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- QANDOR is the best bold—;u_mp;ess
for curing vanity.

WuaeN you see a printed article

T peginming “A good story is going the

: > rounds,” ete., it is usually safe to go
~ round it.

mem——————

‘ The gross receipts of the Philadelphia

) and Reading system will hereafter be

$80,000,000 annually, and the number

.of its employes will approximate 100,-

- 000, being more than are employed by

; any single corporation on this planet.

The acqtﬁumeut of the Poughkeepsie

Bridge and-the lines tributary thereto

“throws the Reading and its entire aug-

mented system into the very heart of

* New Eagland, giving it the ouly all-rail

\ route from the.Middle and Southern

States to the East, with-coanections

with all important New Eaglaod roads,

and eukb!ing it to virtually control the
coal traffic of that entire region.

————————
T The Boston Transeript says: Tae
: decision of the Supreme Court that the
schabitual criminal” act is constitutional
is a gratifying ome, The act provides
that on conviction of a third felony a
person may be sentenced to the State
Prison for tiwenty- five years. The prin-
cipal which underlies this lexslation is
a gound one. The man who proposes to
Jive by preying upon the comuuanity has
no right to live in thé\ comnunity.
This is one of the propositions which
prison reformers loag ago laid down,
aad in securing the passage of the law,
-~ - whichthe-court now-sustains, they have
| . done thz cothmunity a great service.

e——————

There are great evidences of progress
in the makc-up of dairy schools at t
- ——present time, the Americaa Dairyman is
s gratified to note. Minnesota is coming
forward witha beauty, while many other
-Btates can boast.of excellent work done
{ in this line. ‘This bfanch of the dairy,
the school, we consider,the most prom-
ising of any. If the young people can
be made to take a live interest in these
schogls, there is no telling how high
they will push the scieace in the future.
The children of to-day are the men of
to-morrow, and if we can put the
knowledge we now possess in the heads
of our children, then their children wrilt
be prepared to carry forward the science
to its utmost limit.

Asafastida as a cure for *‘gnp” ha:
been ridiculed by a great many physi-
cians, but most of them admit, adds the
New York Post, that they have never
prescribed it. In the West asafeetida in
pills of four grains has been tried with
I gratifying results. = Quisk recoveries are
reported in nearly everyg instance, with.
ouy the usnal sequel of debility. In
Lowsville alone 20,000 of the pills were
sold in one day rec:ntly. No bad efects
can follow the use of asafetida, for of
| all things it is a_sedative.” In Asiatic
; countries it is embloyed as a condiment,
" _ but thigis a use to which few persons

will cere to put it.  Maay old people ian
the West who were far gone with the
disvase have, it is asserted, been cured
. by the asafeetida pills. ~Theg should be
také'i:, according to their admirers, three
times a day with a glass of water, and
3 taken in this way are warranted not to
taint the breath.
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Occasionally, something turns up to

prove, remarks the Boston Transcript,

... .....thgt some of our homelicr methods in
therapeutics, ‘‘old- women's remedies,”

as the doctor's sneeringly call them, are
found to be reasonably scientific alter

7 *all. Lately, for instance, an expert, who
_ has been experimenting in M. Pasteur's

" Iaboistory, has discovered that no liviag
Jisease germ can resist for more thaa a
_few hours the antiseptic power of essence
of cinnemon, which -seems to be no less
‘effective in destroging microbes than is
corrosive sublimate. ‘Its scent will kill
' them. A decoction of cinnamon is rec-
‘omended for influeizi cases, typhoid
_fever and cholera. Perhaps some of us
‘can remember when elderly ladies used
to carry in their wonderful pockets, the
capacity of whith was enormous, bits of
- cinnamon or other pungent and fragrant
spice; the odor of which would betray
their coming many feet away. “Whether
§t was carried as a preventive or merely
“46r the satisfaction of baviag something
‘pibble"was not revealed to us youngs.
of those days.

'
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A i stimulaht
‘attacks of sqmnolencs at. serman

1 tered the cars first,

Peppermint caady [ ¢ o

A Brieforan Hour,
A,Thrillmg Story of ﬁm Johmg:
~own Disaster,

BY DAVID LOWRY.

