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BURDOCK BLOOD BITTERS.
A —— iy - .
| 4 WEAT I8 ITV
A strictly vegetable prepa-
ration, composed of a choice
and skillful combination of
Nature's best remedles. The
discoverer does not claim it a
cure for all the illg, but boldly
warrants It cures®every form
of disease arising from a tor-
pid liver, impure blood, dis-
ordered kidneys, and where
there is a brdken down condi-
tion of the System, requiring a
Prompt and permanent tonic,
t never falls to restore the
sufferer, Such is BURDOCK
BLOOD BITTERS. Sold by all
dmgglsts. who are authorized
by the manufacturers to re-
fund the price to any pur-
chaser who is not benefited by
their use. —

PRICE, £1.00.

FOSTER, MILBURN & CO., Props.

| BUFFALD, NEW YORK,

IN ORDER

not to lose time during

THE DULL SELS0A

wa Lave concluded to sell onr present

LARCE STOCK OF OFFICE
STATIONERY !

consisting of
Ton eof Lelier
BILL PAPER,

—AND——

200,000 Envelopes

— —ATTHE——

COST OF THE STOCK,

(all qulek and secare the henefit of this great

A and

chance.

J4. CECRCE ULLERY,

| Refermer Jul Department, Bratlleboro., Vi,
June 16, 1585,

In Time of Peace
Prepare for War!

—_—

SPRING IS COMING, AND 80 ARE BILIOUS ATTACKS!!
SOME OF THE SYMPTOMS ARE:
Canstipation, P_ulv;j‘r ‘-\__7-;«:1:.Ih:,\'*_-'|lm\' Evesand Skin,

Pain in Right Si leeplessnass, Coated Tongue,
Dull, Heavy Feeling, Disinclination to apoly the
Mind, and Fluctuaticg or Dencsagen yprrits

vy CELERY COMPOUND!

acts upon the Liver, relicving it of lts surplus of
Hile, gently acta upon the Bowsls, curing the con-
sapated habit, Purifies the Blood through its action
on Liver, Bawels aud Kdneys,  Regulates the cir-
pulation, and the purifidd incarried o B
Lungs and Brain with 2n impetus which remoies
fraling of Heaviness, Weight and Dullness, Carrics

off all Impurities of the Blood, htl:‘{ut thens the
Nepvea, 18 a general Tonic to the dilnlitated sys-
tem.  As a Spring Medicine Celery Componnd has

o equal.
TREFARED BY

M. K, PAINE, Windsor, Vt,, U.5. A,

A Practieni Apotheeary who haa been actively en-
gaged in the preprration of medicinds since 1849,
Price — % 1,00 per bottle ; aix bottles fur 85,00,
— Sold by all Druggists.
A, G. Frsuun, General Western Agent,
51 Wabash Aveaue, Chicaga, Til.
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JAPANESE SOAP.

P.v)
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PANESE.
SDA
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STHICTI_.,Y! PURE, Bestin the world for
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BATCHELOR'S CELEBRATED HAIRDYE
FSTABLISNED 1831,

- e Beat in_the wor'd

arm o Meliahlo! Tue-
stattanoons No dise
nppointment, no ridio-
wlows tinta; rotediog
the il etfects of bad
dyen: legves the nair
poft and beantiful
Kk or Brown, Ex-
planatory eire
o b in w

W)

Tperis Bt
OISR Wi

Rast loth SLN.Y eily
. O Sccurily 3 to
: i |
SINET fireens
semi=-annual.
B Ath your of residence, and Lith ¢f Lusinoss.
Kol tor gvor hind to pay tazes, costa of
foreclosure, walt for Interest, or toke
tand, BEST of Neferencea, Write
g you hiave money to loan. Address
Negoiirtoraof Morirage Loons,
Mension tals papor. BT PAUL: MINN.

Bookstore For Rale.

Pays handeome divd

e exiabilshed,

Pusloess Iv
dend on the
very clea
Hiare ha
bt & Tare
soth fur mellis

14 eapital invested, Ftoek full,
al in neodied

Lo atton Al
rehared, This
Lealth rea

CilA< U, SLABON,

10, J8R5. —Lwia

Branilon, \'t,, Jur

BOYS!

Do You Want n

Waterbury Watceh?

If a0, get up A clab «f 0 new subscribers, cash
sdyance, for ooe year for-the REvonwrsn, ad we
will aend you the Wateh, postege prepald. You
will never find an castor and quickes way of enrme

ing » good tim keepor,
o0 ¢, H DAVEXPORT CO.
Bmattlehora, V

AUCTION BILLS.

Full Sheet, $£3.00 for 25.

Half Sheet, $2.00 for 25.
Quarier Sheet, §1.25 for 25.
Elghth Sheet, $1.00 for 25,
Ovders by MAIL Promptly

sitendaa to.
J.G.ULI.” 1Y,
REFORMER JOB DEPARTMENT,
fedsd  Braitebors, Vi,

YHE DEAD POET'S CREED,

My soul drinks in its future life,

ke soma ireen forest thrice cut down,
Whose shoots) lefy the axmen's strife,
And skyward spread a greater crown,

Waile sunshine gilds my aged head,
And bounteous earth supplies my food,

The lam ps of God stheir soft lght shed,
And dlstant worlds are understood.

