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POETRY.

THE HOMESTEAD.

The wind was on the water,
The waves broke on the shore,

The village tree tops bowed their heads
The sweeping gusts before;

And round the dear old homestead,
In deep secluded glade,

From ruined porch to poplar grove,
The withered leaflets played.

He set upon the door-step,
In the shed beside the street ;
He watched, across the darkened sky,
The rifted cloudlets meet,
Till cloud on cloud was massed, and far
The night black pall was spread,
And from the distant houses,
The lights gleamed lurid red.

Above, the old stone windmill
. Stood silent on the hil,

A phantom in the gathering storm—
Its spectral arms were still ;

And yet he heard its ponderous stones,
Its shattered sails and torn,

Like God’s own mill that grinds our years,
Go groaning through the corn.

A host of spirit faces,
As memory waved her wand,

Rose upward from the misty realm
Of that mysterious land,

To which or soon or late we pass;
They trooped upon the scene,

And peopled all the homestead haunts,
And thronged the village green.

The sainted mother, with her smile,
And locks of nut-brown hair,

The father's genial voice, which broke
In silvery laughter there,

The evening circle round the hearth,
With maple logs aglow,
The bright stars in the winter sky,

The diamonds in the snow.

The romping in the meadows,
The hiding in the hay,
The pastures pied with marguerites,
The woods with orchids gay ;
The brook that through the sumach’s shade
» Went whimpering clear and cool,
The shiners on the shallow sands,
The trout within the pool.

0ld homestead, brave the tempest
That drives the clouds before!
Old faces all have passed away;
The old days come no more;
They wait where time nor change can mar,
With ever-blighting breath,
Where day has never gloaming hour,
And life knows nought of death.
—Rev. Prof Jones in the Week.
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CONTINUED FROM THE CAPITAL.

“Thursday he was sent in attendance
upon the officer that carried despatches to
General Quitman, and did not return until
after midnight, when, thoroughly worn out,
driven indeed to the extreme degree of
mortal endurance, he wasagain, on a sultry,
oppressive night, in a still, solitary place,
set on guard ; where a few hours later he
was found asleep upon his post—by
whom ? — the colonel of his regiment and
the captain of his company, who seemed
bent upon his ruin!—as I hold myself
bound to establish before another court-
martial.

“This result has been intended from the
first! If five nights’ loss of sleep would not
have effected this, fifteen probably would ;
if fifteen would not, thirty would ; or if thirty
wouldn’t; sizty would! —and all this Cap-
tain Zuten had the power to enforce until his
poomed victim should fall into the hands
of the provost-marshal and into the arms
of death!

“And now, gentlemen, in view of all
these circumstances, I ask you — Was Trav-
erse Rocke guilty of wilful neglect of duty
in dropping asleep on his post? And I
move for a reconsideration, and a new
ballot ! ”’

“I second the motion !” said Lieutenant
Lovel, rising quite encouraged to believe
in his own first instincts, which had been
so favorable.

“Gentlemen,” said the President, sternly,
“this thing is without precedent! In all
the annals of courts-martial, without prece-
dent !'”

“A new ballot! a new ballot! a
ballot!"” was the unanimous cry.

The President groaned in spirit, and
recorded a vow never to forgive Herbert
Greyson for this departure from routine

The new ballot demanded by acclama-
tion had to be held.

3 The Judge-Advocate called the court to
order and began anew. The votes were
taken as before, commencing with the
young lieutenant, who now responded
gonorously :

“Nor GuiLry!”

And soit ran ronnd the entire circle.
“ Not guilty ! ” “ Not guilty ! ” “Not guilty !”
were the hearty responses of the court.

The acquittal was unanimous. The ver-
dict was recorded.

The doors were then thrown open to the
public, and the prisoner called in and pnb-
licly discharged from custody.

The court then adjourned.
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CHAPTER LIV.
THE END OF THE WAR.

Now are our brows bound with victorious
wreaths,
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments;
Our stern alarums changed to merry meet-
ings,
Our dreadful marches to dehghtful measures,
* Grim-visaged war hath smoothed his
wrinkled front,
And now, instead of mounting barbed streets,
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,
He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber,
To the lascivious pleasing of a luke.—
SHAKESPEARE.

Ten days later Molino-del-Rey, Casa-de-
Mata and Chapultepec had fallen. The
United States forces occupied the city of
Mexico. General Scott was in the Grand
Plaza, and the American standard waved
above the capital of the Montezumas!

Traverse Rocke fought like a young
Paladin. When they were marching into
the very mouths of the cannon that were
vomiting fire upon them, and when the
young ensign of his company was struck
down before him. Traverse Rocke took
the colors from his falling hand, and crying
““Victory ! ” pressed onwards and upwards
over the dead and the dying, and spring-
ing upon one of the guns which continued
to belch forth fire, he thrice waved the
flag over his head, and then he planted it
upon the battery !

