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JOHN A. KIMBALL.
Neuralgia of the Heart! Chronic Dyspepsia!
Awful Constipation ! Rbeumatism !

CURED BY
GRODER’S SYRUP

Saint Jonx, N. B., October 11, 1892,
To TeE GroDER DyspPEPSIA CURE Co., LT’D.
Gentlemen: I, John A. Kimball, of the City
of St. John, in the Province of New Brunswick,
shoemaker, do solcmnly declare that:

I cannot speak in too high praise of
the wonders that Groder’s Botanic Dys-
pepsia Syrup has worked in my case. It
TH E is an act of justice as well as

duty for me to tell the public
through you just what your remedy has
done for me. I am 45 years of age. My
life during the past 23 years has NEVER
BEEN FREE FROM SUFFERING UNTIL
now. Since I began to take GRODER'S
Syrup ; CHRONIC NEU-
R)ALGI:; KI N D of the heart of 20
YEARS STANDING has entirely disap-
peared. My distress from SEVERE
CONSTIPATION has been an unending
torture for the past ten years, but your
remedy is fast restoring healthy action
of the stomach TH AT and bow-
els. Rheuma- tism of
long-standing has ceased to trouble me.
I am no longer a gloomy, melancholy
dyspeptic. There is NO ACHE or pain
in any part of my body. My food di-
gests readily and causes me no distress
whatever. Yourmedicine is the first of
the hundreds I have tried that has given
me any relief. Iam ready to answerany

- ner thi
statement, for 1 femly GURES
believe in Groder’s Syrup and desire

other sufferers to_obtain help as I have.
It will cure them as it has cured me.

And I make this solemn declaration conscien-
tiously believing the same to be true, and by

vil;tﬁxe”of the “ Act respecting extra-judicial
oaths.
Done and declared at the City of St. John, in the
Province of New Brunswick, this 11th day of
, October, A.D. 1892,
JOHN A. KIMBALL.
Before me, J. E. BARNES,
A Justice of the Peace in and for the City and
County of Saint John.

At all Druggists. $1.00 per Bottle.

The ﬁlgilm pepsia Gure Go., L'td,
Paper,

This

“The Ladies’ Journal”

OF TORONTO,

A large 36-page Illustrated Fashion
Monthly, will be sent to any address

ONE YEAR
$1.00

$| 00 Only one Dollar for
. the two papers.
Call and see a sample copy of

“The Ladies’ Journal,”

It is a publication thatwill interest every
woman in the land.

The regular subscription price of “The
Ladies’ Journal” and this paper is

$2 per year. You get the two for

$1.00

Send your money and address to this
office.

THE
AMERICAN BARON.

(By JamEes pE MILLE.)

(Continued.)

Why, very little. I'll start off soon for
the uttermost ends of the earth, but I
wish to stay a little longer and see her
sweet face. It's not much, is it? It won’t
compromise her, will it? She need not
run any risk, need she? And I'm a man
of honor,am I not? You don’t suppose
me to be capable of any baseness, do
you?

My dear fellow, how absurd, of course
not. Only I was afraid by giving way to
this you might drift on into a worse state
of mind. She’s all safe, I fancy, surround-
ed asshe is by so many guardians. It
is you that I was anxious about.

Don't be alarmed, old chap, about me,
I feel calmer already. I can face my
situation firmly, and prepare for the
worst. While I have been sitting here 1
have thought out the future. I will stay
here for four or five weeks. I will only
seek solace for myself by riding about
where I may meet her. I do notintend
to go to the house at all. My demon of a
wife may have the house all to herself. 1
won’t even give her the pleasure of sup-
posing that she has thrawted me. She
shall never even suspect the state of my
heart. That would be bliss indeed to
one like her, for then she would find her-
self able to put me on the rack. No, my
boy; I’ve thought it all over. Scone
Dacres is himself again. No more non-
sense now. Do you understand whatgl
mean?

Yes, said Hawbury slowly, and in his
worst drawl; but ah, really, don’t you
think it’s all nonsense?

What?

Why, this ducking and diving about to
get a glimpse of her face.

