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It Has Been Decided

—THAT—

CHANNAHAN == WA/ RIGHTS0
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IS THE PLACE TO BUY GOODS CHEAP,

1OW Hﬁ'vl'illu’_‘ Choiece

r the pn “'.[I‘Ult' of 1884 we are 1
A A A Kentucky Blue, |*

Lot Clover seed Timothy, Orchard Grass,
Millet and Lawn Grass seed.

CAHOON AND WHEELBARROW SEED SOWERS.
CHILLED PLOWS:

SOUTH BEND, REMINGTON, ROLAND AND WIARD
TAYLOR & WEBSTER 'WAGONS.

Carriage, wagon, cart and Plow Harne 88, E_-]f:.ﬁhm.h" Agri-
cultural Implements and Machinery. 177 An inspection
before you buy will pay you. Respectfull

SHANNAHAN & WRIGHTSON, EASTON, MD.
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SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED
CATALOCUE No. 230.
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THE WILSON SEW- x
ING MACHINE CO.,

New York, Chlcawo, or Wallmgiord Conn.

(= AGENTS WANTED.

"l With Remmovable Cover.

BALT LMDHET‘TEA'T;# a*g;;.—-- '

TSUTTS

—FOR—

Men Boys & Ghlldren

- T OVERCOATS FROM 85 to $25.  All goods properly
betufeEbIgn}; made up. Custom Department ful]v stocked from
to order. Samples an prmes sent free on application. Ten per cent.

disco lergvmen.
ant allowcd o clerg) NOAH WALKER & CO.,
21 165 and 167 V. Baltimore Street.

R BALTIMOSE e o
2 g T g i

R AND FALL SHOOTING -—Sportsmen are requested to Lall
examine a large and varied assortment of Breech-Loading Double an

guns; also a complete stoek of Rifles and Pistols, Ammunitions, &c

very bottom . Guns made to order, and all repairing done in
‘best mdnner. ALEL. McCOMAS, 51 South Calvert St., Baltimore.

#Wr-Goods shipped C. O. D. and satisfaction guaranteed. 776m
and all Diseases of the Liver

DYSPEPSIA. ===

4. M. LAROQUE’S Anti-Bilious Bitters

mnmmr THE MOST POTENT REMEDY THAT CAN BE USED.

less Family Medicine, and has been manufactured at LAROQUE'S

1? :.ht:um. E“rgmmem Uru’;;' stores of Baltimore, for more than half a century. Its
I-li forms of LIVER DISEASE has been tested and ﬂ.pprmed by thousands of the most
tizens of Baltimore, who have used it sucecessfully in eombating the above complaints, all

from & derangement of the Liver and Disordered Stomach. We therefore say to you con-

on have Dyspepein, Sufer jrom Sick or Nervous Headuche, hare Chills, Bowels are Constipated, arh

Out and don’ tcare a continental whether you live or die, ERYy J. M. Lﬂ!'ﬂqllﬂ"l An

tters, and our word for it, asingle dose, taken eitherat night on retiring or in the morn-
will make you feel like a new man. If you live in a malarious section, where Chills
abound . 1t will be found a most effectual Remedy in guarding thesystem from all attack. The

00, |s reasonable and within the reach of all; 25 cents for the Herbs in package, or §1.00 for the bo‘.'-

ready prepared. SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

W. E. THORNTON, Sele Proprieter, cor, Baltimore and Iarrisons Sts., Baltimﬂrn

NERVOUSNESS

For DYSPEPSIA, Nervousness,
Bilious Attacks, Headache,
Costiveness, Chills and Fevers,

———— — T ——— e

Wheeler Transpurtahun“ Line

—FOR—

CHOPTANK RIVER.

