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‘TiE PRICE OF ONE ISSUE.

HOW IT HAS INFLUENCED DIS-
TINGUISHED THEATRICAL
PEOPLE,

ANECDOTES SHOWING REMARKABLE
VERIFICATIONS OF SIGNS AND
PRESENTIMENTS,

Remmiscences of the Elder Booth, Gus-
tavus Brooke, N. B, Clarke, Ed-
mund Kean, Macready, Cooke
and Lucille Western,

New York Dispateh,

The old saying that “superstition is
the natural outgrowth of ignorance,” is
scazcely true in view of the fact that in
the present age the most intellectual
have their belief in omens, predictions
and portents. The howl of a dog, a pe-
culiar shape to a cloud seen over the
left shonlder, to dream of a dancing
butcher knife, to stumble in going up
£Lairs, to begin a task on Friday, are by
no means the most foolish of the super-
stitions which have fastened themselves
upon the minds of people of all ranks
and calling.

There i not a little of this inclination
to superstition among the people of the
theatrical profession. They, too, have
their signs and portents of coming good
or iii, sickness or health,

THE THIRTEEN GLASS GLOBES,

There is one of our most famous
metropolitan managers who is singular-
ly given to these weird fancies—so
much so, in fact, that at one time not
many months since a few of his more
intimate friends entertained grave
doubts as to his sanity or fitness to
longer bear the strain of his professional
work. He is not only a manager, but a
playwright, and has been and Is a man
of tireless energy in pushing his schemes
to their final issue. But in whatever he
does, in whatever he undertakes, he is a
close observer of the portents and
omens which may precede or arise dur-
ing the progress of his task,

Upon one occasion, on the eve of the
production of a new play, in the opre-
Enrstion of which be had labored hard,

e was standing in front of the theater
conversing with his business manager,
and at the same time directing the ar-
rangement of a seriss of glass globes
which were to be placed in position. As
the last one was fixed by the workman
over its burner he uttered a cry of terror,
and throwing up his hands, exclaimed :

“I'm lost—the play is a failure—dolt
that I am!”

“What is the matter?” asked his as-
tonished business manager,

“Matter! Look there—see—there are
thirteen globes—thirteen lights, It
means death or failure—failure!"” and
he rushed into the theater as if pursued
by some horrible pbhantom.

The play, however, despite the fatality
of thirteen lights, was not a failure, al-
though it had by no maans the long run
he anticipatad for it ; nor was there any
death among the company, or his
family.

THE HUNCHBACK.

At another time, as he came out of his
private office, he saw entering the gate-
way leading to the orchestra seats a
little deformed man, with a hump on
his back large enough to have satisfied
even Barry Sullivan in his “make up”
of Richard III. No sooner did the
manager's eye rest upon this being than
he pushed his way through the crowd,
amr confronting him, extended his
hand. The hump-backed stranger
thinking the hand was extended for
gyme other purpose tban salutation,
dodged back outside the gate. The
manager followed him into the vesti-
bale.

“] beg your pardon, sir,”” said the
manager, placing his hand upon the
shoulder of the little well-dressed
Quasimoda, “but I have mistaken you
for a friend of mine, I-"

“All right, sir,” said the dwarf, re-
lieved of his fears as to the hostile inten-
tion of bis interlocutor ; “but you will
oblige me by removing your hand from
my shoulder,”

The manager went off smiling, and
looking as happy as if he had struck a
bonanza.

“To see & crkgple or deformed person—
especially a hump-back—enter your
house or place of business and not speak
with him, o6r 8hakeé hands or touch him
bafore he erosses the threshold, is a sure
sign of misfortune to the owper or occu-

ant.” So runs the “Book Of Signs and

>ortents;”’ and by this the anxiety of
the manager, to come in contact with
his humped backed patron, may be
readily appreciated.

THE COFFIN IN THE FLATS,

“All through his theatrical career,”
said his business manager, “he has
more or less given heed to these old
womanish fancies, For instance, in the
last season I was with him the scenic
ariists left in the interlacing of the
foliage of a ‘wood flat,” an open sky
space that was almost perfect in its out-
line, of a coffin, My omen hunting
manager saw it, and shuddered. He
came and told me, and added, ‘This is
my last seasop here—that is not theonly
warning I have had. On the opening
night of the season, contrary to my
orders, the doorkeeper permitted a
woman to pass into the theater first,
The stupid boys turned on three lights
in my private office—everythiog is
against me—everything.! And the last
season was not by any means asuccess,”
THE ELDER BOOTH AND THE HORSESHOE,

Ia one of his engagements the alder
Booth played in Baltimore after his first
arrival in this country, at what was
then known as the "Uldy Mud Theater"
—one of these “omens” made itself ap-
parent to the “old man.”

