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POETRY.
THE DIAL’S SHADOW.

0&, Cupid ; aay to her I love 
That roses fall and time is fleeting.

I watch the dial’s shadow move,
And waitr—and wait—to give her greeting 

For youth is sunshine onttjedial,
And love is btjLaft"f>Tcl, old story ;

j dance with lute and viol— 
he shadow moves—so ends their glory !

Go, Cupid, beckon with your wing,
That sweetest chance may waft her hither ; 

For we must woo, remembering 
How fast the rose#fall and wither.

And oft the dial long ago,
The pavement sunk with mossy edges, 

Saw Youth and Love meet all aglow,
And whisper by the old yew hedges.

Go, Cupid, tell the maid I prize 
How many in the courtyard wandering,

! What laughing lips and witching eyes,
In love’s delight their beauty squandered ! 

The ruffs, brocade, and buckled shoes,
How joftly down the paths they pattered 

With gallants gay and old-world hues, 
When crowns or kingdoms little mattered.

Go, Cupid, sleep ; your cheek is pale ;
And we can woo among the sages ; 

Romance is but a weary tale,
Monotonous from all ages,• •••**•

Hy heart 1 She comes from yonder door, 
And time and shadows flit forever ;

Why, there was never youth before,
And love like ours, oh, never-never !
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CONTINUED FROM THE CAPITAL.

'"ITdjmdeed ! I liked you before I saw you ! 
I always did like people that make other 
people’s hair stand oh end !

Black Donald looked at the girl from 
head to foot, and then said, coolly :

“Miss Black, I am afraid you are not 
good.”

“Yes I am—before folks ! ” said Cap.
“And now if you really like me as well 

a* you say you do, come give me a kiss.”
“I won’t ! ” said Cap., “until you have 

done your supper and washed your face. 
Your beard is full of crumbs ! ”

“Very well, I can wait awhile ! mean
time just brew me a bowl of egg-nog, by 
way of a night-cap, will you?” said the 
outlaw, drawing off his boots and stretch
ing his legs to the fire.

“Agreed ; but it takes two to make egg
nog ; you’ll have to whisk up the 
whites of the eggs into froth, while I beat 
the yellows, and mix the other ingred
ients,” said Cap. «■

“Just so,” assented the outlaw, standing 
up and taking off his coat, and flinging it 
upon the floor.

Cap. shuddered, but went on calmly 
with her preparations. There were two 
little white bowls sitting one within the 
other upon the table.

Black Donald sat down in his shirt
sleeves, took one of the bowls from Capitola 
and began to whisk up the whites with all 
his might and main.

Capitola beat up the yellows, gradually 
mixing the sugar with it. In the course 
of her work she complained that the heat 
of thè fire scorched her face, and she drew 
her chair farther towards the corner of 
the chimney, and pulled the stand after 
her.

“Oh ! you are trying to get away from 
me,” said Black Donald.

Cap. smiled, and went on beatiug her 
eggs and sugar together. Then she stirred 
in the brandy and poured in the milk, 
and took the bowl from Black Donald, and 
laid on the foam. Finally, she filled a 
goblet with the rich compound, and hand
ed it to her uncanny guest.

Black Donald untied his neck cloth, 
threw it upon the floor, and sipped his 
egg-nog, all the while looking over the top 
of the glass at Capitola.

“Miss Black,” he said, “it must lie past 
twelve o’clock.”

“I suppose it is,” said Cap.
“Then it must be long past your usual 

hour of retiring.”
“Of course it is,” said Cap.
“Then what are you waiting for ?”
“For my company to go home,” replied 

Cap.
“Meaning me ?”
“Meaning you.”
"Oh, don’t mind me, my dear.
“Very well,” said Cap., “I shall not 

trouble myself about you,” and her tones 
were steady though lier heart seemed 
turned into a ball of ice through terror.

Black Donald went on slowly sipping 
his egg-nog, filling up hie goblet when it 
was empty, and looked at Capitola over 
the top of the glass. At last he said :

“I have been watching you, Miss Black.”
•‘Little need to tell me that,” said Cap.
“And I have been reading you.”
“Well, I hope the page was entertaining.”
“Well—yes, my dear, it was, rather so. 

But why don’t you proceed !”
"Proceed—with what?”
“With what you are thinking of, iny 

darling.”
“I don’t understand you.”
“Why don’t you offer to go down stairs 

and bring up some lemons ?”
“Oh, I’ll go in a moment,” said Cap., “if 

you wish.”
“Ha—ha—ha—ha—ha! Of course you 

will, my darling ! and you’d deliver me in
to the hands of the Philistines, just as you 
did roy poor men when you fooled them 
about the victuals ! I know your tricks, 
and all your acting has no other effect on 
me than to make me admire your won
derful coolness and courage ; so, my dear, 
Stop puzzling your little head with schemes 
to baffle me. You are like the caged star
ling! You—can’t—get—out !” chuckled 
Black Donald, hitching his chair nearer to 
hers. He was now right upon the centre 
of the rug.

Capitola turned very pale, but not with 
fear, though Black Donald thought she did, 
and roared with laughter.

