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BonNNELL & CowAN

beg to call the attention of the public to the fact
that their stock of :

XMAS GROEERIES

surpasses anything ever before offered by them.
Before making purchases call and see for your-
selves.

BONNELL & COWAN,
Here we are Again

Our annual cheap sale of X IAS GROCERTES has commenced and we
invite all to come and inspect our stock before purchasing elsewhere.

Lard, Butter, Raisins, Currants, Citron, Lemons.

Oranges, Spices &c., &e.. at Rock Bottom prices.

Candy from 10cts. up, our 12«t. Xmas Mixed isahead
of any thing ever before shown for the money and
is the same price as by barrel lots. Cheice New
Crop Railsins 7ets per ib.

C. F. FRANCIS & Co.

141 Chariotte St.,  Berrymam’s Building.

A €HRISTMAS GIFT.

Ibr one month only I will give o dil my patronssitiing for ONE
DOZEN CABINET PHOTOY at $3.00 per dozen, ONE rXTRA,
framed in a nice 8x10 Gilt Frame.

REMEMBER THE FRAME COSTS YOU NOTHING.

Photos up to 11x 14 finish-d in the best siyle and at low prices
Drop in to my establishment and inspec some of the worlk.

ISAAC ERB, 13 Charlotte Street.

200 Union Street.

A BACEWOODS TERROR.

How he Directed aStranger to Kelley’s

Camp and Settied his old Woman,
If you are a stranger and travelling
the roads over the mountains and
through the woods of northern Pennsyl-
vania you will ind yourself wandering
frequently from the way you want to go,
and it will be safe for you to ask for in-
formation and direction at every back-
woods cabin or farmhonse you may
come to. One day I stopped at a rather
rickety-looking house in & small : clear-
ing along the headwaters of the Sinnam-
ahoning to get a better understanding of
my bearings. A raw-boned, sinewy siz-
footer, in hickory overalls and shirt,
with long, bristly reddish hairstraggling
from under an old white felt hat, sat on
a chopping block at the roadside.

“How do I go to zet to Kelley’s camp?
1 asked the formidable-looking moun-
taineer.

“You kin go by Wolf Holler, or you
kin go through Painter Woods, or you
kin go by the way o Fogerty’s mill,
which ever way you want to;” replied
the man, in a voice that rasped and rat-
tled.

“Which is the nearest ?” I asked.

“Hain’t mnch difference,”

“Ever been in Wolf Holler ?”

1 never had.

“Are you muchon b’ar'?"’

No, I wasn't ; not particularly.

“Mebbe you hadn’t better go by way
o' Wolf Holler, then,” said the six-footer,
with an ominous shake of his head. “I
8'pose Wolf Holler is the terriblest place
fer b’ar there isin the hull Sinnyma-
honin’ spread. They call it Wolf Holler
‘canse it was a ch’ice place for wolfs
wunst, but they’m all gone, ’n’ I ben try-
in’ to hev'em change the name to B'ar
Hole. I don’t reckon they will, though,
but they orter. It hain’t pooty nigh safe
for a feller th’t hain’t much on b’ar togo
through the Holler, fer he’s more’n like-
1y to git stopped by a b’ar or two an’
mebbe hurt. I go that way to Kelley’s
pooty: often, jist for a change. When-
ever I feel mussy, 'n’ don’t feel just in
the humor to tackle the Painter Woods
or Fogerty’s mill, I take a jaunt through
the Holler. It sorter rests a chap arter
he’s been to the Woods or to Fogerty's
to give the Holler a whack. Igot-away
with three—I see--a week ago to-

XMAS PRESENT.

All persons making purchases at my store to the
amount of

ONE DOLLAR

or upwaads, will have a chance to get a Gold Watch Free. Each
person who purchases has a guess at how long the watch will run
after being wound up. The party guessing nearest to the correct
time will receive the watch. Callaround at my store and get full
particalars,

ROBERT STACKHOUSE,
Clocks, Watches,
Jewelery and

Fancy Goods.

Parties wishing to make their friends a CHRIST-
MAS PRESENT would do well to call at

PATERSON'S JEWELERY STORE,

899 Main St.,, North End.

For Christmas
For Christmas,

' CHILDREN'S
Rocking Chairs

IN GREAT VARIETY AT

HOWE'S FURNITORE WAREROONS,

MARKET BUILDINC.
LADIES, YOU WANT

.“gw your husb nd or young man a Christmas Present. The most
ble muﬂlemuld be something in the Smoking Line. A fine stuck
on hand at &

OPERA CICAR STORE, - Union Street.
J. D. DRISCOLL.

