
POETRY. 

CHICKENS HOME TO ROOST. 

The world is wide and the faithful tide 

Returns to the welcome sands; 

it’s often true that the work we do 

Comes back to its maker's hands. 

And every man knows the wondrous plan 
By creatiofi introduced, 

Be it soon or late, at a certain date, 

The chickens come home to roost. 

Be careful, then, ye sons of men, 

‘What reckless words ye say ; 

Be they good or ill your sayings will 
On your threshold stand some day. 

You'll bear the blame, for all the shame 

Was by your lips produced ; 

You'll know it then and feel it when 

Your chickens come home to roost. 

Many a time you've dipped in slime 

The name of a modest maid ; 

With scandal’s dirt you've fouled her skirt 

And made her soul afraid. 
Your evil tongues have snapped the rungs 

Till the ladder of fame was loosed, 

But you'll get your pay at the close of day 

When the chickens come home to roost, 

The words you say are hidden away 

On the fateful judgment shelf; 

You'll yield your breath in a fearful death 

’Neath the wall you've built yourself. 

Be careful, then, ye sons of men, 

When the shadows are all unloosed, 

For soon or late you must face your fate 

When your chickens come home to roost. 
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“I think I must have been only half 

awake, and with my mind fixed on my 
dream, I ran out in front of the station- 

house. - An old negro man limping down 

the track was the only person visible, and 
while I watched him he suddenly van- 

ished. I went along the track for some 

distance, but saw no one; and when I 
" came back, the ticket agent was standing 

in thé door of his office. I cannot explain 
to you the singular impulse which carried 

me out, when I heard the dialogue, be- 
cause it is inexplicable to myself, save by 

the supposition that I was still dreaming ; 
and yet I saw the negro man distinctly. 
There was a lamp-post near him, and he 
had a bundle on his shoulder. When the 

3.5 train came, I went aboard and left 
xX Seeks n 

A smile parted Mr. Dunbar’s lips, and 

his handsome teeth glittered as he whisp- 
ered to Judge Dent: 

“ Even your chivalrous compassion can 

scarcely digest this knotty solution of her 
movements that night. Asa fabrication, 

it does little credit to her ingenuity.” 
“Her statement impresses me differently. 

She is either entirely innocent, or she had 

an accomplice, whose voice she recognized; 
and this clue should be investiga! 

The district solicitor rose and bowed to 
the magistrate. 
“With your honor’s permission I should 

like to ask the prisoner whom she ex- 

pected to see, when she recognized the 
voice ? 7’ 

“ A person who is very dear to me, but 

who is not in the United States.” 
“What is the name of that person?” 

Her lips moved to pronounce his name, 

but some swift intuitive warning re- 
strained the utterance. Suddenly a new 
horror, a ghastly possibility, thrust itself 

for the first time before her, and she felt 
as though some hand of ice clutched her 

heart. 
Those who watched her so closely, saw 

the blood ebb from cheeks and lips; 

noted the ashy pallor that succeeded, and 
the strange groping motion of her hands. 

She staggered toward the platform, and 
when the magistrate caught her arms, she 
fell against him like some tottering marble 

image, entirely unconscious. 
* * * * * 

So prolonged and death-like was the 
swoon, and so futile the usual methods of 

restoration, that the prisoner was carried 
into the small ante-room, and laid upon a 
wooden bench ; where a physician, who 

chanced to be in the audience, was sum- 

moned to attend her. Finding restora- 
tives ineffectual, he took out his lancet. 

“ This is no ordinary fainting fit.” 
He attempted to roll up one of her 

sleeves, but seeing this was impracticable, 
would have unfastened her dress, had not 
Judge Dent arrested his hand. 
“No, doctor; cut out the sleeve, if 

necessary, but don’t touch her otherwise.” 
“Let me assist you; I can easily bare 

the arm.” 
As he spoke, Mr. Dunbar knelt beside 

the bench, and with a small, sharp pen- 
knife ripped the seam from elbow to 
shoulder, from elbow to wrist, swiftly and 
deftly folding back the sleeve, and ex- 

posing the perfect moulding of the snowy 
arm. 

“ Just hold the hand, Dunbar, so as to 

keep it steady.” 

Clasping closely the hand, which the 

physician laid in his palm, the attorney 
noted the exquisite symmetry of the 
slender fingers and oval nails. He bent 

forward and watched the frozen face. 

When the heavily-lashed lids quivered 

and lifted, and she looked vacantly at the 

grave, compassionate countenances lean- 
ing over her, a certain tightening of the 
hold upon her fingers drew her attention. 

