for you'd remember liow 
I gave you a cake, you know, and you’d 
want to pav me Imck.” No lawyer could 
have put the case plainer; and tha baker 
gave tbe boy a cake, van know.

The seed ot sunflowers is the most 
healthy feed that can b<* given to horses 
in Winter and Spring; halt » prat a day 
keeps ih r e  in health and spirited, with 
aleak coat, and more so im» ted than any 
other feed. It prevents ••beeves”  and 
suma other disc«*«*.—Maryland Farmer.

N i g h t
Night! The pulse of tbe great city 

.ies stiil. The echo of hurrying feet hits 
long since died away. The maiden 
dreams ot her lover; the wife of her ab
sent husband ; the sick, of lie j 1th ; the 
captive, of freedom. Softly falls the 
moonlight on those qniet dwellings ; yet 
under those roofs are hearts th»t ore 
throbbing and breaking with misery, too 
hopeless for tears ; tor bent before their 
time with crushing sorrow; lips that 
never «mile, save when some mocking 
dream comes to render tbe morrow’s 
w.iking tenfold more bitter. There, on 
a mother’s faithful breast, calm and beau
tiful, lies the holy brow of infancy. O. 
could it bat pass away thus, ere the bow 
of promise bad ceased to span its future! 
—ere that serenest »ky be darkened with 
lowering clouds!—ere that loving bear 
shall feel the death-pang ot despair!

There, too. sits Remorse, clothed in 
purple and fine linen,'* ‘‘the worm that 
never dieth,’* hid in its shining folds. 
Thera tbe weary watcher by tbe conch of 
paid, the dull ticking of the clock 6trik 
tug to the heart a nameless terror. With 
straining eye its hours are counted; with 
net vous head the draught that firings on 
healing is held to tbe pallid lip.

The measured tread of the watchman 
as he passes bis rounds, tbe distant ram* 
trie of the coach, perchance the disjoint
ed fragment of n song from bacchanalia' 
lips along breaks the solemn stillmess 
At such sn hour, serions thoughts, like 
unbidden guests rash in. Life appears 
like the dream it is. Eternity the wakrag, 
and involuntarily, the most csreles-* eye 
looks op appealingly to Him by whom 
tbe bain  ol onr heads are all numbered.

Blessed night ! Wrap thy dark mantle 
round these weary earth pilgrims! Over 
them all tbe “ Eye that never alumbreth.” 
keepeth its tireless watch. Never a flat 
taring sigh escape" a bamaa breast un
heard by that pitying «or. Never an an 
spoken prayer for help that finds not its

Now, lemme try. Bay— I ’ll give you tin 
core of my apple. ’

Well. here. No, Ben, now don’t! 
I'm afeared’ —

*1 ’ll give you nil of it. *
Tom gave vp tbe brush with reluctance 

in his face, bu; alacrity in bis heart. And 
while Ben worked and sweat' d in the 
sun, the retired artist sat on a barrel in 
tbe shed close by, dangling bis legs, 
munching bis apple, and planning tbe 
slaughter of more innocenta. There

C o s t e r ’s  B e tr a y e r ,

A new version of the Custer fight has 
just been learned, being the story related 
»>y a s'-rgeant of the 6th I" f  »ntry. He
aasi rts that Custer was h-d into a sn iro 
by the treachery of a Crow scout named 
Orosa. This scout, with the guides. Ger
ard and Jackson, ware all who escape«! 
from the massacre.

It ia said that Cross went oat to recon« 
noitre by Caster rbe night before the bat
tle, and that he returned in the morning 
and reported the Indian village a small 
one, and one that offered an easy victory. 
Then followed the disastrous charge and 
wholesale massacre. The Indians were

•Ob, shucks. I’ll be just as careful. informed and aware of Custer’s in
tentions, and had made every preparation 
to give him a warm reception. Every* 
thing was done, and breastworks of wil
low brush had been thrown up, behind 
which tbe Indians could pick off tbe sol« 
diers without being seen.

