8 ~ THE ORITIGC.

SPEOIA%._;N&STICE.
Grenuin¢ Clearance Cash Sale.

G. M. SMITH & CO.

Olfer thoir ontico Large and Suporior Stock dutiog Novembor and December at

SPECIAL REDUCED PRICES FOR CASH.

Wo wish to give our Customers aud Patrons this apecial advantage previous to our
removal to new promisca on Bartington Street, in January noxt.

[ror THE crrTIC.]
OLD ST. ANDRLWS,

Do you reeall that autuma night,
O wifo—so passing dear to me—
Wlien first wo wandored by moonlight
In old Saint Androws by the sea?
What charm was thero on wavo and shore,
\Vhat romancq In cach quict strect §
Were all the hours wo kuow before
Ouo half 2o rare, ono half so sweet?

1low bright the evening star peoped out,
And trotubled lke a drop of gold,
Where ripples in thefr sheeny rout
Were to tho sands hrodleas rolled ;
\What fairy hush was In the alr;
How clear the tido fat-olf was heard ;
And, rapt in love's enchantment there,
‘T'would break the spell—our softest word !

Your hand in mioe, what falling star,
Swift sinking in the vault obscure,
What waves of portent, on yon bar,
C'ould ake our hearts recm insccuro ?
And if your lips wore touched by mine—
As nono but yours may ever he—
Then earth and eky were all divioe,
In old Saiot Andrews, by the sea,

The dog’s ehriil bark we well could hear
Sound from the hill in that soft hour;
We well could see upot the pier
The friendly flash from light-house tower ;
A 1ill gushed down the wave to greet,
The wave rolled In with silvery gleo ;
And sight and sound, with theo, wero sweot,
In old St. Andrews, by tho sea.

Ab. change and chiance with vs have beon !
How many a joy has flown away !
The moonlit sea is 24 scrent
13eneath the mild Septemt-r ray;
Aud to ty heart cach sceno Is fair
And sacred still, because of thee, —
For, dearest one, 1 found thee there,
I1t old Saint Andreves, by the sea!

-
[ror THE cRITI0.]

NOW THAT IT IS DEAD.

1

Al the willows wave so cold,
And the sands lie groy.
Merry summer has grown old
As tho dyiog day.
So, pile the faggots on,
a petits, Marle,

IL

Dos't remember, ma petite,
How the river sped,

And we lost the noonday heat
\Where the currents led,

So, hero's a health to it,
Now that it is dead.

—Pastonr Fruix,

--Tneovore RosEnTs,

LOVE FOUND A WAY.

THIS FOREIGNER MARRIED A JAPANESE GIRL AND PACED THE OLD MIKADO®

At ope timo 1f a Japanese girl married a foreigner sko was instantly
decapita'ed. A Purtuguese gentloman whom we met related his experionce
jn this direction. He caine hers 30 yesrs ago and fell in love with a
Japaness gurl. Her parents warned her of the fatal consequonces of marrying
him, He was young and ardent, snd she romantic. .

‘If you sgree to marry mo I will dio with you,’ he said.

*Then I will merry you, die or live,’ the pretty maiden ssid.

He was 8 Catholic, and he had promised his parents not to marry out of
his 1oligion.

* Wil you join the Catholic church?' he 2sked.

¢ Join snything, she roplied, ¢ for wo dio together’ )

They oloped and visited tho noarcst priest, who advised them against
their fatal marziage, but to no purpose.

¢ She cannot be baptized, confirmed and msrried all in the same day,’
ssid the priest.

¢ Sho must,’ ssid tho lover. -

+I must,’ taid she, * for wo both die to-morrow morning,’

Tho priest waived s fow customary rules to fic the acassion, and performed
all thico cexcmonies at onco, and then intercoded for tho bride'a life, Tho

mikado decided that ho could not behosd the Portuguocso, but the glr,
shou'd die, The priest warned him, saying, ¢ Sho is now a Portugueso ton]
and you had botter postpooe the decapitetion ceremony ubtil you confer
with tho Portugueso govornmont,  *

Timeo was granted. Tho priost potsusded. Tho Pottuguoss government
domanded, .

Aftor a correspondence which lssted five yoars, and in which tho British,
Amoctican and other consuls or roprosontstives tosk much interost, tho young
woman was pormitted to live. Mr. LaRes, the happy husbind, is now iq
businese, with a family surrouodiog him,

o, it is said, is tho firat luropean who dired to marey a Japaneso.

-

MY OLD RAG DOLL.

