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Pottery. 
AMONG THE DAISIES. 

Lay her down among the daisies, 
With the fringes of her eyes, 

Softer than their silver petals, 
Closed for blissful reveries. 

Fold her little hands in whiteness 
As in prayer upon her breast; 

Fear not for their folded lightness 
On the heart unmoving pressed, 

For that heart of angel brightness, 
Tired so early, lies at rest. 

Tired so early! when the dawning 
Glimmered white-winged through the 
room, 

And tbe skies were half awaking, 
Half in fading starlit gloom, 

From the heaven of the starlight 
Came the angcls of the dawn, 

And the morning winds were sighing, 
And the curtains eastward drawn, 

And her sleeping face looked brighter, 
Anil a whispering sob said—** Gone!” 

And the daisies were unfolding 
In the fields, where never more 

Shall the rapture of her child-life 
Run in shout and laughter o’er, 

Tired so early! she has gathered 
All her gladness in swift space, 

She has sung her soog and ended, 
Childlike turning pleading face 

Back to home where joys are weary— 
Toward the one familar place. 

Lay her low among the daisies; 
Angels know her more than we; 
They have led her home from wandering, 

Tired with earthly revelry. 
And above her daisied pillow 

Let her simple tale be told; 
Here the Lover of the lilies 
Bade a little blossom fold; 

He that wakes the flowers shall wake her, 
White as snow with heart of gold, 

Aiterature, 

TIE SACK OF CHESNUTS, 
When [I fixed my abode, in October last 

in the Hotel des Carmes in the street of 
the same name, which runs through the 
town of Rouen, piercing it from the broad 
Quai du Ilavre to the weird old tower of 
Philip Augustus on the Boulevard Beau 
voisine, | had not taken the well known 
fact into consideration that, if the season 
be wet anywhere, the rain has a peculiar 
privilege of coming down into the basin 
of Rouen. For a whole month that I re 
mained there it rained every day, more or 
less—but generally more ; for an hour in 
the middle of the day, it would sometimes 
clear up and allow the possibility of a 
pedestrian reaching the cathedral or Saint 
Quen ; and, amidst the grove like aisles 
of either of these, the most beautiful 
churches in France, endeavoring to forget 
the ennui of a solitude into which he had 
rashly betrayed himself, 
Probably there 1s no city in Europe 

which has been longer in getting rid of 
its antiquity and its dirt than Rouen, but 
it has at last advanced considerably in 
tbat way. For instance, to form the 
magnificent street, which after several 
changes of dynasty since it was first be 
gun is now called La Rue Imperiale, no 
less than six narrow streets of high strip 
ed houses of the fifteenth and sixteenth 
centuries had to be demolished. The 
street, as wide as Piccadilly in London, is 
now nearly completed, and would be quite 
80, but for the opposition of an obstinate 
mill owner whose ancestors for several 
centuries before him may have possessed 
his mill on the subterraneanstream, whose 
black waters can be perceived from a 
parapet above the footway, and from 
whence he refuses to move without re 
ceiving almost the weight of his domicile 
In francs, in exchange for his filthy, dila 
pidated black and yellow striped tene. 
ment. Just opposite this unsightly pile 
of buiiding, beneath which the dragon of 
Saint Romain, so celebrated for his rav- 
ages in monkish days, might well have 
hidden himself in the sable waters, is a 
fine range of new houses in the Parisian 
style, much disgraced by the vicinity. A 
few steps further, in a vast square, rises 
high 1n air the white and fairy-like struc 
ture of the newly restored church of Saint 
Quen, the boast of Normandy, All that 
presents itself to the stranger's eye on this 
side is new and clean and freshly decorat 
ed, There are new iron gates to the 
pretty, freshly arranged garden which sur. 
rounds the church, newly painted seats 
under the trees, generally dripping with 
the heavy rain drops hanging on their 
last leaves, but if you advance to the edge 
of the garden, and observe the remaining 
ends of the streets which have been clear- 
ed away to afford space for these parter. 
res and avenues and gold lish fountains, 
you recognise the Rouen of the Regent 
Redford. 
As no one can help being an antiquary 

in the city of a hundred towers, as Rouen 
bas been called, and as the stranger has 
nothing more amusing on his mind than 
speculating on old stones, | allowed my- 
self to indulge in many dreamy specula- 
tions. But in vain had I examined the 
huge posts at the entrance of the hotel 
court to convince myself that they were 
part of the ancient temple of Roth; I was 
obliged to believe what the old woman 
who sold hot cakes opposite told me, that 
they were recently put there to guard the 
foot passenger in the absence of the pave. 
ment, which is some day to beautify the 
street; in vain had | hoped, in the Rue 
des l'osses Louis VIII, close by, to dis- 
cover a fourelle or a buttress which would 
teil a tale. | was forced ro give up all 
thoughts of times gon= by as | ascended 
the gaily ornamented flight of steps lead 
ing to the coffee room of the hotel where 
usually stood my smart hostess and her 
smarter daughter, glittering 1n mosaic 
gold, and blossoming io the gay artiticial 
flowers for which Rouen is tamous, 
The room assigned me looked to the 

street, and was a lively, noisy, tawdy 
chamber, with nothing old about it.— 
Though | kuew that every step I took 
along the galleries which led to countless 
bed. rooms and dining halls, was over the 
site of the old convent of Carmelites of 
the time of Joan of Arc, yet it was but too 
evident that not a plank, a brick, or a 
stone of the modern building had the re- 
motest connexion with the middle ages. 

