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The National Colony.

Tho nationa, colony is looated in Southwestern Minuesota and Northwestern lowa. It con-
“"-e< twelve townships of land in Nobles county, Minhesota, and three and one half town-

[ in Osceola county, lowa, the land being undulating prairie, watered by streams and
<08, 214l having a soil of sandy loam from two to four feet in thlh There are twent
- n<lijs of land in Nobles county, and it is admitted on all hands that this county lies in
t v ry heart of what is called the “Creax or TaE PRAIRIES.” Southwestern Minnesota, Ly
zo: eral comsent, long since took the name of the ““GARDEN OF THE STATE.”

Lakes.

T sve are some fiity Inkes, great and small, in Nobles county. The
Lo .r,lt‘-kalx'un, Uohgedn, Indian Lake, and Graham Lakes, WAﬁﬂn a

4 Werthington there are over twenty-four miles of lake {ront.

t
1

rinci ones nre
us of eight miles

Stock Growing. *

The numerous lakes and the iuxuriant grasses of this region adapt it to stock-growing in
an eminent degree, and a number of eltlers are arranging toengage in stock-growing, oairy-
ing and cheese-making The dry winters and fine climate are exceedingly favorable to the
health ol all kinds of stock. Beet cattle wn here can be delivered in Chicago lor leas
monely than by stock-growers living withﬁ:r?.weul.y miles of that city. Two cheese factorics
now. in

operatien in the county.
. Railroads. _
Two railroads now in o ion to Worthington. The Sionx City & §t. Panl Railroad rung
in a southwesterly direction across Nobles county, keeping the people in daily commui.i-a-
tion with both St. Paul, distant 177 miles, and Sioux City, distant 92 miles. The Wor:hing-

ton and Sioux Falls Railroad extends westward to Lu Verne and will soonbe compleied to
Sioux Falls. Preparations are now making to extend the Southern Minnesota to Wi riling
sed road is a narrow-gauge coal road to tbe luwa
ooal fields, which will, in due time, no doubt be built. Another road is ﬁp;n]octml from
' Bloux City to WortllinFton by way of the Rock River Valley. The Southern Minnesota Gom.
pany contemplates building & branch northwest from Worthington to Pipestone county.

Towns and Villages.

%ﬂ are three villages 12 the county, all of which are railroad stations, viz: Worthing-
tom,

igelow and Hersey.
Worthington

N the oo seat, and is a thriving town, drawing trade from nine of the nnrrl:;und-

‘l{"u&‘:‘wll il‘,!l:nl‘l.::d on W;ut (ghben:n' Lake, a beautiful sheet of water, having a cir-
em of about six miles, and mntinf upon its shores many elevated nites for resi-
X i ers

" Jt farnishes sand, gravel, ce and water in abundance tor the town, to say
metling of boating, fishing, gunning, ete. The business of the town is represented by over
twmy five hotels, several lumber yards, fuel yards, mnert markets, livery stables,
ole,, ge steam flouring milland'two weekI{ newspapers, The professions are re

. three physicians, two dentists, and four lawyers. “There are five church organi-
mattony : , ¥iz.: Union Con p{ioml. Methodist, Prestyterian, Baptist and Disci-
r ists and Presbyterians both have neat church edifices, and the

own the large building known as Methodist Block, containing Miller Hall, in
whieh i . The various societies are represented by a Masonic Lodge, 2 GGood
Templer and a Post of the Grand Arm

Woe n': a ed school, witﬁ.thne departments, on the Independent Dis-

In . 'lﬂldilﬁsxw l‘e{.Voﬂhinglo admitted to be f: for t
f 1 P, o 1 are admitted to ar superior to
m—ﬁm L merally. The temperance feature of the Colony, which oP;cludu

towne
the mum:m thie better class and excluded the more vicious class of settlers.
We know of 20 plses in the west where an investment in town lots will pay better

BIGELOW ja ltw located some ten miles. south-west of Worthington near

the Iowa line. Itixa tion and contains several stores, shops, warehouscs, ete,

and a cheese {i | Sacoessful operation.

o station and village located about eight miles morth-east ol
, hardware store, lamber yard, hotel, ete , and i3 loca-

e region, and has & promising future before it.

yperance and Education.
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= Climate. | ' ’
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We knew that the Yeir was dying -

* When the midnight chimes began ;
Low on his death-bed-lying, i

« Like a worn-out man. .
The King, who rufed for a twelvemonth,
With a proud and royal sway,

Must give up his crown and r
M WWhen (he New Yor cries, “aice way !

