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IT IS A FACT WIT ASP: WISDOM.

It yon are so terribly nervous that
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every stupid thing yoa Bee frighten
you, avoid the looking glass.

In life it is difficult to Hay who do
you the most mischier, enemies wim
the worst intentions, or frk-nc- with
the beat. Bulwer Lyton.

There is a oartaia way of distinguish
ing a man from a head waiter at a swell
party, notwithstanding both may be
dressed the same. The waiter generally
has a towel on his left arm, and the man
generally has a young lady there-- , if he
ia agreeable. Picayune.

"Father, when a hen sets on an egg"
three weeks and it don't hatch, is the
egg spoiled ?'' "As an article of diet,
my son, the egg is thenceforth a failure,
but as a species of testimonial it ia
strikingly aromatic aud expressive."
Rome Sentinel.

After the circus is over, after tha
wild beast show's done. First son of
toil (ecstatically): "That was a bully
show. Did you see the lion-tame- r,

hey?" Fecond Bon of toil: "Didn't I?
I tell you it takes him to boss a lion.
Why, he just knocked that old lioness
about as if she had been hia wife 1"

Here is another illustration of the
power of the press the Archimedan
lever that moves the world, etc. Last
winter nearly every paper in the land
ridiculed the big hats worn by the la-di- ec,

nrjd now a fashion item says : The
feminine hat n larger than ever this
summer. Norristown Herald.

Accommodations for six Mosea
Schamburg has been annoyed by bur-
glars prowling about his residence on
the iqiper end of Austin avenue. Yes-
terday he went into a gun shop to buy
a pistol. "What kind of a weapon do
you want?" "I would like one," said
Mose, "mit accommodations for six
burglars." Texas Sitings.

"Porter," said a passenger from
Albany, on the New York Central Rail-
road, as he stepped into his sleeping
berth, "call me at Lyons, sure." "All
right, sah." Late next morning he
called him. "Only twenty minutes
from Buffalo, eah." "Why didn't you
call me at Lyons?" "Lyons? 'Fore
goodness, dat's it ! Yon did say Liona
for suoh, bofs, au' I done tought ober
the whole circus, au I hope to die of I
could ketch onto any auimile higher dan
Buffalo ! I'll remember de cage next
time, boss."

The kangrew ain't much ov a recom-en- d

for the factory wich made him, or
maybe he knu in himself wen the rigi-n- al

diergram was in the safe, and rakjn'
up suoh organs az wuz Ief over he made
his ownseK. He looks in the face like a
shaller goose, and wen vou see him
walkin' on his narrativ, you don't blame
nachur for givin' him that expression.
Hh legs mus' been made ou dif'rent
moles, cause the last one iz long aa a
torchltte porceshin, but the front ones
haz got too much shortnin' in. Sum
kangrews haz thare cloze mad a so they
kin carry thare familys round iu thare
overskurts, but if i wuz a boy kangrew
ide rather paddle mono kanew. Kan-
grews wares mustaches like cats, but a
jackass kin give 'em a yard start on the
ear question an' beet 'em like sicksty.
Ef i had ter be a kangrew ide hev mi
tale sawd off close an' mend my arms
with it eo i could reech the bottom, of
the preserves. Rome Sentinel.

NOTES FROM THE JUDGE.

CoTroN may be king, but gua-ootto- n

isn't a heir to the throne, apparently.
An esteemed contemporary asks :

"When will the Brooklyn Bridge be
1 Bailed ?" This is too much. Ask n

when tha Washington Monument wille put in plan,.
It is said that tbe majority oi nana

organist') in this country come from
Italy. Judging from their appearance,
one would naturally suppose that they
all came from Grease.

A N1.W3 ite say : "A Kentucky dog
has been trained to build a fire in an open
grate." The dog's owner is evidently an
old bachelor. If he was a married man
he would not permit th9 brute to per-

form such disagreeable work. Ha would
train hia wife to do it.

Bhe cau woik a fancy screen
Just the nicest ever Been,

In a style that all her " culchahed " let en-

chants ;

But my friend, 'twixt you and me,
It would chill a man to see

How she stitched a patch upon her old man I
pant).

TEXAS SIFTINQS.

There ia a mitigation to every mis-

fortune. Gaiteao writes poetry, but he
cannot take it to the newspaper offices
and ask the editors to publish it.

Most of the Anitin boarding houses
are built up on the tops of the hills in-

stead of down in the ravines. Labatt
says" the object is to prevent the board-

ers from beooming too raviae-on- s.

We notice in several Texas exchanges
the item that the State is full of tramps.
As the legislators are all now en route
for their homes, it is improper, to say
the least of it, to publish suoh items.

An Austin Sunday school teacher
wanted to make his pupils comprehend
the parable of the good shepheid, so he
said: "Now, dear children, suppose
you were all little sheep, and I had
charge of you and led yon about, what
would 1 be ?" " A big sheep," was the
unanimous response iu chorus.

Whenever an oocount of any shoot-
ing scrape oppeara in any Texas paper,
it is almost lwyo- -

with the statement that the Burvivor
belongs to one of the most respectable
families in that part of the State. The
public has read this so frequently that
the respectability of the family of a
party to a shooting scrape has almost
become proverbial This was illustrated
admirably in a conversation we over-

heard a few days ago. An Austin mer-

chant asked a friend if he knew of a
proper person to take charge of a set of
books. "Yes there is young Bill Fla-

vin. He is a good hand at books, and
he belongs to one of the moat repect-abl- e

families." "It can't be much of
family. I never heard of any of them
shooting anybody."

Curious Coincidences.

