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THE TWO MYSTERIES.

[In the middle of the room, in its white
coffin, lay the dead child, a nephew of
the poet. Near it,ina great chair, sat
Walt Whitman, surrounded by little
ones, and holding a beautiful little girl on
his lap.” She looked wonderingly at the
spectacle of death, and then inquiringly
into the old man’s face. “You don’t
know what it is, do you, my dear?” said
he, and added, “ We don’t either.”] 3

We know not what it is, dear, this sleep so
deep and still ;

The folded hands, the awful calm, the cheek
so pale and chill ;

The lids that will not lift again, though we
may call and call ;

The strange, white solitude of peace that
settles over all.

We know not what it means, dear, this
desolate heart pain ;

This dread to take our daily way, and walk
in it aghin ;

We know not to what other sphere the
loved who leave us go,

Nor why we're left to wonder still, nor why
we do not know.

But this we know : Our loved and dead, if
they should come this day —

Should come and ask us, “ What is life?”
not one of us could say.

Life is a mystery as deep as ever death can
be ;

Yet oh, how dear it is to us, this life welive
and see!

Then might they say — those vanished ones
—and blessed is the thought,

‘“ So death is sweet to us, beloved! though
we may show you naught ;

We may not to the quick reveal the mystery
of death —

Ye cannot tell us, if ye would, the mystery
of breath.”

The child who enters life comes naught with
knowledge or intent,

So those who enter death must go as little
children sent.

Nothing is known.
is overhead ;

And as life is to the® living, so death is to
the dead,

But I believe that God

Mary Mares Dobpge.

SELECT STORY.
NOT FOR §300,000.

BY OPIE P. READ.

At a watering place in Virginia there
arrived one evening a puffy man of mid-
dle age, and his daughter, a rather at-
tractive girl, although there was a self
conscious air about her—an air of sud-
denly-acquired wealth. Her father’s ob-
jectionable air was not merely self con-
sciousness ; it was a vulgar inclination to
brag. His introduction into society at
the hotel was not sought by society; it
was a clear break on his own part. A
number of gentlemen and ladies were
seated near the end of a shaded veranda,
discussing a book that had achieved an
almost instant popularity, when the puf-
fy new-comer brusquely shoved his way
forward, and in a loud voice blurted out
his opinion :

“I ain’t read the book,” said he, “but

T'll bet that it don’t amount too much. |-

There is more humbuggery in this here

book business than in most any other I

know of. Books'll do putty well for

women, but in my opinion a man is
throwing away his time with ’em. I had

a twin brother that took. to books along

back when he was a boy, and although

he was a bright feller — as bright as I was

— he never amounted to much. I had to

take up a mortgage on his place for him

not more’n six months ago. That’s what

I think of books.” He leaned back

against the railing of the “banisters” and

surveyed the party with the satisfaction
of a man who has carried his point and
who is thoroughly prepared for any sub-
sequent attack. The ladies, especially the
better natured ones, smiled; the men,
with one exception, laughed. The excep-
tion was a young lawyer from Nashville.

He looked with the inquiry of disapproval

at the intruder,and then quietly remarked:

“I thought of writing a book, a charm-
ing romance, but through fear that I
might possibly compel you to take up
another mortgage, I will forgo the pleas-
ure of self-enjoyable composition.”

The interloper, no wise abashed, re-
plied: “It'sa good step you're takin’, I
reckon, as the writin’ of the book might
be more interestin’ to you than the read-
in’ of it would be to anybody else.”

“Doubtless,” retorted the young law-
yer, “you are right. Some dull trade-
plodder might attempt to spill it out and
bruise his alleged mind on unlooked-for,
sharp corners.”

“Young fellow, what is your name?”
the intruder asked ; and the young fellow,
never afraid to make himself known, an-
swered :

“I am George Miles, sir.”

“Ah, hah! George Miles.
you live?”

“ Nashville, sir.”

“Ah, hah! I known that town putty
well. I went along with the army some
little durin’ the war, and hought up the
hides of the cattle that were killed for
the soldiers, and made a pretty good
thing out of it in the Nashville market.
I used to know an old soap boiler there
named Josh Miles. Any kin to him ?”

The ladies tittered, and the old fellow
looked at them in astonishment, knowing
that he had not uttered a witticism.

“I never heard of your friend Miles,”
said the lawyer, “although he might
have made a fair article of soap.”

