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"IP'HE BINGER SEWING MACHINE ix s0 well
l knowin tht 1818 not nédesaaty to mention

ITH MANY GOOD QUALITIES:

Every one who has any knowlodge of Sewing
Machines knows that It will do

EVERY KIND OF WORK
In

a Superior Manner.

‘The Machino s easily kept in order; eanily op
orated, and 1y neknowledged by all, to be the

The Best Machine in the World !

Porsons wanting o Sewing Maclhiue should ex-
amine I.ImHinﬁl-r. before purchasing.  They ean
ba bought on the

Most Liberal Terms
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Life Insurance Company,
OF NEW YORK,
STRICTLY MUTUAL !

Asscts, SOG,5i8 0, 1285.02 !

BSUES all the new forms of Polleles, and pre.
rl&lﬁ as favorable terms asany eompany inthe
nlted States.

Thirty days’ grace wllowed on eaoh paywent, and
the polloy held good durlng that time,

Follolés issusd by this Company are non.forfeit
ure.

Noextra oharges nro madefor travellng permits,
Falicy-holders sliare in the sunual profits of the
Company, and have a voloo fn the elections and
manngement of the Company.
No policy or medionl feo charged,
L. W. FROST, President
M. B, Wraxoor, Vice Pros't

J. P.HoaERs, Beo'y,
Jo F, Rt?TONlA -
#nural nt,
No. 6 North Third Street, »
COollege Blook, Harrisburg, Pa.
THOS. H. MILLIGAN,
Bpecial Agent for Newport.
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Pure Concentrated Potash,
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Of double the strength of any other

Sponifying Sabstannoe.
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-Marrying For Love.

| friends he had none, nvering that friend-

YHERE were three alstors who lived
with thelr Unole Gillet, a bachelor, in
thelr old house st Alwater; and in point
ing them out to strangers, the Atwaterites
waore swocustomed (o remark wpon the fact
that It was love or money with them, snd
that & Miss Gillot who married would cense
to ba her unale's heivess.

Nobody knew how muoh Mr. Gillet wan
“worth;" but thet be was undommonly
wenlthy was ocertain. He bad no other
living relations but theso three givlh ; and
his peetiliar prejudices rendeved it unlikely
thnt e would will his wealth nway to nny
benavolent ot public institution whatever.
8o to whom counld he leave the gold that
he conld not take out of the world with
him, unless it were to Georgina, Millicont,
and Dolly Gillet

All regulnrly institutod public charities

Mr. Gillet declared were ' frands" and

ship was “all humbog." As for mariiags,
it was in his opinion sometbing which all |
wise people eschewed. |

The fact that in his earliest youth a dear !
friend bad stolon from him the affections
of the girl to whom he was betrothed, was
at the bottom of nll this. He trusted no
ong, beoause the two beings be bad once
loved and trusted utterly, had deceived
him, When his brother and his wife both
died in one wook of n fever, the bachelor
uncle had done his best for the yourg peo-
ple. He managed their little income, and
provided luxusries for them which their
means would not bave allowed. He sdu-
cated them, and allowed them a few female
friends,

But as they grow up, one law was main-
tained with foviolable rigidity. There was
to be no gourting, and no marrying be-
neath his roof. Beaux were ulterly for-
bidden; and it was understood in the family
that a Miss Gillet who married wonld be
blotted from her uncle's will,

“What infatuation ]| They'll fight like
eats and dogs fu a year," ke would exclaim
when wedding oards were sent to him.,
“Take n warning by this young couple,
who don't know what is before them girls,
Oh, what infatuation !

And Miss Georgina Gillet would shake
her head, and her young sisters would fol-
low herexample, and they would ery in
chorux, * What infatuntion I

They were protty girls, tall, slender, red-
gheoked, and blue eyed, littlo ears, teoth
like pearls, little mouths like coral, dainty
waists, and cunning hands—girls to be
loved and married by nature; but thero
was Uncle Gillet's money. Bo they grew
up and grew older, still, single, and not one
of themn had a thought of marriage in all
her life,

Thero was Oliver Robb, who had follow-
ed Georgina about te and from church for
ayear. 1 don't think he wanted the heir-
es8 ;1 beliove he loved the girl, but what
use wis it? Georgina had given him n
glance ortwo, aud he had found favor in
her sight ; but he had only a clerk's salary,
aod it would boso delightful to handle
thousands of her own.  And Millicent hiad
mot Rufus King in the apple orchard ouce
or twice ; but Dolly had never bad oven a
passing flirtation—Dolly who wis now
eighteen, and protticat of the three.

