—_—

ale,

—

HENRY A. PARSONS, Jr., Editor and Publisher.

DB

L
NI

SPERANDUM.

Two Dollars per Annum.

~ VOL. X.

RIDGWAY, ELK COUNTY, Pi

——

N

., THURSDAY, AUGUST 19,

1880.

NO 26.

—)

Angnsty
Gay trips along throngh morning dew
Bright Augist, olad in rosy hue;
And all the hills their voloes mise
And myrind songsters sing her pralee.

Her roign is ono of quiet grace;

The soltest blushes wreathe hor fnoe;
Sweel povats she pours ont to the brecse—
8he gilds the froit on bending treos;

Heor wund she litts o'er flelds of grain,
And gluddens envth with tides of rain.
The sun may scoreh, but still she showors
Retreshing dew on drooping flowers;

And hoards ol good cheor August flingeth
And botinteons bleasings August bringeth.

Bo plensntly,sweet month, thou comest now;
At thy nppronch the enrlod corn blades bow,
And, as thy perfumed brecges slowly pass,
New daisies sinile nhove the freshoned gross;
Or when thy copious moisture fills the land
The parchied lips of carth with joy éxpund.

Now giuther wa the pumplkin yellow,

With luselons apples, ripe sud mellow;
Bafo from the rain the sheaves ol grain

The bursting geanncies fully All;

While "'neath the hill the clder mill
Awiits tho henvy-londed wain,

In shadeless |!:l‘.!l.‘i the levered, panting sun

Tts stilly fight through tervid paths nsvends;
T sullen Sius Lis cooe hath ran,

And August’s dieamy, dallying influence

blends
With lastidr September in the énd;
Then gleddening breeses from the sighing west
At eventide shinil bring us longed.tor rost,
—Adaither &, Rigge.

@GUY'S DISAPPEARANCE,

As little Miss Berthn Finceh came
down the village stréet to the railvoad
station in o high wind, with that dry
brown hat of hers curling up acutely on
her liead, and a glimpse disclosed or the
awoet pink fuce which she earried Lent
down against the dust-clouds, you might
naturally hnve thonghitof aroutus blos.
soms in their pale brown leaves. She
whns so small and young, and flower-
like and shiv. As I remembered hor she
seemed to be looking down halt the
time, or ¢ise it was only that she was so
short as to make direst glance into her
face no ensy matier; so that when she
looked into one’s eyes she Lad to turn
her own upward

Yet she eounid be sauey, too. There
was a good deal of independence about
this swuil slip of womsnhood, in spite
ol ber aliyneds, e pathos, and her tiny
figure.  * Berdh,” hier mothier once re-
muarked, **is, as set as o cat il she
chiovses to bey and you can't tell why
sh ¢ takes her whims, no more than yon
canwhy u ¢iit dovs thus and so; but
whien ,‘afn-'.-; onee got n notion, she acts it
out.™

And she hisd taken o whim, this par-
ticulnr dav, to go to town by the rail-
road th t went poking around the coun-
try in the neighbhorhood of Glyddon s
intormnlly as « plow, runnivg such mild
little trains up and down, that Bertha
felt ns if all she had o do was to call
out “ Gee-whon!" to the engine, and it
would obey Lier.

This whim of taking the cars was a
miid one, however, compared with her
frenk of n few days before. Not to put
the reader in suspense, I will state that
she hud refused o proposal of marringe
from Guy Atlee, a rensonably good and
promising young man, who had been to
the high school with her in earlier days,
and proposed now to graduste from the
position of n bashiul lover to that of a
proud husband.

Guy had 0 vosition as clerk in the
postoflice nnd chiel store of Glyddon,
while Burtha's futher was a not very
well-to-do larmer; so that the young
man had the argument of worldly pros.

his trouble,
it would be to marry another girl, an
let Miss Finch mature into an old

ather
Miss Finch might not become an o

what I'll do; I'll disappear.”
And he did.

modern pastime,
town; his accounts were correct to

There could not be, conueqluentl , An
distress Lo parents, or suspicion o
Intion, or disgraceful roason for hi
dmrr ln_

of the thing would be ecomplete.

eid ? And how? For what motive

mony on the subject went to show tha

the missing youn
exceptionnlly good spirits. It was pro
posed to organize n search after him

ponds;

thrown away,”" in corrohoration o
which he uroduced a paper signed b
his Inte clerk. It could not be learne

the lnst seon of him.

town.,

bair, gold-bowed glasses, and a flat

biy perpendicular, was a good dea

wind to the depot; and, as luck woulf

to her instinet of preferring age
youtl, and finding all the seats hal

to

[

was meditating, and nestled down inte

mnteynal martin box.

print out of the page,

be the voica of a stranger,
old man speaking to her.

thoueht it wonld blow me nway.’
fight it oul with such a breeze,”
murked Lier new acquaintance,
it don't geem to huart ye, to judge on it
from the roses in your cheeks, Lord, 1
remember in

tlits.

in it you”
Berthin felt her face

perity on his side. But then he mia[ht
lose bLis position; and somelow Mr.
Fineh, though he lived in a rather
broken-down old house, was always
important in town atluirs.
Berithin rejected the young man gayly, |
yet with o sense of her superiority that
WAs quite serious.

