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THE WATERMILL.

Listen to the watermill 
Through the livelong day,

How the clanking of the wheels 
Wears the hours away ?

Languidly the autumn wind 
Stirs the greenwood leaves ;

From the fields the reapers sing, 
Binding up the sheaves.

And a proverb haunts my mind,
As a spell is cast —

“The mill will never grind 
With the water that is past."

Take the lesson to thyself,
Loving heart and true :

Golden years are fleeting by,
Youth is passing too ;

Learn to make the most of life,
Lose no happy day ;

Time will never bring thee back 
Chances swept away.

Leave no tender word unsaid ;
Love while love shall last —

“ The mill will never grind 
With the water that has passed."

Work while the daj’liglit shines 
Man of strength and will ;

Never does the streamlet glide 
Unless by the mill.

Wait not till to-morrow’s sun 
Beams upon the way ;

All that thou canst call thine own 
Lies in thine to-day.

Power, intellect and health 
May not, cannot last —

“ The mill can never grind „
With the water that has passed."

Oh, the wasted hours of life,
That have drifted by,

Oh, the good we might have done,
Lost without a sigh.

Love that we once might have saved 
By a single word ;

Thoughts conceived, but never penned, 
Perishing unheard.

Take the proverb to thine heart 
Take — oh, hold it fast —

“ The mill will never grind 
With the water that has passed."

SELECT STORY.

MRS. PLUMP'S PLOT.
BY SHIRLEY BROWNE.

“I never, never can tell her in the 
world ! ” sighed Calla Wayne, as she stood 
among the blue larkspurs and tall, red 
lilies by the garden gate. “ She’ll say ’ I 
told you so ! ’ And the worst of it all is 
that she’ll be right. If I could only — ” 

“Shoo—shoo—shoo—oo—oo!” broke 
in a shrill felsetto — and at that very mo
ment old Mrs. Plump-herself bounced out 
of the kitchen door with streaming cap- 
strings and uplifted broom, driving a 
flock of marauding ducklings before her. 
“ Why, Calla is that you ? ”

She lowered the broom and adjusted 
the cap, while her eyes beamed with 
welcoming light.

“ Good-morning, Aunt Persia, dryly, 
“I’ll bet a big apple I can guess what 
you’ve come for.”

Calla was silent. She dropped wearily 
into a splint-bottomed kitchen chair and 
rested her cheek on her hand.

“ Lernrne see," said Aunt Persia, count
ing on her fingers, “ you’ve been married 
just six months, and you’ve found out 
a’ready that life ain’t all honey and mo
lasses. Well you’ll remember that I told 
you so. I had my doubts about Charley 
Wayne from the very beginning. He’s 
been sort of onstiddy ever since he set
tled in Valleycroft."

“ But, Aunt Persia — ”
“Yes, I know. You needn’t go on. 

There ain’t much happens in Valleycroft 
but what I hear, thanks to old Ma’am 
Wheeler that lives on the hill and goes 
out tailoring by the day, and Jim Hop
kins that tinkers clocks and mends well 
chains, and Louisa Jones that always 
stops in to pass the time o’day on her 
way to and from telegraft office. He’s 
been on a reg’Iar spree, that husband of 
yours.”

“ Oh, Aunt Persis ! ”
“He has!” nodded the old woman, 

who had taken up a ginger-colored yarn 
stocking and was knitting away with 
lightning rapidity. With Hal Morrison 
and Bill Peters and them fellers at the 
hotel, ‘ only a game o’ cards and a social 
glass ’ — don’t I know what that amounts 
to? As I’ve told your uncle Noah, time 
and ag’in, before he went to be a partaker 
of glory, I never would stand that sort o’ 
thing. I’d ha’ left him first ! And if I 
was you, Calla, I’d take Jthe same stand ! 
Yes, I would ! ”

Calla looked at her aunt with troubled 
blue eyes, like rain-drenched forget-me- 
nots. She had been an orphan from her 
babyhood up. Aunt Persis Plump had 
been the only mother she had ever known, 
and Aunt Persia’ advice was generally 
good of its kind. Yet all these wifely in
stincts of her heart rebelled against these 
words.

“Oh, Aunt Persis, [what^shall I do?” 
she cried, piteously.

“ Leave him,” said Aunt Persis, jerking 
out the words between the loops of ginger- 
colored yarn. “ May as well do it first as 
last. It’s what it’s got to come to ! ”

“ But, Aunt Persis, I love him.”
“ Fiddle-strings ! ” cried the old woman. 

“ Hain’t he promised you, over and over 
again, te leave off the use o’ spirits ? And 
hain’t he broke his promise, like it was 
a brittle pipe-stem ? ”

“How did you know, Aunt Persis?” 
eagerly questioned Calla.

