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D Ot" : T BE DE LiEIVED! f Hush, my :ﬁ:ﬁf{}iﬁﬁ

| Wait a little, only wait,
; Other blue flowers are as wet

ReSidentS Of this County, | As your eyes, outside the gate

| He has shut forever. DBut
| Is the gate forever shut?
BY THE BAIT SOME OF THE EXPENSIVE |
STORES PUT FORTH IN THEIR CUNNING-
LY-WORDEZED ADVERTISEMENTS. THEY
WHO USE THEM HAVE NO REAL INDUCE-
MENTS TO OFFER, AND THEREFORE
RESORT TO SUCH MIETHODS TO AT-
TRACT BUYERS

We Say to You Do Not Allow Yourselyes
to be Deceived!

| Just a yvoung man in the rain

Saying (the last time) ‘‘good-night!™
should be never come again
| Would the world be ended quite?
' Where would all these rosebuds gol—
All these robing? Do you know?

. But be will not come¢? Why, then,
Is no other within call?

There are men, and men, and men—
And these men are brothers all!

Eaclh sweet fault of his you'll find

Just as sweet ju all kis kind.

None with eyes like Lhis? Oh—ol!

In diviner ones did I
Look, perhaps, an hour ago.

Whose? Indeed (you must not cry)
Those I thought of are not free

To laugh down your tears, you see.

The Season is Backward, and we have still an

immense stock--one of the best and most attrac-| =~
' Yoice like his was never heard?

No—but better ones, 1 vow;
Did you ever hear a bird? —

Listen, one is singing now!
And his gloves? His gloves? Ab, well,
There are gloves like his to sell.

tive we have ever shown you, all of which we will
cell positively 20 per cent. less than expensive

At the play to night you'll see,
1n mock-velvet cloaks, mock earls,
With mock jeweled swords, that he
Were a clown by! Now, those curls
Are the barber’s pride, I say;
Do not ery for them, 1 pray.

stores will ash you.

WE HAVE A LOT OF SEPARATE PANTS. ABOUT 100.
SUITS, ABOUT 40,
OVERCOATS, ABOUT 60.

Whieh are elegantly made, fashionably cut and | If oo oneshould love youz Why,

You can love some other still;
Philip Sydney, Shakspeare, ay,

Good King Arthur, if you will;
Raphael—he was handsome, 00—
Love them one and ail. 1 do.

in every way reliable doods, that we will dispose

of at almost cost.

ATCOST! AT COST! AT COST!

w9 CGLOSH OUL)

Ouwr stock must move faster.
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The Blue-Eyed Girl.
A
WHAT ONE DAY BROUGHT.

A group of girls from Madame De-
prit’s Seminary were taking their daily
walk for exercise. A junior teacher
was withh them; but as she kept at a
short distance in the rear of the party
with one of the parlor boarders, the
restraint of her presence was not sen-
sibly felt, to judge by the laughing
faces and rapidly moving tongues.

**Oh, Clara! look at that specimen of
the genus homo.2Did you ever see
such a hat?”’

Clara looked in the direction indica-
ted, and made a grimace.

“*You’d better say, did you ever see
such clothes? They are a mile too
short for him—that is, for his arms and
limbs.”

The girls had spoken rather above
their usual tone, and the lad who had
attracted their attention must have
heard their flippant criticisms, for he
turned and looked at the group half
reproachfully, half proudly, while a
flush rose and burned in his dark
cheeks.

“For shame, girls!” said another
speaker, indignantly; ‘he hLeard you.
But if I were he, I wouldn’t care for
what such thoughtless little things
either think or say. 1t is nothing for
farmer’s boys to wear such clothes
about their work. You couldn’t ex-
pect them to dress in broadcloth.”

““Just like you, Kitty! You always
take up on the side of the injured par-
ty. Bul I love you all the better for
it; for every one has a chance to be
pitied some time, and I like you to
coddle and make much of me when I
have one of my headaches.”

So the merry coterie went on through
the quiet country road alternately crit-
icising each other, or outsiders whom
they chanced to meet, or praising their
favorite schoolmates as only school
girls know how to do graccfully.