CHAFTER 1X.--(Continusd)

Romers lay thinking. It would be well
it be could go to sleep and never wake
again. He thonght more of the problem
of life and desth in the next ten minutes
than be had thought during his life.

Heé sank into slumber agsin, and 8gein
he dreamed. i .

He was journsying sgain. Now he was
traveling by reil. He was whirled over
endless countries, all new to him. There
were a8 many stations as are usually en-
countered in the United States, but for
some inetplicable reason the travelers
passed through these depots one after the
qther. Never by any chunce did two walk
abreast. . - ‘

Somers was accompanied in these jour-
neyings by his wife. His wife always en-
always left them
tirst, entered, pessed throngh and out of
the depots first. Somers had a premo-
pition that he would lose her, spite of the
order in which the vast body of people
traveled.

Suddenly he missed her, and then he
was 1n an agony of apprehension as he
strove to find her.

He woke with a start.
standing over him.

“You were dreaming?”

“Yes; T had the nigntwmare, I think."

He gat up, and could not be induced to
risk closing his eyes again lest he should
experience equally horrible dreams, until
Mr. Rroedhurst, who was near at hand,
came to him. Mr Broadhurst talked of
lifein n way Soruers had mever heard any
man talk before. ‘Lhere was a philosophy
that sustained Broadhurst—a philosophy
that did not rob the world of religion
2\ God. It enuoblod the philos-
and placed his God upon
or plane than most preachers placed
o ruler of the universe. Listening to
Mr. Broadhurst, Somers fell aslcep a
third time, and again he dreamed.

When he woke up the third time, this
dream was the most vivid and the most
disturbing of all.

He walked about in the darkness, keep-
ing poor Tom .Jerrold company. Tom
was thinking of his daughter and his
grandchild. If the flood had taken one
2 but* to lose both was more than Tom
Jerrold's philosophy was equal to.

“I heard Mr. Broadhurst talking to
you. I hope he comforted you—I am
Borry 1o say all the religion and all the
philosophy in the world cannot reccocile
me to my loss, Mr. Somers. It doesn't
lessen the pain to3jme. That baby
clutched my heart gs tighter than i:s
mother ever did. It was never out of my
gight twenty-four hours since it was born.
They were all I had in the world. There
is neither chick ror childleft now. I have
not a soul I can call a relative this side
of the ocean.” . ]

Somers sympathized deeply with him,
and thus it came about that long before
day broke Jerrold was comforted by Som-
ers.

Long befors dawn the people who
cronched on the mountain side, dazed
with grief, suftering cold (scarcely one in
n dozen had--clothing sufficient to keep
them warm), were astir.’

Here and thers fires were lit only to
flicker a few minntes and then die out.
The fewest number were able to find dry
wood, .

As the light broadened, the sceres re-
vealed té them surpassed in 1its simplest
features jthe greatest ruin human eye ever
beheld™ Where the city of Johnstown
sat between the mountains they beheld a
waste of waters. with a few houses stand-
ing here and there. Hundreds of build-
ings were swept away. The devastation
wrought in an hour was indescribable. It
appalled thoso who looked on; the stout-
est hearts grew fuint looking over that
scene of woe, where death overtook en-
tire families in many forms.

There was enough work for an hun-
dred hands where there was only one.
By noon on Saturday Soyers was faint-
ing—exhausted by his labors.

t was well on in the afternooxn, how-
ever, before either he or Mr. Broadhurst
found anything fo appease their hunger,
and even then the crackers they moistened
with water almost choked them as-they
thought of the thousands up aud down
the valley who had nothing.

But there were the dead to arrange de-
cently, 80 that they could be buried

Among the first to whom friendly atten-
tion wns paid was the remains of Alexan-
der Rutledge, the lawser. Numbers who
knew him well looked on the remains be-
fore they werse buried in a shallow grave,
with only a sheet around théshody.

Enoch Broadhurst belped’to dig the
grave. Si Harkess and Tom Jerrold were
also present. Before Broadhurst wrapped
the body in the sheet, a-man approeched
the group. There was no-oae near-the-
body at the time but Si Harkess, who
looked up and beheld Giles Brockle.
Giles lookgd down on’ tho face of the
dead man. As he looked, he drew a long
breath; then, turning on his heel, sudden-
ly walked awav as quickly g3 he came.

