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BROKEN GODS.
By Douglas Sladen.

Just another idol 
Fallen from its place—

One more hollow found behind 
An old familiar face !

■ Comrade mine, I thought to twine 
Our hearts for evermore,

And lo I another idol 
Brdken on the floor.

Kinsfolk reared from childhood 
In one mother’s ways,

School-friends more than brothers loved 
In heart-open days.

Lovers dear as kinsfolk ne’er,
Are themselves no more—

What ! must all the idols 
Shatter on the floor?

Lo ! another idol !
Set it up on high !

Never heed the broken gods,
Leave them where they lie !

On it shower love’s every flower,
Make it all—your all,

Feed it with your heart's blood,
And one day it will fall.

"Loved you not these false gods 
Broken on the floor?”

“I would fain have worshiped them 
All for evermore.

"I loved well—'twas they who fell." 
“Comrade, let them lie,

And when you love another,
Shrine it high of high."
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CONTINUED FROM THE CAPITAL.

He dressed himself quickly and left his 
room, to walk down the length of the long 
hall and observe the cells on each side. 
The doors were at regular intervals, and 
each door had in its centre a small opening 
to enable the proprietor to look in upon 
the patients.

As these were all women, and some of 
them delicate and refined even in their 
insanity, Traverse felt shocked at this 
neccessary, if it were neccessary, exposure 
of their sanctuary’.

The cells were in fact small bedrooms, 
that with their white-washed walls, and 
white curtained beds and windows, looked 
excessively neat, clean and cool, but also 
it must be confessed, very bare, dreary and 
cheerless.

But as he turned to go down the stairs, 
his eyes went full into an opposite cell, 
and fell upon a vision of beauty and sorrow 
that immediately rivetted his gaze.

It was a small and graceful female figure, 
clothed in deep black, seated by the 
window, with her elbow resting upon the 
sill and her chin supported on her hahd. 
Her eyes were cast down until her eye
lashes lay like inky lines upon her snow 
white cheek. Her face, of classic regularity 
and marble whiteness, bore a ghastly con
trast to the long eye-lashes, arched eye
brows and silken ringlets, black as mid
night. She might have been a statue or a 
picture, so motionless she sat.

Conscious of the wrong of gazing upon 
this solitary woman, Traverse forced his 
looks away and passed on down stairs, 
where he again met the old doctor and 
Mademoiselle Angele at breakfast.

After breakfast, Doctor St. Jean invited 
his young assistant to accompany him on 
a round of visits to the patients, and they 
went immediately up to the hall, at the 
end of which Traverse had slept.

“These are our incurables, but they are 
not ' violent, incurables never are. Poor 
Mademoiselle! she has just been conveyed 
to this ward,” said the doctor, opening the 
the door of the first cell on the right at the 
head of the stairs, and admitting Traverse 
at once into the presence of the beautiful 
black-haired, snow-faced woman, who had 
so much interested him.

“This is my friend, Doctor Rocke, 
Mademoiselle ; Doctor, this is my friend, 
Mademoiselle Mont De St. Pierre!”

Traverse bowed profoundly, and the 
lady arose, curtsied and resumed her seat, 
saying coldly :

“I have told you, Monsieur, never to 
address me as Mademoiselle ; you persist 
in doing so ; and I shall never notice the 
insult again.”

“Ten thousand pardons Madame ! but if 
Madame will always look so young! so 
beautiful ! can I ever remember that she 
is a widow ? ”

The classic lip of the woman curled in 
Scorn, and she disdained a reply.'

“I take an appeal to Monsieur Le Docteur 
—Is not Madame young and beautiful?” 
asked the Frenchman, turning to Traverse, 
while the splendid black eyes of the 
stranger passed from the one to the other.

“And how has Madame fared during my 
absence so long? The servants—have 
they been respectful ? have they been 
observant ? have they been obedient to the 
will of Madame ? Madame has bnt to 
speak ! ” said the doctor, bowing politly.

“Why should I speak when every word 
I utter you beftfcve, or affect to believe, to 
be the ravings of a maniac? I will speak 
no more,” said the lady, turning away her 
superb dark eyes and looking out of the 
window.

“Ah, Madame will not so punish her 
friend, her servant ! her slave ! ”

A gesture of fierce impatience and dis
gust was the only reply deigned by the 
lady.

“Come away ; she is angry and may be
come dangerously excited,” said the old 
doctor, leading the way from the cell.

“Did you tell me this lady is one of the 
incurables? ” inquired Traverse, when 
they had left her apartment.

“Bah ! yes, poor girl, ‘véra incurable,’ as 
my sister would say.”

