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FRIDAY MORNING, B? ELIJAH

DITOR

PROPRIETOR, AT TWO DOLLARS

PORT TOBACCO, MARYLAND,

3

sesscssnsanene .

THE TIMES COOK
IS THE

BEST BAKER.
The Times Cook

IS THE

BEST BAKER.
FOR SALE ONLY BY

WM. J. H. GLUCK,
SOUTHERN STOVE HOUSE.
96 N. Gay Street.

THE CHEAPEST PLACE IN
_BALTIMORE.

DON'T FORGET THE No.96.
"All kinds of Stoves and Tin-
ware.

su 3—ly .
“THE STAR"™

PURE DISSOLVED BONES,
DRY AND FINE, PREPARED EXPRESSLY
FOR DRILLING.

Packed in Bugs of 300 Ibs. esch.

LORENTZ & RITTLER,
Ohamicgl & Super-Phosphate Factory,
oug 31y Baltimere.

, Opiders, . odd Lids for Spiders
Owenes, Ketsles, Fry Pans, Spades
' mb. Gud!' l:.kup.!dmi

I ;ngt of Stock.

e
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HABLE BRO’S,

Corner 7th & D Streets, Washington, D.

SUCCESSORS TO J. B. WELCH & SON,

Merchants,
INO. 860 SOUTH STREERET,

BALTIMORE.

DUCE, &c.
D. A. BOONE.

BOONE & AHLSLEGER,

WHOLESALE DEALERS IN

BALTIMORE, MD.

AGENTS FOR

sug Si—1y

m'ust be Sold. .

£ W AND FINE CLOTHIERS,

C.

FISH, CHEESE AND BUTTER,

No. 47 Light St., near Lombard, and Nq. 18 Ellicott St.,

COUNTRY DEALERS WOULD DO WELL TO GIVE US A CALL.

GEORGE IRELAND.

DRARRES I¥ JOB ROYS OF

231 West: Baltimore Street,

Scoond Vieor 5. W. Corner Charles,

elsewhere.

Successor to Teal & Hartman,

No. 139 West Baltimore St., Baltimore,

Under Dress, Hosiery, Gloves, &c.

White Trimmings, Working Cotton, Neck Ties, Bows, Scarfs,

nov 27-1y;08

BALTIMORE.
8@~ We will make it your interest to give us » call before purchasing
ap o-ly

HENRY C. HARTMAN,

SHIRTS MADE TO. ORDER AND READY-MADE.

LADIES’ MUSLIN UNDER DRESS,

AND ALL KINDS OF NOTIONS AT THE VERY LOWEST PRIOES.

: ﬁfl‘rdken Suits,

- Gelectsy Poebe,

A little child rests on a bed of pain,

With an aching head and a throbbing brain ;

A feverish flush on the soft cheek lies,

And a wistful look In the sweet blue eyes,

As the sick child moans: *“How the slow
creep!

falr
The clustering locks of her golden hair,
And murmured: “My darling, we eannot tell;
But we know that
well;
And we know that never a creature in pain
Addressed a prayer to His mercy in vain

Time has no line that His hand may not smooth
Life has no grief that His love cannot soothe ;

“ | In the healing shade from the death-cross cast.

_THAN EVER BEFORE.

"B H. JARMAN, |

& JARMAN

Wholesale Grocers and Commission

We will make it your interest to give us a call before purchasing elsewhere.
N. B.—Particular attention paid to the sale of GRAIN, COUTRY PRO-

sug l—ly
WM., AHLSLEGER.

Vanderslios & Co's Excelsior Mince Moeat, Apple, Peach and Quince Butters,
Jesee Oukiey & Co's Colobrated Glycerine, Transparent and Laundry Soaps.

JOHN A. CALDWELL.

IRELAND & CALDWELL,

Cloths, Cassimeres, Satinets, Jeans,
COTTONADES, LINENS, WHITE GOODS, &c.
AUCTION JOBS OF DRY GOODS GENERALLY,

LADIES' AND GENTEMEN'S FURNISHING GOODS,

" AW etyleq of Corsets, Collars, Cuffs, Drawers,
Bilk, Alpaca and Worsted Braids, Linen Handkerchiefs,
Hooks & Eyes, Linen & Cotton Tapes, Suspenders, Half Hose, Umbrellas

READ! READ!

GREAT DISCOVERY !

