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FANCY PARLOR CHAIRS.
2> O D - J99090GOGO^OeD

Received and ready for inspection, a very nice assortment
of Fancy Chairs in Tapestry, Velvet Pile and 

; f PLUSH.
-------- ALSO--------

Common Bedsteads, Tables, Chairs, Sinks, Wash 
Stands, Bureaus,

Cradles, etc., Matrasses Pillows and Bolsters.
B. Fairey, — — Public Wharf,

Newcastle.
SPECIAL NOTICE.

—0O0—
I wish it to be distin ctly understood that I am selling for Prompt 

Cash. I cannot give Credit.
My Terms are :—All amounts under 825.00, Prompt Cash ; over 

that amount, 2 months Note, equal to cash.
B. FAIREY.

Newcastle, May 23, 1891.

L. J TWEEDIE
ATTORNEY & BARRISTER 

AT LAW.
NOTABV PUBLIC,

CONVEYANCER &c.
C'iuth.i», * • - N. B.

OFFICE—Old Bank Montreal-

J D, PHINNEY. 
Barrister A Attorney at Law

NOTARY PUBLIC, &C._ 

RICHIBUCTO. 2ST- R- 
Offioe—Coner House Square.

May 4,1886.

U. J. MacCULLY, M.A, M. D„
Mem.. BOÏ. COL. 8UB6., LONDON.

irlCULIHl,

DISEASES OF BYE, EAR & THROAT,

Oflee : Cor. Westmorland and Mam Street 
Moncton,

Moncton, Nov. 12, 1886.

Charles J. Thomson,
ftWSe ’Sensor:
ANCE Company in the World ; Agent for the 
Commercial and Collecting Agency ;

Barrister, Proctor for Estates,
JŸolary Publie, He.

Claims Promptly Collected, and Profes 
-sional Business in all its branches executed 
with accuracy and despatch.

OFFICE.
Engine House, Newcastle, MiramicM, N. B.

Dr. Pw. Nicholson,
Office a&d Residence,

McCUI.LAM ST., • NEWCASTLE. 
Jan. 22 1889.

Dr. W. A. Ferguson.
RESIDENCE and OFFICE in house 

•wned by Mr. R. II Grmeley, at foot of 
Street’s Hill

Newcastle, Jan. 2, 1891

lr. H. A. FISH, 

Newcastle, N. B.
Inly 23 1890.

CANADA HOUSE
Clalla, New BmswM,

Win. JOHNSTON, Iropriclor.
Con siderable outlay has been m de on tli 

house to make it a first class Hotel and trave 1er’ 
still find it a desirable temporary residence 
both as regards location and comfort. It it 
ituated within two minutes walk of Steamboat 
an ding and Telegraph and Post 03ices.

Th e pi opnetor returns thanks to the Public 
for tie encouragement given him in the pastt 
°nd will endeavor by courtesy and attention to 
merit the same in the fixture.

GOOD SAMPLE ROOMS
for C miraercia! Travellers, and Stabling on the 
premises
Chatham Jan. 1.

CEO. STABLER,
inciipceer 8 Co Mission Miïfet
NEWCASTLE, - - N. B.

Goods of all kinds handled on Commission 
and prompt returns made.

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

Newcastle Arg. 11, ’85.

S. R Foster & Son,
Manl'factu.:iîs of

WIRE NAILS,
WIRE BRADS

Steel and 
Iron cut NAILS,

And SPIKES, TACKS, BRADS, SHOE 
NAILS, HUNG ART AN NAILS, &c.

ST.JOHN, N. B,

N. A. Wilson, M. D.
Phydcian and Surgeon,

DERBY- - - N. B.
)erby, Nov. 15, 1890.

J. R. LAW LOR,
luctionssr and Cc^.iLz:ion 

Merchant,
iewcastle, New Brunswick.

Prompt returns made on consignments of 
merchandize. Auctions attended to in town 
and country.

Newcastle, Oct. 1, 1890.

Bank of Montreal.
Capital - - - - $12,000,000
Rest,....................... $0,000,000
A Savings Department has been opened in 
:onnertion with this Branch.

Interest allowed at carrent rates.
F- E- WINSLOW.

