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AN OPEN LETTER.

Grand Lake Range, Queen’s County, N, B.
March 10th, 1893.
Tue GroveRr DysrersiA Curk Co., Ltd.

GENTLEMEN:

Iam 72 years of age and have had
Dyspepsia for several years. 1 have employed
numerous physicians and taken many patent
medicines, but all were of no use in my case.
I began to grow worse. There was severe dis-
tress in my stomach; everything I ate, even
the lightest food caused me intense agony.
My appetite was poor and 1 could not sleep.
I was almost without hope when I saw a {esti-
monial 1n the newspaper stating what Groder’s
Syrup had done for others. As a last effort
to regain health, I thought that I would buy
it. Just before Christmas last my son Fred
went to St. John and brought me home a
bottle of your remedy. I used with the fol-
lowing results;

I eat as I wish and have no distress from
my food; my appetite is first-class, my foo

astes good tome now, 1 sleep as sound as a
ochild, I do all my own work without the aid
of a servant and can do a day’s washing with-
out feeling much tired whereas I could wot
do it at all before taking Groder's. I do fce
grateful to you, gentlemen, for placing so
valuahle a remedy upon the market 1 give
all the credit for present state of good health
to your medicine.

I am willing to answer any questions con-
cerning the above, for I firmly believe your
remey will cure other sufferers as it has cured
me, | conscientionsly make this siateme
without any inducement or reward knowing
irto e one of the best medicines in the
marhet for Dyspepsia.

Respectfully yours,

ELEANOR BURKE

MRS. MARSH’S
XMAS PARTY

Mrs. Marsh sat at the old red secretary
that had been her great-grandfather's,
writing names on two slips of paperin a
stiff, angular hand.

Se was a good-looking old woman,
with no little force of character indicated
in her firm chin, her dark and still lus-
trous eyes, and tightly compress: d lips.

The day was cold but brightand sunny
and Christmas was near at hand.

It ha:l snowed the night before, a light
feathery snow, and it still clung to the
leafless branches of every tree and shrub
hiding their bareness and blackness, and
making them wondrously beautiful.

Oid Mrs. Marsh was a woman who
thought little about the beauties of na-
ture and she never gushed about any-
thing, but when Jane Day her one ser-
vant came into the room to ask if she
should smash or just bile the potatoes for
dinner, Mrs, Marsh had said: a

The trees look beautiful to-day, don’t
they, Jane?

They do, ma’am for a fact, replied Jane.
It must look like Parrydise over yender
in the woods.

Paradise Jane? I hope there isn’t go-
ing to be any snow in Paradise. 1I'm
chilly all the time in winter, Where's
Lewy?

Letty came into the room at that mo-
ment. She was a slender, pretty young
girl of eighteen, with a delicate pink and
white c mplexion, and eyes like her
Grandmother Marsh’s but larger and
more velvety,

They had never yet sparkled with the
wrath that sometimes made the old lady’s
eyes what Jane Day called killin’' black.

It had been a long time since Letty
had seen her grandmother seated at the
old sacretary, for her grandmother had
given nearly all of her correspondence
to Letty herself.

Therefore Letty said, in some surorise.

Writing lettere, grandmother?

No’ I'm not. Then she laid down her
pen and said :

I'm making ont a list of persons I want
to send some invitaticns to.

Luvitations?

I said invitations.

The old lady spoke sharply and her
voice had a note of irritation as she said :

I'm going to have a party Christmas
evening and invite my friends.

She accented the last word strangely.
and her still strong and firm voics grew
harsh as she added: Yes Letty Marsh
I’m going to let some folks in and around
Derby know just what I think of ’em.
I’ll let'em know that their room’s better’'n
their company at my house and that I
don’t want anything to do with ’em.

Why grandma?

The old lady went on harshly.

There’s folks here in Derby that’s told
stories about me and done all they could

- toinjure and spite me in all sorts of be-

littlin’s ways. I know ’em through and
through, and I'll let ’em know that ]
know ’em too! Il give ’em something
to talk about!

The old lady’s faded cheeks had grown
roey, and her black eyes were sparkling
I ehind her spectacles, and she had pat-

ted the floor steadily and angrily with
one of her small, slippered feet.

Letty stared 1n silence. She had not
soen her grandmother so worked up for
a long time.

I've been all the morning making out
a list of the names of them I’'m going to

invite as well as a list of those I’m not
going to invite; aud—Letty !

Mrs. Marsh looked sharply at the gir!
over the top of her glasses.

\.\'ell, grandma?

