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(CONTINUED. ) 

The clock struck twelve, at last; 

the silence was so profound, that the 

low soft breathing of the young sleep- 

around her could be plainly heard. 

In her long, flowing night-wrapper, 
Pet got up and tip-toed softly across 

the room to the bed where the cross 
she-dragon lay. 
Now. our P’¢t never thought there 

could be the slightest danger in what 

she was about to do, or, 
was, she would most assuredly not 

have done it. She merely wished to 
frighten Miss Sharpe for her obstin- 
acy, unbelief in ghosts and crossness, 

and never gave the matter another 

thought. Therefore, though it was 

altogether an inexcusable trick, still, 

Pet was not so very much to blame 
as may at first appear. 

Now she paused for a moment to 

contemplate ‘the sour, grim-looking 

sleecper— thinking her even more re- 

pulsive in sleep than when awake ; 
and then laying one hand on her 
face, she uttered a low, hollow 
groan, destined for her ears alone. 

Miss Sharpe, awakened from a deep 

sleep by the disagreeable and startl- 

ing consciousness of an icy-cold hand 
on her face, started up in afiright, 
and then she beheld an awful vision! 
A white spectre by her bedside, all 

in fire, with flames encircling face 
and hands, and sparks of fire seem- 
ingly darting from eyes and mouth ! 
For one terrible moment she was 

unable to utter a sound for utter un- 
speakable horror. Then with one 

wild, piercing shriek, she buried her 
head under the clothes, to shut out 

the awful spectre. Such a shriek as 

it was! No hyena, no screech-owl, 
no Peacock ever uttered so ear-split- 

ting, throat-rending a scream as 

that. No.iword or words . in the 
whole English language can give the 
faintest idea of that terrible screech. 
Before its last vibration had died 
away on the air, every sleeper in the 

establishment, including madame her- 
self, had sprung out of bed, an 
stood pale and trembling, listening 

for ‘a petition of that awful ery. 
From twenty beds in the dormitory, 

twenty little sleepers sprung, and im- 

mediately began to make night hide- 
ous with small editions of Miss 
Sharpe’s shriek Gathering strength 
from numbers, the twenty voices rose 
an octave higher at every scream, 

and vell after-vell; “in the shrillest 

soprano,. pierced the air, although 

not one of them ‘had the remotest 

idea of what it was all about. 

At the first alarm, Firefly had flit- 
ted swirtly and fleetly Across the 

room, jumped into bed, and seizing 

the sponge, gave her face and hands 

a vigorous rubbing; 
screaming with the 

considerably louder 
them. 

“*0O Miss Sharpe, get up! the house 
is afire ! we're all murdered in our 
beds !” yelled Pet, catching that lady 

and now stood 

rest, snot to say 

than any of 

by the shoulder with a vigorous 
shake. 

And ‘““‘O Miss Sharpe ! O Miss 
Sharpe ! Get up ! Oh-oh-oh !”’ 
shrieked the terrified children. 
miss Sharpe was induced to remove 

her head from under the clothes, and 
cast a quick, terrified glance around. 
But the coast was clear—the awiul 
spectre was gone. 

And now another mnoise met her 
ears—the coming footsteps of every- 

one within the walls of the estab- 
lishment, from Mrs. Moodie down to 
the little maid-of-all-work in the 
kitchen. In they rushed, armed with 
bed room candlesticks, rulers, ink- 

bottles, slate-frames, and various 
other warlike weapons, prepared to 

do battle to the last gasp. 
And then it was: ‘“Oh, what on 

earth is the matter 2 What is the 
matter 2°’ from every lip. 
Miss Sharpe sprang out of bed and ! 

fled in terror to the dide of Mrs. 
Moodie. : 
‘Oh, Mrs. Moodie, it was awful ! 

Oh, it was dreadful ! With flames 

of fire coming out of its mouth, and | 
it was terri- | dressed in white. Oh, 

ble! Ten feet high, and all 
flames !”’ shrieked Miss Sharpe, 

one demented. 
“Miss Sharpe, 

Heaven is all this about ?”’ asked 
the startled Mrs. Moodie, while the 

sixty ‘‘voung ladies’” clung together, 
white with mortal fear. 
“O Mrs. Moodie, I’ve seen it! It 

was frightful ! all in flames of fire !”’ 
screamed the terrified Miss Sharpe. 

in 
like 

“Scen it ! seen what ! Explain 
yourself, Miss Sharpe.” 
“Oh, it was a ghost! a spirit! a 

demon! a fiend! I felt its blazing 
hands cold as ice on my face. O 
good TFleaven !”” And again Miss 
Sharpe's shriek at the recollection 
resounded through the room. 
“Blazing hands cold as ice,! Miss 