Bay not my sonl is but a clod,
Resultant of my body's powers

She plumes her wings to {ly to God,
Aud will not rest outside Tis powers.

The Winter's snows are on my brow,
Tut Summer's suns more brightly glow,
And violets, lllacs, roses, now
Seemn sweeter than long years #go.

As I approach my earthly end,
Much plainer can 1 hoar afax

Iminortal symphonies which blend
‘V'o welcomeo me from star Lo star,

Tho tomb Is not wn endless night;
It is & thoreughfore—n WAy

That closes In a soft twilight
And opens in eternal day.

Movad by the love of God, T find
‘I'iat 1'must work as did Voltaire,
Who loved the world and all man kind;
But God is luve! Let none despair!

Our worl on cavth 18 jusat beguo ;
Our monuments will later rise,
To Gaine their summits In the sun

. hine in brght eternal skiex.
A hits § — [ Victor Hugo.

—ep—

TIE MOTHER'S EXCUSE.

S

U'non the r‘n\'erlilni tl?-nighr.
They innocently e ;
I.mup;{ and brown—a boyish sight
Toear to & mother's eye. ;
What thongh they disobey commauds 7
They are such loving little hands,

Nay, can 1 utter words of blame,
Oy petulantly frown 2
Remembering how an angel came,
And, beaming softly down,
Led from my sight to heavenly Iands
Two strangely quict little handa?

Fear not, O fond, ambitious heart!
Whate'er besets thy way.
Trustfully, simply do thy part,
In patience, day by day;
Praying that he who understands

May guide aright these little bands.
—[Lillian Plunkett,

— o

IF MAY FORGETS,

1f May forgets not April’s Howers,
June will;

Kven hearts that throh ana thrill like ours
Grow still.

July torgets what birds and flowers
Juno bad;

Fven hearts whose joy is deep as ours
Grow sad.

Tho pale leaves Lear not what thie flowers
Heard told ;
Even hearts as passionate as ours
Grow cold,
—[London Spectator.

THE HUT BY THE WATEREE,

A Tale of South Carclina,
HY WALTER ¥ JACKSON.

There were no ladies on _the southern-hound
<prosn That Mght, And most of Tho PABSCNEETS
were elther reading or dozing in their seats. A
fow, with faces pressed against thie mist-cloud-
ed glass of the windows, stared drearily out-
ward into the darkness, through which, &t in-
tervils,the light of some cabin-fire redly gleam-
od. At all of his fellow-travelers, with their
stapid, fll-natured faces, Claude Ttothwell had
long since tired of gexing. He had drawn his
hat over his eyes, and was settling himsell
more comfortably for a short sleep, when the
sudden hollow rumbling of the wheels beneath
uim caused him to lift his head and listen,

“The swamps of the Wateree," he said, to
himself. “Dick must be trying to make up the
time lost at Florence. He is slinglng us over
these trestles very recklessly.”

Ho bad bardly uttercd these words when a

successlon of shorl; sharp: ehricks M,_”&.
whistle rang through the wet October d [

The rattle of chains aud the grinding of break-
shoes against the wheels fustantly followed.

Several of the passengers bounded from their
seats as if they had heen galvanized.

“What's the matter i asked one, throwing
up & window and thrusting out his head.
“1g this the way they blow down breaks here-
abouts "

Otliers stared about them in uneasy silence.
They lelt the speed of the tram momentarily
slackened. Apotber window went up—nnother
and another. At the same time a tall, graceful
man passed up the lengih of the car, and Inid
his band upen the door. It was Claude Roth-
well, The door opened and closed with & bang.
The young man had passed out, and was stand-
ing on the platform beside the brakeman.

#Danger shead, Peter #* he suid to the hand-
some young mulatto, who was still wrenching
tiercely at the whee!,

Tothwel!l was connected with the road, and
all the employes were known to hiw,

The brakeman, panting with excitement,gave
the wheel & lust powerful jerk.

uLust be,” heseid. Mr Marray don't blow
dat way for nathin’, sl :

Rothiwell nodded assentingly, and producipg
a smill fat lantern from Lis pecket, stooped to
light it from the wick of that belopging to the
mulatto.

“Whey's you goin’, sir ¥ the latter asked,
seeing Lim arise and attach the lantern to i
walst by a smiall chain.

“Tq the engine,” Rothwell replied, as he
stepped upon the platform of the gecond-class
car and ¢ntered.

As hie passed put through the upper deor the
train came to a standstiil.

Luckily, it had stopped on & short stretch of
earth, boilt up on a bed of cypress-knees and
reeds. Rothwell sprang from the steps to the
ground, and walked rapidly forward toward the
engine.

