.

. NEBEW YORK
CONTINENTAL

Life Insurance Company,
OF NEW YOREK,
STRICTLY MUT'UAL!

Ansots, B5,002 1.4 20!

BEUES all the new forms of Polleles, and pro.
LA sents as favorable ternis asany company in tho
United States.

The Company will make temporary loaws on jts
Polleles.

Thirty days' graoce sllowed on sach payment, and
the polley held good duringg that e,

Polleies issued by this Company are non-forfelt
ure,
No extra chnrges are midaTor teavoling pernits.

Tolley-holders shuee b the annual profits of tho
Company, and lave s volce In the elections amd
manpgement of the Company.

No polley. or medical fee eharged.

JURTUE LAWRENCE, Prest

M. B Wryxroor, Viee Pres't
J PAHoGaua, Bee'y, .
i, F. EATON,

Generdl Agent,
No. 8 North Third Street,

4.2 y1) College Bloek, Harrisburg, I'a.

Incorporated by the Couet of Copmmon  Plean, in

1869; Oy the Legislabir, in 1871

The l‘euu;uyl\'unlu
Central Insurance Company:
OF POTTSVILLE, PA.

Capital and Assets, $156,000.

Promium Notes, ..o
JPromissory Notes,
Cash pramioms due or col-
lected for the year 1871, $2,008 00
+Cash premiums due or col-
lected for the first three
mouths of I8T3....icnmn
'Cash_from other sourcel

$100,000 00
60,000 00

1,800 00

and agenta, ..o 1,800 00
Judgment Bonds in Com-
pany’s oM, .o 1,100 00
Total Cash,.....oonieie 86,128 00
Total cash and note nsels,
April 168, 1878,..cc0ovivees #150,188 00
JAMES H. GRIER, | JOHN D. HADESTY,
Becretary. Presldent.

DIRECTORS :

John D. Hadesty, A. P. Helms, Benjamin
Teter, A. Butermelster, James H. Grier, E. F.
Jungkurtl, Ellas Miller.

AGENTS

H. . Hill, Edward Fox, John A. Kable, Ed-
ward Wesley, Charles F. Deibert, Wm. R,
«Grifiith. E. F. Jungkort, General Agent.

Arrangements have been mnade with other
first-cluss companses to re-lnsure risks taken
on the cash plan ln such nmounts as desired.

Liberal commisslon nllowed ngents, and ex-
eluslve territory, if desired. This Company
confines Itself to fire insurance exclusively.

OFFICE:
No. 191 CENTRE B8T., POTTSVILLE, PA.

L NOTICR.
The Home Reserve foree of The Penn-
gylvania Central Iosnrance Company of
ottaville, Pa., will he in Perry county in
considerable force, and nct as the Com-
pany’'s Agents untll a full line of Loceal
Agents can bo appointed when the reserve
force will be rooalled.
JAMES . GRIER,
Sec'y of Pa. Central Ins. Co.

Insurance Notice.

On and after the tenth day of April,
1873, The Home Reserva force of Inaur-
ance Agents belonging to “The Pennsylva-
nin Central Insurnnoe Company'' will leave
Pottaville in heavy force, and occupy ten
«difforent counties of the State, where they
will continue to act as the Company's
Agonts until o full line of Local Agents
«ean be appointed, whon they will be recalled.
As n body of men, 1 believe they are supe-
rior lusurance Ar{(‘-llhﬁ and most of them
spoak the English, French, Welah and Gaer-
man Langusges. The City Insurnnce
.Journals, with all their smeers at Mutusl
Companies, and eontinpal ory of Frand !
Fraud | | &e.; caunoetl muster any better In-
surance muberiall  Why dou’t the City In-
suranca papan toll the public that no Mu-

dual Company broke or failed doring the
Inst ton years?  Why don't they tﬂﬁ the
publiethat more than half the Btock Com-

pnion star within the last ten years
thaye?  Tt-is wowell-known fuot that Mutual
{Compynies canunat il
: JAMES H, GRIER,
'Boeretury of Pounsylvanin Central Insur-
ancs Uompany. 616

New Carrlage Manufactory,
O Hion Braewr, Kast or CARLISLE BY.,
New Bloomfleld, Penn’a.

