HIS {FALLEN FORTUNES

A8 SUDDENLY A8 f..!l‘D RISEN

THEY WERE SWEPT AWAY.

‘Seoti's Earnings and How Quickly They
Were Lost—Not & Hero in Bis Wonder-
ful Tales Could Match Him in His Con-

test With the Rudeness of Adversity.

A trouble, not of clouds. or weeping rain

Nor of the setting sun’s pathetic light

‘Eagendered, hangs o'er Eildon's triple height;
Spirits of Power assembled there complain
For kindred power departing from their sight

‘While Tweed, best pleased in chanting » blithe

‘Saddens his voice again and yet again.

‘Lift up your hearts ye mourners; for the might
Of the whole world's good wishes with him goes;
Blessings and prayers in nobler retinue

Thaan sceptred king or laurelled corqueror kmowe,

Follow this wondrous Potentate. Be true,
‘Yo winds of ocean, and the midland ses,

‘Waftiug your charge to soft Parthenope !—~Words-

worth on Scott’s Departare for Italy.

Alas, that the biographer must reserve a
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vuiololth morning—a splendid, buts
painful, becanse & vanishing dream. The
anguish that wrang bis heart found vent in
the words with which be accosted Skese,
bis life-Jong acquaintance,—*‘My friend,
sv: m.ga;‘np ot you band: mine is that

‘Who is to redeem Abbotsford, and save
the honor of a poet? Who, but his own
undaunted self ! Supporters were not
wanting with their aid, but he declined to
lean upon them. He will not declare bim-
self bankrupt, or take refuge in any legal
subterfuge. My own right hand” shall
pay my debts.” Time and the Wizard of
the north—they should at the last be
triumphant. Ah me ! and they would have
been, if fl:sh and blood failed not of en-
dursnce. The brightness bas begun to
depart, the days of leisure are no more.
That bubbling well of joy is clogged as if
with stonse, and the clear glad waters that

Lonely, sged, deprived of my fainily-all
but poor Anne; an impoverished and ‘em-
barsssed man, deprived of the sharer of
my thoughts aud counsels, who could
always talk down my sense of (ke calami-
tous spprabensions which break the heart
that must bear them alone.’

©Sir Walter was the Job of modern
times. His wealth ani prosperity had
been like bis, and the fabric of his fortune
was smitten at the four quarters at once
by the tempest of calamity; but his
patience and resigoation rivalled even
those .of the aicient patdach. In"mno
period of his life, though he was admir-
able in all, did he display so soft a nobility,
of nature as in that of his adversity. Let
us, who have derived such boundless ¢n-
joyment from his labors, praise with s fit--
ting honor his m:mory. How descriptive
are the words of Prior, which in his last
days be applied to himself:—

On our retarn in the afternoon we bhad. to |

cross the Tweed directly opposite Abbots-
ford . . . A rich but ssd light, of
rather a purple] than a golden hue was
spread over the Eildon Hills at that mom-
ent, and thinking it probable that it might
be the last time Sir Walter would cross the
straam I was not a little moved. . .

On Thursday morning Sir Walter and I
had a serious conversation tete-a-tete when
be spoke with gratitade of the happy lite,
which upon the whole he had led. He had
written in my daughter’s album before he
came into the breakfast-room that ing
a few stanzas addressed to ber; aud while-
putting the book into her band, in his own
study, standing by his desk he said to ber
in my presence,—‘I should not bave done
anything of this kind but for your father's
sake; they are probably the last verves I
shall ever write. They showed how much
his mind was impaired ; not by the strain

“portion of his space and skill to record the | gushed ot old, now ooze feebly up through | .
failures and sorrows of his hero! We have | the obstructions, and make a music whose
looked upon a magaate ia the field of let- | undertone is melarcholy. *In some in-
‘ters, generovuly prodigal, even to excess. | stance

'What a revenue had been his! ‘I suppose,’ | ¢cyme

‘Whatev'er thy conntrymen have dona,
By law and wit, by sword and gun,
o thee is faithfully recited;
- And all the living world that view
the darkness and difficulty Thy works; mive thes thy praises due—

in the early stages [bappy

At once instructed and delighted.’ *

of thought, but by the exscution. Some of
the lines being impsrfect, and one stanza
wanting corresponding rhymes.’ That day
at noon, Wordsworth left Abbotsford, and
parted from Scott, with many hopeful and
ions ; to which his brother-

says Howitt, ‘populir as Lord Byron was,
the whole which he received by his} writ-
ings did not rea'ize £30,000. Scottjelear-
ed that by any two of his novels. ,He could
clear a third of it in three months. §Well
m'ght he think to lay field to (field," and
house to house, and plant his] children in
the land as lords of the soil'and, titled

magnstes fcrever !’

