{

Gone, goue, were her graces Delsartean!
Two littlo hands tight at her heart

Told more of her sweet, loving nature
Than all the tried postures of art.

The ory of & heart full of gladness,
The blush of a sweet brier
She finds in the firm arms about
The truest, best “Strength Through Re-
pose.”
Life.

little money in pockets as an idle,
discontented class to revive old political
dogmas, and foment new issues, or per-
haps set up a dangerous position to us.”
“You don’t mean to say that those
infernal niggers would give the pref-
erence to their old oppressors?” :
“Dollar for dollar in wages—yes!
And why shouldn’t they? Their old
masters .understand them better and
treat them generally cbetter. They
know our interest in them is enly an
abstract, sentiment, not a real liking.
We show it at every turn. But we are
nearing Redlands, and Maj. Reed will,
I have no doubt, corroborate my im-

Not Quick Enough.

A gentlemanly rallroad clerk favored s
sailor with an order for & 850 sult and &ue-
oesded in inducing the citizen to allow him
to take it home merely on a promise to pay
in a week’s time.

The week passed, so did the next and the
next. Then the clothier called, went back
again and again. At the end of three
months he faced the situation.

“J¢ you can’t pay me, give mea check on
the bank.” & e

He got the and s tway pro-
ceeded to the MP: , where he presented the
check.

“Not enough funds,” was the anawer.

Contrary to banking rules, he was teld
that the clerk had §20 on demx when he
inquired how much was ava e. Sohe
got a deposit blank and entered up #1in
the name of his debtor and banked the
amount.

He went out for lunch and to give the
bank people time to enter up the pew de

it. Then he again tendered the cheol.
’I)‘;.:e same answer was given as before.

“Bus there was §20 here when I presented
this check half an hour ago, and sinoe then
$1 Las been paid in to that man's credit.”

*Oh, that's right enough,” replied the
man behind the wicket, *‘but the gentleman
was here a few minutes ago and drew out
the whole amount.”—Toronto Saturday
Night.

No Ladle.

Not many years before the ** »
struck southern Oal iMA. Mr, L-—.n&

old New Yorker, had a large ranch near.

He was fond of good com-
pany and a good dinner, and frequently en-
tertained house parties at the comfortable
old fashioned Mexican haclenda. Amg
others who made a stay with one of the Ne!
York parties was Miss M—, Althoug
a womian of *“‘uncertain age,” she retaiped
much charm of manner, and her uipk wit
was respected by every one who had come
in contact with it.

Mr. L— was a jolly bachelor of per
40 summers, who had seen mmuch of
world and had & magnetic personality, H
was s man of enormous proportions,
of them no doubt engof to
growth through his fondness ‘g:odthlnp
to eat and good wines to cheer the bachelor,

Los Angeles,

The party was at dinner a the ranch
day. The host, the bachelor, sat at one'
of the table, and Miss M—— wae on hisleft,
He had been chatting with her for somé
time when she asked for & n. sﬁ
X — arose at this, and bowing 1h his m
suave and polite way said:

“My dear Miss M——, won't you take
me?”’

“Mr. L—" retorted the lady, “I did
not ask for a ladle,”"—New York Tribune.

Lively Times Ahead,

IS

HPTN

“wil ym; apolog-lie for blowing smoke
in that lady’s face?”

» Apologize nawthin.”

“\'Pe:y well, I intend to thrash you, and
before I 46 I think it only fair to tell you
that I am Tranjsn, the heavyweight rusher
of Harvard.”

“That's all right, ¥ feller. I'm Livex
Gilligan, the mlddl%t champion of
Hoboken.”—Harper’s Magazine,

In & Windstorm.
She—This isan awful wind. Am I badly
disheveled?
He—Disheveled {8 not the word for it.

Yon look positively disreputable.

She (indignantly)—We part at the end of
the bridge.

" He—Please den't. I shall get used to
your appearance by the time we get across.
You are ltke vice, you know,

She—Like vice? What do you mean?

He—Why, “Seen too oft, familiar with
sonr-face, we first endw, then pity, then
embrace.”

BShe~0Oh, doyou? Hew delightfull—Bos-
ton Herald,

A Comselentious Dealer.

“John,” said an up town merchant to his
clerk, *“‘what are the latest reports from the
crops?”?

