
KOSAMNOD. ' 

In the fragrant bright Jane morning, Boaamoni 
the queen of girl*, 

Down the marble door-atepa loiters, radiant with 
her ranny curls; 

O'er the greensward, through the garden, passes to 
the river* brink, 

Throws sway an old bouquet, and wonder* if 'twill 
float or sink. 

Then returning through the garden, round and 
round the lawn ahe goes, 

Singing aa she cats fresh roses—ahe herself her 
world's fair rose; 

In her dainty morning robe, and straw hat shading 
half her face, 

Picturesque in form and feature, lovely in her 
youth and grace; 

In her hand a little dagger, sharp and glittering as 
the sun, 

Billing hearts of thorny bushes, cutting roses one 
by one; 

Pink and white and blood-red crimson, Bome in 
bud and some full-blown— 

There through lawn and grove and garden sings 
she to herself alone; 

Softly sings in broken snatches, some old songs of 
Spain or France, 

As he holds her roses oft at full arms-length with 
side-long glance. 

Shifting groups of forms and colors, for a painter's 
eye hath she. 

And all beauty pleaseth her, so artist-like and fan-
cy-free. 

Now she enters her boudoir, and sets her roses in a 
vase; 

There for seven days and nights their bloom and 
fragrance fill the place. 

When the petals droop and fade she'll bear them to 
the river's brink, 

Singing, throw them on the waves, and wonder if 
they'll float or sink. 

Will she bear away to-night a bunch of lover's rose 
hearts—pray? 

Set them in her vase a week—then throw them with 
her flowers away? 

—G. P. Cranch, in Harper's Magazine. 

ELSIE RAYMOND. 

On a 'wild October night, Elsie Bay-
mond sat beside her solitary fireside in 
deep thought—in thonght that, truth to 
tell, was tinctured with sadness. It was 
not often that she sat thus, for she was 
the most cheerful and busy of little 
women, the best of sisters and aunts, 
and the kindest of neighbors. This 
being the case, she found little leisure 
for thought or solitary musings, for in 
some one of these relations work 
enough was always provided for her. 

But to-night she seemed to have ar
rived at one of the halting-places in her 
life. Her young sister Sophia, the last 
of her charges, had that morning been 
married. The old gray homestead had 
been left desolate when her smiling 
face went from it—at least so Elsie 
thought. True, she had a tribe of small 
nephews and nieces staying with her, 
while their mother, Elsie's sister Mary, 
and her husband accompanied the 
bridal party on their tour, but they had 
long been asleep, and there was ho 
token of their presence in the some
what trim-looking room, except a great 
basket of playthings in the corner, and 
a row of shoes, headed by Willie's "new 
boots," and closed by baby Elsie's tiny 
bronzed slippers, that were ranged 
against the wall. 

Elsie's father had died suddenly, the 
victim of a fatal accident, and his 
widow, overwhelmed by the sad and 
fcerrible bereavement, soon followed 
him. With her dying breath she com
mended her youngest children to the 
care of their oldest sister, and exacted 
from her a promise that she would de
vote her life to them. The girl could 
hesitate at no demand made in the last 
feeble accents of her dying mother. 
She lifted the little unconscious babe 
from the feeble arms that clasped it, 
and holding it close to her bosom, and 
looking upon the tearful faces of the 
little group gathered around that death
bed, gave the required promise. 

In an hour her mother had ceased to 
breathe, end Elsie's life-work had be
gun. But it was not until the sad cere
monies of the funeral was over, and 
the little family had returned to the 
desolate home, that Elsie fully com
prehended all that she had under
taken. 

None who Have truly loved will fail 
to.comprehend the struggle that for the 
following weeks went on in Elsie's soul. 
It was no slight sacrifice that was de
manded of Elsie; duty and love, her 
promise to the dead mother and her 
vows to the living, were the antagonists 
that contested every inch of ground. 
John Francis loved Elsie full well 
enough to have aided her in her life 
frwlr- He saw no reason in the duties 
she had undertaken why she should not 
fulfill her vovs, and in becoming his 
wife divide the burden of her responsi
bilities and care. 

But she thought differently. She 
felt that she had no right to allow his 
generosity to lead him into such a sacri
fice. He was young and life lay bright 
and long before him. Should she _ al
low the shadow of her care to project 
across the sunny path? Should she 
seek to lay upon his shoulders the bur
den that weighed her down and doomed 
her to a life of toil? She could endure 
and sacrifice much for the children, so 
dear to her by ties of blood—the sacred 
legacy of her dead parents. But to 
him they were nothing, save for her 
sake, and she might have seen him grow 
weary and discontented with the un
timely cares that a marriage with her 
must throw upon him. 