The great fair of Saint Romain or the 
Pardon was approaching, and the town by 
degrees became filled with merchants 
from every part of France whose commo- 
dities were to be exposed for sale; but 
chiefly the proprietors of whole troops of 
diminutive Norman horses and ponies in. 
tended for sale came pouring in from the 
towns and villages; all these required 
domiciles, and the Hotel des Carmes had 
always been the favorite resort of most of 
them, owing to its central position, Ap- 
plication was made to me to give up my 
large chamber to claimants who were con. 
tent to sleep four in a room rather than 
forego the convenience of the house to 
which they were accustomed, and whose 
table d hote had a good reputation, I re- 
sisted for some time, much to the annoy- 
ance of an ugly chambermaid and an in. 
sinuating waiter, until one morning, [ was 
suddenly favored by a visit from the smart 
daughter of my landlady in person, who, 
dressed with even more brilliancy than 
usual and arrayed in her most winning 
smiles, came to expostulate with me on 
the want of consideration I displayed in 
preferring my own comfort to that of the 
estimable horsedealers, whose right it had 
long been to take up their abode beneath 
her roof. * Madame,” she remarked, 
¢ can have another room infinitely more 
suitable to her, out of the noise and bus. 
tle of the street, and where her studies 
will be less interrupted : it is at the other 
side of the court looking into the charm. 
ing garden which gives a view of the Pal. 
ris the Justice, and offers many advant- 
ages of air and light. It is all that re- 
mains,’ continued the fair Leonie, with 
an arch look, “of the convent garden; 
and Madame, who is fond of antiquities, 
will not object, as most persons do, that 1s 
dull and retired.” 

This last argument was conclusive, and 
1 at once agreed to the fair Leonie's pro- 
position of following her to look at the 
offered chamber, which | was to have in 
exchange for the one coveted by the more 
favored horsedealers of the Fair, 
Through a series of rooms so numerous 

that I thought I should never get to the 
end of them, Leonie tripped, jingling the 
keys with which she opened one after an. 
other, informing me that every one would 
be tenanted 10 a few hours. [ tollowed. 
wondering where the journey would fin 
isn, when she turned suddenly down a nar. 
rw dark passage, and mounting a little 
§ air, emerged into an upper wooden gal 
1.ry which ran along outside the hou:e 4 

above a court yard, and presently arrived 
at a low doorway, giving entrance to a 
second passage darker than the first.-- 
Leonie, after descending a few stairs. stop- 
ped at a small portal at the end of this 
passage, and, turning the key in the rusty 
lock, threw open the door of a chamber— 
long, narrow, and meagerly furnished — 
which, however looked rather cheerful as 
a blaze of sunshine seemed suddenly to 
have darted into it from a high church 
like window at the extremity, to which 
she at once advanced ; and, opening it to 
the fullest extent, exclaimed. * See what 
a charming prospect Madame will have 
from the chapel-room, as we call this 
piece. 

I was obliged to confess that there was 
something attractive about the appear. 
ance of the garden [below, neglected 
though it was, Far above the level of 
the street we had left on the other side, 
it could be reached from this room by a 
flight of stone steps descending from the 
window, 
The sun was glittering on dripping trees 

and flowers grouped round a broken foun- 
tain in the middle of this hanging garden 
into which no windows besides this one 
looked, for, on one side was the blank 
wall of a sugar refinery, and on the other 
were the striped gables of several ancient 
houses whose fronts looked into the nar- 
row Rue des Fosses, The gardenwall 
partly shut out the opposite hovels and 
only allowed the mysteries of their upper 
stories to be seen, where rickety balconies 
high in air hung from black windows sup- 
porting pots of flowers and bird cages, in 
the midst of rags hung out to dry. Several 
spires of churches with delicate tracery, 
peered above the roofs of distant manu 
factories, whose high, singularly shaped 
chimneys formed grotesque figuresagainst 
the sky ; some lofty trees, growing in the 
gardens attached to some of the numer. 
ous houses, broke the lines of buildings 
rather gracefully ; and towering over one 
mass of spreading foliage, the beautiful 
lacework of the parapet of that portion 
of the Palais de Justice built by George 
d' Amboise, the minister of Louis the 
Twelfth, and the small ornamented pin. 
nacles which surmount it, finished the 
prospect, 

I aid not disagree with Mademoiselle 
Leonie when she insisted that the position 
of this secluded chamber was in its favour 
and to my objections that the floor was 
paved with dingy red brick and had no 
carpet—and that there were no curtains 
to the two windows, one of immense size, 
and one small—she replied, that an hour 
would remedy all defects, and make it a 
very pattern of comfortableness, 
“Look,” she added, “what fine cup- 

boards you have too! This one alone 1s 
large enough for all your trunks and 
books. And into this you could even 
move the bed itself, if you pleased ’ 

It was quite true that the closets were 
singularly large, dark, and lofty, and that 
their hinges creaked dismally as they 
were thrown open for my inspection. 

Really,” continued Leonie, seeing that 
[ appeared tolerably satisfied, “1 do not 
know that we are right in giving up so 
convenient a chamber when the house is 
about to be so full, but, to oblige Madame 
we will not be particular.” 
However bright this model of a room 

might have looked when I first visited it, 
it had another aspect on the day succeed. 
ing that on which I was installed within 
it. The rain had descended 1n torrents 
ever since, and none of the dark nooks 
in which it abounded looked the livelier 
for there being no fire because the huge 
chimney smoked. I did not look much 
at my prospect, but occupied myself with 
a pile of folios, which the liberality of the 
authorities of Rouen had supplied me 
with, for certain researches, from the rich- 
ly endowed public library. 

I soon began to find that the quiet of 
my chamber had not been exaggerated: 
not a sound reached me from without, 
and, except when I opened the door of 
the passage which separated me from the 
world behind, to descend into day—which 
was & rare event — no distant murmur 
from the burstling department on the 
other side of the court came upon my 
ear. 

