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and universal a sensation has never

been created as by the receipt of the
addresses of the Prussian min'stry.

The gravity of the situation i patent
to ever), body.

AN HOUR OF TERROR.

“If you please, ma’am,” said Bet-
8y, the hired help, presenting her-
self in the doorway with her arms
dripping with hot soap-suds, and
her calico skirts festooned altout
her zﬂam form in a way which
Worth never would have imagined,
‘‘there’s an insane man in the
barn.”

I had just settled myself comfort
ably down to my morning task of
coloring ‘a cluster of slender-stem-
med blue hare-bells, which Donuald
had brought in, a trophy of his be-
fore-breakfast walk up the moun-
tain. . Baby was sweetly sleeping
under the pink lace draperies of her
crib. Tommy and little Donald
were fishing for minnows im the
meadow stream, and I was heartily
congratulating myself upon the suec-
cess of my idea of renting a moun-
tain cottage, ‘‘far from the busy
haunts of men,” for the sultry sum-
mer months.

“Where?” quoth I, to myself, as I
glanced around the cool, little fibra-
ry, with its home-made hangings of
butterfly-patterned chintz, its Japa-
nese screens and the decorated
china which I myself had arranged
on impromptu snelves and brackets,
““In all the dusty heated city, will
you find anook like this, with the
scent of giant pine trees floating in
at the casement, and the whistling
of the blackbirds filling up the si-
lence? I declare, it is enough to in
spire anyone! I could almost write
& novel, or an epic, if it wasn’t for
bavy, and the children, and my
flower-painting, and the tarts, and
y and frozen custards, that
Betsey can’t be got to compre-
hend!”

Thus, lapped in Elysian dreams,
and secure in my own estimation,
Betsey’s announcement came like a
thunder-clap upon my hearing. I
dropped my camel’s-hair pencil, and
sat gazing blankly upon her ghastly
countenance.

“A—what?” I gasped. .

“An insane man, ma'am,” said
Betsey. ‘“Leastways, that’s what
Deacon Gadsley shouted out, as he

was a gallopin® by on horseback to|.

catch the down train with the mail
bag, hollerin” good and loud, as he’s
aware I hain’t quick o’ hearin.” ‘Tell
your missis,” says he, ‘to ecall the
children in—there’s an insane man
in the barn,’ says he.”’

¢“But Betsey,”” cried I, involun-
tarily clutching at the baby’s crib,
it can’t be possible!”

“That’s what Deacon Gadsley
said, ma’am, and I’ll take my Bible
oath to it,” said Betsey, nodding |
her head, with a countenance ex-
pressive of entire conviction. .

“Then, why Cidn’t he come toour
help?”? 1 exclaimed, wringing my
hands helplessly.

“Don’t know ma’am,” said Bet-
sey, “unless it was the mail-train,
like time and tide in the spelling-
book, waits for no man.”

“IBut what are we to do?” I al-
almost sobbed, my courage and pres-
ence of mind nearly deserting me,
as [ pictured to myself the horrible
vision of a crazy lunatic dancing
about amoug the hatchets, scythe-
blades and hay-cutters in the barn.

“Don’t know, ma’am,” said Bet-
sey, viewing me with a sort of mild
contempt, as one of the helpless city
ladies who become powerless under
the presence of any sudden enrer-
gency, ‘“unless you call in the boys,
and lock the barn-doors just as quick

as ible,” _
I looked anealingily at Befsey.
¢‘Bet=ey,” says I, “would you

mind locking the barn doors, like a
dear, good soul, witile I run after
Donald and Tommy?” ‘

Betsey cleared her throat em-
phatically.

““Not if I know it, ma’am!” said
she. “[ han’t no more partiality
than other folks for crazy peopls.
My uncle, he was assistant keeper
in the Dunksville Lunatic Asylum,
and he was cioked to death by one
of the patients foriy-odd years ago.
And [ don’t mean that sort of thing
shall run in the family, ma’am, not |
if I can belp it.”

¢Then,” cried I, driven to sudden
resolve, “stay here with the baby,
Betsey. Don’t leave her, for your
life, while 1 go after the boys. Good
heavens! If the wretch should be
at%cking them even 1]110w!”

ith almost superhuman EPeed
Y own
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along the edge of the woods,

and swiftness, 1 ran
Tommy and Donald each by one

hand, and dragged them home, not'

even ?ausing fo explain matters to
their bewildered little ears,

“Come, children—come!” I pant-
ed. “Oh, do make haste! We must
get back to the house immediately *

“But I’ve left my fishing hook,
mamma,” pleaded Donald, with a
longing, lingering look over his
shoulder.

“Can’t we stop in the barn, mam-
ma,” cried Tommy, ‘“to see if Mr.
Jones has sent the cosset lamb he
promised us?”

“Children,” said I, pausing to re-
gain my breath, ““at your peril keep
away from the barn! there is a crazy
man there. Heaven only Enows
what violence he mav attempt to
perpetiate. Run to the house—run
as fast as you can!”

