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QHARRER BROS.,
.

(lothiers & Merchant Tailors.

Wantz Building,

Main Street, Near Depot,

WESTMINSTER, MD.

We have as usnal

4 FULL LINE OF GOODS FOR
SEASONABLE CLOTHING.

IN GLOVES—

We have a fine line.

HANDSOME NECKTIES —

In all styles.

HANDKERCHIEFS, COLLARS, CUFFS,
SUSPENDERS, &c., &e.—

(OME AND EXAMINE OUR STOCK

#. We show a Larger and more
Varied stock of Cloths, Cassimeres,
Clothing and Gents’ Furnishing

Goods than any other house in the

county

STYLES AND PRICES

Will Astonish You.

; in store for us, in our lusurious “Pullman
to SHARRER BROS., -6t Slosper.” :

i — What was our surprise and disgust on
gTRAUS, opening our eyes the following morning,
s STRAUS, to find oAursclvm at a sl:nut_l-slillll..-‘-?.rn?n‘ded

g, | o0 all sides by huge white drifts, with a
e | parfoct gale blowing about us, and the
FURNITURE, thermometer down somewhere in the re-
FURNITURE, | grion of 30 or 40 degrees below zero.
FURNITURE. l A small army of men were ahead of us
gnn the track, doing their best to shovel us
:uuh Tio giant engines (“Mognls” l!my
The S‘;‘““'" has "“l"""l were called) had been legraphed for :
Wl goods arc going fast i S s et asre” The
ll:¢ WE l'n.s! becanse the cor- but ax yet we remained tn(m.nlr?( The
regl 2 '}""N and quality are | snow was packed hard and solid in front
e SBREACR A he I of us, behind us,—we could neither move
rices e lower than ever. e
I'he prices are low because | forward.nor back.
we are gyiisfind withvs small | During the night the delightful dining-
i | car, with all its conveniences, had heen
switched off at some station. What were
A yop want any ! we to do for breakfast 7 The bitter, brac-
FURNITURE, ing afr gave us a -“;;N ] 111‘1:id(‘;| »:‘];pol:t:‘
> o ainely of a ten-
FURN}PURE, fie thonght pegretfully, longingly Ix 2
FURNITURE, | der, juicy piece of voast heef left untouche
. . i | on our plate—of’ a second cup of cxerllent
N coffee left unfinished the night before,
What would we not give for them. now !
CHAMBER SUITS, We sat up in our berth, ;u:d pccr-uol
bl ""‘I“‘g‘l"“-" Waods, | through the Little window on which the ice
it ey o 1 lace-work and |
 lay thick, forming woaderful
.00. |
L | mimic forests, out at the white, glittering
| wurld around us.
PARLOR SUITS, Jt was not snowing now ; the sun shone
150 different atyles to select ! high in the bright, cold blue above; we
Hivk Amuld hear the men shouting to one mother
| as they shoveled.

:g:PETB' {  Judging from the sun it must be late, |
b | We drew our watch from under the tiny,
g::ggggg’ | flabby pillow ; the hands were at 10.

)

EXTENSION TABLES,
EXTENSION TABLES,

or in fact any and every-
thing regmsm- for the
HOME,

STORE
TURE LINE.

STRAVUS,
STRAUS,
STRAUS,

N. E. Corner Howard and Fayette
streets,
w29y BALTIMORE, MD.

TBI IOMG HBBAI.D
tbr 1894.

Publishees take in announcing that

‘“:t‘oubl ."nﬂ Ihllu’whue g price
T to t pages,

$3.00 year 1o

ve-unln\me eun:-ﬁ‘t LRiad R much

I'i matter than is
E’:‘:’r&%mo’ "m!lomlnlpwﬂerl-ld"

Its News Servi ﬂ:m counties is through and
n{:uumnmum full, complete and acet-

Tts Ilustrated Wo-ln'u is a featare that will

not be found in
A veroatim m‘mm mrb’ Bg_gf_

| We had lain nc:\rly all night motionless |

Poetry.

THE OBCHABD ON THE HILL.

Marice Thuwpl-m in . Nicholas,

Grandfather's home !—that dear old place,
A house with gables wide

Embowered in trees, a great red barn
With haystacks at its side,

A brook spanned by a rustie bridge.
A gloomy, rumbling mill,

And set against a dreamy sky
An orchard on a hill!

Oh, every summer I go there,
‘When school is out, to stay;
I look for hens' nests, drink new milk,
And tumble on the hay.
Grandfether is the best of men—
He lets me start the mill—
And eh, the pippins growing in
‘The orchared on the hill!

Grandmother’s old, too, but so sweet
=he’s sprightly, though she’s gray

She feeds the chickens, milks the cows.
And churns, ‘most every day,

Such yellow butter! And her pies
The pastry-cupboard fill;

They're made of yellow harvests from
The orchard on the hill.