A bill colleotor, who had after many
vain attempts succeeded in seoaring an
audience with the occupant of an office

ou Lamed street, West, was met with
the salutation: "Well, now, but isn't
this a curious coincidence I Why, I was
just reaching for my hat to go and pay
thus very bill. I'll call at the store in
less than fifteen minutes." Minutes ran
to hours, bnt he did not appear. Hours
made da; s, and days made weeks, and
nearly six mouths had gone to keep the
eighteenth century company, when the
collector found the debtor in once more,
and presented the bill. "Lands alive !

but this, indeed, ia a curious coinci-

dence ! ' exclaimed the oocupant. "Not
five miuntes ago I found myself dead
broke, at.d I said to my ffioe boy that
your bill would surely turn up. Well,
well, but how Btrangely things do hap-

pen ! Please call some time in the fall."

THAT
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18 OFFERING FOE SALE, AT PEICE3

as low AS OOOO WORK CAN
BE AFFORDED, A LARGE

VARIETY OF

FIRST-CLAS-S

FURNITURE
CHAMBER SETS,

t

Bedsteads,
Mattresses,

Lounges,

PARLOR FURNITURE

c, fcc, fcc.

A Ice Assornnent of 4!amp Chairs

The bot place to buy

CARPETS,
As he has ever Twenty-fiv- e Different Styles to

from, at Boston Prices.

Paints, Oils, Varnishes,
la Lanre Stock and Best Material.

AGEHTS FOR THE AYERILL AND AS-

BESTOS P3iPARD PAINTS.

Ail kindi of TAINTING done at reasonable
ra't, ati.l Ly the best of help.

SEWING MACHINES

Fi-- S silts tint! to llont.

1S3T Call ad rxamiuo poods and prices be.
fore purchasing elsewhere.

W. E. CLEMENT,
MORE IS VILLE, VP.

WM. H, BLAKE, 21
Wholcsa'e auU IMa'l Fe iler in

HARDWARE

Iron,
JNails,

Glass,

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES

BRUSHES,

Brooms, Wooden Ware,

Tin Ware,

TABLE AND POCKET

CUTLERY !

Cartage Mate' and BlactaMs'

SUPPLIES
OF Every Xoscx-iitlon- .

S A R V I N

PATENT WHEELS.

ORIGINAL

Concord Axles.

HAZARD'S POWDER.

NO. 1 BLAKE BLOCK,
SWANTON. VT.

JOB

Done at this Office
NOTE HEADS,

LEtTKh HEAD3,

STATEMENTS,

SHIPPING TAGS,

ETC., ETC.

Trices the Very lncnct" '

THURSDAY, JUNE

Poor Encouragement for Office Seekers
A newspaper correspondent writes

I met on the street reoently Mr. Wm.
j. riorence, the actor. Said I : "Have
you had an appointment yet ?"

--iso', and 1 am afraid I won't get
one now. It is my first experience in
office hunting," eaid Florence, "and
many tnings about it hurt my sensibili
ties. Everybody has received me per
sonauy with much kindness, but I don't
like the idea of dispossessing a man ct
a place where he is getting his bread.
iw;ucioi mm mere is some poor

fellow to be discharged if I should be
appointed. Yet thoy say that is the
only way to getn offioa. If it is, I am
afraid I don't like the business. I
would not think of giving up my pro-
fession peiminently. I merely thought
I would like to hold a position under
the government in sTDrn foreign "Sbun
try for abont a year, that. I might in
formtnyself in public affairs, get a little
of the tone of a diplomatist, and do my
sen a nine additional credit as an
American citizen rather than as an
actor. But it is pretty hard to gratify
a desiro like that at the expense of some
fellow who wants the place much more
than you did."

"Did you see the President ?" I said.
"Yes, and found him perfectly af-

fable. He talked about my appoint-
ment generally with interest ; but the
trouble seems to be to get anybody out
so aa to let me in. I do not understand
that there is any objection to hie, but
somebody's man is everywhere that I
nquire about. The President said to
me that he had not asked a single ap
pointment from his own administration
on the .""ground of personal friendship,
and that the Secretary of State has
made only one or two appointments
rem the list of his friendai. Thi Sen-
ator and that Senator, this State and
that State, this sectionof the party and
that faction all claim a certain share of
the President's patronage ; and he re-

marked that there were 00,000 poli
ticians expecting office, and only 6,000
offices to bestow among them all. While
I waa talking to the President he said :

Now look at this man coming. It is
John W. Francis, backed by the whole
State of New York for the mission to
Austria. Every politician or political
influence of the State, supports him,
and he only gets the place of Charge
d'Affdirs in Portugal, a sort of tempo
rary thing, and is glad to get that.".

Organic Life in Other Planets.
The London Telegraph has a letter

from Berlin, whichsays: A marvellous
discovery was made a full year ago by
a German lawyer named Dr. O. Hahn,
but so incredible did it seem that the
learned world refused to take notice of
it, with one exception. , Dr. D. F.
Weinliind devoted a whole year to study
H aim's book and to test thoroughly hia

microscopic researches and their results.
Ho now publishes his opinion, and de
clares that Hahn has proved the ex-

istence of organic remains in the stones
wliich dart into the terrestrial atmos
phere from stellar space.