“Have you done your supper ?”she asked, 
with a sort of awful calmness.

“Yes, my duck,” replied the outlaw, 
pouring the last of his egg-nog into his 
goblet, drinking it at a draught, and chuck
ling as he set down the glass.

Capitola then lifted the stand with the 
refreshments to remove it to its usual 
place.

“What are you going to do, my dear?” 
asked Black Donald.

“Clear away the things and set the room 
in order,” said Capitola, in the same aw- 
ftilly calm tone.

“A nice little housewife you’ll make, my 
duck ” said Black Donald.

Capitola set the stand in its corner, and 
then removed her old arm-chair to its 
place before the dressing-bureau.

Nothing now remained upon the rug ex
cept Black Donald seated in the arm-chair.

Capitola paused ; her blood seemed freez
ing in her veins; her heart beat quickly ; 
her throat was choaked; her head 
foil nearly to bursting, and her eyes were

’led fcÿ’ a blinding film.
me, come, my duck—make haste ; it 

late ; haven’t you done setting the 
a in order yet ?” said Black Donald, 
xtiently.

one moment,” said Capitola, coming 
his chair and leaning upon the

’she said, r" 
not now

* •eadful calm- 
''ack Don- 

'er did

when your young soul was as white as 
your skin, before she ever dreamed her 
boy would grow black with crime. I will 
call you simply Donald, and entreat you to 
hear me for a few minutes.”

on, then, but talk fast, and leave 
ifiyUTother alone. Let the dead rest !”

“Donald,” she said, “men call you a 
man of blood : they say that your Hau l is 
red and your soul is black with crime.”

“ They may say what they like ; I care 
not,” laughed the outlaw.

“ But I do not believe all this of you. I 
believe that there is good in all, and much 
good in you ; that there is hope for all, and 
strong hope for you.”

“ Bosh ! stop talking poetry ! ‘Taint in 
my line, nor yours either !” laughed Black 
Donald.

“ But truth is in all our lines. Donald ! 
I repeat it, men call you a man of blood ! 
They say that your hands are red and 
your soul black with sin. Black Donald 
they call you ! But Donald, you never yet 
stained your soul with a crime as black as 
that which you think of perpetrating to
night !”

‘lVft must be' near one o’clock, and I’m 
tired.”

“ All your former acts,” continued Cap
itola, “have been those of a bold, bad man ! 
this act would be that of a base one !”

“ Take care, girl ! You are in my power !
“ I know my position ; but I must con

tinue. Hitherto you have robbed mail 
coaches and broken into rieli men’s houses. 
In deing thus, you have always boldly 
risked your life, often at such fearful odds 
that men have trembled at their firesides 
to hear it. And even woman, while de
ploring your crimes, have admired your 
courage.”

“ Ha-ha-ha ! Oh, you flatterer. Come— 
have you done ? I tell you it is after one 
o’clock, and I am tired to death ? I am 
tired of all this nonsense. I mean to carry 
you off, and there’s an end of it,” said the 
outlaw, doggedly raising from his seat.

“Stop?” said Capitola, turning ashen 
pale—“stop, sit down and hear me for just 
five minutes ; I will not tax your patience 
longer.”

The robber, sank again into his chair, 
saying :

“ Very well ; talk on for just five 
minutes and not a single second longer.

“ Donald, do not sink your soul to per
dition by a crime that Heaven cannot par
don. Listen to me ; I have jewels here 
worth several thousand dollars. If you 
will consent to go, I will give them all to 
you, and let you quietly out of the front 
door, and never say one word to mortal of 
what has passed here to-night.”

“ Ha-lia-ha ! why, my dear, how green 
you must think me ! What hinders me 
from possessing myself of your jewels as 
well as of yourself?” said Black Donald, 
impatiently rising.

“ Sit still ! the five minutes’ grace are 
not half out yet !” said Capitola, in a breath
less voice.

“ So they are not ! I will keep my prom
ise,”

“ Donald, uncle pays me a quarterly sum 
for pocket-money, which is at least five 
times as much as I can spend in this quiet 
country place. It has been accumulating 
for years until now I have several thous
and dollars all of my own. You shall have 
it if you will only go quietly away and 
leave me in peace !” prayed Capitola.

“ My dear, I intend to take that any
how ! take it as your bridal dower, you 
know. For I’m going to carry you off and 
made an honest wife of you !”

“ Donald, give up this heinous purpose!” 
cried Capitola, in an agony of supplication, 
as she leant over the back of the outlaw’s 
chair.

“ Yes, you know I will ! ha—ha— 
laughed the robber.

“ Man, for your own sake give it up !”
“ Ha-ha-lia ! for my sake !”
“ Yes, for yours ! Black Donald, have 

you ever reflected on death ?” asked Cap
itola, in a low and terrible voice.

“ I have risked it often enough ; but as 
to reflecting upon it, it will be time enough 
to do that when it comes. I am a power
ful man, in the prime and pride of life,” 
said the athlete, stretching himself exult- 
ingly.

“Black Donald—will you leave my 
room?” cried Capitola, in an agony of 
prayer.

