. ' six-barreled Colt in Lis hand, he halt- I
ed and said:

Shutting Out mmd In.

sl MR Ad N
1 shint chn'lorﬂy'dm;nt out,
The dying dhy, tHst's pt‘d dimn—
Two wondrou fianets stehling ont
Above the rossate‘evening's fin, i

Late darling of the waning year— [
My gurden, daughtor of the spring;
Thy roses bonr Novembor's tokr, e 1
How wegt tha joy ng,
NN, & e
1 shiut your lingering glory out, |
Chrysanthiuanis, 5o subtly brights |
My heurt's delight, the eypross yines, |
With myrisd sturlings red and white,

1 shub you put, 1 shut you out, ‘
Dene Ut triends of bud aud flower; |

You've hud ye Jong and bright,
Another's l.:‘wh’r!'zr: hm_t houe, ' >

AlttiN wigh. Tt tadofuir, | o 7
Thiy werld of oy L shyt rom sight;

Grong gllt oL golor, odor, air,

 Greut glfs of 1fe, wo prise not quite. |

snt--n.am:"llnrx‘mmummm stars, |

I slowly X o1 | i

Ye twuwﬁmﬁomm nm:’e S
Come olgsxtogether In tho bige, |

1n astnl thyat; dmbrace, contmeérie,
Thon partwitiiogt u sigh'oproynd |

With clinging rings and olustering moons,
Move swiltly down hio dim profound.

Beloved, yo E‘ againg -_— |
Whoes wa £ uv“ﬂ;ﬁ, |

You'll pmﬁ# yolir liouvenly plain, |
Unress, ombraceo, ronow your trast.

1 stink you eut, Tshubyou oft,

Yot brlyg yaur pricoless n;
t!it'ﬁgl ﬂld's‘dm n;u!‘:}

To bear n

To 1ft mo ATOREVeSIPTNA Ao’ 0

1 shut the sty wonder alfe, - ! o
To sit beatde the ourtained hearth;

LR e

some splondor from that planet's day—
Some strny banm fram thivt shiglag plain—
Snys re O our long, 100g Wiy,

Beloved, wo ah 0ot in. | g ;
—~Mary ('lsr:imr.;#u?lle mﬁml’dd Republican.

ey

Health to the Gobbler.

3 HORIED ! o Tieatth! Thankegi ¥ing-day ; f
Lot ull ahall lduq»m ¥

On silves divong, deb ;Ey; LW |
Behold! he comos before us.

FUII overy bimdebr ap with wine,
And don't forgoet the cobbler;

Wo'll drinle the first-fruits of the vine |
1o pur own Turlkey Gobbler. |

Who bore the summnr’s boat and fray |
Thut ho might do his daty,

And grew lile Jonal's gourd ench day?
Ourtfint old feathered henuty,

Who but slgrhoro of thofegst, §
Who drank nor wine iiof cohhler?

To hipywo'll denin s bowl ntdeast,
omr rand old Turkey Gohhler,

Fill wpd Il up! o frgrance swoee
15 flonting o'er tho table ; )
He lived and diod thap we milght oot
Aswruch ns we are ablg,
N suMish olown shiall dare 16 frown;
Lot ba yt king or cobbler,
=1l up the cup and drink it down
To our own Turkey tobbler.

GRIZZLY DAN.

'A*Ne\-‘aaui Skoteh,

Some repaivs wore needed gl the, en-
gine whén the train reached Reno, and
white most of the passengers were tak-
ing a philosopical view of the delay and |
making themselves as comfortable as
possible in the depot, in walked a native. I
He wasn't o native Indian, nor a native |
grizaly, but & native Nevadian, and he |
was rigged out in imperial style. He |
wore & buekskin coat and cap, buck-
skin leggins and mocensing, and in his
belt wasia big knife and two revolvars.
"Thero whs lightuing in his eye; destruc-
tion in his waulk, and s he sauntered up
to the red-hot stove and scattered tobac- |
co juice over ity a‘dozen  passengers
looked pale with fear. Among thg trav-
elers was a ear-pminter from Jersey City,

S ——

S ————————

e ———————

« Friend, eome'to think of it; T don't

come on me for damages,’” ..
* Go ahead—I'm not s married man,

replied the painter. -

the spring is coming."

