W oetry.

IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN,

O saddest words of

It might have been!
all,
We dream and dream of scenes beyond re-
call
Sad tlnoilghts will come, and burning tcars
will fall,
For *“ might have been.”

O could we live our lives all o’er again!

Could we forget the present with the pain

Of thoughts that are unspoken! Allin vain.
It might have been.

It might have been. O words of wild regret,

Sorrow for vanished hours, and yet—ah yet,

Would we, if e’en we could, forget—tforget
What might have been?

Ah welli! perchance for all some sweet hope
lies .

Buried deeply, maybe, from human eyes,

And none but God may ever hear our sighs
. O’er ““might have been.”

God knoweth best; and though our tears
fast fall,
Though none beside may know, He knoweth
all;
All thut’ is sad and lost beyond recall—
gunie Th_e ““might have been.”

Piterature.
DOUBLE DEALING.

CHAPTER XXXI,

—

A RETROSPECTIVE GLANCE,

It was indeed Dr, Turner, although
twenty years or more had changed him
greatly.

They had given portliness to his form,
turned his dark brown hair to a silvery
whiteness, and seamed his face with many
a line of thought and care,

He now wore, too a full beard, which
was also very gray, although not as white
as his hair, while the gold-bowed spec-
tacles, which had become a constant
necessity, added to the strangeness of his
appearance.

He had given up his practice some ten
years previous, and was now the sole pro-
gietor of the handsome drug store on

ashington street, already mentioned.

But although Dr. Turner had spoken
with the utmost confidence in addressing
the lady before him, charging her with
her identity, he was nevertheless some-
what staggered when she looked him in
the eye and replied, without a tremor, in
her full, rich tones:

“You are mistaken, Dr. Turner—if
that is your name—mine is not * Mrs.
Marsten,’” and never was,’’

“] know that your true name is not
Marsten and never was;'’ the physician
replied, after a moment’s quiet study of
his companion ; “but you are neverthe-
less the woman whom I attended at the—
House on the date I have mentioned.
You are very little changed, and I could
not fail to recognize you anywhere,’”’

The woman's face grew crimson, then
startingly white again ; her eyes dropped
beneath his steady gaze, her lips trembled
from inward excitement,

“ You have a remarkable memory,”” she
1x:gm'mured, and stood confessed before

im. '

“No better than your own, madam, 1f I
had changed as little as yourself. The
time has dwelt far less kindly with me.
Not a thread of your hair has silvered,
your color is as fresh, your face as fair as
on the day of our last meeting, Pardon

. me,” continued the doctor, with a depre-
cating gesture, ‘for reminding you so
abruptly of the past, but I have never
ceased to feel a deep interest in the mys-
terious case to which I have referred, and
I could not refrain from renewing the
acquaintance.”

“ With what object?” queried madam,
with cold dignity.

“I cannot say that I have any definite
object in mind,” responded the physi-
cian suavely; ¢ possibly 1 imagined I
might be on the brink of a discovery.
However, that is neither here nor there, if
you are desirous of finding the gentleman
who adopted your child it may be that I
can assist you, if after you conlide in me
your reason for seeking him, I shall deem
it advisable,”’

Mrs, Marsten started slightly at this.

“Do you know August Damon ?”’ she
asked.

Dr. Turner smiled,

“ Madam,” he said, “did you imagine
that the gentleman who took your babe
would be any less cautious than yourself

_ in such a transaction? You were known

a8 Mrs. Marsten, but frankly confessed
that the name was an assumed one.

“Your object was to find the child a good
home and then drop out of sight alto-

- gether, so that those who took it should
never be able to identify you afterward.
Did you suppose 1t was to be a one-sided
aflair®-that you were to have all the
power and advantage in your own hands ?
—that if you withheld your true name
they would give you theirs ?”

Mrs, Marston as we must still call her,
flushed hotly.

“Then Damond was not the true sur-
name of those people,” she said, in a
crest-fallen tone.

“ No, madam,”

“ What was it ?”

Dr. Turner did not reply for a moment,
Finally he said :

“ Mrs. Marston pray do not let me keep
you standing ; come into my private office
and be seated; we can converse much
more comfortably there and be free from
intrusion, if customers should come in.”

 Mrs, Marsten shivered slightly although

- the day was an unually warm one. She
did not wish to talk over the long buried
past, and this recogmition has been a
bitter blow to her; but her curiosity re-
garding her child’s fate was so great that
she could not resist the physician’s invi.
tation, and she followed him to a small
room beautifully fitted up as a consulting
office, at the rear of the store.

Dr. Turner politely handed her a luxuri-
ous chair, and then seated himself oppo-
site her.

“It is doubtless a great surprise to you
to knd me situated as Iam,” the physician
remarked, by way of opening the con-
versation; “but some years ago my
health gave out under the strain of a
large and constantly increasing practice,
and I was forced to relinquish it, although
I still receive some office patients.”

