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£« ItMigttifc MM aowto pay— 
&\ Thilifcfroclalaa Thankatlriag Day. 

jita sown, wall hare you 

jlba'tUhaayon hate hasped. 
®S^'' •" ' ' 

ittiak, parhapa, that yen will give 
mtiat otiMra, too, may live. -

. ^w^wwk^ttaaDb argument yun naa, 
' liiiiiiiiiiiiiniiip t mfim 

ion the altar lay 
i an given away. » JK*K 

J&SY 'i". ~ 
* Iffafi bam Heaven a voloa abroad; 

~ halpa Qod'a poor doth land tha 
ted." • 

la yoar wealth? H'd have to know 
have it, yon moat lat it go. 

gau tha band by Haavan atrank 

yet have power to clutch lta gold? 

bara no pockets, do they aayT 
I ahow yon than tha way: 

'ait sot till daath shall abut tha door, 
.ataaaidyour cargoea oa before. 

:fcf$het gWeth of hit hoard 
hijip God'a poor doth land tha Lord. 

tA,vV-®o^i(f, my brethren—do not wait; 
ifTamdar atands Dame Kelly's gate 

And weuld you bnild a maaaion fair 
In Heavio, send yoar lumbar there. 

Saab abck that on her wood-pile lies 
, Kay raiaa a dome beyond tha akin; 

Ton atop tha rants within bar walla, 
-M Andyaeder rise your marble halls;.. 

War every pane that stops tha wind • 
shinetb one with jasper lined. 

•/;Yon» wealth is gone, your form lies cold. 
Bat ib tha olty pared with gold. 

Tour hoard la held in handa Divine; 
It baqn a name that jnarks it thine. 

• Behold tha bargain ye have made; 
With usury the debt is paid. 

Nomoth doth eat, no thieves do steal, 
'• No suffering heart doth envy feel. 

King out the words: Who of his hoard 
, Doth help'God's poor doth lend the Lord! 

I%Go get your oargaes under way; 
Vie bells ring out Thanksgiving Dayl . 

Memorable Thanksgiving. 
giving Week was always a busy 

homestead, but it 
rtf was busier tbis 

' •wr. -|$be couldn't quite 
paarit' it, ettKer, for as they were 
ihomefrom church on Sunday 

"Vhermotlier say to Aunt Mar-
b a little break in her voice, 

1 "no heart foe Thankagiv-
.r knew why, and she 
Bj|hey|jwouUl have a sorrowful 

" for, perhaps, no Thanks-

morning there could be 
l-they were to have Thanks-
year, for there was what 
I a "bonfire" made in the 

foven in the kitchen, which 
remembrance, waa opened 
only during Thanksgiving 

ptop mounted a chair so that 
ee into the oven, and shouted 

pind danced in ecstasy till, for-
that he hod only a chair-bottom 
or, be danced off, and bruised 

le, and liad to be comforted by 
ist when elie was so busy seeding 

theyanLThe wa«on was aot than, 
MB aow she saw thjA only a put of the 
bamaaa waa on the horse, and that waa 
trailing on the ground. 

Before thia feeling In her heart liad time 
to take shape, Daar opened the stable 
door and let Fan in, and, carefully closing 
the door, ran far the street. The road over 
the bill lay, like three narrow foot
paths, with stnlght ridges of turf be
tween, and along theae narrow paths 
Mar aped with flying feet, straining her 
ayes to aee abe dated not think what 

At the brew of the hill aha pauaed and 
looked down. Tha road wound like a 
brook down the lon  ̂bill-aide, turning 
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^ Squaretop counted it a 
jsjlege to brine In the long sticka 

*-.ro>iy wood to heat lhe oven, each 
ligiganend, tugging it along with 

miwrtipi'rity, and an occasional fall on 
v ^ . p^irtjoeB, and if they were allowed to 

thraBt a small stick into the oven,their 
a& iqdaltiction was complete. Dear paused 
'15"-' trips through the kitchen, 

into the blazingdepthsand think 
~""--^rach, Meabacb and Abednego. 

they all stood around to see the 
i'drawn out and the oven swept; and 
i their aether, holding her hand 
i'to teat the temperature, solemnly 

" it was "just right," they 
breathlessly while the loai-cake 
»-cake and cookies were care-

r it In, and breathed a deep sigh of 
v,...j3when the oven door closed upon 

things committed to its keep 

redneaday morning the oven was 
' d again, and filled with raince pies, 

ieame ont so delightfully brown 
?Sp delidously fragrant that the 
,sehildren grew desperately bun-
. iMd thought Thanksgiving would 
ft come. And then such pumpkin 

Jgand apple pies, and tarts, and at 
Jj[4fe the evening drew on,great batch-
gshf brown bread and rye bread and 

t bread filled the oven to the door, 
en the chicken-pie and turkey 

i. ready tar the next day, the tired 
ler dropped into the low rocking 

lir, and taking Tiptop on her lap 
^ JM wearily into the fire. 
fey^Let me bold Tiptop, mamma," said 
W|MV, thinking how tired her mother 
liana;" but her mother made answer only 

Vibotlding Tiptop with a clo.iei urm. 
t children gathered around as the 

f light came on, and sitting there wait-
^w|br their father to come. Gradually 
"Ipence fell upon them all, broken only 

tqr the subdued roaring of the fire in 
stove, and the bud ticking of the 

7 ck on the mantel-shelf. 
"-As Dear listened, how vividly came 

cbiwdt that sorrowful night when she 
|)itS9d end heard the clock tickiug loud-
||W and louder, as Tiny gently breathed 
Viler-lifeaway; and it aeemedto Dear 

tbat abe would never again hear the 
clock ticking in the night without think
ing of that scene. She glanced at her 
'mother, and did not wonder tbat she 
bad no lieartjfor Thanksgiving this year. 
Indeed, abe thought they all had more 
cause for complaint than Thnnksgiving. 

„ • Half blinded by tears, she started up, 
Pfsifv!®*, SObig to the window, looked out. 
fgfe It waa a frosty starlight night. There 

W»A no.snow on the ground, but iiere 
;vr- and there patches of ice were forming 
fe bver the pools of still water left by the 

Jteavy fall rains. 
. *'Wby don't papa come?" add Tiptop, 
ftetfnlly ' 

'He will come soon," aaid the mother, 
i and in obedience to an old 
| Mb", began absent-mindedly humming 

^Greenville, the one tune she knew, and 
*by whose aid she had year after year 

.^bummed the Galea babies to sleep. 

y' ffffoj-he went down to the cotton-mill 
! Wi«load of bobbins, and he ought to 

bebere by this time." 

fflrtd &iaf° * 1'^le W*y and meet Wm?" 
r. '̂ ^"remembering that Dear bad 
i $5® In the hoaoe all day-"only first 
, ll)Oit a candle aad make the tea, and put 
•HBxme wood in the stove, and bring me 
yxhttopfe night-dreas, iand untie theboya* 

and wear yoar hood and don't be 
flpM." 
-/« bad closed the ontalde door, 
dr to start on a run; when she beard 
ipn'ai whinny in tbe dinction of the 
~ \ comfc #^ ia nnhar-

thought she, feeling a lit-
omtod tmtibe could not meet 

ride home. Iutead iiie 
be'bun. ' 
Irtle door rtoed old Fan, 
» ww havtn^ja vapoi> 
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to the right and 1 left inth here 
and there ateen pitches and many bars, 
till it was lost in the darkness ftr down 
toward the valley. As far as her eyes 
could reach there was nothing unusual 
to be seen; but at ber feet lay a broken 
harness strap. Up that road Fan had 
come, and down that road Dfer most go. 

On and on, over bars and pitches, 
scarcely touching the around, loose 
stones hit by her feet flying before her, 
till, suddenly, halfway down the steep
est pitch, she came to aplaceintne 
road where the stones and the gravel 
had been plowed np as if by the plung
ing of a horse. 

Here lay the wagon-seat. A little far
ther on lay two or three planks across 
the road, and at the foot of the steep 
pitch lay, on its side, a wrecked lumber 
wagon, which bad run backward till it 
capsiaed: and across the steep gutter by 
the roadside lay a load of plank which 
had slipped from the wagon aa it 
went over. Here was a part of the bro
ken reins, belonging to the harness 
with the ends under the load of plank. 

