
~ Poetry, 
Wait for Me. 

Scaward runs the little stream 
Where the wagoner cools his team, 

Where, between the banks of moss, 
Stand the stepping-stone to cross. 

O’er them comes a little maid, 
Laughing, not a bit afraid ; 

Mother, there upon the shore, 
Crossed them safely just before. 

"Tis the little lassie’s plea— 
Wait for me, wait for me! 

AR, so swift the waters run— 
One false step "twas all undone ; 

Little heart begins to beat 
Fearing for the little feet, 

Soon her fear will all be lost, 
When the stepping stones are crossed, 

Three more yet on which to stand— 
Two more—one more—then on land! 

"Tis the little lassie’s plea— 
Wait for me, wait for me! 

Ah, for you, my laughing lass, 
When the years have come {0 pass, 

May One still be near to guide, 
While you cross Life's river wide, 

When no helping hand is near, 
None, if you should call, to hear— 

Think, however far away, 
Mother still knows all you say : 
E’en in heaven heeds your plea— 
Wait for me, wait for me! 

—— 

Literature. 

RETRIBUTION. 
CHAPTER XXVIII. 

WHERE IS SHE?” 

In a large, airy room in the convent of 

St. Philip's, at Lille, the young Earl of 
Melrose lay struggling in the fierce grip 
of a fell disease. 

His handsome face was purple with 
fever, his lips parched and burning, his 
tongue swollen and hanging from his 

mouth. His head rolled restlessly from 
side to side, and his eyes were wild and 
bloodshot. 

A priest stood at the foot of his bed, re- 
peating prayers for his soul, and making 
the sign of the cross over him. 
By his side, and unwearied in her atten- 

tions, sat a nun clad in coarse garments of 
gray serge, 

Her head was bound about with a spot- 
less linen bandage, drawn down upon her 
forehead, and entirely concealing her 
hair. A close fitting cap of black silk, 

with a wide frill of black silk tissue, 
(which fell about her face, partially con- 
cealing it,) was drawn over this. A black 
awkward-looking cape was thrown over 
her shoulders, hiding her form; a large 
white apron was tied about her waist, 
from which was suspended by a steel chain 
a pair of scissors and the inevitable beads 
and crucifix, 

A linen cloth was also bound about the 
lower part of her face, so that very little 
of it was visible ; but one could not help 
noticing the sad blue eyes, which were 
never once turned from the sufferer upon 

the bed, nor the delicate hands which 
constantly ministered to him with tender- 
est touch, 

The room had been darkened, and 
seemed solemn and gloomy, but the fresh 
pure air came in at the open window at 

the farther end, and everything within 
the chamber was sweet, and fresh and 
clean, 

Kenneth had been tossing and moan. 

ing constantly for hours ; nothing served 
t> quiet him—opiates had no effect. It 
was only within the last hour that the nun 
had taken up her position at his bedside ; 
but her presence, like everything else, 

was unnoticed by the sick man, 
But her face, what there was to be seen 

of it, was full of pain as she listened to 

his moans of unceasing sufferings, and her 
lips quivered at his every groan. 

She reached over and gently changed 

the wet cloth upon his head; she drew 
the clothes smooth and tidy over his form 
and then, taking one of his burning hands 

in hers, she began to bathe it with a wet 
sponge. 

At first he tried to resist her—he could 

not let even one hand rest quiet; but all 

at once a low, sweet melody broke the 

stillness of the room —soft, and clear, and 
soothing as a murmuring brook it reached 

the sick man’s ears and gained his at- 
tention. 

His head gradually ceased its rolling, 

the wild light faded from his blood.shot 
eyes, a look of wonder and expectation 

coming in its place; the restless hands 
lay limp and willing beneath the cooling 
sponge, and still the sweet voice sang on, 
Little by little the heavy lids dropped, the 
strained muscles relaxed, the heavy limbs 
settled into repose, and Kenneth Malcolm 
slept for the first time since smitten with 
the fever. 
“You have done well, my daughter,” 

murmured the priest, in low tones; and, 
lifting his hands in blessing above her, he 
murmured his * par cobiscum™ and silently 
departed. 
The door had scarcely closed after him 

when the sweet-voiced nun dropped upon 
her knees by the bedside, and, burying 

her face among the clothes, remained 
there motionless until Kenneth stirred 
again. 
Then, with noiseless step and gentle 

touch, she renewed the ice upon his head 
gave him his medicines, and soothed him 
until he grew calm again. 
And so many days went by. 

It seemed as if there were magic in the 
pale nun’s touch, magic in her tones, and 
in her presence even, for no one else had 
any power over him whateyer, 

In his wildest moments,'if she but came 
to him, laid her cool, soft hand upon his 
head, or spoke to him, he would often 
grow calm at once, But sometimes, if 

this did not serve to quiet him, she would 

lift her voice in song, and, with a sigh of 

deep content, he would listen as if spell. 
bound. 
She never lefl him except when in a 

deep sleep, and then she would steal away 
for a few hours of rest and refreshment, 

The third week of Kenneth’s illness 
was drawing toward its close, 

He had lived beyond all expectation, 
and the great physician who attended 

him said it was a wonder what kept him 
alive. 
But there must come a change soon; it 

was coming even then. 

Great anxiety prevailed throughout the 
great convent on the young earl’s account 
a hush like death prevaded its long and 
gloomy corridors ; every sister and attend- 
ant glided to and fro about their different 
duties shod with velvet shoes, and not a 
voice was heard above a whisper all 
through that long day preceding the 
crisis, 

The doctor feared the worst; there was 
but the slightest ray of hope that another 
dawn would find Kenneth Malcolm alive. 

