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MISS CAREW. 

CHAPTER I, 

«Jack, is it your intention to marry Mrs. 

Winthroy 7’ 
«1t she will do me the honor to accept 

me—t is.” 
This point-blar k inquiry and decisive re- 

ply were « xchang ed between myselt, Wil- 

fred Madeley, and my friend, Jack Daven- 

ant, one au’'umn evening five years ago, as 

we stood on the terrace ot the hotel at 
Bugenstock, near l.ucerne. 

“‘Bugerstock.” as perhaps some of my 

readers are aware, 1s a lofty wooded pro- 

montory, which juts out abruptly on the 

east side of the lake of Lucerne. A funi- 

cular railway +hoots up almost perpendicu- 

larly from the shore to the summit ot the 

cliff. which is crowned by a big white hotel, 

where my trier d and 1 bad been spending 

our autumn holidey. We were both ber 

risters, tu | was perforce a hard worker, 

whiie Davenant merely *‘coquetted with 

tte law.” having independent means. 

*Is there «ny just cause why I should not 

marry Miss Winthrop "he demanded, turn- 

ing bis handsome bronzed face towards me 

“No ‘cause’ whatever; she isin excel- 

lent match in every sense of the word, and 

you are a lucky man it you win her. Bat 

there may be an ‘impedimert.” Her sister 

Miss Carew, has evidently made up her 

mand for reasons best known to herself, 

that Mrs. Wirthrop sball not marry again 

it she can prevent it.” 
‘Bat fortunately she can’t prevent it.” 

helinterrupted. ‘It  Stella— Mrs Win- 

throp—loves me, as I bope and belicve she 

does, it is not likely she will give me up at 

the tidding of that interfering old maid.” 

‘She wou'd be v ry foolish to do ro. 

But she seems to be in the babit of yicld- 

ing to ber sister. and even to be a little 

atraid of her, which surprises me, for Miss 

Carew does not g've one the impression of 

being a particularly strong-willed or strong- 
minded person ” 
«Not strong-minded certainly,” be ac- 

quicsecd. “In tact it bas occurred to me 

more than once that she is cl little bit,” he 

touched his forehead significantly, **and 

prehaps that is the reason Mrs, Winthrop 
gives way to her, not to irritate her by op- 
position. Haven't you seen her nervous, 

restless manner, and the scared sort of 

look she bas, as if she had once seen a 
ghost and never got over it ¥” 

I laughed. 

«She is sane enough fo make herself un- 

commonly disagreeable sometimes,” I re- 
marked ; but to do her justice, she seems 

devoted to her sister, though ina jealons 

sort of way that must be very trying.” 

“Trying ? Stella must ke an angel to 

endure it |” he exclaimed. ¢‘Poor darling, 

her \fte has not been a very bright one 

hitherto. Married at eighteen to a man 

old enough to be ber father, who kept her 

shut up like a nun, and now tormented by 

the surveilance ot a jealous old-maid sister! 

— Bat it she will trust herselt to me, the 

future sh: ll atone for the past,” he added, 

more to bimtelt than to me, and returned 

to his contemplation of the view. 
At a gicdy depth below us lay the 

“Lake ot 1he Four Cantons,” calm as a 

mirror in the evenimg stillness, while to 

right snd letf, like twin sentinels, rose the 
mej stic forms of the Righi and Mount 

Pilatus. The sun had set long ago, bnt 1 

the gold n glow still lingered, and all the 

air secmed luminous. 
Dinner was over and the Bugenstock 

guests, amon; whom (rermars predom- 

inated, were trooping out on the terrace to 
drink cc flee and enjoy the cool evening 
air. Trim waitresses bustled about, the 

hotel band beg n to play. and presently an 

electric lamp was strung up to a pole above 
our hezds, illuminating the terrac: a 

10rno. 

*Here they are at last!” Jack exclaim- 
ed, after many ¢xpectant glances over 

his thoulder, and he went forward to meet 
two ladies who bal just emerged from the 
house. 

Except ‘n fizure and complexion, both 

being tair, and both tall ard slender, the 

gisters were as great a contrast es could 

well be imegioed Mrs. Winthrop was a 

fragile, giriish-locking woman of three or 

four-and-twxenty, with soft, appealing blue 
eyes, and a-ched brows, wi ich gave 

her face a look of innocent surprise. 
It was a face which, if not actually beauti- 

ful, was singularly attractive; none the 
less so, perhaps, for the suggestion of 
weakness in the pretty curved lips and 
dimpled chin. Miss Carew was at least 
ten years her sister's semor, and looke] 
«ven older than her age, thanks to her 

worn features and pallid compl¢xion. 
Her manner was nervous and abrupt, and 
her eyes— fine brown eyes, which redeem- 
ed her face from plainness—had at times, 

as Jackjbad remarked, a curiously start- 
led look, as if the shadow of some great 
tear had passed over her. 
“How late you are!” wes my [riend’s 

greeting. “Dinner was over half an hour 
ago.” He placed a chair for the young 
widow as he spoke, leaving me to per- 
form the same office for her sister. 

“It took me exactly halt an hour to 
convinced Edith that it was not too cold to 
sit out of doors,” she answered, laughing; 

and having been ‘convinced wgainst ber 
will ? she is naturally ‘of the same opinion 
still.”” 

