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= 'Who Npring Peet. '
When the sun hins thinwed the smaw,
Wi oftie 00R Ui Nowaors blow,
When the birds begio (o iy,
By the ut (e rotarn of spelug,
Then the poet In his den,
Helzing on a lirmnt-new pen,
Tuks It gally, murmuring,

S T e e
Hours doth tho poet toil,
Wating quarts of midnight ofl,
T ke work complobe he sees,
Full of Wlosaoms, lnnbs and trees,

_Bipds and brooks and April skles—

Joyously the poet ories
1 mnst do bug ond thing wors,
Send It to the editor?"

Walts the port anxionsly

For the editor’s reply.

Brdles the poet, Mill of hope,
As ho hreaks the eivelope.

1t contalns a printed slip—
Diesthe laughter from his Hp,
As ILdeaws upon hils mind
That his pocm 1 declined!
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GREY, BACHELOR.

your little hands move round to-night

enmité. I've endured sinee
Houra don't fly on “goldon wings" a

from my collar bnd eravit.

carefully entopoi it.

I coneluded,

tion of doubtful morals, but I wouldn
breath the fact anywhere, exce)

well.”
Charley’s, to see his married felicity,
a very felicitous call.

fants did torment me! Oh, sh

unmentionables!

true; but I don't think it is mysdlt

template!

. -over these litile trials.

ter the dog.
on it now,
Bil,

Where are your senses?

What ‘& miserable eigar! What
benighted state of ignorance I was i

e amma—

.

f remoimber the time when Igonsidere
women as o fircside angels.

—

such a very foolish boy.

T —— e

¢old. hand, and hoped: it

earth than

yours, and

then! , Why, Hwnphrey, is that

a foolgh old hayl The ladics call yo
stone-hearted, and what would the
say

3
=

SOLILOQU \Tor HUMPHREY

Tick away, old watch! How slow

Only eight, and it ought certainly to
be ton, julging by the amount of
BUDPPET.
t
my house. Punch, you artful, just
have the goodnoss to elevate yourseff
IET ever
lay anything” earofully down on the
floor, you are sure to pul yourcelf
Don’t whine at
med T wha'n’t necept any apology.
Whew! what a spectacle! Humphrey,
your eyes are getting a little old, but
they are good enough to discover
considernble chaos in this apartment,
But then, being asingle man, I con,
of eourse, arrange things geometrical-
ly or otherwise, just according to my
taste, Wish it didu't storm so haxd,
g0 I' eould spend the evening out.
Don’t know whare it would be my du-
ty to go either, lLet us consider.
Last night I listened to a discourse
upon the antedilnvian foundations of
the earth, by one ol the fossil remains,
Night belore last 1 went

to the “club.” Nice place that club is,
i where we happy bachclorscongregate.
Great honx about our being pappy,
though I wouldn’t mention it abroad,
COlyb is a geod place for the cultiva-

right here in the bosom of my family.
Last Tuesdoy eveuing “I remember
Don't know  what possessed
me, but T went down to my chum

suppose. Must confess I didn't have

How his gix in- :
aden of Ivhumo wenlth and luxury instead of

;1 poor student’s home. Bhe did it for

my ancestors, think of a whole glassin Wonder if she

of milk-on my spickest, ‘&pancst pew | 1e sake of others,
Think of the fran-
tic atltempts those #pecs of fists made
to pull oub every one of my poor, dear
whiskers! By the way, wonder if that

was not the canse ot those white hairs
I discovered over my right ear this
morning!l It can’t be old age. Forty-
one next week, if the family record is

What a confounded great tearin
my sleeve! How interesting to con-
Wish I had a wife to
mend—np, I don’tithor. If any one
.ovorheard’ me make that remark, of
cotirss, they will understand 1 wis
joking. “Nothing like being jovial
: But then, af-
ter all, I don't know but it might be
endurable to havea little house, with
s neat little somebody in it to look af-
Punch, you rascal, get
down off that table; there is enough
There goes the ink bottle,
Y ou onght tobe ashamed of yourself,
You
have been indulged too much,and you
ought to come under the influence of
ladie's society, How the wind blows!

