
The Brookfleld Ha rves t . 

Most good boys die young. This is a 
beautiful provision of nature. When we 
read a niemoir of a truly frood small boy, 
and think how unutterably tedious he 
must have been, and how much his par
ents must have suffered from his incapac
ity to thrill them with the crash of iurni-
ture and sweet music of the tin horn, we 
can scarcely feel too thankful that he is 
securely buried. The small boy in his 
normal state is sufficiently exasperating, 
but what parent is there who would not 
be crushed to the earth with sorrow were 
his small boy to suddenly model himself 
upon the dead small boys of Sunday-school 
literature, and at the same time refuse to 
die? How true it is that we do not apore-
ciate our blessings, and at times actually 
murmur over the lack of true goodness 
among our boys. 

liev. Mr. Sawyer, of West B'ookfield, 
Yt., posc esses an unique treasure in the 
person of a small boy whose inventive 
powers and devotion to his parents have 
rarely been paralleled. " l ie is not pre
cisely what you would call a good boy," 
remarked his fathei on one occasion, 
when his son was led home by the ear by 
an irate minister, charged with having 
fastened thirty-two distinct cats in the 
minister's fetudy, - 'but his heart 
is tull of love for whatever is just and 
right." This eulogy was fully merited, 
tor, although Master Sawyer was in no 
n»pect like the good small boy of liter
ature, he lately did a wise and noble act, 
for which the language ot ordinary praise 
is far too feeble. 

In Northern Vermont that peculiar 
form of social outrage formerly known as 
% "surprise party," but of late commonly 
called a "Bulgarian atrocity," is still la
mentably frequent. On a cold evening 
in the first week of the present month Mr. 
Sawyer and his family were seated quiet
ly by their social hearth, enjoying one 
another's society. The clergyman was 
reading aloud the Bishop's pastoial letter, 
his wife was busily calculating how to 
cut up her husband's old overcoat so as 
to supply him with a new waistcoat, her
self with her new overskirt, and master 
Sawyer with a pair of trowsers, while 
that excellent small boy was reading 
the improved adventures of an 
eminent pirate, and wondering whether 
he would ever be able to emulate him. 

Not oae of the family was prepared to 
receive visitors. Mr. Sawyer had on his 
dressing-gown and slippers: Mrs. Sawyer 
had let down her back hair to give fiee-
dom to her mental processes, and Master 
Sawyer had temporarily slipped off his 
trousers to supply his mother with a pat 
tern, while he wrapped the hearth-rug 
about him. Suddenly, and without the 
least warning, more than four dozen peo
ple ot all kinds and sexes, including men5 

women, reformers and theological stu
dents, burst into the loom, carrying cake 
and devastation with them. Master Saw
yer fled howling: the clergyman pushed 
back his spectacles and tried to smile a 
ghastly smile; and his heroic wife, by 
huiricdly twisting her back hair with 
both hands, and holding hvr 
-comb between her teeth, managed to 
avoid uttering the welcome which the in
vaders expected, but which her conscience 
toibade her to express. 

The maiauders conducted themselves 
after the usual custom of their kind. 
They conversed with one another with 
great hilarity, ignoring the sufferings of 
the clergyman and his wife. They spread 
their cake upon the table and devounng 
it without plates, scattered the crumbs 
over the new carpet. One young man. 
having laid a large piece ot jelly-cake 
on the sofa, subsequently sat d^wn on it. 
Alter having reduced the furniture to 
that state of grease that it was no longer 
safe to sit down, the miscreants gathered 
around the piano and *-ang "What Shall 
the Harvest B e f until Mr. Sawyer, mild 
as he was, legretted that he could not 
take a shai p scythe and reap an immed
iate and bloody harvest. 

While these blood curdling outrages 
were in progress ;n the pallor, the good 
small boy kept himself carefully out of 
the room. He was not, however, wasting 
his time in idle rage. He, too, heard the 
melodious inquiries as to the harvest, and 
lemarked to himself that they would find 
out all about the harvest if they would 
only wait a few nnnntes. Meanwhile, he 
was busily engaged in carrying pails of 
water, and emptying th°m on the front 
steps and along the walk leading from 
the front door to the gate. The night 
was cold, and the water froye rapidly. 
Under his admirable management t h e i c 1 

acquired an unusually Binooth and slip 
pery character, and when the work wa 
thoroughly done, tlie small boy retired 
to the second story front window and 
waited tor the surprise party to break 
up. 

