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H; C. WALL, Edlhr and Proprietor.

TO DEMOCRACY WE PIN OUR FAITH.,

$1.50 per Year in Advamee,

YVOL HIL NO. 12

WHOLE NO. 614.

(|  BURGESS NICHOLS,

WEHOLESALR AND REFAIL DEALER IN ALL KINDS OF

_Purnitura,Baddin’g,‘Mattrasses, bbairs, G,

OHARLOTTE, N. O

& FULL STOOK O

[Iheap Bedsteads, lnungas, Paror and Chamber Suls

(COFFINS OF ALL KINDS ALWAYS ON HAND,

lhﬁ“dmhmm boughl fa the Nosthern markets. FPrumpt sitentica gives o wrdem
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. MECKLENBURG
IRON WORKS,

CHARIOTTE. IN. C.

MANUFACTURES AND KEEPS IN STOCK

Bteam Engines and Boilers.

“Traction Engines.

Saw Mills with Variable Friotion Feed.

Wheat Mill Outfits.-
Oorit Mills—Portable,

3 ~ Beparators, Threshers and Horse Powens
' Reuspers, Mowers and BEakes
Steam and Water Pipes—Brass Fitings

- 'REPARS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO.

JOHN WILKES, Manager.
_ ﬁ e e { FARM AND GARDEN.
. FRANKLIN MoNEIL, i Aw HEoosomicar Woon-Hoose.—The

ATTORNEY AT LAW,
ROCKINGHAM. N. C.
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| WALTER . NEAT.

LAURINBURG, N. C.
P et tiren o ok basimens e S

TANLET TRAIVES
THL PRI LB BAPY,

Jg. W. PARKS
Dry Goods, Grooerias, oto., BO LOW thet
anm Bt Dsing. eall and sos
EYCOODA HATS,

ROOTS, SHOES, OUTLERY, MEAL,
FLOUR, MOLASSES, RACON, BHIP STUTY.
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r NOT HIS NAME

Out in Xenia, Ohio, there is a brigh!
lawyee, Thereisascore of them in fact,
but this bright perticulsr legal star is
: Heary. Warrington, I call him Henry
“Warrington because that is not his pame,
His real name sppears om the playbills
of “Youth.” Well, the Second Advent-

,

wood-housg, inclosed by the wood itself,
at very little expense, Bet fonr posts
firmly in the gronnd for the corners of
the building. Spike plates on these to
receive the rafters supporting the side

' plat P25 st

w i? e s Thoae 1oatr

feet high, Whnthnrootheom
pile np stovewood to the plates on ail
the sides, leaving an opening for a

foel for the winser can be safely stored
_away in the fall, and the stock can be
replenished at any time when neosssary.
The walls msy be nsed as a summer
supply for the cooking-stove, and re-
‘placed before snother winter, Such a
wood-house oosts but little more than
the roof..

Agaes 1v Poraro Comrvem —In the
fall of 1888 I turned over two mcres of
"“sod land, Last spring I applied a good
coating of stable dressing, and on one-
half the piece spread 100 bushels of un-
bleached ashes. We planted the pota-
foes in drills, nsing s libaral amount of
superphosphate in the hill, where we
placed one whole potato, the seed being

vigorons growth and we locked for a

| bountifal crop, which we had; but they |

were the roughest and the most scurvy
|ot of potatoes I ever raised, and it was
the ashes that did if, for we planted a
few rows without ashes, otherwise
dressed the same, and we harvested a
fine crop of table potatoes, - KayMonD,

PresaeviNe PoraToEs Dunine Win-
TER,—A crop of a hundred bushels of
potatoes was put in the cellar in Bep-
tember, An offensive odor seemed to
arise from them, which pervaded the
house, althomgh the windows of the
eellar were all open and an outside door
was left standing open night and day.
Potatoes were ocoasionally fonnd in the

cay. Not wishing to remove them, one
rainy day they were carefully sorted
over and all suspicious-looking ones
were thrown out and fresh lime was
gifted over them lightly as they -were
heaped up. No further trouble fol-
lowed either from deesy or bad odors,

are ooverved again with alternate layers

Around st m.oﬁm for an Explanasion,

ho.h' yea.” 2

‘‘Haven'’t I lent you my Bnow Bhovel,
my Fiat-irons and my Coffee Mills for
these nuany years pasf 7"

“Yes, but—"

‘“But What! What on Farth oould
have Induoed you to throw omnt hints
that my Annt was my Uncle ?”

