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«enlmed her nerves.
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A JOYOUS FARMER'S BOY.

Poota have sung in words of joy
Thot rural Mife Is fun;

I'd love 1o bo a farmor's boy-—
A right rich farmer'a son.

Ilove the old plow handles mueh,
With their most shapely crook|

How thaoy'd inspiro my bhands to elutch
The fish pole by the brook!

And whon the plowing was begun
My steps would not bo stayed.

How quick a furrow I dvuid run
Direoted to the shade!

And then whon enme the planting mormn,
All in the sun intanse,

Tow nimbly eculd I drop the corn
And elimb up on the fenoco!

Haymaking time doth make mare lithe
The muscles and the thows;

fow swoet 1o swing thoe glittering soythe—
Across o bough and snooge !

And when the garden should be made
"T'were rife with rural charms

Fo go forth with tho trosty spade
And dig somo angle worms

And how delighitful It wonld be,
With armas all strong and stoat,
To drive the ax lnto the Lroo
o It would not come out.

And If the fonces Incked repalr,
Indleed "twouid stir tho blood
To go und hunt an epening where
My uelghbor's daughter stood|
—A. W. Dellaw, in Detroit Free Press

CHAPTER IX.-CONTINTED.
*“What is it, my ochild?" he asked, lay-

Ing his hand on her hair. “A lover's
quarrel?”
“Yes," she whisperqd. *““The first we

have ever had.”

“Well, well, we all know that lovers
mnever part after a first quarrel,” he
said, in o quiet matter-of-fact tone that
“What was it all
about, little one, if an old man may
ask?"

‘It arose out of a very slmple speech

-of mine which seemed to annoy

Michoel,” answered Olive, hor checks
flushing and paling as she recalled the
afternoon’s experience. “We were sit-
ting under the trees in Kew Gardens,
and I asked him if we could possibly be
happier thun we were then?"

“Aichacl took offense becanse you
were too casily contented, and one word
followed another?” sald Unele Wake.

“Yes." Olive considered for a mo-
mont, and then ropeated all that she
«could remember o© ¢ conversation.
Afterwards o silence fell upon them
both, and the roll of wheels in the
Btrand sounded but faintly in their ears.
It was Olive who broke the pause.

“If I could only believe that this was
merely a difference of opinion, and not
a diffcronce of spirit, I should be cas-
fer,” she sald.  “But Michoel seems to
think thot my ideal life is an absurd
dream. lle cannot renlize any kind of
happiness tuat is not founded on self-
interest nlone, He cannot comprehend
any joy ontside himself. Oh, how hor-
rible it scems to say these things about
the man whom I love with all my
heart! Ilclp me, Uncle Wake, speak
kind words and comfort me!"

This was an appes! which Samuel
had not expected to hear for many a
day. lic had not known that Olive had
been rapldly galning powers of pene-

DID ROT HEAN HIS APPROACIH.
tration. He had not thought that the

books he had given her would have
done their work so soon. And how
could he .dare soothe her with false
comfort, or give her the broken reed of
a lic to lean upon? Ilow could he throw
dust in the eyes that saw Michael as he
really was, and yet prayed to be
blinded?

“Olive,” he sald, tenderly, “I am
afraid it is the fate of nearly all good
women to be somewhat disappointed in
the men they love. A man's daily
struggle with the world is almost sure
to harden him. Every true woman has
within her that eapacity for self-sacri-
fice which makes it casy for herto
comprehend the ono great sacrifice.
Like her Master, she longs to go about
among the people, and do thom good.”

“But will he never feel aa I do?” she
asked, mournfully.

*Not altogether, perhaps. Olivo, yon
must learn to love him without giving
up the best part of yourself for his
sake. You must mot pluck out your
own white wings because ho cannot
sour. If you do this, yon will noither
content him nor yourself. You will al-
ways be haun by the sense of loss,
and he will know that you are not satis-

L

She turned her eyes upon him with a
of intonse anxiety.

“How can two wnli together unleas

their spirits are one?" she said, witha

sigh.

