
POETRY. 

BAREFOOTED AFTER THE COWS. 

“The boys” had come back to the farm, 

Which all through one’s life bears a charm; 

And though we were all sturdy men, 
‘We thought to live over again 

The days when we hallooed and hooted, 
And ran down the pasture barefooted ; 

We stole out of childhood a ddy, 
And filled it up brimful of play. 

The pond and the swift skimming swallow; 

The wood where the owl used to halloo — 

Who-oo! who-0o! 
The barn full of hay, 

Where many a day 
We tumbled down over the mows; 
The grass in the meadow was growing, 

The cows in the meadow were lowing 
Mo-00! mo-00! 

Ahplife has no joy 

Like that of a boy 
Running barefooted after the cos! 

We ate of the apples that fell 

From the harvest tree over the well ; 

For never in life could we meet 
With apples that seemed half so sweet; 
Nor water had we ever tasted 

Like that which the spring ever wasted ; 

For God made the vintage to flow 
From the winepress of pebbles below. 

The squirrel so proud of his tail, 
The chipmunk who travels by rail, 

The blackbird, the robin, the jay — 

Each gave us a greeting that day. 
The pastimes of boyhood we courted 

In places where once we had sported, 

And when the old dinner horn blew 
We felt the old hunger anew. 

"T'was more like enacting a dream ! 
We waded and fished in the stream, 

Which somehow looked shallow and small, 

Nor did the old trees seem as tall; 

Each idol of boyhood seemed shattered, 

And even the kingfisher clattered. 

No power can bring back the joys 

Of childhood to overgrown boys. 

Not the same was the pond nor theswallow, 

The wood where the owl used to halloo, 

Who-oo! who-oo! 

The barn full of hay 
Seemed smaller that day. 

We tumbled down over the mows, 

New grass in the meadow was growing, 

Strange cows in the meadow were lowing 

Mo-00! mo-00! 

We felt not the joys, 

We were not the boys 

‘Who ran barefooted after the cows. 

SELECT STORY. 

LOU'S IDEA. 
BY ALICE PERRY, 

There were three girls of us—Lou, Bess, 

and myself; and we all lived together in 

a small, neat gray cottage, with roses 

growing over the front porch, a trim lawn 

beneath, and a big meadow of sweet clov- 

er, whose pink and white blossoms stretch- 

ed for half an acre at the back of the old 
orchard of gnarled apple trees. : 
Lou was the eldest, and chief money- 

maker of the flock, walking two and a half 

miles, to and from the ‘neighboring city, 

where her school was located, every night 
and morning. Bess was an artist dress- 

maker, that is, she manufactured “almost 
~Parisian” costumes, for the aspiring vill- 

age maidens, who desired to appear equal- 

ly smart with their more pretentious city 
neighbors — setting aside part of the pro- 

ceeds earned thereby to defray the cost 

of her weekly painting lesson — and lastly 
Penelope, played the: part of housewife, 
and chef de cuisine, they were good 
enough to say, very acceptably, to my 

elder and more talented sisters. 
Father and mother had died within a 

few months of each other, when Lou was 
nineteen; Bess sixteen, and I twelve, leav- 

ing us only our pretty vo gb and our 

strong love for each other to help us do 
battle for our daily bread. 
We had managed on the whole" very 

successfully. Bess working every spare 
moment at her easel in Ropes — as she 

said — of becoming worthy of a “better 
model than a® “dressmaker'’s dummy,” 

while I devoted myself, with equal arder, 

to the care of my forishine aa Bar- 
tlett pears, and strawberry ; pet .hob- 

bies that brought me in quite a tidy little 
sum, thus keeping my supply of pocket 
money intact, and enabling me to replen- 

ish my own wardrobe quife respectably, 
thanks to Bess’s fertile brain and clever 

fingers. : 
In this way we all contrived to keep to- 

gether, and live in comparative comfort, 
through strict economy, without being 

compelled — as yet — to adopt that last 

resource; throwing open wide our dear 
front door, and inviting the festive board- 

er to cross its sacred threshold. 
“I want to keep ‘home,’ girls,” Lou had 

said, when things seemed growing rather 

dark with us, the summer after we were 
thrown on our own resources. “No mat- 

ter how much fret and worry we have in 
our work-a day world, there is always the 

thought, a peaceful home awaits us, and 

it will never be the same again, once a 
band of belles, beaux, and blazers, have 
made acquaintance with every nook and 

cranny. No! don’t let us say anything 

more about taking boarders.” 
It was a pretty village in which we 

lived ; bordering on a bay and river, with 
tall, graceful elms lining the principal 

streets, and was fast growing popular with 

a good class of Boston and New York 

people as a summer boarding place. 
We used often to hear flattering com- 

ments on our quaint little cottage, from 

passers-by ; and, indeed, it did look pretty 

enough, with its bit of=emerald lawn in 
front, and the heart-shaped bed of pansies 

which Bess had designed, and I had filled 
in with plants from Vick’s conservatories. 
But work went on with us just the same 

though June had come, and the world 

_ was full of sunshine and song. Lou had 
brought home great sprays of sweetbrier, 

to deck the parlor, where Bess sat at 

work all day, and I scrubbed away at the 
washtub, or burned my face the color of a 
boiled lobster over my strawberry bed, in 

