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HARVEST HYMN.

Once more the liberal years laugh out
O'er richer stores than gems of gold :

Once more with harvest song and shout
In nature's bloodless triumph told.

Our common mother rests and sings
Like Ruth among her garnered sheaves;

Her lap is full of goodlv things,
Her brow is bright with Autumn leaves.

O favors old, yet ever new
O blessings with the sunshine sent

The bountv overruns the dew ;

The fullness shames our discontent.
We shut our eyes, the flowers bloom on ;

We murmur, but the corn ears fill;
We choose the shadow, but the sun

That cast it shines behind us still.
God gives us with our rugged soil

The power to make it Kden fair,
And richer fruits to crown our toil,

The summer wedded isles to bear.

Who murmurs at his lot
Who scorns his native fruit and bloom

Or sighs for dainties far away,
Besides the bounteous board of home ?

Then Heaven instead, that freedom's arm
Can change a rocky soil to gold ;

That brave and generous lives can warm
A clime with Northern icy cold.

And by these altars, wreathed with flowers,
And fields of fruits, awake again.

Thanksgiving for the golden hours
The early and the latter rain.

A Tale of theRevohtioxi.
The sound of the stage horn flowed in

sweet mournful currents in and out of the
hollows, and the echoes among the hills
caught them up and tossed them back and
forth through the forest, and they ran in long,
silvery eddies up the turnpike, over the
meado vs and across the orchards, till they
reached the ears and gladdened the hearts of
the quiet little village of Woodstock, whose
farm hauses sat in the valley at the foot of a
long range of hills, like a company of pil-

grims gathered to worship before the shrine
of a vast temple.

It was just at sunset,, and somehow those
long, mournful minor tones seemed the fitting
close of the day's service the autumn day
which had arisen on the mountains in gar-

ments of sunshine, and marched through the
hours in beauty and rejoicing, a living "Glory
to God !" the Creator of its good and perfect
gift. But it was a d y fraught with dread
and foreboding to thousands of homes and
hearts in the land, for the voice of war was
abroad in the earth, and mothers had strained
iheir brave sons for the last time to their
bosoms, and seen them go forth to the battle;
and husbands and fathers had laid aside the
plow and scythe, and shouldered their muskets
and taken their lives in their hands for the
sake of freedom, and in the name of the God
of Battles.

So deep shadows lay on the quiet country
thresholds of almost every home in New
England that autumn day, and almost eveiy
hearthstone was an altar, where anxious, lov-

ing hearts sent up a cry ts God for their
beloved.

Mrs. Palmer, wife of Deacon John Palmer,
ef Woodstock, stood in the wide,
kitchen of the dingy, yellow farm house,
which she brought her husband on her mar-

riage morning. She was an ample, motherly,
pleasant-face- d looking woman, whose whole
physiognomy corresponded with the room.
Strings of red peppers and rows of dried ap-

ples were festooned along the ceiling, while a
swinging board, fasted to the beam which
divided the hall overhead, was burdened with
herbs and berries, hams, dried beans, seeds,
and a motley variety of domestic wares.

Mrs. Palmer's life had slipped over its
fiftieth summer, and her black h.iir was thick-
ly sifted with gray, there were lines about
her forehead, and the smiles in her faded eyes
had something sorrowful about i', for Mrs.
Palmer had wilked with grief nianyt'mes;
and of ten fair boys and girls who had been
gathered to her maternal heart, only two re-

mained to her old age. It was a small family
under the roof of the old gray homestead on
earth, but a larger one in. that golden upper
homestead whose blessed threshold is never
darkened by the shadow of death.

Mrs. Palmer paused as her ear caught the
faint, sweet echoes of the stage horn, and she
deposited half a dozen freshly boiled dough-
nuts in the pan on the table, murmuring to
herself : " Now, for all the world, if that isn't
the mail coming in ! Who knows but what
there may be some news from Reuben ?'' Ah !

if you had heard how her voice lingered over
the name, you would have known she was
his mother. " I wonder if that boy'll take
any sort of care of himself," continued the
fond mother, dexterously convolving several
strips of dough, and placing them in a large
iron kettle which hung over the fire, filled with
boiling tat, which indignantly snapped and
sputtered at their intrusion.

