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ih« herself somrtimM «poke. "Toe think 
it's my grand, don't yoo, to oome ui

into thntdrri?. moot down yerator? Thntta 
tho way women wo bom I Oh, yra-ptuh- 

men formed into nil aorta of dinger, 
playing the coward wider oo«r

ot their own pettiooate. Tee, I any-----"
"Stop I" raid the girl. She got to her 

feet, bet looted nt him no hmger.
" Uoole Eden 1" the rated.-wsafsKïWPSi

eynonym of pallor in a negro.
“Comewith nr,” the raid, onoe more
W-flFto*.-^
ont qoernlooely. "H you think you're 

to force me Into going, 111M —
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t bis meal himself fne
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9He’’ hook
______ _ “I didn’t
’d hate me. hut 1 thought
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tide her.
" Phil," the mid, -W thought you 

might have a Christmas gift for mi ? Have

t were a Uve thing, but people deo 
to realise what a delicate piece of n 
tom a good piano to. Planoeetenoti

by tout «r cold aa they are by

endromeiïlSîSëiS
raise Had with it, but meet people -are not 
on to that. The trouble is thi ptoao to too 
dry.

" Ton know the 
life el a plane—to 
when it’s made so tightly that It beiges up 
in the oeotro, or has a - belly," as we oafi 
it, on the earns principle as a violin. The 
wood tor
el course It "toutatoe 
gathers a lot mdre w damp days and la 
■andling. Mow, when you put a piano to 

an over-heated, dry room, all this moisture 
to dried out and the board loses ite ’ beUy " 
and gets gabby and flonUy cracks. Even 
it It doesn’t crack the tone lows its ra-

“ Tootto,
drank."

" A termagant Is a kind of a goose."
" A phoeois it one who eifte athee.”
" The ebbolitioa to when the tide goto 

way out to me.”
“ A raffle is a sort of gun."
” Ventilation is lotting in contaminated 

air."
" A rehearsal Is what they have at a 

funeral."
“ An incendiary le when you go round 

preaching and tinging hires,"
“ Expostulation Is to have the small­

pox."
" A turbot to a Undof arhetorioalrtyto.”
" The boy was cursory when he ran to 

oatdh the train."
“The 

swore a great deal."
“ One ward may molify another."
"A oritio to Mmethtog to put your feet 

onto."
“ Cannibal is two brothers that killed 

hemes Ins in the Bible."

1

TbtoraS^lS£"*r to taeh upon him. He 
declaring he had been worrying all the evening about eomethlng he hid forgotten, 
and so overwhelmed me with loving pro­
testations that I couldn’t talk to him very

so mootsszyou?
-" I would have gotten yon a thousand it 

I had known," he begen ; but the stopped

"Ml ____ ___ _ _
mid, not looking at him. " I would like it 
very muoh. I don't know whether it would 
stay on---- "

Ha rim white, even to hie lips, and went 
and fetched it. Thao as he took her hand 
to put it on, he raid

“ Judith, you know what this
" Tee," She raid, “ and I—I b 

thing for you, Phil; not much, but I 
thought you might like it, you know."
Jf’ Anything that won wifi give me I will 
appreciate,” he raid, if It's only the rib­
bon that has tied your shoe. Tell me, what 
hit?"

Then mid my Lady Tongue, making a 
sweet outward gesture with her little, 

n :
" Itjto—it to myself."
They were married before he rejoined bis 

regiment, and even the cruel war did not 
divide them ; but Dlok was shot at Gettys­
burg, and they raid that no lad in all the 
South had ever died man bravely, 

ran aero.

Poor Mr. Tart looked bine and grave ; by net anecdote:
M. Oouein told 

Philippe In 1M0 there 
tween tbh Jmatte and t 
wraths 
belief, w

onoeamytog of Louis 
wae a quarrel ba­

the University ; it 
Old struggle between belief and un- 
hloh tahm every poeeibln nhape 

cording to the spirit of the age, and, ao- 
ootding to the period, shows itself in petty 
pereeentlone or to mamarae. There had 

a long dtooueeton to the Cabinet. 
" Above ali, raid the King, aa he torn to 
go away, “ do not get me into hot water
with my good queen." “ n—‘------J-
fon at it; but he was wrong. Almost 
every Frenchman rays as the King said, 
" Don’t get me into hot water with my 
good qosen.” For my part I commend 

Item, because I do not want to get into hot 
water with this “ good queen," and I son. 
gratulate them, because this Influence 
which they feel prevents them from yield­
ing to the influence of motorise, which 
would break up society if allowed to do as

“How rad I I wonder if all men are eo 
My husband to. Why, 

one day he atom from the din-
l and, feeling a (light imeeaineee

I can't
M£5K.?&iiTh6,'dl",’0,t

ttake* a woman, neverloet 
In bargain time, to trade."

the old anI re- udge," ha raid to the dignified million- 
"nave foe non anything going on 

LixaJeendme?"

"JL
« Oh ! ooward—coward I ” she raid with 

a very mlrthlera smile. And then again, 
“ Coward t "

through hie very
‘■•’B.'KLtd. " Don’t—don’t
bo—afraid!" the crailed again. “I only 
want you to oome to Unde Eden’s cabin, 
where you will M—safe!” Again the

Then he followed her. Onoe inside of 
the cabin, she turned sternly upon him.

“ Take off your uniform," she «aid. " I 
am going for Hautboy. Unde Eden will 
stay with you."

“ What—what are you going to do? " he 
gasped, staring at her.

~ going in your place. Don't sneer ; 
it. Have off your uniform by the

forced theear table
- What r what ?” axoblmad lb. Judge 
Iher sharply, apparently not understand.

gUmpraatMfrrmttetoqaUryu7 ®*‘*tog* 
" Have you seen anything going on be-

steady. •• No, sir, 1 have not."
“ Well, look sharp and you will," said 

the author of " Innoosnta Abroad ; " and 
that’s the way he naked the judicial 
nary for hie daughter's hand.

Mark has aohud who inherits 
her father’s brightness She kept a diary at 
one time in| which she noted the 
in the family, and, among other things the 
sayings of her parents. On one page aha 
wrote that father sometimes used 
words when mother

w INest night John brought some bandies, too
Of^h»tUfli^ihi3mirohesed through 

Her woman’s bargain tact

;
.It went ?" to be dry ao poeothle, but"f^^rSi'lratodhimto ra- 

pleniih the fori in the grate, end to n fit 
of abetraetion he brought In u hod of 
water end pound it upon the flee, nonld- 
in^himralf and bringing

weo very onreory beoaum heA&ss^iis.^a,ti“eoor> -Whet they bed cost him at a stotf 
That had no bargain day.

Then while she. epeeohleee, gazed dismayed, 
He, with a wicked laugh,Showed that the bargains she had made Cost him—a man-most half.

H. O. Dodge in Detroit Free Prêts.

ruin to every-

-o-h,how perfectly awful! But I 
hadn’t begun to tell you the worst about 
my husband. Why, ft wae only a week 
after our marriage, while walking down 
Woodward avenue arm in arm, he so far 
forgot himself ae to imagine he had an 
extremely burdensome bundle under hie 
atm, and he offered a newsboy a quarter to 
carry it for him.