Baut they look for the permanence of
rainbows and sunset clouds who expect
the stability of human fortunes. What
splendid life, like that of Raleigh, .or
Leicester, or Essex, but to it ths shadows
have come? Aund when they come late they
depart not, but to return. Acd in'such an
hour as we think not the blow falls by
which even the temple of our heartis
shatterad to ruins, and the amusive pano-
rama of our life dissolves, leaving us in

if they comethen!) and wind up in light
and bappiness ; in others, the light comes
first, and the darkness at the end. Tkese
latter are tragedies, and the romance of
Scott's life was a tragedy. How sad and
piteous is the winding up here to contem-
plate! Tha thurder-bolt of fate had fallen
on the ‘Great Magician.’ The glory of
his outward estate was over, but never did
that ot his inner soul show so brilliantly.
Gentle and genial, and kindly to all men,
he bad shown himself in his most prosper-
ous days; but now the giant strength of
his fortitude, and the nobllity of his moral
principle, came into maguificent plsy. He
was smitten, sgorely smitten, but he was
not subdued. Not a hero whom he bad
described could match him in s con‘est
with the radeness of adversity. He could
have paid his d ividend, as is usualin such
casss, and his prolific pen would have

tears. So there came to England’s fiances

a dark day when, like a fl0d that bears |raised him a second fortune.
honor! no, he would pay to the uttsrmast

farthing! Ani so, with a sorrowlul but

all before it, the accumlations ot years were
borne away when even the Bank of Eng-

But then his

ing or desponding h:art, he

Aand was shaken, and Archibald C ble | Dot
was insolvent, and th3 fortunes of 'the
great Minstrel were swept down forever.
<¢As the fabric of this glorious estate had
arisen as by the spell of a necromancer, so
it tell. It was like one of those palaces, allel. t
‘with its fairy gardens and lawns, scattered
with diamonds instead of dews,: in the
Arabian Night, which, with the destruction

went to work agaia on his gisnt's work,
and in six years, with h's own hand, wich
b’s single pen, paid of £16,000 a year!
That is an achievement which has no par-

With failing health, with all his

brilliant hopes ot establihing & great
family dashed to the ground, with the
dearest objects of his heart drooping and

o gy v

of the spell, passed away in s crash of
thunder. A house of cards is proverbial,
and this house of books fell at one shock,

and struck the world with a terrible as-
tonishment. It was found that the poet

was not carefully receiving his profits and

investing them; but

was engaged as a

partner in ghe printing and - publish-

ing ot

his works.*

His publisher

-and his printers, drained on the one band
by the vast outlay for castle-building,
land-buying, and the maintenance of all
comers; and, on th3 other, infected with
the monstrous scene of acquisition which
was revealed to their eyes—were moving

in a slippery course, and at the shock of |

perisbiag before him ; he went on, and won
£60,000, resolved to pay all, or perish-
And he did perish ! His wife shattered by
the shock, died ; he was left with a widow-
ed keart tolaboron. Awiful pangs and full
of presage seized bis own frame ; a son and
adaughter failed, too, in health ; his old man,
Tom Pardie, died suddenly ; his great pub.

lither, and one of bis printers, died too, of
the fatal malady of ruined hopes.* All these
old i formed in the bright morn-

the great panic in 1826, went to the
ground ; leaving Scott debtor to the amount

of £120,000.,

besides a mortgage of
£10,000 on his estate !”

Let the prudent, scandalised by such a

record,
censure is forgons.

scourge his memory; with us,
He grasped the mimic

world, ssy you, and the golden ball slipped

into tke sea.

Lat us moralise, and [say,

ba!ba! But we cannot deal thus with a
soul so magnanimous ; graat the shock, the
surprise ; woetul the dismay ; and whatever
-of folly you attribute to bim, there is no
dark wrong, and 1t is a man beloved] who

Lies prostrate.

