
POETRY. 

STORY OF A POEM, 

The Chicago Herald says : Luther Laflin 

Mills, whom the New York Sun gracefully 

dubbed the “Cicero of Chicago,” deserves 

the title for other reasons than his gift of 

classic oratory. Cicero was a poet, and a 

lover of poets and poesy. So is Mr. Mills. 

While the lawyer was in New. York last, 
George Morgan, of the firm of Drexel & 

Morgan, bankers, presented the Chicagoan 

with a poem which has an interesting 

history. Years ago Mr. Morgan saw the 

verses in an obscure little country paper 
and clipped them. He carried them for 

five years in hig pocket, and on suitable 

occasions read them to his friends, who 

admired then. Finally, Mr. Morgan had so 

many requests for the verses that he had 
copies of them printed. Here is the poem 

as it appears in the copy presented to Mr. 

Mills. - The verses are certanily beautiful, 

and their being published at this late date 
should encourage all obscure but earnest 

singers. No real heart song is ever lost : 

A SERMON IN RHYME, 

If you have a friend worth loving, 

Love him. Yes, and let him know 

That you love him, ere life's evening 

Tinge his brow with sunset glow. 

Why should good words ne'er be said 

Of a friend — till he is dead ? 

If you hear a song that thrills you, 

Sung by any child of song, 

Praise it. Do not let the singer 

‘Wait deserved praises long. 

Why should one who thrills your heart 

Lack the joy you may impart? 

If you hear a prayer that moves you, 

By its humble, pleading tone, 

Join it. Do not let the seeker 

Bow before his God alone. 

Why should not your brother share 

The strength of “two o. three” in prayer? 

If you see the hot tears falling 

From a brother's weeping eyes, 

Share them. And by kindly sharing 

Own your kinship with the skies. 

Why should any one be glad 

When a brother's heart is sad ? 

If a silvery laugh goes rippling 

Through the sunshine on his face, 

Share it. Tis the wise man’s saying — 

For both grief and joy a place. 

There's health and goodness in the mirth 

In which an honest laugh has birth. 

If your work is made more easy 

By a friendly, helping hand, 

Say so. Speak out brave and truly, 

Ere the darkness veil the land. 

Should a brother workman dear 

Falter for a word of cheer. 

Scatter thus you seeds of kindness, 

All enriching as you go — 

Leave them, Trust the Harvest Giver, 

He will make each seed to grow, 

fo, until its happy end, 

Your life shall never lack a friend. 
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CONTINUED. 

It would seem that Marmaduke did not 
think his society of sufficient value to at- 

tempt inducing him to remain where he 
was ; for he addressed no further discourse 

to the man, but turned his attention to 

other subjects. After a short time Hiram 
ventured a question : 

“What news does the Judge bring us 
from the Legislature ? it’s not likely that 

Congress has done much this session; or 

maybe the French haven't fit any more 
battles lately ?” ; 
“The French, since they have beheaded 

their king, have done nothing but fight,” 
returned the Judge. “The character of 

the nation seems changed. I knew many 

French gentlemen, during our war, and 

they all appeared to me to be men of 

great humanity and goodness of heart; 
but these Jacobins are as blood-thirsty as 

bull-dogs.” : 
“There was one Roshambow wid us. 

down at Yorrektown,” cried the landlady; 

“a mighty pratty man he was, too; and 

their horse was the very same. It was 

there that the sargeant got the hurt in 

the leg, from the English batteries, bad 

luck to ’em.” 

“Ah! mon pauvre roi!” = 

Monsieur Le Quoi. 

“The Legislature have been passing 
laws,” continued Marmaduke, “that the 

country much required. Among others, 
there is an act prohibiting the drawing of 

seines, at any other than proper seasons, 

in certain of our streams and small lakes; 
and another, to prohibit the killing of 

deer in the teeming months. These are 
laws that were loudly called for, by judi- 

cious men ; nor do I despair of getting an 
act to make the unlawful felling of 

timber a criminal offence.” 

The hunter listened to this detail with 

breathless attention, and, when the Judge 
had ended, he laughed in open derision. 

“You may make your laws, Judge,” he 

cried, “but who will you find to watch the 
mountains through the long summer days, 

or the lakes at night? Game is game, and 

he who finds may kill; that has been the 

law in these mountains for forty years to 

my sartain knowledge; and I think one 

old law is worth two new ones. None but 
a green one would wish to kill a doe with 

a fa'n by its side, unless his moccasins 
were getting old, or his leggins ragged, 

for the flesh is lean and coarse. But a 
rifle rings among the rocks along the lake 

shore, sometimes, as if fifty pieces were 
fired at once — it would be hard to tell 

where the man stood who pulled the 

trigger.” 
“ Armed with the dignity of the law, 

Mr. Bumppo,” returned the Judge, gravely, 

“a vigilant magistrate can prevent much 
.of the evil that has hitherto prevailed, 

and which is already rendering the game 

scarce. I hope to live to see the day 

when a man’s rights in his game shall be 
as much respected as his title to his farm.” 

