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HARDWARE. Tragedy. foot of the Fall, whose celled and bub-

bly masses towered up several inches
above my head. Of course I got into
the eddy, I sailed round and round in
it forty-fou- r times chasing a chip and
gaining on it reaching for the same
bush on the bank forty-fou- r times, and

Josh Billings and the Lekter Com-mitt- yt

Letters which pass from great men
to great men are often wise to owlish-nes- s,

and so successfully discursive as
to treat beautifully npon everything
but the point at u issoo." , ;

Salt Point, Feb. 10, 1867.
Billings, Esq. :

I am instructed by our association
inquire of you, and solicit a reply,
you could read a discourse before

our lyceum this winter, and, if so, at
what time, on what subject, and npon
what terms.

Most respectfully yours,
Ezra Smith, Cor. Sec'ry.

Pokipsy, Feb. 12, 1867.
Smith, Mi Dear :

This day, at 10 o'clock a. m., I cum
in contact with your letter, and was
real glad tew hear from yo. How do
you like bein Cor. Sek. ov a Ly. As-so- ci

? It is a light, pretty bizziness,
and don't require much capital.

Let me ask you if you are any
to Jake Smith, the batter. If

you are, forgit it, for Jake is a com-

mon cuss.
The Smiths are a good family, and

prevail more permiskus than enny
kind ov folks that I kno ov, but it
would be unnatral in the highest if
thare want sum, whare they was so
thick, that was wuss than the rest.

Did yu ever read history, Ezra ? If
yn didn't yu will be serprised ten hear
that John Smith married Pokerhontas,
the daughter of Po what tan, the injun
boss.

The way this happened was so:
Smith was about getting slewed, when
Pokerhontas went in, and fell flat on
him. Old Powhattan giv it up, and
Poker honta3 had Smith, and Smith
settled down and went into the injun
bizziness, in a small way, on his own
hook.

WILCOX & GIBBS

SEWING MACHINES
FOR

FORTY-FIV- E DOLLARS.

Love in a Saw Mill.

About fourteen years ago I was
employed as head sawyer ia the steam
saw mill of L. D. Smith & Co., near
the mining town of S . Mr.
Smith and his family were living in a
neat cottage close to the mill, and of-

ten I and the engineer, James Alton
by name, were invited by our employ-
er to attend the evening worship held
in his house.

One evening, just as we were tak-

ing leave of his family, we heard the
sound of carriage wheels, immediately
followed by a knock at the outer door.

" Minnie is coming !" " Minnie is
coming 1" exclaimed Mrs. Smith, rush-

ing past us into the entry, fler hus-

band followed with a light.
A minute after the door opened,

and Minnie, her oldest daughter, was
locked in her mother's arm3.

Minnie wa3 a beautiful girl, about
seventeen years of age. Three years
she had passed in a young ladies' sem-
inary near Utica, New York, and now
she had returned to her mountain
home, amidst the pines and cedars of
California.

The engineer and I lingered awhile
after her arrival, for both desired to
be introduced to Minnie Smith.

' Minnie, I make you acquainted
with Louis, our head sawyer, and
James, our engineer. I guess you'll
be glad to make their acquaintance,
for both are good musicians and ex-

cellent singers. I suppose your mu-

sical education has not been neglect-
ed?"

"I have learned a little instrument-
al music, but I have no voice," replied
she to her father, after bowing to us.
James had held out his hand, but she
did not touch it, and I saw that he
blushed deeply, while his eyes glitter-
ed revengefully at what he supposed
her disdain.

Soon after we left the cottage. On
our way to the mill I said :

James, old boy, you look mad.
Why, don't you know that in good so-

ciety they never shake hand3, but only
bow?"

" Well,-- didn't know it. But nev-

ertheless, she could have shaken hands
with me when she saw that I held out
my hand," replied he in a surly tone.

I then begau to praise Minnie's
beauty, and asked his opinion about
her; but he gave me no answer.
When we parted for the night I notic

He gav me a letter. It was too
dark to read it outside, and I entered
his room. I sat down and read the
letter, which was from James' mother,
urging him to come instantly.

" You thought I was mad at you
because you made love to Minnie.
But you were mistaken old boy, for
look at this letter handing me another.
It was a letter apparently from a
young girl, although the handwriting
looked rather masculine. It was dated
from the same New England village
in which James' mother was living,
and its contents breathed intense love
for him. It was signed " Annie."

" Yes," replied he, in answer to my
questioning look, " I'll marry Annie as
soon as I set foot in my native village."

" Won't you wait until the bans are
published," asked I, with a laugh.

" Not a minute. I'll go straight to
her house, take her to the next par-
son who, for money and good words,
will soon tie the knot ! Now," contin-
ued he, alter a pause, during which he
took a bottle and two tin cups from a
shelf above his head ; "now let's drink
to the health of our intended bnde3."
And he filled the cups.

"Hold on, James! let me know
what is in the cups ?" said I.

" Your intended father-in-la- gave
me a bottle of Angelica wine. He said
that it was the best that he had in the
cellar," answered James.

I like sweet wine, and I took the
cup.

" Here is to the health and pros-
perity of Annie !" exclaimed I empty-
ing the cup.

" Here's to Miss Minnie, vhc I am
sure will be the best and truest of
wives !" was the toast of James, as he,
too, emptied his cup.

"Now here is a real Havanft !" said
he, taking some cigars fiom his pock-
et, and handed one which I lighted.
Then settled back into the chair I lis-

tened to a detailed account of Lis pre-
vious life. The narrative seemed very
uninteresting to me, and I was wish-
ing inwardly that it would soon end,
for I had to go to S that very
night on business connected with the
mill.

