
TEDS COMIC ACTOR.
"Good evening, Chariot, and good

evening to Mother MartinT
"Thank you, my friends; good evening

and good night."
So, tucking up the collar of his over¬

coat, with both hands deep in his pock¬
ets, Martin, the comic actor of Mont¬
martre, went his way, walking at a

brisk, nimble pace; he passed before the
cafe of the theatre, followed the Rue
d'Orsel, turned to the right and ascended
the Rue des Martyrs. A few minutes
after, he raised his head, and, glancing
to the top of the house.the fifth story
his eye rested a moment on a window
which, despite the late hour, still formed
a joyful, luminous picture in the sur¬

rounding darkness; then, smiling, he
crossed the street, rang the bell, called
out Ids name in a sonorous voice as he
went by the porter's lodge, and ascended
the staircase four steps at a time. Be¬
fore he had reached the fifth flight, a
door opened, and an old woman, her
face illuminated by the rays of the lamp
she held in her hand, exclaimed:

"Is that you, Chariot?"
"Yes, m'ma; good evening, m'ma!"
He flung both his arms round the old

woman's neck, half stifling her with his
kisses; then both sat down before a table
whereon two covers, were carefully laid.
There, fcSthe moist boat, that, pervaded
the neat little duTtog-robm, ttey had
their supper, while he'recountöd'all the
details of tho evening, giving import-
aneo to the slightest incident, notingthe
parts of his role in winch he hail pro¬
duced, some effect, telling stories about
his comrades, chattering and gossiping
about everything and everybody.
Martin loved her so deeply, his

mother! When still at school his father
died, and all hw mother's tenderness
from that day centered in 1dm. She
had brought bun up somewhat like a

girl, 'surnnmding him with every atten¬
tion, starting at the slightest cough,
vrorking day and night to supply all his
wants and satisfy his merest craving,
and when, grown a big boy, he had said
to her, "M'ma, I should like to be an

actor I" she not only consented, but en¬

couraged him; so he entered the pro¬
fession at the theatre of Montmartre,
where he was still one of the troupe.
He was not a great actor, certainly,

but he was a general favorite with the
frequenters of the place; his thinface,
wittitehigh, red cheek bones; he big
mouth, his-- tremulous voice which
seemed to issue from a clarinet, and
especially the good humored manner he
had of saying a funny thing, made peo-
p^lm^out' lahghmg as soon as he"ap¬
peared on the stage, and gained forhiin
quite a renown throughout the quarter;
his success; however,' never. extended
beyond. But- what was that to him,
since he had his mother's whole admira¬
tion!
His calm, quiet, hum-drum life, suited

him so thoroughly that ho could realize
no other, and when, after the perform¬
ance, some one invited him out to a

party of pleasure, he would exclaim:
"Well, and what about ina'ma at home?"
Once oal v, Martin had had a big grief.

Tfie^evvjung when tlus*"öccurred, a great
discussion hail arisen in the green-room;
each of those present spoke in high
words, swore lustily and spoke of send¬
ing seconds; a wind of battle was in the
air. When our actor arrived, a news¬

paper was placed in his hand; he read
a long article in which comedians were

sorely treated; but, amid all the insult-
ijig langua.;. used, one tldng struck
ldm more forcibly than all the rest; it
was said that «tage players were incapa¬
ble of harboring a single genuine senti¬
ment. He said not a word, but an ex¬

pression of ineffable sadness came over

his face. In tho evening, when he came
home, without saying a word, he handed
the newspaper to Iiis mother, pointing
to the articlo, and when she had read it
through, be exclaimed, as two big tears
rolled down his cheeks:

uSay, is it true, m'ma, that I don't
really love you?"
Already mother Martin had hugged

him to her bosom, and, with a wild
glitter in her aged eye as if to defy the
author of the scurrilous article, she
yelled out frantically:
"The villain! let him come and see

whether you don't love your mother,
my dear boy?"
One evening in December, the theatre

was crammed with spectators, because
it happened to be the first performance
of a piece wherein her boy played the
chief rolp, and his name appeared in
large characters on the posters outside!

