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Open to-day
—-A-T—

B. FAXREYS.
Nrw Plushes, Fancy Flowers, 
Velvets, Velveteens, GHotbj, 
Java Canvas, Children’s Hand
kerchiefs, from 4c. each, Ladies 
vests ; Eyrl sloth, Plaid Melt
on Cloths, Dress Steels, Tam 
o’Shanters, Opera Wool Shawls, 
and 2 cases of seasonable goods. 
LOOK AT SHOW WINDOWS 

TO-NIGHT.

B. FAXRB’Y,
Newcastle.

Newcastle, Sept. 21, 1887.

Law and Collection Office
—OF—

MZ- ADAMS,
Barrister St Attorney at Law,

Solicitor in Bankruptcy, Conrey- 
ancer, Nota-v Public, etc.

Beal Estate 4 Fire Insurance 
Agent.

tar CLAIMS collected, in all parts oi toe 
Dominion.
Office:-NEWCASTLE, W.B.

L. J. TWEEDIE, 
ATTORNEY A BARRISTER 

AT LAW.
NOTARY PUBLIC, 

CONVEYANCER, &c.,
Chatham, - - - NB.

OFFICE Old Bank Montreal-

J D. PHINNEY.
Barrister 4 Attorney at Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC, *c., 
RICHIBUCTO. KT- B- 

Omce—ConBT House Square.
May 6, 1*4.

PHOENIX Fire Insurance Co'y.,
OF LONDON.

ESTABLISHED 1782.
less IS. PAID erer *75,000,000,

SCRÆCE3 Effected at Reasonable Rates. 
Losses Pbokplt Paid.

W. A. PA BE, - Agent-
Newcastle, 10th Dec. 1886. lyr.

I. 1. PEDOLLN, M. S7
PHYSICIAN ami SlIltitUN,

NEWCASTLE, IN*. B.
OFFICE at house .formerly occupied by M. 

I. Thompson.
Newcastle, June 11,1887.

AYER’S
PILLS.

Sugar-Coated 
Cathartic

It the Liver be
comes torpid, if the 
bowels are constipated, or if the stomach 
fails to perform its functions properly, use 
Ayer’s Pills. They arc iuvaluable.

For some years I was a victim to Liver 
Complaint, in consequence of which I 
suffered from General Debility and Indi
gestion. A few boxes of Ayer’s Pills 
restored me to perfect health.—IV. T. 
Brightney, Henderson, W. Va.

For vears I have relied more upon 
Ayer’s tills than anything else, to

i Regulate
my bowels. These Pills are mild in action, 
and do their work thoroughly. I have used 
them with good effect, in eases of Rheu
matism, Kidney Trouble, and Dyspepsias 
— G. F. Miller, Attleborough, Mass. if

Ayer’s Pills cured me of Stomacli and 
Liver troubles, from which I had suffered 
for years. I consider them the best pills 
made, and would not be without them. — 
Morris Gates, Downsville.N. Y.

I was attacked witfl Bilious Fever, 
which was followed by Jaundice, and was 
so dangerously ill that my friends 

red "spaire 
taking Aÿ 
customer 
Puttison,)

Last sp

de'
ny recovery. I commenced
i Firils, and soon regained my 

strength and vigor.—John C. 
jwell, Nebraska.

I suffered greatly from a 
lor on my side. In spil 

of every effort to cure this eruption, it in
creased until the flesh became entirely 
raw. I was troubled, at the same time', 
with Indigestion, and distressing pains in

) The Bowels.
By the advice of a friend I began taking 
Ayer’s Pills. In a short time) was tree 
from pain, my food digested properly, the 
sores on my body commenced Niealing, 
and, in less than one month, I was cured. 
—Samuel D. White, Atlanta, Ga.

I have long used Ayer’s Pills, in my 
family, and believe them to be the best 
pills made.—S. C. Darden, Darden, Miss.

My wife and little girl were taken with 
Dysentery a few days ago, and I at once 
began giving them small doses of Ayer’s 
Pills, thinking I would call a doctor if the 
disease became any worse. In a short 
time the bloody discharges stopped, all 
pain went away, and health was restored. 
—Theodore Esling, Richmond, Va.

Ayer’s Pills,
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Maas.

Sold by all Dealers la Medicine.

0. J. MacCULLY, M.A., M. D„
Meet. BOT. COL SBB6„ LONDON.

SPECIALIST,

DISEASES OF EYE, EAR * THROAT, 
Qfltx : Cor. Church aryi ttqÿu Sf., JtfoycfoQ, 
hfonctmt, Nov. I?, 88,

CEO. STABLES,
Auctioneer & Commission Merchant.

NEWCASTLE, ■ « - N. B.
Goods of all kinds handled on Commission 

-and rompt retnms made.
Will attend to Auctions in Town and Country 

h a satisfactory manner.)
Newcastle, Aug. 11, ’85.

T0H1MG act BIFÂIB1N6.
J. 0. Biedermann, PIANOFORTE and OR

GAN TUNER,
Repairing a Specialty.

Regular vftits made to the Northern Counties, of 
which due notice will be given.

Orders for tuning, etc., can be sent to the 
Advocate Office, Newcastle.

J. O. BIEDERMANN.
St. John, May 6. 1887.

hoSTbrunswick,

MONCTON, NEW BRUNSWICK,

6B0. McftWgFiNT, C®I. p. FOX’II,

Peopbutor,

KEARY HOUSE
(Formerly WILBUR’S HOTEL.)

