1886

Fmion Addvocale,

A W EEEXK

¥ JOURNALIL.

$

W. C. ANSLOW,

Our Country with its United Interests.

EDITOR AND PROPRIETOR.

———

Nie‘vcastle, N. B.,, Wednesday, August 15, 1=R86.

WaoLE No. 990.

Vor. XIX.—No. 44.

- "REDUCED K PRICE. |

BABY CARRIAGES.

No. 5,1 Rattan Baby Carriage $8.50, former prico

40,1 do. do.
. 80,1 do. do.
: ,RED’UC‘ED

do.
do.

$12.00.

$16.00.
21.00, former price

$28.00.
IN PRICE.

__CHILDREN'’S HOSE, very cheap.
LADIES HOSE, very cheap.

LADIES SILK, TAFFET

A, and THREAD
GLOVES very cheap.

A few short ends of Fancy Muslins for 10 cts.

per yard.

B. FAIREY, Wewecastle.

Newcastle, Aug. 13, 1886.

_P.S. Furniture positivglg sold for Cash only, to every one,

To purchasers of

.00 and upwards 2 mos. on apd. notes-

Liw and Collection Office
RE. ADANS,

Barrister & Attorney at Law,

Solicitor in_Bankruptcy, Convey=
ancer, Notary Public, etc.

1 Real Estaie & Fire Insurance
Agent.

& CLAIMS collected in all parts of tne
Dominion.

Office:-NEWCASTLE, N.B.
L. J. TWEEDIE,

ATTORNEY & BARRISTER
AT LAW.

NOTARY PUBLIC,
; CONVEYANCER, &c.,
Chatham, - . =

N: B.

OFFICE 014 Bank Montreal.

JOHN MCALISTER,
Barrister & Attorney-at-Law,
NOTARY PUBLIC,
Conveyancer, &c.,

CaMPBELLTON, N.B.
May 7, 1885,
WILLIAM MURRAY,
Bacrister & Atforney-at-Law,
NOTARY PUBLIC,

CAMPBELLTON, N. B.

OI'HC'%:— MURRAY’'S BUILDING,
WATER STELET.

May 1,1°%2.

J D. PHINNEY.

Barrisier & Attorney at Law,
NO1 ARY PUBLIC, &c.,
RICEIIBUCTO. XN-
4 OIJicl~Conn HOUSE SQUARE.
!l’ 5, 1384, »

RAW FUBS.

Tam paying the highest prices in cash for
the following Raw Furs :—Otter, Beaver, Bear,
Mink, Martin, Lynx, Fox, Rat.

JAMES BROWN.

‘Newcastle, December 23, "85.

B-

Leather & Shoe Findings.

THE Subscriber returns thanks to his nu-

° meroms customers for past favors, and would

to all that he keeps constantly on hand a

ﬁ lyofthebestg)mlityofgoods to be

hd:apipalonst rates for cash. Also, S. R.

Foster & Son’s Nails and Ta.ckx‘ of all sizes,

and Clarke & Sou’s Boot Trees, Lasts, &c.

nglish Tops, as well as home-made Tops to

. of the best material. Wholesale and
Retail. J. J. CHRISTIE & CO.

s No. 65 King St.,8t. John, N. B

MMINN'S MILLS,

F. L. PRDOLIN, M. D,

PIIYSICIAN and SURGEON,

NEWCASTLE, IN- B.

Sl
OFFICE at house formerly occupied by M.
0. Thompson.
OFFICE HOURS from 9 to 12 a.m., 1
to 6 p. m., 7 to 10 p. m.
Feb.1885.

DR- McDPONALD,
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON,

OFFICE ANDRAESIDENCE
Ccrner Duke and St. John Street.;
Ouposite Canad+ House,

CHATHAM é -
Chatham Juye 3. 1881,

N. B.

DR. T. W. POMROY,
208 LU X VESANTST.,
NEW YORK CITY, U. 8.

Persons wishicg to consult the Dr., and
anable to call on him personally, can do so

by letter.
29-1ypd.

S. R. FOSTER & SON

MANUFACTURER OF

CUT NAILS AND
CUT SPIKES,
TACKS, BRADS,
FINISHING NAILS,
SHOE NAILS,
HUNGARIAN NAILS, &c,

Office, Warehouse and Manufactory

GEORGES’ STREET, Sr. Jonn, N. B.
April 10, 1882, 2-1yr

CEO. STABLES,
Anctioneer & Commission Merchant.
" NEWCASTLE, -~ - - N.B.
Goods of all kinds handled on Commission,
and prompt returns made.