*¢ The air is chilly,” Miss Carew asserted, 
as she drew around her shoulders a volumi- 
nous gray woolen shawl 
“You would be more sheltered at the 

other end of the terr. ce.” Jack suggested 
with empress ment. *‘Madeley, why don't 

you move Miss Carew’s chuir over there?” 
“Thank you, I will stay where I am,” 

she rejoined drily, as she subsided into her 
seat, and produced the complicated piece 
of knitting without which she was seldom 
seen. 

Mrs. Winthrop laughed again, that 
pretty, ringing little Jangh of hers which 

was almost too frequent 
Edith will frecze rather than desert the 

post of du'y,” the said. * ‘Jy suis, jy 
rese,’ is her motto.” 

«But may | ask why she considers it 

her duty to mount guard over you so per- 
sistently?”  Davenant inquired, lowering 
bis voice. *'I thorght a widow could dis- 
pense with a chaperon.” 
“So one would think,” she answered 

with a little shrug, * but to Edith I am s'il 

a girl to be watched and guarded. It is 
rather irriteting sometimes, but she is so 

ood, so devoted, that 1 cannot ccmplain. 
know she loves me dearly.” 
He looked at ber adoringly. 
«1fit i a merit to love you.” he began, 

=sthen [—" 

She interrupted Lim with a tap of her 
fan, 

« Hush! this is too public a place for 
sentiment. [low full the terrace is tonight, 

and how loud those Germans talk,” she 

added, glancing over her shoulder at a 

particulary noisy group near us, the central 

figure ot which was a stout, black-eyed 

lady with strongly-marked Jewish features, 

who was attired with more spl:ndor than 

the occasion seemed to warrant. 
“Those dulcet tones are not German,” 

[ remarked; it is Mrs. Solomans, the 

stockbroker’s wite. 
The young widow changed her position 

to have a better view of the Jewess. ‘Her 

diamonds are splendid,” she said sottly, 

after a pause. 

Miss Carew, who bad been apparently 

been absorbed in counting stitches, looked 

up quickly. *‘Shocking bad form to wear 

them at table d‘hote,” she remarked, in 

her abrupt way. 
“And not very safe,” Davenant added, 

lowering his voice ; “there is a thief in the 

louse. The manager tells me that within 

the last fortoight several guests bave missed 

small articles of jewelry. But the curious 

part ot ths matter is,” he con'inued, *‘that 

the things have since been returned to their 

owners as mysteriously as they were taken. 

I'he:e is something rather uncanny about— 

things varishing and reappearing as if by 

some invisible agency.” 
“You make me quite nervous,” Mrs. 

Winthrop declared, hall laughing halt se- 

rious, I hope Are you going, Edith?" 

she broke off, as Miss Carew began to roll 
up her knitting. 

“Yes, [ am cold,” the latter replied with 

a shiver. “You had better come in doors, 
too; it is getting late.” 

Ibe yung widow hesitated, but meeting 

her lover's pleading gaze, she answered 
with unusual decision : 
“Not yet; I will join you presently.” 

Her sister seemed about to speak again, 

but changed her mind, and walked away 

in silence. 
Soon afterwards I also discrectly vanish- 

ed, leaving Davenant fo make the most of 

his opportunity. An bour later, lookirg 

from my window, I saw the lovers still 

tete-a-tete, apparently unconscious of the 

fact that Miss Carew, grim and inscrutable 

as one of the Fates, was watching them 

trom the steps ot the verandah. 

CHAPTER. 11. 

«Well, Jack, am I to congratulate you?” 

[ asked my friend the following day, as we 

were smoking atter lunch in a shady nogk 

of the shrubbery. 
«Congratulate me on what?” he de- 

manded, moodily. 

“On having won the fair widow, for I 

suppose you came 10 an understanding last 

night ? Sarely she has not refused you iis 

I added, noticing bis glooomy expression. 

+ She neither refused nor accepted me,” 

he answered, discontentedly. *‘I could not 

get her to give me a definite answer. She 

acknowledged that she cared for me, but 

talked mysteriously ot an obstacle between 

ue, and when I asked her what it was, be- 

gan to ery. Of course the obstacle,’ 1s 

Miss Carew—confound her I” he concluded. 

flicking the ashes from his cigar. 
«Cheer up; it'll all come right!” 1 

told him, consclingly. ‘Rather than you 

should be disappointed, ['ll marry the 

‘obstacle’ myself.” 
«Thanks, old boy. that would indeed be 

a proff ot friendship,” he rejoined, leugh- 

ing, as he arose snd stretched himselt. 

-How intolerably hot itis! I'm going 

to get an iced ‘soda.’ Au revoir!” and he 

strolled away, 

The heat was’ inead overpowering, and 

seemed to increase rather than diminish, 

as the sultry afternoon wore on. 

Lightly clad as 1 was, my clothes op- 

pressed me. My very ring—a sapphire, 

in a massive old-fashioned setting—w:s an 

inconvenience. I took it off, and placing 

it on the rustic table betore me, resumed 

the novel which I bad been reading before 

Davenant joined me. 
But the book was dull, and I was drowsy. 

The distant vices of the indefatigable 

lawn-tennis players, and the mufll:d plaint 

of the much-enduring piano, which reached 

me through an open window, mingled to- 

gether in a confused and soothing murmur. 