The wagon was her father's. Dear 
knew tbat; but where was ber father? 
She atood and looked on either side, up 
the hill and down into the valley. Noth
ing moved; there was' not even wind 
enough to bend the fall dead grasoes by 
the roadside, and no sound waa to i>e 
heard In all the still night but the gurg
ling and babbling of the little brooks 
that had gullied deep channels in the 
water-ways on either side of the road. 
Dear could bear thia silence no longer. 

"Papa, papa, where are you?" and the 
wild cry went up the hill-side and down 
Into the valley bringing no answer. 

'*0 papa, papal what shall I do?" she 
called again, and as she listened with 
straining ears, she heard, or thought 
she heard, a low moan near her. She 
dropped on her knees. ''Papa, papa, 
are you there?" It waa a prayer nowl 
Surely she heard a sound as if in answer 
and it seemed to come from the plank 
that bad slid over the gutter. 

In an instant Dear wai ever there, 
peering among the planks. She could 
see nothing but she could bear a sound 
plainly now. She tried with frantic 
haste to raise the planks, but there was 
not strength enough in her small arms 
for that, and almost without thought 
she darted, not up the hill to her moth
er. but down into the black valley at the 
foot of the hill, where a cart-path leading 
from the woods intersected the .road. 
Alons this dark path, overgrown with 
alders, she went till she came to a low 
shanty built between two trees, and, 
bursting open the door, she cried: 

"O Biddy McCoy! come quick some -
tlijn^ dreadful has happened on the 

"What is't yer sayiu'?" said the star
tled Biddy, starting from her seat, but 
as Dear was aireidy out of doors, she 
added, suitina the action to the words; 
"Here, Bridget, take the baby, and von 
Mike," to a stupid boy by the fire, "get 
yer lanthern and comc along;" and with
out waiting to put anything on her bead 
she followed Dear. 

The child was already out of sight, but 
Biddy went on at a sounding gallop till 
she came to the foot of the hill. There 
she saw the small figure Hying befom 
her and beckoning her on. 

"Shure, ah' something drear.iul has 
happened," said the breathless Biddy, 
crossing herself aa she £cnme up to tne 
wrecked wagon. "Is any one liurted?" 
as Dear called her to help. 

"I'm afraid—I'm afraiu there's some 
one under the planks," gasped Dear, 

VAKB UAMS, 

AJI day ths stormy wind has blown W 
Prom off tbs dark and brbiy sea; 
Sfobird has peat the window flown, ; ' 
rhs only song has bean the moan 
She wind mam In the willow tree. 

This Is the summer's burial time; 
She died when dropped the earlieat leaves. 
And oold upon bar rosy prima 
Mil down the anlumn's froaty rime-
Yet I am not as oas that grieves. 

hr wall I know on sunnv aaas 
Tha blue-bird waits for sunny skies; 
And at tba root of foreat trace 
The majflowar* eleep in fragrant ease, 
And violets bide their asure ayes. 

O thou, by wlnda ol grief o'arblown r: 
beftidee aome golden eummer'a beir,— 
Take heart!—thy birda are only flown, 
Thy bloasnms sleeping, tearful aown, 
To great thee In the lmmertal year. 

RICH OR POOR. 

trying aingle-bandad to lift the load. 
"Here gurl, that's no way .to warruk, 

talc' the top one first. Mike, ye lazy 
sowl, get along wid yer lanthern!" and 
her voice went down the hillside like the 
blast ot a trumpet, starting even the 
slow Mike into a run. 

"There, hou'.d that," said she, hand 
ing the lantern to Dear, and with Bid
dy's stout arms at one end and Mike's 
at the other, the planks were flung over 
into the road. Dear held her breath, 
and before the planks were all off tUey 
could see that a man lay there stretched 
in the bed of the gutter. The planks 
were over him like a roof, or the cover 
of a box, and, when the last one was 
off. Dear saw her father's face, still 
and white, but she could not ntter a 
sound. 

''Howly Mother, help us," ejaculated 
Blddv. "Take bis feet, Mike, and help 
get bim out of the wather. He'll be 
drowned Intirely if he's no kit already." 
For as he lay damming up the narrow 
channel, the choked water had risen 
and spread around him in an ever-rising 
pool. 

As they took bim up and laid him 
down in the road, the motion seemed to 
rouse him to life, for Biddy, stooping 
over him with the lantern, saw his eyes 
suddenly open. He looked about him 
in a bewildered way, and Itben clutched 
at the reins that were still in his hands, 
shouting: "Whoa, Fan, whoa!" Then 
he slowly raised himself on his elbow, 
and seeing the planks scattered 
about him muttered: "Why! she's sot 
away." 

"Are ye much hurted, sur?" asked 
Biddy, concernedly, taking his arm as if 
she would help him to his feet 

"I don't know, I'm cold," said he 
slowly. 

"An' well ye might be lyin' in all that 
wather," and she told them how they 
found him lying in the gutter, with the 
planks over him. but not on him, and 
the water around bim. 
' Is that you, Dear? and has the horHe 

gone homer asked he after a moment, 
seeing the little, shaking figure beside 
bim. 

"Yes, papa," and all at once the con' 
vuls ve sobs leaped beyond her control, 
and she fell on her knees, quite unnhle 
to say or do anything but sob. 

The sight ana the sound of her sobs 
did more than anything else to restore 
ber father to himself. With Biddy's 
help he slowly rose from the ground, 
and, after standing a moment, lie said, 
steadily : -I believe I am all right, only 
cold and a little confused. The fall must 
have stunned me, but for your help, my 
good woman, I should have been a dead 
man soon." 

"It was yer little girl tould us. We 
shouldn't have known." 

He held his hand to Dear, and she 
caught it and held it under her chin,«till 
unable to speak. 

"Do ye think ye could, walk sur? Ye've 
no right to be standin' here wid yer wet 
clothes." 

Thus admonished they began to move. 
Biddy and Mike and the "lanthern" 
went with them to the top of the hill. 
By that time Harvey Gates bad obtained 
mil possession of himself, and he bade 
Biddy good-night, telling her he would 
see her on tbe morrow. 
. "Now, Dear," said he, "run home and 
tell your mother quietly, that the wagon 

. °°,(n> hut that I am all riaht and 
will be in directly." 

It was not until near noon the next 
•t?* when Dear broke into an irrepres-

rnble fit of sobbing, tbat her mother 
bow near death had been to them 

that night. She turned very white and 
after a moment said: "Childron, we have 
great reason to be thankful to-day." 

A little later Harvey Gates came in. 
He bad been down with Luke to get the 
planks out of the road and to see Bidd y 
McCoy. He told a pitiful story of the 
proverty in the little shanty. "There 
will be no Thanksgiving supper there 
to-day, he said. Mrs. Gates winced a 
little. She was a thrifty woman, and it 
was not easy for her to understand tbe 
blessedness of giving. 'And Btich a ba
by, such a little mite of a baby!" con
tinued Harvey Gates, as if speaking to 
himself. 
. "A baby?" repeated Mrs. Gates, paus-
">«on her way to the oven; "did you say 
Bfldy bad a baby?" y " 

"Yes, and the poor little things looks 
half starved." 

"Mamnia," said Dear, eagerly, "why 
can t we have them all up bere to 
Thanksgiving supper? we've got enough 
for them." 

Ilarvay Gates glanced at hii» wife. 
After a moment's hesitation she said. 

'Yes, they can come, I suppose, if 
there aint more'n forty or flay of 'em;" 
and she opened tbe oven door, and 
basted the turkey with energy. "Har
vey," she called, as she heard him go
ing toward the door, "tell Biddy to 
bring tne.baby; and here, you take tbat 
th'ck shawl in the entry to wrap it up 
warm." 

And so tbe McCo;. 
Thanksgiving sppper 
go more thankful c , 
Kew England 

the grandest 
r their lives; and 
•ny gathered in 
the Cbites Jam-

'^we^todr,^ 
Kt!?" 