“ I know more than you suspicion, Cal
la Wayne,” said Mrs. Plump. “ Charley 
Wayne ain’t a bad fellow. There’s plenty 
of good in him. But Le needs a lesson ! 
That’s what he needs ! ”

Calla sighed softly. This trial that had 
come upon her seemed to imbitter all her 
life. To her girlish eyes Charles Wayne 
had appeared a sort of demi-god, and 
now, that he was tottering on his high 
pedestal, all the world, in poor Ham
let’s phrase, seemed “ out of joint.” What 
was to be the end of it all ? Could it be 
possible that her gay, handsome young 
husband would ever degenerate into a 
mere wreck like old Miles Spooner, who 
trudged past in tatters, with bloated face, 
dim eyes, and a black bottle hid away 
under his rags? As the horrible idea 
passed through her brain, Aunt Persia’ 
voice struck short and sharp on her ears.

“ Leave him ! ’’ said Aunt Persis. “ Let 
him know you ain’t goin’ to put up with 
this sort o’ thing. Bring your clothes 
here and stay with me until he’s willin’ to 
listen to common sense ! ”

But Calla shook her head. “ I couldn’t 
do that,” said she. “ Oh, I couldn’t, Aunt 
Persis. When I stood by the altar I 
vowed to take him ‘ for better,for worse ! ’ 
The worse has come sooner than I 
dreamed possible, but all the same, I can’t 
break my word ! ”

“ You’re a fool ! ” said Mrs. Plump, ply
ing the glittering steel needles as if every 
one were a dagger which she would like 
to plunge into handsome, reckless Char
ley Wayne !

Calla went back across the buttercup- 
spangled meadows to her home, with the 
heavy weight still dragging at her heart
strings. Aunt Plump sat there by the 
window where the blue morning-glory 
cups swung to and fro, and knitted away, 
and as she knitted she thought.

“ If she won’t do it I will ! ” said Aunt 
Plump. “ Charley Wayne needs a lesson,

and he shall get it I ain’t going to stand 
by and see two young people go to rack 
and min all for lack of a helping hand.”

The very next afternoon as young 
Wayne walked past the Plump farm-gate, 
on his way to the village store where he 
was a clerk, Aunt Persia’ thimble finger 
tapped a summons on the window-pane. 
Wayne colored.

“ I’m in for a lecture, I suppose,” mut
tered he. “Confound it all, I’ve half a 
mind to run the blockade, and pretend I 
didn’t hear ! ”

This inspiration, however, was nipped 
in the bud by the appearance of Mrs. 
Plump’s face at the window, and Wayne 
reluctantly presented himself before her.

“ I wanted to speak to you,” said she.
“ Indeed ? ” and Wayne mentally pre

pared himself for the fray.
“ About Calla,” added Mrs. Plump. 
Wayne looked surprised.
“ Charles," mysteriously uttered the old 

woman, “ ain't you never had no suspici
ons about her? ’’

“ About Calla, Aunt Plump ? ”
Mrs. Plump nodded.
“ I don’t think I understand you,” said 

Wayne, vaguely.
“ Charles,” whispered Mrs. Plump, with 

her lips close to his ear, “p’r’aps you 
never knowed that Calla’s poor dear 
mother was dreadful partial to the bot
tle?”

“ Nonsense ! ” exclaimed the young 
man.

Mrs. Plump shook her head mournfully.
“ And Calla takes arter her mother in 

evergthing,” said she. “ I just mentioned 
it, so’s you might sort o’ be on your guard. 
She’s alone a good deal, you know, and— ”

“ I don’t believe a word of it ! ” flashed 
out Wayne, turning on his heel, and strid
ing off in a rage.

Aunt Persis watched him with an in
comprehensible twinkle in her little gray 
eyes.

“ The spell’s a-workin’, ” said she.
“Does the old hag mean that my wife 

drinks?" thought Wayne. “Calla! my 
pure, sweet Calla Lily ? I wouldn’t be
lieve it if ten thousand people swore it 
with one accord.”

And he laughed aloud at the bare idea. 
It was perhaps half an hour earlier 

than usual that Wayne came home that 
evening. t ;

“ Calla hasn’t lighted the lamp yet,” he 
thought, as he walked up the garden 
path. “ I wonder why ? I shall tell her 
what that old raven of an Aunt Persis 
says, and we’ll have a laugh over it to
gether, dear little Calla and I.”

He opened the door and went in, cry
ing out cheerily :

“Calla! Calla Lily!”
There was no answer.
In the twilight shadows of ths room a 

figure was seated, its head bowed down 
on the table, both hands spread out. The 
overwhelming fumes of spirits filled the 
room — a bottle three quarters empty and 
a cloudy glass stood on the table.

