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FEED. D. MILLER,
Opposite R. R. Depot,
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and finest liquors
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IS AT

A. C. STRASBURGER’S

Next door to Derr’s Store,

Westminster. Md.

1 name in part—12 grades of Whiidcure,

.ncluding the well-known

WELTY WHISKY,

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

CHAMPAGNE, BASS ALE

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

Jn (lie Orphans’ Court of Carroll County.
December Term, 1893.

Estate of Da-yid Wantz, deceased.
On application it is ordered this 11th day

of December, 1893, that the sale of the Real
fatale of David Wantz, late of Carroll
ounly, deceased, made by Luvina J. Xing*
lingand Ella Wantz, Executrices of the last
Will and Testament of said deceased, and

*his day reported to this Court by the said
Executrices, be ratified and confirmed, unless
ause be shown to tAe contrary on or before
the yd Monday, 15th day, of January, next;
provided r copy of this Order be inserted for
three successive weeks in some newspaper
Kiaied and in Carroll county,
before the 2d Monday, Bth day, of January,
next.

The report states the amount of sale to be
fifty dollars ($60.00).

LEWIS CASH, \Judges
ALBERT SCHAEFFER, iJnap?s *

Tme copy,—Test:
GEO. M. PARKE,

delG 3t Register of Wills.

J^OTICE
To Those Having Land for Sale

The undersigned offers his services to those
having land for sale, and believes from ex-
perience had he can be of service in dividing
*M>and putting in shape for sale to advantage
°f parties wishing to dispose of lands, espe
"•ally near towns or cities.

E. LYNCH,
iaiCß:tf Westminster. Md.

Joseph m. parks,a ATTORNEY at law and
SOLICITOR IN CHANCERY’.

Hill practice in the various Courts of Carroll
county, fat 1' Special attention given to Or-
phans' Court business. May be consulted,
for the present, at the office of (he Register of
JYills, or at his residence, on Court Street,

aihgliuiimliT. Md. mrll

'J'RIP
FREE.

Wc pay your Railroad fare with every
Cash Purchase of S2O or more. Show your
Ticket and receive in Cash, amount paid.

Our prices are yours. A drop !!

Prices never received such rough

treatment before. They’ve been

I knocked down steadily until there’s

nothing more to knock off. There

never was a better time to buy than

now.

MEN’S SUITS AND OVER-
COATS

That sold all season for
sl2 and sls now $ 9.75

Your pick of some 2,000
Suits and Overcoats,
were $lB and S2O now 14.50

Serviceable Suits and
Overcoats, were.slo and
sl2 - now 7.90

Finest Suits and Over-
coats, were cheap at
$25 and $27 now 19.60

BOY’S CLOTHING.

Some 500 choice Knee
Pants Suits, worth $5
and $6 now $ 3.50

Fine Dress Knee Pants
Suits, were $7 and $8 now 5.00

Fast-Black Hose 18 cents,
j worth 35 cents; Austra-

lian Wool Underwear... 48 cts.
| Great reductions in our Hat and

Furnishing departments.

Oehm’s Acme Hall,
Clothiers, Baltimore and
Hatters and Charles Streets,

Furnishers, BALTIMORE,
dels Maryland.

J^REE! FREE! FREE!
.

A Beautiful Doll 27 Inches
High,

with Dark Life Like Eyes ami Natural Hair,
dressed in a Beautiful rink China Silk, Era- ;
pire Gown, trimmed in Cream Silk Lace I

1 with Hat to match.

This Doll is Positively Worth

$15.00,

i and will be presented by us as a New Year’s |
i Present to some little girl under

15 Years of Age.

The Plan is this. For every Cash Pur-
chase of SI.OO you make at our atore, you
will be given a Ticket, and the girl under 15

1 years who can secure the greatest number of
! 'Pickets and bring them to us on

Saturday Before New Year,
December 30th,

will be Presented with the

DOLL,
Absolutely for Nothing.

Now girls try for the Doll, you ail have
| the same chance, bring your Papas, Mamas,

j Brothers and Sisters, to see it. It is Exhibit-
;ed in the From of our Store. Welcome to

j you sll. The Doll will be presented at

9 o’clock, Saturday Night,

By THEO. DERR A SON,
delO 8t Westminster, Md.

Q. W. MORNINGSTAR,

38 West Main St.,

WESTMINSTER, MD.

Fine Line of

fair HOLIDAYGOODS. '©*

Lovely Bric-a-Brac,

Beautiful China,

Fifty different styles of

LAMPS.

Anything you want in the

Queensware Line

you willfind here. We have the

Finest Stock

Outside the city.

