
WOMAN. listening. While on Campobello some 
years ago I had the honor to know a lady 
who not only entertained Bishops and 

her rights and duties in the Admirais bat also at one time played the 
world. hostess to Lady Napier, and at all times

moved in the highest society. She 
a lady no longer young. Yet every Sun
day when she walked up the aisle of that 
quaint little chapel which Mr. Howells 
has described
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Liberal Discount to Dealers. so accurately in “April 
Hopes,” both men and women, young 
and old, rich and poor, always looked to 
me as if they would like to rise and do 
her homage, if it were only orthodox 
and proper. Before I knew' her well 
enough to come under the spell myself, (V 
I asked the resident clergyman wherein 
her great attraction lay. He answered 
me without hesitation: “Her wonderful

“Do not ask ifman has^been^through ^.college, 
walking university.Chapin. g 

The preceding lines were probably in
tended more particularly for men than 
for women, but since colleges have open
ed their doors so generally to women, 

Francesca Fortunata and Benoita Pas- why should they not serve for them as 
qoalini, ladies of Corsica, became so hos- we]l f

A prairie chicken is reported to have 1 am no advocate of "Women’s Rights”stopped a tram in Kansas by flying that both could not live, and therefore .
against the bell rope with such force as engaged in a duel. Benoita was pierced as they are being striven for at the pre- 
to ring the gong in the locomotive. to the heart with her adversary’s stiletto, sent time, for I hold that generally speak-

At Findlay, 01. io, some boys found a ‘Great Britain’s "drink bill” for 1887 is icg, nature has assigned to the female ln- 
handkerchief containing thirty-six gold published, and amounts to £125,000,000. tellect, and to herself a different calling, 
rings, valued at $200, in a bird’s nest in Of tljj* £36,000,000 was spent for spirits, Still, however, women have had their 
the roof of a railway bridge. ^®Zoto temdeSCwewTel’ e^al witb earliest

Claus Spreckels says that he will this T. _ ages, wherever they have had the com-
E'S.” l'SSiïiSB»; .bmty «
refinery that he is erecting in Philadel- at » salary of $2,700 a year. There are taln them> for there never was a time in 
phia at a cost of $2,000,000 will produce professional baseball players who do not the world’s history when women were 
40,000 tons of sugar a year. make more than this, not found occupying the highest posts

The farmers of the United States, use . A Welsh gentleman lias planted the among the opposite sex.
35,000 tons of twine annually upon the side of a mountain on his estate with

long enough to go more than six times Six hundred and fifty thousand W1^h tenderness and valor she judged
around the earth. trees were used. and instructed that people.”

In the native schools of Egypt, the The late J. W. Drexel paid at the rate Whether Portia had her counterpart in 
children are all seated on the floor in a of fourteen million dollars per acre for history or not, Shakspeare has idealized 
large room, the teacher being on the plat- the lot of land on which stands the her under the clever disguise of a “Learn-
form with a long stick. The nrincioal Drexel Building, comer of Wall and . — . - T___„ . . . ,,study pursued is that of the lioran.^r Broad Streets, New York, and yet it prov- ed Doctor of Laws, preceiving quickly 
Mohammedan Bible; and three or four ed » remunerative investment the legal advantage which. might be
times as many hoirs are spent at this as Mount Vesuvius serves as a gigantic taken of the circumstances in the “trial 
at any other study. I barometer and thermometer for Naples, scene.”

The magnitude of Texas is thus illus- The direction in which the smoke from Throughout the political annals of 
trated by an imaginative writer : “ If the crater blows indicates unerringly a nearly all countries, it is an established 
Texas were a circular lake and France a comme change ol weather twentv-four . ...
circular island, the island could be an
chored centrally in the lake ont of sight the hot and depressing sirocco, 
of land, twenty-two miles from any point 
on the encircling shore.”

ESTEY, ALWOOD &a OO. 7
PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, SAINT JOHN, N. B.

BLUE EYES. fore sunset she found herself close by the 
garden from which she had been enticed 
in the afternoon by the butterfly.

The gift of language is a great gift, 
but it has not been bestowed on man 
alone. John Burroughs says:—“The 
Maryland yellow-throat, standing in the 
door of his tent, calls ont as yon approach, 
‘which way, sir !’ ‘which way, sir !’ If he 
says this to the ear of common folk, what 
would he say to the poet? One of the 
pewees says, ‘stay there!’ with great 
emphasis. The blue jay calls out to the 
farmer planting his corn, ‘drop it !’ ‘drop 
it!’ ‘cover it up!’ ‘cover it up!’ What 
the robin says, carolling that simple 
strain from the top of the tall maple, or 
the crow with his hardy ‘haw haw,’ or, 
the meadow lark sounding his piercing 
and long drawn note in the spring mea
dows, the poets ought to be able to tell 
us. Surely the birds all have a language 
which is very expressive, and which is 
easily translatable into the human 
tongue.”

HEWS or THE WORLD.

t
great powers over the people lie in her 
deep sympathetic nature. In short, she 
is a capital listener.”

Many worthy people are constantly 
telling us that every worthy woman should 
be educated with the object in view of 
becoming a wife and mother, but pass
ing over such women as Florence Night
ingale and Sister Dora, who have done 
more good in the world than most marri
ed women, and also admitting that a 
woman’s life is incomplete without a 
husband, even thus, it is wise to educate 
a woman to be self-dependent. For in 
nipe cases oiit of ten she may never 
marry, for though we may not take into 
account that men are in the minority, 
yet there are often various other reasons 
in the way.

Deatn may come as it did no later 
than last week to the affianced of a young 
lady in New York formerly well-known 
to some of us in this city. Some may 
prove false, or there may be outside in
terference as in the case of the Princess 
Victoria, and though the prince still says 
“we shall be married”—lookers-on con
sider the chances doubtful.

After all, a woman may know all the 
arts, sciences, languages and accomplish
ments possible, and still be imperfectly 
educated if she has not been taught from 
her earliest childhood ta use the needle 
skilfully, or at least to mend or dam 
neatly, for though every woman may not 
have a home, every woman has to some 
extent a wardrobe to keep in repair, 
“and the apparel oft proclaims the man.”

Sarah J. Parkin.

ENTICED AWAY INTO THE WOODS 
BY A BUTTERFLY,

And Shnwn the Way Heme by a Brook.

We called her Blue Eyes because her 
eyes re neither black, brown nor gray: 
thej/^We just as deep and just as blue 
as the skies are, this pleasant 7th day 
of May, 1888. It was a good many years 
ago that we called her Blue Eyes, and a 
good many years have passed since I was 
her special confidant, the keeper of her 
secrets, and the sharer 6f her dreams.

I wonder if those eyes are still the dis
coverers, from day to day, of strange and 
beautiful things: if Blue Eyes is still the 
confidant of the butterflies and birds and 
erickets and grasshoppers : of the brooks, 
and winds, and leaves; just as she was 
so many years ago. I wonder if she sees 
the great cities and castles in the clouds 
that she used to see, the long processions 
of cqurtly knights and beautiful ladies, 
that on their gray chargers pranced 
through the heavens in the long ago, and 
if, when the sun goes down, she sees the 
gates thrown open, beyond which he re
veals himself to other worlds. It may 
be, but it is unlikely, for as we grow 
older, our sight grows less acute, and rite 
language of many of the companions of 
our childhood becomes unintelligible.

It was in June and Blue Eyes, only six 
or seven years old, was busy in her gar
den, when a butterfly, with green wings, 
and purple skirts, and a necklace of 
pearls, came dancing about her head, and 
after awhile it settled on her shoulder. 
Blue Eyes kept very still, for she was 
afraid that if she stirred it might be frigh
tened away. Now came a great surprise 
tç Blue Eyes, for the butterfly whispered 
very softly, “Come with me, little Blue 
Eyes, for a ramble through the fields.” 
Blue Eyes was not a bit frightened, for 
she often had speech with animals, and 
birds, and insects, that were generally 
supposed to be speechless. Then the 
butterfly opened its wings and sailed 
away, beckoning Blue Eyes to follow. 
And she did follow: out through the gate, 
away down the road, over an old stone 
wall and through a pasture, pleasantly 
shaded by hacmetac and spruce. Here 
and there a dandelion held up its yellow 
head, and one called to Blue Eyes to stop 
and pass the afternoon in its company, 
and some violets that were holding a 
meeting in a pleasant hollow, invited her 
to join in their deliberations, but she 
went right on with the butterfly, which, 
a few minutes later, with a whispered 
good bye rose up into the clouds, leaving 
Blue Eyes forever. Did Blue Eyes sit 
down and cry? No, but she sat down and 
thought. Her seat was a stone covered 
with soft white moss, and over her head 
the pale leaves whispered to one another 
about the little girl that they thought 
had come so far to visit them, but the 
trees were so tall she could not fully com
prehend what they were saying. But 
presently a great cricket, clad in a shiny 
suit of armer, leaped into her lap, and 
looked in her face with curie us eyes.

“Lost?” said the cricket
“Lost !” answered Blue Eyes, and her 

lower lip t^ybled a little as she spoke.
“I’m vef^usy,” said the cricket, and 

am to old to escort you home; but if 
you’ll listen a moment I think you’ll hear 
a friend calling you.”

Blue Eyes listened, and presently she 
heard a feint voice:

h

Do we not read of Deborah that “she

i

s

FOB MUSICIANS.
the crater blows
coming change ol weather twenty-four , , ... ,
hours in advance; also the approach of that while men have ruled through

power, women have ruled through influ-
James Gordon Bennett may well be ence> for 68 Ednaund p- Roe says ‘There 

cal:ed a citizen of the world ; he has a are but few thrones behind which you 
house in New York, one at Newport, one will not find a woman.” 
in Paris, a cottage at Bougival, a chateau 
and farm thirty miles out of Paris, a villa ., _. _ , .
at Nice, and a steam yacht to take him lts Prmcess Relgiosa and also its Madame 
across the ocean or anywhere he wants de Recamier, that woman with such be
ta go. Mr. Bennett is well onto fifty wildering charms that she ruled supreme

blue eyes as bright as an eagle’s^ and his lo8t her wonderous beauty, 
moustache a golden brown. His hair, In America, in fact in all civilized 
however, is very gray, and sets off his countries, woman gives the tone to morals

fTiŒîfüsrSiX* S t >»;.•aornely.
The Russian Nihilists lately arrange 

to release the author, Tschemischeffok,. 
who has been in prison in Astrachan for higher assumptions of power can she de- 
tliirty-six years on account of writing sire ?
two novels displeasing to the censor. His But I do not purpose to deal with the

rjxsV-i-Sse *” iw
The friends of the late Dinah Mulock .. ...

Craik, author of “John Halifax, Gentle- Hl8her Education, which was one of the 
man,” are about to erect a mo rble medal- principal demands when its promoters 
lion to her memory in Tewkesbury held their first convention in the United 
Abbey, Tewkesbury, England.

A collection of chairs belonging to Since this scarcely any subject is occu-

>!ïï EyffiSSES; r* * ,"8Cr T 'V*—■Mrs. Siddon’s 15 guineas; the chair of however, anyone who has opportunities 
Gray, thepoet, brought 30 guineas. King to observe and leisure to think cannot 
Charles IL’e only 10 guineas; Anne Bo- 
leyn’t 10$; and Shakespeare’s 120. 
were also the chairs of Pope, Sir Walter 
Raleigh, Napoleon Bonaparte, Nath 
Hawthorne, George Cruikshank,
Others, and they brought small sums.

sins Me Heme Quaint Old Ballad.

Evidence is net wanting to show that 
in the whole category of musical nomen
clature nothing is so eagerly sought for 
by the general public, or listened to with 
such enthusiasm, as the class of music 
denoted ballads. The wherefore of this 
sympathy may be easily found if sought 
for. It is because this form of musical 
expression conveys to the mentality of 
average mankind just what the diction
aries define music to consist oÇ i. e. 
“sounds agreeable to the ear.” This does 
not imply that the tympanum alone is 
the object to satisfy—that the sense of 
hearing receives the entire volume of 
gratification—but the mind’s perceptions 
are in unison with the aural sensations. 
One may be charmed with vocal gymnas
tics without feeling a tinge of pathetic 
emotion. The mother’s lullaby to her 
offspring, uttered in gentle, and may be 
plaintive, tones, has more potency in 
rendering "sounds agreeable to the ear” 
than the more elaborate rabeletta. There 
needs no argument to fortify this avowal 
seemingly, for it is an established fact.

The most of our lives are built up in 
this atmosphere of home singing, and it 
becomes imbued into our natures to love 
it beyond all other forms. The lisping 
child repeats the songs it hears in the 
nursery, because they convey to the child 
sounds that were agreeable to |he ear, 
and that give it pleasure to linger upon. 
The youth’s school curriculum is made less 
tiresome by the addition of simple music, 
which its mind may easily grasp, and 
which accords with its sentiments. The 
stock in use by many aspiring youngsters 
is derived from arrangements of Mother 
Goose stories and the like, with simple 
airs and tunes. One of the first essays of 
a budding miss is, likelÿ as net, “Home 
Sweet Home,” or something of that 
nature, while her more bellicose brother 
warbles army songs. Up to this period 
the demon of technicalities has not ob
truded his unwelcome form, and all is 
harmony. The atmosphere is charged 
with “sounds agreeable to the eqr.”

Anon comes the period of entering the 
world. This fetches us into other associ
ations in which “grand opera” and class
ical concerts are to be considered. What 
then? Before the “Trilogy” and “Getter- 
dammerung,” with all the other awful 
sounding titles and ear-piercing combi
nations had been invented to distract at-

A Maine regiment has the melancholy 
honor of having lost more'men in battle 
than any other regiment of the Union 
army during the civil war. This was the 
First Maine heavy artillery, whick out of 
2,202 enrolled had 423 killed or mortally 
wounded.

France has had its Madame de Staël,

The Oldtown, Maine, Herald tells a 
story about the engineer of a fast train 
on the Maine Central, who thrust his head 
out of the cab window to kiss his wife, 
just as he was leaving Bangor, and 
smacked a colored woman in Watervlile, 
right in the face ! "

almost no position in the political world, 
yet she is the recognized leader in nearly 

yf all philantrophic enterprises. What
WMstllng Jugs.

edThe body of a little girl buried near the 
Skagib river, B. C., two years ago, was 
exhumed recently. On opening the coffin 
the form and features or the child were 
found as clear and well defined 
their burial, and the hair was as glossy 
and fresh as in life. The body had been 
turned to stone.

The silvadors or musical jugs found 
among the burial places of Peru are most 
ingenious specimens of handiwork. A 
silvio in the William S. Vaux collection of 
Philadelphia consists of two vases, whose 
bodies are joined one to the other with a 
hole or opening between them. The neck • 
of one of these vases is closed, with the 
exception of a small opening in which a 
clay pipe is inserted leading to the body 
of a whistle. When a liquid is poured 
into the open-necked vase, the air is com
pressed in the other, and, escaping 
through the narrow opening, is forced in
to the whistle, the vibrations producing 
sounds.

Many of these sounds represent the 
notes of birds ; one in the Clay collection 
of Philadelphia imitates the notes of the 
robin or some other member of the thrush 
tribe peculiar to Peru. The closed neck 
of this double vase is modelled into a 
representation of a bird’s head, which is 
thrush-like in character. Another water 
vase in the same collection representing 
a llama, imitates the disgusting habit 
which this animal possesses of ejecting 
its saliva when enraged. The hissing 
sound which accompanies this action is 
admirably imitated. A black tube of 
earthenware, ornamented with a gro
tesque head in low relief, to which short 
arms are attached, pressing a three-tubed 
syrinx to its lips (Clay collection), de
serves especial mention, as it suggests 
the evolution of this insrument from a 
single tube to more complicated forms.

Peruvian woven tissues, often dyed in 
brilliant hues,are unsurpassed by the tex
tile productions of any other ancient Am
erican people. Their jewelry of gold and 
silver is remarkable. Statuettes in the

on

ther than where it involves the right of

It is alleged that a wealty Brazilian 
has poisoned 3,000 Indians in one of the 
western provinces of Brazil and 800 in 
another because they occupied land 
which could be much better employed 
by the whites. It is said that the mas
sacre was accomplished by poisoning all 
the wells with strychnine and chlorate 
of mercury.

The farmers of Wilamette Valley, Ore
gon, complain that the Mongolian pheas
ants introduced a few years ago and pro
tected by law are becoming too numer- 

In cold weather they crowd into 
the hams among domestic fowls, some
times whipping barnyard cocks on their At a religious meeting in Portland, If a girl has a taste for scienee, classics 
own dunghills, and making themselves Maine, an Englishman led the services, and literature, and if she has also perse- 
as obnoxious as the heathen Chinee, a Frenchman offered prayer, an Irishman verance industry and tenaritv nf

The Queen of Servie lives in Florence, conducted the singing and a Russian was ' ^ 1 nacitj of pur-
says a Paris correspondent, because her the leading speaker. And yet the Am- P08®’ without which success cannot be 
husband doesn’t want her at home. It is erican citizens of some small'Maine town, ensured, and with which all men who 
not every husband who is so lucky as who can barely raise money enough to have succeeded in life have been distin- 
this particular King, for most recalcitrant support one parson in comfort, must have „niRhp(l tlipn o)l t, ,wives couldn’t stay put, even in lovely two or three meeting-houses within a ^ by a11 m®ans’,et her have
Florence. He ought to tell the rest of stone’s throw of each other. equal advantages. For “ The proper
mankind his secret. ________t _______ sphere for all human beings is the largest

The Mount Desert Herald savs there is and highest to which they can attain.”
a married woman Attending 'school at ” ’ Still, however, in the education of every
two children who Tre dd“enouJh X (Mulhall’s Provincial Guide.) young girl distinct reference should be
scholars. Out of the evergreen jljjjests had to her condition and requirements,

Drinking warm blood as a cure for coiV* stretch to theàrth away, for that education which does not fit her
sumption is largely practised in the great- The winds eome«okbtog and sighing for life is imperfect, misdirected and
er cities of Europe and the practice is O’er Kennebeeem, Bay; useles8.
coming into use in Montreal; Mr. Bay- Aad °ut (rom the frowning, and angry, 
ard, Manager of the Eastern Abattoirs, _ And ashen clouds that bend 
says that twice a week ten ladies belong- 0 *r “« frosen Kennebeccasis 
ing to some of the most aristocratic fami- Great flakes of snow descend,
lies in the city file into the abattoirs with 
silver goblets and drink the hot blood of 
young bullocks. The effect upon the pa
tients, notwithstanding the conflicting 
opinions of the medical profession, is 
said to be startling. One lady, the daugh
ter of an ex-clerk of the Recorder’s Court, 
who was given up as a consumptive by 
her medical attendant, last summer is 
now strong again.

Last winter Mrs, E. Forcimer called 
upon a Russian fur cutter named Doran 
Set werschenski and ordered a fur sacqne, 
which was to cost $25. When it was sent 
home it was found to be too short. She 
wanted italtered, but refused to pay any
thing extra and hence an action was 
brought by the cutter for $25. The plain
tiff alleges that when he took Mrs. For- 
cimeris measure she did not wear a large 
bustle and the fact that she wore a large 
one when she tried on the coat was the 
reason why it did not fit Mr. Justice 
Jette informed the lawyers that he would, 
like to hear the evidence of an expert 
and a French Canadian named Rivet 
was placed in the box. He declared that 
the coat would fit well if Mrs. Forcimer 
wore a small bustle. The case will be 
continued.—Montreal Star.

How does Ignatius Donnelly obtain his 
root number ? is the question asked by 
those who have examined the famout 
cipher. It seems to be a case of root,
Bacon, or die.

The Prince of Wales is said to have re
ceived three hundred thousand dollars 
clear from his Duchy of Cornwall last 

! year

States in 1880.

fail to remark that very-- many of the 
treatises would convey the impression 

Nathaniel tbat Collegiate Education is going to 
and cover the entire ground for the elevation 

of women.
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It is generally allowed by eminent 
writers that the lecture-room, where the 
best minds give their best services and 
also their best efforts, is one of the most 
effecient agents in the cultivation of the 
people.

Now, we all know how much 
deeply a sermon or a lecture impresses 
us if we hear it delivered than it does if 
we only read it ourselves. Then, as the 
persuasion of the human voice and the 
magnetism of personal presence enforces 
the views of the lecturer, so, accordingly, 
must social conversation be an important 
factor in education.

On the banks of the Kennebeccasis, 
’Neath the snowdrifts cold and deep. 

The violets fold their petals,
The sires of the hamlet sleep ;

Bat again shall the violet blossom 
When winter rolls away,

And they shall awake who slumber 
By Kennebeccasis Bay.

! more

precious metals are even more wonder
ful ; they represent monkeys, birds with 
their feathers, fish with their scales, etc., 
modelled in relief or intaglio. Human 
figures were also cast in precious metalc, 
the artists even attempting groups. 
Beads were made of gold, silver, glass 
and earthenware. Wood was used to fur
nish objects in daily use, and an example 
may be seen in the beautifully ornament
ed combs that are sometimes found plac
ed beside the dead in the huacas.

It is yet to be shown that the ancient 
Peruvians possessed a system of coinage, 
or of recording their ideas by a system of 
writing, either hieroglyphic or phonetic. 
It is supposed that some system of com
municating ideas and recording events 
existed by means of quipos or strings of 
varying length, on which were knotted a 
certain number of threads. The inca was 
thus enabled to transmit his orders by 
messengers over the roads starting from 
the capital at Cuzco. Relays of runners 
were stationed all along the imperial . 
highways at distances rarely exceeding 
five miles, and in this way orders were 
forwarded to all points in the kingdom 
with great rapidity.—Swiss Cross.

tention from music per se to technical 
Coinedown''’herer' execution, there was a field for much en-

Home I’ll'guide you, never fear." joy ment in real music hearing. When
Blue Eyes related the words. Luc>' pyne sang “I Dreamt I Dwelt in
‘That’s rig*!”’ said the cricket: “the garble Halls”; when Miss Kellogg inter-, 

brook wants to take yon home. And new iected “Home, Sweet 'Home”; when 
run right along, for I’ve no time to waste Habelman sweetly breathed “Robin 
with little girls.” Adair,” and Campbell sang the plaintive

Blue Eyes bid the cricket good bye Heart Bowed Down” in 
and hastened down the hill, the call of Pre8eBtations, great joy came to the 
the brock every moment sounding clearer H8t^ners> and they went home with 
in her ears. The brook was very garni- 8ati°ns of having heard sounds agreeable 
lous, and seemed to have a word for all ear‘ when Mme. Bishop infer
tile trees that hung over it, and all the P1"6*6^ the grand oratorio melodies, and 
ferns that nodded on its banks, and all wben Hi® gifted Parepa, sang “Within a 
the grey and white pebbles over which it °f Edinboro Town” and “Five
flowed. As soon as Blue Eyes came near 0 the Morning,” agreeable sounds
the* brook, it shouted to her that there permeated the atmosphere of the concert 
was no timeAo waste, and like a dutiful room, and buried themselves in our inner
child she followed its intricate windings ^ButVaS'8 Where now are the songs 
for more than an hour. Sometimes the they used to sing, and why are the voices 
brook would stop to rest by the foot of of 80 many vocolists silent in this arena

v r;aTtLdnet'ity>ut iirnotfor anr/Sp^
long, and then awa\ it would go again, angels, where, let us hope, the spirit of 

i telling Blue Eyes to follow, and just be- Wagner will not trouble them.

'Tie weary to see the snow fall, 
And weary to walk alone,

A shadow surrounded by shadows 
When the springtime of life is gone:

But the shadows shell melt as the clouds melt 
And weariness pass away,

As sure as the flowers shall blossom again 
By Kennebeccasis Bay. It is often said that women lack in in

telligent conversation. Now, in order to 
converse well, it is neither necessary for 
a woman to either know anything con
cerning the ‘Theories of Jupiter’s Satel
lites, or how to turn an ode of Horace 
into English, but it is absolutely neces
sary for her to be able to speak her 
mother tongue in its purity, to give the 
proper quantity to classical proper names 
in common use, and though she may 
wade pretty smoothly through difficulties 
without being very deeply read in either 
ancient or modern history,” yet she 
must be well informed, she must not only 
read newspapers but she must also know 
what is going on around her.

Still there is another accomplishment 
equally charmiitg and far less cultivated 
than conversation. I mean

H. L. Spkxckr.I opera re-
Charity.

sen-
My faith is strong, my hope is sure,

But charity, for thee I sigh ;
For thou the fairest art, of all 

The jewels found beneath the sky.

Not gold I crave, nor earthly fame,
From this vain world of toil and sin.

But that sweet charity, my heart,
Might still bo found to rest within.

So that, o’er weak and erring souls,
I still might shod kind pity’s tear,

And ever seek the mourners grief,
And sinking heart, to calm and cheer.

Oh ! charity, thou art divine,
I et varions sins, thou dost forgive;

And where the prisoner siçks to die 
Thou dosrhim bid, arise and'fide.

