" that

ings from Heaven a voice abroad:
. helps God's poor doth lend the
| lord”
%8 your wealth? H'd have to know
Bave it, you must let it go.
‘;rm band by Heaven strunk

] yot have power to clutch its gold?

ads have no pockets, do they say?
4, I show you then the way:

Pait ‘Bot till death shall shut the door,
3t send your cargoes on befere.

glveth of his hoard
" God's poor doth lend the Lord.

my brethren—do not wait;
stands Dame Kelly's gate

And wenld you build a mansion fair
* In Heaven, send your lumber there.

Each shick that on her woed-pile lies

; May raise a dome beyond the skies;
You stop the rents within her walls,

* Andyonder rise your marble halls;

T sverypane that siops the wind

“X%are ahineth one with jasper lined.

"' Your wealth is gone, your form lies cold.
Bat In the city paved with gold.

 Your hoard is held in hands Divine;
. Tt begrs a name that marks it thine.

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

Nomoth doth eat, no thieves do steal,
.+ No suftering heart doth envy feel.

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

L+Go get your cargaes under way;
“3hie bells ring out Thanksgiving Day! .

‘A Memorable Thanksgiving,
X iving

pksgiving Week was always a busy
iSintes  homestead, but it

PRT- it Was busier this

B/ ever. “Bhe couldn’t quite

t, either, for as they were

r mother say to Aunt Mar-
little break in her voice,

: Dear knew why, and she
ould have a sorrowful
r, perhaps, no Thanks-

@&y morning there could be
fhal they were to have Thanks-
jayear, for there was what

a ‘‘bonfire” made in the
E'oven in the kitchen, which
remembrance, was opened

d only during Thanksgiving
top mounted a chair 8o that

ee 1nto the oven, and shouted
nd danced in ecstasy till, for-
at he had only a chair-bottom
or, he danced off, and bruised
e, and had to be comforted by
t when she was 8o busy seeding

" Squaretop counted it a
lege to bring in the long sticks
¥kory wood to heat the oven, each
)g an énd, tugging it ulong with
vity, and an occasional fall on
iptoes, and if they were allowed to
_thrast a sniall stick into the oven,their
‘spisfaction was complete. Dear pansed,
Anher hurried trips through the kitchen,
0300k into the blazing depthsand think

: Mirach, Meshach and Abednego.
jidten they all stood around to see the
Msdrawn out and the ovenswept; and
Wwhen thieir mother, holding her hand
: $o test the temperature, solemnly
4t was ‘“just right,” they
| breathlessly while the loaf-cake
p-cake and cookies were care-
} in, and breathed a deep sigh of
e ja-when the oven door closed upon
things committed to its keep-

nre, a

nesday morning the oven was
8l again, and filled with mince pies,
peh came out so delightfully brown
80 deliclously fragrant that the
s children grew desperately hun-
and thought Thanksgiving would
come. And then such pumpkin
and apple pies, and tarts, and at
48 the evening drew on,great batch-
brown bread and rye bread and
4 bread filled the oven to the door.
gvhen the chicken-pie and turkey
® ready fer the next day, the tired
her dropped into the low rocking
r,and taking Tiptop on her lap

pked wearily into the fire.
Lot me hold Tiptop, mamma,” said
par, thinking how tired her mother
Fms; bat her mother made answer only
by holding Tiptop witha closer arm.
®be children gathered around asthe
plight came op, and sitting there wait-
for their father to come. Gradually
ence fell upon them all, broken only
the subdued roaring of the fire in
p Btove, and the loud ticking of the

pck on the mantel-shelf,

As Dear Hstened, how vividly came
back that sorrowfu! night when she
1 and heard the clock tickiug loud-
or and louder, as Tiny gently breathed
~Berlife away; and it seemed to Dear
she would never again hear the
‘clogk ticking in the night without think-
jng of that scene.  She glanced at her
“mother, and did not wonder that she
had no heartjfor Thanksgiving this yvear.
Indeed, she thought they all had more
oanse for complaint than ‘Thanksgiving,
Half blinced by tears, she started up,
 and, going to the window, looked out,
+ It was afrosty starlight night. There
- Was nosnow on the ground, but here
- and there patches of ice were forming

over the

"Wll;y don’t papa come?” said Tiptop,
u

**He will come soon,” said the mother

wthingly, and in obedience to an old

absent-mindedly humming

the one tune she knew, and

id she had year after year

pnst e b
@ shop!” aske i

first ul in the humming. . o "

» N'O;lg:d werngo down to tl:le hcott.onilmhl
of bobbins, and he

bere by this time.”’ T

: g£o a little way and meet him?”
: 55 es,” remembering that Dear
inthe houae "ltllii‘l day—*‘only ‘I;.r;it
ht a candle and uake the tea, and put
® wood in the stove, and b me
ptop’s night-dress, and untie the
oe: 1 wear your hood and don't

o adear had closed the ontside door
I¥ 10 start on s run, w

hen she heard
N's whinny in the direction of the
Papa has come, and is ‘unhar-
. "thouhufu,lnlm. lib-‘
ride hono. Instead she

door. stood old Fau,

’ ‘vm %ﬂm

pRS.. OuT 4

‘:' Aflt

pe
doorand let Fan in, and, carefully closing
the door, ran ferthe street. The road over
the - hiil lay, like three narrow foot-
paths, with straight ridges of turl be-
%)'.:wdﬁ.t‘:h h.t‘ ltnm'l' h
ng her

syes to see she not think what.
At the brew of the hill she raused and
looked down. The road wound like ‘a
brook down the long hill-side, turning
to the right and to the left. with here
and there mor pitches and many bars,
till it was lost in the darkness far down
toward the valley. Asfaras her eyes
could reach there was nothing unusual
to be seen; but at her feet lay a broken
harness strap. U&tm Fan had
come, and down that road Déar must go.
On and on, over bars and pitches,
scarcel mcﬁlng the lm'oun(l, loose
stones hit by her feet flying before her,
till, suddenly, halfway down the steep-
est pitch, she came to l:lscolnl e

where the stones and the gravel
been plowed up as if by the plung-
ing of a horse. &
ere 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, & wrecked lnmber
wagon, which had run backward till it
capsized; and across the lher.gutter b;
the roadside lay a load of plank whic
slipped from the wagon as 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 that; but where was her father?
She stood 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 {all dead grasses by
the roadside, and no sound was to be
heard in all the still night but the gurg-
ling and babbling of the little brooks
that had gullied :leep channels in the
water-ways on either side of the road.
Dear could bear this 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, papa! what shall I do?” she
called agnin, 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 was a prayer now!
Surely she heard a soundas if in answer
and it seemed to come from the plank
that had slid over the gutter.