BATHURST, - - • N. B.
TUOS. F. KEARY . Proprietor.

This Hotel has been entirely refitted and re
furnished throughout Stage connects witfl 
tjiiihs. " Livery cqdnfctgd 'with the Hete: 
Yachting Facilities. Some of the best trout 
rri salmon pools within eight miles. Excellent 
Bilt water bathing. Good Sample Rooms for 
commercial men.
TERMS $1.50 per day; with Sample

Booms $1.75.
Bathurst, Oct 1, ’86.

nTT D1?C PAINS — External and 
Vv U rVLlkJ Internal.

RELIEVES Contractions
of the Muscles, Stiffness of the Joints, Sprains, 
Strains.
f~T T71 A "T" Q Bruises, Scalds, Bums, 
XXJjJXJkXjO Cracks, Scratches and 
Cuts.

Me Remedy in tie Worlds
/^T"TT) l?0 Rheumatism, Neural- 
V-V U AVTldO gia, Hoarseness, Sore 
Throat, Croup, Diphtheria and all kindred af
flictions.
LARGE BOTTLE!

POWERFUL REMEDY! 
MOST ECONOMICAL !

AS IT COSTS BUT

35 Cents.
Druggists and Dealers pronounce it the best 

selling medicine they have.
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS,

fit which there aye several op the market 
The genuine only prepaied by and bearing 

the i-ame of

0. c. RICHARDS & CO.,
YARMOUTH, N. S.

TESTIMONIAL.
Gents,—I have used Minard’s Liniment in 

my family for some years and believe it the 
best medicine made, as it does all it is e com
mended to do. Y ours truly

DANIEL T. KIERST&Vft 
Canaan Forks, N

CANAÇA BOUSE,
Mia, lew Braiiiirt,

if Me JOHNSTON, Proprietor
Considerable outlay has been made on the 

house to make it a first class Hotel ami travellers 
still find it a desirable temporary residence 
both as regards location and comfort. It is 
situated within two minutes walk of Steamboat 

Bg and Telegraph and Post Offices, 
e piopnetor returns thanks to the Public 
h encouragement given him in the pass, 
rill endvSfor by courtesy and atWutiota to 
fttip SaM0 in the future.

D SAMPLE ROOMS
inercial Travellers and Stabling on the

12,1885.

ESTEY’S
ESTEY’S 
ESTEY’S 
ESTEYS ,

IRON
IRON
IRON
IRON

A
AND

D

VflllD BLOOD wants
YUUll toniB« UP’ You

w w " have no appetite, 
and what you do eat distresses 
vou. You are low spirited 
and languid. You arc ner
vous, and at nights roll and 
toss on your bed and cannot 
sleep. This is all caused by 
/our system being run down, 
and requiring something to 
orace it up, and make ypq 
'eel all right agaip^ ^o" se
cure this yon should take

ESTBT’S

Iron and Quinine Tonic,
Dill U I II t After using it for a short 
UUmiRL time you will find

Your appetite improv' 
ed, your spirits become 
more cheerful, and you 
feel and know that ev
ery fibre and tissue 0 

your body is being brae 
ed and renovated-

ESTEYS IRON AND QUITO TONIC
Is sold by Druggists everywhere. Be sure 

and get the genuine. Price 50 cents, 6 bottles 
*2.50.

Prepaied only by E M. EbTEY, Moncton, 
N. B.

QUININE
QUININE
QUININE

TONIC.
TONIO.
TONIC.
TONIC.

selected literature.
The old beggar-man took advantage of 

Trevot’s al'sense to real for a moment on 
a wooden bench that was lwbiiid him. 
He looked so forlorn and wretched that 
Hughiv could not help pitting him, ai d 
he felt in his pockets to see what 11 o ey 

Unless one is wealthy there is no good pc j]a,| All he could find was a suv- 
in being a charming fellow. Romance is err;„n an,i some coppers. 1 Poor , Id fel- 
the privilege of the rich, not the profes- jQWji ]ie thought to himself, ‘he wants it 
sion of the unemployed. The poor ! more than I do, hut it means no hansoms

THE MODEL MILLIONAIRE.

should lie practical and prosaic. It is 
better to have a permanent income than 
to he fascinating. These are the great 
truths of modern life which Hughie 
Erskine never realized. Poor Hughie ! 
Intellectually, we must admit, he was 
not of much importance. He never said 
either a brilliant or an ill-natured thing

for a fortnight and he walked across the 
studio and slipped the sovereign into the 
beggar’s hand.

The old man started, and a faint smile 
flitted across his withered lips. ‘ 1 hank 
you, sir,’ he said, in a foreign accent.

Then Trevor arrived, and Hughie took
his leave, blushing a little at what he 

in his life. ^But then he was wonderfully had done. He spent the day with Laun, 
good-look j^g, with his crisp brown hair, got a charming scolding for his extrava- 
his clear-cut profile and his grey eyes. gance, and had to walk home.

