
POETRY. 
'TIS USELESS TO REGRET.. 

We've done the best we could, my dear, . 

There's nothing to regret; 

‘We've taught the children many truths. 

On which our hearts were set; 
And if against our old time ways 

They foolishly protest, 

We need never regret, my dear, 
That we have done our best. 

There's many a plan that's come to nav ght; 
There's many a light gone out; 

And disappointments, griefs and cares 

Have hedged us round about ; 

And many a sad mistake we've made 

Throughout our lives, and yet 
We've done the very best we could; 

Tis useless to regret. 

For out of evil good has come, 

And out of darkness light ; 

All wrong doing in this world 
Some day will be set right; 

And though we have not reached the he ight 
Attained by others, yet 

We've done the best we could, my dear; 

"Tis useless to regret. 

We've tried to live like honest folks, 
To do our duty well, 

Gainst evil things to take our stand, 

In goodness to excel; 

So judge yourself n.ot harshly, dear, 

Nor at misfortunes fret; 

We've done the best we could, and so 

"Tis useless to regret. 

SELECT STORY. 

APPLEBY MANOR. 

CHAPTER II. 

He had always thought her pretty. 
with a pensive pale prettin ess, but the 

face upturned to his 1 res ting so con- 

tentedly against him was 1 ovely. He 
kissed her again and again &‘aying now 

madly he loved her. No doub ¢ it was all 
in the ordinary hackneyed sty le of love- 
making, but to them it was new : \nd beau- 

tiful. 
They quite believed that no two: people 

had ever before loved each other : 30 well. 

They were meant for each other of comsse. 
Was it not wonderful that these two, eut 

of all the wild world, should have been 
drawn together to be merged into ome, 

like two stars that come nearer and n'esr- 
er each other until they blend into One. 

Ah! they were indeed immoderatcly 
happy as they stood together with tie 

wide grey sea stretching out before thems, 
and when at last they parted it was with 
the happy knowledge that tomorrow they 

would meet again. 
“I shall have to see your uncle and 

make a formal Request for this little hand,” 

Tremaine said fondly. “What shall we 
do if he finds that I am not a suitable 

suitor?” 
“He can find no objection,” the girl 

answered, confidently; “and supposing 
he did, I am my own mistress.” 

“Does that mean, sweetheart, that no 

one shall come between us?” 
She smiled and rested her head against 

him, her heart beating in a joyous 
triumphant way. 
“No one is likely to try,” she said 

lightly. “No one has ever wanted me 
before. They will all say you are wel- 

come to a bad bargain.” 
“No one has ever seen you,” Tremaine 

said proudly. “I am afraid when I take 

you into the world I shall raise a.good 
deal of of envy by my happy lot.” 

“And how angry all the girs who 

know you will be to think that I amthe 
happy possessor of you, love,” she: an- 
swered prettily. ‘ 

Sir Francis dined out that evening. It 
was only a very quiet little dinner He 
partook of at the Rev. Mr. Andrews 

house, but the meal was presided over by 

a girl whose equal, Sir Francis thought, 

it was impossible to meet. Amy An- 

drews was beauntifal and ambitious, and 

from the first had set her cap for the 
baronet. But so cleverly, with such tact 

and cunning, that Sir Francis imagined 
she was about the only woman who was 
not making a dead set at him. 
Her coolness piqued him, her daring 

ways and lively conversation amused and 
interested him, and the evenings spent at 
the rectory were the pleasantest ofall to 

him. 
The next morning at breakfast Sir 

Francis was so engrossed with business 

letters, that Sabina did not like to disturb 
him by telling him of the visitor he 

would shortly receive. Afterwards she 

wandered about in restless happiness, 
waiting for her Jover’s arrival. . The clocks 

were striking eleven when she caught a 

glimpse of him driving a smart dog-cart 
up the avenue. Leaning over the bannis- 

ters, she heard him ask for Francis, heard 

the study door open and close again, then 
flew up to her room to put on her. pret- 

tiest. hat, so that they two might walk 
together after the interview was over. 
Then she tripped down again, singing 

blithly as she went, but after a time she 
began to grow impatient. 

It was already twelve g¢'clock. What 
could they be talking about all this time ? 
Another ten minutes passed like an hour, 

then the door opened .and‘the long wait- 

ing was at an end. Sabina sprang joy- 

fully from the couch or' which she had 

flung herself. Was be .coming to find 

her? She paused to Jistw'n, but could 

hear no sound beyond Baxter's shuffling 

footsteps, till the crack of a whip, the 

sound of wheels, made her run to the 

window justin time to see Hanlin Tre- 
maine driving away. 

What did it mean? Why had he gone? 

