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KID GLOVES,

A.. Troutman & Son.

Ieading Dry Goods and Carpet House.

PENIN’A.

BUTLEZR

LE1
A B

LANENS AND NAPKINS,
CENANENTS.

CRDERS BY MAIL

SPECIAL ATTENTION TO

THIS SPACE IS RESERVED FOR

E. GRIEB, The Jeweler,
No 319,:North ;Main St.,, BUTLER, PA.,

Whose advertisement will appear next week,

| PROFESSIONAL CARDS

G. M. ZINMERMAN,
THYSICIAN AND SURGEON,

OfMiece at No. 45, 8. Main
Co's Drug Store. Butler,

J. F. BRITTAIN,
Att'y at Law—Office at 8. E. Cor. Main St, and
Diamond, Butler, Pa.

NEWTON BLACK
.aw—Oflice on South side of Diamond,

MU T T . =
IRA McJUNKIN,

Attorney at Law, Office at No. 17, East Jeffer-
i A,

son St., Butler, |
Dr. M. M. Hoover,
wer Boyd's Drug Stove,

BuTLER, PA.

ofice ¢

Diadoxd Brocxk

W. R. TITZEL,
PHYSICIAN ¥ SURGEON.

E.Corner Main and Wayne Sts.

BUTLER PENN’A
Dr. 8. A, JOHNSTON,
DENTIST, - BUTLER, PA.

srtaining to the profession execut-
manne

d Painless Ex-
r administered.
House, Up Stairs.

Office open daily, except Wednesdays and
Thursdays Communleations by mail receive
prompt atteniion,

N. B.— The enly Dentist in Butler using the
best makes of teetin

JOHN E. BYERS,
PHYSICIAN *¥» SURGEON
Office No. 65 South Main Street,

BUTLER, PA.
'SAMUEL M. BIPPUS,
Physician and Surgeon,

No. 10 West Cunningham St.,

BUTLER. PENN’A

DENTISTR Y.

0 K WALDRON, Graduate of the Phila-
. » delphia Denta! College, Is prepared
to do anything i

the line of Lis profession in a

r.
street, Butler, opposite the

M.D.,

Has removed from Harmony to Butler and has
his office at No. 9, Main St., three doors below
apr-30-tf.

Lowry House.

L. S. MeJUNIKIN,
Insurance and Real Estate Ag't
17 EAST JEFFERSON ST.
BUTLER, PA.

C. F. L. McQUISTION,
ENGINEER AND SURVEYOR,
OFFICE ON DIAMOND, BUTLER, PA.

BARGANS in WATCHES,
Clocks,

Jewelry , .
And Silverware.

Finest stock of Sterling Silverware in the county,
and at prices not to be equalled for cash.

Watches and Clocks repaired and warranted, at

J. R.GRIEB S

No. 16 South Main St., (Sign of Exseric Beis),

Butler, Pa.
GREAT SALE

10 QUIT THE BUMINESS

All Our Immense Stock of

MILLINERY,

Consisting of all the ew thing in Hats, Bonnets, Flowers,
Featbers, Tips, Plumes, Orpaments, Silks, Velvets, Plushes,
Ribbops, Sating, and everything comprised in a first class

MILLINERY STOCK.

We intend to close out all the above goods by July 1st and
will sell them at prices that will enable us to do so. Remem-

ber you have a full line

NEW GOODS

1o select from. Also the greatest bargains ever offered in

Dry and  Carpets,
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THE LEADING MILLINER

Stewart & Patterson.

A. M. STEWART and S. A. PATTERSON, Con-
tractors and Buliders, are both men of years of
experience in fine house bullding and framing.

All persons thinking of building will do well
to see them and look over thelr designs.

it Falrview Ave., Springdale,
Postoft Butler, Pa
) = ]

ITOR sSALLIC

wuse, good loeation
‘Terms easy. (For

P ing of
1. S. MeJUNKIN, 17 E. Jefferson St..
-2t Butler, Pa.

JALESME
WANTED
For the HOOKER NURSERIES, es—
5. Steady emyloyment and good

terms at once.  H. E. HOOKER

N.

Send fc
+» Rochester,

AGENTS WANTED!

TO CANVASS FOR ON€ OF THE LARGEST,

OLI
SER
Unequaled facilities,
tablished 1846,

W. & T. SMITH, GENEVA, N. Y.

LOOK! READ!

I have enlarged my store-room, in fact, made
it alinost twice as large as It was before, and
have also Increased my stock. 1 have, by far,
the largest and best selected stock of

Fine Drugs and Chemicals

ESTABLISHED, BEST KNOWN NUR-
in the country. Most liberal perms.
GENEVA NURSERY. Es-

in Butler county, and am now in position to
supply the wants of the people of this county—
even better than in the past,

You will do well to call on me when in the
need of anything in the line ot

ting Drugs and  Medicines,

My stock is very complete and PRICES VERY
LOW In medicine quality 1s of the tirst impor-
tance, so we give particular attention to Mflling
Preseriptions.

Our Dispensing Department is complete. We
dispense ouly Pure Drugs of the

Finest Quality,

and our patrons may bring us their prescrip-
tions, feeling certain that they will be carefully
and a wely fifled.

Tha  the public for the very generous
patronage they have accorded me (n the past, [
10pe to be able to serve them more acceptably
in the future, at the old stand.

No. 5, North Main St.,

BUTLER, PA.

