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nUNTON HcOULLOCGF,

attorney at law.

klxtos. Mi'.

TOHS E. WILSON,

ATTORNEY AT LAW

ICLKTOH. MV

T> C. iHACKEKY,

ATTORNE -* at law
glKJOti, »v.

i ,tfioe :a North street, opposite the Town t-.il

J JAN I EE HKATTON,

ATI'KKNKY at law.

Et-RTUtt. Mu.

(>mce—11],posits Court House, limito.vupi« i,_,

XtMin. Kurin A Cro*well. Nov ss ,

jtemkv m. McCullough,

a TTORn K\'-AT-1- A W,

EI.KTIUN. - M A KYI.AMI.

Prompt attention given .o business.

Office with .|A“*os T. MeCullough. Esq.Mak 8t
opposite Vitlo' a- Hank

W. J, JOSt8. t. MAKSHALl. HAOpg

,IOVIS * HAINES,

ATTORNEYS at law

CLKTOfi, *f>.

Having associated ourselves lor the pnn-U e ,
our protc.'Sion, we will aire prompt and « av !u

artemiun te all la t and chancery business pl*e j
in our hands. Busineis intrusted to oitliortji J
receive the attention of !>otb “¦

TAS. T. MtOlLUHiUH,

ATTORNEY at law
Alto

SOLICITOR IN CHANCE RY

hlLKTOK. if£».
OaretBl a’temicu given to the practiceOf >j.

profession in all Us br niches.
1

Office iu the new building. ob Main strut,
nearly opposite the National Bank of E>k>on.

HAINES,

AllOKA'H V ,4 1 U -l IV,

EI.K.TUN, itECU. COUNT*, MAKYI.AM

Office—(>n Main St. In Creswoll Building,

ol !near tor the State i- _

Delaware.
[marlw-v

J JK.\iiv i.inue.wkuier!

Ittoriif jand Counsellor at La*,
n

26 forth Cilrgrt Stmt,

Baltimore, Maryland.
Aprilu—ly.

J WESI.EV PALLS,

SURVEYOR dt CONVEYANCER.
NQKTH EAST. ML). £

Deeds. Bonds, Mortgage*. Contracts,
Carefully Drawu.

Intending to devute ra\ whole time to the bus!
nets, the patronage of the public is respect mlIt

.‘'elicited. Office in ‘ frant's lurniture store. Norit
East. <rom 9 to 3 o’clock. Home morning as
evening. July5.84—U

J7IVWAKD J. CHAISTV & CO.j

REAL ESTATE BROKERS, j
11 B. Leziir-» B;., (near Charles) laltiaori, U-

Karms for sale or exchange in all parts of Vt t
State. Money to lend on mortgage?, ground rein

and ail kinds city investments. always on Laid.

All legal tuMue.-s wiil no promptly attended «

by addressing the counselot tne firm, Kichard a.

Tippett. Apr'i l.

| jK.VTI.STKY,
DK. A. «. UMllft.

Port »>ai*u.aiT, Mu.

Having removed tits UQe« lo hi* Brick Buu

lag, iifivthe Kailruad Depot, is now prepar 1 lo t
do all Kinds VESTAL ti'OKK. in the Lent' «J *
most approved manner.

«»-All BLATE-WUKii. guaranteed lo» ft.

and Eil.I.IMlS lor live v«»rj

'

. i

E. W. HAINES, D. 1). S,
(Officeat Mrs. Nioola),

EL.KTON, - - - MAKVLANL ]

«i* EVERY FRIDAY.^

My friends will please make a note of ils.

GO'il) OPERATIONS AT THE LOWET

HATES.
t

EASY EXTRACTION OF TEETH A

Ori'JtnS SPECIALTY.

Dr. G E MORROW’S

] lew Dental Parian,
MAIX STBEET.

Nex. ¦> R. C. Levis’s "Glass Fron,”

Teet -traded without pain by be

use of bot». eras and Hydi&tUorateof to-

caine.

Artificial Toetli inserteif with or wib-
out plate.

fijfALL WORK GUAR ANTEED.-Fi

Office Houps—8 A. M. to 5 P. il.
f*i>. at iv

rpiiOMAS H. LORP,

PHIN?HR it Pfli>KK-H7t\UEK,
Haring: decided 10 settle In Klkton. I

patronage of tbe public. All work intrusted *}

me will receive prompt attention. Edtima**
cheerfully given.

HENRY ML NICOLS,

Surveyor.
KLKTON, MARYLAND,

« }ffr:9b hi* services to the public generally.

ESTABLISH Kl> I860-

JAS. L. CARHAR"
GENERAL

' Comrnigsion Merohan,
i (Fornsrly J. L. 4 B. C. CA3HAI7.)

Grain, Seeds, Feed, &.

Chamber of Commerce Building

No. 133 South Second Str
ROOM S3.

pn / l 1 1> i:rprr ia , r
July '1—6m

JNO. PARTRIDG5,
AT WAREHOUSE AT KLKTON

—OFFERS HHH1KST RATES FOR-

i 6RAIS & 6L0VBB SBa
-jyp HAS FOK SALK—-

FERTILIZER^
OP JC8TABLI8HKD BBVUTATIOK:

OROaiLLA GDASO,

DIAMOND STATE BDFEEPnOBFf T?'

YEAB3LEY8 SOPEfiFHOSPHATE

30fi(. \ EKILL i*r
-

And Agriculture! article? generally

Also, COAL ol choice qinit.Y*
Aug 14 1»

I
I

Imported Lcndon Made
$9,00 Suits
$3,50 Trousers

Made of excellent (rKNUINE Scotch

fabrics, cut and linuhed, not in

ordinary manner, but in that peon iar

style which hi once Ktampfc them as

“first-claas and stylish.
'*

They arc

worth Iar more than the prices named,

and the moment the ?oods are seen

the question will he:

YHY DOES E. O. THOMPSON SELL THEM AT \

THESE PRICES?

