
POETBY.
SUNSHINE ALWAYS FOLLOWS 

RAIN.

It washed the faint and anxious grasses, 
Through all this splendid latitude ;

And trees, and flowers and ferns in masses 
Sent up a hymn in gratitude.

They felt the cooling breezes blow,
They felt no more the sultry pain,

And well the pretty creatures know 
That sunshine always follows rain.

The wide Dominion — naught could move 
her,

Move her like the thunder wet,
From Halifax to far Vancouver 

The gladsome cry is sounding yet.' 
Somewhere now the showers are falling 

On mountain side or grassy plain,
And in the trees the birds arc calling, 

"Sunshine always follows rain.”

The welcome thunder led the waters 
Sparkling o'er the thirsty lands.

Nature laughed and all her daughters 
Gladly clapped their fevered hands.

So we’ll see the white wheat flowing 
From the threshers once again,

And we’ll trust the future knowing 
Sunshine always follows rain.

Girlie with the face so pallid,
Why weep in summer days like this, 

Your face is sweeter than a ballad 
And purer than an angel’s kiss ;

Thy tears are falling, falling, falling,
Who has filled your heart with pain, 

Hear the joyful crickets calling,
"Sunshine always follows rain."

AVliy so gloomy and downhearted,
Wake up, man, and grieve no more,

She and you in anger parted,
And I know your heart is sore ;

She, herself, I know is fretting,
She will come to you again 

All your griefs and fears forgetting —
“ Sunshine always follows rain.”

For to-day we sat and sorrowed,
And our hearts were all forlorn,

But our griefs and fears were borrowed,
Let us wait to-morrow mourn ;

Then the sun in glory splendid 
Will his chariot mount again,

All our heart-aches will be ended,
“ Sunshine always follows rain."

—The Khan in Toronto World.

SELECT STORY.

KEEPING HIS WORD.
BY RUFUS HALE.

“ I promise to sacrifice, under any cir
cumstances, my own happiness and com
fort for your son’s. I even promise to give 
up my life to preserve his, should he and 
I be in peril from which he could be 
saved in no other way ! ”

So said the noble-looking young lieu
tenant, Guy Graham, of the armed TJ. S. 
brig, Arizona, to Mrs. Harton, his aunt, 
W'hose son Edward, had just been shipped 
aboard the vessel as purser.

Mrs. Harton had once saved Guy’s 
father, a merchant, from ruin and from 
death. At a time when be had failed in 
business, and when, overwhelmed by the 
misfortune, he had resolved to shoot him
self, she had come to him and made him 
see and feel how unreasonable and even 
wicked, he was to contemplate the de
struction of the lise God had given him. 
Like an angel she had cheered him ; then 
she had advanced him money to recom
mence business with, and had inspired 
him with courage and | hopefulness, so 
that he was finally enabled to repair his 
losses and again become prosperous.

He was a widower and she was his 
sister-in-law. After helping him she 
moved away to a distant town.

Years passed. Mr. Graham’s sou, Guy, 
became a lieutenant in the navy, Mrs. 
Harton’s bey, Edward, was also in the 
navy, and at length it chanced that he 
was taken as purser aboard the Arizona, 
then lying off New York harbor.

Guy had not seen the youth since he 
was a child, until he met him aboard the 
brig. To tell the truth he did not like 
his young cousin Edward’s manner. The 
purser was vain, frivolous and conceited ; 
but Gay hoped that his character would 
change for the better as he grew older, 
for he was now but twenty.

Mrs. Harton visit d her nephew aboard 
the vessel. She informed him that Ed
ward was a little “ wild,” and begged him 
to watch over the welfare of her boy — to 
make him as comfortable and happy as 
his position of second lieutenant would 
permit him to do.

Then it was that Guy, grateful for her 
past kindness to his father, made her the 
promise already mentioned. He had 
made it without due reflection — with 
the quick impulse of a generous young 
man of twenty-five.

Two hours later Mrs. Barton left the 
brig, which then got under way.

The captain’s daughter, a girl of seven
teen, was-Aboard. She was to accompany 
her lather to Sydney, Australia, on a visit 
to some relatives there.

Lieutenant Graham thought he had 
never before seen so lovely a creature.

Her eyes were brown ; her hair chest
nut in hue; her complexion clear. Her 
voice and laugh were sweet to hear ; her 
step was as light and free as that of a 
fawn. Her name was Selina Morton.

Of course, captain Morton introduced 
his officers to her.

