
T H E LOTUS PJLANTER. 
A Ikahmin on a lotus p:>d 
Once wrote the holy name of God. 

Then, planting it, he asked in prayer 
For some new fruit, unknown and lair. ' 

A Slave near by, who bore a load 
Fell tainting on the dusty read. 

The Brahmiu, pitying, straightway ran 
And lilted up the fallen man. 

The deed scarce done, he stood aghast 
At touching one beucatli his caste. 

"Behold," he cried, "I am unclean; 
My hands have clasped the vile and 

mean t" 

God saw the shadow on his face, 
Ana wrought a miracle of grace. 

The buried seed arose from death 
And bloomed and fruited at his breath. 

The stalk bore up a leaf of green, 
Whereon these mystic words weie seen : 

•'First, conntmen all of equal caste-
Then count thy&elf the least and last." 

The Brihmiii, with bewildered brain, 
Beh-'ld the will of God writ plain. 

Transfigured then in sudden light, 
The Slave stood sacied in His sight 1 

Theiealterin the Brahmin's breast 
Abode God's peace, and he was blest. 

—THEODORE Tn/ron. 

PEMBERTON MILL. 
The Crashing Paral le l of Fal l River 

Folly in 1800—Wafc«achu*ell» haw 
n o Slave Pen* but He l l for it* Op
eratives—A Reminder that History 
Repeats Its d isasters . 

The accounts of the fearful tragedy 
of Fall River has recalled to the minds 
of most of our readers, doubtless, the 
terrible destruction of the Pemberton 
Mill, nt Lawrence, Massachusetts, Jan
uary 10, 1860. On that day, while 
the machinery of the mill was in 
motion, the main building fell; with* 
out warning, and a conflagration' 
soon after broke out in the ruins. Of 
760 persons in the building at the time 
77 were killed, and 135 injured, of 
whom 14 subsequently died. The 
cause of the disaster was the faulty 
construction of the iron pillars which 
supported the floor timbers, and the 
lack of adhesive power in the mortar. 
In the Atlantic Monthly of March, 
1868, Miss Elizabeth Stuart Phelps 
gave a thrilling and vivid description of 
the disaster in a story entitled "The 
Tenth of January." extracts from 
which will be found of deep interest in 
this connection. 

The silent city steeped and bathed 
itself in rose tints; the river ran red 
and the snow crimsoned on the distant 
New England hills; Pemberton, mute 
and cold, frowned across the disc of the 
climbing sun and dipped, as she had 
se*en it dip before, with blood. The day 
broko softly, the snow melted and the 
wind blew warm from the river. 

# # # # 
Sene was a little dizzy this morning 

—the constant palpitation of the floors 
always made her dizzy, after a wakeful 
night—and so her colored threads 
danced out of place and troubled her. 

Del Ivory, working beside her, said : 
"How the mill shakes ! What's going 
on?" 

"It's the new machinery they're hist-
ing in," observed the overseer, care
lessly. "Great improvement, but very, 
very heavy ; they calc'late on getting 
it all into place to-day." 

The wind began at last to blow chilly 
up the staircases and in at the cracks; 
the melted drifts out under the walls to 
harden; the sun dipped above the 
dam; the mill dimmed slowly; shad
ows crept down between the frames. 

"It's time for the lights," said Meg 
Match, and swore a little at her spools.. 

"Del," said Sene, "I think to-mor
row"— 

She stopped. Something strange 
happened to her frame; it jarred, 
buzzed, snapped; the threads un
twisted and flew out of place. 

"Curious !" she said and looked up. 
Looked up to see her overseer turn 

wildly, clap his hands to his head, and 
fall; to hear a shriek from Del that 
froze her blood; to sec the solid ceiling 
gape above her; to see the walls and 
windows stagger; to see iron pillars 
reel, and vast machinery throw up its 
giant arms, and a tangle of human 
faces blanch and writhe! She sprang 
as the floor sunk. As pillar after pil
lar gave way, she bounded up an inclin
ed plane, with the gulf yawning after 
her. It gained upon her; beyond were 
the stairs and an open door; she threw 
out her arms and struggled on with 
hands and knees,tripped in the gearing, 
and saw, as she fell, a square oaken 
beam above her yield and crash; it was 
of a fresh, red color; she dimly wonder
ed why; es she felt her hands slip, her 
knees slide, support, time, place, and 
reason go utterly out. 

At ten minutes belore 5, on Tuesday, 
the 10th of January, the Pemberton 
Mill, all hands being at the time on 
duty, fell to the ground. 

So the record flashed over the tele
graph wires, sprang into large type in 
the newspapers, passed from lip to lip, 
a nine days' wonder, gave place to the 
successful candidate and the muttering 
South, and was forgotten. 

Who shall say what it was te the 750 
souls who were buried in the ruins? 
What to the eighty-eight who died that 
death of exquisite agony ? What to 
the wrecks of men and women who en
dure even to this day a life that is worse 
than death ? What to the architect 
and engineer who, when the fatal pil
lars were first delivered to them for in
spection, had found one broken under 
their eyes, yet accepted the contract 
and built with them a mill whose thin 
wall and wide, unsupported Stretches 
could never keep their place unaided ? 
One that we love may go to the battle 
ground, and we are ready for the worst; 
we have said our good-by; our hearts 
wait and pray; it is his life, not his 
death, which is the surprise. But that 
he should go out to his safe, daily com* 
monplace occupation, unnoticed and 
uncaressed, scolded a little, perhaps, 
because he leaves the door open and 
tells us how cross we are this morning, 
and they bring him up the steps, 
and by, a mangled mass of death and 
horror—that is hard. 

