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OUT OF THE WILDERNESS.
BY HILDA.

¦“ln the wilderness!” Yes, there te

just where Percy Redmond found him-'

self one pleasant, hazy day iu October,
and there, from all present appear-

ances? he wae likely to remain for the

faext Week. He waS One of a surveying
party sent out by stimS rich Corporation
to locate the rOute for a proposed raii-

• road? and had been authorized to ineei
the balance of the company at the little

town where the opening of onr story
makes his acquaintance.

But what was his dismay, on reach-

ihg the appbiflted place, to find a letter
ist,ating that Mr. Latham, jfchti civil en-

gineer, had met with, U slight accident;
which would detain him in thti city for

Several dayfc.
’’Looks as though tliiere might be

plenty of game over in the woods; how

is it, Mr. Wilkins?” asked Percy of the

jolly-looking little landlord, who came

out on the porch, dragging a cvuple of

big chairs behind him.

Although Mr. Wilkins was quite
small in stature, he was by no means

slender, and puffed like a porpoise at

the least exertion.

“Plenty of game? Mr. Redmond?
plenty of game, ’ seating himself, his

short, fat logs scarcely reaching the

floor, and? faunirg Vigorously with A

broad-brimmed straw hat, Mr. Wilkins

prepared to entertain his guest, a treat

he seldom had tan pleasure of enjoyihg
in this out-of-the-way place.

“Ibelieve if I can proctVo a gun and

ammunition Iwrit take a tramp through
the woods to-morrow,” said the young
man, “just for the sport.

”

“That can be had easy enough, Mr.

Redmond, easy enough,” answered

Wilkins, who had a habit of repeating
his words. “Our schoolmaster, Mr.

Maples, has a splendid gun that he

will lend you wdllingly, T know; quite
willingly.”

“If the railroad shou'd pass through
here, it willmake the land in this vicin-

ity quite valuable, I suppose,” said

Percy, lastly puffing a tigifv.
“You are right, sir; there is uo such

timber in the State as this is here, not

mentionin’ the rich soil. Do you see

that break Iu the trec trop t ovei'ar uWi,

sir?” and the h st's pudgy forefinger
was pointed u the direction indicate I,
“That’s Lute Maltis n’s timber. He

owns about 300 acres over there, and,
if this railroad should happen to light
down here, you may just put him down

for a rich man, you may.”
“He must be worth something now,”

said Redmond, “if he is the owner of

so much land. ”

“There’s a sort of a mystery about

the man, and the man has acted very

queer. I'll just tell you about him,”
and Wilkins produced a black clay pipe,
like himself, short and stubby; after a

deal of puffing and blowing it was

lighted, and the blue smoke curling
round about hig bushy head. •

“This Lute Mattison lias lived in these

parts for nigh alw>ut ten years. For a

spell he lived here in ton n, but finally
he bought ten acres of ground over the
on the hill yonder, and has lived there
ever since. He could just make a liv-
ing, and that was all, for himself and
the old woman. But here, sir, is where
the mystery comes in. One day there
was a letter come to the postoffice for

Jfr. Luther Mattison, and the next day
that man came here, dressed in his very
best, and took the stage for B.

“Well, he was gone about a week;
when he came back he never lisped
what his business had been or how far
he had gone. No, sir, he never cheeped.
In a few weeks he began to inquire the

price of land around here, and the first
we know Lute Mattison had bought 300

acres of land, and paid the cash, mind,
paid spot cash. Now, where did he get
that money, Btranger?”

Percy was very sure he could, not

tell, but he made a guess: “May be by
Speculation ?”

“You are wrong, sir; all wrong; be-

cause ho had nothing to speculate with.

He is a smart man, sir; an eddicated

man; but we never found out how he
come by that money. Thar were some

as talked about counterfeiting, but they
didn’t talk very loud, for Lute’s a man

o’ muscle, he is.”

“What did he want with so much

land, ” asked Percy, more for the sake

of something to say than for any in-

terest he felt in the landlord’s story.
“Itwas just before the railroad ex-

citement was stirring us up here, a year

ago this spring; pr’aps he thought he

would make a speck. Well, that fall

be made another trip, and when he come

back, by George! he brought with him
one of the purtiest girls that ever

stepped in shoe-leather. She was all

togged out in the finest of clothes, and

she walked as though sne owned the

universe. Not that she was so awful

big, but she had such a*tproud way with

her. Mattison brought the gal in here,
while he was a ’tendin’ to her trunk,
and interduced her as his niece, Miss

Westfield. And, sir, you would have

laughed to hear the remarks she made.

She stood out here on the porch, a

lookin’ round to see what sort of a place
she had got into, when she up and asked

my old woman where we attended

church. Hanner Jane told her we had
meetin’ over in the school-house about
once in three months. Guess the

young lady thought she bad lit down in

a heathen land, I guess so, ha! ha l”

Here Wilkins paused long enough to

replenish and relight his pipe, then

continued his story, while Redmqud sat

lazily listening, with his heels, man-

like, elevated to the top of the porch
railing.

“Well,” began the landlord, taking
up the thread of his story again, “the

gal hadn’t bin over there but a little

spell, till Mattison goes to work and

builds the finest house to be found in

these here parts—Hie very best; and he

had. cart-loads of furniture brought
down from the city; and them that

knows says as how he has got a pianner
that takes up onA whole side of a room.

Yes, sir: and there’s not one of us

whtire the man gttt ftll the mtiney
from to biiy all thiti land Ana things
'with.”,.

“Perhaps the money belonged to his

niece,
n

]sijggestod RedmW, began
tp display someinterest in Luther Mat-

tison and fits affairs.
“No, sir! Oh, no!” and Wilkins

slapped his fat knees with emphasis.
“But it will come to light some day.
* Murder will out,’ yea know—yes, it

will, sir,” Here his kotowing winks and

nods were tint short by the summons to

supper.
That evening Percy Redmond made

the acquaintance of the school-teacher,
Mr. Maples, a man of about 22 or 23 years,
of age. He proved to be qttite a sensible

ffelloW, Who
*

found employment by
teaching ddring the summer months,
thus earniilg hjtoiiey tti pay fiw oWu ti*-

ptenses at college through the winter

search.
“MriRedlhtiiid says if he can get i

gun he will go a huntin’ to-day,” Re-

marked the landlord at the breakfast-

table next morning; “and I took the

liberty of offerin’ yours, Mr. Maples/
How is it? Willin’to lend?” said he,
addressing the teacher.'

