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you Jennio, I bad a very dear roins lifeless, and bad brought the ing car uninjured. Robert Rob THOUGHTS ON COMMENCE- A Wgeaproxy oF EviL.—A horri-| THE SWEET BY AND RY. SaAp FATE or A CRIMINAL'S Fay-
gntﬁ{]} father. He was a clergyman, and | terrible news back with bim. I ertson, sn iron merchant of New | ' NEST EXERCISES, ble crime was committed in Cin- - ILY.—A recent lctter to d
== though my love for him did oot !lay like one balf dead too on Miss York city. was injured badly. Al . cinnati on Tuesday night. Hen- Exehsnge. worth (Kansas) 7imes “3.3 Tne.".
EN TOWN. kecp me from being tronblesome | Jones's be, listening to he cruel grocer named Edison, of Branch-! All over this sunny land of ours ry Cole, a lawyer, shot and killed The author of the well known 2

. I bave a friend across the street,

‘We pever yet exchauged a.word,
Yet dear to me his aceents sweet—
[ sm 2 woman, he 2 bird.

And here we twain in exile dwell,
Far from our native woods and skies,
And dewy lawns with bealthfol smell,
Where daisies 1ift their lsughing eyes.

XNever again from moss-built nest

Shall thie caged woodlark blithely soar;
XNever again the heath be pressed

By foot of mine forever more!

Yet from that feathered, quivering throat,
A Dlessing wins across to me;

No thrall csn hold that mellow note,
Or quench its lame in slavery.

My chains fall off, the prison gates
Flv open, as with magic key;

Aznd far from life’s perplexing straite,
My spirit wandsrs swift and free.

Back to the hesather breathing deep,
The fragance of the mountain breese,
I hear the wind's melodions sweep
Through tossing boughs of ancient trees,

Beneath a porch where roses climb
I stand 2s I was nsed stand,

W here cattle-bells with drowsy chime
Bisks vyusic fn the quiet land.

When morzing dawns in holy calm,
And each true heart to worship calls.

Mipe is the prayer, but his the psslm,
That floats about our prison walls.

Ang a9 behind the thwarting wires

The captive creatare throbs and sings,
Witk bim my monnting soal aspires

On music’s strong and cleaving wings.

Past fades the dream in distsnes dim,
Tears rouse me with a sadden shock;

Lol at my door, erect snd trim,

=¥The postman gives his double knoek.

And s great city’s lambering noise
Arises with confasing hum,

And whisting shrill of batchers’ boys;
My day begins, my bird is dumb.

Gelected Gtoma

JENNIE'S DISAPPOINTHENT.

It was a rainy dismal sutomn
day, the big coanntry house where
Jennie lived with ber parents
seemed so unosnally quiet, that 8
young lady (wbo was Jennie's
coue¢in, and was staying there on
a visit) looked np from her work
—she was at work with Jennie’s
mamma in the drawing-room and
8aid :

“What can have become of Jen-
gie? 1 bave not heard her laagh
ooce sll this morning.’

The mamma said rather sorrow-
fally that 1t was ope of Jennie's
“pad- days.’” She wasa dear good
child, but a little impetuous and
uoreasonable. Her papa bad
promised to take her for adrive
that morning, as he was obliged
to go to a neighboring town on
buosiness.

‘Bat of course it was impossible
to take the child in the pouring
raia,’ sbe added, ‘ocly Jennie
canoot see the matter in this
iight, and feels deeply injured.’

‘1 will go and find ber,’ said the
soft featured lady, who looked
contented and bappy, salthough
certain people had already some-
times called her ‘an old maid.’

And she hunted the house
through, visiting all Jeanie's par-
ticular haunts, but there was no
Jennie,

At last she came upon bher,
crouched upon a window-seat in
one of the corridors looking mis-
ersble and defiant, her lips pout-
ing, ber eyes swollen and red.

At first she would not speak.

But at last the coaxing manaer
aod soothing voice of her good
friend melted her somewhat.

She detailed ber injuries.

‘They delight in promising me
things sad disappointing me at
the last moment. As for paps, be
is croel.’

‘I cannot bear to bear you say
that, child.’

