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CLOTHING CHEAPER THAN EVER BEFORE. ;i

'HABLE BRO'S,

MERCHANT TAILORS AND FINE CLOTHIERS,

2B, TIMES COOK

IS THE
BEST BAKER. :
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 NUMBER,

96.

All kinds of Stoves and Tin-
ware.

“THE STAR”

J
|

|

|
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TRADE MARK.
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WEEA 10T TORACC FERTILIER

HE high per centage of Ammonia and the
capability of this' Fertilizer to generate
Ammonia in various periods during the growth
f the Plants; the mixture ot POTASH and
ALKALINE SALTS, and the high per centage
of SOLUBLE PHOSPHATE OF LIME, make
it a compound not equalled by any others.

Price 855 per Ton of 2,000 Pounds, at |
Baltimore.

FU'B'THEB-_WTE OFFER
““The Star” Ammoniated Bone
' Phosphate.

WARRANTED GENUINE.

VALENTIN SCHLIMM.

Schlimm & Klein,

TINWARE,

MANUFACIURERS OF

AND WHOLESALE A¥D RETAN. DEALERS IN

FOR COAL OR WOOD,

& D‘Streets, Washington, D. C.

JACOBR KLEIN

STOVES. RANGES & FURNACES, (i

246 West Pratt St., between Hanover and Sharp,

sep 3-6m
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BALTIMORE, MD.

DOORS

SASTL

Builders :—Y our attention is respeetfully ealled to ex-
amine my new stock of Doors, Sash, and Blinds, and other
Builder's Supplies, WnoLesaLE ‘and’ Rerat.

Also sell on commissioq, Lumser in all its varieties,
Dressep Frooring, Shingles, Lathes, Pickets, etc.
You will do well in calling before purchasing elsewhere.

W. W. MAUGHLIN, Jr., Agent,

( For J. A. BOYD.)
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168 W. Pratt 8t., 2 doors from Cor. Light St., (near Maliby House,) BALTIMORE.
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¢ GEO.O.STEVENS & CO.2

iy i BALTIMORE 35— Ormgste ' \'

8

aug 27-4m

Price $47.50 per Ton of 2,000 Peunds,
at Baltimore.

We'haté alsp prepared and in stock, a very
large quantity of
PURE DISSOLVED BONES,
DRY AND FINE, PREPARED EXPRESSLY
FOR DRILLING.
Packed in Bags of 200 lbs. each.
LORENTZ & RITTLER,

Chemical & Super-Phosphate Factory,
aug 21—l1y Baltimore.

VENS, Spiders, Pots, odd Lids for Spiders
and Ovens, Tea Kettles, Fry Pans, Spades,
Shovels, Manure Forks, Garden Rakes, Stecl
Weeding Hoes, Cross-Cut; Wood and Hand
Saws, Wire for fences, &c., &c., for sale cheap,
y i J. THOS. COLTON,
mbh

Allen’s Fresh,

l)R. GARVIN'S SOLUTION and COM-
POUND ELIXER OF TAR, just received |
sul J. I. LACEY.

and for sale by

GEORGE IRELAND.

ATCTION JOBS OF

Second Floor 8, W. Corner Charles, >

Successor to Teal & Hartnian,

White Trimmings, Working Cotton,
All styles of Corsets,
Silk, Alpaca and Worsted Braids,
Hooks & Eyes, Linen & Cotton Tapes,

AND ALL KINDS OF NOTIONS AT THE VERY LOWEST PRIOES.

__nov 2T-lyjos

HRALERS 1¥ JOL LOYS OF

281 West Baltimore Street,

HENRY C. HARTMAN,

{Collnrgf Cuffs, Draiwers,
: L?nl-n Handkerchiefs,
Suspenders, Half Hose, Umbrellas

No. 139 West 'Baltimore St., Baltimore,
LADIES' AND GENTEMEN'S FURNISHING. -GOODS, :oid it soumid o e i et 5

Under Dress, Hosiery,, Gloves, &, |
SHIRTS MADE T6 ORDER AND READY-MADE.

LADIES’ MUSLIIN UNR?? DRESS,
Neck Ties, Bows, Scarfs,

JOHN A. CALDWELL.

TRELAND & CALDWELL,

Cloths, Cassimeres, Satinets, 'Jeans,
COTTONADES, LINENS, WHHE GOODS, &e.
DRY GOODS GENERALLY,

BALTIMORE.

s=We will make it your interédt to give us a €all before purchasing
Ielsewhere.
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The Peruvian Guano Supply.