“Bodily union and spiritual disunion
~—one sees it every day,” Samuel Wake
answered. “If you marry o man whose
thoughts are not your thoughts, nor his
WAys your ways, you must propare to
trend s difficult path, my child. Your
own heart must help yousdn the matter;
love, and the instincts of a true wife,
can muke n woman wise and strong."

s“And I love him, I do love him!" she

“Perhaps he is i1l and suffering
is moment, and 1 am not near

e
[lnhlg‘hpod humor. Edward Datters-

by had met him, and had invited him
to dinoe at a fashionable restaursnt thas
evening.

“Men are made of tougher materials
than you fancy,” Uncle Wake replied,
with o reassuring smile. “Ho looked
well enongh when I saw him. Take
my word for it, that headache was an
exouse for lll-temper. Don't be fussy
about him, my denr. Ile will find his
way back to you when tho fit is over.”

Then he brought one of the books
that were piled upon the table, and be-
goan to read o poem aloud. The versos
were well chosen, and his voice was
pleasant to her ears.  So the afternoon
glided into cvoning, snd when Mrs,
Walke ecame home, more pensive and
shadowy than ever after her visit to
Jessie, Olive waa able to meet her with
cheerfulness. It was hard to sce Mich-
ncl's vacant place ot the supper table;
but Uncle Wake encouraged hor with
smiles, nod talked quite openly of the
absent lover.

“If he does not come in on Monday or

'| Tucsday, 1 shall go and look him up.”

he said. “Ah, Mrs. Wnke, how unrena~
sonable you used to be if I ever dared
to have a headache! It Is only women
who are allowed to be Invalids. A lover
ought to have au fron constitution.”

“You always had," his wife remarked,
*“but Michael is not made of iron, and
he looks ns if he had nerves. Perhaps
he is o littlo irritable sometimes. I
know ho has o sbhort manner, but what
is manncer when a mon is hardworking
ond steady? When I looked at our poor
Jessie to«day, 1could not help thinking
of Olive's good fortune,”

For years, cverybody had boen talke
ing to Olive about her good fortuno.
\Who was she, that such a clever young
man should have set his heart upon
her? The girl had always been hum-
ble and grateful, and she was humble
and grateful still; only o subtle change
was stenling ovor the humility and
gratitude. Sho did pot think less of
Michuel, nor was she less lowly in
mind, but she had begun to use cor-
tain faculties which had been undevel-
oped in her village home,

She had learned lately that there aro
certain ospirations which cannot be
stifled, even at love's command, with-
out self-degradation. Truly he who
findeth his life in this world only, shall
lose it; the worship of things that per-
{sh in the using destroys all spiritual
life in the worshiper. Olive had found
out this truth,

When sho lay down to rest that night
she fell into a peaceful sleep, and
dreamed of thoe old downs and ficlds of
her childhood. Michael was roaming
with her through those calm meadows,
rich with the purple and gold of sum-
mer. He was once more the younger
nnd simpler Michoel of the past; they
were happy in the old-fashioned way of
rustic lovers. Then Jane and Aaren
joined them, and they followed the
course of the rivulet through'tho grass,
and loughed for very gladness of heart.

She awoke suddenly in the Tight of p
London day, with that dream-laughter
ringing in herears  And then all the
bitterness of yestenday came back llke
a flood, and she remembered that she
and Michael had driftod apart.

But downstairs there was the
day life awaliting her, full of its whole-
some work and cheerfulness. And
there was o note from Michael, ad-
dressed to herself, and written late on
Bunday night:

“Dearest Olive” (It ran), *“Do not
wonder at my absonce for a few days.
I hope to bring you good news when 1
como. My'head is better.

“Yours ns gver, M. C®

CHAPTER X.

“HOW THE OLD, OLD TIRS ARE LOOSENED,"

Olive lived cheerfully on thot Lrief
note all through the weck., Michael
had forgiven her, and the world was
bright again.