“ No,” answered the outlaw, mocking 
her tone.

“ Is there no inducement that I can hold 
out to you, to leave me ?”

“None!”
Capitola raised herself from her leaning 

posture, took a step backwards so that she 
stood entirely free from the trap-door ; 
then slipping her foot under the rug, she 
placed it lightly on the spring-bolt, which 
she was careful not to press ; the ample 
foil of her dress concealed the position of 
her foot.

“ Man, I will give you one more chance 
Oh, man, pity yourself as I pity you, and 
consent to leave me.”

“ Ha-lia-ha ! it is quite likely that I will ! 
isn’t it now ? And now the five minutes 
grace are quite up.”

“ Stop ! don’t move yet ! before you stir 
say, ‘Lord have mercy on me !” said Cap
itola solemnly.

“ Ha-ha-ha ! that’s a pretty idea ! why 
should I say that ?”

“ Say it to pleas me ! only say it, Black 
Donald !”

“But why to please you?”
“ Because I wish not to kill both your 

body and soul ! becausç I would not send 
you prayerless into the presence of your 
Creator! For, Black Donald, within a few 
seconds your body will be hurled to swift 
destruction, and your soul will stand be
fore the bar of God !” said Capitola, with 
her foot upon the spring of the concealed 
trap.

She had scarcely ceased speaking before 
he bounded to his feet, whirled around, 
and confronted her, like a lion at bay, 
roaring forth:

“ You have a revolver there, girl ! move 
a finger and I shall throw myself upon 
you like an avalanche !”

“ I have no revolver ! watch my hands 
as I take them forth and see !” said Cap
itola, stretching her arras out towards him.

“ What do you mean, then, by your talk 
of sudden destruction ?” inquired Black 
Donald, in a voice of thunder.

“ I mean that it hangs over you ! that it 
is imminent ! that it is not to be escaped ! 
Oh, man, call on God, for you have not a 
minute to live !”

For an instant the outlaw gazed on her 
in consternation, and then recovering him
self, he burst into a loud laugh, exclaim
ing:

“Ha-ha-ha ! Well, I suppose this is 
what some people would call a piece of 
splendid acting. Do you expect to frighten 
me, my dear, as you did Craven Le Noir 
with the peas !”

“Say—‘Lord have mercy on my soul,” 
say it Black Donald, say it, I beseech you !” 
she prayed.

“Ha, ha, ha, my dear ! you may say it 
for me ! and to reward you, I will give you 
—such a kiss ! it will put life into those 
marble cheeks of yours !” he laughed.

“I will say it for you ! May the Lord 
pity and save"Black Donald’s soul, if that 
be yet possible for the Saviour’s sake!” 
prayed Capitola, in a broken voice, with 
her foot upon the concealed and fetal 
spring.

He laughed aloud, stretched forth his 
arms and rushed to clasp her.

She pressed the spring.
'Hie drop fell with a tremendous crash !
The outlaw shot downwards ! there was 

an instant’s vision of a white and panic-

stricken face, and wild uplifted hands as 
he disappeared, and then a square, black 
opening, was all that remained where the 
terrible intruder had sat.

No sight or sound came up from that 
horrible pit, to hint of the secrets of the 
prison house.

One shuddering glance at the awful void, 
and then Capitola turned and threw her
self, face downwards, upon the bed, not 
daring to rejoice in the safety that had 
been purchased by such a dreadfiil deed, 
feeling that it was an awful, though a com
plete victory !

CHAPTER L. 
the next morning.
Oh, such a day !

So fought, so followed and so fairly woh
Came not till now to dignify the times 

Since Caesar’s fortunes.—Shakespeare,

It was late in the morning when at last 
nature succumbed, and Capitola sank into 
a deep sleep. She ha&mot slept long when 
she was aroused from a profound state of 
insensibility by a loud, impatient knock
ing at her door.

She started up wildly and gazed around 
her. For a minute she could not remem
ber what were the circumstances under 
which she had lain down, or what was 
that vague feeling of horror and alarm 
that possessed her. Then the yawning 
trap-door, the remnants of the supper, and 
Black Donald’s coat, hat and boots upon 
the floor, drove in upon her reeling brain 
the memory of the night of terror !

The knocking continued more loudly 
and impatiently, accompanied by the voice 
of Mrs. Condiment, cfying :

“Miss Capitals ! Miss Capitola ! why, 
what can be the matter with her?—Miss 
Capitola !” .

“Eh! what ? yes!” answered Capitola, 
pressing her hands to her feverish fore
head, and putting back her dishevelled 
hail-.

“Why, how soundly you sleep, my dear ! 
I’ve been calling and rapping here for a 
quarter of an hour ! Good gracious child, 
what made you oversleep yeurself so ?”

“I—did not get to bed till very late,” 
said Capitola, confusedly.

“Well, well, my dear, make haste now, 
your uncle is none of the patientest, and 
he has been waiting breakfast for some 
time ! Come, open the door and I will 
help you to dress, so that you may be 
ready sooner.”