WINKES.

SPARKLING STILL

Pommery & Greno See Chnmpagne, T. G. S8andeman Ports.
G. H: Mumm Ex Dry Taylor, Tludgate & Yeatman Ports;
48 Dry Verzenay “ Graham’s Ports;
Perrier & Jonet Bpecial “ Gonzates Byass "& Co Shemes,
Molt and Chandon White Seal Champ’ne Qedro Domecq
Pijer Heldsieck Sec Champagoe; Calvet & Cie Claret;
Heidsieck Dry Monopole * Nath’l Johnson & Co Cllret
Bouchnds, Pera & Fl sveg Bnrgl:‘mdy; Cuzol Fils & Co
ite ¢

L. Charapion & Co
Hunt, Boope & Tesge Ports,

Hungarian Red and White Wines.
M. A. FINN, Prince Wm. St.

THOS. L. BOURKE,

11, 13 and 25 Water St.

CHOICEST WINES,
ce BRANDIES,

WHISKIES,
FOR SALE IN ANY QUANTITY.

‘THE GREATEST OF ALL WONDERS,

CALL AT MY STORE AND SEE

The Fighting Acrobats.

Free Exhibition -very evening at 7.30 o’clock. After sceing them
at. work, you can purchass them at a smal' figure.

Th- y will make a fine Xmas Present. The store is full of Toys of
all descriptions.

Union St.

66

FRANK S. ALLWOOD, 179 Union St,
Advertise in the Gazette.

day. Yes, it was, jist a week ago to-day.”

“Three what?” I asked.

“B'ar replied the man, nonchalantly.

“Are they as thick as that?” I asked.

“Thick! Thunder on’ Mars! they’m jist
swarmin! The fellers over to the
Camp sends fer me on an ev'rage o
wunst & month to jog down to the Holler
to weed out of a prasel o bruins, ‘cause
they git too many to be comf’table. Puts
me in mind I jist got word, a little w’ile
ago— not mor’'n half an hour ’fore your
kim along — that the holler's jammed
with b’ar ag’in, 'n’ astin’ me to go down
'n’ kinder harvest come on ,em’ jist to
give the teamsters a little confidence
ag’'in. S'pose I'll hefto go do it t’morrow
or nex’ day.
two mile the nighest way to the camp
from here’ Cap’n.”

“(ouldn’s you make it handy fo do
your errand at the Hollow today and
see me through all right?” I asked.

“Couldu’t do it, nohow Cap’n!” said
the man. “My ol’ woman’s been coaxin’
o’ me all mornin’ to go back on the hill
vender 'n’ knock over a b’ar that's been
‘hangin’ ’roun’ fer a couple o’ days,’n’a
wildcat that stole a couple o’ her geese
last night th’t she was ’spectin’ to sell to
git a new bunnit with. But Isays no.
T.day’s my tired day, 'n’ I kill no ba’r
nor no wildcats fer nobody. 1 don’t
keer if they carry offall the pigs 'n’ geese
there is on the clearin’, new bunnits or
no new bunnits! The oI’ woman's in
yender bellerin’ like a calf, now, ’cause
her geese isgone. I'd like to

I think the Hollers’ a bout-

wildcats is sassy to argy with, but nuth-

er on’em hain’t above ground yit. when
you talk o’ Logchain Bill Gibbs, Twister
Groot, 'n’ them fellers! If you go by the
way of Fogerty’s the chances is that the
Twister or Logchain Bill or some o’ the

rest o’ ’em ’Il be waitin’ fer you ’fore you

git there. It don't make no differ'nce
which one on’em it is, the fust thing you
know you’ll be turnin’ sumersets out o’
your wagon, 'n’ mebbe you’ll be hangin’
to a tree or doubled up in afence corner,

feelin’ ez if a cycloon had jist past that
way 'n’ mes you. ’Fore you could git up
an’ look around you twice, they’d hev
your horse an’ wagon down to the
tavern an’ the hull divided up an’ sold
If none o’ the boys met you ’fore you go