I don’t intend to duck and dive about.
I merely intend to ride like any other
gentleman. What put that into your
head man?

Well, I don’t know; I gathered it from
the way you expressed yourself.

Well, I don’t intend anything of the
kind. I simply wishto have an occasion-
al looks at her—to get a bow and a smile
of recognition when I meet her, and have
a few additional recoliections to turn
over in my thoughts after I have left for-
ever. But this seems odd.

Oh no, it dosen’'t I quite understand
it. A passing smile or a parting sigh is
sometimes more precious than any other
memory. 1 know all about it you know
—Ilooks, glances, smiles, sighs, and ali
that sort of thing, you know.

Well, now, old chap, there’s one thing
1 want vou to do for me.

Well, what is it ?

It isn’t much, 81d fellow. 1%, much.
[ simply wish ¥6a to vis!t t!F.re,

Me ?—visit there ? What! me—and
visit? Why, my dear fellow, yon don’
know how 1 hate such bother ?

I know all about that; but, old boy,
it's only for a few weeks I ask it, and for
my sake, a8 a particalar favor. I pnt it
in that light.

Oh, well really, dear, boy, if you pnt it
in that light, you *know, of course, that
I'll do anything, even if it comes to let-
ting myself be bored to death.

Just a visit a day or so.

A visit a day! Hawbury
aghast.

Itisn’t mach to ask, you knaw, contin-
ued Dacres. You see my reason is this:

looked

I can’t go there myself as you see, but 1 ‘

hunger to hear about her. 1 should like
to hear how she looks, andjwhat she says
and whether she thinks of me.

Oh, come now ! look here, my dear
fellow, your putting it a little too strong.
You don’t expect me to go there and talk
to her about yon, you know. Why, man
alive, that’s quite out of my way. I'm
not mnch of a talker at any time ; and
hesides, you know, there's something dis-
tasteful in acting as—as— By Jove! 1
don't know what to call it.

My dear boy, you don’t understand
me, Do you think I'm a sneak? Do
you suppnse I'd ask you to act as a
go-between ? Nons:nse! 1 merely ask
yon to go as a cursory visitor. I don’t
want you to breath my name, or even
think of me while you are there.

But suppose I make myself agreeable
to the young lady, By Jove! she might
think [ was paying her attentions you
know.

Oh no, believe me you don’t know her.
She's to earnest ; she has too much soul
t>shift and change. Oh no, 1 feel that
she is mine, and that the image of my
own miserable self is indelibly impressed
upon her heart. Oh no, you don’t know
her. If you had heard her thrilling ex-
pressions of gratitude; if you had seen
the bseeching and pleading looks which
she gave me, you would know that she is

one of those natures who love once, and
once only.

Oh, by Jove, now! Come! If that’s
the stte of the case, why, I'll go.

Thanks, old boy.

As a simple yisitor.

Yes—thats ail.

To talk about the weather, and that
rot.

Yes.

And no more.

No.

Not a word about you ?

Not a- word.

No leading questions, and that sort of
thing.

Nothing of the kind.

No hints, no watching, but just as if I
went there of my own accord.

That’s exactly the thing.

Very well, and now, pray, what good is
all this going to do you, my boy ?

Well, just this, I can talk to you about
her every evening, and you can tell me
how she looks, and what she says and
all that sort of thing, you know.

By Jove !

And you’ll cheer my heart, old fellow.

Heavens and earth ! old boy, you don’t
seem to think that this is going to be no
end of a bore.

“I know it, old man:; but then, you
know, I’m desperate just now.

By Jove.

And Hawbury, uttering this exclama-
tion, relapsed into silence, and wondered
over his friend’s infatuation.

Onthe following day when Dacres came
in he found that Hawbury had kept his
word.

Great bore, old fellow, said he; but I
did it. The old lady is an old acquaint-
ance, you know. I'm going there to-
morrow again. Didn’t see any thing to-
day of the child-angel. But it'’s no end
of a bore, you know.

