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POETKY.
HIS OLD YELLOW ALMANAC.

From the November Century.
I left the farm when mother died, and 

changed my place of dwellin’
To daughter Susie’s stylish house, right in 

the city street,
And there was them, before I came, that 

sort of scared me, tollin'
How I would find the town folks ways so 

difficult to meet.
They said I’d have no comfort in the rustlin’, 

fixed-up throng,
And I’d have to wear stiff collars every week

day right along.

I find I take to city ways just like a duck to 
water,

I like the racket and the noise, and never 
tire of shows ;

And there’s no.cnil of comfort in the man
sion of my daughter,

And everything is right at hand and 
money freely flows,

And hired help is all about, just listenin’ 
for my call,

But I miss the yellow almanac off my old 
kitchen wall.

The house is full of calendars, from attic to 
the cellar,

They're painted in all colors, and arc fan
cy-like to see ;

But just in this particular I’m not a modern 
feller,

And the yellow-covered almanac is good 
enough for me ;

I'm used to it, I’ve seen it round from boy
hood to old age,

And I rather like the jokin’ at the bottom 
of the page.

I like the way the “S” stood out to show 
the week’s beginnin',

(In these new-fangled calendars the days 
seemed sort of mixed),

And the man upon the cover, though he 
wa’ n’t exactly winnin’,

With lungs and liyer all exposed, still 
showed how we were fixed ;

And the letters and credentials that were 
writ to Mr. Ayer

I’ve often, on a rainy day, found readin’ 
very fair.

I tried to find one recently ; there wa’ n’t 
one in the city.

They toted out great calendars in every 
sort of style ;

I looked at ’em in cold disdain, and an
swered ’em in pity,

“ I’d rather have my almanac than all 
that costly pile.”

And, though I take to city life, I’m lone
some, after all,

For that old yellow almanac upon my 
kitchen wall.

SELECT STORY.

A CHILD OF MUSIC.
BY CARL BRICKETTE.

“ Ailia, that will do for this morning. I 
am not able to attend as I should. Come 
here, my child.”

It was a low, dark room in one of the 
tenements with which the street was 
crowded, and upon a narrow bed lay an 
old man. His eyes were listlessly closed, 
and his long white hair was flung care
lessly back from his high, pale forehead. 
As Ailia approached, with her dear violin 
grasped tightly in both her small hands, 
his eyes opened and one could not help 
but notice the fire of genius which shone 
in their dark, luminous depths.

“ No one could render that better than 
you have, little one,” he said, fondly, as 
he stroked lovingly back the long dark 
curls.

“ I am glad you wrere pleased, grand
father,” she said, simply. They were 
Italians, the old man and his grandchild.

That they had not always been poor 
was whispered around among the few who 
had become acquainted with Signor Paulo, 
as he was called. Some said he was a 
miser and hoarded t old for the child, 
whose playing, though she w’as so young, 
was marvellous. But these surmises did 
not trouble the old man, as he went out 
and came in among them.

There was really no mystery whatever 
about his frequent departures, for Signor 
Paulo was a music teacher, and, though 
not well paid, he had a small class of 
scholars. Since he had left his native 
land he had never been successful, but at 
last good fortune seemed to be coming to 
him. A wealthy Italian lady became in
terested in him, and learning that he was' 
of her own country, she engaged him to 
take charge of her musical soirees.

“ Little Ailia, you shall have a new 
dress and that fine book of Handel yon 
have wanted so long,” he said, gleefully, 
to his grand-daughter. But the next day 
he was stricken down by a fever.

For four weeks he had lain on his sick 
bed, old and poor and all alone, save for 
the company of Ailia. What was to be 
done?

Though still a mere child—only thir
teen— Ailia had a woman’s mind. All 
unconsciously, the thoughts and feelings 
which prompted the masterly strains of 
the composers she so loved had woven 
themselves into every fibre of her own 
heart.

Kept as she had been, from early child
hood, from aught that might be hurtful 
to her sweet innocence, Ailia was still as 
trustful and unfearing of harm as an 
infant. So wThen the pressing thought 
came, what should be done to obtain daily 
food for her sick grandfather and herself, 
she remembered with a glad thrill his 
words in praise of her playing.

That afternoon, while the old man slept, 
a little figure, wrapped in a long scarlet 
mantle, glided down the steep stairs.

It was a bright sunny afternoon, and 
Ailia made her way to a fashionable 
street, and before a stately brown stone 
mansion she paused.

Glancing upward, she saw in a lace- 
draped window some ladies and a gentle
man.

