
POETRY.
THE SIN OF OMISSION.

It isn’t the thing you do, dear,
It's the thing you’ve left undone, 

Which gives yon a bit of a heartache 
At the setting of the sun.

The tender word forgotten,
The letter you did not write,

'The flower you might have sent, dear, 
Are your haunting ghosts to-night.

The stone you might have lifted 
Out of a brother’s way,

The bit of lieartsome counsel 
You were hurried too much to say ; 

The loving touch of the hand, dear, 
The gentle and windsome tone,

That you had no time nor thought for, 
With troubles enough of your own.

The little acts of kindness,
So easily out of mind ;

These chances to be angels 
Which every mortal finds —

They come in night and silence — 
Each chill, reproachful wraith — 

When hope is faint and flagging,
And a blight has dropped on faith.

For life is all too short, dear,
And sorrow is all too great,

To suffer our slow compassion,
That tarries until too late.

And it’s not the thing you do, dear, 
It’s the thing you leave undone, 

Which gives you the bit of heartache 
At the setting of the sun.

SELECT STORY.

HER UNRULY TONGUE.
“ Look you, Miss Palmer ! If you stick 

yourself in the way again when Mr. Allen 
is here you’ll be likely to get your walk
ing-papers! Don’t flatter yourself with 
the idea that you are a necessary fixture 
here. Because your father happened to 
be my father’s cousin is no reason
why you should put on airs.----- Don’t
answer me ! I only ask you to keep out 
of my way, and especially do you keep 
out of Mr. Allen’s way. There ! Go ! - 
You know what I mean.”

•And with this Irene Mintura swept 
proudly on her way, thereby running into 
the arms of her mother, who had entered 
the room while she had been speaking. x

Irene Minturn was a young lady of 
two-and-twenty ; tall and shapely, — she 
loved to fancy herself queenly, — with a 
face certainly handsome ; hair dark and 
glossy ; eyes large and full, with a fiery 
snap in their changeful lights ; the other 
features of statuesque regularity ; the one 
prominent characteristic present in every 
look and every tone being pride. .

Her mother was a small meek-faced 
woman, proud of her queenly daughter, 
and by her governed in many things.

Lizzie Palmer—just now called Miss 
Palmer by Irene, — was a blue-eyed, 
golden-haired girl of nineteen, rather be
low the medium height of a woman, but 
of perfect form, light and graceful, with 
bounding health and vigor in every mo
tion and in every tone, as well as in the 
hearty ring of her genuine laughter. Her 
face was a study. An artist looking for 
some special type of beauty for his canvas 
— if he sought only beauty, — would never 
select her ; but if he wanted a face for a 
Pandora, thinking more of character than 
of outlined beauty, or did he seek a face 
that should typify love, to be loved in re
turn, then he would have looked no 
further.

Lizzie was a sort of Cinderella in the 
merchant’s family. In the other years 
when she had been but a child, her 
father had been Mr. Mintum’s partner in 
business. They were own cousins —
Minturn and Palmer,—and had entered 
into business on equal footing. At the 
end of a dozen years they had failed, but 
the failure was not at all disgraceful. The 
failure of Western firms, deeply indebted 
to them, had brought them down, and 
forced them to make the best settlement 
they could, and they had been able to 
offer a settlement that was accepted ; so 
that they were once again clear and free 
to enter into busines in their own names.

The shock of the failure, however, had 
proved too much for Thomas Palmer.
Never very strong, the shame and chagriiU-^ w“ ™ 6earch of ^'th
on account of the business mllsnse ™ a health’ alae ! wh,ch he wa8 never moreon account of the business collapse had so 
far worked upon his sensitive nature that 
his life paid the penalty. He passed away 
while the plans for renewal of business 
were being discussed, and on his dying' 
bed he had left one solemn trust to his 
old friend and partner—and that was 
his child, Lizzie, then ten years of age. 
His wife had been dead four years, at 
that 'time and his darling daughter was 
all he had left on earth, of his own kith 
and kin, to love. Almost the last words 
he had spoken to his partner were those 
that had placed Lizzie in his charge.

And Minturn had promised, solemnly, 
that he would not fail to watch over her.

So Thomas Palmer had died content. 
He had left his child in hands that he be
lieved could not fail ; and he had no more 
to ask.

Nine years had passed away since that 
time. James Minturn went into the new 
business very shortly after the death of 
his former partner, and he has been pros
pered in every way. In short, he has be
come a wealthy man. But — how has he 
kept the faith with Thomas Palmer? 
How do we find the child that the dying 
father left in his care and keeping ?

Still, if there has been a failure, the 
blame may not all be laid upon him. He 
has but little to do with his home. Nor 
can the blame be laid upon his wife, for 
she is naturally a good-hearted woman, 
and would have treated Lizzie as a child 
of her own, had not her own child pre
vented.