Scne's father heard, at twenty min
utes of five, what he thought to be the 
rumble of an earthquake under his very 
feet, and stood with bated breath wait
ing for the crash. As nothing further 
appeared to happen he took his stick 
and limped out into the street. A 
crowd surged through it from end to 
end. Women with white lips were 
counting the mills. Pacific, Atlantic, 
Washington—Pemberton, Where was 
Pemberton? Where Pemberton'had 
Mazed with its lamps last night, and 

hummed with its iron lips this noon, a boots, 
cloud of dust, black, silent, horrible, ly: 
puffed a hundred feet into the air. 

Asenath opened her^cyes after a time. 
Beautiful green and purple lights had 
been dancing about her. but she had 
had no thoughts. It occurred to her 
now that she must have struck upon 
the head. The church clocks were 
striking eight. A bonfire, which had 
been built at a distance to light the 
citizens in the work of rescue, cast a 
little gleam in through the debris 
across her hands, which lay clasped 
together at her side. One of her fin
gers, she saw, was gone; it was the 
linger which had held Dick's little 
engagement ring. The red beam lay 
across her forehead, and drops dripped 
from it upon her eyes. Her feet, still 
tangled in the gearing which had 
tripped her, were buried beneath a pile 
of bricks. A broad piece of floor
ing, that had fallen slantwise, roofed 
her in, and saved her from the mass 
of iron work overhead, which would 
have crushed the breath out of Hercules. 
Fragments of looms, shafts, and pillars 
were in heaps about. Some one whom 
she could not see was dying just behind 
her. A little girl who worked in her 
room—a mere child—was crying, be
tween her gi oans, for her mother. Del 
Ivory sat in a little open space, cushion
ed about with reels of cotton; she had a 
shallow gash upon her cheek; she was 
wringing her hands. They were at 
work from the outside, sawing en
trances through the labyrinth of rlanks. 
A dead woman lay close by, and Sene 
saw them draw her out. One of the 
pretty Irish girls was crushed quite out 
of sight; only one hand was free, she 
moved it feebly. They could hear her 
calling for Jimmy Mahoney, Jimmy 
Mahoney; and would they be sure and 
give him back the hander chief? Poor 
Jimmy Mahoney! By and by she 
called no more, and in a little while the 
hand was still. The other side of the 
slanting flooring some one prayed 
aloud. She had a little baby at home. 
She was asking God to take care of it 
lor her. "For Christ's sake," she said. 
Sene waited long for the amen, but it 
was never ppoken. Beyond they dug a 
man out from under a dead body un
hurt. He crawled to his feet and broke 
into furious blasphemies. * * * * 
Del cried presently that they were cut
ting them out. The glare of the bon
fire struck through an opening; saws 
and axes flashed; voices grew distinct. 
The opening broadened, brightened; 
the sweet night wind blew in; the safe 
night sky shone through. Sene's 
heart leaped within her. Out in the 
wind and under the sky she should 
stand again after all. She worked her 
head from under the beam and raised 
herself upon her elbow. At that mo
ment she heard a cry— 

"Fire! fire! God Almighty help 
them! The ruins are on fire !" 

A man working over the debris fiom 
the outside had taken the notion, it be
ing rather dark just then, to carry a 
lantern with him. "For God's sake," 
a voice cried from the crowd, "don't 
stay there with that light." But while 
his voice yet sounded it was the dread
ful fate cf the man with the lantern to 
let it fall—and it broke on the ruined 
mass. That was 9 o'clock. What 
there was to be seen from then till 
morning could never be told or forgot
ten. 

A network, twenty feet high, of rods 
and girders, of beams, pillars, stair
ways, roofing, ceiling, walling, wrecks 
of looms, shafts, twisters, pulleys, bob
bins, mules, locked and intertwined; 
wrecks of human creatures wedged in ; 
a face that you knew turned up at you 
from some pit, which twenty-four hours' 
hewing could not open; a voice that 
you knew crying after you from God 
knows where; a mass of long hair visi
ble here, a foot there, three fingers of 
a hand over there; the snow-bright 
red under foot; charred limbs 
and helpless trunks tossed 
about; strong men carrying covered 
things by you, at sight of which other 
strong men have fainted; the little 
yellow jet that flared up and died in 
smoke, and flared again, leaped out, 
licked the cotton bales, tasted the oiled 
machinery, crunched the netted wood, 
danced on the heaped-up stone, threw 
its cruel arms high into the night, 
roared for joy at helples3 firemen, and 
swallowed wreck, death and life to
gether out of your sight—the lurid 
thing stands alone in the gallery of 
tragedy. * * * * The 
child who had called for her mother be. 
gan to sob out that she was afraid to 
die alone. "Come here, Molly," said 
Sene, "can you crawl around ?" Molly 
crawled around. "Put your head in 
my lap and your arms about my waist 
and I will put my hands in yours—so, 
there ! I guess that's better, isn't it ?" 

But they had not given them up yet. 
In the still unburned rubbish, at the 
right, some one had wrenched an open
ing within a foot of Sene's face. They 
clawed at the solid iron pintles like 
savage things, A fireman fainted in 

The answer came triumphant* 

"To die no more, no more, no mere!" 
"Sene, little Sene!" 

Some one pulled him back. 

JIM BLAINE 

And H i s Grandfather** Old Rank 

the smoke. "Give- it up!" cued the 
crowd from behind. "It can't be done. 
Back!"—then hushed awestruck. An 
old man was crawling along on his 
hands and knees over the heated bricks. 
He was a very old man. His grey hair 
blew about in the wind. 

"I want my little gal," he said. 
Can't anybody tell me where to find 
my little gal ?" 

