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TOWSON. BALTIMORE COUNTY, MD., SATURDAY, AUGUST 9, 1890.

NO.1336.

Togellar with every deastipiion of
PLAIN AND FANEY FRINTING,
EXECUTED WITH NEATNESS AND DISPATCH.

. MAGISTRATES BLANKS,

Printed neatly, and upon gesd paper, al-
ways on hand and for sale at this Office,
—~OFFICE—~
IN #JOURNAL” RBUILDING.

Pealer in Liquors, &g
WwIiLI.ZAM D, RANDALL,
NUCCESSOR 10
B. K. YOE & CO.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

DEALERS IN

STAPLE AND ¥ANCY GROCERIES,
FINY LIQUORS, CHOICE WINES, AND STORES
FOR NAVAL VESSELS
AT THE OLD STAND.

No. 88 West Baltimore Street, Balthnore.

TO THE PUBLIO

dersigned takes this method to notify the
ngifcual:xd €8 gec:iulty the Patrons of the late firm of
B. R. YOE £ CO., that he has taken the QLD
STAND occupled forso many yeara by that‘ firm
where he proposes to continue the GROCERY
JSINESS,

B'fihelbelleves that hislong experlence in the em-
loyment of the late Mr. YOE, has given him a
ﬂlorvu h knowledge of the business and made him
acqualinted with the tastes and wants of his old cus-
tomets, he therefore respectfully solicits a continu-
ance of their patronage and earnestly asksthe Gen.

eral Public for a share of their custom.

He will keep a full stock of the best

STAPLE AND FANCY GROCERIES,
CANNED GOODS, FINE LIQUORS

CHOICE WINES,
p AND STORES

CIGARS FOR NAVAL VESSELS

iprovide the BEST FACILITIES for sup-
‘ndin‘?ziopods at MOST REASONABLE PRICESand

i
Evﬁh the grea{rcst dispat.ca_.uu
Ty respec
eryresp WM. D. RANDALL.

SEERWOOD

Oct. 28.—tf

OLD

itye and Malt

MIIDICINAL, WIIIISKIJY,.

Y e ?
. .

This whiskey is old stock of standard
strength asd purity particularly adapted to all cascs
of Indisposition requiring a stimulating Tonlc.

1t hes been submitted to the test of the most ex-
acting requircments of Physicians, and connois-
seurs as well, recciving their commendation.

Take no other, but insist on haviug this only, if
you desire the v ery bewst.

sold only In Blnt(Blake) bottles with wrappers,
sentcd tup and bottom, beuring cautionary notices
with our signature,

WIGIHIT & LEUTZ,
Cockeysville, Md.
—FOR SALK BY—~
* SAMUEL MILLER,
~ JNo. H. HEID,

LEEr & Co.,
ADAM DIETRICH,

W. T. Cowmax & Co,,
KANKIN & KANE,
HoPPRR & UATOR,
WM. M. MAYNADIER,
J. M. WHITEFORD,
PercY M. REESE,

i LESTER CLARK,
Jno. F. O'HARAa, ]
!

Jro. W. HITSHUE,

F. L. LAWBENCE & 80XS,
LEw1s H. URBAN,

J. 8CoTT PRICE,

C. A. KROEDBER,

ExGirar, KeETTE & Co.,

A. C. 5SNITH,

J. D. ALMONY & SON,

ELLRIDGE SUTTOX,
March 24, "88,—tf

Huarsergmen, Hlosists, &g,

ROSEBANK NURSERIES,
GOVANSTOWN,
BALTIMORE COUNTY, MD.
e Invite the attention of Plantersand Amateur
Cultivators to our complete stock of thefollowing

PEARS,STANDARD AND DWARF;
APPLES, Do., Do.; CHERRIES, Do..Do
PEACHES,

PLUMS, AND GRAPE VINES,
togethier with other Saiiﬁ(lfg.- FRUITS of popular

ORNAMENTAL, DECIDUOUS AND EVERGREEN
TREES AND 8S8HRUBS,
with ROSES in great variety. Also a largestockof
VERBENAS, GERANIUMS,
andother Bedding Plants, OSAGE andJAPAN
QUINCE, suitable for hedging.
S~ TERMS MODERATE,
Orders by mail promptlyattendedto.
CATALOGUESforwarded on application.
W. D. BRACKENRIDGE,
Rosebsank Nurserles,

Oet.16.—1y  Govanstown, Baltimore Co..Md

CIIARLES HAMILTON, ;
r
FLORIST §
WAVIRLY,YORK ROAD, BALTO.COUNTY.

A GINERAL ASBORTMENTOP
Hot,Green Houre and Hardy Plants
ALWAYS ON HAND,

3. Bouquets,Pyramids, Wreaths,Crosses,Crown®
xc., mlde%o order at short uotice.

. Cemetery Lotsand Gardenslafdout and fur-
nished with Evergreens, Flowers, &c., &c.

. Allorderspromplyfllled. A callresxoctfuliy
wlicited. {Aprile.—8m.

| Youse and Sign Fainters.,

SYLVEBTER BOWEN & SON, "
HOUSE AND SIGN PAJ.NTER.@
TOWSONTOWN, MD.

Everydescription of Plain, Ornamentaland Fanc
Painting,executed with neatneuss and despateh,an
ttpon the mostreasonable termas,

A A share of public patronage {arespectfullyso.

d.
Uwi—tt  SYLVESTER BOWEN.

J. WESLEY GERMAN,

JOSHUA M. PARKS,
PARKS & GERMAN,

R FANCE PAINTER

8IGN ;

HOUSE, 5 NERA AND GLAZIERS,

TOWSONTOWN, MD,
IMITATIONS OF WOODS8 AND MARBLES,
And every description of
ORNAMENTAL AND FANCY PAINTING
PROMPTLY AND REASONABLY EXECUTED
Publicpatronagerespectfullysolicited.

March 26,'71.—1y

me PAINTING.

i aintingin allltsbrancheundlnsn
lrtigt?cpmnnnegstreasonable rates, with quick de-
tch, for cit h?rcolunar}. Ordcirs’ r}naybe tgg;“hn
> he''Maryland Journal,” Towson .
Meeof the™ Marylang o8 AS 0. SWITZER,
No.887 W.Lombard 8t.,Baitimore
July20.—tf

;]":diiinmixl, '
| =wom—

UNDERTAKER,
TOWSONTOWN, MD.

T8 AND COFFINS OF ALL STYLES FUR-
CASKETS ASHED AT SHORT NOTICE.

Having purchased a NEW HEARSE 1 am
mg;red to ugttgnd Funeralsin a first-class manner,

F_Ml orderspromptly attended 0.8
4011 25,—~6m . )

ECTURES.

