
POETRY.
FREEDOM.

My work ia done; the eventide is here ;
My wages now I ask of Thee,

Not gold or jewels do I crave ray Lord,
But Master, set my spirits free !

The shadows lengthen on my glacier path, 
Heavier the chains that fret me here ;

I ask for freedom from their crushing 
weight.

My work is done; the hour of rest draws 
near;

The vesper bells toll clear and sweet,
Unto the aged should be spared my Lord, 

The pains that torture tired feet. 
According to my need, I ask of Thee 

That Thou bestow the promised wage,
If faithful I have been in small and great, 

Will Thou not now my pangs assuage?
My work is done ; take me within the gate 

Where enter only those Thou wilt ;
A city lighted by the glory great,

The city not by mortals built.
Come quickly, I beseech, and freely give 

The guerdion its full degree,
Which Thou hast promised unto every man, 

According as his work shall be.
Yet, Master, not my will, but Thine be done, 

On Thee I wail ; forgive my prayer!
Thou knowest best if here I’m needed still, 

Thou knowest if I’m needed there.
The wages are not due till the work is done ;

Submissive to the end I’ll be,
Knowing thy precious promise never fails, 

That my reward still rests with Thee ! 
—Clara Jessop Moore in Lippincott’s.

SELECT STORY.

A TREVOR COURT TRAGEDY.
CHAPTER I.

“ HE SHALL PAY FOR THIS WITH HIS LIFE.”

Ash Wednesday—a grey, chilly day, as 
befitted the occasion ; a piercing wind and 
driving sleet causing the few worshippers 
at the tiny village church of Gately Regis, 
as they came out of the porch, to hurry 
shuddering homeward.

Someone, whc iJitrwcJ leisurely, a 
mocking smile on her full red lips, per­
haps guessed, however, that it was not 
fear of the sleet alone that made Miss 
Plowman, the vicar’s vinegar faced sister, 
and fat Mrs. Reynolds, the half-pay cap­
tain’s widow, hide t heir faces so quickly 
behind their umbrellas, and cross to the 
other side of the road.

“Just look at that sealskin jacket ! Isn’t 
it iniquitous, when everyone knows her 
father is head over ears in debt? Barnes, 
the butcher,'"told Eliza last week, that 
Mr. Dering owes him over a hundred 
pounds. He won’t send even a mutton 
chop their now without the money, and 
yet my lady can flaunt in her finery 
there as bold as you please,” whispered 
Amelia Plowman.

“‘ My lady ! ’ there’s many a true word 
spoken in jest, you know. Perhaps it 
was not Horace Dering, but Sir Philip 
Trevor, who paid the piper. If he gave 
her such an expensive present, I should 
say he means business. Anyway, he has 
been over pretty often to the cottage late­
ly, if that is any sign how the land lies,” 
rejoined the buxom widow, who was a 
shade less spiteful than her bosom friend.

“ Sir Philip Trevor will never marry any 
girl who is not his equal, least of all one 
who runs after him in the sickening 
manner Kathleen Dering does,” returned 
Miss Plowman, incisively. “ He is simply 
amusing himself, as men will, when 
women are fools enough to give them the 
chance, that is all.”

“ I don’t quite see why Sir Philip should 
not marry Kathleen,” resumed Mrs. Rey­
nolds, placidly. She had the mildly 
obstinate way of pursuing a question, 
peculiar to stupid people. “She is a 
handsome girl, in the dark dashing Span­
ish style, likely to take with a man though 
we may not admire it. And the Derings 
are of good family, related to the Temple- 
mores, you know.”

“I believe Horace Dering is a cousin, 
about sixteen times removed of Lord 
Templemore’s, but none of his aristocratic 
connections ever seem to take any notice 
of him or his daughter. Not that they 
could expect it after his low marriage. 
Kathleen is, I should imagine, the very 
image of her mother, in looks and every­
thing else. She is a girl I don’t like, and 
I keep her at arm’s length,” said Miss 
Amelia with a virtuous sniff. “ No, Maria, 
say what you please, Sir Philip is more 
wary than you think. Kathleen will 
never be Lady Trevor.”

“ Hush !” A fat forefinger, cased in 
shabbly black, was laid against Mrs. Rey­
nolds’ lips.

The two had reached the low white 
villa, with its prim red curtains, bow 
windows, and small square grass plot 
abutting on the village green, where the 
captain’s widow resided.

“I wonder if he heard me—not that I 
care much. I’ve known Phi) Trevor from 
a child, and would as leave speak my 
mind to him as not,” said Miss Plowman 
sotto voce, with assumed hardihood.

A tall figure, clad in heatber-tweed, 
knickerbocker suit, a red Connemara set­
ter following, passed them at this moment. 
Sir Philip Trevor raised his soft freeze 
cap with a gesture of profound politeness 
and if the smile lurking under his blonde 
moustache was rather cynical, neither 
Miss Amelia nor Miss Reynolds ob­
served it.

