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The Nistory of Life,
[ aaw an infant in ita oothor’s arms,
And Jeft it aleoping.
Yours passod—1 ssw a girl with woman'e
charms,
In sorrow weeping.
Yoars passod—1 saw & mothor with her eliild,
And o'er it Innguish,
Fears bronght we back—yet through her tears

she smiled
In deoper suguish,

I 16ft hier—yonrs bsd vanishod—1 returned,
And stood before her |

A Iamp beaide the childless widow burned,
Griefs mantle o'er her,

In tears I found her whom I left in loars,
On God rolying §

And I retarned {o afior years,
And found her dying.

An infant first, and then o maiden fair—
A wifo, 8 mother—

And then & chilldloes widow o despaie—
Thns met s brother,

And thus wo moet on carth, aud thus we pary,
To meet, ob, nover |

Till death beholils tho apirit loave the heart,
Mo liva fpavar

TOM BOLLIVAR'S WIFE.

Somebody knocked at the door. And
gnch o night as it was!—the snow and
the wind making it dreadful to think of
while you sat beside a roaring fire, let
alone being out op the dismal flat where

the little honse braved the fury of the

elemental war, It was quiet inside, the
Joudest sonnd being the moan of the
wind and the hiss of the feathery snow-
flakes falling down the wide mouthed
chimney to the flaring logs below.

A woman was gitting by those flarmg
logs, mending a little child's frock, The
gix lit le shoes, in varions worn stoages,
placed before the fire, told a story that
oftentimes londer noises than the moan
of the wind and thoe hiss of lost snow-
flakes on the fire disturbed tlie room.
Bitting there sewing, and with a womun’s
mind far away from what she wns Lunsy
at, and yet tied all the stronger herc by
reason of her wandering thoughts, the
woman started—somebody knocked at
the door.

Bhe arose hwrriedly, suppressing o
ery, and unlocked and flung the door
open. A mun's voice in the snowy dark-
ness said, harshly:

« ' Where do Tom Bollivar's wife live nt
~here?"

1 Yos," shie answered, her hand npon |

her lieart, Ler eyes peering ont in the
night; “I am Tom Bollivar's w .
what do you want of me?"

“ Lags, will yon ask me in? I've
news of Tom."

“Yon bave! Come in, sailor, and
tell me what yon know,”

Tuto {he light and warmth stepped o
rough, brawny fellow, dressed in the
slipshod maruer qf & sailor npon shore.
Heo sliook the snow from his shaggy
coat and his beard. Slapping his
glonch hat upon his knee, and lovking
flercely down into the litule woman's
face all the time, as thongh to intimi-
date her, 8ho retnrned tlie look with
an odd expression—not frightened, but
gtartled, bewlldorod—the look that had
como to her faco whon she opened the
door and peered out at the man; then
from the bewildered look another came,
one of understynding, comprehension,
and she said to him, calmly:

“ Bit by the fire ; you must be chilled
through + his groesome night."”

The starilod look seomed to have
flown from lor face to his, but he said,
more harslily:

i T am chilled throngh, Tom Bollivar's
wife, and that nin’t no lie, ‘cordin' to
Beripter, Are ye all alone here, wo-
wan ' and glaneed about him,

“No," she said, pointing to the six
worn little shoes, Tho man looked at
tiem, and then turned bis face awi)
from her for an instant,

“ Now, sailor,” she said, * what's thii
greab nows o yours ¥

W Ain't yo afoard o' me, ye s lony
woman ?"

“Hosh ! Tell me the news!”

1 om Bollivar's wife, ye flustrate me
But it's right, ye ain't sfeard o' me-
why should ye be? I—T kinder thought
yo might be, ihongh, But—I'ma rougl
gailor, and-—"

“Oh, pshaw! hurry up with the
news."

¢ T—1 don't know how to commenc:
the yarn, wi' you s settin’ there so un
skeorad.”

wQl, it is n yam, eh? Well, wal
suilor, till T put ome wood ou the fir
~thon five nway."

Bhe put the wood on, sat down on th
stool in the red light of the blaze anc
ook up the litkle frook again.

« Now,” she said, “I'm ready.”

