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A LAY OF MERRIE ENGLAND, 

(By George Griffith.) 

(Widows and children of British sold- 

fers are starving in England. The wives 

and children of Boers under arme are be- 

ing kept in comfort at the expense of the 

British income taxpayer. Some have 

pianos supplied to them so that they may 

the more plea-ansly while away the hours 

of what the ex president late of Kerk 

street, Pretoria, calls their servitude.) 

A Ber went out on a festive shoot— 
Shooting at Sons of England, oh! 

He'd a high old time and lots of loot— 
Paid for by Merrie England, oh! 

For his home was safe and his vrou was 
there 

Under dear Tommy's protecting care, 
With Mausers and bundreds of rounds to 

spare 
For snipping purposes—where, oh where, 

Is a fool like Merrie England, oh! 

A Boer girl struck a ringing chord— 
Piano found by England, oh! 

She raised ber voice and praised the Lord 
For -laughter:d sons of England, oh! 

She'd a father and brothers on commando, 
A sweetheart too, and a friend or so, 
Fight the English with Steyn & Co. 
80 she drummed out the Volkslied grim 

and slow, 
Laughing at Merrie England, oh! 

A woman sat in a fireless room — 
Winter in Merrie England, oh! 

Aud held in ber hand the list of Doom— 
Death roll of Merrie Eugland, oh! 

And his name was on it, one of the killed, 
(Gone to his rest with his duty fulfilled, 
Volunteered for his country’s sake, 
Died like a man in the grey daybreak, 
(3iveu all that the gods could take— 
Given for Merrie England, ob, 

Finished his life and a broken home— 
Broken for Merrie England, oh! 

Children, your daddy’ll never come 
Back from the war for England, ob! 

20 we must wait at the workhouse door; 
He died for his King and we're bitter 

poor, 

*Cause he left bis job to fight the Boer— 
Fighting for Merrie England, oh! 

Bitter shame and a black disgrace— 
Rulers of Merrie England, oh! 

War office “can’t consider the case,” 
80 God save Merrie England, oh! 

No money to spare for the women who 
gave 

All they had just to fill a grave, 
For widows and orphans of Eogland’s 

Brave; 
But hundreds of thousands to spend to 

save 
The foes of Merrie England, oh! 

THE GHOST. 
BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN, 

Peepic g through the leaves of the vine- 
covered bower, and watching eagerly the 

path through the woods, was a beautiful 
little maiden. An anxious look was in 
her deep blue eves, as pressing her hands 

over her heart, as if to stop its heavy 

beating, she said: 
*‘Oh, why does he not come? How long 

& time! If he had good news, I know he 

would come quicker. Oh, I have not a 
wite of hope!” 

The pretty lips quivered then, and she 

stepped back, and sank on the mossy seat. 
A moment after a sound, slight as the 

dropping of leaves, caught her ear. She 
sprang up, and for an instant a bright 
light shone in her eyes, but quickly died 
away, as the slow, heavy step came nearer 

bringing to sight a tall, noble looking 
young man, whose face, if less stern, 
would bave been very handsome, 

Without speaking, he clasped her ont- 

stretched hand and drew her within his 

ars, shaking his head sadly. 

“I felt it was so, or you would have 

come sooner,” the maiden said, resting 
ber head against his shoulder. 

“I had little, if any hope, Susie. | 
went this last time because you bade me 
to”? 

“What did father say, Frank?” 

“Ower and over the same old story of 
baving, since your babyhood, intended 

you to be the wife of his friend’s son, 
Ob, if I were wealthier, it would be all 

right, I know,” Frank said, his dark eyes 

flashing. 

“Don’t talk so, dear, please. 1do not | 

like you toimpute a wrong motive to my 

father, 

woment to any words of love fr 

Forrester, or any other man but you, 
Frank. So you may be sure, if papa will 

not let me marry you, I will never marry | 

et all,” Susie said, her eyes full of tears, | 

looking up to his, 

“Susie, 1 have made three appeals to | 
your father during the year past; each | 
tine finding biwm, if possible, more deter- | 

mined to oppose our happiness. 1 will | 
never humiliate myself again, and he will | 

never yield. Now what will you do?” | 
“Wait, hope and pray. I can do notn- | 

ing more,” Susie answered, in a tearful 

voice, 

“Yes, Susie, darling, you can, and se- 

care our immediate happiness. You can 

come with me, be my own true wife, 

love,” 

“No—no—mno, cannot. 1 should not 

secure our happiness. [should be miser- 
able, and make you so.” 

