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CROSSING THE BAR. 

Sunset and good cigar 
And a gregt thirst on me ! 

And may my friends be loafing at the bar 
When I go in to see ; 

Not such a crowd as laughing seem to weep, 
To full too move or roam, 

But fellows that wiil put me safe to sleep 
When 1 go home. 

Skylight and evening smell, 
And after that —some doubt. 

Yet may there be no sadness of farewell 
When 1 go out, 

For though withiu this bright seductive place, 
My dollars go not far, 

I never more shall see them face to face 
When they have crossed the bar. 

Town Topics. 

A PREVENTED CRIME. 
“I have put up the shutters, sir.” 

“All right, Thomas; you can go home.And 

remember that you need not be here till eight 
tomorrow. I am going to Cleveland to spend 

the night, and shall not be back till then. 1 

don’t suppose we shall miss much custom if 

we open a little later.” 
“TI ggn’t suppose we shall, sir,” said 

Thom¥gethe office-boy, with a smile. “There 

were very few customers today—--and very 

few any day,” he added, to hunself. “I'll 

be here at eicht to take the shutters down, 

sir,” he said, aloud, as he started for home. 

Mr. Tom Gorville looked after him as he 

went. Then he said, under his breath to 

himself: 

“Well, if all goes well, you won’t find any 

shutters to take down, my boy.” 

Mr. Tom Gorville had been a year in busi- 

ness in a litcle town we shall call Winsted, 

about twelve miles from Cleveland, and he 

had not prospered there. When he married 
and embarked all his little capital in a modest 

store on the main street, his hopes had been 

An optician was just what Win- 

Although the town itself was a 

very high. 
sted wanted. 

small one he would be able to count upon 

the custom of the surrounding villages, and 

he would be kept busy in supplying spec- 

tacles, microscopes, etc., to numerous pat- 

rons. 

After the store was taken, poor Gorville 

discovered that the people took no interest in 
microscopes, etc., or, if they did, they went 

to Cleveland for them, while the people of 
the place who wanted spectacles gave their 

back 

for 

patronage to a modest little man in a 

street, who provided for their wants 

twenty years before Gorville’s advent. 

It had not taken Gorville the 

to find out that he had made a 

that he had ruined his career 

whole year 

mistake. It 

seemed to him 

at the outset by one false step. 
If he could but get rid of his debts he 

might still think of moving his stock into 
some wore promising town, and beginning 
again there, much more modestly than he 
had done at Winsted. But unless he got 
money from somewhere his stock would be 
sold off by his creditors. 

If he could but raise one thousand dollars, 
he had said over and over again to himself, 
he could start again; but where was the 
money to come from? They had no rich 
friends, Edme, his wife, had gone to Cleve- 
land that day to see if she could coax a loan 
from her only well-to-do relative, a crusty 
bachelor uncle; but the prospect was not the 
the least hopeful, because the crusty old 
uncle had never been known to unloosen his 
pursestrings to anybody. 

Gorville had not the least hope in that 
direction, the only reason, in fact, why he 
allowed his wife to take the journey was to 
further a last plan which had been building 
itself gradually in his mind, and which even 
Edme did not share. 
He was going to set fire to his store. The 

premium would be due again in three weeks, 
and with all his ready money spent for rent 
and the expenses of living, Gorville saw not 

. | 

the slightest means of paying it. 
Nothing is more terrible than the ease with 

which a man who has determined on wrong 
doing can persuade himself that his crime is 
justifiable. It was only when the thought 
of his ge finding out what he meditated 
came 11#to his mind that the plan seemed at 
all hideous to him. 
Whatever happened, he told himself, Edme 

must never know, She would not see the 

affair in its right light at all-—any more than 
the police and the insurance company would. 
So his wife left on a wild-goose chase to 

visit her uncle, at whose house she was to 

pass the night, and, by the greatest of good 
fortunes, her brother who resided in the 
same city, had invited him to spend the 
night at hig house. 

It coord) as if chance was assisting his de- 
sigus. : 

“It must be tonight, if it is done at all,” 
said the optician, to himself, when his errand 
boy left him alone in the house. 

