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BROS..

Clothiers & Merchant Tailors.

Wantz Building,

Main Street, Near Depot,

WESTMINSTER, MD.

Wo have as usual

4 FULI, LINK OF GOODS FOB

SEASONABLE CLOTHING.

j

IS GLOVES—

We have a line line.

HANDSOME NECKTIES—

Inall styles.

HANDKERCHIEFS, COLLARS. CUFFS,

SUSPENDERS, Ac.. Ac.—

COME AND EXAMINE OUR STOCK ;

%. We show a Larger and more

Varied stock of Cloths. Cassimores,

Clothing and Gents’ Furnishing

Goods than any other itouse in the

county

STYLES AND PRICES

WillAstonish You.

W SHARHER BROS..
aprlil)

(^TRAUS,
STRAUS,

STRAUS.
FURNITURE,

FURNITURE,

FURNITURE. 1

Tin* Season has started
Mvi goods uro going fast.

. fast, liecan.sf* the cor-
rect >'.*y les and quality are

. up U; ihe Notch and the
jprices are lower than ever.

The prioefl are low because
, we are satisfied with a small

¦i profit.

ilf want any

FURNITURE
PUttN^URE,

FURNITURE, ‘

now is the lime (to fhny.

CHAMBER SUITS,
* h sW .Jlcgßlav Woods.,

some a* low #8

$7.00, $7.00, $7.00.

PARLOR SUITS,
150 diflel'ttut styles to select

from.

BUFFETS,
BUFFETS,

WARDROBES,
WARDROBES,

EXTENSION TABLES,
EXTENSION TABLES,

or in fact any ami every-

thing requisite for ihe
HOME, OFFICE or

STORE, in the FURNI-
TURE LINE.

THTftAUS,
STRAUS,

STRAUS,

B. Comer Howard and Fayette

*p29y BALTIMORE, MD.

rPHE MORNING HERALD
-I- for 1894.

The Publish**# take pleasure in announcing that

'The Morning Herald” baa recently been enlarged
from four to eight pages, and that while the price
remains at one cent per copy, or 53.00 per year to
wall subscribers, each edition contains as much
news and more general reading matter than is
printed by the Baltimore two-cent dailies.

The Telegraphic Service of "The Morning Herald
iflunexcelled by any other Baltimore paper- ,

Ha Newsservice in the counties is through and
reliable, .

It*Market Reports are tall, complete and accu-

Us IlluKimted Woman's Pago is a feature tliat will
not be found in auv other Baltimore daily.

A verbatim report of the Sermon by Rev. ir.

falmage—the celebrated Brooklyn Preacher aj
Pears InMonday morning’s edition. ,

‘ The MorningHerald" willcontinue to be an In-
depemlont Newspaper—fair and impartial In JJ*Wacements and fearless in the expression of it*

opinions.
• THE SUNDAY HERALD,"

tiftwenty-four pages. Is the best Sunday paP®*"J”
baltiiuoro. and islbld at Sc. per copy, or 51.50 for a
year.

"THE WEEKLV HERALD"
lU*cheapest and beat eight-page
l*t*rpubfaihed In the United States, the annual
subscription being 50 cents.

,

**-"The Morning Herald" will be sent on trial
for one week to any person sending his or her ad-
dress. enclosing 5 cents, to the

HERALD PUBLISHINGCOMPANY.
Baltimure

foflrii.
THE ORCHARD ON THE HILL.

Maurice Thompson in St. yiehola*.

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 rustic bridge.
A gloomy, rumbling mill.

And set against a dreamy sky
Anorchard on a hill!

Oh, every summer Igo there,
When school Is out, to stay;

I look for bens' nests, drink new milk,
And tumble on the hay.

Grandfather 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
She’s sprightly, though she’s gray;

she feeds the chickens, milks the cows.
Andchurns, 'most every day,

Such yellow butter! Andher pies
The pastry-cupboard fill;

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

Across Uie farm I love to run.
Through fields of grass and grain.

Andfight the thistles by the brook.

The mulleins in the lane.

I love the dear old garden set
With rosemary, rue, and dill:

Hut best of all,and most ofall.
The orchard on the hill!

oh, tho berries from the briers !