He came to sce hor on Sunday after-
noon, but the visit was short. Edward
Battorsby had claimed bim for the
evening. All his dreams were about to

be reslized, success within his
und Olive listened to his explana-
tions with wonder and delight. There

waa no doubt as to the working of his
new plan; it had already 'béon - 4ested.
with the most nﬂa!um results,
+was to have a longer fuller
Mcanwhile Edward tersby was
overwhelming him with tokena of
good will. Everyone in the works was
aware of his exaltation; he 'was to ro-
ccive more substantial rewards ' later
on, but even now he waa recognized na
a person of the highest importance.

“What does Aaron say to all this?™
asked Olive, when Michael pansed to
take breath. *I wish he would eome
and see me," M h

Michael frowned impationtly.

“Why do you think of Aaron?" he
said; “he was ol & gloomy fool
who could not help himself, and lately
he has been insufferahle,

“Heo Is wonhappy, Michael,” Her face
was troubled. *¥You sce, he has long
been wanting to make a howme for
Jane, and when they lowered his wages
he lost heart. DBut now that your suc-
cess is assured, dear, you will be kind
to him?"

“Kind to him!" Michael repeated
sngrily. *I shall be heartlly glad to
sooe the last of him, and hear the last of
his maundering talk about old times."

“But he was our early friend,” she

said sadly, “‘and there {s poor Jane to |

_ m “Dear, you have*
“1 don't know why I should : sald. .-

Jane,” returncd Michael loftily. *She|
certainly has no claim on me. MI&L

be considered.”

is nlways the case, whon a man sucoeods
in life, all his old acquaintances hang
round his neck like millstones. He is
not allowed toenjoy the fruits of his
own toll alone.”

“Dear Michaell” her hand softly
touched his. ‘“Ought one to enjoy the
fruits of one's toil alone?"

“You aron most extraordinary girl,
Olive," he sald, in the indulgent tone
she knew so well “You nover lose o
chance of saying something sentimental
—gomething taken from one of your
fovorite bools! But never mind, I will
not let anything wmar our pleasure to
day. You are free to talk to your uncle,

ﬂ .OD

"H!E?:;L‘L has had little enough of his
own to be glad of,” remarked Michael,
with a contemptuous laugh, , “What
will ho say wher he has to part with
you, Olive? onn se@ that you
are the light of this house; bit 1 can’t
lend my illuminator to otha® people
much longer, And Iwish you would
give up that wretched flower business,
little woman.™

“Don't nsk me to give it up, just yet,"
she said, in a sweet volce of entreaty.
“Plense don't. I will promise to be
var_; good and obediont by and by."

“1 suppose 1 must be contented with
that promise,” ho answered, affably,
“but I am glad yon keep well out of
sight at that flower shop. I don't want
my wife's face to be known to the pub-

AHE SCARCELY NOTICED MIM.

lie yet. Do you know, child, I intend
that you shall create & sensatlon? Yon
will be a noted beauty one of these
dnys, if yon take care of yourself and
do aa I tell you."”

A richer bloom rose to the soft cheek,
but the lipa quivered as if with pain.

“I should hate notoriety,” she said,

proudly.

“*Nonsense! you won't hato anything
in your new life,"” ha roplied, kissing
her. *“ft will bo a life of charming
dreases and jowels; what cag.s woman
desire more?”

*Oh, I shall want much more than
that,” she answered, looking frankly
up st him with clear eyes. »

But he only laughed, and svent his
way.

More days woent and came, and he
dld not come, but frequent notes made
amenda for his ubsence. Olive went
about her daily businesa with the light-
est of hofrts and the brightest of Tuces.
Unecle Wake rejolced with her in her
joy, nnd Aunt Wako talked of mothing
but weddings and bridal array. Bome-
times swhen Olive looked back to the
Sunday afternoon in Kow Ggrdens, it
seemed very dim and for t. She
could hardly recognise hers@l! in tho
girl who had sat under the es and
had been so passionately ble that

her to the gardens ho had
time enough to She ®ust have
becn in a foolish mood w were
there last, or his he perhaps,

lous.

