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AT MIDNIGHT. 

The room is cold and dark to-night — 

The fire is low; 

‘Why come you, you who love the light, 
To mock me so? 

I pray you leave me now alone; 

g You worked your will, 
And turned my heart to frozen stone; 

Why haunt me still ? 

I got me to this empty place; 

I shut the door; 
Yet through the dark I see your face 

Just as of yore. 

The old smile curves your lips to-night, 

Your deep eyes glow 

With that old gleam that made them bright 

So long ago. 

I listen ; do I hear your tone 

The silence thrill ? 

‘Why come you? I would be alone, 

Why vex me still ? 

‘What? Would you that we re-embrace — 

‘We two once more? 

Are these your tears that wet my face 

Just as before? 

You left me to seek some new delight, 

Yet your tears flow ; 

‘What sorrow brings you back to-night ? 

Shall I not know ? 

I will not let you grieve alone — 

The night is chill — 

Though love is dead and hope has flown, 

Pity lives still. 

How silent is the empty space! 

Dreamed I once more; 

Henceforth against your haunting face 

I bar the door. 

— Louise CHANDLER MOULTON. 

SELECT STORY. 

MISS DARROW'S TEACHER. 

“So Portia wants to study mathematics!” 

Mr. Darrow took off his spectacles, rubbed 
them upon a soft silk handkerchief, and 

returned them to his nose once more. 

“Well, my dear,” he went on, in the same 
jesting tone, “I have no objection! You 
might as well occupy yourself in that way 
as in any other! 

¢¢ Satan finds some mischief still 

For idle hands to do !” 

And my daughter does not mean to give 

Satan a chance to lead her into mischief!” 
“But, papa” — Portia Darrow’s voice 

was eager and persuasive — “my education 
does not satisfy me, you know. It is al- 

together too superficial! I want to be 

‘coached’ —I believe that is the term — 
in mathematics and bookkeeping. I am 
determined not to be a drone in life’s hive 
but to make my own living !” 

“Nonsense! We are in comfortable cir- 
cumstances, child. There is no need in 
the world that you should work !” 

“This house is not our own, papa, and 

I cannot live in idleness,’ persisted the 

girl, stoutly, “so with your permission — 

of course I would not do anything with- 

out it— I will perfect myself in that 

branch of learning. Ihave been promised 
a position as bookkeeper in Browne & 
Grey’s dry-goods establishment — assist- 

ant bookkeeper and cashier, papa —as 
soon as I am thoroughly qualified !” 

“It is to be hoped that Brown & Grey 

will not dispense with the services of a 

bookkeeper and cashier until that date!” 
laughed Mr.gDarrow. “Oh, Portia, it 

would be much better and wiser for you 

to do as I”“wish you— to give up all these 
foolish ideas of independence and earning 

your living, etc, Why, you will be clam- 

oring for the ballot next! Settle down 
quietly and marry Rex!” 

The girl’s resolute face grew pale. 

brown eyes flashed with indignation. 
“I will never marry Rex Leith!” she 

cried. “Papa, I had thought that the 
fashion of betrothing people without 

their knowledge or consent existed only 
in novels! If you and old Mr. Leith had 

not been guilty of that foolish attempt at 
match-making, I might perhaps have 

learned to like Rex, and everything would 
have been different. But now” — stamp- 
ing a small foot with angry emphasis — 
“ he is hateful to me!” 
Mr. Darrow smiled. 

“ But, my dear, you have not seen Rex 

since he was a boy of thirteen and you a 
little witch of ten. You must allow that 
he has changed somewhat since that 
period. Perhaps you might be induced 

to alter your mind, Portia, if you were to 
meet him once more!” 
She turned away. 

“I don’t want to meet him! I don’t care 
to think about any man who - would lead 

himself to such a plot against my happi- 
ness. Papa, I am ashamed of you— you 

who ought to have known better than to 
attempt to barter your only child’s hap- 

piness for a home! It is true that Mr. 
Leith has allowed us to live in this pretty 
house for several years —I, of course, be- 

lieving that it was ours by right of pur- 
chase ; but tell me that the roof over our 
heads belongs to Rex Leith’s father —by 
right of the mortgage that he holds—and 

that the only way it can be canceled is by 
my marriage with his son! Oh, monstr- 

ous!” 

The dark eyes flash fire, the sweet face 

was pale with righteous anger. To Portia 

Darrow at that moment her father’s error 
seemed inexcusable. 

“I will work early and late,” she went 
on, swiftly. “I will perfect myself in the 
two branches required. “I will make my- 
self competent to fill the position at Browne 

&Grey’s: and I will take care of you, 

papa’ We will leave Mr. Leith’s house, 
where we have no real right, and we will 

eat the bread of independence and be 
happier far than now !” 

