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the History
mw an infant in its .uoihir'a amis,

And left it (deeping,

rear paaeed I uw a girl with womau't

charm a,

In Borrow weeping.

lean paused I saw mother with her ehild,

And o'er it laiiguisli.

fears brought mo bac- k- yet through her lean

she smiled,
In deeper anguish.

I loft her-yc- ars had vanished- -1 returned,
And Btood beforo her ;

A lamp beside the childless widow burned,
Griefs mantle o'er her.

In tears I found her whom I left in tears,

On God relying ;

And I roturned la after ycare,

And found her dying.

An infant find, and then a maiden fair
A wifo, a mother

And then a childless widow in despair
Thus met a brother.

And thus wo moet on earth, and thus wo part,

To meet, oh, never 1

Till death beholds the spirit leavo tho heart,
To v forever

TOM BOLLIVAR'S WIFE.

Somebody knocked at the door. And

such a night as it was I tho snow and

tho wind making it dreadful to think of

whilo you sat beside a roaring fire, let

alone being out on the dismal flat where

the little house braved the fury of the

elemental war. It was quiet inside, the

loudest sound being tho moan of the

wind and tho hiss of the feathery snow-flake- s

falling down the wido mouthed
chimnoy to tho flaring logs below.

A woman was sitting by those flaring

logs, mending a little child's frock. The
six lit le shoes, in various worn stages,

placed beforo the fire, told a story that
oftentimes louder noises than the moan

of tho wind and the hiss of lost snow-flake- s

on tho flro disturbed the room.

Bitting thero sewing, and with a woman's

mind far away from what sho was busy

at, and yet tied all the stronger here by

reason of her wandering thoughts, the

woman started somebody knocked at

tho door.

Sho arose hurriedly, suppressing a

cry, and unlocked and flung tho door

open. A man's voice ia the snowy dark-

ness said, harshly:
' ' Where do Tom Bolli var's wifo live at

here?"
" Yes," she answered, her hand upon

her heart, her eyes peering out in the
night; "I am Tom Bollivar's w

what do you want of me ?"

"Lass, will you ask mo in? I've
news of Tom."

"You havo! Conic in, sailor, and
toll mo what you know."

:

Into tho light and warmth stepped a

rough, brawny fellow, dressed in the
slipshod maimer qf a sailor upon shore.
He bhook tho snow from his shaggy
coat and his beard. Slapping his

plouch hat upon his knee, and looking
fiercely down Into tho little woman's

face all the time, as though to intimi-

date her. Sho returned tho look with
an odd expression not frightened, but
etartled, bewildered tho look that had
como to her face when she opened the

door and peered out at the man; then
from tho bewildered look another came,

one of understanding, comprehension,
and sho said to him, calmly:

" Sit by tho lire ; you must be chilled
through his gruesome night."

Tho startled look seemed to have
flown from her face to his, but ho said,
more harshly:

" I am chilled through, Tom Bollivar's

wife, and that ain't no lie, 'cordin' to

Scripter. Are ye nil alono hero, wo-

man ?" and glanced about him.
" No," sho said, pointing to the six

worn littlo shoes. Tho man looked at

Hum, and then turnod his face awn)

from her for an instant.
"Now, sailor," she said, " what's thii

groat news o' yours ?"

"Ain't yo afeard o' mo, ye a lon

woman ?"

" Bosh Tell mo tho news 1"

"Tom Bollivar's wife, ye flnstrate me

But it's right, ye nin't afeard o' me-w- hy

should ye be? I I kinder though'

yo might be,' though. But I'm a rougl

sailor, and "

"Oh, pshaw I hurry up with tin

news."
" I I don't know how to commenci

the yam, wi' you a Bottin' thore so tin

skeered."
"Oh, it is a yarn, eh? Well, wal

sailor, till I put somo wood on tho fin

-- thon tiro away."

She put the wood on, sat down on tin

stool in the red light of tho blazo am

ook up the little frock again.
" Now," she said, " I'm ready."

The man had his mouth open. Despiti

his bronzed skin and tho fire from tin

gogs, something else sent that flush ovci

his face that now suffused it.
" Be'n't ye a littlo narvous, anyways ?'

he asked.
" Oh, my, no; not at all I I'm stead

enough to count tho threads whilo 1

itch this baud of our Susy's frock

Nervous! Mo? Oh, dear!"
" Tom Rollutar's wife, I've that to te

us'll not make yo brag o' bcin' steady

Tom Bollivar's beon gone three yea)

and over, eh ?"
" If you know it, sailor, what do yoi

usk me for ? Dou't you suppose I cat

count the months that mako thre

yoars,?"
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" When did ye hear from Tom la-- f '

He guljx d, and his eyes were wruthy.