The mooE was at the full, and shone 
brightly when the first pair of miscreants 
—the young man who sat on the jelly-
cake and a heavy yoeng lady, to whom 
he was affianced—issued from the front 
door, and instantly sat down with t ie-
mendous emphasis. Close behind them 
came the rest of the laiders, who with one 
accord strewed themselves over the ground 
until in some places they were collected 
three or tour deep. The shrieks of the 
ladies and the stranger remarks of the men 
filled the air. No sooner could a stiug-
gl ing wretch regain his feet than he 
would sit down again with renewed vio
lence. The affrighted clergyman and his 
wife gazed with wonder at the appalling 
spectacle, and the good small boy nevei 
ceased to sing " What Shall the Harvest 
Be?" at the very top of his lungs—inter
spersing that stirring hymn v,ith an oc
casional wild "whoop." 

Although only three persons sustained 
fatal injuries, theie was scarcely a mem
ber ol the party who eseaped without 
more or less serious wounds, either of 
body or clothing. Seventeen legs, two 
ribs, s i \ arms, and a nose were broken, 
five ankles and six wrists were sprained, 
and one shoulder was dislocated. The 
icy pavement was strewn with u a g -
ments of teeth, spectacles, coats, 
trousers, and skirts, and Master Sawyer 
kepicd up enough copper and silver 
change the next morning to enable him to 
buy twelve tickets in a raffle for a broken 
shot-gun, and subscribe handsomely to 
the missionary fund. I t is generally be
lieved that there will never be another sur
prise party in Brookfield, and i t is under 
contemplation among the middle-aged 
house-holders to present Master Sawyer 
with a service ot marbles and a life-mem
bership in the Foreign Missionary Society 
as a testimonial of their esteem and grat
i tude. 

Inc iden ts of t h e Siege of P l e v n a . 
^ 

Correstiondence London Standard. 
Skobeleff's wound was not dangerous, 

but would have been were i t not that on 
both occasions when he was struck he 
was wearing a thick double sheepskin 
coat, which turned the rifle ball and pre
vented the fragment of shell doing more 
than rip the flesh. Skobeleff rode away 
to visit the Czar, and I, having break
fasted with his staff, sallied out with its 
chief, Col. Keioupat Kine, to \ i e w t h e 
positions so gallantly taken and so obsti
nately defended on the night of the 9th 
and morning of the ICth. &s I scram
bled knee-deep in mud up the steep sides 
of the "Monte Vert" 1 could but wonder 
to myself how, under the pitiless fire of 
the Turkish regulars, the Russians had 
succeeded at all in making good their 
hold on the summit. 

A r m i n g on the ciest I had a glimpse 
at a corner of the Turkish position, but as 
it w at dangerous work to lift even for a 
moment one's head above the cover of the 
pit, no view could be got worth describ
ing. Still, what I did witness and will 
endeavor to t t l l you of was one of those 
little episodes of war which strike home its 
horrois to the heart more deeply than a 
day's wholesale slaughter. Fiom the 
Tuikish lines stole out five men. crouch
ing, creeping.and running over the broken 
giound between the lines towaid a field 
of maize, distant some HJO \a rds from 
their stait ing point. Their rifles were in 
their left hands, and every now and then, 
thinking themsthes safe from Russian 
ken, thfy would stop as though to see 
who ot them would go on first, and then 
go on again, all of them together. 

Their object was evidently to gain 
corn-field about 1/50 yards from the spot 
where Keroupat Kine and I were lyintf, 
and gather the standing eais, then make 
back with them to feast OH with their 
comrades in their trenches. But, alas for 
them, in this very corn-field the Russians 
had their rifle-pits: it was all over in less 
time than it takes to write it. As the five 
on hand and knees got amid the corn, 
the Russians leaped from the trenches in 
which they were hid, and in a moment, 
four Turks were quivering under their 
bayonets. The fifth had presence of 
mind enough to fling him his rifle, and 
such was his agonv of fear and the 
strength lent by it that the piece flew 
some fifty yards. 

He was pushed down with the but t end 
of a rifle, aud brought in a prisonei. He 
told us that hunger had compelled some 
fifty lacing us in the Turkish tienches 
to draw lots of five as to who should go 
out and gather fiom the field in their 
front bags full of ears of Indian com, and 
to these unlucky five the chance had 
fallen. 

