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- Toghider with every dnipiien of

- PLAIN. AWD FAWOY PRINTIXG,
EXXICUTED WITH NXATXESS AND DISPATCH.
MAGISTRATES BLANKS,
Printed neally, and upen goed papser, al
1ays on mm_zruu.umonu. .
~OPFi0E—
IN “JOURMAL” BCILDING,

[P SRS S —

Jiscellzveons.

1837 wwanuemen 1837

J. EDWANRID BIRD & CO.,
BALTIMORE, MD.

IN ALL OF OUR DEPARTMENTS,
FRESH IMPOKTATIONS
I8 ALL THE ,
DESIRABLE I'ALI, FABRICS.

NEW 81L,KS—NLEW DRESS GOODS,
NEw DVESS TRIMMINGSY,
ANLW EMBROIDERTES—NEW LACES,
LA ES AND CHILDPREN S WRADPS,
MUSLIN U DERWEAL—INFANT'S OUYFIT.

HOUSEKEEDPING GOODS.
BLANKYTS—DOMES]CS,
HOSIELY — G L)V EY — HANDKELCHIEFS,
NOTIONS—RIBBONS,
POPULAR PRICES
FOR EACH AND ALL.

DRESS GOODE,
NEW DRESS FABRTYCS,
LATEST FORKIGN AND HOME NOVELTIES,
COMPRISING

THE LATESY DESIGNS OF THE
FRENCH—EANGLISH AND GFRMAN
MANUFACTULREDRS.

For enire cosiemes we a=e showing extens.ve lines:
CHECR S=— 01 A1 —CARIM LY Fs —SERGLS,
—HENRIETTS — DRAC DALMA — BROAD-
CLOYH—CASMIMERE:—CtMELS HA L

ALL WOOIL
HENRILEITA.

Oriziral quali.y as irtroduced and sold by us for
the past five seasoas—tiner—npeavies—richer—z:ofier
finish —difereat i weave and at less costihan
the regular Freneh Cashnrere—mano aciured ex-
pressly for us,

IN OUR MOURNING DEPARTMENT
LARGEST ASSORTMENT AND FRCELLENT
VALUES. '

SILKS.
Latest approved noveliies are dally added to our
already COMPLETE assorcment.

FAILLE FRANCAISE, embracirg all the new
shades ;or Rnmy apd winwer coswones.

This maierial has soft velvet finish with small
cord, and {s warranted not to crack or sh.p.

READY-MADE GARMENTS:

Y.adies' and Children's Wraps,

Of these, for many seaschs past, we bhave shown
by far the Jargest swek 1 town &l thore popular
prices that engbled ns Lo unversell comnediors.—
Fois ceason you w M find asock ‘ar, far lacger than
any ¢ven we have showo, 1n all the grea. variery
yout will find none resenbhling any hivherto, bv us
or oihers, i eqa, Al rew—-nll onr own exclu-
sfve styles—atl at e most popular prices ever
nawed.

FAID DFATLNU-—INE DO E— Sigdet’y and
freshest roveldes In Favey a0 Siaple Pioducets
have made ns beadaoa-ie,s 1 Baltimore for

DRY COODN.

Vosrt

Us
You'li sea the novelles for TFa'l a~d Winter. We
shall Le g'ad to heve you buy, and * " you buy you
wilt besu-e oi vatves whicn cannot be encelled,
but. if you do nat buy, but wish to Jook, you wil
be welvonme all the same, .

J. EDWARD BIRD & CO,
13 E, BALTIMORE ST, (near Charles,)

BALTIMORYE, MD,
Aug. 3l.—tDec. 1,'80,

WILLIAM D. RANDAL\, X

BUCCESSOR TO "
B. R Y0o££ & CO.,

WHOLESALEL AND RETAIL

DEALERS IN
STAPLE AND FANCY GROCERIES,
FINE LIQUORS, CHOICE WINES, AND STORES
FOR NAVAL VESSELS
AT THE OLD STAND,
No. 88 West Baltimore Street, Baltimere,

TO THE PUBLIC:

The undersigned takes this method to nousy tho
Public and especiully the Patrons of the lawe firm of
B. k. YOE & CO., that he has taken the OLD
STAND cccupied forso many years by that firm
where he proposes to continue the GROCERY
BUSINESS. ‘

He believes that hislong experience {n tre em-

loyment of the late Mr. YOE, has given him a
horough knowledge of the business and made him
acquainted with the tastes and wants of his old cus-
tomets, he therefore respecitully solicits a continu-
auce of their patronage and earnestly asks .ne Gen-
eral Public for a share of their custom.

He will keep & full stock of the best
SBTAPLE AND FANCY GROCERIES. )

CANNED GOODS, FINE LIQUORS
CHOICE WINES,
CIGARS AND STORES
FOR NAVAL VESSELS
and will provide the BEST FACILITIES fcr sup-
plvirg Goods at MOST REASONABLE PRICES and
with \he greatest dispatch,
Veryrespectfully,
WM. D. RANDALL.
Oct. 28, —tf

oD

SEHEHHEER WOOD
RXye and Malt

MEDICINAL WHISKIIY.

[J—

This whiskey I8 0ld sStock ot siandard
strength and purity particularly adapted to all cases
of indisposition requiring a stimulating Tonic,

¢
It has been submitted to the tert of the most ex-
acting requirements ot Physiclans, and eonnois.-
seurs as well, receiving their ecommendation.

Take no other, but insist on having this only, If
you desire the very best.

Sold only in Eint(Blnke) bottles with wrappers,
sealed top and bottom, bearing cautionary notices
with our signature,

WIGHT & LEUTZ,
Cocockeysville, Md.
—FOR SALK BY—

W. T. CowyuaN & Co.,
RANKIN & KANE,
HorrrR & CATOR,
W, M, MAYNADIER,
J. M, WHITEFORD,
PErCY M. REESE,

| SAMUEL MILLER,

'

|
Jxno. F. O'HaRa, i

|

]

Jno. H. HEID,

Leer & Co.,

ADAM DIETRICH,
LESTER CLARK,

Jo0. W, HITSHUE,

- F.L.LAWRENCE & BONs,
LEWIS rl. URBAN,

J. ScorT PRICE,

C. A. KROEHER,

ENGLAR, KETTE & Co..

