SAYED BY STRATEGT,

“Sirange! what osn this mean? Is this
a stupendous fraud, o trick, or what?”
And Dr. Pomeroy stared most vacantly
at the closely-written sheet he held in
his haod. Ho read:

“Dr. Pomeroy, I will notapologizs for
the unparslieled I am about to
ask of you; suflice it to say I have heard
your hiﬁtor{'." jeard of your struggles,
and realize how hard a task it is for one
so young in the profession and without
frionds in the great wilderness of houses
called a eity. Also permit me to add, I
have been informed of the cruel blow

u received from the hand of one you
oved, who was unworthy of you; sud
vet I am nat uninted with you, nor

on with me. Indeed, we bLave never
ked upon ons another's face, Never-
theless, 1 am sbout to _request you to do
me & great favor, Will you come to
South Btreet Church to-morrow at eight
o'olock? Come privately, unattended,
and aever ropeat that which takes place
there., Will yom give me, a stranger, 4
awful elaim to your name, and yet not
eok to know whom you marry? If you
will do so, I will make over to you fifty
thonsand dollars, payable to your order
at the city bank, 08 soon as the ceremony
is over, Trusting that the money will be
a temptation to you, I shall snxiously
await you at the appointed time.”

That was all. There was no signature
—npothing to give sny clue to the writer's
address or abode. Indeed, It was so
terse and unfeminine in its details
that he was half tempted to believe that
somo of his male friends were playing a
oke on himsolf,

] will not go—1I will not be fooled!"
he said to him,

He flung the missive down, then he
picked it up, folded it carefully, and
thrnst it in his pocket, :

Ho remembered that he had a patient
to visit, and went oat; but everywhere
the conteuts of that strange letter were
ringing in his ears. He then went to see
his mother. She was suffering cven
more than usual, and & number of dun-
ning bilts bad been left to his consider-
ation—bills which he bad not the most
remote ides how ho was to meet. He
thirew them down and buried his face in
hi! hmlht

“Poverty is a curse, mother,”" he
moaned. I do not know which way to

Sho tried to cheer him, but in vain,
Everywhere he tarned, hopeless chance
seemed to onvelop him.,

Al if that letter was only real,” he
thought.  *‘Fifty thonsand dollars
wonll make me rich.”

And s0 he fretted sad worried until the
appoioted hour came—one moment vow-
ing he wonld not go near the place, the
noxt greatly tempted to see the “farce”
ont.

Eight n'clock found him stealing in.
He saw two ladies closely veiled, and a
gentlaman, standiog in the upper part of
the bnilding, while the minister gat in a
chair, Thero was bnt one gas jet lighted,
and lie could bat just diuh’nguinﬁ the
forms. As soon as he entered, the gen-
tleman spoke to one of {he ladies and she
advpnced to meet him.

“‘Are you Dr. Pomeroy?" she asked in
a low tone. it

“I am.”

She led him to where the gentleman
stood, and he extended his hand.

“How do yon do, Pomeroy?" he said;
and Pomeroy recognized in him the presi-
dent of the city bank. *I am here by
the request of this young lady,"” pointing
to the one who had not moved or spoken,
“‘to inform yon that if you agree to her
proposition, I am authorized to pay to
your order the sam of fifty thousand
dollars,

Pomeroy tried to speak, but his voice
was chokod. It was mo frand; it was
veality, Ho stood motionless for a mo-
ment: then advanced and offored his arm
to the silent lady. She took it without a
qniver, and went with him to where the
minister awaited them,  The ceremony
wis quickly performed.

De. Pomeyoy registered his name, and
then looked with considerable curiosity
at the bold, plain signature, “Ellen
Latour,” which his bride wrote down.
‘Tho minister hastily filled ont a certifi-
onte, whieh he had brought with nim by
request, and which the maid and the
banker signed ns witnesses. Tho bride
took it, kissed it snd throst 1t in  her
bosom. One moment and the two glided
swiftly nwny from sight,

Dr. Pomeroy wiped the perspirution
from his brow, and then asked:

“Who was she?"”

“[ do not know,” said the minister.
“T was requested by letter, and puid to
perform the ceremony and keep ita
seotet, It is perfectly lawful,"

“And I,” said the banker, *‘did not seo
the Indy’s face. Shedeposited the money
with me, and requested my attendance
bere to sssure you that her promise
shonld be faithfully fulfilled.”

