
» » d ttjj k«urt wB bttfn tbrfr

I tt» r « S » f«M«i Cewe win b» frit*

&x» •«>& Ae pnirieyt poet*, botb Uuseitom ami

SMn agrin fee «kMy gostar will .

Soon bluff boffeMi so bitter, will gl*e bird* a show
to.twlUer,

And tfa* lambs win take occrslon, «a tfrta often
1 do, to drip,

AIM! tba foda foanfftia fellows, In their »I«fre* will
Vllldjiy Mtter.

f ( Aa *e oat* up our nickel* for Ute f «w Ure fU and

Soon again the wwr merehaat will toy off * toy
far feblng,

And with grata, grog and tscfcle will ant forth
stdfttrnofd*?;

But is «pU» of *B bb» efforts, aud his almos

Re wiU only carry homeward what the jug first
took away.

Bwctttoprtog! I dearly Jove you, and you cannot
be too vernal;

Excuse that Strange exprtmiou, but It tells you
"to a T"

What I wish, Indeed snout truly, that your stay
could «* eternal.

I woukt gladly be your poet If you IWIMIUHI mo
thus to b*.

1'A be proud and pleated to teD you very often of
your beauty,

All your grants and rour glorlm in rnysweetast
»toUn«rdM»«;

I would put my vernal verso* far above all other
duty,

And no other bard should call you anything but
"gentle spring." —Chicago Sun.

" The cobwebs, too, on the celling high,
Kmpty trap* witb never a fly—

" How horrid they look! upon my life,
The torment of every tidy wife!

" I wish my fairy my place would take
In the kitchen, and let mo tee her l»ko,

11 For I'm so weary I really dread
The thought of. kneading a batch ot br«ad."
Her hiaband heard her, wish that day,
But scarcely heading tt hurried away.

. At nlftht he locked hbl office door,
? And gladly entered his honio once more

At round the cony room he jrJanced
Ills eyes with pleasure fairly danueci.
The flre-dog« of polished brans.
For Burnished almost gold would pass.
His easy chair wan in itt plaee-
Beaide it boamod a smiling face.
No wonder that he turned to her,
HfOf husband and half worshiper, r
And m d; "Some fairy has hud full sway
In every nook of our house to-day."
Forgotten were dust and cobwebs high,
And there waa a light In somebody "a eyo;
For the heaviest tasks that burden a* wjfe
Orow light when they brighten another's life.

—Woman's Magazino.

A Description of the Pmon Site tut U
Appears 'I'o-Way.

It will be remembered that the Hite of
the prison was a couple of side hills
eloping gently down toward each other
into a bog or .swamp, through which
ran a sluggish stream of water eight or
ten feet wide and about six inches deep.
When this Bpot was chosen for a prison
it was quite heavily timbered with pine
trees. A apace of about twenty acres iu
extent was cleared off and securely
fenced iu with the timber thus obtained,
the timber being cut twenty-iive feet
long and buried five feet in the ground.
The soil was light and sandy. Only two
trees Were left in the entire enclosure.
No place could have been more inhospi-
table and cheerless. The swamp In
which a man would sink to the waist,
occupied a considerable portion of the
field: the little stream was brackish and
unpalatable; the absence of shade trees
which might have been left, made the
pen almost like a caldron- under the
burning southern sun.

To-day the spot presents a somewhat
pleasanter aspect. The side hills are
now farmed, the swamp is not and will
not be for years, until redeemed by a
more careful system of agriculture.
'After the prison was abandoned in
April, 1895, trie place grew up with sec-
ond growth Umber, but this has been
almost entirely cleared away, and in its
place in the proper season are found the
staple products of Georgia husbandry.
The great, towering stockade has al-
most entirely disappeared; it is only
here and there that a etugte post or a
little group of posts Is to be seen. These
have not rotted away, but have been
wisely split up into rails to fence off the
farm land. Their purpose is not now
to keep in prisoners but to keep out In-
truders.

