
POETRY.

THE DAY’S GOSSIP.

THE FRONT G,VE.

An old and crippled gate am I,
And twenty years have passed 

Since I was swung up high and dry 
lletwixt those posts so fast ;

But now I’ve grown so powerful weak — 
Despised by man and beast —

I’m scarcely strong enough to squeak, 
Although I'm never greased.

’Twits twenty years ago, I say,
When Mr. Enos White 

Came kind of hanging 'round my way 
'Most every other night.

He hung upon my starboard side 
And she upon the other.

Till Susan Smith became his bride.
And in due time a mother.

I groaned intensely when I heard — 
Despite I am no churl —

My doom breathed m a single word :
The baby was a girl !

And as she grew, and grew, ami grew,
I loud bemoaned my fate ;

For she was very fair to view,
And I — I was the gate !

Then in due time a lover came, 
Betokening my ruin,

A dapper fellow, Brown by name,
The grown-up baby wooin’ !

They sprang upon me in the gloam,
And talked of moon and star,

They are married now and live at home 
Along with pa and ma.

My lot was happy for a year —
No courting night and day —

I bad no thought, I had no fear 
Bad luck would come my way.

But oh, this morning — save the mark !
There came a wild surprise,

A shadow flitted grim and dark 
Across my sunny skies.

A doctor with a knowing smile,
A nurse with face serene,

A bustle in the house the while —
Great Scott ! What does it mean ?

My hinges ache, the lock is weak,
My pickets in a whirl ;

I hear that awful doctor speak —
It is another girl.
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CHAPTER I.
A DYING REQUEST.

“You are obstinate and ungrateful.
You would rather see me suffer and die, 
than bend your stubborn pride in the 
effort to obtain relief for me. You will 
not try to save me.”

The thin, hysterically unsteady voice 
ended in a sob, and the frail, wasted form 
of the speaker leaned forward, as if the 
issue of life or death hung upon an answer.

The tower clock of a neighboring church 
began to strike the hour of noon, and not 
until the echo of the last stroke had died 
away, was there a reply to the appeal.

“ Mother, try to be just to me. My 
pride is for you, not for myself. I shrink 
from seeing my mother crawl to the feet of 
a man who has disowned and spumed her;
I cannot consent that she should humbly 
beg for rights so unnaturally withheld.
Every instinct of my nature revolts from 
the step you require of me, and I feel as 
if you held a hot iron in your hand wait­
ing to brand me.”

“ Your proud sensitiveness runs in a 
strange groove, and it seems you would 
prefer to see me a pauper in a hospital 
rather than go to your grandfather and 
ask for help. Beryl, time presses, and if 
I die for want of aid, you will be respon­
sible ; when it is too late, you will re­
proach yourself. If I only knew where 
and how to reach my dear boy, I should 
not importune you. Bertie would not re­
fuse obedience to my wishes.”

The silence which followed was so pro­
longed that a mouse crept from its covert 
in some corner of the comfortless garret 
room, and nibbled at the fragments of 
bread scattered on the table.

Beryl stood at the dormer window, hold­
ing aside the faded blue cotton curtain, 
and the mid-day glare falling upon her, 
showed every curve of her tall, full form ; 
every line in the calm, pale Sibyline face.

The large, steel grey eyes were shaded 
by drooping lids, heavily fringed with 
black lashes, but when raised in a steady 
gaze the pupils appeared abnormally di­
lated; and the delicately traced black 
brows that overarched them, contrasted 
conspicuously with the wealth of deep 
auburn hair darkened by mahogany tints, 
which rolled back in shining waves from 
her blue veined temples. While mould­
ing the figure and features upon a scale 
almost heroic, nature had jealously guard 
ed the symmetry of her work, and in ad­
dition to the perfect proportion of the 
statuesque outlines, had bestowed upon 
the firm white flesh a gleaming smooth­
ness, suggestive of fine grained marble 
highly polished. Majesty of mien im­
plies much, which the comparatively 
short period of eighteen years rarely con­
fers, yet majestic most properly describes 
this girl, whose archetype Veleda read 
runic myths to the Bructeri in the twi­
light of history.

Beryl crossed the room, and with her 
hands folded tightly together, came to the 
low bed, on which lay the wreck of a 
once beautiful woman, and stood for a 
moment silent and pre-occupied. With a», Jore him. 
sudden gesture of surrender, she stooped 
her noble head, as if assuming a yoke, 
and drew one long deep breath. Did 
some prophetic intuition show her at 
that instant the Phicean Hill and its 
dread tenant, which sooner or later we 
must all confront?