"So you've come back again, Jerome?" 
said old Mr. Sewell. "Well, we heard 
you was thinkin' of returnln' to Elm 
Mountain. Bad pennies always come 
back—ha! hal ha! And you did not 
make such a big fortune as you calcula
ted, eh?" 

Jerome Clay leaned over the old cig-
ssg rail fence and rubbed his eyes. Had 
time stood still all these years while be 
had been in tbe South? For here was 
Farmer Sewell in tbe same old blue-
checked overalls, with the same bat
tered straw hat, the same wrinkles be
tween his brows, driving the same old 
red cows home through the twilight lane, 
where the scent of trampled spearmint 
came up, and the melancholy notes of a 
wbippoorwill sounded faintly on the 
purple silence. 

And yet—and yet it was twenty odd 
years since he bad left Elm Mountain, 
with all his worldly goods balanced in a 
bundle on his back. He had been 
dashing lad of twenty-one, then; there 
were silver hairs in his black locks, now, 
and he left a dead past buried under the 
sweet magnolia groves. And here was 
Moses Sewell, just the same as ever, 
only a trifle yellower and more dried up. 

"Yes," Clay said; quietly, "I've come 
back. And you are right when you say 
that fortunes don't grow on every bush." 

"Goin' tojyour ur.cle's house?" said Mr. 
Sewell, leaning over the bars. "He's 
dead and buried, poor fellow. Always 
had a weak chest you know. And the 
gals ain't no younger. The three old 
maids we call 'eni—ha, ha, ha, ha!" 

And agaiu the old farmer chuckled 
himself into a state *of seini-snllbcation. 

"Come in and see us'" said he. "My 
daughter Aurilla," she's come back a 
widow and does tailorin' and plain sewinJ 
The old woman's stone deaf but she's 
dreadful quick nt catcbin' a person's 
meaning!'' 

And off be trudged over the patches 
of sweet smiling spearmint, his broad 
figure vanishing Into the glooin like it 
shallow. 

"Three old maids, eh?" repeated .ler-
ome Clay to himself. "Clara and Bess, 
and little Kate, the golden-haired beau
ty, the soft eyed poetess, the wild little 
sprite who was a mixture of Undine mid 
Queen Mab. Then,surely, Father Time 
has not atood still!" 

The light shone out, as of old, from 
the red-curtained casement, the great 
fire of logs was blazing on the hearth, 
and the three cousins greeted the re
turned wanderer with unaffected 
warmth. 

They were changed, of course. What 
else could liuve been expected? The 
beauty had grown sharp and freckled 
and her lovely hair|had lost its burrish,, 
and she was not quite as tidy as she 
used to be in tbe old days about ber 
ribbons and frills. Soft-eyed Bessie's 
sweet voice had degenerated into a 
whine; she had grown round-should
ered and lost one of her front teath: 
and little Kate wa« a stout, middle-aged 
woman, who reminded one of Undine 
no more. 

But they were cousins still—the girls 
wbo had played and romped and 
fllrtediwith him in due arithmetical pro
gression. And there still existed a bond 
of steadfast friendship, and he told them 
the story of the Southern wife who had 
been burled for five, years under the 
magnolias, and they all sympathized 
and beauty even cried a little. 

"I have'brought my three children 
to the North," he said. "1 left them in 
New York, and if I can get some genu 
ine, whole-souled woman to take charge 
of my home, I'm thinking of (settling 
here in Elm Mountain. Ciara, dear,you 
used to be fond of me in tbe old times! 
What do you say to undertaking the 
charge?" 

The beauty seemed to grow smaller, 
sharper, more business-like,in a second; 
if cousin Jerome had come home a mil
lionaire, she would have jnmped into 
lus arms. 
. But Clara Neely was not romantically 
inclined. To her,-love in a cottage pos
sessed no charms. 

"1 couldn't Jerome,' she answered, 
iiuickly. "I'm not very strong, and 1 
couldn't assume any responsibility of 
this arduous nature. Besides, I'm not 
fond of children. I'm greatly obliged to 
you, I'm sure, but I'<J rather not." 

Jerome Clav bit his lip. 
"Of course," he said, "it is for you to 

decide. But if Jessie—" 
The poetess shrugged her shonlders, 

and laughed a light, shrill-sounding 
ca^lunation. 

"Cousin Jerome," said she, "it's just 
as well to be frank about these matters. 
I wouldn't marry a poor man—not if I 
loved him like Borneo and Juliet. It's 
bad enough to scrape along as we do 
here, with only half what one requires 
to live on decently. But to plunge into 
poverty, with two or three children be
longing to another woman no, I thank 
you." 

i'or time, as may easily be perceived, 
hud eliminated a great deal of poetical 
element from Bessie Neely's soul. 

The qaindam Undine did not wait for 
the question, as far as she was concern
ed but added, promptly, tint she quite 
ngro>d with her sister in all these mat
ters. 

"Jt'a such a pity you didn't stay bere, 
where you were well off, Jerome," said 
she, in the pityins, patronizing manner 
winch your genuine man most abhors. 
•JJeur pa, you know, always ditap-
pioved of your going south. And you 
""ght have got the situation of agent to 
t he Wuite Castle Place, at eight liuti-
ilreil a year, and a cottage found, if 
you d only been here on tbe spot. Pa 
used to know the old agent, and could 
have recommended you!" 

Jerome smiled. 
"White Castle?" said he. "That's the 

oig house on the hill, where we chil
dren used to neep at the roses and 
white grapes through the glass sides of 
the great greenhouse. A grand place, 
us I remember it" 

And the position of agent is most re
sponsible, and highly considered," 
broke in Bessie. ' 

Jerome Clay went away feeling rather 
depressed. 

It is not the lot of every man to be 
thrice rejected in one evening. 

"They think I am a failure in life," 
said he, half smiling, half sighing. "Well 
perhaps they are not wrong. People's 
deas differ." 

Aurillia Haven, the old farmer's 
daughter, bad been a wild hoyden of a 
acbooleirl when Jerome Clav went 
south. She was a silent pale woman ot 
three and thirty now, who did the 
'tailoress" work of the neighborhood, 

and had hard work to get along. 
But ber dark brown eyes lighted up 

when Mr. Clay spoke of his far-off home 
and her cheek glowed scarlet when Mr. 
Sewell chuckled out: 

"So tbe three old maids wouldn't 
have nothing to say to you? Ha, ha, 
ha!" 

"Do you blame them?" said Jerome. 
"Well, no," confessed the old man. 
Gals naturallv want to better them

selves nowadays. If you'd come back 
with your pockets full of gold, they'd 
sing a different song, you'd see." 

Auriila .looked pityjngty at Jerome 
Clay. She, too, had faund life a failure, 
and in ber quiet way did all that she 
could to comfort the tall, Quiet man, 
wbo had hired the spare chamber in 
her father's bouse for a few weeks, since 
his cousins had altogether omitted to 
invite him as their guest at the old 
place. 

She was not pretty—never had been— 
but she had a sweet, oval face, with 
fringed eyes, and a mild, wistful expres
sion, which Jerome Clay liked. 

And one day she spoke out what was 
in ber heart 

''Mr. Clay," she said, "I can't'help 
thinking or those poor, little, mother
less children of yonrs. If you bring 

caw of them. I ai-
liked;cWd«en, and it shall oast 

—^notbioA ... .... .• 

and thelr board wont alaal4r. Th«r 
canioto the public achool, and III 
make their dottee, If you'll buy the ma
terial." . 

"Aurilla. you are a genuine woman!" 
•aid Mr. Clay, entnesUy. "None of my 
cousins have spoken to me like this." 

"Perhaps—perhaps they didn't think 
of it!" faltered Aurilla. 

"Possibly," dryly remarked Mr. Clay. 
"But, Aurula," gently retaining her 
hand, "la it of mv children only that 
you tnink? Have yon no tender, pitying 
feeling—the sweet sensation tbat ls akin 
to love, yon know—for me? Aurilla will 
you be my wife?" 