The three men separated; the gus was
turied out; the cartain fell on the first
not,

The next day Pomeroy tried to realize
what he had dome. He had sold his
pnme to the unknown womsn but he
thought that eould not injure him.

She must have been in deadly peril,
to puy such an exorbitant price for a sim-
ple nawe,

He took an office further up town, and
moved his mother to a nicer {‘mme. Pa-
tients came pouring in; a different olass
employed the rich Dr. Pomeroy than
those who h:nl employed the poor one.

Five years had passed away, and be
had gained & reputation and added coo-
siderably to his bank account. He bad
been an indefatigable worker, and now
he felt that he neoded rest for & while.

“We will take a trip to Earope,
mother,” he said. “It will do you more
good than yon can imsgine.”

A great many gentle hearts felt s pang
to see the *‘good doctor” leave, although
their endeavors to eateh him had been in
vain. He felt wo rre!erem:e for the op-
posite sex. He had recovered from dbis
disappointment, and he ceased to remem-
bor that he was a married man, or to
think kindly of the unknown woman who
had 8o radically changed his lifo.

They traveled leisurely through the
tour they had marked out before they
had started, snd one might found them
in a French vi . About the middle
of the night the was awakened by

tapping st his door and calling
eome out.
. He found the Jandlord

| stairs ina fit, and on

-.h1 Lis name
M. D., they ealled him up,
went into an elegantly furnished
room, where a man, some Jﬂ of
age, was lying in a dying condition. A
oung lady sat by the bed fanning him,
be doctor y examined the t
and found that it was impossible for him
to live; but the day , and still
another, before he drow his last breath,
He never revovered his conscionsness.

The lady told Dr, Pomeroy that he
wis hor father, His name was Eugene
Bydenham, a native of England, and
she wouid like to bave him buriod where
he died. They were traveliug for her
health, she went on to explain that Le
was » widower,

Hor only remaiuing relative was o
young sister, who was being educated
in the Convent of the Sacred Heart of
Puris,

Aftor Mr, Sydenham was buried, Miss
Sydenham went under the care of the
doctor and his mother, to Paris. She
inaisted on their taking np their abode
where she had apartments, and so not a
day passed, but she was with Mrs, Pom-
eroy. 'The old Indy got warmly attached
to her, and talked dolefully to her sdhn
about the time they should have fo be
separated.

She told them confldently not to won-
derthat she did not monrn {or her father,
for he had endeavored to wrong her
deeply; thatit was notlove that held her
to his side; and in all her life she had
?uer been so Linppy as now that she was
ree,

Dr. Pomeroy watched her. At first
he was very gallant, but at last began
tv be reserved and cold, A feeling he
dared not cherish was growing in his
heart, and it alarmed him greatly.

1 dare not love her," he muttered to
himself, *Iam bonnd.”

Then, for the first time he realized how
heayily were the fetters he had forged
for himself. She noticed the change. She
tried to beguile him to forget the grief
that was evidently wearing on him; and
:ltllunl.. in & fit of desperation, he told her

“Tam o married man!” ke said, im-
petuonsly. “‘Ilove you; and yet I am
not free to love!”
li‘Slla recoiled, but bade him tell her
all,

“It was ornel, unkind of her to bind
you 80," she sail.

**No, no!" he ejaculated, *‘She saved
mo—she blessed me—and I shall always
respect her, but never did my bonds
hurt me until I met you. Now I shall
be miserablé forever,"”

“Youn msy meet her,”

*“Improbable!”

“But ible,"” she said, with a sor-
rowful look, *I know your Ellen
Latonr, She lives, and I must give you
up."
l“‘x'cn:l know her ?"

“Yes; to-morrow 1 will introduce you
to her. She is anxious to see you; she
knows you are hers, sud—she believed
you loved me, and wondered if you were
us upright ns she bad always thought
you to be.”

Ho bowed his face in his hands, and
Miss Sydenhawm left bim. The hour had
come which he bad hoped for in bygone
days—he was to lesrn whom bLe had
wodded; but it geve bim no pleasure
now.

At au early hour the servant told him
that Miss Latour awaited him in her
private parlor, and he was nshered into
# strange room. Ho scarcely lifted his
oyes as he entered, but when he did,
they foll upon Miss Sydenham.

T am Ellen Latour,” she said, simply.
“That is my real nome, though I never
anticipated revealing the truth to [1:::.
Listen to my story before yon blame
me," she said.

