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The Hﬁfﬂiltﬁl'}i Divans;
* The height of divans and couches is
much less this season, in many cases
only being ten or twelve inches. Sup-
posedly the notlon is that, belng very

low and broad, it suggests repose.
That one may throw oneself down for
repose with greater ease when it is

close to the floor.

o
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Keoping the Coffee Pot Clean.

' Mo keep the inside of the coffee pot
perfestly clean is part of the secret of
having good coffee. Salt rubbed on
ithe inner surface when the coffee pot
is being washed will remove the coffee
and the egg adhering to it, but neces-
sarily great care must be exercised In
rinsing it out afterward. It is also a
good plan to fill the pot with water
and to add a bit of soap, then to let it
boil for an hour. s

S

To Clean Broadcloth.

1A bottle of ammonia, a small sponge
and a piece of dark flannel will clean
a broadcloth skirt as well as the best
cleaner if one takes time and pains.
The cloth should be wet only slightly,
broadcloth never  being  soaked
through. The proportions of ammonia
to water should be for black goods
one tablespoonful to a cup of water.
For light colored material it is better
to make a weaker solution, lest the
ammonia fade the color,

e

How to Wash Flannels.
Home-washed flannels are nice and

last longer when one knows how to do |

the washing. The chief points to be
remembered are that flannels must not
be put either into hot or cold water;
they must not be drled too quickly nor
yvet allowed to hang about a long time
wet, and to preserve the color and tex-
ture of the wool no alkalies should be
used. Take a quarter of a pound of
soap, shred it very finely and put it
into an enamelled saucepan; covel
with one pint of cold water, bring it
slowly to a boil, and when all the soap
ig dissolved it is ready for use. This
is sufficient to lather two or three gal-
lons of water.

If flannels are very dirty they re-
quire two washing waters, the tem-
perature of which should not be above
ninety degrees Fahrenheit. Pour some
of the dissolved soap into the warm
water, and by briskly moving the hand
about it make a nice lather. Put the
flannel into this lather and squeeze
and press it through the hands (but do
not rub it, as this hardens it), squeez-
ing it on the right side in the first
water and on the wrong side in the
second. White and light colored flan-
nels should be washed first and then
tle colored ones. After thoroughly
washing the flannels rinse them in
warm water, and if the water is hard
a teaspoonful of ammonia to every
four gallons of water will soften it and
make the flannels feel soft and nice.

Ammonia must not, however, be
used for colored flannels, for it will
draw out the dye; if the water is very
hard soften it with a very light lather
of soap, and a little salt can be added
to fix the color.

All flannels must be freed thorough-
ly from water before attempting to
dry them, not by wringing, but either

. by passing through a wringer several

times or by twisting them in a dry
towel.

slices of white or brown bread are
used, and then come consecutively a
thin slice of breast 'of a cold chicken
or turkey, a thin slice of a large cu-
cumber, a shaving of Dbologna sau-
sage, and, lastly, Swiss cheese and a
top of buttered bread. |

A Dixie Egg Dish—ut four hard-
boiled eggs into thin slices, place in a
baking dish with alternate layers of
grated cheese, sprinkle with a shake
or two of red pepper, a saltspoonful
of salt and a dash of nutmeg; sprinkle
the top with grated bread and dot
over with butter. Bake till a rich
brown.

Water Cress and Egg Salad—Boil
one egg, hard, for each person to beé
served. Dip each sprig of water cress
in dressing made of vinegar and oil.
Place on salad plates. Remove centre
of hard boiled eggs without breaking,
putting one in the centre of each plate.
Press whites through potato mashevr
and pile around yellows. Add one
teaspoon of dressing to each plate.

English Baked Mutton — Have the
blade removed from a shoulder of mut-
ton and fill the cavity with a stuffing
made with one and one-half cups of
dry bread crumbs, two tablespoonfuls
of butter, one tablespoonful of salt,
half as much pepper and one ¢gg. MiX
these thoroughly. Sew up the open-
ing, place the meat in a dripping pan
and put it in the oven. Sprinkle with
a teaspoonful and one-half of salt, one-
half teaspoconful pepper and a table-
spoonful of flour, When Dbrown add
one-half cupful of water. Baste every,
fifteen minutes, allowing twenty min-
utes to the pound for baking. Make
n brown gravy. Serve in gravy boat.

