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OUR EXHIBITION

—OF OUR—

FALLNOVELTIES

- NOW COMPLETE.

Every .De.partment to its Full Standard. Nothing,
Missing that should Mar our Fall Trade | |« miy s S

from being a Great Success. See
what each and every De-

the

WE HAVE ABOUT $10 000 WORTH MORE

SURPLUS STOCK

than we should carry at this season of the
Our sales for the next

Thirty {30} Davs,

- must be increased by that amount as we

there will be no more at these prices :

lus Cases Imdies Rabbers, 23 cents.
*_ Misses Springheel Rubbers, 21e
«t  Men's Rubbers, 36 rents.
*  Arctics, $1.05
Ladies Arectics, 83 cents.
Misses Arctics, 75 cents.
Children’s Arctics, 50 cesls.

Gent’s Department.

Burplus Cuses Solid Sole Kip Boots. $1.49

- - » “ Calf Boots, 185
Pairs Fioe Caif Hand Sewed
SBOES...cucerrrrrrsresssorone sassas
Cases Velvet Hand Embroid-
ered Slippers..

adies Department.
250 Surplus Pairs Peoble and Kid Butlon, 95¢c.

100 g Flanoel-Lined Shoes, 98 cis.
150 = Fine handmade Button,$2.95

Children’s Lepartment.

15 Sarplus Cases Boys and Youtb Kip
B . $123

“
.“"
"

2.95

62

‘98
ot
Button ...eeeeecseesrenes
Cuses Childs Fine Spring-
Heel Button, Kid or Goat. 70

Don’t put it off. lest you be too late ;

* no more at above Prices, after Surplus

s sold.

W Habn & Co's

Reliable Shoe Houses,
Main Store: 816 Tth Street,

WEST END BRANCH :
1922 Pennsylvania Avenue,
EAST WASHINGTON BRANCH :

231 Pennsylvania Ave,, S. E.

e~ An FElegant Steel Engraving as
a Holiday Gift to every Customer.

IT WILL PAY YOU

to make a visit to BALTIMORE and attend the

GREAT CLOSING OUT SALE OF
DRY-GOODS

NOW IN PROGRESS at the well-known house of
CEO. H. C. NEAL & SON,

BALTIMORE & HOLLIDAY STS.

J. E. JOY & CO..

UNDERTAKERS,
Hughesville, Charles Co., Md.

E wish to imform oor friends and the
public generally that we are all times

prepered to attead to FUNERALS in any part

of the county at short notice.

Coffins and Caskets

of any description furniched at reasonable

prices ; and uodertaking io all its branches
formed after the most approved methods

per-

short motice, which will preserve the dead uny
Jength of time desired with perfect satisfaction.
Thanking the public for pust fuvors, we would
wost respectfully ask a rontinuanceof the sume.
J.E.JOY & CO.,
Hugbesville.

/\Kg@ the Room and the Cash’-

¢ to be sacrific

year.
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Cootains all the Medium and Better Class of
All-Wool and Wool-Mixed Fubrics.
We carry oo extreme Novelties.

Our Domestic ﬁepanment

Contains all the American production of Cot-
ton Goods.

QOur Cloth Department

Contains all kinds of Wear for Men, Ladies
and Childrea.

Our Men’s Furnishing Dep't.
Contaias a fall ’}..i:kt'o‘l"[‘l:cn-nr, Hosiery,

Our Corset ] D_epartment

Coantaing only the best-selling and well koews
3 makes.

pecessary te carry in stock to mske
it complete.

Our Boot & Shoe Department

Containg seme of the Snest Har.d Work tha is
made io this Country.

e

Our Milin;ry Department

Has every Parision Novelty, and ucder the
supervision of a first-class artist.

Our Plush and Velvet Dep'ts.

Cootain Velvets, Plathes, Velveteens, in every
Shade and Price.

Our Men’s Hat Department

Is sew. Therefore bas potbing but the lastest.

Our Ladies & Children Waap
Deparment

Was never more complete.

Our Carpet D_épartment

Contains & fall Line of All-Wonl, Wool M.xed
and Cotton Ingraios in Ore, Two
and Three Ply.

Our Remnant Department

be last, but pat lesst Every imaginable
Remnant can be found here that any
Mill p oduces.

Double Combination,
1241 and 1243 11th Street, 8. E.

WASHINGTON. D.C.