Jennie's consin seemed trans-
formed. She looked almost ao-
gry. .

Jeunie felt a little ashamed.

‘Why not ?" she asked.

‘Because I once said the same
thing, and was so bitterly pun-
ished for it,” was the reply.

‘Tell me,” asked Jemnie, sub
doed. ‘I did pot mean anything
wrong.’

‘That is s poor excuse for your
hasty words, Jenunie. However, I
won't preach. My little story will
do that.'

Then she began:

‘Waen I was e little girl like

-

I loved him very dearly indeed.
‘My mother bad died wheu I
was & baby, but I bad a middle-
aged governess, wbo was good to
me, 1n her prim, dry way.
‘4 had birds, two dogs a pony,
acd a most beautifal aats - Chil-|

-we pleased. Then [ wentt.o-spend
the day with them. “

‘I had some cousins, big girls,
and when I was but adivthe Glder |
than yon, & grand party was!

birthday of the eldest one. The|
latter wrote to my father, and |
begged that I might be ~llowed to’
come, gnd he consented. These
cousins were rich spd had 3 big
bouse in the city.

‘I wae of course very anxious to
go and made great preparations
but the day before the oue fixed
for our departure, I fell violently
sick of a coid.

‘Nezt day I got up a trifle gid-
dy and very hoarse, bat deter-
mined to persaade them all [ was
quite well. I talked and laughed
and made a great show of being
very bungry at dinper time. But
I did oot like the grave look on
my father's fgge, Surely he could
not be thinking of forbidding my
going to the party! He wonld
ot be so cruel !

‘Bup my misgiving proved true.
He said that on pecount of my
illness [ could not go.

‘You are crael!” I said, spring-
ing away from bim and roshing
awsay.

‘And etubborn and angry, I

went tp bed, refusing to speak
when I was spoigen $9. And pext
morning [ got up late. I beard
my fatber calling me from below,
and wheels on the drive to'd me
the carrisge was coming Lo take
bim to the station. Then, asl
failed to.appear, he came ap 8L8irs,
and koocked at my door.
‘I made no reply. Miss Jones,
coming into my room at the mo-
ment, said in 2 low voice, ‘Mary,
you ought to be ashamed of your-
self,’ then opened the door and
said I was dressing and would
not be long. I Leard him take
out his watch, and say in a disap-
pointed tome thst be could not
wait ; then bhe said, ‘Good bye,
darling, God bjess and keep you, 1
shall soon be back, eo Lepderly
and sadly, that for the momsznt
my bardpess melted—I longed to
throw myself io his arms.’

‘Bnt he was gone. I saw the
carriage drive ount of the gate and
disappear where the road torns;
then a dreadful sense of desola-
tion csme over me, that I never
had, either before or since.’

“The morning spemed as if it
would never pass. There were to
beno lessons. Afterdawdling about
I ‘went to the window which
overlonked the road,and the drive
to the fron: door/

¢ “Whatever can these men be
doing ? I thought, as four or five
men I knew by sight came in at
the gate, slowly, each one seem-
ing to tslk without listening to
the others.’

‘I felt something was w=ong. I
watched the men till they disap-
pared bebind the bushes; they
were going round to the back
door ; then I lisiened and waited.’

‘Suddenly I beard a scream-——
my boart seemed t0 stop—then
some one rushed iv.’

‘It was the housemaid looking
so white and scared.'

“‘Don’t you go dowbd, Miss
Mary, ske said, ‘it’s only some-
body got a fit or something,’ but
she shivered and wrung her
bands.’

‘I made one spring and darted
down-stairs. Bat narse caught
and drew me aside, I don't know
why, but I felt I had lost my
father.’

‘There bad been a serious acei-
dent to the train by which he was
traveling. The car he was in bad
been overturned, acd a feliow
passenger who knew bhim saw
lImn taken ont from among the

and disobedient Lo bim, [ thought

given in honor of the twenty-first

tale, and half boping it was a
cruel dream, a nigbtmare from
which I should awake.