"If there was a 'fray, he'd be sure to be
foremost, for he s al ays poking his head into
all sorts o' danger, and never seemed to feel
quite so content as when there was a chance
o' setting his neck off his shoulders ! I never
could exactly see where he got his harum
sinim turn, for his father was always a sober
minded man : but it was amazin' how he'd be
sartin to come out straight. I never had an
easy hour for the first ten years of his life, for
fear he'd be brought home with broken limbs;
but after he'd gone through with what would
'a killed a dozen ordinary children, I kind o'
gave up. I concluded he bore a charmed life.
Bless his heart ! my brave, handsome boy never
gave his mother a cross word in the world ; and
I saw the tears a shinin' under his laches that
morning when he kissed me a good bye, afore
he started for the army, though he talked so
bold and cheery about his coming back a cap'n
or a colonel. Poor fellow! I hope he won't
get the rheumatis campin' out nights, and
they say they have to put up with fare such
as he wouldn t have the face to offer to a
smart dog. I wish I could do up a paper o'
these doughnuts for the boy, he al'ays was
fond of 'em. Dear me! them cakes are burn-i-

(dipping her large tin ladle into the boil-

ing fat), but it al'ays flustrates me when I

get to thinkin' o' Rueben. I'm reminded
o' what Parson Hunter said to me : ' Mrs.
Palmer, you mustn't make an idol of your
son. He belongs to the Lord.' I know it's
true as Scriptur', but I can't help thinkin', the
Lord'U show marcy on my weakness, 'cos he's
all I've got, and after a great many struggles
I've given up the others to him ; but my life's
bound up in that boy, and if anything should
happen to him, God knows it would break his
poor mother's heart." '

And Mrs. Palmer broke down here, and she
sat down on the old oaken chest, and wiped
her eyes on the corner of her apron. Light
warblings of some old psalm-tun- e fluttered
down the stairs, and then the door opened,
and a pleasant-lookin- g girl burst into the
room. Rebecca Palmer was twenty-two- , and
the sight of her bright, young face was like a
picture rejeicing the eyes. She was nol,beau-- ,

tiful, but her cheeks were full of the glow of
youth and the richness of perfect health.

"Well, child," Slid Mrs. Palmer, taking the
kettle from the crane, "you just bustle round
spry and get up supper. Your father and the
men will come home clear tuckered out, for

they've been fellin' trees all day, and we must
get a hearty meal for 'ein. You slice up some
ham, too, and fry a dozen eggs, while I fix up
some short cake.''

"Mother, did you hear the stage horn?"
asked Rebecca, as she laid the cloth she had
spun with her own hands for the supper.

"Yes; and I was kind of impressed there
was news from Reuben."

"1 wonder what keeps father so!" re-

marked Rebecca.
"Likely as not he's gone round to the tav-

ern to learn if there's any tidings from the
army."

Another half-hou- r throbbed itself away in
the pulses of the great, clock in
the corner, and both the women had begun
to feel alarmed at the Deacon's prolonged ab
sence, when they caught the click of the gate-latc-

and his heavy tread along the foot-pat-

Thev saw him stop as usual at the wooden
trough at the well, and wash his hands there,
and then he came into the kitchen.

"Why, father," began Mrs. Palmer, with a
little wifely admonition, "what has kept you
so long ? I really begun to get scared about
you.''

"And the supper is about burnt to cinders,"
added Rebecca, who was in something of a
hurry to get the table cleared in time for sing-

ing school.
The deacon was a square-buil- t, sunbrowned

man, with shaggy eyebrows and weather-beate- n

face. He came forward to the table with
a slow, groping movement, which neither of
the women noticed, and he
cleared his voice twice before he spoke.