“Your titles and your farms are new to- 

gether,” cried Natty ; “but laws should be 
equal, and not more for one than another. 
[ shot a deer, last Wednesday was a fort- 

“night, and it floundered through the snow- 
banks till it got over a brush fence; I 

catch’d the lock of my rifle in the twigs 
in following, and was kept back, until 

finally the credture got ofi. Now I want 
to know who is to pay me for that deer; 
and a fine buck it was. If there hadn’t 

been a fence I should have gotten another 
shot into it; and I never draw’d upon 

anything that hadn’t wings three tinies 

running, in my born days, No, no, Judge, 
it’s the farmers that makes the game 

scarce, and not the hunter.” 

“Ter teer is not so plenty as in ter old 

war, Pumppo,” said the major, who had 

been an attentive listener, amid clouds of 
smoke ; “put ter lant is not mate as for ter 

teer to live on, but for Christians.” 
“Why, major, I believe you're a friend 

tp justice and the right, though you go so 

often to the grand house; but it’s a hard 
case to a man to have his honest calling 

for a livelihood stopped by laws, and that 
too, when, if right was done, he mought 

hunt or fish on any day in the weck, or 

on the best flat in the Patent, if he was 

so minded.” 

“I unterstant you, Letter-Stockint,” re- 
turned the major, fixing his black eyes, 

muttered 

with a look of peculiar meaning, on the 

hunter; “but you didn’t use to be so prut- 
ent as to look ahet mit so much care.” 
“Maybe there wasn’t so much occasion,” 

said the hunter, a little sulkily ; when he 

sunk into a silence from which he was 
not roused for some time. 

“The Judge was saying so’thin about 
the French,” Hiram observed when the 

pause in the conversation had continued 
a decent time. 

“Yes, sir,” returned Marmaduke, “the 

Jacobins of France seem rushing from one 

act of licentiousness to another. They 

continued those murders which are. dig- 

nified by the name of executions. You 

have heard that they have added the 
death of their Queen to the long list of 

their crimes.” 

“Les monstres!” again murmured 

Monsieur Le Quoi, turning himself sud- 
denly in his chair, with a convulsive start. 
“The province of La Vendee is laid 

waste by the troops of the republic, and 

hundreds of its inhabitants, who are roy- 
alists in their sentiments, are shot ata 

time. La Vendee is a district in the 
southwest of France, that continues yet 

much attached to the family of the Bour- 
bons; doubtless Monsieur Le Quoi is ac- 
quainted with it, and can describe it more 

faithfully.” 

“Non, non, non, mon cher ami,” return- 

ed the Frenchman in a suppressed voice, 
but speaking rapidly, and gesticulating 

with his right hand, as if for mercy, while 
with his left he concealed his eyes. 

“There have been many battles fought 
lately,” continued Marmaduke, “and the 
infuriated republicans are too often victori- 
ous. I cannot say, however, that I am 

sorry that they have captured Toulon from 
the English, for it is a place to which they 
have a just right.” 
“Ah—ha!” exclaimed Monsieur Ie 

Quoi, springing on his feet, and flourish- 
ing both arms with great animation ; “ces 
Anglais!” 7 

The Frenchman continued to move 
about the room with great alacrity for a 
few minutes repeating his exclamations 
to himself; when overcome by the contrary 
nature of his emotions, he suddenly. burst 

out of the house, and was seen wading 
through the snow toward his little shop, 

waving his arm on high, as if to pluck 

down honor from the moon. His depar- 

ture excited but little surprise, for the 
villagers were used to his manner; but 

Major Hartmann laughed outright, for the 
first during his visit, as he lifted the mug, 
and observed : 

“Ter Frenchmanis mat — put he is goot 
as for nothing to trink : he is trunk mit 
joy.” . 

“The French are good soldiers,” said 
Captain Hollister ; “they stood us in hand 

a good turn at Yorktown ; nor do I think, 

although I am an ignorant man about the 
great movements of the army, that hisex- 

cellency would have been able to march 
against Cornwallis, without their reenforce- 
ments.” 

“Ye spake the trut’, sargeant,” inter- 
rupted his wife, “and I would iver have 

ye be doing the same. It’s varry pratty 
men is the French ; and jist when I stopt 

the cart, the time when ye was pushing 

on in front it was, to kape the rig’lers in, 
a rigiment of the jontlemen” marched by, 

and so I dealt them out to their liking. 