“Portia, I would never have accepted 
Mr. Leith’s offer to remain on the place, 

but he begged so eagerly that I should do 
80. And then the idea —absurd, it may 
be — of a marriage between you and Rex, 
took possession of us both, and everything 

has glided along smoothly — with that 
hope ever before us. Rex has been away 

in Europe so long, or the question would 

have been brought up for you to decide 
before now.” 

“Never mind, papa! You did not mean 

to be cruel to me. I have saved a little 
money that I earned in making lace; I 

think I have enough with which to pay 
a tutor for three months’ instruction. I 

have heard that there is a Professor 
Thorne stopping at the Ocean House, over 
at Seacliffe, with his wife and family. 

May I apply to him for instructions? He 
might be willing to bestow a couple of 

hours upon me every day — for a consid- 
eration.” 

Mr. Darrow, feeling quite hedged in up- 
on every side, gave his consent. Ay, more, 

he agreed to see Professor Thorne and 

endeavour to make arrangements for the 
desired lessons. The deed was done; and 

one fair morning in June, Portia Darrow, 

feeling quite like a woman of ‘business, 
took up her position in the cool, airy room, 

and there, for the first time, she met Pro- 
fessor Thorne. 

Tall, dark and handsome, quite young 

in appearance, totally unlike her idea of 

the instructor whom she had expected to 
see, Portia could not help liking him, and 
the attraction seemed mutual. 

The days came and went, and Portia 
spent a great deal of time in the professors 

society, © She was progressing beyond her 

Her 

looked forward to the position at Browne 
& Grey's as assured. 
One day — will Portia ever forget that 

day ? —she had gone to take a walk in the 
strip of green forest which bounded the 
home where she had lived so long. A 

sudden storm came up, a fearful storm, 
which rent tall trees as under like so many 

twigs, and left destruction in its path. 

Half wild with terror, Portia made her 
way onward with great difficulty. All at 

once a huge pine tree, struck by the lightn- 
ing, lurched heavily forward right across 

her path. Half blinded, Portia paused, 

irresolute, not knowing which way to go. 
Just then a strong hand grasped her 

arm. She felt herself lifted bodily from 
the spot where she had been standing, 

and borne to a place of safety just as the 
tree fell with a crash. 

A moment later she was sobbing and 
trembling upon Professor Thorne’s breast, 
while he whispered softly, “Portia, I love 
you!” 

But common sense returned to her. She 
started back, her eyes flashing with in- 
dignation. 

“Professor Thorne! How dare you!” 

she exclaimed, angrily. “You have saved 
my life only to insult me !” 
He smiled. 

“Why not?” he asked, coolly. “Surely 
there is no harm in my telling you the 

story of my thralldom ?” Portia, I love 

you —love you so dearly that I cannot 
give you up!” 

Her face was as pale as the dead, her 
eyes full of horror too deep for words. 
At last: — 

“It would have been better for me to 

have died a few moments ago !” she moan- 
ed. 

Her voice broke ; she could say no more. 
He took her hand in his. She wrench- 

ed it away. 

“Go home to your wife, Prof. Thorne!” 
she said coldly. “You have no right to 
speak such words to me!” 

To her astonishment he threw his hand- 
some head back and laughed aloud. 
“My wife, Portia? Ah, I shall never 

have a wife unless you consent to marry 
me. In my case remember this—You 

chose Professor Thorne to perfect you in 
mathematics. When you chose that 

gentleman you did not know the truth of 

the situation. Professor Thorne is my 
respected uncle. It is his wife and not 

mine of whom you have heard. Portia, 
you do care for me, darling ?”’ 
What need to ask the question when 

heart speaks to heart with love in their 
eyes ? i 
They had been betrothed lovers just 

half an hour when the “professor” ad- 
ded humbly: - 

“ Portia, you never suspected that when 

I borrowed my uncle Thorne’s name I 
might possibly have a name of my own ?” 

She started, the color fading from her 
cheek. 

“I am Rex Leith!” he added, in the 
most crest-fallen tone imaginable. “For 
pity’s sake don’t hate me, Portia! ” 

“I could never do that!” she answer- 
ed, softly. 

“And what about the bookkeeping and 
mathematics?” queried Dr. Darrow a lit- 

tle later, when the two had appeared and 
told their story. “Portia, I feel in my 
prophetic soul that you will never be a 
bookkeeper.” 

“But she will be the dearest little wife 
in the world!” cried Rex. 