__ spite of the protestations showered upon 
me. 
*“I'd rather work outdoors any day,” 1 

maintained, stoutly ; “it’s Bess who de- 

serves the pity, shut up in that dark room 
from morning till night, fitting and mak- 
ing people’s clothes; or, you yourself, 
Lou — but vacation is near at hand, I am 
thankful to say. As for myself, I ask 

nothing better than to potter around 
among my plants and things.” 

One evening, we sat out upon the front 

doorstep, watching the sun sink and 
glorify the western world. Bess was 

dressed in a dainty mull gown, made in 
one of her picturesque styles, and suiting 
her winsome loveliness to perfection. We 

were all very proud of Bess, who was the 

beauty of the family. Lou was reading 
aloud snatches of “Their Pilgrimage,” a 
book she had taken from the circulating 
library that morning, for our evening 
literary repast. 
“J thought it would be next best to 

seeing all these delightful places; but I 
find it only fills my heart with vain re- 
pining, to think I am shut away from the 

real thing,” she sighed, closing the book 

on a fascinating description of the ascent 

of Mount Washington. “Oh, girls! what 
wouldn't I give to see the White Moun- 
tains I” 
“Ab!” echoed Bess, in ‘response, in- 

sinctivelt feeling for her drawing pad 

and pencil,while I thought of my botanical | 
portfolio, dn ote 5 to it's y | 

leaf from the top of Mount Washington, 
or a flower from the world-renowned 
Notch. 

* They must be so lovely in October, nd 
murmured, thoughtfully, to mysdlls Li § 
always thought the mountains must be 

grandest, then, with their crown of flery 
leaves.” 

“I wish we could go,” sighed Bess once 
more ; “we haven't had a single lark since 
last summer, when we camped out on 

Piney Island. The mountain air would 
be just the thing for Lou's cough. Dr. 
Brier said so. Poor little Pen needs a 

holiday sadly, and I could get so many 

new ideas and sketches to work up. Be- 

sides, there’s the prettiest mountain cos- 
tume in one of my fashion magazines. I 

could have cried, when I had to fit those 
fleshy Delsarte girls out, in one like it, the 
other day, for a summer in the AdirdR- 

dacks. Wait just a minute, and I'll show 
it to you” — darting into the house, and 

returned with a well-thumbed copy of 
Godey’s Lady’s Book. 

“ Lou’s should be blue, with black braid. 

Mine blue, with white, and Pen’s blue and 
scarlet, with Apine hats to match,” she 
explained, as we all bent over it. “Now, 

isn’t it a beauty ? And so cheap! Twenty- 

five cents a yard, and made in a twinkl 
ing.’ 

“Well! of course, we can’t do anything 
but talk about it,” I remarked, resignedly. 

“So I move we buy a new hammock, and 

a dollar croquet set for the lawn. Why, 
what’s the matter, Lou?” 

“Eureka! I have an idea,” she cried, 
enveloping me in an enormous hug, “and 
you, dear little busy bee, will have to be 

the good fairy who brings it true, while 
we helpless creatures act as, your clumsy 
hand-maidens. So listen now, and don’t 

look so scared, while I tell you all about 
Akg 
“ This morning, as I took the car into 

the city, I noticed those two pretty girls 
who board at Schuyler’s cottage, the ones 

we have watched playing tennis 80 often; 
you remember them. Well, they —and 
a gentleman with them I am quite sure it 

was that handsome, artistic-looking man 
who took sundry peeps at our beautiful 
Bess through a conveniently cracked 

palm leaf fan in church last Sabbath. You 

need not blush so, my cherub. It was 
not your fault. As I said, they were talk- 

ing about the scanty bill of fare provided 
for them, and one of them confessed that 

she had come into the city just on pur- 

pose to get a glass of ice-cream, a luxury 
she had not tasted since she left home.” 