“ Dear mother, I submit. Obedience to 
your commands certainly ought not to 
lead me astray ; yet I feel that I stand at 
the cross-roads, longing to turn and flee 
from the way whither your finger points.
I have no hope of accomplishing any 
good, and nothing but humiliation can re­
sult from the experiment ; but I will go.
Sometimes I believe that fate maliciously 
hunts up the things we most bitterly ab­
hor, and one by one sets them down be­
fore us — labelled Duty. When do you 
wish me to start?

“ To-night, at nine o’clock. In the let­
ter which you will take to father, I have 
told him our destitution, and that the 
money spent for your railway ticket has 
been obtained by the sacrifice of the 
diamonds and pearls that were set around 
my mother’s picture ; that cameo which 
lie had cut in Rome and framed in Paris.
Beryl so much depends on the impression 
you make upon him, that you must guard 
your manner against haughtiness. Try to 
be patient, my daughter, and if he should 
seem harsh, do not resent his words. He 
is old now, and proud and bitter, but he 
once Bad a tender love for me. I was his 
ido.l, and when my child pleads, he will 
relent.”

laid her thin hot fingers

Grantlin impressed upon us the necessity 
of keeping your nervous system quiet: 
Take your medicine now, and try to sleep 
until I come back from Stephen & Endi- 
cott’s.”

“ Po not go to-day.”
“ I must. Those porcelain types were 

promised for a certain day, and they 
should be packed in time for the after­
noon express, going to Boston.”

“Beryl.”
“Well, mother?"
“Come nearer to me. Give me your 

hand. My heart is so oppressed by dread, 
that I want you to promise me something, 
which I fancy will lighten my burden. 
Life is very uncertain, and if I should die, 
what would become of my Bertie ? Oh, 
my boy ! my darling, my first-born ! He 
is so impulsive, so headstrong; and no 
one but his mother could ever excuse or 
forgive his waywardness. Although 
younger, you are in some respects the 
strongest ; and I want your promise that 
you will always be patient and tender 
with him, and that you will shield him 
from evil, as I have tried to do. His con­
science, of course, is not sensitive like 
yours — because you know, a boy’s moral 
nature is totally different from a girl’s ; 
and like most of his sex, Bertie has no 
religious instincts bending him always in 
the right direction. Women generally 
have to supply conscientious scruples for 
men, and you can take care of your 
brother, if you will. You are unusually 
brave and strong, Beryl, and when I am 
gone, you must stand between him and 
trouble. My good little girl, will you ? ”

The large luminous eyes that rested 
upon the flushed face of the invalid, filled 
with a mist of yearning compassionate 
tenderness, and taking her mother’s 
hands, Beryl laid the palms together, then 
stooping nearer, kissed her softly.

“ I think I have never lacked love for 
Bertie, though I may not always have 
given expression to my feelings. If at 
times I have deplored his reckless way­
wardness, and expostulated with him, 
genuine affection prompted me ; but I 
promise you now, that I will do all a 
sister possibly can for a brother. Trust 
me, mother; and rest in the assurance 
that his welfare shall be more to me than 
my owu ; that should the necessity arise, 
I will stand between him and trouble. 
Banish all depressing forebodings. When 
you are strong and well, and when I paint 
my great picture, we will buy a pretty 
cottage among the lilacs and roses, where 
birds sing all day long, where cattle pasture 
in the clover nooks; and then Bertie, 
your darling, shall never leave you again.”

“ I do trust you, for your promise means 
more than oath and vows from other 
people, and if occasion demand, I 
know you will guard my Bertie, my 
high-strung, passionate, beautiful boy ! 
Your pretty cottage? Ah, child! when 
shall we dwell in Spain?”

“ Some day, some day ; only be hope­
ful, and let me find you better when I 
return. Sleep, and dream of our pretty 
cottage. I must hurry away with my 
pictures, for this is pay day."

Tying the strings of her hat under one 
ear, and covering her face with a blue 
veil, Beryl took a paste-board box from a 
table, on which lay brushes -and paints, 
and leaving the door ajar, went down the 
narrow stairs.

At the window of a small hall on the 
next floor, a woman sat before her sewing- 
machine, bending so close to her work 
that she did not see the tall form, which 
paused before her, until a hand was laid 
on the steel plate.

“ Mrs. Emmet, will yon please be so 
good as to go up after awhile, and see if 
mother needs anything ? ”

“ Certainly, Miss, if I am here, but I 
have some sewing to carry home this 
afternoon.”