And Aurilla did not refuse. 
"Now that you have promised to mar

ry me," said Jerome Clay, "I will tell 
you all my plans. Aunlla. I have 
boueht a house here — 

"Here, Jerome?" 
"Yes, here. Will you come with 'mo 

to look at it?" 
"Iwilleo wherever you wish, Je

rome," said the bride-elect, in a sort of 
innocent bewilderment. 

Mr. Clay put her into a little carriage 
at the door, and drove her up the moun
tain-side, through the huge, stone gate
way of White Castle, to the velvet lawns 
in front of the colonnadeJl portico, 
where statues of Ceres and Prcnerpina 
stood in dassllng marble on either side, 
and an antique sun-dial marked the 
golden footsteps of the God of Day. 

"Ifs a beautiful place!" said Aurilla," 
he answered quietly, "it is our home." 

"You mean to tell me, dear," cried 
the delighted widow, "that you've been 
fortunate enough to receive the agency? 
I thought Mr. Wright-" 

"Mr. Wright is the agent still," said 
Clay. 

"What I mean is that I have bought 
White Castle and its ground. This fine 
old house is to be your home hencefor 
ward, Aurilla." 

"But, Jerome, I thought you were t 
poor man?" 

"Did I ever tell you so?" he laughing
ly retorted. "Did I ever tell anyone so? 
If the good people in Elm Mountain 
choose to believe me a pauper. Is it fair 
to hold mo responsible for 
their rash consciousness? No, Aurilla! 
In money, I am rich—rich beyond my 
wildest aspirations. But when first I 
came to Elm Mountain, I believed 
myself bankrupt, indeed, in the sweet 
coinof loveand human kindness. Sweet
heart, it is so with me now. It wss your 
hand tbat unlocked the gate of happi
ness to me; it shall be vour hand that is 
to reap the rich reward." 

lie bent, und kissed her forehead ieii' 
derly. 

"But the children?" she cried. 
"The children are with their maternal 

aunt, at the Windsor hotel in New 
York," be answered. "The boy is soon 
to enter college, and tbe girls are both 
engaged to be married to southern gen
tlemen, and after a brief visit Shere will 
return to New Orleans with tneir aunt. 
ik>, my darling, your tender solicitude 
wits not required after all!" 

Aurilla sighed softly. She had some' 
how longed for the touch of little chil
dren's hands in her own, the sound ol 
small, child voices in her ear. But she 
looked into Jerome's loving eyes, and 
was satisfied. He loved her—was not 
that enough? 

And the Three Old Maids are sharper, 
more untidy and shrill* voiced than ever, 
since they have tealized the fatal mis-
take they made in refusing the overtures 
of their cousin Jerome. 

And a maneuvering, managing crea 
ture is the tenderest appellation they ap
ply to Mrs. Jerome Clay. Things would 
have been so widely different if they 
had known. 

Btitlcr in New OrJcaus. 
A geulletnau who was in New Orleans 

at the time writes to the Chicago llerold: 
A correspondent of the Herald yester
day asked to be iuformed who it was 
that Gen Butler hanged in New Orleans 
for treason. The inau was Win. B. Muiu-
ford, a prominent. New Orleans spoiling 
man, and the circumstances were Uit?.-:e: 
After Farragut'sfleet bad passmi the for;g 
below the city and anchored oil the leveo 
Captain Morris, of the l'eusacola, wn-idi-
lected by Farragnt to land a boat's craw, 
take possession of the United States Cus
tom House and Mintand hoist the Union 
tlug on both buildings. The rebel troops 
under Mansfield Lovell had fled the city 
out Butler's forces had not yet arrived. 
The flag was hoisted on the mint on 
April 27, and within two hours Mumford 
luid collected a posse of followers as 
reckless as himself and proceeded to tear 
it down. The flag was cut into strips and 
distributed among the drunken crowd 
as trophies. The next day Butler landed 
with iiis troops. Tbe rebel papers of 
that morning were filled with glowing 
accounts ol Mumford's deed,and he was 
applauded as a patriot, xhe "eneisy" 
were defiantly assured that the act war 
the act of the city, and that the whole 
people would stand by Mumford and 
de.'end him with "their heart's blood " 
This and other twaddle in the Picayune 
forced Butler to take greater notice ol 
Mumford's act than he might otherwise 
have done. He arrested Mun'.i'ord and 
brought bim before tbe provost guard, 
liu object was to punish him far drunk
enness and disorderly conduct, i'he 
next morning the Picayune and True 
Delta fairly screamed their defiance, 
"Mumford must be rescued!" "The 
Yankees must be driven out!'' they 
yelled. That was too much for Ben. He 
Bent a guard and took possession of 
t<oth newspaper offices put 
their proprietors in the guard house 
called jor volunteer printers and editors 
from tbe ranks ot the army, arid next 
morniug both papers appeared us bang-
up Union sheets, and crammed with lo
cal news such as New Orleans papers 
had never printed before. 

"What"are you going to do with Mr. 
Mumford?" defiantly asked the rebel 
mayor, as be strode into old Ben's pres
ence. 

"I aiu going to hans Mr. Mumford," 
said Butler, sarcastically, "and if you're 
not mighty careful I'll fiang you. As it 
is I am going to send you over to Ship 
Island for your health. Captain 
to unaid, "tell General Strong to coine 
hnre." When the general came, Ben 
said with a pleasant smile, "His Honor, 
the Mayor, thinks tbat after the tur
moil and excitement of the past 
few days he would like a 
brief period of rest at Ship Island. You 
will have a boat ready to sail at 2o'clocR, 
and see that his Honor takes passage in 
her. I have given liiin permission to 
take his family," and with that the Gen
eral leered at the Mayor in his peculiar 
way. Expostulation 'was in yam, and 
the Mayor went. 

Two days after Mumford wasarrainged 
before a military commission on a charge 
of treason, nnd WHS convicted und sen
tenced to lie hanged. The moil stren
uous c.ll'orts were made to save iiiin; 
even Farragut counselled caution, but 
old Ben only said, "I mean to convince 
these people that this is war, and no 
child's play." And he did. .Mumfrrd 
dangled from the gallows in lc-s than 
ten days after ,tbe commission of his 
reckless act. 

Roiuaucc In Heal Life. 
From tbe London Echo. 

The beautiful and highly-cultivated 
daughter of one of the proud old Roman 
nobles, the Duke of Ga'llese, was intro
duced to the Italian poet, Signor d'An-
nunzio. Her kiusfolk never dreamed 
that a lady of such great expectations 
and high birth could run any risk by an 
intimate acquaintance with a man risen 
from the lower ranks. The two walked 
and chatted together, but while the 
young lady's friends supposed that she 
wastalki: : intellectual uiattersitturneu 
out that the conversation of the interest
ing couple turned in a very different di
rection. The duke learned, to his hor
ror and anger, that bis daughter had 
dared to betliroth herself to the poet. 
As a matter of course, he re
fused to givo his sanction to their 
marriage, whereupon the lovers 
took the train to Florence, where they 
were made man and wife. The last ste;. 
tnade the.duke so indignant tbat lie had a 
legal document drawn up, to which be 
disinherited his daughter; but the fath
er and the mau afterwards so far over
came the aristocrat in him that he set
tled upon ber for life a yearly income of 
0,000 lire. Tbe story has since obtained 
an almost tragical completeness by the 
separation of the duke from his own 
wife. He accused her of having secret
ly favored ihe cause of D'Annunzio, and 
of allowing the lovers to hold interviews 
afterjthe father bad prohibited all furth
er intercourse between the two. He 
bas consequently broken up his house
hold in Rome, made a settlement upon 
liis duehess, und declared that he will 
henceforth live and die as if he bad 
neither wife nor child. 

Qol. Albert Plt^bannatt, aaaoclata editor 
or the atata nawapaper of Bfchimaed, Va., 
(Had recently, aged fifty-five, o! pnenmoaia. 
Hewaa a 
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F AMI AND HOUSE. 
ifcprtto Oaok. 

MOCK Mi.Ncn Viis.—Gue cup cif ralains, 
(chopped,) oie cup «f currants, one cap 
of sugar, one cup of molaasea, one and 
one-half cupe of water, one-half cup of 
vjMrtr, four crackers, (powdered), and 
all kinds of sploe. Bake between crusts. 

