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DRY GOODS.

New Goods.

the people of Montgomery county

one of the largest and finest lot of

carpets and floor coverings ever in

i\this city. In order to accommodate

ur large and increasing trade and

upply the demand for fine artistic
c‘nrpets we have lately enlarged our
carpet room so that it now includes

the full extent of our building, giv

i“ng us abundance of light and plenty
of room to show one of the largest
and cheapest lots of carpets ever open-
ed in town. We have many different

patterns now open and new

arrivals every day. Call  and see.
We have got the prices’and patterns,
You can find all the latest’ styles in
Lowell and Hartford extra supers,
which are warranted the best carpets
made in the U. S. Our line of ta
pestry brussels were never so com-
plete.  Can show you fhandsome
Rag
Can-

Vel-

; \':\Jrussels at 5o cents per yard.
: carpets in abundant profusion.
i ton mattings from 20 cents up.,
vetand Smyrna rugs,} door mats for

| 5o cents. Felt crumb cloths, Bird-

sel's carpet sweppers, every one
warranted to sweep cleanly and take
the dirt up cleanlyf or money refund-
ed.

window

Oil cloths, lace curtains and

shades. Call and look

through our stock.

{ Campbell Bros.,

FNESS & HEAD NOISES CURED by
Peck’s INVISIE!

LE TUBULAR EAR

CUSHIOKS, Whispers heard. Com-
fortable. Suceessful where all Remedies fail. Sold by F. HISCOX,
oaly, 853 Br’dway, New York. Write for book of proefs FREK.

l 25¢  HIRES' IMPROVED 25c];
|
|

ROOT BEER!:

4
{[ INLDUID. KO BOILINGOR BTRAINING EASILY MADE |17
L THIS PACKAGE MAKES FIVE GALLONS.

¥

The most APPETIZING and WEOLESOME
TEMPERANCE DRINK in the world.

Deliclous and Sparkling. ) (i
Ask your Druggist or Grocer for it.

C.E.HIRES,  PHILADELPHIA.

4 yaper, containing col
a'rrla'ge !un.«uf genuine ‘‘per-
sonal” and particulars of society that-
from $500 to 1,500 at marriage. mailed
\iress THE GLOBE, Altoona, Penn.

ays
Frcc. 2

JOS. BINFORD.

Lath,

For Lumber, Shingles, Lime, Ceren
and Sewer Pipe. 3 : i
The best of Cypress, Cedar and Pine Shingles.
Clark Co. Hydraulic Cement, warranted 40 per
icent. stronger than the best Louisville Cement
#Try it and you will be convinced.
{  Tho bestof Anthracite and Soft Coal at the
Jowest cost prices. Can not be undersold. Call,
JOS. BINFORD.

'y
/

i COLUMBUS Buggies at Tinsley & Mar.
i 1in’s.
|a/
£
i
i

\
\

Seventeen husbands have mysteriously dis-
appeared from Brooklyn, N. Y., since January
1.

An Omaha paper has characterized some of
Talmage's lurid sentences *‘oratorical aelirium
Idremem.”
(' i
i Extracts.
£ When you are n need of pure extracts of
fany flavor we can furnish you with them,
g
&

e

TLook at the list below as a *‘pointer,”
THESE EXTRACTS ARE STRICTLY PURE,

% Orange, ragpberry, nectarine, clove, nutmeg,
“rinnamon, ginger, peppermint, rose, banana,
{ selery, chocolate, coffee, sarsaparilla, almond,

each, wintergreen, pine apple, strawberry,
. emon and vanilla,
You will find the above at our store.

ENSMINGER & SEAWRIGHT.

Sk T
Jucklen’s Arnica Salve.
The best salve in the world for cuts, bruises,
yres, salt rheuw, fever sores, tetter, chapped
inds, chilblains corns, and all skin eruptions,
nd positively cures piles, or no pay required,
is ruaranteed to give perfect satisfaction, or
Sloney refunded, Price 25 cents per hox
¢r sale by Nye & Co., drugs. N-17-1

Dante, solo
Beheld and he

wen cend height,

yinz: “Behold me well
Iam, I am Beatrice Heaven and hell

Kept silence, and th mitable light

Of all the stars was darkness in his sight,
Whose eyt beheld Ber eyes again, and fell
Shame stricken. Since her soul took flight to

dwell
In heaven six hundred years have taken flight.

