Poetry.

THE CITY OF THE DEAD.

They Jdo neither plight nor wed
In the city of the dead,

In the city where they sleep away the hours;
But they lie, while o’er them range
Winter blight and summer change,

And a hundred happy whisperings of flowers,
No, they neither wed nor plight,

And the day is like the night,
For their vision is of other kind than ours.

They do neither sing nor sigh
In the burgh of by and by,
Where the streets have grasses growing,
cool and long,
But they rest within their bed,
Leaving all their thoughts unsaid,
Deeming silence better far than sob or song,
No, they peither sigh nor sing,
Though the robin be a-wing,
Though the leaves of autumn march a million
strong.

There is only rest and peace
" In the city of sureace
From the failings and the wailings 'neath
the sun;
And the wings of the swift years
Beat but gently o’er the biers,
Making music to the sleepers every one.
There is only peace and rest;
But to them it seemeth best,
For they Jie at ease, and know that life is
done.
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DOUBLE DEALING.

CHAPTER XXV,

GEOFFREY PICKS UP A THREAD,

| ——

“Who can he be? How strangely he
acts,”’” Gladys said as she gazed after the
retreating form. “One would almost be-
lieve he has some personal connection
with your history, he was so agitated on
learning your name.’’

“] am sure that he has, Gladys; I be-
lieve that man is my father !” Geofirey re-
plied with quivering lips.

“Ch, Geff'!”

“] do, dear: and 1 fear, too, that there
is some miserable secrect connected with
my early life.” :

“ Do not think that,” the beautiful girl
pleaded; “I will not believe it without
the strongest proof; and even if it should
be so the fact cannot harm you.”’

“Gladys,” Geofirey said, in a stern, re-
pressiye tone, while his face was dreadful
to look upon in its ghastliness, “ if there
is sin connected with my life—if I find
that my birthright 18 one of shame—1 can
never ask you to share it.”

(Gladys clasped both hands closely about
her lover’s arm,

% Geoffrey, surely you will not ruin both
our lives by any such rash decision ?"’ she
pleaded, lifting her troubled face to his.
]t is you whom I love, not an illustrious
pedigree. As far as my future with you
is concerned, 1 care not who or what your
parents may have been. Do not let any-
thing of that nature come between us; it
is false pride, and unworthy of you.”

The young man regarded her with ex-
ceeding tenderness, but he was still great.
ly disturbed by his recent interview with
the stranger, and could not readily regain
his composure.

He believed that he was on the yerge
of an important discovery, and he was at
the same time impressed that it would
only bring him shame and sorrow.

% Gladys, would you not shrink from
marrying a man whose mother had never
been—a wife?”’ he asked, a hot flush
mounting to his brow.

“ 1 could never shrink from you, Geof
frey, and 1 would not accept the proudest

osition 1n the land in exchange for your
ove. I might deeply regret such a cir.
cumstance, on your account; but, dear,
my affection for you is far too strong to be
weakened by a mere accident of birth.
Let us put all such dismal thoughts away
from our minds. I will not believe that
dishonor bas ever touched you or yours,”’
Gladys concluded, looking up with a fond
smile.

#Dear little comforter,” murmured the
young man, trying to return it, though it
was but the ghost of one.

“Do not go near that man, Geoff)”
Gladys continued. ‘ Let us be happy as
we are, and not trouble ourselves about
the past,”

The poor fellow sighed asif it would be
a great relief to let it go, to consign it to
oblivion, but the anxious look did not
leave his face.

“I camnot, Gladys,” he said, with pale,
compressed lips. * I shall never rest un.
til all the dark mystery of my past life is
explained. I must keep myappointment
with that man this afternoon, and 1 will
not leave him until I have wrung from
him every scrap of information that he
ntuy possoss regarding me and mine, and
if?

# Geoff, what?’ cried the young girl,
breathlessly, alarmed by his unusual tone,
and the look upon his face,

“If Ifind that that man is my father, |the merest accident, who had known a

and that he wronged my mother, he shall
have reason to regret both these facts for
the remainder of his life,”’ was the stern
reply.

“Geofirey, surely you will do not noth-
ing to compromise yourself?”’ Gladys
pleaded, anxiously.

No, dear, for your sake as well as my
own, I will nothing to make myself dis-
agreeably conspicuous. But he will not
forget me if I find my suspicions are true.
You will say nothing to Uncle August, or
Aunt Alice regarding this encounter,
please, until after I have seen him.”

% No, certainly not, if you prefer that I
should not tell them,” Gladys readily
promised.

They turned to retrace their way to the
hotel, both too much disturbed by the
occurence of the morning and by forebod-
ings regarding the afternoon’s appoint.
ment, to care to prolong their stroll.

They parted at the ladies’ entrance,
Gladys going up the stairs to her mother’s
apartments, where she tried to busy her-
self with some fancy work until lunch
time. although her heart was in a contin-
ual flutter of apprehension and miserable
suspense.

Geoffrey shut himself up in his own
room alone for a season, but was too
wretched to remain there inactive, and

‘soon went out again,

When the family went down to luncheon
he was still absent and his seat vacant.