THOUGHTS ON HAMLET, illustrated by recita-
fons from the Ph.{'. LABOR IN RELATION TO
UMAN DEVELiOu?lEtl;IT. ui_ntc}i1 tlie Demands of
r upon the Civilization o e Age.
I‘}P(()’ET?S AND DRAMATIC RECITATIONS AgD
PERSONATIONS, introducing the late Mr. JO, N
E. OWENS' popular character of “JOHN UNIT” in
Belf, and Miss EHARLOT’I‘E CUSHMAN'S wonder-
ful impersonation of *MEG. MERRILES” in Guy.

n{‘-'lg(gir(l}%EN TS RESPECTFULLY SOLICITED.
A

dress, H. CLAY PREUES
Arlington. Baltimore Co., Ma.

._999:.31_'__-_”
CHABLEB B.McOLEAN,
COUNTY SURVEYOK

AND CIV1L ENGINEER.
PLANS and SPECIFICATIONS FURNISHED FOR

BUILDINGS AND BRIDGES,

~OFFICE—~ _
ROOMB S AND 7 MASONIC HALL,

TOWBONTOWN,MD
Nov 7,1880.—t1

THEO. WARNEK, x
a HATITER.

SUMMER HATS IN STRAW AND FELTS
HIE‘IEITT WEIGHTS AND LATEST FASHIONS,

UMBRELLAS AND CANES IN VARIETY.

ALSO, MANUFACTURER OF
FINE BILK AND CASSIMERE HATS,

IN ALL THE LATEST STYLES.
New Ne. 384 W, DALTIMORE STREKT.

Faltimorg Qomty Pirectory.

Fotels und Bestanranis,

@riginal Hoetry.

.RALTIHORE COUNTY DIRECTORY.

Cirouit Court.

Judges.—Chief Judge, Hon. David Fowler; Asso-
(lzslut?‘ udges, Hon.Jas. D. Watiers, Hon, N. Charles
urke.
State's Altorney.—Frank I. Duncan.
wﬁuduor.—m‘ch;’ra% Grason.
missioner to ¢
Testimony and Ez- ioT g{;:?n.
aminer in unw... s :
Crier.—George W, Selpp.
In eler and Bailiff —Lewis Vogle.
Bailiffs.—~Henry Kaline, Tobias C. Lingey.

Terms of Court,

gihriztdmlgndgy ixi: Mﬁrch.
. rd Monday in May.
Law and Criminal.{ gecond Monday in Beptember
First Monday in December.
{ First Monday in January.
First Monday in March.
Eouit First Monday in May.
‘Y. ) First Monday in July.
First Monday in Beptember.
First Monday in November,

Clerk’s Office.

Clerk of the Court.—John W. 8hanklin.
Aassistants—Court Clerk, Lewis M. Bacen ; Equity,
Chas, E. Fendall; General Assistant, Jas. E. Green ;
Index Clerk, Martin O'Hara; Record Clerks, Jos,
B. Herbert, John Hitshue, Jas, L, Burgoyne, Dixon
M. Tipton, George F. Wheeler, Jr.; Messenger,
Wm. Denny.

Shcrt&’TOﬂ!ce.

Sheriff.—Charles J. Beckley.
Clerk.—George C. 'l‘racef.
Deputy.—~William M, Risteau.

Commiasioners’ Office,

County Commissioners,—Thos. Todd, John Smith,
Robert Magruder.

Chief Clerk and Auditor.—Michael F. Connor,
Assistant Bookkeeper.—Walter B. Warner.

Treasurer’s Office.

Treasurer and Collector.—George W, Yellott,
Clerk J. Harman Schone,
€r%8 { Thomas R. Laurence.

Orphana’ Court.

Judges,—Mark Mellor, Chicf Judge; B. Howard
Gorsuch, Andrew Dorsey.

Register of Wills—Benjamin W, Ady.

Deputy Register —John ¥, Courey.

Copy Clerk—James Kelley. ,

Bailiff to Orphans' Court.—Geo. W. Stansfield.

Surveym Office.
Counly Surveyor.—Charles B, McClean.

Registers of Voters.

Dist. 'Dist,

Ist—Henry S. McDonald,: sth—Zephaniah Poteet.
#d—Heury B. Frijogle. uth=—John C. Pape.
Sd—tieo. H. Elder. {10th—Christopher C. Hall,
Lth—Wm. A. Blade, 11th—A. J, Shearman,
Sth—1, Frank Resh. 12th—=Thomas B, Todd.
¢th—J. Nelson Dally. 13th~-Dr. Thos, B, Hall.
7th—Charles L. Almony.

Public Schools.

Commissioners.—Samuel M. Rankin, 11th District,
President; Charles J, R. Thorpe, 4d; Jacob Bham-
berger, 6th; John P, Clark, 9th; bregon R. Beuson,
13th.

Secretary, Tremsurer and Ezaminer.—Charles B,
Rogers.

Assistant Examiner.—Mrs. Nora Bruff.

Police Foroe,

2th Districi—Marshal—George 1lofstetter. Palrol-
men—Chas, B. Lewis, Wm, H. Carter, Michael Keng
nedy, Henry Miller, Joseph V. 8mith, John McKay,
Wm. H. Wade.

Keepersof 1-;oTioa Stations.

Canton.—Alexander Brown.
Mt Winans—George Narer.
Catonsville—"Terence Doyle.

Lamplighters and Watchmen,

Towson—Sylvester Bowen.,
Mt. Washinglon—Frank Smith,

Special Officers.

Towson—James Hutchins.,

Texas—John Banahan,

Arlington—John Hall,

Mt Ii]'axhinyzon—Dexmis F. Starr, Frank Smith,
1oth Dustrict—James Cavey.

Removers of Garbage.

Trwson—Jacob D, Smith,
Canton.—Edward Dunnigan,

County Jail,

Physician—Dr, Jackson Piper.
Walchman—"Peter Emge,

Alme House,

Superintendent—Abijah II. Cole,
Enginecer—Thomas Kenney.

Physician.~Dr. Bennett F. Bussey,
Chaplains.—Revs. P, H, Lenaghan and A, T,
Pindell.

Sanitary Physictans.
Towsow.—Dr. H, 8. Jarrett.
Catonsville.—Dr. N. IR, Gerry,

Miscellaneous.
Superintendent of Bridges.—Wllliam H. Shigley.
“I:wpeclor of Weights and Measures.~Nathaniel

yatis,
Watchman at Court Ifouse—John P. Murphy,
Bailiff to Commissioners.—Conrad Doentuu.
db‘lupcrintcndent of Court House—Geo. L, Stooks-

ale.

Counsel to Board.—John Grason, Col. D. G. Mc-
Intosh.

Station House Magistrates,

Canlon.—James P, Dorsey.

Catonsville—Albert Smith,
Mt Winans—George 8. Keiffer.

Asgessors for New and Missed Preparty.
18t District.—John 8, Wilson.

2d District.—Caleb 8, Hobbs,

8d District.—Wlilliam T, Cox.