Across the farm T love to run,
Through fields of grass and grain,
And fight the thistles by the brook.
‘The mulleins in the lane.
1 love the dear old garden set
With rosemary, rue, and dill;
But best of all, and most of all,
The orchard on the hill !

Oh, the berries from the briers !
Oh, the melons green and gold !
We put them in the spring-house

And from the bechives, now and then,
A honey-bowl we fill,

Ta sweeten our baked guinees from
The orchard on the hill.

|
|
To make them good and eold; |
|
|

At night grandfather tells me tales
Of long and long ago,
Grandmother knits and knits and smiles

To see her stocking grow., l

While all outdoors it is so calm,
So dusky and so still

And then the moon rolls up behind
The orchard on the hill.

Al9o'clock we have our prayer,
And then I go to bed,

Away off in the darkest room,
And cover up my head,

*Most scared to death, and listen to
The lonesome whippoorwill

Calling to its mate across
The orchard on the hill.,

A loud “Hurrah !” went up, and “Three
cheers for our plucky little conductor !”

Hopeful, smiling faces took the place of
gloomy, frowning ones, and the murmurs
of grumbling and discontent ceased. Mean-
while our little conductor bad left us—had
set forth without further delay on his brave,
kindly errand: »

We curled ourselves in our warm berth
for a few minutes more, and thought shiv-
eringly of the bitter cold without, and the
terrible blizzard blowing. We decided
that Conductor B— (we afterward learned
the good man’s nume) was a hevo. Think
of what he was facing for us!

Then we realized we must dress. We
managed to make our toilet—in a some-
what cramped position, it is true, as even
the best of “Pullman” berths are not very
wide—but then, every one else was up and
dressed, as we have already said, and,
therefore, we could not make good our es-
cape to the dressing-room as well as we
might have done otherwise.

So, concealed by the heavy red and gold
barred curtains, we managed to avoid ob-
servation, until we could come forth prop-
erly attired.

We were dimly conscious l.lml our over-
and had
ave doubts as to whether our hair wa;

| skirt hung somewhat crookedly,

as

smoothly and artistically arranged as it

{ should have been, as we had had only a
tiny hand-glass to view it by ; but it was
| the best one conld do under the circum-
| stances.
| On presenting ourselves we were greeted
| by a little derisive laughter ncar by, which
| was rather nettling, to say the least.

A well-known voice exclaimed in a rather
convulsed tone:

“If you only could see yourself, child! |

You are simply irresistible !
| We deigned one scornful look in the
‘ the which emanated
from a young man, who appeared so meek-

direetion of voice,

| ly innocent, wit

Select Story.
A SNOW BLOCKADE.

Lahw B. Smith in Demorest’s Monthly Magazine.
|

1 on the track; or rather.not motionless, for we

had been rocked to and fro in the fierce,

| wild wind, thay had swept over the plains,

{

like a ship at sea; but we had made little,

concerned.
It had been snowing when we left Omaha,
and crossed the white, frozen Missouri ; but

a severe storm had nct been anticipated, |

and thoughts as to the possibility of our
| being blockaded by the snow had not en-
tered our mind,

We had dined cosily in one of those

| handsome dining-cars. so fameas on the C. | ;
| but, oh ! how more than thankful we poor, |

famished mortals were to noble little Con-

| B. and Q. Railroad, and afterward had
gone to sleep, all unsuspecting of what was

Quickly we pulled partially aside the
‘5 heavy striped curtains—nearly every one
was up and dressed in the “Pullman,” and
the porter had made up most of the
berths.

No little grombling was going on, and
gloomy, hungry faces met us on all sides.
Cries for “The Conductor! The Con-
ductor ! were going up dismally, angrily,
entreatingly from every quarter, and when
finally, in response to the cries, the con-
duetor of the train, a wiry little man, with

a good-natured, though just then a some-
what troubled countenance gppeared, sum-
moned from an adjoining car by the por-
ter, he was fairly assailed, and overwhelmed
by the clamorous little crowd.

«RBregkfast! Breakfast! We want
breakfast ! shouted the people, casting
fierce, indignant glances at the portly,
rather sulky-looking “Pullman” conductor,
who had all along remained stolidly mdxf-
ferent to their discomfort.

In vain did the poor little conductor of
the train bow and smile and protest.

“«“We are two miles and a half from the
nearest station,” he assured them.

«No matter. We must have something
to eat,” he was informed.

The mueh troubled, kind- hearted con-
ductor was silent an instant. - Then, sud-
denly In cried, a generous, unselfish glow

over his weather-beaten face, his
voice ringing out clear and emnpngty

asm, and

| never d d him guilty of
fled in the direction of the dressing-room.

