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$1.80 PER

NEW DRUG
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Cheml - diore

Bordley’s Corner.

M.\ TOULSON

AS just fitted up the store-room formerly
occupied by Mr. John Bordley, and has

opened a

First-Class Drag&Apothecary Store.

Being a graduate of the Philadelphia College
of Pharmacy, and having had an evnerieuce of
nine years in the buginess, he confdontly as-
sures those who patronize him tl.aiall preserip-
tions will be most carefui'y =aripulved and

correctly compounded. He has taken great
care in {hn mlmpagn of his drugs and medicines

to get none but the purest and best.

Prescriptions a Specialty.
A fullline of the most popul ar Patent Medicines
The Attention of the Ladies

is called to a complete line of

TOILET and FANCY ARTICLES,

embracing

LILY WHITE, HUNT'S POWDER, LUIN'S ‘

POWDER, &c., &c.

The patronage of the public is respectfully
solicited, and no pains will spared to give satis- |

faction in every respect.

M. A. TOUI.SON.
Chestertown, July 3, 1879—y.
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Go To
AAPMAN & LANBERT

and get one of their Clymax

IRON FRAME COLTIVATORS,

10 put your corn ground in order for wheat.

THEY GUARANTEE THEM

not to choke in filth or cornor ots,
They also have a large lot of
Good CULTIVAVATOR TEETH

for preparing ground for whent,
All our prices have been reduced.

_REFERENCES:

Wm. H. Stewart Joseph Trew,
Capt. Edward W’omlnll, Jag. A. Toulson,
T. A. Jacobs, W, Carter.
Sept. 18, 1879.
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Ko Mittasty

FANGY, GOODS.

"'M:RS. KATE GII1.1, has just
— opened, at her new Im;m Htﬂ:‘mt

ortment of MILLINERY & FANCY GOODS,

suited to the t st and
most MNWMN"HT
article to be found in a first-class establishment,

7 f
$554 :1

SPECIALTIES, ii,; ' |
She makes the fallowing ar /e specialties:
Worsted Friuges:;
D RESSBUTTONS, all styles,
ZEPHYRS, all shades;

Embroidery Silks, of all shades:|

FLOSS WORKING THREADS & COTTONS,
in every shade;

FINE KID GLOVES,

In all the Fashionable shades and eolors; o'«

BLACK-KIDS >

of fine quality and durable color;

And COTTON GLOVES, in great varie.y.
HANDSOME NECK RUFFLINGS AND TIES.

Ao 1 am | t vrices

| n of .ay
e MRS, KATE GILL,

Nov. 19, 1878.
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Plow Traces, Plow Lines,
HT o

n Shovels,
b il .#HEWH‘??
placs tobuy Plow Castings.
W KEEP A BARGE SBROCK.V
Don’t forget to buy a
RANDALL HARROW.

Ask E. M. Wilkins, J. W. Fowler, W, W,

w,:_? (D Syt S
March 21'11579?# 'm -

P .l
Swan Lake
—-196—
FANCY
FAMILY FLOUR!
WARRANTED.
James B. Sam?ngton,

CHESTERT

=

29 We beg to refer to
Hon. J. . Wickes, T.DeC. Ruth,

Jas, W, Chapman,* 8. E. Sullivan
Mrs. J. Evan , and ethers, ’
§ \ u.

0 | {
We hnmuwtl‘y on hnd;'fﬁ;- '

=

sale, all grades

FAMILY, EXTRA, and
SUPER FLOUR,

At Less thﬂil‘_ City Prices!

N. B.—The “Swan Lake’’ Flour issold only
by us, by the barrel, sack or pound. Try it.

e wm:n ppy 1+ Deliv-
J. B, SAPPINGTON,
Luty sunll) Ji‘:;‘"lm.m“!f;
D00 XNOW, | |
verycaeap
v RE?
Envelopes

Hoxes o
July 31

Yeu

'@ Iq m
t'6 cenits per q
un?#-,fnmrrm
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Opp. Voshell Houes | -
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ANNUM.

Woolen Goods.
Goods for Men.

Gaods for Boys.

KERSEYS, CASSIMERES,
FLANNELS, BLANKETS,

!
|
|
|
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BUDD B.'S CHRISTMAS STOCKING.

[From Frichs’ Fashion Quarterly. ]

I
It was Christmas time, as all the world knew,
[t stormed without, and the cold wind blew,

But withis allwas checrful, snag, and bright,
With g1owing fires and many & light,
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‘ ‘ F'EHAVE IN STOCK, Lines of the | .
Gioods in great vari —many .fm ' Budd B, ‘Hﬂn,h?m P o b

ust put on sale, and of Mallalien’ ¢Manuficture, ‘ His amri'ihg;ﬂs
figure | And he said to himself, “When all grows still

Buyers of discernment will confess the
to be reagonably close.

