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WE DO THIS
TO INDUCE IMMEDIATE CASH SALES.

YOU CAN POSITIVELY BUY

$13 Worth of Clothing %13
#8, For only 88,
A FULL SUIT OR OVERCOAT.

D T P PP

$15

D L T T T PP

Worth of Clothing %15
$1Q, For only %10,
GOOD OVERCOAT OR FINE SUIT.

$18 Worth of Clothing $18
~ : 813, For only %13,
FINE SUIT OR OVERCOAT.

D

$25 Worth of Clothing %25
818, For only 818, -
ELEGANT OVERCOAT QR SUIT.

835 Worth of Clething %35
825, For only 825,
SUPERB SUIT OR OVERCOAT.

HABLE BRO’S,

MBRCI—IAN’T TAILORS AND FINE CLOTHIERS,

et Corner 7th & D Streets; Washington, D. C.
| VALENTIN SCHLIMM. JACOB KLEIN
e . OOR . Sohilimen: 8 Kloin,

|
. MANUFACTURERS OF

TINWARE,

AND WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN

BEST BAKER.
THE TIMES COOK

IS THE 92
sosr manes | OTOVES, RANGES & FURNACES, imgi ettty
igh esence 1 had no
: 2 FOR COAL OR WOOD, guessed sprang ’"5 < "
The Times Cook 246 West Pratt St., between Hanover and Sharp, - f;:::f R R i 01 met R him,
IS THE sep 3-6m BALTIMORE, MD. {80 my haste was no insult. ] ‘
: " ling to that village among the bills to
D. A. BOONE.

WM. AHLSBLEGER.

BOONE & AHLSLEGER,
FISH," CHEESE AND BUTTER,

No. 47 Light 8t., near Lombard, and No. 18 Ellicott St.,
BALTIMORE.
COUNTRY DEALERS WOULD DO WELL TO GIVE US A CALL.

AGENTS FOR

BEST BAKER.

FOR SALE ONLY BY

WM. J. H. GLUCE,
SOUTHERNSTOVE HOUSE.
96 N. Gay Street.

THE CHEAPEST PLACE IN
BALTIMORE.

DON’T FORGET THE NUMBER,

96.

All kinds of Stoves and Tin-
ware.

Jease Oakley & Co's Celebrated Glycerine, Transparent and Laundry Soaps.

sep 10—1y
GEORGE IRELAND, JOHN A, CALDWELL

IRELAND& CALDWELL.,
nn‘uu ¥ JOR 1.O0Y3 OF
Cloths, Cassimeres, Satinets, Jeans,
COTTONADES, LINENS, WHITE GOODS, &c.
AUCTION JOBS OF DRY GOODS GENERALLY,

231 West Baltimore Street,

Sccond Floor 5. W. Cormer Charles, BALTIMORE.

s-We will make it your interest to give us a call before purchasing
elsewhere. ap9-ly

Joux J. Harnes. Lzvi H. Suare.

HAINES & SMALL,

MANUFACTURERS AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN

WOODENWARE,

CORDAGE, BRUSHES, BROOMS, DEMIJOHNS, PAPER,
SIEVES, TWINES, TINWARE, &c.

No. 27 8. Haward Street,
; BALTIMORE.

au 27—1y

The Largest Variety and Finest Pat-
2 terns of

COOKING STOVES

in the market:

THE EMERALD, VIRGINIA, VIRGIN
QUEEN, WELCOME, SEA BIRD,
AND ADVANCE,;

Also the Mannfacturer and Proprietor of the
Celebrated
FAME REGULATOR AND CHAMPION

Fire Place Heaters.

The best in the world. Construced upon sn
entirely new principle. Also make and
have constantly on hand
A Large Variety of Heating Stoves.
JAMES ARMSTRONG,

No. 60 Light Street,
BALTIMORE, Mbp.,

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

»e|

may 2l—ly

HENRY C. HARTMAN,

Successor to Teal & Hartman,
. No. 139 West Baltimore 8t., Baltimore,

LADIES' AND GENTEMEN'S FURNISHING GOODS,
Under Dress, Hoiery, Gloves, &c.

