
POETRY 

'SCUSE ME. 

I hear I’ve got to preach to-morrer, 
Our pastor he be orful ill; 

And Deacon Smith, I larn with sorrer, 

His lung it be a bleedin’ still. 

I've prayed at funerals and sich, . 

And at camp meetin’s took a hitch ; 

But still I'mever preached before, 

If any party yells “ angcore,” 

By-the holy Mo—'scuse me. 

At ’ligion I make no pretex, 

I never went a seekin’ lambs ; 

I haint a chose no reg'lar text, 

I'll kinder ramble round the Psalms. 

I'll do it right — I'll tdke my perch, 
I'll have no snickering in the church; 

And I will thump the man, d’ye see, 
Who fires a hickory nut at me, 

By the holy Mo — 'scuse me: 

. Gimme a chaw — thanks — Miss Brown will 
lead 

The quire as us — u—all—gimme a match ; 
And all that true believers need 

Tq do is come and lift the latch. 

This painful dooty I've to do, 

The pastor he hez arsked me to; 

But if some funny chap, d’ye see, 
Should heave a nest-egg up at me, 

" By the holy Mo — ’scuse me. 

The ladies they will sit on one, 
The gents upon the other side; 

And I will keep my eyes upon 

The one who tries to act up snide. 

I'll sing a bass to every psalm, 

And run the service sweet and calm; 

But look ahere, my friends, d’ye see, , 

If someone hollers * rats’ at me, 
By the holy Moses — hum—'scuse me. 

SELECT STORY. 

DESIRE'S TRUE LOVE. 
BY SHIRLEY BROWNE. 

“Why, child,” said Mrs. Milnor, “ you're 

crying. For the land’s sake” what ails 

you?” 
Desire Milnor was coming up the steep 

slope of the orchard, stumbling along in 

an uncertain way with a bundle under 
her arm, while the tears blurred the out- 

lines of the tall wild lilies, and the hosts 
of burnished yellow buttercups’ that 
tangled themselves across her path. The 
old wooden clock in the kitchen struck 
eleven. Mrs. Milnor, standing in the 

door-way with a chopping-bowl in her 
hand, looked eagerly at her daughter. 
Desire flung the flat parcel at her mother’s 
feet. 

“It’s the silk gown Aunt Damaris has 
sent me!” she said. “Oh, mother, its no 

use! I can’t go to the party —in a black 
silk dress!” 

“Is it black ?” 
Mrs. Milnor had set down the chopp- 

ing-bowl and now took up the parcel, 
loosening its strings and taking ‘off the 

brown paper wrappings. 
“ And second-hand at that — cut in the 

most outlandish fashion, with beloen, 
_ sleeves and a yoke waist,” burst out De-t 

sire. 
“It’s nice lace on it though,” said Mrs. 

Milnor, who had by this time adjusted 
her spectacles and was critically examin- 
ing the rich, old-fashioned gown which 

Aunt Damaris Dobbs had sent, with such 

natural pride, so that “Joel's daughter” 
might have something nice to wear at 

her first party. “Yes, I remember it 
now, Damaris had it for her silver wed- 
ding —a good heavy brocade as ever cis- 

sors cut into. But Damaris has forgotten 
that girls of eighteen can’t wear black 
silks to evening parties!” 
“You can have it made over for your- 

self, mother,” said Desire, furitively wip- 
ing ber eyes on the poor little drenched 
pockel-handkerchief. 

“ Aunt Damaris apa give it to me, 

child.” 
“But I give it to you, aha = 

“Inever had such a dress as this in all 

my life!” said poor Mrs. Milmor. 
“But you ought to have had, mother, 

long ago. Only we are so poor. Oh, 
mother, don’t-you think father could 
spare me ten dollars —only ten? Icould 
get such a nice white bunting for that, 

and we could*manage to make it between 
us, you and I, so that need cost nothing. 

And a few yards of rose-colored ribbon 
wouldn’t be much, and I could wear 
natural flowers — 

Mrs. Milnér shook her head. 
“Ten dollars is ten dollars,” said she 

sadly. “There’s the interest on the 
mortgage coming due next month, and 

new shingles on the barn roof, and extra 

help to hire about the farm work, since 
father’s rheumatism got so bad. Perhaps 

some day we can afford you a new dress. 
Providence will surely provide.” 

“Providence provides for everyone but | 
us!” flashed out poor Desire. 

“We must wait for Providence’s good 
time, dear,” soothed Mrs. Milnor. “Try 

and put this party out of your head. 
Desire sprung to her feet and ran out 

of the room, never pausing until she had 

reached what, in childhood’s days, she 
had christened the “crying-corner” of 

the big roomy garret, and buried her face 
among the spare pillows and coverlets. 
Mrs. Milnor sighed. 

