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The National Colony. 
' The nation** eoiony is located in Southwestern Minnesota and Northwestern Iowa. Itcom-
prises twelve townships of land in Nobles county, Minnesota, and three and one half town
ships in Osceola county, Iowa, the land being undulating prairie, watered by streams and 
lakes, and having a soil of sandy loam irpm two to lour feet in depth. There are twenty 
townships ot land m Nobles county, and it is admitted on all hands that this county lies m 
the very heart of what is called the "CBSAX OF THB PBAIBIBS." Southwestern Minnesota hv 
general consent, long since took the name of the "GAMUS* or THB fnmr «""-«oia. oy 

LaJees. 
Therearesome fifty lakes, great and %al l , in Nobles county. The principal ones are 

Lakes Okabena, Ocheeda, Indian Lake, and Graham Lakes. Within a radius ejeiffht milee 
of Worthington there axe over twenty-four miles of lake front. ** 8 

Stock Growing. 
The numerous lakes and the luxuriant grasses of this region adapt it to stock-growing in 

an eminent degree, and a number of settlers are arranging u> engage in stock-growing, dairy* 
ing and cheese-making * The dry winters and fine climate are exceedingly favorable to the 
health ot all kinds of stock. Beet cattle grown here can be delivered In Chicago tor less 
money than by stock-growers living within twenty miles of that city. Two cheese factories 
now.{n operation in the county. 

Railroads. ' 
.Two railroads now in operation to Worthington. The Sioux City & St. Paul Railroad runs »i »__•_ J . — . * - »f-vi *_ i s—*i 1. «_ j - . i _ oommunica-

fhe Worthing-
s oomjplfited to 

Sioux Falls. Preparations are now making to extend the Southern Minnesota to W ortbing. 
ton within the next year. Another proposed road is a narrow-gauge eoal road to the Iowa 
coal fields, which will, in due time, no doubt be built. Another road is projected from 
Sioux City to Worthington by way of the Rock River Valley. The Southern Minnesota Com
pany contemplates building a branch northwest from Worthington to Pipestone county. 

Towns and Villages. 
These are three villages i s the county, all of whioh are railroad stations, viz: Worthing-mei 
i , B ton, Bigelow and Hersey. 

Worthington 
U the county seat, and is a thriving town, drawing trade from nine of the surround

ing counties. It is situated on West Okabena Lake, a beautiful sheet of water, having a cir
cumference of about six miles, and presenting upon its shores many elevated sites for resi
dences. It furnishes sand, gravel, boulders, ice and water in abundance tor the town, to say 
nothing of boating, fishing, gunning, e tc The business of the town is represented by over 
twenty stores, five hotels, several lumber yards, fuel yards, meet markets, livery stables, 
etc., and one large steam flouring mill and two weekly newspapers. The professions are rep
resented by three physicians, two dentists, and four lawyers. There are five church organi
zations in the place, vis.: Union Congregational, Methodist, Presbyterian, Baptist and Disci-
Sles. The Congregationalists and Presbyterians both have neat church edifices, and the 

[ethodists own the large building known as Methodist Block, containing Miller Hall, in 
which they hold services. The various societies are represented by a Masonic Lodge, a Wood 
Templar Lodge, and a Post of the Grand Army. 

! Worthing"*" lias a good graded school, with three departments, on the Independent Dis
trict plan. A fine School Building has been erected. 

In culture and character, the people of Worthington are admitted to be far superior to 
those of frontier towns generally. The temperance feature ot the Colon v, whioh excludes 
the liamortraffic, has attracted the better class and excluded the more vicious class of settlers. 
We know ot no place in the west where aa investment in town lots will pay better 

BIGKLOWia a thriving village located some ten miles south-west of Worthington near 
the Iowa line. It is a railroad station and contains several stores, shops, warehouses, e t c , 
and a cheese factory in successful operation. 

HEREBY is another railroad station and village located about eight miles north-east ot 
Worthington. It contains a postoffice, hardware store, lumber yard, hotel, etc , and is loca
ted in a beautiful and fertile region, and has a promising future before it. 

Temperance and Education. 
The National Colony is lounded upon a temperance and educational basis. These features 

entered into the original plan of Dr. A P. Miller and Professor R P. Humiston,the found
ers, and wew amongthe chief inducements which brought to this locality the intelligent 
class of people, whohave located here. Mo intoxicating beverages are sold in the county. 
The town charter of Worthington prohibits the liquor traffic. The educational interests ot 
the town and county are in the hands ot advanced men, who mppreciate the importance of 
superior educational facilities and who will have them whatever they may cost. A few rears 
hence will witness the establishment ot the Worthington Seminary upon a permanent basis. 
There are now about fifty school districts organised in the county. 