CHAPTER XI1.
FALSE AND FCBGETFUL

The day when Lord Hawbury called
on Lady Dalrymple was a very eventful
one in his life, and had it not been for a
highly important character. This slight
peculiarity consisted in the fact that he
was shortsighted, and, therefore, on a
very critical occasion turned away from
that which would have been his greatest
joy, although it was full before his gaze,

It happened in this wise:

On the day when Hawbury called,
Ethel happened to be sitting by the
window, and saw him as he rode up,
Now the last time that she had seen him
he had a very different appearance—all
his hair being burned off, from head and
cheeks and chin; and the whiskers which
he had when she first met him had been
offa different cut from the present ap-
pendages In spite of this she recognized
him almost in a moment; and her heart
beat fast, and her color came and went,
and her hands clutched the window ledge
convulsively.

It’s he! she murmured,

Of course there was only one idea in
her mind, and that was that he had
heard of her presence in Naples, and had
come to call on her.

She sat there without motion, with her
head eagerly bent forward, and her eyes
fixed upon him. He looked up carelessly
a3 he came along, and with his chin in
the air, in a fashion peculiar to him,
which, by-the-way, gave a quiet uninten-
tional superciliousness to his expression.
For an instant his eyes rested upon her,
then they moved away, without the
slightest recognition, and wandered else-
where.

Ethel’s heart seemed turued to stone.
e had seen her. He had not noticed
her. He had fixed his eyes on her and
looked away. Bitter, indeed, wasali this
to her. To think that after so long a
period of waiting—after such hope and
watching as hers had been—that this
should be the end. She turned away
from”the window, with a choking sensa-
tion in her throat. No one was in the
room. She was alone with her thoughts
and her tears.

Suddenly her mood changed. A thought
came over her which dispelled her
gloom. The glance that he had given

was too hasty; perhaps he really had pot
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fairly looked at her, and she wouvld shekt-
ly be summoned down.

And now this prospect brought new
hope. Light returned to her eyes, and
joy to her heart. Yes, she would be
summoned. She must prepare herself to
encounter his eager gaze. Quickly she
stepped to the mirror, hastily she ar-
raaged those little details in which con-
sists the charm of a lady’s dress, and
severely she scrutinized the face anc
figure reflected there. The scrutiny wus
a satisfactory one. Face and figure were
perfect; nor was there in the world any
thing more graceful and more lovely
than the image there, though the one
who looked upon it was far too self-dis-
trustful to entertain any such idea as
that.

Then she seated herself and waited.
The time moved slowly, indeed, as she
waited there. After a few minutes she
found it impossible to sit any longer.
She walked to the door, held it open, and
listened, She heard his voice below
quile plainly. They had two suites of
rooms in the house—the bedrooms up
stairs and reception-rooms below. Here
Lord Hawbury was, now, within bearing
of Ethel. Well she knew that voice.
She listened and frowned. The tone was
too flippant. He talked like a man with-
out a care—like a butterfly of society—
and that was a class which she scorned.
Here he was, keeping her waiting. Here
he was, keeping up, a hateful -clatter
of small-talk, while her heart was aching

—
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He was charming, affable, easy, chatty.
Of course he was known to lady Dalry-
mple. The Dowager could make herself
as agreeable as any lady living, except
young and beautiful ones. The conver-
sation, therefore, was easy and flowing.
Hawbury excelled in this.

Now there are several variations in the
great art of expression, and each of these
minor arts a part by itself. Among these
may be enumerated:

First, of course, the art of novel wrii-
ing.

Second, the art of writing editorials.

Third, the art of writing paragraphs.

After these come all the arts of oratory,
letter writing, essay writing, and all that
sort of thing, among which there is one
which I particularly wish to call attention
to, and this is.

The art of small talk.

Now this art Hawbury had to an extra-

ordinary degree of perfection.
how to beat out the faintest shred of an
idea into an illimitable surface of small-
talk. He never took refuge
weather.
beginners. His resources were of a dif-
ferent character, and were so skilully
managed that he never failed to leave a
very agreeable impression. Small talk!
Why I've been in situations sometimes
where I wouzld have given the power of

writing Dickens (if [ had it) for perfection
|

in this last art.
But this careless, easy, limped, smooth,

with suspense. !