It is only a few weeks since that we had ac-
| counts of new legislation by Peru in regard to
| disposing of her guano supplies as the basis for |
additional loans in Europe and the securing of |
the debts she aiready owes .

Now, however, |
l there are intimations of those supplies being a |
poor dependence in that regard. It is now a-
| bout thirty years since guano was brought to
| Europe for trial. In 1841 there were consider-
Upon three small islands,

|.\bh~ shipments.
| called che Chincha Islands, off the south coast

of Peru, it was estimated there were about|

forty millions of tons. The Lobos Islands, off
the north coast, also contained emormous de-

| posits, and many smaller islands were covered |
The revenue to the Peruvian govern- |

’ with it.
ment from the guano trade exceeded that from
| all other sources. The demand led to explora-
tions in other parts of the world and other de-

| posits were found, but nearly all inferior in
{ quality to the Peruvian. The London Times
{ now states, on the authority of letters written
by the captain of a vessel sent to the Peruvian

|ru;\<! to load guano, that the good guano is
i«\h:\ ted at Pabellon de Pica, and what the
had to take in May and June last, when

the letters were written, was mixed with stone
and gravel to the extent of from twenty ¢

e swept.
1ad then arrived off
10 harborage,
nths waiting for their
loads. Some of the v Is had refused to take
| in such rubbish as cargo, unless on the aathori-
ty of the Peruvian government contractors;
and these . it was rumored, had ob-
per cent. on the re-
in ¢ deration of

| the dross they had imber of ves-
sels had gone to another part of the coast,

| where guano was =uid o be more pleatiful, |,
miles distant from

Lobos Point, about
Pabellon, but there they
| They had to | e

ed even worse
vater, where the
rhters f

ill be in a bad way
| tioned, there are dep
hut none equal t
discovery in 18350f
origiaal nature Upen

the Caribbean sea

z n Guano Company of
New York. It isprobable, however, that Peru
has very valuable guano deposites yet to draw

A matter of very great
and in

nterest in the
Baltimore especially

in compounding fertilizers g
Sun
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Fashion.
ors would likely wish to

| clip for their information the followis

exchang
|

Felt and ve
for the pinnacles of <
be woru through the autumn, velvet to con
as the old year goes out. Light cream ¢
and pale gray felts will be the pets ; dark br
green and blue filling in. Blacks will be |
worn. The edges of the bounet
and left unbound. In velvets,
as vour genuine snuff, and others ‘‘deeply, |
darkly, beautifully blue,”’ will be the fashion. |
Turquoise and peacock color have their wor-
shippers likewise.

SUGAR-PLUNS OF RIBBONS. |

Soft ribbon will ripple around the bonuets
and encircle the throats of the fair wearers.— |
They will be about three and a half inch od |
twilled. A mottled ribbon called “'gra »
soft as it is, will tope in beautifully with the
velve Basket-woven Panama ribbons will
alzo be used ; and ribbons twilled on one side,
with a shimmery, satiny gloss on the other.—
Wide twilled ribbons, of sash width, will make
the jaunty, full loops behind. Grosgrain rib-
bon has served its day—-it will scarcely be|
used. ; ’ |

LACE FILMS.

The ccru cashmere lace is the novelty of the |
season. It is® fine wool lace, made in thread |
patterns like those of black Chantilly, and is
made in Normandy. Its creamy hue, like that
of a deronieusis rose, is very effective with the
dark velvets, and will be used in profusion in |
ruches, quilling and barbes. The designs are
very fiue. Bluck lace has gone into seclusion. |

ORNAMENTS FOR BONNETS.

Long. massive brooches of red and gold, with |
tiny floriated silver designs on them, and buck- |
les of countless shapes in open filagree silver
and gold, chased in cingue cento patterns, will |
be the jewelry for bonnets. More in use still,
however, are the gold and silver galloons, of all
widths. The wide galloon is loosely worn in
Panama braiding, and used for binding and
crown bands.  Narrower braids are set above |
the crown, but not in it. But with all this, |
“‘heavy is the head that wears a crown,”’ and |
its more artistic look may not counteract this
Jet shares the fate of black lace. |

BIRDS AND FEATHERS.
| The merle bronze, a Brazilian blackbird,
| with blue and bronze shades on wings and |
| back, is the leading favorite. The entire bird,

as to allow the head and wings to move. Pig-|
eons and swallows perch unmolested on the
head of beauty. Cocks’ plumes of deep green |
are mounted in thick ruches, loug, clustered
plumes, and bandeaux, sing around the|
crown and drooping lazily behind.