It was half-past eight. At nine he was to 
leave the house for the station to eatch the 
train for Cleveland. Within half an hour, if 
the thing was to be done, he must take che 
final step. His plans had been prepared 
carefully. 
Down in the cellar, which was crowded 

with packing cases and straw, was a cheap 
alarm clock, with a piece of string attached 
to the hammer of the alarm. The string was 
connected with a delicately poised besin of 
acid, so that the slightest tug would overturn 
the liquid into another basin of chemicals be- 
neath. The effect would be a sudden burst 
of flame which could not well fail to ignite 
the oil-soaked straw which Gorville had care- 
fully laid close to it. Then, after the fire 
had burned a few minutes, and consumed 
the string tied to the alarm, what suspicion 

could possibly be aroused by the presence of 
two basins and a clock among the ruins in 
the cellar? 
None at all. People might possibly shake 

their heads—they always do-—and say, with a 
sneer, that it was very fortunate for Gorville 

and his wife both to be away on the very 
night that the premises were burned, that it 
was fortunate for Gorville to have the fire 
just as the insurance premium was about to 

| fall due, and so on—but nobody could ever 
find out for a certainty that the fire was 

| planned; the insurance company would have 
| to pay him the thousand dollars,and his diffi- 
| culties would be at an end. 

Then he groped his way down to the cellar, 
below the store, struck a light, and set the 

alarm clock. Five minutes later he was in 
the street again, hurrying to catch the Cleve- 
land train. 
Tom Gorville found when he arrived at his 

brother-in-law’s house that his host was not 
yet home. He had been called away on 
business, a servant said: but hoped to be 
back before his guest’s arrival. He had not 
come, however, and poor Tom was left to his 
own thoughts once more. He tried to ease 
his conscience for the act he had done, tell- 

ing himself that the deed was irretrievable. 
There was certainly no train back to Win- 

sted that night, but it was only twelve miles 
away, and, if he started to walk at once, he 

could get back before one o'clock. He had 
| timed the alarm to go off at one o'clock, 
thinking that there would be less risk then 
of anybody being about to notice the fire and 
stop it before iv had well begun. If he walk- 
ed back he would just be in time to undo his 
work. But he let the opportunity pass, and 
did not start. 

His brother-in-law came in after eleven, 
full of apologies and grumbling at the train, 
which had been delayed by an accident for 
an hour or more. 
“You haven't seen Kdme, then?” he said, 

as soon as he had taken off his overcoat, and 
Tom looked puzzled. 
“Kdme? She isin town, at the 

her uncle.” 
“Oh, no, she isn’t,” said her brother. 

met Mr. Hopewell, the telegraph operator, at 

the railroad station, just as I arrived, and he 
informed me that Edme had returned to 
Winsted by the nine o'clock train. Good 
Heaven! what is the matter, man ?” 

For Gorville had sprung to his feet white 
and wild-eyed. 
“Edme is at home 7” he repeated hoarsely. 
“Yes, sure to be, and asleep in bed by this 

time,” 

“Then, great Heaven ! what have I done?’ 
gasped Gorville, and groped his way out into 
the hall for his hat. 
“My dear fellow,you can’t go back tonight, 

there is no train,” cried the brother, in 
astonishment; but Tom Gorville did not hear 
him; he was running as hard as he could in 
the direction ot the railroad station. 

“There must be some train back,” he kept 
telling himself; but the hope was a vain one. 
There was no way of getting to Winsted that 
night by rail. His next thought was to run, 
but there was only an hour and a half left 
now before the fire he had planned would 
spring into being, to destroy his loved wife, 
and the distance was twelve miles! 

Outside the station, however, he found a 
hack, the horse in good condition, and by 
dint of wild promises which he hoped to ful- 
fil somehow, he managed to persuade the 
man to start a fairly good rate on the twelve 
miles’ journey. 

It was a quarter past one when they reach- 
ed the street on which was the opticians 
store, and all was dark and still. With a 

great throb of relief, Gorville noticed that 
the building was still standing untouched. 
But when he opened the door he found that 
the house was full of smoke. 
With a beating heart, he groped his way 

up to his wife’s room on the floor above, 
fearing to think what he might find there. 
The smoke was not dense, but the conscious- 
stricken apprehension made him almost cer- 
tain Edme would be dead. 
He was more frightened still when he 

found the room empty. 
There were signs that his wife had been in 

the place, but she was there no longer, and 
poor Tom Gorville pursued his search 
through the smoke-filled house with greater 
and greater dread. 
He was making his way to he cellar, where 

he had planned the fire, when, in passing 
through the store, a faint light appeared in 
the opposite door-way, and Edme herself 
came toward him with a lamp in her hand. 
Her face was pale and distraught, and she 

made no attempt to greet him. She stood in 
the door-way at the farther end of the store, 
and looked at him with sad eyes. 