A rough fellow pointed in perfect si
lence through the smoke. 

"I'll have her out yet. I am an old 
man, but I can help. She's my little 
gal, ye see. Hand me that there dip
per of water; it'll keep her from chok
ing maybe. Now, keep cheery, Sene. 
Your old father'll get ye out. Keep 
up good heart child. That's i t !" 

"It's no use, father. Don't feel bad 
father. I don't mind it very much." 
He hacked at the timber; he tried to 
laugh; he bewildered himself with his 
cheerful words. x 

"No more ye needn't, Senath; for 
it'll be over in a minute. Don't be 
downcast yet. We'll have ye safe at 
home before ye know it. Drink a little 
more water; do now. They'll get at 
ye now, sure!" ** 

But out above the crackle and the 
roar a woman's voice rang like a bell. 

"We're going home to die no more," 
a child's notes quavered in the chorus. 
From sealed and unseen graves, white 
young lips swelled the glad refrain— 

"We're going, going home." 
The crawling smoke turned j ellow, 

turned red, voice after voice broke and 
hushed utterly. One only sang on like 
silver. It flung defiance down at death. 
It chimed into the lurid sky without a 
tremor. For One stood beside her in 
the furnace, and His form was like unto 
the form of the Son of God. Their 
eyes met. Why should not Asenath 
sing?* 

•• 'Senath!" cried the old man out up
on the burning bricks; he was scorched 
now from his gray hair to his patched 

BY MARK TWAIN. 

The boys used to tell me I ought to 
get one Jim Blaine to tell me the stir
ring story of his grandfather's old 
ram, but they always added that I 
must not mention the matter unless 
Jim was drunk at the time—just com
fortably and sociably drunk. They 
kept this up until my curiosity was 
on the rack to hear the story. I got 
to hunting Blaine; but it was of no 
use; the boys always found fault with 
his condition; he was often moderately, 
but never satisfactorily drunk. I never 
watched a man's condition with such 
absorbing interest, such anxious solici
tude ; I never pined to see a man un
compromisingly drunk before. 

At last one evening I hurried to his 
cabin, for I learned that this time his 
situation was such that even the most 
fastidious could find no fault with i t -
he was tranquilly, serenely, symmetri
cally drunk—not a hiccup to mar his 
voice, not a cloud upon his brain thick 
enough to obscure his memory. As I 
entered he was sitting upon an empty 
powder keg, with a clay pipe in one 
hand and the other raised to command 
silence. His face was round, red, and 
very serious; his throat was bare and 
his hair tumbled: in general appear* 
ance and costume he was a stalwart 
miner of the period. On the pine table 
stood a candle, and its dim light re-
scaled "the boys" sitting here and 
there on bunks, candle boms, powder 
kegs, etc. They said: 

"Sh—! Don't speak-—he's going to 
commence." 

THE STORY OF THE OLD RAM. 

I found a seat at once, and Blaine 
said: 

"I don't reckon them times will ever 
come again. There never was a more 
bullier old ram than what he was. 
Grandfather fetched him from Illinois 
—got him from a man by the name of 
Yates—Bill Yates—may be you might 
have heard of him; his father was a. 
deacon—Baptist—and he was a rustler 
too ; a man hnd to get up ruther early 
to get the start of old Thankful Yates: 
it was him put the Greens up to jining 
teams with ray grandfather when he 
moved West. Seth Green was the pick 
of the flock; he married a Wilkerson 
—Sarah Wilkerson—good cretur she 
was—one of the likliest heifers that was 
ever raised in old Stoddard, everybody 
said that knowed her. She could heft 
a bar'l of flour as easy as I can a flap
jack. And spin ? Don't mention it. 
Independent? Humph! When Sile 
Hawkins came a browzing around her, 
she let him know that for all his tin he 
couldn't trot in harness along side of 
her 

"You see, Sile Hawkins was—ne it 
warn't Sile Hawkins after all—it was a 
galoot by the name of Filkins—I disre-
member his first name; but ho was a 
stump—come into pra'r-meeting drunk, 
one night, hooraying for Nixon, becuz 
he thought it was a primary; and old 
Deacon Ferguson up and scooted him 
through the window, and he lit on old 
Miss Jefferson's head, poor old filly. 
She was a good soul—had a glass eye 
and used to lend it to old Miss Wagner, 
that hadn't any, to receive company 
in; it warn't big enough, and when 
Miss Wagner wasn't noticing it would 
get twisted around in the socket, and 
look up maybe, or out to one side, and 
every which way, while t'other one was 
looking as straight ahead as a spyglass. 
Grown people didn't mind it, but it most 
always ir ade the children cry, it was so 
sort of scary. She tried packing it in 
raw cotton, but it wouldn't work, some
how—the cotton would get loose and 
stick out and look so kind of awful that 
the children couldn't stand it no way. 

"She was always dropping it out, and 
turning up her dead-light on the com
pany empty, and making them uncom
fortable, becuz she never could tell 
when it popped out, being blind on that 
side, you see. So somebody would 
have to hunch her and say, 'Your game 
eye has fetched loose, Miss Wagner, 
dear—and then all of them would have 
to sit and wait till hhe jammed it in again 
—wrong side before, as a general thing, 
and green as a bird's egg, being a bash
ful cretur and easy sot back before* 
company. But being wrong side be
fore warn't much difference anyway, 
becuz her own eye was sky-blue, and 
the glass one was yeller on the front 
side, so whichever way she turned it, 
it didn't match nohow. Old Miss Wag
ner was considerable on the borrow, she 
was. When she had a quilting, or 
Dorcas S'iety at her house, she gen'ally 
borrowed Miss Higgins' wooden leg to 
stump around on; it was eonsiderable 
shorter than the other pin, but much 
she minded that. 

