ly lttle boat .nd L
1 rowed to the farther pebbly shore,
My face to the sinking sun, -
The clouda followed close. when he shono no

. OTe,
Audsaid: ‘The day is doje.”

nu-untmdumﬁumiulm
Mdmtummlblh

TU h'::::l went;
otm - -ywuwenm
My boat, where the btmo:uns

We 'und through a elump of rushes tall,
And my thoughts came back to note
How quiokly our course was changed, and all
By a roed at the bow of the boat.
1said to my boas: * “'If strong the force
That sonds you dritting along,
A thing so slight could not change your course
And make the wh:le way wrong.

“But If you cannot safely float
Into.our port alone,
Then I must guide you, little boat,
And bring you safely home."
So.we dnift no more in'the crimson light,
With face to the sunset sky,
But I know that our course is true and right,
My boat, my heart and I.
—Evelyn Noble, in Detroit Free Press,

STORY OF A LETTER.

It Won a Mother Back to Health
and Happiness.

“Off work so early?”
. James stopped in passing a boy who,

like himself, was one of the workers

_on alarge ranch. Caleb’s stumpy fig-
ure was bending over a large table in
the rough back porch and his face was
drawn into a pucker which told that
his task was no easy one.

**Yes, it's early I know, but it's mail
day to-morrow—and I thought I'd send

* o letter.”

*Folks back east?” asked James.

‘‘Well, 1 haven't got many folks.
Ain’t so well off us you are. It's my
stepmother, but she's a good woman
and likes to hear from me and 1 think
1 ought to.” .

No one ever thought of taking Caleb
for an exemplar in anything.: He was
slow and clumsy in his movements and
never dreamed of presuming to make a
suggestion of duty to anyone. But it
had come to be observed that Caleb
was to be relied on.

*If you look for him where he be-
longs he is sure to be there,” his em-
rloyer had becn heard to say. And
some of the boys had noticed that Ca-
leb’s quiet: ‘I think I ought to” always
referred tosomething he was sure to do.

James had intended calling upon
Caleb for assistance in the turning of
water into the irrigating ditch upon
which the crops so largely depended,
but he now turned away and went by
himself, with a weight at his heart and
a shadow upon his brow. If asked the
reason for it he m'ght have been slow
to admit to anyone else that it was
called there Ly a consciousness of neg-
lect of duty, but the fact was very
p'ain to himself.

**Just a stepmother. If Caleb thinks
it's a matter of ‘ought to’ write to her
about every mail day I wonder what
he'd do if he had a mother and a father
and a sister. Heigho! I didn’t expect
to be gone three years when I got mad

* and quit.”

In the early springtime James had
been seized with a spasm of remorse at
his long, cruel neglect of those who
loved him, to whom he was so much
and to whom he realized he owed it to
be such comfort.

*I'll write. And some day I'll go
back and do my best by 'em.”

He did write, his letter carrying all
the joy which may be imagined into
the old farmhouse. Father and mother
had answered, the sight of their poor
cramped handwriting bringing tears
to the eyes of the wandering son. And
Susan had written:

*Father says he’ll never miss driving
in to the post office on the days thata
letter could get here after your mail

..day. And mother stands at the gate
‘watching for him to come back.”
It had reached his heart and spurred
"+ ‘him up to writing quite regularly for
awhile. Then the intervals between
his letters had grown longer, and now
for weeks he had not written.

Passing later again near Caleb's
rough library he paused with half a
smile. The sun-tanned, freckled face
was now, in the throes of an effort to
accomplish a fine-looking address to
his letter, drawn into a series of knots
and wrinkles astonishing to behold.
All of a sudden they relaxed intoa
smile of pride and delight as he held
up and contemplated the scraggy re-

. sult of his efforts.

“I'd rather plow all day,” he lald
meeting James' gaze with a beaming
eye. *“‘Yes, I would. I always feel as
though I'd tackled a big job and got

i the better of it when I've wrote a let-
ter. 1 feel as light as a feather. When
1 used to let it slip sometimes I felt as
though I had a stone to carry. I feel
that way now when writin® time's
comin’. But I've found the best way
to get rid ‘of that feelin’s just to get
right at it and do it. I think that's
the way with most things when you
think you ought to. don’t you?"

‘“Yes, I do,” said' James, as he wWent
on toward the stables. ‘‘And when
you kaow you ought to, as I do,” he
added to himself.

Caleb followed him with u shout be-
tokening his unburdened condition of
mind. and leading out one of the shag-
gy ponies used in herding the cattle,
was soon galloping the four miles to

“the point at which the weekly mail
was gathered. Scant and irregular it
was, and who  can tell how many
anxious hearts watched for its news of
loved ones, or waited in the weariness
of hope deferred for tidings which did
not come.

~ - The full moon arose over the wide
expanse of rolling mountainous scen-
ery as the rider's form was lost in the
distance. Jumes ieaned against a

~rough cart and gazed mechanically
about him.