A. C, SMiTn,

J. D. ALMoxy & SoN,

ELLRIDGE SUTTON,
March 24, '88,—tf

Ohas. MoRae,

~—WEROLESALE—

LIQUOR DEALER,

409 v. cALVERT STREET 409

OLD NO. 111.
NEAR THE DEPOT*

BALTIMORE, MD.

THE BEST $34 WHISKEY IN THE CITY.
A-TRY IT."ea
May 28,'87.—~1y

mJ. H. I’I:_‘L—Ij'.[‘MAN’S'n

BOOT AND SIHIHOE sSTORLE,
WAVERLY, MD.

Itake this means of informing my paiwrons and
the public in general that I am now prepaied to

MAKE, I

»

MEND
AND SELL

BOOTS AND SHOES OF ALL KINDS,

at a better advantage to the consumer than bereto-
fore, having made addition to my siock oa hand,
and facilitles for making and mending Boots and
Shoes according to the lalest nyles. AT LOWEST
PRICES FOR FIRST-CLASS WORK.

T have just recelved a lot of
FRENCH CALF AND KIPP LEATHER,

and sm now ready for orders for FALL AND WIN-
TER BOOTS AND BHOES, and it will pay Lo order

Horn Hill road. I've been app’inted by

Foetiv.

DECEPTION.

The year fades, 8s the West wind sishs
Aud droops in many coloied ways,

But your sofi presence never dies
From out the pathway of my days.

The spripg is where you are; but still
You, far away, to me can bring

Sweet flowers and dreams enovgh to fill
A thousand empty worlds with spring.

1 walk the wet and leafless woods,
Your spirlt ever floats before,

And lights 18 rassec solitudes
With blossoms Summer never wore.

I sit beside my lonely fire,
The shadows almost bring your face,
And ligh*t with memory and desire
My dull £nd somber dwelling place.

Among my books I feel your hand
That turns the page Just past my sight;
Sometimes behind my chair you stand
And read the foolish rhymes I write.

T'he old piano keys 1 press
Iu random chords—until I hear
Your voice, your rustling silken dress,
and smell the vioiols you wear.

1 do not weep now any more,
[ thiuk I hardly ever sigh,
1 would not let you think I bore
The kind of wound of which men die.

Believe that smooth content has grown
Over the ghastly grave of pain ;

Content! O lips that were my own,
.That I shall never kiss again!

THE OLD SLAVE'S LAMENT.

Dar was singin’, dar was dancin’
In the cablins long ago,
An’ cotlon growin' in.de flelds
As white as Northern snow.
In massa's house lights twinkled,
An' the young folks danced ho! ho!
Like ob does times ole eler will nebe. know.

'Spec de Lirds do all de singin’,

An’ de sunshine all de dancin’ on the flcor;
An’ de lignts go twinkle, twinkle,

Io ole massa's house no more.
QOle Peta is sometimes hungry,

But he'll let the chillun's know
Dar was singin’, dar was danein’,

111 the cablus long ago.
[Grace Lithbard ' San Fiovrcieco all.

Iisc~tivicesus.

NANCY’S LOVER.

‘Nancy I' said Mr Moppet.

*Sir?’ responded Nancy.

Mr. Moppet was coming in from the
garden path.  Naucy, with plump whiie
arms bared to the elbow, was washing the
breakfust dishes in a deep pan of hot soap-
suds.

Mr. Moppet was a hard-featured elder-
ly man, with whitish blue eyes, a straggly
fringe of white beard beneath his squoare
chin, and a bald cranium. Nancy was
fresh colored and bright-cyed, with silky
tendrils of auburn bair drooping over her
freckled forchezd and a certaia dimgple
perpetually jlaying at hide and scek on
her left check. The two completely real-
ized Shakespeare’s ideal of ‘Crabbed
Age and Youth.’

‘T'm a-goiv’ to town,” said Mr. Mop-
pet. ‘Yoi won't need to bile no pot o’
victuals for dinner. Waste makes want.
A cup o’ tea and & biled egg aud what's
left o' yesterday’s pork and greens—
that’ll be all you'll need.’

‘Yes, father,” acquicsced Nancy.

She was thinking of sometbing clsc all
the while.

*And, talkiv’ “bout eggs,’” added Mr.
Moppet, ‘you may take four dozen up to
Peach farm. Mr:. Wixon wants plenty
on 'emn to wake cake for her niece’s party.
Better go early this worning.)’

Naucy colored scurlet under the suburn
rings of her hair.

‘Cav’t [ send ’em uwp by litle Bill
Becker, father? said she. *‘Webster
Wixon wili be there, and—and I don’t
like Webster Wixon, with his red nose
and his compliments.’

Mr. Moppet frowned.

*‘Naney,” said he, ‘don’t be a fool. I
can see through ye, like ye was a pane o’
glass. Webster Wixon is a well-to-do
man, with woney out at mterest. and
you'd oughter be tickled to death that he's
took_a notion to you.’

‘Put, father’'—

*‘Nouv another word,” grumbled Mr.
Moppet. ‘1 know jest exactly what’s
comiv’. It's that foolish-nonsense about.
Absalom Parker, thut I hoped you'd got
over long ago. Absalom baic’t no prop-
erty, nua ain’t like to have nome, and
no daughter o’ mine ain’t goin’ to warry
your Grandfather Atking’ hired wan,
uot if I know it. )

He paused with this wmultiplicity of
doudle negatives. Nancy set her small
pearl while tecth together; ber eyes
fiasbed with hazel fire. Iv was a clear
case of true love versus woney.

‘I'ake thems eggs straighs up 10 Peach
farm,’ reiterated Mr. Moppet, shaking his
forefinger at Nancy, ‘and don’t argafy
the piint oo further. I'm your father.
aod [ koow wh-w's best fer you !’ '

‘But you're going right past the Wix-
ons’ door.’