Ltk District.—Joseph Tase,

5th District,—Jacob B, Wilhelm,

6th District.—Wm. Oeligrath,

7th District.—J. W, Armacost.

8th District.—George B. Chllcoat of Juo,
9th District.—CLas. A, Steuart.

10th Districl.—Leonard Brown.

11th District.—Frank B, Boarman.

12th District.—John M, Herrman.

13th District.—George A. Meeter.

Fire Department.

Superintendent of Fire Department and Lamp Light-
ers—George W, Morgan,

Superiniendentof Telegraph Line-Chas. J. McAleese.

No. 7, Hi‘qhmn toun—Henry Trishman, Captain:
James E. Mann, C, M, Jackzon, Henry Filler, fire.
AN,

No. 8, Canton—Frederick Trow, Captaln; John
Feehely, Wm, J. Lambdin, fireman,

Road Btzwoon.

w“ltl District.—G, W. Lurman, Peter Link, Michael
allace,
GSd.-—lFrauk Parlett, William F. Plel, Albert
osnel,
Fﬁcli.—Wm. H. Chenoweth, Samuel Roach, John
er,
Dkg;.l—gohn W. Bhipley, Jesse Upperco, Jacob
. Gelst.
B6¢?.—Georae Hale, Edward Martin, John H,
osley,
6th.—Lysander McCullough, Christian Deckmyer,
Frank Bhuchart.
7th.—Henry 8. Wright, Wm. E. Miller, Lewis

Rosier.

8th.—Willjam H. Todd, Wm, Gent, Jr., B. M,
Brooks.

oth.—~Wm. B. Cowley, Patrick Gallagher, Rich’d
B. Hyland.

0th.~Wm. F, Perdue, John Bchmidt, Benjamfn
Johnson.

11th—~Francis Cardwell, Michasl Dunn, James
Shanklin.

igth.—George Adams, Edward Krastel, Willlam
T. Stevens,

18th.—Halbert Hoffman, Wm. T. Randle, M,
O’Brien.

Justices ;'-;ho Peaoe.

13t District—David Feelemyer, Jas., Holden, Jno.
J. Pllert, Albert Bmith, Albert F. Brunier, John
Schalble, Wm, T. Sears.

2d District—-Jas. W, Offutt, Robt. A. Harker, Jas.
B. Heliser, Robt. B. Chapman.

3d District—Wm. Pole, Sr., Sam’'l B. Mettam,
Henry T. Dale{. James Hamilton, Richard E. Ti-
dings, B. Frank Knight, Chas P, Noewman.

Disirict—David L. Blade, J, 8mith Orrick,

Samuel P, Btorm, Alanson F. éhlpl

5th District—Noah 8, Cofiel], John
Wm. H, Ehler, Johu M. Bond.

6th District—John Kearney, 8r., E. Lewia Palmer,
Samuel Ehrhart, Wm, 8. McCullough.

7th District—John F. Heisse, Thomas E. Pearce,
Wm. Rutledge.

8th District—Joshua Cain, Abram W. Ensor, Orrick
W. Gent, Joshua G. Bosley.

8th District—Gideon Herbert, Albert W, Perrie, Jos.
B. Mitchell, Herman B. L. Everding, Chas. H. M.
Hoover, Richard P. Pindell.

10tk Distriet—Thomas Kaufman, R. Thos. 8mith.

11th District—Frederick Halle, Patrick Bradley,
John T. Ambrose, Jobn W. Burton, Bam'l Bachtel,
Henry Walter, Frederick Bchuts,

12th District—N. C. Brockmyer, Wm. T, Jenkins,
Jas. P. Dorsey, John Hevern, William H. Rever,
Thomas Q. Carter, George A, Cook.

18th District—George 8. Kieffer, Z. Taylor Gregy.

Notartes Public—Jas. E. Green, James Kelley.

Constables.
K:ﬁ) District.—~Wm. E. Nagle, Henry Mellor, Geo. B.

$d.—Caleb B. Hobbs, Richard T, Mullineaux.
#d.—William H. Reed.
Mth.—George W. Btocksdale, Joshus N, Whittle.
Sth—William H. Benson.
6th.—Charles Ensor.
7th.—Edward Hawkins and Joseph Hoahall.
8ih.—~John W, Green, John H, Jones. .
#th.—Robert B, Cole, James Hutchins,
gl v
11th—~Wmnm, H, Knig
1sth.—Harry Councilman, John H. Wienhold.
Alexander Hughes, Frank Wolf.

15th—Jobn C. Lelrits,
J. MAURICE WATKINS,

""‘~ L ] |
DRBALER IN
PROVISLIONS, n

Girooeries, &£0O.
Moats, Craocue ’

e“'. Thompaon,

m’ ”--l’ .

May 5.~ !

HCTEL RENNERT, o
EUROPEAN PLAN,
SARATOGA AND LIBERTY STS.
BALTIMORE.
LADIEY’ AND GENT'S RESTAURANT.

S3OPEN DAILY.-&a
ROBT. RENNERT, Prop.

Rennert’s
RESTAURANT,
CALVERT AND GERMAN 875,

BALTIMORE,

OPEN DAILY EXCEPT SUNDAY.
"J uly_ _2_1.—tf

T THE ¢OLD PLACE”
URBAN'S RESTAURANT,

ON THE :
YORK ROAD, NEAR THE CAR STATION,
POWSONTOWN,

Haviug dispored of the Smedley House my friends
will now find me at my OLD PLACE, as above.—
As heretofore, 1 will always keep on hand the finest
brands of LIQUORS, BRANDIES, &c.; also BROWN
STOUT, BASS'S ALE, PORTER, and the choice
brands of CEAMPAGNE, CLARET, &. The BEST
BEER on d:faufht and in bottles, for family use.—
A largestock of CIGARS of best brands always on
hand.
in-sixmmer residents can always be supplied at
city prices.

QAmple stabling and shedding and polite hos-
tler always in attendance,

LEWIS H, URBAN, Proprietor.

June 7,78¢4.—1y ) i

PPN MILE HOUSE,
ON THE YORK TURNPIKE.
CHARLES O. { UCKEY, Proprictor.

The undersigned, having purchased the well

known TEN-MILE HOTEL ~PROPERTY, York

Turnpike, the same will in the future be conducted
hi

mt

yHe has stocked his Bar with the cholcest Liguors,
Wines and Cigars, and an attentive hostler will be
in constant attendance for the care of stock.
The house has been thoroughly renovated, and
the public oan rest assured that the proprietor, wiil
use Bls utmost endeavors to make his guesls com-
o e of R espectfully solicited

share of public patronager .

P P CHA gKEY.

LE8S 0. CO
Jq.r»x.}?,jjﬁ:!_f L Proprietor.

