
AM) CHA I?! 'AW*' CX )I rX r lTY ADVERTISER,

PUBLISHED AT PORT TOBACCO, CHARLES COUNTY, MARYLAND, EVERY Kill DAA* MORNINO, I < ‘ELIJAH WELLS, EDITOR AND PROPRIETOR A1 !\\() DOLLARS ILK ANNUM IN AD\AN(L

PORT TOBA( c X >, M ARYI ,AN I), NOVEMBER 2(>. 1875. Volume XXXII.—Nc. 29.
Established in 1844,

WE D§ THIS
TO INDUCE IMMEDIATE ('ASH SALES.*

YOU CAN POSITIVELY BUY
sl3 Wortji of Clothing sl3

SB, For only SB.
A EJLLGJL., iUXXT U K UXKR C T. _

sls Worth of Clothing sls
$lO. For onlv $lO.

GOOD OVERCOAT OR FIXE SI IT.

$lB Worth of Clothing $lB

sl3. For only sl3.
' •

FINE SUIT OR OVERCOAT.

$525 Worth of Clothing $25

$lB. For only $lB.
' •

' ELEGANT OVERCOAT OR SI IT.
• 9

$35 Worth of Clolhinx 535

$25. For onlv $25.

SURE H R SF I T (Ml OVERC OA T .

UARLE ItIto*B.
MERCHANT TAILORS A. ISTID FINE CLOTHIERS,

nov 5 Corner 7th & D Streets, Washington, D. C.

THE TIMES COOK
is THE

BEST BAKER.
THE TIMES COOK

IS THE

BEST BAKER.

The Times Cook
IS THE

BEST BAKER.

FOR SALE GUSTILY BY

WM. J. H. GLUCK,
SOUTHERN STOVE HOUSE.

96 N. Gay Street.

THE CHEAPEST PLACE IN
BALTIMORE.

DON’T FORGET THE NUMBER.

96.
Allkinds of Stoves and Tin-

ware.
;iu 27—ly

The Largest Variety and Finest Fat-
terns of

COOKING STOVES
in the market:

THE EMERALD. VIRGINIA. VIRGIN-

QUEEN, WELCOME. SEA BIRD.
AND advance;

Also the Manufacturer ami Proprietor of the
Celebrated •

FAME REGULATOR AND CHAMPION,

Fire Place Heaters.
The best in the world. Constructed upon an

entirely new principle. Also make and
have constantly on hand

A Large Variety of Heating Stoves.

JAMES ARMSTRONG,
No. GO Light Street,

BALTIMORE. Md ,

Manufacturer and Dealer in STOVES, RANG-
ES, FURNACES, HOLLOWARE TIN and
SHEET IRONWARE generally.

ecp 3-1 y

ANICE assortment of Dry Goods, just re-
ceived aid for sale by J. I, LACEY.

VALENTIN SCHUMM. JAO t! KI I IX

©cTilimm <Sc TvH'in,
MANUFACTURERS OF

TINWARE,
AND WHOLESALE and retail dealers in

STOVES. RANGES & FURNACES.
FOR COAL OR WOOD.

210 n est Vrail *S between Hanover and Sharp,
fep 3-Cm BALTIMORE. TvTD.

11ENEY C. HAETMA N,
Success nr to Teal A Hartman,

No. 139 West Baltimore St., Baltimore,
LADIES’ AND GENTEMEN’S FURNISHING GOODS,

Under Dress. Hosiery. Gloves, <tc.
SHIRTS MADE TO ORDER AND READY-MADE.

LADIES’ UVEXJSZLiXISr UNDER DRESS,
White Trimmings, Working Cotton, Neck Ties, Bow s, Scarfs.

All styles of Corsets, Collars, Cuffs. Drawer*.
Silk. Alpaca and 11 orsted Braids, Linen Handkerchiefs.