From museums in Tubingen and in
Vienaa, Hahu procured himself more
than 600 chips cf meteorites of the
Choadrite class, proved in oaoh case to
be genuine, and having been collected
on eighteen different occasions, partly
during the present and partly during
the last century, in Europe, Asia and
America. Minute inspection has dis
covered in them a quantity of organic
remains, principally belonging to the
most ancient form of porous corallines,
to the genu3 of fossil zoophytes de-

nominated Favosite?, or at least bear-

ing a very strong resemblance to these
latter, though of a s tilIsmailer type.
About fifty kinds of these tiny animals
have been made out by Dr. ' Hahn and
assigned to sixteen different families, to
which he has given names, thus laying
tbe foundation of a new branch of zo-

ology meteoric zoology.
Dr. Weinland says, that it l only tho

shell of the Choadrite meteorite that is
burnt and glazsd by friction with our
atmosphere. The heat dcs not extend
so far during the short transit of tho
meteor as to impair the kernel, which
has an appearance somewhat like coarse
shell lime, of a conglomeration of petri-
fied organic matter, baked in a lump.
Though only few specimens can be
called well preserved, yet tho substance
is sufficiently distinguishable to enable
us to class moBt of tho structures among
the Polyciatines and the Foraminifera.
They must have existed in water warm
enough never to freeze down to the
bottom. Where are we to seek for this
water, if Prof. SchiaparelH tells us that
meteorites do not belong to our solar
svstem. but are intruders from with
out ? Very strange is tho complete re
semblance of all the cuttings examined
to one another, though, as stated, they
bfclone to stones fallen at dilHreut
periods in all parts of the globe.

Borrowed Herself Out.

It often happens that the loan of some
household necessity may be of very
great convenience Nto a neighbor such
as flour, eggs, matches, tea, etc., but
how often these things are paid back by
an inferior article, or else entirely for-

gotten, or perhaps tho show of making
payments is gone through wheu a less
quantity than was given is returned.
remember hearing a story which is fo
apt to this last point that I cannot help
bnt relate it. "A plain Friend had for
a neighbor, one who was a constant
borrower, and as she saw the articles
when returned were less in quantity
than she had given, she resolved to put
the following plau into execution. She
bought one pound of the very best tea
and put it into a separate box, and
when the neighbor borrowed a cupful
it was taken out of this box ; when she
returned it, it was put back iu the same
pla?e but as she always re turned a much
less quantity than she borrowed, the
result was in ' time tho box became
empty. So one morning wheu she
came for the usual onpful of tea which
she would return after Bhe came back
from the store the following conversa
tion took place.

"Dost thou see thin tea box, Sarah
Ann?" "Yes!" "Well some time
ago I filled it with a pound of the very
best tea and I kept it specially for thy
use. I took from it only what I loaned
thee, and 1 put back into it what thou
returuedat. JNow it is empty; there
fore I say unto thee, thou hai--t borrowed
thyself out, and L have no more to loan
thee. D areweli !

PATIK, VERMONT,

THE PLAYFUL ARJLT BEA--

A Tribute to the "Boys who Never
Got Home."

Tbe following tender and touching
tribute to the soldiers who never re
turned from the war, was written by
George W. Peck, in the form of a letter
of resrret at beinar unable to attend a
"camp fire," of a Grand Aimy Post at
Janesville, Wis. :

I don't know what it is, but there is
something in beans that makes men
sociable and reckless. Beware of beans,
Tom, as you value your future happi-
ness. Look not upon the bean when it
is baked and giveth its color in the pan,
for at last it swelieth like an accordion
and biteth like a cucumber. But I
would like to be there, Thomas, and
take the old soldier by tea hand, and
look lntohs isyesthktr iifij .becoming
dim, and notice the tffiot of "Father
Time's pencilings on the faces of the
boys, who twenty years ago were as full
of vitality and as kitten) as any juau
that ever kept step to the rattling of a
canteen egoiust a cartridga-box- .

Boys, do ycu realize . i.hat you are
growing old ? It is hard to realize it,
but if another war were to break out,
your little beby that you left in its
mother's arms twenty years ago, crow-
ing at the hand me-do- blue uniform
ia which you were disguised, would be
the chap the Government would want.
Boys you are, rapidly beooming "old
back numbers;" though you feel young
enough to stub around home, you are
"exempt" now. Do yon realize that
the little baby girl that clung ta you as
you said good-by- , twenty years ago, with
teara iu your eyes as ljij as a glass
paper weight, or an editor's diamond
pin, is now a woman, married, and that
another baby ia trying to titter &ie word
"grandpa" when you come inputting
on your youthful airs ? 4

It is pleasant now to chase the festive
bean around the home camp fire and
talk of the nights when yoa slept on the
ground in a pup tent, or on some bat-
tlefield with your wet and muddy
pantaloons leg frozen as stiff as cod-

fish, while you dream that every star
that was looking down from above was
the eye of a dear one at home beckon-
ing you to "Hold the Fort," and hurry
up and get through with the confounded
foolishness and come home. You can
laugh now cs you think how you got up
in the morning after such a night's
rest, looking as though you had been
drawn through a biush? fence, and
swearing because Jhe nigger was afraid
to come up with the camp kettle of
coffee.

Ycu who are left have a right to be
haPPy but iu the midst of your bean
banquet let me ask yon to stand up
with your tin cup of bhu-- eolToa aiul
drink to "The bojs win never got
home,' tbo brave fflrow'rjlto returned
n t to meet the loved oaeis.tbey parte!
with twenty years ago. Let ns hope
that the great Congress above "removed
tho disabilities" of the boys who left
vacancies in their regiments, and that
the few chickens they took, in the way
of business, fram the enemy will not be
entered up against them in the Big
Book, but that the provost guard on
duty at the gates of the '"New Jerusa-
lem " will "present armi" to them,
and tell the boys that they are welconre
to tho best there is, aud that when we
all get in our work here, and are ready
to join our regiment in heiven, that the
fellows that we buried years ago may
stand on the parapets as we come strag-glio- g

in, and give ns the old soldiers'
welcome, with a "three times three"
with a tiger. And we shall 3ay to them,
"All liiht, comrades, we should have
been here before, only we were detained
by business." ,' ,

Send the Indian to School.

