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Hood’s

Are gamning favor rapldly.
Business men and travel-
lers carry them in vest
pockets, ladies carry them
fo purses, honsekeepers keep them in medicine
cmn.mendsremmmeud them to friends. mc.
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THOS.B. MOON EY
Funeral - Director

1960 West Main Street,
ROCHESTER, -

N. Y.

Goo, En,

gert. Jobn H. Engert.
Adolph F, Schiicx.

Bdward B Engert

Geo. Engert & Co.,
COAL.

Principal Office and Yard, Telepho[nc 257
306 Exchange Street.”

Revolution in Cuba !

Nothing as compared with its re-
volution in the wine trade.

Gast Champagne

This is a fit-t-class article and at the price
all can occasionally enjoy a bottle. 3jucts
per Pint or $6 . 0o per Case of 24 Pints,

W. H. MC BRAYER 1888

Whiskey $4 so per Gallon.
it inthe market {or the price.

California Wines,

63cts, 81 oo and §1.35 Per Gals.

Claret, Angelica. Port, Sherty,
Maderia. Malaga, etc. etc.
and Clgars. goto

Mathews & Servis,

TELEPHONE 1075.
Cor. Main and Fitzhugh Streets.

1ofn 1. Ashtoa.
ASHTON & MALL Y

FIRE INSURANOE.
0Old, Tried and Relhisble Compan

Lessts Promptly Pald Rafes ammm

OFFIOE —s01-- ao\ Ellwugm- & Bury Build!
Eatance apStats B tax, N.

BUFFALO
CLEVELAND

“While yeu Sieep.”

UMPARALLELED RiGHT SERVICE. NEW STEAMERS

*CiTY oF BurraLo"’

. AND

‘CIYY oF EmiIK,"”
both tngether being without doubt, in sll
respoots, tho inest and fastest that are run
tn tho interest of the traveling publlo in
she United Btates.

TIME CARD,
DAILY INCLUDING SUNDAY.

Lesve Cleveland 9P M. Arrive Beffalo 7A. N
¢ Butfzslo 9 ¢ s Cleveland 7 ¢

BABTERN STANDARD TiML.

Connectians made at Cleveland with
trains for all points West and Scuthwest,
Ask ticket tgonz for tickets via C. & B
Lime. Bend four oents for illuatrated
E-mghlet- SPECIAL LOW RATES TO CLEVELAND

SATURBAY HNiGHY.

W. V. MXAMAN,
Passesesn Aseny,
CLEVELAND, &

PATENT

@ CAVEATS, DESIGNS, TRADE-MARKS.
g Bend u» a undel or rongh pencil
SKETCH of yngr lnvﬁtut‘l'onwagg we wﬂd
g %ﬁl‘“ ! N %vz:lm::':?uide or Bow to Get
) aPat.ent. rent tee
1
Lawyens am‘lF gcdlé:‘l‘m& :af t‘A'mcrin:an and
A 1426 N. Y. AVE., WASHINETON, D. C.4
Whenwrmng menuon this pq:et. ;

Malley

& OFARRELL, FOWLER & O'FARRELL

Write for our inberewng books * Invent.

or's Help” and "
se:dux:. “How ou n.reuwindled.

inveation or lmpxmemenr. and we wﬂrt)ell
wou aur oplnion_as to w g;etheritia
P30l patentable. We maké a specialty
of a) tions rejacted 1n ather bands,

) Bﬂhmret furnished,

MARION

0 em"m:
Mﬂm

. WasHaINgTON, D. C.
Owrioms: { MONTRRAL, CAN,

50 YEARS'
3 EXPERIFNGE

‘l’mot Manxs
Desicng
PO 4 AR -y s

X san a ke ch and des O¥L.th
%.féﬁnm?s‘m rtal Y jon maew et.htgru 3-?
tionsstrictly consi aﬂ’i al. Kandbookonl’atena

s Sdadn i ""c’«’). revaive
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Pills

Nothing hke!

Tokay, |
For fine Wmesl

11 dursn’t,”

me love 'ee,” she burst out, her volce
trembling, “and now’——

away.”

she sald, bifterly.

ais coat.
1 ‘you don’t love me arter all; and you
swore me trug down by the Wishing
Well.>”

fo now by a deal™ he answered, tak-
Ing her hands in

wald, with a doh,

ifrald of; “twull have me wan day Hke
iid my. vather emt}

DAVE'S RESOLVE.
Sprawling down ome hill and half-
way- up another was a little village;
at the corner of its maln street stood
the White Liop Inn. The sun poured
vellow light tierough the har windows
¢n to the sanded fioor, and on the fig-
ures of two men who sat talking at a
table,
“I tell you he's sweet on my cousin
Phoebe, damn him!™ exclaimed the
younger man, bringing his fist down on
the table.
“And what’s that got to say to 1"
replied the other, in a slow, heavy
voice. *“Josh Tuckett 'ull mever see
no darter o’ his married to a drunk-
ard.”
“Dave ain't no drunkard; he takee
his glass and goes out. Dang him, ]
wish he wor.”
The elder maun leaned forward and
caught hold of the button of his com-
panion’s coat.
“*Answer me this, Tummas Rod.” he
said, “didn't his father die o’ drink?”