They were not noticing her. Carefully 
taking the violin from its case, she laid 
her dark cheek softly down, and with 
trembling fingers drew the bow across 
the vibrating strings.

The group above suddenly separated, 
and the window gently opened.

“ Why, mamma,” exclaimed a young 
voice, “ it’s only a poor little girl, and she’s 
playing that air of Cherubini’s I’ve been 
trying to learn for a month.”

“ Hush, Mattie,” said another voice. 
“ Don’t talk amid such music.”

Ailia finished, and lifting her dark eyes 
towards the window', she waited.

“ By Jove ! mother, there’s genius in 
that child’s playing ; and what a little 
beauty she is. Let’s call her in.”

Before his mother, a true type of a dig
nified, aristocratic English matron, could 
speak, her impulsive son had left the 
room, and soon returned, leading by the 
hand the little musician.

Then Ailia played as she had never 
played before. Something told her that 
that moment was the turning point of 
her destiny. The tiny child-hands, as 
they wielded the bow, seemed to her 
hearers as if instinct with power to com
mand the lurking music in the strings to 
disclose herself.

Before she left the Montrose mansion 
that afternoon Ailia had told, in artless 
words, her history ; and Mrs. Montrose, 
won, for the time, quite out of her usual 
impassiveness, had urged her to play at 
her weekly parties during the whole of 
the coming season.

Little Ailia easily pacified her grand

father when he reproved her for what she 
had done, when she told him of her good 
fortune.

From beguiling the hours for the fash
ionable throng which assembled in the 
Montrose drawing-rooms, Ailia was finally 
engaged to teach music to the young 
daughter of the house. A great affection 
sprang up between the two girls, both of 
the same age, though in such difftercnt 
stations.

Ailia and her grand-father did not live 
in the crowded tenement any longer, but 
had pleasant rooms in a quiet street.

Old Signor Paulo never recovered 
enough to leave his bed ; but as he felt 
the pangs of approaching dissolution he 
did not feel the depth of anguish at leav
ing Ailia that he must have suffered if 
she had not proved heiself so well able 
to care for her own future. At first his 
grandchild sorrowed bitterly ; but as time 
went on, she felt that it was better as it 
was, and that not for worlds would she, if 
she could, recall her dear grandfather back 
to his weary couch of pain.

Four years had passed, and from a slight 
child Ailia had developed rapidly into the 
rounded curves of womanhood. She was 
beautiful, with the dark, clear skin of her 
Italian parentage, and the masses of raven 
black hair which waved back from a low, 
broad forehead. Her great, lustrous, 
almond-lidded eyes had in them a strange 
charm, and few could look into their 
depths without a longing to read yet more 
plainly their inmost thoughts.

At least so thought Percy Montrose. Re
served to others, to him Ailia was particu
larly cold and shy, notwithstanding she 
recognized his manly, frank nature, and 
knew well that to none other did her soul 
go out as it did to the handsome, impul
sive young man—the son of her patro
ness ; but she knew the pride of birth and 
family which filled his mother’s heart, 
and so she resolutely hid her love.

At last the end came. It was morning, 
Ailia had been playing. Wrapt in thoughts 
which were sweet, yet sad as the strain 
whose cadence yet lingered upon the air, 
Percy found her. It was an unguarded 
moment. She could hide her heart no 
longer. And when he had once won 
from her the assurance of her love, her 
passionate Italian nature asserted itself, 
and as her lover clasped his arms around 
her, with a burst of tears and an inarticu
late expression of tenderness she laid her 
head against his heart, and then and not 
till then, did Percy feel sure of the prize 
he had coveted so earnestly.

But Ailia was not suffered to live long 
in her dream of bliss. The proud lady 
who had constituted herself her patroness 
took matters into her own hands. What 
she said Ailia knew not. All unheeded 
the storm of anger passed over her head, 
until a sentence, bitterly expressed and 
scornfully spoken, arrested her attention.

“ Like a thief you stole into my house— 
wound j’our toils around my boy — he 
sees it, too, since I have opened his 
eyes. He himself sent me here to demand 
his release from this foolish engagement.”

With baited breath Ailia waited until 
she had finished, and, then rising, she 
drew her superb form to its full height 
and met the angry light of the cold, Eng
lish blue eyes with the Italian dusk of her 
own.

“ Your son wishes to be released from 
his troth ! Is what you have just said 
true?”

“ Most certainly. I am sure you need 
not be surprised, Miss Paulo, when you 
think of the great disparity there is be
tween your stations in society.”