STEAMER

Minnie Wheeler.,

On and r Monday April 1, 1863, the steamer
MINNTE WHEELER will leave HILLSBORO for
Baltimore on évery Monday and Thursday, at 9
o’clock A M., tonching at the following landiogs on
Tuchahoe Creek and Choptank River—Cook’s
Landing, Cowads Point, Reese Landing, Ganey's
McCarter’ Wharf, Kingston, Dover Bridge, Hog
Island, Medford's ﬁharf Hec’y Creeg, Chancellors
Point,

Leaves Potters Landing at 11.20 A, M,, Medfocds
Wharf at 4 and Secretary at 6 P, M,

Heturning, will leave Pier 5, Light St. Wharf,
Baltimore every Tuesday and Haturdl? at 9 w'clock

P, M. touching at the above wharves,

Frmght received at Pier § every Tuesday and
Saturday till 6 P. M. _All freights must be pre-
paid in Baltimore.

Agts. in Baltimore,
EMORY & NEAVITT,

B. G. STEVENS, Agt.,
83 South Street.

Fotter's Landing,
nlé

BRICK HOTEL

—AND—

LIVERY STABLE,
GREENSBOLRO’ Maryland.

WM. H. COHEE, PROP'R.

RATES REDUCED—Per day $1 25;
week $4 to $5.

Carriage meets every train, free for guests

per

Jas. Parnel],

MERCHANT TAILOR,
DENTON, MD.

0

SUITS for gentlemen cut and made
to order. Trimmings furnished when de-
gired.

THAWLEY & GHINGHER,
BUTCHERS,

DIENTON, MD.

> EEP constantly on hand a fresh
supply of the best Beef and oth-
er meats. They also keep constantly
on hand first class corned beef. Their
store opposite the Brick Hotel will
be open
TUESDAYS,
THURSDAYS and
SATURDAYS
all day, and on other days until noon.

Changes in price of beef will always
be noticed. 1,1,84
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““Love Thy \Etglthur as Tlu self,”
FANNIE FAIERWEATHER.

Love thy neighbor as thyself;
How the words ring on my heart;
For I think, from symptoms felt,
I am struck by Cupid’s dart.

Just across the garden wall,
In a cottage 1nidst the trees;
Where the purple blossoms hang,
Swinging in the summer breeze;

Where fair Flora reigns supreme,
"Midst her courts of perfume

Lilies pure and roses red, [sweet;
Titania lays them at her feet.

In this bower a maiden dwalls,
Perhaps she is too fair for me;
Yet she sings in merry notes:
“[ know not love, I'm faney free!”

Ah! her eves are wells of light,
Her hair, low, in sunny ecurls;
Her cheek would make the roses

She is the queen of girls. [blush;

I hear her in the twilight hour,
Singing so low and strangely
sweet;
It calls me back from memory’s
dream;
This maiden I must surely greet.

“Love thy neighbor as thyself,”
The Scripture gives the wise com-
mand ;
1’11 follow where the text shall lead;
I’1l try to win the maiden’s hand.

The battle’s o’er, the victory’s won;
The maiden’s mine forever more;
With Cupid’s sword I put to flight
Th’ spirits round the cottage door.

This maiden is a very Ruth,
And does not pine for worldly pelf
I found that she the mandate read,
“Love thy neighbor as thyself.”

So, when 1 this fair damsel wooed;
And brought the Scriptures in to
prove ;
She said, with blushing cheek,
know
My neighbor I must alwayslove!’

liII

Now, wandering mortal, take ad-
vice,
When life’s path grows Eg
night;
A simple text will, o’er the way,
Throw gleams of irridescent light.
WAVERLY, April, 1884,

yptian

THE %I’E{,'I‘RAL RIDER

At Baden-Baden a horse race was
to take place; a great many specta-
tors had assembled. The elite had
not yet arrived, and, as therefore the
races had not begun, the sportsmen
were standing in groups. Among
these were two officers of the army.

“Do yvou really intend to let Devil’s
Daughter take part, Poseneck?” ask-
ed one of them.

“Undoubtedly ; she has the best
chance.”

“But who will you get to ride the
mare?”

