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SINGLE COPIES, 5 CENTS.

SHILE ONTR OFFICE PRACTICE,. COUNTING HOUSE AND CORPORATION BOOKK EEP-
ING, FINANCING AND BANKING are fdentical with the usage in tho best businesshous s,
we tnd it necessary to give daily instruction in Spelling, Grammar, Pemnnuship, Arith-
metic and Correspondenco,

lLectures on Commercint Law, Qurrent events, Sc., are delivered weekly,

SHORTHAND AND TYPEWRITING COURSES UNEXCELLED.

Day Classes now open. Night Classes open Sept tth,

EATON & BURNETT BUSINESS COLLEGE.

N. E. Cor. Baltimore and Charles St.,
BALTIMORE, MD.

JOHN HARRIS,

SYKRKRESVILILHE MD.,

———Manufacturer of and Dealer in——

= ]
Saddles, Bridles,Harmess, Lap Spreads, FlyHels, Horse Blankels,Robes, Gollars, Whips,
Harness and Machine OQils, Axle Grease, Collar Jads, ete., and
cverything kept in o First-Class Harness Store.
D 3 PROOF DRESSING 1 SELL FOR BUGGY TOPS
THE Mo WILL MAKE THEM LIKE NEW,
THE BEST AXLE GREASE MADE-SIN BOXES FOR 25c,
FGGY WHIPS from......... 10¢ LAP ROBES and ¥FANCY DUSTERS....... .3 up
ml)u?l:}-t“ﬂlxl lllucbts“i(::f‘urc the :ld\(":\llllll:c came eonsequently you can get a bargain in thewm.
E i EVERYTHING IN THE HORSE LINE.

P

LUMBER! LUMBER!

—QOF AT, KTNIS!I——

FRAMING TIMBER., FENCING and POSTS,
SCANTLING, BRIDGE PLANK and SHEATHING

it very low prices. Will pay you to call, or send orders at once
BiLLs or LuMBER sawed to order on SHORT NOTICE.

, ' J PTT
WOOD! WOOD! IN PLENTY!
SAWED STOVE LENGTHS TO SUIT and SPLIT. Delivered in
LARGE or SMALL QUANTITIES.
Give me acall and satisfy vourself of quality. Orders by mail receive prompt attention®
ELLICOTT CITY, MD. | HAMILTON OLDFIELD.

BIG PBQ?ITS -Small lnov%slmenls.

Returning prosperity wi!l nmake many rich, but nowhere can they make so much within a
short time as by suceesstul Speculation in Grain, Provisions and Stock.

$ I 0 00 FOR EACHDOLLARINVESTED can bemade by our
i Systematic Plan of Speculation

ariginated by us. All suceesstul speenlators opernte on a regular system.,

It is a well-known fact that there are thousands of menin all patts of the United States who
by systematic trading throuzsh Chicaro brokers, make large amounts every year, ranginge f1onm
a tew thousand dond for the nan who invests a hundred or two hundeed dollars up to $3),-
) io SO or wore by those who invest a few thousand. =

It iswlzo a fact that those who ke the largest protits from comparatively small invest-
ments on this plan are rursuns who live away from Chicago and invest through brokers who
thoroughly understand systematice tradines., it

Our plan does not risk the whole amount. invested on any trade, but covers both sides, so
nlml ‘\\;I_n-:(hcr the marketrises or falls it Lrings a steady profit that piles up enormously ina
short time. )

WERITE FOR CONVINCING IPROOLIS, also our Manual on successful speculation and
our Daily Market Keport, full of money-making pownters. ALL FREE, Our Manual eaplaing
margin trading fully.  Highest references in regard to our standing and succeess.

Por further information adidress

THOMAS & CO., Bankers and Brokers,

241-242 Rialto Building, CHICAGO, ILL.-

THE PMILBURN

e oltkl WAGON.
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THE GALE CHILLED PLOW!
Its Superior not made.

Theae are but two of the many aticles in our stock which we claim, take the lead,
tZ-Call and see our stock. The most varied in Baltimore.
SELEDS FOIRR GARDEN AND FIELD,
FERTILIZERS FOR SPUECIAL CROPS.
AGRICULTURAL HARDWARE FOR FARM AND LAWN,
DAIRY GOODS, POULTRY SUPPLIES.

- - EVERYTHING FOr THE FARM.—

I Send for onr new Catalogue.

MARYLAND AGRICULTURAL CO.,

32 W. PRATT STREET. BALTIMORE, MARYLAND.

WERNER BROY,

—DBEATERSIS IIN——

LUMBER, HARDWARE,GRANITE, LIME,CEMENT,
HAIR, BRICK, BUILDING PAPER, GEN-
ERAL BUILDING MATERIAL and
AGRICULTURALIMPLEMENTS.

CONTRACTORS and BUILDERS.

Y ARD—Baltimore County Side Patapsco.

STORE—Town Hall, Opposite B. & O. R. R. Depot.
¥ GET OUR PRICES BEFORE PURCHASING ELSEWIERE, /&3

LINERY

e UNDERTAKING.=

’

The Livery and Undertaking business of the late Clinton Easton will be continued
by the undersigned. Calls to tuke charge of ruxenrarns in Howard and adjoining
countics attended to on the suonTesT NoTick and at any distance on the most

~—METALIC COFFINS AND BURIAL CASES—

of the most approved and tasteful designs. We
ask a trial of the runnic, as 1 will guarantee
satisfaction in all cases.

EMBALMING SKILLFULLY PERITORMED
The Old Stand, Maln Strect, ELLICOTY CI'T'Y, MD.
MILTON EASTON, Manager. | MRS. ANNIE EASTON

Tir TiMES has over 6ooo readers weekly, therefore is
the best advertising medium, Subscription price one dollar.
Six pages.

DEATIH VALLEY,

A broad plain stretehing westward dry and
dun,

Sparze vegetation baking in thosun,

And mountain ranges further to tho west

With white snow masses on cach lofty erest,

Except when turned to rosy tints at morn,

Or glowing blood-red just ’ero night is born.

