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PUZZLE.

Ten weary, footsore travellers,
All in a woeful plight,

Sought shelter at a wayside inn
One dark and stormy night.

“ Nine rooms no more,” the landlord said,
‘“ Have I to offer you,

To each of eight a single bed,
But the ninth must serve for two.”

A din arose. The troubled host
Couid only scratch his head,

For of those tired men no two
Would occupy one bed.

The puzzled host was soon at ease—
He was a clever man—

And so to please his guests devised
This most ingenious plan :—
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In room marked A two men were placed,
The third was lodged in B,

The fourth to C was then assigned,
The fifth retired to D.

In E the sixth he tucked away,
In F the seventh man,

The eighth and ninth in G and H,
And then to A he ran.

Wherein the host, as I have said,
Had laid two travellers by,

Then taking one—the tenth and last—
He lodged him safe in I.

Nine single rooms—a room for each—
Were made to serve for ten;

And this it is that puzzles me
And many wiser men.

Titeraure.
DOUBLE DEALING.

CHAPTER XXIX,
AN UNEXPECTED MEETING,

The sun had long since gone down, and
darkness was rapidly setting over the
country, as Geoffrey pursued his way,
grateful indeed that he had such good
news to take back to Jack but, well nigh
discouraged on his own account.

It had been agreed that he should learn
all he could about Henley’s old home,
and where Margery was buried, and that
Jack should himself revisit the place after
nightfall, upon his return, since he did
not dare to make his appearance there by
daylight. .

The road to the town lay through a
heavy growth of timber, and, as Geofirey
came into it, the darkness was so intensi-

fied that at first he could hardly distin-.

guish the way, when, suddenly his horse
gave a startled snort and shied one side,
nearly throwing his rider from the saddle.

% Gently, gently, sir,”” he said, reassur-
ingly, as he quickly recovered himself.
¢ What is the trouble, my boy ?”’

He glanced searchingly about him, and
saw a muffled figure sitting upon a rock
under the shadow of a great tree.

Geoffrey’s hand instinctively caught the
handle of the revolver that he always car-
ried when travelling, and then rode direct-
ly up to the figure. :

“ Who are you?’ he demanded, ‘“and
why are you sitting here alone in the
darkness.”’

# Do not fear, sir,” responded a quiet,
honest voice. “lam only a woman on
my way home from town, and sat down
here to rest a moment.”

“] beg your pardon, madam, for accost-
ing you as I did,” Geofirey returned apol.
ogetically, “but I must confess I was
startled, as well as my horse for a moment.
Are you not afraid to be travelling this
lonely way at this time of the eyening ?"’

“No, sir, 1 am not afraid. I know
every step of the way, but I am not so
young as I was once, and it tires me to
walk,’”” the woman replied, with a weary
note in her voice.

“ Have you far to go?"’ the young man
asked,

“No, only to the second house from
here—to Farmer Bruce’s.”

“Ah! Youare going to Mr. Bruce’s.
1 have just come from there. I will turn
about and see you safely to the house ; or
if you could manage to sit on a man’s
saddle, you shall ride, and I will lead my
horse,’’ said Geoffry kindly ; for now that
he had been accustomed to the dim light
he could discern that the woman looked
worn and weary, and his sympathies were
enlisted for her,

“No, no; thank you, sir, I will not
trouble you,”’ the woman returned. * But
tell me,’”’ she continued, rising and coming
toward his side, “Is Farmer Bruce still
alive? Is the family well ?”’

Somethiug in her anxious tone and her
agitated manner, as well as these ques-
tions, sent a sudden thrill through the
young man’s heart.

He bent and looked searchingly into
her face, which was upraised to his,

“Yes, Farmer Bruce 18 living. You
said you were on your way home. Do you
belong to the family ?’’ he asked.

“No—I—I used to live near them; I
have come for a visit,” was the confused
reply.

Geoffrey bent still nearer to her, when
the woman suddenly uttered a startled
cry, and laid her hand upon his arm.

% Qh, sir ! who are you?" she cried. “I
am sure you must be Master Geofirey.
You are so like your father, 1 should
know you anywhere, and 1 could never
forget the boy I loved. You are Geof-
frey, aren’t you)? and don’t you remem-
ber—Margery 7"

She ended with a sob, and her hold
tightened on his arm as if she feared to
lose him,

(Geoffrey had half-suspected her identity
when she had inquired so eagerly about
Farmer Bruce ; but it was a shock to him,
nevertheless, to find his suspicions thus
verified, and he felt that, if he should
never learn anything more definite re-
garding his father, he should feel more
than repaid for his journey hither, just to
have found Jack and Margery, seen them
restored to each other, and the shadow
removed from their lives,

He seized the trembling hand that lay
upon his arm, and shook it heartily.

“Yes, I am Geofirey, and I do remem-
ber Margery,’’ he said, in a glad, earnest
tone.

The poor, long-suffering, wandering
¢reature dropped her head against his
horse’s neck, and burst into a passion of
tears.