6mo. Manage .Chatham Branch,

In tercolomal_S»ailway <
’91, WINTER ARRANGEMENT ’91,

On and after Monday, the 16th March, 1S91 the 
trains will be run daily, (Sundays excepted) as fol-

Will leave Newcastle
Express for St. John and Halifax (Mondays ex'

cepted)................................... 3.53
For Moncton and St. John................................... 11.35
For Campbkllton................................................................... 15 45
.For Quebec and Montreal...............................................22.12

All trains are run by Eastern Standard time.
D. rOTTINGEll, 

Chief Superintendent.
Railway Office.
Moncton, N. B., March 14,1891

LIME,- LIME.
RECEIVED THIS WEEK

1 Car Load HOKNBROOk’.S 
1 “ “ MORROWS

A. J. BABANG & CO. 
Moncton, F b» 2 , 1891.

Clifton House.
Prince-sand 143 Gem Street

ST.JOHN, N. B.

A, N. Peters, Prop’r.
Heated by Steam throughout. Prompt- at 

tention and moderate charges. Telephone 
communication with all parts of the city.
April 6th, 1889.

SEED:! SEEDS!
— 0O0----

CAEDiAN GROWN SEEDS,
Thoroughly suited to this climate

FOUNTAIN HEAD
DRUB SIGRE,

50 BUSHELS
I MELD TpODDER T>EA8 

1 1ELD ODDER X EAS.

^Remember the Stand, The old Fish Store.

Newcastle, May 2, 1891.

TAILORING.
-o—

Mr. J. It. McDonald begs to announce to 
the people of Newcastle and vicinity that he is 
prepared to make tip

I1EXTIÆMEVS GARMENTS
of all kinds in the most Fashionable Styles.

CLOTHS and Samples cn hand to select 
from.

No need to send your orders to Moncton and 
Amherst when you cau get them made up at 
hume.

Patronize your own town by sending in your 
orders at once.

ROOMS over MESSRS. SUTHERLAND & 
CREAGHAN'S Store.

Now is the time to order a Nobby Spring 
Overcoat or Suit at Prices Lower than they can 
be got for in other places.
A Nobby Spring Overcoat for $10.00

do. with silk facings, 17.00
Suits from $16.00 to 26.00

All work entrusted to me will be made up in 
First Class Style.

Cleansing and Repairing a Specialty.
j. i?- McDonald.

Newcastle, March 31, 18dl.

Selected literature.

jTcrcomr ; the Lista of fh^ril-s rompirtciy disgulsec 
mk! rendered so palatable that the most 

live will *ctain tL

ESTEY’S
rho great objection to nnnv persons in taking Cot 
Liver Oil is iis ibs.iL-neahle taste a:i«l miull. I. 

this preparation liiat objection is

COD UYER
of therilis ror 

fialai able that 
(tom.ar.b will *ctz

OIL
Estev’s Corî Liver Oil Cream has been proven tc 
contain a larru-r p^rcontage of Coil Liver Oil thaï 
auy of the so-calleJ Lmulsions now ou the market

CREAM.
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS

o cents.

w. odLiverOil
AND THK

Hypophosphltes of Lime and Soda.

No other Emulsion is so 
easy to take.

It does not separate nor 
spoil.

It is always sweet as cream.
The most sensitive stomach 

can retain it
CURES

Scrofulous and 
Wasting Diseases. 

Chronic Cough.
Loss of Appetite. 

Mental and Nervous 
Prostration.

General Debility, &c.

Beware of all imitations. Ask for 
"the D. & L.” Emulsion, and refuse 
all others. .

PRICE 60C. AND $1 PER BOTTLE.

FOR SALE.
-----oOo-----

A TWO HORSE POWER BAXTER EN
GINE and Boiler, in use in the Advocate Of
fice up to three weeks ago. Having put in a 
Six horse power boiler, and Four horse engine 
have no further use for it. Will be sold low.

W. C. ANSLOW. 
Newcastle, June 1, 1891.

DO YOU KEEP IT IN THE HOUSE?

Allen’S Lung Balsam.
NO BETTER REMEDY FOR

COUGHS. COLDS, CROUP, CONSUMPTION, AC.

K^ARY HOUSE
{formerly ILBUR’d HOTEL.)

BATHURST > - • ■ NR.
TH0S, F. KEARY, Proprictor

This Hotel has been entirely refitted and re- 
Urnished throughout. Stage connects with 

1 tiains. Livery connected with the Hotel, 
lachting Facilities. Some of the best trout 

"nd salmon pools within eight miles. Excel
lent salt water bathing. Good Sample Rooms 
or Commercial men.