This was such an unprecedented occur-
rence that Mr. Huntress left the table to
ascertain the reason.

He soon returned with the information
that Geoffrey had gone out, but had left
word with the clerk, 1n case inquiries
should be made for him, that he might
not be back for several hours.

Mrs. Huntress glanced at Gladys, as
her husband made this report, but she
gave no sign of either surprise or disap-
pomntment. She had noticed an unusual
reserve and quietness about her, ever
since her return from her walk, and a sus-
picion crossed her mind that perbaps
there might be some misunderstanding
or lovers’ quarrel, that had caused this
unwonted break in the family party.

She kept her suspicion to herself, how-
ever, resolving to wait further develop-
ments,

It was after six o’clock when Geofirey
returned. Gladys was watching for him
at one end of the veranda and sprang
from the chair to go to meet him as he
came up the steps, and then stopped short
as she caught sight of his face.

It was as colorless as marble, and there
was a look in his eyes that actually made
her tremble.

He did not speak or even smile as be
came up to her, but quietly drew her
hand through his arm, led her within the
house and to a small reception room,
carefully shutting the door behind them,

Then he turned again and faced her.

“Gladys,” he said, in a hollow, unna-
tural tone, “it is as I feared—"

* (feoffrey !” she cried, in a shocked
voice, all her own bright color fading.

“7The worst is true,”” he concluded, not
heeding her interruption,

¢ Have you seen him ?—did he tell you
80 7"’ she asked.

“ No, 1 bave not seen him.”’

“Then how do you know ?”

# He has fled.”

% Fled 7

“Yes. | went to the ‘ United States’
at five this afternoon, I called a servant
to show me the way to room forty-five,
and was told that the gentleman who had
occupied it left at twelve to-day.”’

“ How very strange !’ said Gladys as.

‘% No, it is not strange,"’ Geoffrey return-
ed, bitterly; “the man is a miserable
coward and he dare not meet me; his his-
tory is doubtless one of shame and wrong
—he knew that I would force it from him,
and he feared to remain and confess it.
But, Gladys, I shall find him yet—some
day I will compel him to face me and own
the truth. I will hunt him down! he
shall not escape me !

“ Oh, Geoftrey, pray do not let it trou-
ble you so—there may have been some
other reason for his going,” said the
young girl, laying her hand sympathetic-
ally on hisarm. = °

“No—1 tell you he was afraid to meet
me, and his guilt is evident in his flight;
he never would have run away like this,
if there had been no guilty secret in his
life ,which he was anxious to conceal from
me.’’

“Did you learn his name ?”’ Gladys in-
quired. :

A deep flush rose to Geoffrey's brow,
and he gave a start of annoyance.

“No,” he said. “I was so wretched
and angry that I never thought to ask
his name., When the servant told me
that he was gone, I turned on my heel
and walked out of the house and have
been walking ever since, trying to recover
my composure,”’ :

“ That was an oversight, dear,”’ said his
betrothed, gently, “ you should have se-
cured his name and address.”’

“Youare right; I will go back immedi-
ately and ascertain it.”’

“Oh, Geoffrey, perhaps 1t will be better
for you to leave it all just here,” the fair
girl urged. “*‘Where ignerance is bliss’
—you know the rest.”

“But I know too much already’ [ can
never rest until I sift this matter to the
very bottom. Could you, darling? If
you were not Uncle August’s own child,
and knew there was some mystery con-
nected with your birth, would you be sat-
isfied until you knew the truth ?’

% No, Geoft, 1 don’t belieye I should,”’
Gladys replied, thoughtfully, “and—I
know that such a discovery would make
me very unhappy,” she concluded with
starting tears.

Geofirey stooped and kissed her fondly,
then turned abruptly and left the room.
The young girl sighed wearily as she
slowly followed him.

“] am afraid there is trouble in store
for him, for my heart is heavy with fore-
bodings,” she murmured. :

Half an hour later Geoffrey returned,
and there was now a savage glitter in his
eyes, although his face was pale and full
of pain.

He found Gladys watching for him as
before.

He went up behind her chair, leaned
down, and whispered in her ear:

“The man’s name 1§—William Dale,
and he registered from Fort Union, New
Mexico.”’

Gladys looked around, a startled ex-
pression on her face, ;

“William Dale!” she repeated: then

he must be——"" ‘
“My father, and—a parent to be proud
of surely,” the young man nterposed,
with exceeding bitterness. “Oh, Gladys!”
he continued, in an agonized whisper, ¢ I
feel as if I should go mad—I can bear
anything better than dishonor,”

Gladys turned and laid her soft cheek
for an instant against the hand that was
resting on the back of her chair,

The involuntary and sympathetic caress
comforted him more than any words
could have done, for it seemed to say, no
matter what lay away back among those
early years before she knew him, nothing
could change her love for him, and he
would always be the same to her.

“I wish I could know the story of my
mother’s life,”” Geoffrey continued, with a
sigh, while a moisture gathered in his
eyes, ‘“Poor woman! I am afraid that
her fate must have been a sorrowful one.
Darling, I believe I shall go to New Mexi-
co and see what I can learn about this
man who registered from Fort Union.”