“ P ab otphpn, withoud o
in the world," shouted the Je te.

“Well, the law will make me bury

you, sud-itwould be 4" wdek's work’ to
dig a grave aj this season of a year. I
think I'll break . a rib.or Lwo. for you,
smash your nose; gougeout your left
eye, and let it go at thut.)

 That suits me to & dot!" said the
painter,  *Gentlemen, “please stand
back, and some of you shut the door to
the ladies’ room.”’ 1a

“1 was the first man to attack a

‘g-rlzzly bear wilhg bowie-knife,”
T

the ninfive, a8 he lookedl: o,
“] the first man to discover silver
in Nevadd:™ I'm e first sEoft up

Powder River. I was the first man te
make huntingskirts Sut of the skins of
Pawnee Indians. [ don’t want to hurt

[ this man, as ho seems kinder sad and

down-hearted, but he must apologize to
me."’ I i ¥

o[ won't do it!" cried the painter.

“ Gentlemen, I never fight without
taking off my coat, and: I don't see any
nail here to hang it on, said the native.
# # 1l hold it—I"ll hold it!*" shouted a
"dozen voices in choras,

«And another thing,"* 'softly contina-
ed the native, **I never fight in a hot
room. Iused to do it years ago, but
found it was running me into consump-
tion. Ialwaysdo my fighting out-doors
now." .

# Il go out with you, you old rabbit-
killer!* exclaimed the painter, who had
his coat off.

«That's andther deadly insult to be
wiped dut in blood. T see I must finish
you. I meyer fight around a depot,
though; I go out on the prairie, where
there is n chance to ‘throw myself."

« Where's your prairieP—lead . the
way!"" howled the erowd, .. .

“ Tt wouldn't do any good," replied
the native, as haleaned agninst the wall,
I always hold n ten-dollar gold' piece
in m; mouth when I fight, and T haven't
got any to-day—in fact, I'm dead
broke.”

“ [Tere's a gold piece,” called a tall
man, holding up the metal.

“I am a thousand times obleeged,”
mournfully replied tho native, shaking
his head. *I never go into n fight with-
out putting red paint on my left ear for
Juck; and I haven't any red paint by
me, and there isn't a bit in Reno."

 Are—you—going—to—fight?" de-
manded the car-painter, reaching outfor
the bear-skin eap.

«I took n solemn oath when a' boy
nover to fight without  painting. my left
ear," protested the Indian-killer. “ You
wouldn't want me to go back on a sol-
emn oath, would youf"

“ You're acabbage, a squash, a pump-
kin dressed up in leggins,”’ contempt-
uously remarked the car-painter, 4s he
put on his coat.

“Yes, he's a great coward,” re-
marked several others, as they turned
_WAY.

“1'l1 give ten dollars for ten drops of
red paint!’* shricked the native. *0!
why is it that I have no paint for my ear

{ want to kill you, and have your widow |
v | walting for the

| -  But you've got relatives, and I don't |
want no Jawsuits to bother me just as|

im|

|

and, after sutveying the uative for & when there is such a good chance to go |

moment, he cooly inquired : '

“ Aren't you ,afraid you'll fall down |
and hure yourself with those weapons?"

