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THEY WERE “NICE PEOPLE”

4 Delightful Summer Romance by M, C.
Baaaer in **Puck.”

——

“‘They certainly are nice people,” I

he can give some account of himself.”

had the measles or not.”

‘“ they must have had them when they

smented to my wife’s observation, |
using the colloquisl phrase with a con- |
sciousmess that it was anything but,

“‘nice” English, “‘and I'll bet that their
three children are better brought up than
most of—"

*Two children,” ccrrected my wife,

¢Three, he told me.”

¢‘My dear,she said there were two.”

“‘He said three,”

“You've simply forgotten. I'm sure
ske told me they had only two—a boy
and a girl.”

“Well, Ididn’t enter into particulars.”

¢No, dear, and you couldn’t have
understood him, Two children,”:

““All right,”I said ; but I did not think
it was all right. As a near-sighted man
learns by enforced observation to recog-
nize persons at a distance when the face
is not visible to the. normal eye, o the
man with a bad memory learns, almost
unconacicsuly, to listen carefully and re-
port accurately. My memory 1s bad ; but
1 had not time to forget that Brewster
Brede had told me that he had three
children, at present left in the care of
his mother-in-law, while he and Mrs
Brede took their summer vacation.

‘“I'wo children,” repeated my wife,
‘‘and they are staying with his Aunt
Jenny.”

“‘He told me with his mother-in-law,”
I putin. My wife looked at me with a

serious expression. Men may not remem: {

ber much of what they are told about
children ; but any man knows the differ-
]ence between an aunt and a mother-in.
aw.

‘‘But don’t you think they are nice
people ?"asked my wife,

‘‘Oh, certainly,” 1 replied. ‘Only
they seem to be a little mixed up about
their chidren.”

‘‘That isn’t a very nice thing to say,”
returned my wife.

I could not deny it.

And yet, the next morning, when the
Bredes came down and seated themselves
opposite us at table, beaming and smiling
1 their natural, pleasant, well-bred
fashion, I knew to a social certainty that
they were ‘‘nice” people. He wasa fine-
Jooking fellow in his neat tennis flannels,
slim, g1aceful, 28 or 30 years old, with a
Frenchy pointed beard. She was ‘‘nice”
in all her pretty clothes, and she herself
was pretty with that type of prettiness
which outwears most other types—the
prettiness that lies in a rounded figure, a
dusky skie, plump, rosy cheeks, white
teeth and black eyes, She might have
been 25; you guessed that she was
prettier than she was at 20, and that she
would be prettier still at 40,

I was not surprieed when, after break-
fast, my wife invited the Bredes to walk
with us to ‘‘our view.” The Hoogencamp-
Biggle-Tabb-Halket contingent never
stirred off Jacobus’ veranda, but we both
felt that the Brede would not profane
that sacred sceno. We strolled across
the fields, passed through the little belt
of woods, and as I heard Mrs Brede’s
little cry of startled rapture, I motioned
to Brede to look up.

‘‘By jove !” he cried, ‘‘heavenly.”

‘‘And 89 that is your view?” asked Mrs
Bredeafter a moment; ‘‘you are very gen-
erous to make it ours toe.”

Ah, how much better was this sort of
talk than the chatter and gossip of the
Tabb and the Hoogencamp—than the
major's dissertation upon his everlasting
circulars | My wife and I exchanged
glances.

“‘Now, when I went up the Maiter-
korn,” Mr Brede began.

*‘Why, dear,” interrupted his wife; *‘I
didn’t know you ever went up the Mat-
terhorn.”

‘It—it was five years ago,” said Mr
Brede, hurriedly. *‘‘I—1didn’t tell you
—when I was on the other side, you
know—it was rather dangerous—well, as
1 was saying—it looked, oh, it didn’t
look at all like this.”

A cloud floated overheard, throwing
it great shadow over the field where we
lay. The shadow passed over the moun-

tain’s brow and reappeared far below, a |

rapidly decreasing blot, flyinz eastward
over the golden green. My wife and I
exchanged glances once more,

Somehow, the shadow lingered over
us all. As we went home, the Bredes
went side by side along the narrow path,
and my wife and I walked together,

‘“Should you think,” she asked me,
‘‘that a man would climb the Matterhorn
the first year he was married ?”

I don’'t know, my dear,” I answered
evasively ; ‘‘this isn’t the first year I
have been married, not by a good many,
and I wouldn’t climb it—for a farm.”

“‘You know what I mean 7" she eaid.

I did.

When we reached the boarding house,
Mr Jacobus took me asido.

“You know,” he began his discourse,
“‘my wife,she used to livein N'York !”

1 didn’t know ; but I said yes.

“‘The says the numbers on the streets
run criss-cross, like. Thirty-four's on
one side o’ the street and 35 on t'other,
How’s that ?”’

“That is the invariable vule, 1 be-
lieve.”