He was announced as Richard 111, In
those days there ware no coupon seats;
a card was simply placed upon the seats
sold upon which was printed the word
“Taken,” The box seats were all
“Taken"—and upstairs everything was
tigold.,” At seven o'clock the great
Richard was entering into the theatre
Over the doorway of the dark, narrow
entrance leading to the stage was nailed
an old horseshoe, As Booth passed in |

markably tame in his acting., A clond
seemed to deaden his spirits, He
scarcely did more than l})Ol his lines,
After the third act one of the company,
Mr. Colbert, said :

““Are you ill, Mr. Booth ?"

“Ill—no—I never felt better in my
life—personally—but—"

“But what 1"’

“I have a childish superstition about
little things, sometimes. When I came
in a horseshoe fell behind me from its
fastening above the stage door. Some-
thing frightful will happen to some one
now in the theatre before morning.”

Colbert smiled, and said :

“Suppose, Mr, Booth, it had fallen be-
fore you ?"

“Then, if omens argue anything, it
would have arﬁued good luck to me, 1
wish I had picked up that shoe.”

During the last act the omen of the
falling borseshoe had a verification, A
man in the third tier, leaning over the
rail, lost his balance and fell to the pit
below, striking upon one of the occu-
pants of the benches. When he was
taken up he was found to be dead—his
neck was broken. The man upon
whom he fell before striking the r
was so serionsly injured that that for
many weeks his lite was despaired of.
The most singular part of the oceurrence
was that the victim of this accident was
a blacksmith—belonging at Ellicote’s
Mills—and in his pocket was found a
worn horseshoe, exactly in make and
general mark of workmanship the
counterpart of that which had been
nailed for *‘good luck’” above the stage
door of the Mud theatre,

“You see,” said Mr. Booth, sadly,
“‘omens are not always foolish, I had a
strange presentiment—it is realized by
sleath.”

THE WEIRD DREAM OF A PLAY,

Gustavus Brooke, the day before he
left London to embark in the ill fated
steamer upon which bhe was to bave

sailed to Australia, met his friend
Greeves at a favorite resort in the
Strand.

“So you are really off to-morrow ?—
out not for long, I imagine ?”

“Yes,” said the tragedian, in an un-
usually grave tone; ‘“‘yes, I am afraid I
may never return,”

“Nonsense, What makes you have
such a gloomy idea as that ?”’

“1'1l tell you, Greeves. I had a
strange dream last night., It was this:
I dreamed that some fellow—an author
—came tO me with the manuscript of a
play, and wanted to sell it to me. Isaw
in great letters upon the  cover of the
first act the title. It was ‘The Wreck.’
I turned over a few pages and came to a
sketch in ink of the closing tableau, in-
tended to illustrate the way in which
the stage should be set. Standing upon
the deck of a sinking shig was a man
clinging to the rigging. The despairing
face of that man was a perfect repro-
duction of my own features. The sight
of that agonized face, so perfect a pic:
ture of myself frightened me out of my
sleep. Greeves, 1 'tell you that dream
means something serious.”

“Pshaw !” said Greeves. “It means
too late bours and too late dinners.”

Brooke went his way and mdt the ver-
ification of the vision of his slumber.

N. B. CLARKE'S THREE LIGHTS,

“] am going, my sboy,” said N. B.
Clarke to a brother professional, who
entered the dying man’s n&mrtment just
as t,tzye physician departed. ‘I am go-
ing.

“Nonsense !’ was the reply.
good for many years yet.”

“Am I? You think so, doyou? Last
night my wife had three lights burning
in this room—three lights,” he repeated
faintly ; and that means—death.”

A few hours after that surely enough
death rang down his life curtain upon
the last act of all.

EDMUND KEAN'S DREAM.

Edmund Kean once wrote from Lon-
don to a friend in Dablin: “I am glad
you do vot believe in such omens. For
my part I scarcely know whether I
should or not, were I the victim of such
nightmares. I never had but one such
dream, and that was on the night poor
B. died. Itseemed not unnatural that
he should come to me in my sleep at-
tired in his grave clothes, the more
readily when you know that I had been
thinking of his deplorable condition an
hour before I slept. I had fallen asleep
at eleven of the clock on my mantel
shelf—and I awoke balf an hour after.
In that briet space I had a dream, and
in that hour almost to the moment, B.,
as I next day, died. Was that his spirit
—this shrouded form—or my imagina-
tion? I leave you to solve the ques-
tion.”

MACREADY AND THE TOAD.

To Macready the sight of a toad in his
dreams gave him more nervous anxiety
for bours after than c¢ould the ‘‘sub-
stance of ten thousand men armed
proof and led by shallow Richmond.”
One day at a Drury Lane rehearsal, Mr,
Ryder said to the great tragedtan ;

““Mr. Macready, I had a queer dream
last night—very queer—I saw sitting on
a huge rock a—""

X"i r:;t MGod Xa-nh——al-l-s toad !” ex-
claimed Macready; paling at the ve
thought of it. i i

“Toad—no; a pair of gigantic bull-
;rogt:,doing the fencing scene in ‘Ham-

et,

The great interpreter of Lear turned
away in disgust at this overtopping of
his toad omen.