“Then 1 have nothing more to hope for, 
He will not give you to me, and you will | 
not come. 

I will never, never listen for one | 
| 
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Oh, Susie, how can you send | 

we offl You know you are all the world | 
to me! IfI lose you, I lose everything. | 
1 am alone in the world, There are many | 
loved ones to comfort'your father, until’ 

you back to his heart. 
leave you forever?” 
The beautiful dark eyes were looking 

into his, filled with so much love. How 

could she resist? 
“No—no, I shall die, if yon leave me 

—mnever to come again! Ob, what am 1 
to do? I love you better than my own 
life, Frank, indeed I do! Bat, father— 
oh, how can I desert him? He loves me 

more than the other children. I am the 

oldest, his first child, and so like what 
mother was, That is why he loves meso. 

And now she has gone, 1 should sway —"' 
“And break your heart and mine, too, 

Susie?” 
“If I thought, Frank, you would not 

mind it very long—"" 
“You would give me up! And, in 

ing, and end by marrying the mau he 
wants you to,”’ Frank said, withdrawing 
his arm and turning away with a great 

sigh. y 
“Oh, Frank, how can you talk to me 

sof” 

“Well, Susie, it is useless prolonging 
our sorrow, I had better say good-by, 

and go forever,” 

“No, no, Frank, dear love, 
am I to do?” 
“Be happy, my own, and make me so. 

Be my wife before 1 return to W : 

Oh! what 

Go with me. Susie, your mother loved 
me. I know, if here, she would plead for 
me.” 

“Yes, she loved you, and perhaps in her 
blessed home she will pity me, and win 

for me forgiveness, alike from heavenly 

as earthly father, if longer my heart can- 

not resist my love,” Susie sobbed, drop- 

ping her golden head on her lover's 
bosom and promisizg all he withed. 
“The lait night at home,” she said. 

turn no more, the loving, dutiful child. 

Should he ever consent to have me come 

back, 1 can never be again what I once 
was to his heart. I shall have broken the 

trust he held in me,” Susie moaned. 

Tenderly the brother and sister were 
ministered to, her hand resting on each 

jitile head, as their lisping voices followed 
hers in the evening prayer. Willie and 
Emma arose, their demure faces lifted to 

receive the good-night kiss. But Rosie, 
the two-and-a-half-year baby, the dying 

mother’s sacred charge, wound her tiny 
arms about the elder sister, and with 

baby-like perversity hung on, lisping: 
“Now Susu pay, too. Pease, Susu, 

Do!” 

The baby plead; and Susie, raising her 

eyes to Rosie’s, felt mother, not far away, 
but near, very near, and pleading through 
her child. 

Tne sunny head was dropped again, 

and Susie prayed—even as Rosie had beg- 
ged her, Prayed for guidance to the bet. 
ter way. 

Three pair of little pattering feet were 
resting. Three rosy faces pressed the 
downy pillow, and Susie’s evening task 
was done. 

Gently she stole away. 

“I will go to father myself, to-night, I 

will plead with him until he must yield,” 
Susie said, as cautiously closing the door 

of the.nursery she entered her own room, 
The evening was oppressive, and Susie's 

black dress became very uncomfortable. 

Flitting about, guided by the moonbeams 
she sought for something of lighter tex- 
ture. The mourning robe was laid aside, 

and a dress, white and fleecy, wrapped her 
slender form. The clustering ringlets 

were smoothed back, and rolled in a 

heavy coil bigh on the back of her head. 
“Now I will go down. Father will be 

alone at this hour, and—"" She paused, 

raised her sweet eyes upward, and clasp- 

ing her hands she murmured, “Mother in 

heaven, plead for me.” 