Meanwhile the object of their re-
marks walked on until he reached the
farm house where he was employed;
for he was a widow’s ocly son, and
worked by the day at the Hill farm,
giving his earnings to his mother, and
spending his evenings at her little cot-
tage, studying by the light of one poor
tallow dip.

As his large, dark eyes glanced at
the thoughtless girls who had made
such a flippant speech about his clothes
they had also caught sight of the in-
dignation which had shot from the blue
orbs of the last speaker; and although
he had passed beyond the reach of the
sound of her reproving words, he felt
v;hat their tenor would be as by a flash
of intuition, and the knowledge took
the stiog of the criticism away.

So all through the rest of the day a
pleasant memory of a sparkling face,
with blue eves and pink cheeks, framed
in by rich masses of yellow hair, was
lurking in his mind instead of bitter
thoughts of his poverty and patched
garments.

WHAT ANOTHER DAY BROUGHT.

The Board of Examiners had met to
pass judgment upon a throng of trem-
bling, nervous young women who wish-
ed to be declared competent to take
the place of an outgoing teacher in one
of the grammar schools in Lhe city.

There were about twenty applicants
for the position, and it was well known
that the examination would be a most
thorough one.

Nearly all of the young ladies had
been graduates from good schools; but
to be questioned at the ciose of years
of study is very different from having
to brush up vour knowledge so as to

have it seem inexhaustible to those
OF OUR MANUFACTURE SENT UPON APPLICATIONTO who are to pass judgment upon you

EYSTONE MUF ACTURING CO.. Sm&: ILII- after even one twelvemonth of cessa-

tion from school pursuits; is an ordeal
which can only be appreciated by one
who has passed through it.

The Board was comsposed mostly of
gentlemen past middle age; but one of

The great reduc-
tvon at which we are offering it will make bust-
We

have only a short time left to sell in and we call

ness boom. Reader, take advantade of it.
especial attention of buyers to our elesant goods,
latest styles, extremely low prices, and positive
guarantee gwen all patrons. You pay us only
ONE PROFIT, the manufacturer's. Youw will be

glad when yon buy from us, if saving and detting

valwe for your money yleases you.

Largest FASHIONABLE ONE-PRIGE CLOTHIERS

230 West Pratt St., to 55 Hanover St.

CHAS. N. OEHM & SON,
BALTIMORE, MD.

* Shannahan & Wrightsz)h.

THE LARGEST AND FINEST ASSORTMENT OF

SILVER - PLATED WARE

EVER OFFERED IN THIS MARKET
Bought Direct from the Manufacturers.
Every Piece Guaranteed the best Triple- Plate
Latest Styles and Best Patterns.
CONSISTING IN PART OF
Tea Sets of 6 pieces, Butter Dishes, Cake
Baskets, Dinner, Breakfast, and Individual
Castors, (yster Dishes and Soup Tureens,
Pickle Sands, Oyster and Pickle Forks,
Gravy and Soup Ladles, Napkin Rings, su-
car and Preserve Spoons, Ilce Pitchers,
Spoon Holders, Celery Stands, Card Receiv-
ers, Bouquet Holders, and many other things.

g Call and examine our stock before buying, as we are confident we can suit
you both in goods and prices.

Imported Breech and Muzzle Loacing Guns,

Anda full line of'all kinds of F.gquipments,
Pistols, Brass and Paper Saells, Powder, Shot and Caps, Gunning Coats, Caps, Pants.

U
HARDWARE-=--A SELECT AND FULL ASSORTMENT.
U -

F. & L. Electric Knives, Razors, Scissors and Shears. Rims, Spokes and Hubs, Cu-
cumber Pumps, Lime, Hair and Cement.
In quantity, quality and price we guorantee our stock cannct be surpassed by any
House on the Shore. All we ask is an examinztion before you buy.

