.into & woman’s heart and watched

—
THE CHIGNECTO POST

Lz 18 PUBLISHED
-

N

EVERY THURSDAY,
—AT—

$1.50 per Amnum, or $1.00 in Advance.
PLAIN AND FANCY PRINTING

OF ALL KINDS,

Prompt! ecuted at Lowest Rabes.
ADVERTISEMENTS

Inserted at very Lowest Rates.

W. C. MILNER, Proprietor.

IGNE

Praerve.

Suecess an

£

e

— e

VOL. 13-KO. 11. -

— T

SACKVILLE, N. B, THURSDAY, JULY 20, 1882:

Board of Works

wgn‘u 511‘.3;“. Command

LITERATURE ~

The Loves of Snowdon Earle.

I know what I was doing—yes,|

perfectly well—when I wrote that
note asking Nina Vandyke to spend
a week with us. I know her whole
life—al! of it—that is, all that it be-
hooved me to know ; that part where-
.in she had loved Snowdon Earle and
he had loved her, in the days—not
80 many or so long ago—before he
married we. I knew the whole
story—how they had been engaged,
and, quarrelling, had parted; but
when he met me the sting, healed
over, tq all appearances, and for-
gotten. I never dreamed of it, God
knows !

He had kissed me, sleeping and
waking, and I had never dreame
that another woman’s lips had drain-
ed the fire and sweetresg from his
mouth. I had been his wife Lwo
months—two whole months of blind,
unreasoning bliss—before I kuoew
that my kingdom was only & bubble
shining in the sun, a castle in the
air. Never mind how it came 0
me ; it was sharp, sure and unmis-
takables He never knew that I had
found it out ; he only saw that I had
changed a little.
it?

As for him, it was in his nature fo
outwardly tender. Snowdon Karle
could have driven & dagger clean

her die, if need werc, but he could
not have spoken an unkind word or
offered an'intentional slight even to
one whom he hated * with the batred
of hell.” IIe was always gentle and
tender to me; only being a proud
man to the last fibre of his nature,
he checked the old warmth of man-
ner as mine iced over.

After a little while—a very litjle
while—1 ceased to be afraid of his
enforced kisses, or to shrink from
the caresses he had given me, 1
knew only as my right. So, when
nearly a year had gone by since my
wedding day, Nina Vandyke, pass-
ing tbrough New York on ber way
South, came to visit us. It was
against his wishes—my busbard’s.
He said so once briefly, and then
dropped the subject forever.

“Do you particularly wish to
have Miss Vandyke here?”

He was standing before me, look-
ing down with his stern, pure face,
whose shade of melancholy so many
young ladies had called romartic.

« Yes, very particularly.”

«I never thought you liked her
much.” E

“No? Why, I'm devotct] to her,”
I said carelessly, staring past him
into the fire.

I knew he was annoyed. He
stood there, pulling his carly brown
mustache, as he did 1n such moods,
with unsteady fingers.

¢« I'm sorry that yeu are.”

«Sorry? Why, pray?”

« Because—for 2a thousand rea-
sons—Miss Vandyke is the last per-
son I care to have for a guest—jyour
gtiest and mine.” '

I held the note up in my fingers,
weighing it daintily, and glancing
at the address which I had just
written, as I answered—

¢ As you please, of course. I've
expressed my preference in the mat
ter, but it lies whollv in your handss
1 can toss the invitation into the fire
if you say so.”

Without turning my eyes on him
I saw the slender white hand move
quickly, impulsively, as if to snatch
the note, and then Snowdon folded
his arms tightly over his chest again.

“If it gives you any degree of
pleasure to send it,” be said in the
cold, courteous tone that always
covered a hurt, I haven’t one word

to say.”
And'so the letter went.
~ L d * * - -

« O, how exquisite! What per-
fect taste! Snowdon is quite a lover
yet, isn’t he, Maidie dear?”