J. C. REDICK,

Planing Mill

TLumber Yard

J. L. PURVIS. L. O. PURVIE,

S. G. Purvis & Co.

MANUFACTURERS AND DEALERS IN

Rough and Planed Lumber
OF EV LRY DEBCRIPTION,

SHINGLES & LATH

PLANING MILL AND YARD
NesvlUlerman Uatholic Uhurch
HOW’S

5= BACK o)

The Reliable

Hop Plaster.

Quickest remedy known for backache and
all sudden, sharp or long standing pains or weak-
nesses of every kind. Virtues o1 fresh hops, hemlock
and pine balsam combined. It is wonderfully

Soothing, Pain.Killing and Strengthening.

No failure possible. 25¢; 5 for $1. Sold every
where or malled for price by the proprictors.

HOP PLASTER CO., Boston, Mass.

ADVERTISEES of others,ano wish to examine
on advertising s|
48 10 43 Ran.
Wi Advertising Age sy of

@ when in Chicago, will finditon filcit
lonr St.,

|
|

street, over Frank &
ra,

FORGIVNESS.

BY THEODORE JAMES.
A perfume rose from off the ground,
Sweet, undefiable and rare;
! A flower crushed by idle feet,
With fragrance charged the summer air.

The sweet wind, loitering by the way,

In pity kissed the broken flower

And questioned thus: “Sweet mem’ries live
Why yieldest thou in this the hour

Of death, thy chiefte st charm in life?”

The flower sighed: “Sweet mem’ries live
When all else dies; my fragrance breathes

A deathless token—1I forgive.”

AN ELEPHANT'S TRACK.

“Jt kin be done, Naunce, an’ I'm a
goin’ to do it ef it busts me.” ~ Newt
Pinson brought the tore legs of bis
raw hide bottomed chair down-on the
puncheon floor with a thump, and
slapped his knees emphatically with
his hairy hands.

“Five dollars air a mighty heap to
spen’ fer sech foolishness, Newt,” re-
plied his wife, turning the squalling
baby on its stomach and pounding it
vigorcusly on the back. “Mo’over,”
she added, after a pause, “I don’t see
¢z ye be got the five dollars, nobow ”
Mr. Pinson stretched out one long
leg and thrust a hand into his trous-
ers pocket. ‘““Ye're mighty right,
Nance, I ain’t,” he admitted blowing
the loose tobacco from the handful of
coin fetched up from the honest home-
made depths; ““I’ve got jes three dol-
lars and a balf lef’ outh what Sam
Leggett paid me fer the yearlin’. But
me an’ the childern hev been a-talkin’
of it over, an’ they hev conclusioned
to th’ow in ther aigg money; Dan fo’
bits, an’ Pete fo’; Joe an’Jed hez two
bits betwix ’em, an’ Polly M’riar say
ez bow she hev fifteen cents. I'm
lackin’ of a dime, but I reckin I kin
scratch thet up somewhers.”

“Ther’s my two bits up yan in the
clock,” Mrs. Pinson remarked, with
pretended indifference; ‘‘ye kin take
that ef ye air seech a plumb fool ez to
pike the whole passel of us inter
town to see the circus.”

“Shucks, Nanoce!” he returned, in-
dignantly; “I ain’t a-goin’ to tech yo’
two bits.” Nevertheless he got up
and fumblzd about in the clock case
on the high mantel shelf until he
found it ‘““‘Anyhow,” he added, as
be reseated himself, “I kin pay it back
whence ye get ready fer yo’ nex’ bot-
tle o’ snuff.”

“Will they be a e’phunt?” demand-
ed one of the freckled faced urchins
gathered around the heads of the
family, listening, breathless, to the
discussion.

““A dollar fer Nance, an’ a dollar
fer me,” Mr. Pinson counted, gravely,
taking no notice of the interruption,
“’an fo’ bits apiece fer Beck an’ Dan
an’ Pete an’ Polly M’riar an’ Joe an’
Jed. Chiidern balfprice”’—be glanced
casually at the flaming ecircus poster
tacked against the chinked wall in the
chimney corner—*not countin’ of the
baby. An’ fifteen cents lef’, by
jing!”?

“Do ye reckia I kin git in fer half
price, paw?”  This question, which
came from Becky, the oldest of the
Piason brood, who stood five feet six
and a half inches in her bare feet,
might have been mesant as a bit of
covert sarcasm, bad pot the eager
voice belied any such intention. Her
father’s eyes travelled slowly up from
the hem of her homespun frock, as
she stood leaning against the chimuey
jamb, to her pretty round face framed
in its shock of frizzly red bair,
“Waal, I be dinged, Beck!” be ex-
claimed, in dismay, “I keep fergittin’
ez how ye air growed up! His face
clouded, and he looked ruefully at the
pile of dimes and balf dimes lying in
his large palm.

“An’ Sam Leggett’s gone to Kan-
sas on a cattle drive,” murmured the
twelve year old Dan, with a meaning
leer at Becky. A vivid blush over-
spread her face; she dropped her eye-
lids and squirmed her shapely toes.
But Mr. Pinson was absorbed ina
mute recalculation, which ended
presently in a beat-out whistle and a
mournful shake of the head.

Mrs. Pinson, with the colicky baby
laid over her shoulder, was jolting
ber rockerless chair to and fro, and
singing, in a sweet drawling under-
tope:

“Far-ye-well, oh, far-ye-well;
When ye git to hev-yen ye will pa-art n-0-o
m-0-0’!"

She interrupted herself to observe,
quietly, “Ye kin tote the baby, Beck;
an’ I kin tote Joe; an’ yo’ paw he kin
tote Jed, twel we git inside the tent.
They ain’t no charge fer childern in
arms It says so.”

