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AT FIFTJ. 

From Harper's Bazar. 
Yes, fifty is n great ago—people seem to 

t.liinb it is; ft half century. I have felt it as 
I looked back upon the vep.rs." J have felt it 
uh I looked before me in the glass; I have 
felt it in the society of Belle and her mates; 
I have felt it when people treated me with 
the cool politeness diie their own self-re
spect, and, that done, have lied to the 
enarnis of little Belle and Alice, that only 
yesterday I remember in thei>' crndles; and 

> if I had any common-sense 1 should not 
have felt it with the regret I did. 

But I hated all along to be growing to
ward fifty. I hated to see that I could not 
sit out doors of an evening without a little 
shawl; that I could not take the old rambles 
and rides of my youth unless fatigued; that 
instead of thrilling freshly in every nerve 
to the beauty of sunset and scenery an I 
used to do, I quivered only in remembering 
how I used to thrill. 

And then, too, I dreaded to be old, think
ing if some day--some day--Munkelyri 
should see me, and pass by without know
ing me, or, if kuowing me, knowing only to 
suffer mortal shock ot the sight, never 
thinking that Maskelvn also was "glowing 
old. Ah, perhaps I should have dreaded it 
all the more if I had thought the years were 
setting lines in the smooth olive of that face, 
were dimming the fire of those great eyos, 
were whitening the darkness of the locks 
that fell across that brow of his, were im
pairing the music of that voice. I never 
aid think it. To me he had a sort of im
mortality. And now--now I am fifty years 
old, as I was yesterday; but it is not bitter 
any more, as it was yesterday, with that old 
bitterness of vanished strength and interest; 
for I love life. I feel the blood bounding 
ill my veins; death seems farther away than 
ever—it is only bitter now because I have 
nothing but this old face, this old heart, 
these used-up fifty years to give Maskelyn. 
It is bitter, too, lest people should smile at 
Maskelyn— 

I was sitting in the porch thinking of my 
years, that day. After all, it seemed but tho 
day before that I had sat there with the de
licious odor of the honeysuckles blowing 
all about me in the dusk, and Maskelyn sat 
at my side, and the very air we breathed fan
ned to and fro in the fragrance full of the 
dark sweet mystery of love. It seemed as 
if all the world had been made just to come 
to blossom in that evening, stars and winds 
and vaults of heaven, the evening that he 
first said in words that he loved aie, although 
our lives had grown together so for years 
that we had each known the thought of the 
other without speaking, and knew that there 
were no others on earth that could ever come 
as close to either of us as the other did, 

But this crowned the whole with certainty, 
and we looked in each other's faces in the 
jgieains of the starlight as if we were the two 
only people on the planet. Alas, we were 
not! 

For Maskelyn was still vory young; and 
the traveller for a commercial house, he had 
his way to make. It was the morning after 
that night in the dark and the dew and the 
honeysuckle odor that he left the ring on 
my finger, and went off on one of his jour
neys. He was to go down the river to New 
Orleans before he returned; and he took 
the steamer fieauxtempa at St. Louis—and 
it was thirty years before I heard from him 
how it all happened. But the world is full 
of tongues, and I heard it, all the same, on 
the four winds that blow no one knows 
whither. 

There had taken passage on that fatal 
steamer a wealthy planter of Louisiana, 
with his wife; an invalid French lady, and 
their young daughter Adele. She was a 
lovely little thing, this Adele, and she sang 
like "a bird. Maskelyn heard her singing 
one evening,and, passionately fond of music, 
he soon made her acquaintance, and was 
singing with her. She was us child-like, 
too, as flhe was young and pretty; she had 
soon confided to him all her affairs, and he, 
secure in his plighted love, and never 
dreaming of misconstruction or trouble, 
became her hourly associate, and took 
pleasure in her innocent companionship. 

One afternoon they sat in their accustom
ed seat, reading, as it chanced, from the 
same book. In their occupation and their 
talk they had taken no notice of the excite
ment of the people about them, and if they 
knew they were racing the Charon, so they 
had been doing half the week, and thought 
nothing of it. And all at once a shriek of 
countless voices rent the air; there was a 
shock and an explosion, as if the bottom
less pit had broken through the bed of the 
river. The air was full of fiving beams and 
and falling men and women; the river was 
full of them; and they were two among 
them all, afloat but alive 

Afloat in the branches of a huge tree th:.t 
was sailing and swirling down the rive: , 
and in no immediate danger of destruction, 
but exhausted, and unable to do more than 
keep the breath they had for a while. If 
others had been saved, they had reached 
one of the banks, or had been picked up by 
the Charon's boats. The quick Southern 
dusk was upon them before Adele had done 
more than open her eyes and close them 
again. Neither she nor he had been seri
ously hurt, but they \yere absolute
ly alone in the thick night and 
the rushing river. What else could they do 
but comfort one another, poor children, 
sitting side by side in the cradle made by 
the big branches, and trembling at all the 
dark, unknown tumult of the torrent, till 
suddenly, with a shock that might have 
wrecked them had not their clothes '»een 
caught on the branches, they were anchored 
on a mud-spit, and the stream was sweep
ing^ by? 

The morning dawned redly over the 
great sea-like river. Flat-boat and raft and 
steamer went along; but no one saw their 
signals, or seeing them, no one heeded 
them. Another weary night, famished and 
faint, but keeping each other's courage up; 
and at noon of the next day they were taken 
off. But in the two days and nights Mask
elyn had loved him. And when, in turn, 
she learned that her love was in vain, it 
was only by force of arms that he hindered 
her from seeking the watery death from 
which he had rescued her. The poor little 
passionate tropical creature! 

He Raw her, however, no more for a month 
after the time that he left her at her father's 
door in New Orleans, where he found the 
black-robed parents, who had themselves 
been saved, but who had thought their 
child lost, and received her as one raised 
from the grave, and would have given 
Maskelyn their all as her preserver. But 
Maskelyn did not present himself there 
again; and it was not till his return from a 
trip through the neighboring region that 
Adele's father was able to find him, and 
to beseech him to come if he would 
9ave his child a second time from death. 
And he found her on the brink of madness. 