Ethel stood there listening. Minute |
succeeded minute. There was no request |
for her. How strong was the cool indif-
ference of the man below and the feverish
impatience of that listener above. A
wild 1mpulse came to her to go down, |
under the pretense of looking for some—i
thing, then another to go down and out
for a walk so that he might see her. But
in either case pride held her back. How
could she? Had he not already seen
her? Must he not know perfectly well

natural, pleasant and agreeable flow of
chat was nothing but gall and wormwood
to the listener above. She ought to be
there. Why was she so slighted? Could
it be possible that he would go away
without seeing her?

She was soon to know.

She heard him rise. She heard him
saunter to the door.

Thanks, yes. Ha, ha, you're too kind— |

really—yes—very happy, you know—To-
morrow, is it? Good morning.
And with these words he went out.

He knew |

in the
He left that to bunglers and |
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othet things, they tried to cheer her by
telling her of Hawbury. Lady Dalrymple
was full of him. She told all about his
family, his income, his habits, and his
mode of life. She mentioned, with much
satisfaction, that he had made inquiries,
after Minnie, and that she had promnised
to introduce him to her the next time he
called. Upon which he had laughingly
insisted on calling the next day. All of
which led Lady Dalrymple to conclude
that he had seen Minnie somewhere and
and had fallen in love with her.

This was the pleasingistrain of conver-
sation into which the ladies were led off
by Lady Dalrymple. When I say the
ladies, I mean Lady Dalrymple and Min-
nie. Mrs. Willoughby said nothing,
except once or twice when she endeavor-
edto give aturn to the conversation, in
which she was signally successful. Lady
Dalrymple and Minnie engaged in an
animaied argument over the interesting
'subje . of Hawbury’s intentions,
M:innie taking her stand on the ground
of his indifference, the other main-
' taining the position that he was in love.

Minnie declared that she had never
'seen him. Lady Dalrymple asserted her
. belief that he had seen her. The latter
'also asserted that Hawbury would no
' doubt be a constant visitor, and gave

| Minnie very sound advice as to the best
' mode of treating him.,

On the following day Hawbury called
'and was introduced to Minnle. He

'chatted with her in his nsual style,

{ and Lady Dalrymple was more than ever
’conﬁrmed in her first being. He sug-
'gested a ride, and the suggestion was
'taken up.
. If any thing had been needed to com-
plete Ethel’s despair it was this second
- visit and the project of a ride. Mrs.
' Willoughby was introduced to him; but
' he took littie notice of her, treating her
with a kind of reserve that was a little
! unusual with Lhim. The reason of this
was his strong sympathy with his friend,
and his detestation of Mrs. Willoughby’s

DAVIS’ DRUG STORE.

XMAS -

1892.

New Elegant Goods for the Holiday Trade. No Old Stock Carried over

from former years, but all NEW, and the latest and most fashionable designs.

The assortment this year surpasses anything ever shown in the City.

Elegant Dressing Cases, in Quartered Oak, Rosewood, Walnut, Plush, and

Gents Shaving Setts in great variety. Fine Perfumery by all the leading
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Leebon, Ricksiker, Atkinson,
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Cleavier, Seeley, Rim-
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cigarettes, etc.
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Hair Brushes, Combs, Sponges, Razors, Razor Strops, and Shaving'Brushes.

Hand Mirrors, Whisk holders, Cut Glass Toilet Bottles, in great variety. .
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DRUG STORE,
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that she was there? No, if he did not!
call for her she could not go. She could
not make advances.

Minute succeeded to minute, and Ethel
stood there burning with impatience, |
racked with suspense, a prey to the bitter-
est feeiings. Still no message. Why did |
he delav? Her heart ached now worse |
than ever, the choking feeling in her
throat returned and her eyes grew moist.
She steadied herself by holding to the
door. Her fingers grew white at the
tightness of her grasp; eyes and ears
were strained in their intent watchfule
ness over the room below.