“Lord, Nance!”” exclaimed her hus-
band, in an ecstasy of admiration, “ye
air the beatenes’ white woman on
Rastler’s Creek! Thet settles it oncet
mo’! Fetch me a coal fer my pipe,
Polly M’riar.”

Becky heaved a deep sigh of relief,
and sank down on her heels, reaching
under her mother’s chair at the same
time for the snuff bottle.

“Will they be a el’phunt?’’ persist-
ed Jed, the tow headed boy next to
the baby, already in long trousers,
which were hitched up to his shoul-
ders with a single white cotton “gal-
lus.”

“Of co’se. They is al’uza el’phunt
with a circus,” replied his father.

“] ain’t nuver seen no circas,” said
Mrs. Pinson, in jerks between the
long drawn swells of her mournful
lcllaby.

“Nuther hev I,” admitted Newt,
“but I jes natchly know that ever’
circus has got to hev a el’pbunt an’ a
clown.”

“Didn’t I tell ye sol” cried Dan,
triumphantly, following with a dirty
forefinger the head lines of the poster.
“Ain’t the el’phunts right here, a
dancin’ an’ a stan’in’ on they heads,
an’ a rollin’ o’ barrils? An’ ez fer
clowne! They is four mirth pro-vok-
ing clowns in this* here show. It
says so. An’five beau-ti-ful and ac-
com-plish-ed lady bare-back riders;”’
and he continued to spell out labor-
jously the manifold and unrivalled
attractions of Riddler’s Mammoth
Circus and Menagerie, billed—for one
performance only—in Johnsburg at
two o’clock »., Monday, the 18th

October. Come One. Come All

Becky, struck by a sudden thoaght,
stared at him, sbifting the brush un-
easily from one corner of her mouth
to the other. ‘“Like ez not,” she
broke out abruptly, “Brother Skaggs
Il preach sgin pex’ Sunday. Sho’s
yo’ bawn, Brother Skaggs air a-goin’
ter preach agin it.”

Mrs. Pinson stopped singiog; Polly
Maria and the boys turned stricken
faces upon thelr father.

Hiseyes twinkled under their bushy

to town,
fer the show Monday, we got to camp
someghers *bout Jim-Ned Creek Sun-
day night” !

“Jes‘to think o’ me goin’ to town
oncet mo’!” said Mrs. Pinson, medita-
tively, that night, when she and Bec-
ky were getting supper in the brush |
srbor behind the cabin. “Iain’t been |
sence you was a baby, Beck. Yo’|
paw an’ me went to Wash Dinwall’s |
infair—he died with bhis boots cn four
year ago; an’ Tempunce Loo—thet’s
his widder—she’s married agin to|
Bijy Green. I rid behin’ him, an’ be
toted you on hls lap. Townfolks air
mighty bigaty,” she added, warning-
Is; “’n’ ye mus’ do up thet pu’ple
caliker o’ yourn, Beck, an’ put on yo’
shoes an’ stockin’s.”

“Seems lak fo’ days won’t nuver
go,” fretted Beck, ‘‘an’ ole Baldy air
sho to lame his se’f, or sump’n’. I8
alluz that a-way whence a body air
plumb sot on doin’ a thing.”

But the four days did go, and when
the eventful Sunday afternoon came,
oldBaldy,unusually sound and spirited
was with Jiony, the gaunt gray mule
harnessed to the wagon; the patched
and dingy cover was
drawn over the bows,
a bundle or two of fodder and a few
ears of corn were thrown into the bin-
der part, and Mr. Pinson drove gayly
alongside of the rail-fence in front of
the cabin. The rickety house door
was drawn to with a rock behind it
to keep it shut. A couple of chairs
were handed up for Mrs. Pinson and
Becky, and they clambered in with
the baby. The yellow cotton poke.
well stuffed with corn bread and ba-
con. and the battered coffee-pot and
frying-pan, were stowed under the
chairs. Polly Maria and the boys
sat on a quilt spread over the sweet-
smelling fodder; Rove, Ring, and
Spot, the lean, long-eared brown
hounds, yelped and whined against
the wheels.

They jolted away, serious, as be-
came a perfessin’ family on a Sunday,
but full of inward excitement. At
night they camped on the pecan-fring-
ed banks of Jim-Ned, and were off
betimes in the morning. Bat not too
soon to find the road lively with
friends and acquaintances from all
the settlements around, bound on the
same joyous errand as themselves.
They passed Joe Holder, with bis
wife and sister-in-law and the thir-
teen children of the two families,
creaking along in a huge freighter’s
wagon drawn by five yoke of gaunt
wide-horned oxen; they were overta-
ken and outstripped by a noisy squad
of girls and young men on horseback
from the Fork Valley neighborhood;
they kept within hailing distance for a
dozen miles or more of old Daddy
Gardenbrier and his wife, riding dou-
ble on their blind yellow mare. The
Mount Zion folks, they heard, were
ahead of them by some hours, and an
impatient youngster who trotted by
on a paint pony threw over his shoul-
der the information that the Big Pud-
dle lay-out was coming on behind.
“Lord, Nance!” Mr. Pinson ex-
claimed more than once that morning,
“I wouldn’t of took five dollars to of
staid at home ”

“Nuther would I, Newt,” Mrs. Pin-
son as often retarned, with a kind of
solemn delight on her thin, sallow
face.

The long reaches of post-oak ‘rough’
were heavy with sand; the shinn-oak
prairies between were a tangle of
roots that zigzagged across the road,
and made progress slow and painful;
the abrupt banks of the frequent “dry
creeks” were steep; the October sun
was hot and by noon old Baldy bad
become utterly dispirited. He had,
moreover, fallen a little lame, and he
moved along dejectedly along by Jin-
ny, who long ago had flopped her big
ears downward in sign of weariness
and discontent.

