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Memories. ;

It m 5t & breath of the Southluud |
L

1y e b

w Vell'n ot distant ohime |

Put it brings anew to the w rid worn hoeart
Yhe wemoties of olden time i

A steain of wusio, n passing face, i
Sewn (1 the mists of eves ;

A spray of hawthorn, wet with dew,
Aud May light soft on its leaves

A silken

{
le, & vich perfume,
The dr of w day gone by ;
The sound of the miliwheel under the bill |
A swallow's fligin through the sky. |
A careless lnngh, a forgotten song, {
i i the summer uight ; "
Oul cles, but ah, how dear, |
When seen through memory's Hght, |

MY MOTHER'S SECRET.

Mother and faiher had been nothing |
but names to me tinee | could remem-
ber anything. | hud been educated at
Dr. Sartain’s school and from thence
gone 1o college, There had never been
any lnck of money and good clothes
but | never went home for the holidays,
and no one ever cameto see me. Un
my thirteenth birthday a watch wassent
to me, with “From your loving moth- |
or'' engraved in the case, and [ waid to |
Dr. Sartsin :

“When am [ to see my purenta? This

seems ns though my mother loved me? |
Does +he never care to see me 1"’ |
Dr. Sirtain answered : I
“Your mother is very fond of you, |
snd un excellent mother, but your |
fasher is compelled to remain absent |
from home." Y
| sapposed from this both my parents |
were abroad, and asked no more ques |
tions, |
Four years from tnis the news was |
sent to me that my father was dead |
but there was o alterstion in wy posi-
sion. [ wantto coilege, chose my pro
fession—the law—and finslly entered
the offi e of Gay & Brothers, with every
prespect of snccess in my eareer. |
had ' nt one anxie'v vy strange posi-

tion

M, parovte, it appe.red ¢ me, must
he wanitly hey were also respect
»ble. vhy bad my lather never sent for
me? 1 was a man now, | had a right to
wak t piestion and to be answered
Ba fearvd the answer, and delayed, :
My mcquaintances were many; my

friends—the doctor, his wife, my old fel
low pupil at his school, Roger Whar
ton, and my laundress.

Yes, the lsundress, Aunt Betay, as
every one called ber, humble though
she was, was one of my friends, and not
the lesst valoed of them.

She was & good old womsn, straight
snd thin, but stroog and hearty. She
had taken ‘“‘the boys" to wash ever
once [ can remember. A boy drove a
little donkey cart to the door with the
great basket on it, but she came once & ;
week to bring her billsand get the mon- |
ey, [ suppose, and the docter's wife l
made much of her, and told her about |
the children's doings and the boy

darped. Of course she took my wasn
ing home,now that I lived independent
1y, sand the moderation of her price was a
novelty in the laundry worid.

“You msek too little,” I sometime
said, Rutshe always answered :

‘I charge quite enough—quite enough,
Mr, Arthur.”

She kept up her interest in my studies
still, admired my law books, and won
dered at my knowledge. | was more
pleased t0 see Aunt Betsy come into my
room than | was to see many sequaint-
ances whose recognition was an honor,
I shall always be glad to remember
that,

I confided in her a little, and one day
she looked at me solemnly, shook her
head and said :

“Ah, boys need a mother.
ever think of yours, lad 1"’

‘‘More than she does of me,"” sid I.

“Don’s say that, Iad,”” apswered ihe
old woman. “Your mether is sore
hearted to be parted from you like
this."

“How do you know?" I cried, start.
ing up. ‘Do you know my mother
Aunt Beteey 1"

She gathered up her basket, looking
@t me in askance.

“Whatever | know | keep to mysell,”
she said; “but remember your mether
loves you, always has, and always will,
Hemember that.'” And she went ber
way.

That evening I thought her words ov”
er until 1 eould bear it no longer, and
putting on my hat, [ went to Dr, Sart-
sin’s house, determined Lo sak him who
#nd what my parents were,

The Doctor and Mrs, Sartain sat to-
gether in his study, and I took his chair
which he offerd me, and I drew it be
tween them.