“Ay, sure.”

“And his grandfather afore him ?”

*“Ay, certain.”

“Bain’t his three brothers lying In
the churchyard at this very minst
reglar soaking the place wi’ spirits;
the grass niver growed casual over
their graves the same as it did over
tother folkes.”

““What's that got to do wi’ Dave ?”

“Why, begore, he'll come to the like
sooner or later, mark my words if he
| don’t. He's a drunkard now—at heart
Scores o' times I've reckuned to hear
his throat split and crack when the
drink dizzles dowrn (v

A heavy flush ruse to Rod's
‘And may fit;
| he said.

*You and he wor thick anuff as
boys,” replied the cid man, rising, and
regarding him curiously.

Rod turped away and went back to
| tbe bar “Didn’t I tell ‘ee that he be
| sweet on my cousin and her on him,"
' he answered, in a sullen voice.

There was a sourd of footsteps, and
Dave entered, the old man taking his
departure at the same time. Rod
glanced with quick scrutlny at the
newcomer's gaunt but boyish face, as,
dropping bis bag of tools, he flung six-
pence on the counter.

**A half-and-hal!, Tom.,” he said
“My throat tq reglar dring’d (squeezed
up) with thirst.”

The flush on Rod’s face receded,
leaving it ashen gray. He filled a
small glass to the brim with spirits
ands pushed it acioss the bar, Dave
swallowed the contents at a gulp, and
stood. fingering the glass nervously.
"“Take another nip,'” sald Rod.
“Naw, wan ba anuff, thank ‘ee.”
“Come, I'll stand yer.”

Dave's thin white face reddened.
he said, tarning away and
picking up his bag of tools.

The Innkeeper burst into a rough
laugh. ““You puts me {n mind of a
maid before her first kiss, terrible
afraid, but wonderful willlng,” he re-
plled. “Come,” he urged, unsteadily,
*drink me success t0o gomething I've
set my mind on.”

There was silence a moment.

“Ba It zummat pertikler speshil?”
Dave ashed, at length.

“I told 'ee I'd set my mind on it.”
"Drink ba kindidling temptsome,”
Dave muttered, half to himself, as he
watched Rod fill two glasses with spir-
Its. “Wull,” he added, gulping down
the spirits with feverish {mpatience,
“may ‘ee git what 'ee want and
more.”

Rod looked at him a moment, his
lips twitching: ‘“To the damnation of
Dave Viint, body and soul!" he ex-
clalmed, and draining the glass, flung
it across the bar at the wall opposite,
For 8 moment the two men regarded
each other in slience, then Dgve turned
on his heel, halted a moment at the
door, and glanced back. “Did 'ee mean
they wuds?” he sald. ’

“*Twor nort but a bit of fun,” Rod
answered, forcing a laugh.

“Ther ain’t nort speshil vantysheeny
(showy) in sich jokes,” replied Dave,
and going out he left Rod alone. He
made his way through the street and
up the hill behind the willage, where
the pine trees stood massing the blue
sky like heavy blue-green clouds,
Leaving the road, he entered the wood
by a footpath. It was autumn: the
ground was strewn with cones; over-
head the wind soughed with the sound
of the sea. Standing beside a broken
stile was a girl; her chestnut hair,
escaping from the kerchief that bound
it, rippled and curled about her neck
and forehead. Dave started when he
gaw her, and advanced inore slowly.
S8he came toward him, and they stood
together; she was not tall, about as
high as his heart.

“Wat's come to ‘ee, Dave!” she ex-
claimed, in a soft guttural volce; “it’s
dree weeks sinoce you ve bin a-nigh
me »n

He was silent, averting his eyes ag
tf he were afrald to look fnto hers,
“You made me love ‘ee, you made

face.
the sooner the better”

“Phoebe, lass, 'tis better that I bide
“You ’shud ’ave thort o* that afore,”
“Aye, sartin’ I shud,”

She caught hold of the two lapels of
“Dave, Dave,” she cried,

“i didn’t love ’es then the zamse as I

“Oh, lad, X can’t fathom ‘se,” she

“Sweetheart, ‘'tia the drink Im

‘Yrothers “afore -
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‘1e,”

Logether, he turned his face onee more

“Bnt ¥ b&!n"& ateard®

ho oaid, pressing her hands tight
against his brosd chest. “A man
can't answer for himgelf when the
drink’s upon him."

