THE COMING MAN.

A pair of very chubby legs,
neased in scarlet hose;
A pair of little chubby boots,
ith rather doubtful toes;
A little kilt, a little coat,
Cut as a mother can—
‘And lo! before us stands in state
The fature's coming man.

His eyes, perchance, will read the stars
And gearch their unknown ways;
Perchance the human heart and soul
Will open to their gaze} :
Perchance their keen and flashing glance
Will be a nation's light—
‘Those eyes that now are wistful bent
On some big fellow’s kite.

Those hands—those little busy hands—

' 8o sticky, small and brown;

Those hands whose only mission seemns
To pull all orderdown—

‘Who knows what hidden strength may be
Lurking within their clasp,

Though now 'tis but a taffy stick

' In sturdy hold they grasp?

‘Ah, blessings on those little hands,
Whose work is yet undone!

And blessings on those little feet,

| Whose raceis yet unrun.

{And blessings on the little brain

| ‘That has not learned to plan,

What'er the tuture holdsin store,

" God bless the coming man.

—London Figaro.

HOW

THEY MET.

O look, Regina! There
!l he is—there in the par-
quet—third row! But
what is the matter
with you? Whom do
you see there?

“[—oh! I eaw an
interesting head among the crowd,
really an exceptionally interesting
head; but now I am very anxious to
become acquinted with your adorer.
Ah! that blonde youth? Not bad;
that young man has a distinguished
air—no doubt comes from a fine
family—and what is much better, he
dooks manly and healthy.”

“How coldly you judge him! I think
him extraordinary! I never saw a
handsomer face! He has a fine physi-
que and appears like a prince, just as
i imagine the prince in the fairy tale.
For the last week 1 have met
bim daily on the Promenade—oh! and
tie has the sweetest snow-white poodle,
that often jumps around me in joyous
leaps, as if he had something to tell

me! Since then, too, I alwaysmeet him
at the theater, where he fixes his opera-
rlasses steadily upon me as soon as
the curtain falls. Do you think he
loves me, Regina?”’

“I cannot say with any certainty,
but at any rate you arein love with
him!"”

“Oh, Regina, you are so cruel!” -

“Well, dear, do not let yourcourage
fail you; I think you stand achance of
becoming the mistress of the sweet
white poodle, if his master continues
to stareat youto-night—or youyour-
self are not less sweet,”” Reginareplied,
smiling at her younger sister, a beau-
tiful girl of eighteen, with whom she
occupied one of the first boxes.

Regina herself, 10 years her senior,
who had been suddenly widowed after
an exceedingly unhappy marriage,
was one of those dignified, interesting
persons who are characterized by an
atmosphere of melancholy. These
women often go through life alone, be-
cause they are rarely understood and
appreciated.

Regina's lovely eyes turned once
more in the direction whence her sis-
ter had diverted her attention. Yes,
shie had not been mistaken; it was a
remarkable head. The man to whom
it belonged could not possess a plain,
evaryday nature; he must be an ex-
traordinary creature Ue was not
handsome, but there was something
glowing, fascinating, something very
forcible in those features, as if pas-
sionate fancy and unrelenting realism
had combined to bring forth a true
human soul, filled with a sense of
beauty.

How strange! In spite of the dis-
tance, it seemed as if his eyes were fix-
ed upon her, and she felt herself drawn
to him with a kind of magnetism.

There—he took up the opera-glass,
and that disturbed her impression,
80 she turned away. At this moment
the curtain rose, and her attention
was fixed upon the stage. But be-
tween every act, as soon as the daz-
zling light filled the theatre, it seemed
to Regina as if she were to greet a
friend, one long sought for and final-
Iy found, whose look should tell her
that he would understand her deepest
and inmost thoughts and sensations.
Oh, how good, how lovely beyond de-
seription it seemed, after such long,
long wandering! 3

The little sister at her side was so
absorbed in her own romance that
she no longer heeded her. The Wag-
nerian music and the glowing looks
of her “amoroso” put her into an ecs-
tacy of delight which well became her
<ighteen years; and as both were go-
ing home in their closed earriage each
«one leaned silently in a corner. Re-
gina had closed her eyes, as if she
were dreaming, but Elsie sighed now
and then in a most heart-rending
manner.

