
$2 PER ANNUM

JJARD WARE and STOVES
OFFERED LOW.

Excelsior and Albion Cook
Stoves and Ranges.

Carpet Sweepers, Tubs, Churns, Buckets,
Knives and Forks, Sad Irons, Coffee Mills,

Tinware, Wire and Cotton W ash Lines, Ac.
A fullline ofMechanics* Tools in general, and
also the largest stock of Chains ever offered
in this market, such as

war TRACE CHAINS
Of all Grades: Tongue, Breast. Stay, Halter;
Log and Fifth Chains; Forks, Shovels, Hoes,
Rakes, Spades,

SAWS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION,

Grindstones and Hangers, Vises, Anvils, -el-
lows and Blowers; Steel Shovel Blades of
all sizes.

Hardware, Iron, Steel, Coach Goods

Wheels, Leather, Glass, Oils, Paints, Ac.

CUCUMBER PUMPS,
Ready-Mixed House Faints,

BARB PENCE WIRE,
London Horse and Cattle Food.

SLATE MANTELS IN STOCK.

PLUMBING AND GASFITTING, ROOF-

ING AND SPOTTERS,

Done at short notice. Plain, Galvanized.
Cast Iron, Lead and Terra Cotta Pipes, and
all plumbers' supplies constantly on hand at

lowest market prices.
BABYLON A GILBERT,

(Successors to A. N. Stephan,)
Near Depot.

fe b 25 Westminster. Md.

ATTRACTION
FOR

IT SPRING
AT

FRED. D. MILDER W BRO’S.

CLOTHING.
BEAUTIFUL SUITS FOB MEN. IN ALL

THE NEWEST STYLES. WE HAVE
LEADERS FOR $5, flO AND 15.

THE BEST $lO CUTAWAY SUIT EVER
SHOWN.

BOYS’ AND CHILDREN S SUITS.
BASE BALL AND BAT GIVEN WITH

EVERY SUIT.

BEAUTIFUL HATS
For Boys and Children. See our styles;

they are beauties.

We have more than double the amount of
stock in

SHOES
Than any of our competitors. We have the

best $1 SO and $2.00 Shoe for ladies ever

shown by any house. Round and
square toes with tips. Eviu’s

band-made Shoes for ladies
and children.

We are Making a Specialty of Fine
SHOES.

BEAUTIFUL NECKWEAR,
And everything in the

MEN’S FURNISHING LINE.

¦0“ Remember we guarantee everything,
and it's dollars inyour pocket to deal with us.

FRED. D. MILLER A 880.,
Atbaugh Building. Near Railroad. i

tpr c Westminster. Md.

rjIHE LARGEST VARIETY

AND FINEST LIQUORS
IN CARROLL COUNTY

IS AT

A. C. STRASBUROER’S

Next door to Derr's Store.
Westminster, Md.

I t.me in part—l 2 grades of Whiskies,
including tk well-known

WELTY WHISKY.

10 grades of Brandies—Apple, Peach, Ginger
and Blackberry Brandy ; Holland aad Dome*
tic Gins, White and Red N. E. Rum, Kimmel
Port, Sherry, Catawba, Claret and Rhein
Wines; imported and Domestic.

CHAMPAGNE. BASS ALE

• andßibbert's Brown Stout; Raspberry, Gin-
|er and Lemon Syrup.

J Guarantee the Purity of our Liquor*

and the quality of our goods, and will use
every endeavor to give enure satisfaction in

regard to price.
.

.

I also have a large stock of

CIGARS AND TOBACCO.
All I ask —examine my stock before pur

chasing elsewhere. may 6 1882-tl

H. HUBER,

NO. 8 CARROLL HALL

PKALIS IW

DRUGS,

CHEMICALS,

PATENT MEDICINES,

AND PERFUMERY’, j

ESPECIAL ATTENTION PAID TO PHY j

SICIANS' ORDERS AND PRE-

SCRIPTIONS.

april 25-tf

WSASX X. HERR. BSXt- ““¦

jp K. HERR & BRO.,
*

Manufacturers of

COACHES, CARRIAGES,

BUGGIES, J AGGER WAGONS!!^
PHAETONS, AC.

(Special attention given to Repairing. All
orders promptly filled and work of every kind

WSC Factory opposite the Montour House,

Main street, Westminster, Md. aug
__

AOISTHATHB OFFICE.

1 take this method of informing my friends
and the public that I have opened an office

for the transaction of the

DUTIES OF A JUSTICE OF THE PEACE

in the Haines * Co. Building, next door to

the store, nearly opposite the hirst National
Bank, and respectfully solicit patronage. 1

shall also continue

THE BUSINESS OF FIRE INSURANCE

upjn very liberal terms, being agent for the

Royal ofLiverpool, North America of Phila-

delphia, and Atna of Hartford, Conn.
GEO. W. MATTHEWS, J. P.,

mayß tf Westminster, Md.

H. D. WARFIELD,

HEALERIS

HARDWARE,

LUMBER

AND COAL,

Mill Feed,

Fertilizers,

Agricultural Implements,

Lime,

Plaster,

Hair,

Cement,

Bricks,

Oils,

Paints,

Grain and Seeds

Of AllKinds,

asn tuTHcrrm or

r Windows, Doors, Blinds,

Mouldings, &c.

Baltimore Prices Guaranteed,

Correspondence Solicited.

wade h. d. wabfikld.
tf Sykearille, Mil

ESTMINSTER

FLOURING MILLS.

W. S. MYER A BRO. Proprietors.

Manufacture and have on hand and for sale

Flour, Feed; also, Seeds, Salt,

Kainit, S. C. Rock, Plaster,

and all kinds of

Standai iBrands of Fertilisers
at manufacturers' prices.

Highest Cash Prices Paid for Grain.

Grain of all kind token on storage. mr2l,U

REMOVAL.
JOHN E. ECKENRODE,

*xcratTi-K or

COACHES, CARRIAGES,

dagger Wagons, Buggies, Phaetons,

Ac., Ac., Ac.

