nan.nqa_ln.

PHILADELPHIA AND READING R. R

ARRANGEMENT OF PABSENGER TRAINS.
Nov. 10ith, ISTS,

THAINELEAVEHARRISBURG AR FOLLOWE
For Sew York, At 620, 8108, m, L0up. m,
and *1.65 p. m,
twr dl’mlme!phln. nt 500, B0, 046 Am.
o an 00 g s
F For ﬁ‘}‘ﬂ'l'" at 6,20, 810, fdbin. m, and 2.00
00 s 7.
or Pottsville at 520, 8,10 & m., and 4.00
. 1., alid vik Sehuylkill and Susquehanna
ranehal 240 p, m,
Fur Auburn via 8. & 8, By, sk 82308 m,
i gnr tlln;lluwn. at o490, Blun, m.,and at .00,
W 7.8 g
he :5;! ’!kplu W omy,  nnd A0 poom, tralus
have through ears for New York,

e S, a. m., tralus have
Ph|nulelph\u.
BUNDAYR:

For Néw York, nt 5.20 a. m.

For Allentown and Way Stations &t 5208, m.

For Reading, Philadelphinand Waystationsht
1AL

TRAINS FORMARRISBURG, LEAVE AB FOL
LOWH

through earsfor

.rl.‘e“n New York, ats4s a. m., 1.00; 6.30and
A Py,
l,d‘ugro Pattadelphin, at $.45 & m. 4,00, and
T80 m,

Limave Rending, at f440, 740, 1060 s me 130,
616 and 1o 85 pein

Loave Pottaville, nt 610, 9156 w.m. and 440

. m,
" A‘u‘nl Pla Sohuy kil and Basquelinnnn Branchat
.15 4. m.

Laave Anburn viasd, & 4 Br, at 12 noon

Lonve Alleatown, ot +L.00 360, 905 a.m., 12,16
.80 nodd 8,05 . m,

SUNDAYS!

Lonve New York, at 5,80 p. m.

Loave Philadelpbin, at 7.20 p, m. L

Loave Reading, at 4,40, 740, 6. m, and 10.85

P in
ave Allentown, nt2 3 a, m,, and 9.06p, m.
- J. K. WOOTEN, Gen, MAnARer.
O, (. Hancook, Gensral Ticket Ageut.

thues pot rin on Mandays,
Vi Morris and Essex R, 1t

Pennsylvania R, R.Time Table.

NEWPORT B8TATION,.
On and amter Munday, June ¥5th, 1877, Fas-
engel cralnawlll run asfollows:
EAST.
Miftintown Ace, T.02a, m., daily exceptBunday.

Johustown Kx, 1% p M., dally ' Sunday

MATl;  ciaciinnaie 6.0 P, sn,, dally uu‘etnﬁundl!

Atlantic Expreas, O5ir s, Nag,—dally.
Wdlitill"l'.

WayPasa,0.08 & M., daily,

llml’l. e sesnines BB P, s dally sxesptSunday.

Ml atown Aoe. 6,66, . dallyexeopt Bunday.
Pltuunruh‘ﬂxurass. ILATR. M., (Fiag)—dnily,ex.
oupt sunday. &
Puci]‘}m Express, 6,17 a. m., dally (flag)
Tralfis are yow ruy by Phlladelphis time, which
Is 13 mlnutm‘{muﬁ nm’:s !\{tﬁunu time, and 4 min.
an New Yor me.
- inic e J.J. BAROLAY, Agent.

DUNCANNON STATION.
Onand afver Monday, .:nﬂn h, 1877, tralng
, Bk follows @
wlilleave uun“‘é‘]&“’rwa'ﬂ

D,
Mifintown Ace dailyexcept Sundayat 8,124, M.
ﬂ'“ﬂ"“&w" Bx. 12550 M., dally exceptSunday.
TP, Massinssziaasssinnss
?llnll--E:pmn no0p, m., dally (Nag)
waarwaguizl.
Way Passonger, B.J48 A, M., dnlly
Mail, 2.09 ¢, :. ........ veesdallyaxeaptSunday.
Illnﬂglnwn Ailc'ltrta“, nteln tﬂélnm:‘!.:‘tltl!.{;;n:
Pltt Ex. exerpt Bundny (B8P M,
i hme \'?II.U. KI&GAI!IIL

QURPRISING !
JUST OPENED

A VYARIETY STORE,

UP TOWN !