“I have come to ask you some ques-
tions,” I skid; “questions that I have »
right to ask. Will fyou promise to
answer them "

“Promise, my love,” said Mrs., Sar
tein,

“I will decide when | have heard the
questions,” replied the doctor.

“They are simple,” I anawered,
“Who was my father? Who is my
mother ! Why have I never seen my
parents? Where does my mother

Do you

li"".‘“
I paused for reply. The Doctor pu
thus: '

“Your {ather was named, like your. |
solf, Arthur Varley, Your mother was |
his lawfully wedded wife, Elizabeth —
now his widow, When you were five
years old your father was obliged to
leave the country, and your mother
confided you to our care. Shehassince,
a« you know, amply supplied your
She is one of the most excel
There has never
been a blot on her character. She has
forbidden me to tell where to find her,

“For some reason she hates me,"” |
said,

“She loves you,”" he answered,

“Then why will she not sea me ?"'

“For your own good,"”" said the doe
tor,

“It's w mistaken idea,”

wants,
lent women | know,

cried the doc
tor's wife.

“At first it was, Since the thing has
gone on so long nodhing can pow be |
“Itis your

mother's tixed determivation that you

done,"” replied the docvor,

should never see her. She hus noother
child and is not poor. Her will is made
in your favor., | have no right to tell

you more."

“But you?' I eried tnriing to Mrs,
Sartain,
“Neither have | any right,” said the

lady. “But I say to you, find cut for

yourself. It is your duty., | know you
better than vour mother koows you.”
I looked at the doctor.

my glance, and said nothing

o avoided |

But how was | to discover this mother |

of mine, who hid herselt from me, yet

who, they siid, loved ma.
By that Christmas-tide [ had fallen in '

love. The oliject of my adoration was

& beautiful gril of very good family. |

saw that she was not displeased; her
father, a wealthy cilent of our firm, did
not ohject to my pretentions. In fact,
we were engaged, and my heart was full

of joy. Yet with it mingled the long

ling to find my mother and tell her of |

my bappiness. One day | told old |
Auot Betsey, who was counting my cuff- |

and collars, l
|

“Aunt Betsey, perhaps | shall be
married some day."”
“Lord bless us!" cried Aunt Betsey,

‘'you seem to be such a boy.

“It will not be at ooce,” | said, “but
after | am well on 10 my profession. |
love dearly. She s Charles Rushton's
daughter.”

“Miss Raushton ! Aunt Betsey,
She folded 'er bard little hands to-
gether and stood looking at me., “‘The
very top of the ladder," she said, “Rich

snd stylish, and high family, and so

pretty. Buat you'll have your things

done in the family then, and see no

“ ',"‘ ‘ more of old Aunt Betsey.”
pleased 1o see her round little face. She |
had taken a special fancy to Roger Whar inn- lals and ill By Bilete rilltes tin
ton and to me, snd our linen always | ’

came home mended and our stockings |

“1'1l give you my collars while | have

“l don't want her's,” sa'd Betsey,

crossly.
Varley.
but her things [ don’t care for.”

“Too much trouble I suppose,” |
said s the door closed,

But I thought of my mother more
and more, aod as that day was the one
on which | drew my allowance, | went
up to the doctor's house, intend
ing to make one wore effort Lo move
him to tell me where to find my mother.

The doctor sat alone in bis study. An
envelope lay before him. As he saw me
he drew it toward him; took out » par
oel of bank notes, and with them a let-
ter which he at once returned the en-
velope and thrust into his vest pocket.