“The man whom you saw dia was my
step-father. He married my mother
when I was but five years old, and sister
Ada o baby, My mother was weakly,
and she died & fow years lator, leaving
all our father's property in that man's
hupds, He was our scle ian, to
hold onr property under his control
until we were married or become of
age. He placed me in the Sacrod*
Heart, and kept me there until I
was sixteen, smf then he took me out,
and proposed to marry me to friend of
his. Irebelled. One night I heard
conversation between them, and found
that e was selling me for twenty thou-
sand dollars, that was to be paid down
to him out of my property the moment
Tarner became my husband. I was
shocked. I had no friends to go to, and

did not sllow me to go into society; I
made no neqnaintances, snd instead of
allowing me to stay in my mother's
house, he kept me traveling about the
conntry.

“At last I proposed to compromise,
I told my step-father to take me to
Americs, and when I returned I would
marry his friend. He complied, and I
got my maid to gossip with one of the
servants in the hotel, und by chance sbe
told her vour history, as her sister
worked for your mother. Just before I
started for England an uncle of my
mother's left me fifty thousand dollars
in my own right, which my step-father
conld not touch. I had it transferred
to New York, and determined to save
myself with it. Tearing of you, I
adopted the plan of getting you to marry
me. When we returned to Engiand, my
step-father commanded me to fuldlll wy
promise, and I showed him my marriage
cortificate. He swore, but he saw his
case was lost, [ had outwitted him. I
did not leave bim, but remained to pro-
tect my sister Ada from a similar fate.
I never expected to meet you. I in-
tended to have vou sue for a divorce A
soon a8 hie shonld die, and it would not
endanger my safety.”

“Bat this intention will never be
carried into effect!” Dr. Fomeroy ex-
claimed. “You will be mine forover,
Ellen!"

“Yours forever!” she answered,

And when they went to see his mother,
there were no three happier people to be
found in the whole world.

Years have passed since then, and Ada
finds & home with her sister, who never
reponts that she was saved from » fate
worse than desth by strategy.

B s e -

John Stetson one svening met -
sger and made an inquiryas to the “biz."”
+#[mmense,” answered the manager, “we
had $600 in last night.” *Honest usher,
thst!” said John, “Usher! honest! What
the deuce are you talking sbout?” “Well,
if you had 06&) in, somebody must have

$400 in the sisle, and one of the
usbers found it,—] Detcols Free Pross.

A man-

was totally at o loss what to do. He p

THE FIFTT-DOLLAR BILL,

Mrs. Dean sat alone in her little
kitchen, She never used he: parlor.
Thoere was the extravagance of an extra
fire to be considerad—the fact that the
best rag carpet, woven by her own skill-
ful hands, must not be worn out too

shine fading out these ohair covors, Mrs.
Dean was an economist. She believed
in making everything last ss Jong as it
ibjy could, And so she made the
itchen her headquarters, and sat there
knitting, with her feet comfortably bal-
aoced on the stove bearth, the sancepan
of apples bubbling softly away at the
back, snd the sound of her husband’s axe
ringing from the back shed as be out and
split the kindling wood, piled up there
in well-sewsoned logs,

Bhe was a little, wrinkled-faced woman

of fifty, with stiff ribbon bows to hor
onp, hair that seemed dried up instead of
silverad, and keen, blue eyos that
twinkled as if they had discovered the
socret of perpetunl motion. To save
money was her ¢hief ond and aim in life,
The very mittens she was knitting were
to be sold at the village store in ex-
change for tea, sugar, spices and all
necessary grooories. “'A penny saved is
as good ns a penny earned,” was the
fulden rule by which she shaped her
ife,
“I'm glad I took that money ont of the
mavings bank i;eau!rclny." said Mrs. Dean
to herself as the bright needles olicked
merrily away; “peoplo say it isn't quite
anfe, And one can't be too ocare-
ful. But, then, aguin, (here's the danger
of burglars—though, to be sure, no
burglar,” she added, with a complacent
inward chuckle, “wounld ever think of
looking in the folds of the old Clinker-
ville Clarion newspaper in the pocket on
the wall. It's the bureau drawers, and
the trunks, aud the locked-up chests
that they aim for. A fifty-dollar bill!
a clean, erisp, new fAfty dollar bill! And
all savings, too, out of the house
money."