“Poor dear!” she murmured. “And 
she is only eighteen. I can’t help feeling 

sorry for her, though Grandfather Milnor 

thinks these dancing parties are only a 
snare of Satan. I do wish I knew of any 
way to get her a nice dress like other 
girls. Alfred Sillis to be there, too — and 

I do think Alfred fancies our Desire, if it 
wasn’t that Rachel Morris is forever plot- 
ting and planning to get his attention. 

And Rachel is to go in a new heliotrope- 
colored grenadine, made in Albany on 
purpose for this occasion. Rachel Morris 

in heliotrope color, with her yellow. skin 
and dull complexion! Desire, now, would 
look like a human flower in such a dress 

as that.” 
Dinner was nearly ready, and dinner 

for the farmer and his three hungry 
“hands” meant something substantial 
in the Milnor family, when Mrs. Milnor 
called shrilly up the stairway : 

“ Desire! Desire! there ain’t a drop o’ 
vinegar in the house! Come down quick, 
there’s a dear, and run over to Mrs. 

Wrexell’s for a quart. Iknow theres a 

barrel full left in Mrs. Wrexell’s cellar.” 

Desire obeyed listlessly enough, and 
tripped along under the drooping apple 

boughs to good Mrs. Wrexell’s dozy farm 
house. 
The midday meal was over there and 

cleared away. The Wrexells kept early 

hours, and as Zephanial Wrexell occu- 
pied the responsible position of postmaster 
at Clickenden, he was obliged to be in 
the village to receive the noon mails 
when the New York express came in. 

Mrs. Wrexell was standing by the table 
— a trim, fair-haired little old lady, with 
a face which had not yet lost all its fom 

ness and bloom. 
“ Oh, Desire, it is you? said she. 

“(Can you lend mother a quart of vine- 

gar?” gaid Desire, swinging her flower- 
ing-blue pitcher py its handle. 
“Why, certainly, of course; but, De- 

gire, look here.” 
“A pink silk dress pattern,” cried De- 

sire, clasping both hands together, to the 
immediate peril of the flowering-blue 

pitcher. “Oh, Mrs. Wrexell, how beauti- 
ful 1 ”» 

“How ridiculous, I should say,” re- 

torted the old lady, with a laugh partly 
of vexation and partly of amusement. 
bait | pink silk Gv ye! At my age.” 

“Did — did you buy it?” timidly haz 
arded Desire. 

“I! Good gracious, child, what do you 
take me for?” almost screamed Mrs. 
Wrexell. “No, I haven't taken entire 

leave of my senses, not just yet, at all 
events. My brother Jonathan has sent 
it to me for a birthday present from 
Montreal. I'm gix-and-fifty to-day, and 
the poor dear fellow hasn't seen me in 

half a century, and he’s clean forgotten 

but what I’m sixteen yet. Justlookat it. 
Pink silk for me! I declare I could a’most 
cry if it wasn’t for wanting to laugh so 
bad. ”» 

The laughter and the tears met some- 
where in the same region of Mrs. Wrex- 
ell’'s plump old throat and nearly suffo- 
cated her. While Desire looked earnestly 
at the rose-tinted folds, a great longing 
taking possession of her soul as she 

“If it had been a good sensible seal- 

brown now,” went on the old lady, “ora 

black silk. Black silk is suitable for 
every occasion.” 
“Black silk! ” Degireechoed the words. 

“Oh, Mrs. Wrexell ! ” 
Mrs. Wrexell looked sharply at Desire. 

“Why, what's come to the child?” 
said she. 

“Black silk is suitable for every occa- 
sion except for a fourth of July party,” 

cried Desire. “When the girl who wants 

— oh, so dreadfully — to go is only eight- 
een. And if Ionly had that pink silk 

dress, Mrs. Wrexell ! 

The old lady began to comprehend at 

last. 
“You shall have it child,” cried she, 

‘hurriedly rolling up the glistening folds. 
“La! what a goose I was, not to have 
thought of that before.” : 

“No,” said Desire; shrinking back, “I 
couldn’t take such a present as that from 
you, Mrs. Wrexell. But —if you would 
exchange with me —I have a very nice 
black brocaded silk trimmed with guipure 

lace, which my aunt Damaris sent me, 
and which I can’t possibly wear. I'll 

run right home and bring it over for you 

to look at.” 
- “Exactly what I want, ” cried Mrs. 
Wrexell. 

“ And,” Mrs. Milnor added afterward,” 
“if it hadn’t been that I found about half 
a pint of vinegar in the stone jug under 
the cellar shelf I don’t know what the 

men would have done for a relish to their 
boiled milk-weed sprouts and early let- 

tucé. For Desire had clean - forgotten 
what I sent for, poor child!” 

