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¥ the third, pretty Susie Camp, casting

-pushed back carelessly on his head,

~Grange—and feeling his importance, I
-dare say''—sarcastically.

P X G e
John G. Whittier writes this as *'A Leg-
amcy” i the Independent.. ntife] line
.and worthy of his eightiet antF?em_l_;qg".

Friend of my many yearsk
“When the creat silence Talls at last on me,
‘Let me notloave to pain and sadden t
A memory ol tears. - i

. Bub pleasint thoubhis alone

“01 one.who was thy frieudship’s honored | f
guest . I
Anfl drauk the wine of consolation pressed |

m sorrows ol thine own.

Ileave with thee a sense T

“Of hands upheld
‘The unselfiah joy which is to helplulness
Its own great recompense;

The knowledge that from thine,
As from the garments of the M r, stolo

‘Calmness' and strength, the virtue which |

makes whole
And heals without a sign;

.
Yea, more, the assurance strong
That love, which fails of perlect utterauce

ere, |
Lives.on to fill the lieavenly atmosphere
» With its immortal song.

MAMIL’S FPISODT

BY EDITH E. KNIGHTWOOD.
From the Youth's Companion. ‘

“Oh, girls—oh, girls!”’ exclaimed
Mamie Borton, rushing wildly up to a
crowd of three girls, “‘guess what!”

“What is it, oh, what is it?”’ from
the three girls in a chorus.

“Why, the master of the Grange has
returned!” she cried, locking at them
trinmphantly,s and feeling that she
‘had imparted news equal to a bomb-
shell. “And I've seen him,” still more
trinmphantly. =

“Oh!” in a series of gasps.

“Does he wear a big hat?”

“sAnd carry a cane?”’

“Has he got a mustache?”’ asked

& look of scorn upon her companions
for asking such extremely senseless
questions, ‘Do tell us, Mamie, and
don’t stand there ‘gaping as though
you contemplated swallowing us.”
“Well, girls, let us sit down here on
“the hedge, and I shall endeavor to de-
scribe him. All eeated? So far, so
good. To begin with, he's about two
feet six—no, no, I mean six feet two—
.a regular whopper! He’s got shoulders
sabout as broad as Iam long; black
‘hair and eyes, and such a mustache!

Words are inndequate to describe it!
“T'be kind you read about, girls, and
seldom see. I see I've got you all
worked up, so I'll just finish him.
‘Girls,” in an awfol awed voice, I
wouldn’t marry ' that man for "any-
'thing—not if he begged on hisknees for
:a week., He is the sternest looking
man you ever saw. His heavy eye-
brows . are drawn together jin one
straight line and his black eyes and
extremely dark skin makes him look
like some fierce Italian king.”

“*And he didn’t wear a high hat?”
.asked Katie Bend, a shadow of disap-
mointment setting on her sunny face.

“No, indeed, Kate, when I saw him,
'he was leaning against a tree with his
long legs crossed and a slouch -hat

surveying the broad acres of the

“0Oh, Mamie,” exclaimed Laura
Brown, suddenly, ‘“‘what shall do
about those beautiful roses, now that
he is home, Our table at the festival
‘to-morrow night will be a complete
failure without'them; and we counted
on them so much. I wish he would
have stayed away a little lonwer.”

‘‘Have those roses, I will, if I have
£ot to go and ask for some,” and
Mamie shook her fluffy yellow head res- |
olutely.

“Why do you not?” urged Laura.
“‘It would be a much morehonest way
than stealing them!"”

“But I hate to Lal. If he was a
‘woman, I would not-care.”’

“‘As he is & man, why can’t you be
.a boy; then you wouldn't hate to ask
him. Boye have audacity enough for
-anything,” and Liaura shook her lit-
tle hcad wisely.

“Be a boy! how delightful! I declave,
Lal, your head will make vou a for-
tune yet. I can put one of brother
Bammie’s suits on, tuck my hair un-
der a cap, blacken my hands and I'll
imake a splendid boy! I'll do it, see ifI
«don't.”” And the four girls laughed
.gleefully at the novel way in which
thev were to get the coveted roses.

=*All right, girls, be around at7:30
sharp. ©f couse, you must go along
a8 far as.the gate with me. I sup-
pose I shall hase enouggh roses for
each of .you an armiul.” And with
another merry laugh, they departed.