That night he sir died into the PaletteHe was as jiopuLir with men as he was 
with women, and he had evei y accom
plishment except that ut making money. 
His father had bequeathed him his caval
ry sword, and a History of the Peninsula 
War in 15 volumes. Hughie hung the 
first over his look 
on a shelf lielween 
Daily's Magazine, and 
hundred a t ear that an

ooking glass, put the second cjgarette. 
ettvecn Rulf’s Guide and , 1,-1,,;.1

dull about 11 o’clock, and found Trevor 
sitting by himself in the smoking room 
drinking hock and seltzer,

“Well, Alan, did you get the picture 
finished all right ?’ he said, as he lit his

Finished and framed, my boy !’ an- 
he lived on two ! 8wered Trevor; ‘and, bye the live, you 
old aunt allowed |]ave I|18(]e a conquest. That old model 

him. He had tried everything. He *liU^ j you saw is quite devoted to you. Iliad 
gone on the Stock Exchange fur siXjj0 je]j J,j,n nil about you—w ho you are,

Hnusberg.’ * I sup|iose he has come f,n 
an ajHiloty,’ said Hughie to himself, an, 
he told the servant to show the visitor 
up.

An old gentleman with gold s;iectaeles 
and gray hair came into the room, and 
said, in a slight French accent, ‘ Have 1 
tlie honor of addressing Monsieur Hugh 
Erskine V

Hughie bowed.
! 11 have come from Baron Hausber;
he continued. ‘The Baron—’

■ ‘ I beg, sir, that you will offer him my
sincere apologies,’ said Hughie..

‘ The baron,’ said the old gentleman, 
witli a smile, * has commissioned me to 
bring you this letter,’ arid he handed 
Hughie a sealed envelope.

I On the outside was written, 1 A wed
ding present to Hugh Erskine and Laura 

j Merton, from an old beggar,’ and inside 
was a cheque for 10,0001 

1 When they were married Alan Trevor 
was lire best man, and the baton made 
a speech at the wedding break fast.

• Millionaire models,' said Alan, 1 are 
very rare enough ; hut by jove, model 

I millionaires arc rare still!'—London 
World.

months ; hut what was a butterfly to do 
among hulls and bears? He had been a 
tea merchant fur a little longer, hut had 
soon tired of pekoe and souchong. Then 
he tried selling dry sherry. That did

where you live, what your income is, 
what prospects you have—’

‘My dear Alan,’ cried Hughie, ‘ I shall 
proliahly find him waiting for me when 
I go home. But of course you are only

not answer. Ultimately he became noth-■! joking. Poor old licggar I wish I 
I think it

with a pet feet profile and no profession. I u dteaclful that anv one should be so
mg, a delightful, ineffectual young imtnjcoul(1 do something lor him.

To make matters worse, he was in 
love. The girl he loved was Laura Mer
ton, the daughter of a retired colonyl who 
had lost his tenqier and digestion in 
India, and had never found eilner of 
them again. Laura adored him, and he 
was ready to kiss her shoe-strings. They 
were the handsomest couple in Londum 
and had not a penny-piece between them. 
The colonel was very fond of Hughie, 
but would not hear of any engagement.

miserable. I have got heaps of old cloil es 
at home—do you think he would care for 
any of them ? Why his rags were falling 
to bits.”

1 But he looks splendid in them,’ said 
Trevor. ‘ I wouldn’t paint him in a 
frock-coat for anything. What you call 
rags I call romance. What seems poverty 
to you is picturesqueness to me. How
ever, I’ll tell him of your offer.’

' Alan,’ said Hughie, seriously, ‘you
‘ Come to me, my boy, when you hate ^ ^laii.ters are a heartless lot. 

got £10,000 of your own, and we will see | . An aI tiet-6 heart is his head,’ replied
about it,’ he used to say : and Hughie j Trevor ; ‘and besides, our business is to
looked very glum on those days, and had [ realii,e l]le WOI.U as we gcc it
to go to Laura for consolation.

One morning, as he was on his way to

SPRING AND SUMMER

MILLINERY.
The subscriber thanks the public (up past 

patronage and paRs their attention to her
NEW AND WELL SELECTED

TSCK OF MILLHEKY,
consisting of Ladies’, Misses’, and Children’s 
Hats and Bonnets, in black, white and colored 
Straws, Chips and Tapes. Also all the newest 
shades of Gauzes, Ribbons, Satins and Pon 
Pons, New Flowers, Feathers, Aigrettes and 
Ornaments, Lace Flouncing in difficult shades, 
Jubilee Lace in black, white, fawn, brown and 
cream ; Web Embroidery, India Muslin, H»^- 
butg Edging and insertion, 'Children's Lace 
and Embroidered Collars, Ladies’ Collars and 
Cuffs in white and colored, Fancy Ties, Fril
ling, Linen and Silk Handkerchiefs, Buttons, 
Mantle Ornaments, Bustles, Old Ladies’ Dress 
Caps, and a large stock of Trimmed Hats now 
on hand. All orders promptly attended to.

MRS. S, DEMERS.
Newcaaetle, May 2,1887.

Holland Park, where the Merlons lived, 
he dropped in to see a great friend of his, 
Alan Trevor. Trevor was a painter. In
deed few people escape that nowadays- 
But he was also au artist, and artists are 
rather rare. Personally he was a strange 
rough fellow, with a freckled face and 
red hair. However, when he took up the 
brush he was a real master, and his pic* 
lures were eageily sought after. He had 
been very much attracted by Hughie a1 
first, it must be acknowledged entirely on 
account of his gooff looks.