“Then—I say—these here new folk
that you ’'n’ your wife seem 8o mighty
taken up with—dy'e know anything
about em #”

*I know nothing about the character
of your boarders, Mr Jacobus,” I re-

plied, conscious of some irritability, *If

T choose to associate with any of them—"

‘‘Jess so—jess 80 !” brokein Jacobus,
“I hain’t cothin’ to say ag'inst yer
sosherbil’ty. But do you know them

‘‘Why, certainly not,” I replied.

“Well—that woz all I woz askin ye,
Ye sce when he cone here to take the
rooms—you wasn’t here then—he told
my wife that he lived at No. 34 in his
street. And yistiddy he told her that he
lived at No. 35. He said he lived in an
apartment house. Now there can’t be
no apartment house on two sides of the
same street, kin they #’

** What' street was it?”
wearily.

‘“ Hundred 'n’ twenty-first street.’”’

““Maybe,” I replied, still more weari-
ly. “That's Harlem.  Nobody knows
what people will do in Harlem.”

1 went up to my wife’s room.

““Don’t you think it’s queer 7"’ ‘slie ask-
od me. i 9

I inquired

o i by s ey
S

were children,”

I found my wife putting her hair to bed

‘| day,” said my wife, ‘‘but thet’s the pret-

“I think Tll have a talk with that|toward the steps. Mrs Brede looked

young man to-night,” I said, “and see if | toward my wife, and my wife moved to-
ward Mrs Brede. But the ostracized

‘¢ But, my dear,” my wife said grave-|woman, as though she felt the deep

¢ Why, great Scott!” I exclaimed,

*‘When I went up stairs that évening

—1T don’t know how I could better de-
scribe an operation familiar to every
married man. I waited until the last
tress was coiled up, and then I spoke.
“I've talked with Brede,” I said, ‘‘and
1 dido’t have to catechize him. He
seemed to feel that some sort of an ex-
planation was looked for, and he was
very outspoken. You were right about
the children—that is, I must have mis-
understood him. There are only two.
But the Matterhorn episode was simple
enough. He didn’t realize how danger-
ous it was until he had got so far into it
that he couldn’t back out ; and he didn’t
tell her because he'd left her Lere, you
see, and under the circamstances— '’

“‘Left her here !"’ cried my wife. “‘I've
been sitting with her the whele after-
noon, sewing, and she told me that he
left her at Geneva, and came back and
took her to Basle—and the baby was
born there—now, I'm sure,dear, because
I asked her.”

“Perhaps I was mistaken when I
thought he said she was on this eide,”
I suggested, with bitter, biting irony.

‘“You poor dear, did I abuse you ?”’
sald my wife. ‘‘But do you know, Mrs
Tabb eaid that she didn’'t know how
many lumps of sugar he took in his cof-

fee, Now that seems queer, doesn’t
it?
It did. It was a queer thing, But it

looked queer, Very queer.

The next morning, it was clear that
war was declared against the Bredes.
They came down te breakfast somewhat
late, and as soon as they arrived the
Biggleses swooped up the last fragments
that remained on their plates, and made
a stately march out of the dining-room.
Then Miss Hoogencamp arose and de-
parted, leaving a whole fishball on her
plate. Even as Atlanta might have
dropped an apple behind her to tempt
her pursuer to check his speed, so Miss
Hoogencamp left that fishball behind
her, and between her maiden self and
contamination.

We had finished our breakfast my
wife and I, before the Bredes appeared.
We talked it over and agreed that we
were glad that we had nut been obliged
to take sides upon such insufficient testi-
mony.

After breakfast it was the custom of
the male half of the Jacobus household
to go around the corner of the building
to smoke their pipes and cigars, where
they would not annoy the ladies. We
sat under a trellis covered with a grape
vine that had borne no grapes since the
memory of man. This vine, however,
bure leaves, and these, on that pleasant
summer morning, shielded from us two
perso.as who were in earnest conyersation
in the straggling, half-dead flower-garden
at the side of the house.

‘“I don’t want,” we heard Mr. Jaco-
bus say, ‘‘to enter into no man's pry-
vacy; but I do want to knew who it may
be, like, that I hev in my house. Now,
what 1 ask of you, and I don’t want you
to take it in no ways personal, is—hev
you your merridge license with you?’

“No,” we heard the voice of Mr.
Brede reply, *‘ have you yours?’

I think it was a chance shot; but it
told all the same. The major (he was a
widower) and Mr. Biggles and I looked
at each other; and Mr. Jacobus, on the
other side of the grape trellis, looked ut
—1I don’t know what—and was as kilent
as we were,

Where is your marriage licenss, mar-
ried reader? Do yoa know? ¥our
men, not including Mr Brede, stood or
sat on one side or other of that grape-
trellis, and not one of them knew where
his marriage licenee was, Each of us
had one—the major had three, But
where were they?! Where is yours?
Tucked in your best man’s pocket ; de-
posited in his desk, or washed to a pulp
in his white waistcoat (1f white waist-
coats be the fashion of the hour) washed
out of existence—can you tell where it
is? Can you—unless you are one of
those people who frame that interesting
document and hang it up on their draw-
ing-room walls ?