On his left the straight gray trunks of the
pypresses, tising from the silent black water in
which they were growing, faiutly shone in the
white Autumn fog. Before him loomed the en-
gine, a mass of mingled light and gloom. A
dim gleam from the gage-lamp lit the cab, and
streamed over the wood in the tender. The low
hiss of the steam, the Lubble of water, and the
crackle of flames in the fire-box, became audi-
ble as Rothwell drew nearer. At the front of
the cneine, their faces clearly revealed in the
fload of yellow radiance pouring from the great
headlizht above, three men with lanterns were
staniling. ‘They were the engineer, fireman and
wood-pusser,

Rothwe!l heard the swift foottalts of the con-
ductor on the opposite side of the train. In a
fow moments the two jolned the group acer the
pilot.

“What i4 it, Dick " Rothwell asked, pausing
Leside the angineer.

The person addressed—the son of the master-
mechanic of that road, and an okl schoolmate
of Rotuwell’s—pushed bis cap back from his
Lruw,upon which (e perspiration stood In great
beads.

“Look there,” he said, walving bis lantern to-
ward the end of the cmbankment, scarcely &
yard distant from the end of the pilot.

teyond, for half & car's-length, nothing was
to Le soen but a streteh of still black water and
a few cypress-knees, ghastly Jooking stumps in
the glare of the headlight.

A soction of the trestle had disappeared. The
fron, and & portion of the weod with it, no
doult, had sunk ; the rest of the wood had Hoat-
ed out of view.

Rothweil's eves fol'owed the engineer’s move-
ments. He coull not repress a slight shud-
der.

“ tell you, Claude,” continned bis compan-
jom, “it was s pretiy close graze. If it hadu’t
been for the yoang lady who swung the light,
Miss Murray would Bava boem a widow ere
this.”

“The young lady'” repeated Claude ju a
wondering volce. “ What lady, Dick "

| the cottage deserted !

wAngll,” grunted the wood-passer. “'L'se
soenn apgll dis ni-ight.”

The engineer drow Rothwell to one side,

wlod knows,” he answored in a low tone.
“ut lst me whisper to you & moment, old
friend, You remember how mysteriously &
very doar friend of yours, Mlsd Ashton, dlsap-

peared—"'
The young man lifted one hand as he stepped

back a pace, and his dark cheek blanched.
«I1ash!” he said, in a deep, vibrant voioe,

«] fott Moblle because I could not bear to re-

main afrar—Dut,"interrupting himself, “what

lias sho to do with that "
He pointed as he spoke, to the yawning gap

in the trestie.

«Tisten,” roturned the enginoer, fiand you
ghall hear, As you are probably aware, we
left Florence to-night nearly half un hour Iate,
and I was running like s hurrieane, in order to
rench Columbin on time, when I firat saw the
light, Itdarted through the trees like a will-o'-
the-wisp, sud gaining tho track, stop there,
I 8w 1 had not & moment to lose, and, ﬁpf.mlng
with the chorns of toots that ysu hen.d—
thought we were going to dnsh over whoever It
was that was so wildly walving us back—I in-
stantly reversed the engine. Then 1 saw that
the persnn who had s} naled us was A woman.
The walving lantern shone gn her dress and
shawl, The old “Sixteen’” was thundering
down on her, and she wonld not move, standing
as she was in the centor of the track, Moments
seomed ages. It looked ns il she wanted to die.
My heart leaped into my throat, [ jumped out
on the ruunln% board, and wad about to step
down on the front of the engine, when A man
suddenly rushed from among the cyprogscs on
the left, and seizing the Elrl by tho walst, drag-

t

her off the track, the pilot grazing her as
e But in :E:: moment I

ihe engine rolled by.
gaw hor face, It wad as whita as tne face of a

dead girl, the black hair fiying aronnd it, and
thoe preat wild eyes on five. Now, listen to me,
my friend. As sure 88 I am a llving man, the
lady who saved us wad none other than vour
old love.” The engineer paused. Clande IRoth-
waoll was looking at him with a dumb agony in
his handsome dark cyes.

“yWell " ha whispered.

The engineer, in a low volee,
name, “Miss Clara Ashton.”

Rothwell lifted one hand to his shaking lips.
“What,” he mauttered, “could she bs dolng
here i’ .

I don’t know,” returned his friend, shaking
Lis head. *I can't guess. But, Clande, I nev-
er conld see through that affair yon confided to
meo. Thers must have been some lerrible mis-
take. Snrely Miss Ashton would not have ta-
ken & eriminal’s part agaiust you if—"

Rothwell inferrupted him.

+Which way did she go " he asked.

5 f'l‘he cngincer swung his lantern toward the
eft,

“wTho last I saw of them,” he added, ‘‘the
man hed ber in his arms, and was springing
like & goat over the roots and knees, That was
just ag the engine was stopping, and,—— Bat,
Clande Rothwell, where, in the name of com-
mon fensa are you going "

A bard, reckless langh followed his words.