Without enlarging on this subject we

simply say—we have never sough'- to

compete in prices with any one. but

have been theiniliul firm in the United

States to place really Stylish Clothing

at popular prices. Sow we oiler ster-

ling quality imported fabric* at jmcet

below tlumetlic imitations. One look

at these garments shows their superi-

ority er others at twice these prices.

E. ?. THOMPSON

Tailor and Clothier,

1338 CHESTNUT STREET,

PHILADELPHIA.

Samples I roe upon application. Mail

Orders specially cared lor. Write ua

height, weight, client sire, leg seam. A

tit can he secured and sent per express.

Litzenberg’s.
Holiday Ooods.

Everv department filled with

new stock this week.

Imported novelties in Milli-

nery.

Cloaking Astrican, 54-inch,
at $2.00; worth $3.50.

Heavy Silk Plush,

90 cents.

Silk velvet, 87 cents.

Satins only 35 cents.

All the new Bric-a-Brac

Wares, Vases, Jardenaires
Card Receivers, &c.

A table full of the level'

things.

Toilet Sets, Dressing Case;

Shaving Cases, Whisk IIolu

ers, &c.

Dolls—Crying dolls, talkin

dolls, bottle dolls, patent doll;

all kinds of dolls.
Bisr bargains in Ilandke-o o

chiefs —Ladies’, Gents"

Children's Silk and Linen.

Novelties for making u

Christmas Gilts. Brass Orna

ments, thousands of designs
Orders taken lor all kinds c

Fancy Work.

Christmas tree decorations

Everything new and at th

lowest prices at

Mrs. L. II. Litzenherg"
Elkton, Maryland

• s- ¦*
•..

SADDLES,
BRIDLE.

HARNESS,

WHIP-
KOBSS,

RUGS,

HORSE COVSE
1/4 every article in that line, fcr i*ait<he

LOWEST PRICES,

HY

| JOHN PERKINS, n
Nn#U.l««S-f' EIjKTON. *

1 New Store! New Good'
1 1
OO TCMrKM. M HdiMHdS FC»U ANYTlM*

YOU MAY WANT IN THE
STATU IN ER Y LINK.

We aIt»o carry a full Flock of SCHOOL

PLIES. MUSK’, K(»OKS. t < »NKK<TIONR Y.
AliHUMS. V ASES. I’KUKCMF.KY. I.AIKS’

’ A. <rKNTLEM EN’S TOILET SKI S. POKKT
I HOOKS, H AIK ilKI’SUES. rMSll. WaNUI
I S. PLAIN wool) FRAMES, MUSIC iCLl>
i I’llILI»K HN’S HOOKS, ami anvlliiug th yoi

j desire for the l»oli«l:»y•«. The TiUine:

clot lian 1 gold will)•<• sold a* An ccla pc
voi. <1 urlua 11 •<* holiday f*. Hut wi' IlillSfiioi'OH'*

j the <111 L1>K EN*S To VS AN IM » vMES, aomt'
the only way to appreciate them is toeo;e an*

look at them. ('otur early arnl have «*.r pic

of the goods that arrived this week, J’c c/i

privc you CANhl PS. PHIS. I"i’S AN IM/A'lt
a* reasonable as any other place in tow.. N"

j Is the time to buy. Orders lor miu»lo »y in

j promptly attended to.

, i Notice to Heirs of Geo. W. Taylt

Late of Charlestown, Cecil County,
Maryland, Deceased.
Is hereby artven to all parties

| «ern»*d In rhe real estate ol said doceJ
that the undcr'ijfiied cornn»I.ssioner*, appoint O'
a commission issued out ot the < ’iremt Oonr p

Oeeil County in Equity to value, divide ami !f

the real estate uf s*id deceased unionist hi*K*.
will meet lor that pnrpo.-e on the promise* iPj
I 'harleptown, on W I- }/N ESI>AY,
iiOTH, at 9 o'clock a m.

JOHN II. IIOLLANT’
WAI T RICHARDS*

t* HENdNICOMLINH.
I. N. BLACK.

1fec24-2in WH. C. COOI'KR.

Notice to Trespasser;
All* persona are strictly lorhhl«!cn f’’1**-

ing on the premises of E. P. MAllONH,w Hh
dog, gnu or othrrwiae.

COK ia ,il?ATf.ON
I s •! It’- ' blither • »f I Mmuisos." he-
1 «•:»'<'«• 1 ¦ i> i.• > medium through
wlsi.lt *’• -¦ ¦ • *i oft. i :ii lacks (hi 1 system
as • .mil » i j - isi• 11« ms past’s in
tin-r* ¦ j 1 i¦ .; (l. • > . •! ami elbte matter
in t 1) an l ¦ iv«-ls. 11 is caused
by a l,iv» . n«»1 enough bile being
exnv: t ! •n; tin- blood to |»rodlie0

1 Main:* > « i. i : hart ie, and Is generally
aecoiiipau i< <1 u it it Midi results a*

Loss of Appetite,
Sick Headache,

Bad Breath, etc.
The tronlm- nf of Constipation docs t>ot

©oi: ¦. i iiiiIiiri-rI in* bowels.
Tl.t-in. -.l I in>( «»n. \ e! iisa piirga*
tl\e.l .1 isx\ v not produce
afu r i •' :• «-•.i\. m ->. T*»secure

j u 1 • jii 'ilv v i bout dialling
theuii'i. .. .i/ing liu-system

i
'

_

Y-:W
. yja
\\jiL. y.

**Mv •!;. after suffering with Constips-
fionfiri .• • • irs, was called to Simmons
lav r 1. r. a: b iving tried almost every-
thing i'v , ¦ !,. i.-.I to try it. 1 first took a
wired - a . is r. Midi llicdose toa

I- after < h tl. I
f mi -I t:.. : i • mo so much good that I
con: it II:-. ktw;>i Since th<-«I
h.‘\c • i . • ' .,iiy •' !!:¦ ulty. I keep it in
my h . i . i ¦, ; be without it. but have
no fm cured me.