The man lind his month open. Despite
his brongzed skin and the fire from the
wos, something else gont that flush ovey

his face that now suffused it
“ Bu'n't yo a littlo narvous, anyways ¥

ho nslied.

#Oh, my, no; not at alll T'm stead)
onough to count the threads while
iteh  this band of onr Busy's frock
Nervous! Me? Ob, dear!”

“ Tom Bolligar's wife, I'vo that o te
ai'll not make ye brag o bein' stendy
Tom Dollivar's been gone tlhree yen
and over, el 2"

“ 1t you know it, sailor, what do yo
ok me for ¥ Don't you suppose T em
oount the wonthy that make thre
yoars 2"

1 “ When did ;l' hear from Tom last?
He gulped, and his eyes were wrathy,

“ Bix months ago,” she sail, easily
“he was sailing for Madaguscar, ano
Ladn't time to say much.”
| “Tom Bollivar's wife,” said the man
| solemnly, and suppressing his strunge

anger, * ye'll not be likely to hear frou
| him agin' in & burry; he wont wri*
| soon.”
[ 1 expect not. Thore ain't much u

o' him writing, suyway, socing I cad’
| anewer, not knowing if I« send m)
| lettars to sea that they'd find him."
| “Lass, he'll never write agnin ne

mors. Tom won't. There now |”

“WThat's & pity for Tom,” she said
biting. ¢ff her thread, * for Lo alway:
likes to write a bil about the ehildreu
Oh, dear "
The man

| amazement,
“Tom DBollivar's wife, I think I'l
| commence that there yarn I promised."
4 Lor, sailor ; you don't mean to say
you ain't begun yot? What a tedious
one von ¢an be, to be sure! DBless my
| heart !"

Agnin the man gulped and grittod his
teeth. He went on, madly:

“Ye know, six manths ago, Tom he
gailed around Madagascar, dou't ye!
Woell, T was along wi' Tom, I was, Me
an' him weo was chinms ; whatsomever Lie
doue, that there done I ; wheresomeves
[ he went, tieresomever weut I; when

somever he writ to ye, I scen that there
letter, trne a8 gospel. When he wae
n-thinkin' o} yo, I knowed it. But there's
storms at ses, lass--oh, sich storms
Why, this here storm outside is a haby
sauall compared wi' them there at sea,
wi' ereakin’, an' groanin', an' cussin’, an

looked at her in  blank

‘ orderin', an'— there's storms as makes ye
think o' home an’ your wife an habbies
un' to look upin the face o' the angry
eky an' try to speer ont the pityin' face
2" Josns Chirist as walked on the waters
an' tolil them waves to be still ; storms
ns mitkes ye look up st that there sky
that seems Lo e fightin’ wi' the mad ses
that rises up to clinch wi' it, an’ falls
back all shattered an' broke ; there's
storms ns makes a saflor's heart ery fo
the help o' God for them s ho loves
even if the help don't save his own life
Who knowed more shout storms nor me
an' Tom Bollivar? We'd follered the
sea nigh on to twenty yoar, an' novel
geparated. I ean't tell ye, for ye'll feel
that bad.”

“ No, I won't, enilor; upon my word
I wen't, I like it—I like to Lear yo
talk; it sounds old-fashioned.”

« Old-fashioned 2"

“ Yos; Tom used to it where you sit
and I sitting iv this blessed identicn
spot, sewing as 1do now, and he'd tell
his awful yarns and try to make me be
lieve them. You see, I don't swallow
all T Lear."”

“ Yo don't think I'm a-deceivin® yel
doye?'

# 1 don't think much about it, so you
needn’t have that in your noddle. Ge
on, do; for merey's sake, what ails the
man "

Such a look us he gave her!

“ Well, thero comes o storm one day,
an' the skipper Le comes to ns an' says
gays le, CIt's all up wi' ug, as ye seo.
Try to save yourselves.! The ship had
gprung a leak, the whole side wus stove

an’ we was n goin' down, an'—aoh, Tom
Bollivar's wife, how Kin 1 say it ?—yom
liusband he wouldn't desart that there
ship as Lo knowed, man and hoy, since
him an' the ship was both young,”

WThat's right in him," she said,
shaking hor head and sottling Liorself or
the stool, a Jight in lLer eyes, * that's
right in him. 1 wouliln't own Touw
Dollivar if he'd torsook his work becanse
it got tronblesome."

