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Together with every,desiption of
PLADN AND PANCY PRINTING,
NXICUTED WITH MEATNESS AND DISPATCH.

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS,
Printed _n.nl', and upon goed paper, als
ways en hand and for sale at this Ofive.

 —OFFICE-
IN “JOURNAL” BUILDIXG.

Bliscell neong.

Fotels and Gestauranis.

@riginal Foeiry.

FIELD
~AND-—
Grarden Soceds.

Our stock of Seeds are new and true toname, em-
bracire all the valuable varieties, and are from the
most reiiable growers only. Thankful for tre com-
mendation and increased paironage which have
crowned our efforts to supply the best seed in the
market, we will strive to merit confidence.

FERTILIZERS. | FERTILIZERS.

ANIMAL BONE PHOSPHATE
A~ high grade Phosphate, a complete fertilizser,
always gives good resulis.
gl FITH, TURNEk & CO'S
AMMONIATED PHOSPHATE.

Q:IFFITH, TURNER & CO'8

QRIFFITH. TURNER & CO'S!

ALKALINE PLANT FOOD.

pared with special adaptation to the growth

of Corn, Potatoos, Tobacco and Vegetables requir-
y Fx'tefl‘rlgfﬁﬁﬂ%huiﬁgﬁy 8 co's

é 15 RAW BONE.

PERUVIAN GUANO AND PLASTER.

D3r. Bally
Hay, Straw & Fodder Cutter

Gives entire satisfaction wherever used. Has
greater capacity than any other uaing the same
power. Strength, simpliciry, durability and rapidty
of work are its points of excellence.

OLIVER

Chilled Plows
RUN LIGHTER, ARE MORE EASILY ADJUSTED
AND DO BETTER WORK THAN ANY
OTHER PLOW.

Malta Shovel Plows, Iron Age Cultivators, Corn
Drags, Cahoon Sced Sowers, Planet Sced Drill and
Cultivator, Thomas Horse Rake, The 8tar Horso
Rake, The Victor Horse Rake, Hay Tedders, Fousia's
Hay 1oader. American Hay Elevator, Double Har-

n Hay Fork, Grain Fane, Philadelphia Lawn
g?t?wera. ‘Corn 8hellers, Cider Mills, Farmer's Friend
Corn Planters, Keysione Corn Drills, Hay Presses,
Hay, Straw & Fodder Cutters, Bulter Workers,

&-REPAIRING DONE WITH DISPATCH.“GR
SEND FOR CATALOGUE.

GRIFFITH, TURNER & CO.,
203 AND 207 NORTH PACA STREET,
DALTIMORE,MD,
Dec. 10.—tf

arPIEAS. &

Best BEl=xtra
EARLY DTPEAS]

Dyovvarf W hilte
MARROWIXAT PEAS,
AT LOWEST PRICES:

EGG PLANTS,
! NEW QUERN TOMATO,
PR]ZEL‘A%E&%TOMATO,

BEET, '
CAULIFLOWER,
AND ALL OTHER SEEDS.
J. BOLGIANO & SON,

a8 8. CALVERT STREET,

BALTIMORE Mbp.
Dee. 15.—tf

MarPEAS." &8

BoAAC £ E -
PEAS.“g&

W VT A
HTPIEAS,

i

| comr—

Fry Goods and Broceries.

COME AND SEE OUR NEW STORE.

J. WESLITY LEE & SON,
—DEALER IN—

PDry Goods, ‘
Grocoerics, ITardware,
AND A FULL LINE OF GOODS USUALLY

FOUND IN A FIRST-CLASS COUN-

TRY STORE.

P

x

—

We are now occupying our new Store Byilding and
offer to the public &

—FULL AND COMPLETE—
STOCK OF NEW GOODS,
To which we respectfully invite your attention.
FINE GROCERIES A SPECIALTY.

Thankful for the past pationage, and earnestly
loliciz:gg a c%x:ltlnuan?et. l;ve lﬂgﬂ endeavor to de-
onfidence of the public.
servethec J’: W.LEE & SON.
Dec. 1.—tf

WILLIAM D. RANDALL,
SUCCESSOR TO
B. R. YOE & CO.
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL
DEALERS IN
STAPLE AND FANOY GROCERIES
FINE LIQUORS, CHOICE WINES, AND STORES
FOR NAVAL VESSELS
AT THE OLD STAND, -
No. 88 West Baltimore Street, Baltimore,

TO THE PUBLIC:

The undersigned takes this mathod to notify the
Public and especially the Patrons of the late ﬂrgz of
B. R. YOEag CO., that he has taken the OLD
STAND occupled forso many years by that firm
wgan& é‘;s proposes to continue the GROCERY
BUS .

He belleves that hislong experience in the em-

loyment of the late Mr. YOE, has given him &
P A knowledge of the business and made him
scquainted with the tastes and wants of his old cus-
tomets, he therefore respecifully solicits a continu-
ance of their patronage and earnestly asksthe Gen-
eral Public for a share of thelr eustom.

Ho will keep a full stock of the best
STAPLE AND FANCY GROCERIES, )

CE W1 m(g)é\NNED GOODS, FINE LIQUORS
CHOI .
CIGARS AND STORES
s e msT A S YA B
4 will provide the or sup-
;? mﬁ,G&d' at MOST REASONALLE PRICES and
wiyth egreatest dispatch, :

ctfull
VTS e . D. RANDALL.
Oct. 28.—tf

@nrs?i@mm, Jlaﬁsts, &s. )

R OSEBANK NURSERIES,
GOVANSTOWN,
£ BALTIMORE COUNTY, MD,.
e e A ota HOCK of the following
78 t0 our complate #L0C -}
mu"gmxs,smnnﬂxn AND DWARF;
APPLES, Do., Do.; CHERRIES, Do..Do
PLUMS, AND GRATE VINES,S
togetlier with other 8MALL FRUITS o? popular

kinds.
ENTAL, DECIDUOUS AND EVERGREEN
og;:sxs iTB t M:;’il)t: SHEIUBSO: largestook of
n variety. 8O
d VEERBENAS, GERANIUMS g
andother Bedding Plants. OSAGE afid JAPAN
UINCE, suitable for hedging.
ar 8 MODERATE.
O o v aplicAtion
Arde N
0 WD BRACKENRIDGE,

Rosebank Nurseries,
Govanstown, Baltimore Co., Md.

Oct.16.~-1y

CHARLEB HAMILTON,
FLORIST

WAVERLY, YORK ROAD, BALTO. COUN!!.