“Calla!”
He stood like one appalled, He lifted 

the arm to call attention to his presence ; 
it fell heavily to the table again.

“ Great heavens ! ” he muttered between 
his set teeth ; “ I never saw such a revolt
ing spectacle in my life ! What have I 
done that such a horror as this should de
scend upon me ? ”

With both hands clasped over his eyes, 
he fled from the house as if pursued by 
some avenging fiend. He abated nothing 
of his speed until he stood out in the 
open road, under the pale light of the 
stars, his heart full of fevered pain. 
Could it be possible that Gala had ever 
felt like this, when he had come home 
late at night from the society of his gay 
companions ? Was it through any fault 
or example of his that she had thus fal
len from tlie^high* estate of_her woman
hood ?

Involuntarily he turned his .footsteps 
toward Aunt Persis Plump’s farm-house, 
She could perhaps counsel him what to 
do in this terrible emergency. It was a 
long, dark walk, but he took no note of 
time, and was rather startled by hearing 
the clock strike nine as he stood on the 
doorstep. He tried the door; it was 
locked. He knocked impatiently at the 
panels; Mrs. Plump herself trundled com
fortably to the door.

“ Why, I declare if it ain’t you, Charles!” 
said she. “ Just in time.to go home with 
Calla!"

“ What ! ” cried Wayne.
There, in the full*shine of the lamp

light, stood Calla herself, fair and lovely 
as the stately flower after which her dead 
mother had named her, a white shawl 
wrapped around her shoulders, a rose in 
her hair. J

“ How did you know^I was here, Char
ley ? ’’ said she, brightly.

“I — I didn’t know,” stammered he. “ I 
just happened in by chance. I went home 
first, and — and there was a drunken 
woman in the house —a woman wearing 
your clothes, Calla ! Tell me, in Heaven’s 
name, who it is ! ”

“Well, I am beat!” leisurely uttered 
Mrs. Plump. “ It’s poor old Mrs. Fidget. 
I told Calla it would be a real charity to 
give her that cast-off suit o’ hers, and I 
only wonder she hain’t pawned it for 
drink a’ready. And I had one of my bad 
dyspeptic turns and I sent Mrs. Fidget 
after Calla to take care o’ me. But I didn’t 
s’pose she’d set down there and go to 
drinkin’, poor old creetur’. Oh ! yes, 
thankee, I’m better now. I guess the 
worst is over. But I’d advise you to go 
and turn her out-doors as soon as you 
can, for once she gets into one o’ these 
spells, they’re apt to last two or three 
days ! ”

Sly old Mrs. Plump ! She never ex
plained how carefully all this series of 
circumstances had been planned — the 
cast-off gown, the errand to Calla, the 
fifty-cent piece which was morally sure 
to culminate in a portion of bad spirits, 
the certainty that poor Betsey Pidget 
would get no further.

“ ’Tain’t always the things that happen 
exactly'as you s’pose they’re goin’ to,” said 
Mrs. Plump. “ But this time they have 
And I calculate by the look of his face 
Charley Wayne has got his lesson ! ”

“ Calla,” said the Jyoung husband as 
arm in arm, they walked home together 
through the dew and the star-light, “ I’ve 
made up my mind to one thing that after 
that hideous sight to-night. From this 
moment henceforward no drop of spirits 
shall ever cross my lips again ! ”

“Oh, Charley! dear Charley!” She 
clung with tears of happiness to his arm. 
But she never knew that for one agonized 
half hour he had believed that she, his 
pearl among women, could possibly have 
lost her radiant glory ! He never could 
have told her that !

“ What did I mean by sayin’ that Cal
la’s mother was fond of the bottle?” 
asked Aunt Persis. “Well, she was. 
Never in my life did I see a woman so 
partial to cologne and lavender water and 
such like as she was. I didn’t say what 
kind of a bottle it was, did I ? ”

“ I see,” said Wayne, after a brief sil 
ence, “ you meant to set me to thinking.”

“ I meant to give you a lesson," said 
Mrs. Plumy, firmly.

“ And you have done so,” said Wayne, 
“ I thank you for it.”

And when Calla cried triumphantly, 
“Didn’t I say that Charley would come 
out all right?” Aunt Persis had the self- 
restraint to keep her little plot to herself, 
and answer only :

“ I guess you’re right for once, Calla ! ”

How They Put In the Time Do Game 
was Swift and Crooked.