How she says it!—such a com-
passionate, soothing lic as one feeds
a fractious child upon. Nina Van-
dyke bends over the great basket of
flowers that has just been handed in
¢ for Mrs. Earle,”” and glances
from them up at me with a false,
sweet smile, She came to us, know-
ing justhowmuchof Snowdon Earle’s
heart had been hers in the past ; she
had no need to slay twenty-four
hours, I fancy, before she knew as
well how little of it belonged to his
wife in the present,

« Unmistakably a lover’s offering,
oh?” I answer carelessly, drawing
the hasket to me. ¢ Well it dosen’t
happen to be from Snowdon ; I'm in-
debtad to Mr. Hebert Clive's ex-
quisite taste on this oceasion,”

« Ob, Maidie dear?” Nina says
in gentle deprecation. She has
suv‘.ﬁm innocent, girlish way of
spea .\g, angd of using those great
brown eyes of hers—a piquant,
pretty fashion, which makes even
one who knows ber forget the stub-
born fact that she is just one year
younger than Snowdon Enrle—and
Snowdon is twenty-nine. ¢ Surely”
she is saying softly, hesitatingly,
« you do not receive flowers from
any gentleman but your husband?”

“éml you be a belicver in total
deprydRy forever if I admit that I
do?’ I atch my eyebrows rather
conmmptuoualy; I bave no faith in
Nina’s shocked, soft tones.

« Don’t laugh at me—I stppose 1
am a very foolish little thing, after
all ; but really, Maidie, it seems to
me as if 8 wife ought not, could net,
accept a flower from any hand but
the dearest one.”

She looks down with a tender,
saddened face and sighs. I am not

How could I help |,

and sees the pretty falter of the
drooping eyes.

< O, Mr. Earle, how you startled
us 1" she cries, turning swiftly as be
comes into the room. ¢ Have you
seen Maidie’s lovely flowers?” hesi-
tating a little and glancing at me as
if for & cue. Something in the look
makes my face redden and glow as
if kindled with a flame.

«No,” he seys, looking down at
them, * not at me.”

“Aren't they lovely? Such ex-
quisite roses! You are so fond of
roses, I know,” and her voice fails a
little—just a little.

o1 particularly _dislike; them,”
turning away and wnlki&&/ across
the room without another glance.
When he walks back again—Snow-
don has such a restless fashion of
wandering up and down—hkis own
peculiar nonchalance aud indiffer-
ence has wrapped Him round again
completely.

«I'm sorry to disappoint you about
the seats at Booth’s to-night,
Maidie,” he says quietly. *I found
it impossible to get those yoa wanted,
and ['was obliged te take a box in-
stead.”

«] detest a box!”

“I'm exceedingly sorry, but I
could do no better. I knew- neither
you nor Miss Vandyke would care
to sit in the last rows.”

“It doesr.’t matter, I suppose. I
believe Nina likes a box—don’t you,
Nina? As for me, I'm net going.”

“Not going?” cries Nina.

Snowdon never stirs a line ef his
face. His eye-brows are lifted up,
and his blue'eyes look steadily down.

“Nol!” -

“Js there any special reason why
you dan’t wish to? Will you wait
for anather night? I can change
the tickets.”

“No, thanke,” I reply indifferent-
ly. “I don’t care to go at all. I'm
satisfied with ‘Richelieu; if Nina
will excuse me, I'll withdraw from
the party. You don’t mind going
without me on this one occasion,
I'm sure.”

“Maidie, dearest—"

It is Nina, not he. Ile says not
one word. I know I’'m rude; I can-
not help it, for I know, too, that in
another minute I shall burst into
tears before them both, and would
rather die than show the quiver of a
single nerve. So, in the very midst
of Nina’s speech I leave the room,
swinging one of Herbert Clive’s
roses in my hand, rush into my own
room to fling myself down and ery
as children do—as I have done
every day of my lite since Nina
Vandyke came into the house at my
own wish and will,

It is the rarest of events now for
Snowdon to come to my room ; but
as I lie there sobhing this late after-
noon, ke walks directly in. If he
knocked I did not hear him.
«“Maidie, for Heaven's sake, what
is the matter?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing? Bué there is—there
must be something 1” he says, kneel-
ing down by the bed where I have
thrown myself. My darling, why
can’t you tell me? For God's sake,
Maidie, if we two cannot be as hus-
band and wife to each other, give
me at least, the right of a friend to
Lelp you; answer me, child,” he
says with bitter entreaty.