Illiteracy in Spain.

Spain has a population of 17,500,000,
of which number 11,000,0G0 cannot read
or write.

$1 Puf .Yoar

Wm. B. Usilten, Jr

| in trouble, in love, or both.
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IF LIVING 1S BUT WARFARE.

¥t living is but warfare, 2 fierce and vast
eampaign, :

Let’s be gogd soldiers in our day, the
kind that don’t eomplain;

The cheerful breed that on the march so

steady strides along :
And gathexs'vs 'round the bivowae of might

with heartening song;
That bears the brunt of battle as bravely
as may be, _ _
And cultivates & laughing eye, the bright-

er side to see;
For self-respect’s a steadfast mark to

ide your marehing by, .
And tﬁ wcrgld loves its goody soldiers, that
bear them straight and high.

If living is but warfare, let’s make it splen-
did war,

Till of some noble purpose tells eagh hon-
orable scar; -

And vanquishment shall only mean a wor-
thy deed deferred; . :

And vietory’s cry as that of right #rium-
phant shall be heard;

%o glorious that when the grand Te Deum
strains arise

God’s angels shall fif¢ up the ehant and
choir it through the skies,

And the trumpets of archangels shall
gsound the proud release ;

That signals to good soldiers God’s ulti-
mate of peace!

—Ripley D. Saunders, in St. Louis Republic.
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HE editor of the €lubland
Chronicle had had a busy
day. In the morning he had
dealt with—I use the expres-
sion advisedly—a huge pile of letter
from readers of the Clubland €hroni-
cle all over the world who were either
Dur-
ing the hour when he should have
lunched he had been interviewed by a
dowager with an imaginary grievance,
a dog trainer with a savage blood-
hound and a literary agent with a
gold in the head. Having disposed
of these vigitors and stayed the pangs
of hunger with a stick of plain choc-
olate—an effective if somewhat in-
advisable method of saving time—he
had spent an hour in scheming out
a brilliant number of the Clubland
Chronicle for the week after next,
drawn up a fetching advertisement
of that number for the daily papers,
passed helf a dozen pages for the
next issue, written three diplomatic
letters to as miany would-be centribu-
tors, cut down two articles in proof,
knocked off a dainty poem in place
of one that had net corme up to time
and dictated a smashing leader on the
iniquities of the fee syatem. |

There had been lyitg on the editor’s
table all day a stery in manuscript
that he very much wanted to rvead.
The story was from the pen of &
eertain young lady in whom this edi-
bor took a more than literary interest.
Let me hasten to add that he was only
thirty-two years of age and a bachelor.
The young lady was clever, and the
editor thought a good dead of that.
She was algso pretty, and he thought
more of that.

It says a good deal for Iris strength
of will and conscientiousnesg, there-
fore, that the manuseript had lain on
hig table all day long, unread. But he
had not been able to resist a hurried
glance over the little note that eame
with it.

“You told me (it said) to write of
things that I had experienced myself,
to talk Lhumanly of human subjects,
to appeal to the sympathy of the read-
er. I have tried to do that in this little
gtory. It is a fragment of my own
life. I know you won’t print it unless
you really believe it is good, but I
could not deny myself the consolation
of putting my thoughts on paper. It
is easier to write than to speak things
like this, and, to me far more satis-
fying.”

And yet the story had waited on the
table all day.