Fannie Hamilton.
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for that matter, might she hot defy him to 
do so? She had done nothing really amiss. 
There was no visible blot in her history. It 

faintly discolored, indeed, by a certain 
vague moral dinginess; but it compared well 
enough with that of other girls. She had 
cared for nothing but pleasure; but to what 
else were girls brought up? On the whole, 
might she not feel at ease? She assured her
self that she might; but she nevertheless felt 
that if John wished to break off his engage
ment, he would do it on high abstract 
grounds, and not because she had committed 
a naughtiness the more or the less. It would 
be simply because he had ceased to love her. 
It would avail her but little to assure him 
that she would kindly overlook this circum
stance and remit the obligations of the heart. 
But, in spite of her hideous apprehensions,' 
she continued to smile and smile.

The days passed by, and John consented to 
be still engaged. Their marriage was only a 
week off—six days, five days, four. Miss 
Everett’s smile became less mechanical. John 
had apparently been passing through a crisis 

moral and intellectual crisis, inevitable 
in a man of his constitution, and with which 
she had nothing to do. On the eve of mar
riage he had questioned his heart; he had 
found that it was no longer young and capa
ble of the vagaries of passion, and he had 
made up his mind to call things by their 
proper names, and to admit to himself that 
he was marrying not for love, but for friend
ship, and a little, perhaps, for prudence. It 
was only out of regard for what he supposed 
Marian’s own more exalted theory of the 
matter, that he abstained from revealing to 
her this common sense view of it. Such was 
Marian’s hypothesis.

Lennox had fixed his wedding day for the 
last Thursday in October. On the preceding 
Friday, as he was passing up Broadway, he 
stopped at Goupil’s to see if his order for the 
framing of the portrait had been fulfilled. 
The picture had been transferred to the shop, 
and, when duly framed had been, at Baxter’s 
request and with Lennox’s consent, placed 
for a few days in the exhibition room. Len
nox went up to look at it.
» The portrait stood on an easel at the end 
of the hall, with three spectators before it— 
a gentleman and two ladies. The room was 
otherwise empty. As Lennox went toward 
the picture, the gentleman turned out to be 
Baxter. He proceeded to introduce his friend 
to his two companions, the younger of whom 
Lennox recognized as the artist’s betrothed. 
The othér, her sister, was a plain, pale 

, with the look of ill health, who had 
been provided with a seat and made no at
tempt to talk. Baxter explained that these 
ladies had arrived from Europe but the day 
before, and that his first care had been to 
show them his masterpiece.

“Sarah,” said he, “has been praising the 
much to the prejudice of the

He looked about him with an angry de
spair, and his éye fell on a long, keen poniard, 
given him by a friend who had bought it in 
the east, and which lay as an ornament on 
the mantel shelf. He seized it and thrust it, 
with barbarous glee, straight into the lovely 
face of the image. He dragged it downward, 
and made a long fissure in the living canvas. 
Then, with half a dozen strokes, he wantonly 
hacked it across. The act afforded him an 
immense relief.

I need hardly add that on the following 
day Lennox was married. He had locked the 
library door on coming out the evening be
fore,.and he had the key in his waistcoat 
pocket as be stood at the altar. As he left 
town, therefore, immediately after the cere
mony, it was not until his return, a fortnight 
later, that the fate of the picture, became 
known. It was not necessary to relate how 
he explained hie exploit to Marian and how 
he disclosed it to Baxter. Heat least put 
on a brave face. There is a rumor current of 
his having paid the painter an enormous sum 
of money. The amount irprobably exagger
ated, but there can be no doubt that the sum 
was very large. How he has fared—how he 
is destined to fare—in matrimony, it is rather 
too eàrly to determine. He has been married 
scarcely three months.

“I have no hesitation in saying Yes,” re
joined Baiter; fancying that a general con
fession would help him more than a particu
lar denial “I am one of a thousand, I fancy. 
Or one, perhaps, of only a hundred. For you 
see I’ve got over it. I’m engaged to be mar
ried.”

Lennox’s countenance brightened. “That’s 
it,” said he. “Now I know what I didn’t like 
in your picture—the point of 
jealous,” he added. “I should like the picture 
better if I were. You evidently care noth- 

[continued.] I ing for the poor girl. You have got over your
This may have been true enough. Miss love rather too well. You loved her, she was 

Everett had distributed her heart impartially indifferent to you, and now you take your 
throughout her whole organism, so that, as a revenge.” Distracted with grief, Lennox 
natural consequence, its native seat was was taking refuge in irrational anger, 
somewhat scantily occupied. As Lennox sat Baxter was puzzled. “You’ll admit,” said 
and looked at Baxter’s consummate handi- he with a smile, “that is a very handsome re
work, the same question rose again to his venge.” And all his professional self esteem 
lips; and if Marian’s portrait suggested it, rose to his assistance. “I’ve painted for Miss 
Marian's portrait failed to answer it. It took Everett the best portait that has yet been 
Marian to do that. It seemed to Lennox that painted in America. She herself is quite 
some strangely potent agency had won from satisfied.”
his mistress the confession of her inmost “Ah I” said Lennox, with a magnificent dis- 
soul, and had written it there upon the can- simulation; “Marian is generous.” 
vas in firm yet passionate lines. Marian’s “Come, then,” said Baxter; “what do you 
person was lightness—her charm was light- complain of? You accuse me of scandalous 
ness ; could it be that her soul was levity too? conduct, and I'm bound to hold you to an ac- 
Was she a creature without faith and with- count" Baxter’s own temper was rising, 
out conscience? What else was the meaning and with it his sense of his picture’s mérita 
of that horrible blankness and deadness that “How have I perverted Miss' Everett’s ex- 
quenched the light in her eyes and stole away pression? How have I -misrepresented her? 
the smile from her lips? These things were What does the portrait lack? Is it ill drawn? 
the less to be eluded because in many respects Is it vulgar? Is it ambiguous? Is it hnmod- 
the painter had been profoundly just. He est?” Baxter’s patience gave out as he 
had been as loyal and sympathetic as he had recited these various charges. “Fiddlesticks!” 
been intelligent. Not a point in the. young he cried; “you know as well as I do that the 
girl’s appearance had been slighted ; not a picture is excellent.”
feature but had been forcibly and delicately “I don’t pretend to deny it, Only I wonder 
rendered. Had Baxter been a man of mar- | that Marian was willing to come to you.”

It is very much to Baxter’s credit that he
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(Novelettes), By Popular Writers.
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Alas ! And Sorti Is rate.

“I loft fifty thousand dollars,” said 
Endowan institution that should keep alive my

a .ghostly individual who lately has come 
through , .....

Informs me that the lawyers have divided up 
the same.”

!the man of
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.H z <<4 By HENBY JAMES, JR. “I had left behind a building,” said the architect, 
“to be . •

A specimen of purest art. 1 deemed it free

But a ghostly individual—ah ! that one th^a is
Informs me that the oritidt hare of lare^f- 

demned the same,”

“I had left a mighty epic,” said the poet with a

reloua insight—an unparalleled observer; or 
h.s he been a mere patient and unflinching I still adhered to his resolution not to betray 
painter, building infinitely better than he the young girl, and that rather than do so 
knew? Would not a mere painter have been he was willing to let Lennox suppose that he 
content to paint Miss Everett in the strong, had been a rejected adorer, 
rich, objective manner of which the work “Ah, as you say,” he exclaimed, “Miss 
was so good an example, and to do nothing Everett is so generous?” 
more? For it was evident that Baxter had Lennox was foolish enough to take this as 
done more. He had painted with something an admission. “When I say, Mr. Baxter,” 
more than knowledge—with imagination, he said, “that you have taken your revenge, 
with feeling. He had almost composed; and I don’t mean that you’ve done so wantonly 
his composition had embraced the truth, or consciously. My dear fellow, how could 
Lennox was unable to satisfy his doubts. He you help it? The disappointment was pro- 
wonld have been glad to believe that there portionate to the loss and the reaction to the 

imagination in the picture but what disappointment. ” 
his own mind supplied; and that the unsub- “Yes, that’s all very well; but, meanwhile, 
stantial sweetness on the eyes and lips of the I wait in vain to learn wherein I’ve done 
image was but the smile of youth and inno- wrong."
cence. He was in a muddle—he was absurdly “Lennox looked from Baxter to the pict-
suspicious and capricious; he put out the ure, and from the picture back to Baxter, 
lights and left the portrait in kindly dark- “I defy you to tell me,” said Baxter. “I’ve 
ness. Then, half as a reparation to his mis- simply kept Miss Everett as charming as she 
trees, and half as a satisfaction to himself, he is in life.”
went up to spend an hour with Marian. She, “Oh, damn her charms!” cried Lehnox. 
at least, as he found, had no scruples. She “If you were not the gentleman, Mr. Len- 
thought the portrait altogether a success, nox,” continued the young man, “which, in 
and she was very willing to be haltded down spite of your high temper, I believe you to 
in that form to posterity. Nevertheless, be, I should believe you ’’——

he went back into I “Well, you should believe me?”
“I should believe you simply bent on cheap-
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*‘I hopeà foi* recognition and I dreamed ofdeath-

But a ghostly individual who lately came on high
Informs me that the paper mills are grinding up 

the same/’

“I left forty million subjects,” said the 
aloud,

“Full well assured our dynasty should last 
through many year

But a ghostly individual 
crowd

Informs me that the populace has got it by the 
ears.”

“On the Edge of a Falling Torrent.”
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ruler, half

was no

who came in with the
£

woman

“I had left a faultless system,” said the Minister 
of State,

“Of governmental management from whereso
ever viewed, *

But a ghostly individual who late came through 
the gate

Informs me it has fallen into harmless desue- 
tnde.”

opBY

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, model very
COpy.”

Sarah was a tall, black haired girl of 30, 
with irregular features, a pair of luminous 
dark eyes, and a smite radiant of white 
teeth—evidently an excellent person. She 
turned to Lennox with a look of frank sym
pathy, and said in a deep, rich voice:

“She must be very beautiful.”
“Yes, she’s very beautiful,” said Lennox, 

with his eyes lingering on her own pleasant 
face. “You must know her—she must know 
you.”

“I’m sure I should like very much to see 
her,” said Sarah.

“This is very nearly as good,” said Len- 
“Mr. Baxter is a great genius.”

“I know Mr. Baxter is a genius. But what 
is a picture, at the best? I’ve seen nothing 
but pictures for the last two years, and I 
haven’t seen a single pretty gilr.”

The young girl stood, looking at the portrait 
in very evident admiration, and while Baxter 
talked to the elder lady Lennox bestowed a 
long, covert glance upon 
hnd brought her head into almost immediate 
juxtaposition with that of Marian’s image, 
and for a moment the freshness and the 
strong animation which bloomed upon her 
features seemed to obliterate the lines and 
colors on the canvas. But the next moment, 
as Lennox looked, the roseate circle of Mari
an’s face blazed into remorseless distinct
ness, and her careless blue eye looked with 
cynical familiarity into his own.

He bade an abrupt good morning to his 
companions, and went toward the door. But 
beside it ho stopped. Suspended on the wall 
was Baxter’s picture, “My Last Duchess.” He 
stood amazed. Was this the face and figure 
that, a month ago, had reminded him of his 
mistress? Where was the likeness now? It 

utterly absent as if it had never

/
2-1/17 “I had left a slight memeflto,” said the Vassar

“A monument to womankind—my maiden loaf 
of bread.

And a ghostly individual who came in rather
Informs me ’tis as changeless as the sphinx’s 

mighty head.”

The Popular Novelist, Now Promi- ' 

uently Before the Public.

when Lennox came in 
the painting room to take another glance.
This time he lit but a single light. Faugh! | ening the portrait.” 
it was worse than with a dozen. He hastily Lennox made a gesture of vehement impa- 
tumedoutthe gas. tience. The other burst out laughing and

Baxter came the next day, as he had the discussion closed. Baxter instinctively 
promised. Meanwhile poor Lennox had had took up his brushes and approached his 
twelve hours of uninterrupted reflection, and vas with a vague desire to detect latent

ao- errors, while Lennox prepared to take his de-
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Hints ts Housekeepers.the expression of distress in his eyes had 

quired an intensity which, the painter saw, | parture.
proved it to be of far other import than a “Stay!” said the painter, as he was leaving 
mere tribute to bis power. the room; “if the picture really offends you,

“Can the man be jealous?” thought Bax- I’ll rub It out. Bay the word,” and he took 
ter. Stephen had been so innocent of any up a heavy brush, covered with black paint.

, . . - But Lennox shook his head with decision
other design than that of painting a good and went The next moment, however,
portrait, that his conscience failed to reveal
to him the source of his companion’s trouble, ha reappeared. “You may rub it out, he 
Nevertheless, he began to pity him. He had said. “The picture is, of course, already 
felt tempted, Indeed, to pity him from the mine.”
first. He had liked him and esteemed him; But now Baxter shook his head. Ah! 
he had taken him for a man of sense and now It’s too late," he answered. ‘Your 
of feeling, and he had thought it a matter of chance ls gone.”
regret that such a man—a creature of strong Lennox repaired directly to Mr. Everett’s 
spiritual needs—should link his destiny with apartments. Marian was in the drawing 
that of Marian Everett. But he had very room with some morning callers, and her
soon made up his mind that Lennox knew lover sat by until she had got rid of them,
very well what he was about, and that he When they were alone together Marian began 
needed no enlightenment. He was marrying to laugh at her visitors and to parody certain 
with his eyes open and had weighed the risks of their affectations, which she did with in- 
against the profits. Every one had his par- finite grace and spirit. But Lennox cut her 
ticular taste, and at 35 years of age John short and returned to the portrait. He had
Lennox had no need to be told that Miss thought better of his objections of the pre-

_____ _ . . Everett was not quite all that she might ceding evening; he liked it.
THREE ILLUSTRATIONS be. Baxter had thus taken for granted “But I wonder, Marian,” he said, ‘that

that his friend had designedly selected I you were willing to go to Mr. Baxter?”
T «opiner Tnm'flenb as his second wife a mere pretty woman—a “Why so?” asked Marian, on her guard.

Emphasize the Leading Incident woman a genius for receiving company, I She saw that her lover knew something, and
of the Story. and who would make a picturesque use of his she intended not to commit herself until she

money. He knew nothing of the serious knew how much, he knew, 
character of the poor man’s passion, nor of “An old lover is always dangerous.” 
the eXtent to which bis happiness was bound I “An old lover?” and Marian blushed a 
up in what the pàlnter would Hâve called his good honest blush. But she rapidly recov- 
delusion. His only concern bad been to do ered herself. “Pray where did ydil get that 
his work well; and he had done it better be- charming news?”

of his old interest in Marian’s be- “Oh, it slipped out,” said Lennox,
witching face. It is very certain that Marian hesitated a moment. Then with a
he had actually infused into his pict- smile: “Well, I was brave,” she said. ‘ I 
ure that force of characterization went.”
and that depth of reality which had “How came it,” pursued Lennox, ‘that 
arrested his friends’ attention; but he you didn’t tell me?” 
had done so wholly without effort or with- “Tell you what, my dear John?”
out malice. The artistic half of Baxter’s na- “Why, about Baxter’s little passion,
ture exerted a lusty dominion over thehu- Come, don’t be modest” 
man half—fed upon its disappointments and Modest! Marian breathed freely. ‘What 
grew fat upon its joys and tribulations, do you mean, my dear, by telling your wife 
This, indeed, is simply saying that the young not to be modest? Pray don’t ask me about 
man was a true artist. Deep, then, in the Mr. Baxter’s passions. What do I know 
unfathomed recesses of his strong and sens!- about them?”
tive nature, his genius had held commun- “Did you know nothing of this one?”
ion with his heart and had transferred to “Ah, my dear, I know a great deal too
canvas the burden of its disenchantment and much for my comfort. But He’s got bravely 
its resignation. Since his little affair with over it. He’s engaged.”
Marian, Baxter had made the acquaintance “Engaged, but not quite disengaged. He’s 
of a young girl whom ho felt that he could an honest fellow, but he remembers his pen- 
love and trust forever; and, sobered and chant. It was as much as he could do to 
strengthened by this new emotion, he had keep his picture from turning to the senti- 
been able to resume with more distinctness mental. He saw you as he fancied you—as 
the shortcomings of his earlier love. He had, he wished you; and he has given you a little 
therefore, painted with feeling. Miss Everett look of what he imagines moral loveliness, 
could not have expected him to do other- which comes within an ace of spoiling the 
wise. He had done his honest best, and con- picture. Baxter’s imagination isn’t very 
viction had come in unbidden and made it strong, and this same look expresses, in point 
better. of fact, nothing but inanity. Fortunately

“The Treasure of Franchard,” Cried the 
Doctor.FOUR ILLUSTRKTIONS. In making waffles never put sugar in 

the batter, as it causes them to be heavy 
and tough.

Clean a coated teakettle by boiling a 
spoonful of ammonia in the water.

A nice dessert can be made by mash
ing cream cheese with a fork, and mixing 
with brandy when reduced to a paste ; 
serve with crackers.

A small bag of sulphur kept in a drawer 
or closet that is infested with red ants ’ 
will quickly disperse them.

Soap should be purchased by the box, 
taken out of the wrappers and stood in a 
dry place, as it improves by keeping.

A mixture of flue sand and plaster of 
Paris, wet up to the thickness of mush, 
and applied with a blunt knife, will mend 
small troublesome holes in the walls.

Nice tablecloths and napkins should 
not be allowed to become much soiled,so 
that they will require vigorous rubbing 
with soap or in hot water.

If, when obliged to be on your feet all 
day, you change your shoes several times 
for" a fresh pair, you will be astonished 
how much it will rest the tired feet, for 
no two shoes press the foot in the same . 
part.

To clean windows try baking soda on a 
damp cloth. It is also said to be excel
lent to clean glassware.

Turpentine mixed with carbolic acid 
and kept in open vessels about the room 
will, it is said, greatly lessen the risk of 
contagion of scarlet fever, diphtheria and 
kindred diseases.

A solution of equal parts of gum Arabic 
and plaster of Paris cements china and 
earthenware.

Oilcloths will last longer if one or two 
layers of wadded carpet lining are laid 
under them.

To make tins shine wash in hot soap
suds, dip a dampened cloth in fine sifted 
coal ashes, then polish with dry ashes.
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She was Alive with Beauty, e was os
existed. The picture, moreover, was a very 
inferior work to the new portrait. He looked 
back at Baxter, half tempted to demand an 
explanation, or at least to express his per
plexity. But Baxter and his sweetheart had 
stooped down to examine a minute sketch 
near the floor, with their heads in delicious 
contiguity.

How the week elapsed, it were hard to say. 
There were moments when Lennox felt as if 
death were preferable to the heartless union 
which now stared him in the face, and as if 
the only possible course was to transfer his 
property to Marian and to put an end to his 
existence. There were others, again, when 
he was fairly reconciled to his fate. He had 
but to gather his old dreams and fancies into 
a faggot and break them across his knee, and 
the thing were done. Could he not collect 
in their stead a comely cluster of moderate 
and rational expectations, and bind them 
about with a wedding favor? His love was 
dead, his youth was dead; that was alL 
There was bo need of making a tragedy of 
it. His love’s vitality had been but small, 
and since it was to be but short lived it was 
better that it should expire before marriage 
than after. As for- marriage, that should 
stand, for that was not of necessity a matter 
of love. He lacked the brutal consistency 
necessary for taking away Marian’s future. 
If he had mistaken her and overrated her, 
the fault was his own, and it was a hard 
thing that she should pay the penalty. 
Whatever were her failings, they were pro
foundly involuntary, and it was plain that 
with regard to himself her intentions were 
good. She would be no companion, but she 
would be at least a faithful wife.

With the help of this grim logic Lennox 
reached the eve of his wedding day. His 
manner toward Miss Everett during the pre
ceding week had been inveterately tender and 
kind. He felt that in losing his love she had 
lost a heavy treasure, and he offered her 
instead the most unfailing devotion. Marian 
had questioned him about his lassitude and 
his preoccupied air, and he had replied that 
he was not very well. On the Wednesday 
afternoon he mounted his horse and took a 
long ride. He came home toward sunset, 
and was met in the hall by his old house
keeper.

“Miss Everett’s portrait, sir,” she said, 
“has just been sent home in the most beau
tiful frame. You gave no directions, and I 
took the liberty of having it carried into the 
library. I thought.” and the old woman 
smiled deferentially, “you’d like best to have 
it in your own room.”

Lennox went into the library. The picture 
standing on the floor, back to back with 

a high armchair, and catching, through the 
window, the last horizontal rays of the sun. 
He stood before it a moment, gazing at it

THE BLUE VASE. i
causer;

i ;t
:By S. BARING GOULD. yv
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A
, -I'I t ||JkA Charming Story of the Time of 

Frederick the Great of Prussia.
*s

A Severe Trial

Those who endure the torturing pangs 
of Neuralgia, Rheumatism, Sciatica, Lum
bago and similar painful complaints are 
severely tried, but there is a sy^dy re
lief in Hagvard’s Yellow Oil, as thou
sand’s who have used it joyfully testify. 
It banishes pain and lameness quickly,

THREE ILLUSTRATIONS. “Treason—yes !” Shouted the Angry King.

' 4

Van Deckermann’s Bargain.
<*£a*£,V“
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1 of fact, nothing but inanity. Fortunately 

Lennox had begun to feel very curious he’s a man of extraordinary talent, and a 
about the history of his companion’s ac- real painter, and he’s made a good portrait 
quaintance with his destined bride; but he in spite of himself." 
was far from feeling jealous. Somehow he ^ 
felt that ha could never again be jealous, nox 
But in ascertaining the terms of their for- senses, 
mer intercourse, it was of importance that he doubt he cannot cease at will In spite of 
should not allow the young man to suspect his earnest efforts to believe in Marianas be- 
he had discovered in the portrait any radical fore, to accept her without scruple and with- 
defect. out second thought, he was quite unable to

“Your old acquaintance with Miss Ever- repress an impulse of constant mistrust and 
ett,” he said, frankly, “has evidently been of aversion. The charm was broken,jmd there 
great use to you.”

A Last Resort.
-s Last summer, says Wm. J. James, of 

Atherley, Ont., I felt very miserable with 
pains over my kidneys, fluttering of the 
heart and nervousness ; after taking dn- 
ferent kinds of medicine, Bearing of B.
B B. I thought I would try ft ; one bottle 
completely cured me. I can highly re- » 
commend it to others.

«6 f To such arguments as these was John Len- 
reduced, to stifle the evidence of his 

But when once a lover begins to
f By M. THEED.i PIr/V/

/w.? 0 ’VMS
V(ill Ÿil I Venice, first governed by a doge in 

697, was despoiled of its Italian posses
sions 1509. Venetian States divided by 
France and Austria, 1791; annexed to the 
kingdom of Italy, 1805; transferred to 
Austria, 1814. Venice declared a free 
port, 1830; surrender to Austria, 1849; 
transferred to Italy, 1866.

-*! CONTAINING
•3 I is no mending a charm. Lennox stood half 

“I supposa it has,” said Baxter. “Indeed, aloof, watching the poor girl’s countenance, 
I began to paint, I found her face weighing her words, analyzing her thoughts, 

coming back to me like a half remembered guessing at her motives, 
tune. She was wonderfully pretty at that | Marian’s conduct under this trying ordeal
time." _ I was truly heroic. She felt that some subtle

“She was two years younger.” change had taken place in her future bus-
“Yes, and I was two years younger. De- band’s feelings, a change Avhieh, although 

cidedly, you are right. I have made use of she was powerless to discover its cause, yet 
my old impressions.” obviously imperiled her prospects. Some-

Baxtcr was willing to confess to so much; thing had snapped between them; she had 
but he resolved not to betray anything that lost half of her power. She was horribly 
Marian had herself kept secret. He was not distressed, and the more so because that su- 
surprised that she had not told her lover of perior depth of character which she had all 
her former engagement; he expected as along gladly conceded to Lennox, might 
much. But he would have held it inexcusa- now, as she conjectured, cover some bold and 
ble to attempt to repair her omission. portentous design. Could he meditate a di-

Lennox’s faculties were acutely sharpened rect rupture? Could it bo his intention to 
by pain and suspicion, and he could not help dash from her lips the sweet, the spiced and 
detecting in his companion’s eyes an inten- odorous cup of being the wife of a good 
tion of reticence. He resolved to baffle it. natured millionaire? Marian turned a treni- 

“I cm curious to know/1 hosaiu, “whether ulous glance upon her past, and wondered if 
you were ever ill loro V. : he had discovered cav dark es*

ymh IF'iiL Aili
THREE ILLUSTRATIONS1 as soon as

T
ira Of which. the one here shown is a 

fair sample.“You are the Luckiest Man I Know.”
Holland was united to Hainault, 1299, 

to Brabant, 1416; to Burgundy, 1436; an
nexed to Austria, 1477; to Spain, 1506( 
ceded to Albert of Austria, 1598; inde
pendence of United Provinces lecognized 
1609; became a kingdom, 1806.
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If You Are Not a Subscriber, Place 
Your Name on Our List At Once•\ Kind Words and Trne.