THE WINTER GARDEN.

Clusters of flowers will be placed just iuside
the top of the bonnet, and, perhaps, a few add-
ed outside. Rosebuds just peeping from their
leaves, leaves of geranium shading from pale
green 10 sober brown, clustering moss roses,
roses of dark damask, with curious foliage of
larger leaves, ferns drooping over a geranium,
are a few of the beauties. Wreaths of flecked
green and yellow leaves, with mossy velvet
leaves, rough pine cones and ivy, hiding be-
hind a cardinal chrysanthemum, and roses and
vines of different hues and shapes, make up a
lovely picture.

SKETCHES AND SAMPLES.

A dark brewn velvet bonnet, round whose
crown clings a scarf of creamy silk and ecru
lace. Perched on the crown, a merle bronzi.
flutters his gorgeous wings; the brim glistens
near the edge with gilt braid, inside a quilling
of ecru lace, and a touffe of scarlet and soft tea
roses rests just above the wearer's brow.

A navy blue bonnet, with a sweeping how
of velvet and twilled silk just inside the brim,

. do anyt with that cocktail

- dridk

le | «It's just like finance.
- land cocktail’s currency.

holding in its grasp a cluster of moss roses;
outside two long grey ostrich feathers (natu-
ral), commencing low behind, pass upward on
either side and cross their curled ends in front
like two duelists with their rapiers, and peep-
ing out from the bow which holds the plumes
behind a sly, saucy pigeon’s head. |
THE ZANZIBAR.

Take a black felt hat, with fur beaver brim
trim it with a brocaded scarf of three mingled
colors, gold, scarlet and blue, passing it under
the brim and over the crown; let short ostrich
tips of theses colors project from the crown on!
the left side, while a bird flies down the right,
and you have the Zanzibar ; or take a black!
velvet toque, cover the crown with & broeaded |
silk kerchief of mixed scarlet and black ; add
to this red and black wings, tips and a gold

| clasp. and you have the Zanzibar again.

RIS -
An Infiated Cocktall.
JUDGE KELLEY'S LESSON IN FINANCE FROM
A BARKEEPER.

Rather an amusing and interesting oc-
currence transpired during Judge Kelley's
Western visit which has npt until now
found its way into any print. According
to a World correspondent, on the morning
after his great inflation speech, Mr. Kelley
felt athirst, and walking down into the
bar ot the Tremont House, bade the atten-
dant barkeeper mix him a whiskey cock-
tail.

Mr. Kelley tasted the bLeverage. “See
here, Johnny,” “he said *that cocktail
doesn’t rise and take me by the throat so

ich as it should: I want it to be all to
at the name implies. Just make it

? me in a bigger

The barkeeper prowmptly transterred the
contents into a water tumbler and added
about twice their quantity of water.

Mr. Kelley observed, somewhat testily :
“Hello! hello! What are you doing, eh?
I wanted a bigger dfink, more of a cock-
tail, you know."”

‘he barkeeper smiled apologetically,
ing Mr. Kelley's pardon, emptied
E linto a weiss-beer glass,
wed with water. There
an of fluid faintly tinged with
mbe}, on the surface of which
m-peel. The bar-
over to his cus-
ably resting bLoth hands on
asked him Yow that suited

s, and then
t he 3

it a co b\
t that you
contd do with any other cocktail: you can
for it: don’t that
make it as good « other cocktail?
What do you take me for? Haven't I
read your speeches ™

Jut,” gasped Mr. Kelley, growing very
red in the face, “there’s too much water

"y

in it
“Toe much water!” rejoined the bar
keeper. “Why, you ve so much

ina cocktail
t vour whiskey

sharps <all

ow, mustn’t you i
what you finan-
end then you
| on that You
lastic cocktail- -a cock-
tself to the wants of the
ie wants a strong drink he
water: if he wantsa
ate his cocktail till its
I tell you
» this here financial pre

A reserve,

basis.

necessities.

ered Mr.
re whigkey all the
nd every drop of water you add
akens and spoils it.”

