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AUTUMN DAYS. 

BY T. B. ALDH1C11. 

Gaunt shadows stretch along the bill; 
Cold cloudsdrlft slowly weat ; 

8ofl fleck* of vagrant snow flakes fill 
The blue bird'* empty neck 

The wan sea moans on lonely shores; 
Above the shelving sands, 

Like skeletons the arc&iporoa 
Uplift their wasted hands. 

The air la full of sonnds of grief, 
Weird voice* touched wlih pain,-— 

The pathos of the falling leaf, 
And murmurs of the rain! 

Under the Sea. 
BY SUSAN COOLIDCIJE. 

They were scrambling down the rocks, 
a {ray, chattering procession—pretty Kate 
with her Captain; Dr. Gray supporting 
his invalid wife; Helen, Isabel, Tom, 
and their midshipman cousin; last of all, 
Esther Vane—alone. It seemed to her 
morbid fancy right that It should be so. 
Henceforth she must be alone—always. 

The little guide trotted on in advance 
—bis round, ten year old face wearing 
the vacant look so strangely common 
to that part of the Maine coast, with its 
glorious scenery. There the ocean is 
considered simply a vast depot of her
rings and "porgv-oil," and the moun
tains as untoward obstacles in the way 
of a primitive husbandry, "Blast 'em, I 
wish they was fiat," the natives say, as 
their plows encounter the bowlders at 
the base; and, if they look aloft at all, it 
is to calculate the perches of "inedaer 
land" which might be made to occupy 
the same area, if the bights were out ol 
the way 

Our party felt on the eve of great 
things. Having arrived only the day 
befon , Mount Newport with its wonder
ful reaoh of sapphire sea, the blufftt, the 
lakes in their settings of dark blue hill, 
were still to them the images of things 
not seen. This, their first excursion, 
they had dedicated to the "Grotto." or 
"Devil's Oven," as the coast people 
term it; a sort of submarine cave, un
veiled and accessible at low tide only, 
and a great wonder in its way. The 

f»ath grew steeper. Carefully tney fol-
owed its windings, step by step, sure

footed Kate accepting the help she didn't 
need, for that pleasure in being guided 
and watched. And now the little guide 
pauses, and with a freckled fore finger 
points round a projection of rock. All 
crowd to the spot. Ah! there it Is—the 
cave of the mermaids! 

A shriek of mingled surprise and en
chantment buret from the party at the 
sight. Beneath the low browed arch the 
rocky floor rose, terrace above terraoe, 
till in its highest recess it met the roof 
above. A floor for the nereids to dance 
upon ; a floor of pink coraline, gleaming 
here and there through pools oremdralu 
water left by the retreating tide. 'And 
each of these tiny lakelets seemed brim
ming with flowers—the flower of ocean 
—green whorls, like chestnut bun; 
anemones with their dahlia • bloom ; 
brown and rosy mosses, among whose 
tendrils bright flsh darted and played 
and snails of viviJ orange color cluster
ed ; broad leaves of brilliant dye sway
ing and undulating with the motion of 
the pool—minute specks of life flashing 
every' irridescent hue; earthly garden 
was never so gorgeous. The rocky 
shelves were dimpled with hollows— 
softly, exquisitely curved. No fancy of 
the old classic days seemed too fantastic 
or too fair tor the spot. The imagination 
instinctively kindled into pictures, and 
saw the sea nymphs sporting in the 
foam; bold tritons wnding their shells ; 
mermaids playing at hide and geek; 
nixies and mocking water sprites peep
ing from the basins—all dreamlancr and 
wonderland opening, and the common 
earth put aside and far away. 

With cries of delight the party made 
their fcray down, and scattered through 
the cave. There was room for' an army. 
It was hard to realize thst with thfe re 
turning tide the spaco must fill, the 
gateway close, and leave no resting 4lace 
for human foot. 

" You said the tide was going diwn 
didn't you, little boy ?" [ 

"Yeah." s ; 
» You're sure?" n.i -f 
" Yo-ah." 
••That's nice," cried Isabel. "Then 

we can stay as long *s%e like. Ohf do 
somelxjdy, come here and see I 

She was lying with her fticd altnost 
teaching the anemones. Nobody re 
sponded to her call—each bful found 
some other point of interest. Tom bad 
fished np a sea nrcbirr, and was exhibit
ing it. Kate and the Captain, in a niche 
of their own 
were 

" And. O. Esther, you moat have some moment wash outward on the returning 
1 L. * ... • * » . . t M _ UHIam HHkA t»«n* #nM lunch. 'You'll be starved before 

come back," cried careful Helen. 
So she and Tom and a basket made 

their way upward, and a deposit 
sandwiches and port wine was left in 
convenient crevice within reach. 

u Good by, dear. I hope the sketch 
will be lovely." And they are gone— 
up the hillside—Mrs. Gray last, leaning 
upon her husband's arm. 