Facts recently and mora remote dates
made public through these columns show
that the experiments made at "Hampton
Kormal School, Virginia, in the direc-

tion of teaching young ludians to be
cleanly and decent, aud to study, think,
work and acquire steady habits, ; have
demonstrated that all of the average In-

dian needs, to become aa good as any-

body else, is opportunity. He has been
so anxious to learn to till the soil that
Congressmen have Been him at Hamp-
ton, hoe in hand, working beside ne-

groes. What Congressmen would do aa
much to prove his desire to learn how
te earn hii living honestly ? The young
Iudians arrive at the school in blanket
and breechclout, with tfmgles in their
hair, suspicion in their eyes and large
quantities of misplaced real estate in
their faces ; they go away two or three
years later in decent garments
and good temper and wi;h heads full of
new ideas and handstravied to woik.
Thfiir parents, instead of beang disgust-
ed at these departures frrm the good
old ways, are delighted at the change in
their boys and girls, and the neighbors
demand that their children also Bhsll
have a chance to go to school.. The In
dian agents are not pleased, neither are
members of the Iudian Ling, for a little
leaveneth the whole lump, aud if the
idea of really becoming like civilized
people should enter the Indian mind
through the medium of tLe children
who have been to school no power in
the country can keep t;p the jobbery
aud rasealitv that have characterized
our dealings with Indians through many
administrations. Nevertheless the young
Indian should be educated for his own
fake, his family's sake aod that of the
nation, particularly as i t costs a hun-

dred times less to educate him than to
kill him, whioh is the only alternative
that has ever been disc jvera.1. New
York Herald.

The High Hat. The ordinary high
hat has generally been denounced as a

grievous imposition of fashion, but it
has at last been turned to a really useful
purpose. The Swiss Federal Council
was at its wits' end to know what to do

with the requests for invitations to the
St. Gothard festivities, aud there were
"600 gentlemen at least" whosa claims
were undeniable, but all of whom the
Council did not see its way to "feeding
and lodging for three days." In this
emergency the Con."0 has intimated
that "cylinder hats aud black coats will
be de rigueur," and thin costume is so
abhorrent to Switzers that many will
stay away rather than wear the hat.

Another Story of Custer's Death.

The Rochester Democrat has the fol-

lowing item :

The case of Sebastian Beck, whose
career among the Sioux Indians was
noted in this journal, has been fully
investigated at the County Poor Office
by Overseer McGonegol. During the
recountings of hia wanderings, tho old
man gave a reporter from this journal
a clearer insight iuto the battle of the
"Little Big Horn" than he before had.
Beck, who has been a captive among
tho Sioux for eight years, participated
in that battle. He recounted the de-

tails of the murderous charge upon
Custer, in his broken English, in a man-
ner that was interesting even to those
who were familiar with the slaughter of
the gallant General and his band. He
said that upon the night of the charge
Sitting Bull expected Custer, and had
massed all his forces and had a band of
3,000 warriors, of which he was one.
The plan of their battle was as follows:
The Indians fenced in a large corral
with saplings, and within built fires.
Upon the saplings thoy hung their bl ank-et- s,

and within they fixed billets of
wood to represent themselves as seated
about the fires. They then went into
the mountains surrounding the spot and
waited until Caster and his company
should be attracted to tha trap they had
devised. They were successful, for the
General saw the light, reconnoitred,
and thought his chance had come. He
opened fire upon the Indians. This
was tho signal. With one fell swoop
3,000 painted devils rushed down upon
him from the mountain sides. In a
moment the little band of 300 men were
surrounded, and the unequal battle was
commenced. Beck Eaid that Custer
showed no fear, but rode into the fight
with eyes and saber flashing, and never
raised it but that he left upon some red
skin's face his bloody and ragged-edge- d

trade mark "X," which so many of his
victims in the late war knew. so well.
One by one his men fell beside him, and
at last he stood alone among them bat-

tling with his trusty 6aber in his re-

maining right hand. But at last he too
fell, pierced by seven shots. Beck Baid
that his fight was terrible in its destruc-tiveness- .

Fourteen of those Indians
who entered the fray paid for it with
their lives, and their cold copper-hue- d

faces lay turned to the morning sun
next day, with those of the 300 brave
soldiers who followed the brave Custer
into hia last fight. This is the story of
the old captive of the Sioux, who claims
that he waa there and saw that intrepid
officer dio. His last words were : " I
am alone ; I have done my best ; the
boys are all gone and I will go with
them."

Some Sew Hfltel Rules.

Rates, $3 per day.
Any hints about slop-coffe- e wiHTTja

charged al the rate of twenty-fiv- e cents
per faint.

No extra charge for damp sheets.
Rheumatism always on hand.

Our beefsteak is cast to order at one
of the largest foundries in the country,
and can always be depended on as fresh.

Guests desiriiig napkins with hole3 in
'em wiil please give notice at the office
twenty minutes before meal time.

Our meat cook ia an old, experienced
miner and sapper, and is provided with
picks, crowbars, torpedoes, fuses, etc

Guests who wash their shirts in the
water-bo- will be charged two shillings
each. We cannot encourage cleanliness
in this hotel.

Children will not be allowed to play
in the hall?. A beautiful miil-pon- d will
be found two blocks below to drown
them in.

We call special attention to our beds.
The mattresses are made of the best
quality of scrap iron, and the pillows
are warranted to be made of hard wood
and thoroughly seasoned.

The carpets iu the bed rooms have
been in use upwards of twenty-fiv- e

years. We can therefore recommend
them without reserve.

Parties who look as if they might find
fault with our particular brand of but-
ter will please pay iu advance.

To call a servant press the button
quickly. If you don't get one under an
hour and a half you may know that your
bell is out of order.

The towels furnished guests are the
invention of a Wisconsin man. They
are warranted superior to any other
shingles iu the market.

There is a safe in the office for the
storage of money and valuables, but in
case the night clerk skips with the pile
the hotel will not be responsible.

Sour oranges, cheap raisins and wormy
apples carried to rooms will be charged
extra.

Guests desiring hay-see- d mixed with
their tea will please give notice at the
office. Otherwise it will be all hay-
seed.