“Yet, she appears to me to be perfectly 
sane, as well as exceedingly beautiful and 
interesting.”

"Ah, bah ! my excellent ; my admirable; 
my inexperienced young friend, that is all 
you know of lunatics ! With more or less 
violence of assertion, they every one insist 
upon their sanity ; just as criminals protest 
their innocence ! Ah, bah ! you shall go 
into every cell in this ward, and not find 
one lunatic among them,” sneered the old 
doctor, as he led the way into the next 
little room.

It was indeed as he had foretold, and 
Traverse Rocke found himself deeply 
affected by the melancholy, the earnest, 
and sometimes the violent manner in 
which the poor unfortunates protested 
their sanity, and implored-or demanded to 
be restored to home and friends.

“You perceive,” said the doctor, with a 
dry laugh, “that they are none of them 
crazy ! ”

“I see,” said Traverse, “but I also detect 
a very great difference between that lovely 
woman in the south cell and these other 
inmates.”

“Bah ! bah ! bah ! sh%js more beautiful ! 
more accomplished ! more refined than the 
others, and she is in one of her lucid in
tervals! that is all ! but as to a difference 
between her insanity and that of other 
patients, it lies in this, that she is the most 
hopelessly mad of the whole lot. She has 
been mad eighteen years ! ” said the old 
doctor, as they crossed the hall to go into 
the next wing of the building, in which 
were situated the men’s wards.

Traverse found nothing that particularly 
interested him in this department, and 
when they had concluded their round of 
visits, and were seated together in the old 
doctor’s study, Traverse asked him for the 
story of his beautiful patient 

The doctor shrugged his shoulders.
“It is a story miserable, as I told you 

before. A gentleman, illustrious from 
Virginia, an officer high in the army, and 
distinguished in the war, he brought this 
woman to me nearly three years ago. He 
informed me that—eh, bien! I had better 
tell you the story in my own manner. 
This young lady, Mademoiselle Mont de 
St. Pierre, is of a family noble and distin
guished—a relative of this officer, illus
trious and brave. At fifteen, Mademoiselle 
met a man, handsome and without honor, 
at sixteen the child became a fallen angel! 
She lost her reason through sorrow and 
shame! This relative—took her to the 
seclusion of his country house, where she 
lived in elegance, luxury and honor. But 
as the years passed, her madady increased; 
her presence became dangerous; in a word 
the gentleman saw the advertisement of 
my ‘calm retreat.’ The poor, crazed creature 
fancies that she is the widow of his elder 
brother, whom she imagines he murdered, 
and that she is the mother of children 
whom she says he has abducted or destroy
ed, so that he may enjoy the estate that 
is her widow’s dower and their orphans’ 
patrimony ! That is the reason why she 
insists on being called Madame instead of 
Mademoiselle, and we indulge her when 
we think of it.” ^

CHAPTER LVH.

THE MANIAC’S STORY.

A scheming villain forged this tale 
That chains me in this dreary cell,

My fate unknown, my friends bewail,
0, doctor haste that fate to tell?

Oh, haste my daughter’s heart to cheer,
Her heart, at once, ’twill grieve and glad 

To know, tho’ chained and captive here,
I am not mad ! I am not mad!—M.G. Lewis.

Traverse was young and romantic, and 
deeply interested in the doctor’s beautiful 
patient. He thought it quite possible that 
the distinguished officer’s story might be 
a wicked fabrication, to conceal a crime, 
and that the lady’s “crazy fancy” might 
be the pure truth.

And Traverse had heard to what heinous 
uses private mad-houses were sometimes 
put by some unscrupulous men, who 
wished to get certain women out of their 
way, yet who shrank from bloodshed.

Her bodily health required the atten
dance of a physician, and Traverse had, 
therefore, a fair excuse for his daily visits 
to her cell.

His respectful manners, his grave bow, 
and his reverential tone in saying—

“I hope I find you stronger to-day, 
Madam,” seemed to gratify one who had 
few sources of pleasure.

One day, after looking at the young 
physician some time, she suddenly said :

“You never forget ! You always address 
me by my proper title of Madam ! Now, 
pray explain to me why, you give me this 
title?”

“Because, Madam, I have heard you lay 
claim to that title, and I think that you, 
yourself, of all the world, have the best 
right to know how you should be ad
dressed,” said Traverse respectfully.

The lady looked wistfully at him, and 
said—“But my next-door neighbor asserts 
that she is a queen; she insists upon being 
called ‘your majesty.’ Has she, then, the 
best right to know how she should be ad
dressed?”