Compelled by their kindness^ and their 
grief, he could do nothing but remain, and 
add his efforts to theirs. It was a superb 
home; wealth and art and climate could 
hardly do more to make it perfect. Per
haps the sense of its ease and luxury were 
delicious to the tired and almost penniless 
young man. And then there were always 
flowers, music, paintings, servants moving 
like shadows, cordial warmth and blessing, 
and the lovely young creature whose troub
le his presence was beginning to lighten. 
Oh, yes, you see I am excusing Maskelyn— 
trying to make you excuse him. But it was 
all to be foreseen. Three against one? It 
•was the world against one. For here at 
home was an obscure young woman, with 
her barely comfortable support; and there, 
on the _ other hand, were beauty, wealth, 
distinction, and all the promotion and suc
cess that come in the train of such things. 

But it was none of these that weighed 
sufficiently with Maskelyn. It was the one 
thought that his own action, his imprudence 
his thoughtlessness, had stimulated the 
passion that was driving the }>itiful voung 

Sirl to a mad-house. He felt that the sacri-
ce of his own dreams of happiness was a 

trifle in the way of expiation. And for me 
—pray do not smile at the idea—he some
how subtilely felt that he and I were at one; 

that I could only desireand urge him to ab
solve himself from any wrong-doing in the 
affair; that it would be my wish—as it was 
my wish—that he should not suffer a life
long burden on his conscience, whether 
that conscience was morbidly sensitive or 
not, for the mere sake of our own, present 
content, which never would be content, in 
fact, while he was restless under an accusing 
spirit and I was wretched in his want of 
ease. 

And so he married Adele. 
Perhaps it would have been better had he 

written me the story of it, and not have left 
me to my imaginations. But he thought the 
course kindest to me was to let me think 
him a villain, and be healed of my hurt the 
sooner. And then, too—you must not think 
ill of me for saying it—I appeared to him 
sc altogether lovely and to be loved that he 
could not but believe, cost him what pang 
it might, that I should speedily be happy in 
the love of one I should hold to be a better 
man,. 

And from that hour his career began— 
the career of no commercial traveller, but 
that of the son of a rich and powerful house, 
put forward for fresh honors all the time, 
now Governor, now Senator, and when v/id' 
came, unwilling to take arms against either 
his native North or his adopted South, go
ing with the others to the villa on the Medi
terranean, where life was a long dream of 
idleness and ease. Ho was a g^od husband, 
I am glad to know. He never allowed him
self to feel that Adele had done him un in
jury ;iie forced himself always to look at the 
other side, and value the advantages he re
ceived through connection with her father. 
She was a gentle little being, always 
beautiful, never altogether of perfect
ly strong mind or will again, but living 
and breathing through him; and she 
lived and breathed through him for twenty-
five years. He could only be proud of her 
in a" certain way, at southern springs, ip 
congressional life, as tfaey went through 
Europe; her exquisite grace, her dark, 
large-eyed loveliness, the simplicity of her 
always perfect ladyhood, if one may use tho 
•word, were things always to admire, and 
crowds followed her. He also admired IIPV; 
he had a tender care for her, a gentle at
tachment to her, and if he never loved her, 
she never knew he did not. She hardly re
membered that be had ever had bis poor 
pale passion in the north. She died at last, 
thinking of him as only her own, and thank
ing him for the bliss he had given her ip his 
long faithfulness. But his poor pale pas-
sion had become an ideal thing to him, a 
sort of pole-star around which his soul re
volved so entirely as to be automatic and 
unconscious in its motion. He did not 
actively and »11 the time remember it, but 
it helped to shape bis course, and it was al
ways there. 

And at last, then, Maskelyn was his own 
master once more. But of me in his free
dom it did not occur to him to think as an 
actual possibility in flesh and blood. He 
had never heard of me ; he had piever dared 
to ask for me; he took it for granted tlint I 
was long since another man's wife. And 
when, after some years more, in a manner 
unawares to himself, the memory bega» to 
work in his heart, he came to the old town 
again as a pilgrim visits a shrine, and with
out a dream of finding me. 

And in all these years, after the first one 
of unbearable suffering, I had staid there in 
my home doing the duty that came first to 
hand, both since it was duty, and since it 
might prevent njy pain. And the pain had 
passed at length, nad left only a soreness 
and sorrow, had become suVlimated, as it 
were, into something I would not lose for 
all its pang. One by one, father and 
mother, brother and sister, bad left me; 
but I still dwelt in the sweet old 
house, and sat of summer evenings 
on the porch among the honeysuckles. 
At first I had thought I could never breathe 
their breath again: but at last it had grown 
precious to me; it was my all of the love, of 
the life, I had hoped for. But tho score 
and more of years had not been unhappy to 
me; mv daily routine had taken much 
thought; tho poor children that I taught, 
and Belle and Alice and the rest, served in 
some degree to keep me young; for, as I 
said, I hated to grow old; and if any one 
was kind enough to say they would hardly 
know me for more than the eldest sister of 
the young girls about me, my skin still so 
smooth, the color on ray cheek so delicate, 
the pale gold of my hair still untouched by 
silver, it was apt to move my heart with a 
little pulse of pleasure, although I knew, in 
truth, and for all that, that fifty years must 
always count for fifty years. Now and 
then 1 herd of Maskelyn in his public life 
—I had not exactly thought it wrong, 
once when I went to a larae city, to buy a 
photograph of him, with those of some 
other public people; but I kept it locked 
away, and allowed myself to look at it but 
once every year. And when I did look at it 
it was only with one hurried glance of the 
eye, one thrill and spring of the heart, lest I 
sinned, lest I made him siu, and I wrapped 
it the closer away again. But the day after 
I had 6een that face was always a day of 
mourning. And at last I knew that he had 
no longer a wife; and year went by, and 
year, and year,and he had not come. Some
times, in wondering and thinking, my heart 
would beat so loud that it seemed as if only 
fasting and prayer would still it, and I 
blushed and burned to think I wasted a throb 
on one who had long ago eeasedto care, who 
never came to see; and one day I took his 
pictures, that of the boyish beauty and that 
of the stalwurt man, and burned them to 
ashes, and prayed that my love might burn 
to ashes with them, and my heart be cold 
and at peace in that my fiftieth year. 

But if I had not learned every, line of the 
latter picture by heart, whether I would er 
no, I might not have known Maskelyn when 
he came sauntering by the gate that night, 
and gave a look at the porch, and started as 
if a bolt had struck him, and stopped and 
leaned his folded arms on the gate,and stared 
at me as I sat there. 

