
    

  

      
  

THE NEW BRUNSWICK REPURTER 
8 PAGE, FAMILY NEWSPAPER. 
  
  

We are anxious to introduce the REPORTER to as many families as possible 

during 1889, and have decided to give the Paper for the year at the rate of 

75 CENTS 
to new Subscribers who send in their subscriptions. previous to March 1st. 

This is an unprecedented offer for a weekly newspaper, and it is hoped you 

“will avail yourself of this offer at once. The price we offer the paper to you 

at, is a little over the cost of the white paper on which it is printed. 

SERIES OF 

SABBATH EVENING DISCOURSES, 
Beginning in January, a series of Sabbath evening discourses on Moses will 

be delivered by Rev: A. J. Mowatt, and the sermon will appear each week in 

the REPORTER. 

  

{= Remember 75 cents for one Year's Subscription. TJ] 

  — 

Fach issue contains a sermon recently preached in one of the City Pulpits. 

A large amount of Local News, of the County and City, General News and 

editorials on current events A 

Sample Copies sent on application. 

a dollar in payment for subscriptions. 

man H, Pils, 
  

      

A reliable family newspaper. BRAN 1D | 
Postage stamps taken for parts of 

= Proprietor. 
FREDERICTON; N. B. 
      
  

(Late Resident Surgeon Montreal 

General Hospital ) 

Marysville, N. B 

BROWN 2 PALMER 
FRECERICTON, N. B. 

: MANUFACTURERS? OF 

Pil Tanned Larrigans, Shoe Packs 

and Moccasins, 

Felt Lined Larrigans 
(a specialty, the best Winter Boots 

made in Canada. 
a P—— 

EZ Send for prices and place 

your orders early. 

hy! H. G. b. WET T DRE. 

4 AUCTIONEER, &., : 

: Has taken the store on the UPPER 
SIDE of 

  

  

  

Pheonix Square, 

(Next to L. P. LaForest’s tin-smith), 
where he is prepared to receive 

Furniture, and Goods of all Kinds, 

For Auction or Private Sale. 

He will also give attention to Auc- 
~~ toin Sales of every description.     

  

   

  

    

    

     

       

    

    

Terms moderate, returns prompt, 
all business confidential. 

i 

F’ton, August 9th, 1887. 

MANHOOD. 
How Lost How Restored 

i J UST published, a new edition of Dr. Culi 
~ ¢)  verwell’s Celebrated Essay on the radical 

cuer of Spermatorrheea or incapacity induced 
by excess or early indiscretion. ; 
~The celebrated author, in this admirable 

essay, clearly demonstrates from a thirty years 
successful practice, that the alarming conse- 
quences of early error may be radically cured 
pointing out a mode of cure at once sample, cer- 

‘tan, and effectual, by means of which every 
sufferer, no matter what his condition may be, 
id cure hmself chiefly, privately and radi 

Cally a & 

_%%.This lecture should Jbe in tbe hand 
¥ youth and every man in the jland. : 
't undre seal, 1n a plain envelope, any 

PR aceint of fourcents, or two postag 
; ess. 

LVERWELL MEDICAL Co. 
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Golleges = === Maritime Provinces 
The Plays of Moliere. .at Hall’s Book Store 
The Plays of Racine. .at Hall's Book Store 
The Works of Corneille. .at Hall’s Book S. 
The Works of Chateavbraind..at Hall's 

Book Store ; 
Turrell’s Lecons Francaise. .at Hall's Book 

Store 
Pujols French Cla 

Store 
Grammaire Francaise par F. P. B...at 

Hall’s Book Store 
Le Luthier De Cremoue by Coppee..at 

Hall's sook Store s 
La Joie Fait Peur by De Girardin. .at Hall’ 

Book Store 
Causeries Avec Mes Eleves par Sauvear.. 

at Hall's Book Store 
Saintsbury Primer of French Literature. . 

at Hall's Book Store 
Spier and Surennes French and English 

Dictionary. .at Hall's Book Store 
French Treser by De Porquet..at Hall's 

Book Store 

Book. .at Hall's Book 

Hall’'s Book Store 
Elementary French Grammer-Duval. .at 

Hall's Book Store 
In addition to the above, we have the fol- 

lowing— 
GERMAN BOOKS. 