David Garrick regsrded the appear-
ance of a sword or knivesin a dream as
an omen of impending danger.

COOKE'S8 DREAM,

A week or two before his death,
George Frederick Cooke had a ‘‘distem-
pered vision' of a scene in Richard III.
—the scene in which the coffin of the
dead king is brought on. Asthought
as he in the dream uttered the lines,
“Stay, you that bear the corse,” etc.,
that there snddenly appeared upon the
black velvet ;Iun, in white letters, his
own name. It is possible, however,
that Cooke's vision may have been the
result of an over feasting and a super-
fluity of “great draughts of Rhenish,”
or other equally potent spirit at the old
shades, in Thames streot, which, in his
time, was the resort of nlf “good fellows
and true” of the town. Foor Cooke.
He lies quiet enough mnow in the old
churchyard on Vesay street and Broad-
way.

LUCILLE WESTERN'S DREAM OF HER Sis-
TER'S DEATH.

Lucille Western had something of
faith in the weird signs and forerunners
that come when least expected “from
out of the vague and bdoundless Dream-
land.” She once informed an intimate
friend that she knew a month before
the sad event occurred that her sister
Helen, then playing in Philadelphia,
was soon to die, or moet with some
fearful accident,

“[ saw the whoie scene of her death—
the room, the persons at the bedside,
the very color of the walls, the position
of the windows and her face as she lift-
ed up her hand for the last time—I saw
it all, and I shall néver forget that dream
and its fearful realization, as longas I
live”

“If you ever stumble the first time

“You’re

the horseshoe fell to the floor directly | engaged, you can make up your mind

bebind him. That night he was re-l'el:her your stay will be short or you'll | it's the

have trouble,” said a veteran comedian,
the other evening. *You may laugh as
much as you like at it, but it's so; and
a trip on the carpet while you're on the
stage means—well it means more than
a fall or a bruised knee in trying to
save yoursell; You remember Amy
Fawoett ? She stumbled on her first
entrance the first nl(fm. she played at
the Fifth Avenue and in three months—
she died almost friendless and forsaken,
Call these things—these trivial happen-
ings, accident, or what you like, they
have a meaning to those who have the
gift of reading the language of omens
and foreruuners!"

Perbaps the old comedian Is half right
after all, Who can tell ?

INCIDENT IN THE LIFE OF
BOOTH,

New York Times,

The pla{ was ‘“Ricbard IIL,” and at
an early hour the theatre was crowded
almost™ to suffocation, It was almost
time for the curtain to rise, and
Booth was not in the house. Mes-
sengers were sent in all direc-
tions, but still he was nowhere
to be found. The minute-hand went
round the dial of the green-room clock
with what seemed to the anxious watch-
ers to be extraordinary rapidity; the
manager was in despair ; but still Booth
did not come. At last it was time to
ring up the curtain, and just as the
stage manager was about to go before the
audience and announce thit an unfore-
seen accident, anc. all that sort of thing,
would make it necessary to postpone
the performance, the back door keeper
cried out, *Here's Mr. Booth,"

“Where, where?” asked a dozen
voices at once.

“Here, at the door,” was the reply,
and in a moment the attention of every-
body on the stage was directed to the
back entrance.

It was true, the great actor was there,
but in auything but a proper condition
to play Richard III, In fact, he was so
drunk—*anwell,” Mr. Gilbert charita-
bly calls it—that he was not able to
stand on his feet. Still the manager
seized upon him with glad hands,—the

other actors sober,—and he was hastily
taken to hisdressing room. There every-
tning possible was done to revive him.
His head was batbhed with eau de Col-
ogne, and was rubbed with bay rum,
and was at last so much recovered that
it was possible to slip him into the
clothes of the hunchback Richard,
Then the curtain was rung up. Booth
was pushed on the stage. The magnet-
ism of the great crowd revived him, as
was nearly always the case when he
was “unwell.” With a great effort he
collected his thought, saw, from the
clothes that he had on, that he was to
play Richard, and went on with his part,
All wenl well during the first scenes,
and the manager and the leading mem-
bers of the company were just congrata.
lating themselves upon what they be-
lieved to be the happy outcome of what
might have been a serious difficulty,
when suddenly Booth gave signs ot
again collapsing. There was no help
for it, however ; they must go on with
the play.