" Six months ago," she said, easily

"he was sailing for Madagascar, anii

hadn't time to say much."
"Tom Bollivar's wife," said the man

solemnly, and suppressing his strung
anger, "ye'll not be likely ti hear froii

him agiu' in a hurry ; he wout wri

soon."
" I expect not. There ain't much u

o' him writing, anyway, seeing I ft.j
answer, uot knowing if I VI send mj
letters to sea that they'd find him."

" Lass, he'll never write again n

roor Ti m won't. There i ow I"

t That's a pity for Tom," she said
biting, off her thread, " for he alwayt

likes to write a bit about tho children.

oh, der r
The man looked at her in blank

amazement.
"Tom Bollivar's wife, I think I'D

commence that there yarn I promised."
"Lor", sailor ; you don't mean to soy

you ain't begun yet ? K hat a tedioiu
one you can be, to bo sure Bless mj
heart !"

Again tho man gulped and gritted his

teeth. He went on, madly:
"Ye know, six niiSnths ago, Tom he

sailed around Madagascar, dou't ye I

Well, I was along wi' Tom, I was. Mt

an' him we was chums ; whntsomeverht
done, that there done I ; wheresomevei
he went, tl.eresomever weut I ; when-Bomeve- r

he writ to ye, I seen that than
letter, true as gospel. When he was

oye, I knowed it. But there'i
storms at Bea, lass--o- h, sich storms!
Why, this here storm outside is a baby
squall compared wf them there at sea,
wi' creakin', an' groanin', an' cussin', an
orderin', an' there's storms as makes yc

think o' home an' your wife an babbies
an' to look up in the face o' tho anfrry
sky an' try to speer out the pityin' face
)' Jesus Christ as walked on the waten
an' told them waves to bo still ; storrot
as makes yo look up at that thero sk

that seems to bo fightin' wi' the mad sei

that rises up to clinch wi' it, an' fallt

back all shattered an' broke ; there's

storms as makes a sailor's heart cry foi

the help o' God for them as ho loves:

even if the help don't save lus own life

Who knowed more about storms nor m

an' Tom Bollivar? We'd follered the

sea nigh on to twenty year, an' novel

separated. I can't tell yo, for ye'll feel

that bad.'
" No, I won't, fnilor; upon my word

I won't. I like it I like to hear yoi'

talk; it sounds
" d ?"

"Yes; Tom used to sit where you sit

and I sitting to this blessed identical

spot, sewing as I do now, and he'd tell

his awful yarns and try to make mo

them. You see, I dou't swallow

all I hear."
" Yo don't think I'm yel

do ye ?"

" I don't think much about it, so you

noedu't havo that in your noddle. Gc

on, elo; for mercy's sake, what ails the

man V"

Such a look as ho gavo her !

" Well, thero comes a storm ono elay,

an' the skipper ho comes to us an' says.

Bays he, ' It's all up wi' us, as ye sec.

Try to save yourselves.' The ship had

sprung a leak, tho whole side was stove

in on a rock, an' tho pumps was no use,

an' wo was a goin' down, an' oh, Tom

Bollivar's wife, how kin I Bay it ? youi
husband ho wouldn't desart that there
ship as he knowed, man and boy, since

him an' tho ship was both young."
"That's right in him," she said,

shaking her head and settling herself on

tho stool, a light in her eyes, " that's
right in him. I wouldn't own Ton:

Bollivar if he'd torsook his work because

it got troublosoino."
"Yes but, lass, Tom ho was aboard

till tho last two timbers hung together.
He wouldn't go. He got tho others oil

an' helped wi' the cargo; but thero he

staid ; a lookin' out in tho direction oi

his home, and o' yo an' the
babbiew."

" True for you, sailor," sho said, hei
voico tremulous and almost glad, "and
good for Tom Bollivar."

" But why don't yo get flustrateid !

Didn't yokeernothin' 'bout Tom? Why

don't ye get into a rog'lar terror V"

" Oh, I'll get all that way after a bit.'
Again that dreadful look at her.
"Then ye diilu't keor nothiu' foi

Tom?"
" Now look hero, sailor," bIio said

" yon knew Tom powerful well, you Bay.