She hurried to'her uncle; he was seated 

by the table busily writing whem she 

entered, and motibning her to a seat 
finished the letter before speaking to her; 
then he turned round, fixing his pene- 

trating eyes on her face, while Sgbina 

colored hotly, and faltered something 

about Mr. Tremaine. 
He looked at her so coldly and stranyre- 

ly, that the girl felt an uncomfestable 

sensation go through her, and her heart 
sank with a curious presentment of im- 

pending evil. She waited anxiously wm- 
til he spoke, and then her face went 

white with painful suspense. 

“My dear niece, I wish you had pre- 

pared me in some way for this interview,” 
he said gravely, playing with a paper 

knife as he almost hesitatingly broke the 

silence that had beeome quite unendur- 
able to her. “I wish you had given me 

some little hint that you were allowing 
your affections to be won; it might have 

saved much pain and troubles. To me 

you appeared such a child, that the pessi- 
bility of your falling in love did not oecur 

to me.” 

“ And why should I not? There is no | 

reason why I should not,” she gasped 

filled with an undefined dread that some 

horrible reason was about to be given, 

that some obstacle had been found. 

But she would not give him up; she 

would never give in. She would defy 

the whole world for him. “Uncle, vou 

need say nothing against him. Isee by 

your expression that the thought of my 

marrying Mr. Tremaine is distasteful to 

you. Iam sorry that it should be so, but 

I will give him up for no one.” 

Francis Appleby looked at the small 

resolute face with the great shining eyes 

gazing steadily and unflinchingly into 

his. He tried to meet them, then rose, 

pacing backwards and forwards up and 

down the room; if he could he would 

‘have left it at once. Why did she look 
at him like that? Why watch him in 
his restless walk? It was as if the dead 

had come to haunt him—that slender, 

fragile woman he had loved to madness, 
and afterwards hated because he could 
not bend her to his will. Sabina, as she 

waited for him to speak, little dreamt of 
the thoughts filling his mind just then; 
the old recollections that her presence in 

that room had conjured forth, and when 
at length he spoke, it was with a harsh- 
ness she had not deemed his well modu- 

lated voice capable of. 
“You can never marry, Sabina. It is 

not I who forbid you, but there is a taint 
upon your name—aye! and upon mine 

too—which forbids either I or you allying 
ourselves with others.” 

The bard clear spoken words fell on 
Sabina’s ears, but did not penetrate her 

bewildered brain. “What is it you 
mean ?” she gasped. “What is it?” 

“The foul taint of murder,” Sir Francis 
said, folding his arms across his chest. 
“Why you should have been brought up 

in ignorance I know not, but it is plainly 
my duty to open your eyes now. If after- 

wards you think it right to link your dis- 

honored name with Tremaine’s, I have 
no more to say.” 

His eyes darkened with horror, her 

pale face grew whiter, and she looked at 
him with dread and shrinking, fearing 

him as he sat calm and immovable be- 
fore her. 

“Tell me what it is—what this thing 

is!” she cried again. 

“It is a hard tale to tell, a hateful tale 

to tell you, his daughter. Your father 

was tried for murder, and though the 
crime was not proved, he was looked 

upon as the guilty man. Listen, Sabina. 
Many years ago I was engaged to your 
mother; I was only the poor younger son, 

and had to leave her to join my regiment 
which was ordered out to India; after- 

wards she received news of my death, and 
Henry persuaded her to marry him. It 

was on their wedding day that I came 

home—home to find her the wife of my 
brother. I remember now her scream of 

‘Frank! Frank!’ as she fell fainting at 
my feet, and he, the man who head stolen 

her from me, knew that though bound to 

him she was mine. I went away again 
and came back as their friend. We lived 

peacefully for a time, but your father was 

jealous, always suspecting, until at length 

he accused me of trying to make his wife 
unfaithful to him. We parted in hot 

anger, and that same day Madeline was 
thrown over the cliffs—fell over some 
people said, but others knew the truth.” 

He paused and drew a long breath, as 

if in repeating the story, he had gone 

through an unpleasant ordeal. The mem- 
ory of the past had stirred, some feelings 

within his hardened heart, for his face 

was livid when he had finished, and 

his eyes were, gleaming strangely, almost 

wi Idly, as he turned them from the girl’s 
ag nized gaze. 

“The truth ! ” Sabina repeated hoarsely. 
““Surely you, his brother, do not say the 

truth?” ; 
“ Would to heaven I did not!” he cried, 

» Thiding his face with his hands. 

“And Iam the daughter of a—a—— 

“Oh, no! I do not believe it!” the girl ex- 
| «claimed vehemently. “My father who 

never hurt any living thing! My father, 
| to do such a dastardly deed! No! he 
«ould not!” 