SHIRTS MADE TO ORDER AND READY-MADE.
LADIES’ MUSLIN UNDER DRESS,

White Trimmings, Working Cotton, Neck Ties, Bows, Scarfs,
All l‘{l“ of Collars, Cuffs, Drawers,
p3-ly Silk, Alpaca and Worsted Braids, Linen Handkerchiefs,
Hooks & Eyes, Linen & Cotton Tapes,

AND ALL KINDS OF NOTIONS AT THE VERY LOWEST PRIOES,

nov §7-1y;00

A NICE assortment of Dry Goods, éuu re-
ceived and forsale by  J.I. LACEY,

Vanderslice & Co's Excelsior Mines Meat, Apple, Peach and Quince Butters upon the hearth.

Suspenders, Half Hose, Umbrellas |

Briyinal Poetry,

OH ! FORGET ME NOT.

TO senuws-

In all your future care or woe,

When Heaven shall richest gifts bestow,

And you shall joy and pleasure know,
Oh! forget me not.

| Though others shall unfaithful prove,
| And nothing serves their heart to movg,
| Then, by our early, tender love,

Oh! forget me not.

| Our hearts are now united fast,

And may our friendship forever last ;

| Then, by the memory of the past,
Oh! forget me not.

Though I should be forgotten, yet

I never can my love forget,

Then, by the hour when first we met,
Oh! forget me not.

{ In youth, in manhood, in age ;
| Even when we've reached this lifes last page
And storms shall all around us rage

Oh ! forget me not.

Though many miles divide us, still

My love for you my heart shall fill,

And as we journey up life's hill,
Oh ! forget me not.

When I am dead and laid to rest,
| My spirit, which your love has blest,
Will whisper still, within your breast,
Oh ! forget me not.
LA LN

i presumption, but
4 cht, who am I that 1 should
— ey aeit not the cLild that brapme

j&ernal.” - Phil .
{theology sometimes h
tex.pressed ideas, but “ﬁN
';lu\‘hll(‘ I always found thix they were
{puré and true and good,\ylv my!
slower intellect needed time Wiearn |
(their beauty. During all these ears
he l_md dwelt so much in the woriagf
feeling that spiritual things seema
‘very near to him that to me were only
dim promises of future light. In
those short weeks he tancht
ixt‘ul religion than I had learned i all
im - life before. Sometimes his quict
{¢od will,” «“He will not.” seemed to

afterward [

my

I thuught.

it me more

‘the Father's heart so well that what
t€ many iz but peradventure is to him
the blissful certainty?

We had been silent some minutes,
Phil gazirg in the fire and I thinking
what wonderful romances are
times bured beneath a quiet exterior,
when he tok up the little prayer-book
and began turning over its leaves.

“How absurd this sentence is in the

I iful marriage service:

gome-

" What God
no man ean put
nute, Archie; I

t patience to wait

hath pined
asunder.
know ome h:
for God's
twin sa
and they

1St

» Select Fiseellany.

TWENTY YEARS.

| BY AMALIE LA FORGE.

“‘Kathleen—l'mp.' and when I '1“ e

laid him down the smile that had

settled on his pale young face was the
smile with which he woke in heaven.

“Perhaps it was well for me that I

had to attend to Kathleen, whose grief
Leaving the dead
{body of my Panl in the care of our
kindly landlord, I took her to her

|really alarmed me.

carriage. Then, afraid to leave her, 1
accompanied her home.
silent, only every little

(would sigh shudderingly.

:h
she

while
As  we

neared their hotel she turnad to me |
with an agonized gleam in her dark|,

eyes.
“‘Now Paul is gone:
—no one.