Choice Groceries,

California Fruits,

Raisins, Currants,

Citron, Confectionery,

and Canned Goods.

J#ife£p-'CttII and examine STOCK. Am wire

PRICES will (mil you, ns we will not be

undersold. dec 9 tf

MICHAEL B. WALSH,
ATTORNEY AT LAW

AND SOLICITOR IN CHANCERY’,
anglO v Court St., Westminster, Md.

back to the bouse, and then strolled about
until dusk, smoking a cigar; and then up

to his room he went to prepare for the com-

pany expected in the evening.
After a while came a subdued knock at

the door, lie was rather surprised to see

old Tom Willis, coachman, gardener, fac-
totum, and what not about the place, who
smiling mysteriously, came in, holding a

note between his thick finger and thumb,

which, without a single word, he delivered
aud withdrew. The note astonished Mark,
and very properly, for it read as follows :

“Mu. Mark Croxton :—I have fol-
lowed you down here to Middlefield and
will be at Briar Ililitonight, at the gate
that leads into the orchard. I wish to see
you, and it will be the worst thing that can
happen to you if you refuse to meet me.
I willbe there between 9 and 10.

Mary Is mis.”
A mistake, clearly. He had never heard

of Miss Loftns; aud the inference was na-

tural—her note was intended for the other

Mark—his rakish cousin, who had got

himself into an entanglement with this

young person.

Well, our hero, something of the man of |
the world in this way, fell that he must ;

keep the appointment and explain, other- I
wise Miss Loftns might bring about more

mischief than she perhaps intended.
So philosophizing upon the follyof youth,

Mark dressed for the evening, and being
ready soon, and restless, went down stairs
again to the parlor, on the possible chance

of meeting Cora there. But he was dis-

. appointed.
The piano was open, and he sat down to

pick over the keys, and suddenly his wan-

dering eye caught sight of a pretty little
| portemonnaie lying on the music-rack.

Cora’s, of course, for her name was on the .
back. Heedless Cora! He took the lov- j
cr’s liberty of opening the pocket-book, j

1 and was not the least surprised to find a !
roll of bank notes within—one hundred |

. dollars.
So like Cora
He was vexed with her; to a man of his

I severely correct habit-., this sort of rcek-

I lessness was profoundly annoying, and he

could not help thinking of the future be-

I fore him with such a young lady as his

wife.
, “I must try to get her into better habits,

( or .we shall have decided misunderstand-
ings, and many of them.”

I So he placed the portemonnaie in his
.’ pocket, with the firm determination to say

. | nothing about having seen it until Miss
, I Cora had had sufficient fright, after the dis-

I covery of its loss.

i Dancing parties in the country, as we j
j know, begin and end at what old-fashioned

’ I folks describe as a “reasonable and proper
j hour.”

, 1 Mrs. Croxton's guests began to arrive
about eight o’clock, and soon the parlors

| were full. The leading people of the

. country were there—some had come about

( twenty miles—and a very brilliant and ani-

I mated scene the throng presented.

Mark Croxton —a rather shy man—did
not present himself until the crowd had

¦ pretty well gathered, when he contrived to

. enter without being much noticed, under

cover of a resounding duct by the accom- j
plished Misses Linnctt’s at the pjano.

He paid his respects where they were re-

quired and then took up his post in a rather
out of the way spot to look on and muse
undisturbed; and he was deep in I know

, not what reverie when, all of a sudden, it

occurred to him that it must now be con-
siderably past nine o'clock.

Among so many, to come and go unob- j
served was easy; and quietly he slipped
away, and he was soon out of the house

and in the grounds in the the clear star- j
light.

Lighting a cigar and drawing his coat

about him, quietly he glided to the point ;
of meeting. And as he approached the |

. ! orchard gate a figure emerged to meet i
him—the sjfm, graceful figure of a young l

. j girl, thinly clad and shivering.
She was vary pretty, he could easily tell; j

but her features were thin aud a little hag-
i gard, and in her large, bright eyes there

1 was a gleam of menace and passion,
j “It’swell you have come, Mark, ’ she

, said, cagcply, “for I’m nearly frozen and
I’ve been up to the house twice, looking in
at the windows and I had almost given you

i up."

I “Ibeg your pardon," said our Mark,

coming quite close to her, “but you are not |
addressing the person you imagine."

“Oh! I—l thought it was Mr- Mark
Croxton, sir!" said the girl, confounded and
breathless.

“Iam Mr. Mark Croxton’s cousin, but

, my name is also Mark Croxton. Ireceived •-
a very threatening letter this evening, in-
tended, I suppose, for my cousin; and I
fake the liberty ofacting for himand meet-

| ing you in his place to demand sonfe cx-
. i planation."