And 1 feel, lying tWere with bid-
den face, the soft touch of his hand
on my shoulder—round my neck—
clinging there for an instant. Then
I push it away. .

“I told you there was nothing at
all. I-T'm ncrvous — my head
aches; I only want to be left alone,”
1 say, trying desperately to steady
my voice. :

Still he kneels there, drawing his
oreath a little quicker, as if in pain.
“Will you never want anything
else of me?” almosy in a whisper.
“Maidie, do you know what you're
doing ?
is killing me?”

No answer. I force myself to
lie still with the bitter knowledge in
my beart—how well I know it only
God kpows—and I dare not tell
Snowdon Earle! Lo
“Won", you speak to me?
Maidie, it’s the last time I'll come
to you and ask for a single word.
For God’s sake, say it now, unless
you hate me; answer me, and tell
me what hurts you. Say one word
—that you trust me—that you’re
sorry! My God! you might say as
much to any stranger, if you saw
his heart broken as mine is!”

Still I kept my face buried deep
in the milow; he is waiting with
drawn breath and throbbing pulses,
bat | cannotsay a word. How long
he kneels there, cienchinz his two
hands together as they rest on the
bed, and bending nearer and nearer
all the time, I never know ; it might
be hours or minates. But he starts
to his teet at last, stands lingering
over me oune sccond, then turns and
walks straight and steadily out of
the room. j

It is the last time that he will
ceme—Dhe has said it—and the words
keep ringing over and over in my
wretched head as I'lie there-all alone
—the last time—the last—the very
last.

They went to the theatre without
me, I sstin the parlor when they
had gone, and the roll of carriage
wheels had died away down to the
quiet street; I was etaring into the
fire at a visionary, anxious face,
sparkling and smiling, with brown
eyes and dauncing dimples, and at &
man’s fuce beside it, sternly sweet
and pure and sorrowful, that soften-
ed and grew glad just for the brown
cyes’ sake—and the devil was stir-

the only one who hears that sigh

Do you know that this life |

ing closer in my ear, when Herbert
Clive came and found me there alone.

1 don’t know why I saw him—be-.
cause -1 was desperate and mad, I
suppose, and nething in the world
seemed to malter very much ;-even
that he loved me and shouid tell me
80. What did Snewdon Earle care,
and why should I, whose heart lay
in me “ as an ash in the fire?” 8ol
let Herbert stay, and I let him go
on in his own fashion, and only
listened to him with a weary, pitiful,
disdaintful smile. What he said
was an old story to me; I had heard
from him before ever Snowdon’s
day. And I sat there wondering
what it was all worth, pitying him a
little snd myself a greal deal, and
scarcely hearing the words he said,
when the carriage wheels came roll-
ing back again, and stepped just as
the clock on the mantle atruck ten.

« Maidie, dearest—oh!” Nina
rustles into the parlor, starts at,the
sight of Mr. Clive standing on the
hearth rug before me, and then re-
covers hersclf with gracefulness.
« Good-gvening, Mr. Clive! Well,
isn’t this a surprise to see us home
so soon? I'm positively ashamed of
myself, giving Mr. Earle so mueh
trouble ; but I was seized with one
of my old attacks of faintness while
in the theatre, and I thought per-
haps I had better leave quietly at
once ; you know how I hate a scehe,
Maidie! I'm sorry for Mr. Earle’s
sake,” she says, turning toward him
as he enters the room.

She does not look at all faint ; her
cheeks are flushed sand her eyes
glitter with an ill-cencealed some-
thing—is it triumph? T almost think
soas I see her catch his eye. He
bids goed-evening te Mr. Clive in
the same courtly, distant fashion
that he extends to all his wife’s
friends; only I see bis face turn
paler.

« T insisted that Mr. Earle should
send me home in the carriage,” Nina
says sweetly, “ and stay to hear the
end of the piece—Booth was magni-
ficent to-might—but be wouldn’t
listen to it, and I really feel quite
miserable in baving deprived him of
80 much.”

