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PROFESSIONAL,
to. y. MORUjLN,

Attorney and Counsellor at Law
and Agent for Connecticut Mutual Life In-
surance Company, Mutual Life of New
York and Royal tin Insurance of Liver-
pool,

LEONARDTOWN. Md
April I,lßßo —*f.

DAN’L. C. HAMMETT,
ATTORNEY AMD COUNSELLOR ATIAW,

Leonardtown, Md
Jna 111—tf|

B. HARRIS CAM AUER,
STATE’S ATTORNEY,

AWD ATTOAiniT-AT-LAW,
Leonardtown, Md

D. 8. Bwicbii
Attorney and Con nsellor- at-Law,

219 St. Paul’s Street, Baltimore, Md
1878—tf.

ROBERT C COMBS,
Attornet-at-Law,

Leonardtown, Mo

WALTER I. DAWKINS,
~

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

14 K. Lexington St., Baltimore, Md

Will continue to practice in Sfc Mary’s
and adjoining counties. Nov 3—tL

HENRY F. SPALDIUe,
’

Attohney-at Law,
No. 23 Lexington St., Ba.timore, Md.
Prompt attention given to all basinesa in

trusted in bis care.
Jaa I,Bs—tft

WAITER B. DORSEY,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW’,

Leonardtown, Md.

Office—Register of Wills’ Office.

Jan 14 ’92—ly.

R. B.TIPPETT * BRO.
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW

11 B. Lexington St., near Cbaa.,Balt., Md

Practice in the Courts of Baltimore city
Court of Appeals of Md., in the counties of
Charles ad St. Mary's and Washington
Cty Speial attention given to Admiralty
pactice, collection of claims.

GEORGE BLAKIBTONE,
' Attorney-at-Law,

Farmers’ AMerchants’ Bank Building,
Corner South and Lombard SUf,

Baltimore, Md
& Sept -tf|

RODDY A LOVE,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

XawJtalMlßf. Car. LnlagtM mml SI.
rial Street*, Baltimor*, .

Claim* eoOeeted and promptly paid over.

References:
Citizen* National Bank , Baltimore.
J. Frank Ford, Clerk Court of Appeal*, Md.

Oct 13—tf, capr27 93

DUKE -

ATTORNEY AMD COUNSELLOR-AT-LAW.

National Mechanics Bank Building.

BALTIMORE, MD.
Sept 29 'O2.

88. WHIT HAMMETT,

Dentist,
306 9thN. W., Washington, D.C.

Operative ana mechanical Work done
in best manner. All work guaranteed.

Prices moderate. Consultation free.
Sept I—tf|

(JARPET WEAVER.
JOSEPH LANTZ, manufacturer of bed

coverlets, bags, ingrain and rag carpets.
On the Leonardtown road near California,
Md. Jan. 4, *94—tf,

HENDERSON, LAVS & Cb7.
35 E. PRATT ST.,

[Baltimore- Md.
Manufacturers of CAKES, CRACKERS

and CANDIES by steam.

I beg leave to inform my friends and pa-
trons that 1 have permanently associated
myself with the above firm and respectful-
ly ask for a share of your patronage.
Thanking you for past favors, lam yonra

Very respertfully,
W. B. TENNISON.

__

J—7o

MATTHEW J. POPE ;

Blacksmith and Wheelwright,
Leonardtown, Md.

Special attention given to horseshoeing.
I can always be found at my shop and
Wj l4

’ do all work in my line at shortest no-
tice a as cheap as can be done in the
county. Termz ea*A. Thankful fur past
patronage. I respectfully ssk a continu- |
anec. Jun o 15—tft

NOITCK IT~
THIS Is to iaform myfriends and

the public generally, tb t I will posi-
tively be at my place of businesT* always in
business hours hereafter. Will make the
repairing of harness, boots and shoe* s spe-
cialty and as low anybody else will do It
All work guaranteed to be done as neat
and aa substantial as can be done In the
city. I have put repairing down lower
than anyone in the county. I also pat ap
Gents’ fine boots, shoos and gaiters as neat
as yon can get them done in the city. Give
me a call. JAMES L. CONNELLY,

Jan 11—tft Leonardtown.

To Grr tub Gbxtl ry War Book.

Bring or send one “Century War Booh”
Coupon, together with 10 cents for each
part as issued, to the Sr. Mary’s Beacon,
Leonardtown, Md., and any one of the 20
parts of the “Century War Book” willbe
mailed you oust free.

vol. un. LEONARDTOWN, HDyfESDAY. JULY 5, 1894.