“Certainly, Mr. liedmond, you are

welcome to the use of my guns and as

I keep a horse, please consider that

also at your disposal, should you feel
ihclined to take A ride,” said the young
thacker, who; thotigh not at all a haritl-
stitiie man, appeared to be quite" an

accommodating one.

“Thanks, Mr. Maples,” returned

Redmond. “On second thought Ibe-

lieve Iwill take a ride this morning;
and as to-morrow is Saturday, per-
haps yoU crin joiH me in a day’s hunt-

ing?”
.

..

4
“Agreed,” said Maples, and half an

hour later, he stood in the School-house

door, callihg together the noisy little

horde of children, while Percy Red-

mond went cantering down the road on

a spirited young horse. Itwas a beau-

tiful morning and as Percy sped along
the narrow road'-leading through the

woods, he could not help admiring the

wild beauty of the scene. The mellow

haze of Indian summer hung like a mis-

ty Vuil fi'flfii the bine sky. Herfe and
there a scarlet maple-leaf, or golden

hickory, heralded the coming autumn

and gAve a dash df enlivening cbltir tti

the background of somber green. The

sound of the woodman’s ax awdke a

thousand echoes through the forest

aisles, while the distant baying of a

hound on the chase, was answered by
i the report of a sportsman’s gun.

Through a sense of curiosity Percy had
taken thevoad leading through the land
owned by Mr. Mattison; he thought to

himself that he would like to see the

house in this wilderness that held those

two things over which the landlord had

become so voluble 1 a handsome young
lady, and & piano.

His curiosity was soon gratified; a

sudden turn in the wagon-track dis-

closed a wholly-unexpected Bight.
Standing back on a slight eminence rites

a two-story wbite cottage; whose sur-

i roundings all spoke of culture and re-

i finement. The house was backed by
I several acres of cultivated land; a well-

, kept lawn in front was dotted here and

| there with beds of blooming flowers',
I growing luxuriantly in the rich soil.

Plants were grouped on the verandas,
while from a cage a Canary poured forth

a melody of song. And, as. Redmond

rode slowly by, admiring the neatness

and good taste that reigned every-
where, the soft notes of a piano played
by an experienced hand, came floating
out upon the balmy morning breeze.

“Found in this wild forßst, it is al-
most- like a glimpse of Paradise,”
thought Percy, as entering the woods

again, he turned in the saddle-, find
look back At the pleftsUnt home.

He could bevel* tell how it happened,
he caught one glimpse of a dog bound-

ing across the path infront of the horse,
the bridle rein, lying loose in his hand
was jerked away, the horse gave one

frightened spring, flung Percy against
the trunk Of a large tree, and sped away
with empty saddle, while his rider lay
bruised and unconscious upon the

ground.
“There Rir 1 I guess you are all right

now,” were the words that greeted
Peroy’s returning senses.

“Where am I? what has happened?”
he asked of the man who had raised his

head from the ground and was support-
ing him.

“Your hofUe took fright at my dog,
and threw you. The fall was quite
severe, and rendered you unconsoioiis

for a few minutes,” answered the man,

as, with the gentleness of a woman, he
assisted Percy in his efforts to arise.

“But I do not think you are seriously
injured.”

But a deathly pallor overspread the

injured man’s face. “Myleg, I fear it is

broken,” and he again lost conscious-

ness. The stranger laid him gently
down, and, running quickly to the edge
of the clearing, called to a man who was

busy piling cord-wood; together they
lifted the inanimate form, and carried

him lo the cottage he had so admired a

short time before.

When Percy again opened his eyes,

instead of lying on the soft green moss,
with the tall trees of the forest towering
above him, be found himself resting
upon an easy couoh, within the white
walls of a pleasant room. The man

who had so fortunately been near when

he was thrown from the horse, was

again bending over him.

Percy glanced inquiringly about him.

“This is not the tavern?” he asked.
“No; but you are where you will be

taken care of,” answered the man. “I

have already dispatched a man for a

physician, as your limb requires imme-

diate attention.”

“Ithink my leg is broken just below

the knee,” and a spasm of pain con-

vulsed the handsome features of Percy
Redmond, as an attempt was made to

remove his boot.

“Oh! uncle, do not try to pull it off;”
it was a very sweet voice that stole into

the confusion of the young man’s brain,
and the speaker laid a white band on

his brow, as if to arouse him from the

faintness stealing over him. “Would

you care, sir, if uncle cut the boot ?”

“Cut it, please; but bow much I am

troubling you all.”

“Not at all, sir,” and the man held

up the mutilated boot which he had re-

moved from the shapely foot. “You are

in the house of Luther Mattison,..and
here you must remain. You shall re-

ceive the best of care, which is one

thing landlord Wilkins could not give
you. You are a stranger here, are you
not?”

“Yes, Ibelong to the surveying party
sent out by the proposed railroad. My
home is in New York, and my name is
Percy Redmond.”

"Redmond!” ejaculated Mattison,
“can it be that

, you are the son of

George Redmond, my old friend and
schoolmate?”

~

•
“That was mv father’s name, sir, and

is it posssible that you are the ‘Mattie’

o! whom i haie heard hitri speak so

often ?” .fi ..

“Iam man,” said Mr. Mattison.’

as he warmly grasped Percy’s hand,

‘‘Yousee, at school we were such warm

friends that the boys.used to call us

and his. Mattie;’ and it gives
me great pleasure to meet the son of*

my old friend, even if you do come with

a broken leg.” Just then a sweet-faced

woman entered, followed by the young,

lady who had quitted the room a mo-

ment before. “This is my wife and my
niece, Miss Westfield. Mr..Redmond, I
you will not lack nuTseft. Mother, you
coUld neve* guess who our injured
gUest is, h said turning to his

wife; and when he had told her; she

expressed her pleasure at being able to

dare for him.

“Iaid trety stirry you have xnet with

so painful mi abcideut, Mr: Redmbpd,
but I am glad, sin tie it did happen; that

you. Were ntiair tte.”
..

