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THE DYING YEAR,.

My door stunds open wide tonighs

! In token of a parting guest,

Who twelve months since, with kegn delighs$,
i 1 welcomed to my homely nest,

He stands there now, wan, wasted, old,
. His race quite run, his mission o’er, |
'And when the midnight hour is tolled, ¥
’}}'ﬂ part, to meet on earth no more,

“"He came to me in merry guise,
' With hopes and promises not iew.
Ah, who could look within those eyes
.i And deem that they were all untrue!

~Bot expectations all have fled,

1; The promises are broken, too,

The hopes lie withered, crushed and dead—
| Not one of all but proved untrue.

‘And there he stands, decrepit, wan,

~ Who came to me n merry elf,

A few sands more he will be gone,
And with him gone part of myself.

~ So come and go the passing years
~ That bear us to the silent sea,
Bat bright with smiles or dim with tears,
They come in love, dear Lord, from thee.
—Christian Work.

ANEWYEAR ROMANCE

‘“You may talk as much as you
please,’’ said Muriel Vane, nodding her
I‘curly head, ‘‘but I'm going to receive
‘company in the parlor on New Year's

]

day. Why shouldn’t I? Every other girl
'does.”’

- ““Tt’s a sinful, wicked waste of time,”’
'said Mrs. Vane, ‘*when the quilting is
8o behindhand and there’s such a deal
of sewing to be done.’’

. ““‘But life isn’t all for work,’’ plead-
ed Muriel. ‘‘And Mr. Clifton is coming
‘all the way from the city in his sleigh
'to see me. Oh, mother, please let me
‘have a loaf of homemade cake and some
red apples and real cream for the coffee!
' Just for this once! It’s only one day
lin the year. Do, mother!”’

“Stuff and nonsense!’”’ said Mrs.
'Vane, who was one of those aggravating
'women who make up their minds on
the least possible grounds and then
pride themselves on adhering to their
word. ‘‘I’ve said no, and I mean no.
‘When I was a young girl I wasn’t set-
ting my cap at ev ery fellow that came
along. *’

| “Mother,”’ cried Muriel, in an agony
of wounded pride, ‘‘do you mean to say
that I do such a thing?’’

| ““You think a deal too much of the
‘beaus anyway,’’ said old Mrs. Vane,
iscrewing up her thin lips. ‘““And I'm
going to break up that sort of thing.
iSee if I don’t!”’

It was with difficulty that Muriel
'Vane, naturally a high tempered girl,
checked the indignant retort that rose
t0 her lips. Surely, surely, it was not
[nght that she, a girl of 18, who was
earning her own living by teaching in

,the district school, should be treated
'like a child of 8; that her tyrannical
'old mother should . place no confidence
iwhatever in ber sense of right and deli-
cacy. Up to this time she had rendered
‘the tribute of an unwilling obedience
'to Mrs., Vane’s behests, and now she
felt that { ¢ moment for just rebellion
‘had come. She felt that she could not
live any longer in this cramped, nig-
gardly sort of way, with the very lumps
-~ of sugar for her tea meted out to her,
one by one, and the pippin apples for
‘her lunch dealt sparingly forth, as if
each one were molded in gold. Mrs.
Vane took her lamp away at 9 o’clock
gvery night. She dictated to poor Mu-
riel as {0 the very color of her dresses
.,md the number of yards which she
mlght purchase for them;-in fact, the
girl scarcely dared to think for herself.

H'ﬂ

Could she live thus alw &5’8? she asked |

Was it right that she should?

‘““At all events, mother,’’ said Mu-
riel, speaking in a low, determined
tone, ‘I shall receive my friends on
New Year’'s day! It is my privilege,
and I elaim it!”’

“Humph !’ was the contemptuous re-
joinder, but there was a world of mean-
ing in it.

herself.

So Muriel retrimmed her one black |

silk dress and bought anew ribbon sash
and baked a great, golden New Year’s
‘cake filled with plums and studded all
through with translucent bars of citron
and herself bargained with the grocer
for two pounds of real Java coffee with
as little adulteration of Rio, Maracaibo

. S E———

- Aunt Dora.
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cadly.

and chicory as he counld bring himself | _
lapping the foot of the tower and the |

to concoct.

