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Wm. P. MAIDEN, M. D.

PRYSICIAN, SURGEOGN, GYNBCOLOGIST

@, Lale Amt. a U. A Army ; Examini

.um for U, mmr‘, and all the prinx
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{ on Washing-
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Attorney & Counselor at Law,
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CHAS. A. JEYTE,
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J. B. TUTTLE,
Attorney at Law!

Offies om Becond street, Alpenn, Mich,
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O. MATETEIR,

Inapestor and Commission dealer in Lumber,
Alpsna, Michigan, 24
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GEO. STUBBS
Will loeate Pins, Timber and Farmine Tands.
e sl e Gessing Hammmisade. Leag
Lake, Alpeas, Mich.

WM. H. PHELPS,
Dealer in Lima, Water Lime, Pinster Paris, and
Haif. Ready-Mads Martar for sale st all Limes.

Contrasts taken for all kinds of Masan Work,
plais or tal. Material furnished if re:
quired. Ofes on Becond atreel.

Fox & Martin,
Flais snd ornameatal plasterers All plasteri
materinl for sale. Cualed and et
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Loy fet i 3

Star Meat Market,

Corner Dock and Oldfleld Strecta

We would most respectfully snnoumes to the
general wbthﬂmunp:M to furnish

Fresh and Salt Mieat

Of all kinds, and we will be plossed to serve our
frisades snd cusiomers. .
D. P. BUKER

Wiven you want soyihing in the

DRUGC LINE,

H. JEYTE'S DRUG STORE.
CHAS. N. CORNELL,
ARCHITECT!
At County Clerk's offios second floos Potter’s block,
ALPENA, MICH.

Will farnish plana sad speeiflcations for dwellings
of molarate an well ae those of maore elabo-
Tale 4 on 1 noties, at ressonable rates,
Please eall and examing plans and illustrations if
you saatemplate building. 133

MASER & MINCER,
Mannfasturem of Cligage.  They defy competitios,
wliher 1 pries or quality of goods,

Masper & Mincer's Own.

Is & wnivernal favorite. Call and see them, Heeo
and Hirest, Alpema. — e

MEAT MARKET!
CHNARLES HUEBER,

2t to the Post Office, keope
mll‘l;tumm-pml stock of all kinds of

FRESH MEATS
Hame, Shoullers, Lacd, ete., which ho sellu st
ressomable rutes. s8
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The Prideof Alpenan
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001131'!. E

Shop st Uoodenow & Low's old
Sureel, Alpeas.
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Btable on Third Street.
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A. R. McDONALD,
Attorney & Counselor at Law,

COLLIECTION AND

Renl Estate Agency.
Office Noa. | and 3 Masters' Block, Becond Strest,
Alpenn, Mich. £

F. H. DYER,
Commission Dealer
Ix

Pine and Farming Lands.

Pine lands i and full 1
20,000 acres of Farming Lands for
| mmlde, from one to twenty-five ln’t-ll'm Alpena,

| mnl payments from one Lo five years time. Fro-
| duos, tanlmrk, sto., payment. Best
| of referonces given.

J. COEEHIT,

Luce's Building, Alpena.

The finest and best foreigm and domestic goods
made up to order, st the lowest rates.  All work
warranied 10 give satisfsction. The neatest and
moat utylish suits made on the shioriest poasible
notioe. L]

 GEO. FOX,
Watchwer and Jeweler !

Strest, naar Bridge.

" | Done in the most subwtantisl manner, and satis-
ted.

Promptly attended
! all parts of the country by deafta

11m Receive Prompt  Attention.

A Large Auor?n;ent of Clocks!
!GOLD AND SILVER PLATING

fastion guarran

Watches, Clocks and Jewelry repaired on short
votios, at ressonable prices, and all work
warrnated.

Nons but the best workmen employed,
207 GIO,. 1I'OX.
Watchen loft over Ons Year will bo Scld fur
Repairn.

Prescriptions and Receipts
Carefully Compoundad
Day and Night,
AT H. JEYTE'S DRUG STORE.

LIVERY STABLE!

The subsoriber has removed from the Erskine
Narn to his New Stable, on the cormer of
street and Soction Linve MHosd, where be is pre-
pured to (umish

LIVERY RIGS!

Of all kinds, st ressonsble rates.
WM, CARKEY.

Every description of
Toilet Articles!?
AT H. JEYTE'S DRUG STORE.
Eagle Barber Shop
R. H. MOONEY, Propr.
Blackburn's Building, Second St.

