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JUST NOW. 

Why, yes, 'tis true we maids are free, 

We never more shall yearn to flee 
To hymeneal shelter ; 

No more our hearts with love are torn, 
Nor melt they now to lover lorn, 

is if in fiery smelter. 

The problem for ourselves we've solved, 
And to a higher plane evolved — : 

, All by ourselves we've dope it; 
Intd the world, with steady tread, 

‘We've marched to battle for our bread, 
And consequently won it. 

And so we're free from Wedlock’s chain, 

And men may woo and wish in vain 
To's links on us to rivet ; 

We greet them with a haughty stare, 
od as our nose doth sniff the air, 

An upward tilt we give it. 

What, never wed ! you ask surprised, 
Will not our edict be revised 

On more mature reflection ? 
Well, single bliss I'll never rue, 
And 1, for one, that futurc view 

Without severe dejection. 

Yet, if one day there came along 
Some one who'd sing the ancient song 

In accents sweet and thrilling : 
Some one with noble form and face, 
A scion of Apollo’s race 

Vell, maybe I'd be willing. 

AFTER A WHILE. 

The day—the nuptial day is set, 

The kindred soul I've truly met, 
And we our troth have plighted ; 

Responsively our hearts do beat, 

And hopes of fame that erst were sweet 
Are now forever blighted. 

Yet, tears for hopes I cast aside 
A moment last, and then are dried 

By thoughts of joy domestic : 
Although, perhaps, ‘twere well to say, 

My king is wearing somewhat gray, 

’ His manner—unmajestic. 

He comes not of Apollos line, 

His chest doth measure twenty-nine, 
And winter makes him shiver: 

No song hath he yet said or sung, 
For he doth wear but half a lung, 

And pads ferninst his liver, 
John West, in Grip. 

> ; 

THREE MINUTES T0 TWELVE. 
It was a cold night in December. . I had 

lived about six visited an old friend, who 

miles from the city, in an Ober-Forstel; we 

had been sitting together until late in the 
warm, cosy room, over a glass of punch. Un- 

fortunately cne of the buggy horses of my 

friend had become lame a few days before, 

and as I had to transact important business 

in the city the next morning, I had no other 

alternative but to walk home. 
It was bitterly cold, and so dark that one 

could hardly see the hands before the eyes. 
A sharp east wind howled over the globmy 
barren fields, and I was heartily glad when 

the yellow gaslights of the suburbs appeared. 
Under the first lamp post I stopped to look 

at my watch, which was a matter of some 

difficulty, as one of the panes of the lamp 

was broken, and the flame, blown by the 

wind to all directions, was liable to be ex- 

At last I succeeded 
It showed three 

tinguished any minute. 

in recognizing the hand. 
minutes of twelve. 
When I looked up again, I involuntarily 

started. Close before me stood a man. 1 

had not heard the least noise of steps; it was 

as if he had suddenly risea out of the ground. 

I looked for a moment silently into his face. 

But this moment was enough to press his 

countenance upon my memory. He wasa 

tall, lank man, clad in a wornout black coat, 

on which some of the seams were open. His 

face was exceedingly lean and pale, the eyes 

were deep in their cavities, and around the 

chin huug a gray, unkempt beard. 
He lifted his shabby hat and said in a tone 

whose politeness astonished me: **May I ask 

you for the kindness, sir, to tell me how late 

it is 7” I naturally was careful not to pull out 

my watch again. ‘Three minutes before 

midnight,” 1 replied. -He thanked me with 

the same politeness with which he had form- 

erly spoken, lifted his bat again, and dis- 

appeared in the darkness as noiselessly as he 

had come. ; 

Half an hour later I smiled in my cosy bed 

room about iy causeless fear, and a week 

afterward I had forgotten the adventure. 1 
was very busy about that time, and a large 

contract which I had to fill in the next few 

days for a firm in a neighboring city, occu- 

pied my whole attention. About two months 

had passed when I had, in the night, a very 
strange dream, after I had just returned from 

