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R. S. FOUNTAIN,

—RUCCESROR

A. W. Fountain & Son,
CARRIAGE MANUFACTURER.

—AND PROPRIETOE OF THE EASTON—

MARBLE WORKS,

EASTON, MD
S ARl
INDUCEMENTS

IN

SHINGLES, FLOORING FRAMING,

AND

SASH, DOORS AND BLINDS.
WRITE FOR PRICES.

GEO. F. SLOAN & BRO,,
132 Light St., Baltimore.

-r{}___

SUILLS

—FOR—

Men, Boys & Ghildren.

LIGHT-EIGHT OVERCOATS FROM 85 to $25. All goods properly
ghrnk before being made up. Custom Department fully stocked from
which to order. Samples and prices sent free on applwatmn Ten per cent.

discount to clergymen.
NOAHWALKER & CO.,

165 and 167 W. Baltimore St., Baltimore, Md.
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GRAND DISPLAY

SHANNAHAN & WRIGHTSON'S

HEATING STOVES,
COOK STOVES AND RANGES.

“NEW GOLDEN SUN”

Fire-place Heaters, improved pattern; Buffalo Robes, Wolf
Robes, Scotch Rﬂbes Horse Blankets and Lap Blankets.

IMPORTED BREECHLOADING GUNS,
MUZZLE LOADERS,

ALL KINDS. AMMUNITION. ALL KINDS.
Carriage, Wagon and Cart Harness,

Prainy anp T racrion ExGINEs,
SAW MIILILI.S.

Hardware, Agricultural Implements and Macbinery of Every
Deacnptmn

A cordial invitation extended to every one to come and in-
spect our large stock. Respectfully,

SEANNAHAN & WRICHTSON,
EASTON, MARYLAND.
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EHAILISS
Vegetable Sicilian

HAIR RENEWER

was the first preparation perfeetly adapted to
cure diseases of the scalp, and the firss suc-
cesaful restorer of faded or gray hair to its
natural color, growth, and youthful beauty.
It has had many imitators, but none have so
fully met all the requirements needful for
the proper treatment of the hair and sealp.
Hary’s Hair RENEWER has steadily grown
in favor, and spread its fame and usefulness
1o every quarter of the globe. Its unparal-
leled success can be attributed to but one
cause: lue entire fuljilment o) ils promises.
The proprietors have often been surprised
at tho receipt of orders from remote coun-
tr es, wlmm taey had never made an effort for
stroduction,

4z nse for a short time of HALL'S HAIR
Lesiwea wowlerfuily improves the per-
goual appearaunce, 1L cleanses the scalp from
all lmpurities, curea all humors, fever, and
dryness, and thus prevents baldness. It
elimulates the weakened glands, and enables
tiem to push forward a new and vigorous
prowth., The effects of this article are not
trans.ent, like those of alcoholie prepara-
tious,but remain a long time, which makes
its use a watter of economy,

BUCKINGHAM'S DYE

FOR THE

WHISKERS

Wil ehange the beard to a natural brown,
or bineck, asdesired, It produces a perinanent
co.or that will not wash away. Consisting of
& single preparation, it is applied without
troubla,

PREPARED BY

R P. HALL & C0., Nashna, N. .

Sold by all Dealers in Medicines.

TOR ALL THE FORMS
OF

f Serofulous, Mercurial, and
i2lood Disorders,

the best remedv, because the
most searching ‘and thorough
blood-puritier, 18

ﬁyer s S8Sarsaparilla.
Sold by all I}ruggists $1, six bottles, §3

—AND—
LIVERY STABLE,
GREENSBORO’ M urytaﬂd.

WM. H. BOHEE, PROP'R.

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

Carriage meets every train, free for guests

Jas. Parnell,

MERCHANT TAILOR,
DENTON, MD.

o

SUITS for gentlemen cut and made

to n:ider. Trimmings furnished when de-
gired.

THAWLEY & GHINGHER,
BUTCHERS.

DENTON, MD.
KEEP constantly on hand a fresh
er meats.

per

supply of the best Beef and oth-
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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. THOMAS F. JONES
—WITH—

FALLIN, DOWNING & CO.

WHOLESALE TOBACCO AND COM-
MISSION HOUSE,

98 Light Street, Baltimore,

COAL. COAL. COAL.