““Why, my Dear Bir, your Snow
Shovel is broken, your Flat-irons too
old to be of Further use, 4nd your
Coffee Mill will no longer grind, How
ean I Longer Neighbor with such
| & mag o

Moral: When you can't live off a
Neighbor make him sorry for it,—De-

Indiana Farmer tells how to build a |

door at the proper place. In this the

selected with care. The potatoes had a |

pile showing s strong inclination to de-

“Haven'’t I alwaysSpaken Well of you -
| and yours ?” he asked. :

ARAB LOVE SONG.

‘The love fires glitter in the sky, 1

The earth is lled with dresmy lght.
Ob, coma to me, for Tam nigh !

Oh, come $0 me, my soul's delight !
The earth is filled with dreamy light,

The night wind scatters odors sweek,
Oh, coms to me, my sonl's delight !

Lo! I am walting s$ thy feet !
'Iha:lghlwtnd,mbﬂ-ldcm'qr‘:u

It wakes the slumber-laden flowers,
Lo | I am waiting gt thy feeb—

Oh, I-nthgmhe-l'eanﬁdbow‘\nt
It wakes the slimber-ladan flowers, »

Tha nightingals breaks forth in song.
Ob, leave thy jasmine-scemtied bowers !

My hears, why tarriest tHou so long?
The nightingale breaks forth in song,

The rosea sway above the gats,
My heart, why tarriest thon go long?

When they awake wilt thon still wait?
The roses sway above thegete,

Thy sister blossoms, red and white,
When they swake wilt thou still wait ?

Ob, come to me, my soul's delight !

Syprer HeEnpEnt PrERSON.

JOHN'S DAUGHTER.

. “You will care for my child? You
will not let my little one suffer?”

My old friend and college chum, John
Harmon said this as be wrung my hand
hard, I repeatsd my promise that in
my own homenest, where there was
a nursery full of little ones, Busle Har-
mon should hold a daughter’s place.

We were standing upon the wharl
waiting for the signal that it was time
for my friend to step aboard an out-
going Oalifornia steamer, He had lost
his wife within the yesr, and soon after
was beggared by a fire that totally de-
stroyed the cotton mills in which he had
held the position of superintendent for
ten years. With his home desolats, his
purse empty, he resolved, as many a
man had done before him, to seek his
fortune in the modern El Dorado, and
dig for gold in her mines,

The only drawback to this scheme
wos the difficalty of taking his three-
yeor-old dsughter, who had been in the
care of hired nurses since her mother
died, I, who shared every thought of
John'’s mind, talked with my wife, and
found her eagerly willing to take care of

the little one,

! “I am sure I loved Mary as well as
{ you loved John,” she said, ‘‘and there

| -is no one can have astronger claim upon
the child than we have.”
Bo, sure of her cordial weloome in oux
nursery, I made John the offer of a
heme for his little one, and it was ac-
cepted as lovingly as it was offered.
Tni« care romoved, wy Telon T Rasbe 7
companied him to New York and saw
him off,

The next morning I returned home
| to find Susie aimost inconsolable, arying

| perpetually for ‘‘papa to come to Susie.”

i My wife was distracted at the failure
to comfort this childish sorrow, and onr
own three children looked on wonder-

| ingly st —

“Naughty Susie, who cried and eried,
after mamma told her to be quiet.”

Fortunately, Busie was accustomed to
ses me, to snuggle in my arms when I
talked with John, to associate me with
her father, and she allowed me to qom-
fort her. In time this violent grief wore
away, and the child became very happy
in our eare. My business, that of a
bhardware merchant, being very pros.
percus, we did not feel the additional
expense of the child’s support & burden;
and as the years wore by, she was as
dear to us as our own little ones,

But she understood always that she
was not our child, but had a dear fathe:
who loved her fondly, and was away
from her only to make a fortune for her.
As soon a8 she was old enough she had
her father's letters read to her, and he
first efforts at penmanship were letlen
to “Papa”

John wrote often for ten years, re-
counting his varying suococess, sometimet
sending momney to buy presents for Su-
sie. He was winning fortnne slowly,
not at the mines, where his health broke
down, but in the empley of a Ban Fran:
cisco merchant, and some speculations
in real estaie.