‘1 can use the china that my grand-
mother Vane left me in her will,”
tlmugllr Muriel., ‘‘That, at least, 1is
mine, although mother would never al-
Jow me to vnpack it!"

she was busy decorating the walls of |
‘the little parlor with laurel ]em"es and
Jlong, dark green trails of prince’s pm@
on New Year's eve,
.came into the room.

‘““Muriel,”’ said she, ‘1 want to send
gome dressed chickens and a peck of |
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when her mother |

‘thoge golden pippins to your Aunt Dora |

at the lighthouse.

Jenkins’ boy is ready |

with the boat, but he’s such a limb that |
‘T don’t, for the life of me, dare to trust |

him with the apples and the bag of

‘hickory nuts.

l
|
1
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Aunt Dora for the pattern of the new |
- of the deep.

bedanilt—the
you know.’’
“Very well, mother,
the old subimnissive way.
rather late?”’
““Pshaw !’ said Mrs. Vane.
the sun is an hour high vet.

‘Philadelphia pavement,’

‘““Why,

8pry with the cars.”’
Aunt Dora. Mrs. Vane's only sister,

tall, mascaline and hard featured. She
had always taken the entire charge of
White Reefs lighthouse, even although
the official appointment was conferred
upon her husband, and when one day
that public servant departed this life,
things went on precisely the same. Mu-

riel was not fond of her Aunt Dora, and |

‘her Aunt Dora regarded her as a ‘‘poor,

~ chicken hearted creature—Vane all
over.’’ But Muriel did feel sorry for the
‘lonely old woman, and she thought that
~gven a pair of fowls and a few apples—
‘this unwonted manifestation of sisterly
feeling—were worth carrying to White
iReefs.

You'll be | W¢ :
back long before dark if Jenkins’ boy is | With a cry of joy.
- bhand to her,

was a worthy scion of the family tree— = 1nearer.

J
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7 said Muriel in | herseif.

“But isn’t it |

wadded cloak and little fur edged hood,
and to draw on the scarlet woolen mit-
tens, which she herself had knitted dur-
ing those long, dreary winter evenings
when she and her mother sat in silence
opposite each other, for Mrs. Vane never
invited any company, and gave her
neighborg but scant welcome when they
came of their own accord.

“Jenkins’ boy”’ was ready with the
boat, a small, ferret eyed youngster,
with an intensely freckled face and a
furtive, sidewise glance, which Muriel
always distrusted; and as they glided
out over the water, already dyed with
the orange reflection of sunset, in the
direction of White Reefs lighthouse,
Muriel leaned her chin in her hands
and thought of I7». Clifton.

What would her mother say if she
knew it all—that Paul Clifton loved her
—that he was coming to ask for her at
the maternal hands the very next day.

““It will be of no use,’’ she thought
‘““Mother will say no. She de-
sires me to marry Squire Sedley, who
is bald and deaf and twice my age, and
who only wants me because his house-
keeper has struck for higher wages and
he thinks a wife would be befter econo-
my. But we can wait, Paunl and I. We
will wait.”’

And then they ran up alongside the
tall, spectral cylinder of the lighthouse,
for the tide was high and landing was
comparatively easy, and Muriel sprang
lightly out of the boat, looking wup at
the fiery eye in the lantern above.

‘““Give me the bag and the baskef,
Tommy,’’ said she. ‘‘Steady with the
boat now ! I'l]l be back in one minute. "’

So the orange glow had burned down
into a deep red radiance, and the dusk
shadows off the New Year’s eve were
creeping over all the glassy surface of
the sea.

Aunt Dora was at home. In fact,
Aunt Dora never was anywhere else.
Her own society, little as other people
cared for it, was all sufficient for her-
self.

““Oh, it’s you, 1s it?’’ said Aunt Dora,
as unconcerned as if she lived on dry
land and was in the habit of seeing
company cvery hour in the day. She
was darning stockings by her own espe-
cial little lamp, and the teapot already
simmered on the hob for her tea. ‘‘Any-
thing the matter? Because I couldn’t

-leave the light if it was ever so’’—

19

said
““I have brought you a note
from my mother. Something about the
pattern of a bedquilt, I believe. And
some chickens and apples and a bag of
fresh hickory nuts.”’