Goods generally, to meet the ealls of the
season, all the time in store, and at prices to
challenge competition.

WICKES & BROTHER
Chestertown, October 30, 1879,
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BIBB’S
“New Baltimore,”

THE UN[)’ GENUINE

FIRE-PLACE HEATER.
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UNEXCELLED.

Manufactured by B. C. BIBB & SON, ITu-
ventors and Patentees, Baltimore, Md, ' *

Special features and recommendations of
Bibb’s New Baltimore Fire-Place Heater :

Ist. Manuofactured im Baltimore, where in-

: ":hd ‘];erfected.

2d. All the wnside parts
removing hedler from ﬁﬂ-pm.

3d. The room in which it is placed will al-
ways be camfortable, as'it sets well out the
ﬂn‘;p S A Das calink/mng gaduation, th
m:t 'd t' 'h i .""_4*. z‘: ’I
vBURLARAR NS by o
sty® of grate lasts longer than ‘amy other.

6th. It is arranged to drop aehes into cellar
when 8o des 1 1 -

Gth., 2t makes no dust when shaking grate,
thus saving furniture and carpets,

Tth, It is the latest and newest st
only Heater that meets the wants o
in all particulars,

¢, and the
the public

———

Before you buy a Cook Stove, come and see

the ‘“‘New Regulator,” a eoo stove with re-
volving top, thus saving the liftin

kettles when you wish to change
on the stovs, :

Other styles of First-Class Cook Btoves and
Ra#geu, constantly on hand,
hose in want of a first-class Parlor or Din-
ing room stove, should not buy until they have
see the HEXIQON, a new stove, of new st y'e,
with all the improvements of grate and draught,

LARD CANS for sal¢ chea

= 'I- \t'i HINESt
Dec. 4, 1879,

SALT! SA

IN LARGE
at very close

of pots and

S mm——

LT!!

‘B&‘lﬂl:’l.w $ACKS—for sale

WICKES & BROTHER. |

Chestertown, November 5, 1879,

J. M. Horning & Co.
. ARENOW PREPARED TO TAKE

PICTURIDS
OF ALL KINDS

- In Ches!::rtown.
at

' ,,!'P..v!ﬂEST CASH PRICES.

on guaranteed in all cases; Family
Groups aSpecialty. ChilGren

under ﬁaur
of

ears
age will not be taken after 2 o’clock P. M

Dur fadilities for taking Views unsurpassed.

STEROPTICAN

and all pther-viawa put up in the Best Styles at

L]

o | ISP PRIGES. p
! W&%&’lrfiu bf #In
o’ uildings, Parlors, &c., taken in the

- BEST STYLE.

Bept. 25, 1879—2m,

DR. C. P. GILPIN
DENTIST,

HHAVING LOCATPED in CNESPRRP0 WN,
offers his

Professional Services

TO THE PUBLIC.
Sept. 18, 1879—6m.,

A CARD.
MIBBR.W. WATKINS respect-

fully informs her friends and the public

mmﬂy. that she is prepared to give Musie
ns on the Prano or Onean, and flatters
herself that she will be able to give satisfaction

to those who may favor her with their patron-

age. Pupils instructed at her residence, or, if
desired, at their homes. Terms moderate.

e e,

Baurivore, Oct, 21, 1879,

It ﬁ‘i:es me great pleasure to recommend

Miss Romya Warxius to my former pupils as

Teacher of Musie, 1 consider her highly quali-

fied to give instruction on Piano and Organ,

and am confident that she will give satisfaction
to those who may employ her.

) MRS, C. LAKE,
{ Nov. 13, 1879—tf.

- ATTENTION.

J‘UBT received at the CORNER DRUG
STORE a large supply o

GRAIN PEPPER,
GROUND PEPPE
BALTPETRE,If' g iday
.. [PREPARED 8A
All pergetly hrdnng for e at vhef 1gh

COLIN F. STAM,
Nov, 13, 1879, Druggist.
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B%A_
Books, Memorandums and Con.
exceedingly low-—at (. F, ST

LWB’B COMPRESSED COOKED €0

BEEF, 20c. per Ib,—at BELL"S.
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ng up close to his head,

I wil}find'a big stocking for] Santy tofill.”

II.
Now good honest Hans, who worked at the
house,
Had gone to his bed as still as & mouse ;

- | The roum where he slept was one story higher

Than Budd's little room, with gaslight and fire.

V.
Now Hans loved ‘““the poy,” and petted him too,
And often at night, when his task was all
through,
He wonld tell him steange stories'of over the sen,
While Budd listened gravely or langhed out in
glee,

V.
This night Hans hadl promised to wake Budd
at four,
would come soflly downand open his door;

8 1 Vig §
On bis hands and his knees We crept softly in:
“I'll borrow Hong® stocking,” he said with a
grin :
“Old Santy willill it up to the top,
AndHans—oh,#9ch fyngewill be mad asa hop.'”

