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The Old Kitehen Fire.

BY @ WEHSLRY BEAVOsS,

In the home of my ehildhood, whm
tall poplars

Whas a huge m homely
to view,

With its old-fashioned erane and ite
trammels of wire,

That swang the ‘‘vook-pot" o'er the
old kitehen fire.

Pack-logs were, In winter, plled up to
the flue,

With fore-stioks of hick'ry, or maple
in lien;

Whenece bright, cheerful lames would
leap higher and higher,

Tilall was aglow ‘round the old kit +h-
en fire,

In spring time the bacon and should-
ers and hains

Were hung up to cure In those ample
old jamnba,

Aud all the home comforts that heart
could desire

Were plenty and free 'rouud that old
kitehen fire.

When the chores wereall done and the
badk-logs in place

We drew ‘round the table, and, bow-
ing tor “grace,"

All Joined lu thanksgiving, pronoune
ed by the sire,

For blessings surrounding our old
kiteheu tire,

Oft-times was that kitoben the neigh-
bLors' resort

For social enjoyments or Juvenile
wport,

And ehildren would eluster aronud our
grandalre

To bear his war tales by the old kiteh-
en fire,

And mark how he shou'dered his
cruteh ne he eyed

The old flint-lock gun, with i veteran's
pride,

Where it peacefully hung i its green.
baize attire

Upon rude wooden hooks o'er the old
kitchen fire,

Each fortuight “‘the preacher” came
‘roundd on his beat,

And there In sweet unlon the faithfal
would meet;

Nor envied the churoh, with its cloud
plereing spire,
Content to commune

kitchen fire.

‘round the old

The purest enjoywents | ever have
Known,

Were those when ©ulng ol at home
with iy own—

With parents and children, and house-
hold entire,

Awseinbled aronnd the dear old kigel-
en lire.

One soul was ax gentle and sweot as
the dove—

The boud of our cirole,
love,

Whosé hands, though oft weary,
sesmed never to tire

Of labors of love ‘round the old kiteh-
en fire.

its centre of

As thd mother-bird guardeth the nest
of her brood,

Thus watohful was she for our sifety
and good;

And often she tolled n.ltcr all would
retire

Our garmentsa to mend by the old
kitehen fire.

Contentment and happiness reigned

in our home;

We dreamed not of sorrow or parting
tocolne;

Nor thought we how soon our beloved
might expire,

And pass to her rest from the old
kitohen fire.

Death entered our fold, yet we mourh-
ed not alone;

Friends kindly commingled their tears
with our own;

Our grief-stricken hearts llttlc oheér
could noguire,

For the gloom that o‘nrlh-dmud our
old kitehen fire;

The' th' lily was plucked from our
garland of love,

To bloow in smbrosial gardens above,

How could we but murmur at Death's

eruel ire,
As we bore her remalos from the old
Hﬂ-lur

"-
{

her ashes away,
dawn of earth's rally-

willows, where
the sweot-brier,
) tarped tow'rd the
“ “

In all lite's allurements one charm to
adwmire
Like th' home seenes of yore "round
the old kitohen Qre.
—~CHICABO INTRR-OUKAN,
—————E  ~ A —— .

The Midnight Train.

Aeross the dall and brooding night
A glaot flles with dewnon light,

And breath of wreathing smoke:
Around him whirls the reeling plain,
And with a dash of dim disdain,

He cleaves the sundered rock.

In lonely swamps the low wind stirs
The bell of black funeral firs,

Fhat murmur Lo the sky,
THll, startied by his mad eareor,
They seem to keep a hush of foar

Ax If & god swept by,

Through many a dark, will heart of

heath,

O'er boonuing bridges, where beneath
A mighty river brawls;

By rulns, remuants of the past,

Thelr ivies trembling in the blast;

By singing waterfalls. |

The slumnb'rer on his silnt bed

Turus to the light his lonely head,
Divested of his dream:

Long leagues of gloom are hurrisd o'er

Thro' tunnel sheaths, with iron roar,
And shrill night rending seream.

Past huddling hats, past flying farms,
High farnnce flames, whose erison
ars
Are geappling with the night,
e tears along receding lands,
To whers the kingly elty stands,
Wrapt In a robe of light.

Hers, round eaoh wide and gushing
gate,
A orowd of enger faces walt,
And every mmile s known,
We thank thee, O, thou Titan train,
That in the eity once ngaln
We clasp our loved, onr own,
—ALL THE YRAR Rouxn,
Melect Tale.

SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE, SAUCE FOR
THE GANDER.

Ann rale deteclives do not eare to
rolate incidents in whieh they have
figured unsnocesslully, but the ful-
lowing story illustrates the oclevers
ness with which Lbey often bave to
deal.

/ wanin Paris, enjoyiog # few
weeke vacation. Among the ae-
ijunintances which I picked up there
was o cortain Fravoois Dulten, a law.
yer.

To say how I becoma acqnainted
wonld be ratber pazzliog. The proff-
vrod cigar, and exchange of uows-
papers or a passivg recognition, had
riponed under bLiv friendly guaioty
into familiarity.

I bad passed more than one oven-
ing at his song office in the Rue de
Ligne whera ho received his cliétte,

4o rewarked one evening with bis
irresistible smile ;

“Ah, moosieur, bow wounld youn
like & scamper across the Cooti.
oent 1"

“Well enoogh, eaid I, bat my
funde—"

“Do not spesk of money. I can
offer you a splendid chance to com-
bine business and pleasure.”

“lodeed ! Nay I sek where and
bow ”

“Twenty miles beyond Bada—on
the Danube—at Kihsboobati, in o
beautifal manor."

“Well?"

“You will simply take charge of
the only mon of a wealthy baron,
Emil von Magar," adding, ia bis
bright, bland way : “He is bat fif-
teen, aod has been placed in a Paris
school ; but alas | disense has den
veloped iteelf, nud the father has
determiuved to recall bhim. It in im-
portant that be should seok the quiet
of his native valley.”

Another qaestioning broaght out
the facte that a liberal sam per week
sod expenses were to be paid, sod
that it might require wome ocantion
o pass through Auastris—for Hun-
gary where the baron lived was then
under bav, The barom, it weewms,
was already sospeoted for complicity
in plots, and the son bad amall dis-
oretion of ¢

It chimed in wall with my inclina-
tiona T desired greatly to ses the
bome of tbat proud Magyar people
of whom Kossuth was so noble an
example.

“Really," thought I, *this i looky.
I am to be paid for doing the very
thing I long for,”
Avit was neosssary to bave »
passport, I, fa company with Fran«
cois Dalton visited the sohool where

lnﬂmum
~ Ou ents

{by n palice ofliver, asking we about

oﬂm forly or fifiy yoatbs. Tlnn
conld be no mistakiog bis sharp fea-
Lures, raven bair aad black eyea.

“Thia in the gentleman, Emil, who
bas consented to take you home,"
snid the lawyer.

Emil looked into my face with a
qnestioning glance, and then
ing my haod, said with suoh out-
spoken sincerity that I folt drawa to
him at once :

“Sir, I sball bave no fears with

It wan the hearty expression of an
ansophisticated mind. Dalton then
wpoke ;

“He is an American and be will
boe kind to you. Remomber to obey
him exactly.”

“Then he batea the Austriave.
Hoin one of that nation where all
aro froe ; where our grand Kossath
wad treated like & prince! This
good American sball eee bow our
voble poople are treated by the
dospioable tyrants.”

“Hush, hush, Ewil ; you must not
take like thin !” then turning to me
ho said : “The very children of that
pound raco are filled with the deep
sonee of wrong."

“Not to be wondered at,” said I,
as [ recalled the ncconnts which M.
Dalton had given me.

“When I'm & man!" exclaimed
the bandeome lad, I will killJAas-
traine—they are not fit to live !"

“Kuwil," I soothingly replied, “my
dear boy, repress this feeling, or we
nover shall reach your home alive.”

The following day I and my
chargo started In due tlime we
reached Vienna. A bundred miles
up the Danabe and we should boe at
the baron's enstle.

Uneventful days they wore. |
sctoally suffored with the emotions
of my little friend ; I learned to ad-
mire his prond epirit, as | watehed |
bin flashing eye whenevor ho wpoke
of his beloved conntry, or when he
shrank from the questioning of
some distrustfal official,

1 saw his gqnivering lip
tended noetril when, after

and dis- |
some of

RTASP- | yontored a dalicate little cough, ne a
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in n second like Auirln ohaina.

An emaciated, spindly youth, with
gold eyeglasses, was prosent, scan.
iog the HAerald

The exquinite never turned a hair
al my eontrance. He wenton read.
iog. giving an ooccasional yawo. I

signal that [ was anzioos to ioter-
view one of the tail feathers of the
American eagle !

Not a quiver in the attitude of the
daundy.

I was nol aconstomed to auch im-«
portinsnce, so | let out & little plain
Yankeo talk.