Cooks, Ottos German Grammar. .at Hall's 
Book Store 

Key to the above. .at Hall's Book Store 
The joynes Otto German Course. .at Hall's 

Book Store 
Key to Ottos German Conversation Gram- 

mar. .at Hall's Book Store 
German is yet in its infancy—When you 

want a book, order it of 

Next door to Staples’ Drug Store, Fisher's 
Building, Fredericton, 

   
  

Sons of Temperance, 

  

Sons ef Temperance National Mu.- 
tual Relief Society. 

ORGANIZERS WANTED. 

  

HE Relief Society of the Order of Sons of 
Temperance, desires to employ efficient 

workers to organize Divisions in New Bruns- 
wick and also in other Provinces and the United 
States, and to solicit members for the Relief 
Society of the Order. To competent persons, 
steady employment will be given. The Order 
and the Relief Society are in excellent condition, 
and the work will be comparatively easy. For 
terms address, Herman H. Pitts, G. W. A. 
Fredericton, New Bruuswick, for the Maritime     Provinces, and for any- other part of Americ, 
F. M. Bradley, General Secretary. P. ©. Box a 
W ashington, D.C 

  

Sequel to French Treser by De Porquet. .at 

  

MY GARDEN. \     
I often pause and fondly muse 
Upon these 

  

I purchase at the store. 

It’s pleasant, in my slippered feet, [ 
When smiles the rosy morn, 

To linger at the garden seat 
And watch the bannered Corn; 

To note within the rustling tree 
The merry piping wrens, 

And from my egg-plants, blowing free, 
To chase my neighbor's hens. 

Then to the grocer, smiling gay, 
1 say in tones polite: 

¢ Bring in two cans of pease, I pray, 
And three of corn to-uight!” 

The air's as flower-sweet as wine 
Through which the gold bees flash; 

I love to linger on my spine 
And watch the succotash. 

I never work when I can play, 
Ore'en when I can fork 

Out twenty dolls. per moon to pay 
The gentleman from Cork. 

It is a garden for the eye 

That every passer scans, 

For my real garden I must buy 
All ready-made in cans. 

  

My garden is a Spot serene 
Where blows the mixed tea-rose, 

And apples drop from bowers green 
And dislocate my nose. 

Ilove to watch the butterfly 
Tilt on the flower cup; 

But when my garden bright I spy 
On paper figured up — 

And how I buy store beets and pease, 
Ihave to shout: “Great Scott! 

'"Twould cost no more upon the seas 
To run a pleasure yacht!” 

—R. K. Munkittrick, in Puck. 

THE SENATOR'S STORY. 

A Hasty 

  

  

Speech for Which He 

Dearly Paid. 

  

“Well,” said the Senator, as he selected 
a fresh cigar and reached over for a match, 
“you may not think it, but I came mighty 
near being hung once.” 

The whole party stared. Any one less 
likely to be accused of serious crime than 
our host—a distinguished lawyer and State 
Senator of California—it would have been 
hard to imagine. 

* How was that?” I asked. 

“When I was a young chap I got my 
sheepskin from Dartmouth, and as I had a 
few dollars, I made my way out to this 
State. I mined for awhile, and then went 
to Sacramente, where I hung out my 
shingle and waited for business. It was 
literally a shingle, too, painted by myself. 
I soon after met a girl, Polly Sinclair, the 
daughter of Robert Sinclair, a builder. 
There were not so many girls there then, 
and Polly had plenty of fellows after her. 
But somehow she took a shine to me, poor 
as I was, and I was as much in love with 
her as a man could be. Her people did not 
like me, though, and naturally enough, too, 
for I was only a poor, struggling lawyer, 
and they thought Polly could do better. 
Her brother was specially against me. Poor 
Bob, perhaps I was to blame most in the 
matter. Anyway, Polly and I had found 
out that we cared for each other, and one 
night, when we were walking together, we 
met Bob. He began by calling me all the 
names he could think of, and my temper 
being none of the best, I got mad. 