Then I said to her quietly, with the
shadow of our great sorrow lving be-|

tween us:
| “‘Promise me, Kathleen, that
iyour burden skmll become too great

| for you ta bear, yon will Jet me_heln ' -

you.
“And she stilled her sobs to say
solemnly:
“‘Philip, I
“Well, Arc
done. 3
me. I missed Paul daily and hourly,
and life, that had once seemed so full
and bright, grew omly a weary load
which I yet must bear.
| Mr. Lambert’s death
;if‘)urnal. Poor Kathleen was released.
hen I knew the great hunger of my
A love

L\rmnis«'.'

in my heart. I
ing the letter to

wait. When you are free come to
{ me.

“I have looked for her every day
{since then. Paul in the churchyard
{yonder and I in the old house here
{wait for Kathleen's coming. IHer
{room is always ready. Would you
{like to see it¥
| I assented eagerly. Phil took up
{the lamp, and unlocking a door I had
{not observed till then, led me into a
|large, handsome room, bright with
|soft, warm tints, and made cheerful
by the fire which crackled and played
The walls were
hung with pictures, the tables cover-
ed with books, and in one corner stood
a cabinet filled with bronzes, exquisite
statuettes, and here and there ashrine
of gold and gems. On the top lay a
Bible, a prayer-book, and a beautiful-
ly bound copy of Thomas a Kempis.

pening the latter I read:

*“To my wife. December17, 13—."

“It will take her some time to look
over her birthday presents,” Phil said
in answer to my look of inquiry.
“Yes, that is the last. December 17—
it will soon be here.”

He stood looking into the fire and
musingly stroking %is long gray beard.

“She will be thirty-nine, Archie,
{and I am anold man. My faith some-
times wavers, but if I lost it”"—

His face shadowed suddeniy, and
he sank into a chair with a weary
sigh.

scious of my presence, I continned my
survey of the room. In one corner
were grouped several rare ferns and a
tea-rose bush, covered with buds. In
one of the windows hung a bird cage,
soft, yellow ball. How pathetic to me
they did of the long, patient waiting
—the richness of hope deferred.

| When I returned to the fire Phil’s
|eyes were fixed on a picture that hung
{over the mantelpiece—a woman’s face,

| beautiful and sad, yetlighted with the|

iradiance of a divine hope. Beneath
[the picture was a bracket on which
| 8t a vase of flowers.
| “Phil, is that”—
| “My wife. 1t was not meant for
!her, et the likeness is perfect. With
| that look on her face, she is waiting
somewhere. I must not despair now,
Archie, when she may be near.”
Then we sat down and had one of
{our talks, not about things ‘“seen and
Itemporal,” but “things unseen and

She was quite

I have no one

if|

ie, my story is almost °
The next vear was terrible to ©

Then I read ™ 1
in a French!

‘T am go-|

Seeing he for the time was uncon-|

its prett occu}mnt curled up into a|

were the faded curtains, telling as)|

Id bl
its moarning mate,
its hosze of elav.
divide what he hath
{be His will that

my

T S0¢

Kathleen's fuc t I can trust
Him and on von his ever-
lastiag hills H her te
me.”

Phil’s voice trembled a littl
s L grew snid ] 1d
wor? I sa othir 13 was a

1 ".

» will, here on earth
1oihie to me.”

Bring th yon:

}"!x' W( 1 and ( |Y’1 1.-" i
Seizing my hat and cloal

ing Abby to follow, I 1 1ed

Phil met me in the
both my hands and d
office.

“Sne

in the early

came to-night
darkness. She has followed her father
from city to city, the only link that
bound him to a purer life; he died a
month ago in London. She has been
cold, desolate, but she has
come at |

Then he into the warmth
and brightness of the nest whose bird
had at length flown home.

A figure was lying on the low couch
drawn up before the fire.

“My wife!” Philip said fondly.

Then T saw her face, beautiful with
the beauty of heaven, and brightened
now with a light like the after-giow
of the su her hair was white as
silver, but the eyes and smile were
voung. Beside her Philip had placed
the little cabinet; she had been ex-
amining its treasures—several lay in
her lap.  On a little table at her feet,
where her eyes could rest upon it,
stood the tea-rose, in full bloom now.

