
POETRY.

LIFE’S ONWARD CURRENT.
Forever onward is the march —

From beastly hoof to hand —
From savage to the seer and sage —

From Saurian types to man ;
From man to angel — limitless 

As are the starry spheres,
Progression hath not halt nor bound 

In God’s eternal years !

From darkest cloud the lightning flash, 
From nothing — life Diving,

From gloom to glory is the law,
The unvarying design.

A world of good invites our eyes,
And charms the willing mind —

But he who only misery finds 
Blasphemes the life Divine.

No treacherous gift was life to man,
With deadly hate concealed,

For Love Divine the method planned, 
And all will be revealed.

When o’er the clouds that hover here 
The risen soul surveys 

The mansions of the eternal spheres,
The land of endless days.
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There were several places in the Otsego 
that were celebrated fishing-grounds for 
perch. One was nearly opposite to the 
cabin, and another, still more famous, was 
near a point, at the distance of a mile and 
a half above it, under the brow of the 
mountain, and on the same side of the 
lake with the hut. Oliver Edwards-pulled 
his little skiff to the first, and sat, for a 
minute, undecided whether to continue 
there, with his eyes on the door of the 
cabin, or to change his ground, with a 
view to getting superior game. While 
gazing about him, he saw the light-colored 
bark canoe of his old companion riding on 
the water, at the point we have mentioned 
and containing two figures, that he at 
once knew to be Mohegan and the Leather- 
Stocking. This decided the matter, and 
the youth pulled, in a very few minutes, 
to the place where his friends were fishing, 
and fastened his boat to the light vessel 
of the Indian.

The old man received Oliver with wel
coming nods, but neither drew his line 
from the water, nor in the least varied his 
occupation. When Edwards had secured 
his own boat, he baited his hook and 
threw it into the lake, without speaking.

“ Did you stop at the wigwam, lad, as 
you rowed past ? ” asked Natty.

“ Yes, and I found all safe ; but that 
carpenter and justice of the peace, Mr., or 
as as they call him, Squire Doolittle, was 
prowling through the woods. I made sure 
of the door before I left the hut, and I 
think he is too great a coward to approach 
the hounds.”

“There’s little to be said in favor of that 
man,” said Natty, while he drew in a 
perch and baited his hook. “ He craves 
dreadfully to come into the cabin, and 
has as good as asked me as much to my 
face ; bat I put him off with uncertain an
swers, so that he is no wiser than Solomon. 
This comes of having so many laws that 
such a man may be called upon to intar- 
pret them.

“I fear he is more knave than fool," 
cried Edwards ; “ he makes a tool of that 
simple man, the sheriff ; and I dread that 
bis impertinent curiosity may yet give us 
much trouble.”

“If he harbors too much about the 
cabin, lad, I’ll shoot the Greater,” said the 
Leather-Stocking, quite simply.

“ No, no, Natty, you must remember 
the law,” said Edwarrs, “ or we shall have 
you in trouble ; and that, old man, would 
be an evil day and sore tidings to us all.”

“ Would it, boy ? ” exclaimed the 
hunter, raising his eyes with a look of 
friendly interest, toward the youth. “You 
have the true blood Jin your veins, Mr. 
Oliver ; and I’ll support it to the face of 
Judge Temple, or in any court in the 
country. How is it, John ? Do I speak 
the true word ? Is the lad staunch, and 
of the right blood ? ”

“ He is a Delaware,” said Mohegan, “and 
my brother. The young Eagle is brave, 
and he will be a chief. No harm can 
come.”

“ Well, well,” cried the yonth, impati
ently, “say no more about it, my good 
friends ; if I am not all that your partial
ity would make me, I am yours through 
life, in prosperity as in poverty. We will 
talk of other matters.”

The old hunters yielded to his wish, 
which seemed to be their law. For a 
short time a profound silence prevailed, 
during which each man was very busy 
with his book and line, but Edwards, 
probably feeling that it remained with 
him to renew the discourse, soon observed, 
with the air of one who knew not what 
he said :

“ How beautifully tranquil and glassy 
the lake is ! Saw you it ever more calm 
and even then at this moment, Natty ?”

“ I have known the Otsego water for 
five and forty years,” said Leather-Stock
ing, “and I will say that for it, which is, 
that a cleaner spring or better fishing is 
not to be found in the land. Yes, yes ; I 
had the place to myself once, and a cheer
ful time I had of it. The game was plenty 
as heart could wish ; and there was none 
to meddle with the ground, unless there 
might have been a hunting party of the 
Delawares crossing the hills, or, maybe, a 
rifling scout of them thieves, the Iroquois. 
There was one or two Frenchmen that 
squatted in the flats further west, and 
married squaws ; and some of the Scotch- 
Irishers, from the Cherry Valley, would 
come on the lake, aitd borrow my canoe 
to take a mess of parch, or drop a line for 
salmon-trout ; but, in the main, it was a 
cheerful place, and I had but little to dis
turb me in it. John would come, and 
John knows.”