The need is for a kindly

and encouraging word; for he who was
the object of our admiration, calls, by bis
wery circumstances, for aid and sympathy,
and has become the subject of pity.
Nothing is left him now but *‘insubstantial
fame.” Nothing? Ah, nay, but there is
home, there are hosts of friends, there {is
hope, and there is a strong heart in {his
bosom, and cunning in his 1ight hand.
Are these nothing? But who may image
to himself the darkness of that chill Janu-

ary night, when the blow tell, and he knew

‘that the product of & lifetime of labor was
dost; when he, who was chief lord of
= world’s merriment and true master of

wonder and of tears,—
and cynosure of many

land’s desire,”

“‘the centre of his

eyes,—the associate of kings and nobles,
the intellectually great in all lands,—had
tallen from the height of his ambition,—
Iay sturned amid the prostrate pillars of
vhis temple of henor, with all he had strug-
-gled so earnestly to atiain fading like &

*3cott had been in the habit of recelving from

Constable & Co., very large sums not as payment
only for novels already published, but for others of

which he had not yet written s line; atid bat for
these supplies it would have been impossible for
bim to have carried out his building scheme, or to

~Bave his lsvish

d ’uﬁh

was had to bills

* to en almost fabulous amount; and thess bills,added
~¢o the heavy losses of the firm, which weretos

publisher alike perished; and though i msy elict

wonder that aman like Scoit,

'who possessed so

> fully all the proverbial shrewdnébs of his country-
i waen, should be led into such extravagance snd

* want of common foresight, it cannot possibly as.

* tonjgh any one that such folly shonld result in utter
+ ruin, or that our author should find himsel(s debtor
r-%0 the amount of £120,000 besides parsonal lisbilizes

%o the extent of £10,600,

ing of life, and which had made his sscent
80 cheering and his toil so easy, seemed
now to be giving way; and bow dark was
become thatlife which had exceeded all
others in its joyous lustre ;

‘‘Yet, in the darkness how tte invincible
soul of the heroic old man went on rousing
himself to fight against the most violent
shocks of fortune, and of his own constitu-
tion, ‘I have walked the laston the domains
I have plant d; sat the last in the halls I
have built; but death would bave taken
them from me if misfortune had spared them.
My poor people whom I loved so well;
There is just another die to turn against me
in this run of ill luck;i. e.if I should
br ak my magic ward in the fall from
this elepbant, and lose my popularity with
my fortune!f . .. ButI find my eyes
moistening, and that will not do;

I will not yield without a fight for it. . .
Well, exertion, exertion. O invention
rouse thyself ! may man be kind ! may God
be propitious! The worst is, I never quite
know when I am right or wrong.” ‘Slept
ill, not haviog been abroad these eight
days; now a dead sleeps in the morning,
and when the awaking comes, a strong
teeling how well I could dispense with it
for once and torever. This passes away,
however, as Letter and more dutiful
thoutghs arise m my mind.’ Poor man!
and that worst which he feared came. His
publishes told him, though ralucantly, that
his power had departed, and that he had
better lay by his pen! To a man like
Scott, who had done such wonders, and
still labored on to do ders as great,
that was the last and the bitterest feeling
that could remain with life.

“Is there anything in language more
pathetic than the words of Sir Walter,
when at Abbotsford he looked round him
after his wife's death, and wrote thus in
his journal |—*When I contrast what this
place is now, with what it has been not
long since, I think my heart will break.
t Lockbart,in his life, pays a fine tribute to the

integrity of Scott’s character. *“Where eise shall
-nb.bmuunm pnlp-ltymboonul-
and by

We will not linger over ,the
period of decline, nor image, longer dun
can be momentcrily done, the victim of so
much pain and sorrow, white-head

the halls of va'n eplendor, which could
bring him happiness no more. Nor will
we more than rapidly trace his useless
wanderings in search of health ; his survey
of the lands of fame and beauty out of eyes
from which the light and lustre
were departing. 1t The momentary
gladness, dashed with instant griet,
upon his home-arrival; the flickering
of hope in its socket; the brief return of
the old humor, relapsing in the querulous-
ness or sadness; the peaceful, beautiful
closing scene,—we leave them all, for who
can tell them better than his biograpker,
whose story is in every mind, ‘That tragic
reverse which bowed down himself and ¢o
many of those who had sbared with him n
his happiness, did not stop with his death.
His daughters and one of his sons soon
followed him . . . There is no keir
of hismeme - . . As in the greatest
g viuses in gereral,in Milton,Shakespeare,
Byron the direct male line has tailed
in Sir Walfer Scott. ‘The hope of found-
;u;g s family, says Lockbart, ‘died with