She greeted me with a smile; then
as Phil kneeled beside her she said,
with a glance at the picture above the
fire:

“You were told that was like me.
Ali! Philip did not know what a poor
old woman was coming home to him
at last.”

“Kathleen, you say nothing of the
old, old man you found.”

The look she turned upon him was
the most beantiful I ever saw on any
face. "
[ “If I say nothing, Philip, it is be-
[cause my heart is too full for words.”
{  Hearing Abby in the hall, I went
| -, ’ -
out and left the two together. When
I came back Phil handed me the
| prayer-book open at the marriage ser-
| vice.

“Do you mind using that form,
{ Archie? Kathleen likes it.”

; He spoke so quietly T looked dumbly
at him, with the book open in my
rllilll(].

| “Yes, Archie, that is what we want. |
[She has been my wife these twenty
| years, but I want all men to know 1t
now.”

So, in the presence of Abby and
Phil’s old housekeeper, I married them.

How white the still face on the
pillows had become. But when the
rite was ended she turned to Philip
with a radiant smile.

““Till death uws do part.’
will not part us, Philip.”

I saw Kathleen every day after that.
The storm and tempest of her life
were past, and now her fragile boat
was anchored in the haven of Philip’s’

led me

inset;

Death !

sober | love.
his simply | years of patient waiting: !
ht|’ “It walls only the thought of that you, but, in
| that made me able to live sometimes,” |of the fire, and
“The only time I|prevent mischief.
doubted him was when I came up the knock reminded me of some letters 1
I!ought to write, and I made a note of

'ness sped swiftly by, nd-in the.gloot

. let me

3 th
i fell on it,
th ..l)l\:'

- latest in the fall.

tiname “Ki

* it contains.

rand broken her neck, and I should

| the wool out of my ears long before

| Chopin being played in the next room.

{ing; nor should I have noticed it, only

She often spoke to me of

she said one day.

walk from the gate that night.

stood a moment to gather strength them.

and courage, and I saw him come to!
the window there; he drew the cur-
tin and looked out, and I saw the!
witynth and brightness within, and I
fear to see some one in my place at
his sides then I cried out ‘Philip,” and |
he came to me, my faithful lover, and |
he bronght me in, and then I knew |
God hears our prayers.” '

ot Wi, L

- nanillanpi-
and _old befor¢ the dawn on Christ-]
mas morning Phil sent for me. I
found Kathleen lying pale and faint|
upon her pillows and Philip bending
over her with the seal of a great and
holy calm upon his face. I took my
place beside her in silence; she smiled
gently.

“I am going to spend my Christmas
day with Paul and mother. I wish
Philip could come too, but perhaps it
won't be long.”

She struggled a little for breath,
and Phil raised her in his arms.

“Waiting again, my dear Philip,”
she said fondly: “but I will be near
vou all the time. 'This dear room
vour hands prepared for me: God will
come to it often, I am sure.
You will not grieve ‘much, Philip.
Death is not parting for us, my Philip;
t1s "T.s.\‘ walting.

The gray was leaving the eastern
Kv: a faint rosy flush crept over the
Phil signed to me, and I re-
ted softly some of the texts she
ed.  She thanked me with a smile;
hen her face changed—no shadow
only a wondrous light.
hilip,” she whispered, then the
ht grew stronger, and in the first
and brightness of that Christmas
norning her soul went home.

Now the summer sun shines bright-
Iv on the churchyard 3, the birds
sing sweetly overhead, and the trees
in the soft
¢ behind the
greenest, the

