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POETRY. 

SOME FORTY YEARS AGO. 

[Contributed.] 

As time rolls on, the years have gone, 
Some will say, how slow! 

Since Fredericton stood at the edge of 
the wood 

Some forty years ago. 

But oh how fast those years have passed— 
To me its like a dream— 

While on this shore with many more 
T've floated down life’s stream. 

To you I will tell—I remember well 

When our first steam-whistle blew— 

How we ran with staves to kill the knaves 
While the woods re-eched through. 

Your attention, all, I'd like to call; 

Twas something then quite new, 

Twas a grand event the time we went 
To our first exhibition in ’52. 

When work was done and market day 
come 

To town the folks did go. 

They had to wait vith patience great 
For the horse-boat was so slow. 

You'd think that then commerce and men 
Were far behind the times; 

Men did their work and did not shirk, 

Though they had no railway lines. 

Some of you know if it were not so 

I could not have my say. 
But we were young and happy then ; 

Our hearts were light and gay. 

At Christmas tide away we hied 

Hitch tandom to the sleigh, 

Speed along the road to a friend’s abode, 
And spend a pleasant day. 

Invention grew, steam-whistles blew, 
And first, but not the last, 

By ready hands and steady minds 

Our town was lit by gas. 

Then came a time with stake and line 
News from afar did waft, 

The poles did rise towards the skies 

That brought the telegraph. 

When that was done for quite a sum, 
We wanted something more 

Our next delight by day and night 
Was the locomotive’s roar. 

Then where you went, on business bent, 

The talk was time and rules, 

And what was done in seventy-one 
When we got our free schools. 

God bless our laws and temperance cause, 
We'll raise our banner high ; 

Away with ram! the time has come 

When alcohol must die, 

The water-works question I will mention, 
The aldermen did meet ; 

But how it passed I will not ask 

Nor ever try to seek. 

Tor then, you see, "twas strange to me 
And, ’tis a mystery still 

Not few were those who did oppose, 

Bat the council passed the bill. 

Two bridges strong now arch along, 

And span the river wide; 

In time gone past much life was lost 
While crossing o’er its tide. 

The ferryboat has gone afloat, 

But the railcars are on time ; 

And the river fast you now can cross 

On the Canada Eastern line. 

Improvements great have come of late, 
Asall of you must own ; 

There are many more I might name o’er 
Besides the telephone. : 

For aught I know; the gas may go, 
And soon be its flight! 

Our streets and glen, and leading men 
Use the electric light. 

Now buildings grand are at command— 
The times are not so slow; 

For our city stands on broader lands 
Than forty years ago. 

SELECT STORY. 

APPLEBY MANOR. 
CHAPTER II. 

Metcalf ended the narrative with a 
igh, all the lines of his merry face drawn 
down, till he looked as if he could never 
smile again. Tremaine echoed the sigh, 
buat it was one of intense relief. That 
story told in the brilliant sunlight was 

sad enough, but it did not stand between 

him and Sabina. He wondered why it 
had appeared so different in the subdued 

light of the library. where it had been 

told with such cutting precision, every 
word falling sharp and clear, until he had 

staggered out, unable to endure any more. 
“Thank heaven, it is no worse,” he 

said fervently. 

“Bad enough, surely,” Metcalf muttered 

gloomily.- “What made you afraid it 
was worse?” 

“The manner in which Sir Francis told 
it. He gave me to understand Sir Henry 

went down to his grave a suspected man.” 

“Ah! that is like Sir Francis Appleby. 
I detest and mistrust that man. He isa 
villain at heart. I never felt so vexed as 
when he stepped into the Manor. Take 
my advice, young man, and if you care for 
Sabina, don’t be long a-wooing. Unless 1 
am much mistaken, Sir Francis would 

rather she did not marry, If she diesun- 
married the money goes to him.” 
Tremaine started, a dark frown shadow- 

ing his face. Such a thought would not 
have occurred to him; but the doctor's 
words sent an uneasy thrill through him, 
Was it possible that Sir Francis could 
have any unworthy motive in wishing 
Sabina to know of the terrible blot on her 
name; that he wished to separate her 
from the man she loved for any base pur- 
poee, such as Dr. Metcalf had suggested ? 
“And you think I have an adversary in 

him?” he said after a brief silence, during 
which he had been lost in conflicting 
thought. 

“I think he would give his head for 
Sabina’s fortune. Will you come in and 
have a cigar?” 
They had paused opposite the doctor's 

house, a substantial red brick building, 
standing at the foot of the hill just out- 
side the village. 
“No, thanks,” Tremaine answered. “I 

am much obliged to you; you have lifted 
a load from my mind.” ; 
“Anything I can do to help you I shall 

be very glad to do,” Metcalf said, opening 
his gate. 