Inan instant Dear was ever there
peering among the planks. She could
see nothing but she ceuld heara sound
Plainl_v 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, notup the hill to her moth-
er. but down into the black valley at the
foot of the hill, where a cart-path leadin
from the woods intersected the  road.
Along 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:

‘0 Biddy McCoy! come quick some -
;‘lggrﬁ dreadful has happened on the

ill.

“What is't yer sayin’?” said the star-
tled Biddy, starting from her seat, but
as Dear was alraidy out of doors, she
added, suiting 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 aiong;"” and with-
out waiting to put anything on her head
she followod Dear.

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

‘“‘Shure, ah’ something dreactul has
happened,” said the breathless Biddy,
crossing herself as she jcame up to the
wrecked wagon. ‘‘Isany one hurted?”
as Dear called her to helr.

“I’'m afraid—I'm afraid there's some
one under the planks,” gasped Dear,
trying single-handed to lift the load.

‘‘Here gurl, that’s no way .to warruk,
tak’ the top one first. Mike, ye lazy
sowl, get along wid yer lanthern!” and
her voice went down the hillside like the
blast of & 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 flang over
into the rond. Dear held her breath,
and before the planks were all off they
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 abox,and, when the last ono was
off. Dear saw her father’s face, still
and white, bat she could not nutter a
sound.

“Howly Mother, help us,” ejaculated
Biddy. “Take his feet, Mike, and help
get him out ofthe wather., He'll be
drowned intiroﬁy if he's no kit already.”
Foras he lay damming up the narrow
channel, the choked water had risen
ludlnprud around himin an ever-rising

As they took him 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 [then clutched
at the reins that were still in his hands,
shouting: ‘“Whoa, Fan, whoa!” Then
he slowly raised himselfon his elbow
and seaing the planks scattered
about him muttéred: ‘““Why! she’s got
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 Jo 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 horse
gone home?” asked he after 8 moment,
mng the little, shaking figure beside

“Yes, papa,” and all at once the con-
vals ve sobs leaped beyond her cuntrol,
and ehe fell on her knees, %xite unable
to say or do anything but sob.

_The sight and the sound of her sobs
did more than anything else to restore
her father to himself. With Biddy’s
lletlr he slowly rose from the ground,
and, after standing a moment, he 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,still
unable to speak.

“Doyethink ye could, walk sur? Ye’ve
no right to be standin’ here wid yer wet
clgl!lheu."d

1husadmonished they began tomove.
Biddy and Mike and ‘the g“lanthern”
went with them to the top of the hill.
By that time Harvey Gates had obtained
full possession of himself, and he bade
Biddy good-night, telling her be would
see her on the morrow.

“Now, Dear,” said he, “run home and
tell your mother quietly, that the wagon
broke dow n, but that I'am all right and
will be in directly.”

It was not until near noon the next
day, when Dear broke into an irrepres-
sible fit of sobbing, that her mother
knew how near death had been to them
that night. She turned very white and
after a momentsaid: “Children, we have
gr:alt_ &?nsloxt; 0 ﬂe thanktul to-day.”

ittle later Harvey Gates came in.
He bad been down with Luke to get the
Blanks out of the road and to see Biddy
fcCoy. He told a pitifal story of the
proverty in the little ehanty. “There
will be no Th‘ankvﬁiving 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 the
blessedness of giving. ‘And such a ba-
by, such alittle mite of a baby!” con-
tinued Harvey Gates, as if speaking to
himseif.
'n“A bieby?" retgea:ed Mm.‘(‘}dnlgs. paus-
ingon her way eoven; ‘“did you say
B ddy had a baby?” e e

**Yes, and the poor little things looks
half starved.” Lo 5

‘“Mamma,” said Dear, eagerly, ‘“‘why
can’t we have them all up bere to
Thanksgiving supper? we've got enough
for them.”

Harvay Gates glanced at his wife.
¢r 2 moment's hesitation she said.
Yes, they can come, I suppose, if
there aint more’n forty or fifty of ’em;”
and she opened the 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 the baby; aud here, you take that
thick l”hl'l in the entry to wrap it up

warm.
An&?tho McCo;

Thaoksgiving supper &

gouonthukhﬁ i

d the grandest
their lives; and

L]
Ay be.

n,
w England thit dsy, tb’o Gates fam-
AM ‘ T

gathered in .leu children of

trees
flowers in t

Aca viciets 11de toelr ssareepes.
0 winds of griet o’erblown
oiges zme goldanlnnmu’o beir,—
Take heart!—thy birds are only flown,
Thy blossoms sleeping, tearful sown,
T\ greet thee in the immertal year.

- — e ) - < —

RICH OR POOR.

‘80 you've come back again, Jerome?"’
said old Mr. Sewell. “Well, we heard
you was thinkin’ of returnin’ to Eim
Mountain. Bad pennies always come
back—ha! ha! ha! And you did not
make such a big fortune as you calcula-
{ed, eh?”

Jerome Clay leaned over the old zig-
zag rail fence and rubbed his eyes. Had
time stood still all these years while he
had been in the Bouth? For here was
Farmer Sewell in the same old bilue-
checked overalls, with the same bat.
tered straw nat, 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
whippoorwill sounded faintly on the
purple silence.