SHANAHAN & WRIGHTSON,
EASTOIN MD.
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bined Drill & Check Row

»

JEFF.MILBOURNE & CO.

e« Newspaper Advertising Agents, 128

W, Baltimore St., Baltimore, Md., are

authorized to contract for Advertisements
in the JOURNAL at our hest rates,

i)_tii-;*ri';-_itriw_

DR. T. J. SMITHERS,

EAsTOoN, MD.
Office over Elliott & Rathell's Shoe Store

trance on Dover Street

Eu
(Junu?ls

the company, Mr. Moore, was quile a
young man. Ile had a fine {ace, with
keen, dark eyes whose brightness was
tempered by eyeglasses, As the young
ladies came in he glanced at the difier-
ent faces—some of them fair and some

| plain, but nearly all of them wearing

a nervous look of expecltancy—he gave
a sudden start, and then scrutenized
one of 'the group with an air of inter-
est.

She was seated near the window,and
long lines of slant'ng gold enveloped
her in their way from the sun to the
pine floor. But they did not develop a
single flaw in the graceful, girlish fig-

ure or face. The blue eyes were cast

' modestly down, and the tiny white
| hands were crossed uvon the lapof her

neat linen dress, If Xatharine Clem-
ent felt anxious and was overawed at
the position in which she was placed it
did not prevent her red lips from wear-
ing their usual expression of calm
sweelness,

Aud her face was & true index of the
state of her mind. She bad experi-
enced one of those reverses of fortune
which come occasionally to the most
favored children of this changeable
sphere, and she had come to try for
this position, if she secured 1t, it was
well; if not she would try again; never
doubting but that the wide world held
a living for her somewhere.

And she was right.

Another young applicant carried off
the prize in mathematics, and that
gained her the day with regard to the
position of schoolm'am; but much to
Katharine’s surprise an even better
offer awaited her.

Young as Mr. Moore looked, he had
been chosen by his fellow citizens Lo
represent them in the councils of the
nation, and he had been wishing to
find some pleasant and intelligent lady
who weuld accept a home with his
aced mother and make her happy by
congenial companionship during his
necessary absence.

He had been a poor boy; but his
abilities had attracted the attention of
a lezal gentleman of greal culture and
of high standlng in the profession. e
had taken him into his office, and had
finally ziven him a partnership in his
law firm,

That had been the commencement of
the rise in his fortunes; but the fickle
coddess who turns the scales either up-
ward or downward for the sons of men
always likes to lelp those who help
themselves, and lately she had sent the
fortunate young lawyer a piece of ro-
mantic good luck in the shapeof a
large fortune bequeathed to him by an
eccentric maiden lady who had formed
his acquaintance while calling at the
office to give directions in the manage-
ment of her estates.

Reginald Moore had accepted this
good fortune gladly until he had learn-
that Miss Delancey had a rightful heir
in the person of her only brother’s only
child.

She had been estranced from her
brother since his marriage with a poor
but worthy girl, and had never com-
municated with him since that occur-
rence, and had carried her abimosity
down to the grave with her.

When the knowledge of this heir
came to Reginald, he had lost no time
in endeavoring to communicate with
the injured party, but thus far his en-
deavors had been unsuccessful.

Now, however, one thing was cer-
tain. If this sweet-faced young wo-
man would be willing to teach, would
she not be better pleased to earn a
salary by giving kindness and intelli-
gent companionship to his dear old
mother?

He made the offer, and Katharine
gratefully accepted it.

“T love old people,” she said, looking
at him with ber trustful blue eyes,
“*and I baven’t a relative that I know
of in the whole world. 1t will be like
home to me, and I will to make your
mother very happy.”’

“] am sure vou will,?”” was the earn-
est reply. And so the matter was ar-
ranged to the satisfaction of all.

But when Katharine found that the
good son who had engaged her to be
his old mother’s companion was aiso a
bachelor, and made his home with that
mother when in town, all her ingenu-
ous frankness vanished as though by
magic, for she felt, with a glow of
shame, that she had been too unre-
served with a stranger gentleman who
was, as her schoolmates used to say,
“in the market.”

Why she bad taken him to be a mar-
ried man she could not tell, for he was
undeniably youmg looking. But who
ever heard of a school examiner being
a bachelor? That was what had mis-
led her.

But the cause of her embarrassment
was soon removed or rather he remov-
ed himself to the scene of legislative
combats, and XKatharine was once
more at ease.

Mrs. Moore was very gentle, lovable
and intelligent, and liked to hear Kath-
arine’s soft -voice reading the Bible,
and the works of her favorite poets, or
perhaps the items of ithe daily paper.

