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;Zorll'ul & MelLendon,
. WHOLRSALE & RETATL DRUGATSTS,

J. 6- ilrlhlll & Co.,y
, .+ OBYERAL MEROHANDISE.

P. J. Coppedge & Co.,
GENBRAL MERCHANDIBE.

Crawford & Crowder,

DRY GO0ODS

W. Hn l.rl’", !
GENERAL MEROHANDISE,

B. D Kendally
GENEFRAL MEROCHANDISE,

W. H. Patrick & Son,
GROCERIES & CONFEOTIONERIES

Dargan & Pemberton,
AVTORKEYS AT LAW,

D. L. Saylor,
CARRIAGE MANUFAOTURER,

Mamfield & Grimsley,

PAINTRRS.

1. H, Horton,
- JEWELLRR.

W. H. P“rlﬂk’

BEWING MACHINE AGENT,

T. Qovington,
WHITE NAN'S, BAR AND CONFECTIOXHRIES,

W. A "'f’
DEALKE §i SYOVES AXD NANUFACTURNE OF TIN-WARE,

Garels & Mills,

FIRST-CLAAA BAR, CIGANS, &e.

T T
lutz & Holt
Clys s BARNERS,

Wilmington Rusiness Dircotory,
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Helnsborger,

Booka.

Edward Mann
;o . Books.

John Haar, °

, ‘Mozert Bar,
e0. P, b '
Geo. P Lamb, . n
Cm !'?lllhlldug.(}ompf:ggm bl
N. Jnoobi,
s

L
Adrian & Vollers,
H . }

Hardware,

Groceries,

“""‘f’:f'-'* ‘.'lcﬁ'io:m Grocerles.
Johm M. Alles, Jr.,
George Myers,

G
Hags_ & Batier,
Farker & Tavier,

Jeweler.

Groceries.

o8 and Wines.

Iron Works.

. Hardware.
D. A llilltﬂl., s
- Furniture.

b e e Taylor,.

. Watohes; Clocks and Jewelry.

Vo2 Rl Qe i Drtgits,

“--.‘-T'y'.'. .’." Confeotioneries.

2 pristors Churlotte Hotel.
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] ghud. chin, ber smili th,
er n, ber smiling mouth,
Toe coden.

Within a cottage windowum
With y tyes, & oottage
m;&‘:‘:ﬂmmgmmm sweot,
Seattered the rose leaves at her feet;

Tanghed saally S bour betwoesy
hed : wean,
And o'er her glowed the tender dyes
Or summer akies.

While cli

Ltm wera har | eyes—sun-bright

Wit.hllgh:of‘j‘o';gm nee—

And ather glanoce a dream of peace
Bwle o’orst}:O llll%h tide of sense,
I knew not whether blight or dew
g'dblnm <o ;Ihot?}dylﬂm delight,
s0mne ;
Filled ull my sonl, and at the night
Twould still belight.

Alittle nearer to the ¢hild
1 her brow safene and mild,
Her eyes wells of holy light;
than yoss moré fairly bright;

er, transient charm of
All pleased me;
That made her,
To adorn the air.

Pura little flower, aloft to God

Thy sose from humgle sod,
The -of sweetness kept thee from
The taints that to another come;

For jnmy kneeling-placel bheard
Thagll:il, soft &“mun, word;

%“Our Fatber I” This it was that made
The forest sumile, & déwy glade;

That every leaf and flower arrayed

In blithe colors; lent the bee

Its summer song of eestasy;

“I'bat sent my soul its dream of peace;
That, sin-siok, brought me sweet rajease;
That me faith gloud ta try:

outh,
ﬁiﬁ twas noue of these
e 4 flower thers,

“lat he
My Father—bers and mine ! Behold !
The beavens shine, 3 sea of gold;

The fair earth blossoms, and Day smiles
Like happy shores of sunset {ales,

SENT BY EXPRESS;
o,
WHAT FRANK EVANS MISSED,

Marian Flarlan was alone in the world—
her mother just buried.