to Fogerty’s they’d stop you when you
did git there, 'n’ you'd hef to git out’n
fight. If you was alive arter the fight
they’d let you go on your way afoot if
you was able, 'n’ if you wasn’t able they’d
lick you ag'n because you wasn’t. Twister
Groot gits his name 'cause he twisted a
four-inch ches'nut saplin’ in two wunst
az it stood in the woods, 'n’ ever sence
Bill Gibbs pulled the log chain links out
straight ez an axe helve they’ve called
Log-chain Bill. Nothin’ ever goes up by
the way o' Fogerty’s that don’t git licked
from the word go, but there hain’t none
on ’em that fools with me much any
more. If you go by the way o Fo-
gerty’s ‘n’ hev time tonotice before they
slam beliz out’ you, you'll see that Log-
chain Bill hain’t got but oue eye, 1’ that
Twister Groot’s nose is split like a tree
struck by lightnin’, that Sam Slewton’s
lower jaw is three inches ont o’ plumb,
n’ thdt Ike Buncher hain‘t got’but one,
ear. Them's all little” beauty marks
that’ve give em, Cap'n! I've fitthe
hall passel of ’em half way from Fogerty’s
here ‘n’ back ag'in ‘n’ whenever I feel
like havin’ some fun with spice in it, I
saunter over to Fogerty’s ‘n’ make Log-
chain Bill orsome of'em stand un ‘n’
take their medicine. “Why, wunst—-
but ‘there’s that pesky ol’ woman o
mine bellerin’ harder’'n ever over them
geese o' her'n.” said this backwoods
terror, getting to his feet with surprising
alacrity, “an’ I'm goin’ in an’ settle her
right now!”

Just then a little woman with a hatch-
et fice looking out from beneath a calico
sunbonnet, appeared at the door. There
were no traces of “ bellerin” on her
face, but it was full of smap. The six-
foot bushwhacker looked a trifle sheepish.

“ Here Jake Shapléy, you worthless
varming |’ the woman cried, “you
mog in here an’ peel them ’taters ! An’
then you mind the young un,fer I'm
goin’ over to the camp with that last
trappin’ coon skins o’ your'n!”

The backwoods terror marched into the
house as meek as alamb, and I drove on
to find Kelly’s camp only half a mile
distant, straight abead.

Ep Morr.

————
Behind the Footlights.

“ Buffalo Bill is presenting his woolly

entertainment in Scotland.

Jerome K. Jerome has written a com-
edy satirizing official busybodies.

Fanny Davenport has bought a 380
acre-farm in California, near the ranch
of Modjeska. ;

A number of painful apprehensions
have been removed. Mrs. Langtry says
that she has concluded not to come to
this country this winter.

Kyrle Bellew and Mrs. James Brown
Potter are on their way to South Africa.
They may not be growing rich, but they
are seeing a good deal of the world.

Manager George K.Goodwin estimated
that over four thousand deadhead tickets
were given out every week at places of
amusement in the city of Philadelphia
alone.

A Russian tenor played Faust with

date you, Cap’n, hut I’'m tired to-day, 'n’
don’t cackalate to do nothin’ fer no-
body.”

I thought to myself that here must be
a cheerful and amiable consor: for a wo-
man of even some degree of sensibility,
as his wife evidently was. Then I said:

“How about the Panther Woods’

“You said yon wasn't much on ba’r;”
repiied the man; “mebbe you’re con-
s.de’ble on wildcats.”

“No more on wildcats than I am on
bear.” I said.

“ Wall,” said the bushwhacker, but
with a doubting shake of his head, “ you
mowt git through ol Painter without
any of ’em tacklin’ of you, but if you do
there’ll hef to be a record made of it, fer
I never know’d anybody to go through
yit without havin’ to argy with from
one to seven wildcats. A good many
smarty folks has tried it, 'n’ never got
the best o’ the argyment, nuther. There
was Jeb Croker, who wag one o’ these
chaps that was alluz braggin’ that he
could lick his weight in wildeats, Wall,
Jéb he made a bet he’d go through
Painter Woods ’n’ come out on the
t'other side without a scratch nur a tear
in his clothes. Jeb hain’t never come
out yet, 'n’ that was ten years ago. It
mowt be that he is dodgin’ ’'n’ scrootch-
in’’n’ twistin’ around in the woods yit, to
keep out of the way o’ the wildcats, 80
ez to win his bet, but I  hev
my doubts about it. I nmever
went  through ol Painter  yit
without havin’ to lay out less'n four
wildcats, 'n’ Is’pose I've had ’most a
barn full o’ shirts ‘n’ overhauls tore to
wuthlessness in argyin’ with the pesky
critters. Most folks goin’ to the camp
from here’d ruther any time take the
Wolf Holler road or the one by Fogerty’s
mill than to spend their time goin’
through ol’ Painter. I hear my ol’ woman
bellerin’ yit over them squawklin’ geese.
1f she don’t shet up pooty soon I'll go in
‘n’ gettle her!”