Mohegan turned his dark face at this 
appeal ; and, moving his hand forward 
with graceful motion of assent, he spoke, 
using the Delaware language :

“ The land was owned by my people ; 
we gave it to my brother, in council — to 
the Fire-eater ; and what the Delawares 
give lasts as long as the waters run. Hawk- 
eye smoked at that council, for we loved 
him.”

“ No, no, John,” said Natty ; “I was no 
chief, seeing that I know’d nothing of 
scholarship, and had a white skin. But 
it was a comfortable hunting-ground then, 
lad, and would have been so this day, but 
for the money of Marmaduke Temple, and 
the twisty ways of the law.”

“ It must have been a sight of melan
choly pleasure indeed,” said Edwarhs, 
while his eye roved along the shores and 
over the hills, where the clearings, groan
ing with the golden com, where cheering 
the forest with the signs of life, “to have 
roamed over these mountains and along 
this sheet of beautiful water, without a 
living soul to speak to, or to thwart your 
humor.”

“ Haven’t I said it was cheerful ?" said 
Leather-Stocking. “ Yes, yes, when the 
trees began to be covered with leaves, and 
the ice was ont of the lake, it was a second 
paradise. I have travelled the woods for 
fifty-three years, and have made them my

home for more than forty ; and I can say 
that I have met but one place that was 
more to my liking ; and that was only to 
eye-sight, and not for hunting or fishing.”

“ And where was that ?” asked Edwards.
“ Where I why up on the Catskills. "I 

used often to go up into the mountains 
after wolves’ skins and bears ; once they 
paid me to get them a stuffed painter, and 
so I often went. There’s a place in them 
hills that I used to climb to when I want
ed to see the carryings on of the world) 
that would well pay any man for a bark
ed shin or a torn moccasin. You know 
the Catskills, lad ; for you must have seen 
them on your left, as you followed the 
river up from York, looking as blue as a 
piece of clean sky, and holding the clouds 
on their tops, as the smoke curls over the 
head of an Indian chief at the council 
fire. Well, there’s the High-peak and the 
Hound-top, which lay back like a father 
and mother among their children, seeing 
they are far above all the other hills. But 
the place I mean is next to the river, 
where one of the ridges juts out a little 
from the river, where the rocks fall, for 
the best part of a thousand feet, so much 
up and down, that a man standing on their 
edges is fool enough to think he can jump 
from top to bottom.”

“ What see you when you get there ?” 
asked Edwards.

“Creation,” said Natty, dropping the 
end of his rod into the water, and sweep
ing one hand around him in a circle ; “all 
creation, lad. I was on that hill when 
Vaughan burned ’Sopus in the last war ; 
and I saw the vessels come out of the 
Highlands as plain as I can see that lime- 
scow rowing into the Susquehanna, though 
one was twenty times farther from me 
than the other. The river was in sight 
for seventy miles, looking like a curled 
shaving under my feet, through it was 
eight long miles to its banks. I saw the 
hills in the Hampshire grants, the high
lands of the river, and all that God had 
done, or man could do, far as an eye could 
reach —you know that the Indian named 
me for my sight, lad ; and from the flat on 
the top of that mountain, I have often 
found the place where Albany stands. 
And as for ’Sodus, the day the royal troops 
burnt the town, the smoke seemed so 
nigh, that I thought I could hear the 
screeches of the women.”

“ It must have been worth the toil to 
meet with such a glorious view.”

“ If being the best part of a mile in the 
air, and having men’s farms and houses at 
your feet, with rivers looking like ribbons, 
and mountains bigger than the 1 Vision,’ 
seeming to be hay-stacks of green grass 
under you, gives any satisfaction to a man, 
I can recommend the spot. When I first 
came into the woods to live, I used to 
have weak spells when I felt lonesome ; 
and then I would go into the Catskills, 
and spend a few days on that hill to look 
at the ways of man ; but it’s now many a 
year since I felt any such longings, and I 
am getting too old for rugged rocks. But 
there’s a place, a short two miles back of 
that very hill, that in late times I relished 
better than the mountains; for it was 
more covered with trees, and nateral.”

“ And where was that? ” inquired Ed
wards, whose curiosity was strongly ex
cited by the simple description of the 
hunter.