Dry

Pry Geods Heuse.

Goods T

—_——

We aim to keep nothing that will mot prove
of geod vulue to purchasess for the money
paid, and the best goods fer the price can in-
variably be found with us.

()ar bueiness reputation for the past 56 years,

! FOR THE MONEY!

=Hamilton Easter sk rinz oazss sairts,

& Sons,
BALTIMORE

Eaast of ®harles St., White Marole Building.

BALTIMORE,

ARE LARGE

[NPORTERS. JOBBERS & RETAILERS
DRY GOODS.

Their assortment includes geods of every
class that pertain to & well arranged first-class

| MADE TO ORDER,
STREET,' ,
.For sIX ($6.00)poLra

E were th first in Baltimore to give
ple
continue 10 lexd in our line.
mistuake.
you pay than any One elge.

C. GEO, MEGINNISS,

WM. HEMSLEY

—WITH—

D. Sts., v_v_ASHING'rT)N. D. C.

BEST IN THE WORLD

Snirts at low prices, and we intead 10
Don't muke any
We give better Shirts for the muaey

Cor- Charles & Fayette Streets.

- N
‘i ie only brana of Laundry Soap befure such

ewarled & fint class medal at the
| v (rlens Exposition. Guaran-

e

es is the very best
"'

AR

| ~ IMPORTANT
Announcement t> Buyersi
"

Fall and Winter Goodz;

Having purchased a very large and care
selected Stock of Fall snd Winter Goods,
10 order 10 clear tbem out for the nexl i
days :
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i 2
bells are ringing their Chr stmas chimes

mes for the girls, and good times for

“k atthe candy, tha games and the
A,_Inuu. buzz, and then bum,

mmy will toot, toot, Lo
r baby: t
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chair
#he midst of the din, and terrrible clatter,

? b3 "wu-l peeps in to see what's the matter:
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-"alnnulry bang hang every possible
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i never in all my iife

A spoon, and the prottiest trar,
4 saucers and cups

this dear little play bouse, with windows
the bLig bouses and all the nice

te just what | wanted

we bogan to ook red;

1'li take doliy,

| imas music.  For the morrow  would be
Christmas-Day, and the children were to

be ssying, Good times! | 8ing carols:and as he listened to the glad
who had never heard of poor little Joe,
and never would, perhaps, and whose
lives were as happy as his was miserable,
he was certain that he heard angels.
His eves glowed. His breath came and
went in excited little gasps. His face
was full of eager joy. *“So sweet, so

| beautiful,” he kept saving to himself as
the music rose and fell and came near
and died away, while all the while be-
neath the sound of the blithe voices the
grand, deep thunder of the orzan roiled
about him, and made hita think some
way of God.

“It must be the angels,” he whispered,
clasping his thin little hands and listen-
ing in ecstacy. O, I wish I could see
them! They never came this way be-
fore. I hope they’ll stay.” X

But soon the music ended, and Joe
had to comfort himself with the memory
of it. The sky grew grayer, and the
wind blew info the bare and almost
empty room and made Joe shiver. But
he was used to cold. Then flakes of
snow began to fall; great white things
that danced about with every breath of
wind, and made him think of the fallen
petals of his one vanished flower. He
wondered if the blossoms in the green
tields had all at once fallen apart. If
that were true how the angels
must be.  He wondered how they could
sing and be glad. The night came sud-
denly and hid the world outside the
attic window, and Joe sat in the dark-
ness and waited for his grandfather’s
coming. with the hunger that he had al-
most forgotten when the angels sang,
gnawing, gnawing worse than ever.

“I wish I had something to eat,” he
said, in a voice that was full of tears.
He did not want to cry, but he felt as
if he could not help it much longer.
By and by he heard a slow, heavy step
on the creaking stairs. 5

“Grandfather's coming at last,” he
criedd, and turned his thin eager face to
the door. The moment it opened he

i cried out:

“I want something to eat, grand-
father. I'm hungry, very hungry, for
the crwst was so small this morning.

The old man's answer was a sob. He
tottersd to a chair and sank into it
wearily, hopelessly, and covered his face
with his hands

“What's the matter,
asked Joe. “Couldn’t
work?””
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A BIG CUT IN PRICES J™@m.iwe v v b sie itee

| will be made ; the prices are low, sever 8o | .
{bafare my Stock i complete, nnd musi be
‘T will same in purt:

| Mea's Geod Servicable

Men's Good High Top Ure-

{ rer Boots ...

