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Basil *»' card", one year ® 
* Notice* in the loe-1 columns will he charged 

Sltetn cents per lino for each insertion. 
The lcs>a\ square of printed matter in 

*fcl» State is ten lines of solid breerir, equiva-
-Uat r eight lines of minion, tlie typo of this 

»*r". 

BUSINESS CARDS. 
T. W. HARRISON, 

ATTORNEY AT LAW, 
REAI. ESTATE A«'T 

"^wfnuirop. Bncliaiian Co., la. 
Vlleetiont and Remittances Promptly Made. 

11 y 

'  JEW MKE, 

I T T O R N E T  A T  L A W ,  
NOTARY PUBLIC AND 

^ m /m. «a- 9 

Independence, Iowa. 

XV <» A 1?- HON NAN, 
L A W ,  C O S T E T A S  C  I M C ,  

•WAR CLAIM. INSUBANCE. 
Tax and Land Agency Office, 

(Offie* in L«ytie's Now Brick Block,) 
« • Iowa. Independence. • " . 

li. W. HART, 

ATTORNEY AT LAW, 
NOT.illY PUBLIC, 

Orncs is W ILCOX'S BRICK BLOCS, 
X PS PES PE xcs, - - 'OWA. 
Aaguit Tth, 1S66. L___ 

"" ,1. S. WOCUWAKr> '  

jtTTOH'W I' >AT W') 
AMI* 

3 KNlvRAL LAND AGENT 
Isnr.PKunKSC'i. -  - - IOWA. ^ 

OFFICE IX WILCOX'S BLOCK. 

Fartieulnr attention given to culloc^ns, and 
remittanrcs promptly m.Kl-

IiEE & WKABT, 

attorneys AT LAW, 
AN!) 

REAL ESTATE AGENTS. 
O F F I C E  I N  C A F K A L I . 8  B L O C * .  

jndevkxdence, 
Feb. 4, 1807. 

10 WA 
[33-tf 

D. r>. HOLDKIDOK, 
attorney & Counselor f' haw, 

NOTARY run  ic  .sn 

REAL ESTATE AGENT . 
Will Eive especial attentics, <0 Collections; 

will pay taxes. examine title., eollect rent., and 
sell real estate. 

ALSO. IJCESSKD 

Government €lai»u Ag't. 
Will prosecnte and collect all claims apinst 

fee Government, including Pension, Back Jay, 

C AKFAL'S NKW BKICK BLOCK, over 

CHasa' Store 

•1. O. HOUSK, M. I>. 

REHIDFACE A*I> OFFICE, 

CTFRICN or MOTT A*I> C HATHAM BTHIETI, 
V PKPEX DEXCE, - - __ 

T. M- HT'N'l', 

L I C E N S E D  A U C T I O N E E R ,  

Independence, - - Iowa. 

Will roll Ke.ll Estate and personal property 
of every description. Satisfaction guar 

tnteed. 

JOHN T. HANCOCK, 

WHOLESALE GROCER, 

No. 71 Cor. Main and 4th Sts^ 

quo. ft. 

Dr. C. A. CLARKE 

DENTIST, 
WJTDEPEJrnE'VCE, - IOHVI, 

Isvitei all in need of good Dental work to 
tire bim a call. 

All operations performed with neatness ana 
iUpatcb, and on reasonable terms. 

Office up Stairs, Wilcox' New Block, 
East end of Bridge. [*>tf 

J. 8. NICHOLSON. I>. H. GILL. 

CILL & NICHOLSON, 

SURGEON DENTISTS, 
INIIEPKNUENCK, IOWA. 

OffleeOver Hodge's Store.Leytzo's Block. 
Branch OftiooB I _ 

OFFICE IN QUASQI ETON opi-ns on the 
4r»t Monday of every month, and remains open. 
>o« w«ek. 

OFFICE IN WIXTIIROP open on Tuesday, 
Wednesday and Thursday, of th. following 
week. 

Dec. IS, 18S7. [19] 

Drs. Hobbie & Graham, 
Homcoopatliio 

PHYSICIANS & SURGEONS, 

ludcpciidnw, - Iowa. 

Coy 8c Webster 
DKALKKS IN 

Groceries and Provisions, 
independence, Iowa. 

pf HIGIIKST CASH l'UICE paid for all 
kinds of country produce. 

x Wagon Ahrays in Attendant* to Deliver 
mood! Free of Charge. _ _ 

Independence, Juno 18B6. [.51-tf 

JAS. & WM. WHAIf, 
or THE FIRM OP wnAlT k CO., 

Manufacturers of the Celebrated 
XXX WAG-ON -, 

IXD EI'EX UEXCE, - - IOWA. 
Call and Examino Before Buying. 

Repairing Done on Short Notice. 
32-tf 

G. L. 1 *ICK IN SON, E. II. D ICKINSON. 

TREMONT HOUSE. 
G. L. DICKINSON II SON, Proprietors. 

DUBUQUE, IOWA. 
^f®~Location central: near t!ie Post Office. 

General Stage Office, Cor. Sth and Iowa Sts. 
Feb. 5, lSti'J. 32-tf 

New Paint Shop. 
LYMAN & JOY 

Will be found at their Xcw Shop, oj.polite the 
Bell Tower, 

Third lloor abare (lie Post Office, 

And arc tic cp.'irr.l to do till 'Hinds of 

HOUSE, SIGN A CARRIAGE PAINTING. 
A l*o, 

Graining and Paper-Hanging 
Duue in the Host of Style 

ON SHORT NOTICE. 
32-ly 

OLD ESTABLISHED 

LUMBER YARD, 

Z. STOUT & Co^Prop'rs 

Near the Depot, 

INDEPENDENCE, - - IOWA. 
Koep constantly on hand a full supply of woll-

tclectcd 

PINE U MBER, 
Of avary 4e*cription,including Boards of differ* 

ent gra<l«js, 

Joist«, Srantliiig, Fencing, Dressed 
Flooring and Siding, Dimen

sion Timber, Shingles, 
Grubs, Laths, Piik-

etis, Doors, 
Blinds, 
Sash, 

&c. 
^^.The above is the first-established Lumber 
Yard in Independence,having been successfully 
com\uctcd by Mr.Z. Stunt during the pa^tei^ht 
vears. lie having recently as.soct;ited neph
ew, Mr. W. F. Stout, in the business, the new 
firm will endeavor to maintain the reputation of 
the Yard for 

Superiority of Stock and Reasona
ble Prices. 