He know me. In the softly beginning 
shadows of twilight my face seemed hardly 
changed, and air and attitude was still the 
same. He knew me but he did not believe 
in me; he thought something had happened 
to his brain,- or else that he saw a vision in 
a trance. He lifted his hat and rubbed his 
forohead; he half turned to go away: then 
he wheeled about, and opened the gate, and 
came slowly up the path, with his solemn 
gaze fixed upon me. Ah, how sweet the 
honeysuckle breath came, stirred by his ad
vancing motion! 

" Livia!" he said. 
"Maskelyn!" I replied. And I feit as 

he did—impossible to say whether I was 
dead or alive, whether it was this world or 
the next, whether I really saw him, or it 
was, as it had been many times before, that 
I dreamed I did. And then I said to my
self, "The worst has come. I shall hear 
presently that Maskelyn is dead." But he 
was saying to himself—and yet I heard him: 
"Can it be? Is it so? Herself? In the old 
home! My God! if she should yet be free!" 
And then a glad cry, and we were in each 
others arms. And we were fifty years old. 
Too old for such joy; and I drew back nil 
blushing and ashamed, only to be taken in 
those arms again. He broke off by-and-by 
a branch of the honeysuckle, and twined it 
in my hair. 

"What would Belle and Alice say?" I 
murmured. 

"Who are Belle and Alice?" said he. And 
in the sudden jealous spasm that I had I 
realized anew my fifty years and their t wen -
ty. 

"lam so old," I said, "and they are so 
young!" 

"For me you have eternal yonth," he an
swered. "We ar«» going to live backward 
all the rs in which I have lost yen, since 
you are so good, my angel, as to love me 
still, to refuse to reproach me, to forgive 
me." 

And sometimes I ask if they to whom 
fate seems kinder, and gives a smooth cur
rent of love in their early season, have half 
the depth of delight in it.that they find who 
at a 2ater day love with the concentrated 
force that, spread out over all the interven
ing years, might have been a shallow and 
stagnant pool. Did I love Maskelyn any 
better at twenty?—Not any fraction so dear

ly. Did he love me more? I cannot an
swer for that. One could hardly lovo more 
than an abject worshiper loves a saint in 
her shrine, and so he seems to love. 

And so I am to be married to-morrow. I 
sit here in a daze, while Belle and Alice are 
weaving garlands on the steps below. It 
does not seem to strike them as anything 
strange. "We were always sure you had a 
romance and a hero, Miss Livia," they say. 
"Oh, it is like reading a new chapter. Aiiil 
you are going to come back here, after you 
have seen the great world, and never let us 
lose you?" And I forget, as I see him com
ing up the walk while they weave, that I 
can no more ride and ramble without fa
tigue, for now I have an arm on which to 
lean; and I know that I shall thrill onco 
more to sunset and sunrise, water scene and 
mountain view, for there will be eyes to 
double all the beauty, and reflect it back on 
mine. 1 forgot that any time has been 
stolen from me when I look at Maskelyn's 
face, that has only grown stronger and more 
figged and noble in the full light of the 
moon. I ttjapk I?eaven, that is letting me 
begin this life, however sjjort tlie life may 
be, so blessed, so blessing, although at fifty 
years, 

Some Reminiscences of Thackeray. 
January Atlantic. 

When I saw Mr, Thackeray pass our caiv 
riage door I knew him, and therefore cap
tured him. Desirous of making way for 
him, I remarked to my follow-travelers, a 
Frenclnnuu and his wifo, "I would like to 
rtnke a place for Mr. Thackeray." The fact 
that I named Mr. Thackeray made no im
pression, apparently, on my French friends. 
I annotated my remark by saying, "Mr. 
Thackeray, the celebrated English author." 
Same indifference. Having hailed Mi-. 
Thackeray and got him installed, as a pre-
linrijiary remark I rofened to my effort to 
explain his status to my neighbors, and to 
the impression I had ?nade. 
-^ifeiimghed, and said; "Oh, jt takes fifty 
years for an English reputation to travel to 
France." (Indeed, something stropgly con
firming that view happened only last year, 
To a congress of literary men called to meet 
in Paris, invitations were sent out to for
eign authors of distinction to be present, 
and among them to Thackeray and Dickens!) 
{{e discussed the reasons for the American 
Revolution, claiming that the resistance of 
our ancestors to the' stainp i»ct wfis unjusti
fiable, I am afraid the case for the defense 
was weak, for at that time, being a college 
graduate, 1 think I had studied almost every
thing a man ought to know for tho literary 
salvation except American history. 

The interest of the conversation centered 
on his treatment of women in his works. 
It being represented that he took a low view 
of female character, his reply literwly was, 

"Wmjlfjypu have me describe them other 
you have me describe them other than they 
they are?" That of course provoked a discus
sion as to the facts. He became comuni-
caiiye abewt himself; he spoke of his can
didacy for pfjrliaineqi, whut it cost him—a 
large amount of money, which he naiped. 
He stood for the University of Oxford, and 
was beaten by Sir Robert Walter Cardwell, 
who was afterwards, I bellevo unseateed for 
bribery. I asked him how they took his 
treatment of the Georges in England, in 
those killing lectures. He said the aristoc
racy had cnt him. He spoke particularly 
of Lord Wensleydale, the Baron Parke of 
the lawyers. He and Wensleydale had long 
been friends, "but after the lectures," said 
Tliackery, "he cut me completely." 

I remarked to Mr. Tljaekomy that he had 
ventured no criticisms upon bur people af
ter his return homo; and that J sjjoiild be 
glad to know what displeased him most in 
our ways. He replied promptly, "theabuse 
heaped by tho newspapers on one another; 
and it wasn't cleverly done, with tho exoep. 
tion of a Philadelphia editor, and I told him 
to keep watch on him." If Mr. Thackeray 
could come again, what would he say? The 
remarks which were, perhaps, of the deep
est interest related to the style of authors. 
One sentence can never be forgotten: "If 
I were to write as I would like, I would 
adopt the style of Fielding and Smollet; 
but society would not tolerate it." 

The discussion now going on between 
realism or naturalism and sentimentnlism or 
idealism is here foreshadowed. Of course 
we condemn much that Fielding and Smol
lett wrote, and what Zola writes, because 
they speak too plainly, grossly, if you like; 
but it remains essentially true that their 
style, as a style, is now fighting for recogni
tion wiili some chance of success. 

Thackeray lias, to my mind, not only 
been influenced in his style by his models, 
Fielding and Smollett, but by the style in 
which fiction is treated by the best French 
authors. The condensed, incisive, epigram
matic, and natural style of Thackeray is 
clearly characteristic of the modern French 
school of fiction. 