The old lieutenant of marines was heard 
to say that he would feel proud of such a 
daughter ; that, with all her sprightliness, 
she possessed a kind, gentle disposition, 
good sense and a sympathetic nature.

Guy Graham was of the same opinion. 
He was much in her society, and he soon 
knew that he loved her.

Edward Harton, the purser, also ad
mired her.

One clear morning, as the Jbrig, under 
all sail, was passing the Gulf of Guinea, 
off the coast of Africa, Guy stood by 
Selina’s side, conversing with her.

She had the appearance of being pleased 
with him. Her brown eyes shown softly, 
and smiles flitted over her glowing, 
dimpled cheeks.

It chanced that, on turning round, after 
she had left him and gone into the cabin, 
he saw Edward Harton approaching.

The face of the purser wore a sullen, dis
contented look.

He came up to the lieutenant, and said :
“You are trying to win her from me. 

Should you succeed, it would kill me.”
He spoke mournfully.
Guy turned pale.
He laid his hand on his cousin’s arm.

: Do you love that girl ? ”
“ With my whole heart,” was the an

swer. “ I cannot be happy unless I win 
her.”

He seemed sincere.
Guy clinched his teeth, and a look like 

that of despair passed over his face.
He was thinking of his promise to Mrs. 

Harton ; and in his estimation, a promise 
was sacred.

He had told his aunt that he would, 
under any circumstances sacrifice his own 
happiness for her son’s.

The time for such a sacrifice was now 
come. Guy would keep his word, which 
to him was more precious even that his 
life.

“Be happy,” he said to the young 
purser. “ I * leave the field ’ to you.”

“ You give her up, then? ”
“ No, I do not give her up, for she has 

never been mine,” answered Guy. “I 
do not know that she cares at all for me. 
I simply promise not to try to win her, in

order that you may do so, if you can. 
Should you fail, then, of course, I should 
no longer keep in the back ground.”

“ No danger of my failing,” said the 
purser, conceitedly.

From that moment Guy avoided Selina 
as much as possible.

The purser, on the contrary, was more 
in her company than ever.

He was a lively, handsome young fel
low, although rather frivolous.

The young lieutenant could not help 
now and then, looking askance at the two 
when they were together.

“ She does not miss me,” he thought. 
“ She seems to like him better. Be it so. 
I must try to forget.”

The strong passion of a st rong man is 
hard to smother. Every day Guy realized 
more and more how great was the sacri
fice he had made.

Meanwhile, Selina seemed well pleased 
with Harton’s attentions.

Only now and then would she dart a 
shy glance out of the corners of her eyes 
at lieutenant Graham, as if wondering 
what made him so grim, so stern and so 
reserved of late.

At about this time the brig was be
calmed.

The calm lasted so long that the supply 
of fresh water aboard would, it was feared, 
fall short before the vessel reached Sydney.

The African coast was in sight in the 
distance.

A dingey (small boat), containing lieu
tenant Graham and the purser, besides 
the two men who pulled, were sent ashore.

Guy and his cousin were to search for 
fresh water.

They finally found aspring from which 
the brig might be supplied, and they 
started on their return to the vessel.

All at once a gun boomed from the 
craft. The piping of the boatswain’s 
whistle was heard at the same moment.

An old sheet-anchor man stood upon 
the bow, squinting from under the rim 
of his tarpaulin at the approaching boat, 
which was not half-way to the brig.

“ That gun was a signal for us to hurry,” 
said the lieutenant.

“ There is the reason,” said the purser, 
pointing at the sun.

The fiery orb was of almost a violet hue.
A vail of mist partially obscured it. The 

sky had a sulphurous tinge. To wind
ward there was a line of white water.

“ Pull for your lives !” cried Graham to 
the two oarsmen.

Good need had the occupants of the 
boat for speed.

A tornado was approaching.
The yards of the brig creaked, as the 

piping of the whistle died away. For and 
aft her canvass collapsed as it was clewed 
up.

Then the rigging was alive with her 
active men, as they darted aloft.

In just ten minutes the brig was 
stripped of every sail except a close-reefed 
forsail and a forsail staysail.

“ See there ! ” said the purser, directing 
Graham’s attention to Selina, who, stand
ing on the horse-block, by her father’s 
side, seemed to be anxiously watching the 
boat — “ she fears for my safety. I have 
made good progress with her — eh ? ”

He showed his white teeth — his smil
ing eyes glittering with triumph.

Guy made no answer.
“ Don’t take it too much to heart ! You 

are not the first man I have 1 cut out ! ’ ” 
continued Harton.