“Polly kept begging me not to quarrel, 
and at last I turned away, leaving her with 
him. As left Isaid to him that we would 
meet again, when I would make him ex- 
plam his words. 

“I was so excited that I could not go 
home, and I walked along the road for, I 
should think, five miles from the town. 
Then I turned and walked back, went to 
my room, and, being tired out, went to 
slecp. 

‘In the morning I was waked up by the 
sheriff, and arrested for murdering Bob. 
The poor fellow had been found in the 
street with his head crushed in by a blow 
from behind, and every thing he had with 
hin taken. There were a dozen witnesses 
to what I had said to him and to the quarrel. 
No one had seen me during the evening; my 
boarding-house keeper had not seen me 
come in, and altogether things looked 
rather black for me. The only thing in my 

favor, and that was little enough, was that 
there was nothing of poor Bob’s found in 
my possession. 

“Well, I was locked up in the old jail, 
and to tell you the truth, I didn’t see my 
way out of the trouble. Every one in town 
believed me to be guilty, and there was 
some talk about lynching me out of hand. 
When I say cvery one, I must make an ex- 
ception. Polly, bless her, believed in me 
still, although her father was one of the 
bitterest, naturally enough. 

“J had been mn jail about ten days, when 
one day the door of my cell opened, and 
Rolly came in. How she managed to per- 
suade Sheriff Hughes to let her see me, I do 
not know, but she did somehow. 

“1 am not going to tell you what sort of a 
meeting that was; I could not if I would. 
Of course, I told her I was innocent of poor 
Bob's death, and she sobbed out her belief 
in me as I held her in my arms. At last she 
whispered her plan to me. I was to escape, 
and the dear girl shoved a file into my 
pocket as she talked. 

“No one, she said, in Stockton would 
ever believe that I was innocent; and if I 
did not run away I would be hung. - As for 
herself, she would try to prove my inno- 
cence, and if she succeeded we would be 
married. If not, then she would never 

marry any one else. Naturally, I said I 
would stand my trial, as I was innocent; 
but when Polly pressed me as to how I was 
to prove this, I did not know. She talked 
and begged, and at last I consented. So, as 

Sheriff Hughes came back, she had to leave 
me. 

“1 ditt not 1lrke the job, but still I worked 
away with the tile, and as the bars were 
pretty poor stuff, I got one of them out. I 
crawled through and reached the street, 
and then made my way along it towards the 
edge of the town. I was to strike out across 
the plains, hiding in the day-time and trav- 
eling at nights only. I reached the open 
country, and just about daylight lay down 
to sleep in a hollow, between two ridges. 
I could not sleep long, however, and after a 
time I was lying there wide awake. I got 
so nervous at last that I made up my mind 
to go on, and. started once more. I had not 
been walking very long, and, as you may 
suppose, I was taking advantage of every 
bit of cover that I could get, when I saw a 

    

  

  

  

  

  

Gentlemen, my heart seemed to stand 
still. Aithough I didn’t want to escape at 
first, now that 1 had, it seemed tome doubly 

  

er tobe retaken. Ido 

to explain it to you, but th 
was far worse than the 

could I do? 

there was no broken ground nor rocks to 
hide in. Nothing but that wide rolling 
plain, and that line of men slowly riding to- 
wards me. It made me feel sick. 