Mr Brede's voice arose, after an awful
stillness ot what seemed like five minutes
and was probably 30 seconds :

‘“‘Mr Jacobus, will you make out your
bill at once and let me pay it? 1 shall
leave by the 6 o'clock train., And will
you also send the wagon for my trunks ?’

“I hain't said I wanted to have ye
leave—"" began Mr Jacobus; but Brede
cut him short.

‘“‘Bring me your bill.”

‘‘But,” remonstrated Jacobus, ‘“‘ef ye
ain't—"

‘‘Bring me your bill!” said Mr Brede.

My wife and I went out for our morn-
irg’s walk. But it seemed to us, when
we looked at “‘our view,” as if we could
only see those invisible villages of which
Brede had told us—that other side of the
ridges and rises of which we can catch
no glimpse from lofty hills or from the
heights of human self-esteem. We
meant to stay out until the Bredes had
taken their departure ; but we returned
just in time to see Pete, the Jacobus
darkey, the blacker of boots, the brusher
of coats, the general handy man of the
house, loading the Brede trunks on the
Jacobus wagon.

And, as we stepped upon the veranda,
down came Mrs Brede, leaning on Mr
Brede'sarm, as though she were ill; and it
was clear that she hed been crying.
There were heavy rings about her pretty
black eyes,

My wife took a step toward her.

‘‘Look at that dress, dear,” she whis-
pered; ‘‘she neyer thought anything lice
this was going to happen when she put
that on.”

It was a pretty, delicate, dainty dress,
a graceful, narrow-stri affair. Her
hat was trimmed with a narrow-striped
silk of the same colors—maroon and
white—and in her hand she held a para-
sol that matched her dress,

““She had a new dress on twice a

tiest yet. Oh, somehow,—I'm awfully
sorry they’re going.”

the mornin

my wife cri

ly, “‘she doesm’s know whether they’ve|humiliation of her posttion,turned sharp-
ly away and opened her parasol to shield
her eyes from the sun. A ghower of
rice—a half-pound shower of rice—fell
d Y .. | down over her pretty hat and her pretty
“‘Plegse don’t be stapid,” said my wife, | dress, and fell in s spatteri
#T meant their children.” |

circle on

the floor, outlining her skirts—and there
itlay in a broad, uneyen band, bright in

Mrs Brede was in my wife’s arms, sob-

bing as if her young heart would break.

r dear, silly, children !”
, a8 Mrs Brede sobbed on
her shoulder, ‘‘why didnt you tell us
“W.W.W.We didn’'t want to be
t-t-taken for a b-b-b-bridal couple,”
sobbed Mrs Brede; ‘‘and we d-d-didn’t
dream what awful lies we'd have to tell,
and the aw-aw-awful-mixed-up-nees of
it! Oh, dear, dear, dear !”
‘“Pete I” commanded Mr Jacobus,
“‘put back them trunks, Theee folks
stay here’s long’sthey wants to. Mr Brede
—he held out a large, hard hand
—“I'd orter've known better,” he eaid.
And my last doubt cf Mr Brede vanish-
ed as he shook that grimy hand in manly
fashion,
The two women were walking off to-
ward Our View, each with an arm sabout
the other's waist—touched by a sudden
sisterhood of sympathy.
‘‘Gentlemen,” said Mr Brede, address-
ing Jacobus, Biggies, the major and me,
‘‘there is a hostelry down the street
where they sell honest New Jersey beer.

I recognize the obligations of the situa-
tion."”

We five men filed down the”street,
The two women went toward the pleas-
ant slope where the sunlight gilded the
forehead of the great hill. OUn Mr Jac-
obus’ veranda lay a spattered circle of
shining graios of rice. Two of Mr Jaco-
bus’ pigeons flew down and picked up
the shining grains, making grateful
noises far down in their throats.

“Oa, you

{The Baby Was Lost.
From the Chicage Tribune.

S. F. Groess, the real estate agent, sold
two lots to a young mechanic, who had
come during the afterncon with his
young wife to sign the necessary papers,
among which were a score or more of
promissory notes. The young wife had
with her a chubby, pretty, blue-eyed,
and rosy-cheeked little baby, possibly six
or seven months old. The little one was
asleep when the couple reached the oftice,
and when the time came to eign the
notes the mother laid her sleeping baby
on one of the adjoining desks—one of
the cylinder top variety.

How it ever happened nobody knew,
bnt the clerk whose desk it wae, having
to go out, carelessly pulled the top down
without noticing the mite of humanity,
locked it, and went away. It took
possibly ten or fifteen minutes to sign
the notes and papers, and then the cou-
ple made ready to go. Then the mother
discovered that ber first born was miss-
ing. For the life of her Mrs. —
couldn’t remember what she had done
with the baby. Awnd then there wasa
scene, ¢
Tables and desks were shoved aside,
waste baskets ewnptied, and clerks search-
ed high and low, but no baby could be
found. The young mother was almost
frantic. The police were notified, and
a patrol wagon, with four stalwart blue-
coats, soon appeared on the scene.
They, too, ransacked the office, but in
vain, s

In the course of a half hour a great
crowd had gathered in front of the office.
It was at this juncture that the clerk
who had caused all the trouble return-
ed

‘““What is the matter here ?”" he in-
quired breathleesly.

