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JOMAH B. SMOOT.

91 K. Union Street,

ALEXANDRIA. VA

DEALER IN

Lumber, Shingles, La h*

Doors,

Sash,

Blinds.
Frames,

Cement, Calcined Plaster

Lime, Hair, Nalls, &c.

Uf- Seasoned Lumber and flooring kept
under cover.

Sept 11,1884— y.

LNDtHTAKIIvG'.

I MOST respectfully Inform the public that
I have Just completed a new hearse and can

furnish

Coffins and Caskets
of the latest styles. Gloss white COFFINB
and CABKE’I8 for children
Also WHEELWRIGHTINOand BLAfK-

SMITHING In all tlieir branches. Very
thankful lor all past tavors, 1 solicit a con-

tinuance of the same.
UU \kfl> FACANI,

('V prtro, St Mary’s county, Md.

Oct B,lßß4—tf.
0. W. CAHBOLD. W HUADI.KY,

CARROLL BRADLEY.
GENERAL

Commission Merchants
FOU THE SALE OF

Grain and allkinds of Country Produce,

No. 16 Camden Street,

BALTIMORE.
REFERENCES BY PBBMIfiION.

Judge C. K. Goldsboruugh, Cambridge, Md;

Hon. T). M. Henry, Cambridge, Md.
T. J. Dali & Co., Baltimore, Md.
Hurst, Purnell & Co., Baltimore, Mcl.
ItK. Butler, Trappe, Md.
Dr. H. W. Houston E. N. Market, Md.
>Tnt. Farmers & Planters Bank, Baltimore,

Md.
Oct 18, 1883—yt

KKW GOODS!
IVEW STOKE !

THE firm formerly known as Hra. Blala i
Jones has mutually dissolved partnership
a id will now he recognized as

Mrs L. A. JONES AGO.
Thanking cor patrons for past favors, we

lolicit a continuance of the same. Wc as-
sure the public that our best efforts shall be

made to keep a handsets* and fashionable
assortment ofall

@ @
| MILINEKY, |

@— ®

(&¦ @

iFANCY* 1©

?DHEBB GOOOH.®
© ©

Having just returned from Baltimore with

a well assorted stock, we are prepared to ac-
commodate the most fastidious customer.

Call and examine our stock.

Mrs L- A* JONES & CO.
May 8. 1884—tff

R. A. GOLDEN,
GROCEK AND

CoiuiDisiiofl Mercianl,
CORNER 10th and F. NOS. 941 and 943

8. W.

OLD STAND WAREHOUSE
931 LOUISIANA AVENUE,

WASHINGTON, D. U.

Oct 83, 79—1 ft

BOABDIN6.
Mbs. E. R Bku, is now prepared to ac-

commodate permanent and transient hoard-
ers at

WHITE HALL, LEOKABDTOWH,

at the following rates;

Breakfast and supper, 26 cento each.
Dinner, 36 “

Horse had, long and short combined, 25c.
Nov 13,84—tft
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Where is the promise of the years,
Once written on my brow t

Ere errors, agonies and fears.
Brought with them all that speaks in tears,
Ere I had sunk beneath my pears;

Where sleeps that promise now t

Naught lingers to redeem those hours,
Still, still to memory sweet I

The flowers that bloomed in sunny bowers
Are withered ali; ami evil lowers
Supremo alwive her sister powers,

Ofsorrow and deceit.

I look along the columned years,
And see life’s riven lane

.1 ust where it toil amid the Jocar-
Of scornful Ups, whose morking sneers
Forever Ids* within mine ears,

To break the sleep of [lain.

Ican but own my life is vain—
A desert void of peace;

I missed the goal I sought to pai i,
I missed the measure of the strain
That lulls Fame’s fever in Uu-i-k-ndn,

And bids Earth’s tumult cease.

Myself! Alas, for theme so poor—
A theme but rich in fear;

I stand a wreck on Error’s shore,
A spectre not within the door, ,
A houseless shadow evermore,

An exile lingering here.

A CHARMED BOWL.
When the fever peculiar to Brazil

seizes upon a newcomer, said the friend
who told me this story, it deals hard-
ly with him. Bo it was with me. I
was just conscious that I was not likely
to live, yet not strong enough to think
of the many preparations I should
have made if my honrs were number-
ed. I had sunk into a heavy, fever-
ish half sleep, through which I heard
some one say : “He will go off like
that," and was beginning to dream
without being entirely without con-

sciousness of my surroundings, when
the door of our long, low, whitewash-
ed room opened and a lady entered.
She was a woman with dark eyee and
golden hair and a cream-white skin.
Her dress was white, with a bit of

blue about it somewhere. She carried
a bowl in her hand. ThJ bowl was

of thin, transparent chinajrarely seen,

painted with leaves and bjids of bright
colors, and here and thenfe a gorgeous
sort of butterfly. It wag ;’ull of wa-

ter, the purest and clearest'that J ever
saw. t

“Are you thirsty?" she asked as

simply as a mother might ask the
question of her child.

