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DE “CJdILLUN'S™ CUP.

(By M.EM.Davis In Harper's Young People.)
w1 wmought sell de obilina's cup.” wnid
Tacle Pete, reflectively. Ho got up as b
and hobbled across the uneven foot
to the bed in the corner of the oahin, and
drew from beneath the flowered valande &
small, antiquated, bruss-nailed hair trunk,
Throwing back the broken cover, he rum-
meged—muttering  under  Lis brenth—
among its strange contents, ani presently
twok out & careliily tied parcel. Little Pete
Jooked on breathlessly while the old man
unrolled, strfp after strip, the rags which
ehveloped the precious beirloom; and when
the cup flually appeared, shining dully in
the dancing rays of the trolight, he uttered
a ol wonder und admiration,
«Dem obillun (s gholy had er monsus fine
cup fer ter drink dey milk out’s, diddy,

g

ht{?lﬂe Pete turned it slowly, almost reve
erently in his trembling hands, It was an
old-fashioned silver goblet, with & chasing
ot gold around the rim and about the slen-
der stem. A fancitul arabesque of gold
also encircled the initials engraved on one
side. These were a little blurred by a desp
dent whioh ran directly across them, for the
cup was & good deal buttered, and had evi-
dently seen bard service—but they were
yulte Jegible, and read

M. BV,
&

. B. V.
Ren Ly,
1842,

«“] mought sell dish yer t'ii[l," rw;nl m--_'!
Uncle Peto, slowly,” “an’ den crgin
Hiis voloe dropped, snd his childlks old
eyes wandered vaguely about the forlorn
lttle cabin.

Uncle Peter Venable's cabin sto xl on the
edge of the greal swamp wineh stretehed
back for miles away from the great river
green, dense, Hixuriant, with fan-like pial.
mettoes, moss-hiung Lrees, and rank ervep-
ers mirrored in its dark, still pools, whero
alligators sunned themselves at noon, OF
moved stoalthily at night in search of prey
It was hard npon Christmas; the wind
blowing in from the marsh was dawp and
chill: the long black moss on the lmba of
the giant live-onk in Lo door-vard swept
the weather-boarding with a dismal sough-
ing sound. But a choerful fire bluzed in
the fire-place; & crusty smi I ol corn-pune
oscaped from the eracked spider on the
broken hearth; a bit of i wizzled in the
fryiu.‘-pnn;n-ul-uh- in the carly dusk, Unel
Pote’s grandobildren—except Little Pete—
were nt play.

Little Pete had come o 1t the corn.pons
from the spider and fetch a coal for Daddy’s

ipe. e remained gazing wistiully af the
changing fames, bis woolly head proppd
on his brown paw. Mis hewrt, in truth, was
heavy about Christmas, “Daddy,"” he had
ank
wo gwing ter do "bout Chris’mas? It lus’
oue ¢ dem fool nigger chillun out yander in
do'-yard Is wot dey bead on er-hangin® up
dey stockin's fer Santa Claus, same 02 ef
dey wuz bawn Jwhite. An' you knows,

Daddy, dat dey ain’ no Sauta Claus pwing
ter come foolin’ roun” here o de cedge o' d
swamp o'long o' er passel er nlggors vk us!
Ef I had de money fer ter it er doll fer di
revsine

baby, an’ some o'Anges A
an' candy fer de yethers, | mought
be do Santa Claus  myse’[—cep'n’

far comin' down the chimbley. But you an’
me knows, Daddy, dat de mos we kin do
wi' eellin' moss an’ split baskets is ter @it
er dust o' meal for dem chillup, much lessen
buy Santa Claus.”

Cnele Pete’s choerful fuce had  fallen,
H“Dass ®0, honey,” he had sald, with &
mournful sigh; and then he had fetehed out
the cup

Little Pete’s heart fluttered anxiously as
be awaited the old man's decislon.

“wAp' den ergin” Uncle Tete went
on, lifting his head proudly, “dey
ain’ money ernough, ner lan’ ernough ner
hosses an' mules ernough in de whole en.
durin’ worl’ fer ter buy dish yer cup.  Des
sboly ain'. Chile,” he econtinued solemnly,
Iaying his hand uppn the boy's shoulder,
“you wuz bawn fred, bless de Lawd! an'
yo' freedom can't be tuk'n fum you, I hewee
times, when doy ain’ no mo’ slaves an® no
mo’ masters, s ne times, But de old times
befo’ do wih was tine times too, an® ole Pete
is sometimes hongry fer Red Hill an’ Marse
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Little Pete leaned against his grund-
futher's knee and looked expectantly in his
face.

“We-all's fambly was de Venables. An’
Marse Cass Venable wuz de owner o Red
Hill, de fines’ plantation in Calhoun coun-
ty, De cotton fiel's at Red Hill wus lak
snow jn piekin’time; an’ de co'n ficl's
mum} dey wuz yaller ex gol' when de co'n
wuz fitten ter pull. Do Quarter wuz lak er
hive o bees wi' niggers, An' de smell o
rpossum fat an' shote an’ swedt-laters Ty
ham-bone riz high tum dat Quarter.”

“M.m-m!” sald Little Pete, his mouth
fairly watering.

wMarse Cass wuz er good marster; an'
ez fer de mistiss, sbe wuz er angel o' de
Lawd 'mougs’ de slok women an' ne ailin’
babies at de Quarter. Dey wa'n't er han'
on do place dat wouldu't er lakl down on
de groun' an' let her walk over him el she
wan' ter.

“Ddey wa'n't no chillun at the gre't house,
an' marse he wuz gittin® er lttle ole. But
one mawnin—1 'members dut  mawnin’
mighty well; hit wuz er Chris'mas eve—
marse saunt word ter de Quarter dat he
wap't ter see usall up at de wre’t house.
An' we all march up ter de gre't house
stops, sof’ lak, ‘case we know'd dat de mis-
tiss wa'n't well. Do house wuz ull shet up,
an' seem 1ak it look mo'nful. "Heckly qi--
do’ open aud marster come out He
wuz totin' er bundle, un’ his head wuz or-
hangin’, an’ ho stamble so dat "pear luk he

wine ter full, He ook fer erway ‘cross de
iel'-. fer erway, for er minit. Den he el'ar
hils th'ote an’ '“f‘ ‘Frien's, de Lawd Gawd
is stretoh out His han' In de middle o' de
n fer ter put my bouse in wo'nin’. Yo'
misties s walkin® dis mawnin® in de streels
o de New Jerusalem, an’ dish yer is what
she has leP us’ Wi dat be onkiversd de
bundle, an' dar wuz dem two teeochy-
m’ twin boys, Dv women all "gin ter
cry, an’ de men wa'n't fer bebine 'em, We
ﬂ?ﬂ"\lp an' kiss dewn 11 sof red han's,
an’ fum dat day de las’ one o' de Red Hill