Mr. John H. Carter, of Corbetton, Out. 
writes as follows ; “Hagyard’s Yellow Oil 
has stood the test often when all others 
failed. Our house is never without it, 
and it will always fil’d a welcome spot on 
the shelf.”

was

Due announcement will be made as to the dates when the several Nov
elettes (and the various installments of each) will appear. 

LOOK OUT FOR THEM !
with a haggard face.

“Come!” said ho, at last, “Marian may be 
what God has made her; but this detestable 
creature I can neither love nor respect!"
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“•The old woman made her oath to what sne front ot him. Shirley could not I “Ymrve got the woebegonest look in this
told me. I’ve got that pasted m the back of ! ^Hiar picture," said Alice. “It isn’t a bit like you;
my journal, too. It always appeared to me “Robert! broth»,” said she, “don’t. Hardly ' but somehow it’s in the photograph, too. Do 
that if a feller knowed for certain he had anything is worth taking a serious view of in what I will, I can’t get it out It vexes me 
good blood in him, that he could make some- this life. May be it’ll even turn out you’re an sb." 
thing of himself.” ’ abominable American at last!”

-‘‘Then - says I, ^oUy dmling take this u^‘d 
and get drinker n a biled owL That there s UpQn his feet. Where was his pride of race, 
for your trouble. It’s a bottle full of lauda- of fapiily?
num. Bless ye, my child!1 ' “I—I—never was so cut up in my life,” he

“Next thing: How did that ring get on the said faintly. “Who am I? Nobody, with no 
finger of the young lady that gave it to me country, no name. I’m nobody’s son!” 
for being good lookin’! There** some un- ^chok^ M
pleasant circumstances jrned to that present. her arm through bis.
They would have worked agin me in the “But you’re somebody’s brother,” she said, 
minds of people with a prejudice. “and a very dear one.”

“About that time I heard of the death of a Brownie cuddled up to him on the other 
colored gentleman, an old friend of mine. It side somebody's husband ”
upset my nerves completely. I couldn’t bear Brotriemm-min^ “^d thSlingœt that 
to go near the place where my fnend had ever was » .
died. Change of scene was all that would And with two beautiful women, the dear- 
restorc my sperrits. I jumped the country, est beings on earth to him, thus consoling 

“But I never got my mind off that there him, wlmt masculine creature could have 
ring. I thought about it off and on for years, been wholly comfortless?
And by stiddy study I Jiggered the thing out yyttt
at last Light broke in on me. The young LhLA“come.”^ ^
lady had a English sweetheart, which he’s . ... ,, . ... .
married to her now, blast his soul! The Eng- A°d,8l™'loy? WeU-at 1351 something hap-
lishmnn brought that ring over seas and gave Pf”®*1 ™ °blT , w - .. .
it to her. How did the Englishman get it; 'Sh? h,ad 0Ter £,or,“ythibf
when the last heard of it ’twas on a ribbon new m her existence. Once she had dreamed 
around the neck of t’other kid which wasn’t that change might come but that was long

smce. She had ceased to think about it She
mAfter that there were breaks in Rip’s story, i heb face for^’ “* dTf.ted <? w!*'h *h=
The penmanship became dimmer and more ! tide of yearn. So far as existing for herself 
unsteady. Yet through all the record there went her life was a steady repression, 
ranstili the one purpde of discovering what : The children were nearly all off her hands 
his family had been.

At one point there was mention of a “law
yer feller,” who turned out to be a precious | 
rogue. Rip let him into the mystery as far 
as he knew. Then the lawyer threw Rip over 
and worked the mystery on his own account.
Evidently he scented something worth taking 
trouble about. It appeared that he went to 
England. He copied from the St. Hildegarde 
asylum books the record of the admission of 
t’other kid, and his adoption afterward by an 
English country family. There was even 
mention and description of the ring found 
with the child. It was taken along with him 
by the family that adopted him. The lawyer 
investigated further, and satisfledhimself here 
were both mystery and money worthy the 
most distinguished legal talent He made 
legally certified copies of the information 
gained, and brought his papers back home.

Yet he miscounted. Rip, the ragged, the 
worthless; Rip the tramp, was not to be 
thrown over. He pursued the “lawyer feller” 
like a wolf. Where the lawyer knew one 
turn to take to hide his little game, the tramp 
knew ten ways to find it ont 

Rip knew the hour the lawyer set foot in 
his home. He followed him and badgered 
him. The lawyer denied everything. But 
Rip became satisfied the attorney had import
ant information. Set a thief to catch a thief.
Quite true. After a time Lawyer Squeezit 
began to suspect he was being watched. He 
had about him some papers of value that he 
thought best to remove to a place of safety.
So much Is to be inferred from the wandering 
record. '

At this point the vagabond’s diary becomes 
once more direct and explicit.

“Once ’twas a fine morning. The sky was 
blue and a soft breeze was blowing. It was 
so fine a morning Lawyer Squeezit thought 
he’d go a walkin’ fur his health. He was a 
walkin’ along with the right dignity of a 
Christian jintlen...:i with a clear conscience.
A feller took a fit and fell down in the street 
A crowd run up around him. Providence 
sent Lawyer Squeezit along there in that same 
streak o’ time. The crowd pushed a rough 
feller up again the gent leman and knocked 
him over. His nice, clean coat was nearly 
clawed off him The rough feller helped the 
gentleman up and brushed the mud off him, 
and begged bis pardon with the best manners 
he knowed. He hadn’t much lamin’, that 
feller hadnÿ. Somebody in the crowd dropped 
a big yeller envellup. Providence put it where 
the rough feller’s eye lit on it the minute it 
dropped. He picked it up. When the muss 
cleared away he tried to find the owner. He 

a honest feller, if he was poor, the rough 
feller was. It’s curas, but there hain’t been 

found for them papers down to 
this yer time. They’re fastened into the back 
of my journal. The boy that got ’em was 
t’other kid what always had luck agin him. ”

There the journal ended, at least all that 
There was more, but it

1887. SECOND YEAR. 1888.The World’s Way.

T. B, ALDRICH.

At Haroun’s court it chanced, unon a time,
An Arab poet made this pleasant rhyme;
“The new moon is a horseshoe, wrought of God, 
Wherewith the Sultan’s charger shall be shod.’’
On hearing this his Highness smiled and gave 
The man a gold piece. Sing again, 0 elavel s
Above hie lr.te the happy singer bent 
And turned another graceful compliment.
And, as before, the smiling Sultan gave 
The man a shekah. Sing again, 0 slave 1
Again the verse came, fluent as a rill .
That wanders, silver-footed, down a hill.
The Sultan listened, nodded as before,
Still gave the gold, and still demanded more.
The nimble fancy that had climbed so high,
Grew weary with its elimbing by and by;
Strange discords rose, the sense went quite amiss; 
The singer’s rhymes refused to meet and kiss;
Invention flagged, the lute had got unstrung,
And twice he sang the song already sung.
The Sultan, furious, called a mute, and said :
"0, Mu'sta, straightway whip me off his head :
Poetsi not in Arabia alone
You get beheaded when your skill is gone.

I “I don’t know why it is,” replied Shirley. 
“I’m sure Pm a jolly person at heart”
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SHIRLEY CARSTONE.

111inBy ELIZA ABCHABD.

[Copyrighted by the American Press Association.]

[CONTINUED.]

The Second Volume of the THE SATURDAY 
[GAZETTE will be commenced on Saturday, May 5. 
It has been the aim of the publisher of THE GA
ZETTE to steadily improve the paper and enlarge its 
field of usefulness. That our efforts have been attended 
with a sair measure of success is abundantly proved by 
the constantly increasing circulation of The Gazette 
which is now widely read, not only in Saint John City, 
but in every part of the Province.

now.
“They’re a credit to you. Shirley,” said our 

old friend, Mis’ Simpkins. “They’ve all done 
splendid.”

Tom, the blundering brother, came hone 
for the family reunion at Christmas. It was 
the first time he had set foot in the stone 
house since he left it at the age of 23, being 
at that time under a bit of a cloud. But Tom 
had redeemed himself nobly. He had gone 
to work with a will, and the good that was 
in him came uppermost.

Tom affected wild western ways tremen
dously. He wore a big beard and a slouched 
hat He said the east crowded him up, and 
he longed to get back to the plains and the 
mountains, where he had room to breathe 
and turn around. He was fond of leaning 
up against something, resting upon one leg, 
with his hat on and his hands in his pockets, 
chewing tobacco the while and talking gor
geously about the west. Tom ftpd got a 
nasty habit of chewing tobacco after he went 
away. And he talked of “my partner” and 
was fond of emphasizing his language with 
words not fdund in the dictionary. He 1 
could not speak his mind in ordinary English. 
It was not emphatic enough for him.

He wouldn’t live in the east if they’d give 
him a whole state, quotha, people here were 
too picayunish for him. He told tales of buf
falo and Indian that made the Linwood chil
dren’s hair stand on end.

Life had thriven handsomely with Tom. He 
back to them a big western man, with 

a certain dignity of bis own that became him
well He came, too, with the title that his 
father had given him in sport in boyhood 
tacked to his name in earnest. Tom was a 
sure enough governor now, governor of the 
young territory wherein he had cast his for
tunes twelve years before. Oh, yes, Tom 

brother to be proud of.
The brother and sister wandered about the 

old home together, talking of the changes in 
the village and of the family fortunes.

“You look s little pale, Shirley. Come te 
think, what a nose and grindstone business 
your life has been.”

“I haven’t had fun enough to spoil mej 
that’s a fact"

“It’s a shame, Shirley, how you have 
worked for us all I never thought of it be
fore.”

“Yes,” said Shirley. “I never saved myself 
any.”

“But it must be a satisfaction to you to 
think bow well all of us boys turned out,” 
continued Tom, with a little pardonable pride. 
“There’s every one of us now a credit to liis 
family and his country. We’re all a little 
past common, if I do say it myself. And I’m 
absolutely certain that some of us will be dis
tinguished men before we die.”

“Yes? I hope so.”
“And,” continued Tom, with a smack of 

self complacency, “it must be a pride and 
comfort to a woman to know that she has 
sacrificed her life to bring up good men, who 
take prominent places in the world.”

But there was no complacency, on the con
trary there was bitterness, in Shirley’s voice 
as she answered:

“Yes, that’s like a man. A woman is always 
to be the ladder for great men to climb up by. * 
How would you like such a life of self sacri
fice for yourself, Tom?”

“I—oh, well—that’s different.”
“Is it?” said Shirley.
They gathered in, one by one, the Carstone 

children, now the Carstone men and women. 
Alice had prepared a surprise for the Christ
mas. This youngest child of Shirley’s care 
had shown the not uncommon artistic taste of 
the girl of the period. As she grew older 
this taste deepened into a genuine talent, ac
companied by that which is uncommon in the 
girl of the period—a sincere resolve to make

\V l

“I took a notion to go on the tramp.”
Here is something that will interest the 

reader:
“I took a lot of jewelry to Moll to keep safe. 

MoJ^eoked over the swag. Among the bits 
oïiHkrand things was a curious lookin’ 
ring. No sooner had old Moll got her eyes 
on that than she took a fit. She grabbed my 
shoulder, and says she:

“ ‘Rip, where’d you get that?
“Says I, "it’s none o’ your blessed business.’ 
“ ‘Oh, very well,’ says she, with her back 

up like, ‘may be I knows things to your ad
vantage, and may be I don’t. May be I’ve 

that ring afore, and may be I •ain’t. 
May be you and that ring belonged together 
by rights, and may be you didn’t.’

“ ‘Well,’ says I, ‘a young lady give it to me, 
’cause I was good lookin’.’

“ ‘Rip,’ says Moll, ‘you lie.’
“Not a word more would she tell I was 

sore she knowed something about my folks. 
I was always sure of that But she was 
sulky that day.

“I got at her next dav.
“ ‘Moll, says I, ‘you old rat, if you’ll tell 

me a', “rat that ring I’ll give yon all the lot of 
swag.’

“Sb) wouldn’t open her bead. I held up a 
little bottle of black stuff. That made her old 
cat’s eye shine.
T “ ‘There,’ says I, ‘^somethin’ that’ll make 
you happier’n New Jerusalem. I’ll give you 
that if you’ll tell me.’

“She grabbed for it ‘No yen don’t,’ says 
L ‘Tell me about the ring first, Moll, Xolly 
darling, Missiz MaryP 

“After while I got it out of her. It was a 
qua re story.

“There was twin brothers of us. Our father 
was a rich man and a.great nob. Moll’s hus
band, Slugger, made his honest livin’ by di
viding rich peopled goods with himself. My 
father was a rich man. Slugger saved them 
the trouble of sharing their goods with the 
poor by making the divvy himself. And he 
done it in the night, not to disturb ’em.

“Our house had a tug yard, with treen 
One night Slugger found a back gate open. 
He slipped in. He saw a woman carry some
thing white out of the house and lay it down 
under a tree. Then she went back and 
brought out something else white and laid it 
down by the other. That was Slugger’s time. 
He slips up along there, when out comes the 
woman agin, and lays down something else. 
Then she went in. Slugger watched, and she 
didn't come back. He slips up closer, and 
finds there two babies asleep and a box along 
with ’em. He lifts up the babies easy Kke. 
He has a pocket, useful in bis perfession. He 
chucks the box in that pooket. Then he 
lights out, babies and box.

“He knowed the babies and he knowed their
fftt.hpr

“He was smart and lively, Slugger was. 
He dodges the police, and he slips along 
through alleys and side ways, and he brings 
the children home to Moll.

“ ‘There,’ says he, ‘there’s a pair of kids for 
you. A big reward ’ll be offered for ’em.’

“ft was a game thing to do, and a risky 
It was a

I

SHIRLEY.
But to this day the same sorrowful look re

mains in the picture.
And now once more Shirley felt the old 

longing to fly. Once more her spirit beat its 
wings against the iron bars and looked out 
into the beyond as Shirley eat alone 
in the gray twilight of the short winter days.

It was very different now. Yet she felt 
within herself it was not too late. Half her 
lifetime was gone. But for genius and en
thusiasm there is no age. She was in the 
flower of her intellectual life.

All these years the demands on her had 
been unceasing. Yet they were not without 
good. Her life was rich in knowledge and 
experience. She had grown wise through the 
precious discipline of failure.

In these years, all unconsciously to herself, 
influences had emanated from her gentle, busy 
life—had spread far beyond the narrow limits 
of Linwood, and molded and lifted up many 
hearts. Truly she had said long ago that she 
was “drawn so many different ways.” It was 
this that was at once her weakness and her 
strength.

She bad in her nature that inexplicable, 
wonderful human sympathy which unlocked 
all hearts, young and old, which drew them

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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Fashion Notes.

HISTORY.Bugs of the beetle family are used in 
the decoration of summer hats and are 
seen resting on the flower or the foliage 
as the case may be.

Flaring brim» are seen in many of the 
light fancy hats for summer wear and 
are trimmed with huge bows of white 
ribbon.

The foliage bonnet is one of the pret
tiest of the spring’s importations. It has 
an open crown completely covered by 
foliage, the brim being trimmed with a 
garland of flowers, roses in different tints 
being very popular.

The marguerite is a very favorite flower 
this season and finds a place on ladies’ 
as well as children’s hats. Field flowers 
of the various varieties of :>opp" 
flowers and buttercups are to be 
garlands as the garniture for 
flats.

The black pansy is copied by the Par
isian flower makers as a decorative blos-

From time to time we will publish short articles on 
early History of the Province, with particular reference 
to the early History of Saint John and vicinity.

was a

SPECIAL ARTICLES.
i *

Every issue will contain at least two special articles 
dealing with some subject of timely interest. The con
tributors to this department will be selected with a view 
of obtaining those possessing the best qualifications for 
the work.

es. com 
worn in 
leghornwas

no owner

FOR WOMEN.som.
Long woven silk mitts or stocking leg 

gloves are to be worn with the open 
sleeved costume this summer.

Madame de Mettemich, who is the 
leader of fashion par excellence, declares 
that there is more skill in wearing clothes 
well than in making them well, and this 
is essentially a truth. No woman can 
present an elegant or stylish appearance, 
even if her clothes are of the most stylish 
cut, if she does not stand erect and walk 
well and gracefully. A beautiful bonnet 
is only beautiful when the head is carried 
with dignity. “She carried herse 11 well,” 
is much more of a compliment than we 
are apt to think it.

Slippers of cloth of gold or cloth of sil
ver are made to accompany the beautiful 
Tosca gowns which are being worn as 
tea or reception gowns. The metal is 
chosen with regard to the trimming of 
the town.

We will devote a considerable space each week to 
the discussion of topics of special interest to the gentler 
sex.

could be made out. 
was only incoherent maundering. The name 
of ‘‘Carstone” could be made once or twice, 
and once the name of “Edgerly,” and the 
word “brother.” The tramp was on his last 
legs. But at the end of this strange story 
there were several legal looking documents. 
One was to the effect that in such a year a 
male child, four or five years old, parentage 
unknown, was found alone in a room with a 
dead man, recognized as a burglar. The child 
was taken to the St. Hildegarde asylum, and 
afterward adopted by John and Frances

SERIAL STORIES.
one. Slugger opened the box. 
jewel box. Moll says it blinded her eyes to 
look at the things in it She ain’t never seen 
rich a sight rince. Among the things was a 
curious lookin’ blue ring. Slugger took up 
with a notion in a minit. He told Moll an 
awful row would be raised about the boÿs, 
and they coudn’t be kept together. He’d take 
one and go over seas with it The other he’d 
leave with MolL That other was me. Luck 
was agin me from the time I was born.

“Slugger said he’d wait till the reward got 
stiff enough. Then he’d manage the business 
part from a safe ways off. He took the un
common lookin’ blue ring with him. It wasn’t 
worth much, he said, and it would help prove 
that the babies was them jinooine two babies 
that was lost

“A ship went out on the tide that morning. 
Slugger knowed every ship. He could get 
aboard in onregular ways, when he pleased. 
So at 5 o’clock, before people was awake, my 
twin brother was in a ship, started over seas.

“MoU Jfeyer laid eyes on her husband again. 
He had a^iardner in London. Slugger was 
from London himself. She got a letter from 
his pardner three months after he went away. 
Slugger was dead. He had been shot break
ing into a house. He was wounded, but 
dodged the police and got off to his den. 
They found him dead there. In the room 
with the dead burglar was a little boy. 
Slugger’s pardner knowed the child had been 
kidnaped for a reward. He didn’t know 
whose child it was.

Each number will contain an instalment of a Serial 
Story by an author of reputation.

•ritÿa£ lie^exclaüned Robert Edgerly. 
“There’s some infernal mistake about it. I 
don’t believe a word of it.”

“Wait,” said Shirley. “Write to your 
father, and tell him about it I know a 
strange story, about two boys, twin brothers,
who were stolen from their home." _

But Rob*t had not so long to wait 
events do begin to happen, they come in a 
rush. It was not a day later when the young 
man got this letter:-

“My Dear Son—My health is failing, 
more rapidly than you think for. I want 
you and Brownie to con» home and stay 
with me the rest of my time.

“There is something on my mmd to teu 
you. I ought to have told you before, but I 
never could bring myself to do it You would 
know it after my death, at any rate. Per
haps it may not be so terrible to yon to hear 
the truth from me. I am sure my wife and I 
could not have teen more tenderly attached 
to you if we had been your real parents. And 
no son could have been more devoted and 
dutiful than you always were to us; no 
could have realized more faithfully a fathers 
and mother’s brightest fondest hopes.

“But, Robert, my boy, you were not our 
own son. Wo were absent from home for 
several vears. On our return we adopted 
you, a lonely stray little boy, in the St 
Hildegarde orphan asylum. None of our old 
friends knew but you were our own. You

Ed

COMPLETE STORIES.
Arrangements have been effected by which an 

interesting complete story is assured for each issue.
When

it.so
Alice did not copy “plaques” from chromos. 

She was abroad for three years studying 
earnestly, in Rome in Paris, Munich and 
Dresden. She had come home for good how, 
and was to have her studio in F. She was 
the last of the children to be educated and 
provided for.

Now Shirley was to be free at last The 
young birds had flown and gone their ways. 
There were none left in the nest but Shirley 
and her mother.

The first use Alice made of her ripened tal
ent and perfected skill was to paint a portrait 
of Shirley. The hand of the loving sister re
produced better than any other could have 
done the noble, beautiful face. This was the 
surprise Alice was preparing for them alh 
The picture was to be done and unveiled be
fore them all on Christmas day. Alice her
self had devised a marvelous draping for the 
figure, half fanciful,' and wholly pagan, that 
gave vivid effect to the head and face. It 
was a striking picture. Alice worked on it 
with enthusiasm. One’s own family are his 
severest critics. With a pardonable pride, 
Alice wished the Carstones to see that she 
haal not been wasting her time.

Yet with all her labors, all her enthusi
asm, she could not make the portrait satisfy 
her. She painted partly from a photograph, 
partly from Shirley herself, who sat for the 
picture now and then.

All she could do, there remained in the eyes 
of the picture an unfathomable depth of mel
ancholy. It was so marked as to be start
ling. It was the first expression observed and 
criticised by the few friends who saw the 
pictured face.

“It looks too sorrowful for Shirley,” they 
said, one and all.

Alice tried to paint it out—changed it over 
and over again—but in vain.

The trouble seemed to be with Shirley’s 
face in repose. Few persons had ever seen 
her when she was not occupied at something. 
But the moment she was quiet the strange, 
sad look came into her face. It haunted all 
her photographs. There was a weirdness in 
it like the shadow of a fate, or like the sur
vival of a remorse for awful deeds done by 
bloody handed ancestors centuries agone. At 
any rate it was there, and would not bepaint- 
64 out,

Florida wild flowers are used for the 
purpose of decoration for the dinner table, 
ana some of the hardy wood flowers are 
very attractive, as well as the various 
sorts of water lilies. These aquatic plants 
make a fine show when set in a cut glass 
dish with their foliage.

The monogram in two colors is seen on 
every available article of wearing apparel 
or household belongings. On lingerie it 
is done in colored Tambour cottons while 
on household linen is in linen floss or 
silk which is washable.

iir
SPORTING.

We will furnish our readers with a weekly budget 
of the latest news of the different field sports.

NEWS SUMMARY.rson

Every week from this date we will furnish our 
readers with a complete condensed rep®rt of the news 
of the week from all points.

Three colors are used on some charm
ing costumes tor summer wear, made of 
fine closely woven flannel or either bar
red plain pinking forms the only trim
ming on these costumes and is set row 
upon row in alternating colors. The 
petticoat is formed entirely of rows of 
pinfcing set like narrow flounces on a 
foundation skirt of plain cloth, 
basque is finished in the same way.

Notwithstanding the fact that flounces 
are to be a leading style this summer 
kilted skirts will continue to be worn, 
those of surah and foulard being as often 
made in this style as in flounces.

Vandyke’s,' scollops, points and saw- 
teeth are seen as a finish on flounces 
which trim the skirts of stylish costumes 
in light weight fabrics. These fancy 
edgings are sometimes lined with a con
trasting color or a harmonizing tint

ne“ Your6 parentage is unknown. The only 
clew is the forget-me-not ring, found fastened 
to a black ribbon around your *}6ck, with its 
inscription and date inside, ‘Myra, from 
Philip, July, 1854. But I am sure you came 
of good blood. When we found you there 
was still that about you that showed you had 
been tenderly cared ror. . .

“I would spare myself forever the pain oi 
telling you this, only it is necessary you 
should know you are not to be my hem. I he 
estate must goto a distant relative, now in 
Australia. There is another thought that 
gives me anxiety, now that I know I am 
nearing my death. I have not been able to 
save much for you from my income. In 
truth, I have let you spend so much money m 
my lifetime that there will not be much left 
for you after I am dead. And still, even that 
causes me less trouble than it would if I did 
not know how capable you are and strong. 
I never brought you up to despise work, my 
son. In the New World, the land of prom
ise, I know you will easily make your %yay. 
But not now. Now you must come home, you 
and Brownie, and come at once, to one who, 
as long as he lives, must still call himself

“Your loving father, John Edgerly.”
The whole story was out. The American 

tramp and t he English gentleman were twin 
brothers, of one blood, one race, one parent
age, and even that unknown.

Here was a blow which staggered Robert 
Edgerly at last!

He and Brownie and Shirley had been read
ing the letter, with their heads together, all 
at once. Robert’s hecid dropped upon the

IN GENERAL.“Slugger’seoardner was in hiding himself, 
and didn’t Stmt to come out and say anything.

The

The kid was took to St Hildegarde Found
ling asylum. Some rich people adopted him 
after awhile. That was t’other vouifg one. 
Luck was always agin me.

