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tiww will h* for ¦ shorter period than
• iaOi*iilan paper to be discontinued
anti tail arrears yes ar* paid exceptm the op-
tion ol the publisher.

Tran*or Aotibtisiss—79centiper square
for the first i nsertion, and 50 cents for every
nnbreq nent insertion. F.iyht liner or leer eon- j
constitute a square. Ifthe number of inser-

tions he not marked on the advertisement, it
trill be pabished until forbid, and charged

•Ccordin?l_r. A liberal deduction made to
tkoaew bo advertise by the rear.

Communications ot'a persona) character
| sCftlte elurged. at the mats rates as adrer-

¦ tbmwsen; obUuarier over ten lines in length (
trillW charged at the rate nf 50 cents per
•qua re.

All eommunicatirnr for publication mutt ¦
be accent pan icd vith the rial name of the
author, or no attention will be paid to them.
The real name of the author a ill not be pub- I
Halted nicer desired, luirt cannot consent .
o insert communications unless t know [
he write r.

Proclamation.
STATE OF MARYLAND, )

Kxcctmtrn I'sexa-rnesT. >

Annapolis, March in, 1874. )

IIPPEAS, Information bar l>xen receive*! ,

ft from His Kxceiietirv, the Governor of
Virpinia. that certain ell xens of the State of

Marclatv! have recently been again niih their I
veneris and dtcdg* -cncmarhiop and Ircp:issiitg

the ovster i<d< on the \ trginia ride of the

fTc> i-iona! line known at the “Davidson-1.0-va*t
va*t l.ine.' - which, it wa agreed, in the fail of ‘
lt*T<*. by and hetwern ih*ir Excellencies, tiden
lo t and Gilbert f Walker, then Governors |
of Maryland and Virgin a. acting for tbxir re-

Spcliir Matri* -honld te observe*! and respec-
ted by the oc stermen of esh htatc. until the ,
jenrsnint I onr.dary should be fixed and estab-
ItsLtd Icivnn the two Stales.

At><i H/.rc.s. In | utst.ence of the said agree-

ment. riltztns < f Mart land, who bad lire* ar-

rested by the au'boritira of the Stale ofVirginia
for trrijwi'sing end cncrom b ng on lire outer .
Wda on the X irginia >ib* t>f raid proxieiorml
line, werr rcVa***! from arrest, and their ter-

se'*. which bad l*en wiled by the said autbori- •
tie*, were rrtor<l to tliem. a

H breis, The t . nmissions, heretofore ,
respect ix el v apidnted by the States of Mary-
land and Virginia. having’ faileij to agree upon
a jertnanent l**nm'(xrvline on the eastern side ]
of tie t ho-ajeake Bay, let ween the said States, (
fbelegislatures of tlie two Stale* are now en-
deavoring to arrange some basis upon which a .
pmnaneet hnnndary line can be finally agresd
nron and established between Maryland end t
Virginia. J

Now. therefore. 1 J AMES BLACK GROOVE, j
Governor of the State < f Maryland, do by tht#. a
lay Pn# tarnation. fliciciaily make known to t
the ritit*ns of Maryland these facts, and do *

too.mmol and ram* #lly exhort them, ns good •'

i citizens, faithfully to respect and conform to J
the rgrmrrnt m ir < n thi ir h* halt bv the then |
fjpirmor of Mar*land, that the I'avidson-1.0- .

vatt I ine shall I <1 -i ro dby them as the houn- J
dan line let Wren Maryland and X’irginia, un- ¦ I
til the permanent 1 undarx line shall be tab- I 1
?;! .d. And 1 l.tii by admonish and warn j .
them, that any vio’.alu n of that agreement will j
pulyrvt the parlie*. so viola'ing the wmc in
either Stair, to set* re p< unities, against which *
tliey .an neither hx'i-e for, nor expert, the inter- <
position ol the Executive prerogative. ,
•••••• Unit under tm hand and the Seal of ,
% 1.. J*., the Slate ofVary land, at the City of j1
#(ai(t .Xnrspoli#, this loth day ot March, in i :
the year < f our I ord one thousand eight hau- j
died and seventv-four.

JAMES HLACK GROOMS,
(Jifrrnor.

By the Governor:
A*. C. /// I YDAY. 1

•V.Tftary of State, <
march 187t —Im* i

* ‘
~ ~ 11

Attention Ladies ! {
a gkej. T s.\ m.m; or time, la- 1

nor am> Moxrv.
—i:

TliFnnders gtud having pnrchascrl the conn- j 1tv rij;hl to -cl! ft wn'i ( rmriji II I
v*e O -ycwa.i, is inHue noJ in doing so by aj ,
desire to introduce in St Mary’s county an ar-
ticle which, tor i*S value as a great sat ing of i
time and labor in the arduous duty of family i 1
washing, cannot !-e equalled. For it# wonder- 1
fh! b’rwching ar 1 clnning properties the fob |
lowing certificates will attest.