A GRNERAL ASBORTMENTO?
Hot,Grvesn House and Hardy Plants

ALWAYE ON HAND. .
Bouquets, Pyramide, Wregths,Croases,Crowr
?mm% Joo‘ ‘

order atshort no

ns, Plowers, &o.,

niﬁ'ﬂhm < savecifull
[ Aprﬂr-gmn. '

orgred
8. Allorderspromniyfilled. A
solicitad.

JOHN BURXNS,

| =rom——

UNDERTAKER,
TOWSONTOWN, MD.

KETS AND CO
€S NISHED AT SHORT NOTICE.

Havin, rchased & NEW HEARSE I am
pre?’ubd to wd Funeralsin a first-class manner.

‘m‘PAll orders promptly sttended to.“68
25, —6m ) :

%un MORYGAGEY'S BONDS,

R
LAND JOURNAL,

ry Lotsand Gardenslaid outiand fur-

OF ALL STYLES FUR.

SALEAT THE OFFICE OF THE MARY-

1837, wmo.1s 1887,

K, SALTIMORE STREET.

EDWARD BIRD & CO.,
Importers, Jobbers and Retallers of
FANCY AND STAPLE

DRY GOODS.

FORFIGN AND DOMESTIC FABRICS
OF STAPLE THREAD AND FANCY WEAVING,
For use or adornment.

LARGEST AND RICHEST ASSORTMENT OF
WRADPS

For Ladles and Misges, and a superb stock of
READY-MADE DRESMES.

J.

Laces, Linens, Hoslery, Gloves, Underwear, Furs,
Wraps, Qu!u, Sllks, Shawls, Fating, Velvels, Velvet-
eens, Plushes, Fancy Goods, Dress Goods, Cassimeres,
Muaims. Blankets, and every possible requisite for
successful and thrifty housekeepiong, st LOWEST
POSSIBLE PRICES, consiatent with firat-classgoods,
splendid facilities, and ablest sexvices.

OVER HALF A CENIURY

of unsullied reputation is back of every offering
that our shelves or counters CArry.

FAIR DEALING, ONE PRICE STRICTLY

and Freshest Novelties in Fancy and Staple Pro-
ducts have made us Headquarters in Baltimore for

Best Goods at Bottom Prices.

Mail Orders.

We solleit correspondence (with orders) from an
portion of the country, pledging our ample experi-
ence, immense facllitles, expert help and superb
stock to please all. Thesimplest to the largest want
filled on day of its receipt.

CALL OX OR ADDRESS
J. EDWARD BIRD & CO,
18 E. BALTIMORE 8T., BALTIMORE, MD.
Deo. 1.-1y.
RAPHIC LIBRARY.

JUST ISSUFD.

———

NO 1.
HISTORY AND LIFE OF GROVER CLEVELAND.

Appreciating the demand for & convenlent and
bries history of the life of Fresident Cleveland, wo
have just issued & 18-page paper esreclalxls devoted
to i Justratiors, embraciug aSPLENDID PORTRAIT
OF THE PRESIDENT and a MAGNIFICENT PIC-
TURE OF MRS. CLEVELAND, both from the most
recen. phoiograpbs; Jllustrations of COLEV ELAND'S

=== | BIDTHPLACE, ROOM IN WHICH HE WAS BORN,

HIS BUFFALOOFrICE, MARRIAGE CEREMONY,
COUNTRY HOME Al' WASHING10ON, and others
~plecturing the noteworthy eveuts of his great ca-
reer.

’i‘he letter-press gives a CONCISE HISTORY OF
THE LIFE XND KVERY PUBLIC ACT OF GRO-

VER CLEVELAND.

No. 2.

HISYORY OF THE UNITED SBTATES TARIFF
Presents the great TarifY speech of the Hon. Roger
Q. Mills of T'exas, summarizing the famous Mills
bill, ard is set 0¥ with & number of powerful car-
toous.

Each nvmber is made up of sixteen pages, beau-
tifully printed on paper oi exira weight, 8o as to be
easlly presoived, and the mast convenient form
from wh'ch 1o gather at & glance Lthe substance and
effect of the whole Tariff Ques.jon.

These publivations sbould be read by every
Amnerican citizen, and tbe luow price,

10 CEN1S PER COPY,
places them within tho reach of everybody.

Send 20 cents in stamps for GRAPHIC LIBRARY,

Nos.1and 2, to
THE DAILY GRAPHIC
30 and 41 Park Place, N. &'.
Aug. 26~

Ohas. MoRae,

~—~—WHOLESALE—

LIQUOR DEALER,

4.9 N. CALVERT STREET 409

OLD NO. 111.
NEAR THE DEPOT

BALTIMORE, MD.

THE BEST $3 WHISKEY IN THE CITY.

5TRY IT$8
May 28.'87.~1y

PATRNS 565

- OPPOBITE U. 8. PATENT OFFICE

and we can secure patent in Jess time than those
remote from Washington.

Send model. drawin -o_r;hoto.. with description.
We advise if Patentab @ or not, frece of charge, Our
fee not due till patent is secured.

A PAMPLET,

“How {o Obtain Patents,” with name of actual cll-
ents in youi %tate. county, or town, sent free,

dress,
C. A, BSNOW & CO.,
Opp. Patent Office, Washington, D. C.
Nov, 21—

CAVEATS, and TRADE-MARKS
obtained, and all Patent businese
conducted for

MODERATE FEES.

JAEEG GUMMINS,

PORTRAIT PHOTOGRA4FPHER,

Studio, No. 7 North Charles Street,

~ BALTIMORE.
Iespeciallyrequestthepatronage of those desir.
inggreatcareinmakingtheirpictureswiththedeli.
cacyand durability of finish that has given this
gallerya reputationforsuperiorworkmanship. All
ittingrmadeundermy personuhupenhioﬁ .
March 22.—tJuly16

HE HOME PERMANENT MUTUAL

LAND AND BUILDING ASSOCIATION OF
BALTIMORE COUNTY,

TOWSON, MD.

hPar value of nham??ﬁ& Dues 25 cents per
shaie.

Intereat upon unredecmed shares averages from
b to 6 per cent. per annum.

Meets every Saturday Night
IN THE OFFICE OF  MARYLAND JOURNAL.”
WM. H. RUBY, President.
WM, M, ISAAC, Becretary.
JAMES E. GREEN, Treasyrer
Maich 19,—4f

C H. MANN,
P INSURANCE AGENY®,
TOWRONTOWN, MD.

