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she shriekd, "Save him Gerald, save him ? and 
then fell fainting into her husband’s arms, 
who had reached the spot.

Gerald paused a second, and then, with a

LOVE, THE AVENGER.

I had only returned from Australia a few 
days when I fell in, by one of those coinci- 
dences which people won’t believe in novels, 
and which so often occur in real life, with a 
man whom 1 had not seen fur ten years, and 
whom I had lost all trace of.

He was Philip Chasemore, a surgeon, whose 
life and abilities had been devoted to the ob
scure well-doing of a country practice, although 
Ids abilities were worthy of a more brilliant 
sphere of action. And I specially wished to 
see him, because he bad been the intimate col-

made to me to reside as the salaried physician went suddenly abroad, accompanied by Mrs., 
of die family at the Court till I could find a Chetwynd.
practice to suit me. To a young fellow fresh The old squre’s first intimation of the news 
from college and hall, with a bran new diploma, was a letter well and craftily written by Mrs. 
the attractions of a handsome salary, perfect Chetwynd. It dwelt much on the incompa-

Boetryg.
FOR MATTIE’S ALBUM. on the line. He seizedglance at Lucy, sprang

and turned.kindness, and equality with an ancient family, bility of temper, etc., her daughthr and his the baby, tossed it to the nurse.Yes, loving is a painful thrill. 
And not to lore more painful still, 
But, oh ! it is the worst of pain 
To love and not be loved again.— MOORE.

aish for Mr. Gerald : but the express was on him like a flash, it pas- 
sed and Gerald Stanucel lay motionless be-

one of the first in the county, were great temp- son, and ended by every 
tations. Stauncel’s happiness.Stauncel’s happiness.

I went. I was treated by every one as a 
friend and visitor, and shared all their invita- 
tions. My work was a sine-cure, so I kept 
my hand in by prescribing for the village, and 
aiding a little the over-worked Union medical

tween the rails.
* Desserton, his face blanched to the lips, 

hurried over, as did some laborers near. I,

When Gerald returned blushed with success, 
(for be was returned by a majority,) his moth- 
er met him, and loving tearfully broke the 
news to him He listened to her, and then

1 pray it ne’r may be your lot, 
Dear Mat, to love and be loved not; 
For, cousin, I can tell you what- 

And you will find ‘tis true-

half frantic rushed to our poor friend, and a 
cursory examination showed me bow fatal his 
Injuries — arms and ribs broken, by the blow 
of the engine buffer, and internal wounds, he 
only lived a • hour from the time he was struck 
down. Ile was sensible, and we carried him 
into a cottage near, and there in a strange 
group we stayed.

By and by the white face grew for a second as 
flushed, the eyes opened, the lips quivered.— 
Apt lady Desserton burst into bitter tears
. The chill ? gasped Stauneel, half inarticu

rushed into the old hall, where I was pacing 
up and down, sorely ill at ease. His face was 
flushed, crimson and his eyes glittering as you, 
have seen them once or twice when be was, 
in a fury. He seized my arm like a vice, 
and his lips working showed how the fierce 
wrath within choked his words.

You heard the news, Chasemore, he said at 
last. You know he's robbed me Luey.— 
Smooth tongued, lying, treacherous cur !—

officer. As fur Gerald, be was my constant 
companion, shooting and riding, and filled up

cor, E 
Ker lege friend and companion of a man who was 

the admiration of most of the men in the uni- his working hours by studying lor his politicalM hen love hath lit her tender glance, 
A woman’s lift is all a trance;
A man’s life all a fancy dance, 

I think so ; Mat, don't you?

career ; for be was no more faineant aspirant 
to legislative initials. You know what an in- 
telect be had.

One of Mrs. Stauncel’s oldest friends was a 
neighboring Mrs. Chetwynd, widow of an In
dian major, who had left her with a fair

versity during my time, their admiration being 
only equalled by their perplexity ; for the man 

in question, Gerald Stauncel —"Firework 
;Gerald,” as he was surnamed from bis erratic 
genius—was a person very unique in his

With the most brilliant abilities and some 
of the best qualities, he united to these others 
proportionally bad. Generous, courteous, high 
spirited, free of money, time and interest on 
his friend’s behalf, and the life and soil of every 
circle wherein he chose to exhibit his real wit 
and humor, he would change in a second from 
the frank brilliant bon vivant companion to an 
enemy fierce and passionate of a revengeful 
southron. The blaze in his dark eyes, and 
the white pallor of fury which overspread his 
face, might be excited by a harmless speech at 
any moment, and his physical strength render
ed him a most dangerous antagonist. No 
wonder, then, that with all their admiration of 
his good qualities, men felt insecure as on 
a volcano’s edge when iu Gerald Stauncel’s so
ciety.

