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FOUND WANTING.

••And you really fancy yourself in
love with Ibis fair-haired little bot>-
girl >”

Mr. Meredith, a tall, nohle.featured,
man ol fitly, looked rather sadly at his
enthusiastic young nephew.

“Fancy, ui ca r That is hardly an
appnrpriale word to me. I an* ’quite
certain of the lari."

“I suppose you Woi o; -.der ~ea
eery bad judje ot h-h r-. It,

if I tell you tha : lik-.- her fi*tr - ru,ln •

demure IV <• 1 -li- . *’ r
there is lut. 4 t , i.. ~ i,-u* r
than in In rp • i .< i. ~ be- *

“Their, i \ 1..i. r \ re o-

lutely, •i- w|,i u i i .i, ;tn bate to

differ with you
“Well, n.y boy, yuii .mi i hnocr lor

yourself. Ken m.lu-i, it i- i¦ i|ii*-txm

ol a partner lor a wait?. ¦ u
,

to

bright eye wIn*, e giitii t i u.u-e
you lor one tu two etenii./ Tile V o.

man w hom you now .-el*. l n i \

wile must necenarily mit t,„n.

less potent influence mu your tvhole
life.”

“Iknow it, sir,” ami llanv - miilli-
ful face bet ame for the moment almu-t
grave.

That she earns her own firing behind
the counter of a fancy store—that tbey
both do, in fact, is no drawback in mv
eyes. Independence and self-reliance
are to me cardinal virtues, and even
though your wife will be raised into an |
atmosphere of comparative wealth, a
few lessons taken beforehand in the
impartial school of worldly experience
will be ol incalculable ue to her.”

Harry Meredith sat long, that night,
before the bright coal fire in his snug
little bachelor apartment musing over
his uncle's worda.

He had met the two cousins, Rachel
and Ruth Duer at a quiet little birthday
fathering in the house of a friend, and
had instantaneously felt drawn toward
the elder one, elder by eighteen months.
She was a beautiful blonde, while the
other was rather ol the brunette type.

During the three months which had
followed u|m>ii his first introduction,
Harry Meredith had contrived too see
the cousins several times a week, and.
consequently fell deeper and deeper in
love with the golden-haired lassie even
while he was quite concious of Ruth's
deeper character and stronger intel-
lect.

Sometimes he was almost tempted tu
waver in his allegiance toward the el-
der, and then he look himself with
verv unnecessary sternness to task.

To-night, however, he past the whole
of the last lew weeks in review before
his memory, and derided that inac-
tion was the very worst policy in the
world.

“This suspense must be nut an end
to,” ejaculated our hero half aloud, ami
then he smiled mischieveouslv to him-
self. as an idea came into bis tiead.

“I'lldo it," be thought biting hi-
lip. “Of course it's (nearly for the fun
ol the thing. 1 have not the shadow
ot a doubt that she is all she seems, but
still

He was -dent for a few minute-, and
then rose to prepate lor slumber.

* They air pdtibe enough hi no- as -he
favnred chib, ol tuxuiv. Now I iii
lake mea-uir. i. learn abettor V-
-courtesy i- , uinelv trom M" *•

•>

or merely born ol empty lortu .m
lion to wealth."

So our hero, laying his h< a: on t.i
pillow, diearned ol private ma-qm ram-
parties all night lung.

Rachel Duer and her c-*r. in K.* t
were shop-girl- in Savrrv N I

great fancy store.

“Ob. dear !” sighed Rath* i **o* . .in
ing as she took offher bonnet in (he

little dressing-room at the ha< k ol the
store and shook down her gulden show-
er ol curls, “how tired I am ol Ihi- hor-
rid drudgery. How I wish Harry
Meredith would propose if he's going

Ruth laughed as she smoothed down
her satin-brow n hair, and tied the bow
of crimson ribbon at her throat.

“And what di you think of me.
Rachel? 1, who have no such brilliant
hopes of matrimony to light up the mo-
notony of my daily toil!'

