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TO WEARERS OF SHOES AND
HATS.

There are good reasons why we are now
selling so many

=~ SHOES AND HATS, <&
Some of them are—
BECAUSE our stock Shoes,

slipﬁem and Hats is the largest
in the county.

of Boots,

BECAUSE our prices are so low for the
qualities offered.

BECAUSE our goods are fresh and new—
arriving daily from the factories,
and are of the newest styles and
patterns.

BECAUSE we have always something to
show in the way of Special
Bargains—We mean real Bar-
gains.

Every body knows that we are the Leaders

in Ladies’, Misses’ and Children’s fine Shoes.
Sole Agents for Slesinger Tender-Feet Shoes.

We have a full line of Men's fine Calf But-
ton, Congress and Lace Shoes always on
hand, from $1.50 and up.

Adarge and complete line of Men’s Plow
and Brogan Shoes from 90 cents and up.

HATS, HATS, HATS.

We offer the largest assortment of Black and
Light Colored Stiff and Soft Hats in West-
minster.

The largest and most complete line of
Men's and Boys’ Mackinaw's and all other
fine Braids on hand.

Straw Hats for 3 cents and up.

U. L. REAVER & CO.,

may 15 ‘estminster, Md.

THE LARGEST VARIETY

AND FINEST LIQUORS
IN CARROLL COUNTY
18 AT
A. C. STRASBURGER’S

Next door to the old Central Hotel,
Westminster, Md.

I name in part—I12 grades of Whiskies, |

including the well-known
WELTY WHISKY,

10 grades of Brandies—Apple, Peach, Ginger
and Blackberry Brandy ; ﬁo]land'and Domes
tic Gins, White and Red N. E. Rum, Kimmel
Port, Sherry, Catawba, Clarei and Rhein
Wines; imported and Domestic. «

CHAMPAGNE, BASS ALE

and Bibbert’s Brown Stout; Raspberry, Gin-
ger and Lemon Syrup.

1 Guarantee the Purity of our Liquors

and the guality of our goods, and will use
every endeavor to give entire satisfaction in
regard to price.

I also have a large stock of

CIGARS AND TOBACCO.

All T ask—examine my stock before pur- |

chasing elsewhere. may 6 1882-tf

E. 0. GRIMES. J. Q. STITELY.

E. O- GRIMES & Cco.,
AT
THE PRINCIPAL DEPOT,
WESTMINSTER, MD.

Have as complete a stock of

CHOICE GROCERIES

FOB SA_E-_E.

111 Acres prime limestone
land near New Windsor, 7
miles from Westminster; fine buildings, all
in_good condition; a very desirable farm;
Pnce $12,000—half cash, balance on 5 years

ime.

90 acres on road leading from Westminster
to Taneytown, 8 miles from Westminster;
land in high state of cultivation; brick house,
bank barn, all in good condition, well watered,
&e.; price $85 per acre.

91 acres on road leading from Union Bridge
to Middleburg; land in fair condition; build-
ings fair; price $30 per acre.

300 acres near Finksburg, Md.; 6 miles
from Westminster, 1 mile from Railroad
Station; land in fair condition; 100 acres in
timber; stone house, bank barn; will be divid-
ed if desired; $50 per acre.

145 acres adjoining Frederick city, Md.;
the best of lime stone soil, in high state of
cultivation, no better farm in the State; large
stone house, bank barn; price $140 per acre.

32 acres prime land, half a mile from West-
minster; large bank barn, fine orchard, splen-
did building site for house; price $6,000.

Large brick hotel in Westminster, on Main
street, near Railroad Depot; price $14,000.

Farm 45 acres, 1} miles from Westminster;
land good; buildings good; oschard choice
fruit; price $80 per acre.

Farm 73 acres, 8 miles from Westminster, 2
miles from Hampstead, nearest R. R. Station,
good house and barn; 53 acres cleared land
in condition ; $35 per acre.

jce Little Home, one— mile from West-
minster; 60 acres of prime land, good brick
house; price, $8,500. 3

245 acres prime land; elegant buildings; 17
miles from Baltimore, near railroad; price
$13,000. 100 acres of same farm would be
sold with good dwelling, &e.; price $5,000.

Twenty acres good {inml, good buildings,
near Westminster, $3,800.

One hundred acres, best quality of land, 2}
miles from Westminster; buildings only fair, |
good water, &ec.; price, $8,500.

Small home, 4 acres, 3 miles from town;
good new house, fruit, &e.; $700.

Splendid farm, near Bridgeport, Md., 172
acres, good land; about 20 acres good timber,
large house and barn, all in good order; near
schools, store, mill, postoffice, &e.; price, $45
per acre. -

Forty-seven acres of prime land, near West-
minster, on which there is a fine building
site; $6,200. 3

Ten acres, finely situated on turnpike road;
would make a choice home; $1,600.

Brick house aud lotin Westminster; $1,200.

Double brick house and lot in Westmin-

Select Poetny.

OCTOBER.

From St. Nicholas.
October comes across the hill
Like some light ghost, she is so still,
Though her sweet cheeks arc rosy ;
And through the floating thistle-down
Her trailing, brier-tangled gown
Gleams like a crimson posy.

The crickets in the stubble chime;
Lanterns flash out at milking time ;
The daisy’s lost her ruffies;
The wasps the honeyed pippins try ;
A film is over the blue sky,
A spell the river muflles.

The golden-rod fades in the sun;

The spider’s gauzy veil is spun
Athwart the drooping sedges ;

The nuts drop softly from their burrs ;

No bird-song the dim silence stirs,—
A blight is on the hedges.

But fillad with fair content is she,
As if no frost could ever be,
To dim her brown eyes’ luster;
And much she knows of fairy folk
That dance beneath the spreading oak
With tinkling mirth and bluster.

She listens when the dusky eves

Step softly on the fallen leaves,
Asif for message cheeriuy ;

And it must be that she can hear,

Beyond November grim and drear,
The feet of Christmas nearing.

says Mr. Bohua, approvingly.
The first feeling that fills the

disappointment.
other ball-room; there is no denying

prise and dissatisfaction.