”

(• •. W,
Sms, Ass’t lerk Superior Court, Bibb Co., Ga.

Take site
Which has on the Wrapper the ret! S3 Trad*

murk and Signature of
J. IT. ZKIL1N d- CO

Pwi
11 find it to pay

J to buy your own or
your boy’s Fall and
Winter Clothing
from us. No matter
what promises arc-
made elsewhere, we
CAN and WILL dc
better. All must
admit that cur en-

Cvi
able reputation

is the best proof
of cur thorough re-
liability. Special
Bargains in our new
Men’s & Boys’ Fur-
nishing Dep ’t. Or-
der Dep’t stocked
with choicest Wool-
ens. Becoming at-
tire at reasonable
figures guaranteed.

Samples, tfc., drr , promptly mailed
cn rcj-Bri/.

PRATT adj’g HANOVER ST.
BALTIMORE.

"Ujrjr mir
>T

The prolonged mild weath-
er has left us with too many
goods. Now for ilie conse-
quence. We to lose and you
to gain.

Please read, reflect and profit
by the following quotations
which are from ten to thirty
per cent, below value.

This is a determined effort
on our part to reduce our over-
loaded shelves at once.
IjOt No. 1

Is French Dress Goods, par-
ticularly desirable, but we have
too many; reduced from 8Sc.
to 6oc. a yard. In ten shades
all good.
Lot No. 1

Fifty’ pieces of Fancv
Weaves in new and staple
shades; were37 h c,new price,
25c. a yard. 8 yards for $2
instead of $3.
Lot No. 3

Thirty-one pieces Scotch
Plaids, loc. a yard; ought to
be 15c. Will make a nice
school or knock-about dress.
IxjtN*. 4

x lot of 62 L c. all wool
Camel’s Hair Good, good
shades, 38 in. wide, to go for
37 L c. a yard; a big cut.

u.t No. r,

100 pieces of Stripe or Plaid
Velvets, very fine quality, to
be cut for $1 a yard.

We are BPllinjf load* of Coats,

Wraps anil IMiiidi Goods for Li-

iltes anil Children at unusually

' low priea*.

I I'HTLDKKN’S CAI'S.

j we are selling Velvet Caps
'\with Ruching front, for 50c.

each; a much better one lor
' 75c.; Silk Plush, from $1 to

$2.75 ; Silk EmbroideredCash-
1 mere, from $1 to $2.50; Em-
sbroidered Surah Silk, $1.5010
<¦53; Hand-Knit Tarnoshantos,
“

r best goods for 75.
:e»

ii, Children’s Coats, from $1.50
o up to $15; Ladies’ Coats, from

1" 2 to $11; Newmarkets, from
" $5 to $25, Raglans, from the

cheapest up; Wraps, from $5
to $25; Plush Coats, $12.50 to
$60 each.

Russell, Sfaimer & On.,
Successor to U. I,. Russell.

No. 300 ATftrlcot Wt.,
Wilmington, -

- iHiiaware.
F»b. 3'/ -tf

h’or Stile.
i \ Ann*: FARM in first-cla*R con

t * / Jitioii one mile from Rising Sun station.
I Ik C. H. R Lo -.oion higii iiii'i lo-nltliy Ibiibl-
• ingstixo.v Nice lawn around dwelling. Fruit
j plenty. I’rice low 11ml teriiH easy. Apply to

1STEl*H KN R VVNOLI>S,
j Sept, loci Rising Sun, 1*. O., iVld

—— ma——— i —— ¦¦MM———

Amyatt’s Child-Friend.
f Hi/ John SI range Winter ]

CHAIM'KR 1.

It caused a good deal ot wonder
among the officers of Jack Amyatt’s
regiment when he suddenly bloomed

out into a new character, that ot a lit-
erary man.

The Red Horse was a very papular
regiment in the service, and Jack
Amyatt was, as indeed he had been
ever since he joined, one of its most

popular officers. Through Hie various
grades ot cornet, lieutenant and captain I
he had made no enemies, while he had
gathered many friends. He was essen

dally a good all-around man, popular
with his men, who would have followed
him into the j iws of death and back
again, and good at sport of any and
every kind.

“What a fuss you make about Major
Arayatt !” cried a fair beauty one day

to one of the youngsters, woo had been
extolling hi,-, accomplishments.

“Oil, the Major’s such an out and
out good sort, ’ returned the led, blush-
ing a fine scarlet all over his handsome
face at thus being caught at hero-wor-

ship.
“Is he?’’responded the lady, who

had tried every fascinating art in her
power on Auiyatt, but without avail.
“What docs he do to win him so much
adulation ?' ’

"I don’t know about adulation,’
said the lad rather curtly. “Hut I know
he is the best soldieil ever knew, and
the most popular. Why, the regiment

would follow him to the dev—. to the
end ot the world, that is, - ’ correcting
himself hastily, “tie’s good, that is

among the best, at any sport you like
to mention, and he's the best army

writer there is, in spite ot the shoals of
women who have tiied their hand at

putting us on paper, and only sue
ceedcd in making their soldiers look
like bagmen out for a holiday in a

blazer and a pair of tennis shoes.”
The beauty drew Herself up with a

little more dignity than she usually dis
played. “Dear me, Mr. Arlington, you

are severe —almost as severe as Major
Amyatt looks when he goes to a ball,
and stands icgarding us frivolous and
faulty women as stiff and straight as if

he h id swallowed his ramrod as well as

bringing the other pails of his uniform
with him ”

it was on the tip i.f young Arling-
ton’s tongue to remind the beauty that
a ramrod is not part of a cavalry offi

ccr’s equipment—but, as he had done
a minute or so before, he remembered
his manners in time and let the remark

pass without further notice.