And now that Licavenliest part of carth whereon

Shines yet their shadow as once their presence
shone,

To her bears witness for his sake, as he

For hers bare witness when her face was gone;
No slave, no hospice now for grief; but free
From shore to meuntain and from Alp to sea.

—Algernon Chailes Swinburne in Athensum.

THE CATACOMBS.

The 8th of November, 1873, must for-
ever remain memorable in the record of
my life. It was the last day on which
visitors were permitted to descend into
the catacombs of Paris, and I had with
great difficulty procured permission from
the chief engineer for a small party, con-
sisting of three gentlemen and three la-
dies (all English), a professional guide
and myself to make the subterranean
pilgrimage. To my companions I have
stated word for word what I am about
to write, and they
rative is challenged, to verify those por-
tions of which they are cognizant by
affidavit or otherwise.

I shall now proceed to relate what hap-
pened, without attempting any embel-
lishment, letting the plain facts speak
for themselves. And, first, it is neces-
sary to dwell for one moment on a little
incident which has an important bear-
ing, as will be seen hereafter. A few
days before I had seen a little old wo-
man feeding the English sparrows in the
Tuileries garden. She broke up a loaf
of bread, threw the crumbs into the air,
and the timid things caught them fly-
ing, as they do insects. They were so
tame they would eat cut of the good
woman’s hand. She was very poor,
worked at some place far away to the
north of the Tuileries, and lodges far to
the south; yet she never fails to visit the
gardens, and spare a loaf of her daily
bread to her feathered pets.

Now I had planned a visit to the gar-
dens on Nov. 8 to try my hand at the
birds, and had provided myself with
two smail loaves of bread, for which I
gave ten centimes. I calculated that I
should hava time enough to do this be-
fore the carriages came to drive us to
the Catacombs. Various matters, how-
ever, delayed me, and I had to give up
this part of the programme, but I kept
the bread in the pocket of my overcoat,
meaning to bestow it on some beggzar in-
stead of the sparrows.

We started at 12:30 from the Grand
hotel, and drove rapidly to the Buarriere
d’Enfer and alighted in a courtyard,
where we found two or three hundred
persons waiting for the opening of the
low browed door which gives access to
the catacombs in that quarter of the
eity. There are about seventy different
staircases for the same purpose scattered
through Paris. Here each person was
provided with a candle fixed in the end
of a pine stick, with a small circle of
cardboard to serve as a tray and catch
the drops of grease. Each guide formed
his party into single file, and enjoined
the members to keep together, and to be
very careful of their footing as they
went down into the dark depths below.

Now here occurred the first strange
incident of this memorableday. A man
joined our party wearing the dress of
the Undertalkers’ company—that is, a
cocked hat liks the first Napoleon's, a
black coat trimmed with silver lace,
high boots and a black overcoat with a
large cape. He was very thin, and his
clothes hung about him like a shroud on
a skeleton.

I shall never forget his face as he
turned and looked at me. The skin was
like parchment, the cheeks hollow and
the eyes lnminous and deep set in cavern-
ous orbits. The look he gaveme thrilled
to the very marrow of my bones, and
when he saw the effect it produced he
smiled, disclosing a set of yellow teeth,
with an expresgion so sinister, so weird.

1, and yet so sad, that I could not
help g to myself, ‘“This is Death!”

I was so overcome that I could not
challenge hi sumed right of joining
our party. In a word, he had com-
pletely magnetized and paralyzed me.
What was strange, from time to time a
lady of our party turned and chatted
with me, apparently unconscious of the
black ficure and terrible face intruded
between us.

And again, when the guide counted
us aloud he called out five—the number
of our original party. He, too, was
then as unconscious of the presenco of
the stranger as the lady to whom I have
alluded. WasImad? In this perturbed
state of mind I began the descent of the
catacombs.

The stone staircase was spiral, coiling
down like a petrified serpent, along wallg
slimy and humid. We had lighted our
candles, but the change from the glare
of daylight to this cavernous gloom pre-
vented our seeing anything, and we had
to grope our perilous way. Suddenlyan
icy whisper, wafted on a poisonous
breath, entered my ear like a poniard.

