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WHEN YOU NEED any 

TRUNKS or TRAVELLING 

BAGS SEND TO US for THEM. 

A large assortment always in 

stock and PRICES always 

RIGHT. 

JOHN J. MUNRO & SON, 
TRUNK MANUFACTURERS, 

125 & 127 Princess St., 

St. John, N. B. 

Prices on application—Send us 
a trial order. 

The Detectives Dream. 

I should say here that the Rev. John 

Fenwick was as meek and gentle a man as 

any I have ever met, 

son had affeoted him very deeply indeed, | 

and though he tried to bear up with hum- | 

ble what he termed th resign ti mn to 

Divine will, 1t was plain to see that he | 

was crushed, 

less affected, for they bad been passionate- | 

ly atta hed to their rother. 

was very 

who was the pride and light of that quiet 

home should have been so barbarously de- 

prived of his life. The death of those we 

love under any circumstances is hard to | 

harder it is when 

victim to crime. 

bear ; but how much 

some loved 

My own sympathies were very fully 

aroused in this sad case, and, necessarily, 

I did all that I coun'd far as 
possible causing the heart wounds of the 

one falls a 

to avoid as 

weeping relatives frcem bleeding afresh. 

Therefore 1 very carefully refiained from 
Jetting fall the slightest hint as to the di- 

rection in which my suspicions had tuin- 

el. 

My position was a delicate and an un- 
pleasant one. People wondered why I 

lingered there, when they were all convin- 

ced that the murderer was in some other 

part of the country ; and it was more than 

hinted that 1 was not only losing all 
chance of solving the mystery, but every 

bour’s delay on my part 

criminal more secure against capture. 

Even poor Mr. Fenwick himself failed to 
appreciate the situation, and when several | 
days had passed, and the murderer was 

not discovered, though 1 still lingered, he 
said to me :— 

“Mr. Donovan, this mystery will, I fear, 

remain unsolved until the secrets of all 
hearts shall be known. My poordear boy 

can never be recalled to life, nor will my 

sorrow ever entirely depart. But I have 
no revengeful feelings, and I am willing | 

to believe that the wickedness of the indi- 

vidual who has thus wrecked the happi- 
ness of mv home will bring its own pun- 

ishment. I am therefore content to leave 

him iu the banas of Heaven, and in God's 

good time I trust I may meet my boy | 
where there will be no more 

parting.” 
I ventured to point out to him that, 

however charitable and Divine-like such 

a course as he seemed disposed to adopt 
might be, it was not one that justice could 
take. The laws were framed to protect 
men, and punish those who did evil. In 

this case a terrible crime had been com- 

mitted, and the Jaw would not be satisfied 

antil the criminal had been brought be- 

fore its solemn and august tribunal, and 

after fair and just trial, had been awarded 

his due punishment. 

“ But,” argued Mr. Fenwick, “vou do 

101 expect to find the criminal dwelling 

amongst us, do von? We area simpie 

and homely people, and yet full of human 

allings, but I think we have all too high 

y regard for the sanctity of human life to 

arbarously destroy it. And who possib- 

lv in this hittle sould have community 

herished ill-will against mv poor bey 7” 

[ told hin that I could not discuss the 

ints he raised, nor give answer to his 

lestions, | | cm) hasized the fact that 

ry frequen tlv indeed in criminal cases 

was the mr expected tha happened, and 

hat in this instance the evil-doer might 

found ultimately to be very much 

carer to the scene of the tragedy than 

likely just then. 

Mr. Fenwick took 

reflect 

vas thought 

1 FAO stion 

exception. He said it seemed to 
] ari-hioners. rionsly on some of his own ] 

ind he exclaimed, with the fervor of true 

ietv, as he turned his tearful eyes to 

feaven :— 

“1 diclare that, smitten cruelly though 

am, I cannot bring my mind to think 

evil of a living soul amongst my flock. 1 

would rather that this deed should go un- 

munished for ever and ever than that I, a 

or, frail mortal, should do a wrong 

even in unuttered thought to one of my 

We here have dwelt in 

We have been 

iellow-creatures. 