The Pinsons under the dingy wagon
cover were wellnigh speechless with
impatience.

Suddenly Dan stood up, knocking
bis head against the low wagon bows.
“Jes over yan,” he declared, *“pas’
one little bit o’ shinn-oak prery, an’
crost a dry creek, an’ up a hill, is
town.” Dan had been to town once
with Sam Leggett to lay out his long-
hoarded egg money in a four-bladed
knife and a pair of store suspenders.
Polly Maria, slim and thin-legged,
standing up beside him, pitched back-
ward into the fodder as the wagon
came to a sudden halt behind a group
of dismounted horsemen, who, with
their bridles over their arms, were
squatiing down, apparently searching
for something in a half-dried mud
puddle to the right of the road.
“Hullo, Jack!” called Mr. Pinson;
“what ye lost?” One of the men look-
ed over his. “Hy’re, Newt? How-
dy, Mis’ Pinson?” he crird, springing
to his feet and coming back to the
side of the waugon, where he shook
hands all around. “We ain’t lost
nothin’,”  he went on, put-
ting a foot up on the hub of the front
wheel and resting his arms on the hot
tire; “we done found sump’n’, though,
you bet! A genooine el’phunt track
in the sof’ mud yander, plain ez day-
light, an’ no mistake.”

Polly Maria and the boys scram-
bled in hot Laste over the tail-board.
Mr. Pinson threw down the reins, and
held the baby while Becky and her
mother jumped out.

“Wish I may die ef it ain’t a el’-
phunt track sho!” be exclaimed, when
he had joined the wondering circle
gathered about the huge footprint.

“It looks to me lak ez ef it were
hine-side afore somehow,” said Mrs.
Pinson, timidly:

“I have just been explaining to Mr.
Jack Cyarter here and these other
gentlemen, madum,” said Mr. Tolliv-
er, the old Virginian who taught the
school at Ebenezer Church, “ihat itis
a fact in natural history that the track
of the elephant always presents that
appearance.” He removed his hat as
be spoke, and made an old-fashioned
courtly bow.

“Ye don’t say!” murmured Mrs.
Pinson, overawed.

Jack Carter and his friends mount-
ed the horses and dashed away, fol-
lowed at a more sober pace by Mr.
Tolliver on his slab-sided plough-
mule,

The Pinsons climbed back to their
places and jogged on, across the bit
o’ prery and over the dry rreek—
| where they came near getting stalled
|.—and up the Lill. Oa its crest Newt
Pinson involuntarily drew up. “By
jing ! this beats me!” he ejaculated,
with widening eyes. The square at

| the foot of the slope was in an uproar.
| Horses stood nose to noss around the
court-house fence, and were hitched

this paper, o obtein ostimat s | ped brows,but his voice was'decorously | to the scraggy mesquit-trees that
sober as he drawled: “Brother Skaggs | shaded the town well.

The dusty

an’ ef we lay to git ther |

|

be back twel Sat’day week. Ye min’, | were blocked with wagoans little aond | Newt, mechauically wipin
Nance,” be continued,“it air 31 miles | big, carts, ambulances, dilapidated | spiration from his forehead, and back-

hacks, high-swung red-bodied stages |

—every imaginable kind of vehicle —
and all the intervening spaces, as well
as the irregular sidewalks in front of
the four infacing rows of stores, were
alive with men, women, and children,
who elbowed one auother, whooping,
laughing, gesticulating — surging
about in a state of the wildest, best-
natured excitement.
painted little Baptist church, ca the
further side of
equare, the circus tents were visible
Flags and streamers were flying from
their poles, and a vanishing burst of
music came floating from them up to
the top of the hill.

“This beats me ! insisted Mr, Pin-
gon egain. With a deep-drawn
breath he gathered up the ragged,

the square, picking his way dexter-
balted alongside the shaky platiorm

loa agin, Newt—that you?” grinned

to a plag of tobacco.
minit too late tosee the percession.
It air cort'n’ a fine show. The
el’phunt were ther’, mighty nigh ez
big ez Ebenezer Church. An’ sech a
clown! Ye'd 'a laughed yo’sef to
death to 'a seen him. His breeches
air mo’n a yard wide, an’ he ’ain’t
got a har on his head !”

“Ef we hadn’t of stopped to look
at the el’phunt’s track—" began
Newt, regretfully; ‘but nuver min’,
Nance, it air a heap better to see it
fust off fum the inside.”

“Oh, a heap better,” respoaded
Mrs. Pinson, with cheerful . alacrity.
Bush Gaines, measuring off some
jeans for a Mount Zion matron, called
to Newt to bring his fambly in the
sto’ an’ set down. an’ pass the time o’
day. But after a brief consultation
with his wife, during which Becky
took mental note of some town giris
in looped overskirts and bangs—an
observation which bore fruit at the
next Quarterly Meeting—Mr. Pinson
declined with thanks, and drove on
to the town well—all bat gone dry
from the excessive strain put upon it
—where Dan and Pet: watered the
team.

Afterward they crossed the square
and stopped by the Baptist™ church,
in fall view of the circus tents, whence
arose at that moment a prolonged and
sullen roar. “They’re feedin’ of the
nannimals,” explained Mr. Pinson, in
a familiar, off-hand sort of way,
whereat Mrs. Pinson shuddered and
and hugged the sleeping baby closer
to her bosom.

Old Baldy and Jinny were un-
hitched and fed from the trough at
back of the wagon; the panting dogs
lay down in the shade of the church;
the children had a snack all around
out of the yellow poke, and Becky
and ber mother fetched out the chairs
and sat down to ‘“have a dip.”