They had expected something widely
different; something with a touch of bur-
lesque about it here and there that would
have made it stand out conspicuously from
among the ruck of i its.
They had fondly looked for a festival that
might resemble in a mild fashion a meet-
ing of the Feejee Islanders or a war-dance
among the Red-shanks;and after all they find
themselves gazing at a bell that is as nearly
as possible similar to an ordinary West-end
affair.

Naturally, therefore, they are a little
down-hearted and inwardly aggrieved.
Everything is strictly en regle. The flow-
ers, the lights, the masic that is sw
and throbbing through the rooms are
irreproachable. The whole scene is fami
iar to them; they have been through it a

ing supercilious, puts his eye-glas
eye and looks vaguely round him.
“Keally, it is very difficult to know who
| is mad and who isn’t;” he says aloud and
| Mr. Wildingswho is at his elbow, assents
| wearily. Yes, it is all very disappointing.
| Of course, there are a few eccentric blots
| in the perfect picture; but they are mot
and may be counted on the fin-

Select §th'rrjg.w

A MAD WORLD.
From Belgravia.

“Morning, Bob,” s Mr. Wilding,
dropping into “Bob's” chambers with his
usual airy grace, and sinking indolently into
a chair.

Good morning,” calmly returns Bob, who
looks as if he ought to be addressed as
Robert, if not Bohun—his surname—which
would, of course, be even more dignified.
Briefs being new to him, and attorneys al-
most unknown, he glances up from his

ster: 500, :
Also, some fine pastare lots, ranging from |

2 to 6 acres, adjoining Westminster.

| For particulars call on or address
| sep4,tf E. LYNCH, Westminster, Md. [

| J'OR THE FALL TRADE.

One of the finest lines of

s+ FALL SUITINGS, OVER- |

COATINGS AND PAN-
TALOONINGS,

| which will be made up in the latest style and |
| best workmanship.

| Fit Guaranteed or no Sale,|
and at prices that defy competition. Any one |
in need of

|
| can rest assured they can be accommodated. [
| I also keep_one of the finest and best assort-
| ments of
Gent’s Furnishing Goods |
| outside of the city, such as |
UNDERWEAR, DRESS SHIRTS, BOTH
WHITE AND FANCY; COLLARS,
JFFS, SUSPENDERS, NECKWEAR,
| Hosiery, Handkerchiefs, and everything per-
taining to gent’s first-class outfit. The largest
| and bestline of Buckskin Glovesever offered in
| this county. The most perfect fitting; every
| pair warranted. Also Kid Gloves, and every
| kind that a gentleman would want, and at
| bottom figures. The Scratch Pocket Shirt
| always on hand in stock, or we will make it
| to order, either white or colored, and guar-
antee it to be the most comfortable and best
| fitting shirt, and one of the best made in the
market to-day. Give me acall. It will pay you.
| The ArGosy SuspENDER still takes the lead.
We keep them atall prices. Every pair guar-
nteed for one year. A splendid line of |

| well done indeed.

as can be found in our city.

CHOICE TEAS, COFFEES, SYRUPS, |
NEW ORLEANS MOLASSES, CANNED |
GOODS OF ALL KINDS, CIGARS, TO-
BACCOS, &C.

The best grades of Pat. Process and Family |
Flour constantly on hand at bottom figures. |
We pay the highest prices for Wheat, Corn, |
Rye, Oats, and all kinds of Country Produce. |
Agents for Laflin & Rand’s Blasting Pow.
der, and Judson's Dynamite for stump blas®

ing, &e.

FARMERS ‘
Can be supplied with the best quality of Cot- |
ton and Flaxseed Meal, Heav; /Mnddlmgs,i
Bran, &c., at lowest prices. Call and see |
us. |

E. 0. GRIMES & CO. ‘
“IEBTMINSTER "
|

FLOURING MILLS. ;

W. S. MYER & BRO. PropriETORS.

|
|

Manufacture and have on hand and forsale |

Flour, Feed; also, Seeds, Salt, |

Kainit, 8. C. Rock, Plaster,
and all kinds of

Standard Brands of Fertilizers |

|
at manufacturers’ prices. |
|

— |

Highest Cash Prices*Paid for Grain. |
|

|
|
!

mr2l,tf |

Grain of all kind taken on storage.

FORD’S BAZAR,

51 West Baltimore Street,

Is now offering special bargains in nearly
every department. They have reduced the
regular $3.50 hanging lamp to $2.00, and the
regular $4.00 polished brass hanging lamp,
with prisms, to $2.75; and one still better,
with decorated shade, for $3.25. One very
fine for $3.90, worth $6.00. We sell the reg-
ular $1.00 stand lamp, with 7-inch shade, for
75 cents, and a good $1.50 lamp for $1.00.
Electric stand lamps $1.25, $1.50 and $1.75.
We have more than one hundred different
varieties of stand lamps, hand "lamps and
bracket lamps, at wholesale prices.
Silverware.—We bave reduced our $1.50
castors to $1.00, and the $3.00 to $2.00; a
good $5.00 castor for $3.50; a set of good
silver-plated knives, 95 cents; a set of good
nickle-plated teaspoons for 25 cents, and
tablespoons for 50 cents; a set of Rogers &
Bros.” taaspoons $1.00, gvorth $1.50; a set of
Rogers’ tablespoons $2.00, worth $3.00; a set
of Rogers & Bros.’ triple-plated teaknives
$1.50, worth $2.00. A good, round nickle
clock 99 cents; a good nickle alarm clock
$1.25; a fine eight-day clock $3.25. A good
music box 75 cents, worth $1.50; a very fine
four-tane musie box $10.00, worth $15.00. A
set of good knives and forks 50 cents; a set of
knives and forks 75 cents, worth $1.25; a set
of fine knives and forks $1.00, worth $1.75.
Ladies' and gent's satchels, all styles and

sizes. Bird cages and picture frames, all
styles. Ornaments, statutes and vases. Jew-
elry,

presents, birthday gifts, &e.
and ornamental h’oueh&ld goods of nearly

every deseription. Baby carriages in
variety. Albums at half triee, fan -
ware and glass shades, brackets, stand tables

and thousands of other articles, at the lowest
prices. FORD'S BAZAR,
mar6,tf 51 W. Balto. St., Baltimore, Md.

Co-ru'rnmm.
J. H. BILLINGSLEA, M. D, JOS. T. HERING, M. D.