Was it pay I got ? sure did I, and in good 
solid crowns; the divil a bit of ° conti- 

nental could they muster among them all, 
for love nor money. Och! the Lord for- 

give me for swearing and spaking of such 

vanities; but this I will say for the 
French, that they paid in good solid silver; 
and one glass would go a great way wid 

’em, for they gin’rally handed it back wid 
a drop in the cup; and that’s a brisk trade, 

Joodge, where the pay is good, and the 
men not over-partic’lar.” 

“ A thriving trade, Mrs. Hollister,” said 

Marmaduke. “But what has become of 

Richard ? he jumped up as soon as seated, 
and has been absent so long that I am 

really fearful he has frozen.” 

“No fear of that, cousin ’duke,” cried 
the gentleman himself; “business will 

sometimes keep a man warm the coldest 
night that ever snapt in the mountains. 

Betty, your husband told me, as we came 
out of church, that your hogs were getting 

mangy, and so I have been out to take a 
look at them, and found it true. I stepped 
across, doctor, and got your boy to weigh 

me out a pound of salts, and have been 
mixing it with their swill. T’ll bet a sad- 

dle of venison against a gray squirrel, that 

they are better in a week. And now, 

Mrs. Hollister, I'm ready for a hissing mug 

of flip.” 
“Sure I know’d yee’d be wanting that 

same,” said the lapdlady; “it’s mixt and 
ready to the boiling. Sargeant, dear, be 

handing up the iron, will ye? —no, the 

one on the far iron, it’s black ye will see. 
Ah! you've the thing now; look if it’s, 
not as red as a cherry.” 
The beverage was heated, and Richard 

took that kind of draught which men are 

apt to indulge in, who think that they 
have just executed a clever thing, especi- 
ally when they like the liquor. 

“Oh! you have a hand, Betty, that was 
formed to mix flip,” cried Richard; when 
he paused for breath. “The very iron 
has a flavor in it. Here, John, drink, 

man, drink, I and you and Dr. Todd, have 

done a good thing with the shoulder of 
that lad this very night,” and Richard 

closed his remarks with a rollicking song. |. 

“Pravo! pravo! Richard,” cried the 
major, whose black eyes were beginning 

to swim in moisture ; “pravisimo! Itisa 
goot song; but Natty Pumppo has a pet- 

ter. Letter-Stockint, vilt sing? say, olt 

poy, vilt sing ter song as apout ter woots?” 

“No, no, major,” returned the hunter,” 
with a melancholy shake of the head, I 

have lived to see whatI thought eyes 

could never behold in these hillg, and I 
have no heart left for singing. If he, that 

has a right to be master and ruler here, is 

forced to quench his thirst, when a-dry, 
with snow-water, it ill becomes them that 

have lived by his bounty to be making 

merry, as if there was nothing in the 
world but sunshine and summer.” 

When he had spoken, Leather-Stocking 

again dropped his head on his knees, and 
concealed his hard and wrinkled features 
with his hands. The change from the 

excessive cold without to the heat of the 
bar-room, coupled with the depth and 
frequency of Richard's draughts has al- 

ready levelled whatever inequality there 
might have existed between him and the 

other guests, on the score of spirits; and 

he now held out a pair of swimming mugs 
of foaming flip toward the hunter, as he 

cried: 
“Merry! ay! merry Christmas to you, 

old boy! Sunshine and summer! no! you 

are blind, Leather-stocking, tis moonshine 

and winter —take these spectacles, and 

open your eyes — 

‘So let us be jolly, 

And cast away folly, 

For grief turns a black head to gray.’ 

— Hear how old John turns his quavers. 

What dull music an Indian song is, after 
all, major! I wonder if they ever sing by 

note.” 
While Richard was singing and talking, 

Mohegan was uttering dull, monotonous 
tones, keeping time by a gentle motion of 

his head and body. He made use of but 

few words, and such as he did utter were 
in his native language, and consequently 

only understood by himself and Natty. 

Without heeding Richard, he continued 
to sing a kind of wild, melancholy air, that 

rose, at times, in sudden and quite elevat- 
ed notes, and then fell again into the low 

quavering sounds that seemed to compose 
the character of his music. . 
The hunter now raised his head again, 

and addressed the old warrior, warmly, 

in the Delaware language, which, for the 
benefit of our readers we shall render 

freely into English. , 
“Why do you sing of your battles, 

Chingachgook ; and of the warriors you 

have slain, when the worst enemy of all 

is near you, and keeps the Young Eagle 
from his rights? I have fought in as many 

battles as any warrior in your tribe, but 

cannot boast of my deeds at such a time 

as this.” : 

“Hawk-eye,” said the Indian, tottering 
with a doubtful step from his place, “I am 
the Great Snake of the Delawares; I can 

track the Mingoes like an adder that is 
stealing the whip-poor-will’s cggs, and 

strike them like the rattlesnake dead at a 
blow. The white man made the toma- 
hawk of Chingachgook bright as the wat- 

ers of Otsego, when the last sun is shin- 
ing ; but it is red with the blood of the 

Maquas.” 

