
" 'God' htive rtefev 1 shriekedNever "ny IMe. ".She made Iter steam Quick, was
happens to "TmmiNiiJ 4Wmmi

Scisson&("We 1: !WotM vtW beliei-- . H
tliatengH'iMH4)!eiiireri' that gap I

"It was tfiee foot across, and
ammt sixty tivt. det'i!, , .'

, ft"She jiimj.! that gap like a stag,
and, What's more, she struck the
rail a I right tin tlie over side, and
kept right alongk as if she 'had'
nut iHitic&l the gap, ,j

"I stirreil Bill mi. and. with huh
us at tt brake, we managed at

lasi losutptite Witch. '

"Sl was on a mv that day, tort
T never dreamed slwM jump the
ga s a thct.' From, Tay.
bur's Fast Life on the Modem

uignway,

A Verir WrtnrUy- - AuiertiJtM fjtorj-
-

T!i6 fof'owhig lively ffctlon is an
extract from Moua. Jules VTerne's

"Hound the World in Eigh
Days": i

Scene Pacific Railroad, near
Fort Kearnev. ... if

The door of the next car onened.
and Col. Mtor appeaif vn the

platform, attended by a 1 ankee ot hi
own Maum as his seen. i But iust
as the cnmltanls were about to

step from the train, the conductor
hurried up and shouted :

"You can't get off, gentlemen !M

"Why not?" asked the colonel.
"We are twenty minute' late,

and we shall iiofcfitAtH
"But I am gollig to fight a duel

with this gei tWnian." .

"I am sorry,'' said the conductor,
"but we shall 'm off at 6uee.
There's fte bej ringing now.". .

The train started.
"I am really very sorry, gentle-men.- "

sak thecomlnctor. "I!nder
any other ces I should
have been happy to oblige you.
But, after all, yuft have not had
time to tight here, why Jwt tight as
we go along.'"

""'hat wouldn't be convenient.

erhais, fiir this gentleman," said
the colonel, in a jeering lout?. )

'It would U nerfectlv so." re

plied f'lrineas Fogg.
"Well, weare really in America,"

thought Passerltrtit, ''and the
coiidiK!tir is a gentleman of the
first order."

So muttering, he followed his
master.

Tlie two comlwtants, their sec-nod- s,

and the conductor, iassed

through the oar to the rear of the
train. The last car was only --

cup ed by a dozen passengers, whom
the conductor polittMy asked it they
would not be so kind as to leave it
vacant fi.r a tew moments, as twn
gentlemen had an affair of honor to
settle. The siranteil tlie

request with alacrity, and straight-wa- y

disappeared urn the platlonn.
The car, which was swne fifty

feet long, was very convenient for
their purpose. Tlte adversaries
might march on each ,jther in the
aisle and lire at .theft ease. Mr.

Fogg and ("olouel Proctor, provided
each with two revol-

vers, entered the car. The seconds

renaiuing outside, shut them in.

They were to begin tiring at the
first whistle of the locomotive.
After an interval of two minutes,
what remaiiKtl tif the two gentlemen
would be taken fr m the car.

Before shots had been exchanged,
however, this affair was slopped,
for a party of Sioux Indians at-

tacked the train, jumping ukhi it,
as is their custom, while it was go-

ing at full speed, some of them

skipping about tlie roots of the cars
like monkeys, pistoling the lessen-ger- j,

while o'tliers throw the bag-gag- e

out on the roadside, as tor
tlie liead chief, he takes cltarge ot
tlie engine, which he runs at double
tlie regular rate, so that it may pass
Fort Kearney too rapidly to per
mit of interference bv the United
States garrison, fins, however, is

. s.l..-- . V I'l.. . 1.. .

.1 st before reaebing aJ: station
rtlled Medicine Bw? it came to a
dt bait, tlie'statioiiiaster at ,that
ifitiit haviiigVeiitou a KingiAkmftii

the smfensioii bridge
over the rapids was shaky, and
would not b ar tlie weight ,of the
train. At this tlie sseiiger pour
ftit, Kwearing at the delay pur

friend, t'olonel Stamn Prm-i.- . ..f
ctrttrse making himself very

Tlnreisniiich grumbling
aiid wrangling, till at la4 "the
engineer, a true Yankee," suggests
a plan which he has known to be
successful in other instances.