“Whether he did or not he was never 
«cleared from suspicion. Did it never strike 

you as odd that a man in his position 
should lead the life of a hermit? that you, 
his daughter and heiress, should be 

‘brought up in utter seclusion ?” 
“ And the people who have been calling 

‘here believe my father tobe what you 

say ? and I have shaken hands with them 
:and have talked with them! Why did 
“you let me do this? ” 

“Few remember the case; it happened 
fifteen years ago. And recollect your 
father was pronounced not guilty. That 

is the barrier, I think, stands between 

# you and Tremaine—you may think other- 
wise.” 

i For an instant Sabina seemed stunned 
{ by the news. Her locked hands were 
. pressed together in a convulsive clasp, 
; and her face had a drawn look of inde- 

| scribable horror. What had he said? 
| Something that kept ringing in her ears 
in a way that tortured her, and while she 

stood there, dumb and motionless in her 

misery, the man who had shattered every 
joy, every hope in her young life, sat 

callous and indifferent, watching her with 
icy composure. 

“Have you told him?” she asked at 

last, growing unnaturally calm as she 

realized the height width and breadth of 

the awul barrier that had risen up be- 
tween her and all possibility of future 
happin ess. 

“I have not,” Sir Francis answered. 

“What . is the use of stirring muddy 
waters? He knows nothing of it and the 

disgrace of that time is forgotten nearly 
by all. Nc¢';I sent him away, saying I 

should like fo see you first myself. You 

had better write and say that in talking 
it over with nie, you have come to the 

conclusion that you are too young to 
think of marryir'g at present—something 
to that effect. You need not see him 

again.” 

“Write it, Sabina. Do not overtax 
your strength by undergoing ya painful 

interview.” = 
She returned his gaze steadily, though 

a strange noise rang in her head; she 

was shivering slightly, as if a cold wind 
had chilled her, but she said quietly 

enough— 

“I am not afraid; I feel nothing now 
only a great weight here.” She pressed 

her hand to her forehead, and drew it 

across her dazed eyes. 
“You have born the blow bravely,” he 

said, touching her on the shoulder, but 
she drew herself away and slipped from 

the room. 
In the afternoon Hamlin Tremaine 

called, and Sabina went to him white and 
still, cold, miserable. 
“You must go away,” she said in an 

unnaturally calm voice. “We must for- 

get yesterday; it is all over. There isa 

terrible slur on my name, that if it were 

remembered, would make people shun 

me. They might remember, if I were 
brought into notice by being made your 

wife. I am lost—forgotten here.” 

“My darling, you are mad to talk like 

this,” Tremaine cried. “You, one of the 

Applebys—a name better and older than 
my own (and I am proud enough of mine) 
—to talk like this.” 
“Ah! but you do not know, and I can- 

not tell you. If it is forgotten why bring 
it to light again? and it is so hideous. As 
I heard the story a cold hand seemed to 
grip my heart and take all feeling away— 

even my love for you. Yes, it has gone— 
died out, when that impassable barrier 

came between it and me.” 
“My love! only yesterday you said 

nothing would come between us.” 
“1 said no one—I meant no living per- 

gon ; but the dead have parted us.” 
“Sabina, let me see your uncle. Though 

he did not welcome my suit he did not 

discourage me. It was hé who asked me 

to come this afternoon for my answer.” 

“He knew what it must be. There is 

only one thing left for you to do and that 

is to go away. I am go tired, Hamlin, 

will you not go?” 
“If you are go tired rest your head 

here,” he said tenderly drawing her to 

him. “You have given yourself to me 
and I will not give you up.” The touch 

r 

of his encircling arms, the pressure of his 
lips upon her cold face, brought more 

closely to her what she was parting from; 

she shivered and for an instant clung 

wildly to him, and he holding her as if 
he would never let go again. = 
“Sweetheart! why have you tortured 

me like this?” he asked reproachfully. 
“Tortured you?” she echoed, glancing 

up at him. “Ah! but you will forget— 

you will go back into the world—you will 
have plenty to love you, and you will for- 
get. No, not perhaps quite forget, but 

you will cease to regret; and I shall live 
on here and shall think of you and of it 
always, Hamlin. The torture for me must 

be always.” The low intense voice, the 

great despairing eyes made Tremaine’s 
heart sink. Were they really to part? 

No, no! it was impossible. He pushed 
the grim thought from him. 

“Sabin, you are not treating me fairly,” 
he said sternly. “You are bound to tell 

me what has changed you.” 
She shuddered, feeling sick at heart 

and terribly weary. The blow seemed 
to have left a blight upon her. She felt 

that she could never get over it. She 

looked at Tremaine piteously, saying + 
“Then I will tell you; if I owejyou 

that much then you shall have it”-“she 
drew herselfaway from him. “But when 

you have heard, there will be no need 
for you to say anything. Don’t try to 

pity me. Only be merciful and go.” The 
poor white lips quivered, and she touched 

her throat as if something pained her 
there; she struggled to speak, but the 
cruel words seemed choking her—there 

was a surging noise in her ears; a deaf- 

ening noise as of rushing waters, which 
seemed to overwhelm her as she fell 

fainting in Tremaine’sarms. At the same 

instant Sir Francis Appleby entered. 

