
  

  

AN OPEN LETTER. 
Grand Lake Range, Queen's County, N. B., 

March 10th, 1893. 

THE GropER DyspPErsiA Cure Co., Ltd. 

GENTLEMEN: 

Iam 72 years of age and have had 
Dyspepsia for several years. I 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 I could not sleep. 
I was almost without hope when I saw a testi- 

monial in 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 food 

tastes good tome now, I sleep as sound asa 

child, 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 not 

do it at all before taking Groder’s. I do feel 
grateful to you, gentlemen, for placing so 

valuable a remedy upon the market. I 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 1 firmly believe your 

remedy will cure other sufferers as it has cured 

me, [ conscientiously make this statement 

without any inducement or reward knowin 

it to be one of the best medicines in the 
market for Dyspepsia. 

Respectfully yours, 

ELEANOR BURKE. 

Atsthe «Ball. 
Continued from Front Page. 

  

  

  

Well, well, I have an idea all the same 

that if he could have brought himself to 
cverlook her origin—her grandfather a 
clod-hopper, her father a day laborer—to 
overlook the fact that she didn't belong 
to us by right, that she’ was like any 
other mushrom growth, Jack Murray 

would have been before the Prince here. 
Just then the girl on the other side of 

the rose-curtain, trembling ever so little, 

raised her head to Jack Murray's shoul- 
der, as space cleared, and their turn in 

the dance came, took the time of the 
tune, and slipped away. 

Do you mind those tabbies? asked Jack 

Marray, as he clasped her. 
Oh, no. Why should 1? 

To be sure. 
One must pay the penalty of one’s in- 

d:scretions, she said. If I had not lis- 

tened, I should not have heard. What 

dnes 1t matter any way? You would not 

suppose those women had young daugh- 

tars of their own. 
But as she swan on in the dance, with 

the beating of the dream music, the 
flashing of the recurent colors, the heavy 
breath of the blossoms, she noted none of 

these things she loved so much in her 

girl's nature, wondering what was this, 
those tabbies, as he called them, had 

said of Jack Murray, as they sipped and 
tasted behind the rose-curtain there? In 
earnest? Why shouldn’t he be in ear- 

nest? In earnest about what? Whoever 
heard of Jack Murray being in earnest | 
about anything? 

Handsome, careless Jack Murray, pull 
ing now at his mustache as they paused, 
and looking at her with an absent- 

minded gaze as if he saw not her, but/ 
the coast of France behind her. But 
what did it matter to her heart bubbling 
with her own happiness; tender words 
ringing in her ears; a kiss'yet warm and 
pulsing on her lips. 

Yet the gossip she had just now heard, 

and that look in Jack Murray's dark 

eyes, made her remember a time in those 
days of delight when she first came home 

to Mrs. de Morne’s, where Jack Murray 
was, 80 to say, the pillar of the house, 

and he had found occasion to say to her, 
and the shock of it had been cruel. 
When a girl comes into this world of the 
privileged few, a pretty girl, a girl with a 
great fortune, but a girl sprung from no- 
where and nobody, she must he wise 

enough to hold herself well in hand. 
What do you mean, Mr. Jack? she had 

asked, defiantly, over the great basket of 

orchids that had just been handed to 
her. 

I mean, he answered, that she will be 
married for her money, not for her good 
looks, or for anything else at all, and that 
she shonld never let any nonsense of love 
get the better of her. If a prince mar- 
ried her, she might allow herself to love 
—if she ¢onld. She might allow herself 
to love him with some chance and secur- 
ity of happiness in love, for he could 
marry her for herself. He would be the 
only one who could afford it. But any 
other husband, she would have to re- 
member always, was brought by money 
to her feet, that he was -purchasable, and 
so a rather contemptible whelp. 

By which I understand, Mr. Jack, she 

cried, bringing all her strength to bear to 
do so gaily, that you are not of the par- 
chasable order? 

1? he cried, Oh I, A procession of my : 

able old graves, if I married with blood 

less blue than that they have given me. 