He spoke sharply, but the tone was as-
sumed, for he really pitied <tle poor girl,

i thinking he understood her cusee xactly,
Still, he knew that she was desperate,

i and concluded that intimidation would all
things considered, be the wisest course.

“Well, sir, there’s nothing I need be

i afraid of I’m sure,” said Mary Loftus, after

, a minute recovering. “Your cousin has

, promised to marry me, sir; and hearing that

. he had come down here to spend his holi-
i days, and that there was a young lady here

; that his mother meant for him, I grew near-

i lyfrantic, sir. And—and you can't blame
me. I’m only a poor girl, but a lady, too,

¦ sir, and I trusted his honor, and I have a
. letter in my bosom written by his own

¦ hand, where he swears to make me his
wile."

i “Scoundrel and fool both !”

Mary Loftus fumbled in her bosom and,
, drawing forth •he letter, gave it to him

i without hesitation, assuring him that he
r might read ft for hjmsclf.

“1 know you are a gentleman, sir, and
would not see a poor girl t>rouged; and I

, was wild at the thought of his being here
1 where that young lady is, and his mother,

they say. so anxious for him to marry her.”
Mark, by the lightof some matches, read

the letter, its she ran led on.

foetru.
What Will the New Year Bring?

“Oh,what will the New Year bring me?*’
Sang abright-eyed littleboy,

As he paused’raid his childish playthings—
The source ofmany a joy.

Say quickly, mamma dear.

Will itbring me toys and candles.
As itbrings me every year?”

The mother glanced at her darling.
And breathed a silent prayer

That the New Year’s gift for her darling

MightImj unmixed with care.
“Oh, what willthe New Year bring me?”

Said a timid, happy bride
And she glanced with a lookof pleasure

Atthe husband at tierside.
“Oh,what willthe New Year bring me.

As itspeedeth on its way ?

Will itbring fresh joys and roses
For each succeeding day ?”

Hut the mother’s look was tearful.
As she glanced at her daughter fair,

For she knew, in the outward pathway,
Was hidden many a snare.

“Oh, what willthe New Year bring me
Said a feeble, weak old man:

“I’vetasted allearth’s pleasures.
And lifeis but a span.

Oh, what willthe New Year bring me,
NowIam growing old,

Aud few are thecharms that bind me.
For my days arc almost told?”

Ah! what the New Year briugelh

i Thy eyes may never see;
Fora narrow mound on the hillside

Is the only giftto thee.

J&teri
NEW YEAR’S NIGHT.

Mark heard a tapping on the window-
pane, and turning saw his aunt beckoning
anxiously. She raised the sash when he
had drawn nearer, and said : “Where is
Cora, Mark ? Have you seen her ?”

“No, aunt; but I have just come from
|my room. It is a very tempting evening,

j and I dare say she is walking about the

j grounds somewhere.’’
j It was a tempting evening; the melan-

! choly hour of sunset was nigh, and the

1 west, towards which he glanced, was a great

j mass of flames, and even old Aunt Alice,
following his gesture, paused fora moment

:to admire. But the thin and slight old
lady shuddered; the wind was rising and

she felt the chill.
“Cora is very reckless,” she said, still

pausing. “Idon’t think she has any con-
ception of fear—and —-Mark, I wonder if
I might venture in search of her. Y’ou
will give me your arm?”

j “We’ll make her out without difficulty,

i I am sure, a little walk will do you good,”
j said Mark Croxton, with alacrity. “Itis

I almost a spring evening, and not a bit like

I Christmas holidays.”
| So persuaded, but still distrusting, Mrs.

j Croxton withdrew, and closed the window,

j and in a short while, well wrapped up,

j joined her handsome nephew on the lawn.
| “I am vcxed’with Cora, and I think she

: might mention when she is going out; but
young people don't pay their elders much

| respect nowadays. It was very different

j when I was a girl, and I don’t think I was
| less independent. There are tramps and
all sorts of characters in the neighborhood—-
some gypsies arrived yesterday Iheard —

and Cora’s conduct is highly imprudent.”
! Mark, as in duty bound, defended Miss

j Cora Ailsworth, his betrothed, and avowed
j with truth that he was not at all alarmed

I about her. But Aunt Alice was not really
j relieved until she descried the young lady
jin question approaching them.

Miss Ailsworth took her scolding with

great good humor. She had been all the

way to the village—Middlefield. the drow-

jsy—fur letters, aud here was one from —

guess whom ? She extended the small
envelope, which Aunt Alice seized impa
tiently and opened, and through her gold
eye-glasses, read.

“From my graceless Mark,” said the old

I Jady, lowering the sheet to her side and

looking away disappointed; “aud of course

ho can’t come. Can t spare me a day oven

at Christmas,” she added, with something
almost like a faint sob.

