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Jennie B. Zimmerman

- Latest Styles,
L.owest
- Wraps,
Millinery,
Dress Goods,
Novelties,
Blankets,
Underwear,
Hostery and :
Domestics of all kinds

You are cordially invited to call and in-

spect our stock.
JENNIE E.ZIMMERMAN,

(Successor to Ritter & Ralston.)

N. B.—Hot coffee and lunch served free to all our customers
every Saturday during the Winter Season.  Commencing  Saturday,
Nov. 4th. I-E. 2.

DON’T YOU THINK

You had better be getting your

WINTER FOOTWEAR?

The boys and girls are now going to school. The cold, wet
weather is here, and they must have boots and shoes that will posi-
tively keep their feet dry and warm.

SHCDDY GOODS WON'T DO IT,

No one can afford to have cold, wet feet. It costs too much to
seitle THE DOCTOR’S BILL. It's penny wise and pound foolish.

HUSKEIL/TON

keeps the kind of Footwear
tells, vou can rely on is righ

READ A FEW PRICES:

Men’s Kip Boots, hr sole box-t ...... <
Men’s Kip Boots. sole leather counter
Men’s Heavy Boots, prime

and what he

‘y‘on are looking for, both in quality and price,

Men’s Heavy Shoes........
Men's Fine , Con’g. and Ba
- Extra Prime Kip

Boys’ Heavy Shoes........ 75 and
Fine Shoes, button and lace 1.00 and 125
- Boy#’ Extra Blsh Cut Tep Sole Sho 1.75 and  2.00
~ Women’s Fine SBhoes, button............ 5e., 1.00 and 1 25
~ Women’s Extra Oil Gra n Button Shoes ’ 1.00 aud
Women’s Extra Oil Grain  Lace Shoes 1.00 and
- Women’s Veal Kip Lace Shoes . i5and
~ Women's Kip Shoes, unlined. $1.00, 1.25 and
{ Hea Shoes . . 75 acd

Misses’

. Misses Fine I Kid Button ...
- Miwses Fine Dougols Batton, Pat. Ki
. Women’s and Misses’ Kip snd Calf Shoes a specialty .

Women’s Werm Flanpel Lined Shoes.. 75 and 100
Women’s Warm Flannel Lined Slippers. 50
] WE LEAD IN RUBBER GOODS!
Men's E;:;Qnal,ioty Rubber Boots ... 2.40
P r s, 75 p
M’:’Ffﬂbhﬂ- = .75 and 1(2)(_)
ne Gossamer Rubbers. 25 and 5
i)dren’s and Misses’ Robbers ‘1?5 ::(I g')
~ Men’s and Women’s Piceadilla Rubbers for Narrow toe shoes ...
Men’s Hip and Knee Boots, all siyles, in Alaskas and Buckle Areties
Men’s Felt Boots and Rubbers. 2.00
- Boys’ Felt Boots sud Rubbers 1.85
I haven’t had time to count the uumber of pairs [ have in all these goods, but [ will

I bave twice as many us aay other hoase in Butler, aud better goods and
don’t carry our stock in the newspaper, Come and se2 us,

B. C. HUSELTON.

- No. 102 North Main Street
FALL OPENING
f == OF FINE—

FURNITURE

E AND

QUEENSWARLE,

lower prices

P We

Butler, Pa.

A stock superior to anything we have previously shown, and at prices that will
terest shrewd buyers.

Gold Chairs.

Nothing prettier for your Parlor than one of these Chairs.
assortment to select from.

Onyx Stands.

Exclusive Styles in these goods, and the prices will please you

A fine

Lamps.

In Brass, Dresden China and Glass. One of these will improve

the appearance of any Parlor.

. Decorated China,

In all the fine wazes, such as Royal Worcester, Tepletz, Doleton
Royal Dresden, Royal Bonn, &e., &e.

Plain White China.

Nothing more benutiful for a Present than a piece of this ware,
nicely decorated.

Pecorated Dinner Sets.

Many New Patterns and a_large assortinent at Popular Prices |

Brass and Iron Beds.

Wheu yon want to improve the appearance of your Bed-room buy
one ol these Beds,

BED ROOM sUITS,
PARLOR sSUILTS,
SIDE BOARDS,

BOOK CASES, CURTAIN POLES,
WINDOW SHADES,

CURTAINS, STOVES AND TINWARE.

CARPETS.

CAMPBELL &
TEMPLETON.

Penn'a.

Butler,

MRS. MILLY SON,
Troy,
The t to DANA'S
power CHRONIC COM-

PLAINTN, was sent us by Win. Groom

P “GROOM'S PHAR-
s St., Troy, N.X.:
ve bheen troubled with
LIVER comy VI, CONSTIPA-
TION and DYSPEPSIA for a long time.
1 employed the best Doctors in the city;
they told me

01d Chronic Complaints

were hard to cure. Their

CRowrn
| MACY.” 129 Con
GENTLEMEN —I

| me no good. I stopped ta and
| bought a bottle of DANA’S SA PARIL
Before 1 had take half it I felt

™ Danas
' SARSAPARILLA!

and am better than for years. ¥T HAS
DONE WOND S FOR ME. I ean

eat anything § want aod it does not

distress me in the least.
Yours truly,
Troy, N. Y. MRS. MILLY FERGUSON.

