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THE OLD RAIL FENCE.

ﬂ:" wall Il‘lllrlgber the o‘l:nml fence

the foot o narrow lane,

Where we never slo| to let down ihe bars,
Or to put them In again.,

But ;;?nbhd through, though the space

Wesn
Waa hardly an lnch too wide;
And haflr happened to loss our hold
u&'g pmmp'n.n S othat 81401 '

And oh, how jolly it was when we
Those barriers llgh could seale,

Am:souh like roosters, and flap our wings,
And crow on the topmost rail!

Md'l.ho smallast one of the merry group,

A Hittle girlinl elf,
on'l?ory if the bars were let down for her,

For she wanted to help herself.

In all the frolics, the es, and plays,
8o dear Lo the childrea’ heart,
T are learning lessons that serve them well,
n the days of youth depart.

And those who fearlessly climbed the fence
at the risk of beholding stars,

Wil never delay at a task, nor walt
Till some one lets down the bars.

R

AFTER LONG YEARS,

“What is this, Burt ?”

*That is the mortgage of an estate
called the Derby place, Mr. Faxon, fore-
olosed more than a {mr. I believe.”

“Well, its what I have been looking
for. I will take charge of the p%)ers,
and attend to the matfer soon. own
East, isn't it 2"

*Yes, sir.” y

Mr. Faxon put the papers into the
Jbreast pocket of his coat, came down the
stairs, and stepped into the glittering,
purple-lined phseton, beside his wife,

The delicate Arabian, Mrs. Faxon's
horse, sped awnmnt. of the city confines,
and soon tossed his jetty mane along the
open roads, lined with gardens, ornate
cottages and villas,

“‘Going away again to-morrow, dear ?”
asked Mrs. Faxon, suddenly lifting her
fair conntenance, as she interrupted her
husband. ‘“You seem to beawn'y all the
time lately. Take me with you.”

“Not this time, Violet.” ;

And Violet Faxon’s husband fell into
a fit pof abstraction, from which her
smartest chatter failed to aronse him.

They came at last to the Faxon man-
sion, grand and simple, and fulfilling its
promise of a beauntiful interior.

Amid the white lace and erimson silk
of her chamber, Violet was brushing out
her long, fair hair, when her husband

aused in the doorway, and looked atb
B; sharply. Then he came slowly across
the room, and lifting the oval face in his
hand, looked elosely atthe roseate cheek,
pearly ear and curved lashes.

3 t is it?” asked Violet—'a
freckle 1 e |

“No,” he answered, smiling faintly
and strelling ncross the chamber. “You
looked like my sister then—that was all.”

“Your sistm" dear? You never told
me about her ?” said Violet,

“No,” heganswered, and said no more.

Mr. Faxon bore no resemblance to his
delicate patrician wi.fel.yA tl)it;tlﬂia less than
thirty k, strong milt, active,
vigorous, he impressed one as a stron
character, If, with a remarkably rie
comliness of countenance, there were
some sensual lines, there was also a cer-
tain evidence of strong good sense and a
look of* deep experiences. Mr. Faxon
looked like a man who earried weight.

He was up and away «t daybreak the
next morning. An early frain bore him
erstward, and nine o'clock found him
Ianded at a little station called Seabrook.

The dismal little building was set in a
fleld of clover, sround which & road
xmm& away among the mounds of ver-

ure.

After a glance around, Mr. Faxon took
this road, and walked slowly along. The
robins hopped across it ; the bobolinks
sang in the trees over it. The unassnm-
ing white clover among the grass per-
fumed the cool morning air.

He passed only a few houses, but he
observed them attentively. They were
all old and humble farmhouses. Appar-
ently this property which bhad, by the
foreclosure of a morigage, fallen to Mr.
Faxon, was not situated in a very rich or
enterprising neighborhood.

‘When he walkoddm q‘:?rly 8 mila,dhe
came to a , among wide-
spread a; Eo trees, with a well!ls-nwaa
among them, and a residence, thougﬁ
plain, more pretentions and comfortable
than the others.

There was a narrow, well-worn path
smong the short grass and buttercups to
the porch, where a bitter-sweet twined its
sirong arms, In & corner, under the ver-
dure was an arm-chair with a book on the

- seat, and & cane Iying across it—a
led, twisted cane of hickory, that
ﬁ:'l?uon looked twice at. The book
he saw was a bible. .
MThere was :& old lady with a sweet,
od face, snowy cap-strings tied
under her double chin, knitting at a
window near %rbut his quiet stop had
not disturbed her.

He had put his hand to the knocker,
he took it down ﬁ as he caught sight
of th.::mplamd . He stood there
quite for several minntes. A gray
cat came and rubbed against hkis leg.
Bome ‘EEB blossoms, floating down
ml length the gentle li ed

t gentle lips moved.

“Father,” said the mild old lady, ‘““you
had best lie down and take s rest,”

“Such old people ! and I have come
to take their homes away,” said Mr, Fax-

llI *
*““We know who you be, sir,” said the
knowvhoyuin though
Will you

they pres: !
press their gratitude.