“There is one thing, if you will do it,” 
Tremaine answered. “Thas is, see Sabina 
and tell her the story yourself; it has 
come to her ears through the same source 
that it has come tc mine, and with the 
same coloring.” 
“I will do that, certainly; I might 

manage to see her this evening, anyhow 
I'll try. I leave to-night for my hard 
earned holiday, and shall be away about 

a month. But look here, Tremaine, if 

you make that little girl your wife, be 

kind to her, don’t spoil her life with base 
suspicions; she is as pure and good as her 

poor mother, I would stake my life upon 

that. I liked you the first time I met 

you, and somehow when I saw you with 

Sabina I guessed how the wind was blow- 
ing, and set to work to find out what I 

could about you. That it was to your 

credit you may be thankful, otherwise 

you should never have had her; at least 

not while there was any breath in my old 

body. Well, good-day.” 

Tremaine wished him good-bye cor- 
dially, feeling intensely grateful to the 

little man who, by a few wise words, had 
smoothed away the dark difficulty that 

had threatened to destroy his peace of 
mind, and separate him from the woman 
he loved. He went along the shaded 

pathway with a lightened heart, intend- 
ing to hasten at once to Sabina’s side. 

Dr. Metcalf went down the trim garden 

path, up the three spotless white steps, 
through the bright clean hall into an 

equally bright clean sitting room, that 
was almost painfully neat. The house 

was painfully quiet; no sound save the 

distant clattering of plates in the kitchen; 
no woman's gentle voice to bid him wel- 

come; no patter of children’s feet; no 

sound of children’s laughter to gladden 

his ears and heart. And how he had 
yearned for these things. 

Long ago, when he and the Applebys 

had been Young men together, he had 
dreamed that they might be his, but it 

had been only a dream, and he had locked 
it away in his own heart, and no one ever 
knew that the doctor had a touching little 

romance hidden away in a soft corner of 

his cheeery, matter of fact nature—never 
knew why little Sabina Appleby, with her 

mother’s eyes and mother’s winning ways, 
was always the doctor’s chief favorite— 

his pet—whom as a baby he would carry 

off to his lonely home, or romp with in 
Manor gardens. It all came back to him 

now. The short talk with Tremaine had 
awakened all the old memories. He sat 

musing by the open window, and after a 

time put on his hat and mounted the hill 

again to Appleby Manor; but Miss Sabina 

was sleeping peacefully, he heard from 
old Mrs. Sturt, and Baxter informed him 

that Sir Francis was out, so leaving a fare- 

well message, he went back to his own 
house to strap his bulky portmanteau and 

give final instructions to his locum tenens. 
When Sabina awoke from her long 

sleep, the red rays of the setting sun were 

flashing into her room. 
She sat up, bewildered for the moment 

as to how she had come there; then, as 
the past day came back to her, she threw 

herself on the pillow and burst into a 

passionate fit of tears—cried and cried, 
and cried, until she had wept some of the 
first sharp agony away, and afterwards 

lay sobbing in a hopeless way. Mrs. 
Sturt came creeping into the room, trying 

to keep her black silk from rustling. 

“Dearie! dearie!” she said tenderly, 
passing her withered old hand across the 

girl’s burning forehead. “My baby! my 

bairn! don’t take on like this! you’ll 
break your old nurse's heart. Come, 

drink this tea and be brave. It will all 
come right; I know it will come right.” 

She guessed that Sabina’s sorrow had 

something to do with Mr. Tremaine. 
Whilst she tried to comfort the girl 

she had watched grow from babyhood, 
Sir Francis passed the room, then came 

back to say— 

“I am going out to dinner, little girl, 
and should like to see you for a few 

minutes before I go.” The well modu- 
lated voice sounded full of affection and 

kindly feeling. Sabina gulped down a 
rising sob to answer— 
“Yes, uncle ; I will come.” 

“Drink a little tea first, dearie,” Mrs. 

Sturt said coaxingly, putting a temptiogly 

laid tea tray on the bed. “The master 

will put it all right, I'm sure, Sabina,” 

she went on as the girl raised the cup to 

her lips with a trembling hand. “He's 
grown that good and kind, and he’s been 
so worried about you—up and down these 
stairs, in and out of the house—he could 

not rest at nothing. ’Twas he sent me up 
now.” 

When Sabina at length went down to 
her uncle he was waiting for her, and 
taking her by the hand, drew her affec- 
tionately to him. 
“My dear child, you are making your- 

gelf ill, and after all, Sabina, this dark 
cloud may rollaway. I have a wonderful 
piece of news for you, something to bring 

the smiles back again.” 