“I wish I had written too. I didn't
mean to get into loose ways about it
agair—as sure as I live I didn't
Mother watching at the gate, Susy
said. 1 s'pose it's the same old gate -
the one | used to swing ou when I was
little' and get scoldea for it, Next
Tuesday’'ll -be the day mother'll be

-avatching.”

In the hush of the glorious light his
thoughts wandered over years gone by.
Far back, almost to infancy, did his
memory stray, bringing up scenes
vague and misty, incidents only dimly
recalled; yet in all his mother’s face,
gentle and tender, seemed to stand out
distinctly. Sometimes it bent over him

in sickness, sometimes he saw it as in_

church, with the grave expression put

on for the day. Sometimes it bore a

smile of sympathy with some of his

small delights, again, perhaps, a frown

or a grieved look over hla shortcom-
. ings.

*“Yes, and I remember exwﬂy how
she looked wheun she whipped me, and
how she would ¢ome to me ten minutes
afterwards crying and begging me
never to make her do it again. Poor
mother,” with a remorseful smile, ‘‘she
didn’t give it to me half hard enough.”
" I wonder how she looks now.” The
thoughi came with a sharp pang. It
bad never before occurred to him to
.wonder: whether  his mother had
ciianged In these years in' which he had
oot seen her. The line of thought once.

, Wruck seemed to lead on without his

‘The Poor Young Man—*'Oh, either of
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own vo:;ﬂ::. 1t‘must be .that the an-
guish abrupt m the
anxiety for his wclhn
m‘fw & sightof lindlﬂil. ou-y
had wrmoi doepllm‘@ the
patient face. S

“There's Caleb huk.” Jsmés sprang
upas if in glad escape from the heavy
thoughts as the distant beat of hoofs
smote upon his ear. "Shohqiy his
stcpmother, and yet he walks up to the
business like a soldier, hating it .as he
does: Caleb has the: mking of ;aoldiot
.in him, I believe.”

James was ‘many_years older before
he could fully recoguize the fact that
there is nothing more heroic than the
persistent standing by the duties, small
or great, of every day life.

*Hello -Caleb,” he cried,
made a quick trip.”

‘“Yes,” said Caleb, still "with -the
beaming face belonging with the fin.
ished letter. ‘‘Shag hasn’'t been at
work to-day,'and he's as full of jump
as if—as if—he’d got a letter off him-
self.”

James could not help joining in the
hoy’s gleeful laugh.

“I wish I felt as you do, Caleb,” he
said.

“I'll tell you what,” ssid Caleb,
with the air of one telling a great se-
eret, ‘I don't believe there’s anything
makes you feel half so good as doing
something you think you ought to do.”

**Not going to turn in?” he asked, re-
turning from the stable, after giving
his little nag faithful care.

“No, I'm going to write a letter.”

“I'm glad ’tisn’t me,” with an ex-
pressive shake of his head. “I’'m tired
enough to sleep for a week.” X

Syou've

Mother was not watching at the gate
on the Tuesday on which a letter might
be expected from James. Indeed, there
sometimes crept over father and Susan
a cold chill of fear that she might
never stand there or anywhere else
again.

For the feet which had taken so
many steps in loving ministering, which
had so patiently held to the round of
small duties laid out by Him who or
ders all our ways, were at last taking a
rest. She had been suffering with a
low fever, and the doctor shook his
head with a discouraged face as day
followed day, to be iengthened into
week following week, and still the
pulse grew weaker and the faded eye
dimmer.

‘‘If there was anything to rouse her,”
the old doctor had ‘'said, sorely per-
plexed at the utter lack of result to all
his applied remedies. ‘“Ihere isn't so
much the matter with her—only a lack
of vitality. Nothingseems to touch it.”

He sat with a helpless, baffled look.
During the latter weeks Susan had
stolen out on Tuesday for a little sea
son of wistful watching for the longed-
for letter which had never come. But
to-day she sat still, weighed down by
the burden of dread of what might be,
scarcely hearing the slow rumble oi
the wagon as father drove along the
lane. A ,few moments later he ap
peared at ‘the door and held up a letter
before Susan’'s eyes. She forgot hei
caution in a glad spring towards him.

*“A letter! A letter from James!”

She controlled her voice to a whis
per, but mother had been stirred from
her half-stupor, and had opened he:

_contemptible pug dog?”

eyes. The doctor was watching her.

“Read it,” he said, motioning Susan |
to the seat at her mother’s side. 1

“DEAR MOTHER: I've been thinking to-nlgm
how long it is since [left home. I never thoughl
it would be so long, really 1 didn't, when 1 gof |
into a pet and came off. And if I've won
dered once why I did it I've wondered g |
thousand times, for I haven't in all thes¢
three years seen any place that was quite up t¢
home. And if I was to stay three times three,
gd never find anybody like you and father and

usy.