Noiselessly she opened the door and 
glanced into the room. Her father sat 

with his back toward her, leaning on a 

table over which were scattered books and 

papers In his hand he held the picture 
of her mother. She drew back a httle, 

still, however, standing within the door. 

She dared not interrupt the sacred privacy 
of the bour. The rustle of her garments, 

light as it was, must have caught his ear, 
for his bowed head was raised. 

“Mary! my wite! my own!” he cried, 

starting forward, with extended arms, 

“Thank God for granting me one glimpse 
of you again!” 

Susie, awed and trembling, raised her 

eyes to see clothed as in life, the same 
sweet, gentle face, the rivpling hair, 

caught back from the smooth, clear brow. 

“Mother!” she breathed forth, 

The room was lighted only by the moon- 

beams; but the vision was plainly seen. 
Another eager glance, and Susie stole 
away to her own room, and sank almost 

fainting into her mother’s chair. A little 
while, and grown calner, she opened her 
eyes, to see again, directly in front of her, 

the same vision. 

She started forward, stretching out her 
arms, and calling softly, “Mother.” 

Nearer—nearer the drew, until, face to 
face, she stood beside the large mirror in 
front of which she had seated herself, 
Unwittingly in one of her mother’s 

| dresses she had robed herself, and gathered 

ber curls in the manner her mother was 

accustomed to, 

“How very, very like her I am! Yes, 

now I know; father saw me in the mir. 

ror opposite which I stood. Well, I will 
not break his sweet delusion. I meant it 
not, Heaven knows, Oh, if mother could | 

time, get into your father’s way of think- | 

“On the morrow 1 must go forth, to re- | 

from foreign words ‘meaning bad cook, 

has come rather to signify bad stomach; for 

the most common cause of the disease is a 

predisposing want of vigor and tone in 

that organ. 

No disease makes life more miserable. 

Its sufferers certainly do not live to eat; 

they sometimes wonder if they should 

eat to live. 
W. A. Nugent, Bellville, Ont., was greatly 

troubled with it for years; and Peter R. 

Gaare, Eau Claire, Wis, who was 80 

afflicted with it that he was nervous, slecp- 

less, and actually sick most of the time, 
obtained no relief from medicines profes- 

sionally prescribed. 
They were completely cured, as others 

have been, by 

Hood's Sarsaparilla 
according to their own statement vol- 

urntarily made. This great medicine 

strengthens the stomach and the whole 

digestive system. Be sure to get Hood's. 

m— ———— 

only come to him—in dreams, perhaps— 

to plead for me! I cannot desert him, I 

cannot; I dare not! But Fiank—oh, how 

can I give him up! I will give up neither 

but clinging to both loved ones, will trust 

to Heaven for a happy decision.” 

With this determination she sank to 

sleep, sweet and undisturbed, 

Ea:ly next morning, as usual, she was 

in the breakfast-room, ministering to the 

little ones clustering around her. The 

father’s frown had lost its accustomed 

sternnesss, as he stood regarding his eldest 
child. A gentle, sympathetic light was in 

his eyes as they rested on the sweet face 

grown older, much, in those days of anx 
ious care. How matronly she looked! 

So patiently listening to, and answering 

every wisn of the hittle ones. 

At last they were all satisfied; and Susie 

seeing, as she thought, her father deeply 

interested in the morning paper, stole 

away to the trysting-place. 

“I cannot leave him, Frank. [Indeed I 

never can without bis blessing resting on 
me. No, no!’ she cried, as she saw the 

disappointed and stern expression of her 
lover's face, “I have tried, in vain, to 
make my mind up to it. How can I give 

up either? loving you both so well.” 
“You have trifled with me, Susie; you 

have broken your promise, too. You 
will, mos: likely, never see me after this 
morning, if [ go from you. Are you de- 

termined?” 

