
THE WIDOW THORN.

was Just the neatest little womanSHE the world always (milling, al-

ways fresh, plump, and deep In her fo-
rtiesone of the kind who smooth their
aprons down while they talk to you.
Then the little cigar shop at the corner
she which kept,and where she rattled on
about dlflcrent hrands of tobacco, and
talked of the weather to her customers,
nud the kindness which any tale of sor-

row told by vagrants called forth from
her the many times her fat little hands
went Into the drawer for change to he
bestowed on some charitable plea all
went to make up the best tempered, the
most motherly and the nicest little
woman you would ever chance to
meet.

So thought Dr. Ash, who lived next
door, and who often went In for a little
snuff", you know,but who Invariably set-

tled his wig more rakishly before pop-

ping Into the shop, lie used to say to
her:

" My I you must be lonely here,Vhlow
Thorn 1"

" Oh I not at all, sir, thanking you "
she would reply.

" I wonder you never married a sec-

ond time, Widow Thorn !"
" Well, it is a wonder, isn't it doctor r"

But you see, I'm Buch a queer old body
that I gue39 not many could fancy
me."

"Miulnm, there you must stop! I
cannot hear the divine sex disparaged,"
returned the doctor. He was, as they
say, of the old school.

' She laughed.
"Can't a woman speak against her-

self?" she asked.
" No She never speaks against her-

self unless she means to flatter herself
by contradictory disparagement when
some one Is by."

" Sir, you are too plain."
"Widow Thorn, I was always called

plain, and this wig's too big for me."
Then she laughed at him ; and what

promised to be a quarrel ended in a mer-
ry " Good-by.- "

Then there was the baker at the cor-

ner. He was a widower, and he used to
come in of an evening for a chat and a
cheap cigar.

Said he : " This lonely state is miser-
able, ins't it r"'

"Do you speak from experience i"'
asked she.

" Yes ; my Maria's been dead fourteen
years," said he.

"I shouldn't think It would take so
long a time for you men to forget any-

thing," she said.
"Ah, ma'am! Man Is a wonderful

being the most wonderful of God's
creatures."

"Except Woman," said she.
"You're right, widow And that's

the reason the Lord meant that every
man should have a wife and every
woman a husband, just to make them
equal. So I think you and I must have
new partners."

" Now, look here, Mr. Johns I You
have had your partner, and I have had
mine, and death has dissolved the part-
nership. Now we'er both bankrupt,and
we can't carry on a joint business; so
we must go on pleasantly," she sald,and
laughingly bade htm " Good-nig- I"
He had to laugh, too, because she seem-
ed to expect him to do nothing else.

Then there was the old bachelor over
the way who was learning the bassoon.
He used to come to the window of sum-
mer evenings, when the widow was
standing at her door for a breath of
fresh air, and he would hlow at "The
Last Link is Broken !" till it was a
wonder he did not rupture something
and die. He did not smoke, nor drink,
nor chew. But a brilliant Idea struck
him one day, and over he went.

" Do you keep paper collars,ma'am V"
he asked tremblingly.

" Yes, sir," she answered, smoothing
her apron down.

" Give me some," he said, vaguely.
" What eizeV"
" Oh 1 any size ! I don't care."
" Don't you know your number V"
" No, ma'am ! But I don't care

much."
"LudP'she ejaculated. "Here, sir.

Just you take your collar off, and let me
measure it."

So he did, and she handed him an-
other.

" That'll fit you, sir," she said.
Then he tried to put it on, and his

hand trembled so that he broke one of
the button-hole- s.

" Now it's done, sir," said she.
" I'm afraid I am," said he.
"Sir."
" I mean I I'm afraid it is !"
Then he took up another, and, out of

compassion, she said :

" Let me button it for you. All men
are death on buttons and button-hole- s

I know my poor Thorn."
Then she fitted the collar, and the

bachelor was ecstatic. As 'she handed
him bis change, she said :

"You're the gentleman that plays
such sweet, dreary tunes on the horn,
aren't you V"
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"Yes, I play a little. But It's dread
ful lonely playing all by myself."