were so affectionste and kind that her
doubts were all beginning to diseppear.
He had been hardened, absorbed; every
nervo had been strained in his long
struggle, but now that the ‘end was
gained there would be peace. Yes,
and leisure for thoughts of ethers and

good deeds and gentlo words
The one cloud in her bright sky was
Aaron. Bhe had written to him once or
twice but there was no , and he
never fulfilled his promise o to
see ber again. Jano was beginning to
despuir, but Olive still wroté to her In
not to

should be helped out-of the slough of
despond.
: was. 80 busy. with . her

and have drawn her own conclusions,
BuAt Oll:. was under a potent apoll.

t last, when the dnp wore sul
und still ond London "was empl.yinu:'
fast, Michael came $0 mee her again.
Ile came, us he bad been wont to do, on
o Sunday afterhoon and found Ollve in
the parlor upstairs. At the sight of
him the Wokes, husband and wite, dis-
creotly vanished. And thoy sald to
each other in confidence that they had
nover seeu him laock so worn and

strange. Olive, waa struck with
this “‘strangoncsa’ met him with
an anxioty that her 193; .

entiroly,” he said, “if it had not hoen
for the soa breezes, The Battersbys nre
at Bouth sea, and I have been running
‘down to see them.” ]

“Then you are guite Intimate with
them now, Michael? Are they nice
people? Is Mms, Dattersby o good,
motherly woman? = Are there any
daughters? Oh, I am so glad they are
a:’iag to be kind to us!" cried poor

mﬁwl‘lhiwl?urpolﬂuown” ;:hhﬂdnrlluag.d -
or face tened in an jnstant. uneasy loo mm
“Deoar Uncle Wake,” she said, “he is | face. ' e

r.iwann .lulbhm m‘.

My doar girl, you should nof Ry
ioto raptures om small oceasions,” he
remarked, coldly. “low Is one to an-
awer such o string of questiona? First
of all, there is no Mru‘qllnl.l(‘rﬂ!y. And,
o8 Mr. Dattorshy Is a feeble old man
whose mind is falling, I cnnnot get vory
intimato with him.”

“Oh," said Olive in o disappointed
tone: “oud there is no daughter?”

“*Well, yes, there Is o daughtor.” [le
admitted the fact with a curious relue-
tance. “Hut she Is » good deal older
than you are; and—and you would not
find hor a sympathetic person, 1think.”

“Then she is not nice, s she? Olive
asked,

1 really don't know what you mean
by ‘niee:’ it is o woman's word."

Michael tried to smile naturally, and
only produced a strange contortion of
the lips.

“But if people are not sympathetio
they can’t be nice,” persisted Olive un-
wisely. “You think her horrid, and

‘don’t like to say so."

He flushed angrily.

“I have never thonght aunything so
preposterons,” he sald. 1 only meant
that Miss Battersby was calm nnd sen-
gible, and not given to romantic dream-
m"l

The speech was spoken ig n tone that
poined Olive deeply.  She strovo to lalk
on as if nothing had hurt hor, but she
wng not nble to pretend o cheerfuiness
that she did not feel.  Michael had not
salda word nbout their future plansg
he did not tell her that jshe must soon
eomo to a new home. Je talked in a
vague way of changes at the works, and
of old Mr, Battersby's uncertain life,

d sodd that Edward Dattersby huted

ble and business. And then he
sudden t up to go, and gave her a
oold ‘kiss"at parting.

“When shall [ see you again, Mich-
aal?" she naked.

“I don't know. I wishl could fix a
day for coming," he amswored; *but
Edward is always wanting me, and I
am so worrled and hurried that there is
searcely time to think. However, |
will write if 1 do not come."