LIVERPOOL AND LONDON AND GLOBE IN.
SURANCE COMPANY, insuresagainstloss by FIRE
or LIGHTNING, and pays promptly.

—OQFFICE— .
PHIPPS BUILDING. NEXT TO POST OFFICE
TOWBON.

Policles writlen on DWELLINGS, STORES,
BARNS and other BUILDINGS. Also,on 1.
TURE,BTORE GOODS,and other valuable CHAT-
TELS,LIVE 8/ ‘0(71{.633.a MANN,85., Agent
. L[] 'l n
May 23.—1y $I‘o\l?lon. Na.
ECTURES,

THOUGRTS ON HAMLET, {llusirated by recita-

fons from the Plap LABOR IN RELATION TO

UMAN DEVELOPMENT, and the Demands of
Labor unon the Clvilizailon of the Ar.

OETIC AND DRAMATIC RECITATIONS AND

; “?EN)?S'I"IONS introducing the late Mr. JOHN

J
pog ar charsoter of “JOHN UNIT” in
Self, and Miss EAR%OTTE CUSHMAN'S wender-
ful fmp?rsonat!on of “MEG. MERRILES” in Guy.
nering,
)i".NnGAGE& "!1?‘8 RESPECTPULLY SOLICITED,
ress )
' H. CLAY PREUSS
Arlington. Baltimors Co., Md.
Dec. 81.—tf
FTEMASONRY
Ix IIABYLANDA
BY EDWARD T. 8CH y
BALUTIMORE.
Thisiss History of Freemason
from the establishment of the first
in 17¢3, down to tho present time.
PUBLISHED IN NUMBERS AT &0

Jan, §1~tf

in Marvland
geat Joppa

- mbnc oan rest assured that

AERE | R

OTEL RENNERT,
EUROPEAN PLAN,
SARATOGA AND LIBERTY STS.,
BALTIMORE.
LADIES’ AND GENT'S RESTAURANT.
A3-OPEN DAILY, %%
no‘;r_'_'.:mnnm, Prop.
Rennert’s
RESTAURANT,
CALVERT AND GERNAN 375,
BALTIMORE,

" OPEN DAILY EXCEPT SUNDAY.
July 21.—tf :

A'r TAE ¢OLD PLACE” -
UnBAN’S RESTAURANT, m
ON TRE =
YORK ROAD, NEAR THE CAR A
TOWSONTOWN.

Having disposed of the Smedley House my friends
will now find me at my OLD PLACE, as shove.—
As heiecofore, I will always keepon hand the fineat
brands of LIQUORS, BRANDIES, &o.; also BROWN
STOUT, BASS'S ALE, PORTER, and the choice
brands of CHAMPAGNE, CLARET, &c. The BEST
BEER on dn.n'ht and in bottles, for family use.—
hA!aago stock of CIGARS of beat brands alwayson

and. .

Agr-Summer residents can alwaye be supplied at

city prices.
" LI:Amp!? nmtt;aun&snd shedding and polite hos-
er always in attendance.
y LEWIS H. URBAN, Proprietor.
June 7,'84.—1y

EN MILE HOUSE, .
ON THE YORK TURNPIKE. [ii%
CHARLES 0. COOKEY, Proprietor,

The undersigned, having purchased the well
known Ten-}lhlfe Hotel Pro) , York Turnpike, the
same will in the future be conducted by him.

He hasstockcd his Bar with the choicest Lichtion,
Wines and Cizars. and an attentive hostler will be
{n constant atterdance for the care of stock.

The house has boen thorou&hly renovated,andthe
e propriewor will use
dnunﬂ«::lt e&:de&vors to make his guestscomfortable
and satisfled.
A share of public patron etfully solicited,
P P KR L88 O, Y

COCKEY,
Jan. 27, ‘76, —t1 Proprietor.
OVANSTOWN HOTEL,
LEWIS RITIER, Proprietor.

Havingleased the above Hotel I mostr 1y
solicit the public patronage. The house being in
complete order, offers an agreeable resort for Ludies
and Gentlemen, wheve ther can obtain Breakfast,
Dinnerard Sapper, with allthe delicaeieswhichtbe
marketsafford. The Bar will always be supplied
with the best articles to be ouieiired, and every at
tention will begiven to the confortand pleasure o
tors. LEWIB RI'CTER, Proprietor.
Jan, 25,'79.—1y _

S'r. JAMES’ HOTEL, m
NOW OPEN,
COR. CENTRE AND CHARLES STREETS,
BY THE WASHINGTON MONUMENT.
FIRST-OLASS IN ALL RESPECTS.

RESTAURANT-EUROPEAN PLAN,

J. 8. CROWTHER,
Manager.

Geal Gstate Jgents, &e.

0.J. R THORPFPE. |

SAMUEL BRADY.

TIRADY & CO.,
;%4 L ESTATE & COLLECTION OFFICE,
NO. 83 WEST FAYETEE STREET,
BALTIMORE, MD.

e e o ek i a0l ATl claimm
eollected and promptly remitted.

Moy 15.~tf

B. ALMONY,
®  REAL ESTATEAGENT
ANXDCOLLERCTOROP
HOUSE AND GROUNXD RENTS,
Roomas Nos. 8 and 8, Masonie Hall,

LOANS NEGOYIATED.
Jan.24.—tAprill1?2

®

H.L. BOWEN
REAL ESTATE AGENT .CONVEYANCER

AND
COLLECTOR OF HOUSE AND GROUND RENTS
, LOANS NEGOTIATED.
NO.2,SMEDLEY ROW, TOWSONTOWN ,MD,
Jan.19,'78.~1y

WILLIAM H.SHIPLEY,
SURVEYOR.
OFFICE—87 LEXINGTON STREET
BALTIMORE,
Inconnection with R. W, TEMPLEMAN, willgiv
strict attention as LAND AGENTS, NEGOTIATE
LOANS OF MONEY ON REAL ESTATE, &o., BUY

AND SELLGROUND RENTS, &0,
March 21.—tf

WILLIAM POLE, 8x.,
REAL ESTATE AGENT,
-OFFICE-

2% ST. PAUL STREET, BALTIMORE,
CONV. NATION BOXN'I]')ITLES

-~

DENC
GARRISON AVENUE, HOOKSTOWN,
BALTIMORE GOUNTY,
Nov.4,1871.—t1

B’m ESTATE AGENCY.