VtJennJeoWi, perhaps there is a
way, after all, to get over.' : ,

"On tlie bridge?" asked a paseen-ge- r.

"On the bridge."
"With our train?
"With our train." i

Passepartout stopped short, and
eagerly listened to tlie engineer.

"But the bridge is unsafe," urged
the conductor. r

"No matter," rep'ied Forster, "I
think by putting on the very bigli-e- st

siteed we mav have a chance ot

getting over."
"The devil!" muttered Passe-IKirtou-

t,

But a number of tiasseimers were
at ok attracted by the engineer's
proisisal. and Colonel Pnw-lo- r ua- -

especially delighted, amt foiiirtl tl
plan a verv feasible one. flu told
stories about engineers 'eapingtheir
trains over rivers without bridges,
ny liuttmi! on full steam : and manv
ot those present avowed themselves
oi iue s mind.engineerirr t' .... . .

"we nave miy c!iauces-on- t of a
hundreil of getting over!" said one.

o l.':..!.,.. I v:. ..... i

Passepartout was aloiiudeti
The euirineer's advice is acted

liiNin, which proves to be the liest
that could have been given fiM
ihecireuinstaiices. And they iassel
over It was hkc a flash. Noone
saw the bridge. The train levied,
so to sieak, from oi e hank to the
other, and the eiiL'ineer could not

stop it till it had gone five miles

neyond the station. uut rearcely
bad the train passed the river,'
when the bridge, already dilapi-

dated, fell with a crash into the

rapids of Medicine BoW.

The Mew York Tribune has

prejudices when it conies to orators.

Says tlie Tribune: "On many ac

counts the demise ot Dr. Living.
stone is regretted some mourn the

missionary and some the explorer;
be it ours to lament, the loss of one

who did not 'like to hear himset

sjieakiug! Of eloqui nee,
the world has enough ; and we

moderns, esiieciallv we Yankees,

live always in a rainy climate of

platform volubility. Whenever re
are called upon to defend our Pres.
ident and we are often called upon
to de!end himwe always take

refuge in the fact of his taci'umity,
We say to fault finders, 'Snpxise
the General had been master of

Andy Johnson's vocabulary?"'
. . . .

Canise Sagacity. In Oakland,
in Washington county, a child of
James Armstrong, 18 months old,

on Friday last was drowned in a
stream near the house. The first

the parents knew of the occurrence

was by tlie house dog inducing the
child's mother to go to the bank of
the stream, wliere tlup dog had
drawn the body from the water.

Chicago Tribune.
(

The world is a great mystery,
with creation at amp mid nf i A

. . A .1 fil.v. .4 I .

; easy o fuel, started off live')', and
went like a "tar. j Tier cy mvtn
were Iwr stroke 21 ami
her drivers seven feet six, and she
was as kind to handle as a baby,

'Tb see l.er run oft' with a heavy

!.', light anil gay, was enough to.
hame the ,'uno, Venutsand Uejen,

and other h machines, ;

"She never wanted fixing up.
Venus was always going in ami out
of the shop to be titivated, ami if
there's anything f don't line it's an
engine that all the time wants to
lie titivated. Slie was always ready
and willing for work. Why, bless

you! she was only washed out for
the sake of cleanliness she didn't'
need it a hit.

"She was the tidiest thing I ever
seen seemed although dirt wou'd't
stick to tier.

"Well, what T am going to tell
came off years ago, before I left the
old country, and it was one of the
liest railroads single-trac- then,
though it's got three now, and tour
in some spots.

"Well, the 'Witch' ami I were

put on the mail, tne of tlie fastest

trains, and they went like sixty in
them day.

" The engineer was fined a shill-in- g

for every minute he lost. He
dared not tr slow for fog, unless he
wanted to lue bis day's pay. He
had U keep going right long,
and see things before he got insight
of 'em.