“] shall find some one; if not 1
shall ride her myselt.”

“If your Cousin Arno would ride
her there might be a chance of win-

W ELLS | ning, but as he is engaged to be mar-

AFULL and unfailing supply of

eod water guaranteed,
pay* For terms address

M. L. BLANCHARD,
P. O. Box 44. Bridegeville, Del.

e

Denton Restaurant.

A. WILLIAMS, PROPRIETOR.

:0:—
Oysters in every style served up-in
Ham,

first class order. Chicken,
Beefsteak, Eggs, &c., furnished at all

or no

hours. A square meal of everything |

for 50 cents., or a smaller quantity
at half the cost. Pieaﬁant dining
rooms, clean and Families
supplied with " Restaurant
nearly opposite wara store, up
stairs.

WILL SERVE fresh Eastern Bay
Oysters every Tuesday and Satur
day to the residents of Dinton at

80 Cents per Gallon.

These are the best-oysters to be had
anywhere and the price is low.

THOMAS ODONNELL.
mar 1.

DR. A. A. WHITE'S
BLOOD AND LIVER PILLS,

For the cure of diseases arising

| from the impure state of the

blood or i of the

A.I‘E'

e om
e 4 dlspatch, Malaria, Bﬂmtﬂ Fe-

ver, Dyspe

Liver complaint
Jaundice, o

"headache and con-

'stipatmn. 25¢t. a box at all
=B 1‘3}?‘i

druggists.

VOIE‘ELL HOURE,
CHESTERTOWN, MD.

—qH.—-—-
mmmnm FIRST-CLASS.

Pnn.n- W.DowNES,

[ —

J. A. & CHAS. ROLPH, Propr’s.

l. 8. MUTCHLER

ried his affianced probably will not
allow it; and she cannot be blamed
for doing so, for on that horse one
risks breaking his neck.”

The steeplechaser spoken of, Arno
von Hohenstein, was present, and
therefore Kurt von Poseneck hoped
to gain his aid, for he knew how pas-
sionately fond his cousin was of this
sport.

He found him, accﬂmpame{l by
his intended and his future father-in
law.

“] suppose it grieves you not to

take part to-day?” said Poseneck;
and turning te the young lady he
added : “You may feel flattered that

he intends to give it up for your

12 lﬁﬂlll | sake.”

| Rastern Bay (ﬁtersf

“] suppose we will try now to get

seats, forsoon all will be taken,” said

Arno, with a sigh.
While he led the way Poseneck

whispered to the young lady : “Have

 DOWNES &MUTCHLER,
ATTO RHE-‘E}&-#T—LAW,

joining counties,

SEND TO
a'mm
EIIGHA!TUH

for H!t of Hﬂ
the JONK ?EE
e
‘and free Price List of
Scales,

Will practice iﬁ:ihi Corrts uf l'}lrl-:llinn and ad-
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you no word of comfort for me, Vic-
torine?”

Unknown to the others she slipped

a little note into Kurt’s hand. He
f escaped as soon as possible to read it

undisturbed.

It consained the following words!
“Forgive me; I was forced to com-
ply with the wishes of my parents;

my entreaties, tears, remonstrances |

were in vain; therefore 1 am the af-
fianced wife of Arno von Hohen-
stein. I am lost to you forever, but
I shall never forget you.”

Poseneck’s lowering glance rested
upon the woman he loved, the af-
fianced of another. There she stood,
a stately figure, with a clear, dark
complexion and lustrous black eyes,
beside the insignificant looking
blonde, her future husband. At that
moment Poseneck vowed that it
shold not be.

Shortly before the steeplechase be-
gan he appeared in the paddock, ac-
companied by Arno. Notwithstand-
ing the opposition of Victorine’s
father, he had succeeded in persuad-
ing him to ride the mare. Victorine
had greatly influenced his decision,

| clined.

| liar hoarse cry.

