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Has returned to town with a large and handsome atock of the latest
styles of

DEESS AND FANCY GOODS,
A magnificent selection of New

styles, ana a complete assortment oi

GENTS' FURNISHING GOODS.

York Pattern ITata, Fill and Winter

examing good and learn tho extreme
prices.

NSW riBH!

Willie & O'Brien,

He invites the public to call and
ly tow

Sign
tT Store

Manufacturer ef aU kinds of ftret claaa

BOOTS & DHOES

ol the Big Boot
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All work done on the shortest notice. No misfits ; all work warranted
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these alone. Time is not entirely
dreary of its flight. It fills the
grave, but it fills the cradle; it
blights the rose, but it fringes
the forest with golden beauty ; it
crumbles thrones, but it gives light
to republics ; it robs us of earth,
but it gives us heaven ; it raised
the cross, but it burst open a lock-
ed paradise; it separates loving
hearts, but it again unites them ;
it covers its own frowning wrecks
with loveliness and bloom and de-

stroys but to beautify and ennoble.

Table Etiquette.
The Abbe Casson, a professor in

the College Mazarin and an ac-

complished literateuer, says Mrs
Duffey's book on "Behavior," dined
one day at Versailles with tho Abbe
de Radonvillers, In company with
several conrtiers and marshals of
France. After dinner, when th
talk ran upon the etiquette snd
customs of the table, Abbe Casson
boasted of his intimate acquaint-
ance with the best dinincr ont
usages of society.

The Abbe Delille listened to Cas-son- 's

account of his own good
manners for a while, but then in-

terrupted him and offered to wager
that at the dinner just served he
had committed numberless error
or improprieties.

"How is it possible P demanded
the Abbe. "I did exactly like the
rest of the company."

"Nonsense V exclaimed the other.
"You did a hundred things which
no one else did. First, when you
sat down at the table, what did you
do with your napkin P

"My napkin f Why, just what
everybody else did. I unfolded it
and fastened it in my button bole."

"Ah, my friend," said Delille,
"you were the only one of the par-
ty that did that. No one bangs
bis napkin np in that style. They
content themselves with placing it
across their knees. And what did
you do when you were served to
soup P

Like the other, purely, I took
my spoon in my right hand and my
fork in the left"

"Your fork I Who ever saw any
one eat bread out of his soup-plat- e

with a fork? After your soup
what did you eatP

"A fresh egg."
"And what did you do with tLe

shell r

"Handed it to the pervant."
"Without breaking it P
"Yes, without breaking it up of

course.
"Ah, my dear Abbe, nobody ever

eats an egg without breaking the
shell afterwards," exclaimed Abbe
Delille. "And after your ecrsP

"I asked the Abbo Radonvilliers
to send me a piece of the hen near
him."

"Bless my soul ! A piece of the
hen f One should never speak of
the hens out of the henery. You
should have asked for a piece of
fowl or chicken. But you say
nothing about your manner of ask-

ing for wine."
"Like the others, I asked for

claret and champagne."
"Let me inform you that one

should always ask for claret wine
and champagne wine. But how
did you eat you bread P

"Surely I did that properly. I
cut it with my knife into small
mouthfulls and ate it with my
flngera."

"Bread should never be cut, bnt
always broken with the finger.
But the coffee how did you man-

age thatP
"It waa rather too hot, so I pour-

ed a little into my saucer and drank
it"

"Well, then, you committed the
gravest error. You should never
pour coffee or tea Into your saucer,
but always let it cool and drink It
from the cnp."

It is not necessary to say that the
Abbe was deeply mortified at his
evident ignorance of the usage of
polite society.

Some people who were ascending
Mt. Washington by the elevated
mountain railway, saw what they
supposed to be a couple of balloon

rising from the other side, and be-

gin to cheer the aeronauts, but it
turned out to be only the ears of
a western man who wa toiling np
the carriage road. They were the
tallest mountain ear ever seen In
(hat region.

another secret from her. Between
married hearts there snouia never
be concealment."

"Good-nigh- t, Jennie," said father,
"I'm sorry for you. I'm sorry for
you. I'me sure you feel cheap."

I only felt unutterably happy.