“ I shall not be absent more than two 
hours. To-night I am going south to at­
tend to some business ; and mother tells 
me you have promised to wait upon her, 
and allow your daughter Maggie to sleep 
on a pallet by her bed, while I am gone. 
I cannot tell you, how grateful I shall be 
for any kindness you may show her, and 
I wish you would send the baby often to 
her room, as he is so sweet and cunning, 
and his merry ways amuse her.”

“ Yes, I will do all I can. We poor 
folks who have none of this world’s goods, 
ought to be rich at least in sympathy and 
pity for each other’s suffering, for-'it is 
about all we have to share. Don’t you' 
worry and fret, for I will see your ma has 
what she needs. I was mothered by the 
best woman God ever made, and since 
she died, every sick mother I see has a 
sort of claim on my heart.”

Pausing an instant, to adjust the tucker 
of her machine, Mrs. Emmet looked up, 
and involuntarily the women shook 
hands, as if sealing a compact.

It was a long walk to the building, 
whither Beryl directed her footsteps, am 
as she passed through the rear entrance 
of a large and fashionable photograph es­
tablishment, she was surprised to find 
that it was half-past two o’clock.

The superintendent of the department, 
from whom she received her work, was a 
man of middle-age, of rather stern and 
forbidding aspect ; and as she approached 
his desk, he pointed to the clock on the 
mantel-piece.

“ Barely time to submit those types for 
inspection, and have them packed for the 
express going East. They are birthday 
gifts, and birthdays have an awkward 
habit of arriving rigidly on time."

He unrolled the tissue paper, and with 
a magnifying glass, carefully examined 
the pictures ; then took from an envelope 
in the box, two short pieces of hair, which 
he compared with the painted heads be-
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“Beautifully done. The lace on that 
child’s dress would'bear even a stronger 
lens than my glass. Here Patterson, take 
this box and letter to Mr. Endicott, and if 
satisfactory, carry them to the packing 
counter. Shipping address is in the let­
ter. Hurry up, my lad. Sit down, Miss 
Brentano.”

“Thank you, I am not tired. Mr. 
Mansfield, have you any good news for 
me?”

“ You mean those etchings ; or the de­
signs for the Christmas cards ? Have not 
heard a word, pro or con. Guess no news 
is good news ; for I notice ‘ rejected work’ 
generally travels fast, to roost at home.

“ I thought the awards were made last 
week, and that to-day you could tell me 
the result."

“ The awards have been made I pre­
sume, but who owns the lucky cards is 
the secret that has not yet transpired. 
You young people have no respect for red 
tape, and methodical business routine. 
You want to clap spurs on fate, and make 
her lower her own last record? ‘Bide 
awee. Bide awee.’ ”

“ Winning this prize means so much to 
me, that I confess I find it very hard to 
be patient. Success would save me from 
a painful and expensive journey, upon 
which I must start to-night ; and there­
fore I hoped so earnestly that I might re­
ceive good tidings to-day. I am obliged 
to go South on an errand, which will ne­
cessitate an absence of several days, and 
if you should have any news for me, keep 
it until I call again. If unfavorable it

i, draVibg her would depress my mother, and therefore
‘I prefer you should not write, as of course 
she will opea B»y. letters addressed to me. 
Please save all the work' you can for me 
and I will come here as soon as I get 
hack home.”

“ Very well. Any message, Patterson ?”
“ Mr. Endicott said ‘ All right ; first- 

rate ; ’ and ordered them shipped.”
“ Here is your money, Miss Brentano. 

Better call -as early as you can, as I guess 
there will be a lot of photographs ready 
in a few days. Good afternoon.”

“ Thank you. Good-bye, sir."
From the handful of small change, she 

selected some pennies which she slipped 
inside of her glove, and dropping the re­
mainder into her pocket, left the building, 
and walked on toward Union square. 
Absorbed in grave reflections, and op­
pressed by some vague foreboding of im­
pending ill, dim, intangible and nnlocal- 
ized—she moved slowly along the crowded 
sidewalk—unconscious of the curious 
glances directed toward her superb form, 
and stately graceful carriage, which more 
than one person turned and looked back 
to admire, wondering when she had 
stepped down from some sacred Fanath- 
enaic Frieze.