Will attend to Auctions in Town and Country
in a satisfactory manner.

Newcastle, Aug. 11, '85.

; S\MPLE’S. D(!MINION
Horse Liniment !

Proprietors, Upper
olla.

Sample, Parker & Co.
Musquodobit, Nova

THE BEST EXTERNAL REMEDY before
the public for Lameness, Spavins, Sweeny,
Sprains, Swollen and Stiff Joints, Scratches,
Cracked and Greasy Heels, Harness Galls,
Cute, Sores of long standing, Fistula, Poll Evil,
‘Warts, Swelling and Bruises of all kinds.

Also, will eradicate Lumps on the Head and
Neck of Cattle ; will cure Cuts and Burns upon
the Human Body; also Frost Bites, Chil-
blains and Salt Rheum.

Sold by all Dinggists.

{orsyth, Suiclifle & Co., Wholesalo Ageats lor Halifax

Wholesale by E. Les Street, Newcastle.

KENT NORTHERN RAILWAY,

KENT COUNTY, M. B, |

AN kinds of Lumber, including HARDWOODS
~ of every description always on hand.

SAWN CEDAR SHINGLES
DIMENSIONED LUMBER

! OURSPECIALTY.
 Parties requiring lumber of any kind will do
well to write for prices, terms, etc
A?dlful all correspcrdence to
; GEORGE McMINN,
Ricuisucro, N. B.

April 27, '87.

- JAam!
: In w -l&ga%m Pint. Quart and

GLASS JARS. .
Guaranteed equal if he
the eqt ﬂ.lohupcrbno any in
: dmolorQlchﬂou.

‘JOHN WINDSOR.
Petit Rocher, N. ., Oct. 20, 1884,

Feb. 12, 1885. 1y.
MIRAMICHI

STEAM BRICK WORKS.

The subscriber announces that he is now
carrying on the business of

BRICK MANUFACTURING

on an extensive scale, and has now on hand
about

150,000 BRICK

which will be disposed of at low rates.

The makers are located near a siding of the
Intercolonial Railway. All orders attended to
promptly. Brick delivered f o. b. cars, or at
whart.

Address all orders to

H. 8. FLETT, Superintendent
GEO. A. FLETT, Proprietor.

Nelson, Miramichi, N. B., Oct. 20, "85.

GROCERIES

—-AND—

DRY GOODS.

(]
700 Half-Chests TEA,
COFFEES, SPICES.
200 Bbls. SUGAR.
STARCH, MUSTARD.
300 Boxes TOBACCO.
PICKLES, CONFECTIONERY.
100 Gross Imperial BLACKING.
CANNED GOODS, BIRD SEED.
1 Ton Pure CREAM TARTAR.
1000 Pieces PriNTs, Cashmeres. Dry Goods

1000 Pieces Corrons. Corsets. Combs.
100 Pieces SHIRTINGS. ltalians. Tweeds.
500 Dz. HANDKERCHIEFS. Tickings. Osnaburg.
300 Dozen BRACES.

WHOLESALE. BOTTOM PRICES,
JOSEPH FINLEY,
nee Williag Street, St. John.

Pri
April 27.

12.50. former price|

ains, Coughs, Col
Hoarseness, Burns
of the Limbs, Contraction of the Muscles.

Headache,

N

C.C.RICHARDS & CO.
YARMOUTH, N. 8.

It is an invaluable Hsir Renewer and
cleans the Scalp of all Dandruff.

VALUABLE INFORMATION.

YARMOUTH, N. 8., May 15, 1886.

C. C. Ricuarbps & Co.:

Having used your Minard’s Liniment for sev-
eral years in my stable, I attest to its being the
best thing for horse flesh I know of. In the fam-
ily we have used it successfully for nearly every
purpose that a liniment is adapted for, it being
recommended tous by the late Dr. J. L. R.
Webster. Personally I find it the best allayer
of neuralgic pain that I have ever met.

B. TITUS,
Proprietor of Yarmouth Livery Stable.

NINARD'S LINIMENT is for sale cverywhe:e.
PRICE 25 cents.

| DANDELION

Infallible Blood Purifier, Tonic, Diurectic
Loss of Appetite, Indigestion, Dyspepsis,
Billlousness, Jaundice, Liver Complaint,
Rheumatism, sll Kidney Diseases, Berofula,

Di s peculiar to Females, Salt Rheum,
Elxm;::np:hd all S8kin Liseases, Headach
Palpit.n.Btlon of the lﬁ%m,“ Soglr Stomach an
eart Burn. Pure egetable,
. Jomx C, W;n' Co., TorontoOnt
For sale by Geo. C. ALuEN, Newcastle, and
G. E. Frost, Campbellton.