HE substribdr s bullt & hm&nﬂ oommndl-
i Tgh B4, ! linle Kt '
w“ﬁ'mlﬁﬁf"m““ﬂ'ﬁ pmp:u&' t.n_::f:'ltu-
ufaetyre'to o
UOarrvianges
Of every description, out of the bust material,
Sleighs of every Btyle,
bl Lo order, and fnlabed (n bhe most avtistle and
‘durable mavner.

L

Aollcited.
SAMUEL BMITH.

The Times, New Bloomfield, Pa.

SUNDAY READING.

Mysrerious Ways.

A hanle of blue yarn tumbled oft the line,
nnder whish Deb  ducked her hoad, to
grope in aeorner of o oertain oeess in the
attio for bits for the ragman’s bag, and fell
directly into her great apron.

“ Dumb things speak sometimos,'" mut-
tored Deb,  ** Now 1 might lin’ forgot how
woon muster’s socks "1l be worn out only for
that, 'l gt up » pair to-morvow; noe, after

N
- Then she lpm'l(l'twl the yaen, butdied np
the rmges and descendod,

A womnn and child sat in the kitelen,
old Bilag Dene’s nicee and her baby. A
yoar or more had passed gince news éame
to that woman of Lier husband's death; and
the horror which had coms with it was in
her eyes now, No wonder, for in the depth
of the red embers on whiol hert eyes were
fixed, she saw that awfal pietore of 4 man
“dead line,* dropping
apross it at the (Iash of o seotinel's mus-
ket. A picture that haunted Miriam Eldreth
sleeping or waking, night and day,

“The ways of Providence s strange,'
gaid Deb shaking her head, and poking the
fire; and the woman twned with a stort,
thinking of the things thst had been meted
out to her in her very girlhood, for she was
not yet twenty,  “* Awful strange,”’ contin.
ued Deb, * It's so curious this yarn should
piteh itsell at mo when 1 ought to have
thonght of using it up and didn’t.«

And n ghost of a smile erept over Mirl-
nm’'s fucay nud the smile sot the baby erow-
ing, and

orossing the and

the baby's cwowing awakened

| ighter smiles on the mother's fiee: and

Deb seeing them playing together at last
— 4 two babies, poor things,' ns she sald
to herself, laughing aloud in her gles,
“Thank the Lord, sho's got somo life in
her yet, when she's roused up,'
Liorselfy, and set the table singing all the
while; and then, her master not being at
home yet, went out to hunt in his room for
what she always called ** scrabbled paper,’
to wind hor ball of yarn upon. She found
n piece which suited her nt last, stiff} yel-
lowish, andceackling, and lying in an othey-
wise empty desk-drawer, and took it back,
orumpled into proper shape, and began to
wind her worsted. She had wound ten
yards or so, when s furious knocking at the
tloor made her start aud break it short off,
and there was no more thought of the knit-
ting that night, for at the door she found a
group of men who bore a sort of litter
umong them, on which, crashed and maim-
ed and dying, lay old Silas Dena,

A boller in his factory had burst, and he,
with a dozen poor workmen, had been hur-
ried into elernity. Ho had but o few mo-
ments tolive, bnt in them bhe called his
nicoe Mirinm to him,

“Don't ery, my child," ho sadd, “1 shall
be better off than if I lived longer. Three-
score and ten years ave enough for man.
The Bible snys so. And you are safe. I
knew I could not trust to Jobhn. You are
comfortable. This house, and enough to
keep you in ity is yows. Don't part with
Deb; let her live and die here, You'll find
the deed of gift—""

But there the old man's voice fufled, and
he said no more, and in an hour was dead.

Mirlam, now that her last friend was
gone, could only woep and sit holding her
babe upon her knee, and wishing that they
Iny togother in the silent peace of desth as
the good old man, who had been so kind to
hier, lay. But Deb, half broken-hearted as
sho was, went about the house, puttivg it
into that shadowed order in which the homo
death has visited must be found: and com-
ing at last to the kitohen, where l, un-
tasted meal was spread, and on the hearth
of which the fire had smonldered low, pick-
od up her ball of worsted from the floor
and sobbing, “Twont knit master's socks
now,"” finished winding it, for any disorder
seemed to har an insult to the dead.