Rachel shrugged her shoo triers.
'I don't reckon vou bear it so pa-

tiently. I should die with vexation
and rssri if I did not bope for some-
thing better.”

“Hushr sail Ruth, “there ia Mis.
Wicke.*, the torefrenao. calling us.”

“How 1 hate the old vixen r* Rach-
el iarulatnd* aiowly Mowing Rath into
tha store. to a] i t~ml

Roth," aim said, irnnowmiy. “1
think Mr. Meredith never

fA* checked WtoelC ft* at fcii* fa-
sten! the door opened, and Harry

the sweet Httfe wife Hbave wow?”
Rachel mattered own or two RWMi

sentences, hut she Was very pafc,
Meredith observed her with a smite.

“Ruth.” he said, taming to her frith
n smile, “I have something la ahofr
yow.”

He put a tiny paper parcel in her

She looked op . JrfbNj ioB Me Bee.
then the whole tide of memory came

.back npon her heart.
“Harry ? were yaw that old man 1”
**/ was that old man, mv dearest.”
And then Rachel Duer knew whv it

was that the ship freighted with all Iwr
hopes had drifted away, when it wan so
near the haven.

Anecdote or Pops.—Moat of onr
readers have doabtless heard of the
sharp rejoinder once made to Alexan-
der Pope, whereby a painted hit was
made at his diminutive and ill-shapes
figure, but many never have had the
particulars of the occasion. They are
as follows:

Pope was one evening at Barton’s
Coffee-boue, where himself and Swift,
and Arbuthoot, with several other schol-
ars, were poring over a manuscript copy
of the Greek Aristophanes. At length

j they came across a sentence which they
I could not comprehend, and as, in their
peiplexity. they talked rather loudly,
they attracted the attention of a young
officer who chanced to be in another

’ part of the room, and who approached,
mid begged leave to look at the pas-
sage.

“O, by all means,” said Pope, sar-
castically, "Let the young gentleman
look at it. We shall have light direct-
•y”

The young officer took up the manu-
script volume, and after a little study
and consideration his countenance
brightened.

“Itis but a slight omission on the
part of the scribe,” he said. “It only
wants a note of interrogation at this
point to make the whole iatelligi*

Pope saw in aa instant that the offi-
cer was right; but the thought ol being
outdone in Greek translation by a mere

Joulb, and a redcoat at that, piqued
im and with a sharp, bitter twang he

cried out,—
“And pray, young sir, what is a note

of interrogation ?”

“A note ol interrogation,” answered
the officer, surveying the wixened,
hunched-backed poet, from head to
loot with a ronteroptous look, “is m lit-
tie crooked iking lout aake pmhmi.”

On the fftfth of the November, ult.,
at St. Ignatius’ Church. Baltimore, by

1 Rev. Father Sourin, GEO. E. MAT-
TINGLY to Miss MARY O. DILLA-

. HAY, both of this county.— Sl. -Very’*
beacon.

Ileorge spent three rears here, his las!
being in IW9-70, in the class of Second
Humanities, when, as his contempora-
ries my well remember, his tall form
was conspirious at the head of the
ranks. George is a jollygood soul, and
we wish him well, notwithstanding that
he has never ordered the Joitnu.

Il seems to be so much the custom
for the St. Marv’s County people to go
up to St. Ignatius’ Church, Baltimore, j

jto get married, that we are obliged to
account tor it by supposing that St. Ig-

j natius being the ancient patron of the
i Maryland Missions, members of the

' old Catholic families naturally gravitate
on all important occasions to the head-

' quarters of the Maryland Jesuits, as
1 they used to do when their head-quar-
j ers were in their own county, at St.

i Inigoes; and seek the fine church ot
their Patron in Baltimore, as they sought
in lormer times the venerable edifice
erected by the Maryland Pilgrims or

l their immediate descendants, by the
-horr- ol St. Mary’s River.— George-

’ town College Jommml.

