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Circuit Court.
'Met Judge-Hon. James MeSherry.
Associate Judges-Hon. John T. Vinson and

Hon. John A. Lynch.
State's Attorney-Edw. S. Eiehelberger.
Clerk of the Court-John L. Jordan.

Orphan's Court.
Judges-Benard Cornflower, John R. Mills,

Harrison Miller. -
Register of Wills-James K. Waters.

County Officers.
County Commissioners-William M. Gaither,

Melville Cromwell, Franklin G. House, James 11.
Delanter, William Morrison.
Sheriff-D. P. Zimmerman.
Tit x-Col lee tor- . Win. Batt thman.
Surveyor-Edward Albatigh.
School Cotnmissioners-Samuel Dutrow, Her-

man L. Routzahn, David D. Thomas, E. It. Zim-
mertnan, ras. W. Condon.
Examiner-E. L. Boblitz.

1E10 to I '1st, is etc Ta I tetriot.
Notary Publie-C. '1'. Zacharias.
Justices of the Peace-Henry Stokes, M. F

*Bluff, I. M. Fisher.
Registrar-E. S. Taney.
Coustahles-W . P. Nuneroaker,
School Trustees-0 A. Horner, S. N. McNair,

John W. Heigh).
Town Officers.

Bergess-William G. Blair.
Cominissioners-Chas. F. Rowe, Oscar D. Fra-

ley, Chas. C. Kretzer, J. Thos. Gelwicks, Peter
Harting Jas. A. Elder.
Constable-IL E. Hann.
Tax-Collector-John F. Hopp.

11211 arch ore.
if v. Lutheran Church.

Pastor-Rev. Charles Reinewald. Services
every Sunday morning and evening at 10 o'clock
a. in. and 7:30 o'clock p. m. Wednesday even-
ag lectures at 7:30 o'clock. Sunday School at
o'clock a. m.
lteformed Church of the Incarnation.
Pastor-Rev. A. M. Scha.ffner. Services every

Sunday morning at la 3 o'clock and every other
Sunday evening at 7 o'clock. Sunday School
at 98) o'clock a. m. Midweek service at 7
o'clock. oat enetical class on Saturday after-
acme at 2 o'clock.

Presbyterian Church.
Pastor-Rev. W. Simonton, D. D. Morning

service at 10:30 o'clock. Evening service at 7:30
o'clock. Wednesday evening Lecture and Prayer
Meeting at 7 o'clock. Sabbath School at 8:45
o'clock a. na.

St. Joseph's Catholic Church.
Pastor-Rev. E. J. Q;iinii, C. 31. First Mass

7:eo o'clock a. inesecond Mass 10 o'clock a. m.,
Vespers 3 o'clock p. m., Sunday School at 2
o'clock p. in.

. Methodist Episcopal Church.
Pastor-Itec. Henry Mann. Services every

other Sunday afternoon at 2:30 o'clock. Prayer
Meeting every other Sunday evening at 7:30
o'clock. Sunday School at 1:30 o'clock p. in.
Class meeting every other Sunday afteruoun at
3 o'clock.

Ma 1 lei.
Arrive.

Way from BaltireoreAleia, a m ,and 7:09 p. m.,
Mietcrai, 11:17, it. oh, Frederic:K.11:17, a iii.. and
7:09. p. in., Gettysburg, 3:20. p. m., Rocky 'Gage,

7.09p. in , Erier P. 0., 9:10, a. In.
Leave.

Bitittm-re wa,v,7:40, , Mechanlestowu, 5:25.
p, in.. Hagerstown, 1it2tiamn ,Rocict, Ridge. 7:10, a.
In., Itiatimore and It ummito It. P. 0. east, 2:45, ti.

fa., Fre ierlek, 2:15 p. Ui.. 31 .t em's and st.
Maria. :b15, p. 01 ,Gettysburg, a, a. iii. Eymer,
111.10. a. at

Grates hours from 7:00, a. ne, 10 8:15, p.
et

Massasoit Tribe No. 41, 1. 0. it. 31.
Kindles her Council Fire every Saturday even-

ing, 8th Run. Officers-Prophet, Joseph te
ha ugh; Sachem, Joseph D. Caldwell; sen. Sae
Walter ihorsey: Jun. Sag., Daniel Sheri); C. of le,
4.,tti.o. F. .3tIelsberger: K. of W., Dr. Jn
1teiele; Represeatative to the Great Council el
Maryland, Win. 31orri son : Trustees. Win. Mar-
Olen, Jim. F. A delsberger and Jos. 1). Caldwell.