The gentle nun hung over him now in 
an agony of suspense; again and again 

she would wring her clasped hands, lift 

ing them toward heaven, while her pale 

lips moved in their voiceless petition for 

the gift of healing from the great i{ealer 

above. 
A heavy stupor had been gradually 

stealing over the young earl; the purple 
flush had faded from his face, leaving it 
pale, sunken, and death-like; his breath 

came feebly from beneath his parted lips 

| 
| 

| 

and a coo! dew had settled npon his brow | 

and about his mouth. 
The physician had not left him for 

| hours ; he stood now with one finger upon 

‘the failing pulse, his keen, experienced | 
eye noting every change. 

His face gave no sign of what he thought 
and the suspense was grewing intoler- 
able. 

“How is it?” whispered the nun, her 
glittering eye fixed upon that finger rest. 

ing over the almost pulseless wrist. 

“Failing was the one word which fell 
like the knell of doom upon her ears. 

Again she threw her clasped hands high 
above her head; a moan of anguish es- 
caped her lips; then bending forward, as 
if the impulse could not be controlled, 
she laid her lips against Kenneth’s ear, 
and, all her soul going out in the thrilling 
words, she cried : 

“ Kenneth, my king! live, oh, live !"’ 

Her soft cheek rested against his for 
one moment; then, as there was no an. 

swering sign to tell that he had heard, 

she moved away with another moan, more 
hopeless than the first. 
Then he stirred feebly, a scowl of pain 

knotted his brow, and the doctor held up 
a warning finger. 

Slowly the lids lifted from the heavy 

eyes, and they met the agonizing look 
which the fair, pale nun bent upon him 

as she waited for what should come next, 
Then gradually, as if from some magic 

spell, the lids dropped again, the fore. 
head grew smooth and placid, the pale 
lips, with their look of pain, relaxed into 
a faint smile; a long shuddering sigh 
heaved the manly chest, as if some weary 
burden had suddenly been rolled away 
from the aching heart; the thin fingers 
closed convulsively over the cool, soft 

hand of the trembling woman at his side, 
and thus Kenneth Malcolm dropped into 
a slumber sweet and refreshing as ever 
came to him in his childhood’s hours. 
Twice the hour-hand of the little clock 

on the mantel traced sixty minutes while 
the venerable servant of Esculapius and 

the nun watched breathlessly over that 

sleeping form. 

A new hope had been born into their 
hearts, for the fluttering pulse was grow- 

ing more regular, though still very feeble 
and a healthful moisture was gathering 

upon his brow, and lips, and upon the 
hand which still clasped that of his gentle 
nurse. 
When again he awoke reason shone 

from his hollow eyes once more, and 
though to weak to move, yet they knew 
that his blood was pulsing healthfully in 
its accustomed channels again. 

He turned a questioning look first upon 
the physician and then upon the nun, 

who now stood with her face turned from 
him. 

“Where am 17’ he whispered, help- 
lessly. 

“In the best of hands, young man ; and 
now let me tell you that you are to ask 
no more questions for three days, but do 
as you are told, and we'll see if we can 
keep you a while longer with us,’”’ the 

doctor said with a sigh of relief, for he 
felt reasonably sure now that his patient 
would live, 

“This,” he added, as he saw him turn 

his eyes wistfully on the nun, “is Sister 
Agnes, your attendant, and a faithful one 

she has been, too.” 
Sister Agnes now produced a tiny bowl, 

from which she proceeded to feed him 
something warm and nice, a spoonful at a 
time, and all the while he seemed to be 
searching what there was visible of her 

pale face with a wistful, eager look. 
He could not see how her hand trembl- 

ed 1n its journey to and from that little 
bowl ; he could not see the new light of 
Joy which had sprung into her down cast 

eyes, nor hear the song of praise which 

went winging its way up to the great white 
throne from her lobing heart. 

He sighed again with disappointment 
as she ceased feeding hm and moved 

away. 
“ Where is she !"’ he murmured. 

“Whom ?'’ asked the physician, bend- 

ing over him. 
“Nina,” he whispered, tenderly. 
“There has been none here but your 

nurse and I ; now go to sleep, and don’t 
open your lips until you wake again.” 

A look of sadness and longing crept into 

his eyes. 
He had dreamed that he was sinking 

down, down into the depths somewhere, 
and Nina, his beautiful Nina, had come to 

him, and reaching out her white hands to 

him, had grasped him and drawn him 
back to Ife. 

It was but a vision of his imagination, 
however, and he found that he was still 

alone, with the weary burden of a deso- 

late existence still clinging to him. 
How should he know of that}slight form 

kneeling close by his side while he slept 
again, and praying that the feeble life 

might be strengthened ? 
How could he know of the hungry, 

eager eyes, noting every breath he drew, 

every quiver of the eyelids, or every move- 
ment, however slight, that he made ? 
But a loving heart, filled with tender- 

ness and gratitude, was beating close be- 
side him, a faithful heart was waiting 

patiently now for strength to come, and 

with strength the dawn of a new joy, the 
beginning of a new and happier life. 

CHAPTER XXIX, 

“LOVE IS ETERNAL!” 

Slowly, very slowly, strength came back 
to Kenneth. 

For many days he lay in a sort of semi. 
conscious state, too weak to take note of 
anything, except when they aroused him 

to take his medicines or nourishment, and 
then he always felt such a sense of con. 
tent to find the gentle nun ever by his 

bedside to minister to him in her calm, 
gentle way. 

It was such a comfort to sip his broth 
from the spoon held by that white, deli- 
cate hand, and to look up into those deep, 
soulful eyes. 

[Te had a vague sense of a desire to 
tear away those hideous bandages about 

her face and head, while a wonder floated 

through his weak brain whether he should 
find the head shorn and bare, as he bad 

been told all nuns’ heads were. 
But by and by, as he grew to realize 

more of what was passing around him, he 

began to miss her graceful figure, grace- 
ful in spite of those course, uncouth gar- 
ments which she always wore, while in 

her stead there was now an elderly person 

of stolid demeanor to wait upon him. 
Instead of the cool, rosy fingers which 

he bad grown to love to have touch his 

brow, and which fed him so deftly, a hand 

course and clumsy, yet kind, served him; 
instead of tones of fairy-like sweetness, a 

voice deep and guttural grated upon hic 
ears. 