GEORGE F. CLARK,
OF ST. MARY'S COUNTY, WITH

LIKES. BEBW4NCEB & CO.
The Leading Onc-Pirice Clothiers and Tailors. 10 &

12 E. Baltimore Street., near Charles, Baltimore, Md.
When in the city go and call for Mr. Clark, tell him yon are a St. Mary’s man and he

will sell yon the t*?*t snit of clothes yon ever saw at a moderate price. Call on him and
be convinced. The best made clothing in Baltimore is at

LIKES, UEHWAXQER & CO., Unitimore Street, near Charles.

April 20—yt

TO TOBACCO GRO WERS I

Excelsior Guano Company’s

Forming the moetlConccntratcd, Universal abd Durable Fertilisers offered to the
Ilantcr. Combining all the stimulalating qualities of Peruvian Ouano, and the dura-
ble fertilizing properties of Bones. Fine and Dry.

Put up in g<x>d strong bags, 12 to the ton. Planters should see that every bag is
branded with the I'StS and our name in Red Letters.

EXCELSIOR GUANO COMPANY,
F. A. LUCCHESI, late of <l. J, Turner & Co,, Proprietor.

239 South Street, Baltimore. -

OFFICE OF

S. BIEBEH’B

STAR CLOTHING HOUSE,
Washington, D. C., Oct. 20, ISOS.

JUST SUPPOSIN'
Now, that you could see a Big Stock of seasonable

goods, and Just supposin ’ that the prices had' been

put way down to the very dead line of profit, so that

none could go lower, would you have the sand to

buy from a lesser stock and pay a larger price ?

Would You ? Would You ?

WE HAVE SURELY DONE IT!

The Most Complete Stock.

The Lowest Brices.

S. BIBBER,
903 to 909 Bth St, S. K,

WASHINGTON, - - - - D. 0.

FOR TOBACCO USE

Baoglfs Pure Bone aim Peruvian Beano soioum
Manufactured from GENUINE PERUVIAN GUANO. PURE ANIMAL

BONE, and HIGH-GRADE POTASH.

ALSO

um mm mu mtm m nun.
Which Has Been Used forYears by Many Leading Farmers.

Use BUCK’S CORN FERTILIZER
For Corn, Oats and Garden Truck.

Baugh’s Animal Bone and Potash Compound
Is a Complete Fertilizer for all Oops, and is used largely for Tobacco,

Potatoes, Garden Track and all Spring Crops.

MANVFACTt'UD ONLY BY

412 EAST LOMBARD STREET, BALTIMORE, MO.

LUMBER.
; r' '\Sip'

0. 0. .lOEI.L agent for the large lumber firm. J. H. D Smoot, A Son of
Alexandria, willkeep constantly on hand in Leonard town
Boards, Scantling, Weather Boarding. Flooring, Palings

Dressed Boards, Shingles, Doors, Stth; Ac.
Also, Laths, Lime and Hair, which he wlllsell atcity prices.
Orders for lumber from in Alexandria willbe prompUy attended to.

a i -

T Annabel,O
My ftTOrtfe fiowsrJ^Marlaß.And a'.} my dice.
For few are sjK^^^Wogf.

Iknow my love on th|lßpUe,
I see her very btasfeMCM—-

f> tn be like thee, deer* apM
Upon her snowy tWMnljjßlne!

Bat go. and this And kaHßaes
Upon Uinae tnumd ¦ pen:

I'll forfeit, for
The penally that kwe ||K. . „.

J. E. M. Ralet, in lUgazine.
”¦ - -ijsaaa||^--

A 20TO-S Sftf.

There be more joftjkin this
world, according of
thinking, than BlW'?^^fflSFtllih
the newspapers, or hare tne Victor-
ia Cross presented to them, yr hate
books written abont them after they
are dead and gone.

All the same, l’re never been able
to make op my mind as to whether
one man I’ve known was a hero or
not. Maybe I’m a heavy kind o’
chap, and things don’t strike me so
clear as they do others; bat if I tell
you the story just as it happened,
you can pat what reading yon like
on it.

I’m a miner down Staffordshire
way, have been a miner fell my life,
and recond I’m likely to stick to
the pick tillsome explosion comes
along and makes an end of me.

I worked witha gang in the Nine
Pits colliery abont fifteen years
back, and there was one man there
who hailed from South Wales as I
got pretty friendly with.