Emerald Beneficiel Association.
V A. Al- b irger, President: A A. Wieell ,

Vtine.Presideut: P. F. atirkitt, Secretary; V A. Ri-
ley AsSItaki. SovrolltrY; J. ant M. Seem r, Treas.
urer. Meets Gm Paull' i4uuty 1 each mouth In

1, A. Adelsberger's buiiiiiug, West Main street.
Arthur Post, No. 41, G. A. it.

Commander. Maj. 0. A. Horner ; Senior Vice-
Comlnateler, A. If erring •, Junior Vice Com-
mander, John Slimik; Adjutant, Geo. L. 011ie.
Ian; Chaplain. Samuel Gamble; Quartermaster,
Geo. T. Gelwieks; 0ffieer of the Day. Wm. II.
Weaver. Officer ot the Guard, Samuel D. Wag-
gaman, Surgeon, C. S. Zeck; Council of Ad-
ministration, Geo. '1'. Eyster. II. G. Winter and
Aohn tilass: Delegates to State Encampment,
Geo. L. Gillelan and s. D. Waggamate Alter-
males, Samuel Gamble and Joe. W. Davidson.

Vigilant Hose Company.
Meets 1st and 3rd Friday evenings of each

month at Firemen's Hall. President, V. E.
Rowe; wiee-presideut. 0. W. Bushman 

' 
• Sec-

a etary, Wm. II. Trox-I1 • Treasurer, J. H.
Blokes; Capt., Geo. T. Eyster 1st Lieut. Chits.
a Hoke; 2nd Lieut., Samuel L. Rowe,

Eminitsburg Choral Union.
Meets at Public School Reuse 2nd and 4th

Tuesdays or.each mouth, at 8 o'clock P. M.
Officers-president, Rev. W. Simonton, D. D.;
Vice-President, Maj. 0. 6- Horner ' 

• Secretary,
W. II. Troxell ; Treasurer, Paul Molter ; Con-
ductor, Dr. .1. Kay Wrigley; Assistant oondue-

3Iaj .0. A. Horner.
Eminitsburg Water Company.

?resident, T. S. All111.11; Vffie-Presinent, L. M.
Molter •, Secretary, E. R Zimmerman; Treasurer,
0. A, Horner. Direct rs, L. It Motter, 0. A.
Ildeser, J. Thos. Gelwleks, E 11. :didenerman,
I.. 8. Aunan, E. L. Rowe Nicholas batters
The Mt. St. Mary's Catholic BenevolentAssociation.
Chaplain, Rev. Ed w tril P. Allen, D. D.; Presi-

elate, A. V. Keepers; Vice President, Joseph
Hopp: Treasurer, Johu H. Rosensteel; Secretary.
Paul J. Corry; Assistant Secretary, Joseph Mar-
tin; Seargeant at Arms, John C. Short); Board of
piroctors, Vincent Seneld, John A. Peddicord,
Wm. C. Taylor; Sick Visiting Committee, Geo.
,Altholf, J. J. Topper, Jacob I. Topper, James A.
Rosensteel,Joha C. Short).

W. H. BIGGS. JAS. S. BIGGS.

121E111 It

Win. H. Biggs & Bro.

"Isabella" Flour
Victor Flour

Rocky Ridge Flour.
Corn Meal

Buckwheat Meal,
Hominy.

All Warranted to be Superior
Articles. Ask for Prices.

vent saAr.n.:
M. E. Adelsherger Son, Eutinitsborg.
Mfrs. F. B. Welty, Hampton
W. C. Rodger., Fairfield,

1lt• J. (1. Troxell, Mt. St. Mary's, P. 0.
J. C. ltomaisteel. 31 otter's Station.
hanotel J. Maxell, Maxell's 31111.

ST. JOSEPH'S ACADEMY
FOR, yac 1.'4' LA DIES,
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What is

Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher's prescription for Infants

and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor

other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute

for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and. Castor Oil.

It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years' use by

- Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays

feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,

cures Diarrhoea and Wind. Colic. Castoria relieves

teething. troubles, cures constipation and flatulency.

Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach

and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Cas.

toria Is the Children's Panacea-the Mother's Frielid.