Didn't Tom ever know of tho tinio and

time again when I sat hero ull ulono

through the night, ofter I've tucked tho

children up in bed, and staid at the

window looking out at the raving storm,
thinking of my husband ? Didn't hu

ever know at such times that my heart
went away over the cruil sea hunting for

him went further than the sea, up to

heaven to Him that holds the seui and
tho storm in tho hollow of his hand?
Did ho ever know how I treasured up

every hope, ovory dream of him, every

word he'd ever said that I searched
tho children's faces day after day, sco-n-

his likeness there, so that I'd tievor
forget his looks and should know him

always, no matter when or how I met

liim ? And didn't he know how, when 1

was timider for him than usual, and
wanted him moro than usual, I'd
go to tho children ami cry; Babies,
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babies, wake with mammy and pray
for daddy on the wild, wild seas?'

and how I'd fix their hands,
ad how we four would kneel down and

say 'Our Father,' and feel sure that the
Iml knew what we were asking for and

ould answer our prayer ! Didn't Tom

ever know how I must liave counted

days, then weeks, then months, and at

last years, wanting him, waiting, watch

iiiL' for him. ever true in word and
D r

thought? Couldn't he tell you that he

guessed I loved all sailors for his sake,

und that I pitied lonely ones that came

to pent here and who made friends with
i- - At 1 T'...me i WOt 1 ve gone 10 inw mm i

said: ' Cheer up, my lads ! I'm Tom Bol-

livar's wife, and he's on the briny deep.

Let mo help von all I can; if you're

sick or lone'somo or want little jobs ol

woman's work done for you, why, come

to me. I'm Tom Bollivar's wife and he't
1 M It A .1 ,i ,it.on l ie nnnv " auu
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with sailor men! And how they've

kissed tho children, in case they'd

pass Tom's ihlp, they said, ami

would seem to take tho kisset

to him ; or they'd kiss 'em be

cause they had little ones of their owr

far away who must bo looking out to ses

and thinking of their daddies. And I've

helped 'em all I could indeed, indeeei

1 bve; and me and the children, why,

we've gone down to see their ships off,

and I've made the children wave theii

liands and say Good-by- e !' right load,

and the have called, ' Threo oheen
and a tiger for Tom Bollivar's wife!

und 'God care for tho babies!' Ant
Tve done all this for love o' Tom

And you don't say that he ever thoughi

of that, only that I didn't care for him

If he didn't kiiow me without words

then he didn't love me as I alwayt

thought he did."
And she wiped her eyes on the frocl

she was mending. The man looked at

her for a minute, seemed to hold back

something he was about to say, put his

hands nervously in his Dockets aud

went on :

" Well, lass, yes, he knowed it. He

thought he knowed it for a truth, but --

und not? comes tho st awful

part o' this here gospel-trut- h yarn."
" Yes, sailor.
" Well now don't ye cry out , an' don't

yo flop down but Tom Bollivar he

won't never, never come home no more.'
She smiled up iu his face.

" Why ?" she simply asked.
" Because he'd drowneled dead," he

replied.
" I don't believe it, sailor."
" But I was wi' him all tho time,

orter know."
" Then why wasn't you drowned, too 1

If you thought so much of him as yon

say, why didn't you drown trying to save

him, if nothing else ?"
" I I well, I was washed ashore. But

poor Tom ! oh, lor' ! poor Tom, he't
went."

"Oh, dear! if that's the case. I might
as well make up my mind to be a

wideiw."

"I rather think so. Well why don't
ye get flust rated, Widdor Bollivar?"
Dried the man, aghast; "yo promised
that, anyways."

"I'll get that way after awhile,
sailor."

" But I tell ye, Tom Bollivar ain't
no more; he's drowned dead, him that
was your husband."

"Well, I can't help it, can If 1

didn't drown him, elid I? I'm a widow,
iin't I? Now toll you what I think
about it. Ytm see, sailor, I can't live

hero nil alone, now, can I?"
" What do yo mean, Widder Bollivar?"
"That's it that's right I'm Widow

Bollivar. But I musn't be Widow Bol-

livar all my life, so I must get married.'
"Married! My God I woman, youi

husband he ain't cold yet."
" I can't wait until I'm cold because

yon say he ain't quite cold yet, can I V"

"Do yo mean to say yo don't rove

him?"
" It would bo foolish to lovo a dead

man and vet marry a livo ono."
i Who whei'll have ye for a wifo wher

they knows all I knows? Widder, I'll

tell tho whole town, I'll tell the whole

world, I'll put ye in tho 'log' I mean

the papers."
" Bosh, sailor that's nonsense.