For an instant the young lieutenant 
felt like a tiger.

The meanness of his rival in taunting 
him, after he had made so great a sacrifice 
for his sake, enraged him almost beyond 
endurance. It was only the rememb
rance of his promise to Mrs. Harton that 
enabled him to control himself.

In the distance, a hollow, muffled roar, 
that was in unison with his feelings, was 
now heard. The air presently seemed 
full of unseen, moaning spirits.

Above the line of white water to wind
ward a number of great columns were 
seen sweeping along like huge phantoms.

These were whirlwinds, which in tlieir 
path, caught up the waters and set them 
to spinning round and round in sheets of 
foam and spray that seemed to touch the 
clouds.

Boaring, buzzing, howling and shriek
ing, with torrents of driving rain, on came 
the tornado.

Harton shuddered.
“We are doomed! ” he said. “I have 

cut you out, Graham, but I will never 
have my prize ! ”

Another taunt ; but Guy bore it bravely.
In fact, the tornado gave him no time 

to respond.
As he put the boat’s head to the sea, the 

full force of the hurricane struck the light 
vessel. Half swallowed in the spray of 
the ocean, the dingy was whirled along 
for a few minutes as if it were a piece of 
straw ; then over it went turning bottom 
up.

Lieutenant Graham contrived to clutch 
the keel, and to fling himself astraddle of 
the boat.

As he held on with a desperate clutch, 
he looked if he could see his late com
panions. The oarsmen were nowhere in 
sight. They were two Hollanders who 
could not swim, and it was evident they 
were already lost. Harton, the purser, 
was clinging to the warp of the boat, the 
bow of which had struck him violently on 
the temple as he came up from under it.

“ Help ! help ! ” he gasped. “ I am 
hurt ! I cannot keep up long ! ”

As he spoke, the chafed warp parting, 
he clutched his cousin’s coat with both 
hands, and endeavored to pull him from 
the dingy.

“ Come, get off! get off! ” he cried. “ I 
am faint! My brain is turning round! 
Let me have the boat ! ”

Even at that dreadful moment Guy re
membered his promise to Mrs. Harton to 
sacrifice his own life for that of her son, 
should there be no other way to save the 
youth.

The latter, only a few minutes before, 
had meanly taunted him. Were he 
rescued, he w-ould probably win Selina 
Morton for his wife.

But Guy thought not of these things. 
He thought only of keeping his word.

There was no room on that little boat 
for two ; so, in trying to save his cousin, 
he believed he would have to give up his 
own life.

“ Here ! Get upon the boat ! ” he cried. 
“Now, then, take hold of the keel ! ”

He slipped from it, to be instantly 
whirled off by the raging waters, while 
his cousin took his place on the bottom 
of the dingy. Guy was an excellent 
swimmer. He battled manfully with the 
roaring, tumbling, foaming seas.

But the flying spray nearly suffocated 
him, and his strength was deserting him.

Meanwhile the violence of the gale, as 
the tornado swept on to leeward, begun 
to abate. In fact, a tornado is seldom of 
long duration.

Guy, by this time, was exhausted. He 
ceased to struggle. He gave himself up 
for lost.

But, just as he was about to go down, a 
strong pair of hands clutched.him by the 
shoulders, and he was hauled into a cutter, 
which, as soon as there was the slightest 
chance of its weathering the stormy ocean, 
had been sent from the brig to the rescue.

The young purser, who owed his life to 
his cousin, had already been picked up 
and was in the cutter. A few mouthfuls 
of brandy somewhat revived the exhaust
ed young man. Harton was sitting up 
when the boat reached the brig, but

Graham, still reclining, was not visible to 
those watching from the deck, his form 
being hidden by the oarsmen around him.

“Where is he?” wildly cried Selina 
Morton, who was on deck.

“Here I am!” responded the young 
purser, now appearing.

“Not you,” she said, drawing back, 
“ but Graham ! For God’s sake,” she con
tinued, “ do not tell me he is lost! ”

Just then Guy, still weak, was helped 
to the deck.

The reaction from grief to joy was too 
much for Selina.

AVith a wild cry, she staggered forward 
and fell, half fainting on Graham’s breast, 
thus proving that the gallant lieutenant 
and not Harton, the purser, was the man 
she loved.

Words may not express the rapture of 
the favored sailor, nor the mortification of 
his youthful rival, the latter having felt 
quite sure he would win the girl, whom 
in many ways, he had endeavored to pre
judice against his cousin.