"She said she couldn't abide crutches 
when she had company, becuz they 
were so low; said when she had com
pany and things had to be done, she 
wanted to get up and hump herself. 
She was as bald as a jug, and so she 
used to borrow Miss Jacobs' wig—Miss 
Jacobs was the coffin peddler's wife— 
a ratty old buzzard he was, that used 
to go roosting around where people was 
sick, waiting for them *, and there that 
old rip would sit all day in the shade, 
on a coffin that he judged would fit the 
candidate; and if it was a slow custo
mer and kind of uncertain, he'd fetch 
his rations and a blanket and sleep in 
the coffin nights. He was anchored out 
that way, in frosty weather, tor about 
three weeks, once, before ©lu 
place, wailing for him; and after that, 
for as much as two years, Jacobs was 
not on speaking terms with the old 
man, on account of his disappointing 
him. He got one of his feet froze, and 
lost money, too, becuz old Robbins took 
a favorable turn and got well. 

"The next time Robbins got sick, 
Jacobs tried to make up with him, and 
vanished up the same old coffin and 
fetched it along with him, but old Rob
bins was too many for him; he had him 
in, and 'peared to be powerful weak; he 
bought the coffin for ten dollars, and 
Jacobs was to pay it back and twenty 
more besides if Robbins didn't like the 
coffin after he'd tried it. And then 
Bobbins died and at the funeral he 
bursted off the lid and riz up in his 
shroud, and told the parson to let up on 
the performance, becuz he could not 
stand such a coffin as that. You sec he 
had been in a trance once before when 
he was young, and he took the chances 
on another, cal'lating that if he. made 
the trip it was money in hispocket,and 
if he missed fire he couldn't lose a cent. 
And by George he sued Jacob for the 
rhino and got jedgment; and he set up 
the coffin in his back parlor and said 
he 'lowed te take his time, now. It was 

always an aggravation to Jacobs, the 
way that miserable old thing acted. 

»*He moved way back to Indiany 
pretty soon-*went to Wellsville—Wells* 
villo was the place the Hogadoms was 
from. Mighty fine family. Old Mary
land stock. Old Squire Hogadom could 
carry around more mixed licker, and 
cuss better than most any • man I ever 
see. His second wife was the Widder 
Billings—she that was Becky Martin; her 
dam was Deacon Dunlap's first wife. 
Her oldest child, Maria, married a mis
sionary and died in grace—et up by 
the savages. They et him, too, poor 
feller—biledhim. It wasn't the custom, 
so they say, but they explained to 
friends of his'n that went down 
there to bring away his 
things, that they'd tried missionaries 
every other way and never could get 
any good out of 'em—and so it annoyed 
all his relations to find out that that 
man's life was fooled* away just out of a 
dern'd experiment, so to" speak. But 
mind you, there ain't anything ever 
reely lost; everything that people can't 
understand and don't see the reason of 
docs good if you only hold on and give 
it a fair shake ; Providence don't fire 
no blank ca'triges, boys. That there 
missionary's subsistence, unbeknowns 
to himself, actu'ly converted every last 
one of them heathens that took a chance 
at the barbecue. Nothing ever fetched 
them but that. Don't tell me it was 
accident that he was biled. There 
ain't no such thing as an accident. 

"When my Uncle Ltm was leaning 
up agin a scaffolding once, sick or drunk 
or suthin, an Irishman with a hod full 
of bricks fell on him out of the third 
story and broke the old man's back in 
two places. People said it was an ac
cident. Much accident was about that. 
He didn't know what he was there for, 
but he was there for a good object. If 
he hadn't been there the Irishman 
would have been killed. Nobody can 
ever make me belie v 3 anything 
different from that. Uncle 
Lem's dog was there. Why didn't the 
Irishman fall on the dog ? Becuz the 
dog would a seen him a coming and 
stood from under. That's the reason 
the dog warn't appinted. A dog can't 
be depended on to carry out a special 
providenee. Mark my words, it was a 
put-up thing. Accidents don't happen, 
boys. 

"Uncle Lem's dog—I wish you could 
a seen that dog. He was a regular 
shepherd—or ruther he was part bull 
and part shepherd—splendid animal; 
belonged to Parson Ilager before Uncle 
Lem got hiin. F arson Hagar belonged 
to the Western Reserve Uagars; 
prime family, his family; 
his mother was a Watson ; one of his 
sisters married a Wheeler; they settled 
in Morgan county, and he got nipped 
by the machinery in a carpet factory 
and went through, in less than a quar
ter of a minute; his widder bought the 
piece of carpet that had his remains 
wove in, and poople came a hundred 
miles to tend the funeral. There was 
fourteen yards in the piece. She 
wouldn't let them roll him up, but 
planted him just so- -full length. The 
church was middling small where they 
preached the funeral, and they had to 
let one end of the coffin stick out of the 
window. They didn't bury him—they 
planted one-end, and let him stand up, 
same as a monument. And they nailed 
a sign on it, an* put—put on it—sacred 
to—the m-e-m-o-r-y—of fourteen 
y-a-d-s—of three-ply—car—pet—con
taining all that was—m-o-r-t-a-1—of— 
of—of--of—W-i-1-l-ia-m W-h-e—." 