“What is your reason? Don't you
love me?" asked he, in a business-like
way. They were standing at the time
on & little, unfroquented stone bridge,
with » blue and white sky reflected in
the water helow, and birds singing
around them in the young green
boughis.

“1t I did, do yousuppose I'd tell you,*
retureed  Bertha, with irrepressible
mirth.

* 1 suppose it's because you're proud,
then,” Guy inferred, becoming gloomy.

“ I think | nm proud of knowing my
own mind," she admitted, * which. all
pirls don'."

“ [ wish you'd tell me the real reason,™
the unfortunate lover resumed.

“Well, then," said Bertha,
roguishly than ever, “you're
young."

Guy kicked the bridgein his impa
tienee. " Im a month older thun you
are,’' e declured, peremptorily,

I never should be able to look up
to you,” his companion assured Lin.

This was so ubsurd that Gay laughed
in spite of his state of provocation, He
wus nearly six feet wall, and she hardly
five, 5o that, wking the proposition in
its linear or perpendicular instead of jts
spiritual sense, Borthn was egregiously
wrong. However, ** Then you ean look
down to me,” he replied, And us they
were botl at that moment pecring over
the side of the bridge, she adopted his
counsel literally; for there he was, or
appe wred to be, gazing up out of ghe
piscid steam from the midst of o mimic
sky. A white cloud reflection encir-
cling his head muade him look prema-
turely venerable, and Bertha confessed
to herselfthat be was really handsome.

“Weli, I'm going home now,” she
said, presently. **You wait here. |
think—it will be better.”

Upon this Guoy beeame sareastic,
“ How long shall I wait?" he inquired.
** About thirty years, I suppose, till my
hair turns gray."

“1f you like,” said Bertha Finch, not
daunted in the leust.

“It's nothing to you, I sece,” the
?oung wan vepiied, pitterly, suddenly
eeling very suicidal,

“What!  walting thirly years?”
langhied she. ** Oh, yes, that would be
a very serious thing to me, But I don't
sugBom I shall.”

e had turned back lo say this, but
assheresumed ber retrent immediatedly,
Lie was left alone in another moment,
Guy debated with bhimself what Le
would do. He was u:rrlbl? stung by
what he considered Berthn's heartless-
nes, and for & mowment or two the idea

more
Loo

f.om n steanger.  But then the man lad

pleassnt. She smiled, with some em-
bareassment, but suid nothing, and re-

At any rate, | symed reading, while her fatherly com-

punion seemed to become absorbed in
reco lections of his youth. Before long,
however, he snid: ** I suppose it huris
your eyes u good deal, reading in the
tenin, don't ite"”

* [t does sometimes,” she admitted,
somewhat annoyed at this second open-
ing of n conversation, for her story wos
interesting. But determining to resign
hersell, she Iaid the book down
abruptly, and looked straight at the old
man, who returned her guze genially
from the midst of his whiskers and
spectaclies,

* 8o you live in Glyddon? Le in-
quired.

“Yes.”

“ Pmi nequainted there some,
to live there.”

* You cid!" exelaimed the young girl,
brightening up at onee,

The nld man began asking questious
about various people in the village, nnd
inally mentioned Atlee. ** He came
from the place where [ live—Woodrulf,
Vermont—and folks thought he was a

I used

likely enough young man when he

started down to Glyddon. How's Le
doing now "

Poor Bertha blushed and shuok wilh
as much feeling of guilt as if she had
personslly superintended the closing ot
Guy's career with a violent death.
Somehow this bland, fatherly old per-
son's interest in him gave her a new
perception of the mystery and awful-
ness of his fate.

“OL!" she exclaimed, ' hadn't you
hesrd "

* What! he ain’t dead!” responded her
neighbor, with a quaver in his voice.
But immediately Le added: ** No, Le
can't be, Ishould have heard of it, Per-
haps yon mean he's married

At another time Bertha would have

laughed at this absurd juxtaposition,
and even now had
answer, ** No, it's not quite so bad ns
that.” But the mention of marriage
came Lo near Ler last interview with

Guy to make it wholly comical, so she
merely said: ** He's gone away, nobody
knows where; it was quite sudden and

unascouniable.”

Alter a good many expressions of
grief and wonderment, the old men
*And so you ecan't
think of any possible reason? That
seems singular. What do you suppose P

His young friend hesitated and looked
down. Bhe could not fib, and 8 e could
not confide; gosheeaid, simply, 1 can't

I

wound up with:

tell.” Her lips trembled a little.
“QOh. well, be'll turn up all right,
guess,” concluded the other, soothing!