Please report any inattention of ser-
vants. We expect you to fee the porter,
steward, chambermaid and waiters, to
pay double for boot-blackin- g and bar-berin- g,

to put up with flies, dust, dirt
and other trifles, to pay half a dollar to
ride up aud as much more to get buck to
the depot, but inattention of Bervants
is something we can't permit. Detroit
Free Dress.

Love in June.

"Is it not beautiful, sweetheart ?"
"What?" asked George W. Simpson,

looking tenderly into the deep blue eyes
of Daphne McCarthy as they were raised
to his and glancing around in a nervous,

way.
"Why, the sweet perfume that is be-

ing wafted to us on the June air," said
the girl, shifting her chewing gum aa
bhe spoke. "Do you not feel the sen-

suous langor that is all about us the
subtle perfume that seems to have kissed
the air with dewy fragrance?"

The wistful, fear-haunte- d look came
again into the mau's face. He sniffed
the air in several directions and theTe
cime upoa the perfect features of his
Wabash avenue face a smile of calm
content. Yes, darling," he said, bend-
ing over the girl, "I tumble now."

"And what is this perfume, George?"
the girl asked. "Can you tell me,
darling? '

"You bet I can, my angel," replied
George, speaking in tones cf passionate
tenderuefs. "They are going to have
corned beef for supper in the next
house."

THE APPLE ORCHARD.

WHY TREES DIE OUT WITHOUT GIVING DUE
EETUBNS, WITH A EEMEDX.

A paper read before the Potomac Fruit
Growers at their April meeting points
out the cause and the remedy for apple-tree- s

that die out before giving due s

for the time and land they occupy.
Mr. Peirson began his paper with the
assumption that a soil composed of clay,
with a sub-so- il of sand and gravel, is the
proper composition for healthy growth
and long life of the tree.

He said if such a location cannot be
had, or if an orchard is already growing
upon clay soil and sub-soil- , as many of
the decaying orchards are, the remedy
is to lay deep under-drain- s near enough
together to thoroughly drain every part
Apple trees cannot long endure wet
feet. It is a waste to plant so. orchard
where, however rich the Boil may be,
there is a cold, impenetvaVle mass of
wet clay. Light soils of or gravel
without a mixture of clay are unsuitable
to the full development of the tree and
the profitable production of fruit.

It ia of the first importance that the
varieties selected for a permanent or-

chard should be such as have , been
proved well adapted to the Bcction. A
few thoroughly tested sorts for summer,
fall and winter are decidedly preferable
to a multitude of every kind advertised
by ambitious nurserymen.

Winter apples are the most desirable
to grow largely provided we find good
varieties that will keep well. Limber-twi- g

is placed first on the list for winter
in the Potomac region. . The tree is a
vigorous grower, bears abundantly
every year ; the apples cling to the tree
until November, end will kesp well
until April ; fruit medium size, sub-
acid, solid, rich and good flavor.

The Winesap and Carthouse or
Romanite are excellent varieties ; trees
vigorous growers, full bearing every
year, but such extremely dry weather
as we have had last season caused them
to fall off and rot early iu the winter.
The Primate is a large, red and white
apple, very tender, juicy, rich flavor,
bears abundantly every vear. com
mencing to ripen in August after sum
mer apples are gone, and continues
ripening untu .November. The other
two varieties named are too well known
to need recommending or describing.

'The preparation of the soil should be
thorough; by under-drainin- g if neces-
sary, aa we have said; by deep cultiva
tion and enriching, jso that the laud
would raise a good crop of corn. Set
the trees thirty feet apart each way if
the orchard is designed to occupy the
land exclusively.

Mulch around the trees every summer
until the limbs shade the ground suff-
icient to protect the roots from the hot
summer sun. The ground may be
cropped with potatoes or corn for four
or hvo years uual the trees get euIH-eien- t

size and strength for bearing. To
bring the trees iuto bearing, seed the
land with rye, clover and timothy in
August. After the ground is well
covered tura on a flock of Bhee2, keep-

ing them oiantil October every year ;
they will eat the wormy apples as they
fall, so that what are left will be fair
and sound, and the fruit will continue
to improve from year to year; they will
keep down all suckers as far as they
can reach, and the land will become
enriched aud will not need plowing
cftener than once in four or five years.
Destroy every cocoon or caterpillar nest
as soon as they can be discovered.

Who Was in Fault?

A New Mexico correspondent of the
Springfield Republican writes as fol-

lows : Our eyes are opened to the cruelty
of the white men in regard to the Indi--

s. As au illustration : A few months
since, the eastern papers wero filled with
stories of atrocities perpetrated by the
red men, but they failed to tell the orig-

inal cause. The story iu this case is
this : The conductor of our train last
year was 6toppiug at the end of the road
in a little village where the Indians were
settled, and where as usual the inevita
ble whisky saloon was established.
While talking with au aed Indian by
his cabin with his family of children
about him, three mounted cow-boy- s

came out of the saloon, and, dashing by
our conductor, fired at the old man aud
killed him upon the spot. The air of
the fatal bullet was felt by our friend.
He at once did all he could to aid the
stricken household, who found in him a
friend. The next day on his return
trip the bodies of three white men lay
where the old Indian stood a few hours
before, and the grim savage simply said
"Me bury the red man, but the white
man may rest where he lies." These
cow-boy-s had no provocation whatever,
aud it was learned afterward that the
poor man was the victim of a bet of 10
by the cruel murderer, who said "he
would shoot the old mau between the
eyes on a fly" or lose the bet. This was
the beginning of one of the recent In-

dian outrages iu New Mexico. Who was
in fault ? v

The Same Story.