She was also fond of talking, and
would tell over the trying scenes
through which she had passed after her
husband’s death, and would relate how
kind and devoted her boy had been,
and how he had denied himself every-
thing s0 as to give her some portion of
comfort.

Katharine was an untiring listener
to the old lady’s monotonous confiden-
ces, and if she ever wearied of them no
one was the wiser,

Once she smiled and blushed as the
feeble, quavering voice told of a time

il - ——

when her boy had been passing a group
of school girls, and some of them had
made fun of his clothes and of him.

“But Regie didn’t care a straw,”
she continued, ‘“‘for he said there was
one of them, with the face of an angel,
who flamed at them angrily out of her
big eyes as blue as the June sky, and
after that all he cared about was some-
time to meet that girl again and thank
her for taking a poor boy’s part. 1
hope he will meet her sometime, Kit-
ty, and maybe there would be a wed-
ding follow it. What do you think?”

What Kitty thought was not destin-
ed to be told just then; for the bell
rang, and who should it be but Regi-
nald himself? He had run up tospend
Saturday evening and Sunday with his
mother.

After tea the old lady turned to him
and said:

“I was telling Kitty about that time
you had your feelings hurt, and how
I’d like to have you run across that
blue-eyed girl you took such a fancy
10.”’

Reginald and Katharine’s eyes met
for an instant, Then Katharine’s
dropped in confusion.

“] knew you from the first, Miss
Clement,”’ said Reginald with a thrill
in his deep voice, as he rose and went
toward her. *‘Is it too soon for me to
add that I loved an ideal until I met
the reality, and that if the ‘blue-eyed
girl’—as mv dear old mother calls her
—will try to love me, or give me time
to win her heart, I shall be the happi-
est man in the universe? May I hope?”’

Katharine raised her eyes. Tears
were in them, but they were happy
ones, and made them shine all the
brighter.

“I love you already, Reginald,”’ she
said, ‘‘and 1 can tell you something
else that will surprise you: I am Mrs.
Delancey’s niece.’’

“Then her fortune, after all, will go
where it should rightfully bave been
left. Mother, give us joy! The ‘blue-
eyed girl’ will be your daughter, and
she is to come into her rights at the
gsame time that she marries your boy.”

So we ieave our heroine, loving and
beloved. Could we give her a happier
lot? .

—————— - ——————————

LETTER FROM FLORIDA.

Since writing before to thy paper,
my young friend W. E. Medford, a
brother-in-law of Jas. H. Douglass the
merchant of DPreston, has joined me
from a trip up the St. John’s. (due
south) some two hundred miles and
over by river, from the very heart of
the orange region of Florida. His sun-
burnt features clearly bespeak of the
eftects of a tropical sun ; but I recog-
nized him and gave him a cordial
greeting, He was anxious to learn all
that had transpired around after he
left, especially so to hear from the la-
dies, as he is a ladies’ man.,

Since being in Florida I have seen
neither snow nor ice, and only spring
weather, buds putting forth, roses com-
mencing to bloom, &c. And I appre-
hend if my young friend does not soon
leave for Maryland, the charming fo-
liage and flowers now putting forth,
soon {0 expand into beauty so profuse-
ly, and a certain other sensation for
another beauty near the place of our
abode, ripening into something perhaps

more than admiration, that the land of |-

flowers will be his future abiding home,

This city is full of interest to the
tourist. The chief resort is to Green-
leaf’s Free Menagerie, where all the
Florida animals and birds are to be
seen either alive or stufled. To-day
my friend would have me go there to
see a new arrival, that of a 700 pound
live alligator, some 14 feet long. This
is the king alligator out of several thou-
sand in this city. This reminds me
that in my other letter I mentioned an
alligator story from Brother Pratt,
Well, he is considered good authorily
on alligators, and ecdits the Pilatka
Herald, a paper widely known for the
genius of its editor; he is a local min-
ister also. Some eight or nine years
ago after a heavy storm unprecedented
in the memory of man for the heavy
fall of water in Florida, his paper an-
nounced that a whole county in Flor.
ida had sunken under water—Orange
county-—and some parties had managed
to escape and the last thinzg seen was
the tops of tall pines guing down. It
was published and copied everywhere,
and long editorials came from ail quar-
tars that Florida had a subterranean
sea under it. Some said the Mississip-
pi lost part of its volume of water in a
subterranean passage sumewhere and
that it must have passed under Flori-

da, and hence the sad catastrophe.
After the water receded and the coun-

ty rose out of the water, I don’t know
if any one ever attributed anything
wrong to Brother Prait for the sensa-
tion. But it gave him and his paper
oreater notoriety. Now for Brother
Pratt’s alligator story.