The young man had suddenly quitted bis side
and gpringing down the embankment, had it
not been for the dim light the Iantorn shed about
him, would have already been swallowed up in
the gloom among the cypresses.

«Pon't trouble yourself,” be eried. “Iam
going to unearth this mystery, Murray."

A loud gutfaw broke from the astonishoed ne-

pronounced the

008,
gT‘l‘ba conductor mutteved un oath of surprise.
Murray starcd after the vanisbing form,
“Rothwell,” he called, “come back! Don't
make an 1tter fool of yourselt,”
The mocking langhter of bis friend was the
only reply, and the veice that attered it was al-

ready far away.
- * L] " L

This determination of Rothwell, however—the
determination to follow the man and woman, of
whom the engineer hand spoken, through those
pathless low grounds, in the darkness ‘of &
moonless and misty Autumn night—was not so
wild ns it at first appeared.

A South Carolinan by birth, much of his child -
hood had been spent near this place, and, being
of & verv adventurous spirit, he had often pen-
etrated into the deepest recesses of the Wateree

Swamps.

Those frightful solitndes, now voiceless in
the embrace of the October night, held no ter-
rors for him. His mind was occupled with
thoughts of the past.

He remémbered a spot he had once seen near
were—w sort of island, formed by the lodg-
ment of reeds, leaves and brushwood wmong a
wide elgster of cypress-knoes. Horemombered

gean-on that islasd g low hut. balit
perhups, runaway slave,

It was toward the but—helleving hie shonld
find there those Le wns seeking—that he was
now making his way. Hewas determined, if
possible, to lift the vail of mystery which had
so long enshrouded the lite of the woman be so
rnsu}lonmi_\r. bat, ns he believed, hopeless!y

oved.

As he went onward, clh:{ging to the gray stems
of the cypresses, and springing from one cone-
shaped base or knce to another, the cvents of
the past year began to pnss in swift and vivid
review hofore Lim,

Iirst he saw his sleeping apartmontin a hotel
at Montgomery ; saw 8 masked burglar enter
it nt midnight, and begin riiling tls desk of the
money end valuable “apers it containoed ; saw
himselt soring upon him, and the desperate
strugle that ensued. The barglar, drawing a
dirk, had stabbed him, inflicting a painful tm
not dangerons wonud, and escaped; not, hiow-
gver, withont having the mask torn from his
fave, and Clande Rothwell felt that, il ho ever
met that man again, be would know him among
ten thousand.

One month, two months, pussed away; and
the wonnd in Rothwell’s arm bagled.  Another
went by ; still, although a stilet gearcl bind
boeen instituted, no traee of the burgiar could he
discovered. IRothwell then forgot all about
him. He met the besutiful young Mobillan,
Clara Ashton,

She was an orphan; a8 T have said, heautifal
but poor. Claud Rothwell, howevar, wis lrst
charmed with her gentle, beroic nature,afterward
fnscinated with her engaging manners, and he
ended by falling madly in love with hor. To
use @ rather hackntyed phrase, it was “the hap-
piest hour of his lfe' when he drew from her
own dear lips the shy and faltering confession
that his love was returned. A brief drodm of
joy, so deep and holy it was akin to & sndness
followed. Then came the bitter awakening.

Ono odorous moonlight evening in June, a
month after their engagement, be ca'led on Lis
betrothed. A lamp was burning in & roomon
the left, and the French window, from which
the curtaing were partially withdrawn, was
open. Thus, as Rothwell stepped on the lat.
ticed verandah of the litile cottage, be could see
pleinly within the room.

He stopped, and a cold thrill ran through
bim. Clars was seated in a low chair near the
window ; but she was not alone. A man was
standing near her, leaning lightly on the hasclc
of her seat. He was speaking to her in n low,
langhing voice, while she listened with uplifted
smiling eyes. The face of this man was turned
roward Rothwell, and he recognized it instantly.
It was the fuce of the man who had robbed him
in the hotél at Montgomery.

The young man, enraged, bewlldered, almost
doubting the evidence of lus own senses, did
not take time to reflect. Acting under the im-
pulse of the moment, he stepped into the room,
and grasped the stranger roughly by the nrma.
As he dir-m, thie start which the man ceuld ot
mpm; showed Claude that the recognition was
mutuil.

A fierce hut short strugale followed. A pis-
tol was drawn and discharged—in the confu-
sion Clara Ashton conld not tell by whom.
Then the stranger, wrenching himself free from
Rothwe!l, bounded tbrough the window and
dreappeared. It was he who bad drawn the
pistol; but Clande had instantly canght bis
Land, and the ball lodged in the ceiling slove.

Clande did not follow him. As bisretreating
footsteps dled away in the silent uight, bhe turn-
ed to Clara. .

“Trajtrese | he exelaimad.

I'be word broke from him involuntarily. Her
ashen checks, her trembling form, ber dark,
teichiened eves,filled him with smotions of jeal-
ousy, rage and disgnst. The hot blood of in.
dignation sprang to her face. She essayed to
speak ; bat her voloe died in & stiflsd mormur.,
Silently she lifted one quivering band, and
pointed to the deor.