I tell into a dose, and from that into a 

sound sleep. I must have sleep some time, 

for wher. I woke it was getting dusk. 

Before my waki.g senses fully returned, 

I had a hazy idea that someone or some- 

thing had been near me in the arbor; I 

even fancied that I had caught sight ot a 

woman's figure in the act of leaving it, but 

when I roused myself and looked round, 

no one was visible. A glance at my watch 

showeJ me that it was timeto dress for 

dinner, and I was moving away, when | 

remembered my ring, and turned to take 

it from the table. 
To my surprise end dismay it was no 

longer there. 
1 looked under the bench, among the 

bushes, and 1n every ncok and corner of 

the place—in vain. The mysterious thief 

had paid me a visit while I slept, and the 

ring was gone! 
I felt that I had only my own careless- 

ness to thank for the loss, but it was none 

the less vexatious, for the ring was a val- 

uable one. I could only hope that it would 

eventually be returned, as other miss ng 

articles had been. 
At dinner I related my adventure, draw- 

ing forth a chorus of excited questions and 

exclamations from everyone within hearing. 

You think it wes a woman?” Davenant 

asked, when he could me ke himselt heard. 

+] am convincec of it. I caught sight of 

her figure as she left the arbor, and it I had 

awakened a few seconds earlier, I should 

have surprised her in flagrante delicto. 

I happenzd to glance, as I spcke, at 

Miss Carew, who was sitting opposite, and 

met a look which startled me. It ever a 

face told a guilty fear, hers did at that 

moment. The look passed as quickly as a 

breath from a mirror, but it had been there, 

and it suggested to my mind a suspicion 

which I dismissed the next moment as ex- 

travagant and absurd. How was it possible 

to suppose that a wealthy and well-bred 

woman could cordescend to petty piltering 
Still that look hannted me. 
A sort of chill seemed to have fallen 

upon us ; Mrs. Winthrop looked pale and 

disturbed, and I hastered to change the 

subject. 
I'ne sisters left the table after dersert, 

«nd to Jack's disappointment, did not ap- 
pear after dinner. 
Later in the evening 1 bad occasion to 

go upstairs to fetch my cigar-case. 1 was 
.pproaching my bedroom door when it 
-uddenly opened, and to my astonishment. 
Miss Carew emerged from the appartment. 

She stopped short on geeing me, and for 

a moment we stood tace to Joy looking 
at each other in silence. 

Then, as if taking a sudden resolution. 

she said, with a sort ot desperate com- 

posure: “‘I have returned your ring, Mr. 

Madeley.” 
“My ring,” I echoed, *Then,” the 

words escaped me ihvoluntarily. ‘‘then it 
was you who took it!’ 

Soe inclined her head without speaking, 

standing before me like a criminal await- 

ing sentence. [ gazed at ber in perplexity. 

| She could not be in her right mind, I told 

myself, yet there wsre no signs of insanity 

about her at this moment. Her face was 

simply a blank page which told nothing. 

“My dear Miss Carew,” I said forcing a 

smile, *‘what induced you to do sucha 
thing ? was it meant as a joke?” 
“You can think so it you like,” she 

muttered, without raising her eyes 
Her manner provoked me. I should 

advise you to give up such ‘jokes’ in 

future,” I said dryly; “they are rather a 

dangerous form of pleasantry, and might 
get you into diffi-ulties.” 

Shall, you—do you intend to denounce 
me ?" she asked, huskily. 

«If anything of the sort occurs again, 

[ thal be compelled to do so,” I returned ; 

but in the meantime [ shall keep silence 
tor you sisters sake.” 

She raised her eyes to my face with a 
strange look; a look that seemed full of 

meamng. though 1 had not the clue to it. 
“Thenk you,” she said, quietly, and be- 

fore I could speak again, she walked past 
me down the corridor. 

CHAPTER III. 

Three days passed uneventfully, and 

brought us to Thursday evening, when the 
weekly soiree dansante took place. It was 

held in the large dining-hall ot the hotel 
which made a capital ball-room, 
Not being a dancing man, I seldom at- 

tended these ¢ff.irs, and was inclined to 
grumble when deprived of my natural rest 

by the noise of revelry in which I did not 
share. 
At about ten o'clock I looked in, on my 

way upstairs. and found the ball in full 

swing. Davenant and Mrs. Winthrop 

whirled past me to the trains ot the “Io- 

dymion Valse.” They both looked radi- 
antly happy, but it struck me that there was 
something feverish inthe young widow's 

gaiety. Her checks were flushed, her eyes 
unnaturally bright, and her laugh bad a 

halt-hysterical ring. She sermed as the 

Scotch say, ‘fey.” Near the curtained 

doorway where I stood, a row ot “wall- 

flowers” and chaperons were seated, among 
whom were Miss Carew and Mrs. Solo- 

man's The latter, as vsual was absurdly 

over-dressed, with halt the contents of ¢ 

jeweller’s stow-case displayed on her neck 
and arms. 
As Davenant and his partner walked 

past at the conclusion of the valse, I saw 

him lasghingly direct her attention to the 
Jewess. The young widow looked at her 

carelessly, glancing over her shoulder as 

they passed on, Miss Carew also was 
watching her stout neighbor with a cari- 
ously intent look, &s it she were appraising 
the value of every jewel she wore. 

