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Literature.

THE VINE WITH THE PINK
FLOWERS.

“Uncle Pardon shall never leave his
money out of the family,” said Miss Mil-
lie Dean.

She said it half a dozen times a day on
an average, in the hearing of Ewmma,
Rane, who had never yet seemed to take
in the hidden meaning.

Emma had a delicate, reserved face of
great sweetness, yet having a certain
power of hiding any strong emotion of
which the tender heart was capable. And
they were not Dean features—those ex-
quisite lines and curves. The Dean feat-
urcs were strong and aggressive. From a
child Emma had secretly experienced a
feeling of dread when viewing Miss Mil-
lie's nose in profile.

She had come to the Willows, Pardou
Dean’s fine farm, when but nine years
old. A younger sister of his—a sweet
childless woman—had adopted the girl
when an infant, and had loved and cher-
ised Emma as long as she had a husband
and a home. .

. Losing both in a terrible conflagration,
she returned to the farm where she had
passed her youth, and, dying soon after,
left this little daughter of her adoption
to the tender mercies of her brother and
sister.

. Pardon Dean was an eccentric man, far
advanced in years. Millie was a hard,
unloving woman, between forty and fifty,
stiff in her notions, immovable in her pre-
judices. From the time Millie was
brought to the Willows, she -had looked
upen the girl as an interloper. Yet,
when Lucy died, Millie promised that she
would take care of the child until old
enough to take care of herself.

More than a decent living she never
meant Emma to have. As she said:

“Uncle Pardon’s money shall never go
out of the family.”

For there were children of another
brother to inherit the patrimony—a fami-
ly of five, all Deans to the backbone.

As for Uncle Pardon, as he was called,
he made no demonstration
Emma until the child had lived with him
a year. Always quiet and sensitive, she
grieved long for her adopted mother, and
under the rule of Miss Millie she grew
quiet and sad. The ‘cold, harsh woman
never found opportunity to punish her
with blows, but frowned suv ominously on
the slightest wnishap that the whole exis-
tence of the child was cruelly darkened.

When about ten years old Emma acci-
dentially terribly scalded her little hands
with a pail of boiling water; and Miss
Millie was about to rush upon the poor
child and punish her for her irrepressible
screams when Uncle Pardon caught Em-
ma up, and murmuring, “‘Poor little dove
—poor little dove!” plunged her hands
into a bowl of sweet oil, thus relieving
her anguish.

Miss Millie stood aghast. Not but
what she would have applied means of al-
leviation if the child had patiently await-
ed her leisure, but she instinctively re-
sisted any demand made upon her by the
little alien; and when her brother showed
not only solicitude, but tenderness, she
was astounded and enraged. The next
morning when he asked how thc child
was, she retorted:

‘‘She is well enough. So you have
adopted her, too, have you? You will be
leaving her your money next.”

“I shall dec as T please about that,”
he replied, slowly adding, as he rose from
the breakfast table, “‘I think it is likely I
shall leave her a pot of gold.”

Miss Millie was uncertain how much
of earnest there was in this, but she fear-
ed—she very mach feared—that the ec-
centric old man as self-willed as herself,
had found a soft spot in his heart for the
little white face and blue eyes. Do as
she would, she could not help Emma
growing up pretty and a lady. The
beauty was irrepressible, the refinement
inate. Clad in the coarsest homespun,
the slender feet disguised in coarse, ill-
fitting shoes, the sweet voice and fair
face would yet attract a beholder; and in
cautious crumbs and snatches old Pardon
gave her his heart.

Emma seon learned that he loved her,
and she loved him warmly in return; but
both dreading domestic storms they never
demonstrated affection in Miss Millie’s
presence.

But while Emma’s life was sweetened
by the feeling that she had one friend,
the woman’s was embittered by the fear
that her favorite nephews—all Deans,
would lose a penny of the Dean fortune.

When Emma was sixteen she would
have been driven from the house to earn
her own living, but that Linley Lane
came to the Willows, and there and then
fell in love with her, so that Miss Millie
said in her heart:

“It is well. ~Let him marry her and
take her out of the way. That will save
all gossip and notoriety.”

For she knew the neighbors whispered
among themselves:

“‘She is hard on Emma Lane!”