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

To make them good and cold;
And from the beehives, now and then,

A honey-bowl we till,
To sweeten our baked quinces from

The orchard on the hill.

Atnight grandfather tells me tales
Of long and long ago,

Grandmother knits and knits and smiles
To see her stocking grow.

While alloutdoors itIs so calm.

So dusky and so still
And then the moon rolls up behind

The orchard on the hill.

Ai9 o’clock we have our prayer.
And then I goto lied.

Away nil’ in thedarkest room.
And cover up my head.

'Most scared to death, ami listen fn

The lonesome whippoorwill
i 'ailing to its mate across

The orchard on the hill.

deleft
A SNOW BLOCKADE.

_

Zaidoo It. Smith in Demorest’s Monthly Magazine.

1 We had lain nearly all night motionless ;
j on the track; or rather.not motionless, for wo ,

j had been rocked to and fro in the fierce,

i wild wind, that had swept over the plains,
like a ship at sea ; but wc had made little,

! or no proves, so far as our journey was

concerned.
I I had been snowing when we left (Imaha.

and crossed the white, frozen Missouri; hut ,
a severe storm had not been anticipated,

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

tered our mind.
Wc had dined cosily in one of those

haudsomc dining-cars, so famous on the C.

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

in store for us, in our luxurious -‘Pullman
Sleeper.”

What was our surprise and disgust on

opening our eyes the following morning, j
tofind ourselves at a staud-stiil. surrounded |

; on all sides by huge white drifts, with a |
jpqrfcct gale blowing about as, and the I
j thermometer down somewhere in the rc-

Igion of BO or 40 degrees below zero.

! A small army of men were ahead of us

I on the track, doing their best to shovel us

‘ out. Two giant engines (“Moguls” they

i were called) had been telegraphed for;
| hut as yet we remained stationary. The

I snow was packed hard and solid in front

!of us, behind us,—wc could neither move

| forward nor back.
| During the night the delightful dining-

: ear, with all its conveniences, had been -
switched off at some station. What were

iweto do for breakfast ? The hitter, brac-

ing air gave ns a most decided appetite;
we thought regretfully, longingly of a ten-

! der, juicypiece of roast beef left untouched
jon our plate—of a second cup of excellent
coffee left unfinished the night before.

What would we not give for them, now !

We Silt up in our berth, and peered
through tho little window on which the ice

| lay thick, forming wonderful lace-work and

mimic forests, out at tho white, glittering
: world around us.

It was not snowing now : the sun shone

high in the bright, cold blue above; we

could hear the men shouting toone another
as they shoveled.

Judging front the sun it must be late,

Wc drew our watch from under the tiny,

flabby pillow; the hands were at 10.

Quickly we pulled partially aside the

I heavy striped curtains—nearly every np.e

; was up and dressed in the “Pullman.’ and

| the porter had made up most of the

1berths.
j No little grumbling was going on, and
I ..loomy, hungry faces met us on all sides.
I Cries for “The Conductor 1 The Con-
| ductor !” were going up dismally, angrily,

Witrealingly from every quarter, and when

finally, in response to the cries, the con-

ductor of the train, a wiry little man, with

a good-natured, though just then a some-

what troubled countenance appeared, sum-

moned from an adjoining car by the por-
ter, he was fairly assailed, and overwhelmed
by the clamorous little crowd.

[ “Breakfast! Breakfast! Wc want

; breakfast!” shouted the people, casting

' fierce, indignant glances at the portly,
' rather sulky-looking “Pullman” conductor,

, who had all along remained stolidly indif-
ferent to their discomfort.

In vain did the poor little conductor of

' the train bow and smile and protest.

’“Wc arc two miles and a half from the

- nearest station. " he assured them.
' .<y„ matter. We must have something

,o cat,” he was informed.
1 The much troubled, kind-hearted con-

-1 ductor was silent an instant. Then, sud-

denly he cried, a generous, unselfish glow

j spreading over his weather-beaten face, his
' voice ringing out clear and encouragingly

i through the entire car

“Well, you shall have something to eat,

my friends, if I have to walk there and

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 grumblingand discontent ceased. Mean-
while our little conductor had 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-

cringly of the hitter cold without, and the
terrible blizzard blowing. We decided

that Conductor B— (wc afterward learned
the good man’s name) Wits a hero. Think
of what he was facing for us!

