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UNDER A SHADOW. 
Continued. 

  

‘I thought that I heard something 
strange,’ said Edgar. 

‘ Row quickly and see!’ cried Nugent. 
A few rapid strokes brought them quite 

close to the opposite bank; there, from the 
eddies still whirling, they knew some- 
thing had gone down. 

‘Shall we dive after it?’ asked Edgar, 

and Nugent said: 
“I will: I know just the spot where it 

disappeared.’ 
The next moment they both saw the 

face of a woman floating for one half min- 
ute on the surface of the river, then it dis- 

appeared. The next moment Nuzent had 
plunged into the river after it. How si- 
lent the moon and stars were while he 
fought that gallant struggle! how silent 
the trees and the wind ! All nature seem- 
ed listening and waiting. In a few mo- 
ments Nugent rose to the surface. 
‘Edgar he cried. Another rapid 

stroke of the oars and Edgar was close to 
him, ‘It is a woman! he exclaimed ; 
‘ help me lift her in the boat.’ 

She was raised over the side, the water 
dripping from her garments and from 
her long hair. They laid her down wkile 
Nugent climbed into the boat after her. 
‘Row to the shore,” he said; ‘we must 

fasten the boat before we can do anything 
for her.’ 

A few seconds — the boat seemed to fly 
over the water — a few seconds, and they 
were close to the green bank. Edgar 
leaped out, drew the rope belonging to the 
boat, and fastened it to the trunk of a tree 
then they knelt to look at the woman 
whose life they had saved. 

‘She is not dead” said Nugent; and then 
the moon showed them a beautiful face— 
more beautiful than words could tell, even 
as they saw it there, culd, white and 
still. 

‘She is not dead,” repeated Fdgar Car- 
ruthers; ‘and she has something tightly 
clasped in her arms.’ 

They opened the shawl. It was only a 
little dead baby, clasped in the rigid 
arms as though death itself should not 
part them. A little babe, dead, with a 
smile on its face. They cried aloud, both 
of them; and Nugent, looking at her 
hands, cried: 

‘It is the old story—a beautiful girl, no 
wedding-ring on, drowned with a babe at 
her breast. The old, old story.’ 

‘Still she is not dead, and we must find 
help,’ said Edgar. ‘Where did she come 
fom, Nugent? 

‘I did not see her; I only saw a figure 
come out of the mist and fall into the 
water. How beautiful she is! She must 
have been wretched to have sought for 
death while she is so young. We will 
not take her back to the place whence 
she came; we have saved her from death 
—we will not give her back to those who 
drove her to death.’ 

“No,” replied Edgor, “that we will not.’ 
And over the fair, silent body the two 

friends grasped each other's bands, and 
swore to help the helpless creature whom 
they had rescued from death. 

‘What can we do?” asked Edgar. Where 
can we take her?’ 

Nugent, always full of resources, ans- 
wered: 

‘I know ; I can see it all. Old Matteo, 
our guide, has a pretty little house close 
to Florence. He has a good old wife, too. 
We will ask them to give the poor girl a 
home; we will tell them how we found her. 
We can trust them, I am sure—they both 
know me. Besides, money can do much, 
you know, Edgar; and money shall save 
this poor girl, if it be possible.’ 

It was soon settled in his quick, rapid 
fashion. He remained in the boat, while 
Edgar hastened in search of a carriage. 
The driver was heavily paid; they told him 
that a lady had fallen in the river, and 
that they were anxious to get her home. 
Then they drove quickly to Matteo’s door. 

It was just 2s they said; Matteo was 
glad to oblige the rich English milord— 
he was glad to make a little money; and 
with:Bebo, his wife, he swore everlasting 
secrecy. 