“It air a haffa hour yit twel the
do’s is open,” said Mr. Pinson, finally.
“Jes ye an’ the childern stay right
here, Nance. Um goin’ to tramp
down to the pos’-office an’ git the las’

’lection news, an’ sich. I’ll be back
the minit it air time, an’ min’ ye all
be ready, lessn we don’t git no seats.”
Mrs. Pinson nodded, and he stroll-
ed away. ‘This here beats me,” he

kept saying to himself. Jchnsburg
was indeed in an unwonted state of
excitement, Riddler’s was the first
circus that had ever quitt.d the line
of railway and ventured across the
long sandy reaches of post-oak rough
to the isolated town in West Texas

And the whole surrounding country
had puiied to its doors like the Pin-
sons, und responded to the invitation
of the huge posters: “Come one.
Come all.”

Newt’s progress was slow, owing
to frequeut encountering of neighbors
and the necessity of inquiring after
the health of their families. He did
at last, however, reach the post-office,
a ramshackle building next to the
blacksmith shop, As he turned the
corner he came upon a cake-and-lem-
onade stard. His hand went instant-
ly down into his pocket, and came up
with the extra fifteen cents, which he
exchanged for three solid slabs of
mahogany-colored gingerbread. ‘‘Fer
Nance an’ the childern,” he explained
as the woman in charge wrapped up
his purchase. The bleary old creature
looked at him with a sudden kindly
smile, and slipped a stick of pepper-
mint candy into the parcel.

With one foot on the post-office
step he paused to look at a man who
planted a gigantic yellow umbrella
out in the dusty square, and standing
bareheaded beneath, was yelling some
unintelligible jargon at the top of his
lungs. Mr. Pinson burried over and
joined the ring of gaping spectators.

On a bit of board in the shadow of
the umbrella a couple of odd little
marionettes of colored metal were cir-
cling in a kind of grotesque waltz.
“Lots of fun for twenty-five cents!”
shouted the showman, stooping now
and then to touch up the figures with
a stubby forefinger. “Lots of fan for
twenty-five cents | The greatest toy
invented in this age or any other. So
simple that a crawling child cannot
fail to manage it! Those who know
the trick will please say nothing.

Cheap, gentlemen, for twenuy-five
cents. Oh, I see the gentleman is
going to buy !” Newt grinned and
shook his head regretfully.

“Qne for one,two for two, three
gets the half-a-dollab!”” bawled anoth-
er individual who had set up a table
near by covered with wooden nine-
pins.  Jack Carter and bis crowd
were throwing at these with liitle
painted balls. A cigar, Jack explain-
ed to Newt, was the reward for one
pin knocked down at a throw; two
cigars went to the player who knock-
ed down two; while the lucky throw-
er who succeeded in knocking down
three received fifty cents. *‘One
for one, two for two, three gets the
half-a-dollah” went on the proprietor,
monotonously.  “Three throws for
five cents. Step up, gentlemen, and
try vour luck! For anicke! Oae for
one, two for two, three gets the half-
a-dollab!”

“Lord! ef I band’t of bought this
durned ginger-cake!” groaned Mr.
Pinson in spirit, gathered the paper
parcel more securely under his arm
and moving on with the crowd.

A step or two brought him to an
open wagon from which a patent-
medicine man was holding forth.
“Try the remedy,” he whined, flour-
ishing a stout black bottle and a pew-
ter spoon. ‘‘Cures all diseases! Try
the remedy! Administered free of
charge to any one in the crowd.
This suberb bottle with the remedy
only fifty cents. The wise man tries,
the fool dies. Try the remedy!”

Lon &T"ﬁus. lhcv gone to Confunce, an’ he won’t|streets leading away from the plaza )

Beyoad the un- |

the |

| spectable

z the

per-
ing agsinst the court house fence,
where he leaned fairly exhausted ;with
the variety and novelty of his emo-
tions. “The haffn hour mus’ be nigh
’bout up. Dingedef I ain’t glad,”
be continued, letting the crowd drift
on without him to where the health-
lift man was exhorting the ecautious
ranchmen to ‘“‘try the machine, try
the wonderful mechine, gentlemen.
Excellent for the constitootion! Oaly
five cents a trial. Try the machine;”
and the reckless cow-boys were
emptying their pockets at the iavita-
of the vendcr of prize boxes.
“Curious game that, sir,”” said a
smooth voize at his elbow.
ed around, startled, A seedy buat re-
looking personage was

! standing by him with his arms cross-

homespun lines and drove down into ‘ied on the low fence.

ously through the crowd uutil he | of men hanging around the stile-step

' greasy deck.

He jerked his
ard a little knot
=

head as he spoke tow

leading into the weed-grown conrt

in front of Bush Gaines’s store. “Hol- | house yard.

Newt walked over and looked on.

An inuocent faced looking

ly mustache was manipulating the
The bet was five dol-
lars. Two countrymen, uckoown to
Newt, with suspiciously stiff white
coliars above their coarse hickory
shirts, and scrupulously clean finger
nails, won successively five dollars,
and the dealer, much chagrined,
seemed on the point of giving up.

Newt made half a step forward.
His heart was beating violently and
the blood was surging in his ears.
“I'm a prefessin’ member,” he argued
mentally  with himself, while the
cards were oonce more shufiled and
spread ont, “yit it air jes ’bout the
easies’ thing in creation to tell which
one of them cyards air the right one.
An’ Nance an’ me’ll hey mo’n time
to trade out the five dollars whence
the show air over. Shucks!