Special Attention Given to Repairing.

AH Orders Promptly FiHed and

Work of Every Kind Warranted.

_

ggrFACTORY', Corner of Liberty and
| George Streets, Westminster, Md., where 1
' have just erected new and large Shops, giving

¦me better facilities than heretofore. A call
: is solicited. ma? “•

| MUTUAL
Fire Insurance Company

OF CARROLL COUNTY.

OFFICE, WESTMINSTER, MD.

J. W. BERING, President.
RICHARD MANNING,

Secretary and Treasurer.

JOHN T. DIFFENBAUGH.
General Agent, Westminster, Md.

Dimerous.—Dr. J. W. Bering, Alfret
Zollickoffer, Edward Lynch, David Prugh
Granville S. Haines, Granville T. Bering. Dr
Samuel Swope, R. Manning, Charles B. Rob
erts David Fowble. ian 12-tl.

y H. MEDAIRY A CO.,

;
*

PRINTERS.
BOOKSELLERS AND STATIONERS,

No. 6 North Howard Street.
Opposite the Howard House.

BALTIMORE.
¦STBlank Books Made to Order in an;

. gtyie. nov 25 1882 ly

Money to loan
ON MORTGAGES

Apply to William H. Thomas, Attorney a
Law, office with Jas. A. C. Bond, Esq.,

octfitf Westminster, Md.

Pemocroti^
WESTMINSTER, MD,, SATURDAY, APRIL 13, 1889.

at all. Perhaps the girl felt his defection, for
,t at first she seemed less gay and unconstrained
! in his presence, and rarely addressed him

voluntarily. But this soon wore off, and she
e treated him in an off hand, cavalier fashion
if which annoyed him, and boded ill for the old
s lady's plans.
y “What do you think of her, Chester? asked

Miss Hardwicke one afternoon, a few days

e alter her godson's arrival, when Diana had
y gone to her room to write some letters,

e •dKhe is a handsome girl,” he answered
1 carelessly. “Rather free-and easy in her

> manners, isn't she?”
t "Oh, but in America girls are brought up

- differently, you know,” Miss Hardwicke hast-

i ened to say in deprecating tones.

1 “Are they?” he answered drily. “They

are brought up as ladies, I hope? '
“Why, Chester, of course. What do you

i mean?”
, “Well," he said, carefully knockingthe ash

i off bis cigar (they were walking up and down

- the open space in front of the terrace), “I
• may be old fashioned in my ideas, but I cor-

dially detest fast, masculine girls, acd 1 think
Mias Dare is at time* the reverse of ladylike.
For one thing, I happened to come down the
east corridor a little way behind her this morn

1 ing, when she suddenly caught her gown on

the heel of her shoe, and nearly measured her

I length on the floor. Hastening to her assist

ance, I was petrified by hearing her use lan-
f gusge which from the lips of a man would

have been —well—strong, to say the least of
i it: but from a My, was simply appalling. I

never was to taken aback in my life. Of
coarse, the blushed and stammered some ex-

cuse, but, by Jove, that sort of thing lakes a

good deal of excusing."

Miss Hardwicke looked troubled and un-

easy.
“Y>s, I remember I once did hear her say

—er—‘confound it,'
"

she said, unwillingly;

“but she seemed so sorry and ashamed di-

rectly, and explained that it was a bad habit

she bad got into, and that her poor father had

frequently used these expression*. She prom

ited not to do it again."
“It wa* not ‘confound it' she said upon this

occasion,” observed Mr. Itennox calmly. '
“Nothing at all like it. Another thing, by the
way. I found ber in the stable yard yester 1
day. laughing aud joking in the most familiar '
manner with Jotkins" (Jorkins was the coach
man). "Now," continued the young man '
seriously, “if—er—she doesn't know wbst 1
good breeding is, I think it is high lime some '
one gave ber a bint.

"

“Y'ou have taken a dislike to her. Cheater.'
said hi* godmother, with a little sigh. “And

' I had hoped—had thought of your marrying 1
her."

"Heaven forbid ejaculated I-ennox hast

i!y; “Ihad a* soon marry a circus rider'"

At this moment Diana herself, dressed for
walking, came down the steps from the ter

race, her hand* in the pocket* of the short 1
jacket mb* wore, ber bat looking as though it '
bad been pitched on anyhow, and her pretty (
lip*puckered up into an unmistakable whistle. ,
And what was more, the air she whistled i
(stored much more of the music hall than of ]
the drawing room.

“My dear' exclaimed the old lady, aghast. (
Sot at the air whistled, or it* sMoctations.
but because tbe fact of a lady's whistling at ,

•11 shocked her inexpressibly. Iwnnox# fisc* |
•xpccMcd distinct, if polite, disapproval and
saving ibis. Mis* Dare took ber bands out of ,
ber pockets, ceased whistling, and linked her

arm lovingly in ber aunt a. ,
“Ah, auntie, I am a sad tomboy. 1 fear. (

/As led me when I :raasgreas tbe bounds of (
English young ladyhood. Y'ou know. ' with ,
a little sigh. “I have not bail the advantage* ,
of most girt*. Mr. Iteooox,” turning her |
great dark eye* towards him. “Iknow yon ,

I are often shocked at my ways Please don't ,
hesitate to tell me when I say or do anything

rerjr dreadful.
"

<

Mr. 1-cnnox replied, somewhat stiflfy, that ,

be should not think of taking such a liberty,

and. raising bis cap slightly, turned off in the |
direction of the gardens. Hardly had the ,

efho of his footstep* on the gravelled walks (
died away, when a carnage wa* seen coming |

rapidly up the avenue. To Miss Hardwicke s ¦
surprise, the vehicle seemed to be loaded with ,
luggage It stopped el the hail door, and a

slight girlish figure in mourning got out. ,

After a second or two one of the servant* ,

came forward, looking rather bewildered. ,
“Plea#*, ma ma," be said hesitatingly, ad- ,

dressing Miss Hardwicke, "this young lady I
aays she is Miss Dare, and that you expect ,
her.” i

"What! exclaimed his mistress in imiiir

meat. i
Diana ctaaped her aunt's arm.
"Auntie !