‘‘No—no thanks! Believe me you owe:
me nothing—nothing!” ’

Her hands, crossed on t!.le. npotlm

ﬁm ham apron upon her lap, trembled a

e, but the serenity of her manner was

not much changed.

But the old man's eyes swam in tears.
He rested both hands on the hickory
stick between his knees, as he sat in a
eorner, and bandinﬁis borehead upon
them, partially hid his face.

‘“Yes, yes! but it comes sort o’ sundden
now,"” said the old man.

looked up and met his eyes. Sy

“Of comse, it's sll right, sir ~~We
don’t question your right to the place,
but we've been sort of unfortunate. I
think so, don't you, mother?” .

The old y lay back among the
cushions of the dimity-covered chair.
She had & look of physical weakness Mr.
Paxon had notobserved before. Shedid
not speak. .

Her husband looked at her attentively.
A sudden flush went over his thin face.

Ts is not for myself I care—it is her!”
he cried, striking his cane violently upon
the floor.  “‘She helped earn this place,
when she was young. There was no
kind o’ work but what them hands youn
gee lyin’ so weary now in her lap, sir,
was put to. She was up early an’ late,
always a-doin, a-doin’ fur me and the
children. God never made a better wife
an’ mother. And now, gir, it's hard, it's
hard, that she should be turned out of
her home in her old age!”

“Hush, hush, Daniell” said the old
lady, softly. ““The Lord will provide:
and it's not long we have to stay in this
world you know.”

““Will you tell me the history of the
place Mr. Derby?” asked Mr. Faxon.
*‘How did you come to lose it?”

“It was mortgaged, sir,” said the old
man, at last, ** y the boys’ college
bills. You see, we had three children—
Selwyn, Roscoe and little Annie. Mother
an’ I didn’t have an eddieation, but we
said all along that our children should
have; an’ they went to the distrie’ school
an’ then the academy—an’ by-an-by we
fitted them off for ecollege. Bright,
smart boys they were—everybedy said
my boys had good Fart.s, though Roc was
always a little wild. I thi mother,
there, loved him bétter for that. He was
more trouble, an’ she clung to himn
closer because others blamed him, at
times. Annie, his sister, was always
a-pleadin’, too, for Roe. He played tru-
ant, and he whipged the boys who told
on him; he was always puttin’ his bones
in peril, an’ twice he was half drowned—
fret in spite of all he was ready for col-

ege when Selwyn was, though SBelwyn
was steady as a clock., Mother an’ I had
been serapin’ together for years and at
lsst we fitted them off.

““We went on denying of ourselves, for
it was just the one hope of our lives to
have the boys graduate with all the hon-
ors; an’ time went on, but many of the
crops failed an’there came disappoint-
ment here and disappointment there, an’
failing to get together the money the
boys sent for—especially Roe—we mort-
gaged the farm for five hundred dollars.

*“They were nearly through you see,
an’ mother and Annie thounght that Sel-
wyn might be prinei; of the seademy
or something when he came home, an’
Roe would' be a lawyer, 'eause he could
argufy an’ speak so smart in public, an’
tLhe money would be paid back easy.

**But from time to time there came ru-
mors I didn't like, as to how Roscoe was
up in his old wild ways; and at last it
came like a thunderbolt—Roc was sus-
pended and had run away to foreign
parts. Well, I pass over that, sir; I tried
not to be too hard on the boy. Then
Selwyn came home., He had graduated
well, but he had a coungh. He didn't
complain, but he was thin an’ pale, an
soon mother an' I saw that the son we
bad meant to relay on was an invalid
upon our hands. The thought strunck me
dumb. But mother was all energy. We
traveled here with him, we traveled there.
We saw all the noted doctors East and
West. -We borrowed more money on
the old place, and we never paid any
back. I had made one or two payments
at first, but they were but a drop in the
bucket. At last we brought Selwyn
home to die.” -

“Don’t, Daniel,” said the mother,
softly.

" “He wants to hear the rest. There’s
only a little more, but it's no better.
Annie was like Sel —good an’ patient;
delicate-like, too. e didn’'t mind it at
first, but her cheeks grew thin an’ too
red; a cough she had from a child grew
harder, and though the best doctor we
could get came early an’ late, it was only
a year after Selwyn died before we laid
Annie down among the snows.
ye, sir, for your pity! Mother an’ I have
sbed most of our tears.”

Mr. Faxon put his cambric handker-
chief back into his pocket.

““Your other son, Roscoe, Mr. Derby
—did he never comehhom% ;i

““Never! It's nigh eight years since
we have seen Roc. He ]gnew he disap-
pointed us; but that was nothin’—was it
mother?”

“I never think of it,"” said Mrs. Derby,
shaking her head. ‘‘Perhaps—I don't
know—we took the wrong course with
Roc. He was restless an’ active; he was
wild but he was lovin'—"

Her voice broke.