Castoria.
"Castoria is an excellent medicine. for chit;

dren. 3L tilers have repeatedly wet me of its
good effeet, upon their children."

- Da. G. C. OSGOOD,
Lowell, Mass.

"Castoria is the licst reinedy for children of
which I ant witpiaiuttal. I hope the day is m ot
Car distant when mothers will COJINi•ler the real

interest of their children, 1110 use Castoria in-
stead of the various quack nostrums which are
destroying tlriir loved ones, by forcing opium.
morphine, soothing' syrup and other hurt ful
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves."

Du. J. F. KiNCITEGOE,
Cua""a3', Ark..

Castoria.
" Castoria is so well w lapted to children that

I recommend it as superior toany prescription

known to me."
IT. A. ARCHER, M. H.,

111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

" Our physicians in the children's depart-
ment have spoken highly of their experi
rime in their outside practice with Castelia,
and although we only have among our

medical supplies what is known as reguli.r

products, yet we are free to confess that thin
merits of Castoria has won us to look with
favor upon it."
• UNITED HOSPITAL AND DISPENSARY,

Boston, Mass.
ALLEN C. SMITH, Pres., .

The Centaur Company, Ti Murray Street, Now York City.

l.S4 ANNAN BRO'S
Is the place to go and get your F. AND WINTER GOODS cheap,
end have the largest assortment to select from in town.

LADLE' DRESS GOODS,
In ;ill Shades and Prices.

OF LOVE AND TIME.

When he died, though he had not been dead
an hour, It seemed as if lie had died a great
while ago, such a difference there is betwixt
life and deal h.-"Essays of Ella."

"Dead but a month! Yet his smile is gay;
His laughter-light as of yore.

'How frail is love!" So the idlers say,
"How soon is his sorrow o'er!"

Dead but a month! Na,-, time time has flown.
It is surely many a year

Since I left my dear dead love alone, ;
All alone, on the hillside here.

Oh, love, my love, how can mortals speak
Of "lately" or "long ago?"

Let them mete out life by the day or week.
Our love is not measHred so.

And what is the difference now to me,
If the moment you went away

Fell ten years since, or one or three,
Or, as men count it, yesterday?

The hours pass, but I care not now
How swift or how slow they glide,

For to me all time fell dead, 1 trow,
The day that my darling died.
-Mary Macleod in Chambers' Journal.

A COXSWAIN'S DEED.,

How Captain Belleany's life was saved
at Tsi-Chau has never yet been told.
Every officer and man, who belonged

to the Chrysolite on that disastrous night
recollects, of course, that, while endeav-
oring in the darkness to storm the fort,
the captain fell, and that when our peo-
ple were driven back headlong to the
boats he, with many others, was miss-
ing. Every one remembers also that
when on the following morning the Chi-
namen were shelled out of the place and
the bluejackets and marines again land-
ed Captain Bellamy was found lying,
not where he had fallen, but a couple
of hundred yards to the right, sheltered
on the side of the enemy by a thick stone

His left leg was smashed at the knee
by a jingal ball, but around his thigh
was a bluejacket's silk handkerchiet,
neatly applied in such away that a nickel
tobacco box placed beneath it effectively
compressed the femoral artery and
stopped the bleeding. It was well known
that both box and handkerchief had be-
longed to James Larch, the captain's
coxswain, whose dead body, with half a
dozen bullets through it, was found on
the enemy's side of the same wall. Cap-
tain Bellamy himself acknowledged from
the, first that he owed his life solely to
Larch's devotion and skill. Yet the
whole story has never yet been told.
Captain Bellamy's recent death puts me
in possession of his private journal, and
no enables me to tell the tale.
When the Chrysolite was commission-

ed at Portsmouth for the China station,
Captain Bellamy took a house at Hong-
Kong, and in duo course Mrs. Bellamy
and her only daughter, Violet, followed

r••• .T,1 thither. In the second veer of thesill:1AI' slid( FoR TrIfirINGs hcommission the Chrysolite was at Hong-
I.  • Kong for several successive months, and