Barber Shop.
Chu- Etmm

Has opetied & uow Barber Shop on
DOCK STREET,
Whese ho Iy prevarsd to doall manner of
in his line with nulnm:n_ii l.lyk.

work
L1

CIGARS,
Snuff and Chewing Tobacco

AT

H. JEYTE'S DRUG STORE.
A_I.PENA BANKING COMPANY
Organised Mareh Lok, 1073, for tha purposs of doing

A General Banking Busimess!

COLLECTIONS

to, and Ttemittances mads to

|

Will cash all
Detroit, New York and D
ton, at par, and J
&mdpw,!oaﬂ
cuatomers.,
Ape 14, 17
Complets ntoek of

Patent Medicines!

i JEYTE'S DRUG STORE.

Book Binding !

ALL ORDERS FOR
BOOK BINDING
LEFT AT THE

ARCUS OFFICE

cheoks on
d Bos-
ive

| Atpna

ALPENA, MICHIGAN, WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 22, 1816,

S. ROSENTEAL

Has returned to town with a large and handsome stock of the lstest
styles of

DRESS AND FANCY GOODS,

A magnificent selection of New York Pattern Hats, Fall and Winter
styles, and a complete assortment of

CENTS’ FURNISHING COODS.

He invites the public to call and examing goods and learn the extreme-
ly low prices.

NEW FIRXZ!

i =
‘Willie & O’Brien,

BOOTS & SHOES.

Sign of the Big Boot!

Store in Pack’s Block, on Second Strect

;
T
'

No misfits ; all work warranted.

The Old Home with Father t
Bl ey ::: t: marry, Jennie ! Wern't ye,
There's one hallowed place in childhood, “No. indeed, Miss Dorcus: I'd

Where we ever feel fres from ill—
Whare the sweet, holy hush of the twilight do the same thing over again to-

All work done on the shortest notice,

A sharp pang pierced my heart,a

mist dimmed my eyes. What wo-
man is this who dared to write to
my husband f 1 must know. I tore
open the tiny sheet,

My Dearesr Jomx:—Do ro
fail to come to-night. I am alome,
and shall look for you—

I eould not read another word.
A bLlindness like that of death filmed
my eyes, a faint, horrible sickness
erept over me. Miss Dorcus had
told me the truth. John was un-
true to me. And I bad loved him
so |

I ernshed the fatal note into my
pocket, and eaught my cloak snd
hat.

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

I gathered up the little one, and
wrapped her in a heavy shawl;
then we left our cheerful fireside,
and set forth throngh the pelting
rain.

“Why, what in the name of won-
der has brought you out to-night I

eried my father when we entored
the sitting-room. “And you've
brought the child, too! What's
ap "

I shrank down desiidle my mother,
and began to sob out my misery,

parl, exarpt at thy option of the publ ey

“T'::n-mu a)ve by thust e pald in ads

! BT Terme, CARTL, pavalde angrtesly

Whale No. 276,

another secret from ber. Betweenlrthm alove. Time is not entirely
married hearts there should never|dreary of its flight, It fills the
be concealment.” | grave, bat it fills the cradle: it
“Good-night, Jennie,” said father, | blights the rose, but it fringes
“I'm sorry for you. I'm sorry for‘ the forest with golden beauty ; it
you. I'me sure you feel chesp.” | crumbles thrones, but it gi"l'ﬂ'lliklll.
I only felt anutterably happy. to republics ; it robs us of earth,
> (but it gives us heaven; it raise
The Footprints of Time. the cross, but it burst open lr[:mf:
Time is relentless. The Peﬁd“'led paradise ; it separates loving
lum swings back ?“'1 forth mark-| pagrts, but it again unites them :
ing the steady nghl of the m°‘| it covers its own frowning wrecks
ments. The ticking of the clock| yith loreliness and bloom and de-
is the blended music about the y,0vs hut to beautify and ennoble
eradle and the dirge about the T g
grave. Birth—death, is the laog-| Table Etiquette.
nage of the time piece on the man-|  The Abbe Casson, a professor in
tle. Amidst the laughing glow of | the College Mazarin snd an se-
the morning’s blushes and the soft| complished literateuer, says Mrs,
shadows of the evening twilight, Duffey's book on “Behavior,” dined
amidst the bloom and fragrance of| one day at Versailles with the Abbe
Springtime, and the solemn slum-| 4y Radonvillers, in company with
ber of the Winter, over the alter|several conrtiers and marshals of
sod tbe bier, the pendulum ¥i-| France. After dinner, when the
tratos with the same solemn stead- | talkk ran upon the etiquette and
iness—the clock ticks off the life| snstoms of the table, Abbe Casson
of the seconds—time moves swiftly
into the past and we move swiftly
towards the future. The clock
will pot slways tick—the pendu-| The Abbe Delille listened to Cas-
lom will not always swing ; itseon-| son's  mecount of his own good
stant friction against the past aod | manners for a while, but then in-
present will wear it out. By-and-| taprnpted him and offered to wager
by we will listen for its salutation | ghat 4t the dinner just served he
to the coming moments, but it will| 43 committed numberless errors