‘No I ain’t, ucither. I'm goin’ the
the supply committee to buy sn air-tight
wood stove for the church,” he added,
with some complacency. “The old one’s
rasted clear out, so there’s danger o’ fire
every time it'~ used, and the brethran |
have sulscribed twenty dollars for » new
onc—Ilcastways, a second-hand one, if it's
jest as good and a trifle cheaper. I'm to
use my own judgment about that.’ '
And he weut out to the barn to ‘har-
ness up,’ leaving Nanoy ready to ery.
‘But,’ she eaid to herself, as she fung
the dish water out at the back dour, ‘I
wouldn’t marry Webster Wixon if there
wasn’t another man in the world. And
if I oun’t have Absalow, I'l} live and die
an oid maid. Ob, dear! ob, dear! why
need ihere be so much trouble in the
world !’ :

Aud wore thap oue diamouu-bright tear
drop fell among the egge that she packed
into the tlat splint hasket for Mrs. Wixon's
piece’s party. A

Webster Wixon, a fat, wmiddle-aged
bachelor, was out helping to gather the
October apples on the north side of the
house when Nancy came up. He made
haste to welccine her. :

. *Good mornin’, Miss Nancy,’. said he.
‘As bloomin’ as ever, I seo.’

‘Here's your eggs,’ spoke Nanoy, ourtly.
‘Set down a spell. won’t ye ?’ simpered
Mr, Wison. .

‘I'm in a burry,’ said Nanoy.

*‘But, Nanoy’—— .

‘My name is Miss Moppet, sir I’

early.
y Jc nc n‘mlul

117°C York Road, Waverly, M¢e.

July 6.—.Junel, '80 1

“I've got something very patticular to§.

‘It’ll bave to keep,” said Nanoy. ‘I've
got to got right bome-’

‘Can’t I walk with you a picce '

‘I’d rather go alone,” she persisted.

‘Nanoy— Miss Moppet — I must speak I’
blurted out the old bachelor. ‘I love you
better'n ail the world | I want to make
you Mrs. Webster Wixon ! There, that’s
what I bad on my mind ! Aud your good
Christian-minded father, be says it would
suit him exactly, and'~——

Nancy wheeled around and faced her
eager swuin.

‘Is it me or father you’re a-courting ¥’
said she.

‘Why you, of course I’

‘Thep take my answer—no !

And without waiting for the return of
her basket she hurried away, her cheeks
blazing, her breath coming quick and
fust.

‘Father’ll be awful mad,’ she thought,
‘but, I'd sooner die than marry that man !’

Webster Wixon stood a minute gazing
afier her in crestfallen silence ; then he
went back to apple harvesting with ao
ominous compression of his lips.

I'he madder she gots the prettier she
looks,” thought he. ‘Well, well, time
will show. Brother Moppet says she

- .| shall be my wife, and that ought to count

for considerable.’

Mr. Moppet drove lcisurely on to Horn
Hill, drove an excellent bargain for a
highly ornamental wood stove, after hav-
ing successively intorviewed every hard-
ware dealer in town, and set forth to re-
turn with it in his wagon just at dusk.

‘It's a warm day for the time o’ year,’
said he, ‘and it’s easier traveling for the
horse arter dark. It ain’t a bad day's
work, come to think on't. I beat Brother
Piper down pretty well on the price, and
it’s worth a dollar'n a balf 10 cart the
thing howc over theso bumpy roads.
They ’lowed twenty dollars for it, and I
got it for fifteen. Takin’ my time and
trouble and wheel wear and horse-flesh
into consideration, I guess I won't ray
nothin’ about the odd five dollars. Busi-
ness is business. It's a proper, pretty
pattern, too--thistle leaves and acorns.
1’d like one the same fashion in my best
room, and’—with a long whistle—‘why
shouldn’t I have it ? ~ T'here’s that sccond-
handed stove Cran’ther Atkins took for
a debt from Solon Grabb. It's jest stand-
ing’ rustin’ away io his back wood shed.
I'll fetch it home ta-morrow and black it
up, and let Elder Meachan suppose I got
a bargain from somebody ; and I'll have
the nice new stove for myself, and nobody
il be nove the wiser, now that Gran’ther
Arkins is confined to his bod with creepin’
paralysis and Absulom Parker’s up in the
wood lots, choppin’ down trees for winter
firewood. It'sa good idee. I'm glad I
nappened to think of it.’

He drew rein opposite the Atkins
house. All was dark and quiet there
save the one red light that burned in old
M. AtRins’ bedroow.

At that identical mowment, had he but
known it, Absalom Parker—the old man’s
general factotum—was hanging over the
garden gate of his own place, talking to
pretty Nancy among the purple dahlias
and guilled asters.

And it was no difficult task for a man
of John Moppet’s physical strength skill-
fullv to lift the old stove out of its place
in the outer shed into his wagon.

‘Git up, Prince I’ he muttered to his
horse, shaking tho reins, and away they
went

Elder Meachan was not quite satisfied
with the bargain. The church brethron,
too, would bave preferred a unew stove,
considering the money they had spent;
but Brother Moppet was a man in author-
ity, and they were compelled to acquiesce
in his choice.

Nancy way delighted witb the new ac-
quisition for the best roow.

*Oh, isn’t it.preity ?’ said she, .

‘Yes,” nodded Mr, Moppet, rubbing
his hands, ‘it’ll sort o’ drees up the room
for your weddin’’

‘My wedding ?’

‘Jest 50. I’'ve arrapged wmatters with
Webstor Wixon, and’

Nancy burst into tears, and ran out of
the room.

Mr. Moppet glared balefully after lLer.
‘She shal) marry him !’ muttered bhe,
‘or ebe shall be no darter o’ mine! I
won't be set at defiance by—Why, helloa,
Absalowm Parker, what brings you here ?’

