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Y alomr the- husy street, .
T yeem to greoet!
‘down man- -

triends the same as we,
andServints, too, had he,

e 13. 2% s}l van see,
ray down man.

Bat-caused-thizdownfail? Ah, hisfriends,

. (3] or d he'd lent
}m‘é:",%;%“&,xzzﬁ,s&, on

This *way down man.
Ne
ﬁé&%‘*ﬁ Spapdnese o

ed spendthrift of the towm,
‘rhis ‘way down man

So now he lves as best he can,
A poor. forsaken lonely man

Aud tha saddest sight in God 8 great plan

EBMINSTER’ TROUBLE.

One. September afternoon in 1889
thé din ‘of autumn lay across the
broad prairies of South Dakota. The
farm of George Edminster lay smiling
in the sun. Edminster had ‘gone
there three years before from' Minne-
sots and loeated a claim. By hard
and patient toil asa tenant facrmer in
Minnesota he had been able to save
up some money, and with a few head
of horses and ¢ Jttle had gone farther
west. From thb first day of his ad-
vent intoc the new country fortune
smiled upon him. After three year’s
work he had built himself a good
dwelling, a large barn and other out-
liotiges® dnd had opened up.a farm.
Bafor@ him lay the prospect-of ease
it his old age. His past life had
been one of unremitting toil. He
had served through the war and car-
ried with him a constant reminder on
his left hand, which had been shorn
of its fingers by a bullet. ,

As he went about his place he saw
= in the northwestern sky an ominous
looking purple that betokened the
approach of a blizzard. It was rather
early for winter, but there was evi-
dences of a flurry, and he hastened
to the fields and drove his
and cattle to the barn, which he had
built close to the house so that it
would be easy of access during the
heavy snows of winter. The purple
" tint swept up toward the zenith, and
on the horizon there was a cloud of
inky blackness from which forked
‘flames of lightning were shooting.
The cloud came on with terrible fury
and fairly made the earth tremble.
GeorgeEdminster sat in his houte with
~his wife and children and waiched
the sublime scene going on without.
. * He' did not watch long, for one
i brighter flash than the others, fol-
B lowed by a still more terrific peal
| than the rest, caused him to look
around. His barn had been struck
by lightning and from a back win-
dow he saw the flames from the build-
ing leaping angrily in the direction
of his house. He was powerless to
stop their work, and unless the rain
fell in streams he knew his house
must also go. .
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fire and he was forced to snatch up
his wife and children ahd hurry out
into the storm to save them. Ina
few moments he was a ruined man.
The clond passed away and the
sun again came ’ forth, but Ed-
minster’s future was only the darker.
Around him were the ashes of his
home and the family was dependent
upon his personal efforts. Nothing
was left him but the claim. To build
again was out of the question. He
had nothing upon which to live,
much: less with which to build. And
if he had these he did not have teams
and tools with which to till the farm.
His was no pleasant dilemma to be
in! especially with winter at hand.
There was but one thing that ap-
peared to him. That was to.sell his
claim for whatever he could and go
| “y to the Indian territory, and there
j@ . await the opening of the Oklahoma
country the following spring and try
and secure a home there and begin
life again in a more hospitable
"~ climate.
For a few days the Edminsters re-
mained as the guests of a neighbor.
Edminster soon succeeded in finding
a purchaser; "as he offered his land
-+ verysgheap. Then he went to the
« nearest railread - station and bbught
" tickets to Purcell, in the Chickasaw
nation, which place they reached
early in October. There they pur-
chased some supplies and went some
miles up the Canadian river, where
they went into camp until the 15th
day of April, 1890, when the Okla-
homa country was thrown open to
i settlers. Edminster worked at odd
jobs and managed to make ends meet.
At noon on Apnl 15, when the sig-
nal was given announcing that Okla-
homa was open for sc¥ilemens, Ed-
minster was one of the first to crose
into the promised land. He succeeded
in securing a fine piece of lard, and
at once went to work upon it. A tent
was pitched ang a crop was planted,
which was faithfully cultivated.
After it  was laid by a small house
was built. He began to take heart
again. Summer came on and with it
a drouth. The crop that looked so
promising for a time drooped, wilted
gnd then dried up under the fierce
heat. Hishopes were again blasted.
His neighbors were in no better con-
dition. Anbther winter was siaring
hira in the face and he was &gain in
. destifute ciroumstances: There was
nothing for him t6 do In the neigh- |
. fHs- wife end children
couI&;’XM