Aunt Dora read the note once, twice,
three times over. 7Then she regarded
Muriel in a sinister fashion from under
her thick, black brows, while the girl
played unconsciously with the cat.

“Humph!’”’ said she. ‘‘Yes, I'll go
and get the pattern!’’

She was gone some time—half an
hour, at least, as it seemed to Muriel,
and when she came back, the girl start-
ed up.

‘“It is nearly dark,’’ she said.
must make haste home.”’ |

‘““Well you needn’t be in such a flur-
ry’’ .said Aunt Dora, with a grim
chuckle. “‘I'vesent the pattern by Tom-
my Jenkins. He’s half way to shore by
this time.”’

Muriel uttered a little shriek.

“*And how am I to get home?”
eried.

“You ain’t to get home at all,’’ said
Aunt Dora. ‘‘You'’re to stay and spend
the New Year with me. That’s what
yvour mother said in her note.”’

“But I shallnot!”’ exclaimed Muriel,
stamping her foot vehemently. ‘‘I must
ao home! Texpect company tomorrow. *’

““Sit down and be casy—do!’’ gaid
“Must js for the king. I’d
like to kncw how on earth you're to get
home, with only one boat at the steps,
and that padlocked tight, with the key
snng at the bottom of my pocket!”’

And Aunt Dora launghed a bard, dis-
sonant laugh thar was like the croak of
a raveu.

For a moment Muriel gazed wildly
around like a newly caged bird, then
she burst into tears and sobs.

“It 18 all a stratagem of mother’s!”
she ecried, wringing her hands. ‘‘l
might have known it! I might have
known it!”’

And that night at the White Reefs
lighthouse, with the melancholy

‘“No, nothing is the matter,
Muriel.

she

wind whistling around the steady glow
of the beacon, was the dreariest that
Muriel ever spent in her life.

“You ain’t good company tonight,’’
said Aunt Dora, glancing at her niece
ever and anon between the stitches of
her darning.

‘‘Because you have deceived mel”’
- cried Muriel. ‘“You and mother!”’

“Humph!"’ said Aunt Dora. ‘‘It’s all

GII!

sea |
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And here I a am, my sweetheart! Will

you come with me?’’
“Of course 1 will,”

springing lightly into the boat.

where?’’

said Muriel,
“But

‘“To be married,’’ said Mr. Paul Clif- |

ton. “‘It is high time that this system
of tyranny was broken up. My little
Muriel must be mine and mine alone

henceforward. Do you not agree with |

me?:’’
And Muriel answered :
C¥es: Y
Aunt Dora got to the window just in
time to shriek an ineffectual summons
to the pair in the fast receding boat.
‘“It’s no use,’’
ing a long breath.

e

said Aunt Dora, draw- |
“When a girl is in |

love, she is neither to hold nor to bind. |

I’ve done the best I could.
can’t blame me!’’

Two hours later Muriel walked into
the old brown roofed bouse on the shore,
leaning on Paul Clifton’s arm.

‘“ Mother,’’ said she to the amazed
Mrs. Vane, who fully believed that she

was ‘‘dreeing her weird’’ in the solitary

lighthouse tower, ‘I am married! And
this is my husband. Will you forgive
us, please? For I am so very, very hap-
py today that I do not want a living
soul to be at variance with me!’’

And so Muriel signed her declaration
of independence, and became Paul Clif-
ton’s wife upon this glorious sunshiny
New Year’s day. And Mrs. Vane and
Aunt Dora were compelled to confess
themselves outwitted and to accept
their defeat with as good grace as pos-
gible.

‘‘Fate is fate,”’
ly.

““And I wash my bands of the whole
concern,’’ said Mrs. Vane.

But Paul and Muriel were serenely
happy. And what mattered aught else?
—New York Ledger.

said Aunt Dora grim-

Begging Bread and Cheese.

Scotch children of the poorer class in
small towns still beg on New Year’s
eve from door to door at the houses of
wealthier families for a dole of oat
bread, calling out ‘‘Hogamanay’’ or
some of the local rhymes which are giv-

en in Chambex_s’ ‘‘ Popular Rhymes of

* such as:

Hogamanay,
Trollolay,
(zive us of your white bread
And none of your gray!
They also beg for cheese, which they
call ‘‘nog-money,’’ and Brand’s ‘‘Popu-
lar Antiquities’” gives this begging
rhyme used by Scoteh children:

Get up, gude wife, and binno sweir;

Deal cakes and cheese while ye are here,

For the time will come when yve’ll be dead

And neither need your cheese nor bread.