Further evidence has been obtained 
proving that white men were with tbe In
diana Reno'a men say they heard Eng« 
lish spoken frequently in the Indian ranks 
during their fight One of the Indians 
shot by R< no’s men was found to be a

was no lack of material ; boys happened wbile man with a long beard, wearing an
Indian mask. A bugler who was dishon
orably discharged from the 2nd Infantry 
in 1806, is also believed to be with them. 
During the fight he blew the calls severe)

along every little while; they came to 
jeer, but remain' d to whitewash. By the 
time Ben was fagged oat, Tom had trad
ed the next chance to Billy Fisher for s 
kite in good repait ; and when he played limes.—Cheyenne Lea er. 
out, Johnny Milier bought in for a dead 
rat and a string to swing it with ; and so 
ou hour after hour. And when the mid
dle of the aft' moon came, from being a 
poverty-stricken boy in the morning,
Tom was literally rolling in wealth. He 
had, beside the things 1 have mentioned.

We m u t  not forget that much which 
the world calls greatness, is only glitter 
»nd show. Men call Bonaparte great, but 
they forget that he whined out tbe l u t  
year.« of his life in pitiful complainings
and restless misery. Ungodly men in 

twelve marbles, part of a Jewsharp, a business, in office, often seem prosperous.
piece of blue bottle glass to look through,, but their proeperity Is like tbe lofty oak 
a spool cannon, a key that wouldn’t nn 'bol ta hollow at »he heart. When tha

Qwnen Victoria prsoontly conduct» a
SuT.d»y School for the duidraa cofl’ractedjpiiying rageaM  la  th t  hum a «f Ia fla ite 
with WiadnxltaeUa.

lock anything, a fragment ot chalk, a 
glass stopper of a decanter, a tin soldie*. 
a  couple of tadpoles, six fire crackers, a 
kitten with only one eye, a brass door 
knob, a dog collar—but no dog, tbe hen 
die of a  knife, four pieces of orange peel, 
spd a dilapidated old window sash. H» 
bad a nice, good, idle time all the w h ile - 
plenty of company—and the feuce bad 
three coats of vhilewash on it! If  h< 
hadn’t run ont of whitewash, fie would 
baye bankrupted every boy in tbe village.

Tom reid to bitaaelf ihai it wasn’t such 
a hollow world after all. He bad dis 
covered a great taw of human action 
without knowing it, namely, that ie or 
der ia snake a man or boy covet a thing, 
it i« only necessary to make the thing 
difficult to attain. If  be had been 
great §ad v ise philosopher, like tue 
writer of this book, he would now have 
comnrehetided that work consists of 
whatever a  body la obliged to do, aud that 
plav constata ot whatever a body is not 
obliged to do. And this wnaid help him 
•o understand why eonalructing artificial
Aon«» or perforata«« « ueoflaiu ta

tornado comes it is tbe first to go down. 
Nor must we lorget that that I» often the 
truest success, which men set down as a  
failure. Men would have counted Paul’s 
life a failure, a preacher of a despised 
sect, driven from place to place, oft 
hooted and soiled by mobs, and at last 
beheaded by Nero, yet who would not 
rather to-day be Paul tliaa Alexander the 
Great f  And if over an earnest life 
seemed to the world to go ont in failure, 
it was when Jesna of N*?areth aban
doned fiy h>s friends, made the laughing
stock of rabble in tbe streets, ended his 
life amid mockery and scorn on Calvary,

A little girl wee asked what was the 
meaning of tb# word happy. She gave a 
w ry pretty answer, saying, I t is to feel as 
if you wanted lo give up all your tkiugt 
to your little stater.”

Homebody with a foadoesA for ahtatatlee 
has found out that in tha New Testam-nt 
there ore 831 quotations from the Old, 
Die books moat quoted Ivon in  Imtah, 
Wfi, l t d  n o t a *  191,
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