‘ The only people a painter should 
know,’ he used to say, ‘ are people who 
are bete and beautiful : people who are an 
artistic pleasure to look at and an intel
lectual repose to talk to. Dandies and 
darlings rule the world !’ However, 
after he got to know Hughie belter, he 
liked him quite as much for his bright 
buoyant spirits, his generous reckless na
ture, and had given him the permanent 
entree to his studio.

When Hughie came in he found Tre
vor putting the finishing touches to a 
wonderful life size picture of a beggar 
man. The beggar hitnsclf was standing 
pp a raised platform in a corner of the 
studio. He was a wizened old man, with 
a face like wrinkled parchment, and a 
most piteous expression. Over his shoul
ders was flung a coarse, brown cloak, all 
tears and tatters ; his thick boots were 
patched and cobbled, and with one hand 
he leant on a rough stick, while with the 
other he held out his battered hat for 
alms.

* What an aoiasing model !’ whispered 
Hughie, as lie shook hands with his 
friend.

An amazing model V shouted Trevor 
at the top of his voice ; ‘ 1 should think 
so ! Such beggars as he are not met with 
every day. A trouvaille, mon (her ; a liv
ing Valesque?! My stars ! what au etch
ing Rembrandt would have made of 
him !’

Poor old chap !’, said Hughie, ‘ how 
miserable he looks ! But I suppose to 
you painters, his face is his fortune ?’

‘Certainly,’ replied Trevor; ‘you 
don’t want a beggar to look happy, do 
you ?’

‘ How much does a mode} get fur sit-, 
ting 1’ aglçed Hughie, as he found him
self a comfortable seat on a divan.

1A snilliug an hour.’ X 
‘ And how much do you get for your 

picture, Alan ?’
‘ 0, for this I get a thousand.’
1 Pounds ?’
‘ Guineas* Painters, poets and physi

cians always get guineas,’
* Well, I thipfi the model should have 

a percentage,’ said Hughie, laughing ; 
’ they work quite as hard as you do.’

* Nonsense, nonsense ! Why, look at 
the trouble of laying on the paint alone, 
and standing all day long at one’s easel ! 
It’s all very well, Hughie, for you to talk, 
but I assure you that there are moments 
when Art approaches the dignity of manu
al labor. But you mustn’t clraUer , j’-qt 
very busy ^iqo^e ft cigarette and keep 
quiet,’

After some time the servant came in, 
and toll Trevor that the frame-maker 
wanted to speak to him.

‘ Don’t run away, Hughie,’ he said, as 
he went out, ‘ I will he hack in a mo
ment.’

not to re
form it as we know it. A chacun son 
metier. And now tell me how Laura is ? 
The old model was quite interested in 
her.’

‘ You don’t mean to say you talked to 
him aliout her ?’ said Hughie.

* Cer tainly I did. He knows all about 
the relentless colonel, the lovely damsel 
and the 10,000?.’

‘ You told that old beggar all my priv
ate affairs ?’ cried Hughie, looking very 
red and angry.

‘ My dear boy,’ said Trevor, smiling, 
‘ that old beggar, as you call him, is one 
of the richest men in Europe. He could 
buy all London to-morrow without over
drawing his account. He has a house in 
every capital, dines off gold plates, and 
can prevent Russia going to war when 
he chooses.’

‘ What on earth do you mean T exclaim
ed Ilnghie.

‘ What I say,’ said Trevor. ‘The old 
man you saw to-day was Baron Hausberg. 
He is a great friend of mine, buys all my 
pictures and that sort of thing, gave me 
a commission a month ago to paint him 
a beggar. Que voulezv,us ? La fantaisie 
«fun millionaire ! And I must say he 
made a magnificent figure in his rags, or 
perhaps I should say in my rags ; they 
are an old suit I got in Spain.’

‘ Baron Hausberg !’ cried Hughie. 
‘ Good heavens ! I gave him a sovereign !’ 
and he sank into an armchair the picture 
of dismay.

‘Gave hinta aovereign !’shouted Trevor, 
and he burst into a roar of laughter. 
‘ My dear boy, you’ll never see it again. 
Son affaire c’est Vargent des autres.’

‘I think you might have told me, 
Alan,’ said Hughie, sulkily, 1 and not let 
me make such a fool of myself.’

‘ Well, to begin with Hughie," said 
Trevor, ‘it never entered my mind that 
you went about distributing aims in that 
reckless way. I can understand your 
kissing a pretty model, hut your giving a 
sovereign to an ugly one—by jove, no ! 
Besides, the fact is that I really was not 
at home to-day to any one, and when you 
came in I didn’t know whether Hausberg 
would like his name mentioned. You 
know he wasn’t in full dress,’

1 What a duffer be tuust think me !’ 
said Hughie,

1 Not at all. He was in the highest 
spiiits after you left : kept chuckling 
away to himself and rubbing his old 
wrinkled hands together. I couldn’t 
make out why he was so interested tu 
know all about you ; but I see it all now. 
He’ll invest yoqp sovereign for you, 
Hughie* pay you the interest every six 
Uiopths, and have a capital story to tell 
after dinner,’

’ I am an unlucky devil,’ growled 
Hughie. * The best thing I can do is 
to go to bed ; and, my dear Alan, you 
mustn’t tell anyone. I shouldn't dare 
show my face in the Row.’

‘Nonsense ! It reflects the highest 
credit on your philant)n'op.hie spirit* 
Hughie, anti rpu away. Have
ppolper cigarette, and you can talk about 
Laura as much as you like.’

