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The test year in lhe hlskor? of this magazine,
now without a rival in its fleld. Is the one just clos-
ing. _Plans for the coming year asure even greater

success than in the pas
RUDY. ARD KIPLING

wrote h “Jungle Stoties” for St. Nichol
nllll it I-l welmme announcement that these will
be continned in

NAPOL Fh\' FOR YOUNG READERS.

While The Century will have for its Iemllnx
feature the new Lifo of the French
Prof. Sloane, one of the most popular of St. X Vicholas
writers takes the same character for his jnspira-

tion.
™ A BOY OF THE FIRST EMPIRE,
BY ELBRIDGE 8. BROOKS,
is the story of a little lad from the streets of Pnrlk
good family), who renders a service
Napoleon, and bocomes one of his pages and rmn)
is with him at the most eritical times
of his life,—at the departure for Elba, in the glories
of the life at Fontafneblean, and finaily at Walerloo
The story glows with pageantry, and is a truthful
and acctirate account, based upon llw best -mhnﬁ
ties and verified by the latest information, of t
Tife of *‘the man of destiny.” Itisreally m\ellghlml
story history of Napoleo
WEST POINT AND MAN-OF-WAR LIFE
will receive attention, Lieutenant Putnam writing
of cadet life at the mxin.ry academy, while Ensi
Elljcott, of the fiay Thicago,” will deserd
the experiences o o rdy seamen on the modern
ship of wi
l.\'smm.\'ci TALES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.
Theodore Roosevelt wm Write a se tobe called
*‘Hero-Tal m Ameri istory,” recow mh:g
fanous deeds of herolsm-about which young peus)
v. Prof. Brander Mmhuus wul

Emerson, l,ongﬁllov\
and Lowell.

win, anlhor of “ 'Jlorh!x l'rom the \o
City Fire Departments will
will be two or three papers on The. Bo
The Serial Stories ar¢ many. One ml]ul “Cl hr inutl
the Wonderful Lamp” recounts the m.nelom ad-
\enmres nfn modern boy e acel-
haser of Aladdin K lumr nlNl numm oned

lhejlnll ‘hl,(‘ cleanning ll A d (hll\ll story of
college girls, Three Freshmer,” will appeal to
irl; nl‘ul T«ld\ lllul Carrots,” Jumes Otis's
of newsboy life, will be read by every boy.
serial story by Frances Courtenay Baylor is one of
the features.

l'rl(‘c of S \'lchnlna is 25 cents a number or $3.00
thuns should begin with No-
u mbor “the Hnﬂl fssue of the year. Subscribe
throngh dealers, or remit by check, draft, or money

order to
THE C
Union -«,mm.
Send for our beautl nn.nmm
“The Century Co. and 16 Wores
where you suw this.

TBE ?1:31895

Taking advantage of the general revival of interest
in the Great Emperor, The Century will print dur-
ing 1885

A NEW LIFE OF NAPOLEOX,
Magnificently Tlustrated. |

The Century is famous for its great historical
serials, and never in its history has a greater one |
been rojected than this mew “Life of Napoleon. |
written by Prof. William M. Sloane, of Princeton. |

fllm]jhlel,
mention

|
Ti

dmlln\ hntaypenn'tl hl el lhu’ Fu(,lh\h or F eneh.

that is free from rancor and attentive to the laws of

historical ¢ rlll‘fhln The C l‘Illur\ hal~ secured it—
cat,

history of the life of one of the lllo'l mnr\elulu of |
men. No matter how much you already know of |
Napoleon, you will want to read this;—here is nu
concentration of all the lives and memoirs. b §
illustrations will be magnificent—the wealth of Tlu |
Century's art deLemm nt will be lavished upon
them. Tywo members of the staff have just returned
fro s, where they have been securing all that
is best of \Apoh-onh material. New portraits will
be printed, great historical [nlnlhlz\\ reproduced,
and Castaigne and other modern artists have drawn
anew some of the great scenes of Napoleon's life for
Ihh history.
n addition to this there will be

A NEW NOVEL BY MARION (R\\‘FOKU

The title is * Braccio,” and is a h)lmuﬂ of
Italy, full of Rt passion and exciting episod
A NEW NOVEL BY MRS. BURTON H \Rl(l‘ll\
An

will be published during the year. I is called
Errant Wooing,” and js a_tale of wandering (and
love) among new scenes of travel in Northern Africa |
and Southern Spain,
OTHER FEATURES
will be several l'nlnnln ,nY(n on_ “Washington in
Lincoln’s Time,” i Noah Brooks, who was on
lerms oflmmlm\l intimacy with the War President;
edrals of France,” by Mrs. Schuyler Van
chlueller with_ fllustrations by Jnﬂ-]xll “Penmell.
Many more serials will be announced later.
RUDYARD KIPLING
contributes his First American Story to the Decem-
ber number of The Century.
The Price of The Century is $4.00 a year. “No
home is complete without it.” Begin subscriptions
with November number. Whatever ot magn-
zines yon may take, you must have The Century.
All agents and dealers take subscriptions, or re-
wmittance may be made directly to
THE CENTURY CO.,
Union Square, New York.
Send for our beautifully illustrated pamphlet,
“The Century Co. and Its Work,” and mention
where you siw this.

cCLURE' S M.AGAZTN B
r 1805.