The St. Johns river is the alligator’s
paradise. Its shallow banks keep the
alligators out of harm’s way from the
passing boat. They lie stretched
out on the sand, with no one to molest
themm. Now and then a passing shot
from some fool on a steamboat wakes
one up, when he opens both eyes wide,
takes one look around, and sinks into
the water until the fool gets by. The
chances of killing an alligator with a
rifle are about one in five hundred.
Unless you hit him in the eye you have
no chance at all. His throat and the
little tender spot under his fore legs
are always well covered. The bone of
the alligator’s head—that is, his long
skull—is at least an inch thick. Noth-
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would disturb him at all. Buckshot
would be nothing but mosquito-bites
to an old alligator. Alligators lay their
eges in the sand, in a sunny place
where the temperature is sure to be
warm enough tosustain animal growtib,
If a cold snap comes it Kkills the life of
the egg, just the same as the chickens
die in a hen’s eggs when the old hen
stops off too long. In the case of the
alligator the warm sand is the nest
and the sun the old hen. The sun sits
on the nest all day and gets it so warm
that it continues to keep warm during
the night. Capt. Larkin tells me that
he has hatched goose eggs and hens’
eggs in the warm sand.

“I place them just as the alligator
does,”” said the Captain, ‘‘where they
are continually warm, with the smal)]
end of the egg up and just sticking
through the sand. I spread a blanket
over them at night, and at the end of
three weeks the chickens jump out and
commence ealing the mosquitoes.”’

“‘Did you ever, vice versa, hatch alli-
gator eggs under a hen, Caplain?”’

“Nn; but Mr. Pratt, editor of the
Palatka Herald, and Col. Hart, who
has the big orange grove over the river,
have done so and it was a very curious
experiment, too.”

A moment afterwards the Caplain
introduced me to Mr, Pratt. “He is
a very careful and truthful man, ete.,”
said the Caplain, ‘“‘and the best author-
ity we have on allizators.”

“What was it about you and Col
Hart hatching alligator’s eggs under a
hen, Mr. Pratt?” I asked.

*“Why, ves, we tried it. We hatched
out two litters—one under a goose,
and the other under an old hen. The
goose staid around the nest after the
young ’cators came, for some time.
She was very much puzzled. She
couldn’t give up the idea that they
were her goslins, but still she didn’t
want to claim them, So she’d go to
the nest and look in very mournfully,
as men look at the remains at a funer-
al, and then go away.” ‘

““Who fed the little alligators?”’

““Oh, little ’gators don’t eal auy-
thing. They live for weeks on abso-
lately nothing. I've kept ’gators till
they were a foot long, and never given
them anything to eat. They simply
lie still and grow. They live on air.”

“*What did the old hen do?”’

““Well, she was different. She didn’t
set like the goose. She was a very
stubborn old hen. I tried to break
her up. We’d tied her off the nest,
ducked herin the water and done every
thing to stop her setting; but she
would set. So I put ten ’gators’ eggs
under her in the sand, and let her go at
it. I thought she’d get tired; but she
sat five weeks on those eggs, and
finally they hatched out six as lively
little ’gators as you ever saw. The
little fellows you know are quite frol-
icky. Isaw by the looks of the old
hen, the morning that the ’gators
hatched out, that something was up.

The old hen clucked in a slow, mother- |

ly way, as if she was very prond.—
Well, the second day I threw some
corn around the old hen, and she came
offto eat. I knew she wouldn’lt go
back again if she ever saw the ’gators;
but I wanted see just what she would
do. So Colonel Hart and I watched
the nest,”

‘‘Did she come back?”’