Dear Madam: This can go on nolonzer;
‘we are acquainted; only enough, however,
‘to know that we must look for oneanother.
We hLave vetto confirm that which we
‘have told through the opera glasses. T
‘feel a wonderfn® agitation in my soul like
unto that whizh must have stirred the
gTeat sonl of the wmiverse on
the morn, of the creation  after
the “Let there belicht!"’ DBelieye me there
will lie light for us both!

-| the place which he had appointed for

‘herself, waiting for him to come up

Do come; I wm'-nwaltilyu' 1 to-ruorrow
tween two and three atthe.

in front of Makart's “‘Katherine Coronaro.” |
Elsie read and reread this note as |

she was riding in the carriagetoward
their rendezvous. It had beendeliver-
ed that morning to her, and she ‘did |
not doubt :or & moment who the
author was. Only she foundthe style

and contents somewhat unugual,.and.
felt: slightly agitated. She had not

mentioned the note to ler sister.

The writing did not harmonize in
the least with the young man she had

ictured to herseli in every detail.

e brisque, forcible sentiment which
showed 80 plainly in these lines hurt
her, and seemed almost a command,
when FElsie had expected a beseeching,
modest entreaty in consideration of
the boldness of the request. And this
all gervading rhapsody was making
her feel uneasy. ‘{:"hy did he not sim-
ply say “Iloyeyou,” or “I am dying
of love?”’ That would have been
much simpler and prettier.

Amid all these considerations she
buttoned the last button of her fault-
less gloves, while her heart beat vio-
lently; then once more she drew forth
a small mirror to closely examine her
fringe and the effect'of: her little hat:
alas! every woman knows very well
how important her fringe, the shape
of her hat and the cut of herdressare,
11} the great decisive moments of her
ife!
When finally the carri stopped
at the entrance of the N:%?011alp£al-
lery her trembling limbs scarcely
brought Elsie to her place of destina-
tion. At first she seemed to see
everything through a haze, and, not
daring to look around, she seated

and speak to her.

But no one came. About 10 min-
utes later she took heart and looked
about. Was it possible? He was not
there! Elsie wanted to grow angry,
but then she said to herself that life
was full of unexpected events. At
the last moment he might have re-
ceived company—a wealthy old uncle
might have dropped in whom he
could not very well ward off—or he
might have been detained at the
glovestore, or his coachman might
have taken him the wrong direc-
tion; indeed, there were many rea-
sons.

Some tiresomeelderly English ladies
stood about and a few schoclgirls
were trying their best to appear ap-
preciative of art. A couple of young
men stared boldly at her, some went
by indifferently, and several earnest-
looking elderly gentlemen were deeply
interested in the study of Makart’s
great work of art.

Why, oh, why are there so many
superfluous people in theworld? If the
ground would only swallow them up!
There in the corner sat a very old fel-
low, strange to say. He had fixed his
eves on the entrance as if he were ex-
pecting some one. A glow of expect-
ancey shone in his eyes. Asyet he had
not even glanced at the painting, to
which he had tyrned his back, and he
himself looked like an artist or some-
thing of the sort, thought Elsie.

Minute after minute passed by, and
one quarter of an hour after another,
but the expected one came not.

The visitors in the art gallery came
and went like the pictures in a kaleid-
oscope; only Elsie and the ‘‘odd fel-
low” did not move.

Elsie would have gonelong before,
but she was full of curiosity to see
whom the stranger awaited. Helook-
ed as if life and death depended upon
this expectation. Elsie, too, hung her
dear littlehead despairingly. She was
bitterly disappointed. So she had in
vain felt feverish all that forenoon,
had not eaten a bit of luncheon. In
vain she had spent two long hours up-
on her toilet, and had told her sister
a falsehood about a friend’s sudden
illness. And now all terrible doubts
as to love and sincerity cameback to
her. Alas! how desolate this world
and how insipid was life!

Suddenly she noticed that she and
the stranger remained alone—all the
other visitors had left. She had just
drawn the letter from hier pocket to
re-read it for the hundredth time. It
was an odd handwriting, as if written
with a match, and the large, heavy
letters were formed straight up and
down. Really, the writing harmonized
little with theelegant youngcavalier—
if only—

“‘Madam, how did you come by this
letter?”