_ “Oh, Geoff, I fear it will only be chas-
ing a ‘ will o™-the-wisp’ "’ Gladys said, look-
ing distressed.

“I cannot help it. I must go. 1 shall
be wretched and good for nothing until I
learn all there is to know., I am going
now to tell Uncle August about it.

He sought Mr. Huntress, and laid the
whole matter betore him, making known
his desire, too, to go to New Mexico to see
if he could gain any further clew.

Mr. Huntress sympathized heartily
with him, and favored the project. He
could well understand how restless and
miserable Geoffrey would be until he had
used every possible means to discover his
parentage. _

So he did all he could to hasten and
facilitate his departure, and even eoftered
to accompany him ; but Geoffrey frankly
told bim that he preferred to go alone.
He felt that if he must learn that any
stigma rested on his birth, he could not
bear to have any one, not even his kind
friend, witness the struggle that must
come with the knowledge. Ie could
fight it best by himself,

lle left the next day but one, but
owing to delays both by rail and coach,
he did not reach Fort Union until ten
days later.

He made inquiries here for a man
named William Dale, but for several days
could gain no intelligence whatever re-
garding such a person.

At last he fell in with an old miner, by

man by that name many years previous,
and who directed him to that mining vil-
lage already described.

Thither Geofirey hastened at once,
reaching it one evening just at sundown,
and only a week after Everet Mapleson’s
visit to the same place.

liere he learned something of Annie
Dale’s story for Eyeret’s inquiries and
interest in the same person had revived
memories regarding that sad romance,
and it had become a common theme
since.

Annie Dale’s grave and the house where
she lived were pointed out to Geofirey,
and he went by himself to visit them.

e came to the dismantled home first,
and walked round and round it as Everet
Mapleson bad done, peering in through
the windows, noting the position of the
rooms, and wondering if he should ever
know 1f this had really been the home of
his mother, and under what circumstances
she had lived there; whether she had
been a loved and honored wife, or
whether her early death had been caused
by some secret sorrow that had broken
her heart. 4 -
He knew there had been another
visitor before him—although he had been
told nothing regarding those strangers’
visit of the week previous—for the broken
step and the trampled grass gave ample
evidence of that fact, :

He wondered if it could have been the
man who had go suddenly fled from >ara-
toga after meeting him, who had, perhaps
been driven there by sorrow and remorse
to look once more upon the ruin he had
wrought,

He grew more and more fearful that
the story of his birth must be a sorrowful
one, for it was evident that no one bear-
ing the name of William Dale had ever
resided 1 Fort Union.

He would not have been abie to trace
the man beyond that point at all, but for
this accidental meeting which the old
miner, who had worked in the mines
where he had owned his interest, and
bad thus been able to direct him to his
remote village.

If William Dale had never lived at Fort
Unpion, why had he registered from that
place? If he was now living at Fort
Union and his name was not William
Dale why had he used that address again
after the lapse of 80 many years.

There was something very mysterious
about the whole matter, and it began to
seem like a hopeless puzzle to the young
man.

He finally left the house and bent his
steps toward that small inclosure where,
in the gathering dusk, he could just see
the pure white head-stone gleaming
among the vines that grew all around it.

He entered the place and approached
the spot, noting that here, too, there
were signe of a recent visitor, and knelt
down to rcad the name that had been
inscribed upon the spotless marble.

“ Annie,’”’ he read, and the single name
sent a thrill through every fibre of his
being.

Here, too, there seemed evidence that
there was some sad tale of wrong and
suffering connected with the life of the
girl who had been buried there, for had
she been a wife and with nothing to con-
ceal, would not a fond husband have
wished the name that he had given her
also chiseled there ?

“Oh, if T could only know!” Geofirey
groaned within himself, as he bowed his
head upon the stone, feeling completely
baflled as if all trace must end here.
“Was this woman my mother? She was
something to Willhlam Dale, and William

tonished, )

never have betrayed so much emotion
upon meeting me and then fled from me.
Was she his lawful wife? Am I her child
and had I honorable birth ?"”

“Good heavens!” he added, aloud,
“ there must be some way to solve these
questions, Oh, if the Fates would but
guide me to some one who could tell me
how to unravel this mystery !”

“Ahem ! Well, youngster, I shouldn’t
wonder if I was yer man. What'll ye give

to hear a prettier love story than ever
was writ ?”’

CHAPTER XXVI,
A THRILLING BTORY,

Geoffrey started to his feet as if electri.
fied, as these unexpected words fell upon
his ears, and found himself face to face
with a man of perhaps fifty years, his face
seamed and browned by hardships and
exposure, rough in appearance, uncouth
in dress, with an anxious, alert air about
him which conveyed the impression that
he feared being identified and apprehen-
sion for some reason or other,

“Who are you?"’ Geofirey sternly de
manded, for he knew that country was
not the safest place in the world, and it
flashed upon his mind that the man might
be a robber, and bad followed him there
with some evil intent.