7 during that period the ladies came on
board nearly every day. There were
picnics on shore. nail water parties afloat,
and if not on the Chrysolite then in the
house, or in the boats, or on the various
expeditions. James Larch, the captain's
coxswain, was in continual attendance
upon Miss Violet and her mother. Vio-
let Bellamy was then barely 18. In
England she had led a somewhat dull
life, and at Hong-Kong she lost no time
in redressing the balance of her exist-
ence, which was by no means dull there.
It was not perhaps her fault that ev-

ery officer of the garrison and of the
squadron was either in love with her or
was prepared to be, for she gave no spe-
cial encouragement to any one. On the
other hand, she discouraged no one. The
larger the number of her admirers the
greater was the enjoyment which she de-
rived from the situation. Among them
she was like a child in a room full of
toys. Some she damaged, some she
smashed irretrievably, but without the
slightest malice or wickedness. She sim-
ply had never realized the powers and
responsibilities of a very pretty face and
figure, supplemented by high spirits, un-
tiring activity and abundant health, and
although she spread ruiu around her she
never for an instant intended to do harm
to anybody.
There were many who suffered. Com-

mander Corcoran of the flagship, Major
Browleigh of the Royal Bucks, Staff
Surgeon Bennett of the Bridport, Lieu-
tenant Maplin in command of the Borer,
and at least half a dozen sublieutenants
and midshipmen, besides army subal-
terns and civilians, were turned upside
down by Violet Bellamy. And if these,
who only encountered her at social func-
tions, were so seriously upset, it is little
to be wondered at-when we recollect
that human nature is not confined to the
classes-that James Larch was also over-
balanced.
His associations with her were, though,

in one sense, more distant and more
purely conventional than those of any
gentleman in the colony, of a privileged
character. He helped her to mount when
she went for a ride, he wrapped her
cloak around her when she left the ball-
room, he carried her a hundred times
from the ship's boat to the shore, or vice
versa, lest she might wet her feet. Her
breath had fanned his face, her light
form had rested in his arms, and while
he never by word and seldom even by
look betrayed his feelings he neverthe-
less steadfastly, and with all his being,
worshiped her.
Larch was a young and smart petty

officer. As such ho had a promising ca-
reer before him, and no doubt he would
have been wise had he strictly minded
his own business and endeavored to be
content with the . sphere in which ittad
pleased Providence to place him. But,
like many of his betters, he went down
before Violet Bellamy.
It was at the beginning of the third

year of the commission that the Chryso-
lite was suddenly dispatched to Tsi-
Chau. There had been a riot and a mas-
sae there, and Captain Bellamy wasyoung woman in the case took her own
:ordered to teach the local mandarinstimo aud revenge. She expressed • the

In all Shades to Match Dress Gleals.

BLACK SURAH AND 6r4ROSGRAIN SILK
in different qualities.

saggicese. 

A. full line of UNDERWEAR. Come and examine our 25e. Ladies' Under Vest.
We have the Largest Assortment of MEN'S AND BOYS' READY MADE

CLOTHING.

ME 'AND BOYS' OVERCOATS
At away down prices. Look at our Boot and Shoe Department: We marked them

low and they are bound to go. We just received a new supply o

WHITE, RED AND CRAY BLANKETS.
Also, a large assortulent of COMFORTERS, LAP ROBES. HORSE BLANKETS,

OIL HORSE COVERS, RUBBER COATS. We have an over stock of
Ladies' Gossamers that we are selling out at 50 per cent. below cost.
Give us a call, and examine our stock and we will convince you

that we can sell as cheap or a little CHEAPER
THAN ANY ONE IN TOWN.

I. S. ANNAN & BRO.
CARPETS -:- AND

Grand, Square and Upright

PIANO FORTES.
These instruments have been before

the Public for nearly fifty years, and up
on their excellence alone have attained
an
UNPURCH ASED PRE-EMINENCE
Which establishes them as unequaled in
TONE,

TOUCH,
WORKMANSHIP &

DURABILITY.

Every Piano Fully Warranted for 5year8.

SECOND HAND PIANOS.
A large stock at all prices, constantly on
hand, comprising some of our own make
but slightly used. Sole agents for the
celebrated

SMITH AMERICAN ORGANS

AND OTHER LEADING MAKES.

Prices and tenses to suit all purchasers.
WM. KNABE Sr CO.,

22 & 24 E. Baltimore Street, Baltimore.
julyEaly.

co •0 Rilliky

E EST,

iWO 0 MORK

1..4.011. 8elrfvat41-Imea.)...oti•Atist-Ffr
Ai OM la STAY.S. C. V.
9 AV ck.R 

_9 g te we d in fhlr .anctiort

-:- OIL -:- CLOTHS.