Si Harkess looked after him curiously,
muttering: “He mus’ be skesred to die.
lColu\du". a-bear to look at Mas Rat-
edge. "

While Giles’ thought was, “The only
man I feared is. out- of the way. John

Tom Jerrold wag

Watson, the preacher, is drowned. T}’

only living man who knew there wasa
will is Tom Jerrold over there, for whom.
I do not care a snap. The property is
mine—all mine now. I defy any one liv-
ing to prevent me from doing as I please
with it—as soon a8 my uncle is dem{"
Ho did not wait until his uncle died.
Before nightfall Giles adopted a4 manner
and tone, addressing many who were
tonants of Tom Petors, which indicated |
proprietorship. One of these, more cour-
... resented Giles’

“Are you acting for Mr. Petots, Mr.
Brockle? Il yon aro, I W 6 10 8ee |
your authority. 'Iam not in the habit of

. dealing with two men when I

bnggin with

‘any of his tenu

«you may have me.to deal Wilh alone,
ibly."
W-E'}héi there will be no dpnl," the !enuliit
retorted, hotly, “Iam going 0 burn this
shed nnd this fence if 1 want to, either to
accommodate sutfering people or t.o
pleasy wysclf. Il answer to Mr, Peoters
for it. As to answering to you. there cai
never be nny bargain between us two.’ a

«1'{} make you ruc that speech,” sald
Giles, eulmly, as he Jooked steadily at the
u‘eiﬁ‘i '!llﬂku ‘YDD e n}'()ll ever truslumsed'
upon my pramuisés if you do not get off.
{heimn st once, YOI ure an intruder, Giles
Broeswe.” o s

W bt W 2

"\1‘ ;l'.tkuocl: “yo;r tecth down Yyeur
throat,” suid the tenant. ‘A man who
t 1ks of saving senseless wood at & time
when thousauds are dead and dying of
bunger end cold, who iries to prevemt
¢nother from warmng peayple who ure
perishing for lack of clothing—be off with

ou!”

And then Giles, realizing 5
as the tenant ndvanced toward him,
denly walked away. . -

“What- was Brockle saying to you!
Enoch Broadhurst inquired of Tom
Peters’ tenant a minute later. Broad-
hurst witnessed the scene but did not
understand it. The fiery tenant rehearsed
all that passed. i

©You sare not aware his unele is dy-
ing?”

““Is Tom Peters dying? Then God help
o t}ll)mtghave dealings with

his danger
sud-

Giles Bri
“I am in
Broadhurst.

ined to agree vith you,” said
«“There never were two men
more unlike than Tom Peters, as hones.t,
& man as ever.lived, snd Giles Brockle.
“As big s sneak and rascal as ever
lived, in my opinion,” said Tom Peters

tepant. - 3 .

By nightfall half the male survivors in
Johnstown knew that Tom Peters was on
his death-bed, and that Giles Brockle
would inherit all his possessions. ‘The
physicians who were called in when he
wag seized wers in demand everywhere.
There was work for scores that livelong
day. Spite of their labors, they were
able to corroborate the report that in all
probability Tom Peters would never set
foot in Johnstown again.

Squire Jepson and Tom Peters were very
intimate—*what one knew the other knew”
Broadhurst added. “This matter must
be determined speedily. Brockle is acting
like a man who is not going to lose any
time asserting his rights. He is taking it
upon himself to protect the property as if
it were his own.”

Then Broadhurst rel=ted all that oc-
curred in ais view between Brockle and’
Tom Peters’ tenant.

“So! The wind sits that way, does it?”
Tom Jerrold replied. “Well, then all the
more reason for giving Giles plent, of
rope—and I'll predict he will hang im-

The death of the richest man in the
county was a matter that did not concern
them. ‘Lom Pef®rs was never ruined—
indeed, only those immediately concerned
end connected with him gave the rich man
lying out on the mountain slope, in his
large empty house, athought.

There were matters of much more im-
portance requiring attention.