‘‘A baby has been kidnapped.”
‘“What !’ and the advertising agent
joined in the search. Finally the de-
mands of business caused him to open
his deek, and lo! there inside neatly
curled up in her white robes, lay the
little one fast asleep. During all the
hubbub and confusion the baby had
slumbered undisturbed. The opening
for letters in the desk had furnished all
the air its little lungs needed.

Messes C. C. Ricrarps & Co.

Gents—I have used your MINARD'S
LINIMENT successfully in a serious
case of croup in my family, In factI
consider it a remedy no home should be
without. J. F. CuNNINGHAM,
Cape Island.

So Say Arr.—That MINARD'S LIN-
IMENT is the standard liniment of the
day, as it does just what it is represent-
ed to do, lm

Warts are due to some local irritation
of the cuticle. They can be easily re-
moved by small doses of sulphate of
magnesia taken internally. Children
treated with three-grain doses of Epsom

salts morning and evening were prompt-
ly cured.
a woman whose face was disfigured by

M. Aubert cities the case of

these excrescences, and who was cuared

iu a month by a drachm and s half of
magnesia taken daily. Another medi-
cal man reports a case of very large warts
which disappeared ina fortnight from
the daily administration of ten grains of
the salts.
cure is external—mere rubbing of the
wart at frequent intervals during the
day. This persistent agitation or kn_end-
ing seems to displace the root, and in a
short time the wart disappears.

A still simpler but effective

Should and Would.
Richard Grant White says: ‘I do
not know in English literature another
passage in which the distinctions be-
tween shall and will, and would and
should is at once so elegantly, so vari-
ously, so precisely, and so compactly il-
lustrated as in the following lines from
a song in Sir George Etherege's ‘ She
Would if She Could’ (1704) :

* How long I shall love him I canno more tell

Than, had 1 a fever, when I should be well,

xgdpualon shall kill me before I will show it,
yer 1 would give all the world he did

now it ;

But, oh! how I sigh when I think should he
W00 me

1 cannot refuse whet I know would undo me !’

'Tis impious in a good man to be sad.

But going they were. They moved

—Dr, E. Young.

sinful,
dainty silks and laces, who shrink back
lest your skirt touch that poor unfortu-
nate, look closely iuto your own life and
see if it be as stainless as that woman’s
of poverty who raises up her sinful sis-
_ter from the gutter and shrinks not when

penitence npon her breast.
one day you and she stand before the

True Charity.
““He is such a charitable man; he

gives so much t?(chnrity.” cries the ad-
miring world 6f ;

name figures conspicuously in works of
charity, or heads the list of subscribers
to some philanthropic scheme,
the world, so ready to laud the ostenta-
tious giver, would pause and reflect upon
the meaning of true charity. Its mode

the rich man whose

1 wish

of action comes from the lips of God
Himself : “‘Let not thy left hand know
what thy right hand doeth ;” and agsin,
it is & charity described as humble and
not puffed up. Is the ostentatious
charity ot the rich man the charity of
which God spoke, and which He so dear-
ly loves? Will this so-called charity,
which wins so much applause from the
world, find the same approval from
atove? It is certainly not a charity
which “‘hides its light under a bushel,”
and the left hand is certainly well aware
of what its fellow is doing, especially
when it signs those big checks, the
amount of which will figure in tomor-
rew’s papers. And when the charitable
rich man sees those four or five figures
which the world will so admire, what
are his theughts? Is his heart filled
with gladness that he was able to aid in
some undertaking which will mitigate
the sufferings of humanity,or puffed with
pride at the encomiums his charity will
win from the world ? Let his own heart
answer the question. There may be
different kinds of charity, more or less
worthy ; but there is but one form of
perfect charity, and that is given with
sacrifice ana self-denial. Sometimes, at
the bottom of that list which is headed
by the millionaire’s name, 1s a very small
sum given by apoor widow. No one noti-
ces the little pittance, perhaps the name of
her who gave it is forgotten, bui it is
written on high where the millionaire’s
name has no place; for that little was
given for ‘‘sweet charity’s” sake, mot to
win approval from the world, and meant
for the giver sume sacrifice, a voluntary
self-denial in a life which knew but little
save hardship and sufferiog. Do not
look for true charity among the rich, the
prosperous, and the happy, but seek it
amid the poor and euffering. Youn will
be obliged to seek it, for it 18 not blazon-