She was & beautiful, brown-haired girl,
with soft, shy eyes of violet gray, and rosy
lips compressed to a firmness far beyonfl
her years, For after all she was scarcely
seventeen, and so - deacon Gray was telling
her, as he sat by the fire spreading his huge
hands over the tardy blaze, and asked :

‘But what are you goin' to Q? to earn
your bréad and butter, child?'

1 don’t know—I havn't thought. Man-
ma had an uncle in New York, who—-"

‘Yes, yes—I've heerd tell about Aim—he
was mad 'canse your mother didnt mury
Jjust exactly to sult him, wasn’t it 7

Marlan was silent. Descon Gray waited
a fow minutes, hoping she would admit
him Into her secret meditations; but ghe
did not, and the deacon went away home,
to tell his wife *that Harlan gal was the very
queerest creetur he ever bad come across.’

“In the meanwhile Marian was busy pack-
Ing her few scantly things intoa little car-
pet-bag, by the weird, flickering Hght of the
dying wood five) :

1 will goto New York,” she said to her-.

*| self, sotting her small pearly teeth firmly

together. '‘My mother's uncle shall hear
my cause pleaded through my own lips.
Oh, I wish my heart would not throbso
wildly | I am no longer meek Minnie Har-
lan I am an orphan, all alone in the world,
who must fight life’s battles with her own
single hands.' . .
Lower Broadway, at seven o’clock in the
evenlag! What s Babel of crushing wheels,
hurrying bumatiity, and conglomerate
nolses it was ! Minnie Harlan sat in the
comer of an express office, under the flare
gaslight, swwounded by boxes, and wonder-
ed whether people ever went crazed in this
perpetnal din and twmult. Her dress was
very plain—gray poplin, with a shabby, old-
fashioned little strmw bonnet tied with
black ribbons, and & blue veil, while her
only article of baggage, the carpet bag, lny
in her lop, She'had sab there two houis,
and wabovery, vomy givede. o .
‘Poor little thing?’ thought the dark-hair-
ed young clerk nearest her, who inhabited
asort of wire cage under a circlet of gas-
lights, . And then he took up his pen and
plunged into a perfect Atlantic ocean of
aceounts,

“Mr. Evans,’

Sir.* S ’

cage with his pén behind lis ear, in obedi-
ance to the beckoning finger of his superior,
‘] have noticed that youhg woman sitting
here for some time—how came she here

‘Expressed on, sir, fiom Millington,|Tows,

- | —arrived this afternoon.’
] As pmrﬁ]nnioﬂu‘im!aml

Who for #
‘Consigned to Walter Harrington, Esq,’
‘And why has't she-been for® .

by (A

vy ‘5:1

, bave pity, Jesd I die " A

The dark-haired clerk emerged from his |-

Very 0dd," sad the grey halred gentle-
man taking up bls newspaper,

“Y'es, sir, rather,

Some three-quarters of an hour after-
ward, Frank' ' Evans came to the pale girl's
#idé Wwith indeseritable pity in Rl hase!

eyes. i
“Miss Harlan, we bave sent t4Nr Har-
riogton’s residence——' § 4

“Minnle looked up with a feverish. red
npon ber cheek, and her halds clasped
tightly on the handle of a faded carpet bag.

‘And we regret o inform you that he
salled for Europe at twelve o'clock this
day.

A sudden blur came over Minnis eyes
—she trembled like a leaf. In all her cal”
culations she had made no allowance for
an exigency like this.

‘Can we do anything further for you .
questioned the young clerk, politely.

‘Nothing—né one can da angthing now!’

Fronk Evans had been turning away, but
something in the piteous tones of her valce
appealed to every manly imstinet within
him. '

Shall I send to any other of your friends!

< have no friends.’

