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FATHER TIME.
Above the world I sit and sail,
Moving on, moving on;
The things I pass no more avail

They hide their years decay and fail,
While I keep moving on.
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Down on the world I look and smile,
Moving on, moving on;

The scythe I bear smites all the while,

Cuts as it may for good or guile,
While I keep moving on.

Over the world I glance my eye,
Moving on, moving on.

Good deeds mature, the hopeful try,

The just alone shall never die
While I keep moving on.

Around the world I sit and roll,
Moving on, moving on;

Ripening fruits for sacred goal

Perfecting hopes of the dying soul,
While I keep moving on.

Beside the world I sit and hear,
Moving on, moving on;

Sounds of joy or sadness drear

Filling the space around the sphere
While I keep moving on.

Above, around all worlds I ride,
Moving on, moving on;

Watching in all the swelling tide,

Of human love and human pride
White I keep moving on.

When stars go out and worlds stand still,
Alone I'm moving on;

Obeying God’s eternal will,

1 cease not when all else is still,
Bat still keep moving on.

Thus time rolls on,
Ever on and on

Above the earth and o’er the sea,
’Mid lightning’s flash
And thunder’s crash

Moving toward eternity.

© Diterature.
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Wronged and Righied

CHAPTER XXX,

A FRUITLESS QUEST,

% Of whom are you speaking, Richard ?
What deep sorrow is preying upon your
heart?’’ Sir Harold asked, much surpris.
ed at his companion’s despairing cry,

Richard did not reply; the recital to
which he had just listened, the thought
that Pearle, his lost darling, had been
there in that very house, perhaps in that
very room, brought back all his wretched-
ness so forcibly that he was nearly un.
manned,

“Trust an old friend, my boy, and un.
burden yourself to me,’”” Sir Harold con-
tinued, kindly, “I have noticed from
the first that you were unhappy from some
cause or other—tell me what troubles
you.n

“ Where is she now—my Pearle—this
sweet woman of whom you have been tell-
ing me?” Richard asked, brokenly, and
turning his haggard face toward his com-
panion.

“Your Pearle! I do not understand
you,"” Sir Ilarold replied, with some sur-
prise.

“ Yes, she was mine—she is mine now
at heart., I know well enough that this
woman of whom you have been telling
me is the same one who was to have been
my wife, but was snatched from me at
the very moment that was to crown my
happiness. Where is she now? I must
find her!” Richard cried, wildly,

‘‘ Richard, man, you are surely crazy!
Whatever your trouble may have been,
you must be mistaken in this, Miss Mel-
fert could have been nothing to you, for
she told me with her own lips that she
was already a wife, and had fled from an
unworthy husband,’”’ said Sir Harold, be-
ginning to think that the young man’s
sorrow had affected his brain.

] know 1t 1sall true; but hsten and 1
will relate to you a tale of such treachery
as you have never dreamed of,”’ he replied
sitting suddenly erect and bracing him-
self for the task,

He then told the story of his echool days
the friendship formed there, his return
home, his meeting with Pearle, their en-
gagement, their anticipated marriage, and
the treason that had at the last moment
robbed him of his bride, He told him all,
witholding nothing save the name of the
man who had betrayed him, and the face
of his friend grew graye and sad with
sympathy as he listened.

“ Do you wonder,”’ he said,” bitterly, in
conclusion, “that I am miserable and
restless? Do you wonder that life seems
& burden, or that I should desire some-
thing—anything—to steep my senses in
forgetfuiness, and ease my pain ?”

“ You have indeed been most severely
tried,”” Sir Harold said, sympathetically,
“and I am amazed at what you have told
told me. Can itbe possible that Margaret
Melfert, as she called herself, and your
Pearle are one and the same? It must
be so, for your description of her is exact
except that the brilliant beauty of which
you speak has been toned down by sor.
row into a pale loveliness that is inde-
scribable.”

“Do you know where she is now!”
Richard asked again.

“ No. She went to reside with a family
a few miles out of town when she left me,
and I have neither seen nor heard any-
thing of her since, More than a month
ago | sent her some fruit and flowers from
my own hot-house, but the man returned
with them, saying the house where they
had lived was empty; so I suppose the
family must have moved to some other
place,” returned the baronet.

“ ] must find her! I must see her,1f
only for once more, or I shall go mad
with this suspense!” Richard cried, ex-
citedly. '

“My dear friend,” said his companion,
pityingly, “ I fear you are very unwise in
this matter, If you should succeed in
finding her, what possible good would it
do either of you? Would not such an
event be disastrous to her peace of mind,
and cause you more suffering than you
experience now ? Let us look at the facts
Just as they are. She was legally wedded
to that villain, and while he lives she can
never be anything to you; for unless I
mistake her character very much, she
could never be persuaded to consent to
have that contract nulliffed, even if a
petition for such a thing were successful,
No, she went to the altar apparently of
her own free will, and tacitly assented to
those vows, and I do not believe that she
would seek her own bappiness at the ex-
pense of what she feels to be morally
right.”

“There was nothing moraliy right about
it from beginning to end,” Richard cried,
much excited,

“No: not as you look at it, knowing all
the circumstances; but the fact exists,
notwithstanding. She is his wife, and
must remain such while he lives; for I do
not believe a divorce would ever be grant-
ed upon the conflicting evidence that
would be brought to bear upon the case.
Take my advice, Richard—do not seelk
her. She evidently desires to remain in
obscurity, or she would have returped to
her brother before this; and believe me
the balm for her own sore heart will be
found in the good that she will surely ac- |
complish wherever she may go.”

“ But what can I do! My life is utterly
wrecked. I1f I could but find her, look
once more in her face, hear her speak, and
then die at her feet, it would be bliss
compared with what 1 endure every day
of my life now,” groaned the unhappy
lover,

“ You must go to worls, Richard—you
must have some object in life, You have
spent a whole year 1n aimless wandering
and brooding over your troubles, and it
has brought you nothing but misery.
Emulate the example of the fair girl
whom you profess to love. If she, a frail
woman could rise above here grief—which
surely must have been as hard for her to
bear as for you—ought you not also strive
to conquer a passion so hopeless ?”