Near Madison square, she paused before 
the window of a florist’s, and raising her 
veil, gazed longingly at the glowing mass 
of blossoms, which nineteenth century 
skill and wealth in definance of isother­
mal lines, and climate limitations force 
into perfection, in and out of season. The 
violet eyes and crocus fingers of spring 
smiled and quivered, at sight of the crim­
son rose heart, and flaming pieony cheeks 
of royal summer ; and creamy and purple 
chrysanthemums that quill their laces 
over the russet robes of autumn, here 
stared in indignant amazement, at the 
premature presumption 01 snowy regal 
camellias, audaciously advancing to crown 
the icy brows of winter. All lattitudee, 
all seasons have become bound vessels to 
the great God Gold ; and his necromancy 
furnishes with equal facility the dewy 
wreaths of orange flowers that perfume 
the filmy veils of December brides — and 
the blue bells of spicy hyacinths which 
ring “ Rest ” over the lily pillows, set as 
tribute on the graves of babies, who wilt 
under August suns.

From early childhood, an ardent love 
of beauty had characterized this girl, 
whose covetous gaze wandered from a 
gorgeous scarlet and gold orchid nodding 
in dreams of its habitat, in some vanilla 
scented Brazilian jungle, to a bed of vivid 
green moss, where skilful hands had 
grouped great drooping sprays of waxen 
begonias, coral, faint pink, and ivory, all 
powered with gold dust like that which 
gilds the heart of water lilies.

Such treasures were reserved for the 
family of Dives : and counting her pen­
nies, Beryl entered the store, where in­
stantaneously the blended breath of helio­
trope, tube-rose and mignonette wafted 
her across the ocean, to a white-walled 
fishing village on the Cornice, whose gray 
rocks were kissed by the lips of the Med 
iteranean.

What is the price of that cluster of 
Niphetos buds ? ”

“ One dollar."
“And that Aura turn — with a few rose 

geranium leaves added ? ”
“Seventy-five cents. You sec it is 

wonderfully large, and the gold hands are 
so very deep.”

“ She put one hand in her pocket and 
fingered a silver coin, hut poverty is a 
grim, tyrannous stepmother to tender 
aestheticism, and prudential consideration 
prevailed.

“Give me twenty-five cents worth of 
those pale blue double violets, with a 
sprig of lemon verbena, and a fringe of 
geranium leaves.”

She laid the money on the counter, and 
while the florist selected and bound the 
blossoms into a bunch, she arrested his 
finishing touch.

“ Wait a moment. How much more for 
one Grand Duke jasmine in the centre?” 

“ Ten cents, Miss.”
She added the dime to the pennies she 

could ill afford to spend from her small 
hoard, and said :

“ Will you be so kind as to sprinkle it ? 
I wish it kept fresh for a sick lady. ” 

Dusky shadows were gathering in the 
gloomy hall of the old tenement house, 
when Beryl opened the door of the com­
fortless attic room, where for many 
months she had struggled bravely to shield 
her mother from the wolf that more 
than once snailed across the threshold.

Mrs. Brentano was sitting in a low 
chair, with her elbows on her knees, her 
face hidden in her palms, and in her lap 
lay paper and pencil, while a sealed letter 
had fallen on the floor beside her. At 
the sound of the opening door she lifted 
her head, and tears dripped upon the 
paper. • In her faded flannel dressing- 
gown, with tresses of black hair straggling 
across her shoulders, she presented a pic­
ture of helpless mental and physical woe, 
which painted itself indelibly on the 
panels of her daughter’s heart.

^ ““'Why did you not wait until I came 
^Thorne? The exertion of getting up al- 

wayVfatigues you.”
You stayed so long — and I am so un­

comfortable in that wretchedly hard bed. 
What detained you?”

“ I went to see the doctor, because I am 
unwilling to start away without having 
asked his advice; and lie has prescribed 
some new medicine which you will find 
in this bottle. The directions are marked 
on the label. Now I will put things in 
order, and try my hands on that refrac­
tory bed.”

“ What did the doctor say about me?" 
“ Nothing new ; but he is confident 

that you can he cured in time, if we will 
only be patient and obedient. He prom­
ised to see you in the morning."

She stripped the bed of its covering, 
shook bolster and pillows ; turned over 
the mattress, and beat it vigorously; 
then put on fresh sheets, and adjusted 
the whole comfortably.

“Now mother, turn your head, and let 
me comb and brush and braid all this 
glossy black satin, to keep it from tangling 
while I am away. What a pity you did 
not dower your daughter with part of it, 
instead of this tawny mane of mine, 
which is a constant affront to my fasti­
dious artistic instincts. Please keep still 
a moment.”

She unwrapped the tissue paper that 
covered her flowers, and holding her 
hands behind her, stepped in front of the 
invalid.

“ Dear mother, shut your eyes. There ! 
of what does that remind you? The 
pergola, with great amber grape clusters, 
and white stars of jasmine shining 
through the leaves? All the fragrance 
of Italy sleeps in the thurible of this 
Grand-Duke.”