“1'm all right. I've no wish to harm
ye, sir,”’ was the reassuring response, as
the new comer appeared to read his
thought, “and I guess it don’t matter
much who [ be, provided I can tell ye
what ye seem to want to know about this
here grave "’

*“No,” replied Geoffrey, his suspicions
instantly vanishing. “If you can give
me the history of the poor lady who lies
here, and tell me where I can find the
man who brought her here, I'll pay you
well, and ask no further questions about
yourself. But how came you to follow
me to this place 7"’

“] didn’t foller ye. I was settin’ yon.
der, behind that clump of spruces, when
ye hove in sight. I didn’t mean to show
up at all, but when [ saw ye so eager by
this here tombstone, I was kind o’ curious
to know what yer game was, and so crept
on you unawares. But, I say, youngster,”
the man added, sudderly taking a step
forward, and peering eagerly into Geof.
frey’s face, ¢ who are you 7"’ :

The rough fellow bhad actually grown
pale, and his breath came in gasps through
his tightly locked teeth.

“] am an FEastern man,”’ answered
Geoftrey, evasively.

“Js—is your name Geoftrey ?’’ the man
demanded, in a hoarse whisper.

U Yes.ﬂ

“Ha! Geofirey Dale ?"’

“Yes,"”

“Great Christopher! I—I thought so.
Something about yer sent a chill over me
the minute I laid eyes on ye,” said the
man, trembling and terribly agitated.
“ Boy—boy,” he continued, 1n a tone of
fear, *“how on earth came ye and me to
turn up together here of all places in the
world 7"

Geoffrey was amazed at his words.

Evidently the man knew something
about him, and with that knowledge,
there was connected some incident that
caused him personal fear.

Instantly the young man’s mind re.
verted to the condition in which Mr,
Huntress had first found him—a poor
abandoned imbecile. Had this rough
creature known of that, or had anything
to do with it.

His next words enlightened him some-
what.,

“You're all right too, in the upper
story, and ye can talk,” he muttered.
““ Where have ye ben all these years ?”

% ¢ All these years.” How many years?”
queried Geoffrey, with a rapidly beating
heart.

“It's eight years ago, last spring, since
I last set eyes on ye, and I little thought
I should ever see you again; never with
that look on yer face. Where ye ben, I
say ?"’

“Eight years ago, last spring,” began
Geoftrey, gravely, while he closely watch-
ed every expression on his companion’s
countenance | was one day wandering, a
poor, demented boy, in the streets of
New York city. My strange appearance
and actions attracted a mob of urchins,
who began to make sport of me. They
were iIn the midst of their cruelty when
a carriage stopped near me, and a beauti
ful little girl beckoned to me, at the same
time opening the door of the carriage. I
darted away from my tormentors, sprang
in beside her, and the next moment was
driven away in safety, much to the rage
of the boys. The girl’s father took an
interest in me, consulted a physician, who
made an examination of my case, and re-
ported my demented state had been
caused by a heavy blow on the head seve-
ral years before,’’

Geoftrey saw the man shudder as he
made his statement, while a low exclama-
tion of pain or fear escaped him, and a
dim suspicion began to dawn on his mind.

“1t was found,” he resumed, still watch-
ing the man, “that my skull had been
fractured, and that a portion of the bone
was pressing on my brain, which caused
temporary paralysis, and made me an
imbecile.

Another shudder, more violent than the
other, strengthened his suspicion.

“This physician and another,”” he went

on, “believed that an operation might be
performed which would improve my con-
dition, 1f 1t did not fully restore me to
my right mind. Mr. Huntress, the man
who had taken me under his protection,
authorized the doctors to undertake the
operation. They did so—it was success-
ful, and I was restored.”
“ Heaven be praised!” ejaculated his
listener, heartily but tremulously. 1
haven’t that quite so heavy on my con-
science any longer.”

Geoffrey started, and his face bright-
ened.

He was gaining light, little by little.
“The first words that I uttered on com-
ing to myself,”” he continued, * were
something about a woman named—Mar-
gery—”

At the sonnd of that name, the man
before him bounded from his feet as if he
had been shot.

“ Margery!"” he repeated, in an agonized
voice, his face twitching his hands clench-
ing themselves convulsively, while his
eyes rolled in every direction, a look of
wildest fear in them. * Do you remember
Margery !

He leaned breathlessly toward the
young man, while he awaited his answer
with trembling eagerness.

“] remember this—and it is only a con-
fused remembrance, too,” Geofirey re-
plied, ¢ that some one by that name was
kind and good to me—that she was called
Margery, and I loved her. I have a dim
recollection that something happened to
her—that she was hurt or struck—"

On hearing this, the man stretched out
his hand with a quick, appealing gesture.
“ Don’t—don’t,” he pleaded hoarsely.
Do—do youremember anything--any one
else 2"’

“Yes, I recollect tbat there was a man
named Jack "’—another violent start con-
firmed Geoffrey’s suspicions—¢who was
not always good to me, and whom T feared
and—you are Jack !”’

This was something of a shot at random,
but it told instantly. _

The man sank to the ground, trembling
and unnerved, his face blanched with
fear, while great beads of perspiration
started out upon his forehead,

“Good Herven! I am lost! Have I
come back after all these years, just to
get caught like a rat in a trap 7"’ be cried,
brokenly. ¢ But,” he went on crouching
lower among the tall grass and weeds, “ [
never meant ye any harm, Master Geof-
frey. It was the drink that did 1it; it
crazed my brain, and I never really knew
I done ye such 1njury, or that I'd killed
the girl I loyed till hours after ’twas all
over.”’