They carried her into the warm little 
house— the fair, hapless girl who had 
ruined herself, body and soul,by believing 
in the false word of a man. She was laid 
on the pretty bed where Matteo’s only 
daughter had died a few short months ago 
and Bebo cried hot tears over the dead 
body. How they mourned over her, cried 
over her, pitied her youth, admired her 
beauty! Then Nugent, always alive to the 
need of the moment, went himself in 
search of a doctor. He found one and 
brought him, not telling him the truth — 
thatithe beautiful girl, so white and so still 
was a stranger to them—but saying simp- 
ly that she had fallen into the river. 

* And this child, this baby, not certain- 
ly more than a month old, how came she 
near the river? he asked, suspiatously. 

Then Nugent, finding that he must tell 
the truth, told it. The doctor looked 
grave and pitiful. 

‘It is, indeed, just the old story. This 
girl has, most probably, tried to drown 

herself because the child was dead; that 
has not been drowned—it has none of the 
marks of drowning on it.’ 

‘Not drowned! then it must have been 
dead when she jumped into the river.’ 

‘Yes, there can be no question of that,’ 
replied the doctor. 
Then they gently unclasped the rigid 

arms and took the child away, Bebo weep- 
ing tenderly the while. It required the 
strength of a man to unfasten that tenaci- 
ous grasp. When the babe was gone and 

her arms were empty, they saw a faint 

quivering of her lips, a faint movement of 
the eyelids; the next minute two dark 
dreamy eyes opened with an expres- 
gion of vague meaning. 

‘Where am I — where am I asked Ali- 
son, feebly. ‘I thought that I was dead.’ 

She looked into the strange face of the 

doctor, and the anxious face of Nugent 
Avenham. 

‘Is it the same world ? she asked. 

‘Yes, child the same world,’ said the 
doctor— ‘the same sad, weary, wicked 
world, whereon nothing except Heaven's 
love makes sunshine.’ 

Again the pale lips opened, for she had 
stretched out her arms, 

‘Where is my baby ?’ she cried. 
‘Poor little baby! we are going to find 

it a little grave in the sunshine, where the 
flowers can grow near it,” said the doctor. 

‘Poor little baby ! Now you must talk no 
more.’ 

She caught his hand in her own. 
‘Who saved me?’ she asked. ‘I went to 

the river— my best friend is dead. Who 
saved me? 

‘I saved you,’ replied Nugent. 
The dark dreamy eyes looked sadly at 

him. 
‘You did not know,” she said. ‘You 

thought you were doing a good deed when 
you took the dead child and the living 
mother from the river. Ah! my heaven 
we were better there; there was only my 
body left to die—my heart and my soul 
died days ago.’ 

‘Poor child! said Nugent, and he turned 
away to hide the tears that filled hiseyes. 

Alison caught the doctor's hand again. 
‘It was very good of him,” she moaned; 

‘but he did not know—he could not have 
known. You will be kind to me, and let 

me die in peace. 
‘Have you no one thing to live for?’ ask- 

ed Nugent. 
‘No! she cried, with a sudden passion of 

pain; ‘not one single thing—before Heav- 
en, not one.’ 

‘Poor child! he said again. 
Then the doctor, with the two friends, 

withdrew, leaving Bebo to take off the 
wet clothes and administer the sleeping 
draught. - 

‘Will she live?” asked Nugent eage-ly. 
‘I should say not’ replied the doctor; ‘the 

sudden chill of the river would be suffic- 
ient to kill her; but she is strongand young 
those are great points in her favor.’ 

‘Well, said Nugent Avenham, ‘I went 
out this evening a sullen, discontented 

man, wretched myself and inclined to 

make every one else the same; thank 
Heaven I went. I will make this poor 
creature my special care. I will do my 

best to make her well, to restore her to 

her lost life and her lost happiness. 
‘You are a noble man,’ said the doctor; 

but Nugent shook his head. 
‘There is very little nobility about me, 

I fear; but I will do this one good deed 
if Heaven spares me. I suppose the first 
thing we can do for her will be to bury the 
child.’ 