Blue blood in this country! Felicia had 

retorted. 
At any rate, he said blood traceable 

through— 

All its gutters! she cried hotly. 

He laughed at her spirit. 
I am not laughing at you, he said; I am 

giving you advice, disinterested advice. 

No; fortunately I am not purchssable. 
My worthy mamma and her daughters 

would lead anyone, any—any woman of 

the people, you know, a pretty dance if I 

should marry her—poor thing! I shall 
hardly give them the chance. I have a 

weakness for blue blood myse:f. 
He had not, perhaps, known at that 

early time, either accurately or fully her 

previous condition, or he would not have 

been so brutal; he was amnsing himseli 

then with her surprise and anger. She 

recalled it all in a flash, as she saw him 

looking at her in this way now. But such 

a thing as that could not pain her to 

night, although that glance puzzled her. 

He might well have looked at her, and 

have seen nothing else for the dazzlement 

of it all; her perfect shape, outlined in the 

white velvet, all whose front was covered 

with a golden network that seemed to 

flow from a knot of rubies at the breastf 

and in each mesh of which glittered a 

diamond spark, giving an indescribable 

sheeny splendor to every movement, to 

every breath, and making her look, as 

the light streamed over her, like some 

young goddess. 

But Jack Murray was one of those im- 

perturable fellows who have the air of 
having had a history, and yet who have 

never been known in an affair, whom 

women had long ago given over any idea 

of charming; his praise, fame to any de- 

butante, his indifference something to be 
overcome; so entirely master of himself 

as to be allowed a degree of mastery over 

others, which, in anyone else would be 

impertinence if not insolence. 
Well, she thought now, as she adjusted 

her glove, he was amusing himself now too. 

For all that those women had chattered 

why should she suppose he was more in 

earnest about her now than ever before, 

than about all the other women who had 

smiled on him? 

He had been you might almost say, a 

part of Mrs. de Morne’s establishment, 
going and coming ever since she had en- 
tered it; and Mrs. de Morne’s home was 
hers since she came from school. He 

was af. ct of the universe; he had, in- 

deed all but coached her; he had told her 

what was desireable and what was to be 
avoided, and now the idea of anyone 
supposing he meant anything by it at 

all. 

She hated to remember it; it seemed a 

sacrilege; but still she would confess to 

herself that there had been a time, when 

she first knew Jack, that 1f he had meant 

anything—if his glance had been any 

tenderer for her than for other girls, any 
more lingering, she herself— 

An well, young girls were fools, she 

said. She could have loved Jack Murray. 
Yes she recalled the possibility; it was 
never anything but a possibility thank 

heaven !—yet a blush of shame mounted 

her forehead now at the thought of it. 

She had known from an early day that 
he regarded her as at an immeasurable 

distance of birth and breeding and would 
as soon have though of allying himself 
with the cook’s assistant. 

Yet she would have made him a good 

wife—a faithful, loving wife. But, asit 

was, she had never let herself go; she 

had never really cared; she had observed 

that advice of his and she thanked good- 
ness for it. 

And then, those tender words, sound- 

ing in memory, were ringing in her ears 

again, and it was her turn to be taken 

outin the figure by another. 

Well, she said, when she came back, 

you, perhaps, see the Azores, but are vou 
quite sure you make out the coast of 

France? 

I was looking further, he said; at the 

Transylvania mountains, at the Castle 

Hegeralya, and the Tokay vineyards 

there. Don’t look surprised; I have been 

there. It is a real castle, and they are 
real vineyards, where wine for kings is 

grown. Arpad Hegeralya is a real 
prince, and a prince of good fellows, too. 
and those diamond sparks in your array 
are a mere dust beside the jewels tiie 
Princess Hegeralya will wear. 

Is there anywhere in the world yon 
haven’t been? 

Oh. yes, he said. And he added, pres- 
ently, I never yet have reached the 

depths of a woman’s heart. 
Are there depths there? I thought a 

woman's heart was such a shallow place, 
slie said, lightly. 