In the earlier part of the day, whilst I 
was breakfasting with the staff, as already 
mentioned, a little detail of war occurred 
which, though of no importance in itself, 
serves to mark the character of war, and 
brings out its sufferings, and the callous
ness to the fate of others, which it must 
of necessity engender, even in the kindest 

fdispositions. 
A young, good-looking sub-lieutenant 

of some twenty years or so presented him
self with a military salute before our 
breakfast table, holding in his hand his 
coat-tail riddled with bullet-holes, and ex
plained that as junior artillery officer of 
his battle he had been ordered" to climb a 
tree to direct and mark the fire on a ncw-
ly-constiucted redoubt thrown up by the 
Turks and out of sight fiom the 
ground level; that he had been up there 
two hours, tho latter part of which he had 
been the target of some four Turk
ish sharpshooters, who were gradually im
proving their practice, and he thought 
that he had had enough of it, and begged 
to be relieved. E\erybody laughed as 
the Colonel, chief of the staff, ordered him 
back again to his post to remain until he 
fell or was called down. And so I laugh
ed too, in chorus, not quite understanding, 
for the moment what the matter was, -
ofjlife, and of death,—lie gave me as he 
took himself off to obey, an "Et tu Brute1'' 
look w hich I shall not forget. 

m m ^ l ^ 

The Dance of Dea th . 

December opened the winter's account 
with a ghastly overplus of murders and 
suicides; and the daily papers still teem 
with them until they are like that series 
ot black sketches in which Holbein save 
us the progress of Death's jubilee. Now 
it is a merchant in N p w York or Balti
more, who loses a great fortune, and puts 
an end to his life, leaving a wife and 

( helplpss children to fight the battle alone. 
I Now' it is a learned scholar, with but half 

a dozen pennies in his pocket, who locks 
the door of his garret and makes a sud
den end of it. Again, it is a mechanic, 
out of work, who shoots his wife snd him
self, after drowning the children. Oui 
readers will notice the exceptionally 
large number of murders also—murders 
by men maddened by drink and despair. 
But in the large majority of cases the 
want of money lies at the bottom of all 
the tiouble. 

Now, in almost every instance these 
men have been young or middle aged, 
able-bodied, possessed of plenty of 
strength, and some craft of hand or brain 
to compel a living from the world. The 
plain fact is, no matter what the pathetic 
circumstances in each individual's case, 
that they lay down and died because they 
would not live without money—money 
enough to iasure a certain amount ©f ease 
and comfort. Common sense, philosophy, 
the possession of great knowledge could 
not leconcile them to the miseries ot an 
empty pocket. There was a woman in 
this city last week, who, wearied out with 
want and pain, took her little girl in her 
arms, and tried to persuade the child that 
it was better to be at rest than to struggle 
any longer. She drank the poison, but 
whether she found lest only God knows. 
We can have patience and pity for such 
a tried soul, hounded by poverty, when 
it is in a woman's body. She had not 
strength or knowledge to fight the wolt 
back any more from the door; and tnere 
was her child in her arms, hungry and 
naked. I t is hardly any wonder that she 
refused upon the rack of the tough world 
to stretch life out longer. 

But a man's body and endurance ousrhr 
to be a different thing. Not one of the 
twenty suicides of last week but had one 
or a dozen means of keeping off want un
til better times came. All that was lack
ing was courage to bear poverty. The 
truth ought to be told about such cases. 
Reporters delight in l e t t i ng them forth 
with all the pomp of jfethos. I t is their 
trade, just as the undertaker finds his 
nodding plumes. Sui^jde is just now a 

sentimental fashion, almost as much as in 
the days of Werther. The ugly truth 
about it is, that s icide tor lack of money 
is but a shirking cowardice, from the 
meanest of motives. I t is worth our 
while, too, to look a little deeper into 
this matter. Is the American losing al
together, like the Frenchman, that nerv
ous stamina which enables the English
man or Scotchman to bear hunger with 
impregnable cheerfulness? or have we 
really made money our god to such an ex
tent that we cannot live without it, and 
without a good deal ot it, too?—2V. T. 
Tribune 

^» . 
Would A'ot Reciprocate . 

The following, from the Fairchild 
Me.) Chronicle, is neatly done and has 

wide application outside of Maine. He 
was the manager of a church fair, and 
one morning he walked into the news
paper office and said • u Want an item 
this morning f 

" Of course," replied the editor, were-
upon the visitor laid the following note 
upon the table : 

The ladies of the Street Church will 
give a festival at their vestry hall next 
Friday evening. Literary and musical 
entertainments will be provided and a 
supper will be served to all who desire. 
The ladies in charge of the affair have 
much experience in such matters, and are 
sure to provide a good time. Admission 
will be only fifteen cents, and it is certain 
that no one can spend that amount to a 
better advantage. Be sure to go and 
take your friends. 