In the privacy and seclusion of that small

room
altogether agreeable—they were apt to be
too frank occasionally.

It was nearly noon when our gallant
conductor returned, straggling wanfully
! with two huge, heavily laden baskets, his

small, wiry form so whitened by the snow,
| through which he had waded, his red,
weather-beaten face such a dull purple

. . .| from the stinging cold, as to be almost un-
| Oor no pmg‘r(* so far as our Jﬂ“l‘"('.\ was

recognizable.
Again the rent with cheers.
| Then the great haskets were seized upon

car was

with startling rapidity, and their- contents
rified in less time than it takes to write of.
The somewhat tough steak between the
thick slices of bread was cold, and the cof-
fee, which had been brought in bottles,
cold likewise, and quite innocent of milk ;

duetor B—!
“Some one brought me hack in a sleigh,”

, that one would have |

we determined husbands were not |

quite so intense. The pretty frost-work
on our windows was disappearing in little
rivulets. We ventured a wistful look out
at the huge drifts, then let our eyes roam
back to that young couple so near us once
more.

“Pshaw! It’s thawing
am !” we heard the young
considerable emphasis.

“Sorry ?"" suggested the shining-haired
girl in slight surprise.

“Yes; you must know why,”
the young fellow, insinustingly.

He leaned a little toward her; there was
a dangerously softness suddenly born in
his good-looking blue eyes.

! How sorry I

man say with

continned

The dark eyes opposite were veiled an
instant by the white lids and black lashes.

“You know as soon as it thaws enough
we shall have no trouble getting out of
these drifts,” pursued her companion, his
gaze still intent on her slightly averted
face, “and then in a few hours, or so—hy
tomorrow morning, at the latest—we shall
be in Chieago, and—and there T Shlll lose
sight of ygu.”

We turned a little
window—it did not scem quite right to be
overhearing all this; but how could we

more toward our

prevent it reaching us with the young cou-
ple so near, and no movement of the train
to drown it ?

‘ eago—papa and I,”" the girl made answer,
| at length, a little shyly.

[ «will you really ?  You are very good!
| How soon may I come ?”

“(Jh—as soon as you care to.”
“Then it will be right away.

| come tomorrow evening—may 17" very
| eagerly and anxiously.
The dark-eyed young girl laughed. She |

»vidently not greatly disple
n we stole a glance at her face.

| pink cheeks were pinker still.

“Very well,”" she said simply.

What meant that tremendons jerk ?

{  “Hurrah ! Hurrah!” cried several, start-
| ing to their feet. “We're off ! we're off!”
And surely we were
Away between the great banks of snow we
went—puffing, puffing. We did not run
very smoothly; but, then, was it not some-
| thing to feel motion onee more, after bei
at a stand-still nearly twenty-four hours?
We passed the “Moguls,” which had
come to our relief, on a side-track. They
| were covered with snow up to their head-
| lights, which shone redly through the
| white, clinging mass. Some of the men
| cheered them, boyishly, as we passed.

moving at last.

(‘onductor B—came rushing through
the car to congratulate us, and tell us he |
had telegraphed ahead to one of the sta-
tions for supper.  The little man was at
| once surrounded, and before he fairly real-
| ized what was happening,
|

a roll of bank-

“Pullman” in

ZENETONs  Services,

| day from inmates of the
gratitude for his most
and.

thrust in his
“No, no !

hemently, finding his breath after his as

he informed us cheerily, hing his good-
i1y store of provisions yapishing with an
| appreciative smile, “so it wasa't so Lad,
‘,)'nu see, after all. If the wind hadp't
’ blowed <o ['d have reached the station soon
| enough in spite of the snow; but ‘twas
pretty hard walking with that 'eye blizzard in
your face all the way! And that ‘eve Jowa
town! (referring to the station,) well,
"twasn't any credit to the State! II' it
had been, I'd have brought you something

better*—but, bless my soul, 1 was lucky to | g appreciation of his noble and praise- |

| get what T did!” he ended, chuckling.

| “It’s good enough—good enough!” a
chorus of vojces protested, gnd the way the
huge sandwiches and black coffee were
disappearing would certainly testify that it
was not bad.

All that day we were snow-bound,
hours seemed interminable—the day end-
less. The passengers read, dozed, talked
by fits and starts with one another, stared

|

aimlessly about the car, for they could see |

pothing out the windows for the drift
yawaed, slept 2 little more, pl ed cards as
« last resource, and gyew dopressed, cheer-
ful, desperate, and hopeful by tarss.

From our corner—a corner rendered
more comfortable through the aid of shawls

and pillows—we watched intently the peo- | i

| ple about us, gnd before the. day ended
| became not a little interested m some of |
1 them.