when I was young! I ean actually

Yes,
Humphrey, you were an infatuated
youth. Twas a boy once, too, and
I can re-
membed, joven now, how I used to
glance across the old school-house to
soe the merry, black eyes of Ada
Burns. I was very confident Ada was
destined to be my wile sometime, but
I was forced to change my mind
when her father carricd her away to
the mysterious “West,” and left me
desolate. Yes,it was “listle Humfy
Grey” that sat down in the tall weeds
behind the barn, and eried himsell (o
sleep, because Ada was so far away.
Wonder where in the wide world that
piece of dainty fesh holds sway now?
But uty fickle hearl was soon com-
forted, and sweet Effie Brown receiv-
ed my devoted attentions, What an
angelic creatnre was Effie in my oyes!
I rémember how reverently I used to
hold her little hands to help her over
the icy play-ground. or gravely asked
her advice about my boyish plans.
The last time I looked oy her | white,
still face, I placed a rosebud in her
would
blossom  in heaven. Ah, well, little
Effia} thero never was & purer soul on
more
than onee the old tempter has been
baMed when I have thought of your
angel eyes-watching me.  How many
long, erring venre have passed wince

ping-down your nose? - What

v
gonuing. drop

wlerding @own

of
ﬂl'_ﬁu? livity of your old noge
iﬁ’.’tﬁi&-me‘?uhnmr'r You bad

much better weep for the lost love of
yonr manhood.  But the fountain is

1“17"!\'!1(!! “that  memory  vuehos
ulong.

b, beautiful Carric Fogs! youy sun-
ny fuge c¢hanged my whole life, for
you stole niy happiness, This ldrge,
bard hand of mine once held o little
soft gne that, was apione also, T lwse

1ol grey oyes once looked down into

trusting blue ones, that were full of
tenderness,  Joyous days were those,
when [ went away to college halls,
leaving ‘my  little. Caynigtp wail for
me.  Our clusped hands were separa-
ted forever then, and evor gince they
onll nie o hater of worankind.
I never blnmed her. Bhe thought
she ecould procure comiort for her
aged prronts if she marriod o wealthy
mun, 8o ghe went o a city home, and
I tided to forget hier lovely Tuce T the
dry pages of a student’s books
“Away  with  melancholy.,” Theso
thoughts will néver answer, or I shall
grow sentimental,
Where are my lettors? Four of
them, and all dunning lotters, 1
sume, Pardon me, Punch, for step-
ping on your narvative, It 1t
tirely accidental, I nssure you. Lot
us soothe one rufiled feelings by parus-
ing these affectionate missives, No, 1
is from my friend Mys. Jones, “My
Deanr Mu. Grey: We are very anx-
ious to have you spend thanksgiving
with us, ng Frank is coming home.
Ho will bring his family, also his
wife's sistor, who is a very nice'—
That is enough of that. No, my dear
madam, I object to your little strata-
gem. I prefer to domy own select-
ing when I want a wife, Here are
some crow's Liacks from Sister Julin's
young hopeful, my namesake, 1 won-
der who wiote this little letter, T don't
geem to recognize the handwrit ng.

Dear Oup Frigxp HUMPHREY :
You will doubtless be surprised to re-
ceieve a line from me. Eizhteen
years have passed simee we pacted, but
I knew your face this iorning as you
passed me on the streot. 1 found your
address by the directory, I was faith-
less Lo you years ago, but my life hes
been a bittor expiation. I sold my
hand for gold, and poverty and misery
have been my lot. My husband  died
ten yours ago, nnd left me ehildless
and  dependant. My hushand’s life
was one of sin and brutal unkindness,
but Tshall pot heap reproaches npon
the dead.  Should you eare to learn
more of my sad history, von can  find
me by calling at 82 Ashley Street.

