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THE DESERTED CITY.

[Translated from the Sanskrit of Kalidasa.]
Bad is the sight, that city once so fair!

An hundred palaces lie ruined there;

Her lofty towers are fallen, and creepers

Egrow
O’er marble dome and shattered portico,
Once, with their tinkling zones and painted
feet,
Gay bands of women thronged the royal

street;

Now through the night the hungry jakal
rowls,

Aund sgen his scanty prey with angry howls.

Once there was music in the plashing wave

Of lakes, where maidens loved their limbs to
lave;

But now these waters echo with the biows

Struck by the horns of savage ~uffaloes.

Once the tame peacock showed his glittering
crest

*Mid waving branches, where he loved to

rest;
The ruthless flame has laid those branches

low,

And marred his feathers with their golden
glow;

The drum is silent that he loved to hear,

And gone the mistress whom he held s0
dear.

Once on the marble floor girls loved to
place

The painted foot, and leave its charming
trace;

Now the fell tigress stains, with dripping

gore

Of kids just slaughtered, that neglected
floor.

In those dear days, with tints of nature
warm, y

In marble statues lived fair woman's form;

Alas! those tints are faded now, and dim,

And gathering dust obscures each rounded
limb,

While the cast skins of serpents form a vest

That hides the beauties of each statue’s
breast.

How sweet the moonbeams used, of old, to
With fslixl]{'e:rlng light on terrace, roof and
But r:‘;;‘:if'ncglccted. there the grass grows
The ro‘:)i!]sd "are shattered, and with dust de-
Pure nhll?ldr;e those rays and silvery, as of
But ﬂi:':j'rt(l‘;elr light reflected there no more.

Once in the gardens lovely girls at play

Culled the bright flowers, and gently touched
the spray:

But now wild creatures, in their savage joy,

Tread down the blossoms, and the plants de-
stroy.

By night no torches in the windows gleam;

By day no women in their beauty beam;

The smoke has ceased; the spider there has
spread

His suu‘rm-' in safety, and all else is dead.

—R. P. H. Griffith in the Argonaut.

MY RICH UNCLE.

My innate idea of a rich uncle was a
bland old gentleman, with tips—i. e. sov-
ereigns—at his fingers’ ends. Experience
rorrected that. Asked at a school examina-

tion the derivation of the term ‘‘cur-
mudgeon,” I answered’ unhesitatingly,
“Uncle Dick.”

He had guarreled with my mother—his

darling sister—for marrying a Frenchman,
and never seen her since. He lived unmar-
ried and alone. My mother, long widowed,
had partially recovered the loss of a tender
husband—never, this estrangement from
her cruel brother. It embittered two lives,
not 1o say three. He had tacitly accepted
me as his heir, expressly, 1 know, for the
pleasure of plaguing me to death before-
hand. Two annual visits I paid him at
Hamerton Grange. Conceive a young
Daniel condemned twice a year to cast him-
self into a lion’s den. Each time I escaped
alive, only by miracle, I felt sure. One
morning my mother received a letter in
his handwritinz. Its perusal so excited
her that 1 ioolishly dreamt that he had
relented. Her tones undeceived me.

“David,” she exclaimed impressively,
hiding her face, ‘prepare for the very
worst!”

““What! iz he dead. or dying?” I inquired,
thonghtlessly—I1 was only nineteen.

“Dying? No such thing! Lives to de-
frand you—my poor innocent boy. Robbed
of your own—your all! Dick, what mon-
strous revenge is this? He is going to be
married,” she explained.

“Is that all?” said I, like the nincompoop
Iam. She read aloud:

**The lady, Miss P. Celia Watson, is 26,
of excellent American lineage. Her father
was formerly commander of the constabu-
lary, and died in the diplomatic service at
Unionapolis. Her mother was a Howard,
connected with certain leading families
among our old nobility, Miss Watson is a
lady of culture and refinement, well worthy
to share my name. I think it my duty to
apprise you of an event that touches you
80 nearly. My nephew is welcome to come
next month, as usual. I shall even be
happy to see him at the ceremony, on the
31st proximo.”

Here she broke down, sobbing nervously.

*‘Insult heaped upon injury. I believe
you always meant to, Dick.”

Suddenly she looked up with a gleam of
inspiration.

“I.don’t believe she’s a lady—or Ameri-
can. She never was chiistened Celia. She’s
40 if she’s a dayv. Diplomatic service.
Unionapolis—why, that’s where our former
solicitor, Hopkins, emigrated to. I’'ll write
to him for full particulars about Miss P.
Celia Watson.”

