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To my numerous Customers

thanks for their very liberal patronage during the past year, and |

00

and Friends I return my sincere

solicit a continuance of the same for 1888.

B.

-

FAIREY,

Hays’ Building, Newcastle.

NEWwW GOOCS.

One case.containing the follow
Linen Flourishing Thread, Fancy Bordered Handkgrchiefs, Boys

g -—

Lin-

en Collars, Men’s Linen Collars,, Celluloid Collars, Ceiluloid and Linen

Cuffs, Ladies’ Linen Cuffs, Rubber
‘Tinsels all colors.

Thimbles, Fancy Chenille Cords,

Corsets in all sizes, Corset Clasps, Skirt Braids,

Vandyke Braids, Hooks and Eyes, Black Twist, Jeans, Waist Linings,
Skirt Linings, Black and White Sheet Wadding, Swansdown, Clark’s

Thread, efc., ete.

Also in Furniture Department, Leaf Tables, Chairs, Bedsteads,
Mattrasses, Pillows, Parlor Suits, Bed Room Sets, etc., ete.

B. FAIREY,

P. 8. I am sending half yearly accounts to some and shail be
pleased to have an early seltlement.

Newcastle, Jan. 5, 1888.

B. FAIREY.

.hw and Collection liﬁee|
DE. ADANS,

Barrister & Attorney atLaw,

Solicitor in_Bankru Convey=
/ ancer, Nota~v ri“ . ete.

Beal Estate & Fire Insurance
| ¥ “e.‘n i

Dominion.
Offlce:*NEWCASTLE,N. B.

L. J. TWEEDIE,

AT LAW.
NOTARY PUBLIC,
CONVEYANCER,; &.

N. B.

| OFFICE 014 Bank Montreal.

J D. PHINNEY.

Barrister & Attorney at Law,
NO1 ARY PUBLIC, &c.,

RICEIBUCTO. IN-

| O¥FICR—COVRT HOUSE SQUARE.

| May 4, 1385,

" F. L. PRDOLIN, K. D;
f PHYSICIAN and SURGEON,

NEWCASTLE, IN. B.
\,\bom(!!.;t_‘hom formerly occupied by M.
-mb, June 11, 1887.

0. J. MacCULLY, M.A, M. D..
Memb, BOY. COL. 5URG., LONDON,
SPECIALIST,
DISEASES OF EYE, EAR & THROAT,
Office : Cor. Church and Matn St., Moncton.
Moneton, Nov. 12, 86.

B-

—0-0-——
J. 0. Biedermann, PIANOFORTE and OR-
GAN TUNER,
‘Repairing a Specialty.
visits 1aade to the Northern Counties, of

due notice will be given.
Orders for tuning, ctc;, can be sent to the

Advocate Office, N
J. 0. BIEDERMANN.
8t. John, May 6. 1887.

KEARY 1IOUSE

(Formerly WILBUR’S HOTEL,)
BATHURST, - - - N. B.

TIOS. '- K‘ABY = Proprietor. |

This Hotel has been entirely refitted and re-
furnished throughout. connects with all

raine. Jd connected with the Hotelk
Fachting !’ﬁiﬁu Some of the best trout

salnion poals within eight miles. Excellent
:: water batlfing. Sample Rooms for
gommercial men.
“TERMS $1.50 per day; with Sample
Rooms $1.75.
Rathurst, Oct. 1,86,

CEO. STABLES.

‘Auchoneer & Commission Mereh ant

NEWCASTLE, N. B.

Goods of all kinds handled on Commission
and rompt 1etiuns made. 3
* Will attend to Adctions in Town and Country

a satisfactory manner. >

Newasstle, Arg. 11, "85,

Clifton Iouss,

. Princess and 143 Germain Strect,
ST. JOMN, N. B.

PETERS, PROPRIETOR,

R & SHOE FINDINGS,

retorn theuks to their na-

CANADA HOUSE

Chatham, New Brunswiek,
W, JOIleTiL\_', Proprietor

Consislerable outlay has been made ou the
house to make it a first cluss Hotel and travellers
still fiud it a desirable temporary residence
both as regards location snd comfort, It is
situated within two minutes walk of Steamboat
landiug and Telegrapl and Post Offices,

The proprieto: retnins thanks to the Public
for the oncouragenient given hin in the past,
rad will endeavor by courtesy and a‘tention %o
mrerit the same in the fnlure.

GOOD SAMPLE ROGMS

¢ For Convaercial Trave'lers and 841lling on the

prem isec.
Oct. 12, 1885.