Jobn Gilbert, who was playing the
sick King Edward, made his entrance
with the Queen, Dorset, Rivers, Has-
tings, and the rest, and, as usual, was
conducted to a couch in the middle of
the stage. Then, after a few speeches
by the King and other characters, it was
time for Richard’s entrance. As Buck-
ingham spoke the line, *And in good
time, here comes the noble Duke,”
Booth was pushed on the stage, but for
once his wit railed him. He could not
keep upon his feet, and, instead of mak-
ing ths speech beginning, “Good mor-
row to my sovereign King and Queen,”
he staggered over to where Gilbert, as
the King, was reclining, looked a¢ him
for a moment, and, winking ons eye

ood-humoredly, said, in a tone audi-

le to most of the audience, ‘‘Get up,
John, and let me lie down.”" Of courss
the scene closed amid great confasion
and shouts of laughter, and the play, so
far as Mr. Booth was concerned, was at
an end.

THE PRICE OF CORN.
Hawkeyé,

The following article conveys a sound
moral in a merry way, and after being
laughed at may well be soberly ponder-
ed by farmers and others who are slow
to see that the laws of trade ‘‘work both
ways.”

“No,” the honest farmer remarked in
tones of the deepest dejaction, ““the bi
crops don't do us a bit of good. What’s
theuse? Cornonly 30 cents, Every-
body and everything’s dead set agin the
farmer. Only 30 cents for corn! Why,
it won’t pay our taxes, let alone buy us
clothes, It won't buy us enough salt to
put up a barrel of pork. Coru only 80
cents! By jocke, it's a livin’, ocold
‘blooded swindle on the farmier,.that'l
what it is, It ain’t worth raisin! cor;
for such & price as that.  Ii's.s mean,
low roobery.” : i

Within the next ten days that ma
had sold so much'more of his corn tha
he had intended that he found he bad to,
buy corn to feed, through the. wimﬁ
xitb. The prics nearly knocked bim'

own. A i

“What !"” he yelled, *‘30 cents for corn
Land alive—30 cents! Wbhat are you
givin’ us? Why, I don't want to bu
your farm, I only want eome corn! 3%
cents forcorn! Why, I belleve there’s
nobody left in this world but a set of
graspin’, blood suckin’ old misers, Why,
go land, you don’t want to be able to

uy a national bank with one corn crop!
Thirty cents for corn! Waell, I'll let my
carriag talks all

e horses run on corn s
winter before I'll pay such an unheard of
outraseous price fos corn s that. “Why,
the country’s flooded with corn, and 30
cents a bushel is a blamed robbery ; and
I don't see how any man, looking at the
crop we've had, can have the face to ask
such a price!”

T mng—————

WHERE THE LAUGH COMES IN,

The best lawyers always tell the best
stories, and with none the less zest when
at their own expense. Not long ago
Counselor C. was before a8 teins
case where the question invol was to
the mental condition of the testatrix,
The witness under examination, herseif
an aged lady, had testified to finding
Mrs, Seaman failing, childish, and that
when she told something she 'lookod as
though she didn’t understand.
Counsellor C., cross examining, tried
wfot har to describe this look, but she
didn't succeed very well in doing it. At
last, ﬁomng a little impatient, he asked,
“Well, how did she look ? D
at you as J am looking at you now, for
in;};neo;" a

e witn very demurel lied :

“Well, yes; kind of vacant H{'e'!""p

“] EEAR a whisper,” said the minister.
He was soaring a little in his sermon,
imagining an _angel to be

near and speaking. The deacon

was
you enter the theater in whick you are | just drowsy enough to be startled by the

remark, and to reply, hastily : “I guess
boys in the gillery.”’ "

elder Booth drunk was worth a score of

| sailing und is drowned.

d she look | 4

A QUEER STORY.

DIDN'T MIND KILLING THE PARENTS,
BUT THE KID BOTHERED HIM,
p———— i

 Mnadison Star. ¥ :

Our friend Oharlie Bunnell was the
running messenger on the J., M. & I
and he tells us the k?oryh ff old
Jack Mills, rough but kind hearted, was
the engineer. About a mile and a half
this side of Columbus there is a fine
stretch of rold‘ and Jack had “pulled
her wide open” to make up lost time,
and the old engine and train were rock-
ing along at the rate of about thirty
miles an hour. A country road runs

rallel with the track here some dis-
iance und finally crosses it. But ashort
distance from the crossing on the day
we refer to, there was suddenly discov-
ered a man evidently half drank, in a
two horse country wagon, and in it was
his wife with him. The man was stand-
ing byldriving like mad, but the train
was 80 close upon him that no one
dreamed of his attempting to cross, but
making a 'sudden turn to the leit, he
endeavored to cross the railroad track.
By the time'the wagon was fairly on the
track the locomotive struck it, mashed
the wagon to splinters, killed the horses