But when the office boy had brought

!

| .n a cup of hot liquid that the sub-

editor was pleased to call tea, the chief
of the Clublard Chronicle found his
table tolerably clear. He, therefore,
after his savage custom, filled and lit
a particulariy foul brier pipe, rested
his feet on a pile of patriotic litera-
ture sent in for review, gulped down
two mouthfuls of the sub-editor’s
brew, anathematized the sub-editor,
and began to read the story. :
The scene of the tale was laid in a
boardinghouse at Brighton, and here
the reader began to get interested, for
he happened to know that the writer
had just returned from a visit to
Brighton. It was not very carefully
written; several stops had been left
out—a fault that always annoyed the
editor of the Clubland Chronicle, and
he put them in mechanically with his
blue pencil. Sometimes the writer re-
peated herself quite needlessly; he

crossed out the offending word and |

substituted another. But when the
story began to unfold itself he forgot
to use his pencil. For the incident
was, ag the writer said in her letter,
a fragment of her own life, and
seemed likely to affect the life of the
Treader.

But it would have heen better called
an episode than a story. Ior it mere-
ly told of a girl who met a man, of the
love that sprang up in her breast for
the man; of the hopelessness, as it
seemed, of that love; of the subse-
quent meeting of the pair at the sea-
side; of the man’s sudden proposal; of
the girl’s genuine surprise and instinc-
tive refusal. Then the writer struck
a more passionate note. The man, it
would seem, had taken the girl at her
word, and had allowed her to leave
the place at the time she had intended
without again putting forward his
plea. And the girl, too proud to make
advancesg, had hoped o= for a little
and then had left the beardinghouse
and all that she loved in the world
forever,.

The theme was old enough, but the
editor found the tale an interesting
one. Ifor the girl loved a man in a
seaside boardinghouse. Now, he him-
self had been to the seaside, but he
had not met the girl there. Who, then,

was this other man?  What sort of a
creature wags he that took a woman’s
refusal for a final answer, that threw
away the happiness of two lives, may-
be, in a fit of pique? DBut that was ro |
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VERY STUPID EDITOR.

| and none twice.

affair of the editer’s. The wind that
had blown evil to this eouple at the
geaside might waft a little good to
him. For might it not be that the girl
would in time forget this other man;
that she would listen at last to his
own importunate pleadings; learn to
believe that the true love of an honest
man was a thing not to be lightly cast
away; that love breeds love, and that
there was far more joy in the years
atill to be lived than there had been
of sorrow in those that were gone?

The editor sat for some minutes
without moving, pondering over all
the chances that make o mar a man’s
life. True, he was sorry for the girl;
but none the less he was determined
to win her for himself if he could.
Suddenly he sprang to his feet. HIS
mind was made up. He would go to
her and tell her—

“Will you sign these now, sir?” It
was the office poy with a sheaf of
trpewritten letters awaiting signature.

“Yes; put them on the table.”

He sat down again, took up his pen,
glanced rapidly through each letter
and wrote his rame at the foot.

He had come to the last note, and
wa® about to deal with it in the same
half-mechanical manner when the ad-
dress at the bottom caught hig eye. It
wag a letter he had himself dictated
to the author of some mediocre verses.
The would-be poet had begged for the
favor of criticism, even if the verses
were not accepted, and the editor, in
his usually Xindly manner, had eom-
plied. Now he saw that the writer
had sent them from the address of a
boardinghouge in Brighton. Some-
thing of the subject of the verses
came back to his mind, and he qulckly
drew them out of the cnvelop.

They were written in a flowery
style, and some of the rhymes would
have disgraced a pill advertisement.
But the editor read them through with
rapt attention. And, as he read, the
lines in his face hardened and his
brow became furrowed. He turned
to the waiting office boy and bade
him take the other letterg to the post.
Thig one he would deal with himself.

Yes, but how to deal with it—that
was the trial. ‘For not only the ad-
dress, but the description of the scene,
of the heroine and the nature of the
subject enlarged upon—*"‘Love Scorned”
—Jleft him no room for doubt as to
the cruel trick that fate had played
him. It was evident that the verses
were by the girl's lover, written in
the first Fkitterness of his refusal

But why should they have been sent
to a paper, and why to his paper?
mhat was clear also. The girl would
have had the Clubland Chronicle at
the boardinghouse—indeed, the editor
himself had gent it to her there each
week.  And the lover, knowing she
read the paper, doubtless hoped to
reach her in this way.