And yet—and yet it was twenty odd
yeara since he had left Eim Mouuntain,
with all his worldly goods balanced in a
bundle on his back. He had been a
dashing lad of twom{-one, then; there
were sllver hairs in his hlack locks, now,
and he left a dead past buried unaer the
sweel magnolia groves. And here was
Moses Sewell, just the same as ever,
only a trifle yellowerand moredried 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’ tolyour ur.cle’s house?” said Mr,
Sewell, leaning over the bars. ‘‘le's
dead and buried, poor fellow. Always
had a weak chest you know. And the
gals ain’t no yvounger. The three old
wmaids we call ’em—nha, ha, La, ha!”

And again the old farmer chuckled
himself into a state *of semi-suflocation.

**Come in and see us'” said he. ‘“My
daughter Aurilla,” she’s come back a
widow and does tailorin’ and plain sewin.’
The old woman's stone deaf but she’s
dreadful quick at catchin’ & person’s
meaning!"”

And off he trudged over the patches
of sweet smiling spearmint, his broad
figure vanishing Into the gloom like n
shadow.

““Three old maids, eh?" repeated Jer-
ome Clay to himself. *Clara and Beas,
and little Kate, the golden-haired beau-
ty, the soft eyed poetess, the wild little
sprite who wasa mixture of Undine and
Queen Mab. Then,surely, Father Time

has not atood still!”

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

They were cnanged, of course. What
else could huve been expected? The
beauty had grown sharp and freckled
and her lovely hairjhad lost its burrigh,,
and the was not quite as tidy as she
used to be in the old days about her
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 was a stout, middle-age
woman, who reminded one of Undine
no more. )

But the&' were cousing still—the girls
who had played and romped and
flirtedjwith bim in due aritbmetical pro-
gression. And therestill existed a bond
of steadfast friendship, and he told them
the story of the Southern wife who had
been buried 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. ‘‘I 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 the old times!
What do you say to undertaking the
churge?”

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
his arms.

. But Clara Neely was not romantically

inclined. To her,love in a cottage pos-
sessed no charms.

‘I couldn’t Jerome,” she answered,
quickly. “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'd ratber not.”

Jerome Clay bit his lip.

*“Of course,” he said, “it is for you to
d(.:l:lde. But if Jessie—"

I'he poetess shrugged her shonlders,
aud laughed a light, shrill-sounding
ca:hination.

*‘Cousin Jerome,” said she, “it’s just
a3 well to be frank abuut these matters.
I wouldn’t marry & poor man—not if I
loved him like Romeo 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
voverty, with two or three children be-
longing to another woman no, I thank
you.”

I'or time, as may easily be perceived
had elimmated a great "deal of poeticai
element from Bessie Neely’s soul.

The qamndam Undine did not wait for
the question, asfar as she was concern-
ed but added, promptly, that she quite
2gm 3d with her sister in all these mat-

ers.

*“It’s such a pity you didn’t stay here,
where vou were well off, Jerome,” said
she, in the pitying, patronizing manner
)\‘1-1(:1. your genuine man most abhors,
‘Denr pa, you know, always disnp-
proved of your going south. And you
might have “got the sitnation of agent to
the White Castle Place, at eight hun-
dred a year, and a cottage found, if
you'd only been here on the spot. Pa
used to know the old agent, and could
have recommended you!”

Jerome smiled.

“White Castle?” said he. “That’s the

biz house on the hill, where we chil-
dren used to peep 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. 1
Jerome Clay went away feeling rather
derressed.

t is not the lot of every man to be

thrice rejected in one eveniug.
“They think I ama failure in life,”
said he, half smiiing, halfsighing. “Well
erhaps they are not wrong. People's
deas differ.”

Aurillia Haven, the old farmer's
daughter, had been a wild hoyden of a
schoolgirl when Jerome Clav went
south. She was a silent pale woman ot
three and thirty now, who did the
*‘tailoress” work of the mneighborhood,
and had hard work to get along.

But her 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 the three old maids wouldn’t
;mm nothing to say to you? Ha, ha,

a!

‘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.”

Aurillg iooked pityingiy at Jerome
Clay. Bhe, too, feund life & failure,
and in her quiet way did all that she
could to comfort the tall, quiet man,
who had hired the spare chamber in
her father’s honse for a few weeks, since
his_cousins had altogether omitted to
inlvita him: as their guest at the old
nce. -

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

And one duy she spoke out what was

" ahe said, ‘I can't “hel
of those noot.' llﬁlo, mog%er‘:
ours. ou
hem hare, I'll take care of them, Tl
ways liked chil
e BOP

dn , and i
e ‘

said Mr.C

of the state

died fifiy-five, 0!
e B ol Vesengo. dena PR ffo
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‘‘Aurilla, you are a Tannlno woman!”
fty. eninestly. ‘‘None of my
ns have spoken to me like this”
“‘Perhaps—perhaps they didn’t think
of it!” faltered Aurilla,
‘' Possibly,” dryly remarked Mr. Clay.
t, Aurilla”" gently retaining he
dren only that
ink? Have you no tender, g
swoet sensation that is akin
to love, you 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 y, *I will tell
‘y;gu all my pluu‘ Aurilla. I have

ught & house here”—

**Here, Jerome?” :

‘‘Yes, here. Will you come with ‘me
to look at it?”

“I will wherever you wish, Je-
rome,"” said the bride-elect, ina sort of
innocent bewilderment.

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

‘“It's & 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 enoug: to receive the agency?
I thought Mr. ht—"' i
Cl"Mr. Wright is the agent still,” said

ay.
*‘\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 a
poor man?”
“Did I ever tell you 80?” he langhing-
lrv retorted. ‘‘Did I evertell anyone so?
f the good roople in Elm Mountain
choose to believe me a pauper, is it fair
to hold me responsible for
their rash cousciousness? 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
coin of loveand human kindness. Sweet-
heart, it is so with me now. It was your
hand that unlocked the gate of happi-
ness to me; it shall be your hand that is

to reap the rich reward.”
He bent, and kissed her forehead ien-

orly.