He was not a rich man, he wrote
aftor an absence of ten years, but pros-
pering, when he purposed paying us s
visit, He wrote hopefully of seeing his
child, perhaps of {.king her home with
him, setting no definjte time, but lead-
ing us to expect soon to see him. Then
his letters ceased, and ke did not come.
1 wrote again and again. Busie wrote.
No answers came to cither one or the
other, We did not know the name ol
his employer, and after nearly two yeare
more passed we sadly thought he must
be dead,

It might have seemed o many un-
natursl for Susie to grieve so deeply as
she did for a father slmost unknown to
her in reality, but she was = girl of
most sensitive feelings, with a tender,
loving heart, and we had salways kepi
her father's name before her, striving o
win him a'place in her fondest affection.
That we had sunoceeded only too well
was shown by her sorrow, when week
after week passed, and there was no
good news from QCalifornia.

‘When we had really lost all hope, it
became Susie's great pleasure to =it be-

side me and ask me again and agsin for
the stories I remembered of her father's
boyhood snd youth, his college Iifs, our
many axcursions, and, above all, of his
marriage and the gentle wite and mothar
80 early called to Lheaven.

She dearly loved those talks, and no
memories were more precions than my
description of her father's pain in part-
fog from her, and his desire to win
money in Qalifornia only for her,

Time softened Busie’s grief, and at
sighteen she was one of the sweetest,
most winning girls I ever saw, . Without
being & wonder of erndition, she was
well educated, had = fair musica) talent
and s sweet, well-onliivated She
was tall and graceful, and when she was

\ iutroduced to socisty with Joanna, oy

)

handsome, brinnette daughter, both be
came popular,
. Albert and Will,, my boys, wére olde:
thap the girls; Albert in business with
,me, and Wil at oollege, the winiex
when Joanna and Suosle made fheir
debné., . |

It would take me quite foo long to
tell of the pleasures of the young folks
during this winter, but Joanna was won
from us by a Cuban gentleman, and
Susie beoame, if possible, dearer thas
ever.

Spring had come, when one evening
Albers came into my library, where 1
was plodding over abook, having worked
busily sll day. He fussed about the
books in a nervous way, quité nunlike his
usnal quiet manner and finslly said:

“Father, you have often sald Susie it
as dear to you as ome of your own chil-
dren.”

I looked up amazed at this opening
speech,

““Wall 2"’ I asked.

“Will you make her your daughter iv
fact by giving ker to me for a wife ?”

Dear | dear! To think I had been so
blind, Susie had in truth become so
much one of our children that I was as
much astonished as if Albert had fallen
in love with Joanua,

Bat I soon found, when Susie’s blush-
ing face wes hidden upon my breast,
that she, too, had given away her heart,
and I was only too well pleased that no
stranger had won the precious gift,

In Beptember they were married, my
son and the child of our adoption, and 1
gave them & honse next cur own for a
home, having old-fashioned ideas sbout
such matters, and believing it is better
for yonng married people to live by
themselves snd assume housekeeping
cares.,

The new home was & gem of neatness
under Busie's dainty fingers, and the
spirit of perfect love kept it ever bright,
Having been brother and sister for so
many years, Albert and Busie thorongh-
]y understood each other’s dispositions
and I have never known domestio hap-
piness more perfect than theire,

Busie’s first child, pmmned for her
fatber, John Harmon, was two yeara
old, when the mail brounght me a letter
in an unknown hand from QCincinnati, 1
opened it, and upon a large sheet of
paper found written, in a scrawling, on-
even hand, three lines:

“Drax Sir: Will you come to me at
47 M—— sireet without letting Busie
know, Joux Hamxon,”

At fivst I belisved it was a hoax. John
bad written a bold, clerk-like hand, clear
as print, This was a scrawl, struggling
T over e maper, npes 0 =4 1Ma st

CRGIALSE g1 o B AT G2l

Bnt the more I pondered over the
matter the more I was inclined to obes
the summons, Bo pleading business,
saying nothing of the letter fc any ons,
1 left home by the night train for Oin-
cinnatl

No, 47 M—— street I fonnd to be a
boarding honse for the poorest classes,
and in a shabby room, half furnished, 1
found an aged, worn man, perfectly
blind, who rose to greet me, sobbing.

“Fred, I knew you would come,”

“Why, old friend,” I said, when sur.
prise and emotion wonld let me speak,

“how is this? We thought you were
dmtl

“Does Busie think so "

“Veq, We all »»ve you up.”

“Do mnot © ~ad, 1
meant Lo comg 3 te
gratify every « rt,

Do not let her know that omy a blind,
sick wreck is left for her to call father,
Tell me of her, Frod. Isshe wel? 1s
she happy ?”