Volume IV I-oyvlm December, 1894

A splendidly illustrated life of
NAPOLEON, |
the great feature af which will be
SEVENTY-FIVE PORTRAITS l
of \npolnﬂn g him from youth to death; "
also portea mily and contemporaries and
pletures of Romous battiefeids: s ali nexrly
200 PICTURES.
Begins in November and runs through eight num-
bers. The

EIGHT NAPOLEON NUMBERS, $1.00.

TRUE DETECTIVE STORIES
by authority from the archives of the
PINKERTON DETECTIVE ENCY.

Lineoln and Pinkerton (Nov.
gnires: \lhm l'ink\-nnll

Ma-
ories ul’ n xl]llllr\‘ of
bt te.; each

complete in one e T2 all
SHORT ml]lll-ﬁ BY
W. D. Howells, Rlld)unl Kipling, (mmu Doyle,
Clark Ru sell, Barr, Oetave Thune,
Bret Ha 5
Joel € quu!lcr Harris and many others.
NOTED CONTRIBUTORS.
Robert Louis Stevenson, E. Marion Crawford,
Archdeacon Farrar, Sir Robert Ball.
Prof. Drammond, Archibald Forbes,
Thamas Hardy.
Send three 2-cent stamps for & sample copy to the
pnblishers
8. 8 MeCLURE, L'td,
novly 30 Lafayette Place, New York.
LL Who Are Suffering With
PILES, Read the Following :

Birn Hivr, Mn.. June 5th, 1893,

Dr. John 8. Mathias—Dear Sir :—1I feel
as though it would be a duty left undone—
aud one I owe to yourself and to sufferin;
Tamanity—if I did not tell of the wonderful
benefit I received from your kind treatment.
I suffered for about twenty years with Piles—
for the first seven or eight years, not so severe-
ly, but for the last twelve years { suffered more

I am able to describe on paper. Indeed
1 had them in their severest form. I applied
to a number of doctors, and tried every remedy
that T heard of, only to be disappointed, and

a,ga'

in nearly every instance not even temporary
relief. ‘Indeed, I was in_a pitiful. condition
when I called on you. Think of nine lar
tumors p ng, capable of bleeding ful
a pint at every time they bled. Iwasso I'l'ni
and nervous loss of blood and from in-

tense mﬂ'enng, that I did not think life worth
livin longer. But thanks to you and
your treatmenx, 1 can say that the Piles
are a lhmg of the I cannot find lan-
ﬁ to express my gratitude to you for ymlr
nd treatment and attention in my .n
hnmbly‘{)ny to God that your life may
long and prosperous one. “Let me say in con-
clusion that I can with confidence recommend
any sufferer, no matter how had his_ease may
be, to go to DR. JOHN. S. MATHIAS and
be cured. You are at liberty to nse thislet er
as yousee fit. Every r wishing to know
more about my case can find out by addressing

at my postoffice. Vi e|3 ﬁﬁoT 3
_Hon.Chas. B, Roberbu Chn. 'B. Roberts, Jr.,
Chas. T. Reifsni J. Z&

" Reifsnider,
Col. Wm. A. McKelli
m. L. W.

Hovm-d T.

Jeremiah Geiman.
ml unan.

|[ue vwexemoTED ALwavs

HAPPENS.

No raise in prices on aceount of the fearful
landslide on Tuesday. Don’t allow yourself
to be frightened by the terrible catastrophe

which has overwhelmed the country.  We were

PREPARED FOR ALL EMERGENCIES
and will still continue to
SELL YOU GOODS at the OLD PRICES.

Everybody is asking us : “Well, what do you

think about it? We think we have the

8e¥~CHEAPEST STORE ON EARTH.“&a

Please don’t ask us anymore.

Look out for squalls. ~Cold weather is com-

ing. In time of warm prepare for cold. We

are the LEADERS. We have won the pen-
nant and are still flying it. Remember that
everybody says we are the CHEAPEST. De-

spite the dull times our success has heen mar-

velous.

THE AMOUNT OF GOODS

WE ARE SELLING

IS ASTONISHING.

Do you know why ? Fair and square is onr

Brand. Honesty is our Trademark. The

old stand has been in your widst 21 years.
Experience has taught yon how we deal and

what we are.

THE OLDEST, LARGEST, MOST RE-
LIABLE AND CHEAPEST STORE IN
TOWN.