“ Where is sister—sister——"" 

He put his hand ia a puzzled way to his 
head, his mind still too weak even to re- 

tain the name of his gentle nurse. 
“Sister Agnes, do you mean my lord 7" 

asked the nun. 

“Yes, Sister Agnes,” he repeated, his 
face lighting. 

“She has becozze wearied with constant 

watching, my lord, and she js now taking 
needful rest ; her devotion has saved your 

life,” she returned, eying him keenly with 
her sharp gray eyes. 

“ Will she not come soon again?” he 
‘asked, with the unreasonableness of those 
who have been very sick, 

“Perhaps,” was the unsatisfactory re- 
ply; and with a sigh of longing, he turn. 

ed his face to the wall, a sense of dreari. 

ness and loneliness creeping over him. 
For a week longer he watched for her, 

turning eagerly every time the door open- 
ed, hoping she had come again. 
He did not know that always while he 

slept she sat by him, watching with an 
eager joy 1n her eye his thin face taking 
on the hue of health once more, and lis- 
tened to his regular breathing as if it 
were the sweetest music in the world to 
her. 
But always just before he awoke she 

would glide softly from the room, and her 
place was filled by another. 
But one day he did not sleep as long as 

usual. 

ITe awoke suddenly without stirring, 
and, opening his eyes, he met the earnest, 

tender gaze which was so familiar to him. 
The sister instantly drooped her white 

lids, and started up guiltily, and as if she 
were about to leave him. 

But putting out his thin hand, he seized 

her dress. 

“ Wait, Sister Agnes, wait,’ he pleaded. 
Trembling, and with an averted face, 

she sank back into her chair, and he won" 

dered what made her so timid. 
Her lovely eyes were downcast, her 

hands tightly clasped upon her breast, 

and to him she seemed like some pure 

saint awaiting the petition of a sinful 

mortal. 
“They tell me that I owe my life to 

your kind care,” Kenneth said, trying in 
vain to get a view of her face. 

“ You owe your life to the good Father,” 
she replied, devoutly, in low, sweet tones, 

and drooping ner head still lower, 
Something in her voice made him start 

and a look of pain crossed his face. 

“Yes, of course,” he returned, a trifle 
impatiently, ‘“ but it is through your in- 
strumentality.”’ 

“I am very grateful that I have been 

permitted to be of service in a good work,” 
reverently replied the modest sister. 

“Sister Agnes, I wish you would draw 
aside the curtains and let in the light, so 

that [ can see you better. I want to re- 

member the face of one who has been so 
kind to me,’’ he said. 

“No, my lord ; the light is not good 
for your eyes at present, and the physi. 

cian's orders are to keep the chamber 
dark,” she answered ; but there was the 
least quiver in the sweet tones, and the 

fair hands became almost rigid in their 
strained clasp. 

There were a few minutes of silence, 

during which Kenneth's face grew very 

sorrowful ; then he said : 
“Sister Agnes, I am very grateful for 

your kind care; but 1t would have been 
better 1f I had not lived.” 

“No, ob, no !"” she breathed, almost 1n 
a whisper. 

“ Life was a burden to me, and I would 

gladly have laid it down,” he said, gloom- 

ily. 

“We all have our burdens, my lord; 

but only God knows when it is best for us 

to lay them down.” 

Her tones were sweet but very sad, 
and there was a cadence in them which 

made his heart vibrate with strange emo- 
tions, 

“Ah! you, too, gentle sister, have known 
sorrow perhaps, and that is why you are 

here within these walls.” 
The sister bowed ; she could not trust 

herself to speak. 

“Your sorrow must have been a heavy 

one, to drive you, so young, into a place 
like this,” Kenneth said, regretfully, 
“It 13 not permitted me now to speak 

of past trials; but there is peace for us 
all beyond,” was the tremulous response. 

He could see her bosom heave with 
emotion which she tried so hard to con- 
trol, and he noticed that the delicate nails 

had grown almost purple in the agonized 
clasp of her hands, 

He would have given much to have had 

that ugly cap and those horrid bandages 

removed—he felt that she must be beau- 
tiful, and he felt an intense longing to 

look into her face; but he dare not ask it. 

No one, he thought, could have such 

eyes and be plain—they were like Nina's, 
only hers had never had such a look of 

heart-breaking sadness in them. 

She was so pure and gentle, and refined 
too, while her very movement was full of 
grace and ease. Her presence, too, thrill. 
ed him, and he felt a sense of peace and 
rest steal over him whenever she came 
near him, 

“Did you not sing to me sometimes 
during my illness ?'"’ he asked. 

“Yes, my lord; music seemed to quiet 
you when nothing else would,” she re- 
plied, deeply agitated. 

“It is the only thing which [ remember 
—it was very sweet,” he said; “would 
you mind singing to me now ?”’ 

“It my lord would excuse me,” she 
murmured, much disturbed. 
“But Kenneth, with the wilfulness of 

an invalid, persisted. 
“Nay, sweet sister, you are very modest, 

but pray grant my request. I am soon to 
be well, I suppose, and go out from here 
—you do not come to me often now, and, 
perchance, I shall never see you again. 
Then just once more let me hear your 
voice in song.’ 

Sister Agnes sat like a statue ; her head 
was bowed until it almost touched her 
knees, and her face was entirely concealed 
by the frill of silken tissue which was 
plaited around her ugly, closely-fitting 
black cap ; but could he have looked into 
it, he would have seen that it was con- 
vulsed as if in mortal anguish, 
“Forgive me 1f 1 seem willful, but 

please sing to me just once more,” he 
urged. 
She sat suddenly erect now, and turned 

from him, so that he could not catch even 
the outline of her face. She pressed her 
clasped hands over her heart to still its 
fierce throbbing, and, with a gighty effort 
calmed herself to do his bidding. 