‘Then,

asleep.
‘When I awoke the last rays of
sunset was streaming into the

dren in the ne[gbb{)rh@d were | room. Some one bad drawn up the
often invited to- speud: thy: day, | | blinds and the noise had awakened
and were often allowed toroam l me.
about the gardens and grounds aai

reamily I listened toa whis
pering behind the cartain of my
| bed. ‘Do you think it would be pru-
| dent to tell ber to-night ? Miss
' Jones was saying, ‘Certainly !’
i Then followed a long sentence de-
| livered in a voice I recognized as
that of the village doctor. I
eaugh:. the words ‘joy does not
i %ill.’ Thea by their very mock-
‘ery I remembered all. I pushed
aside the curtain and cried : ‘Why
do you come here to torment me ?
Why did you uot let me sleep ?’

‘Then I stared in astoniahment !
Miss Jones, beaming, smiling,
kissed me—wildly for her—and
said, ‘Mary, compose yourself,
make up your mind for a great
surprise, a greal mercy.'

«‘He is alive!’ I cried, and
would bave rushed to find bim,
but they held me bsgck.’

‘The good Doctor sat down and
talked to me, quietly and gravely.
It was troe that my father was

.not dead, as had been supposed ;

bot he bad been brought home in
2 most critical state, and his re-
covery depended entirely upon
guiet.’

‘For many weeks we did not
know whether he would live.or
die. But at last he began to get
better, and before winter set in he
was being wheeled about the gar-
den, and I was walking by his
side, an altered child, because the
daily anxiety had tacght me more
than I had learned during the
years I lived jn the sworld; I
knew how selfish I bad been; what
s auseless life was mine compared
to that precious one I had so little
valued, and had so vearly lost.

‘I bave told you this story, dear,
a8 & little warning. ] pannot wish
you to learn the value of your
parents at so great & cost.’

‘I shall not,” said Jennie wiping
ber eyes, and nodding her head,
‘next time, 1 will indeed think be-
fore I speak; I did notreally mean
what I said, you know.’

ﬁts:zl[mmns

TERRIBLE ACCIDENT.

Wrecking of a Pasmsenger Train Near Long
Branch—The Killed and Woanded—
Gen. Grant on the Train.

Loxa Brance, June 29.—The
express train, which left Long
Branoch at five minutes past eight
this morning, met with & terrible
accident while crossing the bridge
over the branch of Shrewsbury
river, oear [Little Silver Station.
The accident was no doubt caused
by the spreading of the rails; six
cars, including four ordinary pas-
senger coaches, smoking car and
Pullman parlor ‘Zenobia,’ left the
rails and ran over the ties of
the bridge tearing them to splin-

ters. The cars kept on the
bridge untii the train was balf

way across when four passenger
coaches and the smoking car went
over into the water with a terri-
ble ecrash. T'he cars lauded on
their sides in about four feet of
water. The scene that followed
beggared description. An ub-
known man from Ocean Beach
was taken ont dead. The cars
were filled with passengers, but
the namber of injured is unknown.
There were aboat one hundred
burt. Mr. Demarest, of the firm
of Deamarest & Co., New York,
was badly injured sod will die.
Wm. R. (Garrison, son of Commo-
dore Charles K. Garrison, was
terribly hart in the chest. Cbarles
W. Woodrnff, of Newark, and J.
Mitchell, of Seranton, was also
seriously injured. It 18 impossi-
ble to get the names of others at

present. Physicians from the
neighboring towns bave been
summoned. Charles H. Foster,

firewan of the engine, pulled Ex-
President Grant out of the smok-

the storm of sorrow
'spent, 1_was worn out, and fell:

port, was crushed terribly. James '

Brooks, of the firm of Brooks & !
| Dickson, theatrical manage: s, had

his collar-bone broken. Morris
H. Browg, son of Thomas J.
Brown, Superintendent of the Erie
Railroad, received a severe blow
on the head, and bis back isin-
jured. C. J. Fox, of Richmond,
Virginia, bad bhis hand crusbed.
James E. Mallory, 202 Broadway»
was 80 badly crushed that be can-
not recover.