“That can’t be,” rejoined the barkeeper.
Whiskey's wealth
If you can ex-
pand your currency without any increase
of vour wealth, and do no harm, why
can’t you inflate this cocktail up to a hogs-
head full and let all them bummers out in
the street have a good square nip 1™

“You don't understand,” replied Mr.

Lelley. “It's different in financial mat-
ters. There, there is the relief afforded
by my 3-65 inconvert—-"

“I know it, I know it,” briskly answer- |
ed the barkeeper: “I tell you, Mr. Kelley,
vour head's level. Now, here is my in-
convertible cocktail.”™ Thus saying, he
poured half of the contents of the weiss-
beer glass into another weiss-beer glass;
then continued : “Now this tumbler is the
bonds, and this tumbler is the greenbacks.
When you want a long drink you pour into
this tumbler as much out of the other one
as you want; if you want a short drink
you pour some out of this tumbler into
che other one. It's a big thing.” Mr.
Kelley was in despair. The barkeeper
continued :

“You see I want to return to a whiskey |
basis, but I wish to do so without injury
to the business interests of the country.
Now, if you will wait till the water eva-|
porates and leaves the whiskey—"

Here Mr. Kelley smote the counter with
his cane. *“Look here,” he shouted, “in
spite of your expanding the volume of
that drink, and humbugging me with
your idiotic inconvertible cocktails, and
talking about returning to a whiskey basis
without deranging my interests, don't you
see, you howling ass, that that’s the same
weak, thin, diluted, mawkish, tasteless,
abominable slush, all the time. T want
an immediate return to whiskey resump-
tion and no steps backward.”

“Keerect, Judge,” replied the barkeeper,
as he threw the inflated cocktail into the
sink, “we’ll repudiate this, as they always
do.”  And he mixed another cocktail on
a whiskey basis. “But,” he said, *“s’pose
you hadn’t another fifteen cents, or that

Kelley,

{all the whiskey in the house had been in

that cocktail, where’d you have been,|
eh "
Mr. Kelley smiled, and invited the bar-
keeper to join him. {
- —— - e e -
A Cuere For GrAVEL.—Dr. Streeter, of
Santa Barbara, tells the .Atlas that the|
worst case of gravel may be cured, the de-|
posit dissolved and pased away, by using|
the water in which potatoes have been
boiled to picces: strain the water, sweet- |
en to taste and drink for two or three|
weeks. This is a painless cure.
- o >
I/~ At aschool concert the parson, who |
prided himself on the quickness and clev-
erness of his little ones said: Boys, when
I heard your beautiful song to-night I had |
to work hard to keep my feet still. Now |
what do you think was the matter with|
them?’ The answer came with great|
promptness. *“Chiblains.” !

| knew.

| waflt me ?”

Select gtmtgT |

FARMER BURLING'S REVENGE.

I did love her. Oh, how I did love
that girl!  And they say all is fair
in love and war, and that is some ex-|
cuse for me. I had liked her a long|
while, and I knew that she liked me.
I was as big a fellow as could be found
anywhere about. I had a farm of my
own, and when I was married, father
had promised to build me a first-rate
house, and stock the place for me.

And when 1 went to church on Sun-
day, or to the city, I had good clothes,
and was never told I looked ill in them.
On the whoie, I felt myself a good,
fair match for Fanny Martin, though
she was so nicea girl.  And her father
and mother thought so, too, and she
never refused my attentions. I had
settled in the slow, quiet sort of way
in which country men do settle these
things that we'd make a mateh of it.
The other young fellows.knew it, and
if we were not fushionable, were so far
gentlemen that we had our code of
honor. None of them interferred or
tried to cut me out.

But, then, he came, don’t you see.
Drapper and pretty, and looked like a
tailor’s fashion-plate, and be talked of
things I knew very little about, and
his hands were white, and he had
graceful, gallant ways, that I had
never learnt.

Mr. Williams—that was his name.
And in that summer holliday of his,
while we were working hard over the
hay, and were tanned, and dirty, and
worn, and so tired that sleep was all
we wanted when work was over, why,
then, he, soft, and sweet and smiling,
made himself agreeable to the girls,
and crept into Fanny Martin’s heart.

My Fauny. She scarcely looked at
me any more.