“I took the only chance I had, and lay 
down in a hollow place where they might 
overlook me, and so I waited. I could hear 
the shouts of the men as they came nearer, 
hear the barking of the dogs. and I could do 
nothing. I tell you I seemed to fairly 
melt with perspiration. At last they came 
quite close. A dog saw me and began to 
bark. Isprang to my feet. and as I did so 
aman fired at me and shot me in the 
shoulder, which is stiff vet. This man was 
John Bogart, the deputy sheriff. Of course 
there was no fight—I had nothing to fight 
with. Sheriff Hughes came up, put me on 
2 horse, and back we went to town. This 
time I had shackles fastened to my feet.' 
My case was worse than before, because 

every onc was now sure that I had killed 
poor Bob. I tell you I paid dearly for that 
hasty speech to him. 

‘Naturally my capture soon became 
known, and Polly, as she has told me since, 
was nearly beside herseif at the result. 
She blamed herself for it all, especially as 
every one told her that my running away 
proved my guilt. The poor girl got sick 
with anxiety and fear, and had to take to 
her bed. 

“Meantime, the time for my trial was 
coming mighty near, and I do not believe 
that a juryman could have been found in 
Sacramento to say that I was not guilty. In 
fact, any twelve men would have sen- 
tenced me without hearing the evidence. My 
shoulder bothered me not a little, too, and 
Bogart, the jailer, used to tell me, with a 
grin, I must get well in time for the ‘cere- 
mony,’ as he called the hanging. Cheerful, 
wasn’t it? 

“One evening, Polly, who was getting a 
little stronger, was sitting on the porch of 
their house, when she saw a man walking up 
the street. She has always said she does 
not know why she did it, but something 
made her follow him. She just could nof 
help it. She did follow him down a by-lane, 
until he reached a hillock of sand just out- 
side of the town. On the further side of this, 
she saw him dig some things up which he 
put into his pockets. Then, after filling in 
the hole, he made his way back, passing 
close to where the girl was crouching be- 
hind a pile of rubbish, so close that she ree- 
ognized him. She followed him again, and 
saw him walk towards the jail. Reaching 
that building, he went into a little house at 
one side, and Polly crept softly up, and 
looked through a crack between two of the 
boards. 

¢ What she saw was enough to make her 
go to the sherifi’s house as fast as she could 
walk. Hughes had gone to bed, but Polly 
sisted on Lis getting up and talking to her. 
When he heard her story, he put on his hat, 
went out and got three men he knew, and 
made his way with them to the house by the 
jail. Here they walked in, and quietly 
searched the room. 

“I supposed vou have guessed what they 
found. All of poor Bob’s things—his watch, 
his money, a revolver with his name on it, 

and his pipe, were hidden away under a 
board in the floor under the bed. It was 
while they were looking at the things that a 
step was heard, and the door opened for a 
second. Before they could jump, the man 
had turned and run, only to fall into the 
arms of stout Mike Cassidy, the guard 
Hughes had left by the door, with orders to 
let any one in, but no one out; and when 
they hauled the man back into the room 
where the light was, Hughes had the pleas- 
ure of looking at his own deputy and jail- 
keeper, John Bogart. 
‘To make a long story short, Bogart was 

the guilty man, and he took a more promi- 
nent part in the ‘ceremony’ than he had an- 
ticipated. As it afterwards turned out, ho 
had embezzled some money belonging tothe 
county, and hearing that Bob had several 
thousand dollars with him which he was 
taking home, he had stolen up behind him in 
the street and crushed in his head with an 
iron bar. He might not have done it had he 
not heard of the quarrel between Bob and 
myself. In the morning, when the body 
was discovered, he had suggested that I was 
the murderer,and, of course, the suggestion 

was taken up. He confessed every thing 
before he died. 
“The next day Polly insisted on telling 

me the news, and, naturally, she was al- 
lowed to. I am not going to say any thing 
about that meeting, but after we had been 
together an hour Hughes came in, saying he 
wanted to congratulate me, too. It was not 
long before I was out on bail, and people 
could not do enough for me. I got cases as 
fast as 1 could take them, and it was not 
long before I was as prosperous as I had 
been poor before. As for Polly—why. if 
you have done smoking, we can join her in 

the parlor.”’—Alfred Balch, in N. Y. Ledger. 
ES 

how 
second capture 

first. But what 

There wasn’t a tree for miles— 

not know 

    