Noshadeto soften heats or sun's flereo wrath,

Lizards and scorpions in the dusty path,

Where giant spiders liko gray shadows
swarim—

Ench a small gnome with misshapen forim—

Tho yelloxy raftlesnako coiled low where
mecels

The boulder's shadow andd the sun’s white
heats,

At night strangoe reptiles erawled "neath pal-
lidd moon,

Squat toads and insects join in tuneless rune,

While coyotes howl, and  heats are scarcely
less

Than in the noonday giare so shadowless; '

A world of dust and sand, low shrubs and
stones,

And ’mid them, gleaming white, bleached
skulls and bones.

The red Apache o’er it sweeps sometimes

T'o reinforeo its horrors with his erimes,

Or Megicanos, on some sweeping raid,

Add to its corpses with their bandit trade;

Within itssileness their ritles erash,

In jts sunglares their erimsoned knife blades
flash,

Too olt enacted on this sceniv stago

Aro dramas red” with gore and fleree with
rage,

Men-monsters vying with the reptilo horde—

Their stings the bullet or relentless sworid;

Death Valley! where the drought and hot
sun’s breath

Turn skies to brass and shrivel life in death,

—DBoston T'ranseript.

RUNNING OUT AN ANGEL

ENTS,” said Major
T'ulton, ponder-
ously, *“I've saw
hundreds, mebbe
thousan’s, of ’em,
an’ I say th’ fel-
ler’'s bogus, an’ll
bear right smart
chance o’ watchin’

—that’s “~what I
think.”

“Ile’'s dend
wrong,” assented

little 1ke Bulles,
who always ngreed with the mnjor in
everything, *‘0’ course, his actin’
mysterious hain’t really nothin® p’tic’-
lar ng’in’ im. I'olks ont yere—that is,
they hain’t nobody, hardly, th't hain't
got somthin’ ¥’ bhe mnys—that is, some
o’ them ducks is mysterious an’ some’s
noisy, like,” finished lke, lamely,
realizing that he had almost slipped
into personuhties,

CTried 47 talk t7 7im,” sighed “*Lazy”
Wolf, with his customary streteh.,
5 1, ‘I'r'm th' States, I recon?
*Yes,” ’s he.  “’Xpect t' go intuh min-
in’?’ ’s I. ‘Possibly,’ ’s he, an’ then
‘e gils out of n good, comt’t’ble cheer
an’ walks oft.”

“Hnin't nobody but my clerk gits
no talk out of ’im,” put in Colonel
Hanks, the Inudlord, “an’ ’hout all ’e
says t’ Billy is ‘Nice day,’ an’ ‘Cigar,
please.”  But ’e pays ’is bills, an’ car-
ries n roll, too; I s’pose that’s all 1
ovught £’ worry ’bout.”

“:Ob, ves! ob, yes!" snapped little
Tke, excitedly, “an’ all th’ time, him
Inyin’, most likely, 'r ¢ jerk I
props fo'm under ye!  1'm f’r startin’
Yim, 1 am, an’ pretty quick, too!”

“I wouldn’t be too hnsty, gentle-
men,’”’ counseled the mild voice of
Professor Hendrix, editor of the Gold
Hill Avalunche,  **We may, after all,
be entertnining an nngel—that is, a
‘sucker’—unawnres.  Let no guilty
capitalist esenpe ere he has been in-
duced to invest.”

“He hain’t no capilalist,” inter-
jected the major, scornfully.  “‘He’s
too—too quiet. 1 think he’d better
have th' ran.”

“Lnsy, major, casy,” said Hendrix,
eoftly.  “Now I would suggest that
we seleet n committee of, sy, {wo, to
sound the geutleman and endenvor, by
penceful means, if possible, to cause
him to give an account of himself.
It he declines to do so—"" The editor
concluded with a tolerably graceful
wave of his himad, for the subject of
the foregoivcg remarlkis—n pale, some-
what ordinary looking young man, in
clothes of Lastern cut—had just en-
tered and was passing through the
rcon.

Time was when Gold ILill had been
n thriving, busy ceamp, with metro-
politun  aspirations. Bot its boom
dicd, and the glortes of Gold Hill wwere
only n memory to the three hundred
citizens (who remnined behind because
they could not aftord teo leave what
httle was left them of their former
possessions), and to the *suckers” who
had dropped their mouney at the time
of the rush. It wag still the centre of
o fuirly good but steadily *‘petering”
mining distriet, and there yet re-
mained the hope on the part of many
citizens that some one might make
nnother big “strike,”” and the old
times come back; in which ense thoy
would be *‘in on the ground floor.”
But several years had seen only a
steady deciine in Gold 1Iill, and an
increase of prosperity on the part of
its hated rival, New Kimberley, the
inhabitants of which were wont to pro-
fess ixgnorance of the existence of the
former metropolis, albeit only twenty
miles separated the two camps,

It wns in the second yenr after the
death of Gold Hill boom that the busi-
ness men of that eamp began to realize
that retrenchment was  necessary.
There was always the hope of a
“strike,” or n chunce of unloading
something at & good price on some un-
sophisticated *‘tenderfoot”; but, in
the meantime, it wns necessury to
“look nfter tho leaks.” The gentle-
men who kept tho dispensaries had ny
lively n sense of the necessity for ro-
trenchment as the rest, and they went
about cconomizing in a practieal man-
ner.

