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“Pumps' for all Purposes

WATERING STOCK,

WASHING CARRIAGES,
WELL PUMPS,
HOUSE PUMPS, &C.

Send for our Pump Catalogue.

T. McAVITY & SONS.

ST. JOHN, N, B.

Barbed Wire Fencing,

4 POINTS—6 INCHES APART.
Plain Wire Fencing,

Woven Wire Fencing,

Pouitry Netting, Etec.

OXFORD WOOLEN MILLS,

Theleading producers of Tweedes and orher high class woolen goods in the Mari-

time Provinces.

It is to the interest of those requiring handsome durable, pure wool cloths to
examine Oxfords before purchasing. Our products in the latest styles and designs
for 1898 are now in the hands of the undermentioned Oxford Agents, who with their
customary courtesy and attention will serve the good people of Queens County.

AGENCIES : —J. W. Dickie, Gagetown; John Robinson, jr. Narrows (team on
the road); Daniel Palmer, jr., Douglas Harbor (team on the road); William Living-
ston, Inchby (team on the road); Mrs. J. E. Coy, Upper Gagetown.

Oxford Manu@ring Co., Ltd.

Oxford, Nova Scotia

e [They banish pain

and prolong life.

Wo matter what the matter is, one will do you
gnod, and vou can get ten for five cents.
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Fire Briek, Lime &e.

TO ARRIVE AND IN STOCK.

0x0

15000 Scoteh Fire Brick.

10 Tons of Fire Clay.

50 Bbls Portland Cement.

1 Car Load Snow Flake Lime.

1 Car,Calciend and Farmers’ Plaster.

5000 Red Brick,

———FOR SALETBY
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JAMES S NEILL, Fredericton.

Do You Think of Building

I manufacture every
description of , ., .

Building
Materials,

and will furnish prices
and estimates.

Give Me a Trial Order.

A. A. MABEE,

212 and 214 Main St.,

8T. JOHN N. B.

Literature.

WILL IT BE YES?

— e

BY EUGENIA B. BIGHAM,

— —

(Concluded. ).

He wheeled about and looked into
Rayda’s sympathetic eyes. She stood
veside a grave on which she had just plac-
ed fresh flowers—the grave of Henry
Hess.

Richard wondered if it would forever
separate them.

“I thought something serious had hap-
pened to you,” Rayda said.  “You look-
ed—well, absorbed and displeased.”

“Did I?” he asked. “I was studying a
problem, Mrs. Hess. Do you believe
one love ean so occupy any human heart
that no other love can ever enter it?”’

“Nn,” she answered. “A real love
but fits one for loving others, so that all
the world seems closer.”

“Not that,” he said, almost petulantly.
“Forgive me if I dare too much, but do
you believe that any woman, havirg lov-
ed and lost as you have, for instance,
could ever give such love again?’

“I cannot say. 1 only believe I never
could.”

Then she looked at him, and someting
in his face made her feel strangely troubl-
ed.

Instinctively she moved nearer to the
grave, as though to gain strength from
the memories connected with it.

“Why do you ask me this?”’ she said.

He saw her uneasiness, and it gave him
hope.

“‘Because yours is too noble a life to
waste in grief,” he said, boldly. “Love
is possible—"

“Stop!” she cried, sharply. *I will
nog listen—it is treason. My life is not
wasted—it. belongs to him.”

She pointed to the mound, yet, strange-
ly enough, moved a little from it. *‘I
can never love another—I shall be -true
to the end.”

“Her words were a spur to the heart of
the man at her side.

“You may believe that, but I believe
you will change your mind because I will
that you shall!” he said within his soul.
Aloud he said, “But you—you are one
woman in a million.”

Just then footsteps beat the hard road-
way, and they saw a man from the found-
ry making directly toward them.

“The boss sent me for you, Mr. Pat-
terson,” he cried. ‘‘The river has risen
so much since morning that all our part
of town is in danger.”

“I will come at once,” Richard said;
and bowing to Rayda, he was gone,-~~ ' *

That night few at Beltvilla slept and
hundreds of lanterns twinkled here and
there, neither gas nor electric lights hav-
ing yet blessed this mountain town. Wo-
men and children watched the rise of the
waters, while men worked heroically to

. <~ va threatened property.

I'he scene was weird and exciting, and
sbortly after midnight screams for help
addad to it a tragic element. They came
from people who, trying to save their
household effects, had dared too much
and were caught in the swirling, onrush-
ing waters.