Wo aro Agents for the 

Keloid Combiiifd Mower & Reaper 
One the best m.ichii is in the world, for which 
we keep constantly or a»nd a full supply of re
pairs. Also, for a Superior 

Threc-Shoi el Corn Plow, 
Which has been teste i  in the county with entire 
satisfaction. 
Z- STOCT, 1 X. STOUT it CO. 
W. F. STOUT, j 

[8-tf 

T3SCE 

Howe Sewing Machines 
THE ioTfSAiSlM CO., 

K1,!.\S HOWE, JK., 
EstabliSIicd 1815, 

Pcrfectcd 18«7. 

For Families & Manufacturers. 

cf 

NEW 

Carriage & Wagon Shop. 
Ransier & Flanigan, 

Manufacturers of Carriages, Wagons, Buggies, 
Sleighs, Cutters, and in laet everything in this 
lis* of trade. Particular attention given to 

Horse-Shoeing & Reparing. 
Shop oo Chatham Street, 2d block nortk of 

Maia, 
INDEPENDENCE, M>W A. 

^uly 2d. 1 "I 

THE GREAT PRIZE: 
EXPOSITION U.VIVT:NEI:I.I.K, I 'AIIIS, 1667, 

A WARDED O VI-:It EIGHTY-TWO COM-
I'ETI l UltS 

THE HIGHEST PREMIUM, 

The only Cross of the Legion 

of Jloner and Gold Medal, 
Given to American Sewing Machines,per Impe
rial Decree, published in the " Jloniteur L'niver-
sel" (Official Journal ol tlio French Empire,) 
Tuesday, 2d July, lf67, in these words: 

f Fabi icantc de Machines a 
j coudre cxposant. 

ELIAS HOWE, Jn. •{ 
|  Manufacturer of Sowing 
[ Machines, Exhibitor. 

The Howe Sewing Machines are celebrated 
lor doing the best work, using a much (itnallen 
needle for the samo thread than any other ma
chine. 

They are adapted to all kin dv of Family Sew 
ing, and manufacturing of every description, 
making a beautiful and perfect Stitch, aliko on 
both side* ol the article sewed, and will neither 
lip nor ravel. 

Every Machine is as near perfection as the 
best machinery in the world can make it. 

The parts being exactly alike, i. any part 
nee'lsto be replaced, the operator ciin replace it 

The New Improved Family Sewing Machine 
is without a rival, and cannot be surpassed,— 
a Ilemuier, Feller: llraider, Quilter and Guide 
go with each Family Machine free of charge. 

per Don't fail to examine these World ite-
nowed Machines. 

MRS. H- 8. AMES, 

IS AGF5T KO* TUB 

Elias Howe Lock-Stitch Sew
ing Machine, 

For INDEPENDENCE, IOWA. 
44yl 

"ADVERTISEMENT. 
is to certify, that we hare used Dr. R. 

£ W. BodeH's Horse Medicines for several 
/ears.and can safely add our testimony to their 
merits. We cheerfully rccuuimond them to the 
public as containing more medicinal virtues 
than any other we have ever used,and can war
rant his Conditio* Powders to be the bent the 
market afford*. 

J C McGowaa, Winthrop. 
Jlcnrv Snartiel, " 
S I 'carsal l ,  "  
G Newell, " 
II C M arli ham, M D " 
W Tallty, *' 
David Quthrie, " 
S:nnui l C.ikey, " 
Thomas biggins, " 
J W I'M die, " 
!• Singer, " 
L J  l)unlap,  "  
Curtis .Morgan, Quasqueton. 
John Merrill, " 
J C Nei.ly, " 
James I'.cilingcr, " 
I) C Hastings, M D « 
E W Hastings, 
Mart Kuhn, u 

A rro-.k*!, 44 

< ballon K Kent, " [34-tf 

RESTFTTIRAM. 
WHAIT & BRO., 

Cur. M'iid <{- U'rthtut StH. 

WARM MEALS AT ALL HOURS. 

Ice-Cream and Lemonade 
In Every Style. 

Tobacco, Cigars & Confectionery. 
II. J. WHAIT. G. N. WIIAIT. 

[, r>0-6m] 

~ MONEY TO LOAN! 
Kmjdittof Jcrf Lik«. 

BOOTS & SHOES. 
O: IEKEL, 

Corner of Main >t Chatham Street3, 

INDEPENDENCE, - - IOWA, 
Keeps constantly on hand all kinds of 

BOOTS AND SHOES 

FOR MEN, WOMEN AND CHILDREN, 

Both Home Made & Eastern Made* 
He employs none l>ut first oln^s workmen nnd 

ufes nothing hut the best of stuck. Ilia stack 
will bo sold at the 
VEHY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. 

He is aleo Agent for the celebrated Singers' 
Sewing Machines. Machine Oil and Needles 
for Sewing Machines nlwnys on band. n26-y 

O .  I S K B I I .  

FURNITURE! 
Change of Location. 
J. C. GLASS 

WOULD ANNOUNCE that he has par-
chased the entire stock of KLOXZBAOH 

A GOELLKR and 

Removed to their Old Stand, i 

ON THE 

NORTH SIDE OF MAIN STREET, 
Where ho is now receiving very large addi
tions to his stock of 

First-Class Furniture 
OF ALL KINDS. 

Ilia Stock includes a great variety of 

TIMES, (HAIRS, BEDSTEADS, 

Bureaus, Lounges, Sofas, 

MATTRESSES, 

Looking Glasses, 

Wash Stands, 

Safes, &c., &c., 
AlUfwfchll 

Will be Sold at Prices 

THAT DEFY COMPETITION! 
lie also keeps on hand a supply of 

COl? FINS 
of the Latest Patterns, 

And finished in imitation of Rosewood and Ma
hogany. 

Independence, April 2d, 1869. 40-tf 

WALL PAPER 
AT 

Waggoner & Co's. 
HARTMAN' & DAUBER, 

MAN UFACTUHKU8 OF 

AI<Ij KLIKTDS OP 

BOOTS & SHOES, 
MAIX STREET, IXDEPEXDf.XCS. 

A FIXE ASSORTMEXT OF 

EASTERN WORK 

C'»n?tsnflv on Hand 

Particular A Hention given to Cus

tom Work. 
We use none but the 

Best of KEaterial, 
and can guarantee 

Entire Sa tisfaotioxi< 

Hepairiny c/o)ie ta thf be* t style nnd on thi 
tho.'tent notice. GIVE US A 

Sept. 11.1866. 12-tf 

Brick Yaril For Sale, 
With all the necessary improvementy to run the 
snuic. Wood and lumber mcludod, with twen
ty seven acres of land, with house and stable 
thereon. All of the land or part of it will be 
Mild with the Dricli Yard to suit the purohaser. 
•Situated five miles southeast of Independence, 
on the road leading from Independence to 
Quasqueton. For further particulars inquire 
Df Robert Wilson of Jesup, or J. M. Miller of 
Independence, Adrnrs. of tho estate of George 
Wilson, deceased. Reference to Jed Lake, In-
lependence. Iowa. 