Climate. 
The climate of Southwestern Minnesota is probably itsohlef Enaction. The^if****** 

is dry and is almost a specific for all pulmonaryandbronchial aflectlons. Consumption and 
ague are unknown here/and the exhlterating air gives energy to constitutions which would 
succumb in a more humid climate. The abounding good health and energy ot the people 
are a source of constant remark and congratulation. 

Advantages. 
The advantages of thhi region are briefly stiniinarised as foUowst Fertile soil, eonvjmient 

markets, and healthful climate; superior mail, railroad, school, church and other privileges; 
and no ague, no consumption, no liquor traffic, no desperadoes, no Indians. t^MMmmm/lmi 

The National Colony is a community founded, like any other community, upon legitimate 
and recognised business and social principles, without any communism or any peculiar f eat-
ure other than the exclusion of the liquor traffic. 

In addition to the advantages above named, every settler upon these lands hM alltheben-
fits arising from the locationhere ot the NATIOHAL COMMIT and of the constant active and ef
ficient work of that organisation, of which Miller, Humiston & Co. are the proprietors and 

"StSers'upon these lands will be transported from Chicago, and intermediate stations, at 
f rSUcTiptlveI^i)hlete, containing fuU information in r e t ^ Colony lands, will he 
sent free to any one applying personally or by letter to 

MILLER, HUMISTON & CO., Worfliington, Minnr 
ALLEN GIBSON, National Colony Agent, ID* Fifth AvM Chicago, 111, 

Or F . C. TAYLOR, 184 Dearborn St. , Chicago, 1)1. 

DRIFTING. 
These Autumn-days glide quietly along; 

The leaves are fading, yet the sky is bright; 
Flowers are dead; the grass is sere and brown; 

The world is floating on through hazy light. 

My Ins-boat's drifting on a quiet M * ; 
The storms which lately filled my hea.it whit 

fear 
Have all passed by, and are what used to be. 

My heart no longer throbs with wild, sweet 
Joy * 

A peace far better dwells within my breast; 
I prise it more than all the gifts of youth; 

^Twas sent by Him who knoweth what is 
beat. 

Mv hones, my loves, have floated far away; 
My hands are idle, and my oars are still. 

I did not even watch the waves ahead, 
But follow meekly my wise Father's will. 

There was a time, not very long ago, 
When I wept bitter tears, life seemed so 

drear; i 
My path was dark, the waves were rough and 

cold, 
And nay poor heart did naught but quake 

with fear. 

But He who rules the storm and stills the 
waves 

Knew when my feeble strength was almost 
gone; 

He bent His tender ear, and heard my oall, 
And lo! behold! the dirge was turned to 

song. 

It may be that 'tis only for a time 
This blessed peace and quiet will remain; 

It may be that this harbor is far off, 
And I must take my oars and work again; 

It may be that my weak, frail bark may yet 
Be called upon to fight with wind and wave; 

But he who bade me sail upon the deep 
Will reach His hand, which hath the power 

to save. 

And so, without a thought of doubt or fear, 
I drift along toward the other shore; 

Borne blessed day I'll touch the golden sands-
Then there'll be perfect peace fbrevermore 

M I N N I E M A Y ' S F O R T U N E . 

BY ETHEL. 

A dreamy, radiant afternoon in mid-
July, the clock pointing to t h e hour of 
four, the scent of newly mown hay fill
ing the air, and the crimson bil lows of 
the clover meadows rising and falling 
softly at the touch of the summer wind, 
and one brown winged robin warbling 
his roundelay in the upper boughs that 
brushed the dining-room windows at 
Merten farm—this was the scene and 
the season. 

Miss Tab it ha Merton during the 
months of July and August received a 
feijjs friends, who were allowed to share 
the expenses of t h e household. And 
somehow Miss Merton continued to sub
sist very comfortably for the rest of the 
year on the July and August contribu
tions of her friends. 

Upon this glowing summer afternoon 
when the cherries winked at you from 
behind their leafy vei ls , and the cur
rants hung like ruby fringes on the 
bushes that lined the garden fence, 
Miss Merton was making custards in 
her ki tchen. 