Heuring a slight rustie of leaves on
the other eide @f the hedge, let us
glance over and See the cause of it.

There.lying prone on thesreengrass,
this hands supporting his head, and a .
«quiet smile playing. around “the cor-
mers of a rather grave mouth, lies a
man five and thirty, answering Ma-
mie's description of the master of the
Grange. y

“Well, my little girl, you shall have
all the roses. you desire. If you are
one-haif as pretty as your voiceis
sweet, -I daresay you will make a
<harming little lad. Wouldn’t marry
meif T begieﬂ;on,m knees for o week.
Ha, ba, ha, that’srich! but I'shall
have my revenge to-night.”

_ Taking a ¢igar from his pocket and
lighting1t, Mv Richard Tremaine, sole
master of the Grange, walked away
with a lizh t than ususll whor,
‘he could nc n fact, he was
thardly aware When he was 28, |
he met, lqqu-' :

won

agd trials rendered less— | 1

ened so steadily on his dusty face.
And did he imagine or did he really

Ty, A :
of piercing, quizzical eyes were notfast-

discern a shadow of a smile guiyet_ihg'f

over that.dérk, handsome face.
“When I was a Fttle boy,” says the
master of the Grarnge, tilting back
coolly in his chair and elevating his
feet, *'my mother tanght me to take
off my hat when entering a house.”

Mr. Tremaine had the satisfaction
of seeing the small face'dyed scarlet.
. Quickly a small hand is raised as
thouzh to remove the hat and as
quickly falls. £

*‘If you please—sir, 1 haven’t got
any mother.” :

“Poor boy,” compassionately,
“what is your name?” FRS

“My name?” in a frightened voice,
“I haven't got—oh,  Petey—Petey
Green, sir'’ desperately.

“Well, Petey,"” said the master of
the Grange, in rather a suffocating

voice, “you would like to have some

roses&ould you? Very well; follow me.”

“Oh dear—oh dear!” groans Petey,
inwardly, “I would give ten millions if
I naver had been born.”

““Are these the roses, Petey?”’ asked
Mr. Dick.. 4 :

“I don’t know, sir. I guness the
young ladies may come after ’em, sir.
I guess T'll go.”

“No, Petey, you may as well wait
for them; T'll have them ready in a
minute, besides the girls would langh
at you if you went back withount
them,”’ in a peculiar voice.

Of course 1t is by accident, but as
Mr. Tremaine turns, his arm brushes
against Petey’s cap, and Petey’s cap
falls to the ground. :

“With & low, agonized ‘“‘oh’’ Petev
puts ‘both dirty little hands to his
head. It is no use. A profusion of
long, . yellow curls tumble around his
shoulders and very much give Petey
the appearance ol a girl. . '

“Why, Petey,” exclaimed Master
Dick, his dark, stern face the picture
of surprise, “what beautiful curls you
have—just like a girl.””

Every drop ef blood in Mamie's
body rushed to her face. %Qé tries to
look indifferent, but her fact is so hot'
that it forces the mortified tears down
her cheeks. !

*Oh, you great, Fig disagreeable
man, I hate you!” ;

To save her life, Mamie cannot keep
the hot passionate words back, for
he stands regarding her - silently, a
tantalizing smile curving the lips
which the immense black mustache
does not entirely hide.

“There, now, I am sure- you are a
girl.”

Poor Mamie's mortification is too
decep to heed the remark.

hrowing herself on a rustic bench,
she gives vent to her mortificatior in
a {lood of teats. 3

Mr. Tremaine now begins to think
that probably he went too fay, ; That
the girl i3 hearly crazed with shamebe
can plainly see. ;

*Come, Miss—Petey, do not ecry
80-" *

The hated name only augments her
nmisery.

**Miss Mamie,”” s1sing the right name
this time, “you really distress me. If
you say nothing about this little epi-
sode, I am sure I never shall. Tover-
heard vou plannmg it this afternoon,
and-could not forezo the temptation
ot confusing you a little. Really, I did
not think you would take it so to
heart, or I would not have unmasked
vou.” : :

“Did not' think T would take it so
to heart! You must think I am in the
habit of going around in—in—boy's
clothes!” flashed Mamie, raising a
pair of swiniming blue eyes wrathfully.
to his dark grave ones. .