It wras over. Ailia had given back the 
ring, the symbol of their attachment, to 
Mrs. Montrose. Alone in her room she 
battled with her heart — with its intense 
longing to see Percy once more and hear 
from hip own lips that what his mother 
had said was untrue. But to her spirit 
falsehood was unsuspected as it was un
known, and she felt that she must never 
look upon his face again.

For a long time it was a source of Wonder 
as to where the talented, beautiful young 
music teacher had vanished, so suddenly 
had she gone.

A few years passed. Mrs. Montrose and 
her son and daughter were travelling 
abroad. Anxiety for Percy had engraved 
deep wrinkles upon his mother’s once 
smooth brow. He was not the merry, 
impulsive Percy of old ; but his face was 
grave and pale, and his friends as they 
passed him, shook their heads. Long 
ago, Mrs. Montrose had repented what 
she had done — for the cruel falsehood 
which had wrecked her son’s happiness, 
and driven the orphan girl away from her 
home. But no trace of Ailia had she ever 
found, and she feared to disclose her 
treachery to the son she idolized.

While in Rome, cards came to their 
hotel, inviting them to a grand fete, which 
was to celebrate the birthday of the heir
ess of a noble family.

All there was in that ancient city of 
rank and loveliness were gathered to
gether in Signora Lisboni’s saloon, and at 
the end of the long room the hostess and 
her daughter awaited their guests. The 
young lady was turned slightly away from 
an approaching group, among which 
Mrs. Montrose, dignified and stately as 
ever in her black velvet and diamonds, 
leaned upon her son’s arm.

“Mark, Percy,” she murmured, “the 
grace which high birth gives to its chil
dren.”

The presentation began. An usher an
nounced :

“Mrs. Montrose — Mr. Percy Montrose.”
The young lady turned, and there, in 

that regally beautiful face, Percy recog
nized his lost Ailia.

A day after, with a heavy heart, Mrs. 
Montrose bent over the bed where her 
son and heir raved in delirium. The 
blow she had long dreaded had fallen ; he 
was dangerously ill.

It was some time before the physicians 
gave any hope, and then he said, seriously:

“ Your son may recover, madam, if he 
does not have a relapse ; but I can see 
that his mind is troubled ; it is not bodily 
weakness alone which ails him.”

In her. room the haughty woman fell 
upon her knees and prayed for her son’s 
life. Before the stern messenger who 
strips off all disguises, her pride melted, 
and she rose with a resolution to confess 
all to her son.

With as much calm as he could control, 
Percy listened ; then he turned his face 
away.

He said no reproachful words, but the 
look which flashed into the gloom of his 
once so merry eyes warned his mother 
that if she could not undue the wrong she 
herself had doffc, henceforth her son 
would be estranged from her forever.

Mrs. Montrose sought and found Ailia 
in her adopted mother’s home. Then, in 
trembling tones, she pleaded with the 
girl she had once scorned for forgiveness 
for herself and hope for her son.

Ailia heard her to the end.
“ Mrs. Montrose,” she said, “ when you 

drove me by your cruel words out into the 
cold world, I confess that a feeling nearly 
akin to hate filled my breast. What 
might have become of me I know not, had 
not God brought me a kind friend — one 
who had known my grandfather in his 
native land. She took me, crushed and 
wounded as I was, to her heart, and at 
last I conquered my grief and was happy. 
I do not hate you now.”

“ But Percy — my poor boy — what 
message shall I take to him ? ”

“ Of him I do not care to speak,” coldly 
replied Ailia.

“But, Ailia, listen. I have not told 
you all. When I took back to Percy the 
ring, I made him think that you yourself 
had broken the engagement ; that you 
had been mistaken, and the feeling you 
had for him was not love.”

“ You told him that ? He believed that 
I did not love him ! Then that was why 
he let me go—as I thought—so willingly, 
and never sought me ! ”

A vivid red glow'ed through the clear 
pallor of Ailia’s face, and her glorious eyes 
lit up with a radiant light.

“ Take me to him,” she said. “ I will 
give him my own message.”

“ Will she come mother ? ”
The room was only faintly lighted — the 

attendants moved noiselessly, for though 
he realized it not himself, Percy seemed 
very near the invisible line which lies be
tween this world and the shadow-land be
yond. There was no reply.

He looked up. In the place of the 
stately, gray-haired lady he expected to 
see, a beautiful dark face bent over his 
couch. Soft lips met his.

“Do not speak, darling. It is I, Ailia. 
I know all.”

Mrs. Montrose is a wiser woman. She 
realizes the truth of the saying : “ True 
love cannot be bound by chains.” Percy 
and Ailia are married, and through her 
wealth and high station Ailia is enabled 
to help the votaries of the divine art she 
loves so well, and who, like herself once, 
are poor and needy.

