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SHIRTS
AT—-

FACTORY PRICES!

NO THREE PROFITS TO PAY.

We manufacture all th* SHIRTS wesell rieht
in the hen**, an i wt Fell yon o good SHIRTS
a( 5u cent* s you paj 75 cents for at other
dp-re* Our SHIRTS are cut with are.it care,
and rou'll always Hnd tl.e hod/ in proportion
to the neck.

We Guarantee Satisfaction,
and if what von bur dan’t suit job can ge
jour money We sell the

COMFORT SHIRT
ADK IN TH C BEST MANNER AND OF THE

BEST MATERIAL,

FOR 7Si CKNTS.
Oar FINISHED SHIRTS have all beanlifo
Mead-Made Buttonhole*.

C. GEO. MEGINNISS,
No 100 N rth Charles Street

HENRY BAADER.
DEALER IN

Stoves, Tinware;
and all kinds of

HOUSE FURNISHING GOODS.
No. 46 King Street.

Alexandria Ya, .

AllkindofSoTe repairing prnmpt-
> uoae. uct. 17-1 J

Likes. & Co.

When purchasing CLOTHING, spend your money

to the best advantage by dealing

with the manufacturers.

Likes, Berwanger & Go. i*—

j
Arc manufacturers of the Best Baltimore male Clothing

for the Fine Retail Trade, and offer the largest

assortment of Suits and Overcoats for
Men, Youths, Bovs and Children

at the one moderate profit
on the manufactur-

ers’ cost

LIKES. BERWAN6ER & GO.,
ONE-PRICE CLOTHIERS,

10 & 12 E. BALTIMORE STREET

NEW YORK

CLOTHING HOUSE,
102 and 104 £. Baltimore Street,

OPPOSITE LIGHT STREET.

BALTIMOREMD,

CLOTHING FOR

Men,lon ills.Boys

Children!
B* F. Oiiy & Co.,

—EXTENSIVE DEALERS IN—

Allkidi irsl-Glass Sto m, Ranges
COOIINO UTFNSILS <scO,

Al*o Calibrated Makes

FULLER, WARREN A CO., TROT, N. Y.

B- IT. GrXJY CO,
1006 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE,

WASHINGTON, I>. O

nrnoKi mint ake the m mbbb and location.

ksttiti isn ;i is;*7
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Ifoltht C*a be Bought
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Price*.
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j 13 £. Baltmor: St Baltimore, Md

MONEY TO LOAN.

HOPKT to toss oa Martgag* <-n ronlij
projie- ty . A I'l ’-I

PaIL C liPRNKI T,
I S’ P.al St , R,liiaisrt

•\ - 0.-K * 3 > LIVER
OO?V l’.\tL u f ! L.LS.
nr ikc nr tvtr irtoxs. .iurtn |

Ash rxtn ii::. rut. t.-s nr 11 rs, t>u
Lirn.t: si >. i/;-.<./ it rti t.s.

Hrins rullrrlf uf*l.ihlf, th-jp op-
truU* aithout )*'.:,¦• to ;•• ?; sjt n. did,
or tKMMijmtion. i .}• .n > ¦ *•* ' 1 ?*. l;rtm-Ci-
cuiljr Aiwf.l' •• 1 n>li m*l rvluMc. Vi
a lu\ail*r, aftrr.v.lir, or pui|;aihr t
tfi* littk* IVlku ici%o iht* moat perfool
mnifiiCkkMi.