HOTEL BRUNSWICEK,

MONCTON, NEW BBRUNSWICK,

CR0. McKWERNY,
ProfRIZTOR.

F. GLEMENTSON & CO0.

OUR STOCK OF

CROCEERY,
CHINA,

and GLASS,
LAMPS and LAMP GOODS,

We

CEQ. D. FUCH,

i8 now complete for the coming spring.
invite

COUNTRY TRADERS

visiting St. John to call and see our unususlly
varied stock, which we are offering at lowest
possible prices.

CRATES
suitable for country stores always in stock.

.F. CLEMENTSON & Co.
Dock StreET,
St. John.

St. John N. B., April 27, ’87. lyr.

SEINNER'S

Carpet Warchouse,

58 KiNG STREET.

My Spring Stock is now complete in every
Department, and customers can rely ou getting
the best assortment ever offered in this market.
125 Designs BRUSSELS:;

100 TAPESTRY;

50 WOOL CARPET;

25 LINOLEUM.

CURTAINS AND POLES IN ENDLESS VARIETY

All Direct from the Manufacturers.

A. 0. SKINNEKR.
St. John, April 26, 1886,

o
1]

Stoves for Sale,
For sale at a—barg:in, a large

BASE BURNER,

for Soft Coal, Style

"OHI10,

suitable for a Hall or large Dining Room.
use only two seasons. Also a

Model Parlor Stove,

__in good order.
particulars apply at the “ Advocate”

In

For
Office.

Oct. 10,-1887.
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‘“MY PATIENTS |
ave alw vs besn benefitted
by ITS USE.”

|
|

1

» 160~ |

{ Moxcroy, Dec. 6, 1887. |

|

| E. M. Estey, Pharmacist : |
) bl

DEAR Sir,—For the past two or three years |

‘ I have prescribed your Cod Liver Oil 4 ream in ‘
{ my practice, and have much pleasure in stating |
| that my Patients have always been henefitted
{ by its use. 1 comsider it the best and most

ip;x‘.ntr\hlv preparation of its kind. ()n!du‘n}
| will rea.ily take it when refusing other Emul-

| sion of Cod Liver Oil. :
Yours very truly

L N. BOURQUE, M. D.

Ask your Druggist for Estey’s Cod Liver Oil |
{ Cream.  Take no other. Price 50c. perbottle,
or 6 bottles for $2,50. Prepared only by E M. |
| ESTEY, Pharmacist, Moncton, N. B. |

E. LEE STREET,
DRUGGIST.
17, 1887. !

Sold in Newcastle yy l

Dec

87 THEFALL '87

OPENING. '

The necessities |

OF MAN |

Woman and Boy supplied. 1‘
Boote and Shoes in such a va-,
rioty as to leave {

NOTHING

to be desired. |

Ready made Clothing suitable |

T0 THE FALL

and Winter, I

AATS 4AND CAFPS NOoW |

IN OUR |

STORE, at

PRICES
80 low as to be raised only with a Derrick.
A general line of FALL DRY|
GOODS to arrive shortly.
D. MORRISOY,
Newcastle.

Newcastle, Sept. 26, 1887.
BLOOD wants
toning up. Yoa

ESTEV'S|YQUR tonine . "o

s and what you do eat distresses
ESTEY'S you. You are low spirited
ESTEY'S and languid. You are ner-|
ESTEY’S  |vous, and at nights rell and |

vo8s on your bed and‘cannot |
steep, Thig is all caused by
l R 0 H our systemibeing run down
and requiring sgmelhing tol
~race it up, and make you

IRON ‘eel all right again. Toyae-'

IRON ~vse this you should take
IRON

BESTEY’S
[ron and Qninine Tonie.

QRN E i ot v e o

QUININE
QUININE
QUININE

A
AND
D

Your appetite improv-
ed, your spirits become
more cheerful, and you
TONIC, |feel and know that ey- |
fery fibre 'and tissue of
}your body is being brac-
ied and rencvated.

ESTET'S IRON AND QUININE TONIC

Is sold by Druggists everywhere. Be sure
;ud Sct the genuine. Price 50 cents, 6 bottles
2.50.

TONIC.
TONIC.
TONIC.

P;:paxed only by E. M. ESTEY, Moneton,

Willis, Mott & Co.

_ GOLDEN GROVE WOOLEN MILLS.

h

Manufscturers of
Tweeds, llomes&mns, Blankets,
Flunnels, Yarns, etc-

Carding, Spinning and Weaving done to
order or on shares. .