"'ls"here'l another thing I've been wondering,
and that's whether you want to see such g
good-for-nothing as me there again.”

A little sob came from mother, and |
Susan paused in alarm.

*Go on,” motioned the doctor.

“But I'm most sure you do, and I'm coming |
home, mother. It won't be 8o very long before
you see me. I've learned a lot of lessons since |
I left and the one 1've learned the best is that |
any boy who goes around ne world hunting to:
o better place than home is a simpleton. Sc !
I'm coming to be your boy again. And if yor
don't tind that I can be a comfort to you ané
father and Susy, why,
me away again.”

“Her fever’ll be up again,” said Susy, |
bendiug over her mother in a flutter of |
joy and anxiety.

But there was a smile on mother’s
face and a light of hope and peace in
her eyes which had long been wanting
there.

‘*Ibank God,” she whispered.
boy's coming home.”

And when James very soon followed
his letter he held his breath at learn-
ing how very near he had come to find-
ing a desolate home, and thankfully re-
joiced in the blessed privilegs of win-
ning his mother back to health and
happiness.

There are many boys who put off the
home-letters and home-comlng until
too late.—Sydney Dayre, in N. Y. Ob
server.

“My

Don’t Be a Lobster.

A lobster when left high and dry
among the rocks has not sense and en-
ergy enough to work his way back tc
the sea but waits for the sea to come¢
to him. If it does not come he remains
where he isand dies, although the slight
est exertion would enable him to reach
the waves, which are perhaps tossing
and tumbling within a yard of him.
There is a tide in human affairs that
casts men into ‘‘tight places,” and
leaves them there like stranded lob-
sters. If they choose to lie where
the breakers have flung them, ex-
pecting some grand Dbillow teo
take them on its big shoulder
and carry them back to smooth water,
the chances are that their hopes may
never be realized. Nor is it right they
should be. The social element ought
not to be expected to help him wha
makes no effort to help himself.—N. Y.
Ledger.

A Small Philosopher.

He was six years old, short for his
age, and barefooted and dirty. His
eyes were sharp and watchful and his
face was lined and old. He ran away
from school for weeks at a time and
scoured alleys and instinctively avoid-
ed all the conventional and decorous
paths of childhood. When he listened

his inner ear was deaf and his words
were from the lips outward; but he
voiced his genuine experience and re-
flection with the brevity of a maxim:

*I think I'd rather be a girl; they
don’t git so many kicks.” — Detroit
Free Press.

He Learned Life's Lesson Early.

A little grand nephew of Prince Bis-
marck was sitting on the prince’s
knee one day when he suddenly cried
out:

*‘Oh, uncle, I hope I shall be a great
man like you when I grow up.”

“Why. my child?” asked his uncle.

“Because you are so great and every
one fears you.”

“Wouldn't you nther have every one
love you?”

The child thought a little and then
replied: ‘No, uncle; when people love
you they cheat you, but when they
fear youn they let you cheat them.”—
Chicago News.

—The Poor Young Man — “Mr.
Croesus, I would like to marry your
daughter.” Old Creesus—**Ah! you love
her, sir?” The Poor Young Man—
“Madly.” Old Croeesus—*‘Which one?"

to admonitious and promised to amend, |,

them.”—Harper’s Bazar.

PUNGENT PAnA@a \
—Dldtyon mr:ione&o lotic ¥he"
smile of & pre| rkis;— when.it.is di;
rected towud‘s’, same one else? — Bing-
hamton Republican. '

““Deacon’ Smith—*What "klnd of ‘s
collection did' we have to-day?’ Par
son Brone—A  collection . of. misers, ‘1
should judge.”—Lowell Citizen.

~=Frank (pleadingly)— “I neyér kissed'
agirl before in my life.” May (coldly)
—Well, 1baven’t advértised for appren-
tices, have I?”—N. Y. Herald. .

—Repartes.—‘‘Your generosity takes
my breath away,” said the sarcastio
beggar. “Well, you can spare it.” re-
turned the pedestrian.—N. Y, Truth.

—Mrs: Camso—*'Here's an account of
a man who fasted forty days.” Cumso

—*He was s mérchant who didn't ad-
vertise, I suppose.” — Detroit . Free
Press’

—Squeers—"Did you enjoy, yourselt
at the theater last night?” Nickleby—
“Well, I should say so—they ve changed
the jokes on the programme since last
season.”—Boston News. |

—A Dog Without Price. -—Tomaon (ex-
hibiting dog)—*I wouldn’t take a
thousand dollars for that dog.” John-
son—*'No, I fancy not—except from a
drunken man.”—Yankee Blade.

—**How do you get along with- your
French, Litehedd?” ‘‘Very well; I've
got so far that I can think in French
now.” ‘‘Gracious! You must find it
superior to English.”—N. Y. Press.