“Yes, madam," I answered, “and
the doctor willnot let me drink.”

“But I will," she said.
She put the bowl to my lips; ere

she withdrew it, it was empty,

“Good night and pleasant dreams,"
she said, and smiled and left me.

I slept then, sweetly, dreamlessly,
for I know not how many hours.
When I awoke the fever was gone

and I rapidly recovered strength.
One morning I said: “She cured me

with her pretty bowl of water."
"There’s been no woman here for

months," one of them said. “That
was a dream —one ofyour fever dreams;
quinine did the business for you."
g It was hard toconvince me ,but at last
they proved to me that at least they had
seen no woman; that no one gave me

anything to drink to their knowledge;
and I began to believe in ministering
angels. It was us certain to me ihat
I had seen this fair, dark-eyed lady,
with her blue-veined bands bolding
that curious china bowl, as it was cer-
tain that I had been ill.

However, many other matters en-
grossed my thoughts, I ceased at

lost to tell the story, since the regular
answer was that in a fever one fan-
cied everything and ten years from
that time I was in Virginia, in Prince
Edward county, not far from the
Court Ilouee. I had been driving

with a friend, and we were riding past
a fine old mansion with a beautiful
array of flowers in its garden when a

woman walked slowly down the path
and paused to pick a rose. Her fig-
ure was tall, her hair golden, her eyee
black. Her motions were graceful.
With a little exclamation of aetonish-
ment I recognized the lady of my
dream, ifdream it were. Bbe looked
a little older—nay, a good ten years
older but otherwise unaltered.

"Iknow not in what words I com-
municated this fact to my friend; but
I know I ended by saying :

“Imust speak to her. Bhe will re-
member."

“She would think you a madman,"
he answered. “Come on. You may

get yoorself shot for staring at another
man’s wife. They do these things

promptly at the South. 1 will find
out who she is if you like."

I assented eagerly. We rode on.
“Talk to mens much as you like,"

be said, “but never expose Jourself to

strangers. It is possible tl/t this lady
was in Brazil in 18-% aj, 1 brought

you something to drink when you were

left alone. In that case a doubt that
troubles you will be satisfied. You
can with all propriety call on her and
thank her."

But though be spoke in this way, I
knew he did not imagine it could be
so. That evening we smoked our
cigars in Col. L ’s company and
my friend diplomatically introduced
the subject.

“That beautiful house with the large
garden," ho said, "is quite a feature
of the place. Who owns it?"

"Alonely woman; widow of Mr.
V said the Colonel. "She was
a belle in her girlhood. She might
still be one if she chose.”

"Perhaps we saw her in the garden,"
said my friend, beginning a minute
description.

“Exactly. It was no cno else," said
the Colonel.

My friend paused a moment and
then said:

"She reminded B of some one
he met in Brazil. In fact he almost
believed her the same person."

"No, no," said the old Colonel, "Mrs.
V——has never left Virginia. We
Lave known the family since she was
only two years old. It is only the
first day that I’ve spoke of that and
she lamented that she had not travel-
ed more."

I fell a pang of disappointment but
found courage to say; "Ishould great-
ly like to be introduced to her.”

The old Colonel instantly offered to
introduce me. “But remember,” said
my friend, as wo parted, never tell
her of your fancy. It would spoil
your chance with her, and I see it is
a case of love at first sight."

He was right, and I was *Wy for-
tunate —very happy. Iwon the boau-

’

tifal woman’s heart.
Her fortune I did not want, hut it

was larV" I had sufficient means,
and could not be suspected of merce-

nary motives. We were married after
a long and ardent wooing on my part.

She loved me, but a second marriage
seemed wrong to her, and it was not
until she realized that she had irre-
trievably given me her heart that she
would give her hand.

Neither of us had ever visited
Europe. We decided to cross the
ocean during our honeymoon. Before
wo went she showed me her beautiful
homo and ali her possessions. Among
them was a store of old china.

Suddenly she turned to the shelves
of her cabinet and took down a china
bowl—transparent, covered with flow-
ers and butterflies of quaint, unconven-
tional form.

As she held it toward me, I saw again
the long, low-hung white-washed
Brazilian room, the crowd of men
playing cards at au improvised fable—-
the figure of the woman advanced to-
ward me. It was her altitude that
my wife had assumed. I uttered a

cry.
"Are you thirsty?" she asked.
"It’s true, then I” I cried. "You

are the woman whoeaved my life when
I lay perishing of fever in Brazil?"