Her gaze fastened on the lawyer's blue 
eyes as if by a subtle malign fascination. 
The veil that shrouded consciousness was 
rent, not fully raised ; and as in some 
dream the solemn eyes appeared to search 

his. A strange, shivering thrill shot 

along his nerves, and his quiet, well-regu- 
lated heart, so long the docile, obedient 

motor, fettered vassal of his will, bounded, 
strained hard on the steel cable that held 
it in thrall. 
“You feel better now?” asked the phy- 

sician, who was stanching the flow of 
blood. 

Still her gaze seemed to penetrate the 

inmost recesses of the lawyer's nature, 
caling into sudden revolt dormant ele- 
ments that amazed and defied him. 
A shadowy smile curved her pale lips. 

“At the mercy of Tiberius. At the 
mercy of Tiberius.” 
Those present looked inquiringly at 

each other. 

“Her mind wanders a little. Sheriff, 
give her some of that brandy. She is as 

weak as a baby.” 

Judge Dent raised her head, and the 

officer held the tumbler to her mouth; 
while the former said gently : 

“My poor girl, drink a little; it will 
strengthen you.” 
With a gesture of loathing, she rejected 

it; and, as she attempted to raise herself, 
all the dire extremity of her peril rushed 

back upon her mind, like a black over- 
whelming tide from the sea of the past. 

“Lie still, until I have bandaged your 
arm. Here, Dunbar, you acquitted your- 

self so dexterously with your knife, just 

lend a hand. Hold the arm until I secure 
“the bandage.” . . 

To find herself sailed by men, 
helpless in the grasp of strangers, with no 

womanly touch or glance to sustain her, 
perved to intensify ther misery; and 

* * 

wrenching herself free, she struggled into 
a sitting posture, then staggered to her 
feet. The heavy coil of hair, loosened 
when they bore her from the court-room, 
now released itself from restraining pins, 

and fell in burnished waves to her knees, 

clothing her with a glory, such as the 
world’s great masters in art reserve for 

the beautiful. Had all the blood that fed 
her heart been drained, she would not 

have appeared more deadly pale; and in 

her wide eyes was the desperate look of 

a doomed animal, that feels the hot fangs 

of the hounds and the cold steel of the 
hunters. 

“Be persuaded, for your own sake, to 

swallow some stimulant, of which you 
are sadly in need. You will require all 
your strength, and as a physician, I insist 

upon your taking my prescription.” 
“IfI might have some water. 

little water.” 

Some one brought a brown stone pitcher, 
and she drank long and thirstily; then 

looked for a moment at the faces of those 
who crowded about her. 

“ What will be done now?” 

Every eye fell to the floor, and after a 

painful silence Judge Dent said very 
gently : 

“For the present, the magstrate will 

retain you in custody, until the action of 

the grand jury. Should they fail to indict 
you, then you will at once be released.” 

“Iam togo to prison? I am to be 
thrust among convicts, vile criminals! I—? 
My father's Beryl? O, rightous God! 

where is Thy justice? O Christ! Is Thy 
mercy a mockery ?” 
She stood, with her chin resting on her 

clinched hands, and twice a long violent 
shudder shook her from head to foot. 

I hope your imprisonment will be only 

temporary. The grand jury will be in 

session next week. Meantime diligent 

search may discover the persons whose 

consideration you overheard at the station; 
and if you be innocent, we are all your 
friends, and the law, which now seems so 

stern, will prove your strongest protector 
and vindicator.” 
Judge Dent stood close beside her, as 

he essayed these words of comfort, and 
saw that she caught her breath as though 

in mortal agony. Her face writhed, and 
she shut her eyes. unable to contemplate 

some hideous apparition. He suspected 
that she was fighting desperately an im- 
pulse that suggested succour ; and he was 

sure she had strangled it, when her hands 
fell nerveless at her side, and she raised 

her bowed head. If the finger of paraly- 
sis had passed over her features, they 
would not have appeared more hopelessly 

fixed. Mechanically she twisted and 
coiled her hair, and took the hat and 

shawl which the officer held out to her. 

“IfI can assist you in any way, you 
have only to send for me.” 
She looked at Judge Dent intently for 

an instant, then shook her head. 

“No one can help me now.” 
She tied her veil over her face, and 

silently followed the deputy sheriff to a 

carriage that stood near the pavement. 

When he would have assisted her, she 
haughtily repelled him. 

“I will follow you, because I must; but 

do not put your hands on me.” 

Just a 

CHAPTER VII 

THE WARDEN’S WIFE. 