* It reminds me of a foolish thing I did
1 went off

mysell when [ was young.
and left the place I was stayin,

in too
But that was besuse 1 was

of throwing himself inte the river,

where he had just seen his own image
lying so seductively, occupied his mind
as a facile though watery solution of
Then he thought how fine

maid
But to this there were three objections.
In the first place, it was nol certain an-
rl wounld have him ; secondl I‘{l

maid ; and finally, he loved Miss Finch.
At Inst he said to himself, “I know

No young man could have been better
situnted for indulging in this popular
Ie had no family in

cont; his habits were irreproachable.
peeu-
out of sights and the mystery

In fact, when it beenme known that
he was no Jonger in the village, the
theory of suicide was the one immedi-
ntely adopted. for the asual reason that
there was no evidence to sustnin it. Sui-

Nobody could tell, but it was seltled
that the cause must have been disap-
pointment in love, although all testi-

tor a day or two before he was last seen
man had been in

and even to drag the river and the
but Postmaster Pound an-
nounced that this would be useless,
“*Atlee left n message,” he said, “'stating
that all such doings would be labor

eithier, that any one had seen him near
the water, or, for that matter, anywhere
about the railrond. The last person who
Liad had sight of him had met him on
tho street toward evening; Atles had
pnsged oninto the dusk, and that was

It was with someiden of relieving her
mind, [ thinlk, that she betook herself to
the railroad this windy day for a trip to
An old man with copious white

crowned felt hat, who sat placidiv nt
one of the car windows, réposing lis
hinnds on a eane which he kept remuarki-

struck by her fresh and sweet appear-
ance ns ne saw her blown along by the

have it, when sbe entered the car—true

tilled by very dapper young men, or very
dirty and disngreeable middle-ngod ones
—Hertha selected the unocenpied por-
tion of this very seat where the old man

it as cozily ns a young martin in the
[t was in keep-
ing with the slighit recklessness of her
general chwracter that she should im-
wedintely extract a paver novel from
her pocket, nnd begin to read, despite
the industrious efforts of the train to
Joegzie lier eyes out of her heud and the

“Windy day, young lady,"” said a
mild voice in Lev ear, =0 atfubly modu-
lated that she felt as if it could hardly
It was the

*Yes," she assented, pleasantly; 1

“You nir rather a mite of a body to
re-
“ But

the days when 1 was
courtin’ low I used to like n day like
It made my gal’s fuce shiine just
s0: and I ain't too old to take picasure

“shine™ still
more than before at this speech, which
she vated ns a trifle famiiiar, coming

white hair, and, after all, it wasnot un-

the impulse to

‘&lnd of
spooncy about & young woman thag

wouldn't marry me. Atlee used fo
hiave the name of being ton level-headed
for anything like that, He wouldn't be
such o fool, would he?"

The small brown bat went slisln‘l.l{
. | upward with a sudden movement,
don't know,” said theowner of”it-, ‘why
you should ecall it being a fool.”

“You know hetter than I do about it,
of course,” mssented the white-haired
eritie, * Perhaps that's exactly what
he's done. s it?”

“] heard some one saying they thought
he was &lisap;;g%nwdd n ove.““Buﬁtha
answered, rapidly and ungramatically.

“And yo:i:p ]don‘l.l blame him?" haz-
arded he, indulgently,

“No, I don't, Itehows that he feels
deeply, anyway."

"r;u\'sll. now,” continued the old man,
with a draw]l which incieated an ap.
proaching relapse into garrulity, * it's
queer enough 1 should have met ye, ain't
it?! And you from Glyddon, where I
used to live: and learning news of Atlee
this way. Queer rnou{:h! Well, I must
see his folks when I git back, and find
out if they know where he's gone.”

After this they talked of other things,
until they eame to Wingfield, the end of
the journey, he making himself agree-
able all the way, so that when the mo-
ment came for parting, Berthn was
aware that the journey had seemed very
short, and that her casual acquaintance
was really an entertaining one.

“ Maybe I shall see you again,”
+ | e sugaested, as they descended to the
platform together.

“ Do you ever come to Glyddon P” she
inguired, with polite reserve.

“(Guess [ shall before long," he re-
plied, * You wouldn't be surprised, I
suppose, il old Gifford shouid drop in to
see you some day?  Ana now I think of
s |8, \;l‘ml.‘s your name? . Will you tell

d

n
y

P

t

f

She told him, and he promptly wan-

dered off, after giving her a nod, appar-
ently intent upon his own affnirs, ' I
should think he might have said good-
bye n little more asif Le wasinterested,”
mused Bertlin, not whullr pleased nt
having him appear to dismiss her so
ensily. And yet, what else could a mere
stranger, a fellow conversationist of an
hour, do? Besides, Bertha reflected that
old men could not be expected to show
the same interest and gallantry as—well,
as (uy and other young men.
When she got home that evening, she
|| bethought her wo inguire of her Iather
whethier he had ever heard of an old
man named Gifford who had lived in the
village, My, Finch dimly recollected
him years before. * Butl thougit he
wis dead,” he added.

“*Noj; 1 met him to-day in the train,”
hiis daughter informed him, ** snd had a
very pleasant chat. He was so nice.
I do so like old men. Somehow when
they pay you compliments it doesn’t
cmburrass you, and they seem to be trueg
for what can an old man expoct to gain
by pa;.'ing n compliment that he doesn't
meun 2"

“I'm afraid the appetite for feminine
approval only increases in us with age,"
laughed Mr, Fincli.

In Jess than a week from the time of
his departure the viilage was saston-
ished by Guy Atlee's reappearance.
“T went up to Woodruff to see my
folks,” was the explanation; and he
expeoted to make light of the manner of
liis going. Bat though his escapade
wis 4 good deal criticised, he appeared
to have gained rather than lost in pub-
lic esti L ation by it.

When he went to sce Bertha Finch
he declared that jealousy had brought
him back., “1 learned of a Hirtation
you were earrying on with an old gen-
tleman in the cars—old Gillord; and
knowing your preference for mature
men, I thought my chances, if I had
nny left, were in danger,

“You are very impertinent to sap-
pose you have any chances,"” was the
retort to this.