His intellect was of the highest order. How 
often have I beard the brilliant epigrams and 
the lucid arguments flow in an unbroken stream 
from bis lips when lie was really warm to his 
work and nothing crossed bis temper. The 
lore of Greece and Rome was as familiar and 
dear to him, with all bis fondness for modern 
life and pursuits, as the latest odds and the 
gossip on the tilings of the day were to bis 
companions. The power of concentration, ar- 
gument, and fluent diction which he possessed 
—and he had little or none of the wordy 
crudity of youth—marked him out for distin- 
lion.

So thought we all, and so, of course, did hie 
father, a grand specimen of the English square, 
who supported his lead of years like a boy, 
and carried bis white head as gallantly as a 
soldier of the old guard. He was the owner 
of the grey Stauncel Court, which stood sur- 
rounded by its beeches in the midst of a fair 
domain of three thousand acres, every tenant 
on which was prepared to fight any man who 
doubted that the young squire would be the 
best “member for the county” in Parliament.

When be and 1 quitted the university sim- 
ultangouely, an advantageousoffer in Australia 
caused us to separate, I heard nothing of 
"Fireword Gerald" for ten years. 1 had been 
thinking of him but a few hours back, for I 
landed at the place where ten years previous- 
ly he had wished me good by, and the first I

And yet, when Cupid finds the chance
To eye you cunningly askance. 
Your heart must bleed beneath his lance, 

And then good-by to you !

But ten to one the happy man 
For whom the cherub works his plan 
Will laugh and leave you —if be can !

You'll find I tell you true.

sms?
income and a beautiful daughter. The widow Curse him he's taken advantage of my miser-

lately.and her daughter were constant visitors at 4 
Stauncel's ; in fact, they wore on the most in
timate footing, and Miss Chetwynd was “Lucy” 
to everybody (Gerald included) except my- 
self. She was a brillant blonde, with a very I 
fair complexion, deep blue eyes, and a rosebud I 
of a mouth. Tall, graceful, slimly formed, 
and light, in all her movements, she was a 
model of feminine vigorous grace.

The young lady was clever in her own way. 
She drew well, talked French and Italian well, 
and danced well ; but she bad no taste for 
music or intellectual pursuits ; therefore there 
wasn't much sympathy on that point between 
her and Gerald.

Gerald grew, I saw, fond of the young beauty 
and he was not the man to enter half hearted 
ly on any cause. Ere long he was evidently 
passionately fond of Lucy Chetwynd. He 
told her so, and the girl confessed her “pen

able weakness and blighted my life.
Hush, Gerald, said I the servants-------
I bad no need to say more, the pride of race 

was more potent ever than love or hate. He 
bit his lip till it bled, and bis anguished face 
settled into stern calm.

1ou have saved him—you whom I have so 
wronged, she sobbed out.

I, he said, with a look of happiness on his 
bleeding face —I, Phil ; you bear her ? That’s
toy revenge.

You are right, he , but if I live
I’ll be revenged. Ah, and his voice Lryke,1 
my lost love 1 my lost love !

After this he grew calm, and never spoke 
of the matter. Days, weeks and months pas- 
sed on, and though Lord Deseerton's name 
brougth the mad fury into his eyes snd a burst 
of curses from his lips, his fits of rage never 
turned against his false betrothed. To him 
she was a victim merely, be never blamed 
her in the slightest degree his voice softened 
snd his eyes filled at allusion to Lucy. But 
all his anger was reserved for Desserton.— 
You know what bis anger was, and can easily 
guess its intensity when roused by such wrong.

Two years (rolled away. Gerald devoted 
himself to his parliamentary work. At the 
end of that time be asked me, in the Summer 
to take a walking tour. We went, therefore 
into Wales, with our rods and knapsacks, and 
amid the ths glorious scenery the good dishing 
and the novelty of life, we enjoyed ourselves 
much.

Oue day aa we were walking towards a 
email town, a carriage passed. Gerald started 
turned pale, and gasped out one word—Lucy!

lish slate miner passing.
His lordship's, said the man civilly be 

owns all our mines hereabouts.
Not Lord Desserton?
Yes, sir.
Gerald Stauncel's face wore the old look of 

vengance which had gone from it so long. 1 
tried to soothe him, but my efforts were use- 
less.