Zimmormall&filaxoll!
- AT THE-

BRICK WAREHOUSE,

DEALERS IN

GRAIN, PRODUCE,
COMA,

Forlilizors,
HAY & STRAW.

june 14-y

SO LID SILVER

American Lever Watches,
WARRANTED TWO YEARS,

ONLY86.
G. T. EYSTER.

JACOB ROHRBACK,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

Office, 18 West Church Street, Frederiek, Md
Careful and prompt attention given to

all Law, Equity and Testamentary business.
Special attention to practice in the Or-
phan's Court for Frederick county, the Set-
tlement of Estates and 'obtaining decrees
in Equity for the sale of real estate.

nov 18-1y. -
.. •

-
Valuable Love Letters.

A urgent lissrteelsy suitor, nfinding
his addresses iejected, demanded the
return of his letters. His peremptory
consul and not being at once complied
with, he sent a second and a third. The

mIeeivee And put a valuation of e500 
seyere lesson.. cu _
One morning. a

them. The excited and discomfited the Chrysolite rrival
5,,,,ain had to pay $5.80 e;2,:pleg„ijakg,„.., off the Place and 'sent in e&rtain de-

- e.ese, : e- -, ,s 1 de e eurtero! ou rind. ; mends, which, unless comOied. with in' sr •  •
- ; • - • • -- ,three hours, were to be eeforeed by

means of the resources of civilization.
The three hours elapsed,. the demands
were not granted, and with absolute
punctuality the Chrysolite began to shell
the fort from her 6 ineh B. L. guns.
The Chinamen laid low and did not re-
ply with so much as a single shot. Mis-
led by their silence, Captain Bellamy
after dusk had fallen led ashore a much
weaker landing party than ho would
have employed had he anticipated re-
sistance. Not until the men had tum-
bled out of the boats did the enemy open
fire, and then the captain knew lfe had
made a mistake. He still hoped that he
might avertdisaster by rushing the fort,
and he made the attempt; but, as has
been already shown, he failed and fell.
His men surged past him for a few
yards, but were then repulsed and driv-
en back pellmell. In the confusion and
darkness they Missed him, and he was
left lying, with his left knee mangled,
to bleed to death or to get a speedier
quietus from one of the many bullets
that were whistling, after the retreating
bluejackets.
It is astonishing that he escaped being

hit a second time, for not only were the
Chinamen firiug with rifles from the fort,
but the men in the boats were using their
machine gnus. In hive minutes, though,
the worst of the storm lent passed away,
and with the lull Captain Bellamy saw
a dark figure slowly drawing near hitn
from the right. He folly expected to
find that his visitor was one of the ene-
my armed with a mission to put an end
to him, or perhaps drag him into the
fort, where death might be administered
a little at a time, and thongh a brave
man lie was much relieved when he was
able to distinguish that time newcomer
was one of his own people.
"Beg pardon, sir, I hoped it was you,"

whispered a voice, which the captain at
once recognized at that of his coxswain.
"Hoped?" growled the captain. •'What

do you mean by hoping, you scoundrel?
Here I am with my knee smashed, bleed-
ing to death!"
"Sad news for Miss Violet," muttered

Larch.
"Confound Miss Violet and you too!

Bear a hand here and pull me out of this
if you can. The beggars will be,blazing
away again in a minute."

YOUNG WINDEBANK.

They shot young Windobank just here,
By Merton, where the sun

Strikes on the wall. 'Twas in a year
Of blood the deed was done.

At morning from the meadows dim
He watched them dig his grave.

Was this in truth the end for him,
The well beloved and brave?

He marched with soldier scarf and sword,
Set free to die that day

And free to speak once more the word
That marshaled Dle/1 obey.

But silent on'the Silent band .
That faced him, stern as death

He looked, and on the summer land
And on the grave beileat h.

Then, with a sudden smile and proud.
He waved his plume and cried;

"The king! The Ling:- and laughed aloud,
"The king: The king:" and died.

Let none affirm he vainly fell
And paid the inarren cost

Of having loved and served too well
A poor cause and a lost.

He in the soul's eternal cause
Went forth as martyrs must-

The kings who make the spirit lawa
And ride us from the dust.

Whose wills, unshaken by the breath
Of adverse fate,' endure

To give us honor strong as death
And loyal love as sure.

--Margaret S. Woods.