DANA SARSAPARILLA CO., BELFAST, ME.

e

FRANK KEMPER,
BLANKETS,

HARNESS,

And everything

horse and bugo

nishing goods—FL a » -

ness, Collars, W hips

Dusters, Saddles, etc.

::\1 va

Also trunks a

H,\(n\.

Repairing done on
short notice.

The largest a=sort-
ment of H-A Hors

will

blankets in
be lound at Kembper’s.

Bisk DudeS ¢l

Ltown

LUR

PRICES is the motiv a
store.

If you are #ick and need medicin
vou want the BEST, 14 '
ilways depend upon getting from us,
4B We Ose Dol strictly Pure
Droge in our ription Depart-
ment. You est of evers.
thing in 1he d 1€ from us.

Uar store is al-0 beudgu r for

PAINTS, OILS, VIRRISKL
Kalsomine, Alabastine &,

Get  our prices be'ore yon buy
aints, snd ~ee whai we have (0
fer. We can gave you dollars on

| your paint bit!

Respecifaliy

J. 0, REDICK

Main si.next te Botol 1
BUTLER, PA.

Planing Mill

—A N

I.umber Y ard

.G, Purvis & Go.

i
2

MANUFACILERER AND DEALEES N
Rough and Planed Lumbe
' OEV e | ERUKIPTION,

SHINGLES, LATH
& SEWER PIPE.

[
W. 1] ‘ ON,
| Buece-sm O |
. - Y. o . -
Sanitarv P umhers
Ana G 8
Sewer Pipe,
Gias Fisture
Globes @
Natural Gas ,‘.M.L;; i

Jaflorcon St LOpp. ln\\'l‘\ Hons

BUTLER. PA

L

Roush &

OF ALL XINDS

Doors, h :
h ) ! )
Alwa 1 ock
LIME HAIR AND PLAST
Ofce « P. & W. Depot,
BRI*I'LE P

BERKIMER & TAYLOR,

Funeral Directors and  Embalmers
iam ord Tlcck, next door tol
Post  Offic Butler, Pa.,

prompt
night.

= b

CHAPTER IX.
AFLOAT ON THE MISSISSTPPL

It was with deep regret that I parted
that evenin good Mrs. Doricn
and her ar le daughters. In the
brief time that I had been under this
roof I had enjoyed a sample of home
life at the south t was to me as
novel as it was agreeable. When thesa
kind ladies learned that I had de-
termined to prosecute my journey to
Louisiana, they joined their husband
and father in urging me to delay.

“We are hardly acquainted with you
yet,” d the matron. “I'd have yon
know, t's not at all the Mississippi
way for a visitor to come one day, and
go the next.”

“My
laughed

isn't half satisfied,”

“I su

kind of

people were a
We s so little company
he that an interesting young man
like you is a positive godsend.”

“And then,” added a mischievous
younger sister, *‘Simon Basnet doesn’t

eek.”

eome over more than once a

“Perhaps I can furnish yon with a
good reason for stopping with us
awhile. You want to see slave life

down here; you can’t half see it unless
you witness the cotton picking. We
shall begin in less than a month, and
the sight will be well worth seeing.
['m a southerner born and reared; yet
this is something that is always new
to me and always grand. The section
of Louisiana where yon are going is all

sugar; you'll see no cotton there, only

leans.
Mr. Dorion talked.
He assuredly did; so greatly that I

firmly decline. To remain here even a
week would attach me so to these peo-
ple and to this home that the thought
of Mr. Bostock would cease to trouble
me. IfI would go to him, I must go at
once. There is nothing of the fatalist
in me; notwithstanding the strange
events of my early life which have
been and are to be recorded, I am a
plain, matter-of-fact kind of person; I
had at twenty-one no more than theav-
erage sentiment that belongs to young
people. When, therefore, I say that I
felt urged, impelled to travel on, it
will probably appear to others, as it
does to me, that I had a destiny to ac-
complish.

I tried to say all this to my kind
friends in a way that would not seem
ungracious.

“Well, my lad, so be it,” said Mr.
Dorion. “I have forebodings about
you, and you must promise to write to
me all about Bostock. I have heard
something of northern pluck and obsti-
nacy; I reckon you've got both. If you
will go, wait till the cool of the day,
and I'll drive over with you to Barre’s.
It's only four miles across, and it will
be much handier than to go up to
Vicksburg. The Cotton Queen staps
there to wood up on her way down the
river.”