_~/Boys Good Servicadie
acts

$2 00, wor'h $2 8 15
%

Winter Suite....o ...
Mea's Splesdid Working
Seits, ccceee < ceriennne
Mea's Fine All Wool Cast-
mere 1 011 ssons 1500
Mew's Fis £
Dress Suits, in Bleck pot
08d Biwe, ooeeereeceeree 12.50, worth 15 0 | aa
Men's Rea! fine Cork Screw ‘
Dress Suits, ..o cooine
Men's Heavy, Good Uver.
Coate oo
Good Calico at.....
Spleodid Calico at ..o
Best Calico at coine veeias
29 inch Heavy U4 Time
Calico, or Uentury
Cloth ot......... o
never 90 Ubeap before k
A Nice Line of 4.4 All Wool Tricot Clotb |
|18 all the desirable stades, for 50 cie. per yard !
A Nice Line of Wool Dress Twiils, 10 all the
desitable sbades, for 12§ cte. per vard, and i, g
: wen be
many other Specisl Bargeiss 100 sumercaes 10|
mention.

Breach and Muzzle-Loading
SHOT GUNS

AT DIFFERENT PRICES. MY

‘Stock of Millinery Goods

| is also complete snd will be soid low.

4075
547} worth 850

<

o suppose

thems wiih odg

oo oee ais od ber doily.
Do,

| ow wasn't she happy

| monee,

| il the whie peeping eiyly

1 hotise

.-.‘ynn think she

he woke Up s CRTY

8 cts por yard, | gt then the dour opencd.
see?

od Santa Claus—be
-

it her own doar mamma,
br

laring open, but ©

mamma stooped ¢

ma this
JOE'S CHR

i

fow Christmas Came to

| coked out on the dull,
{ hinking
| Little Joe
[T am stidl selling the World Rerowned Singer jad nothing else to do.
Sewiag Machioe at $25 00, and the McSuerry | For e was a cripple.
| Grain Grill at less than mesufacturers prices. |walk~d as other Ln-
| Come and sxemine goods and prices |would, they sai¢
| hat they looked

‘ W. H I CI{S, : e didn't mind.

| Joe couldn’t have

| White Plains, Chas. Co., Md.

B.X& PP R.R.

at ham
tok
| them in words. There
ell them to c~\n-\
| v was away all day at
{ he came home he was t
{ and not much was ev
ithem.
fworld alone.

~ JACOB MEYERS.
'WALL PAPER! WALLPAPER! naicvir known.

| wland of space in

WINDOW SHADES. the one poor wind

over miles and miles of
Floor and Table Oil Cloth.
39 N. Gay St., Baltimore, Md.

4
l Shade Store of Baliimore eity, is now pr

pared toshow Spring Styles of Wall Paper anc
send samples 10 any part of the country wher
application is mude. Will send the best workl| ~
men to put up the same when required. Wil
sell Wall Paper and Window Shades ut farctor
| prices. Cull on or send to him for besuti'n

JACOB MEYERS,
39 North Gay St., Baltimore.
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That old attic was the
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thinking.
that the smoke did
sorrowful look in it.
He wondered if it wanted to ery.
wondered if it had had a flower and lost

And he wondered if it was
was very, very hungry.
He had had only a erust of bread for his
we'll have to

couraged look that Joe had cried out:

Then the old man |
kad gone aw as and left the lad alone.

| ing a loaf of l-n-ad‘ and a little cake with
| **Merry Christmas™
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Joe sat and thought |
He knew the names of the
at he had never heard this name
before Had they made a new day?
Would he have to add Christmas to Sat-
urday?—Fnday, Saturday, Christmas.
He wondered ifhe could remember it,
and what was the use.of having a new
| day. There seemed enough of the old
ones.
By and by Joe
bexdd, and his gram

STMAN

a Boy Who had

the

upl

gray afternoon,

said he would goto
ifather carried him to |
his poor little cot and covered him up
“vll He shouldn't be cold if he necust
be hungry. .

Joe slept at last. and dreamad of the
green fields and the angels in them, and
the v were sinzing, and it seemed as
every angel had all he wanted to eat.
Then he woke up. and the hunger was
gnawing, gnawing at his vitals so that
he cried, and his gran ifather asked him
what the matter was, and he answ ered:
“Nothing grandfather, only l've been
dreaming.”