Siwtor Xte *jto Hoaxer Race-
lkv.—Here is an incident illustrative
oi one ol Nye’s well-known defects.—
ju-t S*tore Secretary Chase resigned
h* Treasury in the summer of |B(i4.
Horace Greeley, bring in Washington.
x> asked who he thought would be a
s;ood successor to *be important office.

“The best man I ran think of,” re-
plied Greeley, “is Jim Nye.”

“Jim Nve ? You cannot mean it.—
What in the world is there to recom-
mend him ?”

“Just this,” answered the journalist,
‘I ve known Nye*tor a good many years.
He's always bmrownif monev. and I’ve
never known him to pay a dollar back.
Now, il he could be in the Treasury,
he d keep borrowing ,n bit oM Wgy.
while nobody could ever get anvthing
out of him. 'and the resnlf woJld be
that the Treasury would be full all Ike
tint*—and the Treasurer woald he
fuN loo—wd thing* would gw on
swimmingly.”

|#.Littl.F— ymaw-“GBtog iwife
Broker's fancy bull. Fred?” Fred—-
•Yes; but 1 don’t know what character

“Realty, Mine Rachel Duer. you
UNMfht • little more punctual,’’ said
Mrs. Wickes, pursing up her mouth
ytjdlj. “You sw Ml tvs suinulea

I6RSU Mmd wnt to work
labeliug a box of newly-arrived ribbons.
She and Mrs. Wickes had never amei j
very harmoniously, nor did she affiliate

pciiinvm wirYrvnw ¦vn^vlNic

she, from the serene heights of the pos-
rihSkyof her one day becomi-ig Mis.
Harry Meredith, treated them with a

' To vain were Ruth's remonstrances.
Rachel had always been willfuland in-
clined to superciliousness, nor would
shnlislmslb her cousin**, mftdly-pruflered
advice now.

“It’sall very well for you, Roth;
you’ve got to spend all your days here,”
she said, curling her pretty lip: “but 1
shall soon be lifted out of this groveling
atmosphere.”

“Itis by no means a certainly.’’
“Yes, 'U is,” laughingly answered

Rachel, blushing like a damask rose. .

And Rath would sigh softly, and
think how brightly the future was un-
roll ng its vast map be fora her pretty
little cousin.

Rachel Duer waited rather languidly
upon one or two customers that morn-
ii g. videnflv her heart was not in
t-r ? fik, and Mrs. Wickes, from her

I I k?f -p!ac. behind the rash-boX, cast
; -i v.-r. • envenomed -dances toward her,
p u i . oi a on.ing storm.

I’ n! \ :i ne w cu-turner hobbled]
, . rooked. ami made hi- wav j

> ti- he * tinnier where Rachel |
-. Kmh were standing. A huj* rot-

! to*: lanbri Ihi protiuded in a warlike,
! m •! ei lion. b< nealh his aim and

i:m •• i < ttcn glove- covered his hands, i
whieaiii ty red wig was bait-con-

: by bis bent and batterer hat.
•.V v ;noi nes ! Ruth, u hat a figure !”

•,. • t Rat hel, in a very audible
<".{<. ,oft. -W bat can that old bundle

l - • < •imihand clothes want here 5”

l-o ii!’’said Kulb, almost sternly;
he w it! hear you.”

j And what il he des! What do I
{ • at* ;

ii* •- oi*i and infirm. Rachel, and
In- age should render him .-acred in

jyour ey es."
Rachel tossed her head sneering-

j
''Ruth, you are 100 absurd for any-

thing. I won’t wait on him.”
Hut the old man steered resolutely

fur Rachel herself.
“Iwant to boy some gloves, miss,”

he said, in a feeble, croaking voice.
“You’d better go somewhere else,”

said the young lady, superciliously;—
“our store doesn’t keep cheap goods.”

“Please to let me see the articles.”
Rachel tossed a box down on the

counter; the old man bent his speeta-
| cled eyes down to survey the goods.

“How much are these?”
“A dollar a pair."
“But lam a poor man, miss; have

you nothing cheaper?”
“No!”snapped Rachel; “I fold vou

to go elsewhere. I’ve no patience with
laui>ers.”