VU
fle moved very slowly, and felt near the bed :

No stocking wns there, bat down on his head
Came a deluge of water, well sprinkled with ice,
While honest Hans held him as if in a vise

VIII.
“Vat jsh das 7’ he: cried jout;; ‘‘von robber |
find, .

DenI pound bim, and shake him, so much as |
mind.”’

“It is me,” calledi out Budd ; , ‘stop, Hans, oh!

t addenl ‘d.lmumlﬁ!‘but of his hed,
q Aril[‘h Yy WP to the r@m overhead.
) ~ [ ;
% | ‘.L" 3

MFMF ‘ MNam'only a w; 1.80uldl not sob youn.”’

was hot,

B % 11X
_ id it pauge ;* hi
| “g'% the ',jng 0!
T ah e BN 211
n

v ‘
Whenh
gurprise

| Ta find his your.g master with tearsin his ayes.,

X.
“I waunted your stocking,’’ muttered Budd B. ;
“It is bigger than mine; boo hoo, I can't see,
And 'm all wet and cold,” thus Budd cried
aloud,

Until guests anid his parents ran up ina crowd,

XI.
He was wrappd up with care and taken to bed,
But, strangest of all, not a harsh word was
said,
He flattered himself as he fell fast asleep
That Hame and his friends the secrét would
keep.

XII.
Next morning: when Christmas songs filled all

the air,
Budd found, to his grief and boyish despair,

That his neeX was so stiff he could not furn his
heal,
And must spend the whole day alonein his bed.

: 4 XIII,
bl o 1
Vore,'hlp owp atocking buag lingp
S, ’ /1 i:* ‘.*’-'1' 4
Wolds iy | aif § |
wha la greay thmuw
The world &: so large, and my reindeers so small.
X1V,
““My pack is clastic when children are kind, |
Bnt it shute with a shap and leaver mothing be
Aind 1 ' | - LB
When a boy or a girl ie selfish and mean.
Good-by, Witle Budd, 1 am off with my team.
Sanra Cravs.'’
mm_
OIVILITY 18 A FORTUNE,—Civil-
Ity is in itself a fortune, for a cour-
teous man always succeeds in life,
even when persens of greater ability
sometimes fail. The fameus Duke
of Marlborough is a case in point,
It was said of him by a contempo-
rary, that his agreeable manners
often converted an enemy into a
friend ; and by auathey, that it was
more pleasing to be deniéd-a favor
by his grace, than to receive one
{Jrgm otJar me:i‘. The manners of
) 3 E hi
fmmdsﬂ dh%i‘:a:n mtﬁlﬁ
when he was politically the most

unpopular man in the kingdom,
The ﬂsgy of qur own couy is

full of exBmples Bf s ccess obt ned
by civility, EinStReB®d of@ve

man furnigess :frilé

thefast, Nt bl 8-

conciliatory manners haveade the

fortunes of easional men, politi-

clans, merchants, and, indeed, indi-

P b

affa-

or the roverse, creau'm, instan-

ld,rﬁpe_ D in his be.
y oy n fao

half, or a him, To
man, ci » Wheat beauty
is to woman—a general passport to
favor, a letter of recommendation
written in a language that every
stranger understands. The best of
men have often injured themselves
by irritability and consequent rude-

- Ness, as the greatest scoundrels

have frequently succeeded by their
plausable manners, Of two men,

equal in all other respects, the cour-

teous one has twice the chance for
success, | . :
-_——- e ————— e
THE subject of conversation at an
evening, entertainment was the in.
telligence of animals, particularly
of doﬁ" Says Smith—*“ There are
dogst Ve more sense than their
masters. ‘Just 80,” respouds youn
Fitznoodle, ¢ I've got that very klnﬁ
of a dog myself.”
C  MaMMAP daid Harry Thomas, a
bright little fellow, ¢ have my toes
yes?” «No, my darling; why

THE reason why “the horn of the
P is not
because he carriesitin

flask just now.”

"-'—'—'—_———H...

ED| ANY actress can paint, but only

8 few can draw.,

”e from |

1 thedight BIE great was his]

1and alas! a

od!l on ‘the 'hilln

Seleet Ftory,

A CHRISTMAS ADVENTURE.
It was (.‘.'hriﬂt;nas Eve, and bitter-
ly cold. The down train from Lon.

don, due at Bristol at 5:50, had just
come in crowded with passengers,

{ and the arrival platform was a seene

of indescribable confusion. Excit-
ed passcngers rushed hither and
thither seeking their own special
property amid the piles of luggage
that lay scattered around; and
wearied and worried ladies sought
vainly among the erowd for a disen-
gaged porter to convey their bags
and boxes safely to a cab. Active
youths and stalwart men who could
carry thei» own impediments were
best off; and among those who did
80 was a tall, bronzed, brown-beard-
ed man, who wore his coat-collar
buttoned up closely round his throat,
ona uis sicer-stalker pressed down
over his eyes. His travel-worn
portmanteau was large and heavy,
but-he seemed to think nothing of
its weight, and, swinging it in his
hand, strode out of the station.