Colonel Le Noir entered the city of
Mexico with the victorious army, but on
the subsequent day, being engaged in a
street skirmish with the leperos or liber-
ated convicts, he fell mortally wounded by
a copper bullet, and he was now dying by
inches at his quarters near the Grand
Cathedral.

It was on the evening of the 20th of
September, six days from the triumphant
entry of General Scott into the capital,
that Major Greyson was seated at.supper
at his quarters, with some of his brother
officers, when an orderly entered and
handed a note Herbert, which proved to
be a communication from the surgeon of

their regiment, begging him to repair
*without delay to the quarters. of Colonel
Le Noir, who, being in extremity, desired
to see him.

Major Greyson immediately excused
himself to his company. and repaiaed to
the quarters of the dying man.

As Herbert advanced to the side of his
bed, Le Noir stretched out his pale hand,
and said:

“You bear no grudge against a dying
man, Greyson?”

“(Certainly not.” said Herbert ; especially
when he purposes doing the right thing,
as I judge you do, from the fact of your
gending for me.”

“Yes, I do, I do,” replied Le Noir, press-
the hand that Herbert’s kindness of heart
could not withold.

Le Noir then beckoned the minister to
hand him two sealed packets, which he
took and laid upon the bed before him.

Then taking up the larger of the two
packets, he placed it in the hands of Her-
bert Greyson, saying:

“There, Greyson, I wish you to hand
that to your friend, young Rocke, who has
received his colors, I understand ? ”

“Yes; he has now the rank of ensign.”

“Then give this parcel into the hands of
Ensign Rocke, with the request, that being
freely yielded up, they may not be used in
any manner to harrass the last hours of a
dying man.”

“I promise on the part of my noble young
friend, that they shall not be used,” said
Herbert,.

LeNoir then took up the second packet
which was much smaller, but much more
firmly secured, than the first.

Le Noir held it in his hand for a moment
gazing from the surgeon to the chaplain,
and thence down upon the mysterious
packet, while spasms of pain convulsed his
his countenance. At length he spoke.

“Thissecond packet. Greyson, contains
a—well. I may as well call it a narrative.
I confide it to your care upon these condi-
tions—that it shall not be opened until
after my death and funeral; and that when
it has served its purposé of restitution, it
may be, as far as possible, forgotten. Will
you promise me this?’,

“On my honor, yes’,,

“Thatis all. Good-bye. I wish now to
be alone with our chaplain,” said Colonel
Le Noir, extending his hand.

Herbert pressed that wasted hand;

bowed gravely, and withdrew.
It was almost eight o’clock, and Herbert
thought that he would scarely have time
to find Traverse before the drum should
beat to quarters.

He was more fortunate than he had
anticipated ; for he had scarcely turned the
Grand Cathedral, when he came full upon
the young ensign.

“Ah! Traverse, I am very glad to meet
you! was just going to look for you. Come
immediately to my rooms, for I have a
very important communication to make
to you! Colonel Le Noir is supposed to be
dying. He has given me a parcel to be
handed to you. which I shrewdly suspect
to contain your intercepted correspondence
for the last two years,” said Herbert.

They had scarcely got in, and closed the
door, and stricken a light, before Traverse
exclaimed, impatiently :

“ Give it me!” and almost snatched the
parcel from Herbert’s hands.

“Whist! don’t be impatient. Idaresay
it is all stale news!” said Herbert, as he
yielded up the prize.

Herbert watched with sympathetic in-
terest while Traverse tore open the enve-
lope and examined its contents.

They were, as Herbert had anticipated,
letters from the mother and the betrothed
of Travers—letters that had arrived and
been intercepted, from time to time, for
the preceding two years.

There were blanks, also, directed in a
hand strange to Traverse, but familiar to
Herbert as that of Old Hurricane; and
those blanks enclosed draughts upon a New
Orleans bank, payable to the order of Tra-
verse Rocke.

Traverse pushed all these letters aside
with scarcely a glance and not a word of
inquiry, and began eagerly to examine the
long-desired, long-withheld letters from
the dear ones at home.

When those cherished letters were all
read and put away, Traverse stooped down
and “fished up” from amidst envelopes,
strings and waste paper, another set of
letters, whieh proved to be blanks enclos-
ing the checks, of various dates, which
Herbert recognised as coming anony-
mously from Old Hurricane.

“What in the world is the meaning of
all this Herbert? Have I a nabob uncle
turned up anywhere, do you think? Look
here '—a hundred dollars—and a fifty, and
another—all draughts upon the Planters’
Bank, New Orleans, drawn in my favour
and signed by Largent & Dor, Bankers! —
I, that haven’t had five dollars at a time
to call my own for the last two years!
Here, Herbert, give me a good sharp pinch
to wake me up! I may be sleeping on my
post again!” said Traverse; in perplexity.

“You are not sleeping, Traverse!”