The approaching university boat race
seemed then to me of more consequence
than the antecedents of my future aunt.
Five weeks later my visit to Hamerton
Grange fell due. That morning arrived the
answer from Unionapolis.

**This exceeds my brightest hopes,” con-
fessed iy mother, as she read.

**Miss Watson’s all right, then,” said I,
innocently, With fond, pitying look she
replied:

**David, give your uncle this letter, He
stands on the verge of a precipice—this will
save him. He who said I disgraced him by
marrying a D’Aubigny! You may read it,
David.”

**No, thank you,” said I, pocketing the
document. 1 seemed to feel it there like a
red-hot coal. Pleasant, carrying a bomb as
a wedding present for an uncle like Dick!

It was a two hours’ journey to Hamerton
with a change at Pidcot. Absorbed in
Punch, I barely noticed my fellow-passen-
gers—three ladies,one young,and an elderly
clerie, 1 thought we must be nearing Pid-
cot, when the carriage began jerking in an
extraordinary manner. Unpleasant, short,
sharp whistles sounded. Suddenly the
young lady opposite flung herself on the
back seat beside me, steadying her feet
against the woodwork. *‘Sii still,” she
said, “‘it’ll be smash directly.”

One moment I spent in no-man’s land.
What happened 1 never exactly knew. The
next thing I was aware of was my neigh-
bor’s voice saying:

‘‘We are all right now.”

1 opened my dazed eyes. Human forms
Jammed together, broken glass,splinters,old
gentlemen insensible, old ladies shrieking,
blood streaming from a cut in somebody’s
head. Horror paralyzed me; notso my fair
eompanion,

**Open the door,” she said.

“It’s locked,” I objected.

“‘Lost your railway key? Take mine.”

I obeyed, and we extricated the parson,
who was beginning to recover.

‘‘More frightened than hurt,”she decided.
*‘Get some brandy.” Then as I gazed help-
lessly adown the ditch, she added: *“‘Don’t
you see thattavern sign behind those trees?
Run.” 1ran. When I returned she had
bonnd up the cut, quieted the hysterical la-
i and was looking at her wateh. **I shall

ii-> the Hamerton train,” she said. “‘Get
my traveling bag outof the carriage, please.”
I got it. nobody seemed really mnjured, but
the line was hopelessly blocked for hours.
““How far to Pidcot?” she asked of the
guard. *‘Six miles? One could drive that
in time.”

*‘If only cabs grew wild like those prim-
roses!” I sighed. “‘Hamerton is my desti-
nation, too.”

‘“I see a spring cart in the tavern shed
and horses in the field. Come across. Per-
haps we can talk them into putting to.”

And, by energetic versuasions, she agtn-
ally induced somebody to drive us—she
kindly offered to take me—to Pidcot for a
consideration. I hesitated, thinking the
consideration excessive.

““T'hat’s no concern of ours,” she reminded
me, ‘‘charge it to the company.”

Before our fellow passengers had well
realized their souls and bodies still belonged
tazether, we two were half way to Pideot,

P-u' resolutely. **

I expressing boundless admiration of ber
in

'on."u';num."m “I was in 8 bigger
smash once, states.
?x:\‘d”t" I started. A fair American,
bo 'or Hamerton.

*By all the laws of likelihood, my future
aunt, Miss Watson,” I surm

at the initials on her bag, which seemed not | you
to

correspond.
“f what 're doing,” she said.
- mﬂmsm"m-mu
I’m to be married on the
Aba!, Nowmlmﬂcoﬂﬂnm’?
“llghtll know the unfortunate man’s
g Grimston of Hamerton

“A man of fortune, too, eh?”

“Why, certainly.” she rejoined. *‘‘You
don’t suppose a pauper would come propos-
ing to me?”

“*Your senior, surely—considerably?”

“Twenty-five years. You needn’t call it
a quarter of a century, you know. AndI
fancy he ean look in the glass with boys as
young as you, and take the shine out of
some.”

1 winced, My uncle was a remarkably
handsome, athletic man, beside whomn I
seemed a mere shrimp, *“*Testy temper,
people say?” I observed.

““Well, he's had a bad time, I expect,”
she replied, **with poor relations loitering,
longing to step into the dead man’s shoes.
Vultures. What makes you fidget so?”

*“The cart jostles so,” I apologized, half
bursting with secret fury. -

I hate parasites,” she resamed. *‘His
little whippersnapper of a nephew is rightly
served. He reckoned on having the old
man to fleece living, and forget when he'd
buried him and grasped his possessions.