¢ Heaven bless you, Master Geoffrey
for owning it at last—my heart’s been
well nigh crushed since you denied it,
and ran away from me in New York,”’ she
said, brokenly between her sobs.

% Denied it, and ran away from you in
New York!’ repeated the young man,
astonished.

“Yes, sir; sure you haven't forgotten
that day when you bought the roses of
me, and I asked you if you weren't Geof-
frey Dale ? You told me no—your name
was Everet, and you didn’t know any-
thing about Jack, nor about any of the
other things I talked of.”

A light broke upon Geoffrey’s mind.

She had seen Everet Mapleson, and
made a very natural mistake; she had
believed him to be the child she had
loved and cared for, and 1t was no wonder
;I;e was pamned by his refusal to recognize

r.

¢*1 never bought any roses off you in
New York, Margery,” he said kindly, ¢I
have never seen you until now since ] was
a small boy of five years.”

The woman looked up at him amazed.

Geoftrey smiled frankly into her up
turned face.

“The young man whom you met was a
Mr. Everet Mapleson—we were in college
together, and we look so much alike that
we are often mistaken for each other,”
he explained.

“Ah! dearie, my heart is lighter now
you’ve told me this,”” Margery said, with
a long drawn sigh. “1 was cruelly hurt
when 1 thought you wouldn’'t own me,
and I was so sure to that you could tell
me something about Jack—can’t you tell
me where he is? Where, where have you
been all these years Master Geoffrey ?
Ab, I feared that cruel blow Jack gave
you had killed you and I'd never see you
again; but, poor man! he’d never have
lifted his hand against you if he’d been
himself, Heayven pity him | wherever he
is, 1f he’s living at all,”

She had rambled on in this disconnect-
ed way without even waiting for a ro‘ply
to any of her questions, and Geofirey felt
the tears rise to his eyes, as he realized

something of the burden that lay so|

heavy on her heart, and had made the
lonhg, long years so dreary and oppressive
er.

He dismounted from his horse, and
{aking her by the arm, said, gently :

“Come back to the rock, Margery,
where you were sitting, and I will tell
you all you wish to know. It is a long
;tor,y,, and you will be weary with stand-
ng.

She looked up appealingly.

“One word, Master Geoftfrey. Jack-—"'

Her trembling lips refused to utter an-
other word, and the young man thought
he might as well tell her at once about
her husband and set her heart at rest.

“ Jack is living and well, and—within a
mile of you at this yery moment,” he said,

| 1n & cheeerful tone.

“Oh, dearie! Heaven reward you for
those blessed words,” Margery murmured ;
then her head sank upon her breast, and,
tottering weakly forward, she dropped
upon the rock where Geoffrey had first
seen her, and fell to sobbing like a tired
child.

Geoffrey waited until she had grown
somewhat calmer, and then told her, as
briefly as he could, something of his own
and Jack's history during the last eighteen
years,

She never interrupted him during the
recital, but seemed to drink in every
word, as one perishing from thirst would
drink in pure, life-giving water.

When at last he had told her all, she
lifted her face, and, while she wiped the
streaming tears from her eyes, she ex-
claimed :

*“Ah! Master Geoffrey, I feel almost as
if I was drawing nigh to heaven, after all
the waiting, the wandering, the loneli-
ness, and misery, to find my Jack again,
and know that he has been true to his
love for me all the time. Poor fellow!
his fate has been harder than mine, after
all, for he’s had to carry a burden of guilt
with him; but it is all over now, thank
Heaven! You will take me straight to
him ?” she concluded, eagerly.

“Of course I will,’ Geoffrey replied,
heartily, *he is waiting at the public
house 1n the town for me—waiting for me
to come and tell him about his old home,
from which he fled so may years ago, and
about a certain grave, which he has
imagined has lain lonely and neglected
all that time, and which he was to go to
visit, under cover of the darkness, upon
my return.”

“Poor man! poor man !’ sobbed Mar-
gery, all unmindful of her own long suffer-
ing, in her sympathy for her erring hus-
band, “but, praise the Lord, there’s no
grave for him to weep over, and that he
can walk the earth once more and fear no
man.,’’

She arose and drew her cloak about her
preparatory to going back to town with
her companion,

Geoftrey 1nsisted that she should ride,
while he walked beside her and guided
the horse.

He saw that she was very weary, as well
as weak, from her recent agitation, and
not fit to walk the long distance.

She demurred at first, but he would
listen to no objections, and she permitted
him to put her into the saddle, and then
they started on theiwr way.

Geoffrey questioned her about her hife
during the last eighteen years, and he
marveled, as he listened to her story, at
the woman's unwavering devotion and
love for the man whose hand so nearly
deprived her of life.