—A Liberal Fee.—*You have forgot-
ten something, sir,” said the waiter, as
the diner was leaving. *‘Keep it. for
your honesty,” replied the ‘generous
man.—N. Y. Sun.

—*‘I like fun as well as nnybody." he
said, pleuuntly. “but I always take
care to know just how farto go.”
“Yes,” she answered, with a yawn,
“but not how early. "—Washmgton
Star.

—*Now, Mr. Higgins,” uid the host-
ess, “I want you to behave just as you
do when you are at home.” *‘Waal, ef
he does,” put in Mrs. Higgins, I won't
stay here a minute. I've .come away
for rest.”—Harper’s Bazar.

—*'It is too bad that the bristles in
a handsom hair brush like this do not
last as long as the back,” said the vis:
itor to Johnny’s mother. *‘They will,”
put in Johnny, ruefully. ‘‘Ma uses the
back o’ that brush a good deal.”

—Jinks—**‘Why do you offer such a
large reward for the return of that
Winks—*To
please my wife.” Jinks—*“But such a
reward will be sure to bring him back.”
Winks—*'No, it won't. He's dead.” !

—Miss Summerby (on the beach)—
“See how dreamy Mr. Veycashun is!
0, Mr. Veycashun, do talk] Are you
listening to the billows as théy surge?”
Mr. Veycashun (with a start)—*Serge,
serge? No, madam, we're all out of
serge; but—O, I beg your pardon! Yes,
er, delightful, doncherknow!”—Boston
News.

—Antique Young Lady—‘You see,
my dear count, I often sit under this
spreading oak on warnf waather even-
ings and compose my brightest songs to
the rustling of the leaves. Itis my fa-
vorite spot in the whole park.” Count

—*Ah! I understand; probably made-
moiselle planted the oak herself!”—
Feuille D’ Alvis.

—Man Was Ever Thus.—Bumpus—
“It’s no use! I can't sleep with that dog

{ of Van Smith's barkmg all night.” Mrs.

Bumpus—*'*That isn’t Van Smith's dog;
! it's our dog my dear.” Bumpus—*‘‘Are
you sare it is our dog? Mrs. Bumpus—
**Yes, I'm positive it is ourdoz.” Bum-
| pus—**Well-er-all right—good night.”—
Brooklyn Citizen.

THE JAPANESE “NO'" DANCE.

An Ontlandish Porformance by Automa.
ton-Like Actors.

The No dance of the Japanese is
wholly artificial, the movements of the
actors being as stiff, stilted and meas-
ured as the classic idiom in which the
dialogue is spoken and the ancient and
| obselete ideographs which set forth the
synopsis of the action. Confined to
: yashikis and monasteries, the No was
| for the upper classes, who alone could
| understand its invoived and lofty dic-
tion and intricate symbolism.

- The No is a trilogy mcupymg four or

e FRAOMENT‘-
x filled with lhno and
Placed on:theshell of the pantry or
eloset will; sbsorb dampnges ‘sad:keep
the air dry and sweet. . .
—Wafers: . One nlpful of bdtter. two
cupfuls of sugur, one or two eggs, one-
third cupfal of milk, ‘one‘quarter.tea-'
spoonful of soda; as little flour as pos-
sibles “Flavor with vanilla. an in
rounda—Good Housekeeping.
—Frozen Oranges: Pare one dbnn
sweet Florida oranges ~ With a'sharp
knife cat the fruit in thin slices, begia-
ning at the stem end. . Sprinkle over
these one.cupful of sugar. Put in the
freezer and keep packed in salt and loe
two hours. —Detroit Free Press.

. —When cane chair seats have become

limp and stretched so that they sink
n the center, but: are entirely un-
broken, simply wash them ' well with
hot water and place the chair in a strong:
draft. - This will cause .the seat to
tighten up so eff ectually that it will be

stretched quite flat when dry. It may |,
then be further stiffened with a coatof |

varnish.—N. Y. World. -

—Coooanut Cream Candy: Take one
and one-half pounds of granulated
sugar, and the milk from a cocoanut.
Mix together, and heat slowly until
sugar is melted; then boil for five min-
ates.  When boiled, add oneé’ cocoanut,
finely grated, and boil for teun minutes
longer, stirring constantly to keep it
from burning. When done, pour on but-
tered plates and cut into squares. This
will take about two days to harden.—
Ladies’ Home Journal.

—One of the best remedies for fleas in.
or about a house is Persian insect pow-
der used freely in their habitations.
There is a great deal of difference in
the varieties of this pyrethrum powder,
which, if pure and unadulterated, is a cer-
tain remedy against all varieties of in-
sects. Buy it of a trustworthy druggist
in bulk. It costs about seventy-five
cents or one dollar a pound retail, but it
Is 50 light that a quarter of a pound isa
large quantity.—N. Y. Tribune.