The sun has shota
wam of light through the leaves; it
embles over the fair, white marble
, and by its light you read the
hl and underneath

leen,”
words, “My wife.”
-
On Hearing.
Would vou rather be blind or deaf?|

' Most people will illogically reply,'
“Neither!” i

but when pressed, nine
t of ten will be found to answer,
e me the .~i;:hr of my eves -let
edeafl”™  Yetall experience shows
ey are wrong. Deafness tries
nper more, isolates more, unfits
wial converse, cuts off from the
1 of breathing emotional activity,
more than blindness. There
ething as yet unanalysed about
which doubles and intensifies
ints the sense of living; when
W we are somehow more alive
than when we see.  Apart from sound,
the outward world has a dreamlike
1 unreal look—we only half believe
it—we miss at each moment what
I presents, indeed, innu-
merable pictures of still-life; but these
refuse to yield up half their secrets.—
If anyone is inclined to doubt this, let
him stop his ears with cotton wool for
five minutes, and sit in the room with |
some intelligent friend who enjoys the|
full use of his ears, and at the end of |
five minutes let the two compare notes.
Of course we must suppose that both |
are doing nothing, except the one tak-|
ing stock of his loss, and the other
taking stock of his gain. 1 sit, then, |
in my chair, stone deaf. T look up at|
the pictures on the wall, a man driv-|
ing a goat, a haystack, and some pigs, |
an engraving of Millais’ “Black Bruns- |
wicker.” I am tired of the sight of|
it. I notice the bird on his perch;
his mouth is wide open, he looks to|
me as if he were in a fit; I point at|
him in an alarmed manner; my friend |
shakes his head with a smile, the bird’s |
only singing; I can’t say I am glad to
hear it, for I cannot hear anything.—
Presently my friend rises and goes to/
the door, opens it—what on earth for?|
why, in jumps the cat. 1 suppose he|
heard it outside; it might have mewed
till doomsday, as far as my ears were |
concerned. My strange companion
has no sooner sat down on the chair|
than he jumps up as if stung; he
points out, in answer to my bewilder-
ed look, that the legs are loose; he|
must have heard them ecreak, I sup-|
pose. Then he goes up to the clock, |
and begins winding itup; he must have |
noticed that it had left off' ticking—I |
might not have found that out for|
hours. Another start! he rushes from
the room, I follow—the maid has split
the coal-scuttle all down the stairs;
he probably heard the smash. My
wife might have fallen down stairs

have known nothing about it. I tear
the expiration of the ten minutes, and
my friend addresses me as follows:—
“I pass over the canary, the cat, the
chair, the coal-scuttle and the kettle.
You happened to find out about them
a day after the fair by using your eyes;
but besides all this, of how much vivid
life were you deprived—how many de-
tails of consciousness, how many ave-
nues of thonght were lost to you in
less than ten minutes! As I sat, I
could hear your favorite nocturne of

Perhaps you did not know it was rain-

I beard it on the skylight. I there-
fore rang the bell, ordered a trap-door
open in the roof to be shut, and sent
the carrige for a lady who would have

his otherwise had to walk home. You
did not notice a loud crack behind

fact, a hot coal flew out
and I seized it in time to
The postman’s

The band playing outside put
me in mind of some concert-tickets I
had promised tosend. A neighboring
church-bell reminded me of the fact

themselves incalculable injury—the
shell being so rough that the world
conld not believe there was a precious
kernel within. Civility is to a man
what beauty is toa woman. It creates
an instantaneous impression 1n his
behalf, while the opposite quality ex-
ercises as quick a prejudice against
him. Itis a real ornament—the most
beantiful dress that a man or woman
can wear—and worth more asa means

that it was Wednedway, and about a
quarter to eleven o’clock.” Alas! too
many of us go through life with our
ears stuffed with cotton wool.—Good
Words. =

fer.

Report is a quick traveller, but an
unsafe gnide.

A great proof of superiority is to
bear with impertinence.

Ink is in the black sea on which
thought rides at anchor.

There are two kinds of geniuses,
the clever and the too clever.

Love labor; if you de not want it
for foal, you may for physic.

The art of life is to know how to en-
joy a little and endure much.

Experience takes very high school
wages, but she teaches like no other.

History gives us ‘many illustrious
villians, but never an illustrious miser.

“The human face is divine, when
not degraded by the vices of society.”

“It 1s to live twice, when you can
enjoy the recollection of your former
]ifc."