“ And why have you slain the Mingo 
warriors? Was it not to keep these hunt- 

ing-grounds and lakes to your father’s 

children? and were they not given in 
solemn council to the Fire-eater? and 

does not the the blood of a warrior run in 
the veins of a young chief, who should 
speak aloud, where his voice is now too 

low to be heard ?” : 
The appeal of the hunter ‘seemed in 

some measure to recall the confused facul- 
ties of the Indian, who turned his face to- 
ward the listeners and gazed intently on 

the Judge. He shook his head, throwing 
his hair back from his countenance, and 
exposed eyes that were glaring with an 

expression of wilk resenfment. But the 
man was not himself. His hand seemed 

to make a fruitless effort to release his 
tomahawk, which was confined by iis 

handle to his belt, while his eyes gradual- 

ly became vacant. Richard at that instant 

thrusting a mug before him, his features 
changed to the grin of idiocy, and seizing 

the vessel with both hands, he sank back- 

ward on the bench and drank until satiat- 
ed, when he made an effort to lay aside 
the mug with the helplessness of total 
inebriety. 

“Shed not blood !” exclaimed the hunt- 

er, as he watched the countenance of the 
Indian in its moment of ferocity ; “but he 

is drunk and can do no hvrm. This is the 

way with all the savages ; give them liquor 
and they make dogs of themselves. Well, 

well — the day will come when right will 
be done ; and we must have patience.” 
Natty still spoke in the Delaware langu- 

age, and of colitse was not understood. 

CHAPTER XVI. 

It was quite lafe in the morning before 
Elizabeth, observing the faint glow which 
appeared on the eastern mountain long 

after the light of the sun had struck the 

opposite hills, ventured from the house, 

with a view to gratify her curiosity with 
a glance by daylight ai the surrounding 
objects before the.tardy revellers of the 

Christmas eve should make their appear- 
ance at the breakfast-table. While she 

was drawing the folds of her pelisse more 
closely around her form, to guard against 
a cold that was yet great, though rapidly 
yielding, in the small inclosure that 
opened in the rear of the house on a little 

thicket of low pines that were springing 

up where trees of a mightier growth had 
lately stood, she was surprised at the yoice 
of Mr. Jones.  _ . 

“Merry Christmas, metry Christmas to 
you, Cousin Bess,” he shouted. “Ah, ha! 
an early riser, I see ; but I knew I should 
steal a march on you. I never was in a 
house yet where I didn’t get the first 

Christmas greeting on every soul in it, 
man, woman,-and child — great and small 
.— white and black, and yellow. But stop 

a minute till I can just slip on my coat. 
You are about to look at the improve- 

ments, I see, which no one can explain so 

well as I, who planned them all. It will 
be an hour before duke and the major 

can sleep off Mrs. Hollister’s confounded 
distillations, and so I'll come down and 

go with you.” 
Elizabeth turned and observed her 

cousin in his might-cap, with his head out 

of his bedroom window, where his zeal 
for pre-eminence, in his defiance of the 

weather, had- impelled him to thrust it. 

She laughed, and promising to wait for 
his company, re-entered the house, mak- 

ing her appearance again, holding in her 
hand a packet that was secured by several 

large and important seals, just in time to 

meet the gentleman. : 

“Come, Bessy come,” he cried, drawing 
one of her arms through his own; “the 

snow begins to give, but it will bear us 

yet. Don’t you snuff old Pennsylvania in 
the very air? This is a vile climate, girl ; 
now at sunset, last evening, it was cold 
enough to freeze a man’s zeal, and that, I 

can tell you, takes a thermometer near 
zero for me; then about nine or ten it be- 

gan to moderate ; at twelve it was quite 

mild, and here all the rest of the night I 

have boen go hot as not to bear a’ blanket 
on the bed. — Holla! Aggy — merry 
Christmas, Aggy — I say, do you hear me, 

you black dog! there’sa dollar for you; 
.and if the gentlemen get up before I come 
back, do you come out and let me know. 

I wouldn’t have duke get the start of me 
for the worth of your head.” 

The black caught the money from the 
snow, and promising a dne degree of 
watchfulness, he gave the dollar a whirl 

of twenty feet in the air, and catching it 
as it fell, in the palm of hig hand, he 

withdrew to the kitchen, to exhibit his 
present, with a heart as light as his face 
was happy in its expression. = 

“Oh, rest easy, my dear coz,” said the 
young lady; “I took a look in-at my 

father, who is likely -to sleep an hour; 
and by using due vigilance you will secure 

all the honors of the season.” 