I found myself on the sum- 

mit of a steep precipice. Far away, on the 

horizon, I saw a tower looming up. Beside 

me stood a tall, black figure. Suddenly it 

stretched out its arm and pointed with a 
commanding motion to the far away city. 
The dream was simple, but it was so exceed- 

ly vivid that I could not get rid of the 
thought of it the following day. “Will it 
come again?’ I murmured, when I retired on 

the evening. And the dréam came again,the 
same dream I had the night before. I again 
stood on the mount,and the mysterious figure 
again pointed at the city. ‘ 
Next morning at the breakfast table I nar- 

rated this strange dream to my wife. She 
was kind enough not to laugh at it, but gave 

me a very sensible explanation. 
“That you dream,” said she, ‘‘is very uat- 

ural. You have just returned from a very 
And as far 

‘as concerns the black figure, well, of such 

ghosts one dreams often.” 
“But it is strange that I have the same 

dream two nights in succession,” I rephed. 
“Well, this 1s natural enough. You just 

a business trip. 

told me that you were thinking all day about 
your dream.” ‘ 

“I drank a cup of coffee with a feeling of 
relief. The explanation of my wife was so 

sensible. It was a pity that I could not pre- 
vent the dream from coming in the third 
night and more vivid than ever before. In 

the gesture of the black figure this time there 
was something threatening, terrible—I was 
bathed in cold prespiration when I started up 
from sleep with a cry of terror. 

*“You look like a corpse,” exclaimed my 
wife when I entered the dining room next 

morning. ‘‘Has anything happened to you?” 
I tried to smile, but I fear I did not suc- 

ceed well in the attempt. “Just think,I had 

the dream again last night,” T said slowly. 
My wife looked at me, silently. 
“Either I will become insane or—some- 

thing terrible has happened.” 
“Oh, you superstitious—"" she did not con- 

clude the sentence. The maid entered the 
room with the mail. ‘‘Well, there it is.” 

“Very well, but what then? Open it.” 1 

opened the envelope with trembling fingers. 
I was sure that I must have received an un- 

fortunate message. 

“Well?” 
“Oh, my business friend requests me to 

see him about a transaction.” 

My wife laughed outright.  ‘““And there- 

fore the triple dream! Well see that you get 
off. The train leaves in an hour. But I hope 

you will bring home another face.” 

I divided the coupe with three gentlemen, 

two elderly and a young one, who had a 

lively conversation. I soon found out that 

they were lawyers. 

about a murder case which was to be tried at 

the District Court. 

man with a gray beard and gold spectacles, 

Their conversation was 

One,a handsome gentle- 

was thoroughly convicted of the guilt of the 

defendant. ‘The 
faulty from the start,” he said. 

defence was altogether 

The young one—his sharply cut,intelligent 

“The 

proof of alibi was ventured, indeed; but on 

profile seemed familiar to me—nodded. 

the other side yon must not forget that there 

was not one direct witness of the murder. 

And I must confess I am somewhat mistrust- 

ful of purely circumstantial evidence.” 
“But let me tell you, my dear Dr. 

said the stout one, ‘‘the case is as 

Ana if a dozen witnesses 

Jerg- 
» 

mann, 

clear as the sun. 

had been there the fellow wonld not be more 

certainly convicted. No doubt he is the 

murderer.” 

[ addressed my vis-a-vis:  *‘1 

have met before, doctor?” The young lawyer 

believe we 

recognized me; we had had some business to- 

gether some time before. 1 asked him for 
particulars: ‘“What is the case about? I have 
not regularly read the papers recently.” 

““Oh, it is a very interesting case. A book- 

keeper who has lost his position is indicted 
for the murder and robbery of the cashier of 

his former firm.  A- direct proof, it is said, 

cannot be given; the circumstantial evidence, 

however, is grave enough. The defence has 
tried to prove an alibi, but, unfortunately, 
there is a missing link, just the critical hour in 

which the deed was committed. Well, here 

we are already.” 