Fleece Wool bought for Cash or taken in ex-
shange for Goods. 2

MILLS, GOLDEN GROVE, St. John Coun-
ty. Warehouse und Salesrcom, 165 Union
'2"';;{’ 2nd door East from Charlotte, St. John,

ALEXANDER WILLIS.
T. PARTELOW MOTT.
St. John, Oct. 22, 1887.

Chas. R. ESTEY.
Fharmacist and Chemist.
Medical Hall - - Oampbellton.

The Subscriber is Dealer in
PURE DRUGS and CHEMICALS:,
Chamois Skins, Sponges,
Toilet Articles.
HUMPHREY’S HOM®OPATHIO MEDICINES, Ete.

&% PHUTYSICIANS PRASCRIPTIONS a Specizlity

CHAS. ESTEY,
Campbellton, Sept. 25, 1886.

* “Castoria is 30 well adapted to chiidren that
tmnumwuym
knowntome”  H A Amcmxs, ALD.,

for Infants and Children.

Castoria cures Colie, °°"""‘"°3;,.,,
Kills Worms, gives'sieep, and promotes di-

Tax Cxxravr Comraxy, 77 Murray Street, N. Y.

| AND HuW LITTLE PAUL

| ed her Loy o her bedside.

Stelected Eiterature.

DR GREYSON'S XMAS.
HARPER FOUND
A HOME.

“"T'was the night before Christmas, and all
through the house
Not a ersature was stirring—not even a mouse.”
Yet just outside the old Greyson home-
stead at Millville, some one was stirring,
in the person of a very small boy, viz,
little Paul Harper. Indeed, at 11 p. m.,j
Dec. 24, 188-, when the mercury in, the
thermometer tube was coldly calculating
the numbzr of degrees * below,” for the
following morning’s indication, it was oL«
viously necessary to stir—or freeze.
Such, at least, was little Paul’s idea, ¢8
in the clear moonlight, between intervals
of ‘hand-thrashing and feet-stamping, he
banged away at the big brass knocker that
had so often awakewed Doctor Greyson
with local appeals for services attendant
on the beginning of life, or those necets
sary to life’s continuance.

¢1 wish somebody would come,’ said
little Puul half aloud, for though warmly
clothed, he shivered like the bare brown
twigs in the leafless elins over his head;
as a keen wind direct from the North
Pule viu Greenland and Spitzpergen ag-
gressively Wwhirled the dry snow yound
the nearest corner, into his cyes andiears,
¢ But Miss Agnes told me to rap till somg
one answered fhe dogr,” continued little
Paul, glancivg inveluntary across the
street, where, at an upper window against
a back-ground of light, stood a tall, slen-
der lady in black, who waved her hand
to him encouragingly, whereat little Paul
applied himself with renewed energy to
the knocker—hoping, perhaps, to waim
himeelf, Ly these additional outer raps.

¢ Rat-tat-tat-tat ' and Mrs. Moriarty,
the old housckceper who had ‘dandled
Doctor Greyson in his Labyhood, and had
closed the eyes of his parents in theip last
sleep, began drowsily to comprehend that
some one was ‘afther the doctor—that
long suffering individual having been
called into the adjoining neighborhood
to attend a colicky baby (their first), I
may remark. Enveloped as to her head
in a mammoth night-cap, the good lady,
reluctantly leaving Ler downy couch,
called sharply from an upraised window :

¢ Who is it now, thin —the lingering
emphasis on an adverb suggesting a mild
intimation of personal injury, consequent
upon frequent previous arousing.

‘It's me, Paul Harper—I'm -Doctor
Greyson’s nephew, and I’ve come to stay,
returned little Paul througn his chatter-
ing teeth.

Mrs. Moriarty’s astonished response
was drowned in the bang of the sudden-
ly descending sash. A moment later her
portly form clothed upon with a wrap-
per of most redundant pattern, appeared
at the door.

‘The saints be good to us !’ exclaimed
Mrs. Moriarty with a hysterical sob, as
the light from the candle in her tremu-
lous hand fell upou the grave little face,
upturned to meet her own. “It's me
darlin’ Mis' Ellen’s boy for sure—I'd ’a
known bis ashes in a whirlwind.’ And
emphasizing this somewhat astounding
assertion by a hearty action of her strong
arm, little Paul half benumbed with the
cold, was whisked over the threshold, and
into au old-time room with an immense
open fire-place, wherein from half con-
sumed chunks of beech and maple, arose
the dancing flames with warming wel-
come.