I’ve called him a "man,” but I
don’t know if the title comes right.
He was more like a stunted boy than
a man, and more like some sort of
queer animal than either. He was
a dwarf. He had a monstrous large
bead and shoulders, and pair of
little, bowed twisted legs no bigger
than a child’s of nine years old.

His back was crooked; be had a
lot of hair on his face, as those
Welshman have, and his eyes had a

look ps I nevel oould get
at the bottom were deep
set in his bead, as black and bright
as a bit of silkstone, and sometimes
there would cornea cload into them
and doll them, and he would stare
out before him as stupid as if he
was tranced; it was a sad look, too,
as well as dull, and I never could
make out what he was thinking of
then.

I’ve said we were pretty friendly,
but I don’t know as I was anything
more than civil to hinn I have al-
ways been cautions with them
dwarfs, for though he seemed gentle
enough. I had heard they could
be spiteful and vicious ifyou crossed
them in any way. He was clever,
as they often are, and coaid speak
English as well as any of us. He
had been two years and more at the
Nine Pits, and he brought some
money with him when he came, for
he had a cottage of his own and a
tidy piece of garden, which was
above what the rest of ns had.

Yon might think that, Jtieirg so
misshapen and little, he wasn’t
much good in a coal minor, but I
can tell you there wasn’t a man of
six feet among ns stronger than be
was. To have seen him Rawing his
pick would have made you hold
your breath; he went at the work
like steam, and he could walk, yon
sec, down some of the narrow, low
galleries, where chaps&ke me would
have to crawl.

I lived along with my father and
sister then. Wo were previous poor,
and father nsed to say be hoped
Hetty would marry some one able
to keep her, and so give us a lift
that way.

Hetty was powerful pretty. I’ve
seen a sight of women, as yon may
suppose, in six and thirty years, but
I have never seen one that could
come near .her for good looks.
Bright and light she wss as sun-
shine, and she had a bit of temper,
too, but only what you may call the
froth atop a jug of eider, making
it all the spicier.

When me and my mates left work
of an evening, she would come along
the road to meet us sometimes, and
put her armtbrongh mine and talk

P y i k of

the hangman, bat a pleasanter sort
to look upon than Jim yon never
saw. See him on Sunday going t©
chapel, clean and smart, as straight
as a pole, with blue eyes looking so
frank and smiling you’d say he
looked a picture.

He had struck up a mighty affec-
tion for me before he had been a
month in the gang. You would
have thought ’twas a wonder he had
managed to live so long without me.
He told me all about his friends and
such like moat confidential, and I
found oot he had to keep his moth-
er and hadn’t a sixpence he could
call bit own.

Allbe told me 1 told Hetty, and
she would listen, with a lovelycolor
in her cheeks, and go on talking
about him after 1 had stopped, till
all of a sadden it came upon me
that him and her knew os much of
each other as 1 did and more, too,
and liked what they knew to a de-
gree that was considerable.

I was a trifle put out about it,
for 1 knew he was poor, and it
would be a bad lookout if they was
to come together; still, as I’ve said,
I'm heavy and slow in most things,
and I thought I’d better hold my
tongue awhile longer.

Well, one day—l remember it as
clear as yesterday—it was between
the lights on a September evening,
very quiet and still, the stars just
showing out like sparkles of dia-
mond light we get in the seams at
times. I was smoking my pipe in
our back room—father was out of
the house—when 1 heard voices in
the other room across the passage.
It was Matty and my sister talking
together.

Matty was the dwarf. He had a

long Welsh name, but we called
him ‘‘Matty’"in the general way
because of his rough hair, and he
didn’t seem to mind the joke.

I knew his voice well enough. It
wasn’t exactly nnpleasant, though
deep, with sometimes a sort of crack
in it, but anything like it sounded
Just then I never heard before.

It made me sit np and put my
pipe down pretty sadden.

‘1 love you,’ he says to Hetty.
*l’ve loved you ever since I’ve seen
you; won’t you marry me? I’d be
a good husband to you.’

She went into a light kind of
scornful laugh.

‘Marry you?’ she says. ‘Why,
Matty, you must be dreamingl Of
course I won’t.’

And then I guessed she gave her
head a toss with a w.y she had.

I got up and went a step nearer
the door, for I didn’t know how he
might take it, them dwarfs being
uncertain creatures.

He was silent a minute. Then
he says,—

*l’mstunted and crooked, I know,
but I love you better than any other
man willever love yon, and I’ve a
comfortable homo to offer you.’