S ^ I ^ ^ S h ^ e heavy, eplked ftm-
bew have been removed, ihe three Knee

^ of stockmiie can to© distantly •; traced;
vt^^;:î î;:^ î̂ nable;; for
ywr* to oome, Tbe etrong earthwork,
that the Confederate Boldiere threw up

Will there, bard and Orui; and the
lll^py^i^^Jlifa^eaW*,:

WS^^mUm?^

torn to get e drink of frteh water. I»
• M the one great btertfH* of tbe pes.
aad ft has never ceased to flow. It»
waters bubble forth to-day a* fresb and
sparkling as in those MOM* of suffering.
The appearance of the spring, of oourw,
is ebangeU. Twrmy yetuns of ctaseleae
Bowing has worked it bevk n tittle high-
er up the bill, since the old barrel which
the prisonerH«unk futon disappeared after
the prison WHM abandoned. It is now

ity f**t from the perceptible
outline of the stockad*. Fur H tim* it
was protected by « large pin* atuittp,
but U )» MOW niirronn(lf<l by n neat wood
:urbing ttlxMit two/swl and a liulf liiuli,
with n m'tni circular opening on the
lower Hf'ltf, through which (lie water
constantly Hows.

Before t)it> wpriiig broku forth the prla.
oiiffts endeavored to And fresh water by
sinking well* In th« hillxittes, b«i to no
avail. Many such ext:nv»ti<ms were
made, nome of th^ni forty or Miy feet
deep. Beveral of Ui«w are still to be
seen, dlinoHt an perfect HA when the pris-
oners dug tlit/in. Tlioy nre nil dry, since
whatever water runs into them from
the surface in rapidly Absorbed by the
Handy soil. Tlwy are a conntant source
of danger, yet the cnrelena huabandry of
the south does not fill them up.

Of course tho "dead line." a low fence
ightfon feet from the stockatlf, made

by nailing a fourth-inch atrip of board
on low posts about twenty feet apart
hut* wholly d'iNapiienred. Not the slight'
eat trace is left of it, since it was lightly
constructed.

Though more than twenty years have
pasatd, tho burrows or dugouts of the
(irhtonon* are still discernible. It is
iirHDgu wlii)t grotesque humor will crop
nit in the midst of Buffering. It seems

as though there in a law by which hu-
mor asserts itself as a pro'est ««airi8t
despair from tho very deptlia of a suffer
ing heart. Tliosn tiugouti—• more ken-

-Ui—were the buys' "brown stone
fronts." Ti»e liillsidea, especially on the
lorth Hlope, are tho places deeply corru-

gated. Great waimoutH are to bo eeon
where the prinonorB' burrows have caved
in. It will take a long timo for the in-
fluence of weather and «hiftk>88 farming
to obliterntu them. Here uiid there,
also, i« to be fitt'ii a narrow, long depres-
sion i» the ground leading toward the

.stockade. Theso aro caused l>y the fall-
ing in of tho earth over tho -prisoners'
tunnels, which were excavated with a
viflw to escape. Aud escape some 350 of
them did. Periodically the Confeder-
ates would drive a heavily loaded wagon
over the Hpace betwen the stockade and
the deadline with a view to breaking in
the soil and discovering tiie tunnel*. Be-
sides t-iiifl, they probed the ground with
sharp spikes for tho same "pm-potse.
These little lines of indenture there are
eloquent with tho hopes and efforts that
too often were unavailing.

Relics of prison life are constantly
being exhumed—bita of pots aad kettles,*]
•knives, spoons, cuuteon covers, and the
like. These are mostly found on the
sandy-slopes of tho hills, since the soil
of the marsh hatt scarcely been disturbed.
Upon tho whole, tho place has the air
of a peaceful rural district. One would
readily see that it had been the scene of
war operations. But there is nothing to
suggest the horrors of thirteen months
of'prison experience except to one who
can rightly read and interpret the little
signs we have pointed out above.—Chi-
cago Time..

T I I E F I IOPKB T1IINO.

Music racks are in the shape of a
lyre of a size considerably bigger than
that ancient musical instrument.

Modern architecture calls for mantel-
pieces at least fifteen feet high in the
town or country ••house-beautiful."

Too many ruga, routts aud footstools
in the fashionable drawing-room keep
the awkard continually stumbling. -

Outer garments are very short, and
are all iu viaite style, that is to say
with the sleeves forming part of the
back.

Long garments are reserved for
traveling and for rainy.weather. Man-
tles and capes with or without hoods are
short.

Huge butteiQie*, both oC gauze and
gold-powdered gauzes,' are again used
upon summer bonnets by leading mil-
liners.

Spring trousers are not to have the
'dude crease" front and back down the

legs, because the thin material will not
admit of it.

The fact is stated to be positive that
the spring bonnet will be small, and not
strikingly different in Btyle or *«get up"
from the feminine headgear now fash-
ionable.