CHAPTER X.
SURVIVORS OF THE FLOOD.

When Rose Somers sank beneath the
flood, her Iast thought was that fate bad
ordained she and her husband should die
together.

She felt the surging waters closing
around her, and surrendered herself to
death without a struggle. Then she be-
came NURCORBCIOBS,~

When dimly conscious of life agaiz,
she suffered indescribable ageny.
mountain of waters was pressing her
downward. Pains racked her back, her
neck., Her limbs seemed to be torn from
her. Im her agony she moaned. Then a
voice sounded in her ears. The voice
was like the roil of thunder—it filled all
space. Death was, indeed, horrible.
Could anythingemortal endure it? Then
she became unconscious-again.

Her next -sensation was one of exquis-
ite relief. She had passed the bonndary
line. She was in heaven. There was no
pain. No weight.
she experienced in the other world. She
knew that she existed-—further she knew
nothing, cared for nothing.

s "S‘ha 18 breathing more ‘faturally now.
ee!” :

Rose opened her eyes. An old man
was ]looking at her. She moved her
eyes. A woman stood with her back to
her. The woman turned that instant, and
advanced to her.

“Don't speak. Lie quiet, Sleep, if
you want to. You are with friends.

Human nature is & puzzle.” Rose Som-
ers burst into tears, :

“Thera—there, my dear,” said the old
man, “you will be well soon, You are
weak now—you will be strong again in an
holgnr or tﬁro, you will see.”

oor Rose. She was ing becanse
she was brounght back to c{ivte,gwhile her
husband wes dead. She would rather be
in heaven. But she closed her eyes again
in a delicious languor, and instantly fell
sound asleep.

When she woke again there was only
the woman near her. There was a dim
light—the light issued from s small lamp.

Rose Somers looked around her curi-
ously. Yes, she was in some sort of a

nheusei-a—’}edwn\—s—leg%Me. -She-could| Wednesday anid

just sodttimtthegpaces between the
logs were “chinked.”
of very broad boards.
of a carpet or rug.

‘The tloor was made
‘There was no sign

She was lying on a bed. There was | hold yon, there isn’

something over in the corner of the roo:
that looked like & bad on the flcor. Sl-:]:
managed to raise herself on her elbow.
Shﬁ was quite strong. _She sat bolt up-
r.ght. - )

Where was she? How did sh
th;are? Was Al;l(;smon there too? . come

n an instant her feet were on the floor,

ghe wovx:ld as}lsl the man—that weu‘:ml’lr(;

ream; it was all real now—or th [
where her husband was, * the woman
thgrgf it would be ingratitude to disturb

Rose Somers pondered lo itti
there on the ‘bedsi}:ie. Then stlx]ag ’re?gll:'gg
g:; lvolk on the'bed in the corner. Possi-
: eg gem]g::aslymg_there,withm arm's

She stole eoftly over the floor-ai .
edlgovn “upon the face in the cor:::-look-

was & woman's face, but not the

she had seen before she fell (mleep!_m fsng:

-t0-the bed,

snd, sinking upon it, moaned. Her dj
tment was mrore than hnm-’ne.rh:ls.‘r;

No feeling such as

[ and wene

Hiztre stole into the room |

a & Y0108 HOS8 reonlled §8sd: -

w‘\':hat isit? Do not be afraid. Noth.
harm you here.” -

msl?:ﬁlo:r mo?l T could not help it, said
TRose, between her sobs. “T thought my
husband might be herein this very houss;
but Lknow ﬁe is dead. We sank together
in that awful deluge.” . H

“He may’tuéyhv:ng ag you are. HO
tor the best” Can I do snything more for
yout”

}%Xo: a thotsand thanks for all your

kindness. 1 willtry togoto sleep agsin.
1 Mope L shall not disturb you sny more.

”"{’ou' do0 ot -disturb us, -1 hope you
will sleep soundly; you will be the better

of it.

I'llhun the figure disappeared, and Rose
Somers was left alone again with her
thoughts. She lay awnke hours seeming-
ly, and then sank into & penceful sleep.