Hor dark-gray oyes fllled with tears.
“But 1 bain't afeard, Dave,” she re-
iterated.

He looked at her with great tender-
ness. “I dursn’t, dear heart; I dursn't,”
he said, and his voice zhook.

“Ther wud ba the times atween
whiles,” she urged.

Turaing from her, he caught hold of
a4 treebough and steadied -himself.
“Lass, lass, don't put me in mind o'
em‘tl

“You aln’t loving me the same 48 you
did, or 'ee wudn't need no minding,”]
the exclaimed brokealy. *“And I ain’t
fallen off in looks.” She came around
the tree, stood {n froat of him, and,
lubindiag her handikerchief, shook her
thick chestnut hair about her should-
era. “See, Dave,” she continned, “it's
vine and jong for all it loses im the
curl, and my vocot, too, Dave'—she
kicked off her shoe—"tis wondertul
arched, and a deal smaller than the
young ladtes’ up to the great house,
My arms, Dave,”—she slipped back her
sleeve—"they might be a chile’s,
they're that bedimpled.”

Stopping abruptly, she burst into
tears. *Ob, lad, lad,” she sobbed,
“sou bain’'t looking, you baint louk-
ing.™"

He let go the brapch of the tree,
took her in his arms and drew her
close up against his breast. He put
back her head with gentle force and
kissed her mouth and eyes, her throat
and bosom. As they stood, molten in
one mould, there came down the wind
the sound of children’s laughter; hear-
ing it, the man arnd woman fell trem-
biing, then apart.

They stood staring at each other like
two people gulity of a crime.

“There ba them that might ba born
arter us,” he said, hoarsely.

She watched the sudden hardening
of his mouth. *Must us mind on 'em?"
she pleaded; "must us mind on ‘em?”

“I cud niver fo'ce no chile o' ours
to bear wat I've been fo'ced to bear”
bhe answered; * ‘twad ba devil's wark—
1 cudnt do 1"

Her face grew white and hopeless.
*l can't feel for the chllder; I ain’t no
mother yet,” she sald, brokenly.

Deaire shook him; he loaked at her
slight form that seemed to tremble into
womanhood before his eyes, then, with
an abrupt cry, he turned and left her.

8he flung herself down and wept—
through the trees her walling fol-
Jowed him, yet his heart cried out so
loudly thet he knew not if the walling
came from her lips or his own. Long
be wandered in the *wood, but when
plgbt fell, returned agaln to his cot-
tage. Pushing open the door, the
moonlight stream!ing in after him, he
entered the small kitchen. On the ta-
ble, the cork withdrawn, was a bottle
of spirits—the air reeled with the
smell of it. He did not know whose
hand had placed the bottie thers, but
his harsh thirst demanded slaking,
and forced him forward. Clutching at
his throat, striving to tear the thirst
from it, he advanced, the bottle glisten-
ing in the moonlight, looking as if it
were  alivae, He cast an agonized
glance around the walls, seeking help
from familiar things, and his eyes fell
on his gun. A gsob of relief broke from
him; he took down the gun, loaded it
hurriedly, the sme'l of the spirits drip-
ping on to his lips, he licking it down,
He spatched the bottle from the ta-
ble, shouldered his gun, and went cut—
ap through the waods, past the broke
en stile, where the coarse grass lay
preasad close to the earth, and Phoebe
had flung herself down and wept. With
averted face he passed the spot, and
entered deep Into the heart of the
wood. At last he stopped; about him
the trees grew close and thick; no eye
but God’s could see his shame, Ha
leaned his gun up against a branch;
the mooulight edged itself between the
trees, and he jeld the bottls up.

“So yer have got the hest o' me at
last,” he said; “yer have got the best
>* me at last.”

The bottle glistened; he brought it
pearer his lips, his thirst pressed for
juenching, the fhirst that he would
slake before he shot himself,

“Yer smiling devil,” he burat out,
with sudden flerceness, ‘‘yer reckon to
catch me, do ‘ee. No, by haell, yer
lon't; I'll die wi'out tasting ‘ee,” and
he dashed the bottle into fragments at
his feet. A moment later he had .
fung himself upon the ground, striving
:0 lck up the spirits with his tonpue..
“Dog that I ba, dog that I ba, he
sobbed. “No better than a dog~no
better than a dog.”