‘Yes.’ replied the docter, with a sigh 
‘that will be the first thing. Ah, me, how 
sad it all seems! I am growing an old 
man now and I have seen so much of the 
ways of the world—of its vices, its decep- 
tions, its miseries—that I am tired of it 
and long for heaven. I know the routine 
of these matters; let me help you in your 
good deeds. We will bury the child, and 
restore the young mother.’ 

So while Alison slept the deep sleep 
that comes from drugs, the little one was 

buried. Bebo, who had had but one 

daughter, and had never recovered from 
the loss of her, cut off from the dead 
child’s head some of the soft, silken, gold- 
en down. She meant to give it to the 
poor mother when she recovered. 

They buried the little one in the green 
cemetery at Florence. There was no 
name to put on the little gravestone—no 
name, no age; but Nugent would have a 

small white marble cross with a cluster 
of white lilies at the foot. 

Then they had nothing to think about 
but ‘Alison. Would she recover? If 
health or strength returned to her, would 

she regain her senses? She was terribly 
ill. One strange delusion never left her— 
when Nugent came into the room to see 
what progress she was making, she al- 

ways called him Arthur. He was not un- 
like Lord Cardyne in appearance. A- 
nother was that she believed her little 
child to be asleep, not dead. 
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CHAPTER XXXIIIL 

A GRANDMOTHER-IN-LAW, 

A month had passed, and Alison was 
able to sit up. Once again she began to 
realize the terrible shock of her lover’s de- 
sertion and her child's death. It had 
been a long mariyrdom; she had not 
wanted to live, she had not cared to live. 

She had turned her face full often to the 
wall with a dreary moan, hoping she 
would die. She had refused the doctor's 
medicine, she had refused food; but then 
as he had said, she was young—vouth 
has a strength and vitality of its own 
hard to defeat. 

After a time she began to watch the 

sunshine, to listen to the birds, to ask 
about the flowers, and to feel that there 

was some little beauty left in the world 
after all. From that time she never men- 
tioned her lover's name. She made no 
inquiries about him; she took it for grant- 
ed that he had ceased to feel any inter- 
est in her. She hoped he would believe 
her dead. 

There had been a terrible commotion 
at the villa when it was found out that 
she had disappeared. On that night the 
old nurse had slept soundly, never wak- 

ing until the morning sunbeams touched 
her face. The excuse she gave after- 

ward was that she had been awake for 
two nights, and was worn out. When 
the warm, bright sunbeams did wake 
her, she turned to her patient, and saw 
that she was no longer there. 

At first she felt no alarm, believing 
that she had gone into the next room to 
see the child. She went there, but, to 
her alarm, the child as well as the 

mother was gone. Then she cried out 
for help; the servants came running to 
her. The doctor was sent for, he severe- 

ly reprimanded the nurse, who wept with 
violent protestations otf having done her 
best. 

‘She has drowned herself, sir; I knew 
she would,’ she said to the doctor. ‘She 
was always mattering in her sleep about 
a woman's face inthe river. She has 
gone to the river.’ 

The doctor knew that it was probable. 

‘She has gone, and she has the child 
with her,” he said, slowly. - 

They went—for it was morning light 
now—they went to the river-side. There 
were traces of hurried steps, and to the 
nurse’s eyes the most convincing proof of 
all, the white lace she had wrapped 
around the baby’s head, and the flowers 
that she had scattered over it, were trac- 
ed from the room where the child lay   down to the river’s bank.   

‘It is true, said the doctor, ‘she has 
thrown herself in, with the dead child in 

her arms. There is no more to be said 
there can be no doubt, he continued, 
‘but that the hapless lady was quite in- 
sane. 

He wrote to England, to Messrs Walton, 
who at once sent one of their confidentia! 
clerks to Florence. He found that there 
was nothing else to be done. Alison 

Trente had undoubtedly, in her deliriom. 
taken the dead child in her arms, and 

plunged into the river with it. The clerk 
made quite sure, as he believed, of the 

intelligence before he returned to England 

Messrs. Walton waited some time be- 

fore they told the news to their client. 