I grasped Hopkins’ letter in my pocket,
my revenge, my most precious possession
just then.

**You’ve spoilt his reckoning,” I remarked,
playfully.

**So perish all fortune hunters!” she re-
turned, likewise. *‘Pidcot Junction. Here
we are. Just in time.”

The crowded state of the train precluded
further confidences. At Hamerton, as I
saw her off in the only cab, she produced
her card, saying:

“You'll be looking after your luggage
here to-morrow. You might look after mine,
and have it sent up.”

I promised compliance, and started to
walk to my uncle’s,

CHAPTER II.

As 1 sighted the gates of Hamerton
Grange I nerved myself for the ordeal of
pleasing sensations I—as heir-presump-
tive—was regularly subjected to.

There was an odious mongrel cur—the
only creature my uncle loved—whose bite
was worse than its bark, which was atro-
cious. Hearing the distant music 1 drew
on the thick gloves 1 provided expressly,
and prepared for events by anticipation.

1 shall struggle to the door, Uncle Dick
enjoying my torment behind some blind; I
stand, warding off the beast with one hand,
pomeling the door with the other—the
bell-wire had been bsoken these two years.
Presently Mrs. Pike, the housekeeper, put-
ting her head out of the door as if to repel
a thief, admits me by a chink, under pro-
test. Uncle receives me in a chilly sitting-
room and a hideous dressing-gown 1 detest.
Crossing the threshold, I trip up in an old
established hole in the carpet. He compli-
ments me on my graceful deportment, in-
quires when last I was flogged, or plucked,
and so on, with characteristic amiability.
My mother’s existence is ignored. We sit
down to a comfortiess meal of cold pork or
boiled mutton. No wine is served. If a
cigar is offered I know it is a perfidious trap
to convict me of premature habits
of dissipation. After dinner we play
chess. Woe tome if I win—I cheat;
if I lose, I'm an idiot rot worth
checkmating. At 10 I am ordered to bed.
Should I try to forget my ennui overa
novel, his curfew-knock soon warns me to
desist.

That bark came no nearer. By some mis-
take they have forgotten to let Fairy loose.
Fearful lest they should recollect, I hurry
to the door, hammer away, and vent my
spite on the dumb bell-handie. Horror! It
roused a peal to wake the dead. Just my
luck! It had been mended.

A parior-maiden, with a pretty figure,
opened the doors wide. I nearly fainted.

“*Has anything happened to Mrs. Pike?”
1 stammered.

**Oh, no; sir.” Phyllis replied.
neice, come to help clean up.”

**T'ime you did,” thought I, entering, but
stopping short at the spectacle of Uncle
Dick stalking into the hall to meet me. Is
that a coat I see upon his back, and, gra-
cious powers, what has he got on his face?
A smile.

**Good day, nephew, glad to see you,” he
says, and walks me into the dining-room.

Am I mad or dreaming? Actually, he is
askiug after *‘those at home.”

- I answered vacantly but instead of rating
my stupidity, he inquires good-humoredly
whalt lam.lz?uking at.

“I was iring your new ” 1 con-
f carpet,

‘“The drugget was getting shabby. Draw
your chair to the fire and tell me what you
mean by arriving on foot, without lug-
gage.” -

He was quite chatty, quite jolly! You
soun get over pleasant s but more
wonders were coming. An excellent din-
ner first—champagne,which I declined,
mistaking it for a snare. He insisted. 1
narrated my railway adventure and en-
counter with his fiance, extolling her cour-
age and nerve. He related the history of
his courtship. Ensilage had made the
match. It was his fad, then, as Mrs. Pier-
pont, who had lately rented Hamerton
Court Manor, had discovered. Business
correspondence had led to personal relations,
and whilst the mother discoursed learnedly
of silos, the daughter’s eyes shot the dart
that disinherited David D’Aubigny. The
evening passed rapidly. A cheerful fire
was burning in my bed-room. Eleven
o'clock found me lounging over it unad-
monished. Out upon the old proverb about
silk purses and sows’ ears. Glory to Miss
P. Celia Watson, who had done it—tamed
the tiger, smoothed the porcupine. What

angel aunt I—

Suddenly Hop letter crackled in my
pocket, reminding me 1 was here to break
the engagement. Celia was no angel, buta
precipice. Although this marriage impov-
erished me, my feeling was of unqualified
disappointment. What good had my “‘ex-
pectations” ever done me? Fifty thousand
pounds’ worth of worry uncle would get out
of me before I realized a jot.