Then wc realized we must dress. We

managed to make our toilet—in a some-
what cramped position, it is true, as even
tho best of “Pullman” berths arc not very
wide—but then, every one else was up and
dressed, as we have already said, and,
therefore, wo 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 that our over-
skirt hung somewhat crookedly, and had

grave doubts as to whether our hair was 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

tho best one could do under the circum-

stances.
On presenting ourselves we were greeted i

by a little derisive laughter near by, which
was rather nettling, In say the least.

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

“If you only could sec yourself, child ! ;

Von are simply irresistible!”

1 We deigned one scornful look in the |
direction of the voice, which emanated

i from a young man. who appeared so meek-

I ly innocent, withal, that one would have
j never dreamed him guilty of sarcasm, and
fled in the direction of the dressing-room,

i In the privacy and seclusion of that small

room we determined husbands were not

altogether agreeable—they wore apt to he

j too frank occasionally.

It was nearly noon when our gallant

j conductor returned, struggling manfully
‘ with two huge, heavily laden baskets, his j

i small, wiryform so whitened by the snow,
! through which he had waded, his red,

j weather-beaten face such a dull purple
1 from the stinging cold, as to be almost un-

| recognizable.
Again the car was rent with cheers,

j Then the great baskets were seized upon

; with startling rapidity, and their contents
, jrifled in less time than it lakes 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 ;

i but, oh ! how more than thankful wc poor, j
famished mortals were to noble little Gon-

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

he informed us cheerily, watching his good- j
|ly store of provisions vanishing with an
Iappreciative smile, “so it wasn’t so had, j
| yon sec, after all. if the wind hadn’t 1
( hlowed co f’d have reached the station soon

i enough in spitp qf the snow; but twas |

j pretty hard walkingwith tied ’eye blizzard in
! your face all the way! And that ere fotya

town! (referring to the station,) well, ;
. ’(wasn’t any credit to the State! If it

had been, I’d have brought you something .
bettor—hut, bless my soul, 1 was lucky to

I *et what I did!” he ended, chuckling.
I® n , i
i “jit's good enough—good enough !” a

chorus of vojees protested, and the way the
huge sandwiches and black coffee were

jdisappearing would certainly testify that it
; was not had.

All that day wc were snow-bound. The ‘
hours seemed interminable—the day end-
less. The passengers read, dozed, talked

byfits and starts with one another, stared j
aimlessly about the ear, for they could sec
nothing out the windows for the drifts; ¦
yawned, slept a little more, played cards as
a last resource, and grew depressed, cheer-

ful. desperate, and hopeful by turns.

From our corner—a corner rendered
more comfortable through tho aid of shawls
and pillows—we watched intently the pco-

, pie about us. and before the day ended
, became not a little interested in some of

. them.
Will we ever forget that pretty, fresh,

faced girl with the shining brown hair, and
dark, wide-open eyes ? Gan we not see, j
now, that, shapely small head, with its 1

, crown of lustrous hair, outlined against the
. ' dull-red back of the car-seat, as she leaned

1 ! gracefully back, smiling just a little at the
„ j rapid animated conversation of a certain

fair-haired young man sitting opposite
i her ? How bright—how full qf 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-
. tentmout of disposition ?

i But, perhaps, tho fair-haired, blue-eyed
. young man had something to do with this
. serene contentment, this capability of en-

. joyment under trying circumstances.
I ,Shc had evidently not known him long.

Indeed, they seemed to have gotten ac-
; quaiuted since the morning. Some one.
; evidently a relative of the girl, had made

, them known to each other. This same rela-
tive, a stout, business-looking man. was uh-

¦ sorbed ineuchre at one end of the car. The

youqg people were, therefore, left to them-
selves, From behind our “Seaside” we
stole frequent glances at them.

¦ “Concocting a romance, as usual ?” a
voice observed in our car.

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

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

i up on his portable stops, aqd prepared to
light the lamps.