¢“Not at all,” replies Snowdor,
abruptly, as though she had spoken
to bim. = He walks up to my chair,
rests his hands on it for a moment,
then turns away again. ‘I shall go
back to the theatre I think—I shall
be in time for the last act,” glancing
at the clock.

Herbert volunteers some remark
abon: the lepgth of the pieee, and
Nina regrets again that her foolish
fainting should have caused so much
trouble—only I have nothing to say
as my husband, with a brief “ good-
night,” walks out of the bouse again.
Nothing to say—not & word. . Let
them think as they please; let Nina
bave her triumph, and Snowdon his
sting of wrath. He can be angry, I
suppose, at the thought of his wife’s
deliberate deception. Let them make
a stratagem outl of this miserable
charge, if they will. I have nothing
to say. I would die sooner than lift
a finger in extenuation of what
seems to me so mean, so base; my
pride swears me to silence as I lay,
tossing all night in the dark, in my
silent room, listening for a single
footstep. The dawn is yellow in
the sky before that step come home,
and I turn my face to the wall to
sleep, and wish-it were to die.

* * * * * -

¢ Youare leoking so miserably \{ll, |
Snowdon.”

I bear Nina say it™ as I stand on
the library steps, reaching down a
book, and the curtains of the alcove
hide me, I suppose, from their no-
tice.

¢ ] am overworked, thatisall. I
have had very little rest for a fort-
night past.”

It was twice a fortnight since Miss
Vangdyke came to visit us on her
way Soutbh.” She cannot bear to
eave us, she says, and our dear
little gein of a house is so attractive!
¢ Those . troublesome cases. of
yours!” I hear in the mext breath.
* Do you know, they worry me more
than they do yourself, I verily be-
lieve. I hate to see you overtaxing
yourself as you do. I used to say
long agp, you remember, that I
wished you were anything but “a
lawyer, Snowdon—"

I spring down the steps; I cannot
hear any more. But just that li tle
stirs a new chord in my heart—a
great fear, as I look at Snowdon
Earle and see how colorless and
bhaggard his young face has grown,
and how sick with utier weariness,
1 see more than this as the days
steal by. The gulf between us can-
rot be wider than it is since the
night he met Herbert Clive with me.
But on the other gide of it, where he
stands, I can see his old love draw-
ing nearer and nearer to hun. She
loves him, 1 know, better, herhups,
than in the past, before their foolish
mistake had parted thew, or grief
had tuught her the secret of her own
beart, I see bow. faithfully she
moulds herself to please him; hLow
utterily she identified hersell with
hia wishes and interests ; how subtly
she steals into his confidence ; and I
look on helplessly all the while, and
eat my own heart out in my wretch-
ed isolation.

Do I wish that she had never
come? I think it gcarcely matters
very much I had lost him all the
same, and it is better, perhaps, that
I should stand face to face with my
misery, and not see it darkly ina
dream.

He was werking very hard—hard-
or, perhaps, than there was necd,
for he plunged into his work as a

home life that was no solace to hin,
as to other men. And the time
came, as it inevitably must, when

noon, very early, he came home and

day there was a doctor’s coupe at the
door, coming and going twice. And
I stood by the bedside, staring at a
flushed, unconscious face, and two
wild, bright eyes that did “not know
me, and listening while a grave
voice in my ear told me how much
my husband was suflering from too
great u strain en all his powers—
how dangerously ill be was, and how
the fever had gone to Lis brain, and
it might—

¢« Will he die?”
shaping the one thought that wae
eating into my soul.

I saw the grave face look a trifle
shocked and startled at such quiet
speaking.

¢ Nobody can answer that question
new, Mrs. Karle.”

Only God! and I cannot leave it
patiently in his hands—I dare not
say, ‘‘Thy will be done!”