Aye —her own child —Irene Minturn. 
Upon her shoulders must rest the blame 
for Lizzie’s treatment and we are forced 
to declare that the treatment had not been 
what Thomas Palmer had supposed it 
would be. Lizzie Palmer knew very well 
what Mr. Minturn had promised her 
father, she remembered how the strong, 
well merchant had held her in his arms, 
and kissed her, and promised to make her 
life pleasant, so far as he could. And she 
knew how the promise had failed of its 
fulfilment, but she had no blame in her 
heart for Mr. Minturn. In short, and of 
truth, she blamed nobody. She sorrowed 
in her sufferings, and pitied Irene for the 
smallness of her nature and the hardness 
of her heart. She knew that Irene’s jeal
ous disposition was the source of all her 
trouble, and she felt that she would rather 
bear what she was called upon to bear 
than to carry in her bosom the feelings 
that prompted her foster-sister.

We saw Irene stumble into her mother’s 
arms.

“ Oh, my child ! my child ! ” the mother 
cried when the other girl had disappeared 
“ why will you not curb that unruly tongue 
of yours? Why should you speak to Liz
zie in that manner? Since when you 
have come to call her ‘ Miss Palmer ? ’ 
Irene, as sure as you live, evil, and only 
evil, can come of such a tongue. You 
know that Lizzie would not willingly 
cross your path in any way.”

“ Mamma, I wish yon wouldn’t preach 
I shall talk to Lizzie Palmer just as she 
deserves. Why did she stick herself into 
Charles Allen’s way last evening?”

“ ïrene,” pleaded the mother, with all 
the persuasion she could command. “ I

and you know it When she came into 
the hall last evening she had no idea that 
she would meet Charles Allen there. In 
fact, I do not think she knew he was in 
the house.” ,

“Oh, you needn’t tell me that! You 
don’t know how much duplicity the little 
minx can carry beneath that pink-and- 
white complexion of hers. Mamma, don’t 
you want me to marry Charles Allen ? "

“ My dear child,” the mother replied 
with extraordinary energy, “ that event is 
the dearest wish of my life. When I can 
see you the willing wife of Charles Allen 
I shall be content, so far as your earthly 
interests are concerned. I do not think 
of his wealth of gold and silver — 
though it is far, far beyond the wealth 
of your father — so much as I do of his 
wealth of mind, of character, his stand
ing in society, and his good name where 
ever he is known. My daughter, I can
not tell you how anxious I am that you 
should be his wife, but” —and here Mrs. 
Minturn laid a finger upon her daughter’s 
lips, with a significant shake of the head, 
as she proceeded — “ Irene, should Cha.les 
Allen once hear that tongue of yours as I 
heard it but a few minutes since he would 
turn from you in fear and trembling.”

At this the girl laughed — a noisy, grat
ing laugh — and with a snap of her fingers, 
she waltzed away, singing :

“I’ll not marry you, my pretty maid.
Nobody asked you to, sir, she said.”

While her mother, with another sad and 
dispirited shake of the head, went her 
way.

“ My dear young lady, what is the mat
ter? Have you met with an accident? 
Can I assist you in any way ? ”

Lizzie Palmer was sitting in the small, 
vine clad arbor, in the garden, weeping 
bitterly, when the words fell upon her 
ear, and on looking up she beheld Charles 
Allen.

“ No, no,” she answered, as soon as she 
could sufficiently control her emotions, “ I 
have met with no accident. I am very 
foolish, — I was thinking — thinking,— 
and—O! forget it sir. There! I will 
weep no more.”

Instead of going away, however, the 
young man sat down by her side. No 
wonder was it that Irene Minturn wanted 
him for her husband, and we cannot won
der that her mother had praised him, for 
he was, truly, all that the most fastidious 
maiden could have desired in a partner 
for life. He was five-and-twenty years of 
age, toll and symmetrical of form, with 
dark gray eyes, brilliant and expressive, 
and a face of the very highest type of 
beauty. His father, dying, had left him 
not only in possession of a large fortune, 
but of a large and flourishing business 
as well, a business which was prospering 
more and more under his care and super
vision. He was known to be the very 
soul of honor, and honorable men loved 
to deal with him.

“ Pardon me, Miss Palmer, for the liber
ty I have taken, but I saw you come into 
the garden, and having an earnest desire 
to ask you a few questions, I seized this 
opportunity. Am I pardoned?”

She looked up into his frank, manly face, 
and the smile she there met called an an
swering smile from herself, a smile that 
wreathed her ruby lips and danced bright
ly in her azure eyes. The smile was par
don enough, and he went on :

“ I wanted to ask you if you were ever 
with your father spending a time, a few 
weeks, perhaps, at the old Fabyan House, 
near the foot of Mount Washington ? ”

A surprised look came into the girl’s 
beautiful face.