Bilnded with jealous wrath; belioving, be-
sides, that sho was aware of the true charactor
of the man who had rebbed him, Rothwell,
without & word, turned and quitted the honse.

Passing a sleepless night, in the morning he
became more calm.  He acknowledged 1o bim
golf, with & pang of bitter rogret, that he had
acted too hastity in condsmaing Ciara anbeard
He resolved, therefore, to go t0 ber, and seck
an explanation at ence.

He went; bat what was bis surprise to find
Clara had disappeared,
leaving no trace. In shame and flarce anger be
left Mobile, and songht, but vainly, to forget
one whom he pow believed was uawortlyy of
hiw jove.

Still, st once, the old faith in ber purity and
truth whuld assert itself, nnd fill his beart with
remorseful .

from her, be was wretched, snd
his ignoranoe of ber fate lnceased that wret
edness.

He had taken npon himself the tasc of dis-
covering ber whereabouts, sod in dading oul in

what mysterjous way her 1ife wis linked tothat
of the may wpp had twice crossed his path,

o beliereq now, 89 he wandered on through
the fanera| dopths of the cypross swamps, the
shining, Inky waters beneath, the slivery, flont-
ing moss, dijpping with the hoavy mista above,
that the end of thet tagk was near at band,

per ang decper be rlumd' into those sop-
ulchral soljtgdes, Tho light of the little lantern
nttached to piy walst but served to show the
roots and knpag rising from the sullen waters
aronnd.

Ho wis alrgady drenched with the white va-
por that hung over all lhlm’u like a pell, and
dripped frop, (he masses of mistletoo in the
brnAr:ulhen of ;m.onllu flhov;:. T

Asl f wall of recds umoﬁn e gloum
bafore hlm,hw:he lantern showed him & narrow
opening thropgh which ho began to force his
way. Hix foet rosted no longer upon roots, but
upon the earty ; spongy and wet, It 1s true, but
growing mory firm at amﬂmh Panting with
:’;ll’lli%’, ho stopped. Tha 1a d was reach-

A feoling nkin to fear thon took posacesion of
the young myp, He was unarmed. 17 the wo-
man be loved was an actomplice of that man,
what coula hg expect at their hands ?

True, she pad warned the engineer of his
danger, and }us, no donht, had saved many
lives, Dint this was someth[ug different. He,
Rothwell, was fnlluw:mT them, Wonld they
not seek to kill lim for his hardihood ?

A deep broagh cscaped bis lips,

4T cannot—{ will not believe her so vile! 1
will risle jt,” hie muttered, at Inst.

Ho walksd forward as he spoke, and tbroui
the slender, whitish stems of the young ash-
trees that grew there, caught the red gleam of &
light near him,

It came from the window of a low, dark mass
a fow paces distant—the cabin ho wag seeking.

At the moment of his seelng it, Rothwell,
heard, or thought he heard—the sound of
man's angry yolce. . On tiptoe Lo stole forward,
and, Kﬂuutng beside the door, almost held his
breath to lstan,

A volee within wns speaking—n voice that
caused bis heprt to leap and thrill. It was the
awoet voloo of Ulara Ashton, vibrating with
emotion.

“KIU me 3" ghe exclaimed—"kill me, ag you
have threatened, Of what use Is life to me,
since you have robbed 1t of every joy 7 I care
little what becomes of me, Donald Vaughan.
Why did you drag me from beneath the wheels
of the enging "*

The listener started,

Hud be not heard that name before? Great
heaven! It was the maiden name of Clara's
mother, :

Who was Donald Vanghan ?

A second voice interrupted his sell-question-
ing. The tones were harsh with rage.

“Uecanse 1 was mad. Becanse I Dbellaved
you "did not know that it was I who cut the
trestle Had it not been for your accursed in-
terferonce, that man wounld now be beneath the
ruing of & wrecked train,”

An involuntary ery escaped Rothwell's lips;
it wns drowned, however, in the voice of the
maiden,

SWreteh!" she exclalmed, In aecents of hor-
ror. “You wonld have hed the blood of nll
those peonle on your hands simply to gratify
a brutal thirst for revenge. And yet”—in a
low, wailing—*Claude Rothwell would not
have lifted his hand against you had be known.
Whas it not encugh to ecome between us and
blast my happiness for ever 7 Why do you pur-
sue him with your sleepless hatred

The man's volee broke into hoarse and dis-

cordant laughter,
“I feel the yrip of bis fingers on my thront
still, Doneld Vaugban never forgets an irjury,
Clara. But thig iz not to the point. You have
not given me your promise.”

Claude Roihwell, trembling with excitement,
listened intently.

1 will give you none,” was the low reply,

Another gound became audible—the sound
of heavy foutfalls, The man had evidently
drawn nearer Lo her.

“Take care'" ho muttered, gratingly.

The hand of Rothwell was on the door, hat it
resisted his etforts to open it. It was fastened
within.

