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Past and Present. 

IT remember, T remember, 

The house where I was born, 

The little window where the sun 

Came peeping in at morn ; 

He never came a wink to soon 

Nor brought too long a day ; 

But now, I often wish the night 
Had borne my breath away. 

I remember, I remember 

The roses, red and white, 

The violets, and the lily-cups— 

Those flowers made of light ! 
The lilacs where the robin built, 

And where my brother set 
The laburnum on his birthday,— 
The tree is living yet ! 

I remember, I remember 

Where I was used to swing, 
And thought the air must rush as fresh 
To swallows on the wing; 
My spirit flew in feathers then 
That is so heavy now, 
And summer pools could hardly cool 
The fever on my brow. 

I remember, I remember 

The fir trees dark and high, 
I used to think their slender tops 
Were close against the sky: 
It was a childish ignorance, 

But now ’tis little joy 

To know I'm farther off from Heaven 

Than when I was a boy. 
—T'. Hood. 

A CANINE ISHMAEL. 
(From the Notes of a Diner-Out.) 

“Tell me,” she said suddenly, with a 
pretty imperiousness that seemed to belong to 

her, ‘‘are you fond of dogs?’ How we ar- 
rived at the subject I forgot now, but I 
know she has just been describing how a 

collie at a dog-show she had visited lately 
had suddenly thrown his forepaws round her 

neck in a burst of affection—a proceeding 
which, in my own mind (although I prudently 
kept this to myself), I considered less 
astonishing than she appeared to. 

For I had had the privilege of asking her 
in to dinner, and the meal had not reached a 

very advanced stage before I had come to 
the conclusion that she was the most charm- 
ing, if not the loveliest person I had ever 
met. 

It was fortunate for me that | was honestly 

able to answe her questions in a satisfactory 
manner, for, had it been otherwise, I doubt 

whether she would have desigred to bestow 

much more of her conversation upon me. 

“Then I wonder,” she said next, medi- 

tatively, ‘‘if you would care tohear about a 

dog that belonged to—to some one I know 
very well 7 Or would it bore you 

I am very certain that if sl had volun- 
teered to relate the adventures d Telemachus, 

or the history of the Thirty Years’ War, I 

should have accepted the prgosal with a 
quite genuine gratitude. As it yas, I made 
it sufficiently plain that I shoull care very 

much indeed to hear about that og. 
[=] 

She paused for a moment to rdect an un- 
fortunate entree (which I confds to doing 
my best to console), and then she began her 
story. I shall try to set it dowh as nearly 
as possible in her own words, blthough I 
cannot hope to convey the pecllar charm 
and interest that she gave it for It was 
not, 1 need hardly say, told all athnce, but 
was subject to the inevitable intgruptions 
which rendered a dinuner-table infmacy so 
piquantly precarious. 

“This dog,” she began quietly without 
any air of beginning a story, ‘“‘thisfog was 
called Pepper. He was not much tdfook at 
—rather a rough, mongrelly kind of §nimal ; 
and he and a young man had kept hdise to- 
gether for a long time, for the you 
was a bachelor and lived mn chamPr 
himself. He always used to my | 
didn’t like to get engaged to any one, 

fully. However, he met somabody 
who made him forget about Pepper, a 
peoposed and was accepted—and then§ you 
know,” she added, as a little dimple cae in 
her cheek, ‘he had to go home and Weak 
the news to the dog.” 

advantag& of a pause she oil, the mag on 
her other side (who was, I daresay, strigly 
within his rights, although I remembs 
the time cousidering him a pushing bedst) 
struck dn with some remark which she turd 
to answer, leaving me leisure to reflect. 

I was feeling vaguely uncomfortable abot 
this story; something, it would be hard 
say what, in her way of mentioning Pepper 

/ owner made me suspect that he was mor 
than a mere acquaintance of hers. 
Was it she, then, who was responsible fo 

! It was no business of mine, of course : 
I had never met with her in my life till that 
evening—but I began to be impatient to hear 
the rest. 
And at last she turned to me again: I 

hope you haven't forgotten that I was in the 
middle of a story. You haven't? And you 
would really like me to go on? Well, then— 
oh yes, when Pepper was told, he was 
naturally a little annoyed at first. I daresay 
he considered he ought to have been con- 
sulted previously. Bat, as soon as he had 
seen the lady, he withdrew all opposition— 
which his waster declared was a tremendous 
load off his mind, for Pepper was rather a 
difficult dog, and slow as a rule to take 

stand that it had no business there. 
think of it, a baby must strike a dog as a 
very inferior little animal : 
(well, yes, it can howl), but it’s no good 
whatever with rats, and yet everybody makes | and out of sight and she Lad 10 come back. 

strangers into his affections, a little snappy 

and surly, and very easily hurt or offended. 