Sick with shame and horror. he re-
zained his feet; he took a'piece of cord
trom his poeket, made & loop fn it, gt~
aching one end to the trigger of the
zun, He pressed the cold steel barrel
ip against his hot beating heart, and
placed his foot In the loop. “A dog's
ieath for a dog,” he¢ muttered.

The moonlight shone on him, on the
zun, and on the broken bottle at his
‘eet; the glistening glasg atiracted him
ind he stared at it, fresh thoughts
wowding his brain, A {tretnor ran
chrough him; raising his  eves, he
ixed them on the moonlit heavens and |
jray windspun clouds. “Ther Ha jom-
nat in me a'zide the dog” he safd, |
dowly. “Ay, begore, I'l] lve gam
VIl zee it droe,” and drawing himseli

m life~—(Zack, in Blackwood’s Mag-
wzine) -

Proferable.
Cholly—1 really don't know whut
Hias Caustic meant, doncherknow,
Algy—What was it, deah boy? -
Cholly—1 awsked her if she dtdn't
hink 1 made ‘good company, and ahe

C g
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“T might be eruel hard on ‘es, Iln."

“I bain't afeard.” ]

" BILL mra'a ) m:r.. |
» Coutnetic.

Bil} Nye: *~
It was the opening of thelr joint anms
son; thay had besn rusticating during

barries, Nye looked much ke an
Othello in hia sunburned make-up, snd

of some *“liguid white,” a cosmetis
much affected by the gentler sex of the
profession.

Nye cent for ths prepatation, and
never having used anything of the kind
before, ho filled the palm of his hand
with It and carelesaly smeared it over
bis countenancs, There was no mirror
in his very primitive dressing-room,
and Riley waa heautifying hirnsell on
the other side of the stage.

The “liguid white” dried ont some-
what like white-wash, and when Nye
appeared bafore the aundience he waa &

a frosted top-piece on a wedding cake:
his face, white as the driven snow,
was oxpressionless and blank. The
audience shricked, and when he came
off from Jjlis first selection they de-
manded his reappearance. He obliged
them to howls of laughter; agaln he
made his exit, and again was rede-
manded by the uproarious aundlence.

Believing he had made a hit, he was
about returning to the stage, when he
was caught by the arm by Mrs. Nye,
who cried: “Willlam Edgar Nye, what
have you got on your face?”

“Nothing bdbut its usual expression,
my dear.”

“Expression — fiddlesticks! You're
& Iright,” cried his wife, and leading
him to where there was a plece of
broken looking-glass, showed him how
he looked.

Nye was moriified, and, catching
sight of Riley just about going on the
stage, he would have undonbtedly fol-
lowed him on and been revenged but
for the Intervention of Mra. Nye,

His head was scraped, comhbed, and
washed, and his next selection was
read without “a hand” from the a-
dience. Moreover, the story is a fact,
and not a press agent's conooction.
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Easily Xxplalned.

“Watchman, how did it hnppeu thatyou
were drunk last night?'®

#And really, I don't know Mr. Burgos
master, unieas I oxught it from the tiree
drubnken students I aaw to their homes"

Nailed Hias Whiskers to Fenon,

The patriarchal beard of one of the
“oldest iphabitants” of Conshohodken
is still in its accustomed place upon
his chin, but it looks very moth eaten
and ragged. This ia dus'to the fach
that the old man ia extremely noears
sighted.
is compelled to get his optics within &
few inches of it. The other day,
while pottering ar¢und his houss, the |
old man undertook to repalr the pickﬁ
fence around the yard.-

He armed himsslf with hammer ‘and
paling in place, and with much lshox

succeeded in fastening it there; Bl
this was -not all.

pain. He had nalled his whiskesk |

a considerable portion of his bmd.

Why Hg KErred, ;

“Me an' the old women,” sald the
Kentucky mountaineer, “had & little
rebate t'other day ’*bout Low lotig wé
wuag married.
an’ she stuck out 1o’ eleb'm;

the grocer.,

Bill beln’ twine,”. -

" Hadntfor s Imng ‘rlnu.
Chiet Justice Doherty of the,
court of coramon pleas, whiy held:
trom 1830 to 1846, was on OBe Oopud
talking to a friend, when a lndy, passs
them wearitig o very low-cut dx
“Did you ever see the like of that he
fore?” remarked the frienﬁ.
since I was weanad.
chief lustice,

e,
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James Whitcomd Riley tells & dusi:;t 1™
story of hia former xmrm partaer, |

the vacation and were both brown =ma |

Riley suggeated to hiim the appiication |

sight to behold. His head looked ke |

To see an odbjsct plainly he |

Many of the {are
palings had been knocked off, and| : ety
those it was his pirpose to replics |*