There wag in the ecamp a prominent
but somewhnt impecunious citizen,
known ns Joo Godfrey, and Mr, God-
frey had formerly resided in the
*ioonshine”  districts. This Intter
fuet gave Major I’ulton and Colonel
Hanks an iden. 'I'ho bottom lands
nenr by grew largo quantities of ce-
reals, including corn,  Putting two
nnd two together—Joe Godfrey and
the corn-crop—and--why, it was as
ensy nd anything couldbe!  In ashort
time] Mr. Godfrey's work mnde itself
felt by the wholeanle men, who shook
their hea.ls over tho deeadenco of bus-

iness, not only in Gold 1Iill, but in
several outlying enmps, ag well.  Rev-
enue oflicers shook their heads, too,
and sought to ascertnin the cause of
this unaccountable sinte of things,
But only one of them hind found what
ho sought, and he mysteriously disap-
peared, failing even to call Jfor his
baganze or to pay his bill at the hotel.
And  Messrs. Fulton, IHanks, et al.,
waxed fat and prosperous in the midst
of sceming adversity, yeb were ever
circumspect, as belooves gentlemen
who defy the lanws of Government.
There were no informers in Gold Hill.
'The max who gave the revenue eflicer
who mysteriously disappeared the in-
formation that led to the finding of
the still, was shot in *‘sell-defense’ by
a henchman of the ring within a day
or two after the oflicer turned up miss-
ing.

Several circumstances had eaused
suspicion of the man who had been
the subject of the afternoon’s sessions
in the present instance. He had been
in Gold 1ill about two weeks, and
had hardly spoken to any owue in the
camp ; he had said nothing about his
business; he took not even n hummer
with him when he walked or rode
about the couniry (presumably pros-
peeting); and he hnd been geen on
severnl oceasions, alter nightfall (bis
light-cotlored clothes were conspicu-
ous), vutside the eamp, tulking to some
one, probably a stranger, who was ng
yet unidentified, inasmuch as the two
had never yet been seen together by
daylight or within the limits of the
cnamp,

On the evening after the consulta-

-tion of the powers in the Merchants'

Hotel, Professor lendrix met the
stranger, who claimed the name of
Tennison, and tried, in his most suave
and diplomatic manner, to draw him
out and to learn something of hid bus-
iness; but the yonung mun, while will-
ing enough to discuss matters in gen-
oral, became ns dumb ns an oyster
when it got to personnl questions, and
displayed an aptness in turning the
conversation worthy of one of twice
his yenrs. So Hendrix tried another
tack.

13r—Mr. Tennison,” he began, in
his mildest manner, at what he con-

sidered an opportune moment, *‘I
greatly fear you think me un-

duly curious about your—ah—er—
affaire, but—"’ :

““Yes, 1 do,” interrupted the other,
curtly; ‘‘you’re nbont the seventeenth
man that has tried to sonnd me.” And
he bit off the end of his cignr in a
manner that betokened not a little re-
sentment. .

Iendrix was a bit  disconcerted ;
but, not a bit cast down, he resumed:

“I'm sorry, Mr. /l'ennison, but—er
—the fact is, if I must {ell you, that—
that there nre rumors—that is, there
are those who aflect to believe you ure
not what you pretend to he.”

“What have I pretended to be?”
nsked Tennison, shortly.

“Nothing —nothing,” said the pro-
fessor, in some haste. *“That’s just the
trouble. They think yon onght to—""

“Mr. Ilendrix, we are in free Amer-
icn, are we not?  \Well, then, I pro-
pose to attend to my own affuirs; and
ns for these prying gossips vou refer
to, [ have the sublimest contempt for
them.”  Wherenpon Mr. Tennison
rose abruptly, went into the hotel,
nud retired to his room.

As a mutter of fact, he was throngh
with most of his business nt Gold 11ill;
but he did not propose—even though
he expected, before his departure, to
diseuss other matters with certnix
mining men—to give the idie gossips
a chanee to have nny satisfaction out
of him.

Hendrix, at « session of the ringgn
his back oflice, reported his fuilure to

extruet anything from the close-
mouthed “‘ten:lerfoot.”
“5ce?” snid  Major Tulton, I

knowed how ‘twould be, They huin’t
but one thing left t’ do, as [ ¢'n see.”

Tiittle Ike looked at him 1nterrogn-
tively.  “Ye don’t mean—""he began,
with some apprehension.

*Nothin’ I”’ replied the mnjor,’short-
iy. *‘4Jes’ give this ‘angel’ th' run,
that’s all.”
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About two o'clock in the morning
Tennison was sudidenly awakened by
repented raps at his door.

“Who's there?” he cealled, sharply.

“Me—Hanks,” was the response, in
what the colonel intended to be n
trembling voice. *Open the door a
a minute.”

Grumbling at thus having his slcep
broken, Tennison complied and at
once found himself covered by half a
dozen revolvers in  the hands of
masked men. Sensibly he threw up
his hands and they entered the room,
pushinzg the apparently unwilling land-
ford, vehemently protesting ngainst
what he called their bratality, before
them.

“What does this mean, gentle-
men?” asked Tennison, angrily. ‘Do
you propose to rob or murder me?—
or both?”

**Shet up!”” was the reply, “an’ git
intuth them clo’es an’ pack that there
grip, dam guick! Ye won’t bhe hurt ef
ye don’t make no fuss.”

Twenty minutes later the ucfortu-
nate suspect found himself somo dis-
tance out of eamp, grip in hand, and
with footsteps accelerated by the part-
ing injunction of his captors:

“I3f y’re w'thin ten mile o’ yere Iy
daylight, ye won’t nee:dl no break-
f’st.”

he New Kimbegley Miner and
Ranchman of a week Iater contained
the following item,;nnd marked copies
of the paper were sent to C(iold Hill:

“Again have the moss-backed deni-
zens of that antique settlement of
Gold (save the mark!) Hill stepped on
themselves; one more blunder have
they committed, to their cverlnsting
cost.