I am receiving and will keep constantly
on hand at

DENTON BRIDGE,

A FULL SUPPLY CF

Mad.

at the following prices:

’Vo. 2 Lyken’a Va]ley

d‘
3
Bituminous Coal

2.90

‘i ‘i

ed at 50cts. per ton.
Solieiting vour orders, I am res
CHAS. F. WIL
Denton Bndge,

E'tfl,ﬂl} 1

9 27 ¢,

GREENSBOROUGH CORNET BAND.

The Greensborough Cornet Band—fifteen
pieces—iz now open for engagements, and
its services ean now be secured for Political
Meetings, Parades, ete., at fair rates by
applyving personally or by letter to
J. ED. WILLIS, Leader,

Greensborough, Md.

Hﬂﬂﬂf IRWIN & SON,

9 20 2t.

AUTIONEERS,

DENTON, MD.

JosHuAa W. BrRyaNT. URIE TOWNEEND

BRYANT & TOWNSEND,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW.

DENTON, MD.
9 20.

BRICK HOTEL,
DENTON, MD.,
JOHN H. VAN GESEL, Proprietor.

I keep also a good stock of horses
and carriages; in fact, a

COMPLETE LIVERY STABLE,

and am prepared to furnish single or
double teams on reasonable terms.
913tf] JOHNH. VAN GESEL.
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BRICK HOTEL)

'could wound you.
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True Hpart, (xood Tlg-ht.

True heart, good-night! the stars that shine,
The moon that =ails the l'_-lnuﬂ-ﬁ-armed hhle,
Are not more radiant or divine
Than the sweet womanhood and true
That lives in vou!

(o to your rest—the conscious bed

Waits opened-armed, itz happy guest,
Listens the music of your tread,

Yearns the soft precsure of your breast—

(o to vour rest!

Sweet dreams and fair, peaceful as skies
Of cloudlesz nights in Summer’s prime
Be vours—pure as the chalices,
Dew filled and fragrant, with the lime
In blosgom time!

Pure heart, good night !
When vou shall bow this sunny head,

if pravers availl,

May some fair thought of me prevail,
Some tender word for me be said
Beside wour bed!

Gone—save a dreamy faint perfume
Blown from the roses in her hair;

The light 15 o
I whisper kisses to the air,
Climbing the stair.

me—in deepening gloom

—Exchange,

“AVIS,”

THE FOUNDLING.

BY ROSE TERRY COOKE.
“But you have known me so short
a time—only six weeks—how is it
possible that you can love me 2”?
“How is it possible? Rather ask
how is it possible to avoid loving
you. And, besides, is it really so
incomprehensible, Avis? You have

known me just the same length of |

time, and yet—yvet—I have ventured
to hope that you—that you love me
dear. Oh, Avis, is the sweet hope
false? Have I deceived myself? Or
will you, indeed, confirm it by prom-
1sing to be, some happy day, my
wife ?7

He would have caught and clasped
the fair girl in his arms, but she,
keeping him back by a gesture of
her little hand, while her great dark
eyes were fixed with beseeching ear-
nestness upon his face, answered :

“It is not what I wish—or even
what you wish—that must be thought
of, Mr. Roy, but your mother—your
mother, who has been like a mother
to me also, so good, so generous,.—
What would she say—

A voice, tremulous yet stern, in-
terrupted her—a voice that made
them start and turn in some confu-
sion.

“‘She would say that vou are right
in remembering her, Avis, and that
she is glad of this proof of your grati-
tude; for the rest, Roy Livingstone's
mother looks farther than her own
family ecircle, and higher than to a
poor dependent, however good or
fair, when she seeks a bride for her
only son and a future mistress for the
Livingstone homestead, ‘“The Lau-
rels.” Leave us, Avis. I do not
blame you, child, forget this folly; it
has been no fault of yours. 1 will
speak to you further presently—wait
in my room.”

‘**And s0,” she went on, turning to
her son, when Avis, silently weep~
ing, had left them—*and so this is
the result of your artist folly. You
would paint my pretty companion’s
picture, forsooth, and while so doing
have stolen her heart and lost your
own. I might have looked for this;
I should have been more careful.
But do you hope that I shall tolerate
such folly ? 1 overheard you ask the
girl, just now, to be your wife.”

“You did,” the young man answer-
ed gently, but with a resolution that
was unmistakable. “I love her and
will marry her.”

“Without myv consent? Without
your mother’s blessing ? 1Is this the
affection—the duty of my own child?”

He put his arms around her.