One of thope useful but exasperating
members of society who aTe always pre-

pared to prove at a moment's notice
that however hot, cold, wet or dry. a
season may be, it is just -- about
as hot, cold, wet or dry a?
the average, haa sent to a Boston paper
his record of Btiowfalls iu that city for
the last thirty-nin- e years. During the
winter which died an unnatural death
last month there were thirty-on- e snow
storm m Boston, including mere
flurries, and an aggregate precipitation
of five feot two and one-hal- f iucbes.
Thirty-eigh- t years ago there were forty,
four storms and eeven feet seven inches
of snow, a record which has not since
been surpassed. " Therefore it will be
Been," concludes the statistician iu the
old familiar way, " that we have had
about nn average number of snowstorms
and depth of snow in BoBtun during
the past season."

Not a Candidate. Stilson Hutchins,
editor of the Washington Post and (Jon-cor- d

(N. H.) Union, writes : "Mr. Til-de- n

said to us tome weeks ago that he
would not accept the nomination for
Governor this year for a e title
to the State of New York, and that he
had no more iutention of being a candi-

date for President ia 1884 than he had
of becoming au applicant for the throne
of Russia."

tell him that even my great love for him,
even the prospect of being near and
watching over him once again, could not
persuade me to touch with my lips the
accursed drink ! Save me if you can by
other means, and I will live for him
again, as I have lived for him before.
Bnt do not force that to my lipa. With
my last strength I will resist you. 1

will turn my head from the myrrh and
wine, and dio as my Saviour died !"

Faithful to her resolve, from that hour
she sank, and they brought her hus-
band in to sit beside her through these
last hours. A little before the end came
she looked at Dr. Lisner, and he bent
over her with his ear very near her lips,
as before.

"Tell him, when I am dead," she
gasped; "something tella me it will save
him yet."

"If you gain greater asjuranco of
that toward the end, will you let me
know, dear Clara ?" he murmured back.

Her power of speech was gone, but
she looked at him with the earnest
agony of vain endeavor.

"If possible, and if you are happy in
that increased assurance, toward the
end, will you signify it by turning your
eyes from him to mo, and back again ?"

She looked at him with a thankful
smile; and he sat on one side of the bed,
holding her hand, while the husband
held the other. So they sat for half an
hour, her face growing radiant and inef-
fably calm. Then, as though she saw
the Summoner, she gave her husband
one long, bright look, raised her eyes
for an instanl to Dr. Eisner's, and Ax
ing them again upon her husband s
face with forgiving hopefulness, con-tinne- d

looking fondly bo until she died.
From that scene, and from the mo

ment when, above the dead one's grave,
Dr. Lisner poured into his ear all that
her last words bad bid him utter, Addi
son Asher went down to his grave a man
so changed that his worst enemies and
he had made some spoke softly of him.
Wifeless, childless, and, with the ex
ception of Dr. Lisner, friendless ; with
squandered fortune, and ruined health,
and premature gray hair, and wrinkles
come too soon, he went down to his
grave with one memory clinging around
him like a sanctifying robe.

With temptation tugging at him in the
guise of hereditary passion, craving
thirst, life-lon- g habit, unrelenting re
morse, he kept before his eyes the pic-
ture of a dying woman, whose eyes
were fixed on him with a forgiving
hopefulness, and working out her own
salvation with fear and trembling, next
to the God who had heard her, he wor-
shipped the wife that had saved h:'m.

The Lessons it Teaches.

Writing of the Malley case, the Albany
Areus says: Meantime to parentis auU
children the case is preaching a tragic
sermon against the failures of fathers
and mothers to care for the character,
as well as the comforts of their children.
It is a sermon against sending forth vain
diughteif, in the company of well
dressed intending scoundrels, whose
means of buying luxuries and maintain
ing a flash appearance are accepted as
substitutes for principles f honor and
the common kindness which even beasts
possess. It is a sermon against promis
cuous dances, fancy suppers, indiscrim
inate associations, and secluded drives,
at late hours, beyond the constraints cf
home and under circumstances to rouse
the devil there is in any man and possi-
bilities to wickedness or fatal confidence
which are in every woman. It is a ser
mon against bringing up boys to be
loafers, ministering to their own pas-

sions, and girls to be simpering, gig-

gling, pampered idlers, intent on no
useful work, but pursuing the gratifica-
tion of their vanity, and trusting to
their wits alone to keep them from the
snares which are set under every excite
ment and pleasure. One amiable beauty
went to dishonor and death out of a
decent and plain home, in the furious
search for enjoyment which ministered
something to pride, something to the
senses, and nothing to the mind. Two
boys, who might have earned a respect-
able living and added to the world's sum
of work, went into a conspiracy against
a woman's honor, did her to her death
aud are now silting in' the shadow of
the gallows. If such lessons as are
taught were needed, and who shall say
they were not ? surely the memory of
that pale and anguished face, beautiful
in the quiet and peace of death, looking
up from the mud and ooze of the river
bank, in the yellow light of an August
morning, should be a moral monitor, W
the homes of this land, for as long as a
child's love, a daughter's honor, and a
parent's pride in both, have power to
move the mind and heart of the race.

A Batter I'uddinsr.

An excellent batter pudding made
with eggs in the good old fashion way
before baking powders wero known.
and served with strawberry sauce, is a
fine dessert. Here is the receipt : For
the pudding. Stir twelve tablespoon-ful- s

of flour into the yolks of nine eggs,
and beat thoroughly, adding a little
salt. Stir in slowly a quart of milk, and
just before putting the , pudding in the
bag add the whites of nine eggs. Boil
either in a greased mould or in a heavy
linen or jean bag, which has been well
greased and floured. Let the pudding
boil slowly two hours, being careful that
the water i8 boiling when it is put in
and that the boiling does not stop for an
instant till it is done. Alter you lift
the pudding ontof the water, submerge
the mould or bag in cold water for a
seoond, this will insure tho pudding
coming out of the mould smooth and
glassy. Serve at once with the folk wing
strawberry sauce : Beat to a cream half
a cup of sweet butter and two cups of
powdered sugar, and add a large cup of
strawberries. Mash the berries thor-
oughly and beat them into the sauce so
that they form a smooth crimson runs.
The golden batter pudding looks very
pretty with this crimson sauce, and is
delicious. This is an excellent way to
introduce strawberries to the table when
they first como and are expensive, as
as only a few aro required and the early
acid berries am fully as good for flavor-
ing as the later sweet oues.