“I'hree weeks ago, Mr, G, T, Tenni-
son, n gentleman of culture nnd re-
finement, who represents an Idastern
syndicate with millions of capital,
went to Giold (!) Hill with the inten-
tion of looking nhout for investinents.
Pirst, however, it was his aim, with
the nssistance of certain documents in
his possession, and under the guidance
of that veteran prospector Poter the
Ifermit, to loeate some of the old
Jesuit workings supposed Lo exist
there.  IMailing in this, it was his in-
tention to invest in ono or two prop-
crties which he considers are not be-
ing properly worked (1 nothing, ex-
cepting an ocensional sucker, cever is
at Qold Hill),

“Behold the stupidity of Clold Hill-
ites!  DBeenuse Captain ''ennison, who

is, ns wo said before, n gountleman of

culture, refinement nand edueation, did
not stand upon the housetops and de-
clare his business to tho open-mouthed
multitude, certain persons, ostensibly
respectable business men, but who,
from the environment, do not know n
gentleman of culture, refinement, ed-
ucation,” and good breeding—theso
swine, hecause he chose to step light-
ly while in their sty, took exception
to his quiet and gentlemanly way of
of conducting himself; and at the
darkling hour of two o'clock a. m.,
when all decent people thould be in
bed, n e¢ut-throat horde came and
burst in his door, and, under pain of
death, compelled him to lenve {heir
eamp—which e was, no doubt, glad
to do.

¢“Like the gentleman of culture, re-
finement, education, good breeding
and unerring judgment that he is,
Mujor Tennison eame to New Kimber-
ley ns fast as his legs would bring
him, knowing full well that the peo-
ple of the city, who knew a gentle-
mnn when they see one, would treat
him with hospitality and considern-
tion, as they do, indeed, every one
who behaves himself in anything but
Gold Hill's popular hoodlum style.

*“The distinguished visitor is at
present the guest of Judge Willinms
and his charming spouse at therr
palatinl home en Citrus avenue, and
has spent the past two or three days
looking at some of the judge’spartinlly
developed bonanzas in this vicinity.”

The next issue of the Miner and
Ranchman presented the following:

“Last week the Miner and Ranche
mnn published (exclusively) the aec-
count of the brutal treaticent at Gold
il {of Colonel Tennison, the distin-
guished Lnstern gentleman who is so-
journing in our midst, nnd who, by
the way, has made some heavy invest-
ments in New Kimberly mining prop-
erty for the syndicate he represents,
(Incidentally, the colonel states, with-
ount reservation, we may interpolate,
that the Miner and Ranchman is the
best newspnper wast of St. Louis and
south of Denver.)

*“There is another chapter to the
story, and an interesting one, Atthe
last hour before going to press, were-
ceived by specinl courier n message
from Deputy Revenue Colleetor Bogus
and Deputy United States Marshals
Newton and Dwyer, stating that they
have arrested the parties who, for two
yenrs past, have operated the illicit
whisky still that has so long heen baf-
fling the vigilance of the Government
oflicinls, and will arrive here with
their prisoners before this issue of the
Miner and Ranchman (which has the
news  exclusive, ans usual, the old,
worm-eaten, musty Prospector being,
as it ever wus, too stupid to know an
item of interest when it sees one) is
cold from the vress.

¢ And will the venerable, moss-grown
Prospector believe it? It affords us
unmingled satisfinction to record for
the hide-bound editor of that spavine 1
sheet that first and foremost among
those eaptured, nnd more certnin of
conviction than he ever wns of an hon-
est living, is that Fidus Achates of his,
that sweet thing known as Hi Dendrix,
heretefore editor of that disgraceful
rag the Gold Hill Avalanche—1lendrix,
the base, low-bhorn creature whom we
have exposed time and again in the
past four years, and for whom the
poor old Prospector’s editor, on the
other hand, has (is it beeause birds of
a feather, cte.?) ever enrried nn inky
cudgel.  Will the Iatter shut up—
now?

“In addition to Hendrix, there are
old Dan Hanks, proprietor of the Mer-
chants’ llotel; Jim Iulton and lke
Bullett, of the Gold Hill Ixchauge;
Mart Wolf, of the White Wings Sa-
loon; Joe Godfrey and I’nt O’Henrn,
the Iatter two being caught at work in
the still.

““It appears that the night before
Colonel Tennison was nesanlted, ho ne-
cidentally overheard a conversation
between two loungers on the hotel
poreh, in whichone of them sail some-
thing sbout & *‘revenne ofticer.” On
reflection, the colonel decided that he
wae the person referred to, inasmuch
ns several parties had tried unsnceess-
fully to lenrn his business; nnd the re-
sult was that he put two and two to-
gether, and on meeting Colonel Boggs
in our oflice, told him of his theory ns
to what was back of the assuult upon
him. Thercupon the ofiicers went to
Giold Hill, with the gratifying result
nsbove recorded.

If, us is believed,the nrrested men
can be convicted of tue supposed mur-
der of Deputy-Marshal White some-
thing over n year ngo, it will go hard
with them. At any rate, the people
of this counly will be pleased to know
that they are safe for good, long terms
in the pen.”—Sun Francisco Argonant.

Perpetual Moiion Solved,

A. C. Mott, of Plymonth. Mich.,
representative of several farm  mn-
chinery concerns, has studied perpet-
unl motion for several years, and, ac-
cording fo the verdict of expert ma-
chinists, hns succeeded in muking nn
effective machine. 1lis machine not
only runs itself, but develops power
to some extent. 'T'he machine con-
sists of n shaft, upon which is a bal-
ance wheel. Connected with one en:l
of the shaft by hinged joints are two
frames, carrying arms, which radiate
nearly to the circumference of the
balance wheel. The ends of these
frames form the arms, aud are slotted
whero they pass the shaft.  To each
set of arms are attached, by elbow
joints, the weights which furnish the
motive power. Each ball as it reaches
the top of the circlo is thrown to the
extreme limit of its reach, the ono op-
posite being drawn by the same me-
chanieal device closer to the ehaft. It
is believed to be o practical solution
of the mueh-vexed question, nlthough
its utility is another (uestion.—Chi-

engo Times-Herald.
——— e

‘Astor a Panctual Man,

Willinm Waldorf Astor is a mosy
punctunl man in his habits, He puts
in an appearance at the Savoy Hotel
barber shop every morning he comes
to London. Iie arrives thero at 11,45
and is nlways as punctual as clock
clockwork.