When the editor had read it, he said: 
"Oh, 1 see—an advertisement." 

"No, not an advertisement. We prefer 
to have it go in the local column," replied 
the manager. 

And seeing the editor looked skeptical 
he continued : " I t will interest a great 
many of your readers, and help a good 
cause; besides, we have spent so much 
money getting up our entertainment that 
we cannot afford to advertise it without 
increasing the price of the tickets. In 
such a matter as this we ought to be 
willing to help each other " 

"Well," said the editor, "if it goes into 
the locals, I suppose you would recipro
cate by reading a little notice in your 
church next 8u»day." 

The visiting brother asked what notice 
and the editor wrote and banded him the 
following: 

The weekly Chronicle for the coming 
year will be the cheapest family paper in 
Maine. I ts proprietor has had much ex
perience, and has all the help which a 
large outlay of money can procure. His 
paper has a larger circulation than any 
other published in the county, and is to 
be furnished at only two dollars. I t is 
certain that no one can spend that 
amount to a better advantage. Be sure 
to take the Chronicle and subscribe for 
your friends. 

The manager hemmed and hesitated, 
and then said, bolemnly,that he "doubted 
whether it would be judicious to read 
such a notice," but suggested that if it 
was printed copies of it might be distri
buted a the door of the vestry on the 
evening of the entertainment. 

"Yes," said the editor, "but it would 
attract more attention in the middle of a 
sermon. I t will interest a large number 
of your congregation, and help a good 
cause, and, besides, so much is spent up
on the Chronicle that I don't see how the 
owner can afford to print handbills to 
advertise it without increasing the sub
scription price. In such a matter as this 
we ought to be willing to help each 
other." 

Then the gentleman saw the situation 
and went stiaight out, without leaving so 
much as a complimentary ticket. 

-*^ 
Another Resn l t of Dime Novel Read ing 

A local illustation of the evil efiect 
upon boys of the blood-and-thunder 
literature which is daily increasing both 
in quantity and trashiness is seen in a 
recent accident which betel a boy named 
La More. It has been stated in several 
papers that the severe scalp wound from* 
which lie was fooling with a revolver, but 
the real facts of the case are said to be as 
follows: La More and three boy friends 
were out walking in a field two or three 
weeks ago. when it was suggested by one 
of the party that they have a game of 
cards. It appears that the boys had been 
lately reading " The Blear-E\ed Blinker 
of tho Tuscaloosa Range," or " The 
Bloody-Handed Demon of Dead Man's 
Gulch." or " The One-Eyed Screamer of 
Assassination Hollow," or '• Slippery 
Sam.s bister," or other books of equally 
suggestive titles and edifving contents, 
foi they could not proceed until a solemn 
oath had been assumed by each boy that 
between them The revolver part of the 
business was absolutely necessary; it was 
explained by one who was posted upon 
the customs of California gamblers and 
border luilians and so the game was 
played "aecoiding to the book,'" each im-
peisonated adventurer sharply watching 
the motion of his opponents. La More 
was the winnci, and one of the losers 
slowly rising and pointing the r e \ohe r 
at the former's head, said with ail the 
fragic earnestness befitting the occasion, 
"Buckey, \ ou cheated, curse you." The 
boy foigpt t in t the re\olver was cocked, 
pressed his finger too hard on the trigger, 
a sharp lepoit followed and La More fell 
to the giound with the side of his head 
fun owed by the bullet. One inch nearer 
and the bullet would have entered his 
brain.—^[orth. Adams {i[ass.) 1 /anscript 

a» . 
Two Types of Life in Nevada. 

In the Carson Iribnne of a late date we 
find this little i tem: Judge F . K. Bechtel 
ai rived on the stage this afternoon from 
Bodie. He is en route to the scene of his 
boyhood days in Pennsylvania. The 
judge Ins resided in Bodie since 1862 
His implicit faith in the mines has been fi
nally rewarded, and he returns to his 
Eastern home a wealthy man. 

On Friday last a man named Carrolton, 
here in Virginia City, fifty years ot age, 
blew his brains out. A day or two pre
vious he remarked to a friend that he had 
a daughter, eighteen years of age,to edu
cate whom he had sent money East : that 
his daughter had recently married a gen
tleman there; that they were coming here 
to see him, and t h a t he would rather die 
than have his daughlgft come, here and 
find him poor. He was d ischarge^^ few 
days since from one of the min 
drank heavily for two or three 
on Friday borrowed a pistol from 
and, bidding hirA^Ood,bye, tutm 
and blew his bVains out. The cases ot 

Bechtel and of the suicide make between 
them a pretty good history of this country. 