"Minnie ," said Miss Merton. 
"Yes, aunt ," said Minnie May, with a 

nervous jump. 
"Get out the nutmeg ," said Miss 

Merton, "and don't stare about you 
s o . " 

"Yes , aunt ," said Minnie, presenting 
herself w i t h the nutmeg grater in her 
hand, and a finq pink color on her 
cheek. 

"How old are you ?" demanded Aunt 
Tabitha, transfixing her niece, so to 
speak, w i t h the twin moons of her spec
tacles. 

"Seventeen, Aunt Tabitha." 
"Then ," retorted Aunt Tabby, "you 

are a great deal too old to go trailing 
about the woods w i t h Mr. Harcourt." 

"I didn't trail about, Aunt Tabitha. I 
only walked as far as the Rowtor Rocks 
to see the v iew which is as fine as any
thing on t h e Rhine ." 

"Fiddlesticks!" said Aunt Tabitha. 
"Look here, Minnie, you mind your 
own business and let him mind h i s . " 

"Yes, aunt ," said frightened Minnie. 
"Now mind what I say ," persisted 

Miss* Merton, grating savagely away at 
the brown nutmeg. 

"Yes . aunt ," fluttered Minnie. 
And she went back to the table

cloth she was mending, and cried 
quietly, over it , she didn't quite know 
w h y . 

And all this t ime Mr. Ernest Har
court, the gentleman in question, was 
stroeling homeward through the woods, 
w i th Miss Adela Brownson, leaning on 
his arm, whi le p-rs. Brownson, a portly 
matron in black grenadine and a 
Spanish scarf* was making believe to 
read a novel on the veranda, and in 
reality watching restlessly for Adela 
to make her tardy appearance. 

"It 's too ridiculous for anything," 
said Mrs. Brownson to herself, impa
tiently brushing a fly off her book. 
"I bel ieve Addy would flirt w i t h a 
plowboy i f she could find no one else. 
And the first th ing she knows she'll lie 
committing herself in some way or 
other. And Dr. Fenton's nephew 
coming here in August, too . It's out
rageous, that's what i t i s . " 

w h e n Miss Adela at last emerged 
from the shadow of the woods, her 
broad gipsy hat trimmed wi th ferns 
and wi ld roses, her lips all wreathed 
in smiles , and Ernest Harcourt walk
ing by her s ide, her lady mother re
ceived her w i t h no particular grac-
iousness of welcome. 

"I thought you were never c o m i n g ! " 
•napped Mrs. Brownson. 

" W e haven't been gone long I'm 
sure, said Adela, innocently, 

"Not two hour?," said Mr. Harcourt. 
"I should th ink," went on Mrs. 

Brownson, politely ignoring the young 
man's ieterpolation. "that you would 
know better than to go out on such a 
broiling day as this , and tan yourself 
as brown as a berry." 

Adela laughed. She knew that a high 
color was becoming to her. 

"I shall cool off direct ly ," said she, 
s inking gracefully upon a bamboo set
tee . 

"And i n t h e meant ime," said Ernest, 
who was one of those clear, dark bru
nettes* w h o m no rise of temperature 
ever seems to affect, I wi l l go and get 
that volume of poems that w e were 
talking about ." 

Mrs. Brownson scarcely paused to 
hear the retreating ring of t h e young 

man's footsteps before she opened all 
her verbal batteries upon her daugh
ter. 

"Addy," she cried, wrathfully, "I 
am astonished at y o u ! " 

"You are always being astonished at 
m e , " pouted t h e young lady. 

"To spend your t ime flirting w i t h a 
mere travel ing photographer!" 

"It 's so dull here ," retorted Miss 
Brownson, "and one must do some
th ing ." 

"Oh, y e s , " scornfully spoke t h e n a 
tron. "But you'll find out presently, 
miss , that you're playing w i t h edged 
tools . You'll fall in love with h i m ! " 

" I , m a m m a ? " echoed Adela, con
temptuously. "What do you take me 
f o r t " 

"Or he with y o u ! " 
"That's a great deal more probable," 

interposed Miss Brownson, wi th a con
scious toss of her head that se t all the 
ferns and roses to quivering. 

"And then ," added indignant Mrs. 
Brownson, "what is to be the end of 
i t ! " 

"The end of it , mamma?" 
"Yes , the end of i t ! " and Mrs. 

Brownson elevated her voice with some 
energy. 