“Cab, sir?” cried an urchin, eager
for a penny.

“No; an omnibus will do for me,”
returned the gentleman, passing on
to where the Redland omnibus was
drawn up, and eold though it was,
he at onee mounted to the box, and
took his seat beside the driver.

All this time a lady was waiting
patiently at the farther end of the
platform. Seeing the bustle and
confusion that reigned around she
ll(l1bllﬂll& ed by dint of a little ex-
ertion, to drag her modest tin trunk
out of the melee ; but having done
80 she could do no more, and now
8tood beside it waiting until one of
the porters should be able to attend
to her. She was a plainly-dressed
gentlewoman, with fine gray eyes
and a pale tired face, apparently

about thirty years ofage. She had |

been pretty onee, but time and trou-
ble had. stolen away the bloom of
youth; and though her features
were good, she could scarcely be
described as pretty now. To-night
shé was cold and weary, and stood

passively waiting until some one

should come to her assistance. .
Presently a porter approachedher.,
“Want a cab, miss?’ he asked.
Y¥es. Will you please to carry

this box ?”

The man picked it nup and walked
off, followed by the lady.

So‘great had been the demand for
cabs'that evening that by this time
there was but ene vo be seen outside
the Stationsand that one had just
arrived with a fare. The horse
Wl#_l;mming and the driver looked
surty.

‘*Where do you want to go!” he
asked the lady grufily.

“Po. Stoke Bishop,” replied the
lady. _

“Where there ”

‘P awill tell yon when we get |

there,” returned Miss Lyon, not
very well pleased with the man’s
m

r.

%ﬂriwr muttered something to
hi f. banged the tin trunk down
on e roof of the eab and drove off
in asbuff,

‘4 wish there had been another
cab,” thonght Launrette Lyon, un.
easlly, as she leaned back in her

al. " “I don’t like thisdriver at all.
Ewond&r if he is drank. I hope Mr.

ansfield will be at home when 1
rcach Tivoll. 1 will ask him to pay

him élor me.”
e meantime the cab was pro-

greaging as rapidly through the
cmﬂ% slippery streets as could

reagonably be expected, and Lau-
reté® began to look a{mut her.—
Kight years had passed since she
had visited Bristol, under circum-
stapees very different from the
t. Then her father had been

er companion ; they had stayed at
a fashionable hetel and money had
been , plentifnl,. Now she was an
urpl‘n;’m onaly, hard-working gov-
erness, going to spend Christmas
with an old school-friend who had
been recently married. Laurette
did not-liké Ohristmas. To her it
was a timeé haunted with sad mem-
ories. KEvery year as Christmas
Eve came round the picture of a
certain Chrismas 'ive long ago rose
up before her eyes. She could see
it all. 'The pretty drawing-room,
lighted only by the flickering fire, in
the roomy old house at Blackheath;
and Herbert Lindsay’s earnest face
as he asked her to be his wife. How
happy they were that evening and
how eager Herbert had been to ask

o Dr. Lyon’s consent, never dreaming

of refusal. They had sat side by
side hopefully planning for the fu-
ture and listening between whiles
for her father’s step. And when
ey heard him enter the house and
cross the hall to his study Herbert
had raised up at once, anxious to
ﬁet the interview over and return to
ﬁri

“Give me one kiss
Laurette,” he had said,
h'But she had laughingly refused

im.

“I will owe it to you,” she had
said, kissing her hand to him as
he turned to look at her as he left
the room.

And she had never
since,

The intery

before I go,

seen him

lew proved to be a long,
stormy one. Dr. Lyon
refusqd terbert’s offer in harsh, al-
most = insulti terms; and the
youn imln,uﬁwply wonnded and
mort%bd, had hastily left the house,
and shertly afteswards quitted the
country for Australia. But before

sailing he had written once to Lan-
rette.

“As your father sets such a high |

value ou money, and requires so
much,” he wrote, “I have resigned
my situation,
Australia to iacke wmy fortune. It
will be a long process, 1 fear; but

strong will and a stout heart ean
0 mueh, and I shall not want for
these if 1 om assured of your faith,
Laurette. Will you be true to me,
a8 1 shall ever be to you, even
though years may pass before you
hear me again, for I shall not
write unless I have good news to
send. Think well before you ans-

1

|

|

|

1

1

| try roads were like

snd am going out to |

| preased dow over his

| . “I waut some
wer, and do not promise unless you

can do so freely and with your
whole heart. It is no light thing
that I ask, and it may, and proba-
bly willy involve years of weary
waiting. If you have any doubt of
Your own feelings, of your own
strength, 1 beseech you tell me now.,
Remember, your promise once giv-

en, I shall believe in it illlpliﬂith'i

and on the strength of it build al
my tuture happiness.”