Will we ever forget that pretey, fresh. |
Land |

| faced girl with the shining brown hai

dark, wide-open eyes ?

: now, that shapely small head, with its
| crown of lustrous hair, outlined against the
dull-red back of the car-seat, as she leaned
gracefully back; smiling just a little at the |
rapid animated convepsation of a certain
fair-haired young map sitting opposite
her? How bright—how full of life she
seemed ! Nothing appeared to weary her;
not even the tedious delay on the journey
caused by the snow-blockade.

What would we not give for such con-
tentment of dispositlon ?

But, perhaps, the fair-haired, bluc-eyed
young man had something to do with this
serene contentment, this capability of en-
joyment under trying circumstances.

She had evidently not known him long.
Indeed, they seemed to have gotten ac-
quainted since the morning. Some one,
evidently a relative of the girl, had made
themknown to eachother. This same rela-
tive, a stout, business-looking man, was ab-
sorbed in euchre at oneend of the car. The
young people were, therefore, left to them-
selves, From behind our “Secaside” we
stole frequent glances at them.

“Concocting a romance, as usual?”" a
voice observed in our ear.

But our only response was a slight frown
in the young man's impertinently smiling
face.

The day wore on. Phe car began to
grow shadowy and dim. The porter climbed

The |

(Can we not see, |

ish . “No, no! T only did my
duty—T cogldn’t see you all perish for
| something to eat—I don’t
| W‘Irll i

Whereupon a tall, distinguished-looking
had addressed as
(General Burney, rose among the eager
crowd, and in a most timely and graceful
| little speech insisted that (Condyetor B—
should do us the
| small amount offered him in token of the

want any re

man, whom some one

worthy conduet.”

the little conductor (most
honest of men !) feared the railroad com-
pany might not approve of his taking any-
thing of the kind—his candid red face was
! full of dismay; the bills seemed to burn his
trembling, nervous fingers. But when he
was assyred the superintendent of the road
should be written to, and his permission,
| secured, then, finally,

However,

| upon.

Ah, honest little Conductor B—!
will we meet another like you ?

He left us smiling at length, with his
I;.’il' stuffed into an old leather wallet in
his pocket,

“Them “little ones will surely have to
have sort o' treat!” we head him say as the

When

| door closed upon him, and we had no doubt |

but that he was referring to numerons |
| blue eyed young man wore a very sober |

! small B's at home.

()n, on through the darkness and snow |
| we fled—faster and faster, making up for
lost time. We passed throngh a long stretch |
of black woods.
leafiess branches, which were silhouetted |
| with vivid distineiness against the star-lit

Our young couple were looking at it |
together, and the young man had ventured
to change his seat for the one beside the
shining haired girl.

How her hair did shine in that clear
yellow white moonlight !

We wondered, regretfully, why it was
one’s hair would not always keep that beau-
tiful luster, and thought with fear of com-
ing birth days. Tt would not be so very
many years before we should be in the
thirties! We expeeted to lose hair, eyes,
and everything, then.  Old age was creep-
ing on us !

We cried just a little in our shadowy
corner by the window, and asked ourselves
whether the terribly fierce individual, sitt-
ing so meekiy beside us would care for
us then, as he did now? We managed to
steal one hand, unseen, into his, and when
it was warmly clasped was foolish to feel
comforted by it.

“Tambledon *
the brakeman,

It was not a very musical name; but did
we not hail it with joy? For was it not
here we were to have supper and dmner
combined?

Such a

Bled.

T

1" oh a

IRt}

up on his poptable and prepared to
light the lamps. o
The giant rloph" had lmved,ul

z, such a ped n_
followed !
In the yush we quite luuightnlm

young couple. ::nnthenth.nihi

“We shall be pleased to see you in. Chi- |

I shall |

sed, and ‘
The |

bills, which had been collected during the |

protested the small man ve- |

vor of accepting the |

he was prevailed |

hi ick, |
Sront Dea i Beishasis | We could see his broad back through the |

sky, shone on us a full, pale yellow moon. T

polizing the convers The elder
man was intent, as the majority of others
were, on the meal before him. How little
did the young people know whether it was
fried ham and eggs, or roast beef and
mashed potato on their plates! And yet
they were hungry like the rest of us, and
ate heartily enough. But they evidently
did not know just what it was they were
eating

ion

“Cecil,” we managed to whisper, “were
we ever that oblivious?”
The grim, stern man addressed as “(ecil”

struggled a moment with some very hot
coffee, and the replied heartlessly-

“Yes; I guess we were just such fools.”
If it had not been that there was a certain
kindly, tender smile lurking in his blue
gray eyes, when he said this, what mighe
the consequences not have been?

All through the night the train fled on
at a fearful speed. We slept but little,
aud at Burlington sat up in our narrow
berth, and looked out at the pretty, quaint-
Tooking town sleeping so peacefully in the
pale, still moonlight on the hill side, above
| the great, dark, rushing Mississippi.