# Yes—but, lnss, Tom he was aboard
till the last two timbers hung togethoer,
He wouldn't go.  He got the ofliers of)
an’ helped wi' the eargo; but there he
staid; & lookin' out in the direction ol
his home, and s-thinkin' o' yo an' the
babbies.”

“Trne for you, sailor," she said, her
voico tremulons snd almost glad, “and
good for Tom Bollivar,”

“Bat why don't yo got flustrated |
Didn't yokeer nothin' 'bont Tom ? Why

don't ve got into a reg'lar terrer ¥
S Oh, TN gob all that way after a bit,’

Agiin that dreadful look at her,

“Mhen yo dide't keer nothin' for
Tom?"

“ Now look lere, sailor,” she said
 yon knew Tom powerful well, you suy.
Didn't Tom ever know of the time and
time again when I sat here all alone
throngh the night, after I've tuoked the
children up in bed, and staid at the
window looking ont at the vaving storm,
thinking of my husband ?  Didn’t he
over know ab such Hmes that my hearl
wont away over the crnil sea lnnting for

heaven to Him wlist holds the sea and
the storm in the hollow of Lis hand?
Did he evor know how I treasured up
every hape, every drosm of Lim, every
word lo'd evor said—that T searched
the children's faces day after day, koe.
ng his likenoss there, so that I'd nover
forget his looks and sliculd know him
alwiys, no matter when or how I mel
lun ¥ And dida’s b know how, when 1

wantad bhim more than usoal, I'd
go to tho obildren and ary: *Babies,

in on & rock, au’ the pumps was no use, |

him—went further than the sen, up to |

‘ “WLet me ont! Il never say sich

| thinks we're all groen alike,
wos timider for him than usnal, and | leve yo ever thonght o' your husband ;

Labies, wako with ma-m_my-nnd pray |
for daddy on the wild, wild seas?*
—and how I'd fix their hands,
and how we four would kneel down and
say ‘Our Father,' and feel sure that the
Lonl knew what we wero asking for and
would answer onr prayer! Didn't Tom
ever know how I must have counted |
days, then weoks, then months, and st
last years, wanting him, waiting, watch
ing for lim, ever true in word and
thought? Couldn't Lie tell you that he
pnessed I loved sll sailors for his sake,
and that T pitied lonely ones that came
to port here and who made fric nds with
me ? Tor I've gone to them and I'w
said; *Cheer up, my lads ! I'm Tom Bol
livar's wife, and he¢'s on the briny deep.
Let me help you all I can; if you're |
sick or lonesome or want little jobs of
woman's work done for you, why, come |
to me, I'm Tom Bollivar's wife and he's
on the briny deepl' And how often |
and ofton has this room been crowded |
with sailor men! And how they've

kissed the children, in case they'd |
pass Tom's ship, they said, and
would seem to take the |kisses|

fo Lim; or they’d kiss 'em be
chnge they had little ones of their owr
far awny who must be looking out to sea
wnd thinking of their daddies. And I've
helped 'em all T conld—indeed, indeed
I have; and me and the children, why,

we've gone down to see their ships off, |

and T've made the children wave thei
hands and say ¢ Good-bye!" right loud
pnd the men have ealled, * Three checrs
and & tiger for Tom Bollivar's wife!
gud *God eard for the babies!" And
I've done all this for love o' Tom
And vou don't say that he ever thonght
of thiat, only that T dido’t eare for him
If he didu't know me withont words

then he didn’t love me as I alway: |
|

Ihn‘dghi Le did.”

And she wiped her eyes on the frock
she was mending. The mwan looked af
hier for o minute, seemed to hold back
something lie was sbout to say, put his
hands servously in his vockets and
went on !

“ Wall, luss, yos, he knowed it, Hc
thought hie knowed it for a trath, but—
and now comes the all-firedest awful
part o' this hera gospol-truth yarn.”

“ Yos, satlor.

# Well—now don't yeery ont, au’ don'f
ye flop down—bnt Tom DBollivar he
won't never, never come home no more.'

Bhe smiled up in his face.