Your old friend,
Carrie Foss Bromor.

|
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Carrie Foss! Can it be possible?
 Have I found my poor little Carrie at
114812 No one can blame her if she did

I

looks any as she did long years ago?
Wonder if she will act 1'ke
same Carrie?
gotten all her love to me?
where my hat i8? ‘Who cares for the
storm? Where is my overcoat?
What ails the dog? Down good fel-
low! Collect yourself, and wag your
tail sensibly. Who knows—per-
haps—that is—I shouldn’t wonder—
Punch let us adjourn.

il
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From Grainger County.
RurLepor, TENN., Mar, 21, 84,

Epirors Comer:—1 send a few dots

from Grainger to-day, hope they will
find room in Tue CoMer.
* This i& about the second day of sun-
thine we have had in two months;
farmers are away behind former years
with their crops. Wheat looks well,
and clover also. We will have no
peaches this year, the trees are about
killed. '

Onr school at this place is having
good patronage considering the bad
weather,

We had some excitément in our
town a few days ago, we saw some
persons out with their glasses looking
in the direction of the East, and I
found out wpon inquiry that the ‘rads.
had discovered a Comet with & very
long tail. Tt has cansed o stampede,
they say it is the Comet that is to
sweep down on the land of Pettiboue
and destroy them all, so they are on a
regular stampode from there to the
land of Butler and Taylor. When the
Major comes down this time he will
find his friends all gone.

The colored voters down here are
about to find out who are their best
friends, they have been voting the re-
publican ticket for 17 years, and have
been told by the (vads) that a man
whowas in the rebel aymy was the
meanest man now living.  But just
let one of them vote the republican
ticket one time, he can then announce
himself for ofice and beat any colored
man for any office, The republicans
think more of a rvebel for voting one
time with them, aud will vote for him
before he will a colored man who has
voted the repabliean ticket for 17
years. But now the colored voters in
this connty will be more independent
than ever before, and wvote ss they
please.

Not much issaid yet about the coun-
ty elections, guess Jerre Jarnagin, our
present sherdff, will make it lively for
some one for that office again, as he
hes made as good a sherifl as we ever
had.

Tur Comer was received by some of
our people here,and met with a hearty
welcome,  You may look for a club
from this place in » few days.

Our, Cironit Court meets hore the
fourth Monday of next wouth, and we

i
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Butler here looking after a nomina-
tion, guess they will hoth find some
friends heve.,  Yours &,

Luxenrorn

the
Wonder if «he has for-
Wonder

Will Work Agninse Blim,
The Governorof Arkankaw was sit-
ting inhis  private apanrtments, the
other duy, trying to read a petition
from a large nhmber of prominent eit-
izone suggedingthe necessity of par-
doning & man convieledl of murder,
when an old eolored gentleman—all
volored people who are not ladies are
gentlemen—entored without ceremu-
ny. The Governor looked up in  sur-
prive.

"How did youget inheve, old man?”
asked the chief executive,

“Come in de do' sah bleeged ter yer,
ah."”

5T thought I locked that door.”

No doubt yer
did honey ; no doubt yer did.”

The Governor is no child, and to
be called honey sometimes startles
him,

“State  your
yon are here, old man,
pllhl\'l‘]' -'1||.\' maore “]II.!]
help.”

“Nebber p'larbers, Colonel. Allus
talks *or de pint. I come up heah ter
axvera few pints,” he continued,
rubbing his wool. “Wuz passin’ er
long, ver know, an' thought I'd ax yer
de pints.  Doun like terbodder o man,
honey, but thought I'd fx yer de
pints.”

“Well!” said  the Governor impa-
tiently.

Yus, honey, yas.
ver de pints,”
“Progeed then.”
“Pat’s whut I will,  I'm gwine=""
“Look here, old man, I don't want
any of your foolishnogs, and il you
don't tell me instantly what your bus-
iness ig, 1'11 show you the door.”

