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FOLLOWING THE SEA.

A Man Who Bu Dan It For "rlr
Fifty Tauurc

New Your, Jan. 30. Sea life U hard to
giv up. I bare talked with reral captains
on the subject and they all agree. An old
captain who has been to a for more than
forty jears, said to me the other day:

"You fellows who lire, on land donl know
anything atmut the banl&hips of sea life.
You growl all day becausayou have to work
so hard, and then go home, torn in for all
aijlit, and forget all about it But how
would you like to bo hauled out of a bunk
with a"'call all hands to shorten sail,' and p
oat on tha end of a yard arm with nothing
underneath you but the black water, and
tha wind blowing hard enough to take tha
button of your coat I And the worst of tb
matter s, we hardly make a living at it."

Capt. Isaac Sherman, of Maine, has been
going to sea for fifty years. He i pcrhr.pt
the oldest artivo sea captain, afloat. He was
bom in 1S-- 'L His father was a sea csj tain.
and the sou srcnis to
have inherited hU
tato for salt water,
for he says that
when bo was a
small boy he used
to look out over his

Fenobscot bay and j AVT.
long for the time
when be could

A
uecK 01 a cupper. rllien no was la be
startedout with his CAn-- c saiaJtax.
father, and has leen going to sea ever since.
He has twen around the globe some twenty
times and has never been at home more than
a year ar.d a half at a time. He is on of the
ina.--t popular men In the American carrying
trade, and be is known at shipping port all
ottt the world.

Strange to nay, although Capt. Sherman
has been going to sea for nearly fifty years,
he has never lost a vessel or had a mishap.
This is a remarkable record. He now has
command of the Frederick Billings, n fino
American ship, carrying over 4,000 tons,
dead weight. Two years ago she coot $14.",-00- 0.

Capt Sherman went through a hurri-
cane in this ship off the coast of Ireland, near
Cape Clear, and his description of it is vivid
in the extreme. It blew great guns forseven
hours, and if the Frederick Billings hail not
been a stanch ship she would have certainly
gone down. Capt Sherman has a remarka-
ble memory. The other day I was down at
a ship chandler's store in South street, which
is a rendezvous here for sea captains from
all parts of the world, and an old fellow
brought np Capt. Sherman's name.

'The first time I met him," bo said, "was
in Apjialachicola, Fla., and I never saw any-
thing more of him forten years. One day I
was walking along one of the streets of
Liverpool, and some one came up and slapped
m on the back. I turned around and, by
Otorge, it was Sherman. He knew me right
away, although he hadnt seen me for ten
years, mid came np astern at that"

Most seafaring men have remarkable
memories, and I account for it by the fact
that they pass so much time by themselves.
All the events of their lives are gone over
daily. Every incident, the slightest detail,
becomes so familiar that it leaves an indelible
Inqircshion. In the course of their wander-
ings around the world they minglo with
e cry stratum of the human race, and a talk
with an old sea captain, when one can I w
drawn out, is more interesting than the most
exciting book of travels ever written.

Tom Massos.

EUNICE MAHWEE.

Th- - Lt Cepmtentatlve of the I'iiiucmI
Tribe of Indians.

Special Correspondence.

Jinv York, Jan. 30. The Journals re-

cently contained an item announcing the
death, at the age of 115, of Eunice Cottrcll,
of Xorth Stoningtou, Conn., a

of the noted Philip, of Mount Cope,
and many jiersons confounded her with
F.unice Mahwrs, who died several years ago,
over 100 years old. Eunice Cottrell was not
the "Last of the Fequods," as King Philip
was a tVampauwag; but Eunice Mahwee un-
doubtedly was the last pure blooded Pequod
the last Indian docnendant of the few cap

tives saved alive in
that great midjJN which destroyed
a nation. Whentbo
n bites landed in
Xew England, s,

chief or em-

peror of the
ruled over

twenty-si- x chiefs
who could together
bring 4,000 war-
riors into the field.
But he quarreled

ECXICE KAUWXC with the English,
portion of his own people revolted, some of tho
subject tribes rose In rebellion, and in May,
1&7, Capt John Mason led against the d

stronghold a motley force, including
nearly 100 white men and three times as
many friendly Indians. Early in June they
surrounded the Pequod stronghold at dawn;
every school boy knows the rest how tho
solitary sentinel roused the Indians with tho
cry, Owahnui! Owahnux!" (English-
men), bow the fort was burned and
710 Indians destroyed; how the remnant of
the nation was attacked again and again, till
only a handful escaped to the Mohawks, by
whom Sassicus was murdered. The pain-
fully pious report of Mason concludes:

"God is above us! He laughs his enemies
and the enemies of the English to scorn.
Thus does the Lord judge among the heathen,
filling the place with dead bodies!"