Mrs. Marston merely bowed in reply to
this information, her manner indicating
that she cared very little about Dr.
Turner’s personal history,

She glanced at August Damon’s card,
which she had recovered when Dr, Turner
relinquished it.

“ You were going to tell me the real
name of the person whom this card repre-
sents, 1 believe,’” she said,

The druggist smiled, yet b1t his lip with
vexation at himself for having intruded
his own affairs upon her, even for-the pur-
f{ose of making her feel more at her ease.

e might have spared himself that
trouble,

“That will depend entirely upon your
motive 1n seeking them,” he replied,

Mrs, Marston flushed again,

She was an exceedingly highspirited
woman, one could perceive at a glance,
and it galled her beyond expression to
haye any one make conditions for her
like this.

“How can it matter to you what my
motives are ?”’ she demanded imperiously.

“ A physician has no right to betray the
confidence of his patients,’” calmly re-
sponded the doctor; “and unless you
bave some urgent reason for your request
I shall not feel at liberty to give you the
comfort you desire.”’

¢ Are you their physician 7"’

[ was, for a time. I was first called to
the child not three days after it had been

given to them.”

“How could you tell it was the same
child? Babes of that age look much
alike,”

“Do you suppose that a man in my

profession could be so lacking in observa-
tion as not to recognize a babe at whose
birth he had officiated, and in which so
much of unusual interest seemed to
.centre ?”’ queried Dr. Turpner, with a
shight curl of his lips. “I knew her the
moment I saw her; but they do not know
to this day, that [ had even a suspicion
that she was not their own flesh and
blood.”’

“You never told them 7"’ said Mrs,
Marston, quickly,

“Madam,”’ returned the gentleman,
with dignity, “need I remind you.again,

than an honorable physician never betrays
the confidence of his patients. You con-
fided in me to a certain extent, and I
knew that you wished to drop entirely
out of existence, as far as your relation
with the child and its adopted parents
were concerned. I knew also that they
wished its adoption to remain a secret—
consequently my lips were sealed.”

The lady’s eyes drooped and all the
baughtiness vanished at these words.

“ Thank you, Dr. Turner for your con-
sideration for me, and I am glad too, that
one 80 conscientious has been intrusted
with the care of the child,” she said,
earnestly. “ Is—she still living ?”’

“Yes, and as beautiful a young lady as
any one would wish to see.”

Mrs. Marston’s face clouded and a sigh
escaped her red lips. I{er companion
thought it one of regret and yearning.

“Has she been well reared? Has she
had advantages ?"

“The very best that money could pro-
cure or fondest affection could suggest.
Mr. August—ah—Damon—'" the doctor
caught himself just in season, for the gen-
tleman’s true name had almost escaped
him, *“has become a rich man and no
parents could have done more for the
welfare of their own child than they have
done for yours.”

¢ Are there other children ?"’

“No; that is, they have none of their
own, though I believe they have been
gwing a poor boy of great promise a home
and an education during the last eight or
ten years.”

“Does she—the daughter—know that
she is an adopted child ?”” Mrs, Marston
inquired.

*“] cannot say positively as to that,” Dr.
Turner replied, ‘She did not know it a
few years ago, and I imagine she has
neyer been told, I hope not, at all
events; it would be better for her never
to know it,” he concluded, with significant
emphasis

“Yes,”' returned his companion. “I
suppose it would. But you have not yet
told me the name.”’

‘“And you have not told me your
motive in wishing to legrn it.”

“1 do not know that [ have any special
motive, other than a curiosity and a natu-
ral desire to know how my child is living,
and how life has dealt with her,”” the lady
answered, musingly. “1 was traveling
this summer and thought I would take
Boston in on my route, ascertain, if 1
could, the residence of the people to
whom my babe had been given, and per-
haps obtain a glimpse of her.”

“That is your only motive, your only
reason ?"’ the doctor asked, bending a
searching glance upon her handsome
face.

61t is.”

“Then pardon me, madam, if I tell you
that T do not consider it of sufficient im-
portance to gratify your desire,”” Dr,
Turner returned, gravely. “I can un-
derstand and sympathise with you—it is
but natural that a mother should yearn
for her child, even after a separation of
more than twenty years; but 1 know well
enough that Mr. Damon would not have
withheld his true name from you, unless
he desired to cut you off from all future
knowledge of the child whom you had
given him. You also wished to drop en-
tirely out of their orbit, to leave no trace
by which they could ever find you, to
learn the secret you were so careful to
preserve, and they have only aided you
by concealing their own identity, If you
should put yourself in their way and try
to see their daughter, they could not fail
to recognize you as I have done, and it
would greatly disturb their peace; while
if anything should occur to arouse the
young lady’s suspicions that she does not
really belong to the parents whom she
so fondly loves, I am sure it would cause
her a great deal of unhappiness, while it
might result in inquiries and discoveries
that would be embarrasssing to yourself.”’

Mrs. Marston sat proudly erect at this,
her eyes flashing warningly.

“Such inquiries might be embarrassing
it is true, but they could result in nothing
that would bring discredit upon either the
child or me,"” she said, with conscious dig-
nity.