"Well, you needn't shout ," said calm 
Adela, placidly fanning herself. "The 
end of i t wi l l be that I shall amuse my
self until Dr. Fenton's nephew appears 
on the scene, wi th his three hundred 
thousand dollars; and then—why, I 
shall go in for Dusiness." 

"Yes, but Adela—" 
"Mamma," angrily interrupted the 

daughter, "don't be a f o o l ! Earnest 
Harcourt i s a very good looking and 
very agreeable, but I should no more 
think of marrying h im than of allying 
myself to a chimney sweep. Love in a 
cottage never would do for me . I 
have been expensively brought up ; 
my tastes are luxurious; I must mar
ry w e l l ! " 

And this l i tt le family discussion went 
on under the open casement of the 
second story apartment, in which Mr. 
Earnest Harcourt was looking for the 
fugit ive volume of poems. 

"A chimney sweep, eh ?" muttered 
Mr. Harcourt, with a comical expres
sion on his face. "And Dr. Fenton's 
rich nephew ? I wish Miss Brownson 
joy of the wealthy match she has 
in contemplation—and I shall be most 
happy to make my bow and step 
as ide ." 

And he put the book back on the ta
ble . 

Yet , wi th all the philosophy one can 
muster, i t not pleasant to awake sud
denly to the fact that one has been 
made a plaything of and Mr. Har
court, in spite of the off-hand way in 
which he took the tidings ,had a little 
sting yet smarting in his inner con
sciousness. 

As he went slowly down the back 
stairs a little sob reached his ears. It 
was Minnie, curled up in one corner 
l ike a wounded kitten. 

"Why, Minnie, what's the matter ?" 
kindly asked the traveling photograph
er . 

"I'm going away ," sobbed Minnie, 
I've broken Aunt Tabitha's best china 
tea-pot, and she says she won't have 
mo in the house another d a y ; and, 
indeed—indeed i t was cracked before!" 

"Where are you go ing?" 
"I don't know," said Minnie. 
She looked so pretty and disconsolate, 

so like a rose-bud that has been beaten 
down by the rain, that our hero paused 
in spite of himself. 

"But you have no home ?" 
Minnie shook her head. 
"Then what is to become of you?" 

questioned Harcourt. 
"1 don't know," again uttered 

Minnie. 
"Minnie, look h e r e ! " Mr. Harcourt's 

heart, in i t s rebound was very tender 
and susceptible. "I'll g ive you a 
home ." 

"You, Mr. Harcourt? But you 
can' t ." 

"But I can, if you wil l consent to 
marry m e ! " asserted tho young man. 

" I ? " 
"Yes, you ." 
"But I am only Minnie," she persist

ed. 
••You are as beautiful as an angtre, 

and as innocent as a dove! Don't shrink 
away, my dear, dear little girl . Answer 
me, yes or no. Will you g ive yourself 
to me ?" 

And Minnie, lett ing him take her 
hand in his, whispered— 

"Oh, I love you so muck, Mr. Har
court—I love you so much !" 

Of course there were various criti
cisms when i t was acertained that Er
nest Harcourt was actually married to 
Minnie May, the old maid's niece and 
drudge in general. 

"Tastes differ," said Miss Brownson 
contemptuously. 

"What can you expeet of a traveling 
photographer?" said her mother. 

Just as the argument was waxing 
spirited, a carriage drove up, and a 
white-haired, aristocratic-looking old 
gentleman descended therefrom. 

"Dr. Fenton,""cried out Aunt Tab
itha. "My dear sir, I am delighted 
to see you here ." 

"Many thanks, I'm sure ," said the 
old gentleman, wi th the air of one 
who i s accustomed to be made much 
of. "But, pray, don't trouble your
self. I've come to see my n e p h e w ! " 

"Your nephew ?" said the old lady, 
blankly. "Is he staying in th i s part 
of the country ?" 

" A t th i s very house ." 
"But there's no one by the name of 

Fenton h e r e ! " 
• "Who said his name was Fenton? 
It's Harcourt—Ernest Harcourt. He's 
just got married, and I am here towel -
come his wi fe into the fami ly ." 

And the belle of the establishment 
realized wi th a strange, stunned sensa
t ion, that t h e match of t h e season had 
risen and set forever upon her matri
monial firmament. 