Some people are always looking tor
the bad, and of course always find it.
They insist oa carrying the heavy end
of the log all through life.

LOCKIXQ THE STABLE DOOR.
BY LILUE E. BAKU.

" Maggie," said John, one winter night,
When tbe weather was cold and wet,

"Yon did not thnt the stable door,
And I wonder you could forget.

You know that yon went there late for egg?,
And you left the door dear;

So better go lock it at once, Maggie,
Or the pony will stray, I fear."

" Why, John, yon were in the stable last;
You went to give Finny her corn ;

And I think you had better lock the door
If you want her morn."

"Maggie, you know (hat you went for eggs."
' ' Ob, but that was at four o'clock;

And if vou'ie afraid of Fanny, John,
You had better go turn the lock."

" My boots are off, ai d my pipe is lit.
And I'm balancing books

Go, Maggie, sud lock the stable dojr,
And see if the pony is light.

I would do it with pleasure myself,
But r 111 busy, as you can see:

And I realiy think you ongbt 10 learu
To rely on yourself not me."

He looked at bis pretty little wife,
And the saucily toseed her head;

" And really I think that you might St .
I am making bread.

And now, when my hand are in the yeast
Why, John, 1 am perfectly shocked !

I wouldn't go now to the stable
If its door should never be locked."

" Very well, love; but if Fanny's lost
You must never blame me," he said,

Then he turned anew to bills and books,
And Maggie to kneading her bread.

But, O ! the evening was sad and long,
And the balances all at fault?

And Maggie's bread did not rise at all;
It was ruined with too much suit.

Magsne was silent, busy and sad,
And John could make nothing come olear.

At lengih he said, with a merry laugh:
" Shall we go the stable, dear ?'

So rhe took th light ; he took the key;
And they went through the wind and rain

But they cover for trifles quarrel'd more,
bo the lesson was not in vain.

Ledger.

asber's Wife.
It was with fecliugs which she strode

in vain to analyze that Clara Clark, at
the mature age tf thirty-eigh- t changed
her maiden name, and became Mrs.
Addison Asher.

The love waa norewone that induced
her to do this. All through the oclium
of being an old maid, sLe had preserved
in her heart a love that was ever fresh
and fair. She had gathered her roses
while they were buds, and not one petal
had lost a fragment of its bloom.

With that clearness of insight which
characterizes a universal opinion, every
one argned that Addison Asher was one
of the last men in the world whom
Clara Clark would be supposed likely to
marry. Clara was fastidious ; Asher
waa free. Her family Lad for genera-
tions been constant church-goer- s ; his
family, so far as it cculd be traced, had
been free-think- and fare livers, with
no particular capacity for anything
excepting epicurism. Drunkenness was
hereditary with them. The father and
grandfather had died of drink ; the boys

all excepting Addison had died of
drink ; and it was more than probable
that Addison, having inherited the re
mains of a once large fortune, wculd
follow in the same peiil-plante- d track.
The love of drink was hereditary with
the Asters so said Clara's friends and
relatives. It was an, incurable disease
of the blood a sort of physical madness

which descended from father to son,
and sooner or later wculd deitroy Addi-
son, as it had destroyed so many a
strong man of his family already. The
question was only a question of time.

The minister who jcned them to
gether ; tbe groomsmen and bridesmaids
who looked on ; the relatives and ac-

quaintances of the bride, who filled
tvery eligible part of the church, an
agreed in one unspoken opinion un
spoken, at least, for the time and that
was, that Clara had thrown herself away
upon a vagabond who would break her
heart

The ceremony over, the twain that
were one passed through the murmnrs
of the congregation down into the doom
of wedded life. For Clara, old friends,
old scenes, old influence s existed only
in the trembling mists cf memory. Her
husband took her with him to Lis home
in a quiet inland town, and, buried in
that seclusion, her friends only heard of
her at long intervals. Such news as did
come represented her as leadicg a life
of quiet hspj ioess. Not a tingle irreg-
ularity on Addison's part had as yet
been known to tinge that union with
the shadow of grief. Her friends won
dered and shook their wue heads.

"Of course, this will last for a little
while," they said. "It will be strange,
indeed if he don't keep straight six
months after his marriage," remarked
Clara's sisters among themselves. And
they all agreed, with innumerable shak
ings cf the head, that they wonld give
that enfant perdu jtist six months, and
not a day longer !

The little town in which Clara and
her husband lived was not easy of access;
her marriage had estranged from her
her family and friends ; consequently
Ehe had no visitors beyond the new
friends ehe made there. But one day,
toward the middle of summer, wheu the
six months were nearly ended, a horse-
man stopped at the large white house
where she lived, and asked whether Mr.
and Mrs. Asher were in. Being told
they were, the visitor gave his horse in
charge of a boy and handed in his card.
He was an old friend of Ashti, and an
old lover of Clara ; and while he was
waiting alone in the large, cool parlor,
through whose bowed shutters a light
as soft as twilight was admitted, he
found himself so deeply meditating upon
Clara's probable happiness, and what
might Lave been had there been no
Addison Asher to stand in his way, that
he only heard steps, which he did not
rennornizfl. when the bein who made

D
them had approached close to him.