“I do not question that, madam, yet it
would seem to be the wiser course to let
everything rest just as it is,”” said the phy-
sician, thoughtfully,

“ Perhaps you are right,” responded
his companion, with a sigh, but I would
like to see her.”

“Allow me to ask, Mrs, Marston,’’ Dr.
Turner resumed after a minute of silence,
‘is your husband still living 7’

The woman flushed, a startled painful
crimson, to her brow; then she straight-
ened herself haughtily.

“Yes, my husband is living,” she icily
replied, '

“ And, excuse me, but having been your

medical attendant, I feel something of an
interest in the case—how was he affected
by the—the loss of his child ?”’
_ Dr. Tureer knew that he was trespass-
ing on dangerous ground, but under the
circumstgnces he felt that he might be
pardoned for asking the question.

“1 do not feel that you have a right to
interrogate me thus,’”” Mrs. Marston re-
sponded, with some excitement, never-
theless, | am somewhat in your power,
and—"

“ Madam,” 1nterrupted the physician,

with an air of pride, “you need not go
further on ; if a little bit of your life is in
my keeping, I assure you itis in the keep-
ing of a conscientious man. Whatever |
may possess regarding any patient, I could
never use in a dishonorable way.”
. I beg your pardon, his companion said,
instantly disarmed and secretly ashamed
of her sudden anger., “Iam very quick,
and you touched a sensitive nerve. Dr.
Turner, my husband never knew of the
birth of that child, and he can never
know of it.”

“You look at me with horror,’”” she pro-
ceeded hastily, as she met his astonished
gaze,’”’ “as if you imagined that I must
have been guilty of some great crime;
but I have not, unless giving away my
babe was one. I was a lawful wife as I
convinced you at the time, and the child
had honorable birth ; but there were rea
sons which made it absolutely necessary
that I should conceal my maternity from
every one who knew me. I did, from all
but my sister, who has since died.’”’

“Ah! then the lady, who was with you
at the time, was your sister. I could not
believe her to be simply a maid,’” the doec-
tor interposed, '

Mrs. Marston bit her lips with vexation

at having thus thoughtlessly committed
herself even in so small a point,
“Yes,” she said, after considering a
moment, “she alone knew my secret, and
I believed it safe from all the world until
I stumbled upon you to day.”

“It is safe eyen now,” the physician
hastened to assure her. “Believe me, I
shall never betray it—you may set your
heart wholly at rest upon that point.’’

“Thank you—I am very grateful for
your past silence, Doctor Turner, and your
assurance of future secrecy. I am not a
heartless woman, nor devoid of maternal
atfection,’” she went on, her lips quivering
painfully, ¢ I could have loved my baby
as fondly as any mother ever loved her
child, if I had been allowed to open my
heart to her; but I could not—I had to
steel it against her. I never dared even
to allow myself to kiss her—until the mo-
ment they took her away—for fear that |
should begin to love her aud refuse to
part with her. I cannot tell you why—I
can never explain it to any liying being.
[ am hedged—I have always been hedged
about my circumstances that made it im-
possible, and as long as I live I must carry
the secret within my own heart.”’

She stopped Ior a moment, overcome
by the sad memories and emotions which
this retrospective glance aroused, while
the good doctor felt more genuine sym-
pathy than he had ever experienced for
her over that mysterious occurrence so
many years ago,

“I will try to be content with what you
have told me to day,” she resumed pres-
ently, “although it was my intention,
when I came here, to see for myself how
my child had been reared. I am glad to
know that she has been tenderly shielded
by parental love—that life has been made
bright and beautiful for her; may it ever
be s0, and verhaps, sometime in the great
future, where there can be no secrets, I
may be allowed to recognize and love the
daughter which stern fate decreed I could
not have ia this life,”

Tears actually arose to the physician’s
eyes at this little glimpse of the innermost
sanctuary of the beautiful woman’s heart ;
but he marveled more than ever at the
terrible secret which must have well-nigh
blighted her early life,

She looked up, caught his sympathetic
glance, and was instantly the proud, self-
possessed woman of the world again.

“ And now, Doctor Turner,”’ she said,
rising and drawing her elegant lace man-
tle about her shapely shoulders, *I trust
we may never meet again, If chance

should throw us together in the presence

of others, I beg, as s personal favour, that
you will not recognize me without a for
mal introduction.”

“I will not, madam ; and, for the sake
of your peace of mind, I, too, hope that
our paths may never again cross, he re-
plied.

He accompanied her to the door, where
they bowed politely and formally to each
other, and then the handsome woman
swept out upon the street, as composed
and self possessed as if she had merely
been purchasing some trifling article for
the toilet, instead of rolling away the
stone from a sepulcher where, for more
than twenty years, a corroding secret had
lain concealed.

Dr. Turner went back to his private
office, where he sat a long time musing
over the wonderful mystery, which had
stood the test for nearly a quarter of a
century, and wondering if he should ever
learn the solution of 1t.