1 haven’tinvited George Parks, and |
don’t intend inviting Lim.

Letty’s face crimsoned, and she did noyg
iovk at ber grandmother.

No, 1 suppose not, ghe said.

No. I naven’t, said Mrs. Marsh: it’il be
Just as good a way a8 an, ol letting Lim
know that I'm not going 1w Lave him
hanging around you so much, | never
did think much of that : arks fannly,

Ste turned 1o her desk and put the
cors in her ink bottie. wiped bLer pen
carcfully on a bit of chamois skin, and
put her writing maleriais away careiully
doing every thing in a neat, precise way.

I wishi, she said to lLetty, wuo bad sat
down in a big chiuiz-covered rocaing
chair, and was pretendiug 10 read a
paper she lLad taken up, I wish you'u go
into the village after diunera d see it
Netty Lake can come tu-wmorrow aund
wrtte out and address these invitatio, 8
for me. You write a \ery neat hand, but
Netty dees all sorts of fancy w riting,

I’ve Lieard she’s taken 1o writing cards
and invitations and things of that kind to
telp support herselt since her fatier
fied. She’s a nice girl, and ivll help Ler
along a l.t:le and give her a little more
spending money for Christinas if 1 hire
her to do this writing for me.

Netty Lake came out to the Marsh
house the next mcrning. She was a
nright, tidy-looking young woman, still
searing mourning for ler parents, who
had left Ler quite alone in the world and
vartly dependent on her own exertions

or her support.

Letty had gone into Derby tospend the
lay with one of her girl friends. Leuy
had been an” orphan for years, and had
<lways lived with her Grandmother
Marsh.

Now I'll tell youn just what I want you
to do Netty. 1 am going to have a
Christmas party, and I want youto write
the invitations for it, and make 'em just
48 neat and elegant as yon can. You'll
find everything you want right there in
‘he secretary. Write one for yourself too
Netty.

Oh, thank y. u, Mrs. Muarsh, I'll write
mine first for practice, and tlien show it
to yon to see if the form suits you.

Very well; that’s a good idea. You'll
find a list of the names of the p rsons to
be invited cn a slip of blue paper in the
box of writing.

I must go now and see to my mince-
meat. [ prefer to make my own. Then
it'’s done to snit me.

She went out into her exquisitely tidy
kitchen, and Netty sat down before the
old red secretary and wrote a well-worded
and neat invitation in a clear, round
hand. Then the took it out to the kitchen
and read it to Mrs. Marsh,

That’ll do very well, the old lady said
approvingly. T'm not used to giving
parties, and I don’t know just what the
latest wrinkle in invitations is, but I'm
very well pleased with that. You found
the list of names?

Yes, I have it.

Then yoa may go ahead and write the
invitations, and if it wouldn’t be too
much trouble, I’ll have you take ’em into
Derby with yon and mail ’em for me.
They ought to have been sent out be-
fore, but I never thought of giving this
party until yesterday.

No trouble at all. I'll be very glad to
mail them for you.

They were all written, sealed, stamped,
and tied np in a neat package before
noon.

But you ain’t going home before dinner
Netty? Mrs. Marsh said, when ‘Netty
asked for her hat and cloak.

Yes, I mnst. I have some copying to
do for Squire Padgett, and I told him
I'd call for is before ncon, if 1 could. I1'l]
mail the invitations on my way to his
office, and I'll be sure to come myself. 1
know we’ll have a lovely time. It’s very
kind of you to go to so much trouble for
the pleasure of others, although, of course.
it will be a pleasure to you to have your
friends around you.

Yes, said Mrs. Marsh, in an abstracted
manner; yes, that’s so, Netty, and then
she added, a little defiantly, but I'm giv-
ing this party on purpose to epite certain
persons. 1 know it ain’t the right spirit
but-Ican’t help it. I've stood a good deal
from scme that aia’t never had no call to
abuee me, and I can see right through
the hypocrisy of others who pretend to be
my friends.

Proparations for the party went active®
ly or, but Letty took little part 1n them
and it was evident that she had small in”
terest in the event.

She would have looked forward to it
with such eagerness and wou'd have been
80 happy in helping to arrange and plan
everything if George Parks had been in-
vited.

He had known Letty all his life, and he
was very fond of her, and she haa lately
come to realize that George was dearer to
her than anyone else in the world.

Mrs. Marsh was a warm and true friend
to those who basked in the sunshine of
her friendship, and she felt her hear:
glowing with affection for these old ang
favored friends as she dressed in her
best silk and laces to receive them on
this Christmas night.