In due time Guy married the beautiful 
prize he had obtained. She made him a 
good wife. She lightened his heart with 
lu r smiles. She brought unalloyed hap
piness and sunshine to his home.

He deserved it all for so bravely keep
ing his word.

ORIGIN OF “JACK THE RIPPER.”

I wonder if one person in 10,000 who 
reads of “ Jack the Ripper ” knows the 
true origin of the term, asks the London 
correspondent of the St. Louis Republic. 
I think not. I did not until Mr. Brisbane, 
who was a London journalist at the time 
ofsomeofthemost atrocious Whitechapel 
murders, enlightened me. “ The story of 
title,” said he, “and all of the ripper 
literature is a curious tale of an English
man’s enterprise and has never been told. 
When the AVhitechapel murders began 
the Central News and the Press Associa
tion were two rivel London companies, 
bitterly fighting each other in the work 
of supplying news to English publications. 
The Press Association was much the 
older, more powerful and more widely 
known, until one fine morning a postal 
card came to the Central news written 
in blood, telling in free language what the 
Whitechapel fiend’s future plans of 
slaughter were, and signed “Jack the 
Ripper.” That afternoon the famous 
name “Jack the Ripper” was in every
one’s mouth. The big Press Association 
was compelled humbly to get the “ Jack 
the Ripper ” postal cards as fast as they 
came in from their young rival and to 
advertise everywhere the name of the 
Central News. The Central News ad
vertisement was complete when the police 
authorities reproduced the Ripper postal 
cards, Central News address and all, on a 
gigantic scale and plastered the Avails of 
all England with them. Some how it did 
not seem strange to the English public 
that an ignorant Whitechapel murderer 
should write his communications to a 
neAvs agency Avhich he could not possibly 
knoAv anything about, instead of to the 
Pinkum, or to Avhatcver was his favorite 
publication. It was observed by some of 
the friends of John Moore, manager of 
the Central News,that “ Jack the Ripper’s” 
postal cards did not seem to surprise him 
as they might have done, but only gratifi
ed him, and investigation revealed the 
interesting fact that “ Jack the Ripper,” 
though illiterate, wrote a hand marvel
ously like that of the refined Mr Moore. 
Mr. Moore ivas no criminal, but he Avas 
“ Jack the Ripper." This fact Avas not 
mentioned in London, as public feeling 
would not haA’e endured being imposed 
upon to that extent nor have accepted 
business enterprise as an excuse.

A PROFESSIONAL VISIT.

A FIND SOCIABLE.
“ Compliments of Miss Dollie Dutton, 

for Wednesday evening, March 11, at 8 
p. m. Find sociable.”

“ Now what,” mused I, “ may be the 
nature of a ‘ Find sociable ? ’ ”

As one lives to learn I bethought me 
that it might be as well to find out by ex
perience.

AA’hen the guests had all assembled in 
Miss Dollie’s spacious parlors they were 
informed that twenty small articles had 
been hidden in various places in the par
lors and hall, and a list of them Avas read 
aloud. They consisted of various toys, 
scissors, knives, watch keys, whistles and 
a number of small boxes filled with tiny 
bonbons. There were two first prizes, 
one to be given to the lady, the other to 
the gentleman finding the greatest num
ber of articles. For the first was a'quaint 
little coffee spoon, with gold bowl and 
curiously Avrougbt oxidized handle ; a 
photograph holder was to reAvard like 
skill on the part of some gentleman. 
Should any one fail to find a single article 
he er she Avas to be reAvarded with a 
booby prize.

Then the fun began. From vases and 
rose jars, from folds of portieres and win
dow curtains, from beneath loiv easy 
chairs and hassocks, from behind pictures, 
and in short from all likely and unlikely 
places, some of them having been stowed 
away with an ingenuity that was almost 
diabolical, the “ lost ” things were brought 
to light and reported to the committee 
until but one small article remained un
found— the tiny gold thimble that fitted, 
but seldom adorned, Miss Dollie’s pretty 
pink digit. This Avas finally discovered 
in the hat of one of the guests ivhich 
hung innocently in the proper place on 
the hat rack.—New York Herald.

