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AND

COLDS.

1.0 YEARS IN USE.
% PRICE25"PER BOTTLE v.

\\(B

’?MSTPON(‘ & (0. [Proprielors
. /q SARKER & ?HN”Z?.E?.?Q“IL’“"“M

D. G. SCOTT,

—DEALER IN—

Fine Groceries,

Teas,
Coffee,

Sugar,
Spices,

And everything found in a first-class Grocery.

PURE GOODS aSpecialty.

COR. ROBINSONST. & MOUNTAIN ROAD,
MONCTON, N. B.

PEACE IN THE FAMILY!

One sure way to secure it—Use ARCHI-
BALD’S PAIN BALSAM, one of the
Greatest Remedies of the Age, for In-
ternal and External use, It
CURES—Coughs, Sore Throat, Diph-

theria, Influenza, Sick Headache. It al-

ways relieves Asthma, excels in Dysentery
and Bowel Complamts A Balm to those
inflicted with Rheumatism, Neuralgia and

Lame Back. It relieves tocthache nine

times out of ten.

PRICE 25 CELT8 PER BOTTLE.,
For sale by all general dealers in the

Maritime Provinces,

Manufactured by Matthew Archibald,
Willow Park, Halifax, N. S,

M.FLANAGAN,

Importer and Dealer in

WINES, LIQUORS, GROCERIES, DRY GOODS,
EARTHENWARE,
GLASSWARE, &,

PATENT MEDICINE, &C.

QUEEN STREET, RICHIBUCO.

BOOTS, SHOES,

NOW IN STOCK :
FresH BurTer, FRESH PORK, SALT PORK,

SuGAR-CURED HaMs,
All of which will be sold cheap for cash.

The highest prices paid for all kinds of
Raw Furs,

MARTIN FLANACAN.
Rlchlbucto, Jan. 15, 1890,

e ———————

Wa.lter Wilson & Son,

(Late A. Richardson & Co.)

MANUFACTURERS OF

SAWS,

UNION STREET,

St. John, N. B.

C il g OL
Photographer,

GERMAIN ST.,ST. JOHN.

Oysters,
Baked Beans,
Cigars,

Confectionery,
MEALS AT ALL HOURS,

Y J—

Moncton Dining Rooms,

958 Main Street, Moncton.
A few doors West of Merket.
8. R. DOUCETT, Proprietor.

'MAROONED.|

BY

W. CLARKE RUSSELL.

(Condensed for Tug REviEW.)

CHAPTER XXIV.—Continued.
With this kind of talk we killed some
| time. The light of the mounting moon
was £0 brilliantly clear that I could wit-
| ness every varying expression in my com-
panion’s.face as plainly as if a shining
dawn had broken ; only that the moon-
light gave a spirituality to her beauty
which her charms were perhape the richer
for not discovering by daylight. When
the time arrived for me to press her to
seek rest, I found her reluctant. And
small wonder! It was not that the ham-
mock was uninviting. Indeed, nothing
fitter could have been devised for the lan-
guid, dewy warmth of such a tropical
night of pale god-like splendor as this,
than the air couch that spanned the black
pillars of two silent trees. Omne thought
of what was up above!—some scaly be-
tailed thing, creeping down the dry bark
with a clawing of its armored feet like the
pattering of a land crab upon an uncar-
peted floor, to awaken one by a cold pres-
sure of its body on one’s brow—pah ! The
tropicse are a glorious country to read
about, to be sure ; but give me an English
summer evening dying out—with the
lowing of a cow or two, the chime of a
distant church bell, a drowey chirp steal-
ing from the shadows of some sweet-blos-
somed orchard—into the delicious repose
of night, unbroken by a note louder than
the dim cheep of the grass-hopper, or the
faint midnight crow of an uneasy cock.

Finding Miss Grant reluctant to go to
her hammock, I proposed a little stroll
along the glittering beach, and for overan
hour, I think, did we measure to and fro
some quarter of a mile of the sparkling
shore.