SM HEADACHE.
Rillnn Hradnilic, W
Itlr i (Tm*! I pa. Ji. 4ET
linii, In<ligr >II o n , Cl. v MBS
Hiliuua .Alim k, .u-lali R ft
(Vrai'-tn-nM-nt* ¦( th- sti-m- j

i ackand bowels, are prompt- JA Urr
Jy rvlicvtsl Mil’)| rii rn-i.t.y sTF*
cur.it In tin* usi' •( Ur. '

Plercc'ii I'li.isi.nt lu rem I vo Pi llrta.
i hexplanation of tin . i iwi r <>r tltraa

Pellet* over i cm t u \nrn ty ’if <liMasrs.it !
may truthfully N- mh<! that their action upon
Die tyatem w imivcnwl, n< t a yridßii or tissue ;
eeiiipintr th.-ir snuntive uilliH-nee. S<ill hy I

i druggists.Si istil* a via). Manufactured at tlie j
i Chemical Ijthomtory of Witni.u s IHspkhsakt
i UaiurAi. Association. BiuTnlo, N. V.

S^iBOOHEfr/lrv' h" offered by the miinufnctur-
] IT

*

oro f lr. sage'll Catarrh

ff v i f Itemcdy, f>r a case of IILm JJ '1" ¦ tii- Nil'll Cotarrh w hich
•yf * V o 1 they cannot cure.
RvniPTons of cataiirii.- nu n.¦ heavy headache, obstruction of tlio noMU

pwKMiges, dmi lmryts Inliing from tlie head
Into the throat, toim times profuse, wsti’ryr, j
anil aerid, at others, thick, tenacious, mucous,
purulent, bloody and putrid; the eyes are
weak, watery, and intlanicd; there is ringing
In the ears, deafness, hacking or coughing to
cicar the throat, expectoration of offensive ,
matter, together with soalie from uloi rs; tlie i
voioe Is elianged and has a nasal twang: the
breath is offensive; smell and taste are fin* !

I pains); then) is a sensation of dizziness, with 1
mental depression, a hacking cough and gen- i
era I debility. Only n few* of tlio above-named
symptoms are likely to Is- present in any one
case. Thousands of cows annually, without I
manifesting half of the above symptoms, re- ,
eult in consi.Miption, and end in the grave.
No disease is so common, more deceptive and
dangerous, or less understood by physicians.

liy its mild, soothing, and healing pro|iertieS,
Or. Sage’s Catarrh Iteiiiedy cures the worst
wises of Catarrh, u cl>l in the head,**
Coryza, and Catarrhal Headache.

Sold by druggists everywhere; SO cents.

“I’ntold Agony from Catarrh.**
Prof. W. Hai’sneu, the famous mrsmerlat,

of Ithaca, A*. I*., w rites: “Some ten years ago
I suffered untold agony from chronic nasal
catarrh. My family physician gave mo up ns
incurable, and said I must die. My ease was
such a bad one, that every day, towards sun-
set, my voice would become eo bourse I could
barely speak above u whisper. In the morning
my coughing and clearing of my throat woulil
almost strangle me. Hy the use of 111. Sage *

Catarrh Itemcdy, In three months, I was a well
man, and the cure has b’ on permanent."

“Constantly llo*.Tllii'jfat’.d Spilling.’*

Thomas ,T. IlrstiiNfi, r=q„ ton; pine street.
Si. l.ouis, Ma., writes; “ I was a great sufferer
from catarrh for three years. At times 1 could
hardly breathe, and w.ms constantly hawking
and spitting, am! lor the hist eight months
could not breathe through the nostrils. I
thought nothing could bo done forme. Luck-
ily. I was advised to try 1' *. cage’s rntarrli
Itemedy. m d I am now n well mini, I believe
It to be the only sure remt lyfor catarrh now
manufactured, and one bus only ti' give it a
fair trial to exiierlcnee astounding results and
a permanent cure.”

TLree IJo*’
’

Cur - Onl.n-’-Ji.
Fn ?! .nntvß. Hun. m P. i>„ Culnnihia Cn..

Pa., says: "Aiy iliiugliter ind i il.irrli when
be wa •’ live y. nr-. ol<i, very bmliy. i saw Dr.
age’s CiKorrii • taedy a<lvr rtisi-d, and pro-

cured a bniil ¦ for b< r. ¦ .<> soon saw tied if
helped her: Ih"--; :t>ei i a perma-
ne-it cure. .- _ ~vu -a oid umi
SiUu. ....-i Uea.ty.
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New Year's Calli 11 Old and New.