TERMS, $1.50 per day. with Sample 
Rooms $1.75.

$3090:
, A YEAH I I undrrtnkp tohrîpfiy 
I teach any fairly intelligent pi mon nf either 
laax, who ran read end write, and who, 
■ after inatruction, will work industriously, 

_Fhow to earn Three Thousand Dollars a 
Year in their own localities,wherever they live.I will also furnish 
the situation or employments width you can earn that amount. 
Xo money form*, unless successful as above. Knsily and quickly 
learned. I desire but one worker from each district or county. I 
i»ave already isught and provided with employment a Inrpe 
number, *rhn ere making over $3000 a year each. It a X K1V 
«nd f*ÔI, I 1$. Full particulars FIR EE. Address at once, 
£, C, Box 4BO, AuguiU, Moine.

for Infants and Children.
"Csetorls is «o well adipted to children that I Castoit» cares Colie. Cocjtlpetlon,

[ recommend it as superior to any prescription I Sour Stomach. Diarrhœa, Eructation, 
kaown to me.-' H. A. Awnm. M.D., I Kma^tl°0^ns' eives *le*p’ aod Promotee “* 

til So* Oxford BL, Brooklyn, it. X. | Without injurious ^Hi-TitPei.
Th* Cuttack Compact, 77 Murray Street, N. Y.

fMMWMWMW—E W lll—IIWII I—

SALLY.

( Cjutiuueil )
CHAITER V.

Earl)- the next morning along the road 
that led to the neighboring village Sally 
was hurrying, bent on getting some phy
sic from the Galen of the place, applied 
to by those who could not afford the far 
off doctor.

A relation of Mr. Kitto’s had been 
taken with a sort of fever,” she explained, 
and was ravin’ like anybody mad, ami 

not knowin’ what she was say in’.’
Poor Sally ! The time was past when 

she could slum her sorrow by cheating 
herself with this comfort. For hours 
during the watch of that terrible night 
she had bravely struggled to- believe that 
it was a make-up, a jack o’ lies that the 
woman was shrieking; but at last sus
pense became intolerable, and at length 
a moment came when Sally held in her 
hands the marriage certificate of William 
Kitio mid Maggie Duncan. Sewn up 
with the certificate was a letter from 
Bill himself—written years before—tak
ing God to witness that he would never 
live with this woman again, never own 
her as a wife; that rather Ilian do so 
he’d put a stone round his neck and 
jump into the river. Every word brealli
ed misery and despair; and Sally as she 
spelt them through, let her tears fall fast 
in sympathy. The sick woman in her 
bed was living over again the meeting on 
TusJiot Common, screaming with laugh
ter at Bill’s horror that she was not dead, 
and vowing vengeance becauce he had 
escaped lier. It was plain now why Bill 
had run off.

‘ Poor Bill ! poor Bill I” Sally kept re
peating; and then she thought of her poor 
self—that she and Bill must part. Sally 
had never realized how dear he was to 
her. She knew that she would slave for 
him, starve with him, stick to him; hut 
love him !—she had not thought much 
about that. Expiession, analysis of feel
ing is rarely indulged in with the class 
(o which Sally and Bill belonged. But 
this unlooked-for tragic event made her 
heart an open hook to her; she knew 
now that Bill was bound up with every 
fibre of her being, that to live with him 
was life, to part from him, leave him to 
another was death to her. No teaching 
had Sally ever had to show her that 
there was a sin in sin beyond the tempos 
al punishment it brought. To have stay
ed on with Bill would not have burdened 
her conscience by a feather's weight, 
only that the other one had the law on 
her side, and marrying two wives meant 
transportation for a man. At Mis. 
Tipper's, the sole literature bad been the 
lodgers cast away newspapers, and she 
had studied the police reports with ad
vantage. There was no longer a doubt. 
It was she who must go. In ner ears 
rang the cuises that the fevered woman 
was calling down upon her. She had 
evidently fouiid out that Bill had taken 
to himself another wife, and, with all the 
inconsistency of an evil mind, the venom 
of her hatred was mostly directed toward 
the woman who might be dear to the 
husband she had deserted.*****

For 10 days, with unremitting care, 
Sally nursed her rival.