At last she consented to “turn in.,” 1
dragged a trunk to her hammock to en-
able her to step to her swinging bed, and
when her head was pillowed I made her
snug with a shawl, and then enveloped
her in the floating gauze of the mosquito-
net, through which I could see her dark
eyes watching me. The spreading branches
of the tree screened her from the moon,
but here and there a ray fell through, and
one white beam rested upon the hammock.
I doubt if any dream that ever sweetened
man’s rest was more enchanting than the
vision of this girl’s face under the moonlit
gauze-like transparency. Though no vis-
sion, yet it effected me as with the unreal-
ity of one. I could see a smile in her
eyes as I raised my hat with a little bow
and said good-might. One must go to
sea for such experiences as this, Name
such a conjecture ashore as could produce
it. When I stole a peep at her again the
moonbeam had slipped off her and the
hammock wasin gloom.

“T hope nothing will tease you on the
sand,” I heard her say.

“I hope not,” I answered, looking at
the branches oveihead to make sure that
the coast was clear up there.

I had now to make my own bed. The
boxestwere of unequal height, or I should
have stowed thom together into a couch.
I stretched out a rug to lie upon, brought
a carpet-bag to the head of it toserve asa
pillow, drew a mosquito curtain over me
and lay down, pistols in pocket within
ready grasp, and covered myself with such
another rug as I rested on. The dry sand
yielded with a sort of spring in it, and I
found it a very comfortable mattress,

I was nearly asleep when I started, in-
stantly broad awake, to a peculiar, melo-
dious, but almost melancholy whistling of
 a bird amid the branches of the tree to
| which #he head of Miss Grant’s hammock
| was attached, What sort of bird it was I
: can not say. May be it was one of the
| species which induced Columbus to believe

that there were niglitingales in these islands
| when he sat hearkening at sunset to the
‘ gush of melodies which came floating out
l of the foliage to mingle with the “Salves’’
| and “ Aves” and litanies of his crew.

But the song was brief, and after a little
my mind came round to its old bearings,
' and being now wide awake, after a glance
at the hammock, which 1 observed to hang
stirless in the gloom, I fell to some prac-
tical, anxious considerations of our condi-
tion ; and the current of thought being
set a-flowing ran into twenty different
channels,

“Tut !” thought I, witha waft of the
the mosquito-net at a little dance of fire-
flies hovering over my knees ; “it isabout
time I went to sleep !”

I had scarcely got my head down on the
carpet-bag afresh when I was indescribably
 astonished by hearing the chimes of a bell
{ rung swiftly. 1 listened breathlessly for
| an instant, believing the notes to be an
illusion of my sense, but it was impossible
| to mistake. No church belfiy on a Sun-
| day morning ever echoed a clearer sum-
mons to the faithful. It continued with-
out cessation. I sat up, then clearing my-
self of the mosquito-net, I leaped to my
feet. I saw Miss Grant sitting erect in her
hammock.

“ Oh, Mr. Musgrave, what is that 7"’ she
cried.

i .“It may be some vessel,” I exclaimed,
“ close aboard the island ; perhaps ashore.”

“No ; it comes from jthose trees yon-

der,” pointing to the little forest.

| box, and thence to the ground.

bhe threw the net like a veil off her
head, sprung from the hammock to the
“« Oh !7’
she exclaimed, seizing my arm, “ what can
it be 1

The bell was no longer ringing rapidly ;
a sexton might now be tolling it, The
slow, punctually recurring chimes came
along like a knell ; they then ceased and
all was still. I paused a little to make
pure if possible of the direction whence
the sounds proceeded. On a sudden the
ringing started off afresh—such a reckless,
rushing, clattering of noise that my con-
viction was there was a madman at large
upon the island, and that this was his way
of killing the midnight hours!  The
whole  place seemed distracted by the
clamor. Queer grunts rose out of the
grass, hard snoring noises out of the trees,
with a universal groaning of frogs far and
near, the hoarse inquiring cries of parrots,
while you caught a shriller edge in the
shrill minstrelsy of the crickets. The vio-
lent ring of a bell in the dark hours of the
night, even when one is as secure as a safe
lodging and all the contrivances of civiliz-
ation can make one, is, to say the least,an
alarming disturbance. But to hear such
a sound in this lonesome island, apparent-
ly among the trees yonder where they
rose blackest to their topmost foliage
against the moon, when it seemed as sure
as sure could be that there was no living
human being within God knows what dis-
tance of us, was such a trial to the nerves
that I own to having hung in the wind for
a space, amazed to almost a condition of
semi-stupefaction.