Cr r I i Hr n I cs.
1 1

XVe have used Jackson's Washing Compound |
and furd m a jerteet suci-r#*. It not only re-

sih 'cs dirt, buitrrd<n> the clothes beautifully ! 1
white. XX ith it a child can do a woman # work.
Ike chcx-rfullv rrrv>mmrnd it to the public.

Mr,. ./ M . CBESLk'r,
V'. J T H\r l.fWi.'KK,
Af POXS££ ALFi r
and ifAcPS, <

_ i
Any ere desiring to pun base a family right. )(

wan do so bv enclosing Sl. , ' ,d. and it will be
forwarded 1 v rr!..m nia 1!. togc.her with a for-
mula lor snaking and directions for using it— i
It can be made by any ore at a cost ofTi CIS.
for a y car > sapplv. Address

J. O. SEAL.
Af cka.icsri tit /’ (>.’

S': .V .ry t feun'y, .Vi.
tnarch 3C. 1?14

BUNDFORD & CO.,
General

COXMISSIOX M£R( HA XTS.

ast> ruttss :x

Fleur, Feed. C#kea, Fra. kers. Candy, Tobac-
co, Sc a ar#s Soaps, Ac.

No. 112 Seem Cbxelu Stsmt,

Bnnsou. Mr*.

Ilaraa to

Col. John F. Sothoron. T. P. Edwards, The
flsniaon and ti. T. Dyer.

* aaarch IS, lt!4 —ly.

FOR STATKS ATTORNEY.

Mn*n IMitrra—l*lmne announce Dr
STEPHEN I. D NEALE, Attorney ami
CcaaScliOT’it-lov, an a eai.dblatc for the
poaition of Sutc*a Attorney. Wo believe
bin to be admirably fi’*cd t.v dtachjrjjc
tcitfc Sid tj. b 'l*lt:csji and ability the rc-

rp(#ib!c da i<** of the rlSe,
m ivl> o, I^7l- Many Friends.

To the eyes of the others it was but ¦
small, plain eirele. suggesting thought,
perhaps, by its elegance-, of the bcsnlirul
white hand that was to wear it. Bot not
to roc—bow much was embodied there—-
all these delights were bidden within that
little ring of gold.

Tall, bearded, and snn-bronxed, I
knocked at my father's hon#e. Tboligbfs
in the parlor window, and the bum of
conversation and cheerful laughter, show-
ed me that company bad assembled there.
I hoped that sister Lixsie would come to
the door, and I might greet my fsmily
wh*>n no strange eye waa looking careless-
ly on.

But no. a servant answered my sum-
mons. They were too taerry in, the. pfr*
lor to heed the tong absent one who asked
for admittance. A bitter thought like

i this ran through my mind as I heard the
sound from the parlor, and saw the half-
suppressed smile on the servant's face.

I hesitated a moment before making
myself known or asking fur any of the
family. And while Istood silent a strange
apparition grew up before me; from out
behind the servant peered out a golden
head, a liny, delicate form and sweet
childish face with blue eyes, so like those
of one who bad brightened my boyhood,

t that 1 started with a sudden feeling of
jpain.

“What is your name, my pretty?'’ I
a-ked while the wondering servant held

! the door.
“Mary Moore ”

“And what else?” I asked quickly.
She lifted up her hands to shade her

face. I hare seen that very altitude in
another, in my boyhood, many and many

; a time—and answered in a sweet bird-iike
: voice;

“Mary Moofc Chester.”
My heart sank down like lead. Hero

was an end to all the bright dreams and
hopes of my youth and manhood. Frank

j Chester, my boyish rival, who had often
triid to u-urp my place be.-idc the girl,
had succeeded at last, and had won her
away from me. This was the child—his
child and Mary’s.

I I sank body and soul beneath this blow.
1 and. hiding my face in my hand I leaned

j again-t the door, while my heart wept
tear- of blood. The little one gazed at
me grieved and amazed, and put up her
pretty lips as if about to cry, while the
perph xcd servant stopped to thffc parlor
and called my sister out to sex* who it wn#

‘ that conducted himself so strangely. 1
hx-ard a light step, aai a pleasant voice,

1 saying;
“Did you wish to see my father sir?”
I looked up. There stood a pretty,

weet-faced maiden of twenty, not much
changed from the xlear little sister I had

I loved so well. I lookx*d after her for a
moment, and then stilling the tempest f
my heart, by a mighty effort, I opened

( my arms and said :

i “Lizzie don’t you know me ?”

i “Harry I h. my brother Harry I” she
cried and threw herself upon my breast,
and wept as if her heart would break,

i I could not weep. I drew her gently
into the lighted parlor, and stood with her
be r ore them all.