“Alas ! no Madam ; and I am pained that 
you should do yourself the great wrong to 
draw such comparisons.”

“Why? Am not I and the ‘queen’ in
mates of the same ward of incurables, in 
the same lunatic asylum ! ”

“Yes, but not with equal justice of cause. 
The ‘queen’ is a hopelessly deranged, but 
happy lunatic. You, Madam, are a lady 
who has retained the full possession of 
your faculties amid circumstances and 
surroundings that must have overwhelmed 
the reason of a weaker mind.”

The lady looked at him in wonder and 
almost in joy.

“Ah, it was not the strength of my mind, 
it was the strength of the Almighty upon 
whom my mind was stayed, for time and 
for eternity, that has saved my reason in 
all these many years ! But how did you 
know that I was not mad ? How do you 
know that this is anything more than a 
lucid interval of longer duration than 
usual ? ” she asked.

“Madam, you will forgive me for having 
looked at you so closely and watched you 
so constantly, but I am your physician, 
you know-----”

“I have nothing to forgive and much to 
thank you for, young man. But why, did 
you not believe the doctor ? why did you 
not take the fact of my insanity upon 
trust, as others did?” she asked.

“Madam, from the first moment in 
which I saw you, I disbelieved the story 
of your insanity and mentioned my doubts
to Doctor St. Jean-----”

-----“Who ridiculed your dodbts, of
course. I can readily believe that he did. 
Doctor St. Jean never gave himself the 
unprofitable trouble to investigate the cir
cumstances. I told him the truth about 
myself as calmly as I now speak to you ; 
but he found it more convenient and 
profitable to believe somebody else ! But 
again I ask you, why were not- you also, 
so discreetly obtuse;?”

“Madam,” said Traverse, blushing in
genuously, “I saw no sign of madness! 
In the calm depths of those sad eyes, lady, 
I know that the fires of insanity never 
could have burned.”

“I thank you ; may the Lord bless you; 
perhaps He has sent you here for my re
lief ; for you are right, young friend ; you 
are altogether right ; I have been wild 
with grief, frantic with despair, but never 
for one hour in the whole course of my 
life have I been insane.”

“I believe you, Madam, on my sacred 
honor, I do ! ” said Traverse, fervently.

“And yet you could get no one about 
this place to believe you! They have 
taken my brotheidn-law’s false story, en
dorsed as it is by the doctor-proprietor, for 
granted. And so long as I persist in tell
ing my true story, they will consider me a 
monomanic, and so often as the thought 
of my many wrongs and sorrows, combines 
with the nervous irritability to which 
every woman is occasionally subject, and 
makes me rave with impatience and ex
citement, they will report me a dangerous 
lunatic, subject to periodical attacks of 
violent frenzy ; but, young man, even at 
my worst I am no more mad than any 
other woman, wild with grief and hyster
ical through nervous irritation, might at 
any time become without having her 
sanity called in question.”

“Lady,” said Traverse, respectfully, I 
will never leave you, until I see you re
stored to your friends.”

“Friends ! ah ! I have no friends, nor any 
relatives except a young daughter whom I 
have seen but twice in my life!—once 
upon the dreadful night when she was 
born and torn away from my sight, and 
once about two years ago. My little dau
ghter does not know that she has a poor 
mother living.”

“I will make your case known, and 
restore you to liberty ! ” said Traverse. 
I have a good mother to whom suffering 
has taught sympathy with the unfor
tunate; and I have a lovely betrothed 
bride, and we have a beautiful home 
among the hills of Virginia; and you shall 
add to our happiness by living with us.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

DOROTHY’S JOURNEY.
It was a lonely one, for her brother, who 

was to have been her companion, was un
avoidably detained at the last moment ; 
and it was a serious undertaking for a girl 
who had never been so far from her Lon
don home before.

Moreover, the prim, elderly ladies—into 
whose compartment an anxious elder sist
er had put her with a whispered congratu
lation that she would not have any annoy- 
ahee to dread from them—left the train at 
the next station, and their place was taken 
by a man, whom the timid Dorothy soon 
found herself furtively watching with dis
trust and aversion.

From behind an illustrated paper 
with which thoughtful Elizabeth had 
supplied her, she could not help seeing 
that he was strangely muffled up for a 
mild day in October. His loose overcoat 
was buttoned up to his throat, around 
which a scarf was wound that hid all the 
lower part of his face. His bright eyes 
gleamed from behind a pair of blue glasses, 
and his hat was slouched over his fore
head.