It proved a real triumph for Martin.
Each time he walkod off the stage, the
applause burst forth with redoubled
vigor: never l>efore bad his comicality
shot over the footlights with such irre¬
sistible effect, provoking laughter
among the coldest: never had he so well
personated a part, tasking himself to his
utmost. The fact is that, in that great
crowd, he saw but one person, at the
other onil of the pit, hoisted in her seat,
and applauding with rapture .his
mother! Poor mother Martin, he
played for her alone that evening!
"When the curtain fell on the last act,

Martin was called back by name.one
of the greatest honors on any stage.
Mother Martin, quiet beyond herself

for joy, quickly sought to get out,
stumbling over those who were next to
her: she made her way to the back of
the house, where she took up her sta¬
tion in the dark alley through which the
artistes came out. Her head was so
flooded with joyous thoughts that she
forgot to wrap around her shoulders a
warm shawl she had on her arm; she
went and came, spoke in audible tones,
got impatient, and found that ho had
never before been so long in changing
his dress. At last he appeared. SJie
bounded toward him, and, putting her
arms round his : :ck, murmured in a
voice half strangled with emotion:
"Oh!.my l>oy!.my own.dearboy!.
Martin, deeply moved, put his arms

around her waist, and pressing her
fondly to his heart stammered:

.'Then, you are pleased, are you, dear
m'ma!" |

.'Could it bo otherwise?.oh my dear j
Chsriot!"

That evening, their lodgings in the'
Rue dee Martyrs seemed transformed
into a palace, so happy were they, so

bright the future pictured itself to their
minds, and the supper, with champagne
.an attention of mother Martin.was
gayer than ever before.
The following evening, Martin, not¬

withstanding hissuccess on the previous
night, seemed preoccupied; he acknowl¬
edged the compliments of one and an¬

other with a constrained smile; was ir¬
ritated and nervous; found fault with
the property man, hurried forward his
comrades, and tried all he could to have
the curtain up before the right hour.
"Why, what's tho matter with you?"

asked one of his comrades, who knew
him to be kindness itself liabituully.
"I?-nothing-'tis Mother Martin;

she coughs fearfully; must have caught
cold while waiting for me yesterday
evening."
"Poor woman! but-nothing will

come of it?"
"No, notliing serious, I hope," replied

Martin.
At the thought that "it might after

all be something serious," he felt a cold
chill run down his back and his face
turned deadly pale under its red paint.
At night, whep he came home, al¬

though, as usual, the two covers were

placed on the little table, mother Martin
had gone to bed and her state seemed
worse; she tried to laugh, however, so

as not to alarm "her boy;" asked ques¬
tions about the evening, recalled yester¬
day's triumph, and, recollection once
more rousing her enthusiasm, she lost
sight of the burning sensation she expe¬
rienced about the chest; but a dry,
husky cough repeatedly Interrupted her
speech, without however, once rooting
out the good humor of that adorable old
woman.
On the following day the doctor de¬

clared she had an inflammation of the
lungs. Eight days after, as he came

from behind the scenes, Martin caught
sight of one of his mother's next door
neighbors. A cold shudder ran through
all his frame as soon as he saw the
woman.
"Com» quick, M. Chariot, your

mother is very ill. She wants to see

you."
He was off in a twinkling. Running

at full speed, he jostled the passers-by,
whom he would liave knocked down,
nay killed, if they had attempted to in¬
tercept his wayl What was that to
him? His mother was ill I very ill I
Thiswas tho sole thought that engrossed
his mind as he ran along; his mother
was very, very ill!
He rushed up the staircase; but, on

'reaching the landing, he stopped short,
not'daring to enter, suffocated, stupe¬
fied, without an idea. A tremulous
voice, from the inside of the lodgings,
roused him from his torpor:

"Is that you, Chariot?"
"Yes", m'ma!" said he, quite softly,

scarce daring to open his mouth, lest
the tears should well from his eyes.
Mother Martin, pale as a sheet,

had raised herself in her bed; she
took her son's head in her two
wasted arms, drew him toward her,
kissed his forehead, and, with death's
rattle in her throat, heaved a groan
full of the deepest anguish.
"Chariot! $Iy Chariot! My own dear

boy!
After which, as if, by a supreme

effort, she had clung to life until her son
came home, her head fell back heavily
on the pillow, and she breathed her last
still holding in a convulsive grasp the
head of her darling child.
Sad, dejected, with lowering brow and

feverish eye, Martin, without uttering a

word or shedding a tear, followed his
mother's funeral all the way to the
cemetery of Saint-Onen. Not until the
nable-coated men, surrounding the coffin
with ropes roughly lowered it into the
jrave, bringing down a quantity of
loose stones upon the lid, did he make a

movement! He stepped forward, but
paused, livid, his eyes fixed on tho
yawning hole, his hands contracted, the
nails of his fingers entering his flesh.
then, without saying a word, automati¬
cally he allowed himself to be led away
by Ids friends, who, startled at his calm
demeanor, stayed by him untU the hour
he entered the theatre.
For he liad to play that evening!