would er died fer mistiss's twin

"
An' den ole marse he gin de chillungl:
7 said Little Pete, to whom the
was ever knew and wondertul,

o “l] at de chris'nen Muarse Cass gin
dem ohillun dish yer cup. One cup fer de
two. *Caxe he say dat doy Is come into dis
worl’ , an' de boun’ fer ter drink
whilse dey beads is hot.  Apn*

did use dat cup, sha'!  Seem lak T Kin
see ‘em yit drinkin' out'n It, fus’ one wo'
den t'other, 'twel tho Ias' day. Yaas, dem
twins mht one heart in two bidles! K
Maree Marcellus cateh de measles, Murse
Camillus sho' ter grunt wi’ do weasles 100,
Ef Marse Camillug git in er fight—an', mun}

boys wuz ters!—Marse Marcollub
ready to pull oft cout an’ Jjump in de
Dey couldn’ War fer ter be erway
one erouther er mioit., A’ seem lak
couln' Y ar fer ter gitout'n Unk Pete's
*Uaze fum de time dey kin toddle
ondor Unk Pete’s foot.  Yes, chile,
foe times at Hed Bill whilse de
muarsters Wi growln' up.”
de young marsiers is rid off ter
wab,” prom, the child, as the old
man fell into o silont reverie,

“Y Iak dey wa'n't much mo’
dnhl:.t?-. dey yaller curls and blue

i
"
But dey boun' fer ter go. An'
sholy wuz de fines’ pa'r er young gon-
straddle er hoss de

de same
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ever maw-
nin' dat dey rid up ter de front steps er de
t house ter ole marse an’ bluck

+ Ole marse, he come oul'n e
d0' wi' his gray head bel’ high, an' d
o his b’ full o Teod 101 -k ol

vw. p'l.'.
m off a'ter de twine,
fotoh out the cu

Il.ll‘ll('nll\‘. lifting his head, Swhit is |

o' de cup ‘twel
den dey religee o ter
Texns, lesw'n deo Yankees git us......Den
comse word dat marso is died befo' he git ter
l‘im“.lm do Angel o Pence
ot de trumpet, de onrighteous wah
at o eon, an’ freedom ls come, 32
! But when | mek
do ole place,
srangers; an’
ot dem twins wuz iu de lan’ o de livin' or
onder de growl.  An’ so we la drifted down
dish yer way, whar vou ehillun wuz bawn;
an' whar yo' mamuiy an' yo' pappy is died.
Y ans, chile, ole marss wn’ misties s loved,
an’ trusted Pote whilke dey wuz livin'
D ehillon te been Ink de mpple o Unk
Pute's aye whilse vy wuz O his foot.
An' dar huccone | =0y dat dey nin’ money
ertiough ner lan’ ernough ner -
mules eruongh in de whole enduring’
jartor buy dish yer cup whilse Unk Pete
Venable's bead Is hot."”

“You s mighty right, daddy—mighty

right ! erfed Little Pete, his eyés spurk-
ling.
Uncle Pete pushed the trunk back under
the bed. But he placed the goblet on the
mantel shielf, “1 gwine ter leave it whar
I kin look at it,” e muttervd softly.

Al that moment Cammy, the squat brown
twin.sister of Little Pete, mlum!ﬂd noisily
in. "Iladd.? 1 whe eried, it down n"IIII'I‘{U
an' piok ‘Sugar in de Gode,” ér ‘Billy In de
Low GGroun's.! Mo an’ Dick gwine fter
dapes whilse Jincy *pat er Juba'"”

The old man lnughed indulgently, and
wok his bapjo from the wall, “You sct
dir an® wateh do co'n pone, Little Pete,”
o wndid, a8 he followdd the girl out Into the
door-yard.

Littlo Pete squatted down before the fire,
voud dropped his head In his hand agalo,
Mongre und stinted as Le wik, with his
wengoned 1ittle tauce and big serious eyes, he
ahiaped the responsibility of the orphaned
family with his grandtather, wio was Toe-
ble atd rhevmatic.  He and J[Cammy were
barely eleven years old, and there wore hé-
sidis, Jiney, and Dick, and Duo, and
Isham, and Judy, aud Louisa-Lou, the
baby, “Dat meks seven wtoskin's, not
sountin® o mine or daddy’s)" he sighed,
wan’ how In de name o goxdness is [ gwine
e stufl them stockin's! 1 mought sell the
chitllun's cup,” be ropested the phrase

S

mechanieally,  Then  he started  vio-
lently and ~ looked over bis shoulder.
The  cheerful  stacesto  notes of  the

hanjo were ringing out over the swamp
the shuffling sound of bare feet on ihe
ground, mingled with the measured Juba
patand Uncle Pew’'s gay exhortations to
the dunoers:

«Twis' yo' feet dar, Dick. Tu'n out dem
s, Cammy, Patter up, Jiney. Swp in,
Jouise-Low an’ show dem niggers how ter
wire de crack!”

Little Pete climbed stealthily upon a chair
an'l 100k down the g blet, turning it slowly
in his hands, as he had soen his grandfatber
do. *1 monght sell de chillun’s cup,” he
wlispered, fenrfully, “but den, ergin ~** he
pushed it back in @ spasm ot terror wnd
Jumpest down  from i hndr—but den,
erein, bow 1 gwine ter look Daddy in de
face when he ax me what 1 done wi’ de
ghillun's eup.’” Le panted, trembling in
every limb of his lean little body.

Outside, the musle was waxing more fu-
rions. Lnele Pete's bony fingers skipped
jovously over the strings,  His voloe arose
i a wild snd  funtastic melody: the chil-
deen, shufling mouotonously, Jolned the
chorus”

“Whar Is you gwl

$ sny s Ao alligntor ter d

Oy, ke, dis mawnin’l
I's gwine ter buy er bucket fer ter toto de
Ban' wwhy—
Ohi, b, dlis amwnin't
How yon gwite ter buyv er boeket, "dout
: money for ler pay?—
O, I, dis mawnin'
Oh, In, noney!
Ef 1 'alnt gol no money
T Rin step o ersto’ an’ soll myse'f tor-dny-—
Oy, o, dis mawnin'l *

Little Pete 1t his head, A brond grin
oversprond his face.  His eves dancaed.
i mes w0 ! Be orivd, turning a hand-spring,
anid throwling bis yellow heels in the airg
sun’ 1 ewine ter do ity sho's you bawn.”
e dushed, with a whoop, out inw the door-
Il viand,
| +*Git out'™n de wny dar,
| U'nele Pete, with & chuckle, Yo betlers
is cwine tor shake dey foot, Step in lively,
Little Pete, an’ bresh up de dust,

boekel

Dick,"” ecied

How you gwine ter buy er "dout

money for ter poy?"”
e wang lustily, patting a broad, bare foot;
sl Little Pete’s voice tang out with the
otbers In the rollicking chorus:

i, I, haney!
Ef 1 'atnt gut no money,
1 kin slep inersio’a 1 myse'f—
* Ohby, i, dis toawnin't™