10 no one else for bread.
. They, ai@ed bim when there was
i, any work to do about the place, but,
: Jiere was now none to do.
ving his family with barely
o subsist upon for a week,
; over 0 ‘the Chickasaw na-
‘search of work. There was
york there, and mgny others
search of empioy;ment Ed-

Was pers:gﬁe . in his efforts
g - found a man

te .;sﬁm, ordwood cut. He|
¥ Hav a cents - per
harge - filbysoents per -day |
Ny iscrippled - hand |

s hari & *painful-

to Edminster. .

horses

His hopes were vain..
In a few moments the house was on

ldoking eagerly for him, as their lit-

tle stock of provisions would be ex-
hauated by the time he reached them.
The seventy-five cents he had been

paid for his week’s work was all that
stood between them and starvation.

What it would purchase would not |

keep them alive twenty-four hours.
What was he to do?f
thought made him sick.

He fell in with a man whom he
knew, who was going his way, and as
they plodded wearily along the road
he told his friend of his troubles and
asked him for advice. The man told
him that on his way hcme near the
Canadian river there was a farmer
named Bingham, who had a smoke
house well filled with provisions. It
rained in his neighborhood, and he
had made a good crop. KEdminster's
friend argued, with much plausibil-
ity, that under the circumstances
there would be nothing wrong in his
going into that smoke house and tak-
ing something hom'e for his starving
family to eat. Indeed, he deeclared
that Edminster would be remiss in his
duty to those dependent upon him if
he did not deo so.
ing,; was it & worse crime than to let
his wife and children suffer when he
had it in his power to prevent it?

They réached the place where
Bingham lived. It was long past
dark. There was no light about the
house and no sound of anyone stir-
ring within. Fdminster walked up
and down past the place several
times.. Once or twice he started on
his way home, but the thought of his
starving family drew him back. He
stealthily entered the smoke house
and took away all he could carry.

ere was not a morsel of food 1n his
house when he returned with the
supplies he had purloined.

Some days later, while he was
searching for more profitable employ-
ment, a deputy United States marshal
arrested him upon a charge of burg-
lary. He was taken before commis-
sioner Hacker, at Purcell, Ind. Ter.
The testimony, though mainly cir-
cumstantial, was conclusive to the
mind of Judge Hacker, and he was
committed to jail at Paris, Texas.
There he remained for months await-
ing trial. At last it came. It did
not last long. Edminster pleaded not
guilty to the charge against him, but
he had no defense. There was no
sort of doubt that he was guilty as
charged, and he was convicted and
remanded to jail to await sentence.

The last day of court came and a
long line of convicted were brought

The very

{into the court room to be sentenced.

Edminster was among the last. He
was shabbily dressed. The hard lines
on his face, to the casual observer,
betokened an evil life. He was told
to stand up, and asked if he had any-
thing to say why sentence should
not be passed.

«Nothing, your honor, except that
I got hard up, and that made me un-
scrupulous.”

He said no more. A tremor shook
his frame, his voice grew husky and
tears welled up into his eyes.

Judge Bryant looked the man over
from head to foot. The evidence
against him was conclusive. He
merely said:

«] will send you to the house of
correction in Detroit for three years.”