As for Linley Lane, he was just such a
hearty, generous, handsome fellow as
gentle, loving girls adore; and it seemed
to Emma that a whole, joyous spring,
full of sunshine, flowers and bird song,
ad suddenly come into her life, when he

Uher that he loved her; but they were

’r than any pair of robins in the or-
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nest on.

“If you want her,” said Miss Millie,
grimly, ‘‘take her.”

“But I have no practice yet, and no
home,” said young Dr. Lane.  “If Mr.
Dean would like to help us a little, how-
ever, I would gladly make a beginning,
and have no doubt but that we shall suc-
ceed finely.”

“Uncle Pardon’s money shall never go
out of the family!” snapped Miss Mil-
lie.

Seeing how matters lay in this direc-
tion, Dr. Lane simply replied:

“Then I cannot marry at present!”

He was satisfied, however, that Unecle
Pardon had warmer feelings for Emma,
aud believed that a more generous re-
sponse could be elicited from the old
man.

As for Emma, he knew that he had so
brightened her life that she was now com-
paratively content, and he prepared to
commence his practice hopefully.

But there were two older and well-es-
tablished physicians in the town, and at
first it was up-hill work.

And at this time Miss Millie showed a
spirit utterly venemous.

“That fellow isn’t going to marry you,
Emma Rane, and you had better go
somewhere and earn your living, instead
of waiting here for Uncle Pardon’s
money,”’ she said.

*I am not waiting for Uncle Pardon’s
money,” answered Emma, her gentle
eyes flashing with indignation. “1 do
not want his money. I am willing to go
away, and prefer earning my own living.
As for Dr. Lane, we—we shall be mar-
ried some day, when he is a little better
off,” with a maidenly blush on her, pure
cheek. | 4

“Umph! You had better talk to some-
body who can’t see. You can’t cheat me
about what's going on before my eyes
every day. You aad Uncle Pardon are
as thick as can be behind my back; but
you need not think to wean him from his
own flesh and blood!” _ : :

*“Hold your tongue!” harshly interrupt-
ed another voice. ‘‘Let the girl alone!
As for you, Emma, if you want to marry
young Lane, tell him that when I die I
will leave you a pot of gold; for you de-
serve it, if ever a girl did.”

‘“‘You shall not,” screamed Miss Millie.

“I will!” shouted Uncle Pardon.

That night the old man was stricken
with paralysis. It was the third time he
had been thus attacked, and the doctor
b said he could not recover from it; but he
partially recovered, and lingered some
weeks.

“Don’t you dare send Emma away,”
he muttered, thickly, to Miss Millie.
““Let her come in here every day and
water the plants. I want to see her.”

Miss Millie could bhave killed her
brother, but she dared not refuse him.
In vain Miss Millie frowned. At last she
said:

“I will ind his —will; and see what he
has left her.

“‘So she commenced a fuirtive search.
In desks and drawers, in cupboards,
trunks, and boxes she carefully searched,
and at last discovered, in a partition of
her eccentric brother’s tool box, the im-
portant document.

It was eminently satisfactory—house,
lands and moncy he haa left to the
Deans.

She put the paper back carefully.

“It’s all right. He has left her noth-
ing!” she cried, triumphantly.

As for Uncle Pardon, he had seemed
to care for nothing but to be undisturb-
ed among his plants. One, a beautiful
foreign vine, with pink blossoms, he had
suspended close to his bed—so near that
Emma was obliged to water it very care-
fully, lest the moisture should drip upon
the sheets.

Her heart ached in these last days on
earth of her kind, old friend. How many
a dark hour his smiles of indulgence had
brightened! = What a power, not to be
overthrown, was he in that austere house-
hold! And now he was slowly fading out
of it.

Almost helpless, and half insensible,
he lay among the pillows, and his hours
were numbered.

Dr. Lane was far from her, too. An
epidemic had appeared in an adjoining
town, and he had been sent for three

weeks previously, and he had not return-
ed‘ i

One night old Pardon grew restless. A
doctor was at his bedside. Miss Millie
bent over him and there were servants in
the room.

“I am going. 1Igive Emma the vine
with the pink flowers. Transplant it in
the spring, child. Good bye—good
bye!”

And the ebbing tide of life failing sud-
denly, Uncle Pardon was dead.

While he la.y composed in his grave-
clothes, Emma, after pressing a caressing
hand on the eold brow, which she could
hardly see for her blinding tears, reached
up and took down the pot of pink blos-
SOmS.