You heard me swear, Chasemore, said he 
sternly, that I'd be revenged. You can do no 
good. "You know me and might guess that, 
therefore.\

I said nothing and we readied our inn. All

Jon a PRINTER.—At a printer's festival 
in Minnesota, Judge Goodrich made a speech 
in which he referred the invention of printing 
to a higher antiquity than is usually ascribed 
to it. He undertook to prove that the patri
arch Job knew all about it, by quoting from 
the following passage : Oh, that my words 
were not written ! Oh, that they were printed 
in a book, that they were graven with an irons 
pen, with lead, in a rock forever!

Th Judge considered this undoubted evi- 
dence that Job understood the art of writing 
engraving stereotyping, and lithographing.— 
He mentions them in their regular order, as 
they have been dicovered.

This probably the origin of the term 5Job 
Printing.”

But if it happens that he can't— 
If Cupid should strike him aslant,
His earnest prayer of you’ll grant.

And then be Mrs. —who ?

But wait ! good fish, as I suppose. 
Are itt the sea ; and if you chose 
To catch a wkale, you might—who knows ?

Now, here's a health to you!

Wal
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May life for you be long and glad. 
And may your heart he seldom sad.
And, Cousin Mat, I’ll only add. 

My best love, and adieu! •
chant” for him, for she was fond of him- very
few girls would not have been 80. And her
mother, a thorough woman of the world, was 
■live to the eligibility of Mr. Stauncel’s eldest 
son—Mr. Stauncel being ■ rich and long-dee 
cended landowner. Generally you don’t find 
the qualities united.

Lucy behaved very prettily. That’s a queer 
word, isn’t it ? but it means just what I think.

The following jeu d’esprit” is so appli- 
cable, that we transfer it to our columns :—

DIVISION OF LABOR.

A parson, of too free a life,
Was yet renowned for noble preaching, 

And many grieved to see such strife
Between his living and his teaching.

The flock at last rebellious grew :
- “My friends," be said, “the simple fact is. 

Nor you nor I can BOTH things do; =====
But I can preach and you can practice."

Glistellany,
THE L*w or LIBEL. AND THE RIGHTS OF 

THE PRESS.-—In a libel suit brought against 
Bennett of the N. Y. Herald, Judge Barnard 
of the Supreme Court of New York decided 
that to hold that the proprietor of • newspaper 
can be sued by every one who may imagine 
he has been damaged by a publication common 
to a court would be to prevent its usefulness 
as a journal. To hold that such an action would 
lie would offer and hold out a premium for in- 
dividuals to commence suits for that which 
they might think damaging, but which no one 
else would. The object of a journal is infor 
mation ; that can only be obtained by publish 
ing suel items of fact as may be of general no 
toriety, or such public proceeding as may hare 
tranepired before a body having authority to

A GREAT EXODUS FROM RESTI- 
GOUCHE.

A correspondent of the “Morning Journal 
of the 25th inst., says :— °Pretty, her del ■, and manner, and speech

es to him were "loving," I then thought them. 
She was rather “distraite,” at times when he 
used to try to make her as enthusiastic as him- 
self over Byron and Edgar Poe, or ran on for 
an hour descanting on Mozart’s sonotas — 
Music to him was tie life-blood ; with her it 
was a “pretty” accomplishment. Still, to all 
appearance, they seemed to suit each other 
well. But the engagement seemed only a 
half one.

In the summer down came a visitor. He 
had been nt a tuft at Christ church in Gerald's 
time, and an ally of his on the river. He was 
a handsome man, rather “insouciant” in man-

During the past week upward of 150 indi- 
viduals left Restigouche for various parts of 
the States, but chiefly for California. They 
have been induced to leave that they may pusia 
their fortune in some distant and fairy land.__  
Set one of them has been compelled to leave

They

for want of employment, nor want of plenty to 
sustain nature. Nor will any one say who has 
done him-elf the justice to visit our Country, 
and who has gazed on our beautiful scenery, 
and inhaled our salubrious air, that they have 
been forced to seek a more healthy climate « 
for that is not to be found in the length and 
breadth of America. Some who have gone 
bare left large farms behind them and most 
comfortable houses. Some have also gone 
with several hundred pounds, which they gath
ered in the place which they almost despise. 
It seems as if some infatuation had siezed the 
people for the moment. Several respectable 
persons, who have been in California for some 
years advised the people against going but all 
in vain. " ------= -a * *--**-
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county.
his admirers forgot, and it threw night long in the next room I heard my com 

panion's restless steps, and in the morning be 
looked haggard with watching and care, but 
over his face there brooded that grim and 
savage look which boded the worst.