*“Don’t speak of my leaving you,
Maidie dearest,” Nina says that
pight, with her arm around my neck.
“Let me be something more than a
mere butterfly friend—let me stay
and help you nurse him. Indeed,”
she says, with gentle superiority, as
she might speak, to a child, ‘“you are
not fit to have ‘all thjs burden om
your shoulders—you're so utterly
unused to sickness, and so nervous
and delicate, dear. I shall speak to
Dr. Howell to-morrow about having
some one to relieve you.”

By to-morrow there was a hired
nurse, and I, Snowdon Karle’s wife,
sat helplessly outside the room where
he lay tossing and moaning, and
listened, with a great, hungry long-
ing, for one word en these uncon-
scious lips that might bring we a
drop of comfort. I never heard my
own name—never; he raved and
wmuttered of places and people I bad
never known; of his college ‘days,
of eternal tasks thdt once sct him
to grope <hrough unanswerable
problems; of those ‘“troublesome
cases” that he never could finish
now, and the courts where they
were to be heard, and the people
who listened—and once, enly once,
I heard Nina’s name.

They did not let me see him very

often—*‘Mrs. Earle was so excited
and nervous,” Miss Vaudyke said,
“that it was better she should not
be much in the room.” She had
quietly taken the responsibility into
ber own hands, snd I submitted in
a dull, hopeless fashion, always with
the old thought in my heart—what
did it matter? If my busband was
to open his eyes to consciousness he
would never miss me; it was not
my face that he wanted at his bed-
side, nor my hands to hold in his
weakness, when life seemed slipping
away from him. Nina—only Nina;
it was better so.
But there was one day when I
bad stolen into the room and the
nurse had left me there a little while,
when Snowdon was lying quite still
in a dull stupor from which there
was no fear of my waking him.
There was nobody to watch me then ;
I had him alone just for a minute,
and I lay down by him, took his
heavy head in my arms and kissed
and cried ever it—he was mine, all
mine, just then, and there was noue
to take him from me. The soft,
curling lips could not feel my kisses,
nor ehrink from them, nor the weak
arms put me away. He lay, helpless
as a child, upconscious as the dead,
with my cheek against his, and my
hot. tears on his face; and all the
pent-up passion in my heart broke]
over him like a mighty flood—and
he lay theré and never knew.

“Mrs. Allen—why Maidie, youare
here?” It is Nina, coming softly in
without a rustle or a sound.
“Maidie?” she cries hoarsely, ‘‘for
heaven’s sake, what are yow think
ing of? Youn must be mad!”

She lays her hand en my shoulder,
but I fling it indignantly away.
“My dear child”—sinking her
voice to u gentler tone in a second
—*this is dreadfully imprudent.
How can you do so, when you kuow
that Snowdon must be kept quiet?
Come with me, Let mé take you
away, dear. You must go!”

She tries to draw me from the
bed, but I clasp my arms tightly
around my darling. I can defy her
at last ! :

“I'll not go! T will stay by him!
I can have him now I" I ery bitterly.
“He is dying, and he bélongs to me
at last—he’s mine—my husband!
Leave ns alone, Nina Vandyke!”
“Maidie, Maidie dear, you dont
know what you are saying!” she
cries in desperation. “Oh, Mrs.
Allen I”—turning as the nurse comes
in again—*Mrs. Allen, do speak to’
Mre. Earle afid beg ler to go—-tell
her how terribly jmpradent this is!
It is so pasitively neccessary that
Mr. Karle should be kept quiet!”

I give one look at his face. O
God! tosce that awful quiet swept
away, and the soul in it once more!
Its wasted, weary bhosh, patient
death in life, calms me as if he had
spoken.

“I'm not going toleave him! I'm
going to stay-—it's. my place to stay
here, and no one shall keep me out
of itany more. Go away and leave
us,” I say, turning my face to his
again. “I want to have him all te
myself—my bey—"

And I whisper the rest to him as
they turn and go-—whispered over
all the fond old words that I dared
once to say aloud; seb out all niy

ring stronger in my heart, whisper-

sort of desperate relief from the

vain love softly when he cannot hear

hie strength broke down. One after-

went straight to his room, and next

I said harshly,qsay hurriedly.

myself” at last. And the minutes
slip by, and the is no sound in the
room except the ticking of the
watch on the tuble and his heavy
breathing ; nobody comes to disturb
us since I have taken my place.