In its silver-clasped, velvet-lined case is 
a violin. Little fingers are sometimes al
lowed to gently touch the strings, and 
baby eyes (which resist nurse’s blandish
ments to their utmost) ne’er close so 
quickly as when mamma lays her soft 
cheek on its polished surface and weaves 
delicious melodies for little Percy’s special 
benefit, ________________

A FRENCH CONSUL’S PLIGHT.

The following interesting suit came be
fore the civil tribunal to-day : The plaint
iff, M. Verbye, formerly French Consul at 
Chicago, asked the court to invalidate his 
marriage contract in the United States on 
tbte ground that the lady was the lawful 
wife of another man. The lady brought 
a counter action for alimony.

In 1871, Mrs. Adele Seymour, nee 
Young, a widow, was married in London 
to M. Borgella, who was obliged to leave 
France on account of his connection with 
the Commune. Soon after the marriage 
the Borgellas crossed the Atlantic and 
settled in Chicago, where three children 
were born to them. In 1881, after the 
amnesty of political offenders, M. Borgella 
abandoned his family and returned to 
France,

Mme. Borgella tried to trace his where
abouts, and while so engaged she became 
acquainted with M. Verbye. In 1886 the 
lady, who had by that time given up all 
hope of finding her husband, obtained a 
divorce from him on thb ground of de
sertion and married the Consul. This 
union was unfortunate, and within six 
months M. Verbye bolted and was ap
pointed to some post in China. During 
the voyage he wrote to his wife, inform
ing her that he would never return to her.

The plaintiff’s counsel contended that 
his client’s marriage was bigamous and 
invalid, as a divorce procured in Chicago 
between two French subjects was not good 
in French law.

The Court decided that Mme. Verbye 
became a French subject by her marriage 
with M. Borgella ; therefore the American 
court had no jurisdiction and her divorce 
from him was accordingly invalid and her 
marriage with Mr. Verbye was according
ly bigamous and void, but as the lady act
ed in good faith it must be considered a 
putative marriage, and therefore M. Ver
bye, although released, from his wife, 
must make her an allowaiice of 6,000 
francs per annum.

DANCING IN YE OLDEN TIME.

The Greeks of the olden time indulged 
in war dances, chief among which was 
one that became famous under the name 
of the Pyrrhric dance. In this the 
dancers depicted the actions of a warrior 
engaged in doing battle, the quick and 
agile movements being made to the 
accompaniment of a flute.

The Hungarians, Russians and Span
iards have characteristic dances, most of 
which are performed by gypses. The 
polka and redowa of the Hungarians, 
and the Spanish balero, fandango and 
cachuca have become famous all over the 
world. The popular quadrille is said to 
have originated among the Belgians,

The waltz had its beginning in Ger
many, and from thence was taken to 
France, shortly after which it was intro
duced into England. Hungary was the 
birthplace of the galopade, or galop, and 
from Poland came the stately polonaise, 
or polacca, and mazourka.

One of the most noted methods of 
“tripping the light fantastic” among the 
Scotch is the sword dance, which was 
originated by the Scandinavians and old 
Saxons, and at one time Was indulged in 
by the Spaniards.

The Irish reel and jig are two dances 
inseparably connected with our Milesian 
brethren, and in many respects greatly 
resemble the highland fling.

In the majority of instances therefore, 
our latter day dances were known and 
enjoyed by our ancestors hundreds of 
years ago, and with slight modifications 
have been handed down for the edifi
cation of the present generation.

A BLUNDER SAVES HIS LIFE.

For several years the dacoite of upper 
Burmah have overrun the country, living 
wholly by plunder and greatly retarding 
progress under the British regime. A no
torious leader of these robber bands was 
Yan Yun. and the government finally of
fered a reward for the capture or killing 
of the bold outlaw. The country became 
too hot for him, and he wrote to an of
ficer of the government asking how he 
would be treated if he surrendered. The 
officer replied : There is reason to believe 
that your life will be spared, owing to the 
clemency of the government.” Yan Yun, 
upon the strength of this letter, marched 
into camp and gave himself up.

He had committed so many crimes that 
the government thought he ought to suffer 
the penalty of death. In a proclamation 
offering full pardon to all dacoits who sur
rendered, Yan Yun had been distinctly 
excepted from the benefits of this act of 
clemency. The government was in a 
quandary, therefore. The officer was in
formed very plainly that he had no right 
whatever to hold out hopes to Yan Yun. 
But upon the strength of this letter Yan 
Yun had voluntarily surrendered, and it 
was thought it would be unwise to execute 
him under the circumstances. The matter 
was referred to the Judicial commissioner 
who decided that Yan Yun could not be 
put to death, but should be sentenced to 
life imprisonment.