Gradually the light became dim,and
the voice of Jame3 sounded hollow.
I tried to tell him to trim the lamp
and speak a little louder, but my lips
only moved, and not a sound came
from my throat. The tobacco smoke is
choking me, thought I, casting my eyes
toward my right hand, which wa.5
slowly slipping from the edge of the
table upon which was lying the half
consumed cigar. Strange that I felt
no pain as the hand struck the sharp
corner of the chair. I tried to rise,
but my endeavors were vain. Some

out my arms. My hand came ia con-

tact with cold iron. I was mad ! No,
no, not mad, but I felt that lunacy in
the shape of a terrible specter was
approaching me for the question was
answered :

I was imprisoned within the steam
boiler 1

I began to shout :
"" Help ! George, for God's sake,

help !"

But my voice sounded like that of
a muffled bell. Then I commenced to
pound with my fists upon the iron.
" Surely, George must hear that," I
thought.

But no, he was whistling the tune
of Yankee Doodle.

Once he stopped, and a thrill of
joy ran through me. Then he began
again.

I felt my way to the head of the
boiler, for now I heard that he was
opening the furnace doors. I knew
well what he was going to do. Soon
I heard the scratching sound he was
lighting a match. Then I heard the
rustling of shavings which he was
throwing into the furnace. This wa3
shortly followed by a crackling sound.

"He's lit the fire, and I will be boil-
ed alive !" thought I, again pounding
and scratching against the sides of the
boiler, in the vain hope of making my-

self heard. I felt not the pain, but I
felt that the warm blood was dropping
from my lacerated knuckles and torn
nails. I listened. The sharp, crack-
ling sound of the fire became lower
and lower. Again I had hopes the
fire had gone out, and I knew that the
watchman had gone to bed, for the
lighting of the fire was his last duty
at five o'clock in the morning. I also
knew that the fireman would not rise
until half past five. Twenty, perhaps
twenty-fiv- e minutes, and then he would
come and relight the fire.

" Thirty minutes, and then I must
die !"

I folded my hands, I prayed to God
as I never prayed before. I recalled
to my mind a prayer my mother taught
me when I was a child, and a holy
calm came over me. for surely, thought
I, lie who sees the sparrow fall will
not desert me in my present need.

Slowly my hands parted and fell to
my side, and slowly I crawled back
towards the end of the boiler, where I
knew wa3 the man-hol- e through which
I had been shoved by the wicked en-

gineer, while I was under the influence
of the drug which he had administered.

I passed my hands over the cast-iro- n

plate which shut up the only
egre?3 to the boiler. I pushed against
it with all my strength ; still I knew
that one hundred pounds of steam pres-
sure could not remove that plate. I
felt exhausted at my efforts, and I
threw myself at full length upon the
flues. The water covered mc above
my neck, which kept above its level.

A desperate thought came to my
mind. Wrhy should I not drown my

"Quick, Jim, throw more pitch pine
slabs into the fire. Mr. Smith will
give us fits. Look I he is coming now
to find out why I haven't blown the
whistle."

"Watchman's fault I" grumbled Jim,
opening the doors and shoving into
the furnace a huge pile of shavings.
Mr. Smith then entered the fire room,
and James explained to him why the
steam was not up high enough to start
the engine.

' George ought to have started up
at five, but he must have been sleep-
ing at hi3 post." continued he.

"Well," said Minnie's father, " I
will tell Louis to pay him his wages
and discharge him."

When James heard my name men-
tioned, I could see that he trembled
from head to foot.

" By the way, where is Louis ? He
has not been to breakfast, and he did
not sleep in his room last night !" said
Mr. Smith.

" I I don't know," faltered the
guilty wretch, turning away.

" He said to the second sawyer that
he was going to S upon some bus-

iness," said Jim, looking up.
"All right. Now Mr. Alton, do your

best to get np steam a3 soon as pos-
sible, for every hour lost is money out
of the company's treasury," said Mr.
Smith, leaving the fireroom.

I felt faint aud weary, yet I remain-
ed at my post. James was passing to
and fro with restless steps. Once he
stopped and lifted the safety valve
from which now came a sound like a
sigh. Quickly he dropped the chord
connected with the lever, and some-
thing like a groan escaped from his
half-ope- n mouth.

He then lit his pipe, but after one
or two puffs he threw it upon a bench.
Then again he resumed his rapid walk.
I looked at the steam gauge. It indi-

cated ten pounds pressure to the
square inch, and was rapidly rising.
James stopped in his walk, and began
to oil the journals of the engine. The
fireman had gone out of the room.
" Now is my time," thought I, rising
up and jumping on the boiler of the
engine.

" James James !" cried I, and my
voice sounded even strange to me.
He quickly turned and sank upon his
knees as he saw my form standing a
few feet from where he had been at
work.

" Mercy, mercy !" growled he, with
uplifted hands.

" No mercy to a murderer !" shout-
ed I, jumping from the boiler with the
intention of seizing him.

But he was too quick for me. With
a cry of intense horror he sprang to
his feet and ran up the broad steps
leading to the upper part of the mill.

" Save me, save me !', shouted he to
the workmen, rushing past him to the
log-way- .

" Stop him, stop him !" shouted I,
springing after him. The men gave

shout, but instead of following him

FRANK B. DAVIS & CO.,

Successors toShcpheriison $ Dari

BRADFOKP, VERMONT,

OBHERAL DKALEKB IN

IRON,
STEEL,

COAL,

SEEDS,

GLASS,

BELTING,
JIARDWAIIE,

AGRICULTURAL IMPLEMENTS

&c, Ac, Ac.

20,000 pounds Nova Scotia Grind Stones, just
receiTed by F. B. DAVIS & CO.

fllllE CELEBRATED Prize Churn, ean be
lound at F. Ii. DAVIS & CO.

Send for Circular.

CCARPENTERS you can find tools of eyery
J duscription at the lowest market prices, from

the bent manufacturers, lioth Foreign and Amer-
ican, at F. B. DAVIS St CO.