She told him, as Mr. Bruce had already

done, that, as soon as she was able, she
had sold of all her household goods and
the farm-stock, and realized over a thou-
sand dollars. She deposited all but enough
for her immediate needs in a bank of San
Fraucisco, where she already had some
money laid by, and instructed a lawyer
there to use it as a reward for the dis-
covery of her husband.
She then began her own toilsome
pilgrimage to search for bim herself,
She roved from one large city to another,
stopping some time in each, now taking
in washing and ironing to support herself
and earn money to continue her search
in the next place where she should go ;
going out as a servant in other places, or
selling flowers or confectionery upon the
corners of the streets for the same pur-
pose, while she eagerly scanned every face
she saw in the hope of somewhere and
sometime coming across either Jack or
the boy; she had never believed, as
others, that the latter was dead. She
felt sure that Jack must have discovered
some signs of life about him, and to take
bhim away with the hope of having him re-
stored,

In this way she had visited almost every
large city in the United States. She had
been in different mining districts also,
thinking that perhaps her husband might
have gone back to his old business, hop-
ing thus to hide himself more securely.
She had even been in Canada and other
British provinces, but had never met with
the least encouragement in her search,
until that day when she had seen Eyeret
Mapleson in New York and believed him
to be Geoffrey. Her disappointment
and grief at his persistent denial of
all knowledge of her, had actually pros-
trated her for the first time during all her
tireless search, and she had not been
able to leave her bed for several weeks,
which accounts for young Mapleson’s in-
ability to find her.

At length, during the last few months,

she had relinquished all hope; but an
insatiable longing had seized her to visit
her old home once more, and the kind
family who had befriended her in the
hour of her sore need. After that, she
meant to draw her money from the bank
in San Francisco, and with it purchase a
right in some home for the aged, where
she could peacefully spend the remainder
of her life.
The woman was not old, being only
about forty-five years of age, but her
sorrow and the laborious existence she
had led had aged her far more than even
another decade could have done,

She could tell Geoftrey nothing more
regarding the identity of his father than
he already knew, She had never seen
him since his last visit to her home, more
than a year previous to the tragedy, and
she had never known any other address
than the one of which Mr, Bruce had
spoken. He had told her to send a letter
to “ Lock Box 43, Santa Fe,’ if anything
should ever happen to his boy, and she
wished to summon him.

But she had gone away without com-
municating with him; she had been
eager to get away before he come again,
for she had not courage to meet him and
tell him the dreadful story about his
child, which she alone knew.

“ Margery,”’ Geoffrey said, gravely, after
she had concluded her account, “ have
you never thought that there was some-
thing very strange in the fact that my
father should have been so reserved about
himself, and kept his only child so remote
and concealed from all his friends ?”’

“ Yes, Master Geoftrey, it did strike me
as queer, at times; but I reasoned that
perhaps he hadn’t any very near friends,
for he talked of putting you to some
school as soon as you were old enough to
go away from me.”

“ Do you think that everything was all
right between him and my mother ?”’
“How right, sir?”’ the woman asked,
with surprise.

“ Do you think that they were legally
married ? Did you ever see or hear any-
thing while you lived with them to make
you suspect that they might not be hus-
band and wife? It is a hard question for
a son to ask, but the secrecy with which
my father has seemed to hedge himself
about, has led me to fear that there was
some grave reason why he could not, or
would not haye me with him and openly
recognize me. Why was he unwilling to
have you use his name if you had occasion
to write to him, but instead gave you a
blind address, which no one could recog-
nize, and to which, doubtless, he alone had
the ixey ™

“Good lord, Master Geoffrey, never
had any such thoughts entered my head
before !'”” Margery exclaimed, in a tone of
startled amazement. *“ Ineversaw & man
fonder of his wife than Captain Dale was
of your mother; and he had reason to be
fond of her, too, for she worshipped the
very air he breathed, and was always so
sweet and merry that a man would have
been a brute not to have loved her.
But—"’

“ Well 7"’ queried Geofirey, eagerly, the

hot blood surging to his brow, with a feel-
ing of dread, as she stopped, a note of
sudden conviction in her tone.
“ Well, I do remember, once, that she
did not seem quite happy, but I have
never given it a second thought until
now,”” Margery said, reflectively.

“Tell me about it,’’ the young man
commanded, briefly.

“ They had been out for a walk one
night after tea, and it was quite dark when
they returned. They stopped a moment
on the steps, before coming 1n, and I was
at an open window up.stairs just above

them. Your mother had been crying—I1

could tell by the sound of her voice—and
all at once she turned acd threw her arms
around the captain’s neck and sobbed :

“Oh, Will, I wish you would, for my
sake and—for our baby’s sake,”’

“I will, my darling,” the captain told
her, “it shall be done just as soon as I
can turn myself, but 1t would ruin me to
do it now. Have patience, my pet, and
it will be all right in a few months more,
at the farthest.”

“She didn’t say another word, only ut-
tered a tired kind of sigh, kissed him
softly, and then went in. But I never
thought much about it afterward. 1
didn’t know but what she had been coax-
ing him to leave the mines and go back
where they came from, for I'm sure it
couldn’'t have been nice for her to live
there where there wasn’t hardly another
woman fit to associate with her,”” Margery
continued, thoughtfully.