Soft and sweet and tremulous, but oh, 
how sad ! were the notes which all at once 
broke the stillness of Kenneth’s chamber. 

‘“ As torrents in summer, 
Half dried in their channels, 
Suddenly rise, though the 
Sky is still cloudless, 
For rain has been falling 
Far off at their fountains. 

“ So hearts that arc fainting 
Grow tull to o’ertlowing, 
Aud they that behold it 
Marvel and know not 
That God at their fountains 
Far off bas been raining! 

¢ Cross against corsclet, 
Love against hatred, 
Peace-cry for war-cry ! 
Patience is powerful 
He that o’ercometh 
Hath joy ort of sorrow! 

“The dawn is not distaur, 

{fally 

“ Wherefore ?” 
ter, shivering. 

‘“ Becauso of a false-hearted woman’ 
he said, sternly. “I loved her so,” 
he went on, a cold sweat starting out 
upon his brow, *“and I know, as you 
sang, that my * love is eternal; but I 
know also that there is no dawn for 
me, and that my night of woe will 
never be brightened by a single star 
even.” 

murmured the sis- 

“ Patience is powerful ; 
He that o’ercometh 
Hath joy out of sorrow,” 

sighed his gentle companion, 
“Can a wrecked life ever gather to- 

gether its broken threads, and go on 
in peace again ? he demanded, fiercely 

“ God is still God, and 
His faith shall not fail us.” 

He laid his hand gently on her 
shoulder, and he was startled to feel 
how she trembled. 
Had she too loved, and been deceiv- 

ed like himself, he wondered; was 
her heart torn, and bruised, and lacer 
ated like his own, and ¢ould she prac- 
tice this sublime faith of which she 
sang ? 
He longed toread the hidden pages 

of her life's history, and an uncontroll- 
able desire seized him to confide 10 her 
his own misery. 
He had not received a word of com- 

fort or cheer during all the long weary 
months of his wanderings, and his 
lonely heart cried out for spmpathy. 

‘“ Sister,” he said, in a voice of pain, 
“do you think it possible for a heart 
withered as mine has been, ever to 
overcome ?"’ 

“ Hearts that are fainting 
Grow full to overflowing, 
When God at their fountains 
Far off has been raining.” 

She could only answer him in the 
beautiful words of the poet, and her 
voice seemed full of unshed tears. 

“ You mean that only God can give 
peace ?”’ he said. 
“Yes. He can give sweet peaco.” 
‘*“ Have you proved it so ?” | 
The small head bowed a voiceless | 

assent, | 
“Have you no doubts for the future 

—can you goon in the dark and blind- 
ly trust 2” Kenneth asked, wondering 
more and more who the sad young 
creature could be. 
A low moan, suppressed ere it was | 

balf uttered, fell upon his ear; then | 
the submissive tones answered : 
“The past is in God’s keeping—the | 

future His mercy shall clear.” 
“Surely,” he thought, *“she must | 

have risen above frail human nature | 
if she could trust like this.” 
“Can a beart that has been crush- | 

ed in its first, strong love ever love 
again ?” was the next query he put, | 
without the suspicion of the agony he | 
was inflicting, 
“No, oh, no!” came the pained, | 

hoarse cry; und she threw up her 
bauods as if she could bear no more | 
Ab! how he knew that the poor] 

girl had loved, and found her love] 
false. even as he had! He felt that | 
it must be so. 

} 

{ 

“ How she suffers! and yet she hugs 
the cross. Why then should I shrink 
to take up my burden again? If this 
delicat girl can live and find peace in 
ministering to others, surely, with my 
resources, I out to be of some use in 
the world, even with my withered 
heart and blighted life.” 

“ ¥orgive me, sister, if 1 have pain- 
ed you,” he said aloud, gently. “I 
see that you, too, have suffered deeply 
but your gentle patience and trust 
have done me good. Now may I tell 
you my sad story ” 
He heard a faint sob, a quickly- 

drawn breath, then the low spoken 
words : 
“Yes, my lord, if you deem me 

worthy to hear it, and it will be a re- 
lief to youn.” 
“I loved a beautiful girl,” he bagaw 

with quivering lips; ‘“ her eyes were 
as blue and deep, but not so sad as 
yours. I dreamed during my sick- 
ness at times that she stood over me 
with a great love and pity shining in 
them. [ loved her with a mad love 
that was idolatry. I believed her pure 
as the angels in heaven, and true as 
truth itself; but she ruined my life, 
and proved herself the falsest woman 
on earth on our wedding morn, and 
not half an hour after she had plight- 
ed her vows to me.” 
“Ob, no! no!” moaned the nun, 

catching her breath hard, and rocking 
herself two and fro. 

*“ It does not seem possible, I know ; 
but it was even 80,” Kenneth went on 
too bound up in his own sorrow to 
notice anything peealiar in her. ‘Jt 
seems that she loved another, and only 
married me that she might gratify 
her ambition and gain wealth and 
position, and then she went and wept 
out her grief for what she bad done 
upon her lover's bosom.” 

“Cruel! ergel!” murmured the 
pale hips, and the {z2ir hands were 
wrang with an agony that waz iptoler- 
able; but they were hidden beneath: 
the clumsy cape, and he did not 
see it, 
“Yes, it was cruel as death,” he 

| said, answering the myrmured words ; 
| “and had wortal man dared tall me 
that she had been guilty of such a 
thing, I should have shouted the false- 
hood in his face, and then stricken 
him dumb at my feet. But | saw it 
all with my own ayes, Great Heaven / 
and what a sight it was, when I loved 
her so!” he cried wildly, 

*“ But—but there must have been 
some mistake about it——"" began the. 
sister. 