“Well, never mind, aunt,” said her
nephew; “Mark, you know, hates the coun-
try; so dull for a town man.”

“So dull, dear? I don't sec. Wc are

to have dancing tonight t)d dancing to-

morrow night, and those other amusements

I heard you and Cora planning—and I
thought there was a great deal in contem-
plation. Well, if he would not enjoy him-

self I jloa’t wish him to come. I can't

I can’t understand Ids enjoyments—they
tell me very disquieting stories about him,

Ifhe were like you, Mark, as much in na-
ture as in names!” she said, looking sadly
on her nephew. “You are more my son
than he.”

She had had her dream about that grace-

less young fellow who was a source of so

| much anxiety, (f )te and Cora had liked
i each other 1 But it was not to be,

“Like me in name he is indeed,” laughed
Mark; “but as unlike mein nature as pos-

sible. At school they called him the

‘Black Mark,’ aud me, ‘Mark the perfect
man,’ out of the Bible, you know, and
that’s how we were distinguished, I was

an awful prig, I’m afraid—a sort of mix-
ture of Quaker and I’uritan, while he was

as reckless and disorderly almost as—as—-

as Cora here.”

“What do you mean, sir?” cried Miss
Ailsworth, aud even Aunt Alice laughed.

“Itis a fair hit, Cora.” said the latter.
“You certainly need to cultivate more care-
ful habits. I found your diamond earrings

on the parlor mantcl-piece this moruiug;

and your watch—where was it llosina
found your watch last week ?”

“Idop’t know; hut it might be any-
where,” replied the beautiful young lady,
with a rather scornful smile in Mark’s di-
rection. “I should hate to be perfect.
Some people’s virtues are more hateful than
other people’s faults.”

“Very well, Yfiss Ailsworth,” said Mark,
serenely, “Some day you will mpef with
serious loss, aud, though I don’t usually
rejoice at misfortunes, Ishall on that oc-

casion give my feelings free vent.”
Swiftly the winter twilightapproaches,

and though the sun had not quite touched
the western hills, there were already the
signs and tokens of the coming night.

Mark Croxton accompanied the ladies

It was, as she said, an absolute promise l,
backed by all sorts of solemn oaths, that
the writer, in spite of every possible oppo-
tion, would speedily make her his wife.
And itwas signed : “Your adoring Mark
Croxton.

“One look at this.” thought Mark,

“would kill my aunt as certain as a pistol
bullet through the heart. A dangerous 1
thing in the hands of a frantic crea-

ture like this girl, whether my cousin i
means to keep his promise to her or not. I
I must have this letter at any cost."

“Well, sir," said poor Mary Loftus, with

her hands clasped, as ifhe held her life in !
his keeping. j

“Miss Loftus, you certainly don’t know i
much about me; but I think you have con- i
Silence in me. or you would not trust a i
letter like this iu my possession for a sin- i
gle moment. I have a proposition to make.
Let me keep this letter for two weeks — i
until I can see my cousin—and I willgive
you a hundred dollars; and at the end of

llint time, on my honor, you shall have

your letter again. You must decide quick -

i ly, for I must return to the house, or they
I will come here in search of me.” 1

(’ora's treasure and its casket comprised
the only money he had about him; but

the crisis did not admit of an instant's -
delay, and, of course, he could make up
Cora's loss at any time—a still handsomer :

portemonnaie with proper inclosure —and
a severe lecture on the value of money and
the evil of careless habits.

{ So he held out the temptation—the
pretty pockctbook, the thick roll of notes —

under the covetous gaze of poor Mary
Loftus, who, perhaps, had never owned ten

dollats at any one time in her life.
| “Oh, sir, you will give me my letter
; again ?’’ she said, with a gasp, struggling
[ but yielding with every passing instant.

He would, on his word as a gentleman,
i and the exchange was made.

With a hasty good night, he left the

| girl turning over the notes in a dream, and

walked swiftly back to the house. As he
entered the parlor ho saw there was a

commotion.
The dancing had ceased. People by

twos and threes had drifted together and

were conversing earnestly, and near a

window his aunt was seated, and on an

ottoman at her feet sat Cora Ailsworth.

He knew intuitively that by this time

the money had been missed; bat still he
hoped they would not break up the party

because a hundred dollars had disappeared,
and he smiled at the reflection that Cora,
in reality, thought as much of money as

i anyone.
His aunt, spying him, called him to her

and hastily related what had happened.

He was, of course, properly astonished and
indignant, and began a homily ad-
dressed to Miss Ailsworth upon his favor-
ite text; but that troubled young lady
quickly cut him short.