“Well, and what doyod
(

want of

and a cheery, hearty voice broke in on

the conversation, as a jolly, broad-

shouldered map was ushered into the

room. “Imet your messenger about a

mile down the road, said somebody was

killed.” And despite the pain Peroy
wa* suffering, he could not repress a

Bmile at the way the toan bustled
about.

“Nobody killed,, doctor, though this

ytiung man met with quite ab accident; ”

explained Mr. Mattison., butby this time,
the physician, having dropped his medi-

cine case in one chair, his hat in an-

other, flung his gloves into the corner

and laid his riding whip on the mantle,
had found out for himself what was

wanted of him.
“Legbroke, iti it? it mttst be

mended at Oncq. ”, And though be bus-

tled about so, and spoke with a quick,
jerky way, his hands were gentle, his

touch light as a woman’s. “Mrs. Mat-

tison, some bandages, please, and a

bowl of warm water, also; Mattison,

go to my saddle-bags and bring me

some splints you will find there. Where

iB your niece? send her here. Here

she is; good morning Mies Gladis; we

want & bed fixed feady stir this young
man; this one, right here, where, you

women folks can attend to him;” arid
he tlitew open the bed-room dooi-; “fix

that up, then go out in the other rpom

and keep yourself ready for further
orders.”

With quick, noiseless tread, the

young lady did as directed, then with-

drew, and for nearly an hour she could

hear the occupants of the other apart-
ment, as they moved about, with now

and then a low moan from the sufferer.

“Is he seriously injured, auntie?” she

asked of Mrs. Mattison, when that lady
finally made her appearance/ .

“Dr. Morton says Ips limb is badly
fractured, bid he thjnks there arb ho

other serious Injuries.”
“Now, Mrs. Mattison, I have given

the young fellow ap opiate; sb you need

not be frightened if he sleeps a good
part of the day,” said the jolly doctor,
coming into the room. “Having him

here will give you women folks some-

thing to do. Good morning; ladies; I

willcall again to-morrow,” and he was

off and gone, like a small whirlwind.

Percy Redrrfcmd slept until the sun

was almost dcrvn. His slumbers had

been broken and disturbed, and as

Gladis Westfield near<l the moans bf

pain that frequently escaped the hand-

some stranger’s pale lips, she pitied
him, as she thought how far he was

from home, among strangers, and suf-

fering so. She sat by the open win-

dow, looking out upon the purple haze
of twilight, and as she sat so quiet and

still, k pair Of brown eyes were watch-

ing her from the bed-rooni opposite.
Percy had awoke from his sleep, be-

wildered and half dazed, but the events

of the day came slowly back to his

memory, and when he saw Gladis sit-

ting by the wnidow, he did not wonder

that the landlord, Wilkins, had thought
her a beautiful, young lady. A 1 face of

almost chisel d delicacy, a clear bru-

nette skin, its darkness relieved by a

dash of color on the rounded cheeks,
and the ruby-red of her lips. Great,
luminous hazel eyes, shaded by the

longest of black lashes. An abundance

of glossy black hair, that waved back

from a broad white forehead. A form

of moat graceful mold was what Percy
Redmond saw when he awoke from hiS

enforced sleep. A slight movement he
made . attracted the girl’s attention.

“Are you awake, Mr. Redmond?” she

asked, as she came to the door. “Is

there anything Ican do for you ?”

“Nothing, thank you,” answered Per-

cy, “except to teli me, if Mr. Maples’
horse has been recovered ?”

“Yes, he was caught but a short dis-
tance from where your accident oc-

curred, and was returned to his owner.

Mr. Maples also sent word that he
would call over this evening to see you.

”

Next morning, when the doctor

called, he found his patient doing fine-

ly. “You will have to lie here for
some time, though, and the surveying
party best look up a substitute for you,”
remarked he as he was leaving.

“Oh, they can dispense with my aid,
as I am not a necessary addition to

their number!” explained Percy. “I

am with them more for the benefit of

my health than for pecuniary gain.”
“Allright,” said the old doctor; “if

your time isn’t money, so much the

better; only keep quiet and don’t get
homesick and you will soon be all

right.”
But Percy gained very slowly, and a

month had rolled away before he was

allowed the privilege of coming to the

table with the members of the family.
Even then he was not permitted to try
the strength of his broken limb. Air.

Mattison wheeled the big chair out into
the dining-room, and Percy was as

happy as a child to think he was once

more able to leave the room where he

had learned to be patient in enduring
suffering. But he had learned another

lesson there, too—a very sweet lesson,
one that he had not studied the rudi-
ments of before. He had learned to

love sweet Gladis Westfield; and, from

the flush that dyes her cheeks and the

shy drooping of the brown eyes, as she

places a footstool' for him, one might
judge two scholars had been studying
from the same book. During the days
of his convalescence she has read to

him, and when evening came she has

entertained him with music and song,
and the time has sped away so quickly
that Percy can hardly realize the fact

that he has spent a month in the heart

of the wilderness.

“Why' is it, Mr. Mattison, that yon
live here, if Imay be so inquisitive?”
he asked, one evening.

“Well, I live here now because Ilike

the life and I like the place; but I

came here because, thropgh a venture

in speculation, I lost all I had, and

necessity compelled me to do some-

thing. I had no trade, and then, too,
I was disgusted with the city where I

had lost so much.”

“But you
have prospered here,” said

Percy. “Yon have a flhe home and a

fortune in your timber lands.”

, “Yes,”rejoined Mattison, “the land

here will be a fortuiie to the .Owner
some day.” They weto alone .Ju .the

sitting-room .of the cottage, and Percy
determined to speak of bis love for

Glad is, and ask her nncle’s consent to

bis addressing her.

“Has your niece always lived with

Eon?” asked the young man, although
e was very well aware she had not.

“Oh, n<y she has been here but about

two years- After her parents died she

was left so friendless that we insisted

tin her Coming to Us for a while, ”

“You jriil be very lonely when she

does leave you,
fi Was Percy’s next re-

mark.
„

Mr. Mattison looked at him sharply.
“Gladis does not talk of leaving, does

Sli£ ?” be asked;quickly.
“Not that I know of; that ,is; I did

npt hear her mention it,” stammered

Percy; “but; tti toll ytiu the truth,- Mri

Mattison, I em in—that is, I love

Gladis, and I wish to gain your consent

to tell he* so.” r .