"

she whispered breathlessly, “(l

is that girl—the one I told you of! The girl ,

who travelled in tbe steamer with me.

“What incredible, what barefaced assur-

ance'" uttered Miss Hardwicke. And quiv

enng with indignation she advanced towards
tbe new comer, who was leisurely paying the

cabman, but who, seeing the old lady ap- ,

p roach, took a few steps towards her, and
looked nervously and hesitatingly from ber to

Diana.
Miss Hardwicke bowed stiffly, and wailed.

“Aunt Clemency, is it not?" said the girl,

with an appearance of timidity.
“I do not understand you, I fear. " replied

the old lady with much dignify.
“But, aunt, I am your niece, Diana Dare,"

said the stranger in faltering tones.

Miss Hardwicke turned to the flyman, who
wm assisting to remove the luggage.

“Let those boxes remain where they are,"

she said. Then to the new comer she went

' on icily:
1 “There must be some mistake, I think.

’ This young lady,” laying her hand on Diana's
' arm "is my niece. Miss Dare.”
s The girl's face flushed, then turned deadly

pale, and the scar Dina bad spoken of stood

out distinctly against her fair skin.

“Do you not remember me ?" said Diana,

with an accent of compassion in ber fresh

1 young voice, and a shocked, troubled look in

I her eyes. _ !r “I—l never saw you before,” stammered
1 the other* insome confusion,

t I But Miss Hardwicke had beard enough,

r “Y'ou need not try to impose upon me, you

l shameless woman !” she exclaimed excitedly.
? ; “1 know who you are and all about you 1 Go

f ' at once, or I shall send for a constable to re"

j i move you!”
J i The stranger looked considerably taken

| aback; then said, in indignant tones

n “Certainly I shall go. 1 have no wish to

o intrude where lam not wanted. Good after-
,. noon, madam.” And, with a slight bow, she

d got into the fly again, and was driven rapidly
it away.

d During the dinner Mr. Lennox was inform
g ed of this barefaced attempted imposture, and
.. reproved Miss Dare gravely for having allow-
d ed herself to talk over and confide her family

y affairs with an utter stranger. Indeed, his

remarks upon the subject were so graphic and
;s eloquent, that at their conclusion poor Diana,

e to her aunt’s dismay was discovered to be in
is tears.
,e “Oh, do forgive me, aunt,” she sobbed

h hysterically. “Inever thought of doing any

f. harm. She seemed so friendly and innocent,

n I see now how very, very foolish 1 wai’.”
’s Then, rising abruptly, she hurried from the
!y room. Miss Hardwicke glanced at her god-

(Original

EARTH’S FAREWELL.

Written for the Democratic Advocate.
BY OLIVE LVCIILE.

Tiiat word dead and gone forever.

Lingers sadly inmy ears;
And who can say that itmust sever.

While mine eyes are tilled with tears.

Grief and pangs no more can know them.
Sacred memory of the past;

Only in that heavenly mansion
Shall my joys be known at Inst.

i, When inthe grave I’m sweetly steeping.
From my sad and lowly fate;

Willthere be one kind heart weeping

Alone, all sad and desolate"

No, only Angels then willmeet me
In that heavenly home above;

Where 1 hope that I may meet thee:

Those that are gone that I so love.

Inthe memory of the living.
Who willgive one thought to me.

When in lifeeternal living

Isay earth farewell to thee.

SUrrr Sot, Marylatel.

Select £toi%
DIANA.

From Belgravia.

Few people were better liked in Dimsford
than Mis*Hrd icke of the Manor. She was

i kindhearled to a fault, hospitable, and gener-

ous. She was handsome, 100, and came of a

good old family. Besides all these claims to

popularity, she had five thousand a year in

her own right, which, you may be sure, did

not make her any the less popular. It wa*

entirely her own fault that at the age of
sixty seven she was still Miss Hardwicke. for
her admirers had been legion. The admirers
of single ladies with £5,000 a year are, in
deed, not far to seek, as a rule; but Clemency
Hardwicke in her young days, with her bonny
face, and her warm, impulsive heart, was a
bargain no man need have regretted, even

had these possessions been her only dower.
People said they wondered at her living

alone in the grim looking Manor —for it was

i a grim old mansion, though the grounds were

like fairyland—and a few sage gossips had

been heard to predict, with many headsbak

ing*, and somewhat vague phraseology, that

some day the poor dear old lady would find
i herself murdered in her bed. For the Hard

wicke diamonds and family plate were famous
all over the country, and Mis* Hardwicke—-

being a woman, and therefore seif wilted—-
would not lake the advice of her friends sod

jwell wishers, and consign those valuable* to

the safe keeping of the bank. Indeed, to all

appearance, the old lady's jewel* aad plate
were the source of much keener anxiety to

other people than to their possessor.

"What was the use of the solid old safe let

into the wall in the east corridor." she would
ask placidly, “ifone could not have all one's
belongings under one's roof?" At any rale

there they remained, secure and unmolested.
On the April night on which my story

opens. Miss Hardwicke wa* in quite an excil

ed frame of mind, for she expected a visitor,

j Not that visitors were anything unusual at

Dimsford Manor; but this visitor was the

daughter of Clemency Hardwicke * last sar
riving male relative, namely her nephew,

James Dare, who had sailed for America
twenty years ago, married there, and. quite
recently, died there. Hi# aunt had beard
nothing of him since he left England, until
the letter arvieed— written a few day* before
bis death -begging ber to be a friend to ht*

only child Diana. Mis* Hardwicke'* heart

warmed to this girl whom she bad never seen,
j and she counted the days nnlil her arrival
with almost childish impatience and longing.
Diana was not. however—the letter said—to
proceed to Dimsford immediately on her ar

rival in England, but to spend a short time

in Southport with • i**rof her mother's.
So Mias Hardwicke bad been both surprised
and delighted on the morning of this April

day to receive a telegram from her grandoiece

saving that she had just arrived in Liverpool

and would come straight on to Dimsford, ~r

riving about seven o'clock. The old lady,
therefore, had been very busy all day super

intending with loving care the arrangement of

' the pretty room* which were to lie occupied by

the homeless stranger.