Richard made a gesture of pain and im- |
patience at these words. l

“ Nay, bear with me, my boy,” returned |
his friend, gently ; “1 know something ot
what you suffer, for remember that we
both have loved the same woman; but [
have put that feeling entirely aside—it
was one of the ¢ thou shalt not haves’’
for me, and so I surrendered that when I
surrendered my will to a higher authority,
But, Richard, I cannot bear fo pee you
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wasting your life in useless repinings, 1
could not be more sorry for you if you

| were my own brother; and could I give
| you happiness, even to restoring of your

lost bride, I would gladly do it. Yon
have said that you have nothing to do but
to kill time as rapidly as possible. Now, I
have a proposal to make to you,”

Richard sat up and looked at his friend
with some interest at this.

Sir Harold's calm, common-sense, rea-
soning had done much toward restoring
his self-control; while his allusion to his
own hopeless attachment for Pearle, and
his manly surrender of it, made Richard
ashamed of his own weakness.

*“1 bhave a mission to perform,’”’ the
baronet continued, encouraged to see
that he bad gained his attention. ¢ JItis
quite a disagreeable one, too, since it is
involved in something of mystery, and I
am going to ask your assistance in the
matter.”

¢1 shall be very glad to give it—to
held you 1n any way will give me pleasure,
if anything will,” Richard returned, with
a sigh, but his tone was not quite as hope-
less as when he had last spoken.

“\Well, then, I shall take you at your
word,’”’ the baronet replied, smiling. I
have a long journey before me, and, I
expect, a trying search also. I am going
to ask you to accompany me, to help
while away the time, and to give me the
benefit of your advice ; but that you may
understand what I have before me, I shall
be obliged to relate a little family history
to you, As I told you before, my wife
was French. She was the only child of
one of three brothers of the name of
Renau, One of these brothers married
and settled upon the homestead near
Chalons; another went to seek his for-
tune i Australia; while the third--my
wife's father — located in Paris, where
he was very successful in business, and
becoming interested in politics, at length
grew to be quite a prominent statesman,
When | married his daughter he settled
a handsome dowry upon her, which would
of course, have fallen to Grace had she
lived, The last dozen years of his life
Monsieur Renau spent with us, and died
only a few months after my wife, for
whom he mourned continually., He left
a will, dividing his property equally be-
tween his two brothers if they should be
living, or among their heirs if they should
be dead. le had heard nothing from
either of them for a long time, and owing
to the state of his health, he was not able
to visit the homestead, as he longed to
do, to ascertain how they were getting on
in the world. He made me the executor
of his will, and in case no heirs can be
found, the property is to revert to me,
I do not need it, do not want 1t; in fact,
[ have plenty of my own to look after as
1t is, and 1 sincerely hope I may be able
to find some one to inherit it. I have
been to France once to search for the
heirs, 1 yisited the old homestead near
Chalons, but it was closed and deserted,
and I could find no one who could tell
me whither the family had gome. I
learned that the master had died a year
or go previous, and soon after the long
absent brother had returned from Aus-
tralia, independently rich, ard he also
soon afterward died of small pox. Two
months later the family had disappeared,
leaving no clue to their intended destina-
tion. [ should have pursued my search
further, but business of my own, and a
reluctance to leave Grace long at a time,
called me home. Since then I have had
trouble and anxieties enough to keep me
here. I have written several times mak-
ing inquiries, and advertised in a number
ot papers for information regarding the
missing ones; but all to no purpose.
Now, however, haying no domestic cares
to keep me, 1 feel it my duty to institute
a prolonged search, which I shall not
abandon until I discover something defi-
nite. 1 need not tell you that [ dread the
unpromising task ; it will doubtless be a
long and weary one. Will you go with
me to break the monotony ? Sir Harold
asked, somewhat eagerly, in conclusion.

“Gladly ! It will be something to do—
something to think about beside myself,”
Richard returned, considerably animated,
while neither gentleman had a suspicion
of the strange things which their journey
was to reveal to them.

At the end of four weeks from the time
of his accident, Sir Harold’s physician
said it would be safe for him to travel;
and accordingly, accompanied by his
friend, he at once proceeded to Chalons,
which he had resolved to make his start-
ing point 1n the search.

A week was occupied in reaching the
city, where, after resting a day or two,
they procured a carriage and drove out
to what had once been a fine estate, but
which, evidently for the want of funds,
had long been neglected and unimproved.

The old manor house was still closed,
and it was only after repeated attempts
and a prolonged search that the travellars
found any one who knew aught of the
family.

In a little cottage on the edge of a
forest belonging to the estate, they
finally stumbled upon an old man living
alone, and Sir flarold began to have some
hope that at last he might learn some-
thing of the family,

The man said he had once been a ser-
vant in the family, and he appeared to
take their fallen fortunes greatly to heart,

“Ah, monsieur,” he said, sadly, ‘ the
fates were all against us, A curse is on
the race. The land, so beautiful once,
has all run out, The last of the Renau’s
is gone, Ah, me! that I should live to
see it."”

“Do you know what has become of
monsieur’s widow, and were there any
children ?”’ Sir Harold at last succeed-
ed in asking, after a third attempt to
gain the garralous old man’s attention.

“No, monsieur, After master and
monsieur Aleck died, no one was left but
the mistress and mademoiselle Alice, and
they seemed like to die of grief and the
other trouble that had come on them,
and one night they went away, and no one
ever knew where they went,”’

“And who was Mademoiselle Alice—a
daughter ?”” demanded Sir Harold.

“ Ay, monsieur,”

“And what was the ‘other trouble’
you referred to?"’