However, Hughie, wouldn’t stop, but 
walked home, feeling very unhappy, and 
leaving Alan Trevor in fits of laughter.

The next morning, as he was it break
fast, the servant brought him up a card 
on which was written, 1 Monsieur Gus
tave Naudiu, de la part dr, M. le Baron

fêtmpmwrt.
HOW TO SAVE OUR BOYS.

Mother.—1 Our boy is out late nights.’
Father.—‘ Well, we must tax the 

saloons $50.'
M.—‘ Husband. I believe John

drinks.’
F.—‘ We must put up that tax to $100.’
M.—* My dear husband, our boy is 

being ruined.’
F.—Try’em awhile at $200.’
M.—‘ Oh, my God! my boy came home 

drunk.’
F.—Well, well! we must make it 

$300.’
M.—’Just think, William, our boy in 

jail.’
F.—I’ll fix those saloons. Tax ’em 

$400.’
M.—1 My poor child is a confirmed 

drunkard.’
F.—‘ Up with that tax and make it 

$500.’
M.—‘Our once noble hoy is a wreck.’
F.—* Now I will stop ’em ; make it

M.—’We,carry our boy to a drunk
ard’s grave to-dav.’

F.—‘ Well, I declare ! we must regu
late this traffic ; we ought to have made 
That tax $1000.’

A BADLY MIXED HEATHEN.

Disheartened missionary, returning to 
his field after years of absence: * Oh un
happy man, you have lapsed into error 
and darkness and paganism again!’ Chief 
heathen, apologetically: ‘Well, you see, 
after you went away a Catholic mission
ary came along and told us the bad place 
was full of Methodists, and so he scared 
us into his communion ; then he went 
away and a Presbyterian came along and 
waked us up on regeneration, adoption 
and election, and we joined his church; 
then an Episcopalian came, and we burn
ed our Westminsters and stocked up on 
prayer books; then he left and a Baptist 
landed, and walked us into the water and 
baptized us right ; and we’d just about 
got settled when a New Congrcgationalist 
came over and told us that so long as we 
were heathens we had a dead sure thing 
of going to heaven ; but if we became 
Christians we had to walk mighty straight 
or go to the everlasting bonfire. So we 
ate him up, burned our Bibles and re
sumed business at the old stand. Boys, 
put the parson in the cage and fatten him 
up for Thanksgiving day.’—Bob Burdette.

THE FISHERIES QUESTION.

Ottawa, Sept. 17.- -A cabinet council 
meeting was held yesterday, when the 
fisheries correspondence was, it is under
stood, taken up.

It has transpired that the non-release 
of Canadian vessels seized last season in 
Behring’s sea is due to the ignorance of 
the authorities at Sitka, who refused to 
comply with a telegram from Secretary 
Bayard directing the restoration of the 
vessels and skins to their owners, on the 
alleged ground that the telegram might 
not be authentic.

The Canadian authorities have received 
no confirmation of the rumor that the 
seizures in Behring Sea are to be discon
tinued, pending negotiations for an amic
able settlement of the whole fisheries 
question, and discredit the report.

A despatch from Downing street savs 
that British Government approve of the 
appointment of Sir John Macdonald as 
one of the commissioners. Thompson, 
Minister of Justice, and Foster will at
tend the sittings of the commission.

Bangor parties have embarked in a 
new enterprise. Every mill on the river 
wastes great quantities of sawdust. It has 
not been available for shipping because 
of its bulk. Now a hydraulic press has 
been invented to press the sawdust and 
leduce it» bulk some seventy-live per 
cent, and in this shape it can be shipjied

The latest scheme to swindle the farm
er is being perpetrated under the guise 
of a so-called society to prevent the kill
ing of birds. A man invades the rural 
home, talks glibly about the good being 
done the farmer by the birds, and ends 
by asking him to sign a pledge not to kill ' 
a bird in twelve months. The pledge, 
with a little manipulation, turas up in 
the way of a promissory moite, and makes 
trouble. 1

Only the “Reel ef ■Mends.'*

BT KATE COXFOBT.

I really declare 'ils a eln and a shame 
That people should bother me so,

To find out my public and private affairs!
Have they any business to know?

Does it matter to them who calls or who doosn'tt 
What hour I go to my be<4?

Have they nothing to do but to watch me and 
find

How long I sit talking to Fred?

Oh. they needn't think there's a play going on, 
Wherein he and I act the parts !

No, indeed 1 Our friendship is not silly lova
it has nothing to do with onr hearts.

It is founded on highest respect and esteem,
And there it begins and there ends.

Ob, I do wish that all of the gossips would lean 
That we're only two very good friends I

We gather wild flowers from woodland and dell, 
And place them in genus and class ;

Then strive to remember their hard Latin 
names

Which as oft from our memory pass.
While with this sweet study our minds are se 

filled,
That once, when he looked in my eyes,

He told me he thought that their color just 
matched

The shade of the violet's dyes.

And once, when he held a sweet rose in his hand, 
Dissecting its heart of perfume,

Ho said then he thought that the blush on my 
cheek

Was just like that rose's fair bloom.
Then often we sit in the silence and think 

Of the many wise theories we've grasped ;
60 deep is our muse when we wake ife oft find 

That our hands in each other's are clasped 1

Tis pleasant to have such an en rapport friend, 
That our feelii 

Ah. life without
— — ’ it___ , .___________

the people would leave ns in

An<f not look for impossible ends : 
for Fni sure they can see by all I have told. 