But the old man knew: and he hid his
face in his hands again and cried too.

s thinking. He

He
do.

had never
l"' never

pityingly. But

1 you about his

was no one to
his work: when
iredd and sleepy,
er said between

his own little

only home he
like a little |
city. From

roofs. That was |

all he could see save the sky above and |

On one hard and wrinkleld finger he
| wore a ring that was notv but a slender |
hoop of gold. Once—years and years
| ago, when his wife pl:\rwl it there—it |
| was a broad, heavy band of vellow gold.
| As he held his poor old hinds against
| his face it cut into his cheek, the edge
| of it had grown so sharp. He started up
| witha sudden thought. Why hadn't he
| thought of the ring before? It would
surely buy a loaf of bread. He would
| go out and sell it as soon as morning
came. But the resolution gave his heart
| a wrench, for it was the last thing left
| of Mary's—the Mary who had been dead
| so many years. It seemed the link that
| bound them together. *‘But she'll know;
she won't blame me,” he said and

waited for the dawn.

It came at last. He got up and went
to the window, and saw a new white
world. The snow had fallen in the
night and hidden away all unsightliness.
‘As he stood there the bellsbegan to ring,
reminding him that this was Christinas
morning.

is afternoon and
dreary prospect,
he sky

to
He

had ever seen the

It

“1f Ican't
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with such a dis-

since. he

th
it
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voices of the children so near by, but |

changed, old man. Do you see that lit-
| the heap in the shadowy
landing?
what it is?
has started to find the green fields.

The old man bends down
of surprise and
strs.

The

| «Listen, listen!and 1 see
I knew I'd find them!”

never to be lifted
the green fields at
ahe

turns the still face to the light.
<, my God i
“Glory to Golin th
| seen singer sings,
Does he'hear the angels, too,
the
has gone to join in?

“] presume you have bought
Christmas present
head. les,’

| how it
shas
and—and—O. 1
skin dolman that just titted me,
could not help getting it.
$100, just think!”

On New Year's Eve, after the lightis
put out in yo
throw your
shoulder and then look next morning

the toe points to
leave that house during the year; but
if the toe points inward, then you will
remain where you are for another year.

night for the pvo}vlu to go out into the

up the first log that comes to

| were trying it at their rehearsal of Christ- |

<Christ?” Joe said, wonderingly, ques-
tioningly. g

“God’s son.” the old man explained.

“Where is he?” asked Joe.

“Dead—and gone to Heaven,” wasthe
reply.

(), to the green fields!” said Joe. “I
wish [ could. 1 dreamed of them last
night, and I heard the angels. I heard
them vesterday, too. They were close
by. Do you spose they were in the
green fields when I heard them sing.
grandfather?”

~I don't know.” the old man answered,
not at all surprised at Joe's question.
He was used to such talk from him.

‘Becar  if they were it can't be very
far to the  en fields,” said Joe, *for 1
could hea m sing just as plain. O
dear!” sud, *I'm so hungry.”

“You sha ~te something to eat,”
the old marrwaid. *T’ll go after it now.
| I won't be gone long.” And then he
! went out.

Joe laid his head back on the poor pil-
low and thought while he waited. his
was Christmas, then: the new day; the
day when the world was glad. " Then
the world must have enough to eat, for
how could it be glad when it was hun-
gry?

Suddenly he heard a voice, a strong,
sweet voice that seemed just outside the
window, and it was singing something
about Christinas. It was the sweetest
sound Joe had ever heard. It seemed to
be calling him.

“It's one of the angels,” he cried in de-
light. **O, ain't it beautiful! I don't
feel hungry now. Iden’t believe I ever
would if T could hear the angels.”

Joe could not know that it was a wo-
man singing in the church near by, re-
hearsing her song for the morning ser-
vice, held in honor of the King, born in
a manger. She could not know that
away up in the a*tic of that old tene-
ment-house a boy lay listening and
thinking he heard an angel. If ﬁle had
known this I wonder if her song would
have been sweeter?

e angel s glad,” said Joe. “I know
it by the way it sings. It's because of
the green ficlds. T wonder if I could
find ‘em? They must be close by. If I
could get there I'd never be hungry any
more. [ wonder if T conld?” y 5

He erawled out of bel, fall
ment at the thought. He put on his

old. tattered clothes with hands that
shook, because of the eagerness that had
i-v«-mi-»n of him. Then he dragged
\imself to the door and out into the
dusky hall. He reached the stairs.
Theres he paused a moment to take
breath. It L-»kml dark down the nar-
row opening before him. But that was
the way he must go to find the green
tields.