/' Poor child 1" she said, "it makes m 
heart ache to see her look so sad. Didn 
you notice bow she was longing to have 
us go, and leave her alone?" 

"And the very worst thing for her, 
She needs rousing, and all this morbid 
thinking does her harm." 

The voice died aw iy. Esther caught 
the wards, and she tmiled at them—a 
bitter little smile. That was what all 
of them had said since her trouble came. 
She must be roused—amused—and they 
had crowded business and pleasures up
on her until she sometimes felt she 
could bear it no longer. This was the 
flrst time in many weeks that she bad 
felt really free, free to be silent, to look 
sad, to cry if she wished. What a lux
ury it was l No anxious eyed mother 
to watch her—these comparative Strang 
era withdrawn—this cool, darkling si 
lence—it was delicious! There was 
something in the very nature of her trial 
which made it necessary to veil her 
grief with reserve. A black drees she 
might wear—Paul was a cousin, and 
some show of mourniog is allowed for 
second cousinhood, even, and for inti 
mate friendship such as theirs had been 
But no one knew of the unavowed en 
gagement which bound them since that 
hurried farewell letter in which his love 
found utterauoe, and which only reach 
ed her after he sailed—the sailing from 
which there was to be no retarn. No 
one knew, as they talked compassion 
ately of her having had a "dreadful 
shock, poor girl,—her own cousin, you 
know, and such a fine young fellow"— 
that her heart was wearing widow's 
weeds, and mourning its dead as the 
great loss of life. It wouldn't bear talk
ing about, so she kept silence, and tried 
to wear a brave face. 

Left alone, she found with some sur
prise that she didn't want to cry. All 
the morning, she had felt that to creep 
away somewhere and weep, and weep 
her heart out, would be so good; but 
tears are contrary things. She sat there 
dulled into a calm that was almost con
tent. She was thinking of the time 
when Paul had visited the island, and 
climbed about that very cave. On the 
very rock shelf where she sat, she might 
perhaps have rested. She liked to think 
so. It brought him nearer. 

A little latter, she put her sketch 
away, and crept down to a broad ledge, 
where, through the arch, the exquiaito 
sky line was visible. Tae surf tumbled 
and chimed like distant bells. She lay 
as if fascinated, her eyes fixed upon the 
shining horizon. Somewhere far be
yond it was the spot where the good 
ship which , held ner all went down. 
Down where? Her imagination ran 
riot. Cleaving the liquid depths to the 

•ft 

ir own, at safe whispering distance 
absorbed in each other. Esther 

had climbed to the topmost ledge, and 
was sitting there alone. For the first 
ttme In six weary months, a sensation of 
pleasure bad come to ber, and she was 
conscious of but one longing—that they 
would all go away ana leave her to 
reallie* It. with some vague hope she 

Kt out ber color box and portfolio, and 
gan to sketch. Sketching, she had 

discovered, kept people off, and furnish
ed an excuse for silence. And so an 
hour or so passed by. She heard, as in 
a dream, the chatter of the others, their 
iiueetiona to the little guide, his short, 
)*rky replies. The pools Were all ex
plored ; the urchins and anemones had 
been tickled with p4r4sol«, and made to 
shut and open and shut again; the 
young'people began to sifrh Ibr future 
worlds to conquer, and Mr*. Gray to 
c-onsiderlt very damp; 

" Little boy, tent there something else 
near i»y which we should like to see?" 

* Well, what is It? Tell ut, please. 
•* There** the •Heads,' I guess." 
•'Oh! bow far off is that? A mile, 

tttdyousay? That's not far. Papa, the 
bov sars there's a place called the 
«ll'eaia, only a mile away, and we want 
to go and see It. Cant we go? You 
know the way, dont you, Utile boy V* 

« Ye ah." 
"I think this place ts very damp" 

sighed Mrs. Gray. *1 should be really 
glad to go somewhere and feel the sun
shine again. I begin to have creeping 
chills. Suppose we let the boy thow us 
the way to this other place, father." 

« Very well. Get your things togeth
er, girls. Come, Esther, we're gpfng.n 

Esther loosed herself as from a dream. 
MO, Mr.Graj! Must I go? I'm in the 
middle of a sketch, you see. Couldn't 
you leave roe here quietly, and pick me 
up as you come back? I should like it 
so o»ucb." 