“Tainted!” he ejaculated. “Poor girl, 

I feared it would be too much for her,”— 

he stretched out his long lean fingers and 

vigorously rang the bell. “I think, if 

vou do not mind, it would be better if 
you waited in my study; Iam sure she 

would infinitely prefer it.” 
Tremaine relunctantly relinquished his 

burden and retired. Afterwards he wait- 
ed impatiently for news of Sabina while 

pondering over the strange unexpected 

scene he had just gone through. He was 
so utterly in the dark, it was useless look- 

ing for motive or reason. All he could 

do was to wait. How he hated it. Twice 
he imagined the clock had stopped, the 
minutes passed so slowly; and yet before 

ten had gone, Sir Francis was seated be- 
fore him in his own particular chair, say- 

ing his niece had recovered and was lying 
down. 

“I am glad to hear she is better,” Tre- 
maine replied: “but I must ask you to 
enlighten me as to what it is that has 

changed and upset her.” ' 

“An unpleasant episode in our family 
history,” Appleby said shortly; ‘about 

which I considered it my duty to tell her 
and she took it very much to heart. I 

have been thinking that we both made 
too much of it. Few old names are stain- 

less, and the stain upon ours is but the 

stain of suspicion, and that has long since 
worn away. It isonly we, the unfortunae 

members of the family, who remember it 

at our cost. My niece's father was at one 
time accused of murdering his young wife 

during a fit of jealously. A verdict of not 
guilty was returned, on account of in- 

sffiucient evidence. That is the story, and 

if your love is greater than your pride— 
if it is so great as to allow you to wed the 

daughter of a suspected murderer, I have 
nothing more to say. You do not look 
like a man calculated to commit any rash 

act,so I need hardly warn you to take 
time to consider.” 

*Oh, heaven!” was all Tremaine could 

say, and then he got up and walked as 
one stupified from the house. Could he 
but have looked back —back to that 

luxuriantly furnished room, with the one 
solitary figure seated by the table in the 

same attitude as he had left him, but 

with such a change of expression on the 

dark face!—such low cunning and mali- 
gant triumph shone from the glittering 

eyes, showed in every feature, the long 
sinewy hands resting on the table clenched 
and unclenched. 
“One danger passed,” Sir Francis mut- 

tered between his glistening teeth. “It 
nearly slipped through my firgers, then. 
Ah! ah! with a husband where should I 

have been? Kept on as bailiff to the end 
I suppose. Now for the pull! 
and nerve are all that is needed. Courage 

and nerve,” he repeated, as he too rose 
and walked out that glorious September 

afternoon. 

As Tremaine turned from Appleby 
Manor, Dr. Metcalf passed the gates. He 

seldom entered them now. At one time 

a day never passed without his spending 
some part of it at the old grey house. 

“Good afternoon. Glad to see you 

down again; come for the shooting, of 
course?” he said briskly, suiting his 

quicker pace to Tremaine’s lagging step. 
“Eh? Yes,” the young man answered 

absently. 

“Do you know How Miss Appleby is? 
I have not seen her during this week.” 

“Very well. At least, no—what am I 

saying? You must excuse me, Metcalf, 

I don’t feel quite myself. I have re- 

ceived an unpleasant shock.” 

He spoke huskily, and the doctor glanc- 
ing keenly at him saw that something 

was amiss. 

“I am gorry to hear that,” he responded 

in good natured concern. “Hope it is 

nothing very serious. I'll leave you to 
yourself though. Good-day.” 

He was speeding off when Tremaine 

called him back. 

“Wait a minute. You are an old friend 

of the Applebys, are you not?” 

“I was a very old friend of Sir Henry,” 
and the doctor, sighing, clasped his fat 

hands behind him and thought of the 

good old days. 

“Can you tell me anything about him, 

and—and about his wife’s death?” A 

dusky red covered Tremaine’s healthy 

bronzed skin. “I ask from no idle curi- 
osity,” he continued, as his companions 

made no response. * PerhapsI had better 
tell you at once that I yyish to marry Miss 

Appleby, but she refuses to marry me be- 

cause of—of her father. I should like to 

hear the story again from an outsider.” 
Dr. Metcalf looked surprised. 

“But Sabina never knew; she was a 
baby at the time. Ah! I see, Sir Francis 

has enlightened her. Ske hasn’t looked 

happy, poor little girl since, he has ruled 

the Manor—not but what he does it re- 

markably well. So she -won’t have you 

because of her father. Good heavens! 
what is the world coming to?” 

“Then there is no reascn?” Tremaihe 

exclaimed joyfully. 
“Not any,” Metcalf replied promptly. 

““ At least, not any reason that I can see’; 
but then I am not an aristocrat, and no 

doubt look at things from a purely ple- 

bian point of view; but I will tell you 

what I know, and you must judge for 
yourself.” 