“Pity for you then, I reckon, as all
men were cleaner for havin’ knowed old
Josh.” The men laughed, the ladies tit-
tered again, and the old fellow, conscious
this time that he must have said some-
thing to the point, bowed his acknow-
ledgements. Just then his daughter ap-
peared, standing in a door. “Father,”
she called, “ I am ready.”

“I am ready, too,” he answered, and
withdrew with clumsy haste.

That evening, while Miles and several
other men sat under a tree, smoking, the
old fellow came out with an enormous
cigar in his mouth and “ squashed ” him-
self down on a bench.

“ Boys,” said he, breaking into the con-
versation, “I'm gittin’ so I ruther like
this here one-hoss place. Idid not think
that it would be a little for me to stay out
here, and I wa'n’t keen to come nuther,
but Minnie set her heart on it and away
we come. My name is Beck.”

No one said anything, and Mr. Beck
continued: “Ireckon I've done about
as much hus’lin’ in my time as the most
of men. I wasa pore boy, but instead of
foolin’ away my time with books I went
to work and ain’t sorry for it. I have
noticed, in my knockin’ round, that
money is putty nigh the boss. It may
not be happiness in itself, but without
it there ain’t very much enjoyment.
Larnin’ may command the respect of the
few, but money employs the services of
many, and to challenge the complete re-
spect of men you must make ’em serve
you.” -

“I don’t know but you are right,” said
one of the men.

“ Of course I'm right, and what is the
use of people shuttin’ their eyes against
the fact, or ruther pretendin’ that they
do? I know that there’sasort of respect-
ability, or I mout say aristocracy that

Where do

money sometimes ain’t got, but just wait

—+t-awhile and money’ll git it all right.”

“What business are you in?” some
one asked.

“Well, I ain’t in any business now —
have retired you might say. I made my
money in different sorts of speculation

full-rate interest. I live in Georgia and
am putty much at home when I’m there,
I can tell you. My wife has been dead a
good while, and about all I’ve got to look
after is the enjoyment of my daughter.
Her will islaw with me and I am straight-
forward enough to say right here, or
right anywhere, for that matter, that
the man who wins her love will be fortu-
nate. There’s about two hundred thou-
sand dollars waitin’ for him.”

George Miles looked up quickly and,
with a sneer, said: “I wouldn’t marry
her three hundred thousand.”

The old man seized his cane, which he
had leaned/against the bench and, spring-
ing to his feet glared at Miles, who, with-
out chanfging his position, sat placidly
smoking.

“Do you mean to insult me, gir?”
Beck roared.

“Not in the least,” Miles answered.
“ When I want to insult a man I hit him
and then insult him afterward. You had,
without interruption, expressed your
opinion, and I merely expressed mine.
You introduced your daughter’s name in
a way not only unnecessary to the force
of your former statement concerning the
power of money, but with a narrow-mind-
ed vulgarism that was disgusting. If you
want to strike me, do so. I have said
nothing in belittlement of the young lady
— I said that I wouldn’t marry her for
three hundred thousand, and I wouldn’t;
not that she is not worthy of me, morally,
but because our tastes are, doubtless, dis-
gimilar. Now, if you want to hit me with
that stick, all right.”

“I won’t hit you,” Beck replied.
“What you say may be right from your
standp’int, but no matter what you
thought about my daughter you ought to
have kept it to yourself. It looks to me
like I would have thought a long time be-
fore I would have made any such remark,
and I would have thought that any true
gentlemen would have done the same. I
am a rough-and-ready sort of a man, and
admit I don’t always do the proper thing,
and if my room is worth more to you
than my company, why, I wish you good-
evenin’.”

“Oh, no,” several of the men cried, but
he brusquely hastened away.

“ George, you ought not to have said
that,” a friend remarked. “You cant
blame him for thinking so much of his
daughter, nor for his determination: to
give her future husband two hundred
thousand dollars.”

“My dear fellow,” Miles answered, “I
don’t blame him for thinking so much of
ber, and I commend his determination to
reward her future husband, but I do de-
spise his vulgar show. He is an old bear,
and I want none of him.”

“I wouldn’t mind marrying the girl,”
said a young fellow named Hicks;“I
could put up with the girl’s possible bad
taste and with the old man’s possible vul-
garity. Yonder go the old man and the
girl. He is looking this way, and I war-
rant be is telling her about you, George.”

“Idon’t care if he is,” Miles replied.
“ His ill-will and her prejudice can’t hurt
me.”