‘Mr. Atkins is took wuss this after-
noon,” said Absalom, standing at the
doorway, like a rustic Apollo. ‘Wants
to see ye—right off '
1t was a Saturday afternoon. As Mr.
Moppet drove by the church door be saw
the load of wood being delivered for the
first fire of the season.
‘Jest in time! said he to hiraself.
‘There’s a frosty feel in the air.’
Grandfather Atkins Juy among bis pil-
lows, like a wrinkled old ghost.
‘Jobn,’ said he,” all I've got in the
world is yours, but I think I'd ought to
tell you where I've hid it, since the bauk
robbery give me such a scare.’
‘Certainly, certainly ' said his son-in-
law, with eager eyes, like those of a bird
of prey.
‘I've hid it away’~—
John Moppet placed his ear close to
the pallid lips. |
‘Jix five-hundred-dollar bills'— -

*‘Yes, yes—go on !’ ‘
‘Folded up in an old number of The
Horn Hill Gazette’ —— -
‘An old pumber of The Horn Il
Gazette —1 uunderstand I’ repeated Mop-

et. ' '

‘In the old stove out in the shed!
gasped tho old man. ‘I knowed nobody
wouldn’t be likely to look chere! [t’s
yours, John Moppet—every cent of it.
And mind you, don’t spend it ia no ex-
travaganoce !’ ‘
So speaking, the old miser olosed his
dim eyes and went where there is neither
woney nor coun{ing of mouney.

John Moppet uttered an excsedingly
bitter crv as. he remembered the lighted
watch ke bad put to the crumpled old
papers in the stove, to make sure of a
draught, when it was put up in the north-

‘west corner of the ohurch—the roar of

the blage through the lengths of Russia
iron pipe. In his excellent management
he had -contrived to overreach himself,
He went home and sat all the evening
in & sort of stupor, with his head in "his
hands. - , .

Nanocy, busied about her household
tuku,_ watohed him with hasel eyos of
surprise.

say to you, Nanoy,’ urged the middle-aged-

suitor.

‘Bix timen five is thic ty—six times five

‘I didn’t know he, thought so much of |
| Gran'ther Askins,’ pondered she.

is thirty,’ mused Mr. Moppet, rocking 1o
and fro. ‘Six five-hundred-dollar bills !
Three—thousand— dollars —and all gone
up chimbiy in ove breath o’ wind, and
we as dope it! I shall goorazy. Ishall
lose wy wind. Three—thou—sand—
dollars! It’s & judgment on me.  I've
been a mis’able sinner, and cheated the
ohurch. 1've tampered with my own
conscience. Six times five is thirty | Six
five-hundred-do'lar * bills! Ob, Lord,
there ain’t Do caloulation’ what a mis'able
sinner I've been I’

As the old kitcheo clock suruck 9,
Absalom Parker came in, bringing with
Lim a gust of fresh, frosty wind.

‘Evenin’, ’aquire,” said he. ‘I'm sort
o’ looking up the watchiers. S'pose’ you'd
like to be oneof ’em? Bat I'd liketo
speak a word to you first.’

‘If i’'s about Nancy, it ain't no use,’
said Mr. Moppet, rousing himself to the
affairs of the world with some petulance.

‘It ain’t about Nancy,” Absnlom an-
swered, with a smile. *[i's about Mr.
Atkins' moncy.’ '

Mr. Mopper gave o start.

‘Oh, you needo's jump so,” reassured
Absalom. ‘It's all safe.’

He took a flat parcel out of his pocket.

‘Count ’em,’ said he. ‘Six, ain’t there?'

Mr. Moppet stared at Absalom Parker
as Aladdin might have stared at the
Genii.

‘Bow—where’—he muttered.

Absalom gave a low chuckle.

‘Hush " said he. ‘Don’t speak loud.
I seen the old man hide em there, like a
buman wagpie as he was. I knowed it
wasn’t safe, so I quietly took ’em out, arter
he’d had that last stroke, and looked ’em in
bis black leather trunk up in the garret.
And you may thank me that they wasn’t
all buraed up in the first fire you lighted
in that identical atove !’

Mr. Moppet turned a purplish red.

‘You know about that stove ?’ said he
with a gasp. '

‘Tt wasn’t likely no such conjuring
could go on about Mr. Atkins’ place, and
me uot know it,” said Parker. dryly.

“I'he stove wasn’t of no great conse-
quence, though, except for old iron. I
guess the ohurch folks'll get sick of it
before a great while.' 5
Mr. Moppet drew & long breath.
‘Whaen they do,” said he, ‘I'll make
‘e u prescont of a brand-new one. And
Absalom’—

‘Yes, Mr. Moppet ¥’
‘You won’t say nothin’ to nobody ?
‘No.” satd Absalom, ‘L ain’t one o’ the

talkin’ sort.’

‘Aud, Absalom’—

‘Yes, Mr. Moppet ¥’

‘Sivce you and Navcy really are at-
tached to each other’—

‘We're just that, Mr. Moppet.’

‘I don’t sce no objection to your get-
tin’ married this fall,” said Moppet, with
an effort. ‘You may tell Nancy that she
has my cousent !’

Nancy cried & shower of happy tears

~when Absalom told her the good news.

But be never imparted to her the story
of the stove. As he himself had re-
marked, ‘he was not one of the talkin’
sort.’

& —~o— &
Faunileroy on Cigarettes.,

*“My child,” said old Lord Fauntleroy
to little Lord Fauntleroy, as the latter
dragged himself in, looking very pale
and weak and wan, ‘it grieves me deeply
that you have formed the pernicious habit
of smoking cigarettes.”

“I haven't, grandpa ; truly I haven’t.”

*Then why do you carry them in your
pocket 7"’ asked the aged man, as e in-
serted two fingers into ore pocket of his
littlo lordships’ "trousers and drew forth
a whole package.

““Oh, grandpa. I never knew they
were there! That bad little Jimmie
Jones must have put them in my pocket
to disgrace me.”

“Yes! then how is it that your lips
aod fingers are stained brown !”