There was a rush, and a cry of joy, and
then my father and mother sprang toward
me, and welcomed me home with huarl-

: felt tears.
Oil. strange and passing sweet is such a

: greeting to the way-worn traveler. And
j as I held m v dear old mother to my heart
and giasped mv father!* hand, while Liz-
zie still elung beside me. 1 t< It that all
was not lost; and although another had
secured life’s most choicest blessing, many
a joy remained for me iu the sanctuary x>f
home.

There wore four inmates of the room,
who had risen on my sudden entrance

| One was the bluc-exed child, whom I had
already seen, and who now stood beside
Frank Chester, clinging to bis hand.—
Near by stood L-zzie Moore. Mary's cl-

I dest sister, and in a distant corner, to
wiiieh she hurriedly retreatx'J when my
name was spoken, stood a tall and sleu-

| dor figure, half hidden by the heavy win-

dow curtains that fell to the floor.
When the first raptuous greeting was

over, Lizzie led mo t<>rw.ird with a timid
grace, aud Frank Chester grasped roy
hand.

“Welcome home, mv boy,” he sai l with
the loud, cheerful tonxs 1 remembered so
well. “You have changed *o that I nev-
er would have knwn jou. but no matter
ab-'ut that, your beau is in the right
place. I know”

‘How can you say that he has changed?*
said my mother, gently. ‘To be sure he

; looks older and graver, and more like a
man than when he went away, but his

• eyes and smiles are the same as ever. It
> is a heavy heart which changes him. He

is roy son still.’
> ‘Aye, mother,’ 1 answered sadly, ‘lam
i your b-*v still.’
t Heaven hxdp mo lat that moment Ifell

. like a boy. and it would have been ables-
. setl relief to have wept upon her bx>som as
. I had done in my infancy. Hut I kept

t down the tremor of mv lips, and answer-
. cd quietly, as I looked into bis full hand-

i some face.
1 ‘You have changed, too, Frank, bat I

1 think tor the better.’
. -('it. yes—thank you for tlu* c^mpli-

r men:, he answered with a hearty laugh.
- -My wife tells me 1 grew LaaJsxuucr eve-
s ry day.’
i His wife ! Could I hear that name and

keep silent still,

t (
‘And bare you seen my little girl ?’ he

s added, lifting the infant in his arms, and
c kissing her crimsx'ocd cheek. *1 tell you
a Harry, there is no such other in the world
e Don't you think sue lox>ks very much Uki
1- her mother used to ?’

}, ‘Very much,’ I haltered,
p ‘Hallo !* cried Frank, with a sudden

nc s which ande n.e star: violently, •

REST.

¦r the “rorr rainr'’ or m so cm.

Ky feet are wearied, and my hands are tired.
My soul oppressed—

And with desire have I long d'sired
Rest, only rest.

’lts bard to toil—when toil is almost rain
In barren rays.

'Tit bard to sow and never garner grain
In harvest days.

•

The Lcrden of my days is hard to bear—
Bnt God knows best,

And I hare prayed, hot vain has been my prayer,
For real, sweet mt>

’Tis hard to plant in Spring, and never reap
The Autumn yield;

’Tishard to till and when 'tis tilled to weep
O'er fruitless field.

And so I cry a weak and human cry
Fo heart oppressed,

And so I sigh a weak and human sigh
For rest—for rest.

Mr war has wound across the desert rears
And cares infest

My path, and through the flowing ofhot tears
I pined for rest.

•

’Twas always so, when s*ill a child, I laid
On mother’s breast,

Mr weaned iitlle head, e’en then J prayed
A# now, for rest.

And I am restless still; ’twill soon be o'er,
For down the \Vst,

Life’s sun is setting, and 1 sec the shore
XVhere 1 shall rest.

WARY MOORE.

Allmy life I bad known Mary Moore;
all my life I had loved her.

Our mothers wera old play mates and
first cousins. My first recollections ere of
a h*y in a red frock and morocco shoes, |
rocking a cradle, in which reposed a sun-
ny-haired, Mue-eyed bahy. not quite a j
year old.* That boy was myself—Harry
(’linrcb; that baby was Mary Moore.

Later still, 1 ace myself at the old school
house, drawing my little chai#c up to tin-
door that Mary might ride home. Manv
a beating have 1 pain* J on such occas-
ions, for other boys besides me liked l.er,
and the. I fear, was something of a flirt. '
even in her pinafore. How elegant! v she
<*ame tipping down the steps when I called
her name; how sweetly her blue eyes
looked at mo, bow gaily rang out her
laugh. No one but Mary could bring her
heart so near her lips. I followed that
laugh from my days of childhood till I j
grew an awkward, blushing youth; I fol-
lowed it through the heated noon of man-
kind; and when the frosts ofage are shiv- |
erinp my hair, and many children climb j
upon my knee and call me ‘father,’ I find |
that the memories of youth are strong, i
and that even in gray hairs, I am follow-
ing that mcsic still.

