
THE WEDDING FEE.

One morning, fifty years ago,
When apple trees were white with snow

Of fragrant blossoms, and the air

Was spell-bound with the perfume rare-
Upon a farm horse, large and lean,

And lazy, with its double load,

A sun-brown youth and maid were seen

Jogging along the winding road.

Blue were the arches of the skies,
But bluer were that maiden'se yes !
The dew.drops.on the grass were bright,
But brighter was the loving light '
That sparkled 'neath each long-fringed lid
Where those bright eyes of blue were hid-

Adown the shoulders, brown and bare,

Rolled the soft waves of golden hair,
Where, almost strangled with the spray,
The sun, a willing sufferer, lay.

It was the fairest sight, I ween,
That the young man had ever seen;
And with his features all agow,
The happy fellow told her so.
And she, without the least surprise,
Looked on him with those heavenly eyes-
Saw underneath that shade of tan
The handsome features of a man;
And with a joy but rarely known

She drew that dear face to her own,
And by that bridal bonnet hid-

I cannot tell you what she did.

So on they tide, until among
The new-born leaves, with dew-drops hung,
The parsonage, arrayed in white,
Peers out-a more than welcome sight.

Then, with a cloud upon his lace,
"What shall we do," he turned to say,
"Should he refuse to take his pay

From what is in the pillowcase?"
And glancing down, his eyes surveyed

The pillowcase before him laid,
Whose contents, reaching to its hem,
Might purchase endless joys for them.

The maiden answers, "Let us wait;
TG borrow trouble where's the need!"

Then at the parson's squeaking gate
halted the more than willing steed.

Down from the door the bridegroom sprung:

The latchless gate behind him swung,
The knocker of that startled door,
Struck as it never was before,

Brought the whole household, pale with fright;

And there, with blushes on his cheek,
So bashful he could hardly speak,

The farmer met their wondering sight.

The grooth goes in, hiAi errand tells,
And as the parson nods, he leans

Far o'er the window sill, and yells,
"Come in! He says he'll take the beans !"

Oh, how she jumped! Withone glad bound
She and the bean bag reached tne ground:

Then, clasping with each dimpled arm
The precious product of the farm,
She bears it through the open door,
And down upon the parlor floor
Dumps the best beans vines ever bore.

Ah! happy were their song as that day,
When man and wife they rode away.

But happier this chorus still,
Which echo3d through those woodland scenes:

"God bless the priest of Watsonville!
God b.ess"the man who took the beans !"

The Race Is Always to be Swift.

Night in a great city. The wind sighed
and moaned with a mournful cadence
through the leafless trees that stood like
gaunt spectres of the night, ever and anon
bending low their withered trunks and great
black branches as if in mute appeal to the
storm king to not prostrate them forever
with his cold, merciless breath.

Adown a street where gleamed the bright
light of wine bibber's haunts and the bale-
ful glare of the oyster saloon fell upon the
sidewalk, a young man strode with quick
nervous step and a wistful, haunting look in
his eye. At a corner where the crowd of
eager, jostling pedestrians was the thickest
he paused and looked around anxiously. The
soft, low tinkle of a bell was heard. Clasp-
ing a bruised nickle in his left hand, the
young man stepped briskly forward, saying
softly to himself : "My heart has not de-
ceived me, I am in time."

Adelbert Quirk has caught the semi-week-
ly car on Van Buren street.

* * * * * * * *

In the elegantly furnished parlor of a
handsome residence, a tall and radiantly
beautiful girl sat silently in front of a grate
fire, the flames of which leaped lightly up
the chimney and cast a ruddy glare on all that
came within the range of their lambient
beams. Cleopatra McGuire was the only
daughter of a father who fairly i,•lized the
proud beauty that presided over his house-
hold with such stately grace--his wife hav-
ing fallen into a wash-tub and been drowned
within two years after their marriage.