Who'll havo mo ? Why, yon will, sailoi

I know you will."
" Git out o my way, Tom Bollivar'i

wifo. Me havo you? Lord! I thought

I'd find you crazy mad at tho idee o

him bein' elead aud layin' reillin' around

wi' the sharks an' sich in Davy Jones't

locker. An now to hear yo i ua,
don't know whatwoman, woman, ye

yo've done ! go back to my sliip

hate all women for your sake; I'll

never tell who I"
" Sailor, you shall havo mo now."

" Lot me out o' this hero b house'
" Sailor, I'll lock the eloor. Yon shall

not leave this room you say you'll

havo me for your lawful wedded wife."

"Let me ontl I'll never say sich

words to you. Woman, you're a bad

lot, that's what yo nro a bad, ungodly,

wicions creidur. Ye'vo lied to me about

leivin' your husband so ye'd get mo to

many yo ; yo've saw so many sailors, an'

thinks we're all green alike. I don't
ye ever thought o' your husband ;

I don't believe even the babbies thought
o' their poor doceivod father"

" Not of their deceived father, sailor,"

she said, coming toward him, the tear

raining down her cheeks, her lips smil- -

ing; "but their father, who must

always lielieve me to le trno and loving

their father I saw this blessed night"

"Who who their father this nightr

Where is he? where is the?"
She threw herself upon bis breast,

her arms clasped wildly about him :

"Here, here," sho cried, rapturously,
" here is their father my Tom, my dear

old bay." And then cried aloud :

"Babies, children, wake up! Como to

mammy, for daddy's come home from

tho cruel, cruel seas, and he's tried te

make mammy boiUrWi he was somebody

else, and that daddy was drowned, Oh,

Tom I I knew you when I opened the

door ; I never could be mistaken in you,

never, never!" And tho patter of the

children's feet, the crying of tho child- -

IW drowned Tom Bollivar s
eilien . .

men

I'll

I'll
I'll

till

voice eieeper mini uu uu o.
lrowicd Tom Bollivar.

Indian EdaatttM In Virginia.

The effort has been for a natural,
growth rather than a rapid one.

Books, of course, are for a long time oi

no avail, and object-teachin- picture;
and blackboarels take their place, with

every other device that ingenuity it

equal to, often on the spur of the nic

me'nt, to keep up the interest and atten-

tion of the ondiaoipled minds that, with

the best intentions and etrong desire to

know English, have small patience foi

preliminary steps. A peripatetic clasf

was thus devised to relieve the tedium
of the school-roo- and had, to speak
literally ami figuratively, quite a run.
It usually began with leap-fro- g, and then
we'ut gnyly em to find its "books in the
tanning brooks, sermons in stones," etc.
Geography is taught with molding sand
and iron raised dissecting maps ; arith-mati-

at first with blocks. The Indian!
ore particularly fond of each, and the
advanced class is quite expert in adding
up columns of figures as long as a ledgei
page, and equal to practical problems oi

overy-da- y trade and s'niple business ac-

counts.
Nothing, however, can equal the

charm ef the printed page. It has ihe
old mystery of " the paper that talks."
" If I cannot read when I go home,"
said a young brave, " my people will

laugh at me." The gratitude of the St.

Augustines over thi'ir first text-beio- k in

geography was touching. Heading,
writing and spelling aro taught together
by the word method and charts. Later
attractive little primaries have been
very useful, and unbound numbers of

children's magazines, such as are used
in the Quincy schools. Most of the
Dakotas can now read at sight as simple
En lish as is found in these, ami an
beginning to take pleasure in reading
or in listening to easy versions
eif our childhood classie's of ltob-inso-

Crusoe, are! Christopher Colum

bus, and Georgo Washington with his

little hate-het- . One of their teachers
who tried the hatchet story on them in

preparation for the 22d of February,
says: "Such attentive listeners I never
saw before. They we're perfectly en-

raptured. They understood everything,
even to the moral. A few days after
his I was annoyed by talking in the

class. When I asked who did it, every

ono blamed his neighbor. I said: ' Neiw,

boys, don't tell a lie. Who w ill bo a
Georgo Washington?' Two boys at
once stood up and said: ' We elid it.'