"i{ut the children?” she cried.

“The children are with their materna)
aunt, at the Windsor hotel in New
York,” he answered. “The boy is soon
to enter college, and the girls are both
engaged to be married to southern gen-
tlemen, and after a brief visit there will
return to New Orleans with their aunt.
So, my darling, your tender soclicitude
was not required after all!”

Aurilla sighed softly. She had sone-
how longed for the tonch 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 thanever,
since they have 1ealized the fatal mis.
take they made in refusing the overtures
of their cousin Jerome.

And a maneuvering, managing crea-
ture isthe tenderest appellation they n{)-
ply to Mra. Jerome Clay. Things would
have been so widely different if they
had known.

i
Biutler in New Oricans.

A gentleman who was in New Orleans
ut the time writes to the Chicago Ilerald:
A correspondent of the lerald yester-
day asked tobe informed who it was
that Gen Butier hanged in New Orleans
for treason. The man was Wm. B. Mum-
ford, a prominent New Orleans sporiing
man, llll(l tllU circumstances were lhese:
After Farragut's fleet had passad the foris
below the city and anchored off the leves
Captain Morris, of the Peusacola, was di-
1ected by Farragut to Jand a boat’scraw,
tnke possession of the United States Cus-
tom House and Mintand hoistthe Union
tlag on both vuildings. The rebel troops
under Mansfield Lovell had fled the city
but Butler’s forces had not vet arrived,
{he flag was hoisted on the miut on
April 27, and within two hours Mumford
had collected a posse of followers as
reckless as himeelf and proceeded to tear
it down. The flag was cut into strips and
distributed among the druuken crowd
as trgphies. The next day Butler landed
with his troops. The rebel papers of
that morning were filled with glowing
accounts of Mumford’s deed, and be was
applauded a8 u patriot. ihe ‘“‘enemy”
were defiantly assured that the act was
the actof the city, and that the whole
people would stand by Mumford and
de!end him with ‘‘their heart’s blood ”
I'bis and other twaddle in the Picayune
forced Butler to take greater notice of
Mumford’s act than he might otherwise
have done. He arrested Mun.ford and
hrought him before tke provost guard,
11is object was to punish him fer drunk-
enness and disorderly conduct. ‘The
next morning the Picayune and True
Delta fairly screamed their defiance,
‘“Mumford must be rescued!” *“The

‘ankees must be driven out!” they
yelled. That was too much for Ben, He
sent & guard and took possession of
both newspaper oflices put
their proprietors in the guard house
called sor volunteer printers und editors
from the ranks ot the army, and next
morning both papers appeared us bang-
up Union sheets, and crammed with lo-
cal news such as New Orleans papers
had vever printed before,

“What are youn going to do with Mr,
Munmford?” defiuntly asked the rebel
mayor, as he strode into old Ben's pres-
ence.,

*[ am going to hanz Mr. Mumlord,”
gaid Butler, sarcastically, ‘‘and if you're
not mighty careful ’il hang vou. As it
is [ am going to send yon over to Ship
Island for your health. Captnin—-7
to an aid, ‘‘tell General Strong to come
here.” When the general came, Ben
said with a pleasant smile, ‘‘His Honor,
the Mayor, thinks that after the tur-
moil and excitement of the past
few days he would like a
brief period of reat at Ship Island. You
will have a boat ready to eail at 20'clock,
and see that his Honor takes passage in
her. I have given him permission to
take his fumily,” and with that the Gen-
eral leered at the Mayor in his pecaliar
way. Expostulation wus in yan, and
the Mayor went.

Two days after Mumford wasarrainged
before a military commission on a eharge
of treason, and was convicted and gen-
tenced to be hanged. Phe most stren-
wous e¢llorts were iade 10 Eave nimg;
even Farragut counsclled caution, but
old Ben only said, “I mean to convinee
these people that thisis war, and no
child’s play.” And he did. Mamfgrd
dangled from the gallows inless than
ten days after the commission of his
reckless act.
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Remance in RReal Life.
From the London E:ho.

‘The beautifal and highly:cultivated
daughter of one of the proud old Roman
nobles, the Duke of Gallese, was intro-
duced to the Italian poet, Signor d’An-
nunzio. ller kiusfolk nover dreamed
that a lady of such great expectatiors
and high birth conld run eny 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 eupposed that she
was talkii : intellectual mattersitturned
out that tlic conversation of the interest-
ing couple turned in & very different di-
rection. The duke learned, to his hor-
ror and anger, that his daughter had
dared to bethroth herself to the poet,
As a matter of eourse, he re-
fused to give his eanction to their
marriage, whereupon the lovers
took the train to Florence, where they
were made man and wife. The last ste:»
made the duke o indignant that hé had a
legal document drawn up, t> which he
disinherited his daughter; but the fath-
er and the man afterwards go far over-
came the aristocrat in him that he set-
tled upon her for life a yearly income of
6,000 lire. The 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 the cause of D’Annunzio, and
of allowing the lovers to hold interviews
afterjthe father had prohibited all furth-
er intercourse between the two. He
has consequently broken np his house-
hold in Rome, made a settlement upon
his duchess, und declared that he will
henceforth live and die as 1f he had
neither wife nor child.

COol. Albert Pitt m qehb editor
of Va,,
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Mock Mixos Pre.—~Cue cup of ralmus,
(chopped,) ome cup of currants, one cup
of sugar, one eup of molasses, one and
Vinowte: Jobs GRASERTY, (Gow ool ank
r, ered).
all kinds of Qh%o’&tmm
Oranae Caxz.—One cup of butter, two
cups of sugar, one cup of milk, five cupe
of flour, and thie yolks of slx and vh.!:r
of three eggs. Bake six TS on
Cine,. The whils ofithree, ogas’ bories
to a stiff froth with one cupo nt.lz

grated peel of one and the
oftwo,mrgo. Bm the thin mix-

ture onto five layers, then add sugar for
the top sufficient to make a frosting.
This is very nice.