*Bhe is both, John—a happy wife and
mother.”

“Married | My little Susie?”

""Married to Albert, my son, of whom
you may judge when I tell you folks say
he is his father over again.”

» *'] wonld ask no more for my okild,”
said John,

Then, in answer to my anxions ques-
tions, he told me the story of the years
of silence. He was preparing to pay us
his promised visit when a great fire
broke out in San I'rancisco, that rained
his employer for the time, and swept
away & row of buildines uninsured, in
which John had inveated all his savings,
Worst of all, in trying to save the books
of the firm,.John was injured on the
head by a falling beam, and lay for
months in a hospital. When he so far
regovered as to be dissharged, his mind
was still impaired, and he oould not per-
form the duties of clerk or superintend-
ent, while his health was too feeble for
mannal labor,

“Istruggled for daily bread alone,
Fred,” he told me, *“‘and when I re-
ceived your loving letters, and dear Su-
sie's, I would not write, hoping to send
better tidings if I waited for a turn of
fortune's wheel. It never eame, Fred. I
left Oalifornia three years ago, and came
here, where I was promised the place of
foreman in a great pork-packing house,
I saved a little money and was hoping
for better times when my heslth failed
again, and this time with it my eye-sight,
I hoped against hope, spending my sav-
ings to have the best advice, and not
until I was pronounced incurable would
I write to you. I want yon to take me
to an asylum, Fred; and, as I must be
» pauper patient, I must go to my own
town. You will take me, Fred 7"

*T will take you fo an asylam, John,”
. hn,

“And Busie? Yon will keep my ss.
oret. You will not disturb Susie’s hap-
piness ?” !

“T will not tronble Snsie’s happiness,”
£ said.

Yet an hour later I was writing to Sa-
gie, and I delayed our departure from
Cineinnati till an answer came, It was
the answer I expected from the tender,
loving heart, but I said nothing of it to
John,

Qaring tenderly for his comfort, I toek
him on his way homeward, I was even-

‘ing when we resched the railway depot
of our own town, and as we hed been

.long cramped in thecar-seats, I propost 1r

to walk home,

“Is it not $oo far off ?” J<bn asked
] thought the ssylum was a long wa
from hers,”

*sOh, the whole place is changed from
the little village you left I" I answered;
“We have a great town here now, and
your ssylam i8 not very far from here,”

He let me lead him then, willingly
enough, and we were notdong ia reach-
ing Busie’s home, She was alone in the
cheerfal sitting-room as we entered, but
obsyed my motion for silence, as I
placed John in a great arm-chair, after
removing his hat and coat. He looked
wretohedly old and worn, and hiselothes
were shabby, yet Susie's goft eyes, misty
with tears, had only love in their expres-
glon as she waited permission. 0 speak.

“John,” I said to him, “if T had found
you in a plessant home, happy and
prosperous, and I had known that Busie
was poor, sick and blind, would it have
been a kindly aet for me to hide her
misfortune from you, and passing by

your home, to have placed her in the
care of charitable strangers ?"”

“Fred., you would never have done
that I”” he said, much agitated.

““Never !” Ianswered. ‘“You are right.
Buat you, John, ask me £6 take from
Suste the happiness of knowing a father’s
love, the sweet duty of caring for a
father’s affliction.”

*No, no, Fred., I only ask you to put
no burden upon her young life, tothrow
no oloud over her happiness, I am old
and feebla; I shsll troubls no one long.,”

“And when you die, you would de-
prive ycur only child of the satisfaction
of miniscering to your wants—take from
her her father's blessing.”

He turned his sightless eyes toward
me, his whole face working oconval-
sively.

“Where is she, Fred.? You wonld
not talk so if yon did not know my
child still loves her father.”

Y am here, father,” Susie said; and
1 stole softly away, as John elasped his
child in his arms. Albert was in the
dining-room with Johnnie, and I was
chatting still with him, when I heard
John calling:

“Fred. | Fred. I”

I hurried to the rocm fto find him
struggling to rise, Surie vainly trying to
calm him,

“f want my child!” he eried, deliri-
ously, ‘“‘you promised me my child !"