CANADA HOUSE,

Chatham, New Brunswick,
Wm. JOIINS'_I_‘QE, Proprietor.

Considerable outlay has been made on the
house to make it a first class Hotel and travellers
will find it a desirable temporary residence
both as regards location and comfort. It is
situated within two minutes walk of Steamboat
landing and Telegraph and Post Offices.

The proprietor returns thanks to the Public
for the encouragement given him in the past,
and will endeavor by courtesy and attention to
merit the same in the future.

GOOD SAMPLE ROOMS

For Commercial Travellers and Stabling on the
emises.
Oct. 12, 1885.

HOTEL BRUNSWICK,

MONCTON, NEW BRUNSWICK,

GEO. D. FUCHS,
MANAGER

GEO. McSWEENY,
PROPRIETOR.

Clifton IIouse, S

4 Prnicess and 143 Germain Street,
S§T. JOHN, N. B.

A. N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR,

Hgated by steam thro t. Prompt at-
tention and moderate charges. | Telephone com-
munication with all parts of the city.

L. April 20 ’85.

SKINNER’S

Carpet Warerooms,

59 KING STREET.
Rew Carpets, New Oilcioths, New Linoleums

Just Received for Fall Trade :

6 bales New Brussels Carpets ;

6 ¢ Tapestry do.

4 Rolis English Oilcloth, New Designs ;

4 Best Lipolewmn, at $1.30 per yard ;

8 * 4yds. widedo.,, “ 1.10 ¥

4 “ 4yds. widedo.,, ** 75 i
&4 The above is the first installment of my
FALL STOCK, and as it contains some very
novel designs, intending purchasers would do

well to examine them.
A. 0. SKINNER.
St. John, Oct. 5, 1885.

a AT

— 00—

The warm weather is approaching and the
cry 1s

Where can we got 8 good Cool Drink or a
COOLING BEVERAGE?

YOU CAN GET IT AT

GEO. STABLES.

) GINGER BEER,

By the glass,

HOP s Bottle or gallon,
LEMONADE, { GINGER AND
APPLE CIDER, HOP BEER
ICE CREAM, sold cheap by the doz.
o S it 2 g Ay

Also on hand at all times a good supply of

F R UIT
—SUCH A8—
Oranges, Lemons, Bananas and
Pine Apples. Finnen Haddies,
and Smoked Shad.

GEO. STABLES,

Newecastle, May 25, 1886,

Iays’' Block ;
“lonship.

Belected Biterature.

THIS WAS HIS REVENGE.

“You will introduce me—won’t you,
Alister ?”

“ [ don’t know so much about that. I
hardly think it safe—when-a plain fellow
like myself is pretty confident that he is
in a fair way to win the heart of the Jdear-
est, loveliest little woman in the world, I
don’t think he wonld be wise to throw in
ber path a handsome lady-killer like youp
self, Charlie.”

“Bosh. There is not much danger of
cutting you out if she knows what a good
fellow you are. Are you engaged ?”

“ Not exactly—I couldn’t ask Ella Yo be
my wife until I could see some way of
keeping her in the luxury she has been
accustomed to all her life. 1’1l introduce
you, Charlie. T'll risk it, because when
you have made Ella’s acquaintance you
will resign yonrself to music and talk, in-
stead of wasting your substance on cards
at the Junior night after night. I'll sacri-
fice myself to serve you, old chap, and
trust to your-honor not to be too fascinat-
ing to my lady love. Knowing her will
doyoualot of good. It hasme. Sowelll
go to Hill street this evening ; it's one of
Mre. L’Estrange’s “ At Home nights.”

“Thanks, Alister. I shall be so de-
lighted. Miss L’Estrange is a great
beauty, isn’t she? I heard so at the club
the other day. What is she, blonde or
brunette? I hate Dblondes—they are
generally soinsipid—bigblack eyes spark-
ling like diamonds ; dusky cheeks with a
dash of damask- roses ; ruby lips, and five
feet three—just Venns de Medici’s height.
There you are, with my beau-ideal of
loveliness right beforeyou.” Charlie Vane
rattles according to his habit, and glanc-
ing up with a laugh, he is rather amazed
at the shadow that bas unmistakably fal-
len on Alister Grant’s face.