"We Were running noith one
darkish wiiltry day, and were mak-

ing otir htst streaks. I should
reckon we were going about fitly
miles an hour.

"I was saying to myself, 'she's
going her prettiest,' when we sud-

denly shot ahead, as "if we had been
tired out of a cannon,

"I knew what that meant. We
had broke loose, we hadn't a car
behind us. The coupling had
broken lietweeu the tender and the
first coach.

"How we flew, to lie sure! T

whistled the guard to break up the
train. How we bounded along!

"I could make out no objects
alongside we seemed to go faster
and taster; we must have got as
fast as 10(1 miles an hour.

"It was a straight piece of track
for aome miles. I did not shut oft
steam directly we broke, for I didn't
want the tiain to run Into us, which

might hapien if they did not hear
me whistle for brakes.

"It was lucky I kept her going;
for juntas 1 had had about enough
of such flying a man started out
about six hundred yards before us

holding a red flag.
"There was nothing in the way,

so T knew something must be wrong
with the track.

"You might as well have tried
to stop a whirlwii,d as the Witch
in that distance. Her speed was
frightful. .

"There wasn't much timelo think,
and, as we could is stop, the fasten
we went the better; so I gave her
what more steam there was. She
seemed to have some 'go' in reserve,
tor we shot past the red flag like a
Hash.

"I saw men standing horror-struc-

"Bill,' I said, 'quick! Get on the
coke, and see what's ahead.'

"He looked, and went deadly
pale, tottered, and fell back in a
faint, iV

"By this time I could see plain
enough what was wrong, ni;

"There was a cap in the track
where a bridge bad gone down,, ,j

"You can't imagine my feelings-jus- t

then. Going to death death,
swift and terrible at about two
miles a minute getting nearer,
nearer ! I thought ot my wife and
child nearer An instant more
the gap!

"There's n may for life band that keeps
?!Jti' trying' ,. jL, .'.

i
:

Thru '.'!' '! suit i'hi; of burden anJ
'

h . ,
' "

No gnml coiner of groaning mid sigh-inj-r.

When your work tumbles over your
.. head.

Dig out! Yiwfll Mtweu
"i'i m Never say die !

I'll frame you The ru'e fn a story
'Xls of r'anner John Andrews, who

throve
Years iig lu the Stile of Mi wonrt.

County Grundy, town Pup'ar Grove;
And a hap that the firmer befell,

Down in a weft.

Twasanew one, umvalled. White
, in it
Alone with hi piek fie worked on

Came a roar and a crash ! one minute.
Ane aim for mor Farmer John !

Underground, f rt fluty ami live,

And woe for the dear ones tliat love
him! ,

He hear not their shrieks of alarm.
Nor the tread of the neighbors above

him. "

Who run from cottage and farm,
And haui Vr the ruin awl stare,

Dumb with despair.

"Dead !" said tlie liu-- h on their faces;
No help In their strongest hand,

They sadly stole baek to their places
As nlgtit d.'irki-nc- over the laud.

To dream of the search and the sorrow
Early to morrow.

Seven hour the widow sat weeping
By tlie cenc of lier sudden wop. :

Seven hour Iht orphans, unsleeping.
Cried nut for tlielr fitlier Mow

Then a torm rote fearful to tell !

. .. Out of the well-T- all,

and covered with clay ! In terror
The children with 'brick-- ' fled amain;

The wife woman's hear nukes no
error

When tlie lost of hert love comes
sgnin

"'Tis John she sinks on the
sod)

"Blessed be God !"

Brave heiirt, pent under the ground !

Brave haiHewhow tl?y kpt death
nt bay !

And Merer, for struggle nnd travail.
Had left him an inch win re he lav,

For a tniver f plunk, like a slied,
Sheltered hi head.

Wrestling with arm defiant.
He had dug to iV ladder pole.

And touglit his waV up like a giant
Out of that horrible hole;

Every breath with burden untold
Sucked through the mold.

Till hi head heaved clear of the clod.
And tic cm whil to tin- - surface free,

Fate's victor through terrible odd,
Alive but a sight to see !