“Oh, I sees de do', sah, case 1
knows whur I come in at. Doan put
yerse'fater no trouble on de ole man's
Now I'se gittin' at de facks.
Haster gin mo time, case it won't do
ter rush,  De man whut rushed got
ter de radlroad justin time ter be run-
ned ober by de eare. Ef he hadenter

"Yas sah, yas sah.

now that
and don't
you ean

business,

I thought 1'd ax

"eounit.

by de time he got dar, Wall now ter
de pint. I'se a Dimocrat ; oh,- I'se a
monstrous Dimoernt.  I'se been votin'
de Dimoera ticket, an works mighty
lard fur de party, 1acknowledge de
fack dat de niggars mue’ vote de
Dimaocrat ticket f der eber wanster
be like de white folks, Gubner, ain'
ver got some ole cloze fur me. Gim-
my dat ole coat yer got on. Gimmy
dat ole hat hangin' up dah, for 1'se
gwinter work fur yer powerful hard.”
“Old man,” replied the Governor,
“you say that you are a Democrat.”
“Monstrous Dimoerat, honey : mon-
strous Dimocrat.”

“I'm sorry to hear it, for I have
just turned Republican.”

+Huh”

“T say that T am a Republiean.”
“Ding my foal skin, Wall, gimmy
a par 'o socks, den an' let de polities
go. No? Wall den, frum dis time on,
I'se agin yer, Good day, sah. Ricol-
lek whut I says, fur ef yer's beat de
naixt time, yer needa' be 'sprized.
Gimnmy dat ves'? No? Now I knows
yer's beat.—Texas Siftings, 8

A Singular Positiow.

“Do you see that man over by the
Postoftice corner lounging so care-
lessly 7" asked Jones of a friend the
ather day us he was exhibiting the
sights of the dingy metropolis.

“Oh, yes; 1 see him, of course,” re-
plied his compunion. “Idon'tsee any-
thing remurkable about him.”

“Why, he's a politician, you know ;
runs the machine ; in all the big jobs;
makes I don't know how much mon-
ey, and just how! Why look at him!
Do you notice nothing remagkable#”

“Can't say I do."”

“Why, he's, got his hands in hisown
pockets,”

el

A Madge of Mourning.

“Yes," responded the proprietor,
with. conginderable feeling, “Brown
was # good printer, we find it will be
hard to fill his place.”

“1 suppose we ought to attach some-
thing to the door in the shape of a
badge of mourning for a little while,”
suggested the editor. “I know just
the thing."”

“What is it?” asked the proprietor,
“One of the composing-room tow-
els.”

———— .
Took It in Craclers.

A colored man vith hig right foot
bouad up with numerous rags and
eloths yesterday encered a grocery on
Woodward avenue and asked for a
eash contribution of twenty-five cents
towards the erection of u new colored
people’s church edifice.
“Where is it to be located?” asked
the grocer,
“Wall, that hasn't bin dun decided
on {ea“

“What is it to cost?”
“Haiu't figgered on dat sali
“Who is the pastor?”
“Dun forgit, but I reckon we kin
find one.”
“Who is the head man ‘in this en-
terpriset” -
“De head man? Wall, Ize 'bout de
head man 1 reckon.”
“T am not satisfled with your explan-
ations,” said the groecer, “How can I
be cortain that you won't appropriate
the money to your own pu
“Am dat what bodders you?”
“T confess it is."
“Well, sah, we kin git ober dat pur-
ty easy, Instend of making a cash
contribution just weigh me oft two
pounds of erackers wid instukshuns to |
twrn "em oher fo de Buildin’ Commit-
tee,  Ize cheermian ob dat commitiee

expeot toste Ak, Paylor and R. R. | I nint nobody else”

“To the pure,” suid the milkman as
he wold a gquart of milk to an innocent
little girl, “all things ave puke.”

can tell me

rughed =o, de trainwould dun passed |

—_—

Not Poxted.
My, Bonton, just home from the ball,

to his wife:

“1t is o pity, my dear, you were nol

well enough to go.”

“I'm better now, thanks, and you
about it. Who were
there?”

“Oh, all the people we know."

“Were the Iadies handsomely \ress-
ed?”

ﬁ?&.ll

“Were the dresses deeollette?”

