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In Bohemia.

I'd rather live in Bohemia than in any other land:

For only there are the values true,

And the laurels gathered in all men’s view.

The prizes of traffic and state are won

By shrewdness or force or by deeds undone;

But fame is sweeter without the feud,

And the wise of Bohemia are never shrewd.

Here, pilgrims stream with a faith sublime

From every class and clime and time,

Aspiring only to be enrolled

With the names that are writ in the book of gold;

And each one bears in mind or hand .

A palm of the dear Bohemian land.

The scholar first, with his book—a youth

Aflame with the glory of harvested truth;

A girl with a picture, a man with a play,

A boy with a wolf he has modeled in clay;

A smith with a marvellous hilt and sword,

A player, a king, a ploughman, a lord—

And the player is king when the door is past.

The ploughman is erowned, and the lord is last!

I'd rather fall in ‘Bohemia than win in another
land;

There are no titles inherited there,

No hoard or hope for the brainless heir;

No gilded dullard, native born

To stare at his fellow with leaden scorn;

Bohemia has none but adopted sons;

Its limits, where Fancy’s bright stream runs;

Its honors, not garnered for thrift or trade,

But for beauty and truth men’s souls have made,

To the empty heart in a jeweled breast

There is value,.maybe, in a purchased crest;

But the thirsty of soul soon learn to known

The moistureless froth of the social show;

The vulgar sham of the pompous feast

Where the heaviest purse is the highest priest;

The organized charity, scrimped and iced,

In the name of a cautious, statistical Christ;

The smile restrained, the respectable cant,

When a friend in need is a friend in want;

Where the only aim is to keep afloat,

And a brother may drown with a ery in his
throat,

Oh, I long for the glow of a kindly heart and the
grasp of a friendly hand,

And I'd rather live in Bohemia than in any other
land.

THE EMERALD BEETLE.

(By Ricaarp MAcE)

Randolph was not in the habit of getting
up at four o’clock in the morning, but the
tiny, closet-like stateroom on the Hudson
river boat was close and stifling, and already
the noise and odors of the docks were begin-
ning to force themselves upon his conscious-
ness. He had been spending Sunday with
his mother up the river, and he thought
happily of his pleasant, airy bachelor apart-
ment in the right part of New York.

Randolph was supposed to go up “home”
once a week. He kept up a fiction, even
with himself, that he intended doing so, and
that the lapses were wholly without his con-
sent—the result of gratuitous meddling of
circumstances; but the fact remains that he
drew a sigh of relief as the long country
Sunday ended.

He did not even take time to bath his face
in the thick steamboat wash bowl. He
turned fastidiously from the water that had
stood in the ewer all night, and gave himself
a happy reminder of his big porcelain tub up
town. He threw his clothes on, and making
his way through the ill ventilated ‘‘saloon,”
walked over the dock out into the street, to
wait for a car. Perhaps it was his recent
visit to the country that made him look
about at the soggy men and women who were
making their way home at this hour, and
think of times when he had turned over a
board or a stone that had lain on the grass
long unmolested. In the earthy bugs and
worms that had goune scurrying out of the
sight of the blessed light of day, he could see
a disgusting similitude of these children of
the city’s darkness.

He had not one bit of sentimentahty or
romance or imagination in his make up, and
even this ugly thought surprised him. He
was simply a New York bachelor of thirty
seven, who never bought anything on a
margin, and who looked into the character
and personality of any company before he
invested in its securities.

As an open ‘‘belt line” car came along,
Randolp swung himself on board, taking a
back seat, and lighting a cigar. He was the
only passenger save one, a half drunken
sailor, who turned at the scratch of Ran-
dolph’s match, and taking a villainous pipe
from the pocket of his jacket, lighted it. The
conductor gave him a ““Hi!” and called him
back to the smokers’ seats. He put himself
immediately in front of Randolph.

The air blew the smoke ahead sothat there
was no necessity for moving, and they rode
along the river front and up through the
tenement district,almost touching each other,
these two type of worlds as far apart as the
planets. Men were still sleeping in the
doonways, or sitting up rubbing their eyes to
begin another day’s existence, whose only

want was food.

The sailor leaned back.

“I've dene that,” he said, jerking his
thumb in the direction of the ragged, yawn-
ing men, ‘‘but I ain’t goin’ to do it any more.
I've got what!” and he slapped the breast
pocket of his jacket. *‘You've got on a
pretty breast-pin there, but it ain’t nowhere
by the side o’ mine.”

