What Does it Matter.

It matters little where I was born,

Or if my parents were rich or 3
Whetiser they shrank at the world's scorn,
Or walked in the pride of wealth secure ;
D-Al;’hth‘rll:n u.haaut man, ‘b,

hold my integrity firm in my olu
I tell you, brother, plain as I can,
It matters much !

Tt matters little how long I stay
w},n a world of ;‘\mw sin and oare ;
ether in I am callod awa;

Or live i1l my bones of flesh are bare ;
But whether [ do the best 1 can

To soften the weight of adversity's touch,
On the faded cheek of my fellow man,

It matters much !

It matters little where be my grave,
Or on the land, or on the sea;
By purling brook, or ‘neath stormy wave,
It matters little or nanght to me ;
But whether the angel death comes down
And marks my brow with his loving toueh,
As one that shall wear the victor's erown,
It matters much !

My Mother's Door.
I met in the mist one summer morning
A girl whom I had known from a ohild,

And whose bright self was her best adorning -
But that dark morning her looks were wild,
‘Stop, little Norah ! She did as 1 bade her.
“ Why are you here alone on the moaor 7™
I was sad last night, to-day | am sadder,
* Beouuse I go from my mother's door.™

‘Why do you go, then, and what is your
sorrow ?
Tell an old man who has known you so Jong.”
“Soggath Aroon, youf will know to-marrow,
And be first—but don't—to say I was wrong.
I used to be glad—no girl was gladder
I never remembered that we were poor ;
I was sad last night, and to-day I am sadder,
Because I go from my mother's door.”

“What has she done to you?" * Broken my
heart, sir.”
““ And what have you done to her now, pray
“ Nothing but love him, and take his part, sir,
For the poor fellow hasngt & word to say.”
“ Then she got mad, and you got madder,
And didn't you stamp your foot on the flocor 7
“1 was sad last night"— *“And to-day you
are sadder,
Because you go from your mother's door.

“You will go back, Norah. Give me your hand
now."
“I would rather not, sir.”
You will feteh him to see we.
now,’'
“Your reverence knows him. It's only Phil
8he locked me up, and he brought a lwider.
He loves me.” * You told me that hefore,
hf_"olu motheris sad.” *‘She sbhall not be
sadder
1 will not go from my mother's door ™™

“Isay you will
You understand

A Blight in Summer.

1 was not the regular doctor—for the
ractice at Blurney belouged to Fred
Garnet, an old hospital friend of mine,
who had taken to a simple country prac-
tice, while I had been roaming about the
world as & surgeon in emigrant ships
daring the Franco-German war. We had
met after seven years, when I wanted a
menth’s guiet in the country, and he had
asked me to attend to his practice while
he came up to town to pass a degree—for
he was a hard studying, ambitious

n at the door desired me to come
see his master, who was “dyng

This was the announcement
by the servant. Saving that I had been
consulted about a * ternble wherrtlin’
' in the back of an old lady of
1ty-five, this was my first call
There's Miss Kate a~wn'h"umg for

I ccnld see the flutter of a white dress
by the gate as we drove in; but my at-
tention was now too much taken up with
the prettiness of the place, and I was
gaping idly about thinking nothing of
“Miss Kate " and her cares, when the
gig stopped, and I jumped down.

“ Here he is, uncle dear !” she eried.

“Time he was here!” exclaimed some
one, with a savage roar.

After giving various little onders, I
placed the terder leg in an easy position,
the patient bresking out into furious ex-
clamations tbe whilee Then by some
hoops fror: a small wooden tub I made a
little gipsy tent over the limb, so that
the coverings did not touch the exquisite-
ly tender skin. At the end of haif-an-
hour I had the pleasure of hearing a sigh
of satisfaction, of seeing a smile steal
over the face, which was now smooth and
bedewed with a gentle perspiration; and
directly ufter, in a drowsy voice, my
patient said:

“ Kitty, my darling! he's a trump!
Take him into the next room and apolo-
gize to him, and tell him I'm not always
such a beast.”

He was half asleep already, while I—
even in that short hour—had fallen into
8 dream—a dream of love—I, who had
pever Joved before, nor thought of it but
as sickly boy and girl stuff, unworthy of
busy mean.

I cannot tell you how that day passed,
only that Kate Anstey had im lored me
not to leave her uncle yet; and I—I was
her slave, and would have dove her bid-
ding even to the death.

e was soon better; but my visits to
the farm were more frequent than ever,
I went one day as llﬂﬁl; but instead of
Kate being at the wifidow, and runming
out to meet me, the old gentleman stood
at the door, looking very angry, and he
at once caught hold of my coat and
dragged me ko the kitchen,

“Is anything wrong?”
trembling.

“ Yes, lots!” said the old mwan. “What
do you come here for ?”

““ For mercy's sake, don't keep it
back!” I said—for the roowm seemed to
swim around me, *‘Is Kate ill ?”

¢ Yes, [ think she is,” be said, grofily.
“ But look here, young man! what does
this mean "

“Mean ?” Isaid. *“ Oh! Mr. Brand!
if she is ill, let me see her st once.”

“She don't look very bad,” he said,

ing throngh the erack of the door
mto the parlor, where I could see her
white dress ; ““but I say, young maan !
you’d better not come any more. She's
growing dull, and I can't have my
darling made a fool of.”

“ Made a fool of ?”” I stammered.

“Yes!” he said, gruffly. * What do
you come here for ?”

I was silent for a ninute, with a
wondrous feeling stealing over me, as at
last my lips said—I did not prompt
them—** Because I love her with all my
heart !”

“ And you have told her so?”