But there was sométhing in the
man's, words and action that
awakened the sympathy of those
present. But there was no appeal
from the sentence of the court. There
was but one thing to be done. H. H.
Kirkpatrick, clerk of the court, was
deeply impressed with what he said.
Before Marshal Dickerson left with
his prisoners for Detroit Mr. Kirk-
patrick sought an interview with Ed-
minster and asked him to tell him
his history. He did so. besinning
with his boyhood in Pennsylvania
and ending with his sentence in
Paris, Texas. It was a long story of
troubles, trials and hardship, and
the narrator showed himself a man
of intelligence and feeling.

“Can you give me any references?”
asked Mr. Kirkpatrick.

Edminster gave the names of peo-
ple whom he had known in Minne-
sota and Dakota. Then he was taken
off.

A year later, while Fdminster was
at work in the Detroit penitentiary,
the warden came to him with a suit
of citizen’s clothes and told him to
put them on. He was then taken to
the office and given a pardon signed
by Mr. Harrison. Utterly dazed and
ignerant how his pardon had been
obtained, Edminster lost no time in
bhurrying home. His family was
overjoyed to see him. His coming
was as great a surprise to them as
his freedom was to him.

With the assistance of kindly
neighbors they had succeeded in
making a good crop and had re-
mained faithfully on the place and
.saved the homestead. Edminster's
neighbors heartily welcomed him
back.

‘The pardon was the work of Clerk
Kirkpatrick, who, when he obtained
certificates of Edminster’'s good char-
acter, sent to President Harrison &
long statement of the case. It waa
all the work of many months, but the

pardon came at last. —~.Phlla.delphis
Times.

It this was steal- | ;ohing chirping their familiar madrim

When Suturday nighx i
- | came and his wood was messured |
‘| and. board deducted he found that he
.~.| had. just seventy-five cents due. him.. .
"~ { With a heavy heart he set out on a
{ tramp of several miles for his home.
‘Tha loved ones there would be

+» Massachusetts Reveres the Codﬁsh. ..
Massachusetts still reveres the ]

memory, of the codfish, once the Ohmi’v

industry of her people, and keeps u
woodén model of one hanging in her
house of representatives. S

¢

A.n Itallan Trick.
Oustoms officers. find silk handkeb

chlefs concealed ih a box of macaroni | -

- from Italy. Silks have often run the
customs in old timea paaw& in oa.
of .s‘bstione\-y L
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~_ ERRANT THODUOHTS.

' m ts the gontle, star-light nizht:
And dreaming oft before, on nighss as faly,
lli;l’l:pu and thouzhts have taken flight . .

gone I know not where.

Tghom and thoughts were youthful dréam

high ideas—of better thines to be—
Their wings were like the sunset beams

‘When they took flight {rom me.

1 would not eall them back a ain—
I do not know the haven where they rest—

They may have sgothed soms bitter pain
Or brightened some sad breast.

For much there is not understood.

Our life is moulded by the little thinga
Love gives to us a thouzht that's good
And God may give it wings
—N. Y. Journal

REVENGED. ,

It was about half an hour after
sunset, but an orange light still
burned above the lonely Southern
valley. The trembling evening star
was hanging over the green silence
of the fragrant Tennessee woods.
Vapor'wreathed phantoms from the
river course, and from the dense
thickets that skirted the camp
ground came ever and anon the
mournful sound of whippoorwills,
sounding faint and low, like the re-
membered echoes of a dream. Yet
Wallace Keene would have given well
nigh all he was worth to exchange its
luxuriant verdure one moment only,

for the pine clad heights and salt
winds of Maine, with russet winged

gals in the apple orchards below.
«“Two years ago I left home,” mur-
mured Wallace Keene as he gazed
thoughtfully out where the purple
sky seemed to touch the waving
 woods. ‘fTwo years since young
" Harney told me he never would give
Marion to a ‘common mechanic,’ yet
the wound rankles sharply stilL™
««Captain’—
»«]g that you Spicer? What now?"
Captain Keene turned its fuce to-
ward the opening of the tent, where
Private >picer’'s head was just wvisi-
bie.