“ How delicious ! Ah, my extravagant 
child, we cannot afford such luxuries now. 
The perfume recalls so vividly the time
when Bertie------- ”

A sob cut short the sentence. Beryl

CHAPTER H.
ELM BLUFF.

pinned the flowers at her mother’s throat, 
kissed her cheek, and kneeling before her, 
crossed her arms on the invalid’s lap, 
resting there the noble head, with its 
burnished crown of reddish bronze braids.

“Mother dear, humour my childish 
whim. In defiance of my wishes and 
judgment, and solely in obedience to 
your command, I am leaving you for the 
first time, on a bitterly painful and humil­
iating mission. To-night, let me be in­
deed your little girl once more. My 
heart brings me to your knees, to say my 
prayers as of yore, and now while I pray, 
lay your dear pretty hands on my head. 
It will seem like a parting benediction — 
a veritable Nunc dimittis ”

I
,r%4'

“ I do not want a carriage. If the dist­
ance is only a mile and a half, I can easily 
walk. After leaving town, is there a 
straight road?"

“ Straight as the crow flies, when you 
have passed the factory, and cemetery, 
and turned to the left. There is a little 
branch running at the foot of the hill, 
and just across it you will see the white 
palings, and the big gate with stone pil­
lars, and two tremendous brass dogs on 
top, showing their teeth and ready to 
spring. There’s no mistaking the place, 
because it is this only one left in the 
country that looks like the good old times 
before the war ; and fortable bombproof 
headquarters for their officers.. It’s our 
show place now, and General Darrington 
keeps it up in better style than any other 
estate I know.”

“ Thank you. I will find it."
Beryl walked away in the direction in­

dicated, and the agent of the railway sta­
tion, leaning against the door of the bag­
gage room, looked with curious scrutiny 
after her.

“ I should like to know who she is. No 
ordinary person, that is clear. Such a 
grand figure and walk, and such a steady 
look in her big solemn eyes, as if she saw 
straight through a person, clothes, flesh 
and all. Wonder what her business can 
be with the old General?”

From early childhood Beryl had lis­
tened so intently to her mother’s glow­
ing descriptions of the beauty and ele­
gance of her old home, “ Elm Bluff,” that 
she soon began to identify the landmarks 
along the road, after passing the ceme- 
terv, where so many generations of Dar­
rington slept in one corner, enclosed by a 
lofty iron railing ; exclusive in death as 
in life ; jealously guarded and locked from 
contact with the surrounding dwellers in 
God’s Acre.”

The October day had begun quite cold 
and crisp, with a hint of frost in its dewy 
sparkle, but as though vanquished sum­
mer had suddenly faced about, and 
charged furiously to cover her retreat, the 
south wind came heavily laden with hot 
vapour from equatorial oceanic chaldrons ; 
and now the afternoon sun, glowing in a 
cloudless sky, shed a yellowish glare that 
burned and tingled like the breath of a 
furnace ; while along the horizon, a dim 
dull haze seemed blotting out the bound­
ary of earth and sky.

A portion of the primeval pine forest 
having been preserved, the trees had at­
tained gigantic height, thrusting their 
plumy heads heavenward, as their lower 
limbs died ; and year after year the mel­
low brown carpet of reddish straw 
deepened, forming a soft safe nidus for 
the seeds that sprang up, and now grate­
fully embroidered it with masses of 
golden rod, starry white asters, and jpll 
feathery spikes of some velvety purple 
bloom, which looked royal by the side of 
a cluster of belated "evening primroses.

Pausing on the small but pretty rustic 
bridge, Beryl leaned against the inter­
lacing cedar boughs twisted into a balus­
trade, and looked down at the winding 
stream, where the clear water showed 
amber hues, flecked with glinting foam 
bubbles, as it lapped and gurgled, eddied 
and sang, over its bed of yellow gravel. 
Unacquainted with “ piney - woods ’ 
branches,” she was charmed by the novel 
golden brown wavelets that frothed 
against the pillars of the bridge, and 
curled caressingly about the broad emer­
ald fronds of luxuriant ferns, which hung 
Narccissus-like over their own graceful 
quivering images. Profound quiet brood­
ed in the warm hazy air, burdened with 
balsamic odours ; but once a pine burr 
full of rich nutty mast crashed down 
through dead twigs, bruising the satin 
petals of a primrose ; and ever an anon 
the oboe notes of that shy, deep throated 
hermit of ravines — the russet, speckled­
breasted lark — thrilled through the 
woods, like antiphonal echoes in some 
vast, cool, columned cloister.