Proper Care of Bulls. 
We might as well say here that bulls for 

anything like extensive service should not 
be allowed to ran with the herd, lest he 
should uselessly waste his procreative pow
ers. Nor should he be confined to a close 
stall, shut cut from sunshine and deprived 
of healthful exercise out of doors. A fair-
sized, strong yard should be provided. A 
yearling bull, where only one service is 
permitted when required, can serve twenty-
five to thirty cows, if managed with judg
ment. Young bulls during the season of 
service should be generously fed mid daily 
groomed, and have from four to six hours' 
outdoor exercise. A tight board fence is 
best for the yard, as this will prevent the 
wear and tear of his system by keeping the 
the cattle out of sight. Bulls of so fine a 
nervous organization as the Ayrshire, when 
confined in sight of the stock, chafe and 
worry so as to debilitate their vital powers 
to too great an extent consistent with the 
duties demanded of them. During the rut
ting season bulls are dangerous, and should 
be provided with a ring in the nose, and a 
guard stick. In fact, bulls should never 
be rusted nor handled without this safety-
check or guard. 

^ » ^1 

By Telegraph. 
From the San Francisco News-Letter. 

In the dining room of the Hotel de 
Monte, one of the members of the conduct
ors' pleasure excursion to California, with 
his pretty voung wife, was seated at break
fast, when two young district operators from 
the city entered the room and sat down di
rectly opposite the Eastern man and his 
wife." It was not long before the youths 
spotted the lady, and, as is usual with the 
class to which they belong, they immedi
ately fell to work criticising her to each 
other under cover of their knowledge of the 
art of telegraphing. "Pretty girl that," tap
ped one on the edge of his saucer with his 
spoon; "think I'll try a mash." "Better look 
out," replied the other with his fork on his 
plate; "the old stifFll smell a mice." "Not 
much", tapped back number one; "he don't 
amount to shucks. I'll bet I kiss her be
fore night. What a mouth she has; looks 
as if she could kiss like a duchess." There 
was a pause. Then from the other side of 
the table the Eastern man picked np his 
knife and touched the edge against his 
tnnibler. The youthful pair opened their 
eyes and dropped their chins, while their 
ears drank in the music of the sound, "Yon 
young blackguards, this lady is my wife. If 
I can catch you when you leave this room I 
won't leave a whole bone in vonr worthless 
hides!" 

• • m 
Cincinnati Millionaires. 

Forty years ago there were only three 
millionaires in Cincinnati—Nicholas Long-
worth, who died leaving a fortune of nearly 
$10,000,000, Jacob Burnett and James 
Ferguson, who died each leaving about $2,-
000,000. The list is headed now with David 
Sinton, at $10,000,000, George H. Shoen-
berger, A. D. Breed, estate cf James W. 
Goff, estate of Oliver Perin, R. R. Spring
er and Joseph Longworth, $5,000,000 each; 
over twenty persons are estimated to be 
worth at least $2,000,000, and a much larger 
•umber worth $1,000,000. 

RUTH. 

She stood breast-high amid the corn, 
Clasped by the golden light of mora, 

Like tho sweetheart of the sun, 
Who many a glowing kiss had won. 

On her cheek an autumn flush, 
Deeply ripened;—such a blush 

In the midst of brown was born, 
Like red popies grown with com. 

Round her eyes her tresses fell. 
Which were blackest none could tell, 

But long lashes veiled a light 
That had else boen all too bright. 

And her hat, with shady brim, 
Made her tressy forhead dim; 

Thus she stood amid the stooks, 
Praising Qod with sweetest looks. 

"Sure," I said, "Heaven did not moan 
Where I reap thou shouldst but glean; 

Lay thy sheaf adown and come 
Share my harvest and my home." 

—Thomas Hood. 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

The Arrival of the First Pumo in a Mining 
t'amp, 

San Francisco Argonaut # 

In 1858—it might have been five years 
earlier or later, this is not history for pub
lic schools—there was a little camp about 
ten miles from Pioche, occupied by upwards 
of about three hundred miners, every one of 
whom might have packed his prospecting 
implements and left for more inviting fields 
any time before sunset. When the day was 
ovor, these men did not rest from their la
bors, like the honest New England agricul
turist, but sang, danced, gambled, and shot 
each other, as the mood seized them. 

One evening the report spread along the 
main street (which was the only street) that 
three men had been killed at Silver Reef, 
and that the bodies were coming in. Pres
ently a lumbering old conveyance labored 
up the hill, drawn by a couple of horses, 
\yell worn out with their pull. The cart con
tained a good-sized box, and no sooner did 
its outlines become visible through the 
glimnjev of a stray lig^t here and there, than 
it began to affect the idlers. Death always 
enforces respect, and, even though no one 
had caught sight of the remains, the crowd 
gradually became subdued, and when the 
horses came to a stand-still, the cart was 
immediately surrounded. The driver, how
ever, was not in tho least impressed with 
the solemnity of his coijimiesjoxi. 

"All there?" asked one, 
1' Haven't examined. Guess so," 
The driver filled his pipe and lit it as he 

oontinued: 
"Wish the bones and load had gone over 

the grade." 
A man who had been looking on stepped 

up to the man at once. 
"I don't know who you have in that box, 

but if they happen to be any friends of mine, 
I'll Jay you alongside." 

"We can mighty spon sep," «\idthe team
ster, coolly. 

"Just bprst the lid off, and if tney hap
pen to be the men yon want. I'm here. 

The two looked at each other f;">r a mo
ment, and the erowd gathered a little closer, 
anticipating trouble, 

"J believe that dead men are entitled to 
good treatment, and when.yon talk about 
hoping to see corpses go over a bank, all I 
have to say is, that it will be better for you 
if the late lamented ain't my friends." 

"We'll open the box. I don't take back 
what I've said, and if my language don't 
suit your ways of thinking, I guess I can 
stand it." 

Willi these words the teamster began to 
pyy np the lid. He got a board off, and 
tlien pulled out some old rags. A strip of 
something dark, like rosewood, presented 
itfelf. 

"Eastern coffins, by thunder!" said sev
eral, and the crowd looked quite astonished. 