March 2nd, 1869. 36-tf 

DISSOLUTION. 
Notice is hereby given, that the partnership 

heretofore existing between J. B. Turner and 
Mrs. A. S. Mellish. in the Millinery and Dry 
Goods business, is this day dissolved by mutual 
conaeat. 

J. B. TURNKR, 
Mrs. A. S. MKLLISH. 

The bnsincas will be carried on as asual b7 
J. B. Turner. 

Independence, April 26,1309* 44-tf 

Independence Nursery. 
At the Independence Nurseiy,  one mile  west  

of  this  Ci ty ,  may be found a  good assortmnot  
uf  Apple  Treos,  Moricl lo  and Early Richmond 
Cherr ies ,  Plum Trees ,  l ted,  Yel low and Tran-
i ieemlent  Crabs;  l loughtcn Seedl ing ( looseber-
r ies ,  l i t  ek Cap and Purple  Ca: ie  Raspbernej ,  
( , rapes .  Currants ,  Hoses,  Flowering Shrubs,  
Evergreens and everything in  the^ursenj  l ine 

rHopmr.TO* 
n t r. . 

Mrs. Milliman 
Has returned from the East with a Large and 

Choice select ion of  

WINTER STYLES. 
I  invi to  tho Ladies  to  mine in  and see my 

PATTERNS 

IN BONNETS & HATS. 
I  can supply Dress  Mako with Trimmed Pat

terns  or  Without  Trimming.  

I  was for tunate  in  being in  Chicago on the 
"Opening Day" of  Winter  Styles ,  secured my 

Patterns from the Latest Styles. 
I  have a  Ful l  Line of  

Z E P H Y R S .  
I  ain confident  wo can please you in  

HATS <SS BONNETS. 

1 st Door West of Myers <t Maas. 

Main St., Independence, Iowa. 40-TR. 

GO THE 

PRICES! 

FOR 

30 DAIS 

«:» nn 

I OFFER MY 

Mammoth Stock 

AT THE 

NEW YORK 

S T O R E  

AT COST! 

Song of the Bottle • 

FOR PARTICULARS 

Call at the Premises. 

E. LEACH. 

THE CELEBRATED 

UROVElt & BAKER 
Sewing Machines. 

Tkt Rest family Machine in the World 

THESE Machines are superior to all others 
in Simplicity, Adaptation to a (treat Ramjv 

af H'or/.-,the Earn- with which they are Workrd 
and their freedom from liability to get out of 
r fl>ai r-
This is the only company who make both the 

Shuttle or "Lock" Stitch, anil tho (irover^ 
Baker Double Klastic Stitch, thus giving pu-
eliaseri a Choice and privilege of exchanging, 

S. S. WAGGONER & CO. Agents. 

O L D  K S T A H L I S I I E I >  

GROCERY STORE, 
OPPOSITE TIIE 

Montoar House, - Independence, 
Has on hand, nnd dailj receiving New 

Uood?. confining of 

TEAS, SUGARS, COFFEES, 
AND FANCY GROCERIES, 

Crockery, Glassware, Wooden-
ware, 

FISI1 OF ALL KINDS, 

Everything fhrap for Cash 1! 
Call and see for yourselves. 

SYRACUSE SALT 
Always on hand. 

Farm Produce Wanted. 
T. W. CLOSE. 

May 14, 1889. 4#1y 

JESUP BUSINESS. 

J. II. HAWKINS, 

Attorney and Counselor at Law, 

Jestip, Buchanan Co., hwa. 
jk»- Collections Promptly Made and Romitted 

RKAI. ESTATB BOUGHT ASD SOLD. 
Jan. 22, 1869. [30-tf 

M. II. EASTMAN, 

Attorney and Counselor at Law 
AND 

XUA.TST:D AGENT, 

JgffUP, IIUCIIAXAX COUNTY, IOWA. 
Will practice in ISuchanan, BlackAawk, and 

adjoining Bounties. 31-tf 

M. BF.OSEN, 

MERCHANT TAIIOlt. 

Custom Made Work Warranted. 
STeaup, low®. 

31-tf 

A. BUCHMAN, 
MEBOHAN T TAILOR, 

PEAI.KR lit 

Tl^re wasfan old decait-
and tta mouth was 

gaping wide; the 
rosy wine had 

ebbed awny » 
and loft 
its crys
tal fide; 

and the wind 
went humming, 

humming— 
up and 

down the 
sides it flew, 

and through the 
reed-tike, 

hollow neck 
(he wildest notes it 

blew. I placed it in tha 
window, where the blapt was 

Mowing free, and fancied that its 
pale mouth sang the queerest strains 

to me. '-They tell me—puny con
querors !—the Plague has slain his ten, 

and War his hundred thousands of the 
•ery best of men; but I"—'twas thus 
the bottle spoke—" but I have con
quered more than all your famous con
querors, so feared #r.d famed of yore. 
Th/;n ootnc, >e youth and uaidens, 
coine drink, from out my cup,*lhe 
beverngc that dull* the braiu anil 
bum* the spirit up; that puts to 
shame conquerors that slay their 
scores bciow; forthis has deluged 
millions from the lava tido of 
woe. Tho* in the path of battle 
darkest waves of blood may 
roll; yet while I killed the 
body, I have dumn'd the 
•ery FOUI. The cholera, 
the sword, ?ueh ruin 
never wrought, as I, 
in mirth or malice, 

on the innocent have bro't. 
And still I breathe upon them, and 

they shrink before my b r e a t hj" 
and year by year my t h o u a a n I s 
tread the diaaiul road lo Death." 

C L O T H I N G ,  

DRY GOODS, 

NOTIONS, &0.f 

MAIM ST., - -JESITP, IOWA. 
Agrat for Singer'* ScwfBg Machines. 24y 

A UKOKE.X HOME. 

•(Trntli Strangerthan Fiction." 

In San Francisco, on the north side of 
Folsora street, overlooking Mission Bay, 
stands A palatial residence. 

The interior of this house is even more 
beautiful than its exterior, every apartment 
being in its way a gem of magnificence 
and refinement. 

The library especially realizes the most 
perfect ideal of an elegant and cultured 
home. 

And yet, at the moment we look in upon 
him—one August afternoon, as he occupied 
his library—the proprietor of all this 
wealth appeared of all wen the most miser
able. 

He was Mr. Morton Preble, for many 
years leading banker of San Francisco. 