No wonder that good Mrs. Moriarty
alternately laughed and cried—in fact,
went through ‘the entire gamut of her
somewhat emotional nature, as little Paul
related his simple story. Had not Mig’
Ellen been the darlin’ of her heart, years

had come thousan’s of miles over land
and sea to find the only kith and kin that
was left him, now that his mother was
an angel in glory ?

For the shadows which, differing only
in their intensity, fall upon e\'e%heart
and home, had not been absent from the
Greyson family. It was a not uncom-
mon story. Miss Nellie, the doctor’s twin
sister, was left to his peculiar care by the
death of her parents. As many another

and will do, till the Millennium dawns,
became infatuated with a handsome, dis
sipated scamp, and despite her brother's

nothing against the character of the man
who had thus enslaved Ler young affec-
tions.

The usual results followed. An elope-
meni and hasty marriage—gradual neg:
lect and actual abuee—was ended by the
death of her dissipated husband in a far-
away State, leaving his wife and one
child penniless; and 'so it was that little
Paul’s mother lay down to die.

But before entering into rest, she call
With a eort
of intuition concerning the unseen pres-
ence of the death angel, who but ushers
the released souls to the portals of a kings
dom over whose threshold his own silen§
feet may not pass—[* And Death shall be
no’'more’]—little Paul sank on his knees,
and buried his face in the coverlid.

‘Paul, dear,’ she #aid, with ineffable
tenderness in her weak voice, placing her
hand on his bowed head as though in sil,
ent benediction, ‘ When I leave you—
and that time is close at hand—you must
seck out. your Uncle Paul Greyson in

before, and was not this her own boy, who !

last breath, his sister not ounly implores
his forgiveness, but;asks a home for her
orphaned boy at his hands:  Miss Agnes,
the kind Jady who has dcne so much for
us, will arrange for your return with her,
feebly added the dying mother, checking
the boy’s compulsive sobs by'a tender
touch, ‘ and now Paul, ®ise me good-night
—inay the God of the fatherless— But
the prayer begun on earth ‘reached its
completion in Heaven. And when Miss
Agnes—a tall, sweet-faced young lady
from New E-gland, who, during a tem-
porary visit io San I'rancieco, had con-
stituted herself a sister of both merey
aud charity, entered the room a little lat-
er, Mrs. Harper had fallen into a sleep
whose only awakening is in the clear
light of eternity.

And so the days had passed, till, on the
night when my story beging, the tall hall
clock in the Greyson homestead —a time-
piece which second by seeond had ticked
off rather more than a century—echoed
the last brazen hour of midnight, usher-
ing the beginning of the anniversa1y of
the Christ child’s birth. As the final
note died away on the clear air, Doctor
Greyson, who was not only tired and cold,
but crees withal, ushered himself into the
old-fashioned parlor, guided by the rays
of the flickering firelight, which was
painting fantastic shadows on the wains-
cotted - wall, as he partly groped his way
into the room.

¢ And this’—growled the doctor in an
audible soliloquy, as he stibstituted slip-
pers and dressing gown for beots and
overcoat—" this is the beginning of what
some enthumastic people are pleased to
call a ‘Merry Christmas,’: Very merry
it will be for me,’ he continued grumb-
lingly, as he poked the fire into a partial
blaze, - making out bills against delin-
(uent patients, and Jdosing children who
have gorged themselves to repletion on
tnrkey and mince pie ! No,. I won't go
to bed, nor will I light the lamp ! he
enapped out fiercely, as though answering
some inward suggestion of his aller ego
who perhaps miEht have been a trifle sof-
tened by the influence of the holiday
season,—‘I'm going to sit in the dark,
here by the fire, till I get a little cireula-
tion into my feet’ Thus remarking, he
threw himself into the big chair which,
by reason of its permeation—if I may Le
allowed the expression—with .Lhe cries
«and groaus of toothache-tortured victims
resorting to cold steel as a final relief
from pain, was well calculated for gloomy
reverie.

¢ Merry Christmas,” repeated Doctor
Greyson, still bitterly hanging or this
one thewe, as though it were a personal
grievance,—* when seven years ago this
very night, Nelly, my own twin sister,
allured by the promises of a good-looking
scamp, left my care and Jove, and the
year after, Agnes.”