The dead man bas been identi-
fied as Jas. L. Bradley, produce
dealer, of New York. G. W.
Demarest is dead. President Gal-
laway of the elevated Railroad is
slightly injured. Wm. R. Garri-
son has been unoconscious since
the accident. He is suffering from
concussion of the braio. Geo. R.
Blanchard, Vice.-President of the
Erie Railroad, Robt. M. Minturn
and Ex-President Grautare among
those slightly cut and scratched.
Wm. A. McCall, brakeman is most
fearfuily iojured. His throat was
badly cut. Mr. Mitchell's condi.
tion i8 precarious, aod be has
sustaiped internal injuries. Mr.
Woodruff and Mr. Mallory are
about breathing their last. John
T. Raymond, actor, has his collar
bone broken and is otherwise se-
verely injured. G. W. Demarest,
produce dealer, of 151 Readestreet
New York, bas just died. The
other dead manfs E, L. Bradley,
of 150 East Seventy-second street,
New ¥ork, whose body is yet ly-
ing in the np-turned coach, waiting
the resalt of a quarrel between
three county coroners, each of
whom claims the body.

e

SenaTor Hrrr's CoNpITION.—
Mr. Hill's life is an uneventful
one. His home is pleasant, cool
and shady. The long piazza runs
to tbe front of his library and
moroing and evening he may be
seen sitting there talking with his
friends, or watching the carriages
go by. He sleeps well, taking
a nap dsily in his chair and rest-
ing easily at night. . The pain of
his wound is freguently degdened
by morphine. His food is simple,
consisting of liquids entirely. He
can neither chew nor swallow
solid food. He drinks milk pun-
ches, with once io awhile a piece
of egg in the milk. Latteriy the
egg has made him sick, and he bas
pot tried it since. One of the
difficalties of his case is an oc-
casional aversion to taking any
food at all, deglatition giving him
pain. He does not read the pa.
pers much but takes a vivid io.
terest in current affairs, aod
likes to hear them discunssed. He
does pot talk much and what he
says is frequently indistinct. His
mouth is filled with absorbent
cotton, which adds to theindis-
tinctness. After he has been talk-
ing for a sentence or two be can
be understood perfectly and some
phrases he speaks as well as he
ever did. For example he said to
me, ‘Perhaps it is better as it is,’
with every letter and accent per-
fect. It is no secret that Mr.
Hill’s family believe that the last
operation was & fatai mistake.
Mr. Hill himself still doubts if he
ever bad a cancer. As for mel
still have a bhope that he will re-
cover. Garfield’s case, if there
were no other proof to offer, is
envngh to convince us that ecience
is not uperring, and that doctors
may sometimes be mistaken. In
the meantime Mr. Hill continnes
to receive his friends, goes to ride
in the evening, and sits on his
piazza in ac eagy chair as he sat
in the days of yore.

[4tlanta Constitution.
S Y

A certain amouant of opposition
isa great help toaman. Kites
rise against apd not with the
wind. Even a bead wind is bet-
ter than none. No man ever
worked his passage anywhere in a
dead calm.

- T
A hen to-morrow is better than
an egg to-day.

- —

l Little thiogs console us because
little afflict us.

-

jthere is feverish excilement.
Oonce bappy homes, that in days

and upabridged instrumental mau-
sic. The distracted mother super-
iotends the goring and shirring
and bias cutting of muslin dresses,
while the exasperated father
smokes in the wood-shed that he
‘may escape the inharmonious
combination of ‘the sewing ma.
chine, piano, and baby, in the
house. The young people prowl
around the premises declaim

ing speeches, and being stuck full
of pins in trying on basted arnd
unfinished garments. The school
commencement season is apen us.

It is in the Iemale Seminary that
the commencement rages with
most fury, and in the homes of the
girlsabout to graduate that there
is the devil and the dressmaker to
pay. There is grief and sorrow
in the bosom of Mary because she
bas to wear some of Julis's last
year's garments, and Julia stamps
her foot and dishevels ber tempo-
rary bang because she has not
been appointed to deliver the val-
edictory wail of the graduating
class. On the evening that ‘the
exercises’ take place, the school
house will be full of the relations
of the pupils and the friends of
education; most of the latter are
bald-besded, and would much pre-
fer being in some cool cellar play-
ing crack loo for the beer, but
they feel thatthe cause of educa-
tion, and their wives, demand
their presence and countenance.