It was in vain that the broad bay-window 
at the south end of ihe room had been 
( pencd, giving egress to Ihe sunshine and 
the fragrance of rare flowers—in vain that 
the walls were lined with richly' carved 
book-cases and paintings—in vain that 
soft couches and luxurious chairs had been 
gathered aronnd liiin. 

He was wretched. 
He lav on a sola, in the depths of the 

great bay-window, the wreck of a once 
powerful man. His figure was thin and 
gaunt; his face white as marble ; his eyes 
having an expression of woful apprehen
sion, of harrowing anxiety, of dteadful ex
pectancy. 

It was evident at a glance that no mere
ly physical ailment had made him what he 
was. 

By what withering secret, by what de
stroying affliction, had he been thus agon
ized? thus haunted? thus hunted? he so 
nol le and good! he so wealthy and distin
guished! 

As lie moved restlessly upon his luxurious 
cushions, the pretty clock on the mantel
piece struck five, every stroke seeming to 
fall like a hammer upon the heart of the 
nervous invalid. He aroused himself, 
struggling feebly to a sitting posture. 

"Oh, will this fatal day never, never 
pass?" he murmured; "nor bring us re
lief?" 

Noticing with a nervous start that he was 
alone, he touched a bell upon a table before 
him, and called : 

"Helen, Helen! where are you?" 
Before the echoes of his voice had died 

out a step was heard, and his wife entered 
his presence. 

" I left you only for a moment, Morton," 
she said, advancing to the banker's side. 
" You were dozing, I think, I wished to 
send for the doctor !" 

She was a beautiful woman, of some six 
and thirty years, graceful, with broad white 
brows and loving eyes, in which the bright
ness and sweetness of a sunshiny nature 
were still perceptible, under a grief and 
anxiety no less poignant thau that evinced 
by her husband. 

" The doctor!' '  he echoed, half reproach
fully. 

" Yes, dear,"' she said, in a calm and 
cheerful voice, as she drew a chair to the 
side of Ihe sofa, and sat down, stroking the 
corrugated forehead of the invalid with a 
magnetic touch. "He will be here imme
diately. Your last nervous crisis alarmed 
me. You may become seriously ill !v 

Mr. Preble bestowed an affectionate look 
upon his wife, but said despondently: 

"The doctor! He cannot minister to a 
mind diseased! Oh, if these long hours 
would only pass! If I only knew what the 
day has in store for us !" 

"Look up, Morton!"' enjoined Mrs. 
Preble, wilh a reverently trustful glance up
ward through the open window at the blue 
sky, and as if looking beyond the azure 
clouds therein. "Let us appeal from the 
injustice and wickedness of earth to the 
goodness and mercy of Heaven!" 

The banker gave a low, sobbing sigh. 
'• I cannot look up, Helen," he answered, 

with a passionate tremor in his voice— 
"only down, down at the grave that isopeu-
ing bufere me!' ' 

Mrs. Preble continued to stroke h:s fore
head softly, while she lifted his pale face 
to the sunlight streaming into the apart 
merit. 

" Look up, Morion—always look up!" 
she again enjoined upon the invalid. "Du
ring all these fourteen yenrs of agony, I 
have not or.ee doubled either the goodness 
or justice of Heaven. '  Blessed are thev 
that mourn: for they shall be comforted. 
I believe that we shall yet rejoice more 
keenly than we have mourned, and that we 
shall come to a glorious day of joy beyond 
all this long night of sorrow!" 

The face of the invalid lighted up with 
an answering glow, and he murmured s 

"Glorious faith ! My wife, you are in
deed a blessed comforter 1 Perhaps, after 
all, you are right!" 

A knock resounded at a side-door at this 
juncture, and the next moment Dr. llutton, 
the family physician, for whom Mrs. 
Preble had sent, entered the room. 

He was an old man, portly in figure, with 
white hair and beard, but with a fresh and 
ruddv complexion, a pair of shrewd blue 
eyes, and with an exuberant boyishness of 
manner that sat well upon him. He had a 
kind heart and a clear head. Heapproach-
ed the sofa after greeting tho husband and 
wife, and lifted the thin restless hand of the 
invalid, feeling his pulse. 

"Quite a high fever," he said, after a 
britf pause. "Worrying again, eh, Mr. 
Preble? You are wearing yourself out 
Medicine will do you no good so long as 
your mind id in its present condition. I 
must give you an op :ate-

" Not now, d( clor," interposed tho bank
er. " 1 cannot—must not—sleep to-day ! 
I need to be. broad awake now, for I cannot 
tell at any moment what the next may 
bring forth. I am looking for Ihe culmina
tion of all my years of anguish—for Un
crowning agony ol the whole. Perhaps 
even now— Ah, what was that? '  

He started up wildly, nnd then, as the 
sound that disturbed him was not repeated, 
he sank hack again on his cushions, pallid 
and panting. 

The doctor looked at Mrs. Preble with an 
anxious, questioning glance. 

" It is the anniversary," she replied to 
his unspoken inquiry—" the anuivcrsary of 
owkras.' '  

"Ah, yes," said the doctor. " I Remem
ber.' '  

"Yes, it 's another of hose terrible 
days," cried the banker in a »ollow wbi«. 
|er. " Sit down, doctor, and I will tell 
fou the whole story. I can think of noth
ing else to-day, and am almost wild with 
apprehension and anxiety. Sit down.' '  

Dr. Hutton drew up a chair and seated 
himself, his face expressing the double so
licitude e>f a friend and physician. 

'  You knew us fourteen years ago, doctor,* 
said Mr. Preble. "We lived then where 
we do now, in a cottage on the site of this 
great mansion. There were but three of 
QS— Helen and I, and our three-year old 
Jessie. And it was fourteen years ago to
day that our little Jessie was stolen from 
ns." 

'• I remember it," said the doctor softly. 
" Yet might she not have been lost, Mr. 
Preble ? She went out to play in the gar
den, if I remember rightly, and was never 
seen by you again. She might have stray
ed away—" 

" So wc thought for a whole year, doctor," 
interrupted the banker. " We never dream
ed that she had been stolen. We searched 
everywhere for her, and offered immense 
rewards for her recovery. I employed de
tectives, but all to no purpose. When our 
little Jessie ran down the steps into that 
flower-garden," and he pointed to the front 
of the house, "a3 if the earth had opened 
and swallowed her up, we never saw her 
again." 

" She must have found the gate open, 
and wandered out," suggested Dr. Hutton. 
" She might have strolled down to the wa
ters and been drowned." 

The banker fixed his burning eyes upon 
the physician's face, and whispered : 

" I said we never saw the poor child 
again. She was lost on the 9th of August, 
1854. For a year we thought her dead. 
But on the anniversary of our loss wo re
ceived a written message concerning her." 

