2

windy o wily cuatomer lenrued that It
was nn easy thing to extorl & bargaiu
while she forgot herself in dilating upon
Bier darling theme, “my Prefty Jane,"

Years passed, and the early olbject of
{lie pedine woman was aceomplished,—
The frults or her Uceleas Industry had
gradunlly made her the mistress, not
only of the coltage, to the postession of
which she had so long asplred, but of
several fleldy that lay around It, and the
oheerful prospect of an old age smother-
el by easy seemed before her,

Her fostersghild had entered upon her
womnuhood, and  with the extréeme
beauty 1hnt marked her Infuncy, she
still retnined the title by which it had
been acknowledged, Throughout the
whole country she was ditinguished &8
YPretty Jane,” Bhe bad learned, with
her first power of reflection, to appreci-
ate the unseltlsh goodness thnt had cher.
ished ber, and the only feellng which
appeared to stir ber tranguil nature with
the strength of n passion, was that of
gratitude.

“Clod bless her was often the tearful
ejaculation of Widow Blade ; “il there
isone being on earth that would lay
down her life for another, that would
my Juane for me "

Timid, sllent and home-staying, not-
withstanding that her personal oharms
aud the presumption of her Lelng the
fulure heiress of the snug property of
Widow Hiade might bave constituted
her a belle among our primitive society,
it was predicted that ber affections
would nol readdily divided inlo another
channel, yet, before she had completed
lier eighteenth year, she had been wooed
successfully, and with guiet hopefulness
was walting to take upon herself the
duties of a wile. Her lover was some-
what o man of mark among us—the
handsome and educated young pastor of
the settlement, for among the most fm.
portunt improvements in the uspect of
the country was that of n fine new
church, rearing ita spirve full in sight of
the door of the cottage., Many au  alli-
ance far more ambitious might bave
Leen ! the command of Lewis Wallon,
but in the gentieness, the modesty, the
inteiligence, the housewifely accom-
plishments of Jane, and above all, in
her earnest piety, he saw, more than in
any others, the elements of a ugeful and
jovable minister’s wife, and he felt that
Lils band might safely be proffered where
there was so much not only to win upon
the faucy, but to secure the heart. As
to Jaue, she proved that beneath ler
outward placidity there ran a current
of tenderness not less strong than deep,
—To be Continued.
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Jones” Narrow Escapsz,

T WAR a Baturday nightand Mr. and
Mrs, Jones were shutting up the
ouse preparatory to retiring when Lhere

«came aloud ring at the frout door  bell

that starlled them Dboth, as it was too
Jate for either business or callers. Who
would it be? Mrs. Jones declared she
would not open the door for the world
aud begged Mr. J, to army himself with
the umbrella stand or the hat rack, for
it might be masked robbers or something
of that sort. At which Mr. Jones pooh-
poohed rather faintly and unervously,
aud marching vallantly to the door
threw It wide open and next fell back
over Mrs. Jones, who had kept cautious-
Iy behind, Then the two reconnoitred
the siluation. There was no human
being in sight, but on the doorstep there
was some kind of a mysterious-looking
object. Mrs. Jones looked at it & mo-
ment, then she burst into tears,

“‘It's a-a covered basket. Oh | J.Jones’
you wretoh, how could you ¥ and I-I-I-
trusted you so!"

“Mercy on e, Maria, what are you
crying about ¥ I don’t know what it is!
Maybe it’s an inferoal machineg, to blow
ais up,'” gasped Jones. °

“Oh, you know what it is well enough,
Mr. Jones | Don't add falsehood to your
other basepess. Oh, Jones, Jones ! how
oould you decelve me so?' and she
wiped away another flood of tears,

“1'll throw the thing into the 'middle
of next week,"" shouted Jones in a fury,
i—"

"*sStop, stop, wretohed man ! eried his
wife, grasplog hiscoat tails. * Don’tadd
murder to your other necomplishments;
and to think I have Lr-tr-trusted’’'—

“Marin, sald Mr, Jones with the
-calmuness of desperstion, “unhband me!
I will ind out what this mesns, That's
our old market baskel,” he exclaimed
suddenly, and the next moment he had
dragged it into the hsll. “Why, it's
our dinuver for to-morrow, I forgotall
about it and left it at the buteher's and
bie hias pent it home! I bhope you're sat.
dafled.™

“I never paw such u cureless man in
my Ufe,” sald his wife, in u relleved
volce. **'We might bave bad to go with-
out out dioper, for all of you."