Randolph was looking coldly and quietly
into.the man’s eyes. He was simply a spec-
tacle to him,one with which he had no sort of
sympathy, any more than he would have had

with any other sort of an unclean beast. The
sound of his voice, and the look of his coarse
person, were offensive; but Randolph’s
nerves were strong. He did not look under-
neath and see the man that might have been.
That was not his way. .

But that he uoticed him at all was suffici-
ent encouragement to the sailor. He was in
the maudlin state when there was nothing to
resent short of a blow, and he had some one
to talk to. He pushed his fist down into his
pocket, and brought out a wad of dirty can-
vas, stained brown. With nervous,awkward
fingers he unwound it. Randolph had con-
tinued to look on, expecting to see some
gaud from a water front shop, when the last
wrapping came off, and the man held on the
end of of his finger a jewel that made Ran-
dolph draw his breath,

It was a beetle carved from a single em-
erald, an emerald that was a shimmer of pale
sea green light. He knew the form, and in
an instant he saw the character of the cloth.
It was a piece of mummy wrapping. The
jewel had lain upon the mummied breast of
some Egyptian king.

Randolph put out his hand, and the sailor
let him take it. It seemed to him that there
came up his finger and along into his brain a
sort of electric shock.

As the sailor saw the jewel on Randolph’s
hand, a change passed over his face. New
lines, about his mouth, and some of the silly
coarseness seemed to melt away. It may
have been the freshness of the morning air
that was blowing away the fumes of drink.
A look of loathing, if that character of face
could hold such an expression, was in his
eyes as he looked at the emerald.

““Ah—do you—want to sell this thing?”
Randolph asked.

*Yes, I do,” the sailor said firmly. “‘A
mate of mine got it somewhere, and when he
died he gave me the thing. There’s no luck
in the thing. You may have it for ten dol-
lars.”

Randolph reached his fingers into his waist-
coat pocket,and brought out a little bill book.
He felt in a measure ashamed of himself. He
knew that the emerald was worth many hun-
dreds of tens,and he was not the man to cheat
anybody, but this man would only throw
the thing away. Why should he not have it?
Still holding the jewel on his finger, he laid
the leather of the bill book on his knee and
drew out a crisp, new ten dollar bill, which
he put into the sailor's hand. The man
opened his mouth as if to speak, and then,
without stopping the car, swung himself off
the side and disappeared, while Randolph
put the emerald in his pocket and went on.

Suddenly it seemed to him that the world
looked different. Ideas came into his head
that had never been there before. He had a
large transaction on hand that morning, one
in which all his powers would be exercised to
make two men see the justice of their
differences, and come to an amicable settle-
ment. Tkey were old friends of his, and he
had meant to devote all his mind to their
case. But now, suddenly, he saw how by
leaving out a certain argument here, he could
permanently divide them, and by his know-
ledge of affairs gather in a large reward for
himself.

He shook himself together, sick at his evil
thought. He changed cars for his own part
of the town, and with an impulse he had
never had in his life before, walked into the
hotel and asked for a morning cocktail. As
he came out, a tiny little brougham went by
on the ‘crossing, and for an instant a little
gleaming face like a cat’s looked at him
through the window, the sleep wanting eyes,

with darkened lashes gazing into his. Then
a row of white teeth gleamed at him.
“‘Confound it!” he said savagely. ‘‘What

was there in my face to call out that?”’
# - . - - « *

Three months later Randolph stood on the
hearth rug in his apartment and looked
away down into two burning sticks his ser-
vant had laid on the irons. It was early
winter, but the air was chill after dark, and
it was after dark that Randolph was begin-
ning to live. The cozy bachelor aparcment
had taken on some changes in the past few
months. Where there had been a leather
covered lounge, upon which he used to fling
himself with a new magazine when he
came in tired in the evening, there was a
broad, silken Turkish couch piled with em-
broidered cushions, and a French novel or
two lay among them. The sober eugravings
and etchings on the walls had been half hid-
den or taken down to give place to some
water colors, and one or two oils that were of
the same school as the fiction. A palm in a
great Chinese bowl stood by one silk draped
window, and there was about the whole
atmosphere of the room a luxury, a pamper-
ing of the fleshy side of life, that made the
man coming in at the doorway stop and hold
his breath as though he was entering a place
of strange odors.

He dropped the curtain that fell over the
door, and met Randolph in the middle of the
room.

“My dear fellow,” he said heartily, “you
are so lapped m luxury here that I hardly
knew the place. When did you do all this ?"

*“Oh, biv by bit,” Randolph said carelessly.
“The old wayseemed bare, somehow. When
did you come home 7"

‘“Yesterday.. How is your mother? I
want to go up tomorrow and see her.” The
words were said carelessly, but Randolph
sprang up as though he had been stung.