OBANQB CAKC.—One cup of butter, two 
cups of sugar, one cup of milk, five cups 
of flour, and ttl yoU of six and whltee 
of three eggs. Bfcke tlx layers on jelly 
tins. The wbltH of three « beaten 
to a stiff froth with One cupofpugar. the 
grated peel of OM onuige and the Juice 
of two, if large. SprSa the thin mix
ture onto five layers, then add sugar for 
the top sufficient to make a frosting. 
This is very nice. 

EOOLKSS SQUASH PIS.—Stew the squash 
till very dry; press through a collander; 
to each pint of squash allow one table-
spoonful each butter and cinnamon, one 
cup sugar, one teaspoonful ginger, a lit
tle salt, and a few crackers rolled very 
tine. Add mtlk according to judgment. 

Mosn ANI> CHEESE.—Swiss guides and 
porters who have to bear extreme cold, 
which is always supposed to require 
much animal food, and whbse labors are 
severe, are said to live entirely on a 
diet of polenta (mush) and cheese, and 
to be fine, hardy specimens of man
hood, carrying great weight with ease. 
The East India coolbtfives on a little but
ter with Ills rice and pulse, but his cli
mate is very different from the bracing 
atr of the Alps, frosty air that anywhere 
else would lie supposed to create a de
mand for the heaviest animal food. 
There is considerable (vegetables) oil In 
mush, and cheese furnishes albumen: 
so that in this simple diet are combined 
the carbons and nitrogens ef food. 

A Pretty Bedroom. 
A room recently fitted up for a clergy

man's little daughter by the ladies of the 
congregation as an expression of their 
regard,, isthu) described in the Dec
orator and Furnisher: 

The walls were covered with paper in 
a pretty design of daisies and bluets 
(ragged sailors) upon a creamy, latticed 
ground. Tbe ceiling was painted sky 
blue, with dome effect given by deepen 
ing tbe colors toward the edges. Two 
or three feathery clouds heightened the 
illusion, and a flight of three or four 
swallows swept across the skyey surface 
towerd the windows. The carpet was 
only remarkable for its harmony with 
the situation, being simply an ordinary 
Brussels, with a ground matching the 
wall-paper tint, and so closely covered 
with small spring flowers that the effect 
was almsst ehene. A dark blue border 
and one or two rugs relieved the eye 
and prevented a garish appearance. Tbe 
doors and window frames were fortu
nately of a;h, and so in thorough accord 
with the predominent tint of the room, 
which was blue. The window curtains 
were models of dainty simplicity. They 
were made of cottage drapery, a figured 
Swiss muslin rather thicker than the 
dress material of tbat name, and woven 
with a border on one selvedge, which 
repeated the center pattern; in this case 
the figure was a daisy the size of a dime, 
with a line of the same flowers twice 
tbe size between two strips of a bor
der. The novelty about tbe curtains 
an addition made by cutting two hori
zontal slits two incites long across the 
border between the stripes, at intervals 
ot six inches apart, and buttonholing 
the edges loosely, making a succession 
of bias, in and out of which was slipped 
a blue ribbon two inches broad. Bands 
acd bows of the same ribbon were used 
for looping the curtains back. 

The furniture was of bamboo, and all 
of the pieces were of smaller size than 
the same articles in ordinary rooms, yet 
not sufficiently dwarfed to be useless. 
A miniature lounge and two easy chairs 
were covered with buff and brae cre-
tone, und blue ribbon bows were tied 
upon the upper corners of tbe graceful 
little cane seat chairs. The small bed 
was low, with an airy extension of 
bamboo rods at tbe head springing to 
hold up a large ring, through which a 
curtain of Swiss muslin, like those at 
the windows, was.drawn. A folding 
bamboo screen in front of the mantel 
and two panels of cream and two of blue 
sateen. The former were decorated 
with snow balls and bluets in arrasene 
embroidery, the latter with daisies in 
ribbon work. The armorie and chiff
onier were a third smaller than full 
sized furniture and the dressing bureau 
was of similar dimensions. All the 
dainty toilet appointments of the latter 
were decorated with blue and the frame 
of the long dressing glass was covered 
with a full ruche of bliie silk. 

Some choice engravings and colored 
photographs representing phases of 
childhood and girlhood were hung upon 
the walls by blue cords and tassels, and 
the small book shelves were filled with 
such books as young people enjoy. 

In deference to the newly awakened 
fears of even the beBt plumbing in sleep
ing _ rooms, there was no stationary 
basin, but a wasliBtand, en rapport with 
the other furniture, held a dabitilv mod
eled antique toilet set with a dado de
sign of water plants upon cream color, 
with swallows above on a sky blue 
gronnd. 

Replacing tbe door of a large closet 
was a portiere of Swiss muslin, which, 
being drawn, revealed a play-t.onse on a 
scale so expensive and complete tbat it 
might be questioned whether dolts or 
tlieir owners were most charmingly 
lodged. The happy little proprietor of 
this room and annex, on returning from 
the country, where she had been sent 
while the snrprise was prepared for her, 
saysthat half of the first night she spent 
in her pretty new bed was passed in con
gratulating herself on her new posses
sions and the rest in gazing entranced 
into the fairy-like orecincts of the play
house, which was illuminated by a tiny 
chandelier fed by real gas. 

The Pora: Barrel. 
A tub largest at the bottom and taper

ing toward the top, of sufficient size to 
contain a year's supply, is the best ves
sel In which to store pork; when packed 
as it should be the meat will not rise to 
the top, the slant of the tub holding it 
down. It should be placed edgewise, in 
regular layers as solid as possible. After 
putting a layer of salt in the bottom of 
the tub (and if pouuded down with a 
maul tbe better^ fill the iuterstices with 
salt; then layers of salt between lavers 
of meat, ai;u so on till the tub is filled; 
then fill up with pure water. If the 
barrel is sweet, salt pure and pork 
sound, there never Mill bo any dam
aged pork; nor will skimming or scald
ing the brine be necessary in order to 
have sweet pork the year round. 

The old salt left in the bottom of the 
barrel is, so far as it goes, just as good ac 
new for continued use. Never have but 
one piece of pork loose at a time while 
using, and keep a stone on that between 
meats, for pork that comes to the air 
will rust after a little. I have packed 
and kept pork in thi& way annual! v for 
tbiity years, and never had a pound of 
it injured. The injury of which such 
frequent complaint is made is due to 
some neglect or carlessness, and it would 
seem that people of common prudenre 
would not be so often caught with dam 
aged pork.—Charles Mason, Lake Co., 
Ohio. v\. 

Influence of Food on Milk. 
The influence of food upon the quality 

of milk has called forth, first nnd last, 
much discussion and in this country itis 
generally conceded that food has very 
much to do with it. The contrary opin
ion, however, bas some advocates who 
base their conclusions mostly upon the 
experiments made by Dr. Kuhnatthe 
Moeckern Agricultural Station in Sax
ony. It is claimed that he demonstrated 
that the feeding of a cow has nothing to 
do with the qnallty of milk, and the nec
essary consequence js that;we can not 
increase the ratio cr proportion of cream 
or butter in a cow's milk oy any changn 
ol food, however rich it may be. Tbis is 
so much at variance with the experience 
of dairymen on this side or the ocoan 
that most dairy people are skeptical 
about these experiments. Curiosity 
led to aa investigatien of the methods 
employed in these experiments and the 
revelations were: not a little suigfrising. 
The milk of Saxon cows, if thangricul-
tural reports are ito be credited^ is of re
markable richness, four and Jve quarts 
yielding* pouhdjofbutter. i|e venture 
to say tbat auch dows are not 
fnywbere outside of Saxany.,, 
ftuusion is irresistible that twlM* 
™ %•» reports, w«ltaiii£tlSl 

ilf' 

Tha earele» pc*lliy kaopi ; ii ollan 
•urprisad by MlagtWuiy <* some oold, 
Itosty October ?noruto|,abrood ef chicks 

for there can ba no Bope of raising tiram 
in the Inclement weather. If a ftw sur
vive they an of small value, always 
dwarfed and imperfact. This is the re
sult of direct negligence. If the fowls 
had been kept In confinement, or eve IT 
hen made to give aa aoeount of herself 
at the morning feed, this troable might 
have been avmded. Theae are the per
sona who say that fowls do not pay for 
their keep, and they are only kept 
around to please the women folk. 