They who are very indulgent to
themsélves seldom have consideration
for others.

The human mind should be af'lobe

of humanity moving on the poles of

truth.

Fashionable society is a merry-go-
round, that first makes us giddy and
then sick.

He who will not reason is a bigot;
he who cannot is a fool; and he who
dares not is a slave.

There is a closer connection between
good sense and good nature than is
commonly suppesed.

Look down upon genius and he will
rise to a giant—attempt to crush him,
and he will soar to a god.

Good intentions will never justify
evil actions; nor will good actions ever

justify evil intentions.

Order is the sanity of the mind, the
health of the body, the peace of the

city, the security of the state.
Some men in the world advance like

crabs, by their eccentricities—walking

contrary to every one else. .
We may forgive an injury and an

insult; but we cannot endure to be

bored, not even by those we love.

No one can be happy without a

friend, and no one can know what
friends he has until he is unhappy.

Most men take conviction from an
adversary as children do physie, with
a struggle and a shudder.

Poetry is the natural language of

all worship. The Bible is full of po-
etry: Homer is full of religion.
Canting bigotry and caressing criti-
cism are usually the product of obtuse
sensibilities and a pusillanimous will.
Many lofty intel?ects are like high
mountains, covered with perpetual ice;
others of more ardent constitution, nse
their fire-like volcanoes for destruction.
"To a liberal minded man poverty is
a stimulant, meanness a refrigerant,
selfishness an opiate, and ingratitude
a poison.
The true estimation of living is not
to be taken from age, but action ; some
die old at forty, others infants at four-

| 8core.

There is no saying shocks us so
much as that which we hear very of-
ten, that a man don’t no how to pass
his time.

None are more to be pitied than
those who have the means of gratify-
ing their desires before they have
learned to govern them.

It is not all joy which produces
langhter, the greatest enjoyments are
serious. The pleasures of love, ambi-
tion, or avarice, make nobody laugh.

Happiness doats on her works, and
prodigal of her favorite. As a drop
of water hath an attraction for anoth-
er, so do felicities.

Since the generality of persons act
from impulse, much more than from
principle, men are neither so good nor
so bad as we are apt to think them.

Industry, economy, and prudence

|are the sure forerunners of success.—

They create that admirable combina-

|tion of powers in one which always

conduce to eventual prosperity.

It were a strange fancy to build the
human character of the model of the
four great orders of architecture, yet
probity is firm but simple as the Dor-
ic, pride of loftier and more elaborate
refinement as the Tuscan. Generosi-
ty, with the beauty and grace of the
Ionic, and love, excelling with Corinth-
ian excellence, possessing the strength
of all, equalled in exquisite ornament
by none.

—~ o

The Witchery of Manner.

Almost every man can recall scores
of cases within his knowledge where
pleasing manners have made the for-
tune of lawyers, doctors, divines, mer-
chants, and, in short, men in every
walk of life. Raleigh, as we have al-
ready remarked, flang down his lace
coat in the mud for Elizabeth to walk
on, and got for his reward a proud
queen’s favor. 'The politician who has
this advantage easily distances all
rival candidates, for every voter he
speaks with bécomes instantly his
friend. The very tones in which he
asks for a pinch of snuff, are often
more potent than the logic of a Web-
ster or a Clay. Polished manners
have often made scoundrels success-
ful, while the best of men, by their
hardness and coldness, have done

of winning favor than the finest clothes
and jewels ever worn. The gruffest
man loves to be appreciated; and it is
oftener the sweet smile of a woman,
which we think intended for us alone,
than a pair of Juno-like eyes, or “lips
that seem on roges fed,” that bewitches

onr-heart, and lays ug low at the feet
of her whom wey:favnd marry.—
Prof. Maithéwg+Getting on in the
World.” g .
Thanksgiving in Danbury.

It is just as necessary to have poul-
try for a Thanksgiving dinner as it is
to have light. A Danbury couple
named Brigham were going to have

ultry for their dinner. Mr. Brig-
ggm said to his wife the day before
the event:

“] saw some splendid chikens in
front of Merrill’s store to-day, and I
guess I’ll get one of them this after-
noon for to-morrow.”

