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POETRY. 

WHEN LIFE IS DONE. 

. When life is done availeth naught 
The pleasures that we dearly bought, 
The wealth we risked our souls to gain, 

The honors won through toil and pain, 

The titles coveted and sought. 

No world-wide fame availeth aught, 
No name, no marvel science taught, 

/ When earth and earthly objects wane 

When life is done. 

The kindly deed for others wrought, 
The patient word, the generous thought, 

The effort made by hand or brain 
'Gainst might for right, though made in 

vain, 

Shall be by God forgotten not, 
When life is done. 

SELECT STORY. 

A FATAL MISTAKE. 
CHAPTER II. 

CONTINUED. 

“I don’t think I was,” he said; “but 
while you spoke the sad look in your 
eyes—"’ 

“Never judge me by my eyes,” she in- 

terrupted, quickly. “I can’t manage 
them at all.” 

“In that case they express your real 

feelings, and I shall trust them rather 
than your lips. But why should you be 

sad, Miss Greville?” he added earnestly, 
“Mr. and Mrs. Ormsby are both most 

anxious to make vou happy, I know.” 

“I never said I was,” she retorted, with 
one of her charming moues.  “ Why will 
you be so personal, Sir Charles? I don’t 
want to talk about myself but you make 
me.” ; 

“Because that is the subject which 
interests me most,” he answered, half in 
earnest. 

“But it doesn’t interest me, and so I 
will wish you good afternoon. Coime 
along, Dash ! ”—this to the dog, who was 
also one of her worshippers—and she 
sprang over the stile into the meadow, 
and was knee deep amongst the butter 

cups, before he recovered from his sur- 
prise. 

“You will get into trouble with Farmer 

Lowe for spoiling his hay,” he galled 
after her, not quite liking to follow, bat 
her saucy defiant laugh was born back to 
him on the sweet scented air. 
“Farmer Lowe is my Tom Cuarson—he 

never objects to anything I do. Besides, 
Iam a light weight, as you know, or you 
wouldn't have offered to let me ride your 
mare.” 

“ Mise Greville—" and he had one leg 
over the style. 

“Keep what you have to say until 
Monday,” she called back. 
“I can’t wait a moment,” and Sir 

Charles, who, as the catch of the county, 

was accustomed to be treated with ex- 
treme consideration by most of the young 

ladies he met, sat there, with his one leg 

dangling, piqued but pleased, looking 
after the graceful figure as it sped lightly 

through the high grass, and listening to 
the musical murmur of her voice as she 
talked gaily to Dash. 

CHAPTER III 
“I.am glad we have such a lovely day,” 

Mrs. Ormesby said on the Monday morn- 

ing, as she stood at the window looking 
out; you wili enjoy your tennis, my dear. 
James has promised us a ground here by 
next year.” 

“By next year!” Miss Greville lifted 
her head with a start. 

“You mean that is go long tc look for- 
ward to?” continued Mrs. Ormsby, in- 

quiringly. “But, you see, it takes time, 
my dear, and James did not like to cut up 

the lawn. However, now we have a 

young person with us, it is different, and 
fortunately,” tapping her <n the cheek, 

“you are such a favorite of Mr. Ormsby’s 
he would sacrifice even the lawn to give 

vou pleasure.” ! 
“Then please don’t let him,” answered 

Miss Greville, gravely. “I don’t really 

care about tennis, Mrs. Ormsby, and it 
would be such a pity to spoil the grass.” 
“My dear, I have been wanting it for 

some time, and am very glad my husband 
has consented at last. A country place 
without a tennis ground nowadays is 

quite an anomaly, and makes as look very 
stupid and old fashioned. Besides, we 
both like young people, and how can we 

expect them to come to us, if we do noth- 
ing to amuse them ?” 

There had been a refreshing shower 

overnight, and the garden and grounds at 

The Grange were looking their best as 
Mrs. Ormsby and her companion drove 

through them up to the front door, where 
Sir Charles stood ready to greet them in 

his cheery hospitable way. Mrs. Curson 

by his side, a comfortable middle aged 
woman, with some remains of past beauty, 

and behind her Tom Curson, a tall quiet 

looking young man with a pale face and 
earnest eyes, the very antipodes apparent- 

ly of the frank genial baronet, while lean- 

ing on his arm with a confidential air 

wag his sister, a brilliant brunette all 
animation and sparkle. 

The group looked well, having the old 
porch for a background, and honeysuckle 

and Ayrshire roses hanging in perfumed 

clusters -above. Miss Greville became 
suddenly and unaccountably shy as the 

carriage stopped, and though everyone 

was very civil to her—the host especially 

—she did not recover her usual spirits 

until she had had a glass of champagne. 