Have this day formed a co-partnership in
s 4 d?mg%ir:ina. :ndprp.“the mmg of

Bifasens
igslea & Hering.  Dr. Billingslea’s office
at his residence, East End, near Court
B otk o ot the 'West Had,
Cootes’ " .
~ Westminster, May 9, 1885,
_ may9:tf 7

— GENTS’ JEWELRY,
SUCH AS
COLLAR AND CUFF BUTTONS, SCARF
PINS, PLAIN, FILLED AND
SOLID GOLD RINGS, WATCHES AND

CHAINS, AND EVERYTHING |
TO COMPLETE A GENT'S OUTFIT, AND |

AT BOTTOM PRICES.

A splendid line of Silk and Alpaca Um-
brellas. As special drive will be sold cheap.
Overalls, Cardigan Jackets, all sizes and

rices, at bottom figures. The best Gum
Coats in the market, and warranted first-class,
at prices that cannot fail to sell them. A call
is solicited before purchasing.

Give me a call. It will be appreciated, and
will save you money and make you happy.

NI A&'DERS.

sep25 3m Westminster, Md.

DRY GOODS.

HAMILTON EASTER & SONS,
Baltimore Street,
East of Charles St., White Marble Building,
BALTIMORE, ARE
Large Importers, Jobbers and Re-
tailers of

=*DRY GOODS. &=

Their assortment includes goods of every
class that pertain to a well arranged, first
class Dry Goods House.

We aim to keep nothing that will not prove
of good value to purchasers for the money
paid, and the best goods for the price can in-
variably be found with us.

Our business reputation for the past 56
years, and the fact that every article has the
price marked on it in plain figures, thereby
giving the assurance to those who do not know
the value of goods, that they are paying no
more than thuse who duy is o greay toduve
ment to deal with us.

In addition to our Retail Trade, Country
Merchants can buy from us the better class of
goods, not usually found in Jobbing Houses,
at the Wholesale Price.

We send samples when we receive plain
and explicit direbtion in regard to color, and
about the price wanted. sep 25 13t

HARTERED 1843 AND 1886.

NEW WINDSOR COLLEGE
AND WINDSOR .FEMALE COLLEGE.
Decrees ANp Diproxas.
¥OR_YOUNG MEN, FOR YOUNG LADIES,
With Preparatory and | With Preparatoryand
Business Schools | Primary Schools
for Boys. for Girls.

Fall Sessions Open September 15th, 1886.

These Institations have distinct and sepa-
rate courses of study and government, and
offer advantages not surpassed in the State.
For healthfulness and beauty the location is

ivalled e g is moral and
Christian, and is not embarrassed by Denom-
inational or State control.

Scholarships are not ded, for ob-
vious reasons; but when insisted upon scholar-
ships for three years’ tuition will be sold for
$90, and those izlding such will be charged
rd, room, washing, fuel and light only
$150 per year.

For catalogues and the fullest information,
visit the College or address :

Rev. A. M. JELLY, D. D., President,

july 24:3m New Windsor, Md.

papers with a charmingly abstracted air,
and just a soupeon of weariness, that is very
His friend is evidently
delighted with it, and smiles approvingly.

«Used up, Bob?" he asks, with a sus-

| picious concern, after a slight but eloquent
| pause.

“No, no,” protests Mr. Bohun, mildly;

| “not so much that as—of course there is
| responsibility attached to it, and—an:

that.”

«All that,” says his visitor with increas-
ing sympathy; “I feel just like you. Re-
sponsibility is wearing me out. ~Conscience
is killing me slowly but surely—in fact,

ing up the stairs, and growing every second

{ more damp and unpleasant beneath the

load of briefs he held in both arms, I feared
I might lose my senses, so I fled to you for
advice, only to find you, if possible, in worse
case. My dear fellow,don’t. Throw over
a client or two; do anything except kill
yourself with work.”

“QOh, hang you !” says Mr. Bohun, inel-
egantly and very frivolously, looking wildly
round for a ruler, or any other seasonable
missile; and then they both laugh, and dig-
nity is no more. Bob foregoes grandilo-
quence and descends to commonplace.

“You know the Normans, don’t you?”
asks Wilding presently.

“The old people—yes, and George I used
to know, long, long ago, but I have rather
lost sight of him of late.”

“Ah, yes. He’s about the best of them.
He’s in a lunatic asyluom: now. Odd how

| things come round.”

“No! Youdon'tsayso. I neverheard
a word of it. I met the old man, Sir John,
at the Gorings the other night, and he said
nothing of it.” -

“Well, he wouldn't, you know; ’tisn't
likely,” says Mr. Wilding. “It's a sort of
—oh ! no; we never mention him sort of af-
fair altogether. You see they set their
affections on George—swore by him; thought
he had the entire brains of the family—
and, when he was spun for the I. C. 8,
they nearly went out of their minds.”

“Did they ?”" says Bohun, with interest.
Evidently very excitable people; no doubt
it is hereditary in their family.”

“Eh!” says Mr. Wilding, somewhat puz-

" |zled. Then—“Well, it couldn’t be helped,

you know.”’

“No, of course not, poor fellow,” in tones
of the deepest commiseration.

“Youre A 1 at sympathy,” says Mr.
Wilding; your face will certainly make your
fortune in court some day. Imitation, they
say, is the sincerest flattery, so don't be of-
fended if you see me trying to copy your
present expression. But I really can’t see
that George Norman is so much to be pitied,
after all. Things might have been worse.”

“Well, I confess I don’t see that.”

“Oh, nonsense! I know many fellows
worse off. He says himself it is rather a
sunny berth, and that he is quite comfort-
able.”

“I am glad to hear that. He doesn't
feel his position then?”

“One would think you were talking of a
conviet,” says Mr. Wilding, with some
contempt. “I can tell you, in the long run
his people, in spite of their absurd pride,
were glad enough to get him in.” *

“That’s only natural, you know, though
it sounds heartless. I say he was

"ﬂnblesomelﬂt home.”

“He was always a restless sort or a peg-
gar, that must be allowed; but it was a
come down, of course, from an Indian
Judgeship.”

« “Well, it was—rather.”

“At first the old people quite despised
the notion of -the asylum, but George was
headstrong, as you may remember, and very
determined, and do you know in the long
run they had the greatest difficulty in get-
ting him in at all.”