‘“‘Now see here, Carston, I know mother
has set you at me just as well as I know any-
thing. That’s just exactly what she would
do. I want to say right here that T am old
enough to take care of myself.”

‘““She hasn’t seen you for three months.”

“I've been so confoundedly busy.”

Carston did not smile at this excuse. His
errand was too serious. Randolph was his
cousin, and Randolph’s mother was his best
friend, and he had come to do what he could.

“Your mother thinks, we all think, that
where the honor of the name 1s at stake,
your mother, who gave you to it, has some
right to speak. They say you are going to
marry”’ Carston stopped as if he could
not utter the name.

““Have it all out. They say I am going to
marry the French dancer at the Casino.
Well 7”

“I will not believe it.
boy and man, Randolph.”

“They have also told you, I suppose, that
I advised Melton and Clay out of the Western
Land Company and swallowed the company.
Oh, yes, the public prints keep me advised
of my doings.”

Carston looked at the strong figure before
him in the evening dress, and wondered what
had come over the man that had been his
cousin. The door opened again, and with
her mouth full of words a maid ran into the
room.

““It you please, Mr. Randolph, mademois-
elle said would you send her, right away, the
little box you promised her. I've got the
carriage below, waiting ;" then she stopped
with a little clnck of surprise at seeing
Carston.

Randolph walked over to his desk, and
opening it, took out a dirty bit of cloth and
unrolled it. A gleam of green light came to
the eyes of the man and woman across the
room. He put the gem into a new velvet
box, evidently prepared for it, gave it into
the maid’s hands, and pushed her gently
from the room. Next he turned around and
looked at Carston ina dazed fashion for a
moment. Then walking rapidly to the broad
windows, he threw them up, so that the
crisp,cold air of the evening came rushing
in.

He stood by one of them,
trembling took him. The handkerchief
that he passed across his brow was moist.

““Carston,” he said, do you believe that in
centuries of evil association inanimate things
may become so saturated witk it that they
give it out like poison?”’

“I am not fanciful,” Carston replied, “‘but
there are queer things. People believe in
the influence of holy relics. Why not the
other thing?”

““Let’s go out,” Randolph said abruptly.
“I want fresh air. I will go up home with
you tomorrow and stay a month. That will
surely relieve my mother’s mind.”

“I knew they were lies,” Carston said
under his breath, as he grasped his cousin’s

hand. ‘I had known you too long.”
_‘- ———

Men in Mars.

I have known you,

and a fit of

The astronomers are diligently watching
the planet Mars, which is nearer the earth
than it will be again in several years, and
have seen what they suppose to be signals.
Three bright lights in a triangular position
shone for a time and then went out, and dark
spots have appeared on the snow at the south
pole of the planet. Mars, unlike our moon,
has an atmosphere, and is well watered. It
follows, as the mght the day, that it must
have animal and vegetable life. If the con-
ditions are favourable to the existence of a
more highly organized race than inhabits the
earth— a race with greater power of vision,
with greater intelligences with deeper insight
into the forces of nature and greater power
in utilizing them-—such a race unquestionably
exists there. It may, therefore, be true that
the people of Mars have discovered that the
earth is inhabited by intelligent beings, and
that they are signalling to us. They may
have powers of vision so great, or telescopes
so powerful, that they actually see our great
cities and other evidences of human activity.
—Chatham World.
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PARACON BLEND TEA,

BEST ON THE MARKET.

Full line aﬁ}roceries

Always on hand.

LANTERNS!

The Best Lantern on the Market.
Cheap for Cash. [

WW. IR. WRIGET,

UPPER WOODSTOCK.

It is stated vhat 200 women are now acting
as stations masters in Australia.
commission of Victoria have thus effected a
saving of over £10,000 per annum. The
commissioners say that women perform the
duties at the small stations satisfactorily.

The railway’

DIAMOND DYES

Have Establisl;od a Wonder-
ful Fame.

AIR:

0, dyes, used from ocean to ocean,
Ye Diamond Dyes, pure, fast and true !
No wonder that female devotion
And first thoughts are centred in you.
Ye bring, to each home, joy and pleasure,
And many adollar ye save;
To every housewife a treasure,
A friend, a companion and slave.

RED, WHITE AND BLUE,

CHORUS ;
A friend, a companion and slave,
A friend, a companion and slave.
Diamond f)yes bring to all joy and pleasure,
And many a dollar they save.

Diamond Dyes always ready for duty,
Working merrily, never forlorn ;
Ye restore to brightness and beauty
h garment soiled, faded and worn.
Throughout this extended Dominion,
All people have heard of your name,
And critics are all of opinion
That ye are entitled to fame.