A number of Americans living at
tho Suvoy frequently mnke wages ns ta
whether or not Mr. Astor will vary
five winutes in his timo of arrival,
Those who wager that he will b five
minutes Into usually lose. By those
connected with the Savoy Mr. Astor
is regarded ng n wonderful man and
they frequently point him out to tho
guests of tho hotel ng “‘the richest man

in the world.”—Chicago Iribune,

are cheap.

The ropagation ol Roses,

A writer in the Quarterly Review
fays:  'T'he luxury of the Rowman Jime-
pire created tho first great develop-
ment of the cultivated rose. Lower
motives may lead toretined resulte; ny
Carlyle nsed to insist. 'T'he first use
ceven of the wreath, which_reems to
have been to n Greek tho final eanso
of roses, is snid to have bheen only a
glorifiention of the tight string tiel
around the head to avoid the next
day’s headache? Thus, for example,
the great Varro, thongh he was as ome-
niscient ns our own Bacon, aud wrote
most claborately on cultivation, n4
well ns everything else--de omnibuy
rebus et purtbusdam aliis—still seems
to think of roses ns propazated only
by enttings; that is, on their own
roots, a method in which no zreat ad-
vance in the perfection of bloons i
possible.

Columella, on the other hand,
thongh he lived oonly a century Inter,
suys, very truly, that roses should bo
budded on bushes (fruticibus)—by
which we ‘suppose he means wild
brinrs—with laterals left about o foot
long.  And he adds, in words which
modern rose growers will hoe pleasel
to find incaleated so lonwe ago, that
the gronud must thorvongily be hoed
aver, nil eareful thinning out of the
shoots must be finished—here, of
sonrse, we must allow tomething for
mtitude—not Iater than the 1st of
Murch. DPliny also gives us the gool
adviece to have our plants quite a foob
apurt, and to hoe aronnl them well
It is certainly unfortunate that Colu-
melln did not tell us « little mora
about his **bushes;’” whether they in-
cluded anything like our *‘standards,”
for exnmple, nud what species might
be used for budding or grafting upou.

Got a Valuable Pearl in Uis Lunch,
David 1lirseh, the assistant ecashior
of the Exeisa Board, boazhy a half
dozen elums at a saloon in Seconil ave-
anc on Friday night. 'T'he price was
aominl, for elums on the Idwist Sido
Bat even hal Me, Hirseh's
meal cost very maech mors hs would
not have objected to the bill, for he
and captured a prize in one of the
shells which wonld have paid the reck-
oning a dozen times over. Me. Hirseh
zannot remember how far ho hal pro-
gressed in his repast when he struck
ik, but he thinks it was when he
was nbhont to demolish the fifth bivalve
something held his teeth npart.

e thought he had hit upon a stono
picked up the elam in the suudy shoro
of Blue Point Bay. Ll it be:nsome-
body not possessed of the Inzk of Mr,
Hirsch, this might not have been so,
but Mr. Hirsch, having been born un-
der o lneky star, could not thus acei-
dentaily bite upon anything of less
value than a pearl. And, surs enongh,
it was a pearl, amd a big one at that,
One side was opalescent, the other o
zlear blue, with interveunin:; tints of
purple.  There was just one flaw in
lhe gem, cansed by Mr. Hirsel’s eyeo
tooth, but the tlaw is only the size of
a pin head, while the pearl has a din-
meter of more than half an inch.

As the lueky eashier rolled the prize
around in his hand and uttered an ex-
clamation of exultant surprise, tho
proprictor stepped up and  witaout
further investication tiasheld ont 325
und oflered 1t for the pearl.  The offer
was refused.

At the oflico of the Iixcise Doard
gesterdny the assistant  cashier dis-
played his find to his mary fricnds,
some of whom deelared 1t was worth n
fubulous sum.—New York Herald,

Attemnt to R susitate a Boy,

At Heflron'’s underiaking rooms nn
effort was made yesterday to bring
back to life Lionis isher, aged nino
yenrs, who was drowne:dl in the lako
on the previous afternooan.

Dr. Whitney, o physician living on
Wiison avenue, cluims that he himself
wns drowned at one period of his life,
and nfter being  dead more than an
hour nuim:tion was by o certain methe
od restored.  Dr. Whitney has for
some time desired to  put this process
th another test, but never availed him-
self of the opportunity nutil  yester-
day. His theory is that a corpze can
be resuscitated, providing there are
no internal injuries, by placing the
entire hody, except the eyes, nese and
mouth, in n bath of water heated to o
constant temperature of 110 degrees
Tahrenheit, and leaviug it there for at
least five hours.  An  ordinary bath
tub was used yesterday.  When tho
water had reached the proper temper-
ature Dr. Whitney and  his assistants
carefully deposited the body in the
tub. It was then about 11 o'clock in
the morning, and from that time until
4 o’clock, when the experiment wag
given up, the condition of the corpse
was studiously watched by Dr. Whit-
ney. Although the experiment was a
failure, at times the blood was started
to circulute nud the faco nund lips as-
sumed the nntural color. It is said
that the heart was felt to throb sever-
al times.  When the test wasover Dr.
Whitney clnimed it was not successful
beeause the boy’s body was rolled over

n barrel after the drowniny, thuas
causing internal injuries.—Cleveland
Lender.

¢Fal,®

The derivation of this word is possie
bly traceable in the Welsh language.
By the Inw of mutation of initial con-
sonants peenlinr to that tongue the
root words ffedd and medd are con-
vertible terms.  Their essential meane.
ing is possession ; transitive or intrane
sitive, possession of something, or the
act of bemng possessed or engrossed by
some occupation or viee. Welsh medd,
and Irish, Sanskrit and Eoglish mad
have similae meanings, and are proba-
bly kindred words.  The word mad is
not common in Tentonic idioms, so
that the Anglo-Saxons probably bor-
rowed it from the Welsh, I'ad is,
therefore, equally derivable from ffedd.
Proximately, of course, it comes from
the Midland dialects, nnd ultimately
from some roof word common {o many
members of the Aryan famly ot
speech. Tt would be strangoe if the
two words, mud anl fad, having »
similur menning, shonld he traceably
to thoe snme root.—Notes and Queries.