The newsboys and bootblacks of Toronto 
are dead game sports. What they don’t 
know about gambling isn’t worth know
ing. During these warm days when 
business is a little slow they retire to some 
cool retreat in one of the lanee or behind 
some of the big warehouses and there in 
their own little Monte Carlo they “ play 
de game ” with all the shrewdness of old 
timers. Of course they are sharks among 
these juvenile sports, sharpers who have 
retired from the legitimate business, and 
who spent their time in luring “ de new 
jays ” who have been “ holdin’ de even
ings ” for a few weeks only and who are 
not in it when they try their hand with 
these alley gangs. They haunt the down 
town lanes, the docks, vacant buildings, 
and other retreats where they are safe 
from the police, and the whole tribe is 
proud of the reputation of some of its 
members for handling the cards.

Corky to a Coo-Coo.
“ I tell yer, der aint a man in dis town 

that can empty Corky’s pockets, if de 
game’s straight,” said an enthusiastic on
looker to an Empire reporter, as he stood 
watching a swift game that was in progress 
in the Toronto Opera House lane. It was 
a novel sight. Squatted on the smooth 
ground were five young sports from 12 to 
15 years of age,and the way they handled 
the dirty cards would make the old-time 
gambler envious. There was the “ sucker ” 
in the party at this little sitting. It was 
a case of shark watch shark. The personnel 
of the party was as follows : Against the 
theatre wall sat “ Jimmie ’’ and “ Corky ” 
both old timers, and perhaps the slickest 
pair in the gang. “ Jimmie ” is the scion 
of a famous family whose ancestral halls 
are situate in St John’s ward. He wore 
a black slouch hat which completely 
covered his eyes from the serotinous gaze 
of the other players, and didn’t say two 
words during the whole game. He simply 
<* played de game ” for all it was worth. 
Corky was a little more garrulous, but he 
talked for a purpose,and used pretty nearly 
all the rest of the lane as a spittoon. Be
side “ Corky ” was a tall, slim bootblack 
who is known in the select circle as 
“ Skinny.” The game had been in progress 
but a few minutes when “ Corky ” found 
that

He Wee Out Seven Cents.
and he got nervous. He was considered a 
“ boss ” player, and had often cleaned out 
the dock gang, but he was travelling in 
pretty swift company. “ Swoppy ” and 
“ Irish ” sat on the outside. They are 
east-enders and their reputation extends 
from the cow byres to the Winchester 
street bridge. They came up to “ do up ” 
the Yonge street sports, and being loaded 
down with “ stuff,” they rushed the game 
for a while. Select and wealthy, the party 
had furnished cigarettes, and all except 
“ Corky ” were enjoying them. In the 
midst of all the excitement he remained 
true to his old love, chewing tobacco. 
“ Swoppy ” was the dude of the party. 
There were no holes in his pants, and a 
pair of over-worn tennis shoes gave him a 
rather aristocratic appearance. His gaudily 
colored cigarette holder was the envy of 
every man around the “ table.” There 
was considerable discussion as to what 
game should be played, but pedro was 
finally decided upon. The game was fast 
and furious, and the coppers changed 
hands pretty lively. All the while a scout 
was sitting in front of Underwood’s ink 
manufactory on Johnson street

On the Lookeut for Cops.
He was promised three cents to watch 

and give warning if necessary. The signal 
was given once during the game, three 
shrill whistles, add in an instant the lane 
was deserted. Another signal, to warn 
them that the coast was clear,brought the 
party together again, and the game pro
ceeded after the cards had been counted 
at the request of the east end representa
tives. Corky had a streak of bad luck.

“ I aint sayin’ that de game’s crooked,” 
he said, “ but I aint in de habit of losin’ 
seven cents every five minutes.”

“ Aw, y’ alius shoot of yer mouth when 
yer drop a nickel," retorted Skinny, and 
after this there was a flow of choice voca
bulary that made the odorous atmosphere 
of the lane almost sticky with blasphemy. 
Finally the east enders commenced to 
drop their pile and suspected crooked 
work. The cards were again counted and 
the dust rubbed off them. The excitement 
was too intense, however, and there was 
nothing for it but a free fight. “ Irish ” 
grabbed “ Corky,” pulled him out in the 
lane and was about to go through him, 
when Corky pulle#out a jackknife with a 
vicious-looking blade and kept the Don 
sport at a distance. A rough-and-tumble 
fight had just got nicely started when the 
three whistles were heard again, the lane 
was deserted and the game over.

Scenes like these are not at all uncom
mon in Toronto nowadays.

A GHASTLY FUNERAL

Ostentations Pared* of a Decaying 
Corpse in Constantinople.