4 Why ?* she simply asked,

“ Bocanse—he'd drownded dead," he
replied.

# 1 don't believe it, sailor.”

Pt I was wi' him sl the time, 1
orter know."

“ Then why wasn’t yon drowned, too
If yom thought so much of him as you

| sny, why didu't you drown trying to save
him, if nothing elsa ?"

¢ I—I well, I was washed ashore. Bul
poor Tom !—oh, lor'! poor Tom, he's
wonb."”

i Oh, dear! ifthat's the case, Tmighl
us well make up my mind to be »

| widow."

4T pather think so. Well—why don’
vo gob flustrated, Widder Bollivar "
erieidd the man, nghast; "“ye promised
that; anyways." ;

“I'll get that way after
suilor.”

“But I tell yo, Tom Bollivar ain't
no more; he's drowned dead, him thal
wis vour husband." :

“Well, T can't help it, can I? 1
didu't drown him, did I? I'm I.I.W}llﬂw'
ain't I?  Now 1'll tell yon what I think
nhout it,

awhile,

You see, spilor, T can't live
lhwre all alone, now, can I

“What do ye mean, Widder Bollivar?!

AMhat's it—that’s right—I'm Widow
Bollivar.  DBuat I musn't be Widow Bol.
‘ livae a1l wy lifo, so T must get married.!
| “Married! My God! woman, yow

linsband Lo ain't cold yet."

“ 1 epn’t walt until I'm eold because
you eny ho ain't goite cold yet, can I¥"

“Do yo mean to say ye don't Jove
him ?"

%1t would ba foolish to love n dead
man and yet marry o live one.”

# Who—who'll have ye fora wife when
they knows all T knows? Widder, I'l
toll the whole town, I'll tell the whole
world, T'11 put ye in the ‘log'—I mean
the papers,"”

| « Posh, sailor — that's nonsense

Who'll hnve mo? Why, yon will, sailor
[ T know you will.”

@it ont o my way, Tom Bollivar's
wife. Me haveyou!? Lord! I thought
I'd find you crazy mad at the idee o
him bein' dead and layin' rollin' around
| wi' the sharks an’ sich in Davy Jones's
locker. An' now fto lear ye? O,
woman, woman, yeé don't know whal
vo've done! I'll go back to my ship |
I'll hate sl women for your sake; I'll
nover tell who 1"

« Bailor, you shall have me now.”

v Lol me out o this here b—— house.”

v Sailor, I'll lock the door. You shall
not leave this room till you say you'll
liwve mo for your lawful wedded wife,”

words to you. Woman, you're & bad
| lot, that's what ye aro—a bad, ungodly,
whofons creetur,  Ye've lied to meabout
lovin® your hushund so ye'd got me to
marry ye ; ye've suw no muny sailors, an'
I don't b

I don't beliove even the babbies thought

]

“Not of their deceived father, sailor,”
sbo said, coming toward hLim, the tears
raining down ber cheeks, Ler lips smil-
ing; “but their father, who must |
always believe me to be true and loving
—their father I saw this Llessed night,”

«“Who—who—their father—this night?
Where is he ?—where is the—2"

She threw herself npon his breast,
her srms clasped wililly about him :
o Here, here,” sho cried, ropturonsly, |
s hopo is their fathor—my Tom, my desar
old boy” And then criod  alond :
o Babios, ebilgren, wakeup! Come to

| mammy, for duddy's come home from

tho cruel, eruel seas, and he's tried to
make manmmy beliove he was somebody
else, and that daddy was drowned, Oh,
Tom! I knew you when I opened the
door; T never conld be mistaken in you,
pever, never!” And the patter of the
children's feet, the erying of the child:
pon's voices, drowned Tom Bollivar's
voice decpor than any sea bLad ever
drowr ed Tom Bollivar,