Govn&moivﬁ HOTEL, N
LEWIS RITTER, Proprictor. I}E

Hetvingleased the above Hotel 1 mostres 1y
solicit the public patronage. The house bejug in
complete order, offers an agreeable resort for Ladies
and Gentlemen, where thef oan obtain Breakfast,
Dinnerand Bupper, with allthedelicacieswhichthe
msarketaafford. The Bar will slways be supplied
with the best articleato be obtained, and every at
tention will begiven to the comfortand pleasure o
visitors. LEWIS RITTER,Proprietor.
Jan.25,'19.—1y

Suctioneering.

(GEoReE W. STOCKSDALE, .
CONSTABLE, COLLECTOR
AUCTIONEER,
REISTERSTOWN, BALTIMORE CO., MD.

ALSO
AGENT FOR BALE 013' REAL ESTATE.
) I;)riompt attent on given to all business entrusted
0 bhim,
Oct. 23,1888.—tf

SAMUEL G. WILSON,
AUCTIONEER, TOWSON, Ma,

WILL GIVE PROMPT ATTENTION - TO ALL
SALES ENTRUSTED TO HIM.,
Feb =y
EORGE L, STOCKSDALE,
AUCTIONEER,
TOWSONTOWN, BALTO. COUNTY, wuD.
Will sttend to all business entrusted to his care.
_Oct. 21.—~tf
N C. LOGSDON,
[ ]

AUCTIONEER,
REISTERSTOWN, BALTIMORE CO,, MD.
March 8_._'&8.—“
BAMUEL B. METTAM,
AUCTIONEER,

PIKESVILLE,BALTIMORE COUNTY,MD,
OrdersleftattheofMiceof ' MarylandJournal' will
ro&pivc{gm? tattention.
ayle.—

__Bysicinng’ Quedg.

DR. JAB. H. JARRETT. | DR, H. B. JARRETT
TOWSONTOWN.
Dr. J. H. JARRETT & SON.

—Qm:::ioun—
From7t0l10A. M, | FroméGtol0P. M.
March 15.—tf

R. R, C. MASSENBURG.

Ofice—COR. PENNA. AND DELEWARE AVES,
TOWSONTOWN.
Where he can be found at all hours, except when
professionall'y engaged,
April 5.—t

DR

J.PIPER,

—QOFFICE—
AT HIS RESIDENCE, TOWSBONTOWN
—~OFFICE BOURS— '
Yrom7to A . M,;fromlto8 P.M.,.and8 P. M.

_i uned.—t f o

DR H,LOUIS NAYLOR.
—CFFICE—
ENCEOFTHE LATE HON.BAM'LBRA

RESID NEAR BROOKLANDVILLE., DY

OFFICE HOURB
7¢08 A . M.,3t08 P. M.andafter7P .M.

BRANCHOFFICEPIKESVILLE
OFFICE HOURS .
From9tol0 A.M.and4to5P.M,
Aar-Memages 1oft at eitheroffice will meetwith
prompt attention. Juneé,~tf

WALL PAPER!!

WINDOW SHADES!

WINDOW SHADES!!

FLOOR AND TABLE OILCLOTH,
U, -

TACOB MYHRS,
No. 39 North Gay Street,

[OPPOSITE TO THE ODD FELLOW' HALL,]
BALTIMORE, MD.

— ——
The Old and Reliable Wall Paper and Win-
dow Shads Store

or
BALTIMORE CITY,

Iszow prepared toshow his new stylesof WALL
PAPER, and send samples {0 any part of the coun-
try when application is made to him. Will send
the best workmen to ;ﬂ;}“ up thesame when wanted,
Wiil sell WALL PAFER AND WINDOW SHADES
AT FACTORY PRICES. Call on or send to him
and see his beautiful lines, :

A@r-Has no branch house or any connection with
any other house In the city. .

JACOB MYERS, No. 30 Gay B8t.,
- BALTIMORE, Mbp,

'WALL PAPER !

Deo. 18.~1y
HE nonpn PERMANENT M.UTUAL»

LAND AND BUILDING ASSQOCIATION OF
BALTIMORK COUNTY.

TOWSON, 3D,

th value of shares $150. Dues 25 oents per
share. .

Interest upon unredeemed shares averages from
Sto6 pc-ru_unt. per snnum, e

every Salu hs
IN THE OFFICE OF “ MARYLAND JOURNAL.
WM. H, RUBY, President,
WM. M, ISAAC, Beoretary.

JAMES E. GREEN, Treasurer K
March 17.—tf

at:nn YOUR RINSKS,

¢ advan of a.noﬁportunl to have your
rl:rln s nolid md?ubntmﬂaloyom-

{DON AND GLOBE FIRE
INBURANCE OOMPANY. |

For rates apply to the office o Lh}
Nov. 9.t “MARYLAND JOURNAL,”

owWBon,
PORD & LAUGHLIN,
HBROHANT TAILORS, 1
¥0.23 NORTE HOWARD STRERT, *
BALTIMORE,

Hay..dv "

RSALEAT THE OFFICE OF THE .
D JOURNAL, ak ¢ MARY

| features~beautiful ad - these

[Written for the Maryland Journal.)
LOVE’S CLOUDLETA.

In the daintieat gown
Sweet Mary sat down,
With buttercupa all around her ;
With birds and flowers
" From Nature’s bowers,
And thuns ber true lover founad her,

8aid he, "your face fair
Drives away all care,
Look up and give me a greeting;
For wurely you know
That forehead of snow
And blue eyes caused this meeting.”

Said she, “but I saw,

Ah/! sir, my eyea 2aw
Yourself in a real Birtation

With pert Sally Cray,

Who crossed on your way,
Forgetting her proper station,”

“Well, dear,” answered he,
With a frown in his ee,

“She called meas I came hither,
And I paused a season
To hear her reason,

For she is nearly as old as mither.”

*Now, sweet, fair Mary,
Dou’t be contrary,
You are my true love forever ;
Don't fret and scold me,
But firmly hold me,
Anad we shall be parted—ah ! never.”

Mary smiled sweetly,
sSaying discreetly,
“Forgive my petulant manner;
I know you love me,
For high above me
Hope waves her beautiful banner.”

M. E. CARMICHAEI.

-
{Written for the MARYLAND JOURNAL.]
BESSIE I8 DEAD,

Press—preas the turf soflly
Above her fair head,

For Bessle, our beautiful
Bessie, is dead.

Ah ! soft was the whisper
That lured thee away
To the Asphodel land
Of unchanging day,

Yes, sweet was the love-note,
And sunny the smile

That beckoned our treasure
To that blessed tale,

Where the light winds of heaven
Fan ever thy brow,

And the harps of the biessed
Are quivering now.

Where the key-note of mystery—
The unceasing moan

Of life's bitter ocean
Forever Is flown.

Then press the turf lighuy
Above her fair head,

For Bessle, our beautijul
Besste, is dead,

Mgs, B, F. TAYLOR,
LAURRNCEVILLE, PA.