But all at once the clear stillness of the
winter’s night was- broken by distant
chimes from the steeple of the little chap-
el at Upper Millville, and Doctor Grey-
son turned his head to listen. Without
doubt (as was customary at sach times)
old " Bangs, the bell ringer, was more or
less inebriated ; but, softened Ly the dis-
tance, “ Coronation” and  Old Hundred”
—the only two tunes within the scope of
that gentleman’s musical attainments—
affected the Doctor strangely. He was
anything but poetical or imaginative, yet
blended with the chimes, the words of a
poem he had read in some paper, drifted
through his mind, giving him, somehow,
a quieting seuse of freedom from his
morbid remembrances. The lines were
simple, and in some way had been en-
graven on the tablets of his memory at
the time of reading, yet until to-night
he had not recalled them, and half un-
consciously he spoke the words.aloud :

‘“ Peace, sweetest peace rest in each heart that
beateth ;
Let sorrow vanish, when
The dear Lord Christ hath risen, and entreateth
Good will to men.”

‘Good will to men, repeated Doctor
Greyson as he sat staring dreamily into
the fire. “I wonder if that . expression
applies to masculinity alone”—involun-

pure and beautiful young girl has done !

. 1
stern remonstrances, she would believe

tarily smiling at the abanrdity of such a
connection of thoughts, even as he thus
communed with himself. As though—
! if I must so express it—the spirit of the
lChristmas would answer Doctor Grey-
ison’s query by a negative, he saw two
faces photographed in the glowing em-
bers. ' One had pale and beautiful fea-
ures framed in a wealth of brown hair,
with deep, earnest eyes that seemed to re-
turn Doctor Greyson’s fixed stare, with a
look of loving reproach.

*Agnes !’ exclaimed Doctor Greyson
with a half groan, and the flood of ten-
der recollection, and love long repressed,
swept away the barriers of pride which
he himself, six years before, had ecrected
between himself and betrothed, since
when he had stubbornly turned with its
face to the wall of the hidden chamber
in his heart, the picture once held so
dear.

‘She need not had been o stubborn,’
muttered- the doctor, endeavoring—as
have the male sex from Adam “down—
to lay the blame upon the woman—and
I would say, in passing, that the salient
feature in Doctor Greysons own make-
up, was a doggedness of purpose peculiar

‘+to the Greyson family, that brooked no

opposition. In and as connected with
himself, he called this trait ‘unyielding
firmness'—as applied to others whose
wills opposed his own, he mentioned it

New England, and tell hiw that with ber;

as ‘stubborn obstinacy.’
From his youth up the 'doctor had

loved Agnes, who had lived in the old’

square roofed house across the street, and
was her accepted lover at the time of his
sister Nell's elopement and subsequent
niarriage. Agnes had more than once
gently .remonstrated with him for his
stern refusal to forgive the young girl’s
imprudent step, for Doctdr Greyson, in
the bitterness of his anger, forbade even
that her name should ever be mentioned
within the walls of the Greyson home-
stead, and returned her letters unopened.

Thus the rupture began, and learning
one day that his betrothed was in corres-
pondence with her former playmate and
friend, who already was reaping the re-
sults of her folly, he harshly forbade fur-
ther communication between the two.
Agnes’ pride was touched, and she coldly
refused to accede to the imperative de-
mand. A few angry words on Dr. Grey-
son’s part, and the betrothal was broken,
Agnes persuaded her widowed mother,
who was very wealthy, to shut up the
house and travel. They had roamed over
the continent from place to place~Agnes
vainly seeking rest, but finding none.
Returning to this country, the steamer
had left them at San Francisco, where by
a strange providence, Agnes discovered
Mrs. Harper in poverty and suffering, in
time to minister to her needs, as we have
seen,

The other picture I have mentioned as
being mirrored side by side with that of
his former love, in the fire, was that of his
sister Nell ; and now  his heart. began to
grow very tender, as the recollection of
her love for him drifted across his mind,
mingled with which was much of re-
morseful sorrow.

¢ Poor child,’ he said, half aloud. ‘I
wish I knew where she is, to-night—1
would write to ask her forgiveness, and
offer her the shelter of a home, if she were
in want.! As he spoke, he arose to re-
plenish the fire, and throwing on an arm-
tul of pitch pine splints, the flames leap-
ed up to meet them, illuminating every
nook and corner with their ruddy light.

Now, good Mrs./ Moriarty had decided
in her own mind that it would be far
better that little Paul should. introduce
himself‘to his uncle, than to go through
any 1egular form of presentation.