What was the obstacle? Why was Celia
unworthy to become my aunt? Consumed
with curiosity, I took the leave given to
peruse Hopkins' letter. Instinctively I
fastened directly on the fatal

‘“‘Peter Watson of the London police left
the force from ill-health and emigrated to
Unionapolis. He opened a store and sup-
plied the * #*. % He married
the daughter of a baker—Howard, from
Gunter’s, London—and they had one daugh-
ter, Celia. Watson died the next year and
his widow married Pierpont, a hair-dresser,
since deceased, who deserted her.” I got
no further. Policeman!! Pastry-cook!
Hair-dresser! I tore round the room ex-
gi;:udly. . ‘ge.bthte' aon‘ld of family pride, had

gu y two adventuresses, m
resenting themselves as well born. Bldaousm
eonsplncy—opgyrhmdy defeated. He,
who scorned a D’Aubigny as an inferior!
Exhausted, I returned to my armchair.

Yet, as passion subsided, I felt that re-
gretful pang again. Uncle, soured by dis-
enchantment, would become absolutely in-
tolerable, I foresaw. Next time I came to
Hamerton there would be two savage dogs
to fly at my legs, no servant at all, perhaps.
I should have to make my own bed, dine
off dry bread, or iike Nebuchadnez-
zar. Some day, likely en he would
murder me—uncles have mu nephews
before now—and be acquitted as insane.
Confound Hopkins! Why must he un-
earth family secrets? And why must I be
thrust into the role of a domestic torpedo?

* * - - - * -

Next morning at breakfast table uncle

looked up from tutor’
. |°| m:ldlumy s report,

mo"%wnrm t & letter

‘Yo

P g says you brought a
Sholudglvu'.no hint, not the slightest

l“?'Iwnjlut to give it to » I
ve
itis.” "

*I'm her

Two hours later I presen yself
ted
wwmﬂhhﬂ;n“.:

very proud

**As Lucifer.” she rejoined, ‘‘who, I'm
sure. was English himself.”

“He disowned my mother for marrying a
D’Aubigny. No Frenchman, according to
his creed, would be an English gentleman’s
equal.”

““It’s the rule,” she said coolly. *‘Your
father was the exception, I suppose.”

**And do you suppose,” 1 exclaimed, en-

*‘that he ever would have solicited
your hand had he known the social standing
of yvour father, the policeman; your grand-
father, the confectioner; your stepfather,
the hair dresser of Unionapolis?”

Her stare was tragic now. Her cheek
paled. She trembled.

**You're joking,” she faltered, hoarsely.

I sprang up exultant.

**Nay, denial is useless. This letter,
placing these historical facts beyond dispute,
arrived yesterday in time to frustrate the
imposition.”

Witha “What!” of wild dismay she
snatched the letter, read. shuddered, sank
together, faintly ejaculating, **Lost!”

“*Wretched girl!” I shouted. **Which are
vultures, pray? We, his kindred, or you,
entrapping him into a marriage under false
pretenses?”

¢ *Stop. Mr. David,” she implored.

As well she might have cried, **Woa!” to
a runaway fire engine.

**Little whippersnapper of a nephew—
dead men’s shoes! Parasites!”

“*Mercy,” she entreated.

“*So perish all fortune hunters!”

She seized both of my hands, saying,
“Be silent and listen,” so authoritatively
that 1 obeyed—as though she were my aunt,
indeed.

“‘My mother is the cause of this. She s
a beautiful character, but she's got what
they call an oriental imagination. She
objects to giving plain things their right
names. I'm used to hear her call a
postillion a eavalier, dish-covers cupolas, a
temporary jug a flagon,a street fight a duel,
but this was carrying things too far!
Mother, what frightful mischief have you
done! Too late!”

**Can you possibly mean,” I asked, be-
wildered, *““That these—disclosures—take
her daughter by surprise—that you believed
yourself of gentle birth?”

**Of course I did,” she replied simply.
*‘How should I know better? True. once
since my engagement she dropped a hint in
her exultation that excited my suspicions.
But I never dreamt of anything approaching
this, or I should have insisted on knowing
the worst. Then, perhaps, I'd fallen
at his feet with a frank confession; but
now he’ll never forgive—never, in. the
violence of just resentinent, believe me in-
nocent of this fraud, for I cannot prove it.
Oh, my lost friend! Great goodness, that’s
his knoek!”

She started up.

“Come to denounce mother and child.
How shall I face him, how brave his re-
proaches?”

She hid ber face.