Presently I retired to my room, but not 

to sleep; I felt wakeful and restless. 
Before midrizht the music ceased, there 

was a sonnd of footsteps and voices in the 

corridor as the guests dispersed to their 

different rooms, aud I heard Davenant 
enter his, which adjoined my own. Then 

by degrees, silence settled down upon the 

sleeping house—sllence utter and complete. 

Feeling that it I went to bed I should 

not sleep this sultry night, I took a chair 

out on to the broad stone balcony, on 

which all the rooms of the flrst-ftcor front 

opened. The suite occupied bp Mrs, 

Winthrop and her sister were to the left, 

over tte entrance, while my right-hand 

peighbor was Mrs. Solomans, whose son- 

orous snoring reached me disinctly through 
her open window. 

It was a magical night. All the circle 

of the heavens glillered with stars, the lake 

and mountains lying in a tranced stillness 

beneath. To look up at that shining host 
in 1h: thrilling silence of a night like this 

made one feel lonely and ins 'gnificant, giv- 

ing one a sence of immeasurable spice 

which lies above ahd around this puny 
world ot ours, the vast spheres of existence 
apart trom our littls fife, and never to be 
¢xplored by us. 

1 ros at last, and ratreated to my rcom 

to shut myself in from the wide vague night 

ard haunting presence of the stars. 1 had 

hardly quitted the balcony, when my esrs 
caught the sound ot a light foot-fall ap- 
proaching along it from the left. As I 

drew back nto 1he thadow of the room, to 
woman's figure glided past—a tall, slender 

fignre—with a grey woolen shawl thrown 

| over the head and shoulders. She walked 

swiftly but stealthily past my window, her 

long light wrapper trailing after her, and 

cisappeared in the direction of Mrs. Sol- 
omans’s apartment. 

“So,” I thought, **in spite of my warn- 

og es (Carew is at her old tricks again !” 
hat wes to be done? Should I tollow 

and prevent her from carrying out ber pur- 

pose, or would it be better to wait till she 

emerged, and—-While 1 still hesitated, 

there came trom the next room a gound of 

something dropped on the parquet flor. 

The Jewess’s rhythmical breathing 

ceased all at once. There was a smothered 

exclamation, then a loud startled cry, 

which rang through the silence. 
I lingered no longer but obeying an 

impulse of irresistable curiosity, hurried 

down the balcony and looked in through 
the open French window. 
The electric light had been turned on, 

and showing me Mrs. Solomans 1n a grace- 

ful desbahlle just as she had sprung out 

of bed clutching the wrist of the intru- 

der, who stood as if petrified, her head 

bent low, and her shawl halt covering her 
face. At the same moment Davenant’s 

voice sounded behind me. 
“What's the matter? what has hap- 

ened ?” he exclaimed, looking over my 

shoulder. “Hallo, Mrs. Soloman’s, have 

you caught the thief?” 
“Yes, 1 have caught the thief,” she 

answered, in a curious tone, glancing to- 

wards him. ; 
The mufil2d figure made a sudden move- 

mert as if to escape, but Davenant placed 
himselt in the way. 
“No, ro, madame or mademoiselle,” he 

raid, with ironical politeness, ‘‘you must 

not leave us until we have seen your face,” 

and betore she could prevent him, be drew 
the shawl away. 

After one glance at the features which 
were revealed, he fell back with a gasp of 
astonishment. 

“Giood heavens—Stella!’ 
It was indeed Mrs. Winthrop who stood 

there, white and trembling, her face va- 

cant with fear. 
“Stella ?” he repeated alter a moment; 

“why are you here 
«Is it necessary to atk the question?” 

Mrs. Solomans exclaimed with an angry 

laugh. “Look! she has my necklet-case 

in her hand at this moment !” She pointed 

to it with a fat forefinger. “Luckily the 

dropped something and woke me, or 
» 

She was interrupted by the appearanee 

of Miss Carew, who put us aside without 

ceremony and entered the room. She was 

very pale, but looked neither surprised nor 

alarmed. There was a composed dignity 

about her which I never noticed before. 
**[s my sister here?” she asked quietly, 

addressing Mrs. Solomans, ¢‘She has been 
walking in her sleep.” 

«[idith, I am here. Take me away, oh, 
take me away and hide me,” the young 
widow cried, in a tone of anguish, rushing 

to her, and hiding her face on her shoulder. 
The elder woman folded her arms round 

the tremblirg figure with a look ot protect- 

ing tenderness which transfigured ber face. 
‘Yes, darling, come,” she said sooth- 

ingly. 
«1 am sorry you have been disturbed,” 

she add :d with a smile, addressing Mrs. 
Solomans, who stood transfixed. *‘Good- 

night.” 
Drawing her sister's arm through her 

own, she led the way along the balcony 
to the sitting-room tley occupied, and 
turring at the door, beckoned to Davenant 
and myself to enter. 

Mrs. Winthrop threw herself on a couch 

and buried her ‘ae in her honds sobbing 
hys'erically. 

In amoment her lover was on his knees 
at her side. 