Rheumatism is more common and 
distressing, especially in th i s country, 
than almost any other disease, and, at 
the same t ime i t may be asserted that 
i t i s as l i tt le understood and as unsuc
cessfully treated. Physicians in many 
cases are unable to cure i t ,eyen in their 

own person; y e t such are the unparal
leled virtues of the celebrated Mer
chant's Gargling Oil, that the most ob
stinate cases at once yield to i t . 
—Springfield (Mass.) Daily Union. 

... , - .»«,• , — 

The Crime of a French Cadet 

Saint Cyr (says a Paris letter to the 
N e w York Herald) i s the West Point of 
France, and the honor of i t s cadets is 
dear to every soldier and civi l ian in 
the country. It is ,therefore,with noth
ing les t than a feel ing of pain that so* 
ciety hears of the convocation of a 
court-martial for the thial of a "Saint 
Cyrien" for thef t . A f ew nights ago 
a cadet, w h o may be designated as B. , 
tossing haplessly on h i s bed saw a fig
ure in whi te passing by him (it should 
be observed the pupils of the military 
college s leep together in a large dor
mitory), and cried out, "Who's t h a t ? " 
"It i s I , " said a voice , which he reg* 
ognized as that of X . "What are you 
doing ?" X . informed his comrade, and 
the latter, merely taking advantage of 
the situation to make a joke, thought 
no more of the matter. Next morn 
ing a cadet missed his purse, contain
ing l,000f. 20c. Who had taken i t? It 
was soon discovered that the thief 
must have been one of the pupils, and 
yet there was no one of the pupils who 
could be fairly suspected. I t was then 
that B. called to mind his nocturnal in* 
terview wi th X. , though he shrank 
from the idea of uttering his thoughts 
aloud. Still he mentioned the circum
stance to an intimate friend or two, 
and one of these presently suggested 
that every cadet should submit to be 
seat ched. The proposal was agreed to. 
X. never moved a muscle while his 
comrades were thrusting their hands 
into his pockets. Nothing was found 
on him but 25 francs, to which his t it le 
could not be disputed. 

I t was now 11 o'clock in the morning. 
At 2 o'clock the promotion l ist was to 
be published, and i t was known that X. 
would appear on the list of Sub-Lieu* 
tenants. Once a commissioned officer 
and he would have been safe from fur-
thur inquiries. He was playing a des
perate game for the coveted epaulette 
or a pair of handcuffs. Still h is every 
movement was jealously watched. In a 
few minutes he was observed to be 
pacing*uneasiry between thedormitary 
and the court-yard, as though he were 
watching for an opportunity of being 
alone. B. , whose suspicions were far 
from being laid at rest, demanded an
other general search, each cadet to 
strip. X. smiledas.it came to his turn, 
and continued to* smile while the 
lining of his coat was conscien
tiously cross-examined. Nothing was 
found, and now popular opinion veered 
round to his s ide. He stood honorably 
acquitted in the eyes of his comrades. 
It was half-past 1. In another half-
hour he would be a French officer. An 
old chum of his came forward, and 
hartily shook him by the hand. "Now 
it is over ," he said, "I don't mind 
telling you, old fel low, that you were 
suspected;" and he explained why . 
X. made no answer. His gaze was fix
ed almost stonily on a young cadet who 
had just stretched out his hand toward 
a packet of Maryland cigarettes, which 
had been taken from X.'s pocket. B., 
who hud never ceased to watch h im, 
darted forward and snatched the pack
et himself, tore the paper from a ci
garette and found i t contained, instead 
of tobacco, a 1,000 franc note, neatly 
rolled up. 

Every one stood confounded. 
"Dres s !" said one of his comrades 
sternly to X. , who was now observed, 
whi le taking up his socks, to make a 
rapid.almost imperceptible movement. 
Four cadets sprung on him and seized 
t h e socks. One of them contained 
4 sous, which the unhappy youth had 
had th9 courage to hold concealed in 
his left hand during the two previous 
investigations. Of course they exact
ly made up the l,000f. 20c contained 
in the missing purse. X . waa left for 
a few minutes quite alone. Then sev
eral of h is messmates returned. One 
bore a loaded Chassepot. another a six-
shooter, also loaded; a third a viand 
containing poison, a fourth a short 
cord, evidently callable of sustaining a 
considerable weight . 

Then one of the seniors sa id: "We 
shall leave you alone once more. Do 
your d u t y ! Your suicide shall be at
tributed to a disappointment in love or 
whatever you l ike. If you wish i t w e 
will take a letter from you to the Gen
eral ." 