“Strange things have happened in the
catacombs, sir. The dead resent intru-
sion on the last resting place given them
after the world has violated their first
sanctuary. Sometimes they insist on
the living sharing their hard bed with

| them. Some men who have come down

here have never seen the pleasant light
of day again.”

“I believe, sir,” I replied, in as indif-
ferent a tone as I could assume, “that
owing to the precautions of the author-
ities no such accidents have occurred of
late years.”

“I am glad you think so,” was the re-

i nly, followed Ly a sneering, Mephisto-

phelian laugh—what the French call ri-
caneiment.

A dead silence fell upon our party. We
were walking steadily onward, some-
times walking on loose planks, our
weights sending up jets of water, but
generally on a dry and solid stone path-

held np his flaring torch to

na,

i e said, “‘that broad, black

wre ready, if my nar-

line, with here and there a pointed ar-
row. That is the clew to the catacombs.
So long as we follow that we are safe.”

‘We soon came upon the relics of the
dead. The galleries through which we
passed, about nine feet in height, were
walled on either side with human bones,
piled up as regularly as bales in a whole-
sale draper’s, and arranged with that ar-
tistic taste which the French display in
all they do.

The walls of bones were surmounted
by a ghastly cornice of grinning skulls.
The mortal remains of millions of hu-
man beings were here gathered from the
old cemeteries of Paris when necessity
compelled the dead to give way to the
living.

The Cemetery of the Innocents, that
of St. Medaro, of St. Laurent and oth-
ers have contributed their quota. Here
the bone of prelate and prince, duke and
peer, lay side by side with those of peas-
ant and proletarian, thief and rag pick-
er. Equality and fraternity! These
words were fully realized in this gloomy
mausoleuin.

All the skulls and bones are of a dark
mahogany color, for years and years
have passed since they wereo clotked with
flesh.

At intervals there are marble tablets,
with inscriptions in Latin, French,
Greek, Norse and other languages, gath-
ered from the works of preachers and
poets, speaking of the vanity of human
pursuits, the worthlessness of wealth,
the certainty of death, the hope of im-
mortality. At one point of our pilgrim-
age we came to a chapel, with the altar
surrounded by the silent but eloquent
memorials of humanity. Miles of the
dead! How emphatic the lesson this
spectacle conveyed!

To the right and left innumerable gal-
leries branched off, access being debarred
by iron chains drawn across the en-
trances.

I had lingered a little behind my party
to transcribe an inscription, the man in
black keeping close to my side. He
seemed to have taken me under his pro-
tection and patronage.

‘I can show you something these hire-
ling guides know nothing about,” he
gaid, ‘‘for I alone know the secrets of the
Catacombs.”

He lifted one of the chains which
crossed the mouth of a side gallery from
the staples, and moving down the pass-
age turned and said, ‘‘Follow me!”

I have said that this mysterious being
had magnetized me. I was certain of it
now, for though I wasanxiously desirous
of following my party I could not resist
his command.

He led me away down the passage, and
thence into other side passages, winding
and turning. I lifted my torch to the
ceiling, and saw to my dismay that there
were no black lines, no guiding arrows
on the roof. In this crisis my will began
to reassert itself.

“Take me back to my party instantly.”

Instend of doing so the stranger
snatched my candle from my hand, ex-
tinguished it with a breath—he carried
no light himself—and flung me from him
with such violence that I stumbled and
fell.

As I rose to iy feet I heard his voice
in the distance calling out, ‘Strange
things have happened in the Catacombs,
sir. Find your way outof them if yon
can. Good-night.”

“Stay!” 1 exclaimed in agony. ‘Do
not leave me here to perish! Save me,
if you have the heart of a man!”

“I never listen to prayer or appeal,”
he replied, with his hideous, sneering
laugh. “TI awm pitiless as death.”

And the echoes gave back the awful
-word—death! till a more dreadful scene
followed.

I was alone in darkness, abandoned to
the most horrible fate the imagination
can picture.