‘Stella, my darling,” he began. taking 
her band; *‘do not distress yourself. You 
have had a bad dream ; try to forget it p’ 

She started at his touch and raised her- 
selt, confronting him witha tace so 
chinged, so wild and haggard, that the 
words died upon Lis lips. 
“Do not speak to me--do not touch 

me,” ste breathed shrinking from him. *'I 
am not worthy ot your love. I am—what 
that woman called me just now’ —her 
voice sank to a horrified whisper—a 
thie!’ 

He drew back involuntarily, gezing at 
her in speechless astonishment. ‘What 
are you saying?” he exclaiwed ; *‘you were 
not comscious of what you were doing. You 
were asleep » 

She shook Ler head. 
“I was not asleep—though it seems now 

like a dream. kdith will tell you that.” 
She broke off witha cry of pain, putting 
both bands to her temples. ‘My head— 
my head,’ she moaned, and with a long 
shuddering sigh, fell back insensible. 

Davenant rose slowly, his face white to 
the lips. ‘Is she raving, or is this horrible 
thing true?” he asked hoarsely turning to 
Miss Carew. 

She did not answer him until she laid 
her sister's nerveless figure upon the 
couch, and arranged the cushions under 
ler head. Then she turned to him with a 
face almost as white as his own. 

“It is true,” she said quietly ; ‘‘but—" 
She held up her hand as he was about 

to speak. “You must pity, not condemn, 
her. She is no more to be blamed for this 
unhappy mania than it it were a physical 
ailment.” 

“Mania?” he repeated quickly; ‘ah, I 
understand.” 

“Yes; a mania she has had since child- 
hood. Tae temptation comes upon her as a 
sudden overmastering impulse. Sh: acts 
automatically, as if under the pressure of a 
will stronger thin her own, and retains no 
recollection o: her action. T'aere are inter- 
vals during which the malady seems dor- 
mant, and then again it aitacks her—as it 
has since we came here.” 
He drew a deep breath and was silent a 

moment. 
“Miss Carew, you should have told me 

this before,” were his next words. 
“You have a right to reproach me,” 

she acknowledged ; but I hoped to find a 
means of separating vou and her withont 
revealing this miserable secret, which 1t 
has been the purpose of my life to conceal. 
But now that you know it,” she contiuued. 
you understand how impossible it is that 
she can be your wife, and in mercy to her 
you will go away, and never seek to see 
her again.” 
“But she is young ; she may be cured,” 

I suggested. 
“Never! Mr. Winthrop had that hope 

when he marrisd her—for of course we had 
warned him ; but all his love and care were 
in vain. No—death only can remove the 
blight which rests upon her mind.” 
Davenant turned and looked at the inan- 

imate fizure on the couch, so pathetic in its 
helplessness. *‘Ilow can I leave her? I 
love her—I love her!” he cried passion- 
ately. 

«If you love her, do not torture her. 
Go before she wakes, and spare her the 
pain of saying Good bye.” 
He stood tor a moment irre<olute, then 

stooped and kissed aga and again the 
closed eyes and sweet ccli lips, and mut- 
tering some inarticulate words of farewell, 
turned and hurried from the room. 
The next day we left Burgenstock, and 

my friend never saw Mrs. Wintbrop again. 
Little more than a year afterwards the tid- 
ings reached him ot her death, and even he, 
who loved her, could not but feel that she 
was mercifully taken —The Argosy. 

PROSTRATED FORTWO YEARS WITH 

LIVER COMPLAINT, 

Restored to Perfect Health by South Amer}. 

can Nervine was Mr. W. J. Hill, of Brace. 

bridge, Ont. 

When men and women can be got away 
from simply temporizing with disease there 
will be less disease in the world. The im- 
mediate matter it is natural, is to relieve 
the present trouble. But how often it is 
forgotten that any cure that is only skin 
deep, it we may use the expression, cannot 
be lasting. It will certainly turn up again. 

This was the case with Mr. W J. Hill, 

the well-known bailiff ot Bracetridge. Ont. 
He had suffered from severe liver trouble 

and nervous prostration for nearly three 
years. During this time he doctored to no 

end, and occasionally secured a little tem- 

porary relief. Bat the old trouble - would 
come back again after the charm of the 
cure-alls had been exhausted. 
He entered upon the use ot South Ameri- 

can Nervine, with little bope that it would 
be any better than other medicines he bad 
taken. But he soon discovered the mis- 

take. Where doctors had said that he 

must die, this medicine gave him life. Te 

persevered with it, and to-day is in posses- 

sion of robust health. The secret is this: 

South American Nervine treats with the 

nerve centres, from which flows the lite 

blood that keeps the system in perfect 

health. When these nerve centres are 

kept healthy, neither liver complaint nor 

other troubles will worry one. Mr. Hill's 

cure was lasting for this reason. Anyone 

who n:es Nervine will experience same 

results. 

Good Advice, 

The young man had seen the play be- 

fore. He let everybody for four seats a- 

round know that and he kept telling just 

what was coming and how funny it would 

be when it il come. He had a pretty girl 

with him and he was trying to amuse her. 

At length he said : 

“Did you ever try listening to a play 
with your eyes shut? You've no idea how 
(queer it seems.” 
A middle-aged man with a red face sat 

just in front. He twisted himself about in 

his seat and glared at the young man. 
“Young man, said he, **did you cver 

try listening toa play with your mouth 

sho ? 
Toe silence that followed was slmost 

painful — Washington Post. 