Perhaps it made her uncomfortable to 
find Tom Curson’s grave eyes continually 

fixed upon her—not admiringly, she was 

used to that, but speculatively and scru- 
tinizingly. When, later, they had all 
assembled on the lawn, and were stand- 

ing and sitting about under the trees, 

waiting until it was a little cooler to begin 
tennis, she heard him say something to 
Sir Charles, who turned and looked at her 

in the same way, then shook his head, 
and a faint, almost imperceptible shudder 
went through her slender frame. 

Presently Sir Charles carried her off to 
see the conservatories, and then she said 
to him, almost imperiously— 

“What was your friend saying to you 
about me just now, Sir Charles? ” 

“I expect he was admiring you, Miss 
Greville.” 

“I was quite sure you would say that, 

you are so fond of paying compliments; 

but he wasn’t admiring me, as it happened 
he was saying something else.” 

Sir Charles seemed to recollect sudden- 
ly, and became extremely embarassed. 

“It was only a chance resemblance. 
Tom had such odd fancies. I don’t notice 
it myself,” he stammered out. 

“A chance resemblance to whom, if 
you please?” 
“Am I obliged to say? I declare I 

shall pitch into Tom,” he went on, with a 
longing to be revenged on the person 

who had placed him in such a disagree- 
able position. “He has no right to say 

such things. Don’t you know?” 

“Of course I don’t know; but if yon 
wish to please me you will tell me. I 

hate mysteries!” 

“These pink heat! particularly 
delicate looking, Mit’ ille. I want 
you to notice them, and these gardenias—" 

*“¢The night is fine, the walrus said, 
Do you admire the view’” 

she quoted. “Itis os Sir Charles. I 
mean to know.” / 

“Well, then, he agiwered desperately, 

“Is that all? Why I have heard it 
twenty times before,” she returned with a 

cool laugh. “They tell me I have just 
her eyes.” 

“I was afraid you would be offended,” 
said the youug baronet, much relieved ; 
“although I believe she is a respectable 
person enough—as actresses go—and she 

certainly is uncommonly handsome. How- 

ever, I shall pitch into Tom, as I said be- 
fore.” 
“Why? I ought to feel flattered! A 

very handsome woman, who is a re- 
spectable person as far as actresses go”’— 
the faintest tinge of bitterness in her 

tone—* might not consider it a compli- 

ment to be considered like me! But I 
suppose you have the prejudices of your 
class against those who work for Shit { 
living—and yet you seemed more liberal’ 
minded than most.” 
“I hope I am, Miss Greville. I myself 

have never had to work perhaps—but I 

honor those who do. Come, you are not 

cross at me, I hope. Let us go and beat 
Tom at tennis.” 
And so they did. But no great good 

came of it; for Tom insisted on changing 

partners, and although Miss Curson exert- 

ed all her fascinations, she could not 
reconcile the young baronet to the change. 

So tennis came to an untimely end, and 

they sat about under the trees, and drank 

iced champagne; and Miss Greville was 

go witty and bright, she seemed to amuse. 
even Tom, and put his sister quite into 

the shade. x 

“A most presuming person,” Miss Car- 
son called her, to her mother and Tom, 

as later they were walking back to the 
rectory, “and gives herself such airs too! 
Who would dream that she was only Mrs. 

Ormsby’s companion ?” 
“ Mrs. Ormsby tells me she is a lady by 

birth,” her mother remarked. Tom said 

nothing at all. 
“Of course”—scornfully ; “but I don't 

see why Sir Charles should ask other 
people to meet her.” 
Then Tom spoke. 

“Don’t be so caddish, Minna! If she 

be gentlewoman, she is good enough for 
anyone to meet, whether she is Mrs. 

Ormeby’s companion, or—or——" 
“ Her maid,” put in Minna, aggressively. 

“She isn't her maid, my dear; so your 

arrow falls short of its aim.” 
“Es-tu brut?” his sister sighed; for 

though they had had their little squabbles 
and misunderstandings, they were very 
good friends on the whole. 

“No,” he answered, promptly. “Miss 
Greville is very pretty and witty, and all 
that, but she gives me the idea of a person 

who is always on her guard, and there- 
fore playing a part. Charlie seems rather 
taken with her, and I shall give him a 

good talking to. It would be a shame to 
let him throw himself away at his age.” 

“I fancy he means throw himself away,” 

said Minna, between her set teeth.” 

“You think he is in love with Miss 

Greville, then?” 
“Not quite, perhaps, but very nearly. 

The least thing would turn the scale.” 

“Then let us hope that that ‘least thing’ 

will never get into the scale,” he answered 

decidedly. “I believe that if Charlie 

were disappointed in the woman he loved, 
it would break his heart.” ; 

“But you don’t think she would refuse 
a baronet with £20,000 a year?” 
“If she did he would get over it, if she 

didn’t he wouldn't, perhaps. 
“I believe you would sacrifice even 

your principles for the sake of being 
epigrammatic,” #aid Minna, who felt very 
cross and couldn’t hide it. “You would 
be a much better man if you didn’t try to 

be a wit.” 
Tom laughed good naturedly. 
“ And you would be a better woman "if 

you didn’t try to be severe.” 