But what was the editor’s duty 1n
the matter? At first he refused to
answer the question at all. He told
himgelf that as an editor he could not
publish the verses. They were far too
wealk. Neither could he publish the
girl’s story. Duty to his employers,
after all, came firgt, and, to tell the
truth, the story was very little better
than the verses. All he need do, there-
fore, wag to return both to their
respective authors, with a little note,
and then play the game as hard as
he could in his own interests.

The editor wasg having a big fight
with himself—a fight that few men
have to fight even once in their lives,
For the love in his
breast was divided into two opposing
forces—the selfish inclinationg on the
one side and the unselflsh c¢n the other.

And then 2 hapvoened that his eye

| fell upon a little sheet of note paper,

It wag her letter. He took it up wear-
ily and read it through a second time.
“It iz a fragment of my own life,
# % % Tt is easgier to write than to
st ak of things like this.”

Ah! It has touched her heart, this
affair in the boardinghouse at Bright-
on. He saw her little eves wet with
tears: he heard her sobbing to herself
in the night time. After all, her hap-
piness came firgt; he would think only
of that.

There was no hesitating now. He
had thought out a means of bringing
the two together again almost as soon
as he had read the verges the second
time. In a _moment it was done—the
act that had robbed him of the sweet-
ness of living.

He simply sent the girl’s story to
the man in the boardinghouse at
Brighton. And the man’s verses he
sent to the girl

The night and half the next day
had gone by, and again the editor of
the Clubland Chronicle sat in the edi-
torial c¢hair. But this afternoon ine
was not alone. A lady visitor occupied
the chair on the opposite side of hig
table. |

“No,”” she was saying, “I don’'t ua-

_ . e

derstand it a bit! Instead of sending ]
me back my story you forward these |

verses in an envelope addressed by
yourgelf. You admit that it was not
e mistake, and you say that my story
ig not in the office. FPlease explain.”
Now, the editor was not used to
being addressed in this manner by
contributors. He had got to ‘know.
which people were likely to make
themselves unpleasant, and he Invar-
iably handed their cards on to the sub-
editor. But this was not a matter for
the sub-editor.
“My dear child,” he said gently, “I
assure you I did it all for the best.
“Don’t be so idiotie,’”’ sald the girl
“I{ow can it be for the best to lose
my story and send this wretched stuft
instead? I'm afraid the want of a hol-
iday has—well, knocked you out.”
She noted the lines in his face and

1 the dark shadows under his eyes.

“Ah!” gaid the editor, “talking of
holidays gives you the keynote of the
aituation.”

He looked for a telltale blush, but
none followed.

“You wrote your story on a holi-
day?’ he eontinued.

“I did—down at Brighton.™

“You laid the scene in a boarding-
house?”’

“1 did. Why shouldn’t 17”7

“Have you looked at the address on
the verses?” |

“No. Oh, I see! They come from the
game boardinghouse.”

“And the name?
that?”

* “T,ot me see. Oh, yes! That must
be the young man with long hair who
would talk about the moon and waves

Do you know

and things.”

The editor gasped.
“Phen you are not—you didn’t—he

dian’t—"

At last the girl understood. “Good
heavens—no!”’ she said, laughing a lit-
tle in spite of lher vexation. “But
vou don’t mean to say you sent my
story to him?” '

“You see I thought you

?

humbly.
meant it for——
“Don’t!”’ said the girl.

never written the thing!”

“Then wasn’t it a fragment of your
life ?”

“Not exactly,” she said, hesitatiag.
“And, anyhow, I didn’t—want it pub-
lished.” |

The man looked across at the pretty,
downeast face, and saw, at last, the
blush that he had been waiting for.
For a moment he thought hard, and
then he roge frem his chair, strode
reund the table, and took the little
gloved hand in his. She scarcely
looked up, but one glance told him
all that he wanted to know,

“Fourteen gentlemen to gee you &ir,”
said the office boy; “eleven ladies, and
a man with a new Kind of infernal
machine.”