*‘I've been eatiog licorice, grandpa.”
“Indeed 7” Then how comes it that
your breath smells of tobacco ¥

*“That bad little Jimmie Jones Llew a

whole lot of smoke in my fuce to make
me sick.” . , -
“‘You don’t .tell me? Then how do
you explain the fact that I saw you down
around the corner just a little while ago
with a cigarette in your mouth 2’ =~
*‘Ob, that was because I wanted to-
show that bad little Jimmie Jones how
nasty it looks to see little boys with
cigarettes in their mouths.
trying to reform Jimmie, but he won't
let me. He hates me becauso I got a
merit card in Sunday School and he
didn’t.” ’
““My angel child, I am glad that I was
wistaken when I thought that you had
formed a filthy, pernicious kLabit. Don’t
have anything more to do with that
wicked Jones boy. He.will contaminate
yOu.” .

i o ot e
~Live Like Lovers.

Married people should treat each other
like luvers all their lives—then they
would be happy. Bickeriog and quar-
reling would soou break off love affairs;
consequently lover= indulge in such only
to a very limited cxtent. But some 'peo-
ple—men and women both—when they
are onoe married, think that they can do
just as they please, angd it makes no differ-
ence. They wake s great mistake. It.
will inake all the-difference in the world.
Women should grow moro- devoted and
mep fonder after marriage, if they have
the slightest.ides of being happy as wives
and busbands. It is losing sight of this
fundamental truth which leads to hLun-
dreds of divorces. Yet many a man:
will scold his wife. who would never think
of breathing s harsh word to his sweet-
heart: and many a wife will be glum
and morose on-her busband’s return who
had only smiles and words of cheer for
him when he was her suitor. How can
such peoplo expeot to be happy?

Emmasasmenn 2

S¥ Ethel—**Ob, mamma! I’ve learn-
ed in this book that presprved tomatoos
will take ink stains out of silk. I am go-
ing to try it on my dress,”

hel applics the tomatocs and hangs the
dress out to dry. S '

Mamma(next day)—*'Ethel, what are.
you poring over that book so loog for ?”

Ethel—*‘I want to find out what will
tako tomatoes out of silk.” ' '

gl
@

quentity ¥’ - Coal dealer’s son—*Whas you'
get when you buy a ton of coal/’

+»

‘found for the house.

I have been |

88" Teoacher—‘What is an unkpown

[Wiltten tos the I&n.ryland Journal.]
FORTUNE LOST AND FO UND.

BY A. C. RITCHIE, [13 YEARS ot.n.]

* Violet Ragmond was just ten years
old. She wasa pretty, rosy little girl,
the pet-of every one who knew her. Her
father bad given her a brand-new gold
dollar for a birthday gift, and Violet
thought she would huy a beautifal doll
with it, which bad already delighted her

fancy. ,

Wyhen sie was walking to school one
morning, with the money burning in ber
pocket, & little boy touched her arm as
she was turning a corner.

“What do you want?” she asked, tim-
idly. '

*'Please, miss, have
poor orphan boy ?”

Violet looked at him. He. could searce-
ly be twelve yet, and his clothes were no
better than rags; besides, he was shiver-
ing with the cold.

for & moment she hesitated; then,
taking - the -dollar from her. pocket, she
gave it to him. ' ,

“‘Poor boy,” she thought, ‘*he is much
more in need of it than I'; my doll must
wait until another time.”

But the look of gratitude which spread
over the boy’s face made up to Violet for
the loss of many more dolls than that
one.

It was just nine years after this, that
Mr. Raymond, Violet's father, returned
bomo from ‘the counting-room with a
pale and baggard look upon the face
usually so Lright. He took bis wife
aside, and at the end of a short confer-
ence, Mrs. Raymond came to Violet with
white-set lips, : ‘

“My dear,” she said, ‘‘poor father is-
ruined. We will have to leave this large
house, so dear to us, and dwell on a gmall
back street. Can you help poor father
boar the loss ?”

Violet nobly did her part. From the
day that her father lost bis fortune she
became = better, strobger, worthier
womaun than before, and was henceforth
the mainstay of the family, '

For several months no purchaser was
But one evening
as the little family were sitting at supper
in their humble apartments, therc was
heard & hcavy knook  at the door, and,
followiug it, & young, handsome nan en-
tered the room.

Violet thought she remewbered seeing
that face before, and the look in his eyes
was surely not one of a stranger.

“Am [ speaking to Mr. Raymond 1"
he asked.

“That is my ovame, sir.”

“Mr. Raymond, I have beard that
your fortuues Lave been reversed, and
that you have been compelled to offer
your house for what it brings.”

His voice faultered as he answered:

“Yes, sir, I have, but ”

“*T'hen I will take it, sir; whatever le
the price.”

My. Ruymond stared at him.

“*Ab, sir,” said the young man, smil-
ing, ‘‘strange as it may scew, you have
your daughter there to thaok for this.”
¢*1 do not understand you, sir,” began
Mr. Raymond, but he was interrupted by
Violet. ‘

“+Ah,” she murmered, “‘Ithink I know
how; it was to you I gave some money
long years ago.”

The young man swiled. *‘I was that
boy,” he suid, ‘‘shivering in the cold
December air, whow you, in your mercy,
benefitted. L'ne money you gave me en-
abled me to obtain work, and from that
time I have gained in life—and to a pur-
pose. Hor now in return for your gifs, I
way give another, which, if not so greas,
may yet be beneficial.”

Mr. Raymond hastily advanced and
seized the young man’s hand.

“Your return, Mr,———, Mr,——-
‘*MoLeod.”

*Mr. MoLeod, far excecds the gift.—
May I, then, deew ds a friend one who
has 80 kindlv given me u second interest
in life ¥"

Mr. MoLeod turoed smiling to Violet.
“I thiok,” Le said, "I cun yet help you
further, I bave an bhumble place to
offer——" °
“A place?” sbe eaid, **Ah, I may
when be of use to poor father in his
troubles! May I ask what it is 1"

“The place,” he said softly, “is at my
firesiae ; the position, ext to ny heart

~—my wife "

you a penny for a

”

* o - .
Musical Connoisseurs.

*Qh, say, Maud, did von go to the
symphony concert ?”