ROUND RENTS, LOTS, AND DWELLINGS for
sale In Baltimore cily and county, loans negotl

ated
BIRCKHEAD & MURDOCH
48 Bt, Paul Btreet, Baltimore, Md.
33!1- 30-—“

Justiceg of the Geace.

N C. LOGSDON,
®  JUSTICE OF THE PEACE

AND
AUCTIONEER

REISTERSTOWN, BALTIMORE CO.,;MD.
March 3,'88.—tf
OHN J. PILERT,

JUSTICE OF THE PEACE FOR BALTO. CO.

—OFFICE~—
NO.2568 FREDERICK AVENUE, NEAR THE CITY
LIMITS, Bﬁ\%s'liIHOBE COUNTY,

— DENCE—
WILLOW GROVE, BALTIMORE COUNTY.
A Willattend Promptl tothe SALE OF REAL
ESTATE and will also act as AUCTIONEER FOR
BADLBISDI_'OALL KINDS OF PROPERTY.
80.16.—6m :

SAMUEL B. METTAM
JUSTICE OF THE PEAOE,
THIRD D

ISTRICT,
PIKESVILLE, BALTIMORE COUNTY,"
efs entruatodto

Willattend promptly to all bu
hisoare.
promptreturnamade.

A3 Claimsoollectedand
April 26.—tf

GIDEOR HERBERT
JUSTICE OF THE PRACE,
—OFFI0E—

IN THE SHERIFF'S OFFICE
COURT HOUBE, TOWSONTOWN, MD,
" W&l'mmnd promptlyto o1 business placedin his
anas,
CLAIMS OF ALL KINDECOLLECTED,
Junelé.—v

Ratches, Hewelry, Le.

A. E. WARNER

Most respectfully informs his numerous
oustomers and friends that he has

removed to- the-store oining
Brewn Bros’ Banking Homss,

01d No. 157 ;W. BALTIMORE STRERTY,
New No. 181 '€, ‘BALTIMORE FTREET,

Oppe. the B. & O. R, R. Bullding,
BALTIMORE, MD., ,
Where he intends to l::ant;mu tthc manufsoturir gof

elegan
REPOUSSE ER WARE
Of the finest Standard,

And hopes from his personal attention to i the

favor oml in want of & superior tntcl%w"uz
t. er with & fine stook of {uton

‘AND OTHER JEWELRY of the latest style, GOLD

AND SILVER WATOHES AND OH and heby-

fest Sliver Plated Ware, Table Cu . h

1

ocks, O Glasses, Eve Glames and
e T e
. bunutmduoonontmliuam-

o0, Sy

{Written for the MARYLAND JOURNAL.]
THE LITTLE MOURNER.

I met o little child one day,

Wandering in a crowded way;

A child whoee face should have been glad,
Alag, it lonely looked and sad,

1 took her hand with cheering smile,
Talking pleasantly the while,

To drive the ahadows from her face,
Charming with ita sweet, childish graee.

What Is the matter ifttle girl,

What glves your lp its grievous curl,
What brings in that blue eye the tear?
Tell me my child and do not fear.

Down on her bosom dropped her head,
Oh! lady, my mama {s dead,

And she who bas my mother's place,
Haa not to me & mother's face.

Why do you think »o precious one,
What could your new mama have done,
To make you doubt her tenderness,
And bring you in such deep distresa ?

1 trg to plesss her, but in valn,

Ana that, oh lld!“!l my pain;

She does not like, “dear papa’s Dove,”
But gives to papa all her love.

Yet lady, he would pet me now.
But dreads the frown upon her Brow,

At night alone, I creep up atajrs,

With no mother's kneé {0 say my prayers.

Dear litlle one, dry up your tears,

Let cheerful smiles ] your fears,
Above you'll find mamma again,
And llve with her freed from all pain.

M, E. CARMICHAERL,

iscellzneans.

THE WOLVES.

Whaere the fir trees bagan to grow less
closely ; where, botween their tall trunks
and in their black foliage, gleamed a few
crimson splashes of fire as the sun sank
below the horizon ; where the snow lay
deep and unspotted, save by the multitu-
divous prints of their own restless feet—
there, on the outskirts of the forest, at
the wake of day, the wolves were gather-
ing themselves together. Huogry they
were, and eager for work to begin.—
There was no play among them, no leap-
ing over one another’s backs, or wrestling
or growling pretenses at' fighting. They
were on business—the first business of
life, to keep life, and to keep life, if you
happen to be a wolf, means hard work
and plenty of it, with but little timo to
sparc on the amenities of axistence.

And now their old gray leaders —war-
rio rs who have survived many & scene of
death and disaster to man and wolf—
leap out together from the woods upon
the darkening plain. They raised their
noscs, sniff the wind, and shake them-
selves. Ono yawns and stretches his
aws, while a puff of hot breath riscs
rom his red tongue, and a5 he shut his
narrow jaws with a soap, sharp canine
teeth, white as the snow itself, glitter in
the dusk,

Thon begins that long, slouching, tire-
less trot, that infernal gallop which beats
horse and man and all things living for
combined speed and enduramce. The
pack covers nearly five-and-twenty square
yards of snow, and settles into its stride,
each beast moving and turning in unison
with the rest, as a flight of birds myste-
riously wheels in air. Thoy are Norway
wolves these, and experionce has long
sinve taught them what work will be ne-
cessary before supper and a return to
their foreat fastness.

Note what happens almost at tho start.
One little brute suddenly slips and strains
his leg. Fearfully he glances at hi3 com-
panions on the right and left, but as yet
they know not of the aceident. -All too
soon, however, the pace tells upon the
injured animal. Nature asserts hersclf
in the great gray wolf, his oyes glow like
red-bot embers, his sinewy leg gives
under him, he howls his farewell to dear
life, and his place in his ranks knows him
no more, But the maimed creature’s
sufferings are over almost instantly, for the
fittest alone survive in a pack of wolves.
A ravenous fighting mass of fur and legs
and teeth closcs in upon him, and be is
gone, leaving no monument more endur-
ing than drops of his own hot blood, which
have fallen and melted for themselves deep
holes in the trampled snow.

Then forward thoy sweop, the canui-
bals, on the best possible terms with une
another, and feeling as you would foel
after an anchovy or an olive or some such
preliminary to more important gastronom-
io efforts.

