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The Democratic Messenger,
Publish!!! Eykby Saturday by

LITTLETON DENNIS. Proprietor

AT SNOW HILL, WORCESTER CO.. MO.

Subscription, s*l a Year in Advance.

Liberal arrangements made with clubs.
Correspondence solicited from all parts of

tije count;-.

ADVERTISING RATES.
One dollarfor one inch space will be charged

for the first Insertion, and fifty cents for each
•übeeqnent insertion.

A liberal discount trill be made on quarterly
ill months, or yearly advertisements.

Local notices will be inserted at 20 cents perOne.
Marriage and death notices inserted tree.
Obituarv notices inserted at half advertising

rates.
All advertising bills are due after the first

Insertion, unless otherwise agreed upon.
LITTLETON DENNIS, Bnow Hill, Md
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PROFESSIONAL CARDS.

A DIAL P. BARNES,
•rx - ATTORNEY-AT-LVW.

Office opposite Court House, Bnow Hill. Md.
Will visit Pocomoke City every Saturday.
Strict attention given to tbo collection of

claims.
pLAYTON J. PURNELL^v ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

Office opposite Court House. Bnow HUH. Md.
Btrlct attention given to the collection of

claims. Win visit Berlin on the second Satur-
day of every month.

IT'DWARD D. MARTIN,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

dfice opposite Town Hall. Berlir, Md.
Bpeclal attention given to the collection of

e'afms.

IT'DWARD B. BATES,
-* J (Late of Baltimore Bar.)
ATTORNEY AND COL NBELOR-AT-LAW,

Snow Hill. Md.
Office opposite Court House, adjoining the

Post Office.

M. UPSHUR,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

Office. Court House Square. Snow Hill, Md.
Prompt attention given to the collection of

claims.

riEORGE W. PURNELL,u ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Office,opposite Court House. Snow Hill, Md.
Claims promptly collected. Will visit Poco-

moke City on the second Saturday of each
month.

rjEORGE W. COVINGTON,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

Office, Court House Square, Suow Hill, Md.
Prompt attention given to the coUection of

claims.

CAMUEL H. TOWNSEND,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

Office,opposite Court House, Snow Hill, Md.
Prompt attention given to the collection of

claims.

\\7M. SIDNEY WILSON,
“

’ ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Office on Washington Btreet three doors

above Post Office, Snow Hill, Md.
Immediate aftaation given to the collection

of claims.

Dr. e. e. dashiell,
DENTIST.

Office, opposite Franklin House, Snow Hill.
Will visit Berlin on Thursday. Friday and

Saturday of each week. All operations on
the teeth performed in the most skillful man-
ner,

HOTELS.

NATIONAL HOTEL,
(Late Col. Dtmock's.)

Opposite Court House. Snow Flill
Md.

Large Airy Rooms.
Excellent Table,

Home Comforts
Permanent and transient guests kindly re-

ceived and hospitably entertained.
Terms, sl..r >o per day.
Hacks at the it. R. Depot to meet all trains

J. 8. PRICE, Propri tor.

SALISBURY HOTEL,
TJLMAN & BB0„ Proprietors.

Division Stroot, oppoNito
Court Iloiistts

SALISBURY, MD.

First-class Restaurant, Billiard Parlor. Bar,
and Livery Stable attached.

Free Hi cks at Depot to meet all trains.
Passengers conveyed to any part of tho

Peninsula upon the most favorable terms.
TERMS. 91.50 PER DAY.

First-class accommodations and home com
forts.

CLARKE HOUSE,
POCOMOKE CITY, MD,

H. C. POWELL, Proprietor.

Accommodations Unsurpassed
FIRST-CLASS BAR ATTACHED.

Twilley h Bros.’ Liverv Stable connect© wit’i
this House.

ATLANTIC HOTEL,
(Late Kuglisu>,)

CRINCOTEAOUK ISLAND, VA.
W. J. MATTHEWS 1c CO., Proprietor-.

The undersigned beg leave to inform theh
friends and the general public that they haw
leased and refurnished the above elegant and
commodious house, and are now prepared to
aocominodate permanent and transient guests
In flrst-cta‘s style.

Large airy room*. Homecomforts.
Fine B<*a and Bo.v Fishing, Gunning and

Bathing, etc. Th<- table is provided with Wild
Fowl, Terrapin, Fish, Oysters, Crabs, and all
the luxuries of the season.

Pleasure boats of all kinds, guides, fishing
lines, decoys, ponies, etc., always ready for
the use of gnests.

IPlrst-class Bar attached. Choice wines,
Iquors, ales, beers and e'.gais.