J. T. ORNDORFF'S SONS,

Near Railroad Depot,
‘Westminster, Md

BABYLON & GILBERT

. Deslers and Jobbers in

Hardware, Paints, Oils, &c.

nov 10

Keep also on hand o full aud complete line of

Cooking Stoves

and

Ranges,

Stove Pipe Radiators,
Fire Place Stoves,
Parlor Coal and Wood Stoves,

Coal Senttles.  Hot Water and Steam Heaters
a Specialty. Meat Cutters, Sausage Stuffers,
Butchers’ Knives and Steels, Lard Cans, &e.
A complete line of Single and Double Barrel
reech Losding Guns, Loaded and Empt;
Shells and Ammunition of all kinds; mls
Varn, Corn Huskers and Husking Gloves,
Carving Knives and Forks, Patent Excelsior
Roasting Pans and Never Break Spiders, xnd
a full and lete line of all
goods, at lowest Cash Prices.

Very respectfully,

BABYLON & GILBERT,

ocl3 Wectmmsler, Md

THE P’UBLIO
If yon want
FIRE INSURANCE,
LIFE INSURANCE,
ACCIDENT INSURANCE,
WINDSTORM INSURANCE,
STEAM BOILER INSURANCE,

Give me a call.
Lowest Lates. Best Stock Companies. No
Assessments. No Preminm Notes.
_ Quick Cash Settlements.

JAMES E. SMIT E,
General Tnsurance Agent.
0.

i

WESTMINSTER, ‘MD,, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 24, 1894.

TO OI;'B AI.R-IADY

MONSTROUS STOCK

WE HAVE ADDED MANY NEW LINES
AND NOVELTIES.

CARPETS. CARPETS.

This department you will find is particalarly
We carry eversthing in CARPETS

from Rag to Velvet, and guarantee to show

striking.

THE LARGEST AND MOST STYLISH

LINE IN TOWN.

DREN'S CLOAKS.

After giving this department a careful exam-
ination you will find that our competitors are
like the man who fell out of the balloon—not

BLANKETS.

WELL, WE SEOULD SAY S0.

HATS.

Fedora Hats alone, Can you suit yourself in

that amount.

BOOTS AND SHOES.

A few odds and ends in Boots at remarka-
bly low prices. Our line of Men's and Boys
Patent Leathers and Good-year Welts is sim-

ply immense,

Early to bed and early to rise,
Mind your own business and tell no lies,
Don’t get drunk or deceive your wives,
Pay yonr debts and advertise,

Boots and Shoes of every size,

The best assortment under the skies,
Every pair an honest prize,

Buy from people of enterprise.

THE OLDEST, LARGEST, MOST RE-
LIABLE

TOWN.

J. T. ORNDORFF'S SONS,
Near Railroad Depot,
‘Westminster, Md.

| fyaneess ua niAéAm’ N

The Slmplﬂnnx a new novel by Thomas Hardy,
will be begun in the December Number, 1804, und
(unllnllod to November, 1895, W hoever may be one's
I‘n\nﬂ te among English novelists, it wlllhemm\lh-d
by all eritics that Thomas Hard iy stands foremost as
o master artist in fiction, and The Simpletons may
be u,-e«-u-l e St Dot nferior i ln
degree to that which hu marked Trilb; s the
successful story of the Aunlht'rl(!l lngfn!lu’!
° nal ms of Joan of Are,

¥ o
uary Number will ap-
pear & pro illllna m paper on Charlestonand
the Carolinas, the first of a series of Southern Purc

Northern Afriea is attracting more attention than

lll\ld of ! Oﬂcllll.

long uoﬂe& then‘ wm beg(n
N nmhel the first cha
Ing lllvh—lhe

writer. Com-
gv hr wrlu-n: will continue
m bea le-ture nmm

XD POR 1L mn,\m PROSPECTUS.

TM Volumes of the l(lnxlm hcxln with the
rs for June and Deceml] "t cl;'ll‘
oox W heg'ln
ln.ber mrlell'. at m of receipt of
Mh binding, 50 cents each—by
roltp-hl TIU&M ‘Index sent on ap-

llmt
2 tances should be mﬂam«ﬂu Money
this advertisement
r & Brothers.

Remittances
Order or Draft, to avid chance

are nol. to co|
without the express arder of
ER'S Pnl.ll(‘AlJ.

BROTHEI
P. 0. Box %%, N. Y. cny

:
i
i

AND CHEAPEST STORE IN |

We have 16 different colors in Alpine and

|

{
|
|

LARGEST STOCK
THE LARGEST STOCK
THE LARGEST STOCK

OF

READYMADE CLOTHING
READYMADE CLOTHING
READYMADE CLOTHING

IN
THE
COUNTY
TO

SELECT FROM.
SELECT FROM.
SELFCT FROM.

A,

THE
THE
THE

LOWEST PRICES.
LOWEST PRICES.
LOWEST PRICES.