Another teacher was less successful
with, her moral, in trying to explain a

hymn they had learned to recite :

" Yield not to tcmptatinn, for fielding is sin ;

Eton victory will help vim some other to win.'

Tho next day ono of the girls came to
bar, exclaiming, triumphantly: "I vic-

tory! I victory! Louisa Bullhead get
mud with mo. Sho big temptation. I
fight her. I victory V Helen IF. Lud-I'oi-

in Harptr,

The Cause (r Her (Jrlef.
Some time ngo, on tho Norman coast,

a bather was drowned. Up to a few

days ago his body had net been recover-

ed. Every morning the yemng and dis-

consolate widow of the drowned man

comes and scats herself on the beach,

questioning the unreplying ocean with

eyes red with weeping. It is in vain

that her friends try to dissuade her
from this painful practice.

"No," says sho; "tho sea has taken

him from mo, and the sea must bring

him back to mo."

They began to fear at last that the

weiman wemld lose her reason, and a

distant relative was appointed to bring

her arinnd to thoughts of resignation.

"Come, come, Henrietta," said he,

"you must give a reason for this."
"A reason I" exclaimed the widow,

between her sobs. It is very easy for

you to demanil a reason, but
! if they don't find his body I Mn

ncvor get married again I"

The remarkablo surgical operation
lately performoel by Theoelor Billroth,

tho illustrienis pupil of Langcnbeck, ol

removing a caneor from the stomai h eil

a woman, and forming a healthful it

mAhmbI stomach, lias been attended

with success, though the operation hod

nover been attompted but once before

on a human being.

TOBTUBIXG WITH ELECTRICITY.

TUe Agony which ihe Killers ol Ihr C

U i re t umitt l led lo 1 iidrrifo.

According to advices from Geneva

Bussakoff and Jaliboff, the killers of the

czar, were mercilessly put to torture ir

the presence of General Loris Melikoff
Bussakofl was elect ricized by powerful

batteries, and forced by the intolerable

agony he suffe red to answer the ques

tions put to him.
Bark Benjamin, tho scientific expert,

said to a New York reporter: " The idee

of torturing criminals by electrietity if

uotorigiual with the Biusians. It if

a British invention, and was first sug

jested about five years ago by an Eng-

lish mechanical journal, in commenting

vjpein the execution of criminals b

electric shock instead of by hanging.

The English w riter wanted to do awa

. with tho e tails, which is ad

ministered in England to garrolers and

other criminals of certain classes, and

use the eleetric battery, as he somewhat

grimly expressed it, so as to produce at)--

solutely indescribable torture (unac-

companied by wounds or even bruises),

thrilling through every fiber of such

miscreants. There was an American

ventorwhohad a design for inflicting

this species of punishment. Ho fitted
brue-ket- s of iron on the arms and thighs

of the criminal, and placed in them wet

sponges. When connected with a cur-- !

rent of electricity the shock would by

this system pass through tho legs and

shoulders, and avoid the vital parts ot

the boely.
" The torture inflicted by electricity

is ono of two kinds by contraction ol

the muscles at rapidly recurring intervals

and by burning with sparks. Tho tor-

tures of old days, when not done by fire

or compression, were the straining and

tearing asunder of the muscles. Of thil

kind were thejack, scavenger's daughter,

and the cages of Louis XIV., in which a

man could stand up or lie down. The

electric shock exactly reverses these

conditions. It produces an enormously

rapid contraction of the body of the

muscles at very short intervals. The

degree of pain produced is about the

same The force of the electricity has

to be nicely graded, as a too powerful

shock would numb or kill a man.

" Tho other method is by condensing

a number of intermittent sparks on the

flesh. This bums the skin, and at the

same time producers contractions of the

muscles. If put to the side of the jaw

it would make every tooth ache."

A distinguished surgeon of whom

questions were asked concerning the

machine said : " The best way to ex-

plain it is to give you actual experience,

then you will know exactly how it feels.

Hero is a Faradic induction coil. I

pull out this tube a little way. Now,

et me place this electrode to your hand.
There."

" Oh !" exclaimed the inquirer, as a

tingling, thrilling sensation ran through
every finger, and his hand closed in

an involuntary grasp.
"Does it hurt?" asked tho doctor.