When he had gone, Olive went nway
to hor littlo room and sat down by the
bed in vtter bewilderment. The per-
son that she loved, her promised hus-

band, of whom she had thought
hour after hour, what had be-
come of him? It was not

the old Michael who had just left her,
but some one with a different manner
and a cold heart. Suceess had come,
that suceess which had been so longed
for, and wns this all that it had brought?
The window was left open, but the hot
London air that eame in did not cool
her Lurning temples. Oh, to be ot
Eastmoen now, and feel tha breéeze
blowing fresh from the old hills,

Uncle Walte did not like the uspect
of affairs, and saw that Olive was look-
ing palo and sad. [e sent her to church

with his wife, and meditated over the | ery

state of things without deciding on
what was best to be done.
to him that Michael was disposed to
draw back; but if it were so, Bamuel
was not 8 man to drag him forward.
Better that this rare flower should
wither on its stalk, than that an unwil-
ling’ hand should be forced to gather it.
[ro nr coxTiNUED. |

Writing to the King,

At.Szanad, in Hungary, lives a poor
peasant farmer named Pero Batl. The
destruction of tho crops and loss of eat-
tle had plunged him Into difficulties.
One sleepless night he concelved n novel
iden and rose early the next morning
and carried it out. This idea took the
form of the following epistle: *To the
Most Honorable and Well-born Herr
King: My cow s dead—with great re-
spect I submit this—and my noble farm
produce haa been struck down with
hallstones. The wicked ‘man in posses-
slon’ plagues me sorely, though he ls my
brother-in-law's godfather. There ia
no living soul in Szanad thatcan lend
me o kreuzster, no ono in
Szonad hus a kreutzer. If my lond
would lend me a couple of gulden-—for
which he hos no immediate need—I
would pay him back with Intercst when
:L.mxt year's kukuruz erop (malze) is
I trust that good health may
waft upon my good king and his ex-
alted house and his dear family. Oh,
that I could kiss the tty hands of
our high-born lady-queen! All happi-
ness to your king’s majesty. Truly,
yours, Pero Batl." This letter was duly
dispatched, and a messenger was sent
to ascertain the truth of Bati's state-
ment. This proving correct, the two
gulden (about three shillings), which
the emperor was ‘‘not in immediate need
of,” was placed at Pero Bati's disposal,

=—JLondon Dally News.

Making o Spool of Threed.

“To make a spool of thread," says a
menufacturer, **is a complicated proe-
ess. Only the very bost Sea island
cotton can be used for this purpose.
The cotton is taken in the raw state
and torn all to pieces by o machine
called “a ‘breaker,' It then goes
through several other machines by
which it is carefully combed and froed
from Impuritics,. A machine called o
‘slipper’ then takes it up and twists it
out into white yarn. This s careful-
ly combed ngain, and it is then
tdken into another department, where
several amall strands of this yorn are
twisted into one fine one. {'bm of
these are then twisted together and you
then have slx-cord thread, which, after
it is bloached, is ready for the market.
Another interesting thing is the pum-

pallor bering of the thread. DLvery lady

knows the size of thread that she re-
quires for doing o eertain piece of work
but very few of them know how it came
to be so numbered. You see, when
ecotton thread was first made elght hun-
dred and forty yards of it weighed one
pound. This was called nnmbarom.!
and if a pound contained just twice
this number of yards i» was called nume
ber two, and so on."—Chicago Times

Pleasant Proapeet.
Little boy pulls a reveicr in a saloon
by the coat tails.
“What do you want, Tommy?"
“Come home,

1t scemed | graphed

pa. Ma has been wals- |

BOB FORD KILLED.,

The Assamin of Jesse James Niain of
Creede, Col,, hy n Deputy Sherlff.

Caerok, Col, June 0.—Bob Ford s
déad-—alaln  withont warning as he
nlew Jesse James.  Deputy Sherift
Watt Kelly shot him yesterday in his
own dance hall.

Ford, notorlons over all the land as
the killer of the most notorions bandis
of the eentuey, had been in this place
almost ever since Creede eamp began,
He came with that influx of killers and
bad men that always comes to the west-
ern town that begins to boom and to
be talked about.  He rocently opened a
dance hinll of the regulation type, and
on the strength of having shot Josse
James through the back of the head,

posed much us one of the worst of lad
men,
Last Pebruary in Pueblo Ford gquar

reled with Deputy Kelly, who is a kill-

er and » bad man himsell. 1t was over
# woman, this quarrel. The two had
hated ench other ever sinee.  Yesterday

afternoon Kelly was to be seon lonng-
ing in the doorway of Ford's dance hall,
A man, whom no one has seen sines,
approached and slipped a short double-
barreled shot-gun into his hands,

Thus armed Kelly stepped into the
danee ball.  “Bob!™ he sald, holding his
weapon rendy for action.