I had been three days in my new domi- 
cile. It was on the third might of my 
occupancy, that as I sat reading by two 
candles placed in high. heavy bronze 
candle sticks, like those of an altar, a low 
sound, as of a person nearly choked, 
which seemed to issue from the huge 
closet at my back, disturbed my studies. 
[ started, looked up, and glanced around 
me into the dreary space ; my hearselike 
bed, shrouded by dark red curtains, con 
fined by a coronet with feathers which 
bad once been gaily gilt, but was now 
dim and dingy, stood shadowy in 1ts re- 
cess; my view next took in a clumsy 
commode with numerous drawers and a 
marble top, on which stood a clock of the 
period of the Renaissance, rather a yalu 
able relic, but tarnished and with a broken 
face: the cracked procelian circles for 
the numbers that mark the gliding hours, 
looking like so many staring inquisitive 
eyes. As I marked these things, the 
voice of my only companion informed me 
that it was eleven o'clock, and so the 
last sound of the communication died 
away [ again heard the same hoarse, un 
pleasant sound from the interior of my 
closet. I got up opened the huge pan- 
elled door, which gave its customary 
creak, but there was nothing within from 
whence a sound could have proceeded 
[ sat down again satisfied that the wind 
was rising, and that the night would be 
stormy. 

Presently, I had resumed my reading, 
and had become absorbed in the history 
of Saint Romain. the popular Saint of 
Rouen, and the dragon which had sub. 
dued by his prayers, bound with his scarf, 
and gave in charge to the criminal who 
bad consented to accompany him on 
his adventure. I read how the saint and 
the sinner dragged and lured the scaly 
monster along until the bridge over 
the Seine was reached, when Saint Ro 
main, seizing the scarf which possess. 
ed holy virtue, suddenly flung the mon 
ster into the river. [ paused to consider 
how it happened that the imaginative 
monk, who invented this legend, should 
have forgotten that no bridge of any kind 
existed over the Semme at Rouen until 
more than three hundred years after the 
miracle ; and my thoughts fell into a 
train, reprepresenting the processions of 
yearly occurance which, before the great 
Revolution, took place in Rouen in com 
memoration of the delivery from the 
dragon, and the pardon accorded to the 
criminal, as still shown 1n the painted 
windows of the Cathedral. Cathedral it 
self next came before my mind as I had 
seen it 1n the morning, when | ventured 
among the umbrellas of the curious 
under the dripping trees, where the 
wooden sheds, filled with wares, are 
erected throughout the extent of the 
Boulevard Bonvreuil: I mentally walked 
along the line of toy shops, and hardware, 
china, and jewellery, until I paused at the 
Rue Chant Oiseaux, where the old church 
of Saint Romain once stood —when again, 
close to my ear, the same gurgling sound 
came, as if from the keyhole of the great 
closet. I got up and stuffed it with paper, 
but 1 felt disturbed and nervous, how- 
ever, to retiring, I rang my bell thinking 
to obtain a new supply of candles, as | 
observed that both those [ had been read 
ing by, were nearly burnt out, and [ felt 
nervous at the idea of being without any. 
in case of not being able to sleep. Bat I 
had rang in vain ; not a creature answered 
my summons, neither the cross chamber- 
maid nor the flippant waiter; and, after 
repeating the attempt without success, I 
resigned myself to the privation, and went 
to bed 1n the dark. 

I had no sooner laid my head on the 
pilow, than a remarkable change sudden: 
came over my solitary domicile. First of 
all, I heard a door shut with violence, as 
if at the end of the passage, where 1 was 
not aware that one existed. Presently 
there were confused voices and a heavy 
step, and a sound as though something 
were being dragged along, until a stop 
page took place at my door. A glimmer. 
ing light then shone through the wide 
crevices, which usually let more air than 
was pleasant into my room ; and a rattle, 
as if an attempt were made to turn the 
key, ensued, I recollected, however, 
that the key was inside, and that 1 had 
tarned it myself before | retired to bed. 

I concluded that some newly arrived 
guest had mistaken his assigned dormi- 
tory, and I listened no more. But, all at 
once the glimmering light again appeared 
beneath the door—this time of the large 
closet, which slowly opened and I clearly 
and distinctly saw what seemed to me to 
be a man in a cloak, and a broad hat very 
auch over his eyes, step out, and raising 
a lantern in his hand, which however 
tbrew his features into shade, gaze around 
the room. I was so amazed that I had no 
power to call out; but, still keeping my 
»yes fixed on the opening left by my two 
dark red curtains, | saw the man walk a 
few paces toward the large window, open | 

it cautiously, and descend the steps which 
led from it into the garden. In a few 
moments he re-ascended, and as he seem- 
ed to bave left his lantern below, his 
figure was merely a black shadow, which 
I still traced in the gloom advancing to 
the same closet; he entered it; there 
was a pause; and he re appeared drag- 
ging something along, which he took to 
the steps. I plainly heard that at every 
one of them—and I counted six — a 
heavy dull sound was returned as his 
burthen descended, and it struck against 
them. 
Nothing more occurred; but I confess 

to having been so uncomfortably nervous 
—not to say, terrified —that, though after 
looking into the darkness to see the 
glimmer of the lantern again, I ended by 
being convinced that I had imagined the 
whole scene, I had still not the courage 
necessary to get up and grope towards the 
bell : excusing my not trying to do so, by 
reflecting that I had previously found it 
useless. At last I went to sleep, and 1n 
the morning, impressed with the idea 
that I had passed the night with the large 
window open, I advanced to close it, 
when 1 found to my surprise that it was 
shut, and the rustic bolt well fastened in- 
side, as it had been during the three 
rainy days before ; the curtain, faithfully 
placed by Mademoiselle Leonie, had not 
been disturbed since it was drawn by my 
own hand early in the evening; and as 
for the great closet—when I opened 1t, 
the hinges creaked as usual, and there 
was emptiness, but no outlet. 
When the cross chaimbermaid brought 

my coffee, I ventured to remark that I 
had been disturbed by new arrivals in the 
night. 

“Impossible,” was her sharp reply, 
“no one arrived last night, and if they 
had, there is no room for them.”’ 