" Isn't there any one with your"" she
asked.

" No, I'm cursed I'm a bachelor I"
" Deary me 1 that Is bud 1 I'd ask you

over here to play, sir""Oh I he Interrupted.
" But I'm afraid the doctor next door

would come In and ask if anybody was
hurt," she continued.

"Oh I" he said again, in quite a dif-

ferent tone, and Immediately left. Five
minutes after he was moaning out 1 The
Last Link Is Broken,' as If that link had
in its soundness held heaven and earth
together. The doctor needed a lot of
snuff: the buker was clearly smoking
himself Into the grave with his Maria;
and the bachelor used so many paper
collars that the llttlo widow ordered as
many boxes of his as she did of all the
other sizes put together. But at last,
one night, came the maid-serva- from
next door pounding up the Widow
Thorn, telling her to come In, for the
doctor was 111 and didn't know any-
body. Hastily throwing on her dress,
In she went, and saw him lying there In
a state of collapse, with his wig over
one eye.

"Ginger and cnyenne pepper and
brandy 1" ordered the little widow, while
Bhe held his head. Then, forcing the
fiery dose down his throat, she held him
tight, while he spluttered and grasped
forbrenth.

"Whatever is the matter with hlmV"
asked the frightened servant.

"Cucumbers!" remarked the widow
for Bhe had seen the doctor march

home that afternoon with two fine
specimens of that proverbially cool veg-
etable In his hand. Then, the Doctor
becoming better, she went home us
cheerful as ever, and slept the dreamless
sleep of the Innocent and of the

Early the next morning the baker
called.

" I hear that Dr. Ash was sick last
night, and that you went In?" said ho

almost as though he had a right to
ask.

" Yes," she answered. " The girl
came for me, and I did the little I could.
Poor old chap! It's a pity he never
married. He might have had a wife
and family around him, instead of a
poor, ignorant servant-girl- , who calls up
the neighbors on trifling causes."

"Widow! that's what I always say.
A lone man is the Devil's delight if
you'll excuse profanity. Everthing con-
spires to make his life unbearable. What
ailed the doctor V"

" Oh, he'd eaten too Ireely of cucum-
bers."

"Widow Thorn, you know I'm as
much alone as he Is."

" Why bless me, Blr what are you
driving at V" asked she.

" Nothing !" he said, with a melan-
choly smile and left the shop.

Ten minutes after, she saw him go
home with five overgrown cucumbers in
his hands she knew how many, for she
pulled a box In the window aside to
count them. She smoothed her apron
down and shook her head. She ex-

pected as much and more. Just at
that moment in came the bachelor from
over the way.

" Is anybody sick next door, ma'am 5"'
he asked.

" Yes, sir ! Dr. Ash was taken III
last night. Whyf"

"I wob playing We Met, 'Twas in a
Crowd,' late, feeling miserable, and I
saw his servant come here, and saw you
go in with her. What ailed him V"

"Now, sir, I cannot tell you. I am
afraid I've been the cause of future
agony to the baker at the corner by
telling him ; so if you'll excuse me,we'll
say the doctor was imprudent."

" I'm afraid I'm that myself,ma'am,"
he said ; " and lately I've
got to feeling a pain here." And he
pointed in the region of his heart that
is, his left side, where nobody's heart is,
you know !

" Oh ! you play too vigorous, sir," she
said. "I once knew a gentleman who
played the fife lovely ; but he died sud-

denly, sir, and the doctor who opened
him told me he was clear as a whistle
inside, sir his own, identical words;
clear as a whistle.' Everything had

gone."
" But, I dare soy, he was a married

man V"
" Yes, indeed ! A blessed wife, and

twins."
" Ah 1 That's the reason. I'll never

die that way, ma'am for there's no
one to mourn for me. I'll keep on
blowing till, after awhile, you'll hear
the echoes rolling in me, and I'll play
the same tune twice at once, and one a
bar behind the other.

"Oh! goodness gracious me!" she
said ; " you'd better see a doctor."

Then he shook his head sadly and
went out.