“ Yes,” she said quickly. “It was the 
last place I ever went away with my papa. 
He went to that mountain region hoping 
to benefit his health, but, alas ! it did not 
save him.” A brief pause, and then she 
added :

“ O, yes I remember it well. I was al
most ten years old.”

“ And have you forgotten the tearing, 
noisy boy who tried to teach you how to 
ride one of those mountain ponies? ”

A bright light flashed across Lizzie’s 
face. Aye, she remembered it perfectly. 
She gave a searching glance into the face 
of her companion and said :

“ Oh, it comes back to me now. Yes, 
and you were the boy of that time ! ”

“Yes. I was there with my father, 
and he, too, was there in search of health,

to regain.”
It was a pleasant chat followed. Allen 

had forgotten the name of the bright-eyed, 
sunny-faced little girl with whom he had 
enjoyed so much at the mountains, but 
the first time he saw her face in Mr. Min
tum’s he had been wonderfully impressed 
by it.

“And,” he said, “last evening when I 
met you in the hall a second time the full 
remembrance came to me, and I resolved 
to know the truth.”

Then he explained further how he had 
chanced to see her in the garden at this 
present time. He had called to speak 
with Miss Minturn about a party which 
they were to attend that evening.

“ I had done my errand," he went on, 
“ and in passing the door opening on to 
the rear piazza, I thought I would slip 
out into the garden and pluck a rose-bud 
for my buttonhole. I did so, and saw you, 
and I am thankful that I came. I love to 
cherish the blessed memories of child
hood, and surely the memory we have re
vived is a pleasant one.”

Before he went away he found a pretty 
rose-bud, which he persuaded Lizzie to 
pin into his button-hole. If her hand 
trembled while she did it we cannot won
der.

A week later, on the seventh day after 
meeting in the garden, just as the shades 
of evening were falling, Charles Allen and 
Lizzie Palmer again met in the great hall. 
He had just come from the drawing-room 
where he had been conferring with Mrs. 
Minturn and Irene about the opera, to 
which he hqd promised to take them, and 
when he had taken his hat from the tree 
the thought struck him that there was 
light enough left in the garden to enable 
him to select a rose-bud — he was a dear 
lover of roses — and he had turned to the 
rear door for that purpose just as she, 
coming from the kitchen below, had ar
rived at that point.

He was evidently surprised upon be
holding this young lady — an adopted 
daughter of the wealthy merchant— 
habited in a garb of toil, like any common 
servant-girl. He knew the whole story of 
her adoption by Mr. Minturn, as that man 
himself had told it ; and he knew a cer
tain fact which, perhaps, Mr. Minturn 
would not have told him. He knew that 
there had been paid into Mintum’s hands, 
since Mr. Palmer’s death, more than ten 
thousand dollars on account of the old 
firm. So he wondered at seeing the 
beautiful young girl in the garb of a 
Cinderella.

Presently Irene came out into the hall, 
and found Lizzie standing there, with 
tears trickling down her cheeks.

“Ha ! Didn’t I hear you speaking with 
Mr. Allen?”

The poor girl’s look, as she wiped away 
her tears, was answer enough.

“And what are you snivelling at? 
What are you crying about? ”

“ 0 ! Irene," the girl exclaimed, with a 
burst of anguish, “ it cut me deeply to 
have Mr. Allen find me in this garb of 
drudgery, at this hour of the day ! ”

“Baggage! Sneaking, good-for-nothing 
pauper ! What did I tell you ? There !me persuasion sue cornu cvuuuauu. x pauper i nuu uiu r len your mere:

would not uphold Lizzie in any wrong, I Take that ! I’ll teach you to lie in wait

for that man every time he comes here.” 
And as she spoke, she gave the shrinking 
girl a blow upon the cheek, with the flat 
of her hand, that staggered her.

At that moment Mrs. Minturn came out 
and Lizzie flew away to her own chamber, 
leaving mother and daughter to them
selves.

But there had been another witness of 
the scene. Charles Allen had found his 
rose, and on his way back, he reached the 
piazza, when glancing through the glass 
door, he had seen Irene come out from 
the rear drawing-room. At sight of her 
he stopped, simply to wait until she had 
passed, and thus he was an unwilling 
witness to the scene that followed. Re
alizing then that Irene believed him to 
be gone, and with no heart to meet any 
one of the family, he slipped back into 
the garden, and made his exit by scaling 
the wall.