Rpirdr A ek g s

0ld Time came in with his hour-glass,
And finished him with a blow.

He was old and wretched and broken ;
‘We hurried him off at last

And a glad good-by was sml;en:

. We pushed him into the past.

8o long a8 the Year was with us,
To use him well we tried ;
‘We gave him a Christmas dinner
The week before he died.
But his guilty conscience was weighted
With many a dreadful crime ;
We looked at his corpse, and hated
To think how he spent his time.

No chance for shrift we allowed him,
But buried him in his sin;
With the soft white snow we shroud him,
And carefully wrap him in,
We dug him a grave with lauﬁl:ter,
And smiled as we laid him there ;.
We shoveled the earth in after,
And packed it down with care.

And back to the earth he never
Can make his way again ;

Ile has finished his work forever
Among the sons of men;

He’ll never unlock that
8o long as the ages roll :

There was nothing about him immortal ;
The gray-beard had no soul.

rtal

And the sorrow that e bronght with Lim,
The care, the shame, the sin,

We'll try to bury them with him—
His grave shall lock them in,

No mourners are bending o’er him;
No hand a watch-fire keeps :

With those who have gone before him
The uncrowned monarch sleeps,

———

AN OLD SOLDIFR.

‘tHow He Ended the Year,

On a December evening in the year
1870 a train, entering the depot with
much noise and bustle, ejected Got-
tlieb Braun into the city streets.

There was nothing remarkable in
the circumstance. He was still and

expression of patient suffering, and
one arm gone. Such was Gottlieb
Braun, one of those quiet natures capa-
ble of bravery. also capable of fighting
in the last trench, as he had done in

Y | the war, which had mained, crippled,

and left him a pensioner. IIad you ask-
ed him where the arm was lost, he
would have replied with military brev-
ity, *‘Gettysburg.” Or did you in-
quire as to the cause of an ugly sabre
cut across his brow, and a wound in
the thigh rendering quick movement
painful, he would have added, “‘Seven
Oaks” and ‘‘Shenandoah.” Despair
had rendered him a hero for a brief
moment ; he had sought death in the
ranks and had net found it, but hope
had died within long before, when his
little daughter Gretchen was swept
away by the fever; a lonely, quiet
man, of whom war had made a eruel
sport, and left alive. Humble as he
was, Gottlieb still cherished ambition;
in summer he wasapeddler back among
the hills ; In winter he¢ mended shoes.
The ruin of large business houses cast a
shadow abroad ; the ruin of Gottlieb
Braun, soldier-peddler, occasioned no
comment in the mercantile world, and
brought grief only to his own heart.
The autumn mists of mountain lakes
had claimed him as a victim of ague,
and while he was ill, strong men rob-
bed him of his little stock. Surely,
among the crimes on earth that ery to
Heaven, this robbery must be heard!
Did Gottlieb weep and replne? Not
at all. He was now coming to draw
his pension of one hundred dollars,
and in the spring would start life again.

Here he was in the city streets, gaz-
ing about him blankly, without a
friend, and, atill worse dilemma, with
no money in his pocket. It would
make no difference to any one how he
went or came, he thought ; and yet at
that very moment Christine Carlen,
terror in her wide blue -eyes, was say-
ing to the shop-man, *I never did it!”’

The chance of being left supperless
and without shelter had a still worse
aspect when it is remembered that it
was Saturday night, with Sunday com-
ing, and Gottlieb would not receive
his pension untill the following Wed-
nesday.