It was n well.-understood matter in tho
village, as well as in the family, that marry-
ing n Misa Gillet lost her inheritance. Dr.
Rush, (a bandsome young medick]l man)
had heard it, and belioved it to be troe,
when Uncle Gillet, having a touch of vheu-
mutism, sent for him to presoribe. Hebad
nlways thought the three slender girls, with
ripe, round checks, dappled with peach
eolor the prettiest thiogs he bad ever seen ;
but when he stood face to face with Dolly,
he fell in love with her as she went out of
the room, nnd Uncle Gillet looked at him
sharply.

"My niece isa pretty girl,"' bLesaid 1
see you think so. Bbe's a sénsible girl,
too. They are all senaible girls ; they pre-
for w singlo life and pecuniary indopend-
ence, to the miseries of marrying.

" By your advics, I believe sir,"' obsary-
ed the dootor,

" They consider me a man of experience,
and I'm entitled to respect.’

“ But ore you not rathor hard, sir?"
said the dogtor. A beautifol girl like
that—-7"

“Hard?"' orled Unole Gillot. What's
love worth? Tt Mdes ina week and is
stove dead in a year. What do men give
Wheir wives but decelt and noglect 7 Bither
the wife deceives the hosband, or the hus-
band the wife. Hotter never to love than
to seo love die.  Dolly's a dear littie girl
[ hope alie'll never fling hersell Jnto auy
oue’s arms, to be dropped when the sweot-
vess bos boen kised out, That's wife's
destiny. If she ever does, no movey of
mine over goes inte the brule's pockets.”

"ls all the faalt onthe man's slde ™
aaked the dootor.

“It's & miserable muddle’ altogether,
thia marriage," unid Uncle Gillet; *'don't
talk about it sny more.*

Dr. Rush did not, at that tmeo, but
about dusk next evening, Delly, eroming
tha bridge just oul nt Atwater, paused Lo
look down in the' watef ; ‘ind thep. and
thers some ono oawe behind her nud maid,

¥ Mins Glllet 1 '

Bhie ttined with a start. It was Dr.
Ruah, It is growing »o late that I mean
to woo you homs,'' he said. I have juat
left the good uncle ; he ia better,  Ho will
be well in & day or two. Ha has o strong
coustitation, and isn man to live to be a
hundred years old,"

“I'am yvery glad,” said Dolly.

“1 think you aro seventoon,” said the
dootor, smiling,

CWell,” orled Dolly, ‘ladies don's
tell their ages ; but I am that and a year
more,'

“Your uncle is ifty,” said the doctor.
““You will probably bo sixty-sevon when
he takes his doparture.”

“My gooduess!" oriod Dolly; ‘'how
tercibly old 1

“You dou't really mean to live single
all that time 9" asked Dr, Rush,

“Of courso 1 do,”” said Dolly, as tnno-
oontly as possible.

"1 don't mean to let you," said the dog-
tor. 1'min love with you. If mortal love
has any power, 1'm goiug to enll you my
wife. Confound the money. I'll give yon
all you wank, OF course yon don't cire for
me | but I'll make you, Do you want mo
to swear to it 2"

“Ob, meroy! no,’” sald Dolly. “You
are very nioe, and I'm sure I—but T don't.
I oan't over. Oh goodnesa ! don't talk so.

“You can't eved like me?” nsked the
doctor, insinontingly,

“No, Idon't meun that,” said Dolly.
T can’t ever marry."

“Hut you'll takea walk over the bridge
to-morrow "' said the doctor.

“Well, perbaps go,” snid Dolly

And so she did.  8he took o great many,
und at Inst, one day, Dr. Rush was allowed
to slip a ring upon hor finger, and to liss
her hand.

1 shan't bave a penny,” said Dolly.
““¥You are sure you don’t mind 9"

**All the pennies wo want I can earn my-
self,"" said the doctor.

“But uncle will be so angry "
Dally demurely,

“HatIam so glad I' said Dr, Rush,
‘““And you must tell the truth atonoe,
and marry me in a month. Promise
Dolly."*

Dolly promised.