As the children on these forays are
swathed in great sheets formed into a
deep bag or pouch to carry the oatcake
they form guite a mumming and fan-
tastic appearance on the by streets and
lanes. —Independent.

New Year’'s In 1790.

New Year’s day, 1790, was one of
special interest to those who delight in
tracing facts concerning this method of
celebration. President Wasbington,:then
in the first year of his first term, lived
at the Franklin House, in Cherry street,
New York. |

The city was then a little Dutch town
of cobblestones and gardens, containing

Scotland,’

.

- about 1,400 houses and 20,000 people, |
most of whom were tradesmen and me- |

chanics of very limited means.

Mehitable

' without weakening

l

' worms from our child. N rs

The president had lived among them

several months, but most of them had

held aloot through the awe inspired by |

hig great character and his high office.

But on this New Year’s day a great num- |
ber of them put on their best cocked hats, |

their Sunday wigs and all their best

i

clothes and called upon the president,— |

Philadelphia Times.

e

Some Good and Bad Omens.

To meet a red haired person on first |
getting up indicates a dull day in busi- |

nezs, and if such a one cross your door

on New Year's day you will have an |

unlucky year. While making a trade, if

|
1
|
fr
|
|
|

|

a cross eyed person looks at you, it in-

able. To hear a cricket chirp is good
luck, and it is always a welcome sound
under the hearthstone of the farmer’s
house. — Exchange.

== o —

- dicates that the bargain will be unprofit-

]

|

As the sun completes his annual rev-
oiution through the heavens by touching |
the southern solstice, and then com-

mences his return to northern latitudes,

man 1s compelled to recognize a new |
epoch 1n his own career and is reminded |

to pause a moment for earnest reflection |

in order to gather wisdom from vanish-

for your own good. You’ll thank us one |

of these days. Girls oughtn’t to have
. their own way.”’

But Muriel only wept on and refused
to be comforted.

sShe went down to the foot of the

tower, the next day, and sat there, her

I want you to go and ask | cloak umpped about her shoulders, list-

lessly gazing out on the sparkling floor

‘“Is that a boat coming?’’
““With one man 1n it?
coming here, I wonder?”’

Nearer and nearer came the boat,
rocking lightly on the surface of the
waves, and presently Muriel started up,

‘“A happy New Year, sweet Muriel!”’
he called cout, as the boat touched the
stone steps. ‘‘Iam the enchanted knight
come to rescue you from the prison tow-

!T!

o N

“How did you kuow I was

as he came ever nearer and |

here?’’ |
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ed months and to forecast the signs of
the future.—Christian Work.

o

Japan’s Common Birthday.

The first of the year is really a sort of
double festival in Japan, for the Japa-
nese, like the Chinese, reckon their age
from that date. A child born 24 hours
before New Year’s day is called 1 year
old on that day, so that it is the birth-
day of all the Japanese people.—New

" York Advertiger.
she asked | R
Is it

Love and Charity.
If you can make love and charity in

| your heart chord with the last song the

choir sings New Year’s day, you can

' make up your mind that you are a pretty
| | good man after all.—Kearney Journal.
For it was Paul Clifton waving his |

said Muriel, with sparkling eyes and

volvety cheeks dyed with crimson.
““Your mother was entirely noncom-

mittal,’’ said Clifton gayly. ‘‘I could

learn nothing whatsoever from her ex-

cept that youn were well and were not |

receiving company. But I was fortunate
enough to meet Tommy Jenkins, who,
for the consideration of a silver quarter,

SQ Ehe Iﬂade llaﬁtﬁ to don her ? igﬂﬁﬂ]iniﬁnﬂly tul‘HEﬂ Htate’ﬁ E‘ﬂdﬂlﬂt |

|

|

A Song of the Season.

I love no rost but a nut browne toste
And a crab layde in the fyre;

A little bread shall do me stead—
Much breade I not desyre.

No froste nor snow, no winde, I trowe,
Can hurt mee if I wolde.

I am so wrapt and throwly lapt

Of jolly good ale and olde.