ARIZONA KICKER.
AVe apologize. The editor, owner, pub

lisher and proprietor of the thing called 
“ Our Contemporary,” was driven frantic 
with jealousy because Ave were able to 
order and pay for three bundles of paper 
at once. AV’c happened to meet him in 
Bonny’s hardAvare store Tuesday after
noon, Avlieae he was dickering for a grind
stone to use as a balance wheel on his 
“ only steam press,”1 and he boile’d over 
and called us a liar. We hope he can be 
patched up, sewed together and saved 
from the grave, though the latest reports 
are discouraging. AVe didn’t mean ,to. 
If he only will get Avell he may abuse us 
the rest of his natural life and we won’t 
say a word.

A HORSE FARM.
The largest horse farm in the world is 

located thirteen miles out from Cheyenne, 
AVyo. The ranch contains 121,000 acres, 
and is stocked with upward of 7,000 
horses, which require the constant atten
tion of sixty-five men. Over 200 miles of 
wire fences are required to keep the ani
mals in bounds.

"HOW TO CURE ALL SKIN DIS
EASES. ”

Simply apply “ Savayxb’s Ointment. ’’ 
No internal medicine required. Cures 
tetter, eczema, itch, all eruptions on the 
face, hands, nose, &c., leaving the skin 
clear, Avliite and healthy. Its great heal- 
ng and curative powers are possessed by 
no other remedy. Ask your druggist 
for Savayne’s Ointment.

THE PAPERS DID IT.
A Rhode Island burglar got into a house 

and rummaged about, and secured only 
about $2 in change. Next day the 
papers said he missed $900, which was in 
a toilet box lie had set aside, and the dis
gusted man hanged liimpelf ip a coal shed. 
—Detroit Free Press.
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by an old contributor.
“ Frightfully sudden ! " sympathizing 

friends said, when the news of Mrs. Syl- 
vester Reed’s death was known.

“ She dropped from her chair, at the 
teatable, dead, " they said, who knew the 
particulars ; and some added :

“Poor little Daisy!” AVhile intimate 
friends added :

“ It will all have to come out now. ”
Miss Clementina Sayre, Mrs. Reed’s sis

ter, “ ever so many years younger though, ’’ 
she always said, scarcely waited until the 
hastily summoned physician had given 
his verdict, before she said, with a savage 
emphasis :

“ It will all have to come out now.”
But she waited, with what patience she 

could command, until after the funeral. 
If there Avas a new will she might not 
dare to speak. If not, there was an old 
will draAvn up before Daisy Avas born, 
which gave her Mrs. Reed’s entire wealth, 
the legancy of her deceased husband.

How Clementina waited and watched, 
sneering as far as she dared at Daisy’s 
bitter grief, expressed with all the uncon
trolled passion of her seventeen years.

There was no new will. Mr. Hughes, 
the family lawyer, was positive about it, 
and Clementina ivas mistress of her sis
ter’s house, heiress to the entire fortune.

Daisy scarcely understood the words the 
lawyer read, she Avas sobbing so bitterly. 
Still less did she understand when Dr. 
Lansing, leading her to her own room, 
said, with emphasis :

“ I will see you again, very soon. Do 
not let this new misfortune overwhelm 
you.”

A new misfortune! AVhat could be 
worse than her mother’s death? Daisy 
thought. She was sitting listlessly idle, 
when Clementina came in. .

Daisy knew that “ aunt Clementina ” 
hated her, but she was amazed at the 
malignant triumph in her face, the angry 
exultation of her tone, as she said :

“ Miss Margaret Murphy, you may pack 
your trunk and leave the house. I will 
not interfere with your taking anything 
my sister has given you—books, dotting, 
jewelry ; take them all. ”

“ But where can I go, and why do you 
call me Margaret Murphy, aunt Clem
entina T-’ asked bewildered Daisy.

“You can go to your own beggarly 
people. I call you Margaret Murphy be
cause that is your name. You are the 
daughter of Mrs. Murphy, the Avoman 
who washes for us. When you ivere three 
years old, my sister adopted you. Your 
own mother was allowed to see you, under 
a promise to keep your birth a secret. 
Probably she will welcome you with open 
arms.”

Then Daisy was once more alone. 
Could she beliei'e this story? Mrs. 
Murphy’s child ! While she was still try
ing to collect herself, and realize this sud
den change of fortune, her door opened 
again, and stout, motherly Mrs. Murphy 
came in.

“ Miss Daisy, dear, ” the Avoman said, 
gently, “ Miss Clementina sent me to you, 
Child ! ” and here her voice was passion
ate, though not loud, “ I never meant to 
wrong you so ! WhenTgave you up, and 
it was tearing the heart out of my 
bosom, Mrs. Reed promised to provide 
that very day for you, if she died. What 
can I do for you, that have lived like a 
lady all your life? I can give you noth
ing but love. There’s plenty of that for 
you. ”

And, half unconsciously, she opened 
her arms, and Daisy fell into them, sob
bing, but already comforted.