Geoffrey grew pale now at this revela-
tion.

1t was far more than he dreamed of ex-
torting when he had charged the man
with his identity.

He was so excited that it was with diffi-
culty he could compose himself sufficient-
ly to speak, DBut after a moment or two
he said :

¢ Well, Jack, since it is you, and we
have recognized each other, you may as
wall make a clean breast of the whole
story. Owing to the kindness which I
have received, the injury which you did
me has not resulted so seriously as it
might have done ; but poor Margery !’
Boy—boy—ye will drive me crazy if ye
talk like that, Jack cried in a voice of
horror. 1 tell ye, I loved the girl, and I'd
never have lifted my hand agin her—I'd
have cut 1t off first, though we didn’t
always agree—but for the drink ; and if 1
could only look into her good faca once

Dale is something to me, or he would

more, and bear her say, Jagk I forgive
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ye! I'd be willin’ to lay down in the
grave beside her, though Heaven knows
['ve never even seen the spot where
she's buried.

ireat sobs choked the man’s utter-
ance, while tears rolled over his weather
beaten cheeks and dropped upon the
ground.

Geoffrey pitied him sincerely, while
at the same time a feeling of horror
crept over him as he began to realize
that the man had been making a con-
fession of murder.

Had he killed Margery and attempted
his life also. And was that the secret
of his having been abandoned in the
great city of New York?

He was burning with eagerness to
learn all the truth,

“T do not wish to pain you Jack,” he
said, “but I want you to tell me all
there is to tell. Begin at the beginning,
here in this peaceful spot where no one
will come to disturb us, and ease your
conscience of its burden.”

Jack looked up quickly as he referred
to that sacred inclosure.

“ How came ye to know where to find
yer mother’s grave ¥’ he asked.

Geoftrey’s heart bounded within him
at the question.

““ Annie” had been his mother then.
It was a great thing to have that point
settled, and he felt sure now that the
rest would all be explained.

“ Never mind that just now, Jack,”
he replied, with what calmness he could
assume ; ‘‘ when you have told me all
your story I will answer any question
you may ask.”

“Ye'll not give me over to the officers,
lad,” the man pleaded pitifully.

“ No, Jack, you need have no fear of
me ; as far as [ am concerned you may
go free for the rest of your life; if you
hayve wronged any one else you will have
to settle that with your own conscience.
All I ask of you is to tell me the history
of my early life, and what you know re-
garding my father and mother.”

“ Thank ye, master Geoffrey,” return-
ed Jack, humbly. * Idon’tdeserve that
ye should be so considerate. I'vehad to
skulk and hide for more twenty years,
and though there ain’t much in the world
that I care to live for, yet a feller don’t
exactly like the idee of bein’ put out of
it afore his time. I'll tell yeall I know
about yerself and your folks and wel-
come.”

“Come over to yonder log and let us
sit down,” Geoffrey said, indicating a
fallen tree, but he was vrry white and
felt weak and trembling as he moved tc-
ward it.

At last he believed the mystery of his
life was to be revealed. -

“ T came here to work in the mines
about a year afore Captain Dale—that’s
your dad—bought his claim,” Jack began,
after they were seated. ‘ He bought
out old Waters all of a sudden, and about
a fortnight after, he brought the prettiest
little woman that I ever set eyes on to
live in that house yoncer.

« His wife 7" eagerly queried Geofirey.

«“ Of course, lad—Ileastwise he said she
was, and she was called Mrs. Dale ; and
if ever a man set hislife by a woman the
captain was that one. He dressed her
like a doll and wouldn’t let her do a thing
except make little fancy knickknacks,
and was forever pettin’ and makin’ of
her as if she were a child. Wal, they
kep’ two maids—at least after a while
—one in the kitchen and one to wait
on Mrs. Dale, who was kind of ailin’.
Margery Brown was the waitin’ maid,
and she and me had been keepin’ com-
pany for quite a while, and it was agreed
between us that we’d marry afore long
and try our luck together in California.
I'd scraped together a snug little sum
and was tired of the mines. But after she
went to the cap’s house she began to put
me off—she grew so fond of his wife that
that she wouldn’t hear a word about
marrin’ and leavin her. At the end of
a year ye were born—and a cute little
nine pounder ye was, too, and a prouder
man ye never see than the captain was
after ye came. But it didn’t last long,
for yer mother began to fail afore ye were
a month old and in another week or two
she was dead.

“It just broke the captain’s heart.
He seemed half crazed, didn’t pay and
heed to his business, and finally said he
couldn’t stay here where everything kept
his mind stirred up with the past. He
told Margery he was goin’ to break up,
only he didn’t know what he should do
with you, for he hadn’t any place or
any folks to take you to.