MERCHANT TAILORING
MERCHANT TAILORING
MERCHANT TAILORING

AND
GENT'S FURNISHING GOODS

GENT'S FURNISHING GOODS
GENT'S FURNISHING GOODS

AT

PRICES
PRIC
PRICES

TO

SUIT THE TIMES.
SUIT THE TIMES.
SCUIT THE TIMES.

SHARRER BROS,,
SHARRER BROS,,
SHARRER BROS,,

‘Westminster, Md.
‘Westminster, Md.

‘Westminster, Md.
oelld

HARPER’S WEEKLY
IN 1865.
o Harpers W mu\ hlpku)rhl histor of the times.
pmll Ty i nt promptly, acen-
tely and exhtlll.ﬂhel) in llllwlntlml ln-| Aescrip-
1894, it has treated

and the amount of
on Lon- the Inst-m-uem ion wndh«-m to (hll

e-kn t e examples of its almost
Kﬁ oumn urce: rg lln Rll !hedhﬂn l\nlled
'rhel aml n sen he seat

of war, and there i:lnal by C. D. \\eldnm I.M well-
known American artist, now ror man) years resi-’
dent in Japan, who has
-m. Mr. Ralph in sending

ve information and ll msull

I)url 1895 every vital
with vlgnr and w! lhmu &mjudlm Ir.l. !Iu- umnrhl
ol
the

0 co-operate
rper’ A Veerty ex:

150 in spec

of olde! m J. \:‘. —
mance of olden da; . Weyman,
a novel of New Yoﬁy..mh{l!ld ’l'ge Son of Hix
Puther by Brander Matthews—several nmelelm
nd many short stories by popular write:
SEND FOR lLLl‘l‘l'lAT‘lD lemvnx

 Volumes of the Weekly begin with the first
humberfnr.hmnrynf each When no
is men

Number current at the time olmel
Cloth Cases foreach volume, suit
wm be sent by ula, rmpﬁ
mncggon
lonvoh‘l hlm!-
are not to coj ythh udvemumcm
I.ge express order of

ge Free toall subseribers in the United States,
(M lnd Mexico.
HARI(”BE & BROT!

Box 939, N. \' Chr

Amm.n ROLLER MILLS
fi and keep ly on hand,
FLOUR, FEED, HOMINY, MEAL AND
CHOP OF ALL KINDS.

M.

s@-Highest Cash Prices paid for Grain,
Longherry a specialty.
SR S DAYID BOOE & 008G

@netrg

BY SOLON LAYER.

Oh for a home by the wild, wild sea,

Where the cry of the sea bird, wild and free,

Cometh on every breeze to me !

Where winds and waves wild music make ;

Where the spray flies high and the mad waves
break ;

Where the crags fling back the echoes free,
And every sound is a joy to me!

Oh, the winds flow wild by the broad sea shore,
And the tide comes in with a maddened roar,
And all is music, wild and sweet,

That day or night my ears doth greet.

The sea Is mine, and Tam hers;

We were born of the same great universe ;
‘Through both the same wild currents sweep,
Through both the same wild musie flows,
And sun and storm glad meadhre keep ;
We both have dephts of mystery,

And hidden cayes with treasures strewn :
We both transeend ail history,

And pass the portals of the known.

In me the waves of ocean find

Their restless, heaving counterpart,

In motions of my restless mind,

In surgings of my throbbing heart :

‘Wild voices cry above my soul,

As o'er the ocean’s heaving breast,

And through my inner chambers roll

The billows that shall never rest,

Tam another heaving sea,

And picture vast eternity ;

‘The stars are mirrored in my breast,

And never do my waves find rest,

1 wash the farthest shores of Thought :

By me strange miracles are wrought ;

I follow with obedient tide

The Moon that doth in heaven ride.

Selcct gturn

From Chambers Journal.

Of the old folks of the bleak little sea-
port, Andrew Cropley dwells most vividly
in my memory. As prosperity is gauged
at Port St. Bede, Andrew—the owner of
wme half-dozen fully eqmpped fishing
pe man.
I recall him now—his Lmdl) face, tanned
and netted in wrinkles; his long hair, griz-
zled this many a day; his stubby gray
beard; his light-blue eyes, bespectacled for
reading—yes, there he sits. Many is the
“‘erack’” I have had with him; yet there
was one story he chose to leave buried in
silence—and that. hisown. T never dared
broach the topic, albeit T inwardly burned
with an impatient curiosity. One day,
however, the history became mine unso-
licited. Some remark I chanced to let
slip anent his lifelong bachelorhood caused
an infrequent far-away look to settle upon
his eyes.  We were walking up the steep.
cobble-paved ‘‘street’” at the time, past
the lime-washed front of the ‘“Trawlers’
inn,”’ to the higher ground, from which
the old Norman church tower kept ward
over the slumberous village.