To this Laurette had answered |

simply, “I love you dearly, and as
long as I live I will be true to you.”

Two years later, on Christmas
Kve, Dr. Lyon died suddenly, His
daughter, in common with most per-
sons who knew him, had imagined
him to be a wealthy man ; but after

his death it was discovered that he |

had lived far beyond his means,and
when all claims were satisfied a pal-
try £20 a year was all that remain-
ed for Laurette.

It is a hard thing for any girl

brought up in ease and idleness to |
| be suddenly turned out of a luxu-
rious home and compelled to earn |
%’M best she may.— |
M

her own livin

Fortunately Miss Lyon was a girl

of sense and resolution, and she

had at once bravely faced the posi-
tion ; and though her heart ached
for her father’s loss and she keenly
felt the change of circumstances,
she had nevertheless calmly accept-
ed the inevitable and had taken,

| without ado, the first situation that

offered. Eight years to-night Dr.
Lyon died, and for eight years Lau-
rette had been working hard as a
daily or resident governess. Ten
years had rolled away since she and
Herbert parted, and all that time
no news of him had reached her.—
How she had thought and dreamed
of him and longed with heart-long-
ing for a letter! Bat no letter had
ever come; and year by year hope

slowly waned in her breast, and |

now it was well nigh dead. “Ishall
never see him again,” she thought.
“He is dead, 1 know, or he must
have had some good news to send
me all these long years.” She had
kept her faith to him inviolate, It
I8 an easy thing to be true toan ab-
sent lover if no lover at your side
tempts you to break your word.—
But Laurette’s faith had been tried
by temptation, and her quiet “no”
had been so decided that no aspirant
for her hand had ever ventured to
repeat his offer,

This visit at Bristol had quick-
ened many old recollections, and
her thoughts this Christmas Eve
were saddereven than usual. Wrap-
ped in her own reflections, she did
not notice how far she had proceed-
ed on her way to Stoke Bishop, or
how slowly the cab was progress-
ing.

As before stated, it was a bitter-
ly cold night. Rain had fallen in
the afternoon, and before the ground
had had time to dry the wind chang-
ed and it had begun to freeze and
was freezing still, and all the coun-
glass. In the
beaten Bristol thoroughfares and
along White Ladies’ road progress
was fairly easy ; but having climbed
the steep bit of hill at Redland and
gained the level of the down that
stretched between that and the
pretty village of Stoke it became
difficult for the horse to stand, and
when about half-way across the
down, to Laurette’s great surprise,
the cabman suddenly pulled uB,
and, getting down, opened the cab-
door,

“You must
roughly.

“Get out?” repeated Miss Lyon,
in astonishment. “Why, this is
not Stoke Bishop! We are not
more than half-way across the
down !”

“I know where 1 am well enough,
but I can’t take you o step further.,
My ’orse ean’t keep ’is feet, and I'm
not a-going to ’ave ’is knees broke,
and ’is neck, too, p’r’aps, for any-
body.”

“Do you mean to say that you in-
tend to leave me with my luggage
here, in the middle of the down 1”
asked Laurette, quietly, “And at
this time of the evening, too?”

“Where is it you want to go to 1”
he asked,

“To Tivoli—Mr.
plied Laurette,

“Biﬁht away down at the bottom
of Stoke Hill¥ No, miss, 1 ain’t a-
going to take you there, not if you
was to give me a five-pound note:
but 1711 tell you what I do,” with
an air of making a great concession
—“D’il drive you over to one of them
villas,” pointihg with his whip to
lights twinkling in the distance,
“and you can leave your box at one
of ’em and walk on.”

“But I do not know anyone living
there !” exclaimed Laurette, aghast
at the man’s impudence; “and 1
could not think of taking such a lib-
erty !”

“Well, please yourself; only you
must get out of my cab,” was the
rough answer, .

“1 shall do nothing of the kind,”
said Miss Lyon, decisively. “You
land;

get out,” he said,

Mansfield’s,” re.

will drive me back to
there I may be able to get another

cab—or at any rate a man to Carry
my box.”

“And supposing I don’t, miss,
what then ” with an ugly leer.