She did not care whether she met|
me or not: and on Sunday, there he|
was, making me feel, somehow, s=o
coarse, and rough, and vulgar; and

> when I wanted her to go with me into|
{burt me not to be called Ben. «I

the woods where we used to set in the
areat green shadow, and listen to the

* birds sing, she had zome excuse to

stay at home: and when on the road
from church, I took her hand in mine,
she snatehed it away, and said cross-
iy: |

“Don’t Ben; don’t do such silly rus- |

* tic things while the city folks are here. |

They never do it themselves, and they |
l.t\l;il s0.” |

“Mr. Williams laughs, you mean, I|
suppose,” said I.  “That’s gentleman- |
v, too. |
“@ud then she blushed, and curled |
her lip and said: i

“You are criticizing Mr. Williams’ |
manners, are you*"”

After that there was coolness be-|
tween us: but though it made my|
heart ache, I could not think that it!
mattered much to her. I staid away|
from her father's house, and I did not|
walk home from church with her on|
Sunday ; indeed I did not go to church
atall. And I knew the young folks,
ves, and the old folks, too, were saying
that we were out with each other, and |
I suppose every one guessed why; but

would never answer any questions—
not when my own mother asked them,
not I.

No the summer passed and the fall
came on, and the city people stayed
and stayed. I saw that fellow’s
panama hat, and silk umbrella, and
retty linen suit, wherever I went.

“arther than I could see other people,
[ could see him and her—Mr. Williams
and Fanny.

They had never made Fanny work
much at home, and she had plenty of
time to enjoy herself. The only girl,
you know, and her people were what
we call forchanded.

I never intended that we should
drudge after we were married. When
I had hoped for that, I did not care
for work myself, but I'd never have
made a slave of my wife, as most far-
mers do; any one can see, by looking
at the poor women who have no time
for rest or prettiness, or even to play
with the babies they bring into the
world—women whose husbands are
rich men, too, very often.

This Mr. Williams, he could not
have made her more of a precious thing
than I would; I know thal.

I was thinking this all over one
evening on the meadow—not trying
to think, you know, but fighting the
thonghts that came like musquitoes,
as fast as I drove them away, to ring
in my ears and sting me—when sud-
denly I heard some one say:

“Ah—Mr.—Mr. Burling.”

And I looked up and there was Mr.
Williams, nattier, than ever, with a
cigar in his mouth.

If he had known just how I felt to
him, I'm not sure he'd have come to
find me in the great meadow, and I
thought of that as T jumped up from
the grass and looked at him. But he
was smiling as politely as possibly,
and there is something in a man’s
heart that makes it hard to do the first
rude thing to one who is civil.

Still T was not over polite to him, I

“That’s my name,” said I.  “Do you

“I want something of you,” said he.
“There’s a little excursion to night
over at our house. We’re going to
drive to the Falls and sup, and I'm
going to take alady. Have you any
Tittle light wagon, and a horse of
course, that you counld hire me for the
evening? I'd rather go alone with
her than in the big wagon. You know
I'm sure how it is—that a fellow had
rather ride alone with a pretty girl,
and if yowll help me out I’ll be ever
so much obliged to you.”

So he had come to ask me to help
him to have a nice time with my girl

{stood before Fanny Martin.

—he, who had cut me out. T looked

at him, just holding my hands still b
main forece, and I tiought of him rid-
ing along the moonlight road, with
Fanny close beside him. I asked my-
self whether his arm would not be a-
round her waist, and whether, in the
shadow, as they fell a little behind
the others, he would not kiss her.
“And you want me to help you?”

' I asked, aloud.

“Yes, please.”

“Come along,” Isaid, “I’ll show you
what I’ve got.”

On the farm that was mine, there
was one building, a little cow-shed.
We put the tools in there sometimes,
and I had a padlock for the door, and
the key was in my pocket.

It came into my head that I could
spoil his evening for him, and spite
Fann, too, by locking him in this shed.
And if he had spirit to fight me for it
afterwards, so much the better. And
I led the way down into the meadow
where it stood, and unlocked the door.

“Just look in, and see if it will suit
you,” I said.

“I can not see anything,” said Wil-
liams, “It’s pitch dark in there. Wait
I have a match.”

He took one from his pocket, and
stooped to strike it on the sole of his
boot, and then I gave him a push and
over he went, and I had the key in my
pocket.