" ‘ But war’s your bundle, mister ?’ the 
little fallow inquired. And, will you be­
lieve it, my Benedict deliberately turned 
me over to the small boy, and I 
mortified—"

hunt- and grows thin and tinny, and the 
felt doth and leather used in the action dry 
up and the whole maohine rattles and
"^r’ÿon prevent it ? Emily 

Keep a growing ptout in the 
room", and eo long no year plant thriven 
your pinno ought to, or elm then’s some, 
thing wnmg with It. Just try it, end era ' 
how ranch mere water yen’ll have to pour 
in the dower pot to the room when your 
pinno to then In any other room. Some 
people keep e huge rase or urn with n sop­
ping wot sponge in it near or under the 
pi.no and kmp 
cigar dealer keep. 1 
this up all the tuna

« An impolra to what the doctor tahm 
” bold of to fed If yon ore tick."

A diphthong to e very oontogionn dta-
**^Gremmar to eomethlng to talk good and 
to divided into diagrams on the blnpouda. 
I rant never learn no grammar."

" A pronoun to when ymt don’t went to 
my n noon eo youray n pronoun. It is when 
it is nos n pronoun bet n noon."

" A oonjuration to your very much sur- 
nrised at somfcthing.”

"An interjection to throwing words into 
n sentence o deer to interjection because

MY LADY TONGUE. “ I’m
I mean
time I oome back.”

He did not in the least believe hsr, bat 
he took off his clothes as she bade him, 
more out of a sort of sullen curiosity than 

ything else. He wanted to see how far
^Inten minutes she was back. He handed 
her the uniform with à eorl of laugh, end'll 
she took it without a word and went d 
into the eo 
■addled wi
there she turned and called the old negro, 
who stood the picture of misery just out­
side the cabin door.

" Uncle Eden," she said. Bhe took hie 
homy hand and held it between her soft 
palms. "I’m really going. He doesn’t 
believe it, but I’m going. It—if s the only 
way. My father, Eden. Oh ! ded— 
dad 1 ” Then she went on quietly again.
« I want you to get him off if Pm hurt, you 
know—well—killed. Either way thwÿU 
be room for him to atari over. If Em 
killed, and they bring me back, don’t tell 
any one. Have me buried for—him. If 
they wonder about me, never mind. The 
other would kill dad. That’s all. Good- 
by, dear Eden." . „ .. .

Bhe put one soft arm about his black 
neck, drew down his loyal old woolly pate, 
and kissed him twice. Then she went, and 
left him sobbing as though his heart would 
break.

It was a soundless gallop over the new- 
fallen snow, past so many familiar places 
and objects. Now came the old mill, now 
the barn, now the spot where she and 
Boughton had climbed the straw stacks 
that other December day. Now the letp 
over the mill-stream. She noticed that the 
marsh-mallows seemed abloom again, with 
their brown cups fall of snow.

Suddenly there was a flash to one side.
A sabre lying
blood on it. Ah ! the one Dick had thrown 
away, of course. She dismounted and took 
it into her 
blood was
not oome off when she grasped the hilt.
On and on. Nearer and even nearer that 
sharp, incessant sound. She had ridden as 
often on a man’s saddle in her childish 
days aa on any other, and she had a light, 
beautiful ees^ in her boy's clothes.

yes ! there they were. How the 
hung in the air. Borne crows 

actually flew cawing away, as she rode 
under the dead sycamore tree where they 
had their nest. Nearer, nearer, nearer. 
That was what Hautboy’s hoofs,as they sud­
denly struck the frozen road, seemed to say

Then all at onoe came something close by 
her ear. The sound of a wasp alighting to 
sting. Another and another. Then she 
realized what it was. Bhe was within 
range of the rifles. A ballet stung Haut­
boy’s ear and he reared a little.

Suddenly he swerved sharply aside. 
They hsd nearly ridden over something 
that lay on the ground. Something hud­
dled, and dark, and small-looking in a gray 
uniform. A sort of horror got hold on 
her ; she looked back at it again and again, 
as she rode on. Then oame another ana yet 
another.

Then some lying in this way and that, 
and across one and another, and then, 
somehow, she was in a whirl of smoke, 
and of noise, and of leaping blades, and 
Philip was beside her. And he, too, had 

his cap, and there was a great ugly 
gash all across his cheek, and he was

M;it ■ttonger
andheBy Amelia Hives, Author of « The Quick 

or the Deed."
“ Have you really worn that trinket all 

this time ? ” he said, with more ot curi­
osity then any other emotion apparent in 
his voice.

« Certainly," said Judith stiffly. ” You 
were very good in sending it to me, and I 
was very rude to you."

Bhe got suddenly to her feet and stood in 
front of him.

"Cousin Phil," she said in a quick 
vibrating tone that he had never before 
heard her use, " I began three letters to 
yon about that, but I was ashamed to send 
them. I was afraid yon would not read 
them. I was sorry—I—I am sorry," she 
ended under her breath.

There was a pause, bat before he could 
speak, she had turned back the sleeve of 
her gray gown from her pretty, blue- 
veined arm, and had unfastened the dull 
gold links with their sapphire settings.

“ Here,” she said, holding it out to him ; 
*• I—I ought not to have kept it. I— 
always meant—to leturn it to you.”

" Did you ? ” said Boughton, in a some­
what curions voice.

He allowed her to put the bracelet in his 
hands, and stood turning it about in the 
glow from the fire which made daylight in 
the big bine stones.

" Of course you don’t expect me to keep 
it ?" he said at last, looking up at her.

" Why ? why ?” she ssid, 
blankly. / '

" Oh, well, because I like to fancy you 
more consistent than other women, per­
haps. You know it wouldn’t be very con­
sistent to tell me that you were sorry for a 
rudeness in one breath, and then to com­
mit another in the next. Would it, now ?"

" I—don’t understand," said the Lady 
Tongue, who seemed all at once to have 
forfeited her claim to that title.

" Why, yon see," Phil went on slowly, 
" it isn’t very civil to return a gift. May 
I put it on for you?"

Bhe stood perfectly silent for fully a 
moment. There was no sound save from the 
softly crackling
arm. As he slipped the bracelet 

' its place he said, quietly :
“ That was a very pretty custom among 

the Jews, was it not ?—the custom of hav­
ing betrothal bracelets."

“ Did they ?" said Judith, indistinctly.
" Why, you must have read of it. The 

loverlput on the bracelet and then pushed 
back nis sweetheart’s veil for the first time. 
Yont hair is like a veil, Judith."

“ re it?" said Judith.
There was a hammering at her ears, and 

hie voice came to her indistinctly. Bhe 
felt that he was drawing her nearer and 
nearer to him by the arm that he still held, 
then his hsnd was on her hair pushing it 
back from her temple and eyes. Then his 
mouth upon her mouth.

She seemed suddenly to break from a 
spell. She pushed him from her with 
might and main, and stood apart, shudder­
ing bat erect.

" You—you—think that you have only to 
command, Sir Oracle," she said in a steady 
voice. She even smiled a little. Then she 
took off the bracelet and laid it on the table 
between them.

" I cannot wear it," she said, very dearly. 
" And dad will be wanting me now. Good 
night."