Her honse wasaglow with warmth and
light. The rooms were tastefully decor-
ated wiih plants and holly and Christmas
wrealhs.

She had met with no disappointment
in her cakes, rolls or salads. All had

gone well,

She thought of the pleasure her friends
would find in the preparations she had made
for their entertainment, and she wished that
the uninvited might have a jeep into her
dining reom an<d thus have s fuller apprecia-
tion of what they had missed Leeause ot their
antagonisin to her,

Thoughts of these unbididen persons were
uppermost in Mrs. Marsh's moid as shie dress-
ed to receive her guests

She had leen tos busy all day to think
much about anything but ler honselold
duties, and there had been ntie of the Christ-
mas sparit in her activity,

Ske had phoned 10 give Lerself a half-
hour or moie of quiet rest iu her room betore
the guests should arrive

In this half hour something of the true
Christmas spirit came into the heart of Mrs.
Marsh.

She had gone to a window oi her 1. o, and
was. lgoking out into the Curistmas night, as
fair and peaceful a night as it must have been
all those centuries ago when the shepherds
watching their flocks, saw that bright star in
the east, that herald of peace on earth and
good will toward men. As she lovked at
the Christmas stars and out over the snow-
covered fields toward the town, she could see
lights twinkling in the homes of the persons
she had wilfully oifended and put a slight
apon. She could see between her house and
the village the humble home of Esther Parks.

A howe 1in which she had ouce been a wel-
come guest, she thought sudddenly of that
qnarrel between them. It had been, after
dl, for a trifling cause, and Mrs. Marsh re-
membered suddenly how they had been giris
together. They were old women now, with
ittle time left to make their peace with eacl
other and with God,

And there was old Mrs. Lewis. She re-
membered now how she had come and stayed
with her when Letty’s father was born, and
they had heen such dear friends then.

So many forgotten deeds of kindness were
suddenly remembered; so many dead meno-
ries were suddenly quickened into life,

A party of yonng people went hy in a sleigh.
They were singing an old Christmas carol.
Their voices rang out clearly and setlyon we
the frosty air The old woman at tle win-
heard them distinctly as they sang :

“Now to the Lord sing praises,
All you within this place,

And with true love and brotherhood
Each other now embrace;

The holy tide of Christmas
All others doth efface,

“Glad tidings glad tidings,
For all that are astray,

For Jesus Christ, our Saviour,
Was born on Christmas

She stood at the window several minutes
«fter the singers had gone on down the road;
then turned and waiked across the room with
traces of tears on her face,

I oughtn’t to have done it. she said to her-
self in keen self reproach. I oughtn’t to have
done such a thing right at Christmas time.
{t’s no time to feel malice. I'd ought to have
charity th m, if at no other time.

There hasn’t been a bit of the holy tide of
Christmas in my heart, and there oughtn’t to
be anything else in the heart of an old wo.
man like me.

I’ve been hard and bitter toward my ene-
mies always; I ain’t known what charity was;
I'm & wicked old woman. Poor old Esther
Parks, and Lucinda Drake and Hannah
Deane, and all the others I've tried to spite
will feel that——-

The door bell rang sharply, and Mrs.
Marsh hurriedly wiped her eyes and went
down stairs to welcume her first guests. The
rustling of her handsome silk sounded hate.-
ful to her, and the Christmas decorations
seemed a sort of mockery

Two persons were standing in the hall
below—a young man and an old woman

The old woman was struggling with a
woollen muffler wrapped around her bou-
net, for the night was very cool. She
came forward eagerly, but with a feeble
gait, when she saw Mrs. Marsh.

Oh Lucy! she said with outstretched
arms.

Why Esther! Esther Parks ! cried Mrs.
Marsh and her hands clasped those of
the other old woman, and their arms
went around each other’s necks.

I made George fetch me early a-pur-
pose, so I could see you a minute or two
"fore the others came, said old Mrs. Parks
brokenly. 1 was so 'frail 1 couldn’t
come; my rheumatiz has been real bad
this winter, and I’ve coughed a good deal
But I've saved up my strength and George
fetche i me in a sleigh. I was bound to
come the minnit I got your invit wtion,
and—

My invitation, Esther?

Yes Lucy; and I never in all the days
of my life was so glad to git anything.
You don’t know how much I’'ve wanted
to make up, and I nearly cried my two
eyes out uver that invitation. I'd come
over right then and see you, only I want-
ed to save up for to-night, and—

The door bell rang again, and the next

minute Mrs. Marsh wasg saying :

Why Hannah Deane !