= _ —__ —

Indian Edoeation in Virginia,

The effort lins been for a natural, sll-
round growth rather than s rapid one.
Books, of conrse, are for u long time ol
no avail, and object-teaching, pictures
and blackboards take their place, with
every other devico that ingennity is
equal to, often on the spur of the mo |
ment, to keep up the interest and atten
tion of the 11:||11:-ri}-ll1l minds that, with
the best intentions and strong desire to
know Eoglish, have small patience for
preliminary steps. A peripatetio class
wis thus devised to relieve the tedinm
of the schooloroom, and had, to speak
literally and figuratively, quite a run.
It usually began with leap-frog, and then
went gayly on to find its ““books in the
running hrooks, sermons in stones,” ete.
Geography is fanght with molding sand
and iron mised dissecting maps ; arith.
melio st fest with Blocks,  The Indiane
aro partienlarly fond of each, and th
pdvanced class is gnite expert in adding

up columns of figures as long as o ledge
page, and ojqnal to practical problems of
voday trade and simple business s
eounts.
Nothing,

Bvel

however, ¢an  equal the
clisrm of the printeid page. It las the
old mystery of '*tLe paper that talks."
STIT cannot read whien I go home,"
sail o young biave, * my people will
lingh at me,”" The gratitude of the St
Aungnstines over their first text-look in
goeography was fonching.  Reading,
wiiting and spelling are tanght together
Ly the word method and charts. Later
attractive little primavies have been
very useful, and unbound numbers of
children's mngazines, such us are nsed
in the Quiney schools, Most of the
Dakotas can now read at sight as simple
En lish as is found in these, and arr
Lieginning to take pleasure in reading
of in listening fo cusy
| of our childhood classies
| ingon Cinsoe, ard Christopher Colum-
by, and George Washington with his
| little hatehot, One of their teachers

vorsions

who tried the hatehiet story on them iu |

prepatation for the 221 of February,
“Such nttentive listoners I never
saw Defore. They were perfectly en
Eaptured. Thoy understood everything,
oven to the moral.e A fow days after
this I was annoyed by talking in the
vlass. When I asked who did it, every
one blamed his neighbor. T said: * Now,
boys, don't tella lie. Who will be s
Gieorge Washington?'  Two
onee stood up and said:  Wo did i

Avother teacher wis less successful
witly lier ‘moral, in téying to explaih a
hymn they hind learned Lo recite :

SOVEI

t‘! "

' Yioll not'to l('.lnlpmilnﬂ. for yielling s #in ;
Ench victory will help. you some othor to win,'

The next day one of the girls came to
her, exclaiming, trinmpliantly: “ I vie-
tory! Ivictory! Louiss Bullhead get
mud with me, Bhe big temptation. 1
fight her. I victory!"—Helen W, Lud-
‘o, in Harper,

The Cansé of Mer Grief,

Soma time ago, on the Norman const,
a bather was drowned, Up to o fow
days ngo his body had not been recover-
ed, Every morning the young and dis-
consolate widow of the drowned man
comes and seats herself on the beach,
questioning the unreplying ocean with
ayes red with weeping. It is in vain
that her friends try to dissuade her
from this painful practice.

“No,” says she; "“the sen has taken
him from me, and the sen must bhring

of Rolw |

boys ab |

TORTURING WITH ELECTRICITY. !
The Agony which the :Illrr‘ ol the Czad
Were Compelled to Underge,

|
According to advices from Genevn, |

Russakoff and Jaliboff, the killers of the
ozar, were mercilessly put to tortnre in
the presence of General Loris MelikofY
Russakoff wus eloctricized by powerfu!
batterios, and forced by the intoleralile
agony he suffored to answer the ques
tions put to him.

Park Benjuuin, the scientifle expert
said to & New York reporter: ** The ides
of torturing crimingls by eloctriotity is l'
not original with the Rnesians. It i |
a British invention, and was first sug
peated abont five years ago by nn Eng
tish mechanieal journal, in commenting
pon the execution ‘of criminals by |
electric shoek instead of by lhanging.
The Bnglish writer wanted to do away

[ with the eat-o™-nine tails, which is ad-

inistered in England to garroters and
other eriminald of cerfain classes, nml|
use the electrio battery, as he somewhat |

| grimly expressed it, so as to produce ab: '

solutely indeseribable toriure (unane- |
companied by wounds or even bruises),

| tlirilling through every fiber of sueh

miscreants. There was an American in-
ventor who hud n design for inflicting |
{his species of punishment, He fitted
brackets of iron on the arms and thighs
of the criminal, and placed in them wel
sponges. When connected with a eur-
rent of elootricity the shock would by
this system pass throngh the legs and
shonlders, and avoid the vitel parts of
the body,