He put out his hand, grovingly, be-
wildered, almost frightened, Then he
dragged himself along, down one step
and another, and. then—God help the
lad, he fell!

The old man came up the stairs, bring-

of excite-

Cl stamped across its
face. “The boy'll think itis nicer be-

cause of that,” he lhﬁ' ht, “and itH

make Christmas lerent from

| body of a hunter.

| dog.

Unto Death.

Look!

A gaunt, shambling wolf which has
been making erratic circles on the prai-
| rie suddenly stops, lifts his nose high
above the grass, and snuffs the air in
every direction.

Hark!

A long-drawn howl—a sound which
rasps on your nerves and brings a chill.
| The honest growl of the tiger would be

music in comparison. It has no honest

echo, but you hear the r-r-r-r-r sneak-
ing across the half-mile of prairie to
| find evil company in the thickets be-
‘. yond. $
| The echo is hardly lost in the pines
before it is caught up and sent back by
| a dozen throats, and a moment after a
| patk of wolves break cover and race
i across the grass to join the lone animal
which sent forth the rallying call.
Skulking-malignant-devilish! There
| are beasts which will look you square
in the face. ‘lhe wolf never does.
| Restless eyes—uneasy bodies—lolling
tongues—yellow fangs!
| The pack he:d across the prairie to
the South, sniting at the summer
| breeze as they runm, and at each long
leap their eyes grow fiercer and clots of
| foam fly from their red mouths to blotch
the velvet grass. It is a trail they are
| following, and the scent is fresh.
|  Come on!
It is a strange sight which meets our
| eyes. Lying stark and stilf on the
prairie, fingers clutching the grass and

a look of agony on the face already

turning purple under the hot sun, is the
Dead? No need to
ask that when you have seen the terri-
ble hole in the breast, and the
blood which has welled out and soaked
the grass and changed the color of the
flowers. His riftle lies at his side—his
{mck at his head. No accident? Per-
haps yes—perhaps no. There is one
who could tell us if he could but speak.

*Here, dog!"

Lying beside the dead—rising quick-
Iy up as we approach—is the hunter’s
friend and companion--a grand old
He looks straight into our eyes.
If we have come to bury the dead with
kind hands, it is well. If we have come
to rob the master—beware! There is
Courage and Fidelity and Determina-
tion.

Hush! The dog wheels about and
faces the north. A sound has reached
his ears which sets his eyes aflame and
raises every hair on his back. Yelp!
yelp! yelp! It is the wolves—the pack
which picked up the trail he had made
as he went to the north in search of
water.

Now watch!

There are twenty to one, and the
scent of the dead adds to their fierce-
ness and daring, but as they advance
to within ten paces of tk

“""'I ot days. PG s - ten
luck? Notso. Joe's luck has
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No? Why. it's a boy who
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the
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—— < —

detendin

will
See!
a moment,
then they break up and form a circle
about their victims.
slowly, growling his wrath and utter-

break through and esca
not. Of asudden the
pack dashes at him, but he returns to

and the feast begins.
ing of flesh—a low wl of satisfac-
tion—and itis scarcely
fore the last wolf
sight, leaving ouly the stains

ing steadily for upward o
and still continuing
a day.
feet deep,
throwing
and then

ov
small refineries,
their work. The
oil and gas could
the spot.

Various flowing wells are said to
yield 6,000 barrels a day,
more; but, from the
quantities are
Russian measure of poods, it is not very
easy to realize
pood, we learn,
pounds English.
poods represent somewhere about six-
teen tons.
England of an oil-fountain which was
struck last December,
rate of from fifty
poods daily,
force as to break in pieces a three-inch
cast-iron plate which had been fastened
over the well in order to divert the flow
in a particular
district a huge
spot where an oil-spring, on being
tapped, straightway threw u
of petroleum to twice the
size of the Great Geyser in
forming a hug
hundred feet
however, due solely to the removal of
the pressure on the confined gas, for
there is no trace of volcanic heat. The
fountain was visible for many miles
round, and on the first day it poured
forth about two million gallons, equal
to fifty thousand barrels. :

was on the spot

corpae, the dog
his dead!
he wolves huddle together for
as if in consultation, and

The dog wheels
Even now he could

e, but he will
eader of the

his defiance.