“Not a word!” I said slowly. My
hand was being crushed as if n a vise
the next minute. :

‘I'm not a gentleman, doetor, but I
know one when I meet one. There, you
may go and talk to her—if it's as you
say; for if it's true, you wouldn’t make
her unhappy. Bat, my lad, the man
who trifled with that girl’s heart would
be the greatest scoundrel that ever

ped on God's earth!”

ne whole of this Fnrt of my life is so
dreamy that it is all like some golden
vision. But I was at her chair, I know;
and that glorious evening I was content
to watch the soft, dreamy face beside
me, as she sat there, with hands folded
in her lap, watching the runset.

At last we rose and walked together
through the wood to stop at last be-
nea*l an overshadowing tree, and there
in lcw, broken words I told her I loved
her; aod, in sweet, girlish simplicity,

1 llbkm],

she lai 1 her hands upon my shoulders, |

looked up in my iace, and promised to
be my little wife,
I went home that night ridingin a

wonderful triumphal chariot, instead of |

a gia.l To my great surprise, on reach-
ing the house there was Fred Garnet,

““ Rack already ?” I stammered.

‘¢ Already ? y, the month’s up!’
he said, laughing. ““You must have
had good sport with your fishing, Mas-
ter Max.”

It came upon me like thunder, this
return ; and [ lay that night happy but
miserable—for this meant the end of
mv v#1 And what was to come in the
tuture? I had not thought of that.

I put it off for the time ; and, having
obtained willing permission from Gar-
net, I went his round the next morning,
and of course found my way to the farm,
I fancy the servant loo! at mein a
rather peculiar, constrained way, as she
gaid her master had gone to the off-hand

« And Miss Kate,” I said.
s8he's down in the wood, sir!” said

the girl. -
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wilderness and over the stile into the
wood.

“ My darling !I" I kept repeating as I
hurnied on, expecting to meet her at
every turn ; and then 1 stopped short,
with a horrible pang seeming to cateh
my heart, was dizzy, faint, raging
with anger, and mad in turn ; but that
all passed off to leave a bitter, erushing
sense of misery, as I held on by a young
sapling and peered at the scene before
me, There stood, with her back to
me, Kate, false, fulse Kate—with the
arm of a tall, harndsome military-looking
man, encireling her waist, her head
resting upon his shoulder, and even as 1
gased he bent his head down and she
raised her arms—ber face—her lips—to

‘meet his Kissos, as he folded her tightly
to his breast. [ saw no more, but stole
blindly away, went to the stable, saddled
and bridled the horse in a dreamy
fashion, mounted and rode back to Burn-
ley, threw the bridle to the man, walked
straight to the station without seeing
Fred Garnet, and went off to London.,

Six months glided by, and then I
was once more called upon to take
charge of the practice of a friend in the
suburbs,

It was one dark night in winter. 1
was just going to bed, half wishing that
I had-had a call when the surgery bell
rang sharply, and the summons I wished
for came. It was a policeman with a
hansom cab, and his oilskins shone
wet and vividly in the red light over the

| door,

* Axiden' case, sir!" he said; **Dr,
Barker in the next street's got in, sir,
and he wants help.”

I learned from him that a gentleman
had been knocked down by the very same
cab we were in, and trampled upoh by
the horse before the wheel went over,
and broke his leg.

We were there in a few minutes, and I
was shown into the back parlor of a com-
fortably furnished house, where the suf-
ferer had been laid on & mattress., A
brie{ conversation with my colleague en-
med, and he told me what he feared and
buw he was situated—another important
call demanding his presence. The result
wus that I agreed that we would examine
the patient, and then I would stay until
Dr. Barker's return. A faint groan from
the mattress saluted us as we turned to
our patient; and as I held the lamp over
his face and the light fell on the fair
hair and the long, drooping moustache,
I nearly dropped it. *“‘Nemesis!" I
thought. *‘Mine enemy delivered into
my hand! Kate's lover lying bruised
and broken—crashed like a reed—at my
feet ! And now Ineed not kill him to be
revenged for all his cruelty to me, but
only stand by supine and he will die !”
for a few brief moments told me - that I
possessed greater knowledge than my
colleague, and that, if I withheld mine,
nothing which Dr. Barker could do would
save the flame even now trembling in the
socket of life’s lamp.

The scene in the wood flashed before
me once again as I stood there—Kate's
sweet face upturned, asking for this
man's kisses—and all so vivid that my
brain reeled and a mist floated before my
ayes.

*“ What do you think, Mr. Lawler ?"
said a voice ‘at w'y elbow, and I started
back into the present.

*‘ That he'll be pastsaving in an hour,”
I said, quietly.

“1 fear so!” said Dr. Barker, shrug-
ging his shoulders.

* Unless— "

Here I unfolded my plans, as I said
bitterly to myself : *“ And heap coals of
fire upon his head. Kate, take your
lover—and G d forgive you !"

“ Excellent " exclaimed Dr. Barker,
who was a frank, gentlemanly fellow,
without professional jealousies; and in
an hour's time we had done all that was
pecessary, our palcnt was breathung
easily, anfl Dr. Barker was shaking my
hand.

“He's saved, Mr. Lawler. You've
saved his life. Now, I'll be off and get
back in an hour's time. *‘You've given
me the greatest lesson in surgery that I
ever had in my life.”

And then I was alone, thinking bitterly
of what I had done.

* Kate—Kate—darling I"

These words, feebly uttered, brought
me to myself, and I was the cold, hard
man once more as I rose, and taking
the lamp, bent do¥n over my patient,
whose eyes now opened, and he stared
at me,

“ Where's Kate ?" he asked; “‘and
where—what "— He stopped short.

*“Accident? Oh, yes! I remember.
I was going to eatch the night train for
Barnley, when that confounded oab™—

““Yoa must not talk,”” I said, fighting
hard to contain myself. *‘ You are sen-
ously hurt.”

That last was not professional, but
there was & grim pleasure in giving him
some pain.

“ That's bad, doctor,” he whispered —
““for T was going down to see my darling
—=she's very ill.” .

