MOTHER.

Mother, aname so deer on earth,
an:elnmnvinhludlhbm

lothe e a sweet refrain, .
e kem holds olou the name.
In Greenland’

Asdearasin “'{mu
A angers e thine T Iapes

Thy hand love’s starry flag unfurls,
Thy gentle foot hnhrym:gd

The daughternestled in love's home,
Still, she is her mother’s own.

The sorrowing hears still tyrns to thee,
The prisoner in thy arms is free.

The sailor sees his mother’s mien,
And h“o'r" is mlnl:rod in his dream.

A mother's glance meets soldlier’'s eye,
He can but bravely do or die.

A mother’s kiss on fleld of death,
Brings back, restores the parting breath

The ills of life we bravely bear,
Because a mother’s love is there.

Thus God’s best glin to us is given,
A mother's love links earth to heaven,

—D. H. Kenr.

THE FATAL WARNING.

When I was a divinity student at
the university my most intimate friend
was Jarvis Blair, whom I loved with
the devotion of a brother.

There was one subject, however, that
we frequently discussed, and which was
a great cause of discussion. He be-
lieved that departed spirits sometimes
returned, while I discredited such a
possibility. When I was about to leave
college he brought up the oid discus-
sion again and promised to prove the
truth of his belief by coming to me
should he die first.

We separated from that day and I
only heard of him by letter. Then I
married and settled down. In the
postscript of one of his letters I read
this:

“My Dear ——: You may see me
sooner than you think. I intend to
visit Virginia.”

I was greatly pleased, and so was
my wife, forI had talked to her of
Jarvis very often. In expectation of
his coming she now furnished our
spare room, and one day called me to
look at it.

“Do you think Jarvis will like itP”
she asked.

«‘How could he help it?” I answered,
kissing her. ¢Your hospitality is
something he will appreciate, you dear
little Virginia woman, even if he does
not understand the beauty of thechintz
and the delicacy of the embroidery on
the pillow cases.”

My wife was contented.

However, we waited two or three
weeks, and heard no more of Jarvis
Blair.

One Saturday night it occurred to
me to add something to my sermon.
I felt that .I had .not quite expressed
my thought. My wife retired early,
and the children were always safe in
bed at 9 o’clock. J heard old Minty
fastening up the shutters, and after-
ward creak up the stairs to a little
attic bedreom she had, and Sam, her
son, with the small boy, Bill, were
whisthng their way to their sleeping
place in the coach house.

All was very quiet except for an
occasional shriek of the train. There
was a station less than a mile away,
and I was writing rapidly, when a
sudden impulse made me turn my
head, and 1 saw Jarvis Blair standing
in the doorway.

He had arrived and been admitted
by Jim without my knowledge, I
thought; and I was about to rush to-
ward him, but found myself incapable
of moving.

For his part. I noticed now that he
was curiously pale.

“James, you believe it now, don't
you?” he asked.

«‘What?” I gasped.

«This,” he said. I am not dead
yet, but I am going to die. I have
alipped out of the body. They think
me asleep, but 1 can return to it for a
little while. I was on my way to see
you, but at Richmond I fell ill. If you
travel fast you may reach Richmond
before I die.”

He was gone.

A horror possessed me that I never
felt before in all my life, and I rushed
away to my room, leaving the sermon
on the table and my lamp still burn-
ing. :

In the morning I told my wife of
the event.

< know it was a nightmare now,”
I said, ‘‘but it seemed very real to
~ me.”

To my surprise she answered:

“My dear, I think you must go to
Richmond at once.”

‘At once?” I said.
Sunday morning.”

“My dear James,” she said, «Mr,
Garner will preach at any time for
you.” (Mr. Garner was an old
clergyman who was too feeble to take
charge of a church, but who liked to
be called upon toread a sermon at
times. He was our neighbor.)

- She took out her watch, called J im,
.,nd sent him with a note to the Gar-
¢ nam - An answer was returned at

«“Why, this is

-filled his soul.

nothing came ofit, 1 knew the secret
would be between Kitty and myself.

When the train reached Richmond
I alighted, and took my way straight
to the hotel where travelers from the
North usually stopped. The clerk was
an old acquaintance of mine.