Capitola rose from the side of the bed, 
where she had been sitting, and went 
cautiously around that gaping trap-door 
to her chamber door, when she missed the 
key, and suddenly remembered that it had 
been in Black Donald’s pocket when he 
fell. A shudder thrilled her frame at the 
thought of that horrible fell.

“Well, well, Miss Capitola, why don’t 
you open the door?” cried the old lady, 
impatiently.

“Mrs. Condiment, I have lost the key— 
dropped it down the trap-door. Please 
ask uncle to send for some one to take the 
lock off—and don’t wait breakfast for me.”

“Well, I do think that was very careless, 
my dear ; but I’ll go at once,” said the old 
lady, moving away.

She had not been gone more than ten 
minutes, when Old Humean was heard 
coming, blustering along the hall, and 
calling :

“What now, you imp of Satin ? What 
mischief have you been at now ? Opening 
the trapdoor, you mischievous monkey ! 
I wish from the bottom of my soul yon 
had fallen into it, and I should have got 
rid of one trial ! Losing your key, you 
careless baggage ! I’ve a great mind to leave 
you looked up there for ever.”

Then scolding, Old Hurricane reached 
the spot, and began to ply screw-drivers 
and chisels until at length the strong 
lock yielded, and he opened the door.

There a vision met his eyes that arrested 
his steps upon the very threshold ; the 
remains of a bacchanalian supper ; a man’s 
coat and hat and boots upon the floor ; in 
the midst of the room the great, square, 
black opening ; and beyond it, standing 
upon the hearth, the form of Capitola, with 
disordered dress, dishevelled hair, and 
wild aspect.

“Oh, uncle, see what I have been obliged 
to do ! ” she, exclaimed, extending both 
her arms down towards the opening with 
a look of blended horror and inspiration, 
such as might have sat upon the counten
ance of some sacrificial priestess of the 
old time.

“What—what—what ! ” cried the old 
man, nearly dumb with amazement.

“Black Donald was in my room last 
night ; he stole from his concealment and 
had locked the door on the inside, and with
drawn the key, thus locking me in with
himself, and-----” she ceased and struck
both hands to her face, shuddering from 
head to foot.

“Go on girl ! ” thundered Old Hurricane, 
in an agony of anxiety.

TO BE CONTINUED.

HOW SHE DECEIVED HIM.
It was the anniversary of John Kendal’s 

wedding day.
Seven years ago to-night he had married 

Geneva Dale, the prettiest girl in all Eaton. 
Seven years ago to-night he had started in 
the world with high hopes and joyous 
anticipations.

Now, alas ! thèy were all blighted. Here 
he was, a wretched invalid, with every 
bone racked by the tortures of sciatica, 
stretched on a homely pallet, under the 
sloping roof of a four-story room in a tene
ment house, with little Johnny beside him 
conning a worn-out picture-book by the 
reflection of the sunset from an opposite 
chimney, for of direct sunlight in that room 
they had none. Little wonder that he 
drew a deep sigh as he remembered then 
and now. Johnny looked up from the 
entrancing pages of “Puss in Boots.”

“ Is your pain worse, papa?” said he.
“ No, child, no,” said Kendal. “Of the 

two it’s a little better. I think I might 
sit up a little if your mother were here to 
help me dress.”

“Couldn’t I help you, papa?” said the 
child.

“No, little man, you’ve hardly the 
strength.”

Johnny went back, with a solemn, 
absorbed countenance to “Puss in Boots,” 
and presently the door opened and Mrs. 
Kendal came in, bonneted and shawled.

Yes, she was just as pretty and slender 
and bright eyed as she had been seven 
years ago, and she greeted husband and 
son with the cheeriest of smiles and 
pleasantest of words as she laid off her 
things and commenced the preparation 
for their painfully simple evening meal.

“For I’ve got to be on hand early to
night,” said she.

A slight cloud came over Mr. Kendal’8 
face.

“ Can not you spend this one evening 
with us, Geneva ?” said he. “It seems as 
if I saw nothing at all of you these days. 
I’m afraid you are working too hard, dear. 
And you remember what anniversary this 
is?” ’—v

She stooped down and preesed her lips 
to his forehead. >

“ As if I should forget, John,” said she. 
“As if I coqld ever forget. But we are so 
busy at the library. And this evening 
work will only last a few weeks more.”

“ Johnny and I had a plan,” pursued 
Kendal, “to celebrate this anniversary. 
The child has seen the circus posters, and 
he hungers and thirsts to get a peep of 
the ishow.’ Couldn’t we take him, Jenny? 
It isn’t far, you knowp-and my sciatica is

really a deal better to-night ! Come, dear. 
Let us give ourselves a little treat for once.”

Mrs. Kendal had paused abruptly In 
what she was doing, but her fece was 
turned away from her husband as she re
plied quickly :

“ My dear, you are crazy to think of such 
a thing ! You \ill be*sure to catch a cold— 
and as for Johnny, he’s a deal to young 
for any such nonsense. You must neither 
of you think of such a thing !”

John Kendal was silent; evidently he 
was a little hurt at this abrupt dismissal 
of his proposition. Little Johnny began 
to plead his own cause.