Biscellansans.

PATLMA.
THREE SCENES IN A LIFE.

SCENE II.-—~FROM THE ANTIPODES TO
FLORENCE,

Concluded.

It is midwinter in New Zeland.

The blinding glare of the burning noon-
tide is almost intolerable, and the vertical
rays of a semi-tropical sun are beating
pitilessly upon the wild wealth of blos-
soms in Palma Bardi’s garden—a bewild-
ering profusion of roses mingled with a
strange flora unfamiliar to European eyes.
Roses and sunshine everywhere, as far as
cye cav reach ; trailing scented sprays
fling their burden of blossom across the
negleoted paths and thrust their fragrance
in unbidden at every window. ‘

But where ia Palma Bardi—the mis-
tress of this frec unfettered beauty—her-
self the fairest, strangest, moat tropical
blossom of all this strange fair garden ?

Enter yonder spacious airy chamber in
the long white house Pulma bas called
*‘home” for six brief months. The trum-
pet-shaped scarlet flowers of the giant
creeper make the still air sickly with their
perfume ; the blinds are drawn over the
open windows, and the shutters outside
urc fast closed. The cool air and silence
of the dim room are a sudden, almost vio-
lent contrast to the light and life outside.
A light that blinds you with its bright-
ness ; a life that exults and runs riot in
the pride und strength of its growth.

It is sultry noon, and the silence of the
darkened room is almost oppressive.—
Tread eoftly, look with reverence on the
sleeping face of the chamber’s only occu-
pant. Does it startle you in its fixed
calm purpose ¥ A peace that life can
uever know bas fallen there, and this
slecp ia ealm and dreamless at least,—
There seems no room for pity—no need of
tears. -

By what inoxplicable freak of nature
has the likeness of a famous Roman em-
press yclept Faustine been caught from
some antique coin and stamped upon the
living marbles of this nineteenth century
Italian -woman ? Faustine or Palma lying
calm and silent on that white bed?
**Asleep or waking isit?’ White deaper-
ies about her peaceful couch ; the subtle,
passionate scent of white flowers filling
the air with heavy odors, while their pure
petals, white and light as fallen snow, are
soattered thiokly on her coverlet.

White lilies on her whiter breast,
Our golden Palma lles at rest.

Atrest! Andwe lsst saw ber, flashing

with jest and laughter, crowned with her

resplendent beauty, and the cynosure of

all eyes in a London drawing room. And

now. She is at rest with God. Be silent

—come aWay. .
* x * * »

In a Florentino cafe two men, both
young, both handsome in strikingly dis-
similar fashions, are sitting together at a
little table over goffes, ices and oigarettes,
listening indolently the while to the soft
strains of a mandolin played by.an itiner-
ant musician. ;

The elder of the two is glancing down
the column of s paper, when he suddenly
starts from his chair with a passionate
oath, exclaiming, “M? God ! then he has
murdered her at last I in horror-stricken
tones. ' '

““Visoonti | )
leave of your senses !’ demands Louis
Vausittart, piqklnf up the paper his’
friend had flung aside. Itwas the **Vooe
Naszionals,” and he staved first at the
newa%nper and then at Visoonti’s face in
speechless bewilderment. : ,

“Look there, look "“dt ‘the list' of
deaths,” gasped Andeea Visconti, turni
away his head.

The two men standing together amid
the tawdry gold and orimeon decorations
of the 930 presenited a singular contrast
to the curious observer, if any such h
been there to observe. The -
shouldered, musoular Baxon-Ameriesn
with his clear-cul impassive face; gokien
mustache, and frank gray dyed,’ Iopr
down wonderingly on-the passionnte:Kal-
isn quivering with axaitenaent, Bis mobile
of - some
pioturad ssint—are turned to & steny hop-
ror as be points to the paper with
trembling bacd, and Vansitiazs reads :

-j reply.

“and once before, he sought to ‘experiment’ on

Have ?you suddenly taken | ® fruitless hope, unacknowledgod even to
[14

I*]

“Palma, the wife of Prof. Bardi, of heart
disease. At Pearl Bay, New Zeland.”

*‘But, my dear Visconti,” he expostu-
lated, **because a man's wife dies, in the
name of common sense and of all justice,
‘what right have you' to say he has mur-
dered ber ? Poor Palma !” he added in
a softer tons, looking at the notics. ““We
shall Lever see her again in this world at
least, whatever they may tell us of the
next! Dear, beautiful, noble woman |
The gods from time immemorisl have
taken our best and fairost.” ‘

Visconti had reseated himeelf, and,
covering his face with his hands—those
slender, faultless Italian hands—shud-
dered convulsively, but spoke no word in

“Come, come, Visconti, quit
like a man !” cried the artist kindly, lay-
ing bis hand on the bowed head. *‘For-
Eive me, old fellow,” he continued ; *I

ad no idea the Signora Bardi was so
much to you.” |

‘1 worshipped her like u star set in
heaven above me, she was just so much
to me—no more—" was the bitter reply.
“But that's not all, I have some real
cause for a horror®aven greater than my
grief, as you shall learn,” he continued,
brokenly. And then after a foew minutes’
silence, during which he struggled suc-
cessfully with what seemed to Vansittart
& very eoxtraordinary agitation, he re-
sumed : **You don’t need to be reminded
of our conversation about the Bardis on
the night of that farewoll gathering at
your rooms more than a year ago. I bhad
much resson to think it left us both with
an unpleasant impression, an indefinable
uneasiness, of which we ware both
ashamed, and yet could neither of us
shake off or get rid of.”

Vausittart nodded a silent assent, and
Visconti spoke more rapidly.

“Well, then, that night, after I re-
turned to my room, I read a note which I
had received during the evening. Judge
of my astonishment when I found that
its contents nct only bore directly on the
subject of our curious conversation, but
were an absolute confirmation of my
worst fears.”

““From whom did you receive the
note 7 interrupted Vansittart.

“From Palma Bardi hersolf,” was the
slow, unexpeoted nnewer.

**Good hoavens I"” ?jaculated the artist.
“Did you answer it ?’

“No reply was possible, neither did
she desire any. A sudden impulse—I
can’t explain or analyze, but which in
some strange way [ comprehended-—must
:mve moved her to confide in me at the
ast-”

He paused agait, and after a silcnoe,
during which Vansittart mused and
smoked, he took from his pocketbook an
inner oase and extracted from it the nots
which Palma Bardi had given him at
Louis Vansittart’s door that memorable
Spring night. He unfolded it with hands
that strove to be steady and laid it on the
table before the artist without speaking.