*“ Mistake! No; a simple mistake 
would not have made me the miser- 
able man Lam. I tell you it was a 
cursed reality! he interrupted, fierce 

‘ly. His palo listengr shrank as if he 
had struck hes. 
“Why did you not let ber ex 

| —I mean——" : 
“Who says I did not lat her ex. | 

plain ? I commanded her to explain, | 
and she owned that it was her lover! 
D> you wonder that I hate life ?—do 
‘you wonder that I wanted to die?” 
Kenngth ¢ried, shaking as with the 
ague, 
“Calm yourself my lord ; this pg-! 

citement will make you iil again,” the | 
| girl said, soothingly ; then added in | 
quivering tones; * Are you sure that | 
you understood her aright? Did she 
not own that it was her brother in- 
stead of her lover ?” 

With breathless interest she waited 
| for his veply. 
{ ¢ Her brotheri” he cried, scorn- 

; *' bo bad no brdther; apd had 
‘she told me il was, I should have 
known she only &dded falsehood to 
her other #in; and so I left her there 
ard then, vowing never to look upon 
her fair, false face agaln.” 

“ Were you not hasty, my lord ?” 
| “Yes, yes; the Malcolms have a 

piain | 
i 

‘one of them told that the stranger is | 

| will be disappointed by the result. It 

“ There are other lives as bitter as | 
mine, it seems,” he said to himself. 

‘bol torpor; they love wildly, but 
| they are trie ag siogl, 2nd they could 
‘never tolerate aught of ‘deception or 
| falsehood in any one, Ah, Sister 
Agnes, no one can know the bittor- 
ness of that hour to me! Oh! Nina, 
Nina. how I loved you!” and the ery 
rang out fall of a mighty agony 
through thé root, 

Nor is the night starless , 
Love is eternal! 

God is still God, and 
His faith shall not fail us ; 
Christ is eternal I” 

It was the song of a breaking heart, sus- 
tained by a great and hoiy faith! and 
when the sister ceased she bowed her 
head upon her hands, faint and exhausted 
end apparently lost to all worldly things. | ; 
A great sob shook the sick man’s frame, | My lord do you love her now {1 

every word brought back to him so forci- | [a there room in your heart for her 
bly all the misery of the past, sag made | yet?” 
him so desolate. | ¥bo pale nun had risen, and bent 
“My God!” Le cried, “must 1 come | wiih trembling oageinsos toward him. back to the torture of life again 7" or 3 7 
“Sister Agnes,”” he said, controlling Her hands, quivering like snow-ydakes 

himself, * before I was stricken with this | In & driving wind, were raised 10 thy 
disease my life was a curse to me.” strings of her cap, as if to untie them 

and cast it from her head, Her nos. | 
trils where dilated, her eyes filled | 
with a passionate longing, while a 
bright spot of red burned on either | 
cheek. 

SCROFULA 
Avyer's Sarsaparilla has 
an equal as a remedy 

But Kenneth did not see her; he oli yg en . . . L I's. y 1 tt BH bad covered his eyes with his hand to {to take, gives strength hide the tears which, in his weakness. jon vigerte the body, d ri . : . Yand produces a more ms risen unbidden to his eyes. ¥ Humors, d permanent, lasting, re- But her question had touched his | sult than any medicine | pride. 1 ever used.—E. | 
Could he own a love for the woman | ge | . H 3 § Ss | who had cheated him 80 ? Sarsaparilla,in my fam- | “No,” be replied, with exceeding ily, Sep 1] bitterness ; “ there will be no room in Erysinelas faith fully & w 

. y ’ my heart for hor ever again, and I can ysip Y | thoroughly = eradicate | only remember her with contempt for this terrible disease. — | bet trench = W. F. Fowler, M. D., | c ery, Greenville, Tenn. | 
: The sister stood for a moment mo- For forty years I | 

tionless, as if the blighting words were rig ag with wi | 
too terrible to believe. That bright gee of remdie | 8pot on her cheek faded in an instant ; Canker, and for my complaint, but | 
the passionate longing in her eve ; ay | 
turned to a look of dumb despair. She Aver’s Sarsaparilla. 
swayed where she stood as if drunken rr Rye. Tt | . . es 2 TE . _ ties of this medicine | with wine, and then dropped silently am completely cured. | 
into her chair and buried her face in — Mary C. Amesbury, 
the folds of her cape. IRCRIURS, Jou. it ; Catarrh, I have suffered, for | (To b: continued.) | Which from Catarrh, 

’ which was so severe | a a sige - y | | that it destroyed my | Joyful News. appetite and weakened | : isis i my system. After try- | It is certainly glad to the poor in | ing other remedies, | 
valid to be informed of a remedy that | ro. grr 
will give prompt and sure relief in | Can he Sarsaparilla, and, in a | 
case of painful suffering. Such a! few a Ba : ’ - — Sus: +» Cook, 90¢ remedy is Hagyard’s Yellow Oil, | cured by Aer ay gy <A 
adapted for internal and external use | p u rifyi n g Highlands, Mass. | 
in all aches, pains, lameness and sore- |. Ayer's Sarsaparilla | Le sae of dd biti : { is superior to any blood | ness. [tceure: rheumatism, neoralgia, | the blood purifier that 1 have | 
sore throat, croup and all inflamma- | . ever tried. 1 have | 

| with taken it for Serofula, | tory pains. 

<> 

Lincoln, Nebraska, furnishes the! 
latest Mormon sensation, by a report | 
that Brigham Young is sull alive, and | 
living in seclusion at the mansion of al 
wealthy English disciple near that! 
city. Prominent Mormon leaders have | 

{ 

been coming from Salt Lake City, and | 
1 

Canker, and Salt- | 
Rheum, and received 
much benefit from it. | 
It is good. also, for a | 
weak stomach.— Millie 
Jane Peirce, 
Bradford, Mass, 

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, 
Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. 