That evening Charles Allen came, with 
his own carriage, and accompanied Mrs. 
Minturn and Irene to the opera, but it 
was a chilling, comfortless affair. He was 
suffering all that disgust and bitterness 
can cause a man to suffer, while they were 
deepley ruffled in spirit by a remember- 
ance of the passage in the hall.

On the next day Charles Allen called 
upon Mr. Minturn, at his counting-house, 
and asked for a private conference. 
With the dqors closed, and the keys 
turned in the locks, he told the old 
merchant that any thought of marriage 
between himself and Irene must be for
ever put away. And then, to the disap
pointed, chagrined man, he told, frankly 
his story, told how he had for a long time 
feared that Irene’s unruly tongue would 
make him miserable if she were his wife, 
and, then, of the scene which he had 
witnessed on the previous evening.

At first Mr. Minturn was inclined to be 
angry, but the young man’s manner was 
so digniflèd,^ and so entirely manly, so 
calm, and, moreover, there was so much 
of right on his side, that he could not do 
else than bow in humble submission. 
There was a lengthy conversation, but 
what was its sum and substance. Finally 
something that fell from Allen’s lips 
caused the old merchant to look up with a 
start.

“ Ah ! Do you think of looking to 
Lizzie Ffelmer for her hand in marriage ?”

The young man raised himself proudly 
erect as he answered :

“Yes sir, if she will have me. But the 
thought never occurred to me, not a 
shadow of such a possibility, until since 
the event of the past evening.”

“ You have ftiought rapidly, it seems 
to me!” Minturn said, with a spice of 
irony in look and tone.

“ Thoughts, Mr. Minturn are the crea
tures of a moment. But I must tell you, I 
have known that young lady longer than 
you think. I spent two or three weeks in 
her society, at the White Mountains, nine 
years ago. That was shortly before her 
father’s death.”

But little more was said, when Charles 
Allen arose and took his hat. He stood 
for a moment, hat in hand, and then 
rested a finger upon his friend’s shoulder.

11 Mr. Minturn, as yet I have spoken no 
word to Miss Palmer of that which we 
have spoken, but I shall do so, and I shall 
look to you to protect her from suffering 
on my account. You know what I mean. 
And, sir, one word more.” His voice 
sank to a whisper as he added :

“If you have any business matters to 
settle with Miss Palmer — matters relat
ing to the business of yourself and her 
father— you will find it very much easier 
to settle with my wife, than with any one 
else!”

And with this he left the counting- 
room, left thç old merchant looking like a 
man who had been stricken a heavy 
blow.

Mr. Minturn went to his home that 
evening sober and thoughtful. His wife 
and daughter asked him what was the 
matter, but he would not tell them. 
Later, however, he let fall the remark — 
something had been said about Lizzie 
Palmer, and Irene had spoken of her as 
one who had lived upon their charity :

“ Hush ! ” he said, raising his hand 
warningly. “ Over and above all claims 
upon Lizzie Palmer for moneys expended 
in her behalf, I am indebted to her more 
than ten thousand dollars, money that 
would have been her father’s had he lived. 
Let me hope that you will not make her 
uncomfortable. ' It would come hard upon 
me should I be called upon to pay it over 
to her that sum at the present time.”

This was on the evening of Thursday. 
On the evening of the next day Mrs. 
Minturn and Irene were out on a visiting 
expedition. Charles Allen called and 
asked to see Miss Palmer. She came to 
him in the drawing room.

A great deal was said on that occasion. 
Charles told her over again the story of 
those happy weeks at the White 
Mountains and by and by he took from 
his bosom a faded rose-bud, the rose
bud which she had pinned into the 
button-hole of his coat in the garden, and 
he frankly confessed that while she had 
been pinning it there the feeling had come 
to him that the love of the boy was be
ing renewed in a deeper and more signifi
cant love. • And shall we wonder that he 
drew a confession from her very nearly 
like unto it ?

Suffice it to say, at the end of an hour 
her head was pillowed upon his bosom, 
his strong arms holding her fast, love con
fessed and troth plighted.

On the Sunday evening following Mr. 
Minturn came into the drawing-room 
where his wife and daughter were sitting. 
As he sank into his great easy-chair he 
said, his voice tinged with both bitterness 
and pain :

“Well Irene, that ugly disposition of 
yours, manifest in an unruly tongue, has 
frightened away another lover. I have 
just given to Charles Allen the hand of my 
ward — Lizzie Palmer.”

Irene shut her teeth and clenched her 
hands. The blow was terrible, but she 
would not acknowledge it. The name of 
Lizzie Palmer was upon her lips, coupled 
with something that sounded very much 
like a curse.