We invitathe Citizens of BLOOMFIELD and
vicinity, t+ aall aud examine our Stock of
GHUCEHRIFS
QUEENBWARE,
GLARKWAHRE.
TIN WAKRE,
AFULL VARIETY OF
NUOTIUNS, eto.. ete., ote.

All of whioh are selling at astonishingly

LOW PRICES.

Givenaneslland SAVE MONEY, as we are al
mo<t GIVING THINGS AWAY.
&% Rutier and kges takeo in Lrade,

VALENTINE BLANK,

WEST MAIN STREET

Nov. 19, 78—t

The mm;l n.uetui l;reu-m. 5
FPOR YOUR WIFE,

nranded wile, mother. or sister, 18 one of our
fekle Plated and Polishad Fluting or Crimpluyg
Trons, 4 Llrvns on oue havdle and al greatly KEk-
DUUED PRICES,
g Keversable Fluting Iron, 83 50. Home
Flutibg and Crimpiog lron, £ 75 SENT PHE-
PALD on reoeipt of price,

Hewitt Mfg, Co. Pittsburgh, Pa,

P. O, Box, 868 or 186 Penn Avenue,
AN AGENT WANTED IN THIS UUUI::I"‘\;
w4t

4 2 oblalued for mechani.
PA rE N Tb vl devioes, medicul ur
oLher compou nds. ormental desigus, trade marks,
and labuis, Caveals. Asslglneis, Inteiferences,

Huttn for lnlrluu{mrull. and ®il canes ANISINYE un-
dertne PATE LaWws, prempily attenaed o,

INVENTINONS THAT MAVE BEEN

REJECTE D R e . %

Aee may stlil. in
Ml Gases, Ue pnionited Dy us. Belog opposite (e
Palen! UMce, we ¢an make oluser searches, and
mecure Patents more promprly, snd with broader

elnlms. thuu those who are remoie oo Waah.
sand us a mod

INVENTORS: ian,

Jour aevies; we make «Xouilialions fres of
ehargs, and sdvive ax o pubeniubiln All cor.
ro““mnduun.t striotly oonfdential.  Prices low,
:“ “lliiu CHARGE UNLESS PATENT IS 8E.

kD,

e roler te oMelaln in the Pateant Ofties, to our
wlients th Every Stale of the Umon, sdd to your
Sepntor sl Hepresentat ve in Congavess, Spealal
velerenom glven when desired.

Addrens: C. A.BNOW & OU.,

Opposite Pateut Ofce, Washingion,

Wanted tovare one Uuse o

CATARRBAHE,
X' n vueh nelghbarhond Lo Introduce our
8 One. that Aryrmt y e v s St E 0
anl B » L ~=
f r‘;:m r:u P mﬁunhuruu (e, Af ren-§ A
cluel by '{31 li;;"l;lla rﬂ'x. Lo's ) a.
m-. " v
nmi",.'t.r.uq

money Taster at work for us than
wine,  Cuplinl notregui 1 wWe
per diy ai home minde by t
on, women, boys and giris wa
work for us. Now s e —
terme ress THUE &
*1iyr

Gan m1
< wi anyth
l'.ll'l art ol

ADIEE AND CHILDREN will Snds
oplendid assortment of akoewdt the evo
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 THE WIDOW'S FRENCHMAN ;
—~OR,— ;
ALL I8 FAIR IN LOVE.

i H, WHAT a bandsome man!"

erfed Mrs, Hunter; * and such
a churming forelgn sceent too,”

Mrs. Hunfer was a whlow — rich,
ehildless, fair and thirty-fAive — and she
maide the remurk above recorded to Mr.
Bunting. bachielor, who had come to pay
an afternoon enll, apropos of the depurt-
ure of Prof, La Fontaine, who had,
according to the etiguette, taken his
departure on thearrival of Mr, Bunt
ing.

“Don’t Hke to dontradlet a Iady,”
eaid Mr, Bunting, * but I can't say 1
nures with you i and these forelgners are
generally lmpostors, too,*

Mrs. Hunter ghook her head coquet-
tishly.