“What if she is very poor?” asked

Mattison; “are yon willing to marry a

portionless bride ?” and his eyes twin-

kled as he looked searchingly into his

companion’s face.

“Certainly I am,” answered Percy;
“t ani not seeking richas; for I have

plenty. What I asked for was Gladly
Westfield, whom! love; and,,although
I have said nothing of this tti the young

lady, I think she reciprocates the feel-

ing.”
“There is no one, Percy, to whom I

would rather trust the future happiness
of my niece. Your father was a very

dear friend of mine, and you possess

tinoflgh of qualities to win my

sincere regard. ¦ Ytiu have my consent

to address Glauis v
.&nd I jlti not th’iiik

you will And it very difficult to gain he*

affections;” and Luther Mattison warm-

ly grasped the hand of his guest. •
“Thank yon kindly,” responded Per-

cy, his frank face flushing with pleas-

ure. “Ihave still another favor to ask:

Do not let Miss Westfield know that I

possess any property. If her answer

should prOVti favorable, I should like

to giVfe, her b happy surprise s6nie tifflti
in*the future.” .

, , ~

“Very well, I will be silent,” skid
Mr. MUttison, ahd he laughed quite
heartily, though Percy thought tti him-

self there was surely nothing to laugh
about.

That-Percy was successful in his

wooing, Ineed only invite you into the

cozy parlor of the cottage to show,-and
if you can interpret the Varied emotions

of the human soul as depicted by the

countenance, you would pronounce

Percy Redmond a happy man. Yon

would alSo sSV Gladis snared hjs hap-

Eiiiess, as they sit together iti the t,wi-
ght; talking quietly and Watching ,the

snow :flakes falling gently, coming like

silent messengers from an unknown,
silent world.

It is but one week before *tha holi-

days, and to-morrow Percy leaves for

the distant city. But he is to return

ere long to bear away his bride found
in the wilderness.

“Ihave been idle so long,” Percy was

saying, as he caressed the shapely hand

resting in his broad palm, “that, now T

am fully recovered from the effects of

my ftccident, I must bestir myself in

preparing a home for the future. You

willbe contented, Gladis, if it is but an

humbie hqme?”
“Have I not told you before?” re-

joined the girl. “And I have learned

so much about housekeeping from

auntie, that we can get along nicely
without hiring help.”

Percy thought, “What a treasure I

have Wdn! The dear girl is willing tti

go with me in spite of my fancied pov-

erty.” But he did not notioe the mis-

chievous smile that dimpled the fade of

his oompanion. Their pleasant chat

was interrupted by the entrance of Mr.

Mattison.

“What! all in the dark? Light up
and read your letters,” and he tossed a

letter to each.

Presently the lamps were lighted, and

seated near the center-table, the young

people were soon busy in the perusal of

their respective letters. Percy read his

partly through, then glanced with a

perplexed, inquiring look across the.
table. Gladis looked up with a puzzled
expression in her brdwn eyes.

Again, without any words, they
turned to the reading of the letters.

Again their eyes met, with the wonder

and astonishment deepening on their

faces.

“Gladis, have you any relative bear-

ing the same name as yourself?” asked

Percy.
“Not that lam aware of,” answered

Gladis. “But may
I ask, have you any

relative by the name of Percy Red-

mond ?”

“No, I have not; but here is some-

thing Ido not understand. I have de-

ceived you ajittle, Gladis. lam not a

poor man; in fact, lam what the world

would call rich. Iwrote to my lawyer
to purchase a house in Philadelphia, as

I thought you would like to live there,
in preference to New York, and here is
the answer Ihave received.... Read it,
please, and tell me, if you c£n> who is

meant by the lady mentioned.

Laughing merrily, Gladis took the

letter, and in turn banded him the one

she had received.

“Read that, Percy, and I think we

will come to a mutual understanding,”
and she proceeded to read the. paper
whioh she held in her hand, and which

bore the heading of a prominent New
York lawyer.

“Dear Percy,” was the familiar

ginning of the letter, —

“According to Instructions, Ihave been to

Philadelphia, and thinkIhave found a house
that willjust suit you It is a large, brown-
stone residence,' with extensive grounds,
and Is situated in a splendid localitj r

.

The price asked is $15,000, and is the prop-

erty of a Mss Gladis Westfield, who does not
wish to be longer burdened with the care of
It If you want the place, please communi-
cate with me at once, as there are others
who have an eye on the property.

Are you about to commit matrimony,“my
bov? If so, please accept my best wishes.

Hoping this may find you fullyrecovered
from your accident, I remain your friend,

Nathan Babton, Solicitor:

Meanwhile, Percy had read the fol-

lowing :

Miss Gladis Westfield:
Bear Madam. —About three months ago

you authorized me to dispose of the brown-
stone residence on street. I have at
last found a purchaser, If you still wish to

dispose of it, The agent of Mr. Percy Red-

mond, of New York, called on me a few days
ago. The house suits him, and your decis-
ion must he made Immediately.

Please inform me at once how to proceed,
as there seems to be tome urgency in the
case. Very respectfully,

jB. F. Pabkhubst, Attorney.
“Does this mean you, Gladis ?” asked

Percy, as he caught a glimpse of the
smiles Gladis strove in vain to hide.

“Yes,” she answered, “and I was

going to give you a glad surprise. I

thought you were quite poor, and I
could help you some with my money,”
and her uncle entered the room just in
time to hear her last words.

•Well, w* explanations hi

|ie asked, as be came and laid hie band

•lovingly on tbe head of his niece. “If

so', I,havti some to make to Mr. Red-

mond. ItiXpetit Wllkinti, the landlord,

told you of my buymig so. mgeb land

here, and I ftfld you, too,' that nobody
knew where the money c«me from!. It

belonged to Gladis, he#ej even tlie

money that bnilt this house is hers.”

“No! no! unde, the house is yours,

and & part of the timber land. We

can spare it, e£n’f Percy? Uncle
and auntie have been sti hind to ,mq,”
and Gladis laid her rosy cheek on the

rough hand of her uncle.

“I thought myself rich in winning

you without the lands; we

Would not miss it, dear, were you to

deed th 6 whtile 300 aeres to your uncle,
which Ithink you had best dti,” said

Percy" but how aliout the town house ?