With this hoarse, half suffocated
utterance the stranger had suddenly
grasped her wrist. Pale as death
with a low cry of terror, Elsie arose,
for she thought him insane.

“Don’t be alarmed; I am quite sane.
Pray tell me the truth. How did you
receivethisletter notintended for vou?

“Not intended for me? It was ad-
dressed to me!”’

“‘Addressed to you? Then you are
Miss von Lasswitz?"’ :

“Yes, that is my name. What does
my letter concern you?”’

*“Ah! there is the mistake!” The
strange man looked suddenly enlight-
ened asif he had been relieved of the
burden of a great calamity. “Par-
don me, madam, I wrote the letter,
and it was intended for a different
lady. The usher must have misin-
formed me. Tell me, were you in the
third box in thefirstrow at the opera
on Monday, Wednesday and Friday?”

““Yes. indeed with my sister.”

“A slender lady, darkly clad?’’ -

“Yes, thatis my sister, Mrs. von
Planeck.”

*‘Is she married?”

“She was married, and is now
widowed.”

“The boxkeeper told
and address only.”

“He knows me and not my sister,
who has been in Berlin only a short
time.”

*My dear madam, will you take me
to Mrs. von Planeckandintroduce me?
My name i8'0Ogto Reimar.”

. **Are you Dr. Otto Reimar, the well-
known writer?”

“I am a writer.”

“How delighted she will be to meet
you! Ihappen to know that yuo are
her favorite author.” R R

The stranger smiled and nodded his
‘head, as if he wished to say;

‘I also know that!” 3

me your name

A few moments more and Elsie von

‘drawing-room. with her compani
she stood on ftie threshold spell-
bound—in silent astonishment. The;

sat ina, whose face showed plainly
that she had been mortally bored.
and opposite her, turning his hat

ful admirer with a most woebegone
mien. ; 3 L i
When Elsie understood the situa-

tion she nearly laughed aloud. It
was indeed laughable. : '
There she had spent two hours of

expectation and despair in the art
gallery with Regina’s snitor, while he,
the object of her longings, awaiting
her in vain, had indefinitely prolonged
nis call, and doomed poor ina to
entertain him on the subject of the
weather, the theatre or the latest rail-
road accident. Oh, if she had but re-
mained at home. :

Regina’s amazement looked very
much like a glad surprise when she
saw Elsie's companion and heard his
name. |

‘“You are Otto Reimar?
strange that the idea did not occur to
me! Iknow all your writings, and
should also have recognized you at
once!”’

‘“You have recognized me—the name
cuts no figure, my dear madam. I
had written all my best products for
you alone before I saw you. But
sometimes 1 would lose courage, fear-
ing that. I might never find you.”

Regina silently gave him her hand,
which he pressed to his lips. It seem-
ed to her like a dream that, at the
first meeting, she should have given
herself to the man whom she had al-
ready learned to regard as one of the
best and noblest of souls, and whose
thoughts had made so deep an im-
pression upon her through his writ-
ings.

And then he spoke to her, and Regi-
na felt as if, hitherto, all had spoken
In a strange language, and as if now,
for the first time, she were hearing her
mother tongue. His thoughts bLurst
forth like a stream on whose billows
Regina was carried away into bound-
less regions of light.

The young conple, meanwhile, were
80 interested in one another thatthey
disturbed no one. Elsie, too, and her
fairy prince, Assessor von Lucknow,
had an endless amount to velwte
about the events on the Promenade
and at the theater, and about the
dear little white poodle.

Dr. Otto Reimar and Assessor von
Lucknow were for some time daily
callers at Mrs. Von Planeck’s home,
and when, later on, Regina became
the beloved wife of the great poet and
author, and Elsie the affinnced of her
fairy prince, this first meeting remain-
ed & sourceof inexhaustiblemerriment
and pleasure of those concerned.—
From the German.

How

UNDER THE LADDER.

A Story Showing That Every Man
Has His Price.

Recently Mr. Frederick Bond, the
comedian, came out of the stage door
of Hermann's theater with the air of
a man who is in a hurry. ;

The doorisat the head of a long
flight of iron stairs, which run down
along the side of the building to the
street below.