She wss gone, and Boughton stood for 
several minutes with his chin set in his 
thumb and forefinger, looking down at the 
pretty blue and gold kickshaw.

It was just three days after this that a 
lively skirmish took place in the

with théuuooiuucM lui ymÿôt
following impressive statement :

The evil from which we are suffering is 
not a degraded stale of morals, a condition 
which! do not believe exists. It lies in 
the attempts made on two sides, bv the 
Socialiste and the Jacobins to unohrietianize 

My opinion Is that they will not 
succeed, and for the last three or four years 
a powerful reaction has set in against them. 
Bni if they did succeed, above all, if they 
went so far as to take awey from our 
women the support of religion, then, .1 
admit, we should have to bid farewell to 
morality ; not that It is impossible to oen- 
struct a moral system without the support 
of a religion, but because this purely 
philosophical morality is only Intelligible 
o great intellects, and exercises absolutely 

no influe»"*» upon the masses. The evil 
which we must fight against lies here, in 
the politics of the present day, it Is not in 
the great mass of the nation, which is re­
ligious as well as virtuous.

.*• by
“ we ” didn’t hear. Mrs. Clemens 

and showed it to her 
y thinking the particular 
i hi» notice. After this 
said several things that

thought 
found <the diary

a.probawjIMMOVABLE JAWS. was eo page was worth 
Clemens did and

intended to attract the child’s atten­
tion, and found them duly noted afterward. 
But one day the fallowing entry occurred :

In her forthcoming production ot “ Mm- œorî ïboùt'fêther? for'i’tiriük^hTdora 
both " to New York dtp, Mrs. Langtry things to here ran notion him, end I belie™ 
positively refuses to be dictated to by he reads this diary." Shewaa Mark's own 
criticism or tradition. One of the norol child.—Ne» York Jfeil and Espren. 
feature» about the plan will he Introduced 
in the iront of the house.
Mrs. Langtry's will to «upturn*, bat to the 
auditorium Manager Joseph Reynolds 
authority ban such weight that the eotrera

totLPtiM',of!g,.BÂmK form stood m™fn£.»horae,.U.n,ry s£i.

&k2hmraX^to^o^bntIhL™  ̂ eS^iTL£1*oa?^
EHtiSeH5.¥S5î^oVrïsVlZ ™rTTh.“’B^w« witoV^r^n to^^huokmwram^St

Tt,nfnTTn7ra thereon" while the* tody tost to push the 
the novel ra ’on "“rated steel through the red oak wen to “ ol^i^ra^ïh^ have, bottl. of MoXr Window's Soothing

^I’Ugl mderod V^raUnow," mid V*. murio ofe piano accompaniment 
the odarad^mnn of all work. " I'll walk de *£?.T F??»g1>dl<!* 1,1 Un»’

so'joot nr gindman to undlgnerty like dat {Si Till..,„v en ora civilizin' times." Mtos Draholm cot the flrat rtick^thc
^Âro^’youwfruîl that tiw ‘ gallery gods’ J^£“*h. ”“d m°£ Btod

Mr'Ctîto Iris'rak‘^nP,Ulr SS JhSt S
thnnoht nf tit** » hit rranHwl *®oond respectively in lm. 10s. and lm. 80s.’’b™7h;™wVm8to.hi‘^'oiMh1i Hto.5we».

there’s no danger. You see, Mrs. Langtry 
never draws a gallery. It is mostly the 
fashionable people who go to see her. No, 
we are not afraid of being guyed by the
‘gode.’"

“ Any other novelties?"
"I can tell you of one. All the tireeome 

part of the witch scene is to be out out of 
the play."

Mr. Reynolds expects that Mrs. Langtry 
will furnish a pleas in t surprise to the 
public.

The Garions Case of aa Old Maasaehn- Her voice was drowned by the orchestra. 
—Detroit Frété Fret. Je* M e 

They keep 
the fires are in."

setts Tarawa, France. you can't pass it with anything.”
"Adjectioes of more than one syllable are 

repared by adding more syllables."
" An adverb la used to mortify a noun

Newspapers at the present time contain 
any interesting stories of old people who 

are hearty, but it is doubtful If a more curi­
ous oaee than the dne reported by the Fall 
River Globe has ever been published. It is 
that of a Dartmouth farmer named William 
Bennett, who is nearly 60 years of age. He 
wae born io Tiverton, R. I., and lived for 
many years in a comfortable farmhouse on 
the main road to Newport. When he was 
about 6 years of age he was attacked with 
a child’s disease tor which Dr. West was 
engaged to prescribe. The Dr. West 
Honed lived in a large mansion below 
Bridgeport, and was an ancestor of the 
present family which resides in that vicinity. 
At the time of Mr. Bennett's illness, saliva­
tion wae a favorite form of treatment. Calo­
mel was the drug ordered and administered 
o the patient. Either from oareleeenws or 

Nrther cause the mercurial preparation 
lodged in the boy’s jaws, and a cancerous 
■ore wae developed. For many weeks hie 
life was dispaired of. Finally the growth 
was killed, but when it had disappeared it 
was found that the muscles of the child's 
awe were rained, and, like the upper, the 
ower jaw would always remain fixed. To 

regain strength it was necessary to have 
all his food specially prepared before it wae 
given to him. When placed before him he 
managed to squeeze it • in between the lips 
which were slowly recovering from tne 
almost fatal work done by the deadly drag 

injured by 
Bennett re-

pie, leading Hautboy, who was 
th a man’s saddle. Half way

Sir M. Maekensle on the Voice.
end is a person place or thing.”

“ Subtraction is the minuend and the 
subtracted end.”

" A partial product is one of tha things 
you multiply with.”

" Brokerage is the allowance for the 
brokerage and leekerage ot bottles.”

" Insurance is when you die or burn up 
your money and the insurance office pays 
you tor it.”

" If there are no units in a number you 
have to fill it up with all zeros.”

" Principal is not valuable like 
and is never paid.”

” No man will live long enough to be 
insured unless he has great expectation of

In hie recent lecture at the Pfa 
Institute in Edinburgh on " f 
Bong,” Sir Morell Mackenzie 
" every system of vocal instruction should 
aim at strengthening the power of the 
^)ioe, to increase its compass and purify 
ite tone, and, above all, to give the speaker 
full control over it, even in the whttlwfcMi. 
of oratorical passion. While he held itto 
be desirable that speakers should learn to 
sing, he believed it to be far 
■ary that singera should learn to speak. 
Tobacco and all fiery condiments should be 
eschewed by those who had to speak much, 
or should be used in moderation. Train­
ing was important to bring out the foil 
power of the compara of the singing-voice. 
It could not be commenced too early. The 
art wae chiefly learned by imitation, and 
It was a pity to lose the advantage of early

and
raid that

Behind the scenes KNEELING ON A SAWHORSE.

A Very Exciting Contest Between Some
Worcester Girls.

interactk .