“ Why, there’s a fell in the hills where 
water of two little ponds, that lie near 
each other, breaks out of their bounds and 
runs over the rocks into the valley. The 
stream is maybe, such a one as would turn 
a mill, if so useless a thing was wanted in 
the wilderness. But the hand that made 
that ‘ Leeap ’ never made a mill. There 
the water comes crooking and winding 
among the rocks, first so slow that a trout 
could swim in it, and then starting and 
then starting and running like a crater 
that wanted to make a fer spring, till it 
gets to where the mountain divides, like 
the cleft hoof of a deer, leaving a deep 
hollow for the brook to tumble into. The 
first pitch is nigh two hundred feet, and 
the water looks like flakes of driven snow 
afore it touches the bottom ; and there 
the stream gathers itself together again 
for a new start, and maybe flutters over 
fifty feet of flat rack before it fells for an
other hundred, when it jumps about from 
shelf to shelf, first turning this-away 
and then turning that-away, striving to 
get out of the hollow, till it finally comes 
to the plain.”

“ I have never heard of this spot before; 
it is not mentioned in the books.”

“ I never read a book in my life,” said 
Leather-Stocking; “and how should a 
man who has lived in towns and schools 
know anything about the wonders of the 
woods ? No, no, lad ; there has that little 
stream of water been playing among the 
hills since He made the world, and not a 
dozen white men have ever laid eyes on 
it. The rock sweeps like mason-work, in 
a half round, on both sides of the fell, and 
shelves over the bottom for fifty feet ; so 
that when I’ve been sitting at the foot of 
the first pitch, and my hounds have run 
into the caverns behind the sheet of 
water, they’ve looked no bigger than so 
many rabbits. To my judgment, lad, it’s 
the best piece of work that I’ve met with 
in the woods ; and none know how often 
the hand of God is seen in the wilderness, 
but them that rove it for a man’s life.”

“What becomes of the water? In 
which direction does it run ? Is it a trib
utary of the Delaware ? ”

“ Anan ! ” said Natty.
“Does the water run into the Dela

ware?”
“ No, no ; it’s a drop for the old Hud

son, and a merry time it has till it gets 
down off the mountain. I’ve sat on the 
shelving rock many a long hour, boy, and 
watched the bubbles as they shot by me, 
and thought how long it would be before 
that very water, which seemed made for 
the wilderness, would be under the bottom 
of a vessel, and tossing in the salt sea, It 
is a spot to make a man solemnize. You 
go right down into the valley that lies to 
the east of the High Peak, where, in the 
fall of the year, thousands of acres of 
woods are before your eyes, in the deep 
hollow, and along the side of the mountain, 
painted like ten thousand rainbows, by 
no hand of man, though without the 
ordering of God’s providence.”

“You are eloquent, Leather-Stocking 
exclaimed the youth.

“ Anan I ” repeated Natty.
“The recollection of the sight has 

warmed your blood, old man. How many 
years is it since you saw the place ? ”

Thq hunter made no reply ; but, bend
ing his ear near the water, he sat holding 
his breath, and listening attentively as if 
to some distant sound. At length he 
raised his head and said :

“ If I hadn’t fastened the hounds 'with 
my own hands, with a fresh leash of green 
buckskin, I’d take a Bible oath that I 
heard old Hector ringing his cry on the 
mountain.”

“ It is impossible,” said Edwards ; it is 
not an hour since I saw him in his ken
nel.”

By this time the attention of Mohegan 
was attracted to the sounds; but, not
withstanding the youth was both silent 
and attentive, he could hear nothing but 
the lowing of some cattle from the western 
hills. He looked at the old men, Natty 
sitting with his hand to his ear, like a 
trumpet, and Mohegan bending forward, 
with an arm raised to a level with his 
face, holding the forefinger elevated as a 
signal for attention, and laughed aloud at 
what he deemed to be their imaginary 
sounds.

“ Laugh if you will, boy,” said Leather-

Stocking, “ the hounds be out, and are 
hunting a deer. No man can deceive me 
in such a manner. I wouldn’t have had 
the thing happen for a beaver’s skin. 
Not that I care for the law ; but the veni
son is lean now, and the dumb things run 
the flesh off their bones for no good. Now 
do you heat the hounds? ”

Edwards started, as a full cry broke on 
his ear, changing from the distant sounds 
that were caused by some intervening 
hill, to confused echoes that rang among 
the rocks that the dogs were passing, and 
then directly to a deep and hollow baying 
that pealed under the forest under the 
lake shore. These variations in the tones 
of the hounds passed with amazing rap
idity ; and while his eyes were glancing 
along the margin of the water, a tearing 
of the branches of the alder and dogwood 
caught his attention, at a spot near them, 
and at the next moment a noble buck 
sprang on the shore, and buried himself 
in the lake. A full-mouthed cry followed, 
when Hector and the slut shot through 
the opening in the bushes, and darted into 
the lake also, bearing their breasts gal
lantly against the water.

CHAPTER XXVII.
“Oft in the full descending flood he tries 
To lose the acent, and lave his his burning 

sides.” — Thomson.

“ I know’d it—I know’d it !” cried Natty 
when both deer and hounds were in full 
view ; “the buck has gone by them with 
the wind, and it has been too much for 
poor rogues ; but I must break them of 
these tricks, or they’ll give me a deal of 
trouble. He-ere, he-ere—shore with you 
old Hector, or I’ll hatchel your hide with 
my ramrod when I get ye.”