And he counted out and laid down
bis handful of dimes and nickels, and
bazarded a bet. He bent forward
eagerly, and unconsciously stretched
forth a hand. “This here monty air
a mighty deceivin’ game,” remarked
the blacksmith, with an air of convie-
tion, as the dealer raked Mr,Pinson’s
money into his own pocket and walk-
ed jauntily away.

New? turned ubout, half dazed by
the suddenness of the whole trans-
action, and bewildered by the jeers of
the by-standers. Just then,however,
a noisy burst of music from the circus
tents gaye the signal for the opening
of the doors; a wild rush immediately
began in that direction, and in a fow
moments the square was deserted,
except by-the patent medicine man
and the owuoer of the big umbrella.
These joked each other loudly, and
slapped sigoificantly their silver
weighed pockets,

Newt passed them with his bead
bent, heedleas of the sneering laugh
which they sent after bim. As he
approached the church he saw that
Becky had the baby; she was holding
him up and smoothing the pink calico
skirts over his fat white legs.  Mrs.
Pinson looked at him with an unwon-
ed sparkle in her solumn black eyes
as he drew near,and lifted the chunky
Jed in ber arms. “She looks lak she
did whence I war a-courin’ of her,”
he thought, with a sore pang. Joe
plunged toward him with a joyous
whoop. “Huarry, paw, burry!”
screamed Poliy Maria, 'we ain’t a-
roin’to git no seats lessen we huarry.”
He put Joe aside roughly and strode
on to his wife. His face was set
and bard, though his mouth twiched
convulsively.

“Lord-a-might, Newt Pinson, what
sils ye?” ejaculated Mrs. Pinson, let-
ting Jed slip from her arms.

“Nothin’ ain’t ailin’ me ez I knows
on,” he returned, in a dry harsh
voice; “we got to go back home
‘thout seein’ o’ the show, thet’s all.
I done bet away ever’ cent of ourn
an’ the childern’s circus money on a
fool game o' cyards—yander, Oh
Lord—" he ended with a groan. A
single wild wail burst from Polly
Maria and the boys. Then they
buddled against their mother’s skirts
in mute agony.

A faint flush passed over Mrs. Pin-
son’s thin face, and the light faded
from her dark eyes.

“Tain’t no diffunce, Newt,” she
said, lightly, catching the baby from
Becky’s limp and nerveless arms.
“Jes ye hitch up, quick ez ye kin, an’
le's get outn this here bigaty town.
Me an’ the childern air plamb beat
out wi’ these stuck up townfolks,
anyhow!”

Newt stared at her in silence, and
slouched away Her gaze followed
him to the rear of the wagon; when
he was beyond the reach of her voice
she whirled around and blazed in a
threatening half whisper: *Ef ary
one o' ye says a word to yver paw
‘hout this here misfortin o’ hisn, or
‘bout hankerin’ a’ter the show; er ef
ary one o’ ye ain’t thet gamesome an’
lively lak ez ef they wa’n’t no sech a
thing ez a circus, er a clown, er a
el’phunt in this here livin’ worl’—
gho’s ye bawn 1’ll shet the do’ in Sam
Leggett’s face an’ cowhide the balance
o’ ye twel ye can’t set down fer a
week !”

Becky’s ruddy cheeks grew pale
“Yes, maw,” she returned, in a sub-
dued tone.

“Yes, maw,” echoed Polly Maria
and the boys, stolidly, not without
gqueezing back some ungamesome
tears, however, as they stood ina
row against the Baptist Church and
watched their father bring around
Jicny and old Baldy. TP

Had they only knownit,they might
have seen while they waited the;Lilli-
putian Lady and the Fat Woman go
by in a shaky hack with torn curtains,
and descend before the painted flaps
of one of the side shows. Bat they
did not know.

The wagon was turned around;
they climbed over the wheels and set-
tled themselves under the dingy
cover. As they moved slowly across
the silent square a tremendous shout
from the spectators within the tent,
and a pompous fanfare from the brass
band, announced that the Grand
Eotry had begun.

Newt stalked along bzside the tired
team downcast and miserable. “I've
even fergot wher’ I lef’ the childern’s
ginger-cake,” he muttered to himself,
as his mind went over and over the
incidents of that fatal haffa hour.

A curious hilarity prevailed that
night around the little camp-fire.
Mrs. Pinson, unusunally silent almost
to taciturnity, had become all at once
loquacious. She painted to the fam-
ily circle in glowing colors the pride
and wickedness of townfolks; she pic-
tured the denunciatory wrath of

“This here beats me,” marmured | that perfessin’

Brother Skagg when he should learn
members of Siloam

He look- |

il"uu.'v!: bad been inside
tent; she related the experience of
sundry sinners who had been over-
{ tzken by divine vengeance while in
| the very aet of laughing at the antics
| of a clowun; she even lifted up her
voice and sang some
flame-and-brimstone-promising hymn
tunes. Becky, mindful of Sam Leg-
| gett awav off in Kansas, seconded her
! efforts to keep the general cheerfulness
| up to a proper piteh. Ifit showed
| signs of flagging, howeyer, a warning
| Inok, shot from beneath the mother’s
| drooping eyelids, acted as a charm on
{ Polly Maria and the boys.
|  Newt, who sat mournfally bugging
i bis knees at first, and gaziog iato
space, presently caught the infection
| bimself, and when, finally, he unroll-
ed a patch quilt and threw bimself
| thereon, closing Lis eyes in peaceful
slumber, it was almost with the con-
| viction that the five dollars had been
! well lost in keeping a periessin’ fam-
| bly out of the worldly and soul-
‘ deatroying circus teut,
| Mrs. Pinson, sitting alone by the