“Oh, uncle! is it true?” she tried eager- 
ly. “Don’t raise false hopes! Don't try 

to cheer me by pretending things may be 
different.” 

“These are not false hopes; but you 
have kept me so long waiting that I can’t 

now stay to wait to tell you. Stay up for 

me if you are not too tired, or better still, 
I will leave early and you can meet me. 

It will be a moonlight night, and I will 
come by the cliffs, so you need not leave 
the grounds. It is a wonderful tale I have 
to tell you, and will gend the little woman 
to bed quite happy. Iam only going to 

the Gordons, shall leave at ten, and will 
bring Tremaine with ime. Do you feel 

better now? Poor child, you have been 
through a lot of unnecessary pain. I 
would that I had known it sooner. Do 

you blame me, Sabina, for having brought 

it upon you?” - 
“Blame you, uncle! A thousand times 

no! Why, how can I feel anything but 
gratitude when you are so kind?” She 
raised her head and affectionately kissed 

the dark face bending over her. * 

“ Well, I must be off,” he said, patting 

her on the head ; then throwing open the 

door, walked into the hall where Baxter 
waited to help him on with his overcoat. 

Sabina followed; her face was flushed 
and het eyes shone with renewed hope of 
happiness. At the door stood a neatly 

appointed brougham, and Sir Francis be- 
fore entering it, turned towards the hall 

door, calling to his niece—*Good-night, 
dear child. Take care of yourself and go 
to bed early.” 

She smiled to lierself at his absent 
mindedness in bidding het to go to bed 
early when she was to meet him; she 

might have felt mote sutptised than 
amused, had she heard her uncle order 
the carriage to fetch him at “eleven 

sharp.” All the evening she remained 

curled up in a large easy chair in her own 

special sitting room ; she was not a society 

lady, and had never come to calling it 
her boudoir. She was very happy and 

contented as she leaned against the cush- 
ions, thinking of the futuresthat a short 

time since had appeared so black, and 

wondering what her uncle had discovered 
that was to change night to morning. 
At ten minutes past ten she put a fur 

tippet over her shoulders and left the 

house by the open window. 

She walked slowly, thoroughly enjoying 

the beauty of the evening ; the soft night 
wind played about her uncovered head 
lifting the head from her forehead, stir- 

ring the leaves overhead. She wondered 
what Hamlin would say to her when they 

met, and if her uncle would have already 

told him of the sudden change. She was 

80 engrossed with her thoughts, that she 

did not notice how far she had walked 
till she came to a small wicket gate, which 
formed the boundry on that side of the 
estate, and which opened on to the cliif 
road. She hesitated, uncertain whether 
to go on or wait there, when dark against 
the silver sea, she saw the figure of Sir 
Francis coming towards her alone. 
“Tremaine is behind,” he said, as he 

reached her side.- “I am sorry you had 
to come so far. Come let us go back for 
him.” He took her hand, drawing it 
through his arm, and together they tra- 
versed the narrow winding path that ran 
between the dark wood and the cliff edge. 
“Have you told him? Does he know ?” 

she asked, while her heart throbbed 
violently at the thought of being with 
Tremaine again. 
“He knows all.” Something in the 

baronet’s voice made the girl glance up at 

as 

his face. In the moonlight it looked un- 

naturally palid with a stony set expression 
which made Sabina cry out in alarm— 

“Uncle, what is it? You are ill, and 
you are walking so near to the edge. It 

is dangerous. Please come away.” 
She shuddered, trying to draw back 

from the edge of the dark precipice, a 

deadly fear upon her. They were alone 
on this solitary spot, and the girl felt an 
awful dread creeping over her, dread of 

the man who walked by her side in the 
night gloom, dread of the darkness and 

isolation, and of that space below, where 

creeping gradually towards the cliffs the 

waves boomed with an ominous, ceaseless 

haunting sound of woe. : 
“Uncle, I am giddy, this is a perilous 

place, and——" 

“Not dangerous for me,” he interrupted 

with a slow cruel smile. “Only for you, 

Sabina. It was here your mother met 

her fate, though the place where she 

stood has long since crumbled away. Are 
you afraid, Sabina? You are trembling.” 
“Youn look so strange, uncle! And— 

and it is so dreadful to think of! Oh, 
uncle¥ Not so near. Iam afraid.” 
“Why should you be afraid ?” he asked 

and smiled. Then she knew what was 
in his heart, that he wished her dead and 

meant to destroy ‘her, to rob her of her 
young life. : 

A strangled sob of horror burst from 
her, a swimming sensation stupefied her 
brain, 

That strong arm about her waist had 
drawn her to the brink before she realized 

it. Now in terror she struggled to get 

free; struggled frantically, desperately, 
with his lean brown hand held tightly 

over her mouth to keep back the cry for 
help. She was in his power utterly, en- 

tirely ; the ghastly mocking face laughed 

at her futile efforts. : 
“ Ah! Madeleine! it is useless, useless !” 