But Geoffrey believed his gentle mother
had been asking for something far more
important than a change of residence;
that would have been of comparitively
little consequence to her, loving his father
as she did. He imagined that she had
been pleading to be recognized as Cap-
tain Dale's lawful wife, so that her child
might have lawful birth.

He sighed heavily, for the farther he
went in his search the darker and more
perplexing grew the way,

CEAPTER XXX,

A HAPPY REUNION, AND A STARTLING RECOG-
NITION,

Reaching the public house where he
had left Jack, Geoffrey quietly drew Mar-
gery into the small parlor, where he made
her lay aside her bonnet and cloak, put
her 1nto a comfortable rocker to rest, and
then went out to break the glad tidings
of her existence and return to her hus-
band,

He found him sitting alone on the
porch outside the bar room—nothing ever
tempted him inside such a place nowa-
days—Ilooking wistfully out toward the
east, where the full August moon was
just rising above the horizon in all its
splendor.

“ Well Jack, has the time seemed very
long te you ?”’ Geoffrey asked, in a cheer-
ful tone as he sat down beside him.

“It has sir; I've had hard work to wait.
I've a strange hankerin’ after the old
bhome to-night. If I could only wake up
and find I'd been dreamin’ all these
years, and the old place just as it was,
with my girl waitin’ at the door for me,
I'd almost be willin’ to give up my hope
o’ heaven. But when I think it's only an
empty house--a cold hearthstone, and—
a grave somewhere nigh, that I'm goin’
to find, I feel a’most like givin’ up the
battle.”

The man’s head sank upon his breast in
a disconsolate way, while it seemed as if
be had no heart to ask Geoffrey anything
about the trip from which he had just re-
turned.

The young man waited a few moments,
hoping he would question him ; but as he
still remained absorbed n his own sad
thoughts, he at length remarked ;

“ Well, Jack, 1 found Farmer Bruce.”

“ Ay ! then he’s alive yet ; he must be
nigh on to sixty,”” the man replied, look-
Ing up now with a gleam of interest.

“1 should judge him to be about that;
but he’s hale and hearty, and seems like
a very kind-hearted man, too.”

“ A better never lived !"” Jack affirmed,
many’s the good turn he and his wife has
done me, and—ah !—"

A shiver completed the sentence, as if
those bygone days were too painful to
dwell upon, .

Geofirey pitied the poor fellow from the
depths of his heart, and yet he hardly
knew where to begin, or how to break his
good news to him.

“Shall I tell you what Mr. Bruce told
me, Jack 7"’ he at length asked.

The man nodded, and, by the light of
the moon, his companion saw a gray
pallor settle over his, face which seemed
to have grown almost rigid in its outlines.

Geoffrey began by telling him how Mrs.
Bruce had gone over to borrow some tea
of Mrs. Henley, the day following Jack’s
flight ; how she knocked and there came
no response, when she stepped into the
kitchen and found Margery lying on the
floor, and becoming so frightened at the
sight, she had turned and flew back to
her home, with hardly more than a glance
at the prostrate woman,

“ Farmer Bruce,” he went on, ‘“at once
went back to your house, taking his son
and a hired man with him. They lifted
Margery and laid her on her bed, and
then John Bruce rode off with all his
might after a doctor—"’

“Doctor! What could they want of a
doctor ?—a coroner ye mean,’’ interrupted
Jack, in a thick, hoarse voice.

“No, a doctor Jack—she needed one;
she didn’t need a coroner.”

“ Ha 1"

The man started wildly to his feet as
the hoarse cry burst from him ; then sank
back again, pressing his hands hard
against his temples and staring about him
in & half-dazed way, as if he had not com-
prehended what he had heard.

“ Master Geoffrey, don’'t—don’t tell me
Do more,” he pleaded in an agonized
tone. “I can’t bear it; they didn’t need
any doctor to tell them that she was dead
—just tell me where to find her grave.
I'll go and take one look at it; then I'll
make tracks again for Australia; [ can't
stop here.”

The man’s tone was so despairing, his
attitude so hopeless, and his words so
heart-broken, that Geofirey had hard work
to preserve his own composure,

“But Jack, there — there isn’t any
grave,” he said at last,

Jack lifted another vacant look to the
young man’s face,

“ No grave! no coroner! a doctor!"” he
muttered, then suddenly he seemed to
comprehend and was galvanized into life,

He sprang up; he seized Geoffrey by
the shoulder.

“Boy! boy!” he cried, in a strained
unnatural voice, “ye can’t mean it? ye
can’t mean that she didn’t die ? that—that
I didn’t kill her after all! Tell me—tell
me quick, if ye’ve brought me such bless-
ed truth as that, I’am yer slave as long as
[live.”

He was terribly agitated. He shook as
if he had suddenly been attacked with
violent ague, and Geofirey could see his
broad chest rise and fall with the heayy
throbbing of his startled heart.

“Sit down, Jack,” he continued, rising
and putting him back into his chair; “you
must be more calm or I cannot tell you
anything. Margery was not dead, but
she was dreadfully hurt, and was ill for a
long time, so ill that for more than a
month they thought every day that she
must die.”

