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TEE BIEST
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CHILAPRST!
THE “ SINGER"
SEWING MACHINE.
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BINGER MAOHINF.
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SINGER

BINGER MACHINE.

l’l‘RH BINGER BEWING MACHINE ls so well
Known that it s not neceasary to mention

ITE MARY GOOD QUALITIES{

Every ene who has any knowledge of SBewling
Machines knows that it will do

EVERY KIND OF WORK
In a Superior Manner.

The Machine is sasily keptin order: caslly op
erated, and s scknowledged by all, to be the

The Best Machine in-the World !

Persons “almng'n Hewing Maohine should ex-
aming the Binger, bafore purchiasitg.  They can
be bought po

Most Liberal Terms

OrF

F. MORTIMER,
NEW BLOOMFIELD, PA.,

Genernl Agent for Perry Co,

& Or of the following Loeal Agunts on the
KA terms:

A. F, KEIM,
Newpart, 'a.

JAS, P. LONG,
Duncannon, Pa.

NEW YORK
CONTINENTAL

Life Insurance Company,

OF NEW YORK,
BTRICTLY MUTUAL!

Assets, §0,530,325.0:2 1

SHURSallthe new forms of Polloies, and pre.
J mnuu lu\mnhla terms asany company in the

Thirt dun‘ grace allowed on ench pnymnnt and
the polioy held good during that tim

Policlea insued by this Company nrt non-forfelt
ure.

No uulcllum are madefor traveling permits,

Jholdars shars In the annual profits of the
Ln ) nnd Il.un n volow In the slections and
ma ,
No pallur or lndiul loaalnrm
08'1". ﬁu&d
l.mr. Pros't.

.l’.loulll M
! P 4. F, BATON

w‘i |
No. 6 North Third Strest, e
Collegs Block, Harrisburg, Pa.

THOS. l! MILLIGAN,
Special Agent for Rewport.

B' T. BABBITT'S
Pure Concentrated Potash,

OR LYE,

Of double the strength of any other
-Bponlib‘lng Hubstance.
Ima

G421y)

o

Pdk ", nnd [ umlr mt
13 n ‘3‘2 uI' w uhndllupnp
&n 13 mm = |
emuin ns nml la on;w.mm 3 10 bo

for mltl lll!’(‘ loli sonp witl. s W

necompanye” th

B. T BABBITT,

&l to M WAHHI!IGTOH bt. N' l

| Bashtul Bill aud the Widow.

——

IFE,"” wsnid Ed, Wibur one

morning ns he sat stirring his
coffee with one hand and holding a plom
onle on his knee with the othor, and look-
ing moross the table {nto the bright eyes of
his neat Hetle wife, * wouldn't it be a good
Joke to got Bachelor Bill Bmiley to take
Widow Watson to Robinson's show next
woek "

“You can't doit, BEds; be won't adk
her, he's a0 awful ahiy. Why he came by
here the othor morning when [ was hang-
ing out some clothes, and he looked over
the fence and spoke, but when I ahook out
apight gown he blushed like a gid and
want away."'

“T think I ocan manage it,"" sald Ed. :
“ but I'll have to lie fust n little, Bat then
it wouldn't be much barm undor the ole-
cumatances, for 1 know she likes him and
be don't dislike her; but, ns you say, he's
shy. I'll just go over to his place to bor-
row kome bags of him, and if I don't bag
him before I come back, don’t kiss me for
n woek, Nelly,” -

So saying Ed. started, and while he is
mowling the fields we take w look at Bill
Bmiley. He whs rather a good-looking
fellow, though his hair nnd whiskers ahow-
¢d some grey hairs, and he bad got in a set
of artificinl teeth. DBut every one said he
was n good souland s0 he wns, He had
ns good n bundred acre farm ns any in
Norwich, with a new liouse and everything
comfortable, and if he wauted n wife, many
a girl would haye jumped at the chance
like a rooster at n grasshopper. Bill was so
bashful—alwnys was —and when Suosan
Berrybottle, that he was sweet on (though
be never sald “boo" to her,) got married
to old Watson be jost drew Lis head, like a
mud turtle, into his shell, and there was no
gotting him ont again, though it bad boen
moticed that since Busan had become =2
widow he bad pald more attention to his
clothes and bad been very regular in his
attendance nt the church that the fair wid-
ow attended.

‘*But bore comes Ed. Wilbur,"

“ Good morning, Me. Smiley !