Fowls should not be allowed to steal 
their nesta. They are never so profitable 
as when kept in confinement—in sum
mer in ample yards, and in winter in 
roomy, comfortable buildings. The eggs 
can always be found where they are 
laid, andfthere are no late broods com
ing oil at the beginning of winter. 
I have frequently heard the indif
ferent poultry-keeper remark tbat 
it ia betterSfor a hen to steal her nest 
and come off in late summer. Her 
brood is then no trouble, and the chieks 
are all pretty rare to live and grow np. 
1 know better. Experience has tauzht 
me that one early-hatched chick, well 
fed and raised; is worth two of theae 
late, neglected ones, I do not leave it 
to the fowls what kind or sort of chicks 
I shall raise; I like to control this mat
ter myself. I have a choice, and I 
know which my best fowls sre. From 
them only do 1 make my incresse of 
stock. Of course fowls kept in confine
ment are more trooole, but there is no 
branch of farming tbat pays better for 
tbe outlay than the keeping of fowls. 
The stock must be right, and then there 
will be found little difficulty, with a 
steady application to the business. All 
the fowls' wants must be supplied. A 
hen should never be set after the 10th 
ot June, and not then unless it be on 
eggs of some small and early-matured 
breed. This gives an opportunity for 
every feather to get full growth in warm 
weather, after which the fowl takes on 
fat rapidly. Lean poorly-kept liens 
will not lay. and lean, poor poultry is 
not fit for .market The rule should be 
to give good keeping at all times and 
seasons.—Cor. Country Gentleman. 

Speak IMght Up. 
You sak a thoroughbred, full-blooded 

humbug what he thinks of Da. THOMAS' KC-
LECTBIC OIL and he will Invariably tell you 
that it is ths worst thing he ever ssw. 

You ssk an honest man (who has uaed ii) 
for his sstimata of DB. THOMAS' ECT.ECTBIC 
OIL snd he will reply that there may be a 
better internal and external medicine,but hp 
doean'l know of it. 

I do think there ia nothing like THOMAS' 
EcutcrraicOiL. For a cold or hoarseness It 
works like a charm. Mia. M. J. Fellows, 
Burr Oak, St. Jeaeph County, Mich. 

Of rheamatiam nothing gave iae relief 

?uicker than THOMAS' ECLECTMC OIL. R. C. 
oiner,of Allen P. O.,Hillsdale Ceunty,Mich. 
Worth five times its price. 8. B. Durfey, 

tecond mate steamer Arizona, on the great 
lakei, cured of bad jam on foot. 

As a remedy for catsrrh It stands at ths 
lop. Edwards. Rowley, 222 W. Twelfth 
street, Davenport Iowa. 

Is ths best article in the world for asthmat
ic bronchitis. E L. Meader, Dislaware,Iowa. 

As a general family medicine never saw 
anything so good. George Djdge, Empori
um, Pa. 

In esses of croup it never failed to cure or 
relieve. C. R. Hall, Qrayviite, III. 

I tell yuu it is a grand thing. Rev. E. F. 
Crane. Danklrk, N. Y. 

DB. THOMAS' ECLECTKIC OIL is sold by every 
druggis'. 
Foster,Milburn & Co., Pro'ps, Bnffilo.N. Y. 

Iaatantly Relieved. 
Mra.Ann Laoour of New Orleans, La., 

writes:—I have aaon who has been aick for 
two or three years: he has beea attended by 
our leading physicians but all to no purpose. 

ifsg he had hia uaual apell of This mernl: 
coughing, and waa so greatly proatraied in 
consequence, that death seemed imminent, 
i' e had in the houae a bottle of Dr. Wm. 
Hall's Balaam for tbe Lunga purchased by 
my husband, who noticed your advertlae-
ment yesterday. We adminiatered it accord
ing to directiona and he was instantly re
lieved. 

Eleotric Ifgbt wlrea 'in St. Paul wid prob-
bly have to go underground. 

WELL*' "KOUOH OM COBNS."—15C. Auk (or It 
Complete, pernmnant cure. Cornn. warts, bunions 

John Debrich of Humboldt raised 400 
barrels ofpotatoesonone acre of ground. 

From Major Dawns, Military Instructor, 
Mt. Pieassnt Academy, 8ing, Sing, N. Y.: 
During the very ould weather I was suiter-
ice with Catarrh. My head and throat 
eehed so severely that I was obliged to keep 
quie*. Ely's Cream Balm waa suggested, 
within an hour from the first application I 
felt relieved, tbe pain began to aubslde. In 
a few days I was entirely cured. W. A. 
Dowss. (Price 60 nents.) 

H. Farr, a Hoboken lumber dealer, as
signs for $100,000. 

InniTATioK, Inflammation. Si Kidney and U inary 
CoinplainU, cur ad by "Hucliu-Pall>a." $1. 

Iowa has over $7,000,U00 in savings 
banks. 

In a letter from Hon. Mrs. Perry, Castls 
Grey. Limerick, Irelsnd, Brown's Bron
chial Troches are thus referred te: "Having 
brought your 'Bronchial Troches' with me 
when I came to reside hers, I found that 
after I had given them away to those I con
sidered required them, the poor people will 
walk tor miles to get a few.' For Coughs, 
Colds, snd Threat Diseases they have no 
<qual. Said only in boxes. 

Hell-to-Pay is tbe name of a atation on 
the Northern Pacific. 
. Bns»* Meif—"WeUB' Healtl^ienewer" restore* 
health and vigor, cures dywpcpaia, Impotence. 91. 

Otter Tail county haa 181 achool diatricta, 
6,471 acholara and receivea 16,361.89 from 
l he etate school fund 

DON'T die in the house. '-Keuah on Kate." clears 
out rate, mice, flies, roaches, bed-bug* 15c. 

A Fact Worth Remembering. 
A aevere cold or coagh can be aoone,t 

ciired by taking, according to directions, 
Allen's Lung Balsam. It can be procured 
at any drug store. It is harmless to tbe 
most delicate person, and can be given to 
children without fear ot in{ury. Try it if 
you have a cold or cough. 

The Menomonee iron ore output is 
50,000 tons, where it was 71,000 last year. * 

Cured Clergymen. 
Rev. L. S. Caultan, of Cucleville, Kansas, 

says: Dr. Warner, your White Wine of Tar 
Syrup haa been in my family and found to 
he all and even more than you claim ol it. 
ft is a speedy cure for all Throat and Lung 
diseases. 

Imperfect Digestion. 
More disease and physical. suffering are 

traceable directly to indigestion than to al
most any other one cause. Moral: No rem
edy in the world is equal to Allen's "Iroi. 
Tonic Bitlers" to aid digestion and theasaim-
nation ot food, and invigorate the liver. All 
genuine bear the signature of J. P. Allen, 
lit. Paul, Minn. 

Piles! "piles!™ Piles! 
Sura cure for Blind, BIteding and Itching 

Piles. Single box has cured worst chronic 
case of twenty years standing. Nooneneei 
suffer five minutes after applying. Wiliem's 
Indian Pile ointment. It absorbs tbe tumors, 
allsys the itohlne (particularly after getting 
warm in bed). Prepared only for piles snd 
Kchmg for the private parts. Noyes Bros. 
& Cutler, St Paul, Wholesale Agents. 

_ First effectually, then good to take, then 
cheap, Piao'e cure lor consumption. 

a kr?2™?. ®?d watched the use of 
J sP^°ifiu (*• 8- 8.) for over fifty years, 

and never have Known or heard of lta fail
ure to cure any esse of Blood Poison when 
properly taken. H. L. DBKMAED, Perry, Ga. 

M,J- Ollphant's'nsw serial, written ex-
presslv for Youth's Companion, hss its 
scene In the time of the Covenanters, and its 
heroine is a historical character. 