Small Sized, Happiness, 

A microscope belonging to Marie An- 

toinette has been discovered recently in a 
city in the center ot France. A little be- 
fore her marriage, the young archduchess 

of Austria expressed the strange desire of 

possessing a microscope. When asked 
what she intended io do with it, she ans- 
wered, with a smile; “I would like to see 

my hippiness, which is so small that I can- 
vot see it with the naked eye.”—Ram’s 
Horn. 

Sussex, Oct. 10, to the wife of H. G. Price, a son. 

Windsor Oct. 9 to the wife of Edward Guilfoy,a son 

Pictou, Oct. 7, to the wife of M.T. Crowley a son. 

Amherst, Oct. 9, to the wife of A. W. Mcflat, a son. 

Sydney, Oct. 9, to the wite of A. L. Rhodes, a son. 

Halifax Oct. 14, to the wife of W. N. Brown,a daugh- 
ter. 

Tusket, Oct 13, to the wife of W. H. Lent, a daugh- 
ter. 

Sydney, Oc*. 9, to the wife of Alex. Martin, a daugh- 
ter. 

Aye’s Flat, Que., to the wife of Rev. C. Morse, a 
son. 

Halifax, Oct. 16, to the wife of J. Willis Caldwell, a 
son. 

Oromwocto, Oct. 15, to the wife of Rev. S. J. Perry,a 
SOD, 

Dalhousie, Sept. 30, to the wife of Freeman Robar, 
a son. 

Yarmouth, Oct. 8, to the wite of Henry Berryman, 
a son. 

Windsor, Oct. 8, to the wife of Samuel McDonald» 
a4 Sob. 

Gays River, Oct. 1, to the wife of Walter S. Elliot,a 
daughter. 

Bridgetown, Oct. 10, to the wite of Mr. R. Hearn, a 
daugter. 

Halifax, Sept. 26,to the wife of Henry Rluland, a 
daughter. 

Caledonia, Sept. 28, to the wife of Herbert Annis, a 
daughter, 

Yarmouth, O:t.8, to the wife of A. W. Frost, a 
daughter. 

Halifax, Oct. 16, to the wife of W. J. Delaney, a 
daughter. 

Hibernia, N. S., Oct. 1, to the wife of John McBride 

a daughter. 

Nw (3lasgow, Oct. 15, to the wife of Daniel P. Mc- 
Neil, a son. 

Guysboro, Sept. 30, to the wife of Bertram Bourinot 
a daughter. 

Dalhcusie East, Oct. 1,to the wife of Caleb Arnburg 

a daughter. 

Windsor Plains, Oct. 13, to the wife of Ber jamin 
Coldwell a son. 

Upper Stewiacke, Get. 10 to the wife of Dr. C. Ww. 
kdwards, a son. 

Bridgewa‘er, Oct. 19, to the wife of J. Frank New 
combe, a daughter. 

Quoddy N. 8., Oct. 8, to the wife of Rev. McLeod 
Harvey, a daughter 

Wallace Bridge, Oct. 10, to the wife of James a 
A Harpell, a daughter. 

MARRIED 

Lunenburg, Oct. 16, Henry R. L. Hill to Tda silver’ 

Truro, Oct. 16, by Rev. T Cummings, Angus May 
to Nettie McKay. 

Boston, Sept. 29, George M. Russel to Harnih 
Dayidson ot L'ruro. 

Pictou,Oct. 9,by Rev. J. Chisholm,Joseph Mahon y | 
| Fraser’s Mountains, Oct. 14, Amelia, widow of to Elizabeth Porter. 

Halifax, Oct. 76, bv Rev. P. M. Morrison, Rafus 
Rafter to Kate Miller. 

Truro, Oct.8, by Rev. T. Cumming, Luther E. 
Starrat to Mabel Cox. 

Truro, Oct. 9, by Rev. Thomas Cumming, Walter 
Wier to Emma Miller. 

St. John, Oct. 23, by Rev. Dr, Carey, C. John 
Stamers to Etta Smith. 

Truro, Oct. 14, by tev. A. L. Gezgie, Kenneth Mc- 

Charles to Janie Black. 

Halifax, Oct. 8, by Rev. David Wright, Jobn Mur. 
ray to Laura B. Moore. 

Bristo}, Oct. 9, by Rev. D.D. E. Brooks, Isaac 
Pelkey to Lillie Brooks. 

Annapolis, Oct. 11, by Rev. Mr. White, Willard 

Rice to Mary E. Wright. 

Yarmoth, Oct. 13, 2 Rev. J. H. Foshay, Swen 

Johnson to Lucy Kenny. 

Windsor, Oct. 13, by Rev. Henry Dickie, Thomas 

Lane to Elizabeth Smith, 
3 

Economy, Oct. 16, by Rev. A. Gray, James G 

Faulkner to Marie J. Hill. 

Jacksville, Oct. 2, by Rev. J. B, Morgan, John N. 

Emery to Minnie Watson. 

Berrys Mills, Oct. I4, by Rev. John Price, William 

Ya z to Lydia Ann Trites. 

Macean, Oct. 15, by Rev. W. H. Evans, Thomas H. 

Higgins to Klien Harrison. 

Pictou, Oct. 8, by Fev. A. Falconer, Allen H. Mc 

Larren to Jennie Copeland. 