- He Refused te View the Corpse.
Recently Mr. Troutbeok, the coroner for 

Westminster, was about to hold an inquest 
at fit. James Vestry Hall, Piccadilly, when 
a gentleman practicing as an accountant in 
Regent street claimed exemption from 
serving on the jury on the ground thet he 
was 67 years of age and a’little deaf. The 

•having explained that that was not 
a sufficient excuse, the gentleman said he 
thought a man of hie age should not be sub­
jected to " these little annoyances.” The 
coroner raid it was not a little 
at all ; it was the performance of an im­
portant public duty.

At this injunction the gentleman de­
clared that he had never seen a dead body 
in his life, and that he would not look at 
one if the coroner swore him in.

The coroner—You must act according to 
your oath and conscience.

The gentleman—I have no conscience in 
the matter. I shall not look at the body.

The coroner—You must behave yourself, 
or I «brail order you to leave the court.

The gentleman—I shall be delighted. I 
am not bound to look upon a thing I have 
never seen.

The other jurymen were then sworn, the 
gentlemen in question remaining seated.

The coroner—Will you be sworn ?
The gentleman—No, I object to be 

I have never seen a dead body, and

life.”
The Test ef All Ehoor.

Last week’s despatches from the shores 
of the Red Sea contained the following :

" Daring the fight at Suakim Ali Khoor, 
a stalwart black, used hie Enfield bayonet 
with such force that the steel broke six 
inches from the point. The barrel of hie 
rifle was also twisted out of shape. All 
Khoor is said to have killed twenty Arabs 
single-handed.”

This reads like a vindication of Rider 
Haggard, Homer, Tasso, Ariosto, Sir Tboe. 
Malory and other writers of lurid battle 
descriptions. No famous slayer from the 
days of Hector to those of Umalopogaae 
weald have been ashamed of the record 
made by Ali Khoor.

Twenty sinewy dervishes battered to 
death wish a broken rifle is a feat for a

UU1CUJ rawuw ..........■•■Mil, min
pity to lose the advantage of early 
hen that faculty wae most highly 

r who wished to 
himself in good voice should rise, if not 
exactly with hie brother minstrel the lark, 
at least

highly 
i keep

years, wnen tnae iaoi 
developed. A singer 
himself in good voicecoronerrather

least pretty early—ray, before 8 in the 
rning—should take plenty of exercise 

in the open air, and should harden hie 
constitution by leading, as far as possible, 
a healthy outdoor life. Nothing gave rich- 

d volume to the voice like vigorous
health.

"In the good old days, or even fifty 
years ago, no singer ever thought to attain 
eminence unless he gave six, seven or eight 
years to training. He did not believe that 
there was any deficiency of good voices at 
present, and he was convinced that the 
rarity of voice of the finest quality was due 
to the very short training which was given. 
The want of good teachers would be gene­
rally admitted nowadays. Any one who 
oould sing a little himself, or had a alight 
smattering of music, thought himself quite 
competent to teach, whereas, in the old 
days, teachers gave themselves up entirely 
to their pupils, end day after day they 
worked for them and with

annoyance

The salivary elands were n 
the burning of the calomel, 
covered after a long illness and grew, up as 
most Rhode Island boys do who spend a 
life on a farm. He paya viaita to the Fall 
River market men, with whom he has done 
business for nearly 60 years. He is a rtddy 
featured portly man of genial temperament, 
and with the exception of a slight facial 
defect he shows no signs of the accident 
which has kept hie jaws immovable for eo 
many years.

on the snow. There was
will

The Miseries of High Life. warrior to be proud of. Achilles, Launoe- 
lot, Rinaldo, Richard Cœur de Lion and 
the. rest always fought in armor with the 
beet ot weapons. Ali Khoor clubbed his 
rifle and waded in without any metal 
ooat to protect him from hie enemies.

Ali Khoor is none the less valorous be­
cause he is black. Some of the old-time 
heroes were not at all beautiful to look at. 
Orlando, Charlemagne’s famous paladin, is 
described by Cervantes as crooked-legged, 
brown-viraged, red-bearded and sullen. 
When it is remembered that this slaughter­
ous black soldier is one of the allies of the 
British who were expected by many to run 
away at the first discharge of firearms, one 
is all the more interested in his feat. If he 
had been furnished with a more reliable 
weapon than the one which was broken 
and twisted in his hands, perhaps he might 
have slain Osman Digna'e entire army.— 
Chicago Newt.

Mrs. Weetend—Oh, such a time as I do 
have with nurses 1 I've discharged three 
this week for not keeping the children quiet, 
end it hasn’t done e hit of good.

Mrs. Tiptop—I notice the noise from the 
nursery is terrible. Well, I have the seme 
trouble, end my husband, who is gelt in 
deaf, actually refuses to be treated for it. 
can't see what sort of creatures these child’s 
nurses can be. They don't seem to have a 
bit of sense. I actually caught one buying 
cheap candy with her own money to keep 
the little angels quiet. Just think of the 
impudence of the thing—putting cheap 
candy into the delicate stomachs of my 
children. Well I said I'd discharge her if 
she repeated the offense, end what dl> you 
suppose she did next ? Why, whoa they 
began to yell end kick at her for net bay­
ing them » locomotive end cars big 
to ride in she actually threatened 
their father whip them, just as if she, a 
common, ignorant nurse, had a right to 
keep their father, my husband, at 
and call. No wonder the children laughed 
and then yelled loader than evur. Even 

the effrontery of the thing, 
estend—Well, I’d send her flying. 

Wnal a racket 1 Hark 1 Àhl I

fire. Then she held out her 
back into

over-
Ah,

How He Played Lady's Meld.
Mr. Goodman, in the sudden absence of 

hie wife's maid, attempts to help her on 
with her new winter drees.

He—You just rae if I can't help you just 
as well as that blamed English maid. Con­
found it, after I've helped von onoe you’ll 
be wanting me to all tne time, see if yon 
don't.

Bhe—Well, put it on carefully now over 
my head. Look out for my hair ; I don’t 
see what possessed me to put it up before I 
put this thing on, though I couldn't have 
raised my arms, I suppose, afterward. Look 
out, there's a hook oaught in my hairpin. 
For heaven's sake, Charles, get it one way 
or the other, I'm stifling and my hair will 
all be down. There, now, that top steel is too 
high and the cushion interferes with it. Sup­
pose you oould get the cushion out ? Rip ft, 
poll it, anything 1 Don’t you see it’s 8 
o’clock ? Got it out ? Can't you do it ? Full 
it, I tell you 1 All right. Now see if it looks 
too flat. Well, hook it then. Yes, yon can, 
too, it’s only a patent hook. Snap it ! There, 
now. hold it so I can get my arms into the 
sleeves—not wey up there—do you take me 
for a contortionist ? Oh, I never oan get 
those sleeves on ; grab hold of the arm-hole 
with both hands, Charles, and give it a good 
pull up onto my shoulder ; tell me if it 
logins to burst ; does it? The veins in my 

hands will burst, 1 believe—open that win­
dow, will yon—there now—give me the ends 
of that belt, will you ; don't tell me, Charles, 
that you’ve twisted the waist, and I've got 
to take it off again 1 Why, how oould you 
have been so stupid ? Where 
eyee? No, you can‘t pull it off that way- 
pull it off just as you do a glove—there, 
now, do exert yourself to get it right this 
time. Open that window a little wider 
will you?
something? Well, never mind. Unhook 
your watch, and let the chain hang on the 
drees—it won't be likely to fall off, and you 
musn’t tear that laoe; well. I’ll get you

them.”sworn, 
shall not look at one now.