Wul you sell it to me, or shall I have

to lqdk further?”
The buying apd stilling of the town

hh'nse Was satis?actcffly settled between

them, and after tlie holidays its dtiors

were opened,for the, reception 6f. the

many friends of Gladm, novi Mrs.

Percy/Redmond, the bride found “in

the Vflderness,” and in the admiring

eyes of her husband, her beauty and

grace outshone the many woniefl gath-
ered Ihere.— Chicaao Ledger.

Hawthorne’s Genius.

EitdH feb arSc tof i« Hawthorne’s small

litit JaTa finished stridV; fit dnc’ti Iqtifil in

its surroundings and general m

psychological elemenfcs, It is a study
of nun in his special environment—-

more scientific than the science of to*

day, because it does what science fails

to do; it tries to settle Che spiritual ele-

ment in its true place as a factor ill

man’s life. Others have surpassed Haw-

thore in the management of external

conduct, Of dhdfgue, of home life, of

local scenery; bm, fiOiig Save reached

she depth to which! he penetrated in thti

study of the human heart as' the crea-

ture of his own creation., In. every

higher qualification of the Aftist, liti

easily excels. His style is masterly in

ease, grace, clearness —the winning alt

sorbing, entrancing quality. His skill

isl hinting in ideal and spiritual ele-

tuentfi iti thti perfect in our day.
HiS mastery of .light, find shade—the

potiei tit deepening glotiin by Sftnfiriinti

and intensifying sunshine by means of

darkness—is of the finest order, at once

the gift of original preeeptiq’n and the

result of most assiduouß practice. Erob-

ably few writers ever made so many

successes that were failures, or so many

failures that were successes; that is,
few ever did so much that was tti others

artistically perfect in order that they

might do something artistically perfect
to themselves. Mr. James marvels at

the existence of the “Note Books;” yet
their publication hfis thrown a flood of

light ntit only uptin the’ workings tis

Hawthorne’s mind but on the source,-!

tis Ids artistic effects. Thtiy supple-
ment with a sunny eternal quality thei

gloom of his psychology. They show

us in Jiis own nature a capacity fo*

beauty and sweetness, where ldi own

generation Saw only it capacity for mor-

bid analysis; that is, they furriish tha

biography of the sympathetic side of

Ibis mind, while the novels represent
What was equally real to his emotional

nature. No doubt, while his actual life1
was simple and pure-minded, capable
of absorbing beauty and interest, he

had; in imagination, lived through the

tortures of the damned.
"tVe had nevef reached such insight,

or such grace of style, before Haw-

thorne; and we havti never reached it

since.— The Century;

Making Beef Tea of a Live Bullock.

“You fellows may talk of hard hands,
but I saw Yankee Sullivan in his prime
and he used a kind of acid that hard-

ened his hands, so that if you shook

hands with him in the dark you’d think

you were graspin’ a blacksmith’s anvil.

I onct seed him at a country butcherin’

down South doin’ a thing with that

hand of his that made a lastin’ im-

pression on me.”

“Whatdid hejio?” asked the man in

the perfumed garments.
“Well, sir, they was about to kill a

beef on the farm and they couldn’t find

an ax with a stiff ’raff handle for the

Job, when ’long comes Yank and seein’

he quandary they was in ’greed te slay
the bullock with his naked fist. All

’greed, and he hauled pff and let the

bullock have it right “’tween the two

eyes. What become of that bullook, del

yon think?”

“He made for Yank,” said one.

“No, sir.”

“Dropped,” suggested a second.
“More ’an that.”

“Was killed?” from a third.
“Well, gents, that bullock was turned

right into beef tea, and before they
could get ’nuff of buckets the ground
bad soaked *it all up.

”—New York

World.

Turning State’s Evidence,

“Hole on heah,” exclaimed a negro
on trial for stealing a saddle. ’’Hole

on heah, Jedge, for I’se gwine ter turn

State’s evidence right heah.” “How
can you turn State’s evidence when you
are the only one concerned?” asked the

Judge. “Don’t make no diff’rence I’se

a gwine to turn State’s evidence right
heah, an’ doan yersef commence ter for-

git it. Es I turn dat evidence an’ show

yer zackly who stole de saddle, yer’ll
’low me to go about my business, won’t

yer, Jedge?” “Certainly, sir, if you
can turn State’s evidence, and tell us

exactly who committed the theft, the

law will grant yob liberation.” “All

right; heah’s fur de State’s evidence. I

stole de saddle myself, an’ er good day,
gen’lemen,” and he walked out of the

court-room before the officers could

sufficiently recover from their surprise
to detain him. —Arkanstaw Traveler.

1

A Well-Done Cot.

A Chicago head of a family surprised
his grown-up sons when they comp-
plained of the tough roast beef which

the old gentleman had bought for the

best cut. “My sons,
”

said he “do not

condemn me. The meat is not so ten-

der as I would desire to give you. But

don’t leave my table; don’t break up

my business and ruin me, by ceasing to

be my boarders. Give me another

and Iwilldo better. I beg of you

stay with me another week." The boys
took in the “well-done” cut in silence,
and the father smiled complacently as

he helped himself to the choicest mor-

sel in the piece.

Ik the whole world was put into one

scale and my mother into the other the
world would kick the beam.— Lord

Langdale.

The reaping machine came into prac-

tical use about the year 1853, and the

self-binder made its first good record in

1876.

An Indiana man has patented a go-

pher attachment to corn cultivators.
i ... -ii ¦ .v
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THE BAD BOY.

“Alt, ia, fffl We go* Jon* desert*
at last,” said the grocerjitod to the
bad boy, as he came in 'with one tifo
blaekf and his noee peeled on one side,
and set on a board across’the
Coni shuttle, siid began Whistling as un-

concerned as possible.- What’s the

matte# with ytivct eye ?”

“Boy tried to goitge ft Adt
jwiftotat

asking my consent,” and the bad bor

took a dried herring out of the box ana

began peeling it. “He is in bed now,

ftnd his ma is poulticing him, and she

says he wfli be eut about the last of

next week.”