“A letter from my mother,” I said,
and looked at the vest,

It was an ordinary black vest, but the
cut was lower than usually worn,

“Wish you joy, Mr. Arthur
I'm sure it'sa a fine matoh-

He paid me my weekly allowance,
said that my mother sent her love, and
heard of my hopes and wished me joy.
Aod after & few words more | took leave
of him, but not to go directly home. |
sought Mrs. Sartaio at once. “Mrr
Sartain,” I said, *‘it's growing very cold,
and [ noticed thet the doctor has a low
cut veston. Get it off him or he may
have an sttack of pneumonis. A gen.
teman | know caught a cold which re
sulied in comsumption that way, Take
® high vest to him and insist on his
wearing it at onoe.

“You good boy,” cried the doector's
wife; “how thoughtfal of you.” And
away sho ran. | followed,

“Only to look at his encyclopedia a
moment,” 1 said, and buried my face
in the book, while the lady arged the
exchanges of vests, and the gentleman
protested ; finslly I saw the tressure
botne away, and followed. Good Mms.
Sartaio, little did she guers that, as 1
walked behind her, I picked the pooket
of the garment she oarried under her
arm.

I had the letter and ocould scarcely
wait long enough 1o get o a place of
safety before opening it. At Mst ina
little ice cream saloon, I sat behind a
table shiny with oil sloth, and pleati.
fully adorne< with the marks of saucer
bottoms, and opened the note. It began
thus,

*Ifhave heard my boy is {0 be married.

v i
e -" g -
i % ,

{ And 1 thought

God bless him, it is a gosd match, but

my hert nehes, | almost wish | had

| his finger tips together, and replied | novdonewhatl dul, bhat how could I let |

the poor fellow bear

father's erume ? Aod now 'd rother die |

than have bhim know; but my heart

nches, my heart nches, No, no, no |

say agan never tell bim. 1 am sick |
with sorrow and  fear. Write and ta
mo you'll never tell. Do vou remem

ber my nuwber? It s 20 Boomington
rosd,"”

I bad sl
pluce, und a clew 1o her conduct,

lost my mother's dwelling
My
father had in some way shamead us both,
but now | would go to her; we would
know each other, | snd this good
mother,

Blosmington Road was in the suburbs
of our oity. She was near meo then
only an bour or two Isy between us.
bad no patience to walk., As | drove
on | pictured my mother—u graceful
Indy 1n middle

with gray : her smile sad, though sweet,

life ; ber hair touebed

There was & pictare 1n thedoctor's
drawing rooto which [ lanecied resembled
ber—the portrait of an English duchess,

“Bloomington Road, No, 20." cried
the eabman opening the dnor,

I stepped out and looked sbout me,
Number twenty was a plaio two roomed
cotinge.
had wlways believed my
rich—could this be herhome 7 | touched
the handleof the little bell. A girl with

bher sleeves

with a long shed attuched. |
mother to be

rolled up fiom her wet

arms and & rubver apron opened the
door.

“Mrs. Varley,
hore 7

“1'll eull Ler,” said the girl, and left
me slone ; aud | hoard her voice repeat |
ing the name in the distance. ,

Then anoth«r voice crying, “Yes I'n

" 1asked; “does she live

coming,” and a quick step spprosching |

and before me stood

«ind on the

upon me, snd | cried out
“Mother!"
There was my littled and

wrinkled, and strong eyes and red

mother,

sheeks, and her calico dreas pinged ug
over her flannel petticoat, and when |
said “Mother !" «he shut
held up both hande, and said in a shnil
whisper,

“Hush ! hush ! hush ! Who told you
Keep it to yourself. You've s gentle.
man.
girl,
RO way,

“You're to marry Mr. Rushton’s
Don't say that again. Go away
And keep it as seoret as | will
Go!''

Bat I took her hand and drew her t
me.

“Mother why did yon do this? What
did my father do?" | asked.

He was & porter in & bank,
“He robbed it.

le came pear being hung,

Arthur,
she answered He died
in prisson,
for he killed & man trying to get away.
I'd my boy the
shame, and | sent you to the doctor's
school. I've made money, lad, but »
lsundry is not gentee’, | know it well
Think of Miss Rushton. Go !