CHAPTER III. 

“WaAT was the matter with you last 

night?” Mrs. Ormsby asked Miss Greville 
the next morning at breakfast. “ You 

went downstairs, didn’t you?” 

“ Went downstairs!” repeated Miss 
Greville in a tone of great surprise. 

“When?” 
“Tt wae just two o'clock ; indeed as the 

hour struck I heard your door open.” 

“It must have been a rat, or one of Sir 

Charles’ ghosts, as you don’t seem to have 

any of your own,” answered Miss Greville 

langhing. “I should be afraid for my 
life to go downstairs at two o'clock in the 
morning, the darkest and dreariest’ hour 
of all the twenty-four.” : 
“That is very strange, for I felt so sure, 

and was inclined to get up and see if any- 

thing was the matter, only that it seemed 
so eagy for you to knock at my door en 
passant, if I could be of any use.” 

“Yes, but I should never have liad the 
courage to get even so far, I assure you.” 

Mrs. Ormsby was silent for a minute, 

and then she looked up suddenly and 
said— 
“Did you ever walk in your sleep, my 

dear?” 
Miss Greville indulged in a long peal of 

musical laughter. 

“I? Never, thank goodness! 
made you think of such a thing?” 

“Because I am almost sure that you 

came out of your room last night and 
went downstairs,” persisted Mrs. Ormsby. 
“I had not been asleep, for I was over 

tired, and I was listening to every sound 
in that nervous way one has when wake- 
ful, when I heard the handle of your door 

turned, then your step coming past, the 
faint creaking of the boards, and a sound 
as if you were touching the wall with 

your hands, as you grouped your way 

through the darkness. It doesn’t seem 
possible I could have imagined all this, 
for dreaming I certainly was not,” she 
concluded with a great decision. 

“No, but one gets all sorts of fancies 

when one lies awake ; and even if I were 
not too timid to go downstairs alone in 
the middle of the night, what could I 

want there?” 

“You might have left something in the 
drawing-room.” 
“In that case it would have been safe 

surely until the morning, and if it had 
not been I would rather have taken the 
risk twenty times over than have gone to 

fetch it. You don’t evidently understand 

how very, very timid I am, dear Mrs. 

Ormsby,” she added, in her coaxing voice. 

“I have not yet got over my childish fear 

of the darkness, and then it is the time 

for evil deeds, so that I can’t persuade 
myself it is entirely groundless. How- 

ever, here one ought to have no fear, for 
who would rob you or Mr. Ormsby ?” 

“Is robbery the only thing you are 

afraid of, then?” 
“Well, it is what one thinks about 

most in a lonely country house—at least, 

I do, but then, I have always lived in 
towns hitherto, and this strange silence 

through the night oppresses me. I like 

to hear passing footsteps, snatches of song, 

perhaps cheerful laughter; instead of that 

there is the eternal rustle of the leaves, 
sometimes the patter of the rain, but 

nothing to show you that other people 

are awake too, which is what you want 
to know.” 

“Come!” replied Mrs. Ormsby, in a 
rallying tone, “I believe you have far 

more pluck than you pretend. That day 

the horses ran away I watched you nar- 
rowly, and vou were as cool as a cucumber 

all the time.” 

“I wasn’t the least afraid, I must con- 

fess. An excitement like that warms one's 
blood and quickens one’s pulses, and 

What 

though you may seem outwardly cool, 

you are pleasantly stimulated, as if you 
‘had been swallowing a tumblerful of 
champagne ; but if you encountered a 
burglar when you were alone and quite 

defenceless, you would not be pleasantly 
stimulated, because one would know he 
would be very likely to kill you, in order 

to get safely away.” 
“He night of course; still, burglars 

don’t often commit murder. And, really, 
‘my dear, I shouldn't trouble about such 
thinge, for they never happen here,” Mrs. 

Ormesby: concluded, in a tone that at once 
put a stop to the conversation. 
A week passed sway. Sir Charles was 

several times at the Hall during this in- 
terval, and on each occasion his attention 
to Miss Greville became more marked; 

‘but her discretion was admirable. 
One evening, Mr. Ormsby bade Miss 

Greville good night when he left the 
dining-room. He had to look through 

some papers, he said, and should not be 

able to join them up stairs, as usual. Mrs. 