“So nice of the dear child,' be mused, as

she slowly paced op and down in the firelight,
[ “to come straight here instead of going to

Southport' I wonder ifJatpes has talked of
me to her. Poor James 1 He was always a
fine, warm hearted fellow. I feel 1 shall love

the dear girl.”
As she glanced at the lime piece for the

twentieth time in a* many minutes, carriage

wheals sure heard grinding up the drive, and

a few moments afterwards the hall bell

1 clanged loudly. Mia* Hardwitue hastened
into the hall, trembling with excitement. A

toll, erectly built girl was just entering muf
Bed in heavy wrappings.

"Auntie!" she exclaimed nervously.

“Dear, deaf Aunt Clemency!" A* she

spoke she threw herself into the old lady's
arms, and sobbed convulsive]/.

Aunt Clemency's kind heart wa* utterly
, taken by storm, and then and there she look

the lonely girl into ber affection* for ever.

And indeed Diana wa* very winning and
lovable. She was a handsome girl, too, with
well cut. ifrather large features, thick brown

' hair, cut short in the then prevailing fashion,

and a pair of splendid, heavily lashed, dark
eyes. But handsome a* she was. her principal

I i charm was ber manner. Frank, loving, and
impulsive, there wa* a quaint air of almost
boyish audacity shout her which was irresisti-

! bly captivating. She looked quite twenty, but

, in reality, as her aunt knew, she wo* only

seventeen. Her conversation was bright and

original, and by the time dinner was over

d Miss Hardwicke felt as though they had
* known each other for years,

jj \ “Am 1 like ray father, do you think,

i auntie?” Diana asked as they sat in the

; drawing room after dinner.
j “Well, dear,” replied the old lady, ”1 can

hardly tell. It is so long since 1 saw your

poor father. But there is a look inyour eyes

that reminds me of what he was as a boy."

“1 had a splendid portrait of my father,"
went on Diana, lifting her clear, dark eyes to

her aunt's, “and letters, and papers, and that.
But do you know I lost the bag they were in,
on board the steamer, or between the docks
and the railway station at Liverpool. 1 was

provoked, because,” with a winsome little
:d smile, “I didn't know if you would lake a

h strange niece on her own credentials."

J' “My dear!” said her aunt, deprecatingly.
“Icame over with such a queer girl, went

on Diana, looking dreamily into the fire. “I
quite liked her at first. She had soft dark
eyes, something like yours, and a pretty con-
fiding kind of manner. She wasn't bad look-
ing, ifshe hadn't had a deep sear right across

her left eyebrow. She said she had lallen

and cut it when a child. Well, at first we

were great friends, and quite confidential. I
told her I was coming here to you, and all
that, and then she told me about herself.
She said she was quite alone in the world,

and was going to be —let me see —I think she
' said an actress.”

Miss Hardwicke looked very grave.
“My dear child," she remonstrated, “what

a most objectionable acquaintance for you!
1 hope and trust that you

“Wait a minute, auntie,” interrupted the
girl, laughing. “By and by wc had a kind of
row" (certainly Diana's expressions were a

little strong), “because—well, 1 went into my
cabin, which was a little one I had all to my-
self, and found her with my bag open —the

one I lost afterwards —turning over all my

papers. I got mad and said some rather rude
things: and she cried and told some fearful

I lies, which of course didn't deceive me. So
jwe were rather cool after that. But it struck

I me as odd that that bag should disappear, be-

i cause it had all my spare money in. Y’ou
| see, I never used to lock up things, but I will
! after this.”

“Quite right," said Miss Hardwicke im-
pressively. “We must never put temptation
in a fcllowcreature's way. And my dear,

you should not enter into conversation with
strangers. A young girl cannot be too care-

ful in traveling alone. 1 have no doubt she

was some low, dishonest creature, whose ob-
ject from the first was to steal the money,”

concluded the old lady with unwonted on-

charitableness.
“Do you think she took it, then? asked

the girl wonderingly.
“My dear. 1 think there is but little doubt

of it.”
“I guess you wouldn’t have thought that if

you could have seen ber," said Diana,

shaking her head thoughtfully. “She was

such a sweet, innocent looking little thing!
And yet it seemed queer, loo.”

"But, Diana." said Aunt Clemency in

anxious tone*. “I hope you had enough
money to bring you comfortably here ?"

“Well. I hadn't much," returned the girl
frankly. “But I got along. I say. auntie,"

she went on after a minute or two, “you

weren't vexed at roy coming straight here in-

stead of going, as I ought to have done, to see

roy mother's people, were you? You see.

with a wistful upward look, “father had talked
so much of you. and I fell lonely, and so—-

and so—l came! Somehow,” in a very low

voice. “Ifelt it wonld be more like coming

home."
The old lady colored with pleasure.
"Vexed, roy dear?" she replied. “Moat

certainly not. I am only too glad to learn

you were prepared to love your old auntie.

I hope you won't find it very dull here.

Though, to be sure, there are plenty of nice

young people within walking and driving dia-
taoce. she added reflectively.

"Oh. I don't care much about young peo-

ple," observed Diana- “Poor father and I
were always together, you know, and we hadn't

many friends.
A loo*conversation followed, regarding the

girfa home life in America, and her passion

ate love for her dead father. All was so nm

ply and touchingly told, that the old lady •

eye* overflowed more than once. There was

a long silence, broken abruptly by Diana.
“Whose portrait it that?" she asked, point

mg to a photograph frame which stood on the
mantelpiece.