She began to tremble. Setting the
bowl aeide, she threw herself into my
arms.

“Long ago,” she panted—ten years
ago—l thought I held that bowl in ray
band and asked you that. Itwasnight.
I do not know whether I dreamt, or
whether I was mad. In the dead of
night I thought a voice called to me ;
‘Save the man whom destiny has set
apart for you?’ Then I arose and
asked: “How?"

“There is on our plantation aspring,
the water of which is magical in its

power to cure fevers. I dreamt or

thought that some unseen thing led
me to the spring. I carried this bowl
in my hand. Then Istood in a strange
room —lofig, low, white, and you—you

—lay on a pallet hot with fever, and
I said: “Are you thirsty?” and gave

you to drink.
“The next morning I would have

thought it was all a dream hut that
the howl, still wet, stood at my bedside.
Now Ihave told yon this, do you think
me mad or superstitious ? I have
longed so often to tell you, hut I dared
not."

But I also had my tale to tell—the
one I have told you.

We ask each other often: "What
was it? What did it mean? How
was it to he explained?” But no an-

swer comes to us.
Whatever it may have been, Tt

brought us together, and Ibless it from
my soul; for we are happy as few lov-
ers are, my wife and I. And whatever
it was it came from heaven. Nothing
unholy had any hand io it.
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His Checks Were Red.—Cal Os-
borne, a grizzly gambler,' who in the
good old days “befo' the wah" won and
lost many a dollar on the big double-
deckers on the lower Mississippi, sat
on a bale of cotton at the wharf one

day last week. There were large
rents in the back of his russet coat,
and'his trousers were infirm with age.

“Times are not what they were,”
the old sport moaned as he tossed a

piece of a red faro check into the river
and stroked his chin with a velvety
hand. "But I saw some pretty hard
days in the GOs, though, and my pres-
ent condition sort o' carries me back
to a particularly memorable day in
1803. It was ofa Wednesday in June
of that year, if I remember aright,
that I boarded a steamer at Memphis.
I bad just enough money to pay my
passage to Natchez, but this fact did
not worry me any. There were plen-
ty of suckers in those days, and as I
was pretty cute" in my line of business,
the idea of not being able to rake in a

hundred or two on u trip never enter-
ed my head. We had gone down the
river perhaps five miles when I spot-
ted a young, smooth-looking fellow
dealing furo out of hand. There were

five Icdianians in the game, and us 1
watched the bets I concluded that the
lay-out was just too soft for anything.
But, as 1 said before, I didn't have a

copper, and, what made it all the more

discouraging, I had pawned all my
jewelry in St. Louis several weeks be-
fore.

“1 saw that the players were using
kernels of corn for checks, and I had
also seen while waiting for the boat to

start at Memphis that she carried a

good-sized cargo of corn in the ear.

Now here wAs my opportunity. I
moved away from the game, feel-
ing as though there was but a

few shoit steps between myself
and opulence. Sneaking down on the
boiler deck, I found an open hatch-
way, and, thrusting this big right
jhund into the boat's hold, fished up an
ear of corn. I jammed the oob into
my coat pocket and crept up stairs
like a thief, shelling the corn ns I
went. It was not more than a min-
ute more before I was looking over
the shoulders of the players. The
game was getting interesting and the
men were piling up the corn on the
cards at a great rate.

“Now, here was ray lime.
"Iscooped up a handful of kernels

in my pocket, and slapped the seeds
on the queen. The dealer looked at
the kernels a second, and, without
raising his bead, said in a tone of voice
so frosty that it chilled mo to the
bone:

“ 'Stranger, I don't remember of
issuing any red checks.'

"I took in the situation at a glance,

and, with a stage cough, slunk away

to the boat and cursed my luck. When
that boat reached Natchez, I sat on

tile wharf two whole days watching
them unload that corn, and I will eat

this old hat if there was another ear of
red corn i n the whole cargo. Talk about
hard luck, friend, that was a little
more agonizing than the kind I am
playing in now."

jMT After you have suffered for
years from nervous prostration, mala-
rial fever, debility, insomnia, indiges-
tionand a dozen other complaints,
and have exhausted the natience of
your physician and your family, and
have settled down to the belief you
are a confirmid invalid, then try Dr.
Henley’s Celery, Beef and Iron, you
will soon discover a renewed vigor of
life, the blood will grow rich, the
nerves strong and the appetite willbe
regained. There is nothing like this
wonderful remedy. For sale by ail
druggists.

Bv Telephone.—Husband—“ My
wife has a severe pain in the back of
her neck and complains of a sort of
soreness in the stomach.”

Physician—“Hhe has malarial col-
ic."