ity, When one of earth’s favored ones
is overtaken by misfortune, his world
site in ite dainty drawing-rcoms and dis-
cusses it until the novelty wears off, when
he and it are forgotten. If he be wise,
he will seek neither help nor sympathy
from them. The world of wealth and
fashion recognizes no such thing as suf-
fering upon its surface, no matter how
many hearts ache and break beneath.
You must bring to it a smiling face, and
when misfortune comes ask from it
neither help nor sympathy, but sink
quietly out of sight, and rest assured you
will be unmourned and unlamented. But
among the poor there are both sympathy
and help for misfortune—troe sympathy
from hearts which have their own heavy
burdens ; help cheerfully, ungrudgingly
given, though the givers have but little
and can 1ll afford to give. You will find
true charity amcng the poer in the hand
they hold out to the weak and sinful.
Among the rich sin is gilded, and they
draw aside their dainty skirts lest they
come in contact with some poor, lost
creature whose thin hand is held out for
charity, whose sad eyes say, ‘‘Have

{ pity ; give me a chance in the name of

charity,” but the rich pass scorofully on.
That rich woman goes to the club, where
she is chief in some great philanthropic
scheme to relieve the suffering and sin-
ful. She is known as the charitable Mrs
So and So who does so much good ; who
is president of this club and that club
for the relief of suffering humanity ; who
subscribed so generously to the Home
for the Fallen; who was so indefatiga-
ble in getting up a bazaar to buy a sum-
mer resort for the sick children of the
poor, or the charity ball for a new hos-
pital ; but in the eyes of heaven she is
only the woman who turned away in
scorn from the poor, lost creatare who
asked her charity, and, finding it not,
sank back-into the dark abyss of sin,
the doors of which hunger, suffering and
scorn had opened to her. The poor
nave oo fine societies and no money, but
they have kind, tender hearts and a
hand ever ready to raise the weak and
And, my lady of wealth, in your

the poor head is bowed in shame and
And when

judgment seat of God, which will weigh
heavier--your money,ostentaticusly given
or her words of kindness, of gestle pity,
before the God who said to the fallen

woman, ‘“Go and sin no more?’ I once
read of a very rich man who had the
reputation of being very miserly and un-
charitable, because he refused to give to
public charities. But, when he died,
‘twas found he had spent the greater
part of his income in privately doing
charity in releving the suffering
and wants of the poor. And I am sure
a ““God bless you, sir,” from the lips of
poverty was sweeter to him than all the
applause the world could give, and the
God of charity could not turn a deaf ear
to such a blessing. — Emma Howard
Wight in Catholic Mirror,

Stick to the Right.
Rignt actions spring from right prin-
ciples. In cases of diarrheea, dysentery,
cramps, colic,summer complaint, cholera
morbus,eto.,the right remedy is Fowler’s
Extract of Wild Strawberry,—an unfail-
ing cure—mwade on the principle that na-
ture’s remedies are best. Never travel
without 1it,
et

Madame D., in Vienna, was a very
eareful sort of person. She met Madam
3., who asked her what birthday present
she had made to her husband. Madame
D, replied :—‘You see, I find it very
difficult to save anything from my house-
keeping money, these hard times, and I
had to set my wits to work. My hus-
band, you know, is an inveterate smoker
and passionately fond of a good cigar,
During the last three months, I have
every evening taken a cigar out of his
case and stowed it away in a box. On
the evening before his birthday I pre.
sented him with this boxasa surprise,
and you should have seen hew delighted

he was.”

SHERBROOKE (QUE.) THE SCENE Of

The Body of James Molr, & Montreal

Moir, a Montreal mrerchant, was found last
night floating in the St. Francis River at
Sherbrooke,

ed to the world like the rich man's char-|*

A RIVER MYSTERY. |

A TRAGEDY.

Merchant, Found Floating in the St.
Fr is—Was It Accident, Suicide or

Murder?

the firm of Forrester & Moir, but some
years ago he lost heavily in gold mining
speculation and retired, going to Chi-
cago, where he bLecame an
broker. A year ago his

and he returned to Montreal and
resided with his brother, Arch. Moir,
when it was noticed that symptoms
of incipient insanity were developed. On
Aug. 12 Arch. Moir with his family and the
deceased went # Portland Harbor, Long
Island, to spend the vacation. On Aug. 20
the deceased was missed. When night came
and he did not return Mr. Moir became un-
easy and a search was at once instituted but
without' results, although telegrams were
sent about the country and railway depots
and placards with the description of the
deceased. It is not likely that it will ever be
known what was the object of deceased in
going to Sherbrooke, whether he was acci-
dentally drowned or whether he took his own
life in a fit of despondency. Mr. Moir was 65
years old.