In the morning a dining car was puton,
and at breakfast we had the pleasure of
just behind our young conple at
one of the little white tables.

The girl looked more blooming than
ever. Certainly, a long journney did not
lessen or injure her young beauty any!

The dark eyes shone; the fair cheeks glow-
ed; the pretty hair was brushed back from
the white temples so smoothly it made one
think of rich, amber-brown satin !

At coquettish brown hat,

over whose
brim fell countless little brown plumes,
| surmounted this shining hair.

“Papa,”
smilingly, quite aundaciously,
have decided we
| blocked.”

The young man looked an e

the owner of it was saying
Mr.—and I

rather like being snow

er assent.

“Well, youdidn’t seem to mind it much,”
| admitted the girl's father,
| the young people blushed considerably.

We were on the outskirts of that great

city. now—the “Queen of the West.
Occasionally we caught glimpses of the

blue, sun lit Lake Michigan. All about
| us were the pretty suburbs of the huge
town—small attractive homes, surrounded
by tasteful little gardens.
Surely, these dining cars were models of
| comfort !  One could sit sipping one’s cof-
fee at the diantiest of white tables, with a
| most tempting and deliciously cooked little
| breakfast before one, and yet have one’
1 eyes charmed by lovely scenery flash-
|ing past! How much preferable, this, to
| scrambling out at some forlorn little wity
| station and snatching a hurried, miserable
{meal ! Here one could eat as leisarely as
| one liked, with every want supplied.
the most perfv:t-x attendance.
“Sambo,”
and apron.
us, #0 fearful was
have all we wished.

and

Our grinning
sacc l ue

in his spotless
fairly hovered around
he lest we should not
And did he not seem
as delighted as a child, when we praised
{ the pretty little green and gold bill of fare?
“Keep one, Mistiss—keep one !" he cried
thrusting one into our hand, and when in

return we slipped some bits of silver into |

his black palm, how startling that capaci-
ous grin became.

We found our young couple in front of |

us had already secured two of the dainty
pieces of green and gold cardboard.

“[ want you to keep yours in remem-
| bepance of ouf pleasant trip,” we heard the

The girl raised her luminous eyes for a
moment to his face; then dropped them.

“I shall need nothing to remind me of it,”
she said prettily.

And while these little significant asides
were going on, how obligingly absorbed the
young girl's father remained in the Chicago |
Tribune, which, with other papers, had |
been brought on board at the last station ! |
He, evidently, must have known the young
wan before, we determined. He appear-
| ed so perfectly at ease concerning his con-

stant presence with his daughter.

As we had finished our breakfast there
| was no further excuse for remaining
| left

S0 wWe

the dining car for our “Pullnian.”

ful couple, Just as we were entering the
city they made their appearance. The

| expression, and the girl's laughter did not
lcumc quite so frequent or gayly. They
| occupied the seat alone again, g5 the girl
| father was smoking out on the platform,

' window in the door, and could not help
langhing a little at the apparent indiffer-
ence with which he received his daughter’s
| attentions.

We decided the good looking young man
must be a desirable parti.

“And I way come tonight’ You re-
mewmber, you said [ might,” we heard pres-
ently the young fellow saying with no little
eagerness,

The girl averted her face somewhat, and
looked out rather unseeingly, we thought,
at the tall, white houses before her.

The “yes” was not very audible. but her
companion seemed satisfied.

“Would you—would you?” he said, a
little unsteadily, and leaning slightly over
her, “would you mind wearing this for me
in memory of our snow blockade?”

He slipped a small opal ring off his little
finger ashe spoke. The train was running
very slowly—creeping into the dark depot—
we could easily distinguish the young

couple’s words. They scemed quite un-
mindful of the others in the car, although
they remembered softly; but we were so
near, we really could not help hearing.

After a little, the young girl made answer
shyly, and letting him slip, unseen, as she
supposed, the little shining hoop of wold,
with its pretty, many tinted stone, on one of
her small, white hands—

#“No; | shall not mind wearing it, for—
| for. it wus then Lmet you. Hvidently there
 was tuch that had been -ﬂ on ﬁu lvll

-i had

at which both

But we had one more glimpse of our youth- |

SEX RELATIONSHIP.

A Calm and Dispassionate View of
The Womln Quesuon
From the Wi ﬂlmlm(er Review.

The rights and wrongs of women are
now debated with a vigor and virulence
which increase every day. Those who
demand for women not only all the priv-
ileges which men posses but also continu-
ed exemption from their responsibilities
would earry the principle of female emanci-
pation to a point which has aroused opposi-
tion on the partof many who in every great
question of the day are admittedly leaders
of the party of progress.  While the contest
rages as to whether- women are to know.
say and do everything that the coarsest of
men can, or, on the other hand, be kept
completely in the background. people are
apt to forget what is really the crucial
point of the whole question.