«The torture inflicted by electricity
is one of two kinds—hy eontraction ol
the musoles at rapidly recurring intervals
and by burning with sparks, The tor
tures of old days, when not done by fire
or compression, were tlie st raining and |
tearing ssnnder of the museles.  Of thix
kind were tharack, scavenger's danghter,
and the eagos of Lonis XIV., in which a
man could stand np or lie down. The
electric shock exnctly reverses these
conditions. It produces an enormously
rapid contraetion of the body of thie
muscles at vory short intoryvals, The
degree of pain prodnced is about the

R,
to be nicely graded, as a oo powerful
shoek would nnmb or kill a man,

" The other method is by condensing
a mumber of intermittent sparks on the
flosli, This burns the skin, and at the
same time produces contractions of the
museles,  If put to the side of the jaw |
it would make every tooth ache.”

A distingnisbed surgeon of whom |
questions were asked concerning thu
mackhine said : “The best way to ex:
plain it is to give you actual experiones,
then you-will know exactly how it feels.
Here is o Faradie induction coil 1
pull out this tube a little way. Now,
et me place this eleetrode to your hand |
There."

“Oh!" exelaimed the ingnirer, as a
tingling, thrilling sensation ran throngh
every finger, and his hand closed in
aninvoluntary grasp.

“Dees it hurt 7 asked the doctor,

“A little

“Wall, we'll try again.  Now you sec
I puill this tube further out. I again
touch it to vour hand, and—"

«Whoop " shonted the vietim; “take
it away!" The feeling was as if the
band was crnshied in a4 vise,  Every
nerve ached and trembled with pain,

aThat luet, did it? Why that's
pothing, Here's something of a very
different sort,”

Ho fastencd to one wire a small wel
sponge and to the other wire something
like & paint brush, with the brush par
made of fine wire. Ha pnt the sponge
in the visitor's hand and then touched

ihe buek of the hand with the wite
broslh,  The pain was unboarable,  The

surface of the skin was scorched and
the muscles of the hand wero contract
ed in aviolent manner,

“That is called the eleotrie scourge,”
‘ usid the doctor, *If it were dark you

could see spuvks fly from ench wire
| Imogine the offect if the electricity wer
tén times more powerful”

Conld any man bear thet torture ?

“ 1 think not; any man would confes
| under it, but it is n guestion what con
[ fidence oould be placed in such o con
fession, A man would confess anything
to cscape the ngony."

S What could you compare the pait
to "

41t would be the same ns burning
alive.”

“ Would it injure the man?"

Lim back to me.”
They began to fear at last that the
woman wotld lose her reason, and n

Ler aronnd Lo thonghts of resignation.
sCome, como, Henriotta,” snidl he,
tyon must give & reason for this."

GA penson 1" oxelaimed the widow,
between her sobs, Tt is very easy for
you to demand a reason, but—boo-loo-
hioo it they don't find lis body T can
never got married agoin !

The remarkable surgical opcration
lately performed by Theodor Dillroth,
the illustrions pupil of Langenbeck, ol
removing & cancer from the stomuoh ol
g woman, and forming a healthfal il
roduced slomach, hws boon  attended
with sucoess, thongh the operation had
nover boen attempled but onee before

o' their poor deccived father—"

distant relative wos appointed to bring | wime parts of the body the scourge

“ No—not unless the pain drove hin
insane,  If the battery wore too power
| ful it would kill at once, Applied tc

hurts more than on others.”
Fun For (he Boys,

Mrs. Lowis, the English lady who has
recently come to this country lo rvegu-
lute ity domestioity, wants to introduce
thirteen-year-old boys ns honse servauts,