Tho giant “Moguls" had arrived, and
, were pulling,jerking at us, but still wc did

1 not move on. The gale was subsiding a
little, and the cold without did not seem

: quite so intense. The pretty frost-work
on our windows was disappearing in little
rivulets. We ventured a wistful look out

i at the huge drifts, then let our eyes roam

back to that young couple so near ns once

more.

“Pshaw I It's thawing! How sorry I

am I" we heard the young man say with

considerable emphasis.
“Sorry ?” suggested the shining-haired

girl in slight surprise.
“Ves; you must know why,” continued

the young fellow, insinuatingly.
He leaned a little toward her; there was

a dangerously softness suddenly born in
his good-looking blue eyes.

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—by
tomorrow morning, at the latest—we shall
be in Chicago, and—and there I shall lose
sight of you.

We turned a little more toward our

window —it did not seem quite right to be

overhearing all this; but how could we
prevent it reaching us with the young cou-
ple so near, and no movement of the train

to drown it?

“We shall be pleased to see you in. Chi- I
cage—papa and I,” the girl made answer, |
at length, a little shyly.

I “Will you really ? Vou are very good! I
I How soon may I come?"

“Oh—as soon as you care to.

i “Then it will be right away. I shall i
] come tomorrow evening—may I?” very j
| eagerly and anxiously.
! The dark-eyed young girl laughed. She !
| was evidently not greatly displeased, and |
jagain we stole a glance at her face. The |

¦ pink cheeks were pinker still.
“Very well,” she said simply.
What meant that tremendous jerk?

“Hurrah ! Hurrah !” cried several, start- i
ing to their feet. “We’re off Iwe re off!”

And surely we were moving at last.
Away between the great banks of snow we
went —puffing, puffing. We did not run
very smoothly; but, then, was it not some- i

i thing to feel motion once more, after being |
at a stand stillnearly twenty-four hours?

j We p;issed the “Moguls,” which had

come to our relief, on a side-track. They
were covered withsnow up to their head-

lights, which shone redly through the
white, clinging mass. Some of the men

cheered them, boyishly, as we passed.

Conductor B—came rushing through
the ear to congratulate us, and tell us he
bad telegraphed ahead to one of the sta-
tions for supper. Tbc little man was at
once surrounded, and before he fairly real-
ized what was happening, a roll of bank- j
bills, which had been collected during the

\ day from inmates of the “Pullman” in-}
I gratitude for his most generous services. :

j thrust in his hand.
“No, no !”protested the small man ve- j

hcmently, finding his breath after his as,

j tonishment, “No, no! I only did my |
duty—l couldn't see you all perish for

i something to eat—l don’t want any re-
ward !"

Whereupon a tall, distinguished-looking ;
man. whom some one had addressed as j

(general Burney, rose among the eager
crowd, and in a most timely and graceful
little speech insisted that Conductor B—-
“should do us the favor of accepting the

i small amount offered him in token of the j
; great appreciation of his noble and praise- ;
worthy conduct.”

However, the little conductor (most

honest of men !) feared the railroad com-
| papy 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

I trembling, nervous fingers. But wl)cn he
; was assured the superintendent of the road

should be written to, and his permission,
| secured, then, finally, he was prevailed ;
| upon.

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

He left us smiling at length, with his

Jt!io 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 !
door closed upou him. aud we had no doubt
hut that he was referring to numerous j
small B’s at home.

On, on through the darkness and snow j
we tied—faster and faster, making up for 1
lost time. We passed t hrough a long stretch
of black woods. From behind the thick,
leafless branches, which were silhouetted
with vivid distinctness against the star-lit
sky, shone on us a full, pale yellow moon.