“ He could not have heard,” breathed 
the former, with a sigh of relief. “ I do 
like Sir Philip’s manners, don’t you ? He 
may be a little wild—but after all there’s 
nothing like blue blood, as I often tell my 
brother John. I wish he was not so ab­
sorbed in his books, and that he would 
cultivate his neighbor’s acquaintance 
more.”

“Always excepting those objectionably 
Derings,” interpolated her friend who 
could not resist the thrust. “ Why should 
Sir Philip escape scot-free, and the finger 
of scorn be pointed at Kathleen ? ”

The widow was too lazily selfish to busy 
herself, as Amelia Plowman did, with her 
neighbor’s affairs, but for the sake of con­
tradiction, she occasionally took an op­
posite view. Amelia turned upon her, 
too irritated to keep her temper.

“That is quite another matter,” she 
snapped. “ Really, Maria, you have no 
more sense than a child in such things. I 
can’t stop to argue with you, for I see 
John coming over the green. Eliza is 
sure to forget the egg sauce for the salt 
fish, if I don’t hurry.”

The vicar’s sister’s bustled off, and Mrs. 
Reynold’s, who did not believe in fasting, 
went indoors to a nicely browned veal 
cutlet and pint of Medoc.

Meanwhile the object of their discussion 
was hastening homeward over the hard 
frozen brown field path, which was a 
short cut from the church to the cottage.

Enveloped in rich dark fur from head 
to foot, the lash of the cold had no effect 
on Kathleen Dering, save to cling to still 
warmer life the splendid crimson of her 
lips and cheeks, while her tawny brown 
eyes sparkled brightly under her short 
veil. The quick, elastic pace at which 
she walked sent the healthy blood cours­
ing through her veins ; her spirits were 
exhilarated by her struggle against the 
storm.

If Miss Plowman’s ‘cut direct’ had 
roused her to angry scorn for the moment, 
the feeling was only transitory.

“Spiteful old things! They are not 
worth contempt,” she said to herself.
“ How they stared at my jacket ! ” stroking

the soft, golden-black pile affectionately. 
“ I daresay they guessed who gave it to 
me—not that I care much. What will 
they say, I wonder, when the truth comes 
out?” and she smiled a tender smile of 
triumph.

A footstep behind her made her turn 
quickly with beating heart. Then the 
joy in her eyes was replaced by an ex­
pression of vexation; the smile faded 
from her lips as she tried to pass on with 
a cold bow.

“You thought it was someone else? I 
am very sorry not to be Sir Philip Trevor 
— in more senses than one, meaningly. 
Still, we are well met, Miss Dering, for I 
should like a few words with you.”

The speaker stood direct in Kathleen’s 
path, and she was obliged to stop, though 
she was pale with anger.

A man not much above the middle 
height, with thin, clean-shaven face, ir­
regular features, and deeply-set light grey 
eyes, contrasting strangely with jet black 
hair and brows, Oliver West could not 
have been called handsome.

And yet there was a power in his low, 
well modulated voice, which .thrilled 
those who heard it and inexplicably 
swayed them to his will ; an expression in 
his keen eyes, saying that they were 
accustomed to probe the secrets of weaker 
humanity.

If there were few at Gateley who liked 
Dr. West, there were many who feared 
him, and shrank under his caustic speech 
and dry sarcasm. It was universally con­
ceded that he was clever ; and though he 
was in no sense a ladies’ man, his position 
as a legible bachelor, with a fair practice 
and presumably some private means, gave 
him a certain weight in the village.

But with the exception of dropping in 
at the cottage ostensibly to smoke a pipe 
now and then with Mr. Dering, Dr. West 
scarcely ever entered his patient’s houses 
save in a professional capacity.

As may be imagined, the local gossips 
were not slow to attribute similar motives 
to the doctor as to Sir Philip Trevor, lor 
his ; and the tide of angry jealousy jjul 
high against Kathleen Deiin£-iti~con8e- 
quence.

In common with most villages, there 
was a dearth of marriagable men in 
Gately Regis; the baronet and Oliver 
West being the only ones—not counting 
the vicar, a confirmed celibate. While, 
on the other hand, a full score of spinsters 
and widows sighed ‘ unappropriated bless­
ings ’ for the promotion which never 
came.

“ I should like a few words with you,” 
Dr. West repeated slowly, as he turned 
and faced Kathleen, heedless of the gleam 
of wratb in her brilliant yellow brown 
eyes.

“You are not going to keep me here 
standing in the snow, I hope, to listen to 
them. Will not some other time do?” 
she replied, curtly.
' “ No, it will not. You have thought to 
cheat me of my opportunity by avoidance 
in vain, Miss Dering. Come, do not walk 
so fast”—he hastened his pace to suit 
hers, as she resolutely pushed past him. 
'• The snow will not hurt you, clad as you 
are. By the way, forgive me, but you do 
not know how regally splendid you look 
in that costly mantle—the jewel only 
needed befitting setting. Kathleen, you 
are every inch a queen. My queen!—is 
it not to be so ? ”

He stooped towards her as he uttered 
the impassioned words, and tried to draw 
her hand through his arm. She snatched 
it away.