200 BASKETS OF PEACHES.

(Ca-‘-w":,u('n Entire Crop Will Amount to
Unly that Amount.
Ns®weca, Conn., Aug. 28.—Forty years
age the Connecticut peach orchards were the
finest in the world. The fruit was as fair as
that of California, and a great deal
more delicious. So immense was the
yearly crop that the market was sus»
feited and farmers turned their hogs
into the orchards. Then came ‘‘the yellows,”
an inexplicable disease that killed avery tree
in the state. After that few peaches grow
in Connecticut, until a dozen years ago fruit
growers began to set out new orchards and
learned to deal with the disease,

They couldn’t cure it and at the end
of three years it invariably kills an or-
chard ; but they set out new trees each
year, and in the second and .third year,
before the yellows attacked the orchards,
the growers had two big crops. Then
they let the trees perish. In this way the
prestige of Connecticut peaches was revived.
But this year more ill-fortune has befallen
the peach men. The trees didn’t bear at all,
aud the crop is a total failure.

A big fruit grower at New London said a
day or two ago that the crop in Con-

necticut will be less than 200 baskets,
Asthere is no Southern crop the out-
look is dismal enough for preservers

In New York and New Jersey the yield will
be smaller than in many years before, and
the California supply will not hold out be
yond Sept. 1.

QUICKEST ON RECORD:

A Walk on Atlantic City’s Boardwalks
Ends in a Wedding,
WASHINGTON, Aug. 2%.—A romantic story
in which a Washington man plays a
leading part comes from Atlantic City.

While Mr. William B. Perkins, a suc-
cessful commercial traveler for a large
notion house in this city., was stroll-

ing along the boardwalk with a lawyer
from Philadelphia the other evening, they
met two young ladies who proved to be
friends of the legal light from the Quaker
City. Mr. Perkins was introduced
and strolled off with one of them. It is said
that it was a case of love at first sight on
both sides. And it was no ordinary case
either, for after their short acquaintance,
acquired during the progress of their
promenade, they went to a magistrate and
were married. The young lady was a Miss
Nettie Dahl, of Germantown, Philadel
phia’s pretty suburb. She is a remark-
ably pretty blonde, vivacious and enter-
taining, and declares that she will never
regret her hasty and romantic act. She will
accompany Mr. Perkins in his next trip to
purchase goods for his Washington house.
ALL ALONG THE LINE.
Brooklyn’s Association Team - Turns Up
Her Toes—Who’s Next?
SYRACUSE, Aug. 27.—At the conclusion of
Thursday’s game the Brooklyn Association
Club closed its existence, and Manager
Kennedy and his men left for New York to
night. Although four weeks in arrears in
salaries they are consoled in the fact that the
Association is responsgble and will pay up.
Centrefielder Peltz was signed by Manager
Frazier, and he will take Hemp's place on the
Syracuse team. Catcher Pitz has also been
signed by Syracuse. Pitcher Murphy wil]
go to Albany with the State League Club of
that place, and Joe Gerhardt will join the
8t. Louis Browns in Baltimore on Wednes-
day.
The Players and The Association,

New YORK, Aug. 27.—A special meeting
of the Central Board of Directors of the
Players' League was held to-night. The
proposed amalgamation of the Brotherhood
and the American Association was knocked
in the head. The Boston club protested the
games which Twitchell played for Buffalo,

Scores in Three Leaugues,

PLAYERS' LEaGUE—Boston (ist game) 8,
Chicago 7; (2nd game) Boston 2, Chicago 8;
Brooklyn 9, Buffalo 10; New York 10, Pittsburg
5; Philadelphia 5, Cleveland 6,

NaTioNaL LEAGUE—Boston (1st game) 16,
Pittsburg 7; (2nd game) Boston 11, Pittsburg 8;
Cincinnati 8, Brooklyn 1: New York 1, Chicago
5; Cleveland 2, Philadelphia 4.

AMERICAN  ASSOCIATION—Baltimore 10, St
Louis 11; Athletics 6, Columbus 3,

Silver Spur's Thousand Sovs,
Loxpox, Aug. 27.—At the York August
meeting to-day the race for the Great Ebor
bandicap plate of one thousand sovereigns
was won by Charlton’s Silver Spur, Lang's
Padua 2, Sir R. Jardine’s St. Benedict 5,

The Furness Liner Ulunda Wrecked.

Havirax, Aug. “7.—The Furness line
st-eanmr Ulunda from 8t. John for London,
via Halifax, went ashore at 11 o’clock last
night at the entrance of Westport harbor,
Bay of Fundy, and is a total wreck, !

The steamer is- valued 25
had a light cargo, et el

et
INTERESTING ITEMS BY WIRE.

A Central train jumped the track ne:
N.Y, Tuesday night. Ten cars wer:r :':.I‘::);q
engineer and fireman badly hurt, :
8ir John Thompson has arrived at the Capital.
Private letters from Tokyo declare that the
friends of Sir Edwin Arnold are seriously
alarmed over his infatuation for one of the young
Japanese girls whom he has been instructing

ODDS AND ENDS.

e

Mrs Joliet (on their first trip acroes,)

—Feel sea-sick, Eliot ?