Faarrss Squasa Piz.—Stew the squash
till very dry; press threugh a collander;
to each pint of squash allow one table-
spoouful each bat.t:r und{ «ilnglimmon, olllI:
cup sugar, one nfal ginger, a lit-
ﬂe’nlt;‘.nl'ad a fow gl?.ocken rolre.d' very
tine. Add milk according to judgment.

Musn ANp Chezse.—Swiss guides and
porters who have to bear extreme cold,
whica is always supposed to require
much animal food, and whbdse labors are
geverd, are said to live entirely ona
diet of polenta (mush) and cheese, and
to be fine, bardy specimens of man-
hood, carrylng great weight with ease.
The East India cooliellives on alittle but-
ter with his rice and pulse, but his cli-
mate is very different from the bracing
air of the Alps, frosiy air that anywhere
else would be supposed to create a de-
mand for the heaviest animal food.
There is considerable (vegetables) oil in
mush, and cheese furnishes albumen;
8o that in this aimple diet are combined
the carbons and nitrogens ef food.

—

A Pretty Bedroom.

A room recently fitted up fora clergy-
man’s little daughter by the ladies of the
congregation #san expression of their
regard,. is thus described in the Dec-
orator and Furnisher:

The walls were covered with paper in
8 pretty design of daisies and bluets
(ragged sailors) upon a creawmy, latticed
gronnd. The ceiling was paiuted sky
blue, with dome effect given by deepen-
ing the colors toward the c¢dges. 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
Brussuls, with a ground matching the
wall-paper tint, and so closely covered
with small spring flowers that the effect
was almost chene. A dark blue border
and one or two rugs relicved the eye
and prevented  garishappearance. The
doors and window frames were fortu-
nately of ash, and so in thorough accord
with the predomiunent tint of the room,
which was hlue. The window curtains
were models of dainty simplicity. They
were made of cottage drapery,a figared
Swiss muslin rather thicker than the
dress material of that namne, and woven
with a border on one selvedge, which
repeated the center pattern; in this case
the figure was a daisy the size of & dime,
with a line of the same flowers twice
the size helween two strips ofa bor-
der. The novelty about the curtains
an addition made by cutting two hori-
zontal slits two inches long across the
border between the .tripes, at intervals

the edges loosely, makinga succession
of bias, in and out of which was slipped
a blue ribbon two inches broad. Bands
acd bows of the eame ribbon wers 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 blue cre-
tone, #nd blue ribbon bows were tied
upon the upper corners of the gracefu!
little cane seat chairs. The small bed
was low, with an airy extension of
bamhoo rodsat the 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 panela 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 armerie and chiff-
onier were a third smaller than full
sized furniture and the dressing burean
was of similar dimensions. All the
dainty toilet appointments of the latter
were decorated with blue and the frame
of the lonl; dressing glass wns covered
with a full rache of blue silk.

Some choice engravings and colored
ph.olonraghs 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 eunjoy.

In deference to the newl{; awakened
fears of even the best plumbinginsleep-
ing rooms, there was no stationary
basin, but & washstand, en rapport with
the other furniture, held a daintily moa-
eled antique toilet set with a dado de-
sign of water plants upon cream color,
with swallows above on a sky blue
ground.

Replacing the door ofa large closet
was a portiereof Swiss muslin, which,
being drawn, revealed a play-:.onse on a
scale so expensive and complete that it
might be questioned whether colls or
their owners were most charmingly
lodged. The happy little proprietor of
this room and annex, on returning from
the country, where she had been sept
while the surprise 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-
gions and the rest in gazing entranced
into the fairy-like precincts of the play-
house, which was illuminated by a tiny
chandelier fed by real gas,

The Porx Barrel.

A tub largest at the bottom and taper-
ing toward the top, of sufficient size to
contain & yeur's supply, is the hest ves-
sel In which to store pork; when packed
a8 itshould be the meat will not rise to
the top, the slant of the tub holding it
down. It should be‘iﬂnced edgewise, in
regular luyeys as solid as possible. After
putting a layer of salt in the bottom of
the tub (and if pounded down with a
maul the better) fill the interstices with
salt; then layers of salt between layvers
of meat, ana so on till the tub is fiiled;
then fill up with pure water. 1f the
barrel is sweet, salt pure and pork
sound, there ncver will be any dam-
aged pork; vor 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 Jjust as good as
new for continued nse. Neyer have but
one piece of pork loose at a time while
using, and keep astone on that between
mea!s, for pork that comes to the air
will rust after a little. I have packed
and kept pork in this way annuuily for
thirty years, and never had a pound of
it injured. The injury of which such
frequent complaint 18 made iz due to
some neglect or carlessness, and it would
seem that people of common pradence
would not be 8o often caught with dam.
Oe_d pork.—Charles Mason, Lake Co.,

io.

Influence of Food on Milk,

The influence of food upon the quality
of milk has called forth, first and last,
much discussion and in this country itis
generally conceded that food has very
much to do with it. The contrary opin-
fon, however, has some advocates who
base their conclusions mostly upon the
experiments made by Dr. Kuhn at the
Moeckern ‘A‘Pricnl(uml Station in Sax-
ony. It is claimed that he demonstrated
that the feeding of a cow has not hing to
do with the quality of milk, and the nec-
essary consequence jis thatiwe can not
increase the n:g‘o Gr proportion of cream
or butter in a ¢cdw’s milk oy any change
ot food, huwever rich it may be. Thisis
80 much at variance with the experience
of dairvmen on this side of the ocean
that most dairy people are skeptical
about these "experiments. Curiosity
led to an ' investigatien of the methods
employed in these experiments and the
revelations were not a little sugprising.
The milk of Saxon cows, if thefagricul-
taral reporta are to be credited, is of re-
markable richnegs, four ve quarts
yhldin&zpoun of butter,  We ventare

10 say such dows are not tdbgfound
gnywhere outside of Saxony.,
sion is irresistible that the
n these reports, as w :
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of six inches apart,and buttonholing|d

bad been kept in confinement, or eve
hen made to give an account of

at the mora!

have been &

around to women folk.

