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THE SAME OLD SONG. 

Mothers, out of the mother heart, 

Fashion a song both soft and low, 

Always the same dear mother art, 

Rocking the baby to and fro, 
Always a lazy, loving crone 

Hummed in sleepy undertone. 

Down the baby snuggles to sleep— 

Winking as ong as wink he may; 

Now with a kick he tries to keep 

The tricksey god from his eyes away. 

We-wa, we-wa, long, long ago, 

The Indian mother chanted low. 

"WWeeing, she said, on the baby’s brow 

Softly struck with his wee war-club; 

Astride of his nose he playeth slow— 

With his little fist a rub-a-dub, 

We-wa, we-wa, tender and low, 

Rocking the baby to and fro. 

Le-ro-la, le-ro-la, ever a hum 3 

Like murmuring bee in the golden light; 

Under the palm trees mothers come, 

Ethiope mothers, dark as night, 

Chanting the same old silvery flow 

Swinging the baby to and fro. 

Mothers, too, with the snowy skin, 

By-lo, by-lo, tenderly sing, 

And tell of the dust man coming in 

Into the baby’s eyes to fling 

Atoms of dust to make him wink 

And into dreamland gently sink. 

We-wa, we-wa, by-lo, by-lo, 

Le-ro-la-le-ro-la, ever the same— 

Ever the tune of the long ago! 

Out of the motherly heart it came, 

Born of a sense that mothers know, 

Rocking the baby to and fro. 

Black or white, or bronze the hue, 

Always the same sweet tune is heard, 

The sweetest song earth ever knew, 

Happy as trill of the nestling bird, 
others content in the twilight glow 

Are rocking their babies to and fro. 

Mothers, out of the mother heart, 

Fashion a song that is sweet and low, 

Always the same dear mother art, 

Rocking the baby to and fro, 

Always a lazy, loving crone 

Hummed in a dreary undertone. 
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SUCH ‘A PRETTY GIRL. 

It was a dull rainy day, toward the end of 

August. The clock that hung against the 

wall pointed to the hour of 3in the afternoon 

and I was sitting by myself in our little inner 

office, looking out at the expanse of dull, 

gray wall that formed my only prospect from 

the not over-clean window and thinking. 

I was musing about Kitty Elton and won- 

dering how long it would be before I should 

be able to marry her. 

Dear little Kitty ! I knew it was a hard 

/qife for her in that overcrowded milliner’s 

workroom, day after day and month after 

month, and I longed to set her free from the 

monotonous captivity. 

The door opened and Mr. Clenner came in 

Mr. Clenner was our “chief’—a dark, sil- 

ent, little man, with a square stern mouth, 

and clouded gray eyes. He sat down beside 

me. 

“Meredith,” he said, ‘‘didn’t you say you 

were getting tired of doing nothing ? 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well I have something for you to do. 

Something that will bring you both credit 

‘and friends, if you manage it skilfully. I 

had intended to go myself, but circumstances 

happened untowardly.” 

There has been a series of very heavy 

forgeries committed. For some time he had 

been in doubt as to the exact perpetrator of 

the crime, but after much quiet investigation 

he had detected the hidden spring—one Per- 

ley Matteson— who had skilfully ‘eluded all 

pursuit and was now somewhere hiding in 

the northeastern portion of the state. 

“When shall I start ?” 

“Now —within half an hour.” 

“Within half an hour, sir?” 

“Yes; why not ?” 

I could think of no sufficient reason ex- 

cept one, which I did not care to communi- 

cate to my superior—the longing wish to see 

my Kitty before I started. 

“Just as you decide, Mr. Clenner, of 

course,” I said, rising. “If 1 take the 4 

o'clock express I shall be there by daylight 

tomorrow morning. 

“Yes, and that is altogether the best plan. 

He will not remain long in any one place 

just at present, and what you have to do 

must be done at once.” 

The house to which I was directed was in 

the midst of woods, about half a mile beyond 

the village of Drownville—the residence of 

Mrs. Matteson, the mother of the forger. If 

help was needed 1 was fully authorized to 

call for it upon the constabulary authorities 

of Drownville. 

The rosy dawn was just flushing the east- 

ern sky when I alighted at the little way 

station of Drownville. 

“Can you direct me to Mrs. Matteson's 

place?” T asked of the sleepy station master, 

who was yawning behind the little aperture 

of the ticket office. 

«Matteson—Mrs. Matteson. Just follow 

the main street of the village out, about a 

half mile, and ye'll come to a little patch 

0’ ds, and you'll see a little yailar house. 

That's where Mrs. Matteson lives.” 

The “patch 0’ woods” aud the “little yal- 

lar house” duly rewarded my search, and as 

I knocked at the door, a clock somewhere in- 

side struck 7. 