Ormsby pretended to be very angry with 
him for his desertion, but went to sleep 
the moment she was seated in her favorite 

chair, while Miss ‘Greville walked softly 

up and down the room, a strange light in 
her brown eyes, her lips tightly com- 

.pressed, 
This had gone on for half an hour, per- 

haps, and then the door was thrown 

silently open, and Mr. Ormsby came 

striding in, his face as white as ashes, his 

manner confused and agitated. 
+ % Florence,” he said, in a loud, strident 

voice, that struck like an arfow through 
Mrs. Ormsby’s peaceful sleep, and made 

her wide awake directly; “I have been 
robbed of the title deeds of Benson’s farm 
and his lease. They were in the iron- 

chest, with other valuable papers, and 
were safe two months ago; now they 
have entirely vanished, for I have ex- 

amined everything twice over.” 
“You must be mistaken, surely,” his 

wife said. “What would be the use of 
those papers to anyone but you?” 
“You could borrow money on them, 

don’t you see? The scoundrel who has 

taken them knows well to what use they 
may be put to, you may depend. I wish 

I could get hold of him,” he said fiercely. 
“I would thrash him until he hadn’t a 
whole bone left in his body!” 
Miss Greville was evidently alarmed at 

his violence, for she ran to Mrs. Ormsby 
as if for protection. 

“Don’t James,” his wife said, as she put 
her arm round the trembling girl in her 

motherly way. “You frighten Miss 
Greville and, after all, it is no use talking 
about the" thief —the thing is to catch 
him.” 
“So I will—if I can. Bat what puzzles 

me, is how he found out where those 
deeds were. I thought no one knew but 

you, Jack and I. And yet whoever had 
them must have known where to look, 

the time when I should he absent, the 

proper key and where to find it. The 

lock is a peculiar one, and it has not been 
tampered with, the thief certainly had 

the right key.” 

“You are sure you had not moved the 
deeds?” Mrs. Ormsby said. 
“Just as sure as I am that my name is 

James Ormsby!” he answered with stern 
decision. “I looked through all my 
papers when I wanted Barnes’ lease, and 
there were none missing then. I have 
not opened the chest since, until this eve- 

ning, and the key has always been in its 
proper place, so far as I know. The whole 
thing is mysterious and unaccountable, 
and makes one so uncomfortable,” he 
added, with a harrassed air. “I'll send 
Winnyford over to Ayshe the first thing 

to-morrow morning, and have the in- 

spector of police here, and telegraph to 
Scotland Yard for a clever detective. I 

am riot going to sit tamely down and see 
myself robbed ; but the question is whether 

I shan’t be throwing my money away, 
for the thief may have borrowed on the 

deeds, long ago—we don’t know when 

they were taken—and got clean away 
with his spoils.” , 

It was Mr. Ormsby’s turn now to pace 

the room up and down, but his was the 
quick, hurried stride of an angry agitated 
man, not the soft meandering to and fro 
of an abstracted girl—thinking of an ab- 

sent lover maybe, or the solving of some 
difficult social problem. He put his feet 
down with such force that they shook the 

room, and made a great noise even through 

the thick carpet, and his whole manner 
‘expressed stern determination. 

Under this new aspect James Ormsby’s 

genial kindly face became quite terrible, 
and poor Miss Greville, who did not seem 

to know anything about the punishments 
that belong to certain crimes, clung to 
Mrs. Ormsby’s arm, trembling more than 
ever, and said with a nervous gasp— 

“If they find him, will he be hanged ?” 
“You foolish child! people are hanged 

for murder only,” she answered sooth- 
ingly. “Do try and calm yourself, my 

dear—your teeth are actually chattering 

in your head. James,”—as Mr. Ormsby 
strode towards the door—*do tell Winny- 

ford to bring up some wine—this poor 
child is frightened out of her senses.” 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

CURRYING THE COW. 

It is as gratifying to the cow as it is to a 

horse to be groomed, brushed and curried. 

Do it carefully so as not to grate the teeth 
of the curry-comb on the cow’s bones 

where they ard prominent, but the cow 
likes it a1l the better if curried heavily on 
the neck and back. Good grooming will 
make the hair smooth and glossy, espec- 

ially if with it goes good feeding. It isim- 
possible to get the most from cows that do 
not have the best care, and thorough 
grooming in winter, is one of the most 
important points of good management. 
In the summer, cows will rub themselves 
against trees and fences, but their hair 
does not get so full of dirt in pasture as it 
is sure to do in winter in the stable. 

THE DEVIL THE OWNER. 
RoginsoN, Ill. Jan. 12.— Dr. David Wil- 

son, the aged hermit, died at his Lome, 

owned 20,000 acres of land in this and 
Lawrence counties. He alsoowned a drug 
store in Cincinnati, which has been locked 
up for twelve years, and which he said 

the devil had instructed him not to open. 
He had lived by himself for twelve years 

on one of his farms, west of this city, 

which he said belonged to Christ. Rob- 
bers raided his house a few months ago. 
He was 80 years old, and at one time was 
one of the dor physic in Ohio, but be- 
came deranged. It is said he was worth 
$130,000. 