“ Mamma,” said he, “I never went to a 
circus. I do want so much to know what 
a circus is like ! and the picture on the 
fences are so beautiful. Please, mamma, 
can’t I go?”

His mother took no heed of "his en
treaties, but poured his mug of sky-blue 
city milk and dealt out his portion of 
bread and apple sauce with a preoccupied 
silence. She sat only a few minutes after 
the meal was over ; and then with an af
fectionate kiss took leave of her husband 
and child.

“ I won’t be later than I can help,” said 
she. “Good-night, dear. Good-night, 
mamma’s own little Jacky !”

But after she was-gone,—to take charge 
of the books of an Evening Lending lib
rary, under the patronage of sundry char
itable great ladies, a sort of supplement to 
her scant wages as forewoman in a Broad
way millinery during the day—little 
Johnny stole to his father's side.

“ Papa,” said he wistfully, “I do so wish 
I could see the circus !”

Kendal drew a collapsed-looking purse 
from under his pillow and counted its con
tents.

“ You shall, Johnny !” said he. “If ma
ma declines to escort us we’ll go by our
selves. You shall help dress me and bring 
me my cane—and we’ll make strife to have 
one evening’s pleasuring, you and I, if we 
are nothing but a cripple and a child !”

For the hurt of Geneva’s seeming neglect 
rankled still in his heart.

When the curtain of the “Great Fontara- 
lian show” rose that night, a pale man 
wrapped in a shabby overcoat, with an 
eager little child sitting beside him, oc
cupied two of the cheapest seats. John 
Kendal was tired and weary—but to little 
Johnny the glittering foot-lights, thé tan- 
bark-sprinkled ring, the bunting-draped 
platform, were like glimpses from Fairy 
Land! His eyes sparkled, his cheeks glowed 
like red roses.

“ Oh, papa,” he whispered, “can it be 
real?”

One by one the “Manifold and Unsur
passed Attractions” (see show bills !) ofthe 
“Great Fontaralian Show” were brought 
out. Johnny laughed over the clown, ut
tered crics of ecstacy when the Beautiful 
Columbine jumped through the tissue 
paper hoops, and stood up in his seat to 
scrutinize every gambol of the Trained 
Elephants and the Educated Horses. last 
of all came the Highland Fling, danced 
by the “Peerless Signora Genevieva Car- 
della,” in the midst or a semi-circle of tall 
Highlanders, with dirks, plumes, and clay
mores. There was great applause as she 
bounded on the platform in full Scotch 
costume—evidently La Signora Genevieva 
was a great favourite—and the clapping 
of hands nearly overbore the wild High
land music of the band. John Kendal 
straightened himself suddenly in his seat. 
There was Scotch blood in his veins, and 
the martial strains thrilled them through 
and through ; but it was not that brought 
the flush to his cheeks.

“ Great Heaven !” he said to himself, 
‘‘can I be mistaken !”

“It’s mamma ! ” cried Johnny, in an 
excited sotte voce, “it’s mamma in a 
spangled frock, with a plaid sash on.”

Geneva Kendal it was, thus strangely 
metamorphosed ; but happily for her own 
selfpoise and consciousness, she did not 
see the members of her own little home- 
circle until she was courtesying her last 
acknowledgments to the plaudits of the 
crowd. Then, of a sudden, she turned 
scarlet to the very roots of her hair, and 
glided off the platform, with the corps of 
kilted Highlanders following to the blafe 
of the national bagpipes.

Just outside the building she joined her 
husband and son, a few minutes after
ward. f

“Mamma,” cried Johnny,” was it you? 
And what have have you done with the 
beautiful spangled frock, and the satin 
slippers, and the little velvet cap? And, 
mamma, who learned you to dance ? ”

“ So,” said John Kendal, bitterly,” this 
is your Evening Lending Library, k it? 
Was it quite magnanimous of you, Geneva, 
to deceive one as helpless and confiding as 
your husband?” >

“Oh, John, forgive me,” she murmured, 
clinging closely to his arm, “but I dared 
not tell you. The Lending Library was 
closed long ago—and Mrs. Wynyard, whose 
husband is one of the proprietors of this 
show, asked me, just for one night, to take 
the place of their Scottish girl, who had left 
them at two hours notice. She knew 
that I could dance this thing—don’t you 
remember, John, how we both learned it 
of the queer old French waltzing-master 
at Galley Mountain—and I did it for her 
once. And they offered me a liberal sum— 
and, Oh John, was it very wrong? For I’ve 
saved up almost enough to take you to 
that great doctor on Fifth Avenue. That 
was what I’ve been working for all along ! 
But I dared not tell you until the sum 
was complete.”

“Geneva,” said Kendal, in a low voice, 
I’m not worthy of such a wife as you 'are. 
For all this time I have been criticising 
you in my heart, and to night thé'1 old 
Convenanter blood rose in my veins and 
bade me put away the woman who could 
thus dance before a crowd even as Her- 
odias’ daughter danced before the potentate 
of old ! You, dearest—you, this angel in 
disguise! I even dared to think this 
of you ! Can you fo rgive me ? ”

The great Fifth Avenue doctor uttered 
words of cheer and confort to the young 
printer and his wife : he prophesied better 
days and even condescended to speak to 
them of lesser details.