“Ella is your beau-ideal, then,” is the
reply, in a low voice. “You have des-
cribed her so exactly that one would
fancy you had seen her! But I really
have never thought much of her beauty
I only know that she is everything to me
—and that it would break my heart if she
went out of my life !”

“So ! you are hard hit indeed, my boy
—uwhen you talk of breaking your hearty
Hearts are tough things now-a-days, but
let us hope the fair Ella appreciates your
liking properly, and would not so much

as look at another man !”

“ Let us-hope it,” is the grave response,
and Charlie Vane, unaccustomed to much
show of feeling in the London world,
stares at his friend for a moment.

Then he shrugs his shoulders, and rat-
tles away at some other topic, while the
color that had left Alister’s face slowly
creeps back.

But somehow as the two mendash along
to Hill street, Charlie feels a curious per-
turbation, and a newborn shyness ; and a
good deal of his ordinary careless debon-
nair bearing is absent, when he is intro-
duced to Miss L’Estrange, a dark girl with
big black eyes, and damask roses on her
dusky cheeks, and a pair of sweet fresh
lips that look like twin cherries. She is
dressed in a long trailing white silk dress,
with a rope of pearls round “her throat,
and the same pure jewels gleaming in her
glossy hair, and she receives Charlie Vane
—of one of the crack regiments, and 4
habitue of all the swell houses—with a
smile that fairly takes away his breath,

Still he is disappointed for Miss L'Es-
trange is not the beauty he expected—
though a sweet, lovable girl.

“ Aliston need not be afraid—I shan’t
lose my head or my heart to her,” he
thinks, as he walks into his rooms that
night ; shen he drops into a lounge and a
reverie, with a cigar in his mouth—and
through the clouds of smoke two large
black eyes look at him, and two ruby lips
tempt him by their sweetness and fresh-
ness.

“ How do you like Vane, Ella?” Alis-
ter asks of the girl he is half engaged to.

“ How do I like him? Oh! so—so--
you see he is your great chum, so of
course I must like him !”

“Don’t you like him for himself, dar-
ling? Heisawfplly handsome and agree-
able and sings like Capoul.”

And so the weeks go on, and Ella be-
gins to grow curiously tolerant of Charlie’s
conceit and curiously nervous as the even-
ing. hours came on. Of course she wel-
comes him simply because his voice blends
8o delicionsly with hers, and he has the
power to make even her grim old father
smile over his gay sallies. Somehow, the
evenings he is away at some grand ball
or reception—for Charlie is wonderfully
in request—seem dull and flat and stale,
and altogetherunprofitable—but the even-
ings in Hill street when the first notes of
“M’Appari” or “ Salve Dimora” break on
her ear are just a snatch of her ideas of
paradise.

Besides this, there is the sweetest, sub-
tlest feeling, that in spite of the profes-
sional beauties, and the attraction of cards
at the club, Charlie never fails coming to
Mrs. L’Estrange’s “ At home” when he is
invited.

He himself wonders how his evenings
have passed before he made his first bow
in Hill street ; and curses himself for a
blind fool not te have seen how lovely
Ella really was, and how irresistible. It
is hard ; hard to find this out, when she
of course loves Alister Grant, and is really
pledged to him.

These were the thoughts that rack his
soul, and bring an unwonted shadow over
his handsome tnsouciant face, that seemed
as if sunshine was habitual to it in the
first days, and as Ella marks the shadow,
she grows pale, and her heart sinks, and
life, which she has up to now looked at in
glorious hues, seems a horrible and awful
mistake.

Unsuspecting—putting implicit and
blind faith in both mistress and friend—
Alister smiles on the two, delighted to
see the reformation in the man whom he
likes almost as a brother, and satisfied
that he has a hold on Ella’s heart thaj
nought can unloosen.

“ZElla, darling ; My uncle died yester-
day, and I am a good many thousands
richer, so I shall speak to your father in a
day or two, and then you will let the
world know how happy Iam! You won’t
hold back now, love, but be my own wife
goon—won’t you ?”

Ella’s face is bent overa piece of ela-
borate work, and Alister does not see the
scared look that starts into her eyes, but
he sees the little white hand tremble, and
sure that it is from sheer excess of joy at
the news—he seizes it, and presses his
Yips passionately to it.

And she does not dare to drag it away
—though these Kkisses seem to burn and
sear her flesh.