‘She was oroused the next morning bya
crackling sound. It was fat meat frying.
The odor of the fat was borne into the
room, She coughed. I{reﬁently a mid-
dle-aged, care-worn-looking woman eén.
tered.

“How do you feel now?"

The woman looked at her kindly.

“Very well. J want to get up. e

“Yeu—well—but you must wuit a min-
ute.” There was a hesitancy in the
woman's speech that puzzled Rose.

Rhe disappeared, snd returnedin s few
minutes cuirylug & pair of trousers, vest,
and coat inher arms, Roselooked ot her
in astonishment as he said: .

“These are all we have for you to wear.
I—1 gave my other clothed to some
womer: who came here before you were
brought in. I haven't & skirt left, even.
There isn't s blessed bit of woman's
clothing round, either.

“1&\151. ¥ wear them?”

“T*don’t see what else you can do. You
don’t want to lie in bed, and you might
ag well—better woar these than try to go
with a blanket or guilt around you.”

“Q0b, I ought to be thaakfal,” - Rose re-
plied, as the womsan disappeared.

She got up and dressed herself lIn
man's attire, wonderingly. What next?
She might as well be in another worid.
All traces of the world she knew had dis-
appeared. !

“Broakfast will be'ready in 8 minute,”
said the woman, looking in at the door.

The shake-down in the corner was
vacant. Where was the wowan who slept
there? Rose entered the next room. This
was whera the fat was frying.

A small table wag placed near the sol-
jtary small window in this room, which
served the purpose of kitchen, dining,
and living-room. There were but twe
rooms in the log house.

Sitting beside the table was a curious
figure. The figure was bowed down. The
hands were crossed over the figure's
bresst. The head was unmistakably &
woman's, but the garb—whut was it the
woman wore?

This figure was swaying from side to
side, with the head guwed, the chin al-
most tonching the breast.

“This poor woman has lost her child,”
gaid the woman of the house.

A sad face was turned to Rose. It was
a besutiful face, but just now it looked
to Rose a5 if all the joy had left the poor
woman forever.

“You two never knew cach other, I ex-
pect. Itold John like as siot you'd never
seen each other.”

“Sorrow makes us one,” said Rose,
simply, as she held out a hand, which.
the other woman clasped fervently, say-

g~

“I don’t care what becomes of me, 1
wish I wes dead. I want 1o die.”

It was pitiful to hear her. It was more
trying to look at her bowed head. Xouse
felt how impossible it was for her to say
apything that coald comfort this- poor
woman, For the first time in her life she
felt how weak worde are—how puerils in
hours of great affliction.

“If I conld onlysee my babe—if I did
not touch it, even, but never to see it
again—what have I done.that I am pun-
ished this way””

*The breakfast is ready now," said the
woman of the house. “You' two must
eat, Itisn't much we'vegot to offer—such
a8 it is I'm glad to give you. You're both
welc:ime to all we have,” said the woman,
simply. “Sit up now, my dear, an
bite}? }John!" r i doata

A man entered. - Rose recognized the
face she saw in the night. Jobn was
middlegsged. A man with sun-burned
face antl horny, wrinkled hands.. A man
who e:rned his bread "in the sweat” of
his face. A very simple-mannered,
straight-forward man. -

: Hesat down at one side of the table.-
Rose and the other women sat opp. o
l;;_mt;d T}:xen léhe ‘xlvomun of the house

af erself, and the man, bowi i
heaq, asked a blessing. o8 his

“Now, help yourselves, do,” said the
woman as the man placed upon tleir
plates a plentiful amount of crisp break-
fast bacon. There were fresh biscuits
and gcod butter, and plenty of cream.

The man and womsan talked for the pur.
pose of turning the mind of the woman
who lost her child from her dead. Rose
realizing this, aided them, and in doiné
l‘itéf somehow experienced wondeiful re-

In this way she learned how gh.
came an inmate of the log eabin, a;d ‘t)ﬁe
particulars, or all that was known, con-
cerning the young mother, who, after
;I;ixcnegozo %gt, ,§gtinibbliug at a small

8 biscuit listeni
Yo see it tening to the others.