After that thore eame for both women
only hushed watehing beside the dead un-
til the day of the funeral.

The day brought John Dene, a grim,
hard-flstod, middle-aged man, who hiad not
time to visit his father for fifteen years.

He behaved decorously enough, and was
orlsp and shiny In  now mourning; bat, as
soon as decency permitted, he began to set-
tle affairs with such gusto that it was ovi-
dent that nothing else had been in his mind
from tho first.

1t appears that there s no will]” said
he, sitting with his elbows on the parlor
table the day after the funoral, ‘‘so L have
nothing to do but take possession. How
soon "1l you be able to move, Cousin Mi-

riam "
Miriam looked nt old Deb,

1 suppose 1 shall not move at all,” she
said. “ Uncle Bilas gave mo this house,
and enough, boe said, to keep ms in ib.'"

Jolin grunted.

“h, be did, eh?™ he said. * Wall,
you'll lst us look at the deed of gift, or
whataver it is, wont yon? I'm a business
man, you know."

Miriam looked at Dob again.

“ Debhenrd him,"" she said. * He told
mo &0 on his death-bed, aud—yes--he said
something of a deed of gift. There must
bo one.  But that oin’t make much  difier-
snoe, Cousin Johu." You will do what he

wisbed, I know.” :
Cousln Johwm stared at th spekor biaud-

o

VI there ix anything to prove it, I'm
suro I shall,” ho said. “Buat o stutoment
fronf the party interested don't stand in
law. OF conirse you know where lie kept
his papers.”

And Miriam indieating the Hbrary, the
man of Business and the legal gentleman
who Lind been summoned to the spot plo-
coided to make search, but found nothing. |
In fuct, before long it seemed quite pertaln
that old Silas Dene must have been whn-
dering in his mind when Lo spole of & dead
of gift. AL least Lia son Joln shid so,

"

80 you see,” sald John to his pooy

| eousin, ** 8o you see, Consin Miriam, we've

| er poor women, I suppose.

she said to |

done ounr best, There’s no such (annwnt.

| You'll have to work for your livin® like oth-

Auld as you

van’t work here you'd better go to the city.

I've got some rooms I ean let you cheap

in n tenement-house, and 1"l recommend

you tallor 1 know for slop-work, |
You'll get on very woll. Thers's women

working for him that make as much as

twelve shillings a weok, I'm told,"

And in despair Miriam took hor consin’s
ndvice, and Dely wont with her,

AL least you'd have n home, honey,"
sho said. turn you out of
doors, mean cvitter as he is.’'  But Miriam
had no such faith in her coukin,

“He'd nover

It was ahidious place enougli—a rickoty
building with wooden stairs, and two fam-
illes on a flooy; and the back room at the
top of the house, with the dark bedroom
attached, the apnvtments destined for Miri-
.

Jolin had generously permitted hey to
bring with her a c¢hair or two, n table bed
and bedding, and hor boy's eradle, and she
furnished the desolate placo  with them,
wondering, with country  ideas of
honses, at the *lurge wardrobe,'’ until Deb
said: ** Bless yon, missis, yon don't know
the oity. That's meant to sleep in. 18"
do very woll for me."

hoy

Deb did sleep in the dark closet, and the
mistress with her babe, in the room out-
side, alept in spite of the nolse beuneath—
the wake inone Irish domieile, the * party”
in another; the explosion of a paraffin lamp
in ane room, and the wife-beating perform-
ances in another —slept because of their fi-
tigue.  But there came nights when there
was no sleep for them for the nolse and for
wondering how they were to live, Mirlam
miude her needle fly, and Deb knit stockings
to sell, but the rent swallowed up most of
the money, and food was vory dear.  Even
the baby left off crowing and began to pine,
and at last was taken ill; and then the moth-
er conld only sit and nurge it, while Deb
worked for both. Blie was a marvellous
knitter, and her great egg-shaped balls
dwindled away under her necdles at o rapid
rato. But never quite to an end.  Always
upon the had roll of yellow paper remain-
ed a ball about the size of a large egg..