“Mrs. Derby,” - said Mr. Faxon, “I
find I know something of your story al-
ready. Your son, Roscoe Derby, who
ran away at nineteen years old, is proba-
bly living, and it may come in my way
to obtain some information of him for
you.”

The old ple had risen eager
from their mﬁ, but he went o:zy,
quickly:

“Meanwhile, be at :ll:; inoonvanionﬁ
regardin, ur sta re in your o
home., -got{: Tight Z) opcupy :{t is un-
guestioned in my mind, and let me assure

ou that you will never, during ﬁonr
El::’mes, re%uir;d to go hence. There
is the mortgage”—he placed some papers
on the table—*‘‘the Derby place is your
own.”
He rose, putting them gently back, as
reueg toward him, trying to ex-

He took his hat.- The old man, who

was voiceless, wrung his hands, Mr.
Faxon turned to Mrs. Derby, and taking
her soft, wrinkled in his strong

, bent low and kissed them. Then
turned toward the-door, but in a mo-

ment he had come back. .

“Mother—father,” he ssid, “‘I canmot

go, for 1 know yott have forgiven me!”

And the next imetant the strong man

was kneeling with his head en his moth-
er’s knee. = T :

] E‘i;o.ya:;a :

I had the good fortane to gain the
IlB‘.’g'oc:ul will of one of the wealthiest Ameri-
ean shipping merchants then in London.
good position, ﬂ I de-

““Yes, Tam,

He gave me &
cided to return home «
served faithfully in his employ, until
just before his desth, when, having
ormed an engagement with his only
ve his consent to our
; 3’ proviso ﬂl:g.t I zould
take his e an on his interests
a’;attl:ay ha&mbean. To this I con-
for in spite of settled habits and
ideas, I felt an alien and alone; buf
mother, I havera good
of sons—a little fellow two years oid,
Does that not please

Mr. Faxon sat in speechless gﬁly
After a little pause, old ﬁm mjby e

wifé and the best
named Derby.

Ah, indeed!
is not pleased with hergrandchild® Soon
the house wad graced by the piresence of
Violet Faxon and the lovely boy, whom
grandfather conld not praise enough and
grandmother could not fondle enough;

et it was sweeter, perhaps, to Roscoe
'axon to hear his mother’s voice whis-
‘I like your wife; and do vou know,
dear, I think she is very like Annie?"—
Saturday Night.

LoxgstrReEer A8 A Countay Posr-
MASTER.—NObmany
glish wisitor“to the
pened fo find himself passing through a
little town in Georgia, to which he had
left instructions that his lefters be ad-
dressed. The stranger repaired to the
humble Post Office, situated in a wooden
building, through the flimsy roof of
which the vertical sun of the south beat
with almost ll:ninmpfﬂd mwMiwﬁ‘t!llxd

ioning his throu e
awaited him. In the interior of the
little office was seated a grave, elderl
man, with a long white beard, and wi
a paralyzed or, at any rale, helpless right
arm hanging feebly i i
face, air and manner seemed to betoken
that he had known better times and had
been familiar with the ex
stormy life.

brunettes; but Althea, the th
ter, had a sweet, oval face, full of cool,
faint tints, pale brown hair, with &
gleam of gold in it, and deevly-fringed
dark gray eyes, beautiful beyond ex-
pression. She was slight and graceful,
while the others were buxom and boune-
ing, jolly, romping girls at heart under
the eareful training of dignity. Althea
was different, and- I think she was a lit-
tle better in being gentler and tenderer,

ntlis ago #n En-
nited“States hap-

by his side.

riences of a
ngstreet, for
he was the Postmaster referred to, rose
from his seat and thrust his left hand
into a pigeon-hole to search for the let-
ters inquired after by his wvisitor, it
flashed through the mind of the English-
man that he had seen a

the remarkable man in w
he found himself.

As General

hotograph of
ose presence
A few sympathetic
nestions drew from General Longstreat
the avowal that he had, nearly twenty
years ago, been a commander
ion in the arm
Lee.—[G. A.

A Braxp New Orrice Boy.—He was
a brand new office boy,
faced, with golden ringlets and blue
Just such a bo
imagine would be taken out of his
trundle bed in the middle of the night
rted beyond the stars. The
over the library in
room, became . acquainted
with everybody, knew all the printers,
and went home in the evening as happy
and cheery as a sunbeam. The next day
he appeared, leaned out of the back win-
expectorated on a bald headed
printer’s pate, tied the cat n
in the hallway, had four fig
rrowed two dollars from
an occupant of the building, saying his
mother was ¢ i
from the cashier, hit the janitor with
roomstick, pawned a coat belonging
to a member of the editorial
wrenched the knobs off the doors, upset
the ice-cooler, pied three galleys of
type and mashed his finger in the small
press. On the third day a note was re-
ceived saying, ““My Mother do not want
I to work in such a dull place. She says
I Would make a Good preacher, so Do 1.
my finger is Bettor;
Till Deth: de -

of General Robert E.
in London Telegraph.