“Good morning; Mr. Wilbur.
the news your way "'

“0Oh, nothing particular, that I know
of,” sald Ed. “‘only Robinson's show that
everybody and his girl is going to. T was
over to old Backrider's lust night, und I see
his son Gus Lhns got n new buggy and was
scrubbiog up his haroess, and he's got that
white faced colt of hisalick osaseal. 1
understand ho thinks of taking the Widow
Watson to the show. He's been banging
round a good deal of late, but I'd just like
to cut him out, I would, Susan isa nice
little woman and deserves n better man
than that young pup of a fellow, thongh I
wouldn't blame ber mueh elther if she
takes him, for she must be dreadful lone-
some, and then she lns to let her farm out
on shares and it isn't half worked, and no
ono else seems to have spunk enough to
apenk up to her. Dy jiogo! If T werea
single man 1'd show him a trick or two.

Bo saying, Ed. borrowsd some bags and
stirted around the corner of the barn,
where be had left bill sweeping, and put
his ear to a knot hole and listened, know-
ing that the bachelor had a habit of talk-
ing to himself when anything worried him.

“Confound that young Bagrider ! said
Bill, “what business has he, then, I'd like
to know ¢ Got a new buggy, has he? Well,
80 have 1, and got new huarness, too; and
his horse can’t come in sight of mino ; and
[ declare I've half a mind to—yes, I will!
I'll go this very night and ask her to go to
the show with me, I'll show Ed. Wilbur
that I nin’t such a ocalf as he thinks I am,
If I did let old Watson get the start of mo
in tho first place I'' 4

Ed. eould searce help laughing outright,
but he hakelly hitched the bags on his
abhoulder, and with a low chuookle at his
succoss, sturted home to tell the news to
Nelly ; and about five o'clock that evening
they saw B{llgo by with his borse and
buggy on his way to the widow's. He jog-
god along quietly thinkisg of the old aing-
lng sohool days—and ‘what a pretty girl
Busan was then—ind wondering inwardly
if he would bave more courage now to talk
to her, uptil at o distance of about a mile
from ber house he oame to a bridge—over
n large creele—and it so happened that just
us be veachoed the middie of the bridge he
gaven tremendous mneoze, and blew his
teath out of Lis mouth, and clear over the
dashboard, striking on the planks thay rall.
od over the side of the bridge and dropped
Into four feet of water.

Words canuot do . justice to poor Bill, or

What's

" paint the expresalon of his fuco as he st

there—completely dumbfounded nat this
startliog plece of 11l luck, After a while
he mepped outof the buggy, and getting
on his hauds and knees looked over into
the water. Yes, there they were, at the
bottom, with a crowd of little flshes rub-
bing their nosss against them, and Bill
wished to goodness that his nose wasas
close for one second. His beautiful teeth
that bad cost bim  so much, and the show
coming on nod no Hwb to get  snotlier set
—and the widow and young Saclrider.

| Well, he must try sad got them somchow |

w—and ng time to lose for some one might
come aloog snd ask him what be was fool-
ing around there for. He had no notion of

cpo'illng his good clothes by mdlng- in with
thom on, and besides, If Le did that be
could not go to the widow's that night,so he
took alook upand down the road to see
that no one was in_sight, and quickly un-
drossed bimself, layiog his clothes in the
buggyto keep them cloan, Then be ran
around tothe bank and wadad into the
almost loy cold water'; but his teeth did
not ohattor in his bead, he only wished they
could. Quietly lLe waded along so as not
tostir up the mud, and when he got to the
tight spot he dropped under water and
canie up with the teeth in his hand, and ro-
plaved them in his mouth.