“Pooh! It is not the money, but the

protemonnaie,” she said, almost crying.
“Mypoor mother’s!” And with the great-

est effort keeping back her tears, she told
him how she valued it as a keepsake.

“Get them to dancing again, Mark,”
! said Aunt Alice. “Cora is nearly over-

come. We will return presently; and I

depend on you to keep these people

amused."
An appalling office for Mark. But be-

fore he could protest his aunt and Cora bad

retreated, and there was really nothing for
it but to do what be could.

So assuming confidence that ho by no ,
| means felt, he took charge as master of
ceremonies, and soon had the music going
as before, and his friends skipping and

| frisking and setting to each other in the
giddy danco,

Meanwhile old Aunt Alice, who had |

| had her theory about the robbery from the

| first, was not idle.
j Inquiryamong the servants showed that j

1 a woman had been seen loitering at the end
|of the avenue that evening. Sarah Bil
: lock, the dairymaid, had seen “something ;
moving” near the spring house as late as
half-past eight. So all the servants no w j
at Briar Hill—foreign and domestic—were

impressed into service and dispatched to

search the grounds.

Mark Croxton, with a roll of music in

his hand, was Just In the midst of the Lan-
cers. eloquently calling upon all to prepare

! for the “grand chain.” when in burst Aunt
| Alice and Cora with the news that the

thief of the pearl pockctbook had been

found,.
There was a rush to the door and a mo=

mentary pressure there; and then the

crowd fell back and a group of servants —

some grave and excited, some giggling—-
were seen surrounding a pale, frightened,
slender and very pretty girl—our unlucky
friend Mary Loftus.

Mark Croxton was thunderstruck. He

followed his first Impulse—a prudent at

least and I am afraid, a cowardly one —and

stepping behind one of the two pillars, from

floor to ceiling, at cither end of this stately
room, and so was effectually hidden, where

at the same time he could onserve all that
followed.

Mary Loftus cried bitterly, and of her

explanations those about her could make

nothing, and practical Aunt Alice suggest-

ed a search. She was frightened and re-

sisted, but this only made matters worse,
and in a moment stout Sarah Billocks, af-

ter pushing and pulling at her garments,
suddenly and triumphantly drew out the
portemonnaie and its treasure.

“Very good, young woman,” said old
Aunt Alice, with a decisive closing of the
lips.

“You lodge in jail to-night."
Mark Croxton could stand it no longer,

and he emerged. The girl saw him with

a wild cry, apd threw herself no hjs boson).

“Igave ficr the tpopey and the pocket-
book, aunt," he said, and quietly told how
and where he had found both; and why he

had taken them.
“This is incredible, Mark," said Aunt

Alice, very pale and quivering nervously
with the excitement of the scene and a cer-
tain distrust she had begun to feel since

the gill threw herself into Mark's arms.

“Noone.gives away so large a sum for

nothing. I don’t believe it,” she added
fiercely, for she hated a lie, and had be- ••
lieved this man the truest on earth.

“Well, there was a consideration of

course. Aunt Alice,” said Mark softly,
himself very pale now.

“A valuable one,” persisted the old lady. '
“I demand to know what it was."

“But —but. Aunt Alice," said the young I
man, just beginning to realize the actual (
horror of his position, “suppose I do not I
wish you to know ?” i

•Then 1 will believe you have lied." '
said Mrs. Croxton, with a snap; “and this :

girl goes to prison, and I will see her pun- ;
ished for the theft if I have to appear in I
the witness-box myself! Now tell me, i
nephew, what you gave her that large sum

of money for?
She waited, looking on him with a white

and fiery stare —resolute and implacable.

I think she believed he had lied, and for 1
that moment hated him. rot-tilling his long

years of hypocrisy.
He was sorely distressed, and had not

yet disengaged himself from the embrace
of the bewildered and terrified creature

who had caused all this mischief ; but now

he seated her gently in a chair, and stood
erect and proudly, facing his aunt.

“1 have told the truth, Aunt Alice." he

said ever so gently, and yet with such a
manly resentment of her humiliatingimpu-

tation. “That money was a price of a com-

promising letter she held.”
“Oh !” cried the old lady, seeing, all of

a sudden, all that had passed iu quite
another light, and one certainly not more i
favorable to Mark. “A letter ?”

I suppose they both forgot where they
were and by whom they were surrounded.
Cora also was oblivious, and stood, fright-
ened and confused, with one hand on Mrs
Croxton's thin shoulder,

The crowd about them was, of course, i
profoundly interested; hut in a still and ,
well-bred manner, and, except the princi- i
cipals in this scene, scarcely anyone \
breathed.