‘Sure, the face of the darlin’ll spake
for himself, better nor ahy words, I'd he
afther sayin’) she thought, and after bid-
ding him lie down on the lounge until
the arrival of the ‘masther,’ she went to
her own room.

Of course little Paul proceeded-to fall
asleep with boyish expedition. And un-
awakened by Dr. Greyson’s entrance, he
slumbesed on, till the sudden glare and
crackle of the newly-aroused fire, caused
him to suddenly start upright with a lit-
tle cry of astonishment, which was
drowned in the doctor’s half terrified ex-
clamation.

* Who are you ? were the words that
framed theniselves on the latter’s lips;
but as the boy came toward him, the
doctor had no reed to ask the question;
he knew, for his sister’s look shone from
the wistfal brown eyes—there was Nell’s
soft curling hair, her small mouth.

‘If you please, Uncle Paul,’ said the
boyish voice. ‘I’'m little Paul Harper.
Mother—is dead — and as Dr. Greyson
dropped into a chair, covering his face
with his hands, little Paul’s lip quivered
and he swallowed a sob. Recovering
himself manfully, he went on. *The
last thing she” said, was for me to seek
out my Uncle Paul in New England, and
tell him that with her last breath his
gister not only implores his forgiveness,
but asks a home for her orphaned boy.’
And then little Paul, ‘with downcast eyes
and folded hands, stood before his Uncle,
awaiting his verdict.

Doctor Greyson rather prided himself
upon possessing a thoroughly unemotion-
al nature. ‘A practical man— especially
a professional one—has no business to let
his embtions get the best of him—self re’
pression, sir, is the easiest thing in the
world," he was wont to say. But just
then something rose in the. doctors
throat that nearly strangled him. More-
over, two large tears followed each other
down the rim of his Roman nose, which
together with a certain huskiness of voice
as he spoke, he, with great presence of
mind, ‘attributed to a temporary attack
of influenza, consequent upon his night
ride.

¢ May God deal with me, as I with you.
little Paul,’ he said in a very low voice,
as he drew the boy within the shelter of
his strong arms, and solemnly kissed his
white upturned forehead.

Then followed little Paul’s pathetic
story. ‘And as in its recital his loved
mother was the most prominent feature,
he spoke nunconsciously of their benefact-
ress, who had done eo much for them,
only as the ‘kind lady,’ without calling
her by name.

‘And where did the kind lady—as
you call her—go, after ske hadleft you
here as a Christmas present ? abruptly
inquired Dr. Greyson after a long pause.
‘Miss Agnmes ¥ retnrned little Paul
drowsily, as he rested_ his curly head
against” his uncle’s- shoulder. ¢Oh, she
went right back to her house just across
the street—she said she hadn’t been honie
on a Christmas day, for oh, I don’t know
how many years, and wanted to see how
it would seem to sit before the old fire-
place where she used to hang up her
stocking, and pray that to-night Santa
Claus would bring her a Christmas pre-
sent—and—I—guess —

What little Paul guessed, must have
been whispered to the people of dream-

laud, for the lids slowly closed over his

dark eyes, and his regular breathing
showed that the boy bad drifted away
toward the lands, that

““On the North and West are bounded by

rest,
On the South and East by dreams.”

Laying little Paul softly down on the
lounge and covering him up warmly,
Doctor Greyson, in great mental agita-
tion, walked to the window. Pushing
aside the heavy curtain, he looked at the
house across the way, which had been
closed 80 long., Lights were visible from
two or three of the windows, and hé
vaguely remembered wondering when he
entered his own door, nearly an hour
previously, whether some mnew tenant
might not have moved in. For, until
little Paul’s startling revelation, he had
known nothing of Miss Agnes’ where-
abouts, beyond being aware that accord-
ing to the ‘ hearsay’ of Mrs. Moriartys
she was ¢ thravellin’ somewheres . in fur-
rin parts) but whether in China or
Khamschatka, did not lie within the
province of Mrs. Moriarty’s information,
and the Doctor was to proud to ask.

But his pride was to-night completely
broken down, and as he saw against the
drawn white curtain the silhouette of a
slender form, Dr. Grey®n's heart gave a
great bound.

He did not stop to reason with himselfy
nor did he form any particular plan of
action, further than changing dressing-
gown and slippers for overcoat and boots.
Then he grabbed—1I use the word advis-
edly—his hat from its peg, and shot
through the door and across the street.