In these days Sew Englanders teach many
beautiful lessons on an "Indian policy" to far
western men; but In those days, as a witty
descendant has put it, "they finpt fell on their
knees and then fell on the aborigines."

Among tho captured Pequods was one
Mahwecsum, and 100 years later his de-

scendant, Gideon Maliwee. became sachem of
a little band composed of the surviving Pe-
quods. Xarragansetts and others. In 1741
the. Moravian missionaries converted King
Mahwee and many others; tlie tribe Cour-ihe- d

greatly for a while, but afterwa de-

clined or faded away by intormarriag, till
but ono pura blooded Pequod remained,
namely, Eunice Mahwee, granddaughter of
King Gideon. One hundred years after the
conversion of th king a farmer plowed up a
headstone, bearing an inscription in the
German language. The Moravian Historical
society of Bethlehem, Pa., heard of it,
and C2at an agent, who proved it
to be the headstone of Gottlieb Butt-nc- r,

ono of the two earliest missionaries
at Shekomcko. Eunice Mahwee was born i
in Derby, Conn., in 1733, and lived to to
over 100 years old. Her father was Kmg
Gideon's second son, and the family lived ia
the white men's fashion from her earliest
recollection, but often received visits from
their wilder kimmen. of whom she in chiM.
hood was temblv afraid. She was twirm
married and the mother of nine children, nil
of whom she outlivrd. Her descendants wero
numerous, all ot mixed blood, and loag be-
fore her death there was not a puro blooded
Indian on the little reservation. Thus, afttr
outliving all her race and sinking into sec-
ond childhood, tho hut of tho Pequods diul
ot pure old age. LkWU 1". 1'n.cutit

Tonight and Tomorrow Xicht,
And each day and night this week, you can
get at T.J. Casper's drug store, 4 1 ea--t
Msin street, Kemp's Balsam for the Throat
and Lings acknowledged to be the most
8uccs!ul renifnly ever sold for the cure of
coughs, croup, bronchitis, whooping cough,
asthma and consumption. Get a bottle to-

day and keep it always In the house, so jou
can check your cold at once. Price 50c and
51. Sample bottles free.

Robert Louis Stevenson says thstthe
poet is in every nan. And the editor ex-

claims: "Ah, there! Stay there:"

How often do we bear of the sodden and
fatal termination of a ease of croup, when a
young life snijbt bare been saved by the
prompt me of Alert Cherry Pectoral.
Ayer'a Almanac ter the sew year is out
Getea.

SHALL I LOOK BACK?

ftos Vom dim height of being, undcrted.
Shall I look lock, ami tiaoe th weary way
By which my fert are Jouruej i:, tiwtay

Thn toilsome ith that climb the mountain aid
Or lends Into the valley, win denied,

Where, through the d&rkncsft. hapless wan-

derer tray,
UnbtawiJ, uncherrrd. uncladd-i- by a ray

Of certitude their erraut ati r to puide?

Shall I look hack, tjA wtbe Krvatthttifr small
TN iath JM training for my feet,

11- 1- pitlua thJrt neier bad been wortk my
trap

Will some great light of raiture, bathta? U

Make bygone orv:n Jjy; past hitter, et
Shall I louk back and wonder at my fi?

LcmLse Chandler Moultoo In Youth", Com-
panion.

CAPTURE OF AMELIA.

One evening last winter, as I was im
patiently walking up and down the plat-
form at a Paris rairoad station, waiting
for the 7:30 express train, I received .

tremendous thump on the back. I turned
around, and lo and behold! it was my
friend Jacques.

"Where are you going?" he asked.
"ToXice."
'I am going to Nice, too."

"That is first rate. We will travel to-

gether."
The train had in the meantime arrived,

and as we went to take our places in the
roupe. we passed the postal car.

"I shouldn't like to be employed In one
of 'those p.btal cars with all those dirty
letter bags. They have to stand up all
the time, too. I should think they would
be tired out," I remarked.

"Yes, it is not agreeable to travel In
one of tho." cars. 1 traveled 200 miles in
one of them once, and I don't think. I ever
suffered n much In my life."

"How did that happen?"
"It's a right funny story. Let ns get

our places, and then I'll tell you all about
it."

We got into the coupe, and Jacques told
the following yarn, which I think is worth
repeating:

"At the time to which I refer," said
Jacques, "I was acquainted with a cer-
tain blonde countess. You knew her. be-u-

several times I caught you trying to
flirt with her. She was living at that
time at her villa near Var. Her name is
Amelia. We ued to write to each other
laily. I wrote to keep her thoroughly In-

formed of the fact that I loved her madly.
She wrote to me because life isvcry tedf-u- s

out in the country, and she had to do
something to kill time. Her letters were
rather cold, and I was much afraid thnt
the was not going to make much of an ef
fort to reciprocate my affections. Just at
this cri-i- s I was carrying on a correspond
ence of pretty much tho same character
with another lady whose name was not
Amelia, but Louisa, and who was living
.n Xormandy."