In ante bellum days, when States’ 

Rights was a sacred. faith,.a revered and 

precious palladium, state pride blossomed 
under southern skies, and state coffers 

overflowed with the abundance where- 

with God blessed the land. During that 

period, when it became necessary to se- 
lect a site for a penitentiary, the salubrity 

and central location of X —— had so 
strongly commended it, that the spacious 
structure was erected within its limits, 

and regarded as an architectural triumph 
of which the state might justly boast. 

old county jail was burned one windy 
March night. Thus it came to pass that, 

with the exception of a small lockup, at- 
tached to police headquarters, X—— had 

failed to rebuild its jail, and domiciled 
its dangerous transgressors in the great 
stone prison; paying therefore to the 

state an annual amount per capita. 

Built of grey granite, which darkened 
with time and weather stains, its massive 

walls, machicolated roof, and tall, arched 

clock tower lifted their leaden outlines 
against the sky, and cast a- brooding 

shadow over the town lying below; a 
grim, perpetual menace to all who subse- 
quently found themselves locked in its 

reformatory arms. Separated from the 
bustling mart and busy traffic by the 

winding river that divided the little city 
into North and South X——, it crested an 
eminence on the north; and the single 

lower storey flanking the main edifice east 
and west resembled the trailing wings of 

some vast bird of prey, an exaggerated sim- 
ulacrum of a monstrous grey condor perch- 

edon a “coigne of vantage,” waiting to 
swoop upon its victims. Encircled by a tall 

brick wall, which was surmounted by 
iron spikes sharp as bayonets, that defied 

escalade, the grounds extended to the 

verge of the swift stream in front, and 

stretched back to the border of a Reavily 
timbered tract of pine land, a bit of 

primeval forest left to stare at the en- 

croaching armies of Philistinism. 
Within the precincts of the yard, the ten- 

der conservatism of our great-hearted 

mother Nature gently toned the savage, 
stony features ; and even under the chill 

frown of iron barred windows, golden 
sunshine bravely smiled, soft grasses 
wove their emerald velvet tapestries 

starred and flushed with dainty satin 
petals, which late autumn roses showered 

in munificent contribution, to the work 

of pitying love. 
In a comfortably furnished room situ- 

ated in the second storey of the main 
building, sat a woman, apparently thirty- 
five years old, who was singing to a baby 
lying face downward on her lap, while 

with one hand she rocked the wicker 
cradle beside her, where a boy of four 

years was tossing. Her hazel eyes were 
full of kindly light, the whole face elo- 

quent with that patient, limitless tender- 
ness, which is the magic chrism of ma- 

ternity, wherewith Lucina and Cuba 
abundantly anoint motherhood. The 
blessed and infallible nepenthe for all 

childhoods ills and aches, mother touch, 
mother songs, soon held soothing sway; 

and when the woman laid the sleeping 
babe on her own bed, and covered her 

with a shawl, she saw her husband lean- 
ing against the: partly-open door. 

“Come here, Susie. The kids are snug 
and safe for the present, and I want you.” 

“For shame, Ned! To call our darlings 

such a beastly name! Kids, indeed! My 
sweetest, loveliest lambs!” 

“There! Here yourself! If I can see 
any choice of respectability between kids 
and lambs, may I turn to a thorough-bred 

Southdown, and take the blue ribbon at 

the next fair. Beasts of the field, all of 

them. The alway-wide-awake-contrari- 

ness of womankind is a curious and fear- 
ful thing.” 
He put his hands on his wife’s shoulders, 

shook her, and kissed her. 

“What do you want of my ‘always- 
wide-awake-contrariness? I have half a 
mind not to help you out of your scrape ; 

for of course you have mired somewhere. 
What is the matter now, Ned 7” 

“Yes; stuck hard and fast. So my 
dear little woman, don’t you go back on 

your wedding-day promises, but just lend 
a helping hand. I don’t know what is fo 

Soon after this had been completed, the 

‘be done with that poor young woman in 
No: 19. One of the under-warders, Jarvis, 

sleeps this week right ander her cell, and 
he tells me that all nig 

up and down, without cessation, li 

caged animal. This is her third day in, 
and she has not touched a morsel ; though, 
at Judge Dent’s request, I ordered so! 

extras given her. 

not sullen, but he thought it proper 

to report to me that she seemed to act 
very strangely, so I went up fo see after 
her. When I opened the door, she was 
walking up and down the floor, with her 
hands locked at the back of her head, 

and I declare, Susie, she looks flve years 

older than when she came here. There 
are great dark hollows under her eyes, 

and two red spots like coals of fire on her 

cheeks. I said, ‘Are you sick that you 
reject your meals ?’ To which she replied, 

‘Don’t trouble yourself to send me food ; 