Windsor, Oct. 14, VA Rev. Henry Dickie, Isaac B. 

Parris to Ada M. Fletcher. 

Haliiax, Oct. 10, by Rev. John McMiilan. Finlay 

Priest to Barbara Mc Millan, 

Port Lorne, Oct. 1, by Rev. E. P. Coldwell, Edmund 

C. Hall to Annie L. Brinton. 

Annspolis, Oct. 9, by Rev. G. J.C. White, Robert 

Carter to Bertha KE. Scofield. 

Westport, Oct. 1, by Rev. H. E. Cooke, Vernon 
Welsh to Delia McDormand. 

Stoddartville, Oct. 1, by Rev. R. 8. Stevens, Gil- 

bert Ward to Annie Stoddart. 

Bairdsvilla Oct. 17, by Rev. Sec vil Neales, J. 

Carlton Rouse to Gussie Bull. 

Truro, Oct. 10, by Rev. A. L. Geggie, Alexande® 

Brown to Christina Crawford. 

Digby, Oct. 9, by Rev. Alfred Harley, Netson 

Turubull to Mav Holdsworth. 

Avondale, Sept. 20, by Rev. J. Fowlie, David 

Ferguson to Bessie M. Baillie. 

Campbellton, Oct. 8,by Rev. Wm. Thomson George 

W. Plant to Florence E Noble- 

New G'asgow, Oct. 15, by Rev. A. Rogers, Allan 

P. Douglas to Laura A. Green. 

Cambridgedort, Mass., Oct. 5, William Smith to 

Belia 1. Celemau of Nova Scotia. 

Shelhurne, Oct. 3, by Rev F. A. Buckley, Edward 

Reynolds to Soiemna Nickerson. 

Billtown Oct. 5, by Rev MP. Freeman, Edward 

G. Shannon to Margaret A. Bill. 

Grand Harbor, Oct 19 by Rev. W. H. Perry, 

Ottawell Green to Nettie Brown 

Woodstock, Oct. 9, by Kev. Thomas Tedd, Benjamin 
McKissick to Hannah Merithew. 

Sydney, Oct 13, hy Rev. J. F. Forbes, Peter C 

Campbell 10 Frai ces D. Morrison. 

Halifax, Oct. 16, by Rev. H. H. Fitman, Fravk E. 

Daniel to Mary Gertrude Randsll. 

), Oct. 12, by Rev. H. A. Harley, Rowland 

Lye Crouse to Theresa Ann Fetiipss. ; 

BEST POLISH IN THE WORLD. 

DO NOT BE DECEIVED 
with Pastes, Enamels, and Paints which 
stain the hands, injure the iron, and burn 
red. The Rising Sun Stove Polish is Bril- 
liant, Odorless, and Durable. Each package 
contains six ounces; when moistened will 
make several boxes of Paste Polish. 

HAS AN ANNUAL SALE OF 3-000 TONS. 

DEARBORN & OO. 
WHOLESALE AGENTS 

Woodstock, Oct. 9, by Rev. James Whiteside. 
Ford Kstm in to Isa I. Woodworth. 

New Glasgow, Oct. 3 by Rev. J. L. Geore¢e, Aychi 
ba!d Cameron to Emily MacDonald. 

New Glasgow. Oct. 16, by Rev. Aich. Bowman,. 
William Herren to Maggie Cameron. 

Lu enburg, Oct. 5, bv Rev. James I. Beaty, John 
C. McDonald 10 Edwina Himmelman. 

East Vay, C. B. Oct. 15. by Rev. M. McKenzie, 
Angus McLellan to Annie McK mnon. 

Char'ottetown, Oct. 16, by Rev. David Sutherland 
John W. Fuiton to Florence Ada Nash. 

Welsford, Oct. 9, by Rev. A. D. McCully, W. Fred 
Moore of 8t John, to Emma J. Lunnin. 

Glenville, N. 8., Oct. 8, bv Rev. F. J. Pentelow, 
James D. Soley, to Mrs Ada W. Bond. 

St. John, Oct. 18, by Rev. I.. 6. MacNeil, Walter 
H. Trueman to Lillian El'zabeth Wade. 

Middle Mus<quodoboit, Oct. 5, by Rev. Rdwin 
Smi'h, James Fraser to Rosanna Nelson. 

Hauntsport, Oct. 15, by Rev. George Hawcroft. 
Harding Schivienhiemar to Alice Wagner. 

New Glasgow, Oct. 3, by Rev. J. L. George, Archi. 
ba d Cameron to Emily Margaret McDonald. 

Pictou, Oct. 11, James Munree 68. 

Truro, Oct. 13, J. W. MeNutt, 22. 

Oak Bay, Oct. 14, James Ross, 52. 

St. John, Oct. 22, C. C. Parker, 78. 

Little Bras™d’Or, Jennie Mullins, 2. 

St. John, Oct. 19, Mrs. Elizy Woods. 

Trenton, Oct. 13, Mary C. Aikins, 18. 

Halifax, Oct, 17, Mrs. Jane Cruse, 72, 

Perth, Sept. 27, Co.nelius Uhlman, 83. 

Salisbury, Oct. 10, W. F. Wortman, 60. 