They forget that the position of women,
and of men, too, for that matter, is insepa-
rably bound up with the relationships
between the sexes known as marriage:
apt to forget the importance of that rela-
tionship not only to individuals, but to the
state; are apt to forget that too

are

rigorous s
subjection of women may bring us near to
barbarism: too great an emancipation may

in the world’s history been the outcome of |
a civilization which has not placed due |
restraint on the passions and impulses,

the proper maintenance of the relations
between husband and wife quite as much
as on its outer strength, and however great
and powerful a country may scem to be, if
unhealthy,-if |
! the wife has not her place in the social |
polity, that country is rotten to the core,

and its complete decay and demoralization
are inevitable.

these domestic relations are

Speaking generally, there
are four aspects or ideals of the status of
the wife—four ways in which her position

is regarded by men.

There is the method of the barbarian,

that of the oriental, that of western ci

last is practically the degraded form of the
third. The barbarian regards his wife
a mere slave—;
carry his burden:
The oriental se

ubmit to his ill nsage.
n his wife a plaything to

strictest seelusion, and to be treated
gether as a brainless being;

cerned, much as the squaw is regarded by
the savage.
From the third point of view the wife's |

position is very different. True, sheis the
mother of her husband's children; true, she
s to perform which her husband
ain; true, her husband is the

the “family, and she hears his
But with all this she
as her husband’s equal, is the sharer of
counsels, his intelligent partner and h:
right to expect from him the fidelity which

would di
head of

name.

s0 one sided.

The credit of placing this view of mar-
| ried life before mankind has been claimed
i by Christian writers for their religion.
But although we must admit that Chris
| tianity has done much to improve the posi-
| tion of woman, yet the high ideal which

we have termed that of western civilizatio
| existed in a very strong degree in ancient
‘i Greece, still more strongly among the
| Romans and the nations of western Europe,
| whom they conquered and civilized long

young man saying; “I mean to keep mine.” | before Christianity was preached, and the important town and county wha l“uwt

| noble qualities which weg admire in those
i races may often be directly traced to the
influence of wives and mothers.

But high as is this ideal, history shows
| that there are dangers which threaten those
| societies where it prevails; danger the out
| come of that very civiliza lll()u which it has

done so much to perfect. Luxury,

pros-

| perity, too great liberty, want of mutual |

respect and continual striving after new
sensations are too apt to destroy that
| wholesome state of things which has been

the palladium of every great nation, and we.

too often have cx.nnple~ of the fourth ideal,
which, though springing from the third, is
so distinet from it that it deserves to be
classed by itself. Where 3 wile is no
longer content with taking her share in

the battle of life, no longer content to re-

| cognize the fact that there are things which
it better becomes the

the man, and vice versa; when she insists
on aping and sharing the follies and vices
of the man, on casting fram her that mod-
esty and reserve which are woman's great-

est charms; when she spurns maternity and |
ldnmestlc daties as trivial or monotonous,
|t | then indeed the marriage state must fall |
| into disrepute; then the fatherland wnst
‘ surely suffer.

It was this which led to the unspeaka-
ble horrors of impevial Rome ; it was the
unsexed women, their profligacy only
equaled by their audacity, who were
responsible as much as Nero and Domitian
themselves for the downfall of Roman eciv-
ilizatiaon. Otho and Silius would have been
impossible but for Poppwa and Messalina.
1t iatter times, too, and even in Christian
countries, where the marriage tie was in
theory held so sacred that if duly cele-
brated it could only be dissolved by death,
we have seen a state of things as bad.

e

If a coal dealer sell a load of oval to
another who refuses to pay him for them,
will he sell to him the second time!
If a farmer sells a crop of corn to
another who refuses to pay him, will he
sell to him again ?  If a merchant sells a
bill of goods to another and the party re-
fuses to pay haii, will he sell him the sce-
ond bill?  If a physician tases his bmn,
leaves a warny hed, exposes himself to all
weathers, loses time, wears out himself and
team, to relieve the safferings of humanity,
what would you call the man whe refuses

or will not pay him? It is a poor rale

Ll;u.mt'wkbodim;l. “To be honest

is honesty, mmbhuuuy.nhh all { ty
It

lead to that corruption which has so often |

The prosperity of a country depends on |

zation, that of corrupt civilization. which |

a squaw to cook his food, |

gratify his passions, to be kept in the |
alto- |
regarded by |
him, in fact, so far as any respeet is con- {

looked upon |

in the case of the sayage or the oriental is |

woman to do than |

and Their Readers.