The dogs knew their master’s voice, and 
after swimming in a circle, as if reluctant 
to give over the chase, and yet afraid to 
persevere, they finally obeyed, and return
ed to the land, where they filled the air 
with their cries.

In the meantime the deer, urged by his 
fears, had swum over half the distance 
between the shore and the boats, before 
his terror permitted him to see the new 
danger. But at the sounds of Natty’s 
voice, he turned short in his course, and 
for a few moments seemed about to rush 
back again, and brave the dogs. His re
treat in this direction was, however, ef
fectually cut off, and, turning a second 
time, he urged his course obliquely for the 
centre of the lake, with an intention of 
landing on the western shore. As the 
buck swam by the fishermen, raising his 
nose high into the air, curling the water 
before his slim neck like the beak of a 
galley, the Leather-Stocking began to sit 
very uneasy in his canoe.

“Tis a noble creater!” he excaimed, 
“what a pair of horns ! a man might hang 
up all his garments on the branches. Let 
me see —July is the last month, and the 
flesh must be getting good.” While he 
was talking, Natty had instinctively em
ployed himself in fastening the inner end 
of the bark rope, that served him for a 
cable, to a paddle, and, rising suddenly on 
his legs, he cast teis buoy away, and cried 
— “Stike out, John! let her go. The 
creater’s a fool to tempt a man in this 
way.”

Mohegan threw the fastening of the 
youth’s boat from the canoe, and with one 
stroke of his paddle sent the light bark 
over the water like a meteor.

“Hold!” exclaimed Edwards. “Re
member the law, my old friends. Y on are 
in plain sight of the village, and I know 
that Judge Temple is determined to pro
secute all, indiscriminately, who kill deer 
out of season.”

The remonstrance came too late ; the 
canoe was already far from the skiff, and 
the two hunters were too much engaged 
in the pursuit to listen to his voice.

The buck was now within fifty yards of 
his pursuers, cutting the water gallantly, 
and snorting at each breath with terror 
and his exertions, while the canoe seemed 
to dance over the waves as it rose and fell 
with the undulations made by its own 
motion. Leather-Stocking raised his rifle 
and freshened the priming, but stood in 
suspense whether to slay his victim or 
not.

“ Shall I, John, or no ?” he said. “It 
seems but a poor advantage to take of the 
dumb thing, too. I won’t ; it has taken to 
the water on its own nater, which is the 
reason that God has given to a deer, and 
I’ll give it the lake play ; so, John, lay 
out your arm, and mind the turn of the 
buck ; it’s easy to catch them, but they’ll 
turn like a snake.”

The Indian laughed at the conceit of 
his friend, but continued to send the canoe 
forward with a velocity that proceeded 
much more from his skill than his strength. 
Both of the old men now used the langu
age of the Delawares when they spoke.

“Hugh !" exclaimed Mohegan ; “the 
deer turns his head. Hawk-eye, lift your 
spear.”

Natty never moved abroad without 
taking with him every implement that 
might; by possibility, be of service in his 
pursuits. From his rifle he never parted ; 
and, although intending to fish with the 
line, the canoe was invariable furnished 
with all of its utensils, even to its grate. 
This precaution grew out of the habits of 
the hunter, who was often led, by his nec- 
eesities or his spots, far beyond the limits 
of his original destination. A few years 
earlier than the date of our tale,the Leath
er-Stocking had left his hut on the shores 
of the Otsego,with his rifle and his hounds 
for a few days’ hunting in the hills ; but 
before he returned he had seen the waters 
of Ontario. One, two, or even three hun
dred miles had once been nothing to his 
sinews, which were now a little stiffened 
by age. The hunter did as Moheagan ad
vised, and prepared to strike a blow, with 
the barbed weapon, into the neck of the 
buck.

“ Lay her more to the left, John,” he 
cried,“lay her more to the left; another 
stroke of the paddle and I have him.”

While speaking he raised the spear, and 
darted it from him like an arrow. At 
that instant the buck turned, the long 
pole glanced by him, the iron striking 
against his horn, and buried itself harm
lessly in the lake.

“ Back water,” cried Natty, as the canoe 
glided over the place where the spear 
had fallen ; “ hold water John.”

The pole soon reappeared, shooting up 
from the lake, and, as the' hunter seized 
it in his hand, the Indian whirled the 
light canoe round, and renewed the chase. 
But this evolution gave the buck a great 
advantage ; and it also allowed time for 
Edwards to approach the scene of action.

“ Hold your hand, Natty ! ” cried the 
youth, “ hold your hand ; remember it is 
out of season.”

This remonstrance was made as the 
batteau arrived close to the place where 
the deer was struggling with the water, 
his back now rising to the surface, now 
sinking beneath it, as the waves curled 
from his neck, the animal still sustaining 
itself nobly against the odds.