Then I went away, and layed myself
flat upon the porch in front of the
house, and felt happier than I had be-
fore for along time. Revenge is sweet
now and then. I don’t pretend to
have none of the old Adam in me.

I’'d been there about half an hour,
and the chirp, chirp, chirp of a cricket
was lulling me off to sleep, when sud-
denly I heard a little light step close
beside léne, and saw 3(!1 woman’s white
dress fluttering, and, jumping up,
= ! P’I‘h% first
thought that came into my mind was
that she was looking for her beau, and
it made me fiendish.

“That you, Miss Martin,” I asked.

“Yes, Mr. Burling,” said she; and
though I'd said Miss Martin, how it

came to see your mother. Isshe in?”

“No; gone to prayer meeting at
Deacon Dull’s.”

“Then I'd better go home,” said
she;—but she lingered.

“Not looking for some one else?”
I asked.

“No,” she said very sadly. “Good
night.”

ut I could not let her go without
a cut.

= thonght yon'd be on this wonder-
ful drive,” said 1.

“Then you were mistaken,” she an-
swered.

“Did he forget to come for you—
Mr. Williams, you know.”

“] haven’t n asked to drive,”
said she. I don’t know why you
speak so. The city folks are all by
themselves, and Mr. Williams, I sup-
pose, is with the lady he is engaged
to. She came down last week with
her mother.”

“Oh,” said T.

And I began to wish I had asked a
few more questions, before I locked
young Williams mp in the cow house.

We stood still “rtfrom each other.
I saw her lip g=—. Was it for him?
Had he jilted wer? That was tit for
tat, anyhow. But she was so pretty,
and so sad, and so winning, I felt my
heart give one great throb. I took a
step nearer—she took another.

“QOh, Ben,” cried she, “I can’t stand
it, if ly;ou stay angry with me. Ial-
ways have liked you best, but you've
been so awful cross,” and then she
was crying on my shoulder.

Did you ever make up with some
one you'd quarreled with, loving her
all ie time? Did you ever feel, hold-
ing the dear face between your two
palms, pressing kisses on the dear, soft
mouth, that it had # come back, all
the old love, and trust, and sweetness,
and hope that you thought dead? If
you have, you know what I felt that
moment.

I found myself again. I was Ben
Burling once more. Not the hot, an-
n him, I

E‘ry fellow, with a curse u
ad seemed so long, and all for a silly
little woman, how strange it was. Out

of all my life, I'd like to have that
Lane-moment-back ITWas the sweetest]

I ever lived through.
Then, what? splash of crimson
and orange on the white wall of the
house; a cry from Fanny. We both
turned and looked. Up in the midst
of the far meadow rose a column of
flame. The cow house was on fire,
and I had locked poor innocent Wil-
liams up in it, to be roasted alive.

“Qh, Fanny,” I cried, glaring at the
horrible sight. “I’m a murderer—a
murderer—don’t touch me.”

And away I flew to undo my mis-
chief if there was time. There might
be, perhaps.

Never was such a run as I took
across that long meadow. But when
I reached the door, plunginlg my hand
in my pocket for the key, I could not
find it. [ had dropped it somehow.
It was not about me.

«Williams!” I cried ; “Williams! are
you there? I am outside; courage!”

There was no answer.

“For heaven’s sake, if you can speak,
do,” I shrieked ; but silence only an-
swered fhe.

Doubtless the smoke had already
smother the poor fellow, but I set to
work and tore away the burning
boards. I was scorched. hair,
my face, my eyébrows. Twice my
clothes were on fire, but I rolled on
the grass, and was up and at the flames
again, O, it was horrible, horrible!
If he had been my rival it would have
been bad enough, but an innocent

oung fellow, his sweetheart waitin
or him somewhere. What a wretch
was.

“God have mercy on me,” cried I,

“Let me save him, don’t Pnnish me by
making me a murderer!” and I tore
and wrenched the boards with my
burnt hands. And in a moment more
—well—it was the roof that fell, I
think—I don’t know.

«He'll do very nicely now,” said
some one—<very nicely; plenty of
nourishing food, quiet, and the wash
as directed. No danger, no danger,
though his escape is wonderful.”

It was the family doctor, and I was
on the spare bed in the bedroom, with
bandages about my hands. Mother
gat there;—so did Fanny. Father
looked over the bed foot. Peleg and
Jane Marie, the help, were also visible.