Husband —“ Vbat shall Ido for
her ?"

The girl at the “central” switches
off to a machinist talking to a sawmill
man.

Machinist to husband—“l think
she is covered with scales inside about
an inch thick. Let her cool down du-
ring the night, and before she fires up
in the morning take a hammer and
pound her thoroughly all over, and
then take a hose and hitch it to a fire
plug and wash her out.”

Husband has no more need of this
doctor.

K“For I am declined into the
vale’of years,” she said a little sadly,
“but indeed 1 don't raitih mind it
since 1 can get Salvation OH for 25

' cents a bottle."

Incidents of Doc* Suootino.—
Those who go down to the marshes in
pursuit of ducks have many experi-
ences that are interesting, and some
are very funny. The Sun will relate
a few that have come under the notice
of iis sporting editor:

TJF, COT DOWN.

Last week the business manager of
The Sun, Mr. Lord, was up country
shooting ducks with a party of friends.
Two boats were pushed into the rice,
nearly out of sight, and the hunters
were wailing for ducks to fly. When
a duck showed up in the air, the first
man who saw it wou)d sing out,
"Mark I" or "Gel down 1” and the
heads would get out of sight and keep
watch. Mr. Lord was as anxious as a
sportsman can be who does nol often
get a ohanoo to dally with the festive
duck, anil when the other man yelled
a warning he would get down too
quick, lie had killed a duck, and
was wading around in the water, with
his rubber hoots on, trying to find it.
The water wag nearly up to the top of
his hoots, and he was closely scanning
every place where a dead or wounded
duck could hide, when the other man,
a littleway off, shouted at the top of
his voice, “Got down I” Lord did not
wait to go ashore, or get into the boat,
but with a vision of the air full of ducks
he "squatted" down. He bad forgot-
ten that he was in the water to his Lips,
and when ho telescoped himself to-
gether, the basement of his pants
struck the cold water, ond it soaked
clear up to the hack of his neck, and
his boots, which would hold about
half a barrel of water, were full. He
remained below the grass for- about
four minutes, looking up with an ear-
nest expression on his face, expecting
to see ducks, but finally his head rais-
ed above the graas, until he could see
the wim., yelled, "What was it,"
said he, os he began to shiver,

"Nothing," said the ollitt^man.
"Didn't you nee any ducks," he

asked.
The man said he Lad not seen a hj ,

“Then what did you tell me to get
down for?"

The man thought a moment and
then said, "0, I guess I must have
been yelling at the dog. He kept
getting upon the side of the boat and
I was afraid he would tip it over and
I told him to lay down."

The wet man started for his boat,
saying, "Well, I hope the dog did not
get bis pan's as wet os I did,” and
then he crawled into his boat, poured
the water out of his boots, turned his
back to the sun to dry bis clothes,
and for an hour or so be was mad
enough to shoot a dog. His friends
have heard the story in town, and as
he passes along the street they will
yell, "Get down I" in the most aggra-
vating manner.

Gray Hairs.— Many persons begin
to show gray hair while they are yet
in their twenties, and some whilethey
are yet in their teens. This does not
by any mean* argue a premature de-
cay of the constitution. It is purely
local phenomenon, and may co-exist
with unusual bodily vigor. The cel-
ebrated author and traveler, George
Borrow, turned quite gray before he
was 30, but was an extf aordinary swim-
mer and athlete at 66.

Many treble persons, and others
wbohaveeutfered extremely both men-
tally and physically, do not blanch a
hair until past middle life; while oth-
ers, wuhout assignable oatiso, lose their
capillary coloring matter rapidly when
about 40 year* ol age.

Uses has a marked influence. The
traveler, Dr, Orbigny, says that in the
many years be spent in South Amer-
ica ho never saw a bald Indian and
scarcely a gray-haired one. The ne-
groes turn more slowly than the
white; yet we know a negress of pure
blood, about 35 years old, who is quite
gray. Men and women grow gray
about the same period oflife. In men
the hair and beard rarejy change
equally. The one is usually darker
than the other for several years, but
there seems no general rule which
whitens first. The epot where gray-
noss begins differs with the individual.
The philosopher Schopenhauer began
to turn gray on the temples, and com-
placently framed a theory that this is
an indication of vigorous mental ac-
tivity.

The correlation of gray hair, as well
as its causes, deserve wore attention
and study than they have received.
Such a cuangejis undoubtedly indica-
tive of some deep-seated physiological
process, but what this is we can only
ascertain by a much wider series of
observations than have yet been sub-
mitted to scientific analysis,

"0 to liein tbe ripening grass!"
exclaims a newspaper poet. He can
lie there as well os in the newspaper,
or can have a tombstone do his lying
for him.1826.
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