"A message!" cried l)r. Hutton starting. 
"A mere scrawl—a single line in a 

hand evidently disguised," said the banker. 
Here it is." 
He produced a dingy scrap of paper 

from a drawer in the table, and held it up 
to the view of the physician, who read as 
follcws: 

"August 0, 1855. Jettie, la, ha! Jettic." 
Dr. Hutton, looked with a puzzled air, 

from the scrap of paper, which he turned 
over and over, to the countenance of the 
banker. 

"I can make nothing of this," he de
clared. " It is merely a date, with the 
name of your lost daughter. It tells me 
nothing." 

" Nor did it us, at first," said Mr. Preble. 
"Then that name and that date, with the 
demon laugh connecting them, set us to 
thinking. A whole year we agonized over 
the dreadful problem, and then we received 
another message, which you shall see." 

He thrust a second slip of paper, identic
al in shape and appearance with the first, 
before the gcze of Dr. Hutton, who read it 
aloud: 

"August 9, I S JIJ. You)' Jcwie still lives. 
The physician started, as if electrified. 
"Ah! this is something definite—some

thing decisive," he muttered. " It con
vinced you that your daughter was still 
living." 

"Yes, doctor," said Mr. Preble, "and ev
ery anniversary of that day has brought us 
some message. The disappearance of the 
child, mysterious as it is, does not seem to 
me half so strange as that the villain who 
took ber away could contrive to communi
cate with us every year since, and always 
on a particular day—the anniversary of 
that on which she was stolen—without our 
being able to discover who he is. And a 
still greater wonder to me is what can be 
his in' tive. It seems incredible. If it was 
stated in a novel many people would not 
believeit. Bit 'truth is stranger than fic
tion.' " 

Mrs. Preble drew from her husband's 
breast-pocket bis note-book, opened it to 
the proper page, and preseuted it to the 
physician. 

Dr. Hutton adjusted his spectacles, 
glanced over the page, and then slowly 
read Ihe group of entries aloud. The en
try the fir?t year is as follows: 

"August 9, 1Sj.'). ./< etir, ha, ha I Jeesie !" 
And the next year it is— 

"August 9, lSjB. Your Jessie still lives." 
Aud tlie next— 

"August 9, 1S57. She it in good handt!" 
And the next— 

"August 9, lSjS. She it well at ever !'' 
And the next— 

"August 9, 1S59. I taw her y ester da j!" 
And the next— 

"August 9, 1S60. Bkftgrowing rapidly !" 
And the next— 

"August 9, 1S61. She eontinuet to do well 
And the next— 

"August 9, 1SG2. I've ion her again 
And the next— 

"August 9, 1863. She't becoming a woman 
And the next— 

"August 9, 1S61. Your child it thiiteeu 
And the next— 

"August 9, 1 Sti j. She's lovlier than tvtr !" 
And the next— 

"August 9, 1SR6. She't really charming !" 
And last year it is— 

"August 9, IN67. My reicard in at hand!" 
And what shall we get to-day! 

The physician looked up and fixed his 
thoughtful gaze upon the bereaved husband 
and wife. 

" How did these messages come to you ?" 
he dem inded. 

"Invariably by post," replied Mr. Preble. 
"Usually to the house, but sometimes to the 

oflice !' '  
"And you have nererseen their author?" 
" Never!" 
" The last of them is dated, I see, a year 

ago to-day ! 
"Yes, yes,"' faltered tho banker, "and 

the time has come for another message. 
This is the 'Jth of August, 1SGS!" 

" I see," said Dr. Hutton. "And this is 
th# secret of your terrible excitement! You 
are expecting to receive to-duy auotber of 
these strange messages!" 

There was a brief silence. Mrs. Preble's 
hand fluttered in its task, and her face 
grew very pale. The bunker breathed 
gaspingly. The physician regarded them 
both with friendly sympathy. 

" Wo shall hear of her again to-day," 
said Mr. Preble, "and what will tho mes
sage be?"' 

The mother averted her face. Her brave 
heart faltered as that question echoed in 

her scul. 
" The writer of these letters is unques

tionably the abductor of your child1!" said 
Dr. Hutton. "Have you any suspicion of 

his identity !" 
" Not tho slightest," said Mr. Preble. 

" We have puzzled over the problem for 
many years, but we cannot guess who he 

13 "Think," said tbo doctor. "Have you 
no enemy? 1 do not mean people with 
whom you are not friendly—every stirring 
man has plenty of these—but a downright 
enemv!—Is there no inau whom you knew 
in tlie Fast who hated you? No one 
against whom you were called to testify-
no one whom you possibly injured?" 

Tho banker shook his head. He had 
asked himself all these questions repeat-

edly. 
" I have no such enemy, doctor, he an

swered wilh sincerity of voice and manner. 
"And Mrs. Preble?" suggested the doc

tor, turning to her. " Have you no rejuctcd 
suitor who might be revengeful enough to 
desolate your home ?" 

" No," said the lady. " I was married 
earlv. Morton was my first lover!" 

"Vhis is strancre—very strange!" mutter
ed the doctor. "You are not conscious of 
having an enemy in the world, and yet you 
have an enemy—a hidden foe—a fiend in 
human form—who is working out against 
you a fearlul hatred! And you have not 
the slightest suspicion who he is?" 

"Not the slightest," declared Ihe banker. 
"Not the slightest!" echoed Mrs. Preble. 

"My husband had a step-brother who 
might have been capablc of this iufamy— 
but he is dead I"' 

"The handwriting is not familiar ?" 
|  "No. It is merely a rude scraw', as you 

see," said the banker. "It suggests noth
ing—except that it is evidently di guised J" 

Atrain there was a profound silence. 
"Our child is seventeen years old now," 

at length murmured Mrs. Preble, her voice 
trembling, "She is on the threshold of wo
manhood. No doubt, during all these years, 
she has yearned for us, wherever she may 
be, as we have yearned for her!" 

"But where is she?" asked the phjsician 
and now his voice was broken by his deep 
sympathy with the Bgoui&ed parents.— 
"Where can she le 1" 

"Heaven only knows," answered the moth
er. "Perhaps in San Francisco—perhaps 
in so«ie rude hut in the interior, will, some 
obscurt farmer, and under a name that is 
not hers' I think her alductor would have 
carried bet to some lonely region of the in
terior, among the valleys and mountains. 
Yet I never see a young girl in the streets 
without turning to look at her. I never hear 
a girlish voice without listening eagerly, 
half fancying that it may prove the voice of 
my lost Jessie !" 

"Oh, pitying heaven!" sighed Dr. Hut
ton, dashing a flood of tears from bis eyes. 
"Will this long agony never be over?" 