“ And—she—didn’t ?"’

The words were almost inarticulate, but
Geoffrey understood him by the motion
of his lips,

“Don’t tell me,” he continued, catch-
ing his breath in a spasmodic way, a look
of horror in his eyes, don’t tell me that
ghe lived to be—Ilike as you was,”

“No no, Jack, she got well,”” Geoffrey
replied, but his own voice shok over the
words,

“Oh! my girl "

Jack Henley slipped from his chair,
falling upon his knees beside his com-
panion, while his head dropping a dead
weight against his arm.

“ Look here, my man,’”’ Geoffrey now
said, with grufl’ kindness, though he was
nearly unmanned himself, ¢ this 1sn’t
going to do at all, You must brace up
for there is a long story to be told yet.”

He Ihifted him to his feet by main force
drew his arm within his own, and com-
pelled him to walk up and down the
porch two or three times.

Then he seated him sgain, and began
at once to tell poor Margery’s story.

The man listened as if spell-bound, he
scarcely seemed to breathe, so intent was
he to catch every word, He did mnot
move, even, until Geoffrey mentioned
meeting the strange woman in the wood,
when he looked up, a wild gleam in his
eye, a cry of joy on his life,

When Geoffrey repeated what she had
told him about her traveling from city to
city, searching for her husband, working
at whatever her hands could find to do,
to earn the money necessary to keep up
her tireless quest, he control himself ne
longer. Great sobs came from him.

“ My girl ! my girl ! I never deseryed
it of her! Where is she, Master
reoffrey ? tell me and I'll creep on my
knees to her feet to ask her forgiveness!
he wildly cried.

« Jack she is here !”

« Here! Where?” and he glanced
about him in fear and awe.

« Here, in this very house! waiting

longing to see you'! to ease your consci-

ence of its burdens, and tell you that she
freely forgives everything.”

“Can she 7’ the trembling husband
breathed in an awed tone.

“Come and see,” Geoffrey returned,
and taking him by the arm, he lead him
toward the parlor where Margery was
anxiously awaiting him, her patience
nearly exhausted by the long delay.

Reaching the door Geoffrey opened it
pushed Jack inside the room, then shut
the two in together.

“Jack !”

“ Madge ! my girl !”

The glad, fond cry of the wife restored
at last to her long-sought loved one—the
pleading, repentant intonation of the
erring husband, were the only sounds
that he caught, as he turned away, and
with tears in his eyes, went out alone
into the quiet summer night leaving them
in their joy.

Two hours later, Jack came to seek
him, but he walked like a drunken man,
weakly and unsteadily.

His unexpected happiness was almost
more than he had strength to bear, and
he seemed weak and shaken as if from
a long illness; but on his rough and
weather-beaten face there was a look of
peace and joy that Geoffrey never forgot.

“ Master Geoffrey,” he said, in a hum-
ble tone, though there was a ring of
gratitude and gladness in it ; “it’s all
right at last thank God? I'll never say
there ain’t a God agin. I can face the
whole world now that my Madge lives
and loves me the same as ever. I can
breathe free once more, since I know
her blood ain’t on my hands—oh ? it’s too
good a’most to be true?’ he continued
drawing a long, full breath, “and bless
ye sir, all I’ve got in the world wouldn’t
pay ye what I owe ye.”

“Jack, you owe me nothing,” Geoffrey
responded, grasping him heartily by the
hand. “I do not forget who cared for
me during the first few years of my life,
and if I haye helped in any way to re-
store peace to you and happiness to
Margery, I am more than paid already.”

“Thank ye, sir ; but won’t ye come in
and sup with us— that is if ye haven't
had something already.”

Jack pleaded with an air of humility.

*“No, I've been too busy with my
thoughts to care anything for eating,
and I'll joinjyou with pleasure,” Geoffrey
answered, cordially.

He returned to the parlor with Jack,
where he found Margery with a beam-
ing face, and the landlady laying the table
for three.

It was two hours later before they
separated for the night, and during that
time many plans for the future were dis-
cussed by the reunited couple.

Neither Jack or Margery felt inclined
to remain in the West, where they had
suffered so much, and where there would
be constant reminders of the painful past
and it was finally decided that they should
proceed at once to the farm which Jack
still owned in New Jersey and if Mar-
gery was pleased with the place they
would settle there and spend the remain-
der of there lives on it. The next morn-
ing they went to pay Farmer Bruce a
visit, and inform him of the happy end-
ing to all there trouble.

The following day they went to San
Francisco, where they drew Margery’s
money from the bank, in which it had
remained so long, and a snug little sum
it was, too, having accumulated for so
many years. A week later they all
turned their backs upon the Pacific
coast and set there faces toward the
East. Geoffrey accompanied them as
far as Cheyenne, Wyoming, where he
took leave of them as he was going
southward into New Mexico again. But
he promised to pay them an early visit
when he should return to Brooklyn.