But hark ! What noise ia that? A wagon !
and a lttlo dog barking with ull his might,
nod Lis borse isstartiog. ** Whoa ! whoa !'*
safd Bill, as he splashed and flonndered
out through mud and water. * Confound
the horse, Whoa! Whoa! Btop, you
brute, stop !'" But stop  be would not, but
went off at a spaoking pace with the unfor-
tunnte bashelor after him and the little dog
yelping after the backelor., Bill was cor-
tainly in oapital runnoing costume, but
though he strained every nerve ho could
not tonch the buggy or roach the lines that
wore dragging on the ground. After a
while his plag bt ehook oft the seat nod
the hind wheel went over it making itas
flat ns a pancake. Bill soatohed it as he
ran, after jamming his fist into it, stuck
it, all dusty and dimpled, on his head. And
now he saw the widow’s house on the hill,
nnd what, oh what wonld he do ! Then his
cout fell out and he slipped it on, and then
making n desperato spurt he clutohed the
back of the seat and scrambled (o, and
pulling the buffalo robe over his legs,
stuffed the other things beneath. Now,
the horse happened to be one that he gob
from Bquire Moore, and he got it from the
widow, and be took it into his bead to stop
at her gate, whiclh Bill had no power to
prevent, as bo had not the possession of the
veins; besides he was too busy buttoning
Lis coat up to his ohin to think of doing
mnoh else, The widow heard the mttle of
the wheels and looking out and seeing that
it was Mr, Smiley, and that he did mnot
offer to got out, she went to the gate to seo
whitt he wanted, and thers she stood chat-
ting, with her white arms on the top of the
gate, and her smiling face turned right to-
woard him, while tho cold chills ran down
his shirtless back clear to his bare feot be-
neath the buffalo robe, and the water from
his hair and the dust from his hat had com-
bined to make some nice little streams of
mud that came trickling down his face.

Blie asked him to come in. No, e was
in o horry, he said, Still be did not offer
togo. He did not like to ssk her to pick
up his reins for him because he did not know
what excuse to make for not doing it him-
self. Then bhe looked down the road be-
hind him and saw a white-faced horse
coming, and, at once surmising that it was
that Gua Backrider coming, he resolved to
do or die, and hurriedly told his errand.
The widow would be delighted to go, of
course she would. But wouldn't he come
in. No, he was in a hurrey, ho said ; bad
to go on to Mr, Green's place.

“(0h," said the widow, * you're going to
Mr. Green's are you? Why, I was just
going there myself to get one of the girls
to help me quilt some.  Just wait a second
while [ get my bonnot and shawl, and I'll
ride with you.”' And away she skipped.

“Thunder and lightoing ! said BIill,
‘“what a sorape !"" and he bhastily olutohed
his pants between his feet, and was pre-
paring to wiggle iunto them, when a light
wagon, drawn by a white-faced horso driven
by & boy, came along and stopped beside
bim. The doy held up a palr of boots in
one hand and a pair of socks in the other,
and just as the widow reached the gate
again, he said :

“ Here's your boots and socks, Mr. Smi-
ley, that you left on the bridge when you
were swimming.”

“You're mistaken,"" said Bill, *' thoy're
not mine.”

“ Why," said the boy, ‘' ain't you the
man thut had the race after the horse juat
now '

“No, sir, I am mot! You had better go
on about your business.” Bl sighed at
the losa of his Bunday boots, and turning
to tha widow, sald :

“ Just pick up the lines, will you, pleass ;
this brute of » horse is forever switohing
them out of my hands."” The widow com-
plied, and then be pulled one corner of the
robe cnutiously down, and she got In,

“What a lovely evening,' said she,
“and so warm, I don't think we naed the
robe over us, do we '

You soe, sho had on anloe dress and &
pair of new gaiters, and she wanted to show
tham,

“Oh, my "' said Bill, enrnostly, *‘you'll
find it cohilly riding, and I wouldn't have
you eatoh cold for the wor

Bhio seemed ploased at his tender care for
her health, and conlented hoerself with
stioking one of her little feet out, with a
long wilk peck-tle over the end of it.

“What is this, Mr. Bmiley? a neck-
ﬂ‘."'

“Yes, I bought it the other day, and
must have left it in the buggy. Never
mind ig," -

Y Bat,'" she sald, it wis 80 oareless,"
and stooping mm up and made
s motion to stull i them.

Bill Celt bor hand golng dowa, and mak-

iug a dive after it clutohoed it In hik and
held it hard and faat,

Then thoy went on quite n distanes, Le
holding her noft little band in his and won.
dering what be should do when they got to
Greon's, und she  wonderiog he did not sy
something nice to her ns well'na to squoeze
her hand, and why his cdat wis buttoned
up so tightly on suoh & warm eveniog, aud
what made his faco and hst so dirty, until
a4 they were going down a little hill one of
the traces came unhitohed and they had to
stop,

YO murder I anid Bill, what next I'"

“What is the matter, Mr. Smiley 7' said
the widow, with n start that came near
Jorking the robe off his knoes.

“Omne of the traces is off,”” said hoe.

‘' Well, why don’t you get out and put it
an '

“ 1 onn't," sald Bill; “1've got—that is,
I haven'f got—ol, desr, I'm so sick, What
shall 1 do !

