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noons,
1 1-2 inch Thick, Apiece, - -90c.
All White Pine, Any Regular Size.

BOARDS,
Any Length, per 100, - - SI.OO.
TTilm is the liestLumber in North Carolina

.and Ivans Wide-

- CYPRESS simfltM.
•• w VA Jr IXQfI CLJLLvvvU*

6x20, per 1,000 at $6.00.
5x20, per 1.000 at $4.50.
4x20, per 1,000 at $3.50.

Kvery Shingle Guaranteed Kit to Use.

FLOORING,
AllOne Width, -

- - $1.50.
Per 100 ft., Kiln Dried. Very JTice.

WorlcinjfCrimrantced Perfect.

FRANK LIBBY & CO.,
6th St., ad Hew York Ateaoe,

WASHINGTON. D. C. |
—— ' •

Fertilizers at Reduced Prices
We arc now selling

PERUVIAN GUANO at $35 to SSO
ACCORDING TO QUALITY.

Fine Ground Bone with Potash $25.
Baugh’s General Crop Grower S2O.

ALSO BAUGH’S \

High Grade Fertilizers for Corn,
Oats, Tobacco, Potatoes, Truck

and Fruit Trees
A / REDUCED RATES FOR CASH. Write for Pamphlet ana

Price*.

BAUGH AND SONS COMPANY,
412 East Lombard St., Balto., Md.

THOS.R. S.TURNER ) JO JIN M. PAGE,
R. 0. MULLIKJN, [

Salesmen. ) Cashier.

Maryland Commission Agency
of Ualtimore City.

Succeeditiy the Southern Maryland Commission Agency for the sale of
Tobacco, Grain, "Wool, Live Stock. JPeachos

and Farm Produce Generally.

South-East Uorner of Pratt and Charles Streets,

BALTIMORE, MD.
Directors:— J. T. Hutchins, Pro Louts V. Dctriek , John B. Lyon, Richard H.

Gamer, F. JS. Darnall, P. J. Bowen, John B. Gray, Jos. 8. Wilson, See.
* i

N ‘
"" {

Farmer s and Planter’s Agency,
27 East Pratt Street, Baltimore,

For tbc sale of Tooacco- Grain. Fruit and all

kinds of country produce,
Philip H. Tuck, president; Judge John P. Briscoe,

\7ee-President; Samuel K. George. Treasurer; Sam-

uel M, Sinks, Cashier .

DIRECTORS:
Hon. John P. Briscoe, John Shepherd,
John IT. Crawford, Samuel M. llinis,
James Alfred Pearce, Samuel A. Georye,
Edwin 11. Brown, Phil. 11. Tuck, Adrian Posey.

Guano,

Clover and Timothy Seed and all Household and Farm
supplies Furnished.

Advances made on consignments.

April 2-oj.

1 beside him, trii obc grim-facet
¦ ; Tommy Atkins, Ifhting with s

fierceness in the charac-
ter of William Tucker, who had
disappeared. . ws-

? As a matter of fact, knew
’ nothing about who the man was or

r from whence he caws. He had met
* him bat seldom in those old days.

1 and the face of Private William
r Tucker was scarcely one to be re-

* membered.

1 There came a da? when Lacy,
with a mere handfwl of men, was
sent on a forced march ja an en-
deavor to join I'qjp

’ success, and tßby presently found
that they were out off, in the midst
of the hills.

It was a certainty from the first
of their being absolntely outnum-
bered, and they fell one after anoth-
er, with those horrible black faces

swarming round them.
There was one gallant young fig-

ure standing there and cheering on
his men and overawing for a mo-
ment even those who swarmed abont
them.

A spear thurst bad reached him
at last, and be staggered backward,
with a score of weapons leveled at
him. But there was another who
sprang in there before him, with a
clubbed rifle swung madly round
his head—one who knew only that
the man he had sworn in his heart
to serve was lying there beneath
him ; one who saw only a woman’s
face in far-off England.

?? * *

‘I have come back to you, my
darling,’ Charles Lacey was saying.
‘When we were cut off there, with
a mere handful of men, 1 little
thought that I should ever see your
face again. I—of all those who
were with me—alone escaped, al-
though my wound took a long time
to heal.’