Perhaps so. But she knows how to 
trouble the waters so that you can never 
know, he said, looking at her intently a 
moment, and then glancing away. 

If she doesn’t mean you to know, you 

might as well abandon the undertaking, 
she said. 

This is lovely music. It would put 
rhythm into the dances of the northern 
lights. 

And then she was taken out again. 

Mrs. de Morne was not far away, and 

Jack Murray, who was used to doing as 

he chose, seated himself beside her for a 

moment or two. But his eyes followed 

the radiant creature flashing down the 
dance, always with a certain stateliness 
that separated her from the general swarm 
of dancing girls, and saw the color that 
suffused the beautifui pearly pallor of 

her face when Hegeralya—or was it, he 

asked, with a sudden happy doubt, be-   cause he himself was looking at her?—a 

grandmothers would rise in their respect- color that stayed there afterwards as if 

sunshine had fallen through a tose upon 

her cheek. He pulled his mustache 

more savagely, though, directly. 

She is happy when she is in that fel- 
low’s arms, he muttered. I thought she 

was different from the others, But they're 

all alike. Affections are dust in the 

balance beside a title. 

Qu’as tu, mon pauvre Jack? asked Mrs. 

de Morne. Is it that there is not a friend 
left in the world? 

Philosophical observations on society, 

that is all? 

Be less philosophical, if it so spnils 
play. If you will not dance yourself, let 
others dance, Felicia. forexample. Look 

at her. She reminds me of a sunbeam on 
water, she glitters so, she floats sn. Ab, 

she is young! What a thing it is to be 

young! 

And to be happy. 

I should think, to hear vou, you grudg- 

ed the dear girl her happiness. 

Only, he said, between his teeth—only 
to make it myself. 

Just then the one with whom she had 

been dancing drew aside the curtain of 

woven roses, deep crimson, palest pink, 

and white and golden, holding it an in- 

appeciable moment, with his head bent 

and his eyes fn!l upon her, while the 
hight, sifting through the flowers, shed, 
for that instant, all the colors over her, 
gleaming and glancing in her jewels, and 
then Felicia and he stepped behind it in- 
to the banqueting room. 

It isn’t the dowry this time, murmur- 

ed Jack. Hearts are trumps, and 1 
should like to break his neck for him! 

And she? Will she sell her soul for the 

coronet of a princess? 

To be sure, Arpad Hegeralya was some- 

time more than a title, with his strength 

and stature like that of his unconquer- 

able old Slav ancestors, with their spirit 

looking out his clear eagle’s eye, with 

the gentleness of mothers of some south- 

ern race in his manner, with his voice of 

music, his air of courtesy, his bearing of 

command. Yes, he was a prince among 

men, and wore his purple by right divine, 

And yet Jack had thought, till Heger- 

alya came upon the scene, that the fruit 

was ripe for his own hand, that he had 
but to make the motion, and it was his, 

and he had been dallying as he had dal- 

lied through all his five-and-thirty years, 

enjoying the present moment too much 
to bring about the next, uncertain if, 

after all, he really—really—And now he 

was reaay to curse the delay that had not 

made sure of every thing while he 

might, that had not made this perfect 

creature his, blue blood or not to the 

contrary, the spirit that had never let 
care enough for anything to make it bis 
by any effort! 

It was in the swift moment while Jack 

Murray was thinking these thoughts— 

having left Mrs. de Morne’s side when 

the two returned from their stay in the 
banquet-room and having had to endure 
a fusilade from Charlie Exminster and 

Deshon about his funeral face in a ban- 
quet room, that a sudden cry, a sudden 
movement, and a sudden clashing stop of 

of the music, were followed by the in- 

stanteous thrust of a powerful arm and 

he saw that one of the huge silver chan- 

deliers with its hundred lights had fallen 

down its chains just over his head, a 

weight and a blow that would have cast 
hiin into outer darkness, but for the pow- 
erful arm that had seized and sent it in 
another line, sliding to the floor in a 
directing grasp, relieved at once by the 

throng of guests and servants that sprang 
to help Lold it and extinguish the lights 
before harm could be done. 