Some more boards flew up, and the man 
who •was ready to defend his friends' mem
ory shifted his weapon a little. The cool 
manner of the teamster had so irritated him 
that he had made up his mind to pull his 
weapon at the first sight of the dead, even 
if the deceased was his worst and oldest 
enemy. Presently the whole of the box 
cover was off, and the teamster, dealing 
away the packing, revealed to the astonished 
group the top of something which puzzled 
all alike, 

"Boys," said he, "this is a pianner." 
A general shout of laughter went up, and 

the man who had been so anxiouns to en
force respect for the dead muttered some
thing about feeling dry, and the keeper of 
the nearest bar was several onnoes better oft 
by the time tho boys had given the joke all 
the attention it called for. 

Had u dozen dead men been in the box, 
their presence in the camp could not have 
occasioned half the excitement that the ar
rival of that lovely piano caused. By the 
next morning it was known that the instru
ment was to grace a hurdy-gurdy saloon, 
ovtned by Tom Goskin, the leading gambler 
in the place. It took nearly a week to get 
this wonder on its legs, atid the owner was 
the proudest individual in the State. Itrose 

.gradually from a recumbent to an upright 
position, amid a confusion of tongues, after 
the manner of tho tower of Babel. 

Of course everybody knew just how such 
an instrument should be put up. One 
knew where the "off bind leg" should go, 
and another was posted on the "front piece." 

Scores of men came to the place every 
day to assist. 

"I'll put the bones in good order." 
"If you want the wires tuned up I'm the 

boy." 
' "I've got music to feed it for a month." 
Another brought a pair of blankets for a 

cover, and all took the liveliest interest in 
it. It was at last in a condition for busi
ness. 

"It's been showin' its teeth all the week. 
We'd like to have it spit out something. 

Alas! there wasn't a man to be found who 
could play upon the instrument. Goskin 
began to realize that he had a losing specu
lation on his hands. He had a fiddler,and a 
Mexican who thrummed a guitar. A pian
ist would have made his orchestra complete. 
One day a three -card monte player told a 
friend confidentially that he could "knock 
any amount of music out of the piano, if 
he only had it alone a few hours to get his 
hand in." This report spread about the 
camp, but on being questioned he vowed 
that he didn't know a note of music. It was 
noted, however, as a suspicious circum
stance, that he often hung about the instru
ment. and looked upon it loneingly, like a 
liuu^-y man gloating over a beefstake in a 
restaurant window. There was no doubt 
but that this man had music in his soul, 
perhaps in his fingers'-ends, but did not 
dare to make ' a trial of his strength after 
the rules of harmony had suffered so many 
years of neglect. So the fiddler kept on 
with his jigs, and the greasy Mexican pawed 
his discordant guitar, but no man had the 
nerve to touch that piano. There were 
doubtless scores of men in the camp who 
would have given ten ounces of gold-dust 
to have been half an hour alone with it, but 
every man's nerve shrank from the jeers 
which the crowd would shower, upon him 
should his first attempt prove a failure. 
It got to be generally understood that the 
hand which first essayed to draw music 
from the kevs must not slouch its work. 

* * ' • • * * * * 
It was Christmas Eve, and Geskin, accor

ding to his custom, had decorated his gam
bling hell with sprigs of mountain cedar 
and a shrub whose crimson berries did not 
seem a bad imitation of English holly. The 
piano was covered with ever-greens, and 
all that was wanting to completely fill 
the cup of Goskin's contentment was a 
man to play that piano. 

"Christmas night, and no piana-ponnder," 
he said. "This is a nice country for a 
Christian to live in. * 

Getting a piece of paper he scrawled the 
words: 

: $20 Reward : 
: To a compitant Pianer Player. : 

This he stuck up on the music-rack, and, 
though the inscription glared at the fre

quenters of the room until midnight, it 
failed to draw any musician from his shell. 

So the merry making went on; the hilari
ty grew apace. Men danced and sung to 
the music of the squeaky fiddle and worn-
out guitar, as the jolly crowd within tried to 
drown the howling of the storm without. 
Suddenly they became aware of the pres
ence of a white-haired man, crouching near 
the fire-place. His garments—such as was 
left—were wet with melting snow, and he 
a half-starved, half-crazed impression. He 
held his thin trembling hands toward the 
fire, and the light of tho blazing wood 
made them almost transparent; He looked 
about him once in a while, as if in search 
of something, and his presence cast such a 
chill over the place that gradually the sound 
of the revelry was hushed, an"® it seemed 
that this waif of the storm ha " brought in 
with it all of the gloom and coldness of the 
warring elements. Goskin, mixing up a cup 
of hot egg-nogg, advanced and remarked, 
cheerily: 

"Here, stranger, brace! up! This is the 
real stuff." 
The man drained the cup, smacked his lips, 

and seemed more at home. 
"Been prospecting, eh? Out in the moun

tains—caught in the storm? Lively night, 
this!" 

"Pretty bad," said the man. 
"Must feel pretty dry?" 
The man looked at his streaming clothes 

and laughed, as if Goskin's remark was a 
sarcasm. 

"How long out?" 
"Four days." 
"Hungry?" 
The man rose up, and walking over to the 

lunch counter, fell to work upon some roast 
bear, devouring it like any wild animal 
would have done. As meat, and drink, and 
warmth began to permeate the stranger, he 
seemed to expand and lighten up. His fea
tures lost their pallor, and he grew more 
und more content with the idea that he was 
not in the grave. As he underwent these 
changes, the people about him got merrier 
and happier, ami thre^y off the temporary 
feelipg of depression which he had laid up
on them i 

MI)o yoiualwoys have your place decora
ted like this?" he finally asked of Goskin. 

"This is Christmas Eve," was the reply. 
The stranger was startled. 
"December twenty-fourth, sure enough." 
"That's the way I put it up, pard." 
"When I waa in England I always kept 

Christina*, But I had forgotten that this 
was the night, I've been wandering about 
in the mountains until I've lost track of the 
feasts of the church." 

Presently his eye fell upon the piano. 
"Where's the player?" 
"Never had any," said Goskin, blushing 

at the confession. 
"I used to play when I was young." 
Goskin almost fainted at the admission. 
"Stranger, dp tackle it, and give us a 

tune! Nary man in this camp ever had the 
nerve to wrestle with that music-box." His 
pulse beat faster, for he feared the man 
would refuse. 

"I'll do the best I can." he said. 
There was no stool, but seizing a candle-

box, he drew it up and seated himself be
fore the instrument. It only required a few 
seconds for a hush to come over the room. 

"That old coon is going to give tv e thing 
a rattle." 