‘But bow did you escape ?’ she
asked breathlessly, while she clung
to him.

‘There was a soldier there—a
brave fellow, who for some un-
known reason had stuck to me all
through the campaign. They found
him lying across me with a broken
rifle in his hand, and they told me
that his wounds were frightful—-
enough to have killed half a dozen
men. 1 only fonnd out afterward
who he was. They called him Pri-
vate William Tucker.’

lie wondered why she wore a
black dress that night at dinner.
When he asked her she said, with
the tears shining in her eyes, that
it was for the sake of the dead sol-
dier who sent him back to her.—
London Bits.

Mrs. Uhodie Noah, of this place,
was taken in the night with cramp-
ing pains and the next day diarr-
hoea set in. She took half a bottle
of blackberry cordial but got no re-
lief. She then sent to me to see if
I had anything that would help
her. 1 sent her a bottle of Cham-
berlain’s Colic, Cholera and Diarr-
hoea Remedy and the first dose re-
lieved her. Another of our neigh-
bors had been sick for about a week
and had tried different remedies
for Diarrhoea but kept getting
worse. 1 sent him this remedy.
Only four doses of it were required
to cure him. He says he owes his
recovery to this wonderful remedy.
-Mn. Mary Sibley-pwrreyTMich.
For sale by Wm. F. Green well t
Son, Leonardtown; Jos. S. Mat-
hews, Valley Lee, and all country
stores.

- Conscience Money. —A Mer-
chant inBiddeford, Me., a few days
ago received a letter inclosing ll
and a sheet of paper, on which the
word “Conscience” was written.
This calls to mind an old story of
a thief who broke into a store in
Skowhegan several years ago, and
secured a good sum of money from
the cash drawer. A few months
afterwards the merchant received a
letter in which was a 110 bill and
the following note : “Istole %78
from yonr money drawer. Remorse
gnaws at my conscience. When re-
morse gnaws again 1 will send you
some more.”

Dr. Killem (indignantly); ‘What
do yon think ? Shrouds, the un-
dertaker, offered me 20 per cent,

on all the business I would put in
bis bis way.’

Dr. Pillem (dryly): ‘You’llbe a
rich man yet, Killem.*—Truth.

Private lacker’s Love.
William Tucker was a plain man,

’ with a plain name.
11c mast have known from the

* very first that it was all hopeless,
; and that it could at the best only
I disturb his peace of mind. But he
went on, nevertheless, in his own
dull, stupid fashion, content only
to touch her hand occasionally, to

i, get a sort of second-rate smile from
hei.

Once she was ill, and he scarcely
left the house in which she lay un-

about aim-
lessiy at night. He ruined himself
by his lavish purchases of flowers
and hothouse fruit.

When at last one summer day he
wus told that she was convalescent,
and that she would see him, he felt
that heaven was in sight.

lie was shown out into a garden,
where she was seated in a great
chair. .She looked so pale and weak
that if anything could have increas-
ed his love for her, her appearance
alone would have done it.

‘You have been very kind, Mr.
Tucker,’ she said in a low voice,
‘and I am very grateful. You
have done so much for me, and
your flowers have been with me
every day.’

Then it was that William Tucker
made the one chief mistake of his
life, and in stammering utterances
tried to tell her of the emotion
which possessed him. But she stay-
ed him with a light hand upon his

| lips.
•I am more grateful even than

before,’ she said slowly, -but you
offer me a gift which I cannot ac-

! cept. I cannot tell you how sorry
! I am nr how much I believe in ail
that you have told me. But 1 love
another man, and 1 love him very
dearly’

‘1 might have known,’ he (aid

slowly ; ‘Imight have known above

i all things that it is not for such a
man as I am to snatch so great a

’ prize. Can you forgive me snffici-
j ently to let me still hold that place

| in your thoughts ?’

‘1 shall hope you will be inygood
friend always, Mr. Tucker,’ she

i said gently. ‘1 am to marry Lacey.
1 should have told yon before.’