"Which shall I choose ?" said the girl in
soft, mellow tones. Shall it be the strong-
limbed Rupert with his proud Saxon pedi-
gree, or Adelbert, who would deck his bride
with jewels ? My heart tells me that with
Rupert ever by my side life would always
be a dream, 1 love him with a wild, pas-
sionate devotion that time can never change.
But Adelbert is rich and powerful. As his
wife I should shine in society. Oh me I
which shall I choose ?

Suddenly rising from the fauiteuil, she
said : "I have decided. To him who gets
here first this evening will I plight my troth.
Fate shall decide."
* * * * * 3 .

The Van Buren street car was slowly
wending its way westward, On the side-
walk came with firm tread a sunny haired
young man--Rupert Gillhooly. i
there fell upon the air the clangor of a bell.
Rupert broke into a run. The bridge began
to open. He succeeded in getting a•a•ps.
The car did not. In the rear left oerAW of
that car sat Adelbert Quirk.

Fate had began work.
* * * *' * * o *

After crossing the bridge Rubert did no•
slacken his pace, and wassoda wwell $oward-
the end of his journey, when the il ry
ing of a child ttracte4 his Attention. Us

stooped, and finding that the little one had
lost its way, waited patiently until a police-
man came up, into whose care he confided
the wanderer.

By this time the bridge was closed and the
car was thundering on its way, the horses
lashed into their best speed by the driver,
who was anxious to make up for lost time,
Just as Rupert gave the child to the police-
man the car caught up with him. He but
half a mile to go. Walking leisurely along,
he at last reached the residence of Stuy-
vesant McGuire, and as the door opened Cle-
opatra fell into his arms with a glad cry.

"Fate has brought you to me, my darling,"
she said, "you must never leave me again."

An hour later the door bell rang and Adel-
bert Quirk was informed by the hired girl
that Miss McGuire was not at home.

Rupert had outwalked the horse car.

Love's Young ]Dream.

She was a real pretty, bread and butter
peaches and cream kind of a green country
girl, and she almost broke the hearts of the
clerks in the postiice when she came up to
the window and asked to buy a postage
stamp.

"Ah," said Oscar, with a smile of the kill-
ing variety as he noticed she had a yellow
envelope in her hand, "why not buy a plain
white stamped envelope ?"

"I don't want a stamped envelope," she
simpered, "I want a stamp."

"Oh, very well, Miss, but you know
stamped envelopes are all the rage now."

"I don't care-I want a stamp."
"Well, you are just too utterly utter.

Won't you tell why you want a stamp ?" and
the young man wrapped a smile around his
face like a sheet around a ghost.

"You won't tell anyone ?"
"No, of course not."
"Nobody ?"
"No."
" Well then-te-he-he-he-he," she laughed,

"You see my beau don't like stamped enve-
lopes. He lives way out in Colorado, and
he says as he never gets to see me, if I lick
the stamp and stick it on, he can take it off
and chew it, and it is the next best thing to
kissing me."

Then she blushed and looked teasing,
and Oscar got so red in the face that he gave
her a stamp and seven cents in change for

a three cent piece.

Heller the Magican and Corn Pearl.

Crouch, the author of "Kathleen Ma-
vourneen" and many other popular songs, is
now cabinet-maker in Baltimore, and has
been there for years. Robert Heller's father
was.the organist at Canterbury cathedral, and
in the little town of that name Henry Palmer

(Robert Heller) went to school in company
with a neighbor's little daughter, and as boy
and girltheywere little sweethearts. This