When he mmﬁ' ;
to move on to the next break he' Wik §
brought up stainding with » yall: oi .

between the paling and the crosybar. |’
His yells attracted the attention of hig {, /%
good wife, who, when she realized the | } "

situation, brought her sciasors - Inte} -;
play and released the old man, minus |

‘¥ Bays hit wuz‘w nd‘r T
“An’ which one was r‘lglm;' ukti
“She wuz. I'd !orm 'bout Buclc wi <

“Neovet | ¢
‘ respanded 1he}

spendthe dav,.
but in sphe of

gddler accom

Comonh as an

may be
a Iate houir.

Soclety was

faens hall.  Alarge

Mrxs. Flannagan
tlemen frize

ormed by Rev,
was best wap,

gestalations,
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wdmirably st sl
In the aftermoon.

of Mary,
wary.

nafls and started in, He got hts fea [0V S

Al numy Kow,- T
Mr, Ohlek~Your father . {8 auch |
passionate man, Mabel! Doy 1%
he_will be violent if I approsgh:
wit’b regara to my ipzten,i;’iam _ta‘ rollsy

"What are you treat!ns me» far, dooo
tar?" x
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“’Ym‘t' #ré the star of
thtivé'mter te;‘:?lgb . M 5
* N, yopiieds - #\f‘.»
i the direction ot ths
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“There wasw plensant gatheriog of trimd |
on Wedneadsy evening-of last wask

home of Mr.and Mn, John Comosh,
enteriainer, ishard ng
and onthe night in question he was. i

peimitted the expression,

form, Thewngsof ; Cam
much enjoyed amd the paiy canticued unt

sof Mr

meaduw last Sungf,‘l
lively around lhtu and drove!
liele “kings” into ignominious retirenant,”
In other words Tom Rogers
ball players defexted the Spl!dihxtt
rounds ant by & scoreofa
Genenally speaking, bave ball Ispot '
ing in these days, but {vis always emtestal
Ing to obsexve the Sp&u)dlnﬂ when' things
don't come thare way.
the palned amile ttm crosses: theityou
{“ml:"i and the iﬂ'ﬂtg look: ?:f
oto their eye), as ong by one ]
yriatm strike mn{y at the in

eyare ® game Hiilg.

i in the face of dc:‘ut"“mt the

. ;oundl harck and™ mstal}ic ikt th

An nnml“ ht % patly o
went to amf ﬁrgmmﬁn S
Tt will ba s
it eained qum heavily during the

this those who wars
teport tbﬂ ﬂm hud & good Wmeé,

the crowd and inmx}k ,

The icescraam focial Beld on Thuss. |

Q§ night under the ausploes of St Mary's,
Ak well attended and rt«
ceipts were vory gratifylng.

The Yoang Ladies Seckl Club gavaa. %a-
lightinldance on Tuesday gvening &t Wi
crowd was presantand|
the aflair was quite oucmsful’

A Sug Party wasgiven by Albert Cam?'
bel of New York, to his many fricids:
this city, on Friday cveninog, st the

e
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Jama T, Sulitwan has baen s;:@mitug !
short vacation at Plcton, Oat, - L
A melancholy story reaches us sonce i

1, alins Sullivan’s pats,
the muam&." ‘

and

; "yon must be: m!ac
“'colts” way cxal!n::i

E .hoged

um Ansa Doyle delighthel
u usmberof hao%’mn&kbﬂ
{ng at her hnm om Wuht“

Miss &'fx 1 Rpuhm« ﬁmin, qut- "
Mot Saturda;vhi:i-g with, thes 1

s 8 vory fine s (174
o “'ﬂmu‘aw&nﬁ‘

The youag udl; {o&ullty of tha Chiliies ]
11:9 1) “
W bmm‘ﬁm: (o{- e alm mtm

Mis, Daniel Comnl of
Ing relatives in Lima,. .
Bora to M« dind Mri. Johl@’ﬂ
and to Mr. and Mrs, Jobn- O )
Congratulation, M?I ‘Y RN
Thomu McDonald m a"‘

towst: ﬂdttng umivu ;ﬁ& Ariansdn fay

mphell wepe wﬁ !
ent and & p!mmt time enjoyed byall. .
On Wednarday mornlng of iast wetk oo
curred the weddiog of Mise Mary Muephy
and Montin Curtin, both well known yousg
roph of thiscite  The coremony way per~ |
Walter Les. Miss Lyons
acted a3 bridetnid snd Mr, Bea. -
The happy gunn
have many friends who extend
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