“Why, Willie,"" maid she tenderly,
“what is the matter, do tell me?" and she
gave his hand a little squeeze, and Jooking
into lils pale and troubled fmoe,she thought
hie was goiog to faint; so she got oub her
smelling bottle with her left band, and
pulling the stopper out with her teeth she
stuck it to his nose.

Bill was just taking in breath for a
mighty sigh, and the pungent odor made
him theow back his head so far that he
loat his balance and wont over the low hack-
ed buggy. Thelittle woman gave n slight
sorenm a6 his big bare feet flow by her
head ; and covering her face with her hands
gave way to tears or smilos—it was hard
to tell which., Bill was *right side up"
inn minute, and was leating over the baok
of the seat humbly apologizing, when Ed,
Wilbur and his wife and baby drove up
behiud and stopped. Poor Bill felt that
ho would rather have been shot than have
Ed. Wilbur eatoh him in such a serape,
but there was no halp for it now, o he
anlled Ed, to him and whispered in his oar,
Ed. was hke to burst with suppressed
Inughtaer, but he beckonsd to his wife to
drive up, and after saying something to
ber, he helped the widow out of Bill's
buggy into his, and the two women went
on leaving the men behind. Bill lost no
time In arrsoging his toilet ns woll as he
could, and then with great persuasion Ed.
got him to go home with him, snd hunting
up slippers and socks and getting him
wished and combed, had him quite pre-
sentable whon the ladies arrived. I peed
not tell how the story was all wormed out
of bashful Bill, and bow they all laughed
asthoy sat around the tea-table that night,
but will eonclude by saying that they wont
to the show together, and Bill has no fear
of Gus Backrider now.

This is the story about Bill and the Wid-
owns I hadit from Ed. Wibur, and if
there is anything unsatisfactory nbout it
sk him or his wife.

A Lucky @irl.

FPHE following story of o lucky servant

girl, which' may seom stranger than
truth to many readers, is told by the Balle-
fonte (Pa.) Republican: “Ten or more
yoars ago this girl—her name is Alice An-
derson—was brought from the Orplinns’
Home of Pittsburgh by the late Judge
Sehalor. She was s domestio in his house
up to the time of his death, when the fam-
ily gave up housekeepiog and left Belle-
fonte. Since that time—some six years—
she bas been doing housework in different
families of the town, Bhe had no knowl-
edge of her parents, but remembered an
older brother, who came to see her when
shie was o child in the Home. Bhe had not
heard of him for fifteen years, and gave up
all hopes of ever meeting him again. About
a month ago she took a wvotion that she
oould earn more money in the city, and got
a friend to write to an acquaintanoce of his
in Pitteburgh, asking him to secure ber a
situstion in a family there. In a short time
a letter came, informing ber that s situa-
tion had been secured, and that she ahould
come on immediately, It took her s week
or more to make preparntions for the flnal
departure, and In the meantime sho re-
celved another letter from her expected
employer, suking about her history, which
bor friend immeodiately communicated. A
fow days more elapsed, and on the day pro-
oeding hor departure for Pittsburgh she
revelved a lotter from her brother, Dennls
Aunderson. This letter contaimsd some de-
lightful information, Deanis informed her
that bo bad been trying to find her for
many years ; that ho was accldentally told
her name | whereabouts, by the gentleman
who had engaged ber to come to Plitaburg,
That ber reply to his lnquiries placed be-
yond a doubt that she was his long.-lowt
nod anxiously semched for sister. He
would meet her at the Union Depot and
take hor to his home. To make n long
story short, she found her brother. He is
a rotired milroad contraotor, and & wealthy
man.  This is not all.  Four years ago, her
grandmother, Mrs. Ruth Anderson, of
Oincinnatl, died, leaving a fortune of $350,-
000 to bor grandehild, Alice Anderson, if
uhe were ever found ; and if not, then Den-
nis should becomo the beir. Alice Is now

A Lesson for Bays,

HEN I wasa boy, like most other

boys, I often did idle and foolisl
things. Ons day for instance, asl was
walking up the streot, I saw s broken chi-
on tea-cup in the rond. Pioking it up, in-
stead of letting it alone as [ ought to have
done, I began to toss it into the air. This
1 did several times, £ ollo phrow it highs
or with enohi nw | At last, thinking
to toss it 48 M'n!.& potnioes of: tho

houses, L m w.—-—-
Alas, forma ! ﬁmmﬂ-ﬁm and
and the unlucky plecs of erash-

ing through the window of ‘0 dwelling
bouse. Thinking of my fear only, I ran
home as fust ns my feét could " oarry me.
Nor did I either pause or look baok until
1 tarned a corner.