Passengers fur Chiucoteague connect with
steamer for the Island at Franklin City, the
terminus of the Worcester Railroad, morning
and evening. Connection may also be made
daily at Nashville. All who visit the Atlantie
may reet assured that they will receive cour-
teous treatment and excellent fare.

Tear s

' I

i the Goinses. But it would have fared
i ill with me and my pupils, had no more
i prompt aid than theirs appeared. It
i was towards half an hour ere they could

’ prepare the guns and come. But in
three minutes after getting Nucky’s
alarm, Dec reached the school-house.

; Dashing round the corner, he saw the
Indian hacking at the door, and—with-

i out the least hesitation as to the result
to himself—tired a charge of grouse shot
point blank at him. The savage cried
out sharply, dropped his hatchet and
ran off holding his Bides with both his
hands.

The valiant Dec even gave chase after
him, I believe. But when I mustered
courage at length to peep out at the
wounded door, Dec stood near.

“ Yer needn’t be sheered of ’im,
mem,” said he. “ I drored a bead on
’im. Here’s his ole tomahook and here’s
his rifle.”

Dec now proceeded to arm himself
with both these weapons. When the
men came, he was patrolling the yard,
in all the pride of victory. So that, as
I have said, despite all my grievances, I
had great reason to be thankful for Dec
and Nucky.

I hear that they are improving in
manners and morals. I hope they may
become honest farmers, and thus repay
the benevolence that rescued them from
the criminal classes.

Some Married Women

AND SOME OF THEIR MEAN HUSBANDS.
Says an lowa paper : Only a short

time ago, while we sat in an Osceola
store, we saw a man and his wife from
the country at the counter trading. The
woman had the appearance of being a
iiard-working, industrious, intelligent
lady. She was examining a piece of
calico or other cheap dress goods. The
clerk said :

“ Shall I cut yon off ten yards ?”

The pale faced, overworked woman
turned to her husband and in a timid,
frightened manner asked her husband
if she might buy the dress, as she need-
ed it, and the cost would lie less than a
dollar.

“ No,” he grunted,—“l can’t afford
it.” and yet he had just paid for
a great plug of navy and a paper or two
of smoking tobacco.

The poor illy-clad but neat woman
subsided as though this was no new ex-
perience, while her rough, course and
animal husband bit off a mouthful of the
weed and ordered her to get ready for
home.

Often before we have witnessed simi-
lar scenes, and we can never, therefore,
entertain any feeling of admiration for
such a man. In what respect is the con-
dition of many a married woman better
than a slave ? She works hard year after
year, and has a roof over her head, and
she is provided with food ; so is the
slave. She must beg her “master” for
a little pittance with which to buy the
clothing for herself and children.

*

The
slave master looks after such wants of
his chattel without their asking. She
has no freedom or independence ; she
dare not buy a single article at the store
till she gets the consent of the tyrant
whom the civil law has made her hus-
band. She can have no will about even
household affairs that her husband dis-
approves of ; she is a slave hi both body
and mind during his life, and at his
death, if she survives him, she cannot,
under the unjust and tyrannical laws of
nearly all the countries in the world,
sell the property which she has helped
to accumulate, nor control her own chil-
dren without employing a lawyer and
getting a special permit from the court.

The laws of lowa deal more justly
with women than any other State per-
haps in the Union, but they are suscep-
tible of great improvement. This great
State containsfewer tyrannical husbands
such as we have above alluded to, but
there are good women in Clarke county,
and in every county in the State, who,
though, hard-working, fmgal and intel-
ligent, and who helped to accumulate
every dollar that their husbands call
their property, are yet little better than
slaves—being compelled to plead like
beggars of their husbands for even a few
cents or dollars with which to buy some
of the commonest necessaries os life. A
gentleman can always be distinguished
from a petty, niggardly tyrant by the
way he refuses to dictate to his wife in
all the little affairs which aught to be
entirely under her control.

Bogus Pension Agents.

A Connecticut exchange says that a
person of commanding appearance and
of polished address has been in that
vicinity representing himself as a United
States detective looking after fraudulent
pension claims, and professing to be able
to procure pensions at short notice.
After working himself into the good
graces of persons who believe themselves
entitled to pensions, and gathering some
hundreds of dollars, he disappeared,
saying that he had received orders to
appear at the Pension Bureau at Wash-
ington. He claimed to be very well
acquainted with the Commissioner and
to have great influence with him. Com-
missioner Bentley says the gentleman
has not yet made his appearance at the
bureau, and he thinks he is not likely
to. Any one who represents himself as
an officer of the Pension Bureau and
says he has influence in the department
is a sharper, and ought to be promptly
handed over to the nearest magistrate.