The Footprint of Time.
Time is relentless. The pendu

lum swings back an 1 forth mark
ing the steady flight of the mo
ments. The ticking of the clock
is the blended music about- - the
cradle and the dirge about the
grave. Birth death, is the lang-

uage of the time piece on tho man-

tle. Amidst the laughing glow of

the morning's blushes and the soft

shadows of the evening twilight,
amidst the bloom and fragrance of

Springtime, and the solemn slum-

ber of the Winter, over the alter
and the bier, the pendulum vi-- 1

rates with the same solemn stea-
dinessthe clock ticks off the life
of the seconds time moves swiftly
into the past and we move swiftly
towards the future. The clock
will not always tick the pendu-

lum will not always swing; its con-

stant friction against the past and
present will wear it out. By-and--

we will listen for its salutation
to the coming moments, but it will

speak not. Dumb and motionless
as death I Like the heart of the
dead the pendulum sleeps sleeps
in wakeless slumber; like the
tomb, the old clock is speechless
and the abode of unending silence;
like the stringhbs harp upon the
wall, its labors are ended its mus
ic is hushed hn&hod forever.

But the flight of time goes on

the same. It comes with Its gray
hairs, and scatters them through
the raven locks of youth with its
yawning graves and open caskets
with ita funeral trains and tear
floods its disappointments and
heart-ache- s. It leaves its foot.

prints on the hearthstone, the gar
den, the homestead, the heart, the
cheek. Mother looks into the
cradle, but baby is not there ; ehe

listens for its merry prattle she
hears it smiles then weeps sh

hears only the echo of the darling's
voice the echo which never dies
in a mother's heart Time laid the
little bud in the cradle time bore
it to the little grave among the
flowers ; time thrust a piognard in-

to the mother's heart, and the
wound will never heal. In the sil-

ence of the night it aches and
bleeds as the mother dreams of her
sleeping pet, and while the hands
move in search of the absent one,
the lips part and in sweet, tender
tones she sighs : "Baby." The old

man goes back to the homo of his
childhood. He left It but yester
day, but oh, how changed. The
Tine that crept over the trelliso at
the door is dead; the trellise is

gone. The amor in me guruen is
a shapeless, uninviting mass of

rubbish. There is the spot where
the Tillage pastor and the mother
knelt forty years ago to ask God to!

bless the innocent boy who was

going out into the world, from the
sunshine of mother'a love into the
cold companionship of strangers,
from among the flowers into the
midst of brambles, from safety into
danger. That boy comes back to-

day. With wrinkled cheek and
frosted brow he sits down upon the
crumbling door-il- l, and weeps.
Mother Is not there to greet him;
she Is dead. The old pastor is not

there to shake him by the hand ;

he Is dead. Father's voice Is not
heard among the hills ; he is dead.

The old man rises, and half forget-

ting that he is old, goes down to

the banks of the stream that mur--

mors at the foot of the mountain,
to "meet the boys." They are not

there; they are dead, ne goes
back to the old house, reclines up--

on tbe well worn cot to rest, the
light begins to filcker In hia breat

his eyes grows dim hi putoe

grow weak he goes to "meet the

boys," to see mother, father, and

the old village pastor. Time does

it all. It touches our lives and

they go out ; it touches the flowers

and they wither; it klseee the
granite and it crumbles j It kisses

beauty and it fades ; it steals over
f.pntora and they rust: it flows

t
over thrones and they totter,

The moments are faithful reap-

ersreapers for God. Tlicy come

with messages fiom heaven with

the decrees of death ; but not with

mist dimmed my eyes. What wo-

man is this who dared to write to
my husband f I must know. I tore
open the tiny sheet.

My Dearest Jonx: Do ro'
fall to come I am alone,
and shall look for you

I could not read another word.
A blindness like that of death filmed

my eyes, a faint, horrible sickness
crept over me. Miss Dorcus had
told me the truth. John was un-

true to me. And I bad loved him
so !

I crushed the fatal note into my
pocket, and caught my cloak and
hat.

"Come, baby," I sobbed, driven
out of my terrible pain, "we will
go. When he comes he shall find
ue gone."

I gathered up tho little one, and
wrapped her in a heavy shawl ;

then we left our cheerfal fireside,
and set forth through the pelting
rain.