Joues says it was the narrowest escupe
@ver be had,.—Detroic Post,

A Great Entorprise.

The Hop Bitters Manufacturing Com-
pioy Is ove of Rochester’s bual-
ia &w.mwdm"gnmp cedent

ve
having from thelr intrinsic value foun
thelr way into almost every 0
An the land.—Graphic, b
" =1
Raias o L
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VIOLET'S CHOICE.

L HICH shall it be "

W Violet Vane stood at her win.
dow ns she asked hersell this question,
while ber dark eyes ronmed over the
soene which lny before her,

A drenry scene, surely, Broad flelds,
from which the harvest had Jong since
beenn gathered, even the aftermath
nothing now remnined save the brisl-
ling stubble, upon which the dutumn
rain was fnlllog—drip, drip, deip. Over.
head, a doll, gray. sky, with the sun
slowly dylng In the west; under foot,
godden gray enrth, The whole world
geemed robed in that one sombre color,

And so that young girl who stood
there, her eyes sweeping impatiently
over it all, it seemed the dreariest picture
in the world.

she was young and had besuty ; the
heart within ler breast throbbed with
ambitions desires and longings; she
wanted to rise up above all these sordid,
common surronndiogs, and get within
her proper sphere. B8he lopged for
wealth and luxury : her beauty craved a
costly selting : yet she was but a poor
farmer’s davghter, and liv 0o nn
ancient red farm-house, in the st of
gray, old cornfields, from whenve the
green had fled,

It seemed to her, standing there wearl-
ly, ns though the green would never
come buok agnin to the flelds, the azure
to the skies, or the song to the bird.

Yet she waa declding 8 momentous
question that day, and one which was
destined to affect all her future life. It
was this:

Arnold Lee, s« milllonaire, had asked
Lier to become his wife, But e was old,
and gray, and wrinkled, and her heart
belonged to another — Richard Lyle,
But Riohard was poor ns she was, and—
and—the glitteriug bait which the old
man held out was very tempting.

Violet was tired of poverty and the
constant battle against the ills of this
life, Bhe wanted to get away from It
all; she longed to live in a  palace, and
wenr silks and jewels, and have all the
money she desired, And all this could
be gained wmerely by sayiog yes to Ar-
nold Lee!

But how could she? How could she
wrench from her beart the love which
oceupied it, and glorified her life with
all the glories of a pure and innocent
affection, and bind herself lo thls grim
old man for the sake of bis gold? Yet
Richard was so dreadfully poor! Vio.
let’s heart sank as she remembered it
all.  And she must declde quickly, for
In two hours’ time Arnold Lee would
come for an answer.

“VYiolet 1"

The girl turned fo s=ee her mother
standing beside her—a fretful, complaln-
ing woman, who spent her dally life in
bewalling their poverly.

“Well, Violet," she went
you made up your mind? To think
that you should ask for time to decide
such a matter! Why, girl, I should
think you would be so gratified at Mr.
Lee's proposal that you would tell him
¥yes without a moment’s delay.”

*Mother, do you really advise me to
marry that old man just for his money,
when you know that Ilichard and 1
are—-"

“You are not really engaged,” inter.
rupted her mother, hastily, **No, thank
heaven! and the understanding between
you, such as it Is, can be easily settled.
Violet, I want you to marry Mr, Lee;
you can't afford to refuse him! Why,
it will save you and us all from the
depths of misery, Tell him yes, Violet.”

Hhe left the room and Violet to her
own meditations, A defiant look flash.
ed into the girl’s clear eyes,

“I will not!” she cried, setling her
white teeth hard together, and clench-
lng her little hand fiercely, ‘I will not
marry that old man! I have declded at
last! PPoverty with Richard Liyle is pref.
erable to a life of gilded misery 1"

A tall figure coming across the sodden
fields met her gaze—the color flamed up
into her cheeks, her eyes shown with a
dewy light.

“Dear Richard!" she whispered to
herself, *he is coming ; 1 will meet him
and tell him all 1"

As she spoke the slow rain ceased
falling and a single blue streak appeared
in the sky. Throwing a water-proof
cloak about her, she opened the low win.
dow and stepped over the sill. Gather-
ing her skirts about her, she darted for.
wird, scross the wet door-yard, and met
her lover at the gate. “Oh, Richard,”
she cried, stopplug short, *I want to tell
yon !=" J

Bhe paused ln shy confusion.