“Ihog your pardon, miss,” said the
old man: "I am not a pauper.”

“Well,” ob-erveii tin- girl, scornful-
ly, “you look like one!”

“Ap|iearanees are often deceitful.-
Did you tell me you had cheaper j
gloves?”

“Ididn't tell you any such thine!”]
“Rachel! Rachel!” remonstrated her

cousin. “Let me show yon what you
w ant, sir," she said, softly, turning to
the old customer. “W> have some .
very nice gloves at seventy-five cents.” j

“Seventy-five cents is a great deal of
money to pay for a pair of gloves,” j
-aid the old man looking sorrowfully {
down >n the mended fingers of those '
he wore; “hui the weather is getting
frosty, and I'm not so young as 1 was." !

“I should think that was quite evi- '
dent. ’ rail! Rachel, with a heartless;

! tiller.
Ruth hen I lowani the old man. say-

ing in a l<*w. sweet voice:

Tale the wjini worsted gloves, sir.
I t e pri* e is aetenly-fivr eenta, but you (
si.-:, have them u; fitly. I myself will
u ik- up the dilb-rence to the store.- :

V u .*¦ an old gentleman, and 1 am
* >i itg ao<; aide to work."

“Hut 1 am nothing tu you, mi--."
Kulh mined the gloves neatly in a

piece *>t pa)>cr. and handed them to
him.

I. * the sale ol the dear ; '¦ who
ted a year ago, old age tan •< e

'nothing to me. sir. Plea e ; •• .h-nk
me; indeen I deserve no gt • ?*i •

And Ruth drew blu-hi.. y i*a‘k, •
w hiie Ra* bei hurst into a laugh.

“Ipon my word. Ruth, yow are the
greatest fool I ever saw !’ she cried

hite the old gentleman hobbled out ol
the -Hre. “1 would have seen the old
beggar in Jericho before I would have
given him anything? Why doesn't he
go to the poor-hou-e ?”

The days crept on. and one day Mr.
Harry Meredith astonished little*Ruth
Doer very much by asking her to be
ht wife.

It was aa if the galea of Paradise had
been suddenly opened to her—the mod-
est little girl, secretly worshiping Har-
ry Meredith in her heart of hearts, had
never dreamed of the possibility of such
good luck being in atom fee her.

That evening she told her cousin.*—
Rachel lidfimiß silence. The peine

her grasp once.

“1 think yon must* be giika,
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When T wnrtiitt|Wmyfnl
age my parents commuted to hemcf my
ambition to become a aailor, and they
placed me in charge of Captain John
Stockton, (owner and maater ofthe bark
Miranda,) who was a distant rafoben of
my iro’ber. He was ayonngmaa, barely
thirty years ofage, and ha treated aw
with kindness and consideration.—
Though on my Crst voyage with him I
most confess I thought dMhrantfy. an
the reality of a cabin-boy's Ufa dMfcra
very materially from the ranmnet that
sarrooads M in the ganaraßly el sen*
ltOTl€f -

The Miranda eras enraged la the
trade between New Tara and Sooth
America, and on the aecend voyage 1
made ia her we carried several passen-
gers to Rio de Jsocrio. Among the
number was a young lady who was go-
ing down to Rio to join her maternal
uncle, a wealthy Baltimorean, who had
resided in Brasil for many years, for she
was an orphan, and bnd only just com-
pleted her education.

Rosalind de Vitre was one of the
sweetest blossoms from the garden of
girlhood I ever met. Ofmedium statue,
her figure was graceful as Hebe’s, and
her features clear-cut and regular as
those we sometimes see on antique
cameos. She was about seventeen
yean of age, being nearly four my se-
nior, and she petted me nntil I fairly
worshipped her, for, as a usual thing on
board ship, lads in my position get more
kicks than caresses. Rut there was an-
other person, I soon found out, in whose
bosom the fair Rosalind bad kindled a
fiercer flame than in my own. Mine
was boyish gratitude for kindness ren-
dered; his manly love inspired by her
surpassing charms. Toilng as I was I
could not fail to see that Captain Stock-
ton was passionately ha Imre with Miss
De Vitre, and long ere we reached our
destination, I felt assured that his at-
tachment was reciprocated.