But now, ahead, there stands a solitary
tree, naked rave where, on its topmost
pranches, the dark pioe needles mingle in
one shapeless olumr, or where, lower
down, dead cones satill oling to the parent
bough. In the rough Lark at its foot are
flecks of wool ; but the sheep which rub
themselves there in the Summeér are far
away just now. Something of greater in-
terest meets the wolves here. Along the
snow at the base of this tree, and running
at rignt apgles to the course they have,
till now, been taking, extend two parallel
lines, cut by the irons of o sledge: One
vehicle alone has passed since the snow
last feoll, but it appears to have gone by

uite recéntly, for the scent is atrong and
the pack take it up without a moment's
balt. Now supper becomes a probability,
for where there is a sledge, there is a
horse, perhaps .two; where there is s
sledge, there is also & man, possibly more
than one. .

Have you ever heard the howling of
wolves o

I havo, seatod in a comfortable placo of
entertainment, with my mind at ense and
certain knowledge that many iron bars
separated me from the invisible howlers.
Even under those oiroumstances, the
sound was one that made mo turn oold

and wonder how nature had produced any-
thing so hideous. It is like nothing but
itsplf; you cannot compare or contrast it
with any other ory of living things; a
gale of wind in the rigging of & big ship
at sea is the nearest approach to.it I know,
Thin, hollow wails of sound grow and
swell and burst into one demoniac howl
that embodies in its volume every conceiv-
able note of despair and oternal torture.
Then the crescendo dies, - sometimes ay
 though suddenly strangled; more often in
long-drawn shrieks that fade upon the ear.
There is musio in their csdence at times;
those that I heard were fairly in tune—
bnt such a tune, such & droning, fiendish,
whirling blast of melady it .was. If the
nether world hes its own musie, that music

‘1 should be the howl of hungry wolves—the

frantic chorus whose culmination is death
;.; tgying singers or flseing audiences or

S(;.mno_h for the wolves I kpow ;. %0
mnl:}qlli ]t;or.u:gu whose :i:arhm broken
aud whose sides have nohéd -dften gndir
thatien vy, Whip-of theit disatér. B¢ aiugh
Hor tame wolves who do olumsy tricks and

have lcarned the beanty of obedience for-
getting, at the same timo, the watchword
of all wolvos—that union is strength,
Return we to my pack, watch its moving,
like one big machine, and the component
parts of which are together giving tongue.

The soow, for them, is in perfect order ;
but somebody abead may perchanco find
bia horaca crushing through the thin fro-
gen surface at every stride. The dark-
ness suits the hunters well, but somebody
ahead may be praying for that moonlight
which, at present, only shows silver fringes
on a black cloud. To them their wolf
wusio is the dinner gong ; but somebody
ahbead may hear notging more beautifal
than his own passing bell in the distant
undulations, rising and falling and coming
.over the snow. -

Fortunately thought and a pen travel
quicker even than gray wolves ; therefore
—though not knowing with certainty
whether it can catch us again before the
end of the story—we will leavo the racing
pack and draw level with the sledge.

Here it is, sure enough, plowiog
through the snow aud spinning out those
two parallel lines as it goes. The stout
brown horses are galloping steadily and
the solitary man sitting behind them does
not use whip or word at present. He
roust be some miles nearer home ere the
last struggle begins, and he not only
knows the road well, but. can also guess
with tolerable sccuracy at the distance
which lends enchantment to the wolf
musio in the darkness behind him. Phys-
ioally Rollo Syantsen is a typioal Norwe-
gian—strong and in the prime of lifs. He
has been in passing peril from the wolves
befors to-day : the rug now wrapped about
him, the corner of which flaps and rustles
in the snow, is made of wolf-skins. To-
night he appears anxious, however; his
horses are powerful but not fleet, and in
his judgment, when the journey is ended,
there will be a very short quarter of a
‘mile between bhis sledge and its pursuors.
As though to encourage him, the moon ot
last rises frec of the far-stretching oloud
that till the present has hidden it. A
clear, white light floods the durkness and
the snowy plain begins to widen out upon
every sido as the driver, rising in his seat,
casts one searching glance ahead, looks to
the fastening of a big leatbern bag which
is tied to the floor of the sledge, and then
gazes long and carefully. behind bim.
Yes, there they are, just a littlo dark sha-
dow on the waste, a shadow which onoe
loss eerrienced might bave overlooked
altogether, but a shadow that is moving
bardly less quickly than those cast by the
rack of broken clouds drifting across the
moon.

What Syantsen had seen in front of
him was a black line on the horizon and
a tall finger post, still far ahead, where
two roads met. What he bad not seen
was a figure on foot, traveling toward the
samo black line upon the horizon.

The pedestrian is moving but slowly,
and has very little more running left in
him. The snow retards every step and
ologs in lumps upon the heels of his boots.
There is no track to go by, but he keeps
an straight as he can for the tall finger-

ost. T'o reach the black line before thoso

yiog feet in the rear have olosed with
him is, he knows, impossible; and yet
he staggers forward. He cannot help
himself. 1'be instinot of self-preservation
would make him struggle on even though
sefety were a hundred miles distant instead
of scarce five. And on he will drag his
tived body till he drops or till the wolves
pull him down.

Then comes—think of it—the sound of
sledge bells in his ears, the only earthly
melody he knows that, in his present sore
strait, can mean sucocr and salvation.
He heeds it not at first. 1He Norwegians
are a superstitious folk, and our poor
wretch thinks that the night demons are
abroad, danciog in the drifting enow
wreaths, lau%hing at his agony and tuning
the distant howlings into tho sound of
bells. :
Sledge bells do not always make musio.
Thore is nothing to suggest pleasure and
lumes and nodding of proud equine heads
in the harsh jangle that now rushes down
upon the traveler. Syantsen's horses have
long since caught the distant chorus and
their cars are beginning to lie back and
their necks to stretch out. Jangle, jangle
jangle, thad, thud, thud, go hoofs and
bells. A hotstoam streams away from the
animals and the bright red ray of a little
lamp in front ot the sledge casts o glow
upon their sweating flanks. The driver
is standing up now aud unwinds the lash

-of his long wﬁip. His hat is.off and he

looks with a frown behind him. To us
horse and man and vehicle seom but the
inonrnation of flying terror; to him on
foot a chariot sent straight from God.

And thns they meet, theso men, than
whom all Norway could’not show two ene-
mies more bitter. They are dwellers in
the little village of Joksdal, in Finmak,
the most northern division of Tromso, or
Northern Norway. There had their
fathers lived before them, and there had
Syantsen, rich, proud, and the autoorat
of his birthplace, cruelly wronged Eric
Skien, & young herdsman and a paor one.