“# W—what?"* gasped the native, in
astonishment. - |

1 sn they @iucl{bumu as
yon’w'ggl ‘off ar anction, out here, don’t
they " continued the painter.

o WSty ! 0 dieah —who are yoP" |
whispered the native as he walked
around the stove and put on o terrible
look. I

WAy name is Logwood,” was the
calmroply, * and I mean that if I 'were
vou I'd erawl out of those old duds and
put on some decent clothes!™

“ Don’t talk that way to me, or you
won't live a minit!" exclaimed the na-
tive, as he hopped around.  * Why, you |
bomesick covate, 'm Grizzly Dan, the
heaviest Indian fighter in the world! I
was the first white mam to scout for
General Creok! T was the first white |
man anong the Modoes!™

“I don't believe it!" flatly replied the
painter. ** You look more like the first
white man down to the dinner-table!™

The native drew his knife, put it back
agsin, looked around, and then softly
asked :

« Stranger, will ver come over behind
the ridge and shoot and slash till this
thing is settled "

“Youbet [ will!™
from Jersey, as he rosoup.
right out, and I'll follow."

Every man in the room jumped to his
feet in wild axcitement. The native

rarted for the back door, but whea he
found the carpaliics ol bis beels, wish |

replied the man
“ Just pace

in and killp™

A big blacksmith from [llinois took
him by the neck and ran him out, and
he was seen no more for an hour. Just
befere the train started, nnd after all the
passengers had taken seats, *‘first man”’
whs seen on the platform. ' He had an-
other bowie-knife, and had also a toma-
hawk in his belt,  There was red paint
on his left ear, his eyes rolled, and in a
terrible voice he called out:

“ Where is that man Logwood? Let
him come out here,and meet his doom.*

“[s that you? Count me in!" replied
the car-painter, as he upened a window.
He rushed for the door, leaped down,
and was pulling oll’ his overcoat again,

CA'HARD WOMAN.

A Thanksgiving Tayl.

Mrs, Arnold—the rich banker's widow
—sat_alone in her handsome parlor
1 that was to summon
her to her lonely dinner, and as she
waited she looked into the glowing coal
fire, and conjured up visions of the past,
not pleasant or profitable ones, but true,
and as they flashéd and faded /before

her some late impulseé moved her to|

spmh. o ‘:r .‘. i Il J
Yes, she had been s hard woman!
cold, tyranpical; ambitious—sinning not

.“ﬂthewﬁd.nm ayer forgivimg those
| -
|

who sinn:  her  own ease, her
own imperious will, and standing in
conscious. pride alone on the high
plateau of worldly success; she had
married young for wealth and position;
her husbahd" gave her both, and then
wenried of his'loveless ‘marriage and
pvent abroad. * Three months after the
birth of o dauglter whont he wns fiever
to see he died ina foreign land," and
stran buried him. L
Hff:'&';é' ‘ﬁgiﬁ'tzt {itmost respect to his
memaory, and secluded herself from so-
ciety with her child, a' little, fragile

thing, fair as a lily, with a timid, cling- |,

ing nature, altvays'lenging for love that
it was afraid to demand. Mrs! Arnold
was proud of her ‘ehild, and loved
it in herown way, but she was disap-
pointed in not being the'mother of a son
who would do/and dare great things in
the world, instead of thisslender, fright
ened girl, who was a dreamer and a ro-
mancer, and of whom she. .could never
make a grand character. Some [strain
of héroic blood must have wandered in
Mrs. Arnold’s veins, and it absorbed all
the tender essénces of her woman's na-
ture. ¢ ' ]

She was thinking of her danghter as
she sat there alone upon this night,
when kindred should have met at her
hearthstone. It was ten years since
she had looked on her face; five since
she had sent her letters back to her

marked “ unread,” and since then she |

had heard nothing, Ten years ago she
was 35 years old, still a widow, and
very handsome. Disdaining the com-
mon mediums of affection and inter-
course with her kind, she had constitut-
ed herself a sort of Lady Bountiful to
poor musicians, authors, and artists,
who must have genius and gratitude.
She elevated them by her wealth and in-
fluence to a pedestal before her, and
they were required to bend to worship
her, not'as a woman, but as 4 goddese.
Such homage did not seem base, for she
was i queenly woman.