“ Unless they have a fancy to sleep in 
the old fountain in the garden,” said I; 
“for, if | was not dreaming, | saw a tra 
veller dragging his own portmanteau 
down these steps in search of such a 
lodging.” 

Catherine, as I said this, loooked at me 
with an uneasy expression of countenance, 
but said nothing. I asked her why she 
did not come when I rang my bell. 

‘‘ Because, after eleven o'clock,” said 
she pertly, “it is time for every one to 
be asleep, and we are too tired to attend 
to bells. It is quite enough that Madame 
has seen it, without us poor servants be- 
ing scared.’’ 
“Seen it?” I inquired with interest. 

“What do you mean, Catherine ?"’ 
But already the cross chambermaid was 

gone, and did not deign an explanation of 
her mysterious words, 
The next morning was fine. Deter- 

mined not to lose the opportunity of see 
ing something of the pretty country, I 
went out early to keep an appointment | 
had made with my slight acquaintance, 
Madame Gournay. whose grand child was 
at nurse at Bois Guillaume, about half a 
league from the town, and whom I bad 
promised to accompany in her first walk 
over the charming hill and pretty fields 
which led to the cottage.of the peasant 
who supplied her place to her daughter's 
infant. Like many French mothers, Ma- 
dame Gournay, the younger—as well as 
her hushand, the organist of the cathe- 
dral—preferred the absence of a trouble. 
some baby to its presence in their con- 
fined apartment in the town. 

“It is better for the child’s health,’ re- 
marked the grandmother, “to be amongst 
the flowers and fields at Bois Guillaume 
than in the smoky streets at Rouen.” 
The beautiful, neat embowered spot we 

soon reached was su singularly clean and 
well built for a foreign village that it 
made me appreciate my companion’s pru- 
dence, and when I saw the pretty tidy 
nurse whom we found playing with the 
baby, as it lay in the cot, I could not but 
acknowledge that it was likely to be bet. 
ter taken care of with Gustaire Braye 
than by its rather coquettish mamma at 
home. 

Gustaire had a little son of her own 
who was also in the cottage, but in an 
outer chamber. An old woman was knit- 
ting beside him as the child scrambled 
backwards and forwards in a long crib, 
placed against the wall, in the midst of 
which it was fastened by the waist to a 
moveable board, which slid along as his 
struggles impelled it. No barm could 
bappen to the child in it oddly contrived 
prison, but the position looked uncomfort 

able, and 1 could not help contrasting 
the two boys as | observed the superior 
care bestowed on the nursling, 

The son of Gustaire Braye was a strange 
infant: it had a pair of rolling, startling 
eyes, which were continually but with- 
out meaning fixed on the cot of its foster 
brother, seen through an open door; it 
had a large head, was very pale, and every 
now and then a shudder seemed to pass 
over it, which was succeeded by a restless 
movement in its railway. The old woman, 
from time to time, looked up from her 
knitting, an gave a glance toward her 
charge, but did not speak to it, nor did it 
utter any cry or attempt any sound like 
words ; while the other child was laugh- 
ing, crowing, and delighting the company 
in the cottage. : 
The visit paid, on our return towards 

Rouen I congratulated Madame Gournay 
on having found so respectful a nurse. 

“ Yes,” said she, “we consider our- 
selves lucky, and so is poor Gustaire, and 
very grateful too to M. le Cure for recom- 
mending her; it is not every one would 
like to have to do with her, after all that 
has happened; but as [ said to my daugh- 
ter, the poor young woman was not to 
blame, though ber evidence did cause 
the death of her father. ButI forget she 
continued, smiling, “you know nothing 
of the story.” 

I begged she would indulge my curi- 
osity by relating to me the reason why 
80 neat and pleasant looking a young 
woman as Gustaire should be ayoided. 

“As we descend to the Boulevard 
Beauvoisine,”” said Madame Gournay, 
“we shall pass by the Rue Chant Oiseaux, 
which, a very few years ago was quite 1n 
the fields, and at that time, where there 
new stand good stone houses there used 
to be only wretched hovels. In one of 

three children, lived : he had, however, 
a few fields, and drove a little trade, 
chiefly 1n horses, which you must have 
observed by our fair is a rather entensive 
trade here. He was a man who was but 
little liked by his neighbour, whom he 
shunned in consequence, and was very 

frequently away in in Brittany, of which 
province he was a native. Gustaire, 
though almost a child, took care of her 
two brothers, worked in the field, and did 
more than a grown woman to keep the 
family comfortable ; but her father was 
not fond of her, not indeed of any of his 
children, and they would have been much 
happier without bim, but that when he 
returned they lived better than usual, as 
he took care of himself, and generally 
had money. 

“On one occasion when he came home, 
he brought with him a large sack of ches 
nuts, of which the boys were very fond, 
and which they so freely indulged in, that 
he at last, angrily, told Gustaire to lock 
up the remainder, so that there might be 
some left to be roasted, when he asked 
for them for his supper. She put the sack 
away, therefore in the granary, and the 
disappointed urchins were foiled. One 
of them, however, finding where it was 
hidden, and unable to open the mouth 
which his sister had carefully tied up, cut 
a round hole with his knife, and abstract- 
ed as many chesnuts as his daring little 
hand could grasp. Gustaire, on finding 
this out, afraid to let her father know of 
the delinquency mended the hole, and hid 
the bag in another place, after soundly 
rating the boy for his theft, 

“There was a man named Flecher, a 
couutryman of Gustaire’s father, who had 
established himself at Rouen, as a work- 
man at one of the cotton manufactories, 
and was known to be a bad character. 
He spent all the money be earned, which 
was considerable, in dissipation: he had 
been turned away from one factory, but 
having a good deal of skill, he had not 
found any difficulty in getting a new en. 
gagement, and could have lived well but 
for his extravagance. This man took a 
fancy to Gustaire, though he was nearly 
as old as her father. The latter, think. 
ing him well oft rather encouraged his 
suit, much to the young girl's annoyance, 
who had taken him in particular aversion ; 
and who, besides that, felt inclined to 
listen to the addresses of a young man 
about her own age, who often helped her 
work, being a neighbor’s son, 