Then followed a hurried packing and 
departure, Miss Clementina herself send
ing for the express to take trunks, and 
Availing impatiently till the door closed, 
after them.

Then Miss Clementina had a severe at
tack of neuralgia, requiring the daily at
tendance of Dr. Lansing, the physician 
who had been her sister’s warm friend 
for many years, and to whom Clementina 
had given all the love of which her shal
low nature was capable.

For several days he was strictly profes
sional, his manner simply courteous ; then 
he drifted one day into conversation and 
asked :

“ AVhere is Daisy ? ”
“ AVhere she belongs ! ” was the tart re

ply. “ Did you suppose she was my sister’s 
child ? ”

“Oh, no. I knew all about her adop
tion. But surely }tou loved one so dear to 
your sister?”

“A beggar’s brat! My sister Avas al- 
Avays odd, and never more so than about 
Miss Murphy. ”

“ Can you give me Miss Daisy’s address ? 
I Avae a little uneasy about her the last 
time I saw her. Such sensitive natures, 
often suffer physically from excessive 
grief. ”

“ She can cure her sensitiveness over 
a waslitub, ” said Clementina. “ I do not 
knoAv where her people live. In some 
low alley, I imagine. ”

It was useless to say more, but Clem
entina had effectually destroyed any re
spect or affection Dr. Lansing might once 
have felt for her.

More than that, she had forced upon 
him a conviction that what he had al
ways supposed an affection for a lovely 
child was developing into the life-love of 
a man’s heart.

Could he have seen Daisy, in those 
weary weeks, his heart Avould have ached 
sorely. There are some natures that ia 
prosperity and happiness seem to be all 
yielding sweetness, sensitive, loving, 
shrinking from a harsh w-ord as from a 
blow, feeling every pain, mental or physi
cal, intensely ; and Ave think the first 
breath of sorrow comes, this gentle sweet
ness rises to heroic fortitude ; the shrink
ing, sensitive heart puts on an armor of 
endurance, and from the delicate child is 
developed the perfect woman.

It was so with Daisy. The first shock 
over, she took up her new, strange life 
with patience and courage. She returned 
the timid, pleading affection her mother 
seemed half afraid to offer her by a cares
sing tenderness, that made the woman’s 
heart leap for joy. She did not toil over 
awashtub, because Mrs. Murphy Avould 
have suffered more to see her there than 
she would to be there ; but she made the 
three small rooms marvels of dainty neat
ness ; she learned to cook the cheap, plain 
food, to make it appetizing; she sewed 
busily in every leisure moment upon fancy 
work that brought starvation prices, but 
still made some little addition to her 
mother’s narrow income. She had always 
a smile for the tired woman when she 
came from her days work, to find the 
table set, her supper all ready, and a 
daughter’s loving welcome, where for 
years there had been only loneliness and 
added work to meet her.

Was it wonderful that her mother was 
ready to fall down and worship her ? But, 
with the keen eye of love, Mrs. Murphy 
saAV, too, how the body shrank from the 
demands made upon it by the dauntless 
spirit. She marked the falling off of the 
pretty rounded arms and dimpled should
ers ; she saAV hoiv the color faded to a dead 
white, and large eyes sank into dark hal
lows ; she noted how the quick springing 
step grew listless andsloiv. And one day 
she surprised a secret.

She had suffered all the torments self- 
reproach could bring for having given her 
child up, to entail upon her misery, in
stead of ease and happiness, and now in 
i * 'if Sr* '

her ignorance this secret became a burden, 
hard to bear. She thought of it day and 
night, until at last her suspense became 
too great for endurance. She said to her
self, piteously :

“ I cannot see the child die before my 
eyes. ’’

So one day she said, as carelessly as she 
could :

“ Whose picture is that, Daisy, in your 
upper bureau drawer ? ”

Daisy blushed furiously, but answered, 
gravely :

“ That is Mrs. Reed’s physician, Dr. Lan
sing. He Avas very kind always to me. ”

“ Dr. Lansing. AVhere does he live, 
Daisy ? ”

And Daisy innocently gave the address.
It Avas evening ; office hours were over ; 

but the doctor was in his office when the 
servant ushered in Mrs. Murphy. He had 
never seen her, and her dress proclaimed 
her social station, but he had won her 
heart at once by his gentle courtesy.