“ Hurrah !” shouted Edwards, inflamed 
beyond prudence at the sight ; “mind him 
as he doubles ; sheer more to the right, 
Mohegan, more to the right, and I’ll have 
hime by the horns ; I’ll throw the rope 
over his antlers.”

The dark eye of the old warrior was 
dancing in his head with a wild anima
tion, and the sluggish repose in which 
his aged frame had been resting in the 
canoe was now changed to all the rapid 
inflections of practised agility. The canoe 
whirled with each cunning evolution of

the chase, like a bubble floating in a 
whirlpool ; and when the direction of the 
pursuit admitted of a straight course the 
little bark skimmed the lake with a veloc
ity that urged the deer to seek its safety 
in some new turn.

It was the frequency of these circuitous 
movements that, by confining the action 
to so small a compass, enabled the youth 
to keep near his companions. More than 
twenty times both the pursued and the 
pursuer glided by him, just without the 
reach pf his oars, until he thought the 
best why to view the sport was to remain 
Stationary, and, by watching a favorable 
opportunity, assist as much as he could in 
taking me victim.

He was not required to wait long, for 
no sooner had he adopted this resolution, 
and risen in the boat, than he saw the 
deer coming bravely toward him, with an 
apparent intention of pushing for a point 
of land at some distance from the hounds, 
who were still barking and howling on the 
ahore. Edwards caught the painter of 
his skiff, and, making a noose, cast it from 
him with ail his fbice, and luckily suc
ceeded in drawing its knot close around 
one of the antlers of the buck.

TO BE CONTINUED.

WRITING A FAMOUS POEM.

The poem of Curfew Must Not Ring To
night was suggested to me, writes Rose 
Hartwick Thorpe, by the reading of a story 
called Love and Loyalty, in April 1067. I 
was then a plain, country school girl, not 
yet seventeen, residing with my parents 
at Litchfield, Michigan, and under the 
pretext of working out mathematical 
problems; with my arithmetic before me. 
I wrote the poem roughly on my slate. I 
was forced to carry on my literary work 
under these difficulties because of the 
opinion of my parents that my time could 
be better employed than in “ idle dreams 
and useless rhymes.” I wrote the first 
copy on my slate, between 4 and 6 o’clock 
in the afternoon; but much time has since 
been spent in correcting and revising it. 
I had no thought that I would ever be 
able to write anything worthy of public 
notice. The poem was first published in 
The Detroit Commercial Advertiser in the 
fell of1870. The editor upon îeceipt of my 
manuscript, at once wrote me a lenghty 
letter of congratulation and praise, in 
which he predicted the popularity for the 
verses which they have since enjoyed. I 
had no literary friends,not even a literary 
acquaintance at that time, and did not 
known the simplest requirements for 
preparing my manuscript for publication. 
The poem seemed at once to attract public 
attention. It raised me from a shy .obscure 
country girl into public notice, and brings 
to my side yearly hosts of new and delight
ful friends. Wherever I go, my friends 
are there before me,and the poem — which 
I gave to the public with no “right 
reserved ” — while it has made a fortune 
for others and dropped golden coins into 
other pockets, has reserved for its author 
a wide circle of admiring friends. The 
first and only remuneration I ever receiv
ed from the poem was three years ago 
when the editor of the Brooklyn Magazine 
reproduced the poem in a fee simile 
autograph form, which I had given him. 
With a delicate sense of justice he sent me 
a most complimentary cheque for the 
simple privilege of reproduction. It was 
quite a surprise to me, but none the less 
pleasing.

HON. MR. LONGLEY INTERVIEWED.

Mr. Longley, upon his return from 
Washington with Mr. Wiman and before 
leaving for Canada was interviewed by a 
reporter. Mr. Longley said : Yes,we have 
just returned from Washington, where we 
have had a most agreeable and seemingly 
satislactory visit Through the agency of 
Mr. Wiman, I was fortunate in obtaining 
interviews with the leading Senators and 
Congressmen of both parties, and was 
gratified beyond measure to discover how 
fer the friendly feeling toward Canada 
characterized all the leading men. When 
I was induced by Mr. Wiman to go to 
Washington I had no expectation that 
anything definite could be obtained in 
fevor of reciprocity with Canada from the 
Congress of the United States at the pre
sent late stage of the session, but, to our 
great satisfaction, on Monday morning, on 
the opening of the Senate, Senator Sher
man,one of the strongest of the Republican 
leaders in that body, gave notice of a 
resolution which embodied the principle 
of reciprocity with Canada in a compre
hensive form.” “ What do you think the 
prospects are of this resolution being 
adopted by the Senate?” “From several 
interviews with Senator Sherman and 
from assurances received from leading men 
in both Houses, I am led to believe that 
this amendment has a tolerably-fair pros
pect of being adopted by the Senate. I 
am sure that it will have a rapid course 
through the House of Representatives. 
Whatever may be the fate of Mr.Sherman’s 
motion just now, I have not a doubt that 
the general sentiment of Congress is favor
able to reciprocity with Canada.”