While Desire, eagerly, surveying her 
new treasure in the solitude of her own 
room, murmured to herself, “ Mother said 
that Providence would provide, but I 

didn’t believe -her. Oh, how happy I 
am! 1» 

The evening of the fourth of July ball 
arrived. The big public hall at Clicken- 

den was hung with festoons of the na- 
tional flag and starred with lamps. The 
floor was newly waxed. The band played 
merrily, and Alfred Sill was slowly. walk- 
ing up the long expanse of dancing space 

with Miss Morris at his side. 
" “Such a lovely floor!” said she. “I 

do so dote on" waltzing. Miss Milnor ? 
Oh, the idea of any one calling little De- 
sire ‘ Miss Milnor!’ No, she’s not to be 
here. She has nothing to wear.” 
Mr. Sill looked at Miss Morris. 
“1 suppose she is a good deal younger 

than you,” he said. 
“Oh, it isn’t that,” faltered Rachel, red- 

dening. “But she’s such an unsophisti- 

cated rustic.” 
“1 see,” said Alfred Sill. 

bi Are He > a mossy stone 
dden from the eye, 

Foi oy in a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky.’ 

That is what you mean?” 
It was not what Miss Rachel Morris 

had meant at all, but she took refuge in 

judicious silence; and at that same mo- 
ment a bright little vision of rese-colored 
silk with cheeks to matgh and radiant 
hazel eyes dawned on Mr. 8ill’s vision. 
“There she is, now,” said he. Excuse 

me, Miss Morris, I must secure her for the 

first quadrille.” 
Miss Morris, who had joined him with- 

out any invitation on his part, fell back 

rather awkwardly into the position of 

wall flower, and Desire Milnor’s blushes 
and smiles showed Mr. Sill how welcome 

he was'to write his name on her pretty 
 ball-tablet. 

To Rachel Morris the evening seemed 
endless. To Desire “the foot of time fell 
lightly as flowers.” Never before had 

she been belle of the ball-room. It wasa 
new experience. And it was three o’clock 

in the morning when at last Mr. Sill 

brought her home to the old farm-house, 
where Mrs. Milnor had fallen asleep oyer 

| her knitting and the candle had burned 

down to its socket. . 
“The dress isn’t hurt a bit, mother,” said 

Desire, “ but my slipper soles are worn 

through. I danced every dance. Oh, I 

had such a delightful time. And Mr. 
sin—” 

“ Yes, dear.” 
“ Mother, he said —” 
“There,” said Mrs. Milnor, looking with 

new appreciation at Desire’s rose-and-snow 

complexion and star-bright eyes, “you 
needn’t tell me any more. I can guess. 

He loves you and wants to make you his 

wife.” 
And Desire burst into a flood of blissful 

tears on her mother’s tender breast as 
the sunrise was crimsoning all the east, 
and the birds sung, and one great. star 
still blazed in the rosy glare of dawn. 
In Desires eyes all the world was born 

anew. 4 : 

HOW TO WEAR SHOES. 

People who feel that their shoes wear 

out too quickly should heed the words of 
a dealer in Chicago, who tells the Mail: 

“Do you know there isn’t one man in 
five hundred who knows how to wear 

shoes? The average man buys ‘a pair of 
shoes, wears them until they are no 
longer presentable, and then throws them 

away and buys another pair. A man 
ought to have at least two pairs of shoes 
for everyday wear, and no pair should be 

worn {two days in succession. At first 
thought this may strike you as a scheme 
to benefit the shoe dealer, but it is noth- 
ing of the kind. In fact such a plan 

would injure the shoe bussiness. Two 
pairs of shoes worn alternately will last 

three times as long as a single pair. The 
saving, of course, is made in the wearing 

of the leather. A pair of shoes worn 
every day goes to pieces more than twice 

as fast as a pair worn every second day. 

No two pair fit your feet in exactly the 

same way. In one pair the strain and 
wear of the leather falls heaviest upon 

one particular part of the shoe and in 
another the greatest wear and tear falls 

upon another part altogether. I took:a 
trip through Europe last summer and in 

several places I was surprised to find the 
shoes worn by peasants have no ‘right’ 

and ‘left’ distinctions, but are worn on 

either foot. I was told that such shoes 

were preferred to those which more 
closely conform to the shape of the foot, 

because they last longer, since the strdin 
upon any part of the shoe to-day is 

changed to another part to-morrow. 

Baltimore American: “There are some 
unpleasant features in this business,” 
muttered the photographer as he surveyed 

a row of his patrons. 

Some laugh at old school remedies. Do 
modern ones equal Johnson’s Anodyne 
Liniment ? 