1L

The next atternoon Little TPete, with a
pest of newly  woven split  baskets an
s arm, walked briskly along  the

banquette in Royal street, looking eritieally
we wigde of the street t the other, and
acenstonally betore n grilled eorei-
doror a flight o marble doorsteps. His
rags Mattered in the wind, but that be did
not mind, for it was a soft and lazy wind
Mat dreifted  about, seattering  everywhere
the soent of roses and honeysuokle, and the
pavement under his bare feet was warm
withhmellow sunshine, e shop windows!
Nowhere are such shop windows as in Ngw
Orleans ut Cbristmas,  Here and there
Pupa Noel, large as life, and carrying a
snow-dusted f-tree on his shoulder, smiled
bravely in Lis gray benrd: dark-eyed ehil-
drem, with red Hps and glowing cheeks,
were gathered about the Chirlstmas marvels;
men and women, with their arms filled with
bundles, jostled each  other, Jnughing, and
exchanged gay grecting in musical foreign
tongues,

sl ' mas Is comin’, sho',” grinned Lit-
tle Pete. He stopped before n show-window,
with admiration, “M-m-m!"
e muttered, = Dars edeackly de spit o° de
doll dat 1 dono been studyin® "bout fer de
babv, A’ dit teenchy-weenchy cheer fer
Judy, An' dat toot.huwn for Isbam! An’
er pipe fer Daddy ! An' mebby er taw fer
ek an' Dan, an' sumfin® fer Cam s’
Jiney! An' ef 1 kin get 'em, den T gwing
tor dress up, an' studl dem stockin's same ef
I wuz Sapta Cluus hisse (1"

Has tore bimself reluctantly  away, aml
walked on, pavusing unecrtainly from time
to thine ae before,  Fionlly be stopped with
an air of decision in front of o Im-;u ujen
eortidor, at whose frther end glimpses ol n
gurden showed agninst n red brick wall,
wns' 1 o be declared, balf aioud,

A slim, welldressed  yellow  lad
Jeaning llly ngalust the iron grille,
looked contemptuously at the lttle bunch
ol rags. 4Gt along with vo' haskits," he
sabl, “We nin't buyin’ uo trash.'

Little Pete roturned his look defiantly.
“l win' got oo business “long o'er yaller
niguer Jak vou,” bhe sald, with an air of
soorn; *an' 1 ain' sellin® notrash, | wants
ter see de marster of dish yer house,”

The lad laughed. *De marster!” he ex-
claimed. “In de pame o goodness, does
you reckin de mamter gwing to trouble
Bisse' "hout a biack skeorerow like you ®*

w1 wants ter see de marster,” nsisted
Little Pete, “un' 1 alo’ axin' you of 1 Kin
CICTR T

wJerry ™ called o voice from the end of
the eorridor.
sab,”’

hin eves hig

Whs
He

suid  Jerry, respectiully,

“(iit erlong,” he

sy
added, giving Little Pote a good-natured

shove: “do¢ marster wants to ek yo' bead
uil’n yo' sboulde rs."

Little Pete walked bravely along the cor-
ridor, though Lils heart thumped against his
ragged shirt. 1o the small court-yard rod
wnd white roses bloomed on high trellises,
and & tountaln, ringed with Parma violets,
sent lts light spray toward the Bue sky,
len otiairs vere set about under the
s OrApge  trees, and A

beneh  was  placed  against  the
bigh wall, with its overbanging
vines, Onthis o gentleman was seated,
with an open book iu s hand, He had o
kindly face, and o pair of jhe bluest eyes
that Little DPewe hnd ever seen. His lignt
curling hinlr and thick beard were tinged
with grav, and his shoulders drooped &«
Httde; but an wir of vigorous health per-
vaded bis tall, robust figure,

“Well, sir, be snid, ns Little Pete came
across the clean flugs, followed by Jerry,
swhat do you want '

Little Pete stood silent a momnent, shifting
his welght from one foot to the other, and
turnivg his ragged hat awkwardly in bis
hands. Then, sll a1 obee, be blurted out,
“M-mearster, dovs you want ter buy er
plgger ™

“less my sonl!™ sjaculated the gentle-
wan, taken by surprise,

Jorry glgglod audibly,

“Uaze ol you want ter buy er lakly nigger
you aln' gwine ter Un' er luklier nlgger any-
wher's dan me.”

W hat can you do ¥’ asked the gentleman,
leaning back in his seat, and umﬁlne.

*Why, marse, what kin 1_do? Dey ain’
er laklier nigger dan me in New Orleans! 1
kin mek co'n pone, an’ split kinlin', an'
teat vp beds, nn' kiver up de fiah at night,
an' fezoh coals fer yo' pipe, an’ mend de
holes in yo' breeches, an' fry cattish, an'
run y‘o' I'N‘;‘:I. ug;;-a:u'ia nd]edo' ter yo'
eomp'ny,” , boldly, glancing ov
his ::I,n:'uldl::' llh”ul": o s Y
wAnd about how much are vou worth¥’
demanded his listener, whou: €Yes were

Iv-trimrued

long

Little Pete broathed bard, He
hils lips onee or twice o speak MWM
them again with o soap, Sy be
should ask too much, or too um His
eyes grow wide autllwl:rlmu. “I is

maisler,” be stam At lust, “dat I is
ter er doilar,”

Little ¥ Tt U taare come tnts i eyon. | A+

10 be spinning around and around.
“Why do you wish 1o sell yourself ' he

ntly heard the eman saking.

lwﬁ!\‘?’vsll. mlﬁm."mld euarl:.‘“hlt‘l
Jeo' desh yer way: Pappy an’ mammy s
dead, an’ me an' seven yethor chillun lives
long o' grandaddy: an’ Daddy Is dat ole
dat bie ain’ able for ter do much wuk. An’
hit's all me an’ Daddy kin do, wi' selli’
moss an' baskits, fer ter feed dem chilluo,
much less’n buy Santa Claus, An' de las
one o' dem fool nlﬂuohulun Is done tuk it
In dey heads ter hang u‘p dey stockin’s fer
Santa Claas, same ez If 1 dey wue bawn
white. Now, you kpows, marster,

SMI-'l Claus dn‘hrwiu ter come foolin®

cabin

moun' e de eedge o’ de swamp.
An' #o's ef 1 Kin git de fer ter buy er
doll fer Loulsa-Lou, an’ o'ranges an'
reesing an’ candy fer de I kin be de

santa Claus—'cep’n comin’ down de chimb.
Iy—an' atuff dem stookin’s myse'f. Hit ud
be er plumb shame fer dem chillun ter get
ont'n dey pallits Ohris'mas mawnio’ sn'
fin' nothin® in dem stockin's *cep'n de holes.
An’ dat huecome I mek up my min' fer ter
sell mi'ne‘r. I kin come an' git ter wuk de
mawnin' a'ter Chris'mas,” he concluded,
anxiously. *
The gentleman, still smiling, thrust his
hand in his pocket and drew out & silver
dollar, “Now, sir,” he said, with assumed
sterness, dropping it into the small brown
pulm, “you belong to me."
“Ynas, sab,” grinned Little Pote.