“That is my godson, Cheater la-nnox, re

turned Mis* Hardwicke, with some pvide.

“He is a barrister, very clever, and the dear

eat fellow in the world."
Diana took down the frame, and gated at

the protrait attentively- It represented.*
young man ailh a quiet, clever looking face,

a dark moustache, and keen, rather deep est

eye*.

“Ikies he ever come here?" the girlasked,

u rbe carefully replaced the frame again.

“Yea. often. I expert be may be down
next week."

“Did he know I wa* coming V

“Why. yes. my dear, of course. He quite

looks forward to knowing you."
“Perhaps he won't like me.” observed

Diana gravely.
-lie is sure to like you," returned the old

lady, leaning back in her chair with a little

smile.
• You remind me of some old picture. Aunt

Clemency," said the girl softly, after a pause,
turning her great ryes almost reverently oa

her companion," with your black velvet gown

aud soft lacy cap. and your lovely dark eye*

and white hair. Ah. forgive my being to

blunt," she added quickly. "We American*

<ire blunt, you know.

But the old lady blushed and looked pleased
at her niece's outspoken admiration. She

thought the girl looked like a picture herself,

as she sal there with her flashed cheeks and
shining eyes. Soon after this both ladies went

to bed. But Mis* Hardwicke was far too ex

cited to sleep for some time. Indeed, she lay

awake half the night thinking what an ex.

qaisite arrangement it would be if by and by
her godson and this charming young girl were

to fall in love with and marry each other.

And bow. in that case, she would persuade
them to make their home at the Manor, and
would insist on doubling Chester's income—-

that is to say. ifthat somewhat JijKrileyoung

man would listen to reason.

“Poor Chester," she though compassion-

ately; “be works so hard, sod is so foolishly

proud acd obdurate about money matters.

Very likely, while I am comfortably in bed.
he is sitting wearily studying those dreadful

law books, and wearing himself to death, poor

fellow.” A* a matter of fact, Chester Lennox

wa* at that precise moment attending a con-

vivial meeting at hi* club, with other choice

spirits like unto himself—which meeting did

not break up until au advanced hour in the

morning. But hi* godmother, dear, innocent

soul, did not know this: so she continued her

benevolent plan* for the lightening of his

arduous duties, and for bis transformation

into a Benedick, with an earnestness which

would have amused himmight!} could be have
divined her thoughts. And as Aunt Clemency

lay drowsily in the firelight, her thoughts
hurried further and further into the future.

Children 1 * voices seemed to sound in the si-

lent corridor*: children's eyes smiled into hers.

And then Miss Hardwicke fell asleep.

As the days went on the affection between
aunt and niece became more firmly cemented
than ever. Diana, if a little brusque in her

j manner at limes, was a most intelligent and

i fascinating companion: and such of the elite
¦ , of Dimsford who had called at the Manor

i since her arrival were pleased to observe that
“she was a charming, unaffected girl.” She
had accompanied her aunt to one or two of

i ibo rather ponderous “social evenings" given
. by some of their nearest neighbors, and had

. looked exceedingly handsome and dislin-
-3 guished. Of course, as Diana was still in

3 deep mourning for her father, she attended no
? more lively entertainments than decorous tea-

i parties and the like. The girls all declared
her “a dear,” but—and at this they could not

but marvel, and try to feel indignant—she had

t not been much sought after by any of the young

I men at those gatherings. This, however,

i seemed to trouble her not at all. She liked
- girls twice as well as men, she declared; they

¦ were far better fun.
s When Diana had been nearly three weeks
n! at the Manor, Chester Lennox arrived. He
e was a tall, well-made young m in,very like his

1 portrait, with a pleasant voice, and a smile
1 which, if it was rare, was attractive enough

f. when it did come to make one regret its rarity.

I, He did not betray any excessive admiration
e of Diana; indeed, much to his godmother’!

disappointment, he did not affect her society

son reproachfully, and that gentleman him-

self looked rather uncomfortable.
Diana did not appear in the drawing room

for sometime, and was very quiet and subdued
all the rest of the evening. Chester did his
best to make up for what he felt had been
uncalled for harshness, but without avail.

“You must forgive me," he said, quite

touched by her evident dejection. "I did not

mean to vex you so deeply. I spoke hastily,

and perhaps a little unjustly.
“Oh, you are quite right,” she answered

with a little sigh. She was sitting on a low

chair near the fire, her hands clasped in her
lap. She despised fancy work of all kinds,

and possessed the art of sitting perfectly idle

in an easy and picturesque manner. Chester

was certainly not in love with her; neverthe-

less, he could not but acknowledge that, if a

little wanting in womanly grace and gentle-
ness, she was, nolhwithstanding these deficien-
cies. a strikingly handsome young creature.

And he had never seen her look so womanly as

she did to night.
When Miss Hardwicke awoke from her

usual after dinner nap, she proposed that —in

accordance with a promise which it appeared

she had made Diana some lime ago—the

famous diamonds should be unearthed from
the safe, and brought down stairs. Accord
ingly Chester was intrusted with the key, and
one of the servants summoned to assist him
in bringing down the brass hound box con-
taining the jewels. They certainly were splen-

did diamonds, and as case after case was
opened and their contents flashed and scin-

tillated in the lamplight, Diana drew a deep
breath of admiration.

“Oh. auntie they are matchless—magnifi-
cent!" the astonished girl said in a low voice;

“1 have often heard my father speak of them,

but I never dreamed they were anything like
that.

The old lady was pleased at the evident im-

pression her treasures created.
"Come here, roy dear," she said, with a

loving smile. And making the girl kneel be-
fore her. she clasped the superb necklet round
the slender throat and insisted on Irving the ef-

fect of the whole suite. Even Chester utter-

ed an involuntary expression of intense ad-

miration at the result. Diana # cheek# were

flashed to a deep pink, her splendid eyes

shown like stars under their thick lashes.
The fiery jewels gleamed in her hair, in her
ears, on waist, oecki arms, and fingers, con-
trasting effectively with the filmy black gown
she wore, and flashing out quivering rays of
light like a thousand fireflies. She looked
like some Eastern queen.