“Moll kept the letter. I’ve got it pasted in 
the back of my journal. But MoH didn’t 
know the name of the father of them two 
kids, t’other young un and me. Slugger 
wouldn’t tell her. He kepit to hisself for 
meanness. From all we can make out, Slug
ger held as much cussedness in his skin as any 
white man ever did. If he thought his wife 
wanted anything that was reason enough 
why she shouldn’t have it. He had the right 
idees of trainin’ females. MoU, the blamed 

look into th

Besides the features above outlined the publishers 
of The Gazette are making arrangements for the in
troduction of several new departments, announcements 
of which will appear as soon as the arrangements are 
completed. We intend to widen the field of The Gazette 
so that it will be the best and most complete family- 
newspaper published, or can be published, in and for this 
community.

Our maxim is to advance. So far every improve
ment made in The Gazette has been handsomely 
endorsed by the public of Saint John and the Province 
at large. The improvements in contemplation will 
necessitate a largely increased outlay, and we expect 
large additions to our circulation in consequence.

BlUoiuineee.

“I should not think it right did I not 
give my testimony of what I know to be 
the value of Burdock Blood Bitters. Be
ing a sufferer from Biliousness, I took 
one bottle of B. B. B. and it gave me im
mediate relief. I recommend it as a cure 
for Biliousness. Annie McLean, Wood- 
ville, Ont

ole idiot! why’n’t she 
pers? If it had been me! But womm 
reads newspapers. If they did, they'll know 
more.

“ ‘Moll,’ says I, ‘will you swear to this?
“ ‘Yes,’ says she, ‘I win, if it won’t get me 

into trouble. If it will, I’ll swear I made it 
up out of my own head, every word of it’

“ ’Are you dead sure this is that there same 
ring that was in the jewel box?”

“ ‘Dead sure. Don’t you see them letters 
and that date inside? Them wouldn’t be in 
but one ring, would they?”

e newspa- 
never

A prohibitionist says ; You will see a 
red-nosed politician and a saloon togeth
er more frequently than a red haired 
woman and a white horse.

f
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New Brnswii
ANNOUNCE A

Pullman Parlor Car Service
between ST. JOHN and BOSTON.

- A Pullman Parlor Car is now attached to the 
FAST EXPRESS leaving St, John 6.10 a. m., 
running through, arriving in Boston 9.30 p. m. 
same da)'. Returning, attached to the train leav
ing Boston 7 p. m. running through, arriving in St, 
John 2.20 p. m. next day.

;^ÿ**Seaîs may be secured at Company’s Ticket 
Office, corner Union and Mill Streets, or at the 
station.

F. W. CRAM. 
Gen. Manager.

J. F. LEAVITT,
Gen. Pass, and Ticket Agent. 

St. John, N. B., April 19th, 1888.

A Letter From Mexico.

A letter from Mexico says of the pro
duction of sulphur : “In view of the value 
of sulphur deposits of Popocatapetl, it 
seems incredible that they have not been 
more thoroughly worked. At present 
Sicily is the principal source of the world’s 
sulphur supply, that country producing 
more than four-fifths of all that is con
sumed on the globe.

The deposits of “old Pope" are much 
greater than those of Sicily, and of better 
quality, and can be brought to market— 
at least, in the United States—twenty- 
five per cent, cheaper than the Sicilian. 
Aside from that consumed in Mexico, 
more than 200,000 tons are annually used 
in the United States, and even if every 
ton of Popocatapetl sulphur were sold at 
twenty per cent, below the usual price, 
there would still be a clear profit—after 
allowing for freightage and all other ex
penses—of not less than $2 per ton.

The expenses of production are very 
small. The workmen receive seventy- 
five cents per arreba (twenty-five pounds) 
for bringing up crude sulphur from the 
interior of the mountain and delivering 
it at Flamacas. This labor is exceeding
ly laborious and full of danger ; not only- 

huge rocks constantly rolling down 
the sides of the crater, threatening to en
gulf the tiny windlass and crush the atom 
of humanity being lowered into tr.e 
depths by a frail rope, but the sulphurous 
vapors and exhalations are extremely 
injurious to the health.

The workmen remain in the crater a 
month at a time, eating and sleeping in 
that inferno, after which they are hauled 
up and the places supplied by others.

It is said that in a short time their 
teeth fall out and the hair drops off their 
heads like bristles from a scalded rig, 
and the man who goes down in the 
stoutest of oxhide boots and the stoutest 
of new clothes, comes up the end of the 
month in the dilapidated condition of 
Bip Van Winkle after his twenty years 
nap.

are

ESTABLISHED 1877:

Having made extensive improvements 
in my establishment and imported a fresh 
Stock of New and Fashionable
IDH/ir GOODS,

MILLINERY
-AND-

FANCY ARTICLES
personally selected, and purchased on 
favorable terms, I am prepared to offer 
them to my customers and the public at 
prices to suit every one. Inspection in
vited.

JOHN K. STOREY,
21 KING STREET.

H. C. MAETIN & Co.
PORTRAIT ARTISTS.

Studio, 52 King Street,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

PORTRAITS IN
INDIA INK,

WATER COLORS, 
AKA YON, Oil., &c.,

Copied from any style of small picture. 
Satisfaction guaranteed.

WANTED.

A lady will be pleased to receive orders
for

PLAIN SEWING
to be done at her own home or at the 
houses of her customers. Address,

C, L. Gazette Office.

THE

ESTABLISH ED 186»1

A

WHOLESALE GROCERS
—AND—

W est India Merchants
Office, 50 King Street,

Warehouse, 17 Water Street.

Uptown Store,
SO KING STREET. ^

rà
WILL CURE OR RELIEVE 

DIZZINESS, 
DROPSY, 
FLUTTERING 

OF THE HEART, 
ACIDITY OF

THE STOMACH,

BILIOUSNESS,
DYSPEPSIA,
INDIGESTION)
JAUNDICE,
ERYSIPELAS,
SALT RHEUM,
HEARTBURN, DRYNESS 
HEADACHE.
And every species of disease arising 
from disordered LIVER, KULffEYS, 

STOMACH, BOWELS OR BLOOD.
T. MILBURN & GO.,

OF THE SKIN,

Business Respectfully Solici
ted by

G-eo. Robertson &0o.,
*

Office 50 King Street. \
WEDDING, INVITATION, VISITING, AT 

HOME AND BALL CARDS, «fcc.
DINNER AND MENU CARDS;
COLOR STAMPING;
DIES. MONOGRAMS,

ARMS Cut to order.
Designs furnished, when required.

We have exceptional facilities for executing 
promptly and in the latest styles all orders en
trusted to us.

Also all kinds of LEGAL AND MERCANTILE 
STATIONERY AND PRINTING carefuUy and 
promptly supplied.

Notice of Sale
CRESTS, COATS OF

To Norval Smith and Margaret Anne, his wife, and 
all others whom it may concern;

We hereby give you notice that in default of 
payment of certain mortgage moneys owing to me 
the undersigned Margaret Anne Parnther by 
virtue of the Indenture of Mortgage executed by 
you, bearing date the sixth day of April, A. D. 
1886, we shall on WEDNESDAY, the twenty-third 
day of May, next, at Chubb's. Corner, in Prince 
William Street, in the City of Saint John, at 
twelve o’clock noon, proceed to a sale of the 
mortgage lands described in said Indenture as 
follows:j. & a. McMillan,

“All that certain lot, or parcel of land situate, 
“lying and being in the Parish of Weldford afore
said conveyed to the said Norval Smith by one 
“John Coil and Mary, his wife, by Deed bearing date 
the twenty-eighth day of August, A. D. 1872, 
bounded and described as follows, that is tosay 

Beckwith Road to 
rly by the Harley 

Road so called; westerly by a Brook running from 
said Harley Road to said Beckwith Road being a 
triangular piece of laud, the whole at present oc
cupied by said Norval Smith, and supposed to 
contain about forty acres,’’ in execution of the 
power of sale rested in me the said Margarôt Anne 
Parnther; by virtue of said Indenture.

Booksellers, Stationers, Printers, Blank Book 
Manufacturers, &c.

lOO Prince William Street.
bqunded northerly by the B 
Richibucto (so called) southerl

■ -e.-
Dated the fourth day of April, A, D. 1888,

D, B. PARNTHER. M. A. PARNTHER.A. H. DxMILL, .... c
Solicitor for Mortghge,.

For Family • ----

Vi
MIXED CANDIES, POP COEN, 

ORANGES, LEMONS, 
-ALSO- i !

OYSTERSSHELLED
By the Quart or Gallon and sent 

home from

18 King Square.
J. D. TURNER.

'«

Is
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§! ESTABLISHED 1854.
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The Subscriber has opened a large stock of

French, English, Scotch, 
Irish and Canadian 

Tweeds.NEW GOODS. ,

These goods are of the very best quality 
and newest patterns, and will be made 
up to order at very low prices.500
JOHN H. BUTT,Mens', Tonis' * Boys' Merchant Tailor. 

68 Germain Street.SUITS

For Spring and Summer wear. These 
goods are all New and Fashionable 

and are marked dow-n low for 
CASH.

Mens’ Light and Dark Worst
ed Spring Overcoats.

Mens’ all wool working pants, 
very low.

LARGE STOCK OF MENS’

Tweed Rubber Waterproof 
Coats.

A FIRST-CLASS STOCK OF

Gents' Furnishing Goods

D. WHELLY,
9s Canterbury St.

Plumber & Gas Fitter,
Steam and Hot Water g-

JOBBING PKOIIPTLY 
ATTENDED TO. ;

Satisfaction guaranteed.

H. S. MM,
FLORIST,

IN WHITE SHIRTS, REGATTA SHIRTS, 
TOP SHIRTS, MERINO SHIRTS AND 

DRAWERS, BRACES. SOCKS, 
COLLARS, TIES, SILK HANDKERCHIEFS, 

TRUNKS, VALISES, HAND BAGS, 
SHAWL STRAPS, Ac.

1I

Neiv and Stylish Cloths for Old Burying Ground and' 
Foot of Golding St,

Has for Sale, cut
ROSES, CARNATIONS, HYACINTHS,TULIPS, 

CHINESE PRIMROSES, CAMELLIAS. Ac.
BULBS, in blossom and about to blos

som ;
HYACINTHS, TULIPS, CRO

CUSES, SNOWDROPS, &c.
EASTER AND CALLA LILIES.
GERANIUMS, many new varieties 

and all the flower and foliage 
plants usually found in a first class 
greenhouse.

Custom
Clothing . •

-IN-

Fancy Tweed Suitings, Corkscrews 
and Diagenal Suitings. Serges 

and Yacht Cloth Suitings 
and Fancy Striped Trouserings.

Cheap for Cash. jFOR SALE.
...City Market Clothing Hall,

TpOR SALE, a place of five acres,
T barn and other outbuildings, on the 

att-t/sj znt a TTfN Shore of Kenncbeocaais Bay, neiy Chanoi Grovqt 
Y {J U vj"'V J-jA U ij and al)0ut eIevea miled frou: the city. Enquire of

Proprietor. ‘ On the premises.

with house, 
West

51 Charlotte Street,
-

a‘T. -, ■*>. \
f-$$!

I

mm

TO LET
In House No. 20 Queen St.

1 Shop, 1 Tenement of 14 rooms with water, bath 
.joins and all conveniences; suitable for a board
ing house; or will be let to two familes, divided to 
suit. Apply at the house to

Mrs. McCORMICK.

1888 SPRING STYLES 1888

V

HATTERS,
Having received the larger portion of 

our Spring Stock of New Styles

Hats, Caps, &c •)
We are now prepared to offer at Lowest 
Prices as Large and Fashionable Assort
ment of Head Wear as was ever offered 
in the Maritime Provinces.

B. C. BOURKE & Co.,
61 Charlotte Street.

WHY “IT STANDS AT THE HEAD.”
We guarantee the SUPERIORITY of the “Caligraph," 

and that it will wear out any other make of writing machine, 
side by side, on any kind of work; and take pleasure in re
ferring inquirers to 100,000 operators and customers in sub
stantiation of all claims made by us for our instruments. (5

Ribbons, Carbon Paper and Typewriter Supplies
all in Stock. ■

ARTHUR P. TIPPET & Co., 5

* i
Agents for Maritime Provinces.

MISSING MEN.The late Samuel J. Tilden was an in
valid for something like eight years, dur
ing which time he had the almost exclu
sive service of Dr. Charles E. Simmons. 
The doctor lias just rendered a bill 
against the estate for $143,000. 
seems like a large snm for medical at
tendance, but Mr. Tilden probably made 
the mistake of not paying his medical ad
viser an occasional instalment.

ATTENTION ! The mysterious disappearance of Mr. 
Samuel Bonnell, which occurred n little 
more than two weeks ago, recalls that of 
Elias White, under somewhat similar 
circumstances, on the 8th of March, 1884. 
The apathy of the authorities on that oc
casion, would have been looked upon 
with horror in almost any other commu? 
nity ;—here, where he was well known, 
outside of a small circle of relatives, lit
tle interest was manifested in his fate 
except in one newspaper office, where 
considerable time and money were ex
pended in a futile effort to determine if 
he had been the victim of foul play, or 
by jaccident had come to his end in the 
river or harbor. It is most likely that 
his fate will remain forever unknown. 
About nine months later, Patrick Mc
Manus, who in 1876 received his appoint
ment as constable in Portland, and in 
1877, as tax collector, dropped out of 
sight as mysteriously as Elias White had 
disappeared, and though considerable 
effort was made to discover the manner 
of his disappearance, no trace of him has 
yet been found. Both of these men had 
money on their persons when they were 
last seen, both were without pecuniary 
embarrasments or domestic infelicities, 
both were without any known ground 
for absenting themselves, from their 
families and friends, yet they vanished 
as suddenly as if the ground had opened 
and swallowed them. Hopes are still 
entertained that Mr. Bonnell may have 
met with no mishap ; that he may have 
left the city, without notifying his friends, 
to attend to business elsewhere, but cir
cumstances, by no means, point conclu
sively in this direction. It would be 
discreditable If Mr. Bonnell has met 
with foul play or come to his death by 
accident, if a streneous effort should not 
be made to ascertain the facts, and bring 
the wrong doer, if any wrong doing has 
been done, to justice.

This

READ
The papers are once more attacking 

legal phraseology, and a New Zealand 
journal declares that if people in private 
life used language like that of legal do
cuments they would be in imminent 
danger of incarceration in a lunatic asy
lum. At a recent assize held in a cer
tain English town, for instance, the 
charge against one of the prisoners was 
that she “unlawfully did cast and throw 
herself into a certain sea atSouth Shields, 
called the German Ocean, with intent 
feloniously, wilfully, and of malice afore
thought, to kill and murder herself.” It 
may be necessary to talk this way in law, 
but, thank heaven, we are spared the 
style in daily life.

IT IS A LIST OF

FEATURES
FOR MAY.

We commence last 
week the publication of a 

» new series of short novels, 
similar in length to the 
stories we have been pub
lishing for the past few 
months. This new series 
will exceed in interest any 
of their jfredecessors.

Look at this list of au
thors.
Robert Louis Stevenson.

Rebecca Harding Davis.
Henry James, Jr.

S. Baring Gould.
X. Thecd,

The relation of mortality to the life of 
our ancestors may not have been any 
closer than it is to our own, but it was 
more ostentatious. It was dragged for- 
word like a bashful child on all possible 
and impossible occasions; and a droll in
stance was given recently by a charming 
old lady v/ho was contrasting the ways 
of the present generation with the fash
ions of her youth.

“Why, when I was a girl,” she said, 
“on fast days and Sundays we were never 
allowed to go to walk unless we would go 
to the graveyard. And we used to sky
lark about and pick out the comic epi
taphs, and giggle over them like young 
idiots. It must have been morally very 
improving.-’

*

A well known southern newspaper is 
much impressed with the ugliness of the 
portrait in the Century of Robert Louis 
Stevenson. It says : “ If he looks at all 
like the portrait, he will depopulate the 
state. It is not necessary that a man 
should be a nightmare in order to be a 
genius." Whereupon one of its contem
poraries cruelly twits it with the state
ment that its own literary editor is not a 
beauty. Which reminds us of the story 
of a man who was made so ugly that he 
was supposed to be unique, and made a 
vow that, if he ever met a worse looking 
man than himself, he would Mil him on 
sight. The narrator goes on to say that 
he was out hunting once when he sud
denly came upon just this prodigy. He 
raised his gun to fire at him, when the 
other asked why this homicidal spirit 
The first-named man related his vow. 
“Shoot away, then !” at onceTetumed the 
other. “If I am homelier than you I 
want to die I ”

A NEW SERIAL.
The Bank of California,

Sparring exhibitions, it appears, are 
no longer to be tolerated in St John. 
This is well. They are demoralizing, 
degrading, brutal.

Salmon, from the Washademoak, and 
a few caught in the harbor, have made 
their appearance in. the market; shad 
will soon be quite plentiful, and gasper- 
eaux are likely to be very abundant in 
a few days.______________

A contemporary says: “The present 
management of the Mechanics’ Institute 
have the sympathy of the community in 
their effort to retain that institution and 
restore its usefulness. But the commu
nity will not support the Institute be
cause of the good it has done in times 
gone by.” For ten years at least, the 
Institute has appeared to be undergoing 
a petrifying process, which the commu
nity felt itself powerless to prevent St 
John is, as it has always been, ready to 
support the Institute when it proves it
self deserving of support.

Mr. Cruiksaank has growing in his 
hotbeds in the old Burial Ground, many 
thousands of pansies, some of which are 
in bloom, verbenas and sweet elysium, 
also in blossom, and calendulas, stocks, 
candytufts, French raarygolds, mimulus, 
migrionette, asters, larkspurs and other 
annuals in almost endless variety. In 
his greenhouse visitors see among other 
plants, a variety of rare ferns of his own 
importation from Scotland, many choice 
roses, pelargoniums, and calcelarias, all 
healthy plants and lull of bloom.

A story of the deepest in
terest will be commenced
NEXT WEEK,

and will run through a 
dozen issues. It deals with 
life in California during the 
early days, relating the ad
ventures of a Maine man, 
who left for California in the 
early days of the Gold Fever.

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE,
Published every Saturday Morning, from the 

office No. 21 Canterbury street. •
Editor and Maxaorr.

1.1
JOHN A. BOWKS;

A few days after the death of Martha 
Hook, the only surviving child of Theo
dore Hook, which occurred in a suburb 
of London early in April, the following 
letter was published in the London 
Chronicle.

ST. JOHN.N. B., SATURDAY,MAY 12,1888.

Th* Satürday Gazette is the only Saturday 
»aper in the Maritime provinces, devoted exclu- 
ivoly to family and general matters.
It will be sent to any address in Canada or the 

United States, on receipt of the subscription price, 
81.00 per annum ; 50 cents for six months.

Contributions on all subjects, in which Cana
dians are interestd, will always be welcome. Cor
respondents will oblige by making their articles 
as brief as the subject will allow, and are also par
ticularly requested to write on one side of the 
paper only. The writer’s name and address must 
accompany every communication. Rejected MSS 
will be returned to the writers.

USS- We want agents in every town in New 
Brunswick, Nova Scotia, and Prince Edward Is
land. Liberal comissions will be paid to the right 
people. Terms can be had on application. Write 

and address plainly on a postal card

“Sir, I ask your kind permission to call 
attention through your columns to two 
facts not undeserving of public notice in 
this age of hero worship : 1. In a day or 
two a chair will be put up for sale at a 
public auction. It is that in which Theo
dore Hook was wont to sit when writing 
his interesting books. As a mute memo
rial of a man of genius, it will probably 
fetch a high price. 2. Last Saturday a 
coroner’s inquest was held on the body 
of an aged lady, who, though she had led 
an industrious and exemplary life as a 
governess, died in abject poverty, and 
has been since buried by the parish. 
That unhappy gentlewoman was Martha 
Hook, the only daughter of Theodore 
Hook, whose chair is about to be sold at 
a public auction. Alas, that wood should 
be so dear, ‘and flesh and blood so cheap.’ 
But so they are in this best of all possible 
worlds. Yet to the uninitiated it does 
seem a pity that the novelist’s chair was 
not sold some weeks ago to save the no
velist’s daughter from dying of starva
tion.” ____________________

Mr. F. IL C. Miles holds classes in 
drawing and painting at his Studio 74 
Germain street, on Tuesday and Friday 
evenings, where the mechanic; teacher 
or amateur,can acquire a thorough know
ledge of drawing, painting, or decorative 
work in all its branches. Mr. Miles has 
successfully taught painting in colors 
during the evenings in the classes held 
last winter, as the work produced by his 
pupils will testify. Classes from 7.30 un
til 9 on the above evenings.

your name 
and send for a specimen copy.

^-Advertisers will find The Gazette Rn cx- 
eellent medium for reaching their customers in all 
parts of the three provinces. The rates will be 
found lower than those of any other paper having 
Us circulation among all classes. Rates given and 
and locations assigned on application.

^®-The Retail Price of the The Satürday 
Gazette is TWO cents a copy, and it may be 
had at that price from all Booksellers and News
dealers in the Maritime Provinces; and from the 
Newsboys on the street on the day of publication.

Address ali communications to
THE SATURDAY GAZETTE,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

A Jewish Rabbi, writing in the Jewish 
Messenger, says : Editorial responsibility 
should be akin to ministerial responsi
bility. His paper is his pulpit. The day’s 
news is his text, and his editorials his 
sermons, while merchant, farmer, law
yer, mechanic, housewife and housemaid, 

'■and the children around every hearth
stone are his auditors. To have no higher 
aim than to tickle their palates is a guar
antee of his unfitness for his position, 
and his influence will ultimately be ex
pressed by a cipher. A press censorship 
is not a particularly desirable thing in a 
free country. The right of a free press 
and of free speech is guaranteed to us by 
our constitution, and right jealously 
should we guard this right and resist any 
encroachments upon the territory right
fully ours, but there must be obvious re
strictions even here. License is not lib
erty. Freedom does not demand the ab
rogation of laws. On the contrary, laws 

the very bulwarks of liberty, and law- 
can say and should say to the press, 
“thus far slialt thou go and not farther.” 
The ubiquitous reporter has no right to 
invade the privacy of home and drag 
forth its skeletons. He lias no right to 
tell in Gatli or to publish in the streets of 
Askelon everything his eyes sees or his 
ears hear, for everything is not fit to tell 
to the innocent youth of our land ; and if 
the turkey buzzard element predomin
ates among the patrons of such a paper, 
the law ought to gag its mouth. The ap
petite that craves the bar-room lewdness

♦
MARITIME HAPPENINGS.

Advertisers desiring changes, to ensure 
insertion of their favors in The Gazette 
of the current week will be obliged to 
have their copy at the office of publication 
by Thursday noon.

An Interesting Collet-lien of Odd Items 
From all Sources.

The death of Arichat’s oldest inhabi
tant, John Bouchie, took place at Petit 
deGrat, C. B., three miles from there, on 
Sunday last. The deceased was 101 
years of age, and was always considered 
a worthy representative of “the good old 
stock."

Mr. Isbister says he hopes to see the 
entire Cape Breton Railway completed 
by the end of the year. Six hundred 
men are employed on the contract now, 
but the number is expected to be increas
ed to fifteen hundred.

Owing to a delay in the arrival of the 
first portion of the Serial The Bank of 
California, the story will not be com
menced until next week. The Bank of 
California is a thrilling narrative which 
all should read. We commence this 
week a short novel by Robert Louis 
Stevenson, entitled The Treasure of 
Franchard. It will be completed in three 
numbers.

Three very handsome butterflies culti
vated by a' resident of Pleasant street, 
from larva; gathered last fall, were exhi
bited at the Times office the other day. 
The grubs were gathered from a cherry 
tree last fall and kept indoors all winter. 
One that was kept in the kitohen came 
out of its shell about a week ago and is 
the largest and handsomest of all. It 
measures six inches from tip to tip of 
wings. The others are only a day or two 
old.—Moncton Times.

At South West Margaree, C. B., in 
August last J. A. McDougall, of that place, 
was hired by D. E. McKay to watch a 
piece of property at S. W. Road, the 
ownership of which was in dispute. 
While on duty one night in company 
with S. D. McLellan, McDougall’,s gun, 
which was half cocked, was accidently 
discharged, the contents entering the ab
domen of McLellan. Since the occur
rence McDougall lias died from a lung 
disease contracted through exposure at 
the time of the accident, and McLellan 

confined to his bed from the 
effects of the injury received.

EDITORIAL NOTES.
are

The Electrical Review says that the 
lightning rod is a relic of superstition, 
and that the day will come when a light
ning rod on a house w ill be regarded in the 
same light as a horseshoe over a door.

Mils. Betsey Torrey of Scituate.Mass., a 
sprightly old lady of ninety, who still en
joys the best of health, has one claim to 
fame in that she lias often drunk from

I

the original “Old Oaken Bucket,” which 
the ]>oet Woodworth made famous in 

The bucket was in a well at thesong.
Northey homestead, in Gree’nbusli, near I and the drainage from the moral cess- 
Scituate, where Mrs. Torrey lived for a pools of a community lias no right to be

fed by the public press.
is now

number of years,
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THEIR SHIP WAS TOWED BY A 
. WHALE.

wheat and flowers, in wreaths and in 
bouquets, tied with prettily wrought bows, 
cordons and truelovers’ knots, 
taffeta silks have a border of this em
broidery, in harmonious and most varied 
colors, along one selvage, and this is used 
as a border for a lower skirt, under dra
pery of short veiling, also as a vest, or 
girdle, from the side seams across the 
front, and on the collar and cuffs. There 
are also Watteau embroidered vests in 
changeable surah, which are used as 
separate waistcoats under V. coats for 
the street, of fine black or suede-colored 
wool, with wide and long revere collar of 
black moire, or of darker brown or suede- 
color. What dresses are made of these 
silk embroideries are lined with lace, but 
they are very costly, and will only be 
used by the few who can afford them as 
elegant visiting toilets.