The idea that he was an invalid never 
suggested itself, for he was too restless for 
that, sitting first on one side of the carri
age, then changing to the other, nervously 
starting if Dorothy only rustled a leaf, 
and evincing ill-suppressed agitation when
ever the train stopped to take up passen
gers.

On two or three occasions Dorothy had 
reason to hope that the vacant seats in the 
compartment would be filled by more con
genial fellow-passengers, but this her 
strange companion prevented, by driving 
away those who paused at the door with 
a prompt “full” or “engaged.” And any
one who may have doubted this did not 
cavil at it, but walked away, imagining 
that they had stumbled on a young couple 
who wished for no interruption to a pleas
ant tete-a-tete.

Every time the guard’s whistle gave the 
signal for a fresh start, this man would 
draw a long breath as of relief, and retreat
ing to the other end of the carriage, he 
would indulge in a draught from a flask 
he carried in his pocket.

Still he did not attempt to address the 
quiet girl, who on her part rarely looked 
up from her periodical. The train was 
speeding on towards the south coast ; her 
cousins would meet her at a station a few 
milés from their own home, and even if he 
did not alight before then, she should 
soon be with friends, and amuse them 
with a description of her fellow-traveller.

He was more restless than ever. His 
flask was empty, and when they reached 
a small junction that boasted of a refresh
ment bar, he called a porter to get it filled 
for him.

But the man was busy with luggage 
and could not come, and after muttering 
something that made Dorothy shudder, 
and hesitating awhile, he threw open the 
door and dashed across the platform to 
procure the brandy-himself, jostling as he 
went a tall ruddy young fellow who was 
hurrying towards the train.

“Here she is ! here’s cousin Dorothy ! 
he shouted to another equally pleasant 
young fellow who was following him. “I 
told you we should be in time to catch her 
here instead of letting her go on to Ros- 
bridge. Welcome little cousin ; Madge and 
Mima are in the waggonette outside wait
ing for you. How many trunks have you 
brought ? None, only a hat-box and Glad
stone, that’s under the seat—sensible little 
woman. Take her along, Fred ; I’ll follow 
with the baggage.”

And away Dorothy was bustled to where 
a couple of pretty girls, about her own 
age were seated in a roomy waggonette, 
eagerly watching for her coming.

Madge looked disappointed when she 
saw only one visitor where two had been 
expected ; but her rosy face brightened 
again when Dorothy explained that her 
brother would be able to follow in a day 
or two at furthest. Frank sprang to the 
box, the Gladstone was hauled up beside 
him, and Fred, who had spent a few weeks 
in London the previous winter, and 
brought away a conviction that there was 
not a sweeter girl in the world than Doro
thy, assisted her into the waggonette and 
placed himself by her side.

“You did not expect to see us yet, of 
course,” he said. “Indeed, Rosbridge is our 
station, but Frank had business at Hurst, 
and Madge suggesting that the drive if 
longer was prettier, we arranged to come 
in a body across country and meet you 
here.”

The spirited horse had sprung away at 
a canter almost before the party had set
tled themselves in their seats. Indeed, she 
was rattled along at such a rate that Doro 
thy envied her companions the equanim
ity with which they went up and down 
hill, jolted over ruts, and swung perilously 
near deep ditches.

But then her first exclamation of alarm 
made Fredle arm steal around her waist— 
to steady her, nothing more — and his 
whispered assurance that he would take 
care of her must have soothed away her 
fears, for long before they drove to the 
door of Oakhanger Farm, where uncle 
John and aunt Bessie were nodding and 
smiling a welcome, she was talking and 
laughing as merrily as the rest.

A delicious tea-dinner was in readiness, 
and everyone at Oakhanger feeling con
vinced that Dorothy must be half-starved, 
she was only allowed to throw off her hat 
and wash her hands, before she was hurried 
to the table, and not allowed to leave 
till she had done her best to satisfy her 
entertainers.

And Dorothy was really hungry, for she 
had been too excited to eat her lunch be
fore leaving town, and the sandwiches her 
sister Elizabeth had insisted she should 
bring with her lay in their bag untouched.

How could she discuss them with such 
a queer travelling-companion looking on 
the while ?

Madge and Mima and Fred were amus
ed with her description of him, though 
they gave it as their opinion that he must 
be an escaped lunatic ; but Fred said, com 
passionately :

“Poor little Dorothy, what a miserable, 
lonely journey you must have had ! I wish 
I had acted on my first thought, and gone 
to Waterloo to meet you.”