Bufi she was only & woman, and then
came one man to whom her soul at last
went out'in love, melting the cold bar-
riers of pride in its genial warmth, and
flooding her sonl with a new, delicious
life, so that even her child seemed to her
a new revelation of delight., This man
was Francis Dare, the artist, and hewas
the 1ast person to whom any one would
have relegated such a position. Gifted,
indolent, with a southern beguty of
physique, and loving and romantic asa
girl, he seemed a mere boy in com-
parison with Miriam Arnold, though in
reality a few years older than she; but
who can understand a woman’s heart?
Miriam loved him with allthe repressed
affection of her proud nature, and a less
obtuse man would have discovered the
knowledge. Dare’s nature was weak;
he had been petted and flattered all his
life; he could not at once make up his
mind to break from so sweet a bondage.
At Inst he went, and Miriam Arnold’s

ple who met-together to listen to super-

told, and as. the doars were opened at
last to the waiting crowd, thers
out to her a strange, sweel fragment qf
melody, and the words were plainto
her -
L f.;umu to mo,” saith One, “ and coming
I Bo At rest!t -
She went home, but the words haunt-

od her until she looked them. up, and
then they scemed like & question of her
own answered. i o
Ak, my hoart is heavy :_A on, y
"G ‘imﬁ;’;-mﬁm, Y'and coming
©oa Tl e kb reut.

There was no vest then, until she went
to hear the. singer., He wad'oneof the
evangelists, and the church in which
she found -him was free.to all. There
were no richly cushioned pews, no grand
choir, no pealing organ, no sweel in-
cense, She sat between llwo old women
who_sang through their noses, and
crowded her as if_she was one of them-
selves.
cause she could not get out, and looked

| abont at the great mass of earnest faces

that were fixed upon one man. Softly
a strain''of music touched them, and
sgain that glorieus voice sang--
Ah{ my lienrt is iendy lnden,
. We '_m'u_lp nn.-aoptlj
U Come to nie,” saith One, “and coming
Boe b rest. " f
lh& h He murks to lead me to Him,
If He hemy guide?

W
In His foet muf hanids ure wound-prints,
©o 0 Al B elde, [ i ]
. 1 thers digdem as monarch

Thut A& brow ndorns;

b 11 ¢ v M
Mirigift'Arnold listéned in wonder to
the women sobbing about her. They

must be wenk to be this led’ by the fa-
natios; she threaded her way to hercar-

riage, and . reselved never to go to'such
a place again, and yet the next day she
was there, and , the next, snd  the next.

And this was the rasult sitting there
alone: she seemed to see all her lonely
unloved past by a new light. *I will do
something,” she thought, “to make
some soul happy before I sleep," and
she rang the bell, *“To-morrow I will
find Lillian if she still lives."

A confidential servant answered her
ring. “Janet,” said Mrs. Arnold, ‘“do
you know any oné}who is in want to-
night?"

 Oh, yes'm, plenty of people who are
poor as poverty."

“But T mean some special case of
sickness and want; there are plenty of
people who will always be poor, no
matter what is done for them, but there
are others who are deserving.”’

¢« Well, ma'am," said Janet slowly,
“ there's o little, girl—oh, sucha little
mite,and as pretty as a picture,that stops
sometimes to look in at the dogs play-
ing in the yard; she’s awful poor, but
she never begs; I gave her a cake, and
ghe eat it as if she was starved, and one
night she was frightened, and I went
home with her—they're strangers here,
and the mother is sickly-like, and there
faa'baby." '

“*And the father?”