THE GREKTGRANDNOTHER, 

BY KATE ac. cuaz. 

“Thank goodness that’s over!” ex- 
claimed Ailsa. : 
And she looked after 

dray with a sigh of relief. 
“Qver!” echoed May, with a glance 

around the parlor of the pretty flat into 
which they had just moved. “Why, Ailsa 
Gordon, the misery is only just begun. 

F Now that Jennie has flown off in a tant- 
rum, here are just you and I to reduce 

this chaos to order.” 
And she waved her hand with an ex- 

pressive gesture which included the coal- 
scuttle reposing on the piano, and the 
wash-board which adorned the mantel. 

*“QOh, that's nothing!” cried Ailsa, 
briskly. = “You sit down -and read the 
paper, mamsie” —to : delicate-looking 
lady who was making a feeble effort to 

arrange their disordered belongings — 

“and May and I will make short work 
of it. What shall we do first, May? The 

carpets are down and the pictures are up, 

go that much is off our minds. How fun- 
ny the familiar old pictures look in these 
strange rooms! By the way, where is 
your grandmother ? ” 
She turned from her smiling survey of 

the walls to ask thé question in quite a 
startled voice. A slim, alert little crea- 
ture she was, with a face which, if far 

from beautiful, was very sweet and win- 
some. The gray eyes were full of light, 
the cheeks had a dainty dash of rose, and 

the smiles and dimples came and went in 
a way, dazzling and delightful. 

“Grandmother! ” repeated May. 
May was tall and dignified, and rather 

prided herself on her stature and dignity. 

Mus. Gordon looked up inquiringly. 
“ Yes, grandmother’s picture. Brother 

Rob vowed he had hurig every one, and 

— whére is grandmother?” 
¥ Dear me!” Gal Gordet, in 

helpless dismay. 
It was their ‘chief treasure, the oil por- 

trait in question. Of Mrs. Gordon’s grand- 
mother was the 'picture. It had been 
painted by a celebrated artist more than 
half a century previous, and the unmis- 
takably patwician face it portrayed was a 

guarantee of good blood and good breed- 

e last departing 

ing. 
“It is our credemtial. It supports our 

claim to social position, grandmother's 
picture,” May used to remark with quite 

a grand air. 
And now where was it? Vanished; 

stolen perhaps by an unprincipled dray- 
magn, or dropped from the wagon, or — 
“I have it!” cried Ailsa. “We've left 

it behind us on Hoyne Avenue!” 

“That is possible,” declared ‘Mrs. Gor- 
don, grasping at the hope. 
“Let us search here thoroughly first,” 

suggested May. 
So search they. aecordingly did, in the 

closets gnd under the chairs, between the 

curtains and behind the doors. 
Nowhere was theheir-loom to be found. 
“ We must send and see if it is over at 

the ‘old house,” decided May, sinking 
down on a hillock of rugs. . 

“Whom have ;we to send?” queried 

Ailsa;* pertinently. “It is only a few 
blocks away. I'll rush around and see.” 
So she jerked herself into her trim 

cloth jacket, with a couple of gleaming 
hat pins transfixed her pretty brown hat 
on her pretty brown head, and was out of 

the house and away like a flash. 
Reaching Hoyne Avenue she found the 

house she sought. Door and windows 

were ajar. Just in front stood a wagon- 
load of furniture. The short walk leading 
to the house was encambered with house- 

hold articles. 

“ Gracious ! ” cried Ailsa, “if the new 
people are not moving in already.” 
She hurried into the hall, looked around, 

then went into the parlor. 
Save the draymen despositing their 

load on the sidewalk, no one, was visible, 
“Nice furniture,” commented Ailsa, 

“all velours and silk plush, bronzes, Per- 
sian portieres, real Birmingham easels, 

But where is my grandmother’s picture? ” 
She was about proceeding to the dining- 

room to continue her investigations there 
when she suddenly espied, standing 

against the wall, behind a low, Turkish 
lounge, something quite enveloped in 

newspapers. 
“There it is! ” she gasped, statically. 

“I am so glad I found it. And it isn’t the 
least bit heavy. I'll just grab it up and 
carry it home.” 

To grasp her prize was the work ofa mo- 
ment, to rush to the door with it that of 

another: But here she found her progress 
barred. A young man confronted her. A 
‘handsome young man he was, and un- 

deniably, a gentleman, though his boots 

were muddy and his coat was dusty. He 
was flushed from the exertion of helping 
to unload furniture. His curly hair lay 

damp perspiration upon his forehead, his 

hat was pushed on the back of his head. 
“I — beg your pardon,” he began, diffi- 

dently, as he removed his hat, “but may 
J ask—" 
He broke off, his suggestive glance at 

the burden she carried expressing his 

amazement and interrogation. 
Ailsa gave him * one of her dazzling 

smiles and a brief, comprehensive little 

nod. 
“Why I intrnded? Certainly. This is 

your residence now, I persume, though it 

was ours yesterday. You see, we forgot 

this, and I ran back for it.” 
“For that!” 
His astonishment augmented rather 

than decreased. Ailsa knit her black 

brows. What .a tremendously stupid 
young man he was, fo be sure! 