An old, stalo atory it was, of two men
loving the same woman. Young Erio had
been everything to her until the other
came oreeping into her heart, ousting the
old love and replacing it with one ten
‘times as powerful. She dared not to tell
her betrothed, and upon the very ove of
their marriage Syantsen bad stolen tho

irl away, with ber own consent, married
Eer in a distant hamlet, and then, retur-
ning, braved the black storm of rage that
-awept over bim. All believed this step
to be one of most lawless abduction apon
the man’s part, and he, only thinking for
his wife and her reputation, was dontent
that in such a belief Joksdal should re-
main. Erie Skien, however, was wiser.
He had long noted the change in his
sweetheart, and the blow did not fail so
heavily upon him therefore as his friends
supposed. He was a good-hearted, eany,
going, loutish ' fellow, not overquick of
comprehension, but a popular men among
his comrades and one with a kind soul id
biwm. That he would nurse his revenge
ontil it grew into something strong and
terrible and could walk slone was the

eneral opinion in Joksdal. But Skion
:greuthed. no word of his fature intentions
to snybody, and went on Living snd work-
ing tamely enough, though with meet of
the laughter and rough frolio blotted out
ofhislife. Itisimprobable that he would
.ever have seriously set about retalistion or

e far out of his way to get it. Dwell-
i Lo fn pombarn Yok, o tiogs ing

in.mortharn ‘landy, oIl things i
equal, are not so fruitfal of viclence an

the knife as hot-blooded men of the south.
Nor have they quite such keonness and
capability for either suffering or joy.
Their sensibilities are somewcat wore
blunt and there is more prose and less
poetry in their lives, less sunshine and
more hard work. I spesk, of.gourse, of
the lowest social olassos : Skien was s
shepherd ; Syantsen the keaper of a small
1nn. '

And now—a year after the catastrophe
—they meet, the one flushed and hot and
uvearly spent with his hard running, the
other cold and white, and with all his wits
about bim. Bkien, thinking to seo a
friend looks up at the man in the sledge.
As he docs 80 anxiety ohanges to inored-
ulous and savage joy; the bowl of wolves
falls unheeded upon his ear ; he oclatches
hard at something hidden in his belt and
shows his teeth. Tho other, with an iron
hand vpon the reins, checks for an instant
his fiying sledge and keeps pace with his
old enemy. Obe of the struggling horses
arrested in his fight for life, neighs and
plunges to be free. The bells clash and
jangle ; for o moment the hungry throats

ehind are silent; over all the moon
shines bright and cold, bringing out every
detail of the scene as clearly as daylight
could.

Rollo Syantsen speaks first.

*Ab, friend Skien, thou wilt bave to
§o at greater pace than thy present jog if

oksdal is to see thee again. Graabeen*
travels a world faster, and is now nearer
to thee than thou art to home. Wilt
deign.to accept a seat 7 If 8o, it is at thy
gervice.”

‘At last we mcet, then,” gasped the
other.

'] had rather see thee than the truest
friend and strongest horse in Norway.
At last thou art in my hand, Rollo Syan-
tsen. Nay, stay thine horses, or I will
do it for thee.”

““Fool | Thou do it? Could thou stop
me a year ugo ! Then think not to hold
back those mad brutes here by any act of
thine.”

For answer Skien leveled a pistol at the
head of the horse nearest him. The bay-
rel flashed in the moonlight like a knife,
and Syantsen, ohoking in his throat the
ory of

#‘Graabeen :” The peasant Norwegians
have a superstition objection to calling many
familiar animals by the name proper to them.

*‘Graabeen’ signifies “‘grey legs,” andl thus do

they always refer to the wolf, At this present
time the heart of Norway can show more pri-
mitive people, dialects, and beliefs in super-
human agencies than any other European
country.

horror that rose into it,pulled at the reins,
and nearly overturned the vehicle he
drove.

““This is po time for jesting, man I” he
cried. ‘‘Leap by me, and do it quickly,
or we .shall both be lost.”

“And why not? Thou hast not left me
nothing to live for. Everything that was
good to me in the world has been taken
by thee;-now it is my turn, and I could
slay thee, but that I had rather leavo it
to those bebind.”

While the horses were nearly disloca-

ting his shoulder-joint, Syantsen made
answer : ,
“Think not I fear any more than thes.
If thou willest that but one of us shall
reach his home I care not. I plead not
for my safety, least of all at thy hands,
bat others plead for it. The past is past,
the wrongs I have done to thee are past,
and past atoning. Slay me if thou wilt,
it is but justice, but be generous in thine
hour of trismph. Save thyself, Skien, I
implore it, and see that what is now in
the sledge be given to those I leave
behind, Declare, whon questioned, that
I fell from my place aud thow couldst
not stay the horses to save me.”

So he spoke, and a great wave of feel-
iug passed through the other’s mind.
Never had his heavy brains been so stir-
red, uever befors had the possibility of
noble and heroic actions entered them.
Like a dream picture, as his cnemy’s
words fell upon his ear, he suw the girl
at home nursing her baby, saw the sledge
dash through the village sireet, saw the
husband reel into the strong outstretched
arms of his friend, and heard the wife's
ory of thankfulness to God. That was
all ; no vision of his own figure in the
story obtruded itself. A fash of light-
ning could not be quicker than the thought
ag it filled his brain, and transformed
every ambition, passion, desire.

““Prue,” he said, *‘I have no quarrel
with those in thine home. Thou art a
husband and & father—I had forgotten.
Get you gone, Syantsen; By oyes are
opened now and I sce far shead. Fly,
man, while there is yet timo ; take these
pistols with thee, too, and remember in
the days to come there was no evil be-
tween us at the end. Go, I say, the
horses are killing themselves.”
He held up the weapons, and finding
that the driver was too occupied to take
them from bim placed both pistols at his
feet in the sledge, as Syuntsen answered :
<‘Sayest thou this 2 he cried. *‘By
Heaven, Skien, such an enemy as thou
makest is worth & thousand friends.
Levo thee, man ? Never ! Mount, I com-
mand it ; else I will shoot these frantic
beasts myself. God willing, we shall yet
slecp in our bomes to-night ; if not, then
togother hero.” '
ric hesitated for a brief moment.

The thought of & great saorifice was
strong within him, but his old enemy
would not be denied. His will was as

owerful as the other’s and most assured-
Y both men must ever perished bad not

kioh relented: At last, therefore, yield-
ing to Syantsen’s entreaty, he crawled
ex n.ustm{ upon the hinder seat of the
sledge and, not & moment too soon, the
men were whirled away together.