It reached him one evening when Autumn 

was just giving place to winter, and he 

was alone at Hargrave Park, preparing 
for his coming marriage in the spring. 
There he received the solicitors letter tell- 
ing him that Alison Trente had drowned 
herself. She had taken her dead child in 
her arms, and plunged into the Arno; her 
body had not been, and, in all probabilty, 
never would be recovered. 

He was for a few minutes terribly 
shocked. The words ‘her dead child, 

horrified him first; then the notion of Ali 
son dead—that beautiful, gifted girl, with 

her loving heart and genius, dead! 
Of course it was right, he argued, that 

before his marriage he should give up all 
these follies and vices; he was compelled 
to bid Alison adieu, but who would have 

thought that she would have taken mat- 
ters to heart in this fashion ? 

‘It was always the way with women, 

he said, ‘you never know what to expect 
from them.’ 

The very idea that Alison would drown 

herself—the bare idea of that beautiful 
face buried in the cold, dark, silent water. 
A thousand miserable "thoughts came 

over him. He remembered what she 

had said to him on that dewy, fragrant 

night, when the boat had glided down 

the deep, silent river. 
‘If ever you leave me, I shall come 

back to this very spot and drown myself, 

she had said. ‘I can see my own face 

there with a mocking smile on the lips. 
He felt annoyed with her then for the 

words, but how true they were! She had 

meant them. hapless Alison. How dearly 
she had loved him that losing him should 

drive her to death! 
Then his fancy wandered to the mask- 

ed ball and the tall figure in the dark 

domino. 
“You have the line of murder on your 

hand,” the fortune-teller had said to him, 

and it was true. He had driven this 
helpless girl to her death as surely as 

though he had plunged her into the 
water with his own hands. 

‘It was a sorry piece of business alto- 
gether,” said the earl, ‘and now I am 

sorry that I ever saw the girl.’ 
His repentance reached no further. He 

was sorry that fate or fortune had brought 

her in his way; he did not say to himself 
that his own base selfishness, his cruel 

self-indulgence, his want of honor or 

truth, were to blame—it was simply ‘fate,’ 

‘fortune;’ he had no deeper regret. 
‘Poor Alison! he said aloud; and that 

night he dreamed of her as he had seen 
her first in the bright undimmed radi- 

ance of her beauty and purity—innocent 
as a child, pure as an angel. He dream- 
ed that she stood smiling at him, and 

asking him to take her to see the pictures 
she loved best; and when he awoke, he 
remembered that she was lying dead un- 
der the swift, dark river, with his child in 

her arms. 

He went up to London and by his ex- 
press desire Messrs Walton sent again a 
confidential clerk, who had orders to re- 

main on the spot for a week, and then, if 
her fate seemed certain, he was to pay off 
the servants and give up possession of the 
villa; and a very excellent piece of busi- 
ness the same clerk made of it. A very 

handsome balance was placed to his ac- 
count in the bauk, and he was a happy 
man. He paid off the servants and the 
villa was closed and Alison saw it no 
more. 

Lord Cardyne felt dull for a few days. 
‘It was such a foolish deed for Alison to 
have done,’ he said: she might have 

known how it would have distressed me.’ 

Then as the time drew near his marri- 
age, he forgot it; after all it had been but 

an episode to him—nothing more. The 

spring was coming and spring was to 

give him the girl whom, after all his flirt 
ations and follies, he really loved with a 
sincere love. He was to be married in 
Florence—Prince D’Isio insisted on it: 
the earl insisted shrugged his shoulders 
at the notion. After all, what did it mat- 

ter? No one would venture to remind 
him of anything unpleasant, and Camila 
kuew nothing. It was not quite what he 

liked, he would have preferred being 
married in England, where there was no 

sorrowful associations for him; but it 
must be there was no use in rebellion. 