The principal of the school reads
some statistics regarding the sune-
cess of the institution. Then there
instrumental music and a duet
with a chorus. The little girl who
seems to be pinned on to a large
blue sash, recites a little speech
with hesitation aod mueh prompt-
ing from the teachers, and all the
ladies, exzcept the mothers of
several other little girls, say,
tAin't sbe cute? while the gen-
tlemen applaud. Some more
music and a cagntata, and encores
and things, aod then a young
lady who is said to be engaged
to be married as soon as she
graduates, reads an original es.
say on the ‘Profundity of the
Infinite,’ which depresses the
spirits of the audience, and puts
them in a proper frame of mind to
bear a song and accompaniment,
of the operatic sky-rocket style,
by another young lady who sings
in a sopranc voice and the Italian
language.

This sort of thing continues for
two hours, when the principal
presents each member of the grad-
uating class] with a parchment
diploma tied with a red ribbon,
and then torns the audience out
into the cool embrace of 10 p. m.,
‘everyone highly pleased with the
evening's entertainment,’ as the
papers 8ay. :

In ounr mind's eye we see the
young lady—who was educated
to write essays on ‘The Profurdity
of the Infinite,) and kindred sub-
jects—we see her in the course of
time marry & map who clerks in a
dollar store and reads the New
York Weekly serial stories in bed.
We see her trying to compass the
dgties of cook and honsekeeper,
while the cares of several children
add to ber responsibility. Ared
there is the giri who played and
sang that segment of an Italian
opera, she is married {0 & man
who cuts inscriptions orff tomb.
stones for a living, and who
wouldn't know the difference be-
tween a note of Italiun music and
a coanterfeit Confederate bond.
These girls do not seem after mar-
raiage to take suck depth of com-
tort out of their education and
parchment dipiomas a8 one would
expect, but nevertheless there
must be Italian operas and essays
on ‘The Profundity of the Infin-
ite,’ or our school commencements
and our modern system of edaca-
tion would not be the successes
that they are.— Texas Siftings.

2 —_— >

Defeat is 2 school in which
trath always grows strong.

bis wife, his danghter, and him.

: :self. According to inei i
goae by resounded with the mer- | = s Glndions

ry laugh of childhood are pow
filled with uncertainly, corrected

e L 5 | which Edward S. Stokes killed
manuscript, dismay,1ibbons,starch, |

newspaper, the pistol which he
used is the very weapcn with

James Fisk, Jr. It is said to bave
been presented to Mr. Cole when
he resided in this city.

Ugnder the cld common jaw, any
personzl chattel which was the
immediate occasion of the death
of a reasonable creature was
koown as 3 deodand, and was

forfeited 1o the sovereign, to be |
The law of

applied to pious uses.
deodand was abolished in this
State in 1813, and in England
about thirty-five years ago; but
there would be atleast oneelement

of good in its restoration. A pistol

song, ‘The Sweet By and By, S.
Filmore Bennett, of Elkhorn, Wis.,
denies in the Chicago Indicator
that he and the composer were
drunk when they wrote the words
and music of that song, as has been
charged. Neither of them were
drank. Bennett was at his place
of business when Webster, who
was of & nervous and sensitive
natore and easily susceptible to
depression, came 11, in one of his
melancholy moods. ‘What's the
matter now ?" asked Bennett. ‘It’s
D0 matter, he answered ; ‘it will
be allright by and by.’ ‘The idea
of the hymn came to me like a
flasb,’ says Bennett, ‘and I replied,
‘The Sweet By and By!" Why
would it not make a good hymn ?’

or a knife with which a homicide | M2y be it would, he said indif-

had been perpetrated wouid not
then circulate throngh the com-
mynity fram one owper to ano-
ther, carryiog its murderous sug-
gestions where they will do the
most harm.

To an insane man, or & man of
weak nature, the mere possession
of sach 8 weapoo, with knowledge
of it8 bhistory, may be an incite-
ment to crimes which wonld never
bave been ibought of withoat it.
He thinks of murder whenever he
looks at it, and fically he finds
something attractive in the idea
of adding to the tragic interest
connecied with it, by makiag it
the instrament of some tragedy
himself.