‘““Yes, and what do you think she
did? Why, the old fool aclually went
and set down on the nest and never
noticed the difference. I always knew
hens were darned fools, but 1 never
took them for beastly idiots before.—
That hen sat on those 'gators for four
days, till the little fellows began to
crawl out of the nest and drop into
the muddy water. And even then the
old hen staid around, clucked to them,
and tried to feed them. Colonel Hart
has three of those ’gators now in his
duck-house, two years old, and as gen-
tle as kittens. They do everything
we iell them to. We are gomg to
break ’em to the bit when they get
about six years old and use them to
draw the ferrv-boat between the Lark-
in House and C»olonel Hart’s grove.”

““ And the old hen?”

‘“Well, she’s still around. She walks
around the ’gators still and takes a
motherly pride in them.”

W. F. K.
)« G ————— —
OPPOSED TO PUBLICITY.

“‘Say, my dear,’* roared Mr. Spoopen-
dyke as he dashed into the room and
fell into a chair, **did you know that
measly seclion of a dod gasted staye-
pipe, with a Fresbyterian steeple nose,
has published a book about you and
me?”’

‘‘No!’ exclaimed Mrs, Spoopendyke.
‘“You don’t tell me! Is it anything
like Bonaparte crossing the Alps!”

““No, it ain’t anything like Bona-
parte crossing the Alps!’’ snorted Mr.
Spoopendyke. ‘‘And it ain’t anything
like Julius Hannibal crossing the Hells-
point! It’s about you and me, and the
dod gasted idiot always represents
me a8 going to bed mad!”

‘I don’t believe there 18 anything in
our private life to be ashamed of,”
said Mrs. Spoopendyke, *‘and as to
your going to bed mad, you generaly
do, don’t you dear?”’

“What if I do?”” howled Mr, Spoo-
pecdyke. *‘S’pose I wanl to go to
bed on every news stand in the coun-
try done up in cheap binding and bad
type? Think I want posters out on
the fences, ‘Spoopendyke going to bed
mad, in paper, 25 cents; Spoopendyke
going to bed mad, with additions and
preface by the author, price 50 cents;
Spoopendyke going to bed mad, bound

ing but the ball from a field battery !in cloth, in beveled edges, children

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2939_scm3351-0033.jpg
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cry for il and doctors recommend it. [11;mi+.: the sainls trod the sinners under
price $§1?° Got an idea that I want Lo E foot and the sinners walked along on
go to bed mad in twenty-four editions, | the backs of the saints, according to

with a row with a news company, |

printer’s bill’s unpaid and a paper
manufacturer howling for his money?
Wah-h-h!” yelled Mr. Spoopendyke.
“It’s a book I tell you! Cut on the
edges pasted on the back, covered on
the outside and reading matter all
over! Know what a book is? The
only difference between a book and
your dod-gasted mouth 1is that a
book shuts up once in a while! Who
gave him the facts?’’ and Mr. Spoopen-
dyke leaned in his chair and frothed
at the mouth.

“What does
book?’’ asked Mrs. Spoopendyke.

““He don’t say anything! He don’t
get a chance!l You do all the talking
like you do at home. O you're a great
woman now! It’s Mrs. Spoopendyke
this, and Mrs. Spoopendyke that and
Mrs. Spoopendyke around the corner,
and Mrs. Spoopendyke over the fence.
Shakespeare is no where! You are
the leading literary character of the
day! Who gave him the facts? Whe
purveyed the measly information?
Who told him that you were a dod
gasted idiot that only needed a wash
bill and a brother-in-law to be a Gui-
teau trial.

“I don’t quite know what you mean,’
faltered Mrs. Spoopendyke. ‘‘I kunow
about the Guiteau trial and I hope
Mr. Porter will win it, because he
seems to act as though he wouldn’t
get any pay if he didnt, But don’tknow
anything about being literary; and as
for Shakespere, I think he is almost as
abstruse as the board of education.”

**What I want to know 1s who gave
him the facts?” roared Mr. Spoopen-
dyke. **Who gave this ten cent author
with a five acre reputation the facts?
How’d he ever find out that vou didn’t
know any more about keeping hcuse
than a frog does about keeping a bank
account.”’