Our young couple were looking at it

together, and the young man had ventured |
to change lijsscat 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 1
; one’s hair would not always keep that beau-

tiful luster, and thought with fear of coin-

ing birth days, [t would not he so very 1
many years before wc should be in the 1
thirties! We expected to lose hair, eyes,
and everything, then. Old age was creep- 1
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 meekly beside us would care for
us then, as he did now? Wc to 1
steal one hand, unseen, into his, and when
it was warmly clasped was foolish to feel '
comforted by it. 1

“Tumhlcdon ! Tumhledon !” shouted 1
the brakeman. 1

It was not a very musical mime; but did 1
wc not hail it with joy? For was it not

here we were to have supper and dinner i
combined? s

Such a scrambling, such a stampede as
followed ! |

In the gush wc quite lost sight of our
young couple. But at tfie table, in the I
long, bare, lamp lit hotel dining room, wc i
found thorn again. The girl’srelative was j
withthem, now; bat the young fellow was 1

monopolizing the conversation. 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. Bat they evidently
did not know just what it was they were
eating.

•Cecil,” we managed to whisper, “were

we ever that oblivious?”

The grim, stern man addressed as “Cecil”
struggled a moment with some very hot
coffee, and the replied heartlessly

"Ves; I guess wc 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 might
the consequence- not have been?

All through the night the train fled on
at a fearful speed. We slept but little,
and 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 ear was put on,

•and at breakfast wc had the pleasure of
sitting just behind our young couple at

one of the little white tables.
The girl looked more blooming than

i ever. Certainly, a long journney did not

\ lessen or injure her young beauty any!
j The dark eyes shone; the fair cheeks glow-

| ed; the pretty hair was brnsliod back from

1 the white temples so smoothly it made one
I think of rich, amber-brown satin !

} brown bat, over whose

} brim fell countless little brown plumes,

I surmounted this shining hair.
! “Papa,” the owner of it was saying j
smilingly, quite audaciously, “Mr.—and I |

i have decided we rather like being snow j
I blocked.’’

The young man looked an eager assent. |
“Well, you didn’t seem to mind it much," |

¦ admitted the girl’s father, at which both
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 Cake Michigan. All about

I 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’s

eyes charmed by lovely scenery flash-
ing past! How much preferable, this, to

scrambling out at some forlorn little way
; station and snatching a hurried, miserable

j meal ! Here one could eat as leisurely as
one liked, with every want supplied, and
the most perfect attendance.

; Our grinning “Sambo,” in his spotless
saoque and apron, fairly hovered around
os, so fearful was be lest we should not

have all we wished. And did he not seem
as dcljghted 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 jn
return wc slipped some bits of silver into
his black palm, how startling that capaci-
ous grin became'.

We foil i)d our young couple in front of
us had already secured two of the dainty
pieces of green and gold cardboard,

j “L want you to keep yours in remem-

-1 bcpince of our pleasant trip,” wc heard the
young man saying; “I mean to keep mine."

The girl raised her luininons 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 obliginglyabsorbed the
young girl's father remained in (he Chicago
Tribune, which, with other papers, had
been brought on board at the last station !
He, evidently, must have known the young

, man before, wc determined. He appear-

ed so perfectly at ease concerning his eon- 1
slant presence with his daughter.

As we had finished our breakfast there i
was no further excuse for remaining, so wc |

, left the dining ear for our “Pullman." |

I Hut wc had one more glimpse of our youth- I
fill couple. Just as wc were entering the
city they made their appearance. The |
blue eyed young man wore a very sober
expression, and the girl's laughter did not

jcome quite so frequent or gayly. They
occupied the seat alone again, ;fs the girl’s :
father was smoking out on the platform.
Wc could see his broad back through the
window in the door, and could not help
laughing a little at the apparent indiffer-

r ence with which he received his daughter’s
attentions.

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

I “And I may come tonight? You re- |
member, yon said I might,” wc hoard pres- I
entiy the young fellow saying with no little I
eagerness.

The girl averted her face somewhat, and

looked out rather unseeingly. wc thought, ;
at the tall, white houses before her.

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

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

He slipped a small opal ring oft’his little

finger as he spoke. The train was running

very slowly—creeping into the dark depot—-
wc could easily distinguish the young

couple's words. They seemed quite un-
mindful of the others in the car, although
they remembered softly; but we were so

near, wc 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 gold,
with its pretty, many tinted stone, on one of

her small, white hands—-
“No; I shall not mind wearing it, for—-

ft>p it was then I met you. Evidently there
Was much that had been said on this long
journey which hud escaped us, judging
from the way matters had progressed.

SEX RELATIONSHIP.