Hooks .t Eyes, Linen i Colton Tapes, Suspenders, Hall Ho.-e, Umbrella.-
AND ALL KINDS OF NOTIONS AT THE VERY LOWEST PRIOES.

__

nov 27 Iv;'

D. A. BOONE. \VM. AIIIXLKGKIS.

BOONE & AHLSLKGEP,.

FISH. CHEESE AND BUTTER,
No. 47 Light St., near Lombard, and No. 18 Ellicott St.,

BALTIMORE.

COUNTRY DEALERS WOULD DO WELL TO GIVE US A CALL

AGENTS FOR
Vanderslice & Go's Excelsior Mince Meat, Apple, Peach and Quince Butters

Jesse Oakley & Go's Celebrated Glycerine, Transparent and Laundry Scans
sep in—i v

GEORGE IRELAND. JOHN A. t'ALDWI'.I.I.

IRELAND & CALDWELL.
Sri ADT2 01/

Cloths, Cassiineres, Satinets, Jeans.
COTTON A DES, LINENS, WHITE GOODS, Ac.

AUCTION JOBS OF DRY GOODS GENERALLY,
231 West Baltimore Street,

.Second Floor S. W• Corner ( liarltrtt, j rjp | J_) jf^
l®*We will make it your interest to give ns a call before purchasing

elsewhere. npu-iy

John J. Haines. Levi 11. Small.

HAINES & SMALL,
MANUFACTURERS AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN

| ffOODMWARE,
CORDAGE, BRUSHES, BROOMS, DEMIJOHNS, PAPER,

SIEVES, TWINES, TINWARE, &c.
No. 27 S. Howard Street,

BALTIMORE.
may 21 ly

grifrt iJtisrcUany.
the reward of KINDNESS. J

Mrs. Gorham put down u letter she j
had been read and looking around
the table at heir "blooming daughters' j
and two tall, handsome sons, she said <
in a dolefiS tone —

“Your AWit Sabina is coining to
London and has invited herself
without ceremony.”

“When?” asked Arabella, with ant

intonation of intense disgust.
“She will reach here this afternoon,o

Wilbur, yon will have to meet her.”
-Sorry, ma. but I have promised tM

drive MMsT'aldwoll to the nark. Fja
VaTl .

* —* —1 "
"Certainly. I will go,” Fred said

gravely, though there was a hot flush
on his forehead. "I am very fond of
Aunt.”

"Xonesensel” said his mother, "you
have not seen her for fourteen years.

1 never went near the detestable old
farm afr!*r your father died.”

"Nevertheless, ! have a vivid recol-
lection of Aunt Sabina's kindness
when we w> re there."

"Dear me. Fred,” drawled l.ucilla.
“don't 1 -cntimental; I wish the old
thing would stay home. 1 can't im-
agine what site is coming here for?”

"She is our father's sister." said
Fred, "and I cannot find anything
surprising in her looking for a wel-
come amongst her brother's children.”

.Mrs Gorham shrugged her shoul-
ders. Ifshe had spoken her thoughts,
it would have l>een "Fred is so old!
dust like bis father. But she only
said- "1 may depend upon vou then,
to meet vonr aunt. Fred? I will see
about her room.”

It was a sonree of satisf.n tion to

Mrs. Gorham that In-r children w re
all !:k herself “true •; reers. even me

of them except Fred." she would say.
self that 1

iun blood of "Gorham ;n” wasimt
transi n the feat
der sou Wilbur, or any of th thi
girls.