“Then you won’t be paid,” was the
Prompt answer. And Laurette
:00ked the rude driver steadily in
the face, although in her heart she
was getting afraid of him, and very
heartily wished herself safe in her

The man grumbled a good deal,
but finally climbed back to his seat
and turned his horse’s head toward
Redland. He had not gone very

| friend’s house.

| far, however, before he again pulled

up, and Miss Lyon heard him aceost
Some ome on the road. A man’s
voice answered, and Laurette, has-
tily letting down the window, heard
the driver rejoin:

“There’s a young woman inside
as wants a hescort down to Stoke.
P'raps youw'll oblige ’er 1”

The insolence of the man’s tone
was more than Laurette could brook.
She sprang out of the cab and ad-
dressed herself to a tall man, with
his coat-collar turned up and ‘Iil hat

eyes, who stood

one to box
to Mr. Mansfield’s, uﬁ:{ she

on the path,

o
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said, in a clear tone. “If you can
do so I shall be glad to pay you
what you think proper. This cab-
man can’t or won’t drive me over
there.”

Her vail was thrown back and
the light of a neighboring lamp
showed to the stranger a pale, fine-
ly-cut face and a pair of flashing
gray eyes. She was too flurried and
angry to notice his appearance.

Without a word he turned to the
driver. “Give me the trunk,” he
said, in a deep, gruff voice.

“Trunk, indeed,” returned the
other with a sneer; “’tis but a light
bit of a box.,”

“I have a heavy hand,” returned
the stranger in the same deep
voice. “Do you want to feel the
weight of it ¥

The man looked up, startled.

“I want my fare,” he said, in a
more ¢ivil tone,

Laurette paid him and then, with
her new companion, turned her face
towards Stoke.

They walked on in silence. The
lady was greatly relieved to escape
from the insolent cabman, and felt
grateful to the stranger for his op-

| portune arrival and readiness to

| the shac

-

oblige her; and, taking Lim to bea
respectable artisan, or something of
that kind, began presently to talk
to him. He, however, did not ap-
pear to be disposed to converse, and
replied so briefly to her remarks
that the conversation soon ceased
altogether; and when he did speak
his voice was so gruff and deey that
it sounded unnatural, and the idea
occurred to Laurette that it must be
assumed.

The idea was not a pleasant one.
What could be the meaning of it!?
She noticed, also, that he kept look-
ing at her continually. She never
lifted her eyes withont encounter-
ing his gleaming at her from under

lgnw of his hat. Brave though
she was, she grew nervous and un-
comfortable. She knew absolutely
nothing of this man, and his man-
ner was suspicious. Had she only
been freed from an impudent driver
to fall into the hands of a thief or a

| murderer?
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It was between seven and eight
o’clock, and very dark. At that
hour, on such a bitter night, the
road they were pursuing was prac-
tically as though there were not a
house within a mile of it.

What was there to hinder this
fellow from knocking her down with
one blow of his strong arm, robbing
her at his leisure ang then walking
off with her box and other property
and leaving her there to perish in
the cold? If it came to blows she
would struggle hard,she was resoly-
ed ere she would submit to be rob-
bed of her valuables. But what if
he were to slip behind her and in
some sudden, treacherous manner
deprive her of all power of resis-
tance! She shivered at the thought,
and stepped out into the center of
the road ; and when her companion
followed her example, and placed
himself again at her side, she al.
most screamed aloud with terror.

He saw her start,

“Is there anything the matter?”
he asked, and his manner was so
kind that she began to be ashamed
of her fears.

Ten minutes more brought them
to the foot of the hill, and examin-
ing the names on the gate-posts by
the aid of a few flaming fuses, they
quickly found themselves, to her
great relief, in the well-lit hall of
the house timy sought.

The man put down the box, and
the neat housemaid went to inform
her young mistress of Miss Lyon’s

arrival,

“I am much obliged to you,” said
Laurette, drawing out her purse.—
“How much do I owe you And
looking at her companion she notic-
ed, for the first time, and with dis-
may, that he looked much more like
a gentleman than an artisan.

“You owe me a kiss, madam,” he
a:mwemd in a different and natural

ne.

“Sir!” she ejaculated, in utter
surprise, though now his voice
sounded strangely familiar.

“Have you forgotten the kiss you

romised me ten years o to-night,
urette 1” and he aside his
hat and stepped toward her.

“Herbert! Oh! Herbert !”

And Mrs. Mansfield, coming into
the hall a moment later, stood still
in mute astonishment to behold
Laurette—grave, fastidious Lau.
rette—clas close in the arms of
a tall, fine-looking man.

“Waelll” she exclaimed, at length.

At the sound of her voice Lau-
rette released herself, and turned
an April face, all tears and 8miles,
toward her Mend.

“You have heard me speak of
Herbert Lindsay? He has come
home at last—at last!” and she
leaned her head on hisarm and sob-
bed outright.

¥wo hours later Herbert and Lau-
rette sat therin Mrs. Mansfield’s
cosey little drawing-room. Miss
Lyon, looking so young and retty
in her new-found happiness that in
Herbert’s eyes she seemed the very
Laurette of ten years ago, sat in a
low chair I:{v the fire, with a screen
in her hand and her face turned to-
ward her lover.