Did you think I wouldn’t come? cried
Mrs. Deane, excitedly, and in a high
voice suggestive of tears. Nothing could
have kept me away. I've kept away.
from you too long how Lucy, My hus-
oand’s with me. He’s out blanketing the
horses: but [ couldn’t wait another instant
to see you, and tell you how I cried over
that biessed invitation of yours.

It made me 8o sorry for all the pelty
hateful past, and I woulen’t have missed
coming to-night for—here’s Mr. and Mrs.
Drake, Lnuecy.

Lucinda Drake! said Mrs Marsh.

O Lucy ! and Mrs Drake could say no
more but silently put her arms around
Mrs. Marsh and they kissed each other

with streamning eyes.
A secon i shrill, high-pitcl.ed old voice
suddenly cried out gleefully—

Weil t’va come, l‘ucy Marsh ! Here |
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be, and it’s the fust time I’ve been out at

night f. r $1e years. DBut I said the min-
ute I got my invite, that I was a-comin’,
for yon'd come more’n halt way in asking
me tocome iand I was bound to come e
ither balf. and here [ he,

—l—aun: s glad 1o see you, Abb e
Ly man.

Oh I knowed yon wanied me to come,
or you wouldn’t have ast me. There
uever was any two-faceduess about you
Loey an’ 'm going to say righit here "fore
evervbody that 1 was a deal the most to
Dlatnies 1 that oda trouble bets een us.

O o, o, satd Mrs Marso, gm klv; it
\uz, my tanit atvhie. But we won't sa)
anythong more about i,

But [ doide hola any spiie;, Luey,

Nor | Avtie—not a bit.  1P's Coristmasg
time you know,

The arrivals foilloned each other in
qnick suceession,

Mrs. Marsi was too dazed to try to
fathom the mystery of it all until Netty
Lake came and then she drew her aside
to say: Netty, Netty there’s been a mis-
take of some sort. [ didn’t invite one ol
these persous here.

Why. Mrs. Marsh !

I didn’t Netty. Don’t vou remember ]
told yon that I was going to have the
party to—to—spite certain ones? Well
these are the people I intended s_iting.
[ can’t make it out.

Well Mrs. Marsh 1 wrote the invita-
tations and sent them to the persous
whose names I found on the slip of paper
in the box of paper in the secretary
and—

Just wait a minute, and Mrs. Marsh
hastily left the room. Netty heard her
open the secretary and in a moment she
came back.

Netty Lake I gave you the wrong list of
names, and I destroyed the right one.

Why Mrs. Marsh ! Netty looked fright-
ened.

Bat Netty as it's tzrned out, I really
gave you the right list and buruned the
one | ought to have burned.

I’t all right.  Don’t you worry. I’ll ex-
plain maltters to these who'll think
they’ve been slighted, and I can have
another party or srowething. I'm so glad
it’s turned out as it has. Justlook at my
Letty and George Parks siiting over in
that corver? Did yon ever see two hap-
pier locking youngsters? He is a fine
manly-looking young fellow isn't Le?

I s’pese I'll have to give a wedding
party some of these days

Don’t you ever breathe 10 anyone that
[didn't invite these peop'e here. I'm a
thousand times happier than I'd been if
the others had come iustead.

Here come old Ester Parks and Hannah
Deane. I'm going totake them out into
the dining-room and show them how
nice the table looks, and get them a cup
of coffee in advance. Esther always used
to say that my coffee was coffee.

At midnight Mrs. Marsh again stood at
a window, looking out into the Chr.st-
mas night.

The kindly good-by’s of her guests still
sounded pleasantly in her ears.

Her heart was full becau<e of the ten-
der words they bad caid at parting.

By hersiide, on a table, were the little |

gifts some of them had brought her—
good-will gifts and offerings of peace.
All the old enmities were dead, the old
enemies forgiven.

The sleight-load of young people who
had passed the house early in the even-
ing now went by on their homeward way,
and Mrs. Marsh lips moved with an un-
spocken “Amen” as tuey sang:

“All glory to the God on high,

And to the earth be peace;

(Good-will henceforth from heaven tc men
Begin and never cease,

FALL & WINTER

Just Received and now

Ready for inspection 2t
the

IMPERIAL HALL,

The most complete as-

sortment of Fall and
Winter Goods that we

have ever had in stock

SUITINGS

in Tweeds, Serges, and
Fancy Worsteds ete.

OVERGOATINGS,

in every
make.
All made up in the lat
est Styles and at the
Lowest prices,
Also in stock a complete
line of

Trunks & Valises,

dseirable

Men’s Hats, Caps and
Underwear which will
be sold at ROCK BOT-
TOM FIGURES.

