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G. M. SMITH & CO.
New Autumn Goods.

NEW SILKS, NEW SATINS, NEW VELVETS,
NEW PLUSIL

NEW DRESS SERGES, RIBBONS AND LACES,
PRETTY BLACK VEILINGS.

Ialanco of our PARASOLS nml_S-lTNSlIADES at cost. Superior French
KID GLOVES, Nowest Shspes in HOUSEMAIDS CAPS,

YES OR NO1

Oh, never did lover in fable
1n auch a predicanent stand,
A lottes I wrote to iny Mabel
1'o ask for her hieart and her hand,
With compliments worded so nicely,
A life-long devotlon 1 swore.
Sho answered —and left mo precively)
As wise as beforo §

1tis true that I begeed, when fnditiog
My note, A reply with all rpeed
And Mabel, to judge by her writing,
Fultilled m{ petition fndeed ?
T'ho dreift of this scrawl so erratio
I'm wholly unable to guesa ;
It wiay be refusal ctuphatic,
Or can it bo ** Yoa?"

 Atlection shie'd feel for e *over,’
But stay —-if that blot {e an*n’

It turns it at onco into ‘never,”
Or is it a #lip of the pen?

Her heart will a *truant (or true * bo
And what is the wornd just above?

It looks liko—1{t cannot be—* booby '

Perhaps it is ¢ love.’

A mecting must needs be awalited
‘T'e render theso mysteries plain;
Perhiaps in this lotter she's stated
She never will sco moagaln.
Un ono thing at least 1 vo decided--
Shoulil she be my partoer for life,
A typewriter shall bo pro vided
For the uso of my wfo!
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SHIL NLVER CAME BACX.

Sheo was a ¢oy young woman and she looked decidedly pretty in ber new
autnmn costume when Guard White beheld her sitting on one of the divans
in the att gallery yesterdsy afternoon. Ie gave her several of his most
killing looks, and she responded with tho sweotest of smiles, and the hesrt
of the young man in blue beat 20 hard that tho kettledruma in the Turkish
village wers not to be compated for evund. As he gaz-d into the young
~oman's limpid eyes the order of Col. Rico that sll membera of the Columbian

uard must desist from flirting was forgotten. As he walked proudly to and
ro each turn brougbt bim nearer to the smiling beauty, and each time his
manly bosom was thrilled by the smile ehe gave him.

This sort of thing went on for soveral minutes, when she aroeo, and, as
sho swept into the vestibulo, sho cast him a sidelong glsnce which plainly
s0id, “ Follow me.” The guard did so. By the eide of ono of the columns
stood his charmer, and she extonded a dainty band, which sank out of View
in his white glove. After a fow minutes converaation the girl asked for tho
time, and Guard White gallantly pulled from his vest pockot the handeome
gold walch he carried.

 Oh, it is half-past three," she cried, ““and I must let mamma know the
time. She sits right in there. Poor, dear thing, she is awfully deif, and
one has to scream 20 to make her hear. Just let mo take your wsich a
moment while I tako it in and shows it to her, and I will be right back.”

It took the guard less than a second to unsnap the chaln which hold the
timepiece and, handing it to the chsrmer, he walched her rum into the

llery. .
& And bo waited for her return.
She nover csme back.—Chicayo Herald.
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LEFT AGAIN.

And still another Now York milllonairo has put his son into business:
ssys tho Wall Strcet Newe. It hsppened only the other day. He gavo the
young man 25,000 and told him o go out upon tho streot and speculate,
Two houis later the son camoe back and said:

*+ Father, is a profit of $2,000 on my capiwl a fair send off 1’

¢+ I should say so! How did you make it}

¢ Bought a horse.’

‘A horse

¢ Just go. I'vo bought a horee for §5,000, which tho owner has all along
been askiog £7,000 for, and if you've any mote looso change I know whero
1 can pick up a tally ho cosch for half what it cost a year ago.

LITTLE BOY BLUE,

The little toy dog {s covered with dust,
But sturdy and staunch ho stands ¢
Aud thellittle toy soldior Is red with suet,
Anud hfs juusket moutde In hie hande,
Titne waa when the little toy dog was now
And tho soldior was passing falr,.—
And that was the time when our Littlo Boy Bluo
Kissed thom and put them there.

* Nuw, don't you go till T comne,” hosald,
' And don't vou mako any nofse I

8o, toddling off to histrundlo bed,
ilo dreamt of the protty toys.