early love of the great magician was named
Fanny Crouch, and her father was a musical
genlius who became quite a celebrity among
his townfolks by his songs, attaining much
fame in after time by his "Kthleen Ma-
yourneen. Heller had been before the pub-
lic a long while when he drifted to Paris.
There he beheld the dashing equipage and
gorgeous costumes of Cora Pear!, the
notorious, upon the street. Being struck
with something familiar in her face, he fol-
lowed her, into a shop one day to obtain a
nearer view of the celebrity. 8uddenly she
turned, met his gaze, and instantly came for-
ward with outstretched hands. It was Fanny
Crouch, his little schoolmate. In this
country Heller came across the unhappy
father and composer. He was worlking at
the cabinet-making business in Baltimore,
where Beller's father-in-law resided.
Crouch was not a tramp nor in poverty; he
preferred the oblivion of a workshop in
America to his old home and friends-no
doubt through shame for his daughter's con-
duct. These Canterbury people are a strange
lot. In poor Mr. Crouch's case the knowl-
edge that Cora Pearl was a native of that
stiff cathedral town was a thing to conceal
and he ashamed of. But it was different
with Robert Heller. He became famous as
a magnificent pianist and the foremost magi-
cian of his time; that made no difference;
his family were horrified at his career. One
sister married a mutton-beaded country
squire and settled at Seven Oaks, and when
Robert died was wild with fear lest the
dumpy little Canterbury paper would get
hold of and publish the fact that Robert
Heller, lamented all over America, was one
and the same with Henry Palmer, son of the
Canterbury organist. It seemed very strange
to me, with the eulogies and praises of the
American papers yet in my mind, the famous
entertainaer's greatness fresh before me, to
hear alittledot of an ssignifleant old woman,
whose husband resembles Bolon Shingle,
entreat thatjno mention of the dead brother's
identity with Robert Heller ahould be made,

that the "dreaful W ,it" should be kept.
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their native state, the best bringing one dol-
lar per pound. Gum not immediately mer-
chantable is refined by a peculiar process.
Sieve-like boxes are covered with spruce
boughs, on which is placed the gum. Steam
is introduced underneath. The gum is melt-
ed, is strained by the boughs, and then pas-
ses into warm water, where it is kept from
hardening until the packer takes it out
draws it into sticks, and wraps it in tissue

paper, when it is ready for market.

The gum meets with ready sale. There
Is not a village, town or city in Maine where
it is not in demand. In the larger mill cities
gum has a free sale. In Biddleford, Lewis-
ton. Lawrence and Lowell, the factory girls
consumes large quantities. It is said that in
the lumber camps gum is used as a means of
extending hospitalities. After meals the
host fills his own black clay pipe and handsit
to his guest. Later, clear lumps of gum are

placed before the visitor, and he is asked to
take a chew. Maine produces forty thous-
and dellars worth of gum in a year, some of

which finds its way to other markets, from
which it is distributed to various outlying
factory villages, where, as stated before it is
in great demand. Spruce gum is adulterated
and those who adulterate take the trouble to
fashion the pieces of gum to appear like
those taken in a pure state from the trees.
The ingredient of adulteration is supposed
to be the gum of a pine tree.

FOES OF THE TELEGRAPI.

How Buffaloes, dears, Monkeys, Ele-
phants, Worms, and Spiders de-,

troy the Wires.

If you will kick or pound on a telegraph
pole, or place your ear against one on a
windy day, what will the noise remind you
of ? A hive of bees? Precisely. So it
does the bears in Norway. Bears are pas-
sionately fond of honey, and when in one of
the wind districts Bruin hears the humming
of the wires, he follows the sound to the
post where it is loudest, and begins to tear
away the stones heaped around the poles in
rocky soil to steady them, in order to get at
the hive which he imagines is there. In his
disappointment and disgust he usually leaves
marks of his claws in the wood.

Wolves will not stay in Norway where a
telegraph line has been built. It was form
erly the custom to protect farms by planting
poles around them, strung with cords, some-
thing like rabbit shares, and gradually they
came to respect these precautions, so that a
line stretched across a peninsula would pro
tect the district. The wolves take the tele-
graph for a new and improved snare, and
promptly leave the country where a line has

been built.
On our own prairies the buffalo hails the

telegraph poles as an ingenious contrivance
for his own benefit. Like all cattle he de-

lights in scratching himself, and he goes
through the performance so energetically
that he knocks do'wn the pole. An early
builder of telegraph lines undertook to pro-
tect the poles by inserting brad-awls into the

wood, but the thick-skinned buffalo found

the brad-awl an improvement as affording
him a new sensation, and scratched down

more poles than ever.
In Sumatra the elephants are systematical-

ly opposed to telegraph lines, and at least

twenty times a year make raids on them. In

lMay, 1876, the elephants tore down the poles
for a distance of several furlongs and hid