Don’t you know dogs who are sensitive like 
that ? I do, and I'm always so sorry for them 

they feel little things so much, and one 
never can find out what's the matter, and 

have it out with them ! Sometimes it’s shy- 
ness ; once 1 had a dog who was quite pain- 
fully shy—self-consciousness it was really, 1 
suppose, for he always fancied everybody 

was looking at him, and often when 
people were calling he would come ‘and 
hide his face in the folds of my dress till 
they had gone—it was too ridiculous! But 
about Pepper. He was devoted to his new 

mistress from the very first. I am not sure 
that she was quite so struck with him, for 

he was not at all a lady’s dog, and his man- 
ners had been very much neglected. Still, 
she came quite to like him in time; and 

when they were married, Pepper went with 
them for the honeymoon.” 

“When they were married!” 1 glanced at 
the card which lay half-hidden by her plate. 

Surely Miss So-and-so was written on it 7— 
yes, it was certainly “Miss.” It was odd 

that such a circumstance should have in- 
creased my enjoyment of the story, perhaps 

—but it undoubtedly did. 

‘‘After the honeymoon,” my neighbor con- 

tinued, ‘‘they came to live in the new house, 

which was quite a tiny one, and Pepper was 

a very important person in it indeed. He 
had his mistress all to himself for the greater 
part of the most days, as his master had to 

be away in town ; so she used to talk to him 
intimately, and tell him more than she 
would have thought of confiding to most 

people. Sometimes when she thought there 
was no fear of callers coming, she would make 

him play, and this was quite a new sensation 
for Pepper, who was a serious-minded animal, 
and took very solemn views of life. At first 

he hadn’t the faintest idea what was expected 
of him ; it must have been rather like trying 

to romp with a parish beadle, he was so in- 
tensely respectable ! But as soon as he once 
grasped the notion and understood that no 

liberty was intended, he lent himself to it 

readily enough and learnt to gambol quite 

creditably. Then he was made much of in 
all sorts of way; she washed him twice a 

week with her very own hands—which his 

master would never have dreamt of doing— 
and she was always tying new ribbons on his 

complexion. That rather bored him av first, 
but it ended by making him a little con- 
ceited about his appearance. Altogether he 
was dearly fond of her, and I don’t beliéve 
he had ever been happier in all his life than 

he was in those days. Only, unfortunately, 

it was all too good to last.” 

”» 

Here I had to pass olives or something to 
somebody, and the other man, seeing his 

chance, and, to do him justice, with no idea 
that he was interrupting a story, struck in 
once more, so that the history of Pepper had 
to remain in abeyance for several minutes. 

My uneasiness returned. Could there be 
a mistake about that name-card after all? 

Cards do get re-arranged sometimes, and she 
seemed to know that young couple so very 

intimately. I tried to remember whether I had 

been introduced to her as a Miss or Mrs. So- 
and-so, but without success. There is some 

fatality which generally distracts one’s atten- 

tion at the critical moment of introduction, 

and in this case it was perhaps easily ac- 
counted for. My turn came again, and she 
took up her tale once more.  *‘I think when 
I left off I was saying that Pepper's happi- 
ness was too good to last. And so it was. 
For his mistress was ill, and, although he 

snuffed and scratched and whined at the door 
of her room for ever so long, they wouldn't 
let him in. But he managed to slip in one 
day somehow, and jumped up on her lap and 
licked her hands and face, and almost went 

out of his mind with joy at seeing her again. 
Only (I told you he was a sensitive dog) it 
gradually struck him that she was not quite 
so pleased to see hin as usual 
he found out the renson. There was another 
animal there, a new pet, which seemed to 
take up a good deal of her attention. Of 
course you guess what that was—but Pep- 
per had never scen a baby before, and he 
took it ash personal slight and was dreadfully 
offended. He simply walked straight out of 
the room and dowu stairs to the kitchen, 
where he stayed for days. 