woman. The train ran some distance
before it could be stopped, and when it
was finally checked Bunnell went for-
ward and found the engineer, Jack
Mills, swearing like a trooper ; his en-
gine all “mussed,” and he was damning
the drunken fool in the wagon for his
criminal carelessness which brought on
the accident, Jack was hot. As he
turned to get on his engine to reverse
her and return to the scene of the acci-
dent, his eye caught sight of a tiny pair
of baby shoes, which had been ameng
other purchases of the man in the wag-
on, and knocked out. They had fallen
on the boiler of the locomotive, and
there they rested as gently as a dove
sitting in a cannon’s mouth, A flood of
recollections of the little ones at home
watching and waiting for their parents,
who would never come, thoughts, it
may be, of little feet at home, were too
much for the true and tender heart of
the rough and hardy engineer, and he
leaned on Charlie Buunell’s shoulder
and sobbed aloud. “Justlock at them
little shoes, Charlie,”” he said between
his tears. *“I—I—didn’t mind so much
runnin’ over that d—d drunken fool
who tried to cross ahead of us when he
couldn’t, but the little one, Charlie, the
little kid that’s waitin’ for 'em, that’s too
rough!”
.

“LUCKY BALDWIN’S” FARM,

A San Francisco letter says: E. J.
Baldwin, everiwhere known as Lucky
Baldwin, worked on his father’s farm
when young, in Indiana. After twenty-
five years of trial at various pursuits, he
drifted into the bonanza district, Nevada
and in a few years, by well judged ven-
tures im'mining 8tocks, realizsd some
millions. He became publlcliy known
by building “The Baldwin,” now 8o
favorably known as a popular house, on
Market street, San Krancisco, 275 by
210 feet. Included in the structure is
Baldwin’s Theater. The whole, includ-
ing furniture, cost $3,000,0800. Traveling
throngh Los Angeles county, he fan-
cied and bought a Spanish grant of
60,000 acres of bountifully watered gar-
den land, and laid it out in princely
style. Of this, 13,000 acres are. moist
bottom land, needing mno irrigation,
Outside of this he has artificially irri-
gated most of the property by meaus of
six miles of eight-inch pipe, and beauti-
ful lakes are formed here and there with
rustic bridges and other adornments,
Some fifty rustie cottages are the homes
of his army of working people. All
sorts of farm buildings are tastefully
arranged, and flowing artesian springs
ot purest water abound. The orchard
has 1,200 acres, with 18,000 orange and
lemon trees, 2,000 almonds, 500 Italian
chestnuts, 80 acres of English walnuts,
500 acres of choice grapes, innumerable
apples, pears, plaums, peaches and figs.
He has 60,000 eucalyptus trees of twen-
ty seven varieties, and 3,000 of the
gracefal pepper trees, our most ornate
svergreen and drooping variety, bearing
a profusion of pepper looking spice ber-
ries, A broad revenue is laid out, three
miles long by 120 feet wide, lined on
each side with eucalyptus trees, In the
center is a row of pepper trees, making
a grateful shade in that sunny clime,
and the airis cooled by innumerable
fountains, Soon & mansion in keepin,
with the surroundings will be erec!
on a rising knoll overlooking this fairy-
land, and some hundred tenantry, with
gardens and cultivated fields, will en-
rich the landscape and make this
charmed spot a paradise, where the pro-
prietor can pass his declining years in
peaceful contemplation of the romance
of his creation.

e ——.
WHATSCARES A WOMAN.
From Puck.

Notice a woman when she receives &
telegram, How it does scare her!' She

ines all. sorts of things. Her busban

1 trembles like a dish of jelly, and: lmﬁ

warehouse, Her Jolinn
er sister Mari
has . been . scalded to death. Nothing
bill of ‘ber imagination. When she
finglly' sumtrions coarage to tear open
the énvelope, she finds a m from
her husoand warning her that he will
bring a customer home to dinner, and
she immediately calls the children to-
gether and instructs them notto ask
twice for raspberries, as there’s just
enough to go around, and give the vis-
itor a few extra.

BY WAY OF ILLUSTRATION.
Wilmington (N. C.){Herald.

“The poor white” is r—very poor.
The .mfﬁ" farmers of the North cannot
compare with these in absolute destitu-
tion of money.

“Doctor,” said one of tlrem, who had
slowly recovered consciousness after
being terribly ipjured by an exploding
g:‘d stone; “‘doctor, I reckon I'm pretty

ly bruk up, ain't 17"

“Yes, my man; you are hurt just about
as badly, to stand a chance of recovery,
as any man I ever saw.”