In the Consolidated Virginia office yes
terday we saw half a million dollars' worth 
of silver bricks, and out-side deggar. Both 
were types of Nevada—the latter the more 
common type.— Virginia City Enterprises 

m 
Lost in a Coal Mine. 

BY M. A ROE. 
"Oh, Papal there is no school from 

noon to-day until next Monday!" exclaim
ed Tom Duncan, as he and 'his brother 
Jamie ran into the coal breaker at Monn-
tainville Colliery, and caught the hand 
of the Boss, as he stood in his office, sur
rounded by several miners. 

"Why not?" he asked, turning sharply 
on his little boys. 

"Because our teacher is going home to 
keep Thanksgiving," replied Tom. "He 
read us the President's proclamation all 
about what we're to give thanks for. 
Have you got our turkey yet, papa? You 
know we want a big dinner." 

"Yes," said the Boss, turning to the 
men, "turkey and a big dinner, for those 
who can get it, is what this Thanksgiv
ing amounts to. It 's precious little I 
have to give thanks for. 'No business' 
and 'hard times' was the cry last year,and 
I 'm sure it's worse thiB. We miners have 
too many idle days already. We don't 
need a President's proclamation to give 
us another." 

"That's so, Ross. An' I 'm thinkin' ye'd 
betther reconsider them names yer for 
droppin'. Mike Flinn can't afford holi
days—nor the rest aither, as fer that." 

"Then let them obey the rules and be 
on time. Mike has been late thiee morn
ings in succession. I t must be stopped." 

"Fai th! I know there's some desarves 
it, but Mike, yer honor " 

" I shall drop them for a week, anyway. 
You see that my order is given," and 
Boss turned slowly away. 

The men saw there was no appeal and 
went our, but the boys heard the Irish
man mutter, "It 's moighty hard on poor 
Mike." 

John Duncan wa3 a sturdy, honest En
glishman, generally liked by his employ
ers and the men. But tried as a man 
must necessarily be who has to meet the 
demands of both, he was at times apt to 
become cross and stubborn. His chil
dren recognized the mood, but little 
Jamie, the indulged pet, climbed up on 
the back of his chair, and throwing his 
arms around his father's neck, whispered, 
"Papa, perhaps Mike Ftinn can't come in 
time. I heard his wife was awful sick. 
Suppose it was our mother? My Sunday 
school teacher said we should be thank
ful that God has kept us safe and well 
through the long year." 

"Come, child, run oft to school, and I'll 
attend to the business here." 

The two children hurried away from 
the breaker, but ere they reached the 
school, Jamie said to Tom, "There's one 
thing I 'm thankful for anyhow, ain't 
you?" 

"What's that?" 
"Why, that we don't have to sit in the 

dirtv coal and pick slate all day." 
"No, I wouldn't like that. But I'll be 

glad when I 'm big enough to work in 
the mines and drive the mules. This 
afternoon let's coax some of the men to 
let us go down in the elevator, and watch 
'em at work, and come home with papa 
to-night."' 

"Would he let us?" 
"Oh, yes, you know we've gone with 

him before." 
When school was over the children 

went home for dinner, but said nothing 
ot their plan to their mother, lest she 
should forbid them. When they arrived 
at the shaft, three men with lamps burn
ing in their caps were just about to de
scend ; and Tom eagerly begged permis
sion to accompany them. The boys were 
favorites with the men, and they readily 
consented. On retching the bottom of 
the mine, seats were given them near the 
foot of the shaft, and they were told that 
their father would soon be there. For a 
long time they were amused wratchingthe 
miners' lights, as they shifted to and fro 
the loaded and empty cars. Then Tom 
grew restless and coaxed Jamie with him 
from one group ol workmen to another, 
till he picked up a lamp that was hooked 
fast to a stick, and asked a young iellow 
near him to light it. 

He thoughtlessly complied and the two 
children started oil" to look for their jfath 
er, amusing themselves with conjectures 
as to his pleasure and surprise at their 
courage. They did not notice that they 
had turned up the tunnel instead of down; 
but walked on and on, till as last Tom 
stopped and said, " W h y it's queer that 
we don't see papa or some of the men. 
Let's call." 