She sat in the little shop for an hour
or more, writing a long letter. She inked
her fingers, said "bother !" to the pen
for spluttering, folded the letter crook-
edly, refolded it strlghtly, directed the
envelope, put a stamp on the left-ban- d

corner, went out, dropped It in the box,
and came to Dr. Ash's door, knocked,
Inquired how he did, and came home
again. Then I think she was buoy for
quite a time, as all such are.

Soon In popped the doctor, with a
huge bouquet in his hand.

" You have saved my life, ma'am,"
said he.

"Nonsense!" she exclaimed; but she
smiled In a pleasant way, too.
"Then he put the flowers beside her,

pressed her hand, and went to see his
patients.

The little widow hummed a tune, tap-

ping her foot on the floor, late In the
afternoon, when the bachelor from over
the way rushed to her.

" I've done It, ma'am !" he sald,shlv-erln-g.

" Lord bless the man ! What have
you done V"

" I've been Imprudent."
"How?"
" I've poured cold water down my

spine till I'm almost puralyzed, and I
want you to treat me as you did the
doctor."

"You do? Then wait! I'll mix the
dose for you."

And she did so. She brought It to
him, made him take a gulp, and he sat
down Immediately on the floor, white
and choking. There was quite the look
ot a heroine about the little widow
then.

"Now go home," she said, kindly;
" go to bed, and let me know how you
feel." And casting a strange, bewilder-
ed look at her, ho obeyed.

Now, after it was twilight the little
woman closed the shop, .went to her
room, put on her neat,
bonnet, and, going down-stulr- locked
her house-doo- r from the outside, and
was on the pavement, when up came
the servant from the baker's.

" What's the matter with you ?"
asked the little widow."

" Oh, mem ! he's took bo bad that ho
can't speak, and he's been calling for
you all the time."

" Oh ! I know what's the matter with
him. Come inside, Jane, and I'll send
him with something to cure him."

Then Jane went inside, and the little
woman mixed a tumblerful of a certain
compound.

"Five cucumbers!" she said "and
the doctor only had two I Consequent-
ly he'll need as much again and a half,
and a little more pepper." (She had
quite a head for reckoning, I assure
you). She gave the glass to the glrl,and
went out again and locked the door.
" I hope It won't hurt him !" said the
widow.

Next day the shop was not opened.
The doctor tried the door, and found It
closed. The baker, rather shaken ,came
by and looked in in astonishment. The
bachelor peered in from his widow and
wondered. But for all that, the little
Bhop was closed ; and closed It remain-
ed all that day and night. The doctor
was for breaking In the door, to see If
Bhe was inside, ill or dead. The baker
seconded the motion as night approach-
ed. But just then the bachelor came
over.

"Maybe she's gone away to visit?"
Bald he.

"Yes! on some errand of mercy,"
chimed in the doctor. " She is a capital
nurse, that I can testify to."

"So can I," said the baker,dublouBly.
" She never nursed you," said the

doctor.
" Neither did she you, sir," said the

baker.
" Sir I" exclaimed the doctor, looking

like thunder.
"Sir!" exclaimed the baker, looking

as much like thunder as a baker pan
look.

" I would have you know, sir," said
the doctor, " that I am superior to any
insult which a dough-knead- er may offer
me!"

" And I to any foolishness on the
part of a sawbones."

" Now, look here !" said the bachelor.
" I was sick and she gave me the same
kind of medicine she gave the doc-

tor."
" She sent me the same," said the

baker.
" She came into my house, and held

my head while I took it," said the doc-
tor. He was triumphant.

" Then,after much haggllngand quar
reling, they looked at the house again ;

and agreeing that Bhe would certainly
return by they took their
ways to their respective homes.

And behold ! the good lit-

tle shop was opened, and the same ar-

ray of goods met the gaze of the passers-b- y.

The little woman was seen up-
stairs dusting the shutters. She nod-

ded to the milkman and to the ice-ma- n

as usual ; and at last the bachelor saw
her, and over he went, and met the doc-

tor stepping off his doorstep.
"Are you going in, sir?" asked the

doctor.
" Yes !" said the bachelor.
"Do you snuff?"
" No, I go for collars."
"Then we'll go in together." And

together they went In. A tall, sun-
burned man wag there elderly, but big
and brawny.