So Elsie and John Francis parted, as 
they feared, forever. When her lover 
found that no arguments nor prayers 
could change her purpose, that she had 
solemnly recorded her vow to the dead, 
and was fully prepared to perform it to 
the uttermost, even to the sacrifice of 
her dearest hopes and most cherished 
wishes, he disappeared from the neigh
borhood without a farewell to any who 
had known fa'm-

After a time a letter came to the par
ish clergyman to tell that he was safe, 
and about to sail for a foreign land, and 
from that hour, for all those twenty 
years, no tidings of John Francis had 

frilan upon Elsie lUymondV.ears. 
When she knew that he was gone and 
would not return, she carefully gath
ered together every little memento of 
the happy season of her love, and 
locked them in the casket he had given 
her, thenceforth to be the shrine of her 
affections. Then sternly and uncom
plainingly she turned to her life task. 

Year after year rolled on. Elsie spun 
and wove, and directed her maidensand 
her farm laborers, and taught and nursed 
her brothers and sisters, and in all 
things strove to supply to them the 
place of the parents they had lose. 

In time the wounds of her heart 
healed, at least they ceased to bleed at 
every touch, and learned to find solace 
in the affection of her children, as she 
called them, while habit made her du
ties light and almost pleasant. 

The midnight hour had already 
passed when Elsie rose to retire. Her 
ong, lonely vigil had made her mind 
timid and nervous, and she could hardly 
repress a shriek of alarm, as just at that 
moment a heavy knock was heard at the 
outer door, and resounded through the 
house. 

But Elsie's only thought was of a 
summons to some sick or dying bed, 
for in that q iet neighborhood people 
were seldom abroad at night on less ur
gent errands; so, smiling at her cause
less alarm, and still trembling in spite 
of her. bravery, she undid the fasten
ings of the door, and threw it open. 

A tall man, wrapped in a long, dark 
riding-cloak, stood upon the threshold. 
By the light of the flaring candle Elsie 
held she could not distinguish his face. 
She only saw the strange, eager look of 
a pair of very bright eyes, as the stran
ger bowed in answer to her salutation. 

" Madam," he said, "1 am benighted, 
as you see, and in tiding to reach the 
next village have lost my way. I am 
drenched to the skin, and my horse is 
too weary to go farther through these 
miry roads, and, seeing a light here, I 
have ventured to crave a shelter for him 
and myself for the remainder of the 
night. I assure you that you will find 
me no ungrateful guest." 

" Sir," Elsie resumed, simply, "the 
doors of Baymond farm have never 
been closed to the weary wayfarer. 
Enter, and a servant will care for your 
horse." 

The stranger bowed again, and passed 
her silently, as she held back the broad 
leaf of the door. What was it that at 
the sight of the tall muffled form caused 
her heart to beat so wildly? She put up 
the bar that secured the door and then 
preceded her guest to the apartment she 
had left. 

She stirred the smoldering embers, 
and threw on fresh wood, which caught 
the flames, that soon leaped cheerily up 
the broad chimney. Leaving the 
stranger cowering over the blaze, she 
went and called the gardener to take 
charge of the horse that was neighing 
impatiently at the outer gate. 

When she came back she busied her
self, silently, in preparing refreshment 
for the stranger, who still sat beside the 
hearth casting curious glances at her as 
she moved about. Thrill after thrill 
shot through Elsie's frame as she met 
those bright, strange glances. She had 
begun to feel almost frightened at his 
singular manner, when he suddenly ad
dressed her. 

"Madam," he said, pointing to the 
row of little shoes, and the overflowing 
basket of toys, "I see that, lonely as is 
th;s house, it is not entirely desolate. 
Human flowers, that brighten so many 
homes, bloom here. You have little 
children, beautiful and loving, and, 
doubtless, a good husband. Pardon me, 
madam," he added, observing Elsie's 
emotion; "we who are wanderers up 
and down the world are wont to notice, 
with somewhat of jealousy, the tokens 
of domestic happiness that are denied 
to us." 

He was silent, as if waiting for an an
swer, and Elsie, considering her emo
tion, answered quietly: 

"There are children here, but not 
mine. I have neither husband nor 
children;" and a faint sigh struggled 
up from her heart, as she thought what 
might have been. 

Just then the gardener came stamp
ing in at the kitchen door and showed 
himself, shaking the water from his gar
ments. Elsie turned to the stranger. 

"Your meal is prepared," she said; 
"when you have partaken the servant 
mil show you to your room." 

And, bidding her guest good-night, 
she went away to her room and lay down 
upon her bed, but not to sleep. Through 
the long hours, until the late autumn 
dawn, she tossed restlessly upon her 
couch, thinking much of the strange 
guest, and marveling why his image 
mingled so continually with her vision 
of the past. 

The next morning, when the break
fast hour was passed, the stranger spoke 
of his departure. 