“Uh hub; d’jou!”

““Yes ; wasn’t it lovely 7"

“Divine. I just love to hear the vio-
lins quaver the way they do.”

“8o do I. Did you ever hear Lil Jen-
kins play the ‘Blue Danube’ waltzes on
the piano 2”

“*Yes ; abe plays it lovely, doesn’t she ?”

““Have you got any gum ?”

““Yes, here's three kinds; take your
cholce.” ' '
" “‘How did you like the tenor that sang
the solo 7"

“Oh, ever sv much.
cuto little: man.”

He was such'a

away up on his toes every time he sang
in & high note. He'could sing with one
foot just as well a8 he. could with the
other.” :

“If you doo't think of the funniest
things. But waun’t the soprano horrid #”

“Well, I should say so. That dress
‘looked as if it had beep cut by a carpen-
ter.” :
“‘Whioh part.of the programme did
“you like the most #* o

“T think the last number was the best.
Did you watchethe trombone player ?”

“Yes; didn’t he have cute, puffy cheeks
when he played ? ) didn’t take my eyes
off him once.” '

layed the flute. The way he combs his
Esir back makes him look so interesting.”
*Do you know mamma thinks I have
improved in my wmusic wonderfully by
going to the symphony concerts "
«I'm-going to every one.of them.”
8o am I.” o

2 In the oage of my unfortunate
cliens, geutlemen,” aald. the eloguent
 attorney for the defense. in & murdar case,

“f4 is for you to draw the line-betweep.
murderous rage and emotfonal inasnfry.”

‘And the jury readered s. verdiot:.that
they thoughs she safust ;ooxtnfdl“‘ it
0

wis between the head anflt ulders.

“It was awfully funny to see him tip

T was looking at the young man thal

| 4 woMAN OF EXPEDIENTS.

Everything in ?

Mr. Pierce gave his brown leather
traveling bag san intorrogatory shake as
he took it up. '

Certainly, Dave.

Well, good-by, then! I'll be hack on
Wednesduy, I hope you and Myrtle won’t
be nervous.

Oh, no! replied .Mrs. Pierce. We'll
fasten all the doors and windows securely.

She was a little, wiry energetic, brown
skinned woman of about 85, She had
snapping black eyes, a good deal of gold
filling in her teeth, and was evidently
possessed of the most complete self-con-
fidence. ‘ '

- But the kitchen window won’t fasten,
Miranda. What is worse, it won't even
close. I pushed it up this evening, to
throw a lawmp of coal after that dog of
Bruce's, that was in our back yard, and
it stuck fast. I tugged wy best, but
couldn’t get it down. We will have a
carpenter fix it Be sure you send for
one to-morrow. But to night—

Now don't you worry, Dave, advised
Mrs: Piorce, briskly., I'll ix that wip-
dow. You know I.am a woman of expe-
dients.

Well, good by, Miranda !

He bobbed his sandy bead and gave
her the brief, business like kiss which
expresses about as much affection as »
dig in the ribs. ' :

Good-by, Myrtle !

Good-by, pa! said Myrtle.

She was an angular child of 12, with
Enle, hatohet face, a peir of round, watery

lue eyes, and an air of alert timidity,

And now, said Mrs. Pierce, briatling
with expedients, we will see to that win--
dow. :

She was locking the door efter her
liege lord.

How, ma?

Come and belp! was the terse andindi-
rect reply.

The bouse was a frame dwelling, which
stood in the meager grounds allotted to
the majority of even those city houses
which are not rigidly blocked.

The kitchen window looked out on &
varrow strip of back yard, which ran
directly to the alley in the rear.

Mrs. Pierce lit the gas, revealing wyr-
inds of water bugs scuttling around the
room. '

- Oh, ma!

Well ?

She was cxerting all her strength to
put down the perverse window.
I'm so afraid of the bugs.
upstairs |

It’s burglars, uot bugs, you'll have io
be afraid of if we don’t get this window
fixea, grasped Mrs, Pierco with grim em-
pbasis, as she realized her efforts to per-
suade the obdurate frame were futile, as
her busband’s had been. .

We'll have to go down stairs and bring
up a couple of washtubs, she added.

Her particular ability was beginning to
exbibit itself. _

When they bad brought the tubs up-
stairs and placed them before the window
they filled themn from the kitchen faucot.

Between them she placed a chair, and
thercon balanced frying pans, bread pans,
gew pang, jelly cake pans and pie pans.
Then she produced a hummer, a string
und a couple of double pointed tacks,

The tacks she drove in lightly at each
side of the window casing and ran the
string through. Ons end of it she tied
to the handle of the dinner bell and the
other round tho neck of a bottle of ammo-
nia.

Directly in front of the sill she placed
a large mustard can, with the lid very
lightly laid ou. .

. It aid not contain anything so mild as
mustard, though. It was filled to the
brim with cayenne pepper—Natal cayenune
st that.

Now, declared Mrs. Pierce, stepping
back to view the rosult of the labor, if
aoy burglar gets in there without our
hesring bim, it’s & queer story. He's
certaiu to flounder into the water, knock
downp the tins, ring tbe bell, 'break the
bottle of ammonia and get the red pepper
ioto his eyes inio the bargain. And
serve him right, too! in aggrieved anti-
cipntion of & possible intruder.

Myvrile's round eyes were rounder thuu
ever.

Ob, ma, it's worse than dynamite, ain’t
it! Oh, ma, you’re an awful smart
women ! Aio’t you, ma ?

Miranda Pierce smiled the smile of ap-
preciated supremacy. But she only an-
swered modestly : -

T buve a genius for expedients, Myrtle.

When, after having made a final review-
ing round of the house they went up
stairs to bed, the spouse of David Pierce
produced a revolver, which she tucked
under her pillow.

Now if we hear the crash in the kitchen,
Myrtle, I'll just open the window, fire
off the revolver, and yell, Police !

Nyrtle shuddered reverentially at such
a Leroic resolution.

Oh, ma, you're awful brave ! she whis-

ered, as sie got into bed sud covared
ner head up tightly in the clothes.