“Oh, you are going to be a prize'

fighter, ain’t yon,” said the groeeryman,

disgusted. “When a boy leaves a job

where he is working, and goes to loading

around,- he becomes a fighter the first

thing. What ydttf p» ought to do is

bind you out with a farmer,- where you

would have to work all the time. I

Wish you would go away from here, be-

C&nse ymrlook like one of these fellows

that bothies up before the Police Judge

jdftodSf.mbrning; and .gets thirty days

fn the House dt GortetMm* Why don’t

you go out ancf 16af ar Oftliicl

house, where you would l6ok appropri-
ate?” and the groeeryman

took a hair-

brush »nd brushed some loose sugar and

tea, that was Of! the counter, into the

sugar-barrel.
“Well, if you have got through With

your sermon, Iwilltoot a little on my

horn,* and the boy threw the remains

6f thd herring over behind ft barrel of

potatoes, ana Wiped hie hands on a cof-

fee sack. “Ifyou had this .black eye

and had got it the way I did, it Wduld

be a more priceless gem in the crown of

glorf you nope to wear, than any gem

you can get by putting quarters in the

collection plate with th© holes filled

with lead, as you did last Sunday,

when I was watching you. Oh, didn t

you! look pious when you picked that

filibdquarter out, and held your thumb

6ver the pfybe Where the lead was. The

Way of the black eye Waft this. Igot a

jtrh tending a soda fotintam, tod last

night, just before we closed, there waft

two or three young loafers in the place,
and a girl came in for a gifts* of soda.

Five years ago she was one of the

brightest scholars in the ward school,

When Iwas in the intermediate depart-

ment. &he Wfts just as handsome as a

pCach, and everybody liked her. At

rfte'ftss fthe used to take' my part when

the hoys knocked me around, ana she

lived near us. &bre had a heart as big
as that cheese box, and Iguess that’s

what’s the matter. Anyway she left

School, and thep it was said she was go-

ing to be married to a fellow who is now

in the dude business, but he

went back on her and after a

while her ma turned her out doors,
and for a year or two she was

jerking beer in a concert saloon, until

the Mayo* stopped concerts. She tried

hard .tp get sewing to do, but they
wouldn’t ha-te her, I guess, ‘cause she

cried so much when She was sewing* and

the tears wet the cloth she Waft sewing
on.- Once I asked pa why ma didn’t

give her some sewing to do, and he said

for m,e to dry up
and never speak to

her if 1 met be# On the street. It

seemed tuff to pass be# on tbe street,
when she had tears in he# eyes as big Ss

marbles, and not speak to her when I

know her so well, and she had been so

kind to me at school, just ’cause a dude

wouldn’t marry her, but Iwanted to

Obey pa, so I used to walk around a

block when I see her coming, ’cause I

didn’t want to hurt her feelings. Well,
iast night she came in the store, look-

ing pretty shabby, and wanted a glass
pf soda, and I gave it to her, ana Oh,
hbw her hand trembled when she raised

the glass to her lips, and hoW wet ber

eyes were, and how pftle he# face Was!

I choked up so I couldn’t speak when

she handed me the nickel, and when

she looked np at me and smiled just like

she used to, and said I was getting to

be almost a mdn since we went to

s {shoot at the Qld schpol-house, And put
her handkerchief to her eyes, by goSh,
my eyes got so full I couldn’t tell

whether it was a nickel or a lozenger
she gave me. Just then one of those

loafers began to latlgh at her, and call

her names, and say the police otlght to

take her up for a stray, and he made

fun of her until she cried some more,

and I got hot and went around to

where he was end told him if he said

another unkind word to that girl I

would maul him. He laughed and

asked if she was my sister, and I told
him that a poor, friendless girl, who was

sick and in distress, tod who Was in-

sulted, ought to be every boy’s sister,
for a minute, and any boy who had a

spark of manhood should protect her,
and then he laughed and said I ought
to be one of the Little Sisters of the

Poor, and he took hold -of her faded
¦bawl and pulled the weak girl against
the show-case, and said something mean

!to her, and she looked as though she

wanted to die, and I mashed that boy
one right on the nose. Well, the air

seemed to be full of me for a minute,
cause lio was bigger than me, and he

got toe down and got his thumb in my

eye. I guess he was going to take my

eye out, but I turned him over and got
on top and I mauled him until he

begged, but Iwouldn’tlet him up tillhe

asked the girl’s pardon, and swore he

would whip any boy that insulted her,
and then I let him np, and the girl
thanked me, but I told her I couldn’t

speak to her, cause she was tuff, and pa
didn’t want me to speak to anybody
who was tuff, but if anybody ever in-

sulted ber so she had to cry, that I

would whip him if Ihad to take a club.

I told pa about it, and I thought he

would be mad at me for taking the part
of a girl that was tuff, but by gosh, pa

hugged me, and the tears come in his

eyes, and he said I had got good blood
in me, and I did just right, and if I

would show him the father of the boy
that Iwhipped, pa said he would whip
the old man, and ma said for me to find

the poor girl and send her np to the

house and she would give her a job
making pillow-cases and night shirts.

Don’t it seem darn queer to you that

everybody goes back on a poor girl
cause she makes a mistake, the

blasted whelp that is to blame gets a

ehromo. It makes me tired to think of

it,” and the boy got up and shook him-

self, and looked in the cracked mirror

hanging upon a post, to see how his eye
was getting along.

“Say, young fellow, you are a thor-

oughbred,” said the groceryman, as he

sprinkled some water on the asparagus
and lettuce, “and you can come in here

and get all the herring you want, and
never mind the black eye. Iwish I

had it myself. Yes, it does seem tough
to see people never allow a girl to re-

form. Now, in Bible times, the Savior

forgave Mary, or somebody, I forget
now what her name was, and she was a

better girl than ever. What we need

is more of the spirit of Qhrist, and the

world would be better.”

“What we want is about 10,000

teen right here in Milwaukee, ana vney

would find plenty of business, too.

tbit this climate seems to be too rough.

Say, did I tell you pa and ma are hav-

ing trouble I”

“No, what’s the rOW?” •

“Well, yon see, ma wants to econo-

mize all she can, and pa has beeil gfet-
ting thinner since he quit drinking ana

reformed, tod I have kept on growing
ttotil Into bigger than he is. Funny,
ain’t it, that a boy should be bigger
than his pa? Pa Wanted a new suit of

clothes, and ma said she wefrild fix- him,
and so she took one of my old suite
and made it ove# for pa,

and he wore

' tbfeto a week before he knew it was an

old suit to’ade otef, bttt one day he found

a handful of dried-up angleworms in the

pistol pocket that Ihad, fOrgot when I

was fisning, and pa laid the angleworms
to ma, and ma had to explain that she

made over one of toy old suits for pa.