“TI 1" T exclaimed, starting.

“Yes,”" he said, speaking with pain,
and I could not stcp him now. *‘Con-
sumption, they say; broken heart, I think.
Some seoundrel—"

I almost dripped the lamp as I canght
his hand and gripped it, and said, in a
hoarse, choking voice—for I was strug-
gling to see the full light:

* What do you wish me to do ?”

“‘ Telegraph, at my expense, to my
brother-in-law. Take it down, or you'll |
forget: From Christopher Anstey to
John Brand, Greenmead, Burnley, Say
Kate is not to fidget. You know best.”

“ Yes—yes I" I stammered, my hands
trembling as T took out a pencil and pre-
tended to write. ‘ Miss Kate, then—
then,” I faltered, ‘¢ is—"

‘* My darling child ! sobbed the poor
fellow; *‘and she dying.”

He was too weak, too faint to heed me,
as with a bitter groan I turned away
stunned—mad, almost—at my folly.
For I saw it all now—poor, weak, pitiful,
)golmu fool that I was. I had seen the
girl that I worshipped, petted and
caressed by her own X-ther; and, without
seeking or asking an explanation, I had
rushed away, leaving her to think me a |
scoundrel—nay ! worse,

When I turned once more to the mat-
tress my patient had fallen asleep, and I
stood there thinking. In a few minutes
I bad made my plans; then, watch in
hand, I impatiently waited for Dr.
Barker's return.

He was back to his time, and in a few
words I had made my arrangepents.
““ Doctor,” said I, “ you said you were
in my debt for this night’s work."”

‘“ My dear sir, I'll write you a check
for twenty guineas with pleasure,” he
replied.

| **Payme in this way,” I said, ‘‘see
that these patients whose names I have
written on this slip of paper are attended
to well for the next two days, and tell our
friend here that his message has been
| seen to,”

He p eagerly, and the next
minute I was in the street, running to
the nearest cab-stand. I was just in

| time to cetch the early morning train,

ly there till the train dropped me at

| Burnley, where the fly slowly jolted me

over to the Four-Mile Farm.

| It was a bright, clear morning, and |

the sun glanced from the river upon the
trees; but I conld think of only one thing
as I kept urging the driver on, and he
must have thought me mad as I leaped
jout and rushed into the well known
| paxlor,

, nected

| and rose, and perfumed, besides, with a
| thousand subtle scents too transient and

““You scoundrel ! was roarad at the
same moment, and the stundy farmer had
me pinned by the throat

"'\mf all that,” I said; **only hear
me,"”

His hands dropped as Kate uttered a
low ory and fainted,

“Quick ! I said; * water and some
brandy."”

With a low grow! of rage my old patient
for gout obeyed me, and in o fow minutes
I had her head mised on my arm.

““Have you come to say good-by?"
ahe said foebly; and there was sucha
look of reproach in that poor, wan face,
that I only answered in a whisper

“No! no!—to ask you to give and
bless me with your love—to ask you to
forgive me for my cruel weakness—for 1
must have been mad.”

A deep groan made me turn my head
to see that the farmer’s head wuas down
upon his arms, and his broad shoulders
were heaving

“1 thought you would never come
again,” said Kate, foebly: * but I didn't
give up hope.  And now I shall get well
soon, "

The Torpedo Boat's Construction,

One of the torpedo launches used in
destroying the Turkish monitor near
Matchin, on the Danube, was recently
carefully looked over by a correspondent
of the London Daily News, who mi-
nutely describes it. The launch was only
about twenty-five feet long with about
four feet beam. The torpedo spars, of
which each boat carried two, were about
thirty feet long. They were placed on
each side of the boat in large iron rings
fore and aft, which maintained them ina
horizontal position when not being used.
[he torpedo is attached, of course, to the
forwand end of the spar. The torpedoes
themselves were about twenty un-ﬁum in
length by eighteen inches n diameter,
and were covered apparently with wood.
When used, tho torpedo-bar is thrust
forward through the rings until it is only
supported by one, and the torpedo on
the end of the spar may then be hoisted
up and down as on the end of & lever. It
is known that the force of a torpedo only
acts within a radius of ten feet, and as
the spar is thirty feet loog, the boat is
thus at a safe distance from the explo-
sion, except the danger of it being filled
and swamped by the column of water
which the torpedo inevitably throws up.
The laanch is an ordinary wooden one,
covered ove with a wooden deck, sap-
ported by very slight wooder or iron up-
rights. The sides from a little above
the water are protected by plates of iron
a quarter of an wnch thick, loosely fasten-
ed on to the uprights, and s ient to
stop a bullet, leaving exposed about four
inches just below the deck for the crew
to fire through in ease of need. Neither
the bow nor the stern, however, were
protected in this way, and the launch
coming on would be exposed to be tra-
versed from stem to stern by the enemy’s
bullets. As is well known, not a single
bullet has ever penetrated the boat or
wounded a man, althongh the launch
must have been for several seconds with-
in twenty feet of the monitor, and the
Turks had fired probably more than 100
shots at her at that distance. The reason
was, that it had not occurred to them to
wic down throngh the deck, which was
only of wood, and all their bullets had
been expended on the iron plates, which
were of course impenetrable. The tor-
pedo is made to explode by contact, and
may also be exploded by an electric bat-
tery in case the shock shoud not have
been sufficient to explode it.

Pearls of Thought.

He who surpasses or sabdues mankind
must look down on the hate of those be-
low,

We every day swrifice principles
which we esteem through fear of being
blamed by people whom we despise. {

Out of enffering have emerged the
strongest souls, and the most massive
characters are seamed with scars,

Qur love is inwrought in our enthusi
asm as electricity is inwrought in the
air, exalting its power by a subtle
presence.