“1t was the most perplexing yet ro-
mantic incident connected with my whole
life as a physician,” he murmured. ¢ If
I could but get at the inside history of it,
I could write a book worth reading.

“It was almost too bad,” he added,
some minutes later, “ not to tell her about
Huntress—it is possible no harm would
have resulted from the knowledge; but
if there had I should have blamed myself,
It was better not.”

He watched the passers in the street
for several days hoping to get another
glimpse at his visitor,

But he did not—he never saw her again.

CHAPTER XXXII.

GEOFFREY FINDS A RELIC, AND MR, HUNTRESS
MAKES A PLEASING PROPOSITION,

Geoffrey Huntress arrived in Santa Fe,
late one evening, and in the midst of a
driving storm, about a week after parting
from Jack and Margery Henley,

He was glad to seek shelter in the near.
est public house, which proved toc be an
abode, and was kept by a good natured
Spaniard and his wife, both of whom
could speak English passably well.

Everything was in the most primitive
style, yet comfortable, and the house was
a most acceptable refuge from the raging
tempest without,

Geoffrey slept well, and awoke to find
a bright, beautiful morning breaking, and
all nature fresh and attractive in its newly
washed attire,

He ate heartily of the savory breakfast
that had been prepared for him, and then
started forth in search of the post office
to learn what he could regarding the his-
tory of Lock Box 43,

He was somewhat disappointed to find
that the postmaster was a man only about
thirty-five years of age, and upon inquiry
learned that he had served in that ca
pacity not more than five or six years.

Of course he knew at once that he
could tell him nothing that he wished to
know, and he began to fear that his jour-
ney hither bad been all for naught.

“ Who was postmaster here before you
received your appointment? he inquired
after making some general talk about the
city.

“Old Abe Brown, sir, and 1 only hope
1 may be as lucky as he was; he held it
for more’n fifteen years.”’

Geoffrey felt his courage at this infor-
mation. If he could only find old Abe
Brown, doubtlest he could tell him some-
thing interesting about Lock Box 43.

“Is he living ?”’ he asked.

“Yes sir, and hale and hearty, too,”
and going to the door, the obliging post.
master pointed out the rude dwelling
which his predecessor occupied.

Geoftrey at once bent his steps thither,
and was soon knocking at Mr. Brown’s
door,

“Come in,”” was the somewhat gruff,
but hearty invitation, and pushing open
the door, which was already ajar, Geoftrey
saw an old man of perhaps sixty, seated
on a rude bench, weaving hats from a
bundle of tough grass that lay beside him,
while his wife, a woman somewhat younger
sat near him sewing bands around and
putting coarse linings into a pile of finish-
ed hats.

“Come in, stranger, come in !'’ repeated
the man, as Geoftrey paused upon the
threshold ; “don’t stand on ceremony,
‘cause we can’'t for we've got to get this
case of hats off before dinner, and we’ll
have to work right smart to do it, too.
Have a chair, sir; guess though, you
don’t belong in these parts,”” and the old
man gave the younger one a searching
glance from a pair of keen eyes that
gleamed beneath his shaggy, overhanging
brows,

% No, sir, I do not belong here; I am a
stranger,” Geoflrey answered, as he enter-
ed the room and took the chair indicated.
I was directed hither to make inquiries
regarding some circumstances connected
with your services as postmaster seyeral
years 0go,

“Eh!’ ejaculated Mr. Brown in an as-
tonished tone, and suspending his em-
ployment to eye his visitor with an indig-
nant glance, while his wife turned a pale
startled face to him.

Geoftirey smiled as he realized he had
come 1n an official capacity.

My inquiries are of a strictly private
nature and relates to a gentleman for
whom [ am searching, he explained, to
relieve their anxiety,

“ All right; fire away then lad,” return-
ed Mr. Brown cooly resuming his work,
“I thought if them chaps at Washington
had sent any one down here at this late
day to rake over old coals it was mighty
queer, for there wasn't a single discrip-
ancy from the time I went into the office
till I came out. Old Abe Brown is honest
if he ain’t handsome,’” he concluded with
a merry twinkle in his eye.”’

“] do not doubt it, sir” Geoftrey replied,
with a quiet laugh, * but I wished to ask
you if you remember a man who hired
Lock Box 43 for several years in succes-
sion during your term, and who had his
letters, or at least some of them, directed
simply with that inscription ?”’

“Yes, sir, I do remember him—a tall,
handsome chap, with blue eyes, brown
hair, and he had the finest beard I ever
saw on a man, the first time I saw him
he had it all shaved off, though, after
awhile. I say, stranger, 1 reckon he must
have been something to you, for I'm
bless’d if you don’t look like him !

The man dropped his hat upon this
discovery, and leaned forward for a better
view of Geofirey.

“Go on, if you please,” the young man
sald, briefly.

“Well, as I said, | remember him—I
don’t often forget anybody that I've ever
had any dealings with,”” Mr. Brown re-
sumed : ¢ [{e was a generous fellow, too
—had plenty of money, and scattered 1t
right and left like a prince. It was a
curious conceit, though, his having his
letters sent just to the box—some of 'em;
they didn’t all come that way.”’