«Why, sir, our fellows have just
brought in that lot o' men that was
hurt in that scrimmage across the
river this morning, and some on
'em is wounded bad.”

«+] will be there directly, Spicer.”

There was & little crowd of men
gathered on the river shore in the
warm glow of the spring. but they
gilently parted right and left for
Captain Keene's tall figure to pass
through their midst.

Six or seven dusty, bleeding men
were sitting and lying around in var-
ious postures, their ghastly brows
made still paler by the faint, uncer-
tain glimmer of the young moon.
Keene glanced quickly around, tak-
ing in the whole scens in that ome
brief survey.

He stopped short as his eye fell on
& new face, half shadowed by the
green sweep of drooping alders—a
pale, blood streaked face with a gap-
fng cut on the forehead.

««This is not one of our
exclaimed sharply.
here?”

«No, sir," explained Spicer, step-
ping forward. <I think he belonged
to the Eighth. I'm sure I don't
know how he ever got mixed up with
our fellows, but there he was, and I
thought we'd better not wait for their
&mbulance, but bring him straight
here.”

«Right,” briefly pronounced Keene,
stooping over the insensible figure.
ssLet them carry him to my teuat,
Spicer.”

] beg your pardon, captain—to
your tent?”

“Didn't you hear
sharply interrogated the superior
officer. ¢‘Bruce. make the others
comfortable in Lieutenant Ordway’s
quarters. There will be plenty of
room for them there.”

«“Well, I'm beat!” ejaculated Spicer
five or ten minutes afterward as he
came out of the captain’s tent
scratching his shock of coarse red
curls,

Meanwhile the dim light of a lamp
ewinging from the center of the little
tent shone full on the singular group
within itscircling folds—the wounded
private lying like a corpse, still and
pale, on the Marrow iron bedstead.
the young officer leaning over him
and supporting his head—and the
brisk, gray eyed little surgeon keenly
surveying both as be unfolded his
case of phials and powders.

«‘He is not dead, doctor?®”

“No: but he would have been in
another half hour. Your prompt
remedies have saved his life, Captain
Keene.”

«“Thank God! oh, thank God!”

The surgeon looked at Keene in
amazement.

*He doesn’t belong to your regi-
ment. Why are you so interested in
the case?”

*‘Because, doctor,” said Keene, with
a strange, bright smile, ‘“when I saw
him lying under the alders, dead, as
I thought, I rejoiced in my secret
heart. At first—only at first. The
next moment I remembered that I
was a man and a Christian. For
years I have ocarried the spirit of
Caln in my breast toward that man;
now it is washed out in his blood.”

It was high noon of the next day
before the wounded man started from
a fevered doze into the faint dawn of
consciousness. .

«“Where am I? he faltered,looking
-wildly around him, with anineffectual
effort to raise his dizzy head Irom
- the pillow.

“Now, be easy,” eaid Private
Spicer, who was cleaning his gun by
the bedside. <You'’re all right, my
boy. Where are you? Why in the
;captbain"s tent. to be sure, and that's
pretty good quarters for the rank
- and file, I should think.”

«The captain's tent? How came I
| here?

«That's just what I can’t tell you—

g)u“ll have to ask himsell, I guess.
‘ ain’t any relation to Capt&in
eene, bexou"" S

11

men'” he
««How came he

what [ said?®™

- ««He's all right,

°Koom K’uona! rapoatod tha

' msn.

“Boo;uao,” pursuod Spicer, “if
you’d been hig-
oouldn’t huveL taken better care of
you. His coupin, maybe!”
+No! God forgive me, no!” faltered
the wounded man with a low, bitter
groan.
«Here he is now,” said Spicer, the
familiar acgents of his veice falling
to & more respectfully modulated

tone as he rose and saluted his officer.

captain—as clear
headed as & bell”

sVery well, Spicer: you can go.”