“You willlet me see and read the letter, j
perhaps,” said Aunt Alice, dryly.

“Pon t ask that, aunt! I beseech you !

pleaded the unhappy young man. “For I
your own peace and happiness 1 implore 1
you!”

Her respiration became hurried and dif-

ficult, and she seemed almost on the point
of fainting.

“Don’t trifle with me Mark Croxton.

I am an old woman, not able to bear much,
and what I have always thought of you,
you know, and you willshow me the letter,

nephew. I command you to let me see it.”
To comply, or to refuse, a severe, per-

haps a fatal blow either way. Maik would
have given many years of his life to have

spared the aunt be loved, and who had so

long and tenderly loved and believed in

him. But now there was no longer room
for delay or escape, and with a deep sigh,
he handed Mrs. Croxton the letter.

I doubt ifshe cared now what the peo-
ple around her thought of the strange

scene in progress before them. Through
her glasses she deliberately read the letter

from beginning to end, and then, with

her thin lips curled into an expression
of intense disdain, quietly handed the paper j
bank.

“And you get that kind of letter while
engaged to Cora, here? I don't wonder |
that itcost something handsome to buy it
back. Y’ou are a villain.”

Great heaven ! he saw the truth; she did
not suspect the real author—her own son !

Poor Markwas sorely tried. He glanced
toward,Cora, and she met his look with a
piteous gaze—a despairing entreaty for

i explanation, light, truth,

i Ho saw that her trust was stillunbroken

—a single word would confirm it forever.

| What could he do? Should he speak?
i He had never dreamed how much he loved
her until now,

But his aunt—poor Aunt Alice —always
j so kind 1° him, and who had endured so

j much ! He alone besides herself could
j measure what she had suffered at the hands

• of her cruel and ungrateful son, and how

j much of her love and very life were bound
up there.

| A bad fellow he had been, but she had |
j no idea how bad, aud this letter, if Mark I

j spoke but a word, would reveal the depths
i of his cousin’s infamy, and pierce her
withered heart through and through.

“Well, sir?” she said, with white lips.
He spared her, and was silent, Itwas ¦

martyrdom,
She struggled for a moment before she I

could speak, and then, in a whisper with a
kind of pant, she said;

“Iam done with you, sir."
With a fixed stare, lasting for a second

or two, of bitter anger jpd contempt, she !
turned her back upon him, and, taking |
Cora’s arm, went over to the musicians i
and engaged in conversation with them, j
though I do not think she knew one word i
of what she or they were saying.

Mark bowed gently and withdrew — |
stunned, though he smiled round him as

he went oat, seeing the circle of curifius
faces through a mist.

After a while he took his simple luggage
and left the house, making a very quiet
exit by the rear, where he encountered no
one but Tom Willis.

From him he learned that the party was
rapidly breaking up. Mrs. Croxton had

been taken with some sort of fit—-nothing
serious, “one o’ them faintin' spells”—and
the strange woman who was found in the
grounds had been dispatched from the
premises in the same unconscious state, one

of the ladies having offered the use of her
carriage to bear the poor .creature tq ti)o.

village.

M|ss flora was crying and everything
was in confusion, and altogether honest
Tom never remembered such a disastrous
New Year’s party in all his born days,

Mark shook his hand and bade him good-
night and took a round-about course for the
railway.

Next day. fivemiles away, in the mourn-
ful solitude of his hotel, with a heavy
heart, he sat at his traveling desk and !
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The Loudest Noise Ever Heard.

From the Washington Star.

No thunder from the skies was ever ac-
companied with a roar of such vehemence
as that which issued from the throat of the
great volcano in Krakatoa. an islet lying
in the Straits of Sunda, between Sumatra
and Java, at 10 o’clock on .Monday morn-
ing, August “7th. 1888, says a writer in
the Youth’s Companion. As that dread-
ful Sunday night wore on the noise in-
creased in intensity and frequency. The
explosions succeeded each other so rapidly
that a continuous roar seemed to issue from
the island. The critical moment was now
approaching, and the outbreak was prepar-
ing for a majestic culmination. The peo-
ple of Batavia did not sleep that night.
Their windows quivered with the thunders
from Krakatoa, which resounded like the
discharge of artillery in their streets. Fi-
nally at 11) o’clock ou Monday morning
a stupendous convulsion took place, which
lar transcended any of the shocks which
had preceded it. This supreme effort it
was which raised the mightiest noise ever
heard on this globe. Batavia is 05 miles
distant from Krakatoa. At Carimon. Java,

| ••>•’> titles away, reports were heard on that
j Sunday morning which led to the belief