“Then I am a hero of a fairy tale, that
is all—a fairy tale in which wast paper is
changed into bank notes, and private soldi-
ers prince-palatines! Look HEere!” cried
Traverse, desperately, thrusting the bank
cheques under the nose of his friend ; “do
you see those things and know what they
are and will you tell me everything in
this castle don’t ‘go by enchantment?’”

“Traverse,” said Major Greyson, did it
never occur to you, that you must have
other relatives in the world besides your
mother? Well, I suspect that those
| checks were sent by some relative of yours
or your mother’s,who just begins to remem-
ber that he has heen neglecting you!”

“Herbert, do you know this?” inquired
Traverse, anxiously.

“No, Idonot knowit ; I ouly suspect this to
be the case,” said Herbert, evasively. “But
what is that which you are forgetting?”

“Oh! this—yes, I had forgotten it. Let
us see what it is!” said Traverse, examin-
ing a paper that had rested unobserved
upon the stand.

“This is an order for my discharge,
signed by the Secretary of War, and dated
— ha-ha-ha—two years ago! Here I
have been serving two years illegally, and
if I had been convicted of neglect of duty
in sleeping on my post, Ishould have been
shot unlawfully, as that man, when he
prosecuted me, knew perfectly well,” ex-
claimed Traverse.

“That man, as I said before, lies upon
hisdeath-bed! Remember nothing against
him! But that order for a discharge—now
that you are in the way of promotion and
the war is over—will you take advantage
of it?”

“Decidedly, yes ! for though I am said to
have acquitted myself passably well at
Chapultepec —
“Gloriously, Traverse!
colors gloriously.”
——“Yet, for all that, my true mission
is not to break men’s bones, but to set
them when broken!—not to take men’s
lives, but to save them when endangered.
So, to-morrow morning, please Providence,
I shall present this order to General Butler,
and apply for my discharge.”

“And you will set out immediately for
home?”

The face of Traverse suddenly changed.
“Ishould like to do so! :Oh, how I
should like to see my dear mother and
Clara, if only for a day; but I must not
indulge the longing of my heart. I must
not go home until I can do so with honor,
And so, by the help of Heaven!I hope
within one week to be on my way to New
Orleans to try my fortune in that city.”
“To New Orleans!—and a new, malignant
fever, of some horrible, unknown type,
raging there!” exclaimed Herbert.

“So much the more need of a physician !

Herbert, I am not the least uneasy on the
subject of infection !

You won your

TO BE CONTINUED.

WHAT HE DID.

“ Never,” gaid I, “will I drop into any
man’s mouth like a ripe plum! Ifa man
wants a girl she can refuse him twenty
times, and he’ll come back again more
anxious than ever.”

“Twenty is too often,” said Cousin Rose
Eliza,who was not an agreeable confidante,
she took one up so ; but I had no one else
to confide in that summer.

“Well, several times, at last,” said I.

“It might do,” said Rose Eliza, “if you
didn’t mean it. He'd like the fun; but I
wouldn’t give much for a man that would
take ‘No’ and come back. There is Springy
Ricketts”—

“T know it,” said 1. “Who ever gave
that girl such a frightful name ?”

“Her ma named her Spring because she
was born in March, and her pa’s name was
Ricketts—so that came natural—and it is
Springy for a pet name. But, anyhow,
she is pretty, and she was young then,
and Mr. Jambon, he was very sweet on
her, and when he proposed she refused
him,” said Rose Eliza.

“No wonder!” said I
name to offer to Springy.”

“ And,” said my cousin, “he went and¥—

“Drowned himself,” I interrupted.

“No; he proposed to Kate Eutton, and
she said ‘Yes, ”, said Rose Eliza, “and all
the while Springy was attached to him.
She’s a forlorn spinster now and wears her
hair in ringlets, as was the fashion when
she was 16. People with sense follow the
styles, even if they are disappointed. But
Springy hadn’t much.”

“Jambon couldn’t have been much in
love,” said 1.

“ As much as men ever are,” said Rose
Eliza. “It is out of sight out of mind with
them. Wheh Ebenezer Doughwitz pro-
posed to me, I said ‘No,” in earnest; and
when Deacon Jones wanted a second wife,
Ilet him know short meter,that he couldn’t
hang up his hat on my hall rack, and
needn’t waste time calling.” Cousin Rose
Eliza paused there and purled forth on
the afghan she was knitting before she
said : “If you want Robin Barrymore, say
‘Yes' the first time.”

Robin Barrymore was really in my mind
all the while, though how Rose Eliza knew
it I can’t say.

I had met him in the city, and now that
I had come to spend the summer with
Rose Eliza Tiffin, my mother’s cousin, I
found him at the hotel. He had called
very often, but so had other young men,
two or three students from the hotel, Mr.
Lemuel Spinner from the next farm, and
the recently installed young minister, Mr.
Smith.