“Pell ’em I'm engaged,”
editor.

““Shall I say you’re sorry, sir?”

“Certainly not!” said the editor. I'm
jolly glad!”

- And the boy went out with &
chuckle.—Chicago Times-Herald.,

Some Lost British Soldiers.

One of the best stories of Kipling’s
yvouth is that of the lost regiment that
marches eternally through the defiles
of Afghanistan, and it is due to the
brilliant administration of the British
War Office that England’s army has
now a lost regiment in fact as well as
in fiction. Strictly speaking, it is a
company that is missing, not a regi-
ment, but that is a minor matter and
has little to do with the story. Three
hundred Yorkshiremen were organized
into the Ninety-eighth Company of
Imperial Yeomanry and sent to Africa
months ago. It was organized at Al-
dershot under the auspices of the Duke
of Cambridge’s Own and Lord Arthur
Hill, the commander of that regiment,
saw it placed on a train and start on
its way to Durban.
rived at Durban. It never reached the
field—and more than that, there is no
record of its ever having embarked at
Southampton. In a word, it seems to
have been lost somewhere between Al-
dershot and the seaport where it was
to have taken ship for the war. No
one will admit he knows anything
about it, and the War Office is sending
out ‘““tracers,” just as railway compa-
nies look for missing freight cargs. The
probability is that the company was
broken up and its members distrib-
uted among other organizations with
“nothinz said to no one” about it.—
New York Commerercial Advertiser.

e Wanted to Know.

‘A customer in an apothecary’s shop
up-town, who was plainly a stranger
in New York, saw an article he desired
to purchase on a card on one of the
showcases. The article wasg one of a
dozen of the same kind on this card,
and was fastened only with a rubber
band. The customer, in a nonchalant
way, took one of the packages from
the card, and lcoked intently at the
spot where it had been taken from.
Printed in large type (after the man-
ner of these cards)
“So01d.” Seeming puzzled for a while,

“I wish I'd

gaid the

the stranger called the drug clerk’s at- |

'Mhe Fidelity and Deposi Com-

tention to the word and remarked in
dead earnest:

“SQay, there, young feller, does that
refer to me.””—New York Post.

Up in the Air.

It is one of the peculiarities of travel
by balloon, says the Idler, that you do
not feel anything; all is still with you,
no matter how fast you may be going.

You see, you are riding with the wind; |

yvou move as fast as it moves; you are
part and parcel of it, whether you
wish to be or not. It takes you in its
embrace so firmly, yet so softly, you
do not know it is there. You may be
in the teeth of a hurricane, hut you
never know it; all is calm and placid.

- with you. ¥ S S

|WHEAT20d HAY

Comn.isslon Cards.

SAMUEL M. LAWDER & SON,

“

Insurance Cards

. A R

Attentiox: Farmers |

GENERAL COMMISSION MERCHANTS
for the gale of

FruIirs,Fise, WooL, POULIRY, LIVE
STOOK, &cC.

No.222 Light St.,Baltimore ,Md
¥ Established 1861.

s

JAS. W. JERONME. J. HARRY VICKERS

AMES W. JEROME & CO..
COMMISSION MERCHANTS,
for the sale of
GRAIN, FruiTs, LivE STOCK. WOOL AXD

UOUNTRY L RODUCE GENERALLY.

Specialattention given to the sale of Grain
and Fruits.

18 East Camden St ,
Near Light St. Wharf, Baltimore, Md.

GEO0. W. ROEDER,

INSURED

in the STRONGEST and LARGEST COM-
PANIES at the very Lowest Rateas.
Call on or address
JAMES G.BECK, Agent.
Chestertown, Md.
OFFICE:—Rockwell Building, Cross 8t.

LIFE, FIRE AND LIGHTNING
|nsurance.