A decent-looking elderly woman in widow's 

weeds came to the door. 

“Is Mr. Matteson.in? Mr. Perley?’ 

“No,” she answered, quickly, with, as I 

imagined, rather a confused look. I did not 

“¥ her, and asked quietly: 

‘ 

en do you expect him home.” 
t at present.” 
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Apparently she expected I would go away, 

but, instead, I stepped in. 

“Mother,” asked a soft voice at the head 

of the stairs, ‘“‘who is it?” 

And then for the first time I became aware 

that some one had been watching our col- 

loguy from the head of the stairs—a young 

girl dressed like the mother in deep black, 

with a very brilliant eyes, and a profusion of 

jet-black ringlets. 

“Some one to see your brother.” 

She came half way down the strairs, push- 

ing back her curls with one hand,and looking 

at me with wondering eyes. Even then her 

beauty struck me as I stood gazing at her. 

“Perley is not at home,” she added. ‘‘He 

has gone away. We do not know when he 

will return.” 

Evidently this mother and daughter were 

in the secret of Matteson's villainy, My 

heart bled for both of them; but it was no 

time to indulge in sentimental pity. Speak- 

ing briefly, I told them it was my duty to 

compel them to remain where they were, 

while I searched the house. 

No opposition was offered to my search. It 

was entirely fruitless, however—there was 

nowhere any trace of the flown bird. Never- 

theless, I concluded to remain there quietly 

for a day or two, to see what a little waiting 

might bring forth. 

That same afternoon Clara Matteson came 

in, as I sat by the piazza window, keeping a 

quiet watch on all the surroundings. 

“Mr. Meredith,” she said, ‘‘mother thinks 

I have been very rude to you. She says it is 

not your fault, personally, that you are sent 

here on—on such a mistake, and perhaps she 

is right. I am very sorry if 1 have hurt your 

feelings.” 

She talked at first shyly, but afterwards 

with more assurance, of herself, the absent 

brother and her mother, giving me a thous- 

and little family details which IT almost dread- 

ed to hear. 

That twilight talk was one of the pleasant- 

est episodes of my by no means universally 

pleasant life, and I was considerably annoy- 

ed when it was broken in upon by the 

arrival of the Drownville constables who 

were to watch through the night. 

At the sound of their footsteps on the 

piazza floor Clara rose and sat down again, 

confused and frightened. 

“(y, Mr. Meredith, those men—" 

“Be easy, Miss Matteson,” I said, ‘‘you 

shall in no way be annoyed by them.” 

My orders to the men were brief and 

succinet. I stationed them as seemed best 

to me, and then returnded to spend the 

evening with Miss Matteson. 

At length an answer came to my report 

to Mr. Clenner—it was short and to the 

purpose: 

“Come back; if the bird has flown we must 

look elsewhere for him.” 

I went to Kitty Elton’s that night. She 

received me with a sweet,shy gladness of 

welcome that should have made me the 

happiest man in the world; but it did not. 

Clara Matteson’s beauty seemed to stand be- 

tween me and her like a visible barrier. 

When I reached the office the next morn- 

ing Mr. Clenner was not there. 

“He's gone to Drownville,” said my 

fellow detective; ‘‘he went last night.” 

1 was seriously annoyed. Did Mr. Clenn- 

er distrust the accuracy of my reports, or did 

he imagine that I was unable to institute a 

thorough and complete investigation of the 

premises. 

I was sitting at my desk, two days sub- 

sequently, when the door glided noiselessly 

open and Clenner himself entered. 

“You are back again, sir? and what luck?” 

“The best.” 

“You don’t mean to say you've got him?” 

“T do mean to say it. Meredith, I knew 

I could not be so entirely mistaken. Perley 

Matteson is in the next room—half an hour 

from now he will be in prison.” 

“Where did you apprehend him?” 

“At home in his mother’s house. He was 

there all the time you remained there.” 

He opened the door of the private inner 

apartment. 

against the window smoking a cigarette, with 

black curls, tossed back from the marble 

brow, and brilliant eyes. He mockingly in- 

clined his head as I started at him, with a 

motion not entirely unfamiliar to me. 

I turned away, scarlet, while Mr. Clenner 

closed the door. 

“Never mind, my boy, it will be a good 

lesson to you,” he said, laughing. ‘‘He 

makes a very pretty girl, but I am not at all 

susceptible.” 

I went to Kitty and told her the whole 

story, and to my surprise the dear, faithful 

little creature loved me just as well as ever. 

Perley Matteson’s girlish beau'y is eclipsed 

in state’s prison now—nor do I pity hin! 

The steak for which he played was high—and 
he lost! 

” 

Visitor—You must have a remarkably ef- 

ficient board of health in this town. 