And, pausing only to see them

flying, like swift little antelopes, u
the terraced slopes of the lawn,
hastened, with blanched cheeks and
wildly-beating heart, to the barn,
and was fortunate enough to =ecure
both doors by wooden hars and out-
side buttons, only before the atten-
tion of a broad-iaced, bristly haired
ruffian was sufficiently attracted to
induce him to present his moon-like
countenance at one -of the stable
window s,
- Without heed fo his frantic ges-
tures and loudly-shouted words, I
fled back to the house and sank,
nearly faintly, on the chintz sofa,
with both hands clasped over my
eyes.

“I declare for ’t, though,that was
real gritty!” was hetﬂey’a admiring
comment, a8 she hurried to bring
the camphor and red lavender tomy
rescue. | -

“Mamma, will he kill us?” whis.
pered Donald,who was a timid child
and clung close to me.

“Shall I cut off his head with my
tin sword, mamma?” bawled Tom-
my, the irrepressible.

‘“Betsey,” I cried, rousing mysel!
to the paramount necessity of nof
fauinting, *‘place pourself at the
window. Watch for passers-by—"’

“Yes, ‘um.”

“Explain to them our dreadful
predicament,” I went on. “Sum-
mon help the instant it appears;
and, above all; keep every door and
casement locked and bolted, iest the
flend in human shape should break
loose and attack us, There’s an old
rifle up-stairs in the garret, isn’t
there, Betsey?” I added, with a sud-
den insp ration. '
“Yes, ’um,” said Betsey; *‘but it
ain’t just in first-rate workin’ order,
[ calculate.”

““There isn’t either stock’ nor
lock to it, mamma,” chimed in |
Tommy. I loaded it with ashes,
last week, and put in pebbles for
bullets, and it wouldn’t fire off worth
a cent.”

““But there’s a carving-knife and
the potato-pounder, mamma,” sug-
gested Donald. '

I looked at theclock. Only eleven! |
It would be six hours at the very
nearest, before my husband would
return from the city. Buppose—
this was a lonely and sel lom-tra-
veled neighborhood, a mere branch
from the main thoroughfare which
traversed the valley like a gigantic
artery,and the hypothesis was by
no means 80 very unlikely as it
might seem—that there should be
absolutely ro passers-by between
that time and this!

¢ Betsey,”” said [,*“this won’t do. 1
believe my hair will turn white
with this terrible agony of sus-
pensel™ |

“Ma’am?” sald Betsey, who had
the Shakespearian faculty of “not
marking withal.”

¢#Either you or I must go for
help,” I uttered very distinetly.

“If it wasn’t for goin’right past
the barn door, I wouldn’t mind,”
said Betzey.

- «i[¢’s fastened, Betsey,” I plead-
ed.

“But them there wouden but-
tons doesn’t amount to nothing,”
said Betsey. ‘‘And only s’pose he
jumps out at me?”

I was just about to reproach Bet-
sey with having none of the ele-
mentsof the heroine in her compo-
sition, when little Donald who had
posced himself in the garret-window
to wateh, came tumbling head over
heels into the room witn Tommy
close behind.

¢« Mamma! mamma!” they shout-
ed, in chorus; ‘‘there’s somebody
coming, and we guess it’s Deacon
(Gadsley, on horseback, riding back
from the train ¥

“3top him!” 1 gas
merey’s sake, srop him!’

«He’s a-makin’ straight for the
barn, ma’am,” said Belsey, who
had stretched the skinny length of
her neck further out of the window
than I dared. ‘“He’s heard. that
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{ that I stuck ir the ground. If the

with a long breath—‘‘there comes
the poor, crazy creetur out, with a
hop, skip and jump! Wal, il Dea-
con Gadsley likes to risk it, I
wouldn’t.” -

“I have heard of instances,” 1
said faintly, ““where some particu-
lar individual exercises unbounded
influence over the mind of the In
sahe, and—" '

At this moment, however, Deacon
(Gadsley himseif knocked briskly at
the door. I made haste to open it.

“Be ye all crazy here?” said the
deacon, with a broad smille upon
his sun -burned countenance; ““if ye
ain’t, what in the name of all crea-
tion possessed ye to shut up my &on |
Hiram in the barn?”

““Your son Hiram!” I gasped
feebly. “Was that your son Hi-
ram? I—I thought it was an insane
man.””

“What!” roared Deacon Gadsley.

¢‘Betsey said that you shouted out
as you rode by, ‘l'ell your mistress
fo call the children inj theie’s an
insane man in the barn.” ”?

“Good Je-rusalem!” cried ‘he dea- |
con, slapping his knee; “how folks
will get things twisted around! I
never said no such thing. What 1
did say was, ‘There’s a tame lambd
in the barn,” I’ve promised one to
them boys of yours ever since they
came up here, and this morning our
Hiram fetched ’em a reg’lar litile
cosset. And there he is, munchin’
clover, down there, with Hiram |
holdin’ on to his rope. And you
g’posed it was a crazy man! Ha, ha,
ha! Well, that does beat all! Ho,
ho, ho!” -

The deacon’s cachinations echoed
through my little parlor like the re-
verberations of a thunderstorm. I
| oked reproachfully at Betsey, as

That damsel, however, evinced no
sign of discomfiture—it was not her |
way.