Up among the mountains the Sab.
bath meant nature-worship to Gottlieb;
skies were then brighter, and sun-
shine rippled the silvery waters of
cascades; the breeze played among the
leaves; and in all the voices of woods
and air he heard only the laughter of
his child Gretchen. Often at such
times he took his pen and endeavored
to write his thoughts of her on the
day of days, when Heaven Kkissed
earth ; but his great need would not
flow in words on paper ; he remained
dumb, the purple mountains raising a
prayer all about him.

In the town all was differcnt. He
paused on the curb-stone irresolutely,
pierced by the miserable conviction
that he was weary, hungry, and cold.
A carriage drove up, and a gentleman
whose bearing betrayed fussy impor-
tance alighted.

“Bless my soul ! I am late, actually
late for a dinner party in my own
house !”” he exclaimed, testily, his
glance falling on Gottlieb Braun. .

The gentleman whose middle age
was smooth, rosy, and rotund, even as
that of Gottlieb was sharp and meagre,
ascended the broad steps of the house,
and was met on the.threshold by a

Desariptive Pamphlets, containing fall information in regard to the " trim servant.
- WWP:O any M?'Pli}?:s F:-:gﬂT:whyletwr t0 B S Wh ‘l;{)liavehrilot arrived, eh ’’ he said,
SR Y o ; ) 1 . — M =ubbing his hands. ‘‘Very good. Still
“ . MILLER, HUMISTON & CO., Worth L.,lfmn. the fish may be spoiled, Maria.> Again

ALLEN GIBSON, National Colony Agent, 108 Fifth Av., Chieago, Iil.
__Or F. C. TAYLOR, 184 Dearborn St., Chicago, 11

his pré-oecupied gaze fell on Gottlieb,
who, victim of circumstance, advanced
and begged for assistance. .

.| son of weight in;

“| principles,

[insignificant in appearance, with an|d

Mr. Gildwell Tigte _
exasperated comphsure. He was a per-
jhe world, wealthy,
:bng connected with
many branched§ of charity; still
he never ‘gave Rt the door. A safe
member of s , this, not liable to

; d: aypby impulse . whose
very heart must be divided into sec:
tions 'for rdistinbt: emotions; whose

pass, did not:pern i: Gottlieb Braun to
ther- cramba: which. fell. from the,
ble spread for & foreign attache and
Mr. Thorn' thie'millionaire. P

The trim servant still stood atthe
open ‘door, -permitting a glimpse of
marble- yestibule, ‘a rim of erimson
Tug, the.sweep of a'velvet cartain, and

_|a.group of low_refl‘y:ehildren playing with

apoodle, = i ¥

“It is against my rules to give
money. I dare say your story is true.
Served in the war,eh? And did not
run away !’

**No,”” said Gottlieb, simply.

Mr. Gildwell pursed up his lips sour-
ly, and did not spare himself. At the
risk of having his guests discover him
without a dress-coat, he searched in a
corpulert pocket-book for a small red
ticket.

“Take that to the Poor Bureau. A
pﬁlice-man will direet you. Now be
0 .ll "

Gottlieb turued away. Curious freak
of destiny ! As Gottlieb, a poor Ger-
man, was thus dismissed, the attache,
also a German, was received with ex.
cessive urbanity in the house he con-
descended te honor. The trim servant,
Maria, ran out on the step after admat-
ting the visitors, fumbling in her
pocket for pennies. Gottlieb had dis-
appeared.

Half an hour 1later he found the
bureau, having twice blundered and
missed his way. The place was closed
fer the night.- Ile wandered on with-
out purpose to the corner. The bit-
ter wind had lulled; the sombre clouds,
gathering in denser masses overhead,
promised the first snow of the yeam

Mr. Gildwell,adjusting hisnapkin and
presiding over a table glittering with
silver and gorgeous with flowers and
light. was observing :

“If truflles are not indigenous in the
c?luntrj', count, they may be cultivat-
e .!|

Gottlieb observed a church, massive
and dark, with a slender shaft tower-
ing above the surrounding roofs. The
church meant cool darkness, silence,
purity, after the reeking streets, if
one could gain entrance. He tried the
oor mechanically; it was locked.
What would you have? We can not
keep our churches always open, even
should a fainting soul perish by the
Way.