I

Several days later Miles, whose friends
bad left the place, was strolling along the
mountain’s side, when suddenly, upon
turning a sharp point of rock that jutted
out over the path, he met Miss Beck.
The path was too narrow to admit of his
passing the girl, and he was about to turn
back, when she pleasantly remarked :

“Oh, don’t turn back on my account. I
will climbdown. I am used to climbing.”

“I will climb down,” eaid he, bowing.

“Ob, no,” she interposed. “Iam afraid
you might hurt yourself, and then —”

“And then what?” he asked.

“Nothing, only you might be disfig-
ured if you should chance to fall, and
you might afterwards consent to marry a
girl less than three hundred thousand
dollars. ”

““Ah, your father repeated my remark,”
he said, slightly coloring.

“Yes, or I shouldn’t have known of it,
as I wasn’t eavesdropping.”

He would have gladly climbed down,
but she detained him with this question-
ing remark :

“You place Ja pretty ' high estimate
upon yourself, don’t you? ”

“Yes rather,” he answered, now de-
termined to be bold. .

“It is strange that I never heard of
you,” she said. “I was looking over a
sort of encyclopedia of great men just be-
fore I came here, and it is singular that
your picture was not in it.”

“The compiler of the book called on
me,” he replied, “ but I refused to become
the victim of a cheap print. He wanted
my picture, and had intended that it
should fill one page and run over on the
second, but I refused.”

“And I suppose,” said the girl, “that
ifhe had contemplated putting 1n your
self-importance, he would have counted
on filling the eutire book.”

“I don’t know, but had he done s, his
volume would have heen more respect-
able.” .

“Oh, it must be delightful to be so re-
spectable,” she exclaimed, with well
played enthusiasm. “ By the way, who
was your father?”

“ His name is Andrew Miles.”

“What does he do?”

“He is a lawyer.”

“Ah? A strange country this, where
the aristocracy is mainly composed of
lawyers. What was your grandfather, or
did you ever hear of him?”

Miles blushed. He had heard in a
more or less vague way, of one of his
grandfathbers — had heard that he was a
cobbler and that he had deserted from
the army during the war of 1812.

“Ob, don’t tax your memory with try-
ing to recall his name. I am so glad to
bave met you,” she suddenly exclaimed.
“Ilike to see gentleness and considera-
tion joined with greatness. Now, sir, if
you feel disposed to’ climb down you
would oblige me by doing so.”

Miles climbed down, and the young
lady serenly passed on.

* * * * * *

The season was growing late, and there
were but few visitors remaining. Miles
continued to linger, partly because it
made but little difference where he was,
and partly because he didn’t want that
Miss Beck to think that she had driven
him off. He met her every day, and
spoke, in reply to her, his little piece of
sarcasm. One day while the girl was
playing on the piano he strode into the
parlor. She ceased playing upon seeing
him, and turning, said :

“I don’t object to mild punishment,
but I will not torture you with my music.”
“You are becoming considerate as the
days pass by.”

“Yes, I am tired of playing, anyway.
Isn’t it a great pity that father isn’t
worth four hundred thousand dollars.”
“Whyso?”

“Because he might then be able to
marry me off.”
“ Posgibly.
particular.”
“And,” said she, “I am convinced that

Some men are not very

and have got it well invested, drawin’a |.

the majority of women are not particular
at all.”. p

The old man appeared in the door.
His face was haggard and a wild look was
in his eyes. -
“Minnie,” he said falteringly called,
Minnie, come here.”

She ran to him and Miles heard him
say, “I am ruined. That iron company
has busted up and I am ruined.”

A newspaper which came that evening
gave an account of the sudden failure of
a large iron concern at Birmingham ; and
old man Beck was mentioned as not only
a heavy loser, but as totally bankrupted
by the failure.

* * * * * *

It was rather late at night. The Becks
were arranging their departure. Miles
was sitting in the parlor when Miss Beck
entered. Seeing him, she drewe back,
and was about to withdraw, when he
bade her stay a moment.

“ You must excuse me,” she said. “Ido
not care to hear any sarcasm to-night ; I
don’t believe I could stand it. I am very
wretched on my father’s account. He has
been victimized and is now a pauper.”

“And you are not wretched on your
own account ?” he asked.

“Please don’t gibe me now,”
pleaded.

He arose, and, advancing towards her,
said: “One of my grandfathers was shot
for desertion and I am n. better than he,
but I love you — love you —”

He caught her in his arms, and she,
weeping on his shoulder, sobbed: * This
will make that poor, old man happy again,
for he knows that I love you.”

she

THE JAPENESE FAN.