When the million appland you, seri-
ously ask yourself what harm you have
done; when they censure you, what
gmul_

We must not contradiet, but instruct
him that contradicts us; for a madman is
not cured by another running mad also,

Abuse, like other poison, when ad-
ministered in too strong a dose is thrown
off by the intended victims, and often
relieves where it was meant to destroy.

The transmutation of meals is a small
affair compared with changing shame to
glory, reverse to success, sorrows to
pleasures; yet true wisdom can do all
this.

Bashfulness is more frequently con-
with good sense, than we
find sssurance; and impudence, on the
other hand, is often the mere effect of
dowuright stupidity.

Many new years, indeed, you may see,
but happy ones you eannot see without
deserving them. These, virtue, honor
and knowledge alone can merit, alone,
can produce.

Summer Evenings.

There is an all-pervading and diffusive
charm about a summer evening any-
where. In the country, where the air is
fragrant with the breath of honeysuckle

delicate to be separately defined, the eve-
ning is the climacteric of the day. Not
morning, with its wondrous sparkle and
shine, its glistening pearls suspended
from myriad branches, its evanescent
elouds, and its chorus of song; not noon, |
with its hush of spell-bound splendor
and its lovely languor of stately repose;
not even late afternoon, when the long
shadows creep down the velvet slopes,
and the haze hangs tremulous on the dis-
tant hills—isso fair as twilight. Through
the faint ethereal glimmer of brightness
which lingers in the west, through the
glory ot the golden moonrise, there come
vague questionings and thoughts to our
minds, not clothed upon with speech,
though they wear the color of heaven.
From unseen haunts in the orchard, of
from the aark belt of firs which girdles
the ravine, there falls now and then a
silvery note, the vesper song of the robin,
or the last warble of the thrush, ere he
tucks his head beneath his wing, Tran- |
quilly and tenderly the night approaches,
like a gentle mother whose protectin
arms gather the tired children close nng ’
fold them to slumber on her breast, ‘
]

e ———
The Credit Business.

After having inspected a pile of calico
in one of the Detroit stores, a somewhat
rusty looking man blandly remarked to
the clerk hefore him :

““ Oredit must be given me " —

“No, sir—we don't trust,” was the
reply.

3 eny ‘going to remark that credit

The rule

{ 1aiist e given me for "' —

and half mad, half joyous, I sat impatient- |

“We couldn't do it, sir,
applies to every one,”

* Couldn’t do what?” asked the man.

“ Couldn’t give you credit.”

““Yon are very uneivil, sir, very, but
yet I will say bhefore T go out of here
that credit must be given me for being

| honest and impartial, when I say that I
| never saw three hitching-posts look
| nicer than them out there,

That's all,
gir, and I wish I hadn’t said that much.”

Wife nnd Little Childron from the Indi.
auseA HBrave Women's Defense of Her
Home und & Father's Vow.

A correspondent of the Cincinnati £n
quirer writes from Jackson, Mich., ns
tollows

David P, Greer, s man about forty-
five years old, and his son Charles, a
boy of ten, reached this city two or three
days ago, 1mtending to remain here for a
week or so among relatives, and then
proceedto Bennington, Vt., where Mr,
Gireer has two sisters and othor relatives,
Both father and son are in a weak and
nervous ocondition, and the reader will
not wonder when it is stated that the boy
is partly scalped and bhas a tomahawk
wound in the shoulder, while the father
has a rifle bullet in his shoulder, a bullet
wonnd in the leg, a stab in the cheek
and a bad wound on the Lead where an
Indian clubbed him with & rifle,

Up to a few weeks since Mr., Greer
was a citizsen of Idaho, having a eabin on
the Cottonwood river, near its mouth,
and just where the hostile Indians have
put 1n their most savage work, He had
a wife and three children, and the boy
Charles is the only member of the family
now left to him, The pioneer says he
was comfortably nxluulu‘, having all the
necessaries of life and saving up some-
thing. He had a sort of trading-post
connected with his eabin, and was well
patronized by Indians and hunters,

When asked to detail the particulars
of the first outbreak, Mr. Greer said :

““ Well, I was ready, and yet I wasn't,
The reds had been skulking around for a
week, and every one entenng the store
wanted ammunition and nothing else,
I had overhauled the house as well as 1
could, knowing that I would have to de-
fend them unti! help could come ; and
one morning 1 didn't open the store at all,
but set out to bring in three horses
which were grazing about a mile down
the river. I gave my wife orders (o
!im'}l all the doors fastened and not to
let any Indians in, no matter how friend-
ly they appeared. She had a Spencer
carbine and a revolver, and I took with
me & Henry rifle and another revolver,
[ was in a hurry, having my mind made
up that there would be no trotible before
mght. Heving a good horse under me
I soon reached the valley, but my horses
were gone, run off the day before by
the Indians, I didn’t wait around there
long, as | feared an ambush, and 1 was
about half way home when 1 heard shots
and yells and knew that my post had
Peen attacked. The trail was along the
river, and I couldn't see the cabins till
close on them. While I was riding
that half mile I heard the Spencer car-
bine growling away, and I kpew that
my wife had not been taken by surprise.

."\\.v“, eir,” he went on, his voice
trembling, *‘there were at least forty
velling fiends around the place, and 1
rode ng!A into the crowd before they
saw me. My wife had all the doors and
windows secured and was firing from
the loop-holes, I saw two dead Indians
on the ground as I dashed up, while a
wounded one was crawling away., My
horse was perfectly wild, but, sir, I rolle
around the post st least five times,
popping at the Indians, calling to my
wife, and being shot and struck at every
second, Idon't think my wife recog-
nized my voice, as all of us were yelling
at once, and when I found that she
wouldn't open the door I made for the
bluff half a mile away, followed by over
half the gang, some on foot and some on
horseback. While nding around the
post I got this stab in the cheek, but I
didn't even feel it for a quarter of an
hour. While galloping for cover the
brutes puta bullet into my leg here, but
[ didn't kvow it until I was running
over the rocks to find a sheltered place,
[ dropped among some bowlders after a
bit, and it wasn't over & minute before
I knocked over two of them. That
cooled the pursuit, but they surrounded
me, got secure positions, and I was
blockaded."”