—Saratoga Biscuits: Heat a pint of
new milk over the fire and when hot
enough to melt butter remove; add but-
ter the size of a walnut, three beaten
2ggrs. three tablespoonsful good yeast,
8 little salt, and flour enough to make
a soft dough. Let them rise in a warm
place for two or three hours. Make up
into small biscuit of bun-shaped cakes,
lay close tozether on a well buttered
tin, and bake for fifteen minutes in a
nuick oven.—0Old Homestead.

—Jenny Lind Cak:: Two cupfuls of
sugar, one cupful of butter, one cupful
of milk, three cupfuls of flour, whites of

six eggs, three teaspoonfuls. of baking |,

powder sifted into flour. Bake about
two-thirds of the batter in two long
tins for layer cakes. To the remainder
of the mixture add one-half cupful of
shopped raisins, two tablespoonfuls of
tnolasses, one teaspoonful of cinnhamon,
one-half teaspoonful of cloves, a little
nutmeg and all-spice and a little more
of flour. Bake in a long tin same size
as the others. Put the three layers to-
gether with a frosting or boiled icing
with the fruit cake in the center. —
Housekeeper.

—A Plain Rabbit Pie: Skin and
wash a fine large rabbit, cut it into
joints and divide the head, then place it
in warm water to soak until thoroughly

tlean, drain it on a sieve, or wipe with |

a clean cloth; season it with pepper and
salt, a sprig of parsley chopped fine;
sut three quarters of a pound of quite
fat bacon into small pieces; dredge the
rabbit with flonr and place it with the
bacon in a pie dish; pour ina small cup-
ful of water, or stock if you have it;
put a paste border round the edges of
the dish, and cover /it with puff paste
sbout half an inch thick; ornament and
glaze the top, make a hole in the cen-
ter and bake it.—Boston Herald.

LONDON'S FISH MARKET.

Billingsgate and Some of Its Queer Lan-
guage.

The word *‘Billingsgate” has, strange-
ly enough, been transferred from the

place itself to the languaze spoken

there. For Webster says: *‘The word
is from a market of this name in Lon-

all you can do is 1o send | five hours of three successive days. The | don, celebnted for fish and foul lan-
first set of scenes is to propitiate the guage.’

A visit to this renowned fish

| gods; the second to terrify evil spirits i market in these days will perhaps give

and punish the wicked, and the third to
glorify the good, beautiful and pleasant.
The dramatis personae are gods, god-
desses, demons, priests, warriors and
heroes of early legend and history, and
much of the action is allegorical.

By a long, open gallery at the left the

| actors approach the elevated pavilliun

or platform of the stage, which is with-
out curtain or scenery, and almost with-
out properties. The costuming is superb,
many of the rich, century-old brocade
and cloth of gold garments having de-
scended several generations.

The actors enter at a gait that out-
struts the most exaggerated stage stride |
ever seen, the body held rigid as a'!
statue, and the foot, never wholly lifted
sliding slowly along the polished floor.
These buckram figures, moving with
the solemnity of condemned men, utter
their lines like antomata, not a muscle
nor an eyelash moving, not a flicker of
expression changing the countenance.
The nasal, high-pitched and falsetto
toanes are unspeakably distressing, and
many performers have ruined and lost
their voices and even burst blood ves-
sels in the long-continned, unnatural
strain of their recitation. The children,
who sometimes take part, equal the old-
est members in their gravity and me-
chanicalness.

In some delightful scenes the demons,
with hideous masks and abundant
wigs of long, red silk hair, spread de-
liberate and conventional terror among
the buckram grandees; and, stamping
the stage wildly, leaping and whirling,
relieve the long-drawn seriousness of
the trilogy. It is only when all the

performers are without the ancient,

lacquered masks that the scene is to be
imagined as a light and amusing farce,
while the roars of the audience are
elicited by stately, ponderous and time-
bhonored puns, and plays upon words
that a foreigner can not appreciate.—
Cosmopolitan.

THE USE ‘OF CRAPE.
The lmeh Wom-n Makes Much of It In
Gowns and Bonnets.
It’s rather odd, but it’s s true, that the
more some materials cost the cheaper
they are, and this especially applies to

crape. A good crape may be worn for-

a long time, dressed and re-dressed, and
re-dressed again, and it always looks as
good as mew, while a cheap quality of
crape has the unpleasant fashion of
growing rusty in a very short time and
looking like mitigated woe and suggest-
ing nothing so much as grief that will
not survive a rainy day.

French women thoroughly under-
stand the art of mourning, as théy do
every other art of dress, and they realize
that the English woman who walks
with a huge veil over her face and ex-
tending far down her back may be u
monument of woe, but is really also a
blot upon the face of the earth. In-
stead, the Parisian has arranged on her
street gown a full front of crape, an
by full one means covering the entire
front, a bodice with_ sleeves and jacket
fronts of crape, and then the tiniést of
small bonnets, on which is arranged
the heavy crape.veil turned back.