Tvv.i center .> or so ago, each Puritan Pris
cilia

A rose i t tliedawn and quoth *T faith me
thinks tin*' *:ri- new.''

An.l Ihv’ii ul*on Mu. I* g luhim* that w;ig city
home an 1 vi.ia

Sin* lidi*dail In hi or of the soinht r neighbor

An “vim’og up* n tin rtiv, a polish to the
vfishes,

A smartness to her bodice :md t sinoot lincss
to her hair

Those uoiv hut moot to greet the folk wlio
ohtiioto proffer wi-hes

That all tho coming now year might bo pros-
perous un ifair.

a t tin? spinning**hot l h-h hirling and
a wMrbng.

And snt it ns fwert ami neat as anv
inn *1 might la*.

Tlo -moke !r m ui the Iht fire would N* cir-
e injf round and curling

Ahnit i p einre any >oi ng man s heart
might lng to s v.

Tin* g**df Ik tiiPM* from mile*around. tin ugh
-nea men* -miftly falling.

To gm-p strong hands in welcome warm in
t huw old dii> s of yore.

For then there w t* sijnilOcMOce in all the New
Year * calling;

Priroilla never hung a basket on Un* cabin
door.

T!o tlrr w. uW la* e*>ling and the R|'p #>

miM la* |*l*M.
ftn k iI.V be * ramtnjr. K**r

lily It* MUiff.
Tin’ Puritan* loti appetite* that n*alily de-

motbhfd
All *land*not too worldly and all nectar* not

too strong
Tin g.*¦! man and hU gi! wif< woo'd ab-taiii

from Uiu oi|f | m) lug.
A *4*n tf their dot logic* lh > d gracefully

alatte:
A truce ilh’Vd *ay l< smiln'r g-xn with Imart-

Iww • w) mg.
To gi\***fpMKI!) welcome to the neighbor at I

their galo.

f
' ’

!' i i

Buttt n u, amazii g rhatigv' Tbi co-loot
nun so pha-aut,

initmcrsi h> giant ud twirtf
¦>-- lad i Hit,

He l-een mi wily influence.! by fashion tUI
ut i n-iw-nl

"TVs never uut uvini.anai nisi never quite
•I nee re.

Belinda -iti. with kludsed nymphs kn i.ImIUc
splendor.

With ihap runs complacent who vlkh
tics* rule and reign.

While.ouths of tier aojoaintanee sit wok

formally t‘>temler
Tlielr mcanlnglcs. ful UhmaihlMi.'tra>

pllments Inane.

The rapid swells collect Ux-lr ver> shallow wit- Itogether
And utter coiiimonplaeca aiwa. s old yel never

new.
They Interchange opinions relating to tfx-

weather
And i-HUclm-ervatlon from a sot-livl pidiit of

rlt-w.
Then when anon thor flnd the eonversatioß i

MHiiewhat i Kirlntr--
When It Im-ooomv. a Imrden to attempt to talk

or think
A luiu hoot) i|iiit*elaNirute aruuM-a spirits Haair

rinir.
Ami ail the ea:ler-eat ami unwv partWularlv !

-tlriuk.

/I\ ',il If) I
i 951 iilc* lit

And shat Is the result? Oil. gentle reader, can
on ask It?

A coterie of tlpey swells, a sight to make one !
Krleve,

While many mansions hot display a deeoratedbasket,
llet. ikenimr the that the Itulios don't

receive.
Oh. sljrh then for the trood old days, tlie good

old style of alliiitr.
When hands met hands nnd hearts met hearts

and frieHilshb' was sineerv.
TlieKrim display of baskets on the doors Is

¦(iiite appalling
And getting tipsy's not the way to herald the

u. w year.

A Costly House.

The new palace of the emperor ol
Japan has cost him $4,000,000.