“ All our set think L —— would be just 
perfect,” she added, as they left the car, 
“if only it had an ice-cream saloon, or 

something of the sort, so we wouldn't be 
obliged to travel three miles after it in 

boiling-hot weather like this.” 
© “Then, girls, 1 thought of Pen’s delici- 
ous ices, and sherbet, and didn’t envy 

those girls one bit when they stopped at 
the most fashionable saloon in the city; 
but it just popped into my head: ‘Why 

couldn’t we have an ice-cream establish- 

ment? You know Farmer Forbes offered 
us half the milk of his Jersey brindle if 

time in our clover patch; and there’s 

Pen's eggs and strawberries. We could 
all help, and perhaps go tothe Toa 

after all.” 
Well, fo make a long story short, we 

bought a patent improved cream freezer, 

sugar, chocolate,, and vanilla, reserving 
my own delicious fresh fruit for straw- 

berry flavoring, and all the rest of the 
et ceteras necessary for successful cream 
making ; a fanious recipe for which I had 
sofhehow or other became possessed of. 
Then Bess wrote, and illuminated in 

dainty fashion, a package of cards, each 

encloséd in a separate envelope announc- 

ing that “Ice Cream, Sherbet, Strawberry 
Short-Cake, Charlotte Russe,” would be 

served Tuesday, and Thursday, at Sweet 

Brier Cottage, from 7 to 9 p. m., and de- 
livered them to the good-natured post- 

master, to distribute among the summer 
visitors who patronized the stuffy little 

office. 
Bess rather objected to the Charlotte 

Russe, as being too expensive; but on dis- 
covering that we had more eggs and milk 

than we knew how to dispose of, it was 

adopted as an additional attraction. 
. The day of our “opening,” as we grandly 
called it, beheld me popping frantically 
from kitchen to cellar, intent on the wel- 

fare of three cans of freezing cream, and a 
monster short-cake — the fruit for which 

I had picked before sunrise, 

Bess was busy remqving all the super- 
fluous furniture from our little parlor, and 
bringing down half a dozen antique 

stands, and tables, she -had dragged to 
light in the attic, above. She filled the 

fire-place with flowering branches of sweet 

brier, freshly gathered from the little lane 
at the back of the house, and all the 

shelves and corners were banks of 

blooming sweetness, 
Upon each table lay a second series of 

little cards, tinted chocolate color, pink 
and cream, this time with a tiny brier 

rose painted in one corner —the menu 

set forth beneath it in straggling gold let- 
ters. Lou’s silver school bell stood upon 

the largest table, being brought home 
every night for that purpose, and palm 
leaf fans painted in water-colors with rose, 

sprays, and tied with pale pink baby 
ribbon, were scattered about for souvenirs. 

Our dainty parlor carpet was protected 
by a drogget made of light gray linen, 

fringed all around, showing a border of 

the carpet — a real tapestry given us by a 
maiden aunt, as a sole token of remémbr- 
ance, in her very eccentric will — and the 

walls papered in pale French gray, were 

decorated with Bess’ water-color, and 
pastile sketches. - The long windows, 

opening on the piazza, were left open, and 

the piazza itself was hung with a string of 
Chinese lanterns, that Lou brought home 

with her on her return from school. 

We had decided it ‘would not be in 
keeping with our dignity to appear our- 

selves as waitresses, so Bess started on an 

exploring tour the day before, and retin- 

ed with three mulatto maidens, whose 
ages varied from eight to ten, children of 

a colored laundress, who agreed to send 
them all in starched ‘white frocks and 
ruffled petticoats in consideration of a 

dime a night, and the privilege of carry- 
ing home what ice-cream remained after 

the evening’s campaign should have clos- 

ed. 
These dusky damsels.we labelled, re- 

spectively, Strawberry, Chocolate and 

Vanilla, each carrying the flavor desig- 

nated by her name on a “hammered brass” 
waiter, being further characterized by a 
chocolate rose, or cream-colored ribbon, 

adorning the tip end of each woolly and 

rampant pig-tail. Bess passed a full hour 

seated at one of the refreshment tables, 
calling aloud the trio of nicknames, and 

orders as each one responded, until they 
were all finally in gun *‘drilling” order. 
We get the front door hospitably open, 

thereby inviting visitors to enter unan- 

nounced ; while I “dipped cream,” Lou 
washed dishes, and Bess tucked up her 
white mull skirt and superintended cake 

cutting in the back kitchen and general 
welfare in the front parlor, in an extreme- 
ly satisfactory manner. 
Well! they came in shoals. Our little 

parlor was full from the first moment — 
in groups of two's and three's, in gay par- 

ties of ten or a dozen, youths in tennis 
gbits, maids in muslin, matrons in morire 
—a hardly ever ceasing stream of in- 
comers and qut-goers ; and when the final 
and most sweetly sentimental, couple of | tained, 

| ll had 4 rd fh ti ole ree en 

we would only let her graze part of the, 

‘dah table,” at which there a room 
for two, there was nots crambiof cake ora 
drop of cream left unconsamed, snd we 

were obliged to dispatchrour trio of flavors 
each with a silver dime and a saucer of 
strawberries. 
This was only the ‘beginning of our 

flattering success, and, suffice it to say, 

that at the end of the season, when the 
summer boarders were all fleeing, we lock- 

ed our little cottage door — not without a 

pang of regret, and, clad in the most pic- 
turesqne of tourists’ suits, devised of course 
by Bess, with one Saratoga trunk between 

us — turned our backs upon I — , and 
whirled away, one of a gay party of Ray- 

mond _excursionists, among whom, we 
were somewhat discomposed to find the 

handsome stranger in the bronze corduroy 
bicycling costume, who had assiduously 
attended our “frozen swarrys,” as a good 