Of course the caller below was in a
perfect siate of ignorance about all this.
He had not the remotest idea of that one
who now stood so near. He came asa
martyr. He came to make a call. It
was a thing he detested. To a man like
him the one one thing on earth to be
avoided was a bore. To be bored was to
his mind the uttermost depth of misfor-
tune. This he had voluntarily accepted.
He was being bored, and bored to death.

|him, with her dark eyes burning and

With pale face and starting eyes Ethel
started back to the window, He did not
see her. His back was turned; he mount-
ed his horse and gaily rode away. For
fullj five minutes Ethel stood crouched
in the shadow of the window staring after

glowing in the intensity of their gaze.
Then she turned away wiih a bewildered
look. Then she locked the door. Then
she flung herself upon the sofa, buried
her face in her hands and burst into a
convulsive passion of tears. Miserable
indeed were the thoughts that came now
to that poor stricken girl as she lay there
prostrate. She had waited long and
hoped fondly, and all her waiting and all
her hope had been for this. It was for
this she had been praying—for this that
she had so fondly cherished his memory.
He had come at last, and he had gone;
but for her he had certainly shown
nothinz save an indifference as profound
as it was inexplicable.

Ethel's excuse for not appearing at the
dinner-table was a severe headache.

Certainly a man never accepted a
calamity more gracefully than Hawbury.

Her friends iusisted on seeing her and

former history, Mrs. Willoughby, how-
ever, had to ride with them when they
went out, and thus she was thrown a
little more into Hawbury’s way.

Etbel never made her appearance. The
headaches which she avouched were not
pretended. They were real, and accom-
panied with heartaches that were far
more painful. Hawbury never saw her,
nor did he ever hear her mentioned. In
general he himself kept the conversation
in motion; and he never asked questions
they of course had no opportunity to
answer. On the other hand, there was
no occasion to volunteer any remnarks
about the number or the character of their
party. When he talked it was usually
with lady Dalrymple and Minnie; and
with these the conversation turned al-
ways upon glittering generalities, and the
airy nothings of pleasant gossip. All
this then will very easily account for the
fact that Hawbury, though vigiting there
constantly, never oncesaw Ethel, never
heard her name mentioned, and had not
the faintest idea that she was so near.
She, on the other hand, feeling now sure

mipistering to her sufferings. Among

that he was utterly false and completely
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forgetful, proudly and calmly held aloof,
and kept out of his way with the most
jealous care, until at last she staid indoors
altogether, for fear if she went out
she might meet him somewhere. For such
a meeting she did not feel sufficiently
strong.

Often she thongit of quitting Naples
and returning to England, Yet, after all,
she found a strange comfort in being
there, She was near him. She heard
his voice every day, and saw his face
That was something. And it was better
than absence.

Minnie used always to come to her and
pour forth long accounts of Lord Hawbury
—how he looked, what he said, what he
did and what he proposed to do. Cer-
tainly there was not the faintest ap-
proach to love-making, or even senti-
ment, in Hawbury’s attitude toward
Minnie. His words were of the world of
small-talk—a world where sentiment and
love-making have but little place. Still
tnere was the evident fact of his atten-
tions, which were too frequent to be
over-looked.

Hawbury rapidly became the most
prominent subject of Minnie's conversa-
tion. She used to prattle away for hours
about him. She alluded admiringly to
his long whiskers. She thought them
She

“lovely ” said that he was
“awfully nice.” She told Mrs. Wil-
loughby that *“he was nicer than

any of them; and then, Kitty, darling,
she added, it’s soawfully good of him not
te be coming and saving my life, and
carry me on his back down a mountain,
jike an ogre, and then pretending that
he’s my father, you know.

For you know, Kitty pet, I've always
longed so awfully to see some really nice
person, you know, who wouldn’t go and
save my life and bother me. Now he
doesn’t seem a bit like proposing, I do
hope he won't. Don’t you, Kitty dearest?
It’s so much nicer not to propose. It's
so horrid when they go and propose; and
then, you know, I've had so much of that
sort of thing. So Kitty, I think he’s real-
ly the nicest person that I eversaw, and
[ really think I'm beginning to like
him.