Already, the previous night, no one be¬
ing able to assume Ids part, thB house
had to put off the performance, and his
stage friends had been so kind to him!
Although far from rich, they had sent a

lovely wreath for mother Martin's
funeral! He could not really place
them in a dülemma.so, play ho must.
He did play, and played admirably,

discovering effects which surprised
everybody, and bringing down the house
with roars of laughter; an artist this
time he proved himself to be, in every
sense of the term! The spectacle made
him quite an ovation, and some, to
whom he was a stranger, said with en¬
thusiasm:
"How side-splitting he is, to be sure!

Only look, he laughs so heartily that the
tears are in his eyes."

It was the truth. All the muscles of
his face were puckered up; his mouth,
wide open, was distorted; his laugh
broke into hiccoughs, and with nervous

twitclungs, small round tears flowed
from his eyes, adding white streaks to
the red paint on his cheeks; his whole
head, in fact, was so comical in its ex¬

pression, that the good public were con¬

vulsed with laughing.
At last the performance came to on

end!
Martin went up to his dressing-room,

rapidly changed his dress, und went out
without even washing the paint off his
face. His friends tried to detain him,
and get him to go along with them; but,
in spite of their endeavors, he would
give thorn no answer, and seemed to
have grown deaf and dumb; he but half
opened his mouth, and. softly, with his
usual good-natured smile, whispered:

"Well, and ma'ma that waits for me!"
And nil. deeply moved, made way for

liim, evincing the greatest respect for
h;s unbounded grief.
The snow fell thick in small round

flakes. Martin turned up the collar of
his overcoat, put his hands deep into his

pockets, and mechanically, as was his
wont, took the road which led to the
Eue des Martyrs.
On reaching the house where he had

so long lived, he stopped and looked up,
but there was no bright light up stairs
to welcome him home! Choking and
nervously trembling, a sudden fright
came over him; he ran away with all
his might, straight before him, like one

suddenly seized with a fit of madness.
Unwittingly, he took the deserted

road along which the funeral procession
had wound in the morning. He passed
the city gates and soon reached the
walls of the cemetery, over which he
scrambled with the nimbleness of a cat,
leaping from the top of the wall inside.
Quite beyond himself, he threaded the

tombstones, jumping over the slabs in
his way without once tripping; his tall,
thin body gave him a weird aspect, and
he like a ghost issuing from one of the
thousand tombs which surrounded him.
Suddenly he stopped. There, before

him, in the newly turned clay, uprose a

little black cross, on which, in the light
of the moon, the name of Martin was

painted in white letters. He faltered
and fell on his knees; memory was now

returning; he remembered! Tha remi-
niscenoes of all his life gradually filled
his mind. He called on his mother with
a hoarse voice, wept aloud, beat his
forehead, and shrieked in his affliction.
but alone, afar oft, the depths of the
cemetery re-echoed his lamentations. It
was one general outburst of pent-up
agony that sought to find egress from his
breast; his heart was overfull to break-
ing, and his brain wandered; he dragged
himself on his belly in the mire, rolled
over the tombs, and, in histress, bit the
ground with his teeth, and his mouth
with its clay.
But he stopped; a smile hovered over

Ids hps.from a long, long way off, as if
from the depth of the earth, he thought
he heard a voice, the voice of mother
Martin, which said:

"Is that you, Chariots?
"Yes, m'ma, here I am, m'ma!" He

shouted, and thereupon fainted right off;
his body sunk deep into the soft earth,
moulding itself in the clay, as if he
sought to bury himself in it.

* * » * * . o

La the morning the custodians of the
cemetery, as they went their usual
round, discovered by the side of a new
tomb which had not yet received its
railing, ft shapeless heap entirely buried
in the snow.