He was mad, and took them off and

threw them ottt the back window,
and swore he would neve# humiliate

himself bv wearing hie son’s old

clothes. Ma tried to reason with him,
but he was awful worked up and said
he was no old charity hospital, and he

stormed around to find his old suit

of clothes, but ma had sold them to a

plaster of pans image peddler, and pa
hadn’t anything to wear, and he wanted

ma to go out in the alley and pick np

the suit he threw out the window, but

a rag-man had picked them up and was

going away, and pa he grabbed a linen

duster and put it on ana went out after

the rag-picker, and he run and pa after

him, and the rag-man told a policeman
there was an escaped lunatic from the

asylum tod he was chasing people all

over the city, and the policeman took

him to the police-station. Ma and me

had to go down and bail him out, and

the»police lent us a tarpaulin to put
ove# pa, and we got him home, and he

is wearing his summer pants while the

tailor makes him ft hew pair of clothes.

I think pa is too excitable and too par-

ticular. I never kicked on wearing
pa’s old clothes, and I think he ought
to wear mine now. Well, I must go

down to the sweetened-wind factory
and jerk soda,” and the boy went out

and hung up a sign in front of the store,

“Spinage, for greens, that the cat has

made a nest in over Sunday.”—Peck's
Sun.

Mississippi ’Skeeters.

The railroad station at Mississippi
City is located among the pines, and

the way the mosquitos were biting there,
eien in April, was enough to keep a

mule moving. After awhile we got to

talking about the insects, and I asked a

native of the country:
“Are they thicker than this in the

stimmer ?”
“Thicket 1 Why, in July there’s a mil-

lion to one!’*
“And larger?”
“Larger! Why, sir, one of the regu-

lar ’skeeters of this section could carry

twenty of these on his back and still fly
high r

Ithought I’d down him at once, and

so continued:
“Now, sir, answer toe truthfully. Do

you believe that six of your biggest
mosquitos could kill a mule if he was

tied up out here?”

He' looked at me in amazement for a

minute, and then went to the door and

beckoned in the man sitting on a box

and watching the horses. When the

muTi came in, the native said:

“William, you remember that air roan

mule o’ yours?”
“Ireckon.”
“In perfect health, wasn’t he?”

“He was.”
“Cottld run like a deer, and kick like

a saw-log?*
“He could?”
“And he waft all alone in a ten-acre

lot, William?”
“He was.”
“And two of them mild swamp ’skeet-

ers got arter him one morning, and run

him down and killed him, and devoured

both hams and sucked every drop of

blood in his body? William, speak

up 1”

“Stranger, if they didn’t then Ihope
to be chewed to lags!” stud William,
and he said it exactly like a man who

wouldn’t have' allowed there were two

’skeeters if he hadn’t been earnestly
convinced of the fact. He walked out

doors, and a deep silence fell npon us

two, broken only after a long interval

by the native saying:
“Fve alius kinder suspected that them

skeeters had assistance from a hoss-fly,
but I can’t prove it. I kinder think

the hoss-fly held hinvdown tillthe mur-

der was committed!”' —M. Quad.

A Tragedy.
1 had seen him frequently on Wash-

ington avenue, a fair-haired, laughing,
handsome boy. Within five years he

grew to manhood, and I often thought
of him as the idol of his parents—-

manly, brave and true. The other day
I saw his father’s tottering form walk-

ing slowly up State street hill. He

looked haggard and worn, as though
some great trouble had come upon him.

I saw his sister’s blanched face and

downcast eyes, and knew that a great

calamity had befallen the family. I

asked a mutual friend the reason.

“The son,” he said, mournfully, and

gulped down a sob.

“How sad,” I said unto myself. He

so young and full of promise, to be

carried away. No wonder his people
were crushed with grief, and then, in a

sympathetic tone, I inquired:
“When did he die?”

“Die?” quoth my friend, in a tone of

inquiry and sad surprise. “Die?” he

repeated. “He’s not dead; worse than

that; he’s become a dude.” —Albany
Express.

How Assessors Know Rich Men.

“There’s a mighty rich man lives

there,” said the Assessor, pointing to

an unpretentious house in a small

lot, “one of the richest men in town, I

reckon.”

“Who is he?” asked the stranger.
“Don’t know his name,” the Assessor

r6

“What is he worth?” asked the

stranger.
’

“I don’t know that either,” replied
the Assessor, “don’t know anything
about him; he isn’t in my district. But

I know he is rich. Great Scott! you

ought to hear him swear at the Board

ofEqualization!”
“And that’s the way—.?’’ queried the

stranger.
“Iknow he’s rich,” said the Assessor.

“I’vebeen Assessor nearly ten years,
and I know how to pick out the rich

men. They always grumble about the

taxes, howl at the assessment, and

Elead poverty before, the Board of

iqualization.—Burlington Hawkeye.

Ann other knowledge is hurtful to

him who has not the science of honesty
l and good nature,
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yr) jtyrlfid frit Bfldlord

attempted suicide by taking laudanum.

Adam* township, Kankakee oounty, has

voted #40,000 aid to a railroad to come to

that place.
Mna w. T. Paj*, widow of the late Hon. W.

1. Pate, of Patriot, was found dead in her

bed, at Rising Sun.

gultn. Cram, living near Rockford, Wells

oounty, attempted to commit suicide by

shooting himself with a pistol.

Mb. Sinclair Bl Fibhmr, a well-known citi-

zen of New Albany, is dead. He had been a

resident of that city since 1829.

The wife of a Methodist minister of Vin-

cennes has been stricken with paralysis and

can neither hear, speak, nor see.

Rev. C. H. Bell, of Feesburg, late of North

Manchester, was stricken with paralysis
while preaching a few days ago.