“But is it true about Gifford? he
pergisted.

* It is true that I met him. O, he's
a perfect lovely old man!”

* e would be very much tlattered if
he knew you said that., Snall 1 teil
Lim "

“Yeu ean if you like: 1 don’t care,”
snid Bertba, awrily. ““1 believe he's
coming to call on me."

*Did he tell you so? Then he prob-
ably wants to sell you some pills.”
““Mr. Atlee, what in the world do you
mean P’

“ Simply that he's a patent-pill ped-
dler.”

“ How disgusting!” exclaimed the
fastidious maiden. ** Never mind, he's
a real Plcasant old fellow."

* It's part of Lis trade to be so," ex-
plained Guy. * But I judge, from your
admiration for him, that you still scorn
poor young boys like me.”
“ I never said ‘scorn,'"” she an-
swered, *and 1 think it was eruel of
ou to make us all think you had per
wps committed suicide. It was cow-
avdly to make me feel I might have
caused it
“1 dido't mean it so," he pleaded.
“1 hardly thought., I wanlted to go
away out of sight, and I didn't want
uny search. Couldn’t you furgive me
for being foolish, and, as you eall it,
J r.-nwurdl;,'? 19

* 1 don’t know."

“You see, I dido’t suppose, from what
you said, that you cared what became
of me."”
The little face tha! so often seemed to
be looking down was really bent with
some confusion at that moment; but
its owner, obeying a whim, said, **Por-
hups I didy't, siter all.”
Guy's manner changed at onee,
* Ol, do forgive me!" he cried, mock-
ingly. *I would do nimost anything to
secure that—evan to growing several
yearsolder, if you would only stop grow-
ing, and wait for me."”
“There, that's just like a boy. You
can't be serious two minutes together,”
Berths railed back at him.
And so they parted.
The very next day Gifford drove by in
n withered little buggy, apparently freah
from Vermont, and setopped at the
Fineches'. But Berthia was not at home,
so he went on, after leaving a box of
pills, wrapped up in a boastful udver-
tisement, )
Toward evening, a few days later, Guy
came to see her again, and persuaded her
to walk out in the little lane that van be-
hind the Finches' house,
He did not talk about himself, but
discussed the arrungements for a picplc
in which they were interested. As he
was leavieg her, however, “ Old Gif-
ford,” he observed, *hLas been seen
about here lately.”
.| *The dear!" said Bertha, provok-
imﬁlﬁ; “How sorry I wus to miss his
o

-| *“Did you?" Gay chimed in,
thetluliy’.o ' | wa:{der if it woui?n'%pg
desirsble for me to héecome scquainted

|

]

=
with such a deli
improve me in y A
“*Oh, yes, he wonld do you ever so
much good," she red him.
“1'l: be on the ladkout for him," said
the young man, rfully., * Good-

b "
the lane toward

A remained stand-
tree where he had

rislr:ﬁ sunset light.

d i pulling to

she did not notice
ither person, until an

: her hailed her with,
“ (Good-evening, Finch," ncemlng
almost to prolong Atlee’s “Good-night,”
which was still in her ears.

Tt was Gifford.

She turned her head and grested him
with decided coolness,

“Glad to see ye atiast,” he continued
sitling down on astone. **It's awlal
warm.” And heremoved his felt hat,
to sponge out the interior carefully with
a bandana which he produced for the
wurpose, “Did you get those pills?

‘irst-rate to braceup with this weath-
er. Good for lassitude, rhieumatism,
gout, neuralgy, lieadache—but I sup-
pose you read the billy™

“*No, naven't wet,”
Bertha, with Lhmtegfng F

“Now that disappoin
Gifford. “You don’t know their vir-
tues. Why, my second wife, she
couldn't get along without them.”

* Horrid old wrateh !’ commented his
listener, internally,and procesded aloud :
“ You mean they saved her lifep”

“Yes, yes," returned the dealer, de-
liberately, ‘*they did—as long as she
lived.” _

“ Well, mine seems to be pretty well
saved without them," sair.r the girl;
*and anyway I don’t have any of those
troubles that you mention. So 1 don't
think I need the pills.”

* Not just now, maybe," Gifford ad-
mitted; ** bus then you won't always be
80 young as you are now, and you're
bound to have rhenmatism. You'll be
un old womun before you know it, and
an ounce of prevention’s worth a pound
of cure.”

1 think I'H wait," said Bertha, find-
ing her venerable idol very repulsive
on this second interview ; “*and if you'll
excuse me now, Mr. Gifford, I must go
into the bouse.”

Mo |ilzt. the box P he inquired, “ All
right, But I wish you'd wait o minute.
I've got something particular to say to
you,

“ Something particuinr ?"

“*Yos, Thinking of that young Atlee,
[ madesome ingairies, and, as far as
could see, you are the young lady."

“Wunt young lady? Anyway, Mr
Atlen has come back now,"

*Oh yes, I know that, But you never
fancied hin mueh, and I guess he don't
stand in the way."

“ I don’t understand what you're talk-
ing ahout.”

* That's just what I’ve come Lo now,"’
said Gifford. * ['m sort of lonely, but
I've got some property iaid by, and I'm
looking round for a wife, Wauat do you
say to me?"