“BACTERIA. ” 

Let us consider the things we hear so 

much about in these days, called “bac- 
teria.” That is the scientific name for 
certain minute organisms —so minute 

that the microscope is required to examine 
them with care and study. They are 
living things — among the simplest forms 

of life — existing on_the boundaries be- 
tween the living and dead worlds of mat- 

ter—and also on the borders between 
animal and vegetal life. It has been de- 

cided, however, that “bacteria,” bacilli, 
micrococci, and other kindred microscopic 
organisms —all of this widespread and 
multitndinous family of bacterial germs — 

are vegetal —and this is a comfort, for it 
would be exceedingly disagreeable to 

think of breathing and ‘swallowing them 
if they were animalculse. 

They are everywhere on earth — except 
perhaps at the tops of the very tallest 

mountains —in mid-ocean—or at the 

poles. They multiply with marvellous — 
miraculous — rapidity when they find the 
soil that gives them their natural nourish- 
ment — a single bacterium multiplying in 

a few days, or hours even, into countless 
millions by the process of each one split- 

ting up spontaneously and almost instan- 
taneously into two or more, and these 
again splitting up, and so on ad infinitum. 

Now, if they were all mischievous or 

pernicious, or killing, their universal 
presence and their power of infinite mul- 
tiplication, when they find congenial soil 

or food, would be very bad for the rest of 
us. “There would be no living with 
them.” But only some of them are bad. 

The vast majority of them are harmless. 
By these explanations we hope to have 

shown what “bacteria” are; that they 
are minute — microscopic — vegetal organ- 

isms, not animalculz ; that while some of 

them are believed to be disease “ germs,” 
incalculable millions of them are wholly 
harmless to human health. 

It remains to repeat that the presence 
of some of these bacteria is found to coin- 

cide with the existence of certain diseases; 

that Dr. Koch believes he has identified 
one of them as being an active agent in 

“consumption” and other tuberculous 
diseases ; and that he hopes he has found 

a means of destroying these germs when 

in the human body without danger to the 
life of the patient, and that this may be 

done by introducing the remedy into the 
human body by a process similar to that 
used in vaccination or inoculation. 

A CLERICAL JOKE. 

Three Episcopal clergymen sat in a 
corner of the Lafayette writing-room the 

other afternoon talking over some import- 
ant subject, says the Philadelphia Press. 

All were men ranging from 50 to 65 years. 
All were dressed in black, and the face of 
each wore a look of intense interest. Those 

who noticed these gentlemen were aware 
that they were discussing some important 

church question, and nobody heard what 

they said but one young man who appear- 
ed to have fallen asleep in a chair near by. 
As he half opened his eyes the western 

bishop gravely said : 

“Gentlemen, I wish to ask a question.” 

The others drew nearer as the bishop care- 
fully adjusting his spectacles, continued : 

“ Gentlemen, why is grim death like a 
tin can tied to a dog’s tail ? ” 

A silence ensued. The two clergymen 
thus addressed mused for a while and then 
shook: their heads. “Give it up,” they 
said. 

A smile spread over the bishop's face as 

he added: ‘Grim death is like a tin can 

tied to a dog’s tail, because it’s bound to a 
pup.” Then he burst into a roar of laugh- 
ter and the others made feeble efforts to 
join him and appreciate the joke. 

In the evening after the session of the 

congress the three men met again in the 
Lafayette corridor, and the bishop, a little 

embarrassed, said: “Gentlemen, I told 
that story wrong this afternoon; what I 

really meant wasthis: “Grim death is 
like a tin can tied to a dog’s tail because 
it’s bound to occur — not to a pup.” 

wildest hopes in her studies, and already The others laughed this trip. 

PRE-COLUMBIAN DISCOVERIES OF 
AMERICA, 

(Magazine of Western History). 

I affirm the following proposition as 
covering the present condition of American 
Archseological science and its result: 

I. The legend of Atlantis is not a fable, 
the former existence of that country being 

attested by evidence equally satisfactory 

with the lake-dwellers. America is not 
“The New World” but the oldest of the 
continents. 

In view of the result of the recent deep- 
sea soundings prosecuted by the United 

States and other governments in the 
Atlantic, it is not easy to comprehend the 

incredulity with which any account of the 
lost Atlantis was formerly received. Mr. 

Bradford (American Antiquities p. 221) 
says: In any event, after a fair and im- 
partial examination of all the circum- 

stances it seems extremely difficult to 
regard the account of Plato as a fabrication. 

In accordance with the ancient mythology 
and facts now well ascertained, and its 
allusion to a Western Continent at that 

time generally known oppose such a 
proposition. 