The sight of a man at the piano was some
thing so unusual that evfn the faro-dealer, 
who was about to take in a fifty-dollar bet 
on the tray, paused, and did not reach for 
the money. Men stopped drinking, with the 
glasses at their lips. Conversation appear
ed to have been struck with a sort of para
lysis, and cards were no longer shnfHed 

The old man brushed back his long, white 
locks, looked up to the ceiling, half closed 
his eyes, and in a mystic sort of reverie 
passed his fingers over the keys. He touched 
but a single note, yet the sound thrilled the 
room. It was the key to his improvisation, 
and us he wove his chords together the 
music laid its spell upon every ear and heart. 
He felt his way ulong the keys, like a man 
treading uncertain paths; but he gained 
confidence as he progressed, and presently 
bent to his work like a master. The instru
ment was not in exact tune, but the ears of 
his audience, through long disuse, did not 
detect anything radically wrong. They heard 
a succession of grand chords, a suggestion 
of paradise, melodies here and there, aud 
it was enough, 

"See him counter with his left!" said an 
old rough, enraptured. 

"He calls the turn every time on the up
per end of the board," responded a man 
with a stack of chips in his hand. The play
er wandered off into the old ballads they 
had heard at home. All the sad, and mel-
oncholy, and touching songs, that came up 
like dreams of childhood, this unknown 
player drew from the keys. His hands 
kneaded their hearts like dough,and squeez
ed out the tears as from a wet sponge. As 
the strains flowed one upon the other, they 
saw their homes of the long ago reared again; 
they were playing once more where the ap
ple-blossoms sank through the soft air to 
join the violets on the green turf of the old 
New England States; they saw the glories of 
the Wisconsin maples and the haze of the 
Indian summer blending their hues togeth
er; they saw ihe heather of the Scottish hills, 
the white cliffs of Briton, and heard the 
sullen roar of the sea, as it beat upon their 
memories vaguely. Then came all the old 
Christmas carols such, as they had sung in 
the church thirty years before; the subtile 
music that brings up the glimmer of wax ta
pers, the solemn shrines, the evergreen, 
holly mistletoe, and surpliced choirs. 
Then the remorseless performer planted his 
final stab in every heart with "Home, Sweet 
Home." 

When the player ceased, the crowd slunk 
away from him. There was no more revelry 
and devilment left in his audience. Each 
man wanted to sneak off to his cabin and 
write the old folks a letter. The day was 
breaking as the last man left the place, and 
the player, laying his head down on the 
piano, fell asleep. 

"I say, pard," said Goskin, "don't yon 
want a little rest?" 

"I feel tired," the old man said. "Per
haps you'll let me rest here for the matter 
of a day or so." 

He walked behind the bar, where some 
old blankets were lying, and stretched him
self upon them. 

"I feel pretty sick. I guess I won't last 
long. I've got a brother down in the ravine 
—his name's Driscoll. He don't know I'm 
here. Can von get him before morning. 
I'd like to see his face once before I die." 

Goskin started up at the mention of the 
name. He knew Driscoll well. 

"He your brother? I'll have him here in 
half an hour." 

As he dashed out into the storm the 
musician pressed his hand to his side and 
groaned. Goskin heard the word "Hurry!" 
and sped down the ravine to Driscoll's cabin. 

It was quite light in th; room when the 
two men returned. Driscoll was as pale as 
death. 

"My God! I hope he's alive! I wronged 
him. when we lived in England, twenty years 
ago." 

They saw the old man had drawn the 
blankets over his face. The two stood a 
moment, awed by the thought that he might 
be dead. Goskin lifted the blanket, and 
pulled it down astonished. There was no 
one there! 

"Gone!" cried Driscoll, wildly. 
"Gone!" echoed Goskin, pulling out his 

cash-drawer. "Ten thousand dollars in the 
sack, and the Lord knows how much loose 
change in the drawer!" 

The next day the boys got out, followed a 
horse's tracks through the snow, and lost 
them in the trail leading toward Pioche. 

There was a man missing from the camp. 
It was the three-card monte man, who used 
to deny point-blank that he could play the 
scale. One day they found a wig of white 
hair, and called to mind when the "stranger" 
had pushed those locks back when he look
ed toward the ceiling for inspiration, on the 
night of December 24, 1861. 

The Sioux Falls Independant denounce® 
Mr. Baraett's bill for the admission of 
Dakota. 

A WONDERFFUL CUP. 

Some Account of Rothchild's 9160,000 Goblet 
Baron Charles de Rothschild, of Frank

fort, has recently purchased for the enor
mous sum of 800,000 francB ($160,000), a 
silver gilt cup by the celebrated Jammitzer, 
which is said to be a marvelous work of art. 
This sum, according to the Chron/ique dea 
Arts, is, as far as is known, the largestprice 
ever paid in modern times for a single ob
ject of art. The work is a centrepiece of 
a table service. The foot is composed of a 
rock entirely covered with grasses and field 
flowers, on which diBport themselves bee
tles, little lizards, locusts and snails. From 
this rises the figure of a woman, emblem
atizing the earth and bending in eloquent 
poise, as she supports on her head and 
hands a tall chalice, decorated with gro
tesques and topped by a cover, which ter
minates in a vase in the form of a baluster, 
from which springs a bunch of leaves and 
flowers. The silver gilt of which the cup is 
made has ornaments in opaque and trans-
luent enamels. The goldsmithery of the 
sixteenth century is said to offer nothing 
more finished in execution and which, 
though open to criticism possibly 
from the standpoints both of faste 
and style, lias its weaknesses counter
balanced by the wonderful perfection of all 
its details. 

The story of Baron Rothschild's acqui
sition of the work is qnite curious. It formed 
a part of the estate of the late Nuremberg 
banker, Merkei, who died in 1873, and 
whose heirs, by common accord, agreed to 
loan it, together with Albert Durer's por
trait of Holchurcher, to the German mu
seum at Nuremberg, of which Jammitzer's 
chief d oeuvre became one of the greatest 
treasures. Indeed the public, during the 
years it was on exhibition, thought it be
longed to the' museum. It was so arranged 
that the work could not be taken away with
out joint consent of the heirs and a mines-
terial authorization. Some months ago 
a celebrated art work dissapeared from 
the galleries, to the great astonishment and 
consternation of the Nurembergers and the 
countiy in general. After a while it leaked 
out that a Frankfort dealer in art objects, 
the agent of Baron Rothschild, had appear
ed with the necessary papers from the fam
ily und the minister, and the director of the 
museum had been directed to deliver to him 
the cup. The whole affair had been con
ducted with great secrecy, and it is certain 
that had it been known that the object was 
for sale, the director of the Nuremberg mu
seum as well as those of many others would 
have competed with the present purchaser 
for its possession. 