A Vaccination Story.—Apropos of
vaccination, says the London Truth,
some members of a certain noble En-
glish household were desired to submit
themselves to the ordeal of revaccina-
tiou. The lymph was to lie extracted
from the arm of the infant sou of the
house. All to whom the operation wai
considered needful underwent the pro-
cess quietly enough, until it came to the
cook’s turn. This cook, who was a
brawny Scotch woman, steadfastly and
positively refused on the ground that
“no English bluid should enter her
veins.” After much expostulation .and
delay she was vaccinated with lymph
taken straight from a Scotch calf. Her
arm alone took among those revaccina-
ted, and with much triumph she asserts
the fact as showing the unmistakable
superiority of a “ wee Soofccb beastie ’

error an English lord.

A Desperate Struggle.

“Halt! Who goes there?" shouted
a long, lank, Confederate soldier, sittiug
upon a sorrel horse, toying with a
double-barreled shot-gun, the favorite
weapon of the western bushwhacker in
the early war time. He was the picket
guarding the camp of Dick McCann,
one of the most daring of the Confeder-
ate cavalrymen. The bivouac rested in
the security of his vigilance in a piece
of woods a mile or so to the left of the
turnpike leading from Gallatin to Nash-
ville, Tenn. The picket stood where
the country road which led past Mc-
Cann’s camp made its junction with the
turnpike. He evidently challenged the
cavalry approaching from the direction
of Gallatin ns a matter of form, for as
the officer approached him in response
to his command, “Advance and give the
countersign,” his shot-gun lay upon his
lap, across the pommtl of his saddle,
while he was paying more attention to
his comrade who was coming up the
wagon road with two chickens in one
hand, the plunder of an unofficial forage,
and an unruly horse in the other, than
he did in the oflicer responding to his
challenge. The Federal soldier got
within a few feet of him before he
seemed to recognize the possibility of
an enemy being nearer thun Nashville.
The dress first attracted his attention,
for he saw that it was not that of a
Confederate, and hurriedly bringing his
shot-gun to bear upon the officer, he
commenced:—

“Halt! What regiment do yon belong
to?”

“To the Fourth Michigau Cavalry,”
replied the officer.

Covering the officer with his shot-gun
as he passed around to surrender him-
self, the Confederate again commanded,
“Give me your arms !”

The oflicer, who wore a heavy over-
coat with a long cape, dropped the reius
upon his horse’s neck, pushed his hand
under his overcoat to unbuckle hissabre
and comply with the demand.

The Federal soldier’shorse being thus
left at liberty crowded against that of
the Confederate, and lielieving his game
was already in hand, he laid his shot-
gun down across his saddle to receive
the arms of his captive. Hardly had he
done this before the Federal soldier saw
his opportunity, and, throwing his left
hand quicKly under the cover of his
cape, struck the muzzle of his shot-gnu
and knocked it to the ground, and with
the same movement caught the Confed-
erate by hi 3 long, flowing hair, pulled
his head upon his breast, whipped his
revolver from itspouch, placed it agaiust
his body and fired. The hammer of the
revolver caught in the fold of the long
cape which hung from the Confederate’s
shoulders and did not explode. He drew
it back, raised the hammer again, and
made another attempt to secure the
Confederate. This time it got between
his body and arm. and although it did
not miss fire, the Confederate was unin-
jured, and in the tussle escaped. All
this was the work of a minute, for the
officer had shouted to his command,
“Forward!” the moment he had grap-
pled with one of McCann’s private sol-
diers. But, by the timo it had arrived,
the soldier was going down the road at
break-neck speed, while his comrade
with the two chickens for the morning's
breakfast had mounted his horse and
was following him hurriedly. The little
command passed on to Nashville as
rapidly as possible, without stopping to
do more than to pick up the soldier’s
shot-gun to send home as a souvenir of
the escapade.

Domestic Receipts.

Potted Ham.—Take any remains of
ham you have; even fried, if of a nice
quality, is good for the purpose ; take
away all stringy parts, sinew, or gristle ;

put in a slow oven with its weight of
butter ; let it stay macerating in the
butter till it is very tender, then heat it
in a mortar ; add cayenne, and pack in
pots.

Meat Jelly.—We have found the
following jelly excellent and nutritious
when given to an invalid, the receipt
coming from the doctor : One calf’s foot
and one pound of veal; this put infour
piuts of water and boiled very slowly
for fully five hours ; when thewater was
reduced to one-tliird it was strained, the
seasoning of a littlepepper and salt and
nutmeg being added last. This jeliy
keeps quite well. It should have no
vegetables in it or it will spoil.