*You! ! think wyou are horrible,"
Bertha cried, frankly. ** An old, old
maun like you, that' been twice married,
looking for a wife!™ She recoiled invol-
untarily.

“There's nothing like an old fellow
that knows his own mind, and the ways
of the world," lLe argued. Then sud-
denly—Bertha could hardly believe it
true—lie dropped on his knees. “Won't
you liave me?" Le entrented,

She moved toward the house rapidly,
ad ifescaping from a liideous sight.

“Stop! [top!” eried he ancient
guitor, in s remarkable vigorous volee,

*1f you do that 'L tear all my hairv
out.”

Something in  the tone arrested
Bertha Finch's flight, and she looked
avound. At the sameinstant the anoma-
ious old man, standing up very tall,
flung his entire Lead ol white hair at
her teet, and stood revealed, feit hat in
Liand, as Guy Atlee!

She covered her face in confusion,
but both of them burst into a lhearty
lnugh the next instant, as Lie adyanced
toward her * Thisis more foolish than
my disappeavance," Guy was confessing,
“but the temptation was too groat,
Are you angry?

It was you all the time?" demanded
she, still slightly bewildered.

Ol course. The real Gifford died a
couple of years ago. That day in the
train I wasjust going to get out here to
try my experiment, when T saw you at
the depot, and you walked right intosit
down next to me."”

Bertha turned Lot and cold as she ran
over the car conversation in her mind to
siee whether she Lad committed herself
in any way.

“You have rejeoted me twice now,"
continued (Guy, coming very close, and
standing in tall huamility before her —
*onee for being too young, and once for
being too old. Don’t you think you
could make n sort of compromise now,

man? He might
eyes."”

the woods, and
ing under the appl
left her, emoylgtf
Thus emrlo '
to

announced
vity. .
me,"” said

looking down

and take me spart from my age, as
angr

1 have been fool-
ish too, Guy.”

man who is willing to devote himsell to
you, gv.uung nnd old?  You are not
y 1
**No," eald Berlba
very much indeed. **
She made the compromise.— Marper's
Basar,

An Enormous Rattlesnake,

While Mrs. Charles Wells, residire at
Woodtowa, Pike county, Penn., was
passing through a piece of woods a short
time ugo, she was suddenly startled by
nrattling noise, which seemingly came
from no great distance. Bhe stopped to
listen, and the sound was repeated.
Mrs. Wells knew it to be that of a
rattlesnake. Thinking the reptile was
in the brush alongside the road, she
started on. She had taken but a few
steps when she saw, a few feot in front
of her, lying coiled in the road, with its
head erect and its tongue darting, a
monster rattlesnake. The reptile con-
tinued to rattle, and showed no inclina-
tion to get out of the way. Mrs. Wells was
accustomed to secing snakes—the local-
ity abounds with them—and she gath-
ered up seversl lnrge missiles, and,
approaching within a few feet of the
reptile, opened warfare upon it, The
battle was of brief duration, for a well-
directed stone struck the veptile, render-
ing it helpless. She then showered a
voiley of stones upon her antagonist,
and soon dispatched it. The snake
mensured nearly five feel, and was the
lurgest one of his species that has been
killed in that neighborhiood for several
yenrs, Within five miles of the spot
where this snuke was killed is {’l?e
famous Ball Hill rattlesnnke dens, at
which *'Bam” Heims, a oelebrated
snake catoher and tamer,used to capture

he oxh-ﬁ:md

R R b

TIMELY TOPIUS,

Forestry, so neglected in the United
Siates, now receives very eareful atien-
tion in France as well as Germany. One
of the French under gecretaries of state
is director of forests, and has a large
staff. An eminent Frenoh scientist,
who complains that meteorologists too
often ne reo.t. observations on animal or
vegetable physiology, recommends that
the dates of the arrival and departure
of migratory birds, the leafing and
flowering of plants and the ripening of
corn shall be noted in each distriet.
Notes, too, nre to be made oy foresters
of such natural-history phenomenan as
fall within their notice.

A horrible case is reported from Lon-
don where the punishment received by
the culprit seems wlml}]y inadequate Lo
the enormity of the offense. A nurse
in Guy's hospital becomine enraged at a
trivial offense committed by o putient,
a young married woman, dragged her
from the bed and plunged hLer into n
bath tab filled with cold water, whereb
the womunn's disease wus so aggravated
ns to result in her death. ‘or this
crime the nurse was arrested, convictod
of manslanghter and sentenced accord-
ingly. The barbarity of hospital nurses
is very frequently the suhjectof remark,
but the crime spoken of nbove is u little
heyond the ordinary run usually charged
neainst these oflicials,

Tllinois still leads all the other States
in the number of miles of its railronds,
The pesition Illinois has occupied since
1870, at which time il passed Pennsy.-
vania, which previously had been the
leading State. The railway mileage of
the former State is 7.574; Pennsylvania
is second, with 6,068 miles; New York
follows loge behind, with 6,008 miles;
Ohio is fourth, having 5,521 miles; lown
fitth, with 4,600 miles, and Indiana
sixth, with 4,336 miles; Missouri, Michi-

an, Knansas, Minnesots, Wisconsin,
Pexns, (ieorgia and Calitornia follow in
the order named. There is no State
or Territory which is totally devoid
of eailroads, though Montana Territory
cun boast of but ten miles of com-
pleted road.