“Tell me, dearest, that I need not wait
long. Oh! my darling ! if you knew how
I love you—how impatiently I have look-
ed forward to the time when I could
really ask you to marry me—you would
answer ! You would put these dear arms
round my neck and whisper that you are
too glad !”

But Ella does not dream of being de-
monstrative—ngy, she shrinks back a
little and bows her head, with its coronet
of blue-black tresses, still lower, so that
her lover may not read in it her want of
love, her utter falsity.

She murmurs in a tremulous voice at
last, “I will answer you to-morrow.”

But Alister, never doubting her fealty,
is quite content.

Mr. L’Estrange gives a cordial consent
to Alister’s suit when he has fully explain-
ed to the paternal ears his change of for-
tune. _Alister Grant comes of a good old
Scotch family, and to Richard L'Estrange
.—a self-made man, whose antecedents are
shaky, such a marriage would well fulfil
his aspirations for his daughter. So with
a heart brimful of rapture, Alister hastens
on the morrow to find Ella, and hear the
blessed words that are to make him the
happiest of men for ever and ever.

With a white face and compressed lips,
Mr. L’Estrange meets him at the door
and draws him into the library.

Alister, amazed, stares at him aghast ;
then a pallor sweeps over his own face,
and staggering a little, he leans up against
the wall.

“Ella ! what of her? is she ill ??

“ Worse.”

“Not—dead " and the young voice
rings oyt with a supreme agony, that
touches the old man to the soul.

% No, no, really not dead—that is, not

“Yes,” Ella answers, slowly; “still—
I'll tell you, He has been told that he is
irresistible and knows it too well, and
that’s why I don’t fancy him—I can’t bear
conceited men !”

Alister flushes with pleasure, while he
reproaches himself for his unloyalty to
friendship, and, to appease his conscience
goes on affably: —

“The women have spoiled him to a cer-
tain extent, perhaps ; but he is the best
fellow going. I want your mother to be
kind to him and to ask him here often.
He is pretty well off and has been lead-
ing rather a fast life and I want him to
sober down. He is passionately fond of
music and if you’ll take compassion and
sing with him I am sure you will wean
him from those eternal club evenings,
which are the devil !?

*“ Alister !” cries Ella, pretending to be
shocked, “you  must be anxious about
Captain Vane’s welfare when you take to
bad French, like that !”

% Milles pardons, dear, but you will do
your best, won’t you?” he answers, per-
suaded that she does not admiré his
friend and that no danger can possibly

accrue from duets and continual compan-

dead—but dead to you, my boy. She has
gone off—eloped with that handsome,
good-for-nothing scoundrel, Vane.: Come,
Grant, bear it like a man. Although she
is my child, I must, say she is not worthy
of such love as your’s.”

As. Mr. L’Estrangs’s words cleatly
forced the truth on Alister’s mind, he
grasped the nearest chair for support.
No sound escapes his white lips. Yet
plainly enough the other man sees that
his daughter’s falsity has dealt a fearful
blow—that it has crushed nat only hope
but life out of the heart which only a few
moments since was g0 joyous and confi-
dent of success.

“Tt is a bitter blow, but it won’t kill
me,” Alister mutters, presently ; “I have
something still to live for !”

“ That’s right, my boy ; that’s the way
to take it,” Mr. L'Estrange says heartily,
as he grasps the poor young fellow’s
hand.

“Revenge! [I'll live for that! Yes,
Ella, with your latest breath you shall
remember me!” Alister murmurs bitter-
ly, as he strides away from the house
which had once held such happiness for
him.

Quly once he met his faithless love by

'chance, eighteen months after her mar-
! riage—and at the sight of him she turned
and almost fled—and he never dreamed
of pursuing her. He was not a man to
wage war with women.

But one day he came across Tharlie
Vane, who was about to pass with a hasty
bow, when Alister cried in stern voice:

“Stop "

Now Charlie was a brave man. He
had never lost his nerve when the bullets
flew within an inch of his head in Af-
ghanistan and Egypt ; yet now he felt a
craven, as with a hesitating gesture he
held out his hand.

“Will you take it, Grant ?” he faltered.
But Alister struck it away.

“No. I would as soon clasp that of a
murderer, I believe, for such you have
been to me. I trusted you—trusted you
with all my heart and soul—and you slew
me with a blow more deadly than an
enemy’s weapon could deal. That would
be dealt and finished, but the wound you
thave given is still open—festering—fatal
| _and thus it will remain until it is dealt
back—aye, and doubly paid for. The
time will yet come when Mrs. Vane will
think of me with a different feeling than
pity. To her latest breath she will re-
member Alister Grant.”