I stood over my aunt that was to have
been, feeling almost tall and quite heroie.
Now for a revenge, now for coals of fire.

It was a glorious moment.

“Celia,” I said, *‘it may not be too late.
Listen. Touched by the sunshine your in-
fluence has brought into my uncle’s life, I
—withheld that letter—gave himm one about
ensilage instead. He suspects nothing. The
frank confession is stili yours to make.”

“Worthy nephew of your uncle,” she
cried, intending a compliment. **I’ll thank
you afterward, He musn’t find you here.
This way-—quick.”

I barely disappeared through one door as
my uncle entered through the other, con-
cerned to find his betrothed in tears.

**My dear Celia,” he began so tenderly
that I must peep through the keyhole to

certify it was wuncle speaking, *‘this
wretched accident has affected your
nerves.”

**The train was upset, but it takes more
to upset me,” she sobbed. *“1I wish I'd
been cut to pieces, I do. It would have
spared me what I mind worse, and you
would have regretted me. Say you would,
Richard.”

**Celia, dearest love,” here I nearly be-
trayed myself by starting and yelling,
“*what have I done to provoke this strange
reception?”

**Our marriage,” she said with a desper-
ate dignity, *‘cannot take place.”

Said my uncle, with frowns in his voice:
““This jesting, Celia, is ill-timed; I don’t
understand.”

“Wait, and—you—will,” she faltered.
“‘A terrible family secret, carefully kept
from me hitherto. Circumstances over
which 1 had no control materially affecting
our condition.”

Pecuniary circumstances?” he suggested.
““You mean your fortune was overrated.
Your mother’s liberal expenditure has led
her into debt?”

“It's worse than debts,” she declared,
paused, then announced, solemnly: *‘Blots
on our escutcheon generations cannot ef-
face.”

**A family skeleton,” he began uneasily,
trying to laugh. *‘Chat’s bad.”
m“”Wome than the worst you can imag-

e.

**Not a crime?” he muttered, startled.

*“Worse than a crime,” she affirmed.

Hereupon he arose impatiently, saying:

**Dearest Celia, 1 think you have got con-
caussion of the brain:”

“Not L,” she returned mournfully, “‘it's
my mother’s where the screw is loose.
Don’t blame her before ine, Richard. She
is romantic—she has misled you about our

by using high-sounding language.
The awful truth I never knew myself. Our
union is impossible. I am no fit match for
Richard Grimston.”

*“The daughter of an eminent public
functionary, and of a collateral descendant
of the Norfolk Howards is no unfit match,
even for Richard Grimston.”

‘“‘He was a simple policeman,” she
sobbed, “in England; a storekeeper in
America. Mother's family’s oaly connec-
tion with their illnstrious namesake was
that they supplied their breakfast table with
fresh rolls. Take back your betrothal ring,
Richard, the worst is yet to come. The
late Mr. Pierpont was no artist—but a—a—
perfumer, ete.”

There was a tremendous pause, broken
by Celia’s sobs. Touched, I was using my
pocket handkerchief behind the door. My
uncle’s voice, when he spoke again,sounded
ominously familiar.

“‘You will excuse me if I leave you now.
This in has siunned me com-
pletely. If true—"

“It's all true,” she declared. “‘Ask
mamma.”

*‘Your word suffices,” he said hastily,and
left the house.

Instantly 1 darted from my hiding place
to the assistance of my promised aunt, pros-
trate on the sofa.

*‘Celia—aunt, be comforted,” I implored.

‘“‘Never,” she returned. *‘I’ll break my
heart—*"it’ll serve mother out.”

How alleviate her distress? Presently
came a brisk ring at the door, and in tripped
Mrs. Pierpont, home from shopping. Une
glance at this pretty, careless. frisky, irre-
sponsible-looking matron, the contents of
whose brain, I suspect, were mainly thistle
down, explained much. Full of her pur-
chases, she began, without even noticing
me:

*‘Celia, I've seen dress.
Just like a poet's dmmdumx."

**Wedding dress!” echoed Celia, bitterly.
“Would it were.” 4

“You wont be wanting to wear it ever-
lastingly.” o )Al; lPie!'oonl.. misun-
derstanding her. ** 've composed the
loveliest w u:ite pear] cuirass. ’ y

**Hush,” cried Celia, frant'cally. *‘I wish
I“’:'n;\'a seen ; 1ever Amer-

! Never been born. It's ail your doing.”
" *‘Of course it is,” said Mrs. Pierpont,
complacemly! *‘I brought you over ex-

to afford the
pressly “n:“‘m opportunity of
you said.”
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initials engraved;
might marry somebody else whose
begins with a G.”