"Why, what In the name of won
der has brought you out T"

cried my father when we entered
the sitting-roo- "Ana you ve
brought the child, too ! What's
up!"

I shrank down deride my mother,
and began to sob out my misery,
my head upon my breast.

"John untrue r repeated, my
father. "Is that what you're driv
ing at f Oh, bosh, Jennie, you're
jealous, that's all. I don't believe
a word of it. A truer, better man
than John don't breathe."

I drew forth the crumpled noto,
and held it toward him.

"He's cone every nijrht," I sob
bed; "and and I found that in
hi pocket."

Father pulled his spectacles ovor
bis nose, and opened the note. A

minute, perhaps, he peered at it
curiously, and then ho exploded
with laighter.

"O, Jennie, Jennie, what a sell !

he cried. "What a precious little fool
you are. TaRe this note ana iook
at it again. Did you ever see it
before P

I took the note and looked at it,
wondering what he could mean.
The name at the bottom of the
tinted sheet caught my eye for the
first time. I grew hot with shame
from head to foot. The letter was

my own written to John by my own

hands in the days of our courtship.
fell upon mothers bosom and

burst into tears.
Come, Jennie, gather up the

child and I'll go home with you,"
said my father. "Now don t you
feel cheap P

I did not: I only felt supremely
happy. Home we trudged through
the dark and rain. John met ns at
the door.

"Why, here you are, Jenny," he
cried. "You've given mo a terri
ble fright. I was jast shutting up
to como in eearch of you."

"She's not worth the trouble,
John," put in my father, and then
and there be blurted out the whole

story.- -

"Forglve, me John," I whisper
ed. .

no bent down and kissed me.

"Nothing to forgive, Jennie.
The fact is, I'm rather pleased to
see you care so much about roe.

Sorry to have made you suffer,
though. I was wrong; I should
have explained before, but you see,
Jennie, I wanted to surprise you.
But well have It out Pve
been doing a little extra work, you
see. I wanted the money to buy
anniversary sifts, and here they
are. the day,, but to-

night will do as well." '

He then put In my lap the glossy
brown bilk that I had coveted, the
embroidered muslin for baby's
robe. I looked np with brimming
eyes.

"Oh, John, how good you are.
But let my happiness be perfect
Mise Dorcus says she saw you
walk with"

"Yes, she did," he interrupted,
"with old Mrs. Grimes. I built
her green-hous- e ; that waa the ex
tra work, Jennie."

Father laughed and buttoned np
his coat.

"You're a good natorcd husband,
John," he said. "She deserves
sound scolding, for being such a
little goose"

"But 111 not acold her," said my

husband, with bis dear hand on

my ' hcadf Mand Y1X never keep

a r. Mcdonald,
Attorney & Counselor at Law,

COLLECTION AND
Renl Instate Apenc.
Office No. 1 and t Matter' Block, Second Street,
Alpena, Mich. 17

F. II. DYER,
Commission Dealer

IN

Pine and Farming Lands.
Pine lends eiamioed and eitrefully cetimated.
SO.OOtt acres f Karmlns; Land for
sale, from one to twenty-tir- e utile from Alpena,
and pityinenta from on to Ore yeara time. Pro
duo, taulwrk, posta, etc, taken inpayment. Beat
of reference given.

J". COHEIT,
Merchant Tailor

Luces Building, Alpena.

The flnest and beat forrlirn and domestic good
made up to order, at the iowe.t rate. All work
warranted to give satisfaction. The neateat and
moat ityliah suits mad on the shortest possible
notice. 1M1

GEO. FOX,
Watchmaker and Jeweler I

Second Street, near Bridge.

A Large Assortment of Clocks!

GOLD AND SILVER PLATING
Done In the moat substantial manner, and satis-

faction guarranleed.

Watches, Clocks and Jewelry repaired on short
notice, at reasonable price, and all work

warranted.

None but the beat workmen employed.
so? i2o. rox.

Watches left orer On Tear will be Sold for
Repair.