Goorgina and Milly sat at work together
that evening, while Uncle Gillet read to
them. Dolly was not sewing. Bhe held
the work, it is true, but her hand never
moved townrd the needle. Bhe did not
hear a word that was uttered ; but when
at lust there came a pause, she dropped the
muslin and stirted to hor feot,

‘1T you pleass, uncle,”” she said *‘there's
something T moust tell, 1 can't keep it
secret any longer. It Isu't a bad thing—
it's agood thing only I knew you'd be
angry, I'm going to marry Dr. Rush.”

Goorgina and Milly sereamed in cho-
rus,

*“We don't care for losing the monoy,
said Dolly. “Money s nothing compared
with love); but we want to be friends here
st home,  As for things lefv in wills, it's a
miserable sort of hope. I'm glad I shan't
have any. 1f you'll only not be angry, and
come to soe us, and let us come to see you
that's all we hope. Ho's perfectly splen-
did, dear Richard Rush is. 1 love him
awflully ; and we're to be married this day
month no matter what anybody says.”

“ You nre, eh 2" said Uncle Gillot.

“Yes, sir,” said Dolly,

** And he knows my opinion "'

“Or course,” sald Dolly, *“He knows
that I'll never have a penny,'

“Then make fools of yourselves i you
like,"" sald Uncle Gillet.

“You'll como to the wedding, won't
you ?*" asked Dolly.

“No; bat I'll let your sisters go,” saidl
Uncle Gillet,  *I never go to weddings ov
exoursions.’

Eo the wedding come off.

Dolly, in white muslin, married ber
Riohard Rush. Georgina and Millicont
wept, as custom required, and spoke to
their sistor as ** poor Dolly.”” They were
very kind, as to u beloved but misguided
lunatio, and gave hoer usefl presonts, and
promised to do‘all they could for Lior.

Dolly did not_ feel that she wanted any-
thing. They seemedd poor to her, though
holresses who hind no one to love them,
Sha wont to Ler husband's home, and never
n cloud came botween them, and nover a
change fell on their love.

Uncle Gillot never mado thom a presont ;
but he came to dine sometimes, and always
kissed the lust baby. As for the Misses
Gillet, they had no meansat commnand,
though they had wuch fine prospects. Oliver
Robb had beon dismissed long before by
Georgina. B8he had told him plainly that
she could not sacrifice mammon to love.
And Millleont Ead  another moeting with
Rufus King in the orchard.

“It's the last time, Milly,” Rufus had
sfid. “loan't go on offering mysell for
ever; but Ilove you better than my life,
and always shall.”

“1 like you, Rafus,” sald Milly, *and
it seoms haed ; but unole will ‘ot relent.
I can't load s poor woman's life even for
,w.ll

“Then goodbye, Milly,”" said Rufus.
“There's no love where money can be set
agninst iv.”’

‘8o they partod. And now Georgina was
forty, and Milly thirtywight, and Dolly
Chirty-five.

" Business wan worse with the dootor, A

sold

richer prastitioner bad takeon much of his
prachio.

Dr. Rush trudged over the country in all
woathors and all hours | and so one night
some raflisn, who did not know how empty
Lis wallst was, nttacked him ina lonely
place; aod left him for dead.

A farmor going homeward early, carried
bim in bis cart, and he was ocared for as
wall as might be ; but a broken leg and a
dislocated shoulder are no light matters,
and Dolly hardly knew whatto do o
whore to turm.  She was only sure of one
thing, her love for Richard, whioh grew
greater with every trial,

For the sake of this sho put hor prido
down, and leaving the serviant with baer
husbadd one day, trudged over to haer
uncle's hotse? As she drew poar, sha re-
flected on the fact that sho was nctually
in nood of charity. It was a bitter
thought.

Bho paused within sight of the house,
hardly daring to go on ; and as she did so,
she saw that all the blinds were down,
Home one was dead.

Faint with terror, Dolly burried on.
the hall, horvsisters, who had seen her
coming, hastencd to meet her., Unclo
Gillet was dead. He had expired suddonly
at the dinner table, and the ladies were
overcome with grief and excitement. Buat
they put their arms about Dolly, and prom-
#ed hor Lo do all they counld,

# Just now it isn't much, said Georgina.
“Bot wo shall be rich women and will
help you constantly,’

“1 knew poor Dr. Rnsh ocouldn't got
on,” said Milly. “ Poor dear man! He
shall see that we can be friends ; and if you
like, we'll tako two of the children.'