“ No, no,” said her mother, resolutely. 
“ Do not blame Lizzie. It was yourself 
that drove away a very jewel among men. 
Ah that unruly tongue ! ”

WHERE PEANUTS COME FROM.
All the peanuts raised in this country 

are consumed in the United States except 
a few exported to Canada. None are im
ported. The distributing points are Nor
folk, Petersburg and Smithfield, Va., in 
the east, where some eight or ten estab
lishments are located. Cincinnati, Evans
ville and St. Louis are distributing centres 
in the west. St. Louis as a peanut market 
is a growth of the last seven years, but al 
most the whole northern and northwest
ern trade is supplied from here, one dealer 
alone handling from 40,000 to 50,000 bags, 
or 300,000 bushels, every year. This is 
about one-third of the whole crop#-St. 
Louis Post-Dispatch.

PILES I PILES I ITCHING PILES.
Symptoms *- Moisture ; intense itching 

and stinging; most at night; worse by 
scratching. I f allowed to continue tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be
coming very sore. Swaynb’s Ointment 
stops the itching and bleeding, heals ul
ceration, and in most cases removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 50 
ents. Dr. Swanye & Son, Philadelphia.

THE PRINCE’S COURTSHIP.
▲ Romantic Courtship.

A story is related, on creditable author
ity, of the manner in which the heir 
apparent tosthe throne of England first 
heard of the charms of the Prince of 
Denmark’s daughter.

Prince Albert Edward chanced, so it is 
said, to be whiling away part of a long 
summer afternoon with two or three con
genial spirits, young men of rank and 
position near enough to his own to make 
even discussions on domestic questions 
possible, and the matrimonial outlook for 
one of the party was brought up. Colonel 
------- drew from his pocket the photo
graph, as he supposed, of his financée, to 
show it proudly to his companions.

But instead .of Lady------- ’s likeness
there appeared a rather poorly taken carte 
de visite of the most charming girl the 
prince’s eyes had ever rested upon — a 
girl wearing a simple little white gown 
and loose white jacket, with a black vel
vet ribbon circling her throat, and her 
hair smoothed back from her brow, leav
ing the beautiful young face to be admired 
for itself alone.

The eyes and lips seemed to be smiling 
at the prince, who gazed at the picture, 
demanding to know who in the" world 
this lovely “ country girl ” might be.

“ The daughter of the prince of Den
mark,” was the answer, and, naturally 
enough, the carte de visite changed 
owners.

The prince showed it that evening to a 
confidential friend—one \who knew of 
the matrimonial designs ntitiie Queen for 
the Prince of Wales, a GrfjP|ftrm one of 
the well known German hSilses having 
been selected. The quaint little photo
graph had not left the prince’s keeping 
when a few days later he again, and quite 
by chance, encountered at the house of a 
certain Duchess the same noble young 
face, this time exquisitely painted in 
miniature, the property of a lady who had 
just returned from Denmark.

However the matter was Contrived I 
cannot say, but certain it is that the Ger
man alliance was frowned down, and the 
prince’s confidential friend was despatched 
to Denmark to report truly on the prince’s 
daughter. The confidential messenger had 
his credentials for the court of Denmark, 
but there was nothing about him to sug
gest his peculiar and romantic mission.

He found at Copenhagen the simplest 
sort of a royal family — a prince who lived 
in a very plain sort of dwelling, on an 
income which was less than that of many 
country gentlemen in England. On being 
invited to dine at the modest little “ pal
ace," the English courtier was presented 
to the most beautiful girl in Europe, who 
wore her gown" of simple white muslin 
and a wreath of flowers as royally as 
though they were the velvet and the 
crown which later would be hers, yet who 
was as simple in manner as though she 
had indeed been the little “ country girl ” 
for whom the prince had at first taken 
her.

Here was a mission worth carrying to a 
successful issue. Whatever the Danish 
princess suspected, it is certain that the 
agent of the anxious young gentleman at 
Windsor lost no time in reporting to his 
master Alexandra’s bewitching loveliness 
of person ; and he could conscientiously 
add to it a most favorable account of her 
accomplishments—for the prince of Den
mark, unable .to give his daughters any 
splendor in their lives, had seen to it that 
their education was such as befitted the 
rank he well knew would one day be 
offered royal girls of such surpassing 
loveliness.

“ I had to learn,” the princess remarked 
once to a friend of the writer, “ we were 
always told that it was necessary.” But 
there had been few of the restrictions 
common to royal households in the simple 
Danish menage.

It is rather odd to note how very little 
stir the formal offer of the hand of the 
heir apparent, to the throne of England 
made in the prince of Denmark’s house
hold. Alexandra herself was the least 
fluttered by it; And when all arrange
ments were made, the royal sisters sat 
down, like any pair of girls in humble 
life, to work away at the trousseau of the 
bride. Meanwhile, preparations of un
limited splendor were made in England 
for the marriage of the Prince of Wales.