“Mrs. Wynyard is a patient of mine,” 
said he. “She has told me your story. 
And I wonder if you think me such an 
all-devouring shark as to accept this hard 
earned money of yours, Mrs. Kendal. No, 
no—take it to keep your husband for six 
weeks at the Eros Hot Sulphur Springs in 
Pennsylvania, and we shall have him a 
well man yet.”

And in spite of all her remonstrances, 
this obstinate Fifth Avenue doctor would 
have his way.

This was the turning-point in John Ken
dal’s destiny. The Hot Sulphur Springs 
acted like a charm; he returned to the 
city with new hope and, new strength. -

“It’s my turn to work now, little wife,” 
said he. “Patient little wife, who never, 
never worried when things were at there 
worst ; brave little wife, who fought fete 
single-handed ! We shall see now is we can 
not earned a home out among the trees, 
with birds singing at the window, where 
you shall sit and rest.”

His prophecy came true. He did win 
for her the home and many another good 
gift, and the toilsome past was left behind 
them. But none of them will ever forget 
-'rjToimny least of all—that night at the 
“Gijeat Fontaralian Show," when La Sig
nora Genevieva Cardella danced the 
Highland Fling with those ranks of plum
ed, Highlanders ranged silently in the 

kground.

NEWS ANP NOTES.
The epidemic of influenza in Russia is 

spreading.

At Bloomington, Ill.,a woman committed 
suicide because of a heavy assessment 
levied for block paving in front of her 
store.

It might not be out of order to remark, 
now that Christmas is drawing near, that 
the largest perfect diamond in the world — 
the “ Imperial ”—is for sale. It is owned 
by an English syndicate, weighs 180 carats 
and can be bought for $1,000,000.

“Mike” Kelly telegraphs President John
son of the Brotherhood :—“All rumors to 
the contrary, I shall sign Clarkson and 
Ganzel before I leave for home.” It is 
rumored that the National League has 
offered the “King” pitcher $10,000 per year.

A little girl, who had no brothers or 
sisters for associates, was given a pretty 
kitten, of which she was very fond and 
proud. A member of the family ventured 
to suggest in her presence one day, proba
bly to plague her a bit, that she would not 
think so much of it when it got to be a 
great big tomcat, to which shesquickly and 
indignantly replied : “ Well, I guess my 
little kitten never will be a tomcat ! ” “Do 
you know what a tomcat is? ” was asked. 
“Yes, I do,” she replied, manifesting all 
the scorn and contempt for the creature 
she could command ; “ it is one that climbs 
trees and acts like a boy.”

CONSUMPTION SURELY CURED.
Please inform your readers that I have a 

positive remedy for the above named disease. 
By its timely use thousands of hopeless cases 
have been permanently cured. I shall be 
glad to send two bottles of my remedy free 
to any of your readers who have consump
tion if they will send me their Express and 
P. O. address. Respectfully, Dr. T. A. 
Slocum 164 West Adelaide street, Toronto, 
Ont.

They say it is a great treat to hear a 
cultivated Boston girl sing “ Whence Did 
You Procure that Tile ? ” or “ John Procure 
Your Fowling Piece.”

Jerome Park, New York, has ceased to 
exist as a race track. It has lost $85,000 
during the last season’s warfare with the 
new Westchester track, and a mortgage of 
$100,000 has been ordered to be placed upon 
it, and the land will be put upon the 
market.

There is talk of another new base ball 
organization. Magnates of the national 
league and minor leagues have been in 
correspondence'lately over the organization 
of an eastern league. It is proposed to take 
the presents Athletic association as a 
nucleus, and to establish clubs in Boston’ 
Brooklyn, Philadelphia and Baltimore or 
Washington. It is said that the consent of 
the national league clubs in Boston, Brook
lyn, and Washington has been obtained for 
the establishment of clubs in those cities.

FOR RICKETS, MERASMUS, AND ALL 
WASTING DISORDERS OF 

CHILDREN
Sco t’s Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oil with 
Hypophosphites, is un equaled. The rap
idity with which children gain flesh and 
strength upon it is very wonderful, “I have 
used Scott’s Emulsion in cases of Rickets 
and Marasmus of long standing. In every 
case the improvement was marked,"—J. M. 
Main M. D., New York- Put up in 50c. and 
$1 size.

The Russian Emperor, according to 
Mr. Labouchere, is in constant dread of 
assassination, and this state of ever-present 
fear, added to the hereditary melancholy 
of the Romanoff family, has so utterly 
shattered his nerves that for days together 
he is practically not responsible for his 
actions. The Emperor smokes incessantly, 
and not only endeavors to sustain his 
spirits by copious libations of champagne 
and brandy, but of late he has taken to 
dragging himself with chloral.