‘“The peach crop is entirely killed by the
Jast cold snap, cherries badly injured, blacks
berrics and black raspberries killed and

touched to some extent.” *

**All right, John, order a lot of new bas-
kets with the bottoms a half inch nearer the
top than last year. I am defermiined to
keep down prioes out of regard for my poor
customers,”—Texas Biftings.

) Pomestic Economy.

Poor Man—Well, did you buy that book
telling all about how to eoquomizo in the
kitehen?

* Wife—Yes, I've got it.

Poor Man—That’s good. What ddes it

. asay!

Wife—It's full of recipes telling how to
utilize cold roast turkey. but we haven's
the turkey.—New York Weekly.

i A Foollsh Question,

“What wonld you do, Katle, if I were to

kiss you now?” 3 ;

ll».-o’,.,_'rx‘x:.maﬂn@_tml hen ask the ques- |

the

P i He insists upon our sta;
at his house, although the poor old fel-
low, I imagine, can il afford to enter-
tain company. But he will be offended
if we refuse.”

“He is a friend of yours, then?” asked
Drummond.

“I fought against his divislon at
Stony creek,” said Courtland, grimly.
“He never tires of talking of it to me,

%] Iam.”

A few moments later the train glided
beside the Redlands platform. As the
two travelers descended a hand was
laid ron Courtland’s shoulder, and a
stout figure in the blackest and shiniest
of alpaca jackets and the whitest and
broadest of Panama hats welcomed
him. “Glad to sce yo', con'nel. I reck-
oned I’d waltz over and bring along the
boy,” pointing to a grizzled negro serv-
ant of sixty who was bowing before
them, “to tote yo'r things over instead
of using a hack. I haven’t run much
on horse flesh since the wah—ha! hal
what I didn’t use for remounts I reckon
yo'r commissary gobbled \ﬁp with the
other -live stock, eh?” e laughed
heartily as if the recollections were
purely humorous, and again clapped
Courtland on the back.

“Let me introduce my. friend, Mr.
Drummond, Maj. Reed,” said Court-
land, smiling.

“Yo’ were in the wah, sir?”

“No—I—" returned Drummond hesi-
tating, he knew not why, and angry at
his own embarrassment.

“Mr. Drummond, the vice president
of the company,” interposed Courtland,
cheerfully, “‘was engaged in furnishing
to us the sinews of war.”

Maj. Reed bowed a little more for-
mally. “Mostof us heah, gir, were in
the wah some time or other, and if you
gentlemen will honah me by joining in
asocial glass at the hotel across the
way, I'll, introduce. you to Capt. Pren-
dergast, who left a leg at Fair Oaks.”
Drummond would have declined, but a
significant pressure at his arm from
Courtland changed his determination.
He followed them to the hotel and into
the presence of the one-legged warrlor,
(who turned out to be the landlord and
barkeeper), to whom Courtland was
hilariously introduced by Maj. Reed as
“the man, sir, who had pounded my
division for three hours at Stony Creek!”

Maj. Reed’s house was but a few min-
utes walk down the dusty lane,and was
presentlyheralded by the baying of three
or four fox hounds, and foreshadowed

THE USUAL SOUTHERN MANSION.

by a dilapidated condition of picket
fence and stuccoed gate front. Beyond
it stretched the wooden doric columns
of the usual southern n,

seen through the broad leavesof the
horse chestnut trees that shaded it
There was the usual listless, black shad-
ows haunting the veranda and outer
offices—former slaves and still attached
house servants—arrested like lizards in
breathless attitudes at the approach of
strange footsteps, and still holding the
brush,broom,duster or home implements
they had been lazily using, in their fixed
hands. From the doorway of the de-
tached kitchen connected by g gallery
to the wing of the mansion, *“Aunt
Martha,” the cook, gazed also with a
sauce; elasped to her bosom and her
revolving hand with the scrubbing
cloth in it apparently stopped on a
“dead center.”

Drummond, whose gorge had risen at
these evi of hopeless § it
and utter shiftlessness,
by the presence of Mrs.
disappointed woman of forty, who still
carried in her small dark eyes and thin
hand lips thing of the bitter-
ness and an of the typical
southern rights woman—nor of her two
daughters, Octaviaand Augusta—whose
hn&ﬂd strabiliousness seemed a part
of the mourning they still wore. The
optimistic gallantry and good fellow-
ship of the major appeared the more re-
markable bK coutrast with his eypress-

wa.lnotrelhr ved
Reed—a soured,

shadowed
possibilities. Per!
been a vein of soul
his geod humor.