That wo’re only the very best friends 1

That our feelings and thoughts are the same ; 
h. life without this " second self," I am sure, 
Would be spiritless, vapid and tame !

Oh, I wish that *" * ** *

Maxims and Morals.
Neither a borrower nor a lender be ;
For loan oft loseth both itself and friwnd,
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.

—Shakatpeare.
What do yon think of marriage? says 

the Duchess of Malfy in Webster’s play, 
and Antonio answers :

I take it aa those that deny purgatory;
It locally contains or hearen or hell :
There is no third place in it.

Let yourself feel a want before you 
provide against it. You are more assured 
that it is a real want; and it is worth 
while to feel it a little, in order to feel 
the relief from it. When you are unde
cided as to which of two courses yon 
would like the best, choose the cheapest. 
—Henry Taylor.

As we are, so we do; and as we do, so 
is it done to us ; we are the builders of 
our fortunes. Cant and lying, and the 
attempt to secure a good which does not 
belong to us, are once for all balked and 
rain.—Emerson.

On the tombstone of John Donongh, 
of New Orleans, the following maxims 
arc engraved as the merchant's guide to 
yonng men on their way through life :

Remember always that labor is one of 
the conditions of our existence.

Time is gold; throw not one minute 
away, but place each one to account.

Do unto all men as yon would be done 
by.

Never put off till to-morrow what can 
be done to-day.

Never bid another do what you can do 
yourself.

Never covet what is not your own.
Never think any matter so trifling as 

not to deserve notice.
Never give ont what does not como in.
Do not spend, but produce.
Let the greatest order regulate the 

actions of your life.
Study in your course of life to do the 

greatest amount of good.
Deprive yourself of nothing that is 

necessary to your comfort, but live in 
honorable simplicity and frugality.

Labor then to the last moment of your 
existence.

5

Giving.
All giving is not generous ; and the 

gift of a spendthrift is seldom given in 
generosity ; for prodigality is, equally 
with avarice, a selfish vice ; nor can 
there be a more spurious view of gener
osity than that often taken by senti
mental comedians and novelists when 
they represent it in combination with 
recklessness and waste. He who gives 
only what he would readily throw away, 
gives without generosity ; for the essence 
of generosity is self-sacrifice. Waste,on 
the contrary, comes always by self-in
dulgence, and the weakness and soft
ness in which it begins will not prevent 
the hard-heartedness to which all sel
fishness tends at last. The mother of 
Gertruda

In many a vigil of her lut sick bed,
Bid her beware of spendthrifts as of men
That seeming in their youth not worse than 

light.
Would end not so, but with the season 

change ;
For Time, she said, which make the serious 

soft.
Turns tightness into hardness.

When you give, therefore, take to 
yourself no credit for generosity, unless 
you deny yourself something m order 
that you may give.—Henry lay tor's 
Hotes from Life.

Substitution.
In the small town of KHikef, near 

Lemberg, in the province of Wolin, in 
Poland, it happened that a Christian 
shoemaker was accused of murder ; he 
was arrested, tried, found guilty, and 
had sentence of death passed upon him ; 
but afterwards, as he was the only 
shoemaker in the town,the judges order
ed an innocent locksmith to be executed 
in his stead, because he could be better 
spared than the shoemaker, there being 
more than one locksmith in the town.— 
J. JB. Levinsokn’s “ Efes Dammim.”

The Bed Sunsets Explained.
Though a little diffident, she is quite 

a philosopher, and as they sat together 
discussing the recent phenomenal sun
sets she suddenly declared :

“ 1 think I know the cause of them.”
“ You do ?” queried he.
•• Yes.”
“ Then you know more than the Pro

fessors do.”
" Well, I have my idea of it, any 

way."
“ What is it ?”
“ I hate to say it before you."
Oh, cornel out with it; don't be afraid 

of me.*
“ Well—”
" Well—"
“ Well, the sky blushes when she sees 

the sun go to bed !”
And exclaiming, “ There, now, I’ve 

told yon !” she hid behind a screen 
while he revived.

A New Yo rk humorous papers offers a 
prize for a pun on the “ Thistle.” If 
Thistle do, send on your rash.—Bring- 
hampton Republican. Might as well 
whistle for it ns try this sell for it.— 
New York Picayune.

E! MalnU ar.d Gum Arabic.
Tbo toothsome gfim-drop and the 

rubber-like maralmialion wi.l soon be a a 
expensive luxury, and all because the 
“ false prophet,” thousands of miles 
r.wav, is stirring up a rebellion in the 
Soudan. Pure gum arable comprises 
over GO per cent, of all the best confec
tionery, and comes almost exclusively 
iL-om the Soudan. Khartonm is its 
great market. It is brought there by 
the natives and bartered to merchants 
fi-xn Cairo and Snakim for guns, cart- 
l.dgcs, trinkets, and other articles dear 
to the heart of a savage.

Once a year, during October and No
vember. when the Nile is at its highest, 
the yield is floated down on barges to 
Cairo, and thence shipped to the four 
principal markets of the world—London, 
Paris, Marseilles, and New York. A 
small pirt is taken overland on camels 
to Saukim, aliout a three months' trip. 
The unit of commerce is a bale con
taining five hundred pounds The 
European consumption every year is 
twelve thousand of these bales, while 
America consumes half as many.

flow an Original Engraver, Mr. 
Elbrlilgc Kinsley, Works.