But for the darkness of night, everyone
so entrapped might have been rescued.
As it was a panie_settled over the throng
and mothers called “fxauntically for their
children, husbands for their wives, .
men for each other, the many calls mis-
leading rather than guiding.

The remainder of the night was fraught
with agony. The dawn, gray, and sullen,
revealed wreckage everywhere, and ter-
ror-stricken faces looking questioningly
at other faces.. Here and there family
groups clung together, glad no one was
missing. But other groups moaned and
wept.

Presently it was whispered that no
one could find Richard Patterson.

During the early part of the night he
had been seen running hither and thither
helping this one and that, working like a
Hercules.

As nearly as could be recalled, he had
beén seen last helping the foreman to
save his goods. Since then, two o’clock,
how many long hours had passed!

“‘Oh, he’ll come directly!” trembling
lips would say. But the hopeful words
always faltered, the speakers being
weighed with fear that the best friend
Beltvilla had ever known would never
again be seen in the place.

The moruing dragged over the wrecked
portion of the town and over the un-
wrecked portion.  The afternoon drag-
ged after it. Another black, rainy night
set in, and Richard was still missing.
His uncle sat in his library, his face was
hidden in his hands, and every few min-
utes he murmured-

“I won’t be the one to tell the boy’s
mother. I can’t do that—no!”

The great anxiety about Richard so far
outweighed regret for loss of property,
that almost unheeded the muddy waters
soaked the carpets and lower walls of
many a home.

The foundry itself was flooded; new
dangers threatened, yet Richard’s ab-
sence made other matters insignificant.
Mounted men followed the river ror miles
telegrams flashed to many places, and
every time a newcomer approached a
group he was hailed with the question:

“Any news of him?”

Three days passed, and despair settled
on the town.

. which to build a hope.

Rayda Hess never lost hope.

The rumor of Patterson’s death had
caused her a curious shock, the nature of
which she did not herself recognize. With
gleaming eyes and set mouth she went
among the people, counselling, assisting,
but ever on thealert for tidings of the
man so universally mourned.

““He is not dead,” she said. *“‘God
would not let him die. He will come
back to us, and be all he ever was. Some-
where Richard Patterson lives.”

And her faith was rewarded. On the
fourth day after the flood the postmaster
received a letter from a village some fifty
miles south.

It stated that a man and two children
had been taken from a piece of flooring
floating on the river; that one child was
dead, the other uninjured; that the man
was unconscious when rescued, but had
revived long enough to give his name as
Patterson and his town as Beltvilla.

When asked whom he would like to
see he had answered ‘‘Rayda.”

This last item filled Rayda vith sur-
prise and a certain kind of alarm.

She asked her heart a dozen questions,
failing to find answers to some of them.
But she was one of the iarge party that
boarded the noon train to go to the town
where Richard was suffering. Awed and
apprehensive silence dominated the people
during the trip. All felt that Richard
had risked his life to save the children.
Aund now would he himself be dead when
they should reach him?

A crowd of wondering villagers watch-
ed the little company of strangers who
walked in silence from the station across
the street to the hotel. But the hotel
keeper allowed no one to enter with
them.

Richard, he said, was still delirious,
and his kind eyes readily singled out the
parents of the children. Another minute
and he saw a living child snatched to the
arms of her parents, while a man and
a woman knelt, sobbing, by a rude casket
wherein lay their little one. And Rayda
looked on with brimming eyes, not know-
ing for whom she felt the wmore, the par-
ents who rejoiced or the parents who
wepr.

But for Rayda herself the next few
days were full of anxiety, wonder, revela-
{ion.

In hisdelirium Richard insisted that she
should stay by him, and other sentences
of his made her guess correctly the state
of his feeling for her. She was sincerely
glad when he was pronounced out of
danger and she was free to o home.

It was several weeks before Richard
himself returned to Beltvilla, but he or-
dered the routine at the foundry to go
«n as if he were there, and with right
good will the people went to work.

The place showed not the faintest sign
of the freshet when at last he did return,
and he was cheered until he was compel-
led to mount a nail keg and make the
workmen a speech.

He was very white and weak, and lean-
ed on his uncle’s walking cane; but his
eyes were luminous, his smile radiant,
and his whole bearing full of the old-time
magnetism.