"A nice man you are."
"It Is the prerogative of Innocence to

project the initiatory bowlder," responded
Jacques, lighting a cigarette.

"1 suppose you mean to quote that 'he
ivho is without sin among you should Ctet
the first stone.' "

"Just mi," resumed Jacques. "Miss
Louisa, this Xormandy correspondent of
mine, was no countess. Xeither was she

blonde. We had reached that point in
Dur correspondence when she felt it in- -

:umbent on her to inform me almost
:very day that she loved me for myself
uone. I replied very coolly nml IndilTer-sutl-

for I was desirous of giving her no
sneouracemtnt whatever. I was trying
to give Iouisa what is known as the cold
shr.ke. but I wanted to uo it genteelly, as
i t:cntlemaa should."

"I presume the countess is the one that
had the most money," I remarked cvu-icall-

You are a good cucsser. The countess
was very wealthy and Louisa was not.
Poor Louisa! I did hate to go back on
her. It was not her fault, nor mine
either for that matter, that she was im-

pecunious. There was something about
her looks that reminded me of the coun
tess," nud Jacques sighed heavily.

What has ell this got to Uo with the
postal car?"

"ou shall near, uotaoi tneso corre-
spondents of mine hail the mania to send
me orders to fill. Hardly a day passed
that I did not have to buy something and
mail it to them. I was at Paris, you
know, and they were in the couutry. I
was eternally hunting up samples of dress
goods nml sending them by mail.

"Well, one morning l got two letters.
One full of love and devotion from Louisa.
She also wanted me to pick out a sample
of merino and send it to her. The other
letter was from the countess. It was a
very gossipy sort of a document, but there
was nothing gushing about it She also
desired me to pick out some samples of
silks and mail them to her. Louisa was
merino and the countess was silk with a
big S. That was the difference between
them.

"I immediately sat down and composed
two love letters one of them, however.
without much love In it. The other let- -

rer the one to the Countess Amelia
was running over with affection and hints
at suicide. The one to Louisa was philo-sopbio-

and very much
so, indeed. As I bad something to attend
to, I hurried to a dry goods store, selected
the patterns, and put them with the let-
ters in the envelopes, and put them in my
pocket. Just at this moment, who should
I (.ce driving past in his buggy but my
friend Maxime. He called to me to get
In. I did so, and just as we were passing
the postofllce it occurred to me post the
letters."

"Yes, I begin to understand."
"I got out, bought two stamp, stuck

one of them on the letter to the countess.
shoved it through the hole, and was about
to do the same for Louisa's epUtie, when
I felt faint. I gasped for air. I had ad-
dressed my letter to Louisa to the coun-
tess at Yar and posted it. In my baud
was the letter to the countess with the
samples of silk, addressed to Louisa in
Normandy."

You were in a fix."
Xetcr was in so hideous a fix in all my

life. Unless I regained that letter it was
all up with the beautiful countess, who,
as I told you, was as rich as she was
pretty."

"les, you told me she was quite
wealth-.- "

Xot only that, but I was really des
perately in love with her besides. I went J

right into the posloffice and asked the
clerk to hand me out the letter. The
clerk began to e me. and in-

timated that I was n cai.didate for the pen- -

itcntiary. As my answers did not suit
him, be refused tu hand out the letter. I
remembered that I had a friend who was
a high official in the postoffice department. !

I jumiicd Into a hack imu was driven to
his oftce. He was not in. Then I went
to his residence. I found him. explained
matters and armed with an official docu-
ment drove Kick to the poto01ce The
mail "as already made up und on board
the ptstal car. I jumped aboard just as
the train moved off. The postal officers
In the car. under the impression that I
was trying to rob, hurled me to the floor,
and while one kneeled on my breast tLe
others choked me and searched me for
arms. As soon as I got a chance to
speak I showed my document and ex-- 1

plained. Profuse apologies were offered I

and accejted. However, my collar was
torn off ind my clothes suffered in the i

scuffle.
"Did they give you your letter?"
"The car was pricked up to the roof

with sacks of mail matter. The official
said:

" 'My dear sir, from four or five hun-
dred thousand letters you can't expect us
to pick out yours. Hcsides, we are for-

bidden under any circumstances to deliver
any mail en route.' "

"What did vou do?"