Vansittart took it up with eager curi-
osity und was some minutes deciphering
the faintly penciled hurried lines which .
Palma must have written in the cloak
room at bis house that far-off April night.
The note ran as follows : ‘

“In all the aterile splendor of this magnif-
cent, cruel city my home-sick soun! turns to the
one compatriot I number among my friends.
Not for belp. I am past that ! but merely to
bid you not grieve for me. You have watched
me and discovered what I sought to hide from
all the world. Do not blame him. He loved
me—once—I think, but this mad passion for
empirical knowledge, in place of true solentific
research, has ruined all. He sacrifices himself,

his own soul, and at last his wife for these in-
save specutations. Twice already, to-night

dymn-self

me with a slow, subtle polson whose very ex-
istence isknown to few ; a poison that destroys
not the body, but the mind, by slowdegrees; a
lingering mental agony, finally affecting the
former through the latter, as an empty shell
decays. Twice! and each time, something—
was it fate or God ?—interposed to save me.
The third time will be fatal, and I am too
weary to resist or escape if I conld. Farewell.
Palma.”

*‘The sober sense of this nineteenth
oentury would say these are the ravings
of madness,” remarked Vansittart, laiying
down the paper and looking anxiously at
bis friend.

““My own knowledge of early Italian
chemistr{ and of Bardi's infamous attain-
monts telis me it was prolably ounly too
true,” rejoined Visconti, slowly. ‘You
will see,” he went on, speaking with a
low Fusionate utterance, ‘‘that it left me
absolutely Yower!ess, utterly and entire-
ly! I could do nothing. I could not
publish the note, and on the strength of
that strive to tear Palma from her ‘natu-
ral legal proteotor,’ eay rather from that
experimonting scientific devil ! with his
soulless, snake.like nature. I was
plunged in the most hideous despair. I

all as the perfection of hopeless folly.—
How could I or any one save a woman
who was going with wide-open eyes to
meet her doom ; what proof had I either?”

“No, thero was nothing to do, unless
you killed Bardi on the off-chanoe of these
things being true, and so saved Palma at
that price,” roturned Vansittart with a
reckless coolness, as though it were an
everyday suggestion on his part.

“Yes ? thought of that, and even
went down to the dooks the day the
Southern - (Jross sailed, prepared to do
anything on the impulse of the moment ;
but it secemed simply horrible to kill even
Bardi in ocold blood to save her from
what, when all was said, was mere suspi-
cion. Besides this, and what made my
oourse infinitely more diffionlt, was, how
would it have apé)esred to Palma? For
‘myself,  hopes and fears alike would soon
have been ended, but I think I elung to

myself, that the thoussnd and one
chanoes of life might end him and his ox-
periments together. I see now how fu-
tile that was. I told myself, too, that if
there were any God in all the universe
surely He would protect her, pure and in-
nocent as she was. - %
¢'We are told,” remarked Vansittart
dryly, *‘in & certain book, fot much read
in lyuly, ‘That His ways are not our
ways,’ a statement in which I entirely
concur, without presuming to: offer an
opinion of my own oa the subject.”
**This time, now It la too late to save
or sorve her,” I'll loave: nothing to fate
and cbance, said the Italian signifiesntly.
“I] was o coward--s bratal poltroon to.
‘hesitate and hope~-when her dear life
wes ‘at flako; X oan undo mothing, bat
‘the linle that vemsips for me to do I
will I
“ Aud that 1"
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formed plan after plan only to reject them |

joinder, delivered with a dead, deliberate
weight of emphasis on each separate
word. :

**Visconti, my dear old fellow! ina
calmer mood you will see, even if your
worat suspicions bo correct, that this Cor-
sican dash in your blood won’t justify
you, as a man of honor, a gentleman, in
seeking such a revenge. Surely you
don’t seriously contemplate reviving the
fast dying vendetta, or the hiring of a
couple of bravos—after the fashion of
your most noble ancestors—to lie in wait
for Bardi and stab him at some street cor-
ner ?” expostulated the artist in a tone balf
jest, half earnest, as he put his arm through
Visconti’s and they passed out of the cafe
into the starlit night together.

“What a mighty relief to leave that
stifling cafe, with its flaring lights and
noise, and to get out into the freedom and
silence of the might I” said Vansittart,
expanding his broad chest with a deep in-
spiration as he gazod upward into the in-
tense mysterious blue of the Italian sum-
mer sky,

“‘A sky that swarms with
bees,’ as Heine says in one of his
Springlieder.”

Visconti made no reply, but strolled
onward, absorbed in his own gloomy
thoughts. Louis Vansittart made one or
two futile efforts to draw his friend into
conversalion, but finding these attempts
were by no means appreciated at length
desisted : and catching the infeotion of
Visconti's sombre mood walked beside
bim silent and meditative until they
reached the San Sebastian gate, and were
quickly lost in the dusky shadows of the
still Cascine, where all the trees, the vel-
vet turf, and the distant olive gardens
wore gleaming with myriads of sparking
fireflies.

““Tt secems to me, Visconti, that & man
could almost grow into a poet if he lived
long enough in this Italy of yours,” said
the artist, threwing himself full length
on the grass beneath a olump of trecs,
““Though poets, I know, are born, not
made,” he added laughingly.

“‘See,” said Visconti, bending down
to watch a flrefly that had alighted near
him, ‘‘see how .he burns! Unlike the
steady light of a taper, this flame pulsates
and trembles, flashes out, and is suc-
coeded by an instant’s darkness. Then
it glows and throbs again like passionate
Heart beats made visible—the syatole and

%olden
ovely

" diastole of the heart are perfectly repre-

sented by the intervals of light and dark-
ness in the firefly.” -

“‘Most true, oh learned leech!” re-
turned Vansittart, leaning on his friend’s
shoulder to watch the inseot, which rose
at that moment and floated away into the
darkness.

““As a lost soul flares out into eternal
night, or like, more like my own evan-
ished hope,” said Visconti musingly; and
then, with a sudden reversion to the con-
versation they had tacitly dropped on
leaving the cafe, he said:

‘““You asked me awhile back if I in-
tended to revive the vendetta. You
spoke jestingly, I anawer serjously. Yes!
I do mean to avenge Palma Bardi’s death.
But that cunning devil shall meet me
fairly, and have the same chanco for his
life that I bave for mine, fiend as he is!
I bave not fallen to his level, however
wild my words have been.”

I wish I oould dissuade you from such
a project, but, knowing you as I do, I
know also that the truest kindness I can
show you will be to refrain from med-
dling in & matter I cannot cure.”

**You can neither dissuade nor help me ;
from henceforth think of to-night as sel-
dom as possible, though the day may
come when you shall have good rcason
to remember it.”

SCENE III—VENICE,

A pale moon rises over sea this Winter
evening, and reveals Venice in an un-
wonted aspect. It is the bitterest Winter
that fair city has known for meny a yoar,
and the drifted snow is lying thick in the
Piazza San Marco, while the whito domes
and spires of that lovely Byzantine
church stand out in sharp relief against
the steely sky; and the frozen snow
which had gathered in every nook and
corner softens tho details of tracery and
clings to each point of vantage.