To Stew Fish.—Cut your fish into
pieces; flour and fry it a light brown ;

cut an onion into ringlets aue fry it also;
put all into a pot, adding os much
water as will just cover it; season with
salt, pepper, mace, a very few cloves,
sweet marjoram, and parsley; dredge
sufficient flour to thicken the gravy ;

when nearly done put in a cupful of
walnut or mushroom catsup ; chop some
of the fish and make balls exactly as
you would forcemeat; it is a great im-
provement ; let it stew gradually until
done ; serve in a deep dish ; when cold
the sauce is a perfect jelly.

Potted Shad. —Lay the shad for a
few hours in a cool place; rub well with
salt, half a tablespoonful of salt to each
fish ; cut the fiish in pieces about four
inches long, and to every five pounds
of fish put a dozen whole allspice, us
mauy peppers, six cloves, a saltspoonful
of cayenne pepper, a leaf of mace ; lay
the fish in a stone jar, and sprinkle each
layer with the mixed spice ; cover with
good vinegar ; put the cover on the jar
and fill it up with a thick paste of flour
and water ; tie a cloth closely over this,
and put the jar in a moderate oven for
four hours. Herrings and eels are ex-
cellent in this way.

Orange Marmalade Pudding. —One
cupful tine bread crumbs, one-half cup-
ful sugar, one cupful of milk or cream,
four eggs, two teaspoonfuls of butter,
one cupful of orange, or other sweet
marmalade; rub the butter and sugar
together ; add the yolks, well beaten,
the milk, bread crumbs, and the whites
whipped to a froth; put a layer of this
inthe bottom of a well-buttered mold,
spread thickly with some stiff marma-
lade, orange is nicest, then another
layer of the mixture, aud so on until the
mold is full, having the custard mixed
on top ; bake in a moderate oven about
an hour ; turn out of the mold upon a
dub, and serve with sweetened cream or
custard

Iligli Priced Roans.
Tom Watrous, commercial traveler,

stopped off at the Marshall,Mich., eating
house several years ago.

He was not very hungry, and called
for a plate of beans, which he received.
He inquired theprice, and was informed
that it was 75 cents.

“ That’s a thunderingprice for beans,”
said Tom.

“ That’s the price,” said the proprie-
tor.

The train was just starting; Tom paid
the bill, and the coaches Imre him and
his indignation on toward Detroit.

This was on Saturday. On Monday,
Gilmore, the eating honse man, received
a telegrm, collect on delivery, §1.25,
which he paid, and read on opening it:
“ A thundering priee for beaus.”

Thirty days from that date a neat ex-
press package was handed into Gilmore,
C. O. D., who paid 5)0 cents for the priv-
ilege of opening it, to discover a lot of
sawdust, on the top of which lay a slip
of pai>er with the cabalistic symbols : “A
thundering price for beaus. ”

Two months from this Gilmore was
snmmoned to Chicago to meet a former
business partner, and the hotel clerk
handed him a letterconveying the pleas-
ant information: “ A thundering price
for beans.”

During Gilmore’s absence his son paid
for two telegrams and one express pack-
age, all l>earing directly on the subject
of 75 cents being “ a thundering price
for beans !” Cost of these articles, 83.80.
A genuine telegram from Gilmore’s min-
ing share broker, advising him to sell,
was refused, and the loss of it entailed
an actual damage to Gilmore of $1,500.

A year rolled away. Gilmore ordered
a case [of Mackinac trout from Detroit.
They "came C. O. D., §18.83. When
opened he found every fish had been re-
moved from the ice and sawdust, and a
shingle met his eyes marked with a blue
lead pencil, “A thundering price for
beaus !” Trouble arose between Gilmore
and the Detroit fish house, and they
went to law, Gilmore winning the suit,
$25 damages, and all at a cost for the
attorney’s services of $86.80.

Gilmore grew dejected. Life looked
gloomy. Letters poured in on every one
of his family at regular intervals from
all parts of the world, bearing the un-
pleasant information that it was “a
thundering price for beans 1”

At last Gilmore sold the Marshal eat-
ing house and moved to Chicago. He
carried his deep aftliction with him,
gnawing like a caucer at his vitals. The
persecution never ceased. Gilmore
drooped, faded and finally died. The
terribly afflicted family followed him to
his last resting place, and the widow,
with what little money she had saved
from the expenses of bogus telegrams
and express packages, erected a plain
marble slab to the memory of the tor-
tured Gilmore.

The following Sabbath the mourning
family went out to the cemetery to plant
some violets on Gilmore’s grave. Ar-
riving on the ground they observed in
silent horror that another legend ap-
peared above the name of Gilmore, on
the tombstone. It was chalked on a
small blackboard and read :

: A THUNDERING PRICE FOR ':
I BEANS.

The Value of St. Juiien.