Far different from these were the con-
versations which Mrs. Willoughby had
with Ethel. She was perfectly familiar
with Ethel’s story, It had been confided
to her long ago. She alone knew why it
was that Ethel had walked untouched
through crowds of admirers. The terrible
story of her rescue was memorable to
her for other reasons; and the one who
had taken the prominent part in that
rescue could not be without interest to
her.

To be Continued.

“IMPERIAL HALL.”

JUST RECEIVED!

A Fine Line of Eng-
lish, Scoteh, Irish and
German Suitings,

which will be made
up at the lowest pri-
ces.

THOMAS STANGER,

280 QUEEN STREET.

LATE IMPORTATIONS

—JUST OPENED AT—
OWEN SHARKEY’S.

—_—

Ladies’ Dress Goods in Cash-
meres, Henriettas, Serges, Suit-
ings, Velveteens, ete.

Mantles, Fur Capes, Collars, Fur
and Feather Boas.

Cashmere Hose, Gloves, ete.

Pantings, Overcoatings, Ulster
Cloths, Men’s Youths' and Boys’
Clothing in Ulsters, Overcoats,
Reefers and Suits, Shirts, Ties,
Collars. Silk Handkerchiefs, Under
Clothing and Furnishing goods.

Carriage Rugs, Robes, Blankets
Camp Blanketing and Flannels,
Tickings, Towellings, Linens, Grey
and White Cottons.

A Lot of odd Coats, Pants and
Vests very Cheap.

EZ" Remnants Always on Hand.

0. Sharkey.

Royal

- Hotel

Fredericton, N. B.

Mrs. B. Atherton, Prop.

Fredericton, N, B. July, 5th, 91,
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H. D. CURRIE, D.D. S,

DENTIST,

Queen 8t., Fredericton, N. B.
Ether and Gas administered : Also,

raction of teeth.

. All work carefully performed. _Exam-
ination Free. .

BLACK, JORDAN & BLISS,

Barrisars, Notaries, &a.

260 QUEEN STREET.

Money Loaned on Real Estate at lowest
current Rates,

Fredericton, N. B., May 3.

JAS T. SHARKEY,

FREDERICTON, N. B.

Fredericton, N. B., April 5.

C. E. DUFFY,
Barrister-at-Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC, &c.

OFFICES: West Side of Carleton St., Second
Door from Queen St.

Fredericton, N. B., April 5.

FIREAND LIFEINSURANGE.

Best English, American and
Canadian Companies.

APPLY AT OFFICE OF

JAS. T. SHARKEY.

Fredericton, N. B., April 5.

T. AMOS WILSON,

BOOKBINDER

Paper Ruler.

Cor. Queen and Regent Sts.

SAVE
Your Bollars

We are selling Boots and Shoes
Cheaper than ever before offered
in this city. You can judge for
yourself by seeing our stock and

prices.

Our expenses are small and
We Sell for Small Profits.
TERMS CASH.

Men’s Long Boots Wholesale and
Retail at

N. HARRIS'S

Cor. York & King Sts.

Repairing PromptlyDone.
All Sizes.— >

Harvey's

PHOTOGRAPHS.

=== All Styles.
164 Queen St.

CANADIAN PACIFIC R'Y,

NEW BRUNSWICK DIVISION.

All Rail Line to Boston, &e. The
Short Line to Montreal, &e.

ARRANGEMENT OF TRAINS.
In Effect Oct. 3rd, 1892.

DEPARTURES.

&F EASTERN STANDARD TIME., ©3
6 '5 A.M. EXPRESS for St. John, St..
B

Stephen, St. Andrews, Houl-

ton, Woodstock and points
North; Bangor, Portland, Boston and points
South and West.
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Express for Bangor, Portland and Beston, and
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for Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto, the est
North West and Pacific Coast,

ARRIVAS.

9 15a m from St John, ete.
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Montreal, etec,
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hen, Presque Isle, Wox:

stock, ec.
GIBSON.
DEPARTURE.
6 20 AM. MIXED, for Woodstock,
. Presque Isle, Edmundston,
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& All above Trains run Week days only. ®a

O. E. McPHERSON D.M o
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