He went to Florence, and the whole 

city was in commotion over the wedding; 
it was spring then—the lilacs were ail in 
flower, the lilies in bloom. Every one 
was talking of the rich English milord 
who was going to marry the prince's niece 

Fate had a rod in store for Lord Car- 

dyne. The wedding was superb, there 
had been nothing in Florence like it for 
grandeur and beauty — the whole of the 
fair city was excited over it, and then 
the wedding breakfast—it was superb. 
Al! the elite of the city attended it, and 
every one wae delighted. But when the 
hour of parting came Camilia resulutely 

refused to go witho«t Madame D’Isio. 
She trembled at the idea of going to 
England—England, the country of which 

she had read such terrible histories; if 

she went, then madame la grandmere 
must go with her. 

In vain the prince remonstrated and 
explained; in vain the earl pleaded and 
prayed. 

‘To that country alone I will not go. 
said Lady Cardyne. ‘I am afraid; Iam 

sore afraid.’ 
The elder lady and the younger one 

clung weeping together, until the prince 

in dignified despair turned to the earl. 

‘Heaven help you, my good friend,’ he 
said; ‘vou must take both or none.’ 

So, after a hurried fashion, the large 

trunks of Madame D’Isio were packed, 
the prince looking on pathetically. 

    
  
    

‘Heaven help vou, my good friend, yon 
will have a sorry life of it, 1 fear, a 
mother-in-law is bad sometimes; but a 
grand-mother-in-law! 

Well, his eloquence failed him; the 

idea was toostupendous—a grandmother- 

in-law! 

Lord Cardyne, who had pleased him- 
self by picturing the delight of traveling 

with his young wife, found himself ham- 
pered with an invalid lady, who required 

close carriages and warm rooms. Besides 

which, Madame D’Isio watched him with 

Argus eyes. It was all very well, she 

thought: he seemed to be sincerely 

attached 10 Camila, but was he to be 

trusted? There had been something in 

Florence—her son had not exactly told 

her what, but a kind of entanglement. 
and what had happened once might hap 
pen again. 

For Camila’s sake she considered her- 

self bound to keep a watchful eye on 
him. She made a point of inquiring 
rigorously into the hours of his ahsence 
—where had he been? whom had he 

seen? She had another habit, too, which 

annoyed him greatly—she watched him, 
furtively with half-closed eyes. The 
earl did not find his life remarkably 

pleasant—the constant presence of Ma- 
dame D’Isio was a terrible torment to 

him. Ifin any way he displeased his 
young wife, she, all tears, flew to ma- 

dame; then madame would lecture him 

—he, the wealthiest, the handsomest, the 

most admired earl in England. If, in re- 

tnrn, he presumed to say one word to 
madame, that stately lady with imperial 

grace would order her boxes to be packed 

Then his wife weeping, full of reproaches 

and complaints, would weary him into 
asking forgiveness. 

‘If grandmamma goes I go, I could not 

stay in this dreadful gray England of 
yours without her. I must have her here 

to remind me of my sweet, sunny home. 

If you love me Arthur—if you are quite 

sure that you love me—go and beg of her 

pray of her to remain.’ 
He was compelled to do it—no man 

ever went through more domestic humil- 
ation. True he had some kind of re- 

venge in his power—he could stay away 

from home, he could dine at his club, he 

could spend half the night over the whist 

table; but sure and certain retribution 

followed quickly. 
It was all very well; he could be defi- 

ant and masterful, but his day was over 
—Madame D'Isio had a certain ‘control 
over him; he knew that if he defied her 

she would return to Italy, and Lady Car- 
dyne would go with her. 

‘I have made a terrible blunder,” said 

the earl to himself, and his thoughts turn- 

ed regretfully tothe loving devotion of 
Alison Trente. 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 

“HER NAME WILL LIVE.” 