MANUFACTURERS OF

BRADLEY’'S PATENT,

Always Rcady for Use.

e b A il
, &c., &c., for sale cheap,
=.‘. J. . COLTON,
b Allen’s Fresh.
, Plow Caatings, Moulds, Plow Beams
and rhvcu--. Haims, Traces,
- ‘:& Collgrs, just received, and
P> ;. THos. coLTON,
mb Allen’s Freeh,

a8 Be sure to send for Catalogue, which will be mailed free.

LIQUID ENAMEL PAINT,

Bold by the gallon. One gallon covers 20 square yards, two costs.

C. P. KNIGH'I', sorLe acEnT,
93 West Lombard Street, Baltimore.

(ap 23-3m

READ:!!

New Jersey Enamel Paint Company,

Made from Pure White Lead, Linseed Oil and Zinc, and

weep?
The Lord giveth aye to His loved ones sleep.”
And the little one gased with a giad surprise
In the loving depths of those patient eyes
Then lifted her lips for one long embrace,
And turned with a smile on her weary face.

And the mother amiled as the early morn

Marked the deep peace on the childish form,

And cried aloud in her thankfulness deep:

“The dear Lord be praised, who hath given her
sleep™

Ay, mother—she sleeps, In that charmed repose

That shall waken no more to earth's pains and

wWoes,
For the Savior hath gathered His lamb to

lest.
A Eerviftle Story.
A TERRIBLE ALTERNATIVE.

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY.

“You to be very much struck by
that pi " said my old friend, the Col-
onel (for as I don't mean to betray family se-

only), st whose cosy nook in Buckhamshire
I bad quartered myself for a few days.—
The picture he alluded to certainly had
aftracted an unusual amount of my sttea-
&l,oonideﬁqtht.u.nle.l am
strangely deficient in artistic taste.

“Well, yes,” I answered, my eye return-
ing te rest on that particular object which
had sttracted it many times before; “re-
garding it as a picture, I should say
is by mo means the best of your collection,
but regarding it 'as a portrsit, there is
something about it that ‘fetches' me. It is
net that the face is either handeome or

to have caught fresh from the living face
and transferred to the canvass, and which

II. The face and figure, as regarded
mere ferm and feature, were commonpluce
enough ; there was nothing sufficiently re-
markable in the portrait to attract maore
than & passing observation; indeed, on
looking at it, you felt it ought to represent
a kindly, genial gentleman ; but somehow
it dida't. There seemed to be something
behind it, working out through the paint-
ed eyes, as though it or they had seen what
they should not, and they were haunted
by some awful mystery that would not be
hidden even in the grave. Turning my
back upon it [ shifted the conversation,
and my friend seemed by no means dis-
pleased to dismiss the subject.” We had s
long, gossipy chat on many matters inter-
esting to old friends who meet but seldom
and with long lapee of time between. It
was late before we could make up our
minds to separate. At last, as I left the
room, candlestick in hand, I could not
help, against my will, casting a furtive
glance at the portrait, and hastily shut
the door behind me. I was dead tired,
for I had come off a long journey; but
when 1 got to bed it was a long time be-
fore I could compose myself to sleep, and
when I did I was troubled in my dreams.
The portrait had followed me up stairs,
slipped into the room after me, and tried
to get into bed beside me; but failing in
that, went and leaned against the wall and
came out of the frame and climbed up to
the top of my bed, hid in the curtain folds,

" |and multiplied itself by thousands, till the

whole atmosphere, above and around me,
was fllled with the one weird, strange
face. In the morning my friend hoped I
had slept well. I told him the sort of
purgatory I had endured, adding:
* “I am sure there is some grim secret
connected with that picture; you may as
well tell me what it is. If it is a family
secret, I promise to keep it sacred.”
“Well,” he answered, after a moment's
reflection, “there is & painful story con-
nected with it. The portrait is that of
my grandfather—Doctor Mathias, let us
call him. He was oue of the physicians-
in-ordinary to George IIL, which position
he occupied long before he had reached
middle-age. He was a courteous, genial,
kindly man, full of those social qualities
which make a man a favorite of society.—
8o much I have heagd. When I knew
him things were different. In the year
1770, full of high spirts and pleasant an-
ticipations he went on the Continent for a
month’s holiday ; he came back at the end
of it an altered man—his genial nature
clouded with an ineradicable gloom. He
gave up all practice, all society; bought
this place and settled here; he received no
visits, paid none; he lived in his library
among his books, occasionally taking
long, selitary rambles abeut the country.
His nature did not degenerate into harsh-
ness, but a strange melancholly possessed
him; its cause was unknpown, so was its

cure. Ho turned his back upon the woild,

Will not the Lord send to His little one sleep?'g wintry night, when I

And the mother smoothed frora the child's brow years old, we received a telegram summon-
t“ ushere. Wecame, and wereshown

wmm things .