** And your family ?”

At this question the little boy began
to cry and the father could hardly con-
trol his emotion as he answered :

“It was awful, sir. The boy here
says that the Indiaus appesred soon
after 1 left and asked for powder, She
wouldn't open the doors, and they got a
log and were going to batter their way
i when she killed the two I sawas I
rode up. Then they surrounded the
building, and the battle opened. There
wasn't a better wife and mother in this
world, sir, and I never dreamed that she
had such pluck. When I think-—when
I think, sir, of howshe must have looked
for me back, and how she wondered
what had become of me, and how despair
crept into her heart, I—I wish I was
dead. The other two children were
girls, one aged twelve and the other
seven, The boy says that Mary, the
oldest, used the revolver from one of the
doors while her mother defended the
other, and that little Clara carried car-
tridges to both of them from the closet.
There was a hilf-story chamber to the
cabin, and the boy was stationed up
there to look through the crevices and
watel: for me, When his mother knew
that part of the Indians had suddenly
withdrawn, and when she heard the
firing on the bluffs, ehe called him down
from his post and gave him a rifle which
I had lu‘& away to sell to some Indian,
He says that she was very pale, and that
her hands trembled, but she kept the
Spencer going. Lying among the rocks,
nearly a mile away, and with an Indian
rifle popping at me every second, I

| heard that cagbine above all the din.

My post conldn’t stand an Indian attack,
and I knew it, as there were too many
windows and doors to defend. The
house and store-room were connected by
a doorway, but there were no loop-holes
at the end of the store-room, and the In-
dians cou'd gather there and be safe. It
was about eight o'clock in the morning
when I took to the bluffs, and when
noon came I counld still hear that carbine
going. I was wondering all the time
why the fiends didn't set fire to the post,
but they had other plans. T hgd three
kegs of powder, lots of lead, two barrels
of flour, twenty pair of blankets, fifty
povder-ixomu and various other goods in
there, and they wanted them. They
several times called upon my wife to sur-
render, but she kept up the fire and en-
couraged the children. About ome
o'clock all the Indians surrounding me,
except about half a dozen, drew off and
joined those around the post. T was in
a safe place, and yet it was a bad place,
They couldn’t reach me with their bul-
lets, and yet they had positions from
which they could have killed me had I
stood np or moved six feet to right or
left. The excitement kept pain away
for an hour, but after that I was pretty

| badly used up, having not a drop of

water to wash my wounds or quench my
thirst.

“ About one o'clock,” he went on_after
a short rest, “‘all firing ceased, and I
believed that the post had been captured.
Half erszy with anxiety and distress I
rose up, determined to dash out, but the
bullets came so fast that I was frightened
under cover again, Few men ever put
in such an afternoon as I did there, Pain
and thirst were terrible enough, to say
nothing of my mental distress. I hadn’t
the least hope of getting out alive, and
along toward night I got reckless as to
eonsequences, 1 should have made a
dash for the river, which was in plain
sight and not over half a mile away, and
was just on the point of rising up when
yells and shots Fr(())m my cabin held me |
back. For about five minutes there was !

' proceedings aronsed Owens to a

dians who had been left to wateh me now
opened fire and began yelling, and it
wasn't long before I suspected the truth,
You see, as I suspected, and as the boy
afterward related, the murderous flends
found they couldu't capture the post hy
assanlts on the doors, That brave lithio
woman and those poor ohildren were too
much for forty or fifty Indians, After
losing uine or ten killed and over a dozen
wounded, the reds collected at the west
end of the store-room, out of range, and
went to work to tear out the logs, They
were three or four hours getting things
ready, but when the time came nearly
all the end of the building went down at
once. My wife and children were ready
for 'em. They defended the doorway for
full fifteen minutes, or until all but this
boy were shot dead. When the Indians
finally swarmed in he was the only one
left to wreak vengeance on. They toma-
hawked him, started to scalp him, and he
was the same as dead for hours, He is
sure the others were dead before the In-
dians got through the door, and I praise
God for that consolation, while it nearly
drives me crazy to think of it.”

There was a period of silence, the boy
weeping bitterly, and then Greer braced
Lhimself anew and continued

“And what did I do? God forgive
me ! but I couldn’t do anything. I was
wild with excitement, and while I was
trying to plan something the reds made
a dash at me. They poured down at me
ns if there was no end to the number,
They were right on me the first I knew,
shooting, stabbing and stniking st me
with their guns, I got this rap on the
head then, and also this bullet in the
shoulder, but they didn't finish me. I
founght 'em, but how long I don't kuow,
for | was erazy. I remember of them
dodging around me, of striking at them,
and of fseling the ruge and strength of a
wourded lion. 't was long after dark
before I cooled dovn and knew my situa-
tion. I wus then carrying this boy in
my sxms to the river, Where I found
him I don’t know, After plundering my
post the Indians set fire to it. This
child must have crept out and hid in the
bushes, while the bodies of the dead
were burned. He says he was conscious
when I crept upon him, and that when
he begged for water I took him in my
arms and started for the river, “'vlf,
wounded as I was, I felt better in the
cool night air, 1 wanted to save the
boy, and that helped nerve me up, The
oool water eased our hurts and refreshed
us, and between ten o'clock that night
and daylight next morning I walked
twenty-two miles, carrying the boy half
the time. You wonder that we are not
dead, but it wasn't to be. The boy has
been pretty tenderly treated, but I
haven't fooled with the doctors much.
They dug out some of the lead, bandaged
me up, and I'll soon be all right again,
I'm going to take Charlie to Vermont,
and then I'll go back to Idako and kill
Indians as long as I live, I've made a
vow—I"ve sworn by all that's good and
sacred—that I'll enter into no other
business and have no other plans but to
kill Indians whenever and wherever |
can find them ! [I'll shoot down old and
young ! I'll keep right on killing through
war and peace !
—

Something in the Bed.