“ You are guilty of great impertinence. 
May I ask, Dr. West, by what right you 
dare to address me in this familiar way ? ” 
and she looked at him with cold and 
angry contempt.

“By what right?” he repeated. “The 
greatest, highest in the land could plead 
no better one. Kathleen, I love you; 
you must be mine, my very own. For 
days this has been trembling on my lips, 
but I dared not put my fortune to the 
test before. Darling, speak to me—why 
are you so cruelly silent ? ”

Oliver West’s dark cheek flushed, as 
she shrank away from him.

“ And pray what has given the special 
courage, hitherto lacking, for this extra­
ordinary avowal ? ”

The quietly biting words cut like steel, 
as, all emotion carefully hidden, she 
looked straight into his face.

He grew white as death.
“ Is it an insult to offer you my love, 

the true deep love of my life ? ” he asked, 
his voice husky with pain. “ I care for 
you so much, Kathleen, as I have never 
cared for any other woman. Do not be 
hard with me ; give me some hope to live 
upon until I have won you.”

She laughed carelessly.
“ Why should I give you any false 

hope? I do not love you—you can be 
nothing to me.”

He set his teeth hard, and would have 
broken out into passionate protest against 
this sentence, but with her head erect, 
she left his side and went on towards 
her home.

The rusty iron palisading and dilapi­
dated gates, marking the boundary of the 
cottage grounds, as Mr. Dering grandilo­
quently called them, were at the farther 
end of the lane.

A few fine trees had formerly shaded 
the quaint old building from view ; but 
most had been felled, leaving unseemly 
gaps, through which the desolution with­
in could be plainly seen.

The lower portions of the walls were 
green with mould, and the paint on the 
woodwork of the doors and sashes had 
long since blistered off. It seemed as 
though the owners of the place vaunted 
their poverty with a certain bitter caten­
ation, for the garden had fared no better 
than the house.

A few pale crocuses, blighted by the 
frost, reared their lilac heads lanquidly 
over the brown rotting leaves which hid 
the borders ; the walks were almost in­
distinguishable for coarse tufts of grass, 
and amongst the rough herbage which 
had been a lawn, a melancholy one-armed 
naiad stood with empty water pitcher 
over a cracked marble basin.

One or two rooks cawed on the branches 
of the sparse plantation at the back, their 
harsh note the only sound of life about 
the place. It might well have passed for 
uninhabited, save for a slender thread of 
smoke slowly curling upward from the 
kitchen chimney. Only one fire in the 
house on such a day as this !

Oliver noticed this with a thrill of pity 
as he followed Kathleen, and in spite of 
her disdain, walked by her side. It came 
upon him with a shock, the fact of her 
true need, that, with her high spirit, she 
managed to forget, and to make others 
forget as well, when in her presence. She 
read the thought that was passing through 
her mind, as his eyes wandered from her 
face, for a moment towards the thin blue 
spirally ascending smoke, and flushed 
hotly.

“ You need not imagine that, because 
we are so poor, I am ready to snatch at 
any proposal you and others think it in 
honor to make,” she said scornfully. “The 
bitterest part of our poverty is that it ex­
poses us to insults we are powerless to 
resent. Your offer of to-day is'the crown­
ing one. May I ask you to leave me ? I 
have no more to say to you, Dr. West.”

His face was livid, as he grasped her 
dress fiercely.

“You shall not treat me in this way, 
Kathleen. An insult! And why? By 
heaven, I am as good as that blackleg and 
scoundrel, Trevor, whom your father, if

he knew as much. about him as I do, 
would never allow within his doors- 

“Sir Philip Trevor is a gentleman, at 
any rate,” interrupted Kathleen, with the 
same cold tone of scorn. “ Leave his 
name out of this profitless discussion, I 
beg, since you compel me by force to 
listen to you.”

Oliver still grasped her dress. He did 
not heed her sneer as he continued—

“ Gentleman or not, Philip Trevor is a 
villain. Yes, you may start, but my 
words are true, as I will prove presently, 
Kathleen. All the village knows my his­
tory, that my father was only a well-to-do 
woolen manufacturer in a country town 
and my mother a tradesman’s daughter ; 
but though no ‘ blue blood ’ runs in my 
veins, I should scorn to drag a woman’s 
name through the mire to gratify a pass­
ing caprice. Yes, I—even I, Oliver West, 
whom the proud Miss Dering despises as 
beneath her—am Philip Trevor’s superior 
in this, though heaven knows, I am no 
saint, either."

He laughed angrily.
“It is easy to malign the absent,” 

answered Kathleen Dering, with scathing 
contempt. “ You have yet to prove your 
words about Sir Philip Trevor. Now, will 
you let me go or not?” with a desperate 
effort to free herself.