•‘Well, I don’t think the Major cares

much about ladies,” he admitted.
“Tin sure they don’t care much

about him,” returned the beauty,

sharply.
He wondered at the lartnes of her

tone, if that was indeed the case ; but,
as she was a beauty and some whit of a

[lower in the neighborhood of the sla

tion at which they were quartered, he
did not want to offend her more than

was necessary in taking up the cudgels
in his major’s defense. “Inever heard

him say a word against a woman in my
life,” he said eagerly ; “never. Only,
he don’t seem to be very keen on

dancing and afternoon teas, and so on;
By the by, Miss Wine, will you come
anil have a cup of tea or anything?”

The beauty thought she would have
an ice, and took the lad’s arm with

alacrity; glad, perhaps, to get away

from the subject of a man who had re-

mained blind and deaf to the attrac

tions and fascinations —liberally set

. forth for his benefit from time to time —

of the beauty of the comity. Tnenatne

of the Major was not mentioned again ;

but, all the same, the conversation had

set young Arlington thinking about it.
“I say,” he said that evening to

Moore, the senior subaltern, “is Amyatt

i what you’d cail a woman-hater?"
• ‘ Not a bit of it,” returned Moore,

! promptly; “I don’t think he thinks

. enough about 'em to hate them.”
“But that’s sailing pretty near the

I wind, eh?’’ inquired Arlington, laugh-

[ ing-
“No, 1 don’t think so. Amyatt

doesn't dance, nor go out to tea much ;

but then he has plenty else to do. To
me he never seems to think of getting

1 married ; but then he’s only six-and

) thirty, and what fellow in his senses
would think of getting married before

that ?' ’

’ “A good many do,” Ar ington ven-
' tured to say. He fe! guiltily that tills

f thrust h id gone home, for he at I went) -

two had thought fondly of the marriage
state more than once ; for the matter

of that, indeed, he had thought o( it
many a time and olt.

’ “Yes, a good many do,” responded
• Moore, who had never known what it

r was to feel a qualm at his heart such as

? threatened to ruin ail his peace ol
” mind, “and a good many fellows wish
" to the very devil they’d let it alone.”

) “Well, I’m not aliog liter so sure

. about that,” returned Arlington, who,
in spite o' his modest air, was as well
able to stick to his own opinions as any

~> man in the regiment.
¦j Now this conversation no more en-

¦j lightened him as to the state of the
, | Major's affections or natural inclira

- | tions than th t one with the beauty had

j done, so Arlington put his question to

some one else, choosing this time the
senior captain, one George Trevor;

and when 'Trevor heard it he stared
• hard at him.

“Amyatt a women hater 1 What-
ever put siicli an idea as that into your

’ head?’’

1 “Well, I can hardly sny ; hut is he,
- do you think?”

j “A woman-hater —no, of course he
i isn’t.’’
1; “Bu*, Trevor —he never has anything

to do with women at all—never goes to

a teas, or bazars, or garden parties, or |

even 1 >alls if he can get off ii—ami
when he does go he never dances."

"No more he docs ' He never did j
dance, even as a cornet.”

“Was he the same then?”
“I fancy lie was—certainly he never j

hung about the women much,” Trevor
admitted.

“Did he have a let-down any time,
do you think?” Arlington persisted.

“A let down— no! Tnc women were

always too jolly eager to have him at
• ny price. Lord, I've seen hundreds
of women try for Ainyatt — hundreds of

i 'em”’

1 “That's just it,” put in Arlington,
; eagerly. Tuey ah tr\—-hut they just
have to try. It’s queer, for Amyatt’s a
handsome chap, and as rich as a Jew.”

"Can’t say, I’m mu .'. |nst now he’
so taken up with iiu novel-writing, and
every spare minute seems to go to

than”
"Hnt ~i lty did he take up novel

writing i ried the lad.
“h'.iitji, and 1 can’t say,” Trevor

laughed. “But his love making’s mighty
pretty tor a woman haler, don’t you
think?"

Mean'ime, the object of all this
thought was in the sitting room ot his
comfortable quarters overlooking tile

green, which occupied part of the bar-
rack square. It was a pretty room,

with walls of dark olive-green, relieved
only by four or five pictures in plain
gib frames, ail of them originals of the

i liusti at ions of the story which had
made his name famous—no, not his
name, but that by which he chose to

be known to the world.
For Major Amyati did not write un

der his own name, prclerting f„r many
reasons to be known as “John Dawes,”
the chiefcst of which was that as a be-
ginner he had scarcely dared to con
template the possibility of other than
failure, and he had no wish to appear
before the regiment in the light of a

non success. So, although lor some

time ms intimates had known him as
the popular author who stood second
to none as a faithful delineator of annv
men and manners, to the world at large
he was still John Dawes, and but few
knew that the name was not his own.

A handsome man this Major Amyatt,

and, looking at him as he sat at the
table, one could not wonder at young

Arlington’s curiosity concerning his past
life. It would be haid to say positively
that any trace of a disappointment —

what Arlington called a “let-down”—
marked his pleasant, fresh face or lurked
in the steady gray eyes that were as

cool and ciear and undisturbed as the
eyes of a lad of sixteen.

He had a frank and tender smile,

too, and he was smiling then over a
letter which lav open upon the table
before him, a letter which had been
forwarded by Ins publishers, through
whom it had been scot, a letter written
in a clear, unformed child’s hand on
paper which had been roiled with pen-
cil lines.

“Mv dear Mr. John Dawes,’’ it said,
"1 have read all your books, and like
them very much. Hut, please, I do
want to know if 1,aura is going to marry
Gerard Kang. I do hope you won’t, g >
and marry her to any one else, because
I am sery, very fond of him. So 1 am
of nearly all the others, but I like Ge-
rard the best.

“Laura is my name, too. 1 hope you
won’t mind my writing to you, though
I am still rather little. 1 am nine—or

at least nearly nine—and have no broth
er« or sisters, so that 1 read a good
deal. But I have > dog called Gyp,
and my mother is not very old, so that
she (days with me a good lot.

“W ith best love, 1 am, your loving
little friend, Lalka Holt.