A Jdecp sigh was tbe only response to the
man's lnst words,

Ho spoke again, in a voice so Herce and low,
it was like the higs of & ronsed viper.

“You mean tobetray me, then ?"

“Aggassin!” yxclaimed hia companion, her
voice ringing mugieally through the hut ; “strike
me !—kill me! The cowardly band that—""'

Claude Rothwell, waiting to hear no more,
flung himself against the door.

Har voice watdrowned in the sound of the
blow—=a blow that burst the door from its fas-
teningy, and hurled it inward with a bang.

Then, swift 1y a deer, pale, Geres, blazing-
pved, Claude bounded into the room.

disguise. I thought at first he wae mad and
tried to humor him. It was not untll we ocamo
‘l?“hh.l’u place & week ago that 1 found out the

A low sob broke from her lips aa her
sank confidingly on his hrunt.p —

“] have been soeking youn,"” he murmunred,
fondly, “ever since that miserable night. 1 was
determined to find you, my own dear love.'”
With n start sho looked up, Her deop cyes
gleamed throngh rushing tears.

“Clande, am 1 dronming ? Has God in His
morcy given me such devotion as this

“Ilove you,"” he answered, softly, “more
;,l::ln” tongue can tell. I cannot live without
As he spoke thus, a pale gleam of light
strenmotl through tne duurwr::y nﬁd un:luln‘l{ed
over the walls. It was the light of the break.
Ing dawn,

L] - L] . »

That morning the bedy of Donsld Vaughan
wns found flosting inthe waters of the Wi
teree. Ho bad evidontly fullen into the river
in the darkness and was drowned.

" MAD" ANTHONY WAYNE.

His Roge ar Bolng Ordored to Re
“Fortune-Scoking" lfr:uchlg:::. Ll

[Cincinnatl Commercial Gazotte. |

The dreardful drama of the Ilavolution was
entering upon the last act, in the spring of 1751,
though the footsore and ragged continentals
kuoew it not. The final storm-burst was center-
ing in Virginia. Lafayette in command of the
Virginian army, was compelled to evacunte
Richmond befere the advance of Cornwallis ;
and Arnold, the tealtor, at the head of 2,500
men, was warchiog to relnforce the confident
royalists.

Meanwhile Gen Wayne was en route from
Penusylvania to join Gen Greene in the Caroli-
nas. But Washington had ordered Wayne to
ald Lafayetie, should the latter need reinforce-
ments in his reslstance to Cormwallls, Lafay-
ette's troops were in & dispirited and disorderly
condition upon the, retreat, and Cornwallls
knew it. In writing of the pursuit the duke
sald: ““The boy can not eseape me."

This “boyhood’ of the brave young French.
man was & sonrce of ridicale among British of-
ficers, and of jealousy among the contingntals.
Of the latter, Gen Wayne was & conspicuous
instance. His reputation, rank, and violent
temper made him intolerant, and he never fail-
ed to glve expression to his opinions in unmens-
ured terms.

Wayne was not aday's march from Lafayette
when be received an order from the latter to
jmin and co-operate with bim, indicating therein
the route Wayne's army should take, and the
point where the forces should become united.

Upon reaching the designated point, Lafay-
ette was gurprised not to meet Wayne or re.
celve gny word from him. This delayed La-
fayette's movements and filled his mind with
apprehension.

The marauls therenpon sent his aid-de-camp,
Maj Anderson, to urge Gen ‘Wayne to march
with all haste. (This officer was Maj Richard
Clough Anderson, aid-de-camp to Lafayette,
the father of Maj Andersonm of Fort Sumpter
memory.)

Maj Anderson found Wayne in camp,and re-
ceived from him an ungracions promise to
move up. Attheend of three days Lafayatte
learning that Wayne was nol advaneing,again
sent Maj Anderson with & paremptory order to
join him by forced marches; and Maj Ander-
gon was instructed to remain with Wayne, and
to send forth hourly dispatches to his chief un-
til the troops shonld arrive at camp,

When Anderson reached Wayne on his sec-
ond mission he found that Gen Wayne had
moved but four miles from his former head-
qnarters. Upon entering the Toom that served
as the adjutant’s office, Msj Anderson satuted
Goen Wayne and his stafl; then asking for pen,
ink and paper, sat down us if to write, Look-
ing up to Wayne whose curiosity had been ex-
cited by this proceeding, he told the general
that he had been sent by the Marquisde Lafay-
ette to report the order for hie advance, and
that as he was about to forward the first of the
hourly despatches required of him he desired

to know what should be the nature of the re-
port. Wayne was amnaszed at the conduct ol

“u) " 1wy oried, ;g \
A e e tis cantre 1f i | ADdérson, sod staring at bim be atked the gid-
iy, his gazo e e o g grgr e NSRS Sovaunit e on
2!1::0{ ras 4 n.: b *hm i El‘ E that in the .:{ﬂttt] he
he light £ £ ‘se o “m.m ; ands of a lﬂEerlor cMcer, Wayne's
like a rose-tin'c 4, g ing np her | Yolce, whieh had been husky and choked with
dress, shining 1 her float pir, gleaming lo '%lleg;u;;l ht;:lﬁsl{gr;h i "Bng::;;l:r! lup:;i-
Bar great QAL uyos, oy, my superior 2" He then poared h’mh{

1t revealed, n: well, {he brawny figure of the
man who stood at her side, one hand uplifted
above her, his cves fastened upon her with a
dnark and threatoning glare,

The maiden, started back with s faint cry at
Rothwell's abtupt antrance.