" Well—I don't know. The tide is 
going out, the boy sajs; there won't be 
anv trouble of that kind. Are you sure 
you won't be chilled, or lonely?" J> 

Ob!quite sure." 
"Promise me that, If you are.you 

will go to the cottage at the bend and 
warm yourself, or St on the rock# in 
the sun. We'll look for yon in the one 
pi** or the other. Good by, my dear." 

•rfGood by, air." 

inmost sanctuary of ocean, she saw the 
golden sands, the shadowy green light 
percolating through miles of water—the 
everlasting repose which reigned there 
beyond the reach of storm, wind or hur
ricane. She tried to fix the wandering 
images, and to think of it as a haven no 
less tranquil than the quiet mounds un
der which are pillowed beloved heads 
on earth. But it would not stay. 
Thoughts of tempest and fury, of chill 
piping winds whipping the foam from 
the waves, of roar and tumult, and a 
heaving wilderness of dark waters came 
over her; and through all the refrain of 
Jean Ingelow's pathetic strain mixed 
and blended: 

ssf?" "And I shall see thee no more. 
Till the sea gives up Its dead. 

Great drops, forced themselves be 
neath the closed eyelids,and she sobbed: 
•'O, Paul, Paul! how can I bear it ?" 

And then she thought, as she had 
thought before, how glad she should be 
to die! Life didn't seem desirable any 
longer, and it would be blessed to be 
with Paul, even at the bottom of the 
ocean. And thinking thus, the long 
eyelashes drooped more and more heav
ily; peace fell upon the brow and'lips, 
she was asleep—asleep, and dreaming a 
sweet, joyful dream. How long* she 
slept she never knew. She awoke ;with 
a sensation of Intense cold. The spell of 
slumber was so strong upon her that for 
a moment she did not realize what had 
taken place. The cave was halffnllof 
water. Her feet and the hem of h 
drees were already wet; and the roar of 
the waves beneath the hardly disting 
Oishable archway told that the tide had 
surprised another victim, and already 
the avenue of escape was barred. 
. Was this the answer to some unspoken 
prayer? 

Tie thought flashed over her. Had 
she really prayed for death ? Here it 
was, cloae at hand, and she was con 
scions of no gladness—only an Instinct
ive desire for life. It was too dreadful to 
be drowned in that hole, and washed 
away like a weed. Life was worth liv 

billow. The gentlemen went for assis
tance, and brought a couple of atout 
fishermen to the spet. But what oould 
anybody do? 

'*If the young women had sense 
enough to climb uptoAhe right hand cor
net and set still, it won't hurt hurt her a coward. 

Golden Words 
No man owns deeper than he plows. 
The truth shall make you free.—[Jesus 
An anonymous letter is the weapon of 

none, perhaps," one of them said, " Not 
more than two tides a year gets up 

Ah t if Esther oould only be told that! 
They could but trnst powerlessly to her 
steadiness of nerve and common sense. 

"She's such a wise thing," 
sobbed out. So they waited. 

A rattle of wheels came from the road. 
They all turned to look, and some one 
said, " Perhapg it's a doctor!" Though 
what earthly use a doctor could have 
been, would be hard to say! 

Every one is the son of his own works 
—[Cervantes. 

The devil makea short calls where 
receives short welcomes. 

The road to ruin is always kept in good 
Helen | order, and those who travel it pays the 

expenses. 
An opinion worth having, is one that 

is never given, until it has been care
fully formed. 

A good life hath but few days, but 
good name endureth forever. Have re 

A figure was rapidly coining up the gard to thy name. 
path—a young man. Nobody reoogni-
zed him, till Dr. Gray started forward 
wit the faoe of one who sees a ghost. 

"Paul! Good God! It is impossi
ble !" 
" Yes, doctor," with a hasty band-

shake. " No other. 1 don't wonder you 
stare." 

" But. in heaven's name, how has it 
ooine about? Where have you been 
since we gave you up for lost?" 

"It's a lung story. You shall hear it 
some day. But"—rapidly—"forgive my 
impatience—where is my cousin ? What 
is the matter ?" 