We bave a view—a fanciful view of him
~—sitting on the hill-side, in the .midst of
the scenes ke had ¢o long loved and o
preeminently celebrated. It is Uw sime
figure that Rseburn painted for Amlnluld
Constable, sitting at the base of the old
tower, maybe, at Sandy Knowe but ah!
bow changed! The yesrs Bave du'ﬁed his

has fallen on the evil ‘days, He loks for

There is & haze before him; the tears are
rushing to his eyes.

bring back tke days that are no more ; —
*'The sun upen the Weirdlaw Hill,
In Ettrick vale is sinking sweet ;
The westland wind is hush and still,
The lake lies sleeping at my feet.
Yet, not the landscape to my eye
Bears those bright hues that occe it bore;
Through Evening, with her richest dye,
Flames o’er the hills from Ettrick shore.
“'With listless look along the plain
I see Tweed's siiver current glide,
And coldly mark the holy fane
O! Meirose rise in ruin’d pride:
Tae quiet lake, the balmy sir,
The hille, the streams, the flowers, the trees,—
Are they still such as once they were;
Or is the dreary change in me;
*Alas, the warp’d and broken board,
How can it bear the painter’s dye!
The harp of strain’d and tuneless chord,
How to the minstrel’s skill reply!
To aching eyes each lsndscape lowers,
To feverish pwise each gale blows chill;

‘Were barren as this mooriand hill.”

Mr. Liddell, his lady and brother, Mr. Al

chair, told and acted old stories in a_bum-

amused, and indeed, were we all, s farxas
drannnllw-vwld allow. On Tuesday
Bir Walter accompanied us to

"od by
exertion. Where can we soe the follles of the wise

.* His wife died in the very year of his ruimed
fortunes. This Wes & still kéenef anguish. His
lotters and diary bear witness to the affection enter-
tained lor “‘his lost Charlotts” and :very mournfully
ho laments over the loneliness of his “widowed
couch.”

1 This be indeed did, The old conjuring power
'-mnlhmhhou-n him, and he
'was driven to drudge at hard work, like s veritable
dénizen of Grub street,

Newark castle, on the Yarrow .

tt 'mmhmm he uuu

ominously, “The city of the dead ! the city of ﬁl
dead!” Hearingas he prepared slowly to travel
homewszd; of the death of Goethe, he exclaimed,
“*Alas, for Goothe! but he at least died at home,
Letus to Abbotsford!” Whenhe reached home,
too far spent, to consider any thing but hosne, and
mhnnuu—nbdl.bho-m Bad

He reached London, » physical wreck,
7 el it

boly | kindly exp

ed, bowed, and wearied-scoming, 88 |‘twill bo another Yarrow.! Ah! indeed,
he waiks about his grouads, or through | his heart would still be at home! This

sense, and darkened round him, ud he { .

friends and finds them not; he gases over | &7é commemoratad by tke sommet at the
the landscape, tut the old glory is gone. { head of this chapter.

He will look o long- | of Wordsworth’s lyric and imsginative
er, for even the dearest scenes are desolate | power, they show the largeness and tender-
they cannot restore us our youtb, mor | ness of the minstrel’s magravimous heart.
He alterwards alluded to Scott in verse aft~
erthe death. Tte tear of pity distains not
the eye of genius; and no scene is more
fitting, as none is more touching,—than
where one great minstrel pauses [to [drop
bis sprig of laurel upon the bier of a
brother who has preceded him

An Istance in Which It Bent the] Wrong

said an old attorney, ‘I am'fres {o con‘ess
that I conmder it bardly thething to hang
aman on, though it has been dove in many
And Araby's or Eden’s bowers cases.
a youngster of 12 or 14, in which my
But, for us a legacy of delight ; for bim | father, who was a leading criminal lawyer,
there isno more of sorrow. Why skould | defended a man who was hanged on merely
‘we spin out this Ecclesiastes psge lorger? | circumstantial evidence. The facts were
“‘The glory dies not, and the grief is past.” | as follows: Liviog just in the edge of our
Just before Scott's departure for Ihly, town was a man of wealth, who had a
Wordsworth and his daughter vitited him grand house, oocupicd only by himself and
at Abbotsford. Ona Monday of the su- | servants.
tumn of 1831 the two poetic travellers ap- | ahout how rich he was and what large
peared, and thus the elder has spoken of | sums of money he always kept near him,
his decsyed brother minstrel: ‘‘How eadly | but he was never disturbed until one night
changed did I find him from the man I had | skortly after midnight, there was a temiffic | Chamo
feen 80 healthy, gay and hopeful & few | disturbance in the old bouse, accompanied
years before. The inmates and guests we | by pistol shots, and when the people who
found there were Sir Walter, Major Soott, | ceme to see what the matter was got m
Anvie Scott and Mr. and Mrs. Lockhart, { they found the owner desd withs bullet
through his eye, and the butler, with his
lan, the painter, and Mr. Laidlaw. In the | hands full of jewelry and watches, lying in
Mr. and Mrs. Liddell rang, and Mrs. | the doorway of the old gentleman's room,
Lookhart chanted old ballads on her harp; | with a bullet somewhere in his head, but
and Mr. Allan, hanging over the back of 8 | he wasn't dead. .