"There wiw uothlng for ine to do ex.
cept to crin nml lrar it 1 timk . feat on
the tiinil IkiJn In order to rest myself, nnrt
think the weru not ai comfortable
ns a pillow. They teemed to In! lull of
hard and irregular shaiKil article mixed
up with letters. I wondered if it was pos-
sible that I was sitting on the identical
bag that contained my affectionate letter
to tho Conines'.. I'erhap there was noth-
ing between mc nud that accursed docu
ment except tin eighth of an inch of
leather, mid I whistled quietly, 'Thou art
m near and jet so far.' "

"I should think, Jacques, that your
conscience would have troubled you:"

"Xo, my conscience did not trouble me,
but my stomach made mo wish that I
were dead. There is no doubt that I
suffered internally. I nm very sensitive
about smells, audthe car was full of them.
There was evidently something rotten in
Denmark, as far as the potoflire depart-
ment is concerned. The worst smell was
that damp leather. Judging by the smells
in the car, the people of France were in
the habit of sending Limburger cheese,
sausage seasoned with garlic and the like,
through the mails. It was very warm,
damp weather. The motion of the cars
made things worse inside of me. In order
to be more comfortable the clerks re-
moved their shoes. At last the crisis
came on. I needed fresh air. My bosom
heaved convulsively. How I wished I
had not eaten that hearty breakfast. 'Oh,
Amelia, Amelia!' I groaned, 'how little
do you know how my bosom heaves for
thee! How little dost thou dream what
sacrifices'! make on account of my love
for thecl' "

"You must have enjoysd yourself very
much ou the excursion."

"That was only the beginning of my
sufferings," reMimed Jacques. "After
the spasms and convulsions in my breast
had subsided, ou ing to the vile smells and
the racket I could not get a wink of sleep
until about I! o'clock in the morning. The
clerks kept distributing mail all night,
and do you believe it, when they came
across that letter they woke me up to
show it to me, but refused to give it to
me. I could have murdered them."

"Did you get it Ht last?"
"To cut things short, when we got to

Lyons the postmaster was very polite, but
he said he could not let me have the letter
because the order was not countersigned
by the postmaster general. 1 kept right
along with that letter, undergoing all
manner of exposures and hardships, until
it got to Yar, which is a very small couu-
try town. I had to ride to that place on
a wagon without any springs, alongside
cf the driver, tho letter bag containing
that infernal document I had written to
Louisa and addres-e- d to the Countess
Amelia being under the seat. I could
not bribe the mall carrier, ns I had only
about twenty francs in my jiocket. I In-

tended to make a final appeal to the post-
master at Yar, and, if successful, return
at once to Paris. The more 1 thought of
this plan the more 1 liecame convinced it
would uot work. Yar was only a few
miles from the villa of the coustess. You
know what gossips these country people
are. In a few days at most the countess
would hear that a strange gentleman fjotn
Paris, without any baggage except ft
gold headed cane, had arrived at Yar and
had obtained from the postmaster u letter
addressed to her. I'ruiu tLe description
she would know who it was. That would
never do. I learned that half an hour
after the mail arrived at Yar, a letter car-
rier set out on foot with the mail for the
villa of the countess and the immediate
vicinity. I determined to get my letter
from the carrier by hook or crook.

"That was a nice way to get to the
penitentiary."

"I knew that well enough, but rather
than have Amelia read the letter to Louisa
I was willing to take any risks. On our
arrival at Yar the bag containing my let-
ter was turned over to the postmaster. I
went to the local tavern and got a square
meal. I saw the letter carrier start out
on the road to Amelia's villa. I joined
him, und we soon became quite familiar.
He wads dull, stupid peasant. I had n
flask with me, and, after taking a small
drink myself, lie took a healthy pull at It.
I encouraged hint in his debauchery, and
in passing through a village I set 'em up
again. After two more pulls at the flask
he was beautifully drunk, and staggered
helplessly. Coming to a gully, I tripped
him up. He fell like a log. A moment
more and, nnder the pretext ot helping
him up, I had opened the bag and secured
that long sought letter and shoved it into
my pocket. I heard a noise, and looking
up I saw a dog cart. There was a lady
driving. I felt myself turning pale all
over, for the lady was none other than the
Countess Amelia herself. She recognized
me, but at first she was too astonished to
speak. I thought to myself: 'Old lioy, It
you have got any presence of mind, now is
your time to show it. .

'"Great God!' screamed Amelia, 'what
has happened? How do you come to be in
this condition, Jacques?'

'"Amelia, do you believe In omens?
Xight before last, while I was writing to
you, I heard you call my name three
times.'

As I said this tears ran down my cheeks,
for 1 had caught a fearful cold, and pull-
ing out my handkerchief to wipe my eyes,
out dropped that accursed letter. I
grabbed it and again shoved it into my
pocket.