ISMAIL PACHA’S FATE.

The latest advices from Constantinople 
cencerning the rumored attempt that was 
made to poison Ismail Pacha,the Khedive 
of Egypt say it is still uncertain whether 
the attempt was successful. The ex-Khe
dive allowed himself to be tempted to the 
city by an invitation from the Sultan, and 
once inside Constantinople, all idea of his 
ever being able to leave it had to be aband
oned. Ismail was rarely if ever seen in 
public and when any of his old friends 
called at the palatial residence which had 
been set apart for his use, they were in
formed that he no longer continued to 
receive visitors. The inference from this 
was that he was no longer master of his 
own movements,as otherwise this seclusion 
was inexplicable and enquiries now con
firm this and show that Ismail was 
virtually under lock and key. It is known 
Ismail took with him to Constantinople 
bonds payable to bearer amounting to 
$10,000,000. The ex-Khedive became ad
dicted to the morphine habit and as a 
consequence of his excesses, soon showed 
signs of mental derangement. He has 
evidently follen into the hands of his 
enemies. It is at present impossible to 
obtain any details, but there is every rea
son to believe the former famous ruler of 
Egypt has been removed in accordance 
with the old traditions of Turkish despo
tism. _____________«

Miss Amanda Anderson, of Georgia, is 
60 years of age and has never travelled 
more than a mile and a half from the 
spot where she was born. Though there 
is a railroad within three miles of her 
house she has never seen it. She has 
never seen a brick house and has seen a 
painted house only once. Though her 
nearest neighbor lives within 300 yards of 
her she has never seen his ‘house except 
once in her life. She has never been in
side of a church or listened to a sermon 
or a prayer and her ideas of religion are 
extremely vague. She is, nevertheless, an 
intelligent woman, with no eccentricity 
except that indicated in the above descrip
tion of her.

Shoe dealer (to young widow, who is 
hauling over a pile of ladies’ slippers)— 
“ Are you looking for number two, 
ma’am?”

Young widow, (blushing) — “Yes, sir. 
Are you an unmarried man ? ”

A fire broke out in the stables of J. D. 
McLeod & Co. in the rear of their grocery, 
store, Charlottetown. The building and 
contents, including two valuable Hernando 
colts of Mr. McLeod’s, were burned. Theo. 
J. Farquhareon, second lieutenant of the 
salvage crops, in endeavoring to rescue the 
horses was so severely burned that he died 
Monday morning. Mr. Farquhareon was 
about the first man at the fire, and suc
ceeded in getting one horse out, but it 
was so badly burned that it died shortly 
afterwards. It is supposed that he en
deavored to unhitch the second one, but 
in going to the second boxstall the flames 
met him in the face, and he got bewild
ered for a time, but afterwards made his 
way out and fell in the arms of some 
friends, who took him to Dr. Taylor’s 
office, where be attended by Drs. Taylor 
and Kelly. He was removed shortly after
wards to hisjfether’s residence, the Duncan 
house. His suffering were intense. He 
was a nephew of Hon. D. Farquhareon, M. 
P. P., a prominent member of the Odd 
Fellows, and was a general favourite with 
all.

For Over Fifty Years.

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothinu Syrup lias been 
used by 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 mistake about it. It 
cures Diarrhœa, 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 Soothing Syrup.”

The Times relates a curious circum
stance. Three years ago there was in the 
district of Moose Jaw, Manitoba a large 
sheet of water, known as Wellington’s 
lake, on which wild fowl congregated, and 
which was a resort for the sportsmen of 
Moose Jaw. The lake was more than a 
mile in circumference. In the summer 
of 1888 the water disappeared entirely 
from some cause, and in the following 
winter William Rutherford purchased the 
lake bottom and plowed it up. This sea
son he has a magnificent crop of wheat, 
where three years ago was four feet of 
water. Mr. Rutherford’s crop was one of 
the best in the district, and he will reap 
over 30 bushels per acre.

Cable advices to the Canadian Pacific 
Railway company have brought the in
telligence that the firet of the new stea
mers being built for their Pacific mail 
service, the Empress of India, was 
safely and successfully launched on Satur
day morning at the yards of the Naval 
construction and armaments company 
at Barrow-in-Furness. The steamer will 
sail for the Pacific about November 1, 
under command of Captain Marshall» 
formerly of the P. & O. service.