Slowly the poor wretch crept back to 
life and reason, but her strengnli was no 
greater than that of a helpless child. Bit 
by bit she had given her version of her 
miserable life. How that her husband 
had been hard to her, the world had been 
cruel, and that she was now friendless, 
homeless, with no hope hut that of ‘ re
venge,’ and always at this point of her 
story she would vainly try to get up, say
ing she must get to the village—where I 
she fancied he lived—or else he would 1 
give lier the slip and he off.

One night, after talking more than 
usual, she fell back exhausted and faint, 
and then it was that Sally seized the 
opportunity of saying, ‘Now look here 
—you must leave the tindin’ o’ your hus
band to me. I haven’t said so before, but 
I knows the man, and I’ll go to-morrow 
early, and he shall come to ye.’

In the midst of her weakness Maggie 
gave a diabolical leer of incredulity.

‘ Well, you won’t see him no other 
ways,’ said Sally. 1 You haven’t got
the strength to stand.’

1 And no wonder, seein’ I never gets 
nothin' fiom you to put stiengtli into 
me.

The craving for spit its and beer—ol 
which Sally had none to give—had been 
the occasion of many a battle.

‘ When lie comes he cau do as he likes 
by you,’ said Sally, artfully. The two of 
ye can stop here a bit together if you’tu 
minded to, for I’m forced to go off to 
see after a friend of mine.’

Maggie feigned to murmur, but she ac
cepted the offer, and lying there with clos
ed eyes—lacking strength to keep them 
open—she found comfort in the thought 
of all she would pillage before Sally’s re
turn. She had sunk so low that gratitude 
had no meaning for her, and the good
ness shown hei\only made her snigger 
over the ‘softs’ 'these country folk were.

It was a letterlfrom Bill which had oc
casioned this proposal of Sally’s saying 
that he should return early the following 
day. By that time Sally must have 
turned her back on home; and having 
settled the invalid and provided for her

morning wants, the poor girl sat do» n to 
write her letter of farewell. But the 
dawn came, and yet the letter was un
written. Sally knew what she wanted 
to say, but to put it into words was im
possible. Tljc task of writing was so la
borious that the manual effort destroyed 
the power of composition. She made a 
packet of her marriage certificate and 
the money, which she divided with Bill, 
and, with an overwhelming sense of 
misery, she was turning to go, when a 
sudden inspiration came as a ray of 
comfort to her. She recollected that x x 
meant kisses. On the paper she made 
fully a dozen, adding, in an almost illegi
ble scrawl, ‘ When this you see remember 
me—Sally.’ Then, with her bundle in 
her hand, she slipped out, softly closed 
the door, and, turning her back upon ter 
little home, she took the road that led to 
London.

CHAPTER vi.
Never would Bill forget the shock of 

that morning when, so unexpectedly, he 
had ptoôd face to face with the wife who 
had ruined his life.

He had come back rejoicing that she 
was dead, and that he had buried her. 
-Ciolutely stillingthe still small voice that 
would throw doubt on the ‘ found drown
ed’ woman being she. The wish being 
father to the thought, he had really fal
len into the trap laid to extoit money 
from him, and had easily brought him
self to put faith in the statements of 
those whose nature was to lie. Well, if 
ever man was paid out he was, as, with 
Sally’s little packet clenched in his hand, 
he stood looking at the woman who lay 
in her bed.

* I’ve found you out 1’ she gasped, re
covering from the paroxysm into which 
the sight of Bill had thrown her.

He gave a nod of assent. * How did 
you find me V he asked, coldly.

‘ She found you—she as brought ye— 
Sally; ye knows her, don’t ye ?’ she 
added , finding he did not reply.

‘ Yes,’ he said, in the same measured 
way; ‘she’s her I took in place of you.’

She made a desperate clutch at hint 
and fell hack, shrieking, ‘ It’s a lie—a 
lie !’

‘No—it ain’t no lie. I married her 
thinkin’ e’ceptin’ ’twas down in the bot
tommost depths of my heart, that you 
was dead. This is twice you’ve dodged 
me. She never heard of ye, or knowed 
of ye. "Everything here is hers to the 
bed you’re lyin’ on, and she’s gone away 
from it all, and it’s yon’s left to me.’

By an effort she turned her face to the 
wall, and the two remained silent —Bill 
motionless, stunned in mind, body and 
feeling; Maggie filled with an indescrib
able fury that the object of her heaped 
up vengeance had escaped her.