" I was detained a spell on some matter of
my own," and Mrs. Palmer and Rebecc i at
once concluded that he alluded to some bar-

gain with a neighbor.
"Don't you see the chair there, father?"

asked Rebecca ; for the old man stood still as
a statue before the table, t'lough his daughter
had just place his seat at his elbow ; and now
he sat down without speaking a word.

" Why, husband, I do believe you are deaf
You haven't taken your hat off,"

exclaimed Mrs. Palmer.
" Don't, wife, don't ;" and the old man laid

his straw hat on the floor beside him.
The two women bent their heads reverently

over the board, waiting for the deacon to in
voke his customary blessing upon the meal,
but no sound broke the stillness. Mrs. Palmer
looked up at her husband ; his head, too, was
bent over his plate ; and a stream of candle
light which fell on his face revealed it fully to
her gaze.

"John, something has happened to you to-

night," she said, leaning forward, and breath-
lessly searching his face. " '

A deep, convulsive sor' of groan heaved out
of the man's lips, and both the women grew
white as they heard it.

"Oh, what is it, father? do tell us!" flut
tered up the frightened voice of Rebecca.

Mrs. Palmer rose and went to her husband,
and laid her shaking fingers on his hard
hand. "Oh, John, it ain't anything about
Reuben ?" She cried out the words as one
might if a sword had struck suddenly into
his heart,

Rebecca had sat still at the table, her sweet
face struck white with wonder and fear, and
her brown eyes fastened on her parents ; but
now she sprang up and dropped down on her
knees at the deacon s feet. "Uh, father, do
say it isn't Reuben !" and her voice is like her
mother's. The deacon opened his lips, but he
could not speak. He took the hand of hi
wife and child, and covered them with his
own trembling ones. "Oh, Lord, have mercy!'
groaned the stricken man.and then they knew.

Mrs. Palmer crept up to hr husband, and
whispered in a faint, broken voice : "Just say
my boy isn't dead, father. I can bear to hear
anything else."

And the deacon made no answer; but the
great tears rolled down his furrowed cheeks,
and it was enough.

Toe tidings of the disastrous battle at Long
Island, which closed the summer of seven
teen hundred and seventy-six- , had filled the
land with mourning, for thousands of widows
and orphans had been made in that terrible
hour, when so many brave Americans lav dead
on the battle field ; and the news of the suc
cessful skirmish which took place the follow
ing month near King's Bridge, in New York,
was everywhere hailed with gladness and
gratitude, and the little village of Woodstock
bore its part in the general rejoicing on that
autumnal night, when the stage first brought
in the tidings. The deacon's family was the
only one in Woodstock to whom the news
brought any sorrow, for it was in this engage-
ment that Reuben had fallen. He was a
great favorite through the village, and every
heart was filled with sadness when it thought
of that bright, handsome face lying stark and
rigid on the battle field.

It was late that evening when Parson Hun-
ter entered the stricken house, for friends and
neighbors feared to intrude on its awful grief.
But the tender hearted old minister could not
rest till he had carried the sweet balm of his
love and faith into their broken hearts. Par- -

crtn ursc a tnll wliif. tiairrl nlH man
a fine representative of the staunch old Puritan
minister, but beneath some stateliness and
austerity of manner beat a heart where were
all fair and fragrant blossoms and golden
fruits of charity and love a heart in whose
pleasant and goodly paths the angels loved to;
walk with their shining faces, and of whom
they wrote

"Of such is the kingdom of heaven."
The minister found the family in the kitch-

en, where we left it entirely crushed down by
a grief which expressed itself neither by moans
nor tears. Mrs. Palmer sat in a large arm-

chair before the fire, where her husband had
placed her, the crimson light fluttering over
her face, which seemed frozen to stone, and
her tearless eyes fastened in a blank gaze on
the wall ; and it was well, perhaps, that alarm
for her reason or her life had somewhat divert-
ed the thoughts of the deacon and his daugh- -

ter from the dead to the living, though it
seemed to the minister that the last hour had
done the work of years for both of them,

" My friends," said the minister, speaking
in his deep, solemn tones, "I should not have
come into your house of mourning
feeling that the Lord could speak to your
hearts better than I ; but I remembered that it
was twenty-fou- r years ago this very month, when
you bro ighf Rueben up to the altar to dear
cate him to God, and I felt that I had a right
and a title to come."