“*Never. 1 shall go into a convent to-
morrow and die soon.”

us all start. A messenger brought Celia a

letter from my uncle.
**Read it,” she said.
I read aloud:
“*Your confession, Celia, has shocked me

heart. You are net respousible for the call-
ing of your progenitor, nor for the deplora-
ble error that left you misinformed. 1 do
not choose that you should suffer undeserv-
edly. The hand I offered in ignorance, I
now extend to you in the fullest knowledge
of your pedigree.”

**That’s acting like a gentleman,” began
Mrs. Pierpont. Celia interposed.

*“Thank him, mother,”—signifying me—
“Mr. David D’Aubigny, my nephew that
will be yet, tell me how Ican show my
gratitude.”

1 told her:

*‘When you become my aunt, contrive to
&kem between your husband and his

r." 5

**You bet,” she tersely replied.

- - - - - - - - -

I had been sent down to mar the mateh,
and there I had made it, fast and sure!
Should I ever paeify my mother, [ won-
dered? Nevertheless, as I returned to
Hamerton Grange, I repented nothing.

“*Mrs. Pierpont kept her word. The very
day after the wedding she sailed, and sub-
sequently married a banker—the genuine
article this time, I am told.

Celia kept her word. The reconciliation
she effected was speedy and complete. The
richer by a transformed uncle, a charming
aunt and interesting little cousins, I have
never even missed my lost “‘expectations.”
—London Society.

LOCAL MENTION.

Don’t Forget
The closing auction sale of the Alness stock
of clothing at 340 Jackson street at 10 o'clock
Monday morning.

DPressmaking.

Mrs. L. F. Anthony, at her new parlors,
417 Wabasha street, will make a liberal re-
duction on all orders taken through the
month of January. Party and wedding out-

fits a specialty. All work guaranteed strictly
first class.

Rk Ao

The Balance

Of the Alness stock of fine clothing at 340
Jackson street will be sold at auction Monday
morning at 10 o’clock:

For You
Order your coal and wood of Duluth Coal
company, corner Fourth and Jackson. Sat-
isfaction guaranteed. J. W. Crosson.

The Balance
Of the Alness siock of fine clothing at 340

Jackson street will be sold at auction Monday
morning at 10 o'clock.

Borrow Meney
On personal property. See financial col-

umn, page 7. R. Deming & Co,, 362 Jackson,
corner Fifth street.

The Balance
Of the Alness stock of fine cilothing at 3840
Jackson street will be sold at auction Monday
morning at 10 o’clock.

—_—

Don’t Forget
The closing suction sale of the Alness stock
of clothing at 340 Jackson street at 10 o'clock
Monday morning.

RBorrow Money

For Nent.
Four brick houses, ecorner of Nina and
Laurel avenues; all the modern improve-
wents. Inquire of C. Riley, on premises.

Globe Job Printing Office.

D. Ramaley & Son, book ani job printers,
Globe building. 14 West Fourth street.

BORN.
HEIMAN—Born to Mr. and Mrs. M. Heiman of
Christmas

Vicksburg, Miss, on eve, &
daughter.

DIED.

SPRAGUE—In LeSueur, Minn.,Dec. 80, in the
78d year of his age, Joshua Sprague,
father of J. W. Sprague of this city, and
Mrs. Daniel Ellsworth and Mrs. M. B. Mor-
ton of LeSueur. The remains will be taken
East for interment.

EKELLY—On Jan. 1, 1886, at the residence of
his son-in-law, Michael Claocy, Hastings
road, Jobn Kelly, aged 62 years. Funeral
Sunday, 84, 1 p. m. Services at St. Mary’s
church. Friends invited to attend.

NOTICE.

87. PAUL, Minn., Jan. 1, 1886.—On this date
CHAS. W. GORDON and CHAS. L. KLUCK-
HOHN bave been admitted to an interest in
our business, the firm name remaining as

heretofore.
GORDON & FERGUSON.

DR. J0S. LICK—OCULIST |

Treats successfully all kinds of Sore Eyes,
of the eyelids.

N:mth & W D
over Drug store,
Room 19, st. Minn.

B

‘Sackett & Wiggins’
MAMMOTH MUSEUM,

And Theatorum !

94 to 96 E. Sevenths_t_.

WEEK OF JAN. 4

Opening the New Year with bet- |

ter, larger and strongershows
than ever given before. .

The Marﬁe_Wonders!

THE MAN FISH
AND WATER QUEEN.