Very little passed between us as we
to the river that evening.

rode over

ful; and, while I anticipated new
scenes and adventures, I could not but
be sad with the parting.
“I hope we shall meet again, Dorr,”
he said, as a glimpse of the river ap-
peared through the trees.
“I know we shall,” was my answer, de-
livered with a fervor that startled my-
self.
It was like the voice of prophecy.
We did meet again, in a situation and
under circumstances which romance
would vainly attempt to rival.
“Bar was a place on the low
riverbank where stood a solitary store
house, and some thousands of cords of
dry wood, ready for use. Two white
men of the class which had never
been two miles away from the river
sat and dangled their rusty boots in
the water, and with some profanity
and vast expectoration of tobacco
juice, hotly argued the unsettled
question as to which was the fastest
boat, the Cotton Queen, or the S. S.
Prentiss.
“Thar comes the Queen now,” said
the champion of that craft. ‘‘Ah, but
she’s a beauty! If she ever kitches the
S. S. on this water she’ll walk right
off’n her.”
“She’ll never gotch her.”
“Much you know 'bout boats.”
“Q, you talk! I was sailin’ the Mis-
sissippi when you couldn’t tell a pint
o’ water from a hogshead o’ lasses.”
The discussion was in a fair way to
“go on forever,” but the near ap-
proach of the stately Queen put an end
to it.

HE LATE 1=—

e e AT AR TS

what is piled up in bales at New Or- !
Don’t I tempt you now?” Thus |
| ety

realized that my only safety was to |

Mr. Dorion was serious and thought- |

Heralded by great volumes of |

smoke beyond the point, and by that |
peculiar, deep-drawn coughing of the |

| pipes that accompanies one of these
river monsters, she burst into view like
a splendid apparition, reminding one
of the genii of the Arabian Nights.
Her great paddles churned the river
into foam. Twilight 11
but the signal colored lante
| hung out fore and aft and aloft, and
lamps were lit in the saloons, state-
rooms and cabins. Tier upon tier the
great height of the steamer rose from
the water, the light flashing out from
ever; opening. Surmoun:ing
whole was the *“Texas,” or pilot's
cabin, with the gilded figure of a queen
displayed in front of it, seated on a
gilt-corded bale of cotton. The lofty
smoke-pipes towered from the decks.
the boat crowded

rns

were

the

Everywhere
with people.
|  Ihad long ere now recovered from
{ the amazement with which I learned
| that wharves and docks were unknown
|
|

was

in these waters, which deepec 1pidly
| from the shore, and that these steam-
ers are so light of draught that, to use

the quai wguage of the illustrious

man who thoroughly knew the west,

| they can go anywhere ‘“where the
| ground is a little damp.” The Queen
1ight up to the shore; the two

s who had been di ng her

s took the cables that
it and moored them to
imediately a swarm of
roes spr shore, and
te, with an

were thrown «
the trees; an
half-naked ne
under the urging of the

occa nal oath and blow, began to
take in wood for the long passage
down the river. It was a work of some
time, and ness succeeded, the
moor ing latc An open iron bas-
ket, fixed o tandard at the bow,

filled fat pine knots, continu-

ally replenished as they burned out.
The fierce red light flared out over the
du nd flitting forins of the

ne glimpses

ers as they

of tl leaned on
the | watched the picturesque
scene. Mr. Dorion, standing at my
side, ¢ denly pinched my arm :

up there on the second deck,

just beyond that group of ladies. Do
yousee that tall man with the red vest
| and check shirt-front?
B A
| “I haven't seen that face in twelve
ye | can’t be mistaken in it.
Tl onrad Bostock. Dorr, 1

i hate to hav u go on the same boat

prevailed, |

=
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» wise —"

If you a

y. “Allaboard!”

1) SANE O
Mr. Dorion’s hand, and
passed over the plank. There was a

convulsion of the engines and
ging of the paddles as the Queen
zed out into the stream. I looked

toward the landing, but my good
friend was hidden in the darkness.

steamed down the river I
g palace and

As our boat
went about on this float
observed the curious s
CHAPTER X
A STIRRING SCENE
about fifteen

All told. there were
hund» ple on the Cotton Queen
that 1 hey were of all sorts and

conditions.

their familie
visit to the north;
score who had been
and beyond to look over the«

speculators by
up to Memphis
‘rop; some,

like myself, from the north, going
down the river upon err 1s of busi-
ness or pleasure; not a few sporting

men, who f nted the 1t lked
loud and sm re
was a Virgi ldves
of both sexes to ns for sale.
I had seen something already of the
grand scale upon which the large river
boats were constructed; but the mag-
nificence of this ome amazed me. |
Everything in the way of gilding, dee- |
orating and furnishing that could be
done was there, regardless of expense.
Tall mirrors in the saloons and cabins
mnultiplied the crowd. Carpets of gor-
geous pattern and the first texture
were under foot. Profusion and vari-
of viands were at the crowded
tables at mealtimes. I :d about
and mingled with the passengers, hear-

ing much talk of the immense cotton |
|
|

taliing

New Orle

TWO MEN SAT AT THE TARLE PLAYING
CARDS.
and sugar yield which the season

promised, and of speculations and bar-
gains in which figures than a
hundred thousand dollars were never
named. The general tone, even in
business talk, seemed to be light, buoy-
ant and confident. Life seemed to be
going on, like the boat that carried us,
at high pressure.

Until ten o'clock did I occupy my-
self in visiting every part of the
steamer, and observing the passengers
and their different tastes and occupa-
tions. In one of the lar saloons
there was dancing and waltzing, to
the music of piano and violin. On the
after deck a brass band was pouring
fourth stirring strains, and hundreds
of couples were promenading. The
moon had by this time risen, and the
spectacle of her flood of light on the
wide river was grand indeed. Rafts
and flat-boats were passed, as well as
smaller freight-boats; and once the
steam-pipes of the Queen screamed
shrill in answer to the salute of a large
amer going up.