The train stopped, and we got off. “Will 
you accompany me to the court house, or 

must you attend to your business right 

away?” asked the lawyer. 1 stood undecid- 

ed for a moment. It was just after nine 
o’clock—so early that I could hardly find my 

business friend. ‘Very well, if I can find a 

seat.” 
“The court room will undoubtedly be very 

full, but I will do my best.” 

The court had not yet been opened. Loud 

confusion of noises filled the hall. Suddenly 

deep silence prevailed. I heard steps—the 
judges entered. The presiding judge opened 
session. A few the District 
Attorney took the floor. Although I could 

see nothing of the action, I could hear every 
word, and I followed the argument of the 

speaker in breathless suspense. The attorney 
for the defendant also did his best. But in 

the proof of alibi, by which he tried to save 

his client, the most important link was miss- 

ing. It was proved that the crime was com- 
mitted about midnight. Several witnesses 

had unanimously stated that about that time 

minutes 

cries for help were heard from the office in 

which the cashier had been working alone. 
The defendant. during the whole trans- 

action, had steadfastly maintained that he 

was not at all in the city at that time. But 

he could not prove it by a single witness. 
Under these conditions it was certain that 

the arguments of his attorney would have no 
force. 

“Defendant, you have the last word. Have 

you anything else to say 7” asked the Jadge 
amid dead silence. 

At that moment the gentleman in front of 

me moved a little to the side, and I could see 

the defendant, but not his face, for it was 

turned to the Judge. ‘‘As true as there is a 
God I am innocent,” said he, with a calm, 

deep voice, whose tone affected me strangely. 
He slowly turned and looked sorrowfuily 
through the long lines of the audience. 

“There is but one man in the world whose 

testimony can save me, and”—he suddenly 

stopped. ‘‘There is the man,” he cried out 

and his outstretched hand pointed at me. 
Like a stroke of hghtning it flashed through 

my brain. I recognized the man; he was the 

CHASE'S CHAPTER 
1. Dr, Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills are 

combination of valuable medicines in concen 
trated form as prepared by the eminent Phy- 
sician and Author, Dr. A, W, Chase, with 
view to not only be an unfailing remedy fo 
Kidney and Liver troubles, but also tone the 
Stomach and purify the Blood, at a cost that], 
is within the reach of all, The superior merit 
of these pills is established beyond question) 
by the praise of thousands who use them—one 
Vill a dose, one box 25 cents. 

2. When there is a Pain or Ache in the 
Back the Kidneys are speaking of trouble 

é 

that will ever increase unless 
gelieved. Wehave the re- 
liable statement of L. B, 
Johnson, Holland Landing, 
who says: I had a con- 

WOMAN'S NEED 
Women suffer unspeakable tortures from 

muscular weakness, caused by impaired nerves 
and poor blood. 
unsus 
the blood, By and by, if the Kidneys do not 
roperly purify the blood, then comes pro- 
apsus, retroversion, etc. B 
pure is not a nourisher—it is a death breeder. 

Delicate women need not be told how much 
they would give to get and STAY well, 
their blood is free from the poisonous ferments 
of the Kidney 
know what ‘‘weakness” is, 

Uric Kidney acid poison, 
cted, weakens the nerves and possons 

lood 75 percent, 

If 

s and Liver, they will never 
The blood is the 

sourceandsustainerofhealth 
« 

stant Back-Ache, my back 
felt cold all the time, appetite poor, stomach 
sour ard belching, urine scalding, had to get 
up 3 or 4 times during night to urinate, com- 
menced taking one Kidney-Liver Pill a day; 
Back-Ache stopped in 48 hours, appetite re- 
turned, and able to enjoy a good meal and 
good nights sleep; they cured me. 

3. Constipation often exists with Kidney 
Trouble, in such a case there is no medicine 
that will effect a permanent cure except Chase 
combined Kidney-Liver Pill, one 2§ cent bo 
will do more good than dollars and dollar: 
worth of any other preparation, this is endors 
ed by D. Thompson, lToiland Landing, Ont. 