S RARAESE v —--:_lﬁu-- v
by Poseneck’s voice saying rather

ironiecally :

“You are looking at your intended
| with great interest,” and as she look-
ed up he continued, lowering his
voice, “You shall be mine,” and to
himself he murmured, *“This decides
his fate.”

Victorine east a frightened glance
at the tall, commanding figure of
Poseneck, as he slowly moved on.
What could he mean? Death and
destruction to the unfortunate Ho-
henstein? She knew that two years
before Poseneck had killed in a duel
the Count of Pruckwitz, a suitor of

“lEI‘:I, who was favored by her rela-

tives. When he returned from the
fortress where he had been confined
for several months he found her still
true to him. But her passionate love
was now mingled with admiring
awe. His demoniacal and authorita-
tive manner, instead of repelling
her, attracted and ruled her entirely.

Kurt von Poseneck combined an
imposing and distinguished appear-
ance with the most agreeable social
qualities. He had also won the rep-
utation of being reckless and daring
on the battle-field. All this made
him a general favorite with the la-
diess

He had easily won Victorine’s
love. But her parents wished an-
other husband for their daughter, for
they thought the dashing young of-
ficer was not the man to make her
happy; so Poseneck’s offer was de-
But, being assured of Victor-
ine’s affection, he did not give up his
hopes. He succeeded in keeping up
a secret correspondence with her,
which was only discontinued when
Victorine, forced by her parents, was
betrothed to Arno von Hohenstein.
Poseneck’s rage and grief at this
were extreme; but, with the self-com-
muand peculiar to him, he controlled
his feelings.

Under these circumstances Victor-
ine alszo suffered inexpressible an-
guish. The affianced of one whom
she did not love, cherishing love for
another, wavering between duty and
affection, earried away by her pas-
sions—she wrote that note which she
had given Poseneck.

The racing began, and all but Ho-
henstein dashed on; he purposely
kept back only to give the mare the
rein atterwards. First they. went
over the water jump. Then camea

| stone wall, one of the most danger-
| ous obstacles.

At this place Posen-
eck had taken position to await Dev-
i’s Daughter. The mare came on.
Arno was already prepared for the
leap when Poseneck uttered a pecu-
The noble animal,
startled, stopped, and the rider was
thrown forward, his head striking

| against the wall.

The next moment Poseneck knelt
beside a corpse. As he saw the fix-
ed, glassy look of the dead man’s
eyes he shivered with horror. The
violence of his passion for Victorine
had led him to commit a deed which
resembled a cowardly assassination.
That moment was impressed on his
memory never to be forgotten.

The accident had been seen from
the stand, and the spectators hurried-
ly approached. Poseneck went jto
break the news to Victorine and her
father.” But he only said that he
was seriously hurt; that he was dead
he did not dare to tell them.

“The poor, dear boy!”’ exclaimed
the old gentleman. ‘“When I saw
him thrown I immediately thought
something serious had happened. I
must see him. Count von Poseneck,
please conduct my daughter to her
carriage.””’

He hurried away and left the two
alone. With indescribable anguish
Victorine read the terrible truth in
his pale face.

“He is dead,” she gasped, and as
his looks affirmed it she continued :
“] am to blame—I persuaded him to
take part.”

“It was I who caused his death. I
did it out of love for you. I have
not only loved you more than my
life, but more than my honor, my
conscience. The price paid to win
you was fearful; but mine you shall
l}fﬁ-’,

Did Victorine surmise the truth?
She seemed as if petrified, she dare
not think. Her love outweighed her
loathing.

“You dare not reject me,’”” he con-
tinued, passionately. ‘“You are
mine, body and soul. 1 would be
driven to despair if I did not possess
your love—the only ray of light in
the darkness that surrounds me.”