The foreo of the electricity has | replied

Good idea. Lots of funin it.  How the
Boys would enjoy playing pitch and toss
with the erockery, “pass ball" with the '
bisenits, and squirting water from tlmI
kitohen faucol all over the house, And |
then the well known tondeney of thir |
toon-vonr-old hoys to keop their hnnds
absolutely clean wonld add a relish to
the dessorts that would make thom as
pulntablo ns o plate of puddingin a five-

o & luman being, e

-
L

cont restanrant,

D.Jd. WHITESIDE
Onsteanorga, Tanr,

D. J. WHITESIDE

1ATOHER PICKEMS
1 velaun, Teun

& CO.,

DEALERS IN

‘HATS,

SHIRTS MADE TO ORDER

She Read Her Title Clear,
At a chiureh gocialile some time ago a
theological student was detailed to
ussist & young lady, whom he had long
admired from afar, in making ont a new
Sabbath school library catalogne. The
prospoctive minister found the task bry
po means sn unpleasant one, as the |
charming voung creature read him the
title of each book from the title-page,
while he delightedly eopied it into the
catalogne before him, In fact, there
flitted throngh the mind of the sedate
and rather bashfnl youth several times |
the question whether the aforesaid
maiden, with her pretty fignre and |
bright eyes, could not be induced to
become the “harer of his labors and

| foils.”

«T believe I wonld ask her to-night if
T onlv dared,” thought the young man.
GBut T don't dare, so theres the end of
it.” And with gloomier face than be-
fore he continued his work, ealling ont,
“Next book ¥ almost as mechanically as
fast as he hind transeribed the forme,
titla. He was aronsed from his reverie
by the following rejoinder to one of his
demands for “next book "

“Why don't you doit?"

He started as though the girl had
been rending Lis thoughts.

“Po what?" he inguired, by way of
drawing Ler out. But the young lady
nota word. To gl‘lin time he
neain said ¢

“Next book ¥

“No time like the present,” said the
maiden, with an enconraging smile.

“I see it is of nouse to hide my

[ thonghts from yon Miss M.," he said,

strugeling with his  embarrassment.

| “Your last two remarks have shown me

how perfoetly yon realize my state of
mind, I will, therefore, follow your
adviceand embrace the present oppor-
tunity of asking yon whether yon are
willing to asccept meas your partnes

for life, Your answer, Iam confident
from these remarks, will be aflirma-
tive."

It was the young lady's turn to be
embarrssed.

“T'o what remarks do you refer#* slic
sl

“Py the two sentences in which yon so
delieately blended words of adviee and
enconragement on this most important
of subjects, when you said, *Why don’t
you do it?” and No time like the
present," "

The girl looked puzeled for a mo:
mant, and then burst into & merry
langh. *“Why those were the titles of
ihe books you called for. Well, you
hiwve got yoursell into a pretiy fix," and
ghe langhed at the discomfitted student
maiicionsly,

“Miss M.,” said the young man,
springing np with sndden earnestness,
4T bLeg you will consider fhe words
whioh 1 cannot now recall. Be mine
and I shall be supremely happy. Re-
fuse me and yon will make me miser-
able for life, Will you be mine?"

“Yau, yes; don't muke such o noise
ebottit or somebody will overhear you,"

e —————

Influence of Children.

“T nm fond of ehildren,” said the late
Dr. Binney once. “I think them the
poetry of the world—the fresh fowers
of our hiearts and homes—little conjur-
ors with their ‘natural magie,’ evoking
by their spells what delights and en-
riches all ranks, snd equalizes the dif-
forent classes of pociety, Often as they
bring with them anxieties and carcs,
and live to occnsion sorraw and griof,
we shonld get on very badly without
them. Only think-—if there was nothing
anywhere to be seen but great grown-up
men aud women ! How we should long
for thie sight of a little ehild'! Every in-
fant comes into this world like a dele-
gated prophet, the harbinger and lierald
of good tidings, whose office it is ‘to
turn tho hearts of the fathers to the
childven,’ and fo draw ‘the disobedient
to the wisdom of the just.” A child
goftens and purifies the heart, warming
and melting by ite gentle presence; it
enrichies the soll by new feolings, and
awakeny within it what is favorable to
virtue, It I8 n boam of life, a fountain
of love, o teacher whose lessons few can
vesint, Tnfants rocall ug from much that
pngonders and encournges selfishiness,
froosen tho affections, ronghens the
manners, indurates tho heart; they
brighten the home, deopon love, invigo-
rate exartion, infuse cournge, nad vivify
and sustaly the charition of life,"

CAPS,

Cents’ Fine
Furnishing Goods,

" 211 MARKET STREET.