Next he was - caught in an eddy of
desperats humanity—the abject poor,
the sodden, brutal, poor, all seeking
the station-house, cager to receive
that last stamp of degeneration on the
coinage of their own abasement, if
sleep might only bring forgetfulness
of misery. Gottlieb shuddered and
drew back from the crowded entrance
of a building which seemed to exhale
aspainful familiarity with crime from
every stone. IHe could not throw him-
self into that stream of pollution

Afterward he wandered on, without
purpose, past rows of fine dwellings,
past hurrying people all intent on
reaching home. Sometimes lhe held
out his hand for alms, but it was done
so awkwardly and hesitatingly that
few noticed the movement. The way
grew narrow and crooked; he had
quitted the spacious thoroughfare un-
consciously, and now tall houses, time-
stained and dilapidated, lined the
street. Gottliebsatdown on a wooden
door-step to rest. Nobody disputed
his right of possession. Laborers came
and went ; work-women trudged along;
children played in the gutter.

Suddenly a light form darted around
the corner, tripped, and fell almost at
Gottlieh’s feet. Was it the gleam of
golden hair escaping from a little
scarlet hood, that made Gottlieb start
with the exclamation, *“Gretchen?”
Color had dawned in his pale face ; he
knew his mistake even before the
young girl rose, nursing a bruised
wrist ; Gretclien was in her grave.
The girl regarded him sullenly, almost
wildly, and when he laid a hand on
her arm she darted away again as if
fearing capture. Her rapid flight was
impeded by an old woman carrying a
basket of :{»pleﬂ and oranges, which
were spilled by the shock of contact.

“Ain’t yer ashamed now, an’ for an
old body too ¥’ said the woman,whose
name was Mother Bates. The girl
hesitated, then stopped to gather up
the fruit.

“Don’t let her go,” implored Got-
tlieb.

The girl looked from one to ths other
suspiciously.

“He wants me to be taken,” she
cried, with a sob.

“You are like my Gretehen, and 1
wish to help you,” he replied, quietly.

Mother Bates planted her cane before
her energetically.

“Where are you going '’ to Gottlieb.

“I don’t know,’’ wearily.

‘““Where are you going 7"’ to the girl.

‘“Away from the police,”’ with a
shudder and fearful glance around.

“Come along, then.”

They followed the old woman, these
two waifs, scarcely knowing why, and
the young girl whispered to Gottlieb,
“‘] am Christine Carlen ; T don’t know
Gretchen. And what makes you so
pale !!) o }

Mothcr Bates lived at the top of a
tenement-house, and she -conducted
her guests into a small room with
cheerful hospitality. Already were
five children  gathered - here, sharp-
featured, shrill-voiced, and bearing
that aspect of precocity peculiar to
boys and girls of the city streets.
They might have been trained ina
worse school, certainly, and the little
room made a sort of demoeracy, of
which Mother Bates was ruler, with
limited authority. The addition of
two strangers to their circle was taken
as a matter of course by these small
citizens of the world; only the baby
stared at Christine Carlen, attracted
by the beauty of gold hair, blue eyes,

__IMPEREECT PAGE

by fulé.and com- |¢

and red lips. 'With a tact Mr. Gildwell
could have imitated, this ignorant old
woman, taught by the goodness of her
own heart—the - only - instructor, in-
deed, in politeness—asked no questions
while serving the frugal supper. Few
maniféstations of affection were ex-
changed in . the hopseheld, although
shrewd Mother Bates -cherished a dry
pride in the success' of .some. of her

argm_. - el S s

I used tolive here alone, but I pick-
ed ’em up one: by one a-starving. I
taught them their trades, too.  Billy
sells newspapers ; Mdlly sweeps cross:
ings ; and Mike:gets cinders from ‘the
barrels for our fire. They save my old
bones.lots of work.”