oung, pretty-

as one would

first day he glan
the editari

ignorant one.

other boy,

. ms8.”" — [Boston

Tee Niesar Brrore THE BATTLE OF
Warerroo..—When the Duke of Well-
ington came from the Con
to take the eommand of allied forces
before the battle of Waterloo, General
Van der Meere, who lately died, aged
eighty-three, in Brussels, was aide-de-

to General Van' Geen, then at
Louvain, from whence he made his es-
cape to Brussels as often as he could get
It was on one of these occasions
that he was asked by the Duchess of
Richmond to assist her in making out the
list of invitations for her ball on June
of course, was present and
witneased the depart
Orange, the Dukes of Wellington and of
Richmond, and Lord Hill, at 10 o’clock,
nobody having the slightest notion of
the cause of their withdrawing till at
| midnight the drums were
all was in commotion.
did not take part in the battle of Water-
loo, but was dispatched at 1 o'cloek on
the 18th, to the Duke of Wellington's
headquarters, and had the goed fortune
“to Brussels news of the
result of the day.

PriNcE Honanp BoNAPABTE.—Prince
Roland Bompatz;e, &t'. ishsnnounoedth_ ﬁ

ing to marry the daughter of the
. Blane, the famous
bling tables at the
ide's sister married Prince Badzivill,
the daughters of the old
be considered as havin
share of luck. Blanc died imensely
rich, and his daughters were esteemed
3 matrimonisl catches in Earope.
It is said that they are as good and beau-
wealthy; and since the

nger branches of the

ous for their lack of m
Roland ought to be happier in his mat-
rimonial venture than was his father,
Prince Pierre, who married a seamstress
without the consent of Napoleon ITTL.
and had to submit to having i
declared null. After Na
Prince Pierre i
Brussells, and

E'oprietor of the
onaco. As the

gambler
g had ﬂ\_mrg{

s legitimized the chil-
dren which had been born tohimi-h the
meantime. Roland is, therefore, & Prince

of the house of Bonaparte, though
Tecognize ‘sssuch. H

Sub-Lieutenant of the Thirty-sixth

French Regiment of Infantry.

Don’t growold and rusty and cross,
airaid of E:ronsem and fon. .
follies and crudities of youth. G
and wrinkles you cannot
need not grow old in

ch
always on the outside
dence from the young,
the brighter for

yonmﬂ“;:i;mm :‘3’* 't Whr-;':g’& as llﬂxo(!:nx{
y ' 'l'.dﬂshg;' k T
SR I ot SEpSH Sher it 2

But you have toe many gr
S5 anid pe | 10p, Gl 0 4 > | “Iteeemsmot” ' T
aothay " hnaaid, a8 | b | But the old man's bloodshot

JUDE CAXTON’S WORD.
“T never break my word!”

. That waa Jude Caxton’s boast. He was
arich man, a prond man—and he had
four beautiful danghters. At home and
abroad his integrity and his pride in it
was proverbial.

He had made a large fortune, and he

had made it honestly, without tricks or
evasions; and it had given him a solidity
in the social

worlc(ii. fﬁe a::ﬂm ?vtgll awmha of Pi:;—ﬂwaa
proud of it; with, perhaps, a on-
able weakness, was y averse to
having any member of his family form
connections with any person not making
8 Very near hp{irow to perfection.

8

as well as the shipping

Not one.of danghters had been al-

lowed to marry, though, attracted by
their beanly and charming style, mani
suitors had sued and sued in vain,

father or brother who was trie or
knavish, a sot or a gambler, wonld ban
the lover, even if his own hands were

ate; and peonle said the pretty

Caxton girls, in spite of their prettiness,
would be old maids. And everyone agreed
that that would be a pity.

Linda, Lucia and Cora were uflp“k]jng
ird daugh-

At ony rate, Vaughan Moxan thought

g0, and was so sure of it that he declared
to himself that he loved her with his
whole heart and soul; and Althea knew

it as well—thanks to his eloguent dark

eyes—as if he had declared it to her.

But—there is always & but i a tale of
true love—Vanghan a very disrepu-
table old father. He was a splendid

young fellow, but his father was any-
thing but splendid. In fact, he was a
living disgrace to his son. Drink he
would, and get drunk he would. He
looked like a sot, and he was a sot; and

there were stories told of his getting a

great deal of money by some frandulent
proceeding when he was young, and

xendjng it all before he grew old, so
at his children were forced to look out
for themselves.,

VYaughan had looked out for himself

very well—earned his own edaeation,

studied law and had been admitted to
the bar. He was not rich, but he was

going to be; and Jude Caxton, I think,
ought to have given him his daughter.

But Jude Caxton wonld not think of it,

on acconni of Vaughan's father.

If anything could be more pathetic
than the fact of having such a father, 1t
was the patience with which Vaughan
bore with his father's faults. He was
never disrespectful to him—never un-
kind. He paid a re;gectabla family—
who had known ‘‘old Moxan,” as he was
called, in his befter days—to feed and
clothe his father, and keep bhim as much
as ible in his right mind.