CONSTANTLY on hand, Blacksmith'
description. Horse Shoes, Toe

Corks, Horse Nails, Malal)!c's,Nutts. Washers,
Bolts, 4c. We make a speciality of German
Glass and Builder's Materials ot every descrip-
tion. Orders solicited, which will receive our
special attention.

ITManufacturcr's Agents for John H. Rich-
ards' Blacking.

0"Authoriied Agents for the Snmpson Scale
Company.

IJALMER'S Springs and Fishcrville Axles, a
F. B. DAVIS ic CO.

PHOTOGRAPHS.

1 H I U K ii K K I) U C E I)

-- AT-

J. X. UEliSTEWS ROOMS.

Card FhotoRrnphs, Tin Types nnd till sizes,
cheaper than any other place in the County. I

have a large assortment of

STEREOSCOPIC VIEWS
OF T1IE

WHITE MOUNTAINS, NIAGARA,
and other scenery, consisting of some of the best
v.ews in the world, which will be sold from'l 10

to f?l 00 per dozen.

STEREOSCOPES
from $1 50 to $2 00 each. Oval Picture Frames

from 50 cents to $1 50 each.

SQUARE FRAMES
at just what the moulding costs without any

charge for making.

ALBUMS
holding i0 pictures from 75 cents to 3 00 each.

A lot of

STEEL EJfGRAIXGS,
Chromos, Lithographs, will be sold for just

what they cost iu Boston.
WINDOW AND PICTURE GLASS

of all sizes cheap, pictnro Cord and Knobs
of all kinds. Ant evetytiiing tertaining to the

picture business
J. N. WEBSTER.

Barton, June 8, 18f. 23

TE. D WIN ELL Dealer in all modern styles
Furniture, Carpets, Room Paper, Cloth

Curtains, Fixtures, TieU anil Cord ; also a
good assortment of Cortina and Caskets.

PRINTING! PRINTING! !

PRINTING!!!

THE

Franklin Printing Establishment,

NEWPORT, VERMONT,

ROYAL CUMMINGS, - Proprietor.

Has facilities for doing all kinds of Printing

FROM A CARD TO A POSTER,

In the best manner and on i he shortest notice.

A good stock of

Cards, Paper and Envelopes

are kept on hand.

ORDERS SOLICITED.
A Good Dairy Farm for Sale.

I will sell at private sale, my FARM pleasant-
ly located on the Creek road near East Albany,
containing I'M) ai res of excellent land, well fenc-
ed ; ore of the best springs In Orleans county
running to house, barn ; good neighbors ; a good
hop yard on the premises, buildings good, a nice
bouse and splendid horse barn, a good school
nearby; also, a large sugar crchard with 600
buckets and sugar bouse, pans and holders, all
in good order. Said farm will keep 10 cows and
team the year round; also, a goodly quantity of
fruit trees. This farm is known as the Fairman
Farm. Also, hay, grain, farming tools, sugar
tools and stock with the farm.

36tf NATHANIEL CHAFFEE.

WHITE CHESTER BOARS.
All In want of the best breed of hogs will do

well to call at my place and see my stock of
White Chesters. I have purchased a coupie of
boars from L. B. nilver of Salem, Ohio, which
are noble specimens of their kind, and which
will be kept for the accommodation of those de-
siring the best quality of hogs.

H. C. CLEVELAND.
Coventry, Aug. 24, 18C9. 34tf

FRESH LOT OK DRY GOODS for saleA CHEAP AT IWOMBLY'8

PAINT SHOP.
In " Bowler's Building." next door to Rash,
Door and Blind Manufactory, Barton, Vt.

Painting, Glazing, Whitewashing,
AKD

PAPER HANGING, Ac.
executed and satisfaction guaranteed.

I8yl FRED. H. MORSE, Painter.

RANDY, SKINNER & PARKER Deal- -
ers in Groceries and General Hardware.

Barton Landinr. Vt. Atrcnts for Nails. Plows.
lovts, Ac., at Wholesale and Retail.

OA RAMSEY Carrlasa Painting. Barton
Over Ufford'i Carriage Shop.

E. E. RAWSOX,
DIALtB IS

CABINET AND METROPOLITAN ORGANS
AXD

ARLINGTON PIANOS.
AttTOW, - T1SMOKT.

1ETM. W GROUT-Attor- ney and Counsell
Jm ,?rV waiCmim Agent, Barton. Vt.

the Courts in Orleans and Caledonia
Counties.

The sun was settin' like a hen
Upon his western nest,

And if he wasn't pnrty red,
Why, then, may I be Wort,

Young Samyule Fod old Podses son-- Was

lookin' at the sky,
When from the cow yard back of him

There caine a cry.

l'ion the bosom of the fence
Reclined Jcrushcw Dow,

While at her cum, with bltlgna roar,
A ramparageous cow.

"Oh, laws a massy! help me, Sam!"
Jurutihy did exclaim :

And Siunyule drawed his jack-knif- e forth,
And then put back the same.

" Sweet maid," he said, courageously,
" Just hold the critter's horns,

Or else when I cum up she'll be
A treddin on my corns!"

She quickly smiled her gratiehude,
When swift, the varmint stoops,

And in a moment had Miss Pow
A hangin' by her hoot.

Then Saniyulc's latent dander riz,
And with a fearful frown,

He seized a heavy sistern iole
Ami knocked the old cow down.

The oonkerin' hero dropped bin pole,
And flew to w here Miw Pow

Stood leanln' up agin the fence,
A yellin at the cow.

Sez he, "Jerusey, promiHe me,
Bvfore agin we part,

That you will take the name of Pod,
And eafce my achin heart""

she. " Mr. Pod, Sir. if you pleat.
And if you must know all

I've promised Aliekander Bangs
To marry him next fall."

Pwr Sam tile paused to hear no more,
Itut burnt out into groann,

And pulled lii hair, and pcratehe-- liiw welf,

And tore bis pantaloons.

The dark duek MUid invited lilm.
He plungt-- beneath the wave,

And with a grown upon his lips
He sank Into that grave.