“ Why, ’duke is your father, Elizabeth ; 

but ’duke is a man who likes to be fore- 
most, even in trifles. Now, as for myself, 

I care for no such- things, except in the 
way of competition ; for a thing which is 

of no moment in itself may be made of 
importance in the way of competition. So 

itis with your father— he loves to be 
first ; but I only struggle with him as a 

competitor.” 
“It's all very clear, sir,” said Elizabeth ; 

“you would not care a fig for distinction 

if there were no one in the world but your- 

self ; but as there happens to be a great 

many others, why, you must struggle with 
them all — in the way of competition.” 

“Exactly so; I see you are a clever girl, 
Bess, and one who does credit to her mast- 

ers. It was my plan to send you to that 

school ; for when your father first men- 

tioned the thing, I wrote a private letter 

for advice to a judicious friend in the city, 

who recommended the very school you 

went to. ‘Duke was a little obstinate at 
first, as usual, but when he heard the 

truth he was obliged to send you.” 
“Well, a truce to 'duke’s foibles, sir; he 

is my father, and if you knew what he 

has been doing for you while we were in 

Albany, you would deal more tenderly 

with his character.” 
“For me!” cried Richard, pausing a 

moment in his walk to reflect. “Oh! he 

got the plans of the new Dutch meeting- 

house for me, I suppose; but I care very 
little about it, for a man of a certain kind 

of talent is seldom aided by any foreign 

suggestions; his own brain is the best 

architect.” 

“No such thing,” said Elizabeth, look- 
ing provokingly knowing." 

“No! let me see — perhaps he had my 
name in the bill for the new turnpike, as 
a director.” 

“He might possibly; but it is not to 
such an appointment that I allude.” 

“Such an appointment !” repeated Mr. 
Jones, who began to fidget with curiosity; 

“then it isan appointment. Ifitis inthe 
militia, I won’t take it.” 

“No, no, it is not in the militia,” cried 

Elizabeth, showing the packet in her 

hand, and then drawing it back with a 
coquettish air; “it is an office of hoth 

honor and emolument.” 

“Honor and emolument! echoed Rich- 

ard, in painful suspense; show me the 
paper, girl. Say, is it an office where 
there is anything to do? ” 

“You have hit it, Cousin Dickon; it is 
the executive office of the county ; at least 

so said my father when he gave me this 
packet to.offer you as a Christmas-box. 
‘Surely if auything will please Dickon,’ 

he said, “it will be to fill the executive 
chair of the county.’” 

“ Executive chair! what nonsense!” 

cried the impatient gentleman, snatching 
the packet from her hand; “there is no 

such office in the county. Eh! what! it 

is, I declare, a commission, appointing 
Richard Jones, Esquire, sheriff of the 

county. Well, this is kind in ’duke, 
positively. I must say 'duke has a warm 
heart, and never forgets his friends. 
Sheriff! High Sheriff of —! It sounds 

well, Bess, but it shall execute better. 
"Duke is a judicious man after all, and 
knows human nature thoroughly. I'm 
much obliged to him,” continued Richard, 
using the gkirt of his coat unconsciously 

to wipe his eyes; “though I would ‘do as 
much for him any day, as he shall see, if 

I have an opportunity to perform any of 
the duties of my office on him. If shall 

be done, Cousin Bess — it shall be done, I 
say. How this south wind makes one’s 
eyes water!” 
“Now, Richard,” said the laughing 

maiden, “now I think you will find some- 

thing to do. I have often heard you com- 

plain of old that there was nothing to do 
in this new country, while to my eyes it 

seemed as if everything remained to be 

done.” 
“Do!” echoed Richard, who blew his 

nose, raised his little form to its greatest 

elevation, and looked serious. “Every- 
thing depends on system, girl. I shall sit 
down this afternoon and systematize the 

county. I must have deputies, you kngyw, 
I will divide the county into districtee 

over which I will place my deputies ; and 

I will have one for the village, which I 
will call my home department. Let me 

see — ho! Benjamin! yes, Benjamin will 
make a good deputy; he has been natur- 
alized, and would answer admirably if he 

could-only ride on horseback.” 
“Yes, Mr. Sheriff,” said his companion; 

“and as he understands ropes so well, he 

.would be very expert, should occasion 
happen for his services, in another way.” 

“ No,” interrupted the other; “I flatter 

myself that no man could hang a man 
better than —that is—ha!—oh! yes, 
Benjamin would do extremely well in 
such an unfortunate dilemma, if he could 

be persuaded to attampt it. But I should 

despair of the thing. I never could in- 
duce him to hang, or teach him to ride on 

horseback. I must seck another deputy.” 

“Well, sir, as you have abundant leisure 
for all these important affaire, I beg that 

you will forget that you are high sheriff, 
and devote some little of your time to 

gallantry. Where are the beauties and 

improvements which you” were to show 
me?” 