“Indeed, ho, Miss Mamie, I did not
mean to imply anything. Besides, I'll
never know you when you get petti-
coats on,there will be such a change,”
he said consolingly. s :

“Inever thought of that,” a reliev-
ed look .coming into the blue éyes.
“But oh dear, oh, dear! I'll never,

-never get over it."”

With a bound she reaches the dogr
and dashes along the corridor, which
leads from the conservatory to the
main hall. i

In another minute the cool airis |

blowing on her scorching hot face.
- “Did you get them?” three low
voices inquire,as she tearsup to them.

. -With another burst of tears, Mamie

tells her friends-all. : g
Bitter are the denunciations hurled

-at Dick Tremaine’s dark head. ;
“The next night the festival was at
its height and pretty Mamie Burton,
in a crisp,white muslin and blue sash,
. was busily engaged in tying up candy,

when & light touch on her Brm start--

led her. - - L T e R
* i*Here, misg,” handing her a beauti-

ek

But she never finis
She'knew the roses, for
ones on which gshe had
‘for the festi
Pl sl

| thana frea of the lightning
'ful_bouque__t of roses. ‘I was to hand | .d

| lways? I think ‘you
e bew me, for I, cannot get
‘you out of my thoughts. Isit yes or
‘no? probably this is abrupt, but when
rzmen_s'et‘mﬁ‘:'“‘o'ethey -are usually 1m-
.:Eatipnt. _For God's sake child -don’t
‘keep me in suspense. el

His bregt]l: cr.:imes in quick, labored
fZasps, an 18 deep, grave eyes are
fixed intently on the half-turned face
of Mamie. | AR e

“If I say yes?'! turning to him gques-
tioningly and weiling her mischievous,

onny eyes. ¢ i

“I’ll be the happiest man in God’s
universe,” snatching her in his arms
and kissing her. / .

“And if I eay no?” _

“I'll. blow my brains out! No I
won't either, I shall publish our trst
romantic meeting.”’ i

That was the first illusion he had
ever made in regard to Petey Green's
errand.

“Therel
now.'’

“Not if I get on my knees and coax
for a week?”’ he asked, a merry twin-
kle in his eyes and a suspicious
twitching around his mouth. 4 - -

She flashed hilm a quick, Shamed
glance. :

“Did you hear me say that, too?”

“I heard everything, sweet.”’

“T might just as well surrender, Dick

I shall not marry you

-| Tremaine, for T have no opinion, nor

a particle of respect for myself, and if
I can dispose of myself so readily, I
ought to be thankful.” :

“Yes, for even I might change my
mind, (?) darling.”

———— - —
Passing Glimpse of a Famous
i Woman. :

This woman who sweeps by in the
gay crowd on Broadway was a [a-
mous beauty in her day.- She is still
good looking. Her face is a trifle
stouter and there'are winkles on’ her
brow and crow’s ieet in her .cheeks:

noticed in a crowd. Ttis Mrs. Kate |
Chase Sprague.

This once famous beauty, who
wielded more power in American
politics, perhaps, than any other
American woman has ever done, is
going down the hill of life in a quiet,
easy way. She comes to New York
occasionally to visit friends, but her '
home isin Washington, She isno
longer the gay butterfly of fashion,
and her dresses, while fashionable
and well made, have not the dash
that made her so much talked about
in ante-bellum days: S

Her life in the national capitalis a
simple.one. There is none of thelux-
ury of Edgewood that characterized
her life during- her father’s carcer.
But she is happy, nevertheless, for
her children ave growing .up around
her, and she looks on calmly at the

rogress of events with a smiling face.
‘R‘he White House has passed out. of
her mind forever. It was anidle
dream at best. But there issun-
shine at Edgewood such asthis wom-
an could never have found had she |
become the wife of n president of the
United States.—New York Mail and
Express.

————— - —

. A Story for Young Men,

There is a moral in the [ollowing
story; it is true, and it is applicable
to every position in the commercial,
literary or professional world. It
will apply to the most eminent law.
yer and to the clerk in a corner
grocery. A young St. Paul man
applied to a well known merchant in
this city torthe place of assistant
bookkeeper. He was asked what
salary be expected, and replied: =

“Eighteen dollars a week.”