• * * * *
As time went on, the bodily needs of 

the sick woman necessitated some inter
course. Unless she was to die, Bill must 
attend to her; but all the time lie was 
making up .his mind—coming to a de
cision—which he resolved to take with
out delay. He had tried to keep honest 
and straight, hut fate was against him— 
had tied a log round his leg, which he 
couldn't run from. Somehow, he didn’t 
seem much to care what became of him; 
only stay here with her Î No: he’d leave 
her the money, ani when she'd drink 
that through she could sell up the home 
and furniture as she had done before.

‘ You knows that I ain’t goin’ to slop 
with ye,' he blurted out, by way cf prep
aration for his departure. ‘ You can’— 
He was beginning to tell her what he 
was going to leave, hut at the first words 
of going all her pent-up jealousy burst 
forth, and lrom her lips poured forth 
such a torrent of oaths and curses against 
Sally that to save himself from the sud
den mad desire to kill her, he rushed 
from the room, caught up his hat and 
fled like one pursued. He was half 
a-ross the moor before lie stopped, and 
a’ter a pause for breath went on again, 
determined not to risk a second time 
that temptation. He would get to some 
of the ports, go aboard some outward 
bound ship, and put the ocean between 
him and that woman. Only he must see 
Sally once more; and having a strong 
suspicion of where she had gone, he took 
the train to London, and fol'owcd her to 
the house of the woman who pend in; 
their mariiage, had given her shelter.

She did not seem surprised to see 
him, and her only reproach was : ‘ Why 
didn’t ye trust me, Bill—what did ye 
think, then V

Bill did not answer. ‘ I know,’ con
tinued Sa'ly, encouragingly, ‘ what you 
thought—that she was dead.’

‘ I wish she was.'
‘ If she had been, ’twould have been a 

good job for you and me, said Sally, sim
ply, ‘ hut as things is, try and make «the 
best of it, Bill.'

Bill shook his head hopelessly. ‘ I’m 
tired of that game. No ; I’ve throwed 
up the sponge, and I’m off to sea.1

‘ And what’s she to do ?'
‘ Do V cried Bill. ‘ Do what’s she done 

before, when she’s drunk through what 
I’ve left her.'

‘ But now where is she—who's left 
with her V

‘ Nobody.’
‘ But she can’t help herself ; she’ll die.1
* Let her—die like a dog ; ’tis all she's 

fit for. Shu’—
But Sally’s hand against his mouth

stopped him. ‘ No, Bill, no —never mind 
I knows you’ve had a lot to suffer, but 
play fair now. Once on her legs again, 
act as you will by her, bnt not now. 
No ; Twould n't he you. If you’re bound 
cn going,’ she added, seeing he made no 
answer, “ I’ll go back and do what’s want
ed for her.’

‘You! Why, ’twas curses on you that 
drove me out of the place. I don't know 
that I shouldn’t ha’ done better by stayin’ 
—thcre’d ha’ been some satisfaction 
in swingin’ for her.’

‘Poor soul ! What matter to me what 
she calls me ? She couldn’t say more 
than I’ve listened to ; but I don’t care— 
it ain’t true, though for yon’—andshepnt 
her hand on his arm—‘ it might be.’

Bill’s eyes sought the ground ; his 
bitterness socmed melting away ; that 
heart of stone which lay so heavy within 
him was turned into flesh again.

‘ If I was to stop,’ he muttered, ‘ what 
could I do b

What you’ve done before— Startoff on 
your rounds, and don’t come luck till the 
time »x> used to do. And I’ll look after 
her the whiles, and if she gets well quick 
and make it hot lor me, I’ll let you 
know and then—well, we'al see.’

There was much more said, hut in the 
end this decision was acted on. They re
turned to the cottage to find Maggie tco 
must exhausted to notice who restore ! 
her. Bill got together the small stock ill 
trade, and with Netth in the cart, drove 
off at daybreak the next morning.

Chapter vii.
That year Bill’s round proved more 

than ordinarily prosperous. With little 
aptitude for sentiment, and no time for 
reflection, the perplexities of his life did 
not unduly affect him. Regularly he 
transmitted money to Sally, but during 
the three months which had passed he 
had not had a line from her.

Every now and again, when jogging 
along he felt the place beside him vacant, 
and, soltened by this sudden yearning, he 
would stretch out his whip, and gently 
tub old Nettle's ear.

One evening while returning to the 
little town at which he supplied the wants 
of his trade, he heard that a letter had 
been waiting for a fortnight for him. 
Bill’s hands trembled as he opened it ; 
all his wretchedness seemed to rise before 
him.