X. merely replied, I'll be darned if I 
d o ! " 

His last chance was gone. The Gen
eral was immediately informed of 
the circumstance and the offender 
arrested. What makes the whole bus* 
mess inexpressibly sad i s that the cul
prit i s t h e son of a brave old Major, 
now on half-pay, who had both h i s 
arms carried away by a cannon ball 
while charging at the head of bis ba-
tallion before Sebastopol. There seems 
every reason to suspect that th is i s an
other case of cleptomama. 

On examining the trunks of the pris
oner there were found concealed in 
them books belonging to the Public 
Library and stamped wi th i t s seal. 
During t h e two years of his residence 
X. i s supposed to have stolen about 
$1,200 in money from his comrades. 
We may smile i f w e wil l at the idea of 
the thoughtful consideration displayed 
by those boys in providing their com
rade wi th so varied an assortment of 
the means of self-destruction, but i t 
recalls an incident in the l i fe of anoth
er soldier, in which no comic element 
was blended w i t h the tragic. A fam
ous Prussian General, affectionately 
called "Papa" by the whole army, 
once had a son who disgraced his 
name. The father first "paid him out" 
of the scrape so well that the world 
would scarcely have heard of t h e af
fair. But the father was not satisfied. 
He called t h e son into h i s room and 
pointed to a pistol that lay on the ta
ble . "There i s but one course before 
you ," he said. The young man, w h o 
had not ye t fallen to the lowest depth, 
took up the pistol and blew out his 
brains. His father never mentioned 
his name again. 

Sough Places. 

"Oh, dear! what shall I do? The 
hoop has burst off my wash-tub, and 
my suds are all over the floor!" said 
Mrs. Alden, in a tone of despondency, 
to her husband, as he came in to wash 
h i s hands at the sink, after oiling his 
new horse-rake. 

"That i s bad, Jenny. You will have 
to let your washing go ti l l to-morrow"; 
then you can borrow Mrs. Selden's 
t u b . " 

"But th is wil l all faU to pieces if i t 
stands, and w e are expecting company 
to-morrow." 

"1 can't help i t ; I can't stop the 
work to go off with i t now. You must 
make hay when the sun shines i f you 
do at all. Can't you t i e i t up, so that 
i t wil l do to-day ? I should think you 
might ." 

"Perhaps so . if you will help me . 
What can I take ?'' 

"Oh, anything for this t i m e ; but 
really I ought not to stop a minute. 
Where i s your clothes-l ine?" 

"The colored clothes are on it , to 
dry ." 

"Hang them on the fence, and let's 
have it quick." 

So Mrs. Alden trotted and moved 
her clothes, and took the line down, 
while Mr. Alden stood in the door and 
whistled impatiently. 

"Do mop th i s water, Jenny, How 
can you stand in such a puddle ? There, 
I forgot to get a new mop handle, but 
you can make i t go to-day, can't you ? / 

"I suppose I shall have to." You 
promised to get one three weeks ago, 
when you broke this," 

"I know I did, but I never think of 
it—a man has so many thigs to see to . 
There, that will go this w e e k ; i t 
doesn't leak much. I don't jsee what 
made i t break." 

"The hoop rusted out. The old tub 
has done good serv ice; i t has been in 
use fifteen years ." 

"There, confound i t ! what did you 
leave the wash-board there for? 1 
have broken it all to pieces ." 

"It i s worn out and rotten. I wish 
you would get me a new one. I can 
never tinker it up again." 

"Rub your clothes wi th your hands; 
my mother always did, and she never 
had a washboard in her l i f e ." 

He was hardly out of sight before a 
tin peddler's cart stopped at the door, 
containing a collection of all articles 
used in a family, from wash-tubs down 
to brooms, mops and pins. 

"Anything in the way of trade, Mrs. 
Alden, to-day ?" asked the man. 

"No, I guess not. My husband does 
not like me to buy of peddlers. He 
says I always get cheated." 

"Have you not as good a right to 
have suitable apparatus to work with 
as he has ? He has a new horse rake, 
and a hay tedder, h is wife i s washing 
with a tub tied with a rope.and a wash
board that looks as if Noah's wife 
brought it out of the ark, and a leaky 
water-pail; a dipper without a handle; 
a broken mop handle—Wess me ! Mrs. 
Alden. What i s the use ? You had 
more money when you were married 
than he had, and 1 would have tools to 
work wi th that were comfortable, to 
say the least. He never stops to think 
what a thing costs, if he needs i t , or if 
i t wil l make his work easier. It tires 
you more to get along with these things 
than i t does to do your work." 