“ Alack ! 1t was such as no man of pride
could bear, She ran away with a strange
gallant, and came back, after a year, with
la petite in her arms,” the old man said,
shaking his head and wiping away a tear,

“Ah!” said Sir Harold, with a grave
and troubled face.

“ Ay, monsieur: and the trouble killed
the proud master—he never looked up
after it. The neighbors jeered and held
aloof, because mademoiselle had been
proud too, and high headed, and 1t seem-
ed a good bone tor them to suck, that
grief should come to her. The master
died before she came back, she did not
even get to the funeral, but she stayed
with the mistress after that, and the two
clung together in their troubles. In a
little while Monsieur Aleck came back
from Australia, He was rich, he said he
would restore the farm., The mistress
and mademoiselle began to look cheer
ful and take heart once more. But the
uncle sickened and died with small pox.
He made a will, and Mademoiselle Alice
was an heiress in spite of her shame, and
people began to fawn and take notice
once more of her. DBut she scorned them
all; she grieved ever, and grew so restless
and unhappy living there, that the mis.
tress at last gave way to her, and they
went away. They gave me money, but
did not tell me they were going. 1 woke
one day and found them gome. I live
here alone, I can tell no more;"” and the
old man sighed heavily,

“But did they not leave the place in
care of some one ?”’ asked his interlocu-
tor.

“ ] cannot tell. Nobody came here; I
see uo one, Perhaps the cure may know,

This was not much more aside from the
revelation of Alice’s shame that Sir Har-
old had learned upon his previous visit,
and he began to fear he would never dis-
coyer anything more satisfactory.

He was considerably mortified upon
learning the story of wrong and shame
connected with the only living heir of the
Renaus ; and it was with less enthusiasm
than he had ever experienced that he
sought the cure of the parish tosee if any
further information could be gained.

Sir Harold had not thought of the cure
when he was there before, and as he was
an old resident, he might have consider.

able to tell, he reasoned.

The good man received his visitors cour-
teously, and listened with great apparent
interest while Sir Haroid made known his
errand.

“There bhad been deep trouble in that
family, and there seems to be something
of a mystery concealed with it also,” he
said, in reply to the baronet. 1t is even
as the servant has already told you, and
nearly every one in the parish believes in
the story of shame. Some five or six
years ago—yes, fully six it must be—thare
came a plranger iato this meighbourkood,

He was out of health, he said, and had
come here to spend his vacation and re-
cruit. Ile was not long in making the
acquaintance of the beautiful Alice Renau,
who was accounted the loveliest girl in all
the parish, though somewhat haughty and
proud. She was often seen walking with
this stranger, and people began to fear
that all was not right, and warned her
against him, for, try as they would, they
could not discover who he was. Soon
after they both disappeared, and nothing
was heard from them for more thah a year.
Her father took the sad event greatly to
heart; he drooped, and died in less than
twelve months from the time of his daugh-
ter’s flight. A few months afterward
Alice as suddenly reappeared, bringing a
beautiful, fair-baired, blue eyed babe in
her arms. [ visited her, and tried to com-
fort her, for she was nearly heart.broken
upon learning of her father's death, and
that it was her conduct that had killed
him, There seemed some deeper sorrow
on her mind, too; but she was very reti-
cent regarding her life during her absence,
though when I questioned her, she declar-
ed that she was a lawful wife, and showed
me her wedding ring, although she could
produce no certificate of her marriage.
She shunned all society, and never ap-
peared to notice the slights and jeers of
her former 'associates. But one day, I
called at their home; 1t was deserted;
they had gone, and no one knew anything
about their departure. This is all that
any one knows of them, and the event
seems to be surrounded with mystery.”

“] am told that their circumstances
pecuniarily were much improved during
the last of their residence here,”’ Sir
Harold remarked, when the cure had con-
cluded his history.

“ Yes, monsieur, The long absent
brother of Monsieur Renau returned just
after Miss Alice came back. He had ac-
quired a handsome property, and pro-
posed to do great things for the old place;
but he also shortly died, and left all his
fortune to the poor girl who had suffered
80 much, and of whom he appeared to be
very fond.”

“That knowledge is a great relief to
my mind,” answered Sir Harold; “for
whatever the family may be, they doubt.
less have plenty of means; but I deeply
grieved to learn of the shadow that has
fallen upon that young girl.”

“It was a great misfortune, monsieur,
for they were always very much respected
before, and their daughter considered one
of the brightest crnaments society had,
notwithstanding that their means were
limited,’’ replied the cure, sadly.

Sir Harold and Richard took their de-
parture, feeling as 1f their errand had
been almost fruitless, and deeply disap
pointed that they could learn no more.

““My search is cut short sooner than 1
expected, for I know not which way to
turn now,’”’ the baronet said to Richard,
after leaving the cure.

“] see nothing for you to do but to
give it up for the present, and advertise
largely, trusting to circumstances to re-
veal the hiding-place of those you seek.
It 1s evident that, wherever they are, they
do not wish their place of residence to be
known,”’ Richard returned,

“ Do you feel in the mood for travel ?"’
his friend asked, after a thoughful silence.

“ Yes; anything to pass the time,’”’ was
the indifferent response.

**Then what say you to a trip to Stras-
burg? We are on the direct route, and
we might spend a few days their both
profitably and pleasantly.”

“Very well; then to Strasburg we will
go.H

They repaired to the station, purchased
their tickets, and were soon flying along
the railway toward that ancient and noted
city, and the surprising development
awaiting them.

“Thus helpless man, in ignorance scdate,
Rolls unconscious down the torrent of his
fate.

CHAPTER XXXI.
THE MARRIAGE RECORD,

They bad taken an express train, and
hoped to reach Strasburg during the
night.

All went well until they reached Bar le
Due, where they learned that a freight
train had run oft the track a few miles
beyond, and this event would occasion
several hours’ delay.

“This is exceedingly uncomfortable,
for if there is one thing I dislike more
than another, it 1s waiting at a railway
station,” Sir Harold said as he paced im-
patiently up and down the platform.