Down went the newspaper ; the
gold eyeglanson wore direated to-
ward me ; & drawliog voice iofirmed
me that the cbief of the embassy wan
away.

Tho old Adam in me grew ss Lig
ns a cirons tont, | yelled :

“You are placed here by the
American government to afford
protection to American sabjects—"

“Lord, my good man, I can't do
nawthiog !"

“Yon were placed bere either for
nee or for ornament yoa little whip-
per snapper! but yon are a dog
goated failure in either enpacity.”

The now frightened elerk drawled |
ont again :

“Here Sam-muel, shew this paw-
non the door !"

Ont [ rosbed, followed by the be
wildered Austrian,

I peed not tell of fonr bhoars ad-
ditional labor, the resnlt of whick
wus my rolease, bowover. I was
driven to my botelr My bLeart was
in my mouth when I learped that
Ewil was not there.

I visited evory hospital and police
atation in Vienoa, All in vain. My
beart bled for the pnor Huogarian
hoy —the geotle lad who was doubt-
leaw longnishing down deep in an
Austrian prison,

A day or two of frutlase Inbor
and anxiety followed, until I wae
aompelled to coufoss mysell boat-
en—I, n Yankea dutective,

Tho poor, trasting youth, with lLis

Aunstrinn
liis  meat,

the close questions of an
officer, ho sank back in
woltleriog :

ean.” |
After dinger 1 stood on the door |
atep of my hotel, and was wocantod 1

my passport.

“1 bave vever keen in Auastria be
fore,” I waid *“bat in Fravea 1 bave
given a gensdarma a conple of frauka
to take my paper to tbe bareau of
police "

“The same may here be done,"”
the oflicial pnlitely answered.

Happy to be rid of the journey, I

submitted the documeat. Hoe hurri- |

ed off, after comparing the descrip
tion.

Aftor Ewil, who was greally fa-
tigued retired [ atarted to the Grand
Opera House, and gave myself up to
the enjoyment of the splendid mu-
sio,

I presume I bhad been there for a
balf hour, when a tap on the shonlder
called my attention,

“Your passport 1"

I explained matters, but to no
purpose, The official was obdurate.
I mast go to the police barean and
acovunt for mysell. Going around
with me to the hotel, I learned that
the paper had not yet been return-
ed.

“Well,” I thoaght it will be all
right, I can explain matlers to the
ohief."

Vaio bope ! After exhansting my
eloquenoce, | was saperciliously in.
formed :

“Until  thie passport is found
Herr must remain in prison "

In wain I pleaded the unprotected
oondition of my cbarge. To prison
I must go. Unce insidethe bare, |
felt how often I had been ivetrn-
mental in sending others there. 1
was mad a8 & horoel—mad enongh
to bito » oail in iwo. I have often

sinesthoaght of the proverb : * What |"

ie eanoce for the gooss is sauce for
the gander,” bat it did not ococar to
me thea.

When morning came / found my
dander rising very high. 1 demand
od to be brought before the Ameris
can cousul. ‘

Wheo we (for the police agent had
o slill in tow) reached the embasey
I bagea to foel improved in spirits,
aa / thongbt of the Americam ocagle.
ﬁlh!llldllliﬂl. sud other in-

pwmwﬂ bird &

| the

l|ll'-3L‘u1l baron. the disteactod
“I trust ull to the gool Amerie, _

oft voposted nasnrancas of faith 1o
“gool  Awmerico” the heart
[)alluul
~oli, | was ina pretty pickle,

I telegraphed to M Dalton :
“Ewil 1 lost ! For God's sake
come vn nt ones !

I received an answor shorlly :

“M. Dultou bas goue. Left no ad-
dress.”

I aenssed my onrelossness, and|
flanhed to the baron at Kisochati :

“XYour son bas mysieriously dis-
appeared from my ebarge Hasten
here 1"

The anawer drove me almost furi-
ous

*Baron von Magar pot known ;
no snch place as Kisocbati.,”

Was [inadream ! [ coold not
sleep for thinking of those big,
pleading eyes, which seomed to fol-
low me wherever I turned,

I grew lhiaggared, and mnat event-
mlly have fallen into brain fever,
bad [ nst besa racwllal to Paris by
a lelegram from one of my own
agenta.

Not knowing what else to do, I
returoed to that magpificent city.
The first person I met, while step-
ping off the train, was FPhilander
Phog, an old aequaintance.

He was amazed ut my ocondition,
for I bad grown thin, snd anxiety
was doubtless painted on my face.