“¥You have decided, my darling ¥ he
whispered ; “wall, Violet, which shall it
be—love or gold ¥'*

she slipped her little hand (o his, and
the shifting color came and went in her
falr cheek,

“Love, Rilcbard!” she murmuored,
woftly. *“Ishall not marry that old man
~they caunot force me to do it !"

Foralong time the two conversed
together in low tones, and at last they
went away together through the gather.

on, “‘have

ing twillght down to the village lying
prim and sllent fn the evening shindows,

And when they bad returned to the
old farim-house Violet was Richard
Liyle's wife,

Quietly she slipped Into the house, and
up slales to her room,

Bho had bhardly lalo aside her cloak
and changed her dress when her mother
appeared.

“Violet 1" ahe began guerulously,
“make hnste, ean’t you? Mr., Lee has
been waltlog for you down stiklrs for the
last balf hour, Have you made up your
mind ¥’

Violet's face erimsoned,

Y, slie answerad, softly, her eyes
shinlog with the light of love, ''I have
mide up my miod!"

Mrs, Vane enught her In ligr arms,

“Ciod bless you, my child ! she oried;
for to her beart there was bul one de-
clsion possible ; “now we shall know no
more poverty—uvo more plnohing and
turning to get alopg In the world | You
have saved us, Vielet !"

But Violet Lind no words to ulter,
What would bher parents suy when they
knew what she hoad done? Bhe went
down stalrs and entered the shabby little
parlor, with its dingy earpet and old
Mmshioned furniture.

Mrs, Vaoe, sittiog there, was  already
turning over in bher mind a hundred
plans for the future. They abould have
a new house, new, soft carpets and flne
furniture and live and become people of
wealth and position,

She glanced up as Violet entered, and
her heart misgave her ns she observed
the girl's puiu cheels and frightened alr,
Bhe uroge ns though to leave the room.

Old Farmer Vane, who had come in
to entertain their distinguished visitor
until Vielet should appear, aroge nlso,
But Violet motioned to her parenis lo
remnin.

“Do not go,'" sheeried, her sweel volee
trembling o little; *I have nothing to
say which I ¢annot say in the presence
of my father amd mother. Mr. Lee"
she added; abruptly, turning to the eld
millionaire, who had arisen and stood
before her deferentinlly, “you have done
me the honor to nek my hand In mar.
riage. Of course, with the disparity
befween us, there could be no gquestion of
love: it would, therefore, be but a mere
sordid transaction, in which I became
your wife for the sanke of the wealth and
position which | would enjoy."’

“YViolet!" orled Mrs,
felgned consternntion.

“Listen, mother, Mr, Lee, I have
welghed this matter well in wy mind,
I assure you, sir, I have given it long
and anxious deliberation; and I have
decided. "

Mra. Vane caught her breath with a
quick gnsp of surprise as Violet paused.

“I eannpot be your wife, Mr. Lee," the
young, sweet voice went on, *‘I do not
love you and I cannot barter my liberty
for wealth. Besides, I love another; it
wis ‘love againgt gold,” you see, and 1
have chosen—love! Thisevening I be-
came the wife of Richard Lyle. Father
~mother—forgive me for the step 1 have
taken ; Indeed I meant not Lo cause you

T4y

pain; but I love him and Iam his wife!

But Mrs, Vane refused to be comforts
ed, All the faly vislons of the happy
future which gold would bring to them
vanighed now, and the castle of cards
tumbled over. :

“I will never forglve you,you wicked,
deceitful girl1’? she corled. “You have
ruined the happlness of your father and
mother,"

Arnold Lee turned to
man.

“Do not reprouch Violet, Mrs, Vane,"
he said, gently, ‘‘she had a righit to her
own cholee, unirammeled by my wishes
or desires.”

He opened the outer door and beckon-
ed to some one without.