The hero and heroine of silver spray. Liv-
ing, eating, drinking, sleeping and even ex-
isting beneath a flood of crystal waters.
The Whole Produced In a Gi-

gantic Aquarium.

iVANOVITCH,

The Escaped Siberian Exile,

Conviet No. 11, who is replete with wonderful
stories of Russian crueity, descriptions of the
Weird Ozarks, and the monotonous scenery of
the Amoor.

PRINCESS LUCY,

The $10,000 Midget who attracted so much at-
tention last week will remain five davs longer,
the management paying a forfeit of $200 to
the Washington, D. C., museum, and paying
weekly salary of $500.

ETTINE,

Women of mystery, with raven tressess that
actually trail on the floor when erect.

All the curious and celebrated features in
the three great halls of the museum.

SPENCE & SAWTELLE'S

12. Electric Sparks. 12

Eogaged for the stage performances In the
Theatorum. This company embraces

Abis & McBride,
Victor Gerome,
Keely & Belmont,
Tommy Adams,

Young, the Emigrant, and others.

A laughable musical travesty produced by
this organization.

Improper Characters Not Admitted Under Any
Pretext.

Ladies and children can always attend un-
escorted and receive the best of attention.

Admission 10c., Opera Chairs Be.

Doors cpen from 1 to 10 p. m.
Continuous Performances !

GRAND OPERA HOUSE.
Three Nights and Wednesday Matinee, com-
Monday, Jan. 4. Thelaughing hit,

“A RAG BABY,”

By Chas. H.Hoyt, author of A Tin Soldier”
and “A Bunch of Keys.” Under the man-
agewent of EUGENE TouMpPKiNs, of the Bos-
ton Theater.

The Funniest of all Funny Plays. Grab it Quick,

By securing seats early.

GRAND OPERA HOUSE.

Thursday, Friday, Saturday, January 7, 8, 9.
GLND s’ATUuDA{' MATINEE.
America’s Favorite Artist,
LIZZIE MAY ULMER
And her Superb Company in tbegre-tdonody

drama,
“DAD’'S GIRL.”
A succession of crowded houses everywhere,
Secure your seats Tuesday, Jau. 5.

OLYMPIC THEATER !

Seventh street, near Jackson.
Pas Coaley, Prop’r. Edawin P. Hilton, Manager.

January 4, Week and Saturday Matinee.
One Week Only of
FANNIE PRESTIGE’S

BIG BURLESQUE CO.

Reduced Prices of Admission.

10 cents, 2 cents & 60 cents.

TURNER HALL!

Sunday Evening, Jan. 3, '86.
SIXTH POPULAR CONCERT

BY

Serbert sOrchestra

Admission, 25 cents.

I Make your New Year’s call
with your ladies this evening.

GRAND BALL
At Jordan’s Hall, 123 Dakota Avenue,

FRIDAY EVENING, JAN. 8, 1886.
TICKETS 50 CTS., FOR SALE AT THE DOOR.
Ladies Free.

LEARN TO DANCE.
AT
PROF. R. H. EVANS’

o)

AUS & CO.,
PIANOS.

m the market on
the easiest terms.

If it were possible to foretell the weather three
months ahead, THE BOSTON would not be so badiy
“‘stuck™ on Overcoats, but expecting a severe winter,
we bought an enormous Overcoat stock, and conse-
quently are now greatly overloaded. Our 30th Semi-
Annual Red Figure Sale is moving them rapidly from
our counters. Not an Overcoat that was not a bar-
gain at the price it sold for before this sale began, and
now we have takea from $3 to 6 from the price of
each Overcoat, thus not only giving our customers
their Overcoats at cost, but in most cases for much
less than oost during this Great 30th Semi-Annual

RED FIGURE SALE !
BOSTON
One-Price Clothing House !

Corner Third and Robert Streets,

ST. PAUL.

N. B.—Until further notice we close at 6:30 every
evening except Saturday evening.

TWELFTH NEWYEAR'S GREETING

Great Atlantic & Pacific Tea Co.,

47 East Third Street, St. Paul.

On Saturday, Jan. 2, and the following week we will
present to each purchaser of

TEAS, C

OFFEES

Or Baking Powder

A handsome Calendar, which for beauty of Design and
artistic skill cannot be surpassed. We opened our
Branch 47 East Third street in 1874 and have to-day
over 150 stores in the United States, which in itself
should be sufficient guarantee that our Teas, Coffees,
ete.,, are unequaled in strength and flavor at the price

for which they are sold.