Just above these stairs there is an
enormous board bill, and at the time
of Mr. Bond's appearance a gentle-
man with a bucket of paste and an
armful of paper, wag renewing the
printing thereon.

He stood upon a long ladder, which
reached from the pavement to thetop
of the billboard and crossed thestairs
close to their highest point. Mr. Bond
started gayly down the steps. Just
as he was about to dart beneath the
ladder he stopped and rushed back
again.

“Say,” he called to the gentleman
with the paste bucket, “I'm in a hur-
r !I’I

“Well,”” replied the other, leisurely
laying on a fresh sheet, ‘“who’s a
stoppin’ ye.” >

‘“You are.”

“Me? Watcher givin' us.
stairs open?!’

“Yes, but there's your ladder. I
wouldn’t pass under it for anything.”

“Then drop off.”

“*See here, I've passed under a lad-
der twice in my life; first time broke
my arm, second time lost all my
money. Won't you movethat ladder
for a favor?”

“Nixey. Not even fur a fiver!”

- ‘A good cigar, then?”

“That’s different,” said the gentle-
man of the paste bucket. -

He laboriously descended and
swung the ladder outward, while Mr.
Bond, coming down five steps at a
jump, handed him the promised ran-
som. and flew up the street.

““Holy smoke!” sighed the gentle-
man of thepaste bucket, ‘‘them actors
is superstitions ducks!” Z

’

Ain’t the

What a Bad Digestion Does.

A doctor has been comparing the
state of mind of a man before dinner
and after dinner who suffers indiges-
tion. Before dinner the patient’s
thoughts aresomething of this kind:—

“What a jolly thing life is! How
grand it is to breath the pure air to
revel in the glorious sunshine, to laugh
andbemerry! With friends all around,
a prosperous fortune before one, all
one's hopes and plans turn out well.
It may safely be said that we live in a
good country, and thatlife is the most
enjoyable state imaginable.

But after dinner, when the salmon
and the cucumber anl the lobster
salad have begun to do their deadly
work, the same man thinkssomething
like this:— : w .

““Life is a fraud. Those who say
life is worth Jiving are humbugs. We
go about the world with a heavy load
of care, and from morning till night
our time is spent in battling with new
annoyances. Bills pour inon every
side, failure stares usin the face, every

| cherished hope is dashed to the

ground. Bsh!

The whole thing is
humbug!™’ Tt Aeaiind 2 ol

5 |

‘Bits offered a prize of two guineas for |

| best horse in town. Anyone

publ

. Subject. :
- Ashort time ago, the London Tit-

the best definition of “Music.” The
following was adjudged the best defin-

| ition:
between his fingers, sat Elsie’s youth- |

Music is the endeavor of the soul
to speak.. =
The following are some of the bes

. definitions sent in:— -

That subtle trembling of the air
which, through the ear of man, soothes
his sorrow, dispels his fear, revives
his hope, calms his rage, purifies and
educates hiswhole mind, and elevates
his soul to heaven.

Muasic is poetry translated into the
language of angels.

Music is the river of melody, which
has Nature for its source, Art for a

| tributary, and Skill for its outlet.

The art of using sounds, singly or in
eombination, capable of pleasing the
ear, touching the heart, exciting the
intellect, and enlivening the imagin-
ation.

Music is the language by which
thoughts and feelings otherwise un-
utterable are expressed.

Soothing syrup for savage beasts.

An appeal to the soul expressed in
sympa.t;]inetic sound.

The only gift thought worthy by
God of being equally divided between
the angels and man.

Music is the key to the human
heart. g

A fancy ball of ideas dressed in
the masquerade of crotchets and
quavers.

Music is the soul’s expression,
the heart’s solace, and the mind’s de-
light.

Music consists of every sound in
nature that gives pleasure to its
hearers.

A noisy peacemaker.

A succession of harmonious sounds
which some people may pay a guinea
to hear, a.n({J some sixpence to have
taken into the next street.

Medicine for aching hearts and
tired brains. '

Notes on the Bank of Harmony.

A scientific 'method which that
wildest of animals, man, may be
tamed. ;

Music is the Volapuk of the feel-
ings.