Christine Carlen had grown quiet;
she.was :__.qug‘,'to.te]lr er story. Two
years ago she iad couie” from Sweden
with her mother. THey were to.join
their family in the West. Instead,the
foreigners stranded in the city; the
mother had sickened, been taken away
to a hospital, and, alive or dead,
Christine could never find her again.
They told her the mother had gone to
one of the islands, and there she had
been put in a pauper’s grave. That
was all. Afterward a womait took the
child, and placed her as cash-girl in
the house of Dibbler & Co. What
heaps of glittering finery, festoons of
ribbon and lace, crowds of beautiful
Iadies, did Christine daily behold!
What longing filled her young heart to
be free like those fortunate ones!
Sometimes she touched furtively deli-
cate fabrics, wondering how it would
seem to own such splendor.

When Gottlieb Braun emerged from
the depot the wusual throng surged
through the premises of Dibbler &
Co., and the shop-man had pulled a
bundle of lace from Christine’s pocket.
Yes, there was conviction of robbery,
although Christine had not stolen the
lace. She aflirmed, hotly, “I never
did it !’

The shop-man merely said, **Come
to the desk.”

As she prepared to obey, trembling,
confused, and astonished, the pretty
girl in the corner, whowore pink bows
in her hair, and who had grown dead-
ly rale, grasped her arm.

*Get your things and run away,
Christine, before the police catch you.
Quiek !’

Christine had snatched her little red
hood, and fled in blind panic and fear,
until she fell at Gottlieb s feet.

The old soldier now listened atten-
tively to the story-

‘She came to me like Gretchen,” he
said, with a smile Mother Bates could
not understand.

In the night the snow fell. The ge-
ranium in the the window, pride of all
the children, shrank from the frosty
pane ; the meagre fire died to a single
coal. The old woman had insisted
upon giving Gottlieb a spare pallet in
the corner ; the children were huddled
together on her side of the room;
Christine sat before the fire regarding
her bruised wrist piteously. At mid-
night Gottlieb rose, and silently mo-
tioned the girl to take his place. She
obeyed wonderingly, and sank into
dreamless sleep. In the cold dawn
Mother Bates discovered that the man
had fainted on the hearth.

Life may becomeinfused with unex-
pected interest, which stimulates fresh
exertionrather than hope. Allthrough
the night Gottlieb Braun, thinking of
the lost Gretchen, gazed at the sleep-
ing child ; and when darkness sereened
a soft cheek, rose-flushed, swept by
silky lashes, he listened to her quiet
breathing, forming a new resolution,
until exbaustion overpowered him in
the patient vigil. The advent of Chris
tine Cailen in his life was not such a
great event,only Gottlieb’s portion was
such a very little one. God sent this
humble man for Christine, slumbering
among the shadows, within reach of
the talons of that great bird of prey—
want.

Gottlieb counted the days with hag
gard restlessness, a slow fever consum-
ing his veins, pain gnawing at the very
sources of life. While daylight lasted
he dragged himself about the streets
in search of food, at least, for mother
Bates’s little brood. When he return-
ed at night Christine was romping with
the children. The old woman, whose
wrinkled brown face, framed ina
black hood, was a landmark ou the
thoronghfare where she vended fruit,
recklessly dispensed apples at the even-
ing meal, observing Gottlieb sharply
the while. Little Molly, bright-eyed
and saucy, with a ragged shawl pinned
over her head, was making money in
the slush and mire. Fear of the po-
lice kept Christine from joining her in
street-sweeping. Sleep refused to
visit Goltlieb’s weary senses., What
visions came to him in the night? On
Tuesday morning Mother Bates said..

“You come to the dispensary, my
man.”’ =

“What’s the use? It’s the old
wounds and the fever.”” Then he
added, with sudden tears in his eyes,
“God bless you, good woman,for taking
usin! To-morrow I draw my pension.’’
Thus did he identify himself already
with the Swedish maiden.