“Kathleen, I implore you, stop—you 
must hear me. The village is full of un­
pleasant rumors about Sir Philp’s visits to 
the cottage. It is said that he has often 
been seen leaving it late—that you and 
he have walked together at night—that 
you were seen with him alone on the 
racecourse at Ilford, and countless other 
whispers, exaggerations perhaps, but none 
the less damaging to a woman’s fair fame. 
Everyone knows that your father is ab­
sent a great deal from home, and is simple 
as a child in worldly matters. The gossips 
are busy, and though I have done my 
best to silence them, my championship 
has been powerless. Kathleen eve_ 
word is a sword in my heartr- TeT!" me 
these things-are lies, and that Philip 

-Trevor is nothing to you—that the dia 
mond ring on your finger was not his 
gift, nor the costly furs you are wearing ; 
then, though you give me hatred in re­
turn for love, I will yet kiss the dust be­
fore you and cry for forgiveness.”

The agony of entreaty in his voice 
softened her a little. There are few 
women who can listen quite unmoved to 
the pleading of a great passion, or utterly 
despise its irresistible strength.

“You do not deserve that I should 
answer you. But if all you have said is 
truer—what then ? ”

There was a shade of uneasiness under­
lying the defiance in her tone which he 
was quick to note.

“Why, then—heaven help you, Kath 
leen Dering, for you have been the dupe 
and plaything of a scoundrel, who will 
fling you aside without remorse when his 
caprice has worn itself out—a man who 
has a wife already. You need not look at 
me like that, it is too true, though had it 
not been for your sake, I would never 
have betrayed Philip Trevor’s secret. 
Ask him, if you like, where Maraquita 
Lopez is, the singer of Madrid, whom he 
married privately some years ago when 
abroad. I do not believe she is dead, and 
he is not divorced from her, or the world 
would know it. He does not suspect that 
anyone is aware of this here, nor does it 
matter just how the knowledge came to 
me. I should not have used it save in 
dire emergency. You are on the brink of 
a frightful precipice—I implore you, draw 
back while there is yet time ! ”

Then, with a cry of fear he sprang 
towards her. For a moment she swayed, 
catching at the iron fence, then a pallor 
as of death on her face, she sank on the 
ground at his feet.

He knelt down by her and chafed her 
hands, calling out distractedly for help ; 
but none came, and he could not rouse 
her from her swoon.

His muscles, braced by a simple ab- 
steminous life were strong as steel bands. 
Though, in Kathleen's apparently lifeless 
condition, it was no easy task, he bore 
her in hie strong arms to the house, and 
finding the front door open, he went in 
and laid her on the dining-room sofa. 
He rang the bell, but no one answered it. 
Going into the kitchen he found it de­
serted, the maid-of-all-work having taken 
advantage of her mistress’ absence to run 
across the firwood to the keeper’s cottage 
for a gossip.

Horace Dering was, he knew, away in 
London, where he periodically went when 
duns became intolerably pressing, general­
ly coming back with money enough to 
stop their mouths for awhile, though from 
what source this was derived even Kath­
leen did not know.

A tray was laid with Miss Dering’s 
luncheon, ready to bring in on her return 
from church, and Oliver noticed with a 
pang the scantiness and poverty of the 
repast ; the heel of a brown loaf, a minute 
fragment of cold meat, and two baked 
apples, flanked by a carafe of water. But 
on the table close by was something that 
made Olliver’s face grow dark with anger ; 
a dainty French basket full of forced 
strawberries—waxen crimson and white 
against their dark green leaves—with a 
card lying on the top, on which was 
written—

“ With Sir Philip Trevor’s compliments 
to Mies Dering.”

With an oath he emptied the fruit into 
the fire, and crushed the fragments of the 
basket down on it also. Then taking the 
water off the tray, he returned to Kath­
leen.

Still she lay where he had left her— 
so cold, still, and pale that it frightened 
him.

Her pulse was a mere thread. Had he 
killed her by the unvarnished brutality 
of his revelation? Terrible remorse 
seized him, and ever growing fear.

He could find no wine or brandy in the 
house, but he sprinkled her face with ice- 
cold water, and it seemed as though the 
color returned to it somewhat.

Then he unfastened her fur mantle, 
and loosened her drees with a doctor’s 
deftness. The lover was absorbed in the 
man of science, anxious above all things 
for the restoration of hie patient.

But as he unwound the folds of black 
lace from Kathleen’s neck, he suddenly 
started back as though an asp had stung 
him.

A small gold chain lay on her white 
bosom, and from it hung a plain gold ring.

Why was it thus concealed ? The terri­
ble truth dawned upon him as he gazed 
down at the unconscious girl; he grew 
ashen pale, and turned away with a groan 
bitter anguish of.

“ Too late—too laie ! But I swear, be­
fore heaven, Philip Trevor shall pay for 
this with his life ! ”

As the cry was wrung from him the 
door was cautiously opened. Then ap­
peared a red face, surmounted by a shock 
of light hair and an untidy cap, belonging 
to Ellen the maid, whose two small grey 
eyes indicated fright and curiosity.