Jesuit Missionaries.

The Jesuit missionaries, with un
doubted heroism, made their wav into
the dark places of the earth. They
founded a flourishing settlement iu
Brazil that seemed for a long time full

of delightful promise. They half con-

verted the Japanese ; they ruled at
'ekin and made the Chinese acquain

ted with western science ; they pene-

trated to Ethiopia ; they softened the
savages of Canada and Illinois: and

icy proved their sincerity and hero
ism by a thousand arduous exploits.
Yet a similar ill fortune seemed to at-

tend all their enterprises, and China,
Japan, America, Ethiopia once more
repelled with bitter hatred the oppres-
sive sway of Rome. A multitude of
pious and earnest Jesuits, whose pure
and holy lives have been sacrificed in
vain, have labored and died in savage
wildernesses, in heathen cities, in ma- -

arious jungles and in icv solitudes;
but the intrigues and vices of their
talian masters have uniformlv de

stroyed the fruits of their martyrdom
and self devotion.

With their home missions the Jesu
its were more successful. Here, too,
they strove to unite arms with letters,
and to plant their free schools in the
heretical north by diplomacy and the
word. I liey ptceled the heart of

Charles V if indeed he ever posses
sed one ajjain-- t his protestant sub
jects; and he was soon induced to
commence a bitter war against the
heretical league. At the battle of
Muhlbcrg, where the Germans were
routed and overthrown, Bobadilla ap-

peared in the front ranks of the Cath
olic forces, mounted upon a spirited
steed, waving his crucifix on high, and
promising victorv to the imperial
cause. The Protestants fled, and soon
in all their terrified cities flourishing
Jesuit colleges sprang up as if by ma-

gic, and thousands of children were
instructed and confirmed in the vis-

ions of Loyola and the decrees of the
Council of Trent. The Jesuits made
admirable teachers. Loyola was re-

solved to make his colleges splendid
with erudition and genius. At Rome
he gathered around him the most ac-

complished professors, the most abun-

dant learning ; and lie lavished money
in profusion to provide fine buildings,
ibraries, and all the apparatus of let

ters. The most intelligent scholars
were noted, rewarded, encouraged;
every promising genius was snatched
from the world and devoted to the
cultivation of inferior minds; a severe
aii'i perfect discipline prevailed in all
us schools ; and it is chiefly as teach

ers tnat the Jesuits won their lasting
triumphs in the German cities. Their
free schools educated the rising gen
eration, and the Protestants, who had
leretofore possessed all the literature
of the age, soon found themselves met
and often overthrown by the keen cas
uistry ot the Jesuit scholars. A re-

action took place, and Germany seem-
ed swiftlv returning to the ancient
faith. Eugene Lawrence, in Harper.

Drunk. Young man, did you ever
stop to think how that word sounds?
Did vou ever think what miser" and
woe you brought upon your friends,
when you degraded your manhood by
getting drunk ? How it rings in the
ear of a loving: wife ! How it makes
the heart ot a fond mother bleed !

How it crushes out the hopes of a do-

ting father, and brings reproach and
shame upon loving sisters ! Drunk !

See him as he leans 'ajrainst some
friendly house. He stands ready to
fall into the open jaws ef hell, uncon-
scious as to his approaching fate.
The wile, with tearful eyes and aching
heart, sits at the window to hear her
husband's footsteps; but alas! they
come not. He is drunk ! The hus
band, the parent, is drunk, spending
bis time and money when lie should
be at home. Instead of enjoying the
comioris oi trio nome circle, he is
drunk ! He ia spending his means of
support, for liquor, while his family is
starving for bread, his children suffer
ing for clothing. Drunk ! His rcpu
tation is gone, gone ! His friends, one
by one, are reluctantly leaving him to
a miserable fate.

The Yosemite Valley is thickly dot
ted with the ruins ot Aztec or Toltic
cities and fortifications, in some of
which timbers exposed to the storms
and blazing sun of that trying climate,
are yet to be seen in a good state of
preservation, showing that the build
ers must have disappeared at a com
paratively recent date.

A man may have much of the world
and not be much of a man.

Keep aloof from sadness, for sad
ness is sickness of the soul.

just exactly missing it by a hairs
breadth every time. At last a man
walked down and sat down close to J.
that bush, and put a pipe in his mouth,
and lit a match, and followed me with to
one eye and kept the other on the if
match while he sheltered it in his
hand from the wind. Presently a puff
of wind blew it out The next time
I swept around, be said :

" Got a match?"
" Yes in my other vest. Help me

out, please."
" Not for Joo."
When I came around again I said :

" Excuse the seemingly impertinent
curiosity of a drowning man, but will
you explain this singular conduct of
yours?" ...

" With pleasure. I am the Coro-

ner. Don't hurry on my account, I
can wait for you. But I wish I bad a
match."

I said : " Take my place and I'll
go and get you one."

He declined. This lack of confi-

dence on his part created a coolness
between us, and from that time for-

ward I avoided him. It was my idea,
in case anything happened to me, to
so time the occurrence as to throw my
custom into the hands of the opposi-
tion coroner over on the American
side. A policeman came along and
arrested me for disturbing the peace
by yelling at people on shore for help.
The Judge lined me, but I had the
advantage of him. My money was
with my pantaloons, and my panta-
loons were with the Indians.

Thus 1 escaped. I am now lying
in a critical condition. At least I am
lying anyway critical or not critical.

I am hurt all over, but I cannot
tell the full extent yet, because the
doctor is not done taking the inven-torj- r.

He will make out my manifest
this evening. However, thus far he
thinks only six of my wounds are fa-

tal. I don't mind the other.
Upon regaining my right mind, I

said:
" It is an awfully savage tribe of

Indians that do the bead work and
moccasins for Niagara Falls, doctor,
Where are they from ?"

" Limerick, my son."

The Meanest Vice.