I don’t know why the front door of the
house over the way should have been left
unlocked or unbolted. How should I
I only know that while Miss Agnessat
alone in the sitting rocm, studying the
glowing coals very much as Doctor Grey-
son had done an hour or so previously in
his home, someone softly - entered the
room, and without anything like an
apology for the intrusion, dropped on his
knees before the young lady in question,
and burried his face in her tap. *

And I have furthermore to state thats
despite this very irregular proceeding,
Miss Agnes neither screamed nor fainted?

been expected, on the contrary—

* Agnés,’ asked Doctor Greyson humbly,
‘can you ever forgive me? And be-
tween his emotion ‘and the folds of her
black silk, his voice sounded really as if
he were greatly moved—which indeed he
was, though he would not have acknow-
ledged it for the world.

¢ Paul,’ returned the sweet, tremulous
voice, ‘I forgave you a long, long time
ago,'but I must tell youn that I have never
changed my views regarding—that
which separated us.!

‘But I have,’ was the meek response,
and then, of course, there was nothing
more to be said. When Doctor Paul
Greyson acknowledged himself in the
wrong—why, a sort of moral revolution
might be expected, not exactly, to be sure
in a general sense, but individually—the
individual himself being Doctor Paul.

And so, when with a vague idea of
where he was, or how he came there, lit-
tle Paul awoke late on Christmas morn,
to find his stocking, which by some mys-
terious means, had been hung before the
fireplace, filled to overflowing, he asked
his Uncle Paul, who greeted him with
loving words : ,

¢ But, Uncle Paul, what did you get
for a Christmas present ¥

Doctor Greyson answered in a some-
what embarrassed way :

¢ A—wife and a nephew.’

Temperance,
THE TURNING POINT.

Yes, I know all about the evils of drink.
I ought to. Tam a saloon-keeper’s zon,
and was a hard drinker at sixteen.

My first recollections are of a grand
bar room, costly pictures, shining silver,
the tinkle of glasses and the polished,
richly dressed gentlemef that came there
to drink and chat. Oh, how lively and
jolly they were ! Often would they give
me the sugar in the bottom of their
glasses, and laughed to see how I liked it,
saying I was ‘a chip off the old block.’

Where were my parents, you ask ?—
Well, as I said, father was behind the
bar, and mother, my pretty fashionable
mother, was at home in her parlor, or
perhaps off on a pleasure trip—for there
was no lack of money then, for father
was doing a flourishing businese.

But the time came, as [ grew older,
when money was not so plenty, when the
graud bar-room was changed for a low
den in a bad part of the town, and father
was cros¢ and swore at the judge and
women meddlers, and mother looked
worried and ill in the few plain rooms
she now lived in—poor mother !

Things went from bad to worse; father
was bloated and hardened from excess of
drink; mother became seriously ill; and
beautiful little Rosa, my baby sister, grew
thin and pale. I wasa brawny boy of
fiftecn, earning a chance dime as I could,
sometimes giving it to my half-starved
mother, and more often spending it for
drink.

Ah ! I can see now my mother’s white,
scared face as father and I came stumb-
ling home. All giddiness and frivolity
were gone from her life.. Only the most
terrible reality remained.

Things could not go on forever—it’s

as under the’ circumstances might have.

fortunate they cannot. One cokl night
the ‘crisis came—cante and changed 'the
entire course of our lives. Father was
drunk, very, very drunk, but still able
to walk. I saw by the flash of his blood
shot eyes thdt liquor was=turning him
into a demon. I too; had taken i drink
too many, and was hardly aware of what
was taking place about me, but I know
now that pretty little six-year-old Rosa
came to our salocn and told father - that
mother was dying and begged him to
comie home. ;

He gave a coarse laugh, but followed
her and left me in charge of the bsr-room.
L never can tell what it was whispered
to my stupid brain to close the stiop and
go home. Perhaps my mother's depart-
ing spirit. , Anyway, I hustled out the
loungers, locked up, and ran home as
fast as I ¢ruld. »

As 1 approached the old shanty we
then called home I heard a scream—
Rosa’s voice, I knew—a dreadful seream’
that froze the blood in my veins and: :
drove the liquor from my brain. *

I burst in, and I would give all I pos-
sess in the world to erase from my mind
the horrible scene I beheld.

Rosa—pretty, innocent little Rosa—lay
on the floor, blood streaming from a cut
in the head ; and mother, my own dear
mother, dead at her feet; whil: father
crouched in a corney now in a-horrible
frenzy.

‘Oh, my God/!
mother !’