There was one thing Alison steadily 

refused to do after her recovery, and it 

was to see Nugent Avenham. In vain 

the doctor, old Matteo, and Bebo implored 

her to do so. She would never consent. 

She had seen him several times during 

her illness; that she could not help; but 
after her recovery—no. She wrote him; 

she told him over and over again how 
grateful she was to him; how she thanked 

him, above all, that he had given her 

little child that pretty green grave: she 

told him there was nothing more he 

could do for her. 
In answer to that letter, he wrote beg- 

ging of her to let him assist her in some 

way in establishing herself. She said 

no; that she had a certain talent—a gift, 
by the exercise of which she hoped to 
live; he could do no more for her. She 

promised him that she should never 
again attempt her life, and she thanked 
him that she had not found herself sud- 

denly in the presence of an angry and 
justly-offended God. She should always 
remember him, always pray for him, but 
she never asked lis name, never address- 

ed him by it, never even heard it. 
Matteo called him the English milorl, 

and Alison did the same. She bade him 

farewell in a little note that was blister- 

ed with tears, but she could not see him, 
though Matteo told her that he was 

leaving Florence never to return. 
He went. Edgar Carruthers had been 

gone some time. The day came when 
Alison felt herself strong and able to 

work. Then she put her plans in exe- 
caution. She would leave Florence, the 

fair city in which she had been so 

wretched, in which the best part of her 

had died. She would go to Rome, and 
there in real earnest, study the art by 
which she was to live. She would have 
to have money—not that she intended to 

touch one farthing of the money left to 

her by Lord Cardyne; she would not have 

touched it had she been dying of star- 
vation; but among the things she had 

preserved was a diamond locket, one 
containing a portrait of her lover;it was 
fastened round her neck with a valuable 

chain of gold. When he gave it to her, 

Lord Cardyne said: 
“This is worth a king's ransom, Alison.’ 
He was so careless, so recklessly gen- 

erous, that slie knew it must be of great 
value by his mentioning it. She had 

worn it ever since he gave it to her; she 

had besides a ring set with costly dia- 
monds. If she conld get to Rome, she 
would sell them and live on the proceeds 
until her painting began to bring her 

money in. She would not sell them in 
Florence, lest by means of the jewels she 
should be traced. Matteo lent her money 
to pay for her journey from Florence to 

Rome. She repaid him with interest. 
She never once left Matteo’s house until 
the day of her departure for Rome. Then 
she went first to the cemetery, where 
Bebo showed her the little green grave, 
the white marble cross, with the lillies 

at the foot; and, kneeling there, she gave 
her the soft, silken shred of hair that she 

had cut from the baby’s head—the little 
baby sleeping so gently below—tlie baby 
who had never had a name. Then Ali- 

son started for Rome; and, as the train 

glided slowly from the station, she, look- 
ing on the fair city, said; 

‘There my child lies buried, and there 

Alison Trente too died, for I will not call 
myself Alison Trente again.’ 

She had read—she did not remember 
just then whether it was truth or fiction—     

  

but she had read of a young girl, an ar- 

tist whose name was Asalita Ferrari a 
girl who wou!d have been one of the fine- 
est geniuses in the world had she lived. 

She had been born an artist. She had 
painted a few pictures of rare merit, then 
the doom of woman was upon her. She 

fell in love; as her love grew her genius 

was marred; when her love reached its 

height her hand lost its cunning, and she 

died disappointed both in heart and love. 
‘T will call myself Asalita Ferrari,’ 

thought Alison; the very name and mem- 

ory of Alison Trente shall die from the 
face of the earth—lost, guilty, wretched 

Alison! Asahta Ferrari shall atone for 

Alison’s sin. I have lived for love and it 

has lost me. T will now live for art. 

She reached Rome, and was more suc- 

cessful than she had ever hoped to be. 
The sale of the locket and the ring pro- 
cured her three hundred pounds. She 
smiled a faint sad smile as she saw the 
little heap of gold. 