KIDNEY-LIV it cannot be kept pure except 
the Kidneys and Liver do 
their work naturally, Some- 
thingisneeded to insure free 
and natural action of these 

a 

’ 
x 

organs, one 25 cent box of Kidney-Liver Pills 
will prove to any suffercr they are a boon to 
women, can be used with perfect confidence 
by those of delicate constitution, 
One Kidney-Liver Pill taken weekly will 

effectually neutralize the formation of Uric 
Acid 1n the blood and prevent any tendency 
to Bright's Disease or Diabetes, 
For purifying the Blood and renovating the 

system, especially in te Spring, one 2§ cent 
box is equal to $10 worth of any Sarsaparilla 

or Bitters known, 
mail on receipt of price, EOMANSON, BATES 
& CO., 45 Lombard Street, Toronto. 

Sold by all dealers, or by 

same that IT had met on that December night, 

the night of the murder. 
“He is innocent,” I shouted. 
My testimony brought the missing link in | 

the chain for proof of not guilty. 

The man at the time of the crime was fully | 
three miles from the city. 

And, strangely enough, the moment he re- | 

cognized me the hands of the clock pointed | 
] 

to three minutes to twelve. 

| 
| Lee's Restaurant. 

Meals Served | 

At all hours, including 

Oysters, Baked Beans, 

Ham and Eggs, 
Aud, in fact, everything that goes to make 

up a First-Class Bill of Fare. 

I beg to call attention of the public to the 

fact that I have fitted up a Fine Dining | 

Room in connection with the restaurant and 

we will be better prepared than ever to ac- | 

commodate our many friends in the county. 

Imported and Domestic Cigars, and a fine | 

assortment of Confectionery constantly on | 

hand; also Fruits of all kinds. 

Thanking my many friends for their pat- 

ronage during the last year, and soliciting a 
continuance of the same during the ensuing 

year, I remain, yours truly, 

John M. Williamson. 

Landing 
At my Salesroom the fol- 
lowing Goods: 

200 BARRELS 
N. S. APPLES, 

Comprising Pippins, Baldwins and Russets. 

20 Kegs Malaga Grapes, 
10 Kegs Canadian Cider, 
1 Case Figs, 

100 Boxes Raisins and Currants, 
15 Barrels Onions, 
BO Alexander Apples, 

om Fameuse Apples, pry) 

150 Packages Confectionery, 

| 
| 

Walnuts, | 

Filberts, Brazil and Peanuts, and | 
Cocoanuts. 

100 Baskets Salem and Catawaba Grapes, | 

And numerous other articles comprising 
Oranges, Lemons, Pears, &ec. 

U. R. Hanson. 
Woodstock, Nov. 12, 1894, 

Death of Anton Rubinstein. 

[Anton Gregor Rubinstein, the celebrated | 

Russian pianist and composer, died at Peter- | 
hof, Russia, November 20, in his 64th year. | 
The death of Anton Rubinstein removes 

a musician who was on the whole the most | 

famous and gifted among living followers of 
his art. Born in the Russian village of 
Bessarabia, of Jewish stock, Rubinstein was 

reared in the Greek faith; his people were 
musical, and on moving to Moscow in his 
early youth secured instruction for him in 
the art, with such good effect that when but 

nine, he gave a public concert there: thus, | 
like Mozart, he showed his bent as a child. | 

Later he studied in Paris and thence went 
on a tour in various European countries with 
great success. He studied after this at Berlin 
and after further touring settled in St. 

Petersburg in 1848. Gaining favor with the | 
court, he wrote some of his early operas 
under such patronage, founded and conduct- 
ed the conservatory in his city and produced 
his numerous and important works, starting 

in this country in 1872—73 and meeting with 
the same favor as when abroad. His com- 
positions include work in all the chief forms, 

the symphony, concerto, opera, oratorio, 

| his orchestral inventions, 

distinction. 

| most scrupulous artistic conscience. 

| lieved not much in the romanticisin of 
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WOODSTOCK, NWN. B. 
quartet, trio, song and many lesser piano 

pieces known to the world of music lovers. 
This musician acquired fame and had power 

in two distinet ways, as a virtuoso and as a 

composer, and in this respect resembling his 

grgpt contemporary, Liszt. As a performer 

on the piano he was in the very first rank, 
as those who heard him when he was in this 

country will readily grant. Probably no 

other man of his time save Liszt equaled him 

here, and not the latter in certain particulars. 