Icannot eat!’ Then I told her I under- 
stood that she was restless at night, and I 

advised her to take a mixture which 

would quiet her nerves. She shook her 
head, and I could not bear to look at her; 

the eyes seemed so like a wounded fawn’s, 

brimful of misery. I asked her if there 
was anything I could do, to make her 
more comfortable, or if she needed medi- 
cine. All this time she kept up her quick 

walk to and fro, and she answered, 
‘ Thank you ; Ineed nothing — but death; 

and that will come soon’ Now what 

could Isay? I felt sucha lumpin my 
throat, that if Solomon had whispered to 

me some kind speech I could not have 

uttered it; so I got out of the room just 
as fast as possible, to dry the tears that 

somehow would blur my eyes. When 
they are surly or snappish, or violent, or 

insolent, I know exactly what to do, and 

have no trouble; but hang me if I know 
what to do with this lady — there it is 

out! She isa lady, every inch, and as 

much out of place here as I should be in 
Queen Victoria’s drawing-room. Men are 
clumsy brutes, even in kid gloves, and 

bruise much oftner than they heal. 

Whenever I am in that girl’s presence, 
I have a queer feeling that I am walking 

on eggs, and tip-toe as I may, shall smash 
things. If something is not done, she 

will be ill on our hands, and a funeral 

will balk the bloodhounds.” 
“Oh, hush, Ned! You give me the 

shivers. My heart yearns toward that 
beautiful young creature, and I believe 

she is as innocent as my baby. It isa 
burning shame to send her here, unless 

there is no doubt of her guilt. Judge Dent 
is too shrewd an old fox to be baited with 
chaff, and I am satisfied, from what he 

told you, that he believes her statement. 
There is nothing I would not do to com- 
fort her, but I would rather have my ears 

boxed than witness her suffering. The 
day I carried to her a change of clothes, 
until her own could be washed, and sewed 
up her dress sleeve, I did nothing but cry. 
I could not help it when she meaned and 

wrung her hands, and said her mother’s 
heart would break. I have heard all my 
life that justice is blind; I have learned 

to believe it, for it stumbles and gropes, 
and lays iron claws on the wrong person. 

As for the lawyers? They are fit pilots; 

and the courts are a little better than 
blind man’s bluff. Don’t stand chewing 

your moustache, Ned. Tell me what you 
want me to do, while baby is asleep. She 

had a vexatious habit of taking cat naps.” 
“Little woman, I turn the case over to 

you. Just let your heart loose and follow 
it. » 

“If I do, will you endorse me?” 

“Till the stars fall.” 
“Can you stay here awhile ?” 

“Yes, if you will tell Jarvis where he 
can find me.” 

“Mind you, Ned, you are not to inter- 
fere with me.” 

“No; I swear I won't. Hurry up, or 
there will be much music in this bleating 
fold; and you know I am as utterly use- 

less with a crying child as a one armed 
man in a concert of fiddlers.” 
The cell assigned to the new teacher 

was in the centre of a line, which rose 
tier above tier, like the compartments in 
a pigeon house, or the sombre caves hewn 
out of rock-ribbed cliffs, in some lonely 
Laura. Iron stairways conducted the 

unfortunates to these stone cages, where 
the dim cold light, filtered through the 
iron lattice work of the upper part of the 
door, made a perpetual crepuscular atmos- 

phere within. 

When Mrs. Singleton stopped in front 

of No. 19,and looked through the grating, 
Beryl was standing at the extremity of 
the cell, with her face turned to the wall, 

and her hands clasping the back of her 

neck. The ceiling was so low she could 
have touched it had she lifted her arms, 

and she appeared to have retreated as far 
in the gloomy den as the barriers allowed. 

Thinking that perhaps the girl was pray- 

ing, the  warden’s wife waited some 
minutes, but no sound greeted her; and 

so motionless was the figure, that it might 
have been only an alto relievo carved on 
the wall. Pushing the door open, Mrs. 

Singleton entered, and deposited on the 
iron bed a waiter covered with a snowy 
napkin. At the sound Beryl turned, and 

her arms fell to her side, but she shrank 
back against the wall as if solitude were 

her only solace, and human intrusion an 

added torture. 

Mrs. Singleton took both hands and 

held them firmly. 

“Do you believe it right to commit sui- 
cide ?” 
“I believe in everything but human 

justice and Divine mercy.” 

“ Your conscience tells you that— 
“Am1I allowed a conscience? What 

ghastly mockery ! Thieves and murderers 
are not fit tenements for conscience, and 

I—I—am accused of stealing, and of 

bloodshed. Justice! What a horrible 

sham! We —her victims — who adored 
the beneficent and incorruptible attribute 

of God himself — we are undeceived when 
justice — the harpy — tears our hearts out 
with her hideous, foul, defiling claws.” 