While these events were transpiring
in the far west, an interesting incident
occurred in the far East—in no other
city than Boston—which has its bear-
ing on our story and properly belongs
here.

On a bright, beautiful summer morn-
ing, in the month of July, a lady entered
a handsome drug store on Washington
street, and asked permission to look at a
city directory.

She was a finely formed, brilliant-look-
ing woman, elegantly dressed, and bear-
ing herself with the ease and self-possess-
ion of one accustomed to the most cul-
tured circles of society.

A portly gentleman, with a wealth of
white hair crowning his shapely head
and wearing gold bowed spectacles, stepp-
ed from behind his desk as the lady made
her request, and politely laid the book
before her. As she did so and his keen
glance fell upon her face, he started
slightly, but was far too well-bred to be-
tray his surprise at her appearance, if he
experienced any, and immediately return-
ed to his post at his desk.

But he managed to place himself
where he could see his visitor, without
being himself observed.

The woman turned to the D’s in the
directory, and ran her neatly gloved
finger slowly down the line, pausing here
and there as a name appeared to attract
her special attention.

After carefully searching several pages
she turncd back and back to go over the
same ground again, while a faint line of
perplexity and annoyance appeared be-
tween her finely arched brows.

This second search seemed to be as un-
successful is the previous one had been,
and, for the third time, she reviewed the
list of names under the letter D. It was
useless, however ; the name she sought
was not there. She stood musing for a
few moments, then opening her pocket-
book — an elegant affair of Russian
leather with clasps of gold—she took
from it a card to which she referred.

“The name is surely not in the direc-
tory,” she murmured.

There was a moment of silence, then
the distinguished looking gentleman be-
hind the desk stepped forward again.

“Did you speak to me, Madam ? he in-
quired blandly.

The lady started and looked up quick-
ly, the color on her cheek deepening a
trifle at his query.

“1 did not kaow that I spoke atall,”
she replied, with a brilliant smile, which
revealed two rows of white haundsome
teeth, every one of them her own.

“] beg your pardon,” said the druggist
with a bow and a backward step, asif to
beat a retreat again.

Madam made a motion with her fault-
less gloved hand to detain him.

“] was looking for the name of
August Damon,” she said, her eyes wan-
dering again to the directory ; “but I do
not find it here.”

“ Ah ? some one who resides you wish
to find in the city,” the gentleman re-
marked.

“Yes. I imagined I should find him
here,” said the lady, thoughtfully.

The druggist drew the book before
him, ran his eyes through the names
under the D’s,

“The name is not here,” he said at
last, as he raised his glance and fiixed it
with keen scrutiny upon that beautiful
face before him.

Madam tapped her foot impatiently
and somewhat nervously on the floor.

“I am greatly disappointed,” she
said.

“You are sure that you have the
correct name—you have made no mis-
take ¥’ the gentleman inquired, glancing
at the card in her hand.

“Yes : but you can see for yourself, ”’
and she passed it to him, with a smile.

It was a common visting card, yellow
and defaced with age and handling, and
it bore the name of * August Damond,”

written with ink in a fine, gentlemanly

hand.

“Do you know that your friend re-
sides in Boston, Madam ¥’ the pharma-
cist asked, as his keen eyes fixed them-
selves again upon her countenance.
“They—used to; it—is some years
since I last visited the city, and it is
possible they have removed to some
other place. They must have done so,”
she concluded with a sigh, “or I should
surely have found their name in the
directory.”

“Were Mr. and Mrs. Damon the
parties to whom you gave your child,
Mrs. Marston ?”

The question was very quietly, yery
politely put, but it was like the appli-
cation of a powerful galvanic battery to
the woman on the other side of the
counter.

A shock—a shiver ran through her en-
tire form.

She grew deathly white, and for a
moment seemed ready to drop to the
floor.

Then she rallied.

“Sir ! she said, with a haughty uplift-
ing of her proud head.

“ Madam ?”

“ 1 do not understand you.”

“Did you not? Shall T repeat my
question ¥’ was the quiet query.

She made a gesture of impatience.
“You have made a mistake,”’ the
lady returned, but her eyes were search-
ing the druggist’s face with a lightning
glance, while that deadly paleness again
overspread her own.

“ Nay, madam,” was the bland rejoin-
der ; ““I am one of the few men in the
world who never forgot neither a face
or a name? Mrs Marston, surely you
have not forgotten Dr. Thomas Turner
who waited upon you at the —
House, one bitter cold night in the win-
ter of 18—.”

(7o be continued,)

A Good Investment

is that which yields large returns from a
small outlay. Reader, the way is clear !
No speculation, no chance, big returns !
If you are like most of mankind you
have somewhere a weakness—don’t feel
at all times just as you'd like to—head-
ache to-day, backache to-morrow, down
sick next week—all because your blood
is out of order. A small outlay and
what large returns! You invest in Dr.
Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery and
soon pure, fresh blood courses through
your veins, and you are another being ?