There are several reasons why a_ veil
worn off the face is recommended
First, crape, when itis worn over the
hoe seems to shut out all the sunahine
pedfieses chilte ahcsas viay

r ra) ook
ing and, .’.o.n... tof all, it la be
eoming.—N. Y.

one a better idea of the place than
Webster’s explanation.

There is considerable slang and good-
patured chaffing among the buyers and
sellers, but one is not overwhelmed by
that torrent of foul language he has
been taught to expect from his associa-
tions with the word. The best time to
visit-the market is. on Friday morning.
The wooden, barn-looking
where the fish is sold; is crowded soon
after 6 o'clock with shiny cord-jackets
and greasy caps.

Everybody comes to Billingsgate in
his’ worst clothes, and no one knows
| the length of time a coat can be worn
until he has been to a fish sale. Over
the hum of voices are heard the shouts
of the salesmen, who, with the white
aprons, peering above the heads of the
mob, stand on the tables, roaring out
their prices. All are bawling together
—salesmen and hucksters of provisions,
hardware and . newspapers—till the
place is a perfect Babel of competition.

*“Ha-a-andsome cod! best in the
market! AM alive! alive! alive O!”
“Ye-0-0! ye-0-o! here's your fine Yar-
mouth bloaterst \Who's the buyer?”
‘“‘Here you are, governor, splendid whit-
ing! Some of tae right sort!” “Turbot!
turbot! All alive! Turbot!” “Glass
o' nice peppermint, this cold morning! a
ha’penny a glass!”

‘‘Here you are at your own price!
Fine soles OI” ‘‘Oy!"Oy! Oy! Now's

our time! Fine grizzling sprats! gll

arge and no small!” *“Hullo! hullo!
here! beautiful lobsters! good and cheap!
fine crabs, all alive O!” ‘‘Five brill and

one turbot! have that lot for a pound! |

Come and look at 'em. zovernor! you
won't see a better sample in the
market!” *‘Here, this way for .plondid
skate! skate U! skate OI"

*‘Had-had-had-haddick! ‘all lresh and
good!” “Currant and meat puddings! a
ha’penny each!” *“Now, you mussel-
buyers, come along! come along! come
along! now’s your time for fine fat
mussels!” “Here's food for the belly,
and clothes for the back, but I sell food
for the mind!” shouts the news-vender.

“Here's smelt O! Here ye are, fine
Finney Haddick!” *Hot soup! nice
peas-soup! a-all hot! hot!” ‘‘Ahoy!
ahoy, hére! live place! all alive O
“Now or never! whelk! whelk! whelk!
Who'll ‘buy brill O! brill O!” *‘Eels O!
eels 0! Alive! alive O!” *“Fine Floun-
ders, a shilling a lot! Who'll have this
prime lot of flounders?”

“Shrimps! shrimps, fine -hrlmp-!
Wink! wink! wink!” ' **Hi! hi! here you
are, just eight eels left—just eightt”
“0, ho!"0, ho! this way! this way! this
way! Fish alive! alive! alive, OI"

This is & fair sample of what may be
heard at Billingsgate of a fine Friday
morning. But no ingenuity of printing
can give any adequate conception of
the peculiar intonation of the London

and | fishmonger. That must be heard in

order to be appreciated —Pen .nd Pon-
cil

—A silver lhokel has been tound in
Galveston of the time of Simon Macca-
beus, who lived 143 years béfore the be-
ginning of the Christian ers, and con-
sequently is 3,033 years old.  The coin
is estimated by competent judges to be
worth for its numismatic value 85,000,
while the intrinsic value of the silver it
econtains does not exceed 51 or 53 cents
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Tun Public Awards the Palm to Hale's
Honey of Horeliound and Tar for coughs.
Plxz'l Toothache Drops Cure iu on¢ minute,

Evreay  baby be:
period” of -{mbn.uron —Binxh-no-‘h . :

Publican.

Trose wWho twish to practi to rrlcﬂ- :
should buy Carter’s Littlo Liver Pills.
Forty pills in a vial; only oue pill 4 dase.

It is'singular howu-nrc.oA oD retains his
fornlnmy when be 80 often cuts hLis®

President E. H. Capen, of Tufts

President Francis L. Patton, of

A Rare Young Man.
Episodes in My Life.

How | Met the Queen; by

The Flash-Light.
My Queer Passenger,
Molly Barry’s Manitou.

‘The Illustrations will

be more attractive than ever.

- Shut Up in a Microbe Oven:
The Cruise of a Wagon-Camp.

will be marked by impartiality and clearness.

Only a few Announcements can be included inthis advertisement, but they will enable the friends of Tue Companion to judge somewhat cf
the lcope and character of the reading that will be given in its columns during 189z —the sixty-fifth year of its issue.