Cliristmus to begin work ; 7 o'clock sharp.”

“Yauns, marse.”

“Hy-the-way,” he added, as the boy duck-
ed his hoad, “what is your name*"”

“Dey ealls me Little Pete, sab, but I name
Marcelius, sab."

Mr. Marcellus Venable looked at him
with renewed interest. “AhY' he snid.
“Marcellus what!"

“Mareellus Vennble, sah."

“Rless my soul " erled Mr, Venable, ris-
ing from bis sent. “How eame you by that
name ™

“Hivs jos dish yer way, marster, We-
alls white fambly wuz de Venables. An’
Marse Cuss \'l-nul‘-le wuz de marster o° Hed
HIlI, de fines’ plantation in Callioun county.
De young twin marsters o' Red HIl wue
name Marcellus an' Camillus, an' when me
an' Cam wuz bawn twins, Daddy done
nume us a'ter de young twin masters, Cam,
she's er gal, but ‘Daddy say dat doan mek
uo difunce, An' dat hucecome [ name Mar-
cellus Vennhle, sah.™

Mr. Venable's face had grown a trifle
pale, and the hand resting on his cane
trembld,  ~ And what is your grand-
futher's name?’ he asked.

“Peter Vonable, sab; dey calls him Lok
Pete.”

Mr. Venable was silent n moment, “Very
well, Marcollus,” he aaid, laying his hand
gontly on the little woolly bead, *You can
o now : lnit remember, you belong to me."

“] ain' gwine ter fergit, marse, cried
Little Pete, darting into the corridor, where
hie stapped to throw a somersanlt and stand
on his head,

sderry,” snid Mr. Venable.

«¥ g4, sah,” sald Jerry, promptly.

“Follow that boy quietly, vou understand;
ace where e livis, und report to e when
you come buek.”

w Al right, sab,” responded Jerry; and a
moment lnter be was on the banguette, pad-
ding noiselessly after the small dusky fig-
ure that zlgzageed from side to side of the
street, peering Into doorways and loitering
before crowded shop windows,

That night Mr. Marcellus Venable, bach-
elor, st Jute we the low fire io his spu-
clons liipary, Jerry eame in, made his re-
port_ and went out, There wias a Joyous
hum of voiees (o 1he narrow street outside,
and n preliminary popping of fire-crackers;
within ghie big onely bouse the few nolses
diea awny eoarly. HBut the solitude was
strangely peopled forite master,  All of the
old-time {umates of Red Hil seemed to
coma troopig in and to fll the silences with
their halt-forgotten voices, There was Lhe
dear indulgent tace of his futher smiling nt
b s and the Kinsmen aud fricnds that wers
wont to gather ubout the roaring hickory
fircs nt Hed Hill.  And yonder come swarm-
ing up from the Quarter the dusky retainers
among whom his bright south bad passed,

Faremost of all was Uncle Pote. @G
Mess him!"  erfed  the  Jonely watche
er alowd,  “God Lilean him for
n  Iaithtul  bonest  woul  But  that
was not all. Do what bhe would, turn

where be would, he could not put away
from bim a boyish face framed in vellow
curls, with sunny blue eves that lnughed
into bis, He frowned, looking at this face,
and his own was not pleasant o see, as the
velns In his forebead swelled and his mouth
eontraeted,  **Never!” he exclabmed ot
lnst, bringing his clinched fist heavily
down on the table beside him. “1f he
#hould erawl at my feet and beg my par
don, 1 wonld not forgive him!”

At almost the same moment Mr, Camillus
Venable, away up in the Garden district,
waus putting his lateh-Key in his front door,
after an evening &t his club; fer ho was a
widower, and his only son was away at
sehool,  In his cozy sitting-room, Maris, his
housskeeper, an old Red Hill servant, was
awaiting him. She bustled about, attend-
Ing to i‘m comfort, aud finally came and
stood belind his chalr,

_ oMurse Camiling,” she said, “seem [ike
Unelo Pete Venable is turned up.””

“You don't say s0!" exclalmid her mas-
ter. “When™?

“My boy Jerry, dat waits on Marse Mare,
dat lives down yanderin de French Quar-
ter, has got detraek of him dis evenin'.
Unele Pote is teokin keer of or big gang o
cran‘ebillun. He's pow'ful ole and stifl-
i'inted, an’ Jerry say dat ook ke be win’
gwine ter live long."”

w8end Jerry 1o me,” safd Mr. Venable,

After Jerry had gone, Mr. Camillus Venn-
ble fell to musing over the fire. Dear me!
He was n bov sgain, and it was Christmas
times at Red Hill, His father, at the headl
of the long table shining with glags find sil-
ver, wis loasting the memory of his mother:
—the guests were standing and dripking In
silence. Down at the Quarter the ban-
Joes were ringing; the boys and  girls
were dabelng. Unele Pets's cabin door
was wide op 03 the rnd light streamed out;
within, Unecle ’ete, in she corner of the tire,
was telling one of s marvelous stories, nnd
he and Marcellus—Mr, Venable straightens
ed humeelf up abruptly, and grew very red
in the face, and roared out loudly, “If he
ever dares Lo speak to me, 1"l break every
bone in his body 1

Alas ! the Vinable fend was a very bit-
ter one, The quarrel, over n trifle, be it
endil, had been hot, The twin-brothers had
parted insanger, and it had boen twenly
years and more since Mr. Marcellus Ven-
and Mr, Camillus Venable had spoken
to each other.

111,

Christmas Eve, and the weather hag
turned off raw and eold.