Orrin Hickok, the owner of St. Juiien,
says: “The great value which I attach
to the horse causes me to keep a sharp
eye on him. The hostlers I employ to
attend him have the strictest orders and
are competent horsemen. St. Juiien is
never left alone, either day or night, and
two of the hostlers remain steadily with
him in his stall. He has passed a good
winter in California, the climate there
being excellent. The change ia the
weather in the East is not favorable,
and makes it necessary to keep him in
liis stall all the time, except when he is
taken out to be exercised, and then ho
is only walked at a slow gait in the
jard surrounding the stables. As long
as the present cold snap remains there
will be no change in the horse’s move-
ments, as I do not care to take any risk
whatever. He gets good food, has. a
good appetite and is gaining considera-
bly in weight. As you see we try to
keep him neat and tidy at all times, as
he should lie, as only then an animal
can lie admired.”

“There must be a heavy expense in
transporting St. Juiien?” suggested the
reporter.

“Yes, a heavy one,” was the reply.
“I had to pay $1,200 for a special horse
car from San Francisco to Detroit for
him, besides full fare for myself and my
two hostlers. There are also many in-
cidental expenses incurred regularly,
which foot up to a large figure at the
end of the season.

“What do you estimate the value of
St. Juiien at?” asked thereporter, who
remarked that this might be a leading
question.

Mr. Hickok smilingly said : “Well,
really I don’t know. It is hard to tell.
The horse is a very valuable one, and I
could not say what would be asked for
him.”

“Have yon had any offers for him
yet?”

“Yes, sir, two of them last season.
We were offered $45,000 in cash each
time, but refused.”

“Then you think he is worth more
than that?”

“Well, I think so.”
“What do you expect from him this

season ?”

“I expect that he will sweep every-
thing before him ; at least, I will try
hard to do it. He has never been beaten
on this continent, and stands to-day with
a record of 2:11$. I will trot him
against any horse that can be produced
for any sum.”

The bright mirthful soul of Carpenter
was not even overawed by the shadow
of death. The evening before ho died
he suffered excruciating pain, and in his
agony wanted an explanation of the
cause. “The pain is caused, senator,
by a stoppage of the colon.” “Stoppage
of the colon, eh?” and again the sense
of humor overcame pain itself. “Well,
then, of course it isn’t a full stop.”

It does not always follow that a man
is a eoulptor because he chisels his
**i!or out of a suit of olothw.

WIT AND WISDOM.
A farmer friend calls one of his

early vegetables “ Waterloo,” because
it is a big beet.

Question in mathematics—lf two de-
tectives can be put on a scent, how
many can be placed on a dollar.

Men are geese, women are ducks,and
birds of a feather flock together. Rather
a “ downy ” way of putting it, eh ?

Will the coming man wear a stove-
pipe hat ? is asked. Not unless ho
smokes, replies the Elmira Free Pres*.

Treat an evil companion with “skilled
negligence ” and yon will never have to
bear the curses that come home to roost.

Fishino is so good in the region of
Detroit this year that the Free Press
says there is no need of lying to back it
up.

A correspondent wishes information
as to what a bench show is. Go to the
the nearest park any evening and find
out.

A Chicago editor gave his daughter a
$600,000 check on her wedding day.
It afterward made an excellent lamp-
lighter.

L’Estrange says: “So long as we
stand boggling at imaginary evils let us
never blame a horse for starting at a
shadow.”
It was a tramping printer who

swapped boots with a sleeping wanderer
and chalked on the soles of the worse
pair “unidentified exchauge.’’

A man must reap as he sows. In a
broken natural law there is, as Shakes-
peare suggests, “ho more mercy than
there is milk in a male tiger.”

Our modern cities can never suffer
the fate of Gomorrah, for while that ill-
fated city liatl but one Lot wo have a
thousand good lots always in the mar-
ket.

Some boys atKingston, N.Y., played
so many mean tricks on a Chinese laun-
dryman that he went crazy, and now he
hasn’t any more sense than they have.
—Peek's Sun.

It is easy to be resigned to the small •

pox when your neighbor has it. When
it threatens yon your neighbors are in
turn resigned; but you leavo town for a
healthier clime.

“ Perley ” takes the responsibility of
telegraphing to the Boston Joiiriia I that
“Mrs. Senator Mahone has twice been
the mother of triplets.” No wonder her
husband was a readjuster.

The most charming decoration for a
plate is a good piece of beefsteak with
well cooked potatoes aud just a sufficien-
cy of gravy. It will lay ever trailing
vines or a sunflower any day.

There is no eloquence like the elo-
quence of example. A man does well
when he talks with words, but he is
irresistibly convincing when he talks
with the deeds of an honest life.