The evening was spent in aunt Bessie’i 
roomy, cosy parlour ; she would not have 
it dignified by any more pretentious name, 
The girls’ piano and her son’s bookcases 
were there, as well as spinning-wheel, for 
she still adheared to the custom of her 
grandams, and spun the fine strong yarn 
she and her daughters knitted into the 
family hose.

There were cushioned benches under 
the projecting chimney-piece, and to please 
father a wood fire burnt brightly on the 
wide hearth, and the room was large 
enough to allow of an occasional set 
quadrille or waltz on the polished floor, 
for the farmer and his wife", in their prud 
ent anxiety to keep their children from 
seeking dangerous pleasures abroad, were 
careful to encourage all wholesome amuse 
ments at home.

Dorothy waltzed with Fred, sang duets 
with Frank, and promised to learn to take 
part in the glees and part-songs with 
which her cousins delighted their father, 
nor even recognized that she was tired till 
aunt Bessie suddenly declared that she 
was heavy-eyed, and must be sent to bed 
directly.

“Off with you all ! ” she cried, peremp
torily. “It is past ten ; how is Dorothy to

get up a colour and take walks before 
breakfast if we keep her up late ?”

“I have carried your bag to your room,” 
Fred told his cousin, as he bade her good 
night. “You must have packed it cleverly.” 

“Why do you say that!” she asked. 
“Because it is so tremendously heavy 

for a lady’s luggage, that’s all,” he answer
ed, taking advantage of the pause to clasp 
her hand once more.

"Elizabeth must have put in some books, 
and my drawing materials,” thought 
Dorothy, as she followed Mima to the 
pretty chamber her cousins had draped 
with pink and white for her Use.

“If you don’t care to sleep alone,” Madge 
popped in her head to exclaim, “you’ve 
only to say so, and one of us will stay. 
Shall we help you unpack? Your key 
would not unlock your bag ; but Frajtk had 
one on an old bunch that fitted it.”

“This is not my bag,” cried Dorothy, 
surveying it as it lay on a table in the 
middle of the room. “It is the same size, 
but much newer than the one my father 
lent me for my journey.”

Then Frank was called by his sisters to 
explain how the mistake bad arisen.

“I suppose through my stupidity or 
haste, call it which you like,” he replied, 
regarding it with a puzzled air. “I saw a 
bag under one of the seats of the carriage 
where I found Dorothy quite alone. ‘A 
bag and a tin hat-box,’ she said, I seized 
both and looked no farther.”

“Mine was older and shabbier,” she told 
him. “This must have belonged to the 
stranger. What must he have thought 
when he came back to the train and found 
it gone? What shall I do with it ? Will 
you mind taking it into your care till we 
can give it back and get mine instead ?”

“It’s tremendously heavy. What can 
there be in it?” queried Frank.

And, plunging in his hand he drew forth 
first a roll of paper, out of which peered 
the handles of some massive silver table
spoons, and then a beautifully-chased tea
pot of the same precious metal.

“Your-fellow-traveller was a thief, cousin 
Dorothy, and these are the proceeds of a 
burglary. I don’t think there’s a doubt of 
it,” said Frank, and in this opinion his 
brother and father, quickly summoned to 
the spot, both concurred.

But aunt Bessie soon put a stop to the 
consultation that followed. The girls were 
getting excited, and must go to bed. In 
the morning would be time enough to de
cide what steps had better be taken for 
restoring the valuable contents of the 
Gladstone bag to their rightful owner.

It was a long while before Dorothy could 
close her eyes, and in her dreams she saw 
again the miserable, restless man, who 
must have been haunted by his dread of 
detection. But at last she sank into a re
freshing slumber, from which Madge 
awoke her with a loving kiss and the an
nouncement that breakfast, postponed an 
hour for various reasons, would be served 
as soon as she had made her toilet.

Both Frank and Fred looked pale, and 
Dorothy was presently startled to learn 
that they had not been to bed.

She inquired the reason, and it was Fred 
who replied :

“Finish your breakfast, little cousin, 
and I’ll tell you. You have finished? You 
are sure? Then there is rather an un
pleasant task before you, I am sorry to 
say ; but as what must be must be, shall it 
be done at once?”

Vaguely uneasy, but full of trust in the 
speaker, Dorothy permited herself to he 
led to an outhouse, the door of which was 
unlocked by a policeman, and which was 
tenanted by her fellow-passenger of the 
preceding day.

“You identify this man?” she was ask
ed, as she shrank nearer to Fred with a 
cry of recognition, and was instantly led 
away.

