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( CONTINUED. )

“Deer antlers bristled in various cor-
ners and five or six huge cages, filled
with owls, parrots, hawks, and a
dozen other strange birds, hung from
the ceiling, while the model of a
ship, some three feet long, with all
her sails set, her cargo and crew
most probably under the hatches—
for none were visible on deck—and
apparently all ready for sea, stood
on the mantel-piece, right under the
painting.

A huge, wide fire-place, in which,
despite the warmth of the evening, a
bright fire was burning, occupied one
corner of the apartment, and close
beside this sat Admiral ITavenful, in
his elbow-chair, still staring at his
niece.

The admiral was a man of fifty or
50, ‘shorty stout; «plethorie,” with's a
rubicund face, a jolly sailor’s swag-
ger, and-a simple, good natured loolky
naturally, - that made every heart
warm toward him. Very richk, very
generous, and very easily ‘‘taken
in.”” he was the guardian angel : of
the poor in the neighborhood. The
admiral had never married, and had
only quitted the service a few years
before to settle down and end his
days in the pride of his heart, his
huge, white, eye-blinding “ White
Squall.” A fondness for whisky-
punch, children, and nautical phrases,
were the most noticeable traits in the
old man’s character. Iis niece, Pet
Lawless, had never ceased to aston-
ish him, from the first moment he
saw her, and now he sat hopelessly
gazing at her, and trying to make
out what could have brought her
there at that hour of the night, look-
ing so pale and excited.

Pet, with her dark eyes fixed on
the floor, was uneasily wondering
whether she had killed the man she
had shot at, and shuddering to think
what a dreadful thing it was to shed
blood, even in self-defence.

““Oh, I hope—I do hope I haven’t
killed him !’ she exclaimed at last,
involuntarily, ‘aloud.

“Killed who ? Fivefly ?”’ inquired
the astounded admiral.

‘““Uncle Harry,”” said Pet, looking
abruptly up, “I've gone and killed a
man !’

This startling announcement so
completely overwhelined the worthy
admiral, that he could only give vent
to his feelings by a stifled “‘Stand
from under !”’

soves, T just have: Landi "L ‘expect
they’ll hang mie for it now. Ranty
said I was to be hung, but who
could thinic he could really tell
fortunes 2?7

“Killed a man !" St. Judas Iscari-
ot !”’ ecjaculated the dismayed admir-
al.  ‘““When, Flibbertigibbet ?’’

“To-night; not fifteen minutes ago.
I expect he’s as dead as a herring by
this time !’ said Pet, planting her
elbows on her knees, dropping her
chin in her hands and gazing mood-
ily into the fire.

Admiral Havenful glanced appeal-
ingly at the candlestick; but as that
offered no clue to the mystery, he
took off his hat, scratched his head
(or, rather,  his ~ wig; for he wore
one), and then clapped it on again,
and turned briskly to his niece,

“Now, little hurricane! just shake
out another reef or SO—\\]“ you? I'm
out of my latitude nltogoth(r i

“Well, T guess you’d have been
more out el et s afs outhads. bean
caught as I was to-night,’”” said Pet,
with a sort of gloomy stoicism. “I
was coming through the woods you
know, between Dismal Hollow and
the Barrens when, all of a sudden,
two great big niggers, jumped from
behind the trees, and caught hold of
my horse.”’ S

With something like a snort of ter-
ror and dismay, the admiral sprang
to his feet, and brandished the can-
dlestick fiercely over his head, whilst
waiting for what was to come.

‘“Body of Paul Jones ! And what
did you do, whirligig 2"’

“Why, L toid them to let go, and
they wouldn’t; and then I took a
pistol, and shot one of them !’’ ex-
claimed Pet, with flashing eyes.

“Hoorah !"’* shouted tha admiral,
waving the candlestick dohghtedly
above his head. ‘I knew there was
some of the Ilavenful blood in you !
Three (h(,cxs lm lllbbex tigibbet, 1”’

“Then my horse started, and ran
off. and T came right straight here,”’
g¢oncluded Pet.

“Hoorah for little Bombshell !’’

roared the admiral, as he sprang for- |
ward, and caéching Pet’s hand, gave |

it a squeeze thaL nearly crushed the

little digits. ““You ought to have |

been a boy, Firefly! By Saint Christo-
pher Columbus! you are a female
hero, Pet !”’

““Well, but it isn’t mice to kill a
man, or even a nigger ! I hope he
ain’t dead,” said Pet, uneasily.