The perfect tranquility of the scene 
soothed the travel-weary woman, as 
though nestling so close to the great heart 
of nature had stilled the fierce throbbing, 
and banished the gloomy forebodings of 
her own ; as she walked on, through the 
iron gate, where the bronze mastiffs 
glared wamingly from their granite 
pedestal — on into the large undulating 
park, which stretched away to meet the 
line of primitive pines. There was no 
straight avenue, but a broad smooth car­
riage road curved gently up a hill side, 
and on both margins of the gravelled way 
ancient elm trees stood at regular inter­
vals, throwing their boughs across, to 
unite in lifting the superb groined arches, 
whose fine tracery of sinuous lines was 
here and there concealed by clustering 
mistletoe- and gray lichen masses—and 
ornamented with bosses of velvet moss ; 
while the venerable columnar trunks 
were now and then wreathed with poison- 
oak vines, where red trumpet flowers in­
solently blared defiance to the waxen 
pearls of encroaching mistletoe.

On either side, the grounds were stud­
ded with native growth, as though pro­
tective forestry statutes had crossed the 
ocean with the colonists, and on this bil­
lowy sea of varied foliage autumn had set 
her illuminated autograph, in the vivid 
scarlet of sumach and black gum, the 
delicate lemon of wild cherry — the deep 
ochre, all sprinkled and splashed with in­
tense crimson, of the giant oaks, the 
orange glow of ancestral hickory, and 
the golden glory of maples, on which the 
hectic fever of the dying year kindled 
gleams of fiery red ; over all, a gorgeous 
blazonry of riotous colour, toned down by 
the silver-grey shadows of mossy tree- 
trunks, and the rich, dark, restful green 
of polished magnolias.

TO BE CONTINUED.

A DOUBLE EFFECT.
Dear Sirs,— I have used Hagyard’s 

Pectoral Balsam for bronchitis and bad 
cough, with the beet results, and can 
highly recommend it to all sufferers.

Roscoe Puubley,
250 Deleware Aw, Toronto.

BEEN EATING DOG.
Maggie Boniger of Shelbyville, Ind., 

lias lived on dog flesh for three days, as a 
cure for consumption and says she feels 
better. The meat looks and tastes like 
lamb, and Miss Boniger eats it with a 
relish.

Four dogs of proper age have been pro­
cured since the first one was butchered 
and she will have them killed as she 
needs them.

WELL RECOMMENDED.
Dear Sirs,—I am happy to say I have 

used Hagyard’s Yellow Oil for bums, 
sprains and cuts and find that there is 
nothing better. I recommend it to all 
my friends around here.

Alan G. McLeod, Souris, Man.

ADJUSTED WATCHES.

PICKPOCKETS ARE BORN.
They Must Have Long, Flexible Fingers, 

Moist at he Ends.

A man must have the physical endow­
ment to be a pickpocket just as a man must 
have a certain mental endowment to be 
a poet, says a noted criminal in the St. 
Louis Globe-Democrat. The lining of the 
pocket must be taken hold of on the inside. 
It must be drawn up easily and quickly 
at the same time.

Not more than half a dozen movements 
of the fingers should be necessary to get 
the lining out far enough. With the lin­
ing, of course, will come the pocketbook, 
and this should never be touched by the 
fingers until it is almost ready to drop in­
to the hands of the thief.

Some experts never touch the book un­
til it is in the hand. Now, the fingers to 
do this should be slender, not necessary 
long but thin and flexible and the best 
pickpockets are those whose finger ends 
are naturally moist.

Not one watch in a thousand is adjust­
ed. Not one in a hundred is full jeweled. 
Examine the watches for sale in the most 
expensive cases, and it will be found that 
very few have the patent regulator, the 
full jewel mark, while the search may be 
long and vain to find one marked “ ad­
justed.” _______________

The signature A. Johnson is on every 
genuine bottle lflbej of Johnson’s Anod­
yne Liniment,

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup has been 
used by millions of mothers for their 
children while teething. If disturbed 
at night and broken of rest by a sick 
child 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 mstake about it. It 
cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach and 
Bowels, cures Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 
and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 
the taste. The prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurses 
ill the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 
per bottle by all druggists throughout the 
world. Be sure and ask for “Mrs. Wins­
low’s Soothing Syrup.

And now they have got up a “ button 
dance.” Biit it will never rassle around 
and get there like the good old fashioned 
“ collar button crawl.”

A SEVERE ATTACK.
Dear Sirs,— My children were taken 

ill with ulcerated sore throats bordering 
on diphtheria. I had nothing in the 
house but Hagyard’s Yellow Oil which I 
used with great benefit. I am sure if it 
had not been for it the disease would 
have developed into diphtheria. It is a 
splendid medicine. Mrs. E. Cameron, 

Moore’s Falls, Ont.