"Probably some poor dog who has
come to die on his master's grave,n said
one of the keepers, as he drew near, but
the fellow suddenly recoiled, exclaim¬
ing:

"It's a man!''
He leaned down, placed his hand in

the region of the heart, and merely
added, as he took off his cap:
"He's dead!"'
The body was quite deep in the earth;

the keeper uplifted it, brushed the mud
and snow from the dead man's face, and
the head of poor Martin appeared.
And, from his half-open mouth

(

whereon death had placed the smile of
hope, from his laughing mouth with its
fat, comic lips, still seemed to come the
the words:
"Here I am, m'ma, dear m'ma!".

Gaston Schaedler in Figaro.
Sunday Work In a Great City.

"I'm getting just a little wearied of
working seven days a week, and nights
in the bargain," said a friend who
clerks in a wholesale establishment.
"How do you come to work on Sun¬
day? was asked. "We have to or leave,"
was the reply. "Why, don*t you know
that in two-thirds of the wholesale
stores in Chicago there are from five to
twenty men working all day Sunday ?
It's so, worse luck. The trade is so

heavy, not only at this time but all
spring and fall, that some of us have to
%'ork every night till 9 or 10 o'clock,

'i he firm sends to the postoffice twice
after the last delivery is made and gath¬
ers in all the orders found. The mail
is opened as soon as it reaches the office
and we go to work filling the orders.
Some mighty big orders are found at
such times. The goods are packed and
marked for shipment and the bill made
out. In this way we fill a great many
orders six and even ten hours sooner
than we would otherwise. On Sunday
it's the same thing.
"Extra pay? Well you are green.

Some of the houses give the boys sup¬
per money, but I know of but two firms
that pretend to recompense their em¬

ployes for extra services. Often night
work is occasioned by the late arrival
in town of two or three heavy buyers
who want to get through with their
business as soon as possible, and we
show them samples and talk prices to
them by gaslight. Theatre ? Oh, yes,
we have to take them to the theatre
sometimes, and to other places besides.
It takes a good deal of soft soap to
smooth over some people from the coun¬

try. All these customs have grown out
of competition, and they are accumu¬

lating every year..ChicagoNews "Ram¬
bler."

Intelligence and Size of Drain.
The Revue d' Anthropologie reports

an investigation upon the relation of
intelligence to the size of the brain.
The main conclusions are that there is
no absolute relation between the factors,
though the brain proper may become
voluminous proportionately with the
degree of intellectual activity. The im¬
portant point in determing the intelli¬
gence is the quality of the brain cells,
constituted by their impressionability.
This, if native, marks a superior intelli¬
gence; it can be acquired by continued
work, and it may be produced by nerv¬
ous disease. In some races certain in¬
fluences contributed to increased intelli¬
gence, but in none does the volume
alone of the brain constitute the princi¬
pal factor of the intelligence..New
York Sun.

I>ld Xot »ed n Hotel.

Gen. Tombs discouraged the building
of a hotel in his native town of Wash¬
ington, 6a., on the ground that .ill decent
people visiting the place could stay with
him, and no others were wanted. .

THE SAGE»8 WISDOM.

Foi- nothing "worthy proring can be proven,
Nor yet disprovon: wnerefore thou be wise.
Cleave ever to the sunnier «ido of doubt,
And cling to Faith beyond the forma of

Faith 1
She reels not in the storm of warring words.
She brightens at the clash of "Yes" and

"No." .

She sees the Best that glimmers through the
Worst

She feols tho Sun is hid but for a night.
She spies the Summer through the "Winter

bud.
She tastes tho fruit before the blossoms falls.
She hears th« lark within the songless egg.
She linds the fountain where thoy wail'd

"Mirage!"
.Tennyson.

DECORATIVE NEEDLEWORK.

Condition of th<? Art in 1851.Improved
Taste.Some Criticisms.

The revival of embroidery was the
natural outcome of the general revival
of decorative art to which the great ex¬

hibition of 1851 gave such an important
impulse. At no time in the history of
English art had decorative needlework
reached such a state of absolute debase¬
ment as in the first half of present
century, nor was it alone in that un¬

enviable position. It is both interesting
and humiliating to look back at the
illustrated catalogue of the great exhi¬
bition, and gain an idea from what was

then thought worthy of engraving, of
the condition of the art of the day.
Decorative needlework, however, had
ceased to be an art at all, for ecclesiasti¬
cal purposes it still lingered on, but
secular embroidery had sunk into the
abomination of desolation known as
Berlin wool work.
A better state of things no doubt ex¬