It was a great relief to him to find her un- 
injured; but, somehow, he could not feel any 
happiness with the sense of relief. The look 
in his wife's eyes froze every emotion. The 
silence was painful. 

Gorville struggled to break it. 
“The place seems to be on fire,” he said, 

feeling silly and criminal as he said it. 
Edme answered, solemnly: 
“Yes, and I have just managed to put it 

out.” 
“All alone?” 
“Yes: I thought it would be best if I 

could.” 
Her voice sounded hard and mechanical, 

but suddenly she burst out crying: 
“Oh, Tom—Tom! Iam so glad you have 

come! Say you did not do it—say that you 
did not! 
She looked at him imploringly, but her 

husband, conscience-stricken, only held down 
his head, depressed by conscious guilt. 

It was a terrible half-hour for the confessed 
incendiary. The news which his wife had 
hastened back to tell was that her uncle had 
been generous—he had given her one thous- 
and dollars. 

Often and often, Tom Gorville thanked 
his wife for her conduct on that night when 
she prevented a crime. 
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If your blood is vitiated, cleanse 1t without 
delay by the use of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. 
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Water Pipes of Paper. 

The experiments with the new paper pulp 

pipes, which are made on pretty much the 
same principle as the fibre pail, have demon- 
strated, it is said, that the idea will eventually 

prove successtul. As it now stands, the 

hand-made pipes, formed from crudely work- 
ed and irregularly subdued pulp, are not very 
attractive in appearance nor well enough 

made to warrant that they will stand the 
wear and tear to which the water pipes are 

subjected. However, it would be more of a 
wonder, remarks a trade journal if the plan 
of making the water pipes should be a boom- 

ing success from the start. Time and experi- 
ments are essential to the development of all 
new things. 

With each new test ot the proposed pipes 
a step in advance is made and this would 
seem to indicate that after a few more trials 
perfection will have been attained. The 
matter as it now stands is given as follows: 
Paper pulp, in which there is a fairly good 
fibre, is agitated with water and run into 
moulds, and cast into the form of the 
ordinary water pipe. The same moulds that 
are used in connection with casting iron pipes 
are employed. The mode of procedure is 
substantially the same. Of course there are 
various strengthening materials compounded 
with the pulp otherwise it would not stand 
any great pressure.— London Invention. 

Whatever may be the cause of blanching, 
the hair may be restored to its original color 
by the use of that potent remedy Hall's Veg- 
etable Sicilian Hair Renewer. 

Victims of the “Rush” Habit. 

That much of the ‘rush’ that is so charact- 

istic of American life is the result of habit 

rather than necessity is shown by the fact 

that it quickly yields to curiosity. Instances 

of this are afforded daily in the busiest thor- 

oughfares. The familiar spectacle of a man 
or woman frying sriddle cakes in the front 

| window of a restaurant is one that never fails 

| to attract a knot of observers, even in the 

| most crowded part of Broadway, at an hour 

The tide of 
| travel always has to turn aside when a big 

when business is most brisk. 

| safe is being hoisted to the seventh or eighth 
| storey of some tall office building because of 
the crowd of clerks, salesmen, and men of 

business who have stopped for a few minutes 
to look on, and most of whom will soon be 
tearing through the streets at a rate which 
would seem to indicate that life or death de- 
pended on the speed they made. 

It is at the elevated railroad stations that 

Men 
| rush upstairs and push and elbow one another 
about on the platform as though to miss a 

there is the greatest display of haste. 

particular train would involve a delay of sev- 
eral hours and no end of inconvenience to 
each and all of them. And yet, only a few 
days ago I saw two score men and half a dozen 
women let three trains pass them while they 
watched a sign painter at work on a patent 
medicine advertisement on a blank wall. 
And before he attracted their attention they 
had all been struggling like mad to catch the 
first train that came along. 
Some day as a nation we may awake to the 

discovery that we can waste time now and 
then when we feel like it.— New York Sun. 

The pleasant and i C Lea n ’s 

Worm 
beneficial effects of 

Make it the best Worm Rem- 

Vegetable 
Syrup edy for children. 

Wee Babies. 
Babies short and babies tall, 

Babies big and babies small, 

Blue-eyed babies, babies fair, 
Brown-eyed ones, with lots of hair, 

Whether they cry 

Or whether they laugh. 

Parsons & Blaine take their photograph 
In half a second, and quite as nice 
As can be done at any price. 