Swallowing Sea Wa'er,

People who nre in the habit of swal.
Jowing quuntities of sea water when
bathing may be consoled by the stnto
ment that the tonic eMzet of so hath
ing nrises Zzom  the internal rathes
than externnl application of the brine.
Bostou Budget,

REV. DR. TALMAGE
Tho Eminent New York Divine's Sun -
day Sermon.

Subject: “Five Pictures,.”

TExT: “Behold, I sce theheavens opened.”
—Acts vii,, 56-59,

Stephen hadd been preaching a rousing ser-
mon, and the people could not stand it.
They resolved to do as men sometimes would
like to do in this day, if they dared, with
somo plain prencher of righteousness—X%ill
him. The only way Lo silence this man was
to knozk the breath out of him., So they
rushed Stephen out of the gates of tho eity,
and, with curses andl whoop and hellow,
they brought him to the cliff, as was the eusz-
tom when they wanted to take away lifo by
stoning.  Having brougzht him to the edge
of the elif, they pushed him off,  After he
had fallen they came and Ycoked down, and
seeing that ho was not yet dead they began
to drop stones upon him, stone after stone.
Amid this horrible rain of missiles Stephen
clambers upon his knees and folds his hands,
while thoe blood drips from his temples, and
then, looking up, he makes two prayers—
one for himself and one for his murderers.
“Lord Jesus, receive my spirit.”  That was
for himself. * “Lonl, lay not this sin to their
charge.”” "That was for his murderers. Then,
from pain and loss of blood, he swooned
awny and fell asteep,

1 want to show you fo-day fivo pictures:
Stophen sazing into heaven, Stephen look-
ing at Christ, Stephen stoned,  Stophen
in his dying prayer, Stephen asleep.

First, look at Stophen gazing into heaven.

leforo you take o leap yon want to know
whore you are going to land. Before you
elimb a ladder you want to know to what
point the ladder reaches.  And it was right
that Stephen, within a few moments of
heaven, sttould be gazing into it.  Weo would
all do well to be found in the same posture.
There is enough in heaven to keep us  gaz-
ing. A wman of lnrge wealth may have statu-
ary in the hatl, and paintings in the sitting
room, aml works of art in all parts
of the house, but hoe has the ehiof picturesia
the art gallery, and there hour after hour
you walk with catalogue and glass and ever
increasing admiration.  Well, heaven is tho
gallery where God has gathered the chiof
treasures of His realm.  The whole universo
is His palace.  1n this lower room where wo
stop there ary many adornments, tessellated
floor of amethyst, and on the winding eloud
stairs are streteched out canvases on which
commingle azure and purple and saffronand
rold. Dut heaven is the gallery in which
the chief glories are gathered: There are
the brightest robes.  Thero are the richest
crowns. There are the highest exhilarations,
St John says of it, “The kings of the earth
shall bring their honor and glory into {t.”
Aund I see the procession forming, and in the
line come all empires, and the stars spring
up into an arch for the hoststomareh under.
They keep step to the sound of earthquake,
and the pitch of avalanche from thoe moun-
tains, and the flag they bear is the flamoe of n
consuming world, and all heaven turns out
with harps and trumpets and myriad voleed
acelamation of angelic dominions to wel-
come them in, an'l so the kings of thoe.earth
bring their honor and glory into it. Do yon
wonder that good people ‘often stand, like
Stephen, looking into heaven?  Wo have
many fricnds there,

There is not o man here so izolated in lifo
but there is <ome one in - heaven with whom
he onee shook hands,  Asa man gets older
the number of his celestinl aequaintances
very rapidly multiplics. Wo have not had
one slimpse of them sincethe night we kissed
them goodby, and they went away, but still
we stand gazingat heaven,  Aswhen some
of our frietds o across the sea, wo stand on
the doek, or on’ the steam tug, and watch
them, and after awhile the hulk of the ves-
sel disappears, and then there isonly a patch
of sail on the sky, and soon that is gone, amld
they are all out of sight, and yet wo stand
looking in the same direstion.” So when our
friends go away from us into the futuro
world weo keep looking down through the
Narrows and gazing and gazing as though
we expected that they would come out and
stand on some cloud and giveus one glimpse
of their blissful and transfizured faces,

While you tong to join their companion-
ship, and thy years and the days o with
such todium that they break your hiart, an:l
the vipers of pain and sorrow and bereave-
ment keep gnawing at your vitals, you will
stand, iiko Stephen, gazing into heaven.
You wonder if they have changed since vou
saw them tast.  You wonder if they would
recognize your fues now, so changed has it
been with trouble,  You wonder if, amid the
myrind delights they have, they care as
much for you as they used to when they
wgave yvou a helping hand and put their
shoulders under your burdens. You won-
der if they look any older, and sometimes
in the evening tide, when the houso is all
quiet, vou wonder if you should call them
by their first name if they would not an-
swer, and porhaps somoetimes youn do make
the experiment, nnd when no one but God
and yourself are there you distinetly eall
their nnmes and  listen and sit gazing into
heaven.