Thereafter the dull, stupid, com-
monplace man showed so delicate a
tact and was so cheerfully generous
to the man who had taken the
place he had hoped to occupy, that
she grew to have a regard for him
that was almost like that of a
younger sister for a brother in
whom she implicitely believed and

! trusted.
She came to him one day, weep-

: ing and in great distress, and told
him that her lover had been order-
ed to Africa with his regiment.

War was looming on the horizon
and the work there would be des-
perate.

‘I know how brave he is,’ she
sobbed, ‘and I know he willgo there
with no arm save his own to stand
between him and death. 1 think 1
would give the world to know there
was some one with him who would
watch over him and bring him back
to me at last.’

The words were carelessly spoken
i —said only in the agony of the
- moment. Bat the words spoke to
him trumpet-iongned, even as a
command.

The next day William Tucker
left the world wherein men had
laughed at bim-r-and Private Wil-
liam Tucker entered the regiment
which had ben ordered to the front
and of which Lieutenant Charles
Lacey was one of the officers.

** * *

In the course of time Private
William Tucker became merged as
a mere unit in the regiment to
which he belonged, and, with a cer-
tain latent purpose in his mind,
was glad to lose sight of the world
he had left behind and to take bis

( place as one of the rank and file.
The latent purpose was never

known—at least until the end ; but
,it became a tradition* among the
rough men with whom he served

, that wherever the lithe and active
form cf Lieutenant Charles Lacey
was seen in the fight, there, close

Jiaint IRarij’s Deacon.
LEONARDTOWN, MD., THURSDAY. JULY 2, 1896.

- -*¦
Aa soon as the baby was old

enough to “take notice,” its doting
, mother took it down to the labors-

-1 tory one sonny day, and when the
j big machinery was started a-roar-

, j ing, the baby screwed up its face,
, I opened its month, and emitted a

j series of woeful screams, that made
Mr. Edison leap to bis feet.

“Stop the machinery, and start
the phonograph !” he shouted, and
the record of his baby’s crying was
then and there accomplished.

•

Early Days in Illinois.

* ’“WHS I was a young man out
in McLean County, III.,”said Kl-
nathan Rockwell, and octogenarian
of this city. “I walked four miles
through a deep snow to see my girl
one night, and more snow began
falling so heavily that I couldn’t
get back home across the prairie,
and had to stay at her folks' house i
all night. There was nothing :
strange in that, as settlers were few
and far between, and it was com- i
mon for neighbors to slay all night
with one another. There was noth- 1
ing strange, either, in my having
on a pair of buckskin breeches, for
cloth was a scarce article with us in |
those days, and what we had was i
homemade. Deer were plentiful,
and buckskin clothing was common
wearing apparel in the winter.

“The breeches I went sparking
in that night were made from a
skin that hadn’t been properly
dried, and were a littlegreen yet.
My girl's folks had moved from
their first log house into a new one,
and as their new house, like all
dwellings of the prairie, had but one
apartment, they made a shake-
down for me in the vacant log
house. There wasn’t any door to
the old house. I laid my buckskin
breeches on the floor by the side of
my bed. Some time during the
night either the family dog or a
wolf or two, scenting that green
buckskin, came into the cabin and
stole my breeches, and took them
away somewhere and ate them. I
saw the tracks in the snow inside
the log house, but the falling snow
had covered them up on the oat-
side.

“It was terribly cold, and all 1
could do was to lie in bed and wait
for developments. 1 should have |
been up and eating breakfast long !
before daylight, and, daylight com- j
ing, and I not having put in an ap- '
pearance yet, my girl’s mother came
out to see what was the matter, j
There was great commotion when
she found out, for there wasn't en- |
other pair of breeches within four
miles, except her husband’s, and he
wanted his himself. The conse-
quence was that I had to lie covered
up in the old log house until he
could go all the way through the
snow four miles to our house, get i
my father’s breeches, and come
back with them to my relief. In
the condition of the prairie, the
snow being 2 feet deep, this trip
took neatly all the rest of the day. i
and my father had to go to bed un-
til I got home with his breeches.
By the time I got there mother had
a new pair of buckskins nearly
ready, and everything was allright.

“Not long after that 1 fixed it so
there would be no danger of my
getting into the scrape again. 1 |
married my girl, and we went to j
keeping house right away. Our
house was a log cabin I bad built.