boasted of his intimate acquaint-
snce with the best dining out
usages of society.

Beewns & whisper of “Mence, be still,"—
While a fond muther's kind, gentle teachings
Fall lovingly then on our ears,
And s father's dear amile of affection
In & balm for all sorrows snd tears.
nee severed from this, there is never another
That seemin like the Old Home with Father sad
Mother,

Sometimes wo grow tired of the o'd wars,
And Like robine that fit frowm the nest,
The world seemas wo emiling and sunny,
We think ite broad highway the best ;
“o we leave a good-by with the homestead,
And fly oul where gayvly sings,
Pt we find thore is & world full of danger
For poor little unfledgel wings.
Nut one path seema brighter to us than another -
The path that loads homewsrd to Father and
Mother,

The years na Lhey eome up (o meet us,
May turmnw sor brows with their eare,
Tut they eannot blot out from our memory
The toueh of & mother's kiss there ;
Anid the' Time may resch out his olil fisgers,
And wreave in our halr silver thread,
Vet be never cun mar our first blessing -
A father's dear hand on our bead,
‘ These wweet thoughin still linger abore every other,
When we think of the Ol Home, with Father
and Mother.

My Own Sqory.

“We've been married jnst =
twelve-month come next Friday,
haven't we, Jennie i"

“Just a twelve-month, John "

He was standing in the doorway,
my handsome young husband, hix
dinner basket on his arm, his hon-
ost eyes all aglow with love and de-
light.

“Just & twelve month, and now
I've got & baby as well as a wife.—
Oh, Jennie, girlie, I'm the happlest
man allve. Come here and kisa
e before I go, and tell me what
you would like me to give you on
the suniverssry of our wedding
day.”

“What's the nse,, Jobn,” I said,
as I received his kiss; “yon know
you haven't an extrs shilling to
spare.”

“So I do; but we'll play st make
believe, as children do. What
wonld you like to bave, provided
you could have it! BSpeak out,
girlie I"

1 laughed snd fell to thinking.

“Let me seo. There's so many
things I want, John, 'tis hard to
decide ; but I think I'll take that
pattern of brown silk that we look-
od at Wilson's the other day."”

“All right, and what for baby t™

“0h, a christening robe, of course.”

My busbands brown eyes danced.

“Poor Joonie,” be maid, “I'm
afraid you'll not get 'em, unless we
keep up our game of make-beliove.

take good care of Blos-
som.” And with a kiss for us both

In the midst of my busy work in
comes Miss Dorcus Dent, sn old
friend of my mother's. An old
maid, too, was Miss Dorous, » great
scoffer at martrimony, and st man-
kind in general.

“So, you're hard at it, Jenuie,”
she aaid, sitting down and throwing
back her bonnet strlogs, “a-drag-

morrow.”

“Pah! Buch simpletons as youn

Insses are. Well, you'll open your
eyes to the trath soon enongh. A
working your haods 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 & hired girl1”
{  “He can't afford it, Miss Dorcus.”
| “Can't he! May be pot. Has
'to squander to much on his own
 pleasures, does he 1”

“No, Indeed,” I answered indig-
nantly, “he never squanders & sin-
g'e penny.”

Miss Dorcus shook her ample
sides with sarcastic laughtor.

“Never squander & penny [” she
repeated: “and never stays out
o'nights, either, and goes gallivat-

- | ing round the town with other wo-

men, and ye s-sitting at home
n-darning his stockings! Don’t

good husbands—I know 'em.
haven't got two eyes for nothing.
Didn’t I see John, only night before
last, a-walking down town, and an-
other woman beside bim I"

sJohn!® 1 gasped—“my John!
Oh, you must be mistaken.”

4] never mistake. *Twas your
John.”

“And who was the woman 1*

“Can't tell—didn’t see her face.”