The ooroner—Do you refuse to serve ?
The gentleman—If you tell me I am 

compelled to by Act of Parliament, 1 wil 
be sworn. •

The ooroner—You are compelled by the 
Act of Parliament.

This did not satisfy the gentleman, who 
still retained his seat and refused to be

" Why Do I Buffer Bo
with headache and vertigo, doctor ? I have 
a bad cough, too, and dull aches under the 
shoulder-blades ; I’m losing weighs, 
am bilious all the time." The courteous , 
physician answers : " If you inquire what 
fa the cause of all this mischief, it is a 
torpid liver. That organ, yon are aware, 
is the largest gland in the body, and its 
office is to carry off the waste of the system. 
When it fails to do its proper work, the 
refuse of the body is re-absorbed and goes 
circulating round and round in the blood, 
poisoning, not nourishing, the tissues. But 
why yon continue to suffer in this way I 
am at a loss to understand, since Dr. 
Pierce's Golden Medical Discovery would 
give prompt relief, and future immunity 
from euoh attacks."

Looking Alter the House.
"Good-bye, dear,” said the wife to her 

husband as the train stood in the station. 
Bhe was going to the country to spend a few 
weeks, and he was to remain behind to look 
after the house.

"Now don't leave the house alone at 
night any more than you oan help, will you,

"No,of course not."
" And see that the shutters are lw ■ 

fastened.” \
« Tee.”

and

The ooroner—Do you refuse to kiss the 
book ?

The gentleman—I will if you give me a 
clean one.

The ooroner—Leave the room, sir, at 
once.

The gentleman then left the court, at the 
same time warning the coroner's officer 
to keep his hands off him.—Pall Mall 
Guette.

enough

»Relics of the Stuarts.
The Stuart exhibition in the new gallery 

bids fair to prove as extensive and interest­
ing as its zealous promoters oould desire. 
The series of portraits of Mary Stuart 
will be almost complete. Among the per­
sonal relics connected with her history the 
Duke of Norfolk sends her gold rosary and 
crucifix, together with the celebrated pearl 
necklace. The leading strings worked by 
Mary for James VI. are lent by Lord 
Herries. Sir Thomas Dick Lauder contri­
butes the " Memento Mori " timepiece ; 
Lord Balfour, a oabarium and hand-bell; 
Lord Dorrington and Mr. Alfred Morrison 
provide large collections of her autograph 
letters. The mementoes of Charles I. are 
quite as important. Lord Ashburnham 
sends the blood-stained shirt worn by the 
King on thedsy of hie execution. The Duke 
of Portland sends the chalice out of which he 
partook of the sacrament ; a ring given to 
Juxonie lent by Mr. Townley Milford, 
who also sends a watch given to William 
Herbert ; Mr. Evelyn lends a prayer-book 
used on the scaffold ; Her Mejeety sends a 
suit of the King's armor and a gold cup.— 
London World.

her book
"And feed the bird."
" To be sure."
" Don't forget to have the butcher leave 

a little fresh meat each day for Fido.”
"I'll see to that."
" Leave the upstairs windows open as 

much as you can, won't you, dear, but don’t 
let any rain beat in."

“ I’ll be careful about that."
" Write to me often and tell me how 

everything is getting on."
" Of course. I must get off, the train is 

going to start."
" Well, good-bye."
" Good-bye."
Then he went to the house, looked it up, 

and engaged rooms at a hotel.
The Night Before Christine».

It seems that Troy lays claim to the 
honor of having first published to the 
world that remarkable poem, “ The Night 
Before Christmas." “The first rector of 
St. Paul's Episcopal Church in that city," 
•ays a contemporary, “the Rev. David 
Butler, who resigned in 1834, had a 
daughter Harriet, who sometimes visited 
the family of Rev. Benjamin Modke, of 
New York, an eminent bishop of the 
Episcopal Church. On one of these visits 
she looked over the poems of his son, 
Clement 0. Moore, who was a professor in 
the General Theological Seminary of hie 
Church. Bhe found the Christmas poem, 
which its author regarded as of no value, 

roy, where it was 
published in the Troy Sentinel, edited by 
Orville L. Holley. It was instantly copied 
by the press throughout the oonntrv, and 
has made the name of its author a no 
hold word in every home where the 

sh language is read."—Rochester

they oould
W

Dear me!
understand it now. That miserable crea­
ture who calls herself a nurse is trying to, 
stand little Billy in the corner for some­
thing. Isn't it awful. Now, if she hits 
him I'll just send for the potion—I just 
will. I shan’t be contented with a sim­
ple discharge. It’s high time these crea­
tures were taught a lesson.

Mrs. Tiptop—I think so, too. No won­
der the little dears learn to yell and kick 
and bite when they have sue* examples set 
them. They see it’s a mere question of 
physical strength—brute force—of course 
they do. Why don’t these nurses keep the 
children amused ? That’s what they are 
hired to do. Well, I must hurry, for I 
have an engagement at the intelligence 
office at this hour. I want if possible to

Death of a Veteran.
The London Times says : " The death 

is announced of Mr. Jonathan Alexander, 
of Edinburgh, who was present at the bat­
tle of Waterloo. He was bom at Edinburgh 
in 1799, and oame of a fighting family, 
his grandfather having been with Colonel 
Gardiner at Preetonpans, while his father 
was an officer in the 86th Gameronian 
Regiment. Mr. Alexander joined the 6Snd 
Regiment in the end of 1814, and in May, 
1816, accompanied the troops from Ostend 
en route to Brussels and Waterloo. His 
regiment was in General Pioton’s division 
at Quatre Brae. Subsequently volunteer­
ing into the 66th, he accompanied that 
regiment from Portsmouth to St. Helena in 
October, 1816, and he remained in the 
island as one of the guard of the fallen 
Napoleon until his death in 1881. He used 
to speak of the anxious care with which 

deposed emperor was watched and 
guarded. In 1822 Mr. Alexander formed 
one of the guard at Holyrood Palace, on 
the occasion of George IV.’s visit to Boot- 
land, when the Boots Greys were also on 
duty. He received his discharge in 1888, 
since which period he had resided in Edin­
burgh. He had a*fund ot anecdote respect­
ing the celebrated men whom he had seen, 
or with whom he had been thrown in con-

Brother's Present.
Mother—" What are you working at ed 

industriously, my dear ? "
Daughter—" 1 am making a smoking-cap 

for a present to brother. ’
" Why, he does not smoke."
" I know he doesn't, but I don’t know 

how to make any men’s things except 
smoking-caps." _

lost

k ; You ? Thank God 1 thank 
I thought you were killed. Come 

on—th<» onoe will finish ’em," and then 
she was rushing on with Philip, and on, 
and an, and on-----

And then it was red as though blood had 
been poured into her eyes, and she could 
see it. And then golden ai though with a 
great sunset. And then oame darkness 
unutterable, and the noise as of a thousand 
rivers about, and above, and underneath 
her.

God

MtiLMeadow
It was an encounter between Boughton’s 

men, who were cn their way to join Gen­
eral-----at Gordonsville, and a regiment
that had lost its way in following.