“I’m sure I don’t know, dear,’’ said
Mrs. Spoopendyke soothingly. ‘‘May-
be he’s only a newspaper man who
publishes facts first and trusts to luck
to find them out afterward. What does
he say about me?”’

“Say about you!” sgquealed Mr.
Spoodendyke. **He don’t say enough!
He only leaves the impression that a
diamond drill, a steam engine, fair
wealher and low wages might make
an impression on your skull! Do you
appreciate the enormity of the measly
situation? Do you reach out and
grasp comprehensively the unalterable
fact that your market value is twenty-
five cents in paper and a dollar in
cloth? Can you absorb the idea that
in illustrating your red, white and
blue virtues he has dragged me into
his dod gasted book so as to give char-
acter to it?”’ '

““‘Does he mention you, too?”’ ex-
claimed Mrs. Spoopendyke, with an
air of indignation.

Mr. Spoopendyke rose to his feet.
Slowly he divested himself of his cloth-
ing and slammed the various articles
on the floor, keeping his eye on his
tretbling wife.

““Mrs. Spoopendyke,’? said he as he
pranced into bed, ‘‘be kind enough to
regard me as the cheap edition. The
honor of cloth, with beveled edges and
gold letters on the cover and the name
spelled wrong belong {0 you. With
that and your literary attainments
combined, with your measly disposition
to reflect discredit on an insane jack-
ass, you need ounly your corners turned
down, your back torn off to be a circu-
lating library!”” with which profound
illustration of his contempt for the
situation. Mr. Spoopendyke drew the
pillow over his head and kicked vigor-
ously.

“I don’t care,”” thought Mrs. Spoo-
pendyke, as she ran a gathering string
through the neck of the baby’s new
wrapper, ‘‘if the man savs that Mr,
Spoopendyke zoes to bed mad every
night he tells the truth, and if he does
that I don’t care what he says aboul
me. What I wonder most about is
how long a speech the foreman of the
jury will make about Mr. Guiteau.”
-+ hr—

AN AWEWARD FAINT.
Some women never can faint in the

the man say in his |

proper manner nor at the right time, |

And if a woman cannot bring about
this happy combination of time and
swoon, she had better get alonz with-
out swooning, Now, about two weeks
ago, one Sabbath evening, at Bradford,
Pa., the best behaved and most thor-
oughly moral town in the oil country,
a city not given to fainting or other
unseemly displays, during religious ser-
vices, The Methodist Episcopal con-
ference was in session, and its minis-
ters were conducting service. Just
after the ordination of deacons, a wo-
man in the gallery fainted. Now.
while the ordination of deacons is a
most solemn and deeply impressive
ceremony, it is not wildly thrilling
and exciting, like the initial scenes of
the Sons of Malta, and it is nothing to
faint over. Dut this woman fainted,
and a beautiful faint she made of it,
It seems that she was sitting in the
fromt seat in the gallery and slid
straight forward on to the floor thrust-
ing her uncomscious feet right through
the gallery rail. They must have
been a startling pair of feet to view,
for the moment they were observed
by the congregation, the pauic strick-
en worshippers raised the cry that the
gallery was giving way, evidently mis-
taking the swaying feet for displaced
columns or bracket braces. In the
most worldly manner the congregation

|
l

the respective sizes of saint and sin-
ner, all being animated by the desire

| to get oul from under the threalening
' shadow of those overhanging feet.

In
the midst of the confusion and terror,
one of those lunatics whose "mission
is to say and dothe most idiotic things
under the guise of sanity, spruung
through a window and shouted fire,
and unfortunately escaped alive. That
brought the firc department and a mis-
cellaneous crowd of a few Lhousand
men and boys swarming around the
church, and although Chaplain McCab
began singing a hymn at the top of his
ralther penetrative voice, the panic
could not be stayed and the people
got out, but there wasn’t a fall bonnet
in the comgregation fit to look at.