The easel of the soul, and the can-
vas upon which we picture our emo-
tions.

Nice noise.

Bars in which teetotalers may
indulge their thirst for melo-
dy.

A something made out of nothing
which acts as a tonic for bad temper,
drives away care, and creates happi-
ness.

The universal language of the soul.

Music is of all sound concerns the
soundest, having an almost unlimited
power of issning notes which pass cur-
rent everywhere. '

Sound, time and harmony welded
with sympathy.

Musie is soul embodied in sound.

The honey produced by the Bee of
Harmony from all the different flow-
ers of sound.

Drilled wind.

The merry laugh of innocence at the
fireside of contentment.

Music is the echo on earth of the
golden harps in heaven.

Music is the soul listening to angels’
whispers.

The language of heaven imperfectly
lisped on earth.

Tarmonious noise.

The marriage of
Sound.

Man's spelling of heaven’s language

Harmony to

A BANK'S WEAK POINT.

It Gives the Depositor Little Evi-
dence of Its Debt to Him.

“Did you ever give any particular
thought to how insignificant and in-
formal is the evidence of debt which a
bank gives its regular depositors in
return for the large sums of money
the depositors leave with them?'’ ask-
ed the head of a big mercantilehouse,
as he glanced at the entry just made
in the firm’s bank book, which a clerk
had returned with.

*For the $3,073 in gold currency, to
say nothing of the$5,263 20 in drafts
and silver, which we left with the bank
just now all we got in return were the
six figures and the date; no promise
to pay not even an 1. 0. U. from the
bank. Where in any other depart-
ment or any other circumstances oi
mercantile life can one tind this equal-
ed?
‘‘Positively nowhere else! In many
respects I consider this feature one of
the seven wonders known of in con-
nection with no other period of the
world, so far as I know.

“‘Some day we will hear of a gigan-
tic fraud of some sort or other as the
result of the present deposit book sys-
tem. Already many small ones have
happened, but have been hushed up by
the banks. Itis a generally accepted
fact in banking and mercantile circles
that this is the one weakest spot in
the business doing of today. Think
of it a minute; no contract—not the
tonch of the pen or a line of printed
matter acknowledging obligation on
the part of the banks in return for the
millions of money daily: received by
them from: depositors! It is certainly
a remarkable thing and one which
should be changed—but how?”’

He Didn't Know.

A man down in Randolph, Me., feels
called upon to explain, through the
columns of the Gardiner News, that he
didn’tknow that his wifehad kerosened
the dog to kiil the fleas, and didn’t
know the dog lay at his foot when he
threw thelighted mateh on the floor,
‘but he didn’t know the animal caught
fire, and was sorry, for he wouldn’t
have swapped that yellow dog for tllam
who .
wouid desire an humbler explanation
of a sorrowful domestic tragedy is
simply asking too much.—The Re-

oOTINE

DAQRQE

‘Definitions on That | |

24 Rollers and 4 Burrs.
‘We take p re in informing the
Eublic tham now rr;g:;g' for
usiness. The best machinery and
all the latest improvements in the
manutacture of flour enable us to
compete with the best mills in the
country.
‘We are constantly buying
Wheat,
Rye,
Corn,
Oats,
Buckwheat,
&c.. &c.,
At the Highest Market Prices.

‘We sell all kinds of
FLOUR,
BHOR'

AT LOW RATES,

Special Attention given to

Custom Work

An extra stone for grinding feed.
Steam Cornsheller.

Wood taken for cash or in exchange

- Empire Mill Co.
CASH PURCHASES
and GHEAP SALES.

Fr. Aufderheids,

Marufastarer of
Fire, Well Building and Steeple
Brick, |

Fine Pressed Brick fox
ornamental fronts.

Have the hest of shipping facilities and
will pay prompt attention to mail erdess

KEW ULM, MINNESOTA.

~ KUETE & NAGEL.

MASONS AND  CGONTRAGTORS.

All kinds ot mason work and plastering
done lo order, whether in city or country.
Reference, C. A, Ochs.

MEAT MARKET
FRANK  SCHNOBRICH, Proprietor.