There are two or three marked pe-

culiarities in the vice of calumny. In
the first place, considering the mis-

chief it does, there is very little pun-
ishment to the person practising it.
Personal vices are dearly paid for
even in this world ; and most of us
learn, through bitter experience and
by dire remorse, the sin and mischief
of our wrong doings. Then there is
the thorough ignorance, for the most
part, on the part of the calumniator,
of the mischief and misery that he
causes by calumny. A good, easy
man, or one who believes himself to
be such, may have been a steady pro-

pagator of injurious reports deeply
affecting other people ; and the poor
man goes down to his grave in the
confident belief that he has been a
most exemplary member of society.
The most unfortunate fact about cal-

umny is, that you seldom witness the
sufferings you create by calumniating.
Your other cruelties you know about,
and often see the issue of them; but
the agonies you cause by every form
of calumny, detraction, disparagement
and erroneous statement, rarely come
to your knowledge, or to the knowl-
edge of any human being, except the
person who is calumniated. A cer
tain humorist is wont to contend that
the sum of misery in human life is al-

ways the same. He says the sum of
forces in the material world is always
the same, and so is the amount of hu-

man misery. It is in vain that you
urge against him that everything has
become milder in the world; that
wars are conducted with less cruelty
and less destruction of property ; that
religious persecution has, compara-
tively speaking, ceased to exist; that
there is an immense advance in medi-

cal skill ; and that, generally, human
ity is in the ascendant. He is pleas
ed to admit vour statements : bnt con
tends that all these good things are
counterbalanced by more sensitiveness
on the part of the human race, and
by their caring more and more for
what is said and written about them ;

and also that there is so much more
talking and so much more writing.
Iu short, he maintains that the pro
gress ot calumny, ana ine severity
with which it is felt, will always coun-

teract any advantages that are gained
for the human race. A strange thing,
he observes, is this that the less
truth there is in the calumny, the
greater are the sufferings of the per-

son calumniated. ' You would think,'
he says, ' that when a man hears that
something has been said or written of
him that does not apply to him, any
more than it would to the inhabitant
of another planet, he would not take
the calumny to heart. But no; this
only makes him more furious and more
vexed. If it did apply, he could then
bear it, as be should deserve it ; and
so in this case the pointless arrow in
flicts the severest wound. Moralists
have exhausted their energies in de
nouncing the vices of detraction and
backbiting. With the exception of
St, Paul's words about charity, which
embrace the whole subject, perhaps
the most practical remarks that have
been made upon it are those which
have been made by the writer who
goes by the name of Thomas a'Kem- -

pis. After denouncing the evil of ut- -

tering injurious statements known to
be false, which, however, is compar-
atively rare, he goes on to eay that
yon should not soon pour ont to the
ears of others those injurious reports
even that you do believe. Arthur
Helps, in Good Words.

Persecution and affliction and trial
hasten the fruit buds of truth.

Let your promises be sincere, and
within the compass of your ability.

Sorrows rains brings blossoms and
bird songs to the tree of knowledge.

A truly great man never puts away
the simplicity of a child.

II

DON'T It E SCARED,
About "Factory worn" single threaders, "adver-
tised by other parties," (see Express,) for no mer.
chant tailor, or any other tailor ever uses a loip
stitch machine, but double threaders only.

Why don't tailors use the Wilcox & Gibbs
Machine ? Answer because it makes the loop
stitch and if it gets unlooped at the end of the
aeam, the seam will pnll open without breaking
the thread. Try it, and then you will know why
tailors don't use them.

But the Wilcox & Gibbs agent told us it made
the "twisted loop" stitch, and a "fast seam," and
that it was a "first class" machine, and run vary
still, and it cost $65 with a small cover and Bar-nu- m

self seam.

Did the agent make you believe it made a fast
seam ? Yes ; and he proved it by cutting off
part of the stitches on the right side and then it
would hold to pull hard upon, straight across the
seam.

So will the seam of any of the little cheap loop
stitch machines if managed just in that way, bnt
that docs not hinder the seam pulling open, if it
happens to get unlooped, neither does the high
price that you paid .for it, nor its running still,
nor its twisted loop, make It, any safer than the
work of a machine that costs but 915. The twist
ia only to twist $25 or 30 more out of your
pocket than you ought to pay for them, thinking
that you are getting a fast stitch machine, when
in fact it is only a loop stitch, as is well known,
is liable to let your garments part asunder at
times when you would choose to be clothed rath-
er than naked.

"Husband," said Mrs. G. "what kind of a ma-

chine did Mrs. D. stitch my dress on ?"
"Why, on her new Wilcox & Gibbs."
"Well, the first time I wore it, one of the bias-

ing seams in the waist pulled open. One stitch
broke, and then cne side pulled off, leaving the
loops of thread in the other side. Now, I will
never have another stitch of work done on it,
nor any other loop stitch machie, and when you
get me a sewing machine, you may order me a fast
stitch machine from F. P. CHF.NEY either
"GOLD MEDAL," or a "NEW AMERICAN
COMBINATION." He wilt furnish them with
hemmers to turn the hem tip or down, and they
will fell, braid bind, tuck, and embroider, and
run from twenty thicknesses of beaay cotton
cloth on to one thickness of fine muslin, without
changing thread, needle or tension, and the New
American will make nice, strong button holes,
and do overseaming, making the over edge
stitch, and it runs much stiller than any of the
old style shuttle machines, and the shuttle is
very easily threaded and regulated. It costs
only a trifle more than the Wilcox & Gibbs, and
I would sooner buy it if it cost six times as much,
for, as Governor Harriman of N. H., said in his
letter to Judge Barrett, "I regard it as far ahead
of any other aewing machine in existence," and
I certainly think it very silly to pay a great price
for a small, single thread loop stitch machine.

Notice below the opinions of several eminent-

ly popular, as well as practical and discerning
men in regard to the utility of sewing machines :

There is not an invention of this inventive age
which honors American genius more than the
sewing machine. No family ought to be depriv-

ed of its benefits. Xete York Independent.