Nine Illustrated Serial Stories.

Free S. Bowley.
E. W. Thomson.

Hints on Self-Education.

Amclel of great value to Young Men who desire to educate themselvcs.
Hon. Andrew D. White, Ex-President of Cornell.
President Timothy Dwight, of Yale University.

College.

President . Stanley Hall, of Clark University.

Princeton College,

Professor James Bryce, M.P., author of the “ American Commonwzajth.”

The Secrial Stories for the coming year will be of rare interest and varictj', as well as unusual in number.

Lols Mallet’s Dangerous Qift. A New England Quaker Girl's first Contagt with “World's People”; by

A Tale of the Tow=Path. The Hardships encountered by a-Boy who found Life-at home tao Ilard for him; by

How Dickon Came by his Name. A charmingly written Story of the Age of Chivalry; by

Two ¢ Techs' Abroad. They set off on a Tour of the World in quest of Profitable Enterprises; by

A Young Knight of Honor. The Story of a Boy who stood at his Post while Death was all around him.
A Boy Lieutenant. A True Narrative; by
Smoky Days. A Story of a Forest Fire; by

Touaregs. A Story of the Sahara; by

On the Lone Mountain Route; by Miss Will Allen Dromgoole.

Practical Advice.

The Habit of Thrift; b
How to Start a Small Store; by
Qirls and the Violin.

Five Special Features.

Describing the life of a young inventor of citnordinary gifts;

A dcligh®ful paper telling how he came to build the Suez Canal;
The Story of the Atlantic Cable.

Glimpses of Royalty.
) Hdusekecplnz at Windsor Castle; by
How Queen Victoria Travels ; by
The Story of Kensington Palace ; by

Lady Jeune.

H. W, Lucy.

The Marquis of Lorne.
Nugent Robinson.

by

Mr. Ficld’s narrative has the thrilling interest of a romance ;
Unseen Causes of Disease; Three admirable articles by the Eminent English Physician,
Boys and Girls at the World’s Fair. What Young Americans may do as Exhibitors; by

Railway Life.

The Safest Part of a Train; by

Success in Railway Life; by Supt. N. Y. Central,
Asleep at his Post; by former Supt.

Roundhouse Stories.

Short Stories and Adventures.

be improved and increased in number.

More than One Hundred capital Stories of Adventure, Pioncering, Hunting, Touring will be printed in this volume.

Old Thad’s Stratagem.

Very Singular Burglars.

The Tin Peddler’s Baby.

Blown Across Lake Superior.

A Young Doctor’s Queer Patients,

The Weekly Editorials on the leading Forcign and Domestic Topics
Houschold Articles will be contributed by well-known writers.

The Illustrated Weekly Supplements, adding nearly one-half to the size of the paper, will be continued.

Mrs. Mary Catherine Lec,

Miss Fanny M. Johnson.

A Valuable Paper; by
A Chat with Edison. How to Succeed as an Electrician; Q. P. Lathrop.
Boys in N. Y. Offices; Evils of Small Loans; by
The Girl Who Thinks She Can Write. Three Articles of Advice by
well-known Writers, Amelia E. Barr, Jeanette L. Gilder, Kate Field.

The Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone.
The Count de Lesseps..

Humorous and pathetic; by An Old Brakeman.

His Day for the Flag.

Capturing a Desperado.

In the Burning Pineries.

The Boys and the Wild-Cat.

On a Cattle Steamer in a Storm.

Homer Greene.
Harold Frederic.
C. A. Stephens.

Lossing G. Brown.

Andrew Carnegie.
F. B. Thurber.
Camilla Urso.

Henry Clews.

Cyrus W. Field.
Sir Morell Mackenzie.
Col. George R. Davis.

Col. H.. G. Prout.
Theo. Voorhees.

Mich. Southern, Charles Paine.

Among them are: .

The Children’s Page will

“A Yard
of Roses”’

and all the Illustrated Weekly S
picture, entitled “A YARD OF ROSES.”

Free to January, 1892.

.

Buh

To any NEW SUBSCRIBER. who will cut out and send us this slip with name and address and
81.75, we will send THE COMPANION FREE to January, 1892, and for a Full Year from that date. This
‘offer includes the THANKSGIVING, CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR'S DOUBLE HOLIDAY NUMBERS,

PP

ibers will also receive a copy of a beautiful colored
Its production has cost TWENTY THOUSAND DOLLARS. 39

This Slip
with $1.75.

Specimen Coples sent free
on application.

ADDRESS, THE YOUTH’S COMPAN|ON, BOBtOI‘I, Mass.

Send Cheok, Fost-Office Order, or
Registered Letter at our risk.