Price 81; six bottles, $5. 
. r am | 

Brigham Young himself, who had | 
risen from the dead, and is come to | 
save the Mormon kingdom from disso- | 
lution. Ino corroboration of this ro- 
mance, it is said that the return of the 
prophet has been lately preached by 
the elders. 

— “ee 

Mother's Smiles are the Sunlight 
of Home. 

There would be fewer clouds and 
brighter sunshine in many house- 
holds if every dispirited suffering 
woman realized what a boon Dr. 
Pierce’s “Favorite Prescription” is 
for all weaknesses and maladies to 
which her sex is liable No lady who | 
gives this wonderful remedy a trial 

not only acts promptly upon all 
functional derangements, but by its 
rare nervine and tonic properties, 
strengthens; and repairs the whoie 
feminine sysiem. Price reduced to 
one dollar. By druggists, 

| 

{ 

| 

POWDER 
Absolutely Pure. 

This powder never varies. A marvel of purity 
strength and wholesomeness, More economi- 
cal than the ordinary kinds, and eannot be sold 
in competition with the multitude of low test, 
short weight. alum or phosphate pawders. Sold 
only in cans. ROYAL BAKING POwDER Co. 106 
Wall street, New York. 

Thoroughly cleanse the Blood, which is the 
fountain of health, by using Dr. Pierce's Gold- 
en Mcdical Discovery, and good digestion, a 
fair skin, buoyant spirits, vital strength, ana 
soundnesg of constitution will be established. 
Golden Medical Discovery cures all humors, 

from the common pimple, blotch, or eruption, 
0 he worst Scrofula, or blood-poison. FEs- 
peciaily fas it proven its cffeacy in curing 
Salt-rheum or Feiter, Fever-sores, Hip-joint 
Disease, Scrofulous Sores and Sgellings, En- 
larged Glands, and Eating Ulcers 
olden Medical Discovery cures Consump- 

tion (which fs Scrofula of the Lungs), hy its 
wonderful bjood-parffying, fuvigorating, and 
nutritive properties, For Weak Lungs, Spit- 
ting of Blood, fthortness of Breaih, Rtenchitie, 
Severe Coughs, Asthma, gpd kindred affec- 
tions, it is a sovereign remeay. It promptly 
coves the severest Coughs. : 
For Tor™d Liver, Biliousness, or “ Liver 

Compiaint.” Dyspanalg, and Indigestion, it is 
an unequalled remedy. Sod by druggists. 
D2. PIERCE'S PFLLETS — &4ti- 

#iljone and Cathartic. 
SC. & ves, Ly druggists. 

86 Winter Arrangement 81 

On and after MONDAY, November 
22nd, 1886, the Trains of this Railway 
will run daily, (Sunday excepted) as 
follows : 

Trains will leave St. John. : 
A TR «oc diivs oo soa bicanann 7.30 a.m, 

Accommeodation,............ ..... 11.20 a. m. 

Express for Sussex.............. 4.35 p.m, 

Express for Halifax & Quebec, 6.10 p.m. 

$A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 6.10 
P. M. Train to Halifax, 

On TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATURDAY, a 
Sleeping Car for Montreal will be attached 10 
the Quebec Express, and on MoNDAY, WEDNES- 
DAY and FRIDAY, a Sleeping Car will be attach- 
ed at Moncton. 

Trains will arrive at St. John: 
Express from Halifax & Quebec, 7.00 a.m. 

Express from Sussex,............. 8.35 a, m. 

Accommodation, .................. 1.30 p.m. 

BE BRE «oc occococuvncnsannnsse 7.20 p,m, 

72% All Trains are run by Eastern Standard 
time, 

D. POTTINGER, 
Chief Superintendent. 

RAILWAY OFFICE, 
Moncton, N, B., Nov, 17th, 1886. 

naw. 
= 

NEW BRUNSWICK 
RAILWAY CO. 
ALL RAIL LINE. 

Arrangement of Trains--—1In 
effect October 24th, 1886. 

LEAVE FREDERICTON: 
——— 

(Kastern Standard Time.) 

7 00 A. M.—~Express for St. John, and inter- 
medate points, 

9 00 A. m.—For Fredericton Junction, and for 
McAdam Junction, and St. Stephen, 
Vanceboro, Bangor, Portland, Boston and 
all points West; St. Andrews, Houlton, 
Woodstock, Presque Isle, Grand Falls, 
Edmundston, and all points North. 

110 Pp. M.—For Fredericton Junction, and for 
St. John, and points East. 

ARRBIVFE AT FREDERICTON : 

11 35 A. a —From Fredericion Jungtjon, and 
from St John, and all points East. ° 

3 35 P. M,—From Fredericton Junction, and 
from Vaneceboro, Bangor, Portland, Bos- 
ton, and all points West; St. Andrews, St. 
Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, Presque 
Isle, Grand Falls, and points North. 

6 40 P. M.—Express from St. John, and inter- 
mediate points. 

LEAVE GIBSON : 

7 00 A. Mm.—Express for Woodstock and points 
North. 

ARRIVE AT GIBSON 

Nort? ; 
| 4 20 P. M. E:press from Woodstock, and points 

#. W. CRAM, 

Sup’t Southern Division. 

Gen'] Pass. and Ticket Agent. 
St. John, N, B,, Ogiober 20, 1884 

——— 

DAT GR 
GLEARANCE SALE ! 

AT THE STORE OF | 

NGW IS THE TIME TO PURCHASE 

Watches, Clocks and Jewelry, 
Silver, and Silver Plated Ware, 

Diamond Sets, 
Diamond Pins, 
Diamond Ear Drops, 
fianond Lockets and 

Diamond Rings. 