They shouted as loud as they could, 
(hen listened, but there was no reply. 
"Oh , Tom!" cried Jamie, we ought to 
have stayed where the men put us. Sup
pose we are lost and never get out?" 

"Pshaw, Jamie! don't begin to cry. 
We'll go back the way we came and be 
all right in a few minutes." 

They turned an 1 began, as they sup
posed, to letracc their steps. Eveiy lit
tle distance they cried for help, hat no 
o ice responded and terrified by the 
d 'ath-like silence and the loneliness oi 
their position they began running reck 
lessly forwaid, till Tom tripped on a 
lump of coal, and extinguished his lamp. 

they met according to appointment at the 
foot of the shaft without the boys. Their 
father wished to start off again but at 
last reluctantly yielded to the advice of 
the men to return and see if thev had not 
wandered into some of the intersecting 
mines and been taken out; if not, waft 
till morning, then call a general search. 

But Duncan went home to find his wife 
sitting alone, nale and anxious, by the 
cold hearth; and as he placed himself be
side her his hear t ached with the thought 
of his cherished little ones exposed to the 
damp and cold in these dark, dismal nits, 
if no worse fate befell them. And the 
worries and cares of tha day were trivial 
compared with the calamity that had 
now overtaken him. 

When the children found themselves in 
total darkness they clung to each other and 
cried aloud with fear. But Tom, who was 
naturally brave and full of expedients, 
said, after a time, " I thought I saw a car 
on the track ahead, just before I fell. 
Le t s try to feel our way to it. It 's so we 
and cold here." 

They groped ahead till they reached it, 
then ciambered in, and were thankful to 
find a dry and comparatively sheltered 
spot. 

"Oh, Tom," sobbed Jamie. "Do you 
think papa will ever find us? It 's like 
being buried alive. I wonder if God can 
see us. Suppose we ask Him to help us 
out?" v 

"Well, you pray. I got you into the 
scrape; He won't hear me. Teil Him tha 
we're hungry and cold, and to-morrow 
we want to keep Thanksgiving." 

Little Jamie offered his prayer in the 
simple faith that it would be answered, 
then worn out with fatigue they snuggled 
close to each other in a corner ot the car 
and dropped asleep. 

When Tom woke up he could not tell 
where he was, or what made him so cold 
and stiff; but soon the painful recollection 
ot his position returned, and leaving 
Jamie still sleeping, he crept to the other 
end of the car. Looking over it, he saw 
a faint gleam of light, like that falling 
through the crack of a closed door. He 
instantly thought tfiat this might be one 
of the openings of the mine, and, waking 
Jamie, they soon reached a broad wooden 
door, against which both pressed, till it 
opened and let them out into the clear 
beautiful sunlight. 

"Why, Tom, its Thanksgiving morning! 
We've been in the mines' all night. Do 
you know where we are?" 

"No, but yonder is a house. We'll go 
ask 'em the way." 

When the two children reached the 
hut, for it deserved no better name, they 
were shocked v/ith the poverty and 
wretchedness that met their eyes. Four 
little children in scant, ragged garments 
were hovering over a few coals, while in 
one corner of the room, seated on a bun
dle of straw, and dressed in a strange, 
fantastic manner, was a poor deranged 
woman. The sight ot the boys with their 
smutted faces seemed to arouse her anger. 
But a man stepped hurriedly forward and 
spoke sternly to her, then asked Tom 
what he wanted. 

Tom told his story, and the man re
plied, " 1 can't ask ye in, nor offer ye 
anything to eat, for we've none for our
selves, but I 'll see ye safe home, and yees 
kin tell the Boss that Mike Flinn did the 
best for ye he could." 

See them home he did, and bitter was 
John Duncan's repentance over his hasty 
decision of the day before when he heard 
the whole story. You may be sure there 
was a bountiful Thanksgiving dinner at 
Mike Flinn's that day.— Christian Union. 

drew a chalk-line with my nose clear 
across the sidewalk. 

The results of that cay were fatal. I t 
completely spoiled Miss Cornell's chan
ces of ever becoming that wife of mine. 

• m . 
A. Woman's Shr i ek . 

Then, although he regained his feet in a 
moment, they both realized that they 
were indeed lost, and they believed that 
they would never escape fiom that awful 
blickness 

The men who had brought them into 
the mines had gone to their woik some 
distance from the shalt in another direc
tion, and, believing that they had joined 
their father, gave them no further thought. 
The Boss knew nothing ot their adven
ture, and when the day's work was over 
returned home, feeling very much in the 
same mood as in the morning—that he 
had to bear more tnan his share of the 
burdens of life. When he opened his 
door and saw the bright firelight shining 

t&ble neatly spread he 
feeling that he could 
that night at least. 