Sharpe, you are crazy ! Calm your- 
self, I command you, and explain 
why we are all roused out of our 
beds at this hour of the night by 
your shrieks,’”” said Mrs. Moodie. 
“Oh, 1 saw a ghost, Mrs, Moodie; 

an awful ghost t= 
‘““A ghost! nonsense, Miss Sharpei”’ 

broke out the now thoroughly enrag- 
ed Mrs. Moodie, as she caught Miss 
Sharpe by the shoulder, and shook 

wild as she” 

what in the name of | 
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for revo YOu ave been areas 
have ing; you had the nightmare ; 

you are crazy ! A pretty thing, in- 
deed ! that the whole house is to be 

aroused and terrified in this way. I 

am ashamed of you, Miss Sharpe, 

and you ought to be ashamed of 
yourself {o terrify those little child- 
ren committed to your charge in this 
manner.” 
“Oh, indeed, indeed I saw it. Oh, 

indeed, indeed I did,” protested Miss 
Sharpe, wringing her hands. 

“Silence, Miss Sharpe, don’t make 

a fool of yourself !' I'm surprised at 
you! a woman of your years giving 

way to such fancies YOu saw. 15,7in- 

deed ! A nice teacher you are to 

watch young children. Return ta 

your hec young ladies; and, do you, 
Miss Sharpe. return to vours; and 

don't let ime hear anything more 
about ghosts, or I shall instantly 

dismiss you." 

But even the threat of dismissal 
could not totally overcome Aliss 
Sharpe's fears now, and catching 
hold of Mrs. Moodis's night-robe as 

she was turning away, she wildly ex- 
claimed: 

““O Mrs. Moodie, let us have a light 
in the room for this night at least ! 
I cannot sleep a wink unless you 

do.” } 
“Miss Sharpe, hold your tongue ! 

Do you see how you have frizhtened 
these children 2 Go to bed and mind 
your business. Young ladies, 1 
think I told you before to go to 
your rooms—did I 

Moodie, with still increasing anger. 
Trembling and terrified, the girls 

scampered like frightened doves back 
to their nest; and Mrs. Moodie out- 
raged and indignant, tramped her 
way to the bed she had so lately va- 

cated, inwardly vowing to discharge 
Miss Sharpe as soon: as ever she 
could get another to take her place 

And then the children in the dor- 
mitory crept shivering into bed, and 

wrapped their heads up in the bed- 
clothes, trembling at every sound. 
And Miss Sharpe, quivering in dread, 

not ?’' said. Mrs. 

shrunk into the smallest possible 
space in hers, and having twisted 
herself inte a round ball under the 
quilts, tightly shut her eyes, and 
firmly vesolved that nothing in the 
earth or in the waters under the 
earth, should make her open those 
eyes again that night. And our 
wicked Firefly, chuckled inwardly 

over the ‘success ol her plot, jumped 
into hers thinking of the fun yet to 
come. 

An hour passed. One 
struck; then {wo, before sleep 
to visit the drowsy eye-lids 
roused slumberers again. 
sured herseli that 
fallen asleep at last, Pet sat up in 
bed softly, opened the window an 
inch or two, screened from view—had 
any one been watching her, which 
there was not—by the white curtains 
of the bed. 
Then lying composedly back on her 

o'clock 
began 

of the 
Having as- 

thet had really 

pillow, she took hold of her strifg 
and began pulling away. - 

Knock! knock! knock! knock! Rap! 
rap! rap! rap! rap! 

The clamor was deafening; the mu- 
sic was awful at that silent hour of 
the night. Up and down the huge 

brass knocker thundered, making a 

peal of echoes that rang and rang 
through the house. 
Once again the house was arousad: 

once again every sleeper sprang out 
of bed, in terror, wonder, and con- 
sternation. . 
“0 Holy Saints ! what is that 9? 

O Good Heavens ! who can that be 
at this time ?”’ 
from ‘every lip. 
Knock! knock! 

rap! 