“Ah! a violent case, then, T suppose.
Poor George!”

“What ?” says Mr. Wilding, stupidly;
and then he glances keenly at his friend,
and finally gives way to langhter, that by
degrees degenerates into a roar.

“Violent,” says he, when he can speak, |*

and then laughs again so heartily that Mr.
Bohun perforce joins in the merriment,
although ignorant of its cause.

“Did you think that George was a luna-
tic ?” he says at length. “For a small part
I declare you are better than Toole.”

“You said-he was in a lunatic asylum.
What would any one think from that?"”
demanded Mr. ﬁohun, slightly aggrieved.

“So he is, but not as a patient. He is
doctor of the Southway asylum. T thought
you knew that. What brought me here
to-day was to bring you an invitation to a
ball at his place. I'met him yesterday and
it app he is giving his mad friends a

J. H. MEDAIRY & CO.,
PRINTERS, ;
BOOKSELLERS AND STATIONERS,
No. 6 Norrs Howarp Street.
Oppo-inh Howard House, -
e Tk Bk Mol QR

.

dance; I said T had never seen an affair of
the kind, and so he asked me to get rid of
my ignorance without delay, and when 1
mentioned your name (I was afraid to go
myself ) he said he'd be awfully glad to see
you also. Will §): come ?”

“I will,” says Bohun, briskly; “I should

rather fnnﬁy renewing scquaintanee with
gl‘lo?rge. e was al - very decent
w.”’ X 3

2 “W'uhuhmmm:’dm—’” :

gers of one hand. There is, for instance,
at the upper end of the room a lady clad
in the costume of the Bohemian girl, as
she appears in Mr. Balfe's opera. She re-
joices in these parti-colored petticoats, worn
one over another in successive degrees of
shortness, which, if odd, is certainly pic-
turesque. That is, the petticoats are; their
wearer, though undoubtedly odd, fails dis-
mally in the picturesque. The fact that
she is a gaunt spizster of fifty-five, with a
gigantic nose and spectacles, rather spoils
the effect. When in her sane mind I have
!nu doubt she would have shrieked at a

1

“That enhances the value tbreafog?'

Mr. Wilding and his friend as they enter
the ball-room at Southway is one :fhkdimm'
1t is very much like

¥ i
sad fact; our friends acknowledge its truth
with a sigh and a secret sensation of sar-

thousand times before. Mr. Bohun, grow-
oy i

~ “Ah!” says Beauty gravely. She re-
\fh him attentively for a moment or two
her slow pretty fashion and then goes
on: “Your Majesty is done me a great
honor, I had no idea that I was conversing
with royalty.”
"~ “Well, one mightn't think it certainly,
to look at me,” says Mr. Bohun modestly,
“but the facts remain.”

“I should rather fancy your people must
'be troublesome. I shouldn’t think you
have much of a time with them,” says his
companion timidly.

“You are right,” said Mr. Bohun, “but
that arises principally from the reason that
I am seldom among them, their i

“What misfortune has befallen you?"
asks Mr. Wilding, turning to his
his friend curiously. *“Hasanyone molested
you or made a playful attempt to eut your
:hroat? You look rather down on your

uck.”

“I have been talking to one of the pret-
tiest girls I ever saw,” says Bohun. “And
—she was mad.”

“A faint drawback, certainly. Pretty,
you say ?”

“Lovely. She has the sweetest eyes in
the world. And the oddest part of it was
she didn’t look in the least out of her mind.
It was only her conversation. She told

are a little too pronounced for my tastes, so
are their meals. Even when I do visit
them it don't seem to signify; they don’t
trouble overmuch and of late years I have
noticed that the levees grow smaller and
smaller. You see they have rather a play-
ful way of making tgemselves scarce, es-
pecially in famine times, and it is pretty
mearly always famine times.”

“Poor people! how their poverty must
you!” says Beauty.

7 %Not so much as you might imagine,”
Bohun; “as I told you before, except

o s L b
" “Why ?" with interest.
“Lest they should make me scarce, tco.”
_“Ah!"” says the lovely lunatic so compre-
hensively that Bohun for a little while
stares at her reflectively. Then he says
gently :

“Now, I have told you all my private
affairs ; don’t you think you might confide
a little in me? May I ask your name?”

She lowers her eyes and hesitates per-
ceptibly, after which she says with gentle
dignity : “I am the Queen of Hearts!"

“Indeed !” says Bohun, with a quick |
smile, “you amaze me! I did not kuow |
that there was a Queen in the room, and
such a Queen! After all, it was no com-
mon instinet drew me to your side. ‘Like
inclines to like,” you know, and ‘birds of a
feather— "’

“‘Gather no moss,' "’ says the Queen of
Hearts unsmilingly.

“Quite so,” replies Mr. Bohun, though

| cha lafi

me, for i she was the “Queen of
Hearts.”

“That was very frank of her,” says Mr.
Wilding. “Anything else?”

“Not much.”

“Did she ask your name?"

“Yes, I told her I was the King of the
Cannibal Islands.”

“L didn’t think it was in you,” says Mr.
Wilding, with calm but ardent admiration.
“Of course, the poor lady was gratified at
finding herself in the society of one of her
own rank. The idea was full of delicacy.”

“I talked to her for a long time. Then

P irtmench)

ed, you know. T;Tii#é?"

was to be e:

“Where?” turning with some feint show
of interest to gaze exactly in the wrong
direction.

“Not there, my dear fellow; over there.
Standing close to Norman. Don’t you see
her?”

“Who?"” says Wilding, betraying the livi-
liest consternation. “Do you mean to tell
me you told that young lady you were the
King of the Cannibal Islands?”

“Yes,” says Bohun, “why not?”

“Well,” says Mr. Wilding, surveying
his friend with growing delight, “you've
about done it this time at all events.
That lovely lunatic of ‘yours is Miss Nor-
man, George's youngest sister!”

Mr. Bohun is conscious of a cold chill
that seems to pervade his entire system,
rendering him almost faint.

