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.| mtswisdom, my bay, toforget.
. When the frowns you meet dally @isperse all your

And your nerve s inclined to cry quits;
Whea you fall & soft victim to cogustry’s wilss,
. And are nearly bereft of your
-2 When your down o8 your luck and the devil's to

-Junb good grip ca your collar J
. 'l?:hh.whr.bﬂll&“
When a long cherisbed project s knocked ia the
- u.

- you're lefy sadly “holding the bag;
vt-‘u-u-n:'ﬂ&m- fn fta stend
% n-a:n-' ta :dstlnhﬁ..hl.

| e Kor & sip of sweet solace to get;

Whea you feel all alons in & big bustling crowd,
It is wisdom, sy boy, to forget.

m:.n-nlt.‘rmmn
o calamities trafling along,
Agllllh'uhuhld chenr o the strain
That Gismally to your song;
m&nhhzm_ﬂ--l“
Asd your soul is consumed with regret;
Whes you're tempted to lapse from the man %0
B?M“ boy, to forget.

my boy, ia

FARMER JOHN.

Old John Sanbourn—*Farmer John™
his neighbors called him—was a very
energetic and successful farmer in the
great wooded beit of central Wisconsin.

The heavy timber of nearly two hun-

- dred acres had melted before his brawny

“arm, and months ata time the ring of

his heavy ax had accompanied the sun

firom its rising to its going down. Great

farm buildings had risen slowly by the

rude sheds which were first called home,

and droves of sheep and cattle fed where

the one cow and unbroken steers first
found pasture.

Farmer John had fairly met all the dis-

couragements usual in pioneer life, and,

_ aided only by his equally energetic wife,

had honestly acquired a competence.

That he was an honorable neighbor and

. = fair dealer none could deny, but some-

how, as the years passed and the farm

was improved, there had grown up to-

ward him on the part of his neighbors a

. - feeling of distrust and aversion.
e As a rule, they called him honest but
: . %close.” Some of them thought him

" selfish. “The almighty dollar'sall he'’s

* . .7 .  after,” was the often repeated remark of
. . - uncharitable neighbors, who, less thrifty
> 1 and industrious than he, found it hard
- to feed their large families, much less
socumulate stock buildings and machin-

almost to the verge of
nakedness and starvation. A habit of
closeness was thus formed which time
did not diminish, and which grew in the
eyes of his neighbors into a fault of the
most dimensions.

One little grave had been made during
these troubled years, and another trouble
which we shall presently mention had
contributed to leave the old man as we
find him — overworked, morcee and

and bhave little to do with, Farmer
John had saved and worked till he

thought of nothing but saving and work-

bright little Helen, it surprised no one to
hear that his father had told him to stop
. going there, or to leave the farm.

ey Will was deeply attached to the old
place and had worked faithfully every
day since he was big emough to pile
So one morning, when the old
man found the breakfast a littla Iate and
Will's mother trying to hide the tears
when she called him, he was not pre-
pared to hear that he had gone—gone no
. * - onelknew where

$ . _ ° Although in his beart the father felt as
. badly as any one, he was still inexorable
and declared that no boy of his should
marry a beggar—no, not if he never saw
him again. So Will went away,and the
sutumn and winter came and went, and
the sprinz’s work was upon them, with
all the extra labor Will's absence en-
. tailed.
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which, impatient to go, was still fed at
( e the barn.
. Farmer John had come up in the mid-
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Here he stopped a
breath; then went on: “P'raps tain’t jist
the thing ter go pokin' down there thout
bein’ asked, after all's been said; but
then I'll go, yes, I will”™ They can’t
more'n tell me to leave.”

Here the old man hurried out of the
door, and casting ' a side at the

one I'd trade her for,” and on he
up the cool back stepe into the
kitchen.

un‘r’r

*“Yes, John!” came from the cellar-

“What did you want, John?" ghe asked,
placing the future dinner on the table
and resting her hands on the sides of the

pan.

“0Oh, nothin’. Only wanted to know
where yo was, kinder;” and then, seeing
the worn lovk on the once handsome
face, added:

“Ain't ye pretty tired, Mary?"
“Well, no, not more than usual, but
somehow, John, 'm always tired mow-
adays.”