ists now; but while it is well to measure
our progress by looking back and noting
how short a time has elapsed since tbe
decline of the decorative arts had
reached what we may hope was its low¬
est ebb, it is painful to think how much
of this improved taste is mere fashion.
the reproduction of good models rather
than a real renaissance of art, on which
any reliance can be placed. The very
rebound carried us into a phase of low
toned monoton}' which was certainly less
aggressive,but scarcely in itself more rea¬

sonable than the showy and pretentious
style which preceded it, because it wa3
a craze rather than the result of any per¬
ception of true art principles.
Hence we had forms of construction

which were passed as artistic by the
would-be cultivators of the beautiful,
mere reproductions of a past era which
had come into fashion again, but which
were not beautiful in themselves; and
hi coloring' it only needed to be dingy
enough to be admired, There waa, if
possible, greater absence of any
thought out harmony of color than in
the old Philistine days, when people did
at any rato guide themselves by com-

plementaries, even if of a most crude
and primitive kind. The result was, as

we have said, generally less aggressive,
but in a true sense, often not more ar¬

tistic..Art Journal.
S -
* Beasts Still Sacrificed In Worship.

It apj>ears that there are still some

Christians in the Russian empire who
retain one characteristically pagan cus¬

tom of their forefathers.the sacrifice of
beasts as a part of public worship. Not
long ago The St. Petersburger Zeitung
stated that this practice was in 'use on

certain occasions at Wyborg, in northern
Finland, among the Karetes, who are

devoted adherents to the Orthodox
church. The Sviet now states tliat the
same ritual survives among the Orthodox
islanders of Mantschinschari, ahout
twenty-five versts from the monastery
ofWalaam, where there is a chapel
dedicated to the Prophet Elias. Several
times every year three oxen, and some¬
times more, are brought by Christian
pilgrims to the chapel, in front of which
they are solemnly slaughtered amid the
ringing of bells. Tbe dead beasts, how¬
ever, are not now burned, as they
formerly were, but are boiled, and the
pilgrims, together with the villagers,
make a hearty dinner out of the sacred
flesh..Pall Mall Gazette.

A Full and Ample Apology.
Count Munster, lately German am¬

bassador in London, once at a Bucking¬
ham palace reception engaged in an un¬

dertone conversation with another diplo¬
matic officer, when up came a super-
serviceable court functionary, slnp{>ed
him smartly on the shoulder and in¬
formed him that "people were not sup¬
posed to come to the palace to talk."
The ambassador pulverized the official
with a haughty BismarcIrian stare and
replied: "I did not come here, sir, to
receive lessons in manners," and he at
once summoned his attache, quitted the
throne-room in high dudgeon and drove
direct to tl»e foreign office, where he
lodged a formal complaint against the
court functionary for insulting imperti¬
nence, and announced that unless he re¬

ceived a full and ample apology he
would lay the matter before ids govern¬
ment. The case was laid before the
queen, who ordered that a proi>er letter
should be written to the count by the
fussy court official, which was done at

once..Chicago Herald.

Native Iron Ore of Greenland.
Since 1818 pieces of native iron have

been brought from Greenland by many
explorers, and have in nearly even- case

been ascribed to meteoric origin. Steen-
strup, in his tlurd voyage to Greenland,
1876-80, found the native iron, however,
in a basaltic rock in grains varying from
a fraction of a millimeter to eighteen
millimeters. It also occurs on the west¬
ern and northern sides of Disco island
and in other places. This settles beyond
a doubt the question of the origin of the
Greenland native iron. This ore may
liecome of great commercial importance.
.New York Times.

M. l'astenr's Theory of Happiness.
M. Pasteur has a theory of happiness.

"True happiness, he says, "appears to
to me in the form of a man of science
devoting his days and night« to pene¬
trating the secrets of nature and dis¬
covering new truths.".Inter Ocean.
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ALWAYS AHEAD!

Upward and Onward,

my motto!

I Defy Competition

Always the Leafier of Low Prices!

Having Enlarged My Store it is Now

the Largest in the City and Fill¬

ed With Every Desirable

Goods Imaginable at

the Very Lowest

V 11 I C E S !

To See is to Believe!
What We Say. We Do, or

Money Refunded.

It would take this entire paper to

enuinerr.tc everything we keep to sell,
Our Stock embraces $3O,U0O worth

of

DRY GOODS,

CLOTHING,
BOOT AND SHOES

HATS AND CAPS.