Not long after the inward bound ex-
press came thundering up to the station,
bringing the not very encouraging intelli-
gence that the work on tke wreck was
progressing but slowly.

, A few passengers alighted and then the
train moved on again,

One of the few who left the cars was a
young and fine-looking man, the sight of
whom caused Richard Byrnbolm to start
forward with an exclamation of surprise
and pleasure.

The stranger was of medium height, of
a rich, dark complexion, and resembled
him in both face and figure, and appeared
to be near the same age.

# Eugene, old fellow, how under the
sun did you ever get here !’ he demand-
ed clapping the new-comer upon his
shoulder.

The younger man started and turned
quickly.

“ Richard !I'’ he cried, as greatly aston-
ished as the other, while his white face
lighted with pleasure, as he shook him
heartily by the hand. “ How did I get
here?"’ he went on, langhing. “ By the
Paris express as you must have seen;
but what are you doing in Bar le Duc ?”’

“ Waiting for the train to go on to Stras.
burg; the accident beyond is detaining
us, But I thought you were in Rome.”’

“ And so I was a fortnight ago; but I
have good news for you, Richie, boy—I
have received an appointment at home,
which will set me up wonderfully, and I
shall no longer need to trespass upon
your kindness——"

“Don’t mention it, Eugene,” Richard
interrupted, with an uneasy glance at Sir
Harold, who was standing near, and turn-
ing he immediately introduced him.

After explaining a little more fully the
cause of their detention, Eugene Byrn-
holm—for the stranger proved to be a
cousin of Richard’s claimed their com-
panionship,

“] have a little matter of business to
attend to here,”’ he said, “ after which we
will look about the place. Barle Duc has
a number of attractions for pleasure-
seekers,”

“When were you over here before?”’
Richard asked, in surprise.

“ About four years ago,” the young man
returned, his face growing instantly grave,
almost sad.

“Come,” he added, linking his arm
familiarly within that of his cousin, * I
am now going to a pretty little church
that 1 know you will like to see.”’

Thus those three men turned and walk-
ed down the street, never suspecting what
great events were hinged upon that ap-
parently accidently meeting of the two
cousins,

Eugene Byrnholm led them toward the
town, which is situated upon a hill at some
distance from the station,

At the foot of this hill there stands an
ancient little church, densely overgrown
with moss, ivy, and litchens, and seeming
like some venerable patriarch beside the
more modern dwellings which cluster
around it.

«This church is very old, and was built
long before the newer portion of the
town on the hill was thought of,” Eu.
gene explained as they entered 1its wide-
open door.

He then sought the sexton, and asked
permission to look at ths church records.
It was of course granted.

The books were brought, and appeas-
ing to know just where to look for what
he wanted, Eugene turned to a page, and
copied into a littie book that he had with
him the record of a marriage in which his
own name figured,

“Ah, I see,’ Richard said, smiling, as
he comprehended what hLe was about.
“ Was it in Bar le Duc that that event
occurred ?

“Yes; and I promised a certain little
woman that when I returned I would
bring a copy of the transaction with me.
The original—the one that should have
been hers—was lost, or forgotten, or
something,’”’ Eugene replied, the shadow
agamn on his face ; then drawing his cousin
a little to one side he began to ply him
with eager questions, while Sir Harold
stood by tihe table listlessly turning the
pages of the book Le bad just left. |
Strange that he should have turped |
backward instead of forward |—and, as he
thought of it afterward, the all events of
that day were passing strange !

That he should have proposed going
to Strasburg; that they should have
been detained at Bar le Duc ; that Eu-
gene Byrnholm should have been re-
turning to his native land just at this
time, after three years of exile, and meet-
ing them there, should have led them to
that little church at the foot of the hill !
it was almost marvellous !

But the finger of fate—the hand of
Providence rather—Iled them there, and
so he found that strange record, as he
stood by the table in the vestry, and
carelessly turned the leaves of the church
books, while the cousins conversed of
personal matters a few steps away.

Some one coming in at the door ar-
rested his hand, or he would have turn-
ed that leaf also, and never seen those
names written there.

He glanced up, the leaf slipped from
his fingers, his hand dropped upon the
page just below the fourth line from the
top.

It was the cure who came in, and who,
with a courteous bow to the strangers,
passed on into the church to speak to
the sexton.

Involuntarily Sir Harold's eyes fell
again upon the page, and a shock like
that caused by an electric battery shot
through every fibre of his being, for
there, right before him written in clear
but delicate characters, was the name of
“Alice Marie Renau” while just aboye
it, in a bold hand, was the name of an-
other person—a man of whom he had
heard, but never seen !

A startled cry escaped him, and he
bent closer to read the record of a mar-
riage that had occurred six years pre-
vious.

His cry attracted the attention of
Richard Byrnholm, and he at once ap-
proached him.

‘““ Have you also found something in-
teresting there 7" he asked.

For reply the baronet pointed to the
record he had just read.

Richard’s quick eye dropped upon
the page.

One glance was sufiicient. Iie drop-
ped into a chair standing near, his
strength all gone, every vestige of color
forsaking his face, and even his lips,

“ Merciful Heaven !” he cried, * can
it be trme?! Do you know what it
means ¥’ and he shook like a reed.

Sir Harold thought his emotion
greater thon the occasion demanded, but
he replied thoughtfully and gravely :

“Yes; instead of shame and dis-
honor for the girl whom I have been
seeking, it means a name and a place in
the world worthy of her father’'s daugh-
ter, and I swear she shall have it if I
can find the man who wrote his name
there above hers,” he concluded sternly.

“Give me the book Let me look
again. I may not have those names
aright ; and oh! it would be too cruel
to be peceived in this thing,” Richard
said, almost wildly, as he seized the
church record and drew it toward him
again.