That America is not the “New World,” 

we have the testimony of Agassiz, who 
says (Historical Sketches, cited in Bryant's 

U. 8. 12): “America’s was the first dry 
land lifted out of the waters, and hers the 

first shore washed by the ocean that en- 

veloped all the earth beside. When the 
tall summits of the Himalaya chain, the 

loftiest on the globe, had just begun to be 
discovered above the primeval oc~an, and 
were still being rocked in the volcanic 
cradle of their infancy by the creative 

hand of physical nature, the Palisades of 

the Hudson were hoary with age.” 
Among the sedimentary rocks of Mont- 

gomery County in the State of New York, 

were found those famous Paleatroches, 
which Sir Charles Lyell declared to be 

“the earliest evidence of organized life 
upon this planet, the forerunners of man 

and harbingers of that immortal faculty 
which connects him with celestial beings.” 

II. In no sense can Columbus be said to 

have been “the discoverer of America,” 
his voyage having been preceded by 

many others beginning in A. D. 545. 
When these navigators came here they 
found this continent peopled by colonies 

and tribes from Asia, who finally obtained 
possession of the North American contin- 

ent. It is certain that a voyage from China 
to America can be made without being out 
of sight of land more than a few hours at 

a time. The distance between Asia and 
America at Bering Strait is but a trifle 

more than the distance between England 

and France at the Strait of Dover. 
That America was first peopled by Asiatic 

tribes coming by way of Bering Straight 
is highly probable. According to Catlin 
and Bancroft the Indian tribes of the 

central part of this continent are a mixed 
race. Catlin distinctly admits the Welsh 
mixture, while Bancroft concedes at least 
three or four, viz : Tribes from Northern 

Asia, the Chinese and Japanese, the Jews 

and Norsemen, as well as the Welsh. 
III. The Irish, under Brandon, A. D. 

545, were the first to introduce European 

civilization and to make the first Euro- 

pean settlements. Entering the Missis- 

sippi from the Gulf, and ascending that 
stream to its junction with the Ohio, they 

occupied the banks of these rivers seven 

years. Brandon was followed by Ernul- 
phus and Buo, Irish monks, with their 

associates, in 827 and afterwards by Madoc 

of Wales in 1170. The settlements ex- 
tended as far as Carolina and Florida. 
The evidence for the Irish is documentary 

traditional and ethnographical. The docu- 
mentary evidence is found in the oldest 

icelandic sagas. The Abbe Brasseur de 
Bourbourg says, in a note to his translation 
of the Popol Vuh or Sacred book of the 

Central Americans: “There is an abund- 
ance of legends and traditions concerning 

the passage of the Irish into America and 

their habitual communication with that 
country—in the records of Mexico and 

Central America—centuries before the 
time of Columbus.” The ethnological 
evidence is contained in a letter written 

by the Reverend Morgan Jones, in 1685, 

and first published in 1740, who says that 
in 1660 he, being captured along with five 

others by the Tuskaroras of North Carolina 
saved his own life and that of his com- 

panions by addressing the Indians in the 
“British language.” The Indians under- 
stood him perfectly, and thereupon Mr. 

Jones with them during four months, con- 
versing with them familiarly and preach- 
ing to them three times a week. Mr. 

Catlin also professes to have discovered a 
coincidence of “grammatical forms and 

structures” between the languages of 
several tribes of the Mississippi and the 
‘Welsh language. x 

Ifind it difficult to come to any other 

conclusion than that America was known 
to the Irish, and was repeatedly visited 
by them for several centuries before the 
days of the great navigator and that they 

had a settlement in the country now 
occupied by Georgia, the two Carolinas 
and Florida. : 

MARSHALL THE DISCOVERER OF 
GOLD. 

James W. Marshall went Jacross the 

plains to Oregon in 1844, and thence came 
to California the next year. He wasa 
wheelwright by trade, but, being very in- 

genious, he could turn his hand to almost 
anything. So he acted as carpenter for 

Sutter, and did many other things, among 
which I may mention making wheels for 
spinning wool, and looms, reeds, and shut- 
tles for weaving yarn into coarse blankets 

for the Indians, who did the carding, 

spinning, weaving and all other labor. In 

1846 Marshall went through the war to its 
close as a private. Besides his ingenuity 
as a mechanic, he had most singular traits. 

Almost every one pronounced him half 
crazy or harebrained. He was certainly 
eccentric, and perhaps somewhat flighty. 