Thufsday., I i

hear such rain, ” said t{)e )womnrlx]?ve; t(;ll‘é |
Jobn—I mean on Friday morning just
Jbefore ’breuk of day when I got ap—I
couldn’t sleep for the rain—says I, "I'll
t a sheep alive if
’rold.' That's & erik. by

they're in the
this time."— .
“™It was, most,” sgj
]:m-ii3 work savin' em, ud Joho. L bed
“But we never drenmed of tron!
te{dni,_e‘:cept we knew the mesdg?: ’::;
:glen:ri]r:lsl;a:l;the sand Hlowing over it,
L 0, runnin’ all i
John, He had his b L, “Bardi
s bands full, hardly
stopped to eat a bite, workiué ar;rul?l
generally. I was looking

window back of your head Ser - Chittine”
o y $her-, sittin,
{lssutﬂl‘xere, when I seen- something m.E

I went to t
8 house floating d::"ndus:::
for help. Their screa,ms W
never forget them to my
ran into the barn to
flung it outan’ agir o
sgu}gy;tt lmlcle “i: t; minute, the river run
OVEF Bething x:::t ]ﬁ];:athen arned
Ver suw another liv,
was a whele lot of
then—everythin

and t{.\era was
People cryin
a8 awful, mIlgl
dying day. John -
get a rope. He
anght it, but she

“There

@ 8oul near it,
the river

things all over

ple holding to

loom and evervibindthey conld put han

rained awful—it rained |

Neither of us

lou . could |-,

ox; Jobn r baby. 111 DyveE i § 5nd 4
B RemTEE b T
shore. Then the erik bsoked e

hn? ive them my sunbonoet, on!
:;w wolﬁd they Jook "iﬁ,

\liou snd epy sort of bonnets?

[ guegs I can up-anold straw b
Shere, Bairy—and there's apother
;' gald Roee, resolntel{. “Y¢
[0 thnt in the house, It is all yc

the drift got up in
{ound yon.”
Roso ste

“You was lying on 8 lot of hoards,
bosrds were orogswite. Our neigh,
ust over the hill, they came to gey g
ood; by an’ by others came—the gy
and the Didberts were there, all tryin,
help people who floated past. An'
saved & good many. But they said
WAs. _There wasu't 8 eign of |
sbout you. Jobn, he stood on &
board and leaned out in the eddy wy
you wergAurning 'round, and then hy,
in. But he held on to the boardjy
death.”
- 2f§o-would you,” said Jobn, calmly

“He got on the board again andre

out for the board nearest him, and py
sll the boards you were on. Jim g
he's got his wits alwaf’s—ha waded y
in the crik, an’ got hold, too, just in

bofore a big tree swung up in the
They got up to you, and brought
right up to the house, 8aid you
dend, but Jim Bands 'lowed you w;
he’d seed men brought to after droyy
often. A master hand is Jim Sands, .
“Well, he worked with you, and i
Didbert helped, sn’ we all had our hy

8
t—thet was

U
2

o, it isn's. T've another just as good
1 wunt to see the other, then.”
ohn was & long time getting the othe
Lon Lo handed it to her helooked guilt
linge of GOIOT “Yors tnhis-wrinkt
oks. 1t wastorn and battered.
s will do me very well,"” said Ros
o refused to take the best.
Bo you two goin§ right now? I wi
wonldn’t=yon’ll never find ye
i e power that has preserved our liv
| suctain us, Miss Franklin,” ea
KU, N
Now, tell us the nearest’ way to Ne
rum'e." - .
ohn scratched his head. “T do
b« as yon can do better—but it’s awf
lish -than to keep right straight ov
pills. Don’t go up to the top—you
Lo 10 travel *bout half-way up. Baok
h. vou'll strike Didbert's, and ne
11 is Dick Sande’. 'Long a mile or

full; an’ in & littlo while W8 “knewj3 traight back—is Bob Sands’ and Jis
was right. But it wes gettin' dary on yowll find plenty of farms f
that time, snd Mra. Didbert had tojgo hile, but like a8 not there won't be

home. She had to hunt clothes fy
dozen women folks that Badn’t a stitg,
them. The meli were just, 2s bad—y
one had a coat or vest on, an’ ome huy
anything, But we were glad they v,
living.”