Jim Blane had been growing gradually 
drowsy and drowsier—his head nodded 
once, twice,three times—dropped peace
fully upon his breast, and he fell tran
quilly to sleep. The tears were run
ning down the boys' cheeks—they were 
suffocating with suppressed laughter— 
and had been from the start, though I 
had never noticed it. I perceived that 
I was "sold." I learned then that Jim 
Blane's peculiarity was that whenever 
he reached a certain state of intoxica
tion no human power could keep him 
from setting out, with impressive unc
tion, to tell about a wonderful adven
ture which he once had had with grand
father's old ram— and the mention of 
the ram in the first sentence was as far 
as any man had heard him get concern
ing it. He always maundered off in
terminably from one thing to another 
till his whisky got the best of him, and 
he fell asleep. What the thing was 
that happened to him and his grand
father's old ram is a dark mystery to 
this day, for nobody has yet found out. 

THEFABMANDHOUSEHOLD 
Prac t i ca l Suggestions. 

Hints for Horsekeepers.- - A saddle 
put on loosely, with a slack girth, is 
very irritating to a horse, and soon pro
duces a sore back. A harness kept soft 
and pliable with good neatsfoot oil will 
last almost a lifetime. It is stronger, 
because slightly elastic, and will seldom 
wear off the hair. A horse left uncov
ered when not in exercise will soon grow 
a heavy coat of coarse hair. This be
comes a hindrance to rapid motion, and 
should be prevented by judicious blank
eting. Your horse's shoes will hold on 
longer if the clinches arc not weakened 
by the file in finishing. Insist that the 
file does not touch the end of the nail 
where turned over. Some horses have 
a habit of stepping on one side of their 
feet, perhaps to avoid pressure on a 
hidden corn. That part of the shoe 
exposed to severe wear should be pro
tected with steel. All carriage shafts 
of right construction should allow the 
body of the animal perfect freedom, and 
only touch at the well-padded saddle, 
and full collar. An over-reaching horse 
—one whose hind feet are frequently 
hitting the forward shoes—should wear 
heavy shoes forward and light ones be
hind. The theory is, that the heavier 
hoof will be thrown a little farther ahead 
at each step than the lighter ones. 

FALL HOUSE CLEANING. 

fol-
fall 

A Po l i sh Wedding In Wisconsin. 

When a Polish maiden gets married, 
the more noise and excitement there is 
gotten up for her amusement, the bet
ter she likes it. Yesterday, a wedding, 
after the Polish style, was celebrated in 
the first ward at St. Hedwig's 'church. 
A porcession was formed and marched 
through the principal streets of the lo
cality to the tune of national airs and 
the firing of guns. First came the band 
(which, in some cases, ranks according 
to the old gentleman's purse); second, 
the bride and groom, followed by the 
bridesmaids and groomsmen; then the 
parents, relatives and invited guests! 
followed in couples. A number of boys 
were scattered from the house to the 
church, and they kept up a continuous 
firing of guns and pistols. When the 
procession arrived at the church, the 
band stepped aside and the party en
tered and was seated according to 
marching order. The bride and groom 
then took their places in front of the 
altar, attended by the bridesmaids and 
groomsmen. The cereraeny was 
short, and at the close tbe 
young man put his arms around 
the young woman's waist and gave her 
a squeeze and a kiss. At that moment 
some one inside gave warning to the 
boys outside, and a fearful discharge of 
light artillery ensued just as the kiss 
was given. The band began to play, 
and all marched out of the church and 
through the streets to the place from 
whence they started, the band playing 
anitata boys firing during the march. 
All of these weddings are alike. The 
bride is generally dressed in white, and 
if there is not a veil in the family she 
buys or borrows one- The men wear 
long serge coats, doubtless made dur
ing the reign of John Sobieski, and 
some of the women vcar dresses of the 
same material. The young married 
man, if he is able, has a store coat. 
After dinner the ^drinking of beer com
mences, and then dancing ensues. On 
a table in one corner^of the room is a 
dish, into which every one who dances 
with the bride is expected to deposit a 
small sum of money, generally twenty-
five or fifty oants, which is the bride's 
dower. The fun is usually kept up till 
morning. This was the-case with yes
terday's ceremonies.—^Milwaukee Wis
consin. '" 

—Hess & Hcgman's cabinet factory, 
Brooklyn, N. Y., bnrncdfSunday night. 
Loss $30,000. 

ents some time since made the startling 
announcement that on an average they 
did not do over two months' work be* 
fore they were worn out,—estimating 
that two weeks' labor was got out of 
them each year, and that in four years 
they were used up. Now this 
ought not so to be, and yet it is on a 
par with much of the farming in the 
West. Build a shelter, be it "ever so 
cheap, and store your machinery in it 
the first thing after getting your grain 
in the stack. Take out the sickle, oil 
it, and lay it away for safe keeping, in 
your house. Clean thoroughly all the 
metal work and rub it over with tal
low, to save rusting, for this not only 
destroys your machine, but causes fric
tion, which will rack it to pieces when 
it is next needed for use. And as soon 
as you can, paint it over. Paint pre
serves your wood and keeps it from sun 
cracks and rot. If it is sheltered and 
painted, and kept from rusting, and the 
nuts properly screwed up when in use, 
a good harvester will last a dozen years 
with occasional renewal of the sickle." 