When I was fifteen the first great sor-
row of my life came upon my breast. I
was sent away to school, and was obliged
to part with Mary. We were not to see
each other for three long years. This to
me was like a sentence of death, for Mary i
was like life its*-lfto me. Hat hearts are i
tough things after all.

I left college in all the flush of rny nine- j
teenth .¦ ir. I was no longer awkward or
embarr *sod, I had grown into a tall slen-
der stripping, witli a very go*d opinion
of my ax’ll' both in general and particular.
If I thought of Mary Moore, it was to j
think how 1 could dazzle and bewilder her
with my good looks and wonderful men-
tal attainments, and never thinking she
might dazzle and bewilder me still more. |
I was a coxcomb. I knew, but as youth
and good looks have th-d, [ trust that 1
may be believed when I say that self-con-
ceit has left me also.

An advantageous proposal was made me
at that time, and accepting it, I pave up
all idea of a profession, and prepared to
go to India. In my hurried visit home
of two days I saw nothing of Mary Moore.
J*he had gone to a boarding school at some
distance, and was not expected home un-
til the following May. I uttered a sigh
to the memory of my little blue-eyed
playmate and then called myself ‘a man'
again.

In a year. I thought as the vehicle
whirled away from our door—l will re-

I turn and if Alary is as pretty a< she used
to be, why then, perhaps I may marry

: her.
And thus I settled the future ofa young

lady whom I had not seen for four years
I never thought of the possibility of her
refu-ing roc—never dreamed that she
would not condescend to accept mv offer.

Rut now I know that had Mary met me
j then she would despise me. Perhaps in
the scented and affected student she might
have found plenty x*fsport; but a# for lov-
ing me. I should perhaps have found my-
sx'lf mistaken. India was mv salvation,
not merely, bx’eausx* of mv success, bat
because my laborious industry had coun-
teracted the evil in my nature, and ha 1
made me a better man. When at the end
of three years I prepared to return, I said
nothing of the reformation ot mxsflf.
which I knew had taken place. They
lov d me as I was. I murmured to my-
self. and they shall find out for themselves
whether I am better worth luring than
formerly.

1 picked nn many a token from that
land cf romance and gold for the friends
I hopel to meet. The gift for Mary Moore
I selected with a beating heart; it was a
ring of rongh virgin gold, with roy name
and hers engraved inside—that was all*
and yet the sight of the little toy strange,
ly thrilled me as I balanced it ob the tig
of my finger.

have forgotten to introduce Wm te my
. wife; I believe yon and sbcawd to be
I playmates in your younger flby>—yea,
t Harry,’ and be slapped me on Ike baek—-
- ‘for the sake of old tiroes, akd because
t you were not at the wedding.JE will give

yon leave to kiss her once, bwwhrind old
1 fellow, yon arc never to repent? the cere-

t many. Come, here sho is, llrone want

f to see how you will mansgc|khose fero-
* cions mustaches of yours in' ALe opera-

. lion .*

' i He pushed Lixsie, liaghingiMd hlesK-
r ing toward me. A gleam ell|ghk ami¦ hope almost too dazzling

over me. and I cried oat befedHMtMgbt,
* ‘Wot Mot/

,

„

- -

> I moist have betrayed my secret* ere-
-1 ry one in the room. Bal nothing was

i said; even Frank, in general so obtuse
> was this time silent. I kissed the fair

cheek of the young wife, and hurried to
the silent figure looking out of the win-
dow.

•Mary—Mary Moore !* I said in a low, ,
eager tone, ‘have you no welcome |to give
the wanderer ?’

She turned, and laid her Land in mine i
; and said hurriedly : i

•I am glad to sec you here, Harry.’ i
J Simple words and yet how blessed they (

made me. I would not have yielded her i
np at that moment for an Emperor's i
crown. For there was the happy home , i
group and dear home fireside, with sweet ; <
Mary Moore. The eyes Ibad dreamed of i
day and night were fulling beneath the i
ardent gaze of mine, and the swx*et face I i
bad so long prayed to see was there be-
side me. 1 never knew the meaning of 1
happiness until that moment.

Many years have passed since the hap- i
py night, and the hair that was dark and i
glossy is fast turning gray. lam now
grown to be an old roan, and can look i
back to a happy, and I hope a well spent j
life. And y t sweet as it has been, I i
would not recall a single day. for the love
that ma-Ie my manhood so bright, sLiurs ]
also upon nty white hairs. ji

An old man! Can this be so? At i
heart, I am as young as ever. And Mary, {<
with her bright hair parted smoothly from |
a brow that has a slight furrow upon it, is i
still the Mary of other days. To me she .
can never grow old or changed. The heart i

| that held her in infancy and sheltered her
! in the flush nnd beauty of womanhood can
, never cast her out till life shall cease tc :
! wear it.

I
..