Yankee neighbor had confusedly dubbed 
them, and never nursed a chance of de- 

vouring our pretty Bess with eyes of dang- 
erous blue, instead of paying a like com- 

pliment to my irresistible confections, that 
were usually discovered in an undisturbed 
and limpid peol of sweetness, after his 

departure. 
Raymond tourists soon become acquaint- 

ed with one another, and so it was not 
very long before we learned our good 

looking vis-a-vis was an artist (oh! Bess! 
Bess!); that his name was Prof. Eugene 
Ormond, and that he was bound on a 
bicycling and pedestrian tour through the 
mountains, with a party of artists, includ- 

ing both ladies and gentlemen. All this 
confided in the course of general c8nver 
sation, to our listening ears, by a sweet, 

gray haired lady, an artist herself, and 
Bess’ drawing teacher, who noticing Bess’ 
sketcling apparatus, had enthusiastically 
invited her to become a member of the] 
projected party, introducing the young 
Professor, who immediately entered upon 
a long discussion upon the dubious merits 
of Prussian blue and asphaltum, which 

lasted, apparently, with snatches of sep- 
aration, almost the entire length of the 

journey. 

There seemed no reason why Bess 
should not go, when under the motherly 
wing and protection of sweet Mrs. Danvers 

and as she was a good walker and expert 
tricyclist, we knew a great pleasure was 
in store for her. 
Notwithstanding, as we stood and 

watched her disappear, slim and lovely 

upon her steed of steel, with her attendant 

squire in bronze corduroy, close along side, 
I turned to Lou, and said solemnly 

“Louisa, when your sister appears again, 

it will be—upon a tandem.” : 
Oh! those days upon the mountains! 

Although I had no sketch-book—like 
Bess—no eloquent diary like Lou, my 

press volume was full of Mother Nature's 

rare and curious writings, from hill-top 

and brookside. 
Lou's couzh became a thing of the past. 

Her thin cheeks grew plump and rosy, 
and it was with an inward smile and 

sizh tbat I.greeted the advent of another 
Trofessor, this time a college one, at table 

d’boie, a very fine looking, gray-haired 

man. with gold bowed eye-glasses, who at 
once begrn a fatal discussion with Lou, 

on the respective merits of Vassar and 
Wellesley — she being a graduate of the 

“| latter — that lasted apparently through 
the entire two weeks of our lingering, 

seemingly growing interest as day fol- 
lowed day. And at last Bess returned, 
lovelier than ever, with exactly three 
creditable sketches in her ponderous 
‘book. The rést were mere beginnings 
and blanks. 

I also stole a peep in Lou's diary one 
evening, when Wellesley seenred to be 
getting the upper hand in the opinion of 

the gray haired and courtly Professor, to 

discover sentences such as these : 
“ Professor Boyden thinks mathematics 

are given too prominent a place in our 
public schools. * * * SodoI.” 

Professor Boyden is of the opinion that 
a college course should not be extended 
over three years * * * Soam I” 
The Professor -thinks the study of 

Volapuk very interesting, and intends to 
make a thorough investigation of its 
principles. * * * Soghall I,”—etcetc. 

The following original sentiment was 
discovered scribbled on the margins of 
my sisters’ respective volumes, the morn- 

ing Bess shamefacedly tried to hide a 
superb diamond upon the third finger, 
and Lou was equally conscious of a 
plain golden band adorning heis. 

Three lovely spiusters, 
Traveled just for 
Two took a fearful fall — - 
In love — leaving 

one. 
EE SNR 

AN ENTERPRISING GIRL. 

A gentle and warm-hearted old lady 
was maLing some purchases in one of the 

big dry goods emporiums on Twenty-third 

street. New York, and was attracted by 
the graces of manner and physique dis- 

played by the young woman who waited 
on her. #he questioned her about ber 
life and habits, and the girl recognizing 
the honesty of the old creature's interest, 

smilinzly replied to her queries. 
“How much do you make in this store?” 

asked the old lady. 
“Eight dollars a week, ma’am,” she re- 

plied. 
“And can you live comfortably on 

that?” 

“Well, you see, I make considerable 

outside.” 
““ How ? » 

“1 have a typewriter at home, sui Iget 
from two to five dollars a week for copy- 
ing. Then I dress a lady’s hair when she 

goes to laige dances. She's one of the 
Four Hundred, and one day she was trad- 
ing with me at this counter and she liked 

the way my hair was arranged. You see 

I have a very great quantity of hair and 
80 has she, and as she thought I managed 
mine so well and got it to look so emooth 

she asked me if I would teach her how to 
do it. I offered to do it for her, and Idid 

80 at her house. Since then she has sent 
for me quite regularly, and at each visit I 

make her I receive $5. I also make gen- 
tlemen’s scarfs for down town manufac- 

turers,and get $1.10 a dozen for them. Ican 
finish a dozen in two evenings at home. 