And home for the hen made room,
Uieu from the tomb.

And swilt over all County Grundy
And the prairie firm farther on,

Rang glad a the bells of Sunday,
The story of toht Farmer John

And tlie forty-foo- t tunnel he clave
Out of his grave.

There's a way for the hand that keeps
Irving

Through mountains of burden and
dread;

No good comes of groaning and sigh-

ing.
When your work tumbles over your

hesii.

Dig out! You'll succeed ;
Never say d'e!

'Jo

"ftoiiiK her Prettiest."

HOW A LOCOMOTIVE JUMPED A GAP.

Tom Potts, a uell.krtewn loco-

motive engineer in England and
the States, is the hero
of tlie following wonderful story of
success! ul during. I will narrate it
as nearly as I can in his own words.
I have beard him tell it often :

"Well, gentlemen, I say you'll
think it'sa lie, but I can't' help
that; you have asked me to tell it,
and alt I can say is, if you'd been
in my place you'd have seen it.

"I had been driving the Witch
For about seven months, and a sweet

thing she was. I never was half
so fond ot an engine as 1 was other,
She was the kind of .machine a man
only gett once in a lifetime.

Dumb pianos far bemnncrs, are
advertiseiHti'fjmidon.'

Epitaph tor camiUwl u0m wbc
loved his fellow-meM- 1 ?$m

When is a how not t bomi
Wlien it is a Utwknnt m

Why is a bwsl) like a little girl f
Because it becomes a woman. ;

Cremation i? ectomj;,ij5pao.
my is wealth.. .,: ,u trM-r-

;

Straihiug sweetness Kissing
tlnougli veil , .. .

A' mwlel lodging Ikiuk! Tbe
Patent Office. m ,mmr

Pmoking may discolor but ft pre.
vents decay of the teeth, . .,

And imiw the Wa voice of the
umpire is baling o! the land.

To have ideas is to gatlwr. To
think is to weave into garland

How to shorten Ocean voyages
Lengthen the sliips, , 'a . .

Why is the letter D, in the si
pbabet, like a sailor? Because it

tlie C.
A Hartford paper returns its

thanfes for 160 buttlea of couge
medicine. ' " '

What sort ofa silnt would aeon
verted saihir make? Why an ancho.

rite, pliably.' ?
'

. .

Tlie belle of .an Ohio town u
named Duty, and naturally where

Duty calls there you'll find 'em
A matterm'-fac- t oki geiitlenum

thinks it must lie a very small base
ball that can be caught on a ftjr.;

"Tliis is about the cheese," as the
ttMfise rernnrkdi after uking a pre-

liminary nibble at the !ws ui a siii
Cheshire. ?

' '" '

Ob the earnest love of women lit
t'e tor it self it seeks; it is. not a thing
imoommon for its Hame to last s.

, ' f
'

I

There are 40.000 commercial
travelers in the United States and
it costs over $87,000,000 a year to

keep them moving.
"Suicide now within reach of all-ker- osene

only fifteen cents a gallon,"
is the joyous aunouncement of a
Tittpvilie paper.

'

A deranged lover, living near
LouisviMe, committed suicide by
taking hold of the edge of a pond
and holding his head under water.

Brotlicrly love is not the only
kind theycu'tivate in Philadelphia.
ror 15,782 fond hearts Were made
to heat as 7,891 in that city last

year.
A learned yong lady the other

day astonished ihecompany by ask-

ing for the loan of a diminutive
truncated cone, convex on ,

its summit, and with

symmetrical indentations. She
wanted a thimble..

A Junior asked a young lady the
following oonnndmm : "It small

girls are waifs, are large ones wa-fer- s?

"Certainly ehe replied.
"At any rate, the boyt ere in the
habit of applying them to their lips
in sealing their vows, ( ,

The time has come when tbe
wearer of the starched linen coat
rises from his chair and goes forth,
unconscious of the fact that the
lower portion of his garment 'retains
the position which it acquired trials
he waaiwatBdi ..: , " 'Wit

"
.,' t'uufblu'(1o VfWltf vjb'i'.
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