The tumultuous harum-scarum ringing
came to an end, and was succeeded by a
melancholy tolling, as though there wase
a funeral somewhere under way. Bidding
Miss Grant stay where she was a minute,
1 ran swiftly—I was a very nimble run-
ner—to the head of the creek, whence in
a few moments 1 had gained the beach on
the north side of the island, a part that
would have been hidden to us on the
hummock by the forest. The pale golden
light of the moon flooded heaven and
ocean, and the objects could not have been
more visible had the effulgence been of
the noontide. There was no sign of a ship
hereabouts. The deep ranged with a bare
breast steeping and soaking to the indigo
of the sky; nothing stirred along the
platform of sand that went twisting out
of sight in a pear-like haziness round the
bend of the island, veering westward.
All this time the bell was tolling, and now
I could not doubt that it was being rung
in some part of the island, for as at the
creek, so here, the chimesappeared to float
directly from the black shadow of the
central grove.
by which time the sound of the bell had
ceased.

“ It is no ship,” said I, * be it what else
it may.”

“It is a real bell, though,” she ex-
claimed.

“Ay, realindeed,’”” said I, “too real for
superstition to find a footing on it, though
it is a chilly sort of thing to happen at
this hour, amid this wild loneliness, too.
It needed to have been but a iittle less
real to have thickened the blood with fan-
cies of an enchanted island.”

We waited expecting to hear it again,
but the ringer had evidently exhausted
his merry-making fit for the time being,
and all remained silent, saving the chirp
of the crickets and the wash of the surf,
with here and there a sulky croak.

“] had a mind just now to explore for that
bell.”

“You would be mad to do such a thing,”
she exclaimed, with energy ; “indeed I
should not permit it,” and she grasped
my arm. “There mustbe a man in that
wood,” she continued, lowering her voice.
“There must be a human agency to set
that bell going. Perhaps after all the
island 4 inhabited, and there may be a
nest of savages in that forest, who hid
themselves on seeing us, and now dream
of scaring us away by ringing a bell. Oh,
I wish we eould be scared away ?”’ she con-
tinued, as with a shiver she glanced over
her shoulder seaward.

I shook my head. “No,” said I, “I’ll
swear there are no Indians hereabouts,
Had they existence we were bound to
have et with some signs of them; a
canoe, a wigwam, or whatever else their
dwelling-place may be called—remains of
fires—relics of feasting. I should like to
have a good look round from the hum-
mock. Will you stay here. I sha'n’t be
gone long.”

“Certainly not. I would not be alone
for—"" she broke off, while she stepped to
where her hat lay and put it on, and I saw
the glint of her pistol-barrel in her hand.
“It is wicked to feel nervous,” she ex-
claimed, “ but what could be so unnatural
as the sound of a bell here ?—and then
not be able to imagine what dreadful crea-
tures may be hidden among those trees.”

We walked to the hummock, thinking
more of the sound of the bell and of the
hidden being that had swung it than of the
noisome or venomous objects we might
by chance tread upon,and having gained
the elevation, sent many a look round the
sea and into the heart of the little island ;
but all this side of the ocean was as bare as
the northern quarter, while not the faint-
est movement of black substance or dark
shadow could we see, scrutinizingly as we
gazed, on any part of the land. The
night breeze had died away; there was
scarce motion enough of the air to breathe
cool upon the moistened finger. South

I returned to Miss Grant

and east the ocean stretched, motionless as
a surface of pulished black wood, and the
languid seething of the near surf was so
delicate that it stole into the air like the
moan of breakers leagues distant. We
lingered ten minutes, then returned.