Even in this battle for dear life she 
noticed his mistake in the name, and 
gathering all her strength together she 

wrenched his hand from her mouth, gasp- 
ing— 

“ Murderer you killed my mother!” 
“That is true,” he admitted, quietly 

“I need not lie to you, who can never do 

me any harm, for when the tide comes 
up, it will carry you away. Now go!” 
He tried to fling her from him, but she 

was young and strong and the years had 
told upon him. It was an awful struggle. 

Twice he raised her in his arms to dash 

her down, and each time she had clung 
about him so that he could not get. her 

free. No words now, no cry; the fight 

was too flerce for thought of either. At 
last she reeled from him, staggered back- 
wards, overcome by a bewildering dizzi- 
ness. Down—dowr to the cruel rocks be- 

neath ; and the grey waters were flowing 

in over the sands, where she and Tre- 
maine had walked aslovers. Ten minutes 

later, and Sir Francis Appleby was with 
his host of the evening, Colonel Gordon, 

whom he had left for a few minutes smoke 

in the garden. 
“Sorry I could not have come with you, 

Appleby, but this confounded foot keeps 
me a prisoner. What have you done to 
your face? It is bleeding.” 
Appleby Ph drew a handkerchief 

from his pocket and wiped the blood from 

his forehead. 
“The loose branch of a briar caught 

me as I was coming round the house. It 

is such a splendid evening, I am afraid I 

loitered rather.” 
“He resumed the seat he had left some 

fifteen minutes before, and sat talking 

till twenty minutes past eleven, when he 
rose rather hastily. 
“I had no idea it was go late. I am 

rather anxious about my niece; she isa 

delicate girl and not very well just now.” 

“I am sorry to hear that. Well, good- 
bye, look me up again soon.” 

Sir Francis was dtiven back to the 
Manor. The first question he asked on 

arriving, was whethef Miss Appleby had 
gone to bed. Baxter did not know, but 
finding the morning room empty, said he 

thought she had. 
Afterwards Sir Francis rang for his 

valet and retired to rest ; he had no thought 
that the cowardly deed of that night 

would prevent his sleeping; he always 

boasted to himself that he was a man of 
two natures so distinct and separate that 

he was as two men; the one capable of 

any enormity, a desperate creature that 
feared neither the Deity nor man; the 

other a peaceful jovial open-handed fellow 
enjoying the good things of this world, 
and on good terms with all. His worst 
natute had been in the akcendancy that 
evening, and now he wished to shake it 

off and become his better self. 
He closed his eyes and prepared him- 

self to sleep, but each time he dozed he 

felt those clinging hands, felt that pant- 
ing writhing body as he tried to fling it 

from him. 

Each time the delusion Was go teal he 
started up in bed, the cold sweat breaking 

out on his forehead. Whichever way he 
turned his eyes, the pale terrified face 
loomed out from the darkness and scared 

him. He, who had never known what 
fear meant, trembled now as with the 

ague. At length he could stand it no 

longer, and striking a light tried to read 
jut it was useless. He could not get rid 

of the idea that someone was in the room 
behind him, close to him. He shifted his 
position a dozen times, but not till the 

morning light was strong and bright did 
he rid himself of that madfening night- 

mare. He was always an early riser, and 

that morning was down as usual, prepar- 
ing work for his steward and reading 

the morning letters. 
“Has your mietress breakfasted?” he 

inquired. 
“No; sir,” Baxter answered, removing 

the dish covers, “She has not come 
down yet.” 
“Then I will wait.” 

The baronet opened the Times and read 
for a quarter of an hour; then he rang 

the bell, sending word to one of the maids 
to ask if Miss Appleby was coming. After 

some tie Baxter informed his master 

that hi mistress was sleeping go soundly, 
she had not heard nor answered the girl's 

knockitig. 
“Then I will wait no longer,” Sir 

Francis #aid, consulting his watch. “I 
have an appointment at ten.” 
He was on his way to that appointment 

riding through the village, when he be- 
came aware of an unusual stir and excite- 
ment. Men were runnng towards the 

shore with ropes and ladders, women 

and children following in their steps. For 

once the Lord of the Manor received no 

curtseys, no salutes from the men. A 
dark scowl rested on his face as, reining 

in his horse, he watched the flying figures. 