From the mantelsbell o Uncle Peter
Venuble's cabin depended s row of ragged
stockings,  They were of many sizes, from
Caminy s bulgy blue ones at one end, to the
baby's shapelesered sock dangling from a
nail in the chimpey-jum, where she had
bung it herself,

The children hud been long asleep on
their seant pallets at the foot of Uncle
P'ete's four-post bed. A big fire burned in
the fire-place.  In one corner of the hearth
Inale Pete was sitting; his split-bottomed
chuir was tilted baek, hia eyes were ¢losed,
uwnd his flogers were straying lightly over
the banjo m\.tmf on his knees. In the op-
posite poroer Little Pete was huddled, his
fevt drawn up under-bis chin, bis hands
clasped arouad his koees, snd bis eyes
fixed mournfully on his grandfuther's face.

wHow Is daddy gwine ter it er.
Jong 'dout me!* he was Inwandly groun-
ing, “Who gwine ter be'p daddy ek
keor er dish yer passel o chillun? Who
swine ter wrop de baby up when de win®
low col'? Who gwine ter fetch Daddy er

fer his plpe? "Caze Cam an’ Jiney
dey alp’ nothin' but po-count gals! llm[’.
dy,”" he suid aloud—Uncle Pete unclosed
his vyen drowsily—*1 ain’ had de beart ter
tell you beto', but 1 bas sold myse'l ter er
gentermun  in de city, an' l—is—er—
slave,” A lump came into his throat, snd
e paused.

“You wuz bawn free,” said Uncle Pete,
hall asleep: “but-—dem—wuz—ine times."
His eyes closed ngaln,

“1 mougnt break my word,” multered
Little Pete, “Put den, ergin, I is er Venn-
ble, un' de Venable doan' break dey word.”

Iie banio slipped  from Uncle Pete's
kuees to the floor, He was asleep, Little
Pete jumped up; his face eleared.

»1 doan’ keer,”” be cried, “hit’s wuth hein'
er slave ef Daddy an’ de chillun kin git er
good Chris'mas! An’ Santa Claus gwine
ter come dis time, sho'!™

He stole over o the bed, pulled out the
trunk, and possessed himsell of Uncle Pete's
Fblue cloth suit trimmed with brass buttons.
When he bad got himself into it, turning
up the trousers | and turning back the
coat sleeves, be dived under the.hul again,
and fetchod out the fore-and-aft bandbox
which contaioed Unele Pete’s long-chers
isbed white beaver hat, The coat-tails
dragged on the floor. and the hat slipped
down to his chin whenever he tnrnea his
head. But his face was illuminated with a
:ﬂn s0 happy that,ludiorous though he was,

o was good to look at ss bhe twisted about
in & vain effort to get an all-round view of

mus' my pack,” he
reappeared in
sack on his

twinkling with a keen appreciation of the | himself.

i

renched .
Ashedid son of strook him

“And you are to be here the morning after | gery

and ove-balf inches wquare
I st o Qe 31
down onthe bearth, | of the coat or wal I

m% it must she!—Santa Clans
b Was C0In s g a furned
overcoat, and be L) bundie in
bis arms,  Litte Pete’s jnws and,
truth to tell, n gray low his
black face, He tried to ery out, and he
made one step Lo the safe refuge of his
#ondhmr'- koee,  But be stopped

zen With terror, for the door -h.j: opened
again, and another burly y gn.u
bearded S inta Claus, with a bundle in
arma, ped nolslessly in.

As the faremost intrnder eame within the
eirele of tire-light Little 1%te saw that it
was not Sunta Claus, after all, but his new
master, He ©1] on bis knoes, %Al

-G re-
dat no | ter,” he pleaded, %1 knows 1 is yo' nigger,

sholy yoil ain’ gwine ter mek me go e’ de
ebiliun nn® Daddy git deir Chris"mas >

Mr. Marcellus Venable did not hear aim.
He hud turned at o slight sound, and found
bimsell suddenly face 10 lace with Mr.
Camillus Venable. The two men dropped
their bundles and glured at each other like
trapped animals,

ust then Uncle Pete awoke, Fora so-
cond he was dazed, and he rubbed bis old
eyes, peering intently into the faces above
bim. Then he sprang to his feet, “De
chillun®" he ga “Ihe mistise’ twins!
De young marsters!”  He choked, aod the
tears rained down his wrinkied cheeks,
i Lawd's name be gloritied!™ e eried,
pressing up to them, and holding up s
trembling hnnds,

They took no more nete of him than of the
little kpeeling figure In its grotesque Log-
ary, They were scowling bitterly at eac
other, thelr blue eyes flashing with rage.

“How dare you!' said Mr. Moresilus,
taking a step forward,

s How dare you ' shouted My, Camillus,
lifting bis clinched tist,

“De mistiss's boys, dey is gwine to fight!”
groaned Uncle Pete,  Suddeoly be reached
up and eaught the goblet from its plaee on
the mantel, and edgod bimsell in between
tbe brothers, *“Look at dish yer ¢hins'nen
cup, boys' be sald, solemnly. “Marse
Cuss Is gin it ter you when you wuz de
teenchy-weenchy babies dat the mistigs
6P, One cup for de two, 'Caze you 1]
come inter de worl® han' in han', sn’ You is
got ter drink de same draf whilse yo' iends
fwbot. An'l reckin dat wighty n'gh de
Ins' word you ever hear Marse Cuss say—de
mawnin' you rid of ter de wab—wugz,
‘Boye, 'member dat wharever you go, you i
Boun' fer ter shal’ de same eup,’™

There wius n strange stillness In the little
cabin, Litte Pote's eyes turned wonder-
ingly from one angry face to otber. The
old mon's white bead dropped on his hrosst,
Al at opee there was a rusbing sound—* it
wuz de apgel o' dé Lawd passin’ by,"” Un-
ole Pote said afterward—and ieliold! there
was Mr. Marcellus fairly sobbing on Mr.
Camillug'  breast, and  Mr. Camillus’
stout arms Hung around Mr, Marcellus'
sboulder!

The Venable feud was at an énd,

CHRISTMAS LONG AGO.

How e Festivanl was Celebrated Before
the War,

Before the war Christmus was one day
of wll days, or rathier & pastoral Saturnalia
that sets dull care at ded v From
Christinas Duy (o Twellth night=—popularly
known ws Ol Christmas”—the only work
done was that of charily or necessity. Ihee
comber was tiken up with getting ready for
the bolulays. Axes rhng merriy at every
wiril-side: wagons plled high with oak and
hickory logs cut deep ruts in the soft plan-
t w, nnad ot last made them qung-
mires, Sometimes the wood-plle covered
hall ar . Children, white and black
took perilons rides on the long, pliant sap-
lings projecting from each end. When it
came to be cut into fire lengths there was
tun indeed. The choppers raced ene with
apother,  On  the g hickory  baok-
logs  toey  showed  dark,  perspiring
silhouctten in half-rims of cleaming stoel,
rapid  were  thelr motions that the
eye quite lost the outline of axe amd arm,
That, of cotrse, only through the race; but
all day the big logs melted into fire-wood
that wus stncked and piled at the back and
front doors. Wood sheds are unknown
there, but the saddle-house was half tilled
with clean, now, swept-smelling chips to
Kindle fires with if there ehme rain or
snow. Picking them up was the children’s
part. When the suddle-houss bank gof
bigher than their small bewlds, they S£gan
to pile them in the kitehen, where Ik
mammy wis buking Christmas eake. Each
basketinl was worth s lump of sugar, not
the tasteless white sugur of this era, but o
genvrous bit as big us your fist from 1be
beurt of the hogshead of live, coarse-gratn-
e, brown sweetnes that was oot s month
away from its native Loulsionas plantation.
(i course there was white sugar for frost-
ng and &0 on.