PILES I PILES I ITCHING PILES.
Symptoms — Moisture ; intense itching 

and stinging ; most at night: worse by 
scratching. I f allowed to continue tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be
coming very sore. Swayne’s Ointment 
stops the itching and bleeding, heals ul
ceration, and in most cases removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 50 
cents. Dr. Swayne & Son, Philadelphia.

LILIA’S WHITE PIGEON.
BY MARY E. MOFFAT.

Terrible, indeed, was the fete which 
menaced the passengers and crew of the 
wrecked ship Hilda.

Lilia Brente, an orphan maiden, with 
her widowed aunt, had taken passage 
upon the Hilda for America, and her 
pretty face and winning ways had won a 
warm place for her in all hearts.

She had brought on board a white 
carrier pigeon, which had fluttered help
lessly down at her feet the year before, 
maimed by a shot from some unskilful 
sportsman. A billet had been fastened 
under its wing, but its contents were in a 
tongue unfamiliar to those who perused 
it, and it would have been thrown careless
ly away had it not been saved by Lilia. 
She had nursed the bird back to health, 
and,although eventually meaning to again 
put the billet in its place*under its pinion 
and send it forth into the realms of space, 
she had not yet schooled herself into 
parting with it. An indulgent relative 
had procured for Lilia a delicate chain of 
silver so that she could fasten it about one 
slender leg, and thus keep the bird a 
partial prisoner.

Lilia’s courage and fortitude had been 
the one bright spot on board during the 
terrible hours of suspense which followed 
the fury of the storm which had wrecked 
the staunch ship. No murmur came 
from her lips, and she refused to take 
more than just food enough to sustain 
life, saying that those who had the work 
of pumping and managing the maimed 
vessel needed it more than an idler like 
herself.

The sight of her gave the sailors cour
age. They felt that no craft would go 
down with such a freight on board.

But weary days passed without sign of 
succor ; and, hungry and cold, their cour
age sank at last.

Lilia’s cheeks were no longer like a 
rose. They revealed her name. But her 
eyes seemed to gfow brighter and clearer 
with each passing day.

One morning, with only a piece of one 
pilot biscuit between each man and star
vation, Lilia threw off the shyness which 
had thus far kept her silent on the subject 
and said :

“Let us all kneel down and pray to
gether. There is a promise that where 
two or three are gathered in God’s name 
their requests shall be granted. We can 
surely say the Lord’s prayer, every one of 
us.”

Then Lilia knelt down, her white dove 
upon her shoulder, and her cheeks gaining 
a little of their natural color in the eleva
tion of the moment.

She commenced with the first words of 
that prayer—the most eloquent and com
prehensive one in the whole world—and 
without one exception, the other voices 
added their quota of sound. Those who 
had forgotten it, or, it may be, had never 
known it, following after, word by word.

It was a solemn and touching scene, 
never to be forgotten by those who were 
participants in it.

After they had risen from their knees 
again, a sudden cry broke from Lilia’s lips 
and looking towards her, to the surprise 
of all the cause was seen. The pet pigeon 
had broken a link of its detaining chain» 
and had fluttered off ihto the blue sky 
W'hich arched above, in a seeming sunny 
mockery of their desolate state.

“My bird has deserted me !” was Lilia’s 
pathetic cry. And tears, which suffering 
had failed to call to her eyes, filled them 
now.”

“Don’t cry, little one. You’ve kept up 
so far, and if you give way, there’s not a 
man of us but what will blubber too. 
Don’t set us a bad example now.”

With a brave effort Lilia controlled fier- 
self. But she could not put the sorrow' 
for her bird out of her heart. She kept 
thinking to herself :

“Now I can never do my duty and send 
the billet.”

Strange, that at such a time she could 
bear anything in mind but her own suf
fering ! But so it wTas, and it added a 
keener pang to the loss of her pet.

But, marvellous to relate, when the 
noonday sun was glaring down upon the 
famished group, a white speck appeared 
in the sky, and coming nearer, soon 
attracked attention. Then, in a few 
seconds, it came fluttering down, with a 
coo of content, and alighted upon Lilia’s 
shoulder.

It seemed to their wondering eyes like 
a spirit.

“It is a good omen!” was whispered 
around among them. “God has not for
gotten us !”

And inspired by this thought the sailors 
again turned their dim eyes aefogs the 
broad expanse of waters to see if any sign 
of life should appear in sight.