Bhe was rather coquettish and rather
gushing for her age.

“Oh, you gentlemen! you gentle.
I men 1" ghie sald; 1 can’t see that you

ever (o justice to each other,”

And then she maong the bell and order-
| ed the servants to bring ted, and pressed
Buchelor Bunting to stay to partake
of it

There was a malden aunt of eighty in
the house, to play propriety, and allow
her the privilege of having as muny
bachelors to ten as she chuse, and Mr,
Bunting forgot his jealousy, and was
once more happy.

He was, truth to tell, very much in
love with the widow, who was his jun.
for by fifteen yenrs,

He liked the lden of living on the
intirest of her money, too.

Bhe was a splendid bousekeeper and
n fine pianist,

She was popular and good-looking.

He intended to offer himself for her
neceplance as pooy as he felt sure that
she would not refuse him.

But this dreadful Professor Ln Foun-
tnine, with blnck eyes as big as saucers,
and long side.whiskers—black also as
any raven’s wing—had the advantage of
befug the widow's junior,

This opportunity to make a fool of
hereelf, is 80 irresistible to every widow,

It troubled his dreams n good deal—
not that he thought him handsome.

Oh, no!

But etill at fifty & man does not desire
a rival, however he may despise him.

“She did not ask him to stay, and she
did ask me,"” gaid Mr. Bunting, nod de-
parted, after a most delightful evening,
during whieb the maiden aunt (who was
al best, as deafl ns a post) snored sweetly
in her chair.

But, alas! on the very nextevening
his sky was overcast,

Professor La Fontaine took the widow
to the opern.

He saw them enter the doora of the
opera house, and, having followed nnd
secured a seat o a retired portion of the
house, also; noticed that the Professor
kept his eyes fixed upon the lady's face
in the must Impressive manner, during
the whole of the performanoce, aud that
she now and then even returned his
glances.

It ean’t go on,’ sald Mr. Bunting to
himsell, I can’t allow il. Bhe'd re
gret it all her life. T must remonstrate
with her, No woman likes a cownrd.
Faiot beart never won fuir lndy, Bhe'll
admire me fur speaking out,”

And that very evenlng Mr. Bunting
trotied up to the widow's,full of a dewlly
purpose, sud with o set speech lesrned
off’ by heart.

The speech he forgot as he crosved the
threshold,

The purpose abided with him.

There were the usuul remarks about
the weather,

The usual chitehnl followed, but the
widow saw that Mr, Buntiug was not
at his ease,

At lust, with the sort of plunge that
o timid bather makes into ebilly water,
be dushed luto the suljeot nearest his
henrt.

** He's & maseal, ma’am, I give you
my word,”

*Oh, dear!
widow,

** That frog-eater,” replied the bachel-
or. * Upon my soul, I spesk for your
own good. I am interested in your wel.
fure. Don't allow his visits, Youdon't
know a thing sbout him.”

“Do you allude to Monsleur La Fon.
taine ¥ nsked Mrs, Hunter, solemnly,

*“I nllude to that fellow,’” sald bach.
elor Bunting. “Why, his very counte-
vance proves him to be a rascal, I—1'd
enjoy kicking bhim out so much, 1I—"

“Bir," said the widow, **if you have
not been drinking, I really think you
must be mad,”

“Ma'um ! eried Mr, Bunting.

“ Perbapa, however, I should take no
notice of such conduct,™ sald Mrs. Hun-
ter. * Perhaps I should treat It with
silent contempt. "

*Oh, good graclous ™ cried bachélor
Bunting, “ don't treat me with slient
contempt, ‘It's ‘my sfiection for you
‘that urges' me on, 1adere you! Have

Whoe is?" cried the

stare of ¥, Mortimer. 1

‘me. Accept ‘me. -Mamy me and be

mine to oherish and protect from all
audacions Frenchmen, "

The widows heart was molted.

Bhe burst Into tears,

' Oby what shall T say ! she sobbed,
1 thought you merely o frlend, T'am
—I=I=I am engaged to the Professor ;
he proposed yestordny evening.'

Baehielor Bunting had dropped down
upon his knees while making the of-
fer.

Now he got up with n sort of groan
—not entirely oaused by disnppointed
love, for he had the rheumatiem.