The other passengers were not slow
to notice that the skipper was decided-
ly in love with his pretty charge; and
though the majority of them, especially
the ladies, sympathised with the young
couple, and remembered the ungram-
matical axiom, "Twois company, and
three is none," there were two parsons
of the other sex who were invariably
lurking about whenever the Captain and
Rosalind happened to select n snitnbla
place for n Mss-Mr. They were na-
tives of Brasil, and from what Iover-
heard one day, having picked up a smat-
tering of the Portuguese language on my
previous voyage, I was able to gath-
er the gist of their remarks, which were
to the effect that one Don Francisco
Martin would have to be informed of
the love-making oI Captain Stockton
and Miss De Vitre, and that there would
be acme trouble when be came to hear
about it.

About ten days after our arrival in
Rio, the skipper came aboard one day
in a very perturbed state of mind. I
knew it the instant be entered the cab-
in.

“Give roe some brandy, Bob," he
said.

I gave him some, and be tossed down
a glassful undiluted, which was not his
catom. and then began overhauling his
slock ofrevolvers.

“What’s the matter, sir ?’’ I ventured
to ask. for I guessed something had gone
wrong with bis love affairs, and I had
beard of even strong, heave men Mow-
ing oat their brains in consequence of
true love not running quite as smoothly
as they wished.

“Mind your own business, hoy. Send
Mr. Archer to roe, and stay forward
yourself," he saapptshly responded.

I toM the chief mate the skipper
wished to see him. and the two remained
in the cabin about an hour before the
pantry hell summoned roe to their pres-
ence.

“Sit down, Boh," said the skipper,
whose face had resumed its customary
brightness; “we’ve got a littlematter in

| hand wherein you can make yourself
useful, ifyou wish to he a wood bov and
-R nrArnrm M
oo*y omen.

I signiffed my wiHingness to do my
best to merit their approbation, and the
pair of conspirators look me into their
confidence.

The captain loW me that Rosalind De
Vitre was hi* affianced bride, and that
through the connivance of a European
lady triend of his visiting In Rio, he had
been able to meet her every evening in
the lovely Botanical Gardens of that
city. They bad heeo watched, howev-
er, and their aseetlnga reported to Me.
Prank Mmtin, Rosafwid’s uncle. This
gentleman was wary wealthy, and had

! NVNfMCRff rat* WOW VOK BW "WC€

should marry an istems! s friamflofUs,
to whom hn raw under rate* ahfign-
ftoua He immrdtotoly trai tor kb
nifff tflteg Mmt vWI wkit

was engaged to Csptois StaOktow

TJf St bn*

w ifo mm.

’*lKil Wan ashore since onr ar-
rival, Wt I had hetnpe tolerably well

the ogro who had possession of Rosa-
lind occupied a fine villa. It was ar-
ranged that I should go ashore the fol-
lowing day and meet Mr. Archer, ap-
parently by accident in the great pub-
lic square, Campo da acclamacao. We
would then lake a stroll together; he
would point out Mr. Martin’s home to
mo, and then leave bm to employ some
dwtep iy which n letter and certain
information could bn conveyed to Roan*
find.

Mr. Martin’s home I found to he a
vary handsome residence, standing in
Ha own grounds and shaded by trees.
It was almost completely coveted by a
ipw, eomewbat resembling the Virpn-
is creeper, and ae I glanced el the sin-
ewy and interlaced stems of the vines,
1 had my flan ofaction. There was
not a window In the house that a sailor
lad, as active as I, could not reach. I
hastened back to Mr. Archer, and bade
him tell the dkipper to be in Mr. Mar-
tin’s orange grove at nightfall.