(Read without haste, the above dio-
logue, if timed, would be found to take two
and & half minutes. In faot, however, it
barety ccoupied tiwo.)

Five short minutes later the wolves
arrive upon the spot where the snow is
trampled and Bkien's footmarks oease.
Now they are racing, for the quarry shows
up black and clear againat the snow, little
more than a wile abead. ‘

Lot us once more hunt with tho hunters
and watch with them as—their feet fall-
ing like the pattering rustle of rain—they
came on, one hurtling agsinat snother.
Their mouths are open, the hair upon
sheir bagks ia beginning to siiffen -and
stand on end, thetr phosphorescent eyes
are fixed upon the fying sledge. A long
stern chase it has been, and seems liko to
2o, Byl by ued oy et dpon
well. ‘80 yard by yard they gat npon
better terms with the vehidlo, grmth
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black horizon gradually changes into ir-
regular outlines of a pioe grent; true
also, beneath the trees, gleam sparks of
red yellow fire that suggest haman babi-
tations ; but Jokadal is distant a mile yet,
whercas three hundred yards alone sepa-
rate wolves aud men. Now a long pull,
a strong pull, a pull altogether, and then
——suﬂper!

Like tho bellows of a forge scb the

borses snd need not the heavy whip, |

though that now and again hisses in the
air over their heads. Great jots of steam
burst from their gaping nostrils, and they
slow the bloodshot whites of their cyes.
Since Skien got upon the sledge not
auother word has been spokcu. Syant-
sen drives with magnificent nerve and
judgment, keeping the borses steady, but
getting every inch out of them he can,—
If either comes dowu it must mean oer-
tain death for all. Skien sits crouched
up at the back of the sledge with his face
to the vncoming multitude and a pistol in
cach hand. Nearer get the wolves and
nearer. They are now going about twen-
ty yards in a bundred quicker than their
proy. The big sledge rug manufactured
from skins of their defunct kindred is
thrown to them ; but what are dead wolves’
coats as an article of food compared with
the shining sides of those galloping ani-
mals, now only fifty yards in front? It
hardly stays them for » moment.

Jokedal is still nearly a quarter of a
mile off. Syauntsen jodels, and the clear
notes go echoing forward to-the village
and back to the wolves. They give
tongue again in answer and sirive each
to be alongside the horaes before the other,
That last long-drawn howl may save the
sledge, for it has told those at home every-
thing. Syantsen sees lights fashing in
the distance and knows that doors are be-
ing opened, dogs let loose, and guns hast-
ily snached from their places. Twenty-
five yards only now  between the sledge
and the foremost wolf. Skien cocks his
Eistols and keeps cool as a statue. Graa-

een No. 1 is a grand, determined fellow,
believe me. They look at one another,
the man and brute, and there is more ex-
pression now in the wolf’s face than in the
man's. One, reckoning without bis host,
bis shark's eyes glittering like stars, ia
divided between an attack upon Erio or
the horses. The human being feels a
pistol trigger under each forefluer and
waits, for it will not do to miss. Twen-
ty yards, eighteen, fifteen then Syantsen
shouts to his ccmrade :

**The dogs are coming ?”

Skien does not apswer and keeps his
eyes upon the foremost wolf. Ten yards
off he is now. The deep baying of big
dogs and the shouts of men mingle with
the ory of the wolves, the sport of the
horses, and the Lells ringing on over
everything, Then Skien feels the sledge
slacken speed and raises his ar.n not s
moment too soon. Grasbeen No. 1 sees
a stream of fire dart toward him, fecls a
terrible blow in the chestand falls, writh-

ing, bleeding, and gnashing bis teeth in

the cold snow. Someamong his compan-
ions stop to do the last homors to their
old leader, but more than balf keep on,
Skien shoots another, and hurling his
Eistols with ttemondous force among them,

reaks the leg of a third. Syantsen gives
the horses their beads and strikes at the
long gray brutes now streaming upon
either side. Here come the dogs at last
fresh and full of fighting. L'wenty-three
are, if pot more, all eager for a tussle
with tho universal enemy. They rush
into the wolves, and at the same moment
ono of the horses comes down with a
crash, struggles upon his knees, fulls
again, shrieks, tries in vain to rise, and
rolls over beaten upon his side. The
other, breaking bhis trace and lashing out,
comes near braivtng bis driver, but in-
stcad oatches a wolf which has just
jumped at Syantsen fair in the chest, and
huris him back five yards. Skien has
wonnd his coat round his left arm and
uses a knife with his right. The freed
horse, with a dozen wolves leaping at its
head, runs straight into the rescuing par-
ty. Then torches gleam and men yell
and fight band-to-haud battles with gaunt,
draggled brutes that snap at their thronts,
fill the air with the strong vuipive smell
of their kind, and when a blow gets home
bowl and kick out their lives in the red-
dening soow.

It was a notable‘and terrific battle while
it lasted, and forms topic for conversa-
tion to this day in Jokedal. Half the
dogs were killed, and more thau one brave
man who rushed to the resoue will carry
deep tokens of the fight to his grave.—
Syantsen came worst off. His left arm
was badly torn, and one bite in his throat
must have been fatal bad the brute who
made it jumped a little stronger. Skien
fought like o demon, and escaped marvel-
ously, with scarce more than an ugly
scratoh or two. Onc horse died where
it fell, the other esoaped with its life, but
was ruined for ail praclical purposes.—
Syantsen’s wife, however, looked to it
that the excellent beast should live the
remainder of hisg days in honored idle-
ness,

And the wolves, though deoisively
beaten, ocannot be deomed disgraced.—
Upon the field they left four and twenty
slain und some eight or nine wounded to
the death. - Deeply dejeoted, torn, maimed,
ond exhausted, the survivors got them
back to their desdlate forest homes ; and,
maybe, the God that sees fit to let them
live provided an adequate meal before the
moon had set.

For, mark you, those wolves, without
exactly appreciating the faot, had achieved
a great and splendid work: They had
brought to the surfsce muoh that is noble
io human hearts ; they had in two short
minutes done that which years of time
might not have done ; they had destroyed
s bitter feud and built upon its ruins e
friendship whiock will stand while the
friends have life. ~ Epax Pmirrors.