When the diamonds were again consigned
to their velvet beds.Chester.at his godmother’s
request, took them up stairs again. Diana,
who had quite recovered her usual good spirits,

begged to be allowed to accompany him.

“I will help to carry the box," she said,

laughing; “and besides, I do so want to see

the inside of that safe. Y'ou know, auntie,

you said I might.”
"What a curious key!" said Diana, watch,

ing attentively a* Chester fitted it into the
lock. "Yon have to pres* a little knob some-

where above, haven't you. before tbe key
turns?"

“Yes," said Chester, smiling. “W ho told

you T'
"Auntie told me. She *aid no one knew

lb* secret of it but herself and yon. But as

1 sot one of the family, she told me too.
"

And Diana nodded her head with a pretty air
of importance.

A# she spoke tbe door of the sale swung
slowly bock, and Cheater stepped in. The
safe itself was let into the wail, and was about

the use of a very small room. AU the Hard-
withe plate, except that in daily us*, was

ranged methodically on tbe shelves which

lined the walls, and modestly muffled in
chamois leather bags. The box containing

the jewels had a special corner for itself.
Chester, having deposited the box in it*

corner, turned to bis companion, who still
stood in the corridor.

“Would you like to come in?" he said,
bolding out hi* hand, and feeling really vexed
with himself for hi* unreasonable prejudice
against thi* lorely gtrl. who seemed to try so

hard, at limes, to be gentle and conventional.
“Take care. Neither you nor I can stand
upright here.”

Diana entered cautiously, for the ceiling

tea* low, and Chester exerted himself so far
as to unroll from their wrappings tbe curiously

chased punch howls, flagons, candlesticks.
Ac., and to relate the many quaint legends
concerning them, which had descended, like
the plate itself, through the countless gener
aliens. Diana wa* deeply interested, but tbe

lock, with it* concealed spring and curious
action, seemed to take her fancy almost mere
than anything. She made l.uiiuoa show her
the working of the spring again and again,

and thanked him very prettily as they went

alowly down tbe broad staircase together.

And he, strangely constituted young man,

felt obdurately conscious that in spi le of her
beauty and winsome ways he certainly did
not like her. At least—well, he was not

quite sure. And Diana, naughty Diana, was
smiling mischievously. Why?

For tgo days after the “diamond show." as

Diana called it, her aunt noticed that she
alwavs made a point of meeting the postman. -
morning and evening, at the foot of the ave-

nue. On the third day she entered tfip

morning room just after breakfast with rather
a heightened color, and with au open letter
in her hand. Mis* Hardwicke was alone.

Chester having gone round to the stables.

Diana handed her aunt a small bundle of
letters, then, nervously twisting tbe paper she
held, she said in a low voice:

“Auntie, may I speak to you about some-
thing?”

"Certainly, my dear. You do not need to

ask that, I should think. What is it child?"
The girl hesitated, then said frankly :
“I have something to tell you, auntie.

Something I ought to have told you before."
Miss Hardwicke looked vaguely alarmed.
‘‘Well, dear?" ahe said anxiously.

“I—1 ought to have told you before now,"

stammered the girl, “that—that I have a

lover—that I am engaged to be married."
The old lady did not speak for a tew

moments. She was conscious of a keen pang

, of disappointment; for she thought she had |
observed an alteration in her godson's manner '
to the wayward Diana during the last few

days, and had hoped great things. For wa#

not that love the most lasting which began

with a little aversion ? Then a sudden hope
inspired her.

“My dear," leaning eagerly forward, “is it
—is it Chester f”

“Chester t” repealed Diana. Then the
excitable girl burst into a wild peal of hys
terical laughter. “Ob, forgive me,” she

gasped, controlling herself with an effort.
“But I could not help thinking how disgusted

poor Mr. Lennox would be if you suggested

that he even admired me. Oh, no. He—my

lover—his name is Clarence Lorrimer. He
is a good bit older than 1 am, and,” shyly,
“very fond of me. Father liked him."

Miss Hardwicke's interest was aroused.
"My nephew approved of the engagement,

then?” she said. “But, Diana, why did you

not tell me before?”
“We agreed to keep it a secret,” said the

girl simply, “until Clarence could make a

home for me. Father thought it best. But
I bare just had this letter from him, in which
he says—but please read it, auntie.”
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i immediately levelled on their faces, showed
• the man to he Clarence Lorimer, and the

woman —Diana Dare. An awful oath hurst
from Lorimer's lips.

“It's all up, Bill,” he muttered, addressing
his fiance, who was struggling fiercely, and

making use of the mostappalling language.
“As neat a jobas ever I managed,” remark-

ed the man who had whistled, and who was,

infact, a spry-looking detective from Scotland
Yard. “And we have to thank you Mr.
Lennox, for the capture of a gang of as
thoroughgoing scoundrels as we've had our
eye on for a longtime—father, son, and pal.”

“Oh, you’re a wilyone, you are!” one of
the constables was saying admirably to Lori-
mer. “But you're not quite so wily as you
ought to be. We've nabbed your pal, too.

You'll find him waiting for you where you're
going.”

“Sure, but it's the pretty gurl ye make,
Bill,” the other constable was saying with a
grin to his prisoner. “By the powers, now,
I'd almost like to kiss ye raeself. It was a
forlorn widow you were the last time, wasn't

j it?”
Here Lennox, who bad been interchanging

a few rapid words with the detective, turned
to “Diana," who was regarding him with
panting breath and vengeful eyes.