CONSUMPTION CURED.
An old physician, retired from practice 

having had placed in his hands by an East 
India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and per
manent cure of Consumption, Bronchitis, 
Catarrh, Asthma and all Throat and Lung 
Affections, also a positive and radical cure 
for Nervous Debility and all Nervous Com
plaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has 
feR h his duty to make it known to his 
suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive 
and desire to relieve human suffering, I will 
send, free of charge, to all who desire it, 
their recipe, in German, French or English, 
with full directions for preparing and using. 
Sent by mail by addressing with stamp, 
naming this paper. W. A. Noyles 194 
Power’s Block, Rochester, N. Y.

At a recent exhibition of drugs in 
Brooklyn, N. Y., there was one case of bot
tles about enough to fill an ordinary barrel, 
the total value of which was over $30,000. 
The most costly drug in the case was 
labelled “ Hom-atropine hydrobromate; 
cryst. ” It was all in one bottle, contain
ing six pounds, and was valued at $12,600, 
or at the rate of $2,100 a pound. This drug 
is an alkaloid, artificially prepared from 
atropine. Its effects are similar to those of 
atropine, but so lasting. It is a prepara
tion of belladone and is chiefly used in 
treatment of the eyes, and always in 
minute quantities. It expands the pupil 
of the eye.

Advice to Mothers. — M rs. Winslow’s 
Soothing Syrup should always be used when 
children are cutting teeth. It relieves the 
little sufferer at once; it produces natural, 
quiet sleep by relieving the child from pain, 
and theTittle cherub awakes as “bright as a 
button.” It is very pleasant to taste. It 
soothes the child, softens the gums, allays 
all pain, relieves wind, regulates the bowels, 
and is the best known remedy for diarrhoea, 
whether arising from teething or other causes 
Twenty-five cents a bottle. Be sure and ask 
for “Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup and 
take no other kind.

The native Egyptian is an extremely 
good subject for surgical operation. Clot 
Bey, the founder of modem medicine in 
Egypt, has it that “ it requires as much 
surgery to kill one Egyptian as seven Euro
peans. In the native hospitals, the man 
whose thigh is amputated at two o,clock 
is sitting up and lively at six.” Shock is 
almost entirely unknown, and dread of an 
impending operation quite an exception. 
In explanation may be noted the resigna
tion inculcated by their religion ; the very 
small proportion of meat in, and the total 
absence of alcohol from, their diet ; and in 
general their regular, abstemious, out-of- 
door life.

Prince Oscar Bernadette, the second son 
of the King of Sweden, who a couple of 
years ago renounced the rank and privi
leges of his royal birth to marry Miss 
Ebba Munck, performed au act of gallantry 
last week which will go far to increase his 
popularity throughout his father’s domin
ions. A small boat with three men had 
capsized near the head of the pier at 
Karlskrona, where he resides. Without 
hesitating a moment the young giant — 
his stature is 6 feet 3 inches—jumped 
fiilly dressed, into the sea and succeeded in 
rescuing two of the drowning men. The 
third disappeared beneath the waves, and 
his body was found in the surf a couple of 
days later. Prince Oscar is about to receive 
a reward for his courage in the shape of 
the litt» medal “ for saving life, ” the same 
which Prince Bismarck prices above all his 
other orders and decorations.

\ i
Employs no Agents, but^giv^s the 
Large Commission to the Buyer, and 
by so doing, can Sell you an

X

ORGAN-

AT VERY LOW PRICES'

and on as easy terms as any other 
company on the

INSTALMENT PLAN.

Call and xee cur (IKS’NS and PH ICES.

WE S E L 
THIS SEWING MACHINE

rt»-| q AND THE HIGHEST PRICE MACHINE MADE IN 
1U1 tplo, CANADA FOR $27-50. AFTER USING THEM SIX 
MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, MONEY REFUNDED.

CALL AND 8EE THEM.

-WE ALSO SELL THE-

Celebrated “White” Sewing Machine,
which took the First Prize Gold Medal over all others at the Paris Exhibition.

ROOM PAPER We have much pleasure in stating that we have bought in the United States, 
-before the rise in Wall Papers, 1700 Rolls, and will he in a position very shortly 
to show the BEST ASSORTMENT of WALL PAPERS to be had anywhere, in 

Brown and White, Blacks, Gilts, Granites, Engrain and fine Gold Papers, with Borders to match ; and we will offer them at 
prices never known in this City.

BROWNS FROM 5 CENTS UPWARDS ; WHITES FROM 8 CENTS UPWARDS;
GILTS FROM 20 CENTS UPWARDS.

Call and see the Stock and Prices. To arrive this week from Montreal, 8000 Rolls (cheap) 'Wholesale or Retail.

McMURRAY & CO-

#ee£#rs 5c nx~^ '

THE HERALD

i
Corner Queen and Regent Streets,

FREDERICTON, N. B.

KENDALL’S 
SPAVIN CURE

The Most Successful Remedy ever disco* 
©red, as it is certain in its effects and does 

not blister. Read proof below.

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURE.
Office of Charles A. Snyder, j

Breeder of V
Cleveland Bay and Trotting Bred Horses. ) 

_ _ _ _ Elmwood, III., Nov. 30,1888.Dr. B. J. Kendall Co.
_ Dear Sirs : I have always purchased your Ken* 
flairs Spavin Cure by the half dozen bottles, I 
would like prices in larger quantity. I think it is 
one of the best liniments on earth. I have used it 
cn my stables for three years.