The night wore on—a warm, moist,
dark August night, Mrs. Pierce, pro-
foundly confident of the success of her bar-
ricade, should an entranoe be attempted —
or rather assured in such a case she wounld
be aroused, and brimful of other equally
olever expedients—went placidly tosleep.
But wide awake, half suffocated, shaking
with terror, Mpyrtle cowered by her side.

Eleven! :

How could her mother sleep when those
terrible burglars might even now be oreep-
ing up the back yard? Another hour of
sgony dragged by, .

Twelve | -

There was the clink of a bell as it olat-
tered to the floor, an appalling rattle of
falling tins, and then a series of yells and
groans and howls.

Oh, ma! quavered Myrtle, as o tre-
mendous sneege from the floor below ter-
minated in & bellaw of pain.

It's the pepper getting in its. work, my
dear ! explained Mre. Pierce, as ahe grab-
‘bed her waspon sod sprang out of bed.

Across the room she rushed, flung up
the window, fired off the revelver as she'
had resolved, and shouted, Police! bur-
glars! patrol! at the very top of her
shrill, sharp voice. . .

From the houses on eitber side heads.
popped out. i ga

hat isit? oried the neighbors. -
They were still rather daned by their

Let's go

rude awskening.

1’  burglars, barglars,
soreamed Mrs. Pierce.

A balf-garbed male figare went 8ying
down the sleps of the adjoining honse,
and van :apidly foward the patrol box on
the corner,

And still che floundering, noisy, anees-
ing stampede in the kitchen continued.

We never would have caught the
scoundrel—never ! cried Miranda Pierce
ber black eycs glittering with exultation,
if I bad not happened to be s woman of
expedients ! ' ‘

The neighbors were flocking up the
steps now. : :

Mrs. Piercv was not rcokless, if ex-
traordinarily promptin emergencies. She
did not rusb down to meet them. - She
threw the door key out of the window,
and told themw to open the door. .

When she did so, she slipped s wrap-
per over her night gown, and joined them.

Behind her, holding to the tail of her
gown, slunk poor little Myrtle, her tceth
chattering like castanets, and the great
big frightened lumps in her throat al-
most choking her.

Where is he ?

Oh, the rascal !

Is Mr. Pierce out of town?

What keeps the patrol ?

Can he have escaped ?

No, I bear him.

Just listen to that!

That was a perfect fullisade of groans,
kicks, oaths, sneezes.

Degpite the excited obatter going on
around her, Mrs. Pierce was cool, Mrs.
Pierce was collected. Indeed sbe was ac-
tually beaming.

* What did men do, who, unlike Dave,
bad incapable and brainless wives ?

Her burglar alarm had been effective.
The scamp was most likely so blinded by
the red pepper he could not find his way
out,

Who was it, said 8 who woman had no
inventive genuine ?

She-would be praised for her brilliant
produce. Perhaps—cestatic thought !—
she might even be written up in the pa-
pdrs under the caption of Heroic Mrs.
Pierce, or A Brave, Brainy Womaa.

Hark ? somc one said ; here is the pa-
trol wagon ! .

And there it was to be sure, dashiug
up to the door with a great flourish.

The officers leaped out—entered the
Pierce residence. : _

All the crowding, balf-clad individuals
in the front hall commenced proffering
clamorous explanations.

Which is the lady of the house ? de-
manded an officer.

I am, modestly proclaimed Miranda ;
and if it were vot that I am a woman of
expedients, this contemptible law breaker
would not be so neatly trapped. '

And she positively grew as she uttered
her laudato;y remark.

Oh, come on ! growled the officer.

Hurt but uncrushed by his brusqueness,
she held the kerosene vight lamp over
her hend, and, followed by Myrtle, the
policeman and the ever-increasing group
of neighbors led the way.

There he is! she cried, as she flung
open the kitchen door.

Myrtle gave u howl of terror.

Yes, there he is! corroborated the
ueighbors.

The officers advanced; so did Mrs.
Pierce ; so those following.

And this they saw : ‘A room littered
with scattered tins and broker glass—a
room flooded with water —the air unbear-
ably pungent with the odor of ammonia and
floating particles of cayenne pepper, and
in the widst of all, seated on one of the
overturned tubs, his elbows on his knees
his head held in bis bands, groaning and
moaning at an agonizing rate—the intru-
der !

The blcodthirsty wreteh! exclaimed
Mrs. Pierce.

Hush up; he might shoot! murmured
a cautious neighbor.

Officers, do your duty! loftily com-
manded the young wan who was study-
ing tragic recitations.

But they all were now sneezing in such
a consulsive manner that an attempt to
secure the midnight marauder was neces-
sarily spasmodic.

Come ! (a-chew !% You are under ar-
rest! (t-t-chew !) Help here, boys ! Con-
found that pepjer!

T'he man on the tub raised his head.
He looked around.

Mrs. Pierce gave a shriek of dismay.

Oh, pa! yelled Myrtle. B

The officers fell back. Those of the
neighbors who conld speak between snees-
ing began to question and explain.

The man they had come to capture
rose—spoke.

I missed the train (t-chu-u!) I went to
the lodge for e ocouple of hours. I
thought wy wife might have failed (a-.

burglars !

techew—o0-00!) tp fix this window, and

I—ah— ,

He went off in another paroxysm.

- A ludicrous snd yet pitiful appearance
he presented.

He was dripping from a tumble in the
tub, dirty from a stumbling collision with
the coal hod, cut by ‘t}m battering shower
of pots and pans, perfumed with ammonis
and evidencing every symptom of a woat
aggravated case of hay fever.

Why didn't you use your latch key,
Dave? asked Miranda.

Because I left it” behind in the pocket
of my old (chu-bu oo!) suit with an
sogry glare. -

r—or, my faintly, ring the bell?

When the bell is broken ? he inquired,
with crushing sarcasm.

Ohb | murmored Miranda.

' She quite wilted.

Never again did she dave refer to her-
self as = woman of expedionts.

. e o .