* » *

HATS.FOB AND ABOUT WOMEN. HATS
IMLA-ISriKZS &c (DO.,

Ill THE BYWAYS »HD HEBGES.

Shot Singular Encounter Between a Levia
than and a Fishing Craft In the 

North Atlantic.

What the Lenuger Hears Other People 
Talhlng Abont and His Views on 

Things la General.
A COLUMN OF GOSSIP AND HINTS 

FOR OLD AND YOUNG GIRLS.

A letter has been received at Glouces
ter, Mass., from the cook of the schooner 
H. B. Griffin, Captain George Nelson, now 
absent on the Banks, in which a story is 
narrated which illustrates the dangers 
attending the life of a fisherman, says a 
correspondent of the Chicago Inter Ocean. 
The Griffin is one of the largest vessels 
going out of this port She arrived on the 
Banks a few weeks ago and found fish 
exceedingly plentiful.

One day, which was moderately fine, 
while the crew were all in their dories 
attending their trawls, the captain and 
cook remaining aboard as is customary, 
the sails being furled and the vessel at 
anchor, the two occupants felt a sudden 
jerk and a moment afterward the vessel 
was going through the water at a rapid 
rate.

They rushed on deck to find the cause 
of the commotion, but none was discover
ed until suddenly a large whale was seen 
to come to the surface and blow, with the 
anchor attached to its side.

The marine monster had evidently 
been swimming near the bottom of the 
ocean when he came in contact with and 
became attached to the fluke in the 
anchor. Once on the surface the mad
dened whale tore through the water at a 
frantic rate, so fast as to nearly submerge 
the bows.

The captain and cook were taken by 
surprise, but soon recovered. They saw 
that they were rapidly losing sight of 
their crew in the dories, and would leave 
them alone on the ocean, and were also in 
danger of being towed under. Their only 
•resource was to cut the cable and free tee 
vessel. This was done, and the jibs and 
foresail hoisted, when they returned and 
secured their crew.

The vessel was put on the course for 
Newfoundland, where a new cable and 
anchtw have been secured.

Jury in its last issue asks if Postulata 
is an hereditary title on the Telegraph. 
Progress copies the item and places the 
head over it, “Yes it is." The motive of 
Progress in making this alleged explan
ation is plain. One of its “editors” is the 
person who, when the man who origin
ated the “Around Town" column in the 
Telegraph, and wrote under the name of 
Postulata, left the Telegraph, had the 
gall to adopt the nom de plume and con
tinue the column. There can be no 
doubt that the management of the Tele
graph, if they thought the idea worth per
petuating, had fhe right, to continue the 
Around Town column, but had no more 
right to sigmthe name of Postulata to the 
effusions mntained therein, than they 
had to sign the names of Mark Twain, 
Bill Nye, M. Quad or Junius to them. 
The signing of Postulata since December, 
1886, is unquestionably a case of literary 
theft, of which no honorable man would 
have been guilty, even had the manage
ment of the paper been so dishonest as 
to ask a man to appropriate the nom de 
plume of another. The individual him
self, hadhe possessed a single spark of 

lDjfj|^: would have declined to be 
guilty of theft: The appropriation of the 

de plume of Postulata by the Tele-

Are now showing the following makes of Hats in all the latest Styles:What Women all Over the World an 
Talhlng and Thinking Abont.

SILL DRESS HATS,
STIFF FELT HATS,

FLEXIBLE FELT HATS.
Black threatens to become a more pop

ular color than ever in certain classes of 
Parisian society. There has already 
been much discussion about “black cor
sets," and it will be remembered perhaps 
by readers of French novels that M. Paul 
Bourget, in his recent volume entitled 
“Mensonges," clothes his heroine, Mme. 
Moraines, in a eorset-noir, which is re
garded by her more Puritanical female 
friends as a badge of unpardonable levi
ty, says the Paris correspondent of the 
London Telegraph. Should the present 
rage for black become more prevalent, 
not only stays but other mysterious arti
cles of feminine attire promise to become 
as sable as Hamlet’s “inky cloak” itself. 
A pretty and popular actress whose name 
is famous in opera bouffe has already, 
indeed, given a remarkable impetus to 
the growing taste for the lugubrious color 
chosen for funerals. She appeared on 
the stage a few nights ago arrayed in 
black from head to foot. Constellations 
of the ballet have, of course, frequently 
appeared in “black tights,” but the ac
tress in question has out-Heroded Herod, 
and' astounded her admirers by reveal
ing to their powerful lorgnettes the over
whelming fact that not only were her 
“tights” and continuations sable, but that 
her undergarments, instead of being of 
the conventional creamy-colored order, 
were of the most lustrous jet in tint; and 
were fringed with arabesque lace-work 
of the same color. Black may therefore 
be the only wear in the iuture.

Flange Brim Hats, Soft Felt Hats, Crnsl Hats
In Light, Medium and Dark Colors.

Also childrens’ Straw Hats in

G-ipsy, Sailor and other Fashionable Shapes.
HANKS & Co., 57 King Street.

Silk dresses are stylish made entirely 
of copper-colored Bengaline, with a white 
vest, and trimmed with copper bead 
passementeries. White and copper pro
mise to be as popular in the near future 
as white and gold have been in the im
mediate past, the white being introduced 
as a full gathered vest and puffed collar, 
of white silk, muslin or China crape. 
Other copper-colored Bengalines have 
galloons m the delicate fade colors of 
Gobelin tapestries for their trimming, 
and with these the blouse vest, with its 
turned-over collar, is of white India silk, 
on which are flowers in the faint, pale 
Gobelin colors of the galloon. Still others 
have rose, pink and mahogany velvet 
ribbons together, pointed as a girdle 
across the short, full vest of white China 
crape. The white turned-over collar has 
the mahogany ribbon at the back, and 
turns over upon it.

SKINNER'S
Carpet Warerooms
Elegant Wilton Carpets, with 5-8 Borders to Match; 
Beautiful Brussels Carpets, New Colorings, 5-8 Borders to 

Match;
Tapestry in Brussels Designs, 5-8 Borders to Match;
A magnificent line of Curtains, in all the New Makes, viz., 

Madras, India Crape, Chenille, Burmah, Turcoman, etcï 
Spring Stock Complete in every Department. As my Stock 

is direct from the Manufacturers I can guarantee quality. 
Prices as low as last year notwithstanding the advance 

in England.

man

nom
graph staff is contemptible to say the 
least Furthermore, no journalist or no 
gentleman—no man would be guilty of 
it But then, one can.hardly expect to 
find a gentleman a journalist, or a man, 
in a fool.

*■»
Polonaises become more popular as the 

season advances, and are made of cash- 
mere, over silk skirts, in many of the old 
designs worn 12 or 15 years ago. Nun’s 
veiling and piece lace are also made up 
as polonaises over silk skirts, and may 
be suited to thin and stout figures alike, 
as they are quite straight, in Directoire 
style, for those who are large, and are 
shirred and festooned for slender figures, 
thus giving 
breadth. T1

A. O. SKINNER, 58 King Street.* i-It was exceedingly unkind of the Sun 
to point out as it did on Thursday last— 
the fact that the “editors” of the new 
sheet were carrying the same methods 
into their own sheet .which have helped 
to kill the Telegraph. Perhaps when the 
young men gain experience and learn 
the business they pretend to teach others 
they will also acquire habits of industry 
and" quit attempting to palm off cheek 
and wind for brains.

E. B. Pearson is the name of the young 
woman who won the Bowdoin prize at 
Harvard, but who did not get it. The 
prize for the best easy, one hundred dol
lars, is intended for the male students at 
Harvard, and not for the young ladies of 
the Annex. Some how or other Mies 
Pearson’s essay got in thé wrong lot, and 
was awarded the first prise. It was 
signed E. B. Pearson, and from its style, 
and finding it where they did, the judges 
took it for granted that the writer was a 
man. Of course, when the discovery was 
made, the prize was withdrawn, but one 
of thirty dollars was substituted. If Miss 
Pearson had only been a man she woald 
have been seventy dollors better off. She 
has, however, the satisfaction of knowing 
that her essay was the best, and there is 
some comfort in that

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE,Noses and Ears.

If large noses were thought a sign of 
genius, it is not usually the case with 
long ears, characteristic of the donkey, 
says a writer in the St Louis Globe. In 
China, however, we are told by a French 
missionary, they are thought indications 
of wisdom, and common people think the 
Emperor has very large ears.

The itching of the ear is also ominous. 
This is a very old superstition, for Pliny 
says: “When our ears do glow and tingle, 
some do talk of us in our absence." . 
Nolinæus, an ancient writer, says: “If 
his ear tingle, ’tis a sign that others speak 
of him.” In “Much Ado About Nothing” 
we read (iii. 1): .

them apparently great 
he revolt against basques 

seems more decided than if has been at 
any season hitherto, yet conservative 
women still think it safest to retain 
basque waists, compromising by making 
the fronts fhll on the shoulders and quite 
short, with front girdles well on the sides, 
and straight or pointed, as is most be
coming to the figure of the wearer.

60 and 62 Prince William Street.
BUILDERS’ HARDWARE: ,

i.

A foil line of above in LOCKS, HINGES, KNOBS, GLASS, NAILS, PAINTS, OILS, 
and the numerous goods comprised in this DepartmentTbs Lounger.

HOUSEKEEPERS’ HARDWARE:The Inner Mnn. ’
In TINWARE, AGATEWARE, KITCHENWARE, FIRE IRONS, COAL VASES. 

DISH COVERS, &c., &c.
» *

Soft silk jackets, belted like the new 
Garibaldi waists, or else mere blouses 
with five tucks from the neck down in a 
point and at the tops of sleeves, are made 
of scarlet, cream, old rose or blue surah 
and of shot silks, to be worn in the after
noon and at home in the evenings, with 
skirts of silk, Vesting, lace or fine wool. 
The blouses have a drawing string around 
the waist line, with the part below thrust 
under the skirt of the dress. These 
bodices are excellent for wearing with 
skirts whose waists have been worn or 
soiled.

Over four hundred years ago “Straw
berries !” was a cry of the London streets; 
and the garden of the Bishop of Ely at 
Holborn, was famous for its fine growth 
of the luscious berry. Its name is an 
Anglo-Saxon one, supposed to be derived 
from the circumstance of its growing 
amid what was called straw, or from the 
custom of stringing and braiding the 
long-stemmed berries into a bunch of 
straws, as some of the country folk do 
to-day.
vàrities of the same wild berry, cuitirat- 
ed out of all acquaintance with its parent 
stock, there is an East Indian variety 
with showy yellow flowers, valuable only 
for ornament, as the fruit is worthless, 
and a charming Chilian species with 
thick, dark leaves, and a berry some
times of a pale rose-color and sometimes 
of a rich creamy tint and often as large

PLATED WARE :i

Best SPOONS, FORKS, &c„ in many designs: CASTERS, CAKE BASKET 
BUTTER COOLERS, ICE PITCHERS, and a variety of other articles, 

a large stock always on hand : FINE CUTLERY, Table and 
Pocket: SILVER GOODS, {FANCY GOODS, Ac.

Call and Examine our Stock,

» *
The country’ girls are on the tops of the 

Fifth Avenue stages again. Difficult as 
the feat of mounting the boxes, and often 
as it is attended with the gathering of 
crowds of men, the young women brave 
it in great numbers. The city girls will 
renew the practice later in the season, 
and then only toward dusk,-mounting in 
the gloom at Central Park, and making 
the round trip to dismount at the same 
place. Another peculiarity about the city 
maidens who do this is that they always 
have a trusted masculine companion, 
who follows close behind each one to be 
sure that nothing awkward occurs. But 
this is apparently all nonsense to the 
country lasses, who mount boldly, exactly 
as they would climb a five-rail fence or 
swing themselves into the low-bended 
bough of an apple tree on a wager.

-

“Wh*t Are is in mine ears?”

L
Herrick alludes to the same belief:

“One ear UmI6s; some there be 
That are sqiù-ling now at me.”

An earlier writer (1598) says: “If their 
ears tingle they say it is a sign they have 
some enemies abroad that doe or are

Prices as Low as any inlthe Trade 
SPORTING GOODS, suitable for thelSeason.

Wholesale and Hetail.
»,

Beside our own numberless

Owens Art Exhibition.
about to speak evil of them.”

Sometimes, however, it depended upon 
which ear tingled. An old writer says of 
the superstitious man: “When his right 
ear tingles he will be cheerful, but if his 
left, he will be sad.”

The Scetch ask: “Right lug, left lùg, 
which lug lows?" So in Hull, Eng., it is 
said that slander is talked about you if 
the left ear bums, but if the right, men 
speak well of you. In Lancashire, this is 
reversed. The Dutch say that some one 
is praisingxyouif the right ear itches, but 
if the left, he calls you names. In the 
latter case, bite your little finger, and the 
evil speaker’s tongue will suffer accord
ingly. In this country, it is said that 
people talk well of you if your right ear 
tingles, but evil, if the left 

In popular weather lore, when the ears 
ring t night, a change of wind is at hand. 
Forster, an old meteorologist, says: “Sing
ing in the ears portends a change of 
weather.”

S. & M. UNCAR,At the opening of the School Exhibit 
in the Owens Art Institution, on Thurs
day last, a lady remarked to a Gazette 
reporter, “ I am pleased with many of 
these pictures, because many of them 
speak to the heart as well as the eye. ” 
This was not criticism, but it was the ex
pression of something better. The writer 
who makes himself, and the subjects of 
which he treats, a part of the lives of his 
readers, takes rank with the immortals. 
The landscape that once seen, becomes a 
picture in the mind forever, is one of 
nature’s greatest, though perhaps, one of 
her simplest works. In one sense, great
er poets have lived than the authors of 
“ Home, Sweet Home, ” and “ The Last 
Rose of Summer,” but none have lived 
who will be longer remembered.

The catalogue of the School Exhibit in
cluded 101 oil paintings, most of which 
were studies from life, and all of which 
were produced during the term that has 
just clesed. The exhibitors were Miss 
Bull, Miss Barbour, Miss Campbell, Miss 
Davidson, Miss Drury, Miss Hatheway, 
MissHagariy, Miss Harding, Miss Holly, 
Miss Hamilton, Miss Howard, Mrs. Hay
ward, Miss Jones, Miss Jack, Miss Kaye, 
Miss McGivern, Miss Morris, Miss Moore, 
Miss Ogden, Miss Paterson, Miss Peters, 
Mrs. Raymond, Miss Reed, Miss Rankin, 
Miss Reid, Miss Shives, Miss Smith, Miss
K. Smith, Miss Seely, Miss Thompson, 
Miss Thomas, Miss Woodbum, and Mr. 
Watson, Mr. Kaye, and Mr. Foss. All of 
the paintings were of a character most 
creditable to the pupils and to the prin
cipal of the Institution, Mr. John Ham
mond.

The paintings most likely to impress 
the visitor are, Studies from Life, No. 6, 
by Miss Davidson, No. 8, by Miss Wood- 
burn, No. 14, and No. 82, by Miss Jack, 
No. 19, by Miss Kaye, No. 54, by Miss 
Holly, No. 58, by Miss Campbell, No. 84, 
by Miss Peters; and Sunday Morning,after
L. W. Hawkins, by Miss Smith, Time 
Passes, after Blair Bruce, by Miss Shives, 
Fisherman’s Daughter, after K. Cotridge, 
by Miss Bull, Study of a Head, after J. 
H. Caliga, by Miss Hagarty, Rosamond, 
after J. H. Caliga, by Miss Shives, and 
Boy with Thorn, from a cast, by Miss 
McGivern.

Mr. Hammond supplements the exhibit 
with several studies and sketches made 
during his residence abroad.

The exhibition will be open this after
noon.

32 WATERLOO STREET.

Lace Curtainsas a hen’s egg.
The idea is beginning to gain vogue, 

not only among vegetarians by principle, 
but with others who have never consider
ed the subject in the light that the vege
tarians do, that our diet is altogether too 
strong in the matter of the more heating 
meats; so much is this the case that it is 
maintained that mild wines do real^r 
less harm to the general system than 
flesh that is loaded with red blood. This 
strong meat, such, for instance, as beef, 
the eating of which, it is said, frequently 
generates too hot blood, gives us our 
reckless activity, our intensity, and many 
of our new diseases. White meats, vege
tables, oils, and fruits in long-tried use 
among the ancients, are in this .view’ a 
safer and wholsomer diet than that which 
we have so long considered the best to 
be had. Whether the facts and their in
ferences are correct or not, they deserve 
consideration.

The late Charles Sumner, according to 
his secretary, Mr. Arnold B. Johnson, 
was a man of simple tastes. When he 
dined alone he frequently made his din
ner off one dish—a great favorite with 
him—porter-house steak dressed with 
oysters* Thi|kW'ith bread and butter and 
a glass oJ_clfiRt, formed his meal When 

• he was sure of not having guests, he 
treated himself to a dinner of corned-beef 
and cabbage. His breakfasts w ere very 
light, and as he was particular about his 
tea, he brewed it himself. He did not 
make it in the pot, as most people do, 
but put the tea-leaves in a cup which had 
been previously heated, and poured boil
ing water on them; then he put a saucer 
over the top , and after it had stood for a 
few minutes, he Considered it ready for 
drinking. ThiMnethod is the common 
one in Japan and China, where tea is 

1 drunk without cream or sugar.

A
*

The late importations of costumes from 
Paris show a great many new features 
that were not seen in the earlier ones.

The general outlines of the dresses, 
even, are changing under the hands of 
the French modestes, impelled by the 
new idea that has seized them. Corsages 
are very foil, with either short round 
waists, or else, going to the other extreme, 
they are made to appear very long, with 
sharp, slender points. There is no mid
dle ground in the fashion : it is an ex
treme either way that it goes, whether it 
be up or down. Full sleeves of several 
kinds are used, the mutton-leg sleeve be
ing highly favored by Worth, especially 
for the lace dresses, that are more fash
ionable this season than ever, notwith
standing their great popularity for two 
years past. The convenient and shapely 
coat sleeve is still held in favor—it is too

Cleansed Equal to New at 50c. per pair.
"We guarantee not to injure the finest of Curtains, and on any one 

showing ns that we have done so we are prepared to 
replace them with new.

FAMILY WASHING:
60c. per dozen.

2 Handkerchiefs or 2 Towels will be counted as one Piece.The ear was in Egypt a liieroglypl 
obedience. The saying, “walls have 
ears,” is very old. Chaucer says “That 
fields hath eyen, and the wood hath ears.” 
The phrase “to set people by the ears,” 
had its origin in a pot-house custom of 
stringing pots by the handles or ears, and 
clashing tuem together in carrying them.

It seems formerly to have been a form 
of endearment to bite one’s ear. We 
read in Romeo and Juliet:

“I will bite thee by the ear for that 
jest.”

h of
i

ESTABLISHED 1861.

LEE & LOGAN
DIRECT IMPORTERS OF

Groceries, Wines & Liquors.Hanged to the Door Hinge.

Charles J. Rutgers, a well known law
yer, aged 52 years, committed suicide on 
the 4th inst, by hanging himself at his 
lodgings in East Hanover street, Trenton, 
New Jersey. He had been moody and 
depressed, owning to the fact that he was 
made a co-respondent in the Williamson 
divorce case, the trial of which created a 
sensation here a short time ago. He 
was seen to enter his room at 1 o’clock, 
but he was not discovered until 7 o’clock 
in the evening. Dr.-R. R. Rogers, living 
near by, was summoned, and he cut the 
body down. Rutgers had made a noose 
out of his white silk handkerchief and 
hanged himself on the door hinge of his 
room. He was a bachelor and well con
nected in Middlesex county. He was a 
broker in Wall street when a younger 
man, and it is said lost a big inheritance 
in the street. He was admitted to the 
bar in 1857, and has been practising in 
this city six or seven years.

The evidence in the divorce proved 
nothing against him showing only that he 
was acquainted with Mrs. Williamson 
and called 
family is one of the oldest in the state. 
Rutgers College being named after a dis
tinguished member ot it. The deceased 
in 1877 was judge in the district court in 
New Brunswick and lost the position a 
year later when the court was abolished 
by the Legislature.

convenient to be easily given up — al
though it is not made to fit quite as snug
ly as it has been for several seasons. It 
is following the popular tendency and 
growing. Tournures are much lower and 

lier, and are no longer the shelf-like 
projections that have been worn for sever
al years. Some of the dresses that have 
been the most lately received by the im
porters have had no steels at all in them; 
but have hung in plain lines from the 
waist to the hem. Women here are not 
quite ready yet to adopt them in all their 
plainness of line, especially for the street, 
so they have the modiste add steels, and 
wear a small pad bustle, but nothing at 
all like the large cushions they have been 
wearing. The short-waisted Empire 
dresses for debutantes, the ball-room and 
bridemaids are worn without any added 
tournures.

Flounces are revived and are worn in 
various ways ; a single flounce is pleated 
around the foot, or there are three or four 
lapping gathered flounces there, which 
are usually pinked, and at intervals the 
flounces are continued up the skirt to the 
belt, as on one side or both, or else direct
ly in front or across the back, and in the 
fancy for irregular arrangement there 
are sometimes flounces across half the 
back of the skirt, with pointed or shawl 
drapery on the other half. High stand
ing collar bands are the rule at present, 
yet some of the dresses omit them entire
ly, and are pointed slightly below the 
throat, with lace brought around from the 
back and falling there in a jabot ; others 
have the standing collar shaped to a 
short point in front.

* * *

♦
s

•*v We have in Stock the following Choice Wines, &c.

FINE OLD PORT WINE.
EXTRA TABLE SHERRY WINE.
SCOTCH GINGER WINE.
CHAMPAIGNE, Quart* and Pints.
GUINNESS’ DUBLIN PORTER, Qts. and Pts.
BASS’ PALE ALE Quarls and Pints.
CHOICE ASSORTED SYRUPS.
SIX YEAR OLD RYE WHISKEY.
KENTUCKY BOURBON WHISKEY.
MARTELL ••* BRANDY.
HAY FAIRMAN WHISKEY.
SUPERIOR CHERRY BRANDY.

■

PURE ENCORE WHISKEY.
OLD HENNESSY BRANDY ***
OLD VINE GROWERS BRANDY ••* 
OLD SMALL STILL WHISKEY.
OLD IRISH WHISKEY.
KEWNEY’S OLD JAMAICA RUM. 
KINNAHAN’S L. L. WHISKBY. 
DeKUYPER'S HOLLAND GIN. 
EXTRA PURE LIME JUICE. 
BAGGAT’S. HUTTON B WHISKEY. 
GEO ROE IRISH WHISKEY- 
OLD GLENLEVIT WHISKEY’.

sma

4> I > O C K STREET.

OUR LANGTRYm

V «
Historical.

There are 4,000 women in Government 
employ at Washington.

Lace of very delicate texture was made 
in Flanders in 1320. Its importation in- 

•' to England was prohibited in 1483, but it 
' was used in the court costume of Eliza-

BUSTLE.
QO ARRANGED with springs as to fold up when 
IO the wearer is sitting or lying down, and re
suming its proper position immediately upon 
rising. The size can be altered by means of an 
adjustable cord to suit the style and taste of the 
wearer. Itis light and easy to wear. Nevergetsout 
of order, and is of the very latest and most approv-

We have the Agency and EXCLUSIVE CON
TROL of these Bustles and they can be bought
ONLY at the

§

RUfebeth’s reign.
The divorce of the Emperor Napoleon 

from the Empress Josephine was decreed 
by the French Senate Dec. 16, 1809, and 
the marriage of the emperor to Maria 
Louisa of Austria took place April 1,1810.

The first stone of the present Univer
sity of Edinburg was laid Nov. 17,1789.

The art of preserving flowers in sand 
was discovered in 1633.

Marseilles was founded by the Phoc- 
leans 600 B. G, Lv whom it was called 
Massilia.

Gas lighting was introduced into New 
’ York in 1823-4.

Modern history dates from the age of 
Charlemagne, about 800.

t
k upon her a few times. His

~,

G

Mr. Norman McDonald (Boxer) a resi
dent of New Hams, near Boularderie, C.
B., who wras undoubtedly the oldest resi
dent in Cape Breton, if not in the Pro
vince died about two weeks ago. YVhen 
a youth he joined the English navy and They who say the grave holds man for- | 
saw much active naval service during gets that it holds nothing of him or liis

works.—Pomeroy’s Advance Thought.