The private obeyed with alacrity.
When they were alone together in
the tent, Wallace Keene came to the
low bedside.

«So you're all right, Mr. Harney?"
he asked kindly.

«Captain Keene,” murmured Har-
ney, shrinking from the soothing
tone as if it had been a dagger's
point, «I have noright to expect this
trectment at your hands.”

+«Oh, never mind,” said the young
man lightly. «What can 1 do to
make you more comfortable?”

Harney was silent, but his eyes
were full of the tears he fain would
drive back — tears of remorseful
shame—and he turned his flushed
face lest the man he had once so
grossly insulted should see them fall.

The next day he again alluded to
the same subject.

««Captain Keene, you asked me
yesterday what you could do for me?”

*Yes.”

«] want you to ask leave for May
to come and nurse me when I am
transferred to the hospital.

Captain Keene turned toward the
sick man a face white and hard as
marble and said in a strangely altered
voice:

«“Do you mean your sister?”

“My sister—yes.”

+Of course, if you wish it I can ob-

tain permission, Harney. But’—
1uWell P
Keene's cheek colored, and he bit
his lip.

«] should not suppose she would
be willing to leave her husband for
the very uncertain comforts of hos-
pital life.™

Harney smiled, looking into his
companion’s face with keen, search-
ing eyes.

«“May is not married, Captain
Keene. She has n~ -urh appenduage
as a husband!

«“Not married!”

] know what:you thought. She
was engaged and almost married.
We had nearly induced her to become
Lisle Spencer’s wife, but she refused
on the very eve of her wedding day.™

Keene had risen and was pacing up
and down the narrow limits of the
tent with feverish haste.

«Because,” went on Harney, ‘‘she
loved a certain young volunteer who
left S—— about two years ago too
well to become any other man's wife.”

«“Harney—you do not mean to
S&y"

“] do, though, old fellow, and,
what is more, I mean to say that
gince I've been lying in this tent my
eyes have been pretty thoroughly
opened to my own absurd folly and
impertinence.”

Captain Keene wrung his compan-
ions hand and hurried away, to mis-
take the bootjack for the inkstand
and to commit several other no less
1nexcusable absurdities.

«] see you'll get nothing written
to-day,” sighed Harney as he lay
watching Wallace Keene tear up
sheet after sheet of note paper.

««] shall, though,” smiled Wallace.
“Only I can’t tell exactly which end
of my letter to begin a+.”

Captain Keene did write—and if he
inserted a little foreigun matter into
the epistle it didn't matter, for Har-
ney, considerate fellow, never asked
to see it.

Marion came, and when her brother
was promoted into the convalescent
ward, she went home again, it was
only to lose herself in bowers of
orange blossoms, forests of white
satin ribbon. and acres of pearly,
shimmering silk, shot. with frosty
gleams of silvery brocade, for the
course of true love, after all its turn
and intricacies, had at length found
its w~ay into the sunshine and was
running smoothly over sands of gold.
—New York News

Summer in the Far North.

Astonishing to the stranger is the
sudden development of the far north-
ern summer. Snow coversthe ground
in the Aleutian islands until well
into Jane, but by that time the day
lasts nearly all night, and in a few
weeks rank vegetation has taken the
place of snow. The hills become
carpeted with brilliant flowers and
the grass is waist high. This vege-
tation, dying winter after winter,
covers the ground' to a great depth
and makes it difficult to walk, and
adds especially to the task of mount-
ain climbing. It simplifies the de-
scent, however, for a person wearing
stout trousers may tlide for a quarter
of & mile down the mountain on this
loose deposit.

The Grave of Hiawatha.

.People who have taken the Lake
Superior steamers at Poift Arthur
have noticed the high long dike of
basalt that pushes into the water
from the northern limit of Thunder
bay. The Indians believe that this
ridge is the grave of Hiawatha or, as
he is called there) Manibozho, and
few red men pass the spot without
dropping a few beads or a pipeful of
tobacco in the water as an oblation
to his spirit. |

Novel Entertpinments.