•' <vK rVi v'tem: 
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Scientific Seintelatioas. 
Some additional experiments made in 

France on transmitting power by belting 
show that the elongation produced by a 
tensile strain is in no respect proportional 
to that strain, but increases always less 
rapidly than the tension. These experi
ments were made by cutting from a leather 
belt, or from the hide, a strip about thirty 
inches long and two and a half wide, fur
ther subdivided into three or four narrower 
thongs, for testing in different ways. So 
carefully were the processes and calcula
tions conducted, that any probable errors 
involved in the results arrived at did not, it 
is estimated, exceed two per cent. 

At the meeting of the French Academy 
of Science, November 8, M. Morinde de
scribed the preparation of a new chemical 
food, "Nutricine." Raw meat freed from 
bones and tendons, is passed into suifably 
machines with bread or other alimentare 
of like nature. The mixture is dried, then 
pulverized and sifted, and the powder re
sulting is of a gray or yellowish 
color, of an agreeable taste. With albumen, 
fats, or gummed water, solid cakes may be 
made of it, to be afterward employed for 
soups, sauces, etc. Nutricine is described 
as very nutricious, and as keeping for an in
finite time if not exposed to moisture or too 
great a heat. 

Soap-stone powder, in the form of dust, 
is coming more and more into use as a 
lubricant of the axles of machines. For 
this purpose, it is first reduced to a very 
fine condition, then washed to remove ail 
gritty particles, then steeped a short time 
in dilute muriatic acid, in which it is stirred 
until all particles of iron which it contains 
are entirely dissolved. The powder is then 
washed in pure water again, to remove all 
traces of acid, after which it is dried, and is 
the purified steatite powder used for lubri
cation. It is not employed alone, but is 
mixed with oils and fats, in the proportion 
of about thirty-five per cent, of powder 
added to paraffine, rape, or other oil. 

The recent introduction of a clock dial, 
the hands of which are actuated by elec
tricity—thus rendering it practicable to 
carry the time from one standard clock to 
a multitude of dials placed at any distance 
apart but connected by wires—is described 
by all the London journals. The mechan
ism is very simple, consisting of a ratchet 
wheel in connection with the usual hour and 
minute wheels, and an electro magnet, the 
armature of which acts upon the ratchet; on 
the axis of the driving clock's minute wheel 
are four studs, which, of course, pass a 
given point at quarter-minute intervals, and 
at this point is a catch, contact with which 
completes an electrical circuit, causing each 
electro-magnet in that circuit to clutch its 
armature. This movement causes the min
ute hand on each dial to go forward fifteen 
seconds. 

Popularity of Kettle Dnw. 
The New York Times, admit 

tie drums are at present growing In, favor, 
and expressing the opinion that they will not 
long be popular, says in their" favor: "They 
are less trouble, not to mention less expense, 
than evening parties. Persons occupying a 
small house can have a kettle drum when 
they cannot readily have a late evening par
ty. The guests come" and go during four or 
five hours, instead of coming mainly at the 
same time, and overcrowding the rooms be
tween 9 and 11 p. iff. Many men (few af
ter 35 care for society) favor kettle drums 
because they do not feel obliged to accom-

Eany their sisters, sweethearts or wives, and 
ave a good excuse to stay away during 

business hours. If they do go, they can 
drop in on their way up town from office or 
•ounting r«om, in season to escort their la
dies home. To encourage men to take part, 
the hours have been extended, and what was 
originally light refreshments, have expand
ed into amply-provided tables, furnishing 
to those wanting it, an excellent snbstitnte 
for regular dinner. Thus the kettle dram 
has gained many masculine recruits. The 
hours, which used generally to be from 3 to 
6, have become from 4 to 8 p. m., and even 
later, the afternoon steadily slipping more 
and more into the evening. These occa
sions are less formal, perhaps less tedioua, 
than the regular after-dinner companies. 
Women generally wear bonnets and street 
or visiting costumes, and men who pay at
tention to such things wear morning dress. 
A kettle drum is more in the nature of a 
call than a formal evening, and this is a 
gain." 

THE LATEST MARKETS. 

BUTTER—Creamer 
Good to Choice Dairy. 

CHICAGO. 
BEEVES—Extra 

Choice 
Good 4 
Medium. fl 
Butchers' Stock £ 
Stock Cattle 2 

HOGS—Live 4 
SHEEP—Poor to Choice... S 

iiy 
i Dairy.. 

EGGS—Freeh 
FLOUR—Winter 

Spring 
Patent Process 

GRAIN—Wheat, No. 2 Sp'g 
Corn, No. 2 39 (3 35 
Oate, No. 2 30 @ 29 
Rye, No. 2 @ 82 

MILWAUKEE. 
GRAIN—Wheat, No. 1 hard SI 04 

" No. 2 97 
Corn 37 
Oats.'. 30 
Barley go 

ST. PAUL. 
FLOUR—Clear $4 75 @ S5 25 

Straight 5 50 @ 6 00 
Patents 6 50 ® 7 50 

GRAIN—Wheat, No. 1 88 
No. 2 85 
No. 3 73 

Corn, No. 2 37 
Oate, No 2, White 29 
" No. 2, Mixed 28 

Barley, No. 2 80 
" No. 3 05 

Rye, No. 2 82 
FEED—Bran. 7 50 

Ground Feed 16 00 
Corn Meal 15 00 ® 15 50 
Timothy Hay. 12 00 

BEANS—Common 1 50 (® 1 75 
Eastern 1 80 0 2 OO 

BUTTER—Choice 27 @ 28 
Dairy 23 @ 25 
Medium 15 0i 16 
Packing 10 (a! 10 

CHEESE—Cream 13 @ 14 
EGGS—Fresh 21 
HIDES—Green 121 

Green Salt 8* 
Green Calf 13 
Dry Flint 15 
Dit Salt 12 

PROVISIONS—Mess Perk. 13 55 @ 13 75 
Hams, Canvassed Ill 
Lard. 9 @ 91 

VENISON—Choice Saddles 7*2@ 8 
VEGETABLES—Potatoes. 40 45 
WOOL—Unwashed 20 @ 22 

Fleece Washed 28 @ 30 
Tub Washed 32 & 35 

LIVE STOCK— 
State Cattle, Common.. 2 25 @ 2 75 
State, Choice 3 50 @ 4 00 
Sheep 4 50 (5 4 75 
Hogs 4 25 @ 5 50 

MINNEAPOLIS WHEAT MARKET. 
WHEAT—No. 1 88 

No. 2 85 
No. 3 73 
MINNEAPOLIS LUMBER MARKET. 