Every thinker and utterer of good 
thoughts is a pioneer, pushing his way 
through the brambles to contend against 
darkness, ignorance and superstition.

rs 65 CHARLOTTE STREET.
V

Silk embroidery in many colors on silk 
is the novelty of the season, reviving the 
Watteau colors and designs of fruits,

The Only Exclusive Rubber StorG. 
East of Boston.ihis life. He was 110 years of age. <» V. S.'CanaGa, end Bvriftu.
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ping, to be kept in a continual supply of racy 
novels, and to be married to Dr. Desprez and 
have no ground of jealousy, filled the cup of 
her nature to the brim, 
known the doctor in bachelor days, when he 
had aired quite as many theories, but of a 
different order, attributed his present philos
ophy to the study of Anastasie. It was her 
brute enjoyment that he rationalized and 
perhaps vainly imitated.

Mme. Desprez was an artist in the kitchen, 
and made coffee to a nicety. She had a knack 
of tidiness, with which she had infected the 
doctor ; everything was in its place; every
thing capable of polish shone gloriously ; and 
dust was a thing banished from her empire. 
Aline, their single servant, had no other busi- 

in the world but to scour and burnish. 
So Dr. Desprez lived in his house like a fatted 
calf, warmed and cosseted to his heart's con
tent.

The midday meal was excellent. There 
was a ripe melon, a fish from the river in a 
memorable Béarnaise sauce, a fat fowl in a 
fricassee, and a dish of asparagus, followed 
by some fruit. The doctor drank half a bot
tle plus one glass, the wife half a bottle minus 
the same quantity, which was a marital privi
lege, of an excellent Cote Rotie, seven years 
old. Then the coffee was brought, and a 
flask of Chartreuse for madame, for the doc
tor despised and distrusted such decoctions; 
and then Aline left the wedded pair to the 
pleasures of memory and digestion.

“It is a very fortunate circumstance, my 
cherished one,” observed the doctor—“this 
coffee is adorable—a very fortunate circum
stance on the whole—Anastasie, I beseech 
you, go without that poison tor today, only 
one day, and you will feel the benefit, I 
pledge my reputation.”

“What is this fortunate circumstance, my 
friend?" inquired Anastasie, not heeding his 
protest, which was of daily recurrence.

“That we have no children, my beautiful,” 
replied the doctor. “I think of it more as 
the years go on, and with more and more 
gratitude toward the power that dispenses 
such afflictions. Your health, my darling, 
my studious quiet, our little kitchen delica
cies, how they would all have suffered, how 
they would all. have been sacrificed! And 
for what? Children are the last word of 
human imperfection. Health flees before 
their face. They cry, my dear; they put 
vexatious questions; they demand to be fed, 
to be washed, to be educated, to have their 
noses blown; and then, when the time comes, 
they break our hearts, as I break this piece 
of sugar. A pair of professed egotists, like 
you and me, should avoid offspring like an 
infidelity.”

“ Indeed T’ said she, and she laughed 
“Now, that is like you—to take credit for 
the thing you could not help.”

“My dear,” returned the doctor, solemnly, 
“we inlght have adopted.”

“Never!” cried madame. “Never, doctor, 
with my consent. If the child were my own 
flesh and blood, I would not say no. But to 
take another person’s indiscretion on my 
shoulders, my dear friend, I have too much 
sense.”

“Precisely,” replied the doctor. “We both 
bad " And I am all the better pleased with 
ourwisdom, because—because”— He looked 
at her sharply.

“Because what?" she asked, with a taint 
premonition of danger.

“Because I have found the right person,” 
said the doctor, firmly, “and shall adopt him 
this afternoon.”

Anastasie looked at him out of a mist. 
“You have lost your reason," she said; and 
there was a clang in her voice that seemed to 
threaten trouble.

“Not so, my dear,” he replied; “I retain 
its complete exercise. To the proof: instead 
of attempting to cloak my inconsistency I 
have, by way of preparing you, thrown it 
into strong relief. You will there, I think, 
recognize the philosopher who has the ec
stasy to call you wife. The fact is, I have 
been reckoning all this while without an ac
cident. I never thought to find a son of my 
own. Now, last night I found one. Do not 
unnecessarily alarm yourself, my dear; he is 
not a drop of blood to me that I know. It is 
his mind, darling, his mind that calls me 
father.”

plain a want of it. And then they beat me 
cruelly if I returned with nothing," he added. 
“I was not ignorant of right and wrong; for 
before that I had been well taught by a 
priest, who was very kind to me." (The doc
tor made a horrible grimace at the word 
“priest.”) “But it seemed to me, when one 
had nothing to eat and was beaten, it was a 
different affair. I would not have stolen for 
tartlets, I believe; but any one would steal 
for baker’s bread.”

“And so I suppose," said the doctor, with 
a rising sneer, “ypu prayed God to forgive 
yon, and explained the case to him at length. ”

“Why, sir?” asked Jean-Marie. “I do not 
see.”

“Your priest would see, however,” retorted 
Desprez.

“Would he?” asked the boy, troubled for 
the first time. “I should have thought God 
would have known.”

“Eh?" snarled the doctor.
“I should have thought God would have 

understood me," replied the other. “You do 
not, I see ; but then it was God that made me 
think so, was it not?”

“Little boy, little boy,” said Dr. Deprez, “I 
told you already you had the vices of philos
ophy ; if you display the virtues also, I must 
go. I am a student of the blessed laws of 
health, an observer of plain and temperate 
nature in her common walks; and I cannot 
preserve my equanimity in presence of a 
monster. Do you understand?”

“No, sir,” said the boy.
“I will make my meaning clear to you;” 

replied the doctor. “Look there at the sky— 
behind the belfry first, where it is so light, 
qnd then up and up, turning your chin 
back, right to the top of the dome, where it 
is already as blue as at noon. Is not that a 
beautiful color? Does it not please the heart? 
We have seen it all our lives, until it has 
grown in with our familiar thoughts. Now," 
changing his tone, “suppose that sky to be
come suddenly of a live and fiery amber, like 
the color of clear coals, and growing scarlet 
toward the top—I do not say it would be any 
the less beautiful, but would you like it as 
well?”

“I suppose not," answered Jean-Marie.
“Neither do I like you,” returned the doc

tor, roughly. “I hate all odd people, and 
you ar. the most curious little boy in all the 
world.”

Jean-Marie seemed to ponder for awhile, 
and then he raised his head again and looked 
over at the doctor with an air of candid in
quiry.

“But are not you a very curious gentle
man!" he asked.

The doctor threw away his stick, bounded 
on the boy, clasped him to his besom and 
kissed him on both cheeks. y

“Admirable, admirable imp!” he cried. 
"What a morning, what an hour for a theo
rist of 43! No,” he continued, apostrophising 
heaven, “I did not know that such boys ex
isted; I was ignorant they made them so; I 
had doubted of my race; and now! It is 
like,” he added, picking up his stick, “like a 
lovers’meeting. I have bruised my favorite 
staff in that moment of enthusiasm. The 
injury, however, is not grave.” He caught 
the boy looking at him in obvious wonder, 
embarrassment and slum “Hullo!” said 
he, “why do you look at me like that? Egad, 
I believe the boy despises me. Do you de
spise me, boy?"

“Oh, no," replied Jean-Marie, seriously; 
“only I do not understand.”

“You must excuse me, sir,” returned the 
doctor, with gravity; “I am still so young. 
Oh, hang him!” he added to himself. And 
he took his seat again and observed the boy 
sardonically. “He has spoiled the quiet of 
my morning,” thought he- “I shall be nerv
ous all day, and have a febricule when I 
digest. Let me compose myself. And so he 
dismissed his preoccupations by an effort of 
the will which he had long practiced, and let 
hie soul roam abroad in the contemplation of 
the morning. He inhaled the air, tasting it 
critically as a connoisseur tastes a vintage, 
and prolonged the expiration with hygienic 
gusto. He counted the little flecks of cloud 
along the sky. He followed the movements 
of the birds round the church tower—making 
long sweeps, hanging poised, or turning airy 
somersaults in fancy, and beating the wind 
with imaginary pinions. And in this way 
he regained peace of mind and animal com
posure, conscious of his limbs, conscious of 
the sight of his eyes, conscious that the air 
had a cool taste, like a fruit, at the top of his 
throat; and at last, in complete abstraction, 
he began to sing. The doctor had but one 
air—“Malbrouck s’en va-t-en guerre;” even 
with that he was on terms of mere politeness; 
and his musical exploits were always re
served for moments when he was alone and 
entirely happy.

He was recalled to the earth rudely by a 
pained expression on thefboy’s face. “What 
do you think of my singing?" he inquired, 
stopping in the middle of the note; and then, 
after he had waited some little and re
ceived no answer: “What do you think of 
my singing?" he repeated, imperiously.

“I do not like it,” faltered Jean-Maria
“Oh, come!" cried the doctor. “Possibly 

you are a performer yourself?"
“I sing better than that," replied the boy.
The doctor eyed him for some seconds in 

stupefaction. He was aware that he was 
angry, and blushed for himself in conse
quence, which made him angrier. “If this 
is how you address your master!" he said at 
last, with a shrug and a flourish of his arma

“Ido not speak to him at all,” returned 
the boy. “I do not like him.”

“Then you like me?" snapped Dr. Desprez, 
with unusual eagerness.

“I do not know," answered Jean-Marie.
The doctor rose. “I shall wish you a good 

morning," he said. “You are too much for 
ma Perhaps you have blood in your veins, 
perhaps celestial ichor, or perhaps you cir
culate nothing more gross than respirable 
air ; but of one thing I am inexpugnably as
sured—that you are no human being. No 
boy"—shaking his stick at him—“you are 
not a human being. Write, write it in your 
memory—‘I am not a human being—I have 
no pretension to be a human being—I am a 
dive, a dream, an angel, an acrostic, an illu
sion—what you please, but not a human 
being.’ And so accept my humble saluta
tions and farewell!”

A nrf with that the doctor made off along 
the street in some emotion, and the boy 
stood, mentally gaping, where he left him.

CHAPTER IIL
TUX ADOPTION.

Mme. Desprez, who answered to the Chris
tian name of Anastasie, presented an agree
able type of her sex; exceedingly wholesome 
to look upon, a stout brune, with cool smooth 
cheeks, steady, dark eyes and hands that 
neither art nor nature could improve. She 
was the sort of a person over whom adversity 
passes like a summer cloud; she might, in 
the worst of conjunctions, knit her brows 
into one vertical furrow for a moment, but 
the next it would be gone. She had much of 
the placidity of a contented nun; with little 
of her piety, however; for Anastasie was of 
a very mundane nature, fond of oysters and 
old wine, and somewhat bold pleasantries, 
and devoted to her husband for her own sake 
rather than for his. She was imperturbably 
gook natured, but had no idea of self sacri
fice. To live in that pleasant old house, with 
a green garden behind and bright fio 
about the window, to eat and drink 
best, to gossip with a neighbor for a quarter 
of on hour, never to wear stays or a dress

sudden flashes of excitement, and felt his 
head all over from an ethnological point of 
view.

“Celtic, Celtic!" he said.
“Celtic!” cried Mme. Tentaillon, who had* 

perhaps confounded the word with hydro- 
cephalous. “Poor lad! is it dangerous?"

“That depends,” returned the doctor, 
grimly. And then once more addressing the 
boy: “And what do you do for your living, 
Jean-Marie!” he inquired.

“I tumble," was the answer.
“Sol Tumble?” repeated Desprez. “Prob

ably healthful I hazard the guess, Mme. 
Tentaillon, that tumbling is a healthful 
of life. And have you never done anything 
else but tumbler’

“Before I learned that I used to steal,” 
answered Jean-Marie gravely.

“Upon my word!" cried the doctor, “You 
are a nice little man for your age. Madame, 
when my confrere comes from Bourron, you 
will communicate my unfavorable opinion. 
I leave the case in his hands; but, of course, 
on any alarming symptom, above all if there 
should be a sign of a rally, do not hesitate to 
knock me up. I am a doctor no longer, I 
thank God; but I have been one. Good 
night madame. Good sleep to you, Jean- 
Marie."
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CHAPTER L
BT THE DYING MOUNTEBANK.

They had sent for the doctor from Bourron 
before 6. About 8 some villagers came round 
for the performance, and were told how mat
ters stood. It seemed a liberty for a mounte
bank to fall ill like real people, and they 
made off again in dudgeon. By 10 Mme. 
Tentaillon was gravely alarmed, and had 
sent down the street for Dr. Desprez.

The doctor was at work over his manu
scripts in one corner of the little dining 
room, and his wife was asleep over the fire in 
another, when the messenger arrived.

“Sapristi!” said the doctor, “you should 
have sent for me before. It was a case for 
hurry.” And he followed the messenger as 
he was, in his slippers and skull cap.

The inn was not thirty yards away, but 
the messenger did not stop there; he went in 
at one door and out by another into the 
court, and then led the way by a flight of 
steps beside the stable to the loft where the 
mountebank lay sick. If Dr. Desprez were 
to live 1,000 years he would never forget his 
arrival in that room, for not only was the 
scene picturesque, but the moment made a 
date in Us existence. We reckon our lives, 
I hardly know why, from the date of our 
first sorry appearance in society,, as if from 
a first humiliation, for no actor can come 
upon the stage with a worse grace. Not to 
go further back, which would be judged too 
curious, there are subsequently many moving 
and decisive accidents in the lives of all, 
which would make as logical a period as this 
of birth. And here, for instance, Dr. 
Desprez, a man past 40, who had made what 
is called a failure in life, and was moreover 
married, found himself at a new point of de
parture when he opened the door of the loft 
abbve Tentaillen’s stable.

It was a large place, lighted only by a 
tingle candle set upon the floor. The mounte
bank lay on his back upon a pallet, a large 
man, with a quixotic nose inflamed with 
drinking. Mme. Tentaillon stooped over 
him, applying a hot water and mustard em
brocation to his feet; and on a chair close by
sat a little fellow of 11 or 13, with his feet 
dangling. The» three were the only occu
pante^ except the shadows. But the shadows 
were a company in themselves; the extent of 
the room exaggerated them to a gigantic 
size, and from the low position of the candle 
the light struck upward and produced de
formed fereshortenings. The mountebank’s 
profile was enlarged upon the wall in carica
ture, and it was strange to see his nose 
shorten and lengthen as the flame was blown 
about by draughts. As for Mme Tentaillon, 
her shadow was no more than a gross hump 
of shoulders, with now and again a hemis
phere of head. The chair legs were spindled 
out as long as stilts, and the boy sat perched 
atop of them, like a cloud, in the corner of 
the roof.

It was the boy who took the doctor’s fancy. 
He had a great arched skull, the forehead 
and the hands of a musician, and a pair of 
haunting eyes. It was not merely tbit the» 
eyes were large, or steady," or the softest 
ruddy brown. There was a look in them be
sides, which thrilled the doctor, and made 
him half uneasy. He was sure he had seen 
such a look before, and yet he could not re
member how or where. It was as if this boy, 
who was quite a stranger to him, had the 
eyes of an old friend or an old enemy. And 
the bôy would give him no peace; he seemed

ANODYNEway

ness

LINIMENTTHE

MOST WONDERFUL 
FAMILY REMEDY

EVER KNOWN.

A. G-. BOWES & (So.,CHAPTER IL
MOBNINO TALK.

Dr. Desprez always rose early. Before the 
smoke arose, before the first cart rattled over 
the bridge to the day’s labor In the fields, he 
was to be found wandering in his garden. 
Now he would pick a lunch of grapes; now 
he would eat a big pear under the trellis; 
now he would draw all sorts of fancies on 
the path with the end of his cane; now he 
would go down and watch the river running 
endlessly past the timber landing place at 
which he moored his boat There was no 
time, he used to say, for making theories 
like the early morning. “I rise earlier than 
any one else in the village,” be once boasted. 
“It is a fair consequence that I know more 
and wish to do less with my .knowledge."

The doctor was a connoisseur of sunrises, 
end loved a good theatrical effect to usher in 
the day. He had a theory of dew, by which 
he could predict the weather. Indeed, meet 
things served him to that end; the sound of 
the bells from all the neighboring villages, 
the smell of the forest, the visits and thé be
havior of both birds and fishes, the look of
the plants in Hid garden, the disposition of 
cloud, the color of the light, and last, though 
not least, the arsenal of meteorological in
struments in a louvre boarded butch upon 
the lawn. Ever since he had settled at Gretz 
he had been growing more and more into the 
local meteorologist, the unpaid champion of 
the local climate. He thought at first there 
was no place so healthful in the arrondisse
ment. By the end of the second year, he 
protested there was none so wholesome in the 
whole department. And for some time be
fore he met Jean-Marie he had been prepared 
to challenge all France and the better part at 
Europe for a rival to his chosen spot.

"Doctor,” he would ssy—“doctor Is a foul 
Word It should not be used to ladies. It 
implies disease. I remark it, as a flaw in our 
civilisation, that we have not the proper hor
ror of disease. Now I, for my part, have 
washed my hands of it; I have renounced my 
laureation; I am no doctor; 1 am only a 
worshiper of the true goddess Hygeia. Ah, 
believe me, it is she who has the cestusl And 
here, in this exiguous hamlet, has she placed 
her shrine; here she dwells and lavishes her 
gifts; here I walk with her in the early 
morning, and she shows me how strong she 
has made the peasants, how fruitful she has 
made the fields, how the trees grow up tall 
and comely under her eyes, and thedlshee in 
the river become clean and agile In bar pres
ence. Rheumatism!’’ he would cry, on some 
malapert interruption. “Oh, yes, I believe 
we do have a little rheumatism. That could 
hardly be avoided, you know, on a river. 
And of course the place stands a little low; 
and the meadows are marshy, there’s no 
doubt. But, my dear sir, look at Bourron! 
Bourron stands high. Bourron is close to 
the forest; plenty of ozone there, you would 
say. Well, compared with Gretz, Bourron is 
a perfect shambles.”

The morning after he had been summoned 
to the dying moufltebank the doctor visited 
the wharf at the tail of his garden and had 
a long look at the running water. This he 
called prayer; but whether his adorations 

addressed to the goddess Hygeia or 
some more orthodox deity never plainly ap
peared. For he had uttered doubtful oracles, 
sometimes declaring that a river was the 
type of bodily health, sometimes extolling it 
as the great moral preacher, continually 
preaching peace, continuity and diligence to 
man’s tormented spirits. After he had 
watched a mile or so of the clear water run
ning by before his eyes, seen a fish or two 
come to the surface with a gleam of silver 
nul sufficiently admired the long shadows of 
the trees falling half across the river from 
the opposite bank, with patches of moving 
sunlight in between, he strolled once more 
up the garden and through his house Into the 
street, feeling cool and renovated.

The sound of his feet upon the causeway 
began the business of the day; tor the vil
lage was still sound asleep. The church 
tower looked very airy in the sunlight; a few 
birds that turned about it seemed to swim in 
an atmosphere of more that usual rarity; 
and the doctor, walking in long, transparent 
shadows, filled his lungs amply, and pro
claimed himself well contented with the 
morning.

Oil one of the posts before Tentaillen’s car
riage entry he espied a little dark figure 
perched in a meditative attitude, and imme
diately recognized Jean-Marie.

“Aha!" he said, stopping before him hu
morously, with a band on either knee. “So 
we rise early In the morning, do we? It ap
pears to me that we have all the vices of a 
philosopher."

The boy got to his feet and made a grave 
salutation.

“And how is our patient?” asked Desprez.
It appeared the patient was about the 

same.
“And why do you rise early in the morn

ing?" he pursued.
Jean-Marie, after a long silence, professed 

that he hardly knew.
“You hardly know?” repeated Desprez. 

“We hardly know anything, my man, until 
we try to learn. Interrogate your conscious-

Do you like it?”
“Yes," said the boy slowly; “yee, I like1 it"
“And why do you like it?" continued the 

doctor. “(We are now pursuing the Socratio 
method.) Why do you like ttf

“Itisqniet,” answered Jean-Marie; “and 
I have nothing to do; and then I feel as if I 
were good."

Dr. Desprez took a seat on the post at the 
opposite side. He was beginning to take an 
interest in the talk, for the boy plainly 
thought before he spoke, and tried to answer 
truly. “It appears you have a taste for feel
ing good," said the doctor. “Now, there you 
puzzle me extremely, for I thought you said 
you were a thief; and the two are incom
patible."

“Is it very bad to steal?’ asked Jean-Marie.
“Such is the general opinion, little boy," 

replied the doctor.
“No! but I mean as I stole.” exclaimed the 

other. “For I had no choice. I think it is 
surely right to have bread; it must be 
right to have bread, there comes SO
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“His mind!” she repeated, with a titter 
between scorn and hysterics. “His mind, 
indeed! Henri, is this an idiotic pleasantry, 
or are yon mad? His mind! And what of 
my mind?’

“Truly,’’ replied the doctor, with a shrug, 
“you have your finger on the hitch. He will 
be strikingly antipathetic to my beautiful 
Anastasie. She will never understand him; 
he will never understand her. Yon married 
the animal side of my nature, dear; and it is 
on the spiritual tide that I find my affinity 
for Jean-Marie. So much so, that, to be per
fectly frank, I stand in some aiwe of him my
self. You will easily perceive that I am 
announcing a calamity for yon. Do not," he 
broke ont in tones of real solicitude, “do not 
give way to tears after a meal, Anastasie. 
You will certainly give yourself a false di
gestion."

Anastasie controlled herself. “You know 
how willing I am to humor you,” she said, 
“in all reasonable matters. But on this 
point"-----

“My dear love,” interrupted the doctor, 
eager to prevent a refusal, “who wished to 
leave Paris? Who made me give up cards, 
and the opera, and the boulevard, and my 
social relations, and ail that was my life be
fore I knew you? Have I been faithful? 
Have I been obedient? Have I not borne 
my doom with cheerfulness? In all honesty, 
Anastasie, have I not a right to a stipula
tion on my ride? I have, and you know it. 
I stipulate my son.”

Anastasie was aware of defeat; she struck 
her colors instantly. “You will break my 
heart," she sighed.

"Not in the least,” said he. “Yon will 
feel a trifling inconvenience for a month, 
just as I did when I was first brought to 
this vile hamlet; then your admirable sense 
and temper will prevail, and I see you 
already as content as ever, and making 
your husband the happiest of men."

“You know I can refuse you nothing," she 
said, with a last flicker of resistance; “noth
ing that will make yon truly happier. But 
will tills? Are you sure, my husband? Last 
night, you say, you found him! He may be 
the worst of humbugs."

“I think not,” replied the doctor. “But do 
not suppose me so unwary as to adopt him 
out of hand. I am, I flatter myself, a fin
ished man of the world; I have had all pos
sibilities in view; my plan is contrived to 
meet them all I take the lad as stable boy. 
If be pilfer, if he grumble, if he desire to 
change, I shall see I was mistaken; I shall 
recognize him for no son of mine, and send 
him tramping."

“You will never do so when the time 
comes,” said his wife; "I know your good 
heart.’’

She reached out her hand to him, with a 
sigh ; the doctor smiled as he took it and car
ried it to his lips; he had gained his point 
with greater ease than he had dared to hope; 
for perhaps the twentieth time he liad proved 
the efficacy of Ins trusty argument, his Ex- 
calibur, the hint of a return to Paris. Six 
months in the capital, for a man 0f the doc
tor’s antecedents and relations, implied no 
less a calamity than total ruin. Anastasie 
had saved the remainder of his fortune by 
keeping him strictly in the country. The 
very name of Paris put her in a blue fear;

The opinion oU who have tried it, is, that it is the Universal Remedy 
for Kidney Diseases, and “ only ” sure cure.

Biot a « Patent Medicine” but a Healing Power on the 
natural principle of Absorption. Honest, 

Efficacious and Harmless.
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and kPFEOTivB than ANT quantitt op internal Medicinal DOStNO. Worn immediately over the 
seat of Disease, its curative properties become absorbed by the diseased and enfeebled Organs, con
tinuously and directly, as required to insure in return their healthy action and original vigour. It is 
comfortable to the patient and pleasant in its effects, and cures when nothing else can. The Starr 
Sey Pad accomplishes positive, decisive results. A more valuable discovery as a true remedy for 
Kidney Diseases was sever made.—Medical Gazette.

It tcos toe boy who took the doctor's fancy. 
profoundly indifferent to what was going on, 
or rather abstracted from it in a superior 
contemplation, beating gently with his feet 
qgainst the bars of the chair, and holding his 
hands folded on his lap. But, for all that, 
his eyes kept following the doctor about the 
room with a thoughtful fixity of gaze. Des
prez could not tell whether lie was fascinat
ing tiie boy, or the boy was fascinating him. 
He buried himself over the rick man; he put 
questions, he felt tiie pulse, he jested, lie 
grew a little hot and swore; and still, when
ever lie looked round, there were the brown 
eyes waiting for Us with the same inquiring, 
melancholy gaze.