One of the necessities of life in Japan
consists of the fan, of which there are
two kinds, the folding and the*non-fold-
ing fan. Paper enters largely into their
composition. Bamboo forms a material
very handy for the framework of the
cheaper kinds. The paper is either
decorated with paintings in all the dif-
ferent styles of Japanese art or else brighty
colored and sprinkled over with silver
and gold leaves. These fans are manu-
actured ofall possible qualities and prices,
the richest and largest being used for
ceremonial dances, where they form
accessories of great importance.

The place most noted for its production
is Nagoya, and superior ones are made at
Kiyoto, while the inferior descriptions
come from Fushimiand Tokio. Several
millions of fans are exported annually
from Japan to America and Europe.

The fan is an inseparable part of the
Japanese dress. A native is rarely with-
out a fan. It is his shelter from the sun,
his notebook, and his plaything. The
varieties of these paper fans would form a
curious collection in respect to form as
well as quality. The highest priced fan
that was used in the days of seclusion
from the ouler world was not more than
5 yen, or 158. but now they have been
made to order for foreigners as dear as
£2 to £3. The general prices of ordinary
fans range from 2s. to guineas per 100.
There are many curious uses for fans in
Japan. The empire at wrestling and
fencing matches uses a heavy one, shaped
like a huge butterfly, the handle being
the body, and rendered imposing by
heavy cords of silk. The various motions
of the fan constitute a language, which
the wrestlers fully understand and ap-
preciate. Formerly, in time of war,
the Japanese commander used a large fan,
having a frame of iron covered with thick
paper. In case of danger it could be shut,
and & blow from its iron bones was no
light affair. One notable variety of fan
is made of waterproof paper, which can
be dipped in water, and creates great
coolness by evaporation, without wetting
the clothes. The flat fan made of rough
paper is often used as a grain winnow, to
blow the charcoal fires and as a dust pan.
The Japanese gentleman of the old school,
who never wears a hat, uses his fan to
shield his eyes from the sun. His head,
bare from childhood, hardly ‘needs shade,
and when it does he spreads an umbrella,
and with his fan he direct his servants
and saves talking.

WEDDED THE GYPSY QUEEN.

A Young Philadelphia Merchant Re-
nounces Civilized Life.

A novel wedding took place Saturday
in Bergandine’s woods, near Hanover,
Jefferson county, Indianapolis, where a
party of gypsies have been encamped for
several days, The principals were John
Lynch, at one time a prominent merchant
of Philadelphia, and Jennie Van Sicklen,
a genuine nomad, who was born “on the
road” in England, nineteen years ago,
and who was recently chosen, at Elyria,
Ohio, queen of the band with which she
is now travelling. The bride is a tall,
handsomely formed maiden very agree-
able in manner. She commands the
respect and warm friendship of her sub-
jects, who number twenty-one souls.
Lynch, the bridegroom, is an athlete,
about twenty-eight years old. He is said
to have met and fallen deeply in love
with Miss Van Sicklen two years ago on
her arrival at Philadelphia from the old
country. He was so enamored that he
gave up a good business and followed the
gvpsy maiden to Elyria, the headquarters
of a large number of the gypsies, and he
joined the band to which she attached
herself, thereby renouncing forever the
more civilized life in which he had been
living. At the wedding the pair were
handsomely attired in genuine gypsy
costume. The knot was tied by a Madi-
son clergyman. A supper followed the
ceremony, after which dancing and other
sports were indulged in.

THE WALKING LEAF.

The walking and climbing leaves of
Australia were for over bhalf a century
considered the greatest of natural won-
ders. A party of sailors wandered inland
and sat down to rest under atree. A
great wind shook to earth several dead
and brown leaves. These presently be-
gan toshow signs of lifeand crawl towards
the trunk, which they ascended and
attached themselves to their respective
twigs. Hence the gailors, who promptly
ran away, said the place was bewitched.
But the simple fact turned out that the
so-called leaves were really leaf-shaped
insects, having long pendulous legs,which
could be folded out of sight,and possessing
the chameleon-like power of varying their
color to correspond with that of the foli-
age they are clinging to. Upon being
shaken to the ground, instinct has taught
them to seek the shelter of the friendly
leaves again as soon as possible. These
walking leaves are frequently found in
the woods of Illinois, The farmers call
them “animated twigs,” as they exactly
resemblea bit of the tree. They are green
when the trees are green, but as soon as
the foliage changes they become brown.
The writer of this was sitting under a tree
reading in the wood of Southern Illinois,
when one of the “twigs,” as it was sup-
posed to be, dropped on the page. It
moved and thus revealed its identity. Its
nature seemed to be that of a worm and
its vitality that of the very lowest. It
died as soon as removed and served as a
bookmark for many years.