Several hours went by, and then a dim 
spot appeared in the distance. It grew 
more distinct, and at last proved to be a 
brig bearing down towards them.

Oh, that the man on the lookout should 
see the signal raised by the distressed crew. 
The suspense was sickening, but at last 
to a certainty, they were observed, for the 
brig paused and lowered her boats, which, 
manned by a competent crew, were soon 
propelled toward them. They were 
reached, after a time, and were taken on 
board.

Now comes the wonderful part of my 
story.

The man at the wheel was steering in 
an entirely opposite direction from the one 
which would have brought his vessel to 
the relief of the shipwrecked crew, when 
a white bird flew against his face, and 
fluttered its wings in such a way that the 
astonished sailor did not dare to open his 
eyes while the assault continued. The 
captain witnessed the singular occurance, 
and, being like all sea-faring men—super
stitious—he said :

“It strikes me that there is a meaning 
in this. AVe must change our course.”

Owing to this the course of the brig 
was changed, and by means of it many 
lives were saved, as we have seen.

After this Lilia’s pet pigeon was, as is 
natural, considered a most wonderful bird, 
and was made the theme of talks for days 
after the rescue, while Lilia herself lay 
prostrated upon a bed of sickness. The 
reaction from despair to hope had done 
what her distress had not been able to do 
and it was long before she was well 
enough to come upon deck.

When she did she was but a shadow of 
herself ; but youth rallies quickly, and 
she soon was as merry and blooming as 
before.

The captain was quite an old man, and 
his heart warmed toward Lilia in a 
fatherly manner.

“I have a-son at home,” he said to her 
one day, “who would give his eyes for a 
pigeon like that,” pointing to Lillia’s pet 
which was, as usual, perched on her 
shoulder. “He’s that fond of studingy into 
the ways of dumb creatures that he’s 
good for nothing else. Not but he’s made 
a good thing of it, for he is now professor 
of some department in a college which 
deals in just such things. He corresponds 
with learned men all over the world, and 
I’m proud of him if I do say it, who 
shouldn’t. He is greatly taken with this 
kind of carrier-pigeon, and quite a while 
ago he let an educated East Indian take 
home one < his pet birds, with the under
standing ti-ut he should let him loose 
when he Jgot botpe, and wing hie way 
back, bringing my son a letter telling of 
hie safe arrival. But Perry has never

heard from him, or hadn’t when I was 
home last time. He says most probable 
some accident happened on his homing 
trip.”

“ How long ago was it ? ” asked Lilia.
“ It was about two years since.”
“ I found my pigeon almost wounded to 

death just about that time,” said Lilia. 
“ And he had a note tied under his wing 
with the oddest looking writing on it I 
ever saw. I shouldn’t wonder if it came 
from the East Indies ; I will get the note 
and show you. I saved it, meaning to be 
honorable and let the pigeon take it to its 
proper owner when I could make up my 
mind to part with the pretty creature.” 
And Lilia put her bright lips to her pet’s 
white breast with a loving gesture.

“Don’t do anything of the kind. You’ve 
got an undoubted right to the bird. That 
would be an excess of honesty.”

Lilia smiled at the captain’s views re
garding her intended restoration.

“ Your advice agrees with my wishes, 
but I don’t quite think it does with my 
conscience,” she said. “ But I will get 
the billet.”

It proved to be as much of a puzzle to 
the captain as to Lilia. So they had to 
wait for its solution until land was reach
ed.

That time soon arrived, and Lilia was 
soon domiciled with her relatives, who 
had almost given up all hope of welcom
ing her, thinking that the ship Hilda 
must have shared the fate of others 
which had been given up for lost.

One evening the captain called to see 
her, accompanied by his learned son,who 
was so shy and constrained in his manner 
that Lilia at first thought him very unin
teresting ; but she found out her mistake 
before the call was over, as he could talk 
German with her like a native, and, once 
warmed to his subject, lost the coldness 
which had at first seemed to chill Lilia.

The pet pigeon came in for his full 
share of interest,although he did not prove 
to be the old friend the captain had 
spokeii of.

The professor was able to translate the 
contents of the billet, which was written 
in one of the abstruse tongues which he 
had mastered. I will copy the translation, 
which had been undoubtedly penned in a 
spirit of sportful romance, by some young 
scholar in a foreign university, and fast
ened to a homing pigeon. The writer 
little thought, how like a prophecy the 
ensuing events would make it seem.
“ Go forth, white bird, to one whose maiden 

soul
Is like thy gleaming plumage — white ! 