His first private interview with Rayda
Hess took place several evenings later.
The hour was late when he at last stood
on the front steps bidding her good night.
The moonlight fell on his bare head and
upfurned face, and on Rayda, standing on
the porch looking down on him. He
was saying:

“That is true. You never gave me so
much as & word, so little as a look, on
Yet, thanks to
you, my nature has been lifted from low
to high estate, and I have been so en-
nobled through wmy love for you that I
am strong enough morally, even spiritu-
ally, to keep foothold on my present
plane without the possession of your love.
But, oh! with your love, what could I
not dare? May the God your pure life
taught me to reverence guide you when
you write me the decision you are to
make to-morrow.”

He put out his hand, and Rayda said
good-night as she placed her own in its
clasp. For a moment they looked silent-
ly into each other’s eyes; then Rayda
turned, passed slowly into the hall, up
the stairs to her own room. Locking
the door she went directly to her
trunk, took therefrom a case of gold about
the size of a man’s watch, opened it, and
sat down to gaze at the pictured face of
Henry Hess. Tears were in her eyes,
but she smiled even as she wept.

“You will understand, Harry,” she
murmured. And when she at last put
away the locket her face was bright with
a new hope.

Can you guess what answer she gave
Richard Patterson on the morrow?

(The End.)

Two Papers for One Price.

We have made arrangements with the
“Family Herald and Weekly Star” Pub-
lishers whereby we can supply that paper
and the QueenNs Counry Gazerre, for
one year, for $1.50. Subsecribers will al-
so receive the beautiful picture entitled
the “Thin Red Line.” Taking the pic-
ture into consideration, the subscribers
for the ‘‘Family Herald and Weekly Star”
and the QUEENs County GazerTE will re-
ceive two papers for the price of one.
This is a golden opportunity. Address,

Jas. A. STEWART,
Gagetown, N. B.

COOK’'S ANODYRE LINIMENT.

A Rare Opportunity.

— —

Having made arrangements with tlhe
publishers of the Toronto Daily Mail and
Empire,” we are in a position to supply
said paper and the Queexs CounTy
GazeTrE for one year for the small sum
of $2.70. The “Mail and Empire” is the
leading Conservative paper in Canada
and the low figure asked enables all to
procure a copy. Address,

Jas. A. STEwaART,
Gagetown, N. B.

Lemons for the Toilet.

The best manicure acid is a teaspoonful
of lemon juice in a cup of tepid water.
This not only whitens and removes stains
from the nails, but it loosens the cuticle
much better than scissors do. A dash of
lemon juice, too, in a glass of water is an
adwmirable tooth wash after the use of
onions or anything that will effect the
breath.

WAN'[‘ED -~ SEVERAL TRUSTWORTHY PER-

SONS in this state to manage our busi-
ness in their own and nearby counties.
It is mainly office work econducted at
home. Salary straight $900 a year and
expenses—detinite, bonatide, no more,
no less salary. Monthly $75. References.
Enclose self-addressed stamped envelope,
Herbert E. Hess, Prest., Dept. M
Chicago.

Sheriff’s Sa,le:“

<

There will be sold at ®ublic Auction, in |

front of the Oftice of the Reygistrar of
Deeds, in Gagetown, in the Countv of
Queens, on FRIDAY, THE SEVEN-
TEENTH DAY OF FEBRUARY next,
between the hours of twelve o’clock noon
and the hour of two o'clock in the after-
noon.

All the right title, interest, property,
possession, claim and demand whatsoever
either at Law or in Equity of Rebecca J.
J. McDonald of in and to the following
described. lands and premises, viz.: “All
that certain piece or parcel of land situate
in the Parish of Waterborough, in the
County of Queens, southeast of Wiggins
Cove the northerly part of Lot No. 5
Second Tier and bounded as follows, on
the north by lands occupied by Gilbert
Wiggins, on the east by the roa({ leading
from the Union Settlement to Young's
Cove,onthesouth by the road leading trom
the Union Settlement to Wiggins Cove,
and on the west by lands occupied by
James F. Roberts, containing twenty-six
acres more or less, it being part of Lot No.
9 granted by the Crown to William Welton
bearing date 25th September, 1865.” To-
gether with the buildings and improve-
ments thereon and the privileges and
appurtenances thereto belonging.

The same having been seized by me un-
der and by virtue of an Execution to me
directed issued out of the Saint John
County Court at the suit of Nathaniel C.
Scott against . the said Rebecca J.
McDonald.

Dated at Gagetown, Q. C., the fourteenth
day of November A. D. 1898.

JAMES REID,
Sheriff of Queens County.

W.J.DSBORNE

PRINCIJPAL.
The long experience as 2 practical Ac-
countant and Commercial teacher, of its
principal; the thoroughness of the work
that is being done; the reasonable rates of
tuition, and the very low figure at which
board may be had, are some of the things
that are making

Frederieton Business College

the popular college of
Provinces.
Present attendance more than double

the Maritime

that of last year.
Send for FREE catalogue,
Address,
W. J. OSBORNE,
Principal.