“We had decided not to pay more
than fifteen,” demurred the merchant.

“Well, sir,” answered the young'
man, frankly, “I need the place, buf
You must remember’l should work
just-as-hard if you paid me but $5 a.
week.”’ e

“All right, -sir”’ replied the mer- |
chant, with an approvingsmile, *you
‘are jusk the kind of :man we want!

to work to-morrow at $20 aweek.” .

—sSti Paul Pioneer Press.

Colored Girls,Can Get White,

Among the curious incidents of the |
thunderstorm which playedsuch hay

oc in the interior of New Jersey on

Fridaynonehascansed more surprise

_these to you.”” . g R e
| “What lovely—"" G

their opinion that this is a very hard
‘world because the fox gets chased all
‘about, but never has much sport in
'the hunting line himself, which is a
very mistaken notion. If any creat-
ure gets sport out of+life, it is no
les8 ‘a being than Master Reynard
.himaelf,‘ who terrorizes Brer Babbit
is.an inveterate wild and tame goose-
chaser, and who as a hunter of mice
is unsurpassed. One fox that I was
reading about a short time since re-
tired early from the hunt in which it
was intended he should be victim,
and to escape the hounds took refuge
in a magpie’s nest, while he whiled
away the hours of the afternoon eat-

ing up the magpies as they returned
home in very finished style. -
Another story it said to have been
told by a “gentleman ‘of the strictest
veracity,” who got the tle in France.
A friend .of his wasin the habit of
shooting in a very will and rocky
section of the country. Part of the
rocky ground was on the side of a
very high hill, not accessibleto sports-
men, and irop this hill the hares and
.foxes, which were the chigfgame of the
region, would at night betake them-
selves to the plains below. Leading
irom these rocks to the lower ground
were two gullies made by the rains,
near one of which the veracious gen-
tleman who tells the story stationed
himself and his attendant one night
in the hope of bagging some hares.
‘Hardly had they taken up their
position when they perceived a fox
creeping stealthily down through the
gully, followed closely Ly another.
After they had played together for a
few minutes, one of the foxes went
into hiding under one of the larger
rocks At the end of the gully, and the
other having apparently bidden him
.good night, sneaked back to the hill
again. In_ a moment he was back;

i f-but before him; racing down through
but it is still a face that would be | the

gully—being chased, in fact—
was a hare fleeing for her Iife; and as
the intended victim was passing the
rock where the first fox lay concealed,
hehe tried to seize her by suddenly
springing upon her, but his sim was
bad and he missed. The purusing fox
came up at this moment, and fin ling
that the lack of skill of his co-con-
spirator had resulted in the loss of
his supper, he began.to snap and
gnarl at the other in such a fashion
that the spiritof the offending fox
was aroused, and a rough-and-tumble
fight resnlted. They fougit fiercely
for several minutes, but as neither
seemed to be getting the better of the
other, the huntsman himself took the
matter in hand, and shot them.

It is true that thislittle story ended
in a tragedy for the foxes, but there
zan be no doubt that they had all the
sport out of the hare that they were
entitled to, noris there any reasonto
believe that had they caught her they
would have treated her any more
gently than the fox-hunter is ac-
customed to treat his prey, so that

. after all the cunnipg creatures are not
| entitled to very much of our sym-

pathy.—Harper’s Young People

A Little Sunbeam,

Railroad engineers and firemen,
grimy and taciturn, lead a more dan-
gerons life than any soldier, but their
occupation is’ prosaic, and few give
them credit for heroism or the gentler
feelings which make up - the ‘romantic
side of human nature.. Yet in their
existence there sometimes falls a
.spark of light or a ray of sunshine il-
luminates the smoky cab. The over-
land train had arrived at Oakland,
California, and the great iron engine
was throbbing and puffing after a
long and sinuous trip over the moun-
tain sides and rocky defiles, lofry
trestled, and marshy stretches.