“Where ? why, everywhere! Here I 

have laid out some new streets ; and when 
they are opened, and the trees felled, and 

they are all built up, will they not make 
a fine town ? Well, duke is a liberal-heart- 
ed fellow, with all his stubbornness. Yes, 

yes ; I must have at least four deputies, 
besides a jailor.” 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

BEGGARS WHO ARE GENEROUS. 
“Say, mister, give me some money to 

buy some supper with. I haven't had a 
bit to eat to-day. Can’t you help me 
along ?” 

It was a street beggar accosting a sor- 

rowful looking young man on one of the 
principal thoroughfares of the city. The 

young man, stopped. “There’s a nickel,” 
said he, “it’s the last I have, but take it, I 

shall soon be where they don’t need 

money I am tired of this life so take itand 

good luck to you.” 
“Are you so much in need as thats 

partner ?”’ asked the beggar. 
“Yes ; I have been looking for work 

for two weeks, but it’s no use and my 

money’s all gone.” For a while the beg- 
gar hesitated, then he pulled out a dollar. 

“Here,” said he, “take this. You're worse 
off than I am.” 

“ No,” answered the young man firmly. 

“It won't do me any good — good by,” 

and he walked rapidly down the street. 
A policeman overheard the remark and 

he followed and overtook the stranger. 

“Look here,” said he, “are you the fel- 
low that’s about to commit suicide ?” 
A hearty laugh- ingerfanted further 

questioning. - 
“That's all right, officer,” said the 

would-be suicide, “I am just trying a little 
game on these street beggars, and that’s 

the third one to-night who offered me 
money.” 

RELIC OF SERPENT WORSHIP. 

A hugh serpent mould has been discover- 

ed in the Carthage road, between Quincy, 
I11., and Carthage, by the Rev. S. D, Peet. 

A clearly defined rattlesnake lies coiled 
along the grougd following the line of the 

bluff. Its efitire length is 1,450 feet. The 
ridge has been plowed down until now it 
is only two or three feet above the sur- 
face, but the outlines are still plainly dis- 

cernible. The moulds at the coils of the 
serpent are ten to twelve feet high. The 
specific dimensions are 600 feet from the 

head to the coilg, the coils occupy a space 
of 300 feet in length and are'made up of 
four distinct moulds 100 feet apart. From 

the coils to the rattle of the snake is 450 

feet, and they are three rattles occupying 
a space of 100 feet. The serpent lies north 

and south, a straight line drawn through 
it showing a deflection to the east of fifty 
feet near the head and seventy-five feet 

near the tail. Mr. Peet explored one of 

the moulds, and a few feet below the sur- 
face * found the remains of five persons, 

but he does not think that these are the 
remains of the serpent worshippers, which 

he thinks are buried deeper. He will 
make further explorations. 

Advices from Bermuda say that great 
difficulty has been found in laying the 
cable owing to the deep water and the 

ragged and uneven nature of the coral reef, 
but the shore end will be spliced with the 

main cable when the work will be com- 
pleted. { 

A Boer newspaper announces that a 
great African colonial company is being 

formed, and that Emperor William in- 

tends to subscribe liberally to the enter- 
prise. 

Friday morning two Kentuckians,named 

Russell and Tyrrell, jumped from a rail- 

road bridge into the water, a distance of 

185 feet for a purse of $200. Tyrrell may 

die, Russell landed safely. 

A middle aged man named O’Brien was 
run over by the Windsor and Annapolis 

train yesterday and killed. He was a 

farmep and resided near Windsor. 

BORING FOR HONEY. 

A successful boring for honey has been 

made in North Tennessee. For many 
years swarms of bees have noticed by 

boatmen at Fox Bluff, on the Cumberland 

River, near Franklin, Ky. The bluff is 
170 feet high, and the river's channel runs 

directly under it. The bees have been 

observed about a big fissure near the center 
of the bluff, and the opening could not be 

reached from above or below without 
danger of being stung to death. As the 
bees had never been robbed it was thought 

a large amount of honey wasstored in the 

cliff. Recently a well borer named Starks 
visited the bluff and was at once impress- 
ed with the idea that he could reach the 

wonderful honey store-house with a drill. 

After some coaxing he persuaded a num- 
ber of farmers to undergo the expense, and 

a three-inch hole was bored from the top 

of the bluff. At a depth of eighty-five 
feet the drill struck the honey. = Accord- 

ing to a dispatch “barrels and tubs by the 

score were filled and carried to the neigh- 

boring farms, and the syndicate has sent 

to Louisville for more receptacles.” 

CATCHING RATTLESNAKES FOR 
OIL. 