There was no moon that night; and
shortly after sunset I stole out and se-
creted myself amid the luxurious shrubs
in Martin’s garden. I had not been
there long before I saw a female form
appear at one of the upper windows,
and though 1 could not see her face, I
instinctively recognised the charming
Rosalind. I breathed a half-whispered
word beneath the casement, and Isprang
nimbly as a squirrel op the vines.

"Are yon alone, Miss De Vitre ? I
am Boh, 1 murmured, as I gained the
sill.

"Hist! Speak low, dear. Where is
my captain r’

“Not far away. How can Ihelp yon t

Where b oko ?’*
‘‘“Sleeping in the adjoining room. She

willawake at *be slightest noise. Oh,
Bob, I’m i o be made to marry that hor-
rid man to-morrow."

“Not if Bob Rogers knows it. I was
just in the nick of time. Can yon climb
down the vines ia that wrapper ?" I
whispered.

“Tea, easily." she replied. "But,
Bob, Inex willawake ia a tew moments,
perhaps; I shall be missed; we shall be
recaptured before we can reach the
shore, and yon and John will he naans-
ainated.’’

*1 Never mind, Miss Rosalind: he quick.
The captain is in the orangery. Find
him, and I will cover your retreat by
taking your place."

She hung back, unwilling in her
sweet unselfishness to let me incur the
risk. So Islipped lightlyinto the cham-
ber.

“Horry up. Miss Rosalind, my life
depends upon your leaving here.

*

Tell
the captain to sail immediately. I will
find a refuge in the town when the Mi-
randa b under way."

She saw that, young as I was, I had
ready wit and a strong will. Twining
her soft, white arms around my neck,
she kissed me tenderly, saying:

“Heaven bless you, dear Bob !"

She passed through the casement,
and while clinging amind the leaves and
tendrils, she raised her face and I
pressed a kiss upon her snowy brow.

That was our parting. Was it a tear
of toy at her deliverance, or grief at the
risk I was running for her sake that
trickled down my cheek ? I cannot say,
only I know I wiped it away and quick-
ly turned into the dainty bed from which
she bad risen, doubtless, when I first
discovered her at the window.

I covered myself over with the sheet,
and menially cautioned myself against
being guilty of any such foolish act as
falling asleep. Ere five minute*passed,
I heard a footfall approaching, and soon
felt the vigilant dneann’s presence.

“Good ! She sleeps at last," I heard
her murmur to herself, and I felt like
giving utterance to a yell of satisfaction
at the success of my scheme.

Sailor* are not accustomed to downy
beds and the daintiest of linen, and I
suppose these unwonted luxuries must
have acted upon mv system like an
opiate, for I actually fell asleep.

W bat my dreams were I cannot now
remember, bt I have a very vivid re-
membrance of being suddenly lifted out
of bed by the red capillary adornment
nature gave me, and of finding myself
engaged ia n pogilbtic warfare with the
ponderous duenna, who had discovered
the cheat that had been practiced upon
her.

Inoon managed to reader her AanA
(omimt, this being no time to stand upon
any ceremony, and jumped out of the
window. 1 soon clambered down the
vines and tea chad the ground jnst as a
ribbon of ariv^^h^btjMtratrhia^jtiong
near at hand,

i lost nomaHn^wajMinlo toe

nvoidrag the pesos.

EBKVferaraM ffTlSfSi

¦ bwrtffa
1 received When I entered her cabin.

. Bombed had had much ofher hrapi-
nera massed hf aonly fcrnf safety,

[attcfitaMßSMe
>m, who thought that he natenitoed
cabin beys, at fete mildly hinted that
battered crackers md Hiitmff were gen-
erally more acceptable to them than
tears and caresses.

I did mot pierce him with a marlin-
spike, hot I attended hb wedding, and
Aant Rosalind, as my youngsters now
call her in them later years, only yes-
terday gave my hoy Jack a villainous,
unmusical tin trumpet. Sock b grati-
tude!

Br Joan BiLUnea.—l have exantiaed
the## rich men, and I find that the hap-
piest tinm of their Kfo b when they are
making their money. After they get
rich and sit down to enjoy it, trouble
I t #

Dfgillff.