That Greer pri '. meant inten* - -

¦ ¦ t ¦ sol
hard type, that Greer disjiosition as

led, did
n<>t troubh Mr.-. (iorlutm. Thu' tin

¦. v. ¦ 1 rba .” s proud
to the t re with tin true pride that
k - :. ¦ f. - sham ; that b
noble ii: disp. -ition, handsome in a

I • ¦.. gen rous and J !f-
--¦ ¦ { „.,f ... ¦ o

• ' ‘ ' ¦ *o no. appn • iao .

li.- hand.- and feet were not so email
a- durling Wilbur's, he had ... (Visit

. and “t Jr
S ...

wealth mad. bv main private
< ;. ::i -. ! red was more appi• ciat-

\\ i en : .line a Ilian, at 1 knew
that I;:- father*.- i.-tafo though sutli-

ry ( : I
not large er.org'a for the ext ravagain**

h:s nn-ther ;; d ;lg 1 in. he tilted him-
f for , and t k a positioi

in < untn... house, thus becoming
self npj*orting. though hi- ninther
declared no Gr-r had ever Uvii in
trade. Tliat the money she lived
mi was made in - ap boiling, the fash-
ionable lady ignored entirely. Darl-
ing Wilbur bad studied law. but bis
first clit nt bad not yet appeared, and
Mrs. G. rb.im -upported him. trusting
Ids fiscinatioii- would touch the heart
f red belle. Miss C'ald

well wa- the present hope. She was
her own mistress, an orphan heiress,
and very handsome. That she was
pron 1 and rather cold in manner, was
only an additional charm to Mr-.
Gorham, and l.ucilla, Arabella, and
Corinne wo re enthusiastic in their ad-
miration of"Cornel iaCaldw ell's queen-
ly manner.

- Nobody suspected that Fred, blunt,
straight-forward Fred, hid one secret
in his heart, confessed to no living be-
ing. And that secret was a love, pure
and true, for Cornelia Caldwell—a
love that would shut itself closely a-

way from any suspicion of fortune-
limiting—that only drooped and
mourned, thinking of the heiress.

At four o'clock, Fred was at the
station with a carriage, waiting forj
Aunt Sabina. What a little, old-j
fashioned figure she was, in her quaint
black bonnet and large-figured shawl, j
But Fred knew her kindly old face at
once, though he had not seen it since!
he was twelve years old.

"Yon are Aunt," he said, going j
quickly to meet her.

She looked sit the handsome face, I
and caught a quick gasping breath.

"Yon must lie one of John’s boys,”!
she said. "How like you are to youri
fat her!"

"1 am Fred," he answered.”
i Dear heart! How you've grown!—

Is your ma here ?"

"She is waiting for you at home."
The good old country woman had!

never had the least doubt of a warm
welcome at her brother's house and
Fred certainly confirmed her cxpecta-

, tion-. He found the old black leatb-
’ er trunk, the bag, the band-box. the i

great bulging cotton umbrella, and
put them all in the carriage without
one smile of ridicule. He made bis
Aunt go to the restaurant and refresh
herself before starting on the long
drive home. He listened with respect-
ful interest to all the mishaps of the
long journey, and sympathized, with
the —"Ruination ofevery mortal stiteli
I’ve got on, dear, in the dust and

’ smoke.”
And he chatted pleasantly of his

childish recollections ofthe tiny house
and wide farm where Sabina lived.

“Yon sec,” she told him, “1 made
up my mind this year 1 would come
to London once before I died. I’ve

t-yed to before now, dear, but some-
thing or ’nurthers allers hindered.—¦ Dear, dear! You’re all grown up, I
s'pose, and you was but a lot o’ babies
last time poor John brought you to
see me.”

“Corinne is the youngest, and she
is eighteen. Wilbur is the only one
older than 1 am.”

“Yes, I remember. Well, dear, I’m
glad that John’s wife brought up such

fine family. I'm only an old maid
but I do love children and young

| folks.”
But a chill fell niton the kindly old

heart when home was reached at last,
md four fashionably-dressed ladies

her a strictly courteous greeting.
MH for the warm clap of Fred’s i

shir would have return* i
od to the station in the same carriage
she came, so wounded and sore she
felt I

“Not one kiss,” she thought, "andj
Fred kissed me at the train, right
afore all the folks.”