  

7 Instinct in Sheep. oe. 4 

About the middle of April last we ob- 

served a young lamb entangled among 

briars. 1t had seemingly struggled for 

liberty until it was quite exhausted. Its 

mother was present, endeavoring with 

her head and feet to disentangle it. After 

having attempted in vain for along time to 

effect this purpose, she left it and ran away, 

bawing with all her might. We fancied 

there was something peculiarly doleful in 

her voice. Thus she proceeded across three 

fields, and through four strong hedges, 

until she came to a flock of sheep. From 

not having been able to follow her we could 

not watch her motions when with them. 

However,she left them in about five rainu 

accompanied by a ram thot had two power- 

ful horns. They returned speedily towards 

the poor lamb, and as soon as they reached 

it the ram immediately set about liberating 

it. which he did in a few minutes by drag- 

guig away the briars with his horns. 

4 3a LCS,     

      

    

Death-Giving Oxygen. 

It is a enrwous fact, discovered by Dr. B. 
TW. Richardson, that pure oxygen becomes 
devitalized by repeated inhaiations. Ani- 
mals confined in a current of freshiy-made, 
pure oxygen were differently affected, but 
never became sleepy; but when the oxy- 
gen, once inhaled, was freed from all known 
impurities and again supplied, the animals 
invariably became drowsy, fell asleep, and, 
under successive inhalations of the purified 
gas, expired. It was evident that, in breath- 
ing, the oxygen had undergone some change 
unknown to the chemist. What the change 
is can only be conjectured, though Dr. Rich- 
ardson has found that if the exhausted oxy- 
gen be electrically charged it is revitalized, 
and will again support life. 
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  The St. Croix Soap MP’ 
St. sho ste Sis Sn 

F.J. SEERY, M.D,C.M. 
Licentiate oF THE RoyAL COLLEGE or PHYsI 

CIANS OF EDINBURGH. 
LICENTIATE oF THE ROYAL COLLEGE OF SUR- 

GEONS OF EDINBURGH. 
LICENTIATE OF THE FACULTY OF PHYSICIAN 

AND SURGEONS Ok GLASGOW. 
Ser v1ar CERTIFICATE IN MIDWIFERY, ° 

—OFF1CE FISHERS BUILDING 

FJ. McCausland 
DEALER IN 

  

WATCHES, CLOCKS JEWELLRY 

FANCY GOODS, &d., 

——— 

Prices tosuit the Times 
[ — 

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY 

And_done with Despatch, 

WATCHES CLEANED & REPAIRED, 
rr —— my 

FJ MeCAUSLAND 
Cor. Queen & Carleton Sts. 

PLUMBING 
—AND— 

  

GAS. PE] EG s 
  

  

0 

IT am in a position to give estimates on a 
lasses of plumbing and Gas-Fitting and to per: 
orm the work satisfactory and promptly ~ 

  

I make a specialty of fitting up]Bath {Rooma 
H >t-Air Furnaces &c. 

  

A. N. LaFOREST. 
Tinsmith, Plumber §c., 

rm 
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We beg to call the attention of ure 
tending purchasers to the 

UnegQuaLLeD QUALITIES 
OF THE 

DOH#RTY ORGAN, 
As the tollowing testimonial will show. 

Messrs. £H0MPSON & Co. 

Sentlemen :—After a thorough examin- 

ation of several organs manufactured by 

Messrs. Doherty & Co., for which you are 

the Genera: Agent, I have much pleasure 

in stating that the result has been most 

satisfactory. Zhe tone 8 good and the 

touch faultless, and I have no hesitation in 

saying that they are deserving of the high 

reputation they have already attained. 

FRANCIS C. o on phe 

ist Christ Church Cathedral, Kr 

hi (late of H. M. Chapels Royal, 

London, England. ; 

| Fredericton, N. B., Aug. 1887. 

THOMPSON & CO 
"GENERAL AGENTS, YTREDEBICTON, N.B.   
  

| 

 