Every wespon used in the com-
mission of a crime should be con-
fiscated by the State, and de-
stroyed, or placed in some public
depository whence it can never be
taken to serve a second unlawful
purpose.—New York Sun.
- —

Tae Srar RouTe CoMEDF.—AD
intelligent correspondent in Wash-
ington, whose letter is printed
elsewhere, declares that the case
which has been so long on trial
agdinst the Star ronte scoundrels
was purposely selected with a
view to secure their acquittal;
that the Government had another

case in which there was positive !

evidence of corruptien, and on
which conviction would bave been
certaic, but that this particular
case was carefully kept away from
the Grand Jury; also, that still
another case where this same evi-
dence was conclusive, was delibe-
rately abandoned by the prose-
cuting autborities, for the reason
that a certaic notorious United
States Senator was involved in
it!

We do not pretend to know
that these allegations are true;
we only know that they come from
¢ well informed source. We also
see plainly that the trial on which
go moch time and labor have been
spent must inevitably come to
nothing. =

There are two men who will be
especially injured in the public es-
timation by such a farcical result.
One is George Bliss and the other
is Chester A. Arthar.

[New York Sun.

Aras! Arnas! — Thomas has
zone! Jefferson bas left us!
Mackey bas returned to his first
love! For ie it not so written in
great swelling words and poo-
derious periods in the National
Republican? We may now pause
before this stuperdous prodigious-
ness and wounder, while we weep,
as well at the celerity of its tergi-
versation as at the sublimity of its
gelf-conceit. The Democratic par-
ty bas proved false! Hampton,
the pure and spotless, has proved
recreant to the solemn pledges he
made before high beaven ! Mackey
alone is found faitbful among the
faithless many. His sensitive
pature shrioks from contact with
the false aud base. He therefore
shakes tbe Democratic dust from
his feet and seeks more congenial
association in the bosom of Radi-
calism. Whetber bis old asso-
ciates will kill the fatted calf for
the returning prodigal remains to
be seen.— Chester Reporter.

-+
One voice worn out makes us

wiser than fifty tators.

ferently. Turumg to the desk
Bennett then wrote the three
verses of the-hymn. ‘In the mean-
time two friecds—N. H. Carswell
and S. E. Bright—had come in,’
says Bennett. ‘I handed the bymn
to Mr. Webster. As he read it his
eyes kindled, and his demeanor
changed. Stepping to the desk
he began writing the notesin a
moment. Presently he requested
his violin, and played the melody.
ln a few moments more he bad
the notee for the four parts of the
chorus jotted down. I thiok it
was not over thirty minates from
the time I took my pen to write
the words, before the two gentle-
mep before named, myself and
Mr. Webster were singing the
bymn, in the same form in which
it afterward appeared. -While
singing it, Mr. R. Crosby, now &
resident of Richmond, Il came
in, and, after listening- awhile,
with tears in his eyes, attered the
prediction ; “That hymn is immor-
tal’ I think it was sung in pab-
lic shortly after, for within two
woeks almost every child on the
streets was singing it. 1t is trans-
lated into several lenguages and
sung in every land under the san,
—_—n—

Tee PrarrorM.—<Julia’ wants
to koow ‘what a party platform
8’ . Well, a platform, Julia, is one
preamble and twenty resolations,
strong in rpon-essentials, vague
in essentials; round the bash on
tariff, and rough as thunder on
the Mormons; clamorous for civil
servica reform, with & reserved
definition of civil service reform :
down on corruption, loud in praise
of purity, and to haveit if it takes
every cent the party caz raise,
The platform, you understand,
Julia, is a legitimate and necessary
part of the campaign pomp and
circamstance; it goes along with
the banners, transparencies znd
torches, and when the campaign
is over—well, it is stored away in
the cellar or garret along with the
rest of the uniforms and torches.
A campaign platform is very
moch like the campaign torch,
indeed ; it gives out a greai deal
of smell and smoks with & very
uncertain, flickering light,

[Hawkeye.

—eDe

If you wish success in life make
perseverance your bosom friend,
experience your wise counselor,
caution yoar elder brother ard
bope your guardian.

=N

One of the most effectual ways
of pleasing, and of making one’s
self loved, is to be cheerful ; joy
softene far more hearts than tears.