B S K - ^ S wif<flB^§Kpa on the threshold 
with inquirfgfraflr 'the boys. She told 
him |hey hacwHfe iown the shaft early 
in the^aftern ^ * . , - . . . 
Filled with 
assistance of so: 
and search f 
their caps and 
the deserted pit 

J£nt directions to 
'tag the children 
gressed. After 

the sup; 
sigh ' 

That Girl of Mine. 

fe \ 

/ 

Now really my audacity in telling you 
about that girl of mine is astonishing. 

I t is an insult to the numerous percent
age of the fair sex who have taken an in
terest in me. My remarks should be 
"those girls, etc." But space will not per
mit. Want of space crowds out thousands 
of brilliant thoughts of would-be authors. 

Will there be a want of space in the 
next world? I fear so; especially if we 
take up our abode in that place paved 
with good intentions. 

But I am wandering from that girl of 
mine, and it is not pleasant thus to wan
der unless it be just before a dollar and 
a half supper, after a delightful dance, 
when I quietly disappear (to chew cloves), 
then as quietly reappear in a half hour. 

"Darling will you s u p ' " 
"Why, Ned, you are tooiat<-\ every bodv 

is through." I then "O pshaw!" but by 
this little artifice escape owing for the 
Buppers. 

We are back to our gir l ; now to pro
ceed. She had her little peculiarities | 
most girla have. Hi r father had his ditto. 
Most girls' fathers have. I t was the first 
time I had ever been courting. I was 
verdant, very—but I had pluck. Pluck 
is good as far as it goes, but when backed 
against muscle it doesn't go far enough. 

I was quite gushing and quite poor; 
yes, I believe that's what they call it 
when a fellow's not well lined with tin. 

Well, I burnished up what brass I had. 
and went in. I got into the squeezer, aud 
was aided out. I literally proposed to the 
whole family in turn. 

First the mother of that girl—it's a 
good thing, you know, to stand well with 
your mother-in-law. I flattered her. She 
flattered me. 

Then f asked papa's permission, lie 
growled out: 

"Can you support her?'' 
" I can try.1' * 
"So can a soap-boiler—IIum!X G. Go 

talk to her—she's a girl ot sense." 
I went to her. I found bhe was a girl 

of cents, or dollars I may say, for as I be
gan to speak she dropped her eyelids and 
looked timidly down. 

"My love," I whispered, "shall we cast 
our lots together, and glide unitedly 
through life?" 

Said she: "Ned, tell me how much 
your lots are worth, and th in I ' l l say 
whether I will glide or not."' 

"Miss Cornell, I don't wish to buy you," 
answered. 
She slid from my encircling arm nd 

reached the door. Put t ing her head out 
the called: 

"Pa !" 
Once was more than enough. That 

man, her "Pa," must have had something 
very heavy on his soul. I felt my coat 
rising in the back of my neck with per
suasive force. I t was the liveliest waltz 
I ever danced. The girl stood at the par-
or blinds singing: 
^ e flies through the air with the greatest of 

ease; 
to like a mule on the flying trapeze," 

made a carom on the doorstep, and 

A naval officer, who some time ago 
went to reside in Edinburg, having pre
viously engaged a large mansion on a 
short lease, dispatched his butler to re
ceive his furniture and have the house put 
in order. 

. T n e ^ u t ^ e r engaged a young woman re
siding in the neighborhood to clean out 
the rooms and arrange part of the fur
niture ; and he assisted himself to carry up 
a large chest of rather singular appear
ance. This gigantic box his master had 
purchased as a curiosity; but, unlike 
that described in the song" of the "Mistle
toe Bough," it did not shut, but opened 
with a spring attached to the lock,which 
being touched, the lid flew open and a 
tall brawny Highlandman in full costume 
stood erect, and struck out his right arm, 
in which was a wooden sword. The gen
tleman purchased it as a curious piece ot 
mechanism, and was wont to amuse his 
children with" it. 

"That's a heavy chest," said the woman 
as they p !aced it on the floor. 

"Yes," answered the butler, who was a 
wag ol the first water, "there's something 
heavy it it, certain; but there's something 
mysterious about it also; tor, although 
the key hangs at the end of it, not one of 
us is allowed to open it." 

"Did you never see the inside of i t?" 
replied she walking round it. 