When John came home to supper
I determined to ask him; but »
fecling 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, are yon
going out again? Acd it is ralo-
ing, too.”

“So it is, but I must go to-night,
Jennie.”

“What for, John I"

His eyes fell, and he turned from
me in evident confusion.
“Well—you see, don't ask me,
Jennie, I've promised to go, that's
all; but I shan’t have to go again,
may be.”

My foolish, jealous heart rose in
my throat, and Istood hurt snd
silent.

John kissed me and kissed baby
in ber erib. Then he took off his
ooat and throw it on a chair,

“If yoa don't feel too tired, lit-
tle wifs, you might fasten in that
sloove lining. Il wear that thick
coat to-night."

He was gone ; and after clearing
sway our small table I sat down to
think, and soon made mysell mis-
erable enough. At last I thought
of John's cost, and picked it up to
mend it. It was bis ocont,
which he bad ooly taken comn-
mon wesr a few days before.
Brushiog off the dust, I heard a
rustle of paper in the breast pook-

“llﬁlﬂl'iﬁlﬂfllmh.lh-
feminine emough to refrain from
prying into the secrots of her hus-
band's pockets when she has a
chanoe !

I drew the rustling paper forth.
1t was a note-—dainty, three-corn-
ared affalr, with & rose bud on the
seal. I looked st tho direction,
“Jobn Dayton,” my own hasband's
name written in fine femipine char-

tell me sbout 'em, Jennie—these qu o0 ot the bottom of the

my head upon my breast,

“John untrue!” repeated my
father. “Is that what yoo're driv-
ing at! Ob, 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 erumpled note,
and held it toward him.

“He's gone every night,” I sob-

his pockot.”
Father pullod his spectacles over

speak not. Dumb and motionless
as death ! Like the heart of the
dead the pendulom sleeps—sleeps
in wakeless slomber; like the
tomb, the old clock is speechless
and the abode of unending silence;
like the stringless barp upon the
wall, ita labors are ended—its mus-
ic is bushed—hushed forever,

But the flight of time goes on

| hairs, and scatters thewr through

| the raven locks of youth—with its |

| or improprieties.
“How is it possible!” demanded

| the Abbe. “I did exactly like the
rest of the company.”
“Nonsense!” exclaimed the other.

| “You did a bundred things which
| no one else did. First, when you
[#at down at the table, what did you
1 do with yoor naplkin 1"

“My napkin! Why, just what

bed; “and—and I found that in| the same. Tt comes with its ﬂ’“.";nreryborly else did. I unfolded it

l and fastened it in my button hole.”
“Ah, my friend,” said Delille,

| his nose, anl opened the note. A'ylwning graves and open cuketn—"'}'ﬂu wero the only one of the par-

minute, perhaps, he peered at it
| with langhter.
“Q, Jeonle, Jennie,
heeried.
|youare. Take this note and lock

| at It ngsin.
before I”

what a gell 1

Did you ever see it

i'

| wondering what he conld mean.—

| tinted sheet canght 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.

I fell npon mothers bosom and

burst into tears.

“Come, Jennie, gather up the
child and I'l go home with you,”
said my father. “Now don't you
feel cheap 1"

I did not: I only felt sapremely
happy. Home we trudged through
the dark and rain. Joho met naat
the door.

“Why, here you are, Jenny,” he
oried. “You've given me a terri-
ble fright. I was jost shotting op
to come in eearch of yon.™

“She's not worth the trouble,
Jobn,” put in my father, and then
and there he blorted out the whole
story.

“Forgive, me John," I whisper-
ed.
He bent down and kissed me.
“Nothing to forgive, Jennie.—
The fact is, I'm rather pleased to
soo you care so much about me.
Sorry to have made you suffer,
though. I was wrong; I should
have explained before, but you see,
Jenuie, I wanted to surprise you.
But wa'll have it ont to-night, I've
been doing s little extra work, yon
ses. ] wanted the woney to buy
suuiversary gifts, and here they
are. To-morrow’s the day, but to-
night will do as well.”

He then put in my lap the glossy
brown silk that T had coveted, the
embroidered muslin for baby's
robe. [ looked up with brimming
eyes.

“0Oh, John, how good yon are.
But let my happiness be perfect.
Miss Dorens says she saw you
walk with—"

“Yes, she did,” be interrupted,
“with old Mrs. Grimes. 1 bailt
ber green-house ; that was the ex-
tra work, Jennie.”