They wili force the industry of women into a

thousand new channels, and emancipate her
from the cramped posture and slow starvation
of needle work. Ultimately nearly every com-

fortable household will have its seeing machine.
Xett York Tribune.

Your admirable needle woman is the only
seamstress that defies extortionate men. They
cannot cheat it, nor starve it, nor deprive it of
sleep, nor tire it ont, nor make its hands weary.

It is a worker that is a match for the most un-

wearied and avaricious manufacturer. At last
I am thankful that there is a machine woman

that cannot be oppressed nor kept in suffering.

Ret. Henry Ward Beeeher.

Woman's Greatest Boox. We would ad-

vise a man to forego a thresher, and thresh wheat
with a flail, rather than see a wife wear her
health, vigor, and life away in the everlasting
"Hitch, stitch, stitch," when a sewing machine
can be obtained. American Agriculturist.

'Click, click, click,
Merry, tireless and free
Click, click, click,
Is a merry sound to me.
With bodice trim and neat,
I scam, and gusset, and band,
With my daintily slippered feet,

And a small, white fingered band.
Stitch to the click of the atcel,
And never an aching head.
While I turn the gilding wheel,
With the tilver gleaming thread.
O Woman ! no more a slave,
To gusset, and seam, and band,
Shall beautiful grow, and brave
In the light of this happy land."

New American," " Gold Medal,"
Meed," "Home Shuttle," "Bart-lett,- "

"Globe," ''Wilcox &
Gibbs," Sewing M-

achines on
hand

and the
Foot Power

Knitting Macchins
for sale and all wai ranted.

SnDerior Cabinet Organs and Me--
lodians, mant'd by the Boston Organ Co.

F. T. CHENEY,
Jlarton or Glover.

VM JOSLYN & SONS Apothecaries and
v v noiesaia Druggists, .barton, vt.

y

This is the grist ov the story.
Tis one ov the most affektingest

transactions on file.
Yu ought teu read history, Ezra;

it will learn yu informashun, and give
yu a knolledge ov edukashun.

I forgot tew state that John Smith
lived somewhere in pensylvany, at the
time his transakshun with Pokerhon-
tas took place, and if he ain't dead
probably lives there now. Thare is
one fust rate thing about history ; it
is alwuz true; if it ain't true, it ain't
history, so if you larn itonst,yu nev-

er have tew unharness.
But most poetri, and piktorials, and

novels he wuss than an cast wind ;

the fuller a man gits ov them over
night, the more room thar iz in him
the next day, for sum more.

John Smith, who had the transak-
shun with Pokerhontas, had an im-

mense invoice of boys; tharo iz 13 ov
that name in our town this morning,
besides several who have either died
or gone to Denver City.

Did it ever strike yu, Ezra, that
death was one uv the most remarka-
ble things that could happen tew a
man ?

A man may be ritch, and kno his-

tory just like slapjacks for breakfast,
and be handsum, able to lift a ton
without thinking, but death beats awl
these just as easy as bitin crackers.

Death seems to be as far as man
can git ; when a man acquires that
thoroughly, his ambishun seems to be
satisfied.

One man may be ritcher, and lift
more than another, but he kant be any
more deader.

I am glad thare is one thing in this
world, that is enuff for man.

Speaking uv man, Ezra dew yu con-
sider him a suckcess yet or has he
got tew try again ?

History has a good deal tew say
about man, that don't allude tew bis
suckcess.

Adew, Ezra,
Yures, full ov oats,

Josh Billings.
P. S. I'll do it for seven dollars

and thirteen cents. j. b.
P. S. ; P. S. ; Time, Jany the onst

J. B.
P. S.; P. S.; T.S.; Subjec, The

Fleetiness uv Things. J. B.

The Bull Snake. Although it
abounds upon our western prairies, is
very little known to naturalists. It
grows to a length of about ten or 12
feet, is very thick in girth, and strontr
and bold. It never attacks man. but
haunts the neighborhoods of the wild
outlying prairie farms, the poultry
kept on which in such abundance
seems to form an irresistible attrac-
tion to this great snake, as, indeed,
poultry generally does to all other
reptiles of its kind. It is terribly vo-

racious, and, what is most rare in
snakes which are not venomous, will
kill and destroy for the mere Bake of
killing. A bull snake in a large hen
roost will in a night do as much mis-
chief as will require three months'
hatching to repair. Once, when dri
ving out with a friend to visit a sta
tion on the prairies a good deal west
of the Mississippi, I drove over one
of these snakes in the long tangled
prairie grass, which was then, more
than four feet high. The shock his
bulk gave almost upset - the light
" buck board" on which we rode
We turned at once and saw a large
dark mass of bull snake writhing his
dirty black coils in the agony of a
mortal wound. He was evidently
quite helpless to escape or live, so we
jumped down, and with the oats of
oar whips beat what little life remain
ed, ont of him. Yet till the last blow
he fought ns with fierce hissings and
attempts to bite, and would no doubt
have made a serious resistance had he
not been so injured to start with.
His length was nearly eleven feet, and
his jaws, or rather mouth, contained
lour rows of teeth, all small, bat all
intensely sharp pointed, and crooked,
and curving backwards. None of
these, of course, were venomous; but
the wound they would inflict would
be very severe from the multitude of
small deep lacerations. : The jaws
were exceedingly powerful ; but there
was nothing whatever in the crea
ture s stomach but the remains of a
prairie hen, which had evidently been
eaten some days before. Serpent
and Venomous Insects.

He who deals with blockheads has
need of much brains. ;. ...

Indolence is the rust of the mind
and the inlet of vice.

ed that his voice sounded strange as
he said :

" Don't fall in love with that girl,
she is too aristocratic to be the wife
of a head sawyer."