“ Never that,”" said poor Dolly. **Thank
you, but they are our jewels.'

Georgion smiled. &  °

“Uncle meant kindly,"" sho said, ** but
it is bard. 'We're lonely sometimes, Dolly;
Milly only meant that,”

Then Dolly's heart meltod.

“They shall come to see you often,"’ she
said,

fihe went into the dead man's chwmbor
and wept over the quist figure lying there ;
and went home ngain with her bowl of
wing and jelly, and a fow sovoreigns.

“We'll benbletodo so mueh more,"
said Milly, “when the will has been
read.”’

« “You've paid doarly for yiclding to me,
Dolly," said the suffering man, as she
ministered to him. “Don't you wish
you wore still Miss Giliet and an heiress "'

But Dolly said “ No,” from her heart.
Neither did sho feel anything but tender
sorrow for the prejudiced old man, whom
she had been very fond of. *I ohose,”
sbe said to hersell, ““and I choso wall.”

8he went to the funeral, Goorgina send-
ing her the black dress. As she sat in the
parlor afterwards, awaiting the reading of
the will, her thoughts wandered baok into
the past; and the monotonous rendering
of the saids and aforesaids made no im-
pression upon her, until her own vpame
caught ber ear. Then she looked up. Mil-
licent and Georginn were both staring haid
at ber.

“What is it?" sheasked timidly,
did not hear,"

Millicent had covered her face with hey
handkerchief, and was crying., Georgina
bad flushed red as » peony,

"It means that we've been slaves all
these years for nothing,” she said, “You
are the hoiress. What have you been
thinking of that you have not heard,

What Georginn said was trup.  Fooon-
tric to the last, Uncle Gillet had left all his
fortune to tho niecs who had married be-
cause s ho atated, she had proved to bim
that there was such a thing as love in the
world ; and had loft to his single nieces,
who had crushed their hearts for money's
sake, flve hundred dollars a year, leat some
fortune-hunter should marry them for their
money.

Yen, Dolly was the heiress; and Rush
might take his own time in getting well,
and have no anxiety about money ; and for
this reason Dolly was glad ; but shie said
to hor sisters that what was hors was thelrs
and soothed thom with tender, loving kind-
ness for thelr gront dissppolntmont,

Georgina liven with her still, but Milli-
cent doos not. Rufus King heard of what
had happened and came back to Atwater.
Ho bad & bald bead, and her pink cheeks
wero gtmai]hut thay both remembered tho
apple orchard, an

#0 there was another
wedding, And somebody told me, the
othar nzn],

his first  wife, had been h

that Oliver Robb, having lost

eard to say that

Georgina Gillot was the finest-looking lady

in Atwater, if she was forty. So who
knows what may happon next?

Soclal Houor.

Every person should cultivate n nice
sense of honor. Jo & hundred different
ways this most filting adjunct to the lady
or gentleman is often tried, For inatanoe,
ono is the guest of & family where, perhaps,
the domestic machinery does npot run
smoothly. There s sorrow in the house
unsuspected by the outer world. Bome-
times it in a dissipated son, whose oonduct
is » shame anda grief to bis parents;
sometimes n relative, whose cvcentricitios
and poculiaritios are » cloud on the home.
Or, worst of all, husband and wife may not
be in nccord, snd thare may be often bitter
words spoken aud barsh recriminations.
In any of thess cases, the guest is {n honor

In
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bound to be blind and doal, us far an peo | punsed

plo without are goncefned.

A Remarkably Case,

YHE Augusta (Me.) Jowrnal han the
following acoount of & protracted but-

tle batween two oxen in that State: * Mr,
Corydon Chanwick and Mr. Sulllvan Erak-
ine have a pagture in common nt Bouth
China, which they use for the pasturage of
oattle in the pasture. My, Chanwick and
Mr. Erskine have oach an ox with a lopped

or orooked hori J.lwihom of otie and
tho lefy o!'ll%ﬂn, ving that peeulinr
formation, Thowioxen wore t Jocen in-