I was rather pretty, had a wardrobe of
unusual showiness (for I liked color,and I
knew that gray ribbons looked well in the
country), and I could sing, dance and flirt
as well as most girls.

“Rose Eliza,” who was one of the few
spinsters who really never had any matri-
monial plans or anticipations, and neither
envied nor hated girls, was very kind to
me. She gave me luncheons, teas and
garden parties galore, and was an amiable
chaperon on every occagsion—jolly and rosy
and round.

A contrast, indeed, to Miss Springy
Rickotts, with her head on one side, and
the perpetual memory of her “disappoint-
ment” in every fold of her a,@urd gar-
ments, her lank curls and her fluttering
odds and ends of finery. If Rose Eliza
had only been more sympathetic!

“Robin Barrymore ?” said I,

“Don’t hist your eyebrows that way ; it
isn’t candid,” said Rosc fliza. “I don’t
think it’s Lemuel Spinner; I know it isn’t
the students. Mr, Barrymore is the kind
of man girls like, and as I suppose you're
bound to have a lord and master, it must
be he.”

Just then the door bell rang.

“Perhaps that’s Mr. Barrymore,” said
Rose Eliza.

But it was not ; it was Lemuel Spinner.
He had come in Sunpay-go-to-meetings,
and a tall hat of flower pot shape, to ask
me to ride. I accepted the invitation,and
on the way home Lemuel proposed.

If I had headed this sketch with his
portrait, you would never dream ‘of asking
what I said. He was the most unprepos-
sessing gentleman who ever grew cabbage
—dry, hard and uncomfortable in mind as
in person. He had no music in his soul
and no ideas in his brain. I gave a very
decided “No,” indeed, and I had no wish
that he should repeat his offer, In fact,
my horror was very great when he re-
marked :

“Well, Miss Fay, my motter is try,
ag’in, and I shall put it into practice.”

“Don’t let him, Cousin Rose Eliza,” I
pleaded—“don’t let him!”

“ As far as I can hinder him I will,” gaid
Miss Tiffin. “But perhaps his pertinacity
will win yet. You think it is what a man
ought to do, you know.”

“But when you hate a person it is =o
disagreeable !” gaid I.

“ And when you like ’em you want to
keep ’em on tenter hooks,” said Cousin
Rose Eliza. “IfI liked any one I'd say
yes in a minute. It seems too much like
cat and mouse work to torment aman that
that has been honest and right up and
down with you.”

“ Oh, my only idea is that a woman
ought to keep her pride up,” said I.

And the more I thought it over the more
I thought I was right. A husband should
never say to me, “You were ready enough
to have me,” or think it. Heshould know
he had been anxious to win me, and had
a chance of losing me.

One of the young students proposed to
me sghortly after this. When I told him
that he was not old enough, I grieve to
say he wept and said that his life would
be joyless for the future, and I was filled
with remorse for a space. He got over it
shortly, I am sure, and I was very glad
and did not wish him to repeat the trying
scene.

Neither when the Rev. Mr. Smith asked
me to be the lady of the parsonage, had I
any wish to torment him. I told him
very modestly that it was “an honor unto
which I waswot born,” that I never could
be good enough, and that Miss Mercy
Pills, the doctor’s daughter, would make a
perfect minister’s wife.

It relieved me greatly to hear him say:

“Perhaps you are right. Miss Mercy is
an excellent young lady, and her work in
the Sabbath school is valuable. Pardon
me for agitating you.”

In fact, I was glad in every case to get
my suitors pleasantly off my hands, felt no
triumph in their blighted hopes, and was
sorry they had desired what I could not
bestow. Neither was I very much elated
by these offers. There were not many
young ladies in the neighborhood, and
they were rather plain and uninteresting.
A new face always pleases a man’s eye.

“Jambon is no

try

I had a way of being pleasant to every-
body that was mislegding, and moreover,
Cousin Rose Eliza declared me her future
heiress. She was not yet fifty, and likely
to outlive me, for she was strong and
healthy, and not affected with emotions,
but still I had expectations.

I did not flatter myseif that my charms
were unusually overwhelming because of
my offers, and the only man whose admir-
ation I valued one whit was Robin Barry-
more.

I fancied that he hoped that I would
meet him half way, and I had determined
not to do so. I was fond afHim—I, yes, T
loved him—but all the mo!a
did I desire to keep up my pride, to hold

a high place in his thoughts, to be heard

| pack, I just up and told him that I knew

to win, and a precious prize in conse-
quence.

October had come, however, and Robin
had not given me an opportunity to say
yes or no.

The weather was beautiful. I never
ghall forget how blue the sky was, and
how the gorgeous autumn trees blazed in
the sunlight on the day that Rose Eliza
declared that she would “have company”
before the leaves changed.

“I have friends,” she said, “who live too
far away to come fora day. Ishall give a
house party, as they call it in English
novels, and you shall write the invita-
tions.”