She spoke through set teeth, and a 

spasm of shuddering shook her from head 

to feet. 
“Listen to me. Suspicion is one thing, 

proof something very different. You are 

accused but not convicted, and—” 

“1 shall be. Justice must be appeased, 
and I am the most convenient and avail- 
able victim. An awful crime has been 

committed, and outraged law, screaming 
for vengeance, pounces like a hungry 

hawk on an innocent and unsuspecting 
prey. Does she spare the victim because 
it quivers, and dies hard ?” 

“Hush! You must not despair. I be- 
lieve in your innocence ; I believe every 

word you uttered that day was true, and I 
believe that our merciful God will protect 
you. Put yourself in His hands, and His 

mercy will save, for ‘it endureth for 

ever.”” 

“I don’t ask mercy! I claim justice — 
from God and man. The wicked grovel, 

and beg for mercy; but innocence lays 

hold upon the very throne of God, and 

clutches His sword, and demands justice!” 

“I understand how you feel, and I do 
not wonder; but for your own sake, in 

order to keep your mind clear and strong 
for your vindication, you certainly ought 

to take care of your health. Starvation 
is the surest leech for depleting soul and 
body. De you want to die here in prison, 
leaving your name tarnished, and smirched 

with suspicion of crime, when you can 
live to proclaim your innocence to the 
world? Remember that even if you care 
nothing for your life, you owe something 
to your mother. You have two chances 

yet; the grand. j jury ey not find a true 
bill =". > 

“Yes, that tiger-eyed Jawyer will see 
that they'do. He knowsithat the law is 
a cunning net for the feet of the innocent 
and the unwary. He set his snare dex- 
terously, and he will not fail to watch it.” 
“You mean Mr. Dunbar? Yes, you" 

Jarvis said she was [certainly have cause to dread him; but 
even if you should be indicted, you have 

twelve human hearts full of compassion 
to appeal to — and I can’t think it possible 
a jury of sane men eould look at you and 
condemn you. Yon must fight for your 
life; and” what is far more to you than 

life, you must “fight for your good name, 
for your character. Suspicion is not proof 
of crime, and there is no taint on you 
yet ; for sin alone stains, and if you will 

only be brave and clear yourself as I 
know you can, what a grand triumph it 

will be. If you starve yourself you -seal 

your doom. An empty stomach will do 
you more harm than the grand jury and 

all the lawyers ; for it utterly upsets your 

nerves, and makes your brain whirl like 
a top. For three days and nights you 

have not tasted food ; now just to please 

me, since I have taken so much trouble, 
sit down here by me, and eat what I have 
brought. I know you would rather not; 
I know you don’t want it ; but, my dear 
child, take it like any other dose, which 
will strengthen you for your battle. Itis 

very fine to rant about heroism, but star- 
vation is the best factory for turning out 
cowards; and even the courage of old 

Ceesar would have had the ‘dwindles,’ 
if he had been stinted in his rations.” 
She removed the napkin, and displayed 

a tempting luncheon, served in pretty gilt- 
qanded white china. What a contrast it 
presented to the steaming tin platter and’ 
dull tin quart cups carried daily to’ the 

adjoining cell ! 
Beryl laid her hand on Mrs, Singleton’s 

shoulder, and her mouth trembled. 
“I thank you, sincerely, for your sym- 

pathy - and for your confidence; and to 

show my appreciation of your kindness, I 
wish I could eat that dainty luncheon; 
but I think it would strangle me —1I have 
such a ceaseless aching here, in my throat. 
I feel as if I should stifle.” 
“See here! I brought you some sweet 

rich milk in my little boy’s.cap. He was 
my first-born, and I lost him. This was 
his christening present from: my mother. 
It is very precious, very sacred to me. If 

you will only drink what is in it, I shall 
be satisfied. Don’t slight my angel baby’s 

cup. That would hurt me.” 
She raised the pretty *Bo-Peep” 

silver cup to the prisoner’s lips, and seeing 

the kind hazel eyes swimming in tears, 
Beryl stooped her head and drank the 

milk, 

The warden’s wife lifted the cup, looked 
wistfully at it, and kissed the name en- 
graved on the metal. 

“You know now I must think you pure 

and worthy. - I have given you the 
strongest possible proof; for only the good 
could be allowed to touch what my dead 
boy’s lips have consecrated. Now come 

.out with me, and get some pure, fresh air.” 

Beryl shrank back. 

“These close walle seem a friendly 
shelter from the horrible faces that cluster 
outside. You can form no idea how I 

dread contact with the vile: creatures, 

whose crimes have brought them here for 

expiation. The thought of breathing the 

same atmosphere pollutes me. I think 
the loathsomeness of perdition must con- 

sist in association with the depraved and 
wicked. Not the undying flames would 

affright me, but the doom of eternal com- 
panionship with outcast criminals. No! 
No! I would sooner freeze here, than 

wander in the sunshine with those hid- 
eous wretches I saw the day I was thrust 
among them.” 