“Flecher and her father, Ivan Braye, 
became very great friends. From the 
time of their association, the cottage of 
the latter was frequently a scene of drunk- 
eonness and riot, to avoid which Gustaire 
would often run to the house of the cure 
with her knitting, and sit in the kitchen 
with the good father's bonne. until she 
beard by the loud singing of the friend 
as they descended the kills, that her 

these Gustaire's father, a widower, with, 

father and his comrade were gone into 
the town finish their orgies. 
“One night, later thar usual, she had 

left the cure’s and returned home, when 
she found the door left open, a candle 
burning in the cottdge kitchen, and the 
floor strewn with chesnuts. She sus- 
pected her brothers and went to the gran- 
ary to see what depredations they had 
committed ; to her vexation, she dis- 
covered that the sack was gone. 

“ Her father, for whom she waited 
until daylight, did not return, and as 
soon as the children were up, she scolded 
them for the renewal of their theft. 
Both protested that they were innocent, 
and that they had longed in vain for 
the forbidden fruit, the scattered remains 

of which they took care to appropriate. 
That same night, Gustaire sat up for her 
father, but neither he nor friend Flecher 
came, nor did he return when several 
days were passed. She began to feel 
uneasy at this, as he genérally mention- 
ed, in however surly a way when he in 
tended to be absent long. Her brothers 
came in on the forth day after he was 
gone, having been at the fair; and the 
news they had heard there, was, that 
Flecher had left the town, having quit- 
ted his employers at the cotten factory 
at Darnetal without notice. She was 
not sorry to hear this, but a vague un- 
easiness took possession of her mind. 

“ There had been a horrid murder in 
the town,” said one of the boy, “at least 
they say so, though nobody has been 
found ; however, the police are looking 
out, and we hall soon have more news 
of it” 

“ At this moment the cure's bonne 
arrived to look after Gustaire ; surprised 
that he had not, for several evenings, 
paid her usual visit. 

“This is a sad business,” said she, 
“the person supposed to be murdered is 
a distant cousin of M. le Cure; he had 
seen him at the fair, and had received a 
letter which he had brought from le 
Mans for him ; he had a good deal of 
money, it was said, for he intended to 
make large purchases in Rouennerie, and 
as his stall of jewellery was very at- 
tractive, no one could fail to remark, 
when for two days he no longer came in 
the morning to open it. It was not 
known where he lodged in the town, 
but people getting uneasy, the police 
began to inquire, and it was found that 
he had slept in the Rue aux Juifs the 
last night he was seen; but no notice 
had been taken as to whether he left in 
the morning, for the house was so full 
of lodgers and in such a bustle that no 

one had time scarcely to think. Certain 
it is that he has not reappeared, and all 
the town thinks he has been murdered.” 

“ Perhaps he is gone away with 
Flecher,” said Gustaire’s eldest brother, 
“ for he lived in the Rue aux Juifs too, 
and he has run of no one knows where, 
and so has father too for that matter.” 

“ Excited by this account, Gustaire 
set out with her brothers and the cure’s 
bonne, curious to know if anything new 
had discovered, as an event of the kind 
was too unusual not to excite great in- 

terest. They soon reached the Palais de 
Justice, where a crowd was assembled, 

and on the countenances of many might 
be observed an alarmed expression 
which told that some new feature had 
appeared in the case. 
“The body of poor Marceau the 

jeweller has been found,” said a person, 
addressing the cure’s bonne, *‘in the 
well of the old convent garden, tied up 
in a sack ; it is thought that this will 
lead to discovery, for the sack has two 
or three chestnuts in it, and has a round 
hole in one side which has been sewn 
u Rg 

Pu Blessed Mary !” exclaimed Gustaire, 
with a sudden start. * Why, that is 
the sack my father brought home, and 
which has just been stolen from me !” 

“This exclamation of the young girl 
excited instant attention, and led, in 
fact to the discovery of the whole affair. 
She was obliged to appear in evidence 
to prove that the sack had belonged to 
her father, which she was able to do 
without difficulty and entirely unsus- 
picious that she was thus casting sus- 
picion upon him. It was found that 
Ivan Braye and Flecher had been seen 
in company with Marceau, who appear- 
ed intoxicated, and that he had entered 
the lodging of the latter in the Rue aux 
Juifs ; that the two had left early in the 
following morning without the jewell- 
er, who was not afterwards seen. As 
Flecher had not returned, the proprietor 
of the tenement he occupied had resolved 
to relet the room ; and on the visit of 
the police, a search was made, which 
disclosed the marks of what might have 
been a scuffle in several pieces of broken 
furniture, and a torn curtain _in the 
recess where the bed stood ; but the 
police only picked up a chestnut on the 
floor. They searched among the tangled 
shrubs in a half-cheked bit of garden to 
which from the room of Flecher a flight 
of stone steps led, and there, in the 
centre, found an old dried-up well, 
where the murdered man’s body was 
discovered in the sack. 
“Of course the suspicion which had 

fallen on the two absent men was con- 
firmed bp Gustaire s identification ; and 
the vigilance of the police, after some 
delay, succeeded in discovering the route 
of both Flecher and Braye. There were 
taken to Saint Molo, just as they were 
about to embark for California, Flecher 
confessed to having counselled the deed, 
but asserted that the murder was com- 
mitted by Braye, who, having premedi- 
tated it, had brought the sack from his 
own house; and he it was who had 
placed the body in it, and then dragged 
it to the spot where it was found. He 
stated that they had made Marceau 
drink to excess, and that Braye had 

strangled him when in a state of insen- 
sibility ; that they had robbed him, and 
then fled ; that they had spent a great 
part of their booty, and with the re- 
mainder had intended to cross the seas 
in search of gold; that a quarrel had 
delayed them, and thus they had been 
overtaken. 