'"You heard me call your name,
Jacques?' asked Amelia, her eyes as large
as saucers, with amazement.

" 'Ves, Amelia, and I left on tho next
train, just dressed as I was, to come to
you. I thought It was one of those mys-

terious warnings that notify people of the
death of loved ones, and, Amelia, oh. how
I love youl' and here I dropped down in
the mud on my knees. The rest of the
story is short," continued Jasqnes.
"Amelia's eyes filled with tears at this
proof of my devotion, and, although I
looked liko a traran. she asked me to get
in the dog cart with her. I did so, and '

belore we gut to the villa she had con-
sented to tiecome my wife. Thr.t, my
friend, is the story of our marriage. I
have since told my wife all about it, and
she laughed until I thought tho would
have hysterics. I really thought I should
have to send for A doctor." Translated
from the German by Alex. E. Sweet.

Town Brssl Duntlng Doc.
Country hunters always laugU at city

men when they go out to hunt, carrying
town bred dogs with them, and they're
right, too, for there's not one in a hundred
dogs trained in a city that can hunt with
a country dog and keep up his end of the
work. I think it is because the town dog
is fed too much and too irregularly. I
have seme hunting dogs that have made a
reputation in the couutry. Whenever I
take them out on n hunt I feed them
heartily the night before, and the next day
they don't get n morsel until the hunt is
over. Then I feed them while they're
warm from work, and the next day they're
ready to do more good hunting. I have
heard of hunters who starved their dogs
twenty-fou- r and some forty-eig- hours j

before a hunt, but I think that this is car-
rying the plan to nn extreme which
weakens the deg ar 1 spoils him.

The opinion of the people is that Dr.
Bull's Couith Syrup Is the best and cheap-
est remedy for coughs, colds, sore throat.
asthma, etc

The healing and purifying qualities of
Salvation Oil render It the best article for
the speedy and safe cure of ulcerated sorer.
Price enly --5c

Mrs. Patter speaks ot "my slater act-
resses."

"I was troubled with an eruption on my
face, which was a source of constant an-
noyance when I wished to appear In com-
pany. After using ten bottles of Ayer's
Sarsaparllla, the humor entirely disap-
peared." Mary M. Wood, 40 Adams
street. Lowell, Matt.

AntRNOOX.
When In thy r!as tliou studlest thy face,

Kot Ion?, nor .H not reMoni, half nulled
And half attracti-d- ; when thou hast beht-U- !

Of Time's slo raTaires the crumbling trace
(Deciphered now with many an Interspace

The characters erewhile lhat Beauty spelled 1,

And in thy throat choaUnj; fear hath swelled
Of Love, irro n cold, eluding Ihy embrace:

Oould'st thou but read my gaze nf tenderness
filMil withpitr precious tears

Would brin? retkf to thy unjust distrvNi;
Thy visa;;, rveii as il to me appears.

Would ss-u- i to Ihoe transfigured; Ihou would'st
bless

Me, ho am also. Dearest, scarred ith years!

cvrctNo.
Ac cun not Itlier her whom not gray hairs

Nor furrowed cheeks have made the thrall of
Tune;

For Spring Ik's hidden undr winter's rime.
And io!ets Luow the ictory is theirs.

Evvn so t!ie com of ,Ec5 1 unawares,
lYoud Nilus shelters with engulfing sMme:
So Etna's hardening crust a more sublime
Volley of ii'ut-u- llre-- i ftt last prepares.

O face j el fair. if ialer, and serene
w ith sense or duty done without complaint!
O venerable crown ! a living green,

Streni.'th to the weak, aiid courage to the falnc
Thy bleaching locks, thy wrinkles, haie but

been
Fresh beads upon the rosary of a saint!

Wendell 1 Harrison In Century.

RESCUED BY LUCK.

In the fall of 1SG6 I was employed ns a
clerk in a general store at a cross roads In
southeAi Indiana. The store, a church
and a blacksmith shop, with two resi-
dences, made up the buildings, and the
families of the merchant and the black-
smith were the only residents. The coun-
try about was thickly settled up, how-
ever, and trade was always qixxl. Before
the merchant engaged me he announced
that I would have to sleep in the store o'
nights, nml that unless I had pluck
enough to defend tho place against ma-
rauders he did not want me nt any price.
He showed me a shotgun, a revolver, and
a spring gun, which were Used, or on
hand to be used, to defend the place, and
tho windows were protected with stout
blinds, mid the doo-- s by double locks. The
clov.' of the war had drifted u bad popula-
tion into Indi.fcna. The highways were
full of tramis, and there were hundreds of
men who had determined to make n living
by some other means tian labor. Sev-
eral attempts had been made to rob the
store, and it hail come to that pass that uo
clerk wanted to sleep there alone.