It was the affair of an instant; but in 
that instant Jack saw from what he had 

been saved, and who had saved him, and 

saw Felicia looking at them both with a 
sparkle in her eyes—was it of Lorror at 
his danger, or of admiration of the arm 
and soul that had averted it. 

He had a chance to ask her the ques- 
tion himseif, somewhat later in the night 
when, in a convenient pause of the cotil- 
lon, he wandered with her into the con- 
servatory, and brought her an ice, and sat 
by her in a corner sheltered by some 
thick banana-trees. 

the smile about the corner of the perfect 
mouth the light like a violet planet's a 
beam of the light that never was on sea 
or shore in those wide innocent eyes of 
hers, that he bad seen when she was 
dancing. 

Could it be possible that such a being 
was only one of the rabble of American 
girls mad for titles, possessed of an idiotic 
romanticism which made them fancy 
sume peculiar virtue inherent in a tiara? 

I suppose, he said that heroic deeds 
can be done in a ball room as well as on 
a battle field. And you feel like giving 
the strong, right hand its reward? 

An action done through native heroism 
is its own reward, she said quietly. 

Did you never think that daily life in 
company with such native herosim would 
be somewhat wearisome and restraining? 

Never. It would be uplifting. 
One can find plenty of excuses for mar- 

rying princes, he said, between his teeth. 
Where there are princes to marry, yes. 
You don’t pretend to say, Felicia, that 

you do not know this one is yours for the 
taking? 

I pretend that you have no authority 
to speak with me in this manner. 

He could hardly help admiring the 
high air with which she carried it al- 
ready. 

You are colder than the ice you are eat- 
ing, exclaimed Jack, bending a little 
lower, the music reaching them in loud 
and strong tune. And then, in a sort of   insolent desperation: he said: Felicia, do 

There was still the flush upon her cheek 

      
  

you suppose that a prince of the pro: d- 

ost nobility in all Europe is otlier than 

playing with you? That he really wishes 

to marry you? 

She hesitated a moment. But Jack 

Murray had been the confidant of the 

house, and why not have it out now? 

I know he does, she said, calmly, and 

went on with her ice. 

I suppose to Dann millions will not be 

unacceptable even to— 

You flatter me, she said. 

You think he would lay the Hegerals a 

princedom at your feet if—if— 

If I were a poor girl, as those women 

remarked? I think we won’t discuss it. 

Pardon me, I think we wi.l. Itis a 

matter of some moment to me. I have 

been your friend too long to he thrust 

aside, 

That is true, slie sid. 

But she’ looked np a little annoyed ai 

his tone, and still more so at his g'ance. 

Why shouldn't I ask you? I have a 

right to frankness from you. Are you 

going to accept Prince Hegeralya? 

Since you have a right to frankness—1 

bave accepted him. 

He started, in spite of himself. 

But in a moment. Do you expect to be 
happy? he asked. 

Why not? 

Can you bear the contumely, the con- 

tempt, the bare sufferance of that no- 
bility, who will resent your existence, 

and. having to receive you, will scorn 

you? 

Will it be worse than the scron of the 

high-bred dames who share your blue 
blood? dames who share your blue blood? 

she laughed. The Princess Hegeralya 

can bear much, she said. 

That is it, then! That is why I ask! 

Felicia, are you selling yourself for this 

coronet, this title —for the sake of being 

called a Princess? Will it give yon any- 
thing in the way of enjoyment which you 

haven’t now, or cannot have with yoar 

own wealth? Will castles, hunting lod- 
ges, palaces, be more than so many gilded 
cages, under the conditions in which you 
will live in them? Can a free American 

girl breathe while in the air and intrigues 

of courts? Is there any title on earth, 

warming with his own eloquence and 
bitterness, o lofty, 8» noble as that of an 

American? Don’t you agree with me, as 

she was still silent, that to be an Ameri- 

can citizen is to have compassed the last 

and fullest point in civilization, beyond 
the reach and power of princely or other 
titles and coronets. 