•

HER NOM DE PLUME.

ing of loneliness-it surely need not con-
"Mustn't move you, sir, till I've tied uP *cern any one but myself. "Man VMS not

your leg," said Larch, who had already made to live alone," and, for the matter
taken off his handkerchief and was sat- of that, neither was woman. Yet
isfyiiig himself as to the position of the
wound and the quantity of blood that 

better a lonely, single life than an un-
happy double existence. So I say as I go

was being lost. "It's that big artery on over to my desk and seat myself for the
the inside of your leg, sir, that's got to
be attended to. If you won't mind my
using my 'baccy box and my handker-
chief-so-now, I'll twist it close."
"Haug it! You're twisting my leg off,"

cried the captain.
"Never nand, sir," said Larch. "I've

stopped the"-
At that moment the Chinese in the fort

opened fire again.
• "What the dickens is the matter with
you, Larch?" demanded the captain.
For an jut stout the coxswain, who had

drawn back with a shudder, was silent.
When he spoke, it was with an altered
voice. "They've hit me, sir, I think," he
said.
"Then run, man, and take shelter,"

urged tho captain. "I'm all safe now for
an hour or two, if they don't come out to
look for me."
"There's a wall a little to the right,

sir," said the coxswain, who paid no at-
tention to his chief's orders, "and I think
I can get you behind it if you can drag
yourself on to my back as I crawl. Only
don't disturb the bandage, sir."
Captain Bellamy, with a great effort,

managed by degrees to work himself on-
to the man's back and to clasp Larch
round the neck. "I hope, Larch, that
you're not risking too much, but if we
get through this there'll be a Victoria
cross for you as certainly as there'll be a
wooden leg for me."
"Beg pardon, sir," muttered Larch,

who was now crawling slowly with his
burden toward the wall, •'Init I don't
want any Victoria cross. Would they
promote me, do you think, sir?"
"I don't doubt it, Larch. You'll get

your warrant."
The coxswain stopped suddenly.
"What's the matter?" cried the captain.
Larch resumed his laborious crawl.

"I was only thinking," lie explained.
"Won't you be wiser to defer your

thinking until we are under the lee of
that wall?" growled the captain. "If
those fellows fire any more, we're done
for."

, The coxswain made no reply, but
dragged himself on, yard by yard, until
at length he gently deposited his load be-
hind the thick stone shelter. As he made
a motion as if to return Whence he had
come the captain cried: "Stay in here,
you idiot. Where the dickens are you
going?"

; Larch sank down by the captain's side.
: "Beg pardon, sir." he said after a pause,
"but may I speak my mind out to you
just for this once as between man and
mtioann.?"
"Certainly you may," replied the cap-

tain, somewhat astonished at the ques-

Having got permission, Larch neither
hesitated nor attempted to restrain him-
self. His confession caine with a rush.
"I've been a fool," he said. "I knew it
all along, only I wouldn't see it. I've
had mad dreams of promotion, not to a
warrant enily, but to a commission. I've
thought of nothing but her. I've kissed
the earth she has trodden upon. I've
hoped; I've prayed. Look in that 'baccy
box when they take off your bandage,
and you'll find a bit of her hair that I
begged from her maid. Yet I know
quite well that it can't be. For ber sake
I wouldn't have it to be if it could be,
And there's only one end to. it. She
mustn't know, but I can tell -you, sir,
that, though you are my captain, it
wasn't for that that I went out to look
for you tonight. rt was because you are
her father-Mies Violet's-and may God
bless her and forgive me!"
He staggered to his feet, and without

another word bent his head and dashed
t.,,w40 the fort, firing hie revolve wild-
ly as he went.
The enemy anwered with a cals.s.,

and the captain hoard the ;coxswain fall
on the other side of the wall. -W. Laird
1,7lowes tim LcIploil .54062,

the silver barred grate and the curtains
of frosty lace half obscuring the outside
world. A room with a warm crimson
carpet, a jardiniere of blooming plants,
a redbird swinging idly to and fro in its
gilded cage, a piano in the corner and
pictures on the walls, and books-books
every w here.