wing harmony for years, 

« united family, with me, their pastor, as 

the head. - With the help of God I have 

* umbly to teach these my 
hiidren their duty to their neighbors, no 

ende wvored 

less than their duty to the God who made 

them, and though they may have been 

vayward and fretful at times I will not, 
one of them could 

No, sr, 

are not, believe that 

¢ capable ot this great wrong. 

the slayer of my som is not 

~ eis wandering overlth: earth, the brand | 
| 

The murder of his | 

Hi« two daughters were no | 

It certainly | 

terrible that the young fellow | 

rendered the | 

sin and no | 

amongst us, | 

of Cain upon his brow, and though ke 

may escape man’s justice, he must some 

day answer to his offended Maker, and in 

God’s hands I am content to leave the 

matter.” 

I did not pursue the subject further 

with Mr. Fenwick, for he was so earnest, 

so sincere in his convictions, that it would 

have hurt his feelings had I insisted that 

he was possibly wrong, and he would 

have been inexpressibly shocked indeed if 

I had put into words my suspicions that 

the murderer of his son was actually a 

member of the household. 

It was impossible to think that the lad’s 

father or sisters had done the deed. Who 

else, then, was there? I found that the 

servants, all together, outdoors and indoors 

numt ered seven. This mumber included 

a coachman and two gardeners, one of the 

latter being a mere boy. There wasa 

chambermaid and a parlormaid, whose 

ages respectively were about nineteen and 

twenty-two. They were sisters, and seem- 

ed highly respectable girls. The cook 

| was a woman of about fifty-four, and had 

| been in Mr. Fenwick’s service for a long 
and finally, there wasa woman 

| familiarly called “ Nance,” whe occupied 

the position of nurse. She was turned 

bids 
| time ; 

| sixty, and had been wiih “er employer for 

| upwar! of thirty years, and had nursed 

| his children in their infancy. 
I found great difficulty in selecting any 

' member of his household as likely to have 

| committed the crime. Indeed, I confess 

frankly that, as far as the women are con- 

cerned, [I put so to 

| speak, as being out of the calculation. 1 
was thus thrown back on the three men 

them on one side, 

' The coachmen, as I was informed, had 

been ten years at the parsonage. He was 

a steady-going, respectable fellow, middle- 
aged, aud with a mild, kindly manner. 
The gardener was a man of about sixty, 

likewise an old servant, and his assistant, 

who also helped in the stalle, was a youth 

of about seventeen. 

Even with these facts and details I 

' co 1ld not abandon the fecling I had that 

the circumstances pointed strongly to a 
member of the household having commit- 

| ted the deed. Nor did I despair of ulti- 

mately solving the mystery. 
I had on several occasions closely exam- 

ined the ground where the crime was cir- 
ried out in the somewhat vague hope, 
perhaps, that it would yield up a sign or 
give me a clue. Bat it did neither, until 
one day, as I was strolling over the very 
spot where the poor young man was pro- 

bably stricken down, my eye was attract- 

| ed by a glittering something lying in a 

| crevice between two of the stones forming 
| the top of the wall that ran round the 

garden. 

| Stooping down and examining the spot, 

' I discovered a finger ring set with a ruby 
in the centre of a circle of pearls. It was 

easy to understand how this had not been 
found before. It was lying in a narrow 
channel formed by the mortar having 
worked out from between the stones. A 

ray of sunlight happened to strike the 

| facets of the ruby just as I passed, hence 

the reason that my attention was drawn 

‘to it, and, as I picked it up and examined 

Lit, I could not resist a feeling that the ring 
' would afford me a clue, though in what 

| way I could not even then suggest. My 
| first impulse was fo make some inquiries 

| amongst the young ladies in the house, if 
| they recognized the ring. On second 
| thougkt 1 resolved not to do so just then. 
| Ihad now been in the district fora 

| week, and I made up my mind to depart 
in a couple of days more unless I saw 

good reason to delay. The next morning 

| after finding the ring I resolved to stroll | 
| about the moor near by. It was a very 

| beautiful morning, and 1 felt that I want- 

think 

puzzling me, 

ed to be alone and over the case 

The 

the air was 

which was sun was 

shining brilliantly, soft and 

balmy, ard the larks made joyous melody 

as they soared upward 1 wandered on 

| for some distance along the road that led, 

as I understood 

The 

which nature held undisputed sway ; 

right across the moor. 
’ 

place was indeed a 

and | cidence, 

before, hut asfsoon as 1 looked at her her 

face and eyes, through some strange cause, 

recalle | that hybrid creature of my dream. 