ﬁ:mlnttaz was not naturally an in-
ferior man, and was far from being an
In his youth he had been
talented, brilliant, generous to a fault.

You conld see then where Vaughan
got his good sense and penetrating eyes;

and could not help puzzling over the

problem why this runined man had not

done as well as he knew.
But there he was, an unalterable fact,

and everybody knew he would never be
any different or better,and that Vaughan
would bear with him to the end.

Althea knew it, and, sweet soul, she
was willing to help Vaughan bear this
burden, or share it'with him. 8o, you
see, she dearly loved him and loved
him very hopelessly as to ever marry-
ing him.

Vaughan fthought so, with a feeling

of profound dejection, which no othet

isforfune he had yet kmown had ever

shadowed with him. Every summer he
came home for a few w he called
the town where he was born—and every
season Althea was lovelier and more
loveable.

They had been mutual friends. They
met and her blush answered the con-
fession of ‘his eyes; both knew that
words were useless.

Althea loved her father. She was his

favorite child, and something in her
nature made it impossible that she counld
disobey him. Vaughan knew it. He
could nob suggest what would be to
Althea a deep affliction.

He returned to Havenside—the pleas-

ant old shipping town—the very summer
that Althen was twenty. The Caxton
barouche glittered by him as he came u
from the depot, and a roseate face, wi
dimpled chin and sweet eyes, bowed to
him from the cushions of amber satin—
Althea!

His heart lea ; the blood rushed to

his cheek; but his face was grave enongh
before he reached his hotel, How more
than heantifal she girl had grown! The
eyes of other men must see what was so
evident. It'was not likely she would re-
main unwooed forever. eone would
be successful in smiting the Caxton
pride, and she would be lost to him for-
ever.

He was nof in the best of humor, as he

dropped his valise into a corner of the
chamber assigned him, and went down ta
H—— streets, to see his father. Ior
once old Moxan was guite sober, and
had been for several days. He satin his

= box of papers, and re-

room exgmining
marked to his son that he should like to
s’g'into business again, and thought he

What @id this portend? Nothing. He,

after this, entertuined himself with

reminiscences of his old lations,
and ﬂltﬁnudvhjmnen that he could re-
‘peat them. Vaughan sat moodily in an
easy chair, looking out of the wigdow.

**¥ou're not well, my boy,” said his
Ll
£

father, g
“Not rﬂ:ﬁ ularly well in mind,” an-
swered Yaughan, moodily.

“Eb? What? Oh, these boys! There's

& woman in the case, of course. Con-
fess now, isn't it so, Vaughan?”

Tt was odd that Vaughan should have

given his father his confidence. I know
of no reason why he should but becanse
' it was his father, and blood is thicker
Tolerate the | than ' .

“I shonld like to marry Miss Althea

.%Oﬂ_.” he said, *‘and it seems impossi-

s

with her Sunda; “Thank you!” responded Ho.un,nod;v <%
you go, and te
ou get a chance, Yom

or her, if you've a mind, Mind what I
!?'

ghan closed the door, and went
down stairs to pay his father's

bills. Butashe
case he heard the old man muttering and
talking violently to himself.

The Point was a
stretching into the

school class. Be sure
her that you love her, if

' _down%he ataalry-

had spent many a plessant hour there,
when there was no sweetheartat all in the

case, and now he was doubly eager to see

itg.in.
could. see Althes, could speak to
her, and look into her eyes once more ;
and the next forenoon found him among
the pines of the Point. .
e went with hia friends, the Hether-
leighs, as he found it rather a select af-
fair, being a sort of festival given to
Jude Caxton’s only son, on his return

bountiful tables, plenty of
servants flowers, music and dancing.

Bagil Caxton had been an old school
fellow of Vaughan Moxun’s, and shook
hands with him right heartily.

““How do you do, old fellow? TIf seems
good te be home again.
here? There is Althea, looking for you,

from Europe.

And unconscious of the blessing he was
bestowing upon the two, he caught his
favorite sister’s hand as she was passing,
and put ber into Vaughan's care.

She wanted to ascend the rocks and
look down the bay, and when they had
come back from half an hour's pleasant
converse, Vaughan suddenly became
aware that his father was present

0l1d Morgan was carefully dressed, and
he was not under the influence of liguor.
His general appearance was unusually
good, as he stood talking with a litile
knot of gentlemen.

As Althea went to find one of the ehil-
dren in her care, Vaughan ap
the group, and found that
talking of wines.

On this subject old Moxan was aun-
thority, and was listened to with atten-

“Yes, yes,” he was saying, ‘‘there is
but one deseription of
and clean on the
with an enticing bonguet, color varying
from pale rose to bright purple, perfectly
transparent, and mellowing with age ;
the rose becomes tawny nnd
—both of which colors
Nothing different is worthy the name of
port, and if, as you say, you want my hon-
est opinion, Mr. Caxton, I think you havé
been confoundedly cheated in this case
just imported.” ]

“What will yon do, father?” asked Basil.
“I wonldn’t pay the fellow a cent!”