“Well, Mary, yo look tired, that's sar-

tin; but I"— Here the old man found it
hard to for visions of the Mary
in the and the Mary now, of the

little Will and the Will of today, came

goin’ ter turn over a new Jeaf, Mary,
an'—an’ Will, Will didn't do so very bad,

the wa;, went on a little, then stopped
amjin,

“Wonder f I'd better? Can't hear
from Will °f I don’t, that's sartin.” Then
aﬂu’smmgnt‘l *Yes, I'll go—

and gazed earnestly at the old man.
Well, Wilson, how 'bout that forty
acres—want it yet?’

*“Want it? 1 supposed you knew I

use? [ can't pay all down, and you
can, so of course you'll get it.”
“*Well, 1 do’ know "bout that, Wilson.
It would square out your sixty, and
make ye an even hundred. Ye oughter

have it, an’ can for all me. TI've got two
hundred now—an’ it's goin’ ter kill me
an’ all the rest of ’em ter run that. An’
‘bout the money—ef ye aint got nuff
why [ have, an’ jist's soon let ye have
two or three hundred for a year orso's
not. I'm somethin’ of a hurry, Wilson,
but mind, I mean what I say. Good
mornin’.”

“Good morning,” repeated the aston-
ished Wilson, as with open mouth he
looked after the retreating figure of the
farmer.

*“What under the sun’s got into him—
can it really be the old man?” he thought

wanted it badly enough. But what'sthe | i
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off the kitchen to the narrow bed in the

old orchard, but only for a year or so,
and now it was never dona.

can we sav whether it was this or thede-
sire to say something in the right

that caused him at the close of the bless-
ing to astonish his hostess with a very
hearty amen.

Of course Mrs. Baldwin and her daugh-
ter were as to the object of the
old man’s visit. Mra. Baldwin thought
possibly it was some matter of business,
but his evident embarrassment about in-

Sanbourn, feared his visit boded no good
for the absent boy.

But they had not long o wait.

*1 do’ know but I might jis’ 's soon tell
ye what I come for first as last. "Taint
no t job, I know, but 1 felt s
though I didn’t do jist 1ight toward ye
in the matter 'bout Will, an’ 1 want to

This was not exactly what he had
meant to say, butit wasall he could say,
and it had to do.

Mrs. Baldwin, greatly astonished, man-
aged to say that there was nothing for
him to be ashamed of. They always be-
lieved he did what he thought would be
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queer
in the course of a twelvemonth!
one word, told of by a friend, which is

_mew. To this friend a woman,

been sentenced to ten years’ penal servi-
tade for burglary in the suburbs of Paris,
is the author of a work called “The
Manual of the Perfect Burglar.” No

4]

place was changed from the warm room | south,

You say that
And you ask in retars for my owa;

You speak of « fature without pais or crom,

n‘-u-ﬂo-:ﬁ!-lbq

B waskd Sk deonies o, werld met Sappebis
bh\d--wm boraight i

1 do mot distrust you, sor doubt cas swesi werd,
Of the beastiful things you have sald;

But I think it were batter to Bve far apart,
Thans to ses thess fair bopes dead.

For wedlock, you know, is a trial of faith,
Where love mabes each chadow seam Ngha,

Bo doa't think me crusl or cold when I say,
Oh, don't ask an asswer to-aight!

FTaaach i bremics my boars the 40

For 1I'd rather go
Thaa to walk & mistake by your

You sse, | but caution, and ask you to walk,
Until we both know what s right;

And doa't think me heartiess, though still | re

ﬂ.’:"tﬂ--ww

Oh, doa't ask an answer to-night!

HNay, don't ask an answer to-night!

Just wait till you're sure my bears is secure,

And don't ask an answer to-night.
—Mary E Buell ia Inter Ocesa

TRAIN NO 5.

I am an “old railroader.” and I think.
in view of the fact that it is almost forty
years gsince 1 did my first day’s work on
the iron horse, my claim tothat
is & good one. I am a “prominent
official” now, and am permitted to trans-
act most of my business ina
furnished office the broad
and busy street of a large western city.

Quﬁotmqumdyokl::“m

“Now, Mr. Rennie,” one will say,
“we all know that you are an old stager.

Your record is public property. You
hwetnveledenumdmm.nd

cannot relate a true story that will be
wonderful enough for The Rangtown
Trumpet.”

There is, however, one incident which
came under my notice some
years ago, that I have never yet related
to the reportersor to my more private
friends—an incident which, to the best
of my knowledge and belief, did not find
its way into the newrpapers at the time
of its occurrence.