And these words unlocked Mrs. Palmer s
face. She turned suddenly toward the old
man as the vision of that Sabbath morning
rose and walked up its long path of years and
stood before her.

" I see him! I see him ! " she sobbed out,
with his little brown curls round

his face, and the merry brown eyes blinking
under them. My little Reuben, he was the
sweetest baby that ever gladdened a mother's
heart, and I was so proud of him, and I
thought God would spare him to be the staff
of his mother's old age, because I had given
all the others to Him. Oh, Parson Hunter, it
can't be true that I shall never see his face
again, never hear the sound of his voice, that
he's lyin' off there on the battlj field, and his
mother was not there to smooth away the hair
from his forehead, or give him the kiss when
he looked up for her face the last time."

the old man sat still, overwhelmed by this
migSty burst of a mother's agony. He closed
his eyes for the tears that filled them, and
felt that for her he had neither help nor con-

solation.
"The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken

away; blessed be the name of the Lord."
The low, solemn tones of the preacher,

scarcely above a whisper, fell into the hearts
of the hearers and stilled them, as man's never
could, as only God s can. Blessed Bible
words, which we read over in morning lesson
and evening service, and never know the full-

ness and richness, the depth and meaning
there are in them, till some awful sorrow of
our own touches the springs, and then we go
in : nnd lo ! the old familiar passages are like
stately rooms resting on massive pillars, and
garnished and adorned with all fair and beau-
tiful things ; or they rise before us like gar-
dens rilled with trees whose branches are bur-

dened with gold and purple, whose winds are
full of the breath of sweet flowers, and whose
silence is stirred by the voice of soft falling
waters, amid whici the soul may walk and be
refreshed.

Oh, reader! for you too, sooner or later,
must come this time, when all earthly help
must fail you, when no human words can be
of avail or healing to you, and in those si-

lent and awful sorrows, when only the voice
of God can speak to the heirt you, too, may
find what it is to have the windows of the
promises opened, and your soul shall sit down
under their blessed shadows and be healed.

Concluded next week

COOKING VEGETABLES.

A French cook gives the following
general rules for cooking all kinds ot
vegetables, Green vegetables should
be thoroughly washed in cold water,
and then be di '"jip'ed into water which
has been salted and is just beginning to
boil. There should be a tablespoonful
of salt for every two quarts of water.
If the water boils a long time before
the vegetables are put in, it has lost all
its gases, and the mineral ingredients
are deposited on the bottom and sides
of the kettle, so that the water is fl?.t

and tasteless ; then the vegetables will
not look well or have fine flavor. The
time for boiling green vegetables de-

pends very much upon the age and how
long they have been gathered. The
younger and more freshly gathered, the
more quickly they are cooked. Below
is a good time-tabl- e for cooking vegeta-
bles :

Potatoes, boiled 30 minutes
Potatoes, baked 45 minutes
Sweet potatoes, boiled 46 minutes
Sweet potatoes, baked bo minu.es
Squash, boiled 25 minutes
Squash, baked 45 minutes
Green peas, boiled 20 to 40 minutes
Shelled beans, boiled 60 minutes
String beans, boiled I to 2 hours
Green corn 25 to 60 minutes
Asparagus 15 to 30 minutes
Spinach I to 2 hours
Tomatoes, fresh I hour
Tomatoes, canned : 4 hour
Cabbage 3.4 to 2 hours
Cauliflower I to 2 hours
Dandelions 2 to 3 hours
Beet greens I hour
Unions I to 2 hou
Beets 1 to 5 hours
Turnips, white 45 to 60 minutes
Turnips, yellow iyi to 2 hours
Parsnips I to 2 hours
Carrots I to 2 hours

Nearly all these vegetables are eaten
dressed with salt, pepper and butter,
but sometimes a small piece of lean
pork is boiled with them and seasons
them sufficiently.