The merchant seemed satisfied with the
answers I gave him, and on a certain
Alunday morning I went to work. That
same night a store about four miles away
was broken Into and robbed and the clerk
seriously wounded. Two nights later
three horses were stolen in our neighbor-
hood. At the end of the week a farmer

ho was on his way home from our store
was robbed on the highway. If I had not
been u light sleeper from habit these oc-

currences would have tended to prevent
too lengthy dreams as I lay In my little
bedroom at the front of the second story.
The revolver was always placed under
my pillow und the shotgun stood within
reach. The spring gun was set about
midway of the lower floor. It was a
double barreled shotgun, each barrel 'con-
taining a big charge of buckshot, and the
man who kicked the string and discharged
the weapon would never know what hurt
him.

It did not seem possible that nny one
could break into tbc store without arous-
ing me. There was no door to my room,
and after the people in the neighborhood
hud gone to bed I could hear the slightest
noise in the store. I had looked the place
over for a weak spot, and had tailed to
find it, but my own confidence came near
proving my destruction. I should have
told you, In describing the store, that just
over the spot where we set the spring gun
was an opening through which we hoisted
and lowered such goods as were stored for
a time ou the second floor. When not in
use this opening was covered by a trap
door. Toward evening, on the tenth day
of my clerkship, I hoisted up a lot ot pails
and tubs, and had just finished when trade
liecame so brisk that I was called to wait
upon customers. Later on I saw that I
bad left the trap door open, and I said to
myself that I would let it go until I went
to bed. The store hrxl the only burglar
proof safe for miles around, and it was
customary for the farmer who had $100
or so to leave It with us. He received an
envelope in which to inclose it, and he
could take out and put in as he liked. On
this evening four or Ave farmers came in
to deposit, and, as I afterward figured up,
we hod about $1,500 in the safe.

There were two strange faces in the
crowd that evening. One belonged to a
roughly dressed, evil eyed man, who an
nounced himself an a drover, and the
other to a professional tramp. I gave the
latter n piece of tobacco and some crackers
and cheese and he soon went away, and
we were so busy up to 9 o'clock that I did
not give the .drover much attention.
When we came to shut up the store he
had gone from my mind altogether. We
counted up the cash, made some charges
in the day book, and it was about 10
o'clock when tho merchant left. I was
tired out, and I took a candle and made
the circuit of the store, set the spring guu
and went to bed. I had to pass within
six feet of the trap door as I went to my
room, but I die not see it. It was a rather
chilly night in October, and we bad no
fires yet, and as I got under the blankets
the warmth was so grateful that I soon
fell asleep. It was the first night I had
gone to bed without thinking of robbers
and wondering how I should act in case
they came in. I did not know when I fell
asleep. I suddenly found myself half up-
right in bed, and there was an echo in the
store, as if the fall ot something had
aroused me. It was 1 o'clock, and I had
been asleep almost three hours. Leaning
on my cllmw, I strained my ears to
catch the slightest sound, and after a
minute I heard a movement down stairs.
While I could not say what it was, a sort
of Instinct told me that it was made by
some human being.

Everything on the street was as silent
as tho grave. My window curtain wae
up. and I could see that the sky had
thickened up and was very black. I did
not wait for the noise to be repeated. I
was just as sure thnt some one was in the
store us if I had already seen him, and I
crept softly out of bed, drew on my
trousirs, and moved out into the big
room, having the revolver in my hand.
There was no door at the head of the
stairs. I intended to go there and listen
down the stairway. As I was moving across
the room, which was then pretty clear of
goods as far ns the trap door, I suddenly
recollected this opening and changed my
course to reach It. It was terribly dark
in tho room, and one unfamiliar with the
place would not have dared to move a
foot. Half way to the trap I got down on
my bnnds and knees, and as I reached the
opening. I settlul down on my stomach.
There was a dim light down stairs. That
settled the fact that some one was in the
stoi e. After a minute I heard whispers,
then the movement of feet, then a certain
found which located the intruders to a
foot. 1 drew myself forward and looked
down the opening. I could see a lighted
candle and two or three dark figures at
the safe, and I could hear the combina-
tion being worked. My first thought was
to drop my hand down and open fire in
their direction, but I remembered that we
had so many articles hanging up that no
bullet had a chance of reaching to the
safe. I was wondering what to do when
I heard one of the men whisper:

"It's all d d nonsense. We might
work here a week and not hit It."

"But I told you to bring the tools and
you wouldn't," protested another.