Stephen, the first martyr, was stoned
to death. Since his time hundreds of
infant martrys have been rocked to
death. The child asks for nourish-
ment, and its mother gives it a rock.

Telling the truth:—“What beautiful
hair that young lady has,” remarked
Jones in a half audible tone. “Yes,”
replied Pingrey, “but it isn’t hers.”
“’Tis false !” cried the younglady, sud-
denly facing the rude fellows.
If a poor merchant should marry an

extravagant girl,wouldhis book-keeper?
If she should neglect to sew on his but-
tons, would her dress-maker? And if
she should refuse to put on her own
clothes, would her hair-dresser?

An intelligent lady asked a sculptor
who was about completing the figure of
a lamb, “Did you cut out thatauamal ?”

“Oh, no,” said the artist, “the lamb has
has been there all the time ; I only took
the marble from around him—that’s
all.”

“Young Husband”—Honse cleaning
means for the women to tie towels
around their heads aud run the men into
the street without any breakfast every
morning for a week or so, while they
break lamps aud spill whitewash on the
stairs.

“ Mother, I shouldn’t be surprised if
Susan gets choked some day.” Why,
my son?” “Because young Smith
twisted his arms around

*

her neck the
other night, and if she had not kissed
him to let her go, he wonld have stran-
gled her.” . .

Boston young lady to Boston young
gentleman:—“Aud do you think that
Kant’s difference between the reason
and the understanding is correct ?”

“Yes.” “ And, sir, what do you under-
stand?” “I understand that I love
you, but I cannot give any reason for it.”

“The Bible says, ‘Love your neigh-
bor as yourself,’ ” the parson remarked;
“but of course we must not take this
literally. If you manage to love your
neighbor one-hundredth part as much
as you do yourselves, many of you, it
will be all that can be reasonably* ex-
pected of you.”

The meanest thing was done at Keo-
kuk, lowa, the other day by the heirs of
the Magonn estate, who • got toget her
and settled their differences. The estate
is worth fully $75,000, aud the lawyers
had only got §14,50!) out of it. It is
believed there has been trickery.—Mil-
waukee bun.

Coleridge was a very awkward and
ungainly man physically, but intellectu-
ally he was a match for the best. When
trudging along a country road he was
met by a wag who thought to havesome
sport. “I say, man,” he cried out,
“Did you meet a tailor on your way?”
Coleridge looked up and mildly said,
“ Yes, and he told me that a little fur-
ther on I should see his gobsp?”

Centennial Badinage.

The English press are firing offa lively
discharge of badinage at the coming
celebration in this country of the cen-
tenary of York town, to whieh we have
just invited carefully and courteously
our French allies to come in, and just
as carefully and courteously left out in
the cold the English, who are now much
nearer allies than the others. TheLon-
don .Spectator hints that Hie less said
about the affair the better lie the
taste aud feeling displayed by the
Americans, but the other journals joke
good humoredly about the centennial
jubilee clatter which we have thought
fit to keep up for five years, with the
mild hope that this is *o be the last of ft-

WHAT MY LOVER SAID.

By the merest chance, iu the twilight gloom,

J In the orchard path he met me—-
j In the tall wet grass, with its faint perfume,
And I tried to pass, but he made no room ;

Oh, I tried, but he would not let me!
So I stood and blushed till the grass grew red,

With my face bent down above it,
While he took my hand, as lie whispering said—
How tho clover lifted its pink, sweet head.
To listen to all that my lover said !

Oh. the clover in bloom! I love it.

In the high wet grass went the path to hide,
And the low wet leaves hung over,

But I could not pass on either side,
For I found myself, when I vainly tried.

In the arms of my steadfast lover.
| And he held me there and he raised my head,

W’hile he closed the path beforeme ;

! And he looked down into my eyes and said—-
j How the leaves bent down from the boughs o’er-

head,
! To listen to all that my lover said.

Oh, the leaves hanging lowly o'er me!

! I am sure that lie knew, when he held me fast,
j That I must be all unwilling ;
i For I tried to go, and I would have passed,
; As the night was come with its dews at last,

And the sky with its stars was lilling.
But he clasped me close, when I wouldhave fled,

And be made me hear his story.
And his soul came out from his lips and said—
Howthestars crept out when the white moon led,
To listen to all that mylover said.

Oh, the moon and stars iu glory !

I know that the grassand the leaves will not tell,
And I'msure that the wind, precious rover,

Will carry his secret so safely and well
That no being shall ever discover

I One word of the many that rapidly fell
From the eager lips of my lover.
And the moon and the stars that looked over

Shall never reveal what a fairv-like spell
j They woveround aliout us that night in the dell,

In the path through the dew-laden clover;
| Norecho the whispers that made my heart swell

As they fell from the lips of my lover.
- ■— J-’

Dec and Nucky.