I wound that for master’s stockings,'
she used to say. ‘“Just there the yarn
broke when they came knocking at the door
onrrying him home, I shan't never knit
that off; jus leave it s0 to remember him
by always,"

Aund there was a sort of romance in the
fancy, though old Deb did not know it.

Kuolt, knit, knit all day and hall the
night, but after all thers was nothing to
spare after bread was bought,

Cousin John collected his rents himself,
and called in vain for many o day. He was
patient at fivst, thinking the baby must
die soon.  Botit lived to wail and moan,
and keep his money from its mother; and
by-and-by John grow angry,

“Think what taxes 1 pay," he pleaded.
‘ Now you're quite a prosperous woman, if
you chooso to be, There's Solomon 'l give
you as many shirts as you can make at
three-pence halfpenny a piece, if you'll take
'em.

You ought to pay such a low rent as
this."

Aud he frowned on Mirlam, who only
looked down upon her poor baby and long-
od for the only home for which the poor
are chiarged nothing—the quist resting-
place of the grave.

Aud matters grew worse and worse with
her, 80 bad that thore was no small fire
upon the hearth and no leaf upon the table.
Deb's lnst pair of stockings bad produced
money eoough to buy the medicine the
¢hild needed and no more, nud there was
nothing left save a great hank of yarn,
which, sinco an old gentleman had prom-
ised to buy the stockings, might save them
from starvation,

In that hope the old woman had faade
ready towind the ball again, when the
short, sharp knook they knew so well start-
led them both, and in walked John Dene,
buttoned to the chiln in Lis warm overcoat.

“Woll,' he said, ** rendy for me now '

Mirinm shook ber head,

¥ Ready "' cried Deb; “why there's
neithar fire nor  viotuals here—and that
poor child's worse thun ever. Where to
got & monthful I don't know. If you were
a man yon would put your hawd in your
pocket and let us know. '

Don't beg from him ? aried Miviam,

“1 ain't begging,' said Deb, “1o's
your ocousin, arnd he's robbed you. He
knows that the houss is' yours, and the
ground and all. Ho knows yor didn't toll
8 lo about what ald master sid. He
cheats you beosuse he doesn't know."

' John blushod searlet. '

“I've given you house-rent froe for 'two

months,” he §a1d, ** and thess are my thanks,
See hore now. I've n tenant for these
rooms—anid the gooner you're out the bet-
ter."

“ You mean to tarn us out 2" nsked Deb.

T menan to havo rent for my rooms,''
sid Jobm, avoiding Mirviam's eye ns he
spoke.  ** You seo ['m not so rich as people
think,"”

Deb arose and stood before him, Haunt-
ing her buedl, with its protruding paper, in
liis face.

Y ou seo Lhat, Master John,"" sheo said;
 thint was wound to knit your poor pa's
sooks,  I've kept it 4o ever sinee; just so
much was wound when the worated broke,
and 1 rn to open the door. 14 scems to
me ns if he knowed I keop it so long o' my
love for him. I woundit the very night
your pa on his death-bod gave that house
and gronnd, and snough to keep her and
me and the child, to the mistress, Miss Mi.
riam, 1 heard him say it; and T belleve he
onn lonr me toll you so at this moment.
I'd deorn to say I, Master Jolm, if it
woren't every word true, nml you kunow
illc‘

“1 don't know whnt you'd do, woman,"
cried John Dene.  “ What 1 requite is evi-
dence ; give me that, and 1 ask more,
But yoit haven't got it and what lLas all
that rubbish about a ball of yarn to do
with it ? I know my father wore stockings—
I don't care who knit ‘e, or when, Don't
flonrish that in my faee, you old fosl*

And so speaking he pushod the olid wo-
mun—whose attitude was actunlly some-

no

what threatening—aside, and in doing so
knocked the ball from ler hamd. She
cnught it but anly held the worsted: aud ns
it unwound in blue-gray coils, the founda-
tion of its greatoess foll nnloosed nt Mirinm's
feoty, she stoppod and pieked it up: Some-
thing nrvested hor glance,

“This s parchment," she cried.
a doowment of gome kind,
got it Deb **

“Out ol the mastor's room the  night he
died," said Deb solemnly.