All houses were open houses. The young
folk went nightly from oune to another to
danee or play the old-fashiooed ring games,

tation rod

=

ple watched it In with hymns and pravers,
Ihose not so pious denced the old year out
and slopt deeply into the morning of the
new one, S0 time flew velvet-win tn
Twelith-nlght came,  There was little lnne-
ing or play upon i1, partly becnuse of weari.
ness, more becouse overybody wanted to be
fresh for the Sth of January balls, “Juck-
son's Duy'” ranked with the Fourth of July.
Whoso dld not honor it was poor-spirited
indeed, =o eards and guestion games -
gaged the merrv-makers until mdpight
strick,, Then everybody scrambled afer a
lantern-biarer to the cow-pen, to lind out
whether or uot cattle really did Kneel
npon  old  Christmas,  Derision Iny
usually in the mind of the investigntor.
Believers in  the  tradition  found the
attitndes of the resting ruminants won.
derfully devout. letidels decliured there
eolild not be mueh worship in kneeling
upon homs, Thedispute was lively enough
to ke® all hands awnke till they got home.
The darkies never doubted. Indeed their
faith In cow prayers was oply equalled by
thelr falth in the devil’s mark on a hog, in-
side the foreleg there wre tive small curious
inllentations that the negroes say s=how
where the devils went In to possess them.
If the holes get tilled with forelgn substance
tho animal pines and dies, At least plan.
tution swine-berds would tell you so o a
man, The race is, in fact, born to believe,
Freedom and free schools bave sadiy cut
down thelr Clhristmas, bot faith in the
miracle of the manger remins.
| ——

A Romance of Old Slavery 1) ays.
|Frum tue Louisville 'ost

A colored woman, bent nearly double
with eighty years and a beavy buudle, was
seen o board the Cinclunati mail line
packet vesterday afternoon.  Approaching
the olerk of the boat she slowly unt ed @
kuot tn the corner of her red bandanua
bandkershief and produced enough cash
1o purchase a ticket for Cineinnati. The
wrinkled and feeble old negress s the he-
roine of & romance.

In ante-bellum dave she was a slave
and was owned by a planter near Asheville,
N.C., Atan early nge she was arriid
1o n slave of the same master.  Hy him she
Bad several cutldren.  Over ball o contury
a0 her husband wis torn from ber awd ber
ebildren amd was sald 1o another planter,
The woman continued to work on the
North Carolina plantation, and in a shori
time was maraled again, Her whale fumlly
wits then put on the bloek and sold to . n
Virginia man, When- the emancipation
proclamation was promulgated the family
took ndvantage of their freedom and jour-
ey uorthward, Qpally taking up their
homt in Loulsville, The busband died alter
the elose of the war, asd the children one
by one left their mother (o seek their for-
tunes,

vhe mother tofled and lavored to make n
livelibood, She heard nothiag of her first
busband until about a month ago, when
one of ber sons found that the ol man was
living at Newport, Ky. The ofil nearess
Journeyed thither and found the busband of
ner youth, He had also been married a
wecond time, and bad several children by
his second wife, The latter was dead,
however, and the reunited eoufile declded
to again Hyve together, The woman return-
el 1o Louisville, disposed of ber eflects, and
vesterday completed the romance of fiy
years by returning to ber husband.—Louis-
ville Post,

-
A Negro's Kevs to Heaven,

The Palatkn (Fin.) Heeald is in possession
of s cane with quite a history, Luast week
Tom Goodvear, an okl negro, aged about
eghty-six years, illed. 1o nis death-bed
was 4 common wal cing-stick, on the handle
of which were two leather straps, 1o which
were uttached two lieys—one large and the
other small. The olil negro carried the
cane during the lasi twenty-tive years of his
life. He pever went without it, and always
l:nmlumml that the small key would open

in way Into the better world, and that the
large key, should he not go to that desired
land, would allow him to escape hrom the
doors of that land which i botter than this,
But when Goodyear died he left the keys
and stick by bis side while his spirit
parted to that undiscovered land. It mat-
ters not whieh place the good old eolored
man went, he will flod thesoonupen tor his

reception.

A Oamers In the Neckile,
(New York Sumn.]

cealed in the neckiie now
women. The camers,
is concealed be-

the lens forming & simulated

n. It contains six plates, about one
and eatches s
two or three teet,
the top button

of
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Whien New Yoar's came the most plous poo-

The Iatest thing in the photographic line | he
is & camera con
worn so m.ch by
which is very light and flat,
neath the tie,

A DESPERATE FAILU

Every ooe knows the story of the man
who drove the cab, Never beard it? Why,
that’s strange—pessing  sirange.  The
whole thing about it was—he wasn't in it
And In exactly the snme way have the -
portorial stafl of Tre Tises been (07 the past
week. [ refoice in the fact that | am one of
them, but I wus knocked all heiter-skelter
about a week ago, On that fatal day I re
veived a note, written in the usual dashivg
style of its writer. The note was hung on
my hook, and this instrument hangs with
dignity besides the hooks of my brother re-
zgwa, and just above the head of the ofty
tor.

The latter dignified individual, when he
hias anything Important to communicate 1o
the members of his stall, writes a note., He
pever twlls you. Ile writes; sometimes oo
the buck 01 an envelope, sometimes on o
plece of pad paper, and sometimes on &
piece of bad paper. No matter what the
paper, though, he writes, Then it is pluced
on the hook, and from which the reporter is
supposed to receive it.  He generilly does,
too, for if be doesn’t, the exquisite pleasure
of “chasing an item” wbout miduight will
be the resuit.

On the fatal day referred to above the

note 1| recelved read: “You will please
write & Xmas story. Let it be over a
column.’ Me writing & Christmas story,
shades of Dickens and "o, Me—amatter-
of-fact reporter whose daily life is mude up
of polite courts, law sults, divoree cases,
prize fights, and Council reports—wrile a
Ubristmas story, 1o the first place, | didn’t
kpow any. 1 have read them, years ago.
but the memory of them are hike some of
the dreams of ehildbood. Where was the
plot to come from ! Of course 1 know sev-
eral of the latter, but it was just my luck
thl-t none of them would fit for a Christmae
tale.
My first plot ran something like this: 1
named my bero Vivian Mortimer, and my
hervine Helen, This  young lady would
have been givem A& sur-pame, but as my
ot progressed | saw no occasion for it, so
l did mot burden my characters with ap-
purtenances unnecessary. Vivian awoke
Uhristmas morning and found that, like all
well.regulated Chriktmases, the weather
was spowy, He bad been at the elub the
night before, and that institution has long
held to the custom of having a large bow
of family egg-nog fur the deleetation of its
mombers. His head aches with the usual
dull, deadening pain, but resolution over-
wotes aches, and bhe arises, He drésses as
is usual, ents a little, and goes to the
elubs no. that he wanted any more of the
soductive lquid of the night befope, but he
felt lonely.