The unassuming little household of the 
prince of Denmark was aroused to much 
excitement over the fact that the entire 
family were to visit England on this great 
occasion. When the yacht containing 
the Danish royal family pntered English 
waters and neared the shores of -her royal 
lover’s country, the scene whibh met the 
young girl’s eyes fairly dazzled her with 
its splendor.

Never, so it is said, had there been any
thing so sumptuous as the preparations for 
her reception. It seemed as though the 
whole nation had swarmed into public 
view, so crowded were the thoroughfares, 
the country-side, and the shores which 
greeted the eyes of the Danish girl, whose 
new dignity seemed to have acquired 
something positively spectacular in the 
splendor with which the people set it 
forth.

Early in the day, sixty young ladies, 
attired in red and white colors of Den
mark, assembled at the wharves, to strew 
flowers beneath the feet of the prince’s 
bride. The moment the yacht came in 
view Rearing its precious freight, the air 
was rent with cheers, at which, so relates 
a lady in the party, Alexandra turned pale 
with excitement and clung to her mother, 
hardly knowing what to do or say in 
answer to the wild tumult of the people.

Those upon the shore saw a pretty 
sight — a timid, girlish figure, dressed 
entirely in white, who appeared on the 
deck at her mother’s side, then returning 
to the cabin, was first seen at one window 
then at another, the bewitching face 
framed in a little white bonnet—the work 
of her own hands — and which.it may be 
remarked, had to be replaced at Gravesend 
for something more suited to the bride of 
the Prince of Wales.

The prince’s yacht approached that of 
his bride, the gangway was thrown down, 
and immediately he was seen by all those 
thousands to rush across it, and, waiting 
for no formal word of greeting, and to the 
delight of the on-lookers, caught the 
princess in his arms and kissed her, 
“just,” as an honest Yorkshireman said 
to me in describing the scene, “as though 
she were any other lass.”

AN EXPLANATION NEEDED.
Young Hankinson (making a call)— 

“ You have that parrot a long time, Miss 
Laura?”

Miss Laura—“Yes, we have bad him 
several years."

“ Quite intelligent, is he not ?”
“Very. He can imitate almost any 

thing.”
“ They have a remarkably clever, parrot 

over at the Casterlins’, Miss Laura. It 
can imitate the sound of a kiss to perfec
tion. Is that among the accomplishments 
of our feathered friend here in the 
comer?”

(Indignantly)—“ No, sir. He does not 
attempt an imitation of a sound he is not 
accustomed to hear, Mr. Hankinson.”

The parrot—“ Wait, George, dear, till I 
take this parrot out of the room."

Cholera morbus and diarrhoea yield to 
Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment taken often 
internally. —

HOW JAPANESE SMOKE.

They Uee Small Pipe», Which Hold 
Enough for Only One Whiff.

,To be quite Japanese we will begin by 
taking from our girdle the little brass 
pipes and silken tobacco bags, filling the 
kiseru, and inhaling one or two fragrant 
whiffs of the delicate Japanese tobacco, 
writes Edwin Arnold in Scribner’s. In 
their use of the nicotian herb, as in very 
many other things, the Japanese display 
a supreme refinement. The rudest coolie, 
the coarsest farm laborer, equally with 
^he lady of rank, the pretty geisna, and 
the minister of state, is content with this 
tiny pipe which does not hold enough to 
make even queen Mab sneeze. They 
stuff a little rolled pill of the fine-cut 
leaf into a bowl smaller than the smallest 
acorn cup, thrust it in the glowing char
coal and inhale deep into the lungs just 
one fragrant whiff of the blue smoke, 
which they expel by mouth and nostrils. 
Then they shake out the little burning 
plug into the bamboo receptacle and load 
up again for a second ippuku ; valuing 
only the first sweet purity of the lighted 
luxury, and always wondering how he 
can smoke a great pipeful to the “ bitter 
end,” or suck for half an hour at a huge 
Havana pure. “ Kiseru no shita ni doku 
arimas!”they say—“At the bottom of 
a pipe there lives poison.” Much fancy 
and fashion are displayed in the appur
tenances of the pipe. Ladies carry them 
in little, long, embroidered silk cases, 
with silken pouches attached, fastened by 
an ivory, bronze, silver or jewelled clasp. 
Men wear, stuck in their girdles, a pipe- 
sheath of carved ivory, bone or bamboo ; 
and the pipe itself may be a small, com
mon-place article of reed and brass, or an 
exquisite object in bronze, silver or gold, 
worked up with lovely ornament in 
lacquer or enamel.
NOT TO BE TAKEN IN TWICE.
A young gentleman who lately left his 

home, having exhausted his credit, tele
graphed to his parente : “ Your son was 
killed this morning by a falling chimney. 
What shall we do with the remains ? ”

In reply a cheque was sent for £20, 
with the request, “bury them.” The 
young gentleman pocketed the money 
and had an elaborate spree.