Father lsughed and buttoned up
his cost.

“You're & good natared busband,
Johm™ be eaid. “Bhe deservea a
soond scolding, for being such s
little goose—"

“PBut I'l not seold her,” said my
husbaod, with his dear hand on

| heart-aches. It leavea its foot-
| prints on the hearthstone, the gar-

, cheek. Mother looks into the
eradle, but baby is not there ; she

hears only the echo of the darling's
voice—the echo which never dies!
in & mother's heart. Time laid the
little bud in the eradle—time bore
it to the little grave among the|
flowers ; time throst a piognard in- |
to the mother's heart, and the
wound will never beal. In the sil-
ence of the night it aches and
bleeds as the mother dreams of her
sleeping pet, and while the bands
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 home of his|
childbood. He left it but yester-|
dsy, but ob, how changed. The
vine that crept over the trellise at
the door is dead; the trellise is
gone. The arbor in the garden is
a shapeless, uninviting mass of
rubbish. There is the spot where
the village pastor and the mother
knelt forty years ago to ask God to
bleas the innocent boy who was
going out into the world, from the
sunshine of mother's love into the
cold companionship of strangers,
from among the fowers into the
midst of brambles, from safety into |
danger. That boy comes back to-
day. With wriokled cbeck and
frosted brow he sita down upon the
crambling door-sill, and weeps.
Mother is not there to greet him;
ghe 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 mav rises, and hall forget-
ting that he is old, goes down to
the banks of tho stream that mur-
mors at the foot of the mountain,
to “meet the boys.” They are not
there; they are dead. He goes
back to the old house, reclines up-
on the wellworn oot to rest, the
light begins to filcker in his breast
—his eyes grows dim—his pulse
grows woak—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 tonches the flowers
and they wither; it kisses the
granite and it crambles; it kisses
beauty and it fades ; it steals over
soeptors and they rust; it fows
over thrones and Lhey totter,

The moments are faithful reap-
ora—renpers for God. They come
with mossages fiom beaven—with
the decrees of death ; but not with

soters.

my  bead, “snd U sever keep

with its funeral trains and tear-|ty that did that. No one hangs
|curiously, aod then bo exploded| ,0ds—its disappointments and| his napkin up in that style. They

sontent themselves with placing it
across their knees. And what did

“Wh.t.pmiou"““l""nl| den, the homestead, the heart, the you do when you were served to

soup "
“Like the others, eurely, I took

| listens for itﬂ I'.I:Iol'l'y pﬂllh—-ﬂhe my Epoon In mv right h.n(] ‘nd my
! k h ’ hﬂ.:’ it'—"‘m“‘-‘s""tl““ wed l"!l “‘ f |0rk in thF ]9_"——'

“Your fork ! Who ever saw any
one eat bread oot of his soup-plste
with & fork!? After your soup
what did yon eatt”

“A fresh egg.”

“And what did you do with the
shell !

“Handed it to the servant,”

“Without breaking it!”

“Yes, without breaking it up of
conrse,”

“Ah, my dear Abhbe, nobody ever
eats an egg without breaking the
shell afterwards,” exclaimed Abbe
Delille. *“And after your egg!™

“I asked the Abbe Radonvilliers
to send me a piece of the hen near
him."”

“Bless my soul! A piece of the
hen! One should never spesk of
the hens ont of the henery. You
should have asked for a piece of
fowl or chicken. Bot you say
nothing about your manner of ask-
ing for wine.”

“Like the others, I asked for
elaret and champagne.”

“Let me inform you that one
should always ask for claret wine
and champagne wine. But how
did you eat you bread I"

“Sarely I did that properly. I
cut it with my knife into small
mouthfolls and ate it with my
fingors.”

“Bread shounld never be ent, bnt
always broken with the flogers.—
Bat the coffee—how did you man-
age that I”

“It was rather too hot, so I pour-
od s little into my saucer and drank
iw”

“Well, then, you committed the
gravest error. You should never
pour coffee or tea lnto your sauncer,
but always let it cool snd drink it
from the enp.”

Tt is not necessary to say that the
Abbe was deeply mortifled st his
evidont ignorance of the usages of
polite society.

Some people who were ascending
Mt. Washington by the elevated
monntain railwsy, saw what they
supposed to be s couple of balloons
rising from the other side, and be-
gsn to cheer the seronauts, but it
turned out to be only the ears of
a western man who was foiling up
the carriage road. They wore the
tallost mountain ears ever seen in
that region.