Lockport, Oct. 7, Donald McKerzie, 79, 

Halifax, Oct. 18, William McCarthy, 32. 

Alma, N. S. Oct. 15, David Sylvester, 81. 

Lawrencetown, Oct. 9, George Leslie, 87. 

Halifax, Oct. 19, William MacKinlay. 50, 

Milltown, Oct. 6, Frank Smith, 6 months. 

Mahon, C. B., Oct 7, Mrs. Isaac Smith, 57. 

Cheverie, Oct. 1, Jane, wife of Elias Lake, 
Ste John, Oct. 20, Capt. Thomas W. Sulis, 6S. 

Ambherst, Oct. 20, Rev. Canon Townshend, 86. 

St. John’s Nfld , Oct. 13; Thomas Murphy 23. 

Waterville, N. 8., Oct. 9, George D. Pineo, 68. 

Stoneham, Oct. 1, John B. LeBlanc of N. S. 70. 

Syduey Mines, Sept. 25, William Hardigan, 11. 

St. John, Oct. 21, Kate, wite of Fuiton Beverly. 

Shanklin, N. 8., Oct, 20, John E Patterson, 75. 

Lockport, Oct. 4, Sophia, wife of John McKenzie. 

Kerrowgan, E. R. Sept 30, Donald Sutherland. 97. 

McAdams Lake, C. B. Oct. 2, Angus McMillan, 19 

Lower Stewiacke, Oct. 8, George Logan Smith, 29, 

Halifax,Oct. 11, Roxy,widow of Thomas Horne, 54 

Victoria Mines, Oct. 10, Thomas Magillvary, 21. 

Douzlastown, Sept. 27 Mrs. Rose Anna Meehan 81. 

Prospect, Oct. 19, Ellen wido # of Stephen Ryan 60. 

Fredericton, Oct. 9, Deacon David Estabrooks, 62, 

Mouth of Jemseg, Sept. 26, Mrs. Sarah Huestis 102 

Mellie, Oct. 10, Katherine widow o! John Murphy. 

Amherst, Oct, 13, Caroline, widow of Charles Lusby 
65. 

Wallase, Oct. 2, Margaret,widow of Thomas Highet 
iO 

Burlington, Oct. 12, Louise, daughter of Charles F 
Allison. 

Lynn Mass, Oct. 20, Kate wife of Fortune Overy, of 
Halifax. 

Bou'arderie, Oct. 11, Annie, wife of William Mec. 
Kinnon. 

Three Mile Plains, Oct. 1, Sarah, widow of Michael 
Seary, 75. 

Broad River, Sept. 29, Mary, widow of Gasper 
Brown, 96. 

Livingstone, Montana, Oct. 16, A. R. Christie of 
Truro, 34. 

Salisbury Road. N.S. Oct, 8, Mary, wife of G. L. 
Colpitts, 66. 

Elmfield, Sept. 20, Mary Reid widow of John 
Graham, 62. 

Ayers Flats, Que., the infant son of Rev. C and 
Mary Morse. 

Gardiner Creek. Oct. 20, Mary A. wife of Jame$ 
Cochrane, 70, 

Cape Dauphin, Sept. 27, Rachel, wite of Charles 
McNeil, 30, 

Digby, Oct. 7, Harry B. fourth son of George H. 
Holdsworth, 26. 

Magnus Taylor, 89. 

Scotch Village, O:t.2, Sadie, daughter of the late 
Henry Masters, 36. 

Milton, Oct. 13. Charles I. son of Edward and 
Annie B. Horton, 1. 

Hampton, Oct. 8, Gladys child of W. S.and Annie 
Ma.sters, 10 months. 

Milton, Oct. 17, Isabel, child of Mr. and Mra 
George M. Ewan, 2. 

Port Hawkesbury, Oct. 6, Anme McDonald wife of 
John A. Mclsaac, 31. 

Chicago, Oct. 19 Albert E. son of the late John Mc- 
Brine of St. John, 38. 

Tusket, Oct. 15, Charlotte, Vaughan, child of Mr 
and Mrs. W. H. Lenr. 

Carleton, Oct. 11, Amy Bernice, child of Norman, 
and Caroline Gavel, 1. 

Halifax, Oct. 10, William Owen, son of Patrick and 
Margaret Sheehan, 3. 

Amherst Shore, Oct. 10, Wollace, son of Nathan 
and Minnie Rockwell, 12. 

Oulton, Eng'and, Oct. 2, Amelia Frances, wife of 
Daniel Lowe, of N. S. 80. 

Lower Masse, C. B. O>t. 4, Elizabeth, widow cf 
Charles John Bethnne, 54. 

Pictou, Sept. 20, James H. child of James and 
treorgia Dwyer, 5 months. 

Halifax, Oct. 16, Florence oaly child of William 
and Mary Pettifer, 8 months. 

St. John, Oct. 7. Mabel E.,chi'd of Mr. anl Mrs. 
Thos. J. Sullivan, 17 months. 

St. John, Oct. 19, Abbie M., child of 8. N. and 
Annie J. Wetmore, 8 months 

Middle Sackville, Oct. 10, Violet, infant daughter 
of John T. and Emma Hillson, 2 months. 

Salmon Creek, Sept. 23, Lora J., 2; Sept. 28, Al- 

bert V., 4, children of Elias and Lydia Thorne. 
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