The doctor spoke up, though he was a
little shaken.

" We-I-- that ls-- wo should like to
see the Widow Thorn, sir."

" There ain't such a person," said the
man, grinning. " She's gone vamosed

pegged out I"
" He's drunk 1" whispered the bache.

lor. " I saw her myself, before I came
upstairs."

" What's that you observed ?" asked
the stranger.

" Sir, we want the Widow Thorn !"
boldly exclaimed the doctor.

"And you may keep on wanting that
old lady, gentlemen ; but she won't
come for wanting."

Then the pleasant voice of the little
woman sounded from the next room :

" Now, Charley, do behave yourself."
And there she was before them, neater-lookin- g

than ever.
" Oh ! Widow, good morning !" sal d

the doctor.
" No more widow than I am," said

the strange man, laughing.
" Now, Charley, do behave," said the

little woman ; " and, gentlemen," turn-
ing to the doctor and the bachelor, "let
me Introduce Mr. Charley, my hus-
band!"

"Your husband !" they both cried.
" Yes, gentlemen. We've been going

to be married for years and years, but
he vowed he'd never marry me till he'd
been successful In the mines ; and he
has been now. We were married yes --

terday in Boston. I wrote him a long
letter telling him I'd meet him there
and here we are! But we'll sell out
this little place us soon as we find a
customer."

Without a word the doctor grabbed
the bachelor by the back of the neck,
hauled him out, and tumbled over the
baker, who was coming innocently into
the shop; and the three were down on
the pavement, where Mr. Charley
picked them up. And when they were
dusting themselves he stood for a min-
ute In the doorway and sang out:

" And If you ask for the Widow
Thorn, I'll tell you there ain't such a
person !" and went in and closed the
door.

The doctor went home and abused
his servant; the baker was seen to take
a tumbler which had held the medicine
of two nights before, and which be-

longed to tbe little widow, and dash it
to a thousand fragments in the back-
yard ; and the bachelor all that day and
evening sat at his third-stor- y window
and played " The Last Link is Broken"
on the bassoon in polka time, with ac-

celerated passages where the compass of
the instrument gave out.

Thus may Innocence cast its halo
around Human Nature.

He Didn't Know the Score.

It was on the ball ground. He was a
young man, and had a memorandum
book in his hand. He was working
away with a pencil, and presently a
man leaned over and Bald :

"What's the score?"
" I don't know !" was the reply.
Then there was a few moments of

silence, during which time the young
man figured away until another man
approached and asked :

"What Inning is this?"
" Don't know," was the sullen reply.
" Oh, you don't," said the querest,

sarcastically, "well, you needn't be put-
ting on airs over it as if I were asking
you the secrets of Free Masonry."

He had no more than recovered from
the shock than another man walked
over to him and Inquired :

" Was that last a two or three-bas- e

hit ?"
This made the young man mad and

he replied not.
The Inquirer passed, and he enjoyed

five minutes' peace, when a ragged little
gamin stepped up to him and yelled:

"Say, mister, how many runs ahead
are the Jerseys ?"

Then a man asked him which paper
he represented, and while be was sim-

mering with rage another fellow came
up to him to make some inquiry ,but be-

fore he could open his mouth to do so
the man with the memorandum book
cut him short by jumping up and
screaming :

"I don't know the score; I don't
know what inning it is; I don't know
a curve pitcher from a history of Par-
aguay; lam not connected with any
paper; now don't ask me' any more
questions. It's a pity a man can't sit
down to compose a few verses for a
lady's autograph album without being
bored to death about a game of ball !"

Then he resumed his seat, red in the
face, and was allowed to continue his
verses in peace.

" Home's the place for boys," said
a stern parent to his son, who was fond
of going out at night. " That's just
what I think when you drive me off to
school every morning said tbe son.