to the T st
them o HIat i
of whicly we are t0 spouk toole

soveral days theso oattle had been missing ;
whon the other cattle eame up these were
not among the mumber. How many days
thoy had  been missing before search was
fnstituted s not definitely known; but
becoming alarmed the ownors wont in
quest of them. Coming to an opening in
tho woods, covering an nren of about
half an nore, Mr, Chanwick, wlhio went in
search, came upon a sivkening spectaole,
The lopped homs of the oxen were clasped,
and the exhausted animals, united, com-
pactly, atood face to face, walting for
death, having apparently given up the
struggle, It is supposed that while they
were engaged in play their horne became
entangled; failing to disconnect themeelves,
a terrible strugglo of several days took
place. The open space wis literally torn
up, as though it had been plowed with o
sub-goil plow. When they were turned

into the pasture thoy were large, fat,
seven-feet oxen, but now thoy had becomo
so omaciated and famished that & person
could almost clasp them around with his
arms. They wore perfectly doocile when
found, but Mr. Chanwick counld not untia
the knot, The hora of each was sunk into
the other's head, nud it was only by calling
help, and sawipg the hornsoff, that a
soparation ocould be effected. 'There were
festering sores where the horns went in.
Thus a mortal econflict, lasted oight days,
had been going on botween thead oxen,
who in that time had not pavtaken of any
sustenance, and perbaps had not been ablo
tole down. Their jaws bad to be pried
open, aod groel administered to them.
Their hoads bad been uuited so closely
that their faces were bare tothe bone. 1t
is possible the animals may live."

Friend and Enemy,

Death is & sure visitant at every home.
Rich and poor, young and old, alike must
meot his summons. How different in as-
pect to those who are roady and waiting
for His gull, from the dread of His pres-
ence brings to the heart of the unprepared.

An old Scotch ministor lay sovely il), and
a neighbor ealling upon him said :

““Do you really think youare dying,
dear sir

Looking up calmly, he said: * Really,
friend, I am not anxious whether I am or
not; forifIdio Ishallbe with God, if 1
live He will be with me.”

When the great historian, Gibbou, was
drawing noear the close of his life, he was
asked how the world appesared to him.
Buid the dyiog skeptic :

“All things are fleoting. When I look
back 1 sce they have been, When I look
forward all is dark and doubtfal.’*

- -
To be Children of God.

“What is the use of being in the world
unless  you are somebody ' said o boy to
his friend.

“Bure enough, and I mean to be,"
answered the other, “Tbogan this very
day. T mean to be somebiody.”

Ashton locked CGeorge in the faco.—
“Bogan to-dny! How? What do you
mean to be '’

“A Uhristian boy, and so0 grow to ben
Christinn man," said George. 1 believe
that is the greatest somebody for us to
M.U!

George is rvight, Thore is no bhigher
mavhood ; and it is in the power of overy
boy to reach that. Every boy eannot be
rich ; every boy cannot be a king; every
boy cannotbea lord; but God asks you
all to a Christian manhood-—to be his sons,
and so, with his Bon Jesus Ohrist, to be
hoirs of heaven, g

I3 A Welsh Calvinistio minister, woll
known o bhls day as “Bammy DBreose,"
wai onlled npon to preach, amongst othors,
at one of thoso periodical gatherings pop-
ular amongst the Welsh, which are, as it
were, fensts or sermons—two, three, or
even four preachers sucoeeding oach other
in the pulpit—perhaps in Welsh or English
altornately. The young man who imme-
distely preceded Bammy had taken as his
text, ‘“He that believeth not shall be
damued ;"' but ‘‘bogged pardon'’ of his
audience for tho strong language he was
using, Bammy got up after him aod road
thoe same text, *'Hrethren,” sald he, in
his honest Welsh-English, “Our young
friend has been fery folne to-might, and
vory polite. T am vot fery folne, and T am
not polite ; but T will presch a little bit of
gospul to you, ‘‘He that bolisvoth not
khall be tamned,” and I begs no par
dons,”’

&~ Whitfield produced groat effect upon
his hearers on oue ocovasion, by an illustea-
tion which sppealed (something in the
samo way as Our Billy's) to the eye as well
as tothe ear. “You seom to think salva
tion an ousy matter,” sald Whitfield.—
“Oh! Just ns opsy us for me to oatoh that
inseot passing by me.” Ho made a grasp
at » fly, real or imagivary, Then he
» moment and opened his hand—
“Bat I bave missed it,"