““There can be no doubt that our
friend, Mr. Moxan, is right,” replied lus
pompous sire, with his k
politeness when speaking to an inferior.
*‘Bui, since I was foolish enough to or-
der of a petty dealer whom
know, I must take the result of my foily.-
I never break my word. The servants
will like it, I dare say,” carelesaly.

**Yon keep your word, then, under all
cireumstances?”’ said
at his elbow.

““Always!” distinetl

rt-wine. Lively
te, dry-flavored,

oxan, who was
y—*‘alevays, Mr.

In view of this statement—
which I believe you all hear, gentlemen
—I wish to reeall a little incident to
your mind, Mr. Caxton.
time when you were mot a rich man.
There wos also a time when I was a
This is not the place to
speak of my faults and folliess—they are
bad enoungh and hopeless enough,
heaven knows—but penuriousness was
never one of them. At a time when
money came fo me very freely, you were
working very hard for it,
You wgnt into trade; you failed. You
uite rmined for the time—undone
th and hope. In fact, you were

a wiser man has
isappointment and
on_threw your-

There was a

led to do what man
been led to do
accumnlated tronble—
self off of old Benson’s wharf into the
You recollect that ?”

Jude Caxton, with a pale face and
compressed lips, nodded. He was taken
completely by surprise, and, not being
a man of quick resonrces, saw no escape
from these unexpeuted revelations, and
stood quite at the other’s mercy.

“] was in a boat, with a company of
other young men. I heard the splash,
and, seeing that
divined what had happened,
rapidly to the spot and picked
quite 1nsensible.
l-an accident; I knew better.
ashore, called a carrisge, and took you
There I nursed you
back to strength and hope, supplied you
with money, and thoroughly set you on

3 9 ﬁmnonneed QOaxton, show-

ealing.

When you went to New York, your

i i all revived, you
and, and said that if ever I
wanted a service which you eould render
no matter how
know of it, and it sho be done,
recollect that, too?”

Mr. Caxton was in general a wary
man. Ordinarily he would have seen
that some important issue wns

saw nothing

u had disa
The others thought it

to my lodgings.

pecuniary
shook my h:
t, to let yom

ised, deepl
i the simple connection
‘of the narrative, and confessed without
reservation that he had thus expressed
himself, having a deep appreciation of
the benefit done him.

*“You never break your word; and that
leads me at last to demand of yous great
service, and demand it with confidence,”
continued old Moxan. ;

““What is it, Dougald?” said the other,
forgetting gn: the moment ‘ntl?:"‘LTci
rtance and superiorify over 0.
Egaker," as he cnllad'{um behind his
: wish to reform your un-
fortnnate habit? T will give you a chance
in my warehouses. 1 know
ility. I will trust you

I have a son who is a8 good a8 I am bad. | You can devote all your time or only your spare

A nobler fellow never step:

your danghter Althea; | A

eyes are not too bleared too see that.

&on to do me the service to as-
Qix ”»

‘quite white. His

as men. Send for special private terms and par-
ticulars, which we mafl free. $6 ouifit X
Don't complain of hard times while you have

marriage. s
Jude Caxton grew Portland, Maine,

ing, briefly. “Thank you, Jude! And
Iwill bring a boitle of port to,the wed-
aing that is ﬁd ¥

aughan stood near, with his
back turned upon the company, and
heard all. He slipped away before he
was noticed, a prayer of thanksgiving in
his heart, and such love for his besotted
oldf'abt}:ermhisbmtm did not seem

e‘“ 1

*“Oh, father—poor father!” he mur-
mured, ‘“‘thisis my reward that I have
refrained from any reproaches, though
80 sorely fried. You love me; I love you.
Heaven must—must, poor father, forgive
the rest!” .

It all ended happily. Vaughan and
Althea were married. Ehe wedding was
beautiful; congratulations sincere.

And Vaughan's father, everybody's
bete noire, having revived his better ﬂ:gs
when he interceded for his son, liked the
elevation so well that he never quite fell
back into his depraved habits. His
weakness less seldom overcame him, and
his last days were spent in comparative
respectability.

The Front Yard.

It is & very correct observation that the
front yard is an index of the home amd

another. A man may be an excellent
farmer, have good eattle, keep his fields

From a Merehaat
: Davros, W. T., Fob. 10,1870.
W. J. Horne, Proprietor Californis Elsstic

The Truss I purchased of you about-ons
::sgmndn minclahm{.,_{_h_a y::rag

rty yu:ﬁ, and worn dozons

of Trusses, all of which have ,rnined my health,
as they were injurious to my and spine.
Your valuable is ag easy as an oldshoe,and
is worth hundreds of dollars to me, &s it affords
me so much pleasure, Ic¢an and do nadvise all,
both ladies and gentlemen, afflicled,.to, buy any
wear your modern improved Elastic Truss imme-
diately. I never expeet to be cured, but am
satisfied and happy with the comfort, it gives me
to wear it. It was the best $10 I ever'invested in
my life. You can refer any one to ‘me,and I
will be glad to answer any lelters on'its merrits,

I remain, yours 1y,
e D. B, Burs=LL.