Judge Pitman has a habit of slipping
his wateh under his pillow when he goes
to bed. The other night somehow it
slipped down, and, as the judge was rest-
less, it gradually worked its way down-
wanrd toward the foot of the bed. After
a bit, while he was lying awake, his foot
tonched it, and it felt very cold; he was
surprised and scared, and, jumping from
bed he said :

“ By gracious, Maria ! there's a toad
or suake or something uunder the covers,
I touched it with my foot.”

Mrs. Pitman gave & Joud scream and
was out on the floor in an instant,

““Now don't go to hollering and wak-
ing up the neighbors,” said the judge.
“You go and get me a broom or some-
thing, and we'll fix the thing mighty
quick.”

Mrs. Pitman got the broom and gave
it to the judge, with the remark that she
felt as if snakes were creeping all up and
down her legs and back.

“Oh, nonsense, Maria! Now you tarn
down the covers slowly, while I hold the
broom and bang it. Pat a bucket of
water alongside the bed, too, so’s we can
shove it in and drown it."”

Mrs, Pitman fixed the bucket and
gently removed the covers. The judge
lield the broom uplifted, and as soon as
the black ribbon of the watch was re-
vealed, he cracked away three or four
times with Lis broom, Then he pushed
the thing off into the bucket. Then they
took the bucket to the light to investi-
gate the matter. When the judge saw
what it was, he said :

“1 might've known that, Just like
you women, to go screeching and fussing
about nothing,. Who's going to pay me
for that wateh * It's utterly ruined.”

“It was you that made the fuss, no
me,” said Mrs, P, You needn't try to
put the blame & on me."

“Qh, hush up, and go to bed. I'm
tired of hearing you blather. Blame me
if I ain’t going to get a divorce and emi-
grate.”

And the judge turned in and growled
at Maria until he fell asleep.—Max Ad-
eler,

Yindictive to the Last,

A horrible story of man's inhuman |

hatred for a fellow-creature comes from
Maysville, Ky. Levi Ball had furnished
the family of James C. Owens with sup-
plies to the amount of $200, and, finding
it impossible to collect, he levied on
Owens’ propetty, which was released on
s claimant’s bond, and on that Ball also
secured a judgment. These various
itch of
madness, and he swore to kill Ball
Every insult he could devise he cast
upon his prospective victim to win some
provoeation, and finally he solemnly as-
serted his intention of pouring the con-
tents of his shot-gun, which he had
charged with forty slugs, into Ball's sys-
tem. A few days ago he met Ball and
commenced his abuse again, wherenpon
Ball fired fonr shots, mortally wounding
his vindictive enemy. On his death-bed
Owerns went into convulsions at the sug-
gestion that he must die before killing
the object of his hatred, and when he
recovered he exacted with his dying
breath a solemn oath from his seventeent
year-old son that he would never res.
until he had sent Ball to his grave,
Upon the trial of Ball for the shooting,
he was promptly acquitted.

Lake Superior,

Lake Superior has, at times, not only

the varied interest, bnt the sublimity of |

a true ocean, Its blue, cold, transparent
waters, undisturbed hf tides, lie, during
a calm, motionless and glassy as those of
any small, secluded lake, reflecting, with
perfect truth of form and color, the in-
veried landseape that slopes down to its
smooth, sandy beach. But when this
inland sea is stirred by the rising tem-
pest, the long sweep of its waves and the
curling white caps that crest its surface
give wurning, not only to the light bark
canoe, still much used along its shores,
but also to sloop, and schooner, and lake
steamer to seek some sheltering haven,
At such times, craft of every description
may be seen rununing before the wind, or

| beating up against it, all making for the

most favorite harbor on the lake, the
sheltered bay of Madeline Island.

cover the Deleterious Substances.

A writer in the New York Fvening
Fost deseribes the manner in which tea
and coffee are often adulterated, and
what he says will be read with interest
in every household where these srticles
are found on the table., The writer says:

The sophistications practiced upon tea
are large in number and often harmful
in character, The greater part of the
adulteration occurs in China, but the
Eunglish and Americans appear to have
become skillful imitators of the Chinese

in at least some branches of this nefari- |

ous industry. Mineral and organic sub-
stances are used to increase the weight
and bulk of the tea; fictitious strength is
imparted to it by the addition of certain
vegetable substances and pigments are
employed in order ta pmﬁw a desire-
able color, A preparation rejoicing in the
very appropriste name of ** Lie tea,” was
formerly and is doubtless still used as an
admixture with genuine tea, particularly
with gunpowder. *‘Lie tea" oconsists
of the dust of tea and other leaves, which
s mixed with various mineral substances
and agglutinated into little masses by
means of starch or gum; it is then treat-
ed with mineral p'gments. Butthe ope-
ration which is most generally carried on
i the artificial *‘facing "' or coloring of
teas, This practice is almost entirely
confined to gréen teas, of which, it is
said on high suthority, but few grades

reach the consumer in & pure state, |

Green tes differs from black only in its
method of manufacture, and unless arti-
ficially colored it should not present the

decided bluish-green appearance so often |

noticed, but should possess a pale olive
color, Green tea is also converted into
black by chemical treatment; in fact,
these metamorphoses have given rise to
a special aad regular branch of business,
notably in this city and Philadelphia,