But I answered: “Kiss me motber,
I shall tell Ada Rushion the truth, and
you shall toil for me no more.”

No Ads Rushton did not marry me,
and some of my friends dropped off
but I bore it very well. This was fifteen
years ago, and | am forty now but yes.
terday [ married and who so glad asmy
old mother, who kissed me tenderly on
my wedding morning and maid,

“She is the wife I'd choose for you,
Arthur, and not a proud, insolent thing
like Rushton,
dear 7"

And | answered truly -
man under the sun, mother.

fpare

And you are happy

“No hapypier

| —

Horace Greeley's Boyhood

Horaea Greelay's personal appearane

was
his
member
who was an able champion of the Amer
can System, used to narrite a vist of
his to the printing office of a country
newspaper at Poultney, Vi, lis placeof
residence, His attention wae dirccted
to a young compositor, who was rather
awkwardly “stieking types,” and who
though full grown was evidently the
youngest apprentice io the oftice,  His
legs ran 4 good deal more than ‘a fect”
through his pantaloons, the sleeves of
his coat sesrcely reached below his
elbows, his hair wne very white and
flaxen. and be was, on the whole, in
aggregation taken separately and to

gether, the greenest looking specimen
of humanity we ever looked at, and thi«
issnyinga good deal, for “we keeps a
looking-giase.” That boy said Mr
Mallery, will mske a remarkable man,
T oan’t hold an argument with bim on.
Masonry or anything eles connscted
with polities. As M, M. was consid

ered oneof the ablest men in Congress,
his remark esused me some surprise,
and we not only “wade s wote of i”
but took avother look aithe ‘devil”
(printers, wemean, ) and eould not out
trace in the expansve forehesd “ a
mind formed in nare's inest mould
and wiought for immoi (a! ). It was
yoars alterwards tht we beo.me aware
of the fact that boy was Horaee Greeley

Jways a subject of remark
Rollin C
of Congress

from
Mollery, a
Vermont,

bavhood,

from

the shame of his |

I ' English langusge,and a sulficiont|knowl
'odgn of arithmetio to be able to  apswer

instant the truth flashed |

the door and |

A Good Education.
We hoar a good  deal snid in these
| Intter times sbout u good education, and
| it leads ue to inquire what a good «d
ucation is  Every body in this countrs
|i\ agreed that it comprises the abilit

to read properly and gramatically the

bk

~AT THE-

nccurately any questions in the four I
rules in thatscience. Thisis a good edu
cation s fur ne it goes, and as far as
street education is concerned it is hette
than many who elnim 1o be well edueated
have a'tained to. Without these, edn
cation is not good, although you are
versed more or less in all the ologies |
and esophies mentioned in Webster's
dictionary ; with them you have the key
!(hnl with patience and perseverans
ilnll unlock all the others, Hut even |
with those and the additions of all the
.Iurmng taught the
|

| nothing education

in
the most
needed at the present day, is s practi

schools, but

|
more,

':-:ul one, and it is uleo the most neglect
ed. The heaping on of flushy wttain
| ments for the purpose of show, to the

: neglect of the every day needed practi

|
| no one ean be said to have a good edy

cal attainments, is far too ec mmon, and

estion who has not, in sddition to the
lore of the schonl
Lremrn

v krowled e of L ow

their own living, Every cne

maicor female, rich or poor, should te

taught how to work in some ealling or

profeccoin that would procure them a
livelihood, and unt that 15 dore they
have 1o grol ed it o Edicnte
the mind that the Jalor of the hands
may be more effietive, Lducate the

hands that the

edueationt of the mind

may be practical a< well as cinumen

tal

- . w—

About Our Sisters.

old Aunt Betsey, |

Charles Kingsley's danghter wrat
| “Mre. Lorimer. '
| A womusn started the firat duly paper
{in the world in 1702 in London

Mrs. Eliza Clarke has written the life
|of Susanna Wesley for the “Eminent
Women' series