There was a dead silence. At last, 
with a gr^an, Dr. Gray spoke 
" Paul, my poor fellow, bow can I tell 

you! Esther Is below there." 
In the grotto?" i ,'f 
In the grotto. Can anything be 

done?" 
The young man staggered. The glow 

faded from his face, leaving him ashy 
pale. For a moment he stood irresolute 
then he roused himself, and his voice, 
though husky, was firm :— 
" It's a frightful plac9; still there is no 

absolute danger, it she keeps her pres
ence of mind. I stayed there over a 
tide myself once, just to see it." Is 
your boat at homo?''—to one of the fish
ermen. f F-

" Yes, sir." 
" Fetch it round then, as quickly "as 

possible." Then to Dr. Gray: "I shall 
row out there opposite the entrance, and 
make a dive for it. If 1 come up inside, 
it's all right, and I'll see that no harm 

Success never did, nor never will 
come to that young man who knows 
ever3'thing,—in bis own opinion 

"Very near are two hearts that have 
no guile between them," saitha proverb 
traced back to Confi:cius. 

The fire-fly only shines when on the 
wing; so it is with the mind ; when once 
we rest, we darken.—[Bailey 

What is defeat ? Nothing but educa 
tion, not hi ni? but the first thing to some 
thing better.—[Wendell Phillips, 

If there is a past in which mon have 
done ill, let them have hope, for there is 
a future in which they may do well. 

Men are frequently like tea—the real 
strength and Koodness are not properly 
doawn out until they have been in hot 
'water. 

There is no contending against neoes 
sity, and we should be very tender how 
we censure those that submit to it.— 
[ L'Estrange. 

Write j'our namo by kindness, love 
and mercy on the hearts of the peopl 
you come in contact with, year by year, 
and you never will be forgotten 

"Love is blind." There is but one 
thing blinder,—selfishness. A selfish 
man stands in his own light; is engage 
in a devastating war upon bis own inter 
est. 

Though God came not to Adam till 
the evening, yet He came; although the 
fire caine not on Sodom till morning, yet 
it came; and so comes the Judge, tbuu^h 

happens to issther till the water falls, I He bo not yet como. Though He hath 

Ins after all. 
Had somebody said,or was she dream 

Ing, that a portion of the care was left 
uncovered by the water ? She could not 
remember, but now she searched sbout 
for some indication. Ah, surely this 
was one—a cork, a scrap of papt r, lod 
on the hlghersbelf, fragile things, which 
a tide must inevitably have washed 
away. With that instinct of property 
which survives shipwreck and fire, she 
collected her drawing materials and 
other littla belongings, and retreating 
with them to this possible place o' 
refuge, wrapped her cloak atH>ut her 
and, with folded hands, sat down to 
await ber fate. 

The cave was full of pale green light 
It was beau I i ful to see. as the advancing 
flow roee, ledge over ledge, and flooded 
tbe fairy pools, how each star flower and 
sea-urchin, each erimson and golden 
weed, trembled and quivered as with 
delight at Its refreshing touch. Bach 
anemone threw wide lis petals and ex
panded into ftill blossom to meet the 
spray baptism. No mortal eve ever 
looked upon sight more charmfng; but 
Its beauty was lost to tbe shivering and 
terrified girl. 

The doorway had quite disappeared 
Sharp spray dashed against ber dress. 
Tbe drops struck her face. She shrank, 
and dung more tightly to the rock. A 
wayer nee to ber lip; snd through tbe 
.ifemulous light of the submerged arch 
way a strange shadow began to go and 
oomo, to move and pause, and move 
again. Was it ftsh or weed, or some 
mysterious presence? Did It come so 
companied by life or death t 

Meantime, on tbe rocks above, a dis
tracted groop were collected* Tbe party 
bad came gayly back from the " Heads" 
Dr. Gray, ignorant landsman as he wsa, 
had grown uneasy and hurried then 
away. Arrived at the M Grotto," tbe foil 
extent of the calamity was at onoe evi
dent. Tbe bey had mistaken the tide-
flow for ebb—and the only hope was 
that Esther, discovering ber danger In 
time, had taken refuge at tbe cottage 
near by. Thither they flew; but as we 
know, In vain. 

The sobbing girls hung distractedly 
over tbe clifxT listening to the hollow 
boom with which the waves swung Into 
tbe cavern b»neatb--sickening toTbluk 
of tbe awftil something which might any 

and we can get her out,". „ , „ 
', Iiut-the risk !» 
" There is the risk of striking (he arch 

as I rise—that's all. I'm a good swim
mer, doctor, as you kuow. I think it 
can be done. You can guess," with a 
sort of a pale smile, "how I have been 
counting on this meeting; and to leave 
her alone and frightened, and not to go 
to her, is simply impossible. I shall 
manage it—never fear." 