PEARL RINGS, BAHD RINGS, 
Stone Rings, 

PLAIN WEDDING RINGS, 

als 

Gold and Gu 

Es 

| 

| 

| 

raw ver Head Covers, 
Plush Goods, Bronze Goods, 
Brags (Goods, Leather Goods, 

And a fall fine of Fancy Goods. 

— — i 

WALTHAM WATCHES, 

Eigin and Springfield Watches 
Swiss and the Celebrated Quick Turn 

Fredonia Railroad Watches. 
-— 

All going at Ruingusly Low Pyices, 

peg Sole Agents for the Celebrated Lazarus 
& Morris perfected SPECTACLES and EYE- 
GLASSES, 

—_— 

To Churches of all Denominations 
in the County of York, or else- 

F you require a FiRsy CLAss O4G4AN for 
Chureh or School purposes, you can procure 

one at FIRST COST, by applying to 

JOHN RICHARDS, 
W%. Write for Illustrated Catalogues. 

November 17, 1886. 

Team Bells, &c. 

OPPER Rivets, Team Bel: 
C and Stocks cheap at | 

NEILL’S HARDWARE STORE | 
December 29 

wind IL .shes 

CARRIAGES. 

1 with neatness and despatch. 

W. E. MILLER & C0. 
ANNUAL 

CHRISTMAS SALE. 
Cal ang examine our fine stock of 

|] 4 i NUELEY 

GROCERIES 
which we are selling very low. Molasses, Suga 
Tea, Flour, Meal, Raisins, Currants, 
Lemon and Orange 
Spices. Sugar has fa 

72 CIYE US A CALL."&x 
Frederigton, Decepaber 8 

! 
Ty 

llen in price. 

THE KEY TO HEALTH. 

Unlocks all the clogged avenues of the 
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver, carry- 
ing off gradually without weakening the 
system, all the impurities and foul 
humors of the secretions; at the same 
time Correcting Acidity of the 
Stomach, curing Biliousness, Dys- 
pepsia, Headaches, Dizziness, 
Heartburn, Constipation, Dryness 
or the Skin, Dropsy, Dimness of 

the Heart, Nervousness, and de - 
eral Debility; all these and meny 
other similar Complaints vield to 
happy influence ple} BURDOCE 

QD BITTERS, 

| 

| | 

| 

T. MILBURN & COQ., Proprietors, Toronti. 

BURNED OUT, | 

HE Subscribers, thankful for past favors, beg 
to inform the public that they are again to 

work at the old stand, where they will be pleased 
to see their old friends and as many new ones as 
wish to call. 
We have now on hand for purchasers to select 

from, a good assortment of | 
] 

: | 
which will be sold Cheaper than the Cheapest, 
We are also prepared to make to order from 

the best stock and good workmanship, any | 
style or make of Carriages reguired. 
B®" Repairing in all its branches attended to | 

COOPER & PINDER. | 
Fredericton, April 14, 1884, 

Ladies and Gentlemen to take 
ANTE nice light work at their homes, 
SEG. gz 00 to 83 a day easily made, 
Work sont Bx al. Nucai assing. Steady Em 

lovment Furnished. Address with stamp CRO 
IF G. €O., 298 Vine Si. Cincinnati, Ohio, 

< 

in 7, 8 10, 11, 12, 14. and 16 feet Bars, fcr sale at 
NIILL'S HARDWARE STORE, opp. County 
Curt Houcc. 

Sled Shoe Steel Se | 

| be put on 

South | 

J. F. LEAVITT, | 

Citron, | 
Peel, ang all Kinds of Pure | 

| patterns. 

| of a patient, either personally or by lock of hair 

BUT STILL ALIVE | 
| not handled if possible by any person but the 

‘and preseription, or examin: 

sore 

EBEN MILLER & GO. 
BUILDERS OF 

King Street, Fredericton, N. B 

Concord Wagons, Piano Box Wagons, Iver's Wagons 
Miller Spar Wagons, = White Chapel Wagons, | Top Phatons, 
Brewster Wagons, Cronin Wagons, Open Phatons. 

Sole Manufacturers of Miller's Patant Shifting Rai 
ese Shifting To ~ Th 

It requires only on 
heen on, as no 

ps have no rival, as a glance at the cut will show for itself; iv is so simple, © person to take it off or put it on, and when off no one would think a T ad insightly ends are sticking out. When the Top ison itis as firm as arock, It ean any carriage in use. Persons ordering Buggies or Cano y Top Carriages should see that they have this Rail, as it will be greatly to their interest, v - These Tops were awarded a Diploma at the Provincial Exhibition in October, 1880 

Particular attention gwen to orders. Repawring done inthe best manner, and at the shortest notice 

Price List.—BUGGY TOPS, $32 to $50; CANOPY, $15 to $25 

» 
EBEN MILLER & CO 

Patented in Canada, March 31st, 1877, and in the United States, Dee. 10th, 1878 

ZZ ALL WORK WARRANTED. “8x 

CALL AND SEE THE 

NEW “RAYMOND,” 
With Large Improved Arm, at 

D. MCATHERIN'S SALES ROOM. 

Phenix Square, Fredericton, N B 

{ { 

| 
| 

{ 

| 
These machines can be had at the following offices, Viz :— 

| Fredericton, N.B.,, Newcastle, Mir michi, N 2, Chatham, Mirmichi, N. B., Bathurt 
Gloucester Ce, N. B., Campleton, lestigouche Co, N. B,, St. Stephen, N. B. 

iE Agents wanted for P. E. Island and Nova Scota. 5) 

D. McCATHERIN, 
Manager for Maritime Provinces 

$#. Address all communications P, O. Box 162, Fre lericton, N, B, 

Fredericton, May 18, 1883 

PHOTOGR APHS HEWS FROM BROCKVILLE 
The Charter Oak Defeated. 