The young man prepared to listen, his 
white face full of esger pain as they 

sauntered together slo wly along: the road. 

“When our neighbor here was only a 

lieutenant in Her Majesty’s service,” the 

doctor began, “he fell in love with a very 
beautiful girl—a Made line Compton—and 

he became engaged to ‘ner, soon afterwards 

going abroad with hi g regiment. After a 

few months, a repc rt of his death ap- 

peared in the English newspapers, and 

Madeline heard no, more of him. Then 
the old Sir Henry died, and the eldest sop 

Courage | 

succeeded him. He came home from his 
travels and settled down as lord of the 
Manor ; as handsome a fellow as one could 

wish to see.. All the girls were mad about 

him, but from first to last Madeline 
was the chosen one. He worshipped that 
girl; he could’nt live without her, and 

twelve months after Frank’s reported 
death she married him. On that day 
Francis turned up and met them face to 

face as they came from the church. She 

shrieked and fainted, and from that time 
poor Henry believed that she loved his 

brother best ; but after a while their little 

daughter came, and they were very happy 
together, devoted to each other and to the 
baby.” 

The doctor pauted to take breath, re- 
suming the next instant— 

“Then Francis, or Frank as he was 
called, came home on sick leave and 
stayed at the Manor. He had never for- 

given his brother, or ceased to care for 

Madeline—of that I am certain, but she 

cared for him no longer, except as a 

brother. It was always Henry this— 

Henry that—Henry everything; but he 
like a fool, began to grow jealous, and I 

believe Frank did his level best ‘to fan 

that feeling into life. I think it maddened 

him to see them so happy and united, 

and he tried his utmost to win her love 
to himself again. About that time she 

had a disagreement with her husband; 

he was certainly in the wrong, but he 
had grown suspicious and irritable, im- 

agining a double meaning in everything 
she did and said. 

“She grew impatient and angry, and to 

annoy him, let Frank be her constant 
companion, till at length things came to a 
crisis. Sir Henry turned his brother out 

of the house, and that day Madeline fell 
from the Cliff Wood. Sir Henry was ar- 

rested on suspicion of murder, but the 

servants swore he was locked in his room 
the whole afternoon till the dead body of 

his wife was brought home. She had 
evidently fallen over, or maybe, afraid of 

her husband’s anger, had committed sui- 

cide; but of course that never could be 
cleared up. Anyhow, Sir Henry was .in- 

nocent. He was ruined, poor fellow. He 
had wonderful capabilities, but after her 

death he took no interest in anything.” 
TO BE CONTINUED. 

HAMPSTEAD. 

Oct. 24.— The death of three brothers 
well advanced in life and taken from one 

household, in a few months, shows how 

mysterious are the ways of Providence. 
Although death be long deferred it comes 

when we are not looking for it. The sud- 
den though not unexpected death of 

Joseph Ebbett, of Lower Gagetown, came 

with a shock to those outside of the im- 
mediate family circle. He was a neighbor 

highly esteemed for his work’s sake. Al- 

though inclined to travel but little, yet he 
was widely known and. his memory will 

long be cherished by close and intimate 
neighbors, as well as by those that less 

frequently grasped his hand. His cheer- 

ful countenance was truly an index to 

the peaceful spirit and good will to all 
men. His home was always welcome, his 

hospitality was broad, sharing alike to 
high and lowly, saint and sinner. The 

ministers of the gospel knew where to 

find a brother either in need or affluence. 

The burial services were conducted by 
his aged and intimate friend, Rev. Joseph 

Noble, who was called away from the 

conference of the F. C. Baptists convened 
recently at St. John. 

This venerable and worthy minister of 

Christ has made many visits to various 

homes and especially when sickness or 

infirmities has marked its victims. He 
truly is falling in the footsteps of his Di- 
vine Master. = Mr. Noble preached at 

Jerusalem F. C. B. church in the morning 
of Sabbath last; also at the Woodville 

hall, where a large and attentive congre- 

gation awaited his christian and fatherly 
counsel. He took a hurried farewell on 

Monday last and proceeded towards his 

home in Woodstock. 
The Rev. C. B. Lewis has entered into 

a re-engagement for another year with 

the 1st, 3rd and 4th churches, Hampstead. 
This being the third year of pastoral care, 

showes him to be one whose labors are 
appreciated by his parishioners very gen- 

erally. 
Mus. I. S. Vanwart and Mrs. A. Palmer 

are visiting relatives and friends at Sus- 

gex. . 
Mrs. Peleg Smith, of Fredericton, has 

been visiting relatives at Hampstead. 

Dr. Manford McDonald, of Wickham 
village, has gone to Boston to farther 

equip himself in the surgical branch of 

his profession. 
If the old idea that the moon very 

largely controls or effects the weather, it 

is not to be wondered at that we had such 
furious gales, disastrous hurricanes and 

cyclones, almost unheard of, which pro- 

duced such lamentable destruction by sea 
and land of life and property — when we 

take into consideration the many nuptial 
knots tied during that month, how mo- 

mentuous the consequences of such local 

issues can effect that very ancient and 
worthy planet ? 