- Latest Medical Endorsements.

MartiNez, Cal., Feb. 17, 187).
Proprietor California Elastie

W. J. He
Truse Co., 702" Market street, 8. F,—8ir: In re-

rd to your California Elastic Truss, I would say
at 1 have carcfully studied its mechanism, ap-

h

Bt e il pariace Too ¥hi sy Dt ooy oot
i r

the home life. 1t may not be so com- | it is the hutpmurro‘f;b::d to the pu;;?c“m
pletely an index of the style of farming |
which the owner practices, because the  Emdorsed by a’promimen: Medieal In-
hard work of the farm is one thing, and |
the beauty of the home surroundings is |

Yours truly, J. H. CaArorarses, M D,

stinte,
BAN FraNCISCO, March 8, 1879,
W, J. Horne, Eag.—8ir:- You ask my opinion

of the relative merits of your Patent Elastic
| Truss, as compared with er kinda that have

in trim eondition, snd yet have no par- | been tested under my observation, and in reply I

in beautifying the grass plot at the front
door, setting ont a few rose-bushes, and
sowing a few papers of flower seeds,

The spirit which manifests itwolf : mechanical and philosophical construction, to-

| gether with easy adjustibility to persons of all

ticular idea of neatness about the front | frankly statethat from the time my attention
was first called to their ‘simple,’ though highly

, forms or sizes. I add this further testimony

| 'with special pleasure, thut the scveral persons

usnally resides within the house, but it | who have applied to me forwid in'their special

must be reciprocated from - that without,

| cases of rupture, and whom I haveadvised touse

or little can be accomplished. Some | yours, ull acknowledge their entire satlisfaction,

hard work must be done, which the wife
and daughter cannot do; there is dress-
ing to be provided, spading te be done,
and some cleaning up about the prem-
ises, which is of too heavy a natare for

the “women folks” to perform., This
must be done by the strong arms of the '
men. An hour or two after supper, for & | mrusy, 702 Market street, San Francisco—Sir [
few days, will work wonders at this gar- | am truly gratefur to you for the wonderful CURE .

and consider themselves highly lavored by the
| possession of Lhe improved Elastio Truss,

Yours truly, Banrvow J. Buren, M, D,
Proprietor Hygienic Medical Institute,
635 California street, San Francisco.

A REMARKABLE CURE.

Ban Frarasceo, Oot 20, 1879
W. J. Horne, Propristor California Klastie

den preparation, and, with the heavy | your valuable truss has effected on my little boy.

out, sowing seeds and after care, can be
almost wholly attended by fairer hunds.
Do not put tgis off as of no consequence,
It is the one thing about the farm that is
sure to pay. There is an actual money
value to a neabt yard, a little lawn, to
climbers, to roses, to a bed of verbenas,
fo geraniums. You may not eaf them

yourself, the:i may not help feed your

cattle, bnt they will feed the soul, and
the mind and heart nnder their refinin
influence will be improved, elevated an
made better. A single front yard neatly
kept, and holding a few beds of pansies,

It will be the center of atiraction and
good influence all through the summer,
and the home itself will be happier, and

of plants and flowers,

|
Don’t negleet to trim up the frontli

d, provide a few flower beds, and
{:p the home surroundings in neat con-

ou will find yourself loving and caring
for flowers, and a better farmer for it all.
—N. Y. Farmer.

A Kaxsas Woman’s Faru,—Mr. Hoad-
ley showed us yesterday some heads of
wheat, o sample of forty-five acres, now
growing on the farm of Mrs. Mary
Mgacutchen, situated sbout five miles
from this eity. It promises to yield
twenty bushels to the acre. This Mrs.
Macutchen is a somewhat remarkable
woman. Bhe was left a widow with
four children more than ten years ago.
In 1874, when half the people were
scared out of their wits by the grasshop-

, she contracted for an unimproved
for $1800, which she gave to one of
her boys. She has since o(faid for the
land from the surpluns products of her
own farm of 120 acres. Last year she
bought the Bob Allen farm of 150 acres
at the price of $2500, one-fourth of which
she has alread id, and will pay over
another fonrrg rom the crops of this
ear. She rons her farm with the aid of
er two sons and without much hired
help. This is a example of what
has been done in the midst of what are
called hard times in Kansas, by & widow
left with a family of children, and no re-
sources but a farm of 120 acres.—[Law-
rence (Kan.) Journal.