A Calm and Dispassionate View of
The Woman Question.

From tbe Westminster 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 carry 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, ho kept
completely in the background, people arc
apt to forget what is really the crucial

point of the whole question.
They forget that the position ol women,

and of men, too. for that matter, is insepa-
rably bound up with the relationships
between the sexes known as marriage: are

apt to forget the importance of that rela-
tionship not only to individuals, but to the

state; are apt to forget that too rigorous a
subjection of women may bring us near to

barbarism; too great an emancipation may
lead to that corruption which has so often

in the world's history been the outcome of
a civilization which lias not placed due
restraint on the passions and impulses.

The prosperity of a country depends on
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 seem to be. if

these domestic relations are unhealthy,'if
the wife has not her place in the social

| polity, that country is rotten to the core,
j and its complete decay and demoralization
j are inevitable. Speaking generally, there

i are four aspects or ideals of the status of

i 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 civili-
zation. that of corrupt civilization, which

last Is practically the degraded form of the

third. The barbarian regards his wife as

a mere slave—a squaw to cook his food,
carry his burdens, submit to his illusage.
The oriental sees in his wife a plaything to

gratify his passions, to be kept in the
strictest seclusion, and to be treated alto-
gether as a brainless being; regarded by
him, in fact, so far as any respect is con-
cerned, much as the squaw is regarded by
the savage.

From the third point of view the wife’s
position is very different. True, she is the

mother of her husband’s children; true, she

has duties to perform which her husband
would disdain; true, her husband Is the
head of the family, and she hears his
name. But with all this she is looked upon
us her husband's equal, is the sharer of his
counsels, his intelligent partner and hiis a
right to expect from him the fidelity which
in the case of (fie savage or the oriental is
so one sided.

The credit of placing this view of mar-
ried life before mankind has been claimed
by Christian writers for their religion.
But although we must admit that Chris-
tianityhas done much to improve the posi-'
tion of woman, yet the high ideal which
we have termed that of western civilization
existed in a very strong degree in ancient
Greece, still (pore strongly among the

Homans and the nations of western Europe,
whom they conquered and civilized long
before Christianity was preached, and the
noble qualities which wp admire in those
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 civilization which it has
done so much to perfect. Luxury, pros-
perity. too great liberty, want of mutual
respect and continual striving after new

I sensations are too apt to destroy that,

i wholesome state of things which has’been
the palladium of every great nation, and we.

| too often have examples of the fourth ideal,
which, though springing from the third, is

; so distinct from it that it deserves to he

I classed by itself. Where q wile is no
| longer content with taking her share in

, the battle of life, no longer content to rc-
| cognize the fact that there arc things which
it better becomes the woman to do than

; the man, and vice versa: when she insists

j on aping and sharing the follies and vices
of the man. on casting from her that mod-

} esty and reserve which are woman’s great-
est charms; when she spurns maternity and
domestic duties as trivial or monotonous,

then indeed the marriage state must fall
into disrepute: then the fatherland must
surely sujfer.

(t was this which led to the unspeaka-

i hie horrors of imperial Rome; it was the

} unsexed women, their profligacy only
i equaled by their audacity, who were
! responsible as much as Nero and Domilian
I themselves for the downfall of Roman eiv-
ilizatiaon. Otho and Silius would have been

I impossible but, for Poppu-a and Messalina.
j It latter times, 100, and even in Christ!in
countries, where the marriage tie was in

j theory held so sacred that if duly cele-

I brated it could only be dissolved by death,

j we have seen a state of things as bad.

Ifa coal dealer sell a load of ooal 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 ? Ifa merchant sells a
bill of goods to another and the party re-
fuses to pay hi..;, will he sell him the sec-

ond hill ? If a physician taxes his brain,
leaves a warn; bed, exposes himself to all
weathers, loses time, wears out himself and
team, to relieve the sufferings of humanity,
what would you call the man who refuses

or will not pay him ? It is a poor rule
that won’t work both ways. To be honest
is honesty, torob is robbery, and that's all
there is in it. It. pays to do right; it pays
to he honest; it pays to pay one's dchts.-

wheu in our power to do so.

Newspapers and Their Readers.