Four weeks had passed since I be-

came acquainted with Jlinnie. Almost
everv evening James and I could be
seen in the parlor of the cottage. Soon
it became known that Minnie and I
were engaged to be married within
six months. I do not remember how
I confessed my love, all I know is
that she pressed my hand as I asked
her to be my wife, while her lips said
" yes."

Her father had no objection to our
union. He had known me for many,
years, and knew that I was able to
support a wife. He even asked me
to become his partner, to which prop-
osition I gladly assented.

One evening Minnie and I were sit-

ting at the foot of a huge sugar pine,
talking about our approaching mar
riage, when we heard the report of a
rifle, the bullet of which whistled past
my head.

I sprang to my feet and shouted :

Halloa ! you stupid fellow, what
are you shooing at ?"

" I supposed it was a deer," an-

swered a well-know- n voice, and James,
with a rifle in his hand emerged from
some manzantia bushes about fifty feet
from where I stood.

" You couldn't take me for a deer !"
" Yes," answered James, pointing

to my gray hat, in the band of which
Minnie had stuck some dry branches
from a bush close by.

" Ah, I see," said I taking off my
hat. " Well, next time you had bet-

ter look a little closer."
"I will," repeated he, moving away ;

and soon his form was lost amidst the
increasing darkness. Again it seemed
to me that his Voice sounded strange.
But I had no time to think about it,
for Minnie had fainted, and it seemed
a long time to

.

me before she opened
1 Tner eyes, it was night belore we
reached the cottage.

The,ncxt day James Alton gave us
notice that he would leave within ten
days.

Time rolled quickly away amidst
the preparations for our coming mar-
riage. I had been twice to S in
order to hire another engineer, but
could find no one to take James' place,
and he was compelled to remain until
the arrival of a machinist, an old
friend of mine, who was coming from
San Francisco.

On Sunday evening, two days be
fore the day set for my marriage with
Minnie, I had occasion to go down to
the mill. After looking to the saws,
to see if they were properly wedged
and filed, I descended to the boiler--

room. We had two large steam boil-
er set side by side. As usual, in
both their ends were the man-hole-

These are semi-circul- openings
through which, when necessary, the
fireman creeps, to clean the inside of
the boiler. One of these hole3 was
open, and some boys, children of the
fireman, were playing with a short
iron bar near bv.

I do not know what made me stop
and watch them pushine the bar
through the aperture, while they lis-

tened to the sound of the waters as
its wavelets moved past the bar, and
dashed against the boiler.

"Stop that play, boys," said I, "and
tell James to close np the boiler."
They had not seen me before?, and
when they heard my voice they let the
iron bar fall and scampered away.
The bar dropped with a loud splash
into the water.

" Never mind," thought I, " the fire
man can get it out again when they
ciean trie oouer next bundav. l was
about to leave the boiler-roo- m when
James entered.

' Good evening, sir," began he, in a
cheerful tone j u I guess the new en
gmeer will arrive night,
and I am glad of it. Please step into
my room and read this letter, which
I've received this afternoon. From it
yon can see why I'm glad to get away
irom berc.

heavy weight seemed to pres3 on my
shoulders, a weight that I could not
shake off. I lifted my eyes tow-
ard James, who was sitting opposite
to me. My God ! Was it hallucina-
tion of my. whirling brain, or was it
reality ?

I saw, as if through a haze, the eyes
of James, glaring at me like those of
a wild-ca- t about to .spring upon its
prey.

Every line of his features proclaim-
ed hate undying hate. He rose and
came close to where I sat.

His voice sounded to me like the
roar of thunder, as he said :

" Aha ! I've got you now, my fine
fellow ; this time I am sure that you
can never, never, never marry Min-

nie. Ten minutes more and you are
dead. Oh ! it's no use," cried he, in
a voice that pierced my ears, as he
saw how I tried to shake of the coils
that seemed to bind me to the chair.
"No use whatever, old boy. If I would
let you go now you would hang me.
True enough, a gipsy once said that I
would break my neck, but not upon
the gallows, no ! no ! Some weeks ago
I tried to kill you, but it was already
too dark to take good aim, and you
escaped."

" The letters you have perused are
nothing but forgeries. My mother
has been dead these four years, and
the girl Annie is only a creation of
my brain."

His voice seemed to lower to a whis-

per, as he continued :

" They will say that you have been
a villain, that you fled a few days be-

fore the day set for the wedding.
Minnie will be very unhappy, and I
will do my best to cheer her up. She
would have loved me had you not
crossed my path with your fine talk and
soft nonsense, which won her affec-
tions."

"Two minutes more," said he, after
a pause, during which he looked at his
watch. " Yes, two minutes more and
your soul will leave its miserable body.
Please give my regards to His Satanic
Majesty. Tell him sooner or later I
will join you in the fiery region below.
Your eyes are closing now; your face
ha3 the hue of death ; your limbs are
getting cold, yes, cold as ice."

I felt the touch of his hot hand upon
my face. It seemed as if a thousand
needles were entering every part of
my body; a red blur obscured my
vision and it was becoming darker.
I felt as if something was pressing up
on my head which now seemed to
leave my bodv, mv breath became
shorter and shorter all at once it
stopped. I felt, as I counted the beat-

ings of my heart one,two, three, four,
five, six ! Then all was oblivion.

I opened my eyes, that is, I felt I
opened them, as not a ray of light fell
upon the pupils. Darkness, impene-
trable darkness was around me. Was
I in the grave ? I made an effort to
stretch out my hands. I succeeded.
They moved through water, which I
now felt was eddying around my neck.

Where was I ? Surely it was not a
dream, for I felt that I was thoroughly
awake. I raised my right arm to my
head and my hand came in contact
with an iron rod upon which my head
was lying. Again the question, passed
through my mind, " Where am I ?"

Soon, but too soon, the question
was answered.

Hark ! I hear the sound of a distant
voice. It came nearer and nearer
yes, my ears did not deceive me. It
was the voice of George, our night
watchman.