Geo. N. Palmer has gone to New York 
to locate, if a favorable opening presents 

itself. He will stay off in Boston a few 

days to visit relatives and friends. 

Alex: Baird held forth in Woodville 
hall on the evening of the 20th inst., 

giving a very elaborate history of his per- 

sonal experience in the matter of Dr. Les- 
lie E. Keeley’s “double bi-chloride of 

gold remedies.” Mr. Baird signified his 
willingness to contribute to any entertain- 
ment that might be gotten up by our 

citizens towards intellectual improvement 
or financial aid to the betterment of our 

local conveniences. Rumor has it that he 

will be taken at his word, and the public 
may expect to have another opportunity 

in the near future, to listen to his elo- 

quent appeals or comic utterances. If so, 

upon a more lengthy notice, we hope he 
will have a full house and that an appre- 

ciative public will avail themselves of a 
rear treat. 

Thomas E. Hasting has been confined 

to his room several weeks by a severe at- 
tack of sciatica. He has partially recov- 

ered, but not able to do any work. 

It is said that Mrs. M. P. Dunham’s 
family are about purchasing or renting 
the home and property lately occupied by 

the late John G. Holly. 
G. B. Thompson, sr., who has been laid 

aside for about ten months, continues un- 

able to do any work. His hand and wrist 
are still quite helpless. 

The farmers have enjoyed a fairly good 

season in some branches of husbandry. 
The crops are below an average; other 

branches have done well, particularly 
lowland hay and potatoes, which are an 

abundant yield and fair prices prevail. 

The dairy output is very good. With a 
good crop of potatoes, and grain fair, there 

should be a good quantity and superior 
quality of pork, as the market is offering 

good inducements to the producer. 
Some branches of horticulture are al- 

most a failure, especially the apple crop. 
Small fruits were better. 

On viewing our whole surrounding it 

seems very evident that the people in N. 

B. should observe the 23rd of November 

next more generally, with a humble and 
contrite spirit coupled with a truly de- 

vout and thankful heart to “the God of 
all mercies ” and “ the giver of every good 
and perfect gift,” who hath vouchsafed to 
us such a plentiful harvest and kept us 
from those dire calamities by which 
others have suffered so much and re- 
tained to us and ours this goodly heritage. 

UPPER MAGAGUADAVIC. 

Ocr. 15.—The weather is at present fine ;’ 
the farmers have finished digging and 
have begun ploughing, z 
Sherman Grass and his little boy have 

been ill with typhoid fever. Dr. Mott 

was in attendance and reports them con- 
valescent. 

Miss Eliza Miller has gone to Frederic- 

ton for a short visit. 
Mrs. R. Blair paid her parents and 

friends in this place a short visit. 

An interesting ceremony took place at 
James Hamilton's on October 19th, when 
rev. Mr. Ross united for life, his eldest 
daughter Emma, and David Sloan. The 

who wish them much happiness. 

FASHION NOTES. 

Ladies continually scan the fashion 

plates for some new and becoming design 
in dress to enhance their beauty and 
charms. There is nothing more becoming 
than ‘the healthy glow, bright eye, and 

the firm elastic step of vigorous woman- 
hood. Ladies who suffer from nervous- 

ness, sleeplessness, weakness, anaemia, 
tired feelings, pallor, loss of appetite, hys- 

teria, weak heart, week stomach, or any 

nervous disorder, will find in Hawker's 

Nerve and Stomach Tonic a certain cure 
for all these troubles, and a peffect health 
restorer and invigorator to nerves, stomach 
and blood. Price 50 cents a bottle, six 

bottles for $2.50. For sale by all druggists 
and dealers. 

HIS INVARIABLE RULE. 

He had placed a fine diamond ring on 
her finger, in token of their betrothal. 
For awhile she was supremely happy. 

Then a terrible thought occurred to her. 

Had her sweetheart ever loved another ? 
Was she the only girl who had ever 

won his affection ? 

She would ask him and end the doubt. 
Frank, dear! 

‘What is it, sweetest ? 

Has any other girl ever won this ring ? 
No, indeed! I get a‘ new ring every 

time I’m engaged. 

Rewer IN Six Hours. —Distressing Kid- 
ney and Bladder Diseases relieved in six 
hours by the “Great South American 

Kidney Cure.” This new remedy is a 
great surprise and delight on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving pain 

in the bladder, kidneys, back and every 
part of the urinary passages in male or 
female. It relieves retention of water 
and pain in passing it almost immediately. 
If you want quick reliefand cure this is 
your remedy. Sold by. Davies, Mack & 
Co., Druggists. 

ROSES. 