Bring you babies and have a few, 

At Parsons & Blaine’s new studio. 

Parsons & Blaine, 
Main Street, 

(Over Marsten's Grocery Store,) 

Woodstock, N.B. 
Sheething, Flooring, 

Doors, Sashes, 
—-—AND 

Mouldings 
OF ALL SIZES AND DESCRIPTIONS. 

Planing, Matching and Jobbing 
of all kinds done promptly, at short notice. 
Will send man to take measurements and 
place screen windows and doors. 

| JAMES HAYDEN, Woodstock. 

| 
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ITCHING 
PIN WORMS. 

ITCHING PILES is an exceedingly painful and annoying aillie- 
O tion, found alike in the rich and poor, male and female. The princived 

symptoms are a severe itching, which is worst at night when the suf- 

Ad 

Misery. 

ferer becomes warm in bed. So terrible is the itching that frequently 
it is impossible to procure sleep. Often the sutierer unconsciously 
during sleep scratches the parts until they are sore—ulcers and tumo 
form, excessive moisture is exuded. Females are peculiarly affect e 
from this disease, causing unbearable irritation and trouble. These and 
every other sympiom of Itching Piles or irritation in any part of tne 

body are immediately allayed and quickly cured by Chase's Oint- 
ment, It will instantly stop itching, heal the sores and ulcers, dry 
up the moisture, 

a ATT 
SRICE A BA 

PIN WORMS is an ailment euntircly different as to cause 
than Itching Piles. yet its effects and symptoms are exactly the same, 
The same intolerable itching ; the same creeping. crawling. stinging - 

Gives sensation characterizes both diseases. Chase's Ointment acts like 
magic. It will at once afford relief from this torment. 

Instant REFERENCES, 
Newmarket—J, T. Bogart, Mr. Kitto. Hamilton—R. G. Decne 

. Sutton Mr. Sheppard, Mr. McDonald. | King City— Wm. Walker, 
Rel ief Belloville—R. Templeton, druggist. Churchill—- David Gr 

- Tottenham-—James Scanlon, J. Reid, | Bradford—R. Davis, J. Ileid. 
Barrie—H. E. Garden. 

The celebrated Dr, Chase's Ointment is made expressly for Itching Piles, but it is equally 
Jarber’'s Itch, Salt Fheum, Ring good in curing all Itchy Skin Diseases. such as Eczema, Itch 

Worm, etc.. ete. For sale by all druggists. Price 60 Cents, ps 

Mail address—KEDMANSON, BATES & CO., Toronto, Out., Sole Agents for Dominion of Canadas 

Call and see ow 

EL PI 
AND 

CULTIVATORS 
PRICES LOW. Before purchasing elsewhere. 

onnell Bros, 
Woodstock, N. B. 

Annual Greeting. 
To our many friends throughout the Country we are pleased to announce that we 3 | 
are again prepared to CC A RR A = FH SS supply them with - - 
of EVERY DESCRIPTION. Everything is New. We have no accumulation eof 
old stuff to unload upon anyone. During past years t has always been our aim to 
merit the patronage which has been bestowed upon us and he result has been a 
growing business. During the coming season we will be in a position to offer you 
goods that are far ahead of anything we have heretofore built. The Vehicles are 
Beauties in Style and Finish, and the Material the Best money 
can buy. We are proud to say many of the BEST DEALERS IN THE LAND 
are making a specialty of our goods. This in itself is a certificate of Superiortty. 
We have not reached the FRONT RANK without vigorous effort. We intend to 
stay right at the HEAD OF THE PROCESSION. 

Our Carriages, Surreys, Buggies, Phaetons, Bangor 
Buggies, Road Waggons, Cornings, &c., for STYLE, 
QUALITY, and all appointments, are UNSURPASSED 

in this country. 

All kinds of Farm and Sloven Waggons, 
Road Carts, Ete. 

We thank those who have been our friends in the past, and given us their 
business, and hope to have them continue with us, together with all other good 
people who want good work. 

Very Respectfully, 

D. A. Grant & Co. 
‘SPRING WORK BEGUN 
Calsomining, Paper Hanging and 

Painting, done by TIM FIELDS. 
£2%4°0Orders left at Wilbur House or Town Halk 

Feet Fitting. 

One sees every day many people crawling 

about with sore feet, caused by ill-fitting 
shoes. 

J. D. Dickinson & Sons pay special atten- 
tion to fitting feet so accurately that tLeir 
shoes are a constant delight. promptly attended to. 