Fredericton, N. B.

NOTICE TO

BUILDERS

AND

FARMERY!

IF YOU ARE GOING TO

BUILD - OR - REPAIR

Call and see our stock of
Shingles,
Clapbeards,
Laths,
Lime,
Brick,
Nails, Etc.

Always Willing to Quote Prices.

Don't forget us when you want

—» GROCERIES.

King & Noble

Indiantown, St. John,

NOTICE.

A Note of Hand, given to L. D. Ferris
which he has sold, no value received,
which I will not pay, which is dated Dec.
22rd, 1897. .

WILLIAM E. FERRIS.

FOR SALE.

I offer for Sale a piece of Land situate
on Big Musquash Island containing about
twenty acres. Grass can be cut with
machine. “Good Barn.” Also Jerse
cattle different ages and Guernsey Bull
Calf. Cattle all are Registered.

H. D. MOTT.
St. John, N, B,
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Seeds | Seeds!!

0
JUST IN AT

G. T. Whelpleys’

1 Carioad Timothy
and Clover Seed.

1 Carload Ontario
Sead Oats, (Assorted Kinds)
Banner, White Rus~-

sian, Rosedale, Early
Gothard.

The Usual Large Stock of

Fine Groceries,

Flour, Corn MWMeal, Oat
Meal, &c,

TEA A SPEGIALITY.

G. T. Whelpley,

310 Queen St., Fredericten.

Farm for Sale

Farm containing 170 acres of upland
cutting about 40 tons of upland hay..
sitnated in Jerusalem settlement in the:
Parish of Hampstead, three miles from
the St. John River. The farm is well
watered a good boiling spring near house,
it is also well wooded and centrally locat-
ed to post office, general store, blacksmith
shops, ete., it is in a good neighborhood
where the neighbors are strietly honest-
and obliging.

Also, 1 horse rake, plows and other
farming implements.

This is a good chance to get a farm on
easy terms as the owner is in no hurry for
the money.

For terms, ete., write to

MRS. H. L. DUFFIE,
Glassville, Carleton Co., N.

R. WOTTRICH,
Gun Maker,

MANUFACTURER OF

All Kinds of Sporting Goods.

Special attention given to Winchester
Rifles and Revolvers. Also repairing of
all kinds of Bicycles and manutacturer of
Surgical Instruments and Trusses. Per-

fect fit of;Trusses guaranteed. Made to
order.

254 UNION STREET, ST. JOHN.
Patronize the

GLOBE LAUNDRY,

2 Doors Below Queen Hotel,

Queen Street, Fredericton, M.
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED.

G. R. PERKINS, Proprietor.

FOR SALE.

The subscriber offers for sale the lot
adjoining the one occupied by his resid-

: ence known as the Stockfort Lot.

WM. HAMILTON,
Gagetown, Apri] 26.

St. Johin Semi-Weekly un.

Cash in Aduanc—e, 79 conts a Year.

The Cheapest and Best Newspaper for
Old and Young in the MaritimepProvinces

Twice a Week--Wednesday & Saturday

Reliable market reports.
Full shivping news,
Sermons by Dr. Talmage and other
Eminens Divines.
Stories by eminent Authors.
Despatches and correspondents
From all parts of the world.

— s

Call and see our Type-setting Machines

in operation. The greatest invention of
the age.

St. John Daily Sun

IS A NEWSPAPER
First, Last and all the Time,
2 CENTS PER COPY FIVE DOLLARS PER YEAR

In quantity, variety and reliabiltz of its

d_esplatches and correspondence, it has no
rival, -

———

Using Mergenthelar T -casting Ma-
chines THE SUN is printemm new type
every morning.
_Established in 1878, it has increased in
circulation and popularity each vear.
Advertising rates furnished on applicatio o

ADDRESS:
SUN PUBLISHING COMPANY, Ltd.

St. John, N, B.

FRED BROOKS

OF STR. VICTORIA,
has been appointed agent for the

Capvell Laundry, Fredericton,

Parcels sent to the steamer in his care
will receive best attention and will
be returned promptly.

Send him your Laundry.

BOARDERS.

The subseriber can accomm
visitors with J)leasantly situated r:g:‘t:
Telephone and post office convenient and
only a few minutes walk from the steam

boat wharves.
MRS.ZE. SIMPSON.