CHORUS:

All people have heard of your name,

All people have heard of your name,
Diamond Dyes in this fair, young Dominion,

Have established a wonderful fame,

PUBLIC

Attention is called to

that wonderful modern

convenience, the

Fountain
Pen,
Of which

stock, the

price ever offered in this

we have a
LowesT in
county, and equal in
performance to the very

best. Call and examine.

The MArrIAGE LICENSE and
Webpine Rina department is
run with a due regard for the
stringent state *of the money
market. Prices are low, but

there will be no strike.

W. B. JEWETT,
37 - MAIN - STREET,
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Mrs. Julius Cesesar

Was above suspicion, and so is the Singer
Sewing Machine. It took fifty-four first
awards ab the World’s Fair, Chicago, for dur,
ability, appearance, neatness and light run-

SCREEN - WINDOWS

—AND——-

= DOORS, :

SASHES,DOORS, SHEATHING,

Dried in properly constructed dry kiln.

£ BIRCH FLOORING A SPECIALTY.

JAMES HAYDEN, Woodstock, N. B, |

HARNESS
Made & Repaired

GREAT VARIETY OF

HARNESS FITTINGS

ALWAYS IN STOCK.

H V. MOOERS, Main Street,

WOODSTOCK.

JACOB VANWART,
FUNERAL IEIDERTAKER

BEST 02t

& Hearse IN CONNECTION. &3]

WOODSTOCK, N. B.,
South Side of Bridge.

Attention !

Gents' Ulsters and Over-
coats.

Gents’ Suits.

Boys', Youths’ Suits.

Grents' Waterproof Coats

Gents' Shirts & Drawers

Gents' Fancy Outside
Shirts.

Ladies’ Double
Waterproofs,

JUST OPENED OUT.

Big Trades may be expected
for Cash at

R. W. BALLOCH’S.

Centreville, Sept. 4, '94.

Cape

PROFESSIONAL CARDS.
F. M. BROWN, M. D.,

Licentiate of the Royal College of Physicians
London.

Licentiate of the Royal College of Physicians,
Edinburgh.

Licentiate of the Royal College of Surgeons, Ed-
inburgh.

Licentiate of the Faculty of Physicians and Sur
geons, Glasgow,

Special certificate in Midwifery.

Specialties: Diseases of the Ear, Nose, Throat
and Skin.

Office next door to Post Office, Centreville.

Office hours from 10 a. m. to 2 p. m. daily. Tele-
phone communication with Florenceville Station.

DR. P. T. KEIRSTEAD,

OFFICE AND RESIDENCE :
TURNER HOUSE,
CHAPEL ST., WOODSTOCK.

SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN To DISEASES OF
WoMEN AxD CHILDREN.

T. F. SPRAGUE, M.D.

Physician and Surgeon
COR. MAIN AND ALBERT STREETS

WOODSTOCIE., NN. =.

D. W. ROSS, M. D. C. M.,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,

| Disgases or WoMeN.,
| DISEASES OF THE SKIN.

Specialties

227°0ffice and Residence in the Turner House,
Florenceville, N. B.

DENTISTRY.

E. S. KIRKPATRICK,

( Two doors below Town Hall)

WOODSTOCK.
A ALL LATE IMPROVEMENTS. PAINLESS
EXTRACTING.

W. D. RANKIN, M. B.C. M.,
Physician and Surgeon.
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE:
Chapel Street, Woodstock, N. B.
W. D. Camber,
DEINTIST.
Painless : Extraction.

Office: Queen Stxecet.

N. R. COLTER, W. H. HAND.

COLTER & HAND,
PHYSICIANS & SURGEONS,

OFFICE AND RESIDENCE:

Chapel Street, - - Woodstock, N. B,

LOUIS E. YOUNG, LL. B..
Barrister and Attorney-at-Law,
. NOTARY PUBLIC, &C.

79 MAIN STREET, - - Next Below Post Office,
Woodstockc, IN. X,

D. McLEOD VINCE,

| Barrister-at-Law, Notary Publie, Ete.

Office: CONNELL'S W0ODEN BLOCK, QUEEN, ST.,
WOODSTOCK, N. B.

HARTLEY & CARVELL,
Barristers, Attorneys,
Notaries __Public, Etc.

A ccounts collected and Loans negotiated.

Offices: Next Exchange Hotel, Queen Street,

AFFire and Life fnsurance.
J, C. HArRTLEY.

STEPHEN B, APPLEBY,
BARRISTER - AT - LAWY,
Solicitor, Notary Public, Etc.,
REFEREE - IN - EQUITY.

Cor, Maiy avp KiNG STREET.

F. B. CARVELL.