Constantinople, Sept. 27.—The death 
of the man who calls himself the rightful 
head of the Christian church universal is 
rare, because advancing age commonly 
gives the incumbent of the Greek patri
archal chair time to resign before the 
fatal hour. Hence the funeral of the 
patriarch Dionysius called together an 
enormous concourse of people. Along 
the whole line of four or five miles tra
versed by the procession, the streets 
were packed with men, women and 
children who might not have an oppor
tunity to see this pageant again. Turkish 
troops formed the escort of the procession, 
but were not used to prorect it from the 
mob of Greek sight-seers. It had hardly 
left the Patriarchal church at the Fanar 
when its orderly structure was annihil
ated by the rush of the rabble bent on 
seeing the awful thing which the priests 
had brought out of the church. It was 
nothing that prince and shoemaker, 
bishop and boatman, diplomat in cocked 
hat and pacha in massive gold embroidery 
straggled together and with the pall
bearers for the right of way. The awful 
thing, the haunting horror of the spec
tacle, was the ostentatious parade of the 
decaying corpse of the white-haired old 
man, crowned with gold, bedecked with 
ecclesiastical finery, tied, like a criminal 
who has been executed by electricity, 
into a chair, with head left to hang nod
ding on one side, with one hand held 
aloft by strings in grim caricature of the 
attitude of benediction, and with attend
ants spraying perfumery over the ghastly 
thing in order to conceal its odor. ; As if 
this was not enough, when alter several 
hours of such exposure in the streets the 
corpse reached the place of sepulture, 
proceedings were stopped in order that 
the robes of the defunct might be saved. 
The poor dead patriarch wA thoroughly 
stripped of his garments. Dressed in a 
bare white shroud he was seated on a 
stone in the corner of his last resting 
place and the place was closed up. Then 
at length the men who had taken such 
liberties with his body retired, satisfied 
with their last homage to their spiritual 
head._____________
HOW FLIES CARRY CONTAGION.

AWFUL CRUELTY.
Mrs. Hannon, a woman of loose char

acter, lived at Mentor, one mile west of 
Bird’s Eye, Ind., was visited by a 
body of thirty men, who tied her to a 
post and applied fifty lashes to her bare 
body. She was found tied to the post 
naked, with the exception of one under
garment, which was turned over her 
head. Her body was torn from head to 
foot as if by a knife, one terrible wound 
bleeding from every pore, while across 
her abdomen was a gash twelve inches 
long and so deep as to leave the bowels 
exposed, and scattered around were the 
great hickory switches with which the 
woman had been flogged. No one knows 
who composed the mob nor whence they 
came. The community is enraged that 
such a thing should have happened in 
their midst. Mrs. Harmon and her 
daughter were whipped in Bird’s Eye 
two years ago, just before they moved to 
Mentor.
TIME REQUIRED FOR TELEGRAPH

ING.
A large company of telegraphers re

cently met in San Francisco to celebrate 
the opening of a new telegraph office. 
After showing the instruments, the 
superintendent said that he had often 
been asked how long it took to telegraph 
to different places and get a reply, and he 
proposed to answer the question by actual 
demonstration. He therefore wired an 
enquiry, as to the weather to Portland, 
New York, Washington, Seattle, Tacoma, 
Canso, (Nova Scotia), and London. The 
first reply came from Portland in 3 
minutes, “ Weather fine ”; the next from 
New York, in 3 minutes, 10 seconds, 
“misty and wrarm "; Washington in 3 
minutes, 11 seconds, “ misty and warm ”; 
Seattle in 3 minutes, 24 seconds, “ misty 
and calm”; Tacoma in 3 minutes, 28 
seconds, “misty, cool and calm”; Canso 
(Nova Scotia^in 4 minutes, 20 seconds, 
“ cold and misty ”; and the reply “ misty 
and côld ” camé from far off London in 6 
minutes, 22 seconds.

PILES! 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, l£j 
coming very sore. Swayne’b Ointment 
stops the itching and bleeding, heals ul
ceration, and in most cases removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 50 
ente. Dr. Swanye & Son, Philadelphia.

(From the Brooklyn Eagle).
There can be little doubt that infec

tions of various kinds may be more or 
lees readily conveyed by flies. Wherever 
they alight they must bring with them 
traces of the objectionable matter they 
may have been assisting to remove. The 
window open for fresh air may admit 
flies which have come straight from some 
fever-stricken dwelling. Any one who 
has been in Egypt will have had an ob
ject lesson on the propagation of disease 
by flies. The many victims of ophthal
mia to lie seen there usually have their 
open sores covered by sworms of flies, 
which makes the presence and obtrUsive- 
ness everywhere in that country of this 
insect pest doubly abhorrent, from the 
possibilities of contagion by contact with 
them. The prevalence of opthalmia in 
Egypt is attributed specially to these 
swarms of flies, which convey infection 
from affected subjects to those unaffected. 
In our own country there is no specific 
malady which may be thus mainly at
tributable to the germ-carrying action of 
flies, but it is quite possible that many 
cases, where the sources of infection can 
not be traced, may have had their origin 
in the presence of flies unwittingly ad
mitted from tainted places. It is said 
that the late Father Damien attributed 
the leprosy which brought about his 
death to inoculation by flies which flew 
from leprous ]>atiente to a wound on his 
head. It must be remembered that 
though cases doubtless occur in which in
fectious diseases are conveyed by flies, 
these insects do an immense amount of 
useful services by the scavengering which 
they so assiduously perform.