The new York Times gives the 
lowing hints as to how to make 
house cleaning easy. It says: 

We must not have all the carpets 
taken up at once, and the whole house 
in an uproar, but only devote two days 
in a week to the operation, or, if more 
desirable, only one. For instance, take 
Thursday as the cleaning day, and com
mence with the attic. Sweep it thor
oughly, first brushing down all its walls 
and destroying all of the spiders' and 
wasps' nests that can be found. Wash 
the windows with weak tea,having saved 
all the leaves used during the week,and 
then boiled them for half an hour. This 
liquid will cleanse glass and varnished 
paint far better than soap suds, as it 
gives them a bright appearance. If 
rats and mice lurk in the attic scatter 
copperas about the corners of it, and 
put dishes of it filled up with water 
about the room. Copperas is the very 
best disinfectant known for bath rooms 
and all places that require to be kept 
pure, and it will also keep away all 
kinds of vermin. If cellars are infested 
with rats and mice a liberal coat of lime 
wash, made yellow with copperas or 
sulphate of iron, will expel the disa
greeable intruders, besides making the 
air of the cellar very pure. If the attic 
is cleaned one day the next day can be 
given to two or more chambers, and if 
the nails are withdrawn from the car
pets the night previous it expedites the 
work the next morning. Before the 
windows are washed the walls should 
be brushed down with a feather duster, 
or with a piece of white cotton cloth 
pinned tightly over the broom, and then 
it is used to carefully sweep down every 
part of the wall. Let the dust subside 
a little then scatter torn up slips of wet 
paper or tea leaves over the floor and 
sweep it up, and mop it with a damp
ened mop. Do not let the floor be 
made quite wet, as it takes pine boards 
some time to become dry. Wash the 
mirrors, varnished .furniture, paint, and 
windows with weak tea, applied as warm 
as possible. Use a flannel cloth for 
furniture and paint, and newspapers for 
windows, rubbing them dry with dry 
papers. Paper gives a brightness to 
glass that cloth can never bestow. 
With a flannel wrung out in the tea 
wipe off the gas fixtures, chandeliers, 
and fancy brackets, etc., then rub them 
dry with chamois skin. Take the coars
est of white thread and draw it through 
the opening in the gas burners, to re
move any particles of dust that have 
lodged therein whilo they were not 
used. If you have two pairs of hands 
at work, one can wash windows while 
the other cleans paint, etc. A small 
stick wrapped in a cloth is of assistance 
in cleaning the corners of windows. 
The spirits of amonia is also a good 
cleansing medium, and a tablespoonful 
to a two quart pail of weak tea or warm 
soap Euds is a good proportion to use. 
It will take spots out of marble slabs 
and mantles, and from carpets and fur
niture coverings. If you do not take 
up your carpet, you will need to have 
a piece of oil-cloth or drugget to lay 
down before the windows and doors as 
you wash them, to keep the drops from 
it. When the room is as clean as hands 
can make it, bring in a two-quart pail 
of warm water in which you have dis
solved two tablespoonfuls of powdered 
alum; wring out apiece of flannel in it 
and wipe over each breadth of carpet, 
rubbing down the way the nap runs. 
Wring out the cloth every few moments 

'as it takes up much soil, and when the 
water becomes dingy prepare some 
more. The alum will brighten the col
ors of green, red, yellow, and brown, 
but be sure to wring the cloth so dry it 
will not wet, but only dampen, the car
pet. When it is clean you will be sur-
Erised to see how much it is brightened. 

eave the windows all open till it is 
perfectly dry. 

Corn in Eng land . 
The New York Tribune contains the 

following: It would be strange indeed 
if wo should be indebted to England for 
a variety of corn hardy enough to re
sist severe frosts. A statement is, how
ever, published in the English papers 
that "Cobbett's thousand-fold acclima
ted Indian corn" has been successfully 
adapted to the cool and variable climate 
of England, in . which heretofore our 
corn could not be grown or ripened. 
William Cobbett will be remembered as 
the English liberal agitator who for 
some time had his residence upon Long 
Island. His son, William Cobbett, has 
Ion g been endeavoring to introduce the 
growth of corn into England, and it 
seems that he claima.to have succeeded. 
We learn that upwards of three acres 
of this acclimated corn is now growing 
at Houndslow, near London, and that it 
has successfully withstood some severe 
frosts with great hardihood, and is now 
very promising. If our neighbors in the 
East have really produced a frost-proof 
corn so prolific as it is made to appear 
by the sounding title given to it, and 
which we have quoted, it will go to 
shake our faith in our permanent de
pendence upon Europe as a market for 
our surplus crop of this cereal, and on 
the contrary, cause us to look thither 
for a supply of seed of so valuable a 
plant. But we are somewhat doubtful 
as to tho truth of this statement. 

Shelter f o r Too ls . 

The Farmers' Union says: "Now 
that harvesting is over, take care of the 
tools. A harvester that costs $200 is 
too expensivo a piece of machinery to 
lie out in all weathers, expose* to wind, 
sun and rain. One of our correspond-
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DRY GOODS 
DIRECT TO 

D. W. Ingersoll & Co. 
St. Paul. They will fill all orders at 
the very lowest prices, and send goods 
C O . D. to any part of the State. The 
trade built up by Messrs. Ingersoll & 
Co through their order department 
is very large, ana their reputation for 
fair dealing and low prices ia such a 
to commend them to all of our reader 
who wish good goods at low prices. 

They will send sax-plea upon, appli
cation, and wo heartily recommend 
them to all our readers. 

Milk a s Wel l a s Beef. 
During a recent discussion at a meet

ing of English breeders on the manage
ment of short horn cattle, the chairman 
said: "One great fault of short horn 
feeding had been that they had looked 
too much to beef and too little to milk. 
He ha l been grieved to sae a short horn 
heifer unable to biing up her calf and 
to require an inferior animal to be used. 
Mr. Thomas Bates and other breeders 
used to boast about the milk as well as 
the beef producing qualities of their 
animals, but this was not so now. The 
object of the early breeders of short 
horns was not to have fashionable herds 
but animals in the best condition. The 
miners and well paid artisans would not 
buy thosG gieat lumps of fat, but as 
prime mutton and beef as could be had. 
What the farmer now wanted was the 
class of stock fit to bring into the mark
et as early as possible, and which 
would bring the greatest profit. What 
was wanted was to produce two year 
old bullocks as prime as they formerly 
were at four years." Our own breeders 
would do well to heed the above obser
vation; for too many of them,especially 
at the west, have latterly greatly neg
lected the milking qualities of their 
short horns, paying almost exclusive at
tention to them for beef. We have re
peatedly seen the first prizes at our cat
tle shows awarded to cows that had but 
two or three serviceable teats, and to 
other? whose udders and teats were so 
small they could not produce half milk 
enouch to bring up a calf. It was not 
thus with the early short horns—they 
were almost universally great milkers. 