One day after a race in the garden with 
the birds and butterflies, Lottie came in 

flushed, happy and out of breath to her 
invalid mother’s side. 

What "lovely pink roses my little girl 
has in her cheeks, said mamma. I would 

give a fortune to have some like them in 
mine. 

Lottie affectionately patted her mother’s 
faded cheek. 

0, mamma, dear, you have roses, too, 

yellow roses. And I love.yellow roses 
just as well as I do pink ones! 

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 

used by millions of mothers for their chil- 
dren while teething. If disturbed at 
night and broken of your rest by a sick 
child suffering and crying with pain of 
cutting teeth, send at once and 
of “ Mrs. WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP” for 
children teething. It will relieve the 
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it mothers, there is no mistake shout 
it. It cures Diarrhcea, lates the Stom- 
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums - 4 tar a. and 
gives tone and ene e whole system. 
“ Msgs. Wasowh. Dosis Syrup” for 
children teething, is pleasant to the taste 
and is the prescription of one of the 
oldest and best fomale physicians and 
nurses in the United States. Price twen- 
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all 
gists throughout the world. sure and 
ask for “Mgrs. WinsLow’s SooTHING 
Syrup.” 

Little Ethel —It’s awful polite to ask 

for things. Little Johnny — Course it is. 
What isit? Little Ethel — Nothing, only 
I'm gettin’ hungry for some candy I’ve 
got in my pocket and there isn’t enough 

for two. 

English Spavin Liniment removes all 

hard, soft or calloused Lumps and Blem- 
ishes from horses, Blood Spavin, Curbs, 

Splints, Ring Bone, ‘Sweeney, Stifles, 
Sprains, Sore and Swollen Throat, Coughs, 
etc. Save $50 by use of one bottle. War- 

ranted the most wonderful Blemish Care 
ever known. Warranted by Davies, 
Mack & Co. 

Mamma, said little Ethel, after one of 
her early visits to the Sunday school, did 
God make everybody? Yes, dearie. Did 

he make Mr. Ulgymug? Yes. Iwouldn’t 
have thought it of him. 

JUST AS GOOD, 

Perhaps; but if just as good as Putnam's, 

is that not a very high recommendation 
for the original and best corn cure?  Put- 

nam’s Painless Corn Extractor. Refgse to 
accept any of the dangerous sore produc- 
ing substitutes offered by greedy dealers 
who make larger profit and disregard the 

interests of consumers. Safe, painless, 
certain. 

WHAT SHE MEANT. 

And you refuse me after all that you 

have said ? he exclaimed. 

Yes. 
+ Because I am not rich ? 

Yes, George ; that is why. 

And you said that you could be content 
with love in a cottage, he went on bitterly. | 

Oh, George! That was three months 

ago. I meant a cottage at a summer re- 

sort, you know. 

Itch, Mange and Scratches of every 
kind, on human or animals, cared in 30 
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. 

Warranted by Davies, Mack & €o. 

Smithers — Doesn’t your wife eyer want 
to know where you were when you are 

out 50 late as you are to-night? Whith- 
ers — No, sir, she does not. My wife was 
a Boston girl. 

BUILD UP. 
When the system is run down, a per- 

son becomes an easy prey to Consumption 

or Scrofula. Many valuable lives are 
saved by using Scott’s Emulsion as soon 
as a decline in health is observed. 

Mrs. C.— Quite a number of women are 

engaged in journalism in New York. Mrs. 
D.— Yes, and there are a great many 

women in New York who are not engaged 
in journalism who have to make up their 

forms before they can appear in public. 

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 

American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma- 
tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 
3 days. Its action upon the system is 
remarkable and mysterious. It removes 
at once the cause, and the disease immed- 

iately disappears. The first dose greatly 

benefits. 75cents. Warranted by Davies, 
Mack & Co. 

Summer Child.— Three crabs bit at my 

toes when I was in bathing this morning. 

Mother — They did? Summer Child — 
Yes'm. I guess they thought I was crab- 
bing. 

contracting parties have many friends |. 

‘Mrs. WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP has been 

Children 
will derive strength and 
acquire robust health 

by a persevering use of the great 

Food Medicine 

SCOTT'S 

EMULSION 
“QA UTION.”—Beware of substitates. 

b; t & Bowne, 

80s. and $1.00. 

NEW 

DhUG STORE, 
2 DIOR BELOW PEOPLES BANK, 

QUEEN ST. FREDERICTON. 

