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Written for ‘Fux Juny. 

In a Marble Yard. » 

“This is grave business,” romarkod the sculp. 

tor, a8 for a moment ho suspended his mallet”in 

the air, and then, Click, click, click ! and the 

words, * 

QUE DARLING! 
wero slowly developed ou tas polished surface o 

tho block of marble that lay before him. (irave 

business, indeed ! 

To-day, a wedding carnival! 

To-day, a birthday festival ! 
To-day; a solemn funeral! 

There are those who havo become so familiar, 

u_ association, with death, that his presence 

hardly ruflles the oven current of their thoughts. 

It is not belivved that such 1s the case because 

they are better propared thun other wen for his 

coming, not because, than other men, thoy are 

more completely reconciled to the inevitable fate 

of all that live. As with sorrow and hardship, 

familiarity steels the hearts to tho encroachments 

of death. The old soldier is as indifferent to the 

whiz of a bullet us to the hum of a bee. 
“The business of tho undertaker is likewise 

of a grave character,” continued the man of the 

mallet and chisel ; “but ours has many phases 
with which the undertaker is wholly unacquamnt. 
ed. He is called in when the heart's wounds are 

fresh and bleeding. His assistance cannot be 

dispensed with, 1 think that with him there is 

soldom any haggling about price or terms of 

payment. Hae 1s a sort of autocrat. Solemn ‘as 

is lis appearance and unctious as ave his res. 

ponses during the burial service at the grave, 

SCR THR JURY. &8% 
eybic—~a man soured with the world and at war | 

| with hmmasolf I Such he did not seem to be, for 

“ubont his mouth played a kindly smile, and his’ 

| eyo had w humorsomas twinkle, and his vewco wus 

as tender a8 8 woman's, . 
- Ab, butween those who know and those who 

“guess there 18 n great gulf. To kuow is to accept 

"—to guess is to struggle. Doves o sonsible wan 

(reach far that which ho knows he canunt reach, 

hops! As the grass withers, we wither; and 

“when the fields grow green again the grass that 
i witherod is forgotten, as we are forgotten by 

j those who follow us. 

Click, click, click! 

| MARY! [ 

Those wero the letters cut under the words,’ 

“ Qur Darling !" 

And then the man laid aside his mallet and 

came and gat down by the side of the reporter. 

Said he: *“ 1 never ask » man who has married , 

un second wife to erect a monument to the mem. | 
ory of his first ; and it 1s extremely hazardous to: 

broach the subject to a woman who has secured 

i # second husband. And 1t 1s just so with the: 

ichildren.  Step-fathers and step-mothers dow’, 
"want any tablots erected to the memory of their ; 
step-children. As I said before, the undertaker 
is 8 sort of autocrat : if hearts bloed at all, ho is | 
_called while their wounds are fresh ; wo follow 
, 48 soon as propriety will adant,” 
i CLICK, CLICK, CLICK ! 

: And other letters disclosed themselves under the - 
| chisel of the sculptor But afters tino ho again ; 
i pausod in his work, : 
i Suid he : ** Somes years ago, in the northern 
. part of the proviuce there was » horniut who hived 
and died miserably. He was buried by his 
i brothers, with whom I was somewhat acquainted, 

think 1 could make it answer for u head-stone 
for tho deceased 1” 
Tho mun of the mallet laughed a bitter laugh, 
** In the shop whore I was employed when a 

youth,” he continued, “we hind a cutter who was 
rathur illiterate. Ho cut on a stone, ¢ May her 
sole rest in peace,’ and our explanation of the 
legond was quite satisfactory to the bereaved 
husband. The tablet.stands in a quit church. 
ysrd not # hundred miles from St. John. On 
another hoadstons we hand to engrave, * Let her 

¢ or hopo for that which ho knows it is futilo to restin pounce,’ but as space was united the tablot 
faces tho suns of summer and the storms of win. 
ter with this scription : 

Let her BR. Lp. 
But the funniest of all was the case of the widow 
who sauted uw tablet for her husband and was 
struck with the appearance of one already fin. 
shed for the grave of another gentleman. Wo 
explutaed that the inscription was inappropriate, 
but we would make a duphcate, suitably in. 
scribed. ‘Hoot, mon,’ said she, ‘Sandy could 
na read, and he always liked the nuwme of 
Dakin I” 

Without bidding the man of the mallet good: 
bye, the reporter turned away, with his coat 
covered with warble dust. 