“I don’t think he enjoyed his sulk much, 
poor doggie ; perhaps he had an idea that 
when they saw how much he took it to heart 
they would send the baby away. But as 
the time went on and this didn’t seem to 
oceur to them, he decided to come out of the 
sulks and look over the matter, and he came } 

and presently 

i\| back quite prepared to resume the old foot- 
ing. Only everything was different. No 

Jone seemed to notice that he was in the 
room now, aad his mistress never invited 
him to have a game ; she even forgot to have 
him washed —and one of his peculiarities was 
that he had no objection to soap and warm 
water. The worst of it was, too, that before 
very long the baby followed him into the 
sitting-room, and, do what he could, he 
couldn't ‘nake the stupid little thing under- 

If you 

it can’t bark 

\ 

a tremendous fuss about it! The baby got 

all poor Pepper's bows now; and his mis- 
tress played games with it, though Pepper 
felt he could have done it ever so much 
better, but he was never allowed to join in. 
So he used to lie on a rug and pretend he 
didn’t mind, though, really, I'm certain he 

felt it horribly. I always believe, you know, 

that people never give dogs half eredit 
enough for feeling things, don’t you? 

“Well, at last come the worst indignity of 
all : Pepper was driven from his rug—his 
own particular rug—to make room for the 

baby ; and when he had got away into a 
corner to cry quietly, all by himself, that 

wretched baby came and crawled after him 
and pulled his tail ! 

‘““He always had been particular about his 

tail, and never allowed anybody to touch it 
but very intimate friends, and even then 
under protest, so yon can imagine how in- 
sulted he felt. 

“It was too much for him, and he lost the 
last scrap of temper he had. They said he 
bit the baby, and I'm afraid he did—though 
not enough really to hurt it : still, it howled 
fearfully, of course, and from that moment 

it was all over with poor Pepper—he was a 
ruined dog ! . 

“When his master came home that evening 
he was told the whole story. Pepper’s mis- 

tress said she would be very sorry to part 

with him, but, after his misbehavior, she 

should never know a moment’s peace until 

he was out of the house—it really wasn’t safe 
for baby ! 

‘‘And his master was sorry naturally ; but 
I suppose he was beginning rather to like 

the baby himself, and so the end of it was 
that Pepper had to go. They did all they 

could for him; found him a comforcable 

home, with a friend who was looking out for 

a good housedog, and wasn’t particular about 

breed, and, after that, they heard nothing of 

him for a long while. And when they did 
hear, it was rather a bad report : the friend 

could do nothing with Pepper at all ; he haa 
to tie him up in the stable, and then he 
snapped at everyone who came near, and 

howled all night-—they were really almost 
afraid of him. 

“So when Pepper's mistress heard that, 

she felt more thankful than ever that the dog 

had been sent away, and tried to think no 

more about him. She had quite forgotten 

all about it, when, one day, a new nurse- 

maid, who had taken the baby out for an air- 
ing, came back with a terrible account of a 

savage dog which had attacked them, and 
leaped up at the perambulator so persistently 

that jit was as much as she could do to drive 

it away. And even then Pepper's mistress 

did not associate the dog with him ; she 

thought he liad been destroyed long ago. 
‘But next time the nurse went out with 

the baby she took a thick stick with her, 
case the dog should came again. And no 
sooner had she lifted the perambulator over 
the step, than the dog did come again, ex- 
actly as if he had been lying in wait for them 
ever since outside the gate. 

“The nurse was a strong country girl, with 
plenty of pluck, and as the dog came leaping 

in 

she hit him as hard as she could on the 

head. Thc wonder is she did not kill him 
on the spot, and, as it was, the blow turned 

him perfectly giddy and silly for a time, and 
he ran round and round in a dazed sort of a 
way—do you think you could lower that 

candle-shade just a little? Thanks!” she 

broke off suddenly, as T obeyed. ‘Well, she 
was going to strike again, when her mistress 
rushed out, just in time to stop her. For, 

you see, she had been watching at the window 
and although the poor beast was miserably 

thin, and rough, and neglected-looking, she 

knew at once that it must be Pepper, and 
that he 

ous, but only trying his best to make his 

peace with the baby. Very likely his dignity 
or his conscience or something wouldn't let 

him come back quite at once, you know ; aad 
perhaps he thought he had better get the 
baby on his side first. And then all at once, 
his mistress suddenly remembered how de- 

voted Pepper had been to her, and how found 

she had once been to him, and when she saw 

was not in the least mad or danger- 

heart softened to him, and she went to make 

it up with him that he was forgiven and 

should come back and be her dog again, just 
as in the old days !—" 

Here she broke off a moment. I did not 

venture to look at her, but I thought 

voice trembled a little when she spoke again. 