Baek and syde go bare, go bare;
Both foote and hand, go colde;

Cleveland’s
Popular

Rev. A N CRFIFT D D.

Cleveland, O.

Pastor

writes Dr. Fenner :
Blood and Liver Remedy

Tonic and find it the best remedy for

and Nerve

a deranged state of the stomach,

liver and bowels of any that 1

ever used.”’
Blood and Liver

Dr. Fenner’s=emeay NeverFails.

Nerve Tonic

2 3s a Sarsaparilla-Mandvalke-FPrince s
Pine Allerative, Nevve Tonic and
Reslorative Compound.

GERTAIN AS THE LAW OF GRAVITATION.

Physics from blood, liver and tissues
‘all worn-out partlcles and impurities,

but strengthening

instead, and Restores the Nerves.

Cures’ Headaches, Dyspepsia, -
tian. Bad Breath, Skin e ST aiRe

Dizziness, Scrofula, General Debility, etc.
Satisfaction Guaranteed. Sample free.

gﬁtggg{tgeep your child’s stomach and bow-

The best
Dr, Fenner’s Soathmg Syrup.

' Alla ys irritation and gives refrashing sleep. |
“Brought 150 |

l)r' Fenner's Worm S

herich.Elida 0."
Dr.Fenner’sFAMILY(S
Best for skin erupt lf;:n%ltfl;{i}feeﬂ:f Igggérémggt%
mmmmmmmmm
BEFURE could get relief®
from a most horri- y

ble blood disease, 1%

had spent hundreds ¥

of dollars TRYING various remedies 5
and physicians, none of which did me ¥
any good. Mv finger nails came off, .

® and my hair came out, leaving me

- perfectly bald. I then went to g

Ho ping to be cured by this celebrated

treatment but very soon became ¥
dlsgusted and decided to TRY &

. The effect was®
truly wonderful. | #

: commenced to re- ¥
cover after taking #

W the ﬁrst bottle, and by the time | had &
g taken twelve boitles 1 was entirely cured— 5

g cured by S. S, S. when the world-rénowned &

- Hnt Springs had failed. y

- WM. S. LOOMIS, Shreveport, La.
Our Book on the Disease and its Treatment

mailed free to any address.
SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., Atlanta, Ga.

Twice the Price

Would not buy a Dbetter set of
teeth than we make for $3.o¢
A smaller price would maki
perfection impossible.

Sizes, shapes and shades for

all ages, features and com-
-plemon‘; but only one quality
—the best.

Extracting, 25¢c. With Zono or gas,
60c. Cleaning, 76¢c. Silver fillings, 75c.
Platina, $1.00. Gold, according to size.
Solid gold Crowns, $7.50.

$8.00 VERY BEST TEETH  $8.00

Sole owners of ZONO, for painless extract-
ing without sleep or danger.

U.S. DENTAL ASSOCIATION,

1 NORTH CHARLES STREET,
BALTIMORE.

Was_'angton Office, cor, 7th and D Sts.. N, W.

Scientific Americad

CAVEATS,
TRADE MARKS,
DESICN PATENTS,

COPYRICHTS, etc.

¥or information and free Handbook write to
MUNN & CO., 561 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.

- Oldest bureau fﬂr gecuring patents in America.

e — -
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Every patent taken cut by us is brought before
the public by a notice given free of Lhmga in the

Seendific dmevican

Larirest circunlation of any sc iﬂ'ﬂtlﬂt‘ paper in the

word. Splendidly illustrated., No intelli Ilt
man should he¢ without it. Weekly, 5?
vear: 81.50 six months, Addre 83, MUNN Lou

PUBLISHERS, 361 Broadway, New York City.

S/ st

7t _
TR e
Penniaushiap BU -‘1\11 hh Iili"lll\’illlui
*l;ld m.‘lll ‘[hi ’ (:ﬁ‘]‘l‘}*t" h? Instruction.
- Commercial 1710 Chestnut S, Situations

. Branches,
" The maximum of knowledge at the minimum of cost,

But belly God send thee good ale inoughe,

Whether it be new or olde.

With sober cheerfulness the grandam eyes

Her offspring round her, all in health and
peace,

And, thankful that she's spared to see this day

Return once more, breathes low a sacred
prayer

' That God would shed a hlesging on their heads.