. “If this is one of your jokes,” he says to
his friend serenely, with a last supreme

| Bohemian and quivered with indig
at a short petticoat; yet now, poor soul, she
goes about harmlessly enough, assuring
everybody she is a prima donna and telling
them what a success she had at Drury
| Lane the last night she sang and how her
| Majesty was there and how the Shah of
| Persia flung her a bouquet studded with
| gems. “Yes, my admiring friend, studded
| with gems.”

| Atthe other end of the room stands
| another blot, evidently trying to sink out
| of sight. He is a young man of unmistak-
| ably gentle breeding but clothed in the
| roughest of rough garments. Dr. Norman,

| making an old man of we before my time. coming up behind our two friends, points

g~ A SUIT OR OVERCOAT | When I saw the wretched boy at my place | pan ot

a few months since, creeping and stagger- |

“Look at that man,” he says ; “itis very
l sad about him, poor fellow! He is heir
| to a baronetey and eight thousand a year
and a lovely place at Yorkshire, yet he in-
sists upon it that he is an artisan and will
speak nothing but the broadest Yorkshire
| dialect.”

i “That accounts for his coat,” says Wild-

ing.

“Yes. To-night nothing would induce
him to get into his dress clothes. He said
| a person in his position would be uncom-
| fortable in them. He is very uneven in

his temper and we hope we may make a
cure of him yet. Now go and dance with
whom you please. There are several pretty
| women in the room. Don’t flirt too much
| but humor them—humor them !”
! “We can't be accused of turning their
| heads, that's one comfort,” says Wilding,
| “misfortune having done that already.”
‘ So they seperate, and Bohun, moving
| slowly, somewhat listlessly, from wall to
wall, watches curiously all that is going on
around him.

Half an hour later, standing with his
back to a door, his eyes fall upon a young
and very pretty girl sitting alone upon a
couch at some distance from him. Her
hands are folded on her knees, her eyes
are wandering slowly down the crowd be-
yond her. She is dressed in some filmy
robe of black, a little open at the neck,
through which her skin shines with daz-
zling fairness. Her sleeves are cut short
to the elbow, so that her arms, soft and
rounded as a child's, can be half seen.

Bohun is attracted and gazes at her in-
tently; there is something about her mouth
which is firm, yet very tender, that re-
minds him of some one—whom, he cannot
call to mind. Yes, she is very pretty,
more than pretty—downright lovely; when
Mr. Bohun comes to this point he raises
himself from his lounging position and
crosses over to the couch on which this
fair divinity is seated. Itis with some
faint feelings of apprehension he takes this
step, lunatics, however beautiful, not being
altogether to his taste.

“Seeing you alone,” he begins respect-
fully, “I thought perhaps you would let
me come and talk to you for a little.”

The distraught beauty turns her head
and regards him speculatively—perhaps a
trifle nervously—before replying.

“Oh! certainly,” she says then in a very
sweet voice that has a plaintive ring in it.

“Thank you,” says Bohun gratefully,
seating himself behind her. Glancing at
the room generally, he says presently with
a view to making conversation :

“This is rather a gay scene, is it not ?"

“Very,”" says Beauty.

“You are fond of dancing ?"

Vo0, aaypeDeanty, always with an eir

Ol reservation._

(“Evidently of the monosyllable order;”
thinks Mr. Bohun, “not demonstrative, at
all events, I thank my stars.”)

“Then why are you not dancing?" he
asks gently—very gently, lest he should
rouse a sleeping demon.

The pretty maniac pauses a moment, as
though to consider her answer and then
says naively :

“Because nobody has asked me.”

“What a shame,” says Bohun. “One
can hardly believeit. Perhaps,” with some
hesitation, “you will give me the pleasure
of—" He half rises from his seat as he
speaks but at his words his companion
rinks visibly and puts up one hand in a
manoer almost beseechingly.

Oh, thank you, no /" she says, regard-
ing him with something like horror in her
eyes. “I should much prefer not. Do
aot,” entreatingly and just a little sooth-
ingly, “think me rude but I assure you I
should wuch rather sit still.”

“As you wish, of course,” says Bohun,
reseating himself. (“Doesn’t know her
own mind for two seconds , poor
soul,” he tells himself Pw' ingly and knows
he is d Iy thankful to her b of
her refusal. To talk to an insane {:‘mg
woman is one thing. to dance with her is

T e irl, with
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rather a foreodsmle’.‘ an
desire to conciliate, “you see I haven's been
introduced to you. I don’t even know
your name.” %
Here Mr. Bohun remembers George

Norman’s 8o, by
way of I patient,
he says blanddl

“I"am the . of the Cannibal Is-
lands !”

perhaps at this t he is a little—just

a little—at fault, Again he stares at her |
meditatively. Certainly she is a very able ’
lunatic,

i mine,” he says presently. ‘\
| “Itis universal,” returns her Majesty |
E mildly. “It grows every hour.” !
| I has certainly grown within the last
hour,” replies he; “you have made a fresh
conquest. Will your Majesty deign to en- |
roll me as a new subject ?” |
i “You!” with a laugh full of amusement |
and a vivid blush, “sosoon! Oh! itis im- |
ible.”
pof‘ﬂ}t is quite possible. I would be, not |
your subject but your slave,” says Bohun, |
warming to his work and insensibly moving |
a degree nearer to her.

At this unexpected movement on his |
| part the fair Queen shows signs of fear. |
| She pales visibly and casts an anxious look |
around her, Then, shrinking from him, ‘
she makes a quick gesture, suggestive of |
instant flight. {

“Have I offended you? Surely youare |
not afraid of me ?” asks Bohun reproach- |
fully.

“Qh! no—no. It is not that,” mur- ‘
mers she, faintly ; “only you are so—so— |
impetuous. The fact is I cannot speak to |

ou—if you—stir!"” |

Her fingers clasp each other nervously. |
There is a good deal of unmistakeable fear |
in her large blue eyes. |

(“Hysterical I’ thinks Mr. Bohun, “very |
flighty and unsettled, poor little thing!”) |

| “and T am quite disappointed.

“Carrie, permit me to introduce to you
one who for years has been to me a true
and valued friend, although he can boast a
royal pedigree, while I am only an humble
commoner. True, his people hail from
Central Africa and are hardly choice with
regard to their food, but that ean not be
placed to his account; it is his misfortune,
not his fault. His family name is Bohun,
his title—"

“Norman,” interrupts Bohun, angrily.