Mistress—* Maria, I saw you kissing
a young man at the kitchen door this
morning. I want you to understand
that I will not stand that sort of thing
at all.” DMaria—* Pardon me, madam.
I did not know the young man was a
friend of yours, it shall not occur again.”

>

A Feeble Failure.—

Many persons become feeble and fail
in health from disease of the blood, liver,
kidneys and stomach wnen prompt use
of Burdock Blood Bitters, the grand
purifying and regulating tonic, would
quickly regulate every bodily function
and restore to perfect health.

7/ e "\
OYAL BaWsi
2880 (uyeiy PURSAY

POWDER

Absolutely Pure.

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

IN 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

i 7 9

3, 5, 10, 12, 15 and 20 lb. Caddies
AT LOWEST PRICES.

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

THE KEY “TO HEALTH.

BUKDOGK 'BLOOD

Unlocks allthe elogged avenues of tho
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 Corracting Acidity of the
Stomach, curing Biliousness, Dys-

psia, ' Headaches, Dizziness,

eartburn, Constipation, Dryness
of the 8kin, Dropsy, Dimness of
Vision, Jaundice, Salt Rheum,
Erysipelas, Scrofula, Fluttering of
the Heart, Nervousness, and Gen-
eral Debility; all these and many
other similar Complaints yield to the
happy influence of URDOCK
BLOOD BITTERS,

T. MILBURN & COQ., Provrietors, Torente.

JACKSON  ADAMS,

Principal Undertaker,

County Court House Square,

oPP. QUEEN HOTEL,
FREDERICTON, N. B.

pay Orders from City or County
promptly attended to, day or night.

Residence over Warerooms.

May 30 |

he treatment of many thousands of cases
of those chronic weaknesses and distressing
ailments peculiar to females, at the Invalids’
Hotel and Surgical Institute, Buffalo, N. Y.,
has afforded a vast experience in nicely adapt-
ing and thoroughly testing remedies for the
cure of woman’s peculiar maladies.

Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription
is the outgrowth, or result, of this great and
valuable experience. Thousands of testimo-
nials, received from patients and from physi-

cians who have tested it in the more aggra-
vated and obstinate cases which had bafied
their skill, prove it to be the most wonderful
remedy ever devised for the relief and cure of
guffering women. It is not recommended as a
“cure-all,” but as a most perfect Specific for

woman’s peculiar ailments.

As a powerful, invigorating tonic,
it imparts stre-n,t:tfx to the whole gystem,
and to the womb and its 8ppvndzu:vs in
particular. For overworked, * worn-out,”
*run-down,” debilitated teachers, milliners,
dressmakers, seamstresses, **shop-girls,” house-
keepers, nursing mothers, and feeble women
generally, Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription
is the greatest earthly boon, being unequaled
as an appetizing cordial and restorative tonic.

As a soothing and strengthening
nervine, * Favorite Prescription” is une-

ualed and is invaluable in allaying and sgb-
guing‘ nervous excitability, irritability, ex-
haustion, prostration,
other distressing,
monly attendant upon functional and organic
disease of the womb. It induces refreshing
sleep and relieves mental anxiety and de-
spondency.

Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription
is a legitimate medicine, carefully
compounded by an experienced and skillful
physician, and adapted to woman's delicate
organization. It is purely vegetable in its
composition and Jwrfv('tl harmless in its
effects in any condition of the system. For
morning sickness, or nausea, from whatever
cause arising, weak stomach, indigestion, dys-
pepsia and kindred symptoms, its use, in small
doses, will prove very beneficial.

¢ Favorite Prescription ? is a posi=
tive cure for the most complicated and ob-
gtinate cases of leucorrhea, excessive flowing,
painful menstruation, unnatural suppressions,
pr()lupsus, or falling of the womb, weak back,

hysteria, spasms and
nervous symptoms com-

*female weakness,”” anteversion, retrovergion,
bearing-down sensations, chronic congestion,
inflammation and ulceration of the womb, in-
flammation, pain and tenderness in ovaries,
accompanied with **internal heat.”

As a regulator and promoter of func-
tional action, at that eritical period of change

from girlhood to womanhood, ** Favorite Pre-
sgcription” is a perfectly safe remedial agent,
and can produce only good results. t is
equally efficacions and valuable in its effects
when taken for those disorders and derange-
ments incident to that later and most eritical
period, known as ** The Change of Life.”

s Favorite Prescription,? when taken
in connection with the use of Dr. Pierce’s
Golden Medical Discovery, and small laxative
doses of Dr. Pierce's Purgative Pellets (Little
i i), eures Liver, Kidney and Bladder

Their combined use also removes
blos its, and abolishes cancerous and
i humors from the system.

vorite Prescription?’ is the only

medicine for women, sold by druggists, ander
a postiive guarantee, from the manu-
facturers, that it will give satistaction in every
case, or money will be refunded. This guaran-
tee has been printed on the bottle-wrapper,
and faithfully carried out for many years.

Large botties (100 doscs) $1.00, or six
bottles for $5.00,

For large, illustrated Treatise on Diseases of
Women (160 pages, paper-covered), send ten

cents in stamps.