‘T shall eat only bread and fruit; I shall 
drink nothing but coffee and water, she 

said, ‘so that my living will not cost me 
much. This will last me all the years 1 
am studying.’ 

She took a pretty little rcom and enter- 
ed herself as a student in the best art 
school in Rome. How she worked. No 
man ever toiled harder. She denied her- 

self almost everything; she studied far in- 
to the night; she rose and resumed her 
studies in the early morning. When she 

had painted till she could no longer hold 
a brush she would read. Sheread all the 

great authorities on the art of painting 

she read the lives of all eminent painters 
she spent whole days in the picture-gal- 
leries drinking in deep draughts from the 
very fountain of art. She was diligent 
and humble as a child; she began at the 
beginning. On the first day, when she 
with some pride showed her master her 
grandest efforts, pictures and sketches 

which she thought very excellent, he said 
to her: 

‘You are almost self-tanght.’ 
‘Yes,’ replied Alison; ‘I had lessons 

some years ago. I have taught myself 
since.’ 

‘The first thing that yon have to do is 

to forget all you know, to unlearn all that 
you have learned, that we may get on.’ 

He was struck with the docile, intelli- 
gent manner in which she obeyed him. 

‘You are obedient,’ said Signor Claudio; 
‘that is the first step towards sticcess.’ 

Yes, she was obedient enough; she re- 
solutely put away from her all dreams of 

color, all her conceptions of great pic- 
tures, and worked at the first lessons of 

a beginner. 

‘Shall I ever succeed?’ she asked one 
day of Signor Claudio. 

‘Yes’ he repiied; ‘you are a true artist; 
you live in your art; you will succeed.’ 

‘Have I real genius,’ she said to him 
again, ‘or only talent? 

‘You have genius,’ he replied; ‘and 
what is more, you have industry. My 
experiences teach me that one without 
the other is useless.’ 

To be continued. 
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QUEEN STREET. 

Among the Latest American Bonnets are 
found “The Bouquet Paris” and ‘‘Bougival.” 
For Misses, the «Exquisets” take the lead. 

Fredericton, N. B., April 11th. 

  

  

  

MISS WILLIAMS. 

Fashionable Millinery 
OPP. POST OFFICE, 

Queen Street, Fredericton. 
April 18th, 1891. 

  

$50.00 IN CASH! 
GIVEN AWAY. 

E Publisher of the Frepericrox H 
T Grose will present $35.00 in Cash as 
first, $10.00 as second and $5.00 as a third 
prize, to be given to the persons sending 
in the largest number of words made up 
from the letters contained in the words 
“Fredericton Globe.” This offer is open 
to paid up subscribers only, and parties 
desirous of competing for these Cas 
Prizes must send in their names and P. 
0. address, accompanied by $1.00 for one 
year’s subscription to the Grok. 

No letter in the words “Fredericton 
Globe” to be used more frequently than it 
appears in those words. 

he contest will close Aug. 30th, 1891. 
In case of a tie the first sender will be 

entitled to the prize. Send your list in 

  

early. 
Write only on one side of the paper up- 

on which you send your list. ebster’s 
Unabridged Dictionary will govern the 
contest. Address, 

A. J. MACHUM, 

Prop. Fredericton Globe, 
P. O. Box, 315. Fredericton, N, B. 

  

  

  

  

    
  

=UNLIKE ANY OTHER.- Positively Cures Diphtheria, Croup Asthma, Bronchitis, Colds, Tonsilitis. Hoarsen Coughs, Whooping Cough, Catarrh, Influenza, Cholera’ Morbus, Diarrhee u 3 aie} ache, Nervous Headache, Sciatica, Lame Back, Soreness in Body or Limbs. STE Jo - tra Tooth: AS MUCH FOR INTERNAL AS FOR EXTERNAL USE. It is marvelous how many different complaints it will cure. Its stron | acts quickly. Healing all Cuts, Burns and Bruises like Magic. Relieving oll of rns as Ch. PIRSA ORICINATED BY AN OLD FAMILY PHYSICIAN. direct from us, and request it, shall receive a certificate th t refund if not satisfled. Retail price by mail 35 cts.; 6 bottles, $2.00. yy FAA ns 
n Express and du repaid part United States or Canada. (#" Valuable pamphlet sent free, ’ LS. JOHNSON & Ro. Boson vy 

GENERATION AFTER GENERATION HAVE USED AND BLESSED IT. 