And Miriam, holding it tight, cast her
eyes over the lines writton upon its: surfuce
amd gigned with her dead uncle's name.

* Deboraly, it is the deed of gift,” she
oried,

And Mirviam spoke the truth. The little
document which o ordered things that she
neod want no longer, had been with them
through all their tribulation and starvation,
under Deb’s ball of worsted !

“I've took care of it so long without
known' of it,” said Deb, “and I'll keep it
safe now, and nobody don’t get it from me.”

And it may be doubtful whether Del
slept in her anxioty until the paper was in
proper hands, snd Miriam and her little
one restored to their old home with ample
provision for their comfort.

There they live now, and if you wvisit
them old Deb will tell you the story, adding
by way of climax, “The ways of Provi-
denco nre mysterions, If that worsted had
not tumbled into wy lap I shouldn't have
wound itjand if 1 lbada’t wound it 1
shouldn't have got that deed of gife 1
thought was scrabbled papor; and if 1
hadn't kopt it, where should we have lLeen
now ? The dear Lovd only knows,”

And so Deb ssoribes their salvation from
starving to the ways of that mystoerious
Providence that is around and about us
ever,

Ll (1
Where did yon

AN INTERESTING INCIDENT.

SHORT, little, square-built; durk-
A. skined twinkled-eyod young fellow,
was known the regiment overas “ Little
Potter.,'  The name came from his trade
before war times;, and from the fact that he
was always tallking shop, and examining
olays with all the enthusinsm of a geolo-
gist. e had the faculty of becoming in.
terested in nnything that any other man
wis doing, Btanding near the pickot five,
though uncomfortable, he could always
suggest a way in whiocl to make the coffes
boil, nud would guther up little splinters
and pile under or about the little kettls
with tho keenest onjoyment, although the
coffes belonged to the most taciturn  man
in the company. He shewed this kindly
interest in every man’s affhirs, and of
course wis universally liked,

At Bhiloly, in the midst of the second
duy's batile, Little Potter loft the company
for the purpose of getting water for himself
nnd several of bis companions, A quigk
ohaugoe of position, & new line of battle
formation, after his departure, and Little
Potter whs seon no morve for several duys.
Aftor the rebols rotrented, he wos acting
as nurse In the brigade hospital. He
could't find the regiment on his returm, but
found the hospital, and the division s
geon ordered him on duty, and discovering
his excellence ns & nurse, wonld not let
him return to the company.

There was a quarrel between the cap-
taln and surgeon, the former seelug  Little
Potter as a skulker, and the Inttor sosing
him aa o useful man who had made a mis-
take throngh no fault of bis own. The cap-
tain roported Potter abwent withont lenve,
nud ho was court-martlaled. The sentence
was that ho should forfejt slx month's pay.
The men of the compuny were very indig-
nant, but Potter suid ‘nothing. Tho stop-

page of ulx month's pay told sarely on him,

but ho weathored the storm, and came out

as sorene a8 though . he had never been
courtmartialed, o

i

Mugh clothing was lost at Shilob, and g
list wos mado out of olothing lost in  the
battle,

The pergeant wounld ask

*Well Blame, what (did . yon lose  at
Shiloh 9

Anwwer ; “An overcont and knirpsaok.”

* What did you lose at 8hiloh, Potter "

With indeseribable drollery, Potter said
withun soet of lisp that was oharncterdstio :
“1 lotht theventy-eight dollarth o'

Thix wis wus the only, reference e made
to the court-mnrtial and thewik month's
pay mntil tho. morming of the teveible De-
cember 81, ot Stone River, In the hurry
of the company formation fop bittle, Little
Potter wis the first man in place, after the
ordaorly, nnd though the shortest man in
the company, he held his place there
fisce of the rule bo the continiry,
n sweeping chavge,  That company left
thedr dead further to the front than any
other regiment in action that day. They
were eruelly erushed, relentlessly driven.