‘What was to be done? What could
be done in such a terrible crisis? My
party would miss me, it is true, and a
search would be made for me; but a reg-
iment of men might seek for daysin
this maze of labyrinthine galleries with-
out success. I must try and help my-
self. I remembered that I had in my
pocket two boxes of waxed matches,
each one of which would burn ten or
twenty seconds. I lighted one, and by
its feeble light ascertained where I was.
I was in one of the galleries of the quar-
ries, and just beside me yawned a black
abyss of unknown depth, into which a
gingle unwary step might have precip-
itated me.

By keeping close to the wall I could
avoid this and similar pitfalls.

So I groped my way along. The pas-
sage wound and turned. The horror of
darkness was so great that I sacrificed
another 1match; but it would not do to
be so lavish. To describe my sensations
would be utterly impossible. My brain
reeled, and I was on the very verge of
madness, if not past it, when I realized
the fact that I was lost in the Cat-
acombs.

But a few hours since I was in the full
enjoyment of health and life, sharing the
gayeties of Paris, anticipating no evil,
and now to die of starvation in this hor-
rible cavern! I thought of home and its
dear ones, my comfortable house in Bed-
ford square, my peacefnl occupation
there, my books, my easel, my photo-
graphic apparatus.

Why did the spirit of adventure tempt
me away from all the blessings that
Providence vouchsafed to me, to wander
in foreign lands? Then my .whole life
passed in review before me, with its
many vicissitudes, its sins of omission
and commission, and the faces of the
lovedand lost came to me with the smiles
and tears of the olden time.

After hours of fruitless wandering I
sat down exhausted and hopeless. I was
almost surprised to find myself hungry.
Then I remembered the bread I had pro-
vided for the little birds in the Tuileries
garden. I took one of the small loaves
and swallowed a few mouthfuls. The
reader will be surprised to learn that after
this I felt sleepy. I was astonished my-
self tofind that I wasnodding. So I
spread my thick cloak on the floor, and
wrapping myself up in it was soon fast
asleep.

I cannot tell how long my slumber
lasted. I woke, however, torenew my

strugzles ot eacape. I lit match after

match, and called aloud for help, till my
voice was utterly exhausted. Sturely I
must have been missed, and a search
must be going on for me? Alas! alas! no
one responded to my call. No footsteps
but my own echoed through those dis-
mal galleries,

But now a new craving assailed me—
thirst, more cruel than hunger. Lack of
water kills qunicker than lack of food. I
no longer thought of escaping from my
living grave. My only cry was for water,
water! But this want was soon gupplied.
The sacrifice of a few more matches re-
vealed tome a little stream exuding from
the walis. I glued my lips toit, and
though the flavor was nauseous, yet
never in the heat of summer had a gob-
let of iced champagne been more deli-
cious to my palate! )

How long a time I passed in my dis-
mal prison house it is impossible to say.
Days, nights—who can measure them
under such circumstances? Finally I had
exhausted my last crumb, and starva-
tion stared me in my face. How could
I now sustain life? 0Oddly enough I just
then remembered the legend of the Beau-
mManoir arms.

Beaumanoir was a gallant French
character of the olden time, who, single
handed, contended with a score of En-
glish knights. Covered with wounds, he
asked his squire for water, but water
was not to be had. “Drink thy blood
Beaumanoir!” was the reply of the
squire, and “Boire ton sang, Beauma-
noir,” became afterward the motto of
the family. Before I died I could open
a vein with my knife, and imitate the
example of the gallant Paladin.

But first I would make a desperate at-
tempt to find an outlet. Every match
had now been burned, and I had to work
in utter darkness. Frenzied and desper-
ate, I rushed from gallery to gallery,
leaping the chains where they impeded
my progress. At lastI thoughtIencoun-
tered a current of fresh air. I seized
what I conjectured to be a thigh bone
projecting from a pile of them and gave
it a wrench.

In an instant a mass of bones-and
skulls gave way, and rolled down on me
in a thundering avalanche, while a voice
exclaimed, *“The intruder who invades
the sanctuary of the dead shall perish
by the dead!”

The horror of the catastrophe over-
whelmed me, and I1lost my conscious-
ness. When I recovered I was lying in
my bed in the Grand hotel, with the
sun shining on the glass gallery opposite
my window. There was a tap at my
door. I sprang up, opened it and admit-
ted my traveling companion.