Had that treacherous sea again refused to 
carry away the burden he had consigned 

to it? 
He had been spared the sight of his 

other victim, but if this body were found 

he would have to look upon it again. He 
shuddered as he contemplated the possi- 

bility of such a thing, and then cursed 

the clear band of glittering blue beyond 

the yellow sands, over which the villagers 

were flocking in the direction of the cliffs. 

Down the steep uneven streets two men 

in flannels with red striped towels thrown 
carelessly over their shoulders, were com- 

ing. One Bir Francis recognized as Tre- 

1paine, and touching his horse with the 

sour went forward to meet them. 

‘4 Good morning, Tremaine. Do you 

kn ow what this excitement is about? A 

she yal of fish in the bay or an accident?” 

“1 doy’t know, haye heard nothing; we 

‘woman he sought; and before he made 

‘ 

“ 

ina 

are off for a swim,” he answered coldly. 

“I suppose I had better see for myself,” 
Sir Francis said, and wheeling round rode 

quickly to where the figures had assembled 
in a crowd. 

They were all looking up he noticed as 
he drew near, all looking up at a dark ob- 
ject hanging in some stunted growth on 
the side of the cliff. An aw" impre- 

cation escaped him ; then he became quite 
calm, riding up to the edge of the crowd. 

“What is the matter, Pierce ?” 
He called one of the Manor servants. 

The man came up at once, touching his 
cap. 

“ A woman fallen from the cliff, sir.” 

No movement in the rigid face, it might 

bave been hewn out of stone, his voice 
said unfalteringly, with just the necessary 

touch of compassion in its deep tones— 

“Poor thing. Is she dead?” 

“We don’t know, sir. They’re binding 
some ladders together.” 

Sir Francis dismounted, and giving the 

reins to Pearce, advanced to the fore, the 
people making way for him. 

“If anthing could be done for the ‘poor 

wench, the squire would do it,” they 

whispered among themselves, watching 
admiringly, as throwing aside all dignity, 

he worked with the men. “Did you ever 
see the likes?” “A good man he is,” “A 
better never breathed,” were the com- 

ments on all sides; and then the ladders 
were up and the squire himself ready to 

mount. There was some little risk in the 
undertaking, and several begged him not 
to go. 

“You all have wives and children,” he 

said with simple dignity. “You are the 
bread winners, but my life is of no value.” 

He was a hero in their eyes, as step by 
step he made his way up the dizzy height. 

He had reached the black form in the 
brown stunted bush, when they saw him 
stagger and almost lose hig hold. Those 

below held their breath as they watched 
him after a moment's hesitation draw that 
heavy lifeless form to him. He was a 

strong man but the burden seemed too 
much for him ; he staggered beneath it. 

“Help him! help him!” the women 
cried wildly; and the men responded 
grufily, “ Hold your tongues, fools; the 

ladder won't hold another.” 

They were trying to steady it, some 
half dozen brawny seaman ° clustering 

about the foot, straining every muscle to 
keep it from swaying. 

At length Sir Francis began to descend, 

and when a few feet from the ground, a 
man sprang forward and relieved him of 

the body. 

As he did so, a wail of horror and dis- 
tress rent the still morning air. They 

one and all recognized the small delicate 
face now deathly white, the brown hair 

matted with blood. 

Pearce, without waiting orders, sprang 
upon his master’s horse, and galloped 

across the sands for the doctor. The 
horse’s hoofs thundered by Tremaine and 

young Tempest, as they pressed forward 

to see what had caused that cry. 
“Someone fallen from the cliff?” Tre- 

maine interrogated, and a woman mur- 
mured, sobbing— 
“Yes, sir, Miss Appleby.” : 

“Miss Appleby,” he repeated, hoarsely, 
“ you must be making a mistake.” 

“See for yourself,” was the subdued 
response. “I fear the poor young lady is 

dead.” 
Without another word he pushed his 

way through the throng to where ona 
rough bed of coats and shawls, Sabina lay 

quite still and white with a great deep 

red stain on her forehead. 
“Tremaine, this is awful,” Sir Francis 

said hoarsely ; but Tremaine heeded him 

not. He knelt beside the girl who was to 

have been his wife, touched the nerveless 

hand, listened for the faintest sign of life ; 
he thought she breathed, but was not 

sure. 
Some of the men had gone for a stretch-’ 

er; they went and came will all speed, 
but it seemed an eternity to those waiting. 

As they carried her into the Manor, Dr. 