POWERS BROTHERS, 
No. 59 E . Tfcird-sr, St. P a u l , Minn. 

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in 

DRY GOODS, 
Notions, Hosiery, Trimmings, &c, Keep 
the largest stock and sell cheaper than any 
house in the citv. Goods sent on orders by 
Express. C. O. f>., to any part of the coun
try, and satisfaction guaranteed. Agents 
for Butterick'a Celebrated Patterns. Send 
for catalogue. 191 -99 

MUD! 

Washing . 
Muslin dresses, even of the most del

icate colors, can be cleaned in ten min
utes or a quarter of an hour without 
losing their color. Melt half a pound 
of soap in a gallon of water, empty it 
into a washing-tub; place near two 
other large tubs of clean water, and 
stir into one a quart of bran. Put the 
muslin in the soap, turn it over and 
kneed it a few minutes; squeeze it out 
well, but do not wring it, lest it get torn; 
rinse it about quickly in the bran for a 
couple of minutes in clean water. 
Squeeze out dry and hang it between 
two lines. A clear, dry day should be 
chosen to wash muslin dresses. Half a 
dozen may be done this way in half an 
hour. The last rinse may be prepared 
in the same way as the rinses for wool
en fabrics. A colored pattern on a 
white ground must not be blued. 
The bran may here be dispensed 
with. When the dress is dry make the 
starch; for a colored muslin white 
starch, and unboiled, but made with 
boiling water, is best for muslin dresses. 
Stir tho starch with the end of a wax 
candle; dip the dress; hang it again to 
dr}'. When dry rinse it quickly and 
thoroughly in clear water; hang it to 
dry again; sprinkle and roll it up; af
terward iron it with very hot irons. 
Hot irons keep the starch stiff. This 
rinsing after starching is called clear
starching; none of the stiffness, but 
much of the unsightliness of the starch 
is removed in this way. The advantage 
o f thus cleaning dresses instead of 
washing them is, first, if colored, the 
process is so rapid that there is no time 
for the colors to run; secondly, the 
fabric is not rubbed, and therefore not 
strained and worn out; thirdly, the 
process saves nearly all labor, and is so 
quickly done that any lady may man
age it for herself in the absence of a 
laundry-maid or a lady's maid.—House
hold Guide. 

FROM CHICAGO.—Judge H. J. Beck-
with of Chicago writes as follows: 

CDICAOO, June 22,1874. 
Morse Manufacturing Company, New York: 

GENTLEMEN : I am willing to vouch 
for ; our statements as to the fine qual
ity of your improved "Phalon Select 
Perfumes" and the "Paphian Boquet 
Toilet Soap.'' These goods I have used 
and carefully compared. Morse's late 
invention, "LUXURENE," will make the 
hair grow thick and long. 

THE Phalon Cereus, White Rose, 
Paphian Boquet Soap, &c, are sold by 
all druggists. 

JSTDon't be racked with pain t Don't be 
laid up with sprains t Don't suffer with sore 
throat! Don't letyou horses die with colic! 
but use Death to Pain I 

WIIE. A. VAN S L 1 K E 4c CO., Com
mission Merchants, wholesale dealers 

in Grain and all kinds of Country Produce. 
No. 40 Sibley-3t. St. Paul. Reference s—1st 
Nat'l Bank,?. F. McQuillan & Co., Camp & 
Smith, Cheritree & Farwells, St. Paul. Ool5 

BELLS. BELLS—Forchurcbes.echooK 
farms; made of steel, equal to braes and 

for one-half the cost. RoMneon £ Coruiug, St. 
Paul Minn. 4th near Wacoura rt. 11 r 196 

THE GALENIC INSTITUTE, 
Established 1861 and 
chartered by the Legis
lature for the treatment 
of all diseases or a ner
vous and private nature. 

The Physicians of the 
Institute may be con
sulted personally or by 
letter. 

THE SECRET MONITOR 
And Guide to Health, a private Medical 
Treatise, containing 300 pages and over 100 
plates and engravings, sent to any address 
under seal on receipt of price, 60 cents. 

A Private Medical Pamphlet of 32 pi«es, 
with valuable information lor the afflicted, 
sent in a sealed envelope on receipt of six 
cents or two stamps. Address all letters 
thus : THE GALENIC INSTITUTE, 

Office: 129 West Third street. 
ST. PAUL, MINN. 