Y Furewell, false one,' he sald feeling
for his bat without looking for it, "I
lenve you forever,”

He strode away, banging the door
after him. »

The widow cried and then laughed,
and then oried agaln,

In fuok, she had o genuine fit of what
the mulden aunt ealled * sterloks," and
the chambermaid ** highstrikes," before
she was  brought to, and prevatled to
tuke n glogs of wine and something hot
and comfortable in the edible line,

After which the thought of her flance
consoled ber,

Days passed on.

Buchelor Bunting did not drown him-
self or emp cold polson,

The wedding day was fixed,

The housemnald Informed her friend
that Mrs. Hunter * kept steady com-
pany.*t .

The malden aunt, who had no in-
come of her own, curried favor by being
almost always in the state of apparent
coma.

The widow was in the seventh heaven
of bliss, and all went merry o8 & mor-
ringe bell until one evening, ns the be-
trothed puir snt before the fire in the
pulished grate, there came # ring at the
bell, and the girl who answered it
#oon looked into the parlor to announee
the fuct that & little glrl In the hall
would come in,

“Oh, let her in' said Mrs. Hunter,
“1'm eo fond of the dear ebildren in
the neighborbood. ** It's one of them,I
presume ¢

But while she wns speaking, a small,
but wvery odd looking little girl in a
short frock, with & tambourine in  her
hand bounced into the room and throw-
ing herself into the Professor's arms,
with a strong French aceent sereamed ;

“Darling pupn, have I then found
you? How glad mamma will be! We
thought you dend.”

“I'm not your papa,’
Frenchman, turning pale.
crazy, my dear little giel 7**

said  the
‘“Are you

**No, no, no; you are my papal!"
cried the child, ** Do not deny your
Estelle,. Does she not know you ¥ Ah,
my heart, it tells me true. Dear, mam-
mu and I have almost sturved, but she
has mnever pledged her wedding ring,
never, Bhe pluys the orgun, I the tam-
bourine, We have suffered, but now
papa will return to us. Ah, heaven [

“My gracious ! the morals of furrl-
ners.  He'd huve macried missus ' erled
the girl at the door.

‘Bhe tells one black lle. Never be-
fore have I seen her; believe me, mad-
ame " sereamed the poor Frenchman,
Ah, mon Dieu, am 1 dreaming ¥

‘O, Alphonse,’ erled the widow,'* but
there, I will be firm. My best friends
warned me of you, Tuke your hat—go,
Never enter my presence again, Go
with your unfortupate ehild—your poor,
half starved little girl. Go home to
your deserted wife. Go!”

AL, madaie, zense s falsehood 1M
arled the unfortunate Frenchman, los-
Ing Lils temper In his exoltement, Be.
lief""—

*Out of my house [ cried the widow,
“Peguy, open the door. Go! What an
escape 1 bave had 1"

The PProfessor departed.

Mrs. Hunter threw herselfl Into her
chair and burst Into tears.

After a while she grew more calm and
taking a letier from & drawer, she pe-
rused it \

'“Ah me! what decelyers those Yaen
arel” she said, as she pensively 1ay back |,
on the cushions, * Ounly to thivk he
could write s letter so full of love, and |
prove such a villning bat I am warned
in time.”

Aud she tore the letter Into frag-
menits,

The maiden sunt, who bad not
hedrd s word, demanded an explana-
tivn

Biddy bowled it throogh her ear
trumpet in these words :

*The seoundrel has over =0 many
wives nmd  fawlilies already playin’
tambourdne for their bread — the ras-
cal 1"

Awd in the midst the door bell rang,
antd Mr. BunUng walked lu, with &
polite bow,

Biddy aud the aunt slipped out of the
rooim.

Mr. Bunling appronched the widow,

I cnlled to apologize,”” he sald. "I
was Liusty the other day. Had I known
the geotleman was dear to you I
should bave restralved my speech. 1
wish you happiness; 1¥—

“Don't, please!” erled the widow. '

“ Hels worse than you painted him,
I have found him out. I hate him,
As ns for me, I ean never be happy
m‘ﬂ."

“Not with your own Bunting "
orled the bachelor, sitting down  beside
ber,

“I'm afeaid not,”” sald the widow,

“Are you sure?” asked Mr. Bunt-
ing.