Jakes arrived. 
He was a Londoner Who had eome for 

rest and quiet, and began hig first day 
with a critical case—* for life was not 

wholly extinct,” he informed the baronet, 

after a lengthy examination, “neither 
were any bones broken ; the deep wound 
in the head being the only wound of real 
consequence. Of course he could not say 
if there were any internal injuries just 

yet. He would advise Sir Francis to send 

for a trained nurse at once.” 
Forthwith Sir Francie despatched a 

telegram to a certain Mrs. Millet, of St. 

John’s Wood. The message was short 

and concise, as all such messages are— ° 

“Come at once as sick nurse.” 
“1 think I cap trust her,” he muttered 

to himself; “ anyhow, it is my only chance. 
Everything must rest with her; I am 

powerless.now, Surely when there isso 
little life in her body——" 
He did not finish the sentence, but a 

diabolical expression of cruelty and cun- 
ning distorted his feelings. All that day 
he suffered tortures — consumed with a 

burning anxiety. He wae, as he said 
powerless to do anything. The inaction, 
the impossibility of plot or plan, the aw- 

ful suspense maddened him. Either Jakes 

or Mrs. Sturt was always in his niece’s 
room, and any moment Sabina might re- 

gain coneciousness and brand him as a 
murderer. Yet it could never be proved 

he thought ; he had been so wily, and he 
had won for himself such respect and es- 

teem. Surely, should she live to accuse 

him, no heed would be paid to her story. 
He congratulated himself on the long- 

sightedness which had made him work 

hard and deny himself many things for 

a good name in the place. It had always 
been before him that it might stand him 

in good stead one of these days, for he 

had no intention of being forever a paid 

bailiff on his own estate. 
At half-past five the carriage was sent 

to the station to meet the London express. 
If Mrs. Millet had obeyed the telegram to 
the letter, and had come at once, she 

would come by that train. Sir Francis 

himself went to meet her, walking on the 

platform as the train steamed in. 

Two or three friends and acquaintances 
alighted, but there was no sign of the 

his way to the brougham, those friends 
who had heard of the accident were shak- 

ing hands and offering their condolence. 

Others, the station master and such like 

were eager to know if the young lady was 
any better. With calmness and patience 

he answered all ; he looked ill and worried 

but quiet and self possessed ; yet when 

the carriage was bowling swiftly back to 

the Manor, and there were no prying 
curious eyes to watch him, he ground his 

teeth - with a horrible fury, and bit his 

clenched fist until the blood started up 

like dark crimson beads on the: tightly 
drawn skin. 
“Curse you! curse you! curse yon!” he 

said, over and over again. The words, 

though spoken below his breath, were 
full of maligant hatred, and the deep-set 

eyes glowed like an angry animal. 

There was no other train till eight, and 

it might be too late then. And what if 

she paid n> heed to his summons? He 

had treated the woman cruelly in the 
past. What if this was her revenge : that 

in the hour of his direst need she shook 

off his yoke and abandoned him? 
: TO BE CONTINUED. 

Didn’t you promise to love, honor and 
obey me? Yes, but the minister had 
known me all my life,and he knew ] 
didn’t mean it. 

FARM TOPICS. 

If you have to buy feed, buy those which 

are rich in fertilizing material; among 
the richest are bran, oil cake and cotton- 

seed meal. 
When you begin to feed fowls for mar- 

ket, separate them from the ones that are 

intended to be kept for future service, for 
these should not have fattening food. 

In the milking stable, stretch a wire 
overhead in rear of the cows; then attach 

a sliding hook to this to hang the lantern 

on. Never set it on the floor, where it is 
liable to be overturned, and is always a 

source of danger. 
The Ohio Farmer reports an experiment 

in which wheat was fed to hogs; when 

fat they were sold at $5.40. The price 
realized for the wheat so used was ninety-- 

four cents per bushel. The writer goes on 

tosay: “Now the good price is not the 
only benefit to be derived from this home 

market for the wheat, for we shall see the 

effects of this feeding on the next crop of 

corn, and of wheat and clover following. 
In fact, I think it will be the ‘bait’ that 

will ‘trap the nitrogen’ in the next crop 

of clover. Feeding wheat is something 

which we have never been in the habit of 

doing, and I must confess that it seems al- 

most a sacrifice to feed it to stock; but 
figures tell no lies (where they are set 

down right), so my conscience will allow 

me to abide by the above figures, and I 
think if the farmers will all feed more 

wheat, that will be one good way to dis- 
pose of the surplus and again bring wheat 
up to a living price. 

Miss Longout — They tell me arsenic is 
really good for the complexion. Now, 

Mr. Formula, you have studied chemistry 
so long. Is it really good? Formula — 

There is no doubt about it, Miss Longout, 
if yon take enough of it your complexion 
will never trouble you. 

N 

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 

American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma- 

tiem 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. 