“P. S.—It was quite my own idea to

write.”
Lke most writers who have won a

hold upon the hearts of the people,
Amyatt was accustomed to receiving

many letters from ail sorts and condi-
tions of men and women who were

utter strangers to him, expressing all
manner of sentiments about his work.
Nor was this the first letter that he had
ha 1 from a child; but it was the first
thd had touched him so deeply as this
o ic did. There was a quamtness about

its phrases, a brave frankness about its

sentiment, a freshness in its tone which
won his heart.

“Ihope you w m’t go and marry her
to any one else, because I am very,

very fond of him.” “Laura is my name,
too.” “I am nine, or at least nearly
nine.” And “Itwas quite my own idea
to write.” Amyatt read the letter again
with a ieeling which, if he had been a

woman, would have brought tears into
his eyes, hut which, as it was, gave him
a suspicion.-, lump in his throat and that
tender smile on his bps.

"Dear little soul,” he said softly, “I
must write to her’’—and forthwith he
drew some paper before him, and wrote

a long and charming letter to the new

little liiend who was nine, or (scrupu-
lous little sou! that she was) at least
uearlv nine.”

'Then he, too, added a postscript,
which was, “Write to me again.”

CHAPTER II.

Amyatt’s little friend did write to

him again, a letter full of glee caused
bv ins. Then Amyatt answered that,
fw he couldn’t leave the poor little
woman’s pretty words unanswered, don’t

you Know ; and so, before long, quite a
brisk correspondence passed to and

fro between them.
He still kept up his nom de plume,

though, for no particular reason other

than that he wished to avoid the trou-

ble of an explanation, and it was all the
same to her ; and long letters filled

i with accounts of her child’s life or with

her opinions of his characters came to

him regularly, and were as regularly an-
swered. Sometimes he would send j
her a book, anil often she would send I
him a little box of flowers, (vie lets or j

j snowdrops,) some of which he invar-
; iably wore during the rest of the day, I

: to the surprise and delight of his brother
| officers, who fancied they scented a '

, love affiirin the distance.
“I say, old fllow, you’re very smart

j today,” said Trevor, as he noted the

j unwonted signs; “did a Tidy send ’em?”

I “A charming little lady,’ answered

| Amy itt, with a laughing glance, not un-

mi.xtd with tenderness, at the more or

less failed fl overs which adorned his

buttonhole.
“Rather a new departure for you, eh,

old chap?” Trevor hinted.

“Belter late titan never,” returned
die M ijor, cheerfully.

“1 always thought Amyatt would tale
it badiy if he did take it,” confided the

senior Captain to Arlington.
“Ah i But yon didn’t think he ever

would take it, Arlington said by way
of reminder.

“Well, that’s true,” Trevor admitted.
Amyatt, however, knew nothing of

the gossip in the regiment concerning

him other than Trevor had actu-

ally said to him ; for, in spite of his

great popularity, there was a certain

something about him which effectually
prevented even that familiaritr which

usually exists among officers of the same

regiment. And the days passed on until
they grew into weeks, as the clays ol

busy men do, when one day he realized
that it was more than six weeks since

he had heard from his child friend,
Laura Holt. “How odd that the little

soul has not written,’’ he thought; “per-

haps she, too. has forgotten.”
However, as he had just got some

numbers of a magazine in which a short

story of his was appearing that month,
he put a wrapper round one and ad
dressed it to “Miss Laura Holt;” and
by return of post there came for him a

letter in a strange handwriting bearing
the post-mark ol the town in which she

lived.
Aye, but was it so strange? Amyatt

stared at it for full a minute before he

opened it, his memory going back, hack,
back—Oh 1 to die days of his boyhood,
gone never to comic again, never any
more. And then, when he lore the
cover and found that if contained a

little note in his friend’s round hand
writing, that memory straightway van-

ished.
“Dear Mr. John Dawes,” it said,

“thank you so much tor sending me

the story. Mother i* just going to read
it to me, but I wanted to write to you
first. You must have thought it odd 1

didn’t write so long. 1 have been very

ill, and can only sit up tor a few min-
utes and write with a pencil now, I
think 1 am rather belter. I have been
live weeks in bed already, liver your

lovingfriend, “Laura.”
Naturally, Amyatt knew but little

about the ailments of children, but it
seemed to him that lor a child nine
years old to be in bed five weeks at a

stretch, with no immediate prospect of

getting up again, was a very bad sign,

and in his anxiety he appealed to the
regimental surgeon.

“What’s tne matter with the child? 1'

lie asked.
“I don’t know.”
“’Then you’d better make the illness

shorter, or give it scarlet fever,” he said,
thinking that Amyatt was merely stating

a case lor one of his stories.
“But it is a real child,” the Major

explained.
“Very had lookout, then, returned

the doctor, decidedly.
Then Amyatt wrote to the mother.

“I shall he grateful if you will tell me

how ray little friend is,” he replied.
“I assure you if I had known her for

twenty years I could not feel more anx-

ious than her letter has laade me feel
this morning.” Yet even when this
was gone he still could not take his

thoughts away from his dear little friend
whom he had never seen lying pros-
trate —'or the handwriting told him she
must be indeed very ill—on a bed of

sickness tnd pain.
In two days the reply came—written

in the same hand as the cover of the
child’s last letter, handwriting which

set every nerve in his body throbbing,
every pulse beating like a steam engine.

“My little girl is very, very ill,” Mrs.
Holt wrote ; “much worse since she
wrote yon, and the doctors told me last
night that I must he ready to face the
worst. When I tell you that she and 1
are quite alone in the world, you will
know what my agony is. I can’t write
about it. I can only thank you and
bless you for all the pleasure you have
given her, and beg you, utter stranger

as you are, to pray that inis blow may
not fall upon me. Yours gratelully.