“Perhaps I can have your things sent to
some quiet family hotel

Minnie opened her little leather purse
and showed him two ten-cent pleces, with
o smile that was almost o tear,

This Is all the money I have in the worlds
sirl

‘8o young, so beautiful, and so desolate!
Frank Evans had been a New Yorker all
his life, ut he had never met with an ex-
actly parallel case to this. He bitthe end
of his pen in dire perplexity?

‘But what are you going to do?

‘1 don't know, siz, -Isn't there a work-
house, or some such place I could go to,
until I eould find something to do?

‘Hardly Frank Evans could searcely
help swiling at poor Minnie’s simplicity.

“They are puiting out the lights and pre-
paringto closd the ffice, said Minnie,

home Is & very poor one—I am only a five
hundred dollar clerk—but I am sure my
mother will receive you under har roof for
& day or two, if you can trust me.’

“Trust, you? Minnie looked at him
through violet eycs obscured in tews. . “Oh,
sir, I should be so thankful !

[ ] L] . 3 - L] [ ]

‘How late you are, Frank! Here—give
me your overcoat—it is all powdered witl
SNOW, And—"

But Frank interrupted his bustling, cher-
ry-cheeked little mother, as she stood on
tip-toe to take off his outer wrappings.

‘Hush, mother; there is a young lady
down stalrs.’

‘A young lady, Frank P

#Yes, mother; expressed on from Iowa
{to oldiHarrington, the rich merchant. He
sailed for Europe this morning, and she s
left entirely alone. Mother, she looks like
poor Blanche, and T knew you wouldn't
refuse her a dorner here until she could
find something to do.'

M. Evans went to the door and called
cheerfully out :

¢ Cofie tip staits, iy dear—yon'ts oy wel-
cme as the flowers In May! Frank, you
did quite right ; you always do.’

The days and weeks on, and still
Minnie Harlan remained an inmate of Mrs,
Evans' humble /dwelling,

Jt.secms just as though she had taken
onr dead Blanche's place,’ sald the cosy lit-
tle widow ; ‘and she is so useful about the
house, 1 don't know how I ever managed
without her. Now SMinnie, you aré not in
earnest about leaving us to-morrow *

4 musl, dear Mrs. Evans.  Only think—
I have been here to months to-morrow,
and the situation of governess Is very ad-

vantageous,
. ‘Verg well. I shall tell Frank how
stinate you are,’

‘Dearest Mrs; Evans, please don'
keep my socret.’

“What secret is it that is' to be so religs
jously kept ?* naked Mr. Frank Evans,
¢coolly walkiug tnto the  midst of {he dis-
cussion, with his dark hair tossed sbout by
the wind, and his hazel brown eyes spark-
ling archly.

‘Seeret!” repeated Mrs, Evans,
ally. wiping her dim spectacle glasses, Why,

on iyl 3

Plense

row.
L ol

to trespass on your kindness,’

| No ‘wight, eh? m;um;m'

that the old hopse lns feen 8 Mifforent
house sinee yon came into R? Do you
suppose we want (o lose our litl sun-
bean? : :
' Minnie smiled sadly, but her hand fely
very coll aud passive in- Frank's wam

grasps batin 0, L :
You'll stay, Minnle? - © 80
fxo.! _ 2w )

BT T )

Bhe shook her hoad determinedly.

RT3 --i-w‘-

starting nervously to ber feet. < must go—
somewhore? . A
Miss Harloug™ sl Prurde-quiedy, My

Marian is determined 1o leave us lo-mor- | ™%

I must, Frank. T have no right further |

vilue lately, and I hereby arrest you on
suspicion of the theft !'

Missed something ?

Minnie rose tuming red and whits. -

‘Oh, Frank, you can neyer suspect me I'

‘But 1 do suspect. you, In fact, Iam
quite sare that the article Is in your pos
session. *

‘The article '

‘My heart, Miss Minoie! Now look
hére—I know 1 am very young and very
por, but I love you, Minnie Harlan, and {
will be & good and triie hushand to youw
Biay and be my lttle wife!"