Tae

iuu was the old
a of tb* way from

"I chanced." said Mr. Frank J . Webb,
the Syracuse broker, " W be in Henry
Ward. Beeober's church the Sunday
Richmond fell, to April, 1885. Mr.

the lwt hymn, and the organist
started OQ his overture, when a
ger w*a observed to pass quietly down
the aisle and up to the pnipit He hand-
a M B h d t a i A

CHAPTER XQL
Mr. Down's botu* to Berkeley equate

to presided over by hJj a tar i - * IfMe,
thli, wlryTklBdly old lady, wtth cork-
screw ttegleta « d a high peaky iw«,
Her M^natotaooee are aa old-fashkmed
msherctirts, S t l t la amastas bow many
the has o* them. They a>e of the staid,
amlnenUy respeeiable Older, an able to
eoont tietr gwccratlon»,sjad aO "earrtage
people." Yet tt might be admitted that
sometimes Miss Daran pines for the
yoting and frivolous, and would be glad to
welcome them Inside her nephew's doors
—her doors, as they might be called, so
little does he Interfere witb her arrange-
ments, and so seldom does he show him-
self between 19 a. m. and 11 p. m.

On tbl* particular Wednesday qnfte a
rrtir and bnitle of the thick silken skirts
take place, as Garald Massaneno, smil-
ing and gay, enters Miss Damn's draw-
ing room. There is, in spite of the deb-
onftir manner that distinguishes him,
and Induces aO these old young men to
look askance at him, and grow green
with envy, and that eanaes thVqulte old
men to wink and nudge each other, and
call him *'» sad dog"—* suspicion of anx-
iety that renders his kind eyes melan-
choly, and makes him a favorite at once
with all the gflntle, elderly women.

He is ft fashionable looking young
man, exquisitely dressed, and is, in fact,
such a departure from Miss Damn's
drawing room, that he creates an im-
mense sensation, that is only to be sur-
passed* by the entrance of a lovely young
woman ten minutes afterward, who
sweeps up to Miss Duran with the most
charming smile in the world on her beau-
tiful face.

"Dear Miss Duran," she says, slipping
her Uttle gray clad hand Into that of the
astonished spinster, "we have been want-
Ing to eome and seo you for such a time
—auntie and I—but tliero have been so
many other tiresome engagements. And,
after all, it is better, is it not, to leav th
best to the last?" this with a swift gl
t M th i

the
[ft glance

at Massareene that sots bis heart a boat-
ing. "Even now, we conW not come
together; there was... some absurd crush
somewhere, and we had promised to go,
so I told auntie I wanted to see you even
more than she did; so I packed her oft to
her afternoon and I came to mine."

Her low tralna&to volco, her pretty
smile, the gentle pressure of the little
hand, all won Miss Duran'o heart; at once.
She hud met Milllcent two or three
times, but now she persuades Herself that
they have been good *-lends for many
yeats. What, a lovely creature! How
nice of her to • come to this dull old
house just to see a stupid old maid! Dear,
dear me, there were not many who would
do that!

Meantime the "lovely creaturo" is
taking her tea from Gerald Massareene's
hands. Tea of an exquisite flavor ani
rich with country cream, sent up spec-
ially from tho heart of Hampshire for
Miss Duran's Wednesdays. Teaservedin
priceless old Crown Derby, before which
the modern imitations might hoM down
their heads.;

"Sugarf" asks Gerald In a society
tone; and then, considerably lower,-"my
own darling 1"

"EhfJ'.says Miss Grey in return to this
impassioned address, with a startling
promptitude that Is rather dispiriting.

In troth, having got here, no matter
how, and so acknowledged to Massareene
that she has thought it worth her while
to give up for his sake one of the most
brilliant concerns of the season, she is a
little frightened, « little Impatient and
yet a good deal glad.

"Millicent," says Gerald, dropping into
tho chair near her, "that you have come
ut all Is BO much more than I dared hope
for that I would now entreat you to let
my joy continue by being kind to me for
the short hour we may be together."

His tone is very sad, in spite of the joy
he mentions. Old Miss Duran, looking
kindly at the two young people who
have descended into her midst and cast
such a cloud of sunshine upon the dull,
stately drawing room, reads as clearly as
though it were all in print before her
that this young man—the son of her dead
cousin—ia breaking his heart for love of
the pretty, slender girl staring so sol-
emnly into her tea cup, and that the
pretty girl is not altogether indifferent
about it.