“His modesty forbids my dwelling on
his manly perfections,” continues George,
utterly unabashed. “But before leaving
the subject, Bohun, I should tell you my
sister is also of bluod royal—she is, in fact,
the well-known Queen of—"

“George!” exclaims Miss Norman se-
verely.

“Well, I shall say no more,” says Nor-
man and then he and Wilding give way to
much unseemly merriment and taking each
other by the arm march off to a distant
table.

“I hope you will forgive my wretched
mistake, Miss Norman,” says Bohun, when
he and Carrieare alone. “I'm sure I can’t
think how the absurd idea got into my
head but I was positive you were a—a—"

__ “So was I—of you—" says Miss
maa, —-—-wﬁ-
es.  But Bohun happily =

says Mr. Bohun, excitedly, “there she is!” | €Y'

“I'm awfully aahamg;lof myself,” con-
tinues he, earnestly. “I really think I
must have been mad when—when I thought
you so.”

“So must I,” murmurs Miss Norman,
growing more incoherent and alway with
her lovely eyes cast down.

“I hope I am forgiven,” says Bohun
anxiously.

4T hardly think there is anything to
forgive,” with a low, half-nervous laugh,
and just one swift glance from under the
long dark lashes; “I think we have both
sinned equally. When I remember all the
absurd things I said to you,” putting up
her hand to her soft-flushed cheek, “I feel
so angry with myself? But I didn’t mean

them. “Of course I understand that,” |
says the young man. You must under-
stand that.”

T wish you would promise me to forget |

effort at composure, “I must say I con-
sider it rather illtimed,”

all about this dreadful evening.” [

“I don’t want you as a subject,” sa;
Carric. T made a mistake.”

“Oh, Carrie!” says the young man, with
keen reproach in his tone; so keen that
Miss Norman involuntarily raises her face
to his and lets him see the tears that are
dimming her pretty eyes. At this he is
so far d that he encircles her
with his arm, whereupon she lays her head
very dly upon his should

“Would you have a Queen wed her sub-
jeet?” she asks, with a little flickering
smile, although the violet eyes are quite
drowned by this time.

“I would,” says Bohun with decision.

“It would never do,” says Carrie. “No,”
in a little soft whisper, “if you insist on
marrying me, you shall not be my subject
—jyou shall be my king !

“I shall be both,” says the young man
very earnestly. ;

Great Things to Be Seen in America.

From the Chicago Western World.

A leading journal strikes a true chord
when it asks the question: “Isit in order
to see walled towns that they (the intend-

ing traveler) would have gone to Europe?

Where will they come across one more to
looking her mighty river, with a view that
has few rivals in the world, with ramparts
and citadel, her medizeval streets and
dwellings, her cathedrals and convents, and
strange schools and foreign tongues and
immortal histories? Is it only ancient
cities they desire? Then there is St.
Augustine among its palmettcs beside the
sea, almost at the extremity of the conti-
nent and almost as old as the discovery of
the continent. Is it semitropical beauty
of landscape and weather they would
bave? Not all the soft-vapored cities by
the Mediterranean will offer them more
than Savannah and the Sea Islands.

“Is it foreign life they want? Where
will anything more alien to all our north-
ern and eastern experience be seen or heard

| than in the Rue Royale and the Rue

Bourbon, at the French market or at the
Spanish Fort of New Orleans, with its
mocking birds and magnolias, where, as
late as the middle of June, gardens full of

| "¢I shall do my best, but there are some | jasmine and oleanders, cape myrtles and

“On this occasion only, my dear fellow, { things one cannot forget. © You told me, |'palms, with mooulight that might be the

- 3 | you have the joke all to yourself," replies | for instance, that when we were both free | northen sun filtered through domes of
“Your kingdom is a larger one than |the friend, with what appears to Mr. Bo- | of our asylum I might call upon you. I|erystals, make one doubt if it be plain,

hun brutal enjoyment of the situation. “I lcan't forget that, you know. And there | matter-of-fact, progressive America? Or

give you my honor she is as sane as you ]
are and—unless she was married since last
night—her name is Norman.” |

“Wilding remove me. Take me any-
where out of this,” mumurs Bohun feebly,
taking his companion by the arm.

“No place like the supper-room for a
case like yours,” says Wilding, preparing
to lead him thither.

Meantime Miss Norman having, as al-
ready stated, gained her brother's side,
says in a little panting whisper:

“Oh, George! how glad I am to be near
you again. In spite of all my efforts to
the contrary, I confess these poor people
frighten me horribly.”

“You are nothing but a little goose,
Carrie,” says Ler brother, patting her hand, |

I fally |

thought you would have enjoyed it.”

“Well, so I do, dear, immensely. I
have been having quite a lovely time. A
young man—a very splendid lunatic—did
me the honor to converse with me for half
an hour, during whick time he made vio-
lent love to me.”

“I should like to have seen your face,”
says George. “Who was he?”

“T don’t know. That was the funniest
part of it. I thought I knew all your pa-
tients but I suppose he is a new arrival.

“Very well,” he says, “then I shan’t stir | He is young, about twenty-nine, very hand- |

but at least relieve my anxiety. Tell me
that you do not reject me; that you will |
accept me as a subject ?”

“Of course I accept you. Why should
Inot? Only a moment since I confess
felt a little frightened; remembering where
you came from I half thought you were
going to bite me.”

“It was a most natural thouglit,” amia-
bly, “but reassure yourself; it is so long
since I have tasted human flesh that I have
almost lost my zest for it. I promise faith-
fully I shan't take a bit out of you, at all
events.”

“Remember, a royal promise can never
be broken,” says the Queen, earnestly.

T shall remember it,” replies he.

Then ensues a slight pause, broken at
length by her.

“Have you been long here ?”

“Not very long.”

“T imagined that.

me.”

“Yes. I shan’t staylong, either. Tam |
leaving very soon, so perhaps we shall never
meet again.”

Is it fancy, or does a look of infinite
compassion fall into her lovely eyes at these
words? She is gazing at him, sadly, wist-
fully as it seems to Bohun; then the eyes are
lowered and the look is gone.

“Have you been here any time?". he
asks in his turn. .

“Yes, nearly three weeks. Ido not like
it. I, too, am going away to-morrow.”

hun s her silently and surely
the pitiful look that a moment ago darkened
her eyes has wandered and shines now out
of his. (“Always to-morrow, I suppose;
poor soul!” thinks he, “and to-morrow
never comes.”)