“How came he to be our prisoner ? Well, 
you see, Frank and I, talking over the af
fair, thought it very unlikely that the fel
low, on discovering the loss of his booty, 
would quietly submit to it. It was more 
probable, we argued, that he would follow 
you up and try to regain possession of it. 
And this is just what he did. But we had 
taken our policemen into our councils, 
and while they kept watch outside the 
house we did the same within, and he wEs 
caught in the act of creeping through -a 
casement the servants had neglected to 
fasten.

Dorothy had but little to do with the 
case, and for this she was very thankful, 
though any pity she may have felt for the 
guilty man was merged in disgust when 
she learned that the person he had rob
bed had been a very generous friend to 
him in spite of his unworthiness.

She has never made another journey 
without male protection, her cousin Fred 
having won a promise from her rosy lips 
that warrants him in acting as her escort 
wherever she goes.

THE HAUNTED PITCHER.
A South Corona* Mystery That Began 

'with a Lightning Stroke. 3VT3VTO &OO.
About five milesfrom Aiken, S.C., on the 

Charleston dirt road, and in sight of the , 
railway, is a little place that was first ] 
christened Polecat, but afterward changed 
to Montmorenci, the French for that 
odorous little animal. Many years ago a 
young woman came With her pitcher to 
draw a bucket of water from a well at 
Montmorenci, and set the vessel in the 
hollowed top of a stone post that some of | 
the railroad men had moved there.

While drawing the water a flash of I 
lightning came and struck the chain to I 
which the well bucket was attached and 
the woman was killed in her tracks. Her I 
remains were removed, but the pitcher 
was left just where the dead girl had set it. 
To this day the pitcher Remains in the 
same place, and so far from being removed, 
it is said that no living hand has ever j 
touched it save its owner’s, although near 
the side of the public road. But the most 
wonderful thing is the superstition 
attached to the pitcher. There is an in
describable influence surrounding it that ] 
prevents its touch.

Hundreds of people have gone with the 
firm determination of lifting the pitcher, 
but when they approach it a strange re- 
pugnance comes over them and they 
hurriedly depart without carrying out the 
object of their visit. One night a bully in 
the neighborhood while under the in
fluence of whisky made a bet with some 1 
friends that he would go and bring back 
the pitcher. He left to do so, but soon re- | 
turned as pale as a sheet and empty 
handed. “Boys,” he remarked, “no person I 
alive can lay hands on that pitcher, and I 
wouldn’t attempt it again for the whole of 
Aikqn County.” He refused to tell his ex
perience and said he would not talk about 
it. Other parties have gone to see it, but ] 
met with the same repulsive feelings.

SALT WILL KILL MOTHS.
How to Take Care of Carpet» 

Furniture.

aired, yet if kept closed even salt will not 
prevent their destructiveness. Salt plenti
fully sprinkled into the crevices of up
holstered furniture will stop the ravages 
of these pests, provided the room is not 
kept darkened.

Let in the light and air every day. The 
sun should also be a welcome visitor, 
especially at tms season, x mere is 
danger of fading the carpet or furniture, 
throw down newspapers over the carpets 
and move the piece of furniture aside or 
cover it while the sun remains.

Of course, when cleaning the room 
thoroughly, it is a good plan to remove the 
lighter articles of upholstered furniture 
into the air, and the heaviest ones into 
another room in which the windows are 
opened.

Hair cloth is best cleaned by beating 
with a small switch or rattan, afterward 
wiping with a soft cloth. If it is old and 
losing its color, it can be made to look 
almost as good as new by wiping it over 
with a cloth wet in ink.

Plush furniture should be brushed with 
a bristle brush. A medium-seized paint 
brush is just the thing. Never switch 
plush, as it will leave a mark that any 
amount of brushing will not obliterate.

A small paint brush for the crevices of 
the woodwork is a necessity to keep it in 
good condition by removing the dust 
Wipe over the woodwork with a soft, damp 
cloth, and polish with a dry cloth. A 
small quantity of warm linseed oil rubbed 
briskly with a soft, dry cloth, will give the 
wood a nice soft polish.

See that the castors on the heavy piecee 
of furniture are in good condition, so that 
they will not tear or mark the carpet when 
moved from their places. A little machine 
or kerosene oil will do good service if 
applied to them occasionally, applying only 
enough to make them work freely, as too 
much is apt to work down and le^ye ftn 
ugly spot on the carpet.

Power’s Block, Rochester, N. Y.

Employs no Agents, but gives the 

Large Commission to the Buyer, and 
by so doing, can Sell you an

ii i'i iWii

-ORGAN-

AT VERY LOW PRICES,

and on as easy terms as any other 
company on the

INSTALMENT PLAN.

POWDER
Absolutely Pure.