—bleeding—venge-

circle—whipped
His place is filled by three com-

\anions, and for a moment the corpse
is hidden from view and the. uproar is
frightful.

srand old dog!

They have tasted of
blood, but he has sent them crawl-

ing back. Placing his paw again _en
the breast of the dead
ance to the last. !

It is over! At a signal the whole cir-

he growls defi-

closes in, and the struggle is ended
There is a tear-

five minutes bé-
has vanished from
of blood

the grass for the vultures to look

down on.

O AP
Spouting Oil-Wells in Russia.

The principal oil-wells of the Bakn
distri~t lie at
about six miles to the
town: this is an oil-field about three
and a half miles in leu%:.h by one and
a half in breadth. To't
smaller field called Bebeabat.
fountain at Balakhani,

Balaxame or Balakhani,
northeast of the

e south lies a
One
ninety-eight feet
been flow-
two years,
to yield 800 barrels
Another well not far off, 490
commenced its career by
up a jet thirty feet in the air,
flooding the land with oil for
considerable distance all around,
erlowing other wells and several
so as effectually to stop
roar of the rushing
be heard a mile from

depth, is noted as havin

and some far
act that these
generally stated in the
what is meant. One
is equal to thirty-six
Hence one thousand

Accounts have just reached

and flows at the

to sixty thousand
gushing forth with such

direction. In the same
heap of sand marks the
a column
eight and
celand,
e black fountain two
in height—a fountain,

An enterprising photoyral ﬁer -who
secured a photograph

We
bave added to our line of busipese a puter t ICE
CASKET, which we are prep:red 10 furnish at

FOSRTER, CLARK & CO.,

SUCEESORS 7O

J. E. CLARK & CO,,

WHOLI SALE

and the fact that every article has the prirq
marked om it in plaio figures, thereby giving
the agsurance 1o those who do not know the
value of gotds, that they are paying no more
than those who do, is a grext inducement to
deal with us.

ln addition. to our Retail Trade, Conntry
Merchants can buy from us the betier cluss of
goods, not usualiy found in Jobbing Houses,
at the Whalesale Price.

We send Sumples when we receive plain and
explicit directien in regard to color, snd about
e price wanted.

44 South Street,
BALTIMORE,

Jiquor Dealers.

uadertaking in all 118 braoces performed after
the most approved methods.

Thanking the publie for past favors | would
most respectfully ask for a centinuance of the
same. P. W. ROBY,

Cox's Station.

Cure guaranteed

by Dr. J.H.Mnret.

#$1 Arch St., Phit

Pa. Easeat once

No operation or business delay. Thousands ef

cures. At Keystone House, Pa., 24 Saturday of
each month, Send for cireulars. Advice free.

As he sat thre he heard a sound that
he had never heard before. It was like
pleasant thun ler, low and “HT' but
sweet. It sounded far off, anc then |
seemed to grow .ouder and come nearer. {
Joe, who could only look at what was |
directly before the attic window, didnot |
know that close to the side of the old
pement-house a great church had been |
ailt. The thunder that he listened to |
ith such delight was the voice of the
K'nn}n heard for the first time. They

\

\,

Joe's slumber and awoke him.
| up in bed and
wonderfully,
rang so early for.

answered in reply
tion of the boy.
Christmas means,

birthday. They ring the bells because

the world’s ¢lad.”

The voices of the bells stole in_upon
He rose
Jooked at his grandfather
as if to ask what the bells

The Urnited States uses three times
as much paint as any other country in
the worll

- -—

Albany girls have formed a league to
accept po Christmas presents of greater
value than 30 c-.ts. All nice young
men will marry good, wise Albany girls

be had.—Bing-

“Recause it's Christmas,” the old man
to the unspoken ques-
“You don't know what
do you? Well, years
and this is his

o Christ was born, so long as there is one to

hamton Republican.
iie T8

which places this matter beyond cavil.
The fountain continued to play for- five
months, gradually decreasing week by
week, till it finally ceased to play, leav-
ing its unfortunate owners (an Arm-
enian company) well-nigh ruined by
the claims brought against them by
neighbors whose ands were destroyed
by the flood of oil.—Popular Science
Monthly for December .
g
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