Shrewd native (one of many)—You are 

right about that, I can tell you. 
“Composed of scientists, I presume?’ 

“No, sir. Scientists are too theoretical.” 

“Physicians, perhaps?’ 
“Not much. We don’t allow doctors on 

our board of health—no, sir— nor under- 

takers, either.” 
“Hum! What sort of men have you chosen 

then?” 
“Life insurance agents.” —Tid Bits. 

A slight boyish figure leaned: 

A Countess Selling Papers. 

Early every morning a little woman of 50 

or thereabouts sets a small table on the side- 

walk in front of the postoffice building on 

Washington st. in Brooklyn, says the New 
York World. She gets the table from a 
barber shop a few doors away, where she has 
stored it the night before. Then she takes a 
bundle from under her arm, unwraps it and 
draws out a stock of morning newspapers. 
She isa quiet little woman. Usually she 

wears glasses. Her dress is faded and thin; 
so is she. Everything about her indicates 
pinching poverty. 
Now there is nothing unusual in all this. 

There are many other faded and pinched 
little old women in Brooklyn and New York 
and some of them sell newspapers. 
But this little woman is one of those in- 

teresting people who have a history. She 
was a countess once, and is a grand-niece of 
Pulaski, the great Polish patroit who fought 
for America in the revolutionary war. 
Her full name is Josephine Suffcedzka 

Iarozka, Her story as she tells it, begins 

when, a young Polish girl, she married Count 
Paul Iarozka and went to live in St. Peters- 
burg to live. She had a high social position 
there. That was almost a generation ago, 
and she was happy in the Russian capital for 
many years. 
By and by she and her husband began to 

disagree. She does not say what caused the 

quarrel, but she says it was no fault of hers. 

Finally she left him. 
Then her husband retaliated. They had 

a son, and the father caused information to 

be sent to the government that he was in 

conspiracy against the crown. 
One day the boy disappeared. The next 

the mother heard of him was that he had 

been sent to Siberia to die in the mines. 
The countess endeavored to secure her 

boy's release. She visited officials herself. 
She asked all her friends to help her, but she 
could not remove the ezar’s chains from her 
boy. Then she came to America, bringing 
with her a little money she had saved. 
Though in want, Mme. Iaroxka retains 

much pride. One day last week, when it was 
raining, she went into the barber shop where 
she leaves her table and complained that the 
rain had wet her papers so badly that they 
were ruined, and she had lost 75 cents. 
One of her regular customers, who hap- 

pened to be in the barber's chair raised up 
and offered her 75 cents. 

“0, no,” exclaimed the woman stiffly, *‘I 

couldn’t do that. I couldn't take any money 
from you. I thank you, but you must not 
expect me to do that.” 
“But I am one of your regular customers,” 

said the man. “You ought to take it from 
me.” 

Finally he persuaded her to take 25 cents, 
but she said as she went away : 

“I'll make it up to you in papers. I won't 
let you pay anything for them until the debt 
is settled.” 

SRR CEE Re 
Vanished Occupants of the Barth. 

What strikes us most markedly in reading 

the book of the rocks is, not so mueh the 
strange forms which are portrayed in its 
pages, as the fact that so many of them are 

extinct. Indeed, except in the very newest 
of formations, it is extremely rare to come 
upon any forms which can even approxi- 
mately be considered identical with any now 
living on the face of the earth. All are 
vanished species. What is more, when we 

once get clear of any formation, it is the 
rarest possible occurrence ever again to see 
any of the species of fossils characteristie of 

it. Each period of the world’s history had 
its own fauna and flora—that is, its own 

assemblage of animals and plants—and 
once they disappear they are gone forever. 
Yet, within the historie period, we know of 

the extermination of only a few animals, 
and of no species of plants at all. Even 
then the extinet animals have, in every in- 
stance, met their fate at the hand of man. 

The dodo, a curious bird of Mauritius, and 

the solitaires, of the Islands of Reunion and 

Rodriguez, were exterminated by ruthless 

seamen within the last two centuries. The 
moa of New Zealand lived long after the 
Maoris reached these islands. The great 
auk and the Labrador duck have ceased to 
exist, from an identical cause, within the 

memory of man. The Philip Island parrot 
is a still more recent loss, while the only 
mammal which can be said for certain to have 

been utterly destroyed from off the face of 

the earth is the gigantic sea-cow (Rhytina), 

of Behring Strait, though, when it was first | 

discovered, and took the taste of the seamen 

who liked oily beef, its number was small, 

and seenied on the wane. These, and a few 

other species of less interest, form the total 

extinctions of which history preserves any 

record. But in the rocks composing the 

earth’s crust there are the remains of thou- 

sands which disappeared ages and ages before 

man came upon earth.—Owr Earth and its 

Story. 
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I. THE RABBIT. 