Bhortly nfter this misfortuno the non of
the man whose window I had broken came
home from play. Beeing the window brok-
on, he stood outside with his hands in his
pockots, looking at it. A man passing
sald, “ Your father will think you broke
that window, my little fellow, and he'll
oane you smartly for it

“No e won't,” said the boy calmly,
“for I shall tell him I didn't do it."

“ You may toll bim so, but will he be-
lieve you ' rejoloed the man.

“To be sure he will, He always balieves
what I say."

That was nobly said, aod it was as he
said. That boy wore a diamond, oalled
truth, on his heart, and his father knew
that he could trust him.

Where was 1* Well, I sneaked home,
feeling that I bad done a mean het in not
going straight to the owner of the house
and confesaibg my misfortune. For sevoral
days I carried my secret with me. I was
in torments lest somebody bad seen me,
and should, after all, tell my fothor. At
last my necret was draggod out. A person
who knew me had soan me break the win-
dow and had told the owner of the house.
That gentleman knew my father, and, the
first timo he saw him, told him what I had
done. My father paid for selting a new
square of glass, and on his return home
called me to his side. His face wore a sterm
expression. I trembled and blushed like a
ounlprit, for I knew he had found me out.
Looking right in my eye, he said,

“HPotor, did you break Mr. ('s window
a fow days ago ?'

HYes'" 1 replied, holding down my
head.

“ What did you do that for ?'"’ asked my
father, with loss sternness in his manner,

The worst of my losd was now gone.—
That secret millstone which bad been
crushing me was now rolled off, and I told
my father all about the affair,

“ Poter, my boy,'" said he, nfter hoaring
my story, “Lam glsd youn did not deny
your guilt. I regret you did not play the
mun when your misfostune happened, by

oing to Mr. U. at once. But 1 honor you
? or frankly and truthfully answering my

uestion. I have paid for the window. Go.
llln more careful about tossing old chion
in the street ; and, abowe all, it you should
ever be unlucky or foolsh enough to meet
with a similar nooident, don't run away
like a sneak. Aot the part of n throughout
honest boy, and own your fault at ooce,”’

I promised 1 would, and I tried to keep
my promise, The advieo my fnther gave
me | commend to you, hoping that
will all remamber that it is honest, no
and manly to confess s fault, while to oau-
oenl it is to mot the part of & coward.

Compulsory Kissiog.

Everybody in Paraguny smokes, and ev-
ory female above the age of 13 chews.
I am wrong. They donot ohew, but put
tobacco in thelr mouths, keep i there con-
stantly, excopt when eating, and instoad of
chewing it, rol! ib about aud suck it. Only
imagine yoursalf about to salute the red
lips of & magnificent Jittle Hobe, arrayed
with satin and flashing with diamonds, ns
she puts you back with ono delioate hand,
while with the other she deaws forth from
her mouth o brownish-black roll of tobueco
quite two inobes long, looking like & mon-
stoy grub, and then depositing the savory
lozenge on the brim of your sombroro, puts
up her faoe, nad Is ready for a salute. 1
have sometimes seen an over delicats for-
eigneer turn awsy with & sbudder of loath-
g under such ciroumstances, and got the
epithet of the savage applied to him by the
offended beauty for his sensitive aqueamish-
noas, However, one soon gets used to this
in Pamguay, where you are, per force of
custom, obliged to ldes every lady you are
introduced to, and one-half you meet nre
really pempting enough to render you re-
gardless of the consequences, and yon would
sip the dew of the proffered lip ln the face
of & tobaoco fhotory—even In the doubls-
distilled boney dew of old Virginin,

I Geoeral Butler has 1ol angraven in
enduring granite, several pungent jokes he
perpotrated whilst in command of New
Orleans.  Ove of these is on the bass of the
squestrian broore statue of Gonoral Jack-
son,  Une morming, when the curses of the
people were loudest mod deepest, o stona,
autter, gunrded by afile of soldlers, was
observed in Jockson square commeneing
working with his chisal.  No one knew in
what way ho would dessorate the monu-
ment of the hero of Now Orleans and ench
lottor was walokied as (¢t apponred oa the
base until that declaration whioh made him
famous, * The Union must sod shall bo

presarved,' nnpclud ont by the indig.

uant people.