“That’s the Prentiss,” a man near me
said. day they’ll happen to
come together, going the same way;
and then there’ll be the biggest race
this river ever saw. Both captains are
and there’d be piles of
I'd hope to be there

less

re

“Some

eager for it,
money bet on it.
that day.”

“Isn't it dangerous?” a man
Boston inquired.

“Dangerous? Well, maybe,
but we never think of t
Steamboats always have
I reekon they alw
self just this w

from

a little,
down here.
raced, and
ys will. I feel my-
about it—that if I
owned one of these and she
couldn’t ¢ vy steam enough to beat
the other without bursting

boats,

let her burst, and be d——d to her.”
“But the passengers?”
“I should say they'd better be at

home, that tr I went forward and

found a large number greatly interested

in the performances of one of the negro

hands, who was dancing in a grotesque
.

fashion to the thrumming of a banjo.

Then I went below, past the gilded |
and 1 rored mahogar ar-cou %
when half-z y men in their shirt- |
sleeves were 1 Irinks for a |

Around a

noisy nd thirsty

table in an adjoining

£0 many
were pressing that 1 c« uld not see
what the att v They stood
on tiptoe r the
should them
A large chandelier lig L room,
but t t of i vas concealed

by the throng
T'he pressure soon bec
I was crowded 1
More to save my
than fr

m suffo-

on I reached

up to the top of a door-casing, put my
foot on the knob, and was at once able
to elevate myself over all heads, and
look directly down upon table.
The position was une« but 1
was not compelled to keep ity » than
ten minutes.

Two n sat at the table playing
cards. The one facing me I re ruized
at once he who had been poiunted
out to me by Mr. Dorion as Conrad
Bostock

The crowd overtopped them, hung
over them, they paid no attention
to anythin it their game,

Piles of gold "and n« 5 were upon
the table I could not see what tl
game v or how it wi¢ being yed:
but it y pparent that Bostock was
largely the winner. The pile of money
in front of him steadily inereased, and
the light sound of cards sur the
tab vas now and then pun ed by
S0IM¢ 1 oath from e other

lenly this man ma«

sounded like a d

a noise
deep N

pinnec

he drew

a
nd pointed it at the

re

ked it a

ried back

ti all who could
from the 1 I wo gamblers sat
B ""Y

“You v ldn't send & man out of

| captain

| with

the world this way?" the one who was
threatened by the pistol said.

‘1 ought to, you eheating scoundrel!
Sir,” bystander, “just look at this
monds that he played last.
at the trumps he's played
there, and see if there ain’t another of

‘em.”
The man addressed ran over the
cards, and quietly threw out another.
“I thought so; 1 thonght I was

cheated, an hour back, but I couldn’t
lay my finger on the spot till this min-

ute. I'm going to take every dollar of
that money. Dan \
The revol

e companion of the
1 it proceeded to stuff his
handfuls of the
able until not

Bostoek’'s h
man

poe
gold and no

at

a dollar remz
5 I ou, you mis-
erable, 1 he man with
the 87 “You ought to
be You're a disgrace to
the ¢ f all gentlemen; but—"
Throw him into the

river! Drown him! Tie him fast toa
ni * came a shower of suggestions

obj

The

pale

I had marve 1is com-

posure when the muzz the re-
was at his f t he
s was thorou

his own class,

with and knew that
there was no danger of mo g
menace from that quarte
sat still and r 2 NOo I

men
many of them
; his offense

spe

was sometl

his own 1

2, Was prej
personal insult and i
1bly knew, too, t

f t or the wild is

fores

yut it. A rush was made for him; a
1 hands seized him; spite of his
struggles, cries and he was
ged along toward the gangway.
captain came running down,
the commotion:
situation of affairs, began to inter-
e for the endangered man.
«Por God's sake, gentlemen, what's
the matter? Don’t have any violence
here.”

“It's only a —— card-sharp we're go-

curses,

and, seeing

ing to give a ducking.”
“[¢'s about time we made an exam-
ple of some of these blacklegs who

along the river, fleecing honest

men."”
“I'd like to have him put down in
yom, till the boat gets to

», Capt. Norris!” the wreteh-
ed man exclaimed.

‘Ah! you, Con Bostock?” the
captain cried. “I know you of old.
men, just spare him this time,
he ever dares to come aboard
gain, you can drown him or
yrall Iecare. But to-night,

have no violence. It
hurt th yod name of my boat.”

appeal suaccessful.  The
captain’s interfererice had given two
minutes for reflection; and when a mob
can be got to think, there is hope of it.
With some dissent, the merciful coun-
sel was approved.

“But you'll set him ashore?
one suggested.

“With great pleasure. There's a
landing two miles below; he'll have to
walk two miles to find a house.”