“I am going to tend to that myself,”
said Mrs. Brigham, quickly.

“But I can get it just as well; 'm
going right by there.”

“I don’t want you to get it,” she as-
serted. “When I eat chicken I want
something I can put my teeth in.”—
And a hard look came to her face.

He colored up at once.

“What do you mean by that?”

“Just what I say,” she explained,
setting her teeth together.

“Do you mean to say I don’t know
how to pick out a chicken?” he angri-
ly demanded.

«I do.”

“Well, Ican just tell you, Mary Ann
Brigham, that I know more about
chickens in one minute than you could
ever find out in a lifetime. And, fur-
thermore, I am going to buy that
chicken if one is bought at all in this
house.” And he s‘ruck the table
with his fist.

“And I tell you, John Joyce Brig-
ham,” she cried, “that you don’t know
any more how to pick out a good
chicken than an unweaned mud-tur-
tle; and if you bring a chicken in this
house it will go out again quicker’n
it come in. And {ou can put that in
your pipe an’ smoke it as soon as you
want to.”

“Whose house is this, I want to
know?” he fircely demanded.

She frankly replied at once:

“I suppose it belongs to a flat-head
idiot with a wart on his nose, but a
woman who knows a spring chicken
from a hump-back camel is running
the establishment, and as long as she
does he can’t bring no patent-leather
hens here to be cooked.”

“Yon’ll see what I'll do,” he yelled,
and he pulled his coat on and jammed
his cap on his head with the fore-piece
over his left ear.

“You brinﬁ a chicken here if you
ﬂl]'i:(i‘ best, Mister Brigham,” she re-

ied.
¥ “You see if I don’t,” he
he passed out and slamme
behind him.

That evening there was a nice, fine
chicken in the pantry, but he didn’t
bringit. Perhaps he fargot to get his.

Dinner came the next day. Mr.
Brigham took his seat at the table, as
usual, but it was evident that he in-
tended mischief. Mr. Brigham filled
a plate with chicken, mashed potatoes
and boiled onions. It was a tempting
dish, emitting a delicious aroma. She
passed it to Mr. Brigham. He did
not look towards it.

“Brigham,” said she,” here’s your

late.”

“I don’t want any chicken,” he said,
looking nervously around the room.

“Are yon going to eat that chicken ?”
she demanded in a voice of low inten-
sity.

‘!No, I ant’t—Wooh! ouch? ooh!”

She had sprung to her feet in a flash,
reached over the table, caught him
by the hair and had his faese burrow-
ing in the dish of hot on* 5. It was
done so quick that he had no time to
save himself, and barely time to give
utterance to the agonizing exclama-
tions which followed upon his decla-
ration.

«“Are you going to eat that chicken ?”
she hoarsely demanded.

“Lemme up ?”” he screamed.

She raised his head from the dish
and jammed it on the table.

“John Joyce Brigham,” she hissed
between her set teeth, “this is a day
set apart by the nation for thanksgiv-
ing and praise. I got that chicken to
ceigebrate this day and I ain’t going to
have my gratitude and devotion upset
by such a runt as you are. Now, I
want to know if you are goin to eat
that chicken like a Christian, or if
you are going to cut up like a ran-
tankerous heathen? Answer me at
once or I’ll jam your old skull into a
jelly.”

“{—I’ll eat it,” he moaned.

Then she let him up and he took
his plate, and one Thanksgiving meal,
at least, passed off harmoniously.—
Danbury News.

The editor who said his mouth nev-
er uttered alie, probablyspoke through
his nose.

rowled as
the door

“Do you chew tobacco?” said a lov-
er of the weed to a friend.
“No,” was the reply “I eschew it.”

“That boy looks very sheepish,” said
a visitor to a teacher.

“Yes,” answered the pedagouge
archly, “he ought to be considering
how often he has been lammed.”