Oliver beckoned to her.
“ You had better look after your mis­

tress. She has been faint, but is recover­
ing. I cannot stay—I am busy,” he said, 
harshly, as the girl sought to detain him.
“ Tell Miss Dering-----No, I will write.”

Kathleen’s eyes were opening, and she 
drew long sighing breath. Dr. West did 
not once look back at her, but strode 
quickly out of the room and past the hall 
door. The snow was falling fast and 
thick, but he heeded it not.

Demon voices mocked and gibbered at

him. ‘With his life!’ they seemed to 
repeat, over and over again.

“Philip Trevor, you shall answer for 
this, ere another day shall have dawned ! ”

CHAPTER II.
ADRIFT ON THE WORLD.

The night was closing in over the heath 
covered common surrounding Gateley 
Regis ; and as twilight dropped her dark 
veil, the fury of the wind and the driving 
snow increased.

Already it was almost impossible to see 
the winding track over the moor; for the 
powderly flakes lay an inch thick upon 
it, and not even a cottage light relieved 
the solitary gloom that was growing 
momentarily denser.

A cumbrous waggon, with yellow tar­
paulin covered tilt, lumbered heavily 
along the narrow road. The driver, a 
weather-beaten looking man, with ruddy 
cheeks and grizzled beard, to which the 
snow elung, pulled the collar of his rough 
shabby coat up about his red ears and 
shivered.

“ Dashed if I sha’n’t be glad to be at 
home,” he muttered. “ Folks talk about 
a carrier’s trade being a jolly one—naught 
to do but to ride all day and see plenty of 
life at markets, fairs and the like ; but let 
’em try it such a night as this, and they’ll 
soon find out it isn’t all beer and scittles. 
If it hadn’t been for that last glass o’ rum 
hot, at the ‘ Cat and Bagpipes,’ I should 
ha’ been nearly froze, like that there leg 
o’ New Zealand mutton I’ve got under 
the seat for Vicar Plowman. A mean, 
skinny lot they be—she’s a regular old 
cat. I sha’n’t trouble to take the meat 
round to-night, and that bag o’ meal for 
Farmer Gibbings may wait too— Hulloa ! 
what the mischiefs the matter ? Get .up 
there. Whoa ! ”

A violent shock nearlv gent Job Hearn 
on to his horses’ backs, as the off one 
shied-at something lying by the side of 

e road.
“Never knew Bonny do that before. 

A log of wood, that’s all, you old fool. 
Hey ! gee up.” He cracked his whip in 
vain ; the horses would not stir.

Grumbling, Job dismounted, stifly, and 
lighting a bull’s-eye lantern, turned it on 
to the object which lay by the path.

It was no log of wood, but a woipan. 
Her long grey cloak was covered with 
drifted snow, and a black silk handker­
chief was tied loosely around the dark 
hair which fell in disorder over her 
shoulders. One hand was under her 
cheek, and she appeared to be either 
dead, or in a deathlike trance.

Her face was handsome, with massive 
but regular features and swarthy broad 
brows surmounted by a wealth of coarse 
raven locks ; but it was lined and haggard, 
as with much suffering.

“ By Jingo ! here’s a rum start. She’s 
no common traveller ; I can see that by 
her clothes and boots—thin, ain’t been 
walked in much, that’s clear —though 
they are soaked. A stranger in these 
parts, I can swear, for I’ve never clapped 
eyes on her before, and I know pretty 
well every man, woman and child for 
miles round, by sight at least. Hey, 
missus ! ’’

He stooped and touched the woman’s 
cheek with his cold fingers. It was still 
warm, and she moved a little.

“ She’s not dead yet—ha ! ” as he picked 
up something glittering in the snow. It 
was a small morocco leather covered flask, 
with a chased silver cup at one end— 
empty. Job smelt at the neck before he 
found and replaced the stopper. Then he 
eyed the bauble with cupidity. He was 
not exactly a dishonest man, but he had 
the characteristic disinclination of the 
English peasant to doing anything with­
out being paid for it.

“ I can’t leave her here i’ this pickle. 
If I do, she’s bound to freeze to death, for 
not another soul is likely to cross the 
moor to-night, and it’s a good four miles 
on to Gately. I’d better take her along o’ 
me so far, and if I can’t get her to give an 
account of herself, just drop her at the 
police station. Wonder if she’s got any 
money? I don’t see the fun o’ giving 
folks rides, free gratis for nothink. Any­
way I had better take care o’ this.”

The flask disappeared into his capacious 
pocket ; then, again, he shouted loudly in 
the prostrate woman’s ear, and shook her 
roughly by the arm.

At last she raised herself on her elbow 
and opened her eyes. They were sunken 
and wild-looking. Black as jet, they 
gleamed so fiercely in the lantern’s light, 
that Job Hearn drew back a little.