“I shall never set you at defiance,
mother, and least of all for Avis’s
sake. She is too good, too ardently
attached to you to do aught that
But will you not

' have compassion for us, also, moth-

er? We love each other.
AN THRACITE CO AL " been to you as a daughter always;
let it be mine to make her so indeed.
| Where could you ever find a child so

'truly yours—whose heart and soul

$5.50 |

{ Mrs. Livingstone,

Avis has

you know—whose mind is of your

| own pure training? I love her with
6.00 | a love that will not change.

'you give me Avis for a wife, I shall

4.75 |

BeFCoal delivered in town when request- |

Unless

not marry.”

“Absurd!” Mrs. Livingstone's
eyes flashed scornfully. “When our
guests arrive to-day you will find
many far superiorto Avis. A found-
ling! Itis not her poverty—we are
rich enough—but her birth.”

“We know nothing of it, and I
care nothing. It is herself I love.”

“Listen, Roy.” The lady’s proud
face softened as she laid one white
hand on her son’s shoulder, while
his arm stole around her fondly.—
“You are my only child; all my hopes
are bound up in you. Let us take
timue to think, and not quarrel over
this foolish girl, She is dear to me,
but compare her with others, and if,
when our guests are gone, you still
are in the same mind, we will see
what is best for all. Will you prom-
ise 2"

“To wait for vour consent until our
guests are gone? Yes, I can promise
that.”

“*And, meantime, not to speak of
this to Avis?”

“That’s harder, mother. But if
you will tell her that you may con-
sent, I will obey vou.”

“I will tell her every word that
has passed between us,” said Mrs.
Livingstone.

And she meant to keep her prom-
ise. But Avis was not waiting for
her, as she had expected. The girl
had gone to her own roomn, sending a
piteous little message of excuse to

| Farewell,

have been Roy’s wife.

Her head ached. |

nght <he hn allow ul to sleep in her
own chamber?

The lady smiled.

“] will set her heart at rest to-mor-
row,”” she thought. “There is no

old h-hermﬂn {ln“n on tlu hmeh
three or four miles away. He had
rescued her from the sea on the night
of a great storm, two years before,

and had cherizshed and cared for her |

time now.” For herexpected gu&ta[tenﬂerh, but finding =ickness and

were arriving.

And when Roy looked at her in-
quiringly, as he missed the girl, she
whispered :

“She wished to keep her room to-
night; all will be well to-morrow.”

But when to-morrow came a sad
surprise came with it. Avis had dis-
appeared, leaving behind her this
note :

“DEAR MRs8. LIVINGSTONE--1 go
that I may not cause you grief or
pain—you who have been to me a
true mother. I fly from a tempta-
tion that would prove too strong if I
remained. When I am gone your
son will soon forget me. 1 pray God
he may—for his sake. But I shall
not forget, nor cease to love you,
dearest friends. Forgive
your little AvIs.”

This was all; and she had gone—

| leaving no trace, making no further

sign.
In vain Roy sought for her, even
with the help of detectives; having

| left home and gone to the city for

that purpose; while his mother, no
less anxious for the safety of the lost
girl, made what excuse she could to
the assembled guests for his absence,
After a month of weary searching he
returned, heartsick and discouraged.

“No news,”’ he said, in answer to
his mother’s anxious questions; nor
will there ever be. I have lost all
hope of finding her."”

L 3 # * *

A year had passed since Avis had
disappeared, and once more a gay
party of merry guests made ‘“The
Laurels” bright and cheerful, fore-
most among them being Rose Bran-
don, the beauty and heiress, and
belle,

A great favorite was she with the
stately Mrs. Livingstone, and there
were not wanted those who named
her as the future mistress of the
splendid but gloomy house which her
beauty and joyous laughter made so
bright. Even Roy Livingstone’s
brow, on which the cloud of disap-
pointment and regret had grown ha-
bitual, cleared somewhat as his ar-
tist-eyes took in her fresh, proud
loveliness, as he listened to her ani-
mated talk, the smile that had grown
so rare stole to his lips and shone
like a light in his eyes. His mother,
watching him, smiled too.

“Is she not beautiful 2’ she whis-
pered to him. “She would make a
fair and gracious queen for ‘The
Laurels’, Roy.”

“My queen went into exile, moth-
er, a year ago. 1 have a constant
heart, and cannot transfer my alle-
giance.”