Again he read the names that he had
seen before, and then dropped his head
upon the book, feeling weak as a little
child, and nearer a state of unconscious-
ness than he had ever been in his life be-
fore.

“ What ails you, Richard?” Why
should that record affect you thus?’ de-
manded Sir Harold, regarding him, won-
deringly.

He put his hand out as if the words
had jarred upon him.

“ Leave me alone for a few minutes,
please. I am too completely upset to
tell you anything now,” he murmured,
and respecting his request, but greatly
surprised, Sir Harold went to seek the
cure to question him about that mar-
riage that had occurred six years before.

Yes, the good old man remembered
the event perfectly. He never forgot a
fact that he had once seen, and he al-
ways noticed particularly those whom
he had married.

““ Alice Marie Renau,” he said, *“ was
a delicate looking girl, with hazel eyes
and soft chestnut hair; while the man
she had married was light, with cold,
glittering eyes of a peculiar color, and a
sinister smile about his lips. He was
deeply grieved to hear such a sad tale of
them, for the young girl had appeared
devotedly attached to her lover,” the
cure resumed, after Sir Harold had re-
lated something of the circumstances
that had transpired since. “ But,” he
went on, “they had been legally mar-
ried, and he would give him writing to
certify the fact.”

This he did, and Sir Harold felt well
repaid for the disappointment and an-
noyance that he had experienced at be-
ing detained at Bar le Duc by the acci-
dent.

Even should he never find Alice, he
would yet haye the satisfaction of being
instrumental in removing the stigma
from her name, and it should be his first
duty to write to the cure of the little
parish near Chalons, informing him of
his discovery, and asking him to right
the wrong that had been done the girl in
the eyes of the public. He went back
to Richard after learning this, and found
him also copying the record, but with a
hand that trembled so, that one would
scarcely recognize his handwriting.

A fierce lurid light was gleaming in
his eyes, and his lips were so set as with
some iron resolution, though his face was
still deathly white,

“Are youill, my boy!’ his friend
asked, startled by his haggard look.

“1 believe so—I don’t know—let s
go home,” he said, passing his hand
wearily across his brow, and staggering
to his feet.

“What has happened to disturb you
so! Why should you talk of going
hom e? I thought we were to go to
Strasburg? Sir Harold said, beginning
to feel alarmed at Loth his looks and
words.

Eugene came up at this moment, and
Richard made a sign to the baronet to
say rothing more; but his cousin also
exclaimed at seeing him :

“ Are you ill, Richard "

“Yes, 1 believe 1 am, rearly, 1 feel as
if I had been stunned ; let us get out of
this place; 1 cannot breathe here,” he
returned impatiently, and turning, he
walked quickly from the place, followed
by his two companions.

Instead of proceeding up the hill to
take a glance at the tewn, as they had
proposed doing, he strode briskly back
toward the station, outstripping the
others considerably, and when they
reached the place, they found him pur-
chasing a ticket back to Paris.

“ What does this mean, Hichard—are
you not going to Strasburg!” FEugene
Byrnholm asked, in surprise.

“ No; I have changed my mind. [
must go back — back to England once
more,” he said, excitedly, and turning to
the agent, he asked how soon the train
was due.

“ [n ten minutes, was the welcome
response.

Sir Harold regarded his young friend
in perplexity. Something evidently ter-
rible had upset him, and doubtless he
would . confide in him when the proper
time should arrive, and £0 he conducted
himself accordingly.

we shall all go tegether, for of course I
care nothing for the trip to Strasburg

for Paris.

Ten minutes later they were speeding
back over the way they had only just
come.

(7o be continued.)
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When you see a man wheeling a baby
carriage you may know that the baby it

. ° y . . i with
If that is the case,” he said, “1 think | tie

alone,” and he, too, purchased a ticket |

“Lays of Tullamore.”
During his imprisonment in Tullamore
Jail, Mr. T. D. Sullivan, M. P., devoted
a considerable amount of his time to
writing verses and squibs. These are
published in a book of about 60 pages,
entitled “ Prison Poems; or, the Lays
of Tullamore.” Many of the poems are
original, and a few are parodies. The
central figure in many of them is Mr.
Balfour, the Chief -Secretary, upon whom
Mr. Sullivan has liberally used the sar-
casm of his quill. The parody on Poe’s
“Raven’” may be regarded as one of
the best efforts in the volume, and is
devoted to a dialogue between the Chief-
Secretary and the author. In another
poem he describes life in Tullamore Jail
as follows :—
¢ Oh, Tullamore Jail is a charming place

(Bang the holts and clatter the tins),
'Tis loyalty’s school for the Irish race:
At 6 A. M, the trouble begins :
Rub and scrub and tramp away,
Pull and pick and hammer all day;

Smash the stones and turn the clay
(And mourn for your pulitical sins).”

- O DD + S B -

“I'd marry you, my dear,” he said, as
on his knees he prayed ; her golden hair
streamed from her head and in the
zephyrs played ; her liquid eyes of smil-
ing blue looked kindly on his face, her
tears fell like the summer dew ; she
moved with splendid grace. Alas!
though gentle was her eye, he read in it
his doom, as one can see on the sky the
sombre clouds of gloom. The twilight
deepened, and the frost feil chilly on her
hair ; he said, “ I know that I am lost,
wy love, my darling fair!” A tear of
pity from her eyes rolled down her snow-
white cheek ; she tried, how hard, to bid
him rise—she tried, but could not speak.
“Is there no hope?' he tried in woe,
“and can you ne’er be mine !  Without
you I'd be laid below, beneath the cling-
ing vine.” “I'd marry you,” the girl
replied, while pallid was her brow, and
she was pale and tearful-eyed, “ but that
I'm married now.”

T e > e

A Rare Combination.

There is no other remedy or combina-
tion of medicines that meets so many
requirements as does Burdock Blood
Bitters in its wide range of power over
such chronic diseases as Dyspepsia,
Liver and Kidney Cowplaint, Scrofula
and all humors of the blood.