“Well, old fellow,” said he, ‘“how did
you sleep after our visit to the Cata-
combs yesterday?”

‘‘Yesterday?” I echoed.

“Yes. I had the nightmare.”

“But-how did I escape?” I asked.

‘‘Escape? What do you mean by es-
caping? You rode home in the carriage
with me and the ladies.”

‘‘But that undertaker who thrust him-
self into our party?”’

‘‘There was no undertaker, my boy.
You must have been dreaming.”

‘“Not at all, unless I was dreaming
wide awake.”

‘‘People sometimes do that.”

“You did not observe anything queer
about me in the Catacombs?”

‘“‘Not at all. I thought you were un-
usually lively and wide awake.”

Then I told him my story as I bave re-
lated it.

He shook his head.

‘“Queer things have happened in the
Catacombs, sir,” he said, ‘‘to quote the
words of your mysterious friend, phi-
losopher and guide. But I wouldn’t ad-
vise you to let your fancies run away
with you, for there i3 a place near Paris
called Charenton —a madhouse —and
when a fellow gets too queer in his up-
per story his friends feel obliged to pack
him in a straitjacket, and send him
down there formedical treatment. Don’t
impose the unpleasant task on me. And
new come and breakfast with us at the
Cafe Anglais.”

This is the way in which the strangest
occurrences of life are treated by our
matter-of-fact friends. For my part I
shall always insist that my visit to the
Catacombs was one of the ‘“Mysteries of
Paris,” whatever others may say about
my laboring under an hallucination,—
New York World.

Where feanuts Grow.

In this country the good peanut states
are Virginia, North Carolina and Ten-
nessee. The crop in a good year amounts
to about 8,000,000 bushels or 70,000,006
pounds, having grown to these prapor-
tions from an output of less than 500,000
bushels in 1878. Arkansas and Kansas
are also peanut growing states. Califor-
nia produces a good crop, but the kojl is
80 rich that the peanut grows large and
rank with ashell so thick that it seriously.
affects the roasting process. The states
first named may therefore be considered
the sole producers of peanuts for the
market. So important has the peanut
become that in some sections of the three
states it is the principal crop and chief
reliance of the farmer.—St. Louis Post-
Dispatch.

In a Different Set.

‘“Now pray for Susie Bates,” said Mrs,
Simeral to 6-year-old Flossie, who was
saying her prayers. ‘‘Susie is quite
sick.”

“Why, maimnma,” said Flossie, I can’t
pray for her. She doesn’t belong to our
crowd.”—Epoch.

The University of Berlin, withits 6,000
students and scores of famous professors,
has a capital of but $750,000. Its largest
endowment, that of the Countess Bose,
is only $150,000. Nevertheless it is the
seat of the highest German lcm'nir\xg. and
claims to have the ablest corpsof in-
structors of all the world's schools.

The grapple plant of the Kalahart des-
ért is said to Le a real vegetable curiosi-
ty. In its general appearance it looks
nore like a starfish than a plant, and
each ray or arm is tipped with barbs,
whicth when fastened to the wool of
‘¢ 10 e ent out, that being the

of Temoving thesm.
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Children.

"cmusowenaq.putoehndmmnc Castoria cnres Colic,

41-2 Per Cent.

Interest Payable annnally. Apply to

C. W. WRIGHT.

PARKER’S

RN Prevents Dandruff and hair falling’

¢ 50c, and $1.00 at Druggists.

WANTED

Reliable }pushing men to sell choice Nursery
colk. Comglete assortment, Splendid oppor-
tunity offered ter spring work. My salesmen
have good success, many selling from $100 to
$200 per week. Send for of and testimonials.
A good pushing man wa. 1 here at once. Lib-
eral terms and the best zoods in the market
\\'m‘g !‘;!(F.D E. YOUNG, XNurseryman, Roches-
ter \N. Y.

v by an 0@ rellabte firm ¢ large profit
QSENTS LR BN el el
opporturisy. Geo. A. Reott, 848 Eroniway, No Yo