Just then there sounded a knock at the
door, and in came old Dr, Bridgman,
rubiound with the touch of the March
wind, and mofiled up in the furs of the
wild animals which, from time to time,
he himself had shot.

“Good day, Mrs. Dean, good day!"
said he. “No, thank you; I can't sit
down. I'm a deal too busy for that. But
I heard yesterday that you took 8560 out
of the savings bank ?”

“You," said Mrs. Dean, her face invol-
untarily bardening, “T did!"

“We are taking up a subsoription o
get little lame Dick Bodley » cart and
donkey, so that he can go around paed-
dling tinware,” said the doctor, “It's
pretty hard for apy one afflicted as he is
to get along, and if you can help us a
little—"

“But I can't,” interposod Mrs. Dean,
breathlessly. ‘“The moncy was an iu-
vestment. [ don't propose to out it up
into little bits.”

“It's a deed of charity, Mrs, Dean,"
said the good old man, “to help lame
Dick Bodley."

“1 dare say,"” said Mrs, Dean, a little
irritably. *‘But I never pretended to be
w.charitable character.”

“The old doctor went away, and the | poss

next visitor was Helen Hurst, a rosy girl
of eighteen.

“Excuse me for interrnpting you,
Mrs, Doan,” said she, *‘but Larry John-
son was at the bank yesterday, and he
tells me that yor drew ont your money!"

“Was all “creation there?” thought
Mrs. Dean,

But she ssid nothing, only knit awsy
until her needles seemed to glance and
glitter like points of fire,

“T am trying to get & boarding place
at Mrs. Swipes',” added Helen,coloring,
“go ns to be near the district school,
where I am toteach this spring, But
Mrs. Swipes requires payment in ad-
vance by the month, snd, npfortu nately,
we have nsed up all onr slender means
in providing my outfit. A teacher, yon
know, must be dressed, decently to com-
mand the respect of her prlgiln. But if
you would kindly lend me 10—"

1 never lend,” said Mrs, Dean tartly.

“T will be sure to pay it np when I re-
coive my first quarter’s salary,” pleaded
Helen.,  *“*And I don't know of any one
alse to go to.”

“Tt's altogether against my prinei-

los,” sald Mrs, Dean, with her fnce as
if it Lind been carved out of hickory.

Helen Hurst crept out, feeling hu-
miliated and disappointed beyond all ex-

ression.

Mrs, Dean chuckled at her own
shrewdness; but she hardly had time to
stir up the apples in the saucepan,before
Mrs. Grabam entered with o leather-
covered memorandum book and pencil.

“I am looking for charitable people,
Mrs, Dean,” said the Squire’s wife, with
a laugh.

“Then you've come to the wrong
place," said Mrs. Dean, frigidly.

“Poor Patrick O'Hara was killed yes-
tarday in the machinery of the rolling
mill,” said Mrs, Graham, ignoring her
neighbor’s response. *'He has left o
wife and eightchildren, totally desti’

“And whose fault is that?" said Mrs,
Dean,

“Will you not contribute gomething
toward rolieving their destitute con-
dition?" urged Mes, Grabam, opening
the book and holding the pencil ready
for use.

“(ertainly not,” said Mrs, Dean. “I've
no money to spare.”

“Rat 1 was told—"

“Oh yes—about the money that was
Arawn ont of the savings bagk!” said
Mrs. Dean, *‘But I intend to keep that
money for myself, Mrs, Grabham.”

+*Ho that giveth to the poor lendeth to
the Lord.,” softly spoke Mrs, Gralam,

“Yes, yos—I know!" said Mrs. Dean,
“But nobody interprets the Bible lite:-
ally, nowndays.”

Mrs. Graham took her departoee, ac:
knowledging within herself that Lior er-
rand was a failure; and Mrs. Dean, left
to hersell at last, indulpged in & nap, with
the knitting-work in her lap—a nap
wherein she dreamed that the filty-dollar
bill had taken to itself legs and was run-
ning away from a crowd of pursuers, her-
self amoog the number.

Whep she waked up, roused by the
noise of cosl being ponred uwpon the
stove, a candle was I.Lt:rnmg sod Mr.

n waa lsughing st her.