“ He couldn’t ’a’ been politer if I had 
been the first lady in the land," she said, 
once, when describing the interview.

“ Doctor, ” she said, hesitatingly, “I — I 
am Mrs. Murphy."

But the name did not seem to help him 
to any recognition of her.

“I — I am Daisy Reed’s own mother. 
Perhaps you have forgotten her ? ”

“ You — you remember her? ” she said, 
presently.

“ Most certainly I do, ” Avas the em
phatic. “ I have been much troubled 
that I did knoAv where to find her. She 
is well, I hope ? ”

“ Doctor, she is dying by inches. AVhat 
could you expect,” she added, bitterly, as 
he started and grew pale,“ she breathes air 
all day that is just poison if you’re not 
used to it, and she works like a slave. 
I’m too poor to keep her from Avork, and 
she is too good to live in idleness when I 
am hard at work. Will you come and see 
her, Doctor, and tell me if any medicine 
will help her? I came to you, sir, because 
she told me you had tended her once or 
twice Avhen she ivas ill.”

“ Yes, I will come in the morning. 
Leave me the address.”

But Mrs. Murphy said nothing of her 
own visit or the doctor’s promised call, 
when she reached home. She watched 
for him, and called Daisy from her em
broidery to see an old friend, and then 
disappeared. When she returned she 
knew that Dr. Lansing had already given 
Daisy the medicines of hope and happi
ness, restoring the delicate color to her 
thin cheeks, and brightness to her large, 
hallow eyes.

“You will give her to me?" he asked. 
“She shall not be altogether separated 
from you.”

“Gladly! Oh, so gladily ! ” Mrs. 
Murphy said. “ I will give her to you. 
Could I love her, and kill her ? You will 
take all the brightness from the house, 
but I will bless you all my life for doing 
it.”

Miss Clementina ground her handsome 
teeth over the wedding cards, but Mrs. 
Murphy, in her pretty country home, 
with an income that relieves her from 
any heavy, money-earning drudgery, 
blesses the day Avhen she saw Daisy kiss
ing and crying over Dr. Lansing’s plioto- 
graph. ___________

Mbs. AVinslow’s Soothim. Syrup has been 
nseil 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 mstakc about it. It 
cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach and 
BoavcIs, cures Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 
and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 
the taste. The prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurses 
in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 
per bottle by all druggists throughout the 
world. lie sure and ask for “Mas. AVins- 
loav’s Soothinu Syrup.

COOLING OFF THE OLD LOVE.
An Arab Avoman, when left a ividow 

mourus her husband devoutedly, but, 
like other widows, if she has the oppor
tunity she may be married again. The 
night before her second marriage she pays 
a visit to her husband’s grave. There 
she kneels and prays him not to lie of
fended. As, hoAveyer, she feels he will 
be offended, the widoAV brings with her a 
donkey laden with two goatskins filled 
Avith water. The prayer ended she pro
ceeds to pour the water on the grave to 
keep the first husband cool under the cir
cumstances about to take place, and hav
ing Avell saturated him she then departs. 
—IoAva State Register.

- P A -PRIT?.

THE SPONGE CURE FOR HEAD
ACHE.

The ordinary nervous headache in 
Avomen will be greatly relieved, and in 
many cases entirely cured, by removing 
the waist of one’s dress, knotting the hair 
high up on the head out of the way, and 
while leaning over a basin placing a 
sponge soaked in ivater as hot as it can be 
borne on the back of the neck. Repeat 
this many times, also applying the sponge 
behind the ears.—Ncav York Journal.

“Had your vacation ? ” No. “ AVell 
don’t forget to take along Johnson’s Anod
yne Liniment.”

SCOTT’S 
EMULSION

DOES CURE

«MPTI0H
! In Its first Stages. 
Palatable as Milk.

, Be sure you get the genuine in Salmon 
| color wrapper; sold by all Druggists, at 
I soc. and Si.do.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville.

-WE HAVE NOAV IN STOCK OVER-

Room >

And a large consignment 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 0ÜR STOCK AND PRICES.

MMURRAY & CO.
P. S.—Ou baud, a large stock of

Pianos,

Organs,

AND THE -

CELEBRATED AMERICAN

WHITE 8. MACHINE,
AVliich took First Prize, the Gold Medal, from all com

petitors at the AVorld’s Exposition at Paris.

ÜPXÎCSS "XT"0323^" 2Ü-iO"^7*, and if not satisfactory after using them three mouths, 
money Refunded.