The denizens of New York ecity may
now look forward to the prospect ol
peaceful slumbiers, undisturbed by the
nightly howls of the feline race. The
board of aldermen have passed what
will be known as the ** eat ordinance,”
which orders the eapture and destruc-
tionof 1l the eats at Invrge **in any ol
the public streets, lancs, alieys, lhigh
ways, parks or other pluces within the
corporate limits of the city of New
York.” Should tnis not include the
backyard fences, it may be a very seri-
ous omission. The war projected againt
the cats may notseem so uscless in view
of the fact that a4 wealthy and promi-
nent citizen of San Jose, Californis,
died w short time ago from the effects of
a bite on the thumb by a kittenn few
weeks pravious., The hand hegan to
swell soon after it was bitten, and the
poison extending up the arm, finally
enusged death.

The city of Bzegedin, in Hungary,
which from time immemorial lins been
greatly  troubled with gypsies, and
which has imprisoned, Hozged and
threatened them  with  the wheel
and the gibbet, but all in vain,
has lately revived an old device which
it seems did once before drive them
away. Expelled one duy they would
veturn the next and steal everything
they could lay their hands on, until the
heads of the city suthorities came near
bursting in their efforts to devise some
means of gecuring immunity from the
thieving hands of the * Pharnols,” as
they are called by the Hungarinns. At
Inst the authorities caught o caravan of
gypsies and shinved tuem clean, leaving
not w particle of hair on their neads or
faces. ‘Thus sacreligiously handled, the
Pharaohis long gave the town a wide
berth, The memory ol the truly bar-
barous treatwment having grown dim
withi the lapse ofaears, the gypsies have
settled down nganin upon Szegedin, So
Szegedin has revived the old tuacties,
and in spite of tae wanderers threats of
dire vengeance has once more shaved
them all, without regard to sex or age.
They have departed in wrath and huo-
miliation, and sSzegedin hopes again to
pass some years in the peaceful enjoy-
ment of its own eggs und hickens.

A Book of Beauty,

A New York publishing housze has
commenced work upon a subscription
hook designed to illustrate American
besuty. This volume is to contain one
hundred choice steei-plate eugravings of
living American women, remarkable
for their besuty. Daintiest of letter.
oress, on bighest grade of printing pa.

ér, is toexplain the portraitsol the one
rluudred beauties, and the binding is to
be executed in the highest style of the
bookbinder's art.  Our large country is
notable for the number of its beautiful
women, and ope hundred ecouid not be-
gin to do justice to the aggrezate of
American feminine loveliness, Who is
to select the comely ladies, who'e coun-
terfeit presentments are to embellish the
forthcomiug volu ¢ of loveliness, is not
stated, To say the least of it, the wask is
one of great delicacy, and, no matter
how Impartially performed, will be cer.
tain to give grave displeasure to the tens
of thousands of ncknowled zed American
bennties whose pretty picturea will not
grace the volume. If the friendsof the
one hundred favored fair are numerous
and chivalrous enough to subseribe for
one or more eopies of the work, the pub-
lishier may be satisfied, but the omitted
beauties will not, Even the courageous
canvassers for subscriptions to the book
are deserving of géneral sympathy
whenever they laalapen among u group ol
belles, not one ol whom hus been se-
lected for the ' Book of Beauty.”

Ten or a dozen yeurs ago an enter-
piising publisher issued a book of por-
traits of ladies called ** Queens of Amer-
ican Society." The pictures purported
to be likeneésses of leaders of soviely, lew
of whom made any pretensions to sur-
passing beauty. ¢ believe the novel
work waa a pecuniary success; Liere
was no disputing the social position of
the leaders of soclety; but who can or
dare decide as to who are the one hun-
dred transcendent beauties of America's
array of feminine loveliness? How thay
book will be praised and pitched into
by the eritics! how it will be pro-
nounced charming and stupid by hosts
of fair readers! how uhlnﬂem will be
overwhelmed with indigoant letters!
but how American literature is to be
benelited by so invidious sn illustrated
work we cannot for the life of ws ses—

Printer's Cireular.

A Soout’s Loug Fast,

“Big Foot" Wallace, the noted Texns
seout. tells the following strange story:

In the year 1862 I was in the north-
wostorn portion of Texas, a private in
Company K, Duil’s regiment, C. 8, A,
and stationed at Fort Davis. While on
n scout two companions nnd mysell
beeame detached from our company,
and camped on Providence oreck, o few
miles northwest of the fort. We were
attacked at night by the Indinns, my
two companions killed, and our horses
stampeded. 1 escaped in the darkness
with only the clothes on my back, my
revolver and bowie knife. The next
mornink while attempting to reach a
pool of water in a rocky ravine I tell
and iractured my left leg about midway
between ankle and knee, both bones
being broken. At the edge of the water
pool wasa deposit of tough, tenacious
wet clay, I bound my broken limb
with my shirt torn in 'alﬂ?s. and then