D?Why, Ba{q?“ said ‘:e, :’I‘ thought

U DOVET Wis ing wake agsin.
En you sat vithsrlha fire dead out, and

bad to kindle it n in."
r‘:Bh- me!" -:d Ir’:..gon. 1 must

rocklessly, the dread possibility of sun- | fire

have been aslesp quite awhile, But,"—
:‘ﬁu “ nppon.l;o saw that the old
-pocket, opposite, was empty—
“‘where is that old number of the Clil;I’u'
+ille Clarion?”
It was lost week's paper,” said Mr,
Dean calmly, “We have both of ns
roul“ it, so I just touk it to kindle the

“You burned it up?”
“You," said Mr. Dean; I burnoed it

np, Why shonldn't It

For half an hour Mrs. Dean sat silent
and never spoke aword. Her first utter-
ANCH WAB!

“It's the Lord's judgment upon me!”

Mrs, Dean was & resolute woman, full
of charsoter. Sne went to her table
drawer, took ont s sheet of puper and
wrote to Dr. Bridgws,inelosing a dollar
toward lamo Dick Bodley's cart and
horse. Bhe sent suother dollar to Mrs.
Grabam for the poor little O'Haras, aud
yromived to donute a barrel of russels, a
ushel of potatoes und some of ber hus-
band's cast-off olothes to eut over for the

ehildren. And she sent for Helen Hurst
to como and sco her,
“I oan't lonid you 810, my dear,” said

she, “‘because [ haven't got it. ButI'll
tell you what I'll do. I'll let you make
your home here as long as you please.
There's a nice spare room, and it's an
eighth of a mile nearer than Mrs, Swipe's
to the distriet school."”

“0Oh, how very, very good youn are!"
said Helen, her eyes swimmiog with
grateful tears.

“(Good!"™ eried Mrs, Dean, “I'm just
boginning to see what a selfish, greedy
creature I've been all my life, But
you're welcome, my dear, and it shall
not cost you » cent.”

Sho opened her parlor, shook out the
ourtains, and built a fire in the airdight
wood stove,

“Dean likes the parlor,” said she,
“‘hacanse it has such nice south win-
dows, and 1 don't see why we shouldn't
enjoy it."

She baked a fresh bateh of ginger-
biread and sont a loaf to old Mrs. Mudge;
she took out & basket of hickory nuts for
poor little Harry Jones, who was trying
to erack dried-np pig nuts on the stone
by the roadside; she renswed her sub-
scription to church charities.

“I can't be very liberal,” she said,
“but I am determined to do what 1 can,"”

“That's riﬁt' my desr—that's right!”
snid her husband.  **“We shall be pros-
perous, never fear., T'mn awfully sorr
about burning up your fifty-dollar bill;
but, if it's going to open your heart like
this, it's the best thing that could have
Lappened to ns,”

ré. Dean wus sweoping out the
kitohen. She looked around with n
smile as she moved the wide-leaved table
which always stood under the wall-
pocket, and took down the pocket itself,
a mde structure of splints, lined with
red cambric aud tied with cords and
tassels of red worsted, to dust it ont,

“Yeu," she said, “I am afraid I was
gotting to be a little miserly, and—why,
what's this?"

Mr. Dean stopped and picked up a nlir
of ornmpled, dark-green paper, whioh
had fallon out from the wall-pocket
as hia wife turned it upside down and
tapped her finger against it to remove all
ible dust.

“It's the filty dotlar billl" said he,
with month and eyes opening in unison,
“It must bave slipped down from the
folds of the newspaper and lodged here."

“The Lord has sent it back to us,”
said Mrs, Dean, reverently; “and He
has sent & lesson, wise and mereiful,
with it.”

“Well," said Mr. Doan, after a mo-
ment or two of silence, ‘‘there's a losson
in almost everything He does, if we did
but know it."

Ana all the theologians in the world
could not bave improved upon the faith
of this simple, unlettered old farmer.