Fowls should not be allowed {o steal
their nests. They are never so profitable
as when in confinement—in sam-
mer in ample yards, and in winter in
rool:{. comfortable buildings. The
can be found where they are
laid, and there are no broods com-
ing off at the beginning of winter,
leun frequently h the indif-
ferent poultry-keeper remark that
it is better3for a hen to steal her nest
and come off in late summer. Her
brood is then no trouble, and the chicks
are all pretty ture to live and grow up.
1 know better. Experience has taught
me that one early-hatched chick, well
fed and raised; 18 worth two of these
late, negl ones, I do not Jeave it
to the fowls what kind or sors of chicks
I sball raise; I like to centrol this mat.
ter myself. I have a choice, and [
know which m fowls are. From
them only do I make my increase of
stock. Of course Yowls kept in confine-
ment are more tronvle, but there is no
branch of farming that pays better for
the outlay than the keeping of fowls.
The stock must be right, and then there
will be found little difficaity, with a

application tu the business. All
the fowls' wants must be sapplied. A
hen should never be et after the 10th
ot June, and not then unless it be on
eges of some small and early-maturad
breed. This gives an _opportunity for
every feather to get full growth in warm
weather, after which the fowl takes on
fat rapidly. poorly-kopt hens
will not lay, and lean, poor poullay is
not fit for market. The rule should be
to give good keeping at all times and
seasons,—Cor. Country Gentleman.

i
Speak Right Up.

You ask a theroughbred, full-blnoded
humbug what he thinks of Dr. TiouAs' Ec-
LectrIC O1L and he will invariably tell you
thst it is the worst thing he ever saw.

You ask an honest man (who has used ii)
for his estimats of Dr, TaoMAs' EcrecrtrIiC
O1r and he will reply that there may be a
better internal and external medicine,but he
doesn’t know of at.

I do think there is nothing like Tuomas'
Eorxorric O1r..  For a cold or hoarseness it
;orh like & t}hrm..l c{n.‘ I‘."J.h&llom.

urr Oak, 8t. Jesep un ch.

Of rheumatisma nothing yétve me relief
uicker than THoMAS' EcLECTRIC O1L, R, O,
oiner,of Allen P. O.,Hillsdale County, Mich.

Worth five times its price. 8. B. Durfley,
second mate steamer Arizona, on the great
lakes, cured of bad jam on foot.

As a remedy for catarrh it stands at the
top. Edward S. Rowley, 222 W. Twelfch
st Davenport, Iowa.

Is the best erticlein the world for asthmat-
iobronchitis, E L. Meader, D:laware,Iowa.

As a general family mediciny never saw
nyt;inglogood. George Dodge, Empor:-
um, Pa.

In cases of croup it never failed to cure or
relieve. C. R. Hall, Grayville, Iil.

I tell you it is a graud thing. Rev. E. F.
Crane. Dankirk, N. Y,

Dr. TronAs' EcLEcTrIC O1L is sold by every

ruggis:.
Foster,Milburn & Co., Pro’ps, Buffalo,N. Y.

Instantly Relieved.

Mrs. Ann Lacour of New Orleans, la.,
writes:—I have u son who has been sick for
two or three years; he has been attended by
ourlesding uydohnl but all to no purpose.
This mernizg he had his usual spell of
coughing, and was so ‘Erutly prostrated in
consequence, that death seemed imminent.
\' e had in the house a bottle of Dr. Wm.
-Hall's Balsam for the Lungs purchased by
my hushand, who noticed your advertise-
ment yesterday. We administered it acoord-
};ngetg directions and he was instantly re-

eved.
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Electric light wires in 8t. Paul wiil prob-
bly have to go underground.

WeLLS' “ROUGR ON Co.mu.‘—mc. Ask for it
Complete, permanent cure. Corns. warts, bunions

John Debrich of Humboldt raised 400
barrels of potatoes on one acre ofground.

Froma Major Downss, Military Instructor,
M!. Pieasant Academy, Sing, Sing, N. Y.:
During the very culd weather I was suffer-
inﬁ with Catarrh. My head and throat
ached s0 severely that I was obliged to keep
quiet. Ely's Cream Balm was suggested.
Within an hour from the first application I
felt relieved, the pain began to subside. In
a few days I was entirely cured. W. A.
Dowxs. (Price 50 nents.)

H. Farr, a Hoboken lumber dealer, as-
signs for 6_100.000.

e e
IRRITATION, inflamncation, all Kidnoy and U inary
Complaints, cured by “Buchu-Paiba.” $1.

Iowa hasover $7,000,000 in savings
banks.

< A

In a leiter frora Hon. Mrs. Perry, Castle
Grey, Limerick, Ireland, Brown’s Bron-
chial Trochesare thus relerred te: ‘‘Having
brought your ‘Bronchial Troches' with me
when I came to reside here, I found that
alter I bad given them away to those I con-
sidered required them, the poor poo&e will
walk for miles to get a few.” For Coughs,
Colds, and Threat Diseases they have no
equal. Seld only in boxes.

Hell.to-Pay is the name of a station on
the Northern Pacific.

SKINNY MEN—"Welis' Health Lenewer” restores

ealth and vigor, cures dyspepsis, impotence. $1.

Otter Tail oouutx has 181 schoo) districts,
6,471 scholars and receives $6,361.8) from
the etate school fond.