I fisually employ myself in this way when 
I have no typewriting to do. Altogether 
I make from $15 to $20 a week, and, as I 
have a sister that makes just as much, 

she and mamma and I are really laying 
up a nest egg for a rainy day.” 
“Yes,” said the old lady; “but where 

do you get any pastime during all this?” 
“Qh,” responded the shop girl; “I 

don’t need any pastime, except Sundays, 
when we all go down to Staten Island and 

take dinner with mamma’s sister.” 

The old lady patted the shop girl’s 
hand fondly and smiled. 
“You are a good young woman,” said 

she. *“Ishall see you again. You de- 
serve a good and rich husband. And who 
knows; perbaps you'll ‘get one. We'll 
see, we'll gee.” 

A very good story, started by the Lon- 
don Society Times, is now going the rounds 

of the press about a certain cantankerous 
old clergyman who bad so much difficulty 
with his flock tbat finally he resigned. 

On his last (Sunday) he preached his fare- 
well sermon, choosing for his text the. 
words, “I go to prepare a place for you, 80 
that where I am ye may be also.” There 

was nota word in the sermon to which 
snyome could object ‘but the yi male | Ene bh 

is to blame? ” 

WHO IS TO BLAME. ] 
Scene — Breakfast table. 
Big Brother —What makes you look 0. 

sleepy, Mary? 
Little Brother—Hey! Mary had a 

beau last night. You ought to have seen 

him coming ‘up the walk! Oh my! 
And how red Mary’s face was when she 
opened the door! 
Mother — Her face isn’t far from red 

now. I think I must tell that he did not 
leave the house until 10 o’clock. 
Father — Mary, he must bring his own 

coal along. I can't afford to keep up such 
late fires. 
Big Brother — He is nearly red-headed, 

too, and tall enough to do for a flag-staff. 
Little Brother — But didn’t he give me 

lots of candy, though ? — and I heard him 
say to Mary — 
Older Sister — She talked in her sleep 

last night, and what do you think she 
said ? 
Poor sensitive Mary flies from the room 

in a passion of anger and mortification, 

followed by a merry peal of laughter. 
The mother and father mean no harm by 

their thoughtless encouragement of this 
cruel chaffing. 

“She will have to get used to a little 
teasing,” is the careless comment; and 

Mary is left to cool her anger unmolested 
except by an occasional battering at the 
locked door from the irrepressible little 

brother. . 

“It’s no use,” sobs Mary, with her 

burning face buried in the pillows. “He 
shall never come here again! I will meet 
him down town, or at Jennies, or go 

driving with him, but I won't stand their 

constant making fun of him.” 
. The die is cast, and mutual confidence 

is forever destroyed between Mary and 
her natural protectors. All attempts at 
gaining her confidence are “prying into 

her secrets.” A “beau” is to her only 
something to be ashamed of She 
mentions him only to her girl-friend, 
who, perhaps, considers herself to be 
suffering a like martyrdom. 

“Mary is so strange,” sighs the mother, 

“go different from Helen!” and plain, 

practical, unsensitive Helen wonders 
why Mary never tells her any love 

secrets. 
Then comes a storm. Mary is deter- 

mined to marry the most profligate 
young man in town. After all her care- 

ful christian training, She will throw her- 
self away upon a man who, everybody 
knows, will make her wretched for life. 

Father storms, mother ‘sobs, sister scolds, 
brother threatens, but Mary and her 
martyr girl-friend perfect the fatal ar- 

rangements for a wedding; and every 
one pities the grey-haired father, consoles 
the model sister, and weeps with the 

heart-broken mother. ‘A new grave will 
be dug in the family burying-ground, 

“Mary, aged 25 years,” will be cut on the 

family monument, and no one in this 
world will ever ask the question, “Who 

PLASTER CASTS OF PRETTY FEET 
Re * 

A rather pretty idea for a gift is to have 
a piaster cast taken of one’s hand, particu- 
lazly if it is a shapely one. But thereare 
also hands which, although not beautiful, 

are so full of character that they are quite 
as well worth preserving as a sculptor’s 

‘model. Hands are almost as expressive 
e face, they indicate so much ; and 

as for a baby’s hand, with its fat round 

little fingers and ‘pretty dimpled knuckles 
— or rather no knuckles at all, but only 

dimples —it is simply irresistible. Baby’s 
foot, too, is the prettiest thing imaginable 

when done ineplaster; each twist and 
turn of the five little toes, the little roll 

of fat around the ankles, the soft, round, 
small heel, all exactly represented, are 
lovely. But the young rascal must be 

taken when asleep, or he will move ‘and 

spoil it all. 
Taking plaster casts may be easily 

learned, but it is a very disagreeable task, 
and had better be relegated, The New 