Disinfeet Your Trees

There is no doubt that the planting of
desirable varieties of fruit trees and
vines will be greatiy extended in this
county the present and in succeeding
seasona, The stock for the extended
plant i likely to come from nurseries
and vinoyards in districts sbroad that are
wore or less infested with scale insects,
rel spider, aphis, codling worm, pbyl-
loxera, and other pests, with which ns
yot we have not been extensively
troubled, though some of them are be-

inning to be habitats with us, and will
inevitably give us a great deal of
trouble. To contend with the natural
increaso and dispersion of the froit posts
wo now have in our alroudy planted
orohards and vineyards will sufficiently
tax our efforts and resources, and we
shionld take care, by proper treatment of
imported nursery trees and vines or cut-
tings, to destroy any insect life there
way be upon them, _hefure thoy are
planted, and the wrappings or boxes in
which they may be packed should also
gither bo destroyed by fire, or thor
oughly disinfected by the same irest-
ment applied to the trees wnd vines or
cuttings. The lye, whale-oil soap and
snlpbur, or other washes, that are
recommended ss safe and offectual, can
beconveniently and thoronghly applied
to fifty or a bundred nursery trots piled
together, before planting.—[ Contia Coata
Guzette,

Hardly Cousistent

The following incident floating in the
press of the country illustrates the in-
consistency of homan nature:

“Da you believe in predestination,” in-
quired w Mississippi captain of & clorgy-
man who happened to be traveling with
bim.

wOf course T do,” was the reply.

“Phen you believe that whatever is to
be will be."”

“Uertainly.”
“Well, I am glad of it.”
“Whyt"

“Pecanse I'm going to puss that boas
alead in just fifteen cousecntive win.
utes, if there is any virtue in_pine knots
and safety valves, So don't be alarmed;
if Lhe boilers are not going to bursi they
wont; that's all."”

Upon this the divine began to put on
his hat and looked s if ho was going to
back out, which the cabtain observing,
remuarked:

I thought you believed in predestina-
tion 7"

“8o I do, but I prefer being & little
aearer the stern when it takes place.”

It was very ungalisnt in the old wm

Jor who was told thusmidnhd?
“ione foot in the grave,” to aak if “there
wasn's room for foed.”

The Salvation Armyand (he Roughs In
England,

For two years, or thereabonts, our
towns have had frequent opportunities
of witnessing an ul:h)itiuu not to every-
body's taste, The "Salvation Army,"” as
far as it can be kuown o the nninitiated,
oonsists of bands of men wmerching
through the streets, generally toward
“ohurch time," with banners, devices,
and sometimes emblematio helmets and
other nocontrements, singing sensational
Liymns,and by their gestures inviting all
whose oyes they sueceaded in catohing to
fall ip and march with them to some
headquarters or rendezvous of those who
are to be saved.  The worship they con-
dnot under cover is not quite of the
sober and wmonotonons character that
finds most favor with English re-
speotability,  The confilent heirs of
s newly-assured salvation sing hymn
after hymn with emphatio refrains, in an
nscending seale of devotional energy. At
intervals exbortations which are at least
wimple, intelligiblo and frequently ro-
iterated, restoro their ing energios
for fresh multitudinous ntterances, The
sense of numbers smountiog to anarmy, if
not on the spot, yot in faith, everywhere
present, feeds the strength of the indi-
vidoal. The devotees are told, very
likely with trath, that hundreds of thou-
sands are at the same momoent warching
towards Zion, scouring her bulwarks,
asconding her stops, and even entering
hor gates. It is plain that the enthusi-
asm does not nlways dio away whon those
provoeatives are withdrawn, Itis plain,
too, that the movement has not lost the
attractiveness of novelty and youth, The
army is still found on our stroots, 1t is
not to be expectod that even so much of
o good minority of a settled and well
regulated population should take part in
such a movemeot, or like it, or even re-
gard it with indifference. A very large
part of our own population, on one
ground or other, beoliove themselves
savod already, and therefore under mo
noed to go out of their way for & new
call. A large part aro very weoll satisfied
to bo in a fortunate minority in
this respect, and take an exclusive
view of  the celestial circle,
Abont the last thing they desire is to
meot their neighbors there, especially if
they are not clean, or talk broad, or can-
not distribute their h's properly. A large

art ar. quite content not th be saved;
ndeed, think there is no such thing, If
these various olusses bo added together,
they will constitute an immense majority
aguinst tho “‘Salvation Army." Most of
these people, howevor, ure ready to loave
it alone. ‘They will be neither for it nor
against it. But thero remain the irre-
pressible “‘roughs.” 1t is unnocessary
to describe them, for they promise to be
our lords and masters. They are the
present tyrant, whose function it is to
test the sincerity of the virtuous and the
gratitude of tho brave. It is with them
that the *Salvation Army" is now wagio
its only physical warfare. En hg
poople generally would leave it to the
test of time, ‘T'he men that stagger out
of the public houses, or that have not yet
recovered from their Satardsy night's
caronse, or that dread some possiblo in-
torforence with their own ways, molest
these harmless soldiers with insulting
ories, mockery, and more serions annoy-
ances, The faith of the ity,
good taste of the educated, an the uni-
vorsal sense of deconcy are outraged un-
der the protense of interrupting the ex
ceptional methods of a few. DBut it is
ovident that if the “ronghs™ are to be al-
lowad to do what they like, tho streets
oan o longer be called the dmn'n high-
way, or the lund of her realm.—[ London
Times.