ROMANTIC STORY FROM ST. LOUIS 

St. Louis, Mo., Jan. 14.—Police inter- 
ference was necessary to keep the crowd 
moving yesterday at the northwest cor- 
ner of Seventh and Pine Seow, frie 
workmen were engages in digging in the 
cellar of Phil Dyer’s saloon in search of a 
buried box. In 1878 a young Russian 
nobleman, compelled to flee from his 
native Shy =x political offences, ar- 
rived in St. Louis and was forced by 
poverty to become a bartender at the. 
above number, assuming the name of 
Stussner. Later he went to Minneapolis, 
where he married. Three months ago he 
died. The widow is now here directing 
the search for a box which Stussner on 
his death bed said contained title deeds 
and papers revealing his true name and 
noble station. Stussner was forty-five 
years of age when he died, and a man of 
refinement and superior education. Mrs. 
Stussner has some of her dead husband’s 
letters which substantiate his noble 
lineage, but seeks further proof before 

blic. Nothing has yet making them 
beenrta but the search will be con- 
tinued, 

ol 

one mile west of this city, yesterday. He’ 

WAR CLOUDS LOOMING UP. 

Italy it is Said Will Shortly be the Scene 
of a Revolution. 

New York, January 15.—The following 

cables appear in the Sunday papers: 
“The authorities were quite recently 

warned through their most trustworthy 
sources of information that a war might 
be thrust upon England at any moment. 
This startling announcement was spread 
before the country Thursday morning 

with all the emphasis that could be given 
to the words by the L3ndon Telegraph, 
a most conservative journal, which en- 
joys the largest circulation of any news- 
paper in Great Britain. Saturday the 

same newspaper, in a remarkable leader, 
practically declared its belief that war was 

imminent and unavoidable. It even went 
so far as to urge the government to re- 

quire subsidized steamships, such as the 

Lucania and Teutonic, to take aboard an 

armament at once. It argued that war 
will break out among the nations like 
lightning from a clear sky, and it was 
necessary to save the valuable time re- 
quired for mounting guns. 

At no time in this generation has the 
Fnglish press used such extraordinary 

language on the subject of a threatened 
war as has filled their coloms the past 
week. In the newspaper offices elaborate 

preparations are being pushed forward 
for covering the campaign. Not only are 
war correspondents: being engaged but 

certain London journals are arranging for 
press steamers under the Red Cross or 

American flags, in the English channel 
and Mediterranean, and for correspondents 

on battle ships. It is strongly believed 
in Fleet street that Lord Roseberry shares 
the darkest forebodings. In fact the war 

panic, in certain circles, has reached a 
more acute stage than at any time since 
England last sheathed her sword. 

England at large, however, does not 
sharethisalarm. The financial barometer, 

the most sensitive of all to genuine danger, 
shows no sign of disturbance. The lead- 
ers in monetary affairs, from Lord Roth- 

child down, say that they do not believe 
the peace of Europe is seriously threat- 
ened. As regards any specific casus belli 

the situation to-day is distinctly better 

than'a week ago. The fatal mistake of 
the French troops at Warina will probably 

be atoned for by an amende honorable. 

France is still silent on the subject, but 
the disposition to treat the matter in a 

proper gpirit is more liberal than was ex- 
pected on this side of the channel. 
The political crisis—which undoubtedly 

prevailed in Germany, in spite of official 

denials—caused by differences between 
Chancellor Caprivi and the conservatives 

over the Russian commercial treaty seems 
now to be definitely at an end. Even 
pronounced Bismarckian organs, which 

are the reverse of friendly to Caprivi, now 

admit the fact. The termination of the 
quarrel is the immediate outcome of cor- 

respondence between the East Prussian 

conservative union and Caprivi. The 

chancellor showed fine diplomatic tact in 
this matter. Instead of trying to pro- 

voke the Agrarian party by opposition, 
he has tried (and succeeded) to conciliate 
them by meeting them half way. The 

| new German-Russian commercial treaty, 

it is said, contains a number of consider- 
able reductions in former customs duties 

upon agricultural products. Among other 
items the rates upon cheese and hops are 
reduced by Russia. The new treaty 

therefore, is likely to prove as beneficial 
to the agricultural as to the industrial 
interests of Germany. The reduction on 

hops is especially for the benefit of the 
South German farmer. 

I have good reason to believe, says the 
Times London correspondent, that daring 

the coming fortnight or three weeks 
there will be a more or less concerted at- 

tempt at revolution in various portions of 
Italy. My principal informant is a Con- 
tinental publicist, at present living in 

London, who has had much to do with 

Italian politics and is now in close com- 
munication with parties there. His in- 

formation is that before the end of the 
month there will be nearly simultaneous 
revolutionary demonstrations in Turin, 

Modena, Bologna, Milan, Mantua, Parma, 
Ferrara, Ancona, Foggia, and numerous 

other points of the north and east of the 

peninsula. I get the impression that 
Florence, Genoa, and Rome will not' be 
counted upon, and that if Naples con- 
tributes her quota of disorder it will be 
on general principles of imitation rather 
than as the result of an organized plot. 