Fred slipped a silver coin into the
hands of the servant girl who was to

wait upon Ids aunt, promising anoth-
er if she was very attentive, and him-
-, lf escorted the old lady to her room.
It was not often the young man's in-
dignation found voice; tho’ it grew
hot over many shams and acts of hard
selfishness in the house of Ids niother,
but he said some words on that day
that called a blush to cheeks of the
worldly woman.

1 1 was not a very busy season, and
finding Sabina was likely to have a
sorrv time if left to the other mem-
bers of the family. Fred asked for a
holiday, and appointed himself the
old ladv’s escort. He was too proud
to care for the fact that the quaint lit-
tle figure on Ids arm attracted many
an amused glance, but gravely stood
hv while a new dress for Dolly, the
dairvmaid. and a "city necktie" for
Boh. the ploughman, were purchased.

He gave undivided attention to the
n; r important selection of a new
Mat k -dk foraunty herself; and pleas-
ant! v accepted a blue silk scarf, with

red spot-, that was presented to
hi m. appreciating the love that prompt-
ed the gift, and mentally resolving to
wear it when he paid a promised visit
to tin- farm. Me drove Aunt Sabina
to the jark. 11 t>k her to see all
sights.

* Mice or twit e. meeting some of his
da, t hey bad thought,

r old part y is some rich re-
la ¦ n, Horhami - so very attentive."
an-! 1 el th lighted Sabina by their de-
fTentia! attention.

•M e. Fred had not counted on
pict uie gallery, < ’ornelia

lin done. She had
od Saßiua. through the disgust-

ed eotinii iifs of I.ueilla, and knew she
1 ol no pro[nrlv hut a "miserable
farm.” hut she greeted Fred with a
-n.de far more cordial than she usual-
I\ _ ive her admirers. A little lump
i ame into Fred’s throat. Then he
jravelv introduced the stately beauty
in In r rustling silk to the little old-
fa-hioned figure on his arm.

"Mv aunt. Miss Gorham, Miss Cald-
well.

They admired the pictures together,
and the young lady was cordial and
chatty.

After thev came down the steps. —

Miss Caldwell said—-
•A on must let your aunt drive an

hour or two with me, Mr. Gorham. 1
am going to do sonic shopping, so I
will not tax your patience by inviting
vmi to join us, but 1 shall be pleased
if Miss Gorham will dine with me,
and you w illcall fi r her this evening."

Then she smiled again, made Sabi
na comfortable in the carriage, and
off. leaving Fred forty times deeper in
low than ever, as she intended he
should he.

"He is a very prince of men,” she
• thought, "and I'll give him one day's
rest. Bless the dear old soul, she has
just such blue eyes as my dear old
grandmother.”

Then she won Sabina's confidence,
and found she was worrying about the
purchase of certain household matters
that would not go in the black leath-
er trunk, and that she did not like to
worry Fred about it.

She drove to the places where the
best goods could he had, keeping

i guard over the slender purgfe against
all imposition, till the last towel was

| satisfactorily chosen and directed.—
' Then she drove her home, and brought
her to the room where ‘grandmother’

I was queen, knowing the stately old
j lady would make the country-woman

I welcome.
In the evening that followed Fred’s

heart was touched and warmed, till
[scarcely conscious of his own words,
he told his long cherished secret, and
knew that he had won love for love.

Aunt Sabina stayed two weeks and
then went home, to the immense relief
of the Gorhams, and carrying no re-

-1 gret at leaving anv but Fred and Cor-
nelia.

It was lot even suspected that Cor-
nelia spent four weeks in the height of
the summer season listening to the
praises of Fred at Sabina's farm-house
land even Fred did not know it until
! he came, too, after she was gone, and
had his share of the pleasure of hear-
ing lining commendation of one he
loved.

He wore the necktie and made him-
self so much at home that Sabina
wept some of the bitterest tears of her
life w hen he left.”

“To have you both and lose you!”
she sobbed.

“Next time we will come together,”
Fred whispered, and so consoled her.