acted old stories 0- | * “He noticed that his master's door was | 40
orous way. With this exhibition and his | partly open at the far end of the hall, and
dsughter’s singing Sir Walter was much | hurried toward 1. A-hlpprudndilh

poet rcphed somwlm udly in words that

cure all ailmeénts that are the

ractures, gout, headache, lu
soreness, nervous hend-che, plﬂ.
toothache, tonsilitis, wis

bocim: bites, burns, bruises, bronchitis, colds,
fnm?:fm eol c.cnmpl. cholern-morbu, dlphthdh. :: :llcl?rﬂ': Vofm ti. o

here,
nd w) oopg;'me"gh rh_‘e‘ﬂmﬂsm. ity

Cures Every Form of Inflammation.
lt'll nated in 1810, by the late Dr. A. Johumaan old luhhnmédl, ‘noble hearted

result rritation nflammation; r.huell as
roal b
, lame back, side, neek lll\llllﬂl.‘.l:::lcﬂ:l:
sprains, stiff joints,

e great vital _muscle nervine,

lndbvvdem 'I’M 1 all i

from the blood. Dellmte vo’mn find ulle! from
using them. Price 36c; five §1. Sold everywhere,

I have used r ohnm’n Anod, Lini-
ment for more mn fty years in mg'uf:mlly

¢Best Liver Pill Made.”
Parsons Pills| s mamt s
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i
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Qur Book «Trea Dissases” Mailed Free.
Drigkists. L & Jebnson g oo, Besines Mese

hesrd hs master speak to some one ssking
who was there, and with that there wasa
pistol shot, and he jumped into tke room,
grabbing a burglar as he did so, and at
the same time getling a shot in the head
from hu master's pistol. Beyond that he

d nothing more. His story was

W h had h i *When
Iam there [in Italy] although *tis fair,

interview and parting' Wordworth after-
words embodied in the latest, and least
postical, of his yarrow poems:
The gallant youth, who may have gained
Or secks a “winsome Marrow,”
‘Was but an infant in the lap
‘When first I looked on Yarrow;
Once more, by Newark’s Castle.gate
Long left without a warder,
1 stood, looked, listened, and with thee,
Great Minstiel of the Border!
Grave thoughts ruled wide on that sweet day
Their dignity installing
Ia gentle bosoms, while sere leaves
‘Were on the bough, or falling;
But breeses played, and sunshine gleamed—
The forest to embolden;
Reddened the flery, hues, and shot .
Transparence thro’ the golden*.
For busy thoughts the stream flowed on
In foamy agitation; .
And slept in many s crystal pool
For quiet contemplation :
No public and no private care
The freeborn mind enthralling,
‘We made a day of happy hoars,
Oar happy days recalling.
For thee, O Seott! compelled to change
Green Eildon-hill and Cheviot :
For warm Vesuvio’s breesy waves;
My classic Fancy, link'ng
‘With native ¥ancy her fresh aid,
Preserve thy heart from sihking!
O! while they minister to thee,
Each vying with the other,
May health return to mellow Age,
‘With strength, her venturous brother;
And Tiber, and each brook and il
Renowned in song and story,
With unimagined beauty shipe,
Nor lose one ray of glory !

# * * The circumstan:e, and his emotion

Bug if these lines bespeak the warning

Into the land of the Departed—
Into the Silent Land !

—PasTor FELIX,

CIRCUMSTANTIAL BVIDENCE.

Man to the Gallows,
““Speaking of circumstantial] evidence,”

I can recall an instance when I was

There were various stories

generally dnheheved for there was mo
evidence of any other person in the houte
with evil designs, and all the plunder that
he had not caught in his hands was lying | me
on the floor about him, so that there was
no apparent resson why a burglar should
be there,;, All the doors were found locked
by those who came in response to the
alarm, and there was absolutely no signs
of any burgletizing from the outside.