The province of the Marches and the 
ancient Duchy of Parma understood 
to be the points where the government 

will encounter the toughest resistance in 
its efforts to maintain itself. 

TOLD BY A RETIRED BURGLAR. 

“I spent one term in prison that never 
disturbed me in the least,” said a retired 

burglar “for the proof against me was of 
such an nature that there conldn’t be any 

possibility of mistake about it; and then, 
distressing as it was to me, I couldn't help 

admiring the the manner in which I was 
caught.” 

“I had found my way in a house to the 
principal occupied chamber, and had sur- 

veyed the room as well as I could by the 
dim light that was burning without using 
my own lamp. It was a handsomely fur- 

nished room, and it gave one a comfortable 
feeling just to look into it.” 

“I got over to the bureau and set my 
lamp down on top of it and got to work. 

The key had been left in the top drawer. 
That seemed a little careless, but it made 
my work just so much easier. I turned 
the key as though it had been in velvet; 
The drawer, like the drawers in all well 
constructed bureaus, opened smooth and 
true. 
“T reached in at, the right-hand corner, 

where people generally keep their pocket- 
books, and almost the first thing my hand 
touched was a silver purse, one of the 
kind that people used to carry more than 
they do now, wallet-shaped opening on a 
hinge, with accordio nlike com ents 
inside, and shutting with a snap. This 
pocket-book was carved or embossed on 
the sides, and it was beautiful, I knew, 
and I like pretty a and I sort of held 
on to it with my hand still in the drawer, 
at the same time running my other hand 
along toward tiie other corner. With that 
hand, a moment later, I picked up a slen- 
der silver bottle, and I never regretted 
anything so much in my life, for that bot- 
tle was the other handle ofan electric bat- 
tery, and I couldn’t let go. i 
“I cried out; I couldn’t heip it; but 

that didn’t do any harm, for the instant 
I touched the bottle a bell began to ring 
loud enough to wake anybody up, even if 
I hadn’t made a sound myself. Then a 
man sat up in bed turned up a light and 
looked at me an: said: / 
“Hello there !” 
“And I said, ‘Hello! though it was 

pretty hard work for me to talk. 
“ All this time he was getting out of bed 

and when his feet touched the floor he 
leaned over and pulled something on the 
wall; of course that was simple enough; 
a police signal. Then he looked over at 
me again. 
“Think you can stand ? ” he said. 
“ And, of course, I said I could ; though 

I was lying on. the floor now, and had 
about all I could do to keep from bio 
and squirming. I had the pocket-boo 
in one hand you understand, and the sil- 
ver bottle in the other, and I could see 
now the wires running from them up into 
the bureau drawer. All this time the man 
was keep'ng on dressing. In two or 
three minutes more I heard somebody at 
the street door of the house, the police; a 
minute later two of them had collared me 
and the man shut off the current. 
“As I said, this thing never disturbed 

me in the least; but after I got out, as 
long as Iremained in active life, I made 
it a point never to pick up two things at 
once in the dark.” : » 53 
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FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 
Mgs. WinsLow’s SoorHING SYRUP has been 
used by millions of mothers for their chil- 
dren while teething. If disturbed at 
night and broken of your rest by a sick 
child suffering and crying with pain of 
cutting teeth, send at orce and get a bottle 
of “ Mrs. WinsLow’s Sooraing Syrve” for 
children teething. It will relieve the 
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about 
it. It cures Diarrhcea, regulates the Stom- 
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and 
ives tone and energy to the whole system. 
Mgrs. WinsLow’s Seormine Syrup” for 

children teething, is pleasant to the taste 
and is the prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and 
nurses in the United States. Price twen- 
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold i Re drug- 
gists throughout the world. sure and 
ask for “Mgrs. WinsLow’s SooTHING 
Syrup.” 

Lodge Nights.— How many lodges did 

you say your husband belonged to? she 

suddenly asked. Fifteen. Mercy on me! 
But think of a man being out fifteen 

nights a week! I am really glad that I'm 
a widow! 

1’ 

English®pavin Liniment removes all 
hard, soft or calloused Lumps and Blem- 
ishes from horses, Blood Spavin, Curbs, 

Splints, Ring Bone, Sweeney, Stifles, 

Sprains, Sore and Swollen Throat, Coughs, 

ete. Save $50 by use of one bottle. War- 
ranted the most wonderful Blemish Cure 

ever known. Warranted by Davies, 

Mack & Co. 

The boy knew.— Teacher — Yes, chil- 
dren, when the war broke eut, all the 
abla bodied men who could leave their 

families enlisted in the army. Now, can 
any of you tell me what motive took 
‘them to the front? Bright Boy (triamph- 

antly) — Locomotives. 