“Roy,” cried the clear, merry
voice of Rose Brandon—*Roy have
you given up painting? You used
to be so ambitious. Only a year ago,
I remember, you were enthusiastic
about some picture that was to bring
you fame. What has become of it ?
Are you an artist no longer?”

“J painted the picture, but never
put it on exhibition. My mother
has it in the library. I have never
painted since,” said Roy, gravely.

A kind of chill fell on the compa-
ny; instinctively they felt they were
on dangerous ground. Even the
beauty’s happy voice took a softer
tone as she questioned gently:

“May we see the picture, Roy ?”

He arose without a word and led
the way to the library, the guests all
following, led by Rose Brandon.
Last of all came Mrs. Livingstone
with her old friend, Mrs. Grey, a fair
sad woman with silver hair.

Mrs. Grey was a great invalid, and
unconquerable grief had preyedupon
her heart for years and broken down
her fragile body. She leaned heavily
on Mrs. Livingstone’s arm.

“What is this picture?’’ she asked
her.

“The portrait of one whom I rear-
ed and loved as my own child, and
whom we unaccountably lost, owing
to an unhappy misunderstanding.
She was a lovely creature, and was to
Sometimes I
fear he will never marry now.”

By this time they had reached the
library. Of the many paintings on
the wall one oniy was concealed by
a heavy curtain; Roy drew the crim-
son folds aside.

An exclamation from Mrs. Grey
and Rose Brandon and a murmur of
admiration from all the rest bore wit-
ness to the loveliness of the image
that was disclosed.

Mrs. Grey pressed forward eagerly
her weakness for the time seeming
forgotten,

The portrait of a graceful girl, fair
as a lily; the lovely, wistful eyes,
with a world of loving tenderness in
their midnight depths, looked out
from a face of exquisite beauty, but
as ivory, clear and pale; a tender,
dimpling smile upon the scarlet lips;
a trailing spray of scarlet blossoms in
the blue-black hair, soft and glossy
as the raven’s wing —a simple robe of

*
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white, and on one lovely snowy arm |

a curious golden bracelet. This was

all.

Mrs. Grey stood like one entranc-
ed, her agitation visible to all.
delicate hands were locked tightly
together; her breath came in quick
gasps.

“How like !”” she murmured; *“how
strangely like! In Heaven’s name,
who is she ?”

“My adopted daughter,” Mrs. Liv-
ingstone replied, for Roy had turned
aside in silence, overcome by the
sight of the beauty he had loved and
lost. ““Twelve years ago I took her
—then five years old —from a poor

old age fast robbing him of health
and strength, he sought to find a
friend for his little girl in me,.

“Imagination cannot picture any-
thing lovelier than the child was
then. I loved her at first sight, and
have loved her always. 1 adopted,
edueated her, and brought her up as
my own. I have the clothes she
wore when she was found, but they
furnish no clue to her parentage, but
on "her arm, clasped firmly above
her elhow, was a l_mrawflet: it fits her
slender wrist now; vou see she wears
it in the portrait; upon it is a single
word—the old fisherman took it to be
her name, and so ealled her; we nev-
er changed it. ‘Avis’ is the word,
and ‘Avis’ she is called—"

A ery from Mrs, Grey interrupted
her; she sank upon her knees before
the picture with outstretched arms,

“Avis!” she cried. “My child—it
is my child! Fourteen years ago the
cruel sea washed her and her father
from my arms. The wavyes restored
him dead, but she was seen no more.
Where is she—oh, where isshe ? And
the clothes she wore 27

sShe sank back in Roy’s supporting
arms speechless, almost insensible,

Mrs. Livingstone hastened from
the room, but returned almost imme-
diately with the little garments.

Weeping with love and joy, the
long-bereaved mother identified them
all.

“Blessed be the merciful Heaven
that has kept her cafely, and restored
her to me after all these years,
you, my friend,” turning to Mrs.
Livingstone, “how shall I thauk you
for your love and care? Oh, bring
her to me, Let me clasp her once
more in my arms. Why do vou hes-
itate? I am strong enough; joy does
not kill. What is it ?”? she continued
wildly, gazing with growing fear
upon the pale, averted faces of moth-
er and son. *“Has harm befallen my
child? Have 1 found her only to
lose her? Avis, my daughter ! Oh,
where is she ?”

Rose Brandon rushed to her side.

