
HER MOTHER-IN-LAW.

The first tiff that young Mrs. Gar-

land had with her husband when they
came to live in Cloverdale Cottage
was whether his mother should vist

them. Harry wanted her to come and

see them, but, as Sophie pouted and

threatened ’to burst into tears, he

agreed that for the present they would

not speak of his mother’s visit

What was the young wife’s surpise,
a few days later, to see a juvenile,
elderly looking lady alight at the gate
and enter.

•Mamma!” she exclaimed.

•¦Yes, darling, it’s me,” said Mrs.

Percy, her mother. "I was on my

way to Saratoga; so I thought I would

surprise you and dear Harold. ”

Mrs. Peregrine Percy was one of those

old young ladies who remind one

forcibly of an antique piece of furni-

ture varnished up to look like new.

Sophie Garland had never been in

sympathy with her fashionable mother.

She had married in opposite direction

to that lady’s wishes, and was, to tell

the truth, not especially pleased at

her appearance on the scene at this

particular moment.

"But what am I to do?” she said to

herself. I certainly can't turn her out

of doors; though I’m sure I don’t know

what Harry will say after all those

disagreeable things I said about his

mother.

Garland was too much of

a gentleman not to behave like a Sir

Launcelot under any circumstances.

He welcomed Mrs. Percy with genuine
hor p.tality, and did not even notice

Sophie’s appealing glances when the

old lady incidently let fall the informa-

tion that, since she liked the situation

of Cloverdale Cottage so well, she

should, perhaps, remain there all sum-

mer, • ‘just to keep Sophie company,

you know.”

"It is so good of Harry not* to fling
back my own silly words into my
face.” she thought, with a thrill of

gratitude.
But at the end of a week Mrs.

Peregrine Percy sickened.

•‘I hope it is not going to be any-
thing serious,” said she. "Siokness

does age a person so. I never had

any wrinkles, you know, dear, before

I had that last attack of neuralgia.”
But when it transpired that Mrs.

Percy’s ailment was the severe and

contagious form of disease known as

"spotted fever,” there was a general
commotion at Cloverdale Cottage. The
servants gave warning; the neighbors

kept away; and poor Sophie was weary,
worn out with nursing and fatigue,
when one day a gentle little woman

dressed in black presented herself.

"She willsee you, ma-am,” said the

little charity girt who alone coiitd be

induced to cross the infected threshold,
and who loudly declaired that * ‘at the

asylum she had had everything, and

wasn’t afraid of nothing.” "I told her

to go away, but it was no good.”
Sophie, pale and haggard, crept

down into th# darkened drawing-
room.

“1 don’t know who you are,” said

Bhe, • ‘or what your business is, but

you had better go away. There’s a

terrible sickness here.”

“Iknow it,’’ answered a mild voice,
*‘and that is the very reason I am

here. lam Harry’s mother, darling.
I have come to help you.”

So, like a ministering angel, the

“mother-in-law” came into the house

just as Sophie herself succumbed to the

fell disease.

No sooner did Mrs. Peregrine Percy
recover than she packed her trunks
and made off for Saratoga as fast as

possible
“One always needs a change after

illness, ”
said she. * ‘And the atmos-

phere of a sick room always was most

depressing for me. I dare say that
good Mrs. Garland will do all that is

necessary for dear Sophie, and I have

my own welfare to look after.”

Sophie, just able to sit up in a

pillowed arm-chair, her cheeks hol-
lowed by illness, her large eyes shin-
ning from deep, purple circles, looked
after the departing carriage and then
lifted her glance to the tender nurse

who sat beside her.

“Mother,” she said, wistfully, “you
will not leave meP”

“Notunless you send me away,
Sophie,” said Mrs. Garland, ten-

derly.
' ‘And that will be never,

” said

Sophie, closing her eyes with a sigh of
relief. “How angel-good you have
been to me! Without you I should

surely have died.

And even in her slumber she could
not nest peacefully unless she held
Mrs. Garlapd’s hand in hers.

that evening when Eferry came
home she opened her heart to him.

“Harry,” she saM, “dan yon ever,
forgfce me?” '

“Forgive you, dearest?”
“For what 1 said about oui dear,

dear, mother,” fervently uttered
Sophie. • *Bhe Is precious beyond ex-

pression to me now. She has saved

ray life by her courage and devotion.
And I feel that I cannot part with her

any more. Would she stay here With
us always, do you think. Harry?”