OIL PAINTINGS,
SHIRTS, TRUNKS,
DOMESTICS,
CARPETS. RUGS,
WATCHES.

CLOCKS.

JEWELRY,

&c., &c., &c.

4.A3.I, A!%1> SEK I S!

AM» SAVE MO.ÜKY!

CARPETS. WINDOW SHADES and

LACE CURTAINS big specialties.

CALIFORNIA RLANK ETS at a great
sacrifice.

GUNS to suit any price. Come ami See.

Don't fail to Come and See Lrs.

Once dealing will bring
you again.

c» t 0 r E
ötobe

D. EPSTIN,
New York Store.

URIC GUANO.
TO THE MAMY ENQUIRERS I WOULD
state that one car has arrived. The de¬
mand for this MANURE will he larger
than supposed.
To CASH BUYERS the price will be re¬

markably low.
Orders filled as rapidly as possible.

TO OWNERS OF STEAM
MILLS, &C., &c.

1 have just received a lot of WROUGHT
IRON M, % and 1 inch, PIPING, COUP¬
LINGS, ELBOWS, B. G. BRASSVALVES,
CHECK VALVES and PACKING STUFF.

AN INVOICE OF

FRESH FLOUR.
GOOD at §5.00. BEST AT 56.00.

ALSO,

BRICK, CEMENT,
PLASTER PARIS,

LIME, HAIR.

Stock Food and Hay
ON HAND.

John A. Hamilton.
C. MAYHEW. J. M. MATHEW.

C. Maykew& Son,
COLUMBIA, S. C.

MONUMENTAL ARCHITECTS

AND BUILDERS,

COLUMBIA MABBEL WORKS.
Manufacturers of and Dealers in

AU Kinds of

AMERICAN AND ITALIAN
MARBLE W01?K.

Mantels, Monuments and Tablets
furnished to any design

at Lowest Prices.
Polished Granite Work, either Na

tive or Foreign, to order.

Building Stone of*all kind furnished.

Correspondence solicited with those

in want of any work in llie above line.
Jan 7-1yr.

Mrs. L. M. SMOAK
Wishes to inform her friends and the public
that she has

REMOVED
her Millinery

Establishment next door to B. B. Owen,
where will be found constantly in Stock all

the Latest Novelties in

LADIES' HATS AND BONNETS,
NECK WEAR, GLOVES, HOSIERY,

IACES, EMBROIDER V, &C.

Agent itx the Genuine

SINGER SEWING MACHINES.
NEEDLES, OIL AND ATTACHMENTS.

Orangebnrg .. IL, S. C
April 10._

FRUIT!
FRUIT!! FRUIT!!!

Finest variety of Tropical Fruits in Mar¬
ket. Fresh cargoes every week.
MALAGA GRAPES.

BANANAS,
ORANGES,

COCOANUTS.

Northern Fruits.
APPLES, PEANUTS,

NUTS, CITRON,
RAISINS, FIGS.

JSrOrdbrs filled with dispatch.
C. BART & CO.,

33, and 57, Market Street,
o.-t sj-Ktus CllA It 1 .KSTON*. S. C.

Vail Orsftell's Pliotorrrajli Gallery
OVER U. B. OWEN'S, Russell Street,

Orangeburg, s. c.

To THE I'Cin.lC : J have opened a first-
class Photo Gallery. I would be pleased to
have samples of work examined at Gallery.
All werk strickly first-class.
Photos of Groups and Ifcbics a speciality

by instant method. All Vewing Exteriors,
Dwellings, Horses, Dogs and Animal;
taken at short notice by instant method.
Old pictures copled|and enlarged. Special

attention given to this branch of work.
Pictures finished in water colors, India Ink
and Crayon. Also Photo taken from Hit
size of smallest pocket to full life Dxü feet
All work done with neatness and dispatch.
Vewing any where in the State. Special
discounts on all orders over 810.00. Give
me a call, 1 will assure satisfaction. All
work CASH ON DELIVERY, Festively
no credit. VAN ORSDELL, Artist,
July 17 Russell Street. Orangeburg, S. C.

THOMAS' RESTAURANT

Is constantly supplied with the very best
Oysters and Fish that the Charleston

Market affords, which Is sold at a reasona¬
ble price. Meals can be had at the Restau¬
rant at any hour and cooked in a way that
will please* the most fastidious. nor5*5m