=~
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PELLET: \\3 aas\'.\vo LIVER

OOM_e\W\elS PILLS.

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. ALWAYS
ASK FOR DR. PIERCE’'S PELLETS, OR
LITTLE SUGAR-COATED PILLS.

Being entirely wvegetable, they op-
erate without disturbance to the s{stom. diet,
or occupation. Put up in glass vials, hermeti-
cally sealed. Always fresh and reliable. As
a laxative, alterative, or purgative
these little Pellots give the most perfe
satisfaction.

SIGK HEADAGHE,

Bilious Eeadache,
Dizziness, Constipa-
tion, Indigestion,
Bilious Attacks,andall
derangements of the stom-
ach and bowels, are prompt-
ly relieved and permanently
cured by the use of Dr.
?ierce’s Pleasant Purgative Pellets.
In explanation of the remedial power of these
Pellets over go great a variety of diseases, it
may truthfully be said that their action upon
the gystem is universal, not a gland or tissue
escaping their eanative influence. Sold by
druggists, 25 cents a vial. Manufactured at the
Chemical Laboratory of WORLD'S DI§PE.\'SARY |

MEDICAL ASSOCIATION, Buffalo, N. Y

" is offered by the manufactur-

ers of Dr. Sage’s Catarrh
: Remedy, for a case of
Chronic Nasal Catarrh which
they cannot cure,

SYMPTOMS OF CATARRH.-Dull
heavy headache, obstruction of the nasai
passages, discharges falling from the head
into the throat, sometimes profuse, watery,
and acrid, at others, thick, tenacious, mucous,
purulent, bloody and putrid; the eyes are
weak, watery, and inflamed; there is ringing
in the ears, deafness, hacking or coughing to
clear the throat, expectoration of offensive
matter, together with scabs from ulcers; the
voice is changed and has a nasal twang; the
breath is offensive; smell and taste are im-
paired; there is a sensation of dizziness, with
mental depression, a hacking cough and gen-
eral debility. Only a few of the above-named
symptoms are likely to be present in any one
case. Thousands of cases annually, without
manifesting half of the above symptoms, re-
sult in consumption, and end in the grave.
No disease is 80 common, more deceptive and
dangerous, or less understood by physicians.
By its mild, soothing, and healing properties,
Dr. Sage’s Catarrh l(eme((liy cures the worst
cases of Catarrh, ““cold in the head,”
Coryza, and Catarrhal ¥leadache.
Sold by druggists everywhere; 50 cents,

§ize
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“Untold Agony from Catarrh.”

Prof. W. HAUSNER, the famous mesmerist,
of Ithaca, N. Y., writes: * Some ten years ago
I suffered untold agony from chronic nasal
catarrh. My family physician gave me up as
incurabie, and said I must die. My case was
such a bad one, that every day, towards sun-
set, my voice would become go_hoarse I could
barely speak above a whisper. In the mornin
my coughing and clearing of my throat woul
almost strangle me. By the use of Dr. Sage's
Catarrh Remedy, in three months, I was a well
man, and the cure has been permanent.”

“Constantly Iawking and Spitting.”

TroMAS J. RusHING, Esq., 2902 Pine Sireet,
St. Louis, Mo., writes: ‘1 was a great sufferer
from catarrh for three years. At times I could
hardly breathe, and was constantly hawking
and spitting, and for the last eight months
could not breathe through the nostrils. I
thought nothing could be done for me. Luck-
ily, 1 was advised to try Dr. Sage’s_Catarrh
Remedy, and I am now a well man. I believe
it to be the only sure remedy for catarrh now
manufactured, and one has only to give it a
fair trial to experience astounding results and
a permanent cure.”

Three Bottles Cure Catarrh.

Ert RosBIxNg, Runyan P. 0., Columbia Co.,
Pa., says: ‘“*My daughter had catarrh when
she was five years old, very badly. I saw Dr.
Sage’s Catarrh Remedy advertised, and pro-
cured a bottle for her, and soon saw that it
helped her; a third bottle effected a perma-
nent cure. She is now eighteen years old and
gound and hearty."” .

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,
ghort weight. alum or phosphate pcwders. Sold
only in cans, ROYAL BAKING PowDER Co. 106
Wall Street, New York.

Sold at Wholesale in Fredericton, by Messrs.

A. F'. Randolph & Son.
wa| SOOTHING,
& CLEANSING,
HEALING.

| CATARRH.
= Cold in Head,
HAY FEVER.

& STOPS
, Droppingsfrom
P el Nasal passages
EASY TO USE., into the throat
and excessive expectoration caused by Ca-
tarrh. 8old by Druggists, or sent pre-paid on
receipt of price, 50c. and $1. Address
FULFCRD & Co., Brockville, Ont.

NO MORE PILLS!

MOTHERS LIKE IT!
CHILDREN LIKE IT!!
Because it is agreeable to take.
IT CURES
LivER COMPLAINT,
BiLious DisORDERS,
Acio StomacH, Dyseersia,
Loss OF APPETITE,
SicK HEADACHE,
ConsTIPATION OR COSTIVENESS

PRICE, 25¢. PER BOTTLE.

FCAMPBEL o
; Cdfrhdl'f_lc

PUREST, STRONCEST, BEST,
CONTAINS NO
ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME, PHOSPHATES,
or any injurious materials.
TORONTO, ONT.
CaICAGO, 1LL.

E. W. GILLETT,
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v
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HEUMATISM

FREEMAN'S
WORM POWDERS.

Are pleasaut to take, Contain their own
T'urgative. Is a safe, sure, and effectual
destroyer ¢t worms in Children or Adults.

2" ENESé,ETC

\OTICE.

| e

the County of York, are hereby required to pay
| thelr respective County and Wild Land Tax for
thie yerr 157, as opposite their names, togethar
the cost ot advertlising, 28 cents each, to
urdersizned ap bis residence at New Mary-
! tand, York County, N. B., within two months
{ from date, otherwise, legal proceedings wiil be
| taken to recover the same,

Wild

Counly Road Land

e T3, Tax.