JO**?bean using8wif?sSpecific(8 8.8.) 
and find it to bs the oest remedy of the kind 
thai I have ever been able to get, and I have 
tried them all. Jou.v TISCUEB, 3d D. S. Oav-

One pair of boots saved every year by us
ing Lyon's Patent MetalioHeel StiOeners. 

My Wife ana Children. 
Rev. L. A. Dunlan, of Mt. Vernon, a»ys: 

Mychtldren were afflloted with a cough 

or less for years, and y 
Tar Syrnp has cured th em all. 

•*WNTMI WVUIMU/| WU 
apolla, Minn., for Home treatment of 
diseases. Surest, cheapest in the world-

all 

fteer Tonic Ihe only 
preparation of boci cuutAlninc itit ctiiits tiiLtritinum 
jjrojw/.'M. itcoataiua Mo«l?nuilS?"SSz! 

Druggists. 

Commissioner ^oring ̂ s engaged in nre-
nying bla report 01 the eattle oanvanMon 
wbioh met last November inl Gblaiuro-
The committee ef twenty appeintedbirtne 
convention wHI meet at the agricultural 
department on tha - liOth ^ -

a a memorial to 
tatttsr—• 

thlaks thai ~is 
the army, with 

. the salary received by the sa» 
Mkenef war^ba ahunld be mere than a 
eMeroUrfcaoldm, whieh la all that te la, 
If he reoomJtas the Secretary of war as ln 

to the Root 1 

Mr. Sslovar, ol Wall atreet haa jaat 
rtmm H'SMIQI Wttt fff fbt 

)I. O. U. given atone of 1 tt.aObl.0. V. given itowriBoKSia«y! 
Simons Ultle poker partfss. 

A L L E N ' S  

1 MB FUDJ mODI! 
-THAT WILL CURB- ; 

Coaghs, Colds, Crap, 

CONSUMPTION. 
w»a 

rt: 

sssi aaOMS mil. Ba 
Udata all aa 
AaaMftnUaMal. 
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Allen's Lung Balsam 
le tjawileee to tha meet jieWeaie oMM I 

noontame no Opliim Is aiqrmnn I 

•uses. is M by mAtta vbo hat slvsn II a 
good trial. It Hertr Falls taBriac BaUsIT 

As an Kspeotorant It hae no Iqual. 
•OLD BY ALL MMNOINB DIAL!US. 

TUTT'g a 

i  P I L L S  
TORPID BOWELS. 

DISORDERED LI1TER, 

IWntSftJSfthwffiwUiiJIscI 
the diseases of the human race. Thses 

aptomstadicstoBiolraalstsnooilgssaS 

efffeedyewaala 
mt M| IrrttaMlit? ef 
spbitts, A Aellsug «Fl 
ej*w (tatr, WnC 
H»art,IM«lia« . 
ese* tilas, COIStlMTIOsrud to 
msnrttheosecfaremwaythatncMdlrseOs 
ontboLtvet AsaXilvefmoHclne'I'U'l'l'l 
rtUM hare no equal. Their action on tiia 
all lmpnrltlea through 
tite,aoima 
skin and aylgoroosbody. 'I'UXVa 

or griping nor inteztem 
with dally work and are aperfect 

IlAXB OB 
toaGiouT Bufli 

on of thia Dm. 
or aent by expresa OB leoelpt ot ai.. 

Office, <4 Murray 8treet,New Tork. 
mr« MANUAL OP nmimnm ~ 

StfrERS 

Theug-h fthak«n In 
every joint and fibra 
witb fever and ante, 
or bilion8 remittaut. 
tii© system may yet 
be freed (rou ths 
toalifrnant virua with 
Bostoiter'f) Stomach 
Bittern. Protect Uie 
system a;;ainBt it 
vriUithlt banelioent 
antl-spaamodio, 
wbioh la further
more a fiupreme 
remedy for liver 
complaint. conaUov 
tiou. dyspepsia, de
bility, rheumatism, 
kidney .troubles and 
oiber ailments. 

For sate by all 
Dnwr Bts and Deal* 
era generally. 

xne BITTERS' GUISK U It-
sued March and Sent., each 

(
sued March and Sent., each 
year: 216 pages, BJxlU 
inches, with over 3,390 
illustration*—a whole pio-
ture gallery. Gives whole' 

Sale prices direct to eonsumen on all goods 
for personal or funilj use. Tells how 
to order, and gir-e exact cost of every* 
thing you use, eat, drink, wear, or have 
fun with. Theae invaluable books con
tain information gleaned from the mar
kets of the world. We will mail a copy 
Free to any address upon receipt of tive 
poatage—7 centa. Let ua hear from TOO. 

Respectfully, 
MONTGOMERY WARD A CO. 

aer * eee wakMh avmm, niaa^iik 

DR. HORNE'8 ELECTRIC BELT 
cures Hervousness. Rbeamatism,Par-

alyiils, Neuralgia, BeUtica, Kid* 
ney. Spine and Liver diseases, 

iGovt, Asthma, Heart Disease, 
(Dyspepsia, Constipation, Ery-
tapelas. Catarrh, Pi J«a, KpUep* 
fly.lrarotcncy.ProlApKtisutert 

, TClectrto Jteite ifuarantoeU ouo year* J;V»> 
in Americas 

WLKSATUAAAITTARATSEIA 

The only known specific for Epileptic Fit*. -\3 
/Uao for Spasms ana Foiling Sickness. Nervous 
Weakness it instantly rvUcTes and cures. Claar.scs 
blood and <iutcfcens siucgtisli circulation. Kcutra-
I!zea genus of dlsca&c und BUYOH elekness. Cures 

(O 
ugly blotches and ttubborn blood sores. Eliminates 
Uoils, Carbuncles and SuaKs. ^"rermanently ond 
promptly cures paralysis. Yes, It isa charming acd 
healthful Aperient. KI113 Scrofula and Kings Evil, 
uviu brothers.- Changes bad breath to good, reinov-

Ins tho cause. Bom. bilious tendencies and makes 
cloar complexion. Equalled by none In the delirium 
of fever. A charming resolvent and a matchlcsa 
laxative. It drive. Blck Headache like tbe Trtnd. 
grContaln. no drastic cathartic or opiates. Believes 

[THE SREffl 
W M M  

the brain of morbid fanclcs. Promptly curcs Rhcu* 
matlsm by routing It. Ecstores Ufo-givlng proper-
tics to tbe blood. Is guaranteed to cure all nervous 
iisordera. t7*ItcUable "when all opiates falL Rc. 
'reshes tbe mind and invigorates tbe bo dr. Curcs 
lygpepala or money refunded. 

CiNlElViEitFlUllR 
ownita couqueror. Endorsed In writing by over fifty tlionn.md lc&Uiiifr c'tlzciiu. 

clergymen and physicians in V. B. oudJEuropc. 
tirrorttle by all leading druggists. 51,50. (i3) 

For Testimonials and circulars send stamp. 
TliBDr.8.1B!chificndWsdCa.f?..Fn?.n-:f: 

°I^OXU 
Mercury and potaah hare mads more crioplca 

than war, pesiilencu and famine combined. 
FOB LADIES. 