“Then, perhaps, we may meet again,”
he says, with an assumption of gayety he
is far from feeling; “in the great world be-
Soihe duy; when we are froe, 1"ahalt ‘R
one of your other subjects the way to my
Queen’s palace and then I shall lay my
homage at your feet. May I?”

“You may,” replies her Majesty, a won-
derful softness in her tone. Then she
murmars something he cannot hear and
rising makes him a graceful inclination of
her pretty head "and vanishes among the

d .

Your face is strange

crowd.

‘When she is quite gone Mr. Bohun draws
himself up with a deep sigh that has some-
thing of impatience in it.

“What a life!” he says; “I should go
raving mad myself if I saw much more of
it. I wonder how Norman can stand it.
That poor, pretty creature! It isthe saddest
thing I ever saw. Her beauty, her vain
longings for freedom ! It is horrible.”

n%ilh this he, too, leaves his seat and
makes his way toward Wilding, who is
standing at a little distance, evidently lost
in contemplation of the elderli prima donna,

who is discoursing in somewhat noisy fash-
ion with a very mild old gentleman.
i u3ik}ing, un comes to &

stand still, while almost at the same moment
a young lady, creeping in a timid manver
through the throng of dancers, gains Dr.
Norman’s side and, with a sigh of relief,
slips his hand through her arm. Bohun's
back being turned toward her, he does not

see this lady.

e al{o:::'ol_tyua you b;?'n.:kll. gn
T.

h-n—bmwm enjoying yourself’

“Hardly,” with a shrug. “It is all too
much like a nightmare for my fancy. You
don't catch me coming to this sort of thing
g’w in a hurry. It is melancholy to the

some and doesn’t look the least bit mad.”

“I wonder who it is you mean,” says
George, thoughtfully.

“He called himself the King of the
Cannibal Islands,” explains Miss Carry,

“Ah! That puzzles me even mare, I
didn’t think I had a King in my establish-
ment.”

“He is tall, gentlemanly and, as I told
you exceedingly handsome. I quite like
talking to him. Once, indeed, he grew a
little empressee and then I was frightened,
but on the whole he behaved wonderfully
well. I assure you, I rather liked him
than otherwise, and I was so sorry for him,
poor fellow.”

“I can’t think who on earth it is,” says
George, bewildered by this flattering de-
seription.

“Why, there—there he is,” cries Carrie,
excitedly, “just going out of the room with
Mr. Wilding. Don’t you see him? Look!”

“Eh?” says George, and then ensues an
ominous pause. George’s lips relax—they
widen—quiver—and presently Miss Nor-
man becomes aware that her brother is
convulsed with laughter.

“What is it?” she asks a little austerely.
No gne likes being laughed at. “What is
amusing you?”

“You,” says George, still continuing his
heartless mirth, “and your new patient.”

“Well, isn’t he mad?” impatiently.

“We are all mad, my dear, no doubt, on
different subjects, but as yet that young
man you have just pointed out to me is
loose upon the world.”.

“George, what do you mean?” asks Miss
Norman in a terrified tone. “Who is that
young man?”

“He is a rising barrister, of good family
and small means, and his name is Robert
Bohun,” replies George, in a voice full of
open amusement.
cartidlt; GGORgRs o, B2Y..Y0U, v, nok, in.
I have said the most dreadful things to him
—1I have made myself quite ridiculous—I
told him I was the Queen of Hearts.”

At this George laughs still more immod-
erately.

“«What shall T do ?” says Miss Norman.
“Dear George,” coaxingly, “I think I
should like to go to my room.”

“Nonsense, child, come and have a glass
of champagne instead. After all, what
does it signify ? T'll find Bohun and in-
troduce him to you and you can both laugh
it over in five minutes.”

“Introduce him !”" indignantly. “I won-
der how you can even suggest such a thing
to me. Of course I shall never be able to
look him in the face again. My only hope
is that he and I have seen the last of eacl
other to-night.” ®

“Well, come and have your champagne
anyhow,” says George; and Miss Norman,
still so distracted as to be almost unaware
of what she is doing, suffers her brother to
lead her to the supper room, where, to her
everlasting ¢hagrin, she finds herself face
to face with the King of the Cannibal Is-
lands.

Carrie comes to a stand-still and Mr.
Bohun puts down untasted the glass ke
holds. They stare at each other silently,
and both turn a warm crimson. To Miss
Norman this accession of coloring is emi-
nently becoming; to Mr. Bohun it is not.

He is quite aware of both these facts and
feels himself at a disadvan

As for George and Wilding they are
beginning to enjoy themselves thoroughly.
Their eyes are ing with unholy joy.
It is with difficalty they suj their

ppress
The former, coming to the

h | gratulates him with all her heart.

were a few other things T don’t want to |

forget, either.” |

“Oh! but I really wish you would,” |
says Miss Norman, “that is—some of them |
—the ‘other things,” I mean"—confusedly
—“indeed, perhaps it would be better if
you forgot everything.”

“Qh! don’t say that,” says the young |
man. |

“And all T said about the hearts”—with |
another glance from the beautiful violet
eyes— “yon must have thought me so fool-
ish, so conceited, but I didn’t mean a word
of it. The only heart I have in my pos-
session is my own.”

“Are you quite sure it is in your pos-
session ?”" asks he even more earnestly than
he himself is aware.

“Quite sare,” replies Miss Norman, ex-
amining her fan with interest.

It is a glorious day toward the close of
the London season. Outside, beneath the
hot rays of the brilliant sun, the heat is
almost insupportable; but within, where
Miss Norman is sitting in her pretty draw-
ing-room with all the blinds pulled down,
and a soft little breeze sighing in and out
through the half-opened windows, it is al-
most cool.

Miss Norman is dressed in a charming |

| morning gown—all pure white—that clings

closely to her perfect figure, and suits her |
a marveille, with a good bit of lace, and
just a suspicion of black velvet at the throat
and wrist. She has some fanciful bit of
crewel-work between her fingers, but it can
hardly be said to grow beneath her hands.
She is alone (Lady Norman, her mother,
having gone to sit for an hour with her
eldest daughter and the new baby) but
from the expectant manner in which her
eyes seek the door every now and then, and
the little impatient sigh that sometimes
escapes her, it is evident she does not an-
ticipate being long so.