Peabody, Mr, Stephen... §9 6% $0 40 $0 00
Morrow, David..... SR 41 44 071

HE UNDERSIGNED non resident raie- !
payers ¢of iuo Parish of New Maryland, in |

. si8iz

Paying $3.50 and $4.00 a
oett for

ROGERS’
SLiver Plated Knives.

L FREE; i

FFOR YOU can buy them at

S. F. SHUTE'S

| For $1.75.

HiIGERE!

Every BSett Warranted.

November 23, 1887.

LAURANCE’S

SPECTACLES

—AND—
- Eye-Glasses,
AT A

BARGAIN.

I HAVE a lot of Laurance's best English
Glasses, (both in Glass and Pebbles) which I
wlil sell at 20 per cent,

LESS THAN COST.

This Is a rare chance to secure a first-class arti-

The «“ GOOD LUCK.”
E_EVATE)D OVEN.

OVEN 14x14% 26, FIRE BOX 27 1-2 INCHES,

. ;
= 2 —

The Good Luck Elevated Oven Cook Stove the best Elevated Oven Stove in
the market to-day. 'This Stove is guaranteed to bake faster than any Elevated
Oven Stove in the market. The dawmper on top of Stove, gives complete control
of fire, doing away with all necessity for a Dawper in the Smoke Pipe.

EZ  EVERY STOVE GUARANTEED.
IFOR SALLE AT

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE

Opposite County Court House.
1887 DECEMBER, 1887

LARGE STOCK and LOW RATES

OWEN SHARKEY’S.

COMPRISING IN KIND THE FOLLOWIXNG, VIZ ;—

ADIES DRESS GOODS in Cashmeres, Serges, Suitings, and Stuff Goods in all desirable
shades and colors, Velvets, Plushes, Jacket and Ulster Cloths, Ulsters, Jerseys, Shawls,
Squares, Scarfs, Corsets, Hose, Gloves and Fur Capes, Meas, Youtns’ and Boys’ Ready-Made
Clothing, in Ulsters, Overcoats, Reefers, Coats, Vests, Pants and Underelothing, Scoteh and Cana-
dian Tweeds and Worsted (‘oatings, Kurnishing Goeds, Hats, Caps, Shirts, Ties, Silk Handker-
chiefs, Kid Mitts, Gloves and Braces. Also, Grey and White Cottons, Piints, Tickings, Ducks,
Drills. Swansdowns, Table Linens, Towellings* Cotton Warps, Flannels, all colors, Blaukets,
Table and Floor Oil Cloths, Carpets etec. Horse Blankets, Sleizh Robes, Trunk and Valises,
ZPrices will compare favorably with any in the Trade. R2maants always on hand.

Fredericton, December 1, 1857 OWEN S - AR-F’-T:Y.
L. P. LaFOREST

Offers BARRGAINS in all lines of bis business.

TINWARE,

FURNACES AND PLUMBING,

Prowpt and satisfactory work guaranteed.

Phenix Square, Rorth Side, Fredericton.

Fredericton, November 23, 1387

H. G. G.WETMORE,

Auctioneer, &c.,

1_ AS taken the store on the upper slde of

Phewenix Square, (next to L. P. Laforest’s,
Tinsmith where he is prepared to receive Fur-
niture and Goods of all kinds for Auctlon and
Private Sale. He will also give attention to
Auction Sales of every deseription,

INTERGOLONIAL RAILWAY
87 Winter Arrangement ‘88

On and after MONDAY, November | nessconfidential.
28th, 1887, the Trains of this Rail | _Fredericton, August 10, 1837,

way will run daily, (Sunday excepted) .
. J. SEERY, M. D., C. M.

as follows :
Trains will leave St, John:
Day EXPress, ...ccccoocoovcvisevescnsscans T30 e 3 :
Accommodation,............ R oo Wi 11.20 | L““;,';.f"l;‘i‘c{?a ,‘:é oh"l‘;‘ I.R‘;).'l“l‘ ’(.ollcgc of
EXpPress for SUSSeX......o..ooooviiueaon. 16.33 | “{ J Edinburgh ;
Express for Halifax & Quebee,.......15.00 | Licsnttlate of the Royal College of
A Sleeping Car will run dally on the | Surgeons of Eatuburgh;
18.00 T'rain to Halifax. | Licentitate of the Faculty of Physi-
On TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATURDAY, 2 | cians and Surgeons of Glasgow.
Sleeping Car for Montreal witl be attached 1o PR

the Quebec Express, and on MoONDAY, WEDNES- a ; 4 e 5
DAY and FRIDAY, a Sleeping Car will be attach- Special Certificate in Midwifery.

ed at Meoncton,
OFFICE:

Trains will arrive at St. John: et
Fishers’ Building, Cor. Queen and York Streels.

Express from Halifax & Quebes,...... 7.00

Express from Sussex,...... covsveeasnaens 8.35 RestpENCE—109 Brunswick Street.
Accommodation,....................o00 13.30| o dericton May 18, 1857—1

I D e i s vnsiins o ST 19.20 - - e

2%~ All Trains are run by Eastern Standard

Time,
D. POTTINGER,

Chicf Superintendent,

H. D. CURRIE, D.D. S,
Surgeon Dentist.

OFFICE:

RAILWAY OFFICE,
Moncton, N, B., November 22nd, 1857,

fla (4

trect, Fredericon, N. B.

OFFICE HOURS—Y A, M. tol P, M., 2105, and 7
to9 p. M.

Fredericlon, May 20, 1387

OR. WcALLISTER,

{
| DENTIST,

S using a new methed for the painless extrace
A tion of teeth. In use about three months,
| The geueral opinion is *¢ It is spiendid.”