ON THE HOSE.
He Stepped On It Just For A Little 

Joke But Like Most Funny Men 
Didn't Relish The Joke On 

• Him.

The early riser was out watering his 
grass when the funny man came along 
and stepped on the hose.

The early riser turned around to see 
what had shut off the water so suddenly, 
and the funny man laughed at him.

“ Get off that hose ! ’’ exclaimed the 
early riser.

“ O, don’t mind me,” said the funny 
man. “ Go on and water your grass.”

Then he noticed that the nozzle was 
carefully pointed in his directon.

“ Here. Point that the other way ! ’’ 
he cried.

The early riser glanced down at the 
nozzle and his face lit up with pleasure.

“Amusing to shut oft a man’s water, 
isn’t it?” be asked.

“ But, my dear sir," expostulated the 
funny man. “I didn’t—”

“ It’s intensely funny,” said the early 
riser ; “ you’d better get off that hose.”

“ But I can’t,” said the funny man.
“Don’t you see the nozzle’s pointed 

right at me and if I d—”
“ 0, well, I’m in no hurry,” interrupted 

the early riser. “ If you enjoy it I don’t 
know that I have any reason to object.”

He sat down on the railing surroundjng 
his grass plat and rested the nozzle on his 
knee, still keeping it pointed toward the 
funny man.

“ I say,” said the latter, “ if you’ll turn 
that the other way I’ll get off.”

“O, I wouldn’t put you to so much 
trouble,” said the early riser. “Enjoy 
yourself.”

The early riser held the nozzle between 
his knees while he took out a cigar and 
lit it. The funny man watched him puff 
it for a moment. Then he said :•

“See here, old man, my leg’s getting 
stiff.”

“ Why don’t you shift legs? ’’ asked the 
early riser disinterestedly.

The funny man tried it, made a slip, 
and the stream almost reached him before 
he could get his foot on the hose again. The 
early riser chuckled.

“ Say, I’ll break your head ! ” cried the 
funny man excitedly.

“ All right,” returned the other man, 
carelessly. “ But be careful or you may 
slip off the hose again.”

The funny man glared at the early riser 
a moment and said :

. “ If I were as mean as you I’d go into 
the pawnbrokers’ business.”

“ If I were as funny as you are,” said 
the early riser, as he leisurely puffed his 
cigar, “ I’d hire out to a burlesque com
pany.”

The funny man tried to walk along the 
hose to get farther away from the nozzle, 
but the water spurted out a little with 
each step and he stopped. Then he got 
desperate, stepped off, and started to run. 
The stream caught him in the middle of 
the back.

When lie got out of range he turned and 
shook his fist at the impassive early riser 
and male some torribls threats.

And the early riser muttered as he began 
watering the grass again.

“Funny that a tunny man can't take a 
joke on himself.”

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup has 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" Soothing Sybup.

RUSKIN THE ENGINEER.
(From the Manchester Courier)

Very few people are aware that John 
Ruskin, in addition to his brilliant liter
ary work, has, on one occasion at least, 
played with remarkable success the part 
of a hydraulic engineer. The inhabitants 
of Filking, a little village in Sussex, not 
far from Brighton, had for a long time 
great difficulty in obtaining an adequate 
supply of drinking water. A hilly 
gathering ground was near, but nature 
seemed to have intended the water for 
other localities. All sorts of expedients 
were adopted to arrest the mountain 
streams, but one after the other proved a 
failure. It happened that Mr. Ruskin 
occasionally visited the district, and the 
idea occurred to somebody that he might 
be able to assist the villagers in their 
difficulty. The request was a strange one,, 
but Ruskin began to think what could be 
done, and in the end devised a scheme 
which has given Filking as much water 
as it can ever hope to consume. Works 
have, of course, been required, but they 
did not cost very much, and they certainly 
do not disfigure the locality. The people 
have not been slow to show their grati
tude for the boon thus conferred upon 
them, and near the well which gives thé 
inhabitants a constant service they have 
erected a beautiful marble memorial, on 
which is a tablet bearing in gilt letters 
the following record: “To the glory of 
God, and in honor of John Ruskin. 
Psalm 78, * That they might set their hope 
in God, and not forget to keep his com
mandments, who brought streams also 
out of the rock.’ ”

DRUNK, BUT TRUE BLUE

An Old Fashioned Miner Drifts In and 
Does a Good Deed.