Philnoder harried me to bis roow,
and lashiog me fast to a bottle of
wino wanted to koow what was op,

1 gave bim the history of the case,

“What was the dste of your de-
partore from Paris 7"

“November, 17—Wednesday."

“Just a month ago," be exclaimed.

With a bound, be bad taken dowo
a nowspaper file, and was turoing

over its pages.
Presently, with a goffaw that

Iairly shook the rafters, he fell back
into a obuir, shootivg between bhis

I
P'.'Oh..bordloh.bordl The beat
detective in Amerioa taken in—done
for I

The blood rushed to my face I
sagrily dewanded an explanation ;
bat it was impossible for him to do
Or say more,

He rolled over the floor and held
bis sides, I grew mad,as waa pa-
tural—even madder thap when I was
anpercilliously treated by the fop at
the American Legdation.

I, too, turned lo the ne
In an fostant I suw it all. 7 had
sotaally oue of the most

“ nllllo.ud ill'ﬁ.wu

_‘] .

openlou ont of I'lria--righl from
under the noses of the police agenta.

I bad immortalizad mywell byobap-
eroning Clara Richat out of the resch
of justive. The police bad tracked
hor, after the most tedious opera-
tions, to s certan poink

Emil was the very princess of ad-
voolnresses—apy, thiel, forger, and
marderer. Hor last feat had boen
to rob the yonog Counle-s de Dla-
zonia of her jeweln.

By the coonivavce of Francois
Dalton, she had been admitted ioto
the school ns & Hungarinn boy. A
that point the Frensh detectives
lont ber,

The cordon of French and Flem
ish agonls were dying to know how
and where she orossod the frootier,
for they had made every poiat se
eare,

The proprietor of the soliool was

linnocent and be declared that Emi

had beon his most docile, his mosl
intelligont pupil,

M. Dalton, it bas sioce been as
certained, was the man of reference.
the “fence,” who direoted her game.
It was beliavad that he had eloped
with the dashing young queen of the
erimninnle.

No wonder, indead, that Philan-
der wojncalated “Ob, Lord! Oh,
Lord !" vor thaf | beat a basty ro.
treat from Paris. The story leaves
A bad taste in my wouth to this day,
I confonn,

e i e eyt
His Honor and Bijah.

Jumes Fitzpatrick bad on excuse
for drinkiog two glasses of whiskey
on top of three glasses of beer, It
way his moller-in-law's birthday,
and ba felt it Lbis solemn dutly
commoemorate the same. Buat he

mm ?
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lar walked bim off and put bim be- |
hind the ecold iron bars.

way for 7' asked bis Hooor,

‘Oh, I wae just haviog a little
fun,' replied the prisover. ‘I didn't
koow it was agin the law to make
poetry.’

*Naither is it ; but how wonld yon
feel if the tailor should stand at your
gate and sing :

'O L Jimmy Pitzpririck is again on a
Rppriw,

Anil his eves arg bleary and red |

All over hix buck of wud there's stack

For he took a soft diteh for his bad.’

‘I'd unbioge his constitution for
him !I" was the prompt reply.

‘[ presame so, and [ will now nn-
hioge yours Lo the tune of sixty days
to the Work House.'

‘That's & bad tune, your Honor.'

‘Yes, but it's good enmough fora
poor singer, Stand back.'

The Traveling Terror.

The editor waas stting in his re-
volving cane-bottomed chair, when
Toroado Tom the trasalling terror
of Texas, came in and aded &

bad awindled an orphan out of 84,
“It's m lie cloar through,” sad the

Terror. striking the table with hia

fist, “I'm as good & man aa smells

, |the atmosphere in this ssotion,’

l-h” you are m;‘ -ﬁl
the aditor, meekly,

wdruit litdle ‘and conBdecce

‘My record'll compare larorably

‘What did you want to act in that

relraction of the statement’ that ba |

NO

with yourn,” said the ‘l‘nmr with "
aneer : “perbaps Lbere are a fow lit.
tle back rackels in yoor life, sir, that
wouldn't boar n microscopic invesli
gation."