“Laura St. Mary Holt.”
“Utter stranger that you are !” Why,

even in his concern and distress. Amy-
att almost laughed out loud. A stranger

to her—a stranger ! Why, the letter,

the handwriting, the name, had all
brought back the self-same memory
that the cover of the child’s letter had
called back only the other day ! The
memory of what? Well, just this —of

the only woman he had ever asked to

be his wife, the only woman he had
ever loved !

She had told him frankly and simply
that she was engaged to another man,

and Amyatt had rushed away, never

asking, in his misery, so much as his
rival’s name.

So it had been Holt ! And ho was

dead. Yes, evidently he was dead, for
she had said mat she and the child—-
the child who was dying—were quite
alone in the world.

But he could help her there ! She
should be alone in the world no longer,
for he would go to her—he would stand
between her and the world, he would
offer her his strong arm and hit true I
heart to guard her from all evil, to keep i
her so that trouble should not come !

nigh her.
Aye, but could he help her so that j

j trouble should not come nigh her? No ; !
I no, alas ! for, when he reached her side, 1
|

1 her little child was—dead.

Sick headache is readily cured by

\ Ho ,n's S iisa(tar:lia,which touesaud ivgu- ,

j lates the blood, and tones the whole
system.
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WOOING AM) WINNING.

When the Reveren i Henry Dove
was sent out on a mis ion to —-well,
no matter where, he went as a bach- '
elor, but everybody else in the pious
littlecorner ol the colony was mar-

ried.
One day, after dinner, the Rever-

end Henry sat him down in a large
arm-chair, and deliberated as follows:
“My work is here. 1 need a wife to

help me in it. Is there any one who
knows me could be induced to come

out and share my fortunes—any one
I could love? 1 am forty. 1'eople
know me favorably. I'm not poor.*’

Suddenly a face aro-e before him;
lie had on y seen it a few times, but
it impressed him.

Miss Lilly Webb —wfiat a pretty
girl she was! He had been asked
to dine by .Mr. Webb, her father,
when he exchanged pulpits with the
minister ol the church they attended.
And he had found out that they were

old friends.
Liilv’saunt was his first love, and

they had quarreled and parted. His
heart gave a leaj• when he first saw

Lilly. She looked very like like her
aunt.

She has said she would like to he
a missionary, and he fancied that she
was interested in his remarks.

Weil, he could but try. No one

else seemed to touch his heart in the
least.

He got out of his Ietter-ca.se a

miniature of that first Miss Lilly
Webb, [fainted twenty tears before,

and looked at it.
“She was prettier than her niece,”

he said to himself.
And lie wondered whether she was

married, and to whom. Of course

she was married. He would h ve

heard of her death.
He sat down and wrote carefullv,

sedately, yet not without expression
of emotion.

He told Iter that her fa«~e was al-
ways in his memory; that her pleas-
ure in the work he had devoted him-
self to made him hope she would not

think him unsuitable; and he asked
her if she could not find him agree-

able enough to think of ns a hus-
band.

He addressd this note to Miss
LillyWebb, and >sent it by the next

mail steamer, and waited for tiie an-
swer. It came, and this was all:

“Your letter naturally surprised
me very much; but who is not pleas-
ed to be remembered? I certainly
like the work you like, but let us
make no mistake. After we have
corresponded for awhile, you may ask
me that last question again, if von
by that time desire to do, but at
present I promise nothing.

Lii.i.v Weuij.' *

“It is a most si nsible letter for a

young girl to write,” thought Mr.
Dove, and felt pleased at this ar-

ragernent. The correspondence be-
gan, and proved most interesting.
Finally lie wrote once more. Tins
time the reply was an acceptance, ami
in the letter I .illysaid, “Mrs. Hatton
sends her love ”

Mrs. Hatton was, Mr. Dove de-
cided, h s old sweetheart. In his
next he asked. “Is Mrs. Hatton's first
name Lilly?”

And received an affirmative reply.
And so she sent her love!
The Rev. Henry Dove was quite

alone, and he bent oyer and kissed
the words, and a tear fell upon them.

“Ah! there's nothing, after all,
like first love,” he said.

But now his young betrothed was
coming to him. Siie would leave
home under the care of an old
clergyman’s wife, who had been
back to visit her children, and they
would be married on her arrival.

He looked very often at his old
miniature, now telling himself that
it was because she was so like her

niece, his future wife—so like—so
very like. That was why he kissed
it, i>l course —not lor the sake of old
memories now.

At last there we. e no more letters,
because the steamer had sailed, and
after a storm "hat shipwreckee many

vessels, Mr. Dove knew th.it in the
vessel lying just a littleway from the
shore his lady-love awaited him; and
knew, too, that he was not taptur-
ously happy, only content, though
it was really a sacrifice that this girl
had made lor him.

He went out in one of the boats
that went to meet the passengers, and
a lady in gray stood with her veil
over her face, looking about her.

He knew ihc figure.
“Lilly,’’he said, “this is so good

ol you dear.”

The cool of the day had come,
and they walked arm in arm tow ards
the mission house together.

Then she salt!, “How strange it
is.”

“The [dace?’’ he asked.
“I did not mean that. That I

should be here—on your arm. 1
naver thought such a thing could be.

1 have never been able to write a
word about our foolish quarrel,
Henry. I thought we could speak
of it best. It was so foolish—so
foolish.”

“()nr quarrel!” grasped Henry.
He stared at the grey veil. “Our—

our”—

“When you s>id you had never
j forgotten me,” said the lady, “I

1 really felt as if I was in a dream.
| Not a word all these years; and just
| as my niece, Lilly, married, and I

¦ left the school I had been teaching
I to keep house for my brother, the
\ letter came. 1 knew you had been
there. Lillyfold me before she went

.

| away with Mr. Hatton. But how did
| you know where I was? And not a
word as if there had been any
passed?”

| “No, I believe not,” said the Rev-

ercnd Henry Dove. “As you say,

I things are best talked over. And
you are Lilly, my own dear Lilly,
that 1 haven’t seen for nineteen years. .
And you are to be my wife. Take |
your \ eil up; let me sac you.’’