Lost Treasure. Treasure hunters
in Hayti are very desirous of finding
about $30,000,000 buried by Toussant
L'Ouverture, when he surrendered to
the French in 1790. He caused the
coir, to be put in sacks and Carried to a
place near Port au Prince in three
wagons, guarded by ten soldiers. He
rAarA tan ,,, ,n a tua ,.

lnc,r rcccpuuii, ctnu, ai.cr covering
them, to return immediately with the
wagons ana escort. After the work
had been accomplished the party re-

turned, but were fired on from an am-
bush by a battalion under the command
of Toussant himself. All were killed,
and the secret of the treasure's location
was lost with Toussant's death.

The wine product of California this
season is estimated at 10,000,000

THIS DIRECTORY
Contains the names, address and business ot some of

the most reliable breeders of blooded cattle, horses,
sheep, hogs, poultry and bees that are to be found in the
United States They deal fairly with their customers,
and invite, at all times, a close inspection of their stock.

Persons at a distance can write, describing what is
wanted, and a reply will be promptly forwarded with
description of animals and prices.

EGISTERED POLAND-CHIN- HOGSFv S. W. TALIAFERRO, Guthrie, Todd
county, Ky., has for sale Poland-Chin- a hogs,
all ages, at prices to suit the times ; also fash-

ionably bred Cotswold sheep, and grade
Shorthorn cattle. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Address for circulars. 38-3-

G. HERR, St. Mathews, Jefferson counA. ty, Ky., has for sale the finest class of
registered Jerseys, pedigreed Berkshires, and
Yorkshire s wine. Jun2o-iT- r

TRINCE, Guthrie, Todd county,POLK Angora Goats for sale, of Dure
blood and high grades Alsc pure Poland- -

China pigs at very low prices. mar27-iy- r

THOMAS. S. GRUNDY, Springfield, Ky.,
of improved Jersey Red Hogs,

Shorthorn Cattle of the Young Mary and
Phyllis families with Duke crosses, Thorough
bred Horses and Cotswold Sheep. I am breed
ing to sell, and would be glad to have my stock
inspected at all times. aug

CLARK PETTIT,
treton Stock Farm,
'near Salem,

NEW JERSEY,
Breeder and shipper of the celebrated Jersey
Red Swine. Circular containing full and au-

thentic history of the breed, with illustrations
of animals from life, and price lists sent free
to any address upon application as above.

mar7-iy- r

BERKSHIRES. I MtveLAWNSDALE breeding from the following
popular families: Sallie, Sweet Seventeen,
Hambrook, Oxford, Gipsy, Matchless and
Sniper. Pigs for sale by "Elmhurst Prince,"

Lord and "Hugh Rogers. Prices to
suit the times. Reduced rates by express.
Send for catalogue and price list.

W. SHELBY WILSON,
janio-i- Shelbyville, Ky.

McELROY, Elmwood, Springfield,RA. breeder of Shorthorn and Jersey
Cattle, Black and Red Berkshire, Jersey Red
and Poland-Chin- a Swine. nov

W.1; SCOTT, Scott's Station, Shelby
Ky. Breeder and importer

of Cotswold and Southdown sheep. Orders
promptly attended to. Sept

CARPENTER, Shelby county, Ky.ZZ. and Breeder of pure Cotswold
Sheep and Berkshire Hogs. Orders will

prompt and careful attention. Post-offic- e

address, Shelbyville, Ky.