Turnirg, she met Miss Millie’s trium-
phant smile.

“I wish you joy of your inheritance,"
the woman said.

“I am glad to have it; I want nothing
more,”’ sobbed Emma. :

Perhaps the hard woman was rebuked
by the young girl’s sincere grief, for she
uttered no more taunts for days.

On the day of the funeral Dr. Lane
hurried to the Willows.

““I could not come before,” he said to

Emma. ‘‘What did Uncle Pardon leave
you, Emma?’

for they had nothing to build the'r |

“You, too?” she asked, reproachfully.
““He left me the memory of much kind-
ness, and a pot of pink-blossomed vines
which was long in his room.”

“It is well,” was Lane’s only answer.

His prospects had brightened.  He
had won friends in the adjoining town
where he had labored faithfully among
the sick and dying, and had been invited
to settle among them. So he took Em-
ma from her lonely home at the Willows,
and they commenced their married life in
the prettiest of little cottages.

In a sunny bay window the pink flow-
ered vine was hung, but it gradually lost
its rosy blossoms and drooped.

“Uncle Pardon told me to transplant it
in the spring,” said Emma, one fine
March day. “l must do so, or it will
die.”

She carefully removed the root and
turned out the earth, and then, wonderfu]
to see, the pot was lined with gold, so
that in a short time she had counted out
a thousand five-dollar gold pieces.

“I knew it was so, or I guessed at it,”
said her husband. *‘I was sure he would
outwit that woman.”

But Emma had no feeling of triumph.
She only sobbed gratefully.

“Dear Uncle Pardon. He meant to
take care of me after all, although I was
not one of the family.”

Invested wisely, the money laid the
foundation of a fortune. '

Cook's Fcnetrating rlasters.

Robbery at Moncton.

Moxcrox, N. B., Aug. 15.—A com-
plaint was made to the police today that
about $100 worth of jewelry had been
stolen from the residence of J. R. Bleak-
ney, caretaker of the Moncton athletic
grounds, yesterday. The thief is belietved
to be a young man named Jean Bleakney
a nephew of the man whose house was
robbed, the youngz man having been mis-
sing since yesterday. He boarded with
his uncle and worked at the blacksmith
trade. He belongs to Hillsboro, and
told his companions he was going to Cape
Breton, and as two gold watches and
chains and two rings belonging to Bleak-
ney’s daughters are missing, he is sus-
pected of having stolen them and skipped.
Young Bleakney was also two months be-
hind in his board account.

TO CONSUMPTIVES.

The undersigned having been restored
to health by simple means, after suffering
for several years with a severe luug affec-
tion, and that dread disease Consump-
tion, is anxious to make known to his
fellow sufferers the meaas of cure. To
those who desire it, he will cheerfully send
(free of charge), a cuPy of the prescription
used, which they will find a sure cure for
Consumption, Asthma, Catarrh,
Bronchitis and all Throat and Lung
Maladies. He hopes all sufferers will try
his remedy, as it is invaluable. Those de-
siring the preser.ption, which will cost
them nothing, and may prove a blessing,
will please address,

REV. EDWARD A. WILSON,

33-1yr. Brooklyn, New York

The publishers, Wilmer Atkinson Co.,
whose card will be found in another col-
umn, tell us Biggle Cow Book is most
elaborately and beautifully illustrated in
wood engraving, in half tone and in col-
or work;and the type, press work and
binding are simply superb. Eight of the
principal breeds are shown in colors true
to life by a first class artist. No ex-
pense has been spared on these portraits,
and they must certainly gratify and
please. There are twenty-six chapters
covering the whole ground of the dairy.
Those on Ailments and Remedies are
worth the whole price of the book to
any one owning even a small dairy. The
villager with one cow will find the book
a great help. The creamery chapter is
up-to-date, and will certainly interest
many. Itisanup to date book, and
should form part of the library of every
progressive farmer and cow owner in the
United States. It contains 144 pages of
type matter, and one hundred and thirty
beautiful illustrations. It is bandsomely
bound in cloth. The price is 50 cents,
free by mail; address the publishers, Wil-
mer Atkinson Co., Philadephia.

COOK’'S ANODYRE LINIMENT.

Green Cut Bone.