Ford was standing with his back to
Kelly searcely five feet away,
tarned and a8 he saw who had enlled
him his hand went for his six-shooter.
But he had no chance on eéarth.  Kelly
had simply to raise his shotgup and led
itgo. Ford's hand never reached his
revolver.

The shotgun, heavily loaded with
buckshot, did frightful work at so
short a range. The whole chargo
struck full in Ford's neck, tearing nway
wind pipe and jugular. The man died
instantly.

Kelly walked quiectly through the
crowd that gathered and gave himself
into the custaxdy of the sheriff. Last
night he would not talk about his dead-
ly work. !

THE ALLIANCE CHIEF DYING.

« Ts Polk Sald to Be Dangerously 111 In
Washington,

Wasmixoron, June 8.—Col. L. L.
Carolina, president of
the National Farme
ers’ Alllanoce, is dan-
gerously 111 at his
resldence In  this
city, Mr, Polk has
been 111 for about
-, ten days, suffering
V-, from hemorrhage of

A\ the bladder, cnused
wa probably by s to-
. nor. This han

W enused blood pols-
oning, and It is now
thought there Is no
hope for his wecov-

T L. POLK.
. His son-in-law, Mr. Denmark, Is
with him, and Mrs. Polk has been tele-
for. A report was current last
night that Col. Polk was dead, but it
was afterward denled, !

FIVE MILLION POUNDS.

Fallare of the Oriental Bank of London
for Thet Amount,

Loxpoy, June 9.—It was rumored
that alarge castern bank was in dif-
fioulty nnd that heavy claims against
the bunk were ponding. A rumor was
also current on the street that, the
Oriental benk was bolng assisted by
other banks. The distressed bank, the

from the Bank of England and decided
| to suspend. It has a capital of $10,000,-
000 and nasets and liabilities amount-
ing to 45,000,000,

The directors recommend the deposit-
ors to withdraw only 20 per cent, of
thelr deposits in order to allow the suc-
cesaful reconstruction of the bank.

The w nslon is largely due to the
depreciation in the value of silver, to
the consequent incressing distiust in
Great Britain of Investments in the
east, coupled with the unprecedented
condition of trade in China, Jepan and
Australis, and losses inewrred throngh
the hurricane at Mauritua .

The report concludes with the state,
ment that steps will be taken toprotect

the asseta of the bank. ‘b
The immediate liabilities are belloved
to amount to £8,500,000.

POWDER MILL EXPLOSION,

A ¥atal One Which Oocurred Twealy Miles'
¥From Cinclanatl

Cinoisxari, June %.—An explosion
occurred at King's powder mill, twenty
miles from here. During the severe
storm the machines in the cartridge
house exploded and Archle Grubbs,
oged 20, living at Morrow, 0O,
was instantly killed by a plece
of iron belng driven through
his head. Joshua Clootte had  his
leg broken and back injured; Louls
Ludcke, arm and face badly hurt; Miss
Bettle Horner, prostrated by the
shock; Edward D. Bory, face cut and’
head brulsed. Several others were
alightly injured. A bolt of lightuing
struck one of the powder hoppers on

wire to the eartridge machines. The
factory Is & total wreck.

A Denial from Mr, Hialne,
New Yonk, June 9.—The World to-
publishes the following:
To the Editor of the World:

BostoN, Wednesday Evening, Juno 8.—Will
you please smtate in your colummne that It is ut-
terly false that I or sny one for me, or in my
name, ever pald or offered 1o pay Mary Nevins
Biaine, or sny one for her, one eont or any other
sum for anv latters she holds. I have never
beard of the subject directly or indirectly ex-
oept in the newspapers. Hespeoifully.

Internstional Exhiblitors.