“Paw,” said Miss Octavia with gloomy
confidence to Courtland but with a
pretty curlof the hereditary lip, “isabout
the only ‘reconstructed’ one of the en-
tire family. o don’t make 'em much
about yer. But I'd advise yo' friend,
Mr. Dr d—if he's ‘coming here

to paw’s ‘reconstruction.’
wash.” But when Courtland !
‘to assure her that Drummond was not
# ‘'carpet bagger,”—was not only
of the : 3

that

1

|

carpet bagging, not to trust w;mmh
16 won't !
hastened

free |
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THERE WERE THEE USUAL LISTLESS BLACK
SHADOWS.
ed 'em to work over time and get mo’
pay. And the result was that she and
her niece and a lot of poor whites,
Irish and Scotch, that she had to pick
up long the river, do all the work. And
her niece Sally was mo’ than half union
woman during the wah and up to all
no'then tricks and dodges and swearin’
by them, and yet for all that the thing

won't work.”

“But isn’t that partly the reason?
Isn't her failure a great deal due to this
lack of sympathy from her neighbors?
Discontent is easily sown and the negro
is still weighted down by superstition.
The Fifteenth amendment did not
quite knock off all his chains.”

“Yes, but that is nothing to her. For
if there ever was a person in this world
who reckoned she was just born to
manage everything and everybody it is
Sally Dows!”

“Sally Dows!” repeated Courtland,
with a slight start.

“Yes, Sally Dows, of Pineville.”

“You say she was half union, but did
she have any relations or—or—friends
in the war—on your side? Any who—

.| were killed in battle?”

“They were all killed, I reckon," re-
turned Miss Reed, darkly. “There was
her cousin, Jules Jeffcourt, shot in the
cemetery with her beau—who they say
was Sally’s, too; there was Chet Brooks
and Joyce Masterton, who were both,
gone on her, and both killed, tao; and
there was old Capt. Dows himself, who
never lifted his head again after Rich-

. mond was taken and drank himself to
[t wasn't, considered healthy to

death. t
be Miss Bally’s relation in those times,
or to be even wantin’ to be one.”

Col. Courtland- did not reply. The
face of the dead young officer coming

OCOURTLAND LOOKED UP RECOVERING HIS
USUAL CALM.

toward him out of the blue smoke rose
as vividly as on that memorable day.
The pictures and letters he had taken
from the dead man’s breast, which he
had retained ever since; the romantic
and fruitless quest he had made for the
fair original in after days, and the
strange and fateful interest in her
which had grown up in his heart since
then, he now knew had only been
lulled to sleep in the busy preoccupa-
tion of the last six months, for it all
came back to him with redoubled force.
His present mission and its practical
object, his honest zeal in its pursuit
and the cautious gkill and experience
had brought to it, all seemed to
be suddenly displaced by this ro-
mantic and unreal fantasy. Oddly
enough, it appeared now to be the only
reality in his life—the rest was an inco-
herent, purposeless dream.
“Js—is—Miss Sally married?” he
asked, collecting himself with an effort.
“Married? Yes, to that farm of her
aunt'sl [ veckon that's the only thing
she cares for."
Courtland looked up, recovering his
tisual cheerful calm. “Well, I think
that after lancheon I'll pay my respects
to her husband! From what you have

just told me the farm is certainly an

experiment worth seeing. I suppose
your father will bhave no objection to
giving me p letter to Miss Dows.”

land rode delib-

erately toward
Wl “Dows' Folly”
| —as thenew ex-
periment was
locally called—
although he had
not abated his

was able to visit
under a practical pretext. [t was rath-

erlate now to seek ont Miss Sally Dow

with the avowed intention of bi ng
her a letter from an admirer who haa

been dead three years, and whose mem-

Weotthot

HE STOOD'AT THE OPEN WINDOW.

smrprise were entirely new In strueture
and design. There was no ce
of the usual southern gable
or columns and veranda. Yet it was not
northern either. The factory-like out-
lines of facade were partly hidden in
Cherokee rose and e. A long,
roofed gallery connected the buildings
and became a veranda to ome. A broad,
well-rolled gravel drive led from the
open gate to the newest building which
seemed to be an”edifice; a smaller path
diverged from it to the corner house,
which, despite its severe simplicity,

a more residential appearance. Unlike
Reed’s house there were no lounging
servants or field hands to be seen; they
were evidently attending to theiwr re-
spective duties. Dismounting, Court~
land tied his horse to a post at theoffice
door and took the smaller path to the
corner house.