Call and See m ORGANS and PRICES.

weT„s,!LL SEWING MACHINE
AND THE HIGHEST PRICE MACHINE MADE IN 
CANADA FOR $27-50. AFTER USING THEM SIX 

MONTHS, AND NOT SATISFACTORY, MONEY REFUNDED.
$18,

News And notes.
Women and "Win® are often classed to

gether by the but we have never yet 
heard of a poetrwfi'o'claimed that both of | 
them improved with age.

Prof. Loisette’s memory system is creating 
greater interest than ever in all parts of the 
country, and persons wishing to improve 
their memory should send for his prospectus 
free as advertised in another column.

Jaggs—“Have a cigar, Baggs ?” Baggs— 
“No, thanks.” “But this is one of those 
you gave me yesterday.” “I know it.”
FOR RICKETS, MERMASUS, AND ALL 

WASTING DISORDERS OF 
CHILDREN - 

Scott’s Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oil with 
Hypophosphites, is unequaled. 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.

Wife—Dear, I am going to buy your I 
Christmas present to-morrow. Husband— 
Ali right. Let me know how much it is | 
and I will make you out a cheque.

Prof. Loisette’s memory system is creating ! 
greater interest than ever in all parts of the 
country, and persons wishing to improve | 
their memory should send for his prospectus 
free as advertised in another column.

CALL ATND SEE THEM.

-WE ALSO SELL THE-

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

ROOM ÏWPER i pleasure in stating_that we have bought in the United StatesWe have much pleasure in statingthat i 
-before the rise in Wall Papers, 1700 Rolls, and will be 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

Young Lady (confidentially, to guide in 
foreign art gallery—Is there any way for 
the uninitiated to distinguish between an 
old master and a mocjyn painting ? Guide 
—Yes, ma’am. IfihtVpeople in the pic- 
ture have clothes on it’s by an old master.

Advicb to Mothebs. — Mbs. Winslow’s 
Soothing Sybup 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 the little 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 “Mbs. Winslow's Soothing Sybup and 
take no other kind.

Mrs. Fussy—I wonder why Dr. Fourthly | 
always has his sermons type-written? Mr. 
Grump—Out of pure gratitude. You don’t I 
know how the invention has boomed the | 
matrimonial market ! x

THE HERALD
Prof. Loisette’s memory system is creating 

greater interest than ever in all parts of the 
country and persons wishing to improve 
their memory should send for his prospectus 
free as advertised in another column.

I|

Eulogies pronounced in celebration of I 
the virtues of the departed may be char- [ 
acterized as foam on the funeral bier.

All housewives know that moths revel 
in close, dark places, yet many of them 
never think of this when they keep the 
parlor closed without light or air for any 
length of time, until, on taking up the 
carpet, or examining closely the furniture, 
they find conclusive evidence of the work 
of these insects.

Once these pests enter a house it is very 
difficult to dislodge them. Sprinkling 
salt thickly around the edges of the room 
before putting down the carpet may pre 
vent their doing any injury to this articlr *th fol1 directiona for Preparing and using, 
when the room is swept frequently and Sent by mail by addressing with stamp,

1 naming this paper. W. A. Noylks 194

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 I 
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 
felt it his duty to make it known to his 
suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive j 
and desire to relieve hnman suffering, I will 
send, free of charge, to all who desire it, 
their recipe, in GeMMan, French or English,

Corner Queen and Regent Streets,

FREDERICTON, N. B.

KENDALL’S 
[SPAVIN CUREH

The directors of the C. P. R. have de
clared a half yearly dividennd payable in 
February. ________________

Prof. Loisette’s Memory system is creating I 
-greater interest than ever in all parts of the 
country, and persons wishing to improve 
their memory shoulffeend for his prospectus | 
tree as advertised in another column.

The Winnipeg Evening Sun has been 
sold for $40,000 to a company with ex Sup- I 
erintendent of Education Somerset as presi- j 
dent.

Fifty cars of cotton consigned for Japan 
passed through Winnipeg over the C. P. R. 
the other day.

The Cape Breton railway, it is said, will 
he in running order and open for traffic 
July next. 

The Moat Successful Remedy ever discos 
ered, 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. 80,1888. 
Da. B. J. Kendall Co.

Dear Sirs : I have always purchased your Ken
dall’s Spavin Cure by the half dozen Dottles, I 
would like prices In larger quantity. I thîxk 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 you» Kendall’s Spavin Cure. I have 
used it for Lameness. Stiff Joints and 
Spavins, and I have found it a sure cure, I cordi
ally recommend it to all horsemen.