WELCH, Box 26, Louisville,
JOHN

...
(breeding farm 3 miles south of city,

J r x cu.-.- i1 till CC l lUdUj. DlCCUCI ui ouui uui 11

and registered Jersey cattle of fine pedi- -

jan3 iyr

SAMUELS & SONS, Beech GroveTW. Deatsville, Nelson county, Ken-

tucky, importers and breeders of Pure Cots-

wold Sheep and Improved English Berkshire
Hogs. Have for sale imported stock, and stock
bred from imported prize animals. Corre-
spondence and orders solicited, and satisfac-
tion guaranteed, julyil

A II.DAVINPORT, Lexington, Kentucky,
breeder of Shorthorns, A. J. C. C. R.

Jerseys, Southdown Sheep, Berkshires from
premium imported stock, and White-face- d

Black Spanish and Seabright Bantam Chickens.
Correspondence promptly answered. apn-i-

Flock of Cotswolds.ELMHURST descendants. Stock always
for sale. Correspondence promptly attended to.
Satisfaction guaranteed. Catalogues on appli-
cation. Address, R. C. ESTILL,

deci3-iy- r P.O.Box 4l8,Lexington,Ky.

EV. M. P. BAILEY, Elkton. Todd
county, Kentucky, breeder of pure H.

B. Shorthorn Cattle, Cotswold Sheep, Angora
Goats, Poland-Chin- a and Berkshire Hogs.
Prices to correspond with the general decline
in stock. Correspondence solicited. 25juiviy

HACKWORTH, Shelbyville, ShelbyJM. Ky., breeder of
.
Shorthorn Cattle,

Cl Tin.:.- - uwiswum ouccp, anu v mie nogs.
Orders solicited and satisfaction guaranteed.

Jan

BYARS, Simpsonville, Shelby county,F.' Ky. Breeder of and dealer in pure
Southdown Sheep, from best imported
Correspondence and orders solicited.

sept

WADDY & SONS, Peytona, ShelbyWL. Ky., importers and breeders
of pure Cotswold sheep. Poland-Chin- a hogs
lor sale. Correspondence solicited. Prices
reasonable. febo-iy- r

HANDY, Clifton Stock Farm,
WALTER Jessamine county, Ky.,
breeder of Pure Shorthorn Cattle. Young
things for sale. Correspondence solicited.

ftjg-You-
ng bulls supplied to shippers South

and West. " ""'

CATTLE. A few extra fine two
JERSEY heifers, and one beautiful heifer
calf; two choice bulls. All registered or en-

titled to registry in A. J. C. C. H. R.
46-i- S. M. NEEL, Shelbyville, Ky.

GUTHRIE, Shelbyville, Kentucky,
JD. and importer of Cotswold Sheep.

Native and imported Bucks and ewes for sale.
juoc29-- i yr

WH. WILSON, of Abdallah Park,
Ky., breeder of Trotting Stock

from the following stallions: Sterling, Gold-
smith's Abdallah, John Bright, Paymaster; all
sired by Volunteer. Also from Pacing Abdal-
lah, sired by Alexander's Abdallah. jan7-iy- r

SMITHS & POWELL. Syracuse, New York.
and breeders of Clydesdale

Horses and Holstein Cattle. Also breeders
of the most approved strains of Hambletonian
Horses. Jgg-- Send for a Catalogue. 36-- 1 yr.

W& V. L. POLK, Ashwood, Maury
Tenn., Breeders of Trotting

Horses, Jersey Cattle, Shropshire and South-
down Sheep.r juneo-i- y

TE. MOORE, Shawhan, Bourbon county,
Kv.. breeder of Shorth

Combined Saddle and Harness Horses. Also
Cotswold, Merino and Southdown Sheep.
White Holland Turkeys and Game C- ickenv
for table use.