Jack Carter from behind the counter | It was a simple enough looking game | fire with the baby in her arms, looked
within, where he was belping himself | at cards.
“Ye're jes’ a |little fellow with black hair and cur-

at his unconscicus face upturned in
the dim moonlight; her gaze traveled
slowly from one mufil:d, indistinct
form hoddled uncder the shadow of
the wagor to another; she sighed
heavily, and her face relapsed into its
usual sombre  expresssion. “I
wisht—" she muttered; thea after a
long pauase, as she stretched herself
on the quilt beside her sleeping spouse
and wrapped the baby’s feet in an old
shawl, she concluded with a little
touch of triumph in her whispered
toves, ‘“‘Aryhow, I hev seen the
el’phunt’s track !”—M. E. M. Davis
in Harper’s Weelly.

A Word For The Boys.

Recently, while in California, I
spent some time on a ranch, and was
the guest of a family numbering
smong others seven sons, the young-
est of whom had nearly if no¢ quite
reached manhood. Not one of these
seven boys had been taught any use-
fal trade or mechanic’s art, but all
were expected to foliow in the un-
profitable farming footsteps of their
sire. As the ranch, when diyided
among so many (there were also three
daughters), would leave each with
very few acres, they had no future
before them except that of a laboring
man. It used to make my heart ache,
to see the hopeless yet doggedly filial
way in which these boys went about
their daily labors. The parents were
more than ordinary intelligent people
of Irish-American extraction, and
their carelessness in bringing such a
family of children #ato the world,
without taking any thought for the
future, seemed to me most culpable.

Oae of the lads had worked outa
career for himself, and known as the
best whip and horse breaker in the
country, and on this account could
command such wages as $30 a month
and board to drive the stage to Truckee
and Lake Tahoe, and another hired
bimself out to neighboring nursery-
man, with a vague idea of learning
something by which he could raise
himself above the level of a day la-
borer.

Speaking with the mother, a hand-
some brown-eyed, white-haired lady
of fifty-five who could -talk incelligent-
ly of the books and topics of the day,
I inquired why she had not tried to
have her sons learn trades since she
and her husband had found farming
so unprofitable. She replied that her
husband was ““very set in his ways,”
and finding that his boys showed no
special aptitude for books, had become
discouraged with the idea of making
anytbiog of them.

This reminds me of the old Scotch-
man, who when he was askod if he
intended to send his boy to college,
replied, “God forbid that I should
gpend $5,000 on a 10-centeboy.” Very
possibly this 10-cent boy, if rightly
directed, and guided, woald have
tarned out to be at least a good and
useful member of society. Don't
thiok because your boy is no geanius,
that he i3 not fit for anytting. Make
it your business to find out his one
talent (if he has only one,) and to cul-
tivate that to the best of your ability.
The more I study the lives of boys
and young men, the more am I per-
suaded of the value of such instita-
tions as the trade schools, of which
the Rural recently treated. A boy
who would make & poor lawyer or
doctor, or accountant, may have a
genius for engineering, and make a
success s a mining engineer, or 8
bridge builder. Surveying and archi-
tecture are thriviog occupations.  If
a boy bas a taste for outdoor life, let
him stick to the farm, bat don’t let
him go on in the old ruts.  Inspire
him with a desire to understand the
scieatific side of farming and stock-
raising. Teach him to feel, if he
elects to be a farmer, that his occupa-
tion i3 an ennobling, and not a debas-
ing one. Lat him stay on the farm,
not because he feels in a hopeless sort
of way that he doesn’t know what
else to, but because he would rather
do so than to follow any other calling.
To be successful, a man or woman
must have some sort of belief in bim-
self and his work,—A, G. ina Rural
New Yorker.

His Sweetheart’s Skull.

A young doctor who has his office
in a building on State street said
“Come in” to a rap at his door yes-
terday afternoon.  He was in a neg-
ligent attire and was smoking a eigar-
ette, He threw it away, for the vil-
lany 2t which he was caught he knew
he could never be put to execuation.
There was a skull on his desk, which
from its position seamed to be taking
the place of a paper weight. By
some process of dentistry the mouth
was filled with teeth, most of them
shining with gold. The young phys-
ician confessed. *‘It isthe skull,” he
said, *‘of a woman whom I once loyed.
OQar loye wasn’t any different from
that of most couples.  She died, and

I was one of her pall bearers. She
knew I was studying medicine before
her death, and when she knew she

bad to die she said she was sorry she

bad never given me anything, except
ber love, by which she might always
be remembered.  She was a girl of a
good deal of common sense.  She
dida’c have any fool potions. I sug-

gested that I eut her head off after
burial,and baviog dissectedituse itfor
{ & paper weight. She consented, and
}ldi(l it. I got her head the very
first night of her barial and kept it
preserved in alcobol for some time. I
know you thiok me a very heartless

|

| gort of a chap, but then you people
think that of all doctors.
bhave ber
moldering
Times.

Better
here than have it
the dast.,”—Chicago

head
in

|
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W hat Cost The Most.

Cost is, of course, & very unsafe
measure of value in many instances,
and vet there is not unnatural curios-
ity on the part of the public to kaow
the mere money estimation in which
certain more or less beautiful articles
are held. Here are a few somewhat
' remarkable examples of layish expen-
| diture:
| The highest-priced piano in Amer-
!ica is owned by Mr. H. G. Marquand
|of New York.. The case, which was

built in London, was designed and
painted by Almeda Tameda. It cost
| $46.000.