The boat came. They saw It rowed 
out—Paul taking the bearings carefully, 
shifting positions once, anU yet again, 
before satisfied. Then he looked up 
with bright, confident eyes and a nod, 
and clasped his hands over his bead. A 
splash—be was gono, and the water 
closed over him. 

Within the cave, Esther watched the 
strange, moving phantom which dark
ened the entrance. The splash reached 
without startling her, but in another 
second a flashihg object whirled down 
and inward, and, rising, the waves re-

ealed a face—a white face with wet hair. 
In the pale, unearthly glow, it wore the 
aspect of death. It drew nearer; she 
covered her faoe with her hand*. Was 
the sea giving up its dead, that here, in 
this fearful solitude, the vision of her 
drowned Paul confronted her—or was 
she going mad ? 

Another second, and the hands were 
withdrawn. Tbe peril, the excitement 
of the past hour, the strangeness, and 
unreality of the spot, combined to kin
dle within her an unnatural exaltation 
of feeling. Had she not craved this? 11 
they met as spirits in this land of spirits, 
was she to be afraid of Paul or shrink 
from him ? No. a thousand times no! . 

The face was close upon her. With 
rapid strokes it drew near—a form 
emerged—it was upon the rocks. With 
a shriek, she held out her arms. Cold 
hands clasped bers—a voice (did dead 
ineii ipeak) cr ed"Queeiie, Queenie!'' 

The old pet name! It vfas Paul's 
ghost, but none the less Paul. "I know 
you are dead," she said, "but I am not 
afraid of you," and ielt, unterrified, a 
strong arm enfolding Iter. But tbe 

leaden feet, he hath iron hands. Oh, to 
bo ready to m?et Him in peace.—[Henry 
Smith. 

When dark hours are down, work 
throxiuh them. No exorcism charm like 
labor." Men's souls were never made to 
dwell in night shadows like th • owl's. 
To repine for one's self is something so 
narrow and mean. Whilo one has 
health, and strength, and sight and lib 
erty, is it not rank blasphemy to say one 
has v.ot happiness ? 

Don't be a grumbler. Some people 
contrive to get hold of the prickly side 
of everything, to run against all the 
sharp corners, and to find out all the 
disagreeable things. Half the strength 
spent in growling would often set things 
right. You may as well make up your 
mind, to begin with, that no one ever 
found the world quite as he would like 
it; but you are to take your share of the 
trouble and bear it bravely. 

Tbe chh-fest authors of revolutions 
have been, not the chimerical and intem
perate friend j of progress, but the blind 
obstructors of progress ; those who, in 
defiance of nature, struggle to avert tbe 
inevitable future, to recall the irrevo'i 
able past; who chafe to fury, by dam 
raing up its course, the river which 
would otherwise flow calmly between 
its banks, which has overflowed, and 
which, do what they will, must flow for 
ever.—[Goldwin Smith. a 

RRODERICIvVS BOWIE-KNIFE. 
At the Delta saloon in Virginia City 

may be seen the knife formerly owned 
by Senator D. C. Broderick. 'fho blade 
has the usual curve of the bowie, is 
about eight inches long, and is very 
sharp on the point and edge. The tein-

Eer is perfect, aud it will cut through a 
alf-dollar as nicely as through a piece 

of cheese. The knife was gotten up in 
the days when men decorated their 
"armory" in an extravagant manner. 
It has a common soft leather shealth 
the original gold-mount?d scabbard 
having been lost. Where the steel enters 

IN FINANCIAL STORMS! 

NEVER CAST AN ANCHOR t 
4%' 

TAKE THE TEMPEST BY THE THROAT! 

AND STEER IT FOR YOUR PROFIT ! # 

STRIKE RIGHT AND LEFT' WITH YOUR READY MONEY—GIVE THE 
PEOPLE SHOWERS OF BARGAINS AND THEY WILL SHUN 

"OLD STOCK" and ' HIGH PRICED FIRMS'' 

t*V ? i*' ,f,. AS THEY WOULD A PLAGUE. 

•ij, j, 
.At 

v? Tbe days for gulling people are over—talk is cheap. It is deeds alone that tell. 
A SPRAGUE PRINT at our store at 5 or 6 cents, is the same quality as if we t 

charged 8 or 9 cents, and so on through the long catalogue of goods. - />-

FIRST SHOWERJ-3IIXTURE HAIL AND RAIN! 

jr 
*' ' t 

•*f: 

NPECIAL lTi;jlS-( OME BEFOltK ALL JSOLD-IO.OOO yards, YARD 
WIDE PERCALES, for 8 cents. (Theso goods are in handsome dark colors and 
sold last fall for 15 and 18 cents.) 