And I hear she i« to be
married to that nephew of Lucy Brand's.
Well, to judge by her face, I should say
her heart is not in i t Poor young things!
Evidently they have entered into the bliss-
ful realms of love. Cupid's darts have
found a lodging in their tender breasts I"
Sometimes Miss Duran, in spite of tbe
ringlets, indulged in flights of poetic
fancy. "How romantic! How fqtt of
pathosl That dear boy!--why, I can see
him dwindling away before my eyes.
Quite a wreck he is becoming, though art
and his tailor may try to delude me.
Well, I must see what can be done. Ger-
ald, my dear, do you, think Miss Grey
would like to see that painting of your
great-grandfather that adorns the west
wall of toe library? It ia well worth a
visit, I assuieT you, jby dear Miss Grey.
Do let Gerald persuade you to look at i t
A masterpiece, I assure you. One of
Lely's brightest efforts!"

"Gomel" says Gerald, in a low entreat-
ing tone.

Millicent hesitates fora moment, ana.
then, according to custom, is lost.

She rises, gives her cup to him to lay
upon a table near, and with a bright

.smile and glance directed to her hostess
follows htm out of the room.

Although his apMto have risen almost
beyond Ws control, Mr. Maaaareene be-
haves himself wonderfully until the hall
1B crossed and the ittawygained. Then*
I regret to say,he considerably forget*
himself. Ue throws honor to the winds,
and taking Granit Boyle's f
arma, strains her to hiah

in his

,saowii,; sue Kfia$uy psBMft: m m •;••. sway

p Aseooaa*
he had read it Mr. Beecter tureed ip*

"Wttame.yon
"Oh. GersMr • d then

ft te aU over, and she' is caught
breast, and for a little while the world is

by both.
' is the ttret to

"It is i > says lifting her
head and gating «t him with tearful eyes.

"Kot U von will trust to me. "Sot it
you we aure of that you honestly love
me. Speak to me, Millicent! Why do
you torn your head awayf You do love
mef»»

At this ate lets her gaze return to bis.
"I wish I had never seen vou," she

«aTB with trembling llpa. " . , • •
'"Ph»t u • hard gpeech, my darling!"
"It Is true, though. If I had never

teen you, I might have been willing to
conclude this contract with Granit. Tf I
had never seen you, t could never
bare"

"Goon."
"Ixrved you!"
She bows her head upon her hands and

burst* Into fresh tears.
Mr. Maesareene draws her head down

upon hi» shoulder,
"Don't cry like that, Millicent," Bays

he. "It will aU come right in the end.
Something telbj me so." Something tells
bint quite the reverse; but he would not
be tho true lover he is if he could not
strain a point to please his beloved.
"What we have got to do now is to think
what is the first, bes.t step to be taken."

"The first, beet step will mean ruin."
There Is » touch of impatience in her

tone. Although she loves him, It is
hard for her to give up the gilded loaves
and fishes of fashionable life.

"It will not," retorts he stoutly; "it
will mean emancipation—if yon have the
pluck to go through with It.'r

"Oh! emancipation!" say? she disdain-
fully, though she is glad of his resolnte-
ness. "All you Irishmen aro mad about"
freedom I One would think you were a
land leaguer the way you speak) I won-
der you aro not afraid to love one* of the
hated Sassenochs."

"I am not afraid of anything except
your strength of mind. You are mine
now, but will, yon be mine* an Lour
hence?"

"If I were a man," says Miss Grey re-
flectively, "I should not choose to fall in
love with a woman'upon •whom I could
place no dependence."

"If I were a woman," responds he
promptly, "I should know better than to
marry one man when -I loved another."

"Well, but you are not a woman,"
says she triumphantly.

"Neither ore you u m a , " replies he.
"That squares our accounts. Sweet-
heart," regarding her very gravely,-
"tell mo at least that you will think
seriously of my proposal."

"I am always thinking of it," returns
she, sighing. "Oh! why are not you
Granit." .

"The gods forbid!" says he piously.
'I am a better man as I stand, though no

doubt a poorer one. Well, however the
•wind blows, I am a happier fellow to-day
than I ever expecetd to be. I have heard
from your own lipa that you love me."

''Do not place too much confidence in
,t."
'You will not deny the truth of it,

however?"
No. It is true. - You are more to

me, Gerald, than any man I ever hate
met—than any man I ever sliall meet."