His revolver lay by his side and as far
as could be seen the whole story was told
right there. The butler, who hed been in
the house only about six ‘monthe, had at-
tempted to rob his master, bad been caught
in the act and shot, but bad killed the old
man in the fight. That was the only trans-
Iation of it, and there was no other tor
several days, because the butler had a very
serious wound and was delirious for & week.
However it was not fatal, as as soon as he
was himself he made a statement to the eff-
ect that he had bten awakened in the
night by footsteps and had taken his pistol,
‘which had only two loads in it, out, of five,
and gone down into the hall below to see
what the noise was.

“‘Another strorg pomt vu that the
bullet which was found in the butler’s
head exactly fitted the pistol ot his. mpur,
showing conclusively that it was the mast-
er and not the burglar who shot him.. This

took charge of it, and the mwu finally
hanged.

*‘A yesrlater s byrglar way ghq «bl 3
policeman jn the .city ngapest, d
he confessed on his deﬂhbo(‘ln ”bo
was the murderer of our rich' man. He
bad hidden in the house early in the
evening, had collected all he could of
jewelry and other portable valuables and
was about gLeuinf out when ke was
caught by t d gentleman and the
butler, and that the butler had got the
bullet intended for him, as he bad run into
the room just s the old man fired. Droj
ping everyth'ng in his sudden l\u-pnn. U]

was the condition of affairs when my father |’

. False Economy.

Iu many forms of advertising one notices
how good idess are sometimes spoilt by
parsimony. A booklet is got out in & cheap
style, and is simply thrown away as soon
88, or even before, it is looked at, whereas
just a little more expense would have made
it one hundred per cent. more attractive,
and consequently, more useful. Space is
taken in & newspaper whose chief recom-

mendation is cheapness of price rather than
its cnrz:}ln::n or e power.
meﬂad whc:g': hundred would have
oonobnckmﬂ:lntcr«t  and 20 on through
all the details of advertising.

Painting!

That well-known Pamterfand
Decorator,

cornelnus Callacher

is prepared to take orders for

Painting and  Deco:

Work guaranteed to be satis-
and prices reasonable.

CoORNELIUS GALLAGHER, 99 St. Patrick St

rushed downstairs and hid in the
from where he had chppod out as the front
door was opened. In the he
was not observed, and he got away without
apy trouble at lll as the nearness to the
city made strmgerl so common that their
'll never
be in tavor of tlw duth penalty on circum-
stantial evidence. Even lynch law is less
unjust,” and the writer felt that the attorney
was more than balf right.— Washington
Evening Star.

Stunning Posters—Do you OCollect?

The fad for collecting posters may be
only & passing whim, bntp?t is cerh&ly

very active craza )m:t now and advertisers
seem vieingjwith each otber to see who can
get out the most artistic and yet striking

to call attention to their wares.
And there is unqnuhoubl & great deal
of art displayed in many of the sheets which

enliven the bill boatds nowadays, making
it easy to understand that a good collection
would have much interest to the owner, A
really good poster, to be s success either
in tho eyes of the advertiser or the collect-
or, must have individuality to
attract the attention of cnq pnnr Y, the
colors mnst ke p ly harm:
the poses graceful, and (tho’ !hu matters
not to the collector) there must be some
sppropriateness and conmnection with tln
or event:d ldvoru«tll' Am
st M- up recently is the * nbu
N is uoique and attractive
wilh its lngln, blcndm' colors and graceful

tucandlm -
:::tbyium:{:u H

o about its hdn;lolkwod-hmly
equally fine design prepared in
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Somethmg to give
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Have a large stock of Silver Novelj
ties, suitable for small presents,

For Summer Wear

Belts, Buckles, Blouse Sets, Belt Pins,
Garters, etc.

For Dresaing 'I'ublo:
Manicure Sets, Button hoon, Hair Pin
Brushes, Trinket
'.l‘uyl, Jewel Boxu. Dnhl Floss
H m Perfume Bottles, Hand Mir
rors,

For Gentlemen :

meu Combs, iy
Renr =
P 1
&~
n-am US A OALL .oy of

Choicest Liquors.

h‘l\:v:rymhud-uh -rht can always
and good imported Clgars.

For Bale at Reasousble Prices by
THOMAS L. BOURKE].
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" With Choice M.B'mp-
Cherry Ripe Peach,
Red Messinia Orange,
Strawberry, Raspberry,
i - Lemon, Plnoapph

Cool Soda Water_»‘_
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