I didn't see him, ma’am’; he's a
swered Janet, i

Aftor dinner Mrs, Arnold saw some
necessary food placed in & basket, and,
taking Janet for a guide, she ordered
her coachman to the obsoure. stieet
where those people lived, and was soon
set down at the door of s tumble-down
old house fronting the river. Janet led
the way in, for it was no common spec-
tacle of want and disorder upon which
 they looked. Poor and shabby, even
|dirty, the room was, but there
was an unmistakable air  of re-

stitious . stories that o few evangplists [they will be w""z{f the

n_al_f Idisgu,sted’, she stayed be-

painter by trade, the woman said,'” an- |

baby in the ar Bhap_hnrd'n_ carey and

om. together

“ Come to me," saith One, * and coming,
Bo nt rest,"

Trsval; IJ!T;_ Needle,

4 —_—

The Louisville News says :* This morn.
ing a young woman named Melissg
Shipp, . whoso residence is in Martiy
County, Indiana, about eight miles
from-Bhtéals, srrived in the wity by the
0. and M. Road- for the purpose of re.

whose influence browght

floated | again:

years ago, while walking across the
carpet of her room at her father’s resi.
dence in her bare feet, she stepped upon
a plece of broken needle, which pene.
trated the hollow of her left fook, sinking
deeply- intothe -flesh. — Herself and
mothey made repeated | offorts) to draw
the fragment from the wound, but with.
out success. Finally, & piece of bacon.
rind was bound on the punctured part,
and in a day or two the palnsubsided,
and s week later the wound seamed per-
fectly healed.  Miss Shipp continued to
go about and attend to her domestic du.
ties for several months after the acel.
dent, entirely free from pain.’ 'Gradu.

| ally, however, her .adkle began to pain

her, and this contifugd for two or three
months, she at times mﬂhring intensely.
She supposed, a8 did hiér friehds, the
'pain waé caunsed by ' acute’ rhefifiatism,
or s sprain, and bathed the Yart affected
in tepid ‘water and soothing liniments
After about three months of suffering
the pain began bo"_sullapide,,. and a month
later had entirely ceased, She suffered
no more for 15 momths, when the scute
pain again sot/in, this time in the knee,
For twolor three months the same treat-
ment was followed as when the ankle
was affected, the young ‘lady, and her
parents still supposing the pain was the
result of acute rheumatism. ¢ Then the
pain Dbegan to subside, nnd in three
months had entirely disappeared.

For nearly a year Miss Shipp’s health
was excellent, and she supposed she had
entirely recovered from her singular
afiliction. But she was mistaken. About
six weeks ago the pain returned with
grest acuteness, this timein the hip, Her
sufferings at times were intense, and the
remedies formerly used seemed wholly
withont eflicacy in her emergency. On
Wednesday last, however, the. secret of
all her sufferings was explained. While
adjusting a skirt after arising from bed,
she discovered that a small spot near the
hip-bone was particularly sensitive, and
her mother, being ealled to examine it,
[ felt the sharp point of something in the
| flesh and pratruding through the in-
(flamed skin.' A pair of tweezers was
| obtained, and the obstruction removed,
| when it was found to be sbout half an
ordinary-sized needle, so corroded by
rust as to be but little thicker than an
ordinary horsehair. The fragment had
traveled the entire length of the limb,
from the center'df the foot to the hip-
bone. ' :

The young lady suffered very greatly
after the needle was withdrawn, and is
still a sufferer, and comes to  the city to
consult a skillful surgeon und seek such
relief as medical science can afford. The
| case is certainly a very remarkable one.

A Very SBtrange Story.

| Two singular incidents, which will
| furnish nuts to crack to believers in the
| supernatural, haye recently come to
| light in Englaad in regard to the recent
| loss of the Avalancein the British Chan-

(little daughter went with him—almost & | finement over all, and something nel. A lad who was a great friend of

|

when the native began to retreat, call- |

ing out:
“1'll get my hair eut, and be back
here in seventeon seconds: I never fight

| with long hair; I promised my dying

mother not to."*
When the train rolled away he was

child, yet she, too,
the handsome artist at work, and her
mother had heeded her no more than
one of the dolls ghe lately played with.
They were married before they left
Washington, thevery hour, in fact, they
left the house, and Francis Dare had the
marriage published in all the papers.
He did not intcnd to bring any con-

tempt on this little girl, who loved and |

trusted him, and from that hour to this
they had never looked on the mother's
face.