Moxey 1¥ 1T.—A man afliteted with deafness 
took a prescription to a Topeka druggist, who 
illed it with care and in tbe latest style. Tho 
deaf man asked the prico, when the following 
talk occurred: 

Druggist (leaning on the counter and smiling 
in a won't-you-pay-up sors of manner): The prico 
is seventy five cents, 
Deaf customer: Five cents? Here it ia. 
Drugaist (in a louder voice). Seventy-five 

cents, please. 
Deaf customer: Well, there's your five cents. 
Druggist (tn a very loud and very firm man. 

ner): I said seventy tive cents, 
Deaf customer (yotting angry): Well, what 

more do you want? 1 just gave you five cents, 
Deugyist (sotto voice): Well, go to thunder 

with your medicine. I made three cents, any 

ovoryono vxcopt the mourners knows that each und after the funeral I accompanied them to the | ¥3¥~ . 
of these is included in tho bLIIL” 

The words, ‘Our Darling,” had received their 

last finishing touch and the stone cutter laid 

down his mallet. Said he : ¢“ Of all wounds, 
: " HR 

heart-wounds are the most painful ; but it is reigns scattered about 1 tho straw. An mvesti- | ®orkin’ man, nohow, 

wonderful how quickly they heal! [I've known 
the light of the sun to go out with a life, and yet 

in a few days he would bo shining just as bright. 

ly as ever! I have heard husbands and wives 

in tones uf agony express a wish to be buried 

with their loved ones, and a fow weoks later 1 

have seen them searching persistently and dili- 

gontly for sumething eligible. 

Well, it is welll If men could not forget; 
With phantoms all the earth would peopled be 

The ghosts of buried joys our hearts would fret, 
A Rood of tears, salt tears, would drown tho sea.” 

Was this knight of the dusty cap and apron a 

wretched cabin which he had occupied. The! 
| patched garmonts that he had worn in hife were! 
! tossed into the pig stye nesr which I chanced to 
‘stand, and as they were torn asunder by the . 
i brutes I saw crisp bank notes and yellow sovo- | 

: gation followed at once, and several hundreds of ¢ 
ollars were secured that had boen sewed into, 

' the linings of the wretched rags. The brothers, 
! then ordered a mudest slab to mark the grave of ; 
j the doceased, but when thé bill was presented | 
they deplored their hberality, * But,’ sad I,* 
‘had it not been for mo all the money left by | 
jyour deceased brother would have been ircetriev- 
ably lost I' They answered never a word." 
The speaker paused and looked away across 

Courtenay Bay, and the reporter thought he de- 
tocted a shade of sadness stealing over his coun. | 
tenance. Said he : *‘I know two wealthy broth. 
ors in Novy Scotia, and one of them died, leav- | 
ing everything he was possessed of to the surviv. 
or. And what did he do? He had a broken 
marble table top, and asked me if I did not 

— ! 

A MisuNpersTANDING. —Manager: Aud what 
do you say to eight hours a day, Alexis? 
Alexis : Eight hours, bogs? Great lan’, dat 

ain't ‘nuff. Yuu don’t have no consideration fur 
Eight hours awn’ ‘nuff. 

Manager: Well, I'm glad to hear one man in- 
dustrious enough to want to do a full day's work. 
I'm pleased with you, Alexis, and you may work 
elevan hours a day. ) 
Alexis : Hole on, boss! Hole on! [I dison- 

derstand ye. Ididn’tknow it was wuckin’ hours 
you was talkin’ ‘bout. I thought ’twas restin’ 
time after dinner. 

Champotresu is sometimes absent minded. The 
other day he had his hair cut, and when the op- 
oration was completed ho regarded himself in the 
mirror. “‘You have got it too short,” he said to 
the barber, and hoe seated himself again in the 
chair. 

Making much adoo—a crowd saying good-bye. 

W. T. H. FENETY, 
Bookseller and Stationer, 

Queen Street, - - Fredericton, N. B, 

JAMES A. BROGAN, 

Wines, Liquors and Cigars! 
18 Charlotte Street. 

At Conlon’s Photo Gallery 

YOU CAN GET 

Fine Finished Card Photos for $1 per dozen 

<Ricturcs 4fFopicd and <4Ealarged 

CHOBAPER THAN EVER FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 

Leave your orders carly and don't forget to call 

carly in the day so as to obtain the finest result. 

Remember *“CONLONS,” 

HEAD OF KING STREET. 

JAMES KELLY, 
MERCHANT TAILOR, 

Gent's Custom Clothing 
Wade to Qrder in all the Tatcst Fiylcs. 

Perfect Fit Guaranteed. - 

First-class Work. Reasonable Prices. 

5 GIVE ME A CALL. 8% 

34 DOCK ST.iwwa™ 
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