“Some didn't care whether they lirg
not,” said John. “I never want y
through it again.” . o

#3t was Jim Sands—if it nadn't by

.| for his judgment—-"
“(ome, now, Sairy, you helped ju

much,” said John. “Ycu got the wy
fiannels, and rubbed, and did just a3 mg
as Bands.” - .
“Well, anyhow you came to, and
were glud of it then. The Sands, i
had their hands full while Jim was by
They saw this woman BRoldiny on o4
roof of a house, with her head justog
water. They've 8 big skiff, and theywy
right out in all that wreck, and took i
out just in time. She was not ay
walk & step, so they carried her up
She was lring on the Hloor nll night; uj
put you on the bed. I reckon a dozad
more were picked ont by the Didbers
Sands. Anyhow, there was enough
en folks to take every bit of wome)
wear. The clothes wete all tore off thy
Here and there one had someth:ngle
They were all crazy—every one, except
old ‘man, who. said he didn't know
God spnred the most useless one it
taking uil his sons and dsughter.
came in and looked at you befora he v
away. They all made their way overd
hills; there’s no neighbors here mid
They had to get help we couldn’t give
Rose listened to this spellbonnd. B
exceeded anything she had read in §

rse or wagon, and the roade—iobody
king much head-way-on them no
erytbing's 80 torn up by this flood.”
tose turned and kissed Sarah Frank!
cither cheek.” Then she extendec
ned to John.

Good-by, end may God reward y
il 1 can return something better th
rds for alt I owe you.™

I--I—guess I'd better go along wi
b two.” N

oso shook her head. S8arah kissedt
oping mother, who also shook Joh:
vl convnlgively; then these two st
ors of the flood walked slowly t
olutely up the mountsin side, Wh
fun und Sarah Franklin stood watchi

pu.

ind to think, Sairy, I never thoug
ask thom their names.”

Nwver fret, John; the one with ¢t
t on will be sure to let you know w
«, nnd she will tell you all about t
- wearing your old red ‘wamus.’
uldu't let the other go if the one y
bk out of the river didn’t look like
she could take careof both.”
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Uietl 1FVEL LAUOK FOISON0US AVUIS.
1TsBCRG, Feb, 20.—A sad case
f-oning is reported from Rochest

5 miles west of this city. C
rtman, aged 18, and Ed Chaffee,
r~old, ute what they supposed W
-iufras root and are now dead. Ha
hn's mmother and his sister Louise, ag
are very low, but will likely recov
b eating the same poisonous roc
puny Hartisan and Chaffee Saturc
eruoon went to the woods and dug
hat they supposed to be the roots of

1fras tree, but what it was is not
own. A full investigation of the pe
inz will be made.

n.
‘“Where are we now? How far an W

from—

“From Johnstown? ‘Bout s mils
said Jobn.

“Only six miles!” Rose's heart lespd
““Then I can go bneck there to-dsj-#f
once,” -

John shook his head. *Idon't seckoy
You van’t go the river rond—it's flood
wuy back three miles up the crii-&
they say the railroad bridges are
away above and below. You couldutp¥
up to Jobnstown if you crosssd therr
It's more'n nine mile across the cout
to the stution—the roadsare awful 't¥e
bere and New Florence—it would 1t
you longer—"

“But how am I to get to Johast
My friends will be disiracted.
sooner I can let them know lam
the better.” va

“I don’t Bee no Way now. Ymm:
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Governor Burned to foath.
AL Rock, Ark., Feb. 28 —FEx-G
wr Eliax N. Conway, the fifth Gover:
Arknnsas. was burned to death at
me in this city. He was born in T
in 1812, and camne to this State
His mind has been unbalan
» 1865, and he imagined that anar
s were going to Kill him on account
b huving been Governor of the State