It is rather more than two months since
that memorable evening when she and
Bohun first met. Two months, in which
endless balls, dinner and garden parties,
operas and small and earlies, have done
their appointed work. Perhaps, indeed,
the small and earlies have the most to an-
swer for. At all events, Bohun in this
short time has lost his heart irretrievably
to her, which hardly makes her richer, she
having given away her own—

There is a knock at the door—a short
silence—than a quick step upon the stairs.
Miss Norman, taking up the neglected
work, evidently throws her whole soul into
its completion and stitches away dilligently.
Then the door opens and Bohun is an-
nounced.

“You !” says Carrie, rising, with a smile
and a glance of well-feigned surprise, al-
though in reality she has been waiting for
this moment for fully half an hour.

“Yes, I was anxious to know how you
were after last night's fatigue. I needn’t
ask, however, you don’t look in the least
done up.”

“No. Danecing does me good. But
how very thoughtful of you to call!”

“There is nothing very remarkable about
that,” says Mr. Bohun. “You know I am
always thinking of you.”
taking no notice of his Sentimental remark,
“jt was a pity you didn't put off your visit
for another hour. Mamma has gone to
see Lizzie, and now you will miss her.”

“Has she, really?” says Bohun; but the
news dosen’t seem to afflict hit very sorely.
On the contrary it is with a decidedly
more cheerful air that he puts his hat away
and draws his chair a little nearer to Miss
Norman's.

Then ensues an animated conversation,
in the course of which Mr. Bohunimparts
a deal of information. His cousin
has died quite suddenly in Florence. He
is the next heir. He has come in for the
title and all the money and that. Miss
Norman is charmed, delighted; she co;-

«Ig
maust be so nice to be a baronet, you know,
and—"

Then the voices grow lower and lower,
until at last they cease h When

where will more quaintness and delight be
seen than in the Texas town of San Anto-
nio, where the roses lie on the red roofs of
the long and low dwellings, where the
jalousies are latticed with the vine of the
night-blooming cereus, where the banana
trees blow to ribbons in the strong, sweet
southeast gales, and the lanes are lined
with figs and apricots, and one walks under
avenues of stately pecans; where forests,
draped in melancholy moss, swaying heav-
ily, make the landscape all unreal; where
grapevines interlace the thickets with stems’
the size of forest trees themselves; where
the priests go about with flocks of - little
children clinging to their skirts, and where
the ruins of the old missions rival in sculp-
tured wonder many ruins of old Spain?
Or is it absolute Spain itself that our
friends would travel over? Let them cross
the Rio Grande by rail, and in Chihuahua
and Sonora and the heart of Mexico they
have reached much that makes old Spain;
they have found the old Spain of 400
years ago, and have gone there dryshod.
“Do our travelers want deserts and thirst
for their summer experience? They will

| find deserts in Arizona rivaling all Africa,

with colors and mirages that even the
Sahel does not give. Do they pant for
mountain-climbing? If the White Moun-
tains and the Alleghanies do mnot offer
difficulties enough, are there not Mount St.
Elias, with its 17,000 feet of altitude,
Shasta and Whitney, the terribly obstruet-
ed heights of Sogris and of Snow Mass
Peak, all the wild summits of the Sierras,
the fearful beauty of the Yellowstone park,
and the wild grandeur, too lovely to be
terrible, of the Yosemite? And do the
Danube, the Rhine, the Nile allure? Then
shall not the waters of the Hudson, with
its picturesque reaches, of the Mississippi,
with its breadth and volume, of the Co-
lumbia, with its gorges and cataracts, wash
out all memory of lesser and less beautiful
streams.

“Where, for mere beauty, for the de-
light of the eye, can all Europe show us
anything like a blossoming prairie, through
which we may ride all day and never come
to the end of the blossoming? And what
hoary antiquity to charm the thought back
to the source of races has Europe to offer
that shall outdo the ancientness of the
ruins of our prehistoric peoples in the
heart of the continent? 1In fact, America
is so full of historic i and pi
que loveliness that it is wonderful anybody
should wish to visit Europe at all before
exhausting it; and if anything happens to
deter people from crossing the ocean and
incites them to become acquainted with
their own territory, they cannot be the
losers by it.”

———————
Is the North Getting Colder ?

The Danish government has repeatedly
idered question of assisting the
natives of Iceland to leave a clime which
almost every other year threatens them
with annihilation. The chronic want of
fuel is even more distressing than intermit-
tent starvation; there is no coal, and trees
absolutely refuse to grow.  Yet when Hen-
rick Olaf discovered the island in 872 its
weat. coasta. for hyndreds. af wiles. xers
land, too, once deserved its name, and the
traditions of the Zend Avesta speak of a
time when northern Asia was a land of
gardens and meadows. There is no doubt
that Labrador once contained five times its
present population, and the ch are
that before the end of another century the
country will have no permanent population
at all. :

Last July seventy Esquimaux made a
descent on Mugford harbor (Labrador),
and had to be shot down like wolves to
keep them from ravaging the scanty pro-
vision store of thesettlers. In Astoria 115
persons out of a population of fifty-two
families perished with hunger in the course
of the last winter. At Hoj e forty
squaws and twenty-eight children died of
starvation in the month of Junealone. In
Newfoundland, too, there are hundreds of
starving funilliea, and t.helentin‘ ?orth coast.
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the conversation began they were seated;
now as they get to this
they are both standing. Miss Norman is
very close to a jardiniere and Bohun is
very close to Miss Norman.

“And 1 think you love me a little too,
Carrie—don’t_you?” asks the young man
anxiously, taking her hand with very be-
coming diffidence. Miss Norman's other
hand is trifling nervously with the leaves
near her; she makes no immediate reply.
Her eyes are lowered.
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planet un; ing by the
ive cooling of its crust or ll!n for-
est destruction thus modified the climate of

the northern hemisphere ?
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There is no better medicine than a good

walk. it i a toni¢ of the most de-
lightful kind. It strengthens, it invi

rates, it energizes. It makes the

g‘rmer and mor: reliable. Tt increases

e appetite and it improves a person gen-
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