BY A SCHOOLMISTRESS IN IDAHO.

Eastern teachers would have smiled to
see my sclioolhouse in Idaho. It was a
very primitive structure, built of cotton
wood logs, with but two windows, aud
those of smallest dimensions.

There were hut three benches besides
my “desk” and the “company bench,”
reserved for the parents and other visit-
ors.

But as I had only thirteen pupils, I
was not crowded for room, nor yet puz-
zled by the higher branches; for my
most advanced class could but barely
read and spell in words of two syllables;
and the only foreign language that I had
to struggle with was the native tongue
of little Hilda and Hansen Bjork.

The Bjorks were Norwegians. Two
more quaint or proper little things can
hardly be imagined. They sat together;
I put them on the same bench because
Hilda cried if they were apart.

All day long they would sit there
seemingly without so much as winking
—like two little wooden images. They
were about as dull as wood, too, or
rather, ierhaps, it was the difficulty
they had in comprehending anything in
English.

With the progress I made with them
for the first two weeks, I calculated it
wonld take one twenty years to teach
them to read. Ja (yes), naa (no), and
nikka forstvc, were all I could get from
them in the way of answer.

Bnt they always said God aftcn{ good
afternoon) to me when school was done
at night; and their mother, Frau Bjork,
came nearly every day to thank me in
broken English for the pains I was
taking with her dear “shaals.” So I
took courage.

Delia Rourke was another of my pn-
pils. She was an honest-faced little
Irish girl who used to fetch me from her
mother a bit of goat’s-milk cheese every
third morning, which I never had the
heart to refuse, though how to dispose
of it was a constant Bource of anxiety to
me.

My “good scholars” were little Carl
Roederer, the foreman’s son at a neigh-
boring quartz mill, and a prim, woman-
ly little girl of nine, named Ella Bnffiu,
wlio sympathized with me in everything
with wonderful quickness, and was real-
ly considerable company for me.

The others were all broad-spoken lit-
tle chucks from two Ohio families lately
settled there, and two New York street
gamins whom a farmer named Grover
had taken at the solicitation of a society
of gentlemen.

This society has, or had, for its object
the providing of homes in the West for
homeless, friendless children from the
streets of the city. A great many chil-
dren, particularly boys, have been thus
adopted by Western farmers.

Some of these waifs have done well in
their new homes. Not a few, however,
carried with them so strong a taint of
vice as to give their new guardians a
field for Christian effort and patience.

Of this kind were the two taken by
I Mr. Grover. Their own surnames being
• unknown or doubtful, they had taken
| the name of Grover, as is customary.
They called each other “Dec” aud
“Nucky,” and were said to be brothers,
though they bore little family resem-
blance. Dec was, I think, as much as
eleven years old (he did not know his
age). Nucky was a year or two
younger.

If I were to speak with reference to
1 myfeelings during the first six weeks of
school, I should say that Dec aud Nucky
were about the two worst, most incor-
rigible scholars that ever entered a
scnool-room. Later I had reason to lie
thankful for them aud recognize the fact
that everylxxly is good for something,
aud has his or her place in the world’s
economy. But to realize that fact dur-
ing the first part ofthe term was lieyond
the frail human nature of their torment-
ed teacher.

The ordinary language nsed in a
frontier town is never very choice; but
Dec and Nucky brought from the great
metropolis a selection of slang which
qnite eclipsed the local vocabulary. It
was enough to make one’s heart sink.

There was in these two urchins, more-
over, a certain hard, lawless spirit. They
had no reverence for anything or any-
body, and were ntterly reckless as to
what they did. The very first day of
•ehool Deo mounted his bench sod stood

looking out of tho window. I spoke to
him,telling him how improper an action
it was in school hours. He inerelygavo
me a glance of supreme disdain, and
went on looking out of the window. I
bade him sit down.

“Not for Joe!” he replied. Upon
that, corporal punishment not being
prohibited there, I sent Carl .out for a
birch stick. Dec took no notice of me
till I went toward him with the stick in
hand, when he snatched up his slate
aud threw it at me with all his strength
—with intent to kill, I have not the
least doubt. After a degrading tussle I
conquered him, and gave him the full
benefit of the birch.

But he was equally bad next day.
The hard, wicked little spirit within him
seemed to thrive on whipping.

Still, I thought I could master him,
and went on for a month with almost
daily scrimmages. But he was too
much. I lost flesh aud appetite bat-
tling with him. Then I called in Mr.
Grover one day aud stated the case.
Mr. G. was a man of prompt action ;

ho took Dec out of school by the col-
lar. Next day 1 saw him watching one
of the farmer’s newly-sown wheat
fields with a shotgun, to keep the
grouse from picking up the seed.