T wrote them, and the last Cousin Rose
Eliza said, as though it were an after-
thought :

“There are so many ladies and so few
men we'll ask Mr. Barrymore, though he
is at the hotel near by.”

I wrote the invitation in Miss Tiffin’s
name, and while I was writing it I knew
perfectly well that the house party was
given to bring my tardy love affair to a
climax.

We had a very jolly time. Mr. Barry-
more made a great impression on the
young lady. I was fond of him. I loved
him more fondly every day, and at last
one afternoon, when we had been upon a
walking expedition to our great marvel,
Diamond cave where the stalactities hung
from the roof in myriads, and there was
an echo that frightened people, he con-
trived to linger behind the others, and to
keep me with him.

“I can hold my peace no longer, Miss
Fay,” he said. “I have loved you more
than I can say ever since I knew you.
But until I had some assurnnce that you
cared for me I did not speak. Of late I
have fancied that your feelings were what
I wished them to be,and I have hope.
Do you love me just a little, Grace ?”

Did I love him?

It was the worst thing that he could
have said to me. I could no more answer
yes to that than I could have confessed to
a crime, and it gave me such a chance to
answer “No,” and I did it.

On the spot I told a falsehood, I said
“Oh, dear me, no,” and I ran away. I
joined the rest of the party. Robin Barry-
more did not follow me. After the cave
we went to the waterfall. After that we
had lunch.

All the girls were wondering where Mr.
Barrymore was. So was I, but I did not
say so. We went home. Cousin Rose
Eliza had not accompained us. She had
remained at home to oversee the prepar-
ation of supper. When I entered the
dining room e sat at the head of the
table, but Robin was not there, nor was
any place kept for him.

Oh, how long it seemed before all those
people went to bed and I was alone with
my cousin. It was in the library. She
had drawn all the portieres close and put
out all the lights but one student’s lamp
with a dark green opaque shape. Then
she sat down in her armchair and said :

“Come here, Grace, take that little otto-
man and tell me everything, just as if I
was your mother.”

“Rose Eliza,” said I, “first answer me,
have you seen him?”

“ Him,” said my cousin, “ is Robin Barry-
more, of course!”

“Have you geen him ?” I repeated.

“Just a minute,” said Rose Eliza. “He
came to say good-by. He is going to
Europe. He will reside there in future.
There is a lovely French lady—you know
how marriages are arranged inFrance—her
father has made proposals; of course he
will marry her. It all came in the way
of conversation, but he looked pale, and I
fancied you had said that no of yours.”

“Then he is gone ?” said I.

“Forever,” said my cousin.

“Forever?” I repeated. “ And I might
have kept him. Oh, Rose Eliza, I have
spoiled my whole life!”

“What did you do it for?” asked Miss
Tiffin.

“I—I couldfi’t help it,” said I. “He
asked me if I loved him. It wasn’t the
right way. I said, "Of course not’ Any
self respecting girl would.”

“Not if she cared for a man,” said Rose
Eliza. “I’'m an old maid, but I wouldn’t.
I never cared for any of those who asked
me, 80 I said ‘No’ from my heart, and no
doubt that is why you said no after all.”

“Oh, no, no, no! Rose Eliza,” I sobbed.
“He was all the world to me, and now he
is gone forever’”

And I began to cry piteously.

“Ah!” said my cousin, “ Robin Barry-
more isn’t one to come back after being
once refused "——

“Yes, he is,” said a voice behind the

protiere. “ And to go on his knees and to
ask her, yes, too. Grace, my darling for-
give me.”

And there was Robin, and he took me
in his arms.

“Bless you, my children,” said Rose
Eliza, with a giggle. “You see, Grace,
when Robin camre back looking as if the
world had come to an end, and began to

what was the matter, and that I’d prove to
him that you were>fond of him. I don’t
think I ever did a better thing in my life.
I didn’t want any more Springy Ricketts
in the village, and I feel proud of that
French lady and her father. For a first
original fib they were splendid. Guess
T’ll go and lock up now.”

She went.

When she came back I was sitti{lg on
the sofa with Robin’s arm about my waist,
and he had asked me if I loved him tw
times, and twenty times I had said ygg
Mary Kyle Dallas in Fireside Compainioi,