“And so you were unfortunate the
first five years 1” she said.

“Yes, so unfortunate and r
that sometimes I hardly knew m
or when I should get my next meal.
When things were steadily improv-
ing with me for rather more than a
year, I wrote to you, but received
no answer, I wait«i a few months,
and then wrote again, with the same
result. Then I waited six month
and wrote for the third time, an
after awhile my own letter was re-
turned to me with the single word

‘Gone’ on 1t. You may imagine how
disappointed I was. I made in-

u res you of all those
ﬂkely to boM.::galnted with your
movements,but all that I could learn

dead and

y left the neighborhood.

So I thought the best thing I could
do was to work harder than ever,
and return to England at the ear-
liest possible moment and search for

mnd’thuk Heaven! I have
you.
“And how strangely it came a-
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bout,” said Laurette, smiling. “Do
you know I thought you were going
to murder me at one time? and to
his amusement, she told him of the
fears that had possessed her.

“I am so glad now that I came to
Bristol,” returned Herbert, “I was
knocking about in London, putting
all kinds of machinery in motion
with the object of finding you—
which, by the way, I must stop now,

when I came across an Australian |

friend, who with his wife returned
to England two yearsago. He told
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The best trade-mark —$
The fuel of the future— Brimstone

Clubs are to their members meet
and drink.

One touch of humor makes the
whole world grin,

Lotta heartily desires to rest.—
She always was loaf sugar.,

Boston girls are sighing for an in-

me he had bought a house at Stoke | tellectual looking method of bang-

Bishop and invited me to spend
Christmas with them. A lonely old
bachelor, staying at an hotel, I was
only too glad to accept his invita-
tion. Arrived at Redland, I found
there was no cab to be had on ac-
count of the slippery state of the
roads, and so left my portmanteaun
at the ‘Black Boy, intending to ask
my friend to send his gardner for it.
And glad I am that I did so, or I
should never have met with this
happy Christmas Adventure.*

On Christmas morning Herbert
Lindsay found out his friend’s house,
and explained the cause of his non-
?ppeamnce on the previous even-

ng.

A month later there was a quiet
wedding at Stoke Chuch, and after
a few hap
nent Mr.and Mrs. Lindsay sailed for
Australia. In due course Herbert
showed to his dear wife with infinite
pleasure the comfortable, even lux-
urious home that he had worked so
Lnng and so hard to prepare for

er.

A — e

_.-.l.-.__,_..' * *———-—--

® AN EZLEOTION.

Shortly before noon on eleetion
day achap whose boot-heels showed

—

py weeks on the Conti- |

ing hair.,
The Indian wears moccasins and

has no cats, 80 he is just as well off
without a boot-jack.

After all there is something hu-
man about the dead beat. He will

stand by you as long a8 you have a
cent.

Henry VIIL never worried mueh
about ‘i)opping the question. He
married first and axed his wife af-
terward,

As Mrs. Hayes entered the Meth-
odist Church Fair in Philadelphia
the band struck up “Hail to the
Chief.’

Joseph Abair, of Winooski, Ver-
mont, is the father of a boy six years

old that weighs one hundred and
five pounds.

§ fThe man whom you kant get to
write poetry or tell the truth, until yu
get him half drunk, ain’t worth the
investment.

Sapphires are being picked nl: by
the handful in Siam. Somem
Ananias has started up that Sap-
phiran story.
Friend—“Look here, Tom

had enough.” Ti "you
such thing. Of’en m'm

ouv’e
—No
much ;

four kindsof clay and a streak of|never had enough.”

plank-road soil besides, and whose
general make-up was as fierce as
that of any Texas Jack on the prai-
rie, appeared at the upper precinet
of the Eleventh ward, Detroit.—
SBome folks thought he was a candi-
date, but he wasn’t. Others thought
he voted in that ward, but he didn’t.

“l come in to see the fun and hike
enough auare off to a few myself,”
he replied to those offering him
tickets, and he took a seat on a fence
and waited to hear some one call
;iome one else a liar and a row to be-

n.

Nothing transpired, however, to
distarb the general peace and har-
mony, and after about half an hour
the young man got down off his
perch and said to a citizen:

“What in blazes do you call this,
anyhow 1”

“It is an election,” was the re ly.

“Mighty thin this for an election.

Why, out in my town we only poll

120 votes, but we are all day doing
it, and we average one knock-down
for every five ballots put through
the window! I'm just dying to see
& row, but you are all skimmed milk
folks around here.”

The good citizen didn’t want the
stranger to carry home a bad im-

ression of Detroit, and after look-
ng around a bit he said:

“Down around the corner is a sa-
loon. I shouldw’t wonder if yow'd
find some of the boys in there. if
you wan’t to ’rouse any of them just
smash their hats over their ears and
tell 'em you're a wild cat from the
openings.”