"Oh, dry up?" put in a third voice.
"What te want to do is to go up and
bring that rountcrhopper down and make
him ooen the box."
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I'll g.e me iumsi ining ft tew more
triaN." said the first man, and I heard
hint working away uipiiu. My eyes could
not hae told of roblwrs,
but my ears had. There v.cre three of
them, and they wire no doubt desierate
and iletcrminisl men. They spoke of
bringing me iIor?n to open the safe as if
no resistance, was :iutitip:tttii or taken
into account. Indeed, they might well
reason that they h.id me nt their mercy
Tho rain was now fulling, the night was
very dark, nml a pistol shot in the store
could not hate lieen heard in cither of the
dwellings. If they had reflected that I
might Ik-- armed, the would hate offset
it with the fact th.it I was a lsiy of 18,
with a girl's face and prolwiblya girl's
nerve. I don't deny that I was a bit
rattled, and that my lip would quiver in
spite ot me, but I was at the same time
fuliy determined to protect the store if it
cost me my life. How to get ntthefel-loi.- s

was what bothered me, but that
trouble was soon solteil.

There," whispered the man at the
combination, as be let go of it. "I won't
fool here another minute Thnt kid knows
the combination, and we can make him
work it. Come on."

They were coming up stairs. The best
place for uie would 1 e at the head of the
stairway. The stairs had u half turn In
them, and I would lire uon the first man
who came within range. I heard the men
coming back to the stairway, and my
nerve gave way. It wasn't from coward-
ice, but the knowledge that I was to kill
a human being ntiset me. I decided to
retreat to my room, and, if they persisted
in coming that f.ir, I would shoot. The
trio had rubbers on their feet, but they
came up stairs without trying very hard
to prevent making a noise. Tiic one who
came first hail the candle, and, as he got
to the head of the stairs, I saw n knife In
his other hand. They made no delay In
approaching my room, and with a great
effort I braced myself for what I saw must
happen. Thry could not see me until
within three or four feet of the door, und
their first intimation that I was out of bed
was hen they heard me call out:

"Stop, or I'll shoot you!"
I had tbcm covered with the weapon,

and for llfteen seconds there was dead
silence. Then they got a plan. The man
with the candle dashed it on the floor,
and I suppose they meant to rush in on
me in the dark but I checkmated it by
opening fire. They then eithe'r meant to
retreat down stairs or toward the rear of
the floor, for I saw the three together
moving off, and fired at their dim figures.
Three seconds later there was a great
thout of horror, followed by the tre-
mendous report of the double barreled
uprinj; gun, and then there was absolute
silence I think I stood in the door
shaking like a leaf, for fully thre-minu-

before the silence was broken by
a groan. Then it came to me that the
robbers had fallen through the open door
upon the cord leading to the gun. I
struck a match, lighted my own candle,
and, going to the opening, saw three bodies
lying below. Running hick to the bed-
room to recharge mv revolver, I then
went down stairs to invstlgatc It was
as I suspected. The three hnd pitched
down together. The top of one's head
had been blown oil by the shot, a second
had a hole in lii.s chest ns big as your fist,
while the third, who was responsible for
the groans, was severely wounded in both
legs. It was three months licfore he
could be put ou trial, and he then got
four years in prison. The whole thing
was a put up job. The "drover" was a
Chicago burglar called "Clawhammer
Dick," and he liad hidden himself in the
3tore thnt night, and then let his pals in
by the lack door They had u horse and
wngon In the rear of the building, and the
plan was to rob the store of goods us well
as to get at the money iu the safe. A bit
of carelessness on my part not only saved
the store and probably my life, but wiped
out a very desperato gang. Xew York
Sun.

"Then let the moon usurp the rule of
day.

And winking tapers show the sun his
way:

For what my sense can perceive,
I need no revelation to believe."
Ltdles suffering from any of the weak

nesses or ailments peculiar to their sex.and
who will use Dr. Pierce's Favorite Pre
scription according to directions, will ex-

perience a genuine rerefatfon In the bene-
fit they will receive. It is a positive cure
for the most complicated and obstinate
cases of leueorrhea, excessive flowing, pain
ful menstruation, unnatural supptesslons,
prolapsus, of falling of the womb, weak
back, "female weakness,." antcversion,
retroversion, bearing-dow- n sensations.
chronic congestion, inflammation and ulce-
ration of the womb, inflammation, pain
and tenderness in ovaries, accompanied
wltn "internal neat."

A debutante should not wear a dress that
does not cover her shoulders. Such a dress
makes her look too much as If she wanted
to blossom out, which is bad for the blos
som.

Mark how beautiful her teeth!
Roseate gums above, beneath.
And her breath, how sweet, hew pure!
au.uuu.vi you may oe sure
She believes in, dally uses,
And all substitutes refuses.