“Trust me, and I will expose’ you to 
nothing unpleasant. Take your hat and 
shawl; I shall not bring you back here. 
There to tiie enough for cells when’ you 
have been convicted and sentenced; and, 
please God, you shall never stay in this 
one again. Come.” 

“Stay, madam. What is your purpose? 

I have been so hunted down, I am grow- 
ing suspicious of the appearance of kind- 

ness. What are you going to do? 
Mrs. Singleton took her hand and 

pressed it gently. 
“I am going to trust, and help, and 

love you, if you will let me; and for the 

present I intend to keep you in a room 
adjoining mine, where you will have no 

fear of wicked neighbors.” 

“That will be merciful, indeed. May 
God bless you for the thought.” 

Down iron stair cases and through dim 

corridors bordered with dark cells, gloomy 
as the lairs of wild beasts whom the 
besotted inmates resembled, the two 
women walked; and once, when a clank 

of chains and a hoarse human cry broke 

the dismal silence, Beryl clutched her 
companson’s arm, and her teeth chattered 

with horror. E 
“Yes, it is awful! That poor woman is 

the saddest case we have. She waylaid 
and stabbed her husband to death, and 

poisoned his mother. We think she is 
really insane, and as she is dangerous at | 

times, it is necssary to keep her chained, 

until arrangements can be made to remove 
her to the insane asylum.” 

“I dont’t wonder she is mad! People 
cannot dwell here and retain their 
reason; and madness is a mercy that 
blesses them with forgetfulness.” 

Beryl shivered, and her eyes glittered 
with an unnatural and ominous brilliance. 

The warden’s wife paused before a large 
door with solid iron panels, and rang a 
bell. Some one on the other side asked: 

“ What is the order? Who rang?” 
“ Mrs. Singleton ; I want to get into the | 

chapel. Let me out, Jasper.” 
The door swung slowly back; and the 

guard touched his hat respectfully. 
Through an open arcade, where the |’ 

sunlight streamed, Mrs Singleton led her 

companion; then up a short flight of 
stone steps, and they found themselves in 
a long room, with an altar railing and 

pulpit at one end, and rows of wooden 
benches crossing the floor from wall to 
wall. Even here, the narrow windows 

were iron barred, but sunshine and the 

sweet, pure breath of the outside world 
entered freely. Within the altar railing, 
and at the right of the reading desk where 
a Bible lay, stood a cabinet organ. Leav- 
ing the prisoner to walk up and down the 
aisle, Mrs. Singleton opened the organ 

and drew out the stop, and after waiting 

a few moments, began to play. 
TO BE CONTINUED. 
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“HOW TO CURE ALL SKIN DIS- 
EASES.” 

Simply ‘apply “SwAyne’s OINTMENT.” 

No internal medicine required. Cures 
tetter, eczema, itch, all eruptions on the 
face, hands, nose, &c., leaving the skin 

clear, white and healthy. Its great heal- 
ng and curative powers are possessed by 
no other remedy. Ask your druggist 
for SWAYNE'S OINTMENT. 

PROCRASTINATION. 

“Did yer fatherlick yer, Jimmie?” 
““ Yep. ” 

“Did yere put the (pn in yer 

pants?” 
3 Yep. 

o <d ge yer cryin’ fur!” 
“Ah —h—h—1I didn’t have time to 

get m pants on— boo-boo!” 

If old people are forgetful, they always 
remember - to oe ——" Anodyne 
Liniment; 

late 1a grippe epidemic we found it a most 

Judge (to prisoner)—“You say that 
you were driven by hunger to commit 

this crime.” Prisoner —“Just so, your 
honor.” “But a hungry man is not 
likely to steal a whole calf.” “I know 

that; but I didn’t have my pocket knife 

‘with me, or I'd have only cut off a few 
pounds.” 

Mgrs. WiNsLow's SooTHING SYRUP has been 
used by millions of mothers for their 
children while teething. If disturbed 

at night and broken of rest by a sick 
child crying with pain of Cutting Teeth 
send at once and get a bottle of ‘Mrs, 

Winslow's 8oothing Syrup” for Children 

Teething. It will relieve the poor little 
sufferer immediately. Depend upon it 
mothers, there is no mstake about it. It 

cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach and 

Bowels, cures Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 
and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 

the taste. The prescription of one of the 

oldest and best female physicians and nurses 

in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 
per bottle by all druggists throughout the 
world. Be sure and ask for “Mrs. Wins- 

Low's SooTHING SYRUP. 