Harry smiled gravely.
“Iam her only son, Sophie,” said

he. “Yes, I think she will—if you
ask her,”

Sophie made her-vwfesM’V.n- to her
mother in-la'v at once,

•i was so rude, so *•pills' *)>*• - nn-

And Mrs. Garland's tender kiss was

a seal of the most loving forgiveness.
Mrs- Peregrine Percy never has

gone back to Cloverdale Cottage.

GRIFFIN, OF “66.”

"Griffin, of ‘66.*”
,

That was the namehegave the land-

lord of the dingy hotel at Joyner’s sta-

tion.

He was a big, good-natured-looking
fellow, who stood straight six foot two.

But there was a sad something in his

looks which at once gave the impres-
sion that Griffin had a history locked

up in his heart—and a melancholy his-

tory at that

Well, he went to work on the new

railroad, wielding his pick-ax and

shovel along with the rest of them;
toiling faithfully from dawn till dark;
saying but little—quiet and reserved

among the rabble.

It was not long before I saw that he

had been used to*betterthings than fell

to the lot of an ordinary day laborer on

a railroad; but though, when the road

had progressed a distance of twenty
miles from the station, and we were

forced to camp out, my cot was next to

his, he never took me into his confi-

dence. Only, one night when he

thought 1 was asleep, I saw him take

a picture from his bosom and shed

tears over it. It was the face of a

woman.

Griffin was a mystery to us all; but

we all liked him—no one could help
liking him. He was known as "66”

to all the boys in camp. "Sixty-six”
was the name of a railroad station

where he had formerly lived.

But if we liked him, working there

among us day by day. how muoh more

did we admire him when we learned
his true character; and we had not

long to wait before it was revealed

to us.

On a day which I will always re-

member with moist eyes and thrilling
heart, Griffin and I were

*

riding on

the engine. We were hauling to the

camp fifteen cars, heavily freighted
with steel rails and ties. We were

going down grade at a rapid speed,
when just as we were nearing the

camp, the engineer made an exclama-

tion of surprise and horror.

There was a little child upon the

track!

The shrill whistle screamed des-

perately for the brakes, but the engi-
neer knew they would be useless.

“Good God!’’ he oried, “I can’t

stop her in time. The child will be

killed!”
“Where is GrifflnP He was lean-

ing forward just now straining his

eyes at the little white toddler on the
track!”

* ‘He’s climbing along the rods to

the front!” shouted the engineer.
“God guide him! He may save the
child!”

And he did!

But Griffin?

Poor fellow that brave aot of hero-
ism cost him his Ufa

Tenderly we bore his bruised and

bleeding body to the camp; tenderly
we laid him down, and stood around
him with wet eyes and bowed heads.

‘‘Comrade, ”he said, beckoning me

to his side, “kneel down beiide me

and let me whisper something to
you.”

I obeyed, and then he said:
• ‘There is a picture that I wear near

my heart; it is the likeness of my wife.
I have never been as good to her as I
might have been; I loved the bottle,
comrade, and it made us both un-

happy. I have been separated from
her for a year. But I have been try-
ing to overcome my weakness; Imeant

to be a better man and go back to her
again. But take the likeness—you
will see her, and tell her how I
died.”

Was it unfeeling in the men that
stood around, that as the life died out
of his face and his limbs straightened
in death, they shouted, till the solemn
words reverberated:’ “Three cheers
for Griffin, of ‘66!”

No! it was an outburst of admira-
tion for a dead hero.

WITH ONE ARM.

Advantages from Having One Instead of

Two Hands.

“On the whole,” said the one-armed

man, reflectively, “Iam giad I lost

«iy arm, even if I don’t get a pension
for it. I was never in any war in my
life. I could have gone, but I did not

want to do it. Isn’t that good reason

enough?
“Still, I am not sorry 1 lost my arm.

ItBwires cuffs and sleeves and lots of
other things you fellows have to buy.
Do I miss it? Yes. not so much
as you would think. Ihare got used

to it. and am quite happy. I was

single when I lost my arm. Ibad just
been jilted by a girl who married a

gambler later on, and went to the bad.
After 1 got through the mill and was

maimed I paid court to another girl,
and she took me as I was. Since then
we have made money, and had mQjkt
healthy children. I thmk that is do-

ing pretty well for a man with only
one arm.”