FREDERICTON 

MARBLE WORKS. 
ALL KINDS OF 

CEMETERY WORK 
CONSTANTLY ON HAND. 

  

  

Material and Workmanship Guaranteed. 

Carleton St., between Methodist Church and Old Burying 
Ground. 

JOHN MOORE, Proprietor. 

All orders promptly attended to. 

Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

A. L. F. VANWART, 
Undertaker § Embalmer, < 

Upper Side York Street, Fredericton, N. B. 

Coffins Zz Caskets, 
FUNERAL COODS OF ALL KINDS. 

A First-Class Hearse in Connection. Special Prices for Orders from 
the Country. All Orders Promptly Attended to with 

Neatness and Despatch. 

  

  

  

  

150 QUEEN STREET. esrasuisnen, 0. 150 QUEEN STREET. 

JAMES R. HOWIE, 
PRACTICAL TAILOR, 

Has a Splendid Stock of Imported and Native Cloths 
This Season and Cases are arriving daily. Counters and Shelves and Windows are filled 
with finer goods than ever. These are full lines of Staple Goods in Corkscrews, Diagonals, 
Worsted suitings, West of England Cloths, and Meltons, Canadian, Scotch and German 
Tweeds, and Trouserings of every Style. 

A SPECIAL NOVELTY 
In Trouseringsis of French Make, and a splendidly finished Silk Mixture, soft and fine, and 
smoth as Satin. It comes in beautiful designs, a fine selection of which can be seen on the 
Counters, SPRING AND SUMMER OVERCOATINGS are of specially good value and 
Style this year, and now is the time to have them made up. MY RE ADY MADE CLOTH. 
ING is all it should be, and more, as my many friends are testifying daily. Come and see 
the makes and prices, they will astonish you. 

BOY'S CLOTHING 
Isa model Line with me this Spring. My Stock cannot be BEAT, (a fact which should re- 
commend it to all School-boys.) But Seriously, every suit is Stylish, durable, and chea 
Sales in this department are very Rapid. Gents’ Underwear is better than ever. A 
Styles in summer Neckwear are in my Store, a really beautiful, choice and cheap Stock. 

MY OLD STAND, 150 QUEEN STREET, 
Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

  

To whom all it may concern. 

The NEW RAYMOND is the best 
family Sewing Machine now in the 
market. The reasons why it is the 
best is because it runs the easiest, 
makes no noise and makes the best 
stitch, and never gets out of order. 
Has all the latest improvements. 
Sold Low and on easy terms. Call 
and see them. Sold wholesale and 
retail to agents. 

Agents wanted now in all unoceu- 
pied territory. 

Also, a large stock of Pianos and 
Organs. 

246 Queen Street, FREDERICTON, N. B. 

D. MCCATHERIN. 
Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

THE GLOBE 
Job Printing Department.s 

   
- 

  

  

WE HAVE IN STOCK A FINE LINE OF 

  

  

od ““Globe” Job Print Dep't. 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 

NX TAGS, BILL HEADS, Ete., IN STOCK. 

Wedding, Invitation, Visiting, Memorial 
and Programme Cards, 

Which we will Print in the Latest Styles and at Reasonable Rates. 

          

  

A. J. MACHUM, Proprietor. 

H. F. BLAIR, 
SASH AND DOOR FACTORY. 

Planing and Moulding Mill. 

King street, Fredericton, 
Fredericton, N. B,, \ 
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