Reever 1¥ 81x Hours. —Distressing Kid- 

ney and Bladder Diseases relieved in six 
hours by the “Great South American 
Kidney Cure.” This new remedy is a 

great surprise and delight on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving pain 

in the bladder, kidneys, back and every 

part of the urinary passages in male or 
female. It relieves retention of water 

and pain in passing it almost immediately. 
If you want quick relief and cure this is 
your remedy. Sold by Davies, Mack & 
Co., Druggists. 

I asked her for a kiss that night; 

She gently told me, “ No.” 

Then, reaching for the chandelier, 
She turned the gas down low. 

PARRSBORO N. S. 
D. 8S. Howard, the well known mer- 

chant of Parrsboro, N. 8., sends The Haw- 
ker Medicine Co’y the following unsoli- 
cited testimonial: Some months ago, 

when suffering from a severe cold, I was 
advised to try Hawker’s Balsam of Tolu 

and Wild Cherry and Hawker’s Liver 
Pills, which Iam thankful to say com- 
pletely cured me. I have recommended 
Hawker’s Balsam to very many suffering 
from LaGrippe and severe colds and in 

every case it has proved to be effective. 
Sold everywhere, 25 and 50 cents a bottle. 

Didn’t Get Out of It.— An instructive 
dialogue is reported to have taken place 
at the opening day of the Sussex assizes. 

A juror rose in the box to ask to be ex- 
empted from services on account of deaf- 
ness. ‘Are you very deaf?” said the 

judge in a low tone. “Yes, my lord,” 
was the prompt reply. “ You had better 
be sworn,” said the judge. 

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 
American Rheumatic Cure for Rhenma- 

tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 

8 days. Its action upon the system is 
remarkable and mysterious. It removes 
at once the cause, and the disease immed- 
iately disappears. The first dose greatly 

benefits. 75cents. Warranted by Davies, 
Mack & Co. 

HE FOUND NO HARD TIMES. 

Bustler — Hello, Hustler! How you 
knockin’ em ? 

Hustler — Making money hand over 
fist. Can’t half fill orders. 

You don’t say! What you selling ? 
I ‘am agent for a gate which can’t be 

lifted off the hinges, and I've got twe col- 

lege towns in my district. 

Bronchitis and Influenza are quickly 

cured by Hawker’s Tolu and Wild Cherry 
Balsam. 

AN EPITAPH. 

He spent his life at the 

Dentist’s trade ; 

He died — a man his tomb- 
stone made, 

And wrote thereon — oh, what 
Depravity ! — 

“Tis thus good Snooks fille 
His last cavity.” 

Jtch, Mange and Scratches of every 
kind, on human or animals, cured in 80 
minutes by Woolford’s SanitaryjLotion. 
Warranted by Davies, Mack & Co. 

~ SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES. 

Boston Transcript 

* A trustworthy, clean and interesting family news. 

paper, free from sensational and objectionable mat 

ters, in both reading and advertising columns 

offering to the educated and intelligent public, the 

most instructive and entertaining selection of news, 

literary, political, financial, art, music and general 

topics of the day and season, 

Daily Evening Transcript. 
No Bunday Edition. 

Saturday Evening Transcript. 
_ Bixteen or more pages. 

Weekly Transoript- 
Published Friday’s. 

Address 

BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO., 
SU W, hinot: Btreet, Bost: » Mass. 

1881 THE CULTIVATOR 1894 

Country 3 Gentleman. 
THE BEST OF THE 

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES, 

DEVOTED TO 

Farm Crops and Processes, 

Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying, 

While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol- 
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter- 
inary Replies, Farm Questions and Answers, Fire- 
side Reading, Domestic E ny and a y 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
unusually complete, and mach attention is paid to 
the Prospects of the Crops, as throwing light upon 
one of the most important of all guestions— When 
to Buy and When to Bell. It is liberally 1llustrated 
and by Recent : nlargement, contains more reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is 
ed per year, but we offer a 8 1 Reduction 

n our 

Club Rates for 1894. 

Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 

Six Subscriptions do. do. 0 

Ten Subsoriptions do. do.” [5 

5° To all New Bubse: ibers for Ee  pryies in 
advance now, we will send the par r Weekly , trom 
our receipt of the remittance, to January lst, 1894, 
without charge. Bpesimen Copies Free, Addres 

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers, 

Mothers 
suffering with weakness and 

emaciation, who give little 

nourishment to babies,should 

"Scott's 

Emulsion 
the Cream of Cod-liver Oil 
and hypophosphites. It will 

givethem strength and make 
their babies fat. Physicians, 

the world over; endorse it. 

Don't be deceived hy Substitutes! 
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists. 60c. &$1. 

wives 
RUG STORE. 

196 Queen Street. 

D 
5 Gross HIRES’ ROOT BEER Daily expected. 