Summer complaints and all bowel
troubles are soon cured by Johnson’s
Anodyne Liniment.

THE DISCOVERED LETTER.

Do you think that she cares for him? ”
“She? Humph! Well, I suppose she
does, after a fashion. But between you
and me, Mrs. Martin, the young lady
thinks more of Harry Gilbert than of her
betrothed husband.”

“Impossible! Why do you think so,
Miss Stone ? ”

“Well, I'll tell vou. “Ever since I have
sewed for the Thorntons I have known
that Dora Thornton was a deceitful girl ;
and I have good reason to believe that
ghe is marrying young Clydesdale simply
because he is rich. The Thorntons are
not too well off, you know.”

And little Miss Stone, the village dress-
maker, threaded her needle with grave
deliberation. The old housekeeper, Mis
Martin, looked troubled. :

“I am very morty if Lawrence Clydes-
dale is going to be sacrificed,” she said re-
grettfully. He deserves a better fate.”

“That he does. And—why, Nell,
where did you come from?” ghe added,
as a girl with a pale face and golden hair
suddenly appeared on the scene.

“You gave me this work to baste for
the machine, Miss Stone, and I have done
it.”

“Yes, and very nicely too. You can
work now on the blue Surah polonaise,
Miss Dora wants it altered. Ah, Nell, I
hope that a wedding will brighten you up
a bit, for I declare you look like a ghost.”

Nell took the work assigned her, and
went away by herself intg another room.
She had heard every word of the gossip
between the dressmaker and the house-
keeper, and she wanted to be alone to
think it over; for Nell Perry was a prote-
gee of Mr. Clydesdale’s the mother of
Lawrence. Dora Thornton lived in the
house adjoining the Clydesdale’s, and her
trousseau was being prepared. For the
bhaughty beauty had decided to become
Mrs. Lawrence Clydesdale, and great pre-
parations were being made for the wed-
ding, which was soon to come off} and
Nell Perry had gone to assist. .

Nell went on with her sewing, her
golden head drooping, and her brown
eyes full of unshed tears.

Poor little foolish Nell. She had given
her heart away unasked. Raised under
the same roof with Lawrence Clydesdale,
she had grown to look upon him asa
king among men. Nothing in the girl’s
eyes was too good or two great for her
hero. And he was going to marry Dora
Thornton, black-eyed beautiful Dora, vain,
capricious, shallow !

The little old-maid dressmakét was not
mistaken in her estimate of the girl’s
nature. This Nell knew quite as well as
anybody, and her heart was heavy at the
thought of his future. L ;

Slowly the tears gathered under her
long lashes, and one by one dropped upon
her work. The blue Surah polonaise
which she was making over, tholhigh Dora
had already worn it, fell from her hands
and the golden head went on the table in
a burst of bitter grief.

“Nell!  Why, Nell, what is the mat-
ter?”

She sprang up with a start of confusion.
Lawrence Clydesdale stood before her —
handsome, dark-eved Lawrence. It
seemed to the girl that he had never been
so dear to her as now, when she must
give him up. When, in a few short
weeks it would be a sin for her to hold
one thought of this man in her heart.
He had found his way into this room in
search of his betrothed, and found his
mother’s protegee alone. She covered her
face with her trembling hands. Lawrence
seized the little hands and tried to pull
them away.

“Nell, I can’t make you out, you little
puzzle!” he cried at length. “ You are
not the same girl as of old! What ails
you, Nell? Why do you cry?”

“ Got the toothache ! ” she faltered.

“I don’t believe it! Here, what’s all
this finery on the carpet?” And he
stooped and lifted the neglected and for-
gotten mass of blue drapery.

“It belongs to your intended wife!”
replied Nell, suddenly forgetting her
toothache, and striving to look dignified
and cold. “I am altering it for her!”

He tossed it aside.