G km? of Tiict’OiiT.—Happy indeed arc
they whose inti rcoursc wiih the world has
not changx-d the tone the holier ftel-

i ings. or broken those musical chords of!
the heart whose vibration* arc so mclodi-

, ous, so tender, and touching in the even-
ing of age.

If you wish to live the life of a man, j
and not of a fungus, be social, be broth- j
erly, be charitable, be sympathetic, and

; labor earnestly for the good of your kind.
The man who cares fi r nobody, and for \

whom nobody cares, lias nothing to live

i for that will pay for keeping of soul aud
] body together.

Innocence is a flower which withers !
when touched, but blooms not again, ;

• though watered by tears.
I’ossion gels less and less powerful af-

-1 ter every defeat. Husband energy fi>r
; real demands which the dangers of life j
* make upon it.

Permanent rest is not expoe’ed on the
' road, but at the end of the journey.
' The good man's life, like the mountain

! top, looks beautiful because it is nx'ar I
Heaven.

Better he upright with poverty, than
¦ unprincipled with plenty.

Remember that every person, however j
I low. has rights and feelings. In all con-
tensions let peace be rather your object
than triumph ; value triumph only as the
mean* of p ace.

1 It is not till the storm comes that we'
Gud out the real building and the timber
of a vessel.

’ i It is a higher exhibition of Christian
' manliness to he able to bear trouble than

* to get rid of it.
* t It i< Uxit until the flower has fallen off

that the fruit begins to ripen. 8o in
i life—it i# when the romance is past that

1 | the practical usefulness begins.
1 ; Submission is the footprint of faith in
’. the pathway x f sorrow.

’ Three things to think of: Life, death
> and eternity.

i Three things to contend for : Honor, ¦
, country and friends,

t Three things to govern: Temper,
; tongue and passion,

j Three things to love: Courage, gea-
, tleness and affection.

Three things to admire: Intellect,
t dignity and gracefulness

. 1 Three thing* to hale : Cruelty, arro-

x gance and ingratitude.
; ! Three things to delight in : Beauty j
. frankness and freedom.
. , Three things to avxdd : Idleness, lo-

quacity and flippant jesting.
1 Three things to like : Cordiality, good

bamor and chcei fulness.
Three things to wish for: Health,

friends and a contented spirit.
Three things to cultivate : Good friends,

good bouk* and good humor.

*,
e /#r *sempathy,* says Jcsn Paul, ‘is
d something which 1 never withhold from
a those in trouble, whether tbx-y happen to
I. be friends or not; there’s nothing mean
;e abx at me. 1 find, too, that one can go

around shedding sympathy on all sides,
for week# st a time, without spending a

i- cent or Icing st much personal incouvc-
’l bk-scc.*

•-
• ¦ "

- ¦

THE DEWBERBTS.

Mrs. Dewberry, wife of James Dew-
berry. is an exceedingly absent-minded
woman, so absent-minded that she some-
times forgets to sew on her husband’s
buttons and mend his socks, though, as
Mr. Dewberry savagely remarks (brute
that he is!) she never seems to forget when
she ought to hare a new bonnet or gown,
or thinks she ought when be don't, for
Mr. D. is a man who does not approve oftoo
much dress for women.

They would get along splendidly, how-
ever. were it not for Mrs. Dewberry’s lit-
tle habit of forgetful ness, and the addi-
tional Csei that she far Somewhat deaf.

But just lei me tell yon what happened
at the residence of the Dewberry's the
other night, and I foci sure you will sym-
pathize not only with Mr. Dewberry but
the unfortunate Mrs. Dewberry herself.

Like all partially deaf people, Mrs. !
Dewberry is forever laboring under tbo
delusion that she hoars all descriptions of
noises, and happening to wake up last
Thursday night about twelve o’clock, be- j
came conrinccd, from sundry imaginary 1
sounds, that some one was breaking into
the house. She sat up in bed and listen- i
cd with both ber ears, one of which was !
a little more deaf than the other, and was
sure that some one was forcing an entrance
through the bacmcnt window. She was j
dreadfully frightened ; visions of masked
robbers passed through her head. So,
seizing her sleeping husband by the arm,
she sho--k him violently, screaming:

“James! James! Wake np, Isay.
There’s robbers breaking in !”

‘What’s that?’ exclaimed Mr. Dewber-
ry, starting np and rubbing Lis astonished
eyes,

‘There’s a band of marked robbers
getting in at the basement window!’
answered Mrs. Dewberry in great excite-
ment.