Mr Joliet.—Not a mite ; but I'm suf-

fering terrible with that old dispepsy of
wine, udk,

It’s jest tcok me.—P

A Momstde Story.
I have used your Burdock Blood Bit-

ters and Pills and find them everything
MONTREAL, Aug. 27.—The body of Jamed |to me. I had dyspepsia with bad breath
and bad appetite, but after a few day's
use of
Mr, Moir was at one time|gat g good meal and felt myself a differ-
prominent in business circles as a member of | ant man, .

.B.B. I felt stronger, conld

W. H. Srory, Mosside, Ont,

Practical Mother :- “My daaghter,

insurance | now that you are engaged $o be married,
wife died|you should endeavor to becume more
familiar with the details of hodsekeep-
ing.”
I'm doing, ma,
chewing-gum is a splendid thing for
mending old

Daughter : *“That's just what

I learned today that

e tinware.” — New York
Week!y.

Unbearable Agomy.

For three days I suffered severely from
summer complaint, nothing gave me re-
lief and I kept getting worse until the
pain was almest unbearable, but after I
had taken the first doséof Dr Fowler’s
Extract of Wild Strawberry, I found
great relief and it did not fail to cure me,
2 Wu. T. GLynw, Wilfrid, Oat,

George: ‘‘Love, I dreamed last
night that I proposed and you accepted
me ; that we were merried and our lives

this dream 1’ Marie :
I have very little faith in dreams ; but
we might maks a test.”—Smith, Gray &
Co’s. Mcnthly.
Wilson's Wiid Cherry.

For nearly twenty years tais valuable
medicine has been largely used for the
care of Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis,Croup,
Whooping Cough, Loss of Voice, and
Luuge. Those who know its value al-
ways recommend it to their friends,
knowing that Wilson’s Wild Cherry nev-
er dissppoints. The geouine is sold by
all druggists in white wrappers only. 1lm

Husband (newiy married): “Don’t
you think, love, 1if I were to smoke it
would spoil the curtains "' Wife: ““Ah!
you are really the most uneelfich and
thoughtful husband to be found any-
where ; certainly it would.” Husband :
‘‘Well, then, take the curtains down.”—
Chatter.

The Sambro Lighthouse

is at Sambro, N.S., whence Mr R. E,
Hartt writes as follows :—* Without a
doubt Burdock Blood Bitters has done
ae a lot of good, I was sick and weak
and had no appetite, but B.B.B. made
me feel smart and strong. Were its vir-
tues more widely kunown, many lives
would be saved.

First Young Lady (examining direc-
tory in drug store) : ‘‘[cannot find the
nawe in this directory, Ethel.” Second
Young Lady: “Nu? What shall we
do?” First Young Lady :
to another drug stcre and examine their
directory.”— Boston Courier.

Minard's Lintment{for Rhcumatism.

Sweet Girl (poutingly) : *““You have-
n’t been here tor five evenings.” Young
Nicefello : ‘*The lust time I was here
you told me never to dare call on youn
again.” - Sweet Girl :  “Did I? Then
you were very rude not to stay away a
week.”—Good News.

Minard's Linfment is the Best.

‘‘Miss Clara,”

not view my going with anger.” ‘‘Ang-
er,"Mr Barlow !” replied his idol who
has declined to receive him as a worship-
er ; ‘‘cnthe contravy, it gives me joy.”
—Harper’s Bazar.

Consumption Surely Curea.
To TaE KpIToR .—Please inforra your
readers that I have a positive remedy
for the above named disease. By its
timely use thousands of hopeless cases
have been permanently eured. I shall be
glad tc send two bottles of my remedy

Express and P.O. address,
Respectfully, Dr T. A, Srocum,
ly 164 W, Adelaide st,, Toronto, Ont,

Minard’s Liniment Cures Colds, ete.

At a party,while a young Aberdeen la-
touch, a bystander bachelor exclaimed,
‘‘Perhaps you might get the whole hand

by asking,” said the young lady’s observ-
aot mamma, ,

Minard's Liniment Cures Diphtheria.

The Luring Mystery.

Mr Thomas Cash, Susie’s beau)—It ig
ul_d that a Spaniard can live upon an
onion and a few olives a day, It seems
surprising to us, does it not?

Susie’s Little Brother—Mr Cash, I
know what you live on. /
lﬁir ?uBh—Whnt, Tommy?

ittle Brother—On your aunt
says s0.— Yankee Blade. e

To avoid catching cold, many plans

out of the usual routine of life, they

that flesh is heir to, but this ig not a
satisfactory solution of the question.
Feople:must have recreation and enjoy-
ment, and frequently catch ocold in the
pursuit of them, Wilson's Wild Cherry
will cure a Cough or Cold in the short-
est possible time, and by its tonie effects,
strengthen and invigorate the system at

the same time. Suld by all d i
in white wrappers. it rugf:tn,

—_—

"I"megnt to have told you of that
hole,” said a gentleman to hus friend who
was walking with him in his garden, and

matter,” said t

Fe makes no secretof his in
i tention to marry

found it!”

by the
expected that Prince Georgs
the Governer-General with
of Preston and other memb
regal family will visit Toron
take in the big show,

were apent in bliss.” What think you-of.
*‘George, dear,™

“Let us go

in
&
. ‘\mrds!

he remarked as he
reached for his hat, *‘I trust that you do

FREE to any of your readers who have
consumption if tLey will send me their

dy was playing with peculiar brilliancy of

*I'd give the world for those fingers!”’