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

(33* Call and see us or Avrite for prices.

M‘MURRAY & CO.

CURE FORICTJU«uJ
M THE BEST COUGH MEDICINE. I 
3 BOLD BY DBU091STB EVEBYWHEBE. m

^pr-iiM-rnjnr-Fij

R. BLACKMKR,

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 jeAvelry store.

ROOffl PAPER.
SPRING STOCK

JUST ARRIVED.

S3 E

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

A FULL LINE OF

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST.
Contain» no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,

Phosphates, or any Injurient.
w

C I L I O I C I K I S
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 fur Fine Work 
- and Fine Jcivclry.

One Door Below the People’s Bank

Carriage Bolts.
JUST RECEIVED:

5ZY-A9ES containing 10,500 .Carriage Bolts 
C and 9,000 Tire Bolts.

For sale by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Better Value ! 
Greater Variety ! 
Double Rolls! 
Single Bolls !

HOUSE PAPER

Hall’s Book Store.

PURE PARIS GREEN.

Fresh GARDEN,
FIELD,

and FLOWER
rritlE BUBSCRIBEIi Las just received his usual 
JL large suoplv of Garden, F Field and 

Flower Seeds for the Beasou of 1990, imported 
direct from the now celebrated house STEELE 
BROS., Toronto, whose seeds gave such universal 
satisfaction last season.

At the meeting of the Farmers* Convention held 
in this City during the past winter, the President in 
the course of his remarks said that the Seeds grown 
by the Pteele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were better 
adapted to the soil and climate of New Brunswick 
than any other.

ALL THE LEADING VARIETIES OF

jjeans, Peas, Beets,

garrots,

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

My Onion Seed fur this 3 ear is the finest I ever 
imported.

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

and Country Dealers.

Just Received, one ton Pure Paris Green in one 
pound boxes, for sale

wholesale & retail 

—AT—

NEILL’S
HARDWARE

STORE.

HAYING TOOLS.
Just Received direct from the manufacturers : 

85 Dozen Scythes,
30 “ Bnaths,

150 “ Hakes,
40 •* Hay Forks,
40 Boxes Scythe !
25 “ Fork Handles,

S. L. MORRISON,
Dealer In

FLOUR, MEAL,
TEA,

. COFFEE,

SUGAR,

MOLASSES,

TOBACCOS,

CANNED GOODS

------- AND-------

General Groceries.

QUEEN STREET,

OPR. CITY HALL,

k FREDERICTON, N. B.

For sale wholesale & retail.

—AT—

NEILL’S
HARDWARE

STORE.

Grindstones.
Just Received one car loud Grindstones, good grit 

for sale wholesale and retail 
-AT—

NEILL’S
HARDWARE

STORE.
PURE PAINT OIL.

Direct Importation
Just received per Steamer “ Carthaginian ” from 

Liverpool 15 barrels pure Linseed Oil 
for sale low at

NEILL’S
HARDWARE

STORE.
rrn k

1VERP00L AND LONDON At®

REMEMBER THE OLD STAND,

GEO. H. DAVIS,
Druggist and Seedsman,

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS.

FREDERICTON.

TEA. TEA.

JUST UECMVED :

Direct from London per Str. 

Damara.

119 Packages Tea,
IN 11ALF CHESTS,

Caddies & Boxes,
These Teas are of a Sui%rior 

qualtiy and fine flavor.

ALSO IN STOCK

IHDIIH aid CEYLON 1'EAS of the Dust

G. T. WHELPLÉV,

310 Queen St. Fredericton.

June 9th, 1891.

INSURANCE COMPANY.
Assists, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.56 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip* 

tien at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES-

WM. WILSON,
Agent

$50.00 IS CASH
GIVEN AWAY.

THE publishers of the Fredericton Gloiie wil 
present £35.00 in cash as a first, $10.00 as second 

and $5.00 as a third prize, to he given to the persons 
sending in the largest number of words made up 
from the letters contained in the words “Fredericton 
Globe.” This offer isopen to paid up subscribers 
only, tmd parties desirous of competing for these 
Cash Prizes must send in their names and P. O. 
address, accompanied by $1.00 for one year’s sub
scription to the Globe.

No letter in the words Fredericton Globe 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 you 
send ) our list. Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary 
will govern the contest. Address.

P. O. Box,315

CROCKET & MACUUM. 
Props. Fredericton Globe.

Fredericton,'N. B.

v-
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