•Masked robbers!* ghonted ber hus-
band ; ‘thunder and lightning !' and with i
that he sprang out of Led and, snatching
the night lamp, dashed djiwn stairs, clad
only in his roic ilc nuit. Whereupon
Mrs. D., instead of hanging over the bal- j
nstors to look after her husband, as any i
other woman would have done, locked
the door. and. jumping into bed, covered
herself, head and all, in the blankets; and. I
as her husband did not come back quite
as soon as she expected, forgot all about
him and fill asleep. Meanwhile Mr.
Dewberry, in search of the robbers, hav-
ing armed himself with his canc, crept
softly down the basement stairs and peep-
ed cautiously through the keyhole of the
dining-room door, fully expecting to find
the room filled with masked men, making
off with the silver. But no, the apart-
ment was empty ; and though he searched
every room and listened at every window
and door he could find no trace of rob-
bers. They might be down stairs feast-
ing on the contents of the larder; he had
board of such things, and acting on this
suggestion ho explored the cellar also. 1
notwithstanding the cold bricks nearly
froze his bare feet. But there was no one j
in the cellar either, unless they wore se-
creted in the coal-bin. and Mr. Dcwber- j
ry, who when he did a thing always did
it well, mounted up on the edge of the
bin and, lamp in hand, peered down into
its grimy depths. Just as he had dccid- ,
cd that there was naught but coal in the
bin, a gust of wind from the cellar win-
dow blew out his light, and at the same ;
instant Mr. Dewberry lost his balance
and fell, head first, into the eoal-bin. It '
is unnecessary to state what he said when
he found himself sprawling in that ‘boast- ;

j ly coal-bin”—lie raid it—but he certainly
[did look rather peculiar when, after pro- [

[ curing another light from the kitchen.!
j he gained his bedroom door with his nigth-

I shirt, face, feet, and hands blackened with
coal-dust.

To his surprise he found the door locked,
lie rapped on it with his knuckles, and
pounded on it with bis feet, but Mrs.

; Dewberry had gone to sleep with berdeaf-
I ost ear uppermost, and not a sound dis-
! turbed her peaceful rest.

‘Confound the woman ! what am I to
!do?’ thought the victimized Dewberry,
shivering with the cold. He'd not stay

there all night—that he was determined.
,So he shontod and banged an 1 shook the
door until Mrs Dewberry was aroused at
last, and called out in a sleepy voice,
• Who's there V

•Who’s there, indeed '.’ shouted the irate

i Mr. D : ‘why. your husband, woman!—
And why, in the name of goodness, don’t
you unlock this door?’

‘I haven't locked the door ; no such a
thing,’ vociferated Mrs. Dewberry, who
had of course entirely forgotten the cir-
cumstances; ‘and you ain't my husband
either," she continued ; ‘I don't believe a
word of it.’

•Not your husband ?’ cried Mr. Dew-
berry; ‘what next, I wonder? 1 am
your husband. Didn’t you send me to
look for robb**rs that were not there, con-
found it all ?’

•Oh I yes, yes,* answered Mr* D., sud-
denly remembering *ll about it. ‘Wait
a moment, Jim. and I’lllet you in ;’ and
Mrs. Dewberry got out of bed and be-
gan groping her way across the floor.—
There Wing no light in the room she
hadn't gone half a yard before the put
her foot into a small bath-tnb that Mr.
D. had very carelessly left full cf water

I before ri tiring.
“Blcsa me!” cried Mrs. Dewberry,

•what is that ?'and she turned audit u-
.y round, only to catch her fool in the
drugget and come splashing down, with
both hands in the water.

‘What in thunder are you at ?* demand-
* cd Mr. Dewberry, outside the door. ‘Do

you mean to let me in to-night ?’

1 ‘Do be patient,’ gasped Mrs. D. ‘l’m
’ coming as soon as I get cut of this sea o(
' water, whatever it is.’

•Sea of water.* repeated Mr P ; 'why,
the woman must be dreaming yet! Will
yon wake np ?’ and be began ponnding
and knocking again, with redoubled vig-
or.

‘l’m coming, I tell yon.* screamed Mrs.
D.; and feeling around the wall she coon
put her hand on the handle of the closet-
door, which, supposing it to be tbo room

' door, she an kicked and opened wide.—
But as Mr. Dewberry was not in the clos-
et he did not come out of it, and Mrs.
D. perceived nothing bnt inky blackness.
Whereupon she slammed the door to,
and. uttering a fearful scream, immediate-
ly crawled under the bed and went into
hysterics.

By this time Mr. Dewberry had come
to the conclusion that tbo robbers were
in his wife’s room; so, rushing down
stairs, he tore open the front door and
ran out on the pavement, screaming mur-

! der ! fire ! thieves I and everything else
j he could think of, at the top of his voice.
A policeman ‘happening along, Mr. D. ,
collared him at once, and. telling him an
incoherent story of robber* killing his
wife, framieally led the way to his bod- (
room door, where the hysterical sobs of
Mrs. D. were pitiful to hoar.

A few well-directed hi >ws from the
policeman’s club soon bmko open the
door, and Mr. Dewherry rushed in. ;

•Where are you, Susan ?’ he demanded,
staring round the room.