Sunflowers Facing the Snn.
While the fact that sunflowers turn 

their faces toward the sun in its course 
during the day is as old as our know
ledge of tlic plant, I am not aware that 
they turn to the cast again after their 
obeisance to the setting sun.

One evening during a short stay at a 
village in Colorado, in the summer of 
1881, I took a walk along the banks of a 
large irrigating ditch just as the sun was 
setting. The wild variety of Hrliunthus 
animus, Lin., gfew abundantly there 
and I observed that the broad faces of 
all the flowers were, as is usual in the 
clear sunset, turned to the west. Re
turning by the same path less than an 
hour afterward, and immediately after 
the daylight was gone, I found to my 
surprise, that mucli the greater part of 
those flowers had already turned their 
faces full to the east, in anticipation, as 
it were, of tho sun’s rising. They had 
in that short time retraced the semi
circle in tlie traversing of which with 
the son they had spent the whole day. 
Both day and night were cloudless, and 
apparently no unusual condition existed 
that might have exceptionally affected 
the movements of the flowers.

I doubt not that many persons, like 
myself, have supposed that sunflowers 
remain all night with their faces to the 
west, as they are when tho sunlight 
leaves them, and until they are con
strained by the light of the rising sun 
to turn to the east again. It is not my 
purpose to offer any explanation of tha 
cause of the phenomenon here recorded, 
but it seemed to me improbable that it 
could have been an exceptional, in
stance ; and I only regret that no oppor
tunity has since occurred to me to re
peat the observation.

The first original'HKck which Mr. 
Kingsley made was “In a New England 
Forest,” published in Ihe Century 
Magazine for November, 1882. Tha 
was made directly from nature, that.» 
to say, he had no drawing to work from, 
but drew his little movable house 0]i- 
posite the landscape he wished 1o 
portray, and engraved upon a wood- 
block the scene he saw,—with such 
omissions and alterations as were need
ful for a proper “ composition ” of the 
picture. Some of the work was done in 
the studio, sitting at the desk which 
has been described and looking through 
tho open window ; but more was done 
nndcr the shade of a convenient tréu, 
the artist holding his block in one hand 
and his graver in the other, working in 
a free-hand manner, not only cutting, 
into lines which could be printed, form s 
already on his block, but drawing othem 
with the graver, a difficult feat if vie 
remember how many lines have tote 
made in one square inch of wood-block, 
and that these must be cut into a Laid 
surface with a steel tool, and that in 
engraving there is no means of erasing a 
line once made.

1 Not all Mr. Kingsley’s blocks hai e 
been produced in this way, however. 
Most of his later work is more the result 
of observation of nature than a direct 
copy from an actual scene. Thus, “ At 
Sea,” printed in Ihe Century for Aprl, 
1883, grew out of the article which ac
companied it. Mr. Kingsley made mar y 
trips down New York Bay, studying 
effects of cloud and water, making 
memoranda in pencil and black and 
white ; and from these he evolved hs 
beautiful picture.

And so, too, with “A Midwintw 
Night.” Of course, the artist could not 
sit out of doors upon feuch a night to mal :e 
an engraving, nor even sit at tho window 
of his car to look ont upon what, by con
trast with the light within, would lie 
nothing but blackness. But on many a 
rough winter night has he wrapped him
self in a warm coat and gone out into 
tho wild storms to study just such an 
effect as this, fixing in his mind sonr e 
needed detail, and upon returning bon e 
transferring it to the wood-block ; until 
at last, when ho sets out to mako an 
engraving which shall embody all the»» 
impr. s lions, ho gives ns in this frontii- 
pieco a truthful representation of such 
a night as wo should choose to spend :n 
staying at homo.

! Thus you will see that Mr. Kingsley’s 
work is original—that is, he makes ti ie 
picture as well as the engravings. But 
do not interpret this statement as belit
tling the work of other engravers. It 
requires not only a high degree -)f 
mechanical skill, but fine artistic know
ledge and feeling, to faithfully render 
the forms and tints of a good drawing 
or painting.—St. Nicholas.

A French Governess.
A certain Parisian marquise, well 

known both for beauty and good nature, 
recently communicated with M. Tomasi, 
the Commissary of Police, and inform
ed him that some valuable jewellery 
had been stolen from her hotel in the 
Rude de Grenelle St. Germain. He 
amined the servants without obtainin'; 
any clue, and then inquired of tho fail 
applicant whether anv member of lici 
household had escaped liis scrutiny.

“ Nobody except my governess,” an. 
swered the lady.

“ I think we lied better see her too,” 
said M. Tomasi.

But the marquise protested that this 
was quite unnecessary, as she trusted 
her implicitly ; that she was a most ex
emplary girl in every way ; that she 
supported an aged mother out of her 
small savings, etc.

The polite commissary bowed with 
the air of a man who is but half con
vinced, but said nothing further on tho 
subject.

Some time afterward the marquise 
went down to her chateau in the Depart
ment of Nievre, and only a few days 
after her arrival there notes to the value 
of twenty thousand francs were ab
stracted from her bureau. The astute 
Tomasi was again communicated with.

“ This time, madame,” he said, “ you 
must really allow me to examine your 
governess.”

The governess was accordingly sent 
by her mistress, a few days afterward, 
on a mission to her hotel in Paris. On 
her arrival there, M. Tomasi met her, 
and inquired whether anything fresh 
had transpired concerning the robbery.