Who could describe Vietorine’s
feelings? Could she overcome her
horror, or did this terrible proof of
his passion kindle her love?

w * * #* *

Two years have passed since Ar-
no von Hohenstein has been num-
bered with the dead. Few remem-
bered him. His parents he had lost
when a boy. The comrades with
whom he had been a favorite, his
former friends, the cousins who had
inherited his estates, thought of him
no more. S0 no one seemed to be
astonished when Victorine was be-

au
iy

for when Poseneen whispered to her | trothed and married to Poseneck,

to assist him she did so without hesi-
tation.

It was a beautiful sight when the
eleven horsemen who were to take

in the races took their positions.
Il}evil’s Daughter, a powerful, dark-

brown, thorough-bred mare, under
Hohenstein’s guidance, attracted all
attention. The more restless she
was the more composed and immov-
able sat her rider. As Victorine
heard the admiring exclamations she
felt for the first time a certain inter-
est in her future husband.

whose finanecial circumstances had

been bettered by an unexpected in- |

heritance.

Time had not taught Vietorine to
forget Hohenstein’s tragic death. Of-
ten he seemed to stand before her,
menacing and threatening, and at
night she often started from her sleep
with a shriek. But when Poseneck
was at her side her happiness was so
great as to obliterate the dark past.

That day, the second anniversary
of Arno’s death, races were again to
be held at Baden-Baden. Kurt’s

She was roused from her thoughts ! father-in-law had asked him to at-

tend. He a{-rlulesced rather 111]“'111-
ingly. His thoughts turned contin-
ually to the moment when he had
knelt beside Hohenstein’s corpse.
Even the presence of his beloved
wife could not make him forget. IHe
had to summon all his strength to
maintain his outward composure.
But Vietorine’s loving eyes read his
inmost thoughss.

He was restless; he passed from
group to group, and at last went into
the paddock to take aflook at the
horses. One of his comrades stepped
up to him and said :

“‘Poseneck, you must ‘ride Creve-
Cceur to-day.”

“Don’t you know that I have giv-
en up steeplechase riding altogether?

After a great deal of coaxing and
bantering he at last consented.

‘‘seems a fever has seized me,” he
muttered to himself, for in spite of
the warm weather he felt chilly.

As the moment of action arrived,
knowing that he needed all his nerve,
he regained his self command. Just
as he was putting his foot in the stir-
rup he heard some one say:

“Have you heard that at Ham-
burg day before yesterday, Devil’s
Daughter broke her neck?”’

He felt as if he had received a
blow. The horse that had .been his
tool was dead. She had passed from
one to another, bringing nothing but
misfortune to her owners. Another
in his position perhaps, would have
silenced his conscience by saying
that it had been the horse’s fault.
Poseneck could not do so. Only toe
weg he knew that he had deliberate-
ly caused Hohenstein’s death. He
did not repent this deed, but still he
was haunted by his vietim.

As the race was proceeding, it was
easily seen what Creve-Ceeur could
do. He was gaining ground con-
stantly, and each obstacle was cleared
without effort. 2Soon he was in
front. Suddenly Poseneck saw a
shadow, without hearing the tread of
a shoe. He turned and saw beside
him Arno von Hohenstein, mounted
ed on Devil’s Daughter.

Was the terrible apparation a crea-
ture of his excited imagination?

“Whao is that rider next to Kurt?”
Victorine asked her father.

“A rider? 1 seemnone!
is leading the race.”

“There, on the dark horse.
him plainly. Merciful God!
Hohenstein !”’

Her father turned hastily toward
her—she had fainted.

In the meantime the two riders
sped away. Poseneck could not
avert his eyes from that ghastly face
that was so close behind him. Now
the horses neared the stone wall, and
he prepared himself involuntarily
for the leap.

Suddenly the phantom turned and
fixed his glassy look full upon his
face.

With an inarticulate cry he let go
the reins and covered his face with
his hands. Creve-Ceeur, suddenly
deprived of his master’s gmdaum
fell, throwing his rider.

His eomrades, rushing toward the
spot, found Poseneck a corpse. No
one but he and Vietorine, the only
ones who knew of the foul deed, had
seen the spectral rider.—Federal Aus-
tralian.