Mary Wollstonecraft

{a8 & sex are ndolent, snd that every

tavs that women

| thing tends to make them so

{ Flizabeth Stusrt Phelps and Louisa
| M. Alcott mr te for the Woman's Journa
[ and believe in its doctrines

| There is an old womnan in New ()

| leans

who csn remembar when three pirates
; were huong in Jackson square in that
| city,
L ik

{why wimen waar

#ociety gentieman’ wants to know

the

| a8 10 show their vaccis

r sie ves so chort

tion scars

There are cleven states in which
| women vote for sehool directors, Mo t
people wiil Le surpre d to loarn tha

K #ntucky is one of the States
Anthony

about womwen in Earope

|

Sasan B is writing a book
| Susan's latter
| daye promise 10 be her best days and
nobody grudges them 1o her

It is borne the

Times to remark that if some toen treat

in on Indianapolis
|
lwl their wives as well as they do their
servant girls there would be fewerd
| YOTOes

Classing women who never marry by
their complexion, there are more Hlonds
than brunettes among them. This s
supposed to be due to the preference of
marryiog men for brunettes, But per
haps the women who do
out.,

In Idaho married women retain their

own person and real property, and mar
| make contracts, sue and be sued, as if
{wingle. Neither husband or wife bhas
fnn) intarest in the property of the oth
er. Dower and courtesy are wbo'ished
Go west 3
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Some Blg Things.

A whale sixty feet long has been Kill
| 4 off Beaufort, 8. C.

An lowa man drank three quarts o
| cider in three minutes
| A tenfoor alligator was captured re
cently near Waxahatchie, Texss.

The government envelope factory a,
{ Hartford, Conn., uses a ton of guin  per
woek .

A party of Baton Rouge, Louisiana,
bird hunters recently killed 1,400 robins
with sticke.

A tea dog was killed on the beach
near Long Branch not long ago. |,
weighed 143 pounds.

While trapping near Bridgman, Mich.,
Willism Williams caught an eagle that
measured nine feet,

An owl measuring four feet and o
inches from tip to tip was recenily cap
tured in Franklin county, Ga

Mississipplans feel very proud of their
state library in the capitol at Jackeon
It comprises 38,000 volumes

A cow horn four feet eleven inches
long and eighteen inches in diameterat
the the base is on exhibition at Monti
oello, Fla.

The highest rate of postage from this
country is to Patagonia and the island
of St. Helena—54 cents an ounce.

Robins are found in flocks of 10,000
in the neighborhood of Powhatan, Va,
A man recently killed 450 of these birds,

A lady 60 years old, residing noar Ro-
chester, N, Y., skated from that city to
Brookport, twenty miles, in an hour and

CENIIRE DEVOCRLD

Job Office

AndHave YourJob Work

DONE

CHEAPLY, NEATLY AND WITH DISPATCH.

Now is the Time to Subscribe

FOR THE

"CENTRE DEMOCRAT,”

'The LARGEST and CHEAPEST Paper in
Bellefonte.

ONLY $1.50 FER YEAR, IN
ADVANCE.

not marry fade

OFFICE :

COR. ALLEGHANY & BISHOP STS,,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

Doll & Mingle--Boots &£ ! hoes

A 800D

oot or Shoe

~ TRY —

Style, Quality and Cheapness.

| We defy all competition. We have the largest stock—and bought for cash
and sell 10 per cent. cheaper than any store in the county.

s OUR SPECIALTIES -wa

| REYNOLDS B8RO'S., Utica and D. ARMSTRONG’S Rochester shoes or
Ladies, Misses and Children.

Hatbhaway Soule and Ihrrl'n‘ton 8 Fine Shoes for Men.

LIEISITIEIR| [B|O|O|TIS,

THE KING OF THE MARKET.

We have a Shoe Polish which will not crack the Leaths

as ood asthe best and only 160,
DOLL & MINGLE.

twenty-five minutes.

Bellefonte, Pa,