I am lying beside him, with my
cheek upon his hand, and my eyes
have never moved frem his face,
when I see his eyes open slowly and
the very self of Snowdon Earle,
asleep so long, looks clearly, wistful-
ly at m2 through their blue,

“Maidie—it's Maidie, isn't it?”
le says faintly.

I start up, trembling and ashamed
that be has found me there.

“Yes; I—TI'll call some one,” I
But this weak hand
1 bold closes ever mine and keeps me.

“It is always some one else. I
want you,” piteous and pleading as
any child. “Maidie, I want my
wifel”

“Mep”

I slip down on my knees as if T
were praying toe him.

“My wife—my own little wife.
It can’t hurt you now,” he whispers.
“I'm dying, little one—and I love
youso!”

“Not me!” I cry, the pent-up
agony' finding voice at last. “Oh,
I've known it all this while! I know
vou love her, Snowdon! It's Nina,
not me!”

I bury my face out of sight, but I
feel his hands creep around my neck
and clasp there.

“My poor little girl1” There is a
hush of great wonder, and then his
voice comes solemnly, full of pity,
and semething sweeter far. ‘‘My
darling, I was a boy once, and bad
a boy’s dream—it was nothing more.
It never could be anything more
when you were in the same world
with me 1"

“But it can't be—you—you don't
love me—you—" I whisper, as the
old -cruel days of coldness and
defiance roll back like a great stone
on my heart. 1 listen breathlessly
and the answer comes—

*Not love you! My wife, I'm
dying for you!”

“Take me, too, then!” I ecry
wildly, despairingly. And in my
anguish I gather him back in my
arms, ae if there could be a clasp
firm and fast enough to bind in the
soul which God has called away.
Death—if death comes—must take
us both  I'am his wife, and I will
go down with him into the gravé, to
lie-as we do now, safein each other’s
arms, forever and forever.

*

* - * . -

“And so he died ?"

The grave doctor, who came twice
a day, had said it must be, and the
wise nurse gave him up. But love
and I took him into eur hands and
‘'saved him. Frem the time 'that
Snowdon Karle awoke and found
his wife again, life fought so etrong-
ly in bim thet it won at last. The
finis to our story must be written by
another hand, I pray to God, years
hence. :

Age of Enlightenment,

In an age of enlightenment like the pre-
sent, the velue of eluctribit +and of com-
pounds containing an electrio principle as
remedial agents, is widely appreeciated.
Foremost among the latter, both as regards
the thoroughness and safety ot ite effects,
and the rapidity of its action, is Tmomas’
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and internal remedy for coughs, colds,
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fections of the breathing organs; an in-
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soreness and contraction of the muscles,
and every variety ofsore or hurt; a prompt
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ments. Its persistent use eradicates the
most obstinate of the disorders to which it
is adapted. Physicians speak of it in the
highest terms. Moreover horsemen and
stock raisers administer it with the great-
est success for diseases and hurts of horses
and cattle.  Sold by all medicine deal
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Foreign and Demestic Fruits, Produce,
Oranges, Lemons, Banannas, Apples,
and Oape Cod brlnbnrries; also

L. WESTERGAARD,
GEO. §. TOWNSHEND,

Hay, Potatoes, Poultry, Eggs, &c.

L.
DR. W. H GRAHA,

DENTIST.

Hours from 9 a. m. till 5 p. m.
julys tf

Offico: Chignesto Hall, Sackville,

——— e

Cumberland Hotel,
PARRSBORO”, N, S.

TWENTY yards from Railway Station.
Sample rooms. Livery stable.

sept7 THOS. MAHONEY.

Physician and Surgeon.

MEMRAMCOOK, N.B.