¢ I thought my time to speak had come
then, and I told Margery she must take
me then or never, and if the captain were
willin’ we’d take the baby along with us,
until he could do better by it. This
pleased her and she said she’d speak to
the master about it. He was glad
enough to let ye come with us, for he
knew my girl loved ye and would take
better care of ye than any stranger. He
said he’d pay well for it until ye were
old enough to go to school, when he’d
take you to some good one to begin yer
education.

“ Well, Margery and I were married,
and went to California to live on a small
farm 1'd leased, just out of' Frisco, which
I worked part of the time and let out the
rest, at odd jobs, to get a little ready
money. The cap shipped all his fine
furniture off somewhere to be sold, shut
up the house yonder, and left for parts
unknown, though for the first two years
he came every six months to see how his
boy was gettin’ on. After that he didn’t
come so often, though he sent you money
regular.

Ye were the smartest little chap I ever
did see, Margery couldn’t have loved ye
any better if ye'd been her own, and she
made more on ye than 1 relished, and I
got jealous sometimes. We got on finely
for three years, then hard times came,
the crops didn’t turn out good, odd jobs
gave out, and I lay idle for weeks at a
time. I wasn’'t long gettin’ into bad
company those times, and I came home
wild with drink sometimes, and Margery
would cry and beg me to mend my ways.
But I didn’t, and at last she got riled
and threatened to give me the slip, which
only made me wicked and sullen.

“Qne night I came home worse than
ever—Heaven forgive me! 1'd been at
the bottle all day long, and the very Old
Boy had got into me. I staggered into
the house ugly enough for anything.
Margery had the table all laid, the kettle
was steamin’ on the stove, and she was
sittin’ with yerself in her arms—ye were
about five then—laughin’ and playin’
with ye as happy as a cat with one kit-
ten. The sight angered me somehow ; 1
couldn’t get reconciled that we’'d no tots
of our own, and 1 gave ye a cuff on the
ear with an oath.

Margery sprang up as mad as a hornet,
and shoved ye behind her.

“ ¢Let the child alone, you sot!’ she
said.

“¢T’ll sot ye! I yelled, and pushed
her roughly into a chair by the stove.

This roused all yer bad blood, small as
ye were. Ye flew at me, peltin’ me with
your little fists that couldn’t have hurt a
flea. Ye called me ‘a bad wicked man,’
ordered me to ‘let yer Margery alone or
ye'd tell ;

“Ye never finished that sentence, for
eyery word had put me in a worse rnge,
I grabbed a stick of wood from the
hearth, flung it at ye, and ye dropped
without a word, for it hit ye square in
the head.

“ My girl gave a shriek I'll never for-
get.” “Oh, ye drunken wretch !” she
cried. “I'll hate ye all my life if ye've
killed my darlin.”

“ She gave me a push and sprang to-
ward ye, but she never reached ye, for 1
grabbed her by the throat—fright at what

I'd already done, and the heat of the

room had made a madman of me—and
choked her till she grew purple in the
face, and then threw her from me. She
stumbled, caught her foot in a rug, and
fell. T laughed as she went over. Her |
head hit on the sharp corner of the stove |
with a sound I'll never forget till 1 die |
and then she, too, lay still and white on
the floor afore me.”

(70 be continued,)

—————l G- PO W

A Pleasure shared by Women only.

Malherbe, the gifted French author,
declared that of all things that man
possesses, women aione take pleasure in
being possessed. This seems generally
true of the sweeter sex. Like the ivy
plant, she longs for an ohject to cling to
and love—to look to for protection. This
being her prerogative, ought she not to
be told that Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Pres-
cription is the physical salvation of her
sex ? It barvishes all those distressing
maladies that make her life a burden,
curing all painful irregularities, uterine |
disorders, inflammation and ulceration,
prolapsus and kindred weaknesses. As
a nervine, it cures nervous exhaustion,
prostration, debility, relieves mental anx-
iety and hypochondria, and promotes re-
freshing sleep.

|
e 2 e — |

The original Eau de Cologre is made
from a recipe which has been known to
only ten persons since it was discovered

nearly 200 years ago. The written
copy of it is kept in a crystal goblet,
under triple locks, in the room in which
the essential oils are mixed. The casks

in which the perfume is kept are made
of cedar wood from Lebannon, which is
stronger than any other and does not
smell. More than 2,000,000 bottles are
sold annuaily.

—_— = -5 -

Partly Gave Up.

“ In the year 1885, 1 coughed for six
wonths, and having unsuccessfully tried |
many remedies, 1 partiy gave up, think-
ing 1 had consumption. At last I tried
Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam, less than
one bottle of which cured me, leaving
me as well as ever 1 was.”"—Hexry W,
Carxs, Wabash, Ont.
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Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Romm}f’icun-s the worst
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1S PILLS.

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS., ALWAYS
ASK FOR DR. PIERCE’'S PELLETS, 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 gealed. Always fresh and reliable. As
a laxative, alterative, or purgative,
these little Pellets give the most perfect
satisfaction.

SIGK HEADAGHE,

Bilious Headache,
PDizziness, Constipa-
tion, Indigestion,
Bilious Attacks,andall
derangements of the stom-
ach and bowels, are prompt- &7 i
ly relieved and permanently
cured by the use of Dr.
Pierce’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

o 9900 KV

% ig offered by the manufactur-
g ers of Dr. Sage’s Catarrh

Y Remedy, for a case of
Chronic Nasal Catarrh which
they cannot cure.