Snow everywhere—covering even the
falze of the black gondolas moored hard
by the Ponte degli Paglia with a light,
white shroud. St. Mark's lion has a
frostly coat and steps surrounding his
oolumn are white and slippery to-night,
while the gondolies have retreated do tho
friendly shelter of adjacent cafes and are
solacing themselves with coffee and cigars.

Not many Venetians are abroad to-
night, for even now tha silent, foathery
ﬂaies are beginning to descend again as
a sharp, cutting wind blows across the
Laguna fron Lido and the lonely seca-girt
Campo Santo. It is a dreary, bitter
night, and Venice, for the most part, pre-
fors closed doors and warm stoves. Her
streets are quieter than is usual at this
hour, and comparatively desorted. The
untrodden snow lies thick slong the Riva
Schiavone, and the grand ducal palace,
where it fronts the sea, wears an air of
sterile splendor, a ghastly contrast to the
groups of squalid beggars gathered be-
neath its stately colonnade to find scanty
shelter from piercing winds and cutting
snowflakes.

And still the pale moon, with fair, sad
face, climbs higher in the frosty sky, and
her ghostly liggt touches the dark, quiet
waters of the Adriatio with faint gleams
of silver as they flow noiselemsly by mar-
ble stair and palace wall. Her wan rays.
make the sparkling snow still whiter,
while the shadows thrown by tall, dark
buildings appear by contrast blacker and
more profound than they looked before
the moon rose.

Those narrow, irregularly contraated
streets, with their varying arohitectural
details, afford much deep shadow—grate-
ful enough when the pitiless Summer sgn
beats fiercely down upon the calm wators
of the Laguna—but now, in Winter, they
are but gloomy lurking places for the
homeless ssam of the ocrowded oity ; and
‘the chanos wayfarer harries on, glancing
backwayd nervously as he goes.

; Thelong, slow night drags on with
joaden-footed heurs, and the pesesful
moon now rides bigh in s clondless heaven;
bec light falls in fresh plases mow, and
-nome of the darkest corners are no Jonger
obsure.  Thih is notably the case with o
seriain natrow strest leading from the
‘Rivs, sud all one side of it is beided In s
B4 of pure, “oold. Jight, whure

0.avenge b death’ was the ve

| .

Agena only i, |
nets meigned. - And §

frosty light falls most sharply, lies the
body of a man, huddled or thrust close
against the wall of a house. Surely ho
is ot sleeping in this inclement night ?
Not sleeping, for the wide open eyes are
staring up at the etornal stars with a dull,
unmeaning gaze, and already they are
growing dim and clouding over with the
darkness of death. The snow falls again,
and see, the light keen flakes are gather-
ing fast on the pallid, upturned face and
rigid form. One arm ia bent beneath the
body as he fell, and.along his left side
the snow is orimsoned in a ghastly way
with blood.

Dead and cold ! The bitter cruol wind
sweeps the newly fallen snow over the
freezing corpse as though it strove to blot
out the sight from God and man.

In the 6ampo San Moise the windows
of the Golden Lion are bright with
warmth and light, a cherry contrast to
the deserted, wind-swept strects and the
desolate waste of waters beyond.

A pleasant odor to hungry passers-by
issues from its doors, and cheerful sounds
of music and laughter are heard within.
The room is filled with groups engaged
in smoking, playing dominos, and drink-
ing coffee. At a small table near the
stovo o man sits, silent and absorbed, the
one solitary being in that crowded room.
His folded arms aro on tho table and his
head is bent down, but be rises abruptly
88 the waiter brings him a oup of cafe
noir, and- the light reveals the face of
Aundres Visconti. He had beexr writing,
and the ink is still wet on the open page
before him ; he glances over what he has
written, and after folding it he addresses
the letter to Louis Vansittart, and then
turas from the table and faces the long
room with the cup of cafe noir in his
hand.

- There is a slight noise and stir at the
door ; a hasty consultation between the
proprietor of the Golden Lion and some
persons outside, while no small curiosity
as cvioced by the coffce drinkers and
domino players as a party of four enters
the trattoria and walks swiftly up the
room, casting quick, scarching glances
at the various groups as they pass. '

Andrea Visconti surveys them listlessly
with his calm, stead gaze, and stands,
cup in hand, indifferent and unmoved as
they approach. They also bhave noted
him. “This is our man, beyond a
doubt,” says the chief in & low voice.
They surround the table, and Ardres
Visconti is in the midst of them; but
before the chief can speak a word he
glances carelessly round once more, and,
draining the cup of black coffee to the
dregs, he falls heavily to the ground.

They raise bim, bring water, and sum-
mon & physician hastily ; but in that
brief instant Andrea Visconti had passed
beyond the reach of hands and gone to
learn tho seorets of the stars.

[Belgravia.
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The Iime Kiln Clud.

‘““Ar’ Brudder Lightfoot in de hall dis
evenin’?” asked the president as he
looked anxiously around.

**Yes, sab,” answered the brother as
he bobbed up with energy and dispatoh.

“‘Pleaso step dis way, sab. Brudder
Lightfoot, I understands dat you has
lately been callin® yo'self professor?”

““Yes, sah. I plays on de fiddle.”

“Oh, dat’s it! You bus also been
wearin’ mighty bigh ocollars ?”

““Yes, sah.”

“Got good eclothes ?”

**Yes, sah.”

“Talkin’ ’bout,
pos'offis, I b'ar.”

“Yes, sah.”

“An’ you is amokin' rog’lar cigars?”

‘+Y-yes, sah.” A ‘

‘““Ar dat a dismun pin you has on ¥

“‘N-not all, sah.”

““Ar’ dat watch chain all gold ?”

“‘N-not all, sah.,”

““Now, Bradder Lightfoot, lookahere.
You is behind in your rent, headover
heels in debt, an’ your chil'in hain’t got
shoes to go to school. I bear of you
loafin’ 'bout saloons and standin’ on de
co’ners. I'm gwine to gin you jist one
week to drap dis professor business an’
hunt fer a job. If you do it, well and
good. If you doan’t do it, dis olub dis-
penses with your prescnce. A purfessor
ar’ all right when he purfesses, but a pur-
fessor who saws on a fiddle fur beer, while

rentin’ a box in do

his wife rubs a wash-boerd fur grub am

shout de moas’ornery oritter on airth.
De meetin’ am now disjourned.”

& —— &
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Called Out of Name.

Irish stew is & dish ‘unkoown in Ire-
land. '

Kid gloves are not made of kid, but
of lamb skin or sheep skin.

German silver is not silver at all, nor
of German origin, but has beeu uscd in
China for ocnturies.

Dutch clocks are not of German manu-
facture.

Baffin’s bay is not a bay.

Turkish baths sre unknown to the
Turks.