Woman is a subject never mentioned in 
Morocco. It would he a terrible breach 
of etiquette to ask a man after his wife or 
wifes.

PILES! PILES! ITCHING PILES.
Symptoms — Moisture ; intense itching 

and stinging; most at night; worse by 
scratching. I fallowed to continue tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be­
coming very sore. Swayne’s Ointment 
stops the itching and bleeding, heals ul­
ceration, and in most cases removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 50 
ente. Dr. Swanye & Son, Philadelphia.

Those who would go to heaven when 
they die must begin their heaven while 
they live.

A SEA VOYAGE.
A sea voyage is an expensive and ex­

tensive prescription, especially when 
equally good results as regards health, are 
to be had by simply taking Burdock Blood 
Bitters according to directions. It is a 
specific for dyspepsia, cleanses the blood, 
regulates the liver, bowels and kidneys 
and removes all impure matter from the 
system.

Along about the equinox is, it will he 
observed, the best time to show off a rain 
machine.

DR. T. A. SLOCUM’S.
Oxygenized Emulsion of Pure Cod 

Liver Oil. If you have a wasting away of 
flesh — Use it. For sale by all druggists. 
35 cents per bottle.

Take love and taxes out of life, and not 
much is left.

Baking
powder

^GIIL£TT.to2S

ERIAL
BAKING

POWDERTHE IMP,
PUREST, STRONGEST, REST.
Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,

Phosphates, or any Injuriant,

E. W. CILLETT. Toronto. Ont.

Children
alwajs

Enjoy It.

SCOTT'S
EMULSION
of pure Cod Liver Oil with Hypo- 
phoephltes of Lime and Soda la 

almost as palatable ea milk.
A MARVELLOUS FLESH PRODUCER
It la Indeed, and the little lade and 
laaalea who take cold easily, may be 
fortified against a cough that might 
prove serious, by taking Soott'e 
Emulsion after their meal* during 
the winter aeaeen.
•Beware of mbttitution* and imitation*. 

SCOTT * BOWNE, Belleville.

R. C. MACREDIE,

AND

TINSMITH,
WOULD inform the people of Fredei 

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

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

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

CONSUMPTION.
I have a positive remedy for the above disease ; 

by its use thousands of cases of the worst kind and 
of long etanrling have been cured. Indeed so strong 
ie my faith in its efficacy, that I will send TWO 
BOTTLES FREE, with a VALUABLE TREATISE 
on this disease to any sufferer * ho will send me 
their EXPRESS and P. O. address.
T. A. BLOOUM, M. 0., 186 ADELAIDE ST, 
WEST, TORONTO ONT.

99

For Dyspepsia.
A. Bellanger, Propr., Stove Foun­

dry, Montagny, Quebec, writes: “I 
have used August Flower for Dys­
pepsia. It gave me great relief. I 
recommend it to all Dyspeptics as a 
very good remedy."

Ed. Bergeron, General Dealer, 
Lauzon, Levis, Quebec, writes: “I 
have used August Flower with the 
best possible results for Dyspepsia. ’ ’

C. A. Barrington, Engineer and 
General Smith, Sydney, Australia, 
writes: ‘‘August Flower has effected 
a complete cure in my case. It act­
ed like a miracle."

Geo. Gates, Corinth, Miss..writes: 
111 consider your August Flower the 
best remedy in the world for Dys­
pepsia. I was almost dead with 
that disease, but used several bottles 
of August Flower, and now con­
sider myself a well man. I sincerely 
recommend this medicine to suffer­
ing humanity the world over." (0

G. G. GREEN, Sole Manufacturer, 
Woodbury, New Jersey, U. S. A.

C. C. GILL,
PAINTER,

House and Sign Decorator.
Tinting in OH. or WATER COLOR. 
PAPERING and GRAINING. 
EXPRESSES and WAGONS Painted at 

Short Notice.

Shop and Residence:

59 Brunswick Street.

BURDOCK
■Regulates the Stomach, 

Liver and"Bowels, unlocks 
the Secretions,Pu riflesthe 
Blood and removes all Im­
purities from a Pimple to 
the worst Scrofulous Sore.

BLOOD
*$• CURES •$- 

DYSPEPSIA. BILIOUSNESS 
CONSTIPATION. HEADACHE 
SALT RHEUM. SCROFULA. 
HEARTBURN. SOUR STOMACH 
DIZZINESS. DROPSY 
RHEUMATISM. SKIN DISEASES

BITTERS

WANT E D
! RELIABLE PUSHING MEN to sell choice 
Nursery Stock. Complete assortment. Splendid 
opportunity offered for Spring work. My Sales­
men have good success, many selling from $100 

| to $200 i er week, hend for Proof and Testimoni­
als. A good pushing man wanted here at once.