At last the doctor Ut on the solution at> 
leap. He remembered the look now. The 
little fellow, although he was as straight as* 
dart, had the eyes that go usually with a 
crooked leek; he was not at all deformed, 
and yet a deformed person seemed to be 
looking at you from below his brows. The 
doctor drew a long breath, he was so ranch 

♦ relieved to find a theory (for he loved 
theories) and to explain away his interest

For all that, he dispatched the invalid with 
unusual haste, and, still kneeling with one 
knee on the floor, turned a little round and 
looked the boy over at his leisure. The boy 
was not in the least put out, bat looked 
placidly back at the doctor.

“Is this your father?” asked Desprez.
“Oh, no," returned the boy; “my master.”
“Are you fond of him?” continued the 

doctor.
“No, sir,” said the boy.
Mme Tentaillon and Desprez exchanged 

expressive glances.
“That is bad, my man," resumed the 

latter, with a shade of sternness. “Every 
one should be fond of the dying, or conceal 
their sentiments; and your master here is 
dying. If I have watched a bird a little 
while stealing my cherries, I have a thought 
of disappointment when he flies away over 
my garden wall, and I see him steer for the 
forest and vanish. How much more a 
creature such as this, so strong, so astute, so 
richly endowed with faculties! When I 
think that, in a few hours, the speech will be 
silenced, the breath extinct, and even the 
shadow vanished from the wail, I who never 
saw him, this lady who knew him only as e 
guest, are touched with some affection.”

The boy was silent for a little, and ap
peared to be reflecting.

“You did not know him,” he replied at 
last. “He was a bad man.

“He is a little i lagan,” said the landlady. 
“For that matter, they are all the same, these 
mountebanks, tumblers, artists, and what 

They have no interior.”
But the doctor was still scrutinizing the 

little pagan, his eyebrows knotted and up
lifted.

“What is your name?’ he asked. 
“Jean-Marie,” said the lad.
Desprez leaped upon him with one of yj
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St.John Academy of Art RAILROADS.helped in the housework; sometimes walked 
abroad with thé doctor, to drink wisdom 
from the fountain head; and was introduced 
at night to the sciences and the dead tongues.
He retained his singular placidity of mind 
and manner; he was rarely in fault; but he 
made only a very partial progress in his 
studies, and remained much of a stranger in 
the family.

The doctor was a pattern of regularity.
All forenoon he worked on his great book, 
the “Comparative Pharmacopoeia, or His
torical Dictionary of all Medicines,” which 
as yet consisted principally of slips of paper 
and pins. When finished, it was to fill many 
personable volumes and to combine anti
quarian interest with professional utility. 
But the doctor was studious of literary graces 
and the picturesque; an anecdote, a touch of 
manners, a moral qualification, or a sound
ing epithet was sure to be preferred before a 
piece of science; a little more, and he would 
have written the “Comparative Pharma
copoeia” in verse! The article “Mummia,” 
for instance, was already complete, though 
the remainder of the work had not progressed 
beyond the letter A. It was exceedingly 
copious and entertaining, written with 
quaintness and color, exact, erudite, a lit
erary article; but it would hardly have af
forded guidance to a practicing physician of 
today. The feminine good sense of his wife 
had led her to point this out with uncom- 
nromising sincerity; for the dictionary was 
duly read aloud to her, betwixt sleep and 
waking, as it proceeded toward an infinitely 
distant completion; and the doctor was a lit
tle sore on the subject of mummies, and some
times resented an allusion with asperity.

After the midday meal and a proper pe
riod of digestion he walked, sometimes alone, 
sometimes accompanied by Jean-Marie; for 
madame would have preferred any hardship 
rather than walk.

She was, as I have said, a very busy per
son, continually occupied about material 
comforts and ready to drop asleep 
nçvel the instant she was disengaged. This 
was the less objectionable, as she never 
snored or grew distempered in complexion 
when she slept On the contrary, she looked 
the very picture of luxurious and appetizing 
ease/and woke without a start to the perfect 
possession of her faculties. I am afraid she 
was greatly an animal, but she was a very 
nice animal to have about. In this way she 
had little to do with Jean-Marie; but the 
sympathy which had been established between 
them on the first night remained unbroken. 
They held occasional conversations, mostly 
on household matters. To the extreme disap
pointment of the doctor, they occasionally 
sallied off together to that temple of debas
ing superstition, the village church. Madame 
and he, both in their Sunday’s best, drove 
twice a month to Fontainebleau and re
turned laden with purchases, and, in short, 
although the doctor still continued to regard 
them as irreconcilably antipathetic, their re
lation was as intimate, friendly and confi
dential as their natures suffered.

I fear, however, that in her heart of hearts, 
madame kindly despised and pitied the boy. 
She had no admiration for his class of vir
tues; she liked a smart, polite, forward, 
roguish sort of boy, cap in hand, light of 
foot, meeting the eye; she liked volubility, 
charm, a little*vice—the promise of a second 
Dr._ Desprez. And it was her indefeasible 
belief that Jean-Marie was dull. “Poor dear 
boy,” she had said once, “how sad it is that 
he should be so stupid!” She had never re
peated that remark, for the doctor had raged 
like a wild bull, denouncing the brutal blunt- 
ness of her mind, bemoaning his own fate to 
be so unequally mated with an ass, and, what 
touched Anastasie more nearly, menacing 
the table china by the fury of his gesticula
tions. But she adhered silently to her opin
ion; and when Jean-Marie was sitting, stolid, 
blank, but not unhappy, over his unfinished 
tasks, she would snatch her opportunity in 
the doctor’s absence, go over to him, put her 
arms about his neck, lay her cheek to his, 
and communicate her sympathy with his 
distress. “Do not mind,” she would say; 
“I, too, am not at all clever, and I can assure 
you that it makes no difference in life.”

The doctor’s view was naturally different. 
That gentleman never wearied of the sound 
of his own voice, which was, to say the truth, 
agreeable enough to hear. He now had a 
listener, who was not so cynically indifférent 
as Anastasie, and who sometimes put him on 
his mettle by the most relevant objections. 
Besides, was he not educating the boy? And 
education, philosophers are agreed, is the 
most philosophical of duties. What can be 
more heavenly to poor mankind than to have 
one’s hobby grow into a duty to the state? 
Then, indeed, do the ways of life become 
ways of pleasantness. Never had the doctor 
seen reason to be more content with his en
dowments. Philosophy flowed smoothly from 
his lips. He was so agile a dialectician that 
he could trace his nonsense, when challenged, 
back to some root in sense, and prove it to be 
a sort of flower upon his system. He slipped 
out of antinomies like a fish, and left his dis
ciple marveling at the rabbi’s depth.

Moreover, deep down in his heart the doc
tor was disappointed with the ill success of 
his more formal education. A boy, chosen 
by so acute an observer for his aptitude, and 
guided along the path of learning by so phil
osophic an instructor, was bound, by the 
nature of the universe, to make a more obvi
ous and lasting advance. Now Jean-Marie 
was slow in all things, impenetrable in 
others; and his power of forgetting was fully 
on a level with his power to learn. Therefore, 
the doctor cherished his peripatetic lectures, 
to which the boy attended, which he gener
ally appeared to enjoy, and by which he 
often profited.

Many and many were the talks they had 
together; and health and moderation proved 
the subject of the doctor’s divagations. To 
these he lovingly returned.

“I lead y ou,” he would say, “by the green 
pastures. My system, my beliefs, my medi
cines, are resumed in one phrase—to avoid 

Blessed nature, healthy, temperate 
nature, abhors and exterminates excess. Hu
man law, in this matter, imitates at a great 
distance her provisions; and we must strive 
to supplement the efforts of the law. Yes, 
boy, we must be a law to ourselves and for 
our neighbors—lex armata—armed, 
phatic, tyrannous law. If you see a crapu
lous human ruin snuffing, dash him from his 
boxl The judge, though in a way an admis
sion of disease, is less offensive to me than 
either the doctor or the priest. Above all 
the doctor—the doctor and the purulent trash 
and garbage of his pharmacopoeia ! Pure 
air—from the neighborhood of a pinetum 
for the sake of the turpentine—un
adulterated wine, and the reflections of an un
sophisticated spirit in the presence of the 
works of nature—these, my boy, are the best 
medical appliances and the best religious 
comforts. Devote youself to these. Hark! 
there are the bells of Bourron (the wind is in 
the north, it will be fair). How clear and 
airy is the sound! The nerves are harmon
ized and quieted; the mind attuned to silence; 
and observe how easily and regularly beats 
the heart! Your unenlightened doctor would 
see nothing in these sensations; and yet you 
yourself perceive they are a part of health. 
Did you remember your cinchona this morn
ing? Good. Cinchona also is a work of na
ture; it is, after all, only the bark of a tree 
which we might gather for ourselves if we 
lived in the locality. What a world is this! 
Though a professed atheist, I delight to bear 

(To be Continued.)

A Sure Belief.
I suffered from a hard Cough contract

ed by damp feet. Having consulted a 
local doctor without effect I thought I 
would try Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam as 
a last resort. Before I had finished the 
first bottle my cough had entirely disap
peared, and to-day I enjoy better health 
than ever before. I can conscientiously 
recommend it Chas. H. Kent, Telegraph 
Operator, East Selkirk, Man.

—T-E5L Hi —and she would have allowed her husband to 
keep a menagerie in the back garden, let 
alone adopting a stable boy, rather than per
mit the question of return to be discussed.

About 4 of the afternoon the mountebank 
rendered up his ghost; he had never been 
conscious since his seizure. Dr. Desprez was 
present at his last passage, and declared the 
farce over. Then he took Jean-Marie by the 
shoulder i and led him out into the inn gar
den, where there was a convenient bench 
beside the river. Here he sat him down and 
made the boy place himself on his left

“Jean-Marie,” he said very gravely, “this 
world is exceedingly vast, and even France, 
which is only a small comer of it, is a great 
place for a little lad like you. Unfortunately 
it is full of eager, shouldering people moving 
on, and there are very few bakers’ shops for 
so many eaters. Your master is dead; you 
are not fit to gain a living by yourself; you 
do not wish to steal? No. Your situation, 
then, is undesirable; it is, for the moment, 
critical. On the other hand, you behold in 
me a man not old, though elderly, still en
joying the youth of the heart and the intel
ligence; a man of instruction; easily situated 
in this world’s affairs; keeping a good table; 
a man, neither as friend nor host, to be de
spised. I offer you your food and clothes, 
and to teaejuvou lessons in the evening, which 
wMl be iqphitely more to the purpose for a 
lad of your stamp than those of all the priests 
in Europe. I propose no wages, but if ever 
you take a thought to leave me the door 
ahull be open, and I will give you 100 francs 
to start the world -upon. In return, I have 
an old horse and chaise, which you would 
very speedily learn to cléan and keep in or
der. Do not hurry yourself to answer, and 
take it or leave it as you judge aright. Only 
remember this, that I am no sentimentalist 
or charitable person, but a man who lives 
rigorously to himself ; and that if I make the 
proposal it is for my own ends—it is because 
I per^éjc. clearly an advantage to myself. 
And now reflect.”

“I shall be very glad. I do not see what 
else I can do. I thank you, sir, most kindly, 
and I will try to be useful,” said the boy.

“Thank you,?1 said the doctor, warmly, ris
ing at the same time and wiping his brow, 
for he had suffered agonies while the thing 
hung in the wind. A refusal, after the scene 
at noon, would have placed him in a ridicu
lous light before Anastasie. “How hot and 
heavy is the evening, to be sure! I have 
always had a fancy to be a fish in summer, 
Jean-Marie, here in the Doing beside Greta. 
I should lie under a water lily and listen to 
the bells, which must sound most delicately 
down below. That would be a life—do you 
not think so, too!”

“Yes,” said Jean-Marie.
“Thank God, ÿou have imagination !” cried 

the doctor, embracing the boy with his usual 
effusive warmth, though it was a proceeding 
that seemed to disconcert the sufferer almost 
as much as if he had been cn English school 
boy of the same age. “And now,” he added, 
“I will take you to my wife.”

Mme. Desprez sat in the dining room in a 
cool wrapper. All the blinds were down, and 
the tile floor bad been recently^prinkled with 
water; her eyes were half shut, but she 
affected to be reading a novel os they en
tered. Though she was a bustling woman, 
she enjoyed repose between whiles and had a 
remarkable appetite for sleep.

The doctor went through a solemn form of 
introduction, adding, for the benefit of both 
parties, “You must try to like each other for 
my sake.”

“He is very pretty,” said Anastasie. .“Will 
you kiss me, my pretty little fellow?”

-----AND-----

SCHOOL- OF DE8IOL.
VTOW open for instruction in Free-Hand Draw- 
±!S ing from objects. Perspective paintings in 
Oils and Water dolors hv competent teachers.

■I hiXX mg irom objects, rerspecuve pauiumKa iu 
Oils and Water Colors by competent teachers. 
China painting taught by the most improved 

s. Lessons in painting by mail. Classes
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for teachers on Saturdays and two nights a week. 
Circulars sent on application. to BiwrÉ Railway W.Victoria Wharf, Smythe Street,

(Foot of Union Street),
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

JOHN €. MILES. A. R. C. A.; PrincipaL 
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Let ua honor and respect the busy bee. 
Once full, he makes straight for home.— 
Life.

Women are naturally truthful, especial
ly when they are talking about another 
woman that they don’t like.—Somerville 
Journal.
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HOTELS. A RR ANGE MENT OF TRAINS; in effect 
JA April 2nd, 1888. Leaves St. John Inter
colonial Station—Eastern Standard Time.

—Fast Express for Bangor, Portlan i, Bos
ton and points west, and for «Fredericton, 
St. Andrews, St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock 
Presque Isle, Grand Falls and Edmundston. 

with Pullman Parlor Car for Boston.
8.40 a.m—For St. Stephen, and for Bangor and 

points west, Fredericton, St. Andrews, Houlton 
d Woodstock.

4.45 p.m—For Fredericton and intermediate points., 
8.30 p.m—(Except Saturday night)—For

Portland, Boston, aAd all points west, (except 
Saturday and Sunday nights), for Houlton. 
Woodstock, St. Stepnen, Presque Isle and 
Grand Falls, with Pullman Sleeping Car for 
Bangor.

DIRECTORS:
SIMEON JONES. Esq., President, 
GEORGE ROBERTSON. Vice-President, 
THE HON. JOHN BOYD,
C. H. FAIRWEATHER, Esq.,
W, H. THORNE, Esq.Hotel Dufferin 6.10 a. m

THOS. STEAD,
Secretary and Manager"

A Sncmsfnl Result.
Sirs, I was troubled for five years with 

Liver Complaint, I used a great deal of 
doctors’ medicine, which did me no good. 
I was getting worse all the while until I 
tried Burdock Blood Bitters. After tak
ing four bottles I am now well. I can al- 

recommend it for dyspepsia. Miss 
Hattie L. Swick, St Williams P. O., Ont

SHUT JOHN, N. B.
FRED. A. JONES, Proprietor,

an

\ Bangor,gONDED^and Free Warehouses Goods stored

negotiable by endorsement, issued under authorit 
ty of Special Act of Parliament of the Dominion 
of Canada. ,

Shippers may consign goods direct to the Com
pany. With substantial and dry warehouses and 
commodious wharves and slips, this company is m 
a position to receive consignments and attend t® 
shipments with the utmost despatch.

All communications to be addressed to

Royal Hotel,so ARRIVALS AT ST. JOHN.
5.45 a.m—-(Except Monday Morning)—From

sSrLptïïoSlÆdsS:
Presque, Isle and Edmundston.

9.00 a.m—From Fredericton and intermediate 
points.

2.20 p.m—From Bangor, Portland, Boston and all , 
points west, and from Fredericton. St. 
Andrews, St. Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, 
Grand Falls and Presque Isle.

7.00 p.m —From St. Stephen, and from St. At- 
drews, Fredericton, Holton and Woodstock.

Ban-

T. F. RAYMOND, Prop’r 
SAINT JOHN. N. B.Brancli of Tea Plant THOS. STEAD, Sec’y.

‘Insurance at minimum rates.

Victoria Hotel D. CONNELL,

Livery Stable,
(Formerly Waverley.)

81 to 87 KING STREET,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

D. W. McCORMJCK, Prop’r.

leave CARLETON.
8.00 a.m—For Fairville. and for Bangor and all 

points west, Fredericton, St. Stephen, St. 
Andrews, Houlton and Woodstock.

4.30 p.m—For Fairville, and for Fredericton, and 
intermediate points.

ARRIVE AT CARLETON.

over a SYDNEY STREET.

MENTAL HOTEL! 8.40 a.m—From Fairville.
5.05 p.m—From Fairville and points west.

F. W. CRAM, 
Gen. Manager

First-Class Turnouts.(LATE ROYAL,)
HS?p“§S?m Division.

J. F. LEAVITT, Gen. Pas». and Ticket Agent. 
St. John, N. B., October 17. 1887.

King Square, St. John, N, B. ; . . >. 1: t " ■.!. r • 1-/»

e. BIX PRICE,
Owner and Proprietor.

Thoroughly renovated and furnished. First- 
class in all its appointments.i

PROFESSIONAL.
FIVE O’CLOCK TEA. INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY.DR. ANDREWS FREZZIAN» 

WORM powders:
.i\ ;

Lovers of a cup of really flneHea will be glad 
o know that T. WILLIAM BELL, 88 PrineelWm. 

Street, has recently imported an EXTRA CHOICE 
TEA, in fact the finest that has ever come to this 
market, and which he isloffering in 81b. 12fii. and 
201b. caddies.

1887 WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1888Harf REMOVED TO

No. 15 Coburg Street,
NEXT BOOB ABOVE DR. HAMILTON'S.

Are plwant to take. Contain their own 
Bursativo. Is a sale. Bore, and eOeetaml 
destroyer ct worm» la Children or Adolta

O^eLTtMiw^u!8^1^
(Sunday excepted) as follows;—

Trains will Leave St. John.PUGSLEY BUILDING,
COR. PRINCE WM. * PRINCESS STS. 

DIRECTORY.
John F. Ashe, Day Exfiubs. ............................................

Accommodation.......................... ...............
Express fob Sussex........................... *
Express for Halifax & Quebec............ 00

A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 18 00 train 
to Halifax.B ASSISTEE, ATT0ENEY, Etc. Car SSSMStftS 
Express, Monday, Wednesdj^ and Friday

On■ Oronnd Floor—on Prince Wro. Street. *
oncton.■. /-OFFICE 5 i,,

Trains will Arrive at St. John :
94 Prince WiUiam Street.

Express from Halifax & Quebec
Express from Sussex.....................
Accommodation................................
Day Express.......................... . •

All Trains are run by Eastern Standard Time.
D. POTTTNGEB,

Chief SuperindendenL 
RailwavOffice, . • M

Moncton, N. B., November 22nd, 1887.
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Stockton, Barrister, etc.
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Kierstead, Attorney-at-Law.
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PIANOFORTE./ m*
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\
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For particulars apply to

m »,
“ 14 & MHCha'rtes11 L.[> Richards, Barrister, 

Commissioner for State Massachusetts. 
Second Floor.

Rooms 15,16—News Room, C. ff. Fisher,Proprietor 
44 17,18,19-C. N. Skinner, Q. C.,Barrister, Ac 

and R. C. Skinner, Judge of Probates.
20,21,22—Hanington, Millidge & Wilson, 

Barristers, etc.
23—Board

• .
44 12,13—E.

Persons in the country sending the 
above will promptly receive the highest 
market prices.

MISS M. HANCOCK,
m i 83 QUEEN STREET.$

f n m J. HUTCHISON, M.D. THOS Is. HAY,
Storeroom—Head of Alley, 15 Sydney St,

Residence—41 Paddock Street

\\
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loard of Fi GraM SonQiem Hauwar.re Underwriters, Peter7’ ; Clinch, Secretary.

26—Office nFCoadjutor’Bishop^f’Canadri.
27,28—G. Sidney Smith, Barrister, Solicitor 

Bank N. B., and Sec’y Rural Cemetery.
Third Fleer.

8001,3 291
“ 31,32—R. C. John Dunn, Governmental 

Architect. .
“ 83,34—G. Anthony Davis, Barrister, etc.
“ 35—Wm. J. Brophy, Janitor, etc.

Top Floor.
Rooms 35 to 45-Occupied by Geo. W. Day’s Print

ing Establishment.

I tc.

CITY OF LONDON ST. STEPHEN 4 ST. JOHN.\\_J QRADUATE OF C0LIÆGE OF PHYSICIANS
London, and tLe Royal Infirmary, Glasgow, Scot
land.

Office and Residence—Paradise Row, Portland 
N.B. Adjoining the Mission ChaneL

r^i

FIRE Klim» EASTERN STANDARD TIME.
ON AND AFTER MONDAY, Feb. 20, Trains 

will run daily (Sundays excepted), as follows;— 
LEAVE ST. JOHN at 10.45 a. m., and Carleton at 

11.10 a. m„ for St. George, St. Stephen, and in- 
termediate points, arriving in St. George at 
2.11 p. m.; St. Stephen at 4.12 p. m.

LE AVIS St. Stephen at 8.30 a. m.; St. George at 
10.35 a. m.: arriving in Carleton at 1.35 p. m.; St. 
John at 1.50 p. m. „ „ _. v
Both trains will stop at Musquash for refresh-

mFreight, up to 500 or 600 lbs.—not large in bulk 
—will be received by James Moulson, 40 Water 
street, up to 5 p. m.: all larger weights and bulky 
freight must be delivered at the Warehouse, 
Carleton, before 6 p. m. _ _ ,

Baggage will be received and delivered at 
Moulson’s, Water Street, where a truckman will
be in attendance. ____ __

H. LAWRANCE STURDEE, Receiver. 
F. W. HOLT, Supermdendent.

*

"Will you hits me, my pretty little fellow P 
The doctor was furious, and dragged her 

into the passage. “Are you a fool, Anas
tasie i” he said. “What is all this I hear 
about the tact of women 1 Heavens knows, I 
have not met with it in my experience. You 
address my little philosopher as if he were an 
infant. He must be spoken to with more re
spect, I tell you ; he must not be kissed and 
Georgy-porgy’d like an ordinary child."

“I only did it to please you, I am sure," 
replied Anastasie; “but I will try to do bet
ter."

The doctor apologised for his warmth. 
“But I do wish him," "he continued, “to feel 
at home among us. And really your con
duct was s6 idiotic, my cherished one, and so 
utterly and distantly out of place, that a 
saint might have been pardoned a little vehe
mence in disapproval. Do, do try—if it is 
possible for a woman to understand young 
people—but of course it is not, and I waste 
my breath. Hold your tongue as much as 
possible at least, and observe my conduct 
narrowly ; it will serve you for a model.”

Anatasie did as she was bidden, and con
sidered theMoctor’s behavior. She observed 
that he eBmraced the boy three times in the 

•course of the evening, and managed gener
ally to confound and abash the little fellow 
out of speech and appetite. But she had tee 
true womanly heroism in little affairs. Not 
only did she refrain from the cheap revenge 
of expoeing the doctor’s errors to himself, 
but she did her best to remove their ill effect 
on Jean-Marie. When Desprez went out for 
his last breath of air before retiring for the 
night, she came over to the boy’s side and 
took his hand. J

“Yon mustyt be surprised nor frightened 
by my husbands manners,” she said. “He 
is the kindest of men, but so clever that he is 
sometimes difficult to understand. You will 

grow used to him, and then you will 
love him, for that nobody can help. As for 
me, you may be sure, I shall try to make you 
happy, and will not bother you at all. I 
think we should be excellent friends, you and 
I. I am not clever, but I am very good 
natured. Will you give me a kiss?’

He held up his face, and she took him in 
\ her arms and then began to cry. The woman 

had spoken in complaisance; but she had 
warmed to her own words, and tenderness 
followed. The doctor, entering, found them 
enlaced: he concluded that his wife was in 
fault; and he was just beginning in an 

r awful voice, “Anastasie,” when she looked 
i o at him, smiling, with an upraised finger; 
and he held his peace, wondering, while she 
led the boy to his attic.

OF LONDON, ENGLAND.TO LET. - - $10,000,000.Capital,
H. CHUBB & CO.,

General Agents.
ÆSB-Losses adjusted and paid without reference 

to England.

SHOP, 161 BRUSSELS ST.,

Su table for a Jobbing Blacksmith or Horse Shoe • 
ing. Immediate possession given. Rent 

Low. Apply to

; Repairing & Refitting -THE-
A. G. BOWES & GO.,

No. 21 Canterbury St SCOTTISH UNION 
& NATIONAL

INSURANCE Co.,

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

/Promptly Attended to at

STEAMERS.
nmum Choice Oysters INTERN ATI© Y AI.

STEAMSHIP COMPANY.

SUMMER ARRANGEMENT.

Received Daily from P. E. I. and^Shediac. 
to Order.:

-----OF-----58 SRI THE ST. Fresh and Salt Fish
EDINBURGH.

CAPITAL, - - 
TOTAL ASSETS,

OF ALL KINDS AT
No. 1» N. S. King Square.

J. D. TURNER*
N. B.--Scales a Specialty.ft. $30,000,000.00 

$35,338,362.46
Fire Insurance at Lowest Cur

rent Dates.
D. R. JACK, Resident Agent.