It was a tender hearted American who 
saved the murdered Severn Cisneros from 
burial in a pauper’s grave, says the San 
Francisco Report. When he visited the 
undertaker’s where lay the bodies of 
murderer and murdered he was percep
tibly under the influence of liquor.

“ Say pard," said he to Carl Soliussel, 
“ that gal died afore she wanted to, didn’t 
she ? ”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ And that feller there murdered her? ”
“ So it is said.”
“ And ye’r giving him a big burial?”
“ His friends are.”
“ Yer say the gal’s got to go to the 

potter's field ? ”
“ I am afraid so.”
“ Where’s her mother ? ”
“ She has none."
“ But she had one onc’t, and she’s got 

to have a square deal and be buried right. 
Here’s $20 to get her somethin’ to wear 
what’s fit to be planted in. Here’s $20 to 
get a better coffin with, and here’s $10 for 
a broken wheel of flowers. Let’s not 
have it said that old ‘Frisce gives the 
murderer a better send off than the poor 
girl what he killed. Goodby, old pard.”

“ What is your name, please ? This is 
an act of rare generosity.”

“ Have a drink, pard, but my name’s 
my own biz.”

“Oh, booh! A patent medicine.” 
Wait until you try Johnson’s Anodyne 
Liniment my friend.

Are you a man or woman, orj 
part of the public ?

i you a

Children

Enjoy It.

SCOTT’S
EMULSION
of pure Cod Liver Oil with Hypo- 
phoephltea of Lime and Soda la 

almoat ae palatable ae milk.
A MARVELLOUS FLESH PRODUCER
It la Indeed, and the little lada and 
laeelee who take cold eaelly, may be 
fortified against a cough that might 
prove eerloua, by taking Scott'e 
Emulsion after their meals during 
the winter season.
Beware of substitution» and imitations. 

SCOTT A BOWNE, Belleville.

Baking
Powder

hMlLLETT.-roR"

ERIAL
BAKING

POWDERTHE IMF
PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST.
Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,

Phosphates, or any Injuriant.

E. W. CILLETT. Toronto. Ont.

“German
Syrup”

Here is something from Mr. Frank 
A. Hale, proprietor of the De Witt 
House, Lewiston, and the Tontine 
Hotel, Brunswick , Me. Hotel men 
meet the world as it comes and goes, 
and are not slow in sizing people 
and things up for what they are 
worth. He says that he has lost a 
father and several brothers and sis
ters from Pulmonary Consumption, 
and is himself frequently troubled 

with colds, and he 
Hereditary often coughs enough 

to make him sick at 
Consumptlonhis stomach. When

ever he has taken a 
cold of this kind he uses Boschee’s 
German Syrup, and it cures him 
every time. Here is a man who 
knows the full danger of lung trou
bles, and would therefore be most 
particular as to the medicine he used. 
What is his opinion ? Listen ! “I 
use nothing but Boschee’s German: 
Syrup, and have advised, I presume,, 
more than a hundred different per
sons to take it. They agree with 
me that it is the best cough syrup 
in the market." ®

PROFESSORS
-AND-

TEACHERS
ALL OVER THE

MARITIME - PROVINCES!
Bead thle list of Books to be found at

HALL’S BOOK STORE,

R. BLACK MKR,

PRACTICAL

WATCHMAKER and JEWELER,
HAS IN STOCK A FULL LINE OF

Walth am Watches

in Solid Gold, Gold Filled and Silver Cases.

Fine Rolled Plate Chains, etc.
and everything usually found in a 

firet-class jewelry store.
A FULL LINK OF

Bully’s Psychology'.
Chamber's Mathematical Tables.
Jones' Course of Practical Chemistry'. 
Palgrave’s Golden Treasury.
Meiklejohn’s English Language, 
lock’s Elementary Trigonometry.
Descarte’s Discourse of Method.
Walker’s Political Economy.
Trenche’s English Past and Present.
Stewart’s Outlines of Moral Philosophy. 
Murray’s Psychology.
Wormell’s Dynamics.
Peck’s Gunot Natural Philosophy.
Trench’s Btudy of Words.
Arnold’s Selected Poems.
Carpenter’s Zoology.
Daniell’s Principles of Physics.
Tail’s Properties of Matter.
Cook’s New Chemistry.
Myer’s Eastern Nations and Greece, 
smith’s Student Series.
Marshall’s Economics of Industry.
Morris* Historical English Grammar.
Arnold’s Selections from Pope.
Fisher’s Theistic and Christian Belief.
Mills’ System of Logic.
RoUnson’s Principles and Practice of Morality. 
Mills’ Political Economy.
Iiooke’s Human Understanding.
Arnold’s Johnson’s Lives of the Poets.
Butler’s Analogy.
JBowne’s Metaphysics.
Dana’s Text Book of Geology.
Jeven’s Louie.
Lamb's Essay s.
Bacon’s J ssay s.
Mill on Libei ty.
Clarendon Press Play s of Sliukespeire. 
Dowden’s Shakespe ne. 
ikroeke’s Literature.
Cowper’s Task.
•Rope’s Essay on Mac.
Gray’s Lessons and Manual of Botany.
Mjmli’s English L nguage.