When in a condition for writing he 
sent his father the following note : “ I 
have just learned that an infamous scoun
drel named Barker has sent you a ficti
tious account of my death, and swindled 
you out of £20. He also borrowed £10 of 
me and left the colony. I write to in
form you that I am still alive, and long to 
see you again. I am in somewhat re
duced circumstances, and if you could 
only spare me £20 I would be ever so 
thankful for your favor. Give my love 
to all.”

A few days later the young man re- 
‘ ceived the following dignified letter from 
his outraged parent: “My dear son,—I 
have buried you once, and that is the end 
of it. I decline to have any transaction 
with a ghost. Yours in the flesh,— 
Father.

IT WAS ON THE DRUMMER.
A Griswold street tailor was talking to 

a drummer when a nice looking young 
man came in and after a few minutes ex
amination oT the goods he ordered a suit 
of clothes and left.

“ Nice young man,” said the tailor.
“Looks like it," observed the drummer.
“ I make all his clothes,” continued the 

tailor.
“ Good pay ? ” inquired the drummer.
“ Never pays for anything,” said the 

tailor.
“ What in thunder do you want to let 

him beat you for. ”
“ I don’t.
“ How do you get your pay.”
“ His father pays for him.”
“ What a chump the old . man must be. 

Who is he ? ” *
“ I am.”
The drummer thought it was time to 

go then ; but the tailor insisted on the 
drinks and then ordered a very nice little 
bill at sixty days.

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrit lias been 
nsed by millions of mothers for their 
children while teething. If disturbed 
at night and broken of rest by a sick 
child crying with pain of Cutting Teeth 
send at once and get a bottle of “Mrs. 
Winslow's Soothing Syrup” for Children 
Teething. It will relieve the poor little 
sufferer immediately. Depend upon it 
mothers, there is no mstake about it. It 
cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach and 
Bowels, cures Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 
and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 
the taste. The prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurses 
in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 
per bottle by all druggists throughout the 
world. Be sure and ask for “Mrs. Wins
low’s Soothino Syrup.

A COOL TRAPEZE PERFORMER.
In Geneva, at a circus, a trapeze per

former, Mlle. Mathilde, astonished the 
natives every night by her performances 
with a youth of about 17, high up in the 
air. One evening this youth, by his own 
carelessness, slipped from the hands of the 
girl, who hung by her knees." A cry of 
horror rose from the audience, when she 
luckily caught him with her teeth by the 
embroidery over the breast of his tights. 
She pulled him up into a sitting position 
on the trapeze, then boxed his ears vigor
ously and made him go through the per
formance again —this time without fault. 
— Chicago Herald.

MUCH BETTER,
Thank You!

THIS IS THE UNIVERSAL TESTI
MONY of those itho have suffered from 
CHRONIC BRONCHITIS, COUGHS, 
COLDS, OB ANY NORM ON HAST
ING DISEASES, after they have tried

SCOTT’S
EMULSION
Of Pure Cod Liver Oil and

HYPOPHOSPHITE8 
—Of Lime and Soda.—

IT IS ALMOST AS PALATABLE 
AS MILK. IT IS A WONDERFUL 
FLESH PRODUCER. It it used an* 
endorsed .by Physicians. Avoid all 
imitations or substitutions. Sold by 
all Druggists at BOe. and $1.00. 

SCOTT <t BO WNE, Belleville.
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-WE HAVE NOW IN STOCK OVER-

•CMHMfc Selle 3H@@hi

And a large consignment of Fine Felts and Ingrains, with 
Borders to Match, now on the way from New York, 

which we will sell at Lower Prices than ever 
known in the history of Wall Paper,

CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK AND PRICES.

M'MURRAY à CO.

P. S.—Ou hand, a large stock of

Pianos

Organs,

AND THE -

CELEBRATED AMERICAN

WHITE S. MACHINE,
Which took First Prize, the Gold Medal, from all com

petitors at the World’s Exposition at Paris.

3?liG©S "XT*GI37" X •f**^T"y‘ and if not satisfactory after using thou three months^ 
money Refunded.

We Employ no Agents, but give the Large Commission paid Agents to the Buyer.

Call and see us or write for prices.

M‘MURRAY & CO.

^ PISO’S CURE FOR
THE BEST COUGH MEDICINE.

«•KWiaiafcdMMBi

R. BLACKMER,

ROOM PAPER.
SPRING STOCK

JUST ARRIVED.

PRACTICAL

WATCHMAKER and JEWELER,
HA8 IN STOCK A POLL LINE OF

Waltham Watches

in Solid Gold, Gold Filled and Silver Cases.