But alas! the next time Fred came
was to superintend the funeral of the
gentle old lady, and though Cornelia
came too, his happy wife, there was
no welcome in the pale lips or the
bine eyes, for they were closed forever.

But the will the old lady left gave ‘
all her worldly possessions to her i
“dear nephew, Frederick Gorham,” i
the farm and the farmhouse. * 1

It was apparently no very great <
legacy, and Cornelia smiled at many; i
of the old-fashioned treasures she t
touched, all with the tender reverence t
death leaves. 1

Ten years ago Sabina was laid to i
rest in her narrow coffin, and there is 1
a busy, flourishing town round the ]
site of the old farm. f

Mr. Frederick Gorham lives there!
now, and handles immense suras of
money, j;he rents of stately buildings. t

“Made his money, sir, by specula- j
tions,” you will be told ifyou inquire (

jos to his source of income; “fortunate j
: purchase’ l-*# tht* ground beforur thej.
town was thought of.

But I, who know, tell you that the j
only speculation he made was, in the: (
kindness of his heart extending loving (
attentions to his father’s sister, and!,
that the only land he ever owned was !
Aunt Sabina's farm.

“The Father of Railways?”
Geo. Stephenson, who is now justly 1

called the "father of railways,” was
the child of poor parents in England.
Unable to send him to school, they
employed him at home us a nurse for
the younger children until he was 1
eight years old. His chief duty as inurse was to keep his little brothers
and sisters from under the hoofs of 1
the horses which drew the coal-cars
on the "tram-way”—a wooden railroad
leading from a coal-mine, which ran
near lus father's door. At this early j
age, while watching the coal-trains
passing, he conceived the idea that
iron would make better rails than
wood, and that if he could put upon
wheels the steam-engine which his
father tended as fireman at the coal-
pit, it could be made to draw as heavy
a train of coal-cars as could be moved

“ by a great team of fifty horses.
The idea did not pass away from the

brain of George Stephenson when he
1 was removed from his home at nine

* years of age, and hired out, at four
cents a day, to tend the cows of a

' neighboring fanner. He had enough
of leisure while watching tho herd in

1 the field to think over the subject. He
even built him an engine of clay, with
hemlock branches for steam pipes. 1
suspect that, like Little Boy Blue, he
sometimes let the cows stray into for-

; hidden meadows while he sat thinking
about engines on wheels and roads of
iron. He could not study about them
in books for two very good reasons.

1 In the first place, no books about rail-
-1 roads and locomotives had been print-

ed, since neither had been built. The
other reason was that George Stephen-
son could n’t read at all. He did not
know his alphabet until he was ninc-

-1 teen years old.
Little George, or “Gconly," as tho

' common people nicknamed him. was
next employed todrive the horse which
turned the winding machine, or "gin,”
as the colliers called it, at the coal-pit
where his father worked- He then
began to think of a plan for making
the steam do the work oft he horse,

¦ and one day astonished the colliers hv
1 building on a bench, in front of his
father’s cottage, a model in clay of an
engine which turned the “gin” and
lifted the coal. He was at this time
so young and small that his father
matte him hide when the owner of the
coal-mine nt “the rounds” to pay
his hands, lor fear he should think
him too small to receive sixteen cents

; a day wages!
It was not until he was nineteen!

years old, and was set to watch an
engine, that he found time to attend
school and learn to read and write. |
He worked steadily at his old idea for
twenty-five years.