A Relie of the Revolatlon.

At the last moeting of the Virginia
Historical Society, in Richmond, Va., &
curions ancient dooument was read b
the Corresponding Secretary. Tt is tho
haudwriting of Col, Thomas Waring, of
Goldberry, Essex county, Vi, an ardent
rebel, who was with Washington at the
battles of Trenton and Privceton, It in
entitled, *“The Last Will and Testamont
of Old England, and is dated at the
“Palacs of Necessity, this 10th day of
April, just four years from the fatal day
on which my Inst opportunity was lost
by shedding the blood of Amerion at
Loxington, in the year 1779, The follow-
ing are the tmqlmu made:

1, O1d Englaod, being in a vory woak
and languishing state, through voluptu-
ousness and Joss of Blood, do make and
ordain this my laat will and testament,
in the manner following—viz: Imprimis
—1 do give and bequeath unto the
Bishops of St. Amph and Peterborough,
to be equally divided smong them, all
my religion,

42, 1 give all my sincerity to the
Worthy Members of the Minority in the
House of Commons,

“4, I give all my knowledge in Poli-
ticks to Lord Cemden snd Lord Abing-
don and those other noble Lords who
opposed the Ministry in their Mischiev~
ious and Cursed war in Ameriea,

“4, I give to my eister Scotland all
wy Pride and Haughtiness.

5. 1givo to my sster Ireland the one-
balf of my Poverty, Distress and Ruin.

g, I give to the Earl of Bate and
Lord North all my Treachery and Tyr-
ann;. to be equally divided among them,

w7, 1 give to Lord Howe snd (ienersl
Hows all my Cruelty as o rewanl for
the Treutment of the American Prison-

ern,

8, I give all my low cunning to Lord
Mansflold and Lord George Gormun.

9, I give all my Stupidity and Ob-
stinacy to the present ministry.

410, I give my Power by Sea and
Land to the French King,

“11. I give my Integrity to the King
of Spain.

#12, I give my Trade and Commerce
to the State of Hollund,

“13. I give thoss abject Mortals, the
Tories of Ameries, one Ton of Hemp, to
be equally distributed among them by

(l

“i4. 1 give my Right and Title in that
most glorious tract called Magna Obaria
to the United Btates of Amerion, to thelr
Holrs and Assigus forover.

“1b, I vo uuto my Colonies in
Amerios—vIz., , Nowa Beotia,
Fast snd West Florids, the West Indies
~—the other bhalf of my Pom({. Distress
and Buin; and I do appoiat the United
States of Amerivs to be gusrdisns of my
said Colonies.”

ina North Carolina circus
» pailful of whisky. The

An elephant
recently drank
h“h m'

The last well put down by the Sarnia
Ausociation "puon the ?s’ Potor
Lambe sbout three and a half to
the southeast of the town, At a

600 feot thore were some indications
oil, but the prosecution of the work was
stopped last Tuesdsy night at about 12
o'clook by the flow of gus from the well
eatehing fire from & toreh in the hands
of one of the drillers, who at the time
was ot n distance of 20 feet from the
well, the wind blowing st the
time in his direotion. Tho ignition of
gad in so oil well is by no mesns un-
common, but this partienlar blage sonn
doveloped some unusual festures,  The
gus, instesd of burning quietly in a
small eircle around the outlet, seomad
to bo foreed ont with extraordinary
wower, and the volame of vivid, silvery
me is fully thirty feot high. But the
most romarkable exhibition is that at in-
tervals of oxactly fifteen minutes by the
watch there is a grand eruption of water
which mingles with the flames,and so far
from extingnishing them, drives them in
sheots above the highest troas and falls
in showers for a considerable distance
around the well. This eruption of wa-
ter, which lnsts about two or three min-
utes, is precoeded by a graduaily in-
creasing roar, sccompanied by a series of
powerful gnsps like strokes of some
mighty engine, The miqture of waler—