“You get right out of here or I'll call 
my husband. Tramp —Y’r husband ain’t 
at home.” Sour faced woman — How do 

you know he aint?” Tramp—“I've 
allers noticed, mam, that wen a man is 

married to a woman wot looks like you, 
he never is at home except at meal 

time.’ 

FOR PAIN OR COLDS. 

Gentlemen,— Fifteen months ago I had 
a bealing breast. I tried a number of 

remedies but got no relief. I then tried 

Hagyard Yellow Oil, which gave me in- 
gtant relief. It is the best thing I ever 
used for all kinds of pain or cold. 

‘Mgs. Jorn Corsetr, St Marys, Ont. 

“James, how much is four plus eight 
plus one ?” asked the teacher. “Don’t 
know,” said James. “ Well, suppose I 

give four apples to Harry eight apples to 
Charlie and one to you. What would it 
be?” “A cold day for me.” 

A CHANCE FOR THE BETTER. 

Sirs,—1 have taken three bottles of 
Burdock Blood Bitters and find it a 
egplendid medicine for constipation and 
poor appetite. I will continue taking it 
as it is a great blessing and I feel a great 

‘change in my health since taking it. 
Mes. J. V. GREEN, 

5 Sydenham 8t., Toronto, Ont. 

“ What's the difference between pro- 

hibitionist and an old toper?” “Why, 
the latter is full of drams and the former 

is full of scruples.” 

EDITORIAL EVIDENCE, 

Gentleman,— Your Hagyard’s Yellow 

Oil is worth its weight in gold for both 

internal and external use. During the 

excellent preventive, and for sprained 

limbs, etc., there is nothing to equal it. 
‘Wy. PEMBERTON, 

Editor Reporter, Delhi, Ont. 

It is said to have been a San Diego 
minister who announced from his pulpit 

on a recent Sunday morning: “I have 

forgotten my notes and shall have to 
trust to’ Providence, but this evening I 

will come better prepared.” 

DR. T. A. SLOCUM'S 
.Oxygenized Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver 
Oil. If you have a cold — Use it. For 
sale by all druggists. 35 cents per bottle. 

There are men who button up their 

coats so tight they can’t get their hands 
into their pockets whenever they get 

down on their knees to ask God to give 

them a missionary spirit. 

Smythe — “ How was Peterby injured 
in the service so as to entitle himtoa 
pension ?” Tompkins —*“ Why, the pro- 

vost guard hurt his feelings drumming 
him out of the camp.” 

ERIAL 
BAKING 
POWDER THE IM 

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST. 
. Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime, : 

Phosphates, or any Injuriant, 

KE. W. GILLETT, Toronto. Ont. 

Children 

always 

EMULSION 
of pure Cod Liver Oll with Hypoe 
phosgphftes of Lime and Soda Is 

aimogt as palatable as milk 

4A MARVELLOUS FLESH "PRODUCER 
It Is Indeed, and the little lads and 
lassles who take cold easily, may be 
fortified against a cough that might 
prove.  scrious, by taking Scott's 
Emuilston’ after thelr meals during 
the winter season. 
Beware of substitutions and imitations. 

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville. 
ar oo 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Fitter 
TINSMITH, 
Wo inform the people of Frede: 

wton and vicinity that he has re 
sumed business on Queen Street, 

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE, 
where he is prepared to fill au oraers in 

above lines, including 

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 
Speaking Tubes, &o. 

eon bento 
oy ge for the above disease 
FT Fei 

“August 
lower” 

For two years I suffered terribly 
with stomach trouble, and was for 
all that time under treatment by a 
physician. He finally, after trying 
everything, said stomach was about 
worn out, and that I would have to 
cease eating solid food for a time at 
least. I was so weak that I could 
not work. Finally on the recom- 
mendation of a friend who had used 

your preparations 
A worn-out with beneficial re- 

sults, I procured a 
bottle of August 
Flower, and com- 

«gin using it. It seemed to do 
good at once. I gained in 

strength and flesh rapidly; my ap- 
petite became good, and I suffered 
no bad effects from what I ate. I 
feel now like a new man, and con- 
sider that August Flower has en- 
tirely cured me of Dyspepsia in its 
worst form. James E. DEDERICK, 
Saugerties, New York. 
W. B. Utsey, St. George's, S. C., 

+ writes: TI have used your August 
Flower for eo a and find it an 
excellent reme 

Stomach. 

Regulates the Stomach, 

Liver and Bowels, unlocks 

theSecretions,Purifiesthe 

Blood and removes all im- 
purities from a Pimple to 
the worst. Scrofulous Sore. 