“Be calm,” she cried. “Avis is
safe and well. No harm has come to
her.
where to find her,”

“You!” it was Iloy who spoke.—
“You know Avis?”
known, until this moment, of |
Lmum{:tmn with this family.

Her |

you, had I known your troubles,

long ago.”

“It is nearly a yvear since she came
to us, in answer to an advertisement |
for a music governess for little Ida,
Mother was sick when first she call-
ed and consequently I received her,
She was so0 beautiful and innocent
and vet so sad and friendldss, that
my whole heart went out to her from
the first. She told me the simple
story of her
Roy’s love for her, but without men-
tioning a single name, so that I never
thought of you. She had left, she
said, in order that he might forget
her. She gave me as a reference her
own former music teacher, who, an-
swering for Avis every way, declined
to tell anything the girl had left con-
cealed. So she came to us and has
dwelt with us ever siunce, quiet and
sad, poor child, but safe and kindly
cared for. I left her at home with
Ida and mother when I came away.
She is there now.”

Roy Livingstone caught her hands
in his and pressed them to his lips.

“God bless you, Rose!” he cried,
hoarse with emotion. “You have
given me back happiness and love.
Mrs. Grey, I will bring vour daugh-
ter to you. I go by the train that
leaves in half an hour; before night-
fall you shall fold her in your arms.
Adieun, all I”” and he was gone.

- * - a*

The dusky gray of an autamn twi-
light filled the lonely school room
that afternoon, but occasional flashes
of light from a small but cheerful fire
fell on the slender girlish fizure that
sat before it in a low arm-chair, her
soft, pale cheek supported by one lit-

tle hand, her eyes fixed on the glow- |

ing coals,

A world of longing love and re-
gret was in those great dark eyves,
that saw not what they gazed upon,
but were looking far away into the
past.

Thinking of Roy—always thinking |
Where was he? How fared |
.'1]-'1"5! |

of Roy.
he? Had he forgotten Avis?
poor Avis could not forget.
what was that ?

A footstep 1 the hall outside the
door.

Hark !

flush to vivid erimson. Ah, but it
had sounded like Roy’s footsiep.—
Roy’s footstep here--what idle dream-
ing! What strange tricks fancy of-

tentimes played her.
i She could close her eyes and hide
‘ her face in her hands, as now—now,
; partly for shame at her own fond fu]-
- ly—and fancy, oh, such things! Fan-

Her | ¢y “The Laurels” her happy home |
home once more, and Mrs., Living- |
stone her kind adopted mother. Fan- |

lcy Roy’s tender smile and loving
look; recall the very words he spoke
—his earnest tone—his sigh.
What was that? That was
fancy, surely? She sat quite still—

her face still eovered by her hands— |

and listened; a sizh had =ounded
close beside her; breathed like the
very echo of her dream, and now a
voice—oh, Heaven, what voice—

.;‘L“[l |
| have failed, then no country must
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whispe I‘E‘ﬂ hﬂ name;

“Avis! Look at me, Avis !

She turned, she rose, gazed for one
moment in hiﬁ face as if bewildered ;
then, with a ery of joy and love un-
utterable: “Roy! my
sprang the arms, sank on the breast
of her true lover.

“You have found me!” she eried,
“vou have found me!”

“*Never to lose you again, Avis—
never again !”

“And your mother?”

Her great eyes searched his face
timidly, anxiously.

“She will welecome you as T do. We
shall part no more. You will learn,
dear, that she never meant to part
us. And another waits for you. Oh,
come, love, to the heart that aches to
welcome you—to the arms of your
own true mother.”

Only one month later a bridal par-
ty aroused to jov and mirth the slum-
bering echoes of “The Laurels.”

And who so fair as Avis, the sweet
bride, with her troop oflovely brides-
maids, of whom Rose Brandon laugh-
ing and blushing, was the merry
chief? Who so rich, so proud, as
Avis, now? Avis, the foundling,
found, indeed, at last, and by her
own true mother; Avis, the lost, re-
stored to all that loved and mourned
her; Avis, the joyful bride of the
generous, noble lover, who in the
days of her poverty and namelessness
—in spite of time, and absence, and
silence, loved her faithfully and tru-

ly to the last.
. _—*'H‘P_"""—

Jefferson Davis’s Military Policy.