Perhaps this was merely an association of 

ideas due to the suddenness of my awake- 

ning and beholding two women in that 

lonely region. 

Seeing that Nance recognized me I rose 

and alvanced toward her, but the other 

woman glared at me in a strange way, and 

placed her companion between herself and 

me. She was well dressed, but looked 

wild and frenzied. She was tall and her 

face sallow ; but she had regular features, 

and at some period must have been good- 

looking. As I neared them she seemed tc 

get more alarmed and confused, and I 

hear! her say to Nance :— 

“Tike me away. I hate that man. | 

hate him.” 

In au instant it flashed across my mind 

that this woman was insane, and then, in 

spite of myself, she shaped herself into the 

very creature of my dreams, and I men- 

tally exclaimed :— 

“ That womau is the murderess of Roger 

Fen vick.” 

As [advanced 1spoke to Nance, making 

some commonplace remark about the 

morning. But the other woman seemed 

in no way calmed ; on the contrary she 

¢rew more excited. Her lips quivered. 

her eyes blazed, and there was an expres- 

sion of half-rage, half-terror in her face. 

“1 am afraid my unexpected meeting 

with you, Nance, has alarmed that lady,” 

I remarked. 

“ Yes,” answered Nance, somewhat dis- 

concerted. “She is an invabd and very 

nervous,” 

“ Send him away,” whispered the wo- 

man, but, hearing the words, I bade Nance 

good-morning, and passed on. 

On reaching the parsonage, I sought an 

interview with Mr. Fenwick, and after 

some preliminary conversation I produced 

the ruby pearl ring I had found in the 

wall, and, banding it to him, I asked :— 

“ Have you ever seen that ring before, 

Mr. Fenwick ?”’ 

He took it from me, examined it, and 1 

saw a troubled expression spread over his 

face. 
* Where did youn get it 7” he asked. 

“ May I ask you to kindly answer my 

question first 7” I said. 

“Yes,” he said, “I have seen the ring 

before.” 
“ Where ?”’ 
“In the possession of my wife.” 

“Your wife !” I cried in amazement, for 

it was the first time I had heard his wife 

mentioned. I thought, indeed, he was a 

widower. 

“Yes, I gave it to her years and years 

ago.” 

“Is your wife still living ?” 

“She is.” 

“Where 1” 
“ Herein this house.” He became very 

much affected, and it was some moments 

before he could go on. “I am sorry to 
say,” he continued, “that my wife is a 

chronic invalid.” 
“In charge of Nance, the nurse,” I re- 

marked. 

“ Well—yes. Nurse looks after her in 

the davtime. She is my second wife.” 

“ Was your son Roger her son ?”’ 
c“ No.” 

“Do not think me impertinently curi- 
ous, Mr, Fenwick, but will you tell me the 

nature of the malady from which your 

wife suffers 7” 

“Yes, I will. She suffers from hope- 

less mental derangement. It has been a 

sore affliction to us, but we have bowed to 

the divine will. 

“Is she harmless ?”’ 

“Oh, yes, quite. She has a very re- 
markable delusion. She believes she is 

half-snake and half-woman.” 

wilderness in | 

the wantoft winds blew, sweeping the hol- | 

lows, tossing the bog cotton, and making | 

tuneful melody in the rushes, Occasion- | 

ally a crow flew by and uttered a plaintive 

caw that somebow sounded unusually 

melancholy in that desolate region, 

Presently 1 plunged down imwto a deep 

devression, at the bottom of which a plank 

bridge 8 panned a bog stream, So restful, 

so silent, so lonely was this spot that | 

threw myself down on a knoll of springy 

turf, and fell to dreaming, and the subject 

of my dream I need but say was the mur- 

I did not like to 

feel myself beaten, and yet it did seem to 

der of young Fenwick. 

pre then as if Whe matter was likely to re- 

From wak- 

| ing dreams 1 passed to sleeping ones, and 

[ thought that I was haunted by a strange 

main an unsolved mystery. 

being, half woman and halt snake, whose 

cruel, never 

Turn which way I would those 

dreadful eyes met mine, and it seemed to 

eves, glittering deadly and 

left me, 

me-as if a mocking voice rang in my ear 

and cried :— 

“ And the watcher watched. 

defeated.” 