Ir d it a8 sup any prescription | Sour §i e neaa
mowntome” H A A-ul;a. D., g K‘;ﬁ‘: w??ﬁg:fl-gggﬂ:;;;: mm“ Lo
11180, Oxtord 8., Brookly, N, Y. | witfious njurions medication,
THE CENTAUR CowpaNy, 77 M urray Street, N. Y.
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"!
{ N
[FSE 30T tgae AN
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ITS PATRONS
The Full Worth of|
iy
Eafelyand Quickly
'bet':.'een

Chicago =
- Lafayette
Indianapolis
Cinginnati-
» Louisyillel:Ziae
PULLMAN SLEEP
ELEGENT PARLOR CARS

ALLTRAINS RUN THROUGH SOLID

Tickets Sold and Baggage
Checked to Destination. ¢

$Z Get Maps and Time Tables it you want to be
more fully informed—all Ticket Agents at Goupos
8tations have t! ‘m—or addresa

H BOUND rRAINS,

Fast Mail, dai
Night Expruoer .
Way Freight

Fast Mail, ds
Night Expret . «
Way Freight

Address . 3. Michie, agent for further par-
ticulars. JOHN B SON,
JAMES BARK Gen. Manager,

G. P. A, oufo, Chicago.

—THE—

Direct to the SOUTH and
WEST, also to MICHI-
GAN and CANADA
POINTS.

Good Road Bed, OClean
Coaches, Polite Employees,
Speed and Safety by the Van-
dalia Line  All Questions
Cheerfully Answered by

J. C. HUTCHINSON, Agent.

To cure Biliousness, Sick Headache, Consti-
pation, Malaria, Liver Complaints, take
the safe and certain remedy,
SMITH'S

BILE BEANS

Use the SMALL Size (40little Beans td the
bottle). THEY ARE THE MOST CONVENIENT.
Suitablo fox all Ages.
Price of either size, 25¢. per Bottle.

L1} ” P“
KISSING::17-70 2 emmmmerse
Malled for 4 cts. gc‘opper- or stamps).

J.F.SMITH & CO.Makersof‘BILEBEANS,” ST, LOUIS MD.

‘When I say CURE I do not mean merely to
gtop them for a time, and then have them re.
turn again. I MEAN A RADICAL CURE.

I have made the disecase of

FITS, EPILEPSY or
FALLING SICKNESS,

A life-long study. I WARRANT my remedy to
CURE ‘he worst cases. Becausc others have
failed isnoreason for not nowreceiving a cure.
Send ato.ace for a treatise and a FREE BOoTTLB
of my INTALLIBLE REMEDY. Give Express
and Post Office. It costs you nothing for a

; THE “COLCHESTER” RUBBER CO.

| mmke all thelr shoes with Inside of neel lined with

Big Four Route

[ Consists of the lines formerly operated

trial, and it will cure you. Address
H.G.ROOT, M.C., {83 PEARL ST., NEW YORK

~

Rubber Shoes unless worn uncomfortably tight,
generally slip off the feet.

rubber. This clings to the shoe and prevents the
rubber from slipping off,

Call for the * Colchester
‘“ADHESIVE COUNTERS-”
McKee & Co. Wholesale Agents,

INDIANAPOLS.

under the names of Cincinnati, Indi-
anapolis, St. Louis & Chicago R’y
(¢‘Kankakee Line”), the Cleveland,.
Columbus, Cincinnati & Indianapolis,
and Indianapolis & St. Louis R’y,
(‘‘Bee Line Route”), and with its con-
nections now form direct routes of:
travel between ALL POINTS in§the

North, kast,
Nouth, West,

With schedules arranged to acconimo-
date the traveling public in each diree-
tion, and the finest equipment of day
coaches and parlor cars, reclining-chair
cars and palace slecping and drawing-
room cars in_America, tlie management
of the consolidated system confldently
expects a continuance of the popularity
enjoved by the individual lines.

s Rates fo0 and from all points
reach-d by ‘1z Sig Four Route” will
always be s low as via any other first-
class line

For full information call on ticket
agents throughout the country.

D. B. MARTIN,

Gen. Pass. Agt.
CINCINNATT, O.

0. G. MURRAY,
Traflic Manager,