A POPULAR CANADIAN-AMERICAN

Erastus Wiman is one of the few promin-
ent men in business who obey the precept
about “early to bed and early to rise.” If
one were near his house on the hill be-
tween St. George and Tompkinsville any
of these mornings before 4 o’clock it is
likely that not a beam of light could be
seen coming from any of the windows.
But as soon as the clock strikes4 Mr.
Wiman is up form bed and has his lamps
lighted, and is hard at work over some
speech he is soon to deliver. or some pam-
phlet, magazine article, or other paper he
is preparing. His mail is brought from
New York on one of the first trips of the
Staten Island boats, and his private secre-
tary is on hand, too. Mr. Wiman break-
fasts at 7.30, but often before that hour he
has gone through his letters. He takes
the 8 o’clock boat for the the battery, and
during the passage dictates replies to his
correspondents. One morning recently he
had fifty answers dictated before the
Battery was reached. It is gemerally 9
o’clock when he gets to his desk on Broad-
way, and from then until 1 or 2 he is en-
grossed in hismany enterprises. Hetakes
two hours for luncheon, partly because he
often has stranger guests in town whom
he wishes to take to the-Merchants’ Club
for a talk and bit to eate and\drink. But
the busy man is almost always back’at
his office for an hour or twoof'work. Then {

is sure to be back at Staten Island by 630
for dinner. This is a jolly gathering.
There are frequent guests, a number
young folks and the conversation i made
as much a feature as are any of the dishes.
When it ig over Mr. Wiman reads the
papers or gives himself up altogether ito*
his family or does anything else tHat
doesn’t savor of business. At 9.30 he'is
off to bed, and by 10 o’clock the dream

are telling him what a great place

he drops it for the rest ofthe theday. He [ :

WHAT CARED THEY FOR DEATH.

“Dead as a door nail !”

It was a barkeeper’s verdict. He lifted
the head of a man who had slipped into a
doubled up position from a soap box and
looked into his staring eyes. Then he
took hold of the limp arm and let it fall
with a slap against the side of the body.
The body swayed over and rested in a
heap on the floor. A few moments later
it was half carried, half dragged out on
the marble floor of the barroom and cov-
ered with a sheet, to await the coming of
a stretcher.

This was on Christmas Eve in the bar
of the International Hotel on Park Row.
A score of men were there engaged in the
occupation that engage all men in bar-
rooms. About midway up the polished
counter stood a portly, florid-faced man
with a whiskey bottle in one hand and a
glass in the other. To his familiars he
was known as “Box” Elam a quasi sport-
ing reporter, who assisted the regular
chroniclers of racing events at the track
whenever the opportunity was afforded
him. Arthur Henry Elam was his bap-
tismal name and he came of a well-to-do
family in England.

Poor “Box” had a craving for strong
drink, and the few dollars he earned from
the reporters of races were expended, for
the most part, in rum. Several attempts
had been made to reclaim him without
success. Indeed, his father had once
taken him home to England, but “Box”
was not content, and after chafing under
the restraint for a few months, returned
to New York. He was a man of intellig-
ence and of particularly accurate judgment
on all matters connected with running
horses and and as honest as the the sun.

When he went into the bar-room Tues-
day night he looked about as usual, He
nodded tg the energetic young server of
drinks and* called for whiskey. Bottle
and glass wdke pushed over to him, and
pouring out a potion he drained it at a
gulp. Then he took a sip ef water and
turned half-way round. At that moment
“Box’s feat suddenly became livid.
His eyes be starting from their
sockets, axud asa tremor convulsed his
body from head to foot, he grasped the
bar with one hand, and then, losing his
grip, staggered blindly to the centre of the
floor. The quick eye of the barkeeper
saw something unusual in this movement,
for he knew that Elam was not drunk,
and darting from behind the bar he caught
the falling man in his arms and guided
him to one of the small rooms in the rear
of the saloon. There he was seated on a
box. The drinkers kept on drinking and
the colored attendant kept on serving free
turkey lunch. It was than that the bar-
keeper, lifting up “Box’s” head, said:
“Dead as a door nail,” and the body was
stretched out and covered with a sheet.

Not a man was disturbed. Glasses were
clinked and toasts were drunk, and the
colored man carved the turkey, In a few
moments four policemen came in, carrying
a white canvas stretcherr Poor “Box”
was loaded on to’it like a sack of wheat,
his hat placed on his breast and he was
carried out into Park Row. True, the
men at the bar paused for a moment and
stood aside to let the officers pass, but in a
few moments it was forgotten that the
house had been emptied of a dead man.—
New York Sun.

NEWS AND' NOTES.

Mince pie will keep a man awake longer

than a guilty conscience. i

FOR RICKETS, 3 RMASUS, AND ALL
WASTING DISORDERS OF
CHILDREN
Scott’s Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver 0il with
Hypophosphites, is unequaled. The rap-
idity with which children gain flesh and
strength upon it is very wonderful, “I have
used Scott’s Emulsion in cases of Rickets
and Marasmus of long standing. In every
case the improvement was marked,”—J. M.
Maix M. D., New York® Putup in 50c. and

$1 size.

Some fashionable young men wear two
pins in the necktie. It is to be hoped the
pretty girls will not adopt the, fashion of

wearing two pins in the belt. One often
causes trouble enough.
The terror in church. —“Say, papa!”

“’Sh!” “But I want to knows—" “’Sh!
’sh! You mustn’t talk in church.” “Well,
if you’ll tell me when the man behind the
fence wears lace curtains about him for
T’ll shut up.”