Pass on now and seo Stephen looking
upon Christ, My text says he saw the Son
of Man at theright hand of God. Just how
Christ looked in this world, just how lo
looks in heaven, we cannot say. The paint-
ers of the different swes have tried to
imagine the features of Christ and put them
upon einvas, but wo will have to wait until
with our own eyes wesee Him and with our
own ears we can hear Him.  And yet there
is u way of secing Him and hearing IHim
now. I have to teil you that unless yvou see
and hear Christ on earth you will never seo
and hear Him in heaven, -

Look! There Ho is! Behold the Lamb of
God! Can you not see Himm? Then pray to
God to {ake the scales off your eyes. Look
that way-—try to look that way. His voice
comes down to you this day—eomes down to
the blindest, to the deafest soul—saying,
“Look unto Me, all ye ends of the earth, and
be ye saved, for L am God, ard thero is nono
el=e.””  Proclamation of universal emanci-
pation for all slaves, Toll me, ye who know
most of the world’s history, what other king
ever asked the abandoned, and the forlorn,
and the wretched, and the outeast to como
and sit beside him?  Oh, wonderful Invita-
tion! You can take it to-day and stand at
the head of the darkest alley in all this eity
und say, “Come! Clothes for your rags, salvo
for your sores, a throne for your eternal
reigning.” A Christ that talks like that and
aets like that and pardons like that—do you
wonder that Stephen stood looking at Him?
I hope to spend eternity doing the same
thing, I must sece Hinee I must look upon
that fuco onee clouded with my sin, but now
radiant with my pardon. I want to touch
that hand that knocked off my shackles, I
want to hear the voice that pronounced my
deliverance.  Behold IHim, littlo children,
for if you live to threescors yearns and ten
you will see none so fair. Behold Him, yo
aged ones, for He only canshinethrough the
aimness of your failing eyesight., Behold
Him, carth. Belhold Him, heaven. What a
moment when all the Nations of the saved
shall gather around Christ! Al faces that
way.  All thrones that way, gazing on Jesus,
His worth if all the Nations knew
Sure the whole carth would love Him too,

I pass on now and look atStephen stoned.
The world has always wanted to  get rid of
good men. Their very lile is an assault
upon  wickedness.  Out  with  Stephen
through the gates of the city. Down with
him over tho precipices, Let every man
come up and drop a stone upon  his head,

Jut these men did not so much kill Stephen
as they killed themselves,  Every stono re-
bounded upon them, While thess murderers
are transfixed by the seorn of all good men
Stephen lives in the admiration of all Chris-
tendom.  Stephen stoned, but Stephonalive.
So all rood men must he pelted, “All who
will live godly in Christ Jesus must 3uller
perseention.”  Itis no eulogy of a4 man to
say that everybody likes him,  Show mou
any one who is doing all his duty to state
orchurch, nnd I will show you seores of men
who utterly abhor him. g

If all men speak well of you, it is beeause
you are cither a laggard or a dolt. Ifa
steamer makes raphd progress through the
waves, the water will hoil and foam all
around it,  Brave soldiers of Jeaus Christ
will hear the earbines elick. When I seea
man with voleo and money and influenee all
on the right side, nud soma earieature him,
and somuo sneer at him, and some denounco
him, and ien who pretemd to bo actuated by
right motives conspirato eripple him, to cast
him out, to destroy him, I say, “Stephen
stoned, "’

When Iseon man in somo great moral or
roligions reform hattling against grogshops,
exposing  wickodness  in high places, by
active means trying to purify the ehureh nnd
hetter the world's estate, nnd T ind that tho
nowspapers annthomatizo him, and men,
oven goold mer, opposo him and denounce
him beeause, though ho doea good, he does
not do it {

n their way, 1 say, *‘Stephen |
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stoned.” DBut you notice, my friends, that
while they assaulted Stephen they did not
suceeed really in killing him,  You may as-
sault a good man, hut zou cannot kill him.
On the day of his death Stephen spoke be-
fore a fow people in the sanhedrin,  This
Sabbath morning he addrezses  Christen-
dom.  Paul, the apostle, stood on Mars
hill addressing @ handful of philosophers
who knew not so mueh about seience ns a
modern scheolgirl, ‘To-day he talks to all
the millions of Christendom about the won-
ders of justification and tho glories of tha
resurrection.  John Wesley was howled
down by the mob to wiom he preached, and
they threw bricks at him, and they de-
nounced him, and they jostled him, and
they spat upon him, and yet to-day, in all
lanile, ho is admitted to be the great father
of Methodism. DBooth's bullet vacated the
Presidential chair, but from that spot of
coagulated blood on the floor in the box of
Ford’s Theatre there sprang up the new life |
Olf‘ u Nation.  Stephen stoned, but Stephen
alive, -

*ass on now and see Stephien in his dying
prayer. [Ilis first thought was not how the
stones hurt his head, nor what would be-
comv of his bady. His first thought was
about his spirit. “Lord Jesus receivo my
spirit.” ‘The murderer standing on the tran-
door, the black cap being drawn over his
head befors the oxecution, may grimace
about the future, but you and I have no
shame in confessing some anxiety about
where wo are going to come out. You are
not all bhody. There is within you a soul.
Iseo it gleam from your eyes to-day, and [
see it irradinting your countenanee,  Some-
times I am abashed belore an audience,
not becauso I come under vour physieal
eyesight, but Eecause I realize the truth
that 1 stand before s9 many immortal
spirils. The peobability is that your body
will at last find a sepulcher in some of tho
cemeteries that surround this city. There is
no doubt that your obsequies will bo decent
aund respectful, and youn will buableto pillow
your head under the maple, or_the Norway
spruce, or the eypress, or the blossoming fir,
but this spirit about which Stephen prayed,
what dircetion will that take? What guide
will escort it?2  What gate will open to re-
ceivet? What cloud will bo cleft for its
pathway? After it has got boyond the light
of our sun will thers be torches lighted for
it the rest of the way?

Wiil the soul have to travel through long
deserts beforus it reaches the good land? If
wo siould lose onr pathway will there be n
castle at whose gate we may ask tho way to
the city? Oh, this mysterious spirit within
us! It has two wings, but it is in a eagzenow.
It is locked fast to keep it, but let the door
of this cage open the least, and that soul is
off. Eagle's wing could not catch it. The
lightnings are not swiflt enough to come up
with it. When the soul leaves the hody it
takes [ty worlds at 2 hounid, And have I
no anxiety about it? IIavo you no anxiety
about it?