“Our nearest neighbor was five
miles away, and the first winter we
lived on onr place all the company I
we had was wolves that came bold-|
ly into the yard and picked up what I
they could find, wild turkeys that |
came and ate the crumbs that were
swept out, and deer that came from
the timber and tried to sneak a
share of the corn fodder we fed onr ;
cows and oxen on. That winter |
my wife walked five miles and back. I

•a
* Imorning and evening, for three;

days, to do weaving for a neighbor, !
her pay being a pair of chickens j
that we wanted to start a flock!
with.

“When our baby was 3 months
old my wife used to leave it on the
bed while she drove the oxen aa I
plowed up the stiff prairie sod. We
bad a good dog, which always stayed
lin the cabin at inch times. My

d PERSEVERANCE REWARDED.
a ¦

j
Here is a story they tell over the

tea-caps where Edison lives.
! The phonograph came to the Ed-w ison labratory and the first baby to
the Edison home about the same
time: and when the baby was old

j enough to say “Goo-goo.” and pull
the great inventor’s hair in a most
disrespectful manner, the phono-
graph was near enough perfection

' | to capture the baby talk for pre-
t servation among the family ar-

jehives.

Yolls with the pretty inarticulations,
and laid them carefully away.

Bot this was not sufficient. The
most picturesque thing about the
baby’s utterances was its crying, j
and the record of this its fond fath-
er determined to secure.

How it would entertain him in
his old age, he thought, to start the
phonograph a-going, and hear again
the baby wails of his first-born.

So one afternoon, Mr. Edison
tore himself from his work and
climbed the big hill leading to bis
house. He went in a great hurry,
for he is a man who grudges every
working moment from his labor.

A workman followed at his heels,
carrying the only phonograph that
at that time had been sufficiently
completed to accomplish really good
results.

Reaching home and the nursery,
Mr. Edison started the phonograph,
and brought the baby in front of it.
But the baby didn’t cry.

Mr. Edison tumbled the young-
ster about, and rumpled its hair,
and did all sorts of things, butstill
the baby didn’tcry. Then he made
dreadful faces, but the baby thought
they were very funny, and crowed
joyously.

So back to the laboratory went
Mr. Edison in a very unpleasant
frame of mind, for the baby’s un-

timely good-humor had cost him an
hour of work. The phonograph
was also taken back.

But he did not give it up. The
next afternoon he went home again,
and the phonograph with him.

But if the baby was good-natured
the day before, this time it was sim-
ply cherubic. There was nothing
at all that its father could do that
did not make the baby laugh.

Even the phonograph itself, with
its tiny, whirring wheels, the baby
thought was meant for its special
entertainment, and gurgled joyous-
ly-

So back to work the inventor
went again, with a temper positive-
ly ruffled. The next day, and the
next, he tried it, but all to no pur-
pose. The baby would not cry,

even when waked suddenly from
sleep.

Bat to baffle Edison is only to
inflame bis determination, which,
by the way, is one of the secrets of
his success. So, at length, after
much thonght, he made a mighty
resolve.

It took a vast amount of deter-
mination on his part to screw him-
self to the point of committing the
awful deed, but he succeeded at
last; and one morning, when he
knew his wife bad gone into town,
he went quietly home with the pho-
nograph; and stole into the nurse-
ry, where the baby greeted him with
customary glee.

Starting the machine, Mr. Edison
ordered the nurse to leave the
room. Then he took the baby on
his knee, and bared its chubby lit-
tle leg.

He took the tender flesh between
bis thumb and finger, clenched his
teeth, shat his eyes tight, and made
ready to—yes, actually to pinch the
baby’s leg.

Bat just at the fateful moment,
the nurse peeped through the door,
and perceiving the horrid plot,
flounced in and rescued tbc baby
in the nick of time.

Mr. Edison breathed a mighty
•igh of relief as he gathered np the
phonograph and went back to the
labratory. He then gave up the
project of phonographing the baby’a
crying.