TEA. TEA.

JUST BECEIVED :

OPPOSITE NORMAL SCHOOL, 
FREDERICTON.

GUNS, RIFLES,

Direct frem London per Str.„ 

Damr ra.

119 Packages Tea,,
IN HALF CHESTS,

Caddies & Boxes,

These Teas are of a Superior 

qualtiy and fine

ALSO IN STOCK
*

INDIAN aud CEYLON TEAS, of the flce&L 

quality.

—AND-

REVOLVERS.

OIL OICiKIS
Of the best makes.

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

Quality."

ENGRAVING
On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS, etc., neatly 

executed.

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

One Door Below the People’s Bank

■ Plso’s Remedy tor Catarrh la the 
Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest

CATARRH
Sold by druggists or Bent by maU, 50o. 

E. T. Hazel tine, Warren, Pa^ U. S. A.

Just Received from Birmiugham, 
New York, Montreal and New 

Haven,

6 Cases Guns, Rifles and Revolvers,
As follows :

Doulile Barrel Breach loading Guns, from $10 
upwards,

Single Barrel Breach loading Guns, from $4 up, 
Marlin Magazine or Single shot Rifles,
Winchester «* •* ** «
.Revolvers from $1.00 upwards,
Cartridges Loaded or Blank,
Bifle ana Revolver Cartridges, Chilled and ordin

ary shot.
Powder—Hazard, Hamilton. Hall’s Guns Covers, 
Leggings, Game Bags, Cartridge Belts, and a 
large stock of other goods in this line to numerous 
to mention.

G. V. WHELPLEY,,

310 Queen St. Fredericton.

June 9ih, M91.

Wholesale and Retail,
—AT—

NEILL’S HARDWARE STORE.

Refrigerators.
AT COST

TU make room for other goods and save carry ing 
over will sell what Refrigerators on hand at 

cost.

MILL’S HARDWARE STORE.
Plobert Rifles.

-AT-

MILL'S HARDWARE STORE,

This Fpace

Belongs To

GFOBGE H. DAVIS, 

Druggist

THK

IVERPOOL AND LONDON AND

R. C. MACRED1E,

Plumber, Gas Fitter,
AND

TIM SMITH,
WOULD inform the people of Fredei 

icton and vicinity that he has re 
eumed business on Queen Street,

OFF COUNTY COURT UOUSR
where he is prepared to Oil all orders in 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND HECHARICAL

BELL HANGING^,

WILLIAM R0SSB0R0U6H,
MASON,

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

FREDERICTON, N. B.

jZSSr- Jobbing a specialty.

Workmanship first-class.
Prices satisfactory

GLOBE
INSURANCE COMPANY.

Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.56 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip

tion at
LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,
Agen*.

Carriage Bolts.
JUST RECEIVED:

5Z"^(ASE8 containing 10,500,'Carriagc Bella 
V and 9,000 Tire Bolts.

For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Measures.
JUST RECEIVED :

FULL stock of Wooden measure-»,»» Setts. Half 
. Bushels, Pecks, and Half Pecks.

And for sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

GREAT CLEARANCE SALE
NTMURRAY Si CO.

WILL OFFER THE WHOLE STOCK OF

WALL - PAPERS
In the Store lately occupied by MR. E. B. NIXON,

AT VERY LOW PRICES, FOR ONE WEEK ONLY,

COMMENCING

MONDAY,
IN QUANTITIES TO SUIT PURCHASERS,

7

As the whole Stock Must be Removed at Once.

c.

Speaking Tube^&c.

w
______ PUSHING MEN to sell choice

^tJWBsry Stock. Complete assortment. Splendid 
-.jportunity offered for Spring work. My Sales
men have good success, many selling from $100 
to $200 per week. Send for Proof and Testimoni
als. A good pushing man wanted here at once. 
Liberal Terms, and the best goods in the market.

Those Who Wish WALL PAPERS will find this 
the Place to SECURE BARGAINS.

McMURRAT & CO.

i