, Liberal 'terms, and the l est goods in the market.
I Write, B. Q. Cly^k, Nurserx man, Perth, Ont.

PIso’a Remedy tor Catarrh Is the 
Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest.

CATARRH
Sold by druggists or sent by mail, 50o. I 

E. T. Hazeltine, Warren, Pa., U. S. A. I

Measures.
JUST RECEIVED :

FULL stock of Wooden measures,in Setts. Half 
. Bushels, Pecks, and Half Pecks.

And for sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

PATENT AUTOMATIC P CKET KNIFE,

NOTHING better made. Easily opened without 
looking for uick in blade. Opens by simply 

pushing a button.
Made from the best of steel. Call and see them. 

For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & BOSS.

NOTARY SEALS,

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

STATE SEALS, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE. 

OFFICIAL SEALS,

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

SEALING WAX, 

HaI L’S bock store. 

PAPER FASTENERS, 

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

PAPER FILES, 

HALL’S BOOK STORF. 

CLIPS,

HALL’S BOOK STORE.

MORTGAGES, DEEDS, 

BILLS OF SALE, etc.

HALL’J BOOK STO IE.

Next door to Davis, Staple-1 & Co.

GUNS, RIFLES,
—AND—

REVOLVERS.

TEA. TEA.

JUST ,li£C£lV£D :

Just Received from Birmingham, 
New York, Montreal and New 

Haven,

6 Cases Guns, Rifles and Revolvers,
As follows :

Doutile Barrel Breach loading Guns, from $10 
upwards,

Single Birrcl Breach loading Guns, from $4 up, 
Marlin Magazine or Single shot Rifles,
Winchester “ ** ** «
Revolvers fiom $1.00 upwards,
Cartridges Loaded or Blank,
Rifle and Revolver Cartridges, Chilled and ordin­

ary shit,
Powder—Hazard, Hamilton. Hall’s Guns Covers, 
leggings, Game Bags, Cartridge Belts, and a 
large stock c f other goods in this line to numerous 
to mention.

Wholesale and Retail.
—AT—

Refrigerators.
AT GOST

To make room for other goods and save carrying 
over will sell what Refrigerators on hand at 

cost.

NEILL’S HARDWARE STORE.

Ploberfc Rifles.
-AT—

NEILL’S HARDWARE STORE,

Direct from London per Str.

Bam;.ra.

119 Packages Tea,
IN HALF CHESTS,

Caddies & Boxes,

These -! eas are if a Super^r 

qualliy and fine flavor.

ALSO m STOCK

INDIAN aud CLYi.0.1 HAS of tbe finest 
nnalilv. &

G. T. WHELPLEY,

310 Queen St. Fredericton.

June 9ih, IfcOl.

It. BLACK M Eli,

U'H E

IVERPOOL AND LONDON AND

INSURANCE COMPANY.
"3H91S PHVM8VH 8,1113»

Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip* 

tion at
LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,
Agent

PRACTICAL

WATCHMAKER and JEWELER,
HAS IN STOCK A FULL LINE OF

"Waltham Watches

in Solid Gold, Gold Filled and Silver Cases.

Fine Rolled Plate Chains, etc,
and everything usually found in a 

tirst-class jewelry store.
A FULL LINE OF

CILIOIOIKIS
Of the best makes.

SILVERWARE
In CASTORS, SPOONS, etc., of the Finest 

Quality. '

ENGRAVING
On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS, etc., neatly 

executed.

The Chat]x sl l’lacc in the City for Fine Work 
and Fine Jewelry.

One Door Below the People’s Banlt

Carriage Bolts.
JUST RECEIVED:

5Z1ASE8 containing 10,500.Carriage Bolts 
VV and 9,000 Tire Bolts.

For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

GREAT CLEARANCE SALE
M'MURRAY & CO

WILL OFFER THE WHOLE STOOK OF

WALL - PAPERS
In the Store lately occupied by MR. E. B. NIXON,

AT VERY LOW PRICES, FOR ONE WEEK ONLY,

COMMENCING

MONDAY, ?

IN QUANTITIES TO SUIT PURCHASERS,
As the whole Stock Must be Removed at Once.

Those Who Wish WALL PAPERS will find this 
the Place to SECURE BARGAINS.

McMURRAY & CO.

„

I
1 —jüî.?