“Well, what kind of a gauntlet does a
fellow have to run if he goes by the way
of Fogerty’s mill?” I asked this speci-
men of backwoods conjugal amiability.

“Be you much on the fight ?”” he asked
me,

“Man fight?”’

“You kin call it man fight, but it's
more like tiger fight!”

1 said I wasn’t anything at all on that
kind of fight.

“Then I'll be sorry fer you if you go by
Fogerty’s I” said the man. *“Didu’t you
never hear o’ Ike Buncher,Sam Slewton,
Twister Groot, an’ Logchain Bill Gibbs?”
“Never a one of them.”

“Thunder 'n’ Mars!” exclaimed the
strapping bushwhacker. “Say, Cap'n, if
I hadn’t made up my mind not to raise
a finger to do nothin’ fer nobody today,
rd Jm like to hev you go by way o’ Fog-
erty’s 'n’ me go ‘long! It'd be fun a
hossback fer me! B’ar haiu’t pleasant

to tackle if you hain’t much on ’em, 'n

such enth in St. Petersburg the
other night that he shook the voice out
of Marguerite in the prison scene and
was fined several dollars.

A few days-before his death, Wiliam
J. Florence said to one of his friends, a
Brooklyn man, “I dread the end of this
season, for then I’ve got to separate from
Jefferson, It's all right for him, for he
is rich and can afford to retire whenever
he likes, but for me it means that I’'m to
be sent back to ‘The Almighty Dollar’ to
earn my living.”

Two women whistlers are to take the
road again this winter with concert com-
panies, though it is said that they have
trouble in getting singers and musicians
to travel with them. People of artistic
account do not want to play second
fiddle, so to speak, in an entertainment
where a freak or a piece of clap trap
forms the leading attraction.

A Chicago newspaper man has been
struck hard, as the saying is. He went
to hear Emma Eames and has been going
on this way since: * The vast building,
in which was gathered the flower of
Chicago’s beauty, oontained no fairer,
sweeter face than hers, An earnest,oval
face with a complexion of satin; a
dainty mouth of such exquisite shape
that one blindly wonders how any
breathing mortal can play ‘Lohengrin’
to her ‘Elsa’ with her husband looking
on and not gn out and hang himself after
the mock love making is over ; pome-
granate lips parting over dazzling teeth
in a series of smiles 8o heavenly as to
numb the beholder from his head to his
heels, leaving him conscious of nothing
but a vague impression that he is being
borne away through the elouds in a sil-

ver chariot to a land of limitless music,
roses and wine; soft, dark eyes that
chnnge their shade wuh every varying
emotion ; a smooth, girlish brow, with a
delicious coil of duaky hair at its sum-
mit; a figure slight, but—pah! Whip
me w:l’.h 8scorpions, somebody, and wake
me up.”

Why They Do Xt.
Two women leaned over the backyard fence

(The same old fence) as the sun went down,

While each told the other in confidence,

The scandals she’s gathered around the town ;
For women must gossip or they can’t sleep;
Their idea is, secrets woren’t made to kecp;

Bo they lean on the fenee in the gloaming.

Two women sat ont on the front door stoop,
In the evening glow as the sun went down.
They told how their children had skipped the

croup.
Ani they sneered at the minister’s wife’s new
gowo,
For women delight in a friendly chat,
Without it their lives would be stale :ud flat,
So they sit on the stoop in the

FOR EVERY MAN TO READ.

Some Modest Hints as to What Many

Women Want for Christmas.