“Yes, dear, dear Frank, I am deter- 

mined not to go unless father blesses and 

bids me go. 1 will trust my happiness to 
him, and Gnd, who ruleth all things,” 

Susie answered, looking very sorrowful, 

notwithstanding her faith, 

“Then, good by.” 
She raised her face, pale and pleading, 

to his: 

“Kiss me goed-by, Frank, and say, ‘God 

bless me,’ please,” she whispered. 
He did as she pleaded, but there was an 

injured air in his manner. As he parted 

from her, she sprang after him, crying: 

“Forgive me, Frank, if I have wounded 
you. Know that to me it is worse. One 
little parting look of love, darling!” 
“Oh, Susie, how can you?’ He pressed 

her again to his heart, Jooked lovingly 
enough; but his eyes, as plain as words 
could, repeated Tennyson’s lines: 

“Trust me all in all, 
Or not at all.” 

And, determined to make one more ap- 

peal, he said: 
“Susie, darling! love! trust me for hap- 

pinesss, You will never repent it, 
Come!” 
“No, no. Go!” 

He turned off quickly, angrily then; 

and Susie sank, sobbing, on the grass, 

“My daughter!” 

She raised her eyes, heavy with tears, 

Beside her, with a sad but kind and gentle 
face, her father stood. With him, a puz- 
zled, doubtful expression on his features, 
her lover, 

“Oh, Frank, I am so—so glad to see you 
again!’ she cried, with as much joy beam- 

ing in her eyes as though their parting 
had been for years, 

“Yes; as it is so very long since you saw 
him last!” her father said, with a pleasant 
smile, 

“I feared it woeld be for years, perhaps 
forever,” Susie said, in a low voice, anx- 

iously regarding her father, and longing |! 

to beg an immediate explanation of her 
lover's return, 

“My daughter, what did you intend to 
do after sending off this young man? Be 
a dutiful child, and wed 8s 1 wish you?” 

“Never, never, father! I intend to be 

dutiful only so far as not wedding against 
your wishes, that is all—to leave the fu- 
ture to God, only praying constantly that 
some blessed i.flnence may be sent to 
change your mind and heart,” Susie an- 
swered, raising her eyes to his, filled with 
earnest determination, 

“Your prayers must have commenced 
already, my child. Some influence hath 
surely been sent—some blessed influence, 
I truly believe. Yes, my child, you will 
wed to please your father. Here, Frank, 
take her. I ought to scold you for try. 
ing to coax her from me. I heard it all 
this morning. But I forgive you for her 
sake, aud bless you, too, boy, for the sake 

of the one iv heaven who loved you. 
There, there, daughter, don’t choke me 

with your kisses, Take her off, Frank, 
aud make her happy. She isa good child, 
and will make a true and loving wife, 
God bless you both, my children!” 
And so ended Susie’s intended elope- 

ment, 

| 
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NEGRO BUFFERS FOR ASASULT AND 
MURDER. A TERRIBLE CRIME, 

Barrow, Fla., May 29.—Fred Rochelle 
a negro, 35 years of age, who at noon yes 
terday, criminally assaulted and then 
murdered Mrs. Reua Taguart, a well 
known and respectable white woman of 

this city, was burned at the stake he eo 
early this evening in the presénce of a 
throng of people. The burning was on 
the scene of the negroe’s crime, within 
100 yards of the principal thoroughfare of 
this city. : 
The assault and murder was one of the 

most bold and cold blooded crimes ever 
committed in Florida. At 10 o’clock 
yesterday morning, Mrs. Taggart went 
fishing alone in a small rowboat, A few 
minutes before noon, desiring to return 
home, she rowed her boat to the bridge, 
in full sight of the public thoroughfare, 
and made it fast. Leaving the boat she 
bad proceeded only a few steps in the 
swamp toward the prairie when she was 
approached by Rochelle, who had been 
hiding in the swamp. He seized her, but 
she broke loose, and screaming, ran into 
the prairie, where he overtook her. 