“Not until I have made my toil-
ette,” she said.

But he pulled the veil up and
looked at her She was older; she

i was not so pretty, of course. She
| had some little lines in her face that
| were not there when ho saw her last,

i and she had lew *jrav hairs in her

I waving brown hair; but she was, as
he said, his own Lilly—his owu old
sweetheart. He had not dreamt it.

He had offer'd his hand and heart,
as he believed, to her niece; but
cupid had set a grand transormation
scene to play a part in, and he was
changed into s mcbody else at the
final.

“Yes, he was changed. With the
coming of his old love to his arms

¦ life began again lor him. He never
told her all—that would have spoiled
all; but a happier bridegroom never

i stood beside his bride than Henry
Dove as he kissed his Lilly in the

¦ great hall of the mission house that
evening.

—
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TEE WOMAN HE MARRIED.
Fiotn The London (^iieen.

. The pivot on which a m m's destiny
turns, either for good *»r for evil for hap-
piness or for misery, is marriage. It you
live to see the eud <»{ his life, he wili per-

• haps confess to you—or perhaps he. wul
not, hut be will kuow it all the same—be
will trl! \ on that the mug net which first
attracted him, ami then guided him with
;i master band either to tlie one ir to the
other, wns the Woman he Married.

I remember many years ago hearing of
tile deathbed ol a very distinguished

‘ man, a general whose military career had

¦ been so brilliant and so invariably lortu
ii«;tt* that the world looked upon him a 14

a perfectly happy man. He had earned
h;s honors, he hid served his country
well, and he knew on his deathbed that

ne had done his duty, lira Queen had
rewarded him, and bin honors had fallen
thick and fast upon him, yet what were
his last words?

As he gave the friend who was with
I him the last clasp of his h; n !, and the

last look of his dying eyes, to that
friend’s intense astonishment he said, ‘*1
thank God that my miserable life is
ended.” There was one in his regiment

; who bad known him from boyhood, had
• heeu educated with him, had served un-

der him, and was supposed to kuow
evt rything about Lis past life; to this
man the friend who had heard the dying
words appealed. “How could he have
hern been miserable? Did you ever sus-
pect that his life was not one series of

’ triumphs and perfect contentment? Flat-
tered, followed, praised and envied, how
could he have been miserable?” To the

! out ward world,” was tbs answer, “lie
appeared all you say, but there was an
inner life that no one and f*w knew
of. That life was blighted and its happi-

i ness wrecked, his affections chilled, and
, his temper aoiueci by the woman ho mar

. ried. She was cold, unsympathetic, and
selfish. Two years after she had accom-
panied him to India she declared the cli-
mate. didn’t agree with her, and she came

’ home. She professed openly that she
I should go her own way, and he might go

i his. Sh** spout Iiis money, she kept him
a poor man :»!1 his life, and she broke his
heart. That is his story, but he never
told it, aud if the near approach of death

5 had not. wrenched it from him, you would

never have known the state of mind in
which he wont to his well-earned rest.”

Lady Eellair's Advice ta Girls.
WHAT TO AVOID.

1 A loud, weak, affected, whining, harsh,
• or shrill tone of voice.

Extravagances in conversation—such
phrases as “Awfully this,” “beastly

, that,” “Loads of time,” “Don’t you
, know.” ‘'hate,” for “dislike,” etc.

I Sudden exclamations of annoyance,
surprise, and joy—»ften dangerously ap

1 preaching to “female swearing”—as
“Bother!” “Gracious!” “How Jolly!”

Yawning when listen! ig to • ny on#,

i Talking on family matters, even to

bosom friends.
Attempting any vocal or instrumental

) piece of music that you cam ot execute
, with ease.
I ,, ,Grossing your letters.

Making a short, sharp nod wirh the
head, intended to do duty as a bow.

• WHATTO CTI.TIVATB.

An uiiaffucted, low, distinct, silvtr-
tor.ed voice.

The art of piersing those around you
‘ and seeming pleaded with them and all

[ they may do for you.
The charm of making litt.e sacrifices

quite naturally, as if of uo account to
yourself.

1 The habit of making allowances for
the opinions, feelings, or prejudices of
ollicrs.

¦

i An erect carriage—that is, a sonrd
j b ‘"lJ-

A good memory for faces, and facts
connected with them—thus avoiding giv-
ing offence through not recognizing or

[ bowing to saying to them what
had best been left unsaid.

The art, of listening without impati-
ence to pros> talkers, and smiling at the

• twice-told tale or joke.

Three Fear Stories
A bear at Carter’s ranch, near Mangus,

New Mexico, has killed more than 100
goats, and eludes all pursuers.

While chopping a hollow tree, Sheriff’

O' Uonrke, of Ontonagon county, Michi-
gan, heard groans and found blood on
his axe. A moment later a largo bear
put its head out of the opening. The
Sheriff was surprised, bur he killed the

i bear.

In the mountains ol Savoy, Italy, a

bear killed a shepherd boy. His mother
determined to avenge him, and started
off with a gun. She w as found lying in
a secluded spot, her dress in rags, her
arms crushed, and her face covered with
blood. Beside her lay the body of a
huge hear, with its head torn to pieces 1
by a ciiarge from the woman’s gnu. The
woman will live.

1
Sore or IiillanuM K?p» Speedily Cured

i By the use of Darbys Prophylactic Fluid. :
It allays the inflammation ami irritation
and is peculiarly efficacious by reason of
its power in cleansing and destroying all
poisonous matter. Chafing, bruises, hu-
mors, eruptions, boils and sores ami those i
more serious ami tenacious maladies,
Scald Head, Silt Rheum and Erysipelas,
are speedily cured by the Fluid.

A MOUNTAINEER'S UimE.