Her eyes grow largo and dim with
tears. She holds out her hand to him.

'Strengthened by such an assurance, I
will believe in nothing less than victory,"
replies he, in a clear, resonant voice, his
face bright with a hope that at this mo-
ment has grown into a.certainty.

Millicent, watching him, feels her heart
grow sad. "Will not the weight of cir-
cumstances, of custom, prove too strong
for him?

"I must go home," she .says, starting a
little.

"Good by then for the present, darl-
ing," whispers he proudly. lie draws her
to him and looks down anxiously into
her face. A question seems hovering-on
his lips. At last he gives it words.
MDo—•do you ever kiss him?" asks he in
a jerky, vehement way that speaks of
luppresBca agony.

"Never!" returns she almost as vehe-
mently.

She flushes crimson. Massareene'a
arms tighten round her, and an expres-
sion of unspeakable relief alters his face.

"I cannot tell you how often I have
thought of that, how it has preyed upon
me," he exclaims eagerly. "And after
aU, the torment I enduml had no foun-
dation." He looks tenderly down upon
her. ' *lVIy love, you. seem more miii©
now than ever!" Then his tone changes,
and an accent of scorn unmitigated runs
through it. Evidently his thoughts are
wandering to some one absent. "What
sort of a fellow was he at all?" says he,
with a curl of his lips.

A faint smile breaks through thesad-
ess of Milliceut's face.
"Would you have bad him different

then?" she asks, with a slight return of
her usual gayety.

"Different! Do you kno^" says he
presently, "that I don't think I dislike
him now half as much as I did five mis.-

(ago?" Then pressing his cheek to
hers, and speaking in a much lower tone,
and rather shyly* "Millicent, W1H you be
kinder to me than yon are to him?"

"Have 1 not been kinderfaaka she,
f a in t l y . • "; :---:- • ;: • • . \

"ButMnder--ldndee still?"
She lifts her face to hJsl

.- '•"-•••. . l&teco^may '' ;

A S « K « f LsxineiM tluu Pays.
Omaha Man—And so your son Jack

has got rich?
Countrymati—Rich is* no name for it.

HeV rollin' in wealth; and just think
tbat there Jack was tbe laziest boy ever

; b 0 r n . • • ^ • K ^ - y - ' ^ . - • • • • • ' * . • ' . : ' • / > ' . • ' ' •

"He got bravely over it evidemij?

**nd others,

m**

y*aw h « bad tlie sympathy that fol-
tow*PrwcouU»nBa.ler»n his profcet

r.i*-• v « .W,«>> „ « : i h ^ ^ ' ^ r ^ ^
I doul il.ink he will have

a% «,fU«»liy ... BubMintUrioK hi.
chum. Mi^ Blew*** died leaving an
estate worth some twenty millions.
About tivt> million of thu, rhe divided
'among her water*, her nephews and
mece*,and her graudnephti** and nieces.
The oihwr fifteen niillwiw she hind*
tfver to Jud«* Hilton ut do with it aa he'
thinks best. It heuppoeed to be a trust
f un.J, but he is given uolimit*d control,
and is told to use hie own discretion aa
to whether he would do anything with
the money except use if for bis own
purpo. s. Undoubtedly A. T. Stewart
had great confidenoe in Judge Hilton,
and Mr*. A, T. Stewart shared that con-
fidence; but I think that Judge Hilton
must have feared that Mrs. Stewart's
faith in him was not on the firmest
foundation, or he would hot hare
hedged her about with spies as he did,
I know from some ofthor nephews and
nieces that they never could see their
aunt alone; that, if they called upon her
and managed to see her at all, some of
the'Hilton family were sitting in the
room to look after her, and to see that
hey did not get too intimate with her,

Mrs. Stewart was a silly old woman,
who even a less clever man than Judge
Hilton might Dave got- entirety under
his influence, lie knew all her weak-
nesses, and he played upon them. Judge
Hilton is a lawyer, and so is his son-la-
law.Judge Horace Russell. But e"ven

•yers over-reach themselves some
ics; and the best lawyers in this city-

are of tlio opinion that Mr. Butler has a
very strong case. I think that when the
contest conies into the courts there will
30 BOLUO startling disclosures, and it wilt
te discovered that Mrs. Stewart was
iittle more than a prisoner iu her own
bouse. If Mrs. Stewart had been a
woman of clear mind and good, prac-
tical business sense, and if she had in-
isted upon the same freedom to make
ir unmake friendships that other women
lave and if, after due consideration, Blie

had concluded to leave the bulk of her
estate to her friend, Judge Hilton, I do
not kuow that Mr. Butler would have a
rery strong case. The nephews of Mr.