“Well, really, love, I ean't say. You
#oe there was so little goods between
the belt and the neek, that 1 couldn’t
tell whether they were decolletie, or
bombazine, or some other stuff, and a
man can't tell from the Aubbuds on
the skirt of n dress, what the materi-
alis”

B

-

Old Aunt Bukey, and old Austin ne-
gross, wits not pexected to live. Bhe
had been bedridden for some time,
and had suffered a great deal. Rev,
Whangdoodle Baxter endeavored to
to eomfort her.
“Hab patience;, Aunt Sukey, and
eberyding will je#s come around all
right.”
“Yon has easy talkin’, What 1
wants ter know is, what I has done to
hab nll dis sufferin’ put on me. Some
ob de meanest folks in Austin dies as
easy ds a chile, but hit mos’ kills me
ter die.”
el ———————

Amnecdote of Prentice.

Thiz is n story of George 1. Pren-
tice which I never saw in print and
which is 4 better illusteation of his
ready wit than anything else he said,
I think. The old Journal office used
to be the stamping ground of many
Sonthern men, more or less known,
who liked to hearthe vetran journal-
ist tell a story, or warm up a pre-
sumptuous young man for lunch.
Among those who frequented the
Journal office was Will 8, Hayes, the
song writer.

Coming into Mr. Prentice’s office
one duy in that free and casy wuf'
of his, he sat down in one chair, with
his feet on another, and jamming his

hat, on the back of his head, said,
without consulting Mr. Prentice's
leisure ,

“Seen my last song, George?”

My. Prentice ceased writing, sighed
heavily and lookeng up sadly and  re-
proachfully at the young man, said ;

“I hope so, Billy."

e ————

MHer First Palr of Specinclee.

A woman who looked as if she had
been a long time in this vale of tears
went into a popular and fashionable
jewelry establisliment on Jefferson
avenue and gaid :

“I want a pair of specs.”

“This way,"” said an obliging ¢lerk
with his hair parted in the middle,
und ha led her up a flight of stairs into
a long room where a space was reserv-
ed for optical purposes. A small,
nevvous looking man al once sur-
rounded her,

“8it here,” he said, placing a chair
for her and hanging up an A, B, C
card in front of lier; “fix your eves on
that,”

“I nin't agoing to have my picture
taken,” said the woman tartly.

“Certuinly not, madam ; you wish to
renew your eyesight. Just tell me
what you can see on that card, 8-7-10,
Do you follow me?” _

“Just let me have my par'sol and I'll
foller ye. I didn't come here to be
made fun of. I kin read and write as
well a8 you kin, and count, teo. I
want a pair of specs,”

“Exactly, but I should recommend
oyeglasses with such a nose as yours,
madam.”

“What's the matter with my noase,
hey? If it ain’t nuch of a nose, you
ain't agoin’ to pok fun at it.”

“It is & beautiful nose,” said the op-
tician firmly, “and would adorn a
handsome pair of eyeglasses. Will
you kindly look at this circle of lines?
Do they all appear to be of the same
gize?”

“'Pear to be? they are all of a size;
no foolin’, young man.”

“Certainly not, madam ; if the eir-
cles appear to be all of asize your eyes
are not deformed.”

“Deformed! Good gracious! who
said my eyes were deformed? If
ever I heard of the like.”

“You soe, madam, we are compelled
to test the optic netve and determine
if the person has presbyopia—"

“No, gir, I'm a Baptist, and won't
stay here to be insulted—"

“You misunderstand me, madam ;
if you are afflicted with hypermyopia
in either eye—"

“Look here, young man,” said the
woman fiercely, “I dare gay you think
you know & lot, but I want a pair of
specs ; I ain't 88 young ne I used to be,
md___iv

“Oh, yes,” interrupied the rash op-
tieian, I see you are getting old and—"
But he never finished the sentence.
When the woman came out of the
store she was brying to straighten out
the ribs of her parasal and mutlering
to herself:

“0ld, indeed! I've ruined a $8 pars-
#ol, but I haven'tlived all these long
years to ba insulted by being ealled
old! I'll find some hardware store
where they speak English to get my
specs at.  Old! the impertinent
thing!” '

A Marathan amateor who wrote to
the manager of the Madison Bquare
Theatre to know if there was un open-
ing on the stage there for a young sct-
or, received a reply that there were
several openings in the stage there,
and if be would come on he would
drop him through one of them with

pledzure.