“It is enough,” continued Madame 
Gournay, “to tell you that both met 
their deserved fate ; but, poor Gustaire’s 
evidence having gone so far to condemn 
her worthless father, the circumstance 

prayed on her mind and almost destroy- 
ed her. By the kind care of the cure 
and his good bonne she recovered, and 
her young lover, who remained true 
throughout did not object to take her as 
his wife in spite of the opposition of his 
family. The cure, however, managed it 
and has always continued her friend. 
You observed her child—he is dumb 
and much afflicted, and it is to be hoped 
will be mercifully taken from her. But 
she is a good young woman, has quite 
recovered her health, her husband works 
hard and is a pattern of kindness to her 
and we really saw no reason why she 
should not nurse our little Albert.” 

I thanked Madame Gournay for her 
story and ventured to inquire the exact 
locality of the murder. She informed 
me that mest of the houses in the 
neighborhood had been taken down, 

“You may, however,” she said * still 
find the spot, oddly enough, in the back 
part of the Hotel des Carmes ; the late 
proprietor bought the ground and built 
quite a new wing; he laid out the 
garden and put a fountain over the well. 
For a time, as it was pretty, nothing 
was said ; but the servants began to 

fancy strange things—noises and ghosts 
and such nonsense—particularly in a 
certain room, which they insist is part 
of the original building, once the Con- 
vent, against the strong walls of which 
(too strong to take down), many of the 
old houses in the Rue aux Juifs were 
erected in former days. There is a 
flight of steps from what is called the 

chapel, but it is so changed that it 
would be ridiculous to say that it posi- 
tively was so, except that there is still a 
window that looks like it. 1 believe 
the whole place, garden, fountain and 
all, is left now to neglect, and no one 
would care to inhabit so gloomy a room. 
The present mistress of the hotel, how- 
ever, is capable of putting a stranger 
there in fair time when she is over full, 
and I think,” said Madame Gournay, 
laughing, “you are lucky to have se- 
cared a room in the front that looks 
into the street.” 

I did not undeceive my acquaintance, 
nor did I say a word about the strange 
vision I had seen ; but, on the same day 
after my return from our walk. I re- 
moved to the Hotel de Bordeaux on the 
Quai de Paris, where my cheerful room 
looked on the suspension bridge, and 
commanded a full view of all the ship- 
ping on the Seine. 
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Let the arm go about—not her neck, 
to wrinkle a crepe lisse ruche—but about 
her shoulders. Take her chin in the 
right hand, allowing the three fingers to 
jouch the pretty white throat, holding 
the face with the thumb and forefinger, 
which will form a sort of vice for love's 
conquest. Move her head to one side 
and a little backward, and, approaching 
so as to make the quartette of lips de- 
scribed the diameter of an imaginary 

square, kiss her twice—the second double 

the length of its short predecessor. 

Certain Cure. 

A cure for Cholera Morbus. A 
positive cure for this dangerous com- 
plaint, and for all acute or chronic 
forms of bowel complaint incident to 
summer and fall is found in Dr. Fow- 
ler's Extract of Wild Strawberry, to 
be procured from any druggist or 
medicine dealer. 

What's that A woman can’t keep a 
secret? Just try to find out the age of 
one of the dear creatures and let us 
know how you come out. 
prac woot eT 4 
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Ab Pure. 
This powder never varies. A marvel of purity 

strength and wholescmeness, More economi- 
cal than the ordinary Kinds, and eannot be sold 
in competition with the multitude of low test, 
short weight. alum or phosphate powders. Sold 
only in cans. RoYAL BARKING PowDER Co. 106 
Wall Street, New York. 

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST, 
CONTAINS NO 

ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME, PHOSPHATES, 
or any injurious materials, 

E. W. GILLETT, TORONTO, ONT. 
CiilCAGO, ILL, 

Wan'f'y of the CELERRATED ROTAL YEACT CARER 

IMPORTANT. 

Watches, Clocks, 
AND A FINE LINE OF 

JEWELRY, 
MARKED DOWN 

in prices to suit all condition of 
the people for the 

NEW YEAR'S TRADE, 
Fwy | Ja¥ 

F. J. MCCAUSLAND'S, 
Opp. the Bridge. 

N. B.—All my goods are new, 

Fredericton, December 14, 1887 

BILIOUSNESS, DIZZINESS, 
DYSPEPSIA, DROPSY, 
INDIGESTION, FLUTTERING 
JAUNDICE. OF THE HEART, 
ERYSIPELAS, ACIDITY OF 
SALT RHEUN, THE STOMACH, 
HEARTBURN, DRYNESS 
HEADACHE, OF THE SKI, 
And every specles of disease orbing Som 
disordered LIVER, KIDNEYS, STCMACH, 

BOWELS OR BLOOD, 

T. MILBURN & €0., PP"{Srinro. 

“When 1 say Cure Ido not mean merely to 

. TA 

I have made the disease of 

FITS, EPILEPSY or 
FALLING SICKIVESS, 

Allfelong study. T wARRANT my remedy to 
CURE the worst cases. Because others hava 
falledis no reason for not now receiving a cure, 
Send at once for a treatise and a FRE & BOTTLE 
of my INPALLIBLE REMEDY. Give Express 
and Post Office. ~* costs you nothing for a 
trial, and it will vure you.” Address 

ROSSMORE; L. 0, I. No. 21, 
Meets at Foresters Hall, St, Marys Ferry, on the 
first and third THURSDAY of each month, at 
7.30 P, M, 
Zr Visiting Brethren cordially welcomed. 

ROBT. COCHRAN, W. M,, 
T. FANCUTLYL, Rec.=Sec'y.. 