I awoke with a start, 

You are 

How long Islept 

I know not, but perhaps a couple of hours. 

[ heard real voices, and looking up I he- 

held two women coming toward where | 

| 
! 
| 

| 

| 

| phase of her madness, 

I fairly staggered as I heard this, and for 

or two J almost doubted the 

evidence of my own senses, 
“ What is the matter ?”” asked he, as he | 

noticed that 1 was upset, 

“Not much,” I answered. “I 

startled a little by a very remarkable coin- | 
that is all. I must ask you | 

another question, Mr. Fenwick, and it isa | 

Did your 

a moment 

am 

wife bear any 

malice against her stepson ?” 

painful one, 

“1 must answer you truthfully,” he re- | 
plied. “She did.” | 

“ Why ?” 
“ Nay, it is impossible to say. It was a 

But I have heard | 
her say that his presence always used to 
cause her excruciating agony in the chest. | 
Of course that was all nonsense, but we | 

humoured her so far that when he was | 
here we endeavoured, as far as possible, to | 

keep her from seeing him.” 
“Did she wear that ring constantly 

“She did.” 

$72 

“Have you missed it lately from her | 
finger 7” | 

“I have not.” 

I here told Mr, Fenwick where 1 had 
found the ring, and then he suddenly fell | 
back on to a sofa, and covering his face | 
with his hands, he wept. . 

“I see it all now,” he moaned, “I see 

it all, This unhappy and strangely afflict- | 

ed woman has, in a moment of uncontrol- | 

lable passion, slain my dear boy. Allthat | 
was before so dark and mysterious is now | 
made clear, God pity us; God be with | 

us.” 

I was deeply moved myself. I could 

was lying. My movement attracted them | not help being so, for it was one of the | 
| and one showed signs of fear and distress, 
"and clung to her companion. The com- 
panion was the nurse, Nance from the 
parsonage ; the other 1 had never seen 

strangest and most painful cases I had ever | 

been mixed up in. Careful inquiry and | 

(Contenued on Puge 5.) 

| District No. 1 in 

That Tired Feeling 
Hood’s Barsaparilia Cives the 

Desired Health and Strength. 

You often hear people complain of 

weakness and a tired, run down feel- 

ing. The cause of the trouble is 

impure or impoverished blood, and 

when in this condition it cannot carry 
health to the organs and tissues of 

the body. Purify, vitalize and enrich 

the blood with Hood’s Sarsaparilla 

and these disagreeable feelings will 

disappear, because the blood will 

then carry health and vigor to every 
organ of the body. A hid 
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“(C, 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.: 
“ Gentlemen:—As a tonic and blood 

purifier I believe Hood’s Sarsaparilla is the 

very best. My whole system was entirely 

run down, and it appeared to meas thcugh 

there was but little blood in my veins. I 

was so weak I 
Could Scarcely Cet Around 

to do my work. I finally began to take 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla, and after using five 

bottles I found that my strength had 

returned and my appetite was very muck 

better. In fact,I now feel as strong as 

ever.” Mrs. KELLEY, 8 Wellington Ave., 
Toronto, Ontario. 

Tired All Over—Could Not Sleep. 
“Jt affords me much pleasure to testify 

to the merits of Hood’s Sarsaparilla. My 

whole system was run down. I felt tired 

all over my body and could not sleep at 

night and my appetite was very poor. I 

tried several physicians but with poor 

success. 1 heard Hood’s Sarsaparilla 

spoken of so highly I determined to try it, 

which I did with great results. That 

tired feeling is gone, my appetite is good 

and I feel like a new woman.” MRS. 

EATRERLEY 132 Elizabeth 8t., Toronto. 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla 

Is the Only 

True Blood Purifier 
Prominently before the public eye today. 

And it is therefore the ideal building-up 

medicine. Be sure to get Hood’s. 