Just Received : 

LACTATED FOOD, 
MELLIN'S FOOD, 

BUTTER COLOR, 
DIAMOND DYES, 

JOHN M. WILEY, ZDruggist 

cums 

Sheet Zinc and Flour Sifters. 

1 case | oosepin Butts assorted sizes. 

of the eur. 
1 cuse tled-shoe Bolts. 
8 boxes Wrouuht iron Nuts. 
4 cases Carpenter's Planes 
6 cares Barn Lanterns. 
2 barrels Lantern Globes. 
1 barrel 8trop and T Hinges. 

24 doz. Shee!-iron Pans for cooking stoves. 
: — Boilers. 

ox. 8teamers. 
Just to hand R. CRESTNUT & BONS. 

© '8Ks8 Sheet Zine, 3 casks Flour Bifters (patent) 

12 boxes Family Scales, just right for this season 

People in this 19th century are bound to have the best 

that can be had for the money. That is why 

EVERYBODY WFARS 

GRANBY RUBBERS. 
They give perfect satisfaction in fit, style and finish, and 

it has become a byword that *“Gransy RUBBERS wear 
like iron.” ’ 

SHOVELS. 
hort handles. 
EE R. CHESTNUT & 80NSB. 

UST received <5 Bundles Steel Shovels long and R. C. MACREDIE, THE 

VIGOR o- MEN 

wo 

THE TRIONPHOFLOVE #5 

Weakness, Nervousness, Debility, 
and all the train of evils from early errors or 

later excesses, the results of overwork, sick- 

ness, worry, etc. Full strength, development 

and tone given to every organ and portion of 

the body. Simple, natural methods. Imme- 

diate improvement seen. Failure impossible. 

2,000 references. Book, explanation and 

proofs mailed (sealed) free. 

ERIE MEDICAL CO., Buffalo, N.Y. 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

[I 
“INSURANCE COMPANY. 

ms ee 

Plumber, bag Hitter, 
'TINSMITH, 
OULD inform the people of Freder ° 

icton and vicinity that he has re 
amed business on Queen Street, 

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE, 
. 

where he is prepared to till au oraers iu 

AssgTs, 181 JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.5¢ 

AsseTs IN CANADA, > 870,525.67 

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip- 

tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. | 

above lines, including 

 BLECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 
Speaking Tubes, &c. 

Farm for Sale. 
Ts subscriber's Farm at Rt. Mary’s, near the 

Railway Station, containing 500 acres, 100 of 
which are under cultivation. 
There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on 

the premises, all in good repair. 
For further particulars apply to 

JOHN A. EDWARDS, 
Queen Hotel, 

‘WM. WILSON, 
Agent. 

GEO. L. WILSON, 
Barrister, Notary Fublic, etc. 
Office next door below J, J. Weddalls 

March 4, 1893. ' F'ton, April 9, 1892. 

ever offered at a popular | 
machines sometimes become in expert hands, it is still at least. as rapid as the pen, and has the 
advantage of such simplicity, 

marks, 71 ia all. 

the type direct. 
Prints on flat surface. 

Writing always in sight. 

up to 8% inches. 

Packed securely in handso 

THE AMERICAN 

§ pon.T.AR $8 

a toy, but a Typewriter built for and capable of REAL WoRK, 

Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and 

‘Writes just like a $100 machine. 
No shift keys. No Ribbon. Prints from 

Corrections and insertions easily made. 

Takes any width of paper or envelope 

Eg 

Typewriter. 
HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figures, and punctuation 
marks (71 in all) on full width paper, just like a $100 instrument. It is the first of its kind 

price, for which the above claim can be truthfully made. It is not 
While not as rapid as the large 

that it can be understood and mastered almost at a glance. We 
cordially commend it to helpful parents and teachers everywhere, 

CICATCI—HH—CTIACAIC 

Easy to understand, learned in five 
minutes, 

‘Weighs only four pounds, most portable. 

Compact, takes up but little room.» 

Built solid and simple, can’t get out of 
order. 

Capital and lower-case keyboard alike, 
easily mastered. 

More ‘‘ margin play ” for the small letters 
which do most of the work. 

Takes good letter press copies. 

ACACIC—HH—ICATAT 

me case and expressed to any address on receipt of price, $8.00, 
in registered letter, money order or certified check. We guarantee every machine and are glad 
to answer all enquiries for further information. 

A. S MURRAY, 
Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B. 

P. S. Expected 

Albany, N, Y. 

McMURRAY & Co. 

Eave Just Received ——— 

A CAR LOAD 
a OF ie 

WALL PAPERS, 
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in 

Canadian 
coke ASTI 

American 

Makes. 2 
CALL and SEE the 

GOODS. 

Also a lot of 

REMNANTS, 
Which will be sold Low, to make room 

for New Goods. 

daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN paper 

r 

with BORDERS to match. 

[= Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great 

Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents. 

McMurray & Co. 