His insanity, however, if he had any, was 
of a harmless kind ; he was neither vicious 
nor quarrelsome. He had great, almost 

overweening, confidence in his ability to 
do anything as a mechanic. I wrote the 
contract between Sutter and him to build 

the mill. Sutter was to furnish the 

means ; Marshall was to build and run the 
mill, and have a share of the lumber for 

his compensation. His idea was to haul 
the lumber part way and raft it down the 
American river to Sacramento, and thence, 

his part of it, down the Sacramento river, 
and through Suisun and San Pablo bays 
to San Francisco for a market. Marshall’s 
mind, in some respects at least, must have 

been unbalanced. It is hard to conceive 

how any sane man could have been so 
wide of the mark, or how any one could 
have selected such a site for a saw-mill un- 

der the circumstances. Surely no other 
man than Marshall ever entertained so 
wild a scheme as that of rafting sawed 

lumber down the canons of the American 
river, and no other man than Sutter 
would have been so confiding and credu- 
lous as to patronize him. 

Mrs. Prater — Did you know that young 
Wiggins is an awful drinker? 

Mrs. Gadder— No! You don’t say so! 

Why, no one would think it to look at 
him. 
Mrs. Prater — Oh, yes, but it’s true. 

Drink’s got such a hold on him that he 

can’t keep away from it. Why, I even 
heard him gay the other day that he had 
his private cup at the barber's, 

Don’t get rattled in school government 

PARNELL'S GRANDMOTHER. 
Apropos of the recent episode which 

makes the Parnell family more conspicuous 
than ever before, an old master of remin- 

iscences writos. 
The attention of the whole civilized 

world being attracted to the Parnell name, 
it might interest your readers to know that 
in the past his grandmother resided here, 

and in another way was as much an object, 
of remark and comment as her grandson 

is now. I cannot say when it was that 

Mrs. Commodore Stewart resided here, but 
my memory of her is very good. She was 
a very handsome woman, as I recall her, 
but eccentric in appearance and in her 

general intercourse. I used to see her al- 

most every day on the avenue, and she 
walked with a very queer gait, hardly 

lame, but like one wearing tight shoes 
which were painful. 

There were two daughters living here 

with her who shared their mother’s pecu- 
liarities. One of them I remember distinct- 

ly, who was known as Peggy Stewart, and 
the other one I cannot recall. Whether 

either of the ladies was subsequently Mrs. 
Parnell I do not know, but it would not 
surprise me, as any of the family would be 
liable to indulge in the eccentricities which 
have occasioned so much remark of late. 

Mrs. Commodore Stewart, as {the mem- 

ory of her comes back to me, while not a re- 
cluse, seems to have had but few associates. 

They, Mrs. Stewart and her daughters, 

would take their daily walks, bnt always 
alone. Ido not remember ever to have 

seen them together or with anyone. Mrs. 
Stewart was supposed to be wealthy, but 

made no display of it. 
The story of her separation from the 

Commodore is almost legendary, coming 

as it does from the long past, but as told 
me in my boyhood I have never 
forgottenit. It was customary at one time 
in the navy for officers of a certain grade 

to take their families with them on the 
long cruises which sailing vessels had to 
undertake, and Mrs. Stewart accompanied 

the Commodore to the Mediterranean 
station. © While at Naples a revolution- 
ary disturbance occurred, and one of the 
leaders of the revolt sought shelter among 

the vesselsjin the harbour, and eventually 

reached the United States. ship com- 
manded by Commodore Stewart, where, 

appealing to the sympathy of Mrs. Ste- 

wart, he was secreted in the ship. 
The ship sailed soon after, and when 

some distance from Naples Mrs. Stewart in- 
formed the Commodore of the presence of 
this person on the ship. The Commodore 

at once returned to Naples and delivered 
the fugitive to the authorities, and, as I 

was told, put Mrs. Stewart on a vessel sail- 
ing for America, and never saw her again. 
There was a good deal of kindly sym- 

pathy for her here, for no one ever ques- 
tioned the purity of her motives, and her 
friends said it was the harsh treatment of 
the Commodore which produced in her 
the strange after-life she led. — New York 
World. 

ALASKA'S BEARS. 

To the bear hunter the wilds of Alaska 

offer a paradise that can be found in no 
other country on the globe, as is attested 
by the yearly shipments of hides. The 

most chosen are those of the black bear, 

which roam the woods by hundreds, and 
prime skins bring from $25 up to as high 

2s $100 in the market. During the excursion 

season tourists from all parts of the globe 
make a thriving trade for Alaska mer- 
chants in the bear-skin line. There are 

five distinct species of the bear in Alaska 
—the black, brown or cinnamon and a 

cross, which inhabit all portions of South- 

eastern: Alaska and the upper portion of 
the Yukon country. Further north in 

the St. Elias Alps, is the home of a grizzly 

which in size ferocity and color much re- 
sembles the . “zzlies of the Sierra Nevadas, 

and still further north, along the lower 
reaches of the Yukon and ice fields of the 