As he spoke he reached to the top
of the door, and lifted himself up*
eifcht times in succession. Then he

lu-lu i.y his little finger for two minutes

and a half. There V dcAuc man in

w fcith two hands Tbfii can do
-t. . - Ta _

Buy Bone dW-tii Trees
Parties wishing Fruit Trees will

do Well to examine my Nursery
Stock at Luther Ponsler’s farm,
2 miles north and one-half mile

east of Rensselaer.

1 have over 5,000 Apple, 1,000
Cherry, and 400 Pear—all choice

varieties. These trees are in a

thrifty and healthy condition.
I also have the agency for the

Greening Bros. Nursery at Mon-

roe, one of the best Nurseries in

the State.
All stock bought of me guaran-

teed true to name, and insured for
one year where properly taken care

of *at the following prices:
Apples—Home Tbees—2oc.

“ Michigan 30c.

Crebs, 30c.; Cherry, 30c., Ac.

H. B. MURRAY.

Loose's Red Clover Pile Re
medv, is a positive specific for a

forms of the disease. Blind, Bleed-
ing,ltching, Ulcerated, andProtrud*
ing| Piles. Price 50c. For sale by
Long & Eger

J. E. Spitler, at the P. O. book

store takes,subscription for stand-

ard magazines and papers, without
extra charge.

New backgrounds, Lew camera,
ntw l)alustrade, new burnisher
and new ideas! Now is the time
to & those photos taken you were

.Kix r bout.

espectfully, J. A. Sharp

HAMTIMES
FOR GRAIN RAISERS.

Can they make money at

present prices ?

YES!

HOW?

By keeping the soil rich,

By cultivating it well,

By using the best seed,
THEN

Have their Grain and Seeds

Threshed, Saved and Cleaned

BY THE

NICHOLS & SHEPARD

V^%yiBRATOB
Itwillhandle Grain and Seeds

FASTER,

BETTER and

CLEANER,
than any other Thresher.

It will save enough extra

grain (which other machines

willwaste) to pay all thresh-

ing expenses, and often three

to five times that amount.

It willClean the Grain and

Seed so much better that you

can get an extra price for it.

It will do your work so

much QUICKER, so much

CLEANER, and so free

from WASTE, that you will

save money.

SiichThreshing Machinery
is made only by

NICHOLS & SHEPARD
BATTLE CREEK fftIC.HIGAN/

l-AiL...

NO MORE HIS!

Rublv-r f.lw>s unlow; worn'uncomfortably tight,
willoftoDttUp oil ihe feet. To remedy

* tias evil the

“OaLSBESTES ” RUBBER CO.
a~— a ,l»oe irithtil. Iti.lo.ot tfae heel Heed wl»

i i .as cJmsw to the shoe and nvevcuta
‘V Rubber from slipping off.

Oil tor 11,0 “(Olekenerif

“ADHSSIVB COUNTERS**

25 4 SENTS # 25
Eln.la,:rr«gecL § IznQ.par'O'vsci.

'T’I-IKj

Indiana Slate Sentinel
Has been enlarged Fifty Per Cent. It now consists of

Twelve broad pabes rxloF eighty-four columns.)

Statt^ 1*8 ma^es Largest and Best Weekly Paper in the United

a
SENTINEL averages n each issue not less than

SEVEN TY--FIYE COLUMNS OF CHOI E READING MATTER
t is a complete family newspaper, has all the news of the week, good

stories, full market reports, able editorials—full of good things for
the farmei and his family.

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

Thbee monthsYforY2sYcents!

i i-i.

en(* y?. u
,

r name and money at once. Put a silver’quarter in a
letter and it will reach us safely.

ONE YEAR FOR ONE DOLLAR
Invariably in advance. Address

INDIANA STATE SENTINEL.
Indianapolis, Itod.

We want an active Age_t in ever£ Township in Indiana.—
Liberal Inducements. Write for terms,

MAMMOTH FURNITURE WARE-ROOMS.
fatoStli,

fa mwmJß Furniture.
Hi Ms it !hii i fti®

AY W. WILLIAMS^
—DEALER] IN—-

FURNITURE
WILLIAMS-STOCKTON BLOCK,

Third Door West of Makeeaer House, Indr

House

MACKEY & BARCUS,
—Dealers In—

American and Italian Marble,

MONUMENTS, fIBXETS.
1 STOHBS, SLABS,

SLATE AND MARBLE MANTELS

URJTS JiJTR VASES,
Froit Street. Rensselaer" Indiana.

T HEWRICr PIT

UHdeetaking EsTABLISHMffIT.