Dox'r die in the house. “Hough on Rats.” Clears
out rats, mice, flies, roaches, bed-bugs. 15c.
A Fact Worth Remembering,

A severe cold or comgh can be soonest
cared by taking, according to directions,
Allen’s Lung Balsam. Itcan be procured
at any drug store. It is harmless to the
most delicate person, and can be given to
children without fear of injury. Try it if
you have a cold or cough,

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

e e e 0
Cured Clergymon,

Rev. L. 8. Caultan, of Circleville, Kansas,
says: Dr. Warner, your White Wine of Tar
Syrup has been in my family and found to
be nll and even more than you claim of it.
It iy a speedy cure for all Throat and Lung
Uiseases,

Imperfect Digestion.

More disease and physical suffering are
traceable directly to indigestien than to al-
most any other onecause. Moral: No rem-
edy in the world is equal 10 Allen’s *‘Iro:.
Tonic Bitlers” to aid d!Fmion and theassim-
ilation ot food, and invigorate the liver. All
genuine bear the signature of J. P. Allen,
8t. Paul, Mian.

- Plll“ii : l::.l“x Plles!

ure cure for B! Bleeding and Itchin,
Piles. Bingle box has cured worst cbronlg
case of twenty yearsstanding. No one neei
suffer five minutes after app! ying. Wiliam’s
Indian Pile ointment. Itabsorbs the tumors,
allays the itohing (particularly after gettin
warm in bed). Prepared only for piles an
itching for the private Noyes Bros.
& Cutler, 8t. Paul, Who'esale Agents.

Firat effectually, then good to take, then
“cheup, Piso’s cure for consnmption.

Ibave known and watched the use of
Swilt's Specific (3. B. 8.) for over filty years,
and never have known or heard of its fuil-
ure to cure any case of Blood Poison when
properly taken. H. L. DENNARD, Perry, Ga.

Mrs. Oliphant's new serial, written ex-
pmnl:n (‘—%r “‘z'onthf':h()g::p.alon, has its
scene e time of the Covenanters, and ita
heroine is a historical characzer. i

I bave been using Swift's Specific (8 R. 8.
and find it to be the oest remedy of t(ho ani
thai I have ever besn able to get, and I hava
u;led themall.  Joux Tiscues, 84 U. 8, Cav-
alry. .

One pair of boots saved every year by us-
ing Lyon's Patent Metalio Reeri' :lﬂan;u.

My Wife ana Children.
Rev. L. A, Dunlap, of Mt. Vernon, says:
My children were afflicted with'a ocough re-
sulting from Measeles, my wife with a ocough
that had prevented her from sleeping mor«
or less for gun. and yeur White WTM of
Tar Byrup has cared them all,

Write Home Health Com: Minne-
apolis, Minn., for Home trc’:::’c'nt of all
diseases, - Burest, cheapest in the world.

Mensman's Pepton'zed Reef T 1he onl
preparation of bocl coutaining its entfre uu?rclllouz
properties. 1t comtains blood-making, 10:@>wenora-
ting and life-sustaiving bropertiea; invaluable for

gestion, anwpllu. nervous prostration, and
all torms of weneral dolllity; also, in all enfechled
conditions, whethor the result of exhaustion, nervous
prostration, oyerwork, or acute discase, particularly

ulmons! -
axp & Co. Fropristors, New York. “sess iy

Mr. Selover, of Wi
- YR g g A
g'no-'lﬁlo'utc parties.

ALLEN’S
Lung Balsam!}

A 00D PAMILY REMNEDT!
=THAT WILL CURE—~

Coughs, Colds, Croup,
TN

Allen’s Lung Balsam
R oonealng no Sptam inany form 1*
T et O
oS BVATT BRI DekCkme.

or sent by Tess OB
Offico, 44 New
TUTT'S MANUAL OF SSEPOLRESEIPTS FRSL

Though shaken in
every joint and fibre
SILEBRATID with feverand azue.

or bilions remittaut,
the systein may vet
bLe freed from the
walignant virus with
Hostotter’s Stomach
Bitters, Protect the
system azainst it

== With thit beneticent
< :5% anti-spasmoaie,

b= Which is further

b5 2 more & supreme
ﬁ = remedy for
Bl otounck

complaint, constipa
tion, dyspepsia, de-
bility, rheumatism,
‘t'he BUYERS' GUIDE ' §3.
sued March and Segt&, e;.cl:b
ear: 216 pages x
5 : 3550

For sale by al
Diugye'sta and Deal-
ers generally,

kidney troubles and
oller ailments.
inches, with over
illustrations—a whole pic-
ture gallery. Gives whole
sale prices direct o consumers on all goods «
for personal or family use. Tells how
mder, and gives de;aﬁt cost of evl:.ry-
ou U nk, wear, or have
fon wi{h. T'l:';:‘invdm'blo books con-
tain information gleaned from the mar-
kets of the world. We will mail a copy
Freoto;ny :ddrr:pm;rew’ptoﬂ )
postage—7 centa. us hear from
Respectfully, S

MONTGOMERY WARD & CO.
237 & 899 Webash Avenua, Chleage, Ik
DR. HORNE'S ELECTRIC BELT

5 1 4 o

o Cures
,:

74 g In ﬁlenrr.lu"mlr\pﬂ‘x‘s )
O AR b
S, 3, HORNE, Lvenior 10) W abast Av Cricngn Vil

Electric llelits guaranteed one year. f:on
in America. ! ’

b ey s Ko

S o n ARty

= OE0Eg, TOOLE, Bo

40 1b. Anviland Kit -m.uiaa
Other Article

The only known specific for Eplleptic Fits. -~
Also for Spasms and Falling Slckness. Nervous
Weakness it instantly relieves and cures. Cleanses
blood and ynickens sluggish elrculation. Neutra-
lizes germs of discase und saves sickness, Cures

(A_SHEPTIC SAID]

ugly blotches and stubborn biood sores. Fliminates
Lolls, Carbuncles and Scalds, g2l ‘ermanently and
promptly curey paralysis. Yes, it Isa charming and
healthful Aperient. Kills Scrofula and Kings Evil,
twin brothers. Changes bad breath to good, remoy-