So shy and gentle is thy mein, 
So shrinkingly and so timorous! 

Thou knowest well if thou art seen 

Thy chance of life is slimorous. 

II. THE LION. 

Thou quiet beast within thy cage, 
Thou captive curiosity! 

But, ah! within thy heart is rage, 
Revenge and furiosity. 

III. THE CAT. 

Calmy thou purrest, snoozing there: 
Dost thou feel aught of gratitude 

For thy good home and kindly care 

And health and strength and fatitude? 

Emma A. Opper, in St. Nicholas for October. 

Tennyson could take a worthless sheet of 

paper, write a poem upon it, and make it 

worth $65,000—that’s genius. Vanderbilt 

can write a few words on a sheet of paper and 

make it worth $5,000,000—that’s capital. 

The United States can take an ounce and a 

quarter of gold and stamp upon it an ‘eagle 

bird” and make it worth $20--that’s money. 

A mechanic can take material worth $5 and 

make it into watch springs worth $1,000— 

that’s skill. A merchant can take an article 

worth 7b cents and sell it for $§1—that’s busi- 

ness, A lady can purchase a seventy-five 

cenp hat but she prefers one that cost $27— 

that’s foolishness. A ditch digger works ten 

hours a day and handles several tons of earth 
for $3 that’s labor. 

TTCHING 
PILES AND 

PIN WORMS. 

No 
More 
Misery. 

tion, fourd alike in the 
symploms are a severe 
ferer becomes warm in 

ment, 
up the moisture, 

Gives 
Instant 

Relief. 

magic. 

Sutton Mr. Sheppard, 

Barrie—H. E. Garden, 

it is impossible to procure sleep. 
during sleep scratches the parts until they are sore —ulcers and tumo 
form, excessive moisture is exuded. 

from this disease, cansing unbearable irritation and trouble, 

every other symptom of [tching Piles or irritation in any part of the 
body are immedinrely aillayed and quickly cured by Chase's Oint- 

It wil! instantly stop itching, heal the sores and ulcers, dry 

sensation characterizes both diseases, 
It will at once afford relief from this torment, 

Newmarket—J. T. Bogart, Mr. Kitto. 

Bellevilla—R. Templeton, druggist. 

Tottenham —James Scanlon, J. Reid. 

ITCHING PILES is an exceedingly painful and annoying afflic- 
rich and poor, male and female. The princip 
itching, which is worst at night when the suf« 
bed. =o terrible is the itching that frequently 

Often the sutferer unconsciously 

Females are peculiariv affecre 
I'hese and 

PIN WORMS is an ailment entirely different as to cause 
than Itching Piles, yet its effects and symptoms are exactly the same. 

The same intolerable itching; the same creeping, crawling. vo 
Chase's Ointment acts like 

REFERENCES. 

Hamilton—R. G. Decue, 
King City—Wm, Walker, 

| Churchill— David Grose 
Bradford—R. Davis, J. Reid. 

Mr. McDonald. 

The celebrated Dr, Chase's Ointment is made expressly for Itching Piles, but it is equally 

ood in curing all Itchy Skin Diseases, such as Eczema, Itch
, Barber's Iten, Salt Fheum, 

§ Price 60 Cents, 
xorm, etc.. ete. For sale by all druggists. 
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Mail address—EDMANSON, BATES & CO., Toronto, Ont., Sole Agents for Dominion of Canadas 
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UNION FOUNDRY COMP, 

mm 

Stoves, Furnaces, Plows, Cultivators, Horse Hoes, &c., &e. 

WOODSTOCK, NWN. B. 

Clapboards 
——AND 

Shingles. 

A Carload of 

CLAPBOARDS 
——AND— 

SHINGLES 
Just Arrived. 

Woodstock 

Woodworking 

Factory, 

R. XK. JONES. 
Woodstock, N. B., October 17, 1891, 

! ~ Tm 

New Meat Shop. 
Choice Domestic Lamb and Beef, 

Swift Bros." Bacon and Hams, 

Pigs Feet, Lambs Tongues, Tripe. 

Fresh Fish Every Week. 

FINEN HADDIES. 

Everything usually kept in a first-class market. 

Charles C. Lee. 

J. 0. MILHORE, 

GENERAL 

DEALER, 

Main - Street, 

| WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

HARNESS 
Made& Repaired 

GREAT VARIETY OF 

HARNESS FITTINGS 

‘H. V. MOOERS. Main Street, 
Wi( )OI ISTO 'K. 

EEE A. 

PARACON BLEND TEA, 

UPPER WCODSTOCK. 

Best oN THE MARKET. 

Full line of Groceries 
Always on hand. 

LANTERNS! 
The Best Lantern on the Market. 

| 

| 
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