GREAT ATLANTIC & PACIFIC TEA CO.,

47 East Third Street,
ST. PAUL.

312 Nicollet Avenue,
MINNEAPOLIS.

ICE CARNIVAL.

lgBOGGANING AND SNOWSHOE COSTUMES

e to Order on Short Notice.
Out-of-town clubs will do well to

Special Rates made with Clubs.
write to me before placing their

orders. Any information cheerfully furnished.

LADIES’ COSTUMES A SPECIALTY.
NICOLL, The Tailor, 21 E. Third Street, St. Paul.

E will make a Discount of Ten per cent.

Feb. 1.

on all orders received from this date to
DUNCAN & BARRY,
Importing Tailors, 36 East Third Street. St. Paul.

Wholesale

and Retail
Third Street, corner Minnesota, St. Paul

QUINBY & ABBOTT,

FURNITURE!

" NOTICE

To Merchants, Bankers and

Business Men

Generally, as well as salesmen, bookkeepers,
and clerks, who, from close confinement to
business and hard mental and physical
work, have impaired their heaith and need
a tonic to strengthen, tone up and reinvigor-
ate their systems, will find the Magnetic
Appliance Company’s Magnetic Belt the
SAFEST, SIMPLEST AND MOST
EFFECTIVE REMEDY they can wuse.
It does away with all drugging of the stom-
ach and assists nature in a natural way to
overcome disease by constantly recharging
every nerve, cell, drop of blood, and filament
that forms the human system, with a mild,
soothing and Snvigorating magnetic influ-
ence and which gradually restores the lost
animal electricity tothebody. Priceof Belt,
withmagnetic Foot Batteries, $10. Sent by
express, C. 0. D., and an examination al-
lowed, or by mail on receipt of price. Inor-
dering, send measure of waist and size shoe.
Write us full description of your difficulty.
Order direct or throuyh your druggist.

TO THE LADIES.

If you are afflicted with Neuralgia, Nervous
Exhaustion, Headache, or Cold Feet, Lame
Back and other Ailments peculiar to ladies,
an Abdominal Belt and a pair of Magnetic
Foot Batteries have no superiors in the relief
and cureof all these complaints. They carry
a powerful magnetic force to the seat of the
disease

Price of Belt with Magnetic Foot Batteries,
$10. Sent by Express C. O. D., or by mail on
recelpt of price. In ordering, send measure
of waist and size of shoe.

Send §1 in currency in letter, with size of
shoe usually worn, and try a pair of our mag-
netic insoles. The wearer feels the warmth,
life and revitalization IN THREE MINUTES
after putting them on.

Write us full description of your difficulty.

Circulars free.

THE MAGNETIC APPLIANCE CO.,
89 Madison street, Chicago, Ill,
Noves Bros. & CUTLER, Agents,
St. Paul, Minn.

CheapCoal!

GRIGGS & FOSTER

Offer the best grades of Anthracite and
Bituminous Coal at the very lowest market
prices. Their coal is fresh from the mineg
and well screened, and their body wood can«

| not be equaled in the state,
Special Low Rates on

'MAPLE AND BIRCH WOOD.

41 E. Third St.. Cor. Cedar.
~ On account of REPAIRS at
our FACTORY work will not
be resumed until MONDAY,
JAN. 11, 1886. In the mean-
time, our Books of Accounts

will be at our store, corner
Eighth and Jackson streets.

CORLIES, CHAPMAN & DRAKE.

64-3

J. B. CHAPMAN, Secretary.

DR. J. G. WALKER,

Eye and Ear Surgeon,
104 E. Third street, St. Paul, Minn

Largest stock of Artificial Eyes in the Wes
DR. ROY,

SPECIALIST YOR

Cqtarrh, Bronchitis, Astima

And aill lung and throat diseases. Cure by the
Pneuometer in connection with medicine. Call
or address Dr. Roy, 400 Cedar av,, Minneapolid

NOTICE

Is hereby given that Mrs. James Thompson &
Son have this day sold their branch news
stand located in the Portland Block, No. 481
Broadway to Mr. W. H. DOWSING.

MRS. JAMES THOMPSON & SON.

St Paul, Ja 1, 1ss is
THE BERLITE SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES,
M LIS, ST. PAUL,

New special class in French beginning
$10 for thirty lessons. mum“’

WM. G. ROBERTSON,

(Successorto D. A. Robertson & Co., the oldesf
Real Estute A y in Mi ota.)

Real Estate & Financial
AGENT,

- 269 West Seventh Street.

-

—— —