-----
to promise to help me!" she adds gush-
ingly.
I do my best to repress a smile, and so

taking the book from her hand I retire
to the privacy of my sanctum, where I
Proceed to inscribe my name in my lar-
gest, manliest chirography. I dry it care-
t ally and return to the reception room..
"Oh, how very kind in your my vis-

itor gushes again. "I shall prize it as
long as I live! Are you his sister?"
I shake my head.
**Oh, not his-wife?"
I fancy consternation in the sweet,

shrill, girlish voice. Evidently the fact
of a "better half" would forever obscure
the fame of the popular writer.
Again I shake my head.
"Vere St. Albans is not married," „I

return, and the violet eyes dance With
tielight. She is pleased and does not at-
tempt to conceal it.
"f am his nearest friend," I added ex-

planatorily, "nearer to him than any one
else."
And then I bow her out and go back

to my work. But all day long I am vis-
ited by thoughts of the pretty college
girl, and I fall to wondering if Brother
Tom paid his wager like a man of honor.
The next day "Vere St. Albans" re-

ceives cards of invitation to several af-
fairs. The envelopes :axe all addressed
to Mr. Vere St. Albans,-and gradually it
dawns upon MO that I am universally'
believed to be of the masculine gender.

I stand here alone-as much alone this It is amusing and provoking,laut the
clear, cold winter morning as though the situation has its compensations. ;I 'de-
wastes of Sahara stretch out around me. cline every invitation in Vere St. Albans'
Yet I am in a pretty room-a luxurious name and feel almost like an imposter
room-with a glorious fire glowing in as I do so.

Day after day I am besieged by callers
who demand to look upon the face of the
mysterious St. Albans. Of course I re-
fuse everybody. I double Abby's wages
and station her in the small entrance
hall, with orders to admit no one. I re-
ceive letters from my publishers re-
proaching me with my seclusion.

This is my especial sanctum, my own "Don't be a hermit, my dear fellow.,"
den, whither I retreat from the 'storms says one of the letters from the augnat
of the world, the cold, pitiless blasts of head of the house; "a little society whll.
adversity-and find peace. Yet I am a freshen you up, and besides you have
woman-a sensitive, imaginative worn- really made a hit in that last article, and
an-and if sometimes a tiny touch of people are desirous of meeting you. My
discontent starts into my heart-a feel- son, whom we have just admitted to the

firm, is very anxious to meet you."
And so on until I feel the blood grow

cold within my veins at thought of pos-
sible comidications.
Can I always preserve my incognita?

Will they not besiege my den and ferret
the truth and me-out of it together? It

daily "grind." conies at last. One bright winter morn-
First I will introduce myself. My ino• Abby ushers into my presence sport.

name is Vero St. Albans Hale, and I am
a newspaper correspondent, writer of
magazine articles and everything else in
the imagination line for which I can find tray as the faces of my heroes.

"I beg your pardon!"
Mr. Atherton falls back, overcome

with1, tetrprise
servant showed us in here. We

aro desirous of meeting Mr. Vere St.
Albans. We are of the publishing firm
of Atherton & Sons. I wish to see Mr.
St. Albans iu regard to some especial
work. Will you kindly request him to
give us ms audience?

face 
I 
feel 

growing 
red-

redder...-

reddest. I rise from my chair and mo-
tion them to be seated near: I open my
mouth to blurt forth the whole truth,
but some perverse imp seizes my tongue,
and instead I falter:
"You cannot see Vere St. Albans to-

day, gentlemen. He-is indisposed."
So he is, indeed, indisposed to receive

visitors.
"You are Mrs. 'Vero St. Albans, I pre-

sume," he observes. And 1-oh, depths
of infamy! I am so embarrassed, so
overwhelmed with embarrassment un-
der the cool, steady gaze of the younger
man that I bow and mutter something
which sounds strangely like "Yes."
At that moment there is a curious bus-

tle within the flat where iny little home
is situated. An uproar all at once, and
in rushes Abby, wild and disheveled,
and clings to my arm like a mad crea-
ture.,0 h

shrieks, "the house is on fire! Come, let

alive!"
It It is all true. The Ere has-been burn-

t away, or we shall be burnedli

suo ,;e 

eagerly. 
must 

    s

ing so long unsuspected that now it
breaks out with irresistible force, and

side upon the street the younger returns
t

says 

soon the whole building is in flames',
But long before then we are quite safe.
My two visitors bear my desk down
stairs between them, and while the elder
man keeps watch and ward over it out-

to 

me his room, andt'
your husband out." he

y

•
Miss Vere! Miss Vere?" she

I will do may best to save him!"
"My husband!" I falter feebly. "Why,

I have no husband!"
"Then who is Vero St. Albans?"