Yours truly, Chas. A. Snyder.

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURE.
^ „ „ „ Brooklyn, N. Y., November 8, 1888. Dr. B. J. Kendall Co.

Dear Sirs : I desire to give you testimonial of my 
good opinion of j our Kendall's Spavin Cure. I have 
used ic for Lameness. Stiff Joints and 
Bpn v ; ns, and I have found it a sure euro, I cordi
ally jvcommend it to all horsemen.

Yours truly, A. H. Gilbert,
Manager Troy Laundry Stables.

KieALL’S SPAVIN CURE.
Sant, Winton County, Ohio, Dec. 19, 1888.

Dr. B. .7. Kendall Co.
Gents : I feel It my duty to say what I have done 

with your Kendall’s Spavin Cure. I have cured 
iwvmy-ti vo horses that had Spavlnê. ten of 
E.i i i: % Ifouc. nine afflicted with Big Head and 
xpv: .» of $;;* J aw. Since I have had one of your 
l f - ? fo.lowed the directions, I have nevei 
\05t- c •. •€> of any kind.

vara truly, Andrew Turner,
Horse Doctor.

EWL’S SPAVIN CURE.
JV- • . <1 :¥r bottle, or six bottles for $5. All Drug- 

r can get It for you, or it will be sent 
sa on receipt of price by the proprie* 

to all Co., Enosburg'

AKD\

gist 5 ! 
to c o 
tors. .
SOLi-

3. Kmdall Co., Énosburgh FaHi^Vt.

BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

WHY YOU SHOULD USB

Scoffs Emulsion
w Cod I.iVOS* Oil WHS 

HYr- :-»:-}OSPHS7B8.

It is Palatrfcl > & : I— i
It is thros ti»o ; as cSoacions as plain 

Cod Liver Oil.
It is far superior to all other so-called 

BauldosS
It is a gi.rfest "mulsion, does not sepa* 

rajeor change.
It la-wonderful as a flerh producer. 
ÏÈisflhe best remedy for Consumption, 

~ * ' B-cnckltis, Wasting Die-
' aaftitwvsiA firtnwVifi anj, Colds.

•-»

MACREDIE,
isFil
K_/

TIlN SMITH,
WOULD inform the people of Fredei 

icton and vicinity that he has re 
eumed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE,
where he is prepared to nil an oruers in 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c. 
CABINET MAKING

AND

UNDERTAKING.
The cabinet making and undertak

ing BUSINESS, heretofore carried on by the 
late Jackson Adams, will be continued by the Sub
scribers, (his sons) at the

Old Stand, Court House Square,
FREDERICTON,

with same attention and promptness as under the 
former management

CASKETS OF FINEST QUALITY, COF 
FINS AND ALL FUNEUAL NECES

SARIES ALWAYS ON HAND.

JAMES ADAMS, JOHN C. ADAMS.
Dated thia 24th day of August, A. D. 1889.

^jPhronio Coughs

èo

(liquid.)
fiCtT Note.—This favorite medicine is put 

up in oval bottles holding three *ounces 
each, with the name blown in the glass, 
and the name of the inventor, S. R. Camp
bell, in red ink across the face ofthe label. 
Beware of imitations, refuse all substi
tutes, and you will not be disappointed.

flarapM’s fjathartic florapM 
Cures Chronic fjonstipation, 

flostiyeness, M all flora*
arising from a disordered state of the Liv 
Stomach and Bowels, such as 
Dyspepsia or Indigestion, Bili 
Affections, Headache, Heartb 
Acidity of the Stomach, Rheum 
Loss of Appetite, Gravel, N 
Debility, Nausea, or Vomiting, e 

Prlco 25 Cent, per Bottle.
PREPARED ONLY BY

DAVIS & LÀWSENCE CO. (Lim
MONTBEAU

EXHAUSTED VITAL
n

IHE SCIENCE OF LIFE, 
the great Medical Work of 

the age on Manhood, Nervous 
and Phj’sical DtJWlity, Prema 

ture Decline, Errors ot XvNth,^ 
and the untold miseries con^- 
quent thereon» 300 pages 8 o.,
125 prescrip tions for all dieas
es. Cloth, full gilt, only *1.00, by mail, sealed. Ill 
ustrative sample tree to i\i young and middle-aged 
men. 8.end now. The Gold and Jewelled Medal 
awarded to the author ty the National Medical Amo- 
ciationf- Address P. Box 1895, Boston, Mass., of 
Dr. W • H. PARKER.graduate ot Harvard Medical 
Colle/gc, 25 years’ prj0tice in Boston, who may be 
cons/ulted confideitiallv. Specialty, Diseases of 
Ma.n. Office, No 4 Bulfmcli Street 78-48
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Flo^r. Flour.
Iti Store and to Arrive:

a.QQo Hole. Flo ur,

Gem, £eo, Diamond, Ken’ 
by

A. F. RA
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