There is no longer any prospect of rival 
steamship lines to the East river via the 
North West, according to the Seattle Prer s 
The Pacific Mail Steamship Company, it is 
declared, “ has agreed to pay the Canadian 
Pacific its price for keeping out of its terri
tory. It is undoubtedly true that the 
Pacific Mail people have agreed to pay 
the Canadian Pacific the amount demand
ed, $240,000 a year, as a bonus for keeping 
out of San Francisco. ”

Frederick Frostel created quite a sensa
tion in the Elm street Methodist church 
at Toronto. Fros^l professes to believe 
that he is the only mediator between 
God and man and was propounding his 
blasphémons doctrine when inspeetor 
Archibald interrupted him, having him 
arrested for disturbing the public worship. 
About two years ago Frostel acted in the 
same way at the Metropolitan church 
with a like result.

AT THE BRIDGE ENTRANCE.

Cousin Maud (Dakota flats) —Oh, dear, 
why are these people so awfully rude? 
They act like a lot of clams !

Cousin Penelope (Tremont Street)—Yes, 
indeed ; they are very clamorous ! — 
American Grocer.

^AKlN*
POWDER
lAbsolutely Pure.

A cream of tartar baking powder. Highest of r’l 
in leavening Sstrength.—U. S. Government Report, 
-A**g- 17, 1889.

SCOTT’S 
EMULSION

DOES CURE

CONSUMPTION
! In Its First Stages. 
Palatable as Milk.

Be sure you get the genuine in Salmon 
color wrapper; sold by all Druggists, at 

I 50c. and $1.00.
SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville.

IMPERIAL
TARTAR

*4kIflfr
POWDER
PVMST, STRONGEST, BEST,

CONTAINS NO
ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME, PHOSPHATES, 

or any injurious material».

ew fill I e-TT TORONTO, ONT.• ■We MIULb ll| CHICAGO, ILL»
XttTf of tbs 01L1BBATID 80TAL TEA8T CAX1L

JUrZMTO'IEîÆt^A.-Z’ & OO.
Employs no Agents, but gives the 
Large Commission to the Buyer, and 
by so doing, can Sell you an

-tLLf-9*-'■S.tUjL’i . -ORGAN

AT VERY MW FBICIS,

and on as easy terms as any other 
company on the

INSTALMKMT PLAN.

Call and See onr ORGANS and PRICES.

WE SELL 
THIS SEWING MACHINE

fnr <61Q and the highest price machine made in 
1U1 CP-LO, CANADA FOR $27-50. AFTER USING THEM SIX 
MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, MONEY REFUNDED.

CA LI, A IN 13 SEE THEM. % .

-WE ALSO SELL TIIE-

Celebrated “White” Sewing Machine,
which took the Firet Prize Gold Medal over all others at the Paris Exhibition.

ROOM PAPER
Call and see the Stock and Prices.

We have much pleasure in stating that we have bought in the United States, 
■before the rise in Wall Papers, 1700 Rolls, and will be in a position very shortly 
to show the BEST ASSORTMENT of WALL PAPERS to be had anywhere, in 

Brown and White, Blacks, Gilts, Granites, Engrain and fine Gold Papers, with Borders to match ; and we will offer them at 
prices never known in this City.

BROWNS FROM 5 CENTS UPWARDS; WHITES FROM 8 CENTS UPWARDS■;
GILTS FROM 20 CENTS UPWARDS.

To arrive this week from Montreal, 8000 Rolls (cheap) Wholesale or Retail.
McMURRAY & CO.

THE HERALD

'I

Corner Queen and Regent Streets,

FREDERICTON, N. B.
SOLD AT

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

Iasbaway FOUNTAIN PE

A Double-Feed Fountain Pen that 
Never Fails.

Cow's “ Dashaway ” Pen.
In this age of strife and hurry, when each indivi

dual is trying to outstrip his neighbor in the race for 
wealth.it is important that all who wish to win 
should be possessed of the most modern appliances 
to accomplish their purpose. These remarks apply 
particularly to those engaged in the profession, and 
in mercantile pursuits whose attention has been at
tracted to the merits of Caw’s DASHAWAY 
FOUNTAIN FEN.

Any good writing or copying ink may be used, 
and one filling will write from forty to fifty pages of 
foolscap. It can be carried in the pocket ready for 
use in any emergency, and even if not used for 
months, as soon as touched to paper the ink begins 
to flow by capillary attraction and the action of the 
pen in writing.

Hecords, accounts, and letters written with this 
pen have a uniform color of ink on every page and 
line, because the ink is fresh and is laid on more 
evenly than with a dip pen.

It is the simplest, cleanest, readiest and most 
easily managed of all the fountain pens.

When the cap is removed it is ready to write, and 
when the writing is done the cap can be replaced 
and the pen is ready for the pocket.

The hard rubber is incorrodible, and witli a gold 
pen there is nothing that can be affected by the ink, 
and unless unnecessarily injured it will LAST A 
LIFETIME.

A Letter from Benjamin Harrison,
President of the United States.