Pomosed of Muny Accomplivhe
memins.

According to the Moslim cread the
reason why every Mobhamedan lady
congiders it her duty to wear enr-rings
ig attributed to the following curious
lggend ;: Barih, tradition tells us, was
g0 jealous of the prefexence shown by
Abraham for Hagar that she took a sol-
emn yow that she would give herseli no
rest until she had mutilated the fairface
of her hated vival and bondmaid, Abra-
ham, who had kpowledge of his wife's
intention, did his utmost to pacify his
embittered spouse, but long in vain,
At lengtli, however she relented, and
decided to foregoe her plan of revenge.
But how was she to fulfill the terms of
the vow she had entered into? After
mature reflection she saw her way out
of the difficulty. Instead of disfigur-
ing the lovely features of her bond-
maid she contented herself with boring
a hole in sach of the rosy lobes of her
ears. The legend does not inform us
whether Abraham afterward felt it in-
cumbent upon him to mitigate the
smart of these little wounds by the
gift of a costly pair of ear-rings, or
whether Hagar procured the trinkets
for hersell, The fact remains, howev-
er, that the turkith women, all of
whom wear enr-ring from their seventh
year, derive the use of these jewels
from Hagar, who is held in veneration
a8 the mother of Ishni#l, the founder
of their race.

IR
RBlaine's Wo. ictlom.

Mr. J. Buchanan .H‘.\t.nr}', formerly
private Beoretary lrmsident Bu-
chanan, says: v
“If the securacy of Mr. Blaine's
statement yet to be given tothe publie
is not more manifest than those just
published the fortheoming work will
have to he clasgel with fiction. - There
is not a word of truth in Mr. Blaine's
statement that Mr, Buchanan prepared
an answer to the S8outh Carolina Com-
miggioners that was “comprizing to
the honor of the executive, and peril-
ous to the integrity of the Union, and
thut Judge Black took s decided and
irrevocable stand against the Presi-
dent’s decision.”

The whole foundation for this insin-
uation is this: When the President
prepared his reply he made use of
some phraseology which Judge Black,
his legal adviser, thought might be
subjected to misconstruction by the
Becessionists, and he asked that it
might be modified 80 as to clearly ex-
press what the President and Cabinet
intended, because there” was not the
least disagreement between them.
The President handed®the draflt to
Judge Black tobe worded unmistaka-
bly. This is the whole story, and
Judge Blawk never told the President
Le would resign. Under erushing
difficulties the President and his Cab-
inet were striving to save the country,
nnd they had no substantial dif-
ferences,”

el ———
The Fowls of The Alr.

I have secn the bird of prey in chnse
of the timid dove. The dove knew
that the hawk, in making its attack,
must swoop down from a loftier height.

‘| And so the defenceloss creature rose,

circle above gircle, higher and higher,
toward heaven. 'kﬁg
above the mountains, and above the

morning clouds, the panting.fugitive
climbed with leboring wing, and all

the whilethe eager hawk went screar

ing after, striving in vain to reach
o loftier height from which to rush
down, like a thunderbolt, and seize
the prey. Butthe dove was safe so
long as she continued to soar. Bhe
had nothing to fear from the talons of
her rapacious foe so long as she suffer-
ed nothing to entice her back to the
earth. But once let her cease to rise,
and her watchful enemy would soon
reach a loftier elevation, and from
thenee shoot down with deadly aim
for her destruction.

Bo isit with us in our lifelong con-
fliet with the seductions and tempta-
tions of the world: Solong as we keep
them under; we are safe,

Casht’s Hiding Place.