Little Potter was a giant in doing. He
kept his place nextto the onderly when
the company was broken snd scattered,
with o preeision  that would under other
cireumstances hove been deolly e formed
on the orderly whenever a charge wis
rondde, and while it wos every man for him-
sell.  Ashe was ramming  home w load, o
ball struck bim in the fleshy pact of the
leg, cutting a groat gash and tearing his
clothes,

in
There wns

ITo wonandvised to go to the rear.
The reply was :

1 will show them who is & cowand.”

A shot strick him in the left shoulder,
and ho  beeame - deadly. pale, Spll with
taeth and right hand he managed to load
his gun and fire.  Another shob struck him
in the thigh, and he fell, He was deagged
to o stump and placed so that the vaking
fire wonld not touch him. Ho deliberately
erawled around and placed himsell 50 as to
face the rebels, and as the company gavo
baclk in one of those hand-to-hand  fights,
little Potter kissed lus hand to the men
nearest him and nestled down  with a sigh
of relief.

Days afterwards the sergeant found a pair
of blnck eyes glistening from  festoons of
white sheets; inn bospital at Murfreeshoro.
They belonged to Little Potter, broken-
legged, broken.armed and bandaged. He
could not move and hardly speak. But as
the toarful men bent over him, he lisped:
“ Weo waxthd them, didu't we 2"

The rebels found him braced against the
stump punching at them with his gun held
in one hand, as they ran by. He was taken
to the hospital, and here, day after day,
want his old comrades to see him. They
did move; they wrote to Genceral Roseerans,
telling the simple story. They carried the
letter along the red tape line, from brigade
fuarters to division, from division to corps,
from corps to army headguarters, and re-
turned with an order from Rosecrans him-
self, directing that the six month’s pay be
returned to Little Potter, that all charges
on recond be ernsed, and that an order com-
plimenting his gallantry bo rend on dress
parade, and “that a copy be sent to the
man who behaved so nobly, The order
was read on dress purade, and the docu-
ment with all its array of endorsements and
old Rosa's letter wos ‘carried to Little
Potter, by moen who could semrcely speak.
He seemed like one trausfignred, as one of
his old-time friends read and re-read the
order letter. He had it held down to his
eyes 8o ho could see the red lines and of-
ficinl signatures. Then came bis first toars,

‘““Now, boys, I don't care to get well
It's all wiped out, ain"tit? 1 was deter-
mined to get well to wipe it out, you know.
But now tornup as I am, it is better to
die,"

Aud the next morning, with the opder
and old Rosa's letter on his breast, Little
Potter died. And still we ean hear the griz-
zly old surgeon’s words, as he came totho
oot : ““ Dead? 'Why—God bless the boy,"

R Al w S da
Extreme Cold.

Dr, Kaneg, in one of the expedition'in
soarch of Sir Joln Frankin, records that
“‘on thoOth of Felwunry, 1854, the aleholic
thermometers indioated the tervible tem.
perature of soventy-flve degrees below the
froezing point of water, At such tempern-
ture cholorio ether became  solid and care-
fully prepared ohloroform  exhibited a
granular pellicls on its surface. Bpirt of
napths froze at fifty- four degrees, and oil
of sussafras ut forty-nine degiecs below
zero.  The exhalations of Insensible pers.
piration from the wsurface of the body in-
vestad the exposed or partinlly clad parts
with o wreath of vapor, The air had a
perceptible pungenoy upon inspiration and

whon broathed for any length of time it
imparted & sensation of drynoss to the air
pasgigos, inducing the men to' breatho
guardedly and with lips comprossed.

" A story is told of an editor who
died, went to honven, and was' donied 'ad-
mitthnoe, lost he should meet some delin-
quent subsoribor, and bad feelings would
be engendored in-thut peaceful clime. Iiav-
ing to go somewhere, the oditor next ap-
peared it roglons of dirknoss, buk'wis pos-
itively rofused admittande, as the jplasewas
fall of delinquent subseribers, ' 'Wearily
the editor turned buck to the colestial alty,
nnd was met by the watohman of ‘the port-
‘nls with o smile, who maid: “1 ‘was mis-
‘taken, you oan enter ; thore I nodelinguent
subgoriber in heaven.” e