‘the man, mitcaring o deep cnrse, thrast bls
hand into the hre4st of his coat.

“You 1" hi heasubed—*you have followed us

Ciande did ot heed him. His pale faco and
flashing cyes wers gtll] turned toward Clara.

“Who i¥ that man " he repeated, slowly, in
& voice of agoulzed suspense.

A qmek, hrosthless cry, an involuntary ont.
stretching of ber fietle hands. ‘Then they went
up with a rush and covered her burning cheeks.

“0) heaven! Do vou not know: Claude,
linye pity on me! ¢ is mother’s only Lroth-
o

He eohoed the faltared words,  Horror, snur-
prise, joy, alt gpupgled for the mastery in his
henrt and were jiewared on bis expreastve face.

Then a deep, trivmphant gladness leaped into
his eyes. She was his—still, still bis own.
For o momant e was strengtbless—for & mo-
ment lils danger was forgotten.

She had not forgotten It. The sharp click of
il we‘auun betng cocked cnused ber to lift her
end,

With a quick movement she glided between
Rothwell and Donnld Vaughan; the latter at
the same times withdrawing his hand from bis
breast, the yellow light gleamed on the polished
surface of a pigtol.

“You have followed me here, Clande Roth-
well i repeated the desperado, hoarsoly.

The voung mun looked at him, aroused at
lnst to & sense of bis danger.

*Not you,” be answered, coldly. “T am

here, however, o protect her.'

As he sald this, Clara's hand cloged on the
arm of Donald \'nu%zhnn.

Her frightened, imploring eyes, however,

were turned wpward Clande.

“He will kill you!" she stricked. “Ob, in
heaven's name, 1 beg you to leave me!"

The appeniing cry came too late.  Rothwell
had already ndvanced on Vanghan., The lat-
ter, throwing Clara roughly aside, leveled the
revolver.

“It fs my tarn now !" he exclaimed, with a
guuera} laugh, g4 he pulled the trigacer.

Crask !

The eharp report of the pistol and / scream
from Clara rang through the room. ‘The shot
wis fired so elose tor Claude, that his face for na
ipstant wus balf hidden by the curling white
smoko.

He wes anhuet, however. At the moment
that Vauphan pulled the trigger, be bhad sprung
upon him ke a tiger, knocking nup the weapon,
and burling Vaughen himsell balf across the

room,
Raeling o moment, the wretch bounded for-
istol which bad dropped

ward to pick up the
from his hands ut again Claude was oo

quick for him.

Planting sie foot upon the wespon, he met
the rheh of Vaogban with & Dlow that seni
him headlong totha foor.

Ilising uwﬂt&glr s face bathed in blotd,
his eres ablaze W th hatred, be looked st the
two & momens, than #s Clande stepped toward
lim e turged, and, dacting throngh thie door-
way, disnppoared in the durkness.

Ashen ‘withy terror, her trembling hands
crossed upgn ber broast, ber bheautifal lips mov-
ing in voijaless Drayer, Clara bad witnessed
this gtrugele.

.\‘c:n:, :-T:z a doep breath of relief, Rothwell
rarme towqn] ber.

"t‘lu:y he said, In alow, pleading voice,
“ean you forgive me T

8he looked at

r sombre soath-

.1'1‘1 9o Bot auderstand  yoa,” sbe answered,

Jave noshing lo forgive.
H umﬁmd‘ﬁ: both his own.
an grew hot in his clas

tlse to me,” bio sald Rambiy.

"‘;;I! ..‘*J,'}',—m have hidden from me so

r
‘ﬂ.‘ half-doubting Joy begsn t
dhrw&.nﬂmmvﬂ e
"1k yo

""-E... Clnade. 1never under-

a week why you sttacked him
o 1 tiscovered all, 1 found
'lhdnlui:‘dud trusted
After you Joft me that mght e

that you wers our
me to leave Mobile. In

pnnlmmn.ﬂhaw
peve another in

volley of oaths and imprecations npon all for-
pigners, not sparing Anderson himself, for
hiaving associated bLimse!lf with “the fortune
geeking Frenchman.,” He became more vebe-
ment as he lashed himself into & tury, striding
up and down the room, stamping his feet in &
paroxysm of rage. It was the indulgence of
these farions ontbirets of temper, and not his
well known rashness in battla that gave him
the nickname of “Mad Anthony Wayne."