Furmeshed.

+

Philadelphia.

Write for circulars. THEE. W. PALMS, PPrest.

OLD DOCTOR BROWN'S

-

Safe. Sure, Never Fall,

on the market. &
Sent sealed by mail. Price, $1.00 per box.

NATURE’'S OWN REMEDY COMPANY,
P. 0. Box 4'3('- l"hi"ﬂﬂ#lnhin. Pa.

HTTE WINE VINEGAR f sale
by E. IMPERS.

Evangelist

luclid Ave. MLE.Church,

have

iseases, Old Sores. |

with Dr. I'enner’s Sennatoria,
axative and cﬂrrective known. |

ENNYROYAL PILLS

They recommend
themselves. Have been in use over 50 years,

Refuse allimitations. The only pill uft.he kind |
Fend stamp for particulars, |

!
|
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Doesn’t cost muceh to Dress in good shape.
Of course you’ve got to pick the purchasing
place when you come to town, same as you
do your insurance company. Some are
reliable, some are not. You know we are.
Here’s a table of cost for one rig:

| Overcoat, . . $10.00, $7.50 or $ 6.50

Sack or (,utau ay bmt .00 or 7.50

Derby Hat, 1.50

Pair of Shoes, : 1.98

Half-dozen Collar& : .60

Half-dozen pairs Cuﬁs 90
| T'wo suits Underwear, 2.00
| Four pairs of Homerv .00
| One Scarf, .50
: Two Shlrts . 2.00
One pair Glm'es, 1.00

Total, $24 .98

“I have used your |

T'he cheapest tailor would want more than
that for the suit and overcoat alone.

e =

| - Catalogue Free. Send for Catalogue and order by mail, If
| in town check your parcels at our store—free—Glad
| to accommodate you.
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Oehm’s Acme Hall,

One-Price Clothiers and the Most Complefe
Qutfitters in America.

THREE STORES.
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CORNER BALTIMORE and CHARLES STREETS,

el .
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BEST MALUES, LOMWEST PRICES

DB N>
I. I G
) , I

SPECTACLES FITTED ON SCIENTIFIC PRINCIPALS.

FINE REPAIRING a Specialty. NEW WORK made
up at Shortest Notice. '

WILLIAMSON BROS,,

WATCHMAKERS, OPTICTANS, ENXGRAVERS.

Satisfaction guaranteed.

Cross Street, Chestertown, Maryland.
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TILGHMAN SHAFER,

AT THE OLD STAND, KENNEDYVILLE, MD.

] Up in Quality ! Down in Price!

Il [l

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY!

B NP NSNS

——WE KEEP FOR SALE THE—

Genume Oliver Chilled Plows and Castings !
AND ALL KINDS OF AGRICULTURAL IMPLEMENTS.

CARRIAGE HARNESS
OF ALL KINDS,
FARM WAGONS
AND DEARBORNNK.

DAYTONS,
SULKIES,

NO-TOP BUGGIES, CARRIAGE TOPS,
ROAD CARTS, CARRIAGE POLES,

GH ASS SEEDERS POWER FEED CUTTERS AND CRUSHERS,
POWER GRINDING MILLS, ROOT CUTTERS, CUCUMBER PUMPS

BARBED FENCE WIRE, BELTING OF A L

CARRIAGES,
BUGGILES,

KINDS.

& Also, Fire Insurance Agent.

TILGHMAN SHAFRFER,

KENNEDYVILLE, MARYLAND. -

N OV, S0, 1895.
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FEATHERBONE CORSETS AND WAISTS.

Recommended by
Ladies

who wear themt.

Correct Shapes.
Best Materials.
Latest Styles.
' Most Comfortable.

TRADE-MARK REGISTERED.

Dress=Makers say: ‘‘They are

the best fitting corset on the s
market.”  Merchants cheerfully
refund the money after 4 week’s

Call for

trial if not satisfactory.
them at the stores,

MARK.
F' E ATHERBONE CORSET CQ.

SOLL MANUFACTURERS,

KALAMAZOO MICHIGAN. :
FOR SALE BY

RUFUS - PARKS,

DEALER IN

“ Dry Goods, Notions and General Merchandise,

CHESTERTOWN, MARYLAND.
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