which, by the way, is said to
be  strongly  impreguated with
sulphur—with  the  flames

ro-
duces effocts in color which are dnuring
in their brillianoy and beauty, various

shades of yellow and purple predomi-
nltinq. The spectacle, especially if wit
nessed at night, is indescribably beanti-

ful, and its effect is heightened by a
slight dash of weirdness caused by the
unusual color of the flames and the cor-
responding reflection which it throws un
the foliage of the surrounding trees. The
birds seem to be almost paralyzed by the
unwonted illamination. All night long,
80 the drillers say, they skim around the
flames, uttering shrill eries of alarm, and
become either so frightened or so bold
that they alight alongside the men, by
whom thoy are frequently caught, Every
offort has bosn made by the drillers,
Mesars, Fair Brothors, to shut down this
brilliant show, but thus far without sue-
ooas, Twenty loads of sand were thrown
on, but withont effect. Afterward a
number of tarpauling were placed over
the vent and sand thrown on top, but the
flumen belohod out with apparently un-
surpassed vigor, throwing these impedi-
ments aside as if they were so many
fonthors. The drillers came to the con-
clusion to try, a% a last resort, to invert
& beavy iron tank over the flame and
surronnd it with sand, so as to exolude
the air, T'he opinion of most of those
who have seen the phenomens ia that the
subterranean power is so great that this
pmﬂ .hul'-:l';h: fate bo: I.llnr 'M’lt
b numbers o
Elve visited the well. Itien llghm
baflles desoription, and once seen will
never bo forgotten.—|Sarnia (Canada)
Observer.

That 01a Brandy.

Ona reeent night at the Davonport
House, Toccon, we took a look st the
ster before going to bed, and saw in
w largo business hand the name of M. L.
Bonkam, Columbia, 8, 0. We wondered
if it was our old friend, Governor Bon-
ham, or one of his grandsons. We al-
ways arise early, and on entering the
1 the next morping we saw a ?lh-
man, as straight as  an arrow, with the
snow white beard. It was our old friend
Milledge, whom we voted for as Major-
Goneral of cavalry when wo were
ours old, In those days Bouth
ins was truly o military Htate. ‘gﬂ
a cortain number of calvary was all :
1 rode fourteen milos to muster in eav-

Y | alry before I was of the age required by

law, and then they could not teansfer me

to the infantry. I attended camp-mus-
ters under Boubam, at oneof w he
snd Ceneral Froderick Garvin were

considered the bost riders on the en-
campment, und in trying the lgd of
their horses, Cleneral wis thrown
and seemed to bo as “doad as a door
pail.” Tho brigade surgeon could do
nothing for him, and Honbam said to
Aiken, who was then Ciovernor: *'
(—, unloss we can stimulute him he
never come to.  (let o bottle of that old
brandy.” A servant soon brought it.and
Bouham, not waiting for & corksorew,
broke the neck of the bottle with a horse

intol, filled the tumbler three-fourths
ull of mellow twenty-year-old brandy
foreed Garvin's mon oroa. and mnd
}ludm h::n. h{n luiluhm old
ow was langhing and eracking
'l".hon were gxgrluu“v; doys!—| Ga. ej:“'

Woman’s Work,

At intorvals one is shocked by readi
of the suivide of some poor woman Ww:
cannot find work to do, snd prefers
to dishonor, This is very sad; but
it be? Thronghont our broad land
there is plenty of work for women's
ble fingers if she looks for it in

Ince. But nnln.:m}!y sho | eldom

oz to get her A ﬂ::d L oo
right groove, o
hundreds of thousands of wmn’:‘
gling for work ss shop girls, hair dress-
ers, olorks, milliners, ete., and failing,
simply beosuse they where tliereare
thousands of the same in competi-
tion. If they wonld go to some viling
or inland town, whore taste and fashion
are boginnivg to create s demand for
their work, and where living is choap,
they could bs sure in the end of compe-
tenoy if not fortune, On the other hand
fo thoss very inland towns and farma
you find hundreds of thousunds of
women, n:ionn!:n mm " :i;i!n
ing s, novels, pietures
embpr:;dary Iilerlliy by the ton
into the cities, which are already swarm-
ing with unsuccessful suthors
artists; and blind to the faet that their
poighbors really want  first-class milli-
ser, smbroiderer, saleswomin or hair-
. Good sérvants, 100, are needed

R
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