There are no leaves in Valombrosa,
Milton to the contrary notwithatanding.

Tuarkey rhubarb should be called Rus-
sian thubarb, asitis a Russian monopoly.

Why are turkeys so called? They do
not come from Turkey.

Slave means noble or illustrious.

~ Tit mouse is a bird.

Sealing-wax contains no wax.

Shrew-mouse is no mouse.

Rice paper is-not made of rice or the
rice plant. :

Oat-gut should be sheep gut.

- Blind worms have eyes and oan see.

Cleopatra’s needles should be named
after Thotmes IIT.

-t
- B Seville is infested with women
barbers. They are g:etty women, how-
aver. A woman barber can tuck a towel
under a gentleman’s ohin, hold him by
the nose aud brandish a rasor as well ss s
waa, and oan do more talking at the

same time., ‘
L ]

A Mrs. Frank Leslie thinks well-
dressed women will stand by the bustle
to the end. She evidently means that
they w‘i!ll stand in front of the bustle to
the end. T o :

-t

A writer v(unmrried) ‘sujggeits

- that Solomon's wisdom was due to the
fact that he had soven. humdred wives, }

of & of our noguaintemce
'Y one
T s

whom he comsulted on all uoagions.
i ‘

. B Kichen girls ave new termed

Fo'young Indies of the lowsr parler”

LOVE AS AN INVESTMENT.

" In a lecture of Col. Robert Ingersoll's
on ‘‘Skulls” occur the following eloquent
passages :

““Love is the only thing that will pay
ten per cent. of interest on the outlay.
Love is the only thing in which the height
of extravagance is the last degree of
economy. Joy is wealth., Love is the
legal tender of the soul, and you need
not be rich to be happy. I tell you the
happy man is the successful man. The
man who has won the love of one good
woman, who has been the emperor of one
good heart, has been a sucoess. If
snother has been the emperor of the
round world and has never loved, his life
is & total failure. Let us teach our ohil-
dren that the happy man is the successfal
man, and he who is a bappy man is the
man who is always trying to make some
one else happy.

“A little while ago I stood by the old
Napoleon—a magnificent tomb of gilt
and sold, fit almost for a dead deity, and

azed upon the sarcophagus of black

Cgyplian marble, where rest at last the
ashes of the restless man. I leaned over
that balustrade and thought about the
osreer of the greatest soldier of the
modern world. I saw bim walking on
the banks of the Seine, contemplating
suicide. I saw him at Toulon, I saw him

utting down the mob in the streets of

aris, I saw him orossing the bridge at
Lodi with the tri-color in his hand, I saw
him in Egypt in the shadow of the pyra-
mids, I saw him conquor the Alpsand min-
gle the eagles of tho orags, I saw him a:
Marengo, at Ulm and Austerlitz, [ sav
him in Russia where the infautry of th2
snow and the cavalry of the wild blast
scattered his legions like winter's withered
leaves. I saw him at Leipsicin defeat
and disaster, driven by a million bayonets
back upon Paris—clutched like s wild
beast—-banished to Klba, I saw him
escape and retake an empire by the force
of his genius. I saw him upon the
frightful field of Waterloo, where chanco
and fate combined to wreok the fortunes
of their former king. And I saw him at
St. Helena, with kis hands crossed behind
bim, gazing out upon the sad and solemn
sea. 1 thought of the orphans and
widows he had made,%f the tears that
bad been shed for his glory, and of the
only woman who ever loved him pushed
from his heart by the cold hand of ambi-
tion. AndI said I would rather have
been a Freoch peasant and worn wooden
shoes, I would rather have lived in a hut
with a vine growing over the door and
the grapes growing purple in the kisses
of the autumn sun. I would rather have
been tha! poor peasant with my loving
wife by my side, knitting as the day died
out of the sky, with my children upon
my knees, and their arms about me; I
would rather have been that man and
Eone down to the tongueless silence of the

reamless dust, than to have been that
imperial impersonation of force and mur-
der, known as Napoleon the Great.

“I like to think that love is eternal ;
that if you really love the woman for her
own sake, you will love her through all ;
that is, if she really loves youa the same.
Love does not look at alterations through
the wrinkles of time—through the mask
of years—you will always see the face
you loved aund won. She will not grow
old to you nor you to her—she will always
see the same gallant fellow that won her
band and heart. I like to think of it in
that way, and as Shakespeare says: ‘Lot
time reach with his sickle as far as ever
he can; although he can reach ruddy
cheeks and ripe lips and flashing eyes,
he cannot quite reach love.” We will go
down the hill of life together, snd ss we
go down we may hear the ripple of the
laughter of our grandohildren, and the
birds and spring and youth and love will
sing once more upon the leafless branches
of the tree of life.”

Bl astes

Handling A Rat.

A boy employed in a SBixth avenue gro-
cery store appeared oun the curb one morn-
ing with a rat trapin his hand, and with-
in the trap was a gray-headed rodent of
good size, who evidently realizsed thata
crisis in his life was close at hand.
Twonty pedestrians had their attention
arrested at once and three dogs came run-
ning up and began barkiog and leaping
around, anxious for the moment when the
prisoner should be turned lose.

‘Get in the street,’ shouted a voice.

‘Give that rat a show !’ added a second.

**Hold on till [ git my dog !’ piped a
boy.

‘Say, bub, ‘remarked a fat man with a
cane, a8 he pushed his way into the crowd,
‘have you had much experience with rats.
*‘There's only onec way of bandling ‘em
rightly. Let me take the trap.’

The boy surrendered it with a very
bad grace, and the fat man handed his
cane to some one and held the trap high
over the atreet. There were six or seven
dogs when the spring door wus opened
and the rat didn’t like the looks of things.
He ran down to the door, made a spring
and a twist, and for about two seconds was
seen on top of the trap. Then he jumped
to the fat man’s shoulder. As he did so
there was & yell and a falling back of the
orowd, the dogs rushed forward, and next
instant dogs, fat man and rat wers all in
s heap in the gutter. One dog got the
rat, and the others began a free fight, and
a8 they circled away from the spot the fat
man got up, holding a ruined silk hat in
one hand. He was in a hurry to go, but
before he could leave s boy counted four
dog bites on his legs and recommeonded
nictric acid and a hot poker. .

‘My cane!' queried the fat man as he
looked about, but cane and holder had
gone. :

‘Rats I shouted three or four of the
crowd followed by a general laugh.

‘Rate—yes—um !’ responded the fat
man. ‘There’s only one way to haudle
rats. Sorry I can’t be with you always,
but—yes—um !' And he broke looss and
steamed away down the avenue. :

- ‘
83 8ome one blamed Dr. Marsh for
olungh:g his miad. ‘Well,” said he,
that is the diference between a man sad
s joskass ; the jeskass can’s change his
‘miod, and the men eau—it’s s heman
privilege.’ - .

P
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