““Why, ha’e I never married, say ye?"
the old man exclaimed after a long spell of
silence. ‘‘Like enow, ye'll hear afore
| long; an’ T don’t see what should stop me
fro” tellin’ he mysen, if so be’’ —Hurriedly
stepping into the roadway, Andrew whipped
off his broad-brimmed hat and stood mo-
tionless, Turning into the sanded lane
that zigzagged past the church, we had
well-nigh jostled two slow-paced women,
the younger of them about 50 years of
age; the elder, 20 years or so older. It
was the latter that attracted my marked
regard, for it was toward her that Andrew
held his down-bent head. A wan, frail-
looking creature she was, dressed in black,
with a close fitting, old-fashioned bonnet
tied under her chinin a bow of broad black
ribbon.  Her hair, smoothed evenly upon
her forehead, shimmered silvery as the new.
churned foam in the bay. She moved
haltingly, even with the aid of the oaken
staf and the helping arm of her companion.

Withdrawing her arm she paused in the
pathway, and pointed her stick-toward the
bare-headed old fisherman. In thin, quav-
ering tones, as if the words were said by
note, there being no vehemence in her ut-
terance, she cried, -‘Ah, I knaw ye—I
knaw ye. Ban ye, for no speakin’ me
fair.””  With no more passion than if she
were repeating some soulless formula, she
added:  ¢‘Curse ye, Andrew Copley ! Tt
was a lie! Cumse yefor't !’

““(Come awa’ " the other woman put in
coaxingly; ‘‘come thee awa home, then.”’

Unresisting, the old lady allowed herself
to be led away.  Through it all Andrew
did not stir a limb, but stood there with
doffed hat, his head bowed and his mane
of gray hair ruffling in the breeze. We
had left the church behind, the deep rut-
ted lane, the narrow stone style that gave
upon the fields; we had traversed half the
length of the meadows themselves before
he spoke. ““Ye asked me how ‘twas I
never married, " said he slowly. <‘That
is the reason.’’

So he began upon his life story. But
as his narrative would be hard to follow if
T adhered to his exact words with his nu-
merous  digs and i ies, ut-
tered with quaint burr .of tongue, and,
moreover, as his modesty saw fit to gloss
over certain facts, which I heard of later
in certain quarters, l venture to set it forth
after my own fs

We hark back a full half century. Port
St. Bede—no vast size at this present—
was then a mere nest of sandstone. shale-
roofed cottages, planted at the foot of the
hill, and stngﬂ.mg dw)mntedlv up to it

i

““Poor mud—poor maid !  An" her
waitin’ for him here as patient an’ as ony-
body eauld wish. Ah, them men—them
men I"”

While the frowsy old crone was shaking
her gray locks over the perfidy of mankind,
she stole a sideloig look toward the window
bench, against which Andrew Copley—
then a well set-up young fellow of four-
and-twenty—was moodily leaning.

“*Ay, but he takes on badly wi' 'i,"
she said, jerking her head in Andrew’s
direction.  “*T'm main sorry for him, too.
He always were sweet on her, ye knaw;
an’ I do believe she'd "a’ had lim if that
man fro' Grimsby hadn’t come this way
wi' his pert, weel-favored face."

Further tattle was nipped short by the
appearance of the letter bag.  Inall there
must have been close on a. dozen Jetters—
a goodly batch for Port St. Bede. It was
one of the last which the postman held
aslant to cateh the light. -+ Miss Kellett!"”
he called out wheezily.

““Why, that mun be Hilda."' exclaimed
one of the bystanders. *‘I'm boun’ that
way, an’ I'll ha'e to take it up to the

oose.”"

“T'll save ye the walk."’ said Andrew.
stepping forward.  I'm boun’ that way,
an’ it'l] see she gets it.""

“Don’t tell her o' the goings-on o' that
Grimsby chap.”” cried the fish-wife before

mentioned. “‘It’'ll drive her clean daft.
Conscince sake. Andrey. don’t tell her
that.””

Dauring the period we are dealing with,
education at Port St. Bede was at a won-
derfully low ebb. Not twenty people in
the whole thorp could write their names,
or recognize them when penned; few could
read anything but “‘print;"’ fewer still were
able to puzzle ount written characters.
Among this community Andrew Copley
was reckoned a ‘‘fine scholard,”” and by
virtue of that reputatien his services were
in frequent demand by those who. having
passing need of the ‘‘learning,”’ chanced
to be in the bad books of the rector or the
Wesleyan minister.

With the *‘gammer’s”’ injunction echo-
ing in his ears, Andrew stole quickly to-
ward the cottage occupied by Hilda Kel-
lett and her widowed mother. < ‘Miss
Kellett, Port St. Bede,” '’ said he, fur-
tively scanning the superscription. *‘It's
fro’ that scamp, as I live.
like, she'll ha'e me to read it to her.’
Slackening his pace, he added grimly :
‘Shall T tell ¢t to her—shall T2 1t'll kill
her, say they, an’ they’re reight—it will. "

He stuffed the letter into his jacket
pocket long before he came abreast of the
cottage. Rapping a tattoo on the door, he
lifted the latch, and—as was the custom—
walked straight in. A slim, fair-haired
girl peeped into the room from a side door.
“Oh, it's you, Andrew,’’ said. coming
l'urwanl.