10.000 yards, BEST DELAINES, at 12X cents. 
8.000 yards, TYCOON REPPS, at 12% cents a yard. (These Repps were previ

ously sold for 25 cents.) 
/Big lot genuine SPRAGUE PRINTS, at 5 cents. 
Entire stock COCHECO AND PACIFIC PRINTS, only 6 cents.' 

DRESS GOODS AND BLACK ALPACAS! 
We are now offering in this department the finest display of stylish goods 

ever brought to this citj', and the prices on all are extremely low. For instance: 
Nice PLAID DRESS GOODS, at cents, 15 cents and 20 conts. • 
New colors in PLAIN GOODS, at 10 cents, 12^ cents and 20 conts. .v- . 
BLACK ALPACAS, 40 and 50 cents, well worth 55 and 65 conts. f 
Real good BLACK ALPACAS, at 25 cents, 80 cents and 35 cents., , 
First-class BLACK SILKS, for fl.00, fl.20, {1.25 and $1.50. 

GREAT BREAK DOWN IN CARPETS. CASSIMEKES, JEANS, 
^  .  B L A N K E T S  A N D  F L A N N E L S ,  ̂ ,  , f .  

They were never so cheap before as they are this fall. Few samples of prices are a 
GOOD COTTAGE CARPET, at 20 cents, 25 cents and 30 cents. 
HEAVY FARMERS JEANS, at 25 cents, 30 cents and 35 cents. 
E X C E L L E N T  W A T E R P R O O F  C L O T H ,  f o r  6 5  c ^ n t s .  v ,  ,  , ,  ,  _  
ELEGANT BOULEVARD SKIRTS, at 65 oents and 75 cents. v 1 

GOOD HEAVY CASSIMERES, at 50 cents, 60 oents and 65 cents. « 

In an immense stock of goods such as we carry it is simply impossible to give 
quotations on every article. 

All we can do is to select such as the people will most readily und&rstand. 
This enables them to compare our prices with other stores. 

It is almost impossible to realize how cheap goods are this season without a 
personal inspection. 

Please bear in mind that they are the best Prints. Fall Styles, G cents a yard, 
only at 

FOSTER BROTHERS. 
i 

the handle, it is held by a broad band 
breast upon which her cl.cek rested was I of gold, perfectly plain. The handle is 
throbbing with such living pulsations covered with a rattlesnake skin, bound 
that, half arousedj she began to shudder j by two heavy gold wires, which run 

»ry happy. Prosy folka, 
e looked in, wonld have 

in a terrible blencied hope and fear, and 
she shrank away from his touch. 

" O, Paul! are we both dead, or only 
you ? Is this the other world ?" 

" Why darling." gently seating her on 
the rock, "you are in a dream. Wake 
up, love; look at me, Esther. I am not 
a dead man, but your living Paul. Feel 
my hand—it is warm, you see. God hat* 
restored us to each other; and now, if 
his mercy permits, we will never be 
parted again." 

" Paul! Paul!" cried Esther, convinc
ed at last. 

They were ve 
oould they have 
seen only two exceedingly wet young 
persons seated high upon a rocky ledge, 
with receding waters rippling about 
their feet; but they, all aglow with lire 
and happiness, scaroelv knew of tbe 
la pee of time before the shimmering 
line of light sppeared at the month ot 
the cave. 

With blessed tears streaming down 
her cheeks, Esther heard Ills story; hnw, 
picked up—the sole survivor oi that 
dreadful wreok—by an India-bound 
trader, ber lover had lain delirious for 
many weeks in a far land, nnable to tell 
his name or story; and, in part recover 
ed, started at once for home, and landed 
in advance of tbo letters wnich told his 
sa'ety. And so they had met here, 'mid 
" coral and tangle and almondlne:" and 
as she heard tbe storv of his perils. Es
ther clasped tbe hand she beta as Ir sbo 
never again could let it go. 