In the mountains of V;i;»ii U and Wi st
Virginia after the war, stoiy-teliing was
the one I want, of reason and intellectual
pastime. The mountaineers were never
an educated race. During the period of
the Rebel lion they'were cut c-ff entirely
from all newspaper?, books and peiiodi-
cals. They knew absolutely nothing of
what was going on in the world. They
lived in a little circle by themselves.
When they got together the man who
could tell tlit b*'M story was the acknow-
ledged leader. \V>r v.;is cultivated 1*5
personal encounter in the country store,
in the tavern barroom and before the
great tire places in the cabins. One of
the characters of the decade after the
war. about whom West Virginians occas-
ionally talk. wasacertainCaptain Mosier.
His fund of Kories never ran out. A
friend said to him: ‘‘Captain, if you were
educated you would be a big man.” Said
the Captain: “Yes, and if I bad lived in
deep water I would have been a whale.”

The story is told of Captain ‘nosier
that on one occasion he had been imbib-
ing at the country tavern to an extent
that gave unsteadiness to his locomotion.
It was a stormy night, and a trrrifio

thunder shower was in progress as he
started for home. Ihs pathway lay up
the mountain and across a deep gorge,
over a slender bridge beneath which ran

1 Turbulent ai nintairj stream, swollen by
the falling rain. The Captain bad strug-
gled along to this point with difficulty.
Wncn he reached the bridge he threw
himself down on all fours and began 10

creep across the narrow structure. The
dashes of lightning gave him occasional
views of the path across, and he waited
for these Hashes before making any ad-
vances. His crossing was thus made by
stages. Just after a blinding flash of
lightning he lost his hold anti fell into
the stream. If. was a terrible plunge and
the chances for his li.'e were extremely

doubtful. Some of his companions who
had followed him from the tavern beard
his cry as he struck the water. They
plunged into the gorge in spite of the
danger, and found him clinging to a rock
below the bridge. As they pulled him
out of the water, battered, drenched and
badly scared, he gasped out a protest
against the thunder storm in these words:
“Wall, if I’d a undertaken to light a gen-
tleman home, I’d a done the job better.*’

About this same Captain another story
is told which docs not indicate that he
was as valiant as he was humorous, lla
had enlisted in ihe Confederate Army,
and his regiment was drawn up in battle
array before the advancing hosts of the
Union Army. The Colonel of the regi-
ment thought it was time to make a
speech, and proceeded to attempt to fire
the hearts of the rank and tile by address-
ing them something after this manner:
“Fellow soldiers of the Confederate
Array: The enemy are before you. The
sacred homes ol \ irgiuia and the graves
ofyour ancestors arc behind you. Around
your hearthstone the women and chil-
dren 01 \ irginia are praying you to be
steadfast and rebel the invaders. The
demon htqd»; of Northern mudsills are
bearing down upon Virginia* Unless
checked by your devotion and chivalrous
efforts hey will ravage your plantations,
rob your granaries, barn your barns and
pillage your houses.” When the Colonel
had reached Ibis point in his address the
brave C«ptain Mosior called out as lie
suited his action to the words, and started
on a run r » rlie rear: “Ifail these things

are threatening my plantation I am go-

iug right home to see about it.” And
he went

Not a Forty-Niner. Though.
Fred If. Carruth in The Chit ago Tribune.

“Then you are an old California miner,”
I said to a man that was talking very
loud as we s;-t in the cilice of a Dead-
wood hotel.

“Yes, sir; yes sir; one oftho Argonauts,
sir. Always lived in California till I

came here to look after my interest in the
Homestakc Mine, sir.”

“Were you one of the '40 ert?”
“No, sir, I wasn’t. I didn’t reach Cal-

ifornia till 1859, ”

“Ah! I should think that was near
enough so you could stretch it a little
and say you got there in MS ”

*T could if 1 wanted to make a liar of
myself, but I don’t sir I I’m a man of my
word, sir, and even if 1 was going to lie
I wouldn’t lie about a little thing like
that!”

I was somewhat crestfallen, and after
he had stepped out I suggested to the
proprietor of the hotel that tho Califor-
nian was the first man from that State of
his age that I ever met who did not

claim that be reached there in ’49.
“When did ho tell you that he wont?”

asked the proprietor.

“In 1850. He said ho wouldn’t lie
about it for worlds—it dors me good to
see a Californian at hist who can toll tho
truth on that point.”

“Yes; well, you haver/ 1. cm one yet.

To my certain knowledge t 3 first time
ihat old fellow struck California was in
*fiT, when he came down from Vancouver
Island, where ho went three or four be-

fore to avoid the draft.”

Que*r Uses of Electricity.

One of Bridgeport’s letter carrier?,
whose duties require him to distribute 9

the mail over his route after dark, has
adopted the novel practice of wearing an

electric scarf pin. When desirous of

looking at the address of an envelope iu

the dark, beholds it up before his face
and switches on the electricity concealed

in his pocket. His scarf pin flashes out

a one candle power electric light.

John Buckley, of Meriden, caught a
snapping turtle and took it to the tele-

phone office where ho works. Ho thought
that ho would kill the animal by electri-
city, and so pul the end of a wire ia
front of it, and the turtle snapped it and
held on. Then Buckley put another *ire
under the .shell and turned on the entire
electric current of the office. The turtle
shut his jaws tighter and closed his shell,
and iu five minutes was apparently as
dead as Julius Cmsar, but the next morn-

' ing he was walking around the office

quite heartily. Itbad received an elec-

tric shock powerful enough to kill a man.

—Hartford Tunes.

He Probably Wouldn’t.
The quaint notions of womankind with

*

i reference to courts ol law, the rendition
of justice and the punishment of crime -

are illustrated in the case of a Virginia
woman of whom Colonel H. C. Parsons
tells a story. Her son was a sad scape-
grace, who had killed a man, been put
up for trial, narrowly escaped hanging
and was brought up to be sentenced for

murder in the second degree. As the

Judge pronounced the words that co»'

nutted him to prison for twent*

years, the mother burst on*

court with the exclamation:
that is cruel. I don't b

contented there a we