4

And the fevered brow shall have rest at last, __eager, out-stretched hands trembled
Look up, my precious one; why shouldst thou*
;h told us the story, which I had betty
| put together in my own words.

rheuh. intellectual and
", . "

breast, these the £ )

Where never life's storms shall her m»a"% "y

mlleuninumW*H-.vhnq“ his

visit to the Continent he went to Naples

nothing would induce him to emter it
again. He was a widower, and his only

HE GIVETH HIS BELOVED SLEEP. :son—my father—was then a boy at Har-

row. Youmay imagine this was not s live-

K1y place for a high-spirited young fellow

to come home to; they saw little of each
other. In due time my father married,
and I was born. Years passed, and one
about eighteen

the room where you slept last ni
man with the stamp of deatl
is face, was propped up on ‘
had lain for hours, his eyes fixed npon
door, watching for us. As we enie
room, the filmy eyes b

<

touched them. With the damp, desl
dew on his brow, his veice quaking,

his whole soul shuddering as he Ii¥
over sgain one terrible moment of his Ii

It appears that during that momenta

He was received by the best society, a
most hospitably entertained in the b

scientific

and some one present—a gentleman of some
note and importance—asked what was the
_qnick-t and easiest death to die. The
subject was freely debated.

One evening he returned from one of
[ these pleasant '

tendance in 4 case of great
represented that he was on a visit of
ure, not for prefessional purposes.
[ wers perfectly aware of that fact they

was at the door ; he got in first, they follow-

rearriage rattled away. He did not like
his position and began to suspect that all
was not right. They kept utter silence.

i

. They seemed to drive a great distance,
T = PE

something about it which the artist seems | received the brief answer, “No.” At last

GUS

;-ll—d though he was no world scormer,

%!scene that was

social and political circles, where he pass-|
red many plessant hours discoursing and

, 1875.

words uttered during one of these
pleasant

ebrated n o fow days back. -

3 at the house of a cel-|

“How dare you preposs to me sucha|
crime” “I aman
man, and will not commit murder.” - |
“Psha f nation produces as many | o
honora as any other. Doig

“I refuse to obey your cruel command.

The man who had been writing, sad an-
til now had taken no part whatever in the
rose up and and joined the L
:ll:h-d wydﬂmm‘, .

, he said: 3

\‘ ,‘ |

still they urged him so strongly that at]r
last they overcame his scruples, and he| trun
censented to go with them. A carriage |,

ed him, pulled down the blinds, and the They

 to the other

and travelled from

they drove into the court yard of a great |in hopeless sgony ; not & word passed her
house. The door opened as if by magic | ears, only the one question to be solved :

sll bis after art had failed to paint O“L";Tben were no lights; he might as well

The picture which gave rise to these ob- | hyve been blindfolded ; there weuld have
servations was that of & man certainly not| peen total darkness but for the moon-
past middle-age, dressed in the fashion of peams which struggled through the stain-
the earlier period of the region of Geerge

od glass window, and fell in fantastic
sbadews at their fuet as they ascended the
wide stone staircase. On reaching the
first landing they threw opea the door,
and for » second he was almost blinded
by the blaze of light that streamed sut
upon him. The door closed upon him as
he stepped into the room. He took ia
the whole aspect of the room st a glance;
it was gorgeously furnished sad brilliant-
ly illuminated with wax candles; at a ta-
ble near the heavily curtained window a
man of stern, commanding asppearance,
sat writing. He raised his head as they
entered, and pointing to the far end ofthe
room, exclaimed :

“Your patient lies there, sir.”

My grandfather's eyes followed the direc-
tion of his finger, and observed a woman
stretched upon s couch. Where had he
seen that face before! Slowly it dawned
upon his memory. A few days back he had
been at the theatre, and glancing around
was struck by a beautiful, fair face, which,
for the time, fascinated him; he thought
it the leveliest there. He looked on it
again now; but how changed! The
hands were clasped upon the breast, as
though in prayer; a dumb, white terror
was written on the face; and in the great,
uplifted eyes there was a hopcless, des-
pairing agony, sickening to behold.

He inquired what was the matter—how
she had been attacked, and seeing that
she had been gagged he begged them to
release her mouth, that'she might answer
his questions, adding:

“I must kmow something of the symp-
toms before I can attempt a cure.”

“Your business is here to kill, not to
cure, doctor,” said ene in a strangely sad
tone, which accorded ill with his stern,
fearful phrase. “Your patient has spoken
her last word in this world. She is doom-
ed to die by a secret, though just tribunal,
but we must temper justice with mercy
and spare her the shame and public dis-
grace. You can cause her to die easily
and secretly; therefore we have hrought
you here.”