* No, not guite, sald Mra. Hunter,

'*Then marry me, my dear, and try
it. Do, oh, do!*!

Mra. Hunter sobbed and consented,

Afer having had n white colored silk
made upand trimmed with real lace, It
was too bad not to figure as a bride after
all.

Bhe married bachelor Banting and
wns very happy.

It was well, perhaps, that she had
not the fuiry gift of the Invisible cap,
and did not put it on and follow Mr
Bunting 1o s mysterious recess In Lhe
rear of a theatre, whither he took his
way after parting with the widow on
the night of his engagement,

There he met a lttle gicl, samall bul
odd lovking, the same indeed who had
clulmed the Professor ns her lost  papa,
and this is what he sald to her :

‘“ Here ia the money I promised you,
my child, and you acted the thing ex-
cellently well, I know that by the
effect produced, Bhe belleves that he's
a married man, and he can’t prove to
the contrary. 1 knew you'd beable to
net it out, when I saw you play the de-
serted chitd In the tragedy.”

Then one hundred dollars were count-
ed out into the little brown hand, and
Bachelor Bunting walked off (tri-
umphant,

To this day his wife does not know
the truth, but alludes to poor, innocent
Professor Ln Fountalne as that wicked
Frenchimaun,

-

How Joe Lost His Bet.

An old fellow named Joe Poole, very
eocentrio, and an ineorrigible stutterer,
was a conetant lounger at & tavern in
Waterford, Malne,

One day & traveler from a distant part
of the Btate arrived at the tavern, and
was met by un old acqualntance, n resi.
dent of the town, After some conver-
sation on different topies the traveler
wus addressed as fullows :

“ By the way, Brown, look out for
old friend, Jue Poole, to-nlght. You'll
know him quick enough by his stut-
tering. He will be sure to come and of-
fer to bet that you've not got a whole
shirt to your back, If you take him
up, you will surely lose by a trick
he's got. He invariably offers to lay
this wager and always wins,”

" Very well,” said the traveler, “ 11

notlet him get abead of me. Much
obliged for the caution.”
The evening arrived and a large

crowd was colleoted in the bar-room,—
Our friends were there, and old Joe
Poole was present in his element,

1 lell you wh-what. You're nicely
dressed, but I'll bet you ten to one you
haven't got & whole shirt 'to your
lﬂﬂk.“

“1 will take the
stranger,

“Put the money In .the landlord's
hands,

This being done, the traveler pulled
oft his cont, and was about following
sult with his vest, when old Joe crled
out :

' Ho-ho-hold on |. Ha-half your shirt
is in fr-front, and the other half is on
your ba-buok,"”

There was a roar of lsughter, but the
new-comer did not mind it, but pulled
offl’ his vest, too, and quietly turniog to
Joe, displayed to his astonished grze o
shirt neatly folded and pluced under his
suspenders,

Of course the laugh was turned upon
Poole, who acknowledged that he had
loust the wager.

bet 1" said the

An Odd Character.

EADERS there is a man that we

know of in  Waterford, Oxford
county, Me.,—a man I believe, whe
was never kuown oulside of his home
{and very likely it was the same there)
to glve u direct, legitimale answer (o an
honest, esimple question, He was a
gouly old codger—if he eéver marvied 1
do not know it — owning considerable
real estate and best known as a trader
in horses and cattle,

Baid one neighbor to smother on n
ecertain ovcaslon ;

“If you get from Old Hale a single
direct answer toa simple direct ques.
tion—an answer which shull convey
information somght—I will give you
five dollars; and I will take your word
for the result,”

The offer was made tos man named
Anderson, who had then lately moved
into the neighborbhood. He had pur-
chased & horse from Mr, Hule, and had
no delioaoy ubout attempting to esrn the
five dollurs, and he belleved he could do
it.

A few days subsequent to the offer
he chaneed to meet theold fellow on Lthe

highway, trudging home with alot of
goose-yokes strung upon his arm,

Here was an opportunity, and Ander
son felt sure of hile fve dollars. Burely
hie ouuld get one simple, direot answer
from the man—Just one, Atall events
he would try.