York Tribune says, to some Italian who 
thoroughly understands it. You can 
‘easily find such a one who for a day's 
wages will come to your house with 

everything requisite and will {ake as 
meny hands and feet as you like. When 
finished, varnish the hand or foot with 
shellac, which will give it the tone of old 
ivory. If you wish you can, of. course, 
have the subject put into marble. The 
fine model of a hand resting ona velvet 
cushion is a beautifal object apart from 

the value of the association. The mould 
too; can be used for as many cusis as you 
wish ; so, jf baby’s dimpled band provesa 

success, it Will be a pretty present for any 
number of admiring relatives. 

I had a brief chat with Taylor, who has 

been among the Indians often, about the 

killing of Sitting Bull. Said he: “Ire- 
gard it as having been as much murder as 

if I were to shoot 21 0ld woman. I would 
sooner shoot an old woman than to have 
shot Sitting Bull. He wasn’t a fighter at 

all, but what among white men would be 
called a minister —that is, a medicine 
man. If the Indisns should down some 

white: haired clergyman who was oc- 
cupying a pulpit out on the frontier, it 
would produce the same effect on the 

whites that the shooting of Sitting Bull 
must have produced on the Indians. The 
people in the East do not understand Sit- 
ting Bull's relations to the Indians, or they 
would be horror struck at his muider. ” 

A PARISIAN MYSTERY. 

A most mysterious disappearance is the 

talk of Paris. Prince Giedroye, a well- 
koown member of the aristocratic circles 
of the Russian colony, has disappeared 

from his mansion in the Rue Galilee. To 
make his disappearance all the more 
astonishing, the furniture of the mansion 

was ‘apparently transferred to parts un- 
knowa during the night. It is believed 
Russian Nihilists have threatened to blow 

the Prince's residence up with dynamite 

and that this threat contained in mys- 
terious notes sent to the Prince caused. the 
latter so much alarm that he decided io 

disappear and locate himself in some place 
where the Nihilists would not be able to 

annoy him. 

ATTEMPTED SUICIDE. 

It was announced at Vienna that 
Sadullah Pasha, the Turkish ambassador 
to Austria, was suffering from a fit. It 
now transpires that he attempted sfiicide 
in his bathroom. It is said he tried 
to strangle himself, and failing this 
attempted to end his life by stopping 
up all the apertures in the room and 

allowing the gas in the burners to escape. 
He was discovered before life was extinct 
and doctors were hastily summoned. 

They worked over him for a long time. 
and at length succeeded in restoring 
respiration, but were unable to bring the 
patient back to consciousness, although | 
every means known to science ig being 
employed. It is thought the ambassador 
will die. The ambassador's attempt 4o 
commit sdicide is believed to be due 
to family troubles, as his wife is suffering 
from an incurable dispase and his favorite 
daughter has become insane. : 

A red-headed woman. who loves fro 

truth will swear on the witness stand that 

COLD WEATHER IN AFRICA. 

A1rciErs, Jan. 17.— About a week ago 

information reached the city of Tlemcan 
that the inhabitants of Sebdon, a small 
town in the province of Oran, were snowed 

up beyond escape and were slowly starv- 
ing to death. Their stock of provisions 
had run out before the bearer of the 
news reached Tlemean, and it was 
said the horses, mules, and even the 

fow camels there were being killed for 
food. The inhabitants of Sebdon depend- 
ed almost entirely upon convoys of pro- 

visions frem larger towns, and the stock 
kept on hand was comparatively small. 

The military authorities of Tlemcan im- 

mediately sent a quantity of provisions 

under the escort of troops to relieve the 

sufferers at Sebdon. The convoy a day or 

go later was snowed up in the Talterney 

pass, and it was some time before the 

| authorities at Tlemcan learned of its dan- 

1 ger. An additional force of troops was 

then sent from Tlemcan to relieve the 

snowed up troops and assist the convoy 

in pushing to Sebdon. On January 15 it 

was announced that the convoy had been 

extricated by the second detachment. 

To-day information was received that the 

attempt to provision Sebdon had failed ; 

that the district was hopelessly enowed 

up, and that the troops were still striving 
to open communication with Sebdon. 

Grave apprehensions are felt as to the fate 

of the inhabitants of Sebdon. The French- 

African troops, unaccustomed to such se- 

vere weather, make but poor headway 
in fighting their way thiough the snow, 
and are suffering terribly from the cold. 

SITTING BULL KISSED HER. 