+‘How do you do, sir? he called tc
me.

I advanced, and with a curieus feel-
ing of certainty that the reply would
be in the affirmative. said:

I am told a friend of mine. Dr.
Javis Blair, is here. Is he?”
+Yes, sir,” he answered; *but [ am

. sorry to say he is very, very ilL”

I should like to see him,” I said.

The clerk called a waiter, who led
me along the halls and up the stairs,
until I reached a certain room, on the
door of which he rapped softly, A
nurse opened the door. 'I'o my whis-
pered inquiry, she replicd.

“‘GGoing fast.”

And entering I saw my old friend
once more; lying motionless on his
pillow, his eyes closed his face pale as
in my yision of the night before.

“‘He may not wake again,” said the
nurse; ‘‘but we thought him gone last
night, and he returned.” She paused
and gave me a peculiar half-irightened
smile. “It seemed like a return
rather than awakening,” she added.

“Perhaps it was,” I said.

The tears filled my eyes. Itook my
dear friend’s hand and touched my
lips to it. It closed on mine, and his
eyes opened.

“James,” he said, ‘‘that wife of
yours is 4 dear good creature. Tell
her I am glad she hurried you, or else
I should not have seen youaguin. God-
bless you—and me.”

With those words on his lips, he
closed his eves again, This time he
never returned. I have had no more
experience of this sort, but I never
scoff at those of others now, however
impossible they may seem.

. BHOW PUPILS,

An Ingenious Teacher Whose Class Al-
ways Made a Good Record.
There is a cruel story in circulation
concerning a certain teacher in one of
the public schools who has been high-
ly complimented because of the suc-

cess attending‘ the examination of her [

{mpils, says the Washington Critic.

t was noticed that her class of boys
seemed to be able to solve all prob-
lems. When a question was asked
every boy's hand in the class was
raised. The principal of the school
was putting the questions, and the
teacher would call on a pupil to make
the answer. Although more than a
score of questions were asked, in no
instance was there an improper ans-
wer given.

The principal was so pleased at the
result that he made special mention of
Miss Dash’s proficiency as a teacher in
each of the class-rooms that he visited.
Probably envy was caused by the fact
that in no other class-room did  the
pupils seem to be so well up in their
studies. One of the teachers, whose
pupils did not acquit themselves very
creditably, made an investigation,
and by a judicious use of candy suc-
ceded in gaining the confidence of one
of the boys under Miss Dash’s care,

“Now, Johnny,” said she, <how is
it that all you boys know the answer?”

“We don’t all know,” said Johnny,
munching a caramel.

“But you all put up your hands as
if you did.”

“Miss Dash tellls us to put up our
hands when the question is asked. We
boys who don’t know the answer put

up our left hands, and the boys who |

know the answer put up their right
hands, and then Miss Dash only asks
the boys who have a right hand up.”

"POOR MAMMA.”

She Had Never Experienced the Felicity of
Wearing “Pants.”

Not many things in the life of a boy
seem more important to him than his
first getting into trousers, says the
Youth’s Companion. It is to be doubt-
ed indeed if he is likely to find much
in his after life that will give a joy so
keen and unmixed, and when Master
Jamie, having reached the mature age
of *‘most 5,” as he put it, was given
his first pair of knickerbockers, the
whole family were naturally called
upon to rejoice with him,

It was after his first transports of
delight were over and he was able to
speak of the greatevent with calmness
that Jamie came to his mother, and,
after parading up and down before her
two or three times, said, in a tone of
petfect slitisfaction:

*Oh, mamma, pants make me feel so
like somebody. Don’t I look grown up,
mamma?"”

The mother smilingly told him that
he certainly did, and that she could
not feel that he was her baby any
more.

“Did it make you feel grown up,
mamma,” Jamie began, ¢<‘when you—"

He stopped short. It had evidently
come po his mind that hf mothe# had
never known thedeep delight which so

over his face, and then he
hilehool'
_*Po.

; He looked at her a mo- :
ment, an expression of the deepest

pity coming
| took her hand in hisandlaid Rwa.inst,

by Bt -G T

Parties wishing Fruit 'I'rees will
do wcll to examine my Nursery
Stock at Luther Ponsler’s farm,
2 miles north and one-half mile
east of Rensselaer.