Poseneck

I see
It is

- — - —

What a Fat Man Says of His Kind.

Flesh is materialized philosophy.
Fat men are nearly always phileso-
phers. Dickens challenged the world
to point out a mob of fat men, and
although I was not as well acquain-
ted with Mr. Dickens as 1 am with
certain active young fellows who vis-
it me the first of every montn, yet I
agree with him, I never saw a mob
of fat men. 1 never saw a fat man
hanged. Once in Kentucky a fat
man was sentenced to be hanged,
but when an appeal to the Supreme
Court was taken, the judges, who
were too fleshy to pull on a boot com-
fortably, told the condemned man
that he was too fat to be hanged with
any degree of pleasure, and conse-
quently gave him a palm leaf fan and
sent him to the penitentiary to await
a pardon, which was not long com-
ing. It was afterwards proved that
the fat man was innocen<,

History shows that all nhilosophers
were fat; that is, history proves that
some were fat and that cthers should
have been. Don’t understand me to
say that great flesh is to be desired.
I de say though, that flesh is conduc-
ive to philosophy, for none but the
philosopher can enjoy an excess of
adipose tissue. When a man discov-
ers that he is getting fat the revela.
tion does not impart a thrill of pleas-
ure. For some time he has noticed
that his appetite is unusually good,
and he has ocecasionally detected in
himself a disposition to talk of beetf-
stead and to read with pleasure the
old English novel where great roasts
are described in detail. His friends
used to ask: “How tall are you?’’ but
now they want to know how much
he weighs., He is annoyed. Hedoes
not contemplate with satisfaction the
oradual filling up of his ““weskit” and
the tightening of a coat which was
once once too large for him. He de-
cided to diet himself, but soon aban-
doned the idea.

“] never saw a4 man gain flesh so
fast,” said a friend, meeting him at
the Governor’s reception. *‘“Why,
only a few years ago you were as
thin as a rail. How much do you
weigh, any how?”?

Another man comes along and
says: “Hello! when are you going
to stop growing?”

“Well,” he finaly meditates, “I am
fat and I ean’t help it. A man who’s
going to be fleshy will be in spite of

everything he ean do. 1 don’t intend

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2939_scm3353-0083.jpd

to let it bnther me.”

After this life is much smoother.
He finds himself laughing heartily,
and he reads humorous works with a
zest he never before experienced.
He 1s a philosopher now : not one on
account of mental maturity ; not that
he has learned to place the preper es-
timate on the world’s pleasures, but
on account nf his flesh.

el P A———— e

'Ihe Pm and the \vedlf-.

A Pin and a Needle, being neigh-
bors in a work-basket, and both he-
ing idle folks, began to quarrel,
idle folk are apt to do.

“I should like to know,” said the
Pin, “what you are good for, and
how you expect to get through the
world without a head?”

““What is the use of your head,” re-
plied the Needle rather sharply, “if
you have no eye?”

“What is the use of an eye,” said
the Pin, *“if there is alwayvs some-
thing in it 2”

“L am more active, and can g
through more work than you can,”
said the Needle.

“Yes, but you will not live long,
because you have always a stitch in
your side,” said the Pin.

“You are a poor, crooked creature!”’
said the Needle,

“And you are so proud that vou
can’t bend without breaking your
back.”

“I’ll pull your head off if you in-
sult me again.”

“I’ll pull your eye out if you touch
me ; remember your life hangs on a
single thread!” said the Pin.

While they thus talked a little girl
entered, and undertaking to sew,
she very soon broke off the necedle
at the eye. She then tied the thread
around the neck of the pin, and in
attempting to sew with it she pulled
its head off, and threw it into the
dirt beside the broden needle.

“Well, here we are,” said the nee-
dle.

“We have nothing to fight about
now,”” said the Pin. “It scems mis-

{ fortune has brought us to our senses.”