February 1 

. =. The Original 
\QYCeS, wri E 

ant 
Ne eaVe LIVER 
G\\e1lS PILLS. 

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. ALWAYS 
ASK FOR DR. PIERCE'S PZLLETS, OR 

LITTLE SUGAR-COATED PILLS. 

Being entirely vegetable, they op- 
erate without disturbance to the system, diet, 
or occupation. Put up in glass vials, hermeti- 
cally sealed. Always fresh and reliable. As 
a laxative, alterative, or purgative, 
these little Pellets give the most perfect 
satisfaction. 

SICK HEADAGHE, 
Rilious Headache, 
Dizziness, Constipa- 
tion, yt angry pu 
Bilious Attacks,andall 
derangements of the stom- 
ach and bowels, are prompt- 
ly relieved and permanently 
cured by the use of Dr. 
2jerce’s Pleasant Purgative Pellets. 
In explanation of the remedial power of these 
Pellets over so great a variety of diseases. it 
may truthfully be said that their action upon 
the system is universal, not a gland or tissue 
escaping their sanative influence. Sold by 
druggists, 25 cents a vial. Manufactured at the 
Chemical Laboratory of WORLD'S DISPENSARY 
MEDICAL ASSOCIATION, Buffalo, N. Y. 

C+ SB 00 Rew 
py ™ js offered by the manufactur. 
Fg’ = ers of Dr. Sage’s Catarrh 
t Remedy, for a case of 
; ed Chronic Nasal Catarrh which 
FEW Ne they cannot cure. 

SYMPTOMS OF CATARRHM.—Dull 
heavy headache, obstruction of the nasal 
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 s0 common, more deceptive and 
dangerous, or less understood by physicians. 
By its mild, S— and healing properties, 

Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Remedy cures the worst 
cases of Catarrh, “cold in the head,” 
Coryza, and Catarrhal Headache. 
Sold by druggists everywhere; 50 cents, 

“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 
incurable, and said I must die. My case was 
such a bad one, that every day, towards sun- 
set, my voice would become so hoarse I could 
barely speak above a whisper. In the morning 
my coughing and clearing of my throat would 
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 Hawking and Spitting.” 

TrOMAS J. RusniNG, Esq., 2902 Pine Street, 
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 1 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. 

Err RoBBINS. Runyan P. O., 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 
sound and hearty.” 

INTERGOLONIAL RAILWAY 
88 Summer Arrangement '88 

On and after MONDAY, «Tune 4th. 
1888, the Trains of this Railway will 
run daily, (Sunday excepted) as fol- 
lows : 

Trains will leave St. John: 
ET RRR EE et Se en 7.00 

Accommodation ............. cevveeennnn 11.00 

EXpress for SUSSeX......cccovviiviienanns 16.35 

Express for Halifax & Quebec,....... 22.15 

A Sleeping Car will run daily on the 2215 
Train to Halifax, 

On TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATURDAY, a 
Sleeping Car for Montreal will be attached to 
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 & Quebee,...... 5.30 

Express from SussexX,.............ceconees 8.30 

Accommodation; ...............cocoqens- 12.55 

a ERR ls 18.00 

72 All Trains are run by Eastern Standard 
Time. 

D. POTTINGER, 
Chief Superintendent. 

RAILWAY OFFICE, 
i, Moncton, N, B., May 31st, 1888. 

A) 

NEW BRUNSWICK 

RAILWAY CO. 
ALL RAIL LINE. 

Arrangement of Trains--—In 

effect June 25th, 1888. 

LEAVE FREDERICTON: 

(Eastern Standard Time) 

6 00 A. M.—Ezxpress for St. John, and inter- 
mediate points, McAdam Junction, 
Vanceboro, Bangor, Portland, Boston and 
points West; St. Stephen, St, Andrews, 
Houlton, Woodstock, Presque Isle, 
Grand Falls, Edmundston, and points 
North. 

11 30 A. m.—For Fredericton Junction, St. 
Jonn, and points Kast. ; 

3 30 p. M.—For Fredericton Junction, St. John 
and points East. 

ARRIVE AT FREDERICTON : 

925 A. M—From Fredericton Junction, St 
John, and points East, 

2 15 p. M,—From Fredericton Junetion, Vance- 
boro, Bangor, Portland, Boston, and 
points West; St. John, St. Andrews, St. 
Stephen, houlton and Woodstock, and 

_ points North, 
715 P. M.—Express from St. John, and inter- 

_ediate points; St. Stephen, Houlton 
and Woodstock. 

LEAVE GIBSON: 
11 30 A. Mm.—Express for Woodstock and points 

North. 

ARRIVE AT GIBSON 

10 33 A. M.-Express from Woodstock, and points 
North, 

F. W. CRAM, 
H. D. McLEOD, Gen’l Manager. 

Sup’t Southern Division, 

A.J. HEATH, 
Gen’l Pass. and Ticket Agent. 

Joseph Walker, 
PRACTICAL TAILOR, 

has just received his 

Spring and Summer 

CLOTHS. 
p= Call early and have your Suites made 

up in the Latest StyLE. 

PRICES MODERATE. 

JOSEPH WALKER, 
Next door above W, H, Vanwart's Grocery 

Store, Queen Street, Fredericton, 

Fredericton, April 4 

GREAT RUSH ! 

New 5 and 10 Cent Store, 
Queen St,, Fredericton. 

JUST OPENED: 

A large Stock of New Goods consisting of : 

Glassware, Tinware, Woodenware, 

Hardware, Jewelry, Soaps, Pic- 
tures, Tops and thousand 

of Useful and Fancy 
Articles, at 

S and 10 Cents Each. ; 

>
 

MACHINES 
—AND— 

made in the last few months. 

Or our Small Machine for 
terms. 

Every Machine Warranted ! If 

PRICES suit the people, 
large commissions paid Agents. 

FREDERICTON, March 7. 1822, 

BZ Our sales of Organs this year has been very large. 