Regard for my “séx should, I suppose, 
induce me to refrain from recording the 
fact, but it is true that I saw a New York 

belle in the throng arund Sitting Bull, 
| who, not content with the autograph, 

aspired to bear away some more novel 
memento, and mincing up to him whis- 
pered something in his ear. The old 

chief grinned and shook his head, then 
something heavy passed from her hand to 
his, and with another grin to the crowd 

the grimy; dirty, smoke scented old 
heathen bent (his head down and kissed 

her. Doubtless that specimen of dainty 
young womanhood boasts to-day of the 
salute given her by Sitting Bull, the 

famous warrior, the grand old chieftain of 

the great Sioux tribe. — Denver Republi- 

i He 

A DRIVE WITH A DEAD LOVER. 

‘The most singular circumstances of 
James 8. Barker's death on Friday night 
of last week, at Doylestown, Pa., are just 
disclosed. THe genial young Bethlehe- 
mite was driving home from a party with 

Miss Carrie Wismer of Solebury. Mr. 
Baker suddenly exclaimed, “Carrie, dear, 
I believe I am going to die,” and in a few 

| moments Mr. Baker lay dead in the arms 

of his lady friend. Carrie seized the lines 
and drove with one hand, while with her 
other &he supported the dead form of her | 
lover. The drive to the residence of Miss 
Wismer occupied half an hour. Young 
Baker's death was due to heart disease. 

A proposal came to a pretty Maine 

school teacher in a very novel manner. 

While at her father’s home in Sidney, a 

few yearsago she wrote her name and ad- 
dress upon an egg, which she had securéd 
in all its warm freshness from the ma- 

ternal nest. The ‘egg went. to market, 

and the fact that it bore an inscription 

was forgotten. In the course of weeks a 
letter came to the schoolma’mn, and to her 
amazement she learned that particular 

egg had hatched strange results. The son 
of a big commission merchant in a Mae- 
sachusetts city had seen the name and 
had written to say that “if the young 
lady was as pretty as her name he would 

| like to form intimate acquaintance.” 

With the charagjeristic modesty of the: 
Maine schoolma’m our heroine dis- 

couraged the advances of the admirer. 
However, he wgs persistent, and came 
down to Maine. It is to be supposed 
that he found his ideal, for an engage- 
ment and wedding followed in quick suc- 

cession. — Philadelphia Inquirer. 

Mzs, WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP has beell 
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. 

cures Diarrhced, regulates the Stomach and 

Bowels, cores Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 

and reduces Inflammation’s Is pleasant to 

the taste. The prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurses 

in the United States, andgis sold at 25 cents 
per bottle by all druggists" throughout the 
world. Be sure and ask for “Mgrs. Wins- 

10w’'s SoOTHING SYRUP. : 

He is a wise man who holds unswerv- 
ingly to a policy of conciliation in his 

dealings with his fellow man. 

The moment we begin to help some- 
body God lightens our labor by causing our 

hearts to help our hands. 

Bermuda Bottled. 
YN 
ao 1 i he not j= Tr 

le for the consequences.” 
doctor, I can afford he 
eri nor —— ey Wen, if 

_ SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 
OF PURE ge 
COD LIVER O 
pe or call 1t Sermnds Lo 

and many cases of 

“CONSUMPTION, 
Bronchitis, Cough 

or Severe Cold 
ane the 

eh it 
You wie toe: it for sale at Fone 

in Salmon Druggist a, 
sure you Rot the genuine. 

- SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville. 

It 

Employs 

Large Commission to the Buyer, and 

no Agents, but gives the 

by so doing, can sell you an 

RGA N— 

AT VERY LOW PRICES 

and on as easy terms as any other 

company on the 

INSTALMENT PLAN. 

7 

WE SELL 
THIS 

for $18, 

CALL AND 

ey 

which took the First Prize Gold Medal 

rices never known in this Ci 

Call and see the Stock and Prices. 

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

BROWNS FROM 5 CENTS UPWARDS; 

SEWING MACHINE 
AND THE HIGHEST PRICE MACHINE MADE IN 
CANADA FOR $27 50. AFTER USING THEM SIX __ 

MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, MONEY REFUNDED. 3 

————( es 

SEE THEM. 

~———WE ALSO SELL THE~~—— 

Celebrated “ White” Sewing Machine, 

over all others at the Paris Exhibition. 

before the rise in 
to show the BEST ASSCR' 

We have much leasure in stating that we have bought in the United States 
all Papers, 1700 Rolls, and will be in a 

T of WALL PAPERS to 
ition very shortly 

1% had anywhere, in 

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

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

McMUTTRRAY & CO 

 Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh Is the 
| Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest, 

CATARRH 
+ Sold by druggists or sent by mail, 50c. 
B. T. Haseltine, Warren, Pa., U. 8. A, 

R. BLACKMER, 

PRACTICAL 

HAS IN STOCK A FULL LINE OF 

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

Fine Rolled Plate Chains, ete. 
_ and everything usually found ina 

first-class jewelry store. 

A FULL LINE OF 

CILIOICIKI|® 
Of the best makes. 