lnstered it over thickly with the clay,
Eeepinm the limh as quiet as possible,
and frequently renewing the clay poul-
tice. After the second day I experi-
enced no poin from the fracture. Dar-
ing the first three or four days 1 suffered
much from hunger. I used water spar-
ingly, and kept my belt comfortably
tight nbout my waist, which apparently
afforded me reliefl from the griping pains
that occasionally annoyed me. For one
day only, 1 think it was the ninth or
tenth, I beeame Highty st intervaus, but
not sufliciently so to hanish from my
mind that absolute rest of the injured
limb was necessary., The twenty-first
day after the sccident I removed the
bundase, and found, to my grea joy, the
broken bones were reunited. Afterafew
eflorts [ rajsed mysell erect, and stood
on my feet, holding onto a little tree
until I beeame satisfied I could trostthie
irjured limb. 1 then cautiously and
slowly, with the assistance of & lorked
stick that answered as a eruteh, worked
my way for several hundred yards,
when 1 became exlinusted and souglit
the shielter of a shelving rock where 1
soon dropped into a fitful sleep that I
was aroused from by the howling of a
cayote wolf, which wns but a few yards
from me. Itook ns good sim at him
with my revolver as my nervous and ex-
hausted condition permitted and blazad
AWAY, pmvi-ivmiun_\‘ killing bim; then
I cut his throat and sucked his bhlood
until I had swallowod n pint or more,
when I was compelled to stop by vielent
cramps in my stomach. After suflering
untolid agonies tor an hour or more the
pain gradually subsided, and I fell into
a sound and refreshing slumber. This
was the first food thint had goneinto m
stomanch for twenty-one days, When
awoke it was Iate in the night. Anal-
most iusatiagble desire seized me to till
my stomach with the raw flesh of the
wolf. I knew, however, it would be
death to doso, and partiaily relieved my
Lhungry cravings by chewing the flesh
and only swallowing the juice, As soon
ws daylight appeaved 1 collecied brush
wnd wood, made a rousing lire, and suon
roasted the hams of the wolf, on whicli
I subi=isted for the next two days, swal-
lowing very little of the flesh, hut all
thejuice I could extract by constant
chewing., Duting the two days I walked
cight miles and resched the fort, where
I was received as one of the dead,
wus put in the hospital, and under the
kind care and skillful dietary manage-
ment of Dr. Arvthiur Stovens, surgeon, C.,
5. A, I slowly recovered my henith and
strengthi. Myordinary weight prior to
my starvation was about 205 pounds.
The seeond day after my return to the
fort I weighed 1264 pounds. My height
is six feet one and a haif inches.

Never (uite Conlent,

Rev. Robert Collyer holds that it is
both the curse nnd blessing of Ameri-
ean Hfe that we ave never guite con-
tent. Weall expect to go somewhere
hefore we die, and have a better tinm
when we get there thian we can have at
home. The bane of our life is discon
tent  We ssy we will work so long,
and then we will enjov ourselves. But
we find it just as Thackeray has ox-
pressel it. ** When I was a boy," Le
enild, *1 wanted some taflly—it was
o shilling—I hadn't one. When [ was
a man I hnad a shilling, but I didn't
wuant any tafly,” But we say not one
wor:.l against that splendid discontent
that all the while mnakes a8 man strike
for something better. We like thisidea
that every boy born in America dreams
of being President, No man has any
right to be content to do his best, and
not to do better to-mortcw than he
is doing to-day. Dut all that will come
ih‘\r keeping close toa manly and dutiful
ite,

While we are going steadily along
to whatever future awanits us, the gru.nd':
est thing we ¢an do is to fee]| sure that
what we are doing for a day's work,
with nll that we do besides, is just the
most blessed thing, so far as we can o,
and that we are very likely having the
best time that can ever come to our life;
tLut this work, and wife snd home und
chlldren, all they are and all they mean
beat the world.

The saddest thing in our life is our
discontent when we ought to be more
coutented. Iv is our birthright to get
the good of life as we go along, in these
s mple and pure things that to all true
man and womanhood are like ruin and
sunshine to an apple tree, Buat when
we do not believe this, and dream that
the best cf our life is to eome when we
have mude our fortune, then we sell our
birthright for & mess of pottuge. But
worse than E<au, the pottsge gives us
the dyspepsin, and then we lose the
good of birthright and pottage together,

The Wonderfal Man Without Limbs,

My, Kavanagh, the Jrish member of
parliament whose lack of arms and legs
is nccompanied by n plentiful supply of
braing, had in his youth o very sorrow-
ful life. After the early death of his
futher and mother, he was under the
vontrol of his two elder brothers, who,
mortified by this strange delormity, are
sald 10 bave secluded him in the country
from the sight of mankind, The boy,
full of intellectual z::al and munly spirit,
would not allow kLis mind to rest or
grow morbid; and when, alter several
yeurs, his brothers died, leaving a very
liirge estate to his guidanee, he emerged
frow bis libravy a rarely cultivated and
brilliant man, with a brain and will so
trained that it was a \'cryl easy mutler
for him to grasp practical life and affuirs,
So delightiul are Mr., Kavanagh's intel-
lectun) wnd spiritual graces that he wen
for a wife a “?H besutiful and charm-
ing womun. s children are all bright
and b ndsome, nud he is greatly beloved
by bothrihem and his tenantry. In spite
orlniu bodily misfortune Mr. Kavanagh
is n noted Nimrod, riding after Liounds

u saddle which he It invented

pan X
151 dailies, agninst

London 7Times—the first ever 3
to the columns of the “ Thunderer,

At Eveniog,
Upon the hills the wind is sharp and cold,
The sweet young grasses wither on the wold,
And we, oh, Lord, have wandered lrom thy
lold;

But evening brings us home,

Among the mists we stumbled, and the rocks,
Whers the brown liochen whitens, and the fox
Wiatchea the straggler from the doattered
flogks;

Bat evening bringa us home,

The sharp thorns prick us, and our tonder feet
Are eut and bleeding, and the lombs repeat
1heir pitilul complaints—oh, 168t is sweet,
When evening brings us home.