There are places in South Georgia where 

men extract oil from the raitlesnake and 

use it to cure rheumatism. These persons 
will give a negro $1 to point out a rattle- 

snake to them, and then they kill it ina 
peculiar manner. They place a forked 
stick over the snake’s head, then put a 

cord around it and strangle the snake. 
This is done to keep the snake from biting 

itself. The body of the reptile is then 

strung up-and the oil extracted from it, 

It sells at $2 per ounce, and this industry 

is a very profitable one. The snakes in 
that section are very large, averaging five 

feet in length, and one rattler gives up a 

great deal of oil. A little negro once saw 
two rattlers lying close together, and 
wanted to get the money for finding them. 
It was a mile to the nearest house. He 

was afraid the snakes would crawl off 
while he was gone, and so took off his 

coat and placed it between the two snakes. 

He went off, came back, and found them 
still eyeing the coat. He had them 

charmed. So the snake is cultivated 
down there as a profitable industry. 

For Over Fifty Years. 

Mgzs. WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP has been 

used by mothers for their children while 

teething. If disturbed at night and broken 
of rest by a sick child crying with pain of 

Cutting Teeth send at once and get a bottle 

of “Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup” for 

Children Teething. It will relieve the poor 
little sufferer immediately. Depend upon it, 

mothers, there is no mistake about -it. It 

cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach and 

Bowels, cures Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 

and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 

the taste. The prescription of one of the 

oldest and best female physicians and nurses 

in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 

per bottle by all druggists throughout the 

world. Be sure and ask for “Mgs.- Wins 

Low's SOOTHING SYRUP.” 

A POPE FROM AMERICA, 

Of the 253 popes all but 59 have been 

“of the Italian nationality, a high honor to 
a noble race, and one it merited until 
lately says the New York Catholic Review. 

Westward the course of the empire takes 

its way, and we suspect that now, when 
Italy is in its decadence, the church. will 

look in time to America and and Kuglish- 
speaking nation for its head. The gossip 
over Cardinal Gibbins ds head of the 

church, though absurd under the circum- 

stances, is a very good indication of a cur: 

rent of feeling setting in. The soundest, 

freshest, most vigorous christian faith of 

to-day is to be found in Amarica, all its 
defects admitted, and it is not likely that 

its shrewd professors,when once they take 
there proper position in the church, will 

permitthe majority of the highest honors 

to remain in the hands ofany particular 
race. We shall yet see on the glorious 

papal throne a series of Pontiffs whose 
Irish blood will have all the smoothness 

and mellowness of American cultivation 
and Italian training. 

| nnememrn 

A special from Stockholm says Christine 

Nielson is a monomaniac on the subject of 

gambling and that she is constantly at the 
tables of Monte Carlo where she loses large 

POWDER 
Absolutely Pure. 

A cream of tartar baking powder. Highest of all 

in leavening strength.—U. S. Government Ieport, 

Aug. 17, 1889. 

~ na 

Stop that 

CHroNic CoucH Now! 
For if you do not it may become con- 
sumptive. For Consumption, Serofula, 
General Debility and Wasting Diseases, 
there is nothing like 

SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 
Of Pure Cod Liver Qil and 

HYPOPHOSPHITES 
Of Xaime and Soda. 

It is almost as palatable as milk. Far 

better than other so-called Emulsions. 

A wonderful flesh producer. 

SCOTT'S EMULSION 
i8 put up in a salmon color wrapper. Be 
sure and get the genuine. Sold by all 
Dealers at 50c. and $1.00. 

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville. 

PUREST, STRONCEST, BEST, 
CONTAINS NO 

ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME, PHOSPHATES, 
or any injurious materials. 

E wW GILLETT TORONTO, ONT. 
. . ’ CHICAGO, ILL. 

Man'{’y of the CELEBRATED ROYAL YEAST CAXER 

MMURRATY &CO. 
Employs no Agents, but gives the 

Large Commission to the Buyer, and 

by so doing, can Sell you an 

—ORGA N- 

) AT VERY LOW PRICES, 

and on as easy terms as any other 

company on the 

INSTALMENT PLAN. 
— 

0 

Call and See our ORGANS and PRICES. 

WE SELL 
THIS 

for $18, 
/ 4 

CALI. AND 

——WE ALSO 

prices never known in this City. 

Call and see the Stock and Prices. 

BROWNS FROM 5 CENTS UPWARDS; 
GILTS FROM 20 CENTS UPWARDS. 

To arrive this week from Montreal, 8000 Rolls (cheap) Wholesale or Retail. 

SEWING MACHINE 
AND THE HIGHEST PRICE MACHINE MADE IN 
CANADA FOR $27.50. AFTER USING THEM SIX 

MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, MONEY REFUNDED, 

J —— 

SEK THEM. 

0 

SELL THE— 

Celebrated “ White” Sewing Machine, 

which took the First Prize Gold Medal over all others at the Paris Exhibition. 