There are three or four classes of people
who never read the daily or weekly news-
paper even in this e¢nlightened nineteenth
century, and, singulurly enough, they have
ittle in common save this one peculiarity.
IThat they are behind the age is not more
evident than that some of them are missing
liberal educa-

Newspapers

the chance of obtiining a
tion without the loss of time and the ex-
penditure of money involved in a aniver-
sity course.

Men who cannot read would naturally
be expeeted to care nothing for the news-
paper. And yet it would be a great mis-
take to suppose that all men of _this sort
are thus indifferent. There are many il-
literate men who are eager to know what
is going on, and they are among the best
patrons of public journals. While they
cannot read, they listen to others, and
usually have retentive memories. It
great mistake to suppose that all the illit-

a

erate are also ignoraant.

Some people are too parsimonious to pat-
ronize the newspaper. They imagine that
{ their chief duty in life is to make all they ‘

| can and save all they can. in order that |

heir children may have a good time after |
the They |
ndulge in no luxaries and no comforts

| they have gone to cemetery.
{ with which they ean dispense, and as they |
| look upon the newspaper as a luxury they
| will have nothing to d. with it [‘In-lr‘
children grow up rude, unenltured, ignor-
| ant and starved in mind because of the
| folly of those parents. |
| There is » ¢lass of highly cultured peo-
| ple in the coantry who will not read any |
book which is less than a half century old,
|-because thoy do not believe anything is |
literature which has not stood the test of |
| time, and the ue: wspaper, in their critical
opinion, is not literature and never can be. |
They live in the past. They have only a | f
vague idea of what the world is talking and
| thinking about and are of very little use to
| themselves or to anybody else.
Other good people do not take u news-
paper into their homes simply because of |
They know they ought to
take one for the benefit of their children, |

| carelessness.

if not for their own information; they mean
to do it some day, but keep putting it off,
partly because there are so many good pe-
riodicals that they find it difficult to make |
a choice between them, and partly becs
they have formed such a habit of ‘putting |

se

off until tomorrow what ought to be done |
iloduy that they find it hard to act with |
decision.

The citizen of a free country who does
not take a modern journal does himself |
and his family a great wrong. He cannot
| intelligently discharge the duties of citi-
zenship unless he has some knowledge of |

the present day
grossing public attention. To be familiar
ith the wisdom of the fathers of antiquity |
He of much
ighbors unless he is in
sympathy with them, and he eannot un-
derstand them or he in touch with them

|
| unless he has breathed the modern spirit.

problems which are en- |

< not a enongh cannot be

| serviee to his

The newspaper of the present day is the |
most marvelous product of this wonderful |
It has gross defects. it is true, but |
it is the representative of the thenght of
| the average people of its age and the tairly
ccurate mirror of passing events. Kach
morning it gives its readers a full report of |
the local happenings and the sub of

ge.

| edly is efficacious.

| Indians,

| earliest infancy.

Shun Debt.

It is better to live in some discomfort,
than to live in the fear of creditors whose
bills we are not able to pay. If a-man ise
in easy circumstances the bland tradesman
urges you to buy -and “pay when you
please.” If you are poor and your char-
acter for honesty and integrity is above
reproach and you borrow on that, you pawn
your character. If a man has the courage
when he istempted to go into
debt, he may have to suffer some privation
perhaps he may feel somewhat keenly his
want, but he will not imperil his honor nor
suffer the worry and discomfort of dunning
creditors,

Indirectly men incur indebtedness that
ruins them.  To do a friend a favor by the
use of your name iz often necessary in bus-
iness. Itis simply complying with the
form of a business contract. He needs
money, and to borrow it requires security.
Still the responsibility for the entire sum
rests on the security which he must pay if’
the principal fails. Some of the best and
most honorable men have been ruined by
We do not
advise against security in all cases, because
that would make a radical change necessa-
ry in the business world, or stop a large
amount of business transactions, but it is
foolish in the extreme to

to say “no,”

aceommodating their friends.

accommodate a
| friend at the expense of your own raiu.

It would be better in all cases to give
your friend money, if you have it, and if

| you have not, you are probably not in a

situation to safely secure him. We think

! the following rules would prevent a vast

mn)um of financial disaster

“Never borrow where there is a chanee,
| however, remote, that you will not be able
to pay.

Never lend what you are not pre-
pared to give, arantee for another
| what you cannot (ulﬁl if the other should
' In this way your financial condition

Never g

| cannot be seriously embarrassed.