‘ Dear Bill,—You’rc wanted hack. 
Come if you can.—Sally.’

Leaving the cart and Nettle, Bill started 
the following morning, reaching his home 
in the afternoon. It was late in August, 
and the common was in its glory. Up 
to the windows of the little cottage great 
bush :s of yellow gorse gave forth their 
sweet perfume, and around the honey
laden bees hummed drowsily. Amid this 
peaceful scene the thought of anger and 
enmity jaried even upon Bill’s unemotion
al nature. He hesitated in front of the 
door, fearing what might await him. 
Suddenly thedoor opened, and Sail y stood 
there. ‘I seed you commin’,” she said 
stepping out and indicating that he was 
to follow her. She was looking pale and 
thin, her eyes heavy with much watch
ing.

‘ What's up V sail Bill. ‘ ’Twas only 
last nigl t 1 got your letter.’

‘ She ain’t no better,’ said Sally grave
ly. ‘She a'mtlong for this world, Bill ?'

He made no answer. Now that what 
he had so wished for was likely to come 
to pass he did not seem able to rejoice. 
Sally’s manner au'ed him.

‘ I don’t know how you’ll take it—the 
parson’s up with her.’ Bill’s look indi
cated his surprise. ‘ Oh, they have been 
good, and so has everybody around in 
cornin’ and sendin’ things. Not a day 
passes but there’s soup and stuff for Mrs. 
Kitto.’

‘ Oh’—and Bill gave an indignant 
snort—' is that the name they give her l 
What do they call yon then V

‘ I never axed—whatever they likes ; 
’tis all the same to me. Everybody 
knows how we stands—her and you and 
me.’ Then seeing the vexed look that 
overspread his face, she added : * She 
told of it herself. Bill.’

‘ Yes, IJ1 hack her to do that,’ he said, 
bitterly.

‘But notas you thinks, Bill. Why, 
now Tis like a child and ils mother with 
us two ; whatever she wants she looks to 
me for. And the parson, he’s never 
showed no scorn to me ; he al ways says : 
‘ You’re a good woman’—I’m sure I don’t 
know what for, ’cos I’ve never shammed 
or hoaxed any of them. Gentlefolks is 
Very nice in their ways,’ she went on, 
after a pause, ‘ 1’atson takes it quite to 
heart that he can’t make her sorry. She 
knows she’s goin', hut she don’t care.— 
She thinks more of my bein’ by her than 
anything he says. You’ll come up, won’t 
ye % 'Twas he told me to write for you 
to come. He said ’twas the right thing, 
so I did it.’

Bill stepped across the threshold with- 
'outa word ; silently he followed Sally 
up to the sick room.

To his boundless surprise the parson— 
before whom he felt terribly shamefaced 
—rose and took him by the hand. ‘ I’m 
glad to see you, Kitto,’ he said. ‘ We’ve 
anxiously watched for your coming. A 
few hours more I fear might have been 
too late ;’ and he moved aside for the hus
band to take his place at the bed side.

‘ Speak to her, Bill,’ whispered Sally, 
noting that he drew back. ‘ Kind, you 
know,’ she added, anxiously.

Bill made a supreme effort, and, gulp
ing down long years of bitterness and 
misery. ‘ Well, old gal,’ be said, ‘ ho v 
goes it with ye V

Slowly the dying woman raised her 
eyes and fixed them on him. After some 
moments an unintelligible murmur esca
ped her, and she looked at Sally, who 
bent down over her, but what she wished 
to say they could not tell.

11 think it’s your hand, Sally,’ said the 
vicar, who was watching them. A look 
showed that he had guessed rightly.— 
‘ Give her yours, Kitto.’ Bill obeyed, 
and feebly Maggie brought the two to
gether.

, That is good—that is right,’ said the 
vicar. ‘ Those that forgive shall be for
given. You wish them to he happy, 
don’t you ?’

She gave a little sigh for reply. ‘ And 
we wish you to be happy, too, poor soul 
—to go to that home where sorrow and 
in are forgotten. That is where you 
want to go—eh V

This time the face did not answer him ; 
into it came a look which hushed those 
around. Presently she drew a deep 
breath, and, with an effort as if to raise 
herself, she said :—

‘Is there such as Sally thereV
‘Yes. Sally herself hopes one day to 

follow you.’
‘All right—I’ll be off, then—I’ll go.’
And fulling back on the pillow, those 

who bent over her saw that she had set 
out on her journey,

* * * *
Sally and Bill were re-married. Their 

wedding was quite a gala day ; hut up to 
the present moment Sally is puzzled to 
know »"hy people make such a fuss about 
her.