! that there must he some vessel in the dis-

i imice which was discharging its guns as

i signals of distress. The authorities sent
: out boats to make a search; they presently
| returned, as nothing could he found in

want of succor. The reports were sounds
which had come all the way from Kraka-
toa. At Macassar, in Celebes, loud cx-

I plosions attracted the notice of everybody.
| fwo steamers were hastily sent out to find

what was the matter. The sounds had
; travelled from the Straits of Sunda. a dis-
,to nee of 000 miles. Hut mere hundreds
of miles will not suffice to illustrate the

extraordinary distance to which the great-
-1 cst noise that ever was heard was able to

penetrate. The figures have to be ex-
pressed in thousands. This seems almost
incredible, but it is certainly true. In the
\ ictoria plains, in West Australia, the

| shepherds were startled by noises like
heavy cannonadin'.*:. It was some time
afterward before they learned that their

tranquility had been disturbed by the grand
| events then proceeding at Krakatoa. I7<M

miles away.

Old Instruments of Torture.

From X.V. Times.

There opened to the public last week.au
exceedingly interesting exhibition of genu-
ine instruments of torture used some few
centuries ago. before more humane meth-

ods superseded the rack and thumb screw

and other horrible implements with which

the church and crown were wont to argue
and remonstrate with Christians and ene-
mies. The collection was taken from the

royal castle of Nuremberg and is loaned
for exhibition by the Karl of Shrewsbury

and Talbot. The collection Is gruesome, but

fascinating, and it powerfully illustrates

the great progress which has been made in
humanity and justice. It is well worth
inspection.

The most valuable instrument of torture

in the collection is the ‘‘ironmaiden.” It
is a huge humane figure of wood, hollow.
It opens with two doors. The entire in-
terior is fitted with sharp iron spikes, each
several inches long. When the condemned

| person was placed inside and the doors

closed the victim was impaled on scores of

prongs. Two spikes entered his eyes ami
others penetrated every part of the l>ody.
It is a relic of the fifteenth century.

Resides this there are racks, wheels

which crushed every bone in the body,
pinchers lor pulling out longues, great

metal boots, iuto which Christian martyrs
were compelled to place their feet after the
hoots had been filled with melted lead ;

executioners swords, axes, masks, scourges,

flaggellants, manacles, branding irons, iron

collars, with the inner bands lined with
jspikes ; old blunderbusses, iron mail gloves*
which were healed redhot before being worn;
iron spiders, with long, sharp claws, which
were used to rend the flesh : stretching
gallows, execution chairs—in all, more than
(>OO of the most cruel and barbarous in-

| struments ever invented for causing intense
agony.

There is also a collection of several hun-
dred old prints, showing the application of
the various tortures, famous executions,
massacres and butcheries in the time when
the implements were used.

Peter Cooper’s Illustration of Usury.

New York Kvcniug Cost.

Mr. Cooper was always a careful and
prudent business men. He was always

i opposed to the met hods of many merchants,
who launched out in extravagant enter-

prises on borrowed money, for which they
paid exorbitant rates of interest. Once,

while talking about a project with an ac-
quittance, the latter said he would have to

j borrow the money for six months, paying

I interest at the rate of three per cent,

j “Why do you borrow for to short a time?’'
Mr. Cooper asked. “Because the brokers
will not negotiate bills for longer.” ‘ Well,

i if you wish,” said Mr. (’ooper, -I will
! discount your note at that rate for three
j years.” “Are you in earnest?” asked the

! wonld-bc borrower. “Certainly I am. I

will discount your note for SIO,OOO for
three years at that rate. Will you do it?”

I “Of course I will,” said the merchant.
“Very well,” said Mr. (’ooper, “just sign
the note for 910,00(1, payable in three

years, and give me your check for SBOO,
and the transaction is complete.” “But
where is the money for me?” asked the
astonished merchant. “You don't get any
money,” was the reply. “Your interest
30 months, at M per centum , per month,
amounts to 108 per centum, or $10,800;

therefore, your check for s>-00 just makes
jus even.” The force of this Practical illus-

| tration of.the folly of paying such an ex-
orbitant price for ihc use of money was

such that the merchant determined never

to borrow at such ruinous rates, and he

frequently used to say that nothing could

have so fullyconvinced him as this rather

humorous proposal by Mr. Cooper.

wrote (’ora aletter and told her everything,
with strict injunctions not to breathe a
sylliable to his aunt.

A few more days elapsed and his letter
was returned to him—unopened !

He was frightened in spite of himself.
How could he ever make the truth clear?
To lose Cora!

He returned to Briar Hill and was re-

fused admission; and in reply to his dis-
tracted message, circuitously conveyed to
the woman he now loved madlier than he

could ever have believed possible, came
word—cruel, insulting—that his ungentle-

manly persecution could never accomplish
anything, and that her resolution to see
him no more was unalterable. So all was

at an end.