We are going to sell 100 each this year, if we are to judge by the sales 
Our prices are for the BEST 

SEWING MACHINE in the Market 

Only $27.50 Cash, or $30.00. $5.00 per month until paid. 

$20.00, or $22.50 on same 

not satisfactory, money refunded ! 

The LOW 
We employ no Agents but give the buyer the 

EZ5 Call and see us or write for prices. 

McMURRAY % Co. 

The “GOOD LUCK.” 

ELEVATED OVEN. 

The Good Luck Elevated Oven Cook Stove, is the best Elevated Oven Stove in 
the market to-day. 
Oven Stove in the market. 

This Stove is guaranteed to bake faster than any Elevated 
The damper on top of Stove, gives complete control 

of fire, doing away with all necessity for a Damper in the Smoke Pipe. 
EZ EVERY STOVE GUARANTEED. 

FOR SALLE AT 

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE, 
Opposite County Court House. 

PETER DUFFIE, 
——DEALER IN— 

ORGANS, SEWING MAGHINES, ETC. 
SOLE AGENT FOR 

Sewing 

THE CELEBRATED 

“New Home,” the “ Favorite,” and the “ New National,” 
Machines. 

§&" Holding the Very First Places of all Machines Manufactured. 

The “ New National,” is the only Hand 
give perfect satisfaction. 
fancy stitching. 

stantly on hand. R:pairing dons to order. 

Don't forget ! 

The “Naw Homes ” received first premiam for Machines at the St. Jokn Exhibition, 1883, 
there being eight others exhibited, and is undoubtably the Best Machine on the market. 

The * Favorite ” ranks next the “ New Home,” and surpasses all other Machines. 

Machine on the market that is guaranteed to 
It is of beautiful workmanship, and will do all kiuds of plain and 

£&" These Celebrated and Beautiful Machines can ba seen at any time at Salesroom, 

CORNER KIRG AND REGENT STREETS, FREDERICTON. 
For Sale at Lowest Prices and Best Terms. 

Prices ranging from $25.00, upwards. 

§&" Parts, Attachments and Needles, for all kinds of Machines, aud best Sperm Oil, con=" 

Salesroom Corner King and Regent Sts. 
Fredericton, Mav 9 

BELL 

5 RGANS 
y= Unapproached for 
= Tone and Quality. 

CATALOGUES FREE. 

BELL & C0. , Guelh, ont. 

PHOTOS 
of all kinds and styles, 

——AT—— 

HARVEY'S STUDIO, 
164 Queen St, Fredericton. 

g&S™ Call and have some taken in a NEW 
STYLE introduced for the first time in this 

PICTURES 
Copied and Enlarged. 

April 4 
— ———— 

 LAURANCE'S 

SPECTACLES 
—AND— 

Eye-Glasses, 

BARGAIN. 

I HAVE a lot of Laurance's best English 
Glasses, (both in Glass and Pebbles) which I 

will sell at 20 per cent, 

LESS THAN COST. . 
This is a rare chance to secure a first-class arti- 

cleat a 

LOW PRICE, 
ants BW omaisia 

GEORGE H. DAVIS, 
DRUGGIST, 

FREDERICTON. 

Plumbs and Levels. 

WE have just received something new in 
Plumbs and Levels for Carpenters, Bnild 

ers, and Machinists. Can b- used for laying 
pipe, grading. laying out roads, bringing foun- 
d4tion walls to a true level, very handy 'o mill 
~~ a ale accuate and reliable. For sale 

R, CHESTNUT & SONS, 

Gor. Queen and Regent Sts. 

(. D. CARTER, 
DENTIST. 

Prosthetic Dentistry a Specialty. 
Every safe means used for Painless 

Extraction. 

CHARGES MODERATE. 

No charge for Extracting for Artificial 
Setts. 

Satisfaction guaranteed. 

OFFICE OVER 

F. J. McCausland’s Jewellry Shop, 
250 Queen St., Fredericton, 

July 18%—5m. 

F. J. SEERY, M.D, G. M. 
Licentitate of the Royal College of 

Physicians of Edinburgh ; 

Licentitate of the Royal College of 
Surgeons of Edinburgh; 

Licentitate of the Faculty of Physi~ 
cians and Surgeons of Glasgow. 

Special Certificate in Midwifery. 

OFFICE: 

Fishers’ Building, Cor. Queen and York Streets, 
RestpExce—109 Brunswick Street. 

H. C. C. WETMORE, 
Auctioneer, &c., 

H4% taken the store on the upper side of 
Phaenix Square, next tex ig P. Laforest’s, 

Tinsmith where he is prepared to receive Kure 
niture and Goods of all Kinds for Auction and 
Private Sale. He will also give attention to 
Auction Sales of every description, 

Terms moderate. returns prompt, and busi= 
ness confidential. : 

Fredericton, August 10, 1887. 

SEGEE'S HOTEL, 
| FREDERICTON, 

is pleasantly and een located, 

‘Opp. Officers’ Barracks, Queen Street. 
| It has been refitted and refurnished through. 
| out, and every attention will be pail to both 
transient and permanent guests. Charges mod. 
erate, Stabling on the premises, 

WILLIAM SEGEE. 
"Proprietor. 

Fredericton, May 23—3m, 

~~ STOVES 
—AND— 

Steam Engines 
FOR SATE, 

WE have on hand, a very large stock of 
STOVES, comprising Cook, Cy inder, 

Close and Par.or. These Stoves are all FIRST 
CLASS, and will be sold very low for Cash for 
the remainder of the year. Also, Four Steel 
Hot Air FURNACKS, which will be sold at 2 
Barzaln to clear. We have also on hand, two 
small Steam Kngines, oue eight and ove ten 
norse power, wnich we will sell very chear, 
sorts of mill repairing done in first-class 8" yle, 

GEO. TODD & SON, 
Fredericton, July 25—tf, 