SPARE THE BIRDS.

The following is from the pen of the 
Hon. P. C, Hill, foimerly of this city :

S nne thousand women wearing bird 
corpses oa their hats in the fashion 
of “ A keeper’s gibbet,” were present in 
English churches a few days ago, and 
were reminded, in the first lessen of 
the day, of the sheltering of the birds in 
the ark, and of the raven and the dove 
fulfilling their mission of hope and com
fort to man in that ear’y stage ol the 
world’s history.

Perhaps some of these bird weaiers 
may have noticed an article in last 
month’s Cornhill (Notes by Naturalis), 
which begins by stating that, ‘ That line 
bird, the raven, will soon he a lost link 
in England, unless ardent lovers of ti e 
ornaments of our wood and hills procure 
protection for him in seme way or other.

Again, in last month’s MacMillan, Mr. 
\V. Warde Fowler writes a spirited story 
on behalf of the owls, on the theme of 
“ One Thousand owls wanted at once by 
a London firm for trimming ladies’ hats”.

Some time ago Punch declared that 
our goldfinches were being exterminated 
by the milliner’s demand for them, and 
lamented the new reading of the old 
proverb by the fashionable female of the 
day. “A bird in the hat is worth two in 
the bush”—adding” More shame for her! 
But here Punch’s lady readers may be 
permitted to remind tlreir male critic 
that, according to Mr. Poyset’s reason
ing, the vanity of the women is matched 
by the gluttony of the men, who gobble 
up the tiny bodies of the larks in a 
pudding in preference to hearing their 
‘ glorious voices at Heaven’s gate singing.

The press frequently pleads for, the 
birds, but is it not time that the pulpit 
should protest against the senseless fash
ions which church goers thoughtlessly 
follow 1 It is but a limited number of 
persons who orgioate and promulgate 
fashions a few. business managers, millin
ers leaders of society, princesses, actresses, 
anJ-professiunal beauties, are primarily 
responsible for the massacre of hundreds 
of thousands of useful and beautiful 
birds, by whose loss the earth is made 
immeasurably poorer in beauty and song.

There is the osprey, the name given to 
the slender spiral feather, the natural 
decoration of the egrets and the smaller 
sort of heron, during the spring and 
breeding season. The Daily News. 28 th 
September, 1887,deprecated the wholesale 
slaughter of the parent birds while em
ployed in feeding their young, who are 
left to starve to death in their nests by 
hundreds, and an American ornithologist 
describes theirdyiug cries as heartrending.

Is a plume thus obtained a fitting deco
ration for heads bent in supplication to 
the Creator of the beautiful and happy 
lifesocruellydestroyed.—Tunbridge Wills 
Gazette.

the head cf the screw-nail for some time, 
which causes it to become hot ami ex- 
pand, which loosens,llu* rust off it; after 
the screw becomes cool, it can usually he 
turned without much ticubic. A simi
lar difficulty is often experienced with 
unscrewing the nuts off belts, and the 
same method our informant suggested 
would probably be followed with advan
tageous results, only in thé case of a holt 
the hot iron should he applied at the cm: 
of the bolt to which the nut is affixed 
and after the holt and nut are thoroughly

ti

once «.««V- ’-'W.u uim nutate ILlUl uu^ury

cooled, coal oil should be poured on and Y Y 
allowed time to thoroughly soak into the

R
thoroughly :

nut before attempting to unscrew it. The I 
suggestion has the merit of simplicity • 
and is worthy of a trial. The time that 7Y) 
is annually spent in getting off refractr ry ** 
nuts, if added together, would amount 
to a large period, and that too often at 
the busiest time of the year.