The door was open to the fragrant
afternoon breeze wafted through the
rose and jessamine. So was a side-door
opening from the hall into a long par-
lor or sitting-room that ran the whole
width of the house. Courtland entered
it. It was prettily furnished, but every-
thing had the air of freshness and of
being uncharacteristically new. Itwas
empty, but a faint hammering was
audible on the rear wall of the house,
through thé two open French windows
at the back, curtained with trailing
vines which gazed upon a sunlit court~
yard. Courtland walked to the window.
Just before it, on the ground, stood a
small light ladder which he gently put
aside to gain a better view of the court-
yard, as hestood at the open window.

In this attitude he suddenly felt his
hat tipped from his head, followed al-
most instantaneously by a falling slip-
per, and the distinct impression of &
very small foot on the crown of his
head. An indescribable sensation
passed over him. He hurriedly stepped
back in the room, just as asmall striped-
stockinged foot was as hastily drawn up
above the top of the window with the
feminine exclamation: ‘‘Good gracious
mel"

Lingering for an ingtant, only to as-
sure himself that the fair speaker had
secured her foothold and was inno dan-
ger of falling, Courtland snatched up

]
‘I8 MI188 DOWS AT HOME?"

his hat, which had providentially fallen
inside the room, and retreated inglori-
pusly to the other end of the wfunrlor.
The voice came again from the dow;
it struck him as being singularly sweet
and clear.

“Sophy, is that you?"

Courtland discreetly .retired to the
hall. To his great relief a yoice from
the outside answered: ‘“Whar, Miss
Sally?”

“What did you move the ladder for?
You might have killed me!”

“Fo' God, Miss Bally, I didn’t move no
ladder!”

“Don’t tell me, but go down and get
my slipper. And bring up some, more
nails.”

Courtland waited silently in the hall.
Ina few moments he heard a heavy
footstep outside the rear window. This
was his opportunity. Reentering the
_parlor somewhat ostentatiously, he con-
Irontea a tall Negro girl WhO Was pass
ing through the room carrying a tny
slipper in her hand. ‘“Excuse me.” he
said, politely, “but I could not find any
one to announce me. Is Miss Dows at
home?”

The girl instantly whipped the slip-

behind her. *“Is yo' wantin' Miss
irandy Dows?” she asked, with great
dignity, “osh Miss Sally Dows—hex
nlece? Miss Mirandy's bin gone to_ At~
alanta for a week.”

“I have a letter for Miss Miranda, but
1 shall be very glad if Miss Sally Dows
will receive me,” returned Courtland,
handing the letter and his card to the

Bhe received it with still greater ac-
cess of dignity and marked deliberation.
“It's clean Eme outer my mind, sah, ef
Miss Sally is in de resumption of visi-
tah, atdishouah. In fac’, sah,” she con-
tinued with intensified gravity and an

tion of thoughtfulness as the

of Miss Sally’s hammering camq
shamelessly from the wall, *I doahn
know exac’ly ef she's engaged playin’'
de - harp, practisin’ de languages or
paintin’ in oil and watah colors, o’ giv-
in’ audiences to offishals from the court-
house. Itmight be de houah for de one

‘I'M NOT MISS MIRANDA DOWS.”

were in bright gray harmony with both;
that the frock of Indian muslin, albeit
homemade, fitted /Miss Sally’s figure
perfectly—from the azure bows on her
shovlders to the ribbon around her
waist—and that the hem of its billowy
skirt showed a foot which everybody
knew was the smallest foot south of
Mason dnd Dixon’s line. But it was
something more intangible that this
which kept Courtland breathless and
silent.

“Pm not Miss Miranda Dows,” said
the vision, with a frankness that was
half childlike and half practical, as she
extended a littlo hand, *““but I can talk
‘fahm’ with yo’ about as well as aunty,
and I reckon from what Maj. Reed says
heah,” holding up the letter between
her fingers, ‘“‘as long as yo' get per-
simums yo’ don't mind what kind o'
pole yo’ knock ’em down with.”