Tell her that o’er the billows’ thunderous 
roll

One waits her coming—her true knight!”
It has proved a true prophecy. Lilia 

and the professor are to be married in the 
spring.

EXCLUSIVELY FOR BACHELORS.
Agree with the girl’s fether in politics 

and the mother in religion.
If you have a rival, keep an eye on him. 

If he is a widower, keep two eyes on him.
Don’t put too much sweet stuff on paper. 

If you do, you will hear it read in after 
years when your wife has some special 
purpose in inflicting upon you the sever
est punishment known to a married man.

Go home at a reasonable hour in the 
evening.

Don’t wait until a girl has to throw her 
whole soul into a yawn that she can’t 
cover with both hands. A little thing like 
that might cause a coolness at the very 
beginning of the game.

If, on the occasion of your first call, the 
girl upon whom you have set your young 
affections looks like an iceberg and acts 
like a cold wave, take your leave early and 
stay away. AVomaij in her hour of freeze 
is uncertain, coy and hard to please.

3VCc3VCTJ &CO.

in the house. Don’t stretch it all the 
way to the front gate, and thus lay the 
foundation for future asthma, bronchitis, 
neuralgia and chronic catarrh to help you 
to worry the girl to death after she is 
married.

Don’t lie about your financial condition. 
It is very annoying to a bride who has 
pictured a life of ease in her ancestral halls 
to learn, too late, that you expect her to 
ask a baldheaded old parent who has been 
uniformly kind to her to take you in out 
of the cold.

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup has been 
nsed by millions of mothers for their 
children while teething. If disturbed 
at night and broken of rest by a sick 
child crying with pain of Cutting Teeth 
send at once and get a bottle of “Mrs. 
Winslow's Soothing Syrup” for Children 
Teething. It will relieve the poor little 
sufferer immediately. Depend upon it 
mothers, there is no instake about it. It 
cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach and 
Bowels, cures AVind, Colic, softens the Gums 
and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 
the taste. The prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurses 
in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 
per bottle by all druggists throughout the 
world. Be sure and ask for “Mrs. AVins- 
low’s Soothing Syrup.

DID NOT FOLLOW.
“ Did you ever notice that children often 

turn out almost the exact opposite of their 
parents ?”

“ Oh, yes.”
“ By the way, did you know my father?”
“Very slightly, but I always heard he 

was a most talented man.”

IMIPAl
CREAM iTARTAR

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST,
CONTAINS NO

ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME, PHOSPHATES, 
or any injurious materials.

Ell# fill LETT TORONTO, ONT.• «ILLC- 1 1 » CHICAGO, ILL.
KuTr ofths CELESBATXIB07AL TOAST CAUL

SCOTT’S 
EMULSION

DOES CURE

| CONSUMPTION
1 In Its First Stages. 
Palatable as Milk.

Be sure you get the genuine in Salmon 
| color wrapper; sold by all Druggists, at 
| 50c. and $1.00.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville.

... 1LfC - -TV*.

yV::1’ I.,:.;..!'
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Employs no Agents, but gives the 
Large Commission to the Buyer, and 
by so doing, can sell you an

ORGAN-

AT VERY LOW PRICES,

and on as easy terms as any other 
company on the

INSTALMENT PLANT.

Call and See oar ORGANS and PRICES.

weths,esll SEWING- MACHINE
fftl> <61 Q AND THE HIGHEST PRICE MACHINE MADE IN 
1UI tp-LO, CANADA FOR $27-50. AFTER USING THEM SIX 
MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, MONEY REFUNDED.

B - -a

CALI, AND SEE THEM.

-WE ALSO SELL THE-

Celebrated “White” Sewing Machine,
which took the First Prize Gold Medal over all others at the Paris Exhibition.

ROOM PAPER We have much pleasure in stating that we have bought in the United States 
-before the rise in Wall Papers, 1700 Rolls, and will be in a positio n veryshortly 
to show the BEST ASSORTMENT of WALL PAPERS to be had anywhere, in 

Brown and White, Blacks, Gilts, Granites, Engrain and fine Gold Papers, with Borders to match ; and we will offer them at 
rices never known in this City.

BROWNS FROM 5 CENTS UPWARDS; WHITES FROM 8 CENTS UPWARDS ;
GILTS FROM 20 CENTS UPWARDS.

Ctill and see the Stock and Prices. To arrive this week from Montreal, 8000 Rolls (cheap) Wholesale or Retail.

McMURRAY & CO

I THE BEST COUGH MEDICINE.
I SOLD B7 DBU88ISTS BVZSYWHm. ■

R. BLACKMER,

PRACTICAL)

WATCHMAKER and JEWELER,
HAS IN STOCK A FULL LINE OF

Waltham Watches

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

CILIOICIKI8
Of the best makes.