Every girl flitted 

came simultaneousiy 

knock! Rap! rap! 

from her room, 

for 
Moodie—all 

and a universal rush was made 
0) gw Bk the apartment 

myd i ao EET 
occupation. Most 

women shrink {rem the sight of a snake 
and would faint at the touch of one. 
But these sanie women run greater risks 
than the snake charmer, Tow many 
women allow dis- 
case to fasten on 
them and slowly 
to crush out their 
strength, 
Woinanly dis- 

cases should never 
be allowed to un- 
dermine the 

SNAKE CHAR 
Is not a popular 

health. Female 
we , bearing- 
down pains, in- 

flammation, ulcer- 
ation, backache, 
headache, nerv- 
ousness, and other 
womanly ail- 
ments, curable by 
medicine, are 
promptly and per- 
manently cured 
by the use of Dr. 
Pierce's Favorite 
Prescription. It 
makes weak 
women strong and 
sick women well. 
«I deem it my duty to express my deep, heart- 

felt gratitude to you for having been the mea 
under providence of restoring me to he 
writes Mrs. Oscar Brown, of Oxford, Gra 
Co., N. C. “For two years I suffered with fer 
weakness, headache, neur: algia in various 
of the syste and after using four bottle 
Dr. Pierce’ avorite Prescription, three of his 
‘ Golden Medical Discovery,’ one vial of ‘ Pleas- 
ant Pellets,’ also ‘Lotion Tablets,’ and one box 
of ‘Antiseptic and Healing Suppositories’ I 
am cured.” 

If you are led to the purchase of 
“Favorite Prescription” because of its 
remarkable cures of other women, do not 
accept a substitute. 
The People's Common Sense Medical 

Adviser, a book containing 1008 pages, is 
given away. Send 31 one-cent stamps 
the expense of customs and mailing only, 
for the book in paper covers, or 50 stamps 
for the volume bound in cloth. Address 
Dr. R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. VY. 
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ARRETT'S | 
Uptown, nearly opp. Peoples Bark. 

Specialty with US. mmm 

FUR tne mates or The Tormitory. 

Miss Sharpe was too terrified to stir 

and the children, following. her lead, 

contented themsclves with lying still, 
and renewing their screams where 
they had left them off an hour or so 
before. g 
Now Mrs. Moodie, hali-distracted. 

rushed out, and encountered her fortv 
terrified pupils in the hall. 
“0 Mrs. Moodie! what has happen- 

ed to-night? We will all be killed! 
Oh, listen to that!” 
Knock 1 knock! 

knock ! 
“We had better open the door, 

they will break it down !”’ 
Moodie, her 
terror. 

knock! knock 

or 
said Mrs. 

teeth chattering with 

Jridget; she ig afraid of 
nothi suggested one of the trem- 
bling 

Two or three of the most go urage- 
ous made a rush for the kitchen: and 
Bridget—a steeping nymph, of five 

feet nine, and: “'stout according’’ 
was routed out of bed, to storm the 
breach. 

Faith, thin, 

girls. 

I'll open the door, if 
it’ was the divil himself!”’ exclaimed 
Bridget, resolutely, as she grasped 
the poker, and, turned the key in the 
door. 

Back she swung it with a jerk. 

The knocking instantly ceased. Up 
flew the poker, and down it descend- 
ed with a whack, upon—vacancy! 
There was no one there! 

“The Lord be between vs . an’ 
harm!” exclaimed Dridget, recoiling 
back. ‘“The divil a one's there, 

good, bad, or indiflerent!’’ 
“They must have ran away . when 

you opened the door?’’ said Mrs. 
Moodie in trembling to 5 
Dridget descended the steps, and 

looked up and down the stre but 

all was silent, 
“Come in, 

the appalled 

the name of 
been?” 
FON 

house 

white 

lonely, and deserted. 

and lock the door,” said 
Alrs., Moodie. ‘“‘“What in 

Heaven could it have 

the house is haunted—the 
is haunted!’”’ came from the 
lips of the young ladies. “‘‘O 

Mrs. Bloodic! do not ask us to go 
back to our rooms. We dare not. 
Let us stay with you until morn- 
ing” 
“Very well,”” said Mrs. Moodie, not 

sorry to have company; ‘‘Come into 

my room. Bridget. brinx lichts.”’ 
/ 

fro BE coNTINUED.] 

PP BPP PP 
The chief thing is to strike 
your Sporting Goods. 
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the right place for 
For Gurs and Ammuni- 

tion and a general sporting outfit go to 

JAS. S. NEILL''S, 
Dealer in Hardware of all kins. 

a Bicycle, a typewriter, a 
. 

o, House Furniture = = pian 
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x ~ i 

* Or any old thing ” that you wish to sell? If so 

. 

Of the most popular makes. These are to be disposed 
of at once and the prices are such as to make them 
go. We employ no agents but sell direct and our 
customers reap the benefit. 

McMURRAY & Ci 
Queen st., Fredericton, opp. Normal School. 