@® Itbelongstous. Ifismy grand- 
-mother’s picture.” 
Was the pretty little girl quite crazy, 

he wondered.. 
“ Are you sure,” he suggested, courteous- 

ly, “ that there is no mistake ?” 
“Mistake ! ” cried Ailsa, growing angry 

at his density. “Of course there is no 

mistake. Don’t I know its size and 
weight? And wrapped up in Tribunes, 

too, just as I wrapped it.” 
“But if you were to examine it!” he 

said, gently. “I think you suppose it is 

your property, but—” 

“But I'm stealing a picture of yours, 

you think!” broke in Ailes, indignantly. 
Her eyes were brilliant and her cheeks 
like scarlet poppies. “I am not! Itis 

mine. And if—if you think it isn’t, I 
wish you would call on my brother, whose 
office is in Major Blagk, and he will ex- 
plain.” This in a voice half hysterical, 
half high tragedy. 

Her enemy retreated. A smile curved 
the lips under the slight dark mustache. 
But he simply bowed. 
“ And now, perhaps, who will allow me 

to pass!” said Ailsa, in her very frostiest 

manner. 
The gentleman bowed again. 
She swept by him and away, her trea- 

sure in her arms. But when she was 
quite out of sight George Gilman dropped 
on a seat and burst into a paroxysm of 
uncontrollable laughter. And over in the 

flat on Jackson street, Ailsa Gordon faced 
her mother and sister, panting and 

trinmphant. Her story .of the attempt to 
defraud her was received in the most 
sympathetic spirit. 
“The idea,” cried Ailsa, “of a man who 

perhaps never had a grandmother trying 
to convince me I was making a mistake 

in claiming mine. The idea!” 

She tore off the wrapping. The three 

women leaned forward to regard their re- 

» 

coverd heir log. They iad ek! in h dis- 

“ Ailsa Gordon! » 
« Why, Alla!” 

As for Alisa she promptly sat dow and 
cried, and laughed through her tears, and 

“It is such a ridiculous blunder,” she 
said. 
And it was. For though she had 

brought home a frame and a canvas the 
face on the latter was not that of a hand- 
gome damsel of days ‘gone by, but of a 
very good-looking, very bright-eyed, very 
prepossessing young man, 
That evening, with many apologies, 

Bob Gordon took home the picture. 
“ My mother had it painted at Christ- 

mas,” George Gilman explained. “I'm 
afraid your sister thought me rude. I 
hope the picture she sought will soon be 

found.” 
It was found the following day in the 

wood shed of the Hoyne Avenue resi- 
dence, by what error carried thither they 
knew not. And mow it was George Gil- 
man’s turn to carry a portuit to Heirighte 
ful owners. 
Very pleasant was his brief visit to the 

Gordons, the first of many. 
May passed. June blushed into gor- 

geous life. And one warm and delicious 
June evening when the young folks were 
on their way to a party on the south side 

the conversation - turned on the May-day 
moving. 
“You were foolish in insisting on tak-' 

ing my picture, Ailsa,” George said, 
“when you might have had me!” 

“ Nonsense!” laughed Ailsa. 
“It isn’t nonsense,” «said George. “Tt 

is in earnest.” > 
The others were out of hearing. 

“ Just for the sake of giving me an ar- 
istocratic great-grandmother, marry me, 
Ailsa.” 

“ For that charitable purpose,” laughed 
Ailsa, “ perhaps I will.” 

And in July the Gordon girls’ great- 
grandmother, from her place of nonor, 

will beam placidly down on a bride. 

% 

HOW ALARM CLOCKS ALWAYS 
WORK. : 

It happened about 6 e’clock one morn- 
ing. 
A man with a flushed face and attired 

in a white robe stuck his head out of a 
bay window and yelled : 

“Is that your alarm clock!” ; 
A snore was wafted through the win- 

dow of the next house, and that was the 

only answer. 
41 say!” yelled the man again, “ is that | 

your alarm clock?” 
“ Hugh ?” came a muttered response. 
“Js that your clock that’s waking the 

entire neighborhood ?”” shouted.the man. 
“My clock?” came the voicé again. 

Then after a pause : “Hold on a minute 
and T'll:'see ?” 
Then+a draped figure carrying a clock ’ 

appeared at the window of the flext 
house. 
“By George !- It was my clock,” it said. 