‘“Wal,” said Betsy, slowly, *1 al-
ways was a little hard o’hearin’,
ever since I had the scarlet fever,
twenty-two years ago,come Septem-
ber. And 1's8’pose we’re all liable to
mistakes.” | :

That was thhe end of our hour of
terror. B tsey retired to her wash-
ing; Deacon Gadsly went his way
chucklingg the c¢hildren rushed
whooping out to the barn, where
Hiram, the victim o* this=unfortu-
nate mirunderstanding, «tood smil-
ing broadly, with the tame lamb at

hisside, bravely tied up in blue rib-
bons—and I looked in the glass,
secretly thankful that my hair hadi
not turned gray. -

For, ridiculous as it all seems to
write down in black and whilte, it
was a real horror at the time. And
[ never could look at the innocent
little lamb afterward, without a
curious fluttering at my heart,
vaguely suggestive of the apprehen-
sions [ had undergone.—Saturday
Night.
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Nothing Like Logic.

‘There is nothing like logic, and
every thoughtful maan ought to keep |
a package of it on hand to use In
cases of emergency. A counfiryman
was told by a schoolmasier that the
earth is round and turns round, and
he stared inastonishment and then
said. “I’ll jest try an experiment
for myself,” The nextday hie came
back with a triumphant proof that
the schoolmaster’s yarn was all non-
sense. ‘“Ef the earth turns,” he
said, inquisitively, “then half the
time we are on top and bhalf the
time under, ain’t we?” ‘“Most as-
suredly,”” was the reply. ‘““Well.
the earth didn’t stop turnin’ round
last night for the first time, did it?”
¢Probably not,” said the school.
master. ‘“Now, then,” went on the
logician triumphnnti , ‘‘see how
foolish you be, Why don’t you try
experiments before you ecare peoyle
by telling such storics? Iast even-
in’ when I went home, I put a
‘tater’ nicely balanced on a stick

earth had moved a quarter of an
inch all night that ‘tater’ would |
have dropped sure; but when I got
up this mornin’, there it was just
as I Jeft it. We don’t want no such
nonsense taught here. This school
closes to-day, and your bill to date
will be paid.” :

* -

A young man who was proud of |'
his atheism was once ridiculing the
story of David and Goliath, assert-
ing that it was impossible for a
gmall boy ftothrow a stone with
circie enough to break the skull of a
giant, He appealed to a Quaker in
confirmation of his theory. *Well,”
said the man of broadbrim preju-
dices, ¢‘it all depends, If the giant’s

eller’s hollerin’. He’s unbarring
the big doors! Land o’ liberty!”—

' be it could be done easily.”

head wasas soft as thine appears to |

the primal cause of all the panic.|

ALL AND WINTER TRADE

DRY GOODS,

WML JENNINGS & SONS,

JUST RECEIVED FOR

AN IMMENSE STOCK OF

DRESS GOODS,
NOTIONS, Ete.

————-D—_

Grenuine Ashton’s I.iverpool

EF'INE SAX.T"?

IMPORTED EXPRESSLY FOR FAMILY AND DAIRY USE,

0-

8C"WINDOW GLASS =3

WE ARE NOW PREPARED TO SUPPLY THE

Glass Trade of Utah, at Lowest Market Prioes.

STOVES!

OQ(DKING AND HEATING STOVES, Newest

Designs and Latest FPatterns!

— e .

We have now a full supply on hand of our celebrated

BISMARCK RANGES & EMPORIUM COOK STOVES!
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Staple = Fancy Groceries!

A Complete Stock Alwaus on Hand.

BUY THE DBIEST'?!
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. SO UTTLEIR,

FARM. FREIGHT AND SPRING WAGONS.

el -

GORTLAND PLATFORM SPRING WAGONS AND BUGGIES.

ﬂ—“

SWEEPSTAKES THRESHING MACHINES

%ﬁ_

MINNESOTA CHIEF THRESHING MACHINES.

*—

HAINES? ILLINOIS HEHADHEHRS.

——) e ————

BUCKEYE REAPERS AND MOWERS.

*

FOUST HAY LOADHERS.

*

DEDERICK’S PERPETUAL HAY PRESSES!

—e B e
$ELF OUNP SULKY HAY RAKES, HARD DUMP HAY RAXES,

AND A LARGE AFD COMPFLAETE ASSOBTMENT OF

FIRST CLASS AGRICULTURAL MACHINCRY.

—--P—_

Scutt's Four Barbed Steel Fencing Wire..

COOPER & CO’S SAW MILLS.

*

Knowles' Hteam Pumps, Amed’ Portable Engines Leffel Turbine Wheels:*

A Lazge and Oom piets Feosk Rlways on baad,

FOR BALE AT TOWEST PRICES AND ON LIBERAL TERKS,

GNORGH A. LOWH,
' SALN BRANE ©IEYN, smd OUBEN, NEIAN. |
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