The crowd became good humored at
the idea, and sundry coarse jokes were
cut at the expense of the gambler’s
plight. The boat was soon brought to
the shore, and he was unceremoniously
landed. I did not expect ever to see
his coarse, depraved face again; but it
ith me as it ever is—'‘man pro-

is it

let's

1t

some

was v
poses,

iod w'ul)n\(‘\,‘

CHAPTER XL
IN LOUISIANA

The ever-changing scenes of the
great river interested me, and I could
have studied for days the varying
phases of human nature about me; but
as current and stream bore us rapidly
down, the object of my journey pressed
upon - thoughts, and it was with
eager ¥ that I stepped ashore at
Donaldsonville, at the head of Bayou
La Fourche. With a few others and
with my small luggage I was trans-
ferred to a small steamer, and the last
few miles of my journey we followed
the course of the bayou.

For the first time I was in that land
of wonders, lower Louisiana. 1 was
floating on the multitude of
streams, which,. more than one hun-
dred miles above the Delta of the
Mississippi, help to carry off the great
pressure of waters to the gulf. Other
rivers reccive tributaries to swell their
flood; as the mighty Father of Waters
approaches salt water he is compelled
to send off other vivers to relieve him-
self. I in a region entirely allu-
vial, a land doubtless manufactured,
as might be said, by the continual de-
posit of soil brought down by the tire-

one of

less water nt and thrust out into
the gulf. As the poet Longfellow
finely says of this strange phenom-

enon, he
“Speizes the hills in his hands and drags them
down to the ocean.”
I was in that region which is actu-
ally at most seasons below the level of

the streams, where great levees

fine the water to its own bed.
the summit of these levees, high above
our heads as we steamed along, we saw
negro men and women walking, ca
ing immense bundles and even j
full of water upon the bare crown,with-
out a touch of the hand. At times the

here now! The sassy
re, you Jeremiah! Didn't
you to keep to the cane-hoeing
all day? Where you been?”

My attendant, balancing my trunk
upon his head, and spreading out
hands in a deprecating way, replied:

“0! so yo' did, Maussa Le Feere, an’
I meant to stay—'deed I did!—but I
hear Jde boat a-comin’ down de bayou,

is

MY ATTENDANT BALANCED THE TRUNK
ON HIS HEAD.

down to see um, an’ I'm
young maussa’s trunk."”
the burden, and not
silver piece that I
im he made & quick
tion of the fields.

an’ I went
totin'updis yer

e put down

moven

The ove withdrew
I'he n 1s seated had his
| back to me, but by the looks of the
overseer he must have known that

or |
banks are built upon each side to con- |
Upon |

bends of the bayou enabled us to loolk |

beyond the levees over a section of the
t plantations green
forests of

country and see
with the miniature
sugar-canc. It is bere, in this rich,
black soil, that the most prolific sugar
country in North America is found. The

the |

population was almost evenly divided |

between white and black; the larger
part

of the former was of French de- |

scent; the French language was much |

spoken, and French names of persons
and places were the most common.
To me this was all new and strange,

and I was asking
about these
land when the boat stopped and th
announced “DBostock’s.” 1

le pa landed here.

lusty

many questions
strange

the nger

and 1

was
Engaging a

features of the |

negro to |

carry my trunk and show me the way, |

s of my j
All that Mr.

the last st
throbbing hea

I took

journey |

Dorion 1 related, all that he had put
into his war , ¥ «d to me. I
stopped. I shrank from the test that I
had come two thounsand miles to make
Dar am de house, maussa aid my

gruide

It was a large frame house with
eranda ¢ and belo It stood
not two l »d yard from the
bayou t itiful ma
nolias w 1 a 1 1
thron " 3 n ] of
wide m lands

The hot, tl
As I advanced towar
a man secated in t
other was speal earnestly and with
much g I stopped,
fearful of intx but I was already
within earsh

“A lazy, idle, sulky nigger, sir, I tell
you! He don’t earn his s I'd have
whaled him long ago if you hadp’t for-
bidden me; and I must tell you, sir, if
he ain’t to be whipp« he'd better be
sold. Mayn't I send him over to New
Orleans?”

The answer was inaundible.

Yes, sir, I know you don’t like it;
Hnﬁl’ﬂ gonvix_n it's the aonlvy way.to |

there was somebody beside the truant
negro behind him. He rose and turned

round. It was a thin, bent figure, in a
flowered dr rown and slippers.
His hair that singular ap-

pearance caused by turning white in
patches and str s. His face was
hollow and wrinkled; his eyes
lusterless.

With the most apathetic expression
he looked at me, and seemed to think
that my appearance did not call for
question or remark. At least he made
none.

T beg your pardon, sir,” I said. *“Is
Mr. Pierce Bostock at home? Can I see
him?”

“The overseer attends to all busi-
ness,” he said, peevishly. “Go to him;
there he goes.”

“I have no business that he can at-
tend to. I mustsee Mr. Bostock per-
sonally.”

“Must you, indeed?” He began to
rouse a little at the word, and show
irritation. **Where do you come from,
anyway, young man, that you thinka
aF he planter ean be made to at-
tend in per: t the beck and call of
every interloper who fancies he has
business with him? What—"

His own talk, delivered in a feeble,
broken voi excited him and brought
on a fit of coughing. He stamped with
vexation, and sat down on a bamboo
settee through sheer weakness.