Chattnnoogoan. 'enn,
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SNYDER’S
CURATIVE

PADS!

THE MOST WONDERFUL HEALTH
RBSTORERS ENOWN TO
MEDICAL BCIENCE.

Are worn extarnally, Wo make thres 4if.
fersnt kinds, Noa 1, 2 snd 3.

N, 1, For Chills and Fever, Dyspepala, 1n.
A'gstion Biliousnew, Biok aud Narvous Herd
Acho, sud il disensos arising from & Torpid
L ver. The most effcotive Biood Porifier ex-
tant; gives strangth to tho wesk and debilita-
ted. Prion. $2

No. 2. Por Femals Weskness and rreguleri-
tins, Paling Womb, Whites; euriohss tha
blood, purifies the secretions and strengthens
weakly snd defioate females, Prios #3.

No. 3. For Kidoey, Bpino, and Bisddor Affce-
tinne, Bright's Disease, D abotes, Lumae of
Weak Back, Toves up vitality and restoria
lost etiorpy. q

It yonr dArageists does not keop * Bx fDERB
OURATIVE PAUS," aud will not got ane for
yon do not lot him palm off worthless imite-
tions, but kend the prics to ne in & lotter, aud
we will mail them to you. Addresa

E. F. BNYDER & CO ,
143 W, 4th 8L, Oinoinnati, Olso.
For sale by

JNO. D: TRAYNOR,
Drugrist,

maroh 1-1y Cleveland, Tent.

THE HERALD

Job Office

In prepared to print anythiog in the line of

LETTER-HEADS,
BILL-HEADR,
NOTE-HEADS,
VIs1/ING OARDS

BUBINEAS OARDS,
BHOW-BILLY,
ALL olZE CIRCULARS,
1031 ERS, &o., &c

Wa have as fine Prosacs as agly offion in the
Bouth, aud will guarantes sll GNF WUtk 10 giv)
satistaotion, We priut i ive eolors wien de
airad, ot but small  xtra st

Justices and Ulerks of Conrta furoished
Blaaks on whort notice sa otiesn s any oflice,

gamplen of J+b Work and Prioss sent on
applioation. Adarass ) )

W. B, TIPLON, Propristor,
Uleveland, Tonn.

ITEMS OF INTEREST.

The Canadian house of commons Lins
passed o resolution 1o exempt Lueet
<ugar from exeise duty for eight yeors,
s is to enconrnge the manufapiure
of Liget sugar in Caunila,

Land of the free—The now settlers in
Texas will find plenty of clbow room, if
nothing else.  One of them writes that
lie has “the Rio Grand for s bath-tub
and all Mexico for o back-yoard.”

Mussels swim by a slight opening and
Joging of the shells, They grow by
ine particles which form nround the

dgs,  These lines ace said to jndicate
e yearly growth of the creatnre,

The Leaicet shys thnt the actnal canse
of the Czar's death wis loss of blood, and
thinks it most extrordinary that a mon-
arch who always moved in the shadow
of doath hLnd not a surgeon close ab
hand,

At Washington, D €., the young wo-
man who i each day shot from the chts-
pult, making four revolutions before
venoliing torn firma, bad her gy and
hands considerably lacorated. She re
peated the aet, thongh, the next day,

A Philadelphin  society is wrestling
with the question : “When & man lins
lids life insurad for 8100,000, is his wife
fustifiod in refusing to prepare o mus
tard plaster for him when Lie 18 seisod
with asndden aud severe attack of the
cramps ¥

Maon who exorcise their freadom of
choice by insisting tupon going to de
struction themselves and inllicting all
the harm possible upon public order
and necnrity of life, ennnot safely bo
pentimentalized over, hut must be dealt
with s their orimes dosorvo,

Prinee Rudolph entered the Holy
City of Jerusalem on fool, s n pilgrim,
wnd walked burehended to the Holy Sep
ulehire, The Cathiolic Monks of Heb-
vou having given to the Privee o euris
ondly oarved walking-stiok, ont from a
treo in front of a spot where tradition
snys Abraham usod to dwell,

— Tl