Have your:life, property insured in the
best companies. We are agents for the NEW
YORK LIFE, and the following well-known
Fire Insurance Companlies:

Royal, Gienn Falls.
Pennsylvania, St. Paul.
Phoenix of EBrooklyn,

GEO. W. RODENHISER.

GEO. W. ROEDER & CO.,

GENERAL COMMISSION MERCHANTS,
121 South Churles St., Balto., Md.,

For the sale of any kind of countey produce.

We are also prepared to furnish any regpon-

Philadelphia Underwriters. sible parties with SBTOCK guch &8 YOUN@,

Equitable, of snow Hill, Md., POOR UATPLE Or STOCK SHERP, or butchers
Gov. John Walter Bmith, President. | with fat cattle on small commission.

POLICIES on Wheat and Hay a Speclalty. | — - —_—
OMEGYS BROWN,

JOS. N. WHEATLEY & CO.,
Main 8t., Chestertown, Md. WITH
LONEY & CO.,

FIRE! FIRE! FIRE!| o3t iirins

GRAIN, FRUITS, POULTRY,WOOL, LIVE STOCK
LIGHTNING! LIGHTNING!

Ecas, Hipas, &c.
215 8. Charles St,, Baltimore, Md.
Those desiring protection from FIRE AND
LIGHTNING, eall on or address

Reference:—Drovers’ and Mechanics® Na-
HARRY L. BOYD,

tional Bank.
Maryland.

STEVENS BROTHERS,

Members of Chamber of Commerece.

CONIMISSION MERCHANTS,
¥or the sale of

Grain, Fruits, Live Stock, Wool and Country
Produce Generally.

IS5 Special attention given to the sale of
Grain and Fruits.

_ No. 206 S. Charles St., Baltimore, Md.
Reference:—Merchants® National Bank.

Chestertown, -
—Agent for—
ZTNA, - or Harrrorp, CoONN.
Assets, $11,000,000.

PH(ENIX, - or Harrrorp, CoNN,

Assets, $6,000,000.
Where the lowest rates consistent with

' honegt protection will be given.

|

“T'm afraid I did,” said the editor +

Don’t wait until you are burned out,

H. .. BOYD,

“THEMUTUAL
FIRE. INSURANCE
COMPANY.

OF KENT COUNTY,

LIFTON & WOODLAND,
Commission Merchants,

217 S. Charles St., - Baltimore, Md.
¥~ Grain and ¥ruits a Specialty. &3

Reference:—National Exchange Bank.
Members of the Corn and Flour Exchange.

W. A. PETERSON & (O,

GENERAL

COririiSSION MERCHANTS.

For the sale of all kinds of
COURNRTRY PRODUCE

209 W. Camden St., Baltimore, Md.

Prompt returns and highest market prices.
Reference—Joseph Peterson, School Exam~

But it never ar- |

was the word,

‘ Solicits Your Insurance Business:

| Tts Assets in Stocks, Bonds,

iner for Kent County, Md. juZd 6mo.

JOHN F. RICE,

l

i

Live Stock Dealet,

Real Estate and Cash
AMotnt 0. INNGA SUNT $ 66,934 41
Premidm Notes. i ...% s oo 192,000 00 IR K;Tt;co" 0
T e S R i $258,934 41 WILSON & CO.,

‘| General Commission Merchants

: For the sale of -
Poultry, Eggs, Fruits, Live Stock, Grain,
Wool, Fish, Hides, Furs, Etc.

BbW. Camden St., Baltimore, Md,

g~ All Policies issued since 1896 al-
low Steam Engines to be used on premises
under the usual restrictions.

p@5=New Policies cover loss by Light-

References—Equitable National Bank, of

o W%ether[ﬁ o 'ensuesf 01?fn0t. Baltimore; Second National Bank, of Chester-
pes=New Policies transferable upon | town, and business community. mybh-tf
 approval of Secretary. . -
ges=The saving to insurers in this i i F i c p y
| Company from last year’s business was ewar "’" ﬂm an ]
fully 40 per cent. of premiums paid. & -

| WHOLESALE

J

|

, THOMAS W. ELIASON, President.

| BALTIMORE, MD.
| GASH RESOURCES OVER

Applications for Insurance can be made

R. W. Morrerr, - - Millington. FRUIT, PRODUCE AND GRAIN
Epw. M. Browx, . Crumpton.

};‘. Hi TR 3 - - Galena BUMMISS|0N MER[:HANTS,
AMES BRricE, 5 -  Chestertown. .