“That’s so—that's so. Wa'al, doctor,
do yon know that az poor ez I am, an
ez much ez I nead money, I wouldn’t a
hed this happen fer—fer $25.” :

LOCOMOTIVE LONGEVITY.
Scientific American.
The iron horse does not last much
longer than the horse of flesh and bones.
The ordinary life of a locomotive is thir-
ty “‘:lrl. Some ef the smaller re-
renewal every six mo| ; the
boiler tubes last five years and the crank
ey o "the side
xes from six to seven years; C}
frames, axles and other parts, thirty
An important] advantage is that
a broken part can be and does
not condemn the whole lccomotive to
the innk shop, while, when a horse
a leg, the whole animal is onl

worth the ﬁuh, fat and bones, whi
amount toa very small sam in this
country, where horse-flesh does not find

its way to the butcher’s shambles,

has fallen down the batchway at, his
has gone out

short of .4 fatal accident quite fills the:

A TALE OF TWO CITIES.

THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THE
WAY THEY TREAT VISITORS IN
BOSTON AND CHICAGO,

“Many years sgo” to young men,
John .ﬁa Jam Boston boys both,
were fellow clerks on Kirby street.
John went to Chicago in its muddy days,
prospered, married, raised a family, and,
ere his hair was grey, became a well-to-
do, substantial citizen, open-handed and
open-hearted.

James remained at home. He, 100,
grosperod, married, raised a family, and
toecn’;ma one of the “solid men of Bos-

n.

Now, it fell out, that when John's eld-
est lon-—tho{ called him Jack—was
twenty-one, he visited Bosten, bearing
a letter to his father’s old friend, whom
he found in a dingy Pearl street count-
ing room, deep in the Advertiser. Jack

resented the letter and stood hat in

and, while the old gentleman read it
twice.

“So you’r John's son ?”’ he said. *“You
don’t look a bit like your father.”

Then there was a pause, Jack still
standing.

“What brought you to Boston?' he

and mangled to death the man and |asked

“Waell, sir, said Jack, “father thought
I'd better see his old home and get a
taste of salt air."”

“Goingto be here over Sunday ?”

“Yes sir.”

“My pew is No.—, at Trinity. Hope
to see you there. Gla(i to have met you.”

And there the interview ended.

James’ son, roaving through the West,
reached Chicago. He remembered his
father’s friend by name, and hunted
him up in his office.

“Well, my son,” said a pleasant voice,
before he had closed the door.

“My name is James—, sir, and I
thougkt—"

“What! Yon don't mean to say
that—, Of course you are. I might
have known it. Where's your bag-
gage?”

‘At the hotel, sir.”’

“At the hotel? Well, go and get it,
and take it right up to the house,” an-
swered the genial old gentleman, closing
his desk with a vigorous slam.

“We'll go right up now. There’s
plenty of time for a drive this afterncon.
‘This evening you can go to the theater
with my girls, and to-morrow you and
I will take a run on the Chicago, Bur-
lington and Quincy, and have a look at
the country. Then I want to take you
out to the stock-yards, and have a trip
on the lake, and—"

“But, sir,” broke in tbe overwhelmed
young man, “I must go home to-mor-
row.’

“Tat, tut, my boy, don’t- talk that
way. You can’t begin to see the city
under a week, and you’re going to stay
that long, anyhow.”

And he did. In fact, he's there now.

A FLIRT JUSTLY PUNISHED.

Forney’s Progress describes an inter-
esting scene in a theater, The flirt for
once met her match: Seated in the or-
chestra a certain lady and gentleman ;
the former much enamored of the latter,
in fuct desirous of winning him. The
lady, however, has flirting tendencies,
and indulges them with a handsome
person in the circle, The escort is not
unobservant of this little by play, and
finally asks smilingly: “Do you know
that gentleman with whom you are
flirting ?”” An embarrassed negative is
the reply. *“Then excuse me a moment."
The escort immediately crosses the the-
ater and puts a similar question to the
other conspirater. “Sir, are you ac-
quainted with the lady at whom you
bave been smiling this last half bour ?”
“No.” “Would you like to be ?" pleas-
antly. Very much surprised, “Certain-
ly.”” “Then come with me.” A mo-
ment later the escort introduced the not
altogether comfortable pair. Then the
mild expression leaves the insulted gen-
tleman’s face, and he says sternly,
“Now, sir, you may accompany this
lady home.” ~ With a bow he takes his
leave, and the woman who never hears
his voice again.

THE POCASSET MURDER.
Boston Dispatch.