Having severed my connection 

with the firm of 

DAYIS STAPLES & (0, 
I have opened up business on 

my own account, in the store 

formerly occupied by the 

CANADIAN 
Express Company, 

With my experience of twen- 
ty-one years in the Drug Busi- 
ness and being manager of the! 
business of the late firm for 
thirteen years, I feel with every 
confidence that I can fully meet 
the requirements of my friends 
and the public generally, 

Yours Respectfully, 

ALONZO STAPLES, 
April 29, 1893, 

Executor’s Notice. 
'OTIOE is hereby given that I, the undersigned, 
have been appointed Executor of the last will 

of the jate John A, Morrison. 
All persons indebted to such Estate will please 

arrange with me at once, and all persons having 
any legal claims ugaiust such estate are requested 
to hand the same to me duly attested to within 
three months from this date. 
Fred . June 9, 1893. 

ANK I. MORRISON, 
of late John A. Morrison. 

FR. 
Executor of last will 

june 10 

"MIXED PAINTS 
9 fd received several cases Ready Mixed paints, 

all of the popular colors in one and two pound 
cans, quarts, and one gallon tins. 
They are easily applied and dry quickly Very 
— for house keepers who have painting to do. 

: and one of our sample cards. 
For sale 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

VIGOR o- MEN 
 Eagfly, Quickly, Permaxently Restored. 

Weakness, Nervousness, Debility, 
and all the train of evils from early errors or 
later excesses, the results of overwork, sick- 
ness, worry, etc, Full strength, development 
and tone given to every organ and portion of 
the body. Simple, natural methods. Imme- 
diate improvement seen. Failure impossible. 
2,000 references. Book, explanation and 
proofs mailed (sealed) free. 

two doors below People’s Bank.| 

WILLE YXY’S 

DRUG STORE, 
196 Queen (treet. 

5 Gross HIRE'S ROOT BEER Daily expected. 

Tust Received; 

LACTATED FOOD, 
MELLIN'S FO:D, 

BUTTER COLOR, 
DIAMOND DYES. 

JOHN M. WILEY, Druggist. 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

FOB 
INSURANGE COMPANY. 

AssETs, 18T JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.5¢ 

“« 870,525.67 Assets IN CANADA, 

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip 

tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Agent. 

NEW SEEDS. 

G. T. WHELPLEY, 
Has now on hand, a Large Stock 

tL es 

Timothy Seed, 

Clover Seed, 

‘White pl Black 

Seed Oats. 

— ALSO — 

Bradley's Superphosphate, 

In Large and Small quantities. 

310 Queen Street, 

Fredericton. 

Scales. Scales. 
8 Oe Counter 8cales ; 3 cases Union Beales; 

1 case assorted Weights ; 1 case Farmers 
Beams. Just received and for sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS, 

SCREEN DOORS. 
Just received from Boston. 

5 Oe Screen Doors and 15 cases Window 
. Ecreens, For sale Low, by 

JAMES 8. NFILL 

Sheathing Paper. 
Just to Haud. 

1C0 Re Taried Fheathing, 100 rolls Dry 
Sheathing, In excelleut order and low 

ERIE MEDICAL CO., Buffalo, N.Y, in price. 
R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Fitter, 

TINSMITH, 

Ww own inform the people 
icton and vicinity thag 

umed business on Queen Street, 

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE, 

where he is prepared to fill ay oraers in 

f Freder 
has re 

above lines, including 

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 
Speaking Tubes, &e. 

Ttis 
BEYOND QUESTION! 

That Cur 

PAPER (SU) 

ENVELOPES 

are the Best fir the Price, 

— You can get.— 

/ For QUALITY and VALUE. 

—OUR— 

ACCOUNT BOOKS 
Are Unexxzcelled 

YOU WANT THE 

BEST GOODS 

—Al THE——— 

BEST PRICES, 

THEN BUY YOUR 

SCHOOL BOOKS 
A 

Hall's - Book - Store. 

Farm for Sale. 
HE subscriber's Farm at 8t. Mary’s, near the 
Railway Station, containing 500 acres, 100 of 

which are under cultivation. 
There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on 

the premises, all in good repair. 
For further particulars apply to 

JOHN A. EDWARDS, 

Queen 
F’ton, April 9, 1892, 

BICYCLES, 
WE have several Bicycles on hand from last 

. year which we will sell at a Bargain to any- 
one in want, on Lasy Terms. We prefer having 
some other goods, and are reminded of the woman 
in Harvey Hettlement, who is now living happily 
with her ninth husband, a convincing proof of the 

wixdom of the old injunction, ‘If at first you 
don’t succeed, try, try again.” Now this is our 
Last Try, and if not sold this mouth, we will either 
Auction them off cr send them to Newfoundland. 
Come early and get a bargain. 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS, 

$ 

A 

McMURRAY & Co. 

—E Eave Just Received——— ——— 

CAR LOAD 
[EE i i a 

WALL PAPERS, 
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in 

Canadian 
—_— AND ——— 

American 
Makes. 
CALL and SEE the 

GOODS. 

Also a lot of 

REMNANTS, 
Which will be sold Low, to make room 

for New Goods. 

P. 8. Expected daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN paper 
with BORDERS to match. 

[= Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great 
Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents. 

McMurray & Co. 