Mrs. Alden sat down and looked the 
property over. The peddler was right; 
she had more money than her husband 
when they started l i fe , and she had 
worked harder than ever he had. She 
had managed every way to get along, 
and he never thought she needed any
thing new or convenient. Her setting 
out was almost worn out, and 
nothing was ever replaced. "You 
must make i t d o ; i t costs everything to 
l ive!"—and so she had dragged along 
year after year, and things wore out, 
and were never replaced. A big lump 
rose in her throat as she sat there think
ing. 

"What do you ask for your wash* 
tubs ?" she inquired, at length. 

"Two dollars for the large o n e s ; a 
dollar and a quarter for the next size. 
Mop-handles for a quarter, washboards 
a quarter, dippers twenty cents, brooms 
th irty ." 

"Hand me down two wash-tubs, if 
you please—one of each s i z e ; a zinc 
wash-board, too ." 

" Y e s ; and a pail and dipper, too ? I 
would have t h e m . " 

And she did have them, and sundry 
other necessary things, amounting in 
all to the l itt le sum of twelve dollars. 
She paid in barter, such as feathers, 
rags, eggs, dried apples, and butter; 
and went to work with renewed cour
age, but she knew that her husband 
would growl at the out lay; and expect
ed a regular tempest at dinner. 

She was not disappointed. But she 
had got the things, and was glad of i t , 
and couldn't feel very bad. Alden 
opened h is eyes in astonishment. 

"You paid twice what the things 
are worth. I could have bought them 
cheaper. We could have got along a 
while longer." 

"I suppose I have as good a right to 
judge of what I need to do my work as 
you have to get things to make your 
work easy ; and I made up my mind to
day that when I needed anything I 
should have it hereafter. You know 
that every article I bought to-day was 
actually needed in the house. You 
have said t ime and again you would 
get them, but you never remember i t . 
It i s a rough place for a woman to be 
placed in, to have to do her work and 
nothing convenient to do i t w i t h . I t 
i s l ike the ancient Israelites, compelled 
to make bricks without straw, and I 
am not going to do i t any longer." 

"All owing to the hoop bursting off 
the wash-tub to-day!" 

"Yes , that was the last feather that 
broke the camel's back; that and the 
new horse-rake came too near together, 
I could not avoid contrasting your con
veniences wi th m i n e ; and you can see 
yourself how i t stood. You have ev
ery new machine that i s invented t o 
make farm work easy, and I have 
nothing a t a l l ." 

Mr. Alden said no more, but ate his 
dinner in s i l ence; and the hired men 
exchanged significant glances at each 

other. They had thought and spoken 
2 l h •Pat ience which the l itt le woman 
had shown in working at such a disad
vantage, and always trying to make 
the best of what she had, and they 
were heartily glad that she had at last 
made a protest against t h e injustice. 

After the day's work was done, Al
den drove his team down to the vil
lage, and when h e came back he 
brought a new stove f o r t h e kitchen, a 
new pump for the cistern and a butter; 
worker for the dairy; and his wi fe has 
since that washing-day, found that her 
rough places have been smoothed in a 
most satisfactory manner. Her good 
man had never thought about i t . He 
did not mean to be unjust, but—he 
didn't th ink! F A R M E R ' S W I F E . 

Force of Habits. 

It was a quaint and sightly singular
ly wise remark, by a modern essayist, 
that no one's example i s so dangerous 
to us as our own. For when he have 
done a ccertain thing once, i t i s so 
much easier to do i t again. It is the 
first step which counts in evil ,as well as 
in good. The tendency of human nature 
to form habits.to run in grooves,is one 
of the most marked characteristics. 
Fortunately for us, i t has i ts good side 
as well as its bad side. If w e can only 
too easily form a habit of petulance,of 
ill-temper, w e can also, by trying,form 
a habit of self-control; and eash fresh 
victory over ourselves easier than tho 
first. A habit of application i s , it 
would be safe to say, of as much im
portance to almost any great man as is 
his genium. Not .that any amount of 
application can make a dull man bil-
l iant ; but that without steady applica
tion a brilliant man might almost as 
well be dull as anything that he is like 
ly to accomplish is concerned. "Per
severance is genius ," several great 
men have said, in slightly varying 
phrase; but this is not true. Perse
verance is only the right hand of ge
nius. Something is breathed into a 
man at his first birth—a divine fire, a 
gift of the gods—which makes great 
things possible to him, whi le to his 
brother in the next cradle they would 
be impossible forever. But. having 
received this divine fire, he must g ive 
i t fuel. It i s the sign that he must 
woik more, and not less, than his fel
lows ; and so there is no one thing so 
remarkable in the history of almost all 
our great men as their habits of pro 
digious application. 