Simpson — What ever induced your 
uncle to marry the widow of a man who 

was hung? Jimson — He has been mar- 

ried to widows before, and says he was 
tired of having the virtues of a former 

husband flung in his face. 

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 

Mgs. WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP has been 4 
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 orce and get a bottle 
of “ Mzs. Winsrow’s SoorHiNG Syrup” for 
children teething. It will relieve the 
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about 
it. It cures Diarrheea, regulates the Stom- 
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and 
gives tone and energy to the whole system. 
“Mgrs. WinsLow’s SoorHING Syrup” for 
children teething, is pleasant to the taste 
and is the prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and 
nurses in the United States. Price twen- 
ty-five cents a bottle. Sold by all drug- 
gists throughout the world. Be sure and 
ask for “Mgrs. WinsLow’s SooTHING 
Syrup.” 

I am sorry to learn that your mother is 

ill, said the sympathizing teacher to the 
little girl who had come in late. Is she 

sick abed? Not quite, replied the truth- 
ful child. She is just sick a sofa. 

CATARRH. 

There is no complaint so offensive, dis- 
agreeable and unhealthy as Catarrh. The 

offensive discharge from the disease pois- 
ons and vitiates the blood, disturb and 

sicken the stomach and in many cases in- 
duce fital lung troubles. If afflicted do 

not trifle with it, Hawker’s Catarrh Cure 
is a perfect and positive cure, try it. Sold 

everywhere, only 25 cents. 

Mayor (introducing his family to new 
Prefect) — Here are my wife and my 
daughter. I would beg your excellency 

to observe that the older of the two is my 

wife. 

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 Cure 

ever known. Warranted by Davies, 

Mack & Co. 

A teacher, questioning little boys about 

the graduation in the scale of intelligence, 
asked: What comes next to man? One 

little shaver, who was evidently smarting 
under a sense of previous defeat, imme- 

diately distanced all competiors by 
promptly shouting, His flannel shirt, 

ma'am. 

M. J. Henry, of Toronto, Ont., says: I 
have been a great sufferer for years with 

Catarrh, and have tried every remedy I 
heard of without obtaining relief, until I 

tried Hawker’s Catarrh Cure, which gave 

me immediate relief and made a perman- 

ent cure. I heartily recommend its use 

to all who suffer from the annoying con- 
plaint. 

Teacher (hearing arithmetic class re- 

cite) — Mike, if you should see seven 
birds on a tree, and should shoot three of 

them, how many birds would remain? 
Mike — Nary one, mum ; the rest o’ them 

would be afther flyin away. 

Geo. F. Baird, M. P. for Queens county, 
N.B, says: I have used Hawker’s Ca- 

tarrh Cure for violent cold in tiie bead 
and found it a perfect cure for attacks of 
this kind. 

Reiger iv 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 relief and cure this is 

your remedy. Sold by Davies, Mack & 

Co., Druggists. 

The Rector — Did you ever hear of the 

theory that people will have the same vo- 
cation in the next world as they had in 

this? The Widow —I don’t beheve my 

husband will. He was an ice dealer. 

HAVE YOU NEURALGIA? 

If you are suffering the agonies of neu- 

ralgia, and’ have failed to get a relief, we 
want you to try Polson’s Nerviline. No 

remedy in the market has given anything 

like the same degree of satisfaction. Its 

action on nerve pain is simply marvelous, 
and as it is put up in 25 cent bottles no 
expense is involved in giving it a trial. 

Polson’s Nerviline is the most pleasant, 
powerful and certain pain remedy in the 

world. Sold by druggists and all dealers 
in medicine, 25 cents a bottle. 

Itch, Mange and Scratches of every 
kind, on human or animals, cured in 30 

minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. 

Warranted by Davies, Mack & Co. 

My friends were right about John, 
sighed the young wife. They said that 

after I married him I would find him out, 

NEW 

DnlG STORE, 
2 D:ORS BELOW PEOPLES BARK, 

QUEEN &T. FREDERICTON. 
AAAAAAAAA 

Having severed my connection 

with the firm of 

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

my own account, in the store 

formerly occupied by the 

Express Company,
 

two doors below People’
s Bank. 

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 piven thst T, the undersigned, 
have heen 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. 
Fredericton. June 9, 1893, 

. FRANK I. MORRISON, 
Executor of last will of late John A. Morrison. 

june 10 

"MIXED PAINTS 
J oi received several ca-es Ready Mixed paints, 

all of the popular colors in one and two pound 
cans, quarts, half and one gallon tins. 
They are easily applied and dry quickly Very 

handy for house keeoers who have painting to do. 
Call and get one of cur sample cards. 
For sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

Putty! Putty! 
6 Casks Bulk, and 3 Casks Bladder Putty. 