We have been wounded by the hnoter's darte,
Jur eyes nre very henvy, and our hearts
Soearch for thy coming—when the light departs,
At evening bring vs home,

The darkness gathers, Through the gloom
no slar

Rigos to guide us. W have wandered far.
Without thy lninp we know not whers weare—

At evening bring us home

The elouds are around us, and the snow drifta

thioken,
Oh, thou, dear shepherd, leave us not to sicken
In the waste night—our tanly footsteps
uicken;

At evening bring us home,

ITEMS OF INTEREST.

The rest of the week—Suaday.
Machines for eatching cold—Ice-

tonis.

1fan old sheep ~an only jump n fence

they call it a spring lamb,

An attack has been made on Chicago

rumholes for selling liguor to minors.

Cnlifornia’s census shows a popiilation

of 863,000, heing an incrense ol over
303,000 since 1870,

Great Britain now has 1,703 news-
ers, against 624 in 1854, There nre
20 in 1854,

The shark is the most gociable of fish.

He never calls upon a bather without
wanting to stop and take a bite.

A picture recently appeared in the
5 admitted

Olilcago claims to have the largest

hookbindery in the United States nex
to that in the government printing
office at Washington.

Several of the brigand chiefs of Italy
Lave, in the course of their careers,
figured as champions of Mazzini, ot the
Pope, of Victor Emanuel, and as Gari-
baldians.

An apple tree in the orchard of Wm.
Plymive, of Washington «ounty, Pa.,
Lisars nine varieties, some of which are
now ripe, while otlers will not ripen
until late in the fall.

The barley crop of Canadn is esti-
mated at from 9,000,000 to 10,000,000
bushels, which, after allowing about
2,000,000 husliels fsr home requirements,
wiil leave n surplus of 7,000,000 to

5,000,000 bushels.

It scems that New York city is sink-
ing beneath the waves atthe rote of
several inches every century, and the
Rocliestir Herald is already beginning
to worry sbout the future fate of the
obelisk—Duffalo Couricr.
“ Bdward, you have disobeyed your
grondmotlier, who told you just now
not to jump down these steps™
+ Grandma didn’t tell us to, papn, She
only came to the door and said: L 1
wouldn't jump down those stairs, boys;'
and I shouldn't think she would, an old
ludy like her."
The Viking's ship lately discovered at
Sandtiord, in Norway, bas heen taken
1o Christiania, nnd placed under eover
in the Uni.ersity gavden, near the old
bont found st Tanoe some years ngo.
The damazed part is to be restored, and
tlie eolors. which rapidly faded in the
sunlizht, freshened up.
A cow that wore a bell having been
run over and kiited on a railvoad, the
owner brought suit against the railroad
company for damages, It was proved
that the'engineer riang the bell and tried
to frighten the cow off the track, but
the farmer’s lawyer also proved that the
cow rang her bell and tried to frighten
the engine off the track, and so the jury
decided in his favor.
What dif¥erencs is there "twixt & boy

That as a stoker calers,
And some good wditor a1 war

With wicked logislatdrs?
Ol course you give it up. Becaasa

The ono, Le hgms the fires,
Anu Vother, the editor,

He fdercely tighis the Hars,

—Meriden Recordar.

The Loy was never known to dislike
work, [Ile i+ always willing to do
anything required of him, buv he always
finds it diflicaiv to parcel out his work
to fit his time, That is to say, he finds
it aificult to make ur his mind. In
the morning he is finuly of the opinion
that the evening is the proper and uniiy
time fitting for labor. This would be all
right and as ageeeable to his purents os
himself, but it so happens that when
evening comes his matutinal conviotions
have undergone f complete revuision.
and he is now thoroughly convinced the
morning hours should alone be couse-
crated to toil.

Words of Wisdom,
Patience and gentleness are power.
Character is a perfectly educated will,
More lives have been bottered by
afflictions than by sermons.

1le who goes through the world more
purely and nobly than other men, does
80 because he wills to do:o.

Hope is the very soul to an heroie
action, Hope is the main-spring to
every well-regulated life, Hope is the
maorning star to every brighter Jay,

How beautifal are the smiles of inno«
cence, how endearing the sympathies of
love, how sweet the solace of Iriend-
ship, how lovely the tears of affection!
These combiued are all characteristic in
wolnan. Tlner' are the true poetry of

'

the altar of domestic happiness.
elevation of soul take on of me
sea shore; beliind me mu%

greay crystal dome. 1 seem then, to

Lumanity, rich pearls elustering around
How wonderful and lLow true are
these words of Helne: Quaile a strange
pousessi
when I walk alone at glosming mﬂs
dunes; before me the beaving, im-
measurable seas over me thesky, like
myself, so ant-like in my insignificance,
wy soul takes such a world wide

—with the greatest energy and dariug.
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