He was singing a song. The words
of the refrain came distinctly to my
ears:

' And for my bonnie Annie Laurie
Td lay me down and die !"

It took all my strength to raise my-

self to a sitting position. I stretched

self by lowering my head? It would a
end my misery at once. Some one
seemed to whisper in my ear," Do it." a
1 lien another voice said, " It is sui-
cide, and God will nnnish .vnn !"

- r -

I laughed : yes, I laughed. " It is
only a dieam," said I, "and I soon
will wake, and once more see the bles-
sed light of day."

But it was not a dream; it was a
terrible reality. The love of life came
back to me. Again I pressed my hands
over the cold surface of the boiler.
They came in contact with something
which moved. I

God, in his infinite mercy, had giv-

en to me the means of escape from
that liviug tomb. My hand was grasp-
ing the short iron bar which the boys
had dropped into the boiler ! It was
lying across some 'of the stray rods
which traversed the boiler in all di-

rections.
I used it as a hammer against the

cast-iro- n plate which covered the man
hole. One sharp blow, a crack, and a
stream of light fell upon my eyes.
It was the rising sun, for the back
part of the boiler looked toward the
east. Two more blows, and the bro-
ken plate fell with a splash into the
water aud left the aperaturc open and
clear for my escape.

It is yet a wonder to me that the
intense joy that I experienced did not
kill me. With difficulty I crawled
through the opening. I staggered to-

ward the engineer's room and opened
the door. The apartment was tenant-les- s

; James had gone to his break-
fast. I looked at the clock ; it still
lacked fifteen minutes of six.

A strange thought flashed across
my mind. "What if I should take the
spare man-hol- e plate from the store-
room close by, and fix it into the e.

I have vet ten minutes time.
Would not James thiok that I was
still within the boiler ?"

I ran to the storeroom, and took the
plate from the shelf. It seemed very
heavy to me as I carried it to the back
part of the boiler ; there I laid it down
and closely examined the lead gasket
which wa3 around its rim. Everything
was complete with the exception of
putting on some red lead. I went
back to the storeroom, got the little
cask of lead and put some of it upon
the tow that James had wound around
the lead gasket. Then I fastened the
plate to the lead aperture by means
of a clamp and nut. While at work I
heard the voice of. the fireman. He
was' swearing at the neglect of the
watchman in not lighting the fire.
There was no danger of my being de-

tected. He thought, as he afterwards
told me, that it was James making:
some repairs, for ho had heard the
clanking of iron while he was employ
ed about the furnace.

it was near six, and in a minute
more James would return from the
boarding-house- , that stood some dis
tauce apart from the saw mill- - I look-

ed about me. Near the boiler and
close to the steam guage was a hi:

shelf half concealed by a large beam.
By jumping upon the boiler I could
reach that shelf. I wa3 not a minute
too late. Scarcely was I concealed
behind the beam before I saw James
enter the engine room. He looked
very pale, and large black circles were
around his eyes, as if he had passed
sleepless night.

There were no partitions between
the boiler and engine room. One
glance at the steam gauge told him
that the watchman had neglected his
duty. He rushed down the few steps
in front of the furnace and shouted to
the fireman :

they ran away, some crying " a ghost,
ghost 1" and others "a crazy man !"

Without heeding their outcries I
followed James, still crying " stop
him, stop him !"

He ran toward a place called "Turn-
back Creek." The creek was appro-
priately named. Three hundred yards
from the mill was a steep precipice,
over which the water of the creek
plunged with a fearful roar.

" Stop James, stop. You are run-

ning to the jaws of death !" shouted
when I saw him onlv a lew feet from

the edge of the chasm.
The sound of my voice only seemed

to add more speed to his steps. Pres-
ently for a moment he stopped aud
turning his ashen face toward me, then
he gave a bound like a deer and dis-

appeared from sight.
" God have mercy on his soul,"

murmured I, sinking exhausted to the
ground. Then for a time I remember
no more.

A week passed by before my mind
was clear enough to recognize those
who were dear to me.

Minnie told me that I had paseed
through a violent brain fever.

"What has become of the engineer ?"
" James is dead and buried," said

she in answer to my question. "They
found him lying at the front of the
waterfall. He lived long enough to
confess that he had put you in the
boiler, and that he supposed that it
was your ghost that haunted him. I
prayed with him until he breathed his
ast. He died penitent.

I afterwards learned from the work
men that they were terribly frighten
ed at my appearance.

" You looked just like a man com
ing out of a fight, with blood all over
you and your clothes in rag3 !" said
the second sawyer.

Two months passed away before I
was able to leave my bed. Then Min
nie became my wife, and we are yet
iving iu the cottage close by the mill.

An Adventure at Niagara Falls.

Mark Twain met with quite an ad
venture recently, at Niagara Falls.
Crossing to the Canada side, he
sought the camp of the Red Men who
manufacture bead bags and moccasins
for the visitors, and made them a
speech, in which some remarks upon
their costume, and their habit of
smoking short pipes, appear to have
been misconstrued, and exclamations
broke forth of

" Down wid him 1"

" Scoop the blagyard !"

. Hang him I"
" Burn him !"

" Drownd him !"

It wa3 the quickest operation that
ever was. l simply saw a sudden
flash in the air of clubs, brickbats.
fists, bead baskets, moccasins a sin-

gle flash, and they all appeared to hit
me at once, and no two of them in
the same plase. In the next instant
the entire tribe was upon me. They
tore all the clothes off me, they broke
my arms and legs, they gave me a
thump that dented the top of my head
till it would hold coffee like a saucer :

and to crown their disgraceful pro
ceedings and add insult to injury.
they threw me over the Horseshoe Fall
and I got wet.

About ninety or a hundred feet
from the top, the remains of my vest
caught on a projecting rock, arid
was almost drowned before I could
get loose. I finally fell and brought
np in a world of white foam at the