“Never you mind the monkey !
Served him right if he is ! I do
hope he’s gone to ‘Davy’s locke:,
where he’ll get a warmer welcome-

Why, he would have killed you, Pet. - !

JAS. S. NEILL’'S,

Pet, thoughtfully humane. “I se3. |

“‘I expect he would; though I don ¢
see where would be the good of kill-
ing a little thing  like me,’”’ said
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unTie, I d1Ixe Tto go ahd see 11 nes
dead!”’ ]

“And may I he swung to the yard-
arm *if Ldet you go'a step.?2 Doces
the girl want ' to get killed again ?”’
said the admiral, pufng up and
down the room, like a stranded por-
poise. 4

‘‘No; the girl deesn’t svant to get
killed,’® said Pet, crnossly: —&I’m not
going to be killed so easily, thank
you ! But it seems to me you might

i mount two or three of ths servants,
“and let them come with wne; and 1

will lcall for Ray 'Germaing; .and we’ll
all go together to the wcods, and,
maybe, catch those runaway niggers
that are frightening the lives out of
people. I shot one of ’em; I know;
and we can track him by his bleed-
ing . There's a reward offered, too,
for whoever takes them up; and who
knows but I may get it?"’

“Set fire to the reward T That’s a
good notion, though, about going
in search of them , when they’re
wounded, ‘Pet. Oh,  you're a jewel,
Flibbertigibbet, © and mno mistake
about it! There ought to be a song
made about you. I’'ll go, too; and
there’s 'no; “tiine to Jose. Pipe ;all
hands, Firefly, while I go and look
for my boots.””

“Now, .why couldn’t ‘he say | . ‘cail
the servants,” as well as ‘Pipe all
hands’?” which Thasn’t a sensible
sound at all,”” said Pet, as she arose
to "~ obey! “*“Here you ! Jake, Tom:,
Bob!’’' she added, opening the door,
and shouting  at.. the” top.of'’ her
lungs, ‘‘come here as fast as you
can. There’s murder in the eamp!’’

‘“Tumble up!”’ roared the admiral,
from within.

“Tumble up!’” repeated Pet, imi-
tating the old sailor’s gruff roar as
well as she could. “Uncle says so.’”’

Jake, and Tom, and DBob, most
probably thinking, from the uproar,

- the house was on fire, ‘‘tumbled -up”

accordingly, precipitating themselves
over one another, in their eagerness
to be the first on the field of battle.

“@lenr s oub, end saddle four
horses, and arm yourselves with
boarding-pikes and cutlasses!’”’ com-
manded . the admiral, fastening a
rusty sword to his side, and stick-
ing a couple of pistols in his belt.
“And then mount, and ride round
to the front door, and stand by for
further orders. Oh, the: blamed
black villain ! THe deserves to walk
the plank, if ever any one did.”’

All this time the admiral had been
going puffing and panting around,
like & whale, arming himself with
every conceivable weapon he could
lay hands on, and vocilerating, al-
ternately to himself, to “‘heave to!”’
and ‘‘stand from under!’’

Pet had run out, and sprang upon
Starlight; while the three alarmed
servants rode behind her. And, in a
few moments the admiral made his
appearance, and got astride a sol-
emn, misanthropic looking old roan,
with many grimaces and contortions;
for the admiral did not believe in
riding himself, and would sooner
have faced a tornado, any day, on
the broad Atlantic, than ride three
yards on horsehack.

The night was still intensely dark,
but perfectly calm; and by the com-
mand of Petronilla, the inen had pro-
vided dark lanterns., All were now
ready; .but the admiral like meost
generals leading his troops, to  bat-
tle, considered it his duty to make
a speech. Short, concise, speech?s on
the. exe,.of a. battle..are, .. I believe,
most efficacious; and, acting on his
conviction, Admiral Havcnful's was
brief, pithy, and to the point, be-
ginning with an adjuration to his
horse.

‘“Sho, Ringbone, sho ! Steady’s
the word, and steady it is !' You are
now going to fight the battles of
vour country, my boys, under the

Any man can produce a total eclipse
of the sun, so far as he himself is comn-
cerned, by holding a dollar close to his
eye. The total eclipse
of health is often pro-
duced in much the
same way, by letting
the dollar shut out
from view all other
things and in‘w:'/-rts.
A great many people pay for wealth with
health and adwmit at last that they have
made a poor bargain., In the chaSe of
the dollar ;;cuplc ire too eager to take
time to eat regularly or choose proper
food, the stomach hecomes disordered or
diseased, the food eat-
en ceases to nourish,
and physical break-
down comies,

Dr. Pierce’s Golden
Medical Discovery
cures diseases of the
stomach and other or-
gans of digestion and
nutrition and so enables
the strengthening of the
body, in the only way by
which strength can be ob-
tained, by food properly
l'rrested and perfectly as-
similated.