— Longman’s Jhgagug '

9. The little boy had come in with
his olothes torn, his hair fuil of dust, snd
his face bearing unmistakable marks of
a severe oonfiiot. ¢*Oh, Willle, Willis,”
exclaimed his mother, deeply ahocked
and grieved, “*you have disobeyed me

ain.  How often I have told you not to
play with that wioked Stapleford boy.”
“Mamms,” said Willie, ‘‘do I look as
if I bad been plaping with anybody 1"

»@Fond Mother—*Weil, Harold, how
are you succeeding at college 7" Harold—
“The professor says [ am getliog well u
in figures.” ‘Indeod " ‘‘Yes; I us
to bo seventh in my elass, and now I

o | stand sixteenth. Ob, ’'m pushing on.”
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ARTILLERY IN ACTION.

. Detd you over see & batiery take posi-
ion.

It Lasn’t the thrill of s cavalry chargo
nor the grimness of a line of bayonets
moving slowly and determinedly on, but
thore is & peculiar excitement sbout it
that makes old vetersns riso in their sad-
dles and cheer. '
Wo bave been fighting at the edge of
the woods. Every cartridge box has been
emptied once or more, and one-fourth of
the brigade has melted away in dead and
wounded and missing. Not » cheer is
heard in the whole brigade. We know
that we are being driven foot by foot, and
that when we break once more the line
will go to pieces and tho enemy will pour
through the gap.

Here comes Eelp!

- Down the crowded highwsy gallops s
battery withdrawn from some other posi-
tion to save ours. The fleld fence is
scattered while you could count thirty,
and the guns rush for the hills behind us.
Over dry ditches where a furmer would
not drive a wagon, through clumps of
bushes, over logs a foot thick, every
horse on the gallop, every rider lashing
his team and yelling, the sight behind us
making us forget the foe in front. The
guos jump two feet high as the heavy
wheels strike a rook or log, but not a
horso slackens his pace, not a cannoneer
loses his seat. . Six guns, six .ocaissons,
sixty horses, eighty men, race for the
brow of the hill as if be who would reach
it first would be knighted.

A moment ago the battery was a con-
fused mob. We look again and the six
Euna are in position, the detached horses

urrying away, the smmunition chesty
open, and along our line runs the com-
mand : ,

*‘@ive them ono more volley and fall
back to augport the guns.” We have
scarcely obeyed when boom! boom!
opens the battery, and jets of fire jump
down and scorch the green trees under
which we fought and despaired.

The shattered old brigade has a chance
to breathe for tho first time in three hours,
as we form a line and lie down. What

rim, cool fellows those cannoncers arc.

veri waa is a perfect machine. Bullets
splash dust in their faces, but they do not
wince, Bullets eing over and around,
they do not dodge. There goes one to
the eartb, shot through the head as he
sponged his gun. That machincry loses
just one beat, misses just one cog in the
wheels and then works away again as
before.

Every gua is using short-fuse shell.
The ground shakes and trembles, the roar
shuts out all sounds from a line three
miles long, and the shells go shrieking
into the swamp to cut trees short off, to
mow great gaps in the bushes, hunt out
and shatter and mangle men until their
corpses oannot be recognised as human.
You would tbiok a tornado was bowling
through the forest, followed by billows of
fire, and yet men live through it—aye,
press forward to capture the battery. We
ca.nhheur their shouts as they form the
rush,

Now the shell are changed for grape
and canbiater, and guna are fired so fast
all reports blend into oue mighty roar.
The shriek of a shell is the wickedest
sound in war, but nothing makes the flesh
orawl like the demoniaca oinsin‘gh. pur-
ring, whistling grape shot and ths ser-
pent-like hiss of cannister.

Men’s legs and heads are torn from
bodies, and bodies out in two. A round
shot or shell takes two men out of the
rank as it crashes through. Grape and
canoister mow a swath, and pile the dead
on top of each other.

Through the smoke we see a swarm of
men. It is not a battle line, but a mod
of men desperate enough to bathe their
bayonets in the flame of the guns. The
guas leap from the ground, almost as they
aro depressed on the foe, and shrieks and
soreams and shouts blend into one awful
and steady cry. Twenty men out of the
battery are down, and the firing is inter-
rupted. The foe accept it as a sign of
wavering, and come rushing on. They
are not ten feet away when the guns give
them the last shot. That discharge pioks
living men off their feet, and throws them
into the swamp, a blackened, bloody mass.

Up, now, at the enemy among the gans.
There is a silence of ten seconde, and then
the flash and the roar of more than 3,000
muskets gnd a rush forward with bayonets.
For what? Neither on the right nor in
front of us a liviog foe! There are
corpses around us which have been struck
by three, four, and even six bullets, snd
nowhere on this acre of ground is s wound-
ed map, The wheels of the guns cannot
move until the blockade of dead is re-
moved. Men cannot pass from caiseon to
gun without climbing over windrows of
dead. Every gun and wheel is smeared
with blood ; every foot of grass has its
horrible stsin.

Historiaus write of the glory of war.
Burial parties saw murder where histor-
ians saw glory.—Chicago Tribune.
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3@-It is related of old John Jucob
Astor of New York, that he enjo
keenly the consoiousness of being rich.
The love of his accumulation grew with
his years until it ruled him like & tyrant.
At fifty he possessed his millions, at sixty-
five his millions possessed him. It was
pot until the year 1800 when ho was
worth a quarter of a million of dollars and
had been in businoss fifteen years that he
indulged himeell in the comfort of living
in a houss apart from his business. In
1794 he appears in the di as ‘Fur-
rier, 140 Broadway' From 1706 to 1709
s ‘Fur Merohant, 149 Broadway’ In
1800 he bad a storehouse at 141 Green-
wioh street and lived at 223 Broadway,
:hc rennthaii.u bof the Astor House. Ho

ived in ¢ ouse twently-five .
‘His house,” says Parton, -3.. m{.::. s
fifth-rate merchant would now oonsider
beneath his dignity” He bad neither ex-

nsive tastes nor wasteful viess. His

uxuries were & pipe, & glass of beer, &
gsme of draughts, aride on horssbask and
the theatrs. Of the theatre he was par-
tionlarly fond. He seldom missed & geed
ufomlnoo in the palmy days ofthe *Oid
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Too Mvonm.—~“An’ yes_ looks out o
gorts this mornin,’ Mre. Dacey.” *“AN
enough to meke me, Mrs. Grogen. Last
week I lost me huaban’ aad this wesk two

gosts. The loss of the ogid ;
rotéy bad, bat gemts M m

ra. Grogaa, very 5;.: i