SILVERWARE 
In CASTORS; SPOONS, eto., of the Finest 

Quality. 

ENGRAVING 
On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS, etc., neatly 

executed. 

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

One Door Below the People’s Bank 

Carriage Bolts. 
JUST RECEIVED: 

ABES containing 1 F 5 CUT na 
For sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

5. I. MORRISON, 
Dealer In 

FLOUR, MEAL, 
TEA, 

COFFEE, 

SUGAR, 

MOLASSES, 

TOBACCO, 

CANNED GOODS 

ce AND = 

General Groceries. 

# 

OPP, CITY HALL, 

WATCHMAKER and JEWELER, 

“ Greatest Thing 

In The 

World !” 

— AT ———~ 

Hall’s - Book - Store, 
pm— 

This Celebrated Book by 

DRUMMOND - = =. = 

Can be Procured of 

M. 8S. HALL. 

“ Greatest Thing 

In The 

World ! ” 
By DRUMMOND. 

comm 

HALL’S BOOK STORE 

NOTICE. 

ALWAYS IN ‘STOCK: : 

HAY, OATS, STRAW, BRAN, SHORTS, 

MIDDLINGS, CRACKED CORN, 

COTTON SEED arp OIL CAKE MEAL, 

LIME, 

LAND ano CALCINED PLASTER. 

Hard and Soft House Goal. 
Best Old Mine Sydney and Grand 

Lake Blacksmith Coal 

SEED BUCKWHEAT, 

“OATS, 

BARLEY, 

ALSO, 

CLOVER AND TIMOTHY SEED, 
all CHEAPER than the CHEAPEST. 

: fice ol 

JAS. TIBBITS. 
THE 

IVERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

OBE 
INSURANCE COMPANY. 

| SEED WHEAT, 

“PERS, 

CORN. 6 11 

Warehouse : ooraress Skan 

Asses IN CANADA, we 870,525.67 

Fire Insurance of Every Desorip: 

tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Aguit. 

Per S. S. Nova Scotian. 

Tosi pasorted of 

{Fresh GARDEN; 

AssETs, 1sT JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.6¢€ | 

( Al 

FIELD, 
and FLOWER 

Garden, Field and 
the teusvn oi 1:90 1 rted 

diet + + the now ce'ebrated house 8 
BROS., Toronto, » hose seeds gave such universal 
sutisf ction | 8 -earon. 
At the meetir g f th: Farmers’ Convention held 

in this ( ity during the past winter, the resident in 
the course of his remarks s.id that the feeds grown 
by the teele Brothers Co. of Toroutu, were better 
ad pted to the soil und climate of New Brunswick 
than any other. 

|! ‘ply of large su Bg 

jan THE LEADING VARIETIES OF 

peace: Peas, Beets, 

amt 
pasts, Onions, 

and all smnll Beeds, either in bulk or in packages— 
W holesale und Retail. . 
M) Onion Beed for this year is the finest I ever 

imported. 

Yellow Dutch Onion Sefs. 
B&F Bpecial reece ven to cultural Bocieties 

and Country Dealers. . - 

REMEMBER THE OLD STAND, 

GEO. H. DAVIS, 
~ Druggist and Seedsman, 
CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS. 

FREDERICTON. 

AT HIE 

TINSMITHS, - GASFITTERS, 

PLUMBERS 

ESTABLISHMENT OF 

LIMERICK & DUNCAN, 
YORK ST. fs vo sinha N. B. 

Te would inform the public in Son that 
they will Sell their Goods Cheaper 

than the Cheapest, and they carry a full 
line of M 

KITCHEN FURNISHING 

AND 

LUMBERMEN SUPPLIES. 

And guarantee all goods made by them to be 
thorough in Quaiicy and Workman- 

ship. 

HOT AIR FURNACES fitted up in 
most approved style. 

REPAIRING done in all branches with 
neatness and despatch. 

Telephone 166. 

— A fine MOCKING 
BIRD. Splendid FOR SALE: Sg 

HALLS BOOK STORE, 
Fredericton, N.B 

/ 

SIX ATES. 
JUST RECEIVED: 

S300 P*™ Acme Club Skates; 
" Long Reach 

For sale low, wholesale and retail, at 

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE. 

WANTED 
RELIABLE PUSHING MEN to sell choice 
sa-sery Btoc.. Lomplete assortment. Eplendid 
oppo: tunity uffered for Bpring work. My Bales. 
men have guod success, many eelling from $100 
to $200 er week. "end for Proof and 1ertimoni- 
ii rood Pulte man wnn'ed here at once. 

yg test goads in the murket. 
R. A ls ty th : ps 

Coal Tar. 
mes 

FROM NEW YORK. 
a 

best AMERICAN COAL 
Saab received by 

R. CHESTNUT H ‘& SONS.’ . 

HE BUBBCRIBER has just received his usual J 

TT 

< 