Paterfamilias (at the supper table to

have besn suggested. Probably if one
never went anywhere or did anything

would be free from many of the ailments

stumbled into a Eit full of water. **No

e friend, blowing th:
mud and water out of his 'mouth, g“.'l'v::

THE GOSSIP OF A~

COMING INDUSTRIAL EXHIE

TORONTO-

Denwell—Burchell Oase—Lord

Aberdeen—Ras Wiman at
Ontario and Dominion Rifl(

"¢ Convict Stabbed—The U.S.

ToroNTO.—Sept. 1. It seems
petitiop to say day after day tt
fair for 1490 will be the great

t fairs of the Industrial Ei

sociation.  But it isalmost upo
boom is going
roar in the strests of the city a
theland. The harvest is good ¢
ers and villagers and townspe

out and swelling

of Ontario will flock to 'l

gecond and third weeks of Sep
energetic Canadian agentsof th
oan railways have flooded the
York, Pennsylvania and Obio w
literature, and a number of mai
sions from those States has be
8o it is predicted fearlessly
ple will be bere in hundreds
And they will see a great sho'
ber and variety of entries ha
been so great. The staff af
larger this year than ever befc
finds itsclf Gnable to overtake
work, The space in all the
been engaged for weeks and
have been make forthe acc
the overflow in tents. It v
show,

On Sept. 8th the exhibi‘ion
Earl of Aber

Lord and Lady Aberdeen hi

in the country. Their chil
staying in Toronto for a

tinguished visitors have b
Montreal
Hamilton.
bition they will go back to ]
a villa has been rented, and
to have a quiet rest,
in the Aberdeens will take

and Ottawa. TI
After openiv

Befor

the Pacific Coast. Rumour

Aberdeen is to be our next G
1t is somewbat early for su
ever as Lord Stanley has on

time.

The Ontario Rifle Assoc
concluded a four days mee'
Common, The shouting all
and prize money big.

The following officers we
current year, by the Counci
Mulock, E:‘q., M P, T(tﬁ
dents, first military dis
Lewis, retired list, London
district, Lieut.-Col. Jones
Brantford; third military
Hughes, Lindsay Warde
Lindsay ; fourth military d
Macpherson, militia stgﬂ’, (J

Lieut.-Col. Aiger, distric
ronto; Secretary, Capt.
Own Rifles, Toronto; Auw
Boomer, Toronto; Capt. T
ronto.
This week will see every
Ottawa, where the great
on.
Hollingworth, a convic
netentiary, who is doin|
or stealing registered l¢
clerk, has been fatally st
convict. It is not expecte
This speaks badly for

the Penitentiary. That a

a large pair of scissors fr

his cell and secrete them 1

a murderous assault upor

isastrange thing. Int

murdered a guard at

some years ago, If t

one case Wwithou

Id not all the conv

es and make a general

The man who ¢

"-ld to have been a g
worker in his departmer
ated to the deed by the

It was understood that t!

allowed to speak to each

shows that they can not ¢

they can quarrel. The 1

are notsuch, evidently,

man, but rather to inten
is in him.

The McKinley tarif
through the United Sta
seems not work so muc}
interests as anticipated.
the principal products
the United States last y
Eggs, $2,157,000; Hor
918,000; Hay, 822,000;
405,000; Peas, 813,000,
toes, 193,000; Poultry,
204,000.

Under the new tarifl
pected will become law
ber, the duty on bar
from I0c. to 30c. per
admitted free, will be

there will be a specific
on horses and an ad va
of 30 per cent. on all
1" duty on hay v
. $64 per ton.

. ming our exj
United Statesto be 't
]ast, the increase in th
$1,000,000 to $3,000,00
notbe so great since '
year was nearly 2,000,
estimated yield hus b
7,000,000 bushels. It
the United States for
proporticn to the whe
last year we will onlj

there and that can 1

pew duty takes effect.

“ blow aimed at Ca!

nothing to fall upon.

' The 72 jurors to b

stock for the Burc!

been chosen. Woods
gmall building, and |
newspaper men, arti

Council, with the fri

get crowded in, then

siders to witness the
It is reported ar¢

Bullock, whois coni

of criminally assault

3 step daughter, Jenn

ed to his victim,
Inspector Archib
Inspector studied t

"8 e\ whether such a ma
ﬁﬁu but the law is s
= 7"  Hon. J. W. Long

eral of Nova Scotia
Prof. Goldwin Smil
annexationist or fr1
has also been here

star combination i1
week to addressa n
dian farmers on 1k
cify, unrestricted a
to reports, very fe'
the audience beir
of ladies.