“Ay, it'sme. I (.xlu' just to ask how
your mother is today."’

<‘She's a_piece better this morn; but
she rested ill last night. Nellie an’ me
sat up wi' her most uf the night; but she's
dropped off asleep now. Tak' a chair,
Andrew.”’

Andrew perched himself on the edge of
the nearest rush-bottomed chair and Titm-
bled hemtaungl) with his cap between his
knees. T was doon by the “Trawlers’
when the letters came,’’ he said, after a
strained interval. ‘“There wias one for
ye, Hilda, an’ I made free tosay I'd bring
it. Here "tis.””

“‘For me !"" and Hilda's eyes brighten-
ed as he stretched out her hand.

““Then it's fro' Ben, isn't it, Andrew?"’

“It's the Grimsby mark,”* replied An-
drew shortly.

“Then it must be fro' Ben, He said
he'd let me know as soon as the brig got
back to Grimsby. An’ how T trembled
for him all through that storm 0" Monday.
But he's safe—this shows he's safe,
Andrew.”” A plaintive look of alarm

crept into her blue eyes as Andrew, never |
answering, kept his gaze clamped to the |

floor. ““This shows he's safe '’ she re-
peated quiveringly.

ST tell ye straight out, Hilda, what |
they were sayin’ over at Morperland yes- |
terday.
it all, but there was a deal o' nasty talk
about the Vampire—as how she’d gone
down i’ the—""

“‘Read it to me."" cried Hilda, thrust-
ing the missive into his hauds. “Ye
knaw I can’t mysen. Read it, Andrew."’

Taking firm grip of his lips, Andrew
opened the letter and glanced at the signa-
ture. “‘It's moan fro' him."” he said.
“It's wrote by Peter Worsley. the skip-
per o' the Vampire.”’

_+*Not -fro' Ben!" exclaimed Hilda,
tremulously.  ““He isn’t—dead ?"’
Andrew nodded. “‘Drowned " he

murmured huskily.
(lutehing at her throat, Hilda sank into
a chair and hid her face in her palms.
Presently she looked up, her lips pallid,
her eyelids scarlet. ‘I can bear it now,
Andrew,”’ shesaid. “‘Readitall tome.™’
The caligraphy of the Vampire's master
must have been all but illegible, judging
from the difficulty Andrew-had in deci-
phering it. He read slowly, humming
and hawing through the whole epistle.
Hemmt.hemoﬁt Inthereeanthmn;)i
the Vun crazy, underman
Eﬂﬂ h]:l‘—“q)mng ayleuk' her crew

from the “'street.”’ Later
have displaced or rebuilt most of these one-
stored dwellings, and filled in the gaps: but
the old ‘‘Trawlers’ Inn’" looks just as it
looked fifty years ago. It lies back some
ten paces from the roadway, the shingled
quee thus obtained being highly favored

of loungers and gossips. The spot served
an identical purpose so far back as the old-

est memory goes.

A litde knot of fisher-folk, men and
woman, gathered one W y
mugwtmthemduﬂhel(wp-

bemg identall, don the
foundering vessel and ‘take to the longboat.

eir perilous case was little bettered there-
by, for twice the boat had been capsized;
when she was righted the second time only
four of the sailors succeeded in ncrnmblmg

eked-npon thofolhnngdn
d at Grimsby. It wasin fulfill-
men&nf a pledge made at the outset of
their peril, and in fateful anticipation of
that Captain Wi

vm
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The blow was for her shoulders

An’ now. be- |

P'raps that letter may contradict l

it

self.
alone, and she bore its smart bravely.
Besides, she and her mother had to live;
the net making and mending must be at-
tended to, even though the heart may
ache and the eyes blister with unshed tears.

So two years went by. Then, her
mother having been laid to her last long
rest under the gnarled elms in the church-
yard, Hilda went to live with her sister,
Abel Mexon, the cooper's wife. At this
juncture, hoping that time had salved her
wound, Andrew Copley made bold to of-
fer her all an honest man can offer the
woman he loves—his name, his home, his
big steadfast heart.  His insight was at
fault, for she would have none of them.
In all simplicity, she told him that her
love lay dead with him who slept in the
deep seas; she chose to share the lot of no
man to whom she conld not give hemself
heartily. wholly.