Sir Donald Smith, of Montreal, is
the owner of the costliest piano ever
made in this country. It cost, wken
| landed in Montreal, $27,000.

The most expensive sideboard ever
made in the United States is owned
by Judge Harry K. Packer, of Manch
Chbunk, Peon. It covers the whole
side of a room, and was built for $47,
000. It is a marvel of elaborate and
beautiful carving.

Mr. Marquand is the possessor of
the costliest billiard table in the coun-
try. The price was $26,000.

Mr. J. W. Mackay furnished about
$75,000 in weight of silver, and paid
$120,000 tor the work on his dinner
service, which thus represents $195,
000.

The costliest string of pearls in this
country belongs to a New York lady
and cost $51,000.

Another New Yorker has a soltaire
diamond ring for which ghe paid $48,
600.

The late Mrs. Morgan paid $250,
000 jor her necklace. Mrs. Hicke-
Lord is the owner of a diamond neck-
lace which cost $250,000.

The famous picture by “Meissonier,

called “1807,” was painted for the
late A. T. Stewart. At the sale of
his gallery Mr. Henry Hilton bought
it for $66,500, and presented it to the
Metropolitan Museum, where it now
hangs, the costliest painting in Amer-
ica.
Sir Donald Smith is the possessor
of the highest priced painting in Can-
ada, “The Commaunicants,” by Jules
Breton, Cost at the Seney sale $45,
000.

Mr. W. W. Corcoran, of Washing-
ton, paid the bighest recorded price
for an American pictare. It is
Church’s “Niagara,” and the price
was $13,000. It was re that
Legrand Lockwood paid $25,000 for
Bierstadt’s ‘‘Domes of the Yosemite,”
but as at the distribution of his effects
the picture brought less than $6,500
the first price was probably a fable.

In the Lenox Library is a perfect
copy of the Mazarin or Guttenberg
Bible, the first book printed with mov-
able types. Itis worth $25,000, and
nothing better has ever been done
since. Mr. Brayton Ives of New
York city has an imperfect copy
for which he paid $15,000.

Mr. J. F, Irwin, of Oswego, paid
$10.000 for a Bible, It was original-
iy in three volumes, but by the inser-
tion of woodcuts, manuscripts, engra-
vings, and etchings had been expand-
ed to 60 imperial folio volames.

Of the original edition of the son-
nets of William Shakespeare, publish-
ed by George Daniel of London in
1609, there are two perfect copies.
One is in the British Museum. For
the other $5,000 was paid. It is a
little book about 7 and 4 inches in
size, A somewhat hardheaded clerk
figures that at the price it cost $430
an ounce.

A sixteenth century vellum manu-
script, with six paintings by Giulio
Clovis, cost the Lonox Library $12,
000.

Wedding Comments.
Here she comes !

Pretty, isn’t she.

Who made her dreas ?

Is it surah silk or satin ?

Is her vail real lace?

She’s as white as the wall !
Wonder how much he’s worth ?
Did he give her those diamonds ?
He’s scared to death !

Isn’tshe the cool piece ?

That train’s a horrid shape !

Isu't her mother a dowdy ?

Aren’t the bridesmaids homely ?}
That’s a handsome usher !

Huasu't she a cute little hand ?
Wonder what namber her gloves are ?
They say her shoes are fives.

It his hair isn’t parted in the middle!
Woader what on earth she married him
for ?

For his money, of course !

Isn’t he handsome ?

I1+’s as homely as a hedgehog!

No, he's like a daneing master.

Good enough for her, anyway.

She always was a stuck-ap thinz.

She’ll be worse than ever now |

She jiited Sam Somebody, dida’t she ?
No, he never asked her.

He left town, anyway.

There, the ceremony has begun,

Isn’t he awkward ?

White as his eollar!

Why don’t they hurry up?

Did she say she would “‘obey ?”

What a precious fool !

There, they are married !

Doesn’t she look happy ?

Pity if she wouldn’t !

(Wish I were in her place.)

What a handsome couple !

She was always a sweet little thinz.
How gracefully she walks ?

Dear me, what airs she puts on !
Woulda’t be in her place for & farm !

1’11 bet those jewels were hirel.

Well, she off her father’s hand at last !
Doesn’t she eling tightly to him, thougi !
She has a mortgage on him now !

Hope they’ll be happy.

They say she’s awful smart.

Too smart for him by a jugtfal.

There, they are getting in the carnago !
That magnificent dress will bz sqaash 1!
The way she does look athim?

They say she worships him ! 3
Worship! She only making balieve!
It’s kind of nice to get married, isa’t it ?
N», it’s a dreadful bore.

Wasa’t it a stupid wedding ?

What dowdy dresses!

I’ll never go to another!

I’'m jnst suTcated !

Tired to death!

Glad it's over !

Oh, dear!

a3

The Rabbit’s Eye Engrafting
Operation Repeated.

At Baltimore on Wednesday week
Dr. J. J. Chiselm performed the oper-
ation of transferring a rabbit’s eye to
a man’s head at the Presbyterian
Eye, Ear and Throat Charity Hos-
pital in the presence of a large num-
bar of physicians. The patieat has
been blind for many years. A piece
of the blind eye was cut out by using
a circalar panch, very sharp, driven
by clock work. With the same in-
sirament a duplicate piece was takea
from the sound eye of a living rabbit.
The clear patch fitted accurately into
the hole made in the man’s eye. The
operation was made painless by the
use of cocaine. The best results are
expected.

—The operators in the c)ke re-
gions are weeding out the Huns,
Poles and Swedes. One firm that
employs 10,000 men will discharge
all employes who do not speak Eog-
lish. and no others will bs employed
hereafter.