Grorge E. Owexs, - - Betterton, | I8 E. Pratt Street, - Baltimore, Md.
ErLsworTH BowErs, - - Lynch’s. |

Jos. Dow~NEY, - A . Rock Hall. I Reference-—Merchants’ National Bank.
A M. KexpALL, i 2 - Fairlee. f9-1yr

E. S. YaLuiant & Sons,

- Chureh Hill. | = e sy e
Philadelphia.

R. A. BRICE...

GEORGE B. WESTCOTT, Sec’y and Treas.

Speciaky in

GG B D6DOSl 0, 0F M, | ., e warvotnr.

Quick Sales. Prompt Returns.
.Cor.Charlesand Lexington Sts.
N-W Co gto Thanks for past patronage. 1 ask for a

continuance of your shipments, knowing
that it is better to keep old shippers by falr
and prompt dealings than to hunt new trade

every year. Jy?0

WILLIAM P. IRELAND,

121 Caliowhiil Strest, Philadelphia.
CONIMIISSION MERCHANT

Produce,

$4,000.000.00.
BECOMES SOLE SECUR-
ITY ON ALL BONDS.

IF Ag Executor,Trustee,Ad-

Poultry,
Live Stock.

In Fruits, Egegs and

1 tvrardi ick Sales at v ket ices d
| YOU %légéfgz?‘ti’ssgizzilf? IJ,. ! pr%?n%t re%urus? dai]?:}'} 1f1?ea§;u*§stegr.. e jyaig
' Want el i -

S geplevg, Attachment THE OLD, RELIABLE FIRM

ases C.

l Biad sirae J. E. HENDRICKSON & CO,
As a Contractor, O YIVE STOCK

i
i
i

|

|

B —t

l’

{

|

i

tate Archives, msa _sc6000_5 1-0167.jpg

a
" Bond

IF
You

Want

As a U, 8. Officiai,

As a State, County or
Munical Official, |

Ag an Officer of a Frater-
nal Society,

Commission Merchants,

30th and Market Sts., PHILADELPHIA,

We handle Live Stock, and have all facili-
ties for this line of trade. We solicit the
patronage of shippers, and guarantee 1o
make prompt returns. Give us a trial and
be convinced.

IF
You

Want

As an Employee of a
Bank, Corporation or
Mercantile Istablish-

ment.

DR. C. P. GILPIN,

a
...DENTIST...
Bond

Chestertown, Md.

Main Street, opposite the Old Stand.
Office Hours: 8.30 to 12 M., 1 to 4 P. M.

Teeth extracted by local anssthetics and
comparatively without pain.

Having eunlarged my office and added
many new conveniences, L am able 10 offer
my patients much greater comfort while une.
der treatment than in the past.

pany of Md. will furnish it,

Don’ Give or Accept Personal

Surety. ! -
H. H. BARROLL, ATTORNEY, \ DR, CHAS. RICHARD TWILLEY,

CHESTERTOWN, MD. A Graduate of the Baltimore College
of Dental Surgery,

havingenlarged and otherwise added tothg

conveuniencesof myofficeon Mainstreet.Ian
1epared toO perform operations inadvancet¢
entistryin the mostapprovedstyle.

¥ TEETH EXTRACTED WITHOUT PAIN,

willbe at Rock Hallevery Thursdayat the
residence of MRs. ABE CASEY.

Office 115 Mainstreet,with Dr.J.T.Twilley
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ORSE Powders, Cattle Powders, Poultry

- Powder. Sal-Veget alone and so pro-
nounced by the best horsemen to be superior
For sale by

I ohters. .
e W ESTCOTT & DODD.