“I am Pierce Bostock,” he said, when
he could find voice again. “What the
devil do you want?”

I ought to have expected this an-
nouncement, and to have been prepared
for it; but I felt very much at .that in-
stant as though I had been following
a chimera. To be exact, I felt cold and
sick, and the hopes of long years van-
ished as a puff of smoke. And yet it
seemed incredible. 7%his Mr. Bostock
—this the hearty, ruddy, happy planter
who had crossed our stony New Hamp-
shire fields ten years before, and
pushed out my horizon everywhere—
this feeble, testy, drooping invalid?

My hopes were all turned to asheson
the spot; yet I resolved to speak out,
and end the farce. He would not recog-
nize me, or would bid me begone if he
should. No matter—I would see which
he would do, and then tear this cruel
leaf out of the book of my life, and
turn to other scenes.

“Well—are youdumb? What do you
say for yourself?”

“Mr. Bostock, I am Dorr Jewett.
you not know me?"”

A very faint appearance of interest
came to his face.

“Jewett?” he repeated.
used to hear that
Amos Jewett was my schoolfe'low
when I was a boy. Dorr—Dorr? That
was my father’s name.”

I saw that his mind was groping for
memory, and I waited.

He motioned me to sit down with
him. He looked at me, but was silent.

“Amos Jewett was my father,” I
ventured. ‘“Don’t you remember com-
ing to our poor New Hampshire home
ten years ago, sir? Don’t you remem-
ber how kind you were to us? I was
the boy you took so much notice of.”

were

on

Do

“I believe I
name. Why, yes;

He heard me, and the mists seemed
dispelled from his brain as by magic.
A look of surprised intelligence came
to his face

“You Dorr Jewett? — little
Bless me, how you have grown!
not often glad to see anyone but my
child, in these days; but I am glad to
see you. Is your her well?”

“Why, he died, sir, more than a year

Dorr?
I'm

ago. I wrote to you about it.”
“] never read letters mow—nor pa-
pers—nor books. Not now. Yet Ido

remember a nice letter you wrote me
ynee, years ago, before—

The change that came over that woe-
ful face terrified me. It was literally
black with rage, with fury, called up
by his own speech.

Yes, I hastened to say, ‘“and
you answered it so kindly.”

“Did I? That is well; I am glad to

hear it. So you've come to look up a

wretehed and lonely old man like me,
have you, because I was kind to you?
Do you know, my boy, 1 don’t think
there's another man in Louisiana, or
out of it, could soften me the way you

have. I'm going to have you stay here,
now you've come. Oh, yes, I do re-
member now all about the tume I went

to Boston, and back among the hills
where 1 was born, and how I found
you and poor Amos out in the fields,
and ate your good mother’s mush and
milk—"

[is face seemed recreated.
tually wore a gentle smile.

“But it was long ago, and life has
been hard and eruel with me since, and
I had forgotten all these pleasant
things. Why, boy, it seems to me as if
you'd come to me from another world.”

He took hand in his own thin

It ac-

my

ha

You'll stay with me, Dorr Jewett,
won't you?"”

I believe the tears came to my eyes

at the question. It was asked in &
voice which was the ghost of that
hearty, resonant tone that had long

sounded in my dreams.
that I would stay awhile.

“Always, Dorr; [ want you with me.
1 remember, now, 1 asked you
ago to come. Iam rich, my boy; I've
got money, and plantations, and slaves;

but I haven't any friends. Well, who
would I be ki to, if it wasn't to
Amos Jewett ¢ 1 1 ? O! Amos
was my chum; he'd wrestle with me
and throw me; but he'd fight any boy
that tried to put upon me. I want

gomebody to talk to; my girl can't al-

ways be with me. Le Fevreisa good

fellow, but he's never happy unless
he's driving the niggers round. He
shall show you the plantation when

you've rested — to-morrow—yes, that
will be time cnough.
to go to New Orleans he shall go with
you; I never stir off the place. You'll
sce the cane grows—the old cane
and the new cane. Le Fevre says he's
got more than a hundred acres now
planted. He'll show you_ sugar
mill, and maybe he can figure up what
the crop will be this year.
soil this, Dorr. This is better than

how

the

, then—if here ain’t the |

I told him |

long |

When you want |

Good black |

the cracks of the
> No, you won't
talk about going v, Dorr Jewett.”™

So he rambled on, a wreck of mind
as well as body, continually striving
to struggle out of the gloom in which
he was involved,
ward to familiar faces and scenes.

A burst of melody shook the air; a
clear, pure voice, singing a merry
Trench song. Mr. Bostock raised his
head, and a new intelligence gave mo-
mentary luster to his eyes. °

“Ah, that's Coralie!” he said. *“You
shall see Coralie. Here she comes.”

planting corn in
rocks up wvorth,

|TO BE CONTINUED.]

DEVELOP THE YEARLINGS.

How It Can Be Done Without Injury te
the Young Animals.