Bo Minnie Harlan, Instead of going out
84 & gOVErness, mrdlmtothepbclm'
married the darvi-haired young clerk in
Ellison's express office, New York.

They were very quietly marrled, early
in the momiog, snd Frank took-Minnie
home to his mother, and then went calmly
about his business In the wire eage, under
the circlet of gaslights.

‘Evans!'

‘Yes, sir.’

Frank with his pen behind his ear as of
yore, quletly obsyed the behests of the
gray-headed official.

‘Do you remember the young woman
who was expressed om from Millington,
Towa, two months sines P

‘Yes, sir—I remember her.

A tall, sliver-haired gentlemnn here fn-
terposed with eager quickmess :

‘Where fssbhe? I mn ber uncle, Walter
Hurrington, I have just returned from
Parls, when the news of her arrival reach-

edme. I want her, 4s the only living
relative left me,’ = .

‘Ah! but, sir,’ sald Fr ‘you can’t have
her,!

‘Can’t have her? What do you mesn ?
‘Hus anything happened #*

‘Yes, sir, something has happened. Miss
Harlan was married o me this morning*

Walter Harrington stared,

Take me fo her,” ha eald, boarsely ; ‘1
can’t be parted from my only Lving rela-
tive for a mere whim."

Tw if he eallsdhe sorvics.]
na w:my ring mere :ﬂw
honest Frank ; bul he obeyed in silence.

‘Minnie,' sald the old man, in faltering
accents, ‘you will come to me and be the
davghter of my old age ? Iam rieh, Min-
nle, and you are all I bave in the world.’

But Minnle stole her hand through her
busband’s arm, - -

‘Dearest uncle, he was kindto me when
I was most desolate and alone, I cannot
leave my husband, Uncle Walter—I love
him ' -

‘Then you must both of you come and
be my children,’ said the old man, dogged-
ly  ‘and you must come now, for the great
house is as lonely as a tomb,*

Frank Evavs Is an express clerk no lon-
ger, and pretty Minnle moves in velvet and
diamonds; but they are guite as happy as
they were In the old days, aud that is say-
Ing enough. Untle Walter Harrington
grows older and feebler every day, and his
two children are the sunshine of his declin-
Ing life.

A MATCH NOT MAD
IN HEAVEN,

My mothér was determined” I ghould
‘make a good match,’ and on' short notlcs
the married me 1o & Mexiean, Don Pedro
Aldezo, one reputed of immense wealth—a
lion at Saratogo, where first we met.

Ile wore diamonds enough for & prinee's
ransom, and letters of credit were uniimi-
tod. "

My mother informed me ‘her mind was
made,’ the day we returned to New York.
Six months later I was the wifs of Don Pe~
dro Aldezo, and had accompanied him to
his native land.

e

' o told me this Was s temporary resl-
dence until some repairs could be made
upon his asoestrial palace, to fit it for my

£

1 made 0o objections to this plan, lonely

and monotonous as it was, for the truth |

; the Hitle' 1ove I had fult for

E:lm, and often days wonld dcg before
romm] and then somethnes would
appear followed by a mumerous retinne’ of
travelers, as le I:-l:rmed me, whom he
would feast in that distint portion of the
d p s o K hm
we W
the _lowd " discontihios hﬁ_‘ revelry
would piake the night to my
eals,

One day when he was alisent two teavel.
ers mwd at the doot of this bulldingand
askad for food, 1 saw thém asthey arriv-
ed, and rgmething familiar in thelr alr and
gait attracted my attention. The servauts,
who seemed to know 1hem well, set
food  before them, which mnﬁy 1
saw them eating in the open air within the

court,

As I looked memory strangthened, and T
kuew them for o couple of vile fellows who
ld annoyed nie sl two years
before, and with whom I had seen Don
Pedro conversing. They loltered about
all day, as T learned, for my busbapd's re-
i, '