"Before I go, madam," he said, "I 
ought to inform you who I am, that you 
may at least know you have not be
stowed your kindness on one unworthy. 

"For twenty years I have been a 
wanderer in other lands, a sad, lonely, 
disappointed man. Yet I have ever 
kept one hope bright and vigorous— 
the hope to return to my native shores 
and the scenes of my early happiness. 

"I was born and lived till manhood 
in the midst of a region much like this 
in which your home is situated. I was 
an orphan, but I had a small compe
tence and many friends. My guardian 
had a daughter whom I loved, and who 
acfeEovrle'^ged that my love was re-
tuiTirii We were betrothed, by the 
cogent of her parents, and our wed
ding day was very near, when strange 
misfortunes overwhelmed my Alice. 
Her father died a horrible death; then 
her mother dropped beneath the 
blow quickly followed, leaving to 

Alice the eare of the younger children, 
and from her a promise that 
die would never leave them until they 
were all provided for. I would willingly 
have shared the heavy burdens that 
now fell upon Alice, but she refused to 
bind me to her life of toil and self-
sacrifice. She laid her love and all her 
bright hopes upon the altar of duty; 
and I> appalled by the sacrifice and mad 
with disappointment, fled from the 
country and became a wanderer in other 
lands. 

"Elsie, I promised to return when 
your task was ended! I am here I 
Have you no word of welcome after all 
these years of separation?" 

He had no need to ask, for Elsie lay 
sobbing in the arms opened to receive 
her, while the little ones looked on 
wonderingly, and the old gardener, to 
whom the secret had been imparted the 
night previous, stood with clasped hands 
uttering ejaculations of thankfulness. 
" Elsie, shall we ever part again?" 
" Never," said Elsie, with her quiet 

simplicity; "never again until death," 
and she looked up in his face with the 
old confiding glance that had greeted 
him a score of years before. 

Very quietly the middle-aged pair 
settled down at the old homestead, 
which was beautified and adorned by 
the wealth John Francis brought from 
foreign lands, and dearer far to them 
than palace home, with the store 
of memories that people its dim cham
bers, and all the green demesne which 
had witnessed their early joys, and 
their reunion after weary years of sepa
ration. 

EVERYBODY ADVERTISES. 

But There Are Ways Not the Best for Every 
Man to Do It. 

An exchange has the following point
ed article that will do for the businesa 
men of every place to read: 

" The man who says he ' doesn't be
lieve in advertising' is unconsciously 
all the time doing just what he depre
cates. He hangs coats outside of his 
door, or puts dry goods in his windows 

that's advertising. He sends out 
drummers through the country, or puts 
his name on his wagon—that's adver
tising. He labels his articles or manu
factures—that's advertising. If he has 
lost his cow he puts a written notice in 
the poatoffice, or tells his sister-in-law 
—and that's advertising, too. He has 
his name put up in gilt letters over 
his door—and whr t is that but adver
tising? He paints his shop green or 
red; or, if a tailor, he wears the latest 
styles; if a doctor, he has a boy call 
him out of church in haste; if an auc
tioneer, he bellows to attract the atten
tion of passers-by; if a heavy merchant, 
he keeps a high pile of boxes on the 
sidewalk in front of his store—and all 
for advertising. A man can't do busi
ness without advertising, and the ques
tion is whether to call to his aid the 
engine that moves the world—the 
printing press, with its thousands of 
messengers working night and day, the 
steam-engine adding to its repeating 
capacity untold power and miraculous 
speed; or, rejecting all these, go back 
to the days when newspapers and rail
roads were unknown. ' But advertising 
costs money!' So does everything that 
is worth having. If advertising cost 
nothing, then the second, third, and 
fourth-class petty shops would stand an 
equal chance with the most responsible 
houses. If you want to prove to the 
world that yours is a first-class estab
lishment, advertise. A good advertise
ment in a newspaper pays no fare on 
railroads; costs nothing for hotel bills; 
gives away no boxes of cigars to cus
tomers, merino dresses to customers' 
wives; drinks no whisky under the 
head of traveling expenses, but goes at 
once and at all times about its business 
free of expense." 

Railroad Speeds. 
The daily express mail train from 

London to Holyhead makes the dis
tance, 268 miles, in four and a half 
hours, being at the speed of a little 
over fifty-nine miles an hour, stoppages 
included. The distance between New 
York and Washington is 228 miles, and 
the fastest train makes it in six hours 
and twenty minutes, or thirty-six miles 
an hour, stops included. But most of 
the trains occupy from eight to nine 
hours. In this wide country, where 
railroad engineering exhibits such great 
triumphs, it would seem as if we ought 
to be able to run trains between our 
important cities as fast as the Britishers 
do. If we had a Holyhead express be
tween New York and Washington tbe 
time of transit would be reduced nearly 
one-half, to wit: to three hours and 
forty minutes. This would enable pas
sengers to leave New York in the morn
ing, have an entire official day for busi
ness before the Departments in Wash
ington, or attend a session of Congress, 
and still be at home in time for evening 
tea.—Scientific American. 
Effect of Large Cities Upon Agriculture. 