THOMAS GIBSON, .Woodlawn Mills.
county, Tenn., Breeder of Trot-

ting Horses, Shorthorn Cattle, Southdown and
Merino sheep. june6-i- y

BJ. TREACY, dealer in Trotting and
Fine Harness Ilorcs, No. 116 East

Short street, Lexington, Ky. Keeps on hand
and for sale single horses and pairs.

and Gentlemen's Roadsters a
specialty. Stallions and Brood mares of the
best families of running and trotting blood,
always on hand and for sale. Horses trained
at reasonable rates. julyi-i-

T T. & QUINCY BURGESS, Hutchinson
J . Station, Bourbon County, Ky., importers
ana hreeoers ot Cotswold Sheep. apu-iy- r

EL. SHOUSE, Fisherville, Kentucky.
of fine Cotswold Sheep. Stock

delivered at depots. Orders solicited. 7 Ivr

WM. M. MILLER, Claremont, Ontario,
importer and breeder of prize

Cotswold sheep and Berkshire swine. Stock for
sale at reasonable prices. octi-iy- r

ASA COOMBS, Southville, Shelby county,
and breeder of pure Cots-

wold sheep. Particulars sent on application.
Jan

NMcCONATHY, importer and breeder
sheep, near Lexing-

ton, Ky. aprsSiyr

CLOVE RLAND HERD,
Lexington, Ky.

WT., HEARN'E, Breeder of Pure
chiefly Bates Blood. Also

Grower of Choice Seed Wheat. jan ,.,,
OSEPH PHILIPS, Nashville, Tenn., breed-

erJ of Pure Angora Goats. Address, care
Berry, Demoville & Co. mar22-:v- r

AUCTIONEERS.

CAPT. PHIL. KIDD, Lexington, Ky.,
Stock Auctioneer. Particular atten-

tion given to public sales of Shorthorn Cattle,
Thoroughbred and Trotting Horses.

RE. EDMONSON, Winchester, Clark
Ky., attends the courts in the

Bluegrass counties. Sales of blooded stock
and personal property solicited. Satisfaction
guaranteed

VERY IMPORTANT TESTIMONY ON
PAINT.

New Egypt, N. J., Feb. 12, 1879.
0. fi. Ingersou, Manager Patrons' Paint Co.,

Dear Sir and Brother: My house, paint-
ed last year with your Ready Mixed Paint,
looms up before the eye grandly, and is the
cynosure of all sightseers. You recollect I
tried to have Dr. and Mr. S., of this
place, to adopt your paints, but could not in-

duce them. Now mark the contrast at the
present time. The doctor's is in streaks and
looks dirty and old, as if painted many years.
Mr. S.'s house has faded very much, while
mine looks more brilliant than ever. When
the full moon shines upon the house it looks
like a block of silver at broad daylight. The
veranda ceiling reflects the arched brackets
of the columns like a huge mirror. Everyone
notes the contrast of the mixed paints over
the old way, and admires the glossy appearance
of the building. You can fully refer any one
to this house, for it is the largest and most
conspicuous on the line of the Camden & Am-bo- y

railroad, via Pemberton.
John S. Mallory.

Note. Patrons' Paint Company Book
Every One His Own Painter mailed free.
Address Patrons Paint Co., 162 South street,
New York. Cheapest, best paint in the
world.

Good Ajrentt for flm dot

WANTED article. T.y Top nruhu,
write T.tonce, World Mnnf't: a ,
No. 1:2 Naiau f t., NcwYurk

THE BEST TRUSS EVER MADE.
The genuine ELASTIC

TRUSS is worn with per-
fect comfort, night and
day, retaining rupture un-
der the hardest exercise or
severest strain. Sold at
greatly reduced prices,and
sent by mail to all parts of
the countrv. Sena for full

descripuve circular to N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO.,
683 Broadway, New York. 39i3t-eo-

PHOTOGRAPH Visiting Cards. Send 10c for
Samples. SEAVY BROTHERS,

Northford, Conn. 47eow i3t

(7') A WEEK. $ia a day at home easily made$L Costly outfit free. Address TRUE & CO..
Aagusta, Maine. 20-i-y