“No?"’ cried Geoftrey, eagerly. “To
whom were they directed? What was
his name ?"’

““Well, now,’” said the old man, again
laying down his hat, and scratching his
head meditatively. ‘I shouldn’t wonder
if you'd got me this time. I'm pretty
good at spotting a face, but when it comes
to names and figures—unless somebody
happens to be owing me,”’—he interposed,
with a sly smile, “I don’t amount to
much, ’Pears to me, though, his first
name was William—William — hum! I
don’t know — William something; and
there was a general or captain—I can’t re-
member which—tacked on to it beside.”

¢ Was his last name Dale, do you
think ?’? Geoffrey asked.

Mr. Brown shook his head doubtfully.

“] couldn’'t swear ’twas, or 'twasn’t,”
he said, “Somehow, that don’t strike
me as sounding just natural—I’ve a notion
there was more to it.”’

“] am very anxious to know it, and
would be willing to give a great deal to
be sure of it. Could you find out in any
way what it was?” the young man in-
quired, anxiously.

“] don't believe there's a single soul
1o, Santa Fe to-day who was here as long
ago as that, except my wife here, Maria,
do you remember that handsome gentle-
man who used to have Lock Box 43 ?”
the old man asked, turning to his wife.

I used to see him now and then when I
helped you in the oflice, but I've forgot-
ten his name, if | ever heard it,’’ the
woman replied, in a quiet tone. But,
she added, a moment later, as 1f some
thought had suddenly occurred to her,
didn’t you find something encs that he
lost 7"’

Lor'! yes; so I did! DBut I'd never
thought of it again if you hadn,t mention.
ed it, and there's something marked on
it, too. Perhaps that’ll tell the young
man what he wants to know.

Mr. Brown laid down his work, and, ris-
ing, turned toward an old fashioned secre-
tary that stood 1o one corner of -the room,

But he suddenly stopped, and looked
searchingly at Geoffrey.

“I hope, if you find out what you
want to know here, it ain’t going to get
the gentlemen into any trouble,” he said;
he was a good friend to me, and I should
hate to do him an ill turn.”

“You need not fear,” Geoffrey an-
swered, thinking it best to deal frankly
with these honest people ; * the man was
my father—at least 1 have strong rea-
sons for believing so; he disappeared
several years ago, and my object in com-
ing to you is simply to try to get some
some clew that will help me to trace
him.”

“I'm afraid, sir, you've come to a
poor place to find out very much, Mr.
Brown remarked, and apparently satis-
fied with his visitor's explanation.

He proceeded to the secretary, opened
one of the drawers, and took an old leath-
er wallet from it.

Unstrapping this, he laid it open be-
fore him, and, after searching sometime
in the various pockets, he drew forth
something wrapped in brown paper.

This he carried to Geoffrey, and laid
it in his hand.

“There you have it, and it's the best
I can do for you,” he said.

The young man quickly removed the
paper, and found a portion of a golden
charm or emblem—in the form of a
knight templar’s cross—very handsome-
ly enameled and engraved.

It had been broken diagonally across
the left and lower arms comprising the
portion which the postmaster had found.

Geoffrey turned it over and found the
name ‘““ William”—all but the last letter
—engraved on the back.

The “m,” and probably the surname
of the owner was to be found on the
other half of the cross, wherever that
might be,

The young man sighed wearily, for if
this was all the information which he
was to obtain from his visit to Santa Fe,
he would be as much in the dark as
ever.

“Where did you find this 7" he asked
at length, turning to Mr. Brown.

“ On the floor, just under his box.”

“Was he in the habit of wearing an
emblem of this kind 7’ :

“Yes, sir ; he had a fine one on his
watch chain, but it wasn’t like that,”
said Mr. Brown.

“Then how do you know that he lost
this? It might have belonged to some
one else.

“ No; I am sure it was his, for I found
it just after he’'d been into the office to
look after his letters, and there hadn’t
been another soul in the room for nigh an
hour. I reckon it wasone of them things
like what he wore that had been broken,
and he tucked it into his pocket, and it
fell out when he took out his keys to un-
lock the box,” Mr. Brown explained.

“That might have been the way of
it,” Geoffrey said, thoughtfnlly, ¢ I
went to the door to call him back,” the
old gentleman continued ; * but he'd got
out of sight, so I put it away, thinking
I'd give it to him the next time he came
and, if you’ll believe it, I've never set
eyes on him from that day to this.”

“ Did he never come again !’ Geoffrey
asked, surprised.

“Yes, twice, though there was a good
while between ; but, as it chanced, I was
away both times, and of course the boy I
hired to help me and take my place at
such times—the same one that’s there
now—didn’t know him. The last visit
he made he give up the keys.”

“ How long ago was that 7"

“That must have been as many as
fifteen years ago, I should say ; I can’t
just remember, though,” replied Mr.
Brown.

Geoffrey reasoned and probably his
father had visited the place while on his
way back from California, after he had
been to make enquires regarding his own
mysterious disappearance, and, having
despaired of ever gaining any knowledge
of him through Lock Box 43, had sur-
rendered his keys.

“ Did he ever reside here in Santa Fe ”
he asked.

“I don’t think he did, sir — he al-
ways looked as if he came from a dis-
tance, and he didn’t come regular either.
I used to think he was up among the
mines in the mountains.”’

“ Did he receive many letters through
this office 7’

“ At first he did, but not more’'n three
or four the last year or two, and I was
to let them lay until they were come for.
When he come last he said, he was goin’
to leave this country altogether.”

“Itis very strange,” mused Geoffrey
as he sat turning over that little piece
of gold and enamel.

“ If it could but speak,” he thought,
all my trouble and search would be
over.”

“ Will you sell me this little relic ?” he
said, at last, turning to the jex-post-

master.

“ Bless you ! no sir, I shouldn’t think
of selling it to anybody’ but if your're
that man’s son, as you say, its yours by
right and you can have it and welcome.’,

Geoffrey thanked the honest old gen-
tleman heartily for it and his kindness in
answering his inquiries, and then arose
to take his leave.

He picked up one of the hats that
Mrs. Brown had just completed, asking
if she would make him one and have it
ready by the time he got around to Santa
Fe again.

She said she would, and at his request
named the price.

Geoffrey dropped a golden coin into
her hand, remarking, with a smile, that
she could give him the change when he
came for the hat, or if he didn’t come by
the end of six weeks she would be entitled
to the whole of it. He took this way
to make these good people a little present
without wounding their feelings, for he
had no intention of ever returning to
Santa Fe.

He was very much depressed by his
failure to obtain any definate informa-
tion regarding his father, and he found
it hard to be reconciled to the fact that
the ex-postmaster could rot remember
the name which it was so important he
should learn.

He attached very little significance to
the finding of the broken cross, for it
proved nothing ; still he put it carefully
away, resolying to keep it as a curious
relic.

But it was destined, insignificant as it
seemed, to play an important part in the
chain of evidence that was eventually to
prove his identity.

It was the middle of September when
he reached Saratoga again, where he
found Mr. and Mrs. Huntress and Gladys
all impatient over his long absence, and
overjoyed at his return. They had re-
mained there far beyond the date they
had intended, and they had only waited
for his coming to go home.

They left immediately and arrived in
Brooklyn the twentieth of the month,
and were all delighted to be beneath
there own * vine and fig tree'’ once
more.

When Geoffrey told Mr. Huntress
how fruitless had been his search, except
for what he had learned from the Hen-
leys, he replied, as he laid his hand af-
fectionately on the young man’s shoul-
der.

“ For your sake, Geoff, I am sorry,
for I know that you are sensitive regard-
ing the subject of your parentage ; but
for my part, my boy, L am content, for 1
am free to own that I should feel a trifle
jealous of any other man who should
claim you and occupy the place of a
father toward you.” _

All this was very pleasant to Geof-
frey, but he knew that nothing would
ever satisfy him until he could learn

the whole secret—and was now c¢on-
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vinced that there was a carefully
guarded secret regarding his birth.
The week following the return of
the family to Brooklyn, Mr. Huntress
came home from his offico somewhat
earlier than usual, and, drawing Geof-
frey into the library, he said :

“ Geoff, you have had a good deal to
say about business this summer—how
would you like to get into something
right away ?”

The young man’s face was instantly
all aglow.

“ First rate,” he replied, eagerly,
“]1 don’t care how soon I begin to do
something for myself. I've been a
idler long enough.”

“ An idler ! good gracious, Geoff'! I
wonder what your idea of work is, if
you have been idle during the last four
yoars !” exclaimed Mr. Huntress with
elevated brows.

“Well, I mean that I've been de-
pendent long enough,” Geoflrey cor-
rected.

“Now, my boy, you couldn’t hurt
me worse than to talk like that. I
have been paid a dozan times over, for
all you have cost me, in the pride I've
taken in you,” his friend replied, re-
proachfully.

*“My debt is a heavy one all the
same, Uncle Aangust—one that 1 can
never pay—though I shall never cease
to be grateful for your kindness. DBut
about this. business prospect, what is
it ?”

“Well. you see the firm wants me
to go to Europe,” began Mr. Huntress
“to look after some of our interests
there, which have been causing ussome
anxiety of late, but I have a perfect
horror of the sea, and can’t make up
my mind to take thevoyage. Noone
else can be spared, and so, if 1 cannot
get a substitute, 1 suppose I shall have
to screw my courage up to it some-
bow. Nowany man of ordiuary intel-
ligence can transact the business—the

my place Geoft. Your business carcer
and your salary shall commence from
the moment you give me your de-
cision.”

Geoffrey was all enthusiasm at the
proposition most delightful to him
both as regarded business and the
European trip which had always been
a coveted pleasure.

“I should like the trip, and more
than all, I should like the business, if
you think me competent to transact it”’
he said. * lerc I have been racking
my brains all summer, to try to think
of something Lo set myself about, and
now it comes to me without an effort.”

“You'll find that it will require ef-
fort encugh before yon get through.”
returned Mr. Huntress, emiling, “but
it is a great rolief to my mind 1o have
you willing to undertake it. The
only drawbuck, be added, growing se-
rious, *is that Gladys may object to
your running off in this unceremoni-
ous style, and for such a long trip; it
would take five orsix months to do all
we want done.”

Geoffrey’s face fell at this.

In the enthusiasm of the moment
over having some real business ho had
not thought of this separation, and he
knew well enough that Gladys would
be very unreconciled.

“True,” he began, and then stopped

“ Gladys will surely oppose it with
all her will,” said Mr Huntress observ-
ing him closely.

Geoffrey made no reply; he was
schooling himself to do his duty. He
believed that he had no right to refuse
this golden opportunity.

“1 wonder,”” mused Mr. Huntress,
a sly smile curling the corners of his
mouth, “how it would do to let Gladys
go with youn; she has always been
sighing for European travel.”

Geofirey sat erect in his chair, as if
suddenly galvanized, and shot a look
of astonishment at his companion.

“ Uncle August! you know that
wouldn’t do at all, unless—Aunt Alice
should accompany us,” he said in con-
fusion.

Mr. Huntress burst into a hearty
laugh.

“1 imagine it could be managed
without depriving me of my wife as
well as my daughter. How woulid it
do to have that young lady go along
as—as Mrs. Geoffrey Dale Huntress?”’

(To be continued,)
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Popular Education.

We sympathize with the feeling which
often leads citizens to boast that no child
born in this country need grow up in ig-
norance, and yet it is a fact that many
people who have learned to read and
write have never taught themselves to
think. A man who suffered from -ca-
tarrh, consumption, bronchitis, scrofula,
or ‘“liver complaints,” might read, till
his eyes dropped out, how these and
many other diseases have been cured by
Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery,
but if he did not take the lesson to him-
self and test the virtues of this great
medicine, his time would be thrown
away.

“ Pat,” said a field officer, “go to your
captain and tell him you're the laziest
rascal in the regiment.” * Plaze, yer
honor, wud ye have me go to the captain

DAk

wid a lie in me mouth?

A Feeblévi?'ailure.

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

AWIN
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A830iurery PURE

POWDER

Absolutely Pure.

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

STOVES

—AND—

Steam Engines
FOR SAITE.

E have on hand, a very large stock of
&» STOVES, comprising Cook, Cylinder,
Close and Parlor. 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 FURNACES, which will be sold at a
Bargain to clear. We have also on hand, two
small Steam Kngines, one eight and one ten
horse power, which we will sell very cheap, All
sorts of mill repairing done in first-class style.

GEO, TODD & SON,

Frederictor, July 25—tf,

chief requisites are encrgy, honesty, |
and interest—and 1 want you to go in |

1

P. O,

consulted confideutially,

- s The Original
P S LITTLE

.‘.\“'%a ive LIVER
SW\eLS 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 sealed. Always fresh and reliable. As
a laxative, alterative, or purgative,
these little Pellets give the most perfect
satisfaction.

SIGK HEADAGHE,

MBilions Headache,
PDizziness, Constipa-
tien, Indigestion,
Esilious Attacks,andall
derangements of the stom- !
ach and bowels, are prompt- &
ly relieved and permanently N
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.

- $500 FEH

\, ¥ is offered by the manufactur-
A ersof Dr. Sage’s Catarrh
¢/ Remedy, for a case of

Chronic Nasal Catarrh which

they cannot cure,

SYMPTOMS OF CATARRH.-Dull
heavy headache, obstruction of the nasai
passages, discharges falling from the head
into the throat, sometimes profuse, watery,
and acrid, at others, thick, tenacious, mucous,
purulent, bloody and putrid; the eyes are
weak, watery, and inflamed; there is ringing
in the ears. deafness, hacking or coughing to
clear the throat, expectoration of offensive
matter, together with scabs from ulcers; the
voice is changed and has a nasal twang; the

g2 s D

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-
gsult in consumption, and end in the grave.
No disease is 80 common, more deceptive and
dangerous, or less understood by physicians.
By its mild, soothing, and healing properties,
Dr. Sage’s Catarrh 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 1 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.”?

TrnoMAs J. RusHING, 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 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.

ELr RospINs, Runyan P. O., Columbia Co.,
Pa., says: **My daughter had catarrh when
she was five years old, very badly. I saw Dr.
fage’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.”

GEORGE W. ALLEN,

Barrister-at-Law,

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

Frederieton, October 24, 1888,

F.d. SEERY, M.D., C. M.

Licentitale of the Royal College of
FPhysicians ef 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.

REesipENCE—109 Brunswick Street.
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INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY

88 Winter Arrangement '89

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

Trains will leave St. John:

T T « o 5 = o o o o ool ovgniin ameys sonons 7.30
S & io bt s o5 ie Sabopesesed 11.20
EXPress for SBaSeX..... cccocteccscccccss 16.35
Express for Halifax & Quebec,....... 18.00

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

On TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATURDAY, a
Sleeping Car for Montreal will be attached Lo
the Quebee 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 FHalifax & Quebee,
Express from Sussex, 8.35
AcoommodAtioOmy «. . ..cco0coccvicnicissnns 13.30
Y BEPROMS. -« v oot orsrisstsssanss shonass 19.20

2%~ All Trains are run by Eastern Standard

Time. &
D. POTTINGER,
Chief Superintendent.

....................

RAILWAY OFFICE,
Moncton, N, B., Nov. 20th, 1888,
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RAILWAY (0.

ALL RAIL LINE.

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

LEAVE FREDERICTON :

(Eastern Standard Time)

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

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

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

ARRIVE AT FREDERICTON :

Bangor,
St.

11 35 A, m~From Fredericton Junction, St
John, and points Kast.

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

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

LEAVE GIBSON ;

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

ARRIVE AT GIBSON
4 45 p, M.—Mixed from Woodstock, and points

North.
F. W. CRAM,
H. D. MeLEOD, Gen’l Manager,
Sup’t Southern Division.
A. J. HEATH,
Gen’] Pass.and Ticket Agent,

ITALITY

EXHAUSTED

HE SCIENCE OF LIFE,
the great Medical Work of

the age on Manhood. Nervous

and Physieal Debility, Prema-

ture Decline, Errors of Youth,

and the untold miseries con-

sequent thereon, 300 pages,

8 vo., 125 preseriptions for all

diseases, Cioth, full gilt, only 4,
$1.00, by mail, sealed, Illus- ¢ //-"’,""//
trative sample free to all -
young and middle-aged men, Send now, The
Gold and Jewelled Medal awarded to the author
by t%e National Medical Associatiocn. Address

Box 1895, Boston, Mass.,, or Dr. W, H,

PA RKER, graduate of Harvard Medieal Co'-

ege, 25 years’ practice in Boston, who may be
Specialty, Discases of

Man. Office, No. 4 Bulfinch St,

May 16-1y.

ESTABLISHED OVER 50 YEARS.
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JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS

S

AM

—ARD--

dleigh Factory.

elsewhere.

[I>g~ Call and inspect our stock before purchasing

All work accompanied by a three years’ guarantee.
We use nothing but the very best American Stock.
(2 Send for Illustrated Catalogue%nd I@ce List

. =
PATRONIZE HOME INDUSTRY!

the Dominion Exhibition

{r=- The Larcest aud Oldest Factory inthe Dominion,

First Prize awarded for Fine and Durable Workmanship at

held at St. J oh.n,in_1§83.

19 T0 33 YORK, 131 TO 137 KING STREETS.

ORCANS.
PIANOS.

Blistered Walnut

All Pianos guaranteed three unisons.

Cases of the best material.

Soldl on easy terms—Pianos,

D, McCATHERIE, -

P
0
I have now on hind 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,

Beautifully finished throughout.
Don’t be led astray by talse 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 dealer in the Province.

FREDERICTON,

and French Burl

In style, beauty, firish, workmanship, grandness
brillianey and purity of tone and durability they are un¢qualled.

ORGANS IN GREAT VARIETY.
New Engliand Bethoven and Bell Organs,

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

Tone full, grand, c¢lear and sweet

Organs and Sewing Machines.

Phenix Square, Fredericton,

December 12, 1888
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Watchmaker, Jeweller and Optician,

A. L. F VANWART
UNDERTARKER!

Fredericton, January 18, 1888

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

Z&¥= Particular attention given to laying out and preserving bodies from discoloring,

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

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

Melk

URRAY & Co

SEWING MACHINES

ORGANS.

made in the last few months.

Or our Small Machine for
terms.

PRICES suit the people.

large commissions paid Acents.

We are going to sell 100 each this year, if we are to ju

€& Our sales of Organs this year has been very large.
We employ no Agents but give the buyer the

<

by the sales

Our prices are for tTWBEST

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

]""-"'7'3/ Macline Warranted ! [f not .\‘«(t/.\-ﬂ((’lm'j/, moneyy 7'€fun¢7e<l !

The LOW

B2 Call and see us or write for prices.

McMURRAY & Co.

JUST RECEIVED: :

NI Car, 275 Kegs Steel and lron Cut Nails, |
For Sale Low at [

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE.
T e

You can get the Best Value in

TEA AND COFFEE

At YERXA & YERXA'S,

March 13

Steel and Iron Cut Nails., |

’hv the gallon. Also in

Choice Barbadoes Molasses

2 gallon buckets for
$L00 at
YERXA & YERXA'S
March 13

Brushes.

Brushes.

YASKES containing a full line of house
l ( , and carriage painters Brushes, from the
best manufacturers in the United States and
Canada, just received and for sale by -

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

March 6