Mr. Mechi, the agriculturist, de
plores the agricultural loss involved in 
river-pollution, and recalls the words of 
Liebig: " The sewers of Rome ingulfed 
in the course of centuries the prosperi
ty of the Roman farmer; and, when the 
fields of the latter would no longer 
yield the means of feeding her popula
tion, the same sewer devoured the 
wealth of Sicily, Sardinia, and. the fer
tile lands on the coast of Africa." He 
adds: " Large towns, like bottomless 
pits, gradually swallow up the condi
tions of fertility of the greatest coun
tries." Mr. Mechi estimates that it 
foirpg the annual product of 20,000 acres 
to feed London one day." 

OUB striving against nature is like 
holding a weathercock with tone's hand; 
as soon as the force is taken off it veers 
again with the wind. 

D. I. BAB LEY & CO., 
T-'- v. J 

No. 82 Main Street, Bismarck, Dakota. f 

—DEALERS IN— 
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Shelf and Heavy Hardware, 
Bird Cages, Granite, Iron and Pressed Tinware, Lamps, Cordage, Wood' 

en-ware, Etc., Etc. 
Finest assortment of ' 

Table and Pocket Cutlery, Shears and Scissors, in the City. 
A new and complete stock of 

Cook and Parlor Stoves 
just received. 

F A R M I N G  I M P L E M E N T S !  
DEERE & CO.'S PLOWS, AND BUCKEYE MOWERS. 

Copper, Tin and Sheet Iron Work done on the shortest notice, and by the best of -workmea. 

M. P. SLATTERY, 
Wholesale & Betail Dealer in 

i 

1 

A.1ST1D FEED, 
Corner 3d and Meigs StsM BISMARCK, D.T 

J. E MARSHALL, 
Manufacturer and Dealer in 

BOOTS AND SHOES. 
FULL LINE OF GLOVES, HOSIERY, TRUNKS AND VALISES. 

GENTS' CUSTOM MADE BOOTS A SPECIALTY. 
Prompt attention given to orders by mail 

PIONEER HARDWARE STORE, 

GEORGE PEOPLES, 
Having Purchased the Entire Business of K. C. SHIP & CO. I Shall Put in 

NEW CAPITAL, NEW STOCK 
IN EVERY LINE, AND BE PREPARED TO SUPPLY EVERYTHING USUALLY 

KEPT IN HARDWARE STORESAT LOWER PRICES 
THAN HERETOFORE. 

COOK STOVES, 
Eioib to Soil; tbe whole RepiBoiM anil SMpei at Low Rates. 
Tinware, Steamboat Supplies, Kitchen Ware, &c. 
Large Stock of Pocket Knives, Shears and scissors. 

Corner main and Third St, Bismarck, D. T. 

COMEFORD & MALLOY. 

Livery, Sale M. Feed Stable. 
Orders for the City Hack left at the office on 

Fourth Street. 115tf 

BISMARCK 
AND 

STAND3NG ROCK 

Stage and Express 
L I N E .  

Leaves Bismarck daily except Sundays at 8 a. 
m. arriving1 at Standing Rock in fifteen hours! 

Leaves Standing Rock daily except Sunday 
at 4 a. m. arriving at Bismarck in fifteen hours. 

For freight or passage apply to 
GEO. PEOPLES & CO., 

Bismarck, ma 
JNO. THOMSON & CO/ 

15tf Standing Rock, D. T. 

r-> TT T=>-m A T • 
DEALER IN 

:ireArms, Ammunition, 
FM f=Tn 1 ng T&QJsle, Sao. 

Sharps aod Winchester Rifles a 
Specialty. 

Particular attention given to Repairing. 
Orders by Mail Promptly Fined. 

MAIN 8TBB2T, - - BI8MABCK, D. * 

OLD AND RELIABLE. 
DR. SANFOKD'S LIVER INVIGOBATOB 
is a Standard Family Remedy for 
diseases of the Liver, Stomach 
and Bowels.—It is 
Vegetable.—It never 
Debilitates—It is 
Cathartic and 
Tonic. 
TRY 

A®. 

e« . i6\ -

* ft<V* 

a' 

has 

lie 
rer 

avigorator 
been used 

f
ftlII • in my practice 
BB • JJjJPand by the public, 
•V for more than 35 years, 

-with unprecedented results. 
^  S E N D  F O R  C I R C U L A R .  

ST T« WI SANFORDJ MIDIIHEWYO^RA?' 
ist DBUfifilST mu TELL YOU ITS BEPUTATIOa-