COMMON—Boards. $12 00 @S13 00 
8 00 

tl3 00 
16 00 

GEN. GARFIELD. 

Cull and Dimens'n Bs 
Timber Joist and D'n 12 00 @ 

FENCING 15 00 @ 
STOCK BOARDS— 

A, 8 to 12 inch '35 00 @ 
B, 8 to 12 inch 30 00 <§ 
C, 8 to 12 inch 
D, all widths 
A, 8 to 10 in. ship lap 
B, 8 to lOin. ship lap 
C, 8 to 10 in. ship lap 
D, ship lap 

FLOORING—Matched and Dressed, 1 
2 ̂  $28^00; 3d, $22 00; 4th, $1 

38 00 
35 00 
20 00 
20 00 
37 00 
32 00 
22 00 
16 00 
^2 00 

SIDING—Dressed, 1st, $20 00; 2d, $18 00; 
3d, $22 00; 4th, $19 00. 

SHINGLES—Per M XX,$3 00; A star,$3 00; 
X, $2 25. Min., $1 50; No. 1, $1 OOT 

[ C H G L S , S H E P A R D 8 c C 0  

He Already Begins to Feel tlie Torments of 
Office-Seeking. 

In a late interview Gen. Garfield spoke 
of the vast number ef his acquaintances, 
constantly widening during fifty years, 
and grouped them into classes; (1st), the 
home group, including nearly all the voters 
of his district; (2d), the school group, in
cluding all persons interested in education; 
(3d), the church to which he belongs; (4th), 
the army group, of more than 100,000 men; 
acquaintances of his public life, inclu
ding 2,000 members of Congress, 
besides hosts of others. He said: 

I already find that a percentage of these 
grounds, will be disposed to fake advantage 
df their acquaintance with me, whether it be 
intimate or casual, to ask official favors, ap
pointments, etc. Of course, many of them 
will be unfit or unworthy recipients of the 
favors they will seek, or for other reasons it 
will be impracticable to give them what they 
ask. I shall be compelled to refuse them, 
and thus shall cause them aswell as 
myself pain. 

Speaking particularly of the tenacity and 
pertinacity of office-seekers, and the pain 
which some of them have already begun to 
inflict upon him, Gen. Garfield remarked: 
It may appear very foolish to be greatly 

annoyed at what seems to be little tilings, 
or by the dogged persistence of those we 
term small people, but it cannot be helped 
sometimes. Some of my recent experi-
encag in this regard remind me of the story 
of the ichneumon and the crocodile on the 
bank of the Nile. The keen, cunning, cru
el creature called the ichneumon, watches 
until it sees the crocodile fast asleep with 
his mouth open. It then rushes quickly 
down his throat and with sharp teeth ana 
claws takes hold of the very vitals of the great j 
crocodile, which with all his strength is | 
utterly powerless to loosen the hold of this , 
relentless little tormentor. He rolls and > 
writhes in his strong agony and desperation, | 
and at last dies. Imagine a crocodile with j 
hundreds of ichneumons down his throat, j 
and you have a picture of the torture that; 
may be inflicted upon a sensitive, sympa- i 
thetic nature by the horde of office-seekers I 
which attacks a new president or any other 
man who has patronage to bestow* at the 1 

coming of a new administration. 'A presi- , 
dent labors under a disadvantage that the j 
crocodile does not.' added Gen. Garfield; j 
'the ichneumons that assail a president do | 
not wait till he is asleep, nor do they come I 
singly. They come in at all times, and [ 
seasons, and in squads and in reeimeats.i ' 

Battle Creek, Michigan, 
MANUrACTUBEES Of THE ONLY OENCIS* 

VIBRATOR 
THE2ESHERS, 

Traction and PJain Engines 
and HqrsQ-Pcc.crs. 

Most Complete Threes-Fi«.tory > Establlshar' 
in the i 1848 

A A yCS PQo/ c>'rTf?nvcu4amd*iicei&ifulbu4U 
m m B bKsiv nw, v.iUiout Cj.u'ire 01 Mime, 

zauoa*retiu< ot, «-r location, to "back *py- th* 
broad trance j o.i all </ur goods. 

"V. 

STEAM-POWER SEPARATORS and 
Complrtc Steam t)nt fiq/" matchlesgjptalitieM. 

Finett Traction Iinjrines and Plata £n(iMi 
ever Been in the American market 

A multitude of epfcial featun* and imvrvutmemt* 
for 1831, together with nvperior qualities m eonjtrue-
tion and materials not dreamed of bv other maken. 

Four sizes of Separators, from 6 to 12 fcwae 
capacity, y"or etenm or horge power. 

Two styles of " Mounted " Horse-Powers. 
7IUV1 AAA Feet of Selected Lmker jUWfVVV (from three to tix years air-dried} 

constantly on hand, from which is built the in
comparable wood-work of our machinery. 

TRACTION ENGINES< 
Strongest, iruttt dwra&fe, and efficient ever 
made. lOy 13 liorse Power. 

•re iuiUrt Is 

"• i. 

* 

I  

.Farmer* and Th. _ 
tagBtlgitio this matehtew 

OtacoiArs sent free. Addren 
* NICHOLS. SHEPARD A CO. 
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To (Ms ail Musical kMes. 
CKTS of standard books at half-price, almost 
O good as new. For choirs, one set of twelre copie*, 
Znadel's In troll. $9, worth $18 new: forcrtmu copies 
Baker's Short Anthems and Sentences. $10.30. worth 
$21. For clubs or sooetiea,nine copies OperaCbonu 
Book, $10. worth $22.50; thirteen copies Baker's 
cantata. T e Burning Ship. worth $1 G.25. Ad-

eer Press. dressC 84. care Pioneer 1 . St. Paul. 
N. K. U. NOT. 1, 1880. No. 2. 

HABDWABE. 

K3NQSBURY* DRAPER, ; 
Boikhn' Hanhrsra, 

MECHANICS' ASD MACHINISTS' TOOL 
SPBCXALTIn. 

DaUesLBrcrwn&Sharps'* Maiitiliillw'Tinils Tlilli j 
Patent nansa; Dtntoa'aSnn; mlH>—tlUrisi 
for Private Residences aad Public Buildings. We cv 
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