•sa°vnSiiT!i oojtyx xjwofls of pres 9t

‘•9|T 'lllhlUUJf HI PIHJ piO-JVdjC-dAlf y ' i

A XEISKASKA IDYL.
Tlit*story of Now Vrar's Conspiracy in

the Town of Itilhhle.

Isy Kate M. Cleary.

Bubble was boomin'; and it was the
eve of the New Year in Bubble. The
certainty of the former accentuated the
pleasure of the latter fact. Crops had
been {food, and the past week of fes-
tivities had demonstrated that it had
been a year of abundance and therefore
of comparative content. So the farm-
er- who jogged in on or jolted behind

! their heavy-hoofed horses admitted the
leading statement with a supremely
satislied conviction that other town's
were not booming as was Bubble and
an absolute indifference to the proba-
bility of it-- being New Year’s Eve else-
where. A delicious day it was, too.

, although not the typical winter one
which imagination invariably asso-
ciates with New Year's day. There
was no snow: the air was crisp, keen,

j in its frosty sweetness exhilarating as
wine: by a sky of subdued vet intense
Idne was the billowing prairie domed
and bounded: against that serene and
perfect background tb-his of rilled but
unriven corn Hung out their tattered,
tawny banners: the winding, brownish
roads rang hk- steel to everv passing
sound: along those desolate country

ways the sumac shrank in blasted
beauty, and skeleton -nnllowers reared
aloft the hare, brown hearts fivnn
which had fallen long ago the disks of
gold. But the old man. who. mounted
on the front seat of a ponderous, creak-
ing farm wagon. drove over the hill
and down the one new. uglv. bustling
street which boasted the business, the
barter, and the eomniereial enterprise
of Bubble, thought not at all of his sur-
roundings. not even of the day. lie

did not stop at either general store, at
the tinshoo, the saloon, or the drug
store. With an occasional nod to
familiar faces he steered his team
straight down the street, past the pre-
tentions hitel, the gaping livery barn,
the big, bleak Inmlier-yard. and drew
up leside the platform of the railroad
depot.

¦ \Vhoa-ah. that! Train most due.
Tom? Hope 'tis. Oi've a sort of a
niece aboard - me cousin Moike’s child.
Did ye know that?”

Tlie station agent's assistant smiled
back at him. Did in* know that? Who
did not know that old Rafferty had
some months ago sent money to Ire-
land to bring out a young relative of
his. A queer character, old Rafferty.
Seventeen years of his life had been
passed as sailor. Ho claimed to >k- one

of the survivors of the battle between
the Merrimac and the Cumberland,
and that it was he who tired the last
-hot on Istarvl the latter vessel, when
it, with colors still bravely living, sunk
bwmtk the waves. liearly did he love
to tell of the affair, particularly of the
part that concerned himself, of the
three hours spent under the water !>e-
fore rescue was effect. At the close of
the war he took up “a claim” in Ne-
braska. and by slow degrees, in loin-li-
ne--and privation, had accumulated
not a little wealth. Out of periious-
ness he had seen peace come. A friend-
ly and familiar figure was he to all.
Somehow people always sniib-d at oid
Kaffertv cordially, toe. There was a

comical kind of f.tseinaliou in the face
visible Is-tween the shabby fell hat and
the huge •-comforter” of purple, red.
and yellow varn -a shrewd, sallow old
face with grizzled beard, bushy brows,
and youthfully alert, bright eves. Then
his accent was delightful, his own

broad ami hearty brogue being flavor-
ed with Western i n fleet ions wholly for-
eign to it.

"On time, sir.”
Awhi-tle another. A puff of smoke;

a distant roar, a vibration of the rails;
a shriek of steam: a glare of light—-
then the train was thundering up had
paused, panting, snorting, disgorging.

A girl stepped out and dow n on the
platform.

• * You're Hu mmf"

“Hi. thar!" called old Rafferty. She
turned at the sound of his voice, and
went towards him.