Host people me anxious to get the
Aral news; 1 want my news about four
dap old. then I think 1 stead soase
chance to hear the truth.

Men who originate ideas are seldom
the ones who excute them.

Without triab and temptations mao
would be nothing more than a fungus.

The best way to mrnage children is
to spank them privately and praise them
publicly.

Misers are strange creatores—they
seem to eqjoy only those things they
have not.

There b no better evidence of gene-
ral depravity than to see those who flat-
ter the most succeed the best.

There b no greater tyranny than
fear.

The most pleasant prospect from the
top of a high mountain is to look back
and see the ragged way we have cosm.

I have tried all the moot approved
plans, and I find the best way to man-
age a woman b to let her have her own
way.

There b tec trait ef human charac-
ter that the devil himself rat hupaond
of, and that is, the men we have in-
jured a man the mere we hate him.

Most of the miserable would he com-
paratively happy If (hey UrenM only
compere their condition with tttoae he-
neatn instead ef tkeee above them.

Truth never b in a hurry, hut a Ra b j
always on the jump.

There b great art in carrying year
points without seeming at all anximm to

Peace ought to he as cheap as day-
light, but it Is one of (he luxuries, rad
casta uc men than anything we have to
hey.

Love, which b simply the result of
fear, will turn to hate the first good
chance it gets.

It costs less to agree with a fool than
to differwith him.

Advice b generally like the bread
and cheese that beggars receive—thrown
over into the first vacant lot they come
to.

Obstinacy might he excusable in s
wise man, but wise men are never ob-
stinate.

Old age is a perch where all the aches,
sorrows and ills of life come to roost.

Rcmcdt for Trouble.—Work is
your true remedy. Ifmisfortune hits
you hard, you hit something else hard:
pitch into something with a will. There’s
nothing like good, solid, absorbing, ex-
bausting wont to cure trouble. Ifyou
have met with lasses, you don’t want to
lie awake sod think about them. Toe
want to sleep—calm, sound sleep—end
to eat your dinner with appelate. Bat
yon can’t unless you work. Ifyou say
yen don’t feel like work, you go loafing
all day to tell Did and Horry the story
of your woes, you’ll Me awake and keep
year wife awake by your teasing, spoil
year temper and your breakfast the
next morning and begin to marrow feel-
ing ten times worse than yon do to-
day.

’There are some great troubles Upt
only time can heal, and perhaps some
that never can he healed at all; hut all
can be helped by the great panacea,
work. Try it, you who are afflicted.—
It b not a patent medicine. It ha*
proved its rftciency since first Adam
and Eve left behind them, with weep-
ing, their beautiful Eden. It ban ef-
ficient remedy. Allgood physicians in
regular standing prescribe it in cases ef
mental and moral disease. It operate*
kindly ns well as leaving no disagreea-
ble sequels, and we assure you that we
have taken n large quantity of it with
moat beneficial results. It will care
mere complaints than any nostrum ia
the materia medics, rad cornea nearer
to being a “cure all" than any drug or
compound of drags in the market. And
itwillnet sicken yon ifyou do ns* late
it i apr rral I Taster.

sentence of An Court u,”
aaW Judge Phrtor. aprauteMtimay-

£ri£ttehwffiteoJTa!!? iTy
you will spend the time ia cumngtehb-

. ty7” “Belabors t vr*. unfiKter.
i ti,’\wqjtheentwkr.
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afestsa^SSis
pwKfpfc Ihvolvad too rtikian itta-
tiM to the nMnte ofdetail*, es-
fdMf all repetition at the Marc m>
poatwti is weanaoiaa la these* |ia>

fto with such ear* like mmlU, sad

ia large sams; thee prefer la give wdk
a free head, without reference to the
amount. Small ear*, oa the contrary,
desire to know the particular* ofa story
as well s* the main (acts, take delight
odea in examing, handling or construc-
ting tiny specimens of workmanship:
are disposed to be exact with re>p'ct to
inches and ounces, in buying or selling,
to the extent at least of knowing the
exact number over or under the stated
measure given or received. People
with such ear* would, in most cases,
prefer a retail ta a wholesale busiaess.