—OFFICE-
Room 3, Pugsley’s Building, Corner Prince Wm. 

and Princess Streets.

JOiCHUEBLEW" -FOR-

BOSTON,
FOR YOUR OYSTERS Via Eastport and Portlands

/COMMENCING MONDAY, April 30th, and un-
LeWh^^
and FRIDAY morning, at 8 a. m., for Eastport, 
Portland and Boston. _

Returning, will leave Boston at 9 a. m., Monday, 
Wednesday and Friday, and Portland at 5 p. in. 
same days, for Eastport and St. John.

H. W. CHISHOLM, Agent.

FUNERAL FURNISHING

Undertakers. GO TO

S>BH,TTOHl’S
Oyster House,

exces.

Adult Hearse, also White Hearse 
For Children. EXPRESS.

9 King Square (North side.)
Oysters delivered to'all parts of the City. Dis

count made on Family and Hotel Orders.

em-
WAREROOM NOVA SCOTIA

STEAMSHIP GO., Limited,
-TO-

No. 15 MILL STREET, Express Go.RESIDENCE:
15 Main St., Portland, N. B. WHEN ORDERING

Your Oysters,
soon

(LIMITED.)

DIGBY, ANNAPOLIS,AGENTS FOR
Drafts, Notes and Accounts.

Running daily (Sunday excepted), with Special 
Messengers in charge, over the entire line of the 
Intercolonial Railway, connecting at Riviere du 
Loup with the

Yarmouth, Kentville, Halifax, and all 
intermediate stations.Do not forget the New Oyster Store,

il QN and after NOVEMBER 14th, and

ings, at 7.45 local time. Returning will, leave 
Annapolis and Digby same days, after arrival ot 
trains from Halifax and Yarmouth.

H. W. CHISHOLM, ^ ,
Reed’s Point Wharf.

5 KINO SQUARE.
----------o----------

We have on hand a fine Assortment Canadian Express Co.k . OYSTERS delivered to any part of the 
City and Portland.

% for alÜpoints in the Province of Quebec and On
tario and the Western States, and at St. John 
with the

CHAS. H. JACKSON.Choice Havana Cigarsw'

American Express Go.

BITTERS. town, P. E. European Express forwarded and
Debenture d-oods or Goods in Bond promptly 

attended to and forwarded with despatch.
Special rates for Large Consignments and fur

ther information on application to
JAMES BRYCE,

Superintendent.

SMITH’S MANUAL
-OF-

Engineers’Calculations
FOR SALE AT

McMiUan’s. n^msnn's.^Biirnes’McArtbur’s

PRICK, - - Üili.OO.

ANGOSTURA, Which we will Sell lowjo the Trade.
?

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,
5 — CHAPTER IV.
S -*" THE education op a philosopher.
■ The installation of the adopted stable boy 

) fwas? thus happily effected, and the wheels 
of life continued to run smoothly in the doc
tor’s house. Jean-Marie did his horse and 
carriage duty in the morning; sometimes

84 KING STREET.v/ Per schr Welcome Home :

\\T X ___ ,^o,ooo men to 10 Cases ANGOSTURA.
ilq vriUs launlcriedot I'xoac’sStkam Laünukï. TH OS. L. BOCltKK, 

11 ami i:$ Water Street.
’J.-R. STONE.^
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“Flower Fables,” in poetry, which were 
written about this time, were not pub- 

Thousands of Persians, says a writer lished until she was twenty-one. They 
in the Stable, own beautiful horses which were dedicated to Miss Ellen Emerson, 
they would not sell for love or money, 
albeit these men are quite ready and 
willing to sell anything else, including 
their honor, at a fair price. And the gold 
and silver and torquoises and rubies that 

lavished by them upon the equipage 
of their beasts ! It is simply marvellous, 
and is one of the few bits of mediaeval 
splendor and chivalric romance that have 
survived even in Persia in this nine
teenth century. But to come to the cold 
facts in regard to the different breeds of 
horses. There are three of them of pure 
lineage (besides several mixed breeds)— 
the Arab, the Turcoman, and the Persian.
The Persian horse enjoyed a pre-eminent 
reputation in ancient times ; and the 
poets and historians, both native and 
Greek, have loudly praised his fine build 
and fiery spirit. But to-day the Persian 
horse is a poor, much abused creature, of 
ungainly shape, knobby head, pot-bellied, 
and rough of coat The natives call him 
“yaboo," meaning a homely old critter.
The decadence of this breed was due to 
the conquest of the country by the Arabs 
twelve hundred and fifty years ago. The 
fleet and docile, spirited and clean-limbed 
steeds of the conquering race made the 
native horses despised; as the religion 
and language, manners and institutions 
of their owners were also despised and 
trodden under foot All judical breeding 
of the native animals was neglected and

Horse Talk.Publications.FUNNY MEN’S SAYINGS BRASS l PLUMBER SHOP,In the May number of Woman com
mences a series of remarkable articles, 
by Helen Campbell, on the wretched con
dition of the working classes of London. 
This series will be one of great interest, 
and will portray the miseries of the pov
erty-stricken workers of Berlin, Paris 
and Rome. The illustrations, by Hugh 
Eaton and Edgar J. Taylor, are of the 
highest class of pictorial art Olive 
Thome Miller begins in this number her 
articles on Representative Woman’s 
Clubs, the Sorosis and Meridian Clubs of 
New York being the subjects of the first 
paper.

Price $2.75 a year. Woman Publish
ing Co., N. Y.

The Saint John Album, recently pub
lished by the Canada Railway News Co., 
contains, a panoramic view of the city, a 
fine portraiture of King’s Square, Mount 
Pleasant, the Suspension and Cantilever 
bridges and many of the public build
ings. The book, which is thoroughly ar
tistic and correct, is sold by Mr. Mulhall 
at the News Stand, and by all booksell-

WMAT THE MAD-EYED SCRIBES OF 
THE 'fiWWOROl S PRESS WRITE.

of Concord, who had been a younger 
playmate of the Alcott children, and for 
whom, and the Hawthorne children, the 
stories were written. I hese have been

96 Prince William St., Foundry, 21 Water St.

BROWNLEY & COParagraphs from a Oreai Mnmber of 
Place* and About a Great Somber 

of Subjects.

are recently published anew, which is emi
nently fitting, inasmuch as the book con
tains much that is of a very high order, 
especially considering the early age at 
wh.ch it was written. One experiences 
a deep regret in reading her poetry, that 
we have so little comparatively, when it 
is fully equal to her best work in prose. 
Not that we would have had less prose, 
but more of both poetry and prose. Be-1 
side the stories mentioned, she was for 
many years a contributor to Frank Les
lie’s. The stories were highly sensation
al, however, and soon palled upon her 
taste.

From “Louisa May Alcott,” by Cecil 
H. Howabd, in “Woman"” May, 1888.

BOOKS AND STATIONERYi
A squeaky sofa squeals on the young 

people.—New Haven News.
The successful lover thinks he is gett

ing ahead when he is getting a heart— 
Boston Courier.

Affection" and confection ge together. 
That is the reason your best girl’s so 
sweet—Philadelphia Call.

The plea of the financially embarrased 
swain is “Love me little, love me short” 
—-Merchant Traveller.

A lover always wants his love return
ed, but if she really does gives it back to 
him because she does not want it he is 
not happy.—Boston Post

A young man ought not to propose too 
gracefully. If he does the girl may get 
the idea that he has had more practice 
than she deems desirable.—Somerville 
Journal

We are now showing full lines of

Bank Books, Envelopes, Writing Paper, Etc.
Also, a very large assortment of all the

LATEST BOOKS.
NEW YORK AND BOSTON DAILY PAPERS AND 

MAGAZINES always In Stock.
All goods at lowest prices.

*

Inspection invited.

3D. Z&Æa-AK/TKTTdR,,"God may have use for cowards, but has 
never yet so advertised.

Let every man be himself as God in
tended and the world will grow steadily 
better.

As love casteth out fear, so does fear 
cast out love.

ers. 80 KING STREET. •
Goon housekeepers, will find much 

useful information in “Furr Soups, by 
Thomas J. Murrey,” laie caterer at the 
Continental Hotel, Philadelphia, and the 
Astor House, New York. The soups are 
all of an economical character, and the 
directions for making them cannot be 
misunderstood. It is one of the most 
charming little cook books ever publish
ed, and the vignette on the cover is worth 
all it costs. Published by White, Stokes 
& Allen, New York, and sold by J. & A 
McMillan.

Chris, by W. E. Norris, author of My 
Friend Jim, A Bachelor’s Blunder, and 
many other charming stories, comes to 
us from the National Publishing Co., 
Toronto, through D. McArthur, the King 
street bookseller. The book is full of ab
sorbing incidents, and novel situations, 
and will delight all its readers.

abandoned, and no care in the selection 
of stock further exercised, thus gradually 
making out of the once famous and high 
spirited Persian horse a poor, degraded 
slave, used to kicks and lashes from the 
earliest days of the foaldom. For all 
that the yaboo is still a remarkable 
ture. In some respects he is the most 
servicable beast that could be conceived 
of. Indolent when he thinks he can 
afford it, fed on a poor and decidedly 
cheap diet, he is indefatigable when it 
comes to the point, an untiring climber, 
sure of foot and patient as a donkey, 
never sick; no matter how much exposed 
to the rigors of a fickle climate, he is sure 
to i'git thar” safe and sound and on time, 
provided you spare neither spur nor whip.

The Persians of to-day, as those of old, 
are a “horsey” race, born riders, fond of 
their horses, looking never complete till 
seen in the saddle, with all the luxurious 
trappings and ornaments they love to be
stow upon their persons and their quad
rupeds. The beauty and superior breed 
of a horse, together with the costliness of 
his apparel, are an unfailing indication 
of the owner’s wealth andt station. And 
such harness, such saddles, such g 
and blankets ! It is the Arabian Nights 
redivivus. On race day last spring, after 
the contests were over, the Shah caused 
his finest charger, a Turcoman of mag
nificent prouortions, to be brought in 
front of the huge pavilion tent wherein 
the whole European and American dip
lomatic corps was assembled. What a 
fine fellow that animal was, and how he 
was admired and caressed by the ladies ! 
But what was especially noticeable about 
him was the splendor of his accouter
ments. A saddle blanket of the finest 
cashmere, ever}' square inch of which 
was worth several gold pieces ; his broad 
bridle thickly inenisted with diamonds 
and emeralds and rubies, each the size of 
a hazelnut ; the bit of pure gold, and the 
saddle straps and other pieces made of 
velvet and embossed with artistic lumps 
of gold and precious stones. The whole 
outfit was worth a large fortune ; and this 
was but one of many.

The cottonseed becomes cotton, the 
cetton becomes thread, the thread be
comes a fabric, the fabric becomes a 
print, the print becomes a wrapper and 
the wrapper becomes a beautiful woman. ROYAL

W CfWYALISSjU J M 
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The declaration of Bishop Foster to the 

Vermont conference, “that he would as 
soon pray for a plague to come into his 
church as for an evangelist,” reminded 
us of the emphatic declaration of Bishop 
Fowler to the Maine conference : “Preach 
sanctification, but not cranktification.”— 
Zion’s Herald.

Wife—I just received such a nice letter 
from Sister Sue.

Husband—That so? What color’s her 
pew dress?

Wife—Here’s a sample she sent
Husband—And didn’t she have a new 

Easter bonnet?
Wife—Yes, here’s a piece of the trim

ming.
Husband—And hasn’t John got a new 

wig?
Wife—Yes, here’s a handful of his hair 

ehe enclosed.—Duluth Parapragher.

To Order SHOW CASES for Spring.^
%

LeB. ROBERTSON, 1
t

SAINT JOHN, N. B.,
IS AGENT FOB

a
i:

M. FROST & Co.’s

CELEBRATED NICKEL CASES*akih6
POWDER

I
$

f
Literary Xetes.

Mr. Ruskin has written sixty-four 
books, and his annual receipts from his 
publisher reach $20,000. Ten tons of 
paper were used 
Stones of Venice.

It was reported a little while ago that 
r. certain writer had received authorfc- 

ed material for a biography 
Harriet Beecher Stowe. Mrs. 
publishes a letter denying that she has 
giyen any material for such a biography, 
or any authority to write the same.

In an article in America, Julian Haw
thorne alludes to the manuscripts of his 
father, Nathaniel Hawthorne, saying: “I 
never saw him in the act of composition 
—po one ever did, but I have seen sever
al of the MSS. of his books. The Wonder 
Book and Tanglewood Tales are written 
throughout with scarcely an erasure; the 
same is the case with The Blithedale Ro
mance, which I examined carefully, and 
found only one correction—the omission 
of a paragraph. The MS. of The Romance 
of Monte Beni is also almost wholly free
from corrections. Regarding others of Whet a Mistake,
his books, I cannot speak; but there is no A careful examination would convince 
reason to suppose that they differed essen- any one that two-thirds of all the people 
tially in this respect from those I have in New England have been or are now 
mentioned.” afflicted with catarrh of the nose and

Emily Ruete was a bom princess of throat 
Oman and Zanzibar, the Sultan of Zanzi- No doubt more than half of those per-
bar being her father. She has written eons have tried every blood purifier they 
“Memoirs of an Arabian Princess,” and have seen, with the erronous idea that 
has given a clear and interesting descrip- catarrh is a constitutional disease and 
tion of Oriental harem-life. She and her must be purged out of the blood, 
brothers and sisters appear to.have had Why a greater mistake was never 
a good deal of freedom and indulgence made ! Stop for a moment and think or 
while the sultan, her father, lived ; but ask any reputable physici 
after his death the usual intrigues and mon catarrh is, and what causes it, and 
palace revolutions occurred, everything the answer can be only this. “It is an 
was upset, a new dynasty arose, and the irritation or inflammation of the mucous 
young princesses had a hard time of it. membrane of the nose and throat, caused 
The writer of the memoirs married a by neglected colds, damp piercing irri- 
Gertnan and escaped with him to Europe, table winds, foreign matter in the air 
but in doing so lost the bulk of her in- which is poisonous to some persons and 
heritance, her brother, who had made not to others; just as the bites of certain 
himself sultan in the Eastern fashion, insects is a poisoned torture to some and 
refusing to recognize her claims. The has no unpleasant effect upon others.” 
life she describes is a queer mixture of The reason for this is found in the differ 
barbarism, discomfort, and garish dis- ent structure of the outer skin and its 
play, and one would think that she counterpart which lines all the inner or- 
shoiild have been glad enough to get ?an8 of our bodies. Some people have 
away from it altogether. Evidently, chapped hands and chilblains and others 
however, she regrets the palace existence ar® never so afflicted because of the pecu- 
to some extent, and quite possibly finds bar structure of the skin of different in- 
the conventional life of a German town dividuals.
too confining and artificial. There is a Therefore stop dosing. It is not blood 
certain Bohemianism in the harem which purifiers you want, but good wholesome 
has nothing in common with nineteenth- food, the plainer the better then “keep 
century Teutonic respectability. your feet dry and warm, your head cool

A delicate, ethereal, gossamer-clad girl and bowels open,” and use an external 
stole furtively into the dining room of the aPpli<2?-tjon, (Johnsons 

If your hat blows off in the street fol- St Charles Hotel at Richmond the other ment is the best we know), to aUay the 
low utplacidly and with gentle dignity. s^TTnd y out catereh wütip^ar
Harper’s Bazar ** ^ “ ** ^ TSSTSSS^dewedlike magic / We do not say never Tre- 

1 ____ approached. She met his deferential bow turn, because you may cure a severe cold

*B,"5ÎSSî5;î5itiS?2!S •'aSS.'SL».
fectually as he can by preaching the gos- and fowl,” he whispered, hoarsely. His %ge leameiTmore^bouUreàtingKfiiwna a-SÆSS
a8UCœ8S" ___ “Never,” cried the unhappy girl, fold- weeverkiww. Certainly this good old

„ intr h#r shanelv arma armas her hillnwv medicine deserves to be called “A um-
Editor (to intellectual looking young v,0som “Sooner shall I die and feed ver8al family remedy.” No matter how WeM?StttrythiSm0rning'myfrienS writhing worms' than barter y^r £2 well you know this medicine it will pay 

moniiinniliniT Litti mannen * proposition. Know, William Jphnson, you to send to I. S. Johnson-& Co., Bos- ■Sj’S.'ESLTlnuacnpt) and know it once for all, that in this ton Mass.,for a pamphlet free, just to learn 
P virgin breast burns and surges and how to use he liniment economically.
Miter (iooking at the jnanusOTpt)— hea%e8 with the tiger fury of volcanic A teaspoonful properly used will often do

Ares, an all-pervading, all-devouring, all- more, good than a half bottle as some 
dnl ^ consuming, brain-toppling and soul- PeoPle uae lL 

} su e. Tid-Bits. rending passion for cold boiled beans.”
It was none other than Miss Amelie 

Rives.

j
irths Write or Call for Catalogue and Prices.

A man went into an editor’s office in 
Boston, Mass., one day last week, trans
acted his business in half a dozen words, 
and left without offering any advice 
whatever as to the conduct of the pane 
At last accounts the editor was very low. 
—Epoch.

"Slave you a very stylish young girl 
you could recommend me ?” said a gen
tleman in an employment bureau. “Ex
cuse me, sir,” replied the affable mana
ger, , “but do you live in the corner 
house ?” "Yes; but why do you ask?” 
"‘Because your wife was here only a mo
ment1 ago to see if we had a tow-headed 
girl with a wart on her nose.—Jndge.

A woman in Halifax sat up late in the 
night recently to see a pail of ice-water 
she had hung above the door overturn 
on her husband, when he returned from 
the “club.” She got tired and went to 
bed. In the morning she forgot all about 
the pail until she opened the door to ad
mit her mother. The two ladies are still 
as mad as wet hens.

for the new edition of 500 DOZE1T IAbsolutely Pure.
than the ordinary kinds, and cannot be sold in. 
competition with the multitude of low tee", short 
weight alum or phosphate powders. So d only in 
cane. Royal Baking Powdkr Co., 106 Wall St., 
New York.

OUR KID CLOVE.of Mrs 
Stowe

“TANT MIEUX.”
THE KEY TO HEALTH. THIS GLOVE, is placed upon our counters DIRECT from the manufactur

ing tables of a GRENOBLE FRENCH KID GLOVE HOUSE, for which we have 
been appointed the SOLE RETAIL and JOBBING AGENTS, and owing toits 
EXTREME LOW PRICE, together with the REMARKABLE SOFTNESS and 
ELASTICITY of its character, it has gained an unparalleled hold both in EUROPE 
and AMERICA, and is now offered THROUGH US to the public of ST. JOHN; at 
almost ONE-THIRD THE PRICE of a “JOSEPHINE” GLOVE, whilst inrepn 
tation it is rated with, and (in point of actual wearing value) is allowed to b 
EQUAL to any “ TREFOUSSE ” or other high class glove made. • ~—

We are prepared to Mail them to any part of CANADA for six cents extra, and 
for orders exceeding four pairs we will send them CARRIAGE PAID. By this 
means ladies in out districts may have the gloves delivered at their homes without ' «
any additional cost. As no glove stretched or tried on can be exchanged the cor- >- j 
rect size should be given.

Try a pair upon our 
EAK AWAY in the seams.

0
life Ü

"Unlocks all the clogged avenues of the 
"Bowels, Kidneys «id Liver, carry
ing off gradually without weakening the 
system, all the impurities and foul 
humons of the secretions; at the same 
time Correcting Acidity of the 
Stomach, curing Biliousness, Dye. 
pepsia, « Headaches, Dizziness, 
Heartburn, Constipation, Dryness 
of the Skin, Dropsy, Dimness of 
Vision, Jaundice, Balt Bhetnn, 
Erysipelas, Scrofula, Fluttering of 

Heart, Nervousness, and Gen
eral Debility; all these and many 

Hisnil.r Complaints yield to the 
happy influence of BUBDOGK 
BLOOD BOTTEES.

guarantee that they WILL WEAR WELL and NOT
BR

PRICE 64 CENTS.
King Street, St. John, N. B.“Do you know if Brown is a man of 

ability, Dumley ?”
“I don’t know anything 

or his ability either, and 
know. He refused to lend me twenty- 
five dollars six months ago, and I haven’t 
noticed him since.”

“He seems to be a man of financial 
ability, Dumley.”

FAIRALL & SMITH, !
about Brown 
don’t want to AMERICAN STEAM LAUNDRY .

the
. ;

other

San what com-

The Subscribers Beg Leave to Inform the Public that they have openedT. KMCKH * CO., Propriété*. Herat*
“I am surprised, Bobby,” said his fath- 

iprovingly “that you should strike 
little brother. Don’t you know that A STEAM LAUNDRYer re 

your
it is cowardly to hit one' smaller than 
yourself?"

“Then why do you hit me, pa?" inquir
ed the boy with an air of having the oet- 
ter of it.

Thos.Dean. %

S' -AT-

Xos. 52 and 54 Canterbury Street.

Fully equipped with the latest machinery and experienced help to turn out first- 
class work. We would respectfully solicit a share of the patronage of the public.

4Beef, Pork,
Lamb, Hams, 
Mutton, Bacon,

Lard,
Poultry,
Game.

• -

Minister’s wife (whose husband is short 
of a sermon) ; “Here is an old one, dear, 
that you preached several years ago, be
fore you accepted your present call; why 
not use that r’

Minister : “What is the text ?”
Minister’s wife : “It is about the camel 

and the eye of the needle.”
Minister: “That wouldn’t do at all. 

Don’t you know that I preach tq a two- 
hundred million dollar congregation 
every Sunday morning ?”

GODSOE BROS. Proprietors.I •i13,14 & 15 CITY MARKET

J. D. McAvity,
FamilyCrocer

39 BRUSSELS ST.

Maritime Lead &Saw Works.
JAS. ROBERTSON,

IRON, STEEL I GENERAL METAL MERCHANT

!Anodyne Lini-
1

•?

-
Teas, Coffees, Sugars, Tobac

cos, Spices, Fruits, &c.
ALSO DEALER IN

Hard and Soft Coal

<\JLHSTID

Manufacturer,
OFFICE AND WAREHOUSE, Robertson's Hew Buildiig,

Cor. Mill and UnionSStreets.
WILLIAM GREIG. Manger.

1
*»• ni* narti» o.'fbnCifv.

OLD RYE.
Landing To-Day JENNINGS, 

THE BOOKSELLER
i

First Step, to Antherahlp.

She continued to write poetry on kin
dred subjects, for the following eight 
years, until about sixteen, and then they 
grew more sad and sentimental, and 
finally she developed her talent for tell
ing stories in prose. Wild ghostly tales 
were her delight at first, then fairy tales, 
and finally she commenced to contribute 
to the newspapers. That was when the 
family removed to Boston again for a 
time. Her first story was published in 
Gleason’s Pictorial,” for which she re; 

ceived the sum of $5. Less than a year 
later she wrote the story called “ Rival 
Prima Donnas,” which was published in 
The Saturday Evening Gazette, and for 
which she afterward received $10. Her!

Walker’s
5 yr. Old in Cases.

“Ah, my dear brother,” said the minis
ter to his unregenerate parishioner, “ I 
have talked to you many, many times, 
but to-day I have come to ask you direct
ly to become a Christian.”

“Um—er—er—,” replied the parishion
er, “I am very sorry, Mr. Textor, but you 
see this is house cleaning week, and real
ly, you are asking too much. Come 
around later.”

1
A story of Melville W. Fuller's frisky 

days in Maine as a newspaper man, is 
told by the Chicage Times. While re
porting the legislature he once made a 
wager that on the next day, in his re
port, he" would put a Shakspearian phrase 
in the mouth of every member in the 
House who spoke. He did it, even to 
the member who made the motion to ad
journ. -On the day following the House 
was so pleased with the work of the 
young reporter that it grew magnanimous 
and voted him an extra supply of pencils « 
and rubbers. He was called out from 
his work, complimented and invoked for 
a speech, to which he responded.

The genial beetle has made its appear
ance to overlook the planting of the po
tato fields.

hHAS REMOVED
7two doors below (the old stand 167 Union St.)

' 11 CAR LOAD NEW - NUMBER - 171.“You seem thoughtful, this evening, 
Bobby.” said the minister, who was mak
ing a call

“Mr. Goodman,” inquired Bobby, rous
ing himself, “what is a vocabulary ?”

The minister kindly told him.
“I heard it this morning.” Bobby ex

plained, “ and I didn’t know what it 
meant. Ma said she had no idea what a 
vocabulary pa had until she heard him 
aking down the parlor stove,”

Spirits & Rye. 

THOS. L BOURKE,
TTAVING spared no pains, time or money in making the New Stand the prettiest (though not the 
JLl largest) Book Store in the City.

I take this opportunity of returning my sincere thanks to my many friends and customers for 
their past-favors, and would solicit a continuance of the same in the

3STZEIW STOBE. v>

D. J. JENNINGS, 171 Union Street.11 & 13 Water Street.
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