DR. E. T. GAUDET,

Orrice: Opposité St. Joseph’s College,

M. R. C. 8, ENG.
OCULIST AND AURIST

OFFICE : 40 Ooburg Street, 8T. JOHN, N. B.

ofg:%’xsrcch-lnd};ﬁ. ﬁ"nx;o :.1'9029 e : =
W.F.COLEMAN, .o | VERCOLONIAL RAILWAY,

To 8t. John General ‘ Publi ital,
_Practice limited t: P
BYE AIND EAR.

1882 SUMMER ARRANGEMENT

1882

N and after MONDAY, the S8rd

DR. MORSE,

Children. augéd

AMIEERST, IN. S.

Diseases peculiar to Females and

July, the Trains will run daily
(Sunday excepted) as follows :

WILL LEAVE SACKVILLE:

Express for St.John and Quebec, 12.12 a.m.
Graduate of Edinburgh University, l;.xpreu f?ir Halifax and Pictou, 4.00 a. m.
ccommodation for Moncton, . .8.48 a. m.
Phy"cl&n and Surgeon. | Bxpress for Halifax and Pictou, 1.04 P m.
_— Express for St.John & P.duChene 2.12 p.m.

PECIAL attention devoted to the|Accommodation for Amherst and

Spring Hilleoeovone.con.n,s 8.54 p. m.

Harness. Harnmess.

~—ALSO—=

and of the yery best material.

be undersold by any in the trade.

C. B. CODFREY.
Dorchester, May 5th, 1880.

CONSIGNMENTS OF

8hip Knees,

HATHEWAY & CO.

22 Central Wharf, Boston.
. dec1,’81

E. M. ESTEY,

Medical Hall,
Moncton, = - - = N.B.
DEALER IN
Ohemicals, Druggist Sundries, Per-
fumery, Essential Oils, Patent

Medecines, Sponges, &c.

We buy pirecr and are in a positien to
quote Goods as cHEAP as any City House.
BF=Orders receive prompt attention,

Prepared only by NORTHROP & LY-
MAN, Toronto, Ont,

Gray hairs preventsd, dandruff removed
the scalp cleansed, and the hair made to
grow thick by the use of Hall's Vegetable
Sieilian Hair Renewer. 1

‘RHE

MATISH,

Neuralgia, Sciatica, Lumbago,
Chost,

Backache, Soreness of the Chest,
Gout, Quinsy, Sore Threat, Swell-
ings angd Sprains, Barns and
8calds, General Bodily
Pains,

Tooth, Ear and Headache; Frosted
Feet and Ears, and all othepr
Pains and Aches.

No Preparation on earth equals Sr. Jacoss OrL

&1 & safe, sure, oii and cheap External
ody, " A trie) entalle but the t

Sackville  Furnitwe  Factory.

CHARLES A. DOULL.

mayl8

g

-;_-3'

SE

&

.0

=ou &~ o
E."—"‘g 'Egag *
im Tk RIS 8
¥ RIEES RS
g Ty o
RHODES, CURRY & CO.

AMHERST, N. S.

AVE REBUILT and are now rune
ning the

Amhetst Wood-Working Faotory,

And with the aid of good men and good
machinery are prepared to flll orders at
short notice for *

ifling outlay of 50 and ev suffer
ing with m can M‘zo-ﬁ'ohup M“MW;D proof
of ita claims,

Directions in Eleven Languages.
S0LD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS
IN MEDICINE.

or answer it. I have him ‘‘all to

Doors, Sashes, Blinds, Window and Door
Frames, Brackets and Mouldings of
all Descriptions, Kiln Dried Lum-
ber and Building Material,
Planing, Sawing, &c.

Quotations always given when desired Jan5—1 year

55 Commercial and 62 Clinton Streets, !UNDERTAK
ING!

BOSTON, MASS. e ;
subscriber na ta)
laning. Tnon aise) nas constantly
Matching, Caskets and Coflins,
4
in Walnut and Imitation Rose-
Turning wood. Orders ﬂlll:& no:horl::it
AND JIG=SAWING, notice. Having obtained
DONR AT A HANDSOME HEARSE,

MODERATE PRICES, in St John, N. B., he is prepared
—aT THE— to attend funerals, and carry on

Undertaking in all its branches.
Prices very reasonabls.
CHARLES TRUEMAN,

Crane’s Corner.
Backvllle, N. B., Feb. 15, '832.