I saw at & glance that the agitation of
the avening had bronght back the wan-
dering mind, of which he had told me.
Albert and I released Saeie, who left ns
quickly.

b el T frar?t I Wil 00 In0e(
guided her, for she fowufod Wi Jola
nie, and whispering him to be very good
and kiss grandpapa, she pnt him in
her father's arms. In a second his ex-
citement was gone, and he fondled the
onrly head, while Johnnie obediently
pressed his lips upou the withered
cheek, BSo, in a little time, they fell
asleep, Johnnie nestled in the feeble
arms, and the withered face drooping
upon the golden curls,. We watched
them silently, till we saw a ehadow pass
over John's face, and & change settle
thera that eomee but onoe in life,

Gently Albert lifted the sleeping child,
and carried him %o the nursery, while
Susie and I sat beside the arm-chair.

“Uncle Fred,” she whispered, ‘“Al-
bert will go for a dcotor. But may 1
waken him? Let him speak to me once
more "

Even as she spoke John opened his
eyes. All the wid'ivuk wmas zone from
them as he groped s moment till Sosie
put her hands in his. Then a heavenly
smile came npon the wasted lips, and he

said soltly, tenderly:

S*Busie, my own little child, Busis.”

And with the name on his lips John's
spirit went to seek an eternal asylum, in
which there will be no more povertiy,
pain or blindness,

‘A Wealthy Rallroad Man.

The estate of John W. Garreit
amounts to £35,000,000, says & Balti-
more letter, After he had lost his wife
there seemed to be hardly a spot for him
to look for shade and rest. Yet he turns
out to have been true to his purpose of
riches. He saved himself enormous com-
missions by keeping up a banking-house
of hig own, which his sons econtrolled.
Robert Garrett he designed to take ex-
ecutive ohsrge of his eu?e, and his
other son, Henry, who was a man of
cultivation, too, he kept at the head of
the banking-honse. In the banking-
house all the transactions of Mr. Garrett
wers oconcealed. If he had operaled
throngh any other house his seorets
would hiave leaked out. He has left
Henry Garrett, the hesd of the house
worth $10,000,000, His daughter Mary
is the richest single woman in America
—worth $12,000,000, it is believed,
Robert Garrett is worth $12,000,000 or
more. Miss Garrett is still a young wo-
man, noi, wore than twenty-six or twenty-
eight, I should think, or thereabonts.
She hae never married, snd did a good
deal of her father’s correspondence and
partionlar work. She is s woman of cal-
tivation, and rumor in Baltimore has
gaid thal she is going to marry a phy-
dcian there.

No Letter Yet

Did you ever spend the day in a coun-
try Post-Oftice? No! I sat behind a
big glass css3 with the Postmaster, and
as we sat sad chatted girlsa and boys
came trooping in, asking for letters for
“our folks.” The Postmaster was ur-
banity personified, and with a smile he
would say agsin and again and agsin,
“Nothing .to-day for yon.” “Bo you
knew that some of these children’s
parents, to a certain knowledge, haven’s
had a letter in three years? And yet
they eoms here every mail without fail
and chirp out, ‘If you please, sir, suy-
thing for our folks? And do you sup-
pose they mre dismayed, after a year's
continued daily inquiries? Not at all I”
—Kingsion Freeman.,

%)

cost which it adorns.,

DOWN IN A COAL MINE.

HOW BMNMINERS

CAN DIE BERAVELY

Ualmiy Writise Mossages te Leved Ones
while Death Crecps Upen Thea.

Bixteen years ago there was a terrible
colliery explosion in Saxony, by which a
isrge number of miners lost their lives
Of that disester an old miner in Scrap-
ton has preserved s most remarkable
reoord in a series of manuseript copies,
translated into Eoglish, of messages
written to their friends by such of the
doomed Baxon miners as were not killed
oufright by the explosion, but were pre-
served for the no less sure and more ter-
rible; death by saffocation, as the poi-
sonad gases slowly destroyed the pure
air that remained in the mine. These
messages were found in note-books and
on seraps of paper on the dead bodies of
the poor men when they were at last re-
covered. The manuscript copies of
these touching notes were made in
Oornwall by a relative of the old miner,
and were sent to him shortly after the
disaster, They are interesting outside
of their pathos, as answering the fre-
quently asked question, How do men
feel when about to die—not after being
wasted and weakened by disease, or
when the blood is heated by the strife
of battle, but when they see inevitable
death slowly but certainly approaching
them, and know that in exactly so many
minutes it will seize upon them? Do
they rage and struggle against their
fate, or do they meet it wilh calmness
and resignation? These messages show
that the poor miners awaited the com-
ing of death with singular calmuess and
resignation, Not ore word in theé whole
record reveals a feeling of bitterness
against the fate they could not avert.