In the year 1870 I was thesuperintend-

ent of motive power on the thir! * .ision
of the Chicago and Arizona -vad.
My duties consisted of supervis:..; the

“Well,” I replied (with a grim
I suspect), “that is not what
on this division of the C.

“Because, sir, I want a job. I
to be a railroad man, anyhow, and want
to be an engineer if possible. Can I go
to work in the

I langhed, but John Bolton the
boy good humoredly on the back as he
said:

“Good for you, my son.”

*“Indeed, sir,” continued the boy, who
was evidently very much in earnest, *1
know a good deal about machinery and
locomotives—just try me.”

I1did ask him a few about
the construction of an engine, and the
boy actually gave me wonderfully intel-
ligent answers.

*“You go to school for another year or
two, and grow up a few more inches,
my boy. . Then if you come to me I will
put you to work in the shops.”

is face clouded as I spoke, and he of-
fered a last word in his own behalf:

“J know I'm small sir, but¢ I'm older
than I look. I'll scon be 15, and I'm quite

strong.

“Oh, give the boy a show, Rennie,”
said Bolton, in his slow, good natured
drawl “Hell pan outall right.”

“Well," I said, relenting, “‘what is
your name?”

*Charled Stockwell, sir.”

“Then, Stockwell, I will give you the
first vacant apprentice job.”

The lad thanked me joyously enocugh,
but I noticed that he grasped burly John
Bolton's hand and thanked him twice

over.

Three weeks later [ put young Stock-
well to work in the locomotive repair
shop.

L - e L J L ] L

Six monfhs passed away, and in
the autumn a bitter quarrel was in
progress between the Chicago and Ari-
zona Railroad company and its employes,
chiefly the engineers. At the same time
the engineers being for the most purt a
highly intelligent and sensible body of

wen. no serious trouble had thus far
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the fireman was closing the door of the
furnace, which he had just filled up with
coal; both were preparing to desert the

No. b with'its living freight to dash on-
wanrd to destruction.

But quick asa flash the boy hustied
over the coal laden tender, down into the
cab and took his stand on the plate with
the coolness and nerve of a veteran. Yet
though his head waslevel his young blood
flowed fast and Charlie Btockwell was a
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enough,
but I want something elect in quality.”
And the salesman told her that the firm

had decided tostop them becanse
there was no call for s and, as sooD
as she was confessed his fib to one

of the girls at the counter, and asked
what “elect” meant. The girl reads Har-
per's Magazine and The Editor’s Study,
and she told him, and the two are won-
dering whether i would not be well to

put up a sign, “Elect Gloves. Great Bar- | i

" Why not? And why should not
the butcher announce ““Sausages. Very
" and the clothing dealer “Oves-
coats, §8; Elect Lot”"—Boston Transcript.

H;

till now how much of
Rachel's superiority was purely intel-
lectual ; how eminently this power

t household remedies.
gm;dm Three for $2.50.

“The peeriess empire of form and color
ia found in Colorado,” says a great artist.

nnntndluhﬁ-n the base of Gray’s
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glibly when so many of them are pro-

foundly ignorant of the wondrous MF

ties of their native land. As a mattier of

Pacific in Colorads. There is no scen-
ery like it in the new world.

tion is more and more of a necessity; the
money making machine won’t stand the
strain without an occasional rest. The
“American Alps” of Colorado offer the
pure vital air, comfortable hotels and
the noblest scenery in the country, and
may be reached on the South Park Di-
vision of the Union Pacific Railway.

Whatever is made by the hand of man,
by the hand of man may be overturned.

The propristors of SANTA ABIE have
suthorized Dowty & Becher to refund
your money if, after giving this Califor-
nia King of Cough Cures a fair trial as
directed, it fails to give satisfaction for
the cure of Coughs, Croup, Whooping
Cough and all Throat and Lung troubles.
When the disease affects the head, and
assumes the form of Catarrh, nothing is
s0 effective as CALIFORNIA CAT-R-
CURE. These preparations are with-
i Sold

An old wise man’s shadow is better
than a young buzzard’s sword.