As Christmas comes on the faces of
the masculine half of the human race
are shadowed with perplexity. They
don’t know the shops, and the clerks in
the shops pity their ignorance because
they do not know what a woman wants.
Of some things a woman never has
enough—fine handkerchiefs, curious bits
of jewelry, silk stockings,and kid gloves.
Neither does her soul grow weary of
dainty bits of bric-a-brac, of quaing sil-
ver teaspoons, mor of curious brass
candlesticks and lamps, no matter how
thick they may stand about. Women
always like etchings, too, or a good print,
no matter how small they may be. 8o,
also, with a bit of a statuette in bronze
or marble, or in plaster. Even if a wom-
an doesn’t know about these things she
18 flattered that you think she does.

If she be your mother, or your sister,
or your wife, you will not’ have to keep
up any of these flattering little fictions,
but can just give her a sensible, usetul
gift. Give your mother & new lizard or
seal pocketbook, or give her an eider-
down cover for her own bed, or a pair of
far-lined dressing shoes for the feet.
Then there’s a bit of real lace for the
little gentlewoman, who will lay it away
in rose sachets and think up a dozen
ways to wear it and be happy in it.

Perhaps your sister’s leather card case
is a little worn at the edges; or she’s
lost her visiting list book. If she has set
up her afternoon tea table give her a
copper kettle or a wrought iron crane. If
she hasn’t set up the tea table, give her
one in bamboo, with the cunning little
stool that goes with it. If she hasn’t a
triple dressing mirror, give her that, by
all means; there’s nothing in all the
world that comforts and sustains a
woman’s soul like being able to see her
back hair and her eyes and her profile
all at once. Or there’s a party fan—an
ostrich feather one if you can, a gnaze
one if you can’t—or a big black Spanish
lace scarf to wear about her head of an
evening. You can give your sister or
your wife & Dresden china box for her
dressing table, with a big powdery puff
inside of it or a blue deft tray for hair-
pins, or a little china night lamp that
will burn ten hours and has a screen be-
fore the flame.

If your wife spends your money. anxi-
ously and thriftily, just go and buy ber
what she will call “a foolish gift,” that is
“t00 fine for her.” She will like it all
the better because its fine, and because
you thought to give it to her. One man
brought tears of joy to the eyes of his
little wife by giving her the prettiest,
most expensive pair of house shoes he
could find in New York. She had not
had such a pair since she bought
her wedding shoes,because they were 80
expensive.

For your sweetheart, avoid buying
perfumes, because any girl knows what
she wants best herself; things to wear,
because her father has the right to pro-
vide them for her; stationery, because
she has her own distinctive style ; jewel-
ry, above all, because no man should
give & woman jewelry unless they are
betrothed or married.

Make the gift useful, but not too use-
ful ; pretty, but not expensive; imper-
sonal, yet delicately personal.

UNDRAPED INNOCENCE.

A cor whe to have

Found it this sidé of Kaffir Land.

Pamis, Nov. 20.—Since the establish-
ment of so many academies for female art
pupils and of the studio of la-ly painters
it is by no means an unusual case to find
young girls of perfect purity of morals
and propriety of conduct who, when
pressed by pover'v nnd want of work,
have b p dels. An
interesting instance of thls kind was re-
cently signalized to me from the Carlo
Rossi school. A very pretty and refined
young English girl one day posed for
the pupils, and one of the Americans,
becoming interested in ler, asked her
how she had come to adopt that profes-
sion. She was only 18, and was as shy
and timid as she was pretty.

So, after some hesitation, she told her
simple, pitifal story. She was the
da§hm of a curate in one of the Eng-
lish'provinces. She had come to Paris
with intent to snpport herself by ‘giving
le#sons in English. She obtained a few
pupils, but, as she was only paid at the
rate of 9 cents an hour, she soon found
herself on the verge of starvation. She
had pawned or sold all her little possess-
ions, and was fast reaching the extreme
of desperation, when she fell in with an
English lady who was studying art in
Paris. This person it was who had ad-
vised her to become a model, and who
had, in fact, given her her first engage-
ment.