To leave the colt alone or to only
halter break him until he is three or
four years old is a serious mistake
which many make. The time, expense
and trouble of breaking these mature
animals, as well as the danger incurred,
are convincing breeders every year that
the wisest and best way for all classes
of horses, whether for speed or family

use, is to begin training them at six |

months old or younger. I recently saw
a choice filly when six monihs old
thorouzhly broken to drive siugle or
double, and that appeared perfectly at
home in every situation in which I saw
her placed. The question is asked,
how develop these young colts without
injuring them?

Nothing is more natural than for the
sucker to run beside his dam. Of
course the young animal must not be
given too much exercise, but he should
be early accustomed to a light harness
which may be made of an old harness,
or even of tarred rope that is well
dried. After adjusting it carefully fol-
lowing the colt's thorough acquaintance
with it, he should first be allowed to
run loose, as with colts generally. A
day or two later a thoroughly haiter
broken colt should be tied loosely to the
end of the shaft of his dam. Still later
a strong light lineshould be fastened to
the outside bit, run throurh the turret
ring to the driver's hand, and the colt
gently guided at the same time his ma-
ture mate has the lines pulled. In this
way the youngster will become accus-
tomed to all sights and sounds and at
the age of six to eight months will
make no objection to going between
the shafts alone.

His young muscles can also be gradu-
ally developed for considerable speed
while he is not drawing a pound, and
his action improved from day to day by
the careful oversight of a discreet
owner or driver, who should always re-
member that a young animal is easily
fatigued. After a short trot in the
morning he can be left to rest and
given his dinner, after which he can be
driven a short distance in the after-
noon, the mare being driven all day if
necessary. To prevent contagt with
the wheel have the blacksmith drill the

nut of the axle and iwagon wrench
which fits it, and pin both together
with a piece of malleable iron. After
turning on the nut, biad the wrench
firmly to a smooth hickory pole with
tarred rope. This pole must be bowed
just right, and extend to the end of the
shaft, where it is firmly bolted. (See
cut.) If the litule greeny should crowd
the wheel on first starting out, this
pole will keep him away from i, and
he will soon learn to trot clear of both.
The value of the contrivance will be
readily seen. The youngster is thor-
oughly trained while going on short
errands beside his driver and never
needs breaking.—Farm and Home.

PIG PEN POINTERS.

Husk yourcorn for the hogs when
the hogs quit chewing the stalks.

YOUR sows are not liable to become
cannibals if you feed them properly.

A LITTLE experimenting in hog feed-
ing will not cost much. It may be
worth a good deal to you.

Tae man who has put his trust in
hogs for the past twelve months has
not had cause to regret it.

It will soon be time for butchers to
use a few hogs each week. This will
help the demand for roughs.

GIVE the runts of the litter particu-
lar attention. They will make good
hogs if they live long enough.

Do vou know what the hogs are cost-
ing you that you raise? This is a ques-
tion that you ought to figure on.

A BQUEALING pig never gets fat, is as
trmue as the old proverb about the bark-
ing dog. No matter whether he squeals
from hunger or from sheer perversity,
as some seem to do after they have been
well fed, if he eats enough to gain his
two pounds a day he will squeal away
one-half of it. Beware of buying such
or breeding from such. They are un-
profitable and as uncomfortable to get
along with as a grumbling farm hand.

Sheep and Hogs on the Farm.

In answer to an inquiry as to how
many hogs and sheep can be kept on 2
farm of 150 acres, the Ohio Faamer
says: An acre of good pasture will keep
five to ten sheep the summer through,
depending upon the season and kind of
sheep. Stephen Powers says he has

dition om three
mer.  You will need two pounds of hay
per day and say a pound of grain, per
head, for winter. Irom these data,
and taking into conmsideration the ca-
pacity of the land to produce grain, the
area in orchard, woodland, ete., and
the amount of ‘other stock kept, you
can estimate pretty closely how many
sheep you can keep. Onl1i0acres, with
30 acres plowed, 20 acres in woodland,
5 acres for buildings, garden, ete.,
keeping 3 horses, 8 or 4 cows, ana rais-

ing a litter or two of pigs, 100 large |

sheep or 150 Merinos are enough.

Shooting.

She | ve In
He—Wonderful score that of Henry's!
Why, he hit the bull’s-eye nine times in
f\uUi'(‘.\\i(\n yl‘\ll'rllll}'.
Yes, but just think of the suf-
bull Men

sShe
fering of that pc
eruel!'—Boston Globe.

n

On the Other Side.

Mrs. Henry Peck

her paper)—Ah! avell, poor Hyson is

rid of his trouble emd misery at last.
Mr. Henry Peck (in usstonishment)—

Why, I didn't know* his wife was sick.

1V hen did she die?

Puck

(ould;n'l s
‘“Docyoun take this :gan for
for woyse?"” asked the minister.

“T gap’t tell until I have had him a

little while,” returned the bride. —Iar
per'si.Buzar.
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are so
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and to reach back- |

(looking up from |

= ! much longer suppressed.
kept twenty-three sheep in good con- |
acres, nearly all sum-

FHE AMERICAN FARMER.
Why His Futore Looks More Promising
Than Ever Before.

At no time in the history of the coun-
try has the future of agriculture been
more promising. There was a time,not
long ago, when the =o0il and the farmer
were not on friendly terms, when there
was a conflict between them. But that
time is past, or is passing with the pro-
gressive farmer.