“God knows we struggled against it,
both she and 1.”

But Alister, not heeding his words,
turned on his heel.

"Months rolled by, and it was three
years since the day when Ella’had left
home with Charlie, and in all this time
a sort of dread spoiled their lives.

Charlie could not banish from his me-
mory Alister’s words and manner when
they last met. He felt perfectly sure in
some way he would make them keenly
i feel the wrong they had done him.

Why in all this time Alister had made

no sign and remained inactive, they could
not assign a reason. Was it that he was
waiting a surer or more perfect revenge
to gain? Or was it that the good and
_noble character of the man they had in-
jured had proved firm against the whis-
pering of theevilspirit? They could not
tell.

And Alister Grant himself scarcely
knew why he lived on and did not seek
the revenge for which he had vowed to
live. Was it that the love—betrayed,
-outraged, cast aside—had not yet been

cast out of him? How could he slay the
; man without hurting the woman? These
, thoughts would come to Alister, and,
1 starting up, he tried to throw off the bet-
|ter mood, and murmured, as if to excuse
tardiness of action:—

“ No, no. Itisnotso. Iam notsuch
a weak, pitiful fool, God knows. Iam
'only waiting for a surer—more perfect
revenge.”

That he lived at all was a marvel to all
who knew him. Not only had his life
been spoilt, but health and strength had
seemed 'to sink under the blow until only
‘the shadow of his former self remained.
{ A pity that he was not of the same nature

as many men in these days; but he was
thoroughly Scotch to the backbone, with
a Scot’s best points—earnest, tenacious,
incapable of change. His honest face,
with the light blue eyes of the North,
had lost its hopeful buoyant expression
entirely, and the crisp, light brown curls,
almost flaxen in fairness, were thickly
i sprinkled with silken threads, Ella seem-
'ed to fill each hour of his life. He could
!see her now as plainly asfour years back,
!and somehow time, softening her cruelty
i brought back more vividly the sweet old
[days when she let him think he was dear
i to her—aye, dearer to her than all the
|world. Frailer grew the bonds that
bound him to life, and at last he felt
nothing, realized nothing, but to see her
again once more, to speak to her one
little word, to clasp in pardon and in
?pea.ce the hand that had thrilled him
when it lay in his own, with a happiness
akin to heaven.

It was a wild night in autumn, and the
{ wind swept madly:-over the streets of the
metropolis, shricking and moaning and
sighing. Byt above these dismal sounds
broke a cry that struck fear around—g
cry of Fire.

A hotel in ope of the most crowded
West End thoroughfares was in flames,
while its inmates were still wrapped in
sleep. The street was soon blocked by
engines, and vigorously enough the men
| did their hazardous work. A shower of
{ water was cast on the building, but the

vivid tongues of flame were only subduéd
tor a moment, to burst out again with a
renewed power of defiance, until all hope
fof saving the building was abandoned.
' Wildly men and women and children
!werc dragged out. Then above the
shrieking wind came a cry that went to

every heart;—

| %My boy—ah God! my boy ” and a
| woman, young and lovely, with dishevel-
{ led hair hanging like a black veil over her
| shoulder, rushed up the steps of the burn-
'ing hotel.

Hands went out to bring her back, and
her husband, who, in the terror and ex-
citement of the scene, had a strange child
in his arms, rushed forward to save his
own, but he was dragged foreibly back.

the window he had reached, and the cries
and cheers of the crowd below were
hushed as he disappeared from view,
Darker—denser grew the &moke, but
presently in its clouds came the welcome
form, and clasped closely in his arms—a
little child. One more step and he hgs
gained the ladder. And then a loud, tri-
umphant cheer goes up once more from
the spectators below.

As he comes down, down, another vol-
ume of flame appears to rush after him,
as if determined to envelop him. But he
is beyond their reach.

Arms stretch eagerly up to take the
child, but the brave heart that has saved
it clasps it close, and, staggering on, he
reaches the woman, who, kneeling in her
white robes on the pavement, gazes at
him with straining eyes.

The fire casts a vivid glare around, and
then, in that moment of supreme despair
and anguish, she has recognized the face
against. which the golden head of her
darling lies. S

“Thank God—and you— ! she mur-
murs, and catching her boy to her breast,
she stoops and presses a kiss on the hand
that has brought her treasure to her.

And that woman’s kiss makes Alister
Grant infinitely more giddy than his
perilous ascent amidst the forked tongues
of flame that leapt around him and
brought him face to face with death.