The din inr the depot was deafening,

but out of the chaos goundsofasweet,
girlish voice was heard welcoming her
‘parents, who had arrived on the

.| :train.  She was a little golden-haired

beauty, scarcely' seven years of age,

ing nature, to which she gavefull vent
in the radiant and impulsive way she

“| welcomed her parents back. At last

they took her.by the hand and pro-
c2eded towards the waiting fe.ry-
boat. * s ; a

+As they passed by the engine at-
ached to the train, the little one
‘brokeaway, ran up to the -big, black

“

| machine, and patted the driving

heels affec
‘white hand
‘smokestack she said:— _
' ‘old iron horse, youn
ack papa and '

oun

gﬁlt]&a.@'m&piy‘tmng'm& AL

nd men have bren known to state

with a quick intelligent eye and a lov-:

.the coxductor’s care, on her way to

tionately with her small £

8. Then, looking up at the
‘ma at dinner one day.

’ | man and woman sitting side by side-

‘Maud Williams,
call—well, ‘Eleanor |

aged seven
1t wa sa warm summer afternoon, |

the broad piazza that was already
frunished with two liftle tables, a
hammock, and a number of chairs. It
was 80 sheltered by vines that only a
stray sunbeam found its way into the
gre n retreat.

Kitty an | Maud had been seated
about five mintites, when a trim little
maid appeared, bearing a pitcher and
three tumblers.

‘‘Miss Jessie sent you this, with her
compliments.” :
" _“Oh, lemonade! How kind of your
sister!”” exclaimed Kitty. “I hope we
will see her this.afternoon.”

“Jessie is up to her eyes in dough,
so to speak;’”’ answered Eleanor. *‘Ever
since sge graduated from the ccoking- |
school nothing will keep her and her
cook-book out of the kitchen.”

‘#ind did she make the delicious
Jdemonade?”’ :

“0f course she did,” said a fresh
blithe voice. “She made it, as she
makes everything else, by rule.” ;

“Oh, Jessie, do tell us your rule.
Somehow I never get it quite right.
Do tell me exactly how you made
this,and T’ll promise to follow your
directions ‘ever after,’ as the fairy- |
books say.” ; :

“I've go> some mousse packed in
the freezer that I must go back to in
a minute.. But here's the reciept: To

begin with, allow one lemon to each |
tumbler of water. If you want to !
make lemonade for four persons, use |
four lemons. Squeeze three and a
half into a pit her, and slice up the
last half-lemon. Use a sharp knife,
and slice it very thin.”

“Why not squeeze all four lemons?’’
asked Maud. . “Why add the sliced |
lemon?”’ |

“For ornament only,” answered
Jessie. “Itlooks pretty in theglasses |
with the ice. Then,” she continued, |
“add four tumblers of water, but don’t
fill the tumblers quite full. The ice
will melt some, and that weakens the |
lemonade a trifle. Add three heaping |
teaspooniuls of granulated suzar for |
every lemon used, unless you want it |
very sweek. Then stir it thoroughly,
so that when the last glassful is
poured out, it won’t be a mass of sy-
rup. Last of all, add some cracked |
ice.” E

“How much?” asked Fleangr. [

‘As much as thecook willgiveyou,” |
answered Jessie, laughing. “Oh, dear!” |
she added, in mock despair. “My |
moussel my mousse!’”’ And bidding a |
hasty good-by to her friends, the little |
cook betook herself to her kitchen and- |
to the interésting concoction known
as mousse, leaving Eleanor, Kitty,
and Mand to their own devices.

Cargo of Elephants.

“An elephant’s shoulder is never
still;”” is a, Hindoo saying indicative
of the restlessness of the animal. Mr.
J.”L. Kipling, in his *“Man and Beast
in India,” tells how the animal’s pas-
sion for moving about once camenear
wrecking a ship.

A batch of elephants were taken on

board at Caleutta, and the steamer
went down on the Hooghly. and at
nigat anchored off Sangor Point. The
8:a was as still as oil, but the ship
rolled so much that she was in dan-
g of rolling over. The elephants
hid found that by swaying to and
iro all together, they could produce
a pleasant rocking motion. -
As the ship had no‘other cargo, and
rode light, the captain was much
frightened. The mahouts were hur-
ried down ‘into the hold, and each
one, seated on his own beast, made .
him “break step;’” but they had to
stay there for a long time. i

Disarmed,

A trueCelt does not need to kiss the
“blarney stone” in order to dain a
flattering tongue. In is his as part of
his birthright. ’

A little eight-year-old Irish boy in
oneof our public schools was reprov-
el by his teacher tor some mischief,
says an exchanze. He was about to
deny his fault, wlLen she said:

“l saw you, Jerry."”