‘lf you had twenty homes I
wouldn’t have yon,’ she answers
quick. ‘So do say no more about
it.’

I have often thought she was a

trifle sharp and unkind in her
speech, but 1 fancy the girl was
more than half frightened, for he
must have looked a rare object in
that dim light, and, after all, pretty
girls don’t stop to pick and choose
their words so gently as they might,
perhaps.

I think he moved ronnd the room
after that, for his voice sounded
near to me. He spoke short and
savage like,—

‘Jim Marwood’s the man that
stands between yon ami me. Do
you think I’ve been blind? Do you
think I can’t see that? Jim Mar-
wood has got your heart; and do you
think yon willever marry him while
I’m alive?’

1 got a shiver down the back and
felt ronnd for my stick, for his
tone was awfnl, and I didn’t know

| what he might do next.
Hetty never was the girl to be

cowed, and she flashed round on
him the next moment like gun-

powder.
‘ltis Jim Marwood that has got

my heart, and I have his, and I’m
| not ashamed to say it before yon or
. any man. I know you’ve got your
| cottage and your garden that you

are so mortal prood of, and I know

#l|p : •
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; Jim is poor, and we shall have to
wait for years; but yon needn’t
think you’ll frighten me out of
marrying aim, for you won’t; and
if I didn't marry him I’d never
marry such a miserable, wicked,
ugly wretch as you! So don't flaft-

| ter yourself 1 would.’
And she gave a kind of sob, and

burst out at the door, and rushed
up our little flight of stairs, and I
heard the door bang and the key
turn in her lock sharp and passion-
ate.

I waited, still as death, wonder-
I ing how he would take on, and hear-
| ing no stir 1 kind of squinted
aroond the doorpost into thft pas-
sage.

There he stood in the dusk facing
i toward the open entry door and the
starry sky. A desperate, hideous,
evil looking thing, with his mon-
strous head and shaggy hair and his
little twisted legs. There was that
dull, tranced look in his eyes, and
he was staring before him like 1
had often seen him do in the mine.

‘She shall never marry Marwood
while I’m alive. God made me
same as him,’ I beard him mutter
to himself, and then ho went out.i

I saw him no more that night,
and I didn’t let on to Hetty that I
had overheard them. The next
day we were all underground as
usual. Somehow or other Matty
and Marwood and me found our-
selves always pretty close together.
He seemed to me to be hanging
onto Jim in away I didn’t like,
hearing what I had heard, and 1
kept ns close to both as 1 wellcould
keeping ray tools ready to hand,
and watching the dwarf out of the
corner of my eye.

Jim never looked taller nor hand-
somer nor straighter than he did
that day. Happy be was as a lark,
whistling over his work and laugh-
ing as light hearted as could be.

1 couldn’t be light, for there was
a curious weight on my mind, a
sense as if some mischief was going
to happen before nightfall.

I noticed that the dwarf scarce
took bis eyes off Jim, except at
twelve o’clock, when we stopped for
our bits of food, and then he sat in
a corner by himself nnder a truck
and scribbled on a scrap of paper,
with a queer sort of smile on his
face. I had the shivers more than
once, for he looked so evil and so
black among the coal heaps, and
every now and then he would talk
to himself in Welsh, which 1 had
never heard him do before, and it
turned my blood cold, for it sound-
ed for all the world like the jabber-
ings of a maniac.

In the afternoon we got down to
a lower level. It was a dangerous
part of the mine, as we all knew,
and we kept our Dayy lamps pretty
tight, I can tell yon.

‘There’s fire damp about here,’
said one of the men.

‘And a spark would settle the lot
of ns wouldn’t it?’ said the dwarf.

They were almost the first words
he had spoken, and the expression
of his face as he said it made my
heart give a turn.

‘Ah, that it would!’ Jim answer-
ed.

A kind of sick fear came over me
that onr lives were in the dwarf’s
power, and banging, as it might be,
on a thread. Such a longing came
over roe for a mouthful of fresh air
and the sight of the open sky as 1
bad in the mines before.

People warming their toes at
their handsome fires on the winter
nights don’t know what it means
to us chaps who have the digging of
the coals in the depths of the earth,
and who put flesh and blood in
jeopardy every hour to do it.

Nothing more was said about fire-
damp, however, and that day, the
longest day I hail ever known, came
around to six o’clock without an
explosion.

The cages were ready for us to
get up to the top of the shaft, and
most of the men bad gone.