“I'm sick of all this frivolity and fool-
ishness!” he cried. “Two houses turned
inside out just because Dora Thornton is
going to marry Lawrence Clydesdale !
All is vanity and vexation of spirit! Nell,
I'd rather see you in that white dress
with that knot of blue ribbon at your
throat, than Dora Thornton in all ‘her fur-
belows and —” He checked ’himself,
conscious that he had gone too far.

Nell’s brown eyes were upon him. with
a serious gaze. ;

“You are speaking of your bethrothed
wife, Mr. Clydesdale,” she dbserved
quietly.

His face flushed.

“T accept your reminder, little mentor,”
he said lightly. “ Ah, what is that ?”

For Nell had lifted the polonaibe from
the chair where his careless hand had
tossed it, and as she did so a folded paper
fluttered to the floor. Lawrence stooped
and picked it up. It was a half sheet of
note paper torn obliquely in two, but
covered with writing. Dora Thornton’s
own well-known chirography.

Involuntarily Lawrence Clydesdale
glanced it over. A mean, ungentlemanly
action, no doubt, but everybody knows
the strange and inexplicable power which
often forces us to do that which in other
moments we would shrink from. His face
grew white and stern.

“Nell,” he cried, “ I have found her out
before it is too late! Dora Thorntort is a
deceitful wicked woman, listen Nell ! ”

And he began to read alond from the
torn paper. :

“DarLiNG HARrY — I have decided T
will be your wife, for I cannot give you
up. Let the preparations for my wed-
ding with Clydesdale go on quietly ; but
when the day arrives for the marriage to
take place, they will find the bride flown.
Let L. C. consol himself as best he can.
He might marry that Nell, with the big
brown eyes; she’s dead in love with him,
any one can see that. Make your ar-
rangements as proposed. I will never re-
tract, now that I have promised to be
your wife.”

Here, the paper being torn in two, the
communication ended, but it was enough
to convince Lawrence Clydesdale of the
truth. He put the letter in his pocket,
and turned to the girl before him. :

“Thank Heaven, I am free | ” he panted
hoarsely. “Oh, Nell! I had long since
ceased to love her; but ‘in honor bound,’
you know. Nell, Nell! my eyes were
opened long ago, and I know how dearly
Ilove you! Will you marry me, dear?”

Nell arose with gentle dignity.

“You forget yourself, Mr. Clydesdale!”
she replied. “ You are not free to ask
me such a question. And your mother,
she would never consent to such‘an ar-
rangement as you proposed just now.”

“Never mind that, my darling,” cried
the young man, “only tell me, Nell, you
do not quite hate me. Do you?”

She gave him one long look from her
soft brown eyes, and he was quite satis-
fied. He went straight to Dora Thornton
with that tell-tale paper in his hand, and
confronted her with her own perfidy.
She was obliged to confess the truth,that |

the last moment, to marry Harry Gilbert.

she had planned to “ throw him over” at |/

informed her cooly thathe wasgiad of
his freedom at any cost.

So the weddingcame off as was planned.
His mother, who loved Nell dearly, was
easily converted to her son’s view of the
matter, and so little Nell Perry' became
the wife of Lawrence Clydesdale.

A TRUE STORY OF LIFE IN INDIA.

It was in India. Dinner was just finish-
ed in the mess-room, and several English
officers were sitting about the table.
Their bronged faces had the set but not
unkindly look common among military
men. The conversation at best had not
been animated, and just now there was a
lull, as the night was too hot for small
talk, The major of the fégiment; a clean
cut man of 55, turned toward his next
heighbor at the table, a young subaltern,
who was leaning back in his chair with
his hands clasped behind his head staring
through the clear smoke at the ceiling.
The major was slowly looking the man
over,from his handsome face down,when,
with sudden alertness, and in a quiet,
steady voice, he said: “Don’t move,
please, Mr. Darruthers. Don’t move a
muscle.” “All right, major,” replied the
subaltern, without even turning his eyes;
“hadn’t the least-idea of moving, I assure
you. What’s the game?” By this time
all the others were listening in a lazily
expectant way. “Do you think,” con-
tinued the major, and his voice trembled
just a little, “do you think you can keep
absolutely still for, say, two minutes —to
save your life?” “Are you joking.”
“On the contrary, move a muscle, and
you are a dead man. Can you stand the
strain ? ” The subaltern barely whispered
“Yes,” and hig face paled slightly.
“Burke,” said the major, addressing an
officer across the table, “ pour some of that
milk into a saucer and eet it on the floor,
here just back of me. Gently, man, quiet.”
Not a word was spoken as the officer
quietly filled the eaucer, walked with it
carefully around the table, and sat it
down where the major had indicated on
the floor. Like a marble statue sat the
voung subaltern in his white linen clothes,
while a cobra di capello, which had been
crawling up the leg of his trousersslowly
raised its head, then turned, descended to
the floor, and glided towards the milk.
Suddenly the silence was broken by the
report of the major’s revolver, and the
snake lay dead on the floor. “Thank
you, major,” said the subaltern, as the
two men shook hands warmly. “You
have saved my life.” “You’re;welcome,
my boy,” replied the senior, “but you
did your share.”