"A little."
" Well, we'll try again. Now you see

I pall this tube further out. I again

touch it to your hand, ami "

M Whoop !" shoute-- d tho victim; "take

it away!" Tho feeling was as if the

hand was crushed in a vise. Everj

nerve ached and trembled with pain.

"That hurt, did it? Why that's
nothing. Here's something of a very

different sort."
He hatened to one wire n small wet

sponge and to the other wiro something

like a paint brush, with the brush part

made of fine wire. Ho put tho sponge

in the visitor's hand and then touched

the bach of the hand with the wire
brush. The pain was unbearable. Tin
surface of the skin was scorched anil

tho muscles of tho hand wero contract

ed in a violent manner.

"That is called tho electric scourge,"

said tho doctor. " If it wero dark yoi
OOBld soo sparks fly from each wire

Imagine the effect if tho electricity wen

ten times more powerful."
' Could any man bear that torturo?'

"I think not; any man would confesi

under it, but it is n question what con

ti deuce could bo placed in such a e on

fession. A man would confess anything

to escape the agony."
"What could you comparo thepaii

to?"
"It would bo tho same as burning

alive."
" Would it injuro the man ?"

"No not unless the pain drove hiu

insane. If the battery wero too power

ful it would kill at once. Applied te

mjino parts of tho body tho scemrge

li urts more than on others."

Fun Per the Buff.
Mrs. Lewis, the English lady who has

ree'ontly como to this country to regu-

late its domesticity, wants to introduce
thirteen-year-ol- d boys as house servants,
(loeid idea. Lots of fun in it. llow the

boys would enjoy playing pitch aud toss

with tho creickery, "pass ball" with the
biscuits, and squirting water from the
kitchen faue'et nil over the houso. And

then the well known tendency of thir-

teen year-ol- d boys tei keep thoir hands
absolutely ede-a- would add a relish to
the desserts that would make them as
palatahlo ns a plate of pudding in a five-ce-

restaurant,

v. j. wainutoi
Ocatuno ga. Toot.
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SHIRTS M IDE TO ORDER

She Read Her Title Clear.

At a church sociable some time ago a

student was detailed to

assist a young lody, whom he had long

admired from afar, in making out u now

Sabbath school library The

minister found the task by

no means an one, as the

young e'reaturc read him the

title of each book from the title-pag-

while he copied it into the
before him. In fact, there

flitted through tho mind of the sedate

and rather bashful youth several times

the whether the aforesaid

maiden, with her pretty figure and

bright eyes, could not bo induced to

become the "sharer of his labors anei

toils."
"I believe I would ask her if

I onlv dared," thought tho young man.

"But I don't dare, so there's the end of

it." And with face than be-

fore he his work, calling out,

"Next book ?" almost ns as

fast as he had the forme,

title. He was aroused from his reverie

by the to one of his

demanels for "next book:"
"Why elon't you do it?"
He started as though the girl had

been reading his
"Do what?" he by way of

drawing her out. But the young lady

replied not a word. To gain time he

again said :

"Next book?"
"No time like the snid the

maiden, with an smile.

"I see it is of no use to hide my

from you Miss M.," he Biiid,

with his
"Tour last two remarks have shown me

how you realize my state of

mind. I will, follow your

advice and cmbrae-- the prese'iit

of asking yon whether you are'

willing to accept mo as your partner
for life. Your answer, 1 am confident

from those remarks, will be

It was the young lady's turn to be

"To what remarks do you refer?" she

said.
"To the two sentences in which you so

blended words of advice and

on this most import ant

of when you laid, 'Why don't

you do it? and 'No timo liko the
"

Tho girl looked for a mo-

ment, and then burst into a merry

laugh. "Why those wero the titles of

the books you called for. Well, you

have got into a pretty fix," and

she laughed at the student

"Miss M.," said tho man,

up with sudden

"I beg you will consider the worels

which I cannot now recall. Be mine

and I shall bo happy. Re-

fuse mo and you will make me miser-

able for life. Will you be mine?"

"Yes, yes; don't mako such a noise

about it or will

Influence or Children.