"We hope so, and even believe so," an
swered Mrs. Preble, with the firmness of an 
unfaltering trust in (Jod's mercy. "The 
last message we received from our enemv 
seems to point to some kind of a charge." 

"True," assented I)r. Hutton, looking at 
the message in question. "It is unlike tho 
others. It says that his 'reward is at hand.' 
He means either that he intends to marry 
your daughter, or that he intends to demand 
money of you for bringing her back—or 
both." 

"We shall scon know," said Mrs. Preble, 
with forced calmness. "To-day we shall 
have another message, no doubt. What 
will it be ?" 

The banker turned restlesslf on his sofa, 
and his face grew even paler. 

"Whatever it is let it come !" he murmur
ed. "Anything can be borne better than 
this awful suspense. Let it come !" 

As if his impatient words had precipita
ted a crisis, a step was heard on the walk at 
this momcntj and a ring at the front door 
followed. 

"Another message !" breathed the bank
er. j 

A servant soon entered, bearing a latter, 
which he extended to Mr. Preble, saying: 

" The bearer is in the hall." 
With an eager gaze, the banker glanced 

at the superscription of the missive. 
"It is from him!'' he faltered. 
He tore the envelope open. 

It contained a slip of paper, of well-known 
shape and appeal ance, upon which was 
scrawled a single line, in an equally well-
known handwriting, which the banker ex 
hibited to his wife and the physician. 

This line was as follows :  
"August 9th, 1S68, At six Iwill call!" 

A shock of wonder and horror shook the 
three simultaneously. 

"Will call!" cried Mr. Preble, starting to 
his feet, and glaring wildly around. 

"Is coming here?" cried Mrs. Preble, al
so arising. 

"It seems so,"' said Dr. Hutton, his eyes 
again reverting to tlie message. "He will 
be here at six o'clock, and see! it is six al-
eady !"' 

Even as he spoke, the clock on the man-
tel-piece commenced striking the appointed 
hour, and at that instant heavy footsteps re
sounded in the hall, approaching the libra-
r?-

"It is hecried the doctor, also arising, 
As the last stroke of the hour resounded, 

the door leading from the hall again open-
ed. 

One long and horrified glance cast the 
banker and his wife in that direction, and 
then she fell heavily to the floor. 

Her senses hail left her. The above we 
publish as a specimen chapter; but the con
tinuation of this story will be found only in 
the N. Y. Ledger. Ask for the number da
ted December 5th, which can be had at any 
news oflice or bookstore. If you are not 
within reach of a news office, you can havi 
the Ledger mailed to you for one year by 
sending three dollars to Robert Bonner, pub
lisher, 182 William street, New York. The 
Let'ger pavs more for original contributions 
than any other periodical in the world. It 
will publish none but the very, veiy best. 
Its moral tone is the purest, and its circula
tion the largest. Every body who take.s it 
is happier for having it. Leon Lewis, Mrs 
Harriet Lewis, Mrs. Southworth, Mr. Cobb 
Professor Peck, Mary Kyle Dallas, Fanny 
Fern and Miss Dupuy will write ouly for the 
Ledger hereafter. 

Mr. Bonner, like other leading pulilisl 
crs, might issue three or five papers and 
magazines ; but he prefers to concentrate 
all his energies upon one, and in that way 
to make it tho best. One Dexter is worth 
more than three or five ordinary horses. 

One science only can one genius fit. 
So vast is art, so narrow human wit. 

IIOB13SOX tlH SOll'S ISLA.t#, 

From the New York Herald. 
If there is one spot of earth in which all 

who speak the English tongue may take a 
common interest, it is the island of Juan 
Fernandez. The favorite tale of nearly 
every childhood is by most of us remember
ed through life with grateful affection, and 
the scenes of its marvelous incidents share 
in our regard. It may be true that th 
proper ltobinson Crusoe's island was not 
off the coast of Chili at all, but in the mouth 
of the Frinoco ; and it may also be true that 
the continent should be called Columbi 
and not America ; but habit has endeared 
in both cases the existing usage, so that 
imagination takes precedence of what is or 
ought to bo fact, and tho continent will be 
America and Juan Fernandez ltobinson 
Crusoe's Island uutil the end of the chaf 
ter. 

Aa most readers are aware, this classic 
corner of the earth is in latitude 33 deg. 47 
min. S, about 400 miles off the coast of Chi
li, and is about the size of Stateu Island. 
It is, however, far more ruggedly pictur
esque than that beautiful suburb, and boasts 
one mountain, Yungue, that towers 4,000 
feet above the sea. Around it grow in lux
urious abundance various grains, peaches, 
tigs and other fruits, together with the san
dal wood tree and the cork ; and among 
these disport themselves—or did a few years 
iit 'O—many wild goats, and not a few wild 
horses. Excellent fish are abundant there, 
and with the sweetest of water nnd a deli
cious climate, a more inviting spot cannot 
be imagined. So thought the early buccan
eers, who inado it a resort lor many a day, 
and so thought alterward American and 
E»"lish whalers who touched there for sup
plies. For some years the Chilian govern
ment disturbed the solitude of the place by 
making it a penal colony ; but tho convicts 
rose in revolt, there was some blood shed, a 
village that had been built at Port Cumber-
lain, the harbor, was burned, and the au
thorities, al'cr ferreting out and putting to 
death the w retc hes who, on completing their 
work of destruction, had fled to tho woods, 
abandoned the Island to the goats and hor
ses. Subsequently two or three wandering 
Chilians found shelter there and eked out a 
livelihood that the generous soil for the most 
part easily supplied, by selling to passing 
ships vegetables ai.d water. In 1S4'.), when 
the memorable rush was made for the gold 
fields of California, some of the ships bound 
thither around Cape Horn touched at Juan 
Fernandez. They lound there besides some 
half a score of Chilians, including women 
and children, the mate of an American 
w! aler who, like Selkirk, had left his vessel 
from choice to dwell upon ti e island, and 
who had a family by one of the Chilian w-o-
men. This man looked not unlike the pic
tures of "Robinson Crusoe," having gar
ments of goat skins, a long beard, and that 
expression of profound yet melancholy calm 
which people who live in solitude are prone 
to have. He seemed, notwithstanding, to 
be contented, and spoke not of leaving the 
place or of any wish to change his condi
tion. A grotto near tho shore ho pointed 
out as Robinson Crusoe's Cave, and showed 
other spots identifying them with localities 
spoken of in Defoe's story. He appeared to 

regard himself as Selkirk's representative, 
and take pride in being so accepted. 