“ It never seems to wake me.” 
“Well, it wakes me!” roared the first 

“And then you get up and wake me,” 
returned the other. “Thats kind of 
you.” 

“Yes, and I get up and wake you, and 
some time I'll throw a brick through 
that window!” 
No necessity for that, You just‘swear 

at me and it'll rouse me all right. Sup- 

pose I leave this other window open, too. 
That would make it surer, you know, and 
I must get up at 6 o'clock. If you'go 

away from home you just let me know 

and I'll put the clock where it'll catch the 
man on the other side, so that he can yell 
at me. I want to make a sure thing of it 

with one of you, for I never hear the 
clock.” 
Then he pulled in his head i a boot- 

jack whizzed by and shattered a lamp 

post on the corner.—Chicago Tribune. 

A PIECE OF OAK IN HIS HEAP. 

Lewis E. Rotterman, of Peoria, Ill, 

who has just returned from Chicago, has 
in his possession the proof of one of the 
most interesting cases known in surgical 

history. He was one of the passengers on |. 
the ill-fated Niagara Falls excursion train 

which went down to destruction at Chats- 
worth. He was in the last day coach 
leaning on his hand in an open window 
when the crash came. Nearly everybody 
in the car was injured and several men 

were killed outright. Rotterman’s face 

was badly eut and bruised and he was un- 
conscious for several hours. His face was 
sewed up and healed rapidly. Since then 
he hassuffered constant pains in his head, 
but local physicians attributed it to the 
shock of the wreck and treated him ac- 

cordingly. 
Last November, while blowing his nose 

vigorously, he blew- out a wire nail one 
and three-eights inches long, badly rusted. 
He and his friends were confident that 
his trouble was’ at an end when the nail 
was dislodged, but he still suffered from a 

dull pain in his head. In June he went 
to Chicago and was examined by the staff 
surgeon atthe Rush medical college. The 
physician found a foreign body in Rotter- 
man’s head at the inside corner of the left 
eye, and, in the presence of a room full of 

surgeons, cut the patient’s face. Imbed- 
ded in fhe head back of the nose was 
found an irregular piece of oak one and a 
half inches long, five-eights of an inch 
thick and three-eights of an inch wide. 
This fragment of the window sill had? 
been carried in Rotterman’s head for four 

years. The paint had been absorbed by 
his blood. The case was reported to all 
the leading doctors in Chicago and is pro- 

nounced one of the most remarkable in 
history, 

BOMBAY'S DAM. 

The distinction is now said to belong to 

Bombay of possessing the greatest piece of 

solid masonry construction that the world 

has seen in modern times. It appears 
that for years past the water supply of 
Bombay depended upon works known to 
be defective, involving the possibility of a 

water famine in that great eastern seaport, 
and in view of this a consultation of 

eminent engineers was held, under the 
direction of the government, with the re- 

sult that a large dam was determined on 
to enclose the watershed of the valley 

which drains into the sea south of Bom- 

bay. This gigantic structure, designed 
and accomplished by the superior engin- 

eering skill of T. C. Glover, is two miles 
long, 118 feet in height, and 103 feet wide 
at the base, with a roadway on the top 
twenty-four feet wide, the stonework 

alone costing $2,000,000. The lake of 
water which this dam imprisons is some | 
eight square miles in area, and sixty 

miles of pipe perform the service. 
Twelve thousand Hindoos were especially 
trained by engineer Glover for employ- 
ment on this dam. 

PILES! PILES! ITCHING PILES. 

Symproms — Moisture; intense itching 
and stinging; mdst at night; worse by 

scratching. Ifallowed to continue tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be- 
coming very sore. SWAYNE'S OINTMENT 

stops the itching and bleeding, heals ul- 
ceration, and in most cases removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 50 

THE" SCANDALS. 
A Kingston Clstgyman X Expresses His 

In the Bethel Congregational church 
last Sunday, rev. D. McCormick spoke as 

follows on the recent disclosures: “{T'o-day 
Canada occupies a humiliating ition 

people we have good reasons to be both 
ashamed and indignant. The eyes of the 
civilized world are turned upon us; their 
tongues are talking about us and the 

press is daily publishing abroad our in- 
faimy. and making capital out of our 

shame. To-day Canada is a bye-word in 
the earth, a synonym for corruption, 
bribery and trickery in politics and busi- 

graced, and for the moment we are help- 

less. Sufficient evidence has been ad- 
duced to prove that in our civil service a 

corrupt and corrupting influence has been 
at work for years ; that money rigorously 
extorted from the poor has gone un- 
righteously to the well-to-do and that the 
national resources have in the past been 
miserably misapplied. What grieves us 