“Come io, Richard!' be said, “and
let me explain all this, Listen, good
friends ;" and a8 Richard entered and
stood at Violet’s side, silence fell upon
the little group and the old man con-
tinued: “I love Violet; indeed, who
could help it? But I am very old, and I
was well aware that if she chose me it
could not be for love, but ouly for the
sake of the wealth which I could beatow
on her. I soon found out another thing
—that she and Richard Lyle loved each
other and that he is worthy of her, Fo
I took bhim into my confidence. I sald
that he would put Violet to the test—we
would give ber n ¢choice between loveand
gold. If she declded to be my wifel
would do al! in my power to render her
bhappy. But if, on the other hand, *love’
wis triomphant and she became the
wifle of Richard Lyle I agreed to settle
upon the young man $100,000 to be his
own when Violet became hlswife. This
waas onrown seorel ; Violet knew mnoth-
Ing of 1t. Bhe has preferred truth to a
life which would have been buta loug
deception, Bhe ls Richard's wife, and 1
cougrutulate them both. Aud I uow
sunounce Violet nnd Richard Lyle ae
my helrs, I sm very old and cannot
live long; when God sees fit to take me
away I shall leave all my earthly pos-
sesslons to them Jolatly,”

Vane, fn un-

the irnte wo.

And the old msn kept hLis word.
While he lived he was the best and  Len-
est frend to the youthful palr whom he
had so truly befrlended ; and when he
died and was lald away to rest, hig will
named Violel and Richard Lyle sole
helrs to his Immense wealth, because
they loved each other nnd were worlhy,
and her true heart bad chosen love ju.
stead of gold,

And Mra. Vane's hopes were renliged
after all ; and the onstle of which she
had g0 Tondly dreamed wad bully,

. -

SUNDAY READING.
Fillal Love.

There Is nol on earth s mors lovely
alght than the unwenatried care and atlen-
tion of children to thelr parents, Where
filial love Is found in the heart we will
anewer for all the other virlues, No
young man or woman will turn out
basely, we wipeerely belleve who has
parents respecled and beloved, A child
affectionate and datiful, will pever bring
the grany hairs of his parents to the grave,
The wreteh who breaks forth from
wholesome restraint, and dlsregarids Lhe
laws of his country, must have first dis-
obeyed his parents, showing neither love
nor respeckt for them. It is seldom the
case (hat & dutiful sonis found In the
ranks of vice nmong the wrétehed and
degraded. Filial love will keep men
from sin and crime. There never will
come & lime while your parents live
when you will not be under obligation to
them. The older they grow the more
need will there be for your assiduous care
and attention to their wants, The ven-
erable brow and frosty halr speaks loudly
to the love and compassion of the child.
IT sleknese and infirmity make them at
times fretful, bear with them patlently,
not forgetting that time ere long may
bring you to nesd the same atlention,
Filinl love will never go uorewarded,

The Greatest Mistake.

Everybody is making mistalkes,—
Everybody is flnding out afterwards
that he has made a mistake, But there
can be no greater mistake than the stop-
plug to worry over a mislake already
mude, The templation is irresistible
when one has slipped on an orange peel
or banana skin, to turn and see just
where nnd how he slipped. But if a
man fs in a hurry to reach the depot,
anlong the average city sidewnlk, he
would do better to look out for the next
slipping place, snd guard agalnst it,than
to turn around and walk backwards,
with his eyes on the place where he
slipped last, and his mind full of worry
because he did slip there. A man would
stnnd 0 better chance of entering his
traiu by Ietting those slipping places
alone.

“Forgelling these thiongs which are

behind, inclading the forgetting to worry
over the lrredeemable past.—** Reaching
forth unto those things which are be-
fore,”! is the *one thing” for every
child of God to do In spile of the many
mistakes which nt the bést he has cer-
tainly made,

s -

“Live for Something.”

Thousands of men breathe, move, and
live; pass off the stage of life, and are
lieard of no more. Why ¥ They did not
u particle of good in the world, and none
were blest by {hem ; none could point to
them as the lnstruments of their redems-
tion ; not a line they wrole, not & word
they spolke, could be recalled,and so they
perished—thelr light went out In dark-
ness, and they were not remembered
more than the inseots of yesterday., Will
you thus live and die ¥ Live for some-
thing. Do good, and leave behind you a
mounument of virtue that the storms of
time can never destroy. Write your
name by kindness, love and mercy on
the hearts of the thousands you come In
contavt with yeur by year, and you will
never bLe forgotien, No, your name,
your deeds, wﬁl be as legible on the
hearts you leave behind as the stars on
the brow of evening., Good deeds will

shine as bright on the earth as the stars
of heaven.