Twenty years seemed to have passed after 
this without any other or more definite use 
bring made of Juan Fernandez; but last 
winter it was ceded by the Chilian Govern
ment to a company of Germans, who are 

d by one Robert Wehran, a Saxon engin
eer. He and his society have now taken 
possession of the island and purpose lo 
make it their home. They number some 
sixty or soventy individuals, and have taken 
with them cows "and other cattle, swine, 
fotvls, all kinds of agricultural implements, 
with boats and fishing apparatus, and tools 
for the various mechanical trades. It is 
said that Wehran left Germany eleven yenrs 
"go, and, after passing some time in Eng-
lanJ, wa3 engaged on railways in South 
America. While there he conceived the 
idea he ha?. |K)W earried into effect. This 
is a rcpe'ition a  larger scale of the ex
periment of I 'ite^rn's Island, without, of 
course, the criminal t>^faCe that stained the 
history of the crew of a,,. I{, ) l lnty. The 
world will watch the career ot this little col
ony with doeply irterested eyes , for  apart 
from the curiosity and sympathy ntiur ;i!lv 
attracted by the experiment itself, no l.nre 
engaging spot could have been chosen i. 
which to make it than that which iseheiish-
ed in so many hearts as Robinson Crusoe's 
Island. 

SOLDIERS IN BATTLE. 

A writer gives the fallowing as a real pic
ture of the battle-field, and of some conver
sation between the soldiers while fighting. 
It is interesting : 

Steadily the brave fellows ascended the 
range of hills, two ranks deep, under a fu
rious fire of artillery, flashing Death's ter
rors under the most fearful form, and gaily 
they climbed the numerous fences in their 
way. Men dropped, and gaps were cade 
in the ranks, but the lines immediately clo
sed, all were compact as before. The woun
ded silently fell. All bosh about the screams 
of the wounded that we read of in books. 
On they went until a blazing fire of mus
ketry stormed upon them from the rifle pit 
hitherto invisible, and induced a halt. Firm
ly they stood and returned the fire. Up 
went tlie swords of the field officers, wildly 
cheering them on. Again they advanced. 
Again they halted. Line officers ran be
hind the men—picking up cartridge boxes 
of the dead, and replenishing those of the 
living. 

Back and forth they went, in the rear of 
their companions asking men if their am
munition held out, indicating localities 
where shots mi^ht be effective, and encour
aging them with hopeful words: 

"Steady, boys, steady ; give 'em thuuder ! 
-rSmitb, are you hurt ?" 

"Yes, sir ; my arm's broke." 
"Go to the rear, my boy." 
Another man falls. 
"Where are you struck, Robert ?" 
"In the thigh, sir. I can't move." 
"Lie still, aud keep cool; they'll take you 

away soon."' 
"Dennis, what's the matter with you? 

Why the devil don't you fire?"' 
"The ball's banged the top o' me muskit 

togithcr, sir, and broke the bagenet." 
"Pitch it away; here's another. Fire 

faster, Jones! That's right, Robinson 1 
Give it to 'em ! Splendid ! boys, splendid ! 
Down with you a new battery opening !" 

So it goes encouragement aud reproof by-
turns, in quantities varied by the individual 
vitality of the officer, interspersed with con
stant orders to lie down and avoid the fire 
of batteries. 

"D n this knapsack ! I can't stand 
it!" says one ; and it is jerked off. 

"This coat is as hot as says an
other, and off it goes. 

Terrible is this work of death ? The ene
my in the rifle pits have the advantage of 
three to ore. 'lhey pop their heads up, fire, 
and down they go to load. 

"Oh, blast it! Cap'n we ain't got no 
chance against them fellers ; we ought to 
have reinforcements." 

The cry extends along the lines. Colo
nels, in their visits to their companies, hear 
it from their line officers ; soon comes to the 
knowledge of the Generals, and, nfter an 
hour's fighting, an order to fall back is giv
en, which is obeyed with a steady pace, and 
but little straggling towards the city. 

Daughter on 
e. 

You are now, my beloved chil 1, about to 
leave those arms which have hitherto cher
ished you, and directed your every step, and 
at length conducted you to a safe, happy, 
and honorable protection, in the very bo
som of love and honor. Y ou must now be 
no longer the flighty, inconsiderate, haugh
ty, passionate girl, but ever, with reverence 
and delight, have the merit of your husband 
in view. Reflect how vast the sum of your 
obligation to the man who confers upon you 
independence, distinction, and, above all, 
felicity. Moderate, then, my beloved child, 
your private expenses, and proportion your 
general expenditure to the standard of his 
fortune, or rather his wishes. I fear not 
that, with your education and principles, 
you can ever forget the more sacred duties, 
so soon to be your sphere of action. Re
member the solemnity cf your vows, the dig
nity of vour character, the sanctity ot your 
condition. You are amenable to soeiety 
for your example, to your husband for his 
honor and happiness, and to Heaven itseli 
for those ric h talents intrusted to your cai-e 
and vour improvement; and though in the 
maze of pleasure or the whirl ol passion the 
duties of the heart may be forgotten, re
member. n.y darling child, there is a record 
which will cine day appear in terrible evi
dence against us for onr least omission.— 
Moure's Jixral Xt te Yorker. 

A curious scene was witnessed the other 
day at St. Petersburg, in Russia. The 1st 
regiment of the Imperial horse-guards were 
drawn up in line, when a young- officer, 
dressed in full regimentals, was led up to 
the Colonel of the regiment, who struck I im 
in the face, took his sword from him, order
ed him to kneel down, broke his sword over 
him. told two other officers to tear off his 
uniform, and then had him clad in the coarse 
uniform of a private o! the line. The offi
cer thus degraded had stolen money from 
one ot his comrades, and committed a num
ber of forgeries. He was reduced to the po
sition of a private in the line, nnd to serve 
for life as such in one of the Eastern Dis
tricts of the Empire. 

The following is Kenan's description of 
the personal appea:ance of St, Paul: 
"Paul had a sickly appearance, which 
did not, as it appears, correspond with the 
greatness ot his soul. He was u<jly, short, 
thick-set, lyid stooping, aud his broad 
shoulders awkwardly sustained a little, bald 
head. His sallow' countenance was half 
hidden ir. a thick beard; his nose was 
aquiline, his eyes piercing, and his black 
and heavy eyebrows met across his fore
head. Nor was there anything imposing 
iu his speech; his timid aud embarrassed 
air and his incorrect language gave at first 
but a poor idea of his eloquence*. He 
shrewdly, however, gloried in his exterior 
defects, and even drew advantages there
from." 

At Providence, the other evening, just as 
Maggie Mitchell's company was ready to 
go on tho stage, Mr. Sutton, who was to 
play the part of the old man Murlimer, re
ceived a telegram that his brother was dead. 
The play went on, and soon the cheeks of 
Miss Mitchell and Mr. Sutton were bathed 
in genuine tears, but the audience little 
knew the reality ol the grief. Miss Mitch
ell's mother died only a short time since. 