“If this lady has committed any crime
#0 great as to deserve death,” he answered,
full of compassion for the unfortunate, “she
must meet her punishment from the hands
of the*public executioner, not by mine.”

“By yours, and yours only,” said one of
his conductors, gravely. “There is no
time to waste in mere words. She knows
she has descrved death, and she knows that
she must die.”

“@od forbid,” exclaimed the physician,
a frozen horror stealing ower him. The
ominous stillness, the grim aspect of the
terrible men, struck a chill to his heart.-—
He realized all the horror of his pesition.

“A doctor never travels without his
tools,” resumed the stranger; and as he
spoke he turned the lace back from the
tender throat, and pointing to it, added
significantly, “Open the jugular vein; it

is the easiest and quickest way to die.”
My grandfather started back amazed

l

Was sbe to die by the unwilling hand of’
a pitying stranger, or be killed cruelly by
professionsl murderersi What a world
of terror must have been compassed in
those few moments of her life as she lay
watching and waiting there.

The clock began to chime the quarters;
it was about to strike. At a givensignal
the statue-like figures stepped forward
and rapidly unceiled a rope with a noose
slready made; they were about to slip it
over his head and hang him to a beam
which ran along the center of the ceiling.
The horror of facing a sudden and violent
death scized him—his death would avail
her nothing for whom he died. His senses
were in & whirl; he threw up his hands,
and sprang forward :

“I'll do it? he exclaimed, and fcll on
his knees Lefore her. “They will have
your life; I cannot save you, child, but I
can shield you from their rough and cruel
hands, and put you painless to rest. For-
give me, forgive me, for it is in mercy to
you I de this cruel deed.”

The white hand went out to him and
closed over his in a seft , forgiving clasp;
the agony died out of the sweet eyes as
they rested one moment on his face ; then,
withea low sigh, she clesed them and turned
away her head. In another moment her
young life was ebbing slowly away. He
remained by her side, helding her hand in
his and watching till all was over. He
would not for a second leave her with
those stern men, lest a wounding word or
a rough touch might disturb her on her
way from this world to the next. He
was conducted from the place in the same
way as he had entered it, and when his
conducters took leave of him they sug-
gested that it would be well if he would
leave Naples with as little delay as possi-
ble. This forced murder—for such it
really was—lay upon his conscience to
the end of his life, and filled it with one
long remorse—a living nightmare—for
that scene was always present in his mind.
The change that had puzzled us, puzzled
us no more. He could not carry his se-
cret to the grave with him, so he gave it
into our keeping.

“It is a terrible story !" I exclaimed.

“And unlike most terrible stories, it is
true,” he answered.” “Come out for a
breath of fresh air and sunshine, to blow
this gloomy subject from our senses.”—
Pictorial World.

- o o

»a-As to being conflicted with the
out,” said Mrs. Partiniton, “high
iving don’t bring it on. It isincohe-
rent in some families, and is handed
down from father to son. Mr. Ham-
mer, poor soul who has been so long
ill, disinherits it from his wife’s grand-
mother.

BAt a cirous, while the rope-
walker was going through his perfg:-
;nanoe, a’ boy .bou't twelve gs old

urned toan acquaintance of the same
and remarked: “Tom, don’t y
wish you could do that?” “Yes, I do,
sadly replied Tom, “but my folks made
me go to school and are determined
that I shan’t never be nobody!”

ol

tic atmesphere.
Meat could be cho and mercu
used in the shape of b,;lp;.d' -
Both smell and taste become tly
enfeebled in these latitudes; s ives

way under the paralyzing influence of the
cold ; the eyes involuntarily close and be-
come frozen.

When locomotion stops, the sols of the
foot becomes insensible.

It is somewhat curious that the beard
does freeze; but this is explained from the
air expired, falling, being immediately

rmed into snow. The cold causes
dark beards to become lighter; the secre-
tion of the eyes and nose always increases,
while the formation of the perspiration

al er ceases.

The only possible protection inst
the cold is to be very warmly clothed, and
to endeavor asm as possible to pre-

vent the condensation of the atmosphere,
while the much vaunted plans of anoint-
ing and blackening the body are pronounc-
ed to have no real value.