That provident little Helen—bless ber 
heart!—" buiided better than she knew" 
in providing such a store - f damp sand-
witohes and refreshing wine for these 
drenched and happy lovers. And when 
at last the reoeeding tide opened again, 
tbe rocky gate and the vlsta of the sea 
tinged with ro«y sunset, and Esther, 
aidt'd by strong arms, left her prison, it 
wsa with a glow llk« tbe sunset upon 

- g° 
around the haft in a serpentine man
ner. The blade is beautifully embossed, 
and upon its gleaming face It is announc 
ed that it was made by the Ames Manu
facturing r nipany, Chicopee, Massa-

[ chusctts. The nilt Is mounted by a 
massive grizzly bear, chisscled from a 
nugget ot native virgin California gold. 
The animal' stands in tbe position of 
looking back, as If on tbe defensive, and 
his half-exposed teeth eive warning of 
how dangerous it would be to force bitn 
to take toe offensive. The cut upon the 
title page of the late lamented Overland 
Monthly seems to have been taken from 
this model. Tbe guards are of gold and 
very heavy, though shorter than usual. 
The knife is a curious historical relic. 

FOR CHARACTERISTIC NAMES 
litfLLOCKS. 

A late traveler In Western America, 
says the North British Agriculturist, 
was struck by the absence ot the usual 
translated languago of the bullock-
driver In the caste of a man en the road 
with anmall team, which he thus apos 
trophised: "Uome bitber, Baptist! 
W-o-o-o! Presbyterian," etc. This modo 
of address w-etned so strange to the 
traveler that be entered into oonversa-
tion with tbe man, and asked him how 
these names were app icablo to a bullock 
team. "Well, sir," says he, "I calls this 
tbe *clealssUcal team. You see that 
bullock on tbe off-tide, leading—I calls 
him Baptist; we'll be crossing the creek 
prosentlv—he'll be bound to make fbr 
water. That one on tbe near side, he's 
'plscopalian, 'cause he holds his bead so 
werry high. That bullock on tbe off-
aide of tbe pole, the one with the crum-

Eled born, I calls him Presbyterian; 
e's the most outaml out knowing bul

lock of tbe lot. The iiriudle in tbe same 
yoke with him. he'a Weeleyan ; he's al
ways a grunting and a groaning, as If 
he was dragging tbe whole load ; bless 
your life, air, he s not pulliug a|i ounce." 

OSTER BROTHERS, 
TERRE-HAUTE. 

FOSTER BROTHERS. 
FORT WAYNK 

FOSTER BROTHERS. 
ORANB RAI'ltH 

FOSTER BROTHERS, >-* 
NEW YOl.K [!Wf 

BATHSE 
r, 

ARTESIAN- WARM4 
TERRE-HAUTE, 1ND. 

NATURE S OWN REMEDY. 
For all ailments fiesb is heir to. A medicine gushing up with tremeunous force., 

*  '  ^  2 , 0 0 0  f e e t  f r o m  t b e  b o s o m  o f  t h e  e a r t h . ^  
Its* natural warmth 81 degrees Farenheit, and made warmer ftUd colder to "nit^ 

the patient. 
Thousands of people are being cured of tbe most obstinate chronic cases oty 

Rheumatism. Catarrh, Ereeypelas, Neuralgia, Saltrbeum, Yellow Jaundice, and" 
all kinds of Skin diseases; Liver Complaint, Kidney and £pinal Affections, and*.' 
Private Diseases of every type. If you are afflicted In any degree, come and test^ 
the almost universal strength of these waters, as others are doing from all .over . 
theoountry. The baths, though so healthful, are perfectly safe. Especial direc-^ 
tionsgiven each bather. ^ rfv *** ** •' 

Mineral Water Shipped to all parts of tie Continent.^'* 
VAPOR BATHS A SPECIALTY. 
J. S. MILLER & CO., Proprietors', g* 
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her cheeks, and in ber eyea such a radi 
ance of happiness that it fairly daxxled 
tbe forlorn, bedraggled group above. 
Mrr Gray embraced ber fondly, and 
foil into a flt of long-deferred hysterics. 
Tbe boys executed a war danoe of con
gratulation, and Helen and Isabel both 
aoghed ana cried for joy. And as Es

ther turned with Paul for a last look at j folks. With milk, batter,^gg*. 
the scene of her deliverance, tho chime Kn(i tUKart *nd lots of fruit, Indian meal 
and murmur, of the sea seemed full of Nn be made to keep a family In the 
blessing—the blessing of tbe dear Lord mo#t thrifty condition. These are all 
who had compassion upon ber »*«knesa produced, sugar excepted, en the farm, 
restoring ber to life, and to tbat life its' Rn(| on Uiany farms ws need not make 
ottjoy. w ith thankful heart she went | an exoeptlon. When sugar is made 

The art of cooking Inutan meal nas 
not received that attention wbleh Its 
merits deserve. A baked Indian nod-
ding, with a little suet to soften and lu-

, bricate the meal, makes a di»ert fit fbr a 
i.i I Governor, and almoet to good for com

ber way. except! 
ts in this countnr-

to be, Mid soon will be—the farmer will 

an 
from beai 

sugar 
in this country—as It ought 

\Ve cell It our duty to leave to the 
world Its gayetv and Its thoughtlessness;1 

but to often we leave to it also /trace, and 
gentleness, and courtesy, sad aeltHJon* 
ixuj, -IHetty Bowman, 

be almost Independent of the grocer. 