••You're Hanna?”
• Yis. sor.”
Without alighting he stooped over

the side of the wagon and extended a
big blue-mittened hand.

"Glad to see ye. Willum's coinin’
down to a dance to-night He'll fetch
jer box. Jump up!”

The train trembled, screamed, pulled
out. and went swinging westwanl.
and old Rafferty, with Hanna jierched
up besitle him, headed the horses for
home.

••An’ how did ye lave all the frinds
in Coolathoglc. Hanna? Is Father
O’Flynn still parish priest? Dead! An’
Tom Grady? a noiee little bye Tom was
—must le most a man now. What!
married—an’ ten ehildther! Bless me,
Hanna! An’ the Murphys—how’s the
Murphy's. Hanna?”

They were hevond the crush of coun-
try vehicles. The horses were slowly'
pounding their way up the hill, which
might be the boundary line of the
world, the jumping off sp tee for all
save sky she could see over its sweep-
ing curve. A rabbit scudded across
the road and away through the short

dun grass. From the creek below
came the cheerful chirp of a quail.
“All well, sor—the Murphys, the Mor-
ans. the Sheehys ”

“Hanna!”
Something of shrinking came into

Hanna’s fre-h young face, but she
turned to him eyes wholly tpieslioning
and innocent.

“Sor?”
“Hanna.” and his voice was appall-

ingly stern, almost threatening, “niver
let me hear ye mention them individ-
uals again—niver! The Sheehvs air
the natheral Itortt enemies of our fam-
bly. Me grandmother told me the
coolness began at the battle of Clon-
tarf. Our ancestors were rival Kings,
1 believe. However, the fend grew
downwards. Tim Sheehv’s father's

Lull thrampled down my father’s
I wheat, an' my fat her had the trespasser
| lined at the Assizes. Then there was

Tim an’ me. I heat Tim at hurlin’ an’
whativer does he do but go an’ marry
Sarah Connelly, a foiner girrul ye
couldn't foind in the three parishes
—good enough fur his betthers. Don't
you talk of the Sheehys to me, Hanna
—don’t!' l

Hanna didn't. Her full red lips
were set in a stubborn line, but her
eyes, genuine blue grey Irish eyes they
were, blazed with mutinous indigna-
tion. Westward, past the bare new
Methodist church, the square solemn
school-house, a couple of little box-like
houses, then they were out of the town
proper and driving directly northward.

hen they crossed a small bridge, and
turning to the right passed between
two looming haystacks into a great
shadowy farmyard, it was already'
evening. A wind, the sudden chill,
sharp wind which follows sunset in
Nebraska, had sprung up. Failing into
fathomless grey was the one bar of
dull rose which streaked the western
sky. And overhead a silver moon
“Lav out Ilien• like :i *iiklc for His

Who comet 1 1 down at last to rcapthe world.”
In the comfortable tirelif, lamplit

kitchen Mrs. Rafferty awaited them.
She was an American, a little, thin,
white-faced old woman clad in the in-
evitable print wrapper of the Western
housekeeper. A brisk, quick, wearv,
good-hearted little soul, worn out as
are most American women by over-
work. binned ( nt by an mirai.xioly to
do more and do it better. And now
here was aid. here relief, here younger,
stouter arms.

••So tliis is Hanna!” She went up to
her and kissed her. “How do you do,
my dear? I'm tickled to see you.
You're tired out, I expect. Is she like
your cousin, Pat?”

••Loike!” echoed old Rafferty. “She’s
his dead livin'image. She's as loike
my cousin Moike as a young cotton-
wood is loike an old cottonwood.”

“You remember Willum, don't yon,
Hanna?” Mrs. Rafferty said, as from
an adjoining room came a spruce,
trim, dandified young man. He was
dressed for “tlio dance” to be held in

IffST

¦ iff
7 rf 1 \\ \

"How ilo i/on ilo. my ilenrT'
town that night. Speekless Ins clothes,
black mirrors his shoes; he wore a
white shirt, a white collar, and a san-
guinary cravat.