“ Where am I ? What is this horrible 
place ? I have been asleep—nay, I dream 
still. Why do you try and wake me?” 
she said,petulantly, and in slightly foreign 
accents. Then she tried to lie down again 
in the snow.

“Come, none o’ that!” exclaimed the 
carrier, lifting hèr upon her feet with 
some trouble. “ Asleep, yes, and you’d 
never ha’ woke again, if I hadn’ found 
you. What brings you out on the moor 
at this time of night, and where are you 
bound for, may I ask ? ”

[to be continued.]

IN A PEANUT FACTORY.

When the peanuts arrive at the factory 
they are rough and earth stained, and all 
sizes and qualities jumbled together. The 
bags are first taken up by iron arms pro­
jecting from an endless chain to the fifth 
story of the factory. Here they are 
weighed and emptied into large bins. 
From these bins they fall to the next 
story into large cylinders, fourteen feet 
long, which revolve rapidly, and by frict­
ion the nuts are cleaned from the earth 
which clings to them, and polished, so 
that they come out white and glistening.

From this story the nuts fall" through 
shoots to the third and most interesting 
floor. Imagine rows of long,, narrow 
tables, each divided lengthwise into three 
sections by thin, inch-high strips of wood. 
These strips also surround the edge of 
the table. Each of these sections is 
floored with a strip of heavy, white can­
vas, which moves incessantly from the 
mouth of the shoot to an opening leading 
down below at the further end of the 
table. These slowly moving canvas bands 
are called the picking aprons.

Upon the outer edge of each table drib­
bles down from the shoot a tiny stream 
of peanuts, and on each side of the tables, 
go close together, as scarcely to have elbow 
room, stand rows of negro girls and women 
picking out the inferior peanuts as they 
pass and throwing them into the central 
section. So fast do their hands move at 
this work that one cannot see what they 
are doing till they cast a handful of nuts 
into the middle division. By the time a 
nut has passed the sharp eyes and quick 
handsjof eight or ten pickers one may be 
quite certain that it is a first-class article, 
fit for the final plunge down two stories 
into a bag which shall presently be 
marked with a brand which will com­
mand for it the highest market price.

The peanuts from the central aprons 
fall only to the second story, where they 
undergo yet another picking over on sim­
ilar tables, the best of these forming the 
second grade. The third grade of peanuts 
or what remains after the second picking, 
is then turned into a machine which 
crushes the shells and separates them 
from the kernels. These are sold to the 
manufacturers of candy, while the shells 
are ground up and used for horse bedding. 
So no part of this little fruit, vegetable or 
nut, whichever it may be, is finally wasted 
but all serves some useful purpose.

DYING ON HIS FEET.
“ That man is just dying on his feet." 

How often the phrase is used with regard 
to persons brought to death’s door by 
over work and consequent nervous pros­
tration and debility. They cannot afford 
time to rest (so they will tell you) and 
gradually they reach the stage where 
their friends speak of them in the words 
above quoted. For all who have reached 
such a stage or are in broken health from 
any cause, there is a sure specific in 
Hawker’s nerve and stomach tonic, the 
great nerve and brain invigorator, blood 
and flesh builder, and a perfect stomach 
tonic and aid-to digestion.

BEGINNING.
Loving Mother — I cannot understand 

what makes our boy, Robert, so fond of 
pedestrianism.

Fond Father — He gets that from me. 
Didn’t I walk the floor with him for 
weeks when he was a baby.

Relief in Six Hours.—Distressing Kid­
ney and Bladder Diseases relieved in six 
hours by the “Great South American 
Kidney Cure.” This new remedy is a 
great surprise and delight on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving pain 
in the bladder, kidneys, back and every 
part of the urinary passages in male or 
female. It relieves retention of water 
and pain in passing it almost immediately. 
If you want quick relief and cure this is 
your remedy. For sale by W. Garten 
and Alonzo Staples.

Mrs. Numother — Look at-the- baby ; 
doesn’t he seem- really different from 
most babies of his age — he is so — Mr. 
Cfiisty — Yes — er — I think very often 
they are quite attractive, but, as you say, 
he is different.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup has been 
used by millions of mothers for their chil­
dren while teething. If disturbed at 
night and broken of your rest by a sick 
child suffering and crying with pain of 
cutting teeth, send at once and get a bottle 
of “ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup ” for 
children teething. It will relieve the 
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it mothers, there is no mistake about 
it It cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stom­
ach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic, softens 
the Gums and reduces Inflamation, and 
gives tone and energy to the whole system. 
“Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing 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 “ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing 
Syrup.”

It’s all very well for the minister to 
preach frorr. the text : “ Remember Lot’s 
wife,” said an overworked, discouraged 
matron, but I wish he would give us an 
encouraging sermor, upon the wife’s lot.