[• There are three or four classes of people
who never read the daily or weekly news-
paper even in this enlightened nineteenth

century, and, singularly enough, they have
ittle in common save this one peculiarity.

IThnt they are behind the age is not more
1 . .

evident than that someot them are missing

the chance of obtaining a liberal educa-
tion without the loss of time .and the ex-
penditure of money involved in a univer-

sity course.

Men who cannot read would naturally
be expected 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

I patrons of public journals. While they
cannot read, they listen to others, and

usually have retentive memories. It is a
great mistake to suppose that all the illit-
erate are also ignoraant.

. Some people arc 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

i i their children may have a good time after
. i they have gone to the cemetery. They

, : indulge in no luxuries and no comforts i
C i with which they can dispense, and as they 1

, I look upon the newspaper as a luxury they ¦
* will have nothing to tL with it. Their j

, ; children grow up rude, uncultured, ignor-
. : ant and starved in mind because of the

, i folly of those parents.
There is t* glass of highly cultured peo

f pie in the country who will not read any

• book winch is less than a half century old.
I { because th°y do not believe anything is

literature which has not stood the test of

, i time, and the newspaper, in their critical
, opinion, is not literature and never can he.

• They live in the past. They have only a
( ; vague idea of what the world is talking and

thinking about and are of very little use to

j themselves or to anybody else.
(Uher good people do not take a news-

i paper into their homes simply because of
i carelessness. They know they ought to

i take one for the benefit of their children,
if not for their own information: they mean
to do it some day. hut keep putting it off,

i parti}’ because there are so many good pc-

; riodieals that they find it difficult to make
. a choice between them, and partly because

they have formed such a habit of putting
off until tomorrow what ought to be done

r today 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

I intelligently discharge the duties of citi-
zenship unless he has some knowledge of

i the present day problems which are en-
, grossing public attention. To be familiar

; with the wisdom of the fathers of antiquity
t is not a enough. He cannot he of much

, service to his neighbors unless he is in
; sympathy with them, and he cannot un-

derstand them or he in touch with them
unless he has breathed the modern spirit.

I The newspaper of the present day is the

. most marvelous product, of this wonderful
- age. ft has gross defects, it is true, hut
-’ it is the representative of the thought of

i the average people of its age and the fairly
i accurate mirror of passing events. Each

t morning it gives Its readers a full report of
the local happenings and the substance of

. all interesting events in every part of the
; world. It has Its representatives In every

‘ important town and county who allow
• nothing of importance to escape their vigi-
‘

States, in South America, Europe, Asia,
, Africa and the islands of the sea. men and

. women are engaged in collecting news for I
its readers. The matter published in each

i issue represents a daily expenditure of

thousands of dollars, and it would be im- '

1; possible save for the co-operative system ’
known as the Associated Press.

Everybody ought to take a newspaper !
and if but one can be taken it should he
the local paper, because it chronicles the
news of the immediate neighborhood in

1 full, without peglecting an epitome of the '
Really important general news. If this ar-
ticle should come under the observation of

any one who is raising a family of boys and

i girls without the* beneficial influence of a

i family paper, may we not urge an imme-
diate change for the better.

A 907-Pounder.

From the Indianapolis Journal.

Citizens of Indianapolis have had an
opportunity to behold the greatest living
man in avoirdupois who ever strode the
green fields af 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-

i Fhcrsou, relatives. Craig’s home is in
Danville. Hendricks county, Ind., but he

1 has been in I lie show business since his j
i babyhood. In answer to a question, he

said :

i : T now weigh 907 pounds, and am 32

. years old. At birth 1 weighed 11 pounds;
i at 11 months I weighed 77 pounds; at 2

i years, 206 pounds. At that time I took i
the 81,000 premium at Harnum's baby
show, in New York city, in the year IS.7H.

At 5 years I weighed 302 pounds; at 13

years, 403 pounds; at 20, (101 pounds; at

22. 725 pounds; at 27, 758 pounds: at
28. 774 pounds; at 29, 791 pounds; at

30, HOti pounds; at 31, 830; and my

1 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. 0(! inches around the thigh next

i to the Isidy. I require 41 yards for a
suit of clothes, and three pounds. of
yarn for a pair of stockings.’’