Fine Boiled Plate Chains, etc,
and everything usually found in a 

first-class jewelry store.
A FULL LINE OF

C I L I O I C I K I S
Of the best makes. „

SILVERWARE
In CASTORS, SPOONS, etc., of the Finest 

Quality.,

ENGRAVING
On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS, etc., neatly 

executed.

The Cheapest Place in the City for Fine Work 
and Fine Jewelry.

One Door Below the People’s Bank

Carriage Bolts.
JUST RECEIVED:

5z^(ASBS oontaininz 10,500 Carriage Bolts 
C and 9,000 Tire Bolts.

For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

S. L. MORRISON,
Dealer in

FLOUR, MEAL,
TEA,

COFFEE,

SUGAR,

MOLASSES,

TOBACCOS,

CANNED GOODS

General Groceries.

HALL’S BOOK STORE.
•Better Value ! 
Greater Variety ! 
Double Bolls! 
Single Bolls !

HOUSE PAPER

Hall’s Book Store.

PURE PARIS GREEN.

Fresh GARDEN,
FIELD,

and FLOWER

and
« lower oeeas ior me season or lbvo. imported 
direct from the now celebrated house STEEMC 
BROS., Toronto, whose seeds gave such universal 
satisfaction last season.

At the meeting of the Farmers’ Convention held 
in this City during the past winter, the President in 
the course of his remarks,said that the Beeds grown 
by the Steele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were oetter 
adapted to the soil and climate of New Brunswick 
than any other.

ALL THE LEADING VARIETIES OF

jjeans, Peas, Beets,

garrots,

Parsnips, Onions,

Just Received, one ton Pure Paris Green in one 
pound boxes, for sale 

wholesale & retail 

-AT-

NEILL’S
HARDWARE

STORE.

HAYING TOOLS.
Just Deceived direct from the manufacturers : 

85 Bozen Scythes,
30 “ Snaths,

150 “ Rakes,
40 •* Hay Fork?,
25 “ Pork Handles,
40 Boxes Scythe Stones,

For sale wholesale & retail.

—AT—

NEILL’S
HARDWARE

STORE.

Grindstones.

THE IMR
PUREST, STR0N6EST, BEST.
Contain, no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,

Pboaphatca, or any Injuriant
E. W. G U. LETT, Toronto. Ont.

QUEEN KTREET,

OFF. CITY HALL, 

FREDERICTON, N. B.

Just Received one car load Grindstones, good grit 
for sale wholesale and retail 

-AT-

NEILL’S
HARDWARE

STORE.
PURE PAINT OIL.

Direct Importation
Just received per Steamer •• Carthaginian ” from 

Liverpool 15 barrels pure Linseed Oil 
for sale low at

NEILL’S
HARDWARE

STORE.

L1
THE

1VERPOOL AND LONDON AND
GLOBE

INSURANCE COMPANY.
Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip* 

tien at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES- 

WM. WILSON,
Agent

and all small Beeds, either in bulk or in packages— 
Wholesale and Bétail.

My Onion Seed for this year is the finest I ever 
imported.

Yellow Ditch Onion Sets.
65*Special discount given to Agricultural Societies 

and Country Dealers.

REMEMBER the old stand.

GEO. H. DAVIS
Druggist and Seedsman,

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT ST£ 

FREDERICTON.

TEA. TEA.

JUST BECElViD :

Direct from London per Str. 

Damara.
X

119 Packages Tea,
IN HALF CHESTS,

Caddies & Boxes,

These Teas arc of a Superior 
qualtiy and fine flavof.

ALSO IN STOCK

HIDIAN aud CEYLON YEAS of Ite «nest

G. T. WHELPLEY,

310 Queen St. Fredericton.

June 9th, 1891.

$50.001» CASH
GIVEN AWAY.

THE publishers of the Fredericton Globe wil 
present $35.00 in cash as a first, $10.00 Us second 

and $5.00 as a third prize, to be given to the persons 
sending in the largest number of words made up 
from the letters contained in the words “Fredericton 
Globe.” This offer isopen to paid up subscribers 
only, and parties desirous of competing for these 
Cash Prizes must send in their - names and P. O. 
address, accompanied by $1.0j fur one year’s sub
scription to the Globe.

Ko letter in the words Fred ricton Q-i obe to be 
employed nu-re frequently than it appears in those 
words.

In case of a tie the first sender will be entitled to 
the prize. Bend you* list in early.

Write on one side of the paper upon which you 
send > onr list. W ebster’s Unabridged Dictionary 
will govern the contest. Address.

F. O. Box, 315

CROCKET & MACHUM.
Props. Fredericton Globe.

Fredericton, N. B*
/

è