“A pity we had not come to them
sooner,” said the Needle. “How
much we resemble human beings
who quarrel about their blessings till
they lie down in the dust together,
as we do!”

et s R

Warted to be Kicked.
“Yas, Yas,” smiled the old coun-

| tryman, as he stood talking to a city

chap who seemed to know him,
“thar’s a heap o’ tricks played on the
kentrymen; they gits sucked in lots
o’ times. But 1 Xinder figger that
the sharper that tries to draw wool
over my eyes’ll git lef” purty bad.”

“I'll bet you are a good one,” an-
swered the stranger patronizingly.
“] can tell a man when he’s green.”

The rustic poked him in the side,
and pulling down his eye, laughed.

“IYye see any green there,”

“Not a bit of it?” merrily replied
the other; then in an advising tone
he continued: *““I’ve seen more of the
world than you have, and would like
to say that the most important ac-

| tion is concealing the money.”

“Oh, I’ve got that down fine,”
broke in the countryman, pointing
to his left sleeve: “IYye see that lit-
tle bump? Well, thar’s the cash, in-

side o’ the linin’, and nobody can

take it out ’twout me knowin’ it.”

A few moments after they parted,
the countryman going into a clothing
store to do some buying. e had
made his purchase and was waiting
for the bill, when one of the sales-
men approached him and said :

“Can’t I sell you a niee coat?”’

“Not me,” answered the farmer,
“I’ve got plenty of them fixins.”

“But 1 see the sleeve of the one
you have on has been torn or cut,
and if you wish one of the ladies will
mend it for you.”

With a ghastly look the farmer

jerked ofi' his coat and 1117‘1“‘{1 the

wrecked sleeve,

Then turning to the clerk he said
sorrowfully:

““Mister, kin ye tell me whar I kin
git a rale stout man to kick a dinged
fool outin town?”’
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Satan Reproving Sin,

Just before Willard Saulsbury left
the Senate he and Senator Patter=on
of Tennessee were the chief actors in
a scene that will never be foreotten
by those who witnessed it. As eve-
rvbody knows, Senator Saulsbury

was one of the most gifted men ever |

before the American people. His
great talents, however, were obscur-
ed by an unconquerable propensity
for strong drink. Senator Patterson
was also a full hand at the same bus-
iness, and always had his can full
and a quart over. A day or two be-
fore Saulsbury was to leave the Sen-
ate, Patterson was alittle drunker than
usual and he staggered over to Sauls-
bury’s desk and blundered into a seat
becide the Delawarean. Patting the
latter affectionately on the back, in
a maudlin way, he blurted out:

“Shaulsbury, I’ve come over here
to talk to you about your habitsh
(hic). You drinksh too much, old
man—yesh, you do—and you ought
to shtop it. Go home and shober up
and become a (hic) shober man.”

Ssulsbury looked at him in utter,
irrepressible amazement, and then
he boiled over thus:

“Patterson, my poor wife has talk-
ed to me with tears about my habits;
<0 have my children, and so have my
friends, but 1 never realiled how
blankedly degraded I was till a blank-
ed gutter sot like you reeled over
here to preach temperence with his
skin so full of whisky that it would
make a decent Chinaman drunk to
even wash his undershirt.”

Pdttul‘ﬂﬂn looked at V«. 1llard winL'
ing and blinking and then muttered:
“shome men never will take good
advish!” and reeled back to his seat,

laid his head on his desk, and was
soon sound asleep. *Hat(*het
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The Two Parties. on the Tarifr,

A writer in the Baltimore Sun de-
fines the position of the Democrats
and Republicans on the tariff. He
SAV=ie .

“There are only two sides to the
tariff discussion. First the Republl-
can side. That government is pater-
nal, and ought to supervise, protect
dtl[l regulate the private affairs of the
people, because they are not able to
take care of themselves, and that,
therefore, it is just, wise ana consti-
tutional that taxes sheuld be so levied
as to support those branches of busi-
ness that are unable to support them-
selves, and that people who are able
to earn their own living should con-
tribute to the support of those whe
cannot.