E¥" The meanest and most contempti-
ble person on earth, not to say the most
wicked, is one that will flatter you to
your face, and talk against you, and slur
you belilnd your back. Always look
out for and avoid a backbiter, He Is “the
snake in the grass,"’ the adder that biteth
the horse’s heels, making his rider fall
backward.’” Such an one always gives
evidence of an unsanctifed heart, The
way (o avoid this sin iz not to talk sbout
others, unless to speak well of them, to
do them good, or to do somebody else
good by saving them from evil assoela-
tion.

.-

A Remunrkahle Goineidence.

It 1s & matter of journalistic record,
that rome years since, & schooner sct sall
from Baltimore, haviog on board n crew
of thirtesen wmen. By a most siogular
freak of nature, the entire force was
attacked by a skin disense, which wmani-
fested (tsell In lurge ulcerated sores on
the arnis and hands, wholly Incapacltat-
iog the men from duty. result was
that the vessel was towed back to the
olty where the men were placed In the

hosplital. Moral! Bwayne's Olot-
?ﬂ;p:mlun tlh-g‘ﬂvm'gnd in the
o

, the erew would have recovers
ed ln from 12 to 48 bours. BOAL

RHEUMATISN,

Nouralgia, Seiatica, Lumbago,

Baokache, Sorensss of the Chest, Gout,
Quinsy, Sore Throat, Swellings and
Sprains, Burns and Scalds,
Ganeral Bodily Paing,

Tooth, Ear and Headeohs, Frosted Fest
and Ears, and all other Paing
and Achas.

No Preparation on earth equals Fr. Jacons (1L as
n tu('v vy ehmple atid eheap Exteril Hemedy,
Atr ll’mni.l Tt the vomparatively trif:inr outlay
of 80 Cente, unl every one puffering with paln
oan have ehioap and posifive proof of 1bs elaims,

Dirsetions in Kleven Languaged.

BOLD BY ALL DRUGGIETH AND DEALEES IN
MEDIOINE,

A.VOGELER & CO,,

Baltimare, Md,, U. 8. A
Mnuy 0, 18811y
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GALVANO
< ELECTRIC >

) Y
The great Carative Mtnn-ﬂ

A GALVANIC BATTERY
Iaimibedded in this Medionted Pluster, whish, whe

applled to ':.;@fmm:m::r:':afr:,’:nu.

eurrent of
Al | te [ ot ing|
n?f.‘".?(f:'ﬁfmr"&“dm:‘ Tthoy are acknawk
by Physiclany to bs the IE‘M relantifo msth
of nppimatich of thoss subtle and mysteriobe
elomanta of et for the poallive fo
of the followl iy complalnts, vis
Rheumatism; NeuralgingSick Hoad.
acho; Wenk and Inflamed Myou; All
ctlons of the Braing lglnal Com=
E:nlmn Kidney and Liver Complaints;
fation, Parnlysls and Lambago; l:ll)yn-
pnpﬂl.;‘nhms nnd Lung Disesses; Dia-
eases of the Hearty Nervous Prostra=
tlome; &vo,
PRICE ONLY $1.00.

THE BELL MANN CO., Prop'sa,
B14 Broadway, Oor, 10th 04, Mow Terk, 3
AGENTS WANTED.
RN RTANE FOR CINCU LA RD,
FOR BALE DY ALL DRUGQGISTS.
Mention this paper, Bont by Mail

Fpeedy owre

October 18, 148L=—1y

V[ USSER & ALLEN

CENTRAL STORE
NEWPORT, PENN’A.

Now ofter the publie
A RARE AND ELE(ANT ASSORTMENT OF

DRESS GOODS

Consisting of all shades suitable for the season

BLACK ALPACCAS

AND
Mourning Goods

A SPECIALITY.
BLEACHED AND UNBLEACHED
MUSLINS,

AT VARIOUS PRICES,
AN ENDLESS SELECTION OF PRINTS)
Weselland do keep a good quality of

SUGARS, COFFEFS & SYRUPS

And everything under the hend of

GROCERIES !

Machine Needies and oll for all
Machines,

Tao ke convinead that our goods are

CHEAP ASTHE CHEAPEST,
ISTO CALL AND EXAMINE BTOOK,
& No trouble to show goods,

makes ol

Don't torget the

CENTRAL STORE,
Nowpart, ParyCounty, Pa.
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