A curious fact relative to the regular
profesgional model is the rapidity with
which she becomes accustomed to her
undraped condition. In fact,Iam told
that in the art schools for ladies there is
some trouble, especially in warm weath-
er, to induce the model to dress herself
duriag the recess. She isso comfortable
without her garments under such cir-
cumstances that it is & nuisance for her
to put them on. And such reluctance
does not evince any degree of immod-
esty or impudence. Custom is everything,
and the embryo nymph or Diana is not
one whit more abashed at her unclad
condition, and,in fact, thinks no more
about it, than do the girls of Abyssinia
or the damselsthat dwell on the banks
of the Nile:

One warm June day one of the “ mes-
sieres” 'of the Julian school for young
ladies fonnd herself compelled to re-
monstrate with the model of the day
because she did not consider it neces-
sary to resume her garments during the
recess. On the principle of the little boy
who declined to wash his hands because
they would get dirty again immediately,
she did not see the use of dressing her-
self only to undress once more, and that
8o speedily. However,she was at last
prevailed upon to put on at least a por-
tion of her apparel. Going to the spot
where her clothes were deposited, she
selected and put on a small shoulder
cape, and then came forth, sincerely
convineed that she had fulfilled all the

Two hushandscome home from the baseball game

(From the office,they say).as the sun went down,

But ready and eager to hear the same

Sweet scandals their wives had hunted down.
For men. though they work, love gossip, too,~
And that’s why their wives seek something new

And they meet and tslk in the gloaming.
—————a

Tiny cachou boxes covered with re-
pousse work are designed for men’s vest

pockets.

requir

ts and that she was amply
attired.

for one Ouly

When a railway engineer grows old or
has had several narrow escapes he fre-
quen ly “loses his nerve,” as railroad
men put it. He becomes too cautious,
and as a result generally brings his
train in late.

Nerve

The engineer in question—never mind

PO

OR DOCUMENT

his name “or- the road—had “lost his
nerve.” He had a passenger engine and
twice he had been told that if he couldn’t
get his train through on time he would
have to begin hauling freight. He was
meek about it and promised to do bet-
ter.

“I'll bring her in on time if there’s a
house on the track,” he said the last
time.

He came into the office after his run
A day or two later, looked about the
room, glanced up at the ceiling, and then
asked :

“Seen any of it?”

“Of what ?” asked an official.

“Coal,” replied the engineer.

“Why, no. What—"

] guess it hasn’t come down yet,” he
said, quietly. “Some one left a coal car
on the main track.”

“And you—you—-"began the offical.

“I gotin on time.”

‘But the coal car? How did gou get as
round—-

I didn’t get around. Ipulled her wide
open and came through. There’s about a
halfa fon of it on the roof of the rear
coach, and I was expecting to find the
rest of it here somewhere. And say!”

“Weli?”

“ The smokestack of the engine is gone
there’s no pilot left, and the cab
windows are broken, but,of course. I
was acting under orders. And say again!”

“ Well what is it ?”

“ Just put down on your books some-
where that an engineer who hasn’t lost
his nerve but is tired of keeping it resig-
ned from the service of the road to-day,
and is going to look for a jobon a farm.”

e e
WORKED TO DEATH.

The Plumber’s Assistant Turns In His
Schedule for the Day.

1 was standing in a plumber’s office
the other day when in came one of the
men to give in his time to the book-
keeper. It was about 3 o'clock in the
afternoon, and Mike, removing his corn-
colored gloves, was preparing to close
accounts for that day’s work,

“W here did you go first?” asked the
bookkeeper in a voice of deep humility.

“I took a carriage and went up to
Widow Reed’s in the Bowery, where I
was asked to put three new tips on the
burners.”

“How much time, Mike ?”

“Four hours.”

“As much as that?” said the man be-
hind the desk in low tone.

“If you talk to me that way I'll have
you discharged,” said the plumber man.

“Well, next Icalled a coach and went
to West Fifteenth street, where I mend-
ed a leak in the bottom of the tea kettle,
which figures three hours; then fixed the
stopcock on the wash boiler, two hours
and a half; turned on more pressure, two
hours; total, seven hours’ time.”

"YBS."

“Then I ran over to Del’s for a bite to
eat for I was very much fatigued, as you
can readily imagine. Say charge up two
hours’ time at Del’ ; then I noticed a hole
in wy gloves, and of course that would
never do, so I ran over to Brooklyn for a
dozen new pairs. Add ten minutes
more. That makes, say an even three
hours more.

“Let me see,” mused the clerk, “you
started out in & coupe at 10.30 o’clock?”

uYuH

“And you quit at3?”

dress for a ball to-night.”