“ Ef he cain’t behave hisself at scnle,”
quoth the farmer, “he may stay to
home and work.”

Nucky still remained to me, and he
was every whit as unruly in spirit as
Dec, only he was not as old. Nucky
would look out of the window in spite
of me. It was no use to place him in
the corner seat. He wonld read when
he liked. If he did not choose, I could
not get him to open his mouth ; and
he persecuted little Hrnson and Carl iu
defiance of all my protecting mandates,
backed np with I am fairly ashamed to
tell how many floggings.

Eastern teachers may think my
methods barbarous ; I think so myself.
But I wish only that my critics could
have l>een in my place "one day, with
Nucky and Dec on their hands.

Then came the Indian outbreak.
There was such fear of an attack for
several days that the school was closed.
But the Indians moved another way ;

and then moro than half the men joined
a “ volunteer ” company, to go against
them. The danger of an attack there
was thought to be passed, and school
began again.

A few minutes before the forenoon
recess, a day or two after that, Nucky
left his seat on a sudden aud camedown
to my desk.

“Please, mem,” he said, “I’s jest
ben lookin’ out o’ the winder agin.”

“Yes,” said I, “I am sorry—but what
of it ?”

“There’s a redskin out yer,” said he,
with a flush of excitement on his face.

“An Indian, Nucky?” I exclaimed.
“You are mistaken, I "think.”

“No, 1 aiut, mem,” persisted Nucky.
“You jest come yer—no, not to the
winder,, but back yer where I be, or
he’ll see yer, sure pop! Now you look
wliero I pints. Out by that thar ole
cottonwood butt. Yer can’t see ’im jest
now, but lie’s thar, an’ ef ye look sharp,
an’ keep yer eye thar, yer will see ’im.
He’s thar!”

I didn’t half believe Nucky was right;
but I kept my eye on the stump indi-
cated for near a minute, when, to my
horror, I saw the feathered head of a
tawny red-skin poked slowly out to one
side of it. After a sharp look at the
school house, the Indian crept forward,
gun in hand, from that butt to another.
My heart gave a jump. For an instant,
I was near fainting from sheer terror.

The other children had overheard
Nucky and saw my alarm. They began
to cry. I turned to hußli them, lint
Nucky pulled my sleeve. “Yer jest bar
the door, mem,” he said, with such a
brave look in liis ngly little face that I
felt courage come to me from it. “Bar
the door, or let me, an’ then ef you’ll
jest hist the back winder an’ put me
out, I’ll cut back through the dogwoods
an’ run fer old Dad Grover and the
Gainses.”

Nucky was master of the situation.
I was only too glad to do his bidding.
First thrusting the wooden bars across
the door, I shoved aside the hack win-
dow. In an instant Nncky was wrig-
gling out. Expectiug every instant to
hear the whoop of the savage, I let
Nucky down to the ground.

He “ent" away like a fox through the
bushes in the rear of the school house,
and so noiselessly, that when I turned
to peer ont at the other window, I saw,
to my great relief, that the savage had
not heard him, and was still watching
from behind the butts.

But a moment or two after, having
apparently satisfied himself that there
were no men about the house, the red-
skin crawled from the butt to the log
fence inclosing the school lot. For a
minute or two I saw him peeping be-
twixt the logs. Then he leaped over
the fence, aud, bounding to tbo door,
threw his weight against it to burst it
open. The bar held, but tbo whole
house shook.

The children ran screaming and
shrieking to me.

Then I heard the Indian fumbling at
the latch.

He again threw his weight against
tho door, when, finding he could not
break the bar, he began to cut into the
door with his hatchet. With almost
the first stroke the bright blade came
through. The children screamed, each
one trying to get behind me.

At a very few hacks, the Indian chop-
ped a hole; and I saw his face as he
glared iu, and heard his exultant grunt
of satisfaction, as he beheld our defence-
less condition.

Then again he plied his hatchet to cut
away the boards. I thought our last
hour hail surely come, and seut lip a
despairing cry to heaven to succor me.
At almost the same instant there came
the report of a gnn at the very door of
the school house.

When Nucky ran for help, the first
person whom he saw was Dec, watching
the grouse alxmt a quarter of a mile
from the school-house.

“Thar’s an Indian a-skulpin’ the
schoolma'am 1” exclaimed Nucky.

“Wal, she ought ter be sknlped,”
said the sincere Dec. “Bnt I’ll be
blanked ef she shall, though !” he added,
and, mere lad that he was, started to
ran alone to the rescue, heedless if
there wm one or more Indians.

Nudfcy ran on after Dad Grover and