Mother Bates scoffed loudly at senti-
ment, then paused at the foot of the
stairease to wipe her eyes on her ging-
ham apron. Gottlieb was out all day.
When he came back he gave his hos-
tess a fifty-cent bill, with no other ex-
planation than that he had obtained a
‘job”” in a warehouse despite his one
arm. Excitement rob him of all
appetite for food. Ie spent asecond
night with his wide eyes fixed on the
ceiling, counting the hours, delirium
creeping over his senses. If he could
only last until to-morrow? He would
last, even if he crept to the goal on
his hands and knees. Desperate reso-
lution made him face the day ; desper-
ate energy took him, pallid and trem-
bling, to his post, and brought him
back at dusk to sink down speechless
on Mother Bates’s pallet. The fire of
life only burning in the sunken eyes.
When Christine sat beside the bed, he
was quiet ; when she moved away, a
spasm of anxiety distorted his fea-
tures. Billy ran for a doctor; Molly
hushed the other children; the baby

hid 'his head in Mother Bates’s lap.
The doctor was out. g
“So I .went for him,” said Billy,
_gla.neir:g curiously and half nervously
at the sick man. ; - phint
The noise of the street reached this
quiet-room only in'a distant murmur.
A stepwas heard on the stair. ‘ Moth-
er Bates moved uneasily. Billy, fail-
ing “to-‘find' one kind of doctor, had
chosen anether, and the difference was

Bates had never received city mission-
aries.with favor, and now one was at
the door. ‘Her creed was a erooked
yet self-helpfiil one. **Every one must
get along the best they can,” she said,

He was on the threshold—a grave,
slender man, with dark, calm eyes.
Terrible indeed if he proved a broken
reed ! How did ‘he.divine the very
depths ‘of human need at a glance.
With unerring tenderness he sought
in Gottlieb’s pocket for a package of
money, guided by a book, and gave a
ten-dollar bill to the old woman. Then
he bent his ear to the faltering lips. )

“Use the—money—to send—the
child—to her friends—in the West.
She knowg—the--town.”’

Thus the old soldier made his last
bequest, and so, utterly spent in the
battle, died. Eveming merged into
night, and- darkness again yielded to
the morning, when Christine Carlen
was led away by the missionary. Mr.
Gildwell knew nothing of the event,
and Mother Bates said, grimly, to the
good missionary :

“If ye take the baby, Sir, we’ll just
stay as we are.”

Gottlieb Braun, soldier, laid away in
a nameless grave, had done what he
;:c;uld in saving the bloom of a young

ife.
—_— e r———

Sensations When Dying.

The popular ideas relative to the suf-
ferings of persons on the point of
death are eroneous. The appearance
of extremer agony which is often pre.
sented under these circumstances is
due to mere muscular agitation, inde-
pendent of any extraordinary sensibili-
ty of the nerves of feeling. Those
who die a natural death in the very last
stages of existence are scarcely con-
scious of bodily suffering—not more
than they are frequently to the atten-
tions and solicitude of friends.

Those who die by violence or acci-
dent undoubtedly experience a degree
of pain proportionate to the extent of
the bodily mutilation. Hanging is
undoubtedly an unpleasant mode of
death ; but few, after all, ¢‘shufile off
this mortal coil’’ more easily than those
who are suspended by the neck. 1t is
akin to drowning in this respect. The
blood immediately rushes to the head
and soon deprives it of all conscious-
ness. The efforts to inhale the air,
which are kept up for some time after
the cord is attatched, and causes such
violent movements of the chest and
extremities, arise from the influence
of thespinal marrow, whose sensibility
is not so soon destroyed by the con-
gestion of blood as that of the brain.

Persons who die by decapitation
most probably suffer more, though
their pain is only momentary ; this is
the case with those who blow out their
brains. The sensation produced by
a ball passing though the body would
be diflicult to describe by one who has
never experienced it, but it is some-
thing singular in this case that those
who are shot, althrongh the ‘leaden
messenger of death’” may not have
penetrated any essentilly vital organ,
immediately fall to the earth, appar-
ently under an_irresistible feeling of
their approaching return to dust, ex-
claiming, as it were, involuntarily, «I
am adead man!”