Saw Works!
J. F. LAWTON, - - Proprigtor.

§Er=Stores and Offices fitted out. All

A.VOGELER & 0O.,
Balkmore,

M, V. 8. 4

orders promptly attended to. way?

8T. JOHN, N. B.
$7 Costly outflt free.

A WEEK,
easily made.
Address Trus & Co., Augusta, Maine.

20 NSets Silver Plated Harness,

Harness in Nickel, Brass and Jappanned.

THESE Harness are thoroughly made

Parties in want, please give me a call
before purchasing elsewhere, as I will not

WE WANT

WHOLESALE  AND RETAIL DRUGGIST.

WILL LRAVE DORCHESTER :

Express {or St.John and Quebec, 12.86 a.m.
Express for Halifax and Pictou, 8.85 a. m.
Accommodation for Moncton. ...9.33 a. m,
Express for Halifax and Pictou, 12.37 p. m.
Express for 8t.John & P.duChene, 2.39p.m.
Accommodation for Amherst and

Spring Hilleeseeeseee........8.10p. m,

The Exprest Train from Quebec runs to
Halifax and St. John on Sunday morning,
and the Express Train from Halifax and
St. thn runs to Campbellton on Sunday
morning. »
/ B POTTINGER,
Chief Smperintendent.
Railway Office, Mencton, N. B.,
June 27th, 1882. }

PARTNERSHIP

HE undersigned have entered into

Co-partnership as general partners
to manufaeture and consign goods, under
the name anc firm of

8piling, F. J. HEBERT & CO.
. FERDINAND J. 3
R. R. Ties, OBELING HERERT "
Cordwood, .| Shediac, N. B., Sept. 15th, 1881.
Tan-Bark, S h
Potatoes.. SIIOW Shade
WRITE TO

Is the Shade that you will Obtain
by Washing with

Liquid_Elueing

1The Best is the Cheapest!

It is the best, becduse it will not spot the
clothes.

It is the beat‘; beeause it gives a desirable
color.

“| I# is the best, because it will not injure
the finest fabric.

It is the cheapest, because a can of it con-
tains a half-a-pint.

It is the cheapest, because a ean of it will
do as much w ashing as eight boxes of
the Pearl Blue.

It 18 the cheapest, because it shades the
clothes, and

MAKES A WRITING INK

which will not corrode the pen.

Keop It Out o‘1 the Frost, and Satisfaction is
Guatantesd.
.——‘ e .

. PUT UP B%

F. J. HEBERT & CO,,

dec29 SHEDIAC, N. B.

A GREAT CAUSE OF HUMAN
1 Migery Is the Loss of .

MANHOOD

We have recently published a
New Edition ef Dr, Cul
well's Celebrated Essay em
the radical and permanent cure
(without medicine) of Nervous
Debility, Mental and Physical Inoapaeity,
Impediments to Marriage, etc., resulting
from reixcesses ?
¥@™Price, in a sedfled envelope, only 6
cents, or two postage ssamps.

The celebrated author, in this admirable
Essay clearly demonstrates, from thirty
years’ successful practice, that alarming
consequences may be radivally cured with-
out the dungérous use of internal medicine
or the use of the knife; pointing
out a mode of cure at once simple, certain
and effectual, by means of which every
safferer, no matter what his ¢condition may
'be, may cure himself cheaply, privately
and radwally,

PF=This Lecture should be in the hands

“Jof every youth and every man in the land.

Address

THE CULVERWELL MEDICAL 0.,
41 Axx St., NEW YORK,
Post Office Box, 450. jan28

TOBA.CCO.

IN WAREHOUSE :—

135 Boxes: .. | TOBACCO;,

comprising the following :
€Crown, Imperial. Campbell B,
Pilot, Hawtheorn, Florence,
Napoleon, Little Sergeont,
yrtie Navy, Countess
Brunette.

FOR SALE AT LOWEST RATES.

Stophens & Figgurea
DOCK STREET. ST. JOHN, N. F.

ver- *
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