The voice that carried this speech
‘was 80 fresh, so clear and sweet that I
am afraid Courtland thought little of
its oddity or. its dialectical transgres-
sions. But it brought him his own
tongue quite unemotionally and quiet-
Jy. *I don’t know what was in that
note, Miss Dows, but I can hardly be-
lieve that Maj. Reed ever put my pres-
ent good fortune quite in that way.”

Miss Sally laughed.
charming exaggeration she waved her
little hand toward the sofa: “There!
Yo’ naturally wanted a little room for
that, co’nnle, but now that yo've got it
off—and mighty pooty it was, too—yo’
can sit down.” And with that she sank
down at one end of the sofa, prettily
arranged a white billow of skirt so as
to leave ample room for Courtland, and,
locking her fingers over her knees,
looked demurely expectant.

“But let me hope that I am not dis-
turbing yon unseasonably,” said Court-
land, catching sight of the fateful little
slipper beneath her skirt and remem-
bering the window. *‘I was so preoccu-
gie(l in thinking of

lady’s houys for peceiving."

ners, for we're shorthanded in the fields

ing up the !aths for the vines outside
because we couldn't spare carpenters
from the factory.
with g faint accession of mischief in her
voice, “‘yo' came to talk about the farm?”
*“Yes,” said Courtland, rising, ‘“but
not to interrupt the work on it. Will
you let me help you nail up the laths on
the wall? [ have had some.experience
that way—and we can talk as we work.
Do oblige me,”
The young girl looked at-him brightly.
“Well, fiow, there's nothing mean
about that. Yo' mean it for sure?”
“Perfectly. 1 shall feel so much less

uuder false pretenses.”
“Yo' just wait here, then."
She jumped from the sofa,
the room, and returned presently, tying
the strings of a long, striped cotton

LOOKED DEMURELY EXPECTANT,

blouse = evidently & habiliment of
Sophy’s—behind her back she re-
turned. It was gathered under her
oval chin by a tape also tied behind her,
while her fair hair was tucked under
the usual red bandana handkerchief of
the negro housemaid. It is scarcely
necessary to add that the effect was be-
witching.

“But," said Miss Sally, eying her
guest's smartly-fitting frock coat, ‘‘yo’ll
spoil yo'r pooty clothes, surel Take off
yo' coat—don’s mind me—and work in
yo'r shirt sleeves,” >

Courtland obediently flang aside his
coat and followed his active hostess
through the French window to the plat:
form outside. Above them a wooden
ledge ov comnice, projecting several
inches, ran the whole length of the
building. It was on this that Miss Sally
had evidently found a foothold whilo
she was nailmg up a trellis work of laths
between it and the windows of the sec-
ond floor. Courtland found the ladder,
d to the ledge, followed by the

or de odder. ButI'll jcate wid
her, sah, in de budwoh on the uppeh
flo.”  She backed dexterously, so as to
keep the slipper behind her, but with
no diminution of dignity, out of a side
door. In anoth t the h

ing ceased, followed* by the sound of
rapid whispering without; a few tiny
twigs and leaves slowly rustled to the
ground, and then there was complete
il He ventured to walk to the

‘ gmg his puises, and then they

fateful window again.
Presently he heard & faint rustle at
the other end of

« A Skt

swept

the room and he‘

young girl, who smilingly waved his
proffered hand tohelp her up,and thetwa
gravely set to work. PBut in the inter
vals of hammering 4nd, tying up the
vines, Miss Sally’s tongue was not idle.
Her talk was as fresh, as quaint, as
original as herself, and yet so practical
and to the purpose of Conrtland's visit,
88 to excuse his delight in it and her
own fascinating propinguity. Whether
. she stopped to take a nail from between
| her pretty lips when she spoke to him,
or whether holding on perilously with
{ one hand to the trellis. while she ges:

pause. He drew a deep breath that
almost & and remained mo-

| ticnlated with the h , pointing out
the divisions of the plantation from her
coign of vantage, she was as clear and
convineing to his intellect asshe was
distractine to his senses, .

Then with a |

now any. servants for company man- |

I

our aunt as the |
usiness manager of these estates that |
I quite forgot that she might havea |

“We haven't got any company hours,” |
said Miss Sally, “and we haven't just |

and barns. When yo’ came I was ‘nail- |

But,” she added, |

as if I was enjoying your company

more when I'm )

Mamma-~' dear?