He turned about to stretch out his
hands with all his old unreetrainable
fervor, but started back on beholding,
close to his elbow, a strange woiran,
annarentlv fiftv vears of aore. Her face

A tl 1
was as white as flesh cau become in
which the blood still circulates. Htr
large, translucent eyes were gloomed
with faint blue shadows underneath.
She stood there, like a mournful spirit,
gazing before her with serene sadness.
As he locked a dim attempt to smile,
Didden forth from some distant lair of
the soul, became visible around the
corners of her month- - nn,1 fc ttill

.
the PPMition held out its

I wa8tea and seemed about to speak.

Then for the firat time the visitor saw
who it was.

"Clara Mrs. Asher is it you?"
She motioned him to a seat, and

passed a handkerchief slowly across her
mouth, as though to hide an involun
tary trembling there.

" I am not looking well," she man
aged to say. "In fact, neither neither
Mr. Aslier nor I have been very well
lately, tie would come down to see
you, but he has a dreadful headache,
and I know you will excuse him to-da-

Dr. Lisner."
Her foimer lover gazed upon her for

a moment with inexpressible compas
sion ; made up his mind quickly, and
said :

" Clara, I studied every phase in your
nature too thoroughly, in the days that
are past, to deeerve that yon should
treat me as you would treat the world
at large. You are Buffering from seoret
griefs you tell no one. They are weigh-
ing you down and eating your soul
away. Tommy not know it, but you
are walking rapidly to your grave under
the pressure of all this ailent affliction.
I dare not ask you to confide in me.
can only ask you, before you make up
your mind to go on the rest cf that
journey alone, to pauso one instant and
remember that if there is a friend on
earth who will keep your seoret, what-
ever it may be, and do all that'ean be done
for you, even unto death, that friend is
here, waiting for you t epeak."

She had sat with her ringers inter-
locked, gazing at him with compressed
lips and set teeth, and white, ex
pressionless face. But ho, knowing her
nature, and how intense was the in
stinct that urged her to screen and save
her husband, hftd watched her narrowly,
and detected two or three Involuntary
swallowings in the throat and almost
imperceptible twitches of the head, due
to the brave restraint her will asserted
over a shattered nervous system. She
had thought that she could hear him
with pretended calmness to the end ;

could tranquily shake hands with him,
and so preserve her secret until she had
seen him go. Bat she had overestimated
her strength. The mind may do much
in commanding the body and enforcing
obedience; but there is a point at which
the body rebels, and the mind, in its
terror, succumbs. With Clara that
point was reached now. She had
schooled her nature for six long months',
and made it bear, without shrinking,
rude touches at which its first delicate
impulse was to shrivel up and scroll
itself away. But now the poor nerves,
stretched to their utmost tension,
snapped beneath the touch of a kind
word, and the divine agency of tears
rushed to the eyes before which Bhe
clos-pe- her hands.

I know that my secret is safe with
you, ehe eaid, when he rose to go, and
he did not prolong an interview so. piti-
ably painful. " I know you will let no
one share it. But do not think ill of
my poor husband. He cannot help it ;

it i3 madness with him. My friends
were right it is in his family blood.
He loves me with all the devotion of his
soul, as much as I love him ; bo that, if
this were not madness, you see he would
have broken himself of it long ere this.
He may be able to see you
and then you wv'l be careful not to let
him Bee in a moment of weakness I be-

trayed him ?"
And so she smiled him good-by- . But

as he rode along he murmured to him-

self. " Poor Clara ! that man is drink-
ing her into the grave. If brain fever
does not set in, she will drop dead some
day of broken heart !"

Almost all the rest of the day he rode
about the country, for he was out on a
summer's jaunt, and had intended, after
visiting the Ashers, to extent his trip
West. But now he resolved to bide his
time for a few days and await results.
He did not have to wait long.

Toward midnight he was aroused
from his sleep in his room at the hotel
by the landlord, who informed him that
one of Mrs. Asher's Bervants had come
in quest of him, with the information
that Mrs. Asher had been taken ill in
the evening, with all the symptoms of
an approaching dolirium, and that Mr.
ABber was nowhere to be found.

In ten minutes Dr. Lisner was in his
friend's house. His afternoon's prophecy
had been too true. Fever of the brain
had already commenced its work, and
Clara no longer recognized her old lover.

Until the crisis approached, during
the days and nights that Life and Death
fought in that dim chamber, dealing
each other deadly blows, he scarcely
left her aid-?- . Her husband had re
turned next day, but in such a dreadful
condition that it was only after many
hours' stupor reason enough returned
for him to understand what had taken
place. Then he, too, watched at the
bedside, with the look of an abject
criminal awaiting the execution of his
doom. But he obeyed Dr. Lisner and
the nurse who had been engaged like a
frightened child; and, when they led
him away, followed without a word or
question of resistance.

So it happened that one morning,
when Clara awoke from that profonnd
sleep which was to be either the sleep
of life or the sleep of death, she found
herself alone with Dr. Lisner and the
nurse, whom she heard talking in a low
tone together, They had not seen her
open her eyes, and she heard the doctor
say:

"When she wakes for I feel that she
will wake, and get well she is to take
a teaspoonful of thia every hour;" and
now ehe heard the sound of liquids being
poured.

Soon after thin, when the news that
she was awake had spread through the
house, Dr. Lisner held a teaspoonful of
something to her lips. She gave a
beseeching look, which caused him to
remove it again and bend his ear very

low to hear what f he said. Ia her weak

state it took'her many minutes to utter
it in tbe lowest of low whispers, but it
amounted to this:

"I don't care how weak I am. I don't
care so very much now whether I get
well or not. For I have done all I could
for him. I have lived for him; and, if

dying will do any good, I will die for

him. Even to save me from death,

don't put to my lipa anything like that

which .has cursed my wretched hus-

band's life. You know what I mean.

But if I die when I die you may tell

him that I might have saved my life,

but for hia sake, did not. Then you may
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