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician, retired from practice
having had placed in his hands by an East
India missionary the formula of a simple
vegetable remedy for the speedy and per-
manent cure of Consumption, Bronchitis,
Catarrh, Asthma and all Throat and Lung
Affections, also a positive and radical cure
for Nervous Debility and all Nervous Com-
plaints, after having tested its wonderful
curative powers in thousands of cases, has
felt it his duty to make it known to his
suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive
and desire to relieve human suffering, I will
send, free of charge, to all who desire it,
their recipe, in German, French or English,
with full directions for preparing and using.
Sent by mail by addressing with stamp,
naming this paper. W. A. NovLes 194
Power’s Block, Rochester, N. Y.

Too many honorary degrees. Yes, cer-
tainly. In many instances they have the

w,eﬂ‘ect of being really dishonorary. Never-

the less we would like to hear of some
college conferring the honorary degree of
doctor of music on that Auburn clergy-
man who so effectively rebuked his titter-
ing and giggling choxrlast Sunday.—N. Y.
Tribnne.

CONSUMPTION SURELY CURED.

Please inform your readers that I have a
positive remedy for the above named disease.
By its timely use thousands of hopeless cases
have been permanently cured. I shall be
glad to send two bottles of my remedy FREE
to any of your readers who have consump-
tion if they will send me their Express and
P. O. address.  Respeetfully, Dr. T. A.
Srocum 164 West Adelaide street, Toronto,
Ont.

Jaggs (funny streak an)—Do you keep
good cigars? Cigar map—Certainly we
do. Jaggs——You're foolish. You ought
to sell them.

Apvice ‘To MotHERS. — MRs,, WiNsLoW’s
SoorHING SYRUP should always be used when
children are cutting teeth. It releves the
little sufferer at once; it produces -natural,

quiet sleep by relieving the child fréa pain,
and the little cherub awakes as “b as a
button.” It is very pleasant to It

soothes the child, softens the gums, & ws
all pain, relieves wind, regulates thebi¢:
and is the best known remedy for dJars
whether arising from teething or obhg‘rt
.Twenty-five cents a bottle. Be surean
for ““Mrs. WiNsLow’s SOOTHING S\’BU)

B_i,ate no other k!md

| SNAKES IN HIS BLOOD. *
A patient reeelved atthe John Hor
hospital, Baltimore, has animals i
ghape of snakes living in his blood. .
from Charleston, 8. C., and has suf’
from his diseage for twenty years.
times his blood has been examined
the microscope and the snake-shgs
asites have always been found.
hsis. generally been drawn ﬁ‘(b
It is said that only 25 case

taten istand will be in twenty-five years:

dipease have been reported in thie

<{_, -

MMURRAY &Co.

N A
AT,

Employs

no Agents, but gives the

Large Commission to the Buyer, and
by so doing, can Sell you an

Gall and See our ORGANS and PRICES.

AT VERY LOW PRICES,

¢

and on as easy terms as any other
company on the

INSTALMENT PLAN.

WE SELL
THIS

for $18,

SEWING MACHINE

AND THE HIGHEST

CANADA FOR $27.50. AFTER USING THEM SIX
MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, S

CALIL AND

which took the First Prize Gold Medal over all others at the Paris Exhibition.

——WE ALSO SELL THE——

Celebrated “ White” Sewing Machine,

O

O

ROOM PAPER

PRICE MACHINE MADE IN

MONEY REFUNDED.

=SERK THEM.

We have much pleasure in stating that we have bought in the United States

before the rise in Wall Papers, 1700 Rolls, and will be in a
to show the BEST ASSORTMENT of WALL PAPERS to

gosmon very shortly
had anywhere, in

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

BROWNS FROM 5

Call and see the Stock and Prices.

CENTS
GILTS FROM

UPWARDS;

WHITES FROM 8 CENTS UPWARDS;
20 CENTS UPWARDS.

To arrive this week from Montreal, 8000 Rolls (cheap) Wholesale or Retail.

McMURRAY & CO.

THE HERALD

M G0UR 1D 0 PRINIING OREICE

Corner Queen and Regent Streets,

FREDERICTON, N. B.

The Mort Snccessful Remedy ever discov
ered, as it is certain in its effects and does
not blister. Read proof below,

KEXDALL’S SPAVIN CURE,

OFFICE OF CHARLES A, SNYDER, g

BREEDLR OF

~y CLEVELAND BAY AND TROTTING BRED HORSES.

¢

would

ELMWQOD, ILL., Nov, 20, 1

De. B.J. RENpaLL Co. ; e
Dear Sirs: I have always purchased

dall’s Spavin Cure by the half dozen

our Ken-
ttles, 1

e prices in larger quantity. I think it 1

one of the bgst unlme:{ag onqeanh.y Ih - t

cn my stables for three years.
Yours truly,

have used i6
CHAS, A. SNYDER.

KENDALL’S SPAVIH CURE.