At nightfull he came, and he held a long
conversation with them, before he cama to
groat me,

As the moon aross they galloped out of
the court mounted on two of my husband’s
best horses, and steuck stralght across  the

I saw my husband watcbhing me, as
if to detect my knawledge of these visl:
tors. .
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h‘:)lh,lﬂqlﬂrl I must stay, but I pity

“You need not, 1 tire of the
Bes crentoe, “Boal dle i’ Mg
as many othors have done ; and
Myu.ahlumbuknud reigu sols

Lreds,
‘What staln that pearly skin with ber life
blood ™

‘Ha—hs! Who, 1say can stand in my
mwhulwhhlhulemmd? But
| yonder Is her window—speak lower

E

g

I
i

;6
Hil

3

"

Fom

.| slong well both would rejoice, while both
would stlll be anxious if' he complained |

The briliiact match 1 made was to a noto. |

eral-delivery wladow three or four times,
they are protty well known. It s & veal
pleasure o hand out letlers to some, while
the clerks care little for the ealls of others
to get hold of their lotters, :
One day u yoar or two ago, & funny-lovk-
ing little old woman, wearing faded ga-
ments, but baving a tidy look and a moth-
erly face, appeared al the window aud ask-
ed for a letter, There was one for ber,
seut from a distans city, and any one could
have told that an uniearned boy directed
the envelope, There was a little d” Ip
“Detroil,” with a big “T" to and the words
and it semod wonderful that the lotter
ever reached its destination,
The old Iady felt 50 good that tears fn
her eyes, and yet trying bard to smile, abo

You sce, thepoople st the Post Offies | o,

a man or woman has appearad at the gen. _

put ber head lato the window and sald ;

The lady delivery clork rose to look after
the old woman, gnd when a secound letter
came she was looking and watching for
‘mother' & whole day before the letter was
passed out,

‘It’s from my boy Dan, again!' cried the
old woman, as she noted the supemscrip-
tion. - “He's In Buffalo, leaming s tmde,
He's only a bit of & boy, and there wasn't n
show for bim in Detrolt, and, besides, he
Was runoing out at nights, and golng to tha
bad. Isenlhim away, and he's working
bard and trylug to be good. God bless my
Dan! I'm alone widow, with only him to
love, and I bope he'll be.good I

ter that, the two ware friends.

the letters were far between, and when the
old woman would worry over tho delay,
and the big tears would fall, the lady would
almost shied tears withyher, *Mother* would
open her letters at the window, and if Dan_
was feellg brave-bearted and geiting

and was discouraged,
Almost every week for a year and a balf
the old lady received a lettar, and just as

wrote in a quaint old hand, but the boy
could make out everr word, and onece
when he wrote that her writing was im-
proving ahe felt all the pride which a schogl-
girl could have shown. He lmproved as
well. By and by he wrole ‘Detrolt’ plain
and falr, and he took extra palus to com-
menca bis ‘Dear Mother with a grand
flourish, and to add something extra aftar
the words : ‘Your Son Dan .’

wrote that be was coming bome for a woel
and her heart was full. She said she'
have the cottage looking ke new for him,
and she'd beat the depot to welcome him
fist of all.  Everybody felt glad with her,
and the lady clerk was 1o go up some even-
ing and haye tea with ber; and see litle
Dan, and praise and sucourage '
the more kind words a boy can
better will he seek todo,
There was no lotter the next

I hape 30, wo,' added she clack, and af-|

regularly she came to post an anawer. She | ¢

gt M, Took L W et ‘208 | sl
less glitter. -

(From the Detrolt Frea Press.) et
“Lattleo Dan.” ; O gt
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up such prayers ss were fitting for & o130
at the last extremity. Having dove his of

‘Thanks! It's from my boy Dty | g
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