RÊlGîf OF RUM?
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RUSTY SCREW-NAILS AND BOLTS

There are few farmers who have not at 
some time or another experienced a diffi
culty in inducing a screw-nail to turn, 
that had become immovably engrafted in 
the wood by rust. Usually oi.e strug
gles away unsuccessfully till a screw- 
nail is worn out, cr else the head itself 
breaks off and leaves the operator often 
in a worse position than he was before, 
especially if it is necessary to replace the 
screw in the same hole. A simple ex
pedient for loosening screw-nails that 
have rusted in wood was given us by a 
practical mechanic a short time ago which 
had frequently been practised by him 
with success. It was merely to heat an 
iron rod red-hot and to hold it against

License and Lawlesness in Lowell.
STARTLING CONFESSION OF LICENSE I 

NEWSPAPERS —high license saloons. I 

The legalized bar-rooms of Lowell,
Mass., writes Mr. John A. Nicholls, of 
the National Prohibition Bureau, 77 in | 
number, all high license places, paving 
81,500 each for the glorious privilege ol 
selling rum, have all been in operation 
for five days. The result has been ap- ■ ■ 
parent in the most disgraceful scenes of 
drunkenness that the city has ever 
known.

The saloons opened on Friday after-1 
noon, May 1. On the Saturday morning 
uiné drunks were in the Police Court.
On Saturday night and Sunday the | 
streets were full of drunken men, and on I 
Monday morning 48 persons were in the i 
police court charged with drunkenness-1 
the largest number ever known in the 
history of the city. A large number1 
had been allowed to go without arrest. ■ 
the Star, license paper, says:—

A booze wave passed over Lou-ell Sat-1 
U:day night, and aftjr it had passed there 
were many torn wrecks cf humanity to I 
be gathered in by Chief Howard’s crew | 
of life savers.

This morning, when Judge Hadley" 
came upon his elevation in the Police ( 
Court, the array of drunks made that ex-. 
peiienccd justice open his eyes. The | 
wrecks were pretty bad looking liulks- 
nomlescript derelicts, every one. In the 
flotsam and jetsam were several women, 
whose sails and general damage gave evi- B 
deuce of the destructive effects of the le- 
galized beer wave that dashed ,itself 
over Lowell on Saturday.

Judge Hadley saw the dry dock full 
to overflowing with wrecks, and on the 
settees surrounding there »’ere more 
wrecks. Yf*»

The Mail, in commenting on it, says:
The Police Court dock yesterday morn- 
ing testified to the influence of the new ■■■ 
license regime that went into effect last ■ aa 
Week. UU

Tuesday morning the court dock was * *
again filled with the victims cf the legal- 
ized high license gin mills. In addition, 
several brutal assaults have taken place TT^\ 
and two desperate £ tabbing affrays. The 
police patrol waggon has been kept busy, 
being called out eleven times on Monday 
alternoon and making seven more trip? 
in tlie evening. The license paper before J 
mentioned says: the drunks seen on tliet I 
street yesterday were so frequent that it | 
eemed as though there were almost as I 
many as there were sober people. —^

Last year the first week of no license f J 
was signalized by an empty police cour 
and a quiet and peace previously un
known in the city. The return to high I 
license has demonstrated in the most1 
practical manner the great success of 
high license as a means of prompting 
drunkenness, increasing crime and injur
ing the moral tone S the community.
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I knew a man who u’as a temperance 
lecturer. In his early years he had been 
a great drunkard, but he was reformed 
and had got considerable notoriety as a 
platform speaker in one of the . large 
cities. By trade he was a glass cutter. 
One day, many years after he had been a 
confirmed Christian, as everyone thought 
a servant girl brought into his place of 
business a decanter with a broken neck, 
and asked him to cut it smooth, tic 
took up the bottle to see what was 
wrong ; hut the fumes of brandy came 
out of the neck and went into his brain, 
lie turned the decanter upside down got 
a drop of the fluid upon iiis linger and 
put it on his lips. It set his blood oil 
lire. He went to the nearest public 
hou?e and got drunk. That was the 
beginning of a very bitter and disgrace
ful end.—Prof. 11 Drummond.
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These are the last words, repeated over 
aud over again, of a 1 in tie buy who re
cently died fiom the elite Is of whiskey. 
His father, an old acquaintance of mine, 
carried a jug of whiskey home with him 
from town, and gave each of hi« children 
a drain out of it. This child was 
brought under the control of the whiskey 
devil by this diink given to him, and 
slipped to the jug as .soon a< he could do 
so unobserved, to get as much ot tin- liery 

! liquid as his vravings called 1er. When 
I found lie was lying on the Hour by the 
jug, unable to move and insensible.

The doctors were sent for and 
he was roused sutiicivntly to say, ami 
keep on saying till lie died “ Papa made 
me drunk.”—A. T. Gomlloe.
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Children Cry for Pitcher’s Castoria.
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