No people ever worked harder for
independence with more relative ad-
vantages than the Confederates, and
if, as a military question, they must

aim at freedom by means of war.
We were one in sentiment as in ter-
ritory, starting out not with a strug-
gling administration of doubtful au-
thority, but with our ancient State
Government and a fully organized
central government.
question, it was in no sense a civil
war, but a war between two coun-

| self-preservation
' south,

tries—for conquest on one side, for
the other. The
with its great material re-
sources, its defensive means of moun-
tains, waterways, railrcads and tele-
graph, with the immense advantage

“I know her well, but I have never | trast.
| head of a little people, not only held

Why | back a combination of several great

have you kept your loss and g lufrll military powers, but conquered and
secret, Roy ? 1 could have h{lpulul‘“”l‘t territory, and Napoleon held

Listen to me—I can tell you | | of the interior lines of war, would be

| open to discredit as a people if its

1 failure could not be explained other-
' wise than by a mere material con-

The great Frederick, at the

combined Europe at the {eet of
France till his blind ambition over-
leaped itself, It may be said that
the South had no Fredericks or Na-

adoption here and Jof

Nothing in that to make the |
eyes s0 bright and the pale ¢hecks |

not |

h poleons, but it had at least as good |

| as its adversary. Nor was it the

fault of our soldiers or people.
soldiers were as brave and intelli-
gent as ever bore arms, and if only
for reasons already stated they had a
determination superior to the ene-
my’s. Our people bore a devotion
to the cause never surpassed, and
which no war-making monarchy ev-
er had for itssupport; they gave their
all, even the last striplings under the
family roofs filling the ranks voided
by the fall of their fathers and broth-
ers. But the narrow military view
of the head of the Government, which
illustrated itself in the outset by or-
dering from Europe, not 109,000 or
1,000,000, but 10,000 stand of arms,
as an increase upon 8,000, its first es-
timate, was equally norrow and con-
sequently timid in its employment
of our armies. The moral and mate-
rial forces actually engaged in the
war made our success a moral cer-
tainty, but for the timid policy which
—ignoring strategy as a science and
boldness of enterprise as its ally—
could never be brought to view the
whole theatre of war as one subject,
of which all points were but integral
parts, or to hazard for the time rela-
tively unimportant points for the
purpose of gathering for an over-
whelming and rapid stroke at some
decisive point; "and which, again,
with characteristic mis-elation, would
push a vigorous force directly for-
ward into unsupported and disas-
trous operations, instead of using its
| victory to spare from it strength suf-

ficient to secure on equally important
| suceess in another quarter.—General
Beaureg; t[‘{] in the Cen tury.
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Secretary of State of South Carolina
is the following petition, bearing
date of 1733, addressed to the Gover-
nor of South Carolina and signed by
- sixteen maidens :

WHEREAR we, the humble peti-
tioners, are at present in a very mel-
ancholy condition of mind, consider-
ing how all the bachelors are blindly
captured by widows, and we are
thereby neglected. In consequence

cellency,

a fine for satisfaction of invading our

levied on all bachelors as shall be
married to widows,

widows, by their forward carriage,
ao snap up the young men and have
the vanity to think their merits be-
'yond ours, which is a great imposi-
tion to us, who ought to have the
preference.  This is humbly recom-
mended to your Execellency’s consid-
| eration, and we hope you will permit
no further insults. And we poor
maids, in duty bound, will ever pray,

ote,

beloved ! |

The Stampede from Bull Run,

From the “Recollections of 4 Pri-
vate,” in the Century, we quote the
following: “That was the fau! of the
officers who allowed the 1} Trage
wagons to come to the front, nstead
of being parked at Centreviile. The
stampede and confusion began among
them first. Why, the men were so
little frigchtened w h{ 'n they began to
fall back in groups scattered tlnuu h
the fields that I saw them -1np {re-
quently to pick blackberries. Fright-
ened men don’t act in that w: V. At
Cub Run, between the Bridge
and {untn".‘i]h*, the irresponsible
teamsters, with the baggace-wag s,
were all ecrowded together near the
bridge, and were in a desperate hurry
to eross. A Confederate battery
gan dropping shell in among tnem,
and thus demolished some of the wae.
ons and blocked the wayv. The con-
fusion and hurry and excitement then
began. The drivers on the south side
finding they could not ¢ross with their
wagons, now b wan 1o cut their traces
and mount their horses and hurry
away. Those who drove baggage-
wagons on the safe side of Cub Run
then began to desert them and cut the
traces and shout and gallop off. The
infantry, seeing this confusion and
understanding the cause of it, (quick-
ened their pace. Soon the narrow
road become filled with flying troops,
horses, baggage-wagons and carriages.
The volunteers began to throw away
their muskets and equipments, so as to
stand an even chance in the race.
Here and there, all along the route,
abandoned wagons had been over-
turned and were blocking the way.
One white-headed citizen, an old man,
looking very sorrowful, stood direct-
ing the soldiers on their way to Wash-
ington, sayving: ‘You'd bhetter hurry
on, or the cavalry will cut off yvour re-
treat!” The houses all along the route
were filled with wonnded men, while
the ambulances were filled with ofli-
cers hastening to Washington., Sold-