And as lio was dreamlug an angel sorg
Awakened our Little Doy Blue,

Ol tho years aro many, tho yaars are long,
But the little toy [tlends ato true,

Aye, fafthful to Little 3oy I3lue thoy atand,
Fach {n tho samae uld place,
Awaiting tho touch of a ittle hand,
The suile of a little face.
Aund thoy wonder, as watting theao lon¢ years through
1n tho duat of that little chalr.
What haa become of our Little Buy Blue
Slnco hie kissed themand put them thore.
—Kunene Fulid,
—— it A AP S —reeere—n

SOUND PHILOSOPIY.

T sald: ** Tho timos are hand, and bread {s dear whon work {s not.
And rad, indood, Is poverly. and lonesomo fs {ts lot ;
Aud faint tho gleaws of silver is, and far the gleam of gold 3
Tho chilly winds aro blowing but tho hearth at homo i3 colil.”
Then onoclimbed up aud twined hior nems—her Httlo arms so whito ! -
Aronnd iy veck, and eoftly sabd: ‘I love papa, to-night '
And as sho cuddled close to me=the winasomo little witch $—
The times wero hatd no loogsr, for hier love had wade mo tich,
-

A PLAIN STATEMENT.

Tho young and wineomo wmwaidon called to sce Lor father on behalf of
Goorge, tho youth who won her hoart, but who was not hor father'’s favorie
¢ Father,’ she said gontly, ¢ I want to tell you something, snd you muasnt
bo angry.’
| *Very well,’ ho replied, 'I promise,’ and ho bont forwsrd and kis«ed
Let.

¢ I want to tell you, fathor, that George and I arc in love, and we want
to got married.

The father forgot his promise in & second and began to storm,

‘Yaven't I told you 1 woulda't havo him about thy house? Haven't |
forbidden you 1o sec him ¥ ho ranted. ¢ Now, onco for all, I tell you if bhe
comes here again or eses you snywhero olse, 1'll kick him 211 over town.’

The girl stood her ground like a little min,

* Now papa, doar,’ she said, ¢ you'll do nothing of the sort, Gaorge is
young and healthy, aud the champion ali-roued athlete and slugger of his
club, and we had a conferoncs this morning and I told him I'd love him
just the same, even if he had to pound you cloan out of shape in defendinc
his rights in this cise, so you might ss well submit now, snd savo us the
necelasity of resorting to harsh messures. SeeV

Lo saw,

-
MONEY NO OBJECT.

* I want a position,’ he sasd as he enterod the oflice.

*I'm eorry,’ said the hoad of the firm, ¢ but we reslly have no need of
any men at present.’
¢ Oh, thav's all right,’ said the caller cheerfally, ¢ I don’t expact any ealary.
In fact, I am willing to pay for the privilege of having employment.’

‘What kind of s position do you want?' asked the merchant, in
astonishmont,
¢I don't much cire, as long as iv's ono degreo higher than tho typowriter
and the office boy.
¢ Why those two patticularly 7'
¢ Well, you sce, it's just this way,’ explained the csller confidentislly.
‘I'm married snd have one child—a boy. Now, that boy don’t miud ms,
and his mothor jast laughs when I try to exert my autholity., So I've got
dosperate, and 1 thought if I could got a position whore the typowriter guel
would have to obey me and the offise boy would havo to got up and hustle
whon I spoko, It would sort of square mo with my dignity, which
is rapidly getting away from me. Wouldn't do anyone sny harm,
you know, and it would make me reol casior in my miand to realizo that I was
» wan and to be obeyed— Chicago Evening Pust,

BOOK GOSSIP.

Thero sre 273 illustrations in the current Quarlcrly Itlustrator, and 147
artists are ropresented. It is the most profasely pictured msgazine pul-
lished, and tho curront numboer is in evory rospect an interasting magszine,
both from an artistic and s litersry point of view. Tho Illustrator is pub-
lished at 92 Tifth Avenue, Now York, §1.00 per year.

McClure's Magosine for Qctober is an excoediogly good number. Thes,
B. Reed, of Maine, is tho subiect of a paper by Robort P, Purter. Tho
popular department, ¢ Human Dacuments,’ gives the reader photosof Franc.s
E. Willerd, Edgsr Wilson Nye, botter known as ¢ Bitlt Nyo' and Geo. W.
Cablo. A splendid and very timely articlo on the Earl of Dunraven, own-r
of the Valkyrie, the Evglish ye:cht now waking iteolf famous in American
watars. ‘This paper is ombellished with pictures of tho Earl, Lady Duoraven,
Dunraven Castlo, tho Valkyrie, with white wings spro.d, ote, McClure's is
undoubtedly bound to please.

A forthcomiog book to be published in Halifax will provo of great inter-

The old gent dida't seom to bave any more,

oot to a large number of people. Althoagh it is called a history, Mrs. Law-
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