Having taken M. Epple’s meat market, I
am prepared to wait on all customers with
tresh meats, saunsage, hams, lard, elc., al-
ways on hand. Orders from the country
attended to.

Anton Schwerzler.

Kiesling Block, New Ulm, Minn.
—DEALER IN—

WINES AND FINE LIQUORS.

I handle Bourbon Whiskey, Dave Jones’
Brandy, Anderson Club, Cognac, and Im-
ported ﬁ‘ort Wine for medical use; also the
celebrated 8t. Julien Clarets, Rhine and
Riesling Wines and Champagne. Whiskey
ranging in price from $1.50 to $6 per gallon.
My goods are of the very best grades and
sre guaranteed as represented.

JOHN HAUENSTEIN,

Brewer

AND

Malster,

Our brewery is fully equipped and able to all

0N TOTAL

NEW UL, :
WENZEL SCHOTZE?, Propristor

UNION H

The only first class brick fire proof
Hotel in the city.

Schapekahm Brothers & Co.
NEW ULM, MISN,

Contractors and Builders,

Plans and specifications furnished to or-
der. Having received new and improved
machinery we are able to furnish'all kinds
of work in our line, as Sash, Doors and
Mouldings, also all kinds of Turned and
Scroll Saw Work.

MILLINERY
Mrs. Anton Olding,

OPPOSITE POST OFFICE NEW, ULM

Has on Hand a good stock of Millinery
Goods consisting in part of Hats, Boniiets,
Velvets, Silks, Ribbons, Feathers If'.umm
‘Hair, Flowers &c. \

Also Patterns for stamping Monograms.

Stamping of all kinds. Embhroidery
Work, German Knitiing and Ber‘gman’s
Zephyr Yarns a specialty. {

Brown Co. Bank.
C.H. Caapeoury, C,H. Ross,
President. Cashier.

COR. MINN. AND CENTRE STRS.
New Ulm, Minn.

Collections and all Business per-
taining to Banking Promptly
Attended to.

INDIVIDOAL RESPONSIBILITY,
$500,000.

NEW ULM

Rotter Mz Co,
Merchant Millers,

Neow TUlm, Minn.

Murvricruneas of Cuorce Seane Wiear From.

Received First Premiums at
Minnesota State Fairs 1887, 1889.
Iowa State Fair 1887. St. Louis
Agricultural and Mechanical As
sociation Fair 1887,
F. MADLENER,

Prest.

C. L. Roos,
Manager,

Fr. Burg,

Manufacturer ot and Dealer in

CIGARS,

TOBACCOS,
PIPES,
Cor. Minnesota and Center
Streets,

NEWUILM - - MINN

THEODOR MUELLER,

MANUFACTUREL OF

CIGARS,

AND DEALER IN
Tohaceo and S_nﬂars’ Articles

Beinhorn’s building New Ulm Minn.

MAT. SIEBENBRUNNER
NEW ULM, - - - MINN
Dealer in

CHOICE WINES and LIQUORS.

Crystal Spring, Bourbon Whiskey, Hen-
nessy Brandy, and Otard, Dupuy & Com-
pany Cognac. Imported Tarragona Ports
for private or medical use. The celabrated
St. Julien Clarets and Califormia Reisling
wines, Whiskey ranging in price from
$1.50 to $4,00 per gallon, Pure Alcolo!
$3.00 per gallon.

Wi Franx JoEwW BENTZIN.

Cottenwood Mills,

Custom grinding solicited. Wil
grind wheat for § (one eigth) or ex-
change 34 s. flour, 5 ®bs. shorts and 4
Ms. bran for one bushel of wheat, Flom
and feed sold at low rates and deliversd

a New Ulm free of expense.

FrRANK & BENTZIN.

ATG, QUENSE,

HARNESS MAKER

—and Dealer la—

Whips, Collars, and all oth-
er articles usually kept
in a first-elass har-
ness shop,

New harnesses made to erder and re
pairing promptly attended to.

NEW MLM, - MINN
Bingham * Bros.

LUMBER

LATH, SHINGLES, ' DOOES,
Lime, Cement and Cozl,

Oppesite Rallread BDeped,

VOLI

- tinii—

BREWERY

 JOS. BUMMUCKER, Prop.

Wﬂ;‘::ﬂi &
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