He ate nothing and after breakfast asked 
the way to Desserton Hail, it lay three 
miles off, and seeing he was bent on going, I 
decided on accompanying him.

We went on for some two miles, until we 
crossed a railway line By the side of this 
ran a road marked “Private.”

His private path, said I, mechanically
Yes, said Gerald with a ferocious glare in 

his eyes that made me shudder, therefore let 
us use it.

Hardly had we crossed and entered on the 
road, when coming towards us from a little

and intellect round him- And the
man I lit on in London was one Verter able viscount never forgot it himself.
than to tell me of Gerald's career. He seemed very much struck with Lucy 

Chetwynd’» beauty. Indeed, her tranquil love- 
Imess was eminently adapted to catch admirers 
by a coup d’æil. And the young lady, even 
while knowing Gerald’s fondness,, and really 
fond of him herself, was not indisposed to re
ceive a peer’s glances of admiration. So mat
ters weut on for some days.

Mrs. Chetwynd was an old campaigner.— 
The glitter of a coronet dazzled her, and made 
her feel thankful Urat the engagement between 
lier daughter and Stauncel was only an em
bryo one. And so she gave her daughter sun
dry secret instructions.\

I don't think, looking back, that at first 
Lucy Chetwynd had any intention of jilting 
Gerald. Hut the girl’s character was a weak 
one, and her lore of admiration had been foster- 
ed from lier ch ildhoood.

So she gradually listened more and more 
complacently to Desserton’s compliments, for 
a season of utter dissipation at Paris had taught 
him one accomplishment, which was his sole 
one—saying pretty things neatly ; and as Ger
ald was away day after day on his election

And you have never heard? said Chase, 
more, gravely. Why, his name was in most 
of the news, apers.

Likely enough, but in the bush, newspapers 
were few and far between.

It’s a lung story, mid Chasemore. Dise 
with me, and I’ll tell you about it. I'm all 
alone, lor my wife and children are at the sen 
side.

A few hours afterwards I found myself an 
inmate of a bouse which showed that its 
owner had a good London practice.

The cloth removed, my host pushed over the 
claret, and drawing his chair to the fire, relaps
ed into silence ; his cherry conversation end- 
ed, silence remained unbroken.

Ah, lie said, suddenly, I never feel so thank- 
ful for my own domestic happiness—I wish 
my Laura had been al home lor you to make 
her acquaintance—as when 1 put together 
all the link half forgotten, of poor Stauncel’s

He rose and went ton drawer, took some
thing out, and brought it to me. It was a 
leathern case, in which was n gold hunting 
watch, with one cover dented in by a heavy 
blow. I looked al the crest and saw it was the 
Stauncel falcon.

There, said Chasemore, there is my sole 
relic of poor Gerald. He gave it to me just 
before he died.
~Died! I sail, in utter bewilderment. Do 
you mean that Gerald’s dead?

Dead. Eight years ago.
I was thunderstruck, I had so keen a re- 

membrane» of the man we spoke of. His 
athletic form and splendid health were the

We are pas ing through an ordent 
just now as other people have done before us. 
We. are convinced that those who remain will 
soon settle down thankful for the privileges 
which they enjoy. Americans who have been 
here wonder why all the people are not inde- 
pendent. Their very praise of ear toil, fish- 
ing, lumbering, and our fresh air, if a suffirent 
prote-t against our people leaving as. Murn ing Jouroal. 1 * L

ITEMS.

No tame, it is said, is so popular, yet so hard 
to catch, as for-tune.

and Lest arranged On 
the modern inpretesent A 

LASKER.
B. R. Stevenson.

torney at Law and Solicio 
e-OIn Clerk of the Peace oilice.
. Andrews,July 13, 1866, y

THE PITTSFELD SWINDLER—Humphries, 
the confidence man, was at the house of a Ca
tholic priest at Chatham when last arrested, 

1 and had succeeded in victimizing the priest 
I with a forged draft of $500, pretending that 

somebody deceased had left a legacy of $150 
to the church, and this draft was to pay it.— 
The priest was just paying him the $50 change 
when the officers arrived and look charge of 
the swindler. Three or four years ago the 
“general” spent e part of the winter in Tying- 
I am snd Lee, under the name of "Col. Lamar,” 
of the rebel army, and was lionized and feasted 
by his “democratic” admirera, one of whom

Dr. Parker.
as removed to the Cottage in Queen strn 
* ing! the Agency of the Commercial B» 
neat ly opposite to the Sheriffs.
- Andrews, Nov. 19, 1666.
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copse on the other side, we saw two women 
They advanced from some distance, and to
reach us would cross the line.