“Ella! I give him to you! Bless—
forgive! Remember—youw’ll 1emember
me—Ella!” and, catchigg at her dress,
he presses his lips to it, and sinks at the
feet of the woman he had loved so well.

It is of no avail to minister to him, for
the frail thread has broken, the spoiled
life has ended, and Alister Grant’s weary
soul is resting.

Resting quietly—peacefully—maybe—
for the great desire of his heart has been
granted him. He has seen her—felt her
lips on his hand—and willingly he yield-
ed up his spirit, since his latest breath
had been for her and near her.

The aim for which he had lingered had
been accomplished—a revenge—but a re-
venge 80 noble and so perfect. Prophetic
were his words, “ She shall remember me
to her latest hour !”

Who-knows but in the moment of des-
pair—turned into joy through him she
recognizes his real worth, and weighing it
in the balamce with the character of the
man for whom she had deserted him,
found her husband wanting! She feels
that Alister has forgiven her, and that
gonie time they two shall meet again, that
he is waiting for her in a land where dis-
appointment is never known, where re-
grets cease and love dwelleth for ever
and ever.

“ROCK OF AGES.”
AN AsTONISHING DISCOVERY AS TO THE
AUTHORSHIP OF THE HYMN.

The London Figare says:—It is so
well known (in America) that everything
which is good emanates from the United
States, that we are heartily ashamed once
more to own up to an unblushing piracy
on the part of an Englishmsn. The
work pirated is the universally-beloved
hymn “Rock of Ages, cleft for me.” MWe
in England have for more than a cenfury
been under the impression that the hynin
was the work of John Wesley’s famous
antagonistic, the Rev. Augustus Montagu
Toplady, that it first appeared in the
Gospel Magazine for March, 1776, under
the title of “A living and Dying Prayer
for the Holiest Believer in the World,”
and it was translated into very excellent
Latin by Mr. Gladstone a quarter of a
century ago. But it appears from the
Boston Musical Herald that we have for
110 years labored under a delusion. The
hymn was really written by an American
'lady about six years since. The circum-
| stances are so extraordinary that they
may be quoted here :— <

“¢Rock of Ages; cleft for me,’ is the
| opening poem in ‘Songs of Sunshine and
! Shadow,” by Maud Moore. Mrs. Ella

Maude (Smith) Moore is the wife of J.
|'E. Moore, a lawyer, of Thomastown, Me.
¢Rack  of Ages’ first appeared anony-
'mously in an Augusta, Me., paper, the
Maine Standard, we think. Four years
 afterwards it was printed in a Western
Ipaper, over the signature of a gentleman.
' Two years later this came to the notice of
| Mrs. Moore. The editor of the Augusta
!paper immediately entered into corres-
| pondence with the Westerner, who claim-
led to have written it at a certain time ;
but, as the Aungusta editor could date its
publication four years earlier, the Wes-
tern man retired from the field. Mrs.
Moore’s thoughts flow so naturally and
gracefully that the tender, loving stanzas
finds a warm welcome ir our hearts.”

Let us, therefore, render all due honour
to the lawyer’s wife, of Thomaston, Me,
That lady, it will be noticed, sent the
work to the Maine Standard, whose edi-
tor probably knew no more of “Rock of
Ages” than he did of Sanskrit. A “gen-
tleman” (name unknown) imposed this,
poem upon a Western paper, the editor
of which had also apparently never heard
of it. On behalf of England an npologﬂ

“Tt is too late!” a thousand voices
seemed to shout in his ears,

But ascending the ladder—cheered on
by the crowd below—wasa man who,|
reckless of life, was glad to sacrifice it,
,if by such sacrifice he could bring joy and ‘
corufort to that wretched woman’s heart.

The clouds of smoke curled forth from

must therefore, be tendered to the lady of
Maine, whose poem (written only six |
years ago) was so unceremoniously print-
ed by Toplady, who, possibly in order to
spite the lady in question, most ungal-
lantly died as far back as 1778. Perhaps
if Congress has any more money to spare
it might usefully be spent in the purchase

ot a few hymn books to be distributed

among editors of Western papers. and
lawyer’s wives of Thomaston, Me. Some-
bodyin America mightthen come forward
as the child-author of * Hark the Herald
Angels Sings,” or even “ The Old Hun-

dredth.”
&

AN OUTSPOKEN CANADIAN
PREACHER.