Rubinstein’s playing had not only techuique 

| but wonderful tone-color and a passionate, at 

times leonine fire and magnetism which pro- 

duced electric effects. Paderewski has some- 

thing of this magnetic gift and Klang-tint 

the 

other’s inferior in strength. 

to use German word while being the 

Ho was the idol 

| of his audiences and justly so; and to this re- 

sult his striking and noble con- 

tributed. As a creator of music again he 

appearance 

stood very high, surely the equal of men like 

Brahms, Tschaiskowski, Dvorak and, to some 

minds, their superior. From so simple a 

thing as his universally popular and hackney- 

ed Melody to a largely conceived and fine 

the 

fascinating ballet music 

composition like Ocean Symphony; 

whether in the light 

| of an opera like “Feramors' or the almost 

barbaric riches of his lyrical plano pieces, or 

Rubinstein gives 

evidence of that which surpasses culture, in- 

genuity or talent; that is, in short, genius. 

There is an element of the strange, the wild, 

the sad in his work which gives it depth and 

No modern writer of music was 

fuller of melodies, richer in concerted and 

harmonic work, more sensuously alluring and 

emotional in rhythms and motifs. And all 

his power is controlled and guided by the 
In fact, 

Rubinstein was in his ideas of modern music, 

as critic, a malcontent, but of sympathy with 

its newest movement. He names as the five 

great composers, Bach, Beethoven, Schubert, 

Chopin and Glinka 

troduces a comparative unknown. 

a choice Mozart and 1a- 

He bhe- 

Liszt 

| 

and Wagner, considering thg former insincere | 

GENERAL and showy, the latter the devotee of a false 

theory, the attempted union of music with 

the scenic and the dramatic. 

said, he lived of late years (musicaliy) mostly 

“1 weep by the 

As he hunself 

in and on memories, 
WRLETS 

of Babylon,” he said. “and for me the harp 

is silent.” It is not ditlicult to hear this mood 

in his music; one thinks of him as sitting 

remotely a Titan, and one feels that in losing 

him the world is poorer by a real man and 

artist. And it is pleasant to know that in 

his private life he was generous to a fault, 

giving away in twenty-eight years a quarter 

of a million.— Hartford Conrant. 

400k CoffonRoot. 
COMPOUND. 

A recent discovery by anold 
: physician. Successfully used 

, Bont) ly by thousands of 

4 Ladics. Is the only perfectly 

and reliable medicine dis- 

rincipled drugsgists who 

Ask for 
Beware cf u covered. 

offer inferior medicines 

Coolk’s Cotton Root Compound, fae no substi- 

tute, or inclose $1 aad 6 cents in postage in letter 
turn mail, Fullsealed 

particulars in plain envelope, to ladies only, 2 

in place of this. 

ond we willsend, sealed, by re 

The Coe Company, 

Windsor, Ont., Canada. 

Bros. Druggists. 

Address 

Sold in Woodstock by Garden 
Orders by mail promptly filled, 

FREDERICTON 

BUSINESS - COLLEGE 
Will give yon a better COMMERCIAL COURSE 
than you can get elsewhere in the Maritime Prov- 
inces, Terms moderate. Write for Circular to 

A. W. YOUNG, Principal. 
Jox. 295, Fredericton. 

0. A. McKEEN. 

Cordial Syrup 
For Diarrhea and Dysentery. 

Taylor's Wine of Remnstt. 
Taylor's 

Carminitive Mixture, 
the Infant's Preservation. or, 

J. (. LORE, 

DEALER, 

Main - Street, 

WOODSTOCK, N. B.