Prescriptions and Receipts

Carefully Compounded

Day and TVitjlit,
AT II. JEYTE'S DRUG STORE

LIVERY STABLE I

The aubarriber ha rrmored from the Ernkine
Barn to hi New Ktablc, on the corner nf Hftcunu
treet and Hectioa Line Road, where he is pre-

pared to furnish

LIVERY BIGS!
Of all kinds, at reasonable rates.

88 WM. CAKAKY.

Erery description of

Toilet --Articles!
AT H. JEYTE'S DRUG STORE.

Eagle Barber Shop
R. II. M00NEY, Propr.

Blackburn's Building, Second St.

Barber Shop.
Chas. Altmann

lias opened a new Burber Hhop oa

DOCK STREET,
Where he is preonred to do all manner of work
in his line with neatnea and tyle. M

CIGARS,
Snuff and Chewing Tobacco

AT

II. JEYTE'S DRUG STORE.

AXrEA BANUING COWPAWV

Orgatdaed March Ut, 1171, for tb purpoee of doing

A General Banking Business!

COLLECTIONS
Promptly attended to, and Remittances made to
aU parte of ta country by drafts.

in cash all aroved checle on
Detroit, Neio York and Bos-

ton, at par, and give
drafts at par, to all

their customers.
Alpena, April 18, 7. M

Compkt stock of

Patent Ilodioinco!
AT

n. JEYTE'S DRUG STORE.

Boot Binding I

ALL ORDERS FOR

BOOK BINDING
LEFT AT TEE

ARCUG OFFICE
Witt Ecccivt Prompt Attention.

Wm. P. MAIDEN, M. D.
PHYSICIAN, EURO EON, GYNECOLOGIST

., Late Axt. Hunreon y. J). Amy : Examining
Barfeoa for IT. H. Petitioner, and all the princi-
pal Lift Iaauranoe Vi'i. Ueaidence on Washing
ton avenue, near Third street. Office in Alpine
Meek, en Second street.

v. c. iiuittviiA&r
Attorney & Counselor at Law,
United 8 Late Commiaaioncr, Prosecuting Attor-

ney for Alponu County.
CvlleetUnta promptly-- atteiaded I, lli

C. Alpern,
Whla1 and Retail Dealer in fieeh and aalt
FLU, Alpena, Michigan. HI

A. E. GOURDEA IT, M. D.
rhf ilelan and Surgeon. Office at Uiewend' I)ruj

tore. Water atraet, Alpena. 148.

CIAS. A. JEYTE,
Wetery Public and Land Agent. OJHo in Mren
bleek, Alpena, Mich. Hi.

J.B. TUTTLE,
Attorney at Law !

Offlee on Second street, Alpena, Mich.

J. McTA VISE, M. D.,
Physician, Surgeon, Ac Office front room over
Bot wick's drug store. W

Inspector and CommiMion dealer in Lumber,
Alpena, Michigan. SM

J. D. HOLMES,
At terser and Counielor at Law. Offlee in
tke afcDoaald block, Second etreet, Alpena,

GEO. STUBBS
Will locate Pine. Timber and Farmin Lend.
Piae Lend examined and estimated. Particular
atwation paid to selecting Homesteads. Long
bale, Alpena, Mien.

WM. H. PHELPS.
Dealer in Lime, Water Lime, Plater Paria, and
Jlaif. Keadyafsda Mortar for aale at all time.

Coatraeta taken for all kind of Mason Work,
plain or ornamental. Material furniahed if re
quired. Offlee on Second itreet. SO

Fox & Martin,
riaia and ornamental plasterers. All plastering
Material lor sale. Calcimtnina; and jobbing
prompt If attended to. Shop corner ef Merchant

ad Oldneld (treets.

Star Moat Haricot,
Corner Dock and Oldneld Street.

We would mot respectfully announce to the
weaerel publie that we are prepared to furnish

Fresh and Salt Meat
Of all kind, and we will be pleaaed to eenre our
friend and tuatomor.

110 D. P. Dl'KER

Wftea yoa want anything in the

DRUG LINE,
80 TO

H. JEYTE'S DRUG STORE.

CHAS. N. CORNELL,
ARCHITECT!
At Ceaaty Clark' offlci.aroond floor Totter' block,

ALPENA. MICH.