*

He made the first
locomotive with smooth driving-
wheels. It had been thought neces-
sary by some engineers to construct
locomotives with cogged driving-'
wheels, and a corresponding rack on
the rail, to prevent the wheels from
slipping. But Stephenson successful-

-1 ly set aside all these contrivances. He
was nearly fifty years old before he

1 found men willing to risk their money j
in constructing an iron railroad to
test his locomotive. When, at length,;

• the first railroad was completed, be-
tween Stockton and Darlington (two;

; English towns only twelve miles apart), j
the procession with which the day was

j celebrated was headed by a man on
horseback, to keep the road clear for

! | Stephenson’s locomotive and car, and
ladies and gentlemen on horseback

land in carriages kept pace with the[
1 train by riding by the side ofthe track. 1
i But after the procession had proceed- ;¦ ed a short distance, Stephenson, who I
i was running his own engine, impa-|
jtiently called to the horseman to get¦ out of the way, and, putting steam on,;
jhe ran his locomotive the rest of the
distance at the terrible pace of twelve

¦j miles an hour!— St. Xichains for Dc-
, ce m her.

®S“A gentleman, travelling in
Texas, met on a country road a wagon
drawn by four oxen/ driven by a
genuine ’Texas Ranger, who, in addi-
tion to the skillful nourish and crack
of the whip, was vociferously encour-
aging the horned beasts after this
fashion: “Haw, Presbyterian! Gee,
Baptist! Ahoh, Episcopalian! Get
up, Methodist!” The traveller was
struck and also amused at this strange
nomenclature, and, stopping the dri-
ver, remarked to him that he had never
heard such names applied to the dumb
creation before, and asked why he
called his oxen such names. “There,”
said the man of Texas, “Icall this ox

: ‘Presbyterian’ because he is true blue
, and never fails, pulls through had'

i places and overcomes difficulties, and
i holds out to the end; besides, he knows

more than the rest. I call that one

‘Baptist’ because he is always after
water, ami seems as though he would
never have enough; then, ag&in, he
won’t cal with the others. Icall that
one ‘Episcopalian’ because has a
miglity way of holding his head up,
and, if the yoke gets a little tight, he
tries to kick clear of things. I call
this one ‘Metdodist’ because he puffs
and blows, and yon would think he
was pulling all citation; but he don’t
pull a pound unless you continually
stir him up.”

Mr. Potts’ Story.
Max Adder has the following:
While I was over at Pencader, the

other day, I called.on the Potts’. Mr.
Potts is liable to indulge in extrava-
gance in'liisconversation, and, as Mrs/
Potts is an extremely conscientious
woman where matters of fact are con-
cerned, she’s obliged to keep her eye
on him. Potts was telling me about
an incident that occurred in the town,
a few days before, and this is the way
he related it:

Potts —“You see old Bradley over
here is perfectly crazy on the subject
of gases and the atmosphere, and such
things—absolutely wild; and one day
he was disputing with Green about
how high up in the air life could be
sustained; and Bradley said an animal
could live about forty million miles
above the earth, if—”

Mrs. P—’’Not forty million, my
dear, only forty miles, he said.”

P.—“Forty, was it? Thank you.
Well, sir, old Green, yon know, said
that was ridiculous; and he said he’d
bet Bradley a couple of hundred thou-
sand dollars that life couldn’t be sus-
tained half that way up, and so—”

Airs. P.—“William, you are wrong;
he only offered to bet fifty dollars.”

P.—“Well, any how, Bradley took
him up quicker’n a wink, and they a-
greed to send up a cat in a balloon to
decide the bet. So what does Bradley
do but buy u balloon about twice as
big as our barn, and begin to—”

Mrs. P.—“lt was only about ten
feet in diameter, Mr. Adeler; William
forgets.”

P.—‘•Begin to inflate her. When
•she was filled, it took eighty men to
hold her, and—”

Mrs. I’.—“Eightymen, Mr. Potts!
Why, you know Mr. Bradley held the
balloon himself.”

P.—“He did, did he? O, very well,
what’s the odds? And when every-
thing was ready they brought out
Bradley’s tom-cat, and put it in the
fiasket and tied it in so that it couldn’t
jump, you know. There were about
one hundred thousand people looking
on, and when they let go you never
heard such a—”

Mrs. P.—“There were not more than
two hundred people there. I counted
them myself.”