There is s curious pathos in soms of
the lines scrawled by these death-be-
sieged men in the gloom of their nar-
row prison. A young man, Janetz by
name, had pinned to his coat a leaf from
a note-book. On it were written his
last worde to his sweetheart : “*Darling
Rika—My last thought was of thee
Thy name will be the last word my lips
shall speak, Farewell,”

The miner Reiche, when his body was
found, clutohed in his hand a scrap of
paper. ‘‘Dear sister,” it read, ‘‘Meyer,
in the village, owes me ten thalers, Itis
yours, 1hope my face will not be dis-
torted when they find us. I might have
been better to you. Good-by.” Reiche,
nccording to the old Seranton miner,
who seems to have the histories of all
the unfortunate Saxon miners at his
tongue’s end, was a severe man, and
thongh Tee? T8 il vhe Tene B
thought that he had not done right evi-
dently baunted him in his death hour,

The absence of all selfishness, all re-
pinings on account of themselves, is
tonchingly apparent in all the messages.
“My dear relations,” wrote the miner
Schmidt, ““while seeing death before me
I remember you. Farewell until ws
meet again in happiness.” Lying next
to young Janetz, whose message to his
swestheart is guoted above, 8 miner
named Moretz was found. On a paper
in his cap was written: “Janetz has just
died. Reiche is dying snd says, ‘Tell
my family I leave them with God.’
Farewell, dear wife, TFarewell, dear
children, May God keep yow.” The
miners who died by suffocation had evi-
dently been driven from omne place o.
refoge to another, according to the fol-
lowing, found in the note book of a
miner named Bahr: *“This is the Jast placo
where we have taken refuge., I have
given up &ll hope, hecanse #ns-ventiln-
tion has been destroyed in thrge separate
plaoces. May God take mysell and rela-
tives, and dear friends who must die
with me, a8 well as our families, under
His protection.”

¢#Dear wife,” writes Moller, “take
good care of Mary. In a book in the
bedroom you will find & thaler, Fare-
well, dear mother, till we meet agsain.”
Mary was the miner’s only child, who
was blind,

A miner named Jahne or Jachn wrote
to his brother, who was a miner, but
had been unable to work that day:
“Thank God for his goodness, brother
You are safe,”

“No more toil in darkness,” wrote
another,

The uniform epirit of piety that
marked all the messages of the dying
men was exple"yed by the custodian of
these tomching records, He said the
miners of Baxony sre all reared in &
strict religions school, and that on enter-
ing the mines they sall petition Heaven
for proteetion through the day, and on
leaving the mines retore thanks to God
for gusrding them and bringing thenr
safely through the dangers of their toil.

“T never read the simple messages of
those poor men withont moistened gyes,”
paid the old miner, and his eyes were
certainly more than moist as he spoke.
“T can picture to myself the scene of the
rongh-handed but soft-hearted men,
spending their last moments not in wild
ariea for mercy and screams of remorse,
nor in repinings against their cruel {ate,
vut in sending these farewell messages
to their loved ones, who were even then
bewniling them as dead. While my
hesrt bleeds over the picture, T thank
God that, humble miners though they
were, they showed the world how bravely
and nobly they ecould dia,”

Every Dav.—Aun old broken-down
gambler of Paris may be seen daily
promenading in the shabbiest attire,
with a magnificent white camelia in his
button-hole. Bome years ago he won a
great deal of mopey and detarmined to
make sure that he ehonld always besup-
plied with his favorite fowzr. He there-
foroe paid a large sum in cash to his
florist who agreed to supply him with
s white camelia every day for the rest
of his life, And pow the decayed old
sport siruis up and down the boulevards
with a camelia worih more than

THE 6UY FAWKES PLQT.

The Infumons Censpirney to Blew Upthe
House of Lords Becalied.