‘Here, James,’ answered Mrs. D . pi-
king her nigliJcappid brail from under the |
bed, and diving back with a scream a
soon as she caught sight of the policeman |
and soot-begrimed Dewberry.

•Well, well,’ said the policeman, in j
disgust. *1 don’t see your robber. Von’d <

I better come down and lock your door, '
, Sir ;’ and cnee more the shivering Dew-
berry deeetded the stairs. ;

By this time his cries of ‘Fire’ had j
brought two engines to the spot, and when (
Mr. Dewberry appeared at the door with

i his light the fireman, mistaking it for the t
flames, instantly turned the full force of ,

. his hoc directly at the person of poor Mr. <
! D.. and before the policeman could ex- (
| plain. Mr. I>. was swept off his feet and
; doused from head to foot. (

In pity, I will draw the curtain over
the rest of that wretched night ; bat the (
jlat T heard of Mr James Dewberry he •
was sick a bed with aa awful cold, and I
don't wonder at it.

A PscruAß Pocket —The most difii- 1
enlt thing to reach is a woman's pocket. !
This is especially the case if the dress is

1 hung up in a closet, and the man is in a
hurry. We think wc are safe in saying
that he always is in a harry on such an oc-
casion. The owner of the dress is in the
sitting-room, serenely engrossed in a book. (,
Having told him that the article be is in
quest ofis in her dress pocket in the closet,
she has dicl a g'd her whole day in the
matter, and can afford to feel serene. Ho

1 goes at the task with the dim consciousness
that he has been there before, bnt says

1 nothing. On opening the closet door and
finding himself confronted with a num-
ber of dresses, all turned inside out, and
presenting a most formidable front, he
hastens back to ask. *Which dress?* and
being told the brown one, and also asked

, if she has so many dresses that there need
be any great effort to find the right one. !

I he returns to the closet with alacrity, and
jsoon has his hands on tbo brown dress.
It is inside out like the r<st—a fact ho

1 docs not notice. Iwwcvcr, until he has:
made several ineff ctual attempts to get
his hand intuit. Then he turns it around
very carefully and passes over the pocket i

, several times without being aware of it.
1 A nervous moving of his hands, and an
appearance of perspiration on bis forehead
are perceptible. He now dives one hand

lin at the back, and feeling around, finds
a place, and proceeds to explore it when
he discovers that he is following up the
inside of a lining. The nervousness in-

I creases, also the perspiration. He twitch-
es the dress on the hook, and suddenly

1 the pocket, white, plump and exaspera-
! ling, comes to view. Then he sighs the
! relief ho feels, and is mentally grateful

he did not allow himself to use any offen-
sive expressions. It is all right now
There is the pocket in plain view not the
inside, but tlie outside—and all bo has to
do is to put his hand right around in the
inside and take ont the article. That Is
all. He can't help but smile to think
how near he was to getting mad.

Then he puts his hand around to the !
other side. He docs not feel the opening. |
He pushes a title further—now he hs?'
got il—be shoves the hand down, and is
very much surprised to see it appear op-
poi:c bis knees. He bad made a mis- ;

, take. He tries again ; again he feds the 1
entrance and glides down it.- only to ap-;
pear again as before. 1 his makes him
open Ins eyes, and straighten his Dee

i lie feel? of the outside of the packet, pin-
ches it furiously, lifts it up. shakes it, and
alter peering closely about the roots of it,
he says, “By gracious I”commences again

: He docs it caiwly this time, because hur-
rying only makes matters worse. He

¦ bolds up breadth after breadth g'*es over |
• them carefully, pets his haul fir-t into a

• lining, then into ti e air again (where it |
: always surprises him when it appears.)!

and finally iulo a j >ckot. and is about to

¦ cry with trlump-h when he discovers that j
it is the pocket to another dre-s. He is ;

, mad now ; the closet air stifles him ; he is!
• so nervous he can hardly contain himself.!
; and the pocket looks at biin so exaspera- J
i tingly that he cannot help but ‘plug’ it

with his clenched fist, and immediately
- does. Being somewhat relieved by this
) performance, he has a chance tojlook about

him. and sees that he has put his foot;
a through a band-box and into the crown of j
f his wife’s bonnet; has broken the brim to

his Panama ba‘, which was*hanging in'

NO. 26

thefcloset. and tnrn about a yard of
burle-trimming from a now cloak. A*
all bis trouble is doe directly to hia eik'i
infatuation in banting her dreases inside
oat, he immediately starts after her. and,
impetuously urging her to the closet, ex-
citedly and almost profanely intimates his
doubts of there being a pocket in the drew
anyway. The cause of the nnhappv dis-
aster quietly inserts her hand inside the
robe, and directly brings it forth with the
sought for article inits clasp. Ur doesn't
know why but this makes him madder
than anything else. —Da abury ATews.