Ah—good day, Mr, Hale, T declare
there ia something ke of which T
have nol geen T was s boy, They are
gouse yokes, aren't they ¥'

Waal,—they look like goose yokes,
don't they ¥

“They, do cerlainly ; and they wers
faahloned for that purpose, were (hey
not ¥

“ Wa.al,—I dido't see them fashion.
ed, but you ean bet your fe thut they
didin't grow like that,”

‘* But," pursued Anderson,still pleas-
anily, determined to get n direct snswer
il possible, ' you mean to put those
yokes upon your geese, don't you ¥

Old Hale lovked ab the yokes, and
then at his interlocutor.

Wil —1t strikes me that I'll hev
tar catoh the geese fuat, nnd I shan't do
it while I'm standing here, ehall 1 ?"—
Aund nway he went.

Anderson had & story to tell, but  had
not enrned his five dollars,

On another oceasion Old Hale had
gone over to Fryeburg to attend the
West Oxford County Fair, He had pub
up bis horses st Johoony Bmith’s well
kuown hostelry, and wus making his
way lelsurely townrds the falr grouuds,
when & gentleman, deiving s stylish
tenm, pulled up by his side;, and hailed
him :

W Ah—good day, sir. Will you teld
If this rond will take me to the Fair
grounds ¥V

* Wial, stranger, T cun't any what
it'1 o for you 5 I trust my legs to take
me,?

And thé gentleman drove on, evi-
dently taking it for granted that the di
rection of the uiuuly man’s face was &
suffivient guide.”

- -

Malrimonial Curiosities.

The wedding of Amund J. Blowstead
and Louise Behurle drew an assembly
that filled a Chicago ehurch. 'The cere
mony was emoothly performed, and the
married pair passed down the aisle on
their way out. At the door the
bride eaid that she intended to go home
with her mother, instead of starting on
the honey-moon tour that had been
planned. Nobody could dissuade her,
and she parted from her husband then
and there, Afler waiting a month for
her to change ber mind, or make an
explanation, Blowstead now sues for
divorce, A trifle less hurried was the
parting of Mr. and Mrs. Manning, who
stayed in a8 Worcester hotel on their
wedding night., In the morning the
husband eaid that he was golng out for
an hour, and that was the last seen of
him by the bride, who waited until
afternoon, and then sent for her brother
to come and take her home, Btill
another curlous separation was that of
Mr. and Mrs. Clarkson, whose wedding
tour took them to the home of the
bhusbsnd’s relntives, in Dallus, Texus,
where be learned that the bride was his
#tep daughter, of whom he had known
nothing sinee her ehildhood. Although
there was no blood relutionship between
tlw:n, they devided it would be best to
purt,

- -

Didn't Stutter.

“Would you mind readin’ this for
me, sip, [ can’t read mysell.” It was a
snow-shoveler on Wulbut street that
spoke, as he handed over an envelope,
enclosing a telegram, which read :

“ Nashville, January §, 1879, I will
arrive at Louisville by the three o'clock
train this evening. Jerry A, Tafle,”'

“ Will you read It again, sir?"" asked
the snow.shoveler. It was read agaln,

“ You say It's signed Jerry A, Tafft.”

“ That was the name.”

“ Please read It once more.”

His request was complied with,

“ It goes right atraight along — just
them ere words, without any hitehin'
or stumblin v*

“ Just that way,”

“ It can't be Jerry, then, il can’s be
Jerry.” he mused. * Jerry couldn's say
that many words without stutiering all
to pleces, to save hils life, Some fellow
Is tryin’ to fool me, but I'm (oo smart
for bim, I am."

- R

g There are two classes ofChristings
—those who live chiefly by emution
and those who live chiefly by fuith.~
The tirst olass, those who live chiclly by
emotion, remind one of ships that move
by the cutward impulse of winds opers-
ting upon the sails. "They are often ata
demd ealm, often out of their course, and
sometimes driven buck. And i s ouly
when the winds are fuir sud powerfal
thut they move onward with mpidity.
The other cluss, those who liveghielly
by falih, remiud one of the magnificent
steamers whioly cross the Atlantie, that
are moved by interior and t
prineiple, and whioh, mtln‘m
all ordinury obstacles, ndvances skeadily
and swiftly to s destination, through
calm und storm, through cloud sud sun.
shine.