T knaw yelike me, Andrew,”’ she said
frankly; ‘‘I've al'ays knawn it, and
thank you. 1If ever I come to thing i
that other way, an’ if I see ye're i' the
same mind still, I'll speak first. Don’t
ask me any more, Andrew; T'll speak first. "

Henceforth, as before, they were friends
—close, firm friends but no further. Sea-
son after season Andrew sailed off in his
yawl for the white fishing on the Dogger,
returning each time with brain aflame for
the sight of her. ~And she met him-with
mere smile and handshake, in her eyes no
token of change, no glimmer of awakening
affection.

Eight years thus lumbered away—eight
weary, joyless years—and neither Hilda
nor Andrew had sought to break through
their pact of silence. About this time
Hilda was sore stricken with typhoid, then
rife in the village, aud for an anxious space
she dwelt on the very borderland of here
and hereafter.
he staking his word that the great man’s
fees would be forthcoming—Abel called in
Dr. Radcliffe, of Morperland, under whose
care Hilda slowly began to mend. It was
while Andrew was away at the banks—

| pany—that the truth stripped itself hefore
Hilda, to torture and afflict her with its
mocking ghastliness,

As yet she was not able to leave her bed,
but lay there with pinched face, her hair
tangled on the pillow, her thin blue fingers
twitching idly at the garish patchwork

lattice through which was borne the distant
sough of the waves, and whence she tould
see thelr sun-flecked crests far out beyond
the Fork rocks. Then she would turn to
answer some question put to her by her lit-
tle niece, Mary— Abel's eldest daughter,

“srising ten’'—who had erept into the s
room. Presently the little maid fell to bal
bling, childlike, of the doings and sayings
of er school friends.

\) but ye'll bej.'\:mn a fine scholard,
\lar} satd Hil It was a guid thing |
for the weans when + parson lrpeno\l school.
| T wish it had been done long sin’.
; +It was our ’ xamination to day. " replied |
| Mary, eager with fresh news. “‘Mr. Har-
| vey heard me read an’ patted me o' the
I heud e Out of a newspaper—hard words |
] they was, too.”

““An’ maybe ye can read  writin,’

| Mary?”’
| ()b. yes,”' said she, nowise disposed to
belittle her attainments.  *When you get
any letters, Aunt Hilda. T'll read them all

smilingly. “Now open that drawer—no;
| the second one—an’ bring the little blac! k |
[ box to me.  Yes, that is it.

Tenderly picking out the finery with
which the box was filled, Hilda plnced the |
various articles by her side on the bed.
Underneath, untouched since that day. lay |
the very letter which had told her its sad
tale through Andrew’s mouth.
Now. what name’s that?”
nting to the signature.

{  Mary ure\\ed her eyes into beads,
| hung her head sapiently on one side and |
| ﬂpelled the words under her breath :
+‘B-e-n, Ben;W-e-b-b, Webb. " she an-
nounced at last with a ring of triumph.

It’s main bad writin’, but—""

“No, no!" cried Hilda, rising. excitedly
upon her elbow. **Not Ben—not Ben

said <he,

atrembled, she turned to Mary with

‘Begin at the first; read it all to me.
Can ye, can ye?'’

Mary. at all events, was willingto try.
and although she blundered often and
painfully under the task. between them
they managed to piece the words into
sense.

-‘Dwr Hilda.”” itran.  *“I didn’t mean
to say a word, but I can’t do it without
telling you first.  Don’t hate me, for I did
love you, and do, more nor her. -~ Anyways,
yon can’t say I didn't tell you all about
Polly Barclay—how we was to be marvied.
and how it was broke off, Well. me and
her have made it up again. Her undle's
dead, and left her everything—his three
houses and £400 in bank. You see, I|
don’t have « free hand, so you can’t blame
me, Besides, there's” Andy Copley, only
too glad te have you; and the banns. has
been read twice in Grimsby church. 1
think things are best left alone. and no fuss
made, especially as I don’t ask the presents

sitting up in bed, mmdcyed and gesticu-
lating wn.hdemhed T might ha'
mhun back—TI would ha',”’ she eried
shrilly. ‘A lie, Adrewcophy‘
a lie!’”

In&nfuhmthnvdlﬂthmghdu
ight and long into the nextday. Dr. Rat-

On Andrew's persuasion— |

the doctor’s comforting assurances for com- |

quilt, her eyes wandering to the half-open |

through to you—every word. 1'm sure [
could. ™’
“Well. I'm going to try ye."" said Hilda |

Webh, Are you sure, Mary?
B-e-n, Ben; W-i-b-b, Webb. " repeated
her niece. |
Hilda sent up a choking ery.  “*He said |
it came fro' Captain Wordey,™* she ejacu-
lated gaspingly. <‘Helied tome. It's fro’
Ben. Benisn'tdead!’ Her whole frame

Tt was |

The Drought of 1822,

From the York (Pa.) Gazette, September 19, 101,
This year will go down into history as -

one noted, among other things, for “the

severe drought. Tt has beéen felt through-
out the country, to a limited extent in this
neighborhood; but most seriously in the
northwest. ~Any remarkable phenomenon
such as this is apt to be deseribed as the
worst on record, and it is always interesting
to look back to the records and compare
the present events with past, events, so
that we can see how Nature is treating us.