In the second chapter be attends service
at St Paul’s church, and while sitting in a
frout pew in the gallery suddenly becomes
aware of the tact that two bright eyes are
looking at him intently from & pew below,
She smmiles and gives & |1i|r-n-|||.: little nod of
her tead, while aeross his tace flits an ex-
pression of both surprise and sadness, This
young lady two yenrs before hiul been loved

lad been the only woman that hadd ever
held the key to his heart, and one
day ber image entered never to leave, He
told her of his love, and Helen loved him,
bt for coquetry’s sake, if for uothing else,
she took the matter Into  consideration,
While doing so she had left the eity, but
during her stay in Washington she wrote o
letter, In it was given all proper envour-
agement, and had Vivian received it he
would bave felt sure in his peart that
Hilen was his own.

But by some unlueky mischance that lhias
done more o ruin famidivs than almost any-
thlog else, the letter was never deliver d.
Vivian belleved that she did not love bim,
having taken the matter in consideration
only to save him the pain of & downrizht
refusnl,  After the serviee Vivian meots
Helen in the vestibule, He accompanies
fer home, but the conversation on the streel
is only th chit-chat that is
used u clreymstunces,

When wiis reached,

the  usual

homis
query, “Why huve you been so cruell’” is
prupounded by Vivian, and Helen says, io
the usual tremolo voice, that she wrote a

letter.,
S you not get it
vNo, I did not.  'What did it say*”

Her eves in the usunl way look at the pat-
tern of 1he parlor earpet, and the usunl red
b’ ue'i,menis her cheek without the ald of &
stop-lad I'iere is the usial
of arms, as can be seen it the cross.omds;
the usnal fron-frou of & gown! the usunl
kiss and the usual pestacy,  After this they
take dinner with home people in the ususl
way, and spend the balance of the day in
the usunl *mussing up™ of the gicl™s hair,
and the ususl rehearsing of the past. At
nlght the usunl gobd-night s said, aud be
depurts,

rewd the alsve (o the “printer’s devil.”
He sabd that it esunded “rather chestnutty,”
but if worked up by some ong who Knew
ho v 1o write a Christ story he
it would de, 1 read it severad tim
then oereed with bim, nid ot once began w
Igok around for another plot.

The next one was about Laura, who
worked in o factogy, Last July she ride
home in o street car. When she entersd,
the yeblele wis erowded, A Young man

gave her n sont, She thanked him, The
car rolled on, Evervbody got out but those
two, He  bezan a eonversatic she
answered bim, The sume week b Hed on
ber, Nextweek sape thing, Keeps calling
for & moenth, Declares bs love. Is

cepted, and the same week sent away by
his firm. She ronds telegram In news.
paper. Huilroad acoident, and his name
among the dead. Weeps copiously, aod
buvs a black dress, Hery fuce nsstuimes o
sl vxpression,. Christwons mornin
shi thinks of the pust.  Weeps, The door-

TET e ot Killed ; was
. Kisses, He
ittle box. It is
. The usual ending.
it the ~devil® did oot have duae
Apprecs ) ol genius as a writer, so 1
regd  this to the press-boy, He sald he
thought it too sud, and that it was also lm-
possible.  That ifthe fellow had not died be
would have writton to the girl,

“Thut's so," 1 replied. 1 bhadn't thought
of that, and, as n conscquence, story
number two was declded untt for use,

The vext plot and story resd something

v us follows:  The snow was falling with
usunl gusto without, and Fitz Bejan
was getting  his best licks in oo the te
ment before him. Presently
aunounced that Lynehhury
nnd he hastencd to re-
ply. "Fwus past midnight, nnd the sleepy
messenger boys were thinkiog of the joys of
the morrow—Christmas day. Bejames be-
gun to receive the  message, which was as
tlluws:  =Bob died at noon to-duy. Will
come down on Chesapoake and Obio tenin
temorrow. George' 1t was addressed w0
Mr. Molibert H. Manning, 135 west Frank-
in sireet, How sad, the operator thought,
that Bol sbould die, and thus darken what
lie supposed to be a bappy bhousehold, The
messenger departed with the message, and
the vperator received nuother message -
dressed to Wimeelf, 1t was from his old
friend Jobn Jerbey,in Louisa, and said thay
e would be down on the Chesapeake and
Uliio morning traio to spend the day. Meet
me'"’

The morning enme, und Bejames went to
the stiution.  Only one other Individual oc-
cupded the walting-room, It was Mr, Mun-
ning, whom Bejames konew by sight.

The train came fu, and Bejames followed
Manning 1o the cars, The man who had
shrned himself George got off, “So Bob s
dead.  Yes, poor felldw, and he would have
mads it in 2:2% next year if he hooon't died.”

I read this to the oflice boy.  He naid that
it was a shame to fool people so, and tor w
third time 1 threw away s plot,

Ioe unext plot was really a wonderful
plece ol work, It wold of & poor newsboy
whn sold evening contemporiries T
story started off sometbing like Lhis:

“Pwas Christmas-cve night, The white,
fulty Nakes bad been talling all day, and as
the ligbts nwow sbone upon them in their
downward fMght they glistened with the
ghisof & Pitlany diamoud, The store win-
dows of Broad aud Main street blazed out
efMulgently, and the burrying crowd told
toe same old story of Joy and happinees,
poverty and wealth,

«It had been an unlucky day for poor
e Jobuny. the newsboy, FPeople on the
streets did not seem to feel the sume inter-
est in the Parnell case or the doings of Con-
gress, Oiber thoughts enterad their minds
iuml muths, and the evening paper was not
a it

s Jobimny had worked bard, He bad ae-
costedd every one passing. le bad jumped
on the street cars even at the risk of his
¢ Jittle lifie, but business was bad—very
—and as Jobony thought of his brothers
and sisters und mother st home be wonder-
ed how it was that he could not get enough
money to buy a small turkey. He wished
e was bigger; that he bad & store full of
Christmas goods, and could go about his
edtablishment secing bis clerks take in the
money, But he had not, and as he pondered

n |
“The uﬁ:rane that day, and just as he

mummyu FOUDE WAD cAme ub
The note written by the city editor was
hook.

on my morning, and
wrote the words, “Uame

s reeelver
wanted Rlchmomd,

by Vivian, Truly, bonestly and sobly, sbe |

midnight -opu:‘gl of tho stroet ear- men.
They i ot wenight.”