“Second. The democratic side, that
the people are capable of self-govern-
ment, and are able to take care of
their own private affairs, and are
most happy and prosperous the less
they are interfered with by the gov-
ernment. Therefore it is unjust, un-
wise aud unconstitutional that taxes
should be levied for any ether pur-
pose whatever save for the support of
the goverment, and that government
has no right to take one man’s earn-
ings and appropriate them to another
man’s support.”
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Tom Marshal and the Judge.

Tom Marshall was engaged in the
trial of a case in the interior of Ken-
tucky, when a decision of the Judge
struck him as so bad that he arose
and said :

“There never was such a ruling as
that since Pontius Pilate presided at
the trial of Christ.”

“Mr., Clerk will fineMr, Marshall $10
for contempt of court,” said the
Judge, solemnly.

“l confess, yvour honor,” retorted
Tom, “that what 1 said was a little
hard on Pontius Pilate, but it is the
first time in the history of Kentucky
jurisprudence that it has been ruled
as contempt of court to speak disre-
spectfully of Pontius Pilate.”

*Mr. Clerk, make the fine $20 for a
continuous contempt,”’said the Judge,
solemnly.

“Well, Judge,” Tom added, *“as
you won all my money last night at
poker, lend me 20.”

“Mr. Clerk,” eried the Judge, hasti-
ly, “remit the fine. The state can
afford to lose the money better than
I can.”

‘““I1 congratulate the court upon its
return to a sane condition,” said Tom,
resuming his seat amid roars of laugh-
ter,

————
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THr young man with the pistol
which he didn’t know to be loaded
has appeared again, this time in Del-
aware. Instead of shooting his sis-
ter or playmate, as he usually does,
he varied the performanee by render-
ing his mother a subject for the Coro-
ner’s inquest, The report that he is
insane in consequence of the fatal
act leads to the wish that the insani-
ty of this class of callous and reck-
less lads might show itself and they
be placed in confinement before the
shooting takes place. A person who
has not penetration enough to find
out that a pistol or gun is loaded be-
fore experimenting with it in com-
pany with his mother or anybody
else is too innocent to run at large.
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[¥ all the politicians go into bank-
raatey who is to furnish the “‘soap”’
necessary for earrying on the Presi-
dential canvass just opening? One
day it was Grant and all his family.
The next it was the Stalwart mana-
ger, John F. Smyth, of Albany.—
Another day later and it is Senator
Sabin, chairman of the national Re-
publican committee. This would in-
dicate that business depression had
struck the politicians with much
force, as if with the purpose of giving
the country a decent campaign with-
out money. It is, however, safe to
assume that Sabin will not be chair.
man of the committee after the ade
journment of the convention, as he is
before its meeting, That is no place
for h;mkrupth
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WiLriaMm KNG, a very rich Lon-
don merchant, who loved life, adop-
ted a curious scheme to lengthen the
period of hiz declining days. He
willed 81,000 to his physician, with
the proviso that the sum should be
doubled every year that the testator
should be kept alive. The second
year the sum became $2,000; the
third year $4,000; the fourth, $8,000;
the fifth, 816,000 ; the sixth, $32,000 ;
the seventh, 364,000 ; the eighth, $128-
000 ; 2256,000; the tenth, $512,000;
Upon the death of Mr. King, a few
weeks ago, the physician was paid
750,000, between ten and eleven
years having passed since the agree-
ment.
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An English newspaper recently
{ contained an undertaker’s advertise-
ment, in which his patrons were ask-
ed, “Why live and be miserable,
when you can be buried in comfort
for three pounds ten?”’

T T -

Guessing at beans in a jar is easy
| compared with guessing the name of
the next President.
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The great backbiter—the flea.

Always getting into scrapes—nut-
[ Megs.