- -

How Not to Take Cold

From the National Educator.
A little bit of really valuable advice for
this season of the year :  Keep your mouth

shut.  If people would only do this they

| would avoid colds and coughs, and ottimes

serious illness. The preseription is a very
simple one, and vot even the merit of orig

21
nality

an be claimed for it; but it undoubt-
Mr. Catlin, the cele-
brated traveler among the North American

discovered that they were free
from many of the dise which afflict
civilized and he attributed this
exemption to the practice of keeping their
mouths closed at almost all times, except
they are eating or talking. The
mothers teach the children this from their
And does it not stand to
that it is better to breathe through
the nostrils the chilly

nations,

when

reason
air when leaving a
heated room for the street, or even when
going into a cold passage, than letting it go
straight to the lungs in an ordinary way?
Mr. Catlin deelares that “Shut your mouth”
is the most important motto which the
human language can convey.
-

The example farnished by nature in the

| production of marble from chalk by water—

the latter percolating gradually and steadily
through the chalky deposits, dissolving the

| chalk, particle by particle. and erystalizing

it, mountain pressure effecting its eharacter-
istic solidity—it is now found may be the

all interesting events in every part of the

world. Tt has its representatives in every ‘

nothing of importance to escape their v
lange. TIn every section of the U mlcd
States, in South America, Furope, Asia,
Africa and the islands of the sea, men and
women are engaged in collecting news for |
its readers. The matter published in each
issue represents a daily expenditure of |
thousands of dollars, and it would be im- |
possible save for the co-operative system |
known as the Associated Press.

Kverybody ought to take a newspaper |
and if but one can be taken it should be |
the local paper, hecause it chronicles the
news of the immediate neighborhood in |
full, without peglecting an_epitome of the |
really important general news. If this ar- |

i ticle should come under the observation of' |
any one who is raising a family of boys and |
| girls without the- beneficial infinence of a |
family paper, may we not urge an imme- |

diate change for the better
D

A 907-Pounder.

From the ludianapolis Journal.

Citizens of Indianapolis have had an
} opportunity to hehold the areatest living
| man in avoirdapois who ever strode the
| green fields of this rotund earth. His
‘ name is John Hanson Craig, and with his
| wife and 3-year-old child he has been
visiting James Anderson and James Me-
Pherson, relatives. Craig’s home is in
Danville, Hendricks county, Ind., but he
has been in the show business since his
babyhood. Tn aoswer to a question. he
said :

“I now weigh 907 pounds; and am 32
years old. At birth T weighed 11 pounds;
at 11 months I weighed 77 pounds; at 2
years, 206 pounds. At that time T took
the $1,000 preminm at Barnum’s baby
show, in New York city, in the year 1858,
At 5 years I weighed 302 pounds; at 13
years, 405 pounds; at 20, 601" pounds; at
22, 725 pounds; at 27, 758 pounds: at
28, 774 pounds; at 29, 791 pounds; at
30, 806 pounds; at 31, 836; and my
present weight is just 907 pounds. I am
six feet five inches high, measure eight
feet four inches around the hips, 18
inches around the ‘ankle, 29 inches around
the knee, 66 inches around the thigh next
to the body. [ require 41 yards for a
suit of clothes, and threc ponnds. af
yarn for a pair of stockings.”

| basis of ac:

plishing similar results by a
resort to chemieal processes.
chalk arc for this purpose dipped into a
color bath, staining them with tints that
| will imitate any kind of marble known,
the same mineral stains answering this end

Slices of

| as are employed in nature, for instance, to

produce the appearance of the well-known
and popular verde antique, an oxide of
copper application is resorted to, and, in a
| similar manuer, green, pink, black and
| other colorings are obtained. The slices,

after this, are placed in another bath, where
they are hardened and erystalized, coming
out, to all intents and purposes, real marble.

> -

News Wanted.

News, news, news, news! It's enongh
to give a fellow the blues. Nobody mar-
| ried and nobody dead, nobody broke an
| arm or a hen(l Nobody came in to talk
of the “crap,” nobody got hoozy and started
a scrap, no one got run in for taking a
{ horn, nobody buried any- nobody bora.

Oh ! for a racket. a riot, a fuss, someone to
| come and kick up a muss; someone to stir

up the peace laden air, somebody’s comet
to give us a scare. Somebody thumped
within an inch of his life, someone run off
with another- man’s wife, somebod’ys baby.
zot choked on_a pin. Someone to come
in and pay up his dues; anything. any-
thing, just so it's news,

-
Buttermilk for Bﬂvarwm
Ac dent in the Chri: Union

says :—I have dissovéred an easy metho!
of restoring tarnished silver to its first ap-
pearance. Silverware becomes so black-

ened from the sulphur smoke that T wa -

disgusted with mine. However, I forgot

a little eream in a jug; it soured, and on

cleaning it T noticed the bottomw. was like

new silver. T immediately put all T had

ain buttermilk for a’ few hours. The carv .
ing became as fresh as at first. ,_Alyhl‘

of sour milk is just as good. No more

scouring which did not produce the new
appearance.

.-
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