Will furnish plan and apeeitteation for dwelling
r meaerate eoes, a wen mm ""VT

rate 4iga, on abort notice, at reonabN rate,
rleaee eaU and etamine plan and illustration if
yea eoatemplate building. w

MASElt & MINCElt,
Meaaf astursr of Cigar. They defy otnpstition,

lias in price or quality of good.

Macr s 3IInoer Own.
Is a aalvarsal favorite. Call and set them. Sec-ca-d

Street, Alpena. Sl

MEAT MARKET!
CflARLES IIUEBER,

Oa Watr atreet, nt to the Poet Office, keep
eaatently on hand, a good stock of all kind ot

i m:sn MEATS,
Bams, RhouMers, Lard, etc., which he "
reaaoaabl rates. "

J. LEVYN
)f aaufaetnrer of Cigars, defies competition, either
la quality of good or price.

Tho Iritlo ofAlpena
Is the favorite in town. Store ia Mysi'e block.

Waaar street, Alpena.

Wm. McMASItT.
Ifaaufaoturor and Dealer ia

Harnesses, Saddles
Collars. Etc.

hep at Ooodeaow ft Dow's old stand, Biver
II,,.. I AliMna. 121

Livery Stable
O00D BIOS,

PRICES REASONABLE.
Stable on Third Street.

ft T. 11. 1I13ACII.

Fronldin House!
CltAS. RCIII PrwprleUr.

Ceraer BU and Leaned 8treta, Detroit, Mich.

WILLIAM MIRRE,

ABCHXTECTI
AND CITY SURVEYOR !

WUI furaUh plan, and Pnealons at
olsouthhi price. Keldaos Ott Second etreet,

he aosiool hcue. -

Harness Shop and Furniture Re-

pairing Room.

CHRISTIAN W OLK,
I.aew prepared to do rood work In the Une of
Haraeaa-Makiaf- f, Tarnltur Repairing, and Lp--

fcufwo'rh warranted te gir atfaetloa. Shop

a Bseoad street, Alpena. 71

LOCK CttiTH !
Will repair

BEWINO MACHINES, LOCKS,
GUNS, ETC.

Pocket Knives Re-B!ad- ed,

Hhop on SUte street, w ar boilnr shop.

GEO. M. 8A VA GE A CO.

Newspaper Advertising Ag'ts
RoTVW BmLPtnw, Ttoit, Miru.,
nethoriaed to eontrH fbt AdmUng ia

this paper,

Keanlel an4 Jiels A4rertll
Reeured by ase of our LUta, wbirh

all Ui pHnMpal Wjrr m

Mat. ioeJodtnir Va Detroit Weekllea.
Matalos fxuntaW, tend f our Manuel.

in Pack's Block, on Second Street

was to marry, Jennie t Wern't ye,

now r
"No, indeed, Miss Dorcus ; I'd

do the same thing over again to--
morrow."

"Pah I Such simpletons as you
lasses are. Well, youH open your
eyes to the truth soon enongh.
working your hands to the bone
and spoiling your good looks, as if
any man that ever had breath was
worth it. I say why. don't John
keep you a hired girl t"

"He can't afford it, Miss Dorcus.
"Can't he f May be not. n&a

to squander to much on his own

pleasures, docs he f
"No, Indeed," I answered indig

nantly, "he never squanders a sin
g'e penny."

Miss Dorcus shook her ample
sides with sarcastic laughter.

"Never souander a penny I" she
reneated: "and never stays out
o'nigbts, either, and goes gallivat
log round the town with other wo

men, and ye at home

his tttoukinorsf Don't
tell me about 'em. Jennie these
good husbands I know 'em. I

haven't got two eyes for nothing.
Didn't I see John, only night before
last, down town, and an
other woman beside him I"

"John 1" I gasped "my John f

Oh, you must be mistaken."
"I never mistake. Twas your

John."
"And who was the woman I

"Can't tell didn't see her face."
When John came home to sapper

I determined to ask him ; but a
feeling of shame kept me silent
while we were at the table, and the
minute he was done he arose and
took down his hat.

"Why, John," I asked, aro yon

going out again t And it is rain
ing, too."

"So it is, but I must go
Jennie."

"What for, John V

His eyes fell, and he turned from

me in evident confusion.
Well you see, don't ask mo,

Jennie, I've promised to go, that's
all ; but I shan't have to go agaio,
may be."