"I am fond of said the late

Dr. Binney once. "I think them the

poetry of the world tho fresh flowers

of our hearts and homes -l-ittle conjur

ors with their 'natural magic,' evoking

by their spells what delights and en-

riches all ranks, and the dif-

ferent of society. Often as they

bring with them anxioties aud cares,

and live to occasion seirrow and grief,

we should get on very badly without

them. Only think if there was nothing

to be seen but groat grown-u-

men and women ! How wo should long

for the sight of a little ofailtfl Every in-

fant comes into this weirld like u

tho and herald

of good tidings, whoso office it is to

turn the s of tho fathers to the
child-en- ,' and to draw 'the
to tho wisdom of the just.' A child

softens and purities the heart,

and melting by its gentle presence ; it

enriches the soil by now feelings, and

awakens within it what is favorable to

virtue. It is a beam of life, a fountain

of love, a teacher whose lessons few can

railit Infants recall us from much that
and

traMM the the

manners, indurates tho heart ; they

the home, deepen love,

infuse courage, and vivify

and sustain the charities of life"
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SNYDER'S
CURATIVE

PADS ?

THE M03T WONDERFUL HEALTH
RESTORERS KNOWN TO

BIEDICAL SCIENCE.

Ara worn externally. We mako three dif-

ferent kind, N;". 1, 2 and 3.

N . 1. For Chills and Fever, Djrpepili, Ij
rtMtion BilioneDe i, Bios and Nervoue He id
Aeho, aLd all dieae arising from a Ton id

L wr. The most iffectiTe Blood Pr.riner l;

gives stieDgtU to the weak and debilita-

ted. Prioe. t2 .
No. 2. I'or Female Weakness and -r-regulari-tina,

Falling Womb, Whites; ennohe Iba
bl'jod, purifies the gecreiiona and strengthens
wuaklv and delioate females. Proe tS- -

No. 3. For Kidney, Bpine. and Bladder Affec-

tions, Bright's Disease, DabeUi, Lame of
Weak Back, Toi.es np Titality and retone
lost energy. PrtoeW.

If yonr druggists does not keep ' fls IDWm
OUBATIVE PArB," aud will not get one feir

yon donotljt him palm off worthless imit-Uon-

but sond the prioe to ns in a letter, and
we will sail them to you. Address

E. F. BNVDEIl CO ,

113 W. 4th St., Cincinnati, Onto.

For sale by

JNO. O. TRAYNOR,

TVM'r rial.

maroh Cleveland, TenL.
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Job Office
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Vl3l:INQ CABD9

IU8INE83 CARD.
SHOW-BILL-

ALL eiZECrnCOLVBS,
1 OjiERS, As., 4c

We have as fine Prexsei as u& offin in the
South, aud will gaarnte all onr w.jra to gl

satisfaction. We print in Ive oolurs wi en de
sirnd, at bat small xtra jst.

Jnatioes and ClerSB of Comts furnished
Bla iks on shnr. notice as ohean as any eiftlee.

Samples of 3 b Work and Prios sent on

apphoatton. aJJJjp jo V , Proprietor.
ClevvUnd, Xenn.

ITEMS OF INTEREST.

The Canadian house of commons has

liassed a resolution to exempt be-e- t

ugnr from excise duty for eight years.

This is to encourage the manufacture
if beet sugar in Canada.

Land of the free The new settlers in

TeXM will find plenty of elbow reiom, if

nothing else. Ono of them writes that
lie has "the Bio (irand for a bath-tu-

and all Mexico for a back-yard.- "

Mussels swim by a slight opening and
losing of tho shells. They grow by

ine particles which form around the

dgo. These lines are said to indicate

lie yearly growth of the creature.

The Caneel says that the actual cause

of the Czar's death was loss of blood, and
thinks it most extraordinary that a mon-

arch who always moved in tho shallow

of death had not a surgoon close at
hand.

At Washington, 1). O, the young wo-

man who is eaedi day shot from the
making four revolutions before

reaching terra llrma, had her arms and
liands eonside'iably lai'orated. Sho

the act, though, the nxt day.

A Philadelphia society is wrestling
with the question : "When a man has

his life insured for 81110,000, is his wife

instilled in to prepare a mus-

tard plaster for him when he is seized
with a sudden and severe attack of tho

cramps ?"

Men who exereiso their freedom of

choice by insisting upon going to de-

struction themselves and indicting all
the harm possible upon public order

and security of life, cannot, safely bo

sentimentalized over, but must be dealt

with as tlieir ''nines deserve

Prince Rudolph entered fho Holy

City of Jerusalem On foot, as a pilgrim,
and walked bareheaded to the Holy Sep.

ulchro. Tho Catholic Monks of Heb-

ron having given to tho Prince a curi-

ously carved walking-stick- , cut from a

tree in front of a sptit where tradition
says Abraham used to dwell.