most is not that the money should be 
worse than wasted, but that the fair fame 

of our country should be tarnished and 
our national banner should be trailing in 
the dust. All this has been going on, 
bad: men have been growing fat on the 
spoils of iniquity while all the time the 
country has been calling itgelf Christian. 
The public has been silent, ministers have 
been dumb. The time to arouse has ar- 
rived. The time to speak out is here and 

the time for action js at hand. Among 
go many who have proved faithless we re- 
Jjoice to know that in both political parties 

are those whose hands are pure and whose 
hands are clean; men who strive dili- 
gently to discharge their duties and serve 
their country, who labor continuously 

to build it up on a foundation alike per- 
manent and safe. As the thunderstorm 
purifies the atmosphere so these dis- 
closures will p the political life of the 
nation. As the moon always shines 
clearer after a temporary eclipse so the 
fair-fame of our country will seem fairer 
still when these calamaties are over and 

past. As long as God lives and holds the 
helm we may be sure the vessel of state 
will outride the storm and outlive the 

tempest and proceed on her voyage, 
gathering the spoils of coming ages and 

brihging manifold blessings to generations 
yet unborn.” 
The speaker emphazised these facts: 

“That the poor are not the only sinners; 

that sin cannot be hidden; that where 
sin is pain and sorrow will come.” 

ABOUT IRISH MOSS. 

It Forms a Most Nutritious and Sooth- 
ing Diet for Invalids, 

Among the many useful things which 
absolute privation has been the means of 
making known to the world is carrageen, 

or Irish moss: The virtues of this sea- 
weed, now so largely used as a basis for 
mucilaginous drinks and cough emul- 

sions, were for many years known only 
to the very poorest of the poor inhabi- 

tants of the Irish sea coast, who were 
driven to its use by the pangs of hunger. 

Finding that when boiled it produced a 
thick, nourishing, and not unpalatable 
Jelly, they for a long time used it as food 
before becoming gradually aware of its 

beneficial effects in diseases of the throat 

# 

led to its medicinal use in other and 
richer lands. 

and carefully strained, it forms a most 
nutritious and soothing diet for invalids, 
especially for those who suffer from 

chronic diarrhoea or other complaints 
which are attended with great irritability 
of the mucous membrane lining stomach 

and intestines. . The jelly may be sweet- 
ened or flavored in various ways, fruit 
juices, either. canned or in a natural state, 
and coffee or chocolate, prepared as for the 
table, being preferable to any of the 

flavoring extracts, both for taste and 
heéalthfulness. For invalids it always 

best to use the least amount of sugar 

which will make it palatable. 

nsed 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 
oures 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 ‘Mgrs. Wins- 
Low's SooTHING SYRUP. 

Washington Star: The Toronto regi- 
ment that is to be uniformed in Scotch 

kilts proposed to go considerably farther 
than giving exhibitions of arms. 

become he fretful, without ener- 
gn, thin and weak. me and build 
§ } the use of 

EMULSION 
OF PURE COD LIVER oi AND 

HYPOPHOSPHITES 
Of Lime and Soda. 

Palatable as Mik. AS A PREVENTIVE OB 
CURE OF COUGHS OB COLDS, |N BOTH 
THE OLD AND YOUNS, IT 18 UNEQUALLED. 
Genuine made by Scott & Bowne, Belleville, 
Sr eppe: 7 at all Druggists, 60c, and 

ents. Dr. Swanye & Son, Philadelphia. 

- 

BEST, 

amongst the nations of the globe. Asa 

ness. As a people we are betrayed, dis- : 

and lungs. After a ‘time this discovery | 

Boiled with milk, or even with water, | 

Mgs. WinNsLow’s SoorHING SYRUP has been |- 

STRONGEST, | 

Pranos, 

mouney Refunded. 

ORGANS, 

{= Call and see us or write for prices. 

CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK AND PRICES. 

M MURRAY & CO. 
P. S.—On hand, a large stock of 

WHITE 
- petitors at 

ROOM - PAPER, 
~——WE HAVE NOW IN STOCK OVER— 

$0,000 Rolls Room Paper, 

And a large consignment of Fine Felts and Ingrains, with 

Borders to Match, now on the way from New York, 
which we will sell at Lower Prices than ever 

known in the history of Wall Paper. 

— AND THE — 

CELEBRATED AMERICAN 

S. MACHINE, 
Which took First Prize, the Gold Medal, from all com- 

the World’s Exposition at Paris. 

Prices Very I.o~W, “and if not satisfactory after using them three months, 

We Employ no Agents, but give the Large Commission paid Agents to the Buyer. 

M‘MUBRAY & CO. 