An K

hbriug Sea Navigation Nearly Conclud
VasHINGTON, Feb. 29.—The Behri
a4 cazents are nearing the end of th
brk and will probably adjourn t
prk.  As they meet  behind clo
or~ and observe the utmost secrecy,
walk up 20d down the mountain impossible to assert positively, w]
get lost anyhpwif you tried,” Jobn s wlisions have been reached by th
“Well, but I can't stay hew. Hov i fi hu(‘u_. is rumored that they he
i&itto atelegraph station?” | revd unanimously that pelagic seal
“Now you ask me what I can'ttell ould be stopped.
know one thing, Jim Sands says U8
isn't a wire standing. They've triel !
got word to Philadelphia ond Piihd
and had to give it up. The country’s
back there in Sang g\:\llow.M
John shook his head toward the mod
tain siae.
" Kose drank her coffee in silence 8
reflected. She ate snother biscuil.d
by that time she felt strong enongd
undertake anything. She said 88 0%
The woman of the-house laughed &b
“Nonsensa! - You can't-do anythisg?
a day or two, till we get some Wi g
tf;;ke you two to the river road. TH%
all.”
“But I can't. "I must not stey bor
must get to the railroad.” N
“You can’t get back to ‘Johnstown{i®
said John. *You're bqth welcomé ™
for weeks.” "
“I shall walk to the nearest statiol
day,” said Rose, resolutely. i@
“You can do as yon plésss,” 8-
womon of the house, -ouly yousY
well stay with us as go to apother o
“IfIcan reach the nesrest stofi®
can find some way to
friends if I can’t go to them.
word to my friends.”
-~8he—began to hope
living, It was like dea
longer with these people, tha
and kindly se -they had proved %
selses, John was & hero in comE?
—his sister o woman who wasf®

To Build Big Yarn Mills.
BEDFORD, Mass.,, Feb. 20 —
teh Manufacturing... Corporation, v
ipital of $500,000 to mannfacture 1
¥ yarns, has been organized in |
Y. The corporation will build & r
brick, two stories in height, 560
g and 130 feet wide, It will con:
out 2,000 spindles, ~ -

[N e

Imported Labsrer Arrested.
VILKESBARRE, Pa., Feb. 20.—In
jaut Inspector Stralton of Philadely
frested Zapolu Rokagki here. Rok:
sonc of the imported laborers
joie over on the City of Chicago.
s detained in New York by the

orities, but somehow managed
Aape,

Railroad Tracks Under Water.
LEASANTVILLE, N. J., Feb 29.—A |
been raging here for the past twe
pr hom:s. The wind is from the no
Pt and is blowin with hurricane fo
e meadows between here and Atla
¥ are submerged about a foot.
ks of the Camden & Atlantic
d ure under water and trains are b
S 751 SRR

her ~hnsband'
th to st-¥.80=5

simply £™

Suit to Contest the Will,
HXviaxvaroLts, Ind., Feb. 20.—The

A k contest th il of the l

erform her duty at all times. . e will of the late Sen
P Mo woman v po hod lost l}e”‘"{: Tl A McDonald, has been file
tened to this with eyes shiftiog > o irenit Court. The plaintifts

iolm A, Mulcolm S., Joseph E.
p ll C. McDonald, and ’t.he aﬁminllx
beodore P. Haughy and the S

s widow, Josephine F. .
L defondanie ephine F. McDonald,

to the other,

*T'1 go, t :
John, *if you tRO1%

"

go, too.

. “Well,” gaid bt
ing, I don’t know but you ,5“53“
together. But I'd rather you'd ¥ 3
can find s horse for you 10 Iy
might spell each other; it wot
hea§ easier.” -

“No, no! We have given po
trouble—more than yott ¢si ?‘wm
warded for now,” said Rose. Lo
give me your name, sir? I W8T T |
my friends who saved my life- ..
o John Fra.klin, snd mye?:f o

arah. Same name — I
f of us two marred."

“How -are you two.goiog 0"
them clothes?” Sarah asked.
“Y dop’t care whet I "“:;
s -1 an gent word-

“whre ~
That is all 1 think -of D0¥."
“And I want £ go wheﬁ 2‘::
ing:—¥-Wans-to-gawoe!>

! Arrested for Robbing the Mails.
ILADELPELs, Feb. 29.—Jacob L.
'. an 18-year-old lad employed in

n? }an, Pa.,postoffice, was placed w

ot bail by United States Com
er Craig, " to answer at court
i€ of abstracting money from lef

posited in the m .
quilt, ail.  Reigert admi

you 5P