Shall I answer your questions categori- 

cally Mr. Jack, one by one, before they 

are too many, or shall I answer them en 
masse, as it were? she said lightly and 

laughing; yet with something a little 

ominous in the glittter of her eye, and a 

certain heart-beating to be divined from 

the tumultuous glistening of the jeweled 

meshes of her dress. Strictly speaking 
perhaps, I should not answer them at all. 
Is there not almost an impertinent li- 

berty taken in asking them? 

There can be no impertinence between 

friends ! he exclaimed. 

Well then let me see, she laughed. 

Where did you begin? Am I selling my- 

self? No. Will I have more happiness 
than I can have through my own wealth? 

Yes. Will my home seem like a prison? 
Never. Can I breathethe air ofintrigues 

and courts? The Princess Hegerala will 
have nothing to intrigue for. Is there 

any title given among men loftier than 

that of a free American? It depends al- 
together upon the American. Can I bear 

the contumelious lip of nobles to the 

manner born? Iam an American sover- 

eign myself, prouder than all and any 
of them. Do I agree with you that civil- 

ization has nothing finer than the possi- 
bilities afforded in being born an Ameri- 

can, and that a man who is an American 
citizen should be on a higher plane than 
that of any titled dignity whatever? 1 

do. Let me think—was there anything 

else? Isn’t this rather serious business 
for a ball room? 

Very serious, said Jack Murray. Very 

serious to me. And he leaned there 

with his eyes on the ground. I agree 

with you that Hegerayla is not seeking 

you for the sake of—because— 

Because I am an heiress. But you will 
nct so exonerate my other friends. 

No; Hegeralya does not know how to 

spend the revences of his principality 
now. 
Then you concede that, on the whole, I 

may trust a man who has no occasion for 

my fortune, and who can, as a matter of 

fact, aspire to the hand of royal ladies? 
she said, with a slight ring of he knew 

not what in her voice—amusement, anger 
mockery. 

Oh Hegeralya’s part is plain enough, I 

have said, he answered. It is you that I 

am thinking of, when you wake and find 

yourself wretched in the midst of your 
splendor. 

I? Oh, have no concern for me. I am 

happy. I owe it, perhaps, to you, Mr Jack. 

Yes, I owe you a great debt. I remember it 

was you that warned me against losing my 
heart to any of the men about me, the men in 

society. You told me I should have more 

chance and security of happiness with a foreign 
prince, thinking you named the impossible, 

who would take me for myself. I was very 

young. It is four years since. Bnt I profit- 

ed by your advice, and held myself well in 

hand. By the aid of the powerful illumina- 

tion you lent, I saw through all these pertend- 

ers who wanted nothing of me but my poor 
father’s money, soiled with oil, and paint, 
and gas, as it was. - There was only one of 

the men whom possibly I might have loved, 

she said more slowly, but for that advice, and 
but for fear of his grandmothers rising from 

their graves, of the dance his mamma and her 
daughters were ready to lead me— 

  

  

  

  

These pills were a won- 
derful discovery. Un- 
Hke any others. One 
Pilla Dose. Children 
take them easily. The 
most delicate women 
use them. In fact all 
ladies can obtain very 
great benefit from the 
ase of Parsons’ Pills. 
One box sent post 

paid for 285 cts., or five 
boxes for $1 in stamps. 
80 Fills in every box.   

   

    

cure a great variety of 
diseases. This infor- 
mation alone is worth 
ten times the cost. A 
handsome {illustrated 
pamphlet sent free cone 
tains valuable Infor. 
a Send for 1t. 