“Yes,” hereplied, as gquick as a
flash. “I tells them there 2i..'t much |
yous don’t see wid them puity black |
eyes of yourn.” -

That was the soft answer thatturs.
ed away wrath.

. Her Sympathy,
Little Dorothy takes a trip alone |

in the horse cars every morning, under |

the kindergarten. On her return .at
noon she'always has some story to
t2ll of what she has seen on her jour- |

(o e e e .
“What did you seein the ecar this
morning, Dorothy?”’ asked her mam-

“Why, .mamma,” said sweet-tem-
pered Dorothy, sorrowfully, “I saw a :

and quarreling! So I ‘went and sat
fdﬁs:: sorry for

0, mammal

URNITURE.

" Cor. Minnesota and 3d St., N.

: s Rk

The New Ulm Stone Company is ready
to sell building stones 2t the . For

| and Eleanq'f had taken her guests to |(Prices inquire of J. Pfenninger, W.

A. Schell. or Chas. Stolzen Redstone.
NOTICE.—The use of land for pasturing
‘or cutting of wood or quarrying and haul-
ing of stone is gotallowed unless by a writ-
ten permit from the company.
New ULx Sroxz Co.

LIME! LIME!
WINKELMANNS LIME
KILN.

On Minnesota River. near New Ulm, Is

fully prepared to furnish lime of the very

qualitysin any quantity to contractors

and builders. Delivered to  any desired

point either by team or rail at liberal

rices. All orders by mail promptly at-
?erlded to. .

FRED A GRAY

City Scavenger.
New Ulm, - - - . Minn,

Vanlts, Cesspools and Chimney Cleaning.
All kinds of Scavenger Work Promptly At-
tended to. P. O. Box583. All Orders by
dMail Promptly attended to.

'PETER SC

DEALER IN

T

RER,

LUMBER,

.LATH, SHINGLES, DOORS

SASH, BLINDS,
-—-a.-ld all kinds of—
. Building Material.
EEWULM, - . ME
Star Sample Room,

aud

Farmers’ Home.

JOSEPH SCHNOBRICH, Prop’r.

Dealer in

-

 Wines, Liquors

and Cigars.

A fine lunch will be served every day.
Cor. Minn. & Center streets.

New Ulm, o - Mian

@ug- _S_éhe]l,
Brewer and Bottler.
NEW ULM, MiNN.:

' This brewery is one of the larzest establishmenty
of the kind ia the Minnesota Vaileysnd is Atted
up with all the modern Impr ts. Eegand
mlle beer, furnished toany part of the cuy
rinotice. My bottle beer {s especially au-pt:l
for family ase,
Couwvtry brewers ard others that buy malt wih
find it to the'r interest to place thelr orders with
me. All orders by mall will receive my prompt

attention.
OTTO SCHELL, Manager

C. F. _]_E_tllemke

Cor. Minnesota and Srd North Sts.
NEW ULM, - - - MINN.

— Dealer in —

CHOICE GROCERIES, CROCKERT,
BLASSWARE and NOTIONS.

| o -~ %
|  All Goods oftered at prices which de~

fy competition. Goods will be delivered
frev to any part of the city. All kinds
of farm produce taken in exchange for

DAKOTA HOUSE.

Opp. PosT OFFICE—NEW ULM MiNw
~ MRS. A. SEITER Prp.

This houss is the mcat ventrally located
hotel in the city and affords

: good Sample Rooms.:

Meat Market,
CHAS. STOZBE, Prop's.

A large suppl” of fresh meats, san
sages, bams, lards, etc., constantly om
hsnd.  All orders from the country
promptly attended to. :

‘CASH PAID FOR HIDES.

NEW OLM MARBLE WORKS,
ag. 'mmf:ﬂm Prop’r.

. Monuments, ° ) and alt
other work in my made to order
promptly and ina workmsnlike mannex
atreasonable rates. : SRR

kst IO