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

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

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

with your Kendall’s Spavin Cure. I have cured 
twenty-five horses that had Spavins, ten of 
ltinpr Bone, nine afflicted with Big Head and 
seven of Big J aw. Since I have had one of your 
books and followed the directions, I have nevei 
lost a ca.ie of any kind.

Yours truly, Andrew Turner,
Horse Doctor.

mUALL’S SPAVIN CURE.
Prie-' ”r,r bottle, or six bottles for $5. All Drug

gist ' e v» • - v can get it lor you, or tiSwill be sent 
to n. '•<! :> as on receipt of price by the proprie
tors. j- u. S. J. Kendall Co., Enosburgh FaHa^Vt. 
ROT *-> 5 v.tr. Tnr*T''tr*ïRTS.

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gas Fitter,
AND

TIJN SMITH,
WOULD Inform the people of Fredei 

icton and vicinity that be has re 
somed business on Queen Street,

OPF Cl
where he is prepared to All an orders in 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

*

WHY YOU SHOULD USB

Scot x) ision

Tel» powder sever nw. i 
•trengtb, awl wholeaomeneM. 
tiw» «he ordinary kinds, un-* 

nultitu

__ More economical
end cannot be sold In 

rrnn petition »lth the multitude of low teat, abort 
weight,alum or phosphate powders. Soldomyin 
eon?. Boyal Banina Powdzb Co., 106 Wall-at.. 
Hew York.

w Ood. Xd-vrsar Oil wne 
HYF0PH05PH5TES.

It is Palatal; a? Ei'i. J
It is three time 3 as tfisacious as plans 

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

Emulsions
It is a perfect Emulsion, does not sepa

rate or chango.
It is wonderiul as a flesh producer.
It is the best remedy for Consumption, 

Scrofula, E 'cnchitis, Wasting^ Dis
eases, Chronic Coughs and Colds.

Sold bv ofl Jtmqgtf. SOe. and$lM%

THE CELEBRATED DR. LE OARRON, OF 
PARIS, FRANCE, HAS ESTABLISHED AN 
AGENCY IN TORONTO FOR THE BALE OF 
HIS MEDICINES, WHICH ARE A POSITIVE 
CURE FOR ALL CHRONIO AND PRIVATE 
DISEASES OF LONG STANDING, ALSO 
SUFFERERS FROM NERVOUS DEBILITY, 
YOUTHFUL INDISCRETION, EARLY DECAY 
ETC., SHQULD WRITE FOR INFORMATION. 
CORRESPONDENCE CONFIDENTIAL.

ADDRESS ALL LETTERS TO
The E. B. Crane Aoenoy

CAMERON PLACE. - - - TORONTO.

dui:* :ii.toà-tYA

'«Ur

The brut ikvit

(liquid.)
aar Xote.—This favorite, medicine is put 

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

fjampM’s Cathartic flomponnd 
Cnresflhranic fastipation, 

fjostiyeness, and all Complaints
arising from a disordered state of the Liver, 
Stomach and Bowels, such as 
Dyspepsia or Indigestion, Bilious
Affections, Headache, Heartburn,
Acidity of the Stomach, Rheumatism,
Loss of Appetite, Gravel, Nervous 
Debility, Nausea, or Vomiting, Ac., Ac. 

Price 25 Cents per Bottle.
PREPARED ONLY BY

DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO (Limited*,
MONTREAL.

EXHAUSTED VITALITY.
I'lHE BCIÈNCB OF LIFE,

- the great Medical Work of 
the age on Manhood, Nervous 
and Physical Debility, Prema
ture Decline, Errors of Youth, 
and the untold miseries conse
quent thereon, 300 pages 8 vo.,
126 prescriptions for all diseas
es. Cloth, full gilt, only $1.00f by mail, sealed. Ill 
ustrative sample free to all young and middle-aged 
men. Send now. The Gold and Jewelled Medal 
awarded to the author by the National Medical Asso
ciation. Address P. O. Box 1896, Boston, Mass., of 
Dr. W. H. PARKER, graduate ot Harvard Medical 
College, 26 years’ practice in Boston, who may be 
consulted coufidentiallv. Specialty, Diseases of 
Man. Office, No 4 Bulfinch Street 78-48

Flour. Flour.
In Store and to Arrive :

8.000 Bio la». Flour,

Including the following well known Brandi, 
Silver Spray, Harvest Moon, 1‘eople’a Dig
nity, rbcentx, Stockwall, Goderich, Jubilee, 
Gem, Leo, Diamond, Kent Mills. For sale
by

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON.
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