“My good boy,” he said dryly, “spare ns
any more bad language. Yours was a splen-
did scheme, and admirably carried out—so
far. But, Mr. Bill Davis, or whatever your
own name may be, next time you and your
father have any little game of the kind on
band, let me advise you, merely as a precau-
tion, not to discuss your plans in the open air
unless you are sure there is no one within

hearing.” Then, turning to the constables,
he continued, “Take the fellows round to tbe
hall-door, men. 1 will climb in here and
open it for you.” As he spoke he swung
himself up to the window sill in the semi-
darkness, and disappeared into the room.
The constables obeyed, and conveying their
prisoners with their precious booty into
the house, watched them with grim vigilance
until the morning.

No words can express Miss Hardwicke's
speechless, incredulous dismay, when she
awoke from her drugged sleep and heard her
godson's tale. At first she absolutely refused
to believe in the treachery of the girl whom
she had loved so warmly, and who now turned
out to be no girl at all. She insisted on ris-
ing at one: and commanded that the prisoners
should not be removed until she had seen
them.

“I won’t believe it, Chester,” she said
piteously, as he gave her his arm down stairs.
“I can't believe it, unless she tells me herself.
A hear.'" hysterically, “Oh, it is impossible!”

The riderant Diana, otherwise Mr. Bill
Davis, was seated sullenly on the table in the
morning room. At the eight of the handcuffs
on the shapely white wrists. Miss Hardwicke's
lips trembled.

"Is it—is it true what they tell me?” the
old lady faltered, looking wistfully at the
handsome, averted face, “that—that you are —

that man's—son?”
There was a pause, then the boy raised his

head.
“Ye-i," he answered huskily, “it is quite

true. I've deceived you all along. We met
the girl, your niece, on board the steamer;

and the little fool told me all her history, and
about you.ad—you know the rest. Of coarse
that day she came here she didn't recognize
me in women's clothes, and —I kept back all
the letters that came afterwards from South-
port. Yon—you've been mortally kind to me
and—and ” Here the boy stopped, bit
his lipviolently, and threw back his bead.

“Shut up, yon young fool,” growled his
worthy father.

“Take me away, Chester,” said the old
lady faintly.

1 will only add that in the course of a few
days the poor little bona-fide Diana (who had
gone back to her mother's friends! was
brought by Mr. Lennox, after many explana-
tions and apologies, back to Dimsford. Bat
Miss Hardwicke did not “take" to her, as

she had done to her clevet personator, and
met all the girl's half-shy advances with a
oold, relunctant kindness, mentally contrast-
ing her pate little face and slight figure with
the splendid physique and beautiful though
deceitful eyes of tbe other Diana. Nor did
she cease to remind her that if she had not

forgotten herself so far as to “strike up an
acquintance" —such was the old lady's phrase

—with a strange young man on board a

steamer, alt this trouble would have been
avoided.

However, it' Miss Hardwicke did not ap-

preciate her grandniece, it is satisfactory to

know that Mr. Chester Lennox infinitely
preferred her to her predecessor. Indeed be

showed his predilection so strongly that he
ultimately prevailed upon her to marry him,

from which we may conclude that the attrac

tion was mutual. But —they did not reside
at Dimsford Manor.

Keep Still.

Keep still. When trouble is brewing, keep
still. When slander is getting on its legs,
keep still. When your feelings are hurt, keep
still, tillyou recover from your excitement, at

any rate. Things look differently through au

unagitated eye. In a commotion once I wrote

a letter, and sent it, and wished I had not.

In my later years I had another commotion,
and wrote a long letter; but life had rnbbed a

little sense into me, and I kept that letter in

my pocket against the day when I could look
i it over without agitation and without tears. I

was glad I did. Less and less it seemed ne-

cessary to send it. I was not sure it would
do any harm, but inmy doubtfulness I learned
reticence, and eventually it was destroyed.
Time works wonders. 11 ait tillyou can speak
calmly, and then you will not need to speak,

may be. Silence is the most massive thing

conceivable sometimes. It has strength in

I its very grandeur. It is like a regiment or-

dered to stand still in the mad fury of battle,

i To plunge in were twice as easy.

Virtue in Onions and Beef.

Grocers and Gurnets' Gazette.

What is the most strengthening food for a

convalescent? Well, you know the beef tea
theory has been exploded. The most life
giving and digestible food that can be given
to one just recovering from an illness is chop-
ped beef. Just take a pound of the finest

round of raw beef, cut offall the fat, slice two

onions and pepper and salt. Then chop the

onions and meat together, turning them over

and over until both arc reduced almost to a

pulp. Then spread on slices ofrye bread and
eat as sandwiches. People talk about celery

being a nervine, but let me tell you that there
is nothing which quiets the nerves without

bad results like onions. The use of them in-
duces sleep, and much strength is obtained
from them. That is the ideal food for con-

valescing or for any one who is in a weak
state of health.

It is beneath the dignity of a soul that has
but a grain of sense to make chance, and
winds, and waves the arbitrary disposers of
his happiness.

Annapolis is to have a trades display and
carnival on the 23d instant, and great prepa-

¦ rations are being made for it.

- “Oh, my dear,” said the old lady, much
pleased, “but—Mr. Lorimer ? Will he like

3 that?”
1 “Oh, yes. “I've told him all about you,

s and how eery good you have been to me.”
i So Miss Uardwicke put on her spectacles

and read Diana's love letter. It was a tender,

3 manly epistle, and sensible withal. Miss
t Uardwicke felt sure she should like the writer.

, “You sly little puss,” she said, as she folded
itup. “So that was the reason you always

i met the postman.” Then after a minute,

r i “Diana, do you think Mr. Lorimer would

r j care to come here for a little lime ? He would
, find it quiet, of course, for Chester leaves us

i in a few days; but,” mischievously, “perhaps
¦ you could manage to amuse him, eh?”

Diana's face flushed with pleasure.
“Oh, auntie, do you mean it?”

“Of course, my dear. You are my child
now; and where should yon receive your

affianced husband if not here? He is in
Liverpool, he says, does he not? I shall
write a little note for you to enclose in yours.

My dear, dear child, I trust you may be very

happy." And the old lady drew the girlinto
her arms and kissed her.