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

Quality.

ENGRAVING
On COFFIN PLATES. SPOONS, etc., neatly 

executed.

“ Greatest Thing 
In The 

Wnrtd ! "
-AT-

Hall’s-Book-Store,
This Celebrated Book by 

DRUMMOND .... 

Can be Procured of 

M. S. HALL.

“ Greatest Thing 
In The 

World ! ”
By DRUMMOND.

Fresh GARDEN,
FIELD,

and FLOWER
rriHE SUBSCRIBER has just received his usual 
1 large supply of Garden, Field and 

Flower Seeds for the Season ot lb90 imported 
direct iron- the now celebrated house STEELE 
BROS., Toronto, u hose seeds gave such universal 
sutisf ction l.is season.

At the meeting < f the. Farmers’ Convention held 
in this City during the past winter, the resident in 
the course of his remarks Slid that the Seeds grown 
try the >teele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were better 
adapted to the soil and climate of New Brunswick 
than any other.

|all the leading varieties of

geans, Peas, Beets, 

garrots,

parsnips, Onions,
and all small Seeds, either in bulk or in packages— 
Wholesale and Retail.

My Onion Seed for this year is the finest I ever 
imported.

Yellow Dutch Onion Sets.
^“Special discount given to Agricultural Societies 

and Country Dealers.

HALL’S BOOK STORE

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

One Door Below the People's Bank

Carriage Bolts.

ALWAYS IN STOCK :

HAY, OATS, STRAW, BRAN, SHORTS, 
MIDDLINGS, CRACKED CORN, 

COTTON SEED and OIL CAKE MEAT., 

LIME,
LAND and CALCINED PLASTER.

Hard and Soft House Goal.
Beat Old Mine Sydney and Grand! 

Lake Blacksmith Coal.

JUST RECEIVED : SEED BUCKWHEAT, SEED WHEAT,
pr ZX18E* contalnimr 10,500;Carriago Boita 
«J V and 9,000 Tire Bolts.

II OATS,* II PEAS,
For sale by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 11 BARLEY, II CORN.

[REMEMBER THE OLD STAND,

GEO. H. DAVIS,
Druggist and Seedsman,

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS.

FREDERICTON.

AT THE

TINSMITHS, - GASFITTERS,

S. L. MORRISON,
Dealer In

FLOUR, MEAL,
TEA,

COFFEE,

SUGAR,

MOLASSES,

TOBACCO,

ALSO,

CLOVER AND TIMOTHY SEED,
all Cheaper than the Cheapest.

Office and Warehouse : mm

JAS. TIBBITS-
X HE

1VERP00L AND LONDON AND

INSURANCE COMPANY.

Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 
Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

PLUMBERS
ESTABLISHMENT OF

LIMERICK & DUNCAN,
YORK ST., FREDERICTON, N. B.

THEY would inform tlie public in ge ne al that 
they will Sell their Goods Cheaper 
than the Cheapest, and they carry a full

KITCHEN FURNISHING 

AND

LUMBERMEN SUPPLIES^

And guarantee all goods made by them to be 
thorough In Quality and Workman

ship.

HOT AIR FURNACES fitted up in the 
most approved style.

REPAIRING done in all branches with 
neatness and despatch.

Telephone 166.

CANNED GOODS

General Groceries.

QUEEN STREET,

GPP. CITY HALL, 

FREDERICTON, N. B.

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip

tion at

LOWEST CÜRBENT RATES-

WM. WILSON,
Agent.

Per S. S. Nova Scotian.

SK ATEB.
JUST RECEIVED : s

BOO PAIR8 Acme Club Skates; 
12 Do- Long Reach “

For sale low, wholesale and retail, at

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE.

WANT ED
RELIABLE PUSHING MEN to sell choice 
isusery Stock. Complete assortment. Splendid 
opportunity offered for Spring work. My Sales- 

| men have good success, many selling from $100 
to $200 i er week, i-end for Prçôf and 1 estimoni- 
als. A good pushing man wanted here at once, 

j Liberal lerms, and the best goods in the market. 
Write, K. Q Clymc, Hurserx man, Perth, Out.

11 O riTONS assorted sizes of CABLE 
1”A 1 CHAIN, from 8-16 to 7-16 of an 
inch. Just received at

R. CHESTNUT & SONS

Coal Tar.
FROM NEW YORK.

I zx T>AKHKLS heet AMERICAN COAL
II J r> TAR. Just received by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

i1, -