"'*.Ilpl“

]h‘-

L iers here and there marched in groups

As a military |

and sorrowfully discussed the situa-
tion and its causes. The expression
heard on every side among them was:
‘Why were not the reserves brought
up from Centreville to help us??
‘Why didn’t they bring up the troops
from Fairfax Court House?—ques-
tions, it seems to me, hard to answer,
even 1if they did come from private

Our |

In the mu:-r{h of the office of the |

of this, our request is that your Ex- |
for the future, orders that |
no widow presume to marry any I recognize me when I am con.,
| young man until the maids are pro- | 10 wear patched brecches; who will
vided for, or else to pay each of them ! take me by the hand when 1 .

soldiers running away from the field
of Bull Run?”

s =

What Men Must Wear,

Business suits are made of checks
or fine stripes in rich shade of Hrown
or blue. The coat may be cv away
and fastened by three or four but-
tons or it may be in a sacque <hape.
The vest is high and the tr 'S Are
easier than those of last vy
not loose. For traveling sack
suits of cheviot.

Morning suits for and
for visiting have a four-buttoned cut-
away coat, with small turn-over col-
lar, made of diagonal or cork-serew
cloth, either black, brown or bluec.
The vest may be of the =au:e cloth or
else of spotted material aificrent from
the coat. Brown is very fashiona-
ble for the morning coat and vest,
with dark striped cassimere trousers.

Day dress suits for receptions and
weddings that take place in the day-
time have a double-breasted Prince
Albert frock coat of very fline diago-
nal cloth, either black or biue, with a
vest of the same cloth and dark,
striped trousers. 'The turn-over lap-
els of the frock-coats are faced with
silk. The pantaloons are usually
dark gray, but miay be made of cloth
like that of the coat and trimmed
with braid on the sides. oth this
suit and the morning =uit are appro-
priate for church.

For evening dress suits broadeloth
is less used. In its place are fine di-
agonals and crepe cloths (which are
finely repped), for the entire suit.
The vest is cut very low and is fas-
tened by three or four buttons; the
low swallow-tail eoat does not fasten,
and its new feature iz a collar of silk.
The vest is sometimes rounded out
in heart-shape, and both wvest and
collar are finished on the edges with
fine chord. White Marseilles vests
are sometimes used instead of the
black vest. The {rousers are cut to
fit rather easier and have two small
braids down the sides.

Overcoats for auturon and winter
are single-breasted =ack shapes reach-
| ing to the knee. They are made of
'soft and pliable  beaver cloths,
such as Elysian and fur beavers,
blue, gray or black, with a velvet col-
lar, and are edged with velvet or
with cloth binding. Drivine coats
are of light drab or brown kerseys.
Very dressy frock overcoats of me
dinm length are of Elvsian
beavers. Plaid chevoit and home-
spun ulsters are stvlish when made
with three seams in the straiocht sack
shape, with a cape and hood, hut no

belt.—Harper’s Dazar.
——l ® i P—

WANTED, & {riend :

(3 Ll=¢:]
~Ci=oll,

adl'e

SO -0l ress

A

o will
elled

One wi!

1 slicl-

ing down hill, instead of giving m

liberties, and likewise a fine to be |2 kick 1o h'ﬂ-“*“‘“ my descent; who

'will loan me a dollar without r

The great dis- | quiring $20 worth of secirity; who
advantage it is to us maids is that the | Will come to see me when [ am sie j\

nd fig

VO 1o one;

' who will pull off his coat =
for me when the odds are t

| who will talk « f me behind my back

|

as he talks to my fuce. Suh a {riend
is wanted by ten thonsand times ten
thousand human being= throughout
this broad earth.

It is (& y to make saerifices for tho: e
we love, but it is a noble victory to
overcome self for the sake of our en-

eMmies,