The explosions in the English House
of Parliament recall the infamous ‘‘gun-
powder plot,” of 1605, for which Guy
Fawkes was executed in London, Janu-
ary 80, 1806, The event has already
been a memorable one in the history of
England, and November 5, the day of
the disclosure, was set apart as a day of
thanksgiving, and is religiously observed
in England. The historical features of
the affair may' be told bhritfly. Guy
Fawkes was an adventarer, who, at the
time the plot of-blowing up the House
of Parliament, and thus destroying the
King, Leords and Commons, was con-
ceived, was serving in the Spanish srmy
in the Notherlands,

Upon the ion of James 1., the
scvers penal laws of Elizabeth against
Roemanists were again put into execpe
tion, contrary to the expectations of the
followers of that faith. The plot Wwas
conceived by Robert Catesby, a Roman
Osatholic of an ancient family, who
vowed vengeance against the REoglish
rulers for the severity of the penal laws.
Guy Fawkes was the fourth person ad-
mitted into the oonspiracy. He with
the others took the oath of secrecy, and
the sacrament was administered by a
Jesuit priest. Among the other con-
spirators was Thomas Winter, who se-
lected Fawkes to visit Bpain and solicit
the intervention of the King in behalf
of the English Catholics. Fawkes re-
turned te England in 1604, having been
unsuccessfnl in his mission. Shortly
afterward Thomss Percy, another one
of the conspirators, rented & house ad-
joining the one in which Parliament was
to assemble, and Fawkes, who was un-
known in London, tock possession of it
under the assumed name of Johnson.
Parliament adjourned until Feb, 7, 1805,
and on Deo. 11 following, the conspira-
tors held a secret meeting in the Louse.
The work of exesvating a mine was be-
gun end seven men were engaged in
this labor until Christmas Eve, They
never sppeared in the upper part of the
house, where Fawkes kept a conatant
watch. When Parlinment reassembled
the work was abandoned, bat finally
completed between February and May
following" About this time Fawkes
hived & wault benéath the Hoase of
Lords, which had been vscated by a
dealer in ocoal. At night thirty-six bar-
rels of gunnpowder were carried into the
vault and covered with faggots,

The conspirators then adjourned to
hold a consultation. A number of
wealthy men were taken into the plof,

among whom were Sir Everard Digby, l

am. Parliament was to meet agamn on
November 5, and Fawkes was appointed
to fire the mine with a slow mateh,
Some of the new men who had been ad-
mitted into the conspiracy, desired to
save their Cathclic friends in the two
houses, Lord Monteagle, a Roman
Catholic peer, received an anonymous
pote cantioning him sagainst abtending
the meeting of Parliament, The matter
wes laid before King James, and at mid-
night, November 4, a search was made of
the neighboring houses and oellars,
which resulted in the capture of Guy
Fawkes as he was coming from the cel-
lar. Matches and torchwood were found
in his pocksts. Although pui totoriure,
he refused to disclose the names of his
confederates, A meeting of the ocon-
spirators ‘was convened, and in the ex-
citement that followed they were all
either killed or captured. Guy Fawkeg
and eight others were fried, after which
they were drawn, hanged and quarterg”

A Btory or Captain Rynds

In the Polk-Clay camps#
first reported that Clay
and as such Mr. Irel s,
was nominated for Vi
the Olay tickel, was serel
Whigs, He made his apy.
the baloony of his house in re.
the serenade and modestly disclai.
pride or delight in his electiont~.
wound up his speech to the euthusiastic’
Whigs by declarin’ that he “‘wounid
welcome the day when his term of coffice
shonld expire, and that he wounld be
more glad to zet rid of his office then
than his friends were glad to bestow it
on him now,” all of which sounded first-

But next day the news came that not
Olay, but Polk, and not Frelinghuysen,
but Dallas, had been elected. Rynders,
at the head of the Empire Club, started
off to the honse of Benjamin F. Butler,
the New York lawyer who had nomi-
nated Polk at the Baltimore convention,
and snnounced the glad tidings.

Butler and Frelinghuysen lived next
door to each other, and so the Whig
candidate who had been congratulated
on his suecess one night sat at his win-
dow the mext might while the crowd
announced the suoccess of his opponent,

Rynders was mounted on a fine gray
horse, which he rode well. And sittin’
on his horse right under Butler's win-
dow, he addressed that gentleman in
his msual blunt entlinsiastic way, con-
gratolatin’ him on the victory of his
nominee, _

During his speech Frelinghuysen
poked his head out to listen, patarally
enough, snd naturslly enongh, Rynders
caught a glimpse of him doin’ so. . The
gight of the defeated Whig candidate gave
the Democratio speaker a bright ides,
which he acted upon with characteristio
promptitude. Drivin’ his gray -borse:
right under the Whig candidate’s win-
dow, Rynders said, addressing the aston-
ished Frelinghuysen:

«Youn said Iast night, sir, that you
would feel glad when your time came
to be relieved of the cares of office. We
Demoearats have taken you sk your word,