~a>s
It is strange that men will talk
of miracles, revelations, inapi.

rations, and the like, as things
past, while love remains.
—_———————

Pleasure may be aptly com-
pared to many good books, which
increase in real value in propor-
tion as they are abridged.

-

Faith and persistence are life's
architects; while doubt and de-
gpair bury everything under the
ruins of endeavor.

~

Chapin once said buautifully
‘The fatal fact abort the bypo-
crite is that he is & hypocrite.’

—_—aae———————

Apprebension of evil is often

worse than evil itself.

» | passed away, soon followed by his little

readers of the Times will remember
that duricg the Platte City fair. Iut:
fall the detsils of a terrible stabbing -
affray were published: The anbahnu\ :
of the report was that Clay SnelL a
young man of good fam:ly, bad shb-_-_
bed a young man named Nathso An~
drews. As the prisoner is in jail
awaitiog trial little can be said about -
the merits or demerits of the ease. .
There is one fact, however, thatis
too terrible to be suppressed, and that
is the death of the entire family of the
Spells. Shortly after the murder Mrs.
Lucy Ann Steniford, mother of Clay.
Suell, became excited over the mardes.
and grew ill. Within a short time she
died. Then Robert Snell became 3]11 3
from what is sapposed to be the ssme
cause, and after a lingering a‘lckneas.
during which time he talked con—
stantly of the family trouble, he

six-months old baby. Jobn Speli,
another hrother, succumbed to the
strain of family excitement, and after
a short illness died. Within the lest
three days 2 telegram was received in-
this city by Mr.Shackleford annouucing
the death of Miss Nettie Snell, the

blocd. It was ascertained yesterday
afternoon that a little seven—year—old
belf brother of Clay Suell, Thomas
Stasiford, is mot expected to live.
Clsy Soell, who is the only survivor
of this uofortunate family iszow in
jail at Platte City awaiting trial for
the marder of Aandrews. He takes
the death of the various members of
his family much to heart. When his
mother was buried it is said that he
begged permission to attend the fn—- :
ueral, saying, ‘Sead a huadred men
to guard me; cover me with-chaing,-
double locked, but for God’s sake let
me see the last of my poor old mo~
ther ! He was oot permitted to go.

: > 2303 2
A little boy, who was accustomed
to say grace in the absence of his < -
father, had a younger brother who :
found it hard to wait until grace wase
over without helpiog bimself to some
of the good thiogs near. Oc one0c-
casion, when company was present, :
the yomog master of the ceremonies
observed the small boy helping him-
self liberally to cake before the bleesing
was asked, so he deliberately said : ‘For -
what we are about to receive,and for
what Charlie has slready helped bim- -
self to, the Lord wake us truly thank.
fal. Amen.’

e _aa :
The young man who bammers his -
thumb pail this spring while putting
down ecarpets, or whoe is violently
czught under the chia by a clothes-
line when he goes out in the yard
after dusk, should remember thatin
the revised edition of the New Testa-
ment the words have been changed o
‘nades’ and ‘condemnation.’

+
Some people are too smart. A man
saw  a pocketbook lying ou the pave-
ment, and was abont to pick it up, whea
he remmebered what he read about
“tricks on travellers’ and let it alone.
A man belind him picked it-up.
‘Got fooled, "hey ?’ chuckled the first
man. “‘No,” said the second, ‘got ten
dollars I’

A __ag
The worth of a stage, in the loag
run, is the worth of the mdzﬂdusll

composing it. A

ST
To koow how to serve is to have
learned ome of the lessons of divine

wisdom.
—————————

The wise man knows the fool,
but the fool knows not the wise
man.

s>
Power, like the diamond, daz-
zles“"the beholder; and also the
wearer.

<
An absolute freedom in reli-
gious discussion has never yet ex-
isted.

et
* If you would know & bad hus-
band look at his wife's counte-
nance.
e e AL

It is a barren kind of criticism
wbich tells you what a thingis
not. 3
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It is muoch easier to settle a

peint than to act on it.
————

The height of ﬁmness is to :
exalt in ﬁfwm_ : :
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tisers, with liheral deduvotionsop aboverates

last but ome of the family of one =