The popping of rifles went on for some 
two hours, and then Judith oould stand it 
no longer. She rushed out of the house 
with her father's field-glass, and stood on 
the top of a little hill near the ice-house, 
trying her best io make out how things 
were going.

She was as white as the fold of the little 
cambric kerchief crossed over her bosom. 
There was a horrid weight in her heert, an 
aching almost past endurance in her throat. 
Bhe stood there for some moments, but 
could see nothing for smoke.

All at onoe she noticed the figure of a 
man running, in bold relief against the 
broad snow-fields beyond.

A strange panic got hold of her. What 
was about to happen ? He oame nearer 
and nearer, and she saw first that he had 
lost his cap, and then that he had no sword. 
Nearer he oame, and nearer. He was a 
splendid runner, at all events, and what 
was very strange, he seemed to know the 
approach to the house quite. welL. As he 
oame to the great dump of catalpa trees 
which grew on the hill-side just below the 
ice-house, he struck out to the left.

Suddenly Judith gave a cry. The field- 
glass dropped at her feet. She put up her 
hands to her throat, and again that terrible 
cry broke from her.

Twilight was setting in, but she had seen 
his face quite dearly. It was Dick—Dick 
her brother, her father's only son- Dick, 
the pride of her heart—her roldier—a Vir­
ginian. Bhe stood for an instant, her eyes 
never moving from the copse into which he 
had darted, and in that instant she had 
made np her mind.

She rushed to a log cabin some twenty 
yards away. Uncle Eden was inside ; the 
poor old fellow had sprained his wrist badly 
some days ago, and he was sitting alone 
over the smouldering fire with a corn-cob 
pipe in hie mouth.

A moment later he was following Judith 
down to the copse.

"Dick!" called the girl softly ; " Dick I 
answer ; it is I—Judith."

He oame after awhile, sullen and blood­
stained. There was a ballet-scratch across 

of his soft cheeks, and a lot of blood 
about him here and there.

" What's the matter ?" he said, sharply. 
" How did you know that I was here ? I 
have been wounded."

" And so have I—and so have I !" said 
the girl. Then she took his arm into both 
her hands. "Dick," she whispered, keep­
ing hie eyes with a look which haunted him 
for many a long day, " I saw you running.”

" Well?" he said, with an attempt at 
bravado. " What of that ? I expect if you 
take the trouble to look, you’ll see many a 
poor devil running before the day’- ”

" I raw you running,” she raid 
that strange whisper.

Then eh<> threw herself 
tore him and got hold of his cowardly

Care Your Catarrh, or Get $000.
For many years the proprietors of Dr 

Sage’s Catarrh Remedy, who are thoroughly 
responsible, financially, as any one oan 
easily ascertain by proper inquiry, [have 
offered, in good faith, through nearly every 
newspaper In the land, a standing reward 
of 8600 for a case of nasal catarrh, no 

long standing, 
they cannot cure. The Remedy, 
■ sold by druggists at only 60 cents, 
soothing, cleansing, antiseptic and

When Boughton rode up to Carylon, 
with Dick, aaLe thought, on the saddle in 
front of him, old Eden was the first who 
met him, and in spite of all hie agony (far 
he thought the boy was dead) Philip 
couldn’t help noticing with a dull 
wonder, how the old man had aged since 
yesterday.

He shook in every limb, as he followed 
them upstairs, and then, when Boughton 
had laid down his burden on the bed in 
Dick’s room, turned and shut the door, and 
went and fell on his knees besides the bed, 
and got hold of the coverlet with both 
hands, panting rather than sobbing, like 
one who has run a long way.

Boughton stood it as loeg as he oould, 
walking up and down the room, forgetful 
of exhaustion in his tremendous excite­
ment, then he came and sat down on the 
edge of the bed, and put one hand on the 
old man’s shoulder.

" Don't—don't, Eden,"

get a nurse to replace the one I 
Since dear little Bobby kicked 
black and blue she has hated him so she 
won't buy any more candy for him, and 
it almost breaks my heart to hear the poor 
little fellow cry.

her shinetightWhat is the matter matter how bad, or of how 
which 
which is 
is mild, i 
healing.

the He Deserved Better.
~Bhe had married a handsome man. Bhe 

against him. All her young 
told her he was a flirt and gave

_______ raid to
them, and how they could have had him if 
they wanted, but they would not think of
confiding the happiness -..................
each a flirt. She was perverse and they 
were wedded. A few months elapsed and 
she oame to visit one of her prophet friends 
one day.

" And are you happy?" the friend asked.
"No, I’m not."
“ Well, dear, I’m sure I warned you ; but 

I do hope you won't get a divorce."
“ Well, I don’t know. If this goes on—"
" Now, don't be foolish. Men are always 

a little inconsistent, you know, and the 
best husband will go off and leave his wife 
occasionally and not explain—"

" Explain 1 Go off and leave his wife 1 I 
wish he would. He's so devoted that he 
won’t go out of my sight long enough for 
me to burn my old love-letters."
Never Heard of "Davy Crockett’s Coon ?”

That’s queer! Well, it was like this; 
Col. Crockett was noted for his skill se e 
marksman. One day he levelled his gun at 
a racoon in a tree, when the animal, know­
ing the Colonel’s prowess, cried ont, " Hello, 
there 1 Are you Davy Crockett ? If yon 
are, I'll just oome down, for I know I'm a 
gone ooon." Just take a dose of Dr. Pierce’s 
Pleasant Purgative Pellets, and see how 
quickly your biliousness and indigestion 
will emulate the example of " Davy Crock­
ett’s ooon," and " climb down." They are 
specifics for all derangements of the liver, 
stomach and bowels.

‘ vanother one if you lore it—do get those 
sleeves on again ; there, now, pass me the 

Ob, that fool of a dressmaker 
she's got this so tight, when I told her 
wanted to be comfortable. Open that 
door, will you, so there will be a draught ? 
Now see if you can’t hook this waist up. 
No—begin at the bottom. Why, don’t 
you see, the hooks and eyes alternate 
on each side, so aa to make it hold? 
Can’t you get it together ? Why, pull ; I 
oan stand it. Torn your finger nails out ? 
Well, for heaven’s sake, Charley, don't 
notice it now. I’ve got something I'll put 
on it after we

was warned 
lady friends 
her a full account of what he had

All Bound the Globe.
A French savant has been calculating the 

time required to perform a journey round 
the earth with the following result : A man 
walking day and night—488 days, 
way train—40-days. Sound, at a medium 
temperature — 32$ hours. A cannon ball— 
21} hours. Light—a trifle over one-tenth 
of a second. Electricity—a little under
one-tenth of a second.—Le Monde Illustre

Odd Items from Foreign Shores.belt. Bismarck is now said to be " thin and 
bony."

The flower trade of London is estimated 
to amount to £6,000 sterling a day.

The olraranralng of the marble arch has 
been finished, and now, to the disgust of 
the old Londoners, it is aa white as though 
it hud bwn printed.

The character of annual awards of 
literary prizes by the French Academy may 
be inferred from the fact that the gold 
mcdral was given this year to “ Carmen 
Sylva," Queen of Roumanie, for a poem.