Glossbrenver, in his History of York -
County, published in 1834, tells of &
drought in 1822, of which he says that

““Persons who lived nearly a century, wit-
nessed nothing like it.

The year of 1822 was & very remarkable
year for York. At that time the borough
had a population of about 4,060 and was
the centre of an industrious and thrifty -
population of nearly 40,000 in the oo'nmy
It was a most prosperons community, and
a happy one. In that year, however, it
was inflicted with two great disasters o
exaetly opposite natures.

+to the depth of eighteen inches. On the
20th a heavy rain came from the south,
and the thaw was so rapid that it brought
on a very severe flood in the Codorus.  The
water was not as deep as in the great flood
of 1817, but was within four feet of that
height. The floating ice did great damage.
destroying many bridges and buildings.
The greatest loss was suffered in York.
After the infliction of a flood came that
of a drought.  From the 20th of Febru-
ary until the 23rd of August not a drop
of rain fell in York county. For six
months there was a water famine, and it
may trust the accounts given of it, nothing
| like it has been seen in this part of the world.
*“There was no rain of any consequence,’
says Glossbrenner, ““from the 21st of Feb-
ruary. the time of the fiood, until sometime
in September, a periad of about six months.
Fountains which had been considered as
perennial, were dried up. Grinding was
not done at onc mill out of ten; and where
| grinding was done, the demand for flonr
| was mnot supplied. Many farmers went
twenty miles to mill, and then were obliged
to return with a quantity of flour not suffi-
cient to satisfy immediate want. An
account of the drought written on the 13th
of August, says ‘the summer ecrops have
almost totally failed? some fields will yield
| not a grain of corn, and the bext fields not
| more than a few bushel toan acre.” Shortly
| after this there weré two showers, which
| greatly relieved the distress of the country :
| the one fell on the 23d and the other on
| the 24th of August.  The showers, how-
ever did not extend to the northwestern part
{of the county where the distress arising
from the drouth was still excessive. Asa
proof that the s«-nr(it) of water at this time
| was unparalleled. it may be mentioned that
| on the 13th of September, 1822, there
was not a drop of water to be seen in the
channel of the Big Conewago. at the place
where the bridge is thrown across it on the
1 Carlisle road. At low water, the stream
| there is from 90 to 120 feet wide.”
e ——
| For Man's Wants.

|
| On the Canary island grows a fountain

| tree, a tree most needed in some parts of
| the island. Tt is said that the leaves con-
stantly distill enough water to furnish
drink to every living creature in Hiero:
natare having provided this remedy for
| the drought of the island, a cloud of mist
arises from the sea which the wind forces
Fagainst the steep cliff on which the tree
| & grows, and it is from the wist that the tree
| distils the water.
| China, too, claims her remarkable tree.
This is known as the tallow tree, so called
| from the fact of its producing a substance
like tallow, and which serves the same
| purpose, is of the same consistence, color
| and smell.  On the island of Lewchew
‘; grows a tree about the size of a common
| -hvrr\ tree. which possesses the peculiarity
| nf(hangl.'g the color of dts blossoms. At
| one time the flower assumes the tint of the
lily. and again, shortly. the color of the
| Tose. In Thibet there is a curious tree
| known as the tree of the thousand images;
{m leaves are covered with well-defined
| characters of the Thibetean alphabet. Tt
{is of great age and the only one of its
| kind “known there, says the San Jose
| Mercury.
The coabab tree ix considered one of the
| most wonderful of the vegetable kingdom.
[ It appears that nothing can kil this tree;

|

1 henee it reaches an astonishing age as well
as an enormous size. The natives make
a strong cord from the fibers of the bark;
hence the tfees are continually barked, but
without damage, as they soon put forth
new bark. It appears impervious to fire
and even the ax is resisted, as it continues
to grow in length while lying ou the ground.

In Mexico there is a plant known by
the name of Polo de Leche. Tt belongs to
the family of euphorbia. The Indians
throw the leaves into the water and the -
fish become stupid and rise to the surface
and are then caught by the natives. In
this case the effects of the narcotic soon
pass off. The milk of this plant thrown
upon the fire.throws out fumes that pro-
duce nausea and headache. The lnik
taken internally is a deadly poison;
produce phordidhoun £ .m&ng
“the size of the dose. There is a popular
belief among the lower class in Mexico
that the insanity of the ex-Hmpress Char-
lotta was caused by this poison.
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Ttis claimed by some physicians that the
bmua,nnotmt perfonly nnku:llliﬂt
from the

whu.harmmwbed-tu@‘mmﬂ
lying down for a half-howr's rest in fb{
middle of the day, ﬁ-mwh
taken. Whenshmuhunu-an or

About the 18¢h of Febrnary a snow fell .