“Good 'nuff—wild cat—hanged if
I don’t!” chuckled the young man,
and away he daneced.

In about twenty minutes a boy
came running for an officer and said
that a man had been killed. Jam-
med intoa barrel head first, was
the wild cat from the interior, and
the man who jammed him sat on the
saloon steps singing “My Grand-
father’s Clock,” squinting up and
down for a lost overcoat %utton.-
When the wild cat was pulled out
of his retreat his overcoat was split
in two, his shirt nearly torn off, and
his nose and eyes had a buicher
shop look.

“What’s all this!” demanded thé
officer as he tendered the loan of a
handkerchief,

I“Bin licked !” was the humble re-

y.
v “Who by

“I dunno, I didn’t get to see mor'n
half of him.”

“Aren’t you the chap who was
blowing around up at the pollsabout
the fun at your town meetings 1”

III m;ﬂ

“And what do you think now ?”

“I think your darned old town is
one trick ahead of us,” replied the
young man, as he pulled some
to wige his nose. This is the first
time I ever saw a man barreled up
for market after being licked! I'm
ready to go home now as soon as I
find my hat!”

A NIOE DIFFERENCE.—Peter
Stephen Duponcean, who came from
France to this countrwas private
secretary to Baron Steuben, was
admitted to the bar in the year 1835,
His acquaintance with the lan-
guaﬁeu of Continental Europe secur-
éd him a large practice, which did
not prevent his paying much atten-
tion to the learned societies o ch
he was a prominent member,

A young man called on him for
advice, and began his story thus:
“Mr, Ibuponmu, my father died
and made a will.”

“Is it ble 1” said Mr. Dupon-
cean. “I never heard of such a
thing!” .

“1 thought it happened every
day,” said the client.

“.’l'hla is the first case of the kind
that I ever heard of,” said Mr. Du-
ponceau.

“Well,” said the young man, “if
there hflkal to be any trouble a-
bout it I had better give you a fee,”
which he did.

“Ob,” said Mr, Duponcean, “now
I think I know what you mean. You

our father made a will,

o8, that must be it.
bo ith

ily

Says Progress, “Nothing so quick-
dries a woman’s tears as a »
But how is a fellow to guard against
giving an overdose.

The tramp is the only observer of
the fourth commandment. He never

works upon the Sabbath day—or
upon week days either.

A big trade in toys is anticipated
at Christmas time, and s tive
children are urging their parents to
go long on the market.

It is difficult to understand 'Eff
a wife never asks her husband

the doors are all locked” until after
he is snugly covered up, -

It is a happy provision of nature
that people do not know when they
lose their senses and fools do not
miss the absence of brains.

The reason there isa resemblance
between a soldier and a goat
that one man’s the ramparts, an
the other rams the man’s parts.

Why was Goliah very much sur-
prised when David llunﬁ:o stone
at him? Because such a g never
entered his head before.

A Georgia woman has read the
Bible through this year while churn-
ing. Her butter ought to be a whey
ahead of all other orthodox butters.

“Do you keep any Ham 041 -
ing? asks a M miss. “Not
wamwlllﬁ”wuthowt of
the clerk. He kept some 5

Mrs. Partington, s
rapid mam:or t;l]l’ 'l:cilchth:: ltm
were perpetrated, sa 0
required l::m seconds to fight a dl::{

A Springfield.Mass.man has named
his four four boys Ara, Ira and
Ora, and they are “all alive and
mischievous as if nothing had hap-
pened.”

An Albany genius calls a new
suspender which has been Eshnhd,
“The Conscience Suspender.” It
owes its name to its extreme elas-
ticity.

An Irishman who had on a
ragged coat was asked of what
it was made, Idon’t know
1 think the most of it is made of
fresh air.”

The foolish virgin on the train
sitteth demure and q her
seat, but the wise one fi with
the conductor and passett’ of
charge.

The London press is chiefly devo-
ting its
stupendous lies of the political influ-
ence and former wealth of Victoria
Woodhull in Ameriea.

“In pursuing my theme, I should
like to cover more d-r «
shoes Jlarge enough for your

and yow’ll do it,” was the impuden
suggestion from the crowd.

of the

ET0S8 | When a paragra gets
something too mpuf::' g

fanny column, he gives it
erary editor, who puts it in a
umn headed “Pearls of Thought.

It destroys half the pleasure of a
summer ro{ort to hear a m
soup at the dinner
last few ns o
sucked out of a bath tub by
waste pipe.

A lady on horseback bears
the same relation to
does her hat to her

on to one
head, both threaten

horse and

fall off on the slightest provocation.

There never was nor ever will
a chance to get square with the
spherical

world, on account of its
shape.