"Oh, sir," said the editor wvisibly
sgitated, “dou't recall the past ;
don't bring ap the momories of he
tomb ; [ know I've led & hard life—
I don't deny it. I killed Shorty
Barues, the Bowery boy of New
York —backed bim all to pieces with
« knife, T bave atoned for it »
thousand times, I blew & man’
head off at a log roll in Kantneky
wnd bitterly bave | 1opented of my
folly, I wlew a lot of inoffensive eit
izone of Omaha over a paltry 84 pat
sioply bocanse I gut excited. Ob,
oould I out cheat the tomb of the
mon I bave place in its maw | wonld
be iappy. Buat it was all owing 1o
my bigh tempor and laok of enrly
traiviog. I know that [ bave bean
wayward, wicked : and yon have s
right Lo come hore an.? recall thoss
nobappy moemories, but ita d——d
mwenn for all that, Nobody witha
heart wonld treat & wan like you
have. Dou't leave, steangor, 111 tell
youall, | sawoedun wan's besd off

with anold army snbre jost for—.*
The Texns Terror wan down sod

balfway ronnd the eorner. while the

wditor, taking a froali ehow of rattle- |
sonke twisl ocontioued bis pum:uful
avocations ns quietly as a law md
ubiding citizen,

The Arab Boy,

Arab childrep ho found always in-
teresting. In reply to a qnestion as
to hin idens of lify :

“Ooe little follow said that ba was
going to save up his money and Loy
a fow goats, and aftor thnt be should

keop on saving his money, and boy
lour cows.
£ will you do then 1 1 ask-

L T would sell the goals and
s, and bny two or three oum
after you gel your v.um-lnl
Al you do t

/v then,” hnunui Lhut:ghtfull;l
got married,’

|
cafler thut what will you |

11, ! suppose,” said bo, after o
asuso, “after that | maost get
o die”

—

Boy's Composition on Fall. i

efis n boy's componition on
*This ju full, bacsuss it falls !
caeadon of the year. Leaves

o, as well ns thermomoters and |

ico of struw hata.  Old topors, |

o the pledge in sumimer, ar v.-

to lall wheo fall cider makiog

«for straws show whioh way
der goes, Huaskiog corn is cue
plessures of fall, but pleasure

o for boy's [ doo't think,
on want a little fun ; let them
A bosky old mau cun gn
th u good deal of ocorn, wome-
Diggiog taters is  nnoth r of

ill amusements,. The way ]
vdig taters is to wait until

e baked nloely, and then dig
them out of their skios. Most winter
schools are open in the full, The
beat winter schoul | ever went to
dida't open uotil spring, and the frst
day it opened Lthe toachor took mivk
snd theschool honne was locked up
for the aeason, Once ina while we
bave a very sevore full, but wothiog
like the fall of Adam nnd Eve in the
Garden of Kden, Suwmsr Is miss |
vaned, Ibshonld be culled Pride,
tor duesn’t pride go bafore s full "

|

Smith's a Liar.

“Father," bogan s youog Detroiter
the other evening, “were you in Lhe
war 1"

“Yen, my son."

“Wan it awlul 1"

“Yeu"

“Lota of dead and wounded wmen '

“Yea ™

“Did you kill wany ?"

“Whell, I shounldn't like- to moswor
that question.”

“Are you very modost, pa1”

I hope L am too modest to brag.”

“That was what Mr, Bmith meant,
thep, when he was tolliog the men
down at the drug store that you
badu's any war record to brag of.

“He did, eb 1 Smith in s Jisr 1"

“That's what | thought, He told
the men that you rup so fast Lhst be
eoulde't ealeh you on boreebaok, and

'.I‘HE POH'I'.

—_—— e
Published avery Thursday E
JEREMIAH CROUSE, Propy

Terma of Subsenption,
WO DOLLAR® PER ANNUM, Pay-
able vithin six months, or ﬂ.ﬁllifruil
pald within tha year, No paper dise

continued until all arrears S
lulcl unless nt the option of the pub.
ahor,

OuLmTTlhmu outside of the connty
VABRLE IN ADVASCE,

M- Permons Ill‘lln1 and nnlnr. l)m

ululrmnd 0 othars become sy
wid are linble furthe price of the paper

READ!

CLOTHING

FOIR THIE

Million !!
u SIS
BDEATH X0
HEGHE
FPREGES.

THE

Largest

Stock
of

FALE
AND

Clothing
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OVERCOATS

OVERCOATS,
OVERCOATS.
For Men, Youths and
Boys.
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Und’rclothing

from 25cts upward.
e 1 )
GENTS

Foroishing Goods
A SPECIALTY.
TG G0
TRUNKS
VALICES,

SATCHELS, &C,

NGRaRT

MEDICATED FLANNELS

and a large variety of
other goods.

Call and examine my
stock and be convinced
that I sell better goods
and at lower prices
thn they can be had
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