A dagger wound in the heart, for
the few moments which are consumma-
ted in the ebbing of life.must occasion
unutterable feelings of agony, inde-
pendent of the mere sensations of pain
in the parts studered by the entrance
of the blade. The rushing out of the
blood, at each convulisve pulsation of
the heart, must seem like the actual
spectacles of the flow of life.

Those who are crushed to death may
not expire instantly,unless the cranium
happens to be involved in the casualty.
where the skull is not fractured there
is probably an inconceivable agony
for a few seconds—a flashing thought
of home, friends and family, and all is
over. Those who are cut into by a
heavily-burdened railroad earriage,
must experience some similar sensa-
tion.

-Tf the neck is broken low down the
person does net necessarily die on the
instant. * His situation is the most dis-
tressing of any which ean be imagined.
He may live and have a being for days;
but he cannot move. His face may
express all the passions, feelings and
emotions ; but beyond the motions of
his breast and countenance his ener-
gies do not go. [Ilis arms are pinoned
at his side ; his legs
he essentially beholds his body is in
the grave, while he is yet in full pos-
sessioh of his faculties. The least dis-
turbance of his position is liable to
launch him at onge into eternity.

In taking laudanum a person exists
in a state of insensibility for a length
of time, a melancholy spectacle to his
friends. In poisoning from arsenic a
great amount of suffering is under-
goze. The sensibility of thestomach
is exceedingly acute when inflamed,
and the.effect of arsenicis to producea
fatal inflamation of the viscus. Prussic
acid is rapid, and acts by paralyzing
the brain. _

In reflecting on the horrors which
death presents under these different
agpects of violence the mind becomes
overcome with disgust. We cannot do
better than turn to the contemplation
of its features in the middle course of
disease, where, if the mind be at ease,
the final exit is made without any of
those revolting exhibitions of bodily
suffering. . .
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No MORE SNEEZING or bad smellsin
m nose, Catarrh is by Dr. J.-H. Mc-
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’s Catarrh Snuff. ' It soothes and relieves
irritation, Trial boxes mail. D, J.
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H. McLean, 314 Chestout, St. Touin
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e Cimcinnatl Bears.

In the Zoological Gardens at Cincin-
nati is a bear-pit which has for months
been peacibly inhabited by a ¢inna-
mon bear and four black bears,’ The
cinnamon is much larger than his com-
panions, and fiercer, but 'he todk of-

by the most active of theblacks, and
the encounter which followed is thus
described by the Cincinnati Enquirer :
“Two of the four bears climbed the
snag of a tree set up in a - pit, a ‘third
clambered up the iron gate. and the
fourth paced around the pit in terror.
The noise of the conflict drew a crowd
to the scene. : :

The cinnamon’s style of fighting was
to se1ze his adversary by the throat,
Lﬂ:}batii of the :lar. ani, ,qtﬂr’;eruh;s

er: the-jaw _closs -ugon hit e
a steel-trap, and :l? him ‘down
ing him occasionally with short shakes,
}:ut always bearingdown and holding
ast.

The httle one, which was only half
or two-thirds the weight of his assail-
ant shrieked most human like. At first
his eries were appalling. but theysoon
-faded into hoarse gurgling sounds,half
sigh and half shriek.

At first the keeper, Mr. John Nord-
heim, as brave as an old tiger-hunter,
tried the effect of punching a hole to
make bruin quit bhis hold, but it was
not noticed. Henext threw a lot of
fresh fish iu right under his nose, but
the bait did not take ; then water was
thrown on him—a big stream from a
hose. This made him let go.

The little lacerated blacky got up
and made circles around the cage,
shrieking and crying at a terrible rate,
while the bear on the grate bars and
the two perched in the tree shook
like blown leaves, as if fearing their
turn would come next. The little one,
though, that had stood on the floor a
looker-on all the while, crouched in a
corner, half in defiance and half in
fear.