« I+ 8S. Johnson & 
on 28 Custom ae 
Street, Boston, M 
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Three more Car Loads of Chairs, Bedsteads, Belroom Suits and 
Fancy Furniture Just Received. New Upholstered Goods are being 

$25.50. Solid Oak Chamber min 

turned out of our Upholstering department daily. 
PRICES: Walnut Parlor Suites in Tapestry with Plush Trim- 

Suits, $25.00, French Panneled 
Antique Oak Bedsteads with engraved headboard and varnished Side 
Rails, $1.85, Woven Wire Mattrasses, $2.65, Dominion Coppered Wire 
Beds reduced to $4.50, Oak Chairs 38e¢., Cane Seated Chairs 65¢., Oak 
Bent Back Rockers, 85¢., Platform Carpet Rockers, $3.50, Bamboo 
Easels, 90c., Bambco Fancy Tables, $1.35, Goud Strong Lounges with 
Steel Springs, Tapestry overing, $4.50, Soft Stuffed Easy Chairs, 
$400, 10.Piece Ivory Toilet Sets, $2.25, ive Bottle Polished Castors, 
95¢., Silver Plated Castors, 16 inches high, 5 engraved Bottles, stamped 
Quadruple Plate, only $2.75. 

New Cheval Chamber Suites 18x36 beveld 
value ever offered. New lines in Polished 
Suits, Book Cases, Secretaries, Hall Racks, 
Goods, Chiua, Glass and Silverware. 

plate, 7 pieces, best 
Oak and Walnut Chamber 

Desks, Pictures, Fancy 

EZ" Children’s Carriages, came in late, at $7.50 to close out. 

We employ no peddlers but make our PRICES sell the 
DON’T BE DECEIVED. 

Goods. 

Orders by mail promptly attended to and Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

  

JAMES G. 
  

MCNALY. 
  

EFULI: I: EINES of the following Department 

are in stock which intending purchasers do well to examine, 
O 
  

Silks, “Prrgods: 
Velvets, Flannels, 

Velveteens, Cotton Flannels, 
Plushes, White Cottons, 

Ribbons, Unbleached do. 
Dress Goods, Ginghams, 

Winceys, Shirtings, 
Cloths, Prints, Ducks, 

Hoisery, Harberdashery, 
House Furnishing Men’s Shirts and 

Goods, Drawers 
Oileloths Cotton Warps, 

  

JOHN HASLIN. 

044 TORONTO   
  
  

Yes, it was a foolish speech. I forgave it 

long ago. We are the best of friends I hope. 
How beautiful she was, with the calm gaze 

of her starry eyes, the unwonted flush upon 

the cheek, the sweetness of the serious mouth, 

the flicker and glitter of her dress like a sep- 

erating atmosphere. 
Is it too late—is it too late , Felicia, to be 

more? he murmured, passionately, his hungry 

eyes more elcquent than he. 

She did not heed the question, but sat 

listening to the music of the wild Hungarian 

waltzes tha* stole with a muffled melody about 

them. Then she rose and looked in the di- 

rection of the dance. But she paused and was 

silent for the space of a few heartbeats, while 

he still surveyed her. 

To a woman, Mr. Jack, said Felicia, after a 

moment, one is neither a noble nor a peasant, 
a patriot or a citizen of the world. He is a 

prince he is a backwoodsman. It is all the 
same; he is her lover. 

You are marrying Prince Hegeralya with 

that thought? he asked hoarsely. 

I am marrying Prince Hegeralya, said she, 

looking up with an enchanting smile, because 

Ilove him. Then she turned, and in quite 

another tone, she said: Shall we go back now? 

That ice was quite refreshing. When I was a 

child, at my play, piping wells with the little 

German childern, or riding on a log ina saw- 

mill, I should have thought it a morsel for 

the gods, 1f I had ever known of gods. 

afraid that we have missed a figure. 
  I am 

Did you     Felicia ! \ ever hear such music out of Eden. 

  
IT HAS CURED HUNDREDS 

of cases considered hopeless after all other rem 
edies had failed. Do not despair, take courage, 
be persuaded, and try this truly wonderful 
medicine. 

| IT WILL CURE YOU. 
For sale by all Druggists and general dealers. 

Price 25 and 50 ets. a bottle. 
Manufactured by 

HAWKER MEDICINE ©9., Lii, 
St, John, N. By 
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