Moran, the great artist, despaired when
be saw the Great Shoshone Falls—it was
#o far beyond his pencil’s cunning. So
there are wonderful dreams of beanty in
the tempestuous loveliness of the grand
“American Alps” in Colorado, which are
at once the aspiration and the despair of
painter and poet. Splendid beyond
comparison is the superb scenery along
the South Park Division of the Union
Pacifio in Colorado. 6-1-5¢

Your and eoun-

thoughts close, your

“For peculiarly soft yet pemnetrating
shades of ocolor, marvelous grouping in

peeriess. The Alpine scenery along the

line of the South Park Division of the

Union Pacific in Colorado is the most

magnificent in the United States.
Money wants no followers.

The splendors of the “American Alps”
are beginning to be appreciated by our
people, and a visit to Switzerland for
gorgeous soenery is unnecessary. The
picturesque mountain resorts on the
South Park Division of the Union Pucific
in Colorado are absolutely uarivalled on
this continent.

A man’s destiny is always dark.

English Spavin Liniment removes all
hard, soft or callonsed lumpe and blem-
ishes from horses; blood spavin, curbs,
splints, sweeney, ring-bone, stifles,
sprains, all swolen throats, coughs, ete.
mgo n;dmhntﬂn'npn&
umbus. 61y

The virtue of a coward is suspicion.

Ar Absslute Cure.

The ORIGINAL ABIETINE OIN:
MENT is only put up in large two-ounce
tin boxes, and is an abgoiute cure for
old sores, burne, wounds, chapped hands
and all kinds of skin eruptions. Will
positively cure all kinds of piles. Aak for
the ORIGINAL ABITINE OINTMENT

Sold m‘&mus ts

The great

GOLD DUST
Is a “mascot,”” and will please you.

clean house;

to try it.

is used in place of soap, and it will polish
from a silver spoon to a skillet, and costs you
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F'se sorry, dear Bradder, you's away 00 slow, %

L‘hmm-;ﬂ“,—‘ﬂﬂ.n“ s:;
Give it a trial when you next scrub your floor or
try it for washing dishes. “GOLDDUST”

ASK YOUrR Grocer For Gorr PusT
And he will give you a sample
b FREZ OF CHARCE. "W

Made only by N. K. Fairbank & Co., St. Louia.
P. 8. —Fairbank’s <*Fairy’’ S92 mii) muke the band~ whive,
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J N L I BAY

MADE 8y

FST
IN THE WORLD

0.AMACBETH&CO. Pi

LAMF

0
(HIMNEYS
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OF PURE COD LIVER OIL
ArP HYPOPHOSPHITES
Almost as Palatable as Milk.

So disguiscd that it can Uoll_l:
digested, and amimiiated by the
ARt e Soleratont and by Lhe come

bination of the oil with the hypephes-
'h-ll:-lb—-h-nm

Remarkablo as a Sesh prodocen.
Fersens gain rapidly whils taking M.
SCOTT B EMULSION is acknowledged
icians o be the Finest ndnedpnz
in the wozld for the reli-f and cure of
CONSUMPTION, SCROFULA,
CENERAL DEBILITY, WASTIHOQ
DISEASES, EMACIATION,
COLDS and CHROMNIC COUCHS.

The vemedy jor Consumptian, and
'aﬁyg'i?cmf;ﬁdlydm

CATARRH

EAST, WEST,
NORTH and SOUTH

—AT—

U. P. Depo“t_,ugolumbus.

ﬂ‘“ﬂ“-. 3 cta. by druggists.
T Cessampilen Surely Cured,
To rue Eviror—Please inform your
readers that I have a positive
for the above named di

EMULSIOR

| A Weekly Newspaper issued every
Wednesday. -

/32 Columns of reading matter, con-
sisting of Nebraska State News
Items, Selected Steries and
Miseellany.

E9-Sample copies sent free to any address.“WJ

. Subseription price,
$l a yoar, in Advance.
Address:
M. K. Toruez & Co.,

Columbas,
Flatte Co., Nebr

LOUIS SCHREIBER,

{PIEASING 10 TASTE —OEATRYOCQ
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ISEASESTHROAT -
~ UNAG-S .—gy; W Lig
Send for c-.-‘:uhr,zl.wb!lhazz.’- .
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DOWTY & BECHER.
"'ﬁ*bl whlhmn.'r.c“ Dave Cf‘"
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anything .
nothing

FAMILY : JOURNAL.

WASHING POWDER has commenced to move -
and it will soon be in your wash-tub. -
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