- AMARITA
N%BVKNE

Ing the cause. Routs bilious tendencies and makes
clear complexion.. Equalled by none in the delirfum
of fever. A charming tand s 83
lixative. It drives Bick Headache like the wind.
£ Containsno drastic cathartic or opiates. Relievos

(H{ERIVE (Eo/R gW/E D[R]

the brain of morbld fanclcs. Promptly curcs Rhen-
matism by routing {t. Restores lifo-giving proper
tcs to the blood. Is grarantced to cureall nervous
lisorders, §@~Reliable when all oplates fafl. Re.
‘reshes the mind and invigorates the body. Cures

lyspepsla or money refunded,
L s;D

(NEVERYEE

Diseasesof the blood ownita conqueror, K N
in writing by over fifty thousand ‘tl‘sdl;g*&m;:
clergymen and physiciars in U. 8, and Europe,

§Z"For salo by all leading druzgists. 150,
For Testimonlals and clrculars scnd stamp,

TheDr.8.A. Richmord®!sd Lo, 81 faea= 7t

} Oi$ OXL .

Mercury aud potash have mads mo
thuan war, pestilenco and famine eombln:: .edopl”

FOR LADIES,
I have beon using for amonth ortwo in my house-

hoid, Bwifi’s Bpecific (8. 8. 8.), Jhe 1}
of it having been A by the e iy bortion

(13)

.50 cta & yoar
'"i"."".'.'.l 00 a year

For the O1d asd Young m—imﬁo::‘?m :

Address D. LOTHROP & CO.

Shark-Hunting,

adventure, by

Enco

YOUTHW

SPHHE COMPANION gives more than two hundred stories
i n0st noted authors. The next volume will be unequalled in its variety of
S entertaining and instructive matter. The COMPANION is published every
week, i3 handsoniely illustrated, and is a paper for the -whole family.

The Foundling of Paris, by
The Covenanter’s Daughter, by
A Boys' Story, by

A Story of English Rustic Life,
A Story of Adventure, by

Among the Moonshiners, by

Outwitted. An Indian Adventure,

Wrecked Upon a Volcanic Island,

Stories of the Cabins in the West,

Adventures in the Mining Districts,

Broaking in the Reindeer, and Other Sketches of Polar

» Stories of Monageries.
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

Hints for Poor Farmers, by

The Failures of Great Men, by

A Dietary for Nervous People,

Hints for Country House-Builders,

The Gift of Momory, and Other Papers giving Instan-
ces of Self-Heip, by

A New Profession for Young Men. The Opportu-
nities for Young Men as Electrical Engincers, by

Thrift Lessons Learned from the Iluropean Peas-
antry.  Novel Papers on Household Economies, by

COMPANION

FOR 1884.

Two Millions of Readers Weekly.

yearly, by the

Serial Stories
Alphonse Daudot
Mrs. Oliphant
J. T. Trowbridge
_ Thomas Hardy
'C. A. Stephons

Thrilling Adventures

by : T. B. Luco
J. Chandler Harris
Liecut. A. Chapin
Richard Heath

E. J. Marston

H. Fillmore
W. H. Gilder

Incidents connected with Men-

8. 8. Cairns

Nugent Robinson

Famous Poets

The greatest living poets of ENGLAND, FRANCE and AMIIRIOA will
contribute original poems written expressly for CoMranioy readers.

Alfred Tennyson,
Victor Hugo,

The Earl of Lytton,
J. G. Whittier,
T. B._ Aldrich.

uragement' and Advice

C. E. Winder
James Parton
Dr. W. A. Hammond
Celvert Vaux

Samuel 3miles
Thomas A. Edison

Helen 8. Conant

At tho Age of Twenty-One. A Series of Papers show-

ing what great
proposzd doing,

of Floric

tains, by

men had accomplished, and what they

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 Firat Visit to 2 Newspaper Office,
My Pine-APple Farm, with Incidents

Rose Terry Cooke
H. L. Winckley

James Parton
Murat Halstead
a Life, by

C. H. Pattee
H. W. Lucy

Queen Victoria’s Household and Drawing-
Rooms, by

Child Friendships of Charles Dickens, by his
Daughter,
Student Waiters.

of a Summer Vacation in the White Moun-

Mamie Dickens
Some Humorous Incidents

Child McPherson

The Editorials of the CoxpaxI0N, without having any bias, will give clear views of current
events at home and abroad. The Children’s Page will sustain its reputation for
charming. pictures, poems, and storics for thc littlc oncs. The Illustrations of the
Coupaxiox will be drawn by the most gined artists,

To any one who subscribes now and sends us $1.75, we will
send the Companion FRELE to Jan. 1, 1884, and a full year's
subscription from that date.
THANKSGIVING and CHRISTMAS Double Numbers of
the Companion, 20 pages each, elegantly illustrated and haye
ing COLORED COVERS with FULL PAGE PICTURES,

When you erder cut out and send this offer and mention this paper,

OUR GREAT OCFFER

This offer includes hoth the

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

Subscription Price, $1.735 per year. Specimen coples free, mention this paper.

JCHICKEN

price $1.00; by mall,

Dose, one teaspoonful to each pint of
CHOLERA, 2%
$1.90. Circnlars

5% " <

of wy family, and with the happiest resuits. It
ac'od like s charm on my wife, who had beea in
bad health for a lonx time, and for whom I had pald
Luudreds of doilars for doctors snd medicines. It
b:gau to bulid her up from the first dose, or
female member of mv family took it with equally
satisfactory resuits. It {s certainly the besttonic
for delicato ladies that I have ever used, and I have
tried them all.  I'have no doubt that want of exsr
clos> confinemeut in poorly ventilated b

? LR KAV, v
., A NEW, ariginal, cheaplantern, for proj
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_PERRY MASON & €O, & Temple Place, Boston, Mass, =

4 It Is & well- known fact that most of the
13 Horse and Cattle Powder sold in this coun-
try is worthlcss; that Sheridan's Condl- 3
{af tion Powder is absolutely pare and very
; "“ valuable. Nothing Earth will
.
' food.
&o.
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