'S CURE FOR rv 

BB The pes cou MEDICINE. 3 

PRACTICAL 

WATCHMAKER 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 5 3 

first-class jewelry store. : 

A FULL LINE OF . 

CILIOICIKIS 
‘Of the begt 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: 

ABES  sontaining 1 00.Carriage Bolts 
and 9,000 Tire Bolts, 

For sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

§. Lu MORRISON, 
Dealer In 

5 

FLOUR, MEAL, 

TEA, 

COFFEE, 

SUGAR, 

MOLASSES, 
NE 

TOBACCOS, 

CANNED GOODS 

General Groceries. 

QUEEN STREET, 

OPP, CITY HALL, 

FREDERICTON, N.B. 

zp BOON PAPER. 
SPRING STOCK 

JUST ARRIVED. 

S EE 

HALLS BOOK STORE. 

Better Value! 

Greater Variety ! 

Double Rolls! 

Single Rolls! 

HOUSE PAPER 

—AT— 

Hall's Book a 

PURE PARIS GREEN. 
Just Received, one ton Pure Paris Green in one 

pound boxes, for sale 

wholesale & retail 

Ape 

NEILL’S ° 
HARDWARE 

STORE. 

HAYING * TOOLS, 
Just Received digect from the manufacturers : 

85 Dozen Scythes, 

30 ¢ Bnaths, 

150 Rakes, 
40 Hay Forks, 

25 Fork Handles, 

40 Boxes Beythe Stones, 

For sale wholesale & retail. 

AR 

NEILL'S 
HARDWARE 

STORE. 

“ 

ot 

Ld “ 

Grindstones. 

Just Received one car load Grindstones, good grit 

for sale wholesale and retail 

—AT-— 

NEILL’S 
HARDWARE 

STORE. 

PURE PAINT OIL. 
Direct Importation 

Just received per Bteamer ‘Carthaginian ” from 

Liverpool 15 barrels pure Linseed Oil 
for sale low at 

NEILL’S 
HARDWARE . 

STORE. 

THE 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

AB 
INSURANCE COMPANY. 

Asses, 1sT JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 

Asses IN CANADA, “a 870,525.67 

Fire Insurance of Every Desorip: 

tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Agent 

Fresh GARDEN, 

FIELD, 

and FLOWER {i 
HE BUBBSCRIBER has just received his usua 
large isi 4 of Garden, |Field and 

Flower Seeds for the Beason of 1890, imported 
direct from the now celebrated house ST 
BROS., Toronto, whose seeds gave such universal 
satisfaction last season. 
At the meeting of the Farmers’ Convention held 

in this City during the past winter, the President in 
the course of his remarks said that the Beeds grown 
by the Steele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were ester 
adapted to the soil and climate of New Brunswic’ 
than any other. 

ALL THE LEADING VARIETIES OF 

Beats. Peas, Beets, 

[arot, 
} parships, Onions, 

and all small Beeds, either in bulk or in packages— 
Wholesale and Retail. 
My Onion Beed for this year is the finest I ever 

imported. 

Yellow Dutch Onion Seis. 
Special discount given to Agricultural Bocieties 
Cauntry Dealers. . 

REMEMBER THE OLD STAND, 

GEO. H. DAVIS, 
Druggist and Seedsman, 

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS. 

FREDERICTON. 

TEA. TEA. 

JUST .RECEIVED : 

Direct frcm London per Str. 

Damara. 

119 Packages Tea, 

IN HALF CHESTS, 

Caddies & Boxes, 

These Teas are of a Superior 

qualtiy and fine flavor. 

ALSO IN STOCK, 

INDIAN aud CEYLON TEAS of the finest 

quality. 

G. T. WHELPLEY, 

310 Queen St. Fredericto®. 

June 9th, 1891. 

$50.00 IN CASH 

Tr publishers of the FREDERICTON GLOBE wil 
present $35.00 in cash as a firet, $10.00 as second 

an .00 as a third prize, to be given to the persons 
oe i"the largest number of words made up 
from the letters contained in the words ‘‘Fredericton 
Globe.” This offer is open to paid up subscribers 
only, and parties desirous of competing for these 
CASH PRIZES must send in their names and P. 0. 
address, accompanied by §1.00 for ome year’s suh- 
scription to the GLOBE. 
No letter in the words FRED¥RICTON GLOBE to be 

employed more frequently than it appears in those 
words. 
In case of a tie the first pied oe be entitled to 

the prize. Bend your list in early 
Write on one side of the paper’ uy on which you 

send your list. Webster's Unabridged eiansed 
will govern the contest. Address. 

CROCKET & MACHUM. 

Props. Fredericton Globe. - 

Fredericton, N. B¢ P. 0. Box, 318 