Arctic ocean, is the white polar bear. As 

grave and skilful in hunting bear as the 
Alaska hunter is, he seldom hunts the 

St. Elias grizzly, both because there is little 

profit in the hides and the great size and 
ferocity of the beasts make hunting them 
a most hazardous undertaking. Their 

mode of killing them is by shooting into 

them with a heavily charged smooth bore 
musket a heavy slug of lead,copper or iron, 

then awaiting their charge, which never 

fails to follow the shot, with a long, heavy 
and strongly made spear,resting the butt 
of the weapon on the ground and planting 

one foot firmly against it. The point of 
the spear rests at an angle to pierce the 

bear in the breast, and the bear's own 
weight,when it strikes the spear in its mad 
charge, is calculated to drive the weapon 

through him or pierce him deep enough 
at to cause death. As will be readily seen, if 

this critical moment the hunter’s courage 
should fail him, or by miscalculation the 
spear failed to impale the charging beast, 

the hunter would be knocked senseless 
and immediately torn into shreds. This 

mode of bear hunting may have its advant- 
ages, but only the Alaska Indian has the 
courage to try the experiment. 

DO YOU WANT PRETTY CHEEKS? 

Pretty cheeks are a rare finishing touch, 

an otherwise handsome face being often 

spoiled by high cheeks are made firm and 
plumb. Contrivances worn in the mouth 
for filling out the cheeks have been re- 

sorted to, but scarcely without great dis- 
comfort ; and the only reasonable way of 

accomplishing the desired result is to take 
on more flesh and to study carefully the 
dressing of the hair. 

In some instances, however, there will 

be a superfluity of flesh where it is not 
wanted, while the cheeks persist in re- 

maining thin. A firm, round cheek, with 
a slight dimple showing with every smile, 
is a most attractive charm, and the sister 

of a young gentleman who had a pencil 
accidentally thrust through one cheek in 
boyhood, leaving an indentatation that 

was quite a natural looking dimple, was 
wont to remrrk that she really. wished it 
had happened to her, as she would have 

thrust a pencil through the other cheek 

and fet abundantly repaid by her increase 
of beauty. 

But her enthusiasm did not reach the 
point of decorating both cheeks herself. 
Bathing the cheeks two or three times a 

day with weak ammonia water in which 
a small piece of alum has been dissolved, 
tends to make the flesh firm and smooth. 
The common practice of pressing one cheek 

into the pillow while sleeping is very in- 

jurious to beauty of outline, and it also 
produces wrinkles. 

Mes. WinsLow’s SootHING SYRUP has been 

used by millions of 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 mstake about it. It 

cures Diarrhcea, 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 ‘Mes. Wins- 
Low’s SOOTHING SYRUP, 

Baby King Alfonso, of Spain, has a’ 

HORSES IN A FIGHT. 

A West Chester, Pa., special to a New 
York paper says: A battle between two 

horses was fought on Michael Murphy's 
stock farm on the Brandywine, near Mil- 
ford Mills, this county. On the farm, 

which covers an extensive territory in 
East Brandywine and Wallace townships, 

Mr. Murphy has been laying out a half- 
mile driving track for use in training and 
exercising his blooded horses, among 

which are a half dozen imported stallions. 
One of these was recently bought in Ire" 

land for $2,500. Mr. Murphy rode this 
animal from his home at Milford to super- 
intend the completion of the driving 

track, and on reaching that part of track 
where the workmen were putting on the 

last touches in levelling, he dismounted 
and 

HITCHED THE HORSE TO A POST. 

In a few minutes one of his grooms, seated 
on another valuable horse, a Norman stal- 
lion, appeared, and tied the second horse 

to a post near the first. The Irish stallion 
immediately grew restless, and in a 
moment contrived to work his bridle off. 

Then with a shrill neigh of challenge he 

leaped straight up in the air and rushed 
with open mouth upon the Norman stal- 

lion. The latter answered the challenge 
with a loud cry, and vigorously kicked up 
his heels to receive his antagonist in 
form. Being securely tied, however, the 

Norman was at a disadvantage, and his 
Irish adversary inflicted upon him several 
dreadful bites on the head and neck. But 

he received in exchange from the Norman 
a shower of tremendous heavy-footed 
kicks in the body. Upon this the Irish 

stallion retired a few paces for another 
charge. The Norman saw him coming, 
and rearing up, broke away from his 

fastenings, and jumped forward to meet 
the foe. The collision was terrific. Both 
beasts fought with a degree of 

SAVAGERY THAT WAS SURPRISING. 