Very few men would hesitate to invest
b cents to increase the production of eggs
from a single hen, and the man who
keeps 100 hens and will invest $5 in a
bone mill always will be able to furnish
his hens with the best egg food ever fed.
One of these b.ne mills will cut green
bonee to which adhere some flesh and
ligamants into shavings which a hen can
swallow easily. These bones may be
bought of the butcher in the nearest town
for a cent or two a pound, and two ounces
to each hen every week is suficent for
every purpose. Green bones are full of
the very kind of nutriment that the lay-
ing hen needs. They contain carbonate
of lime, 6 to 7 per cent.; phosphate of
magnesia, 1 to 2 per cent.; phosphate of
lime, 58 to 63 per cent.; fluoride of calci-
um, 2 per cent.; and animal matter, 25
to 30 per cent.; the remainder of their
weight being water.
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AGENTS WANTED—FOR ‘“‘THE
Life and Achievements of Admiral
Dewey,” the world’s greatest naval hero.
By Murat Halstead, the life-long friend
and admirer of the nation’s idol. Biggest
and best book; over 500 pages, 8x10 in-
ches; nearly 100 pages halftone illustra-
tions. Only $1.50. Enormous demand.
Big Commissions. Outfit free. Chance
of a lifetime. Write quick. The Domin-
ion Company, 3rd Floor Caxton Bldg.,

Chicago.

H. B. HETHERINGTON,

Barrister-at-Law, Etc.,

Fire and Life Insurance Agent.
OFFICE WASHADEMOAK
Tuesdays Young's Cove, (Dr. Earl’s office).

May be consulted by telephone at Cody’s
or Dr. Earl's,

Consultation by mail, Cody's.
All business promptly attended t».

No other man in New Brunswick can
claim the honor of starting so many
young men on successful careers as the
Principal of the St. John Business Col-
lege. Almost every clerical position here,
worth having, is held by his graduates. —
Daily Telegraph.

Catalogues containing terms, courses of
study, etec., mailed to any address.

Now 1s the
Time to Enter.

S. KERR & SON.

To the People of Queens County.

I extend my thanks for the patronage
extended
thirty years and would intimate that I

towards me during the last

have reopened at the corner of Main and
Adelaide streets, with a new and varied
assortment of those articles usually found
in a first-class Drug Store.

£=Z" Kindly remember the place.

Yours truly,

E. J. MAHONEY,
St. Jahn, N. B.
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Gentlemen’s

$5.00
Watches.

Our line of Gentlemen’s
Watches at $5.00 will
attract probable buyers.
The Cases are Solid
Nickel and are dustproof

The Movements are
Waltham, stem winding
and setting.

Every Waich is guar
anteed agood timekeeper

Sent by Mail post paid on receip
of price. Your money back if on ex
amination Watch is not satisfactory

0 ,

L. L. SHARPE,

WATCHMAKER AND OPTICIAN,
25 King Street, St. John, N. B.

SOUVENIRS !
SOUVENIRS |
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To the friends and strangers who visit
our cit,g', we invite you to inspeect our
stock o

Souvenir Goods,

all the latest novelties in

China,
Celluloid
and Placques,

i T

Lemont & Sons

000
ALWAYS ON HAND A FULL LINE

Furniture,
Crockery,
Glassware,
Silverware,
Butter Crocks,

Fruit Jars,
Baby Carriages,
Go-Carts,

Carts,
Hammocks,
Camp Chairs,
Ete., Etec.

- X0

LEMONT
& DN,

Fredericton, N. B.

Orders Promptly Filled.

THE

UUEENS COUNTY
GAZETTE

The Queens County Gazette will
be issued from the office of
Jas. A. Stewart,

Mam Street, Gagetown, N. B.

EVERY

WEDNESDAY  MORNING,

In time for Desptach by the
earliest mails of the day

The Subsecription price will be

&

$1.00 PER YEAR IN ADVANCE.
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THE GAZETTE
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Departmont

is equipped with ood press, new ltype nd a
corr?pleag stock of #material. We keep on _hgnd af _
large and well asjsorted stock . all kinds g
Stationory. We arfle in a position to do all kinds

Job Printing, suc

Letter Head

w
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Bill Heads, .
Statements,
Envelopes,
Business Cards,
Visiting Cards,
- Pamphlets,
Dodgers,

Posters,

Circulars,
Lables,

Tickets,

Tags,
Books,

Etc., Etec
MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED T0.

Address all eommqnications to

«

Ay

Jas. A. Stewart,
Publisher,
Gagetown,