the wires and insulators in the cane jungle,
and for three nights in succession they re-

peated the performance as regularly as the

re airteie Ivuuu1tD LV-

The monkeys and apes .are about as form-

idable enemies, as they use the wires for

swings and trapezes, and carry of the glass

insulators as valuable piizes; then he may

be pounced upon by a tiger or driven up the

pole by a mad buffalo.
In Japan the special enemies of the tele-

graph are the spiders which grow to an im-

mense size, and avail themselves of the wires

as excellent frame work for their webs. So

thbick are the cords the Japan ese spiders spin

that often, especially when they are covered

with dew, they serve to connect the wires

with.each other on the ground,and so to .,o,

them from working.
In the sea the wires are not any safer, as

a small worm has developed itself since ca-

blee came into fashion which bores it way

through iron, wire gutta percha, lets in water

and so destroys a line worth millions of dol

lars. When a great storm comes on the cen-

tre of the ocean, and the cable breaks while

it is being laid, or threatens to break, no one

is alarmed. They fasten the cable to a buoy

and come back afterwards and pick it up;

or if it is at the bottom of the sea they drop

a dredge with a mile or so of rope and pick

up the precious thread as large as one of

your fingers, almost as easy as you would

fish up a penny from the bottom of a tub

full of water with the tongs. But the little

worm, no bigger than the end of a needle,

is more formidable than the elephant on

shere or the hurricane at sea.
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Fall and Winter Goods
---AT-

The Largest and Most Extensive

Clothing House in Montana.
-0-

Having studied the wants of our patrons in Choteau and the
adjoining counties, we have, with much care, selected

the Largest, Finest and Best Assorted
Stock of

iCLOTHING
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION,

FOR MEN, BOYS and CHILDREN.
-- o -

Our Furnishing Goods Department contains all the Latest Designs and Patterns of
White and Fancy Dress Shirts, Collars and Cuffs, Silk and Linen Hand-

kerchiefs, Suspenders, Underwear, Hosiery, Etc.

Hats and Caps Boots and Shoes
Of all the Leading Styles. Of Every Description.

Rubber Goods, Blankets, Quilts, Lined and
Unlined Duck' Goods.

-0-

~'Sits to Order,
We are also agents for the celebrated house of DEVLIN & CO., New York. Measures

for Suits taken. Fit Guaranteed. 1,000 samples to select from.

GANS & KLEIN,
Fort Benton, M. T,

Front St., near Benton (Murphy, Neel & Co.'s old stand).

LOREY & MEINHARDT

GRAINERS " PAPER

AND . ,' : , iHANGERS

Landscape, Ornamental, Fresco, Rense, sign Banner and Scene Painting eof
every description.

Orders solicited from every -ant of th- Territory, and we insure the utmost care and dispatch in allorders
through the miuils. All work guaranteed Firet class in every

particular, at prices to suit the times.

Office in Zeigler's New Brick Block,

HELENA, Mont.

THE BEST WAGON
ON WHEELS

MANUFACTURED BY

RACINE, W IS.
We manufacture every variety of

Farm, Freight and
Spring Wagons.

And by seuinig oarselve strictly to one class of work; by employing nonebut the

BEST 'OF WORKMEN;
Using nothing but

First-Class Improved Machinery, and the Very
Best of Selected Timber;

had by a THOROUGH KNOWL3DOJ of the basiness, We have justly earned the

reputation of akting

"THE BEST WACON ON WHEELS I"
Ma•Yartaere• s have abaeled the warhanety bat Agoe ay, asn their own espi pb•li t ie the fouwlg

warranty with ch wagon , if so agreed:

EKnowing that we carnt st you, we sa roagfrom aUl patat9i E the Unitid States, Send for pries sal
rate,, as 4 aopy of TisaRaomMXAelouIciziaSo , toFaab her. dA ear.l. BCaO Ws.
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