“And you worked just eighteen hours’
time?”

“ Oh, no,” said the plumber’s man,
wearily, “I knew I forgotsomething. By
Jove, say old chappie, coming back the
“ 1” train was caught in a fog and I lost
three hours more getting in to report.
Just allow the usual rates for that, will
you please ?  And now touch the button
and call a coach and let me drive for an
hour in Central Park. By Jove, this
strain is getting to be unendurable, to
say the very least!”

—_— e ———————
STORIES OF JIM FISK.

He was the First to Uniform Railway
and Steamboat Employees.

In his halcyon days Jim Fisk was &
dandy withont a blemish—I mean so far
as liberality goes: Ifever a man earned
nothing for money, that man was Jim
Fisk. Jay Gould was more of a man-
Friday than a factotum. No person in
Gould’s employ is more dependent
or obsequious than was - Gould
himself twenty-three  years agos
Both were peddlers, you know;
but Fisk . made dollars - where
Gould made dimes. I shall never forget
a bit of correspondence bet ween Fisk and
an actress, whom I won't name. Mr.
Fisk telegraphied the actress as follows,
as nearly as I can remember: *‘What
are your terms to play Miranda until the
arrival of Miss Fiddes'?” Of course
she had sized wp 'Jim pecuniarily
more than mentally, and re-
plied: “One thousand dollars a
week, one-third of the house clear once
a week, $1,000 to break an engagement

“Why, certainly. Haven’t I got ter|

WM. J. PARKS,

MANUFACTURER F ALL KINDS OF -~

Cotton and Wool Hosiery.

HEAVY RIBBED WOOL HOSE, specially adapted for
Boys' Winter Wear, or Ladies’ Over-stockings, made
from our own Province Wool.

HEAVY RIBBED COTTON HOSE for Boys summer

wear, fast Black, dyed specially to my order.
Ask for these goods and be

Home manufactare in every sense.
sure you get them,

ANNUAL HOLIDAY OALE

C. FLOOD & SONS,

31 AND 33 KING STREET.

We have been daily opening direct from the largest manufacturers in
Germany, Austria, France, England, Unifed States ‘and"Canads, large lots of
Elegant Goods suitable for Christmas Presents. In the next issue of the Gazette
many of the articles will be enumerated. In the meantime large quantities; of
goods are being opened every day, and intending purchasers are cordially 1nvited
to inspect our varied and complete stock.

o

C. FLOOD &.SON, - 3land 33 King St.

PIANOS AND ORGANS

——s—MANUFACTURED BY —— —

MENDELSSOHN &EVANSBROS. and R. 8, WILLIAMS.

Sheet Music, Musical.lnétruments, Etc

Call at our salesroom and inspect the goods,

A.T. BUSTIN, 38 Dock St.

in 8t. Louis, and railroad exp for
three péople from New Orleans to New
York.” To which Fisk replied: “Mad-
ame your terms are much too low. You
shall have all the money that comes in-
to the box offica and I will. present you
with the opera house and 200 miles
of the Erie Railway, besides
all I have accumulated in a
life of toil and self-denial; also, all
that I may make for the next five years,
which, if I may judge from the past, will
be no inconsiderable amount. If these
terms should not meet with your appro-
bation it may be possible for me to make
Gould give up what little he has, 8o that
the light of your refulgent genius may
notbe lost to the stage.”

Fisk was the author of “Gone Where
the Woodbine Twineth.” Fetching and
lasting, don’t you see? He was the
first to uniform railway and steamboat
men in anthority, and was laugkted at.
But at present all persons in authority,
from master of steamboats down to
street car conductors and messenger
boys, display some insignia of rank or
calling. Weare indebted to Jim Fisk for
this.

——

A railway is tobe built across England
that will enable a passenger to make a
direct trip from the Mersey to the shores
of the North sea. It will be about 150
miles in length, and the expense of pur-
chase and contruction will be at the rate
of $200,000 per mile.
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One of the prettiest rings hag a bow
knot »f small diamonds for a set. The
daintiness of the design lies in the idea
that these ribbons are attached to the
ends of the incomplete circlet and com-
plete it

00K IN MY WINDOW

and see my New Style

BAMBOO
BEDROOM SET.

JOHN WHITE,

93 to 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.

R EY E n

This Space.