English Spavin Liniment removes all 
hard, soft or calloused Lumps and Blem­
ishes from horses, Blood Spavin, Curbs, 
Splints, Ring Bone, Sweeney, Stiflesj 
Sprains, Sore and Swollen Throat, Coughs, 
etc. Save $50 by use of one bottle. War­
ranted the most wonderful Blemish Cure 
ever known. For sale by W. Garten and 
Alonzo Staples.

Ragged Richard (insinuatingly)—Say, 
mister, have yer got any suggestions ter 
make ter a feller w’at ain’t able ter raise a 
dime ter get shaved with? Grumple 
(passing on) — Yes ; raise whiskers.

NOT CRUDE MATERIAL
Scott's Emulsion is Cod Liver Oil per­

fected and is prepared upon the principle 
of the digestion and assimilation in the 
human system ; hence it is given without 
disturbing the stomach.

Chollv —I gave up cigarettes yesterday. 
Gus — Indeed! Cholly — Yes. A tramp 
stopped me in the suburbs, and demanded 
of me my valuables. I gave up a full 
pack of cigarettes.

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 
American Rheumatic Cure for Rheuma­
tism and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 
3 days. Its action upon the system is 
remarkable and mysterious. It removes 
at once the cause, and the disease immed­
iately disappears. The first dose greatly 
benefits. 75 cents. For sale by W. Garten 
and Alonzo Staples.

OUT OF SEASON.
She — Who’s that fellow over in the 

comer of the room. No one pays him 
any attention, and three months ago I 
saw l.im fairly lionized by all the girls.

He —• Oh that’s Halfbacke, the football 
player.

A lame back, or a kink in the neck, is 
quickly removed by a free application of 
Dr. Manning’s German remedy, the uni­
versal pain cure. All druggists sell it.

Tom — Did Maud tell you the truth 
when you asked her her age? Jack — 
Yes. Tom — What did she say ? Jack— 
She said it was none of my business.

Itch, Mange and Scratches of every 
kind, on human or animals, cured in 30 
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion 
For sale by W. Garten and Alonzo Staples.

1831 THECULOTATOR lgM

Conntry : Gentleman.
THE BEST OF THE

AGRICULTURAL WEEKLIES.
DEVOTED to

Farm Crops and Processes,
Horticulture & Fruit Growing, 

Live Stock and Dairying,
While it also includes all minor departments of 
rural interest, such as the Poultry Yard, Entomol­
ogy, Bee keeping, Greenhouse and Grapery, Veter­
inary Replies, Farm Questions and Answers, Fire- 
side Reading, Domestic Lconcmj-, and a summary 
of the News of the Week. Its Market Reports are 
unusually complete, and much atlention is paid to 
the Prospects of the Crops, as throwing light up< n 
one of the most Important of all questions—When 
to Buy and When to Bell. It is liberally Illustrated 
and by Recent 1 nlargement, contains more reading 
mater than ever before. The subscription price is 
82.50 per year, but we offer a Special Reduction 
in our

Club Rates for 1894.
Two Subscriptions in one remittance $4 
Six Subscriptions do. do. |Q 
Ten Subscriptions do. do. 15

To all New Fubso ibera for 1894, paying in 
advance now, we will send the pan r Weekh , from 
our receipt of the remittance, to January 1st, 1894, 
without charge. Specimen Copies Free. Addres

LUTHER TUCKER & SON, Publishers,
Albany, N. Y.

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES.

Boston Transcript
A trustworthy, clean and interesting family7 news- 

paper, free'from sensational and objectionable mat 
ters, in both reading and advertising columns 
offering to the educated and intelligent public, the 
most instructive and entertaining selection of news, 
literal*}7, political, financial, art, music and general 
topics of the day and season.

Daily Evening Transcript-
bo Sunday Edition.

Saturday Evening Transcript-
Sixteen or more pages.

Weekly Transcript-
Published Fiiday’s

Do You Cough?
It is a sure sign of weakness. 

You need more than a tonlo.
You need

Scott’s
Fmulsior»

the Cream of Cod-liver OH 
and Hypophosphites,not only 
to cure the Cough but to give 
your system real strength. 
Physicians, the world over, 
endorse It.

Don't be deceived by Substitutes!
Css-.t £ Bjwne. Belleville. XU Druggists. Wo. à |L

LOST GÜ FAILING MANHOOD,
General and Nervous Debility,

I IKE TRIUMPH OFIHVEI.
Weakness of Body and Mind, Effects of 

Errors or Excesses i:i Old or Young. Robust, 
Noble Manhood fu".!y Restored. How to 
Enlarge and Strengthen Weak, Undeveloped 
Organs and Parts of Body. Absolutely un­
failing Home Treatment—Benefits in a day. 
Men testify from CO States and Foreign Coun­
tries. Write them. Descriptive Book, ex­
planation and proofs mailed (sealed) free.

ERIE MEDICAL C0„ Buffalo, N.Y.
Sheet Zinc and Floor Sifters.