Even as I bent over them fatlier gave
a horrible laugh, and scizing the small
burning lamp on the table, flung it with
demoniac rage on the small straw bed in
the corner near him, There was an ex:
plotion, and father's shrieks of tortire
rang upon the ear.

By this time the neighbors had rushed
in. Some of them smothered sut the
flames. T lifted little Rosa in my arms
and bore her out into the st ;

Some 6ne bent over me, an I;h?l
never forget the gentle touch thet raised -
my head and whispered words of Jomfort,

‘She isn’t dead. Oh, mo. Sce! the
doctor is bringing new life into heér face !

‘ Mother ' I gasped.

¢ Is with those who are far kinder than
those on earth can be—the angel:.’

Then I broke down and sobbed. until a
voice roused me, and a gentle voice I
loved so well, the voice of little Rosa.’

¢ Dick,’ she whispered, *Dick, don't
cry, father didu’t mesn it—he was drunk.’

_ ‘Yes Isaid, gritting my teeth, ¢ that's
it, he was drunk. You can cover up
most any crime that way.’

Then the cool, ientle touch 1 had felt
before fell on my hot hands, and a voice
of sweetest music said : ;

¢ Let this night be a turning point in
your life, Dick. Never touch liquor
again.’ .

Ilooked up at her, the Judge's prett
daughter, who lived on the hiH.g I - ’:
nized the fair face at once ; &he wmy
a child herself, yet the womanliness of
her sweet face and her pleading voice
aroused the best that was in.me, and I
said in husky, determined tomas: *¢I
nevo;, never will- !’ s

They buried poor mother in’ the parish
graveyard, put my half-crazed father in
an asylum, and wanted to take Resa to an
orphan’s home.. AL ! then they raised a
hornet’s nest, I téll yon. Why, [ would
have fought like a tiger had they carried
out their purpose. The good pecple had
no trust in me.

But I had one friend who believed in
me, one friend- who put in my boyish
hand a gold piece-and said :

‘I only loan it to you, Dick ; it will
help you to get a start. There’s a nice
old washerwoman down on B——street
who will take Rosa to beard-—for of
course when you get a start You can sup-
port her nicely.’ gt e 4

How did I get a start you ask, Well,
I'll tell you. I took Rosa to the kind
washerwoman recommended to ine, and
hen I went straight up to the old Judge
who had sentenced father so often and
fined him'so heavily, and I said :

¢I want to be a man, a good, honorable
man: I want work, honest work; have -
you any for me ¥’

Helooked at me keenly through his
goldrimmed glasses, and I coull“?ee' he
had very little confidence in me. & -

‘Youarea big boy of your age,’he
said, ‘and a strong one ; but you have
never been taught anything except tend-
‘iing?bar. What do you think you ean

o? :

‘I think I can learn to do arything.
Only try me or hlcl me to get a place.’

My voice trembled theu, for I thought
of Rosa. . 4

* Well, well,’ mused the Judge, ¢ there’s
the grocery Bob has ; perhaps he might
give you a trial.’ ¢

So I began in a grocery ; the work was
lfard, but it needed only a visi® to Rosa
to make it seem light,” We lived some-
béw, Rosa and I. T slept in the store
and bearded on oddsand ends, for it took
nearly all my wages to keep her. Bus
then T had help. Ab, yes. ny a time
P’ve said : 1

‘Why, Rosa, my dear, what & pretty
fl'o';:}lxl that is’ s

en. Rosa, woiilld laugh and :lap her
hands and explain that mx l’iladﬁ
it for her out of one of her old ones, pretty
Miss Alice, the J “df,s only child.

In five years [ had made myself so
valuable and necessary to my employer
that he took me in as partner.

It was easy enough after that, and Rosa
was sent to a boarding schocl and blos-
somed like a rose, indeed. She’s been
my little housckeeper for a year now, i

I cried, ‘Rosa!

in
our pretty new house ; but there is one
rooni ‘in it where she loves to linger.
That room is the brightest of all, and in
it is our poor invalid father, ax rauch of
a teetotaler as I am, Oh, thank God !
And this is all, or nearly all. It has
been enongh in sorrow and remorse. Yep
Rosa whispers, as she leans over my
shoulder, that I ought to tell atout the
wedding that is to be, for all youog girls
are interested in w:ddings. I guess I
won’t though, forAlice is so ma£ ,and
this isn’t a love story—at least I di%h— :
tend it should be.—Abbie €. MeK'er T, i
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