Last night T acarched tho gnerot for a lupg-forgotten bnok,
Andas [ )')r{ed aud peored about, down its a rusty noo!
T found what mado tno all at once forgoet what I was aftor,
Anl filled my oycs with ai)rlnging toars aud atierod wmy voico to laughtce,
And up I took {t, wander nglr, with cob webs, duxt and all,
And held it closo against roy hieart—
My old rag doll,

Oh, dear, forgotten childhood's joy 1 Oh. precious, long-lost treasuro !
I cannot tell why such a paln was minglod with the plessuro ;
T cannot tell just why tho tears foll fast fruin eycs bent over
That dusty, aear, old-fashioned thing—1I only kuow I love hor !
1 ouly koow that '* Polly * in her little ragged shawl
Is mino once moro—is mine again—
My old rag doll,

Dear old relic of childbood—of that happy, happy timo
Whoeu lifo weant play and sunshine and evory joy was mino;
Whon care was all unknown to me and every bright to-morrow
Was but an echo of to-day 1 Thore rarely camo a sorrow,
But whon tmy falr horizon was stirred by audden squall,
There was naught that %I;VO mo comfort liko

y old rag doll.

'T'he old, familiar dirty faco, With features dono in Ink,
And tho littlo faded ribbon tied with many a childish prink,
And tho dusty plaid werino of the little time-worn gown,
And the tiny knitted stocking o'er the shoe-tops slipplo down,
There on the garcot floor I sat and brooded o'ur thom all,
Aund lopged for that sweot childhood with

My old rag doll.

And though I am a woman, with a woman’s work and caro,
And though I look each mornlu(i for the silver in my bair,
And all my golden childlood is but a happy dream,
Sumehow to-day its perfect joys a little nearer soem
Since I found ler fn tho garret, with the cob-webs, dust and all,
That dearest rolic of the pas,—
My old rag doll.
— Hurriet Francene Crocker, in Judue .
-

CONGRESSMAN PICKLER'S CONTINUED STORY.

Tho Houro dearly loves a good atory. It will go out of its way at any
timo and interrupt and indefinitely postpone any sott of dobate to liston to
ooo. Last Monday Mr. Pickler was spesking under the five minute rule,

¢ And now, Mr, Spesker,' he ssid, ‘I will conoclude my romarks with a
story concerning a Jewish friend of miso-——'

The Speakor's gavel fell. ¢The time of the gentleman from North
Dakota has expired,’ be eaid.

¢ Move that the geatleman’s timo bo extonded ome minute,’ yelleds
momber, bounding out of his chair as though someone had placed a bent
pin io it,

¢ I dezire to yoturn my thanks,’ said Mr, Pickler. ¢The couttesy which
has bern shown meo awakes a responsive chord in my bosom. It is not
ofton that, in a great national crisis like the present, ono man is allowed to
occupy the floor to tho excluslon of all others. In the ensuing yoars I shall
carry with me to my dying day as one of my most precious memories the
recollection of the kindness which was made manifest in the motion of my
friend. If I fail to expross my gratitude in terms sufficiontly direct, boliers
me that it is not a fault of my heart, but merely an inability of tho toogue.
I will now conclude my brief and unimportant remarks upon this grest
question with a story of o Jewish friend of mine, who—="

‘ The time of the gentleman from North Dakota has oxpired,’ said the
Spoaaker.
¢ Move that his timo be extended one minute,’ called another man on the
anxious &oat,

Thore was no objection, and Mr. Pickler proceeded to re-express bis
gratitude at some longth. When be reachod the third reference to his Jowish
friend the merciless gavel foll once more, cutling off the anecdoto in the
bleom of its youtk.

The performance was repeated some hsl{ 8 dozn times. The pages of
the Record show that the story was never finished. His Jewish friond is
still a mystory to overyone excspt himself. Possibly some day when public
building bills are occupying tho attention of the House he may get the chanes
to finish a story that must be vory funny, eles hv would not have tried so
hard to tell it.— Washington Post.

> -~

CANDOR AND COURTESY.

THEY ARE NOT ANTAGONISTIO, BUT VERACITY S8HOULD BE CIROUMSPECT AND
KIND.

Hawthorne used to ssy,  God may forgive sins, but awkwardness hss

no forgivencss in heaven or on earth,” If for awkwardness wo substituto

unduo candor, we might still be speaking temparatoly. You do not iovite

to the christoning tho osller who looked kiudly bot firmly at your prolty

baby and said sho thought this child would be rathor gaod looking, &s ho
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