Freeman, the Pocasset Adventist
murderer, now in jail at Barnstable, is
still in the same frame of mind as he
has been since the death of his daugh:
ter. He refuses to take any legal advice
for his coming trial, Should the State
furnish bim counsel, he says he will not
have any points of the tragedy smooth«
ed down in order to make a good de-
fense Should counsel be furnished
and attempt such s policy contrary to
Freeman’s idea of the exact facts, Free-
man says he will interrupt him on the
spot, and have the statement made

ght. Mrs. Freeman continues in a
lamentable condition. A few days after
her arrest she seemed to see the enormi-
ty of ber deed and to feel the force of
her bereavemeént ; bat latterly she has

| fallen underthe cld delusion. She now

thinks her husband did perfectly right,
and defends his entire course. th o!
them aré perfectly ‘contented im their
confinement, and talk’rationally upon
every subject except the murder,

S ——————
THE GREAT PYRAMID OF EGYPT

An English. architect, Mr. Tite, has
been *‘figuring up’’ the cost of the great
pynmuf neaz Gizet, Itsoriginaldimen-
sions at the base were 764 square feet,
and it has a perpendicular height of 480
feet, covering four acres, one rood and
twenty-two perches of ground. It con-
sumed 79,028,000 cubic feet of stone ;
and Mr. Tite adds that it could not now
be built for less than £30,000,000 sterling.
The joints of the large casing blocks of

te were ®o fine as to be scarcely
ﬁrupubl‘e, not thicker than paper, and

e mortar was so adhessive that the
broke through
¢ an give way at
their joimting. The therefore, of
of this structure, reduced to federal cur-
rency, was ad.zoo.ooo, a sum large
enough to build and put in running or-
der six substantial railroads be-
tween New York on the Atlantic and
San Francisco on the Pacific.

Evansville, Terre Haute
and Chicago R’y.
DANVILLE ROUTE.

THROUGH TO CHICAGO WITHOUT
CHANGE OF CARS.

stones, in some
their substance

Trains leave Union Depet, Terre Haute,
as fv llows:
6:40a. m,, dm, except Sunday.

950 p. m., (
Through sleeping cars on all night trains.
Close con ot 18

made at Danville for
Peoria and points weast, also with Wabash

trains both east and west.
COULLETT, Superintendent.

J
J.8. HUNT, Q. T, A.

OUND—THAT WITH ONE STROKEOF

the pen you can with an advertise.
ment in the Evening Mail, almost
reading family In this city, as well as
he residents of the towns and country sur
ounding Terre Haute,

Now, it chanced that not long after, | .,

Itching Piles,

The symptoms are moisture, like perspi-
ration, Intense itching, increased %y
scratehing, very distressing, particularly at
night; if allowel to continue very serfous
results may follow, Dr. Swayne's All-
HMealing Oiptment is a pleasant sure cure.

L. Taylor, Hinsdale, N. H., writes: For
thirty years I have been greatly troubled
with Itehing Piles, have eonsulted several
physicians and tried many remedies, which
proved to be no remedies at all, untll { ob-
tained Swayne's Ointment at Thomas’
drug store in Brattleboro, Vt., which cared
me completely,

Header, if you aresuaffering from this dis-
tressing complaint, or Tetter, Itch, Seald
Head, Ring Worin, Barber’s [tch, an
crusty scaly skin eraption, use Swayne'’s
Ointment aud be cured. Sent by maii to
any address on receipt of price (In curreney
or postage stawps) 50 cents a box, three
boxes $1 25, Address letters, Dr, Swayne &
Son, 330 North Bixth street, Philadeiphia.
No chaige for advice. Sold by lea.ing
druggists. In Terre Haute by Bunt.n

Armstrong.
————

MARYLAND TELEPHONE Co.,
BALTIMORE, MD.

Dr. Swayne & Son—Gents: | have been
suflering for ten years with Asthma, Bron-
chitis, and an affection of the stomach,
causing me to expectorate a great deal of
phlegm ; have tried various medicines and
treatments, but never could get relief until
I tried your “Compound Syrup of Wild
Cherry.” It lvo-ens the phlegm which
chokes me, and induces sleep, and can feel
myself improving in health and growing
stronger fa its use, This;is entively volun-
tary from me, and you can make use of it,
if you see proper, for the benefit of satfer-
ers as well as yourselves

R 'BERT T. KEYS,

April 12, 1879, 141 Park ave,

No other known remnedy possesses the
great virtue of Dr. Swayne's Syrap in etlec-
tively curing all troubles of their alr pas-
su%es and lung. Equally valuable in Bron-
hial and Asthmatic affections. The first
dose gives relief, and it is sure to cure the
wors congh, all throat, breast and lung dis-
eases, Price 60 cents and $1, orsis bot les
for $5. The large size is the most econom-
ical. Prepared only by Dr, Swayne & Son,
Philadelphia. Sold by all prominentdrug-
gists, In Terre Haute by Buutin & Arm-
strong.

Dr. Swayne’s All Healing Ointment
For that distressing complaint, ‘“‘itching
iles, ’ symptoms of which are moisture,
ike perspiration, intense Itching, as if pin
wornis were crawling about the parts
affected, gives immediate 1elief and cure is
certain. “sSwayna’s Ointment” is sold in
Terre Haute by Buantin & Armstrong.

The Great Blood Purifier.