“I don‘t quite know why I tell you all this. 
There was a time when I never could 

the end of it myself,” she said, ‘‘but I 

begun, and I will finish now. Well, Pepper's 
mistress went towards him, and ecalied him; 

but—whether he was still too dizzy to quite 
understand who she was, or whether his 

pride came uppermost again, poor dear! 1 
don’t know—but he gave her just 

(she says she will never forgec it— never, it! 
went straight to her heart), and thea he 

walked very slowly and deliberately away 

“She couldn't bear it; she followed: she 

felt she simply must make him understand 
how very, very sorry she was for him, but 
the moment he heard her he began to run 
faster and faster until |v was out of reach 

her 

bear 

have 

one look 

\" 

after asilence. Never again!” 

and barking about in a very alarming way,” 

him standing, stupid and shivering, there, her 

anguire how Mrs. X is this morning. 

as directed, 

this morning, and they 

I knew she was crying bitterly by that time.” 
‘And he never came back again?’ I asked 

she said softly ; 

“that was the very last they saw or heard of 
him. And-—and I'ye always loved every dog 

since for Pepper’s sake!” 
I'm almost glad he did decline to 

back,” I declared ; ‘‘it served his mistress 

right—she didn’t deserve anything else!” 
“Ah, I didn’t want you to say that !” she 

protested ; ‘‘she never meant to be so un- 

kind—it was all for the baby’s sake !” 
I was distinctly astonished, for all her 

sympathy in telling the story had seemed to 

lie in the other direction. 
“You don’t mean to say,” I cried involun- 

tarily, ‘that you can find any excuses for her ? 
I did not expect you would take the baby's 
part !” 

“But I did,” she confessed, with lowered 

eyes—"‘‘ I did take the baby’s part—it was 

all my doing that Pepper was sent away—I 
have been sorry enough for it since !” 

It was her own story she had been telling 

second-hand after all—and she was not Miss 
Soand so! I had entirely forgotton the ex- 
istence of any other members of the party 
but our two selves, but at the moment of 

this discovery—which was doubly painful —I 
was recalled by a general rustle to the fact 

that we were at a dinner-party, and that our 
hostess had just given the signal. 

As I rose and drew back my chair to allow 
my neighbour to pass,she raised her eyes for 
a moment and said almost meekly: 

“Twas the baby, you see !”"—F. Anstey, in 
The Talking Horse. 
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The Great Derby. 

In 1780 Count Derby established a great 
racing contest at Epsom which he determined 
should be run annually and wheih has, with- 
cut interruption, been kept up ever since. 
The first Derby was won by the horse 
Diomede, belonging to Sir Charles Bunbury, 
and it is a noticable fact that the founder of 
the course won nothing until the eighth race. 
George Bentinck once declared in Parliament 
that the Derby was a national fete, and his 

assertion is backed up by the 100,000 people 
who journey to Epsom Downs on Derby day 
and by the fortunes that are made at the 
trackside upon the recurrence ot this annual 
event. Last year one man left the grounds 
a $120,000 winner, a second won 

two were ahead $50,000 and eight were $45, - 
000 better off than when they began the day's 
sports. 

Nor are the bookmakers and betters the 
only participants who make large returns from 

their ventures. The jockeys are equally 
well paid, and their income is generally a 

satisfactory one. The ordinary income 
of an every day Derby jocky is 

per year, a half dozen of the better known 

jockeys make $25,000 to £45,000, while over 

a dozen can count on $10,000. Fred Archer, 

whose name is better known than that of any 

other rider in Europe, never earned less than 
$60,000 to $80,000 per year. 

time of Archer’s advent on the turf in 1870, 
riding Athol Daisy, to the day of his smcide 
in November, 1886, 

Between the 

he rode as winner 10 

1,427 races. 

When the crowded special trains that leave 
Victoria and London Bridge stations for 

Epsom every five minutes on Derby day have 
unloaded their great crowds at the race course; 

down on all 
manner of conveyances from drags to donkey 
carts have mingled with their copatriots, it is 
a motley 

when the throngs that come 

gathering indeed, and one to be 

found nowhere else on earth. 

There is a touch of royalty in the presence 
of the Prince of Wales, a glimpse of nobility 

heterogeneous mass of sightseers classed as 

the great British public, consisting of grandly 

dressed women, cockneys with a single eye- 

clean white 
detectives, pert type- 

writers out for the day, scolding females, prize 

maidens with 

pickpockets, 
glass, delicious 
gowns, 

fichters, cabmen, clerks reporters and an 

occasional editor, all enjoying themselves 
{| much more than do their lordly associates, 
because they have less dignity to sustain. 