New Yorx, June §.—A meeting of in-
ternational exhibitors was held here to-
day, and it was agreed to sppoint sn
agent resldent in Chioago to nt
exhibitors from this city in the mutter
of allotting space for exhibits at the
world's fair.

Valushle Turquolse Deposits Foand.

Puaxix, Ariz., June 9.—Large deposita
of turquolse have been discovered near
this city, and fine specimens have been
sent to Sen Francisco und other pointa
for testing. These stones have buen

mined and worked by the Indians for &

ing with the poker for you for the last
two hours."—Texas Biftings.

long time,

Heo |

new Oriental, was refused asslstance |

the top floor and ran down mn electric |’

- *m.._--

The Bodies'of Mady 8 the Victims s
;Hlmln and Oll Uity May Never Ne
o

O Ciryy Pay June 8.-—<Yesterday
morning broke clondless and the sune
shine helped to dispel the floom over
hanging the valley. With daylight the
searching parties ware again at work
sceking for the remains of the victims
of the great ealamiity Sunday.

Mayor Hunt has issued w» proclamas
tion calling on all &torekeepers, manu-
facturers, bankers and business men to
elose their establishmenta so that all
may engage in the work necessary to
recovery from the present condition of
the elty.

That many of the victims of the flood
will never be found Is certain. The
awift current has carrled mauy away,
the flames have made elnders of others
and the crumbling banks of the creck
have made their graves,

The list of the dead na published does
not give an adequate ides of the loss of
life.. In the portion of the eity which
suffered the greatest damage there lived
hundreds nrfmlwn laborers whosa
nnmes nre nnknown and who never will
be found. In the same section there
were numerous children snd of the
great number only ten have been fonnd.
‘The problem is, where areall the rest?
Those who are soquainted with this
section of the city say that na.m have

rished who will never be rd of.

hese same continue’ to edtifnato the
loss at 150 and others losist i o com-
plete record could be had the nwful list
would réach g00, % 10 0

. Yesterdpy the fune
ty-two bodies of the

rites over twen=
ctims of the fire

| and flood were hold sand never were sad-

der or more improsaive scenes witnensed.
Up to noon the relief committee had
recelved 05,000, making a togal so far of
about §15,000. There are no young
childyen left mf:nl. children
were the ones which must have quickly
succumbed to the flood and fire, and not
s cane of & destitute orphan ¢hild has
yot been reported. As & ryle death
came to the entire family, if not, the
fathers, mothers und older 'children
were the survivors
1% apein 1064 MACHY aaf couted grons
re again Inat n snd ca
exeltement. Some of the more tm

mm.rndzh‘l.h leat there
should be snother ¢

3 n, but thig
trouble is not antle ted “by those
famillar with the place. </,

AT TITURVILLE.

Tirvsavinig, Pa, June
oner's jury yeaterdsy mi
trip over the
were loat In Baturday’'s awful disaster,
pleking ap ma?.m which may be
of service %o them ‘when they come to
examine into this L7

The total smount money sub-
seribed so far Is $11,720, buf it will take
more than » dosen times that sum to do
much praatical good, -

farm caught

L ]

It was reported late list gvening that
ten bodies had i fnnn
farm, seyen miles but the
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{ldven are m
aoeldent. | 4 pim g

THE: ELECTION IN OREGON.
Congressmen, State Oflears aud the Legie

: Socured by the |

AXND, Ore., June 8.—The fimt

fight in the politieal struggle of 15909
‘was held lam'mm when &

First  congressional ' district, la
elocted  to by 8,500
g . Ellla, republiean is elected
the Beeond district by about 4,000
plurality. Moore, s e
supreme judge by at least 6,000 plurali-
ty. For attorns count is
vot completed and it is still in doubt.
The republicans control
of the legislature. Gl
The Freaks of

Lightaing.
SrrixweLn, JIL, Juns §—Wm B

Weaver, & farmer who lived near Will-
iamaville, this' county, was instantly
killed by lightning “the storm

afterpoon while og from

| Henee the eftort om the
! vative men of both reces to come to
| anderstanding.
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