Diana's fiance wrote to say he would be

delighted to visit Dimsford Manor, and he
arrived within 24 hours after his letter. He
was a tall, powerfully built man of about 40,
dark, and of a rather coarse expression of
countenance. Lennox mentally set him down
a cad, and even Miss Uardwicke felt a strong
shock of disappointment, and sighed as she

contrasted him with her distinguished looking

godson. I may as well acknowledge, by the
way, that the latter made himself asdisagree-

! able to the newcomer as a gentleman can be |
without ceasing to be a gentleman. But Mr.
Lorimer did not seem to resent this at all;
indeed, it appeared to amuse him rather than
otherwise. He had an oily, suave manner, j
too. peculiarly aggravating to Chester, who.
for his pari, wondered what any girlcould see
in the fellow. Mot that he had the slightest
feeling of jealousy in the matter: on the con

trary, in spite of his late efforts to do the

polite to Diana, he felt himself more unac-
countably repelled by that young lady than !
ever. Nor did the following littlescene tend j
to increase his respect for her. One warm,

sunny afternoon be came upon the engaged °
pair in a lonely part of the wood. They did
not see him. and continued their conversation
uninterrupted. He observed, to his disgust, j,
that Diana was smoking—not a cigarette, as" i
he knew she frequently did, mb rota —but a ! •
very well flavored cigar. She was apparently ; I
enjoying it, too, as, seated on the grass,

she leaned against a tree, with her arms j
folded, and her hat tilted over her eyes, ap-

parently listening attentively to what her J .
Jianrr was saying. Suddenly she removed j
the cigar from her rosy lips, and made some
remark, of coarse inaudible to Chester, which | i
seemed to amuse Mr. Lorimer mightily. He ,
burst into a roar of laughter, and, slapping |
his future bride heartily on the shoulder, i
exclaimed in tones expressive of keen enjoy- <
ment, “Good for you. Utile one! By Jove— 1
good for you!" 1

The unseen spectator of this lover-like
csrass curled his lip contemptuously. If 1
Diana had been easy going and fast before
Mr. Lorrimer's arrival, she was lon times 1
worse now. Nay, at time* she positively 1
seemed In go out of the way to do and say tbe
moat unladylike things. For instance.in com- i •
ing down stairs that very morning. Chesieter , 1
had seen her chuck Eliza Jane, the pretty wait
ing maid, under the chin, withasly wink which 1
would not have done discredit to a British I
dragoon, much to that damsel's indignation. '
Boor Diana, by tbe way, was not a favorite . i
with the servants at the Manor, who consid-
ered her no lady, principally because she '
scoffed at the idea of a lady's maid, and kept
all her belongings scrupulously under lock I
and key. The fast young lady was justcoming
into vogue at tbe lime of which I write, and <
the type had always aroused Chester's supreme |
and unmitigated contempt. But Diana I
carried it a shade farther than any woman be : I
knew. Even this cad, it appeared, did not
respect her. Lnnox thought scornfully. He i
was turning away in haughty disgust, wonder- ! I
ing how his gentle, refined godmother could j <
be so infatuated withher very proaonceo niece, j i
when a remark in Diana's cleat, distinct tunes <

arrested him. It was only the first words he <
heard; tbe rest were in a low, rapid under- <
tone. Whatever their import was, it drove I
the blood from Chester face, and he i
deliberately leaned against a tree and listened, j -

That night at dinner Lennox said carelessly, i <
addressing his godmother: I

“Ihave to go up IQ town in the morning.

Have you any commissions for me?” j{
“Yes. my dear, I think so. 1 will make 1

out a little list of some things I want, if you {
willbe so good as to gel them for me. When
shall you return?" she went on. ji

“Oh, the day after tomorrow," be answered, i |
. “I have rather a particular engagement to- i

morrow night." i
“It will be horribly slow without you,"

said Diana," with a little shake of her close
cropped head.

“Will it?" said Mr. Lennox, disagreeably >
and curtly. “Imust hope to make it more
livelyfor you on my return."

Next morning Lennox took his departure
by tbe early train. Diana, having got up an

hour earlier than her want, poured out his

coffee for him, and waved her handkerchief
from the door step as he drove down the ;
avenue. The first of which attentions the re- \
cipient acknowledged very ungraciously, and

tbe last, not at all.

The day passed as usual. Miss Hard-
wicke retired early, having a slight cold, and i
Diana brought her t. tumbler of hot port wine

negus, after the old lady was in bed. She
fancied her niece looked pale and tired.
Certainly she was unusually silent.

Shortly aftar two o'clock, when the old
house was wrapped in sleep and silence, a
little group of four men quietly skirted the
laurels on the east side of the house, and took

' up their position in a shadowed corner of a |
heavy buttress, near the window of the morn- j

| ing room.

The watch dog, which was always loosed at
night, began to bark wildly, then became
suddenly silent. In the hush that followed,
one of the raen gove a low, peculiar whistle.
He was standing just under the morning-room
window, his figure but dimly visible in the

pale starlight. His companions remained like
statues in the deep shadow. In a few mo-

-5 ments the window was cautiously opened—it
was low, barely four feet from the ground—-
and a hoarse voice whispered:

“(s all right? Have you fixed the dog?
It's deuced dark. Turn on your lantern."

“All's right. Be quick,” was the almost

inaudible answer from below.
“Catch, then.”

Whereupon three good sized bags were

handed out; slowly and carefully—for they
. appeared to be heavy—and were silently re-

ceived and deposited on the ground by the
man outside. Then, one after the other, two

figures, a man's and a woman's, swung them-
selves noiselessly from the window. But ere

i their feet touched the ground, the man who
awaited them raised bis hand, and almost si-

i multaneonsly his hitherto motionless and un-

i seen companions sprang forward, and, snr-

t rounding the descending couple in less than
i halfa minute, handcuffed them both securely.

The light of a bull’s eye lantern, which was