Uuderhanit Competition.
There U no possibility of shaking the

reputation ot SOZODOXT by underhand
competition; still it Is deemed advisable to
recommend wariness to the purchaser, as
Inferior articles its sometimes recom
mended as the equal of or resembling this
sterling tooth beiutmer and preservative.

"Spalding's Glue" always up to the
ticking point.

JACOBS 01,
TRADE DESKS? MARK

First Stroke of Pain
EVERY YEAR TO THOUSANDS.

The Class. Fifty million population. Pain
for the first time to one in every ten.
Five million need relief. How? Promptly,
permanently. Certaintv oi cure at reason-
able cot. How to find out. On reputa-
tion, through eijs-riiuen- by proof.

1 he Merits ETan.p!e.Tnkc np St Jacobs
Oil.theGrcat Kemwlyforl'iiiu. Itssuperior
merits known to all the wxr'd. Kxpericnc
shows its merits through its cflicacy.

fhe Efficacy. l. Its eflecls are prompt.
2. IN rel.ef is sure. 3. Its cures are

4. It cuns chronic cases of
as long standing ns 40 years. 5. Its cures
are without retojw, without return of
pain. C. It ciin in all cases used ac-
cording to direction. 7. In every bottle
there's a cure, iu eory application a relief.

'he Proof. 1. The testimony cannot be
disputeiL 2. It has been renewed after
lapse of years. 3. Xe return of pain in
years. 4. It has cured in all ages and con-
ditions. 5. It has cured all forms of sufler-in-

6. It has cured all stag's of painful
ailments. 7. It has cured cases considered
hopeless. 8. It has l crutches and
canes to he thrown sway i). It lol cures
are chronic cases.

The Price. 1. The best always first and
Cl.eaest. 2. The best is the promptest,
safest, surest, most permanent. 3. The
benefits derived are isjyond price. 4. Ex-
amples show that no coiupelitioa can show
like results. 6. It is the Ust.

Sotd by DruggltU and DtaUn Sttrgtchsn.

rW CbarUa A. Vocclar Co., Bait., MA.

Paine's

(lery
(ompound

For Th . NERVOUS
The DEBILITATED
The AGED.

This will cover a

A. NERVE T0HIC. -
Celery and Coca, the prominent

are th tjjt, and safest
?rre Tonicf. It ifrenxtlKrat and

quiets the nerroiu sytm, curinjc
NerTWis Weakness, Hysteria,

&c
AH ALTERATIVE.

It drives out the poisonous hnmonof

SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT

THE DAILY AND WEEKLY"

REPUBLIC !

FOR.

period

It shouldnd deubtless will mark the return of the Republi-canPart- y

toTower in the Nation.

The election of the nominee of the Chicago

Convention, June 19, 1886, means:
The Protection of American Industry;
The Protection of our Coasts Against For-

eign Enemies ;

The Maintenance of American Ideas in all
things;

Honesty and Economy in all Departments of
Government National, State and Municipal ;

mo Diia puniyiojc ana ennchLoic .
and o ovcfromlye thoe slliMea
resulrlnic from Impure or Imporer 'ished bluxl,

A LAXATIVE.
ArtinjjmiWiybutronr.yonthebowelj
U cure habit ftal rontiDatinn. n.l

lutrenctQ- -
ens the tUjtaach, and aids rSUOQ.

A DIURETIC.
In Its com prfvlt&ii the ben and most
arttrediurettcsoftheMaierUMedlr
art'cttmbfued scientifically with cither
enVctiw rtmedif for dlMaea cf the
kMne; s It can be rlitf on to giro
quick relief and peody cure.

lloslivuaMt4rtinMKiwslUTttnnwirH
from rxitijind tlaSMofdj wilh
nrnart!ItKi4&t. bi4forcireoJnt,siTiii4i
full (MrttcaUrts

met 91 90 aM by Draff-lit-
.

WELLS, RICHARDSON A CO.. Prop
.dUitUXGTO.N. VT, .

PS:X

of great importance in

POLITICS

- - r $1.00

- lOcts.

In Elections ft Fair Vote and an Honest

Count. No sectional discrimination in this
regard.

PROTECTION
PAUPER WAGES OF EUROPE

Is the true policy for American Labor.

Fair pay for fair work insures a home

Market for home products of all kinds.

SUBSCRIBE
For and read the Paper that gives all the
news, and will give no uncertain sound.

TEE BEST PAPER
Is always the cheapest. Subscribe for
The Republic. Sample Copies sent free.

Weekly, one year,

Daily, per week.

More matter every week than in any. other
paper published in the Eighth Congres-

sional District.

CALL TELEPHONE NO. 250
Address, The Republic, Springfield, 0.
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