"Never," said he. "It 's as much as 
any of our places are worth even to speak 
about it." So saying, the knight of the 
cork-screw looked first at the woman, 
then at the chest, then on the floor, and 
then retired slowly down stairs, whistling, 
to work on the ground flat. 

The girl proceeded to put things to 
rights in the room; but every time she 
passed the chest she thought it looked 
more odd. "Frailty, thy name is woman!" 
She rapped on the lid with her knuckles 
—it had a curious hollow sound—very! 
And none of the servants had dared to 
open i t ! What on earth could it contain? 
Well, it was none of her business; so she 
went diligently to work for five minutes, 
at the end of which time she found her
self standing, with her arm a-kimbo, 
gazing on the chest. 

" I t can do no harm to look into it ," 
thought she; so she quietly took the key 
from the nail, and applied it to the lock. 

Of course she heard footsteps on the 
stairs as every one will d« when atraid of 
detection in the commission of some act 
they wish to keep Ja secret. Again she 
regained her confidence and returned to 
the chest; she stooped and turned the key. 
Up flew the lid; and the wooden High
landman, in kilt and philabeg, sprang on 
his legs with more than human agility, 
and fetched the petrified girl a sharp 
whack across the shoulders with the flat 
of his Andrew Feirara. 

A prolonged shriek, ending in a moan 
of despair, indicated that the poorjwoman 
had sought relief in a swoon. The butler 
heard the shout, and guessed at once the 
cause. Holding both his sides with laught
er, he ascended the stairs, and watchci 
the issue ot thetransaction through he 
keyhole of the door of thejadjoining rt »m. 
In the course of a tew minutes the wom
an rose on her elbow, looking wildly 
around the room, till her eyes caught tho 
Highlandman bending over her. Seeing 
nothing but destruction awaiting her, two 
springs took her to the door; down stairs 
she went, followed by the butler (who 
saw matters were becoming serious), as if 
she wore wings, taking a flight of steps 
at every jump, and roar 
ing for aid, under the maddening im
pression that not the butler, but the 
Highlandman was at her heels; nor did 
she either slacken her pace, or look over 
her shoulder, till she found herself stand
ing in the house of a lady in the neigh
borhood, into which she at once ran, on 
seeing the door open. 

The poor woman did not recover from 
the tright for several days; but has ever 
since had a greater antipathy to a large 
chest than a mad dog; nor has she dis
played eny undue inclination to meddle 
with matters which do not concern her. 
As for a Highlandman, she positively re
fused a very eligible offer of marriage, a 
few months ago,from a handsome "kiltie," 
who never for a moment doubted that he 
could carry her heart by storm by ap
pearing in full costume. 

" T h a t ' s t he Way 1'apa Does , " 

A friend gave me lately the experience 
of a skillful professional man in about 
the following words- " M y early prac
tice," said the doctor, "was successful, 
and I soon attained an enviable position. 
I married a lovely gir l ; twochildien were 
born to us, and my domestic happiness 
was complete. But I was invited often 
to social parties where wine was freely 
circulated, and I scon became a slave to 
its power. Befoie I was aware of it I was 
a drunkard. My noble wife never taunted 
me with a bitter word, nev^r ceased to 
pray for my reformation. We became 
wretchedly poor, so that my family was 
pinched for daily bread. 

"One beautiful Sabbath my wife went 
to church, and left me lying on a lounge, 
sleeping off my previous night's debauch. 
I was aroused by hearing s-omething fall 
heavily on the floor. I opened my ejes 
and saw my little boy, six years old, tum
bling upon the carpet. His older brother 
said to h im: "Now get up and fall again. 
That's the way papa does; let's play we 
are drunk! ' I watched the child as he 
personated my beastly movements in a 
way that would have done credit to an 
actor. I arose and left the house, groan
ing in agony and remorse. I walked off 
miles into the country—thinking over my 
abominable sin, and the example I was 
setting before my children, I solemnly 
resolved that with God's help I would quit 
my cups, a n d I did. No lectuie I ever 
heard from Mr. Gough moved my soul 
like the spectacle of my own sweet boys 
'playing drunk as papa does.''"—liev. Dr. 
Cuyler, in Tlte Evanqelisi. 

^ 
Mr. Frame of Comber, Belfast, forgot 

after a bird show there, to unpack a box 
containing two carrier pigeons, and the 
poor birds remained there from Monday 
to Saturday in a space so small that 
neither could stand up. Yet when it was 
opened the cock seemed all right, and 
the hen recovered in a few days. I t 
shows the endurance of the bird*, when 
carrying. 
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