Corumsia, B. €., March 2i.—Bogan
Cash, the outlaw, is still in the Peedee
Bwamp, but has removed his lair to
more inaccessible point than that
which he recently frequented. He is
about fifteen miles from Cheraw, in a
region where the ignorant adherents
of his family abound. He is, there-
fore, réasonnbly secure from apprehen-
sion by an armed party, as his spies
would speedily give him due warning
to escape. To capture him by force
would require a party large enough to
scour the many miles of swamp with
which he is familiar, - The contingent
fund of the Governor is not large
enough to send out and support such
an expedition, and no private pacty
can be found in the State willing to
undertake his capture,

Two New York detectives, ssid to
belong to Pinkerton’s force, have
been in Cheraw for the past week, but
have not as yet wade any hendway to-
ward capturing the murderer.  All
that there seems left for the State au-
thorities to do is to wait until Cush
sees fit to come out of the swamp and
surrender. Since Col. E. B. €. Cash
was released on bail the newspapers of
the State, which had been violent in
their denunciations of the old man,
have dropped the discussion of the
affuir as suddonly as if they, had been
strack by lightning.

Colonel R. G. Ingessoll if said
have lost something like $100,000,
New Mexican mines,
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KING, HODGE & CO.,

~——DEALERS IN—

Dry oo, Notios, Bk & Shos

Black Cashmore,
Myrtle treen Cashmere,
Brown Cashmere,

Bluck Lace Bunting,

Cream Lace Bunting,
Piuk Lace Bunting,

Maohairs, Blue Lace Buntiug,
Worsteds, TLaatice Lawns,
Brocades, Plain Lawns,

Basket Cloth, Dress Linen and Ginghama
Ladies Neckwear, Ties and Fischus in Cream, Black and White, in all siyles
of Laces. Spanish Lace, Cream and Black, Valencienne Lace, Bre-
tonne Lace, Torchon Lace, Hamburg Edgeing and Insertions,
Jaconet, Swiss Mulls, Nainsook, Vietoria Lawns, La-
dies Lisle Thread Gloves, Berlin Gloves,
Gauze Gloyves, Bilk Gloves, Cotion,
Lisle Thread and Silk Hose.
A large line of Ladies Shoes, Slippers and Sfm!aln.

The largest line of Trunks in upper E. Tenn. |
1884
GREETING!

TO MY FRIENDS AND PATRONS.

Alter twelve years sojourn among you, my business, nwing to your kindnesa

nndﬁmrtinlit_\' to me, is greatly increased, so that I' have had to remove my
stock to

NEW AND ENLARGED QUARTERS.

I have largely increased my stock, so that now I think it will eompare
favorably with similar ones in the cities, 1 return to yon my most profound
thanks for your patronage and promptness, and 1 -extend to you &l the
public a cordial invitation to visit me in my splendid apartment in the new

Hick’s Building, Cor, Main & Fifth Sts.,
BRISTOIL, TENN.

I shall endeavor to make your visit plensant.

My Repairing Department will be mueh improved by my removal, and work
will be done in guaranteed style, "

My two Branch Houses at Abin
higue st standurd of excellence.

With the Compliments of the Season, I remain yours, faithfully,
.

A PICKEN, «
Watchmaker and Jeweler, -
WHOLESALRE

HADRWARE and GROC
OLIVER CHILLED PLOWS,

OLD DOMINION NAILS,
Paints, Oils, Glass, Putty, Horse and Mule Slmes’,
Horseshoe-Nails, Carpenter’s Tools, Sash

and Blinds, Rifle and Blasting
Powder, Straw Knives &e,

Coffee, Sugars, Teas, Soaps, Soda, Tobaceo,
Cigars, Rice, Syrup, &c.

HUNT & LIDE.

IF YOU WANT ANYTHING

——IN THE—
——CALL ON—o ' ”f '
R)R. Hi. ZDIXON;,
(Successor to the Old Relinble VICTOR DORIOT) = = |
Who keeps a first-class assortment of

Gold & Silver Watches & Chains,
GOLD AND PLATED JEWELRY, O
FHATROGERS & BRO. SILVE 3
. R PLATED WARE,
- Julius King’s Patent Combination Bpoo;}ofu, !;,,w

Everything sold at a VERY SHORT PROFIT to e e ot st
Orders by mail receive | i DNESS OF TIMES,
BEST uﬂmn vo prompt attention. WG done in the VERY

R. H. DIXON,
Va. side Main 8t. Opposite Thomas House,

———
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gdon and Roanoke will‘f»e'kept' up to the
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THE ELD!
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