Tat Paaa ana Jor or Dxatb.—
Men fear death, ha said, aa it aaqaaa-
tioaably the greatest evil, and yet no
man know* that it may not be the
fleetest good. If, indeed, great Jov*
are ia project, he might, and hi*friend*
for him, with Maaewhat more reason re-
gret the event; bat at his years, and
with hi*scanty fortune—though he was
happy enough at seventy still to pre-
serve both body and mind in vigors—yet
even hi* present gratifications must ne-
cessarily soon decay. To avoid, there-
fore, the evils of age, pain, sickness, de-
cay ol sight, decay of hearing, perhaps
decay of understanding, by the easiest
of deaths (for such the Athenian mode
of execution—by a draught of hemlock
—was reputed), cheered with the com-
pany of surrounding friends, could not
be otherwise than a blessing.— Wm.
Mitfnrd on the Condemnation and Death
of Sot rates.

A Coon BAxearrca.—‘Take a com-
mon glas pickle battle, wide mouthed:
fill it within three laches of the top with
water, then lake n common Florence
oil flask, removing the straw covering
and cleaningthe flask thoroughly, plunge

| the neck of the flask a* far as it will go
iato the bottle, and the barometer is
complete. In fine weather the water
will rise in the neck of the flask even
higher than the mouth ofthcpickle bot-
tle, and ia wet, wiady weather, it will
fall to witbia aa iach of (he flak. Be-
fire a heavy gale ol wiad, the ureter ha*
beea seen to move the flask altogether
at least eight hoars before the gale came
to its height.

flqfr A French soldier wns sitting, a
short time hack, on the summit ofa Mf

, oftrhHfliiga garrison town; Ms horse
was picketed near by: the man was
Mnoking leisurely, and from time to
time glancing from the esplanade to a
big official envelope be had in his hand.
A comrade passed and said: "What
are you doing there ?” "Iam bearing

I the President Mac Mahon’s pardon for
( oar friend Fiichroann, who is to be sh.t

this morning,” replied the smoker.
"Well, then, huriy along with it,” said
his comrade. “C no! See, there is
hardly a soul on the esplanade, and tbu
firing'platoon bn* not yet been formed.
You surely would not’bave me rob my
appearance of ail dramatic effect.”

A gentleman, says Thackeray, ta
a rarer thing than some of us think for.
Which of us can (mint out ia his cir-
cle—men whose aims are generous;
whose truth is constant sad elevated;
who can look the world honestly ia
the face, with an equal manly sym-

-1 pathy for the great and small*?—
| We all know a hundred whose coats
| are well made, and a score who have

excellent manners, hot af gentlemen,
how many Lai as fake a scrap of pa-

’ per aad each make his list.

“Jake,” said the Mashing dam-
sel to a lover that her father had for-
bidden the house. ”1 don't car# ilyoar
feet are big; I leva you jasl as mach.”
"Wall, Sally, 1 don't mind so much
about the site of my own feet, hut I
wish voor dad’s were a littlesmaller. I
should feel more confident, you know,
about staying.”

A young lady of Norfolk was so

agitated while dancing with the Grand
Duke that she feinted in hi*arm*. The
scion of nobility mesely passed her over
to owe of the old ladies'with the remark:

r "Toodamtbioovilch,” aad secured aa-
, other partner.

It was a Hew Jersey bey wha,
, having done saaae wicked tlaagaad be-

ing naked whether ha did not want to
, go to heaven, replied: "Hoc I don’t

r want to get my Angela sore playing oa
r aa old harp."

[ ft*A negro b jCath Carolina, com-
r of the hard time*. Hectored

Key went the hardest over known.
••Wtau" said ha, "I works all day aad

- .MafeU night aa' yet I'm Mast iflean

\ H1 . jiwaito Motors half

fccfc-fctOIM.
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