“ Nothing,” said the girl.
“ Cam yon assist me in any way to find 

the culprit ?” he inquired.
“ I know nothing beyond that the 

whole affair is shrouded in mystery,” 
was the answer.

“ Madame la Marquise has told me 
wliat a dutiful daughter you are," he 
continued.

“ I merely do my duty, and send some 
of my poor savings occasionally to mj 
mother,” replied the girl.

Indeed,” said he. “But surely 
madame must pay yon a very large 
salary. Three thousand four hundred 
francs, which, I learn, you scut to your 
mother a few days ago, is rather a large 
eum.”'

The girl turned very white, and was 
beginning some romantic story about an 
admirer who had given her the money, 
when M. Tomasi, who had been watch
ing her dress attentively, laid his hand 
in a parental way upon her arm, saying, 
as he did so,—

“ I take the greatest interest in your 
story, mademoiselle.”

He had observed that the sleeves of ( 
her dress had a very bulged appearance, , 
and, as liis fingers closed ou lier arm, ! 
there was a sound as though paper was 
being crushed.

The governess saw that the gams | 
was up, and did the best thing she could 
in the circumstances—she fainted.

Tho commissary then opened the 
dross with a paw cf scissors, and dis
covered a large portion of the missing, 
notes neatly sewn to the lining. Tho 
girl then confessed the whole of her 
guilt, and not only the notes, but most 
of the missing trinkets were restored to 
the too confiding marquise.

The Origin of the Circus “ Safety Net ”
(The following extract from " Morons of 

Rome," the first of E. S-Brooks' “ Historic Boy i * 
st-ries, is interesting, not only ss an evidence of 
the nobility of character which afterwar is 
ie/vod to mako the Emperor Marcus Anrelilil, 
Aio of the greatest of Romo’s Imperial rule s, 
in. as showing the early origin of a safe-guard 
iat no doubt bas Been generally regarded as an 

_l tcome of modern humanity. The Beene d e
scribed took place A. D, 138, at a performance in 
the Circus Maximus.)

Among the throng of “ artists ” on 
that far off March day, there came a 
bright little fellow of eleven years, a 
rope-dancer, and a -favorite with the 
crowd. Light and agile he trips alor g 
the rope that stretches high above the 
arena. Right before the magistrate's 
box the boy poises in mid-air, and even 
the thoughtful young director of the 
games looks up at the graceful motions 
of the boy.

Hark ! a warning shout goes up ; 
now another ; tho poor little rope- 
dancer, anxious to find favor in the eyne 
of the yonng noble, over-exerts himself, 
loses his balance on the dizzy rope anil, 
toppling over, falls with a cruel thud cn 
the ground, and lies there before ti e 
great state box with a broken neck— 
dead. Marcus hears the shout, he sets 
the falling boy. Vaulting from hie 
canopied box he leaps down into tie 
arena, and so tender is he of other i, 
stoic though he be,i«hat he has ti e 
poor rope-dancer’s head in his lap t>3- 
foro the attendants can reach him. But 
no life remains in that bruised litt e 
body and, as Marcus tenderly resigns 
the dead gymnast to the less sympa
thetic slaves, he commands that ever 
after a bed shall be laid beneath ti e 
rope as a protection against such fatal 
falls. This became the rule ; and, whe n 
next you see the safety net spread bs- 
neath the rope-walkers, the trapeie 
nerformers, and those who perforin 
similar “ terrific ” feats, remember that 
its use dates back to the humane orâer 
of Marcus, the boy Magistrate,seventeen 
centuries ago.

lie Was Net Superstitions.
There was tried in Austin the other 

day, the case of the State of Texas vi. 
Tom Melons for horse stealing. One of 
the witnesses for the defence, a gawky- 
looking cow-boy, swore positively thf.t 
he bail met the accused forty mike 
away from Austin at the very hour the 
horse was stolen, thus proving a con - 
plcte alibi. The attorney for the state 
undertook to cross-examine the wili
ness.

“ You say you saw Melons forty miles 
from where the horse was stolen at four 
o’clock on the 25th of Novèmber ?”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ Do you know the meaning of tbl

word perjury ?”
“ No, sir.”
“ Well, it means that if yon swear to 

a lie tho devil will carry you off righ I 
then and there.”’

“ Oh, pshaw 1 why didn’t he carry mi* 
off when I swore I saw Tom Melons on 
the 25th of November, a little while 
ago ? You are a mighty smart lawyer 
but you can’t fool me. I am not » 
darned bit superstitious."

The jury gave the prisoner ten years in 
the penitentiary on the testimony of bin 
devoted friend who was not supersti • 
tious.

—Clara Morris lias recovered from her 
nervous prostration. She talked a 
straight two columns, (solid minion) to 
a Detroit Times reporter, and now he is 
nervously prostrated.

Mother (anxiously)—“ I’m afraid you 
are giving the baby too much sugar, 
James.” Father—“ Not at all, my dear ;

—At stations on Russian railroadn 
there is a grievance book in which tho 
traveler may inscribe his wrongs in any 
language, and which is periodically reac. 
by the authorities. Whether résulta 
follow the perusal is Rat stated.

“Truil thysilf,” slid tho philosopher. 
The advice duesu’t seem to profit lie 
much, for we generally have to trust, th* 
other fellow.