Yours of the 15th inst. received, also the second 
** Dashawuy ” Fountain Pen, which just suits me. 
The first one I gave to Mrs. Harrison for her use. 
Thanking you for your attention, I am,

Very truly yours,
Benj. Harrison.

Opinions of the Press.
Evening Post.—" Caw’s * Dashaway * surpasses all 

the rest.’’
The Herald.—" Certainly nothing can be had for 

the money that will afford so much profit and satis
faction.”

The Tribune.—" The * Dashaway ’ can be d end
ed on at till times. It is especially valuable to mer
cantile men, stenographers and newspaper men, 
who are of necessity always more or less in a 
hurry.”

The Times.—" The Dashaway ’ is not a stylograph, 
but a regular 14-carat gold pen attached ha fountain 
holder. It can be unused, carried in the pocket for 
months, and when needed is always ready.’’

The Mail and Express.—" It can be fitted to any 
hand, and does for the writer just what the con
tinually threaded needle does for the sewing 
machine, and what the untiring locomotive does for 
the traveller.”

The World.—“ It is an amazingly simple con
trivance, and so far as our experience goes, never 
gets out of order.”

------ AT-------

Hall’s Book Store.

WILLIAM ROSSBOROUGH,
MASON,

Plasterer, - and - Bricklayer,
SHORE ST., NEAR GAS WORKS,

FREDERICTON, N. B.
JZB~ Jobbing a specialty.

Workmanship first-class.
Prices satisfactory

ALWAYS IN STOCK:.
HAY, OATS, STRAW, BRAN, SHORTS, 

MIDDLINGS, CRACKED CORN, 
COTTON SEED and OIL CAKE MEAL, 

LIME,
LAND and CALCINED PLASTER.

Hard and Soil House Coal,
Best Old Mine Sydney and Grand 

Lake Blacksmith Coal.

SEED BUCKWHEAT, SEED WHEAT,
“ OATS, “ PEAS,
“ BARLEY, “ CORH.

AISO,

CLOVER AND TIMOTHY SEED,
all Cheaper than the Cheapest.

Office and Warehouse.: aSS£pcîty Hku
JAB. TiBBITS-

Fancy Tailoring: !
JUST OPENED,

A Choice Une of

SUMMER CLOTHS
In All the Latest Patterns,

Fresh GARDEN,
FIELD,

and FLOWER

THE BUBSCRIIER has just received his usual 
large sunplv of Garden, ! Field and 

Flower Seeds tor the Season of 1890. imported 
direct from the now celebrated house STEELE 
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, tiie President in 
the course of his remarks said that the Seeds grown 
by the Steele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were better 
adapted to the soil and climate of New Brunswick 
than any other.

ALL THE LEADING VARIETIES OF

geans. Peas, Beets, 

garrots,

parsnips, Onions,
and all small Seeds, either in bulk or in packages— 
Wholesale and Retail.

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

Yellow Dutch Onion Sets.
Special discount given to Agricultural Societies 

and Country Dealers.

REMEMBER THE OLD STAND,

GEO. H. DAVIS,
Druggist and Seedsman,

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS. 

FREDERICTON.

NOTE —I do not claim the Largest Stock 
In the City, but I do claim to

Sell First-class Goods at a
Small Profit.

A visit to my Store, when you are in the City, will 
convince you of this fact.

FROM NEW YORK.

1A "DARRELS best AMERICAN COAL JL™ J JD TAR. Just received by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

RELIABLE PUSHINq MEN to sell choice
Nursery Stock. Complete assortment. Splendid 
opportunity offered for Spring work. My Sales 
men have good success, many selling from $100 
to $200 per week. Bend for Proof and Testimoni
als. A good pushing man wanted here at onoe. 
Liberal Terms, and the best goods in the market 
Write, R. CK Oltnb, Nurseryman, Perth, Ont.

JOSEPH WALKER,
Practical Tailor,

Next Door Above W. H. VanWabt’s 
Grocery Store,

QUEEN STREET. FREDERICTON.

C. T. WHELPLEY.
JUST RECEIVED,

500 Bushel TIMOTHY SEW*

I Ton CLOVER FEED,

SEED OATS,
FEEDING OATS.

THE

1VERP00L AND LONDON AND

INSURANCE COMPANY.

Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.69 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,526.67

Fire Insurance of Every Desorip« 
tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES-

WM. WILSON,
Agent.

ALWAYS IN STOGÇ:
>

Flour, Cornmeal, Pork, &c.

A FRESH LOT OF

Christie, Brown Sc Co.'s BISCUIT, 
SOCIAL TEA BISCUIT,
SODA BISCUIT In 2 and 3 lb. Boros, 
GRAHAM WAFERS,
MACCAROONS. See.

TO ARRIVE,

3 Cars Ontario Seed Oats,

I Car Bran and Middlings.

G. T. WHELPLEY
310 QX70BB1T STEEBT,

FREDERICTON.

/