[n a tent near by is a professional boxing 

match going on every fifteen minutes, admis- 

sion sixpeuce, there are three card monte men; 

and 

prize given for every successful blow with a 

wooden figures holding clay pipes, a 

well thrown club that destroys the pipe; rub- 

ber balls filled 

frolicsome maids into the faces of the passing 
with water, squeezed by 

crowd the inevitacle cavaleabe of workingn.en 

with their monotonous song, for 

the ladies of 

dubious age and past displaying their 

having its 

burden lack of work and beer; 

talents 

in a Scotch dance; 

joying 

prominently into the sport; 

tellers 

young men and women en- 
infantile games, where kissing enters 

gypsy fortune 

and thieves, priests, clergymen, 

minstrels 

everything in the form of human nature or 

soldiers, hookmakers, nigger 

human sports that can be nhagined. 
—- 

A neighbor being dangerously ill, a lady one 

. | morning sent her mew maid over to inquire con- 

she said, “and 

And if she 

as the girl started, ‘ask 
The messenger went 

and soon returned with the air of one 
who had done her whole duty.  “*Mrs. 'X is better 

cannot tell when the 

cerning her condition. *‘Go over,” 

is dead,” she added, 
when the funeral is to be,” 

funeral will he! 

$70,000 

$5,000 | 

PROFESSIONAL CA RDS 

F. M. BROWN, M. D., 
Physician and Surgeon. 
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 Sum 

geons, Glasgow, 
Special certificate in Midwifery, 
Specialties: Diseases of the Ear, Nose, 

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, 

Throat 

DR. P. T. KEIRSTEAD, 
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE : 

TURNER HOUSE, 
CHAPEL ST., WOODSTOCK. 

SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO DISEASES OF 

Women ANp CHILDREN, 

T. F. SPRAGUE, M.D. 
Physician and Surgeon 

COR. MAIN AND ALBERT STREETS 
WOODSTOCK, IN. 1B. 

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

Diseases or WOMEN. 
DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 

Specialties— { 

4270ffice and Residence in the Turner House, 
Florenceville, N. B. 

DENTISTRY. 

E. S. KIRKPATRICK, 
( Two doors below Town Hall) 

WOODSTOCK. 
2727 ALL LATE IMPROVEMENTS. 

EXTRACTING. 
PAINLESS 

W. D. RANKIN, M. B. C. M., 

Physician and Surgeon, 
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE: 

Chapel Street, Woodstock, N. B. 

W. D. Camber, 
DENTIST. 

Painless : Extraction. 
Office: Vueon Street. 

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

COLTER & HAND, 

PHYSICIANS & SURGEONS, 
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE: 

(} hapel 1 Street, - - Woodstock, N. B. 

~ D. McLEOD VINCE, 

Barrister-at-Law, Notary Public, - 
Office: CONNELL'S adnan BLOCK, QUEEN, ST, 

WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

HARTLEY & CARVELL, 

Barristers, ‘Attorneys, 
Notaries Public, Etc. 

Accounts collected and Loans negotiated. 
Offices: Next Exchange Hotel, Queen Street. 

a dw and Lite —— 

. HARTLEY. + B. CARVELL. 

STEPS iB, APPLEBY, 

in the Duke of Westminster, a fair represen- | 
tation of Parliament, and following these the | 

. 

BARRISTER - AT - LAW, 
Solicitor, Notary Public, Etc, 

REFEREE - IN - EQUITY. 
Cor. MAIN AND KiNG STREET. 

HOTELS. 

Wilbur : House, 
MAIN STREET, 

ALL MODERN CONVENIENCES, 

LARGE SavmiLeE Rooms, 

J. HL. WiLL Bl R, Proprie tor, 

EXCHANGE : HOTEL, 
JAMES H. DUGAN, Proprietor, 

QUEEN STREET, WOODSTOCK, N. B. 
A FIRST.CLASS HOTEL. 

AB'SAMPLE RooMS FIRST FLOOR. 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

D. W. McCORMICK, - Proprietor, 

E. M. BOYER, J. P,, 
Collecting Justice, 

CONVEYANCING, - LIFE - AXD ACCIDENT 
ASSURANCH 

MONEY LOANED, 
Real Estate Agent, ‘Auctioneer and 

Issuer of Marriage Licences, 

Wx stock. \. B. (Queen Street, 