The pigments most nsed for coloring |

green teas are Prussian blue, indigo,
turmeric and china clay; the 1

glossy appearance they fraquently pre-
sent being produced by means of black
lead, tale and soapstone, Other and far
more dangerous substances, such as
arsenide of copper, chromate of lead and
Dutch pink, are said to be sometimes

employed. When hot water is poured
upon & faced tea, the coloring matter
present often becomes d ed and

either rises to the top or sinks to the
bottom of the liquid, forming a sediment
which can be readily recognized as a
foreign body, especially by sid of a mag-
nifying glass, In many instances this
test will be sufficient, but the safer plan
is always to avoid the use of teas posses-
sing & metallic luster and a bright green
color,

Coffee is very extensively adulterated.
When sold in the ground state it almost
invariably consists of a mixture contain-
ing little or no coffee and a great deal of
clicory and roasted grains, such as peas,
beans, rye and wheat. The addition of
chicory is frequently defended on the
ground that it improves the teste and
qaality of the ee, but owing to its

comparative cheapness three is a great |

temptation to use an undue quantity of
this substance, and unless the amount of
the addition is specified on the packages
(as is required in several European coun-
tries), it undoubtedly coustitutes a true
adulteration; moreover, chicory itself is
very often mixed with foreign subtances.
Professor Sharples has recently exam-
ined several varieties of pack coffee,
including the * first quality Mocha and
Java coffee,” an ** extra quality French
coffee,” a ** Freheh breakfast coffee,” an

* English breakfast coffee,” and ** pure |

roasted and ground Cape ocoffee,” but
waa not able to detect the presence of the
veritable bean in any of these prepars-
tions. A very popular and, in compari-

son with the above, superior brand of |

¢ prepared Java coffee,” received by the
writer for analysis, had the following
composition : Coffee, thirty-seven per
centum; peas, fifty-two per centam; rye,
two per centum; chicory, eight per

detact:ng

centum, A simple mathod for
some of these substances consists in

slightly stirring the suspected sam
with cold water and observing the color
of the liquid and the gravity of the pow-
der. Pure coffee will remain floating
upon the surface of the water for some
time, and fails to im a

{ ble !
oolor to it, whereas chicory mn i

(especially the former) st once sink to

the bottom and color the liquid decided- |

ly. Other substances whi rise to
the surface of the water can be easily
distingnished from coffee by their ap-
pearance and taste. Another simple test
18 to spread the coffee out on a slip of
glass, slightly moisten it with water,
and then tonch the layer in different

parts with the point of a needle; in this |

way the presence of soft pon-resisting
foreign ingredients can be readily de-
tected. If on opening the package the

contents are caked, or show a tendency |

to cake, the presence of chicory is indi-
cated.

Four Widows,

A South Carolina exchange has the
following:

At Prosperity, a siation on the Green-
ville and Columbia railroad, dwell in
reach of the sound of the whistle four
widows,

No. 1, This lady, as all the others,
loast her husband during the war,
was left in straitened circumstances, Did
she sit down and grieve at her fate? By
no means. She has raised four children,
besides fine crops, and to-day she has
much of last year's cotton m({ flour on

| hand, is free from debt, and is able to

pay-cash down for what she wants.

No. 2 looks complacently on all of her |

last crop of cotton, and with a sense of
perfect rest and absolute fulness on 8,000
pounds of flour, neither of which she has
sold because she had no use for the
money. The only thing which disturbs
her rest now is what to do with her new
fodder, every place being occupied with
the old. She, too, like a true woman,
has raised children and set them up un-
der their own vines and fig trees.

No. 8 struggled through the years

which have rolled on since the late un-
pleasantness, raised six children, giving
each at majority 8500 in cash. Last year
she bought a tract of land, for which
81,400 in good money was paid. Has
corn fodder, and other things in abun-
dance,

No. 4, like unto the others, has made
a splendid fight, and brought up a large
family in the way they should go; has of
last year's crops abundance, pays cash
in trade, and loans her earnings out on
interest,

A Thunder Storm in London.

There was a terrific thunder storm in
London on July 5. Three peals of thun-
der were heard in quick succession at
Kilburn, and a sheet of fire flashed in
the street, The thoroughfare for some
distance seemed to be m flames, and a
material similar to molten metal des-
cended, leaving behind clinkers from an
inch to six or seven inches in circum-
ference,

a couple of bushels having been picked
up by persons in the neighborhood. A
child named Frost, who was running
from one honse to another, was struck

| with some of the liquid and severely |

|burned. The fire-ball then struck a
| telegraph wire, which
| street, completely burning it up for a
distance of 500 yards. For ten minutes
after the fall of the thunder-bolt the
| whole neighborhood was enveloped in a
thick blue and yellow fog.

The street for a distance of |
fifty yards was covered, something like |

over the |

The new shade of pink is rose tre-
muere,
The latest notion in kid gloves is half |
fingers
Ivory white berege is in favor for even- |
ing wear, i
The latest novelty in printed cambries |
is Indicnnes, |
The Berbian costume is the rival of the |
| Breton,
| Black lace mitts are worn with all kinda |
of dresses,

Embroidery appears on nearly all sum-
mer dress toileta, |
| Plaided and plain hosiery is more fash- |
| jonable than striped. !
| Lace fichus and collerettes, with cuffs
| to mateh, grow in favor.

Grenadine is full dress for matrons, but
not for young girls,

The French twist is still the most fash-
ionable morning coiffure, {

Black satin shoes covered with em- |
broideries are very fashionable. !

The most {ashionable lawn dresses are

'

moonlight blue and sorrel green. | & hardy

| the

Myself, but the Trols Weuld bave Gend
Dewsn.”