Payson Tucker,’ general mansa-
ger of the Maine Central railroad,
racently adopted
expedient of enterta

-own brother-born; ‘he-f -

e novel social
ining his friends |
at the station in Portland; havinga |
{ repeption:in' the office and = dmner ;
- inthe staﬂon dinin‘___; o U TRICI |

Liguor, Morphing  and Tohaeen Ha‘ht"t,@,w; ;
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ARE RELIABLE

C {
They not only have no bad effects on the system, either

during treatment or after its completion; but on the contrary the
general health is improved from almost the first treatment.

Garten Gold Cure CO.,:‘

i'

411 & 412 Ellwang r & Barry Bldgs ROCHESTER, N. 1.

N

Hollister Lumber “C(S LIM.

LUMBHKR and COAL,

106 North Goodman Street, nextto N. Y, C & H. R. R. R. Telephone 63. ' ‘

The Delaware & Hudsonr Canal Cb..

LACEAWARNNA DAL

W. C. DICKINSON, AGENT,

13 East Main Street, and 69 Clarissa Street.

MUSIC.

Sheet Music and everything in the Musical
Lines Best Quality and Lowest Prices

GIBBONS & STONE PlANOS

AND MANY OTHER KINDS.

Estey Organs, Empire State Organs, Fine Violins, Gultars, Banjos, Ete.

GIBBONS & STONE, No. 110 East Main Street,

Maguire Brothers,
Coal Dealers,

Try our Mine Pea Coal for domestic use. Price $1.00 per ton less than regular sizes.

Up-Town Office, Brewster Bldg. 187 E. Main  Vard and Office, 281 Lyell Ave.
Telephone 18a.

GEO. ENGERT. BUT TOUR

~<ACOA_Lp

Of GEO. ENGERT &. co.,

Principal Office and Yard, 308 Exchange Street. “Downtown Office, Ed. McSweeney’s, East Main
corner South St. Paul street. Telephone 257%7.

A. F. SCHLICK.

ﬁ“

*

BERNHARD& CASEY, T
Peaters(iglebrated Lehigh Yalley Coal Baimore

And also in the Helvetia Mines, Reynoldsville Basin Steam Coal,
YARD AND OFFICE, 162 ORCHARDP STREET, ROCHESTER, N. Y

Hack, Coupe and Livery Stables.

City Baggage and Hack Line,

Walker S. Lee & Son, 296 and 298 central Ave.

SPRECYAL RATES FOR SLEIGH RIDES. '.l‘elephone.5348

CHAS. BRADSHAW _ -

SCRANTONCOXL,

Qur Pea Coal is the largest and best. $1.00 per ton less than regular size. Yard and
Office, 48 South Fitzhugh St. Telephone 148.

LOUIS EDELMAN,
st o \THEAGHHS and Bitumingus CﬂM.

Cumberland and Mt. Vernon Smithing Coals.
TeLEPHONE:. 57 6. 40 North Avenue‘.

JOHN M. REDDINGTON

Wholesale and Retail Dealer i in.

17 I EST MAIXT ST.

Fine Carryalls and Moving Vans on Hand.

Sh

Dealer in

+

TELEPHONE 390.

Book and Job Printing
TO THE |

Catholic Journal Office, L

397 East MAIN STREET.

E WANT ear Awar: AWAY s &
» ST oy o

Btéady work in your own oonn‘-’! $75 A MONTH. SALARY AND
E;:]EI:!EI PAID !““}r;r‘ WEEXS WHEN STARYED. . 0. SWHF & CO., CINCINNATI, 0.

) Dr. Tat$'s Aﬂ'ﬂ.ﬁﬂ“ oonimns no ogl

Send Your

3

' . e, but destroys the specifi
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