3 Cask8 Sheet Zinc, 3 casks Flour Sifters (patent) 
1 case 1 oosepin Butts assorted sizes.

12 bixes Family So ties, just right for this season 
of the year.

1 case rled-shoe Bolts.
6 boxes Wrought iiou Nuts.
4 cases Carpenter’s Planes 
6 cases Bam L-mterns.
2 barrels Lantern Globes.
1 barrel Strop and T Hinges.

24 doz. Slice*-iron Pans for cooking^stoves.
3 doz. Tin Boilers.
3 doz. Steamers.

Just to hand R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

SHOVELS.
" U8T 1 eceived 26 Bundles Steel Shovels long and 

short handles.
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Filey’s • • • emulsion ...

-OF-

COD - LIVER - OIL.
Gives Best Results. The Best

Purest and Best Materials Prenaratinn
used in Manufacture. ITeparatlOIl

Best Value for the Money. in the Market 
(jjjjjj Readily taken by Children.

—— No preparation equal to it.
For Building up the System.

PRICE
SOLD

JOHN M. WILEY, Manufacturer

196 Queen Street, Fredericton.

Modem
Featherhone Corsets must not 

be confounded with those which*, 
were made five or six years ago. 
The Featherbone Corset of to-day 
is as far removed from the old 
style, as black is from white.

BUY A PAIR AND YOU WILL BE PLEASED.

INSTANT

CROCKERY MENDER.
Mends Solid as a Rock,

THIS preparation will mend an> tiling that is 
broken, and will hold like grim deith, snd is 

P’onounced by experts to be the greatest article ever 
invented for the purpose. It will cement Leather, 
Wood, Crocker}7, Glassware, Iron, and even thing 
else. Grockery or Glassware mended with it will 
never break In the same place, but 
will be found stronger than before. It is of great 
value for mending Furniture and cementing tips on 
Billiard Cues as well as for a thousand other pur­
poses. Anyone can use it. It is in liquid form, 
and alwa>s ready for use, requiring no heating, but 
sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made 
by East Manufacturing Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
Sole Agents, F’ton, N. B.

A. S. MURRAY, Agent,
Fredericton, N. B.

ALSO AGENT FOR THE
“To*t” a ypo Writer.

GEO. L. WILSON,
Barrister, Notary 1 ublic. etc.
Office next door below J. J. Weddalla 

Queen St. Fredericton. N. B.
March 4, 1893.

R. C. MACREDIE,

if, Gas til
and

TIIN SMITH,
WOULD inform the people of Fredet 

icton ami vicinity that he has re 
umed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE;
where he is prepared to ail an oruers Id 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

SELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

Farm for Sale-
THE subscriber’s Farm at St. Mary’s, near the 

Kail way Station, containing 500 acres, 100 of 
which are under cultivation.

There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on 
the premises, all in good repair.

For further particulars apply to
JOHN A. EDWARDS,

F’ton, April 9, 1862. Queen Hotel.

THE ÂMERI0AN

Typewriter.

T
HIS is a well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, figures, and runctuation 
marks (71 in all) on full width paper, just like a $100 instrument. It is the first of its kind 
ever offered at a popular price, for which the above claim can be truthfully made It is not 
a toy, but a Typewriter built for and capable of real work. While not as rapid as the large 

machines sometimes become in expert hands, it is still at least, as rapid as the pen, and has the 
advantage of such simplicity, that it can he understood and mastered almost at a glance. Wo 
cordially commend it to helpful parents and teachers everywhere.

(D3XD3XD3—KK—(CaxDSOXD
Writes Capitals, small letters, figures and 

marks,!? 1 in all.
Writes just like a $100 machine.
No shift keys. No Ribbon. Prints from 

the type direct.
Prints on flat surface.
Writing always in sight.
Corrections and insertions easily made.
Takes any width of paper or envelope 

up to 8>^ inches.

Easy to understand, learned in five 
minutes.

Weighs only tour pounds, most portable.
Compact, takes up but little room.
Built solid and simple, can’t get out of 

order.
Capital and lower-case keyboard alike, 

easily mastered.
More “ margin play ” for the small letters 

which do most of the work.
Takes good letter press copies.

QX£3eaX£—XX—aXDOXDOXD

Packed securely in handsome case and expressed to any address, on receipt of price $8 oo 
in registered letter, money order or certified check. We guarantee every machine and are glad to 
answer all enquiries for further information. 6

Special Agent, Fredericton, N. B.

Address
BOSTON TRANSCRIPT CO.,

324 Washington Street, Boston, Mass.

McMURRAY & Oo.
-Have «Tlist Received.

American 
Makes.
CALL and SEE the\ 

GOODS.
Also a lot of

REMNANTS,
Which will be sold Low, to make room 

for New Goods.

P. S. Expected daily a Large Stock of Ingrain paper 
with Borders to match.

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

A CAR LOAD
------- OF--------

WALL PAPERS,
And are now prepared to show the largest 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian

-1

- A1TB -

McMurray & Co.