The cases of Leroy Oliver, George B,
Gibson, James Long, snd
Gireenstreet, the four
are held as the wreckers
press upon the St. Louis and Sen Fran-
cisoco rai the

railroad, t of
'malhdbd:;op‘muy

the connty seat of Pulaski s
souri, s special session of that
ing been

:

order®d.
slow in

fuir were
time

On the
the Texas

the Ozark
wind

-uxuld with his
peered into tempest, [
ﬁupxmu:kuxnyomm

' mgldlﬂ.bﬁ-dz

Handkerchiefs and neckties for morn- | was one other man on
ing wear are trimmed with eolored 'e0gt & friend of Caton's, Dr. E. L.
torchon laces. | A 'hohdw.hub
: | ride & few miles. The was on a fill,
| Narrow bands of black velvet ribbon Forty feet below was the level of the
 worn around the hair in Grecian styleare | yo5 e engineer observed s heap
| CORNEG I8 VOgRS. ; , |of rubbish and leaves upon the track.
Navy blue percale, trimmed with white ' At the same instant his accustomed
embroidery and Clovis lace, is the cos- ¢, dark nights and the of
tume of the moment. |objects in dim light, saw the formofa
The prettiest seaside hats are of white 'man stealing into the deeper darkuess,
trimmed with white bunting |away from the light of the engine's bea-
scarfs and deep red roses, con, far down st the base of the hill. He

A stylish costume is effected by trim-
ming colored cambrie with salmon col-
| o torchon lace and salmon ribbon
| bows,

Ivory mohair braids, embroidered m |
| black or in color to suit the materials,
appear on many of the most stylish sum-
mer suits, El |

White berege evening dresses are |
tily brighted up with colored ri ‘
bows, such as ruby, Mandarin, or tur- |
quoise color.

Dentelle filet is a new, durable lace, of |
the character of guipure d'art,which, to
some extent, is taking the place of torchon |
for underwear,

i Fine white torchon laces edged with
oolor—Dblue, red, pink, tilleul, pr black— |
is made up into fichus, collars, and cuffs
of various styles, |

Some of the newest balageuses
white plaited muslin, embroidered
edge in ecolor to match the dress
| which they are worn, or edged with
ored torchon or Clovis lace,

There is a run upon green; we have
had Holbein, sage, myrtle, willow,
bronze, and moss green, and now we
| have Oseille cwite (cooked sorrel), p yel-
lowish green shade, which combines with |
| sangularly stylish effect with either pale |
biue or pink.

The mousquetaire cuffs of lnce to be '
worn outside the sleeve have been her-
alded for some time, and are now found
among the importations. They are six
inches deep, and square, or else they are
gl:nedin tlctatapelur&he hl.ng‘to

i throug! At present {
are only nbovniuu:evhit«uxdeolaes
torchon laces that are ‘worn with sum-
mer costumes, Accompanying these are
broad collerettes th:at fasten behind and
bave long jabots in front. :

| —————

A Curious Family.

The T¥mes and Despateh of Reading
|says: Albany, the township of suakes
| one of the'

with
ocol-

i

the family, which |
consists of five four bach- |
elors and one old id, brothers and
sister, who are bound by the |
most affectionate ties refuse to be

year,

;gunent. i ngt:!:oinﬂmegm
er younger range in |
from to sixty-five years, z
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g
g
a
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:
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uu’l;:ry are said to have |
relatives in i phin whom they |
have never seen nor visited. {
DProwned in the Sarf.

| Moore Beatty, 8 wealthy builder of

| Philadelphia, was drowned at Aflantic
| ity while Mptuﬁg to rescue Mrs. |
| Matilda Phillips, of New York city, who |
| had gotten be; her depth. Just be- |
ident Mr. Beatty, with his
wife and little daughter, were sitting in

the Surf House watching the bathers, |
|Suddenly Mrs, Beatty exclaimed: “I|
| believe that woman is drowning,” point- |
ing toward Mrs. Phillips, who was some |
distance beyond the other bathers,

Answering: *‘I believe she is,” and |
throwing off his coat and boots, Mr. |
Beatty pl into the water and swam |
out to her. He got hold of her and made |

a despernte attempt to bring her to
shore, but ?lw dmvninﬁi woman uusg ’
his and dragged him under.

i crowd had collected on |
the beach an boah‘ﬂ:tonttoﬂmitr
assistance, The two did not sink, but |
were hauled on board one of the boats, |

| At first it was thought life was extinet, !

| but when the boat reached the shore !
both began to gasp. A physician was |
sent for, and means were taken to resus-
citate them. But though they con-
 tinued to gasp for nearly an hour, both |
died. \
Gray’s Elegy in a Churchyard. |
Two stanzas have been added to Gray’s |
famous elegy, in order to do away with |
its one reproach of having no woman in |
it except ‘‘the busy housewife.” They

| are to appear after the fourteenth stagza !

| of the original and to take precedence of |

| the men altogether. Here they are :

;ml':l”l with attraction to herself unknown

loom ' a n s |
| Whose beauty might have blessed a monarch’s |

arms,
Whose virtues cast a luster on a throne. |

Whose modest besuties warm'd a humble heart,
homely sponse ;

Whose virtnes form'd to every duteous part, |

The healthful offspring which adorned her
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and shrill
parent bird.
was her astonishment to find a
snake coiled about the post, se
intent upon having a ‘‘ game " supper,
The at once called a

dispatched Now

No sooner had the good {
upon the roene than Mrs.
in the direction of the
; but, in less time than
m"i'h’:m i

ve er ery neighbors, with a
war cry issuing from their tiny throats,
evidently intent u the destruction of
the ruthless invader of their homes. A
reoongoia:;noeinfom;:lt once be-
gun, but the ‘‘ enemy " disappeared.
The search, however, was coatinued nn-
til, at last, his remains were discovered,
when the now happy songsters set up, as
it were, a shout of trinmph and con-
gratulations, and dispersed to their sev-
eral homes.

Twix Cours.—A m uncommon
phenomenon of horse- has recently
come to notice. On the fourteenth da
of May a mare owned by Mr, Ji
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