Arrangement of Trains--—In| w5 Chloreform, Ether or Gas Used.
effect October 24th, 1887, jPainless Extraction : Cne Tooth, 50

( cts,, 12 Teeth, 25 cts, each.

| A full upper or lower sett of teeth at the usual
| low rates of

‘ $8.50 to $10.00
| £@sSmall Silver Fillings 5 ets. each,

o g8y OFFICE :
7 00 A. M.—Express for St. John, and iuter.

-

EER AR EE| gl |
EEF 36 o8 o b ae=w |First Door below Peoples Bank, Queen
S

NEW BRUNSWICK
RAILWAY 0.

ALL RAIL LINE.

|

LEAVE FREDERICTON :

(Eastern Standard Time)

cle at a
ILOW PRICE,
—_AT—

GEORGE H. DAVIS,

DRUGGIST,

FREDERICTON. |

October 5, 1887

1887. FALL. 1887.

! Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, Presque

Cor. Queen and Regent Sts..

~ 4. A =

medate points, ‘Qusen Street Onposite Queen

9 ) A. M.—For Fredericton Junetion, and for 0 ’ lp Q ee HOtel'
McAdam Junction, and St, Stephen, ! i'redericton, July 27, 1887
Vanceboro. Bangor, Portland, Boston and | —

| all points West; St. Andrews, Houlton

| Woodstock, Presque Isle, Grand Falls

Edmundston, and all points North.

! 110 p. m.—For Fredericton Junction, and forf G. D ‘ :A I < l ER
St. Joan, and points East, i L 9

ARRIVE AT FREDERIUYTON : EBBNTIST
2

11 35 A. M -—l"romh Fredericlton Juiction, and |
from St John, and al ints East. { R

J -y and | TTEXNDS to all operations pertaininz to his

profession.

3 35 p. M,—From Fredericton Junction,
from Vanceboro, Bangor, Portland, Bos- |
ton, and all polnts West; St. Andrews, St | £ wil or Partial Setts inserted with
Isle, Grand Falls, and points North. | the Latest Improvemen

6 10 p. M.—Express from St, John, and inter. | - P is.
mediate points, | No Charge for Extracting for

LEAVE GIBSON: Artificial Teeth.

6 50 A.N.\i.-Express for Woeodstock and points  Whien desived, Loecal or G
orth.

ARRIVE AT GIBSON
14 l'.ﬁ\:‘.;tbt,‘xprcss froma Woodstock, and poiets ' Positively prices as low as the lowest.
T F. W. CRAM, faction guaranteed. Oiice removed to

eral
Anwsilictics Administered

in Extracting,
Satlse

H. D. McLEOD,

HITIR Juﬂrriviug ;
FALL SUITINGS,

- TROWSERINGS,

|
1
i

Stripes and Checks.

Beaver, Melton,
—AND— |

WIDE WALE DIAGONAL

OVERGOATINGS.

Wi, JENNINGS,

MERCHANT TAILOR,
Cor. Queen 8t. and Wilmot's Alley

]
|
|

Fredericton, August 31 {

ROSSHORE, L. 0. L. No. 41,

Meets at Foresters Hall, St. Marys Ferry, on iba

Babbett, Bepjamin H..... o 40 G 75
Smith, Mrs. David, Est.,. . 63 34 2 00
Bed8il, Bankin............ 8§ 10 2
Barker, Mrs. Wesley... .. 34 44 200
Lounder, Stephen...... 14 40
Robertson, Alf,, Est.in Co. 51 10 i GO
Burpee, Mrs. Charles...... 31 10 100 |

DAVID HAINING,
Collector of Rates, Now Maryland,

t71rst and third THURSDAY of each month, at
30 P, M,
72~ Visiting Brethren cordially welcomed.

ROBT. COCHRAN, W. M.,

contains js his first one.

i

New Maryland, Eeb, 8, 1388-2m.,

e o—

I. FANCQUTT, Rec~Sec’y. l
| Febmary

Vo

e e

Gen’l Manager. |

Jeaiieen 050 QUEEN STREET,
nd Ticket Agent. | Oppesite the Bridge.

(ien’l Pass. 2and Ticket Agent,
St. Joha, N, B., Cctober 17, 1857 ‘ .
S S S - i Fredericton, October 12, 1887

THE DBISST

CHRISTMAS CARD

for a friend, is a

PHOTO,

TAKERN

Sup’t Southern Division.

GILLETTS

Pnzn:n

ER CENT

PUREST, STRCNGEST, BEST.

Ready for use in any quantity. For
making Soap, Softeniﬁgq“'aw‘l:?:l)lsins
fecting,and a hundred other uses, A
can equals 20 pounds Sal Soda,

Seold by 2li Grocers and Druggists,
E.W,.GILLETT, . TORONTOQ,

~ Notice of Sale.

2% Call at once ard eng:gae your Sittirgs, |

and avo!d the Chrlsfj:::\h. \EJ' E' MILLER & co.
STUDIO : No. 164 QUEEN STREET, Wy s sen otz rcomtor b s

uniil further notice, at a small fraction
ibove cosl a carelully selected stock o' Groceries:
We make a specially of Teas in 3 1b., 51b., W0

Next Door People’s Bank. | lb., Caddies, at 20¢, 25¢. 30¢. 35¢. 40¢, Ste, per Ib,
December 7, 1857

BY

HARVEY.

| 2%~ Our speclal offer of 5} 19s. of Tca, ¢cin’t be
| beat for strepgth and flavor, "
|

~ New Hats and Gaps. |
Aumesforiﬁ,m]ﬂ Bush, First Class Uats.

Z=~ Call and examline and you wil! find ba
! we mean business, s &

- W. E. MILLER & CO,
| 155 to 159 Queen Street.

Fredericton, December 12

Also in store and to arrive:

MERICAN and English styles,
Men and Boys, very cheap.

SIMON NEALIS.

November Y

Coal Vases and Hods

For sale low at

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE !




