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L. N. SHARP, ). D. 
Licentiate of the Royal College of Surgeon 

Edinburgh; Licentiate of the Royal College 

of Physicians; Licentiate in Midwifery 

and Diseases of Women ard 

Children, &ec., &c., &c. 

WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

Dr. M. F. Bruce. 
Office—Over ““ Apothecaries Hall,” Cor 

King and Main Streets. 

0G Dis® ‘he EYE and EAR attended to 
as Mer 8 
ResipENce— GIBSON HOUSE. 
Woodstock, Dec. 13, 1877. —$1. 

Dr. C. P. CONNELL, 
WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

Office and Residence at Mrs. Charles Connells 

Dr. N. R. Colter, 
OrFiceE at his psidence, Chapel Street. 

Woodstock, June 8, 1877—23 

DR. SMITH 
OFFICE—IN HIS DRUG SHOP, 

MASONIC HALL, - MAIN STREET 

ResipExCE—Two Doors north of the Episcopal 
Church. 

nn © "> 9 a © ————— ® 

DER COLEMAN. 
MR.C.S.ENaG. 

TRACTALE LATED TO 

FRANK NEVERS, M.D. 
HARTLAND, N. B. 

Dr. REYNOLDS, 

Physician and Consulting Surgeon, 

UPPER WOODSTOCK. 
February 28, 1881.—10 

SAMUEL & JAMES WATTS] 

Bhi 

[Editors & Proprietors 
_— 

VOL. XXXIII.—NO. 13. 

Syyperior STABLE in Connection. 

CIAL TRAVELLERS. 

ALEX. GIBSON, 
JOHN C GIBSON, | PROP

RIETORS. 
30 

“EXCHANGE,” 
Queen Street, - Woodstock, N. B. 

TERMS MODERATE. 

A Good Stable in Connection. 

Sample Room on ground floor. 
ROBERT DONALDSON, 

PROPRIETOR. 

Riverside Hotel, 
(formerly *‘ Stephenson House.) 

Near N. B. Railway Station and Steam- 
boat Landing, 

WW oodstocls, WN. 1B. 

GEO. GOSLINE, Proprietor. 
Horses BougHT AND SonLp ON COMMISSION. 

June 13, 1879—24 

45 

Wr. DD. Camber, 

DENTIST. 

Orrick—In Connell’s Wooden Block, Queen 
Street. 

W. A. BALLOCH, 
Dentist. 

Orrice—In Dibblee & Son's Brick Building, 
Main Street, Up Stairs. 

Woodstock, May 17, 1877 

RANDOLPH K. JONES, 

Barrister & Attorney-at-Law, 
WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

Orrice,— Until further notice, at his residence, 
west side Main Street, fifth house above office of 
Registrar of Deeds. 

oodstock, May 20, 1876—12 

W. FISHER, 
Barrister & Attorney-at-Law, 

Notary, Solicitor, &c., 

WOODSTOCK, NV. B. 
Prompt attention given to the collection of 

Notes, Accounts, dc. 
Orri0E,—Connell’'s Wooden Block, 

Street, up stairs. 

CHARLES O'DONNELL, 
BARRISTER-AT-LAW, 

Woodstock, N. B. 
Commissioner for taking acknowledgments of 

Deeds, Mortgages, etc., for the State of Maine; 
also, affidavits to be used in all the Courts of 
Maine. 

AS REMOVED his office to Baird's Brick 
Building, corner Main and King Streets, up 

stairs, in rear of Dr. Bruce's office. 
January 1, 1881—3m-40 

G. W. VANWART, 
EXCHANGE BROKER, 

WOODSTOCK, N. B., 
ISSUES DRAFTS on St. John and Boston ! 

Makes Telegraphic Transfers in St. John. 

Particular attention given te buying and sel- 
ling United States Currency. 

Agent for the following first-class Insurance 
Companies: 

‘“ Queen ” and ‘‘ Lancashire.” 
Woodstock, March 9, 1872—10 

C. F. K. DIBBLEE, 

LAND SURVEYOR, 
Local Deputy for Carleton County. 
Orders leit at Drug Store of A. F. GARDEN, or 

at the residence of subscriber promptly attended 
to. 
Woodstock, Dec. 2, 1879—1y-49 

Queen 
47 

AMERICAN HoUSE, 
J. L. ESTEY, Proprietor. 

Directly opposite the N. B. & C Railway Station. 

A Good Stable, with careful hostler in attendance. 

Terms Moderate ! 
Woodstock, October 27, 1880—1y-44 

QUEEN HOTEL, 
QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON. 

J. P. BURNHAM, Proprietor. 

(Formerly of * Snell House,” Houlton, Me.) 

Livery Stable in connection with the House. 

Sept. 1, 874—1y-36 

ROYAL HOTEL, 

RE ing’s Sguare, 

SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

T. F. RAYMOND, - - - Proprietor. 
1y-31 

SNELL HOUSE, 
HOUILTON, ME., 

D. 0. FLOYD, PROPRIETOR. 

Pleasantly located in Public Square. 

Rates Reduced to $1.50 per day. 

GOOD TABLE! CLEAN ROOMS! 

Superior accommodations for parties travelling 
with teams. 

FREE COACH! 

Convenient Sample Rooms on ground floor. 34 

Carriage and Sleigh 
FACTORY! 

King 8t., - Fredericton. N. B, 
R. COLWELL, Proprictor. 

CARRIAGES, WAGONS, 
Sleighs and Pungs 

Built to order in the latest and most durable styles. 

Material and Workmanship of the Best. 

PARTICULAR ATTENTION GIVEN TO 

Painting, Trimming, and Repairing Carriages, &e. 
0 Terms, &c., to give satisfaction. 

Fredericton, November 26, 1875—48 

SLIPP & ROBINSON, 
Agents for the Sale of 

CounTrY PRODUCE. 

No. 42 Germain Street, St. John, N, B., 
MARKET BUILDING. 

02 CONSIGNMENTS SOLICITED and re- 
turns promptly made. 

JOSEPH B. SLIPP. E. H. ROBINSON. 
wg Thompson & Slipp, Woodstock.) 

St. John, N. B., Feb. 10, 1879—6mp-T7. 

Up and at 1t Again! 
BURNED OUT, 

But Still We Live! 

HAS erected large and comm odious Build- 
ings on the burned site, we arenow prepared 

to wait on all who want anything in the age 
Manufacturing line, either in wood or Iron Work. 

02 Don’t forget the 8hop, on Connell Street, 
first building from Main Street corner. 

JOHN LOANE. 
Woodstock, June 8, 1877—23 

BricaToN HovusE, 

HARTLAND, N. B. 

Pp undersigned would respectfully call the 
attention of the public to his well assorted 

stock of GENERAL GOODS, comprising 

Dry Goods! 
GROCERIENS, 

BOOTS & SHOES, 
HATS and CAPS, 

Ready-Made Clothing, 
HARDWARE, 

CROCKERY WARE, &c. 

Flour, Corn Meal, Oat- 
meal and Fish! 

Paints, Oil, Glass, Putty, and Nails of all kinds. 

Seanking his customers for their very liberal 
patfbuage, he again invites their inspection to the 
ahove stock, which he will sell at unusually low 
prices for cash or Country Produce 

» Yours, respectfully, 

ALEX, NEVERS. 
Agent for Henderson's Celebrated Windsor 

LIME. 
AN 

Hartland, Nov. 25, 1880 

“Opening of the Woodstock 

"TOWN HALL! 
¢ 3 HE Hall is now completed and furnished wi

th 

i Settees, Chandeliers, Lamps, Chairs, &c.; 

also an ante-room Wi 

r Tea Meetings. 

- It will be let on the most reas
onable terms, and 

warmed and lighted by a careful Jani 

in attendance. 

Application for the B 

Fisher, Town Treasurer, 

Committee. = ¥ BOYER: 

WILLIAM McDONALD, 

Town Hall Committee. 

Woodstock, Feb. 11, 1881-7 

th cooking stove, convenient 

tor, always 

all can be made to Ww. 

or to the undersigned 

HARNESS! HARNESS! 
HE subscriber having fitted up a commodious 
shop, on the corner of Main and Harvey 

Streets, two doors below Mr. James Baker's Shoe 
Shop, is now prepared with 

Harness of every Description! 

Single Harness, in Gilt, Rubber, Nickle Silver, 
and all the cheaper grades. 

DOUBLE HARNESS, 
in Light Driving, Buggy, Stage, Farm, and Lum- 

ber Harness. 

COLLARS, WHIPS, BELLS, 
and everything usually found in a first-class Har- 
ness Shop. All of which will be sold at prices to 
suit the times. 
Thanking his customers for their liberal pat- 

ronage in the past, he hopes, by strict attention 
to business, to merit a continuance of the same. 
Those indebted to the subscriber will please re- 

member that be was burned out by the recent 
fire and is much in need of money, by settling 

immediately they will confer a great favor. 
Please don’t forget. 

. ’ T. L. ESTEY. 
Woodstock, August 17, 1877 

J. WHENMAN’ 

Meat Market 
Main Street, Weodstock. 

N HAND, all kinds of FRESH, PICKLED, 

0 SMOKED and DRIED FISH, which will be 
sold cheap for cash or Country Produce. 

Parties in want of any of the above will do well 

to give him a call before purchasing elsewhere. 

He will pay cash for HIDES, CALF SKINS, 
Ww d SHEEP SKINS. 
—— JOHN WHENMAN. 
Woodstock, Jan. 23, 1880—tf-4 

A Good Time Coming, 

AND PLENTY OF CASH. 
BUY YOUR CHRISTMAS AND WINTER 

SUPPLY FROM 

H. N. PAYSON, 
He's got piles of GOOD THINGS 

for HOLIDAYS! 

And Sells Largely to OLD NICK! 

me 

HERE'S NUTS, FRUIT, Spices, Essences, 

Pickles, Raisins, Bread, Butter, Biscuit and 

Cheese; 

Rice, Flour, Corn Meal, Graham and Oat Meal; 

A ten of Pancake Goods; 
Sugars, Molasses, Coffee, Tea; 
Lots of POULTRY, SAUSAGE, LARD; 

Soaps, Blacking, Stove Polish, Brushes; 

Brooms, Earthen and Stone Wares; 

Tumblers, Chimneys, Lamp Wicks; 

No. 1 Mess Shad, Codfish, Mackerel, Smoked 
Herrings; : 

Quoddy, Ripling, Bay and Labrador Herrings; 

Coarse and Fine Salt, Oats, Beans; 
Tobacco and Cigars in great variety. 

All at bottom prices, for cash or Country Pro- 

duce, st No 2 Hayden's Block, Main Street 

N. PAYSON. 
Dec. 12, 1879 

H 
WW codstock 

Grinding! SG: inding! 
{gr subscriber having got his steam in opera- 

Il that may come. 
at sen 5 GEORGE STICENEY. 

Hartford, Feb. 10, 1881. -7. 

Queen Street, - Woodstock, N. B. 

SAMPLE ROOM FOR COMMER- 

tion in his mill in Wakefield, intends to grind | 

" VEGETINE 
J. Bentley, M D., says, ® 

It has done more good than all medical treatment, 
NEWMARKET, ONT., Feb. 9, 1880 

Mr. H. R. Stevens, Boston, Mass. : 
Sir—I have sold during the past year a con 

siderable quantity of your Vegetine, ard I be 
lieve, in all cases it has given satisfaction. In 
one case, a delicate young lady of about 17 
years was much benefitted by its use. Her par- 
ents informed me that it had done her more good 
tban all the medical treatment to which she had 
previously been subjected. 

Yours respectfully, 
J. BENTLEY, M. D. 

VEGETINE. 
Good for the Aged. 

WILL YOU READ THIN? 

CrLirToN, ONT., Jan. 16, 188] 
H. R. STEVENS : 
Dear Sic —I advise you of the good results of 

your Vegetine My wife's father, now nearly 
eighty-five years old, was attacked with erysipelas 
in its worst form. His head and face were swollen 
so that he was blind, and one of his lips was 
badly swollen and discolored, and broke cut in 
several places and discharged. His physician said 
there was no remedy that could cure him, as he 

was such an o'd man, To gratify a son-in-law, 
he was persuaded to take your Vegetine Seven 
bottles cured tim, and he is now a healthy cld 
man. 

Last Spring I was troub'ed, with a disordered 
stomach, with a sallow skin, want of appetite, 
cold extremeties and headache Satisfied that 
this condition of things arose from poverty of 
the blood, I took two bottles of Vegetine; it 
cured me, and I am satisfied it is the best tonic 
and blood purifier in the market, and am only 
too happy to make knewn these facts to the 
world, 

Yours very truly. 
A. MENZIE- 

VEGETINE. 
I have Much Pleasure in Testifying to 

its Efficacy. 

ToroNTO, ONT., Feb. 23, 15880, 
Mr. H. R. Stevens, Boston, Mass. : 
Dear Bir—I have much pleasure in testifying 

to the efficacy of your Vegetine fer the cure of 
Rheumatism. Having been persuaded by a friend 
to try it, I took four bottles, from which I deriv. 
ed great benefit, and strongly recommend any 
person suffering from the same afliicting malady 
to try a course of Vegctine. 

Yours resp’y, 
JOSIALL ui LEN, Chemist, 

604 Queen St. and Cooksville, Ont. 

VEGETINE. 
IT HAS NO EQUAL. 

MoNTREAL., Jan. 29, 1880. 
H. R. Stevens, Esq. —Dear Sir: I do not 

like to write testimonials for advertised medi- 
cimes, but the great benefit that so many of my 
customers have obtained from the use of Vege- 
tine compels me to say that with an experience 
of over 26 years, both in Great Britain and this 
country, I have never known such 2 useful re- 
medy placed before the public. 

J,D.L. AMBROSE, 
Assistant of the Apothecaries Company of Lon- 
don, Member of the Pharmaceutical Society of 
Great Britain, Licentiate in Pharmacy of the 
College of Physicians and Surgeons, 

Corner Notre Dame and McGill Street, 
Sr. Joux, N. B., April 11, 1880, 

H.R Erevexns, Esq, Boston : 
1 have sold Vegetine ever since its introduc- 

tion in this city, and from personal observation 
can safely say that it now takes the lead as a 
blood purifier. 

RICHARD N. KNIGHT, 
Corner King and Ludlow Streets. 

St. JEAN BAartisTE VILLAGE, P. Q., 
Jan. 8, 1889. 

H. R. Stevens, Esq.: 
Dear Sir—I find the rale of your Vegetine 

constantly increasing, aad from the favorable 
reports I receive from my customers, I consider 
Vegetine the best preparation in the market, 
for a blood purifier and general tonic. 

Yours respectfully, 
J. A. DAWEON, 

Cor- &t. Lawrenoe and 5t. Jean Baptiste Street, 

Sold by all Druggists. —4 i-13. 

HERBERT DIBBLEE, 
Gold, Silver, Oroide, Brass 

and Copper 

HN. "BH ECHR 

Manufacturer of all kinds of 

Harness TRIMMINGS, 

COMPOSITION SLEIGH HANDLES, and 
arriage and Sleigh Work Plated at short notice. 

I am prepared to Re-plate Knives, Forks, Spoons, 
Castors, Cake Baskets, Watch Cases, Jewellery, 
&oc., and all old ware, for half the price new can 
be obtained for. 
All work warranted to wear and look as good 

as new. 
Woodstock, May 3, 1879—tf-14 

MARKED DOWN ! 

A BERWVW 

Fur, Felt and Plush 

HN A "KSs T 

TO BE SOLD 

Less Tuan Cost! 

TO OILEAIR. 

id RT 

Mrs. W. D. Camber’s. 
Woodstock, January 14, 1831 

New, Fresh and Good 

GROCERIES 
AND PROVISIONS. 

HAVE JUST RECEIVED my FALL SUP- 

PLY of 

Teas, Sugars, Flour, Molasses, 
Spices, Canned Goods, Pickles, 

Confectionery, 
Dried and®*Pickled Fish, etc. 
and am now prepared to sell 

CHEAP FOR CASH or Country PRODUCE! 

All the above Gouds are of a superior quality. 

Also a nice lot of 

China and Stone-ware 
of the latest patterns, which I will sell at as low 

a figure as can be bought for in town. 

Parties in waut of anv of the above Goods will 

do well to give me a call befora purchasing else- 

where. g : wn 
mei ber Lhe place. 

WE: C. S. PATTERSON, 
Old “ Cable louse” Corner, Main Etreet. 

Woodstock, Nov. 26, 18380 

Photographs 
AVING lately returned from Boston with 

H all the latest improvements in the Art, we 

are now prepared to make all kinds of PIC- 
TURES in a very superior manuper. 

02 Particular attention to our new style of 

CRAYCGN WORK 
for large Photos a 1 cf pies. 

New accessories, Back Grounds and Instru- 

ments—Ilatest styles. 
Any person in want of a CABINET ORGAN 

will ¢o well to call on me before purchasing 
| elsewhere. 

&¥" Copying and Enlarging done as usual. 
Frames made to order by machinery, at short 

notice. 
Fine Sterroscopic View 

Grand Falls 

King =treoat, Woodstock. 
} February 25, 1831 

the Jam of Logs at 

Select Male. 

The Two Fishermen, 

1 was strolling along the beach, one 

fine summer evening. amusing myself by 

picking up pebbles and throwing them in- 

to the sea. while memory was busily em- 

ployed in retracing past events, when my 

reveries were broken in upon by a slight 

tap on the shoulder. T turned around and 

beheld an old sailor whom I often visited 

during the Summer months at his pret- 

ty cottage in Li— 
"¢« What ' all alone?” he sais, with bis 

usual benevolent smile. ¢ Can you not 

find better employment, my pretty miss, 

than that of throwing stones into the 

water 7 
I attempted to make some excuse for 

the foolish manner in which I was wast- 

ing my time. 
* Do not make any apology, Aunie ; 

[ know you of old. You will contrive 

to draw some grave reflections from 
your childish amusement, and Ny + 

that the ocean reminds you of time, Spd 
that the pebbles ycu cast into it resem- 
ble the fate of man, making a stir for a 

moment, agitating the bosom of the water 
then sinking forever and leaving no trace 
on the surface.’ 

“It is even so,” said I, unconsciously 
dropping the stones I had in my band 
one by one on the beach. 

The old mau sighed deeply, and an 
expression of sorrow almost amounting 

to anguish convulsed his features.— 
It was but a passing cloud ; bis fine 

countenance was again illuminated by 

his usual placid smile as, seating himself 
on a large stone, he motioned me to do 

the same. 
¢ Come, Annie, sing me the song that 

I dearly love,and I in return will tell 
you a long story, which you may turn to 
what account you please, so that you 
conceal the names of the parties concern- 
ed.’ 

I loved his stories : they were always 
told with such simplicity and warmth of 
feeling that he ceased to be the mere 
narrator, and the hearer might fancy 
him one of the principal actors in the 
drama. The song he wished me to sing, 
and which be always called favorite, was 
a very sad one. 

“1 will not sing that song,” Isaid, ‘it 
is so very sad.) 

“ The better suited to my perfect feel- 
ings,’ returned the old man. 
Now I wished to hear this tale ; curi- 

osity conquered my scruples, and 1 did 
my best, 
A long pause succeeded. At length 

the old man. passing his trembling hand 
over his eyes, pointed to a small white 
cottage with the roses over the porch ?’ 

* Tis an old-fashioned looking place,’ 
said I, ‘and would make a pretty pic- 
ture.’ 

¢ Forty years ago,’ he continued, * that 
house was built by two brothers, who 
gained a comfortable living by engaging 
in the fisheries, which were then carried 

on to a great extent in this village and 
the adjacent town. George and Henry 
Gordon were early lett to struggle with 
the world. Their father died at sea, and 
their mother did not long survive her 
loss. The boys were brought up in the 
house of an uncle who was the father of 
two sweet little girls. The children 
tenderly loved each other ; time strength- 
ened their mutual attachment ; the un- 
cle, before his death, consented to their 
union, and the brothers jointly erected 
that dwelling to receive their promised 
brides. 

“ The rising sun smiled upon their la- 
bor of love, and the shades of evening 

could scarcely wile them from it. George 
was grave in his deportment and plain 
in his person. Henry was gay, passion- 
ate and thoughtless. The difference in 
their dispositions often produced hot 
words between them, yet the brothers 
were fondly attached to each other. 

‘ The marriage was a matter of re- 
joicing to the whole village. The bells 
rang forth a merry peal, and old and 
young came out to meet the bridal party 
and welcome them to their new abede.— 
The children strewed flowersin their path 
and matron and maid wished that long 
years of happiness might attend their 
wedded life. 

‘For a while the young people bade 
fair to realize the fond hopes of their 
friends. Cemented alike by brotherly 
and sisterly love and conjugal affection, 
the harmony that reigned in that little 
cottage became the topic of conversa- 
tion to the inhabitatants of the village. 
Dora, the wife of George Gordon, pos- 
sessed a heart too gay and joyous to con- 
tend with the ills and sorrow of lite.— 
1 see her now, the feelings of her inno- 
cent heart lighting up her smiling and 
beautiful face, round which her dark 
curls wandered like the tendrills of a 
vine. How often have I paused beside 
yon rose-bound porch of a Summer even- 
ing to hear her gay laugh ring in the 
clear air while she tied up the flowers or 
playfully wove them into wreaths for 
her flowing tresses ! Dear girl! There 
was music in her step and gladness in 
her eye, and both were combined in the 
witching tones of her voice. I have 
heard it exerted to its utmost pitch to 
reach the ear of her husband as she stood 
upon the cliff watching the return of his 
boat by the clear beams of the moon.— 
That voice has been mute many a day, 
and the grass has grown old upon her 
grave. 

* Harry snd Florence, after the first 
months of their marriage were over, did 
not possess that happiness and unity of 
mind that were so conspicuously display- 
ed in the domestic felicity enjoyed by 
their next door neighbors. Harry was 
rash and obstinate, and often found fault 
with every scheme that his mild partner 
devised in the vain hope of pleasing him. 
All herendeavors to fulfil his wishes were 
frustrated by hisunfortunate temper. He 
loved her, it is true, but he loved him- 
self better, and viewed the happiness of 
George and Dora with a jealous and dis- 
contented eye, not considering that it 

' was his own fanlt that he did not en- 
| joy the same. 
| “You never seem glad to see me, Flor- 
| ence,’ Id exclaim, as he threw 
down the nets he had been fishing with 

| in a corner of the room, ‘or sing such a 
| sweet song to welcome my approach as 

| Dora docs’ 
‘ [ have no ve [ cannot sing,’ 

the me-k reply of poor Florence: 

ul 

108 2 was 
‘ but 

yOu. 
© ¢ Ay, that’s the old phrase; but deeds 
show. Dora is gay and cheerful ; that 
renders (George 80, and makes his home 
happy : while you greet my return with 
upbraidi gs, which drive me from mine.’ 

vd room. 

|, Harry, I am always happy to see | 

a bursting into tears, and leaving the 
* Wonld you curb your temper, 

' we, too, might be happy.’ 
‘Seldom a day passed without some 

dispute of this nature, and the kind-heart- 
ed Dora saw with grief the fiend Discord 
had thrown her apple into their once 
happy circle. 

“ One evening they had met at George's 
house to while away a few hours by his 
cheerful fire-side. It was a wintry 
night, and the rain fell in torrents, and 
the wind roared without and shook the 
cottage to the foundation. Harry had 
been on the sea with the boat, which was 
their mutnal property, in the earlier part 
of the day. and George, hearing the tem- 
pest rising to a pitch of fury, asked his 
brother if he had taken the precaution to 
draw up the boat and secure her against 
the violence of the water which burst in 
tremendous force agaist the cliff. 

‘Harry answered harshly in the ne- 
gative, 
‘The I must go and do it myself, 

said George, the color mounting to his 
cheek. ‘If you are careless with regard 
to your own property, you should have 
some respect for mine.” 

* Let me perish if you leave this house 
on such a night as this on any fool's 
errand !" said Harry, rising and placing 
his back aginst the door. ‘She will take 
no harm, and is just as much my pro- 
perty as vours.’ 

“Stand back foom the door? said 
George, giving way to sudden passion. 
“If T want to go, no one shall dare to 
bar my passage in my own house 

“I tell you that you shall not go!” re- 
turned Harry, * and I will make good my 
words.’ 
‘You must do it in another place,’ 

then George said, with a threatening air. 
* With all my heart., was the reply. 
* The women now interposed, and with 

tears and entreaties endeavored to win 
the brothers into a reconciliation. Dora 
finally succeeded, for when did she ever 
plead for her husband’s heart in vain? 
Kissing her pale cheek and quieting her 
fears, he turned to his brother, and hold- 
ing out his hand in token of amity, said 

* Harry, we have both acted hastily. 
I forgive you for your late intemperate 
speeches, and 1 expect you will extend 
to me the same favor. There is my hand 
upon it ; and now let us assist each 
other in securing the boat.’ 

‘Harry, whose passion had not so soon 
subsided, consented with a sullen air, 
and they left the house together. 

¢ During their absence Dora continued 
to pace the cottage with rapid steps, and 
often hurried to the door and listened to 
the howling of the tempest with an ex- 
pression of alarm and anxiety. 

‘The night is dark and stormy,” she 
said, The billows are mountains high. 
Oh, how I wish my husband would re- 
turn I’ 

‘ Don’t alarm yourslf, my dear sister,’ 
returned Florence, rising and approach- 
ing the open door. * They will doubtless 
return in a few minutes. But see,” she 
continued, your clothes are wet through 
with the rain. Consider your situation, 
and be more careful for your husband's 
sake.’ 

‘I can see a dark figure advaucing 
along the brow of the cliff,” replied Dora, 
disregarding her sister's caution. “Tt is 
he—It is my husband! 

‘ In spite of Florence's efforts to de- 
tain her, she sprang from the cottage and 
sank almost fainting into the arms of 
Harry Gordon, who, without undeceiv- 
ing her, carried her gently back into the 
cottage. 

¢ When Dora perceived her mistake, 
her fears reached a climax of agony. 
Turning with a degree of fierceness quite 
foreign to her nature towards Harry, she 
demanded of him what he had done with 
her husband. 

‘Is the woman mad ?" he exclaimed, 
in an angry tone. ‘Am I accountable 
for her husband's actions ?’ 

‘Youare! You are!” shrieked Dora. 
¢ He left the house with you, and should 
have returned with you. There’s blood 
upon your hand—your clothes are dyed 
with it! Almighty God! You have 
murdered my husband !’ 

¢ She sank senseless at his feet, and 
Florence, turning toward him with a face 
as pale as death, said— 

¢ Speak, Harry! Tell me what is this 
you have done? What are these fatal 
stains ? Where is your brother ?’ 

¢ Let me be cursed to all eternity if I 
know !’said the fisherman, stamping furi- 
ously on the floor. * These women, with 
their suspicions, are enough to drive a 
man out of his senses !’ 

¢ Seeing his wife trembling from head 
to foot, he addad in a calmer tone— 

¢I left him with the boat; he will be 
here in a few minutes, to laugh with me 
at your folly.’ 

‘During this speech, Dora had half 
risen from the floor, and she caught his 
arm wildly. 

«It may be true. Forgive, Harry, a 
wifs's agony. Come and help me look 
for him. 

* This idea appeared to inspire her 
with fresh hopes, and, springing to her 
feet, she darted through the doorway 
and fled with the rapidity of thought to- 
ward the cliff. The wind did not impede 
her course, nor the drenching torrents 
that beat on her uncovered head ; one 
dreadful supposition alone possessed her 
mind ; the uproar of the elements was 
congenial with the feelings it produced 
in her distracted breast, and she never 
paused till she reached the spot where 
the boat was generally moored. The 
moon, which had been obscured, now 
struggled through the haze and cast a 
wan, uncertain light on the surrounding 
objects. She stood alone on the sands ; 
no sound of human voice reached her ear, 
no living creature met her eye. She 
called in frantic tones on the name of 
her husband. 

“ George! George! Where are you?’ 
* The hollow cliffs returned her voice, 

and the wind and waves alone answered. 
‘ Harry ow arrived on the spot with 

a lantern, accompanied by several fisher- 
men from the neighboring houses. They 
found the unhappy wife of George Gor- 
don in a state of almost unconsciousness. 
Two of the men carried her back to the 
cottage, while the rest proceeded to 
search for her husband. On examining 
the boat, they discovered the pebbles all 
around it stained with blood, and the 
sand deeply indented by the pressure of 

contending feet, 

| another. and then at Harry. 

| and garment, messmate ? said an old 

man, eyeing the voung fisherman with a 

glance of peculiar meaning. 
“ It 1s blood,” he returned, in a sullen 

| voice ; ‘but it is my own, In drawing 

“It's your own fault, Harry,’ said Flor- the boat higher up on the beach I had 
the ill luck to cut my finger with a sharp 
flint, and the blood is still oozing.’ 
“You will have to give a more satis- 

factory account of the accident if your 
brother is not forthcoming,” replied the 
old man. ‘In the meantime, I shall 
consider it my duty to retain you in cus- 
tody until he is found, or you confess 
what has become of him.’ 

* Of what do you accuse me?’ exclaim- 
ed the agitated young man. 
“Of murder! 
‘ He uttered a seream of agony, and, 

raising his hand toward Heaven, made 
the most solemn assertions of his inno- 
cence, and called on God to attest their 
truth. 

‘The men pitied him, but no ore in 
sober reason could acquit him of the deed. 
He then implored them to let him take a 
last farewell of his wife before they hur- 
ried him off to prison, and this mercy 
was not denied him. 

* Unconscious ot the horrors of her 
situation, or the trials that awaited her, 
Florence was standing by Dora's bed, 
watching in unspeakable sorrow the last 
ftutterings of expiring life. Sorrow had 
pressed but once on that young, gay 
heart, and the chord of life was severed 
in the contest. Her anxiety of mind 
hurried the event of motherhood, and 
she died in giving birth to a male infant, 
who survived the loss of its unhappy 
parents. 

¢ She had just performed the last mel- 
ancholy task, and closed the fair lids 
that shrouded forever the once joyous 
glance of her sister's radiant dark eyes, 
when her husband sprang into the room, 
and, catching her arm, exclaimed, in a 
wild tone : 

¢ Look on me, Florence! Tell me that 
you believe me innocent of the horrible 
crime they have laid to my charge !’ 

‘The low wailing of an infant met his 
ear, and his bloodshot eyes full on the 
pale, inanimate form of the once beauti- 
ful Dora. 

“Ah, she is dead ! And they will say 
that I murdered her, too!” he eried, as he 
threw himself on the floor and wept 
aloud in the paroxysm of his despair. 

* Florence knelt by him, and raised his 
head tenderly. Here was a misery too 
deep for tears: she kissed with tremb- 
ling lips the swollen brow in which the 
veins seemed bursting, and said, in a 
faltering voice— 

¢ Oh, my husband, I know not what 
to think, but I will not believe you 
guilty !’ 
“God bless you for those words, my 

poor wife! Heaven will prove my 
innocence. For I swear to you, Flor- 
ence, by Him who made me, I am as ig- 
nerant of my brother's destiny as you 
are. We parted friends, and never in 
my wildest fits of passion could I have 
raised my hands against his life.’ 

‘1 believe you,” exclaimed Florence, 
throwing herself into his arms. 

‘ The officer of the law entered, ard 
tore them apart. 

* We shall meet again, Harry," she 
cried, as they bore him from the room ; 
‘both here and in another world.’ 

¢ As the village bell smote on her ear 
she turned toward the pale, crushed 
flower, over whom her teers flowed un- 
ceasingly. 

* Poor Dora!” she said, stooping and 
kissing the cold brow of her sister. * Thy 
sorrows are over—thy heart is at rest.— 
That gay. gladsome voice is hushed for- 
ever. I shall never again envy its tones 
of melancholy, or hear thy bounding step 
spring forth to meet him who has van- 
ished from among us like a dream. Oh, 
that I could lie down and sleep like thee, 
and bury in the dust the anguish of a 
broken heart !’ 

‘ Days, weeks, months, rolled away, 
but George never returned. Harry was 
tried for the murder; the presumptive 
evidence was too strong to admit of a 
doubt as to the perpetration of the erime, 
and he suffered the penalty at the age of 
three-and-twenty. 

¢ Florence remained a lonely i:1habitant 
of the cottage, pitied and respected by 
all her neighbors. She found a melan- 
choly pleasure in bringiiz up the orphan 
her unfortunate sister had in dying be- 
ueathed to her care. She bore her 

dreary lot with a meek and lowly spirit, 
patiently submitting herself to the will 
of Heaven. The cottage, however, wore 
a different aspect. I'he roses that had 
bzen trained up by the hand of love were 
unbound, and floated on every breeze. — 
The pretty garden, once the scene of 
Dora's rural labor, was overgrown with 
weeds, here and there a solitary lily rear- 
ing its sunny crest, to bring back to Flor- 
ence the memory of departed hours.— 
When the moon shone down in beauty 
on the spot she would lean her head pen- 
sively on her hand, and fancy she heard 
the sweet voice of Dora sinking in the 
porch, as she playfully shook the dew 
out of the roses on the dark locks and 
sunburnt cheeks of her husband. ¢ Ah, 
they were happy days,” would the eolitary 
mourner say, ‘but they are gone for 
ever v * * * * * * 

¢ Six years had rolled on, and the little 
orphan had grown into a fine, ruddy boy, 
with his mother’s lovely smile and spark- 
ling beauty. Florence marked his growth 
with melancholy pleasure, and he became 
more dear to her from the resemblance 
he bore to her sister. 
“One bright summer evening, as the 

rosy child was swinging on the front 
gate and watching the restless billows 
as they slowly broke against the cliff, a 
woe-worn and weather-beaten man ap- 

proached the gate. The child, frightened 
at his haggered looks, would have fled, 
but the stranger caught him in his arms. 

‘ Tell me,” he cried, in a hurried voice, 
“ whose little boy are you ?' 

* Mother Florence's,” said the child, 
struggling in his grasp. *I don’t know 
you ; please let me go.’ 

* Do your father and mother live here ?° 
“ My mother does, but I have no fath- 

er, said the boy: ‘he died before I was 
born.’ 

‘ Poor Harry ! he is gone, then ?° said 
the stranger, greatly agitated. Tell 
me, dear child, if your aunt, Dora Gor- 
don, is living.’ 

“ Aunt?’ said the child, looking earn- 
estly in his face. *1 had once, they teil 
me, another mother ; but she lies in the 
churchyard. I never saw her, but Mo- 
ther Florence always makes me pray for 
her and my father, too.’ 

The men looked at one | 

* What are those stains on your face | 

“O, my child, my child!" exclaimed 
the stranger. pressing the child wildly to 

t, while his tears fll fast on the 
glittering ringlets of the cherub boy. 

“At this moment Florence advanced 
from the cottage. At the sight of the 
stranger she uttered a terrible scream, 

| and, catching his arm, cried out in a 
trembling voice— 

| his hear 
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‘ Speak to me, in God’s name, George ! 
Tell me you are still of this world !’ 

¢ Alas—to my misery !" groaned forth 
the unfortunate man. 

‘ Florance clasped her bands mournful- 
ly, and raised her streaming eyes toward 
heaven. 

‘ My wife—my brother!” he exclain- 
ed, dashing his hand against his head.— 
‘This is a horrible dream—it cannot be 
true that they both died for me!’ 

* After the first burst of feeling had 
subsided, Florence entreated him to re- 
veal the cause of his long absence. 

‘ Harry's tale was true,’ he said. * We 
dragged the boat, which was nearly afloat 
in the serf, high up on the beach ; in do- 
ing so Harry cut his finger severely with 
a large flint, and I begged him to leave 
me to fasten the boat, while he ran home 
and got the wound—which he considered 
dangerous—bound up. Thank God, we 
parted friends! He had not left me 
many minutes before a band of smug- 
glers emerged from a cave in the cliff. 
and, observing me imprudently turn my 
head, and lovk earnestly at the place of 
their retreat, they surrounded and threat- 
ened me with instant death if I dared to 
reveal their hiding-place. I promised, 
nay, even bound myself to secrecy, by 
the most powerful oaths that language 
could suggest. ‘Do not trust him,’ said 
one of the crew. ‘Kill him and throw 
his body into the sea. We shall then be 
sure of his silence.” My wife rushed 
across my mind. I implored their 
mercy. ‘If any of you are husbands and 
fathers,’ I said, * have compassion on me. 
I have left in that cottage a wife on the 
eve of confinement with her first child— 
a wife whom I adore. Do not commit 
a decuble crime by destroying both.” The 
leader of the gang relented. ‘I have 
thought of a better scheme,’ he said, nod- 
ding to his companions. ‘We will not 
take his life.” Just at this moment 1 
heard approaching foot-steps. I strug- 
gled desperately to gain my liberty and 
was thrown with such violence to the 
ground that the blood gushed copiously 
from my nostrils; a handkerchief was tied 
over my mouth, and I was forcibly drag- 
ged to the cavern. Oh, Florence, imag- 
ine my feelings when I heard the voice of 
Dora calling on me in tones of despair, 
while I, bound hand and foot, was denied 
even the power of utterance! Were 1 
to live for eternity, T should never for- 
get the horrible presentment of approach- 
ing ills which crowded on my mind dur- 
ing that dreadful night. 

* Toward morning the smugglers got 
their vessel under way, and they put me 
on board, and in the course of three days 
we were landed in Holland. Without a 
half penny in my pocket, or the least 
knowledge of the language, 1 was reduc- 
ed to the necessity of soliciting the char- 
ity of the pass-rs-by. But the anxiety 
of mind brought on a violent fever. I 
was picked up in the streets and convey- 
ed to the hospital, where I languished 
for upwards of twelve months, and when 
restored to health and liberty, new mis- 
eries awaited me. Luckily, IT fell in 
with the captain of a trading vessel, who, 
pitying my forlorn condition, agreed to 
take me with him to England. Just as 
my hopes were nearly realized I was 
again plunged into despair. Our vessel 
became the prize of a privateer, and I 
was carried a prisoner to France, where 
I remained until the exchange took place 
a few weeks ago. We had a quick pas- 
sage and arrived safe in old England.— 
My joy was so great on once mere be- 
holding my native country, that it was 
some time before I could moderate my 
feelings. [I begged my way hither, anti- 
cipating the kind welcome [ should re- 
eeive from my wife and family after so 
long and painful an absence. And what 
have I found? My wife in her grave, 
and my brother executed for my suppos- 
ed murder.’ 

Here the old seaman paused, and 
seemed so deeply affected that it was 
some time before I could summon up re- 
solution to address him. 

¢ And what became of poor Florence ?' 
¢ As though she had lived only to de- 

liver up that boy into his father’s care, 
she soon after sickened and died, and 
we buried these two sisters of misfortune 
in the same grave. The boy, Anuie, you 
have often seen. He is the gay, high- 
spirited young officer who is frequently 
the companion of your evening ram- 
bles.’ 
‘How! Tgeried. starting from my 

seat. * Herbert Clinton? He is, then, 
your son 7’ 

“ Yes, Annie, I was the happy hus- 
band of the beautiful Dora Gordon.’ 
He pressed my hand to his lips, and 

walked slowly toward the deserted cot- 
tage. I could not follow him. 

A CovcH, Corp or Sore TuroAT should be 
stopped. Neglect frequently results in an In. 
CURABLE LuNé Disease or CoNsumPpTION. 
BrowN's BroxNcuIiAL TRocues do not disorder 
the stomach like cough syrups and balsams, but 
ACT DIRECTLY ON THE INFLAMED PARTS, allaying 
irritation, gives relief in Astama, BroNonITIS, 
Couans, CaTARRH, and the Turoar TROUBLES 
which SiNGeRs AND PusLic SPEAKERS are sub- 
ject to. For thirty years Brown's Bronchial 
Troches have been recommended by physicians, 
and always give perfect satisfaction. Having 
been tested by wide and constant use for nearly 
an entire geuerativn, they have attained well 
merited rank among the few staple remedies of 
the age. Sold at 25¢. a box everywhere.—1y-10 

[t is a little trouble to examine the pamphlet 
wrapper around each bottle of the true Murray 
& Lanman's Florida Water, so as to find the 
words *‘ Lanman & Kemp, New York,’ which 
are watermarked or stamped in pale letiors on 
every page, but it is letter to take this small 
amount of bother rather than to be imposed 
upon by a worthless counterfeit. Every leaf of 
the pamphlet, around the genuine has these 
words in it, which thouzh pale and taint, can be 
easily seen when held up to the light, and no 
Florida Water is genuine that does not have this 
test mark. 

Zovesa rroM BRaziL.—-As a result of the 
new commercial enterprise just assuming iw- 
portance with Brazil, 1s the introduction of 
Zopesa, so justly celebrated where 1t is known 
for the cure of all forms of Indigestion. The 
company have opened a laboratory in Toron- 
to. Zopesa comes to us highly endorsed and 
recommended, as 1ts wonderful affinity to the 
Digestive Urgans, its certainty to relieve and 
cure Dyspepsia and Constipation, makes 
this rewiarkable compound a necessity In 
Canada. The company make sample bottles 
at the trifling eost of 10 cents, to be had of 

Garden Bros , Druggist, Woodstock. —3m-9. 

SENSIBLE ADVICE. 

You are asked every day through the columns 
of newspapers and by your Druggists $0 Nae 

something ior your Dyspepsia and Liver Com- 
plaint that you know nothing about; you get 

discouraged spending money with but little 
sue- 

cess. Now to give give you satisiactory proof 

that Greens’s August Flower will cure you of 

Dyspepsia and Liver Complaint with all its ef- 
| fecte, such as sour stomach, Sick Headache, 
| Habitual Costiveness, palpitation of the Heart, 

Heart-burn, Water-brash, Fullness at the pit of | 
the Stomach, Yellow Skin, Coated Tongue, 
Indigestion, swimming of the head, low spirits, 
&c.; we ask you to go to your Druggist, and 
get a sample Bottle of Green's August Flower 
for 10 cents and try it, or a regular size for 75 

De ——————————— ee — 
me eee et tte 

An Austrian officer in the service ofPersia 
writes respecting the conflict between the 
Persians and the Kurds :—* Every kind of 
cruelty wasjresorted to, Villages were burp- 
ed ; women, old people and children were 

killed promiscuously. The writer of this 
letter passed through sixteen burning vill- 

ages in a single day. Herds of 1,000 cheep 

and 500 cows or buffaloes were taken and 

driven away, and the shepherds either mur- 

dored or sent into slavery. The soldiers, 

being badly clothed and badly paid, felt justi- 

fied in plundering where they could. The 
Austrian officers with great difficulty man- 

aged to keep their troops in order. The 

weather, with its rainfalls « 1 <10w-storms, 

was 80 very inclement that a g many of 

the Persian troops succumbed. In the old 
regiments 400 men died in one week.” 

Dyspepsia. —Strengthen your digestion, 
tone the stomach for utilizing and assimil- 

ating every atom of food you take, the body 

needs it for stength and vigor. Zopesa clean- 

ges the entire system, stimulates the liver, 

keeps you regular and able to eat ten-penny 
pails. Letters and postal cards come In 

daily extolling Zopesa from Brazil. Positive 
proof of health and vigor it gives, in a 10 
cent sample. Sold by Garden Bros., Drug- 
gists, Woodstock.—3m-9 

We verily believe that dyspepsia is largely 
the cause of much of the moroseness and ill 
pature which mars the harmony of the social 
relations of all of us. Dr. Wilson's Anti- 
bilious and Preserving Pills cure dyspepsia, 
and sets the liver, stomach ar.d kidneys night, 
and thus makes us better natured. 

The success of Dow's Sturgeon Oil Lini- 
ment is applicable, and speaks volumes for the 
doctor’s skill and knowledge of chemistry. 

We have, like many others, suffered from 

influenza and gout, during the cold and 
stormy weather, and nothing which we have 
tried has relieved us so much as Wilson's 
Pulmonaiy Cherry Balsam. It soothed the 
throat, cased the cough —in short, it cured us. 

Nature, after all, is the great physician. She 
hides all the secrets of health within her broad, 

generous bosom, and man needs but to go to her 
intelligently for his every need. The discovery 

of the great Cough Remedy, Gray’ Syrue OF 

Rep Spruce Guy, is an apt illustration of this. 

As a cure for Coughs, Colds, Loss of Voice and 

Hoarseness it stands unrivalled, while its low 

price and readiness of access places it within the 
reach of all. Try it and be convinced. All 

chemists keep it in 25 and 50 cents bottles. 
4i-11 

«¢ TuEY ALL DO IT.”’—To beautify the teeth and 

give fragrance to the breath, use ** TEABERRY," 

the new Toilet gem. Get a 5 cent sample at 
Garden Bros.—9-1y. 

For the cure of Rheumatism and kindred af- 

fections, we are satisfied that there is no medi- 

cine or treatment equal to the use of Bristol's 

Sarsapavilla and Pills. The cures performed by 
those two remedies have astonished even us, 

with all our knowledge of their virtues, and we 
venture nothing in saying that they are absolute 
specifies in this class of diseases. 

Tue Sappest oF Sap Sicars—The gray 
hairs of age being brought with sorrow to the 
grave is now, we are glad to think, becoming 
rare every year as the use of Cingales Hair 
Restorer becomes more general. By its use 
the scanty locks of age once more resume their 
former color and the hair becomes thick and 
luxuriant as ever ; with its aid we can now 
defy the change of years, resting assured that 
no Gray Hair at any rate will come to sadden 
us. Sold by Garden Bros. Druggists, 50 cents 
per bottle.—3 mos-9, 

Consumption Cured. 

An old physician, retired from practice 
having had placed in his hands by an East 
India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and perma- 
nent cure for Consumption, Bronchitis, Cat- 
arch, Asthma, and all Throat and Lung Af- 
fections, also a positive and radical cure for 
Nervous Debility and all Nervous Complaints 
after having tested its wonderful curative 
powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his 
duty to make it known to his suffering fel- 
lows. Actuated by this motive and a desire 
to relieve human suffering, I will send [reo 
of charge to all who desire it, this receipe, in 
German, French, or English with full direc- 
ti preparing and using. Sent by mail 
b ressing with stamp, naming this dadea- 
Ww. W. Suerar, 149 Powers’ Block, Roches- 
ter, N. Y 

Mothers! Mothers! ! Mothers! ! 

Are you disturbed at night and broken of your 
rest by a sick child suffering and erying with 
the excruciating pain of cutting teeth ? If so, 

at once and get a bottle of MRS. WINSLOW'S 
SOOTHING SYRUP. It will relieve the poor 
little sufferer immediately—depend upon it; 
there is no mistake about it. There is not a go- 
ther on earth who has ever used it who will not 
tell you at once that it will regulate the bowels, 
and give rest to the mother, aud reliefand health 
to the child, operating like magic. Itis perfect- 
ly safe to use in all cases, and pleasant to the 
taste, and is the prescription of one of the oldest 
and best female physicians aud nurses in the 
United States. Full directions for using will ac- 
company each bottle. None genuine unless the 
fac-simile of CURTIS & PERKINS is on the out- 
side wrapper. Scld by all Medicine Dealers. 25 
cents a bottle. Beware of imitations. —1y-10, 

Literary Norices.— The Sunday Magazine 
for April—The present number overflows with 
reading-matter to suit all classes, and which 
cannot fail to prove instructive, entertaining 
and profitable. It is a publication which must 
find a welcome in every family. The contents 
are abundant and varied, but we can only glance 
at them ¢“ How the Poor Folks Live,” by the 

Editor, is deeply interesting,and the twelve 1llus- 
trations serve to intensify the interest. **Me- 
mories of Egypt,”’ by 8. K. Hunt, ** Easter and 

the Days Before It,”” ** Good Friday in Munich, 
“The Great South American Struggle,’ etc , 
are among the particularly notable articles. In 
the department of fiction are, a continuation of 
the admirable serial * Out of the World,” by 
Mrs. O'Reilly; “A ghost Story,” by Rev. J. 
Hyatt Smith; ** For the Coming of the King,” 
an Easter Story, by Helena W. Pierson, ete. 
There are several excellent and iustructive 
essays; sketches of Rev. John S. Macintosh, D, 
D., Bichope Atkinson and Kerr, Rev. Dr. Chap- 
in, Carlyle, Rev. J. Hyat: Swith, Rev. Dr. Hoge, 
etc., ete. The poems are quite numerous, and 
of great merit. Among the peculiarly interest- 
ing features are ** The Home Pulpit,’ *¢ Hard 
Places in the Bible," by Rev. Dr. Deems, “With 
s Smile in It,” “The Invalid’s Portion and 
Thoughts for the Afflicted,” * Temperance 

Talk,” ¢ International Sunday-School Less- 
ons,’’ ¢ Editor's Portfolio,”” ete., ete. The 
Miscellany is unusually abundant. There are 
128 quarto pages and over 100 illustrations, and 
& single copy is only 25 cents; annual subserip- 
tior, $3, postpaid. Address, Frank Leslie's 
Publishing House, 53, 55 and 57 Park Place, 
Nety York. 

Efarper's Magazine for April, besides being 
a very beautiful Number, offers its readers an. 
~~ variety of entertaining reading matter 

‘he number opens with a descriptive article, 
by W. H. Rideing, on ** The Green Mountains 
in Sugar-Time,”” with characteristic illustra- 
tione by McCutcheon. Arthur Gilman, the 
architect, contributes a beautiful and instrue- 
tive illustrated article on Salisbury Cathedral. 
¢ [ndian Education at Hampton and Carlisle’ 
is the subject of a very interesting paper by 
Helen W. Ludlow, one of the Hampton teachers, 
with fifteen illustrations. *¢ Italian Life in New 
York,” hy Charlotte Adams, furnishes Mr. 
Rig with a number of picturesque subjects 

for bis pencil. Alexander F, Oakey's paper on 
“¢ Art Embroidery’’ is full of valuable sugges- 
tions on a subject of geueral interest, and is 
illustrated with some excellent designs. Earnest 
Ingersol contributes an article on Milwaukee, 
illustrated with seventeen beautiful engravings. 

8S. H. M. Byers, United States Consul at Zurich, 

in *“ My Farm in Switzerland” (illustrated), 

conveys some very useful hints to our farmers 

as to the economy of agriculture. 

The two serial novels—*¢ Anne,” 

stance Fenimore Woolson, aud ** A Loadicean’ 

—are continued, the former illustrate | by Rein- 

hart, and the latter by DuMaurier. Sherwood 

Bonner contributes a strong story, * Two 

Storms." W. H. Beard, under the title of *“ An 

Artist’s Reminiscences,” tells a touching story 

of his boyhood, which he also illustrates with & 

shar icture. 

i of life insurance, contrasting 

with that given in an article on the subjects 
in 

the January Harper, is presented by the Rev. 

Stephen H. Byng, Jr. 
J. T. Trowbridge, in his poem, *‘ The Indian 

Camp,” presents ast iking picture of the Amer- 

ican Tadian of to-day. Uiber poems are con- 

tributed by Walt Whitman, Paul II. Hayne, and 

William Gibson. 
The Editorial Departments are filled with 

timely, instructive, aud entertaining matter, 

'l for April 

RY Greek | yl,” 

by Con- 
J 

The contents of .1ppletons’ Jour 

are as follows: ** A Question : 

by Professor George Ebers, author of *¢ Uarda,” 

*s An Egyptian Princess,” ete, in Two Parts 

(Part First); ¢* Mysteries and Miracle-Plays,”” 
by Lucy H. Hooper; Oliphant's ““ Land of Gil 
ead'’; ‘On some Female 
Characters’ (II) | tia, by Helena Faueit 

Martin, *¢ Greek Dinaers.”’ A F Cw Paley: 

““ Why does the Crab go Sideways?’ hy Robert 
B. Roosevelt; “A Culture-Ghost: or Winth- 
rop’s Adventure,”’ by Vernon Lee; * The Ca 
liph Haroun Alraschid’’; ** The Farl of 

consfield as a Novelist **; “¢ Ruski 

kin's *‘ Arrows of the Chase’): Concerning 
the Cheerfulness of the 01d,” by A. K. H. B. 
(the Country Parson). Editor's Table: (ar. 

lyle a8 a Thinker—The English Estimates « 

of Shakespeare' I DIAN I AIC 8 

Bea- 

ina’? (Rus. 
LL 
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cents. Two doses will relieve you, Carlyle—Tact not a Special Feminine Quality 