The Rev. D. J. Macdonnell, of St. An-
drew’s Church, Toronto, who'is at presen
in Edinburgh on a visit, preached in Naw
Greyfriars Church on Sunday eveming.
Mr. Macdonnell, whoisa very well-known
preacher in his own country, was abous
ten years ago the subject of a “herosy
hunt” regarding his views on the question
of eternal punishment, which had the ef-
fect of increasing his ‘former popularity.
Preaching from the text, “Ye are the
salt of the earth,” (St. Matthew, 5th ch.
12th verse,) Mr. Macdonnell in the
course of his sermon, urged his heareri to
“season” their speech so as to combine
suavity with pungency, and to avoid in-
sipidity. That did not mean the intro-
duction into their talk of what were call-
ed religioustopics—ministersand churches
might be amongst the most irreligious of
subjects—but it meant talking about the
common things that God gave them to see,
and do, and enjoy, in a religious spirit—
in a Godly, not a Godless spirit. That
did not entail absence of wholesome fun,
between which and frivolity there was a
wide gulf. Frivolity Tas a curse, bug
they might thank God for the Lubbling:
up of merry laughter and the play ofgenial
humor. - Further, he said, apart from the*
influence of Christ, society tended to be-
come corrupt. Did wealth, he asked, pre-
vent moral decay? No; it sometimes
hastened it. Did education or cultre
prevent it? An educated villain was
only the more clever villain ; a refined
rake was only the more dangerous and
detestable. May God, he added; bring &
curse upon the machinations of some very
refined and highly polished, well-manner-
ed, well-bred, well-brought up devils.—
Scotsman.

Temperance,

IT IS DREADFUL.

“I have sometimes thought what I
should do if Fred took to drinking,” said
a notable housekeeper to a friend. “It is
so dreadful. What if it should come into
my dish !”

At the same time she was mixing in
liquor with Fred’s dainty dishes. And
one day, when he missed the old wine
flavour in the pudding sauce on the table,
he petulantly tipped his chair back and
refused to eat any of the food. The
dreadful shadow came ultimately and the
friend spoken of above, thought that the
hand of the mother that stirred the wine
into the son’s food had mixed the fatal
glass for him. She helped form his taste
for ligunor.

-+

Two-thirds of the crimes which come
before the courts of law of this country
are occasioned chiefly by intemperance.
—Lord Chief Justice Baron Kelly, of Eng-
land.

If you love the mission work, help to
dethrone the demon of intemperance, our
reproach before heathens, the blight of
our infant churches.—Rev. E. K. W,
Krause, South Sea Islands.

_ Let there be an entire abstinence from
Intoxicating drinks throughout this coune
try during the period of a single geneia-
tion, and a mob would be as impcssible
as combustion without oxygen.

Rev. Howard Malcolm said of the peo-
ple of Siam, as he found them in 18388 :
“ The Siamese are Buddhists and are ami®
able, temperate and inquisitive.” A dis-
astrous change has come over the moral
condition of thé Burmese and Siamese
since, caused by the floods of intoxicating
peison poured upon them from Christian
lands, and the present King 6f Burmah
is notorious' for intemperance. Who is
responsible for this ?—G. T. Stewari.

The Hon. W. A. Harris, of Georgia, in
writing of the effect of prohibition there,
says :—“ Language is inadequate to tell
you the blessings it has brought ns.—
Nothing could prevail on our pecple to
agree to the repeal of the law. . Our cri-
minal docket is fast disappearing2_

There can be no doubt that of all the
proximate sources of crime, the nss wof
intoxicating liquors is the most pmliﬁc\
and the most deadly. Of other caunses i
may be said that they slay thousands ; of
this it slays its tens of thousands.-—Re-
port of Prison Association of New York.

“ Boycotting” is a late inverntion ; and
men are doubtful about the range and use
of this new social and industrial missile
But there is one expériment which is per-
fectly safe and legitimate. Let every
man, woman and child “boycott’ the
saloon. Do ‘not wait for the orders of a
“Master Workman.” Begin at once.

Temperance women in the probibition

village of Marshalltown, Ia., watched the
drug store sales of liquors for a month,
and ascertained that the six druggists sold
112} gallons of whiskey, 2,197 bottles of
beer, 81 gallons of aleohol, 6 gallons of
brandy, 8 gallons of gin, 1 barrel of ale’
and . 5 gallons of wine. 1t wasn’fa very
sickly month either.—N. ¥, Sun.

I should say from my experience that
alcohol is the most destructive agent that
We are aware of in this eountry. A very
P AT

ying day by day, pois — i
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