I*.—“O. don’t bother me! I say yon
never heard such a yell as the balloon
was scooting up into the sky, pretty
near out of sight. Bradley said she
went up about 1,(K)0 miles and—now
don’t interrupt me, Henrietta; Iknow
what the man said —and that cat, mind
von, a howling like a hundred fog-
horns, so you could a heard her from
here to Peru. Well, sir, when she
was up so's she looked as small as a
pin-head, something or other burst.

1 dunno how it was, but pretty soon
down came that balloon a flickering
toward the earth at the rate of fifty
miles a minute, and old—”

Mrs. P—“Mr. Potts, you know that
the balloon came down as gently
as —”

P.—“o, do hush up! Women don’t
know anything about such things.
And old liradley, he had a kind of a
registering thermometer fixed in the

I basket along with the cat. Some sort
of a patent machine; cost thousands
of dollars, and he wjis expecting to

|examine it, and Green hail an idea
he'd left out a dead cat, and scoop in
the stakes. When all of a sudden as
she came pelting down a tornado
struck her—now, Henrietta, what in
thunder are you staring at me in that
way for? Itwas a tornado—a regular
cyclone—and it struck her and jammed
her against the lightning-rod on the

I Baptist church steeple, and there she
• stuck—stuck on the spire about 800
feet up in the air.”

Mrs. P.—“You may get just as mad
as you please, but I am positively cer-

i tain that steeple's not an inch over 95
jfeet.”

P.—“Henrietta, I wish to gracious
i you’d go up stairs and look after the

j children. Well, about half a minute
after she struck, out stepped that old

| tom-cat onto the weathercock. It
, made Green sick. And just then the
hurricane reached the weathercock,

! and it began to revolve six hundred
ior seven hundred times a minute, the
| eat howling until you couldn’t hear

j yourself speak. (Now, Henrietta,
(you’ve had your put, you keep quiet.)
That cat staid on the weathercock a-

; bout two months —”

Mrs. P.—“Mr. Potts, that’s an awful
j story; it only happened last Tuesday.”

P. (confidentially)—“Never mind
her. And on Sunday the way that
cat carried on, and yowled, with its
tail pointing due east, was so awful
that they couldn’t have church. And
Sunday afternoon the preacher told
Bradley ifho didn’t get that cat down
he'd sue him for a million dollars’
damages. So Bradley got a gun and
shot at the cat fourteen hundred times.
(Now you didn’t count em, Henrietta,
and I did.) And he banged the top
of the steeple all to splinters, and at

last fetched down the cat shot to rags;
and in her stomach be found his ther-
mometer. She’d ate it on her way up,
and it stood at eleven hundred degrees,
so old—”

Mrs. P.—“No thermometer ever
stood at such a figure as that.”

P. (indignantly)—“o, well, if you
think you can tell the story better

than I can, why don’t you tell it?
You’re enough to worry the life out
of a man.”

Then Potts shunmed the door and
went out, and I left. I don’t know
whether Bradley gotthe stakes or not.

¦

Star spangled stockiugare the latest
caprice, but the probabilities are that
we shall not “see, by the dawn’s early
light, what so proudly we hailed at
the twilight’slast gleaming!”

The following is said to be the latest
composition in preparation for the
piano: “Backward, pin backward,
oh, skirts, in your flight; let the boys
see me good, just for to-night.”

I never place much reliance on a
,

would have dofieTiad, he been there. —-

I havehoticed that somehow this kind
of people never get there.

“Say!” said a city youth to a modest
countryman, “got the hay seed out o’
your hair yet ?” “Well,” was the de-
liberate reply, “Ijudge not from the
way the calves run after me.”

Said a pompous husband, whose
wife had stolen up behind and given
him a kiss —“Madam, I consider such
an act indecorous.” “Excuse me,”
said the wife, “I didn’t know it was

, you.”
A Chinese boy, who is learning

English, came across the passage in
his Testament, “we have piped and ye
have not danced,” and rendered it
thus: “We have toot, toot to you;
what’s the matter you no jump?”