ROOM PAPER 
We have much pleasure in stating that we have bought in the United States 

before the rise in Wall Papers, 1700 Rolls, and will be in a position very shorty 
to show the BEST ASSORTMENT of WALL PAPERS to be had anywhere, in 

Brown and White, Blacks, Gilts, Granites, Engrain and fine Gold Papers, with Borders to match; and we will offer them at 

WHITES FROM 8 CENTS UPWARDS; 

McMURRAY & CO. 

HO0k 

(I 
ly RBoER CY NEW X ORK 

jig 
( 

HERALD 

NU JOb Phi 
Corner Queen and Regent Streets, 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

JUST RECEIVED, 

500 Bushel TIMOTHY SEED, 

| Ton GLOVER SEED, 

SEED OATS, 

ALWAYS IN STOCK: 

Flour, Cornmeal, Pork, &. 

A FRESH LOT OF 

Christie, Brown & Co.s BISCUIT, 

SOCIAL TEA BISCUIT, 

SODA BISCUIT in 2 and 3 1b. Boxes, 

GRAHAM WAFERS, 

MACCAROONS, &c. 

TO ARRIVE, 

J Cars Ontario Seed Oats, 

| Car Bran and Middlings. 

6. T. WHELPLEY, 
310 QUEEN STREET, 

FREDERICTON. 

WANTED 
Nursery Stock. Complete assortment. 
ppertunity offered for Bpring work. My Bales 
en have good success, many selling from $100 

0 $200 | er week. mélend for Proof and Testimoni- 
Is. A good pushing man wanted here at once 
iberal Terms, and the best goods in the market. 

Write, R. G. CLY~NE, Nurservman, Perth, Ont. 

B. T. WHELPLEY, 

FEEDING OATS. | 

|| Car MIDDLINGS and BRAN. ! 

JUET ARRIVED, 

Press [fay 
Bradley Superphosphate, 

Seed Wheat and Barley, 
LAND PLASTER. 

GRASS and CLOVER SEEDS. 
TO ARRIVE: 

2 Cars SEED OATS, 

Green Head Lime 

on hand at THE PH@ENIX 

SQUARE FEED STORE. 

G. R. PERKINS. 

ALWAYS IN STOCK: 

HAY, OATS, STRAW, BRAN, SHORTS, 

MIDDLINGS, CRACKED CORN, 

COTTON SEED axp OIL CAKE MEAL, 

LIME, 

LAND axp CALCINED PLASTER. 

Hard and Soft House Goal, 
Best Old Mince Sydney and Grand 

Lake Blacksmith Coal. 

Always 

SEED WHEAT, 
Pi AS, 
CORN, 

SEED BUCKWHEAT, 
“OATS, 

BARLEY, 

i“ 

[§} (33 

ALRO, 

CLOVER AND TIMOTHY SERD, 
all Cuearer than the CHEAPEST, 

Ollee and Warehouse ; oamrpell Sto, 

~ JAS. TIBBITS. 

Daily and 

THE Press 
(NEW YORK) 

FOR 1890. 

DAILY. SUNDAY. WEEKLY. 

The Aggressive Republican Journal 

Of the Metropolis. 

A NEWSPAPER FOR THE MASSES. 

Founded December 1st, 1887. 

LARGEST DAILY CIRCULATION - CF ARY 

REPUBLICAN PAPER IN EMERICA. 

THE PRESS is the organ of ro faction; pulls vo 

wires ; has no animosities to revenge. 

The most remarkable Newspaper Success 

in New York. 

The Press is now a National Newspaper, 

rapidly growing in favor with Republicans of every 

State in the Union. y 

Cheap news, vulgar sensations aud trash find no 

place iu the columns of Tue Press. Itisan ex-' 

pensive paper, published at the lowest price Ameri- 

can Currency permits. 

THe PRESS has the brightest Editorial page in 

New York. It sparkles wit points. 

THE PRr' 88 SUNDAY Er1TION is a splendid twenty 

page paper, covering every current topic of interest 
THE Press WEEKLY EDITION © ntains all the 

gcod things of the Daily and Sunday editions with 

special features suited to a Weekly Publication. 

For those who cannot afford the DAILY or are pre- 

vented by distance fiom early rceciving it, THE 

WEEKLY is a splendid substitute. 

As an advertising mediuin Tne Press has no 

superior in New York. It reaches an excelient 

class of readers. Rates very rcasonuble. Full in- 

formation upon application. 

THE PRESS. 

Within the reach of all. The best and cheapest 

Newspaper published in America. 

Sunday, one Year, $5.00 

bi 6 months, 2.50 
one ** 45 

Daily only, one Year, 3.00 

" four months, 1.00 
fe 2.00 

1.00 

Sunday only, ** ag 

Weekly Press, one year, - 

Send for THr Prrss Circular with full particulars 

and list of excedent premiums. 

Samples free. Agents wanted 

Iiberal commissions. 

Address, 

everywhere 

THE PRESS, 
New York. 