J. M. timviN. J. It. G iimn.

J. M. GIRVIN&SON.,
FLOUR, GRAIN, SEED 4 PRODUCE

Commission Merchants,
No. 64 Sonth Gay, Kt.,

BALTIMORE, MD.
.'We will pay strict attention to the dale of allkind of Country Produce and remit the amountspromptly, 45 1vr.

J. M. GIRY1N dc BON.

EWAHHINO'S Copyrighted 1877)

LAW BLANKS,
The Latent and Best. A Great Improvement awant supplied. Wo furnish low and whateveryou need.
Law and Commercial Supplies or all Kinds.

Bend for samples and price lists of whatyon want.- t'atalgites of Blank furnished at THIS
OFFICE, or direct from the publisher.

K. WAKING, Tyrone, Pa.

JEW AVAGON SHOP.
THE undersigned having opened a

WHEELWRIGHT SHOP,

NEW 13LOOMFIELD,
are now prepared to do any kind of work In theirline, In any style, at prices which cannot fall togive satisfaction. Carriages of all styles builtand all work will be warranted.

BTOUFFEIt & CRIST.
New Bloomtleld, April 23, 187H.

Something New I "Money Is Power."
Newest and best book on Finance. Nothing

stale. Old errors exposed. New monetary
principles discovered. No book like It. A
world of information. Monetary history of
nations. Hidden causes of " bard times "
"crashes," " strikes," Insurrections, etc. Per-
fect, symetrlcal system to cure these evils, sup-
ply a good currency, pay the bonded debt with
less taxes without repudiation. No more bonds.
Ex.-Oo- Hardin, of Mo., says : " It is of de-
cided merit." Ex. tate-Senator Gatewood, of
Mo., says : ' It Is by far the best work on
American finances be ever read. Every voter
should have it, and "post up" for tbe cam-
paign.

It is neat, popular the book for the mil-
lions I Over 800 pages ) price f 1.60. Bend for
It I Let agents send the price, less tbe cus-
tomary discount, for a sample copy, and go to
work. It will pay.

Address, Davis & Frkboard, 823 North
Third Street, St. Lonis, Mo. S3 8m

SSIGNEE'S ACCOUNT.

The following Assignees accounts have
been filed in the Protbonotary's of Perry coun-
ty, and will be presented to the Court for con-
firmation on WEDNESDAY, tbe 80th day of
October, 1878 !

1. The account of Dr. I). IS. Mllllken, Assignee
under deed of voluntary assignment for beneflt
of creditors of W. B. Diven, of the borough ofLandlsburg.

2. The account of E. B. WIsb, Assignee nnderdeed of voluntary assignment, for bener.t of cred-
itors of John C. Leonard, of Newport borough.

I). MICKEY, Prothonotaiy.
Prothonotary's Olllce, New Bloonifleld.

September 30, 1878.

jypSSER & ALLEN

CENTRAL STORE
NEWPORT, PENN'A.

Now offer the public

A RARE AND ELEGANT ASSORTMENT OF

DRESS GOODS
Consisting sf all shades suitable for the season.

BLACK ALPAC CAS
AND

Mourning Goods
A SPECIALITY.

BLEACHED AND UNBLEACHED

MUSLINS,
AT VARIOUS PRICES.

AN ENDLESS SELECTION OF PBINT8!

We sell and do keep a good quality of

SUGARS, COFFEES & SYRUPS,
And everything under the head of

GROCERIES !

Machine needles and oil for all makes of
Machines.

To be convinced that our goods are

CHEAP AS THE CHEAPEST,
IS TO CALL AND EXAMINE STOCK.

No trouble to show goods.

Don't forget the

CENTRAL STORE,
Newport, Perry County, Pa.

ESTATU NOTICE.-Notl- ce Is hereby given
that letters testamentary on the estate ofLydia A. Mader, late of Peun twp.. Perry county.

Pa., dee'd.,bave been granted to the undersigned
residing lu same township.

All persons indebted tosald estate are request
ed to make Immediate payment ami those having
cUims to present them duly authenticated tor
settlement to

I. J. HOLLAND.
July 16. 1878 Ctpd. Executor.

PRINTING of every description neatly
the Bloomtleld Times Olllce at

reasonable rate.