. ^ !laJi!*?ni,sln?'0ramonthortwo in my house-
? 81 sreater portion of it having been consumed by the female portion 

a 'HVhI *ud with "wkapoteat result* It aclcd like a cbarm on my wife, who had been In 
bad health (or a lou3 time, and (or whom I had said 
Imnrlreda ol' dollar, for doctors and medldnea. It 
lirgau to build her up (rom the flrat dose. Another 
female member of mv (amily took It with eqoslly 

JiL* wrt»"»y ttw be.t tonic (or delicate tadim that I have ever used, and I have 
tried them all. I have no doubt tbat want of exer-
4lse« oloa 1 confinement Ip poorly vintiliisd bonaaa. 
sewer lu pet wn and malarial polton Often pradaae 
«lc$»t*M"">'»s our wlvea. daughters aodatstm, 
aod I bsljeyeBwIft s Specific is ihe rtsMlrhrw 
this sort blood Doisftniiiffa 

^ F. IWONBlU P.,Qoitmsn, ok 
• BteedeadBkin] 

kerlngws 
aalMUil 
MM «f«aa oislMasti ass eifly 
MEXICAN HOtSTAMtt XMI-
•BUT. It aeastostoi all 
tie and flan to OM verybMA, 
expelling all inllMMtttlMi 

ItnluimteverdMercaa. 8e 
•aith the experience of tw* 
mentions of sefreten, and 
•0 wHljron HJ when joa have 

u«rr:xT 

•wf f y t i  

mwm 

Verve Toaie. 

bottle, or J for aB.00. Bmtbyos-
pnsa on no*pt 
Cfl.nd3afflpfor 
chvnlar. - „ 

Minn. Also for 
aalobjrPteMlls 

% ML cumus mHtummi 

1 IssMf • •BfcMl wsrfcers ta vaitoas parts of 
•*- —italalagasiMtklngefialv* 

KothiunfelterwlasatdbAra. 
•BsjjVm --at frsoteaayeaa sanding us a lift ef all wo fiandav.school Snpertatead* cats la the flaoew DAT! 
A«s»s street, Cklssf* HL 

lun a posttlva remedy fbr tbe abvvo disease; m lis BMtboaaands.of cases el Ihe wont kind and ef Mac Steading have been cured. indeid|so atroeglaVy faltl 

For Bablee—BABYLAMD OOxta a year 
Vor Youngest Headers—Our Uttte 

Men snd Vsan.............tl 00 a year 
For Boys and Qiris—Ths Asw.„ _ 75eai 

For the Oldest Tonne Fetka—1 
^3. ttO a yiHif 

AdHrnu P. LOTHBOr dt CO. Jhmejhas 

a tin. aad w.a bare tbam ratnm aola. lafiSMfc rates*.. tfeirysMl.tMSHaNafflk&WtflSs • or FSLinfoaicsSliesa ui*-l0DKtteay. Xwpmatasy . 
fiBMHr n m its went caM. aiLissi iia.il t|i» 
SslkdUaewaaantDfotnowieertV.rea.ceie.. awMM 
em tor a tnatlM and• Pnelwaa ef jaf MWh • naMdy. aive BspraSana net Met Is essls fMt . 
•"-tEiTft ; 

art cm aa; 
SriSSS-S 
hrcaf 

I BOTSBBe » WWW ipVeV ' 

sgg&rwag 
twfc.iy JSVar 

I 
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THE YOUTH'S COMPANION 
n,B FOR, 1884. 

Two Millions of Readers Weekly. 

£11E COMPANION gives wore than two hundred stories yearly, by the 
4 I,lost authors. The next volume will be unequalled lu Its variety of 

- entertaining mnl instructive matter. The COMPANION IS published every 
week, i3 handsomely illustrated, and is a paper for the whole family. 

Serial Stories 
The Foundling of Paris, by ~ 
The Covenantor's Daughter, by 
A Boys' Story, by 
A Story of English Rustle Life, 
A Story of Adventure, by 

Alphonae Baudot 

Mrs. Oliphant 

• J. T. Trowbridge 

Thomas Hardy 

r: O. A. Stephens' 

Thrilling Adventures 
Shark-Hunting, by 
Among the Hoonshinera, by ' / " ' ^ 
Outwitted. An Indian Adventure, s 

Wrecked Upon a Volcanic Island, 
Stories of the Cabins in the West, < 
Adventures in the Mining Districts, @ 
Breaking in the Reindeer, and Other Sketches of Polar 

adventure, by 

• Stories Of Menageries. Incidents connected, with Men
agerie Life, and the Capture and Taming of Wild Beasts 
for Exhibition, by 

Boys Afoot in Italy and Switzerland. The Adven-
- tures of two English boys travelling abroad at an expense 

of one dollar a day, by 

T. B. Iiuco 
J. Chandler Harris 

Lieut. A. Chapin 
• Biehard Heath 

E. J. Mars ton 
H. Fillmore 

W. H. Gilder 
~--y~ •" " " 

V. * F < 
S. 8. Cairns 

Nugent Bobinson 

Famous Poets 
The greatest living poets of ENGLAND, FRANCK and AMKItlOA \»1U -

contrilmic original poems written expressly for COMPANION readers. ->:h. 

Alfred Tennyson, i 
Victor Hugo, .1? 

The Earl of Lytton, 
J. C. Whlttier, ,;3 : 

' . T. B. AIdrieh. , 

Encouragement* and Advice 
Hints for Poor Farmers, by c. S. Winder 
The Failures of Great Hen, by James Parton 
A Dietary for Nervous People, Dr. W. A. Hammond 
Hint3 for Country House-Builders. yp Calvert Vaux 
The Gift Of Memory, and Other Papers giving Instan

ces of Self-Hcii>, by gt.t Samuel am<la« 
A New Profession for Young Men. The Opportu

nities for Young Ken as Electrical Engineers, by Thoma8 A. Edison 
Thrift Lessons Learned from the European Peas

antry. .Vtivel Papers on Household Economies, bv Helen S. Conant 
At tha Age Of Twenty-One. A Series of Papers show

ing what great men had accomplished, and what they ' 
' ; proposed doing, at that period of their lives, by Edwin P. Whipple 

Strange Reminiscences 
Stage-Driver Stories, by 
Stories of Saddle-Bag Preachers, 
The Last Days of Women of Fashion, by 
My First Visit to a Newspaper Office, 
My Pine-Apple Farm, with Incidents 

of Florida Life, by 
Queen Victoria's Household and Drawing-

Rooms, by 
Child Friendships of Charles Dickens, by his 

Daughter, 
Student Waiters. Some Humorous Incidents 

of a Summer Vacation in the White Moun
tains, by 

Bose Terry Cooko 
H. L. Winckley „ 

James Par ton | 
Murat Halsteadf 

C. H. Pattee 

i; H. W. Lucy: 

Maipie Diokens 

Child MePherson'tf 

f 4 

The Rdltorlals of the COMPANION, without having any bias, will give clear views of current 
e\eTit.s at home and abroad. Tbe Children's Page will sustain Us reputation for 

^lehanning pictures, poems, and stories for the little ones. The llluatratlona of tba 
C O M P A N I O N  w i l l  b e  d r a w n  b y  t b e  m o s t  g i f t e d  a r t i s t s .  »  _  v  . f i  

OUR GREAT OFFER 

To any one who subscribes now and sends us $1.75, wi; will 
send the Companion FBK1S to Jan. 1,1884, and a full year's 
subscription from that date. This offer includes both the 
THANKSGIVING and ClIKISTMAS Double Nmalierg of 
the Companion, 20 pages each, elegantly illustrated au«l hav
ing COLORED COVERS with PULL PAGE PlUTUitEa. 

When yea order cat out and send this effer and mention tills paper. 7/ 

No weekly paper gives as mnch entertaining reading as the Companion at so low a price. 
Frequent Illustrated Supplements free during the year. 

Subscription Price, $1.75 par year. Specimen copies free, mention this paper. 

PERRY MASON ft CO., 41 Temple Place, Boston, Mass.# 

, It Is a we", known fcet tbat most of tbe 
J Ron* and Cuttle Powder told In this eonn-
9 try Is worthless; that Sheridaa's Condl-
1 tioo Powder Is abiolulely pare and very 
fvalaabl*. Notlilns on Karth vrUl 
l?*k.<,.u,>au u* Ilks SlwrMaa'a ______ 
J Condition Powder. "»»». OM> tojpooofcl to earti pint of fcod. ItwIU .!M OT_ 
.CHICKEN CHOLERA. S"fyr**1,*"- 8oW •vwywlicre.or sent fejraallMr 
IjwgWBse^pitesWJD; by nail, tl«. OrealOT ssnt 

ill BPTICit WDHDEB 3 flag JjEBUm; 
! HE BEST. 

•t A NEW,n»igin«^ctvBHptoptoCTu forim»foctirgimc|cn» 

Book aud 
UMal SslulM PsId. Ad3i 

fUUnt:nptHma»,P. O. g-CWca«o.ll|, 

•lorlnMaH 