Merciful heaven! said Gerald, with a quick
A silver clmin around a dog’s neck will not 

prevent his barking or biting.

Ho who takes the chill by the hand takes 
the mtoher by the heart.

When is Echo like a visiting acquaintance? 
When she returns your call.

A Dairymaid’s Definition -—Flattery is the 
milk of bene kindne-s turn- d into butt-r.

He who stumbles twice over the same stone 
deserves a broken shim.

gasp, Lucy I
1 looked, and recognized Lady Desserton, 

her companion a nurse carrying a crowing, 
laughing baty. Stauncel’s eye fell on it like 
that of a famished wolf; the hungry glare in 
them was horrible, and the convulsion of his 
features was dreadful.

His child, he muttured, the ifuture viscount 
—their heir. (

Yes, said I, and lier child, Gerald too.
The galop of a horse was heard behind us.

-

was swindled out of a 
that time.
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eering business— poor fellow he’d come in at 
night and Cell Lucy his day’s adventure can- 
passing as if she would share them—the peer 
had good chance of making play. And he 
made it.

The squire and his son were loo thorough- 
ly high bred to dream of treachery in a gue-t. 
Moreover, the generous spirit of Gerald led 
him to trust a former friend, and especially a 
university friend, implicitly, so he 1-t the vis- 
count escorts Lucy hither ami thither, with the 
fall trustfulness of a confiding nature. But 
when those natures are deceived their wrath is 
terrible.

After about three weeks, and during Ger- 
aid’s absence. Lord Desserton proposed to 
and was accepted by Miss Chetwynd. The 
secret was well kept, he having procured ar 
licence, they were married at a church near

DEATH OF A CITIZEN.—Mr. Seth w. Fowle 
I died at bis residence in West Chester park on 

Saturday evening. His illness has been of 
long continuance, but it is only within a lew 
days that his case was regarded as hopeless. 
He was widely known as a druggist, largely 
interested in several leading proprietary medi
cines which have become identified with his 
name. His extensive business brought him, 

f • during the past forty years, into relations with 
n large number of our citizens, and bis uniform 
courtesy and honorable dealing gained for him 
the good will and respect of his fellow citizens.

- —[Boston Post. 1

It isa good divine that follows his own 16- 
— struction-.I looked back and saw Lord 1)

Stauncel lookel round and started, while the 
red Cash barkened his face with passion.

He who would slop every man’s mouth 1mt 
have a great deal of m al." 1

A sharp old gentleman travelling wet Was 
got a *rai bes d - his wife ina cro ded car, lie 
requesting the young man who sat by 1, /t 
"please watch that woman w; ile be went inste 
another car as she had fits.”

/
_ D you see the dog ? said he quite furiously. 

Now’s the time-—now I
He turned. I seized his arm, dreading 

some set of voilence, when the shrill whistle- 
of the steam engine rang out. I looked and 
saw the express coning at a tremendous speed,all He came of a longlived andenvy

l'unishing a naughty boy by slontting him 
in the c Lar where he molu-bes Da PTikeTt 
is ••solitude sweetened”—;ol, o j title ^ a vee

sound stock as could be found in England; and 
eight years ago he was in the very first prime 
of mature manhood

Ah, said Chasemore, as if he guessed my 
thoughts, no disease carried off Gerald ; hie was

while a shiriels from Lucy drew my attention. 
to what was indeed a terrible sight r

FATE AND TRIFLES.— On what seemsn 
trifle, a mere nothing by itself, in some nice 
situations turns the scale of life and rules the 
most important actions.

The nurse had slipped on the rails, and the 
child had rolled in front of the advancing train, 
while the unhappy mother made, the air re- 
sound with her screams, suddenly he • 33 )ei|

A farm r in Connecticut has sol.] hi- mctr. 
ing machine because it cuts more hay than be 

ea my companion. Stretching out her i; .itts CIG take care of.
killed. Ill tell Jou all the story.

You know the generous offer the old squire, the parish. Then Loral and Lady Dessert hi
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