The Witcli of the Dakotos. 
> BY C. LEON MEREDITH, 

Author of "(iuagli-cun ncga," "Boy Cap 
; ~ tire," etc. 

Centennial Route" f / 

Was n in the October Number of 

IN DOOR AND OUT 
The Largest .Cheapest, Handsomest and bow 

IlluStratnl l.lfemry Monthly in the 
United states. 

Thin Model Family Story Paper 
Contain* 16 large pagea. is beautifully Ulna-
traUil And filled with the best production) 
of the best writers. 

Only TWO DOLLARS a Year! 
And each nutwcriber receive* a pure ol; 
ehmrno printed la twenty eotors,2M by* 
Inrbea In alee, a finer pictare than is given 
by any other publication In the world. 

Bend tUW aud secure the paper for a fUl. 
year, and the charming large chromo, at. 
free of postage, and mid Mr. Meredith** 
capital 

\\NC 
DAKOTA*." 

story of the great North weet 
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Address 

PICTORIAL PRINTING CO., 
I to t •lehlgaa Ave., ChleafS. 

KRANKLiy 

I ,OUNI>—THAT THK SATURDAY EVK-I 
nlng Mail 1* the most widely circulated I 

appaper la U*a State ootatde of ladlaaap-! 

FOUNDRY, 
!M Hsi Itmt, Clnrinnmti, OMe. 

AlUSOIt, WITH 4 JOHNSON. 
Th« trv nn tkf« ll h 

Unakot* Feaadrjf.—K». MAIL. 

TIME-TABLE KASTWARD MM • 
!«W 

iia INDIANAPOLIS and tfbi 

PANHANDLE ROUTE 
Al'ltll, 

187#. 
1ft. No. 

Fast Dayifg' 
Line. Express 

No. 7. 

spoils 
idite am 

7 W i  
Indlanai 
Cambridge 
Itlehmond 
BradfordJunction 6 43 am 
Piqua !*» i, 910 am 
Colombo a • " IJWsm 
Col umbos »-v, 12 20 pm 
Newark 1 25 pro 
Dresdon Junction 210 pin 
Dennlaoa , 
Steubenviue 
Plttabnrg 
Altooaa 
Harrisburgh 
Bai timers 
Washington 
Philadelphia 

No. I. 
Lightning 
Expreaa. 

4 AO am 9 25 atn 6 10 pro 
11 55 am 7 53 pm 

am 12 85 ptn 8 85 pm 
2 2b pm 9 65 pm 
250pm 10 14 pra 
A 10 pm 12 45 am 
630pm 100am 
7 35 pm 
8S5 pm 

85o j>m 10 25 pro 
5 31 pm 12 07 am 
7 ifi pm 2 00 am 

11 35 pm 7 10 am 12 20 pra 
8 45 am 11 SO am S 56 pm 
7Mam «2Spm 
9 02 am 9 07 pie 
7 35 am 3 30 pm 

New York -- 10 25 am • 45 pm 19 20 pi 
boston 9 05 pm 0 15 am 

Mo*. 1 and 7 leave Indianapolis dally, 
runntug through to destination without 
detention on account of Sunday Interven
ing. No. 5 does not run Hundays, except te 
complete trips commenced Haturdav. 

The absveareall Fa*t Ex press Trains, and 
stopping only at the few principal Stations, 
are enabled to make their respective runs 
without excessive *peed. 

Rival mates do not compete with th* 
Pan-Handle Quick Time, their geographical 
position will not permit It. 

Pall man Palace Drawing Room and Bleep-
log Can rnn via the Pan-handle, from Tent 
llaate and points on the "Vansalla Line" 
through to Philadelphia and New Y5rk 
without change. 
D. W\ OA LDWELL, W. I,. O'BRIEN, *0 

Qeal Manager. tienl Pas. ATlckt agl 
Office* st Columbus, Ohio, 

ZVT&m 
250ara 
4 28 an 
810 arm 
'50i 

3 56 pm . 
7 » p m  
9 07 pra f 
" 20 pror 

19 20pajf 