«I suffered for four years with
pain in my stomach so that at
times I couldn’t work nor eat,”
writes Mr. Frank Smith, of
Granite, Chaffee Co., Colo. I
wrote to you about my sickness
and was told to use your medi-
cine, which ‘I did with 'good
results. I only used four bot-
¥ tles of ' Golden Medical Discov-
ery,’ and must say that I am

e entirely cured, and feel like a
new man, and’'I can highly recommeud your
medicine to any sufferer.”

The People’s Common Sense Medical
Adviser, 1008 pages, free on receipt of
stamps to pay expense of customs and
mailing onz/y. Send 31 one-cent stamps
for the paper - covered edition, or 50
stamps for the cloth-bound \olume, to
Dr. R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y.

You are invited to call at my wareroom

inspect the

MENTS

which'1 have in stock. They have a
grace and perfection and finish which
commend them, and the prices are
most Lemptms

A Specialty with Us. o

BARRETT'S ™

Uptown, nearly opp. Peoples Bark.

glorious STATS ana STTIPes. wWe aani v
got ’em here, but that’s no matter.
The encny’s before you; give ’em a
raking = broadside first, and then
board 'em, sword in hand. "The eyes
of gll the world are upon you now—
or would RQe, only they are sleeping
about this time ! Clap on all sail,
and scud before the wind ! Hoorah !
Gee up, Ringbone !’

The effect of this spiritea address
could not he seen in the dark ; and
resolved, at all hazards, to practice
what he preached, the admiral gave
both "heels a simultaneous dig into
the ribs of his gloomy-looking steed,
which had the effect of setting that
ominously-ramed animal off at a
shuftiny dog-trot—or, rather, sonic-
thing bhetweén a trot and a canter,
partaking of the nature of both, but
being, in reality, neither. Jipi, and
down our fal admiral was churned
while groan alter groan was jerked
from his jolted bosom by the uncasy
motion of his stced. g

“She—pitches—like—an—-old—hulk—
on—a‘—swell!’’ came churned, . word
by word, like short grunts, from the
lips of the admiral. ‘‘Straight—up
—and—down ; and—I'll—he—capsized—
directl y—by—the—confounded—old—
oyt in(e 1o

“Can’t you hurry, uncle?’’ exclaim-
ed Pet, impatiently, reining in her
fiery horse with difficulty to the dead
march of the admiral. ‘‘Here we're
going along like a {funeral or a
mourning procession, or tL pilgrimage,
or anything else that's slow and sLu—
pid. Can’t you put some life into
that spavined, knock-kneed, ring-bon-
ed, wheezy old nag of yours with
your spurs ?’’

“‘I—I'm—jolted—to—death—already
—Pet. Every—timber—in—this—old—
hulk-—is—sprung. Couldn’ t-—go—a—
step-—further—if—old—Neptune—was—

/

to-—rise—from—the—occan—and—ask—
t—of—me—as—a—particular—favor!’’
grunted the jolted admiral.

“Well, then, I can't wait. Star-
light. wonZt ‘be:iheld. in,2’. said . sPets
“1’il ride on to old Barrons cottage,
and wake up Ray. Ie’'ll have time
to. be up, and' dressed, and mounted,
before you reach there, at this sol-
emn shuffle.””

And off went Pet.: A few minutes
brought her to the cottage. Alight-
ing from hcr horse, she rapped more
decorously than was her wont, fear-
ing to alarm XErriinio.

®&  [TO BE CONTINUED.]
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The chief thing is to :tnl\e the right place for

your Sporting Goods.

For Gurs and Ammuni-

tion and a gcneml sporting outfit go to

Dealer in Hardware of all kinds.

HAVE YOU

A Horse, a Cow, a Carriage,
a DBicycle, a typewriter, a

planc, House Furniture

old thing” that you wish to sell? If so

{HE TIERALD

We have just received a carload of

§

\,

Pianos and Organs

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

McMURRAY & CO

Queen st., Fredericton, opp. Normal School.

SHOP