Thes. Stanger

286 QUEEN STREET,

=UNLIKE ANY OTHER.- |

Positively Cures Diphtheria, Croup, Asthma, Bronchitis. Colds, 'Eomllltl-. Hoarseness, Coughs._-
Nhooping Cough, Catarrh, Influe Cholera Morbus, Diarrhcea, Pheumatism, Neuralgia, Tooth-
che, ﬁervom eadache, Solaﬂc:.‘t-me B:ci. Soomneu in Body o:'mmbc, Stiff Joints and Strains, -

AS MUCH FOR INTERNAL AS FOR EXTERNAL USE.

It is marvelous how many different complaints it will cure. Its stro ins lies in the fact that it acts
wuickly. Hea:ing all Cuts, Burns and Bruises like Magic. Relieving al ni’gnner of Cramps and Chills.

ORICGINATED BY AN OLD FAMILY PHYSICIAN.
All who buy direct from us, and mnest it, shall receive a certificate that the money shall be refunded
if not satistled. Retail price b 1 35 cts.; 6 bottles, $2.00. Express and du Nprepaldtoanypartof
United States or Canada. le pamphlet sent free. 1. 8. JO & CO., Boston, Mass,

GENERATION AFTER GENERATION HAVE USED AND BLESSED IT

Something New #

Every week you will find that New Goods
are arriving at the store of

Willard Kitehen & Co.,

We do not claim to have everything in the
furnitnre line, but ourstock is large enough
to meet the wants of most people, and if
you will come into the store at any time
we wili be pleased to show you what we
have.

You will find us on

Queen Street, 2 Doors above People’s Bank.

WANTED--A WIFE

Beautiful and with a Clear, Healthy Complection

Of course very man wants his wife to be beautiful; but how can she be beantiful if the
rce aud hands are disfigured by rough skin, freckles, tan or eruptions? Nothing will throw
uch a damper on love as a blemished face. ;

By the use of “GEM CURATIVE SOAP,” an article which combines the bes
known remedies for the cure of all cutaneos diseases; a refined healthy complexion is as-
sured.

When CEM CURATIVE SOAP is used according to directions the effects are mar-
vellous and gratityiLg. Time has proven this to be true, as thousands of the most flatterin
testimonials are on file from cnstomers in England, Scotland, France and Germany, in whic
countries the Soap is a staple toilet article.

For Thirty Days Only

Write this on a piece of

i e e G S WS
| GEM_CURATIVE SOAP, | "'
And send to with twenty cents for a sampje cake of Gem Curative Soap.

sentence

To the first lady from whom a slip is received will be given a handsome Seal Skin
Mantle, valued at $300.00, or its equivalent in cash, less 20 per cent- To the fir
Geutlemen from whom is received a similiar slip will be given an 18-karat Gold Watch
set with one karat diamonds. Appleton & Tracey’s movement, valued at $250.00.

In addition to these, we have prepared five thousand sample cakes numebred 1 to 5000.
Every number ending with naught (0) will receive a prize valued at not less than $10.00.

Sample cases postpaid. All goods for the United States free of duty.

T GEM SOAP Co.
TORONTO, CANADA

ENERGY. EQUITY. ECONOMY.

Before Insuring your Life write for Rates and Plans
to the

[EMPERANCE = GEEEI{AL LIFG ASS, (0,

E. R. MACHUM,

Man. for Maritime Prov.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

H. SUTHERLAND, Man.
TORONTO

Don’t Fail to Read This!

A WANT SUPPLIED.

Having noticed lately the eagerness of purchasers of Ready-Made
Clothing to get a better article than that which is imported from Mon-
treal, I have decided this coming year
To Fill the Bill, - .

I am now showing a line of Custom Made Clothing at Ready Made
Prices.

B Ask to see the Fifteen Dollar Custom Made Overcoats.

A few suits of Montreal clothing that I havelon hand I will close out
BELOW COST. I would also call your attention to the fact that I
am closing out my stock of Gents’ Furnishings, consisting of :—White
and Regetta Shirts, Neckwear, Suspenders, Collars, Cufs, Caps, Silk
Handkerchiefs, etc., consequenty

- GREAT BARGAINS -

Await Purchasers of the above goods at

150 QUEEN STREET

JAMES HOWIE.

Free |
The ‘Ladies, Journal®

for one year FREE
to every subscrip-

Agents Wanted.

HON G. W, ROSS, Pres.
TORONTO.

tion or renewal of

subscription to this
paper. |