Percy—Billy hit me with a stone,
and before I counted six he had run away.
~—Brooklyn Life.

Mixed.

She was llmng patiently in the
room ab the Cen Unim"d:{ohmu
::.o lankily stalking in a dejested

“Ib ain’t no use, Lizy,” he said wearily.
“There ain't one,of them picters in the
whole city. I've been sinee ¥o'dlock
And I've been in every bookstore from
Clark’s down to a dago newsstand, and
I've been in every picter store down foa
ﬂn:gn gallery on Main streeb—and if
ti 's anywheres else you wans me $0
you'll h:::r:o send the police—I¥m fagge

“I¢’s mighty funny! Spriggins’'—
“Yi Bpriggins she hern
down , but I belleve l(-yg‘?m
yamed about that picter—there wasn't a
gingle ploter dealer in town had ever even
beard of such a picter as ‘Sarah at the

Pump.’”

1" ejaculated the old
lady. mpl Josiah,'” and
her voice grew cold as ice in January, *'pick
up that bandbox and set down.”

Ho sas.
“Joglah,” said she in a tone like a cross-
cut saw, “don’t you hever come to town
in till yon're clear baked through. The
Iwanted was ‘Rebecca at the
ell.’ "—~Cincinnati Commercial Gazette.

A Society Mother.

Nurse—Excuse me, madam, but little
Mabel insisted on seeing you, and T have
taken the liberty to bring her in.

Madam—What do you wish, Mabel?

Mable—Won't mamma please let Mabel
come sit on her lap a little while?

Madam—Why, what are you thinking of?
It was only last woek I granted you that
privilege, and it will neverdo for me to be-
come 00 indulgens.

‘But- won’t mamma please kiss

Madam-—Nurse will do tha for mamma.,
Run along now! You must not interfere
wit‘l; my Delsarte studies.—Yonkers Ga-
P .

Natural Enemies.

“I wasn’t always down 'on my luck like
this,” said the frazzled tourist, whittling a
splinter from the bench in the park. “I
had a position on a newspaper once.”

“So did I,” responded his new
anoe. ‘“Shaket”

“Put 'er there. What was the job you
held?”

“I was a copy reader.”

“I was & reporter.”

Biff!

Bang!

And the policeman said, b’George, it was
the toughest fight he ever seel—éhicago
Tribune,

Kind Hearted.

Canvasser—Do you wish to subscribe
anything to the aid of the Society for the
Suppression of Crime?

Man of the House—Do. you make any-
thing ot of this for yourself?

Oanvasser—Certainly; the society pays
me a gommission on all I collect.

Man of the House—Then it is best for you
that X should not subscribe anything.

Canvasser—Why so?

Man of the House—Why, if I should sub-
scribe and crime should be guppressed, you
would be out of 4 job.—Awning Journal.

A Diean Wellow.
First Broker—Of afl mean, despicable,

ran out of Gishonorable fellows, I think Quotem is the

worst,

Second Broker—You don’t sdy! What
has he done?

Firet Broker~He made a big pile in that
last flurry, and now he’s golog to retire

| from business and lve on the money in-

1
g

|
|
|
|

| “Areyou never oppressed by a fear that :hé_

| stead of giving his old true and tried friends

on the strect a fair chanoe to get it away
from him,~New York Weekly,

No Cause For Alarm,

*“This is your sixth trip across the ocean
in winter, is it?” sald thé timid passenger.

| ship will run into an feeberg and sink?"’

| ke passenger briskly.

| sharp,

‘'Never, madam,” replied the business-
“I never invest a
cent of money in ships.”"—Chicago Tribune,

Perdenable.
Mr, Kidder—See that mild 1 man
onder? Would you think h(:?mh his
d to his wite?
Mrs. Kidder—ls it
My, Kidder—~Yes; he's &
Truth,

?
deaf mute.—

d.-cu:: yopng

“Well, I B Mr. Dol.

ley as hg sat In M]u-#\mnspulorn 1n

P ta. “myttoo:’ 'haa o deep.‘;‘
“Happy foot| umod Mies Munn i

envious tones —F. B. Q. Monthiy.