It took me seme time to persuade Miss
Grant to enter her hammock afresh. I
told her that I would keep watch; that
there was really no more reason to be
afraid now than there had been befure we
heard the bell ; that if the bell were rung’
with the intention of searing us, it was
plain that, whatever might be our alarm,
we also were held in fear ; that if there
were Indians in hiding, treacherously dis-
posed, they were not very likely to arouse
us from the sleep in which they could |
have stolen upon and murdered or other-
wise dealt with us as it pleased them.

“It is a puzzle,” said I, “that we must
wait for the daylight to resolve. Mean-
while rest is necessary to you, and you
must please lie down. Trust to
my vigilance, and sleep without misgiv-
ings.”

Eventually she complied. I made her
comfortable as before, carefully enveloped
her bammock with a mosquito net, then
with a look at my pistols to see that all
was right with them, I lighted a cheroot,
swigged off a dram of brandy, and fell to
pacing the stretch of sand, sentinel-fashion
close to the hammock, and keeping a
bright lookout on the trees beyond, believe
me.

CHAPTER XXV,
A PIRATICAL LAIR.

The time slipped wearily and heavily
away. Now and again Miss Grant lifted
her head, bride-like with the drapery of
the mosquito-curtain ; but a time came
wken she lay still, and on stepping close
very softly and peering, 1 found her

sleeping peacefully.
At last, having seated myself to rest

after a considerable spell of walking, I fell '

asleep, and so lay till I was wakened by
the rising of the sun, and opened my eyes
upon his blinding stream pouring aslant
from three or four degreeo above the hori-
izon.

I stepped to the hamnock Miss Grant
was asleep, and so sweet and fair did she
look that I could not break away from
watching her. My fixed gaze roused her;
she opened her eyessuddenly,and I backed
a step, confused, and perhaps feeling a
little mean at being detected. However,
she awoke with too much wondering at
her own situation and the strangeness of
surroundings to imagine my inquisitiveness
or to note the admiration which I doubt
not would have been perceptible in me by
her clearer vision. She threw the mos-
quito-curtain off her, and sat erect, and
exclaimed : “Thank God, it is daylight !
looking in a restless way about her, with
her hands clasped, her cheek with the
hectic of slumber still on it, her beauty
rich with the disorder of her hair, and the
light in her eyes of transient bewildered
thought that fired them like contending
passions,

I felt so jaded and stale that every in-
stinct in me clamored for a plunge so I went
away past the head of the creek to the north
shqre, and spent ten delicious minutes
amid the surf there.

I returned to Miss Grant feeling years
younger, and found her dressing her hair
before an ivory hand-glass, which she had
hung against the trunk of a tree. Well,
thought I, marooning brings about strange
intimacies ! Pexrhaps it might be married
people only that a scrupulous mutineering
crew would think proper to set ashore.

Miss Grant was full of the subject of
the bell. She could talk of nothing else,
and while we sat at our little repast of
preserved meat and sweet biscuit, she was
incessantly directing looks towards the
wood.

“There may be people there,” she said,
“ watching us all the time. I thought I
saw something move when you left me
just now. We must find out to-day if
this island is inhabited. The approach
of the night will be intolerable if we are
to expect that bell to ring again without

MILLER'S TANNING EXTRACT CO., LimiTeo.

—WORKS AT—

Millerton and Mortimore, N. B.

Cable Addresses—‘‘ Hypotan,” London ; and “* Miller,” Miramichi.

A very complete stock of Ceneral Goods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at
OUR MORTIMORE STORE. $

WM. J. SMITH,

MASONIC BUILDING, RICHIBUCTO,

COMMISSIOI MERCHANT, AUCTIONEER
AND GENERAL AGENT.

~EVERY DESCRIPTION OF—-

HOUSEHOLD FURNITURE

Kept eonstantly on-hand, ineluding— Mattresses, Spring Beds, Mirrors, &e., &e.
Trade Bales every Saturday evening.