A merchant at Nagoya, China, has earned
the title of “King Henry VIII"among his
countrymen by recently marrying his twen-

-1 ly-sevcnth wife. He had resolved when
he Wits young to marry thirty women, and
is delighted that he has now only three

more to marry to keep his vow.
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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 is,

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. Ifa man has the courage
to say no,” when he istemptedto go into
debt, he may have to suffer some privation
perhaps he may feel somewhat keenly his
want, hut 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 afavor by the
use of your name is often necessary in bus-
iness. It is 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
accommodating their friends. 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 accommodate a

I friend at the expense of your own rain,

j It would be better in ail cases to give
yonr 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

amount of financial disaster :
“Never borrow where there Is a chance,

however, remote, that you will not be able
¦ to pay. Never lend what you arc not pre-

pared to give. Xever guarantee for anot her
what you cannot fulfil if the other should

, fail." In this way your financial condition
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 ottiraes
serious illness. The prescription is a very
simple one, and not even the merit of origi-
nality can be claimed for it;but it undoubt-
edly is efficacious. Mr. Catlin, the cele-
brated traveler among the North American
Indians, discovered that they were free
from many of the diseases which afflict

civilized nations, and he attributed this
exemption to the practice of keeping their¦ jmouths closed at almost ail times, except
when they are eating or talking. The

mothers teach the children this from their¦ earliest infancy. And does it not stand to

reason that it is better to breathe through
, the nostrils the chilly air when leaving a

heated room for the street, or oven when
going into a cold passage, than letting it go
straight to the lungs in an ordinary way?
Mr. Catlin declares that “Shut your mouth"
is the most important motto which the

human language can convey.

The example furnished by nature in the
' production of marble from chalk by water —

the latter percolating gradually and steadily
through the chalky deposits, dissolving the
ehalk, particle by particle, and crystalizing
it, mountain pressure effecting its character-
istic solidity—lt is now found may he the
basis of accomplishing similar results by a

resort to chemical processes. Slices of

ehalk 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
as arc employed in nature, tor instance, to

produce the appearance of the well-known
and popular verdc antique, an oxide of

copper application is resorted to, and, in a
similar manner, green, pink, black and

| other colorings are obtained. The slices.

| after this, are placed in another bath, where
they are hardened and crystalized, coming

| out, to all intents and purposes, real marble.

News Wanted.

I News, news, news, news! It's enough
to give a fellow the blues. Nobody mar-
ried and nobody dead, nobody broke an
arm or a head. Nobody came in to talk
of the “crap," nobody got boozy and started
a scrap, no one got run in for taking a
horn, nobody buried ami nobody horn.
(Hi I for a racket, a riot, a fuss, someone to

come and kick up a muss: someone to stir
up the pcaec 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, somehod ys bah}'.
got choked on a pin. Someone to come
in and pay up his dues; anything, any-
thing, just so it's news.

Buttermilk for Silverware.

A correspondent in the Christian I'niou
1 says :—I have discovered an easy met hoi'
of restoring tarnished silver to its first ap-
pearance. Silverware becomes so black-
ened from the sulphur smoke that I won
disgusted with mine. However, I forgot

a little cream in a jug; it soured, and on
! cleaning it I noticed the bottom, was like

now silver. 1 immediately put all I had
ain buttermilk for a few hours. The carv .

ing became as fresh as at first. Any kind
of sour milk is just as good. No more
scouring which did not produce the new
appearance.

Those women who have been dowered

with good sense wear easy, well Biting
shoes, always of some inconspicuous color,
usually black. That is one secret of di-
minishing the appearance of size. Dllffk
makes the foot look smaller, and an easy

fit docs not give the uncomfortable look of

a foot bigger than the. shoe, but suggests
that the shoe is the larger of the two, a
consummation devoutly to be wished. The

short, wide foot is given a slender, patrician
look by a shoe that is rather 100 long.

“My old man,”-said Annly Chios, “is

the west man for chicken Jon eVero'Ce. If
ho can’t git a chicken no other way he’ll j
S° au ‘ bu *a"e

”
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