Raccoon Station, Putnam county, is ex-

cited over the reported discovery of a large
amount of gold and silver near that place,

Sammy Schwartz, 16 years old, son of

Jacob 8. Schwartz, was drowned in the canal,
near the gas works at Lafayette, while fish-

ing. S ¦
„

Jonathan Petit, of Shelby vUle, came near

dying from taking twenty drops of aconite

at one dose and twenty more a half an hour

afterward. -

Tim annual meeting of the Northern Indi-

ana Editorial Association will b® held at

Fort Wayne on Thursday and Friday, June

14 and 16,188 a

¦ Lightning struck the house of the Rev,
Dr. Bruner, at Utioa, and did considerable

damage to the property, but fortunately the

family escaped unhurt

‘ A large steel plate fell upon William

Young, an employe in the Wabash yards at

Andrews, crushing him. It required ten

men to lift the plate from him.

Samuel Hilptmyer, of the Philadelphia

Theater, and Meyer & Bro., of Fort Wayne,

announce that they willerect a fine opera-

house inFort Wayne this season.

, Exubn Saint and Miles Reed, attorneys oi

Newcastle, were fined the minimum stun for

collecting an illegal pension fee. Saint u

an ex-State Legislator from Henry oounty.

t
In the United States Court at Indianapolis,

John A. Irwin, formerly Assistant Postmaster

at Anderson,- convicted of stealing letters

from the mails, was sentenced to the pen-

itentiary for one year.

At Orawf ordsville, John Green, recently*
student of Wabash College, was sentenced

to a year’s confinement in the county jail for

attempting lio burn one of the college build-

ings several months, ago.

A cave has been discovered In Jennings

county containing a lot of- burglars’ tools

and otner evidences of occupancy. It Is

supposed to be the headquarters of the

notorious White brothers

Frank Lawson, the victim of a murderous

assault, sixteen miles south of Vincennes,

has died of his injuries. The authSrities are

in hot pursuit of the murderers Lawson

was literally clubbed to death.

Fire destroyed the general store of J. Cl

Knoblock, at Doneison, six miles west of

Plymouth. Knoblock had just opened the

store and most of his goods were placed in

stock recently. Loss, #1,800; insurance,

#1,403.

The two Mormons, Hawks and Stookey,
made another effort to hold meeting* to

Sugar Creek, Vigo oounty. They were

ordered to leave, and a fight grew out of it

among a couple of the audienoe, when the

Elders gave up and left

The man who so mysteriously jumped off

from the Wabash train a few nights ago was

afterward found running barefooted along

the track. He was soon captured, and it

was then ascertained that he was deranged"

having just arrived from Germany.

Robert Rogers, a young man who was

with a gang of men engaged In working the

roads near Bedford, was struck on the back

with a piece of stone from a blast, weighing

over fifteen pounds The Injuries he re-

ceived are of a most serious nature and may

prove fatal

Near Loogootee a boy named James Connor

was found dead in a ditoh with two horses

on top of him. The boy had been harrow-

ing in a field and was riding one of the

horses, and itis supposed that the animals

ran away with him, throwing him in the

ditch and falling on him.

The annual reunion of the old settlers of

Knox county was held at the fair grounds
near Vincennes, and a most delightful time

was had The attendance was much larger

than ever before. The oldest citizen pres-

ent was Uncle David Van Kirk, of Monroe

City, who is 89, and has lived there eighty-

eight years

Sarah’ Abrigast, residing near Shoals,
while sweeping a room in her father's

house, acciden ally knocked ove# a gun

standing loaded in the corner of the room

she was sweeping, which was discharged by

the fall, and the ball passed clear through

one of her feet and lodged in tbe other. It

is feared that both of her feet willhave to

be amputated >

E. J. Rathbonb, for eight years past the

agent of the United States Seoret-Servioo

Division of the Treasury Department, cov-

ering- the territory of Ohio, Indiana and

Kentucky, has been appointed Chief of the

Special Agents of the Pension Department

by Commissioner Dudley. He willhave su-

pervision of 200 agents. He succeeds H. R,

McCalmont, transferred to the Philadelphia
district of the Pension Department

Fbed. Volumes, who had been in the em-

ploy of a man named Twiefcmeyer, inSt

Louis, arrived in Vinoennes ina very sick and

helpless 'condition. He had been seized

with a severe attack of the brain fever, and

his St. Louis employer packed him off on a

night train, and did not inform his friends

Vollmer appears to have been out of his

head, and Wandered into the outskirts of

town, probably in search of his friends, and

was found some distanoe from town in an

exhausted and pitiable condition, the follow-

ing morning, by an early passer. He died a

few days after.

Wb are Informed by O. a Stibolt, Special
Examiner of the Pension Bureau, that a lot

of swindlers are working the district, de-

frauding widows and orphans end maimed

soldiers of money, on the pretext of being

special pension agents, and that it is within

their power to get their claims promptly at-

tended to without the ordinary vexatious

delays. It costs from 915 to #2O to secure

this consummation devoutly to be wished

for, according to the story of these unscru-

: pulous scoundrels, and they have un~

! fortunately been successful in obtetatng
this amount In a great many instances Of

‘ Course the victim never sees them lgtfln,
and never hears of his pension, and he or

she, as the ease may be, are oat Just the,

amount they have given the villain*, which

Is no small loss to the majority. A fellow

sailing under the name of Burke hae bleA a

the people about Darlington quite freelyt r

and, .others have been plying their villainous

vocation with success in the immediate

vicinity.—Lafayette Courier,

tuh DtJtJE iifx> htOELEK

[To in old air.]
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A Pjode And Dadflpt on ttys beach,

+h2jDud«hebtSdl?he <fcdelet 000«<b
i Amt nibU<?d Maillard’a candy.

,
Lanky Dnqoiand Dudelet dear,

Lanky Dndy dandy.
1 n.

He always knew the proper thins
In ties, dears and brandy.

And wore his trousers very tleht,
Which made Males* look bandy.

Lanky Dude and Dndelet dear.
Lanky Dndy dandy.

ni.

The Dnd'det wae in perfect form,
Her slender waist so handy—

Bh- said she'd be his little Maud,
He said he’d be her Andy.

Lanky Dndy and Dndelet dear.
Lanky Dndy dandy.

IV.

And so they were in wedlcck bound

With graceful toasts po-t-irantlb
al. She so still a Dudelet dear*

Ccnfect, exclusive? ahd he
Henudns ajknky Dade? I leaf,

A lahky Dudy dandy.
v
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