Mzs. 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.
sufferer immediately.
mothers, there is no mstake about it. It
cures Diarrhceea, 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 physiciansand nurses
in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents
per'bottle by all druggists throughout the
world. Be sure and ask for ‘“Mzrs. Wins-
Low’s SooTHING SYRUP. :

There is no temptation greater than
the one which leads us to excuse our
weakness.

PILES| PILES | ITCHING PILES.

Symproms — Moisture; intense itching
and stinging; most at night; worse by
scratching. Ifallowed to continue tumors
form, which often’ bleed and ulcerate, be-
coming very sore. SwWAYNE'S OINTMENT
stops the itching and bleeding, heals ul-
ceration, and in most cases removes the
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 50
ents. Dr. Swanye & Son, Philadelphia.

EMULSION

of pure Cod Liver Oll with Mypo=
phosphites of Lime and Soda Is
aimost as palatable as milk.

A - MARVELLOUS FLESH PRODUGER

it Is Indeed, and the little lads and
lassies who take cold easlly, may be
fortified against a cough that might
prove serious, by taking Scott's
Emulsion after their meals during
the winter season.

Beware of substitutions and imitations.

S8COTT & BOWNE, Bellevilie.

W

BAKING
POWDER
E'W-QLLETT:

o -t
BAKING

THE IMP3s

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST.

Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,
Phosph or any Injuri

ERIAL

E. W. CILLETT, Toronto, Ont.

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, E@s fitter.

TINSMITH,

QULD inform the people of Freder
W icton and vicipity that he has re
sumed business on Queen Street,

0PP COUNTY COURT HOUSE

where he is prepared to fill au oraers in
above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &e.

WANTED

RELIABLE PUSHING MEN to sell choice
Mar Btock. Complete assortment. Splendid
opportanity offered for Bpring work. My Bales-
men have good success, many selling from $100
to $200 per week. Eend for Proof and Testimoni-
ale. A ‘plnl;ln l;l:.l: ;::atedhh‘e? at o:c:

'erms, AN : s e market,
i § N r Perth, Ont.

She was considerably astonished when he |,

It will relieve the poor little |
Depend upon it{.

===

P1anos,

money Refunded.

ORGANS,

WHITE

(S Call and see us or write for prices.

ROOM - PAPHEHR.

——WE HAVE NOW IN STOCK OVER—

30,000 Rolls Room Paper,

And a large consigninent of Fine Felts and Ingrains, with
Borders to Match, now on the way from New York,
which we will sell at Lower Prices than ever
known in the history of Wall Paper.

"

'CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK AND PRICES.

- MMURRAY & C0. -

P. 8.—On hand, a large stock of

— AND THE —

CELEBRATED AMERICAN

'S. MACHINE,

Which took First Prize, the Gold Medal, from all com-
petitors at the World’s Exposition at Paris.

Prices Verv T _O<X7, and if not satisfactory after using them threc months

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

M'MURRAY & CO.

Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh is the
Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest.

CATARRH

Sold by druggists or sent by mail, 50c.
E. T. Haseltine, Warren, Pa., U. 8. A,

R. BLACKMER,

PRACTICAL

WATGHMAKER and JEWELER,

HAS IN STOCK A FULL LINE OF

Wartuam Wartchss
in Solid Gold, Gold Filled and Silver Cases.

Fine Rolled Plate Chains, etc.

and everything usually found in a
first-class jewelry store.

A FULL LINE OF

CILIOICIKIS

Of the best makes.

SILVERWARE

In CASTORS, SPOONS, etc., of the Finest
Quality.;

ENGRAVING

On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS, etc.,neatly
executed.

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

One Door Below the People’s Bank

Carriagﬁ Bolts.

JUST RECEIVED:
“YASES containing 10, Carriage Bolts
5 (J and 9,000 Tire Bolts.