“And why to gracious he was so set
on saving that old shed, I can’t tell,”
said mother. “Must have hid some-
thing precious there.”

They did not know, then. Isat up
and looked at them all.

«It wasn’t the shed,” said I. “Mo-
ther, father, Fanny, it was Mr. Wyxl-
liams. Ihad locked him up there, I've
murdered him.” :

“Noyou haven’t,” said another voice.
And some one came around the bed.
I’m alive, you see. You didn’t think
I’d stay locked up in a cow shed, when
I had an engagement with a lady, did
you? I just burned the lock off with
my cigar and came away. I intended
to give you a fright in return for your
trick. I supgose you call it a practi-
cal joke in the country; but I didn’t
think of anything serious. I'm real-
ly sorry.”

«I don’t know what I said. I know
I felt like a fool ; but that was not as
bad as feeling like a murderer.

I had a pretty pair of hands for the
next four weeks; but I did not mind
it as much as if Fanny had not fed
me with hers. She petted me as though
I were.a hero instead of an idiot. 1
believe she thought I had done some-
thing noble and grand. She’s been
my wife now—how long, Fanny? Not
s0 long as to have forgotten to be lov-
ers, though my boy’s head is on a lev-
el with his mother’s shoulders, and
my own is turning gray.

Fever and Ague.

This disease is more prevalent dur-
ing the spring and fall than at other
seasons. The reason is that changes
of temperature are then more sudden
and more frequent. There are per-
sons who have lived many yearsg
fever and ague districts witho
ing had the disease. Witli prop®
care and attention, all might avoid it.
An observance of these simple rules
would generally ward off the disease:

Avoid exposure to the damp air of
the early morning and the early even-
ing, except when exercising, and then
do not remain in the open air to cool
off. Avoid great fatigue; sleep eight
hours out of twenty-four. Be sure
that the water used for drinking and
cooking is perfectly pure. Wear flan-
nel under-clothing at all seasons.—
Keep the feet dry and warm.

To cure fever and ague take twelve
grains of quinine at one dose, about
an hour before the chill is expected.
Just one week from that hour take
another twelve grains of quinine. The
disease will seldom return. This is
the dose for an adult. Children
should take smaller doses, according
to age. The reason that decided
doses of quinine cure fever and ague
seems to be, that the disease receives
a shock which breaksit. Small doses
of quinine only hold it in check dur-
ing the time the medicine is being
taken; as soon as it is suspended the
disease usually returns. Hence the
popular notion that the quinine only
“feeds” the disease. The fault is not
with the medicine, but in the manner
of administering it. While we do not
believe in encouraging the employ-
ment of medicine, we are bound to say
that quinine, ea)eriodjcally administer-
ed, has proved the only “dead-shot”
for fever and ague in our practice.—
Dr. Hall.

She Cured Him.

At last she completely cured him.
For months she has patiently endured
the pangs so many thousands of young
wives are compelled tosuffer. Almost
every morning at breakfast theheart-
© hope that
he might live to see the day when he
should get such coffee as he used to
have at home. Or such corn bread
as his mother was wont to make and
bake. At dinner the meat was over-
baked in the range. To be sure his
mother used to roast the meat in an

old-fashioned Dutch tin oven, and the '

iece was always done to a turn—the
ast turn of the revolving spit. Those
days were forever gone. Buthe might
and ouﬁht to get such a green apple
pie with new cheese as his mother used
to give him. At lenﬁth the long suf-
fering wife arose in her wrath, upset
the table, sending the dishes and. their
contents clashing to the carpet, strid-
ed over to the astonished husband,
ve him a box on the ear which
nocked him off his chair, and remark-
ed: “There’s a clip over the head of
you, such as your mother used to give
you when you was a boy, goldern yer.”
Thereafter there was domestic peace
and quiet in that house, with never
even an allusion to the maternal cook-
ery and comforts of the by-gone days.

=" A pale man with long hair got into
the car. It was a cold day, and the seat
near the stove was occupied by a man and
an inquisitive-looking boy. Thepale man
backed up to the stove and remarked:
“Man run over, just now.” The inquisi-
tive looking boy sprang to his feet and
rushed out of the car like a maniac. The
pale man settled down in the vacated seat
and explained: “He run over the track
ahead of the engine. He wasn’t struck.”

. o

s Why is a lawyer like a rest]
man in bed? Because he first lies s

one side and then on the other,
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