Country Bales eonducted to the best advantage and returns made promptly.
References urnished when required.

Webb & McHaffie, |

' IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN

STAPLE AND FINE GROCERIES, GREEN AND DRIED
FRUITS, NUTS, CONFECTIONERY, Ere.
314 Main Street, - - MONCTON, N. B,

Flour, Meal, &c.

D e —
We keep in Stock all grades of good FLOUR, including such brands as—
FIVE ROSES, OGILVIE'S HUNGARIAN, STOCKWELL, ONYX, RUBY, &

~ALSO—
Cornmeal,Oatmeal, Molasses,Fish,
ud%l.i‘o :.v (t)l‘:'uz in.w .g::d'i‘:‘t .:oo‘ll mod Grocery Store. Everything of the best quality,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

ALLAN & CHAPMAN,“io¥ctox, . ¥

1890 =~ 1891

‘We have now in stock a full supply of Fall and Winter Goods, and
offer them at prices that approve themselves to buyers.

One Car assorted Refined Iron, a varied lot of Sleigh and Sled Shoe
Steel and Iron Chain. ST
One Car Flour, different brands, including the well known brand

“Tecumseh.” Also Cornmeal and Qatmeal.
One Car Mixed Feed for Horses and Cattle.

One Car Molasses and Sugar.

Herring in barrels and half barrels Sleigh Robes, Blankets, Bells
and a full line of Christmas Groceries. g Mg,

J. & W. BRAIT.

Kingston, Dec. 12, 1890.

S. M. DUNN,

General Dealer,
WEEDBORE: - . 4 e R

NEW BRUNSWICK.
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SLEEPERS, HEMLOCK BARK, &C.

ALSO, AT KINGSTON, A FULL LINE OF

DIMENSION LUMBER,

knowing where it is, or what produces the
sound.”

“] shall explore those trees shortly,” ;
said I ; “let me bave your pistol. With
mine it will give three shots without ob- {
liging me 1o reload.” l

She drew it from her belt where it bad |
lain all night with her, - |

“ ] will accompany yon,” said she ; “it |
is inaction and expectation that keep me |
frightened.”

“Lord preserve you,” said I, “look at |
that growth of grass! You would need
to be dressed as I am to penetrate it.”

Indeed, it was only too plain that noth-
ing in the shape of petticoats and skirts
could be forced, short of one’s wake after
a plunge or two becoming a raffle of shreds
and tatters, through the dense, coarse,
bushlike herbage which stood to the height
of a man’s waist among the trees. Leav-
ing her standing and watching, 1 walked
briskly toward the trees, with the butt end
of a pistol projecting from either side-
pocket, and Miss Grant’s weapon in my
hand.

I moved with a vigilant eye, crushing
warily through the quickset understuff,
gazing at every tree-trunk as though an-
other step should open up a figure behind
it watching me. I need not deny that 1
felt very timid.

I bad been pushing my way forward for
seven or eight minutes without catching

|
|
|

' made to order,

Be¥ For Prices apply to James M. KExNEDY, Kingston, or S. M. Duxy, Weldford

Steeves,

HARNESS AND COLLARS,

145 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B,

Harness of every description in L%dt Styles and best material on and
Ajso an abundance of Furnishings, including Fur Robes, WoolRobes,
Blankets, Carriage Wraps, Bells, Whips, Combs, Brushes, "or«¢ Boots, etc., etc. :
g5 1f uot convenient to call, write for prices, Satisfaction guaranteed

Xmas Presents

Just received at the Richibucto Drug Store, 8 cases and three bales,
containing

Plush Toilet Sets, Plush Perfume
Sets, Plush J ewel Cases,

SHAVING SETS, PHOTOGRAPH ALBUMS,
Autograph Albums,

Togs, Dolla Books, Children’s Sleighs. Also, Choice Fresh
uts and Confectionery. On hand—Imported Havana Oitau
a few Briar and Meersc haum Pipea cntuﬁe for Xmas Presents.

- W. A. MACLAREN,: Richibucto, ;
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