Tilden were left over f900,000, and they
want to break his will td get more
money. Mow, I think they are wrong.
Mr. Tildeo, whpn he made his will, was
,n full possession of bis faculties. He
wawa lawyer, a man of the world, and
there was no undue influence brought
to bear upon him, and "he left no more
than was necessary for the purpose for
which he designed it. Mrs. Stewart, on
the contrary, leaves fifteen millions to
the discretion of one man, and, as I said
before, she was not iu position to act
with perfect freedom. The Stewart will
contest ia going to be a lively one.
There will be a hard fight on both sides.
A3 I said at the beginning of thia para-
graph, public sympathy is with Mr. But-
ler. I never knew a man who bad few-
er admirers, outside the immediate
Stewart family, than Judge Hilton, and
everybody will be delighted if the will is
overthrown and Mrs. Stewart's natural
heirs get her'fortune.—Cor. Boston Go-
zette.

Always Be ITouipt.
Half the value of anything to be done
msist in doing it promptly.
And yet a large class of persons are

always in advance of them, and so it is
with their appointments and engage-
nents. '
They are late very likely, in rising in

the morning and also in going to bed at
night; late at their meals; late at the
counting-house or office, late at their
appointments with others.

Their letters are sent to the post office
just as the mail is leaving it.
They come into the station just as the
rain ia going out.
Tiiey do'not entirely forget or omit

engagement of duty,but they are always
behind time, and so generally in baste,
or rather in a hurry, as if they had been
a little too late, and forever were trying
to catch up with the lost time.

They waste time for themselves and
waste it for others, and fail of the com-
fort and and success which they might
have found in systematic and habitual
punctuality.

A good old lady was asked wby she
was always so early in Iter seat in the
church, is said to have replied that it
was her religion not to disturb the relig-
ion of others.

And if it were with all a part, both of
/courtesy and duty, not to say religion,
never to be unpunciual.tbey would save
muob vexation of epirit.—Young Peo-
ple.

^ ^ « ^ I ^ ^ ^ M done vonteate te wrny of «itevtn« mo ftoapatu «d

Brown's ^arsafiarUla

ASMsm
mRETPROOF,

TCHXS ia the perfected form or portable 'Hoofing, manufactured by ui
1 for the past tweuty-66T«ii years, and ia now muse upon roofs of

Fafitorie* Foundriea, Oofton Gins, Chemical Works, BaOcoftd Bridges,
Cars, Steamboat Decks, etc., in all parts of the world-

Supplied ready for use, in rolls containing- 200 square feet, and weighs
with Asbestos Roof Coating, about 85 pounds to 100 square feet

Is adapted for all elimatea-and can be readily applied by unskilled
workmen. Samples aad Descriptive Price I iat free by mail...

H. W. JOHNS MANUFACTURING CO.,

VULCAMSTO!

unar
Flr* and W»»«r-Proofr Asbetto* Sh«a»Wnir, n.,lldlr,B *>« ,

JtMlfess, Bolter OowiJMS, ZJqttld iPttaU, Kre.Proof P»lnt»,«to.

87 MAIDEN LANE,
, Klnc«, Guktt* »n«et Packing, eto.

All Styl«* SMC Bter.
At the State dinner Mrs. Clevelend

took a "new departure" the Style of
dressing her hair, and tbe change was
very becoming. Her hair was rolled up
from tbe nape of her neck to the top of
her head and puffed as it was worn in
theearjy part of this century. A high
Spanish comb was stuck slantingly t o
ward the left side of her head, and the
effect was very beautiful. Her rich
robe of crimson plush, with tucker and
sleeve caps of point duchesse lace, tbrew
out in strong relief her fair complexion,
large, expressive gray eyes, nut-brown
hair and round, white throat. Although
Mrs. Cleveland does not appear to care
for ornaments, yet she always wears at
her husband's entertainments the dia-
mond necklace whice was hie wedding
gift. Her ears have never been pierced,
80 that she does not wear ear ring*.
From the fact that Mrs. Cleveland says
that Bhe never feels tired after shaking
bands witb thousands of people for two
or more hours, many-have observed how
unusually large and strong her wrists
are, as though they were made for the
uses they are put to. From the elbow to
tbe hands,* Mrs. Clevelann's arms are
large. Her hand's are a good size and
well shaped. She probably wears 6%
gloves. She is fully 5 feet 7 or 8 inches
in height, and well proportioned. She
has a lofty graceful bearing* which is
natural and unstudied. Her mold and
style is of tbe kind that improves, with
age, and merges the girl into a grand
woman'who never fades or becomes un*
attractive.—'Louisville Courier-Journal.