GARBFIELD AND THE WELSH BARDS.—
Gen. Qarfield, it is said, is to preside
over a gathering on the Scranton Eistedd-
fod, in this State, the trial of competi-
tive Welsh bards being claimed as of
Welsh extraction himself. This ex-
plains why he has retired to Mentor to
get rested enough to write his letter of
scceptance. It is to be in the Welsh
language (and it has a prior claim in
point of time over the other invitations
to the Presidency) naturally it requires
time, seclision and careful study. When
that is published it will be in order to
look out for the other letter. Itisto be
hoped, however, thatthe General will
not get his dictionaries mixed sand
express his willingness to grwyn yrbd to
the wrong parties, It would have been
safe, however, to have written the
Engli letter  first.—[Philadelphia

wedger.

Chinamen are no perhaps, more gos-
sipy than otuer people, but they are tail~
bearers.

A WEEK in your own town and no
capital risked. You can give the
business & trial without expense.

The best opportunity ever offered for
those willing to work, You ghould try nothing
alse until you see for yoursell what you can doat
the busi we offer. No room toexplain here.

time to. Lhe business, and make great pay for
every hour you work. Women make as much

Address H. HALLETT & CO,.
16:31y1

children were his tender
der all the eyes upon.
read quiet
eeding

, even if he had

'E

TO $6000 A YEAR, or$5 to $20 & day
15 in your own locality. No risk. Wo-

work out of the way, that of planting |
| both gides in a little over six months.  The steel

phlox, carnations and gladiolus, 18 a
good missionary station for an entire
neighborhood; and esocinbility, gentle- | Nend Stamp for Filustrated Catalogue
ness, refinement and love will flow out | | ) '
from such a home and such a garden as | Giving full ipformation and rules for measuring.
naturally as warmth from a heated stove. |

the inmates better for the pureinfluences |

dition all the time. Ome of these days |

‘The double truss [ Enmhnad from you has PER-

FECTLY CURED him of his painfal rapture on

truss he had before I bought yours caused him

eruel torfure, and it was a happy day for us all

when he laid it aside for the CALirorasA 1LasTIC

Tavss. 1 am sure that all will be thankful who
are providentially led to give your truss a trial.

You may refer nny one to me on this subject.
Yours truly, W, Penu,
638 Bacramento Street.

This is to ertify that I have examined the son

of Wm. Peru, and find him PERFECILY
| CURED of Hernia on both sides,

L. Dexter Lyrorn, M. D.
Sargeon and Physician,

| Trusses forwarded to all parts of the United States

at our expense on recapt of price.

nud Priee List,

California Elastic Truss Co.

702 Market Street, S. F.

HALL'S
SAFE AND LOCK CO.

CAPITAL, $1 000,000,
General Office and Manufactory,
CINCINNATI, OHIO.

Pacific Branels,

211 and 213 Californis 8., San Francisco.

CHAS/ H. DODD & CO,, PORTLAND,

Agents for Ougt;n and Washington Ter

HALL’S PATENT CONCRETE

FIRE-PROOF SAFES.

Have been testedd by the most disastrous confla-
grations in the country.

They are thoroughly firve.proof, .

They are free from dampnosa. '

Their snperiority is beyond question.
Although about 150,000 of these safes are now

in use, and hundreds bave been tested by some
of the most, disastrous conflagrations in the
conntry, there is not a single instance on record
wherem one of them ever failed to preserve its
eontents perfectly.

HALL’S PATENT DOVETAILED

TENON AND GROOVE

BURGLAR-PROCF

A B IS,

lHave never been broken open and robbed by

burglars or robbers.

all's burglar work is protected by lelters
tent, and his work cannot be equaled lawfully.
His patent bolt is superior to any in use.
His patent locks cannol be picked by the most

skillful experts or burglars.

By one of the greatest improvements known,

the Gross Automatic Movement, our Jocks are

withont any arbor or spindle passing

operated
mgh the door and into the lock.

Our locks cannot be opened or picked by bur-
ars or experts, (as in case of otherlocks),and we

will put from $1,000 to $10,000 behind them any
time ngainst an egual amount.

THEY ARE THE BEST SAFE
Made in America, or any other country.
One Thousand Dollars

To any person who can prove thaé one of Hall's

nt burglar-prool safes has ever
Pnuhrukaa open and robbed by
burglars. up to the
present time.

C. W. Poor, TRAVELING AGENT.

Office with O. H. Dodd & Co., Portland, Oregon.

C. B. PARCELLS, Managcr, 8. ¥.

Bull Ticke's

JOB PRINTINC.

—THE—

Gazette Job Prnting House

IS NOW PREPARED TO DO

Plain and Ornamental Printing,

As nestand%hﬂ?pu it can' be dome by any

ce on the Coast.

onds,
Latter lends
Nowe hendn,
~im emenia,
- uramuﬂ.

invitationn

1 " .
e 1o it atmied b O Buine.n ¢ mida,
Visitrug Cards,
No one can fail to make money fast. ome | § aBers. :
to Dodgers. -
oy WA
o m’.m“ c‘nflllmlm-a; S2t

: rder Hookn,