SYMPTONMS OF CATARRI.—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
wvreak, 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-
gult in consumption, and end in the grave.
No disease is so common, more deceptive and
dangerous, or less understood by physicians.

By its mild, soothing, and healing properties,

cases of Catarrh, ‘“cold in the head,”
Coryza, and Catarrhal EHeadache.
Sold by druggists everywhere; 50 cents.

¢ Untold Agony from Catarri:®

Prof. W. HAUSNER, the famous mesmerist,
of Ithaea, IN. 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. DMy 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 Spiiting.”?

TroMAS J. RusainNGg, 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.
thought nothing could be done for me. ‘Lm-k-
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.

ErLr RosriNs, Runyan P. O., Columbia Co.,
Pa., says: My daughter had catarrh when
she was five years old, very badly. 1 saw Dr.
Sage’s Catarrh Reme(iy advertised, and pro-
cured a bottle for her, and goon saw that it
helped her; a third bottle effected a perma-

' sound and hearty.”

nent cure. She is now eighteen years old and

Pure.

This powder never varies. A marvel of purity

Absolutely

strength and wholesomeness, More economi-
cal than the ordinary kinds, and eannot be sold
in competition with the multitude of Jow test,
short weight. alum or phosphate pcwders. Sold
only in cans, ROYAL BAKING PowDER Co. 106
Wall Street, New York.

1888.
FALL AND WINTER.

PRACTICAL TAILOR,

I have just opened one of the finest stocgs that
has ever been placed before the publie in
this City in the Tailoring Trade. All
the latest designs in the follow-
ing goods:

Cork Screws, Meltons,
Beaver, Naps.

Fancy Trouserings
a Specialty.

Call and examine before purchasing
elsewhere. Always a FIRrsT-CLASS fit
guaranteed.

PRICES MODERATE.
JOSEPH WALKER,

Next door above TW. I, Vanwart's Grocery
Store, Queen Street, Frederiction.
Fredericton, Cctober 17

IIN STOCIER,

THE FOLLOWING

CANNED GOODS:

Corn, Peaches,
Tomatoes, Pineapple,
Peas, Oysters,
Baked Beans, Lobsters,
Corn Beef, Salmon,

Lunch Tongue, Potted Ham,
Condensed Milk,

Condensed Coffee. |

ALSO, A CHOICE LOT OF

T,

—iN—

3, 9, 10, 12, 15 and 20 lb: Caddies’
AT LOWEST PRICES.

S. L. MIORRISON,
Queen St., Corner of York.

THE KEY T0 HEALTH.

CEORGE W. ALLEN,

1888.

Joseph Walker,

WIDE WALE OVERCOATINC, |

' DAY EXPress, ......ccccocoetvtescsccccescns 7.30
! AccomnmoOdation, . .....cooviermeeisieans 11.20
Express for Sussex......coooiviireeeans 16.35
Express for Ialifax & Quebec,.......185.00

Barrister-at-Law,

Winsiow’s Building, St. John St,,
FREDERICTON.

Fredericton, October 24, 1888,

F.J. SEERY, M. D., C. .

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 Certiiicate in Midwifery.

OFFICE:

Fishers’ Building, Cor. Queen and York Streets.

Resipexce—109 Brunswick Street.
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INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY

'88 Winter Arrangement '69

On and afier MONDAY, November
26th, 1888, the Lrains of this Railway
will run daily, (Sunday excepted) as
follows :

Traing will leave St. John:

A Sleeping Car will run daily on the 18.10
Train to Halifax.

On TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATURDAY, a
Slesping Car for Montreal will be attached L0
the Quebec Express, and on MONDAY, WEDNES-
DAY and FRIDAY, a Sleeping Car will be attach-
ed at Mencton.

Trains will arrive at St. John:

lixpress from Halifax & Quebee,...... 7.00
TExpress from SUSSeX,........ccovnirenss 8.35
AccommodAtion, .......cooovivieiiiieans 13.30
Day Express,.........ccoovetieiecenccsnnns 19.20

£~ All Trains are run by Kastern Standard
Time,

D. POTTINGER,
Chief Superintendent.
RAILWAY CFFICE,

Monecton, N, B., Nov. 20th, 1888.

RAILWAY CO.

ALL RAIL LINE.

Arrangement of Trains---In
effect Jan. 7th, 1889,

LEAVE FREDERICTON :

(Eastern Standard Time.)

1
{

|

|

Unlocks allthe clogged avenues of thxo
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver, carry-
ing off gradually without weakening the
system, all the impurities and foul
humors of tho secretions; at the same
time Cor:geting Acidity of the
Stomach, curing Biliousness, Dys-

psia, ' Headaches, Dizziness,
geartburn, Constipation, Dryness
of the Skin, Dropsy, Dimness of
Vision, Jaundice, éalt Rheum,
Erysipelas, Scrofula, I'luttering of
the Heart, Nervousness, and Gen-
eral Debility; all these and many
other similar Complaints yield to the
happy influence of BURDOCK
BLOOD BITTERS.