Have you a cough? Sleepleess nights
need no longer trouble you. Ayer's
Cherry Pectorial will stop the cough, al-
lay the inflammation and induce repose.
It will, moreover, heal the pulmonary
organs and give you health.

A Texas Editor HJse* to Explain.
The Standard wishes to correct a false

impression in reference to the "firing"
of the editor's wife and mother-in-law
from the Methodist Church. They were
not put out of the building by the pastor
as some suppose, but merely bad their
names erased from the roll of member-
ship. Tbe editor is not the kind of a
man to quietly submit to having fats
wife aad her mother "fired9 bodily from
a church or elsewhere. He is not built
that way; neither to his mother-in-law.
—Belleville Standard.

Where Jsurttee F1IU tb« Air.

Captain tfnger killed Bohle, cut htm
up and bulked him in a trunk. Mrs.
Druse killed her husband, cut him up
and stewed him. TJnger got twenty
yean lor manslaughter and Mrs. Druse
was hang. It all happened in New
York, where Justice flings her petticoats
to the wind on the top of every court-
house.—San Francisco Alta.

Dr. Parfee's Oflfee HoW 4

Dr.
i> 2 to 9:30 and 7 to 81)

JOSEPHRiNllJv^f^?!

Price* Seasonable, S5
CkamttodkMM Sample Roome.

c s. EGGLESTON;.

BOOKS, STATIONERY,
WALLPAPER,

WINDOW SHADES,
CURTAIN FIXTURES.
~ PICTURE FRAMES,

MOULDINGS to.'

COAL.

LEWIS' COALTAIIT,
—For the Celebrated--^" i :^

M2HIGH TALIilY C G ^ S

Keeping: Hie Word.
"Fred promised me the other even-

ing," said Ella to her brother George,
"that-he.would give up tobacco during
Lent."

"Did you say anything about cab-
bage?"

"Why, no; certainly not,"
"Oh, then, 'he's got you. I saw him

smoking a five-cent cigar to-day."—N.
Y. Sun.

There are 6,000 women fanners in
Ireland.

PARENTS,
Careat*, Trade Mark* and Copyright*

Sick and bilious headache cured by
Dr. Pierce's "Pellets."

Between 8,000 and 4,000 horses die
every week in London.

If there ever was a specific ior any
one complaint, then Carter's Little Liver
Pills are a specific for ftiok headache, and
every women should know this. Only
one pill a dose.

Boils, pimples, bive,ringworm, tetter,
and other manifestations of impure
blood are cured by Hood's Sarspartlla,

Oct. 21st, 1886.
MESSKS. W. H. HOOKKS & Co.

Gentlemen—About three year* ago
my little grandchild (now nearly five
years of «ge) wassuickeu with Eczema.
Beginning in a mild form hv slowly but
surtly became worse until his life was
deepaired of. Six moml.s ago tie
Bcrofuius looking aoree, cbatacterietie
of KcBMtna, completely covering his f aee
aad body, effecting his hands to eoen an
extent thai bfe finger nalfs eacne off.
Sues was bis aiarramjceosditlon thai it
left me little hope of afa recovery. I , as a
last extremity, reaorted to aU tb«

Patent Office. For circular, adlrce. terms sad
references to sctuslclteBU in your wrn State or
county, write to

O. A. SNOW & CO.
Opposite Patent Offlfle, Washington, D. C

GRAP8LWE
CURES

TRIAL SIZE

2 £> Cents.

Stove $4.60 it-;|p
Nut 4^5 g.40 l ^ p l
No. 4 4.90 2.58 l 3 | p

4.40 2M •• j | p
Grate 4.40 2.̂  i^i

3.̂ 1 1,05 g | p

THOMAS D. LEW18, Agt*

EURfKA CATARRH REIEDT,
NO SALVE! N0 8NOTTM NOWAHHj

UUtD&S-g
ProoristPte Hew Yet*, v