The St. Paul Daily Dispatch. 

The leading Republican paper of Min
nesota, having the exclusive contract 
of the Associated Press Day Telegrams, 
and giving the latest market and gen
eral news, can be had from dale until 
March 10th, 1877, postage paid, for 
Two Dollars. This term will include 
the trial of the Younger Brothers, the 
official election returns, the Congress
ional proceedings,the State Legislature, 
and the Presidential inauguration. 
Two dollars, unly. Address, Dispatch 
Co., St. Paul. 

A few days ago a Gold Ililler lay 
upon his death-bed. The minister 
called and inquired with f ee l ing: 
"Well , my dear brother, how do you 
find yourself to-day ?" "Just so-so," 
gasped the dying man fa int ly; "i t 's 
s ix an' s ix , and if Goddlemighty don't 
turn the jack on me I'll pull through." 
The jack was turned, and the funeral 
was a perfect success. 

• « • « 
A Fortune in an Hour. 

Peeple all over the land are looking 
with intense interest to the 80th ot Novem
ber, the day that the grand drawing ot the 
"Kentucky Gash Distribution Company" 
takes place at Frankfort, Kentucky The day 
will bring fortunes to numr. and it will bo re
garded by lucky ticket-holder* as the great 
day of their lives. Fortune's favorites will 
not be tew. Over eleven thousand of them 
will be made happy, and their friends who 
have no tickets will say bad words about them
selves when they hear of their prosperity and 
food fortune. It is better to buy a ticket and 

now that you are on the sale side. Whole 
tickets, fl2; halve*, f6;quarters,t3. Ex-Gov. 
Thos. P. Porter, General Manger, Frankford, 
*y-

Chapped hands, face, pimples, ring 
worm, saltrheum, and other cutaneous affec
tions cured, and rough skin made soft and 
smooth, by using Jumper Tar Soap. Be care* 
ful to get only that made by Caswell, Haxard 
& Co., New York, aa there are many imita
tions made with common tar, ;all of whieb 
are worthless. 

In consequence of the many inferior 
imitations, the lnauufacturers of the celebrat
ed ''Matchless" brand of plug tobacco have 
been compelled to protect themselves by a 
trade mark. Every plug now has the words 
"Matchless P. T. Co.* thereon. The Pioneer 
Tobacco Co., 124 Water St., N. Y., are the 
manufacturers. 

• » • • • • 
There can be no mistake about i t . 

"Matchless" plug tobacco takes the lead. 
Old fine ent ehewers say it gives better satis
faction and is cheaper than fine cut. You can
not be imposed upon, as each plug has the 
words "Matchless P. T. Co." on a wooden tag. 
Tryitonoeandyouwillalwayschewit. Man
ufactured by the Pioneer Tobacco Company, 
New York. 

• * • • • • • 
We of ten see a large stock of cattle 

which do not seem to thrive, and come out 
"spring poor," all for want of something to 
start them in the right direction. One dollar's 
worth of Sheridan's Cavalry Condition Pow
ders, given to such a stock occasionally during 
the winter, would be worth more than an extra 
half ton of hay. 

>•« 
The fact that the proprietors of 

SAXFORD'S RADICAL CURB FOB CATABBB are 
permitted to refer to so well-known and re
spected a gentleman as HSJTBY WBLLS, Esq., 
of Wells, Fargo & Co.'a express, must weigh 
heavily in its favor. 

• • • 
COLLISS' VOLTAIC PLASTER IS a gentle and 

fording the most grateful relief in Rheumatism, 
Neuralgia and Sciatica. 

i n 
Have you a severe wrench or sprain? 

Have you rheumatism in any form T Have you 
stiff neck, or hunches caused by rheumatic 
pains ? If so, Johnson's Anodyne Liniment is a 
specific remedy, used internally and exter
nally. 

»>* 
Mr. M. S. Staring, formerly of Eden 

Prairie, is now in the employ of the Boston 
One price Clothing store, Minneapolis, 