As a Demoorst I am glad to annpunee

to you thap James £ Polk has beur.
eleoted Presidentol. the Usited B’
ull further eare or dufy *

dend " M York "

WINTER AMONG THE WOODSHEN,

Bard Werk by Day and Jcll.r Tiwes at
Night In the Ferests of Malne. ’

Despite the unprofitable year just
past in the lumber business, the woods-
men have gone ingwarms {rom Baungor,

as nsual, this 1 cut spruce and
pine on thq F¥enobscot.  One in-
duocement Jumhermen to operate

possible to board a erew of men 20 t0 25
per cent. cheaper than a year ago.,
Liabor also is low, as the Prince Edward
Island boys b ured into Baugor by
{he hundred this s8gson looking for em-
ployment, and they have pubt wages
down and kept them thers, Think of a
stout young man swinging an ax all
winior for $10 to $15 a month and his
boaed. These are the wages sccepted
by mauy of the Prince Edward Island
Ioggera, There wos & time in the days
| of big pines, near by, when s woodsman
was looked upon 38 a man who had
learned a tradg,

Many pedple bave queér ideas of how
loggers live in the woods, w Mhey build
a camp immediately, if there-is not one

and are § more thana day abeu!
it. The {s eimply s log house,
with low sidem and stecp-pitcted roof,
The chiuks of the wills are filled in with
wad, moss, and leaves, and a high bank-
ing of earth or snow reachés almost to
the eaves outside. The entrance is
in one end, and the only window is in
the oppoeite end. The cook and his as-
gistant have a sort of panty partitioned
off at the window end, and there are
wood and provision storerooms on either
side of the entrance, The remainder of
the building forms one room. On one
gide is s long ccach made of boughs,
hay or straw, covered with heavy quilts
and blankets, oh which.the men sleepin
a row. On the opposite side isa long
table, made of smas!l logs, hewn smooth
on top, on which the food is served. In
front of it is a big log hewn out for a
settee, and called the deacon sest, © The
men, when dons eating, have ouly to
turn around in their seat to toast their
shins at a big fire of logs, which glowa
like s small vocanol in the midst of all,
and sends its smoke and sparks through
a hole in the roof, six feet sqnare, the
draft being aided by a roof-tree,

The fars is plain and monotonons,
but wholesome and substantial. Pork
and beans, bread and molasses, and
pork fat, the latler used for butter, make
up & breskfast at sunrise. Then the
arew goto work, and, if uear by the

camp, they come back at 12 o'clock for
dinner, which is besns and pork, with
nork soraps and doughouts. The men
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loop it B BPruGe, nuu wou u.n.lw sk
to eat & of the =ame viands,
varied with dried sppNg-sance. Fish is

erage is cheap {ea.
Evenings and Bundays are pasged in
telliing wonderful yarns, singing ear-
splitting songs, and smoking, In some
oamps the men play ecards, and gamble
for tobacco, clothing, and.even wages,
The woods beans are the Faest of all
baked beans, and pat Boscwn in the
ghade. They are cooked in an iron pot
placed in a pit surrounded by live
and covered tightly wilh earth over
night. In the morning they are done
toaturn. No range can competd with
the bean hole of the woods, »
The woodsmen range in age from
to 65, dress in heavy woolen or kni’
derwear, cheap ready-made ¢
cloth or knitted caps, moceasine - |
many S0CKS md mittens ™ -~ :
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* sentimenta ..

a very profonr

apon everybo -

who heard thei

lady very highly, in

tion cf the whole publis
letter is now found to have
varbatim from a book of cor:
where it appears under {
“Letters from a young lady
of a valuable gift.” Everyk:
don is esid to be laughin,
'discovery. But as Miss F¢
reoeived her $50,000, she wi
not be much affected.— Bost.” 3
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Who Was Driving

One of the prettiest conoeit:
Remus’ new book is put into- {
of an old megrc driver, ha
away from his master and ooul
canght; but sn old lady boug
beceuse he had saved the life ol
and he surrendered himsell and
s Isithfal servaot. o

When his old mistrgss ©
her wandering mind dwel
negro who had served her s
She fanciad she was making.

“'T'he carriage o g
here,” she sda"m -
pause, she ask
and the wee"
corner of tb |

“*Tain’t =
Lord'Whe t. |

And so dx
wonld dream, &
lifeinto the bF . ot
thodead melr - - . i
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is the low oost of provisions, it being
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served once or twice a weelk, I Sev-

already near the scene of their work, . ]
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