1 bave over 5,000 App'e, 1,000
Cherry, and 400 Pear—all choice

varieties. These trees are ina
thrifty and healthy condition.

I also have the agenoy for the
Greening Bros. Nursery at Mon-
roe, one of the best Nurseries 1n
the State.

All stock bought of me guaran-
teed truc to name, and insured for
one year where properly taken care
of atthe following prices:

Apples—HomE TrEEs—20e,

2 Michigan 30c.

Crebs, 30c.; Cherry, 30e., &c.

H. B. MURRAY.

Loose’s Red Clover Pile Re
medy, iz a positive spevific fora
forms of the digsease. Blind. Bleed~
ing,1tching, Ulcerated, and Protrud-
ing} Piles.. Price 50c. For sale by
Long & Eger

J. 1. Spitler, ai thc P. O. book
store takes,subseript:one for stand-
ard magazines and papers, withont
extra charge.

e —

New backgrouuus, new camera,
pew lalustrade, new burnisher
and rew ideas! Now is the time
to o " those photos taken you were

«..  bout.
espectfully, J. A. SHARP

BHE Grain-Saving, Time-Sav-
& ing, Money-Saving Thresher

of this day and age.

AS More Points of Exclusive
Superiority than all others
combined.

VERY Thresherman and
Farmer is delighted with its
marvelous work.

OT only Superior for ail kinds
of QGrain, but the only suc-
cessful handler of all Seeds.

NTIRE Threshing Expenses
(often 3to 5 times that amount)
made by extra Grain Saved.

ORKMANSHIP, Material,

and Finish beyond all com-
parison.

IBRATOR owners get the
best jobs and make the most
Money.

NCOMPARABLE for Sim-
plicity, Efficiency, and Dura-

EYOND all rivalry for Rapid
Work, Perfect Cleaning, and
for Saving Grain.

EQUIRES no attachments or
rebuilding to change from
Grain to Seeds.

e " BROAD and ample Warranty

RACTION Engines Unrivaled
& in Material, Safety, Power and
Durability.

UR Pamphlet giving full in-
formation, sent Free. It tells
about this great -

EVOLUTION in Threshing

Machinery. Send for pam-
| phlet, Address

Indiana flale Sent

Has been enlarged Fifty Per Cent. It now corsists of

T WELVE BROAD PAGES [X[OF EIGHTY-FOUR COLUNNS,)

i tThifs makes it the Largest and Best Weekly Paper in the United
ates.

THE STATE SENTINEL averages n e=ch issue not less than
SEVENTY FIVE COLUMNS OF CHO!I E READfNG MATTER.
It is a complete family newspaper, has all the new- of the week, good

sturies, full market reports, abie editorials—~full of good thlngs for
the farme: and his family.

We will send this great journal on trial to any addregs.

| HREE MONTHSFOR 25 GENTS.

Send in your name and mouney at ouce.
letter and it will resch us safely.

ONE YEAR FOR ONE DOLLAR

Invariably in advance. Address

INDIANA' STATE SENTINEL.

Indianapolis - hud

. 8@ We want an active Age.t in ever Township in Indiana.—
Liberal Inducements. Write for terms,

Put asilver qua.ter in a

MAMMOTH FURNITIJRE WARE-ROOMS.
Pl lete, , Al Kisds of
-l e, S VIR A5 F umilure.
B Dotem Proe, U 0N L Lt of Do
SJAY W, WILLIAMS%

—DEALER IN—

FURNITUORK

WILLIAMS-STOCKTON PLOCK,

TrIRD DOOR WEST oF MARKEEVER HOUSE,

RENSSELAE, INDR

- Renssclaer  Marble House

MACKEY & ARCUS

—Des&alers In—

American and Italian Marble,

MONUMENTS, TABLETS.
. EADSTONES, SLABS,
SLATE AND MARBLE MANTELS

URNS AND VASES.

Front Street. Bensselaer Indiana.

’FI@IE HRTGPI’F
TAKING JSTABLR "NT

s
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