Danger:

As one wash is sufficient to ruin flannels, grea
should be exercised as to the use of the many lmmuons

wlndx are being oﬂned by unscrugylous lfrc:«:e

All Shrunk Up

—-the flannels that are washed
without Pearline; besides,
they're worn out by hard rub-
bing. Wash flannels with-
Pearhne, and they will be

softer, brigher and bettef. They

will last twice as long; they
will look like new while they
last. Every package tells
how it's done ; do as it says,
and it will be done well.

care

AGENT

Ulp- Ilohdotor! 'l'e.ehon !tnmu Ilnuun

'lm_ Nl'-nq --*

Taking butter from milk
was known in the earliest
times. It was left for our
time to make a milk of cod-
liver oil.

Milk, the emulsion of but-
ter, is an easier food than
butter. Scott's Emulsion of
cod-liver oil is an easier food
than cod-liver oil. It is rest
for digestion. It stimulates,
helps, restores, digestion;
and, at the same time, sup-
plies the body a kind of
nourishment it can get in no
other way.
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Iowa.

'DONALD KENNEDY

Kennedy’s Medical Discovery
cires Horrid Old Sores, Deep
Seated Ulcers of 4() years
standing, Inward Tumors, and
every disease of the skin, ex-
cept Thunder Humor, and
Cancer that has taken root.
Price, $1.50. Sold by every
Druggist in the U. S. and

Canada.
Before

Of Roxbury, Mass., says |

A.Ionas $60. sm

£ & ASTHMA

:: PO XO0T GRIPE NOR SICKEN,
E lm nn lot sxcx HEAD-

. '.ml :;z‘: red digestion, constie

glands. Theyarouse
s, TEMOVe Na dize
effect o

iadder. 00 oer
llo-o nervous
O lish nate
wural DAILY ACTION.

ocomplexion by porifying
unuv

ITAIIJ. an
‘The is nicel; ute1 ean
&ﬁoﬁ-cm’m h via, eonhln-d.ux invest
pocke ke Tad pencil, ‘Bsinas B rerze
'aken eas an
where. All gen “Crescent.”

Itul-ent‘-h-o. ‘ou get 33 page book with sample.
DR. HARTER MEDICINE CO., St. Louls, ko

w L. DOUGLAS
83 SHOE OIN{EEIIH

THE BEST SHOE IN THE WORLD FOR THE MONEY?

GENTLEMEN and mm. save your dol-
lars by wearing W. L. Douglas Shoes. ’rhey
meet the wants of all clluﬂ. and are the mos
economical foot-wear ever ol’end for the mone
Bewnare of dealers who offer other makes, as
ing just as good, and be sure you have W. L.
Douglas 8hoes, with name and stamped on
bottom. W. L. Douglas, Brockton, Mass.

I TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE. .21
Insist on local advertised dealers supplying you.

GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.

EPPS’S COCOA

n uomgh no-lod” of aral h':
h govern the operations of w and n
|r|uon nnd by ulmul ”E"“ n_of the lnu
::ovlﬂod onr bmxt;n‘:h ::;o:"'.u‘l' [ :n-gnauly
v
o.r-' Mllt..?&‘l.! by the jnmelou lu o( nJ
-ruelu of diet that a may be gradnal-
‘y‘bum us until nmu enou m to resist every ten-
1 Mnda btle

u of ll maladies are
loo u: lmnd us mdy to atf Mvor there

by laepin' ongslvu 'oll torrm-..l{n oa‘n m

oa ln hull und un. '8m-. huma!.'m::, 1
A‘ PF‘ & CO.. Chemists,

1A ROBBER OR THIEF
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gospel truth that the
n Scale
Byet s Pantiet eiote $o 057 made.

Jones of mnumm, Binghamton, LY.

H‘Y CURED TO STAY CURED.

Wevnlm Dame ur'l"b.
U. s.mouus Address,
Plndllqn.l.l.lﬂ-.l.!

m-mﬁ-—

PROP-A-GATI
Health, wealth and happiness by
owning a ‘“CoarTEr OAK” SrtOVE.
None other will bring you such s
maximum of contentment and com.
fort, nor do its duties as well or as
economically.

Most stove dealers keep them. nnq
does not, write direct to manufacturers.

EXCELSIOR MANUFACTURING CO.

8T. LOUIS, MO.

R 16 e ok

testi-
C. N. Newcomb, Davenport, lows
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A BEAUTIFUL CPAZY

R eres snh: xn 135'1" Nervy N3,

G BAME THIS PAFER

RATTMALTESE WHISK

{xpe:sh llhrh and l-rll:.r;
G-XAME THIS nm ouq Wme pou write.
Dus All Seidiers ) disabled. 02 fee forin

m'o's m 38 years experisnce. unun.

& BORS, BCj Cn
ml THIS PAPER every e you wlln.

PATENTS R St ay]
MEN st s R e
TELEGRAPHY
m

xt:luoa m‘mﬂ
[

¥

EYR.MIO".
Jﬂ: AN drug-
For A Lt