A year ago he had 1 een in Ireland
seeing after some jro >erty left his
father ami there he had met his cousin,
Hauu;’. Rafferty.

Hanna nodded, ami extended a
plump hand, whieh Wilt came forward
mid shook awkwardly. Then he re-
treated to the tire ami covertly survey-
ed her.

A round young figure clothed in a
dress, skirt rather, of bright bine cash-
mere. which was surmounted by a
snugly-fitting jacket of scarlet flannel,
dark hair, parted struightly and brush-
ed back from a full, fresh-colored girl-
ish face, a face with thick black brows
mid brilliant eves, and a mouth which,
if a tritle too large, held firm white
teeth and was quite mirthful and risi-
ble. “S'jxisin' von take Hanna to the
dance, William?” suggested Mrs. Raf-
ferty.

••Can't!” (more curtly than courte-
ously) “I’m engaged.” and he carried
his tine, erect handsome voting self
coolly away. His father followed him
out. The door remained ajar.

“William, why can't ye take her,
too?"

"Her!” in ealm scorn, “to dance in
Kuhhle! Why, she ain't got gloves—¦
nor no style in her—a freckle-faced
little thing whose words eurl up at the
end like a shout's tail—no. sir!” The
women within beard. Hanna crim-
soned.

“Don't mind, dear. Sot down and
drink tins tea. And now, Pat, ask
Hanna if the hoy obeyed you when ho
was in Coolathogle.”

“Iwant to know, Hanna, did William
see Sarah Sheehy's daughter much
when he was home?”

“His father told him if he spoke to
one of them he'd leave tliis farm, which
we homesteaded Indore the Indians
were out of Nebraska, to some one
else.”

Should she tell? How he had spoken
of her! Why not?

"He wasn't ever away from young
Sarah Sheehy while he was in Coola-
thogle!” she answered deliberately.

“Ah, now!”
“The young desaver!”
“He's engaged to her."
“What!"
“He’s a-goin’ to go home next sum-

mer an’ marry her.”
"Never!”
Old Rafferty leaped to his feet. His

wife sank weakly into a ehair.
A queer, hard look eame into the

girl’s face. The did not hesitate,

though. She pnt her hand in her
pocket and drew out a letter.

“Sarah Sheehy gev me this to give
William,” she said.

“Hand it here!” roared old Rafferty.
He was fairly furious, stamping, foam-
ing. “A tit descindiut she of Tim
Sheehy—thryin’ to inveighie mv son
into marryin’ her. Hand it here!”

He snatched the letter from her. She
sat there white indeed, with pantin'*
breast and glistening eyes, while old
Rafferty and his wife perused the brief
hut loving epistle. When they had
finished they turned to Hanna. Both
were trembling with excitement —act-
ually speechless. But suddenly old
Rafferty jumped up and wont spinning
around'the kitchen like one possessed.

“I have it!” he roared. "O, Ellen
Jane, (), I have it! we’ll make him
marry Hanna—faith we will!”

The blood came hack with a rush to
the girl’s face. She half rose.

••(), no, sor; O, no!”
“He must,” still keeping up ins

frantic dance of delight. "Ve must
make him, Haimu. Ye'll have the 1

farm one of these days, an’ ye’ll live
here with the old woman an’ me, an’
we’ll show the Sheehys they can’t come
any of their thricks over the Raffertys
—not b}- George Washington an’ the
banshee of the O’Rourkes! We’il show
’em Hanna!