The Winterset Sun says—a train of em-
ii'rant wagens from Minnesota, came to 
town yesterday on their way to Kansas. 
On arriving in this city, they learned for the 
first time, that snow to the depth of six 
inches, or less, had fallen in that locality, 
and as they did not wish to locate in so 
cold a country as that, they concluded to 
stop hereabouts. Sensible. 

How to make n clean sweep—wash him. 

, l 'ioncer I'rcucliin^ iu tUe uctt. 

At Lincoln, 111., dining the past 
month, was celebrated the fiMieth aa-
nivcrsnry of the presiding eldership 
of Father Curtwright, ol the .Metho
dist Church. It \v;i8 nn edifyinaf 
time to ::ll who participated. Fath
er Oartwiight wns one of the earliest 
and best known of tlie piocfter 
preachers of tlie West. 

These pioneers did not onjoy tW 
"stated" preaching of the -Gospel. 
The early preachers were not "ten-
thoiiBand-dollar.' '  men, who rode in 
chariots, who dressed in "purple and 
fine linen," and who occupied housea 
with graperies and conservatories at
tached. They preached salvation 
"without money and without price." 
They rode the circuit on lior.-cback, 
exposed to rain and sleet, suffering 
cold and hunger, swimming rivrrg 
and cainpiKg on the open prairie, or 
necking shelter beneath the root < f 
the humble cabin. When it w::$ 
known that the preacher was to ar-
i'"-e on the Lord's day at an obscuro 
haiuV't, tlie people throughout the 
"settleim-nt" gathered in—some on 
horseback, some in farm-wagons, and 
some afoot—'.he men dressed in lin
sey-woolsey hiir.iing-shirlr. dyed with 
copperas, their ht»uls covered with 
coonskin caps with ilie tail dungliii" 
behind, and their fLx\ encased in 
moccasins of deerskin. The women 
were dressed in homespun cotton, 
striped and cross-barred. To thtn* 
the Sabbath was a day of gladness 
—a time of reunion, when neighbors, 
so to speak, widely separated, cbitld 
come together and exchange greet
ings, and, during the intervals of 
service, talk over the events of the 
week. It was an era of good fee!in<r. 

The hoi>es are hitched beneath 
the trees to some overhanging bough. 
The preacher mounts a rude stand 
iu a grove and opens the services 
with prayer—feivicl and awakening, 
lie re:.ds a hymn from his well-
thumbed pocket hymn book—not 
gilt eJ^ed—and lines out the words ; 
then s-tarting some simj le melody, 
the congregation join, and there rises 
up the sound of praise which breaks 
the solitude of the forest and comes 
back from the hills in answering 
echoes. Then follows the sermon, 
extemporaneous and abounding in 
illustrations of every-day life; and 
as the preacher becomes warmed np, 
the passions ot. the audience aro 
aroused and startled, and respond to 
his every appeal. What harm, if in 
the ecslacy of spiiiiual delight, those 
untutored minds shout, "Glory J" 
"Amen !" "Hallelujah I1 '  

But the times have changed. Last 
Sunday night we strayed into a fash
ionable church on Wabash avenue. 
A thousand gas-jets lighted up the 
inteiior—the grained arches and tho 
canopy of blue and gold. A large 
and fashionable congregation—the 
women, not Solomon iu all his glory 
was arrayed like unto these—occu
pied the slips. As we scanned their 
faces, we sought in vain for the meek 
ar.cl lowly, the we.irv and heavy-la-
dei\ Before us stood the surpliced 
priest. His linen was of snowy 
whiteness, and each ' 'articular hair 
of his head was nicely laid. His 
discourse was eminently decorous— 
not a sentiment to shock the preju
dices of a single individual, or to 
awaken a single unpleasant emotion. 
A zephyr plajinu over a summer sea 
is not more gentle ; a lute not more 
soothing in its sounds. Then, high 
above the tones of the organ, aro 
heard tlie notes of the ch< ir—pro
fessional singers, exorbitantly paid, 
and who, perhaps, during every night 
of the week, have performed at the 
opera, in "Fra Diavolo" or "The 
Barber of Seville." 

As we issued out of the church 
with ill '* fe;i'*sat ' s:ied throng, we thus 
moralized: What would be the 
emotions c<f one of those backwoods
men, arrayed in his coonskin cap, 
moccasins and hunting-shirt, who 
was wont to grow lervid under tho 
rousing appeals of Father Cart-
wright, if transferred to such a scene ? 
Did the fisherman of Galilee preach 
to such audiences, and with such ac
cessories? Christ came to preach 
to the poor, to proclaim the commtn 
humanity of our race, and the vani
ty of temporal distinctions. We 
have made religion an expensive 
luxury. It is as expensive to the la
boring man to rent a flip in a fash
ionable church as to rent a cottage. 
We array our wives and daughters 
in purple and fine linen, so that the 
wives and daughters of the poor, ar
rayed in calico and gingham, feel out 
of place ; and thus the very class for 
v hom the Saviour died, are repelled 
from celebratfcig his resurrection. 
The quality of the g.ispel is DOV'I 
strained. It is the same, whefher in 
the cottage or in the palace. If it 
edify the rich, it will certainly fructi
fy in the hearts of the poor and 
heavy-laden. "In my Father's house,'* 
said the Saviour, "are many man* 
sinus but he did not add that some 
were set apart for the rich exclusive
ly, and some for the poor—unless wo 
suppose that the parable ot Dives » 
and Lazarus, anil implied impossi
bility of a camel passing through the 
eve of a needle, throw light upon 
this point. When we shall see both 
classes worshiping side by side, both 
partaking of the same clemcuts, and 
both imbued with the same senti-, 
ment that God is no respecter of per
sons, then we may have hopes of our 
common humanity—then believe thai 
our modern Christiinity is working I 
benelicent results.— llt 'Skni 
'</• 

In Bangor, Me., a few days 
a man noticed a large and small spi
der in pursuit of a fly. The small 
one caught the fly and wns oarrying 
him off, when the large one attacked 
him, took possession of the fly and 
marched oil*. Tho little one crept up 
behind the large one, bit him cn tho 
leg, and ran away tor dear life. In
stantly the larire spider commenced 
swelling, and in fiv® minutes Was 
dead. * 

An English paper says that photo
graphs can now be printed with 
printers ink. They are as perma
nent as a printed text, and so easy 
of production that 12,000 may bo I 
produced from a single plate iu ona I 
day. 

At the late Mecca pilgrimage 
110,COO pilgrims assembled at Mount 
Ararat an iucreaso 25,000 over 
di on. 