My foolish, jealous heart rose in
my throat, and I stood hurt and

silent.
John kissed me and kissed baby

in her crib. Then he took off his
coat and threw it on a chair.

"If you don't feel too tired, lit
tle wife, you might fasten in that
sleeve lining. Ill wear that thick
coat t."

He was gone ; and after clearing
away our small table I aat down to
think, and soon made myself mis-

erable enough. At last I thought
r

of John's coat, and picked it up to
mend it It was his best coat,
which he had only taken for com-

mon wear a few days before.
Brushing off the dost, I heard a
rustle of paper in the breast pock-

et
Is there a wife loyal enough,

enough to refrain from

prying into the secrota of her hus-

band's pockets when she has a

chance f '

I drew the rustling paper forth.

It was a note dainty, three-corner- ed

affair, with a rose bud on the
seal I looked at the direction,

"John Dayton," my own husband's
name written In fine fcinlplno

The OlA Home with Father
and mother.

There' one hallowed flare in childhood.
Where we erer feel free from ill

Where the sweet, holy huh of the twilight
6ecm a whin per of 'Teace, be till,"

While a fond mother's kind, gentle teaching
Fall lovingly then on our ear.

And a father's dear smile of affection
Is a balm for all sorrows and tears.

Once scTorcd from this, there is nerer another
That seem like the Old Home with father and

Mother.

Sometimes wo grow tired of the old wars,
And like robins that flit from the oast,

The world rcm so smiling and sunny.
We think its broad highway the best :

So ws leave a good by with the homestead,
And fly out where gaycty sings.
But we find there i a world full of danger
For poor little unflodged wing.

But one path seems brighter to us than another
The path that leads hcmewurJ to Father and

Mother.

The years as they eomo up to meet as,
Msy furrow our brow with their care,

But they cannot blot out from our memory
The touch of a mother's kiss there ;

And tho' Time may reach out bis old Angers,
And weave in our hair ailvcr thread.

Yet he never eaa anar our Arat blessing
A father' dear hand on our head.

These sweet thought (till linger above every other,
When we think of the Old Home, with Father

and Mother.

Iffy Own Storr.
"Were ueen married Inst a

twelve-mont- h come next Friday,
haven't we, Jennie !"

"Just a twelve-mont- h, Johnl"
He waa standing in the doorway,

my handsome young husband, hie
dinner basket on his arm, his hon-

est eyes all aglow with love and de-

light.
"Just a twelve month, and now

I've got a baby as well as a wife.

Ob, Jennie, girlie, I'm the happiest
man alive. Come here and kiss
me before I go, and tell me what
you would like me to give you on
the anniversary of our wedding
day."

"What's the use,, John," I said,
as I received his kiss ; "you know
you haven't an extra shilling to
spare.

"So I do ; but we'll play at make
believe, as children do. What
would you like to have, provided
you could have it t Speak out,
girlie I"

I laughed and fell to thinking.
"Let me see. There's so many

things I want, John, 'tis hard to
decide ; but I think 111 take that
pattern of brown silk that we look-

ed at Wilson's the other day."
"All right, and what for baby P
"Oh, a christening robe, ofcourse."
My husbands brown eyes danced.
"Poor Jonnie," be said, "I'm

afraid you'll not get 'em, unless we

keep up our game of make-believ-e.

Bye-by- e, take good care of Bloe-som-."

And with kiss for ua both
ho was gone.

I got baby to sleep, and fell to
cleaning my kitchen and baking
tarta. We could not afford keeping
a servant, John's wagea being small,
and I bad all the housework on
my hand), but I did not mind It at
all. I loved my husband, and he
loved me, and a happier couple did
not live.
In the midst of my busy work in

comes Miss Dorcus Dent, an old

friend of my mother'a. An old

maid, too, waa Miss Dorcus, a great
scoffer at martrimony, and at man-

kind In general.
"So, you're hard at it, Jennie,"

she said, sitting down and throwing
back her bonnet strings,

yourself to death, and that
child oq your hands, too f Bach a

trim, handsome laa aa you used to
be, and look at you now t A poor,
faggled alattern 1 What a fool you