Pos that is bad, is dear at any pri~e and is one 
of the meanest things » painter or glazier can be 

tormented with, Not only is it a wear and tear on 
the morality, but cecasions Great Loss of Time and 
Money. Bad Putty will ereep, run, curl up after the 
knife, and has to he “Coaxed On.” It will cost in 
time wasted 10 to 15 cents rer pound, and then wil 
not make a good lasting job. We have FIRST CLASS 
PorTy, Fresh, Clean and Fright, no grit, no sund. 
We guarantee it to give Entire Ratisfaction if it does 
not, it need not be paid for. We ean afford to offer 
this because it is made of the Very Best material. 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

Office and Residence, 

Corner Queen and Regent Sts. 
Office Hours. 

8to10A M,1to3P. M,6t08 P. M. 
Telephone; 66. 

Fredericton, May 6th, 1893 

LOST OR FAILING RIARHG0D, 
General and Nervous Benllity, 

Weakness of I's 77 and Mind, Elects of 

Errors or Excesses in Cld or Young. Robust, 

Neble Manhood fully Icstored. Ilow to 

Enlarge and Strengthen Weak, U ndevcloped 

Organs and Partsof Dody. Absolutely un- 

failing ITome Treatmeri—Denclis in a dey. 
Men testify from £0 States and I'cicicn Covn- 

tries. Write them. Doscristive Dosh, cx- 

planation and proo%s mailed (scaled) fice. 

DR. R. MCLEARN. 

DRUG 

5 Gross HIRE'S ROOT 

LACTATED FOOD. 
MELLIN'S FOCD, 

JOHN M. WI 

WILEY'’'S 

SIORE, 
196 Queen Street. 

BEER Daily expected. 

Just Received; 

BUTTER COLOR, 
DIAMOND DYES. 

L BE Y : Druggist. 

a 

THE 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

AB 
INSURANCE COMPANY. 

AssgTs, 181 JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.5¢ 

AssETs IN CANADA, $e 70,525.67 

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 

Timothy Seed, 

Clover Seed, 

White and Black 

Seed Oats. 

— ALSO — 

‘Bradley's  Superphosphate, 

In Large aiid Sal quantities. 

310 Queen Street, 

Fredericton. 

Stzel! Steel! 
foi to hand 1 car load Sled, Sleigh and Toe-caulk 

~terl. $96 burs led Bhoe Bteel, 20 bundles Toe- 
caulk steel. For sale low by 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

SCREEN DOORS. 
Just received from Boston. 

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

JAMES 8. NEILL 

Liquid Glue. 
Just Received by Rail. 

y ; Bp and 2 Cases of Ligunid Glue in one and 
two ounce bottles, half-piut, pint, quart, 

half.gallon and one galloff tin cans, with patent 
openings, This glue is Goud «nd Rtrong, and will 

R. C. MACREDIE 

Plumber, Gag Fitter, 
AND 

TINSMITH, 

Ny un inform the people of Freder 
icton and vicinity that he has re 

amed business on Queen Street, 

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE, 

where he is prepared to till an oreers im 

above lines, including 

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL. 

BELL HANGING, 

Speaking Tubes, &c. 

itis 

BEYOND QUESTION! 

PAPER ®% 

ENVELOPES 

are the Best for the Price, 

—you can get.— 

For QUALITY and VALUE. 

ACCOUNT BOOKS 

YOU WANT THE 

BEST GOODS 
=——AT THE — 

BEST PRICES, 

THEN BUY YOUR 

SCHOOL BOOKS 
= sal—— 

Hall's - Book - Store. 
Farm for Sale. 

4 subseriter’s Farm at €t. Mary’s, near the 
Railway tation, containing 500 acres, 100 of 

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

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

JOHN A. EDWAR' 3, 

Qu n 
F’ton, April 9, 1892. 

Ready Mixed Paints and Varnish. 
Just to hand by rail. 

162 ae Readv Mixed Paints in all the pop- 
: ular *hades ; 1 case Varnish suitable for 
inside and outside work. in half-pint, pint and 
quart ting, guaranteed in quality ; 1 barrel Japan mend most everything. Try it. For sale by 

ERIE MEDICAL GO. Dufalo, F.Y, R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 
Lryer; 1 barrel Patent Dryer, 

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

and so I do—out every night. 

A 

And are 

stock 

McMURRAY & Co. 

ee ITave Just Received 

CAR LOAD 
— OF —— 

WALL PAPERS, 
now prepared to show the largest 

of Wall Paper in the city, in 

Canadian 
REC 

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. 

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

McMurray & Co. 