MADE IN THE FOLLOWING SIZES: 

LOCKET, THE CELEBRATED 
CARD, “Good Luck” Cooking Stove 

CABINET, [ will warrant equal to any Charter Oak Stove 
BOUDOIR in the City, and for sale at a less price. I do 

’ not waste any money on unless blowing with 

PANEL and |°sard to the Stove, nor do I spin any long 
LIFE, 

| 

| 

yarns, but save money and give it to purchaser of Stove. Can furnish best of references with regard to these Stoves. Give me a call and be 
convinced. 

Z. R. EVERETT. 
A — 

HARVEY STUDID ! 
164, Queen Street, Fton., 
‘Next below Peoples’ Bank. 

HumPHREYS 
HOMEOPATHIC 

Veterinary Specifics 
p— 

Z¥ 3 Cure Discases of 

EZ" Old Pictures Copied and En- Horses, Cattle, Sheep 
| larged. Childrens’ Pictures a Specialty 

DOGS, HOGS, POULTRY, 
In use for over 20 years by Farmers, 

Stockbreeders, Horse R. R., &e. 

Used by U. S. Government. 

25 STABLE CHART <<a 
Mounted on Rollers & Book Mailed Free. 

Humphreys’ Med. Co., 109 Fulton 8¢,, N.Y, 

HH TUMPHREYS 

Fredericton, December 1, 1856. 

FRANGIS DOHERTY 
has the largest and best assortment of 

OWVWEREQOOTS, 
— FOR — o- 

p 

Tn use 30° years. ite” Viital Weak y 

Nervous Debility, Vital Wea 
and Prostration, from“over-work or other Ek 
21 per vial, or 5 vials and large vial powder, for $ 
SOLD BY DRUGGISTS, or sent postpaid 0.1 receipt 

price.~lumphreys’ Medicine Co., 109 Fuiton St., N Yo 

Hand Hammered Axes. 

JUST RECEIVED: 

HE Celebrated Rixford Axe, which is the 
best Axe in Canada. Try one, 

Z. R. EVERETT. 

sufferer, we will mail enough to — = 

Piano and Organs. 
( rR superior 7 1-3 Octave SQUARE 

IANO ; 
TWO high toned double reed ORGANS, 

The above instruments are first class in every 
particular, and will be sold at a sacrifice to clear. 
Apply © : g 

5 JOHN RICHARDS. 

HATS and CAPS, 

JOTS AND SHOES, 
Also, 

| 

B( 
of every style and description. 

CENTS’ FURNISHINGS, 
and a large Stock 

Ready-Made Clothing. 
pei 

| = All of the above (Goods will be 
| sold cheaper than any other house in 
the business, in the City, and have heen 
marked down especially for the holiday 
trade. 

| Remember the old stand, Hoggs’ cor- 
| ner, West End. Give us a call, and 
examine our Stock of Goods before pur- 
chasing elsewhere. 

that XH 

F. DOHERTY. 
Fiedericton, December 15 

1886. FALL 1886. 

WM. JENNINGS 
MERCHANT TAILOR, 

| 

| 
| 

| Is now showing a 

LARGE and VARJED 

ASSORTMENT 
|of the following Goods, suitable for 

this season’s trade. 

WORM POWDERS, 
Are pleasant to take. Contain their own 

Turgative. Is a safe, sure, and effectual 

destroyer ¢: worms in Children or Adults. 

MELTON NAP, 
Chinchilla and Worsted 

OVERCOATINGS, 
in Plain and Fancy Colors. 3: Unapproached for 

: Tone and Quality. 

CATALOGUES FREE, 

NOW LANDING 
45 Bbls. 

PLATE B 
For Sale 1.ow, 

| BEAVERS AND PILOTS, FANCY 
| TROUSERINGS, 

Also, a nize selection or raglish 
‘and Scotch Suitings, jn all the latest 

WM. JENNINGS. 
Fredericton, September 15, 1556. 

DR. CG. W. SMITH, 
ALBION HOTEL, 
Fredericton, N, B., 

OLA] RVOYANT PHYSICIAN ! 
H IS marvelous power whilst in trance of dis. 

eribing the physical eondition and disease 

with such unfailing accuracy, is remarkable. 
All Hair may be geni frown aay disiance hy 

letter, and should be cut close to the head, and 

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON 
Fredericton, April, 

I ————— 

patient. Most of his patients have been from 
the higher walks in lite, having been consulted 
by two of our Lieutenant Governors and several members of the Legislative Council and Assem. 
bly, also Ministers, Judges, Lawyers, Govern- 
ment Officials and leading business men of this 
City and Province. But in order to reach a class 
that could not pay his former price of 8500 tor 
one examination and preseription, he felt 1t advisable to reduce the fee to $2.00. Patients unable to attend personally, can have lock of 
thejr Hair brought ir or sent by letter, (with fee) 
and thus asgceriain tne condition of a patient 
and avoid the expense ofgsending for Doctors at a distance. His remedies are simpie and mos ly composed of herbs, a great many 
can be gathered in the country. 
Inclose $2,00 with Jock of Hair giving 

and address, and I wili give 3 

ADVERTISERS 
can learn the exact cost 
of any proposed line of 
advertising in American 
papers Dy addressing 
Geo. P. Rowell & Co, 

Es 
f which 

name 
You an examination 

1 ition $1.00, 
Examination personally or by H ir, 

or by Hair sent, by letter with lee, 
BT Meption this pape; 
Fredariston, December 2, 1856. 

FREE | 

3) cents, 
5 L00, 

~ 4 Norks with 
h New Stiteh- es, 10 Special Offes. 200 Picture 

New Book of Fane 
100 illustrations, ¥ 

£ Bulletin, 48 col. story paper, all for §¢. SR Newspaper Advertising” Bureau, 
RATIONAL BAZAR, 7 WwW. Broadway, 10 Spruce St., New York. 

Send 10cts, for 100-Page Pamphlet. 

1 

pli