"l;n- wolil—everlastiogly cold—but when
naws i= 1o b gotten Christmas stories nre
not in i, Consequently, 1 wentup to Lae
Camp Maull, und for the next thres bours I
walked the sidewalk and ~le-fled” my feet,

The Christmas story busincss was nock-
od out of me, and I have Iﬂl\'en up the efort
in desperato despalr. 1 cannot write a
Christinas story for many reasons, but the

Dest one is —that | cannot do it
G, BELL TRUEMAN,
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The majority of the [1la of the human
body arise from a diseased Liver. Bim-
mons Liver Regulator has been the meana
of restoring more peopls 10 health aod
happiness by giving them & hoalthy
Liver than any other agency on earth.

e — .

Stop tﬁ;t N
Curonic CoucH Now!

For 1t you do not It may becoms con-
sumptlve, For Conmonption, Scrofula,
General Pebility and Il‘Jnuﬂug Iriscuses,

I thero s nothing ke

‘SCOTT'S

|8

| EMULSIO

|

Of Pure Cod Liver 0il and

HYPOPHOSPHITES
OFf Liime and HBoda.

It s almost as palatabilo as milk. Far
better than other socallod Emulsions.
A wonderful feah producer,

genuine,

(There are poor imitations, Get the
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“The Seat of Trouble Here is at once

Evident."”
DYSPEPSYN
' Gt el ot st e
| < s} 4
I| 2o I eF, W J g .I:. " II -I.f 'I:‘;b::’lrl
bx HAZEN MORSE,
Masx 51, Duoreaco, N. ¥,

FOR SALE WY

Owens & Minor Drug Company,

RICHMUND, VA,
ALCTION SALES=Future Days.
TRUSTEE'S SALE

OF VALUABLE

Real Estate!

| bles. Lounges, Reed and Rattan Rockers, P ictures

$50 Worth of Goods for $I Cash and $|

Per Week.

(0.,

BROAD STREET,
LOW PRICES AND LIBERAL TERMS.

505 EAST

We desire to call your attention to our stock of

Furniture, Carpets, and
Stoves.

In the Furniture Department will be foand Walnut
and Poplar Chamber Suits: Hair-Cloth, Wool-Plush, Silk

Plush, and Tapestry Parlor Suits Sideboards, Extension Ta
- 1 )
and LIoCK

()a

|  CARPET DEPARTMENT.—Mouquette, Brussels, Thres

I]-'1‘\'. and Ingrain Carpets.

|
|

IN THE TOWN OF

By virtue of a deed of trust from
Thomas B. Henley. bearing dnte of
August 23, 1859, duly recorded in the
elerk s office of King Willlam County
Court, in deed-book 5, page 125, default
having been made in the payment of a
eertin note therein secured, held by
J. B. Moore. and being required so to
do by said noteholder, the undersigned
substituted trustee, having been sub-
stituted by order of King Willinm
County Court February 25, 1590, will
proceed 1o rell & AUCTION, on the
premises, at 12 o'clock M., on

Satnrday, Dec. 27, 1890,

WEST POINT,VA.

the property described in said deed, us
follows: All that parcel of | nd lying
and being in he town of West Pnjm.'
Va., kno «n as the “Beach Lot.”” with|
the exception of so much of eaid 19t
as was conveved by the Richmond and |
West Point Land, Navigation and Im-
provenent Company to Thomas B.
Henley, with Terminal Hotel.

This prop rty lies below First street,
part thereof on the westside of D street, |
and balaones on the east o { E street.

TERMS: Ciwh sufficient to pay the
expenses of exeenting this trust, the feos for
drawing avd reconding the sforesald deed of
trust, If 811l unpoakd, ana to discharge the
pmonnt of money due and payable o the
awirties seenred under sald Jeed. and if there
ye hpy residue of sald purehase money the
same shiall be mode vaywale ut such Hime and
spectired in soeh manner a8 the sakd Thomas
B Henley, his executors, administraters or
wsslgnn shal' direet,

H. 1. LEWIS,
_od0-AL ____ Substituted Trustee.
DENTISTS PR
1 S. GEORGE & CHARLES
L hl‘!tb:l.,
DENTISTS,

FRAMNK R STEEL, D D. 5, M. D, Assistant
728 MAIN STREET, RICHMOXD), VA,
_J?' 18-eadd-10

H. V- DESEORTES. D D.8., s
-

DENTAL OFFILE, n

#12 EAST MAIN SIREET, RICHMOND, VA,

Elegant gold flling.  Nitrous oxlde
and ﬂ'.e st locsl aoenhetics used, o=
Aud7-lyr

DR. G, BMITH, .
DENTIST,
NO, 4331EANT MHOAD STREKT,
(Entrance on Fifthistrest),
_I, B, Baarn, D, DB, Assistant, apll

WILPREDA.PLBM‘N.’ D. D. 8.

DENTAL OFFICE,
407 EAST MAIN STREET, RICHMONIq VA,

Offles nours: 9 A, M. 08 P M,
8L 0

STEAM, HAND and POWER PUMPS, TOHACCO MAUHINERY, PLOMBER'S (A5

Oil Cloths, Rugs, Art Squares, etc.

STOVES, STOVES.—Square and Round (leating Stove
Cook Stoves and Ranges
We will sell you any of the above woods at the low
prices for cash, or on our liberal terms.
ROTHERT & CO,
sos East Broad street,

seld-4m

e

N
€
N
=
2
) e

e

INNA & CO.,,

ACTUR K= OF

\(ED AND PLAIN TIN BOXE:

F<>»RR "I'H L.

M A

~ T s

DELUR

Wholesale Tobacco Trade
B3 snd 66 BEACH STREET
NEW YORK.

HABLISTON & BROTHER

STHENT

waeE Mals

Furnivure m Mahogany, Oak and Cherry
Elegant Designs, - - = Low Prices

DAVID A. A{NSLIE

Sucevssor o GRORGE A, AINSLIE & SONR,
Munufucturer of

ALL STYLES OF CARRIAGES.

LARGE AND COMI LETE STOUK ON HAND,
HEPAIRING aud REVAINTING A SVECIALTY
-y HAVE ANUED A FINE LOT OF LIGHT DELIVERY
WAGON= To ul it FTOCK

NIOCEIMONID, V.A.

L. H.. LIGHTFOOT,

BROKER AND DEALER N VIRGINIA LEAF AND KENTUCRY SURLEYS
OFFICE: TOBACCO EXCHANGE BUILDING,
GUaAr
AP 85,08 EVERY GRADE SENT ON APPLICATION. BACH PACKAGHE

THE JOHN H. McGOWAN COMPANY.

L4
MANLFACTURERS S

STEAM FITTERN' SUPPLIES, 100N and LEAD FIPE wilh FITTINGSL &%

1425 East Main, Richmon® Va.