After the assault he held her with his 
hands and knees, and taking his knife 
from his pocket, cut her throat from ear 
to ear, causing her instant death. He 

then walked to a negro who had been fish- 
ing on the bridge and who was thorough- 
ly frightened, and asked him what he 
should do with the body. He was told 
to leave it where it was, but he took the 

bleeding form in his arms and carried it 

back to the swamp, threw it down and 

escaped into the interior of the swamp. 
In less thau an hour, practically the en- 

tire city was in arms and a well armed 
prsse was movipg in every direction in 
s arch of the criminal, Bloodhounds 

were secured and all night a fruitless search 

was continued. This morning vo trace of 
the negro bad been secured and the peo. 
ple were becoming more determined to 

apprehend hiw, 
About noon a courier arrived announve 

ing that the negro had been captured by 

two other negroes three miles south of the 

city. Posses were immediately on the 
trail, but the captors evaded detection and 
succeeded in getting their prisoner into 

the city where they turned him over to 
the sherift ot Polk <ounty. 

In spite of the sheriff and a strong guard 
of «xtra deputies, the ob secured the 
prisoner and took up the march. Rochelle 
was halt drazged half carried to the 
bridge. Scream afier scream broke from 

the negro’s quivering lips, followed by 
groans and prayers for mercy. At the 

bridge the mob turned toward the scene 
of the negro’s crime. By common con- 
sent burning was to be the penalty. There 
were no ropes, no plans for any other 

death, 

A barrel was placed by the stake on the 
very spot where Mrs. Taggart was murder- 
ed. On this the negro was placed and 
chained to the stake. Rochelle pleaded 
for mercy, but silence was the only re- 
sponsu, There were no jeers, no curses, 

vo disorder, Before the chains aronnd 
his body had been made fast, cans of kere- 

gene oil from many sources were passed to 

the front. One of the leaders slowly but 
deliberately poured the oil over the 
prisoner until clothes and barrel were 
well saturated. Then the match was ap- 
plied. 

The blaze quickly leaped skyward. The 
burning body could be seen only as a dark 
object in the circle of roaring flame, Then 
the fire slackened and the writhing body 
came back in full view, but already the 

groans had ceased and the only evidence 
of life seen was in the contortions of the 
muscles of the limbs, 

In a balf hour from the minute of the 
application of the match, only the charred 
bones were left as areminder of the negro’s 
crime and his fate, The ciowd dispersed 
and at 8.30 to-night the city is quiet. 
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Cramps Are Like Burg- 
lars. 

they come unexpected, and when they are 
least welcome, Be armed with a minute 
cure for cramus and keep Polson's Nervi - 
line handy; it acts instautan : usly. Ner- 
viline’s anodyne power is unique, for its 
composition expresses the highest medical 
progress of the age, Polson’ Nerviiine 

is a true comfort in the family for in all 

dangerments of the stomach and bowels it 

is an abselute specific. Nerviline has five 
times greater medicinal value than auy 

other remedy and is sold in large 25 cent 
bottles. Try it. 
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“EVENING CLOTHES” IN BOSTON. 

Higgins—I notice you never wear ev- 
ening dress. 

Wiggins—No. I never got over my 
first experience in a swallowtail. For an 

hour I admired myself in the looking 
glass. Then a fellow hollered at me, 

wanting to know why in thunder I didi’$ 
hurry up that beer. He took me fora 
waiter, you know. Well, I was dressed 
just like the waiters, That’s the last and 
only time I ever wore evening dress, — 

Boston Transcript. 
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Nothing can be good for everything. 
Doing one thing weil brings success. 
Doan’s Pills do one things well, 
They are for sick kidueys. 
They cure backache and all kidney ills, 
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DIRECT {IMPORTERS OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN GOODS, 
—~AND— 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS 

heli 

FLOUR, CORNMEAL, OATMEAL, COFFEE. 

TEA, SUGAR, TOBACCO, 
COARSE SALT, in bulk and bags, DAIRY SALT, 

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese, 

PORK AND BEEF, 
HAMS, OATS, BRAN AND SHORTS. 

0H 

HARDWARE, CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARF 

BOOTS AND SHOES 
0 
Vv 

DRY GOODS. 
Ready-Made Clothing, Scotch Horse Collars, 

IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE, 

NAILS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION LIME. 

[=
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@ngish House Coal. 

Blacksmiths Coal 

SHINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING, 

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOOD, LATHS, etc. 
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