T. MILBURN & CQ., Proprietors, Toromfo.

GREAT RUSH !
New 5 and 10 Cent Store,

Queen St., Fredericton.

JUST OPENED :
A large Stock of New Goods consisting cf:
Glassware, Tinware, Woodenware,
Hardware, Jewelry, Soaps, Pic-
tures, Tops and thousand
of Useful and Fancy
Articles, at

S and 10 Cents Each.)

| 845 A, m,—Express tor Vanceboro,

{ 1250 r. m.—For Fredericton Junction, 8t, John,

| 8 vo., 125 prescriptions for all
; diseases,

7¢0 a. M.—Express for St. John, and inter-
mediate points.

Bangor,

Portland, Boston and points West; St.

Stephen, St. Andrews, Houlton, Wood-

stock, Presque Isle, Grand Falls, Ed-

mundston, and points North.

and peints East,
ARRIVE AT FREDERI{CTON :

1I 35 A. Mm—From Fredericton
John, and points Kast.

3 310 P. M,—From Fredericton Juncticn, Vance-
boro, Bangor, Portland, Boston, and
points West; St. Andrews, St. Stephen,
Houlton and Woodstock.

6 20 ». M.—Express from St. John, and inter-
mediate points.

Junction, St

LEAVE GIBSON:

and pcecints
North.

ARRIVE AT GIBSON
4 15 r. M.—Mixed 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.

EXHAUSTED VITALITY

HE SCIENCE OF LIFE,

the great Medical Work of
the age on Manhood, Nervous
and Physical Debility, Prema-
ture Decline, Errors of Youth,
and the untold miseries con-
sequent thereon, 300 pages,

—

T

Cioth, full gilt, only m
$1,00, by mail, sealed, Illus- SRS 7
trative sample free to all ’ .

voung and middle-aged men, Send now, The
Gold and Jewelled Medal awarded to the author
by the National Medical Association. Address
P. O. Box 1895, Boston, Mass., or Dr. W, H,
PARKER, graduate of Harvard Medlcal Col-
lege, 25 years’ practice in Boston, who may be
consulted confidentially, Specialty, Diseases of

- ———
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* ESTABLISHED OVER 50 YEARS.

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS

STEAM

—AND—

Sleigh Factory.

LalTHags

[I5g~ Call and inspect our stock before purchasing

elsewhere.

All work accompanied by a three years’ guarantee.
We use nothing but the very best American Stock.
55 Send for Illustrated Catalogues and Price List

PATRONIZE HOME INDUSTRY 1™

r= The Largest aud Oldest Factory in the Dominion.

First Prize awarded for Fine and Durable Workmanship at
the Dominion Exhibition held at St. John in 1883.

e

ORGANS. PIANOS.

I have now on hand a large stock of Pianos, including the

NEW HEINTZMAN AND NEW BELL PIANOS,

CRANDS, SQUARES AND UPRICHTS.
7 FIRST-CLASS IN EVERY RESPECT.

Handsome cases of double Veneered Rosewood, Mahogany,
Blistered Walnut and French Burl.

All Pianos gusranteed three unisons. In etyle. beauty, finish, woikmanship, grandaess,
brilliancy and purity of tone and durability they are unequalled.

ORGANS [N GREAT VARIETY.
New Engiand Bethoven and Bell Organs,

Suitable for Churches, Lodge and Concert rooms, and Parlors.

Cases of the best material. Beautifully finished throughout. Tone full, grand, clear and sweet
Don’t be led astray by false representations of agents* but come and see for yourself, Buying for
Cash I am thus enabled to give better value for the money than any other Jdealer in the Province.

Sold ca easy terms—Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines.

D, McCATHERIN, - - - Phenix Square, Fredericton.

KREDERICTON, December 12, 1883
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A. L. F.VANWART,
UNDERTAKER'!

COFFINS and CASKETS of all sizes and prices in Wood, Cloth, Walnut and Metallic Robes,
and Brown Habits of superior make and quality, constant!y on hand.

2~ Particular attention given to laying eut and preserving bodies from discoloring,

Parties ordering Caskets by telegram, can have the same shipped by first train. Can be found
day or night at Warerooms, or at Residence, King Street, opposite P. McGinu’s.

Opp. Edgecombe & Sons’ Carriage Factory, York Street,
FREDERICTON, N. B.

Fredericton, January 18, 1888
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MURRAY & €o

WING MACHINES

—AND—

ORGAINS.

We are going to sell 100 each this year, if we are to judge by the sales
made in the last few months. Our prices are for the BEST
SEWING MACHINE in the Market

Only $27.50 Cash, or $30.00. $5.00 per month until paid.
Or our Small Machine for $20.00, or $22.50 on same

terms.

Every Machine Warranted ! 1f not satisfactory, money refunded !

B Our sales of Organs this year has been very large. The LOW
PRICES suit the people. We employ no Agents but give the buyer the
large commissions paid Agents. p -5

&ZF Call and see us or write for prices.

Man. Office, No. 4 Bulfinch St. May 16-1y.

McMURRAY & Co.