The cause of women’s rights in France 
has progressed to the point of the introduc­
tion of a bill to grant to trades women pay­
ing licensee the right to vote at the elections 
of judges of the tribunal of commerce.

Tne Paris Prefect of Police has bought a 
wooden horse, harnessed, and all candidates 
for cabmen must show that they know how 
to harness and unharness him, and pass an 
examination on whatever other tests the 
Prefect may propose.

A rail-

and carried it to Ttact.
Deaf and Dumb Dancers.

The Deaf-Mutes' Union League gave a 
ball in Lyric Hall last night. A party of 
about 200 young ladies and young men 
attended it, and they formed a very happy 
and joyful company, notwithstanding the 
fact that nearly every one of them was both 
deaf and dumb. There was excellent 
music, and the dancers kept remarkably 
good time to it, aided somewhat by the 
vibrations of the orchestra and by watching 
each other very closely. The young ladies 
were excellent dancers. There was never a 
quieter ball given in the city. The sound 
of the human voice was rarely heard, bnt 
the dancers kept up a lively conversation 
for all that. The Union League is a club of 
14 boys and young men who are either 
pupils at or graduates from the Institute 
for the Improved Instruction of Deaf- 
Mutes. At this school the articulate 
method is taught, but, notwithstanding 
this, one-half the proceeds of last night’s 
ball will go totheGallaudet Home for Aged 
and Infirm Deaf-Mutes at Wappinger’s 
Falls, N.Y., which Is named after Dr. Gal- 
laudet, who was the great advocate of the 
sign system, which is at war with the arti­
culate system.—New York Times.

Ladies-in-waiting to the Queen of Italy 
are declared to be the most beautiful in 
all Europe.

Engtis
Union.get home. Can you hook 

that last hook, up on my left shoulder ; 
and then that one down on my right hip ? 
Now, get a good firm hold of the bottom of 
my skirt and give it a pull down all round. 
Now do get out of the way and let me look 
in the mirror. Heavens 1 I look like a 
perfect dump. Tip the mirror up a little 
more, will you ? No, not that way—the 
other way—and go get me yourhand-glaes. 
won’t you ? Turn the gas np a little 
higher, and do keep out of my way ; I 
can't see a square inch of my dress. Well, 
it looks a tittle better than I thought it did 
at first. Just give that drapery behind a 
smooth, will you ? and pull that ruohio { 
up on my neck. There, now, put bet i 
your hands around my waist, and give it a 
good hard smooth down. There, I guess 
that will do now. I look very well. But 
for goodness sake don't ever ask me to let 
yon help me again 1"—Boston Saturday 
Evening Gazette.

Fut His Foot In It. 
it be possible she ■ your daughter,” 

said old Swank, " I declare, madam, I 
thought she wae your sister."

" No, sir 1 " said madam, tickled beyond 
"She ie my daughter, I assure

1he said, un 
steadily. " He died so gallantly—poor 
little chap—I didn’t know it wae in him,” 
he added, in a hushed voice.

Then cried the old man, lifting up hie 
shaking hands with a certain uncouth

" Fo^Gord, sub, you must' know—you 
mus’ know. I oyarn etan' tub heah yah 
call huh dat. Oh ! my little miss—oh I 

Maree Phil, auh, she tole' me

Oddities of a Day.
Many workmen in a York (Ma)bleaohery 

spent Christmas with both hands in slings. 
A new time used in dye a few days before 
had eo softened the skin of their hands 
that the blood burst through.

A man in Malton, Nev., tipped a couple 
«J barrels of whiskey into a natural spring 
which flowed on hie premises and invited 
all the ranchmen for miles around to oome 
and see it. The next day he sold the 
spring for 810,000 in gold dust and fled the 
country.___________

MARVELOUS

MEMORY
DISCOVERY.

Wholly unlike rartlflelral systems. 
Cure of mind wandering.
Any book learned In one reading.

(Saeeeeof 1.087 at Baltimore, 1,000 at Detro 
1,000 at Philadelphia, 1,118 at Washington 
1,810 at Boston, large el&ssee of Oolnmbiati» w 
students, at Yale, Wellesley, Oberlio, University 
of Penn., Michigan University, Chautauqua, ete. 
etc. Endorsed by Richaud Pbootob, the Bolen 
tist, Hone. W. W. AsTOB, Jodah P. Bbnjamis 
Judge Gibson, Dr. Bbown, B. H. Oook. Prin.N.Y 
State Normal College, etc. Taught by eerre; 
pondence. Prospectas post ran from

PROP. LOI8BTTB, MV Fifth Ara., M.Y.

my honey 1 
not tab toll, bat you mas’ know, eah. Hit’s 
right -Hit’s right. Oh 1 Marne Phil, dat 
ain' Maree Diok, dat'eMise Judiff herse*f— The Wrong Proposition.herse’fl"

" What ?" said Boughton.
His blood stood still in his veins. There 

wae one instant of absolute nonentity for 
him. And before he oould speak again 
there rushed in and past him a wild figure, 
and flung itself on the bed, and moaned 
and wept and called the name of " Judith” 
many times- And this pale figure had 
Dick’s pale gray eyes, and the eyes of the 
figure on the bed were closed. Also there 
was muoh red of blood in the red-brown 
curls.

And when at last the poor, repentant 
craven had swooned for very grief and hor­
ror, Boughton pushed him aside with his 
foot, and calling him " hound," added an 
ugly word back of his teeth.

But when the women oame to drew her 
again ae a maiden, he was kneeling there 
beside her with his face ppon her hand 
—and they thought that he.^too, was dead.

So the days wore away, and it wae 
Christmas eve again,when the doctor, com- 
ing from Judith's room, said that for the 
first time he oould toll them to " hope.” 
On Christmas morning, she turned her 
sweet face with recognition toward the 
half-curtained window, and said ;

" Don’t I hear the belle, dad ?"
He answered Yes." It was all that lie 

could eey, the dear old colonel. And then 
she raid, " Why.Xjt must be Christmas 
day ?" and this tithe he oould only nod. 
So she asked him to drew the curtain, and 
lay very peacefully tor a little space, look­
ing out at the saffron glare of the weather 
glim, behind the network of the tulip 
trees just outside her window, 
awhile she spoke again. Just one word

boy, he asked cheerfully at 
table the morning after

"Well, my 
the breakfast

A Modern Instance.
. " Madame, are you a woman-suffragist?" 

" No, sir ; I haven't time to be."
" Haven't time I Well, if you had the 

privilege of voting whom would you rap­
port?"

“ The same man I have supported for ten

Cholly had taken the important leap, 
did things go last evening ? Did she 
on your proposal ? ’’

"No." raid Cholly, faintly,pushing away 
a breakfast roll. " Bhe smiled at it." DOILl 89

yea»."
Ontario Government Appointment j. 

John Johnstone Anderson Weir, solicitor 
Galt, has been appointed a notary public ; 
Mr. James Smith, farmer, of Chippewa, 
has been appointed Sheriff of Welland ; 
Mr. James H. Coyne,barrister, St. Thornes, 
Registrar of Elgin, and Dr. A. B. Mallory, 
Registrar of East Northumberland.