World’s Dispensary Medica! Association,
663 Main St., BUFFALO, N. Y.

GEORGE W. ALLEN.

Barrister-at-Law,

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

Fredericton, October 24, 1888,

F. J. SEERY, M. D, G. M.

Licentitate of the Royal College of
Physicians of Edinburgh ;

Address,

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.

ResipENCE—109 Brunswick Street.

88 Winter Arrangement '89

On and after MONDAY, November
26th, 1888, the Trains of this Railway
will run daily, (Sunday excepted) as
Sfollows :

Trains will leave St, John:
DAy EXPress; ...ccccocccsecccsssssscssscss 7.30

Accommodation,............. s i S AR 11.20
EXpress for SUssSeX......ocovvviviiiians 16.35
Express for Halifax & Quebec,.......15.00

A Sleeping Car will run daily on the 18,10
Train to Halifax.

On TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATURDAY, &
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 Mencton.

Trains will arrive at St. John:

Express from Halifax & Quebeec,...... 7.00
Express from Sussex,............. eesesse 8.35
Accommodation, ...........ovvivviiinins 13.30
Day Expressy.......ccccocteetscsscesssscces 19.20

728~ All Trains are run by Eastern Standard

Time. ¥
D. POTTINGER,
Chief Superintendent.
RAILWAY OFFICE,

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

RAILWAY 0.

ALL RAIL LINE.

Arrangement of Trains--—1In
effect Jan. 7th, 1889,

LEAVE FREDERICTON:

(Eastern Standard Time.)

D S

7 (0 A, m.—Express for St. John, and inter-
mediate points.

8 45 A. m.—Express tor Vanceboro, Bangor,
Portland, Boston and points West; St,
Stephen, St. Andrews, Houlton, Wood-
stock, Presque Isle, Grand Falls, Ed-
mundston, and points North.

12 50 p. m.—For Fredericton Junction, St. John,
and points Kast,

ARRIVE AT FREDERICTON :

11 35 A. M.—From Fredericton Junction, St
John, and points East.

3 10 p. M,—From Fredericton Junction, Vance-
boro, Bangor, Portland, Boston, and
points West; St. Andrews, St. Stephen,
Houlton and Woodstock.

6 30 . Mm.—Express from St. John, and inter-
mediate points,

LEAVE GIBSON ;

6 50 A. M.—Mixed for Woodstock and points
North.

ARRIVE AT GIBSON
1 45 p. Mm.—Mixed from Woodstock, and points

North.
F. W. CRAM,
Gen’l Manager.

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

H. D. MeLEOD,
Sup’t Southern Division.

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,

8 vo., 125 prescriptions for all

diseases, Cloth, full gilt, only
$1.00, by mail, sealed, Illus-
trative sample free to all

The

Send now,
Gold and Jewelled Medal awarded to the author

young and middle-aged men,

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 1'()utidcull:llly_, chlalt)', Diseases of
Man, Office, No, 4 Bulfinch St, May 16-1y,

ESTABLISHED OVER 50 YEARS.
JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS

—AND—

dleigh Factory.

FIEI:

[I>5~ 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.
125 Send for Illustrated Catalogues andfrice st

PATRONIZE HOME INDUSTRY | -

= The Laroest and Oldest Factory in the Dominion,

First Prize awarded for Fine and Durable Workmanship at
the Dominion Exhibition held at St. John in 1383.

19 T0 33 YORK, 131 TO 137 KING STREETS.

PIANDS.
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 guaranteed three unisons. In style. beauty, finish, workmanship, grandnees
brilliarcy and purity of tone and durability they are unequalled.

ORGANS IN 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 lea astray by talse representations of agents* but come and see for yourself, Bgying for
Cash I am thus enabled to give better value for the money than any other dealer in the Province,

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

D. MeCATHERIE, - Phenix Square, Fredericton.

FREDERICTON, December 12, 1888
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A.L.F. VANWART,
UNDERTARKER'!

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

==~ 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

McMURRAY & Co

SEWING MACHINES

—AND—

ORGCGAINS.

»
We are going to sell 100 each this year, if we are to judge by

judg e 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 Maclhine Warranted ! If not satisfactory, money refunded !

g2 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.

gZF Call and see us or write for prices.

McMURRAY & Co.

Steel and Iren Cut Nails. | Choice Barbadoes Molasses

. —

| by the gallon. Also in 2 gallon buckets for
| $LO0 at

. YERXA & YERXA'S

JUST RECEIVED:

():\bl{)r(b::ll .l'(;“l\'(l;s Steel and lron Cut Nails, .\Inrchil.‘i
NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE. Brushes. Brushes.

March 13,

You can get the Best Value in
TEA AND COFFEE
At YERXA & YERXAT,

4 C‘\SES containing a full line of house
: and carriage painters Brushes, from the
best manufacturers in the United States and
Canada, just received and for sale by

R, CHESTNUT & SONS,

March 13 March 6