Dr. B. J. KEND.

ocxum, N. Y., November 8, 1888,

NDALL
Dear 8irs : I desire to give lyou testimonial of my

good oplnlon of your Kenda)
for Lameness,
8 nvmg, and I have found it & sure cure, I cordi-
y recommend it to all horsemen.
Yours trul yM

used {t
al

s‘lpnvin Cure. I have

Stiff Joints and

GII BERT,

A.H,
anager Troy La.mdx; Stables.

KEKDALL'S SPAVIK CURE.

ENDALL C

3
<ev xot '!m JnW,
&

elitmy dnty tosa
Kendall's Spavin
u horses that had
e, nine afMicted w 3i
Since I have lha

E SAI‘_‘T men CouuY. Ouro, Dec. 19, 1888,

what I have done
ure. Ihave cured
= aving, ten of
Head and
oue of your

ud folicwed lhe dlrecuions, I have nevel

@ of any

PR

“yours truly,

?
L:mf;

SP&

AXTI2iw TURKTR,

Hovse Doctor,
; i?f‘ SURE,

: spending ten Winters South, was
.oured by Scott’s Emulsion.

146 Centre 8t., New York,

June lot.h 1888.

'ho ‘Winter after the great fire

‘\lotno I contracted Bronchial
‘an8 ‘and since then have
mliged to spend nearly every

‘outh.

Last November was

v try Scott’s Emuision of
Vil with Hypophosphites
irprise was relieved at
jy. continuing its use
¥ was entirely cured,

ad strength and was

the Blizzard and
every day.

f, CHURCHILL.
80c. and $L0Q.

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumher, Gas Fitter.

AND

TINSMITH, -

WOULD inform the people of Fredel
1cton and vicinity that he bas re
sumed business on Queen Street,

0P COUNTY (OURT HOUSE,

where he is prepared to fili aii oraers in

above lines, includineg

tECIKICAL AND HECHANICAL
L HANGING,
* peaking Tubes, &c.

=

L
L

A

THE CELEBRATED DR. LE CARRON, OF
PARIS, FRANCE, HAS ESTABLISHED AN
AGENCY IN TORONTO FOR THE S8ALE OF
HIS MEDICINES, WHICH ARE A POSITIVE
CURE FOR ALL CHRONIC AND PRIVATE
DISEASES OF LONG STANDING, ALSO
S8UFFERERS FROM NERVOUS DEBILITY,
"YOUTHFUL INDISCRETION, EARLY DECAY
ETC., S8HOULD WRITE FOR INFORMATION.
CORRESPONDENCE CONFIDENTIAL.
ADDRESS ALL LETTERS TO
THeE E. B. CRANE AGENCY

CAMERON PLACE, - =- = TORONTO.

(aiquia )
83" Note.—This favorite medicine is put
up in oval bottles holding three ounces
each, with the name blown in the glass,
and the name of the inventor, S. R. Camp-
bell, in red ink: across tlzrfacc of the label.
Bcwurc of imitations, refuse all substi-
tutes, and you will not be disappointed.

(Jampbelt's (athartic (Jompomnd

Cares (jhrauie {joustination,
[Jostiveness, and all (Jomplaint

arisin from a disordered state of the Liver,
Stomach and Bowels, such as

Dysnepsia or Indigestion, Bilious
Affections, Headache, Heartburn,
Acidity of the Stomach, Rheumatism,

Loss of Apnetite, Gravel, Nervous
Debility, Nausea, or Vomiting, &c., &c.

Price 25 Cents per Bottle.
PREPARED ONLY BY

DAVIS & LAWRENCE 0. (Limited),
MORTREAL.

EXHAUSTED VIT ALlTY

l‘HE SBCIENCE OF LIFE,
the great Medical Work of
the'age on Manhood, Nervous
and Physical Debility, Prema-
ture Decline, Errors of Youth,
and the untold miseries conse-
quent thereon, 800 pages 8 vo.,
125 prescriptions for all diseas- e
es, Cloth, full gilt, only §1.00, by mail, sealed. Ill
ustrative s.xmple free to all young and middle-aged
men. Bend now. The Gold and Jewelled Medal
awarded to the author by the Nutional Medical Asso-
ciation. Address P. O, Box 1895, Boston, Mass., of
Dr.-W, H. PARKER, graduate ot Harvard Medical
College, 25 years’ practice in Boston, who may be
consulted confidentiallv. Specialty, Diseases of
Man. Office, No 4 Bulfinch Btreet 78-48

Flour. Flour.

In Store and to Arrive:

83,5300 Bbls. F'lour,
Including the followinx well known Brands,
Silver Spray,” Harvest Moon, l’eople’s Dig=
nity, Phoenix, Stockwell, Goderich, Jubilee,
Gem, Leo, Diunond Kent Mills. For sale

by
A, F. RANDOLPH & SON,

~

.'\y