‘You go now,’ says I to the dwarf.
‘No,’ he answers; ‘l’mgoing to

stay a littleovertime to-night. You
all go on, and send the cage down
again for me. And look here, give
this to your sister Hetty, will yon?
and tell her to open it.’

He put a bundle into my band.

¦¦¦¦— ¦ ¦ liMM<aaSaaMiaaa—lriil

Saint Mam's Beacon.

t rf¦•' IUOI il

yAJtgrsujj!'
emotr^AJUf,

BLANKS,
'

BILLHEADS,
KZCOTKO WITH IKmiMAID DISPATCH.

Pimie* haring Real or Pcnonal Pprm-
eny for sale can obtain descriptive band*
bids neatly executed and at City Prices.

tied op in a handkerchief. I took
it gingerly enough, for. with inch
suspicious in my mind, I half ex-
pected it might go off in my face
somehow.

Then we lonehed ~dthe signal rope
and up went .lim and me. and the
dwarf stood andernealh and turned
his face up, watching us out of
sight.

Well, I felt more comfortable
when we put our feet on firm ground
on top of the shaft, and then sent
the cage down again for him.

‘Wonder what’s in that bundle?’
says Jim.

‘Maybe Hetty will tell yon some
time,* I repHw, littlethhiklnghow
it concerned him.

I took it home and called Hetty
to open it. Our cottage wasn’t far
from the pits, ami it couldn’t have
been above ten minutes since the
dwarf had pot it into my hand.

She undid the knot, and there—-
if you would believe it—were the
titledeeds of his cottage and a dozen
sovereigns tied up in a piece of can-
vas. and the scrap of paper I had
seen him scribble on under the
truck. There were these words on
it:

‘What is here is for you.* ‘Ugly
and miserable’ I am. but ‘wicked’
lam not. I said you shouldn't
marry him while 1 was alive, and I
shall keep my word. Think kindly
of a dwarf if you can. God made
me as well as him.’

We hadn’t got to the end of the
poor, dirty little letter, when we
heard a sound that made onr hearts
stand still—a long, dull roaring,
shaking the floor we stood on as if
it was thunder under our feet.

‘An explosion in the mine!’ says
Hetty, with a face as white as chalk.

Wo rushed out. All Nine Pita
was out; men, women ami children,
screaming and running to the shaft
head.

Hundreds of tons of solid earth
and rock and rubble had fallen in,
and under itall was the dead, crush-
ed body of that poor creature we
had helped to send from the world.

It was no use trying to dig him
out. Ho knew when he opened his
Davy lamp—and he must have open-
ed it—that human help could never
reach him there. He knew when
he watched me and Jim go up in
the cage he was staying behind for
his death, and he went to it of his
own free will, for the love of my
sister Hetty.

She cried about it fora week, and
said she should never be happy a-
gain. But I think she is happy
now, for she married Jim come the
Kaster after, and they live in Mat-
ty’s cottage still, and the garden is
all abloom with flowers.

Last June, Dick Crawford brought
his twelve months old child, suffer-
ing from infantile diarrhoea, tonic.
It had been weaned at four months
old and being sickly everything ran

through it like water through a
sieve. I gave it the usual treat-
ment in such cases but without ben-
efit. The child kept growing thin-
ner until it weighed bet littlemore
than when born, or perhaps ten
pounds. 1 then st/.rted the father
to giving Chamberlain’s Colic,
Cholera and Diarrhoea Remedy.
Before one bottle of the 25 cent size
had been used, a marked improve-
ment was seen ami its continued
use cared the child. Its weakness
and puny constitution disappeared
and its father anil myself believe
the child’s life was saved .by this
Remedy. J. T. Marlow, M. I).,
Tarnaroa. 111. For sale by Wm. F.
CrcenwellA Son, Lconardtown, Md.

The Cause of His Emotio*.—
Miss Van Hank: In tears, papa?

Mr. Van Bank: Happy tears, my
child—happy tears ! This is the
proudest moment of my life !

Miss Van Bank : Indeed papa !

Mr. Van Bank ; Ves, my daugh-
ter. I have lived to see myself des-
cribed in a newspaper as a multi-
millionaire !—Puck.

m

Same Hebe— American Girl—ls
<- customary for some one to give
the bride away at aweddingin Eng-
land ? * *

Englishman—Yes.
‘But the bridegroom is not given

away ?’

‘No; hut he is sometimes sold.’
—New York Press.