A Bolt Always in Oanta —Squills
declares bis wife is always taking some
kind of mean advantage of him. 'Tho
best woman in the world, sir;' says Squill*,
•but now and then she will act mean and
she can’t help it.'

•Last Saturday at break fast,'says Squills,
'she was as smiling as a bundle of ehipa.*

•Arc your chops done to your liking.
Squills, dear ?*

•Deliciously ; my love.’
•I knew it was going to be hot.* Squills

said, ‘and when 1 got into the hall to leave.
Mrs. Squills was there with my bat in
one hand and nr overcoat in the other.'

•Squilla dear,' she began.
•I thought it time to pitch in here,*

said Squills, so I said quietly ;

•How much, Mrs. Squilla ? Out with
it, my love.*

•Air. Squills, don’t be unmanly, air, I
be? not to say ridiculous. Gussy wants*
silk drej-s to go to church in; the poor
child really ins’t decent. ‘You are very
sorry,’ well, so you ought to be. 'Lei
her say her prayers at home.' No. Mr.
Squills, she shan’t stay at homo, and sho
shan’t say her prayers; and, Mr. Squills,
you’re enough to aggravate a saint, and
your conduct is disgusting, and it’s enough
to drive a woman to bolt right off to Chi*
cago and get a divorce.’

•I thought this was a good time to lira
offmy pet joke’ said Squills; so I said.
‘Mrs. Squill, a bolt.is always in order.*
Then I boiled myself, for Mrs. Squilla
comes of a fighting family.

•When I went home that night Gussy,
dear child, played all my pet Offenbach
music, and 1 knew I was in for the dress,
only I wanted to hold oat till morning,
just for the look of the thing.*

•For five years after wc were married
Mrs. Squills would persist in looking un-
der the bod fur a man. It’s the same
man every woman looks for, I suppose,
bemuse they all do it. Well, all failing
to find the man, Mrs. Sqnills* gave up in
disgust, and took to something else. I
suppose they’d all take to something else
after they can’t find the man under tho
bed. Mrs. Squills* weakness is bolting
the door. Mr. Squills have you boiled
tho door? is always the last thing at night.

Tills particular night Mrs. Squilla was
very dignified and distant. ‘No familiar-
ities, Mr. Squills, if you please, you
wounded my feelings in their tenderest
point tliii morning, and I cannot forget,
though your wife, sir, and the mother of
your children, Mr. Fquills.’

•This was pitching in uncommonly
strong, yon know,’ said SquilU, ‘and C
was about to surrender, when Mrs. Squills
turned < ff somewhere on tho outs'do bed-
rail. Not even ‘Good night Squills.*

I fell pretty bad about it, but I went
to sleep; but after awhile I experienced a
kick in the back, at if some playful mule
had been fanning me. Perhaps it was
necessary ns I always sleep bard.

•Mr. Squills,’ at last I heard Mrs.
Squills say, *Mr. Squills, have yon bolted
the door ?’

Now. I leave it to any man, whether
that is the correct thing for the mother of
a family to do? Of course I got up and
bolted the door, and I said, ‘Mrs. Squills,
why didn’t you think of bolting the door
before I went to sleep, and not wake up n
man in the middle of a cold night to dn
it.’ nnd what do you suppose her answer
was?

•Why Mr. Squills,’ said she, 'I thought
a bolt was always in order.'

•What did I say ? What could I say ?

And the worst of all,’ said Squills, ‘l’ll
be banged if she wasn’t laughing at me;
I could fed the bed shaking.’

I.-

All fcr the Best. —Dr. Johnson used
to say that a habit of looking at the boat
side of every event is belter than a thon-

. sand pounds a year. Bishop Hall quaint-
ly remarks, ‘For every bad there might

: tie a worse ; and when a man bteaks bin

i leg, let him be thankful that it was not
' bis neck.' When Fenclon's library was
;on fire ‘God be praised.’ he exclaimed,

j ‘that it is not the dwelling of some poor
man I’ This is the true spirit of snbnric-

' mod. one of the mot beautiful traits that
can possess the human heart. Resolve
to see this world qn its sunny side, and
jou have almost half won the battle of
life at the outset.

IThve —Probably no four Jetton in
the Knglith language have so much sig-
nificance, and call rut su b deep and
varied feeling at the four letters which

| spell that iiule word 1/>me I Probably
1 no otl r thing has so much to do with

¦ making the man. and shaping his destiny
in both lives. It ia the place be finds
kimscif when be comes into the world; it
is the p’nee he goes from when he is called
rot of < f it, and every intermediate stage,
youth, manhood, age. receives from it
the strongest ibfiuencea and|invectives.—
Ware.

Come. Bob. get Up.* said an in-
dulgent father to his bopelttl son the oth-
er morning. 'Remember, it’s the early

' bird that cache the worm.'
•WLat do I care for worms ?* answered

the young hop.fnl; ‘uiutLei won’t lot mo
' go a helling-’