An Anclent Bup v
Wagg—Then youn don't think that it is
pad luck to walk under a ladder?
Greyneck—Why, of conrse not. Such
& supposition is absolutely absurd.
Wagg—Well, absurd or not, I know
it's true, ['ve had it proved.
Greyneck—What preof, I'd like to
know?
Wagg—Well, I walked under a ladder
yesterday, and a gyeat lump of mortar
landed on my new tile.—Boston Courier,

Evidence.

Bhe~There goes George. He said he
was going to sg to Ler at 8 o'clock,
D¢ k& she accepted himt

I called there at

Seéonrlpedﬂﬁuofyd.widoengnin o‘rpeﬁln't”oyﬂ. ;
Hemp carpets are here in great variety from 8c. ; &
 Lovely Curtains, Rugs, Drapories, Window Shades, Rugs, Mats, &rt
Squarei, Window Poles, Brass goods, etc., among which will be found % :
tempting bargains, 3 ; .

Window Poles complete 25c. each. Window Shades, Roller and all
When you want a good carpet sweeper, try the celebrated Bissell at -

i o K

0’Donahoe B:m#

Telephone 109, BROCKVILLE: ONT.

v
8

"._ = L_;é; Spe- o

Have a good stock of genuine all-wool Yarn and Cloth,
will be prepared to sell the same at moderate prices, -and will .
as all times be prepared to pay the highest market price for
wool in cash or trade. g

BRADFORD WAREROUSE DEPARTNENT

OF THE

Lyn, May 20, 1892

GRAND CENTRAL BAZAAR

E. A. BIGG <& CO.

DRY GOODS

In addressing the public of Brockville and surroundin
country, it is with pleasure that we point to our past recor
and note with what favor the Bradford Warehouse has been
received. To our personal friends and patrons we say : Please
accept our thanks.

Domestic and Imported Staples

We carry an enormous stock in this department and mainsatn
its attractiveness by selling them at a small margin:

Good &rey Cotton .......
Bleached Cotton..
Pillow Cotton. ...

2 yd. wide Sheeting .

2 yd. wide Bleached....

..8%¢ yd | Linen Towelling..
.4c.yd | Linen Glass Cloth .
..8}c yd [ Check Shirting ...
..18¢c yd | Shaker Flannel ..
...23c yd | Table Linen .........

Dress Goods Department

To make the assortment in this department as complete as
possible in all the niceties of weight, fabric, color, finish, etc.,
we have examined the samples of all the best wholesale houses
in Canada, and we flatter ourselves that the value we show is
unapproachable, and our stock a galaxy of novelties.

Fancy Shot Effects...... dgsvad unn 8c yd |52 in. Black Cashmere...

29 in Fancy Ceylons...............10¢ yd | 81 in. all wool Delaines.

30 in. plain all wool. ..12¢ yd | 44 in, Whip Cord....... .

81 in. De-Tainetts ... .124c yd | 12 yds. Fancy Bhot for ............§1.00
54 in. Black Cashmere............25c yd | 6 yds. double fold Henrietta for.$1.19

Every yard of Dress.Goods must gem‘dwm” s
SUNDRIES

The following lines we wish to clear at once and offer them at
less than wholesale prices :—

Art Muslin ...... ViasAos
‘Wide Check Muslin. ..
Light Prints, fast c
Ootton Socks. .
Corsets . ....

2 pair Men’s Braces
Lace Curtains...... TP

..5c.yd | Cottonade & Denims ...
..5c yd | 2 pair all wool Socks.
..bc yd | Good Under Shirts
ir | Chimese...........
Good Top Shirts.
White Dress Shirts. ...

...82¢ pair | Ladies’ Night Gowns.......

EZTuives To REmMEMBER—That we make the requim!nenu of the
trade a constant study. That our stock is kept fully assorted in all depart-
ments. That we have the largest Smallwear and Notion .department in
Brockyille, That the Bradford Warehouse is under the superintendence of &
member of the firm. That when you are wanting scarce goods you are sure to
find them with us,

JOHN McCONKEY, Mana.ger\

APrepafafionof HerbssRoot's
the Medical Properties ofwhich
are universally known.

g AMOST VALUABLE REMEDY ¢ .
PURIFYING THE BLOO

Tosliveness. Indigestion Dyspepsia.Sour Slomach
< HEADACHE AN) DIZZNESD