With a sore heart and without hope,
Mark Croxton went abroad and made a
sort of Childe Harold pilgrimage, and the
next Christmas holidays found him in Con-

don—the most miserable man. 1 think, in
all Her Majesty’s dominions—without a
purpose, without a hope.

It was a pretty day, and Oxford street
was full of people buying their Christmas

things; and Mark sauntered'along, list-

lessly examined the shop windows, and all

of a sudden he found himsell face to face j
with his cousin, the other Mark—-the man

whose sin he had expiated and Cora Ails- I
worth.

Coni stopped, and was hastening to cn- j
tor one of the stores: hut he who loved !
her so well would not lose his chance, and, i
walking quickly to her he held out his
hand.

i “For God's sake, don't turn away from j
’ . 1me I My cousin is here, and I will force i

him to tell you how. to save him, I have j
crucified myself.”

“I know. He has told me,” she said
softly and downcast. “I know how I

wronged you."
But for the place he would have taken i

her in his arms. Mrs. Croxton’s son

came up.

j “Mark, old fellow, I swear Ididn't know

you! Shake hands, and Merry Christ-
mas I By Jove! you look awfully bad I :
What have you been doing with yourself?

: Why didn't you let me know you were in

I London ? We’ve been here a fortnight.
; But you were a selfish dog, Mark.

Mark winced,

j “Ay, a very selfish dog, always,” be
laughed sadly. “My aunt is here Miss

Ailsworth, and well?”
“Quite well," said Cora softly, through ?

her veil.
“Why don't you go home with Cora,

and see her ?” said the “Black Mark.” i
“I’m awfully tired ol prowling about shop-
ping, and if you'll relieve me, I’ll—I'll
remember you in my prayers—ha, ha !
when I say ’em.”

They chattered a little longer; but Cora’s
escort was impatient to get away, and
presently relieved them of his presence.

“He never thought of thanking you for
what you did for him,” said Cora, es she j
walked by Mark's side

“What I did was for my aunt's sake,
not his. How did it end ? What became j
of the poor girl, Mary Loftus?”

“He married her, after all. She is with

US ?”

“And did it not kill my aunt ?”

“No. The shock of the truth —the
realization of how nobly you had acted

i served as—as a—”

! “As a counter irritant," smiled Mark,
beginning to see. “So like poor Aunt

Alice. She willsec me now, I hope; and
is Mark happy with his wife?”

“She is an excellent girl; and he Is safe

with her, and that, you know, in his case {
is everything. His mother Is more than

happy. Nothing could have been more
fortunate than that marriage.”

Mark was silent a minute, thinking.
At last ho said :

“So everybody's affairs have turned out!
well except mine ?”

“And mine,” answered Cora, quietly.
“Well, Cora—am I to call yon Cora

again ? I believe you and I were the only j
sufferers after all. Fate has played us a
curious trick; but I dare say there is a ;
moral Sony where if we choose to look for
}f. This is the close of Christinas, and a

whole year has passed—a dark one to me,
love; shall it end brightly? Shall the next
be happier ?”

“I have forgiveness to ask."

“There is nothing to forgive my darling;
but a good deal to laugh over. Before

! our reconciliation is complete I must restore

| your stolen property —have you forgotten?” |
I “It was recovered immediately—you
i have forgotten I think.”
I “Well, everything about it is best for. '

gotten, Cora. Let the New Year’s Day
be merely a continuation ef the last, from i

j its happiest point, when wo were walking
! together at sunset in the grounds at Briar

| Hill, and let all the interval be sponged
| out; in short, let the next be in name and

deed a truly ”

“Happy New Year,” said Cora, with a (

i merry laugh.

Algiers Has a Stream of Natural
Ink.

In Algiers there is a small stream which !
the chemistry of nature has converted
into real ink. It is formed by the union ;
of two rivulets, one of which is very j
strongly impregnated with iron, while the
other, meandering through a peat, marsh,

imbibes gallic acid, another ingredient in

the formation of ink. Letters and manu-
script matter arc satisfactorily written
with this singular natural compound of
iron and gillie acid.

How to Stop Shoes from Squeaking.

Whan your shoes squeak, go to a shoe-

maker and hare him put a peg in the
middle of the sole, and there, will he no
more loud proclamations. Another thing,
when you buy a pair of new shoes and i
they hurt you, put water in them and let i
it remain for a minute, then pour it out,
and if your shoes burn or hurt you after
that you can say this is wrong. The
water takes all natural heat out of the

1 leather and makes the shoes comfortable.