Dr. Swayue’s Panacea, celebrated for its
extraordinary cures of scrofula, nlcers, dis-
eases of the bones, white swelling, ulcer-
ated sore throat, biotches or pimples on the
face, obstinate or scaly eruptions, boils,
pains or diseases of the bones, weakened
and debilitated state of the system, Maras-

mus or wasting ef flesh, hip joint com-
laints ulcerous sores, rheumatism, sores
n the nose, on the face, arms, motth, eyes,
and all diseaser arising from i mpure blood,

or ulecerous character, mercurial and syph-
ilitic diseases. Sold wholesale and retail
by Buntin & Armstrong, Terre Haute.

For Sick or Nervous Headache,
Costive habit, inactive liver, and to ward
off malarial fevers. “Dr, Swayne's Tar and
Sarsaparill Pills” are very effective. They
act gently, without any grlkﬂng or unpleas-
ant sensation whatever, leaving no bad
effects, as is the case with blue mass o cal-
omel. Prepared only by 1. Swayne &
Son, Philadelphia, and sold a¢ 25 cents a
box by all leading druggists, bBuntin &
Armstrong, Terre Haute.

TARAXINE

THE GREAT
Vegetable Liver Corrector,
Isan infallible remedy for all dise<es aris-

ing from an in inactive liver. Itcountalns
no calomel er mineral of any kind. I[ts

main ingredient is the concentrated med-
ical principle of the TARAICUM or DAN-
PELION. TARAXINE never falls to care
the following diseases (every botile war-
ranted):

CHRONIC AGUE.

It Beats the Doctors—-Ague Perma-
nently Cured.

CARMEL, Ind., O2tober 1, 1878,
MRr. A. Kie‘Egr—Duaring the fall of last
year [ t)0k the ague so prevalent in this
country. I at once put mysclf under the

treatment of my family physician, who
gave me the usual remu;lﬂy. quinine and
cinchonidia. He had nodifficaity in break-
ing the ague, but it returned again and
again,and I becime so discouraged as al-
most to 1ose all hope of a permanent caie

l:lavhu{ patd not less than §75 for dootor’s
bill and madiciues, it losked hopeless, but
at the saggastion of Mr. N. G. Hanold [

tried your taraxineand two bottles did the
work so eompletely that I have had no
chills since,and I am in perfect health,

W. JEFFRIE.

CONSTIPATION.

Read thefollowing from the Rev, E,
Kent, a promiaent Presbyte.
rian nister of Shelby
County, Indiana.

About four months ago I ueed two bottles
of Taraxine for habitual constipation, with
whizh I had been troubled greatly for
mnnr&'e&rs. It gave me complete reiief;
bat id not need touse as full doses as
recommended. [t also removed a con-
tinued feeling of soreness and oppression
over theregions of the liver and stomach,
and also greatly smprovel my digestion,
which had bern very poor for many years,
I have taken none for the las! two monthas,
but my improved condition still continues.
1 waight say I have thoroughly tested sev-
eral popularstomach bitters, and can con-
fi iently say I regard the Taraxine far su-
perior to anything I have used.

REV. ELIPEALET KENT,

Juae 10th, 20, 1874, shelbyville, Ind.

DYSPEPSIA & INDIGESTION.
Rend What the.?;E: W. W. Walden

BEDFORD, leln}!mn ¢0., Mo.. ]
une 26, 1875. §
A. K1ErER: Dear Sir—Ilook upon patent
medicines as nostrums sent abroad merely
1or the fnrpoae of making money as & gen-
eral th nf. I have been a subject to dys-
pepsia or Indigestion, and liver complaint
tor years, and for filve months the past win-
ter was not able to get out or attend to any
business whatever. I tried several rere-
dies, but with Iittle benefit. Finally [ con-
cla to test the virtue of your Taraxine
and feel proud to say have received great
benefit, and believe it to bethe bast remed{
of the kind in use; and can, withont hesi-
tation, recommend 1t to a'l like sufferers.
Respectfally, W. W. WALDEN.

Liver Complaint. Sick Headache

How it Effects Derangement of the
Whole System.
HoxEg, I11.,,June 1, 1874.

MR. A. KigFER—Dear 3ir; I have been
afficted for the last four years with de.
rangement of the liver, causing dyspepsia,
headache, nauses, and genéral derange-
ment of the whole system. [ have tried a
t man reparations, but found no re-

jef until [ tried one bottie of your Tarax-
ine, which has permanently cured me. I

also found it to bs for e. I com-
mend it to all who suffer with derangement

g W truly yours,
o e oy B‘i:rvg 'rnoyx{s WHITLOOK.

FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

A . KIEFER

PROPRIETOR,

INDIANAPOLIS.

65 week in your own town. Terms
6 and 85 outfit free. Address
H.HALLETT & CO., Portland, Maine,