Wares 88 per dray. Permanent position, 
postals answered. Money advanced fut wages, 
sdvei tising, etc. Centennial Manufacturing 
Go™ Cincinnati, Ohio.

to
pie" And who is that ?"

" My husband.”
A Physical Impossibility.

Young Charlie Gunther (whose pa 
rich)—Jack, she just rejected me, and 
actually think ehe is laughing in her sleeve 
at me! , .Jack—Oh, she oawn’t do that, deah boy. 
Her dwess is sleeveless, don’ tcherknow;?

“Can Saved from an Earthquake.

Inscription on a tombstone in a bnrying- 
gronnd on the island of Jamaica : " Here 
lieth the body of Lewis Galdy, Esq., who 
died the 22nd of September, 1739, aged 80 
years. He was born at Montpelier, in 
France, which place he left for hie religion, 
and settled in this island, where, in the 
great earthquake in the year 1692, he was 
swallowed np, and by the great providence 
of God, by a second shock, was thrown out 
into tha eee, where he continued swimming 

a boat and miraon- 
aftowards lived in 

and was universally

rarltran.
" Young man," said the conductor, 

"tobacco chewing is not allowed in the 
ladies' car."

» I am not chewing tobacco," replied the 
with some severity ; "I am

for heaven's sake," said the con­
ductor, pulling out from hie pocket his box 
of Old Comfort, " here, take a chew of

z
control, 
you."

" Well, she certainly looks old enough, 
madam." DUNN’S . 

BAKING 
POWDER

A Hitherto Vacancy.

Miss Marigold—What's the matter, Mr. 
Panlley ?

Mr. P.—I've got a very bad cold In my 
head.

Mira M.—I’m glad you've got something 
in it at last.

Leva's Labor Lost.
" Tommy," said the teacher, sternly, 

" your writing ia wretched ; it it nothing 
but a scrawl. ’

"Well, what's the use of learning to 
write at all,” asked Tommy, " when they 
are inventin’ writin' machines almost every 
day?" '

Bays Oliver Wendell Holmes: "Many 
years ago, in walking among the graves at 
Auburn, I oame upon a plain, upright 
White marble slab, which bore an epitaph 
of only four words, bnt to my mind they 

I more than any of the labored des­
criptions of the surrounding monume 
• She was so pleasant.' This was all, and it 
was enough. That one note revealed 
music of a 
nothing more

—American e

"W
His Choice.

Ptond Father (ihowtog off hi. boy before 
company)—" My eon, which would you 
rather be, Bhakspeare or Edison ? ’

Little Bon («iter meditation)—" I’d 
rather be Edison."

"Yes. Why If 
« Cause he ain't dead.”

till he wae token up by 
lonely preserved. He 
great reputation, 
lamented.”

—" How are you getting on in busi­
ness ? ” asked a gentleman of a mendiant.
" I am having a hard time of it. Luok ie 
against me." "How so?” " Didn’t you 
hear how burglars broke open "the shop and 
robbed my rival over the way. Just think 
of what a lot of free advertising he gets. 
It's tolling on my business.”

—The man with a 
than the man with a li

" Zeb. the hermit fisherman,” who lives 
a lonely life near Btonington, Conn., has 
amassed a fortune 860,000 from an annual 
income of irom 8800 to 8600, which he has f 
made from his fishing boat daring the past 
forty years. He started with a capital of 
890, which he invested in a dory, and his 
annual expenses, food and all, have rarely 
been more than 886.

—The phonograph will be a failure in 
one respect. Many wives will not recog­
nize their husband’s voices.

| alcoholic brouth will he misting.

again, in
THE COOK’S BEST FRIENDNurse—We ought to have a pleoe of soft 

old linen to bind up Master Rupert's bruise.
Young mother (anxiously)—Ought we. 

Barker? (to under none) Jane, go right 
out and buy three yards of the finest old 
linen you oan get.

It is denied that the Rev. Alexander 
Fownee Lnttrel, who died recently at the 
age of 96 yean, was the oldest Anglican 
clergyman in England. Archdeacon PhUpot 
is 98 and the Rev. Bartholomew Edwards 
is 99 years of age.

It is a customary remark that wrinkles 
oome from worrying, but a phveioian says 
most of them oome from laughing.

—One of the most valuable lestons aman 
oan learn ia that the human family oan get 
along very well without him*

on the ground be. First Tramp—I wish I wae President of 
lie country for jist one day ?
Second Tramp—What for ?
First Tramp—For the salary, of course. 

—Terre Haute Express.

FOR SALE,Little darling—That vu « white nager- 
almond I gave no, Mr. Bquraml. Dora oo 
like it?

Graft, old boohelor (who to trying bird
Gtouow Boottand.'wlil build . raoond ‘“■«“«V*}"1, â*1?*? i» qmnUmj-Vra, 
J oT7„, much, indued, think yon.SÆ wto iTiÆ to?'^to£ Littl. darling—It wu pink onoe.

withttM^MgnuIeateOfMda Over twentv seizures of illicit tobacco
a ooetof about 86,600,000 on which a return ^aye bMn mBJe by TnUnR Revenue officers 
of 6 per cent, ia «prated._______ recently in Prescott and Russell counties.

Take Yomr Cboloe. —Young girls of 10 say that if they
« I am looking for a fashionable over- .marry at all they will marry the beet man 

ooat.” to be found ; but when their wedding day
«AU right, sir. WU1 you have ittco ' oomee the “ best man ” is not the bride- 

short or too long ? " groom.

darling,” she said, " oh ! my 
darling. Go back—go back—go back. No 
one will ever know. Yon oan say you came 
to get a horse. There is Hautboy—take 
him and go hack. Quick—quick 1"

He stood there, ghastly white under the 
rad stains on his face, with his sullen 
brows drawn down.

" I toU you I'm wounded," he said, 
been shot twice in this arm."

" Twice l" ehe cried. |“ If it were twenty this time.
times, what matter ? Oh! Diok-----» ” Dick 1

" It's mv bridle arm," he muttered.
" Your bridle arm T What! . ___ _ ______ . _ _ _

there end rail me tb»l? Yon-whoratother to her roll brmat end raoomd over him, Jot?"
And after many that eo?

"Oh l big foot lasts longer 
little foot. A Northey 12 -Horse Power 

Boiler and Killey Automatic 
Cut-off 15-Horae Power 
Engine,t

WITH BUI

the
life which I knew and I asked

claim that the addi-Aitor —American experts claim that the addi­
tion of cotton seed oil to lard improves He 
quality for pastry oooke and is not

____  adulteration.
___ I Then when he oame in, his poor, weak —« Did you hear about the burglarwho
you eland features working piteously, ehe took him was arrested this morning ?” "**

*a nnft hrerast and crooned over him. for?" "For breaking into
" " Yes. He

"I’ve
YB GOVERNOR

All In best of order. Oan be 
the office of the

TIMES PRINTING OO?" "No. Whit 
rong." “ill

i got hrongh two 
bun with » it*™."

being too week (or ipeeoh. 
word, hn whtoprand ;

HAMILTON, ONTARIO.— bm ridden to bounds many and many n 
time with hta right hud no oripptod with ben when tom. oo. hit *■
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