P. C. A. Oct 12—17 

W i l l . i t . VAN S L Y K E & C O . , 
C o m m f t t f o n M e r c h a n t * , 

Whole-alc dec'ere In Grain and Produce, No. 
40 Sibley St., bet. Third acd Fourth St*. Sain 
Panl, Minn. Bay all kinds of country pro
duce. IteferatM—First National Bank, 8t 
Paul; Meters. Strong, Hackett £ Crispin, 81. 
Panl: MeMra. P. F. McQuillan £ Co., St. Pant, 
Messrs. Camp & Smith, St. Panl; Messrs.-Cher-
Uree 6 Frrwell, St. Paul. Sept 39 

Dyer Pros . & l l o w a i d . 
St. Paul. Steinway Piano* 
and Burdett Organs on easy 

payments. Accordeous from $3 to $15. Best 
Italian Strings, Sheet Music, &c. Orders to 
be sent C. O. D. promptly filled. 191 190 

HOTEL, REGISTERS. 

isrofiOEi 
To Hotel Keepers, Printers 

Book Binders. 
and 

ST. PAUL, Sept. 16,1874. 
To Whom, it May Concern : 

I have this day leased to DAVID RAHALEY 
the exclusive right of publishing Advertis
ing Registers lor Hotels located iu and 
throughout the State of Minnesota, for a 
term of years, under the rights and beuefits 
as granted by the Letters Patent Nos. 63,889 
andt>3,924, issued by the United Stah>. 
April 16, 1867, and now owned by me in and 
for this and other States. 

All infringements of these patents, or in
terference with the rights of the Lessee here
in, by canvassing or advertisings agents, 
printers, binders, or hotel or boarding house 
keepers, will be immediately prosecuted ny 
me in the United States Court tor the Dis
trict of Minnesota. JAMES T. HAIR. 

Hotel keepers throughout the State 
Minnesota are respectfully invited to corres
pond with the undersigned for their supply 
of Hotel Registers, with advertisements on 
blotting pads or on part ot the Register it
self. They are hereby warned not to re
ceive or use any Hotel Register having any 
advertisements inserted upon the leaves of 
the Register itself, or upon blotting pads or 
other paper interleaved in the Register, ex
cept the same is received from a duly au
thorized agent holding an authenticated cer
tificate, or by direct permit from the under
signed. DAVID RAMALEY, Lessee. 
Ramaley & Cunningham, Printers and Sta

tioners, 19 Wabashaw-st, St. Paul. 18* 

NO POSTPONEMENT ! 

Grind Musical Jubilee anil Gift Concert 
At Sioux City , I o w a , 

Positively Thursday, Nov. SCrft, 1874. 
* 100,000 in caeli and valuable real 

estate will Ze distributed among the tick
et holders. Only 65,000 tickets will be is
sued^ large portion of these already sold 

PeoDle's scheme. Net profits to go to 
Chamber of Commerce, tire and Militia 
Companies, and the Public Library of 
Sioux City. Single Tickets, S3; two tor 
$5. Reliable agents wanted. Liberal 
commissions allowed Send tor tickets, 
terms or circulars to 

N". H A T T E N B A C I I & CO., 
Nov 14 Sioux Citv. Iowa, 

FARMERS—Our Cement pipe for drains, 
wells and chimneys, any size from 3 to 

30 inches; will last a liletime; host will not 
affect them; all surface water can be kept 
out of wells by using them; fofetehinraeys 
they are cheaper thau bi'iuk ancrinore dur
able. Burnham & Jones, cor. Miss, and Nasi* 
street, St. Paul, Minn. 120-198 

BRO«. ' Manufacturers 
of Portable and Station. 
ary Steam Engines and 

Boilers, Saint Paul, Minn. 1&0-198 
KENNEY 

Manufacturers of 
gCHOOi. Q E S R S . 

Send for Circular. 
| t J | I ! t f X E A P O I . I S . 

174-200 

J ??* B O ! I S , P R * ASent» Commission e Merchant. Robert St., cor. 6th, St. Paul. 
PwyM?nC -n " d

 8
Ch^ae £ a p ^ t y - Refer to fwrA,^cQ^ l l lan & Co'» N- »• Harwood. 136-214 pat 

And Telegrapluc Institute. All Depart. 
ments of a first-class Business College fully 
represented. For full particulars, send to 

•*ro». W. A . FA DIMS, St. Paul. 

rPk}^> . j y h i t e Win«?f 
Double White Wine, alt 
strictly pure, warranted 

^ \ " ^ c t ^ i e d . b y , . PPSTE R & DANA 124 Washington-st., St. Paul. 16S 93 

P.R.LHARDENBERGH 
Importer and Detlei in 

Leather and Findings. 
No. 78 East Third Street. 

ST. PAUL, - - M I N N 

147-226 « « - * . 

FURNITURE! 
J . I>. POM HOY has in etock and will 

keep constantly on hand an elegant Mock el 
Furniture. Call and examine before yon pnr-
chaso. 
No 75 Jackscn 'St., Corner of Fifth, 

«*T. PAT'L. MtNN. 1f 7 m 
,4 VEKII.L PAINT—Durable, elastic. 
i\. economic*!, superior to any other paint 
and always ready for use. F W.Linek,8t.nau 

* I T ta4 

ot all kindsmanulactur 
edby A. Jarshishek & 
Co.,No.SORobert St., St.. 

Paul Cash paid for b-'gtles ap<i horse'tair 

LIFE INSURANGE! 
Active agents wanted in every City and! 

Village in Minnesota for the Washington: 
Life Insurance Company of New York. 
Apply to J . A . SABIN. S«. P a n l , 
192 198 State Agent. 

BRUSHES 

SCHOOL Furniture, Maps.Globes.Cliarts. 
School Books, mottoes and rewards, mail

ed on receipt or price. Send for cirmlar. 
Metcalf & Dixon, St. Paul. 20 Jl» 

S. L. SHELDON, 
69 and 70, Levee, St. Panl. 

Any farmer wanting J. I. Case A Co\ 
Thresher, Vattle Creek Vibrator Thresb.er, 
Whitewater Wagon, Meadow King Mower, or 
Little Champion Reaper, correspond with 8 . 
L. SHELDON. 69 & tO Levee, St. Paul, Xlan, 