He has learned, islearning every day,
that the fanlt was with him and not
the land. Thesoil, lacking certain in-
gredients, could not produce good re-
sults. The horse cannot be expected
to work at the plow all day, many days,
if fed only on dry hay.

To-day the farmer is coaxing his land
very much as he does his stock, or he is

| providing food for his plants with al-

mos®. as much care as he feeds his ani-
mals, if he expects to be successful.
The farmer tests his land for himself;
he does not wait for the chemist, or
prefers to be his own chemist in his
way. If potash, nitrogen or phosphorie
acid are wanted, he adds them, and he
has come to the stage of independence
when he mixes his own fertilizers, and
knows exactly with what he has to
wurk. That's progress. Commercial
fertilizers are the farmers’ aids, but the
government analysis and inspection
has opened his eyes, and he sees now
that he may prepare his own fertilizer:

and save money. ’

The farmer no longer plants haphaz-
ard; he has begun to sec that agricul-
ture is an art, a science more intricate
than any other; that to be successful in
its prosccution he must know several
sciences. No longer does he merely
drop a potato in the earth, cover it up,
keep down the weeds and dig the in-
crease in the fall. He studies the soil
and the fertilizer and then the potato.
Shall he plant large or small potatoes,
cut or uncut, one eye or more, the stem
end or the seed end?

Thus throughout the range of agri-
culture every step is thought out and
practically made in advance. There are
many croakers about agriculture, some
editorial eroakers in newspaper offices
who, possibly, might be able to tell a
hay-cutter from a grindstone, who rise
up periodically to say with a loud voice
(more or less, according to their circu-
lation) that agriculture has a black
eye; that it is limping along on one leg,
and not a very strong leg at that, and
that the whole fabric of agriculture,
like the sheep, is going to the dogs.

If these croakers had attended some
of the “winter meetings” that have
been held in the different states last
winter and seen the interestand enthu-
siasm, seen the men—aye, the women,
too, assembled and spent two or three
days in asking cach other questions and
comparing notes, the agricultural pessi-
mist would admit, if honest, that there
1s a force behind agriculture that will
not let it stand still. Let every farmer
keep his shoulder to the wheel. It
turns easier than it did, and does not
have to be helped out of so many ruts
and quagmires as it did. Let every
farmer be proud of his calling, stick to
it, dignify it and swear by it (not pro-
fanely).

Why, it is not long ago when the
farmer at gatherings of any kind took
a back seat; it was rare to see a farmer
on the platform. All the speeches were
made by the lawyer, the clergyman
and the “good talker” of no calling or
profession. That has changed. The
farmer got nearer and nearer to the
platform, and now, forsooth, he is on
it and doing the talking, and taking no
odds of any man. This is not idle talk;
it is fact. Agriculture is alive.—George
Appleton, in Farm and Fireside.

(;HEAP HUSKING PIN.

Jf You Don't Want to Buy One, Make
One at Home.

To make a homemade pin for corn
husking take a piece of common thin
leather and cut into a strip four inches
long, one-half inch wide, and in each
end cut o hole. Take a piece of hard
wood the size of a pencil, and cut a
groove near the end. Cut ,another half
way between the middle and the point
end of the pin. Put the leather over
the second finger between the knuckle
and tirst joint and hold the ends be-

—

tween the tirst and second and second
and third fingers. Slip the pin through
the holes cut in the leather so the
point will pass beyond the first finger.
The tension of the leather, if it is
tough and does notsplit, will hold the
pin in place. A strong husking pin
may be bought for thirly cents, with
curved end and point and held in place
by a leather cushion adjusted round
the finger and riveted on an iron pin.
These are easy to handle and a great
improvement on any pin I have ever
seen. A number of different styles are
on the market, but any one of them is
good if substantially made.—Farm and
Home.
What Farmers Must Learn.

Until the farmers, as a class, learn
that for every dollar spent in real road
improvement they will receive a ten-
fold return in the advanced price of
their acres, in ability to market their
products at all seasons, and in the in-
numerable advantages that come from
easy transit and frequent communica~
tion between farms and villages, there
is not a flattering prospect for the issuc
of bonds for scientific and permanent
road improvement. Such instruction
must come from rural centers. The
farmers seem to be suspicious of sug-
gestions coming from the cities. Mean-
while, the importance of the road ques-
tion cannot be overestimated, nor very
The com-
aunities that have made good roads
are preeminently the prosperous com-
munities; the light shining from them
must, sooner or later, illuminate the
darker regions in which bad roads pre-
rail. —Chicago Inter Ocean.

A Rebuff.

Cholly (seeking to be friendly)—
Wather cloudy to-day, isn’t it?

Her Father (gruffly)—Great Cwesar,
young man! haven't you got sense
enough to know whether it isor not
without asking?—Judge.

ANOTHER EVOLUTION.

: m‘d the dude.~—Judge.

The cigare

Pretiminary Informatton.
Fond Father—In giving you iy
daunghter, Mr. Willwed, 1 pass into
eping the dearest thing I have

Mr. Willwed (anxiously)—How much
does she cost you a year, may I ask?P—

Lown T'gpics.