"SoI 
a
the
m!'

 truth is told, and eomehowl
feel aeaIbetter.ws

are all safe on terra firma,
my new friend turns to me and says in
alow ) tone:

name is Tom Atherton. My
young sister called to obtain Vera St.
Albans' autograph. She is more than
half in love with the unknown and mys-
terious Vere. I shall take pleasure in
undeceiving her."
Then after a long pause, during which

he studies my shamed face attentivelx,
he adds:
'"And I am quite in love with Vere St.
Albans. I have known that writenfor
mouths through her suannseripta. 'Tell
me, is there any hope for rue?"
What ean I say but murmer some-

thing about short acquaintanos and all
the zest-t4 the couve,utional excuses that
Bock through my brain. hut timetloes
away with the first %tense, silicate pro-
ceeds henceforth to devote idtaselt to
cultivalite, niy acquaintance, and the
others he puts aside as he.would a shad-
ow.
So one flay To takes rue to his home,

amid I am duly presented as hie betrothed
wife hi propria persona -New York
NVeekln:

sale. The reader must not object to the
implied inference that the newspaper
correspondent is to be classed with writ-
ers of fiction. Yet whence do they glean
all their scraps of wonderful informa-
tion?
For a long time I have been writing

articles for a leading magazine under a
masculine nom de plume-Vere St. Al-
bans-which it an abbreviation of my
own given name attacheirto my second.
To my surprise, the articles have been
received with far more appreciation than
I had dared to hope for, and that fact,
accompanied by liberal checks, haa
proved a Very pleasant episode in my
hardworking existence. This morning
as I seat myself at my desk preparatory
to coming down on the day's work like
the traditional wolf en the fold I am in-
terrupted by the appearance of my own
servant-a girl with a fair, open counte-
nance and general vacuity.
"Well, Abby," I observe, a little tes-

tily, for Lille is transgressiug a well
known rule regarding the interrupting
of my work, "what is it?"
"Please, miss" (in a solemn voice,

which somehow provokes me to smile),
"there's a lady-that is to say, a girl-in
the deception room."
A small antechamber where my stray

visitors are first received before being
welcomed into the sanctum. I smile a
little more.
"Reception room, Abby," I correct se-

verely, but feeling an irresistible desire
to expand the smile into a laugh.
"What is her business?"
"Oh, she wants to see Mr. Vere St. Al-

bans-that's the very name, miss"
(proudly). "I've said it over and over
till I know it's right."
"Mr. Vero St. Albansr
I repeat the name-the unlucky name

-in a bewildered way.
"What does she wish of him?"
Abby courtesies.
"Please, moist, I don't know. But she's

a-carryin a little book in her hand. No,
miss, she's not a book agent, 'cause I
asked her. She's a college girl, she says,
and-and-I believe it's some writing
she wants done."
I arise in mock resignation. I did have

an idea-a bright and brilliant idea-in
my brain when I seate.I myself at my
desk this morning. It has flown now.
Will it ever return?
I take myself into the reception room

and find my visitor, a pretty little school-
girl, overdressed and laden with school-
books. Conspicuous on the very top lies
a velvet bound volume. -Yes, I have
seen such volumes before, "many a time
and oft," and it does not require the
word "Autographs" in huge, gilt letters
to explain its mission. She arises at once.
"Pardon me for intruding," she be-

gins, "but I have ventured to call to re-
quest the autograph of the great writer,
Vero St. Albans. Will you kindly inter-
cede in my behalf, madam, and beg
him to write in my album?"
There is the situatiou in a nutshell.

She believes Veto St. Albans to be a
wan, ;and she wants his illustrious auto-
graph. Well, the very easiest way in
the world to get it over with and to be
at liberty to return to my day's work at
the desk is to grant her request.
"I will ask him," I return, feeling like

a small oonspirator.
"Oh, will you. please?" her face light-

ing up wonderfully. "How good of you!
You see, there':: a; wager on it, Brother
Toni is 1)e me a dozen pairs of kid
gloves-.six buttons; and ssorted shades
-that I'll not be abte to Of St. Albans'
au eaglet ph. Ile Faye- there is a mystery
bent t.tm, 1.t14t: IOU mtr y.ciq

ly looking old gentleman, and with him
a man of some 80 years, tall, dark, hand-
some-just such a face as I love to pots

alilir: Peri...011P

down from; orer.vork Cr householi: cares.
BPOWVA i'ent ft (.1*s 1•; ":1.the
system, aids amestion. sem, •

r :I u Lay,