A NoRTHERN GIRL'S OPINION OF
SouTHERN GirLs.—Miss Constance
Fenimore Wolston, in the Cleveland
Herald, says you can tell a Southern

irl at once. She is rounder than her
gorthm gisters, indeed she is never
thin or lank; she walks with a langunid
step, and all her movements are slow
and indolent; she is never alert. She
has fine soft eyes with a serene expre
sion, very different from the quick,
keen eyes of the North; she has not
the beantiful red and white comi)lex-
ion of New York and New England,
rather is she sallow, with a few
tints, you might call her cream color.
She never looks anxious, no matter
| what happens; she does not think she
can matters by her advice or in-
terference;, but sits back calmly and
leavese to “brother” or “pa,”

ronouncin latter word in a way
f defy a Nosthern Girl to imitate.
The word might be nsed as a shibbo-
leth; it is not exactly “pay,” but half
way between that and the sound of
“a” in “eat” QOur Southern girl
dresses pictnm?::y rather than trim-
ly, and has brighter colors and more
'ﬂyoating endsand curls about her than
a Northern' belle allows. She has
pretty,
particular about the gloves that cover
them, I mean particular compared
with Fifth avenue rules. In short,
she is a more voluminous sort of a
girl in every way, and cares less about
“the fashion.” She has one decided
advantage over the Northern girls,
however, and that is her voice; it is
gweeter and lower, a little trainan
perhaps, but essentially gentle an
womanly.

#&-A young lady teacher in & Sun-
day School in this city last Sunday
caught a boy smiling. She asked him,
“What are you laughing at?” “No-
thing, mum,” was the answer. «I
know better,” said the teacher, severe-
ly: “Now tell me whatitis.” Johnny
looked frightened, as he mutteringly
said, “I—I—s-see yer n-newspaper s-
sticking out, mum.” The teacher sat
down suddenly and arranged things.

BO-“Get out of the way! what are
yOu | for?’ said a cross old man

. | t-eyed urchin, who
hay to stand in his way. The
little fellow, as he stepped one side,
roplied very gently: “They make men

of such things as we are.”

said he wonld me one
ute. He came—s friend 1 had not

k s '&

ump hands, but she is not|ad

iment. Two well-

o

exterior. Then he divined, with a
thrill of mortification, the cause of
their amusement. Much twisting and
writhing, while grinding out mental
productions, seated in a hard-bottom-
ed chair, had told upon the frail tex-
ture of his pantaloons, and the cloth
had finally yielded. = The editor’s wife
—good, thrifty woman—had repaired
the damage as best sheeanld; but, be-
cause new cloth matches poorly with
the old, the evidences of her handiwork
were all too E]ainly visible. Hence
the cruel lauﬁ ter of the ladies walk-
ing behind the country editor. The
r man fled to his office in shame.
hen his manhood asserted itself, and
he sat down upon the patch and wrote
something: for the paper. - His next
issue contained this paragraph.

“As we walked past a eonple of
ladies on the street the other day, one
of them, so we are informed, observed
a large-sized patch on our pants, and
made merry over the deeover{r Well,
we do wear old clothes, it is true; but
we might afford to treat ourselves to
better ones if the husband of the wo-
man we refer to wonld come to the;
office and pafyns $18, which he has
been owing for a long time for sub-

ription and job work.” .

" “Doubtless,” said'a logical old Eﬁ-
lish clergyman, “God might have made
a betterg{nrry than the strawberry,
but, doubtless, God neverdid.” Doubt~
less some country edifor might make
a point more neatly, but, doubtless,
none ever did! If that little bill of
$18 was not:settled up within :
after the appearance of his paper, then
Y

there is np virtne in ‘putigency. And %
isar tand a literal. !
ican.

the occurrence
A smart thing——i‘%ustard plaster.

\

Why is a composito
Bectnie he elng:a :
stick. '

in less than §
was out. P

longest day lasts
e man who six
‘to call in a day
little bill, must
10 N on a visit.
~“Do got off here?” asked the
purser of the steamer City of Newport
of a lady, as the boat was within two
or three hundred rods of Bullock’s
Point, one afternoon. -“No,” she re-
sponded; and just as the purser was
aﬁgut to tell her that she would have
to buy a return ticket, she continued:
«T get off when the boat reaches the
wharf.”

«Sir,” said a lawyer, “do you, on
your solemn oath, swear that this is
not your hand-writing?” “I reckon
not,” was the cool reply. “Does it
resemble your writing?’  “Yes, sir, I
think it don’t.” ' “Do you swear that
it don’t resemble your  writing?”
«Well, I do, old heat.” “You take

our solemn oath that this writing
oes not resemble yours in a. single
letter?” “Yes, sir.” “Now how do
you know?” “’Cos I can’t write.”