Their shrill cries of anger and pain were 
heard on the neighboring farms, and men 
hurried to the scene from all directions 

and tried to separate the combatants. 
Clubs, fence rails, shovels and hay forks 

were alike useless, however, for both stal- 
lions were in a frenzy of rage, and could 
not be controlled. One of the grooms had 

a finger bitten off by one of the furious 
beasts. Finally at the suggestion of Mr. 
Murphy, the men all stood aloof and al- 

lowed the horses to finish the fight undis- 
turbed. In a few minutes the Norman, 

uttering loud roars of pain, turned tail and 
ran off over the field, closely pursued by 
his Irish opponent. Thus they ran, al- 

most neck to heels, until they reached 
Glen Moore, three miles away, where 

after a short but decisive contest, both 
stallions were captured and eventually 
stabled. The Norman was the winner 

beyond all odds in the final meeting, al- 

though he fought in the defensive. The 
Irish stallion is the more seriously injured 

and it is thought that he will not recover. 

There are not less than a hundred terrible 
scars on his body from bites and kicks. 
Big strips of skin and flesh were torn from 
his flanks and hips by the sharp teeth of 

the Norman. The victorious Norman is, 

however, almost seriously damaged, and 

may have to be killed to end his misery. 

DUPING THE BEGGARS. 

“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 sorrow- 
ful looking young man on one of the prin- 

cipal thoroughfares of the city. The 
young man stopped. “There’s a nickel,” 
said he, “its 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 it 

and good luck to you.” 

“Are you so much in need as that, part- 
ner ?” asked the beggar. 

“Yes ; I have been looking for work for 
two weeks, but it’s no use and n¥y money’s 

all gone.” For a while the beggar hesi- 

tated, then he pulled out a dollar. “Here,” 
said he, “take this. You're worse off than 

Iam.” 

“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 fellow 
that’s about to commit suicide ?” 

A hearty laugh interrupted 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.” 

PLAYED A WALTZ AT HER GRAVE" 

They tell a story of Strauss, the com- 
poser, which he claimed was true. Itis 

to the effect that an old lady admirer of 
the Strauss music, a Viennese, ordered in 
her last will and testament that a Strauss 

waltz should be played at her funeral, for 
which each member of the orchestra was 

to receive a ducat. The heirs objected at 
first on religious grounds to carry out this 
plan, but the provisions of the will were 
distinct and could not be violated without 

endangering their own claims, so Strauss 

and his musicians were engaged and 
placed in a circle around the grave, and 
while the coffin was being lowered they 

played the favorite waltz of their late 

lamented admirer. 
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Stop that 

CHRONIC GCougH Now! 
For if vou do not it may become cnn- 

Employs no Agents, but gives the: 

Large Commission to the Buyer, and 

by so doing, can sell you an 

AL VERY LOW 4 PRICES, 

and on as easy terms as any other 

company on the 

INSTALMENT 2 ol . 

0 

Call and See our ORGANS and PRICES. 

Yost SEWING MACHIN BE 
AND THE HIGHEST,PRICE MACHINE MADE IN for $18, CANADA FOR $27.50. AFTER USING THEM SIX 

MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, MONEY REFUNDED, 

—_— 

CALL 

{0} 

AND SEI "THEM. 

Celebrated “ White”. Sewing Machine, 

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

ROOM PAPER 
rices never known in this City. 

BROWNS FROM 5 CENTS 

Call and see the Stock and Prices. 

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 aap very shortly 

e to show the REST ASSORTMENT of WALL PAPERS to 
Brown and White, Blacks, Gilts, Granites, Engrain and fine Gold Papers, with Borders to match; and we 

UPWARDS; 

- 
¢ 

had anywhere, in 
will offer them at 

WHITES FROM 8 CENTS UPWARDS; 
GILTS FROM 20 CENTS UPWARDS. 

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

McMURRAY & CO 
ee 
—— 

Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh is the 
Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest. 

CATARRH 
Sold by druggists or sent by mail, 50c. 

E. T. Hazgeltine, Warren, Pa., U, 8. A. 

R. BLACKMER, 

PRACTICAL 

WATGHMAKER and JEWELER, 
HAS IN STOCK A FULL LINE OF 

Wartuam WATCHES 
in Solid Gold, Gold Filled and Silver Cases. 

Fine Rolled Plate Chains, etc. 
and everything usually found in a 

first-class jewelry store. 

A FULL LINE OF 

CILIOIGIK|S 
Of the best makes. 

SILVERWARE 
In CASTORS, SPOONS, etc., of the Finest 

Quality. 

ENGRAVING 
On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS, etc., neatly 

executed. 

The Cheapest Place in the City for Fine Work 
and Fine Jewelry. 

One Door Below the People’s Bank 

Carriage Bolts. 
JUST RECEIVED: 

5 (= containing 10,500;Carriage Bolts 
and 9,000 Tire Bolts. 

For sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 
sumptive. For pg morte Scrofula, 
General Debility and Wasting D y 
there is nothing like 

SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 
Of Pure Cod Liver Oil and 

HYPOPHOSPHITES 

Of Lime and Soda. 

It is almost as palatable as milk. Far 

better than other so-called Emulsions. 

A wonderful flesh producer. 

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

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville. 

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST, 
CONTAINS NO 

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

: TORONTO, ONT, 
E. W. GILLETT; CHICAGO, ILIs 

private income of $1,000,000 a year, | ¥a0'Prof thie CBLEBRATED OTAL TRAST CARES 

5 L. MOR RISON, 
Dealer In 

FLOUR, MEAL, 

TEA, 

COFFEE, 

SUGAR, 

MOLASSES, 

TOBACCO, 

CANNED GOODS 

General Groceries. 

QUEEN STREET, 

OPP, CITY HALL, 

FREDERICTON, N:B. 

“ Greatest Thing 

In The 

World |” | 
Sa 

| 

A 

Hall’s - Book - Store, 

Fresh GARDEN, 

FIELD, 

and FLOWER 

ne dich dg ar ir received or usual 
arge surp o arde Fie. and 

Flower Seeds = the Season or 1690 in ported 
direct rn the now celebrated house STEELE 
BROS., Toronto, » hose seeds gave suéh universal 
sutisf ction | s reason. 
At the meeting « f the Farmers’ Convention held 

in this City during the past winter, the resident in 
the course of his remarks sid that the Seeds grown 
by the -teele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were better 
adapted to the soil and climate of New Brunswick 
than any other. 

Jan THE LEADING VARIETIES OF 

This Celebrated Book by 

DRUMMOND ee 

Can be Procured of 

M. S. HALL. 

‘“ Greatest Thing 

In The 

World |” 
By DRUMMOND. 

HALL’S BOOK STORE 

NOT ICES: 

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 Coal. 
Best Old Mine Sydney and Grand 

Lake Blacksmith Coal. 

SEED BUCKWHEAT, 

“OATS, 

‘BARLEY, 

SEED WHEAT, 

FERS, 

CORN. 1] 

ALSO, 

CLOVER AND TIMOTHY SEED, 
all CHEAPER than the CHEAPEST. 

+ Campbell St., 
. above City Hall 

JAS. TIBBITS. 

(Office and Warehouse 

Bees. Peas, Beets, 

[arot, 
Patsips, Onions, 

and all small Seeds, eitlier in bulk or in packages— 
W holesale and Retail. 
My Ovion Beed for this year is the finest I ever 

imported. 

Yellow Dutch Onion Sets. 
IZ" Bpecial discount given to Agricultural Scoieties = ° 

and Country Dealers. 

REMEMBER THE OLD STAND, 

GEO. H. DAVIS, 
Druggist and Seedsman, 

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS. 

FREDERICTON. 

AT THE 

TINSMITHS, - GASFITTERS, 
/ 
—AND— 

PLUMBERS 

ESTABLISHMENT OF 

LIMERICK & DUNCAN, 
YORK ST. FREDERICTON, N. B. 

J Go would inform the public in general that 
they will Sell their Goods Cheaper 

es the Cheapest, and they carry a full 
ne o . 

KITCHEN FURNISHING 

a AND 

LUMBERMEN SUPPLIES. 

* thorough in, Qu aitty and Workmane 
ship. 

HOT AIR FURNACES fitted up in the 
most approved style. 

REPAIRING done in all branches with 

THERE 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

0B 
INSURANCE COMPANY. 

Assets, 1sT JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.5¢ 

Assets IN CANADA, fos 870,525.67 

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip. 

tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Agent. 

Per S. S. Nova Scotian. 

1-2 TONS assorted sizes of OABLE 
Le oe from 3-16 to 7-16 of an 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS 

neatness and despatch. 

A fire MO NG 
BIRD. did 
Singer. Ap#S 

Telephone 166. 

L'S BOOK STORE, 
FOR SALE 
SES AT ERERSE, 

JUST RECEIVED: 

300 P*** Acme Club Skates; 
#. P Long Reach * 

For sale low, wholesale and retail, at 

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE. 

WANTED 
RELIABLE PUSHING MEN to sell choice 
Su sery Blocs. Complete assortment. Splendid 
oppor tunity offered for Spring work. My Bules- 
men have good success, many selling from $100 
to $200 ; er week. -end for Proof and 1estimoni- 
als 4 good pushing man wunted here at once, 
Liberal Terms, and the best goods in the market. 
Write, R. G. CLY\E, Nurser: man, Perth, Ont, 

Coal 

FROM NEW YORK. 

10 Lg best AMERICAN COAL 
TAR. Just received by ; 

fax. 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 