Tho account says that Wayne, fatigned b
his violent actions and the vehemenca of his
passions; gradnally subsided Into gentleness of
action. Dut'sny reference to the object of An
derson’s missjon led to g repetition uf tha pas-
sionate outburst. An officer succceded at last
in turning the conversation from the dangerous
topic,

Vayne having expressed himsell confident
of Jultimate success, Maj Andersun gave ex.
pression to his own gloomy loretodings,
Pressed tor bis reasons by Gen Wayne, Ander-
son replied that as the only bope of suceess
agiinst a formidable foe lay in voluntary union
and subordination, ‘the example be bad secn
that day of an oftleer high in rank, and of dis-
tinguished services, refusing to obey orders of
a stuperior officer deprived bim of the hope of
useful or permanent EUCCEss,

“Gen Wayne,” said Muj Anderson, *1 look
to you to remoye these aprehensions.”

‘I'his arralgnment of Wayne's cource seemed
ahout to produce another storm burst of pas.
sion: but Wayne was, though cnvious and ex-
citable & true patriot nud soldier, and with
almost the same hest with which be had re.
fused to obey Lafayette ho cried ont:

“Tell him I'll jine bhim! Tell him I'll jine
him 'r‘ By G—d, tell kim I'll jine him to mor-
row!"”

Temperance Laws in New Englanod,

During & recent visit te Vermont I made some
studies of the working of the temperance laws
of that State. Thereare no more rigid laws in
any State against the sale or manufacture I
liquor than in Vermont. The sale of & single
glass of liquor is punighable by a fine of $50. A
soeond aflense calls for & reprimand and an in-
crease of the fine. The third offense must be
punished with a year's imprisonment if the law
is rigidly enforced, yet the law is practically a
dead letter. It is enforced spasmodizally, and
is more used as'the engine of petty epile and
small blackmail than anything else. Liquoris
apenly sold evervwhers, save in the smallest of
the towns. Tnithe latter a stranger might find
# little difficnity in getting all ha would waant,
bt none of the natives wounld, During the last
year 1 bave been in all of the principal towns of
New England, where teraperance leglslation has
jongest prevailed, and 1 have always fouud as
much intemperance as in communitics whore
there are no restrictions.  The evil cilict of the

tact that they drive the liquor Jealing into the
hands of the lowest and leact responsible class.
The average slchobolic drink soid in that sec.
tion is & horrible poison. Any oue who bas
seen much of Now England wiil be casily con-
vinced that high Ticense is the frue solution of
the temperance question. These tamperance
laws #re grea siimnlants to hypocrisy. A false
con mu ity sentiment has baen built up, so that
many of those who drink and who are & beart
puposed to the laws would vote sgainst thelr re-
posl.—[ Waslngton Cor. N. Y. World.

“The loprous distiment, whose effect
Holds such an enmity with blocd of man,
1 hat, swift as guicksliver, it conrses through
The natural gates and alleys of the body,”
and canses the skin to be “barked aboar, most
fasar-like, with vile and losthsome crnst.”
Sach are the effects of diseased and morhbid bile,
the enly antidote for which Is to cleanse a d
regulste the liver—an oifice admzirably perform-
ed by Dr Pierce’s *
In 1583 there were 5,°80 munders in 1kl country;
the number inorcased to 12,067 tn 188,
Scoit’s Emulsion of Pure
Con LIVER Gll, WITH ATrOrfosTREITES,
IX CONSUNMPTION AND WASTING DISHASER
e ¢ W Banmxven, P'itsburg, Pa, says |

think your Exuleion of Cod Liver Ol ja » vory fine
| pro jarniton, and fitls & long felt wasl. It be very
M ul la coneumption angd wasting discarce. " —ai'v,

temperanca laws In New England lies in the |

“Golden Medical Discovery.” |
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For Sale by Druggists and Dealers.

L i et o

ODD PANTS.

T'he ecombination have just bought a corner in

Men’s and Youths Pants,

we have 300 pairs, shall sell them at 2,50, 3, 3.50 to 5.00, all excellent
bargains.  Several new lots suits in

DS, NEETURES & WORSTEDS,

Two Lines at $10and 12, are Special Trades.

Best stock thin ccats we ever had, vests to mateh.

ALPACCA'LINEN AND MOHAIR

DUSTERS.

SPECIAL TRADE 1IN LINEN AND MOMIE LAP
Horse Covers and Fly Blankets.
Valises, Umbrellas & ete.

Summer Underwear in Gauze Merino, and Lisle
Thread, Fancy Shirts, Hosiery and Ties.

STARKEY & WELLMAN,

BROOKS BLOCK.

ROBES

Hammocks, Trunks,

New (Goods now Ready, embracing all Grades, from Brown Blanks te
the finest Bronzes, Elegant assortment of

COIDNILING DRECORATIONS.
ESTIMATES GIVEN ON CEILING WORK. Goods Cheerfully Shown,

V. R. GEDIDIS,)

At Steen’s 011 Stand.
———

HINSDALE Directory.
Reliable Representative Business Houses.

Maar Tewn Hall
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