Sniffles staked his all on the result
of a game of euchre and lost. Thi’ow-
ing down his cards peevishly, he broke •

• forth in the following pathetic strain:
“’Twas ever thus in childhood’s flight,
and everyflme Iplayed the left bower,
some one took it with the right!”

A guest a( one of the hotels in this
. city found a lady’s nightgown in his
room recently, and went to the clerk

! with it, saying: “Look here, mister,
, this is a hollow mockery, a delusion,

and a snare. you can’t fill it up, I
, don’t want this thing in my room.”

? A young girl mistook the meaning
of a young man who was looking up¦ pickers for his father’s hop yard, and

' when asked if she was engaged, sweet-
ly said; “Not yet, but always thought

i it would be pleasant.” The youu"
• man rode home quickly and dreamed
: all night of breach of promise trials.

A North Carolina girl, only Ifiyears

i old is being noticed all over the conn-
' try for giving birth to tripbrfor—¦iiiaiiaßl

; girls of sixteen get to doing that kind
of thing, it’s useless for the Chicago
Inter-Ocean to waste a column or two

J a day in trying to persuade young men
into matrimony.

i Judgo.—“Have yon anything to offer
i the court before sentence is passed on

' yon?”¦ '

“No, Judge, I had—l had ten dol-
’ lars, but my lawyer took that.”

' What is that which occurs once in
1 a minute, twice in a moment, and not

• once in a hundred years? The letter
i M.

Two persons were once disputing so

1 loudly on the subject of religion that
' they awoke a big dog, which had been

‘ sleeping on the hearth before them,
' and he forthwith barked most furious-

ly. An old divine present, who had
been quietly sipping his tea while the

' disputants were talking, gave the dog
a kick and exclaimed: “Hold your
tongue, yon silly brute! You know

' no more about it than they do!”
, Of course she did. A middle-aged
• woman fell as she was descending a

t pair of stairs on Fulton street, the
i other day, and the first man to help
i her reach her feet was a banker who

i happened to be passing.
i “Did you fall, madam?” he inquir-
-3 ed, as he seized her arm.
> “Fall! Of course I fell, you fool

i you! You don’t suppose I’d sit down
t here to rest, do you ?” she snapped.

He didn’t say.
[ A Methodist preacher travelling in

; the back settlement of a Western State
j stopped at a cabin, where an old lady
received him very kindy, giving him

i a warm supper, and asking many
questions: ‘Stranger, where mought
you be from?’ “Madam, I reside in

• Shelby county, Kentucky.” “Wall,
stranger, hope no offence, but what

, mought you be doing out here?”
' “Madam, I am looking for the lost

sheep of the tribe of Israel.” “John,”
: shouted the old lady, “here’s a strau-

' ger all the wayfrom Kentucky a hunt-
! ing lost stock, and I’ll just bet my

’ life that old curly-haired black ram
| that came into our yard last week is
' one of hisen.”

, “Marse John, gimme four bits please
i sir, you ain’t treated dis nigger, sence

• de war,” said Si to the son of his owner
the other day.

“What do you want with it, Si?”
queried the young man.

“Want to go to de circus, Marse
; John. You knows how a nigger is.”

i “But, Si, fifty cents won’t take you
in now. The Civil Eights bill made
you as good as a white man at the
shows, and you’ll have to pay a dollar,
as I do.”

“Is dat de truf, Marse John r”
“Just as true as preaching.”
Si scratched his head for a full

minute, then looked up with mourn-
ful eyes and said:

“Dar it is again! I tole dem niggers
dey was spilen de horn when dey want-
ed dem sibilrights, and hyar’s de truf
ofit, p’nt plank. I alius waz a mighty

, up spoken nigger, ez you knows, Marse
John, and ’twixtus I say dam de sibil¦ rights, specially when de circus is
round!”

Si got his four bits, but he’s mad
' yet.