I do not eare what you do with my body
when my soul is gone, or whether you be-
lieve in cremation or inhumation. I shall
sleep just as well in a wrapping of sackeloth
us in satin lined with eagle’s down, DBut my
soul—before I close this discourse I will find
out wiere it will land. Thank God for the
futimation of my text that when we die
Jesustakes us. That answers all questions
for me. What though there were massive
bars between hero and tho City of Light,
Jesus  could remove  them. What
though -there wero great Saharas of
darkness, Jesus  could  illume them.
What though I get weary on the way, Christ
could lift me on His omninotent shoulder.
What though there were chasms to eross,
His hand could transport me. Then let
Stephen’s prayer be my dying litany, “Lord
Jesus, receive my spirit.” It may bein that
hour wo will bo too feeble to say a long
prayer. It may bein that hour we will not
beable to say the Lornd’s Prayer, for it has
seven petitions,  Perhaps wo may be too fee-
ble even to say the infapt prayer our mothers
tanght us, which John Quincey Adams, sev-
enty vears of age, suid every night when he
put his head upon his pillow:

Now I lay me down to sleep,
I pray the Lord my soul to keep.

We may be too feeble to employ either of
these familiar forms, but this prayer of
Stephen is so short, Is so concise, iss0 earn-
est, is so comprehensive, we surely will bo
able to say that, “Lord Jesus, receive my
splrit.””  Oh, if that prayer is answered, how
sweet it will be to die! This world is clever
enough to uz, Perhaps it has treated us a
great deal hetter than we deserved to he
treated, buf if on thedying pitlow there shall
break the lizht of that botter world we shall
have no mors regret than about leaving a
small, dark, damp house for one lurge, beau-
tiful and eapacious, That dying ministerin
Philadelphia, somoe years ago, beautifully
depicted it when, jn the last moment, he
threw up his hands and cried out, L move
into the light!™

Pass on now, and I will show you one
more picture, and that is Stephen asleep.
With a pathos and simplicity pecular to the
Scriptures the text says of Stephen, “He fell
asleep.””  “Oh,” yousay, *“what a place that
was to sleep! A hand rock under him,
stones falling down upon him. the blood
stre;unings, the mob howling,  What n place
it wastosleep!™” Aud yet my text takes that
symbolof slumber to deseribe his departure,
so sweet was it, so contented was it, so
peacelul was it. Stephen had lived a very
laborious life.  His chief work had been to
care for the poor. How many loaves of
bread he had disteibuted, how many bare
feet ho had sandaled, how many cots of sick-
ness and distress he had blessed with minis-
tries of kindness and love, I do not know.
Yet from the wiay he lived, and the way he
preached, and the way he died, I koow he
was a laborious Christian. But that is all
over now. Ho has pressed thy cup to the
Inst fainting lip.  He has taken the last in-
sult from his enemies. The last stono to
whose erushing weigne heis susceptibls has
been hurled.  Stephen is dead! The  dis-
eiplescome, They takenim up.  They wash
awany the blood from the woumls, 'They
straighten out the bruised limbs.  They
brush back the tangled hair from tho brow,
and then they pass around to look upon the
calm countenanee of him who had lived for
the poor and dicd for the truth. Stephen
asleep!

I have seen the sea driven with the hurri-
eanec untit the tangled foam caught in the
rigging, and wave rising above wave seesmed
as if about to storm the heavens, and then 1
have seen the tempest drop, and the waves
crouch, and everything become smooih and
burnished as though acamping placo forthe
glories of heaven,  So [ have seen a man
whoze life has hoen tossed and driven com-
ing down at last to an infinite calm in which
thers was a hush of  heaven’s  lullaby.,
Stephen asleep!

I saw such v ene.  He fought all his days
against poveriy and azainst abuse. They
traduced his name. They rattled at the
doorknob while he was dying with duns for
dedts he could not pay. Yet the peace of
(iod Lrooded over his pillow, and while the
world faded heaven dawaed, and the deep-
ening twilight of earth’s night was only the
opening twilight of heaven’s morn. Not a
sigh. Nota tear. Not a struggle.  Hush!
Stephen asleep.

I have not the faculty as many have to tell
the weather., [ ean never tell by the setting
sun whether thero will bo a drought or not.
1 cannot tell by the blowing of the wind
whether it will he fair weather or foul on the
morrow. But I can prophesy and T will
prophesy what weather it will b when you,
the Christian. come to die. You may havo
it very rough now. It may be this week one
annoyanee, the next another annoyance, It
may bo this year one bereavement, the next
another bereavement.  But at tho last Christ
will comeo in, and darkness will go out. And
though there may be no haned to close your
eyes, amtd no breast on which to rest your
dying head, and no candlo to 1ift the night,
the odors of God's fanging garden will re-
galo your soul, and at your budside will halt
tho chariots ol’ the king. No moro rents to
piay, no moroe agony beeauss flour has gone
up. no mors strugglo with “ths world, the
flush and the devil,” but peace—long, deep,
overlasting peace.  Stephen asleep!

" Asleep in Jesus, blessed sleep,
From which none ever wake to weep;
A calm and undisturbed repose,
Uninjured by the last of foes,

Asleep in Jesug, far from theo

Thy kindred and thy graves may be,
But thera is still a bleaced sleep,
From which none ever wake to weep.

You have seen enough for one day. No
onv can suecessfully oxiamine moro than five
"Iclurc-s in nday.  Thereforn we stop, hav-
ng scen this eluster of divine Raphaels—
Stephen gazing into heaven, Stephenlooking
at Cnrist, Stephen stoned, Stephen in his
dying prayer, Stophen asleern,

When people say In excuse for some
bad action that “Boys will be hoys,”
tiicy mean that boys will oceaslonally
be devlls, e A i