0ld Cinnamon ate his fish and then
returned to his mutton, the little bear.
The little fellow jumped into the pool,
and old Cinnamon pounced on him
to drown him. Again the hose was
applied. Old Cinnamon did not seem
to mind it. He tugged little blacky
out of the pool and commenced chew-
ing him up.

At this moment John Nordheim
bolted right into the den, armed with
a long-handled, heavy spade.

«Qh, don’t go in, shouted men and
shrieked women, but he had passed
the portals, and walked right face to
face with death. ~

Thud, thud, thud—three thuds of
the shovel on bruin's head released
little blacky, but turned Cinnamon on
brave John Nordheim, who had noth-
ing but aspade and John Nordheim’s
muscle and brain with which to make
the fight.

Thud, thud—down went Cinnamon,
and up he got again, and staggered
elose to little blacky and opened the
fight again.

Thud, thud, thud, thud, thud—thick
and heavy fell the blows on old Cinna.
mon’s skull. The old beast loosened
his hold and ran in the dungeon next
the pit. )

‘Unlock that gate,"shouted Nordheim
to Mr. Tenner, ‘and I'll lock him up for
good, now.’

Mr. Tenner obeyed, and Nordheim
shut the door.

When the door was securely shut,
it was amusing to see the three fright-
ened, but unhurt bears leave their
posts and strut up to that door, then
stride around the cage as much as to
say, ‘Won't somebody please knock a
chip off my shoulder.’””

Around and around they marched,
returning to the door, smelling it, feel-
ing it cautiously,gnd rearing up against
it, as if to make sure that all was safe,
then strutting off, Falstaff-like, when
the danger was gone.
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4 Months For a Dollar.

St. Nicholag for January, with its
cheery greeting on the cover, its exquisitely
beautiful frontispiece, the wonderful variety
in its pages, and its

FUX FOR THE KEW YEAR,
‘Will charm everybody both old and young.

Among the more notable papers wiil be
found a “Letter to a Young Naturalist,”” by
William Howitt, the poet, and *“*The Stars for
January,” by Prof. Proctor, the astonomer.

BT. NICHOLAJ FOR JARUARY
will also contain a paper by Horace E. Seud-
der, “Great Grandfather’s Books and Pic-
tures,” with fac-simile reproductions from
the New Epgland Primmer” and Webster's
old “Spelling-Book.” “Budge’s Visit to the
Centennial,” by the author of “Helen's Ba-
bies,”” and *The Modern and -Medizval Bal-
lad of Mary Jane,” with’ silhouette drawings
by Hopkins, will be found amusing and en-
tertaining. Besides
“‘HI8 OWX MASTER,” by Trewbridge,

There are ghorter Stories and Poems, Rhymes
and Nonsense Verses, Historical Sketches, a
Fairy Tale, Comical Pictures, Pages for Very
Little Folks, &c., &c. In short this is the
New Year’s Number of that magizine of which
“The London Daily News” said, “We wish
we could point to its eqnal in our own Period-
ical Literature.”

Send one dollar for a trial subscription, be-

cluding the Splendid Christmas Holiday num-
ber, with Williamn Cullen Bryant’s ‘“‘Boys o
My Boyhood,” and the New Year’s number,

uralist;” and the February number which
will have .
A TALK WITH AMERICAY BOYR,"
by Tom Hughes, that ehrnest, honest, strong-
hearted Englishman, who is known all over
the ‘world a8 “the friend of the school boy.”
Subscriptions received by all book-selfers.
Sold by all news-dealers. $€3.00 a year, 25¢. a
number. :
SCRIBNER & CO., 743 Broadway, New York,
—_—
TH1s WORLD apgears very beautiful
when you are well. To remain y
and strong, take Dr.J. H. McLean’s .
ening Cordlal and Blood Purifier, the
tonic in the world. It strengthens the bod
and purifies the blood. Dr. J. H. McLean's
office, 314 Chestnut, St. Lounis, Mo. . -
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