And how badly this woman must
have felt, when she realized how great
a ruin she had wrought by fainting in
that ridiculous manner, sticking
through the gallery rail, like a saw
buck hanging on a picket fence. And
how the women with ruined hats will
glare at her, especially those women
who can’t afford to buy new ones, A
woman who is given to fainting ought
always to pick out a suitable place be-
fore slie lets go; and no woman whose
fect are sufficiently startling in their
development to throw a congregation
of worshippers into a panic, has any
right to faint at all,
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A MUCH MARRIED CHILD.
RS
LITTLE ELLA SHORES TAKES A
OND HUSBAND.

Says the Somerset Herald: The
marriage of Miss Ella Shores to Mr.
Howard E. White, of Dame’s Quarter
district, this county, on the Sth inst.,
deserves more tham passing notice.
Many of our readers remember Miss
Shores as the 13-year-old bride of
Sidney Shores ; if they do not, we will
refresh their memories. On the Hth of
February, 1880, the Rev. Z. Bowen
united the last-named parties in mar-
riage ; on the 9th of the same month
Shores was arrested at his home in
Dame’s Quarter, and the Rev. Mr.
Bowen was arrested in Mt. Vernon
and taken before Justice A, K. Robin-
son of this town, and committed to
to jail in default of bail. Miss Shores
was 13 years of age, and the step-
daughter of Siduey Shores, who was
between 35 and 40 years old. In the
first place, the said Sidney had married
his uncle’s widow, and she had not
heen dead more than two months when
he induced his wife’s daughter, by her
first husband, to marry him. The
child was to young to know any better,
and no blame was atlached toher. In
this State a penalty of $500 is imposed
upon a man for taking to wife a step-
daughter ; and the minister, upon
conviction, is tined $1,500 for perform-
inz the ceremony.

Both Shores and Bowen were indict-
ed at the April term of court, 1580—
both trials took place during the same
term. Shores was conyiclted and a fine
of $500 was imposed upon him, he to
stand committed until the fine and
costs were paxd. The convict was a
poor man, and if the terms of the sen-
tence were to be carried out, it looked
as though the groom would pass the
remainder of his days 1n jail. Fortune
favored him, however, and he escaped
from jail on the 20th of May, 1880, and
we have not heard from him since.
Mr. Bowen was tried by jury, and ac-
quitted, on the ground that he did not
know the little girl or the aflinity ex-
isting between her and Shores.
The whole aflair crealted quite a talk
at the time, and the city papers had
long and inaccurate accounts of 1it.

The marriage of Sidney and Ella was
set aside or annulled by the court. The
respective ages of Howard E. White
and Ella, his wife, are 19 and 15 years,
So it will be seen that on the same day
of the same month, two years after her
first marriage, the said Ella was for
the second time united in the holy
bonds of matrimony ; and that her last
hushand is about half as old as the
first one. May they live long and
prosper.
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Terrible itching and scaly humors, ul-
cers, sores and scrofulous swellings cured
by the Cuticura and Cuticura Soap (the

reat skin cures) externally, and Cutizura

SEC-

| Resolvent (blood purifier) internally. Ask

made a rush for the doors, and in the |

about them at your druggists,

Death to rats, mice, roaches and ants;
Parsons Exterminator. Barns, grapar-
ies and households cleared in a single
night. No fear of bad smells. Best an<
cheapest vermin killer in the world, Sold
everywhre.

Not to be Sneezed At.

That pure, sweet, safe and effective Am-
erican distillation of witch hazel, Ameri
can pine, Canada fir, marigold and clover
blossom. called Sanford's Radical Cure
for Catarrh. A few doses instantly relieve
the most violent sneezing or head cold,
stop all watery dizcharges from the nose
and eyes, cure headache and pervousuness
and banish all danger of fever. Complete
treatment for one dollar.

Ford's Bazar,

51 W. BALTIMORE ST.,

(¢ Doore Eaet of Gay Street,)

THBEJGREAT BAZAR FOR USEFUL AND FANCY
HOUSEHOLD GOODS,

Fine Triple Plate Silver Ware,
Fine Rolled-Plate Jewelry,
Cutlery, Novelties and Notions,

Clocks, Lamps, Vases, Toilet and Smoking Sets in
greal variety,

Remember the place, §1 W, BALTIMORE 8T.

ALL GOODS WARRERANTED AS REPRESENTED.
aCkl