ConararoryTep Hix.—In New York.
A number of enthusiastic men rush to
the cell of a condemned criminal.

1'My dear sir I"” exclaiméd the leader of
the party, ‘‘let us congratulate you.”

The eriminal was staggered with joy-
ful emotion. ‘‘Am I pardoned?’ he
asked. .

+Qh, no.”

“Then why do you come to congratu-
late me ?” .

"*Beoauss it has been demonatrated that
our electrio apparatus is sure death.”

 [Mrhansaw Traveller.
-t

P A young gentleman was the other

mouth,
““Yes,” said the other, *but the Lord

had to - tuke yours wmall so as to give

day socusing snother of having & big |

SCRAPS,

Carpets aro bought by the ysrd and
sold by the foot.

A wise man embraces an opportunity ;
the fool kuys a delusion. ’

The happier one’s thoughts the pleas-
auter will be his reverie.

He who waits to do a gnod deal of good

at once will never do any.

T'he profession of rat-catching has not
yet been invaded by woman.

The grub makes the butter-fly; the
blecksmith makes the fire-fly.

It is comparatively quiet when so still
you can hear the drew drop.

A river is the quecrest thing out; its
bend isn't near as big as its mouth.

Whon the barber talks too much bis

-stories are generally illustrated with ocuts.

A Vienna tailor has stamped upon bis
billbeads a pioture of the forget-me-not..

The owner first breaks the race-borse ;
thea the race-borse proceeds to bresk the
owner. .

Cleveland is endeavoring to orgsnise,
a Soap Trust. Here soaping it will not
succeed.

‘here is a fisherman on Lake Cham-
plain named Phigars. Who says figures
don’t lie ? '
I don’s remember baving ever seen
you before,”” as the lawyer said to his
couscience.

Qccasinnully you see a very rich man
wbo is s0 economiosl that he would enjoy
being poor. :

Will the ocapture of sealers in the
Be'iring Sea ivvolve the Unite States in
a furrin’ war,

The bad smsll boy, when his mother
calls, is like the echo. He answers but

he dnesn't come.

I'wo heads afe better tuan one,” pro-
vided one of them Lasa’t been *‘put on”
a fellow tue night before,

Wby is a little Loy learning the alpaa-
bet like » postage stamp? Because he
gots stuck oa the letlers.

*Lovo levels all things.” Perhapsso ;
but it has been noticed tha: its tendency
is oot to make the bead level.

Browa-Sequard’s last name s i)ronouno-
¢d seekar, and the more of bis elixir
you take. 1he seekar you get.

It i no doubt & due sense of the fit-
ness of ibings that niakes so many comets
barely visible to the naked eye.

An English woman is made of elay un-
less she is an attendunt on the Queen,
and tbeo she ie meid of houor.

The average cur-horso is a tender-heart-
ed avimal. He is always ready to stop
and listen 1o a tale of whoa.

As Adam remarked to Eve as they sat
outside the garden gate: “‘We've had
an unusually early fall, have we mot?"

The toper's face ib somctimes & gin
phiz, and rometimes he has & beer mug.
At all times he has a *‘smiling” aspeot.

Boys who hear of the new process of
tanning hides by electricity expect to see
lines of wire running towards the school-
kouser.

Among the new Fall sbades is the an-
telope. It ought to he a fast color, but
Avunias bimself would hesitate to war-
rant it not to run.

Sam Jones says the corset must be
crushed. And all over this fair land
thousands of brave young fellows stand
ready to orush it.

Mr. Jason —**How did your wife coms
to buy such a cheap hat, Wickwire?”
Wickwire—*I told her that it was too
young for her face.”

It is oo expecied that tie postal tele-
graph, if adopted, will be any great help
to the woman why posts her telegrams in
her hiusband’s pocket.

'\'wo ladies recently met in Liberty after
a separation of forty-eight years. They
talked thirty-six hours, aLd were still do-
ing so at last accounts.

*'he trouble with ps,” said Mrs, Bent-
ley, *‘is that he et little things worry him.
He was mad thib morning because the
baby kept him awake all night.”

Yabsley— What Liss become of old man
Figg ? I never hear of bim any wore. Is
he dead? Wickwire— No, not exsotly.
Hi» wife is keeping boarders.

New York car’t decide uron a site for
the world’s fair. An excellent place to
hold the fair, after the old folks have re-
(ired, is on your lap. DP. 8.—80 we've

becn told.
) In rending $200 to ihe Becretary of

the TVreasury s Chicagosp wrote that it
was (o be placed to ‘Uncle Sam's Kredit,’
s queer messsge from & man whose eou-
soience was having & good spell.

*‘Firss olass in history stand up. Jobun-
uy, why did Napoleon return to Franoe
after his exile?”

‘*Beoause ho didn’t bave enongh Elbe
room."” .

*Correct, Jonny; go up foot.

«Can you tell me, darling,” he ssked,
a8 the s{t togetber in the, weak spot of
the sofs, ‘‘the exact mathomatioal dura-

ion of & kisa 2’
"ogzbo.ut : second aod s balf, I believe,”

h od, demurely.
) e"'.l?l::nfl.” he replied, *“I will make
I minute of it.” :

It is related of Brutus that whea he
read Mark Antony’s funeral oration over
the body of Caesar be remarked, contemp-
tuously: -‘Hump! Stolen from Shakes-
pesre, every word of it!”

My dear,” said Mr. Pbucnymao,
‘why is te Prince of Walean g hi-
oal paradox?” “Give it up.” ‘‘Why,
beeauso he is allowed so mush latitude
that he is without a parsllel.”

Spring bonnets are said to' be Jower.
This, of conrse, refers to the erown and
not the price. Whatever Lhe sise of the
bonnet, the bill retains its msjontie pro-
portions. ,

Doetor (1o sisk dude)—Well, what
pears to bs the matter ¥ Do you evertake

"any exereise? Ili,ﬂ:llﬂﬁ

Dade (Isaguidly)—Ya an

by

| you plenty of ohek.” |

slf ovwy mawning. .