For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

5. L. MORRISON,

Dealer In

FLOUR, MEAL,

TEA,
COFFEE,
SUGAR,
MOLASSES,
TOBACCOS,

CANNED GOODS

AN ——

General Groceries.

QUEEN STREET,

OPP, CITY HALL,

FREDERICTON, N.B.

Pastor’s Bibles !
Teacher's Bibles !
Family Bible: !

Peloubets notes on the International
Sunday School Lessons,

Senior Quarterly Lessons,
Advanced v
Intermediate ‘¢
Primary 8

o6

FOR SUNDAY SCHBOOLS:

Our Little Ones!

The Young Reaper !

The Young Folks!
Sunday [Schocl Libraries.

Hall's Book Store.
GUNS, RIFLES,

—AND—

REVOLV.RS.

Just Received from Birmingham,
New York, Montreal and New
Haven,

6 Cases Guns, Rifles and Revolvers,

As follows :

Double Barrel Breach loading Guns, from §10
upwards,

Single Barrel Breach loading Guns, from $4 up,

Marlin Magaziue or Bingle shot Rifles,

Winchestee ¢ o “

Revolvers from $1.00 upwards,

Cartridges Loaded or Blank,

Rifle and Revolver Cartridges, Chilled and ordin-
ary shot,

Powder—Hazard, Hamilton. Hall’s Guns Covers,

Leggings, Game Bags, Cartridge Belte, aud a

large stock of other goods in this line to numerous

to mention.

Wholesale and Retail.
Y,

NEILL'S HARDWARE STCRE.

Refrigerators.
AT COST

To make room for other goods and save carrying
over will sell what Refrigerators on hand at
cost,

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE.

‘Flobert Ritles.
AT

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE.

THE

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND
Lo
INSURANCE COMPANY.

AssETs, 18T JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.5¢

Assers IN CANADA, - 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip:
tion at
LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,

Agent

Harness Oil.

JUST RECELVED :
12 CASEB pure Harness Oil specially put up

for our trade in one quart tin cans,
for sale by
R. CHESTNUT & BONS,

Fresh GARDEN,
FIELD,
and FLOWER |

TBE B8UBBCRIBER has just received his usna
large sunp]}y of Garden, (Field and
Flower Seeds for the Beason of 1290, imported
direct trom the now celebrated house STEELE
BROS., Toronto, whose seeds gave such univeisal
satisf .ction lust season.
At the meeting of the Farmers’ Convention held
in this City during the past winter, the President in
the course of his remarks s1id that the feeds grown
by the fteele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were better
adapted to the soil und climate of New Brunswick
than any other.

ALL THE LEADING VARIETIES OF

Beans, Peas, Beets,

[arot,

and all smnll Beeds, cither in bulk or in packeges—
W holesale and Retail.

My Ouion Beed for this year is the finest I ever
imported.

Yellow Dutch Onion Ses.

¥ Bpecial disconnt given to Agricultural Bocieties
and Country Dealers.

REMEMBER THE OLD STAND,

GEO. H. DAVIS,

Druggist and Seedsman,

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS.

FREDERICTON.

TEA. TEA.

, JUST _RECEIVED :

Direct frcm London per Str.

Damsra.

119 Packages Tea,

IN HALF CHESTS,

Caddies & Boxes,

These Teas are (f a Superior
qualtiy and fine ﬂavog..

ALSO IN STOCK

INDIAN aud CEYLON TEAS of the finest
quality.

G. T. WHELPLRY,

310 Queen St. Fredericton.

June 9th, 1891,

$50.00 IN CASH

HE publishers of the FREDERICTON GLOBE wil
present §35.00 in cash as a first, $10.00 as second
and $5.00 as a third prize, to be given to the persons
sending in the largest number of words made up
from the letters contained in the words “Fredericton
Globe.,” This offer is open to paid up subscribers
only, and parties desirous -of competing for these
CasH Prizes must send in their namesand P. O,
address, accompanied by §1.00 for one year’s sub-
scription to the GLOBE.

No letter in the words FRED"RICTON G 0BE to be
employed more frequently than it appears in those
words.

In case of a tie the first sender will be entitled to
the prize. Bend your list iu early.

Write on one side of the paper upon which youn
send )our list. Webster's Unabridged Dictionary
will govern the coutest. Address.

CROCKET & MACHUM.
Props. Fredericton Globe

P, O, Box, 315 Fredericton, N B.

Parsnips, Onions,