The day after New Years old Raf-
ferty told - his sou lie must marry Han-
na. In vain the young fellow protest-
ed. entreated, refused. But his oppo-
sition added fuel to the llame. If he
wouldn't he must starve, be disinherit-
ed—and the farm was worth $7,000!
But filially, the father succeeded in
wringing from him a most reluctant
consent. A blizzard blew up. The
roads were• blocked, almost impassa-
ble, but no excuse would avail old Raf-
ferty. Go to Hebron they must. And
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yes, she has." said Wilt.
so they finally did, both silent, both
pale, both evidently in utter protest
against the world, the Rafferty’s, and
each other. The sixteen miles between
Bubble and the county scat were
traversed. They were married. They
drove home. At the kitchen door they
were welcomed by bright lights, the
congratulations of invited neighbors,
the steam of roasting turkey, and odor
of pumpkin pies. More than all by old
Rafferty. He was positively wild with
pleasure. He was capering around the
room, laughing, shouting, explaining
now putting his head back to roar the
better; now bending double to slap his
leg and writhe in ecstatic and speech-
less contortions.

“Now, William, now! We’ll let the
Sheehys see now! Thinkin’ they
could thrap my son. I’m proud of ye,
Willum! Shake! Good girrul, Han-
na! Och, but the Sheehys can’t come
any of their thricks over ould Rafferty.
He’s too smart for them. The fight is
still on. What’ll they say? O, Han-
na. this is a happy day! You ain't
changed ycr name though you are
married.”

"O. yes. she has!”
Will's voice had a peculiar ring:—

silence fell on the gay clamor. Blank-
ly old Rafferty regarded his son and
heir. Was that the dismal and frown-
ing young fellow who had driven off
this morning, that erect, laughing,
glowing-chcekod young man? And
was that forlorn and frightened and
protesting Hanna? That lovely .smiling,
crying, blushing, altogether happy and
winsome little creature.

“Wh-a-ht do ye mean, Willum?”
“O, jest that she did change her

name— that’s all! She was Sarah Shee-
hy—now she's Sarah Rafferty!”

“Willum!”
“What!”
But Will put his arm around his pret-

ty wife and bravely stood his ground.
“We fell in love with each other

when Iwas on that trip to Ireland. 1
knew you wouldn't hear of my marry-
ing her, so we planned I’d get mother
to scud home for Uncle Mike's Hanna,
and she. who was a great friend of Sa-
rah's. would let Sarah come in her
place. Ami we thought we’d wail till
you ami mother had learned to love

Then he kissed the bride.

her and then tell you the truth and ask
you to bless our marriage. But,” with
a burst of irrepressible laughter, “you
wouldn’t lei us wait.”

“But, Willum,” faintly and bcwil-
deredly broke in his mother, "you said
—an' she heard—an 1 she said ”

Ringingly he laughed again. "Of
course we did. That was the plan.
Father!” He held out his hand.

“But—but,” he faltered, “she is Tim
Shechy's choitd, an’ Tim he went an’
married Sarah Connolly

”

"Well,” cried sharply Mrs. Rafferty
senior, so sharply old Rafferty jumped,
“what difference did that make to you
—eh?”

“O, none—none at all, Ellen Jane!”
Fiercely he grasped his son’s hand,

fervently he shook it. “I—l hardly
knew Sarah Connolly—just by sight,
Ellen Jane—no, that made no differ-
iuce at at all—O my, no!”

And then he kissed the bride, an 1
laughed, and wiped his eyes, and told
the neighbors to draw np to supper,
and insisted on hugging Ellen Jane ou

the sly till she smiled back at him.
“Maybe,” she said to him when they

were a moment alone, “maybe yoij
didn’t bear that man a grudge on ac-

count of that Connolly gin; and may Iks
you only knowed her by sight; but ain t

itkind o’queer that Will's wife is as like
your cousin Mike as a young cotton-
wood is like an old cottonwood?”

Old Rafferty looked at her: Then he
scratched his head. He looked at her
again, and cogitated awhile. Then ho
chuckled and smiled—and smiled.

“Begorra!” he said.

Binks—“Miss Sweet is a bouncing
girl, isn’t she?” Jinks—"Yes but her
father is more inclined that way.”—
Lawrence American.

Topeka is going to try vitrified brick
on one of its streets. _
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