DYSPEPSIA. BILIOUSNESS, 
CONSTIPATION. HEADACHE 
SALT 45 oy SCROF ULA. 
HEART B SOUR STOMACH) 
DIZZINESS, DROPSY 
RHEUMAT | SM. SKIN DISEASES| 

BITTERS 
COAL. COAL. 

In stock and to Arrive: 

Old Mine and Victoria, 

Sydney House Coal, 

Sugar Loaf, Lehigh Hard 

Coal, all sizes. 

Grand Lake and Old Mine 

Sydney Blacksmith's 

Coal, 

—ALSO— 

Straw, Hay, Oats, Eran, Kiddlings, 

Linseed and Cottonseed Meal. 

CAMPBELL ST, 
Above City Hall. 

Telephone, Storehouse 125. House 126.5 

JAS. TIBBITS. 

Per S.S. 1nchuloa. 
JUST RFCEIVED : 

N close link cable Chain 3-16 } 5-16 
2 4 # inon. 1 Case split-Links, tower 
Ohisels and Gouges. 

OFicE 
AND STOREHOUSE, 

7-16 
olts, 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

NOTARY SEALS, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE, 

STATE SEALS, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE. 

OFFICIAL SEALS, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE, 

SEALING WAX, 

HALIL’S BOCK STORE. 

PAPER FASTENERS, 

HALL’3S BOOK STORE. 

PAPER FILES, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE. 

CLIPS, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE, 

MORTGAGES, DEEDS 

BILLS OF SALE, etc. 

HALL’S BOOK STORE. 

Next door to Davie, Etaples & Co. 

TO ARRIVE. 

500 BBLS. 

SUGAR. 

1000 SACKS 

COARSE SALT. 

JUST STORED. 

2 CARS 

BEANS, 
Prime and hand picked. 

A. F. RANDOLPH & SONS. 
THE 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

FOB 
INSURANCE COMPANY. 

AssETs, 1sT JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.55 

. ASSETS IN CANADA, = 870,525.67 

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip: 

tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Agent. 

THe Sun, 

Has secured during 1892: 

.W. D. Howells, H.RiderHaggard, 

George Meredith, Norman Lockyer, 

‘Andrew Lang, Conan Doyle, 

St. George Mivart,Mark Twain, 
Rudyard Kipling, J.Chandler Harri, 

R.LouisStevenson, William Black, 

W., Clark Russell, Mary E. Wilkins. 

Frances Hodgson Burnett. 

And many otber distinguished Writers. 

The Sunvap Sun 

is the greatest Sunday Newspaper in the world, 

Price 5¢.a copy. By mail §2a year. 

Address : THE SUN, New York. 

Sole 

Agent 

For 

Green 

Head 

Lime, 

G. R. PERKINS, 
Pheenix Square. 

Telephone 97 

May 20th, 1891 

PECTACLES 
AND ON 

EYEGLASSES, 

195 50 and 5 cfs 
PER PAIR. 

No More Fancy Prices 

I have just received 500 pairs of 

Spectacles and Eyeglasses, which I will 

sell from 25 to 75 cts. per pair and 

guarantee a perfect fit in every case. 

These are not cheap, shoddy goods, such 

asare sold by peddlers, but a good reliable 
article. 

CaLL AND EXAMINE AT 

GEO. H. DAVIS, 

Druggist and Seedsman 

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS. 

FREDERICTON. 

Skates. Skates. 
JUST RECEIVED : 

FULL line of Acme Bkates. Long Reach and 
3 Boys . Bkates, Ftraps, Gimlets and Bkate 
crews. 

R. CHESTNUT & EONS, 

call and look it over. 

BRASS, 

TOYS 

we represent money refunded. 

a PR Ff Laggan? 

BRONZE, 
NICKEL, 

In great Variety, in 

Too Numerous to mention. 

OF ALL 

McMURRAY &: CO. 
ISH to thank their many friends for the liberal 
patronage bestowed on them in the past, and also to 

remind them that their Stock is now complete for the 

CHRINTMAN TRADE, 
With their store enlarged, they are in a position to show their Stock of Books, Stationery and 

Fancy Goods, which will be found the largest and best assorted Stock ever seen in this city. All 
of which have been marked at prices that will find a ready sale, and we particularly invite you to 

We have BOOKS of all kinds, 

FANCY GOODS, 
-e 

PLUSH, 
— AND — 

LEATHER, 

KINDS, 
Steam Railway, Magic Lanterns, etc. 

And don’t forget if you wish a PIANO, ORGAN, or SEWING MACHINE, 

that this is headquarters for them, No Agents employed. LOW PRICES. If not as 

MCMURRAY & Co. 