Hood's Pills fot ruarie. se 

For Sale at SHORT’S DRUG STORE. 

WESTMORLAND 
Marble Works, 

T. F. SHERARD & SON, 

Dealers in Monuments, Tablets, Headstones. 

Cemetery work of every description neatly ex- 
scuted. Orders promptly filled. 

MONCTON, N. B. (aug3lui) 

A. BE. LANDRY 
SAINT LOUIS, N. B. 

DEALER IN 

Dry Goods, Boots & Shoes, 
Rubber Goods, etc. 

Selling Cheap for Cash. 

Watchmaker and Photographer 

Clocks and Watches repaired at short 
notice and satisfaction guaranteed. 

‘Thos. L.. Bourke, 
IMPORTER AND WHOLESALE 

WINE & SPIRIT 

MERCHANT, 
11, 13 AND 25 WATER STRELT, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

COLLECTOR'S NOTICE! 

The undermentioned non-residents of 
the Parish of Richi- 

bucto, in the County of Kent, are hereby 
requested to pay to the undermentioned 
Colle ctor the “amounts of County, and 
Road Tax, as set opposite their names, 
together with the cost of this advertise- 
ment, ($1.0, each) within sixty days from 
date, 3ra October, 1895, otherwise legal 
proceedings will be taken to recover the 
sate. 

County Road 
Names, Tax. Tax. 

McLeod, Geo. K., §21.15 $1.25 
Bell, John T, (Estate) 2.23 50 
Black, Geo. 5 64 50 
Gesuer, John, 2.21 

RoBERT COCHRANE, 
Collector 

Richibucto, Kent Co., 3rd Oct. 1895, 

Advertise in The Review 

Now is the time to order . 

Smelt Nets 

MARKET SQUARE, 

at Lowest Prices from 
Vi. 

W.H. THORNE & CO., Ltd, 

“A NEW WRINKLE!" 
What is SPONGE CREPON? 

This question has been frequently asked. 
SPONGE CREPON is the Ideal Interlining and is pro- 

nounced the BEST ARTICLE for the purpose that is manu- 
factured, and no matter to what crushing it is sul jected, if 
shaken out it will at once regain its former shape. It keeps 
the puffed sleeves and flare skirts in shape, and will be used 
altogether for an Interlining as long as fashion decrees the 
present sleeves and skirts. For sale by all the leading dry 
goods dealers throughout the Maritime Provinces. 

CHESTER, ROBERTSON & ALLISON, 
Agents for the Manufacturers in the Maritime Provinces, 
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J. HH CARNALL, 
Taxidermist and Naturalist, 

98 King Street, (up stairs) St. John, N. B. 

Birds and Animals mounted in the best style of the art. 
Moose and Caribou Heads mounted in the best style. 
Furs of all kinds dressed. Good colleetion on hand for sale 
Skins tanned and made into mats. 
Rare birde bought and fair - rices paid. Arctic Owls partiou~ 

larly required. 

1 guarantee that ne moths will appear in my work. 

TEAS! 

Padres, Kaisow's. 
We are offering special value in the above goods. 

Pyramid Blend, Crown Blend, 
Oolong, Ceylon, wn ca) Saryunes, 

MONCTON, N. B. 

JUST RECEIVED. 

(@ 50c. 

A large and complete assortment of Shirts for men and boys. 
WHITE DRESS SHIRTS, FINE SPRING and SUMMER TOP 
SHIRTS, NEGLIGE SHIRTS, DURABLE WORKING SHIRTS, 

Also, a large stock of Men's Ready-Made Clothing, be- 
sides 70 pieces of Cloth, suitable for Suits, Coats and Vests or Pants 
and Vests, and 10 pieces of fine Overcoating to be sold cheap for cash. 

HENRY OLEARY, - Richibucto. 

LESTABLISHED 1889. 

RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK. 

paid within three months. 
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PEOPLES PAPER! 

other paper in the Province, outside of the cities. 

SUBSCRIBE NOW. 

edmond cong 

he Review, 

Published every Thursday at $1.00 per year in advance ; $1.50 if not 

THE PEOPLES FRIEND! 

Furnishes its readers every week} with more reading matter than any 