But not long afterwards he ac-
complished his purpose after all,
and quite unexpectedly, too.
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SUCW AS

HANDBILLS,

CIRCULAR*,
BLANKS,

BILLHEADB
KXCUTKD WITH XBATKKSft AKDDIIPAItI,

P*rUf having Real or Personal Prop-
er foraalc can obtain descriptive hand-
b‘.l# neatly executed and at City Prices.

¦1 wife would go to the house every
{ half hour or so, to see ifeverything

was all right. One day she started
9 on one of these trip* and met the

dog, covered, with blood and so bad-
* h Q|l that he was dragging him-
* self along toward where we were.

She almost flew the rest of the war
to the house. There she found the

t baby on the bed all right, but in
I front of the bed lay a big wolf, dead,

1 and nearly torn to piece*. The
condition of the dog was explain-
ed.

“The wolf had come down to the
cabin white we were away, jmd but
for the dog would have devoured
onr child. We never left the baby
alone after that, and he is living
right here iu New Vork today, and ,

so is his mother.—*\>ir i’nrl Stt,

Mrs. lonngwife’s Economy.
The other day Mr*. Voungwife

j came in to borrow the mucilage.
Mrs. Voungwife had written a let-
ter, put her last stamp on the en-
velope and then addressed itwrong.

‘I was so provoked,’ she said,
‘and 1 made up my mind I’d save
that stamp, if it took me all the
afternoon. I’ve leen at it an hour,
but 1 got it off. Don't you think

: l‘m economical ?’

Some one suggested that there
was a saying about a penny saved
was as good us two earned, but
there w;:s ui ‘her saying about
‘penny wise, pound foolish.’

‘Ah !, said Mrs. Voungwife.
‘That’s my husband ! lie is always
complaining about the size of our
bills, lie said to me this morning :

‘What do you do with all the coal?
Do you eat it?’ 1 assured him I
didn’t, but what do you think he
docs? lie comes home Saturday
night with 12 or *3 worth of the
most expensive fruit, which spoils
before we can eat it. They make
him pay hi a dozen for oranges and
tell him they are from Spain.
They are no more from Spain than
lam f Hittw it I -

..

‘The other day he met an old
acquaintance down town. They
hadn’t seen each other since we

i have been married.
‘Well,’ said the man to my hus-

band, have you a good hoarding
place now ?’

Must fair,’ said my husband.
‘Cheap?’ asked his friend.
‘Umph ! Not exactly!’ said my

. husband.
‘Where is it! asked his friend.
‘Up near Sixty-fifth street and

! Tenth avenue,’ said my husband.
‘How much do you pay ? asked

j his friend.
•Well it cost me about hI.rtAa

month,’ said my husband.
‘(treat Scott! Are you crazy?’

said his friend. ‘Up near Sixty-
fifth street and near Tenth avenue!
Why, what iu heaven’s name make*
you do it ?’

| 'l’m married ! said my husband.
‘Oh !’ was all his friend said.’—

New J'orISun.

How Was It?—‘My good wo-
man,’ said the learned judge ‘you
must give an answer in the fewest
possible words of which you are ca-
pable, to the plain and simple ques-
tion whether when yon were cross-
ing the street with the baby on your
arm, and the omnibus was coming
down on the right side and the enh
on the leftt and the broughman
was trying to pass the omnibus,

j yon aaw the plaintiff between the
’ broughman and the cab, or whether
and when yon saw him at all, and
whether or not near the brough-
man, cab omnibus, or either, or any
two, and which of them respective-
ly, or how it was.’

She—lt is all so nice for you to
i go’down to theclnb to break the mo-
; notony and all that aort of things,
but where do 1 come in V

He—You get your share in get-
ting rid of me for a while.—Cincin-
nati Enquirer.

• aw.

‘This map of yonr new railroad
I is imperfect,’ said the Judge.

‘lmperfect, your Honor?’
‘Yes, sir. There’s your station,

j there’s yonr tank, and there’s your
j coal chnte. Now where in thunder
jis yonr receiver ?’-Atlanta Consti-
tution.

‘Well,’ said the camel in the cir-
cus parade, ‘there’s some comfort
for me after all.’

‘What do you mean ?’

‘My homp is pretty bad, bat it
might be worse. 1 don’t ride a hi-
cyble.-Washington Star.