The blow almost killed her; it was so
unexpected, and coming from such a
source. Bul she made no sign to the
world. When her daughter tried to
reach her she sent her letters back, and
that was the end. Francis Dare made

|no reputation with his pictures, and
| passed out of sight and mind.

seon flourishing his  tomahawk around |

his head in the wildest manner.—FEz- |
| queenly sway among the rich and pleas-

change.

Tue last sensational suicide in Furope
is that of Marie Prieur, a pretty Freach
singer of 25, who ran away from ber
home st Toulouse with Count Hugo
Lamberg, an Austrian eavalry officer.
She had acquired a competency and re-
tired from the sthge, voung asshe was;
then she was smitten with a passion that
the Count failed to reciproeste fully,
and when he left ber placed his portrait
over her heart and with a revolver baul-
et preroed butl.

Mrs. Arnold removed to the West,
and in the Garden City resumed her

ure-loving, beautiful still, but as cold as
marble—friends admired her—they
dared notlove. At home her receptions
were elegant, aod comprised the elite
of the city. Abroad she rode as ina
chariot, pale, still with that marble-like
countenance that never changed at sight
of a child, or a flower; still wearing the
black draperies of childless widowhood.

One day her carriage was stopped by

8 great crowd surging asd swayiog-

about a bullding with closed doors ; she

s mLeW Le peace, il Wwas a PesoTy jor peo-

the scene majestic. Upon 'the table,
| propped up by pillows, & baby was ly-
ing, pure and pale as a snow-drop, and
by its side & man sat, painting its port-
rait. Soft flaxen hair curled and twined
about the little thin temples. There
was asweet, peaceful smile about the
delicate lips, but they were closed, and

no sign of pain would ever distort them; |

the father was painting a picture of his
dead child.

Miriam Arnold stood there as if turned
to stone. On a bed in the corner a wom-
an lay, at times sobbing and moaning,
The other inmate of the room was a
little girl, 8 or 9 years old; she leaned
over the artist's chair, tdlking to him

sand asking questions,

“Was he sure God had taken the baby
to heaven?"" * Would it never be sick,
or cold, or hungry?" * Why couldn't
poor mamma go?**

He answered the questions gently,but
there was a tremor in his voice, and
once he dashed the tears away as he
looked at the pale sweet beanty of his
dead baby; his for such a little while
longer. Then, whefl he lifted his head,
some one was crossing the room swift-
I¥; there was a cry from the bed, and
Mrs. Amnold was holding her child to
her heart, never, pever to leave it again.
They will have a happy Thanksgiving,
for the peace which passeth all under.
standing is theirs, and | am sure neither
tise tatber or mother will mourn for the

had - watched | more—a tranquil presence thatrendered one of the apprentices who was lost

| made arrangements to accompany him
down the Channel and come ashore
with the pilot, but at the last moment
before sailing he was seized with such
an indefinable and ungovernable mis-
giving that he declined to go, and thus
escaped almost certain death. The ap-
prentice who was lost had a retriever
dog who was very fond of him, and
which answered' to a shrill dog-whistle
that he earried. On the night of the
shipwreck his mother and aunt were in
the kitchen. Between 9 and 10 the la-
dies were startled by hearing a shrill
whistle used by the young man. The
| dog heard it also, gave the usual recog-
nizing bark, and bounded up stairs
where he supposed his master was. The
whistle was heard just about the time
the Avalanche went down, and it was
heard by two credible witnesses, whose
testimony was confirmed by the re-
sponse made to it by the dog of the lost
sailor.

A BAILEOAD has just been finished
between Hiogo and Osaka, Japan, 20
miles long, which cost the Government
£175,000 a niile. The line is over a level
country, without natural obstacles, and
it is estimated that the English firm who
built it cleared at least 115,000 a mile.
This beats Henry Meiggs's operations by
& large figure.

Tue religion of Thanksgiving days is
2 mince piety that does not last.

hyma 1

ceiving medical ‘advice, About three .



